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SOWING THE WIND,

AND OTHER STORIES.

CHAPTER I.

"ARE you ready, Hiram ?" said Mr. Ove
man, calling to his clerk, who remained seal
ed at his desk, intent on a column of figure

"Not quite. I must balance my cash,

replied the young man.
"How long will it take?" asked Mr. Ove'

man.

"Not long. I'm nearly through." Au

the clerk bent down over the cash-book mor
intently.

"Mr. Overman, who had closed the fro
windows and keyed the shutters, now wa
ed the floor for two or three minutes, w
for his young man to complete the wor
which he was engaged. B an eto

raw~

d.
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crpt into the day' s business somewhere, and
a balance was not reached on the first trial.
A slight murmur of disappointment gave Mr.
Overman an itimation of this fact.

"Can't you make it balance ?" he said,
walking to where the desks were placed by
a window in the back part of the store, and
standing by his clerk.

p "It doesn't come out right on the first
trial, was answered, so I must go over it
again. I'm sorry to keep you waiting, sir.

"I promised to be home early, said Mr.
Overman. "My wife has company. So,
here's the key. Be .careful about this win-
dow, Hiram; and be sure that the bolt is
well sp ng in the lock,-you knoiv it has a
bad trick -of catching half way sometimes.
Leave the 'key at my house as you go past."

The young man promised to observe strict-
y ; and Mr. Overman left him to the work of

balancing the day's account with cash. It
as sundown, and nearly half an hour of

twilight remained. Ten minutes were spent
in addmg up the columns of figures again,

and getting at the amount of money which
should be on hand. Then- the cash was
counted, and the sum added to the balance in
bank.

"One hundred dollars over." Something
of satisfaction blended with the dis4point-
ment that was expressed in his voice. Twice
he counted the bills and coin in the cash-box,
and then -sit very still, his thought running
back through the day's transactions in search
of some clue to the error. None could be
found.

"There's a mistake in the figures sohe-
where, and I must discover it," he said, with
a long sigh; and bent over the pages of' the
cash-book again.

Ha! Three, is it? Let me run that col-
umn up again." A thrill of excitement was
in his low voice.

Three it is, and ny footing is two. That
will make the hundred dollars. All right 1"

He lifted from the desk an erasing-knif
and laid its edge over the numeral 3; but his
hand lingered. A thought, suddenly thrown

I
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12 SOWING THE WIND.

into his mind, caused him to hesitate. Then

the knife was laid down. He at absorbed

and motionless for several minutes. In that

brief time an evil counsellor had prevailed

over the young man. His hand was not

steady'as it moved to the cash-box, and'

there was a visible tremor of the bank-bills as

they passed hurriedly through his fingers.

One hundred dollars were selecte 4 and laid in

a pile on the desk-; the balance was returned

to the box.

Why does the young man start, and glance

around in that half fearful way? It was only

the cat's light footsteps that came to his ears,

as she moved across the floor. How changed

his face! The forehead so smooth and open a

little while ago, is cut by three or four lines

between the eyebrows. His lips are held

tightly together, and express pain as well as

resoluteness of purpose. There is a shadow

oVer the light of his intenser eyes. He

ances, now from the window, and now

looks around the store suspiciously; then his

eyes come back to the pile of bank-bills

SOWING THE WIND. 13

which were laid off from the rest. With a
sudden movement he clutches the money and
thrusts it into his 'pocket; shuts the cash-
book, and places it, with the cash-box, in the
fire-proof, which he locks. His motions are
rapid beyond their wont, indicating unusual
excitement of mind, as he closes and bolts the
shutter, and locks the door. He forgets Mr.
Overman's injunction about the tricky lock,
and only half springs the bolt. H1e is not
thinking of duty; but of the hundred-dollars
that lie wrongfully in his pocket. A single
act has obstructed the old right habits of
mind. False from willin higher things, obliv-
ion as to common duties comes in legitimate
order.

Mr. Overman is standing in his dobr as
Hiram comes in sight. The storekeeper is a-
kind-hearted, unstispicious, but careful man,
who makes- it a point to look closely after his
own affairs. He is. not much behind his
clerk in arriving at the store each morning,
and generally locks up with his own hands,
at the day's departure.

yn"



14 SOWIwG THE WIND.

"Did you get the balance ?" ha asked, as

he took the key from Hiram.
"Yes; sir." But it was not the clear, con-

fident, cheerful "Yes, sir," that usually fell

from his lips. He was painfully aware of*

this; so much so, that a shudder of fear ran

along his nerves, lest suspicion should be

awakened. He turned off quickly, and with-

out looking "up directly into Mr. Overman's

face.
His landlady remarked his defect of appe-

tite, and changed manner, at supper-time,--

and asked if he were not well.

"A little headache," he answered, evasive-

ly, and with falsehood.
Hiram Foster was twenty-three years of

age. He had'been in the employment of Mr.

Wesley Overman, as clerk and salesman, for
.nearly two years, and had his entire confi.

dence, which, until now, had never been

abused. He was a young man of some intel-

ligence, and desirous 'to rise in the world

above his present condition. Up to this

time his salary had not exceeded four hun-

SOWING THE WIND.

dred dollars, and it took about all of, this to
meet his annual expenses The prospect of
rising in the world had not, therefore, looked
very bright; and of late, Hiram had fretted
thereat considerably. One cause of this lay
in a recent awakening of his heart to new and
tender experiences. Love had crossed his
path. Helen Prescott, the minister's charm-
ing daughter, had thrown over him a spell as
sweet as it was irresistible. Her father, a
man of education and cultivated tastes,
thought higher than a storekeeper's clerk for
his favorite child; but love obeys its own im-
pulses-looks. to -persons, not conditions.
So, as Hiram advanced, she responded in
tender acquiescences, and at the time our
story opens, he had told his love to willing
ears.

As no objections could be raised to the
young man's character, which stood without
reproach, Mr. Prescott, the father of Helen,
demurred on the score of' Hiram's position in
the world. He was a clerk, receiving but a
mall salary,-not more than sufficient for his

15
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16 SOWING THE .WIND.

own maintenance,-how was he to support a

wife and family? The answer, as in all such

cases, was ready. The young couple were

content to wait until Hiram could push his

way to a more advanced position.

But, "content to wait," though on the

young man's lips, was not in his heart. No,

he was not content to wait. Every day he
grew more and more restless in thought; and
more discouraged at the unpromising aspect
of his affairs. Before it would be safe to

venture upon marriage', he must have an in-

come of at least seven, or eight hundred dol-

lars, and be in the way of advancement to-

wards a substantial citizenship. Patient duty
in the present, as the prerequisite of a happy
and prosperous future, was not the creed by

which he was trying to live; but, in looking

too restlessly ahead, from' dissatisfaction with

the present, he was opening the door for

temptation; and we have seen how, when the

tempter found hM, in an unguarded moment,

he fell. Alas! when the feet turn aside from

right paths, who can say into Nwiiat deserts

SOWING THE WIND. 17

and wildernesses they may be doomed to
wander?

From the supper-table, 'liram went to his
room, the door of which he fastened carefully
on the iner side. This was an unusual pre-
caution. But Hiram carried with him a new
consciousness that involved fear. He drew a
deep breath, as if trying to relieve" his bosom
from a weight. Then he sat down by the
table where he had placed his lamp, and
thrusting his hand into This pocket, drew
therefrom a roll of bank-bills, the rightful
property of Mr. Overman. He had partly un
folded them, when a shade of anxiety fell sud-
denly on his face, and he glanced suspicious-
ly toward the window of his room, crump-
ling the bills at the same time in his hand,
and so concealing them. Rising, he went to
the window and looked out, taking careful
note of the situation and aspect of two or
three houses in the neighborhood, in order to
he sure that he was not in thenrange of obser--
vation. Then, after closing the shutter, and.

drawing an inside curtain that' shaded half
2

I
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SOWING THE WIND.

the window, he sat down again to the table
from which he had just arisen, and relaxing
the firm grip with which he was holding the
bank-bills, spread them out before him.

A change in look and manner now became
apparent. There was a certain lighting up
of his face, As from pleasant excitement, and
a quick movement of the hands as he counted
over the money.

"One hundred dollars." He spoke in a
low murmur of sound; and' then, as if
thought had become active in some -direction
of interest, sat very still for a long time. His
closely-shut mouth, fixed, indrawn gaze, and
compressed brows, showed that his mind was
intent on themes, to him, of the highest
moment. There was no fear, weakness, or
repentance, on his almost rigid countenance;
but an aspect of fixed determination. He
had passed the Rubicon, and was looking
forward, not bask. A new way had sudden-
ly opened before him-a new way to that ad-
vancement in the world on which he was to
build, in the future, his temple of happiness.

18
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Mr. Overman was not a suspicious
___ of late, had trusted him m an

plieitly. Mr. Overman was not
countant; and' so, the books wer
hands. Formerly, Mr. Overman
careful in his daily examinations
account, but it was a rare thing
look over it noadwehei

i 7" in so cursory a manner, that an

lie just before him and not be see
was thought of by the dishonest ci

it he found encouragement to pre

n\ in an evil way.
j _There came a low rap on the do

Foster started, turned a little
clutched at the bank-bills that y
the table.

"What's wanted ?" he asked, t
ness of his voice starting his own

" Here's a letter for you?" it wa
who replied.

Hiram slipped the bolt, trying
noiselessly, and partly opening th

- -ceived a letter from the servant'

Hiram Foster started. turned a ralie, and clutched t the
bank-bills.
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was contained in an ordinary brown enve-

lope, and the direction, "Hiram Foster," was

in a bold business hand, the familiarity of
which made his heart leap and tremble. He

re-bolted the door, and sitting down by the
table, broke the envelope. The- enclosure
read-

"I wish to see you, Hiram. Call around

after supper. WESLEY OVERMAN."

An instant paleness overspread the young
man' s face- his lips fell apart; beads of per-
spiration' came out upon his forehead; his
heart sunk with terror. Was it possible that

some one had observed him, through the

window, at the store, and communicated his

prime to Mr. Overman! That thought, flung
into his mind, caused a deep shudder to go
down to his very interior consciousness.

"What can he want with me ?" he said,
rising from the table, with a look of anxiety
in his face. The money was still held'tightly
in his hand. To dispose of this money was
the next question. He dare not tab it with

him, for, if Mr. Overman had received any
intimations of the truth, its presence on his
person might transpire, and his ruin be hope-
lessly consummated.

This is a doubtful and dangerous busi-
ness! Ah! if with that conviction, Hiram
Foster, and that acknowledgment, you had,
said in irrevocable decision-" I will stop
here, and go back to the right way1"

There was, he felt, as much danger in leav-

ing the money as in taking it with him. If
his room should be searched, his trunk
would not escape; so he feared to hide it
there. One place after another was thought
of, and decided against. He was in a maze
of perplexity. At last, folding the notes in
a piece of paper, he crept under his bed, and
placed them beneath the farthest bed-post.

No one will ever think of going there,
he muttered, in an undertone, as he crept
forth from hits bodily humiliation, fit emblem
of that mental humiliation and disgrace into
which all come who are forced by crime into
stooping duplicity and concealment.
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CHAPTER II.

MR. OvERMAN's house was distant only a

few streets from where his clerk resided.

"What can he want with me ?" wa& the
anxious and oft-repeated question of Hiram

Foster, a walked slowly, and with busy
thoughts, to rd his employer's residence. It
was the first time he had asked to see him in
the evening. , Something, therefore, of more,

than ordinary import, was in the summons.
At Mr. Overman's door he stood, with a

heart beating confusedly, for some moments,
before venturing to ring the bell. When
shown into the parlor, he found Mr. Overman
alone. The first glance at his kind face dis-
pelled every fear. Not. even the faintest
shadow of a suspicion was there.

"Sit down, Hiram," said he, in a pleasant
tone of voice. "Tve sent for you in conse-

quence of having heard something this even-

ing which has interested me."

The young man tried to be altogether at his

ease, but it cost him an effort. He looked,
but did not venture to speak, an.inquiry.

"What I have heard," said Mr. Overman,
"concerns you and Helen Prescott. Ah! I

see the tell-tale color in your face, and am glad

of it. Helen is a dear, good girl. I know

her well, and it pleases me that you have
chosen so wisely. Has the matter been spo-
ken of to Mr. Prescott?"

"-Yes, sir."
"And he gives consent ?"
"Not a full, outspoken consent, sir," re-

plied the young man. "He makes no oppo-
sition, however.

"No opposition! Why should he ?"

"I am only a poor clerk, you know."
"Humph! A poor clerk!. Has the minis-

ter never read Pope?

"'Honor and shame from no condition rise;

Act well your part; there all the honor lies.'

"That is wherein true manhood and bigh
honor repose. Right 'action ennobles. Be

#
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true, faithful, just, Hiram, and. you stand the
peer of any one!

"'The man's the gold for a' that."'

The young man' s eyes dropped to the floor.
He felt rebuked.

" When do you think of getting married ?"

asked Mr. Overman.
"Not for a long time, yet," answered

Hiram.
"Why defer so indefinitely the hippy

day?"
"My income is too small."
"Four hundred dollars a year ?"

"Yes, sir."
"I was receiving no more when I got mar-

ried."
"The times are more expensive," replied

the clerk. "We are expected to live differ-
ently now, than when you were a young man."

"There' s something in that," replied Mr.
Overman. "Pride is expensive. Our super-
fluities cost us more than our necessities. We
live too much in other people's eyes, and too

1:
I~.
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little within ourselves. But the world' s ways
are enticing, and we cannot go easily against
the current of things. Four hundred dollars
will not do; so, Hiram, as you are afaithful,
honest, intelligent young man-true to my. in-
terests-I will make it six, with a promise of
something better, if business holds good. It

was to say this that I sent for you. Get mar-
ried, and be happy.

If twenty-four hours previous to this time,
Mr. Overman had thus spoken to his clerk,
what a different and puter element would
have been in the pleasure that made his
heart leap up and swell-sending bright
blood to his cheeks, and lustre to his gladsome
eyes! There would have been a differen
tone in the ardor with which he took the ex-
tended hand of his kind-hearted employer,
and pressed it tightly in both of his.

"How shall I thank you ?" he answered,
d> and as he said so, he felt that he was acting

* beyond his real feelings. Two hundred dol-
lars advance of salary ! It was something
better than he had been receiv.ing,-but not
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on six hundred dollars would he venture, to
marry Helen Prescott, whose father's objec.
tons to his humbler condition in life had

piqued his pride. But his feelings suffered
no depression on this account; for, had he
not another source of income ?

"Faithful'"-"honest"-"true to my in-
terests." It was only by the strongest effort
of will that Hiram could keep his eyes on the
face of Mr. Overman, as these words were
spoken in his praise. -For a moment or two,
it seemed as if he would lose all control of his
countenance, and let shame reveal itself in
red confusion. He felt sure that guilt looked,
out of his unsteady eyes, and so let them drop,
to the floor.

"Fix an early wedding day, Hiram," said
Mr. Overman, in his free, off-hand manner.
"There's nothing to interpose now. If

Helen's father makes any objection, I'll
manage him. A little high-strung, is he?
Humph! Your ministers, and lawyers, and
doctors have, generally, a weakness in that.
direction. They seem to think themselves

SOWING THE WIND. 27

made of finer stuff than most people. Living
so much among books has, I imagine, some-
thing to do with the fancy. But Mr. Prescott
is a good, sensible man; and we'll have no
trouble with him."

As soon as it was possible, without showing
indecorous haste to get away from the rebu-
king presence of Mr. Overman, Hiram Foster
retired. He felt strangely bewildered and
oppressed, as he gained the street. He had
been like one bound and in fear; now, there
was a partial sense of freedom, and a removal
of dread-but, the haunting terror only went
off, so-to speak, a little way, and there stood
still,'large, indistinct, and vaguely threaten-
ing. There had occurred, within the space of
a few hours, a great change in his inner, or
spiritual relations. What they were, he
did not comprehend. Nay, his thought did
not even dwell on the new mental phenom-
ena that were transpiring. He was mq a,
passive than an intelligent subject-fing
but not comprehending. Tranquillity, and
that sense of security which the innocent en.

11
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joy, were gone; and in their place was a sense
of impending danger. Hope looked onward to
the future that was opening with brighter
prospects; but strange, threatening shadows
hung over the beauty and brightness that lay
in the smiling beyond. As he walked on-
ward, in the calm, starry evening, it seemed
as if a shadowy form were moving along just
beibind him. Two or three times he stopped
and turned around, each time appearing to
catch a glimpse of something that flitted or
faded like a phantasmagoria image.,

Hiram Foster's mind was in no condition
for an interview with his betrothed on that
evening. A great, crisis in his life had come-
nay, been passed ; and the disturbed elements
needed time for readjustment. So, he re-

turned to his room, and spent the evening
alone. But there the haunting presence
which had hovered so near, in shadowy com-

a nhip,as he returned from his interview
wit Mr. Govern, sat down close beside
him. He almost felt its breath upon his
cheek, and its a upon his hand, as he

SOWING TILE WIND. 29

clutched the bank-bills so dishonestly ob
tained. A cold shudder crept along his
nerves. But with the shrinking terror that
accompanied think sense of an evil, invisible
presence, came no repentance-no thought of
retracing the wrong step which had separated
him from good-no rebuke of conscience. On-
ward, in deliberate purpose, as fertile sugges-
tions of dishonest means came flooding in
upon his mind, he looked, and schemed, and
resolved. And there, alone in his room-no,
not alpne, for, all the while, a dark, evil, in-
visible companion was close beside him-he
sat until after midnight.

More than one who looked into Hiram Fos-
ter's face on the next day, noted a change,
and felt as if a hand had been laid upon them,
pressing them away to a distance. Of these
was Helen Prescott's father; a baan of great
purity of character, and sensitive to individ-
ual spheres.
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CHAPTER III.

"How much money is there in the cash-
box ?" asked Mr. Overman. It was on the
morning after Hiram had abstracted one hun-
dred dollars.

The young man's heart gave a quick, strong
beat, that sent the blood in oppressive en-
gorgements to his lungs. He did not trust his
voice in an immediate reply, but gained time
by going, with a deliberate motion, to the iron
safe, from which he took the cash and check,
books. Laying these open on the desk before
his employer, he took a small piece of paper,
and, with a pencil, deducted the sum standing
to their credit in bank from the balance called
for by the cash-book.

"One hundred and thirty-four dollars ten
cents." The young man's voice had in it a
slight unsteadiness, which suspicion would
instantly have noted. But there was no sus-

picion in the mind of Mr. Overman. Still, he

was disappointed in the amount, and said:

"Is that all? I thought we had over two

hundred dollars."
"Look at it yourself, sir." And Hiram

pointed to the figures in the cash and bank

books, and then went over, aloud, the subtrac-

tions he had already made. "Just one hundred

and thirty-four dollars and ten cents. That is

the sum which ought to be in the cash-box."

And Hiram opened the box and counted

the money in the presence of Mr. Overman,
who expressed himself satisfied, but not in a

tone of sufficient heartiness to relieve the

clerk's mind, who felt two burning spots on

his cheeks for more than an hour afterwards.
Twice, during the day, he saw Mr. Overman
examining the cash-book; and his heart trem-
-bled each time in anxious fear.

"I thought Perkins settled his bill yester-
day," said Mr. Overman, as he looked up
from the cash-book on one of these occasions.

'No, sir ; he called for his account, and
said he would pay it ina few weeks.

30 SOWING THE WIND*



32 SOWING THE WIND.
SOWING THE WIND. 33

"Ah, that was it. I got the impression
that he paid."

"His bill is seventy dollars," said Hiram.
"If he had paid, the cash in hand would have
been over two hundred dollars."

"I see-I see ! How singularly things take
hold of us sometimes," answered Mr. Over-
man, in a cheerful, satisfied way, that put the
young man's fears for the time to rest.

In the evening Hiram called to see Helen.
She was a pure, true, gentle-hearted girl;
refined and delicate in her tastes and appreci-
ations; confiding and loving. She had given
up her whole heart to him. In: her eyes he
was noble, honorable, good.

But now, as Hiram grasped her hand, and
looked into the pure, deep well of her blue
eyes, he saw an expression in them never
seen before; and felt something like an out-
ward moving sphere, that seemed as if it
would bear him to a distance from her.
After a few minutes, the sweet, loving wel-
come, which had smiled in the face of Helen,
gradually faded out, and her mouth grew

almost sober in its calm expression, as her
eyes dwelt on the countenance of her lover.
Hiram felt the searching inquiry that was in
her gaze, and it disturbed him. What could
it mean? Was her clear-seeing vision going
past the screen of his concealing face, and
looking at the dark secret he had taken into
his heart? The thought chilled him.

"I have good news, darling," he said,
throwing as much gladness of feeling into his
voice as he could assume. Assume? Alas!
How quickly had a will assenting to evil
robbed' him of true gladness! Yes, as he
could assume. "Mr. Overman spoke of you,
last night.

" Of me !" A warm glow lit up the face
of Helen, and pleasure sparkled in her eyes.

"Yes; he sent for me and said that he had
heard of our engagement. You are one of his
favorites, Helen. I can't tell you of all the
nice things he said. He insists that there
shall be no long postponement of our mar-
riage; and to remove all objections on the
score of means, has raised my salary."

-3.



SOWING THE WIND.SOWING TiHE WIND.

Ii,

"Oh, Hiram!!" It was as if a sunbeam had

kissed her gentle face. "How good in Mr.

Overman 1"
"It was kind and thoughtful in him, cer-

tainly; but only just, as to an advance of

salary," answered the young man. "In all

fairness, this should have been done a year

ago. Still, better late than never, and I'm

very much obliged to him."

" How much has he increased your in.

come ?" asked Helen.
"To six hundred dollars." .He saw a

slight shade of disappointment dim the radi-

ance of her countenance.
" That for the present," said Hiram, quick

ly. "But a larger increase will soon follow.

I saw as much in his countenance, as well as

in the intimations of his not very guarded sen-

tences. I am every thing to him in his busi-

nese and he knows it. The way of advance-

ment is plain before me, Helen, dear, and I

shall walk on, steadily, to success. To-day I
stopped to look through one of the pretty

cottages that Parker is building, on the new

street just opened across the hill. They are
to be the sweetest and cosiest of little places
-real dove's nests. The only drawback is,
that he is building to sell, and not to rent.
However, this 'may not be a serious hin-
drance. Parker said that I might have my
own time for payment-in all two, or three, or
four years, if required. He only asks twelve
hundred dollars."

"I'm afraid of debt, Hiram," answered the
young girl. "Father was in debt, once, and I
can never forget the trouble of 'mind through
which he passed, until the final, dollar was
paid. Don't think of buying a house. I
could not bear to see you troubled as my
father has been."

"Never fear for me, Helen. I shall take
good care not to be in trouble from this ac-
count. Whenever I take upon myself an
obligation, it will be with so, fair a prospect,
that no embarrassment can follow. You

must go around and look at these cottages.
If they please your fancy as they have pleas-
ed mine, one of them shall be our dove's

U'
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nest. Leave all the ways and means to my
providing. I will secure the home, and you
shall fill it with sunshine."

And thus they talked on, as lovers will
talk, of their future, in which a heaven of

enjoyment awaits their advancing steps. But,
in each mind was a consciousness that some

change had occurred; that instead of being
internally nearer, they stood further off from

each- other than at their last meeting. So

strong was this impression with Helen, that

after parting wit Hiram, she fell into a mu--

sing, half disquiet state, that increased until

her eyes grew dim with tears, and she went

weeping to her pillow.
Mr. Overman's kindly manifested interest

in his clerk was genuine. When his mind

went out in favorable regard towards any
one, his generous nature led him to confer

benefits. He liked the minister-who was a

true man-and the daughter had-always been

one of his -favorites. As soon as it became

known to him that Hiram Foster was Hel-

en's accepted lover, he was almost as much

pleased as if one of them had been his own
child. In a few days'he called to see Mr. Pres-
cott, and spoke in such hearty praise of the
Young man, that all opposition to an early mar-
riage was removed; and the time fixed some
three or four months distant. One of the cot-
tages on the new street was taken, with the
knowledge and approval of Mr. Overman,
who negotiated a purchase with the builder,
obtaining from him a long extended time of
Payments in quarterly sums. Nor did his
geilerous interest stop here. -More than half
the neat furniture that adorned the cottage in
which Hiram installed his bride on their wed-
ding day, was the gift of Mr. Overman.

IN1
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CHAPTER IV.

IT was the morning of Hiram Foster's wed-

ding day. He was sitting at his desk, the
cash-book open before him, and his pen just
touching the bottom line of the page. The
footing of a column had been pencilled on a

slip of waste paper, and he was recording the-
figures in ink; not, however, we are pained

to say, in exact correspondence with the as-

certained result, but in deviation therefrom,,
with dishonest purpose.

"Hiram." What a start and sudden con-
frsion of manner! The young man turned
only in part. He would not, for the world,
have the eye of Mr. Overman ypon his face

until a mask was on it.
"Sir.
"You remember Jasper Lloyd? '
"Yes, sir."
"He was with Ielton, and went to Thorn-

ley as clerk in one of the mills."

"Yes, sir. I recollect him."
"Well, lie' s turned out a scamp! it's in

the paper to-day. He' s been robbing the
Company !"

"It isn't possible! And yet, I am not sur-
prised." With a bold, impulsive effort, Hi-
ram tried to repress all feeling, and to meet
the eyes of his employer with a face in which
no revelation of his own true state of mind
could be seen. "Not at all surprised, sir."
And he turned full around from the desk.
"Jasper never struck me as a fair young
man. What is the extent of his depreda-
tions?"

"It hasn't been fully ascertained; but will
not, it is believed, fall short of twenty
thousand dollars."

"He played a high game, upon my word!
Have they caught him?"

"Yes, and got him in prison."
As Mr. Overman said this, Hiram saw, or

thought he saw, something of scrutiny or sus-
picion in his eyes, which were fixed steadily
on his face. He felt a shudder and sinking
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of heart-a' sense of impending ruin. His

breat" -did not come and go for, some

mom ts. Slowly, and with a questioning.
look, as if doubts had, been cast into his

mind, Mr. Overman withdrew his eyes from

Hiram, and let them fall upon the paper in

his hand. The young man turned to the

desk, and there was silence between them

again. What a weight had been thrown

upon the young man's bosom! As he

brought his pen down to the paper, his hand

trembled so that he could scarcely make the

figures that were to be recorded. Did. he

make them correctly, or in fraud ?-alas, in
fraud!1

"Foolish, foolish young man-!" said Mr.

Overman. He was thinking of Jasper Lloyd.
Hiram started and turned pale. The words

seemed spoken to himself. His heart stood

still. There were a few moments of appall-

ing suspense. He waited for the next sen-

tence as for words of doom.
"The way of dishonesty is the way of

destruction. The end is always certain.
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Misery is tlhe sure result. You cannot gather
grapes zof thorns, or figs of thistles, Hiram."

Hiiam! Why did he say Hiram in thai
connection! The still heart of the young man
gave a frightened bound, and then sunk
down almost motionless again.

"Poor Jasper Lloyd! I pity him, while 1
execrate his crime !"

A customer entered the store, and Mr.
Overman laid down the newspaper and went
to meet him. Hiram breathed more freely
again. Did he correct the wrongly recorded
figure? No-alas for him, no! There was a
death's head at the feast, for Hiram Foster,
on that memorable evening. As he stood, in
the holy and impressive marriage ceremonial.,
the small white hand of Helen Prescott laid
confidingly in his, listening to the minister's
low, tender, solemn voice, there seemed
hovering just behind him that same evil pres-e
ence which had haunted him on the night of
his first guilty departure from -the way of
ho-nor and safety, chilling back the warm,
pulses that tried to leap up joyfully. In

40
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[ every word of truthful congratulation that

came to his ears, was a low undertone of

warning. Alas, how was the fine gold dim-

med! His wrong deeds, secret though they

were, and known only to himself and God,
were cursing him in this hour, which should

have been one of unalloyed happiness. In

grasping at external good, unlawfully, he haad

lost, as all lose who thus act, internal peace;
and in the place of conscious safety, had come

an oppressive sense of danger. The shad-

owy presence stood all the while near,
scowling and threatening. His evil counsel-

lors had become his tormentors. j

"Be true and loving," said Mr. Overman,
as he held a hand of both the bride and hus-

band. "Be true and loving, and prudent,
and not too eager to grasp the good of this

world, and you will be happy-happy be-,
yond the lot of most men and women who

enter this holy estate. Don't, like thousands

and tens of thousands around you, look out-

wardly, but inwardly for happiness. Never,
in even the smallest things, do what reason
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and right judgment disapprove ; for, so sure-
ly as you act contrary to reason and right
judgment, will peace depart from you. Re-
member, that godliness, with contentment, is
great gain; and also remember that posses-
sion never brings any pleasure to the mind,
unless it comes as an orderly, safe, and equi-
table result. Never desire Worldly things for
the present, beyond what present means af-
ford; but in thankfftlness, receive from the
Giver of All Good that measure of earthly
blessing which He, in his wise Providence,
knows to be best. We can only enjoy what
we have-not what we restlessly desire."

In every sentence Hiram felt a rebukp.
He could not look at his kind monitor, b&t
kept his eyes turned aside; and not until Mr.
Overman stood at a distance from him, did he
breathe in any freedom. It was remarked by
more than one present on the occasion, that
the young husband had, for most of. the time,
the soberest face of any in the room. Up to
that time, some four months from the fatal
day on which he so insanely elected to walk
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in an evil and dangerous path, he had,
through a system of false entries, succeeded
in robbing his kind, confiding employer, to
the amount of nearly one thousand. dollars.

No wonder that he looked sober! no wonder
that congratulation and friendly counsel from

Mr. Overman, oppressed him! No wonder

that there was a death' s head at his marriage
feast!
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QHAPTER V.

TrXE passed on. This marriage would have
been blessed beyond the usual degree, had
it not been for Hiram' s secret sin. Helen was
a tender, loving, dutiful wife, whose heart,
like a vigorously growing vine, was all the
while putting forth tendrils, and seeking to
grasp the heart of her husband. But though
he never repelled, was never unkind, some-
how, tendril after tendril failed to gain the
support after which it reached forth eagerly,
and curled back feebly and helplessly upon
itself. Only here and there were attach-
ments made, and they held on with such a
strain, that weariness and trembling fear came
often,-too often,--instead of sweet security
and repose.

The young wife was never certain of the
mood in which her husband Would return at
day's decline. Sometimes he would come
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home with cheerful countenance-sometimes

with a shadow on hi face-sometimes with

words on his lips that made her heart leap up
with pleasure-sometimes in silence and seem-

ing coldness. Often she would watch his

face, as he sat lost in thought, and feel a

shrinking fear, as its expression altered from

one - strange aspect to another;. sometimes

lighting up with a sudden gleam, and some-

times retreating as suddenly into shadow and

darkness. If, on these occasions, she intrud~

ed upon him, he would seem annoyed or con-

fused. He did not often speak of his worldly

prospects; when he did so, it was in a gen-

eral way, and in a tone of encouragement.

For three years they occupied their little

cottage on the new street, by which time the

payments on account of the purchase were all

completed. Many tasteful improvements in

the grounds had been made during this time;

walks laid out, trees and shrubbery planted,

a small summer-house built, and also an addi-

tion to the cottage-this addition was to the

extent of a single room, to be used as a break-
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fast and sitting-room. Hiram wanted to have
the addition two stories, which would have
made the cost at least a hundred and fifty
dollars more; but his prudent wife urged his
abandonment of this plan so strongly, that he
gave it up. Her dread of seeing her husband
fall in debt was very strong; so. strong that
she had known little true enjoyment of the
tasteful things with which he was steadily
surrounding her, and which she felt could
not be obtained, under their limited income,
without certain embarrassment.

"I'm afraid you'll get into trouble, hus.
band, dear," she would say, ndw and then,
as she saw his mind beginning to run on some
new expenditure. "Don't go in debt. We've
all that is required for enjoyment. There' s
no true possession in any thing not justly our
own. Debt robs of beauty even the choicest
picture or statue."

"Don't fret yourself for nothing, dear," he
would answer. "I'm as much afraid of debt
as you are, and shall not put myself in any-
body's power. My salary is a thousand dol-
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lars, you know; and, thanks to your-prudent

housekeeping; I am laying up a few hundred

every year."
If Helen had carefully counted up the cost

of living for the three years, adding to this

the twelve hundred dollars paid for the cot-

tage, and nearly as much more expended. in

improvements and additions, she would have

been appalled at the result; for this startling

fact would have been revealed: Against an

income of six hundred dollars for the first

year, ei ht hundred for the second, and one

thousand for the third,-twenty-four hundred

dollars in all,-stood an expenditure of forty-,

three hundred dollars; showing a called for

deficit of two thousand dollars!

And yet, Hiram Foster owed no man, in a

legal and acknowledged form, any thing; but,

on the contrary, held stock certificates in a

sound banking institution, located three hun~-

dred miles away, to the value of fifteen

hundred dollars. But of this property his

wife knew nothing. That was his own se-

cret.

" Hiram!" The young man had locked
'the fire-proof and put on his coat. It was
after sundown, and the front windows of the
store were shut. Mr. Overman had seemed
dull auid distant all day, and was now sitting
in the back part of tle store, not seeming to
notice the us!al preparations for going home.
His utterance of Hiram's name- gave .the

young man a start. It did not take much
now to give him a start. The evil are always
in fear. " The wicked flee when no man
pursueth."

"Sir." His back was towards Mr. Over-
man, but he turned only in part around.

"I have a word or two I wish to say,
Hiram; it's been on my mind for some days."
Mr. Overman's voice was very serious. The
heart of Hiram Foster leaped with alarm.
Poor heart! It had become habitually afraid.
It was no longer a brave, calm heart, beating
Qn in conscious innocence. No-no. Alas

. poor heart! T'rie rustle of a garment; a sud-
den step behind; an unusual tone of voice, or
look, from Mr. Overman-these, and a hun-

4
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dred other insignificant things, had power to

send -through it A pulse of terror.

"Sit down-there." Hiram had not ven-

tured to speak in response, but stood in

silence, and with his face a little turned away.

He took a. chair, andedrew it towards Mr.

Overman.. The imminent peril that seemed

impending, gave him power to control his ex-

terior.
" Hiram, I'm afraid you're living a little

too free for your income. It has been on my

mind to say this for some time." The young

man could not keep the blood back from his

face. It rushed there, crimsoning it to the

brows.
"I see you've been putting an addition to

your house; now this has cost at least three

hundred dollars. You'll get in debt, if you

have not already involved yourself, as surely

as the sun shines."

"We live very frugally," answered Hiram,

his voice so hoarse and unnatural that the

words almost choked him. "And ypu know

my salary is a thousand dollars."

"And that brings me to another thing -I
must say," remarked Mr. Overman. "Some-

thing is wrong in the business, I'm afraid.
Some miscalculation or some leak. Things
are not working out in the old way. My
payments crowd me more closely than in
former times. I have to borrow, frequently,
from day to day, and this worries me."

Mr. Overman's eyes were fixed steadily on
Hiram's face; their expression was severe,
and Hiram saw doubt, if not suspicion, in
them.

"Im sorry to hear you say this, Mr. Over-
man. I thought every thing going on pros-
perously." The clerk's answer was not well
considered. He felt that he, ought to say
something, and uttered what first came to his
lips.

"You. must have been blind, then," said
Mr. Overman, with some impatience of man-
iner. "Things are not going on prosper-
ously. I'm losing instead of making money.
There's a leak somewhere, and it must be
found."
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"I can't imagine where there can be a

leak," replied Hiram, "unless. it is in pricing

the goods. You've been cutting down the

profits, you know."

"And largely increasing the sales," said

Mr. Overman. "No, it's not there."

"Our stock of goods is heavier than

usual." Mr. Overman shook his head.

"No; it doesn't lie there."

"If there's a leak it should be found," said

the young man, emphatically. His first tre-

mors were passing away, and he was gaining

steadiness of tone, and confidence of manner;

" and I'll do all in my power to reach the

cause of evil."

How closely duplicity and lying follow

upon the steps of crime! They are its natural

offspring. A man may not enter the ways of

evil without the companionship of lies.

"The leak must be found !" Mr. Over-

man's manner was imperative. "For more

than a year I've had a troubled impression

that something was going wrong. It has

haunted me day and night. And now, in
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looking my affairs in the face, doubt is no
longer admissible."

"I'm sorry." There was an affectation of
sympathy in Hiram's voice. "Very sorry,
sir; and if there's any thing I can do in the
matter, you know that only your word is re-
quired. Just say in what direction you
would have me work, and I'll neither rest
night nor day until a result is reached."

"One thing is clear," answered Mr. Over-
man. "Expenses will have to be reduce.
And, to begin, Hiram, your salary must be
cut down. I shall not complain if you seek
for and find a better situation-indeed, it
would give me pleasure, instead of regret, to
see you in the service of another person, if
with decided advantage to, yourself. You
have a wife and two children, and must look
to them. But as things are, six hundred dol-
lars is all the salary I can afford to pay. Im
sorry, but cannot help myself."

"I shall not leave you, Mr. Overman."
There was so much feeling in the young man's
voice, that his, kind hearted employer was
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deceived, and the vague suspicion which had

crept into his mind, cast out. "You have

been so generous, that I would despise my-

self if I turned meanly away and thought

only of my own affairs when things seemed

going wrong with you. I can live on six

hundred dollars a year, thanks to the pru-

dence and economy of my wife; or, on five,

if necessary. So do not let this trouble you,

Mr. Overman. In every possible way I will

h 0pyou in the work of reducing expenses,

and finding out the leak, if any exists."

"C ou meet me in the right spirit, Hiram.

It is what I should have expected," said Mr.

Overman. But there was a dead level in his

voice that failed to - give assurance to the

young mans' heart. "You can go home

now. I will ponder these matters to-night,

and come to some conclusions by to-mor-

row.
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. CHAPTER VI.

"ISN'T she sweet, Hiram?" said Mrs. Fos-
ter, as she held her youngest born, a ba in
its fifth month, up for a kiss.

" I Sweet as a rose," he answered, touching
his lips lightly to the baby's lips, but in so
.cold a way that the mother's feelings rebelled
against such strange indifference. The fa
ther' s eye, though resting on the cherub face
of his little one, did not feel any impression
of its beauty. There was a barrier of sin
around his heart, whi h, for the time, kept'
back the spell of fin cence. His thoughts
were with his troubled feelings, away from
home and its cherished ones. Though pres-
ent with them as to the body, he was yet afar
off iir spirit.

" You're not well, Hiram,".said the young
wife and mother, awaking from the happy
dream in which she had been passing the

I 4 .
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1 hours with her two darlings. The coming

home, at evening twilight, of her husband,

had been like the opening of., a door through

which a cold blast pressed1n upon the warm

air of a cheerful rootr. There was a chilling
atmosphere around him. He had come in

from the outside world, and a shudder was

felt at his entrance. Often, before, had Mrs.

Foster experienced this shock, or jar, or re-

pulsion, whatever it might be called, on her

husband's appearance, but never to the de-

gree now felt.A
"I've been troubled with a headache all

day." That is not true, Hiram Foster.

Your head never was freer from pain.

"Oh, I'm sorry !" And Helen pressed her

hand upon his forehead, and looked at him

with a tender concern in. her eyes. But he

could not bear to have her read his face, and

so turned it away. She did. not hold the

baby for him to kiss again; nor did Flora,

his two year old darling, after being pushed,

with a strange absent mindednesss, aside

when she attempted to get upon his lap, ven-

ture near him again. He sat in silence and a
stern abstraction of mind, that his wife knew
had some other cause than a simple head-
ache, until tea was announced.

"Can't you eat any thing, Hiram?" Mrs.
Foster saw that ne was only sipping at his
tea. He lifted his eyes from his cup, and
looked across the table at his wife. Only for
a few moments did he hold her gaze, and
then let his own fall away. iThere were
questionings in her eyes that his tell-tale face
might answer in a way, the bare imagination
of which caused him to shudder.

"I am better without food," he answered.
"The tea is all I want, and may relieve the
pain in my head." Back to the refuge of lies
again! Unhappy transgressor; the way in
which you have chosen to walk is a hard
one, and you will find the difficulties steadily
increasing as you press onward.

"Not going out, Hiram!" It was an hour
after supper tiifie. The young man'lad been
lying on a sofa, with shut eyes, pretending
indisposition, in order to hide the trembling

4
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anxiety and fear that were in . his heart.

Now, rising up, as if a sudden purpose had

moved .him, he went into the passage, and

was reaching for his hat.

"Yes, for a little while," he answered

back, and was away before his wife could

follow him with words of remonstrance.

Night had fallen, dark and starless and the

chill November air struck coldly against his

face. After leaving the house, Mr. Foster'

walked rapidly towards that part of the town

in which the store of Mr. Overman was loca-

ted. Turning a corner, that brought him in

view of the store, he saw a light gleamig

through two crescent-shaped openings in one

of the shutters, that which closed against the

window at the back part of the store, where

the desks and fire-proof were located. He

stood still, instantly, striking his hands to-

gether. Feat caused his knees to shake. It

was even as had been a little while before

suggested to his mind. Mr. Overman' s sus-

picions were going -in the right direction, and

he was at the store examining the books, tP

see if the leak he had spoken of could be
found in that direction. There were not less
than fifty false entries in the cash-book.
Was it possible for him to escape, should Mr.
Overman's eyes, sharpened by suspicion, go
over that ccoult ? The wretched young
man felt as if suspended by a hair over some
awful chasm.

For several minutes he stood, with those
sharply outlined crescents of light holding'hs
gaze by a kind of fascination. Then he com-
menced moving towards them, as if they pos-
sessed a weird power of attraction, until he
stood on the narrow.pavement, bordering an
alley but little frequented, that ran down be-
sice the building, and close against the win-
dow. His steps were noiseless as the steps

of a cat. He held his laboring breath, and
hearkened eagerly. But no sound came from
within. After listening for some time, he
was about moving -away, when his ear
caught the well known rattle of paper, that
often accompanies the turning of leaves in a
blank-book. It sent a thrill along every

n 1
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nerve; for in that sound was a confirmation

of every worst fear.
"God help me !" It was a silent, despair-

ing ejaculation; not a prayer sent up from a

low deep of misery, bearing hope, were it

never so feeble, in its bosom.

"Lost! Lost !" He moved back, noise-,

lessly, out into the darkness, holding both

hands tightly against his breast. To his,

home, and the tender, innocent, beloved ones

there, his thoughts went, and he saw that

home all desolated ; his wife heart-broken,
and his babes disgraced. For some moments

the idea of flight held his mind. But no-

no !-it was thrust aside. He could not

abandon all, while there was a shadow of

hope. His false entries were dexterously,

made, and might elude the vigilance of his

employer, who was not by any means an

adept at figures. Even if a few errors

were discovered, he might be able so to con-

fuse Mr. Overman's mind by corrections and

explanations, as to make all appear fair.

'Iwse suggestions gave partial and moment..

ary relief to his distressed feelings. There
was in them a feeble gleam of light. All was
not yet lost.

'For 'ten or fifteen minutes Hiram Foster,
chilled by the damp, cold air, lingered in
sight of the burning crescents, their sharp out-
line imprinted on every ,object to which he
turned his gaze.

"I.must know what he is doing!" he said,
at last. "I cannot go back with this horrible
uncertainty eating into my heart. If I only
could find a lader.

He crossed over to the rear of the store,
and looked along. the pavement for several
rods down the dark alley. A small packing-
box stood against a door. He drew it out,
and stepped upon the side. But it was not
high enough. He went further down the
alley, and found a rickety, half-barrel, with
the head and chime hoops of one end gone.
Nothing else, at all suiteb4o his purpose, was
to be seen. By placing tre half-barrel on the
box, and mounting thereon, he might get
high enough to look through the creagent
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openings in the shutters, and see what Mr.

Overman was doing. To think, in the exci-

ted state of his nind, was to&act. The box

was conveyed, in silence, to the window, and

then the half-barrel brought and placed on

top of it, with the shattered, defective end

downwards.
Hiram was in too nervous a state to do any

thing carefully or coolly. He struck the bar-

rel against the box. in lifting it, making noise

enough to be heard inside by any one not

greatly absorbed in'thought. Aware of this,

he moved away, and stood aside from the

window for nearly a minute, so as to be out

of Mr. Overman' s range of vision,, should he

happen to push open the shatter. But all

things remaining as before, he ventured back,

and -stepping upon the box, mounted to the

top of the half-barrel, which yielded sensibly

under his weight. His head was now even

with the two narrow perforations in the.shut-

ter, and as he looked down through them, he

saw Mr. Overman standing at one of the

desks, and bending over an account-book-

He was so deeply absorbed in what he was
doing, that he seemed almost moveless. But,
all at once, he turned towards the window,
with a quick movement, and looked up
towards the crescent opening through which
Hiram Foster was gazing down upon him.
The young man saw his face for a moment,
it was pale, anxious, but stern,-saw it only.
for a moment. He drew back quickly, with
an instinct of fear, as Mr. Overman's eyes
were thrown upwards. The movement dis-
turbed the nicely-poised support on which he
stood. Over went the barrel, and over went
the man, with a loud crash and rattle, upon
the pavement. In the fall, Hiram struck his
head against one of the curb-stones, inflicting
a severe wound near the temple, and above
the right eye. For a moment or two he was
stunned by the shock; but the peril of his
situation restored him to full consciousness,
and instantly springing to his feet, he glided
away from the window, just as it was thrown
open by Mr. Overman, and the strong light
came out, filling a large circle with its rays.

SOWING THE W.IND.'%62



SOWING THE WIND.64 SOWING THE WIND.

Hiram did not wait to see what next might be

done,, but let winged feet bear him away into'

the heavy darkness.

"Hey! Who goes there? Stop! Stop !"

It was the, voice of a night policeman,

whose ears had caught the sound made by

the falling barrel, and who had seen the light

which came suddenly from the window

thrown open by Mr. Overman. Hiram, in

his flight, passed within a few yards of him.

Did he stop at this summons? No!. But

sprung away at a speed defying pursuit..

A countenance turned instantly white with

terror met Hiram on his entrance at home:

and no wonder, for one side of his face and

neck was red with blood, flowing freely from

the wound near his temple. Mrs. Foster's

colorless lips moved impotently, and she sat

paralyzed for some moments.

"Oh, husband! What is it? What has

happened ?"~ came at length, in a fluttering

and choking voice, as she started to her feet.

"Don't be frightened. It's nothing. Get

me some water, Helen. I struck my head

F ~

against a projecting sign. Does it bleed
much ?" The voice of Hiram shook as if he
had a chill; and there was a strangeness in
his tones that troubled the e rs of his wife.

Mrs. Poster brought hur iedly a basin of
water, and washing away the blood, came to,
an ugly, ragged cut, about an inch long, just
above the right eye, towards the temple.
The blood still flowed freely. Nearly ten
minutes elapsed before it could be staunched.

This doesn't help my poor head any,"
said Hiram, remembering 'that he had com-
plained of headache at tea time. "The painblinded me so that I could hardly see my way
in the dark. I think I11 go to bed now.
Perhaps I can get to sleep."

And he arose, and- was at the .foot of the-
stairs leading up to their bed-room, whensome one rung the bell loudly.

Say that I have a sick headache, and am
in bed, Helen, if any one asks for me. Don'tintimate that I have just gone up. 2ay thad
lam in bed."

Hiram Foster grasped the arm of his wife



I

66 SOWING TIE WIND-*

in a nervous way, and looked so wildly in

her face, that a vague fear crept like a cold

shadow upon her heart. What could all this

mean?
"Don't forget !" There were warning,

anxiety, fear, and command in the strange ex-

pression that gleamed on his excited face, as

he said this, and then went hastily up stairs.

At the top he lingered for a few moments in

a listening attitude. The door was opened.

He heard his name.

"Is Hiram at home ?" The voice was that

of Mr. Overman! A faintness came upon

him. He grasped the hand-railing by which

he stood, and was conscious of a brain-whirl

and a moment of suspended thought. Then,

with silent feet he crossed the passage, and

entering his chamber hurriedly got into bed.
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CHAPTER VII.

IT seemed an age to Hiram--the period that
elapsed before Mr. Overman went away. He
heard the intermitted ai d intermingling sounds
of voices below, but no articulate words
reached his ears. When at last the jar of aclosing door gave notice that the visitor had
retired, and his wife came up to the chamber
he was lying in a nervous chill.

"What did he want ?" By a strong effort,
Hiram not only steadied his voice, but re-
pressed the tremor that jarred along every
nerve and muscle.

"I don't know. He merely asked to see
you,"'replied Mrs. Foster.

What did you say ?"
"I told him that you came home at tea-

time with a bad headache,--and were inbed."

I
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"You didn't sa that I had just gone up

No.'
There came fro:'- Hiram's breast a long, full

respiration of relief.

"It was as well, perhaps. I wonder what

he could have wanted ?" His Wind had

found relief from a pressure of uncertain

dread.
" I don't know, dear. Mr. Overman looked

disturbed about something."
"He hasn't seemed like himself for some

time past," said Hiram. "Business is

dull, and I think that worries him. Did

he seem much disappointed at not seeing

me ?"

"It did not strike me that he was disap-

pointed. If I understood the meaning of his

face, it expressed something like relief, or

pleasure, when I told him that you were in

bed. But he had a look about him different

from any thing I had ever seen before. "I

wished to ask him a question to-night, but it

will do as well in the morning,' he said, as he

went away."

"How does the cut in my forehead look ?"
asked Hiram,

'Bad," was Helen's answer.
"Will my hair cover it? See !"
"Only in part," said Mrs. Foster, as she

drew the hair down towards the wound.
"Let me see." And the young man

crept out from under the bed-clothes among
which he had thrown himself without re-
moving his garments, and going to a toilet-
glass, held the light to his face and ex-
amined the ugly red scar near the tem-
Ple-

"How will that look ?" He had drawn a
lock of his hair down so low that tihe wound
was hidden.

Mrs. Foster shook her head in a dissatisfied
way.

"Let the cut be seen," she said.. "What
harm can arise ?"

"No harm. But who likes to be'disfigured
in this way? People might think I'd been
drunk, or in a fight."

"If people choose to ink evil, let them,_
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To be right and to do right should be our

chief concern."
There was a searching, questioning look in

the eyes of Mrs. Foster, from which Hiram

turned away, murmuring,

"My poor head! How it does ache 1"

And removing his clothes, while he kept

his face so much in shadow that its expression

could not be Seen by his wife, he laid himself

down, shutting his eyes, and turning to the

wall.
Did the question of loss and gain come into

the thought of Hiram Foster, as he lay in

such anxious fear all night that sleep visited

h only at long intervals, and then fled quick-

ly before affrighting dreams? Did a picture

of how it might have been, if he had kept his

honor unsullied, stand out in' all its tranquil

beauty, contrasted with the dread actualityin

which he was shuddering like a criminal at

bay? He had a true-hearted, tender, loving

wife, and two as sweet babes as a father's

heart could desire.. His income was large

enough to meet every want that happiness re-
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quired,-had been large enough from the day
of his marriage. Not a single thing bought
by dishonest gains had given him any true
pleasure ;-always his enjoyment was marred
by an intruding concern. There was a great
form of evil ever threatening him, and ever
throwing a shadow from uplifted hands over
life's sunniest landscapes. Emotions of pride,
as he contrasted his handsome house and
grounds with those of men quite as well off,
honestly, as he was, would now and then rip-
ple over his heart; but they soon fell back
again under the pressure of superincumbent
anxiety. A gratified love of possessing this
world's goods, was the only thing like a
compensating balance to all the loss he was
sustaiing-but how poor and insignificant
was this to the riches of enjoyment he was
madly casting aside!

Didthe question of loss and gain come fair-
ly into his mind? Yes; but it was pushed,
with a feeling of bitterness, away. He felt
that it was too late. The haunting spirit of
evil, which had been his dread companion A
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ever since that fatal evening when his feet

went out from right paths, seemed to throw

its arms close around him, and to shadow

into confusion and obscurity his thoughts,;

so that all right conclusions and purposes

were dispersed like unsubstantial vapor.

Morning found 'him exhausted, but. in a

heavy sleep. Nature had asserted her power

over the senses. Mrs. Foster, as the light

came in, and gave distinct outline. to every

feature of his face, saw, with painful concern,

its pinched look and pallid hue.' In staunch-

ing the flow of blood from the wound in his

forehead, she had covered it with a strip of

adhesive plaster. From the edges .of this,

blood had oozed out; and there were blue

and purple discolorations extending down to-

wards the right eye, the veins around which

were visibly congested. On his pale lips,

shut closer than is usual in sleep, sat an ex-

pression of trouble, that startled a slumber-

ing sigh in her bosom, and brought blinding,

tears to her eyes..

Without disturbing her husband, Mrs.
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Foster went down stairs. A little while be-
fore breakfast was ready to be served, she
returned to the chamber, and found him still
sleeping. While standing close over him,
and debating in her mind whether to arouse
him or not, he sprung up with an exclama-
tion of alarm, and a look of terror in his
face. -Mrs. Foster had never seen so wild
and frightened an expression on any counte-
nance.

"Oh, Hiram !" she ejaculated, drawing
her arms around his neck. But he tried to
escape; pushing her away, and shrinking to-
wards the wall. The brief struggle brought
him fairly awake.

"Oh, Helen! It's you! What a dream I
have had !" He was shivering like one in an
ague fit. Covering his face with the bed-
clothes, he lay still for a little while, trying
to compose himself, and put on a serene
countenance.

"What time is it, Helen ?" He pushed
aside the bed-clothes, and looked out. His
face was calm.
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" Past seven," she answered.0
"So late! Why did you let me sleep?"

And. he arose up quickly...

It was after eight o' clock, an hour beyond

his usual time, when Hiram Foster reached

the store of Mr. Overman. Nearly a quarter

of an hour had been spent in trying so to

arrange his hair as to conceal the wound on

his forehead; but without a satisfactory re-

sult. His great desire to conceal this scar,

coupled itself in the mind of his wife with the

unusual, visit of Mr. Overman on the night

before, and his anxiety to give the impression

that he had not been out since tea-time; and

in doing so, cast a vague fear into her heart.

That something was wrong with her husband,

she felt sure; something, that foreshadowed

evil and involved disaster.

"What's the matter ?" Mr. Overman eon-

fronted Hiram as he entered the store, and

with knit brows, and a look of searching m.-

quiry, put this question.
"I came, near knocking my head off last

Might," answered the young man, coolly, and

with a forced smile. "See !" And he push.
ed up the hair that partly covered the dress-
ing which lay over the cut he had received
in falling.

"How did that happen ?" There was not
a relaxed muscle on Mr. Overman's face.

''I returned home with a severe headache
last evening. After supper, it grew worse,
almost blinding me with pain. I went into
the cellar, folishly enough, without a light,
and got this knock on the head. I was so
stunned for a little while, that I lost my
senses. You came to see me, Helen said.
Was it for any thing very particular? I'm
sorry that I was in bed; Helen might have
called me."

"It was of no consequence," Mr. Overman
replied, in a tone that showed his mind to be
in a state of doubt and dissatisfaction.

"Have you reached any solution of the
matter about which we talked yesterday ?"
Now, of all things, Hiram wished that sub-
ject postponed for the present; but he
brought it into the light, desperately, in
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order to give. Mr. Overman the impression of.

perfect innocence on his part-an innocence

that courted investigation, knowing that it

had nothing to fear from the fullest exposure

of truth.
"A partial solution," was answered coldly,

and with eyes fixed so steadily og the young

man, that the gaze could hardly be borne.

Hiram was conscious of tell-tale looks, and

tell-tale color on his cheeks. Not feeling

it safe to tread further on such dangerous

ground, he passed Mr. Overman, and went to

the back part of the store, where his work,

with the account books chiefly lay. The fire-

proof 'had not been opened. He took the

key from a drawer in the desk, where it was

lying with the door keys, and unlocking it,

brought out his books, aiid commenced post-_

ing from the journal. While thus engaged,

he had occasion to refer to the cash-book.

While doing so, he noticed a slight pencil

mark near a figure that represented a false

entry. His heart stood still instantly, and he

felt a nearer approach of the shadowy form
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of evil that haunted him night and day.
Closing the book, and pushing it aside, lest
Mr. Overman should, observe him,---how
wary and suspicious is guilt'!-how constant-
ly on the alert -how full of human pru-
dence !-Hiram bent over his ledger, affecting
employment, while he debated what was best
to be done.

The false figure had been made two days
before, and in virtue thereof, sixty dollars
appropriated by the young man. Now, if
Mr. Overman had detected the error, and
then counted, the cash in the money-bo ,
which was a thing to be inferred, he must "roe
in possession of the fact that sixty dollars
were "short.

Hiram's first conclusion was to restore that
sum to the money-box at once. He had the
sixty dollars still in his pocket. But, then
came the thought, that Mr. Overman had
marked the figure purposely, and was, of
course, on the alert. He knew just what was
in the cash-box-not over forty dollars-and
to add sixty thereto, would be to insure cer4

A-'
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tain exposure, should the false entry be re-

ferred to that morning, and a counting of the

cash take place. s

"Better wait," said he to himself. "If

money comes in freely, I11 add sixty dollars

to the bank deposit."

" How was your' cash yesterday !" asked

Mr. Overian, about an hour after Hiram

came in. The young man anticipating just

this question, had considered more than a

dozen different answers, not one of which

seemed safe or prudent to make, and he was

quite as unprepared when it came as in the

beginning.
"Right, I believe, sir." An answer had

to be made, and this was ventured, blindly.

He spoke in a tone of confidence.

"Let me see the cash-book." There was

an unusual quality in Mr. Overman's voice.

Hiram took the cash-book from a rack over

the desk, and opening it, passed a piece of

India rubber, quickly but firmly, over two

or three pages, along the columns of figures,

saying as he did so-
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"I forgot to rub out the figures made in
pencilling a balance."

That simple act saved him. Mr. Overman
could not find the entry he had marked witha pencil. After running his eye a few times,
up and down the rows of figures, he shut the
book, and went out into the store to attend
upon a customer wh6 had just come in.
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CHAPTER VIII-

"How is he cash 2" asked Mr. Overman,

as he saw his clerk, sitting with an appear-

ance of perplexity-how well it was feigned,

-over the cash-book, after the accounts of

the day had been made up.

"It doesn't come .out exactly right," an-

swered Hiram.
"Short "
"NoSir")

"Over?"
"Yes, sir.
"How much"-.

"KLet me run up the columns again," said

the young man. And, in mere pretence, he

bent down over the book. Then the cash

was counted in the presence of Mr. Overman,

and the balance in bank added thereto.

" The excess is just sixty dollars." Hiram

spoke with well-assumed unconcern.
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"Let me see the cash-book." And Mr.
Overman looked over the entries a few days
back, coming down page by page. But he
could not find the erroneous entry he had
discovered on the night before.

"I must fmd this -mistake," said Hiram, as
he drew the book again before him. "Let
me try.the footings once more." In'this trial,
he went back page by page, until he came to
that on which the false entry was made. "Is
this figure intended for a six or a naught ?"
he spoke as if to himself. "It should be a
six. Ah, here it is, now! I called it naught
in the addition of the column. Look, Mr.
Overman. The figure is carefully made, but
it stands for six."

"Yes, I see." But the tone did not ex.
-press full satisfaction. The cash had been
pronounced right on the day before. He did
not remark on this fact, however, but accept-
ed the adjustment as right.

Prom this time, -for many months, Hiram
Poster kept back his evil hands from pecula-
tion. -In the discharge of his duties- to Mr.

I
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Overman, he was more than ever attentive,

seeming to have no thought or care but for

s em player's interest. Early and late, he

was at the store, and ever prompt and eficieh
in the transaction of business. So much

leased was Mr. Overman, that, from kindness

of feeling, as well as from a sense of justice,

he kept the clerk's salary at one thousand

dollars, instead of reducing it to six hundred-

During these months of honest dealing wtul
hi employer, Hiram was in a more peaceful
state of mind than he had known from e

day he stepped aside from the ways of integ-

rity. Fears haunted him, however,' all the

while,- ifnot soimpending as they had be n,

still, with an unquiet sense of danger.
But, there was no integrity in his heart.

That principle of right, in which lies a man' s

true honor and safety, had been crushed O.to

Only fear of consequences restrained him,
and as that fear diminished, the old eagerness

to possess himself of what belonged of right to
another, grew stronger and stronger. Scarcely

ad six months -elapsed before he was at his

83
work of abstraction again ; now, however he
proceeded with the extremest caution. In
stead of letting a false entry represent every
instance of robbery, he appropriated money.
from sales made in the store at times when
Mr. Overman was absent, so that no examina-
tion of the account-books could lead to detec.
tion. But, as this method of accumulation
was slower than suited his eager desires, a
system of false entries was also pursued,every, one of them laying upon his guilty
mind an additional weight of concern. Theywere the tracks left behind him as guides topursuit; and he felt this all the while as akeen sense of 'danger; a danger more dreaded
ay by day, as the two home-flowers,--Flora

Iand 'lelen,--opened daily with increasing
agrance and beauty, in the sunshine of theirMother's love. And yet, for all this heseemed under a kind of possession from evi]

spirits; a Possession that was like an irresist.

.e Power, driving him onwards in an evil
Way he had entered in an evil hour.

Hiran Poster loved his two lit ones very

V
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tenderly. NaturallY, he had a fondness for

hilren, and this, when it stirred the father's

heart, became a strong impulse. But always,

as he held them in his arms, or watched them
as their innocent gambols, a sense of o'ershad-

inei would creep into' his heart, and

etinguish all delight. A thought of expo-

sure and disgrace for. them never came wit-

out a shudder. .
And so the months and years went on, Hiram

ta nin his place with Mr. Overman, and

steadily pursuing his system of abstraction,
ith a blnd and evil infatuation that, under

the haunting fears which were his daily com

panions, made life a hell upon earth. Among

menhe wore a fair and pleasant face; but a

face that seemed to grow old rapidly, and to

le the signification of earlier years. To his

wife he became more and more enigmatical.

The frank, cheerful, loving husband of their

married life, changed to a reserved, ab-
sed a at times, irritable man.

To her, it WAS Plain that some great trouble

lay upon his mind; but whenever she sought
lay ti-pu mi
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in such a resolute, and sometimes impatient
way, that, in self-protection, she had learned
to keep silent. This was ground upon which
she must not tread. Here he stood alone, and
would admit of no companionship.

Mrs. Foster was a woman of pure religious
feelings, a member of her father's church, and
a communicant. Her husband always accom-
panied her on the Sabbath, and showed respect
and reverence for the things of worship. He
was, to all appearance, an attentive listener to
the sermons of Mr. Prescott, which were fre-
quently so keenly searching, that, if he reallyfollowed the thread of the good minister's dis-
courses, he must have recognized pictures of
himself and shrunk from their deformity.
But, for the most part, his thoughts were
occupied with other things than doctrinals, orlife-precepts. Attention was only an assumed
exterior, and the minister's voice but an idlesound n his ears.

Being a pew-holder, Hiram, after a fewyears, was chosen a secular officer of the
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church. le accepted the mark of confidence

and respect as an assurance that, so far, no

breath Of suspicion had tarnished his good

name. But, the distinction was only felt as

a new weight of concern; for, if the ever

dgeaded exposure of his mean peculations

should come-and that presentiment was an

abiding thing in his mind-the disgrace

wogld be so much the deeper.

Mrs. Foster understood but too well that

in her husband' s mind was-no religious senti-

ment. She was, glad always to have him

attend church with her, and his election to an

office in the church gave her hope that, in the

associations it would bring, some. higher in-

terests would be awakened. But she per-

ceived no change in the m1n, though he

began to talk more about e church, and

entered with some spirit into' whatever con-

cerned its outward well-being. Always he

gave liberally.
Ten years after Hiram Foster's marriage,

Mr. Overman failed in business; and, in the

settlement of his affairs, was able to pay only

seventy Cents on the dollar, under an exten.
sion of two years. The failure threw Hiram
out of employment ; Mr. Overman being re-quired to reduce expenses to the 'smallest
possible sum in the arrangement with credi-tors by which he was permitted to continue
business. A son, eighteen years of age, wasbrought home from school, to take Hiram's
place in the store-

The amount which had been abstracted, upto this time, reached the large sum of fifteenthousand dollars, all of which was securelyinvested, at distant points, and in sums not
exceeding one or two thousand dollars. Hi-ram had been very wary. Of all things, he
dreaded discovery; and to guard against

such a fatal disaster, managed his investments
with the utmost caution.
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CHAPTER IX.

FRANK OVERMA', who succeeded Hiram

Foster, was a clear-headed, intelligent young

man. With a view to going into his father' s

store, he had taken a thorough course of

book-keeping. . From some cause, an early

dislike to Foster had been infused into his

mind; a dislike which was never concealed.

Hiram, more than once, tried to overcome

this, but the boy kept always at a reserved

distance. Now that he was to take his place,

he sought to get near and familiar; but

Frank still repelled him coldly. Foster pros

posed to give a few weeks of his time to the

work of closing the old books and opening a

new set, and Mr. Overman favored this, as it

would make his son's duties simpler and

easier in the beginning. But Frank object-

ed, and maintained his point against all arg--

ments.

"I would ratier take the work as it is
now, and make myself familiar with the busi-
ness," he- said. "I shall go back with most
of the accounts, and trace them up, in order
o get the run of things. There's no use in

going to the expense of a new set of books;
and whenever they are needed, I wish to
open them.

"Have it your own way, then," replied
Mr. Overman. "Perhaps you are right, after
all. You're not afraid of work, I see; and
that is a good sign."

There was, for the ears of Foster, a mean-
ing in the young man's voice, when he spoke
of going back through most of the accounts,
that caused him no little uneasiness of mind.
If he had been permitted to open a new set of
books, the old ones, in which were the foot-
prints of his crime, would have been lait
aside, and a guarantee of safety thus secured.
But, to have these come, daily, under the
scrutinizing eyes of Frank Overman, was toput every thing in jeopardy. So imminent
seemed the danger, as thought dwelt upon it,
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and his imagination grew excited with possi-

ble contingencies, that he found no peace day

nor night. Having no employment, there

was time for an idle mind to cat, like a'

sword, into its scabbard; and before six

weeks had elapsed, he was in a state of such

nervous apprehension, that sleep almost fled.

his pillow.
Every few days he would drop in at the

store, and note the appearance of things.

Frank was always at the books; and in an-

swer to any questions he might propound,

gave cold and evasive answers, in which he

saw foreshadowings of evil.

" Have you found any mistakes in my

work ?" he ventured to ask one day. He

tried to speak in a tone of indifference.

"Yes." Frank gave only a monosyllable

in answer, but the look which accompanied it

sent a thrill along his nerves. He was con-

scious that a betrayal of guilt was in his face,

and let his eyes fall to hide their expression

from the young man's apparently intent ob.

servation of his countenance.

-~I
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"Let me see them," said Foster.
"I'm too busy now," replied Frank, and

turned back to the work from which the
question of Foster had withdrawn him.

"Are you sick, Hiram? What's the
matter? You're very pale !" Mrs. Foster
looked at her husband in alarm, as he came
in a little while after this visit to the store.

"One of my bad headaches," he replied;
that's all," and passing her, he went up

stairs and threw himself, in the exhaustion
of haunting fears, upon his bed. He re-

maied there pretending to be asleep when-
ever his wife came in, until dark. At tea-
time he joined his family, and endeavored
to look unconcerned. His two children hung
about hin with loving caresses, and but forthat dreadful secret, the shadow of whichwas ever on his life, there would not havebeen a happier man in all the region roundabout. For a wife, he had one of the truestand tenderest of women; and no home-nesthad in it sweeter or more living children.

But, all the while he felt that a cruel hawt

V
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was in the air above his nest, 'ready at any
moment to strike his beloved ones with his
fearful talons. More than ever did this fear

oppress him now.
Would there have been a home comfort-

less, or a future of darker promise, had Hi-
ram Foster been content to take the world
honestly, and trust in God for weal or woe-?
Let us see. Mr. Overman had a warm side,"
toward his clerk, and if things had prosper-
ed, would have taken him into copartner-
ship. But the exhaustion of his means,

,through this clerk's robberies, caused him to
abandon this long-cherisled purpose, and
finally to dispense with his services alto-
gether. As a partner, acting in concert with
Mr. Overman, and yet with the leading force
of a principal, he would have given an effi-
tient life to the business in certain neglected
directions, which could not have failed to in-
crease its profits very materially. Thus, he

would not only have received, in all the pass-

ing years, a good income, but laid stone after
stone, in these passing years, the solid fo n-

I
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dations of an honorable prosperity-a pros-
perity that should be a blessing and not a

Curse.
Alas! how different was all now. He

acquired property; but the tenure by which
he held it was of such a doubtful character
that his mind did -not rest a moment in secu-

rity. It was felt, all the while, as a mill-stone
about his nec* to sink him into the gulf
of perdition should his feet be driven from
the solid ground. Through all the days, an
oppressive concern weighed upon his mind;
through all the nights, haunting fears tor-
mented him. Busy thought was ever sug-
gesting danger from this point, or daner
from that. In men's faces, tones, eye
read suspicion or warning. Remarks
from no thought of him, would sta
with alarms. He was. always on t
There wa, for him, neither rest nor p

As he sat at tea with his wife and children
on that evening, a loud ringing of the dr-
bell made him start and turn pale. Trifles
agitated him now. Mrs. Foster saw the efe
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feet on her husband, and a vague fear came

over her like a cloud.

"Who is itf" There was a husky sound

in the voice of Hiram Foster.

"Mr. Frank Overman," replied the ser.

vrante
Foster pushed back his chair, and arose

with a suddenness that startled his wife. She

saw blank terror in his face.

"He' s gone," said the servant.

"Gone! What did he want ?" Foster sat

down and leaned on the table like one suffer.

ing from exhaustion.' He was aware that his

appearance was betraying far more than he

wished to be seen, and he made an effort to

Put on a composed exterior.

"He said that his father would like to see

you this evening.

"Very well." And Foster turned his face

as much away from the light as possible.

It was now over a week since the unhappy

man had slept beyond an hour or two at a

time. For the last two nights, his mind had,

not once lost its waking consciousness. He
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was, therefore, nervous and exhausted, and
subject to disturbance from little things.
Aware of a growing inability to assume a
composed exterior, he felt that his danger
was increasing; for if called to answer, on
any suspicion of wrong, it would be impossi-
ble to hold back his countenance from a be-
trayal of guilt.

After tea he went out; not so much with
the purpose of going directly to Mr. Over-
man's as to get alone in order to think. But
thinking had become a most unsatisfactory
process. Anxious fears were so oppressive
that thought ran swiftly to inevitable conse-
quences, instead of giving hope, encourage-
ment, or means of escape. The more he
thought, the more his mind fell into bewil-
derment.

For half an hour Mr. Foster walked the
street, and then, with a desperate compulsion
of hiuself, went to the residence of Mr. Over-
man. At the door he stood with the feeling
of a man whose next ste would be to certain
ruin. He rung the iell, passed in, and
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entered the parlor. Mr. Overman was there

alone. The face of the kind-hearted old man,

which the care and suffering consequent upon

his recent failure had robbed of its cheerful

aspect, was grave almost to severity.

"Hiram," he said, as -he extended his hand.

to Foster, and then referred him to a seat, "I

want to say a few words about a matter that

has been on my mind, and troubling me."

" Well, sir."H
The voice did not sound like that of Hiram

Foster. It was strange in his own ears, and

strange in the ears of Mr. Overman.

"I was told, a few weeks ago, that thirty

shares of stock were standing in your name

on the books of a certain bank in New York.

Is that so ?"

"No, sir"- The answer was prompt, but,

false.
Mr. Overman looked steadily into his face.

Hiram felt like a man over deep water, with

the ice giving way under his feet. To say
"yes," was to hazard all; in "no," there

might be safety.
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No, sir." He repeated the denial. "Who

said that I had bank shares ?" Faintly roseindignation in his tones.
"A gentleman who is often in New York,"

said Mr. Overman. "One of my creditors,"
"Mr. Osborne ?"
"Yes.
"I will see him, and know by what au-

thoity he makes such a statement."
"Not yet, if you please," said Mr. Over-man. "I will say to him that you deny thefact.

"If any stock is standing in the name ofHiram Foster, it does not mean me." TheYoung man spoke in an assumed mainer.I should hope not;" remarked Mr. Over-Man.
Should hope not! I mind was not satis-

fled,-and Hiram saw it withincreasing concern."There is an ther thing," said Mr. Over
man, after a bri fbut -embarrassed silence,

S that I would like you to make clear.since my troubles, it has been suggested toMe by more than one person."
7

V.
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"Say on, I am ready to answer."

"Your salary has been only a thousand

dollars."
"Yes, sir."
"People, say that you have lived fully up

to that sum annually, and yet you are the

owner of property valued at not less than

four or five thousand dollars."

"People know more of my affairs than I do

myself," answered the young man with some

asperity of tone. "It has never cost me over

six hundred dollars a year to live, and what

I saved annually, carefully invested, amounts

to no more than fair and honest accumula-

tions."
"I trust not, Hiram. It would pain me

beyond any thing I have yet suffered, to fiad

that you had wronged me in any thing."

"Wronged you. God frbid I have

never wronged you, Mr. Overman! Heaven

is my witness tht I have not been unfaithfu

in even the smallest thing."
Hiram Foster was visibly agitated, tu

spoke with an assured manner. Yet, in
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calling upon Heaven to be witness of per-jury, he felt as if tlfe very blackness of dark--
ness had gathered around him. No moon, nostars, were in his sky-only thick, impede.
trable. clouds. ile shuddered as one upon
wlom a cold wind blows suddenly.

"I must accept your solemn denial." Mr
Overman did not speak like a man from
whose mind all doubt was removed, andHiram felt this. But what more could hesay! There was no higher tribunal to whichhe could refer.

Poor, unhappy wretch! When Hiram
Poster went out again into the still night of

natuie-bright as noonday compared fo thenight that enshrouded his soul--he felt thatpitfalls were in his way, and that to go for..ward in safety was next to hopeless. Hhad three thousand dollars invested in the
stock of a New York bank, and if Mr. Os-borne was the man who had discovered it,
te dwas no question in his mind that heshould, ohis next visit to the city, makesure of his identity in the case. Prank Over-
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m he felt certain, under the stmuluSmfan was',i'gatorough

of ill-will and suspicion, maYg a thoEr nt
atio of the books, andexam ti rk, entry by entry, discovery was

inevitable 1
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CHAPTER X.

HIRAM FosTER, after leaving the house of
Mr. Overnian, did not go directly home. He
was in no state to meet his wife, and answer
her inevitable questions. Without any pur-
pose in his mind, he walked onward, until he
found himself oult upon the suburbs of the
town, and in the neighborhood of a mill-pond.
As the dark water revealed, its surface, there
came the thought of plunging in and thus es-
caping the dreaded evils that were as hounds
upon his footsteps. One leap,-a moment of
mortal agony,-and all would be at an end!

That dark presence, which had never been
afar off during the past ten years, drew very
nigh to him now; seemed to lay upon him its
ghostly hands, and push him forward. Ter-
ror seized his soul,-reason wavered,--his
enemy was bearing him down with a fearful
malignity. In the last moment of this dread.
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ful contest, how feeble the strife on his part I

Just as he was going to, spring out wildly

into the black waters, he saw, as clearly as if

the vision were a reality, the forms and

faces of his children. Back, back, he moved

from the tempting brink,-back, as they ap-

proached,until he was twenty feet away.

Then he stood still in darkness and alone.

But the fiend' s spell was broken, and he

turned his feet homeward. A haggard face

met his wife as she opened the door for hinm,

-a haggard face, and restless, fearful eyes.

lHe was panting like one pursued.W
"Oh, husband! What ails you What

has happened' she said, anxiously. le

had locked the door, hurriedly, on closing it,

and exhibited all the appearance of a man

Suffering from great alarm.
"Listen 1" he said; and he stood still,

hearkefling.
"What is it, Hiram" There was no

3ouand without.

A man chased me for three or four

squares

"Chased you !

"Yes. As I came through that lonely
place, on this side of Fleetwood's mill, I
heard steps behind me, and on looking
around, saw the dark figure of a man. I
quickened my steps, and he did the same.
Then I started forward, running, and he came
after me at full speed. He was almost on me
when I passed through the gate. Hark! I
heard a noise.

His face was working painfully, and his
eyes were full of terrors.

"I heard nothing, Hiram," said his wife.
"There it is again !" He turned towards

the parlor, the door of which stood open.
"Are the shutters closed !"

"Yes; I closed them myself."
"There! Didn't you hear it again. He's

trying a window."
Pear crept, chilly, into the heart of Mrs.

Poster. Did her husband hear real sounds,
or were his senses. at fault? She stood still
and listened.

I hear nothing. Your mind is over.

El
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cited Come into the sitting-roOm." And

Mrs. Foster drew her husband away from

the hall in which they were standing. He

sat down, though still with uneasy looks,

and a listening air.
"That's some one walking around the

house" he said, as. a new fear came into his

face. "There! Didn't you hear a r a

cough 1"
But Mrs. Foster heard no sound.

"Does your head still ache '' she asked.

Foster laid a hand against his forehead,

and sat like one trying to recollect something.

"Headache V" He spoke in an absent

way, as if at fault.,
Yes; you complained of a bad sick head-

ache at tea-time."
"Oh,-yes,--yes. Headache!1 No,--my

head doesn't ache exactly; but it has a

strange feeling."Swie
Strange, how " asked his wife.

"IL don't know. It feels, somehow, as if

Sad" and he turned his neck
it wasn't a he

froa sde o sde two or three times.*

de to b

Mrs. Foster now urged him to go to bed.
"What's the use of going to bed V' he

answered. "I shall only lie awake. I
never sleep any now."

"But what will you do, Hiram ?" Tears
began to fall over the distressed fhce of his
wife, to- whom the thought came, with a sud-
den chill, that he was losing his reason.

" Sit up and watch for him." A gleam,
not of fear, swept over his', countenance.

I'll get my revolver, and make sure work."
He got up with a resolute air.

"Oh, Hiram ! No,--no !" And Mrs. Fos-
ter caught the arm of her husband; but he
shook her off, almost fiercely, and starting
from the room, ran up stairs. She followed,
like his shadow. The revolver, to which he
referred, was kept in. a locked drawer, the
key of which he always 'carried. The key
was in the lock when Mrs. Foster seized his
arm ; as she did so, it fell to the floor; she
caught it up and concealed it.

Why did you do that?" His wild face
flushed with anger, and he grasped her arms

I
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with a grip that left the marks of his fingers

deep in her tender flesh.

With loving words and caresses Mrs. Fos-

ter tried to soothe her husband ; but he only

demanded the key.
" Give me that key !" said he. "There's

a man after my life, and I must defend my-

self. Give me that key V"

"Who is the man?" asked Mrs. Foster, seek-

ing to diverthismind. "Who's after your lifeV"

"I'll tell you," he answered; "but you

mustn't breathe it to a soul."

His manner changed,--his grasp on his

wife's arms relaxed,-he was as one about to

impart a great secret.

"There, sit down, dear," and Mrs. Foster

drew him towards a chair. "Now tell me;

ill keep it as secret as death."

Poor wife! fHow pale with fear and agony"

her face! What a new relation for her!

What a night of terror had closed down,

suddenly !
S"I know the man who chased me. I'm

sure of it," said Foster, confidentially.
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" Well, dear! Who was it ?"

Ife bent close, and whispered-
"Frank Overman !"
" No,-no, Hiram! That's impossible.

Why should he want to injure you ?"

' He hates me."
"0, no."

"Yes lie does. He hates me, and wants to
kill me! I know. It's his fault that I lost
my place with his father. He's always hated
me. I know him. He's a very devil. And
now he's trying to kill me. It was he who
waylaid me to-night, and he's watching
round the house now."

Hiram Poster spoke with all the. earnest-
ness of a iman thoroughly convinced.of what
he said.

"4 m sure you're wrong, Hiram," an-
swered his wife; "so very sure that I'll go
out all alone, and walk around the house to
satisfy you that nobody is near us.

0, dear, no,-no! Not for the world,
IHelen! Not for the world! He'd rush in
the moment you opened the door and murder

I
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us all. Let me have the key. I must get my

revolver. We'll be all murdered."

He grew strongly excited again
"I'11 keep the key for the present," Mrs-

Foster answered, firmly. "If anybody at-

tempts to break in, you shall have the revol-

ver in time for protection. But, you know,

I'm afraid of pistols."

le quieted down at this, and after a great

deal of persuasion, was induced to go to bed;

but he would only take off his boots, coat,

and vest. Mrs. Foster dimmed the light, and

laid herself down beside. him. In a little

while he raised up, and sat listening. S
"Don't you hear " he said. "Some-

body's at work on the outside door."

Mrs. Foster rose up in bed, and hearkened

for some moments.
"It's nothing but your imagination, Hli-

ram! Nothing in the world. Why will yo

torment yourself in this way 0 Lie down and

go to sleep.?
The wretched man fell back upon his pil-

low with a sighing groan.

"If harm comes to me, it will be all your
fault, Helen,'" he said, half mournfully, half
despairingly. ,"If I had my revolver, I
could defend myself."

"You shall have it the moment I see dan-
ger," replied Mrs. Foster, in an assuring
voice. "But there is none now, believe me,
my dear husband. You are as safe this

,moment as you ever were in -all your life.
God is your protector from evil."

"God !" The voice in which this name
was spoken sent.a, shiver to the heart of- Mrs.
Foster. The tone was not blasphemous; 'nor
one of rejection; but it expressed utter hope-
lessness, as if he had said, "For me, there is
no help in God !"

What a night, followed! We will not
linger in detail. It would fill pages. There
was no sleep, no rest, no relief from haunting
terrors. Not for so long a time as half an
hour did Hiram Foster once lie in bed. Fear
was all the while conjuring up new alarms,
and taking on new shapes. Many things
were darkly hinted, in half-incoherent mut-
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terings, that started strange questioning in

the mind of Mrs. Foster. There was fear of

Mr. Overman, as well as fear of Frank; fear

of some impending ruin, as well as personal

fear.
"Thank God for daylight I" he said, as the

dawn opened, at last.

A kind of mental stupor now came over

him. Nature yielded to the night' s exhaus'

tion and sought restoration in apathy, if not

sleep. Mrs. Foster' s first act in the morning

was to send for her father; to whom she re-

lated all that had occurred during. the night.

Mr. Prescott then went up to see Hiram, who

had not yet arisen.. He found him with wide

open, brilliant, but restless and strange-look-

ing eyes. Sitting down by the bedside, the

minister took his hand and said,

"Tm sorry to find you indisposed, Hii-

~ram."

The young man looked at him a little fear-

fully, and seemed to shrink away ; but did

not answer.
"How are you now " asked Mr. Prescott.

, %fp
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"Very well," he replied, a little heavily.
"All I want is sleep."

"You don't sleep well F"
"No, Sir. IR haven't closed my eyes for

three nights."
"Not for three nights, Hiram! How

comes that ?"

"I don't know. I get to thinking, and it
keeps me awake." He was arousing from
his stupor.

" What do you think about ? What
troubles you ?"

"I'm not doing any thing, you know.
What is to become of us ?"

"Fear not, my son. He that gives food to
the raven will not forget you and yours."

Hiram shook his head.
"Take no thought for the morrow-; let the

morrow take thought for the things of itself.
Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,"
said Mr. Prescott.

The unhappy young man shuddered at tly
comforting words. They brought no assu-e
rance to his mind. Ah! How imniely had
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he taken thought for tle orrow,-thought

that cursed his to-days, and shrouded his to-

dbt and fear. There was re-
morrows in doub a

buke, not consolation in the words that come,

daily, to so many hearts with peace and

hope.Iase
" Does any thing else trouble you!' asked

Mr. -Prescott. i7Fse
"Wchat else should trouble me ?'' Foster's

tone was rather sharp, and he looked sus-

.pi ously at his father-in-law.

cI merely ask," said the old man, as he

searched the face of Hiram.

"But, why do you askq" 0
"The loss of a situation doesn't usually

trouble a man in the way you are troubled,

Hiram. There is something beyond this, I

am satisfied; and, as your best friend, and

m o after your wife, most interested
the on welfare, I ask your entire confi-

dene. There's something wrong in your

"Who says so " The young man started

up, with a look of terror, and he began trei

SOWING THE WIND. .13

bling violently. Mr. Prescott laid a hand
upon him and said, with great seriousness of

manner,
"Hiram! many people think you are

better, off in the world than you should
be."

"What? Who?. What people ?" There
was blank alarm in his face.

"I, for one. And now, Hiram, I conjure
you by every consideration of safety, to
make an open breast. If your feet. are
astray, let me know it, that I may lead you
back, if possible, to paths of security."

"They are not astray, sir! I can lay myhand upon my heart, and call God to witness
my integrity." The young man spoke almost
vehemently.

"Hiram! Beware! God is present! God
hears! God is righteous !"

The hand of Mr. Prescott was lifted in war-
ning. His tones were solemn. His startling
tnces and impressive manner threw back
e young man upon himself. There was ashudder, a strongly agitated countenance,

8
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and wild terror in the eyes, as if he stood face

to face with destruction. Then, a low, blood-

Slaugh chattered on the air.

cu iam ' Mr. Prescott caught the hand

of his son-in-law in an affrighted way. But

the young man drew back, with returning

fear in his countenance.s
"Kep off!" he cried. a Donttouch me,

I won't be taken."

" Hiram ! My sono!"n

But Foster had sprung out of bed, on the

side opposite to that on which Mr. Prescott

sat, and was making toward a window. His

wife came in at the moment, and it required

all the strength of both her father and herself

to keep him from leaping out.

" There is nothing to fear, my son." r.

Prescott spoke in soothing tones. "No one

is present but Helen and myself, and you are

safe with us.",. I

"Am I V' He came back from the wmindO-

timidly and doubtingly, 1boking first at Mr.

Prescott and then at his wife An 7

won't tell them I am hereV'

Wi
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" Tell who, Hiram ? Nobody wants to
harm you,"'said his wife.

They're after me, the bloodhounds !"
"0, husband ! 0, father !" Mrs. Foster

wrung her hands impotently.
"I'll not be taken ! I've sworn to that !"

Hiram turned again to the window; but his
wife sprung in advance of him, and inter-
posed her body. At this, wild terror seized
him. Grasping her arms, he jerked Her
away with a giant's strength; threw off Mr.
Prescott, who caught hold of him, as if he
had been a child, and was out of the window
before they could recover themselves. A
piazza ran around on that side of the house.
From the roof of this he leaped to the
ground, and commenced running away. Men
were passing on the street, who, at a call from
Mr. Prescott, caught him and bore him,struggling fearfully, back into the house.
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CHAPTER XI-

Tim harvest time of hiram Foster' s life had

coTe, and here was the bitter fruit. He had

oWmLthe, wind, and was now garnering the

whilwind , mind naturally sensitie a'd

eitable had brooded over the dangers that

beset his path-had dwelt on the fearful re-

tributios that seemed ending felt so

long thdar presence of a haunting phan-
ton, which, constantly impelling to evil, as

conato y suested tormenting fearsthat
constantly su gave way in the very

reof life; and a madhouse received him

among its reaso-wrecked inmates; received
amon but never gave him back restored.
hm the doors opened outwardly for Hiram

When the doors opcorpse came silently over-
Foster, a

the threshold.the tragedy
Months before this last 'act inthtrgd

ofa life, which 'but for crimewudhv
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been so full of happiness, the work of resti-
tution had been completed ty Mr. Prescott
and his heart-broken child, even to the last
farthing. Sufficient evidence appeared among
the papers of Foster to indicate the means by
which he had acquired his property. Satis-
fled that neither she nor her children had any
claim to hold even the smallest part thereof,
she passed every thing to Mr. Overman, and
returned to her father's house as portionlesk
as when she went out. The sum thus ob
tained by Mr. Overman, and received front
the hands of Mrs. Foster with a feeling of
painful reluctance, was just sufficient to pay
the deficiency left standing in the settlement
with his creditors. This amount, it is true,
had been signed off; but Mr. Overman was
an honest man.

Never, -from the day Mrs. Foster passed
out from the home where her children were
born; from the home where some of the hap-
mest hours of her life had been spent; from
the home which but for the criminal infatuA-
tioni of her husband, might have been one of

116
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the sunniest homes in all the land-and re-

turned to lay her head in a sorrow too deep

for tears upon the breast of her mother,-

never was she seen beyond the threshold of

her father's house. A few years of suffering,

from any true realization of which( our hearts

shrink away, and she laid herself down in

the sleep that knows no waking to mortal

pain. Her children live; but the memory of

their father's guilt is a shadow that ever dims

in other eyes the beauty of their characters.

Of the particulars of that guilt, they have

remained in ignorance. But it is kept in re-

membrance by others, and told to their dis-

grace, over and over again, in thoughtless

gossip, or a spirit of mean depreciation.

They are growing up in -the home of their

grandfather, in loveliness and purity; but

more than one true-hearted man, who felt

their attractions, has turned with a sigh

away, as the story of their father's guilt

shocked his ears, to seek another alliance.

Ah! If guilt cursed only itself! If wrong

deeds came back, in retribution, only on the
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wrong-doers! If men had to bear alone the
consequences of -fblly and crime! But, this
may not be. Our lives are bo d up in other
lives. If we build our house upon the rock,
the safety and blessing thus ecured will be
shared by those whose lives pulsate with our
lives ; but, if we build upon the sand, de-
struction will overwhelm them and us in a
common ruin.

The way of transgressors is hard-hard al-
ways, from the-first act to the inevitable con-
sequences. There is no escape from the law
that binds effects to causes. As the cause is,
in quality, so will the effect be. Evil actions
always produce unhappiness; and crime
against others, disaster. No, there is no
escape; and the intuitive consciousness that
it must be so, is a troubling ghost in the life
of every man who steps aside from the path
of honesty, and leaves behind him, as all
such do, the footprints of his way.

If we sow the wind, we shall reap the
Whirlwind.
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GROWING BEAUTIFUL.

"You remember Kate Maxwell?" said a

lady friend, an old acquaintance.. We had

met at an evening party, and were talking of

auld lang syiie.

"Very well," I answered. "It would be

difficult to forget her homely face."

"How Ilong is it since you saw her ' 'i-

quired my friend.
"It must be several years. I think it was

in 18- that her family removed from the

city."
" Yes, it was in that year."

"It is a misfortune to be so homely,"

said I.
"A beautiful spirit is more to be desired

than a beautiful person," remarked the lady.

"True," I replied; "the eye's brightness

and the skin' s pearly lustre are but transient;

while the soul's beauty is imperishable.
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Kate was a good girl, foi all her singularly
unattractive exterior."

"She had many true friends," said the
lady, "and they were all of the better claps-
better, I mean, in its right sense."

I was about changing the subject of con-
versation, when my companion directed my
attention to a young lady, the centre of a
group of three or four ladies and gentlemen.
She was talking with some animation, and
there was a glow of feeling, and a play of
thought in her face, which, though not pbs-
sessing a feature that might be called hand-
some, had something in it that was singularly
attractive.

"Who is it?" I inquired.
"Don't you know her ?" said my friend,

smiling.
"The face is quite familiar. I ought to know

her. But I am in doubt as to her identity."
"Let me mention her name."
"Do so, if you please."

Kate Maxwell"
"Impossible ! It may be a cousin, or a
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sister-but not homely Kate Maxwell." I

was incredulous.

"It is Kate herself. Hasn' t she im-

proved?"
"Wonderfully! Why, she is really grow-

ing handsome. Has she discovered the

fountain of beauty ?"
"She has been drinking of its waters for

years," replied my earnest friend.

"I must renew our acquaintance," said I.

And we walked together across the room. A

nearer view was not the 'breaking of an

illusion. The smile of true pleasure that lit

up her countenance, as she recognized me,

covered every plain feature like a -veil of

transparent light. How remarkably was she

. changed !

Later in the evening I had a quiet talk with

her-first about old times, and then upon a

variety of themes suggested by the occasion,

or coming into thought spontaneously. What

an exquisite perception of things true and

beautiful she had! Her thought was lucid as

crystal. But most apparent was her inter-

est in all things pure and good in our com-

mon humanity. In speaking of others she
seemed to take a peculiar delight in magnify-
ing their excellencies.

Present, in that company, was another
maiden, whom I had. known for years. She
and Kate had been intimate, before the latter
removed to another city. They were much
together, and people of a certain class used to
say that Nancy Lee was incapable of a sin-
cere friendship for any one, and only asso-
ciated intimately with Kate Maxwell in owder
that she might have a foil to her beauty.
This was stating the case a little too strongly,:
and the remark had its origin in a certain
smartness of speech cultivated by many
persons, and which is very nearly allied to
ill-nature. Nancy Lee had regular features,
and a face narrowed to a fine oval. Her lips
were moderately full, and of faultless outline;
her chin slightly prominent; her neck queen-
ly; her eyes dark, large, and lustrous, with
long fringing lids that lay like shadowy lines
upon her cheeks. Every one pronounced
her beautiful at, a glance; and those -ho

S
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met her for the first time turned to gaze at her

again., And yet, the oftener you looked into

her face, the less satisfied were you with its

beauty. Something was lacking. It was not

that you felt, as when looking at a statue,

that soul was wanting; for taking up the

sculptor's ideal, thought creates a soul even

more beautiful in its diviner attributes than

the chiselled marble; but, it was the glimpses

of the soul, less beautiful than its investiture,

caught now and then through revealing ex-

pressions, that was forever disappointing the

half-entranced beholder.

The beauty of Nancy Lee did not grow

upon you. The more intimately you became

acquainted with her, the more indifferent did

you become to her personal attractions. As

she stood beside Kate Maxwell again, after

the lapse of four years, the beauty of the one,

and the exceeding plainness of the other, did

not strike you as remarkable. That con-

scious beauty, which is really so unbeautiful,

was eclipsed by the unconscious soul-bealtY

in the face of the lovelier maiden.

'Jul
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Almost involuntarily I made the two coun.
tenances a study. In all the physical ele-
ments of beauty, taking feature by feature,
and comparing one with the other, the con-
trast was ludicrously against the homelier
one. A single instance will show this-as in
the long, dark lashes of the one, and the thin,
white lashes .of the other, that did not even
hide the coral-tinted lids. But, looking away-
from single features, and from mere physical
elements, and the beauty of the former lo'st
much of its power, while the lack of beauty
in the other ceased to appear as a defect. In
the conversation of Nancy Lee I found no-
thing of interest. Her mind seemed to be
asleep to all but the little outside world of
fashion and pleasure. But every word that
fell from the lips of Kate Maxwell stirred
some thought in my mind, or sent some newly
awakened ripple, glittering in sunshine, over
the waters of feeling,

Not in my eyes alone was the change in
our gentle friend' apparent. All of her old

GROWING BEAUTIFUL.
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acquaintances were struck with it, and from

more than one I heard the remark-

"Really, Kate Maxwell is growing beauti-

ful .

And so she was, with a beauty imperish-

able as eternity.
"l[ow is it," said a young man, who had

known- Kate during her former residence in.

the city, but had not been over attentive to

her-he was not then old enough, or wise

enough to see below the mere surface, and

distinguish between the real and the appar-
ent-" How' is it that Kate Maxwell com-

pares so much more favorably now with her

'foil,' as we used to call her, than she did a

few years ago ? I do not see that the color of

her hair or eyebrows is at all improved, nor

that her nose has _gained a single classic out-

line, nor that her complexion is better. And

yet she is no longer a foil to Nancy Lee, but

holds her own' in the comparison. I think

Nancy has changed some. There is an ex-

pression in her. face that repels rather than.

attracts-a homeliness of4 feeling, so to speak,

I
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that is to me repulsive. On the contrary, I
have looked into Kate's face more than once,
this evening, when it seemed radiant with
beauty. What does it mean !"

My lady friend,. of whom I spoke in the
beginmng, was present, and as I perceived
her face brightening, I thought it best to let
her answer the query.

"You saw," she replied, with the fine en-
thusiasm of her character, "the soul shining
through the body's transparent veil-a veil
that, strive as we may to render it opaque,
grows thinner and thinner as our true life
gains strength, until it no longer 'hides the
spirit's true quality, but suffers it to reveal
itself in beauty or deformity. Some people
grow plainer as they grow older, and some
more lovely in exterior. Need I state the
reason?"

"No," said the young man, into whose
mind a flood of light seemed breaking. " The
reason is apparent enough. Only the good
are really beautiful."

Truly spoken," .-was answered. "The
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fabled fountain of eternal youth and beauty
is the fountain of celestial love, drinking at
which we grow more and more into the like--

ness of those radiant ones, whose highest joy
is found in doing , good.. The origin of

beauty is not in nature-there we see only its
perishing form, and we are ever marring it by
evil passion and selfish desire. But, why
need I seek to illustrate what is so self-evi-

dent? Your own words carry with them an

undoubting conviction. Only the good are

really beautiful."
After this brief conversation I noticed that

the young man, who had hardly been civil to

Kate a few years before, kept close to her

side during the remainder of the evening. It

was plain that, in his eyes she was growing
more and more beautiful every moment.,

I did not meet this gentle friend again.for

three years, though I could not fail to hold

her in pleasant remembrance; and then it was

as the bride of the young man just referred

to, who had a soul capable of appreciating
that true beauty which fades not in the cor-
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roding atmosphere of time. In this new rela-.
tion to life, Kate had returned to her native
town, and I met her at a large party given on
the wedding occasion by the friends of her

.husband. She was standing in a group of
ladies as I entered the crowded rooms, and so
changed in three years that I was in doubt as
to her identity. At the last meeting I had
not perceived any change in the physical
lines- of beauty, but only a shining through
the plain face of her beautiful spirit. But
her soul had a freer outward development,
as well as a more interior life. The deep joyof loving and being loved had awakened
new delights that pervaded her whole being,
and recorded themselves in every feature and
expression. Love had become her very life,and its transforming power was seen in the
gradual softening of harsher outlines, and in
touches of beauty here and there, scarcely
recognized each by itself, but pleasing the
sight in their combined harmonies. I said
that she was standing in a group of ladies as I
entered the room. One of these was Nancy
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Lee, also a bride, and in all her bridal attrac-

tions. She had loaded herself with orna-.<

ments, and was dressed in a showy costume,

all intended to heighten her personal charms.

She stood in the eyes of all, a conscious

beauty, and her young husband felt very

proud at being the possessor of so much love-

liness. But few, I think, envied him, who

were capable of appreciating the soul-beauty

of Kate, so strongly contrasted with the mere

flesh and blood beauty of his bride, as she

stood, unconscious of a single personal attrac-

tion, by the side of her old friend and com-

panion. The effect of the two faces, as trans-

formed by living affections, was remarkable.

From that time I met the two young brides

often, and could always see new evidences of

the changing power of their interior lives.

To the one I was attracted, from the ot1er re-

pelled. The one appeared to grow less self-

ish and more lovely all the while; the other.

more worldly minded, more heartless, and

more unpleasing to the eye. Contentment

enthroned itself on the brow of one; discon-

tent on that of the other.
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It is now ten years since their bridal, and
ever since this change has been progressing-
Kate growing lovelier all the while, and her
old friend fading into a coarse, showy, sensual
beauty; a seeker of that admiration which
is deceived by cosmetic arts. At home; in
the eyes of her husband, the latter scarcely
exhibits a single personal charm, so complete.
ly has her spirit transfused itself into her
face; while in the home of Kate, every thing
seems to have taken a portion of beauty from
her beautiful soul, to reflect it back upon her
as from a mirror. Daily, hourly, momently,
she is growing more beautiful; and this will
progress until she attains the transcendent
loveliness of an angel. Only strangers, at a
first meeting, see her face as a plain one. To
her friends it is always full of attractions, for
every feature is an index and a remembrance
of spiritual- graces that adorn her life, and
render her a true friend, loving companion
and teacher, by example, of those sweet viral
tues that are born of a diviner essence.
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"HAVE you examined that bill, James '1"

Yes, Sir."
"Any thing wrong ."
"I find two errors."
"Ah! let me see.

The lad handed his employer a long bill.

that had been placed on his, desls for exami-

"Here is an ;error in the calculation of ten

dollars, which they have made against them-

selves; and another error of ten dollars in

the footing.
"Also against themselves .'

"Ys, Sir."
The merchant smiled in a way that struck

the lad as peculiar.
"'Twenty dollars against themselves !" he

remarked, in a kind of pleasant surprise.

" Trusty clerks they must have !I
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"Shall I correct the figures ?" asked the
lad. - 1

'"No; let them correct their own mistakes.
We don't examine bills for other people's
benefit," replied the merchant. "It will be
time enough for us to rectify these errors
when they find them out. All so much gain,
as it now stands."s-

The boy's delicate moral sense was shocked
at so unexpected a remark. le was the son
of a poor widow, who had given him good
instruction, and taught him that to be just
was the duty of all men. Mr. Carman, the
merchant in whose employment he had been
for only a few months, was an old friend of
hiss father's, and a person in f whom his
mother had always reposed the'highest con-
fidence. In fact, James had always looked
upon him as a kind of model man; and when
Mr. Carman agreed to take him into his store
he felt that great good fortune was in his
way.

"Let them correct their own mistakes."
The words made a strong impression on the
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mind of James Lewis. When first spoken

by Mr. Carmah, and with the meaning then

involved, he felt, as we have said, shocked;
but as he turned them over and over again in

his thoughts, and connected their utterance

with a person who stood so high in his

mother's estiniation, he began to think that

perhaps the thing was fair enough in busi-

ness. Mr. Carman was hardly the man to do

wrong.
In a few days after James examined the

bill, a clerk from the house by which it had

been rendered called for a settlement. The

lad, who was present, waited with consider-

able interest to see whether Mr. Carman

would speak of the error. But he made no

remark on that subject. A check for the

amount of the bill as rendered was filled up,
and a receipt taken.

"Is that right?" James asked himself this

question. His moral sense said no-; but the

fact that Mr. Carman had so acted bewildered

his mind.
"It may be the way in bnsiness"I-so he

thought with himself--"but it don't look
honest. I wouldn't have believed it of
him!"

Mr. Carman had a kind way with him that
won upon the boy's heart, and naturally
tended to make him judge whatever he might
do in'the most favorable manner.

"I wish he had corrected that error," he
said to himself a great, many times when
thinking, in a pleased way, of Mr. Carman
and his own good fortune in having been
received into his employment. 'It don't look
right ; but maybe it's the way in business."

One day he went to bank and drew the
money for a check. In counting it over he
found that the teller had paid him fifty dol-
lars too much. So he went back to the
counter and told him of the mistake. The
teller thanked him, and he returned to the
store with the pleasant consciousness in his
mind of having done right.

"The teller overpaid me by fifty dollars,"
he said to Mr. Carman, as he handed him the
money.
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"Indeed !" replied the latter, a light break-

ing over his,-countenance. And he hastily
counted the bank-bills.

The light faded 'as the last bill left his

fingers.
"There's no mistake, James." A tone of

disappointment was in his voice.

"Oh! I gave back the fifty dollars.

Wasn't that right ?".
'You simpleton !" exclaimed Mr. Carman.

"Don't you know that bank mistakes are

never corrected? If the teller had paid you
fifty dollars short he would not have made it

right."
The warm blood stained the cheeks of

James under this reproof. It is often the

case that more shame is felt for a blunder

than a crime. In this instance the lad felt a

sense of mortification at having done what

Mr. Carman was pleased to call a silly thing;
and he made up his mind that if they should

overpay him a thousand dollars at the bank

he would bring the amount to his employer,
and let him do as he pleased with the money.

"Let people look after their own mis.
- takes," said Mr. Carman.

James Lewis pondered these things in hisheart. The impression they made was toostrong ever to be forgotten. "It may. be
right," he said to himself, but he did not feelaltogether satisfied.

A month or two after the occurrence ofthat bank mistake, as- James counted over
his weekly wages, just received from Mr.
Carman, he discovered that he, had been paidhalf a dollar too much. The first impulse ofhis mind was to return the amount to his em.

ployer, and it was on his lip to say, "You
have given me too much, Sir," when theunforgotten words, "Let people look after
their own mistakes," flashed upon his
thoughts, and made him hesitate. To hold
a parley with evil is, in most cases, to beovercome.

"I must think about this," said James, as
he put the money into his pocket. "If it is
true in one case itis true in another Mr
Carman don't correct mistakes that. people
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make in his favor; and he can' t complain

when the rule works against himself."

But the boy was very far from being in a

comfortable state. He felt that to keep that

half dollar would be a dishonest act. Still

he could not make up his mind to return it;
at least not Ahen. fle would retain it for the

present, and think the matter over more care-

fully. He could, if the case did not prove

clear on further reflection, make all right
with himself and Mr. Carman.

To hold a parley with evil is, as we have

just said, in most cases to be overcome; -and

it was unhappily so in the present case.

James did not return the half dollar, but
spent it for his own gratification. After he

had done this it came suddenly into his

thought that Mr. Carman might be only try.
ing him, and he was filled with anxiety and
alarm. How bitterly, did he regret having
spent that half dollar! For two or three

days it was as much as he could do to keep
from starting when Mr. Carman spoke to

him: or to. look steadily into his face when
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first sad experience in wrong-doing. But as
no lack of confidence was exhibited James
felt reassured in a few days.

Not long afterward Mr. Carman repeated
the same mistake. This time James kept the
half dollar with less hesitation.

"Let him correct his own mistakes," said
he, resolutely; "that's the doctrine he acts,
on with other people, and he can't complain
if he gets paid in the coin he puts in circula-
tion. I jujt wanted half a dollar."

From hat time the fine moral sense of
James Lewis was blunted. le had taken an
evil counsellor into his heart, who not only
darkened his clear perception- of right, but
stimulated a spirit of covetousness-latent in
almost every mind-and caused him to desire
the possession of things beyond his ability to
obtain.

James had good business qualities, and so
pleased Mr. Carman by his intelligence, in-
dustry, and tact with customers, that he ad..
vanced him rapidly, and gave him before he
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was eighteen years of age the most responsi-

ble position in his . store. But James had

learned something more from his employer

than how to. do business well. He had-

learned to be dishonest-that is the word.

He had never forgotten the first lesson he

received in this bad science; and he had

acted upon it not only in two instances, but

in a hundred, and almost always to the

injury of Mr. Carman. He had long since

given up waiting for mistakes to be made in

his favor, but originated them in the varied

and complicated transactions of a large busi-

ness in which he was trusted implicitly; for,

strangely enough, it had never for an instant

occurred to Mr. Carman that his failure to be

just to the letter in dealing might prove a

snare to this young man.

James grew sharp, cunning, and, skilful;

always on the alert; always bright; always

prompt to meet any approaches towards a

discovery of his wrong-dealing toward his

employer, who held him in the highest re-

gard.
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Thus it went on until James Lewis was in
his twentieth year, when the merchant had
his suspicions aroused by a letter that spoke
of the young man as not keeping the most
respectable company, and as spending money
too freely for a clerk on a moderate salary.
Before this time James had removed his
mother .into a pleasant house, for which he
paid a rent of four hundred dollars. His
salary was eight hundred dollars; but he
deceived his mother by telling her that he
received fifteen hundred. Every comfort
that she needed was fully supplied, and she
was beginning to feel that after a long and
often painful struggle with the world her
happier days had come.

James was at his desk when the letter just
referred to was received by Mr. Carman.
Guilt is always on the alert, and suspicious
of every movement that may involve betray-
al or exposure. He looked .stealthily at his
employer as he opened the letter, and ob-
served him change countenance suddenly.
He - read it over twice, and James saw that
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the contents, whatever they were, produced

disturbance. While lie was yet observing

him, Mr. Carman glanced toward his desk,

and their eyes met; it was only for a

moment, but the look James received made

his heart stop beating.
There was something about the movements

of Mr. Carman for the rest of the day that

troubled the young man. It was plain to

him that suspicion had been aroused by that

letter.. Oh, how bitterly now did he repent,

in dread of discovery and punishment, the

evil of which he had been guilty! Exposure

would disgrace and ruin him, and bow the

head of his mother, it night be, even to the

grave.
"You are not well this evening," said Mrs.

Lewis, as she looked at her son's changed

face across the tea-table, and noticed that he

did not eat.
"My head aches," he replied, as he turned

partly away from his mother's direct gaze.

"Perhaps the tea will make you feel

better."
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'.'I'll lie down on the sofa in the parlor
for a short time," said the young man, rising
from. the table. "A little quiet may give
relief." And he went from the dining-room.

Mrs. Lewis followed him into the parlor in
a little while, and sitting down by the sofa on
which he was lying placed her hand upon
his head. Ah, it would, take more than the
loving pressure of a mother's hand to ese-
the pain from which he was suffering. The
touch of that pure hand increased the pain to

,agony.
"Do you feel better ?" asked Mrs. Lewis,

after she had remained for some time with
her hand on his forehead.

"Not much," he replied; and rising as he'
spoke, he added, "I think a walk in the
open air will do me good."

"Don't go out, James," said Mrs. Lewis, a
troubled feeling coming into her heart.

"'ll only walk a few squares." And
James went from the parlor, and taking up
his hat, passed into the street without another
word.
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the matter with him," was the thought of

Mrs. Lewis, and the slight feeling of trouble

she had experienced began deepening into a

strange concern that involved a dread of

coming evil.
For half an hour James walked without

any purpose in his mind beyond escape from

the presence of his mother. Every phase of

Mr. Carman's manner toward him after the

receipt of that letter was renewed and dwelt

on, in order if possible to determine whether

suspicion of wrong-dealing was entertained.

At last his aimless walk brought him into the

neighborhood of Mr. Carman's store, and in

passing he was surprised at seeing a light

within.
"What cani this mean ?" he asked himself,

a new fear creeping, with its shuddering im-

pulses, into his heart.

He went near and listened by the door and

windows, but. could hear no sound within.

"There's, something wrong," he said.

"What can it be? If this thing is discov-
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ered, what will be the end of it? -
ruin! My poor mother !"Ru

The wretched young man passed on d
walked the streets for two hours,a when he
returned home. His- mother metshim a he
entered, and inquired, with unconcealed
anxiety, if he were better, le said yes, but
with a manner that only increased the trouble
she felt, and passed up hastily to his own
room.

In the morning the strangely-altered face
of James, as he met his mother at the break-
fast table, struck alarm into her heartke
was silent, and evaded all her questions.
While they still sat at the table the door-bell
rung loudly. The sound startled James, and
he turned his ear to listen in a nervous-wa
which did not escape the observation of h'
mother.

"Who is. it?" asked Mrs. Lewis,-as the
servant came back from the door,

"A gentleman wishes to see Mr. James,"
replied the girl.

James arose instantly, and went put intoI 10 e p
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the hall, shutting the dining-room door as he

did so. Mrs. Lewis sat, in almost breathless

expectation, awaiting her son's return. She

heard him coming back in a few moments;

but he did not enter the dining-room. Then

he returned along the hall to the street door,

and she heard it shut. All was now silent.

S&drting up, she ran out into the passage, but

James was not there. He had gone away

with the person who had called, and without

a word!
Ah, that was a sad going away ! Mr. Car-

man had spent half the night in examining

the accounts of James, and discovered frauds

to the amount of over -six thousand dollars.

Blindly indignant, he had sent an officer to

arrest him early in the morning; and it was

with this officer that the unhappy boy went

away from the home of his mother, .never

again to return..
"The young villain shall lie in the bed he

has made for himself!" exclaimed Mr. Car-

man, in his bitter indignation. And he did

not hold back in any thing, but made the
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exposure of the young man's crime complete.
On the trial he showed an eager desire to have
him convicted, and presented such an array
of evidence that the jury could not give any
other verdict than "Guilty."

The poor mother was in court, and audible,
in the silence that followed, came her con-
vulsed sobs upon the air. The presiding
judge then addressed the culprit, and asked
if he had any thing to say why sentence of
the law should not be pronounced against
him. All eyes were turned upon the pale,
agitated young man, who arose with an effort
and leaned against the railing by which he
stood, as if needing the support.

"Will it please your honors," he said, "t
direct Mr. Carman, my prosecutor, to comea
little nearer, so that I can look at him and
your honors at the same time ?"

Mr. Carman was directed to come forward
to where the boy stood. There was a breath
less silence in the court-roomas the prosecu
tor obeyed the order, and came forward so as
to be in the eyes of all. James looked at him

It
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steadily for a fe~w moments, and then turned
to the judges.

"What I have to say, your honors, is this"
-he spoke calmly and distinctly- and it

may in a degree extenuate, though it cannot

excuse, my crime. I went into that man's

store an innocent boy; and if he had been an

honest man I would not have stood before

you to-day as a criminal."

Mr. Carman interrupted the young man,

and appealed to the Court for protection

against allegations.. of such an outrageous

character; but he was peremptorily ordered

to be silent.. James went on in a firm voice.

"Only a few weeks after I went into his em-

ployment I examined a bill by his direction,

and discovered an error of twenty dollars."
The face of Mr. Carman crimsoned in-

stantly.
"You remember it, I see," remarked James;a,

"and I shall have cause to remember it while

I live. The error was in favor of Mr. Carman,

and I asked if I should correct the figures,

and he answered, 'INoo; let them correct theli

11

own mistakes. We don't examine bills for
other people' s benefit.' It was my first lesson
inI dishonesty, and I never forgot the words.
I saw the bill settled, and Mr. Carman take
twenty dollars that were not his own. I felt
shocked at first; it seemed such a wrong
thing. But, soon after, he called me a simple-
ton for handing back to the teller of a bank
fifty dollars overpaid on a check; and
then_"

"May I ask the protection of the Court 2"
said Mr. Carman, appealing to the judges.

"Is it true what the lad says ?" asked the
presiding judge.

Mr. Carman hesitated, and ~ looked con-
fused. All eyes were on his face; and judges,
jury, lawyers, and spectators felt certain that
he was guilty of leading the unhappy young
man astray.

"Not long afterward," resumed young
Lewis, "in receiving my wages, I found that
Mr. Carman had paid me fifty cents too much.
I was about giving it back to him when I re-
membered his remark about letting people
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correct their own mistakes, and said to my-

self, ' Let him correct his own errors,' and

dishonestly kept the money. Again the same

thing happened, and again I kept the money

that did not, of right, belong to me. This

was the beginning of evil, and here I am!

Mr. Carman has shown an eagerness to con-

vict and have me punished, as the Court

lias seen. If he had shown me any mercy

I might have kept silent. But now I inter-

pose the truth, and may it incline you to show

some consideration for the unhappiest being

that is alive to-day."
The young man covered hi face with his

hands, and sat down overpowered, by his

feelings. His mother, who was near him,

sobbed out aloud, and bending over, laid

her hands on his head,^saying,
"My poor boy! My poor boy !"?
There were few eyes in the court-room

undimmed. In the silence that followed

Mr. Carman spoke out:

" Is my character to be thus blasted on the

word of a criminal, your honors? Is this
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right? Is this just? Is this the protection a
citizen finds in the court-room 2"

"Your solemn oath that this charge is un-
true," said the judge, "will place you all
right. It was the unhappy boy's only op-
portunity, and the Court felt bound, in human-
ity, to hear wIat he wished to say."

James Lewis stood up again instantly, and
turning his white face and dark piercing eyes
upon Mr. Carman: "Let him take that oath
if he dare !" he exclaimed.

The counsel for the prosecution now inter-
fered, and called the proceeding an outrage
on all justice, and unheard of before in a
court-room. -But the judge commanded or-
der, and then said to Mr. Carman:

"The Court offers you the only way of
reparation in its power. Your oath will
scatter the allegation of the criminal to the
winds. Will you swear ?"

Mr. Carman turned with a distressed look
toward his counsel, while James kept his eyes
fixed upon him. There was a brief confer-
ence, and the lawyer said,

II
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"The proceeding is irregular, and I have

advised my client to make no response. At

the same time he protests against all this as an

outrage upon the rights of a citizen."

The judges bowed, and Mr. Carman with.

drew. After a brief conference with his as-,

sociates, the presiding judge said, addressing

the criminal,
"In consideration of your youth, and the

temptation to which, in tender years, you were

unhappily subjected, the Court gives you its

lightest sentence, one year' s imprisonment.

At the same time, 'in pronouncing this sen-

tence, let me solemnly warn you against any

further steps in the way you have taken.

Crime can have no valid excuse. It is evil

in the sight of God and man, and-leads only

to suffering. When you come forth again,

after your brief incarceration, may it be with

the resolution to die rather than commit a

crime V"
And the curtain fell on that sad scene in the.

boy's-life. When it lifted again and he came

forth from prison a year afterward, I is mother

was dead. From the day her pale face faded
from his vision as he passed from the court-
room, he ever looked upon her again.

Ten years afterward a man sat reading a
newspaper in a far Western town. He had a
calm, serious face, and looked like one who
had known suffering and trial.

" Brought to justice at last !" he said to
himself, as the blood came into his face.
"Convicted on the charge of fraudulent in-
solvency, and sent to the State' s Prison! So
much for the man who gave me in tender
years the first lesson in wrong-doing! Too
well, alas! did I remember his words. But
thank God, other words have been since re-
membered. 'When you come forth again,'
said the judge, 'may it be with the resolution
to die rather than commit a crime!' and I
have kept this injunction in my heart when a
there seemed no way of escape exceptthrough
crime; and, God 'helping me, I will keep it
to the end."



. THE STORE GIRL.

IV

THE STORE GIRL@

A wEEK at the sea-shore gives large oppor-

tunity for the study of human nature. Its

phases, as there seen, are curious and in-

structive. What people really are, comes out

on exhibition. Individuality is thrown with

great distinctness, on a common background,

and each reads ithe other's characteralmost as

plainly as if it were written in a book. Ask

your friend what she thinks of Mrs. or Miss

So-and-So. If she have met her at the sea-

shore, she will answer without hesitation, and
offer you a leading trait, favorable or unfavor-

able, but very near the exact truth. It is re-

markable how entirely some people are off

their guard at the sea-shore-how completely
they act themselves out. You see the true

lady and gentleman there-limited to no class,
grade, or set; the snobbish pretenders, whose

every act gives the )ie to their pretence; the

,;

jaunty vulgar, who obtrude their lack of cul-
ture and common sense in the faces of all;
and the consciously inferior, or over-modest,
who move about straight-laced, weakly im-
agining that they are the observed of all ob-
servers.

Sitting on the piazza of the Surf House at
Atlantic City, enjoying the cool sea breezes,
this conversation reached me. I could not
help hearing it, for the speakers were close
by, and talked in loud tones.

"Who is that girl?'' was asked in a curious
voice, as if the person indicated had, from some
cause, awakened an interest in the speaker's
mind.

The individual referred to was a young lady
of fair complexion, whom I had noticed 'sev-
eral times. There was something about her
that attracted all eyes; and yet she was
neither richly nor gayly attired, and evidently
shrunk from observation. The style of her
face was a- regular oval; complexion, as I
have said, fair; eyes, a soft bluish gray,
large and calm; height, medium; carriage,
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easy and unconscious; dress plain, and not

costly, but of the finest quality and in perfect

taste. No wonder that in the flaunting, ob-

trusive, over-dressed mass of her sex, she

stood individualized, nor that the question

which had just come to my ear was frequent-

ly asked. I listened for the answer.

"Don't you know her V" "I noticed a tone

of contempt in the Voice.

"There's something familiar in the face,

but for the life of me I can't make her out ;"

returned the first speaker.

"One of Levy's store girls."

"No ,"
"Yes; I've bought many 'a dress from

her,."
"Now, you don't say so! Well, it does

beat all! Oh, yes, now I recognize her. One

of Levy's girls! Isn't it about time we were

going home, Kate ?"

"I rather think it is. When it comes to

being mixed up with this sort of cattle, I'm
for retiring. A store girl! Well, well!"

Naturally, after such a revelation of them-
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selves, I observed more narrowly the speakers.
How remarkably they contrasted with the
young lady about whom they talked so depre-n
ciatingly. They were dressed in gay grena-
dines, and exhibited a profusion of costly
laces and jewelry. At first sight their faces
indicated gentle blood; a second and closer
inspection revealed the essential taint of com-
monalty. I speak of blood in the truer sense,
as representing mental and moral qualities.
The refined and the vulgar are in all social
grades. Blood flows not in obedience to con-
ventionalities. It may be as pure in the veins
of' a peasant, as in those of a titled nobleman.

A tall lady passed, leaning o4 the arm of a
short, stout gentleman. She was pale and
thin, with a refined and gentle face-he bluff
and hearty. The two girls looked at each
other, drew down the corners of their mouths,
snickered-I use the right word-and then
stuffed their handkerchiefs in their mouths to
keep from laughing outright.

"They'll killme, Em, if they stay here much
longer," said one of them, shaking with
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laughter as the couple disappeared in the

house. "I never saw any thing so funny."
"Hush, Kate," was rejoined; "here's

Father Time."
I looked in the direction of their eyes, and

observed a thin, white-haired man, with bent'

form and slow steps, coming along the piazza.

His figure was striking, and gave the impres-

sion of a once strong man, who had yielded

under protest, step by step, as age advanced,
and' now stooped, half sadly, in conscious

weakness, under the weight of many years.

I was touched by his aspect. Not so my
young ladies. He was game for them. Al-

ready they had designated him as "Father

Time ;" and now, as he came towards us, they
stared at him rudely, casting sly looks at, or
nudging each other.

"A scythe and hour-glass would make the

figure complete."
He was close upon us. I felt shocked.

Unless very dull of hearing, the rude sentence

must have reached him. There was a second

crowding of handkerchiefs into the young
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ladies' mouths, to keep from laughing. 'The
old man stood close to them for a little while,
then remarked ina pleasant, familiar way, so
beautiful in aged persons who have grown old
wisely and gracefully, and which all the truly
refined accept as a compliment instead of an
intrusion, though the person be a stranger-

"A charming day, young ladies."'
But, instead of meeting this salutation with

the instinct of gentle blood, these vulgar
misses bridled and frowned, and tried to look
haughty and dignified. The old man re-
garded them in momentary surprise, and then
moved on again.

"What do you think of that ?" asked one
of the other.

" Did you. ever hear of any thing so rude T"
was the almost angry.response.

"Never in my life. The old brute !"

For a short time, they expatiated on the old
man' s brutality and want of breeding in mis-
taking them for ladies, and then resumed
their amusement of remarking upon and car-
icaturing the various individuals who passed

II1~
t~1~
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before them. Nothing escaped their search-

ing eyes. Every peculiarity was magnified,

-and even beauties and virtues turned into

deformities and vices. They were witty. at
times, and showed familiarity with Dickens,

Thackeray, Bulwer, and the leading novel--

ists, and applied with some skill the charac-

ters in books to the living personalities of the

hour. But, in all this, they showed an in-

grained coarseness, selfishness, and vulgarity

that was really shocking, taking into con-

sideration the social place they assumed to

It was my turn to make inquiry, and in

due time I learned that my young ladies were'

daughters of tuo Philadelphia merchants,

who had grown rich in trade, and now lived

in splendid suburan residences. I further'

learned that their fathers had once been poor

clerks, and their mothers poor girls--one of

the latter having actually been employed in a

dry-goods store at fqur dollars a week, occu-

pying that position at the ,time of her mar-

riage. Their fathers were known in the com-
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munity as shrewd merchants and honorable
men; not very refined nor well educated--
early culture having been denied them; but
sensible men in the main, and good citizens;
men in no way ashamed of their humble
origin; but, rather, proud of the fact that
they were architects of their own fortunes,
and thence inclined to an ostentatious display
of wealth. The weaker vessels were the
mothers, whose heads turned a little with the
elevation to which they had risen through no
strength of their own, and who, looking
down from that elevation, were disposed to
think meanly of every thing below. False
pride and false estimates of things, were
naturally imbibed by- the daughters, and
mingled with every thread, as the shuttle flew
backwards and forwards, weaving the fabric
of character. And so, they were, less than
their mothers to blame for what they were;
though, taking the natural stock, it would
have required much budding and grafting to
get pleasant fruit.

In the evening, there was music and dan-
11
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cing in one of the parlors. Em and Kate,

whom I noticed as almost inseparable, were

there. They had taken a sofa to themselves,

spreading out their wide skirts, so as to fill

the space which four persons'might have con-

veniently occupied. The tall, pale lady, evi-

dently an invalid, came in, leaning on the

arm of her stout, hearty-looking companion.

Nearly every seat in the room was occupied.

They came and stood near the sofa filled by

n y fine young ladies, Em and Kate. I saw

the tall lady shrink a little in stature, and
lean hard upon the stout gentleman's arm,

evidently from weakness. He looked con-

cerned, and glanced around, to find a seat.

Observing that only these two girls occupied
the large sofa, he .said to one of them, in a

polite way-
" Will you be. kind enough to let this lady

have a seat with you on the sofa ?"

But neither of them moved an inch.

"Take my seat," I heard a low, gentle

voice say, and turning my eyes from the two

misses, I saw the "store girl's" hand on the
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invalid's arm, to whom she was offering her
chair in that kid, persuasive way, that takes
no denial.

"Thank you !-thank you !" answered the
tall lady, in one of the sweetest of voices;
"butI cannot deprive you of a seat."

"No deprivation at all. I can stand for
hours without being weary. So, don't hesi-
tate; your acceptance will give me plea-
sure." And she gently drew the invalid to
her chair.

Now there was nothing intrusive-nothing
for effect in the girl's manner; but a spoon.
taneous acting out of the true lady, that was
really beautiful. A native refinement gave
grace to every movement. Several of those
standing near observed the little scene, and I
saw by their faces a common sentiment of
admiration. The stout gentleman added his
thanks to those -of the lady, and the girl dre
back from observation.

The music and the dancing went on. My
two refined young ladies held their places on
the sofa, their heavily flounced, gay silk

I
1
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dresses covering the entire surface, from end

to end. Presently one- of them received an

invitation to dance, and was led to the floor.

Instantly, I saw the stout gentleman look

around from where he stood by his invalid

companion, and seeing the girl who had

given up her seat, took her half-resisting
hand, and led her to the vacant place on the

sofa. She did not resist, although I saw by
her countenance that she would have pre-

ferred standing unobtrusively where she

was; but the instinct of good breeding kept

her from objecting to an act so kindly meant.

Silk and jewelry was shocked by this sud-

den propinquity of the store girl. I saw her

shrink, frown, and sweep the ample range of

her dress closer to her person. Then she

looked about uneasily; and then, unable to

endure so close a contact with vulgarity, left

her seat, and crossed the parlor with an air

of affected dignity, that caused many lips

near me to curve in amusement or contempt.

Three ladies now found room on the ,sofa,

in the space just occupied by one. Among
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these, I recognized Mrs. wife of an
eminent lawyer, and known as one of the
most cultivated, refined, and excellent women
in the city*Sehdb nexeln oe
finthen citShe had been standing for ten or
fifteen minutes, while my pinks of gentiiy
who could hardly endure to breathe theailiy
which one of "Levy's store girls" respired,
sat in forced occupation of twice the room to
which they were entitled. It so happened.
that Mrs. 1-came next on the sofa to the
interesting young lady, whose humble posi-
tion was held by Misses Pride and Preten.
sion as a sign of inferiority. I noticed he
turn and recognize her with a brightening
face, at the same time offering her hand in a
cordial manner and saying-

"Why, Gertrude! .Is this you F"
She smiled in an easy, quiet way, answer-

Ing-.
"Yes, ma'am; I'm here for a few days.

IYm right glad of it," returnedyMrs.
an recIf any one needs sea air, change,
and recreation, it is you. When did you
come down ?"
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"Day before yesterday."
"You must remain as long as possible."

"I shall have to return day after to-mor-

row."
"No, no, Gertrude; you must stay the'

week out, at least. I shall be here until

Saturday-"
She did not finish the sentence, for at that

moment, the stout, bluff gentleman came up

to the sofa, and said, in a hearty, familiar

"Why, bless me, Mrs. H-! How glad

I am to meet you ,"

"Captain G- !" Surprise was in the

voice 'of Mrs. 11-, as she stood up and

warmly pressed the hand that was grasping.
her own. "This is indeed a pleasure!

Where is Mrs. G-. ?"

The stout gentleman turned quickly to

where the tall, pale lady was sitting, and

leading her forward, said-

"'Here is Alice.". i

The greeting between the two ladies was

of the most cordial nature, for they were old

friends, warmly attached to each other from
their earliest years, as I learned from what
passed between them.

Already, the girl who had, been talking, a
moment before, with Mrs. H-, was on her
feet, and moving away, so that her place
might be taken by the invalid; thus giving
the two friends an opportunity to sit side by
side.. Observing that she was about to with.
draw, Mrs. H called.to her, saying-

"Don't leave us, Gertrude."
"No-no-keep your seat. I will not dis-

turb you a second time," said the pale lady,
in remonstrance.

The stout gentleman bustled past the trio,
and bringing the chair just vacated by his
wife, arranged the three ladies to suit him-
self; Mrs. H and Gertrude on the sofa,
and his wife in the comfortable chair she had
been occupying, right in front of them.

"That's Captain G , of the Navy," I
heard a gentleman near me remark.
< "And who is his wife?"

"The daughter of Senator ," was re--
plied.
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The country knew them well, the Captain

and the Senator, and held them both in hon.

orable regard. I advanced a few steps

nearer, for my interest was increasing.
"Let me introduce Miss Gertrude T-,"

said Mrs. H--, presenting the young lady

to both Captain G - and his wife. Ger-

trude met this introduction with a modest,

retiring manner, yet with no appearance of

conscious inferiority.
" Miss T ?" The Captain looked at her

curiously. "Not the daughter ofbur old

friend Hermann T- ?"

"The same," replied Mrs. H-.

"Born a lady, as he was a gentleman,

every inch, from head to foot." And the

bluff, warm-hearted Captain, looked at her

with a brightening face. "The daughter of

my old friend Hermann! PI'm right glad to

meet you, for your father's sake. Does she

belong to your family 1" He turned to Mrs.

"No; Gertrude stands alone in the world."I

"AloneV'" the Captain did not compre-

hend this remark. He seemed perplexed.

"She is a believer, Captain, in the nobility
of self-dependence. Like you, and my hus-
band, she serves society to the best of her
ability; taking what she earns as her own,
and ask'g favor of no one."

I heard nothing further. Loud voices in
another group, drowned, for my ears, what

-passed among these old friends. Looking
up, I saw among the listeners who had been
attracted by the little stir of recognitions and
introduction, a face rather blank with sur-
prise ; it was the face of one of my young
ladies of such immaculate quality, that ple-
beian usefulness. could not touch it without
leaving a soil.

Every day after that, until the week
closed, I saw Gertrude T- in the company
of Mrs. H-.-and Mrs. Captain G- , and
their deportment towards her was always
that of friends and equals.

Since then, I have looked in at Levy's a
few times, and noticed this young lady at her >
place behind one of the counters, and the
sight awakened sentiments of respect; and
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since then, I hav6 seen the two immaculates
on the street, and at public places, dressed
in "rich attire," bold, pretentious, flaunting,
and my soul despised them.

So you have the contrast-the sensible, re-
fined, independent "store girl," as the ele-

gant Misses Em and Kate called her; and
the proud, vain, .coarse-minded parvenus,,
who mistake money for merit, and obtrude

their want of good breeding, in the faces

of all, and to the astonishment and disgust of

all. Is it too sharply drawn, observant

reader? We leave it with you to decide.

V.

T HE BROKEN MERCHANT.

"You remember the fall of '57?"
"It would be singular if I did not."
Two merchants were in conversation. One,

the first speaker, was a man past fifty, with a
face that showed marks of care and anxious
thought-not present care and thought, but
only the signs of what had been. You saw
at a glance that life's hard experience in the
business world had not deadened the beat of
human sympathy in his 'heart. The other
was a younger man, with a firm, confident
mouth, and an eye that, showed energy and
purpose. There was nothing of the selfish
hardness that we often see in countenances of
his type.

" Have you not missed old familiar faces
since then ?" said the'elder of the two men.

"Many," was answered. "Many. Yet

170
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no one seems to think of the wounded or

maimed in life's battle."
"No; nor of what they may yet be suffer-

ing."
"How quickly a man who is thrust by

misfortune outside of our business circle is
forgotten !"

" Yes. Or if remembered, it is with an
unforgiving spirit for the loss that was suf-
fered when he fell. You have not forgotten
T. L ,leading partner in the firm of T.
L- & Co. ?"1

" No; of course not. Poor man ! He

struggled hard to keep up when that fearful
storm raged; but it was too fierce and strong
for him. Oh, yes, I remember I-."
"I saw him a few days ago."
"Ah! Is he in the city?"
"Yes, or, rather, in our vicinity."
"There was scarcely a day, for years be-

fore the 'panic,' that I did not meet him.
Our houses had many transactions together.
But since that time he has not once crossed
my path. He vanished from among .us like
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one who dies. I have not thought of him
for more than a year. And he is still in or
near the city ?"

"Yes."
"What is he doing "
"Not much, I think. You remember what

i fine presence he had. What a steady eye,
and uplifted countenance ?"

"Very well. He was one of the pleasant-
est men to do business with I ever knew.
Prompt, gentlemanly, clear-headed, and high-

ly honorable."
"You would hardly know him now."
"Indeed !"
"The change is painful. If any who lost by

his failure remember him with unkindness,
they need only see him to dismiss the feeling."
"I thought," said the younger of the two

men, "that L- had naturally a great deal
of reactive power-that if he went down in
any disaster, he would struggle up again.

"Such was my opinion. But it seems that
we were mistaken. He was proud and sensi-
tive; and felt himself, in a certain sense, dis-
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graced by his failure. Some merchants fail

half a dozen times in their lives, scramble up
on their feet again, look boldly or bravely
into men' s faces, and move onward as con-

fidently as if nothing had happened.' There

are others of finer or weaker stuff, who, are
too cowardly,'or too sensitive on the score of

obligation, to face their old associates. Mr.

L-is one of these. Poor man! I feel sad

when I think.about him."
"When and where did you see him? I am

interested in his case.'"
"I am glad to hear you use the word in-

terest. It was in order to awaken in your
mind a feeling of interest for Mr. L-that I

spoke of him. As a class we are to blame for

lack of sympathy with men who, after suffer-

ing misfortune in business, shrink away from

among us into almost helpless obscurity.
Business honor is a sacred thing in the minds
of all rightly thinking men., A true mer-
chant is sensitive on this point in -a high
degree. Touch him here, and you touch him

vitally. He may never recover from the

,
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wound. He goes out from among us, and
comes not back. We neglect, perhaps forget
him:- he is stung to the quick. He feels dis-
graced. All his mind falls into morbid ac-
tion. -Alas! how many hundreds of such,
whose faces we have not seen for years, are
hiding from common observation in our city,
suffering poverty as well as pain! We for-
get our business associates too soon.- We let
them pass from our memories and our sym-
pathies as if they were only automatons.

"But I was speaking of Mr. L-. You
have the old, pleasant picture of him in your
mind. Look at it for a moment. Now I
give you the reverse. I was over in Wil-
liamsburg a few days ago; and having oc-
casion to make an inquiry, stepped into a
~little office where orders were taken for coal.
It was not in size over six by eight feet. In
one corner was an old, grim-looking pine
desk, at which a man was sitting. His dress
was in keeping with the place, and not ex-
actly in keeping either; for I noticed that,
though worn, soiled, and mended in places
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here and there, it was not. of common mate-

rial. My question was answered in a polite,
kind way; but in a tone that lingered, and
stirred my feelings a little unusually. My
glance into his face was momentary, but the

expression of that lingered also.
"'I have seen this man before,' said I to

myself, as I turned from the little office.

'Who can he be?' And I tried hard to iden-

tify the voice and features. But no familiar

personality came up in my mind. After

transacting the business which took me to

Williamsburg, I made my way to the ferry,
and was stepping on board the boat to return

to New York when my perplexity of mind

in regard to the. individuality of the man I

had seen for only a moment became so intru-'

sive that I stood still, and said to myself:
"'I must know who he is.',
" Turning, I walked slowly along the

street, questioning in my mind as to whether

I should go back to the coal-office, or ask, in
the neighborhood of its location, the attend-.

ant' s name. I concluded to see the man him-

self, and so called once more at the office. I
found him still sitting at the high desk, which
took up nearly half the space enclosed by the
office walls.

"'Didyou find the place?' he asked, as I
looked in at the door. There was a kind,
gentlemanly manner about him, but not
much life in his tones. I was more struck
than at first -with the familiar expression of
his countenance. The voice I had certainly
heard before.

"I thanked him for the direction he had
given me, and replied that I had found the
place that I was seeking. Then I said:

"'Haven't I met you before, Sir I ought
to know your face.'

" I was struck with his changed expression.
The inquiry was plainly not wholly agreeable.

, "' .Pardon me,' I said, quickly, 'if my ques-
tion is in any way obtrusive.' He had
dropped his face a little, and turned it partly
away.

"'No, Sir, it is not obtrusive,' he, an-
swered, still with his face slightly 'averted.

176 THE ]BROKEN MERCHANT,
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There was a subdued tone in his voice, which

was not sadness, yet so near akin that it

stirred in me a feeling of sympathy. 'You

have met me before.'
"'Where?' I looked at him closely, but

failed to make out his identity.
"' In New York.' Still I was at fault.

"'May Iask your name?'
"He raised his eyes, and looked at me

steadily for a..few moments-steadily, and I

thought curiously.
"' And you have really forgotten me!' A

faint sigh came to my ears. 'But no wonder,'
he added, in a lower voice; 'I am not as I

was when we met almost daily. Misfortune

breaks a man down, and changes him rapidly.
My name is L-.'

"'Not of the old firmof T. L- & CoA'

"'The same.' My tone of surprise did

not seem to stir the dead level of his feel-

ings
"I took his hand and held it firmly, while

I looked into his wasted countenance with all

the kind interest I felt.
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"'It can't be possible,' I said. 'T.
LO,

It is possible and actual,' he replied.
"'You knew me?'
"'Certainly, the moment you came in.'
"'Why didn't* you call me by name?' I

asked.
"'You ihight not have cared to know me;

and I have no desire to intrude myself upon
old business acquaintances.'

"'This is not the place for you,' said I,
glancing around the little office. My tone
was firm.

"'I have learned to be thankful for even a
place like this,' he replied.

"How, the words touched me! For my
thought went back to that neatly carpeted
counting-room in which you and I have so
often sat with him; to the large warehouse.
that held the costly goods he called his own;
to the elegant home in which he had sur-
rounded his family with luxury. Thankful
even for that narrow apartment, which stifled
you with its close walls as if it were a
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coffin! And surely the man had buried his
hopes there. What a change for two short
years!

"'Is this business your own?' I asked.
"'Oh, no!' The answer was quick, as if

the very question surprised him.
"'You are paid for attending the office and

taking orders?'

"'Do not think me intrusive, but I would
like to ask as to the salary you geti,'

"His brows closed a little. 'Three hun-
dred dollars,' he replied, after some hesita-

tion.
"'Only three hundred!' 'I did -not at-

tempt to conceal my surprise.
"He smiled faintly, repeating in answer,

'what he had said before, 'I,have learned to
be thankful for even a place like this.'

"'But,' said I, 'you are competent to fill
a better and higher place. This won't do.
A man with your business capabilities must
not be lost from his right sphere.'

"'I don't know that I have any business
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capabilities,' he answered, in a desponding
way.

"'Others know it if you do not,' said I,
confidently. 'But why have-you kept your-
self so entirely aloof from your old friends?'

"'Friends? I have no friends.'
"'Old business friends, I mean.'

'There are no friendships in business,' he
replied, contracting his brows.

"'Business is business, and friendship
friendship,' 41"returned. 'Because a man is
engaged in business, it isn't conclusive
against him that he has no heart.'

"'He may have heart for his own kith
and kin, but the men with whom he does
business come to be regarded as the tools and
machinery by which he makes money. If
they break, and can't be mended again, they
are cast aside as useless, and no longer
thought of or cared for.'

"He spoke with considerable bitterness.
I felt~edi of what he said.

"'There are many exceptions to this,' was
my answer, 'as you might have proved long
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ago, had you not so wholly withdrawn your-

self from old associations.'
"lHe shook his head doubtfully.
"'What of your family?' I ventured to

ask. I remembered his wife and daugh-
ters. The former, a bright, intelligent, rather

fashionable woman; the latter, two hand-

some, well educated girls, who had only
made their way into society a year before

their father's failure.
"I half regretted the question, it moved

him so strongly. His face, which had shown
no very marked feeling, now fairly rippled
with emotion.

"' am not asking from idle curiosity,'
said I. 'My interest is sincere. You have

not. sought me out, but I have discovered

you. Will you not speak to me of your
present condition as it is? I remember Mrs.

L-, and I remember your daughters. Are

they still living?'.

"I was sincere, and he could libt help feel-

ing-it.
'Yes, thank God!' he replied, in a sub..
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dued way. 'They are living, and have been
every thing to me.

"'They are in Williamsburg?'
"'Yes. We live here. The girls are

teaching.'

"'A school?' I asked.
"'No; Agnes teaches music, and Clara

French and drawing.'
'New York is a better place for them,'

said I.
"'It might be; but we cannot afford, to

live there.'
"lHe did not answer very freely. Misfor-

tune and suffering had not, it was plain,
crushed all the pride out of him. Our inter-
view was embarrassed, at least on his side.

"'I will see you again, Mr. L ,'saidI,
on parting with him. 'There's something
better for you than this.' I spoke cheerfully
and confidently.

" He thanked me for the interest I had man-
ifested, and went so far as to say that if I
could help him into a better position, I would
lay him under a deep obligation."
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The young merchant to whom this relation
was made sat -silent for some time after his
companion ceased speaking.

"You have given me the heartache," he
said, at length. " I , remeniber Clara and
Agnes very well. They were lovely, attrac-
tive girls; the reigning belles for a season.
But little over two years have gone by, and
now they are humble teachers toiling in ob-
scurity for bread. I have daughters. The
bare thought that it may be so with them.
sends through me a throb of pain. And yet
my position in business is notso good as the
one that was held by Mr. L- . Will it be
my turn next?"

"It is well," said the oldest of the two
men, "to bring these matters home'to our-
selves. It will help us better to' feel for
others. Among business men there is too
little sympathy for the unfortunate. They go
down amidst the stormy waters, and no man
thinks of grappling to save them."

"We must save L- ," responded the
other, resolutely.,
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"We must. Only three hundred dollars
for such a man! Just think of it! Now I
will tell you what we can do, if we go
rightly to work. I have thought it out; but
much will depend on you, as you are younger
and more active than I am."

"Tell me what to do, and the thing shall be
done."

" There is to be an election for President
of the A-- Insurance Company on next
Monday. IL- is just the man; and the
salary is twenty-five hundred 'dollars. I
own a few shares of stock, and so do you;
and what is better, you are a Director."

" The very place for him !" And the
younger of the two merchants struck his
hands together. "But how is it to be
managed? Colson is talked about for the
place."

"He isn't fit for it. L- must get the
election; and I think you and I can bring
the right influence to bear. We will try at
least."

" We will !" was the resolute answer.
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Where there is a wi 1 there is usually the
way. A week from the time our kind-
hearted merchant met ir. L- in his hum-
ble position of clerk in a coal-office, he saw
hIm again in the same place, and handed him,
without a word of comment, a letter announc-
ing hi's election as President of the A-
Insurance Company. Mr. L- read it twice
before making any response. There was a
great change in his countenance when he
looked up into the merchant's face.

"This is your good work," he said,
quietly.

"I have taken part in it," replied the mer-
chant.

L- grasped his hand, held it tightly for
a few moments, and then, as tears fell over
his cheeks, said, in a broken voice,

"God bless you !'
The merchant had his reward at that

moment in full measure, shaken down and
running over.

VI.
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"DID you notice that face, Mr. Long ?"
"I did. It struck me as familiar."
" You have seen it before."
"I can't remember where, Sir."
" She's been your partner in waltz and cotil-

lion many times. The last occasion on which
I saw you dancing with her, was at New-
port.

"Me dancing with that girl at Newport,
Mr. ilartley ?"

"Yes, you. But, judging from her appear-
ance to-day, I scarcely think she will have
that honor next season.

"I think not, Sir. But, pray, who is she ?"

"You have not forgotten the Parrys ?"
"The Parrys! And is that Kate Parry ?"
"IYes.
"Is it possible ? Why, I haven't thought
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of the Parrys for a long time. Kate Parry! I
declare! It is sad to see a come-down like
that, isn't it ?"

"Yes, sad enough to look at; but sadder

still in the actual experience.. I think but few
of us realize, in any adequate degree, the hard,
stern fact of such a case. A merchant fails,
and his fashionable, maybe highly accom-

plished and intelligent, wife and daughters
pass from the old circles that will see them no

more, and are forgotten. We let. them go
from among us with scarcely a sigh of regret,
and ever after, unless fortune should smile on
them again, they are to us as he dead."

"Kate Parry! 1hally, I can't get over that,
Mr. Hartley. Why, she was dressed as mea-
grely as the poorest working-girl one sees hur-
rying along the crowded street at nightfall.
And how pale and oareworn, or toilworn, her
face was !

"I read it as careworn and toilworn both."
"Have you seen her before V'
"Not since her family went out from the old

circles they once helped to brighten with their

presence; and, as in your case, the thought
of them has not crossed my mind. I take
blame to myself for this. It is not right.
Why, in common humanity, we should give
some thought and some care to the unfortu-
nate. We call ourselves Christians; but, do
we, like our Saviour, go after the lost or stray-
ing sheep? Oh, no! The lost and straying
ones are not even thought of."

"Do you know any thing of her father ?"
"Nothing. He may be dead, or in an in-

sane asylum, for all the knowledge I have of
him."

"Well, well! This is a strange world,"
said 'Mr. Long. "It has phases and transi-
tions almost as wonderful as we find in dreams.
But, I can't get over this apparition of Kate
Parry. Poor girl! It must have gone hard
with her since the storm desolated her home.
It was the patient sadness of her pale face that
first attracted my attention. Its familiarity
struck me next."

" I knew her, at a glance, when she entered
the car," was replied ; "and the patient sad-

j
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ness of her face, to which you refer, touched

me like a rebuke."
"Do you think she knew us"
"I think it more than probable. We have

not changed as she has."
"Her eyes, every now and then, sought my

face," said Mr. Long. "But the interest
which must have shown itself in my manner,
as I looked. at her, would naturally have
drawn her attention."I

"Yes; but I think she knew us. Indeed,
I am sure of it."

"Did you notice the, street at which she left

the car ?"

"It was at Twentieth street."
Someninutes passed before either of the men

spoke again, then the one named Hartley said;
"I have cause to remember old Mr. Parry,

and with grateful feelings. Once, I was in a

very narrow place. Through lack of prudent
foresight, I had allowed obligations to mature
in a certain month, so much greater in amount
than the month's ,resources, that I became
seriously embarrassed. There was one day in

particular-I shall never forget it-on which
I had ten thousand dollars to meet in bank,
besides sundry items of borrowed money to
adjust. The previous day had been a heavy
one, and also the one preceding that; so that
my means of raising money were well nigh
exhausted. I did not sleep much during the
night previous; and when I dreamed, it was
in a troubled way .of checks, notes, and bank
balances. Occasionally, when short, I had
borrowed of Mr. Parry; and a few times had
reciprocated the favor. I had been "to bim
twice during the week, and now stood his
debtor, for temporary accommodations, in the
sum of a thousand dollars. I set him aside,
therefore, in my day's calculation of resources.

By nine o'clock I was in the street, in order
to anticipate other borrowers as much as pos-
sible, and -secure from ,business friends such
amounts as they might have over for the day.
The work proceeded slowly, for I had already
used my friends' quite freely. Two o'clock
found me still three thousand dollars short,
and at my wit's end. I had ample means:
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was worth two dollars for every one I owed;
and yet stood on the utmost verge of commer-

cial dishonor, and consequent ruin of a good
and growing business. A quarter past two
found me in Mr. Parry's store. I had sought
him, as a last resource in my extremity, but
with only a faint hope of succor; for I was
already, as intimated, his debtor, on borrowed

money account, in the sum of one thousand

dollars.
"'What' s the matter?' he asked, kindly, as

he held out his hand. 'You look excited,
Mr. Hartley.'

"'It is hard for a man in my situation not

to feel excited,' I answered, frankly.
'Any special trouble?' he inquired.
"'I am still three. thousand; dollars short,

and it is almost three o'clock,' said I, not able
to conceal my nervousness.

"'That won't answer, Mr. Hartley. Let
me see what I can do for you?' And he
turned, without a sign of 'hesitation, to his
check-book. 'I can let you have fifteen hun-
dred dollars.'

"I shook my 'head, saying, ' I've already
raised seven thousand to-day, and beyond this
I cannot go.'

"'Then I must get it for you. Sit down a
moment.' And away he went. In less than
ten minutes he returned with a neighbor' s
check for fifteen- hundred, which he handed
to me, and then filled up another check for a
similar amount. 'There, go and take up
your notes, or make your deposit, as the case.
may be. No time is left for compliments
now. In the morning we can talk about this
matter.'

"I was saved from ruin. And yet, debtor
as I was and am to Mr. Parry, I could let
even the thought of him pass from my mind
within two years of the day on which the
temple of his fortune crumbled to the earth!
I blush, with shame to think of it."

"It is the way of the world," said Mr.
Long. "Our fate when the tide turns."

" It's a bad way; a cruel way; an unchris-
tian way !" returned the other, warmly.
"But this fleeting vision of Kate is my

13
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reminder of duty. I
Parry. Why didn't I
ask about her father?
them for weeks in vain.

must see. after Mr.
speak to the girl, and
I may now search for

"Isn't Kate home yet ?" asked a man,
speaking in a low, faint voice. He was
reclining in a large chair, supported by pil-
lows.

"She is late this evening," replied a wo-

man, who sat sewing by the light of a single
oil lamp, aind bending close to it, in order to
see her work distinctly.

"And it is quite dark." His voice was
anxious. "I can't bear to have her out so
late.'' And he sighed heavily. He added:
"Poor Kate! Poor child! Oh, it is so pain-
ful to think of. I never dreamed it would
come to this."

"Here she is now 1" And the woman's
hands, that held the work close to the light,
fell into her lap, as she bent her head to
listen.
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There was heard a quick, light step on the
stairs. Then the door opened, and the object
of their solicitude entered.

" Oh, Kate! It is you. I'm so glad you
are home !" said the man, feebly, but tenderly
and. earnestly.

"The days are getting shorter, you know,
father," the girl replied, as she came and
kissed him. "It is almost dark at six.

"And will be almost dark at five in a little
while, Katy. And must you stay always
until six o' clock 2"

"That is the rule. All the girls work until
six o'clock."

The father caught his breath between a sigh
and a sob.

"I don't think I shall have to stay so
late." The voice of Kate betrayed an anx-
ious feeling.

"NWhy not?"
"Business is not so good as ,it was; and

there is a report in the building that one-third
of the folders will be discharged on Saturday.
If this is so I shall have to leave; for I am
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not a rapid folder, and came in among the
latest who were employed."

"I don't know that I shall be sorry." The
sick man spoke in a s%-d, desponding way.

"Not sorry, father !"

"No, child. I would rather starve than
have you exposed in this way."

"Don't, father, dear! Don't talk in that
manner ;" and Kate laid her hand softly on
his head, and pushed the hair back from his
temples. "You are sick and weak, but I aini
young and strong.".I

"Young and strong ! Oh, Kate!" And
his voice quivered and choked.

"You mustn't give way in this manner,
father," said Kate, tenderly, as she drew the
sick man' s head against her. "You are get-
ting better fast, and will soon be well again."

"Wellagain !' he said, mournfully. "Not
in this world, Katy."

"Oh, yes, you will. I can see that you are
growing stronger and better all the while.
You couldn't stand up a month ago, and now
you can walk across the room."

196
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But he shook his head in a sad, desponding
way.

The mother had left the room, and now
came in with a tea-tray in her hands.

"Oh, let me set the table," and Kate went
quickly from her father's side, and drew a
small table close to his chair, on which their
frugal evening meal was placed.

"I 'saw two old friends in the cars this
evening," said the daughter, as they sat at
tea.

" We have no friends," was the sick man's
gloomy answer.

"Who were they ?" asked the mother, a
flush of interest coming fiito her face.

"Mr. Hartley and Mr. Lohg."
"Did they knowyou2"
"Of course not," said the sick man.
"I think they did, from the way they

looked at. me."
"Knew you as beasts of prey know their

victims."
"Don't, father! Why will you talk so

strangely? There was kind interest in their

NOT THOUGHT OF.
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faces, but I think they were not fully assured
of my identity."I

"Hartley has cause to remember me. I
saved him, once, from inevitable ruin. But
such things are forgotten in a day. Dear,
dear! It i a heartless world !"

"In what way did you save him, father ?"
Kate spoke with awakening interest.

"I lent him money to take up his notes,
when he.was in the last extremity."

"cDid he pay you back?'"
"0, yes. But the obligation remains.
This was the family of Mr. Parry, to whom

the two men in the cars had referred. Soon
after Mr. Parry's failure in business, he was
stricken down by paralysis, the consequence
of intense excitement and mental suffering.
All means of support being thus taken away,
they quickly went down to a condition of
extreme poverty ; and at the end of two
years, had nothing between them and actual
want, but the small earnings of Kate as book.
folder in a bindery, and the trifle that Mrs.
Parry could earn with her needle. Mr.

4
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Parry was gaining strength, but very slowly.
He had lost all heart, and become fretful,
gloomy, and desponding. But Kate always
talked to him hopefully, and pointed to a
better future, when life flowed through his
veins once more in healthful currents.

On the- next morning, when Kate went to
the bindery, she found no work on her table.
The foreman of the room told her, in a kind
way, that business had become dull with the
booksellers, and that they were obliged, in
consequence, to send away all but a few of
their old hands. As she had been in the
bindery for only a few months, l.er turn came
among the first to go. The amount of wages
due was placed in her hands, and the poor
-girl went out from the building with a heavy
heart, not knowing where to look for em
ployment.

The thought of Mr. Hartley came ,into her
mind as she passed from the bindery into the
street, and as the remembrance of his obliga-
tion to her father came with the thought, se
felt -strongly impelled to go to him, and tell

199
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of their great extremity. She even went so
far as to turn her steps toward that part of
the city in.which he had his store. But she
checked her feet, after going for the distance
of A block, saying:

"No-no. Not that! I cannot do it."
And retracing her steps, she hurried back

towards the Park, where she entered a car,
and took her way homeward, feeling so
utterly hopeless, that she. could not hold the
tears from her eyes. She had ridden for a
short distance, without noticing any of her
fellow-passengers, when a man sitting nearly
opposite, changed his place and took a seat
along side of her.

"Is this Miss Parry V" he asked.
Kate started at hearing her name, and turn-

ing, recognized one of the men she had ridden
with on the day before, Mr. Hartley.

"I am Miss Parry," she answered, in a
repressed voice.

" I am glad to meet you," and Mr. Hartley
offered his hand iA a kind, frank. way.
"How is your father?"
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"Sick and helpless." There was a quiver
in Kate's voice that she could. not repress.

"Sick and helpless! That is bad, Miss
Parry. How long has he been sick ?"

"For a long time. His trouble broke him
down. rapidly, and brought on a stroke of
paralysis.

"You don't tell me so! I'm really
grieved. I have cause to remember yopr
father with kind feelings, Miss Parry; and
must see him. I wish that I had known of
this before."

Kate did not answer, but her heart was
fluttering with new-born hopes. The hour
of deepest darkness had come upon her'; and
already there was a lifting of the curtains

that lay along the black horizon.

"Where do you live V"
Kate gave the number of the house in

which they occupied two rooms.
"Tell your father, that I will see hini this

evening." And Mr. Hartley arose, and bow-

ing, left the car.
"Home, Katy! What's the matter? Are.
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you sick?" Mrs. Parry spoke in anxious
tones.

"No, mother, I'm not sick. But it has
happened, as I was afraid it would. Work
has given out."

"0 dear! 0 dear !" broke out the father,
in a weak, fretful voice. "What shall we
do? I wish I was dead !"

"INow why will you talk so ?" said Kate,
going quickly to his side, and laying her arm
around his neck. "If one means fails, God
will provide another."

"He hasn't provided very well so far,"
was the querulous answer.

"H-u-s-h! There, don't say that again, dear
father!" and Kate laid her fingers lightly on
his lips. "It isn't good-it isn't best. I
think I've got a word of hope for your ears."

"What is it?" And his pale, wasted face
was upturned to hers.

"I saw Mr. Hartley again to-day."
"'Where ?" He looked at her narrowly.
"In the car as I was coming home. And

he spoke to me."

"-What did he say I"
' He asked for you in a very kind manner;

and when I told him how sick you had been,
he looked really troubled, and said he

wished that he had known of it before. He
is coming to see you this evening."

"Mr. Hartley is !" Something like a

sudden gleam of light passed over the wan
face of Mr. Parry. Then he glanced around
the small, poorly furnished room, and pride
stirred uneasily in his heart. A sigh breathed
through his lips, and his face fell into shadow
again.

"He said, 'father, that he had cause to
remember you with kind feelings," said Kate.

"Did he? I'm glad there' s one man in
the world who is not dead to all feelings
of gratitude."

"He is not, you may be sure; and you
wili say so when he'calls to-night," answered
the daughter, confidently. She had looked
into the man's- face and heard his voice, and
she knew that generous purposes towards
her father were in his heart.
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In the evening, true to his word, Mr. Hart-"
ley came. When he sat down in the narrow
room occupied by Mr. Parry, his wife, and
daughter, and remembered the elegant home
in which they lived scarcely, two years
before, he was affected almost to tears.

"This won't do, Sir; this won't do," he
said, with much feeling, after a few kind
inquiries had been answered. "Why didn't
you let some of your old friends know of the
heavy hand sickness had laid upon you?
Why didn't you let me know? I blame you
for it, Sir."

"Mr. Hartley, we are of a stock that -can
starve, but not beg," said the sick man, his
eyes lighting up suddenly with a gleam of
pride. "If this hand had not forgot its cun-
ning ; if these feet had not

He choked, sobbed, caught eagerly after
his failing self-possession, and then burst
into tears. .

"Howvwrong it is to fret "yourself in this
way, Mr. Parry !" His old business friend
took his hand, and spoke with kindness and

lk

sympathy. "I know well that if disease
had not robbed you of strength, you would
long ago have returned to the place inwhich
your presence was once so familiar. And we
shall see you there again, I trust."

"No-never-never!" Mr. Parry shook
his head.

"What does your physician say ?
"I have no physician."
" Oh, Sir," exclaimed the visitor, "you

give me the heart-ache! In the name of
justice and humanity, why did you let me
remain in ignorance of your condition? Did
you think so meanly of me, as to suppose
that I could ever forget the obligation you
once laid me under ?"

"It is. not in John Parry to remind any
man of an obligation," answered the weak,
trembling invalid, proudly.

"Nor in John Hartley to forget an "obli-
gation. Good-pight, Sir !"

And the visitor arose, in an agitated man-
ner, and left the room.

In less than a week, the .sick man was
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breathing in ampler rooms and amid pleas-
anter surroundings. One of the most skilled
physicians in New York was meeting his
case with invigorating i'en edies, and he was
beginning to look hopefully into the future.

"I feel as if I should be a man again,
Kate.". .

Yes, these were the inspiriting words that
came from lips which had, for more than a
year, given forth only gloomy utterances.

And he was a man again, in far less time
than even the most hopeful of new friends
from amid the old circles, who took a warm
<interest in his case, for an instant imagined.
A little help; a little encouragement; a little
opening of the darkened windows to let in
gleams of sunlight-how like potent charms
upon his mind and body they acted.

Not thought of! No,-he had not been
thought of for almost two years. But, when
thought finding him out at last, grew quick
with generous feelings, how soon the desert
in which he lay weak and perishing, began
to grow rich with greenness.

Men of business! you are too forgetful of
those whom misfortunes press. out of your
quickly closing circles! You let them pass
from memory, and interest, as well as from
the old places. Think a little out of your-
selves on this subject; and begin to inquire
after the absent ones. Some of them may be,
even now, in the saddest extremity, to the
relief of which you would go instantly if you
knew of its existence. But how are ybu to
know, if you never think of, or ask for
them.?

I
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VII.

LONG AFTERWARDS.

"YoUR coldness hurt Mrs. Lincoln," said
one lady to another.

"I'm sorry," answered the lady to whom
the remark was addressed; but the admission
of a regret was not made with any feeling.

"cW y do you treat her with such a distant
reserve, Mrs. Arnold? I've noticed this a
number of times. She's an excellent lady.
We all like her exceedingly."

The eyes of Mrs. Arnold fell to the floor,
and lher face became grave.

"I wonder that you do not fancy Mrs. Lin-
coln. She' s a lovely character-so intelli-
gent, so refined, and-with such a sweet spirit.
towards every one. The fault must be in
yourself, if there is any natural repulsion."

It was an intimate friend who spolke, and
the closing sentence was uttered with a smile.

"In that you may be right," said Mrs..
Arnold, half smiling in return.

"Then there is a felt repulsion ?"

" Yes."
"I call that singular. To me it seems that

you were born for friends. Your tastes and
sympathies run in the same direction; and
you are interested in the same general sub-
jects. I am sure, if you knew each other as
well as I know you both, you would become
closely knit together-in friendship. I must get
you into a nearer relation to Mrs. Lincoln."

"I would prefer remaining at my present
distance,", replied Mrs. Arnold.

"Why? There must be a reason for this."
"I don't like her."
"Mrs. Arnold! I'm surprised to hear you

speak so decidedly. Mrs. Lincoln admires
you; I've heard her say so, often; and
wants to know you more intimately than she
now does."

I " That she never will, I'm thinking !"
Mrs. Arnold's brows began to gather

darkly.
14



" What' s the matter? What do you know
about Mrs. Lincoln, that sets her beyond the
limit of your friendly acquaintance ?"

"The truth is," said Mrs. Arnold, "Ive
got an old' grudge' against her. There was a
time when it would not gratify her social
pride to call me her friend-and she treated
me accordingly. She was a woman when I
was a child."

" Well-go on."
Mrs. Arnold had paused, for she was con-

scious that her cheeks were burning-that her
voice was losing its steadiness of tone.

"Perhaps I had as well keep silent," she
said. "The subject is not a pleasant one."

"Go on, now. You have excited my curi-
osity. I would like .to know exactly how
you stand with Mrs.. Lincoln."

"There-may be pride and. weakness in the
case," returned Mrs. Arnold. "But no mat..
ter. Thus it stands: I was a quick, intelli-
gent child, but-very sensitive. Mrs. Lincoln
visited my, mother, and I often met her in the
parlor, when company was present. She
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was a beautiful talker, and it was one of my
greatest pleasures to sit and listen. I was
really fa cinated with her; and I thought her
the loveliest lady I had ever seen. One day
when she was at our house, I sat listening to
the conversation that was passing between
her and some other friend of my mother's,
drinking 'in, I apprehend, a great deal more
than was imagined, and drinking it in with
delight. My mother had left the room for
some purpose. While she was absent, Mrs.
Lincoln, in speaking of prevalent human
weaknesses, quoted a couplet from Pope.:

"'The love of Praise, however concealed by art,

Rues, more or less, and glows in ever Heart.'

"Now I had read largely in Pope, and
held in memory a great many of his terse
maxims. Every word of this couplet -was
familiar,, and my ear instantly detected one
wrong word in the quotation. In my child-
ish ardor and artlessness I said, looking into
Mrs. Lincoln's face:

"'It is reigns, ma'am.'
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"Her eyes turned, flashing on me, in an
instant, and with an angry face, she said:-

"'You've forgotten yourself, Miss Pert !
Children should be seen, not heard.'

"She never saw or heard me in the parlor
again. I went out, with hot cheeks and
heart full of pain and bitterness. I was sen-
sitive to a fault, and this rebuke-so unjustly
given-hurt me to a degree that few would
imagine. I never mentioned it to my mother;
nor, indeed, to any living soul before this
time; and it is over twenty years since the
slight occurrence. ,My pride was deeply
wounded. She had said these cruel words
before two or three other ladies in whose
good opinion I wished to stand well; and as
a child I could not look them in' the face
again. From how much pleasure and in-
struction was I shut out from that time. Be-
fore, I had been anxious to meet my mother's
intelligent friends; now, I kept myself out of
sight as much as possible, when we had com-
pany, for either Mrs. Lincoln, or some one of
the ladies who had been present when she re-
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buked me, was almost sure to be of the num-
ber.

"It has so happened, that, since I became
a woman, Mrs. Lincoln and I have, until
recently, moved in different circles. I grew
up, out of her observation, and married. It

is more than probable that she has entirely
forgotten the incident which burnt itself into

my childish memory-may not even now
remember me as the daughter of her old
friend. But, I have not forgotten, and can

never forget. Grown people fail to remem-

ber, in their treatment of children, that girls
and boys have memories, and that girls and

boys, in a few years, become men and

women.
".And now, my friend, you have the

secret of my repugnance to Mrs. Lincoln'

She pushed me away from her once; but
she will never have a second opportunity."

"The child's resentments should not ac-

company, into after life, the child's mem-
ory," said the friend, as Mrs. Arnold

ceased. "Mrs. Lincoln spoke from a sud-
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den sense of wounded pride, and no doubt
repented, in the next calm moment. Your
mature reason, ,your observation, and your
acquired self-knowledge, should put you
right in this matter. It was not the best
side of her nature that presented itself then,
but her worst side perhaps. I have my
worst side, and show it, sometimes, to other
people; and it is just 'the same with you.-
But, neither of us would like this worst side
to govern common estimation. Nb-no, my
fiend. Yor are wrong. in letting that old
grudge, as you call it, remain.

"Forgive and forget!, Why, the world would be lonely,
The garden a Wilderness left to deform,

If the flowers but remembered the chilling winds only,
And the fields gave no vendure for fear of the storm."'

"I shall let her go her way through the
world," replied Mrs. Arnold, .coldly. "It is
wide enough for us both. That I have not
sought to harm her, you will see in the fact
that I have never spoken of this before; and
I have done so now under a kind of compul-
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sion. But, I can never feel pleasant in her

company, and shall, therefore, keep her at a

distance."
A few days after this conversation, the

lady friend who had talked with Mrs. Arnold

was sitting in company with Mrs. Lincoln.

Conversation passed from theme to theme,

when, at what 'seemed a fitting moment, the

lady said:
"Do you remember this incident, of years

ago? You made a quotation from a well

known poet, and a little girl corrected you in

a single word."
A flash of interest went over the face of

Mrs. Lincoln.
"Yes, I remember it very well."

"And what you. said to her ?"

"I do; and as one of the regretted things
of my life. She was a dear little girl; sweet

tempered and intelligent-but, a trifle for-

ward, and apt 'to put in a word now and

then, in so mature a way, that innocence on

her part sometimes seemed like forwardness.

Yes; I remember he r correction; and that I

V
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lost temper, and called her Miss Pert, and I
don't know what else. I was sorry and
ashamed the next moment. That she felt it
keenly I know, for, always after that, she
was so cold and distant, that I could hardly
ever get a word with her. But that was
more than twenty years ago. Her mother
died while she was still young, and she then
passed from my observation. How came you
to know of this ?"

"I had the story from her own lips.",
"When?"'
"Only a fewdays since."
"And she has. carried the memory of that

hasty rebuke rankling in her heart ever
since ?"

There was a tone of sadness in the voice of
Mrs. Lincoln.

"Ever since," said the lady. "It hurt
her sensitive pride to a degree that made
forgetfulness, impossible; and .it hurts her
still."

"Ali! if we could 'so recall our hasty
words, as to take away their power to do

harm, what a blessed thing it would be

But an impulse once given, cannot die. If it

moves to good, happy are they who set it in

motion-if to ,evil, alas! alas! I set an evil

impulse in motion, and it is hurting still.

But where is she? I must bring her,. if

possible, into a better state of mind."
"You have met Mrs. Arnold."

"Mrs. Arnold! Can it be possible !

Surely she is not the daughter. of my old
friend Mrs. Willis. She is not the little

Emily I have thought of so many times, and-

always with a troubled memory in my
heart.

"The same," was answered.

"And in all these years she has not forgot-
ten nor forgiven my fault. I must have

wounded her sorely."
"You did. Hers seem# to be one of those

proudly sensitive natures, into which all im-

pressions go deeply. I asked her why she
kept herself at such a distance from you.

But she avoided a direct answer, at the same

time intimating a state of repulsion. I pressed
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for the reason, and she gave it rather -reluc-
tantly, averring, at the same time that she had
never opened her lips on the subject in all
her life before-not even to her mother."

"Extraordinary! I could not have be-
lieved that an impression, made on a child' s
mind, would remain in such distinctiveness
and force through so many years. What a
lesson it is !"

".I wish it were possible for you o get
near her, Mrs. Lincoln, and let her fee how
kind a heart you have. She has admirable
qualities. And I am sure that if this barrier
were removed, you would be fast friends."

"Oh, it must be removed," said Mrs. Lin-
coln. "Now that I know of its existence, I
will have no peace until iti: is level with the.
earth. It was my hands that builded it, and
my hands shall takedown every stone of sep-
aration."

"There is a lady -in the parlor," said a
servant, coming to the door of Mrs. Arnold's
room. "And here is her card, ma'am."
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Mrs. Arnold took the card, and read the

name of Mrs. Lincoln. She stood, for some

time, irresolute. It was on her lips to say-
"Ask her to excuse me. I am engaged.
But she was not engaged. And, moreover,
since her communication to the friend who

had spoken so favorably of Mrs. Lincoln, she
had felt less satisfied with herself. It did

seem like a vindictive spirit thus to cherish

ill-will through so many years.

"Say that I will be down in a few min-
utes."

It cost her an effort to utter this; but it

was said; the meeting must take place. She

sat in quite a disturbed state for some time,
before venturing to go down stairs. Then

with what self-possession she could assume,
she went to meet the woman who, twenty
years, ago, wounded her so deeply that the

pain had not yet died out of her conscious-

ness.
The two ladies stood face to face, and hand

in hand. -The name of Mrs. Arhold had been

spoken warmly; that of Mrs. Lincoln with an

I
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almost repellent coldness. There were a few
moments' silence. Mrs. Lincoln said-

Your mother was my best friend. I
loved her as a sister. Will you not, for her
sake, forgive the cruel words that hurt pride
sent thoughtlessly from my lips-words re-
,pented of almost as soon as spoken, and re-
gretted many, many times?",,

The voice of Mrs. Lincoln trembled with
the deep feeling that was in her heart.

"1Oh, if I had dreamed of their power to
hurt so deeply, I would have sought, years
ago, to repair the wroig."

This was unexpected. There was no time
to reconstruct the barrier which Mrs. Lincoln
had suddenly thrown down. No time to
gather up the broken chain of ill-will and
unite the links. The tender and true in Mrs.
Arnold's heart responded. She was softened
to tears.. Her mother's name had touched her
like a talisman. "My best friend; I loved
her as a sister." These words disarmed
her.

"Let the past be forgotten !" she answered,

I

Iresolutely, as she closed her hand tightly on

the hand that was clasping hers.

"Forgotten and forgiven both, my dear

Mrs. Arnold, so that we maybe friends in, the

true acceptation of the word. My heart,

even without recognizing in you the child of

an old friend, has been drawing toward you

steadily. It perceived in you something con-

genial. And now, may I not receive from

your lips a kiss of forgiveness ?"

Mrs. Arnold bent toward her.

"Let it be genuine," said Mrs. Lincoln.

And it was. In that kiss the old pain of

wounded pride was extingushed. How long

it had rankled!
A single hasty ill-spoken word, what years

of bitterness may it not give to some weak

geart! We fling out hard sentences, in the

heat of sudden anger, that may hurt like ham-

mer-strokes; and, in most cases, forget that

such blows were given. But they have made

memory, against us, retentive by pain.

j
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"WHO is that young lady ?"

"Her name is Perkins," was the answer.
"There's a style about her not often met

with.'
"Yes; I've noticed her on the street a

great many times. Once seen, she is likely to
be remembered.

"Perkins? Perkins? What family of
Perkinses ?"

"I can't enlighten you beyond the fact that
her father is said to be very rich. He is from
New York, I have heard. You know the
elegant house Randall built ?"

"Yes."
" He's bought that property."
" Ah! then he must have a few spare dol.

lars. What is his business ?"
"He has none, I believe."
"A retired merchant, I presume."

"No doubt."
"He's got a stylish looking girl for a

daughter, that's certain. Just observe her

now, as the light falls over her! Isn't that a

face, once seen to be remembered? What a

brilliant pair of eyesI full of fire and feeling.
And such a complexion ! As the poet would

say-

"'Like the apple-tree blossom
From the dew-fountains fed,

Is the bloom of her cheek,
With its white and its red.'

Thin, wide nostrils, and lips of which a

sculptor might dream! Ah! that is a face of

exquisite perfection.
"Beautiful, certainly; yet to me it fail4 in

womanly softness. She carries her head a

little too proudly."
"Conscious superiority cannot always hide

itself. Gifted, accomplished, and, for a

nature like hers, something undisciplined, we
may infer, it can hardly be a cause of won-
der, or even rebuke, that pride should a little

vaunt itself. The wonder would be at a dif-
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ferent result. We forgive in sqme what we
never tolerate.in others."

"Did y6n see that?" asked the other, his
tones expressing surprise.

"I did."
" What do you think of it ?"

A young lady, well known to both of the

gentlemen who were conversing, had just
been presented to Miss Perkins, who received
the introduction with an icy stiffness of man-

ner, that could not be called lady-like. Her
head drew itself up with an undisguised

haughtiness, her lips closed proudly, herseyes
looked coldly into the crimsoning face of the

modest girl who stood before her. Conscious

superiority was stamped on attitude and ex..

pression.
"It doesn't just please me," was replied

to the question. "And yet she looks beauti-
ful, even under the veil of pride. The man-

ner of her education, and the social sphere in

which she has moved, have conspired to give
her false ideas of personal consequence. So I
explain it."
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"She will not gain much in the estimation
of people in our circle by putting on airs of
superiority toward Mary Langdon."

"No; but when she comes to a more in-
timate acquaintance with Miss Langdon, she
will honor her as an equal."

There was an unsatisfied shrug in re-
sponse.

Remarks of this character were not con-
fined to the interlocutors we have introduced.
The air, manner, style of beauty, dress and
conduct of Miss Perkins, drew upon her
observant eyes from all directions. She was
noticed on the street, in company, at public
places-everywhere, with a minuteness of
observation that girls of less dash and preten-
sion escape. Sensible people, and those who
understood what the word lady meant, were
not favorably impressed by Miss Perkins.
They saw .snobbishness-a homely but ex-
pressive word-where others saw an air of
genuine superiority, to the manner born.

"She acts as if she was somebody, and
knew it," was said by another, as he looked

15
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after her, moving across the room, on the arm

of a young man not over highly esteemed for
moral worth in the community. Her step
was very stately.

"'The ground is hardly good enough for'
her feet. There ought to be a great deal of
real substance back of all this."

"And. is, without doubt. She is hardly
the fool to build so imposing an edifice on a
poor foundation."

"I don't know. Real worth is not, usu-
ally, pretentious. I am always suspicious -in
cases-of this kind."

"What do you know of her family ?"
"Nothing. Common report says that Mr.

Perkins has immense wealth. He is some re-
tired merchant prince, I suppose."

"He doesn't strike me as a very princely
looking man."

"No. But men don't always, in the outer
aspect, reveal their true quality."

"Who is this Perkins?" The .question

was put to a third person, who -came up at
the moment.
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"A retired shoemaker, or leather-dealer,
whichever you will.

"No !"

"It's a fact, and nothing to his discredit;
rather to his honor, that he had energy
enough to make a fortune out of the slender
materials that were given into his hands."

"Are you certain of this ?"

"Yes; I have it from one who knew him
thirty years ago, and who has worn shoes of
his. manufacture. He started in life as a
journeyman shoemaker; saved enough to
open a shop for himself; got along by in-
dustry and economy; and finally accumula-
ted a h,=dsome fortune which he is now en-

JoyMg."
"And this handsome, proud, dashing young

lady, who can treat Mary Langdon with in-
difference, as though, beneath her, is his
daughter! I must get a little nearer to her,
and see what are her personal merits."

"The Langdons live opposite the Per.
kinsqs ?"

" Yes."

a
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"And in a far humbler manner."
"Yes. Mr. Langdon is poor, and Mary

gives lessons in music, French and, Italian, in
order to lighten the burdens that rest upon
her father." .

"And a noble girl she is-worth a hundred
of your painted, butterfly chits, who in all'
public places offend the eyes of sensible men
and women. Mr. Langdon, once among our
wealthiest citizens, but now reduced in cir-
cumstances, is as far above common men, as
to character, education, mental endowments,
and social accomplishments, as his daughter'
is above the crowd of girls I have designated.
Look at him and then at Mr. Perkins. You
will be in no doubt as to which is made of
fine, and which of common stuff."

The two gentlemen, soon after, found them-
selves in a group of which Mary Langdon
and Miss Perkins formed a part. The former
was quiet and observant, the latter gay, talk-
ative, and disposed to make of herself a central
attraction. A new book was mentioned, and
the opinion of Miss Perkins asked. She had
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not read it, but ventured a flippant criticism
on the author.

"Have you read the book, Miss Langdon ?"
asked one of the gentleman who had joined
the group.

The question was meant to bring the two
young ladies in contrast.

She smiled, and said, "Yes."
"How were you pleased ?"

S"The reading of that volume," she replied,
in her sweet unobtrusive way, "is a thing to
be remembered. To me it was a rare pleas-
ure.

"He draws his characters with great
skill."

"Yes," she answered; "with a skill that
makes them stand out, individualized, to
your mind, as clearly as characters in real life
stand out. And yet none of them are the men
and women we see.

" Hilda is charming," remarked one of her
auditors.

"For that sweet type of pure womanhood
all women should thank. him," said Miss
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Langdon, as a nev beauty, born of the spirit,
flushed her gent e face.

"And all men, too,, was answered; "for
such. an ideal in tlhe m' d of a woman, must
lift her, in some degree, a ove selfishness and
conventionality, making er more worthy of
her high mission- e more worthy she
becomes, the more surely will man rise to
higher and purer altitudes.",

"1What do you call her mission ?" here
broke in Miss Perkins; smartly. "To sew
on buttons, and nurse babies ?"

And she laughed a gay little laugh. The
conversation had gone beyond'her depth, and)
she made an effort to draw it back into shal-
low water.

Two or three pairs of eyes were turned
upon her face, suddenly, though not ad.

miringly. No one answered. After a pause,
Miss Langdon said:

"I have read many descriptions of St.

Peter' s at Rome; but never had the vast

interior so clearly represented to my mind as

in this book. And the remarkable thing

is, that the description, which is really sub-
ordinate to the incidents that hold your
deep feeling in the story, leaves on your
mind an almost daguerreotype impression.
I stood, for the time, amid its aisles and
chapels, awed by, its grandeur, and -bewil-
dered by its untold wealth of ornament."

A cloud was visible over thelace of Miss
Perkins, and it veiled, to more eyes than
one, the beauty that played over it, like sun-
shine, a little while before. She felt the
superiority of Miss Langdon, and it made her
angry. 'Again she threw in a remark,
intended to change the subject of conversa-
tion; but she failed as before, and drew eyes
upon her whose expression by no means
flattered her vanity.

"D you sing, Miss Perkins ?" asked one
of the group.

"No, Sir," was answered, with a slight toss
of the head, and an air meant to convey the
impression that she thought singing a vulgar
accomplishment.

"You play; I have heard you." And
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the young lady was taken to the piano, on
which she pounded expressionless, through a
difficult piece of Italian music, which her
teacher had given her as an exercise, and
into the theme of which she had not the

appreciative taste to enter. There was a
sudden stillness in the room, when the first
chords of music ran through it with an

emphasis; but, in a little while, the murmur
of voices began again, and soon half drowned
the throbbing instrument.

Miss Perkins left the piano in disgust and
ill humor at the close of her first performance,
much to the relief of all sensitive ears. Then

Miss Langdon took her place, at the request
of more than one.

The same stillness pervaded the room at
her first touches, as in the case of Miss
Perkins; but how different were the touches
and how prolonged the silence! There was
no effort at brilliancy; no choice of imposing
subjects; no loud clashing of the strings.
She was not performing in the effort to extort
a reluctant admiration, but to give, if possi-
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ble, pleasure to her listeners. And so she
took familiar themes, light and pleasing; or
tender with pathos; or sweet with bird-like
melodies-her fingers all the while playing
with the keys as if every touch were a senti-
ment. The murmur of voices did not go on
again after the first stillness; but every ear
listened until the- last notes died. Then
words of praise, or expressions of delight,
passed from ip to lip. Miss Perkins heard
them, and they stung her pride.

"Nothing but a teacher !" she said with a
curling lip, to a girl who sat near her; "and
this is her card. Perhaps she'll get a new
scholar to-morrow."

The girl laughed at her petty smartness,
but did not admire the spirit in which she
had spoken. It happened that within ear
distance, one of those independent, free
speaking, not over-delicate individuals, met
in all, companies, happened to be standing.
Mary Langdon was one of her favorites, and
the remark of Miss Perkins, which she heard
distinctly, put the match to her quick feel-
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ings. Turning towards her, she asked, loudly
enough for at least half a dozen to hear-

"Can you tell me in what respect a shoe-

maker is better than a teacher ?"

We by no means justify this unladylike

rudeness. We merely give the fact. Miss

Perkins had provoked- a rebuke, and it was

given in no Aneyed shape. Her face burnt

crimson-red in an' instant, and she bent it

down low to-hide the tell-tale glow.

"That was rather severe, Miss Caspar,"

said .one of the gentlemen, whose curious

observation hgd already been drawn towards

Miss Perkins.
"I know it was,", she answered; "but

the shallow upstart provoked me beyond
endurance. 'You heard her remark about

Mary LangdonI?" " No."

"IShe said, with a curl of her thin lip, that

Mary was only a teacher, and that her sweet"

performance just now was given as a card.

Contemptible !"
"That was rather sharp,"
"It was the mean snarling of a little soul.
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Who and what is she, I wonder? A shoe..
maker's daughter! I've searched out her
pedigree. People that put on airs must
expect to be sifted to the bottom, as she and
hers have been. Her mother bound shoes
for a living, when her father,, a cobbler,
married her. That was their beginning."

"No disgrace to them," was answered.
"Nobody said it was; my grandfather

was a blacksmith, and my father made bar-
rels in his younger days, but I don't see that
I am better in consequence, than the highly
accomplished daughter of a highly educated,
honorable. gentleman, for all that. Miss
Perkins! Pah! What is she in herself ?
She has but little mind; is poorly educated;
has no real accomplishments; is vulgar and
badly behaved in the street, an in public
places; is proud, vain, and self-conceited.
Why, she hasn't a claim beyond a certain
taking style of beauty-taking, I mean, to a
class of young men who cannot see mind and
feeling in a face--to any kind of social
position."
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"You forgot her father's money.,
"Throw that in, if you will, as a make-.

weight. She needs it, in all conscience !"
"And this is the stylish, hand .i e, ash-

ing, pretentious Miss Perkins ?"
" Itis."
"I thought her somebody.
"And you find her just-nobody!"
"Alas! how the find gold is dimmed."
"There is no fine gold to dim,". replied

Miss Casper. "I have only rubbed off the
tinsel, and showed you the coarse-grained
substance beneath. All is not gold that
glitters.'

THE END.


