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SOWING THE

AN D OTHER STORIES.

' CHAPTER L

“ ARE you ready, Hiram #’ said Mr. Over-
man, calling to his clerk, who remained seat-
ed at his desk, intent on a column of figures.

“Not_quite. I must balance my cash,
replied the young man. ‘

“ How long will it take ¥’ asked Mr. Over-
man. - | . |
“Not long. I'm nearly through » A,nd'
the clerk bent down over the cash-book more -
mtently
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crept into the day’s business somewhere, and
a 'balance was not reached on the first trial.
A shght murmur of disappointment gave Mr.
Overman an intimation 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. '

“Tt doesn’t come out right on the first
' tria ,’’ 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. Se,
here’s the key. Be careful about this win-
~ dow, Hiram; and be sure that the bolt is
well spring in the lock,—you know 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

'ba,la,ncmg the day’s account with cash. It

~was sundown, and nearly half an hour of

twﬂlght remained. Ten minutes were spent

in adding up the columns of figures again,

A -t k3
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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 dis#ppoint-
ment that was expressed in his voice. Twice
he counted the bills and coin in the cash-box,
and then st 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 some-
where, and I must discover it,” he said, with
along 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 wag _
in his low' voice. . L

“Three it is, and my footing is two. That' &
will make the hundred dollars. Al right!” .

He lifted from the desk an erasing- kmfe%
and laid its edge over the numeral 3; but his - &
hand hngered ‘A thought, suddenly thrown - ﬁ{x
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into his mind, caused him to hesitate. Then
‘the knife was laid down. He sat absorbed
and motionless for several minutes. In that
brief time an evil counsellor had prevaﬂed
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 Tiundred dollars were selected and laid in
a pile on the desk; the ba_la,nce 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,
ag she moved across the floor. How changed

hig face! The forehead so smooth and open a |

little while ago, is cut by three or four lines
3be1:ween the eyebrows His lips are held
| tightly together, and express pain ag well as

resoluteness of purpose. There ig a shadow

@,ovér the light of his intenser eyes. He
Mlances, now from the window, and now
~1ooks around the store suspiciously ; then his
eyes come back to the plle of bank-bills

L]
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which were laid off from the rest. With a
sudden movement he clutches the money and
thrusts it into his pocket; shuts the cagh-
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. He is not
thinking of duty; but of the hund.red dollars
that lie wrongfully in his pocket. A single
act has obstructed the old right habits of
mind. False from will in higher things, obliv-
ion as to common duties ‘comes in legltlmate
order... '-1 - ‘
Mr. Overman is standing in his dobr as
Hiram comes in sight. The storekeeper is a
kind-hearted, unsuspicious, 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, i

and generally locks up with his own hands,
at the day 8 departure.
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«Did you get the balance?’ be asked, as

" ie took the key from Hiram.
¢“Yeg, 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 dn*ectly into Mr. Overman’s
face.

His landlady rema,rked' 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.

H1ram Foster was twenty-three years of
age. He had beenin the employment of M.
Wesley Overman, as clerk and salesman, for
xearly two years, and had his entire confi-
dence, which, until now, had never been
abused. He was a young man of gome intel-
ligence, and desirous to rise in the world
above his present condition. TUp to this
time his salary had not exceeded four hun-
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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—Ilooks . to persons, mnot 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, | o

‘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
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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 aspeet
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

" 400 restlessly ahead, from dissatisfaction with
the present, he was opening the door for
temptation ; and we have seen how, when the
tempter found him, in an unguarded moment,
‘he fell. Alas! when the feet turn aside from
right paths, who can say into rhat deserts

¢ on the inner sid i
% er side. This was an unusual pre-

h
t

i
1
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and wildernesses they may be doomed to
. . wander? b |

~ From the supper-table, Hiram went to his
‘room, the door of which he fastened carefully

caution. JSut H_iram carried with him a new
. consclousness that involved fear. He drew a -

"3 deep breath, as if trying to relieve his bosom

. from a weight. Then he sat down by the
- table where he had placed his lémfp, aﬁd

‘g thrusting his hand into ‘his pocket, drew
:&;g 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-

i vy toward the window of his room, crump-

hng the Dbills at the same time in his hand,
. andl 80 concealing them. Rising, he went tc;
- the window and looked out, taking careful
1 note of the situation and a,spec? of tﬁo br' o
three hounses in the neighborhood, in order to

be sure that he was not in the-range of obger-

Vation. Then, after closing the shutter, and = _ .

drawing 2311 inside curtain that shaded half %

w1
jf-j'{’f .
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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 batk. A new way had sudden-
1y openied before him—a new way to that ad-
~yancement in the world on which he was to
build, in the future, his temple of happiress.
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Mr. Overman was not a suspicious man, 'a.nd,
of late, had trusted him more. and more im-
plicitly. Mr. Overman was not a ready ac-

countant ; and so, the books were all in his

hands. Formerly, Mr. Overman had been

“careful in his daily examinations of the cash

account, but it was a rare thing for him to
look over it row, and when he did so, it was
in g0 cursory a manner, that an error might
lie just before him and not be seen. All this

was thought of by the dishonest clerk, and in

it he found encouragement to press forward

in an evil way.

There came a low rap on ' the door. Hiram
Foster started, turned a little pale, and
clutched at the bank-bills that yet lay upon
the table. F

“What's wanted ¥’ he asked, the strange-
ness of his voice startling his own ears.

‘““Here’s a letter for you ?’ it was a servant. -
who replied. °

Hiram slipped the bolt, trying to do it
noiselegsly, and partly opening the:door, re-
ceived a letter from the servant’s hand. It
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wag 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 enve10pe 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
crime 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 paid,
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 mcney was
the next question. “He dare not takc it with

SOWING THE WIND. 21

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 acknowl;ledgment, you had.
sald in irrevocable decision—¢I will stop
here, and go back to the right way!”’

There was, he felt, as much danger in leav-
ing the money as in takihg 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 creph

forth from his bodily humiliation, fit emblem

of that mental humiliation and disgrace into

~ which all come who are forced by crime into

stooping duplicity and coﬁcealment.




SOWING THE WIND.

CHAPTER 1II.

Mg. 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

o walked slowly, and with busy .
thoughts, toWard his employer’s residence. It

was the first time he had asked to gee 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
ghadow of a suspicion was there.

“§it down, Hiram,”” said he, in a pleasant
tone of voice. “Twve sent for you in conse-
quence of having heard something this even-
ing which has interested me.”’ -

SOWING THE WIND. 23

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
ses 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 9’

“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 #’
¢TI 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 high

honor repose. Right action ennobles. Be
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true, faithful, just, lea,m, and you stand the
peer of any one!

# The man's the gold for &’ 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 happy

aa‘y Q22

“ My income is too small.”

‘“ Four hundred dollars a year P

“Yes, sir.”” |

““1 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
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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 a faithful,
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 hig clerk,
what a different and putrer 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 differentis
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,
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 receiving,—but not
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on six huandred dollars would he ?entlire- to

marry Helen Prescott, whose father’s objec: -

tions to his humbler condition in life had
piqued his pride.
no depression on this account; for, had he
not another source of income ¢

‘ Faithful ’’—¢¢ honest’—*‘ true to my in-
terests.”
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 ifgelf in
red confusion.

o the floor.
“TFix 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 liftle high-strung, is he?
Humph! Your ministers, and lawyers, and

doctors have, generally, a weakness in that.
They seem to think themselves’

direction.

But his feelings suffered

It was only by the strongest effort

He felt sure that guilt looked
out of his unsteady eyes, and so let them drop

“ " made of finer stuff thap most people.

 SOWING THE WIND. 27

Living
so much among books has, I imagine, some-

Coe thing to do with the fancy. But Mr. Prescott

s a good, sensible man; and we'll have no

trouble with him.”’
Assoon as it was possible, without showing
indecorous haste to get away from the rebu-

:- king presence of Mr. Overman, Hiram Foster

R R . TR W, e T

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
gpiritual 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 moge a*

| passive than an intelligent subject—feééling
< but not comprehendmg Tranquillity, and
that sense of security which the innocent en-
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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 calim, starry evening, it seemed
ag if a shadowy form were moving along just
behind him. Two or three times he stopped
and turned around, each time a,ppearmg to
catch a glimpse of something that ﬂltted or
faded like a phantasmagorial 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
,@Whmh had hovered so near, in shadowy com-
~ panionship, as he returned from his interview
with" Mr. Overman, sat down close beside
him. He almost, felt its breath upon his

cheek, and its hand upon his hand, as he
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clutched the bank-bills so dishonestly ob-
tained. A cold shudder crept along his
nerves. But with the shrinking terror that
accompanied this sense of an evil, invisible
presence, came no repentance—no thought of
retracing the wrong step which had separated
him from good—mno 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 affer midnight.

More than one who looked into Hiram Fos-
ter’s face on the next day, noted a change, .

- and felt ag if a hand had been laid upon them,

pressing them away to a distance. Of these
was Helen Prescott’s father; a man 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 qmck 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
ingtantly have noted. But there was no sus-
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] 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

", bundred 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 alreadymade. ‘Justone _hundred
and thirty-four dollars and ten cents. That is
the sum which ought to be in the cash-box.”

And Hira,in 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. _

“T 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 in a few weeks.”
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““ Ah, that was 1t I got the 1mpressmn
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 gee! 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 scemed 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

"mh
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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—seeiﬁg vision going
past the séreen of his concealing face, and

looking at the dark secret he had taken inte

his heart? The thought chilled him.

“I have good mnews, 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 Lier 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

core of means, has raised my salary.”
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‘l‘Oh, Hiram P’ It was as if a sunbeam had
kissed her gentle face. ‘ How' good in Mr.

Overman !”’

“Tt was kind and thoughtful in him, cer-
tainly ; but only just, as to an advet?ce of
salary,” answered the young man. In all
fairness, thls should have been done a y(jar
ago. Still, better late than never, and I'm
very much obliged to him.” .

“ How much has he increased your in-
¢ome 7’ asked Helen. |

«To gix 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-
néss" 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 gew
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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.”’ :

“Im afraid of debt, Hiram,” answered the
young girl. ‘‘Father was in debt once, and 1
can never forget the trouble of mind through
which he passed, until the final dolar was
paid. ' Don’t think of buym a house. I
could not bear to see you troubled a8 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 8
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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 om, 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 withk 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 hadalways 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

v
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pleased asif one of them had been his own

child. Inafew dayshe 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. Omne 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
vayments in quarterly sums. Nor did his
geaerous interest stop here. . More than half
the neat furniture that adorned the cottage in |
which Hiram installed his bride on their Wed-

dmg da,y, was the gift of Mr. Overman.
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CHAPTER IV.

&

It was the morning of Hiram Foster’s wed-
dicg 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-
fusion of manner! The young man turned
ohly in part. He would not, for the world,

have the eye of Mr. Overman '11p0n his face

- until a mask was on 11:
49 S]r- M '
_¢“You remember Jasper Lloyd ¥’

“Yes, sir.” |
. “He was with Felton, and went to Thorn-

ley as clerk in one of the mills.”
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“Yes, sir. I recollect him.”

“ Well, he’s turned out a scamp ! #It's in
the paper to-day. He’s been robbing the
Company 1"’ | \

““It isn’t possible! And yet, I am not sur-
prised.” With a bold, impulsive effort, Hi-
ram {ried 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 al] 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?”’ | o

““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, Whlch were fixed steadily
on his face. He felt a shudder and smkmg
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of heart—a’ semse of impending ruin. His

§ did not come and go for, some
momdnts. Slowly, and with a questioning
look, as if doubts had been cast into his

rnind, 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
ag'din. 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 1.16
make them correctly, or in fraud t—alas, in
frand ! . |
“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.

|
i
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Misery is the sure result. You cannot gather
grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles, Hiram.”
Hiram! Why did he say Hiram in that
counection! 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 1’

A customer entered the store, and Mr.
Overman lail down the newspaper and went
fo 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 -
.hoverifng just behind him that same evil pres-
ence which had haunted him on the night of
his first guilty departure from the way of
honor and safety, chilling back the warm

pulses that tried to leap up joyfully. ~In ﬁr

B
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every word of truthful congratulation that
came to his ears, was a low undertone of

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 had
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-
OWYy TPpresence stood all the while mnear,
scowling and threatemng Hig evil counsel-
lors had become his tormentors. /

““Be true and loving,” said Mr. Overman,
ag 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-

4 ly as you act contrary to reason and right
warning. Alas, how was the fine gold dim- - %
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-

judgment, will peace depart from you. Re-

table result. Never desire yorldly thmgs for
the present, beyond what present means af-
ford; but in thankfilness, receive from the

Giver of All Good that measure of earthly
i Dblessing 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 rebuke.
He could not look at his kind monitor, bht

4% kepthis 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!

- BOWING THE WIND,

CHAPTER V.

TrvE 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, Whése heart,

¢ like a vigorously growing vine, was all the

while putting forth tendrils, and seeking to .

V- grasp the heart of her husband. But though
s he mever 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
44 and repose,

The young wife was never certain of the

mood in which her husband Wwould return at
- day’s decline. Sometimes he would come
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home wish ‘cheerful countenance—sometimes -

with a ghadow on hig 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 spealk 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
.7 abandonment of this plan so strongly, that he
gave it up. Her dread of seeing her husband
.;:; —j fall in debt was very strong; so Strono' that

. she had known little true enjoyment of the

. tasteful things with which he was steadlly

i surrounding her, and which she felt could
: not be obtained, under their ]Jm1ted income,
. without certam embarrassment.

“I'm afraid you’ll get into tro*ajole hus-

cif band, dear,” she would say, now -and then,

“Dor’t go in debt. We’ve
all that is requm,d for enjoyment. There’s
no true possession in any thing not Jjustly our
own. Debt robs of beauty even the choicest
picture or statue.” :

“Don’t fret yourself for nothing, deaf,” he
would answer. “Tm as much afraid of debt

S you are, and shall not put myself in any-
body’s power. My salary is a thousand dol-
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Jars, you know ; and, thanks to your-prudent
housekeeping; I am laying up a few hundred
‘every year.” o

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

improvenients and additions, she would have
~ been appalled at the result; for this startling
fact would have been revealed: Against an
income of six hundred doliars for the first
year, eikht 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-

eret., -
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| “ 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

flull and distant all day, and was now sifting
in the back part of the store, not seeming to
nc?tice the usual preparations for going hotIDne "
lHIS uiterance of Hiram’s name gave .t-h(;
young man a start. It did not take much
:.uowi: to give him a start. The evil are always
m fear. ““‘The wi '
Surenti -chked flee when no man

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

.“I ha.ﬁ_ve a word or two I wish to safy-
Hiram ; it’s been on my mind for some days ),
Mr. Overman’s voice was very serious. T}.:Le
heart of Hiram Foster leaped with alarm. -
Poor heart! It had become habitually afraidr
It W.ras no longer a brave, calm heart, beatino:
On In counscious innocence. No—mno. Alast:

- Poorheart! Tle rustle of a garment; a sud-

den i
step behind ; an unusual tone of voice, or

look, fro‘f] Mzr. Overma'n—-—the‘se, and a hun-
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dred other insignificant things, had power to

send through it 4 pulse of terror. |
¢« Qit down—there.”” Hiram bhad not ven-

tured to speak in response, but stood in
silence, and with his face a little turned away.
He took a chair, and~drew it towards Mr.

Overman.. The imminent peril that seemed
impending, gave him power to control hisex- . .

terior. . ‘
. «Hiram, Pm afraid yow're living a little
" too free for your income. " Tt 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. _ o
«T gee youw've been putting an addition to
your houseé ; now this has cost at least three
hundred dollars. Youw'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 you know
‘my salary is a thousand dollars.”
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“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.”’ ’

qu. Overman’s eyes were fixed steadily on -
Hiram’s face; their expression was severe
and Hiram saw doubt, if not suspicion 11;.
them, | |

“I'm sorry to hear you say this, Mr. Over-
man. Ithought every thing going on pros- -
pero:usly.’.’ The clerk’s answer was not well
considered. He felt that he, ought to say

fs_omething, and uttered what first came to hig -
lips. | |

“You must have been blind, thén,” said
Mr. Overman, with some Impatience of man-
ner.  “Things are not going on présper-

~ously.  Pm losing instead of making money.

There’s .
herd's a leak somewhere, and it must be
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«1 can’t imagine where there can be a

leak,” replied Hiram, unless it is in pricing

the goods. You've been ckuttmer down the
profits, you know.”’

«« And largely increasing the sales,” said
Mr. Overman. ¢ No, it’s nof there.”

«Qur stock of goods is heavier than
ausual”?  Mr. Overman gshook his. head
¢“No; it doesn’t lie there.”

<« If there’s aleak 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 'l do all in my power to reach the

cause of evil
How closely duphmty 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 lles

«The leak must be found!” . Over-
man’s manner was imperative. For more
than a year Tve had a troubled impression
that something was going Wwrong. It has
haunted me ‘day and night. And now, in

i
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looking my affairs in the face, doubt is no
longer admissible.”’

“Tm sorry.” There was an affectation of
s.ympa,thy in Hiram’s voice. “Very sorry
sir; and if there’s any thing I can do in thc;
ma.tter, you know that only your word is re-
quired. Just say in what direction you
wtould have me work, and T'll neither rest
night nor day until a result is reached.”’

“One thing is clear,”” answered Mr. Over-
man. . ‘‘Expenses will have to be reducq@,
And, to begin, Hiram, your salary must be
0111: 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. {Tou
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. T'm

sorry, but cannot help myself.”

“I shall not leave you, Mr. Overman.”
There was so much feeling in the young man’s
vome that his kind hearted employer was
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deceived, and the vague suspicion Whloh had
crept into his mind, cast out. ‘You have
‘been so generous, that 1 would despise my-
gelf if 1 turned meanly away. and thought
only of my own affairs when things seemed
going wrong with you. I can live on s8ix
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 1 will

you in the work of reducing expenses,

a,nd n finding out the leak, if any exists.”’
on 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 %0 the
young man’s 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.

“Isw’T she sweet Hiram ¢’ said Mrs. Fos-

* ter, as she held her youngest born, a babiy in

its fifth month, up for a kiss.

- ‘“Bweet 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 fi:

-;f - ther’s eye, thotgh 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, which, for the time, kept’
back the spell of mnicence His thoughts
were with his troubled feelings, away from
home and its cherlshed ones. Though pres-
ent with them as to the body, he was yet afar
off in spirit. :
“You’re not well, H1ram » said the young
wife and mother, awaking from the happy
dream in which she had been passing the
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hours with her two darlings. The coming

home, at evening fwilight, qf her husband,

had been like the opening ojl a door through

which a cold blast pr}essedi*n upon the \Ta'rm

air of a cheerful room? Thére was a chilling

atmosphere around him. He had come in

from the outside world, and a shudder was

felt at his entrance. ,Oft-el}, 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 d:e-

s now felt. - ) _

gr??I?ve ‘been troubled with a headache all
day.’” 'That is not true, Hirax.n Foster.
. Your head never was freer from pain.

. ¢«QOh, Pm sorry P’ And Helen pressgd;h.er
hand upon his forehead, and lqoked 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; norq did Flora,
his two year old darling, after being pushc.ad,
with a strange absent mindednesss, aside
when she attemptéd to get upon his lap, aven.-

'y
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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
‘afew moments did he hold her gaze, and
then let his  own fall away. There were
questionings in her eyes that his tell-tale face
might answer in a way, the bare imagination
of which daused 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 lieg
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!” Tt was an hour
after supper tithe.  The young manHad been
lying on a sofa, with shut eyes, pretending
indisposition, in order to hide the trembling

BN
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a,nxife“ty@ and fear that were in his heart. o if the leak he h
Now, rising up, as if a sudden purpose had found in that djr:cticff S%;ken of could be
moved him, he went into the passage, and " than fifty false entriés " 811;; were 111101; less
was reaching for his hat. : : e cash-book,
| : 0 Was it possible for him t “
T : SPEL , o ’ O escape, sh
-~ “Yes, for a little whﬂe, .he :.mswered ~ Overman’s eyes, sharpened b P ’ c.m-ld Mr.
back, and was away before his wife could 1 over that accont? Th Y suspicion, go
;fo]lc{w him with words of remonstrance. man felt as if SuSpeI; ded be W;;eijhed young
Night had fallen, dark and starless, and the 7 awiul chasm Y a hair over some
chill November air struck coldly against his Y Por several mingtes ho stood ' |
| . . . o , 8 00
face. Afte.r leaving the house, Mr. Foster " sharply outlined crescents of 1 ]1;; ;Vllfél thoﬁ?e
Walked rapidly towards that part of the town | caze by a kind of fasoinati ght holding hig
in which the store of Mr. Overman was loca- | menced moving t scmat1§n_ Then he com-
ted. Turning a corner, that brought him %n' , " sessed a Weirdg sz:idz;hiin’ as if they .Pbé’-
- View of the store, he saw a light gleaming stood on the narrow oa a {'acmon, 1]1%1}11 he
through two créscent-shaped openings in one alley but itilo fre uéllljt 'V(’iement, bordering an
~ of ‘the shutters, that which closed against the side the building quented, that ran down be-
window at the back part of the store, where dow. Tis stepsg,-‘ ;1;;1 _clo.se against the win-
the desks and fire-proof were located. He of a cat. He held L 11101se1<-::ss as Athe‘steps
stood.r still, Iinstemtly, striking his hands to- hearkened eagefl ES laboring breath, and
gether. Feaf caused his knees to shake. It | Y. DBut no sound came from
was even as had been a little while before was about movi
sug'geistedﬁ-to his m.ind. M.r. Overman’s Sus- ‘ca,ught-the Weﬁv]lzl go away, when his ear
picions were going-in the right direction, and often accompanie thwn I‘at.tle of paper, that
he was at the store examining the books, to  § blank book It S ‘1 turning of leaves in a,.
| . B i - - sent a thrill along ever "
- | y

Within.  After listening for some time. he 4
y ¥

f
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nerve ; for in that sound was a confirmation
of every worst fear. - o

«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.

¢TLost! 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—
nol—it was thrust aside. He could not
abandon all, while there was a shadow of
hope.
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-
fase Mr. Overman’s mind by corrections and
q;x;iyla,natiéns, as to make all appear fair.
Tpese suggestions gave partial and moment-

His false enfries were dexterously
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ary relief to his distressed feelings. There
was in' them a feeble gleam of light. Al was
not yet lost. _

| ‘?.For' fen or fifteen minutes Hiram Foster,
c?:tﬂled- by the damp, cold air, lingered in
s.lght of the burning crescents, their sharp out-
line imprinted on every -object to which he

i turned his gaze,

ST must know what he is doing I’ he said |
at last. ““T cannot go back with this horriblé
uncertainty eating into my heart. If I only
could find a ladder.” o

‘He crossed over to the rear of the store
and looked along the pavement for severa,i
rods down the dark alley. A small packing-
box stood against-a door. He drew it outij;
m':td stepped upon the side. But it was no;;
high etough. He went further down the
alley, and found a rickety, half-barrel, with
the head and chime hoops of one énd’ gone.

Nothing else, at all suitedsto his purpose, was
to be seen. By placing tKe half-barrel on the

|| E?X, and mounting thereon, he might get
iij. . igh enough to look through the cresgent

4
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openmgs in the shutters, and see what MT.
Overman was doing. To think, in the exci-
ted state of his iind, 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

thmg 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 shutter. 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’ bendmg over an account- book.

i
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He was so deeply absorbed in what he was
doing, that he seemed almost moveléss. But
all at once, he turned towards the vﬁndow,
with a quick movement, and looked 111;
towards the crescent opening through which
Hiram Foster was gazing down upon him,
The young man saw his face for a moment,—
.1t was pale, anxious, but stern,—saw it only
for-a?, m?ment. He drew back quickly, With‘
an instinet 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
& severe wound near the temple, and above

f  tho right eye. For a moment or two he was

stunned by the shock ; but the peril of his

sitnation restored h1m 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

. tame out, filling a large circle with its rays.
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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? Nol ‘But
gprung 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, a;nd.»sh'e sab |

paralyzed for some moments.

¢« Oh. husband! What is it? What has

happened 2> came at length, in 'a fluttering
and choking voice, ag she started to her feet.

“Pon’t be frightened. It's nothing. Get -
" me some water, Helen. 1 struck my head |

Stairs le,ading up to thei
| Some one rung the bell loudly.
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Z}gafis;;" a projecting sign. Does it bleed
" 1(11(, ? hlHThe voice of Hiram shook ag if h
ad a chill ; and there wa X
: S a stra i
his tones that troubled the ears of hlilsg i:ii‘ss -
e.

Walftii.s. aFI‘lgster b?ought hurriedly a basin of
g uo.iy < vza,shmg away the blood, came to
abOV: ;he gt,.ed cut, about an inch long, just'
e s ri;c;lht oye, towards the temple.
ey still ﬂowed freely. Nearly ten
s ol (;psed}. before it could be staunched.
i esn’t ‘help my poor head any,’
ained th, remembering ‘that he had com-
tnded eadache at tea time,
o e ]:0 that I could hardly see my way
Porn ;r . I think P1I go to bed now.
. dpi can get to sleep.”” | .

nd fe arose, and- was at the foot of the

r bed-room, when

(44 -
The pain

114 S
ay that I have a sick headache, and am

b in bed, Helen, if
| an ‘
s e ,I . gr one asks for me, Don’t

Iam 7:7?} bed,”

Just gone up. Say that
Hiram Fogte '
" oster grasped the arm of his wife

%
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in a nervous way, and looked so wildly in
her face, that a vague fear crept like a cold
shadow upon her heart. What ceuld all this
mean ? ' |

" wDon’t forget!’” There were warning,
anxiety, fear, and command in the strange ex-

préssion that gleamed on his excited face, as X

he said this, and then went hastity up stairs.

At the top he lingered for a few moments in
a listening attitude. The door was opened.
" He heard his name. . |

“Ig 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.

. nerve and muscle,

you,” replied Mrs. Foster.

R time with b
e ad
S bed.’’ : + e
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CHAPTER VII.

»

It seemed an age to Hiram—the period th |
elapsed before Mr. Overman went Y
“heard the intermitteq aﬁd intermi o,
of voices below, 1
-reached his ears,

! ngling soundy
ut no articulate words

When at last the
. . ‘ , e jar of
closing door gave notice that the Visi]tor (l)la;

]I;etlred? al:ld his wife came up to the chambd
e‘ :?vas lying in a nervous enill, er,
What did he want # By a strong effort
2

Hiram not only steadied his voice, but re

pressed the tremor that jarred along every

BT I ' 1. '
don’t know. He merely asked to see

“What did you say ¥
« : ' |
I told him that you came home at tes-

ache,—and were in

)
{|
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i ¢ e et

““How oes 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 shel

141 N 0.? b) ‘
There came fromh Hiram’s breast a long, full

respiration of relief. |
Tt was as well, perhaps. I wonder what

“You didn’t se:( that I had just gone up?’

he could have wanted?’ His 1pind had
found relief from a pressure of uncertain

dread. o
«1 don’t know, dear. Mr. Overman loo e

disturbed about something.”’

e hasn’t seemed like himself for some

time past” said Hiram. “;Bus.iness -is
dull, and I think that worries him. I?ld
he seem much disappointed at not seeing
me ¥’ | -
«Tt did not strike me that he was dlsa]?-
pointed. If I understood the meaning of his

face, it expressed something like relief, ?r
pleasure, when I todd him that y:ou vY'ere in

bed. But he had a look about him dlﬁ'ere{ltl |
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.”’
| -

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 the wound
was hidden,

Mrs.

Fc‘)stér shdok her head in a dissatisfied
way.

“Let the cut be seeﬁ,” she said.. ““What
harm can arise 2’ : -
. “Noharm. But who likes to be disfigured
In this way ? People might think I’d been

drunk, or in a fight” Bt

«Tf people choose to %ink ovil, let them.’

\

5.8k
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To be right and to do 'right should be -our.
chief concern.”’ : .
hing, questioning look in

There was a searc
~ the eyes of Mrs. Foster, from which Hiram

turned away; murmuring,
¢« My poor head ! How it does ache

And removing his clothes, while he kept
his face so much in shadow that its expression
could not be geen by his wife, he 1aid himself
shutting his eyes, and turning to the

1

down,

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
him only at long intervals, and then fled quick-

1y 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 actuality in

which he was shuddering like a criminal af
bay ¢ He had a true-hearted, tender, loving
wife, and two as sweet babes as a father’s
~F heart could desire.. His income‘ was large
o e_noﬁgh to meet every want that happiness re-

-
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gpg?d,_had been large enough' frbm the day
Is marriage. Not a single thi ;
: . gle thing bought
bly dishonest gains had given him' anyftfu: |
g easm:e ;——a%wa,ys his enjoyment was 'ma,rrecll
fy an mtrtfdmg concern. There was a great
ﬂ(;mn ?f evil ever threatening him,\an;i ever
- r?wmg a shadow from uplifted hands over
life’s sunniest landscapes. ¥motions of pride, |
gi hedcontrasted his handsome house a,nd,L
ounds with those of men qui
i quite as well off,
h;mestly, a.s he was, would now and then ripj
f;;E)iat-over his heart; but they soon fell back
algl {ntunder the pressure of superincumbent
Woxial ’y. A gratified love of possessing this -
rid’s gf)ods, was the only thing like a
.sorrép.ez%satlng balance to all the loss he wasg
‘::Sa:ﬁlhnilbngt-—:)ﬁt how poor and insignificant
3 to the riches of enjo a
madly casting agide ! oyment he 'Was
Didsthe question of loss and gain come fair-

1 . . . .
¥ into his mind?- Yes; but it was pushed, 4%
y . A

with a feeling of bitterness, away. He felt

@ that i '
i ev?} it :lwr.as too late. The haunting spirit of - -
. which had been his dread companion L
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ever since that fatal evening when his feet «

went out from right paths, seemed fo throw
its arms close around him, and to shadow
into confusion and obscurity his thoughts;
go that all right conclugions and purposes
were dispersed like unsubstantial vapor.
Morning found him exhausted, but. in a
" heavy sleep. Nature had asserted her power
over the senses. Mys. 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
adbesive plastér. 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, tha startled a slumber-
' ing sigh in her bosom, and brought blinding
- tears to her eyes..
ﬁ " Without disturbing

her husband, Mrs.

N
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Foster went down stairs. A little while b
fore breakfast was ready to be ser :ie .
returf;ed to the chamber, and found ‘::: , Sl'le
sleeping. While standing eloge ovei'm himl
;l,ll-ld debating in her mind whether to aroutse;
ﬁ;rz (Z)If'. n?t, he sprung up with an exclama-
iy | alarm, and a look of terror in his
ce. Mrs. Foster had never seen so wild

- and fri i
ightened an expression on any counte

nance.

“Oh, Hiram?!’ she e |
‘ ! e ejaculated, drawi
he;- arms around his neck. But l’le trt?ggl:g
;s.;::éae ; hpushing her away, and shrinking too
8 the wall. The bri :
g ndiioedl rief struggle brought
, “Oh, Helen! It's you! What a dream I
»
X jz: }fl;d P’ He .Was shivering like one in an |
g . Covering his face with the bed-

Clothes, he lay still for a little while, trying

LO i
ne

countenance. ' *

“What time is i
) it, Helen?’ He pu

h
?suie the bed-clothes, and looked o f ° e.d
ace was calm, ‘ ut. Hig T
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«Past seven,”’ she answered.

«So late! Why did you let me sleep ¥’
And he arose up quickly. -

Tt 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-
cult. His great desire to conceal this scar,
coupled itself in the mind of his wife with the
anusual 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,
ghe 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 in-

quiry, put this question.
4T came mnear knocking my head off last

" night,” answered the young man, coolly, and
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with a forced smile. ¢ See!” And he
;(1-1 u;)ﬁ 11;11(;1 hair that partly covered the 31);192];
i red
'iniallin ; lay over the cuj: he had received
“How did that happen?’ There was not
a IL?Iaxed muscle on Mr. Overman’s face B
I 1'ett}rned home with a severe heaé{a h
last evening. After supper, it grew wo o,
- almost blinding me with pain. T went O'TS: ,
the cellar, foolishly enough, without a 1'11;10
and got this knock on the head. I e
stunned for a little while, that. I 1(::? Snf ;
i%sses:t f.You came to see me, Helen saidy.
o 1t ha:rl any t%ﬁng very particular? I'm
o was in bed ; Helen might have
me. |
“It was of no consequence,” -
;’Icla}:leti, in & tone that showei;. hli\:rrcni?lge:)n 21;
2 E{ te of dqubt and dissatisfaction.
matteram;i) gotu .re:euchgd any solution of the
gl al;].‘ v.vhlch we talked yesterday#’ ..
oo \ . things, Hiram wished that sub-
o g ‘.poz.led for the present; but he
ght 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. : o
¢¢ A partial solution,’”’ was answered coldly,
and with eyes fixed so steadily on the young .
man, that the gaze could hardly be borne.
Hiram was conscious of tell-tale looks, and
toll.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, and 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

" gelt a nearer approach of the shadowy form

et
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of ‘e.vil that haunted him night and day
Closing the book, and pushing it aside 1858’1-:
Mr. Overman should observe him —-—’hOW
wary and suspicious is guilt —how c(;nstant-
ly on the alert!—how full of human pru-
S;ncle !—-—le'a,m bent over his ledger, affecting
ployment, while he deb est
cnpoymes ebated what was biSt ,
) 'fhe false i'igure had been made two days
efore, fmd I virtue thereof, sixty dollars
lztfproprla,ted by the yoﬁng man. Now ifL"
th:. Overr;lan had detected the error ';nd
n counted the cash in th bo

! i e money-box
iwhlch Wa§ a thing to be inferred, he mjlrlst 'm:,-

b possession of the fact that sixty d ‘
were ““short.” | ol
Smfilzi,n;;f first conclusion was to restore»thﬁ;

e money-box at once. H

\ mon . e had -
zlxty dollars still in his pocket. Buta tlif
Iét:;le; ;he thought, that Mr. Overmzu’i had
;i ed the figure purposely, and was, of
in, thse, on the alert. He knew just what was
o ad(ei, c_ash-box—,—not over forty dollars—an -
s;xty thereto, would be to insure cer:
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tain exposure, should the false entry be re-
ferred to that morning, and a counting of the
cash take place. o
¢¢ Better wait,’’ said he to himself. “If
money comes in freely, T1 add sixty dollars
to the bank deposit.” | o ‘
«How was your cash yesterday I’ asked

Mr. Overman, 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 malke, 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 operning 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 e
out
pencilling a balance.” the figures mg,de in

That simple act saved him. .M '
. - Mr. O
20;;301111012- fi;lg the ent-fy he had marktjf:;li:z
pe aown :}1; ranning his eye a few timés
b ond de e rows of figures, he shut th,
» and ‘went out into the store to a,t’c(-‘;:a:l.(;.3

| upon a customer who had just come in
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CHAPTER VIIL

| »° asked Mr. Overman,
« How is the cash? . : .
as he saw his clerk, sitting with an app

ce of perplexity—how well it was feigned,
an |
__over the cash-book, after

had been made up. . y -
th(i ‘i:ydoesn’t come out exactly right,” an

the accounts of

swered Hiram. |
¢« Short ¢’
¢« No, sir.”’
«Qver?’
1 YGS, ajr.”? §
« How much ¥’
¢ Tet me run up
the young man..
bent down over the

in esence o
s counted in the pr |
:i?d the balance in bank added thereto.

27
¢« The excess is just m;ty dgﬁg:;
i -agsumed unc .
spoke with well-ass |

. Y9 1d_
the columns agamn,” S

And, in mere pretence, he
3 . :

book. Then the cash

f Mr. Overman, i

Hiram |

I

SOWING THE WIND. 81

“Let me see the cash-book.” And My,
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. | “

“Imust find this mistake,” said Hiram, as
he drew the book again before him. ¢ Iet
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. g
this figure intended for a six or a naught?’
he spoke as if to himself. «Tt should be a

six. Ah, here it is, now! I called it naught

in the addition of the column. Look, Mr.
Overman. The ﬁgu/rp is carefully made, but
it stands for six.’”? - | s '

“Yes, T see.” But the tone did not ex-
Press full satisfaction. The cash had been
pronounced right \o_n the day before. He did
10t remark on this fact, however, but accept-
ed the adjustment ag right. S

From this time, for many months, Hiram
Foster kept back his evil hands from pecula-

: tion. ‘In the discharge of his duties to Mr,

6

L
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more than ever attentive,
ought

82

Overman, he was
seeming to have 1o th

his employer’s interes

or care but for
t TEarly and late, he

was at the store, and ever prompt and efficient
in the transaction of Dbusiness. 8o much

pleased was Mz, Overman, that, from kindness
sense of justice,

of feeling, as well as from a
he kept the clerk’s salary at one thousand
dollars, instead of reducing it to six hundred.

During these months of honest dealing with
his employer, Hiram Was in a more peaceful
state of mind than he had known ifom the
day he stepped aside from the ways of integ-
Tears haunted him, however, all the
while,—if not so impending as they had been,
still, with an unquiet sense of danger.

But, there was po integrity in his heart
That prinéiple' of right, in. which lies a man’s
true honor and safety, had been crushed out.

| Only fear of consequences restrained him,
" and as that fear diminished, thf old eagerness
to possess himself of what belonged of right to

another, grew strong
had six months elapse

rity.

d before he was at his

er and stronger. Scarcely
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work i

procee(ai 31)::1:?;1:1011 again ; now, howev |
proceed. lem; ! the extremest caution e
rend of o rO;Sba, false entry represent .ev o
anee o e.-ry, he appropriated mo o
i ones We In the store at timeg Wllzey
o of oman as absent, 8o that no exami "
oo fhe aE{}m;}r;f;-books could lead to de:;na-
for ‘SIOWB; e is _method of accumulat'?c-‘
o e a'n suited hig eager degir 1011
o ot ste entries was also pur o
i e of hem laying upon  his Suifd’
ong 240 1:0113,1 Weight of concern g’i‘l o
i and, Elgft behind him as l;l'd "

: e felt this all the Wiille s
as a

'. of danger :
 day b anger ; a da,nger‘
' and -ge(li:y’ as the two hOlhe-ﬂolxr;oere dreaded
0,—opened daily with irj;;—Flora
easing

ﬂagrance an .
mother’g logebeauty » 1n the sunshine of thej
Seemed under 5; k-And yet, for all thig er
Spirits.; a poss .lnd of possession ﬁ.Om.’ .e
lble power p ?S?IQH. th&t was hke a,];)_ ir e.Vll
way he h d, Tlﬁng him onwards 1 ' reSISF' "
ad entered in an evil hour'm an evil

| Hiram I
] oster loved his two liglo ones
E Svery .
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he had a fondness for

when it stirred the father’s

heart, became a Strong impulse. But always,
‘as he held them in his arms, or watched them

in their innocent gambols, & Sense of o’ershad-
would creep into' his heart, and
A thought of expo-
m never came with-

tenderly. Naturally,

children, and this, -

owing evil
extinguish all delight.
gure and disgrace for them
out a ghudder.
And so the month

gand years went on, Hiram
retaining his place with Mr. Overman, and
steadily pursuing his- system of abstraction,
with a blind and evil infatuation that, under
. the haunting fears W
panions, made life a hell upon earth. Among
men, he wore & fair and pleasant face ; buta
face that seemed to grow old rapidly, and to
lose the signification of earlier years. To his
wife he Pecame mMOre and more enigmatical.
The frank, cheerful, Joying husband of their
early married life, changed to & reserved, ab

stracted, cold, an
- To her, it was plain
lay upon his mind ; but whenever

Eay

¢

that some gre

hich were his daily com-

d, ab times, jrritable mal. BEEE
at trouble. B

she sought o .
gl Yea,rs,lwa,s chosen a secular offic
| Uar officer of the
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to penetrate the mystery ‘
fo pene Y, he pushed he
_— tha:? ;:solilte, and sometimes im;alt?iaegz
N, Sﬁem se f-p.rotection, she had learned
op e tr 'J;hls was ground upoﬁ which
s ea T Here he stood alone aﬁd
ona FostérOf no‘companionship, ,
el & memjri)as 4 woman of pure religioug
oy 2 mer er of her father’s church, and
i ﬂ.l Helf husband always ac’com
e eror fe Sabbath, and showed i'es e ‘i-;
e e ¢ for the things of worship. pHc
o Sefmonspcﬂ.eal\zance, an attentive listener ts
s 1 r. Prescott, which were fre-
S t;n. y searching, that, if he reall -
o, e rfad of the good minister’s dis}f
Wi gk ; have recognized pictures of
But, for the jn;:? l; f;‘)n;l iy
o : art, is though ,
| er-pgeei pv:;th jﬁ(zl 1t;.l?alng;’;s than dooir:jalze;:
o-p) : ion was
18 ears. - o ey

Beino‘ it
g a pew-hold . '
er, leam
, after a fe
W
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church. He accepted the mark of confidence >
and respect as an ‘assurance that, so far, 10
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
wonld 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-

o,

ceived mo change in the man,. though he -

began to talk more about the church, and
entered with some spirit into whatever con-
cerned its outward well-being. Always he

- gave liberally.

“ Men years after Hiram Foster’s marriage,
Mr. Overman failed in business ; and, in the
settlement of his affairs, was able to pay only

SOWING TH ‘
E WIND
‘ - 87

sfaventy:icents ‘on the dollar, undeér 3

zf;loi‘f éz;volyea,rs. The failure thr{ml:l %?r:,]rlr;
quired topr(;gment * Mr. Overman being re-
tblo. Uce expenses to the smallest
torsz.‘eby which lllie tf;i arl’ang?ment with credi-
DS A o eigiti):imltted to continue
brought home from
place in the sforé.

Th.e,a{nount which had been
to _th1s tlmg, reached the Iar
jchousand dollars, all of th}i
Ivested, at distant points,

ex 1
mlgezd;;ngone or two thousand dollars, Hi-
e dlfasen Very wary. Of all thingg he
ond e d<‘:.<>‘ver ; and to guard aga,,inst
it g 1sa§ter,. Mmanaged his investment

. most caution. -

years of age, was .
school, to take Hiram’s

abstracted, up
sum of fifteen
was securely
and in sums not
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CHAPTER IX.

Fraxg OvERMAN, who succeeded Hiram
Foster, was a clea “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
dis;f*_a,nce. Now that he was to take his place,
he sought to get near and familiar; but

Frank still repelled him coldly. Toster pro-

posed to give a few weeks of his time to the
work of closing the old books and opening &
new set, and Mr. Overman favored this, as i
would make his son’s dutiesl,simpler and
easier in the beginning. But Frank object-

ments.

| aside, a
But, to
. Scrutinizing eyes
ed, and maintained his point against all argu- [ PU0every thing i

B seemed the dange

| “I would rather take the work

now, and make myself familiar with tﬁs
ness,”’ he sald. “I shall go back Wit]i

of the accounts, and trace them up, in o]f; "
to.get the run of things. There's 1,10 u ?1'
g;);ng to the expense of a new set of “bo?)?if;If
whenever they are needed. I wich ’
open them.”’ B
“Have it your own way, then,ﬁ” replied

Mr. Overman. «Pp
. erhaps you : ‘
all, .You’re not afraid ofy o rieht, after
. that is a good sign.”

There was, for the ears

:)I;g ::i Ifilebyoung man’s voice, when he spoke
tha;, ! ];; edail-i throu.gh most of the aceounts,
o s Im no 'l}ttle uneasiness of mind.
booke. e ejl(; permlt.ted to open a new set of
pr]'_‘[lf‘,s, . h(i) o.nes, I which were the foot- -
. 18 crime, would have been laid
nd a gua,ra,ntge of safety thus secured‘
have these come, daily, under tht;
of . Frank Overman, was tq
n jeopardy. So imminent
r, ag thought dwelt upon it,

WOI'k, i see; and

of Foster, a mean-

it is
busi- -
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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
mind to cut, like a’

and before six

sword, into its scabbard ;
in a state of such

weeks had elapsed, he was
nervous apprehension,
his pillow.

FEvery few days he would d
store, and note the appearance of things.

Frank was always at the books; and in an-
gwer 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” TFrank 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 t
" from the young man’s apparently intent ob
gervation of his countenance. |

that sleep almost fled

rop in at the

o hide their expression
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“ Let me see them,” gaid Foster
18 - .
tumﬁ (;n lfoo busy now,” replied Frank, and
: ack to the work from whi 1; n
qu‘e‘)sAtmn of Foster had withdrawn hi N the‘
: m.
o ree you \swk,l Hiram? What's th
! ker. You’re very pale P Mrs. F .
ooked at her husband in alarm, as .he e
| ) came

- nalittle while after this visit to the store

44
“thi:f;e a(?lfl‘ ’I,ny bad headaches,” he replied ;
stairs and ;hr:;dhiplzzzil?g 'her’ et upi
;faiﬁzgng:lg fea,rs, upon’ Iiils tztl)gd(.aXhaElll: ti:n
el vﬁi'e pretemziing to be asleep Whez-—
'time he jo;ni;a?i: lfn, uln ot tear
. amily, and
;% ifl)l(zlillii;mogoerned: His two chiiggjzglfzd |
o dread;nrllth llovmg caresses, and but fof
o u §ecr.et, the shadow of which
on his life, there would not have

! un

about, i

o i.;endl?‘e::t' a wife, he had one of the tryest
a5 " rest of ‘Women ; and no home

B o lthswee?er or more loving childll“l: Y
) he while he felt that a cryel hawlllt‘

E
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was in the air above his nest, 'ready at any
moment to étrike his beloved ones with hig
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 b
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-
ghip. But the exhaustion of his meang,

Jthrough this clerk’s robberies, caused him to
~abandon this long-cherished purpose, and
finally to dispense with his services alto-
gether. Asa partner, acting in concert with
Mr. Overman, and yet with the leading force

~of a principal, he would have given an efli
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 gi_)Od income, but laid stone after ;
stone, in these passing years, the solid foIm-




 of the door-bell made him start and turn palé.

A 1011(1‘ ringing
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dations of an honorable prosperity—a pros-
perity that should be a blessmg and not a
curse.

Alag! how d1ﬁ'erent was all now. He had «
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. Tt 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 da,ngeﬁ

E from that. In men’s fa.ces, tones, eye

read susplcmn or warning. Remark

| from no thought of him, would st

with alarms. He was. always on the:a
There W&B, for him, nelther resh nor peles ‘

As he sat at tea with his wife and chﬂdren‘
on that evening, a loud ringing of the door-
bell made him start and turn pale. Trifles
wgitated him now. Mrs. Foster saw the efr .
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fect on her husband, and a vague fear came

over her like a cloud.

Wa33 therefore, nervous aud exhausted, and
subject to disturbance from little tI;ings

««Who is it#> There was a husky sound Aware of a growing inability t
in the voice of Hiram Foster. - ' composed exterior, he felt }i; . Ohj&SS(lilme a
8 danger

«Mr. Frank Overman,’’ replied the ser- was increasing ; for if called to
A | R . . , answer, on
any suspicion of wrong, it would be impz)gsi

vant.
Foster pushed back his chair, and arose ble to hold back his countenance
; e from a be-

with a suddenness that startled his wife. She trayal of guilt. . -
saw blank terror in his face. - ' After tea he went out: not so h
5 much with

«He's gone,” said the servant. ~ the purpose of goi .
«Gone! What did he want?’ Foster sat man’s as to get ai)(z:gihd:;?iytcﬁhl‘wn Orer
down and leaned on the table like one suffer- -~ thinking had becote a most i?ifk, But
ing from exhaustion. He was aware that his  Drocess. Anxious fears were unsatleaGt?ry
appearance Wwas betraying far more than he that thought ran swiftly to ines?t oppressive
wished to be seen, and he made an effort o | quences, instead of giving ho Tiable cone
“put on a composed exterior. ment, or means of escape p';il encourage-
- «He said that his father would like to see hought, the more his minri . © more he
-you this evening.” S erment, = | ell into bewil-
¢« Very well.”” And Foster turned his face For half an hour Mr Fostér | -lk '

Street, and then, with a desperate j:mIfI?IS:ils

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.
1ot once lost its waking consciousness.

For the last two nights, his mind had

| zlfalillfszltf, twhvent to the residence of Mr. Over-
o manw}}j door he stood with the feeling |
i se next ste ’ would be to certain
8 € rung the bell, passed in, and
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l ' as there
entered the parlor. - Mr. Overman was

i ; 1d man,
kind-hearted o
The face of the : o
| 3101}91-1 the caré and suffering co'nsefluer;t foul
;Vhl@ cent failure had robbed O;f its che
is recen .y
Imost to severity
was grave a S
as}‘)?gi’ram » he said, as he extenied ];Lsat o
, ferred him to a ,
nd then referre
. infr;a? a few words about a matter, ’that
' | e.
;v;; been on my mind, and troubling m

« Well, sir.”

'

' Hiram
The voice did not sound like that of

. . me i
tanding in your ha
of stock were & - York.
Sha:flz books of a certain bank in N“’W '
on |

Is that so ¥’

o he answer W
“N , l[..J? - ‘I' e g .

fallf;. Overman looked steadily into his face
T. ‘

with |
am folt like a man over deep Wat?’?o o
the ice g1v1ng - in ¢ ]10,’ ther
¢ yes,”’ was to hazard all;
3

might be safety.

'j;; ‘e by more than one
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“Who
Faintly roge

“No, sir.” He repeated the denial.
said that I had bank shareg s’

indignation in his toneg, -
“4A gentleman who is often i
said Mr. Overman.
“Mr. Ogborne #”
“Yes,”

“I will see him, and
thotity he makes such
“Not yet, if you Please,””

man. “T will
fact.”

n New York,”
“One of my creditors.”’

know by what au-
statement.”?

said Mr. Over-
say to him that you deny the

“If any stock ig standing in the name of
Hiram Foster, it doeg

not mean me.” The
young man spoke ine an a

ssumed manner,
- “I'should hope not,” remarkeq Mr. Over-
man, |

Should hope not
fied '

His mind was not satis-
»-and Hiram saw it with inereasing concern,
“There ig a,;yither thing,” said Mr. Over.
man, after a brief

riel, but embarrassed silence,
“that I would 3

ke you to make clear.

it has been suggested to
person,”
7

ince my troubles,
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dy to answer.”’

« Say on, I am rea
been only a thousand

«Your salary has

dollars.”
«“Yes, sir.”’
¢« People. say that
to that sum annually,
owner of property value
four or five thousand dollars.”

. «People know more of my affairs than I do
myself,” answered the young man with some
agperity of tone. It has never costme over

six hundred dollars a year to live, and what
1 saved annually, carefully invested, amounts
to no more than fair and honest aceumula-

tions.” | .
«T trust not, Hiram. It

beyond any thing 1 have yet
that you had wronged me in any thing.”

« Wronged you! -
never wronged you,

ig my witness that I have not

in even the smallest thing.”
Hiram Foster was visibly agitated, ut

spolse with an assured manner. Yet, in ths

you have lived fully up

and yet you are the
d at not less than

God forbid!

Mr. Overman! Heaver B
been unfaithful f
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ness had gathered arc
around him, N
. O mO()n,l no

stars, were in his gk
s y—only thick, impe;
e, ;31;);35. | He shuddered ag (’)11];n ieﬂe'
e Wx:vmd blows suddenly, e
N d}écept your solemn denial.”” M
rhoan 4 aﬁot speak like a man fror- |
M e doubt was removed a
18. But what more couidaig

say ! There wa.
S no hi .
he Qoul d vefer. higher trlbunalf to which

» unhappy Wretch‘! When Hi
- iram

| Toster went
i out ag&in .
| nature—brj into the still nj
wonld pain m 8 right as noonday ¢ ompare (;llghttzf
I N to the
suffered, %9 find O 11:,'1 'tf:ius were in his way, and
o ward i » B
" are B ¢ hln safety was next to hoat ;no go for-
o <ol 01:6 t-housa,nd dollarg inv;p : ess: He
I'a New York bank andSiEde e
? - Mr. Og-

night that en
Shr Ouded hi
8 soul—he felt
that

% thcre was
8 10 question i
. o v on in his mj

| Silrzldt’- on his next visit tolst mind that he
B of his identity in the cage

he City , make
Frank Over-
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folt certain, under the stimulus
e ‘

. h
- iom. making a thoroug
iJl-will and suspiclom, if he went
of 111'1:;’51011 of the books, and. if 3,151« s
eia::the worls, entry by ent¥y; discov
0 ‘

inevitable!

man was, h
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CHAPTER X.

HirAM Fosrter, after leaving the house of
Mr. Overman, 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 ont upon the suburbs of the
town, and in the neighborhood of a mill-pond.
As the dark water revealed its surface, there
came the thdught 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

B nigh to him now ; seemed to lay upon him'its
I8 chostly hands, and push him forward. Ter-
B seized his soul,—reason wavered,—his
B cuemy wag bearing him down with a fearful .
j walignity. In the last moment of this dread-

¥
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¢ul contest, how feeble the strife on his part!
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 alome.
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 him,
—a haggard face, and restless, fearful eyes.
Te was panting like one pursued. |

«Oh, husband! What ails you? What

has happened ¥’ she said, anxiously.
had locked the door, hurriedly; on closing it,
and exhibited all the appearance of a man
suffering from great alarm. - |

¢ Ligten”” he gaid ; and he stood still,
hearkening.
. “What ig it Hiram ¢’
gound without.
. “A man chased me for three Or four

There was 1o

 squares’

. Or were his senses
: -at 1 ?
o and listened, .
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“Chased you !I”

“Yes. As I came thro '
place, on this gide of Fletlalt%vl'loogl’l:t n:llti)llilely
heard steps behind me, and on 1 k; :
a,rg?und, saw the dark figure of a moo g
quickened my steps, and he did the e,
Then I started forwa,i'd, running, and h e
after me at full speed. He 'Was,almosteoflai[ll:

when I passed thré
D Dassel ugh the gate. Hark! I

His face was working p
eyes were full of terrors.
11 3
Lheard nothing, Hiram,”” said his wife

“ - -
There it is again!” He turned toward
ards

the parlor, th
| , the door of which
“Are the shutters closed I’ Fiood open.

“Yes; I closed them myself.”’

L) Dld F a.' .

F . []
FOSE:: cg)ept, ghﬂly, into the heart of Mrs
. Did her husband hear real sounds.
*

ainfully, and higs

She stood still

14 I h |
ear nothi ;
| nothing. Your mind is over-
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thefsitting-room.” And
¢hand away from
anding. He
sy looks,

excited. Come into
Mrs. Foster drew her hu
the hall in which they were st
sat down, though still with unea

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 Ioad
cough ¢’
But Mrs. Foster heard no sound.
““ Does your‘head otill ache?? she asked.
Foster laid a hand against his forehead,

 and sat like one trying to recollect s

- «Headache ¥’
way, as if at fault.
“Yes; you complaine
ache at tea-time.”
¢t Qh,—yes,—yes.
head doesn’t ache exac
strange feeling.”
« Strange, how ¢’
«] don’t know. It feels,
. it wasn't 8 hea
w7 from side to gide two or three times.

asked his wife.

omething.
He spoke in an absent -

d of a bad sick head-

Headache! No,—my
tly ; but it has a

gomehow, a8 if
d,”’ and he turned his neck
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?ﬁ; Fo,ster now urged him to go to bed

hat’s the use of going to bed?’ .

~answered. ““I ghall only lie a "

never sleep any now.” ' ke L
44 ]

o a]iuzo“;;lﬁt will you <.io, Hiram ?’ Tears
bean 10 % over the distressed face of his
> to whom the thought came, with a
deﬁ G‘hIH, that he was losing his r’eason S“df
] S{l)'; 1garand watch for him.” A gleam
Tl , Swept over his - countenancef
Ho g y.:ﬁvol_ver, and make sure work.”

ol ]gm 'a resolute air.
. Cau, l.ltlr:,m. No,—mo !’ And Mrs. Fos-
o ie the arm of her husband ; but hé
ock I r off, almost fiercely, and starting
e e Sl}';(()im, ran up stairs. She followed
e, o]viv. ._T.he revolver, to which h;
oy ;thai ept in a locked drawer, the
oy ot ;: lile always 'carried. The key
— Sheogj When. Mrs. Foster seizéd hig
ot s s d so, it fell to the floor; she

sy p and concealed it.
‘ y did you do that?’ His wild face

| flushed wi |
shed with anger, and he grasped her arms
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with a grip that left the marks of his fingers
deep in her tender flesh. o
With loving words and caresses Mrs. Fos-
ter tried to soothe her husband ; but he only
demanded the key.
« @ive me that key !’ said he. ¢“There’s
a man after my life, and 1 nmust defend my-
self. Give me that key !” :
(. Whoisthe man ¥’ asked Mrs. Foster, seek-
ing to divert hismind. «Who safter yourlife?”’
«P1l tell youw,”’ he answeréd; “but you
mustn’t breathe it to a sou J? -
~His manner changed,—his grasp oL 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; ¢

P11 keep it as secret as death.”’

Poor wife! How pale with fear and agony

her face! What a new relation for her!

. What a night of terror had closed down,

suddenly !
¢« know the man who chased me, I'm

gure of it,” said Foster, confidentially.

“Well, dear! Who was it 2’

He bent close, and whispered— |

“TFrank Overman !’ |
* “No,--no, H{iraum ! That's i

! at’s Impossible

Why should he want to injure you #’ |

‘““He hates me.” .

“0, no.” |

.‘_‘ Yes he does. He hates me, and wants to
kill me! I know. It's his fanlt that I lost
my place with his father. He’s always hate?i
me. I know him. He’s a very devil. And
now he’s trying to kill me. It was he Wh
waylaid me to-night, and he’s Watchjno
round the house now.” :

Hiram Foster spoke with all the earnest-

ness of a man th .
ho sl oroughly convinced of what‘

SW:i;n h.ssure- yow're wrong, Hiram,” an-
e 18 wife ; “Aso very sure that T'll go
b2, alone, and walk around the house t
Saijlﬁfy you that nobody is near us.” | ‘O
Heie(l)ljf de§mr, no? —no! Not for the ﬁorld,
. ! “ot for the world! He’d rush in
3 ‘' momexnt you opened the door and murder
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us all.  Let me have the key. T must get my
revolver. We'll be all murdered.”
He grew strongly excited again; |
«1']1 keep the key for the présent,” Mrs.
Toster answered, firmly. «If anybody at-
tempts to break in, you chall have the revol-
ver in time for protection. But, you know,
T'm afraid of pistols.” |
_ He 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. '

«pon’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. ‘

«J¢s pothing but your imagination, Hi-
cam! Nothing in the world. Why will you
torment yourself in this way? Lie down and
go to sleep.” - | -

The wretched man fell back upon his pik

low with a sighing groan.
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“If harm comes to me, it wi
fault, Helen,”’ he said, thfl ﬁﬂﬁiﬁ’u .
despairingly. C“If T had m ]
could defend myself.”’ g 1'9‘«"’01:791', '
“You shall have it ‘
gel_',” replied Mrs. F;E;rl,noi?erill - dfﬂl—
voice. ‘“But there is none now, beliasjzr;ng
_‘ Il;lzmgz:,ra husband. You are as safe thfs,
o e 1isryou ever were in all your life.
B g‘rotecto.r from evil.”
o SpOk.en he V01.ce in which this name
o Spolee sent.a shiver to the heart of* Mrs
| . The tone was not blasphemous ; -nox.*'

one of rejection ; but i
; but it ex
lessness, as if he had sai D o hobe:

10 help in Glod 1 d, “For me, there is
Ii;l‘g’ﬁglaii];l Z tnfght‘ followed! We will not
o Sleee ail. It would fill pages. There
N Npg no rest, no relief from haunting
.- did H.o for so long a time as half an
M n'am' Foster once lie in bed. Fear
g e while conjuring up new alarms
g on new shapes. Many thing;

B5 i ;
- Were darkly hinted, in half-incoherent mut-
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terings, that started strange questionings 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!” 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. Toster’s first act in the morning
was to send for her father, to whom' she re-
‘ated all that had oceurred during the night.
Mz, Prescott then went up to see Hiram, who
had not yet' arisen. He found him with wide
open, brilliant, but restless and strange-1ook-
ing eyes. Sitting down by the bedside, the
minister took his hand and said,
«Pm sorry to find you indisposed, Hi

. ram.”’ "

 The young man looked at him a little fear- B8 | said Mr. Prescott,

' fully, and seemed 10 shrink away ; but did |
" pot answer. .

¢« How are you now ¢’ asked Mr. Prescott. |
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“Very well,”” he repli 1

| plied, a Iitt i

“All T want is sleep.”’ ° heaVl}Y-
“You don’t sleep well 9’

“NO, Sir. k ‘h'aven’t I ’
‘three nights.”’ clused my eyes for

“Not for three nights, Hir
comes that ?’ ghts, Hiram! How

Y3 ‘ |
I don’t know. I get to thinking, and it -

keeps me aw W, ng from
ake.”” He i
‘ . . as arousing
his stupor. " |

“What do you tﬁi .
nk ‘
troubles you #’ wbontt Wht

“Im not doin i
: doing any thing, vo
What is to become of us?’ & you know.

113 |
0 %’(‘ea,r no?;, my son. He that gives food to

e %aven will not forget you and yours,”

Hiram shook his head. .

13 .
Take no thought for the morrow ; let the

- morrow take thought for the things of itgelf.

Suffiion
ufficient unto the day is the evil therec)f,”a.

T .
com?e ?nha,ppy young man shuddered at the .
i - ortmg. words. They brought no assu-
] ce to his mind. Ah! How iniwmely had
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' —thought
be taken thought for the morrow,—thoug

' d his to-
that cursed lis to-days, and shroude

was re-
morrows in doubt and fear. Tgeii s v
| e, not consolation ip the W?r g Cooms
sui; "’ to so many hearts with pea
aty,

D i le you?’ asked
«Poes any thing else trouble ¥ |

‘ ott. \, ,
Ml;‘ 5;'131:; olge should trouble me ¥?  Foster's

ked sus-
tone was rather sharp, and he 190 |
picionsly at his father-in-law.

“he §
«1 merely ask,” said the ol_d man, as |

gearched the face of Hiram.

rp)
hy do you ask:® | "
““ gillt, Esz of a situation doesn’t usually
e

back, if possible,
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bling violently. Mr. Prescott laid g 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

to paths of security,”’

“They are not astray, sir! I can lay my

hand upon my heart, and call

my integrity.*’

vehemently,
“ Hiram |

= The hand of Mr. Prescott was lifted in war-
‘ ing wrong in YOU' SRR Mug. His tones were solemn. Hig startling
" dence. There’s gomething _ FIE Sentences and impressive manner threw back
oy ted BEME the young man
ffairs.” %’ The young man gtarted 8 ” 8

80 ¢ . E sh —_
“VV.E’ : ?ﬁk of terror, and he began ren ., ndder,—a
up, Wi \ . ‘

The young man spoke almost

S, L TR e B E R

Beware ! God is present! God

upon himself. There wag 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, alow, blood-

curdling laugh chattered on the air.
« Hiram I’ Mr. Prescott caught the hand
affrighted way. But

of his sop-in-law in an
ck, with returning

the, young man drew ba

fear in his countenance.’
«« Kéep off I’ he cried.

1 won’t be taken.”’

«Hiram! My son!”
But Foster had sprung out of bed, on the
side opposite 1o that on which Mr. Prescotl
sat, and was making toward a window. His
wife came in at the mome
all the strength of both her father and herself
to keep him from leaping out.
«There is nothing to fear
Prescott spoke in soothing tones.

ig present but Hele
safe with us.”

-« A 19’ He came
timidly and doubtingly, looking
Prescott and then at his
won’t tell them I am here (o

«“Pon’t touc}i me!

nt, and it required

‘my son.” M
«“«No one

1 and myself, and you are

back from the windo®
first at M

his wife. ¢ And yO
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“Tell who, Hi ' Nobody wants
hafnr; hyou,”"sajid h;&i:i?fe. obedy waats to

‘They’re after me, the bl

) s oodho »”
Wm]?é lilisllzzgg ! - O, father 1” EII::S !Foster

“TIl not be t:limpomnﬂy‘
Hiram turned . ?n! oo o that
s oron again to the window ; but hi
e %O ;11 advance of him, and intexlfj
e ! iny. At this, wild terror seized
I ;) .g 1,1@1" arms, he jerked Her
e Whogmnt s strength ; threw off My
b beel; ) h.lcaught hold of him, as if h.

child, and was out of the Windov:

befo
| re they could recover themselves. A

plazza -
ran around on that side of the ho
use,

ground, and com
! menced runni
B I ning away.
N 1£)a381ng Qn the street, who, at a,ét:yll rom
Stm.lgglli’escott, caught him an,d bor{z Eom
| ng fearfully, back into the house "
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CHAPTER XL

TuE harvest time of Hiram Toster's life had
and here was the bitter fruit. He had
and was now garnering the
. mind naturally sensitiﬁre and
excitable had brooded over the dangers that
beset his path—had dwelt on the fearful re-
tributions that seemed hﬁ@ending——-had felt so
long the dark presence of a haunting phan-
tom, which, constantly impelling to evil, as
constantly suggested tormenting fears—that
reason gave Way 3 gave Way in the very
o of life; and a madhouse received him
~wrecked inmafes; received
gave him back restored.

come,
sown the wind,

whirlwind. A

prim
among its reasoy
him, but never
‘When the doors opene
Foster, a sheeted cOTPSC

the threshold.

Months befor
of a life, which but for crime

\came gilently over
1

would have

El

d outwardly for Hiram

o this last act in the tragedy
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been i
tutiOnscl)1 i’;l_lbof happiness, the work of resti-
fution | hearte%n completed by Mr. Prescott
B fﬁ x:oken child, even to the last
f Pap(;rs 01; Fclent evidence appeared amon
fhe Daper h_ﬁ ; ostez: to indicate the means bg
e ¢ ﬁe-:h acquired his property. Satis{ |
fd tha holld er she nor her children had any
o s even t.he smallest part thereof,
oo Dissec e]j'ery thing to Mr. Overman and,.
retumed S(l)1 er father’s house as portioanless
bined by Ltzrwl*gnt out. The sum thus ob ?
e By M .M verman, and received from
i rs. Foster with a feeling of
e lance, was just sufficient to pa
it crgéro tlefb standing in the settlemelft
B boon 1 grs. This amount, it is true |
e mgne off ; but Mr. Overman Wa’
Never %fscl)ll;; tl n |
| s e day M
ot y Mrs. Foster pas
o _; fmlgl(zhl;olrlr;; :rhel,fe her childréf Wsej-i
o home where some of th
o hl;;l;r:‘r (};f her life had been spent -e fl';zg
on ot ich but for the criminal in,fa,tu |
_ r husband, might have been one ff- '

Lo
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the sunniest homes in all the land—and re-
turned to lay her head in a SOXrow 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

ghrink 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-
over and over again, in thoughtless

grace,
it of mean. depreciation.

gossip, or a spir
They are growing up in the home of their
grandfather, in loveliness and purity : but
more than one frue-hearted man, who felt
‘their attractions, has turped 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, onty on the
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wrong-doers! If men had to bear alone the
consequences of folly and crime! But, this-
may not be. Our lives are bound up in ,oth .
lljes. If we build our house/upon the roclir
the safety and blessing thus é(':ured will b,
s.ha,red by those whose lives pulsate with o i
lives ; but, if we build upon the gand, dur
struction will overwhelm them and us ' 8
common ruin. o
The way of transgressors is hard—hard al
ways, from the first act to the inevitable ¢ g
sequex-lces. There is no escape from the lon-
:uhat binds effects to causes. As the caun a_'W
in quality, so will the effect be. Evﬂ aci? n
‘alw'ays produce unhappiness; and cr'ons |
against others, disaster. No, ,there ig "m0
escape ; and the intuitive -consciousness th];:

it must be so, is a troubling ghost in the life

f
Zf (Lvery man who steps aside from the path
S honesty, and leaves behind him, as all
ugf do, the footprints of his way. ’

Weé sow the wind, we shall reap the

~ whirlwing,
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GROWING BEAUTIFUL.

L 04 :
«You remember Kate Maxwell ¥’ said a

lady friend, an old acquaintance.‘- \lﬁlzienfa‘;ii
met at an evening party, and were talking
auld lang syne. |
«Very well,”” 1 answered. b
difficult to forget her homely face. i
“ How Sle:)ng is it since you saw her:
quired my friend. | |
¢« T, must be several years.

«“ Tt would be
in-

1 think it was

in 18— that her family removed from the |

Y s, in that year.”’
¢« Yeg, it was 1n thal . )
“Tf i’s a misfortune to be 80 homely,

gaid L .
¢« A beautiful spirit 1 |
thaﬁ a beautiful person,” remarked t]E1e iadjsrs
«rPrae,” T replied; ¢ the eye’s brlgh.pet.
and the ;kin’s pearly lustre are but tI'E}.IiSleIi ¥
while the soul’s beauty is imperishable.

o 1o be desired

! .
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Kate was a good girl, for all her singularly
unattractive exterior.” .

“She had many true friends,’”’ said the
lady, ““and they were all of the better clags—
better, I mean, in its right senge.”

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 pos-
sessing a feature that might be called hand-

~some, had something in it that was singularly

attractive. |

“Whoisit?” Iinquired. '
“Don’t you know her?’ said my friend,
smiling. |
“The face is quite familiar. I ought to know
her. ButT am in doubt as to her identity.”
““Let me mention her name.”’
“Do 5o, if you pleage.”’
“Kate Maxwell,” '
“Impossible! It may be a cousin, or a
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 sister—but not homely Kate Maxwell.” I

was incredulous. .
«Tt is. Kate herself. Hasw't she im-

proved ¥’
« Wonderfully! Why. she 18 really grow-
ing handsome. Has she discovered the
fountain of beauty ¥’ T
¢ She has been drinking of its waters for
years,” replied my earnest friend. o
<] must repew our acquaintance,” said L

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 talle with

' per—first about old times, and then upona i

variety of themes suggested by the occasion,

or coming into thdught spontaneously. ‘What |
" an exquisite perception of things true and
" peautiful she had! Her thought was Tneid as §
But most apparént was her inter |

crystal.
est in a}l things pure and good in our com

g upon her cheeks,

',h 1
er beautifnl a,i'; 'a glance; and those who
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 mon humanity. In speaking of others sshe

seemed to take a peculi i i ify.
ing their excel-len(I:)iésl.ﬂmr etightin magﬂ]fy-
l?resent, in that company, W'as. another
maiden, whom I had known for years. She
and Kate had been intimate, befofe the latter
removed to another city. They were much
together, and people of a certain class used to |
say that Nancy Lee was incapablg of a sin-
cere friendship for any one, and only a,sso-
ciated intimately with Kate Maxwell in -o:ade‘
tha.j: she might have a foil to her béaut- i
This was stating the case a little too stronglg;

3 a ' - - »
 and the remark had its origin in a certain

iI])frsotnsi and which is very nearly allied to

anglz 1;;; nNancy Lee ha@ regular features,

arrowed to a fine oval. Her lips

were moderately full, and of faultless outline ;
¥

h - 3 L]
I e:f' (lahm slightly prominent.; her neck queen-
Y ler eyes dark, large, and lustrous, Wit]i

ong fringing lids that lay like shadowy lines
Every one pronounced
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me® 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 look‘ing: 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,
cawght now and then through revealing ex:

pressions,; that was forever disappointing the §

half-entranced beholder.

The beauty of Nancy Lee did not grow E
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 f
not strike you as remarkable. That con- §
geious beauty, which is really so unbeautiful,
was eclipsed by the unconscious soul-beattf |

in the face of the lovelier maiden.

v
. I

&
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Almost invo'll}ntarily 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 'BVGI;.
hide the coral-tinted lids. But, looking away »
from single features, and from mere physicai
elements, and the beauty of the former lost
.much of its power, while the lack of beauty
in the other ceased to appear as a defect Iﬁ
thfa conversation of Nancy Lee I founé.l no.
thing of interest. Her mind seemed to be
asle(?p to all but the little outside world of
fashion and pleasure. But every word that
fell from the lips of Kate Maxwell stirred
some though.t in my mind, or sent some newly
awakened ripple, glittering in sunshine, o

the waters of feeling, o o
) Not in my eyes alone was the change in
ur gentle friend apparent. All of her old
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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 etermty |
“E[ow is it,”’ said a young man, who ‘had
known- Kate durlng 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

attract&—a homehness of feeling, so to speak,
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‘that is to me repulsive. On the contrary, 1
have looked into Kate’s face more than once,

this evening, when it seemed radiant with

‘ beauty. What does it mean !”’

My l.ady friend, of whom I spoke in the
beginning, 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 hf; |
gains strength, until it no Ionger ’Iudes the
:Spll‘lt’s trae 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 ¥’ | |

-“N 0, said the young man, into whose
mind a flood of light seemed breaking. - *The

reason is apparent enough. Only the good
are really beauntiful.”

13 ‘
| 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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r.oding atmosphere of time. In thig new rela |
tion to life, Kate had returned to her nativc;
town, and I met her at a large parfy given on
the wedding occasion by the friends of hey
,hugband; She was standing in a group of
ladies as I entered the crowded rooms a,ng 80
changed: in three years that I was in d’oubt' as
to her identity. At the last meeting I' had
1}91; perceived any change in the Physical
lines of. beauty, but only a shining through
the plain face of her beautiful spirit. Bit
her soul had a freer outward development,
as well as a more interior life. The deep jo;

| ‘of loving and being loved had awakened

new delights that pervaded her whole bein

and recorded themselves in every feature ang&
exprfassion. Love had become her very lifo
and its transforming power was seen( in th;
1LJg'raduﬁ softening of harsher éutlinés, and in
ouehe.s. of beauty here and there, scarcely
recognized each by itself, but pleasing the

sight in their combined harmonies. T saig

that she wasg standing in a group of ladies ag I

entered the room. Ope of these was N ancy -
9 - ' |
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Lee, also a bride, and in all her bridal attrac-
tions. She had loaded herself with orma-g’
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 o&er 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. Contentmeﬂt
enthroned itself on the brow of one; discon-

. tent en that of the other.
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It i§ now ten years since thejr bridal, and
ever since this change has heen progressing—
Kate growing lovelier all the while, and her
~old friend fadipg into a coarse, ShOW);, sensual
.beauty; & seeker of that admiration which
18 deceived by cosmetic arts, At home, in
the eyes of her husband, the latter scar(;ely
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 fI’OI;
her beautiful soul, to reflect it back upon her
as ff’om & mirror. Daijly, hourly, momently
she is growing more beautiful; and this will

progress until she attaing the transcendent

loveliness of an angel. Only strangers, at a

- first meeting, see her face as & plain one. To

her friends it is always full of attractions, for
every feature is an index.and a remembr;,nce
of spiritual graces that adorn her life, and
render her a true friend, loving compa,nion
and teacher, by example, of those sweet vijri .

B tl;es that are born of a diviner essence,
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 UNFORGOTTEN WORDS.

3 2
« HAvE you examined that bill, James ¢

“Yes, Sir.”
¢« Any thing wrong ¥’
«T find two errors.”

‘“ Ah! let me sgee.” 7 B
The lad handed his employer a long bill

that had been placed on his desk for exami-

nation. . |
«« Here is an :error in the calculation of ten

dollars, which they have made against then.a-
gelves; and another error of ten dollars in

the footing.” )
¢« Also against themselves?

“Yes, Sir.”
The I;IGI'Gha;B‘t smiled in a way that struck

the 1ad as peculiar. . |
«Twenty dollars against them -
remarked, in a kind of pleasant surprise.

«Trusty clerks they must have!”

selves!”” he
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“Shall T correct the figures?’ asked the
lad. - ‘

“No; let them correct thejr own mistakesg,
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. AJl 80 much gain,
as it now standg.”” * -

The boy’s delicate moral sense was shocked
at so unéxpected a remark. He was the son ‘
of a poor widow, who had given him good
instruction, and taught him that to e 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

-his father’s, and & person in: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 hig
way. | o o
“Let them correct their own mistake®
The words made a strong impression on the
i
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mind of James Lewis. When first spoken

. by Mr. Carma#h, and with the meaning then

involved, he felt, as we have said, shocl.zeq;
but as he turned them over and over again in
his thoughts, and connected their ntt«?ran(?e
with a person who stood so high in his_
mother’s estimation, 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. - .
«Ts that right?’ James asked himself this

| question. His moral sense said noj but the
fact that Mr. Carman had so acted bewildered

his mind.

" «“Tt may be the way in bitsiness’’ -~ 50 he .

oo

i S

T

B S P e o S
L4 -
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thought with himself—“but it don’t look
" honest. T wouldn’t have believed it of
him 17 ' ‘
| 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
ilo 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. Tt don’tlook
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. 8o 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 ha,vmg done right.

“The teller overpaid me by fifty dollars,”
he said to Mr. Carma,n as he handed him the
money.
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«« [ndeed 1’ 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 ¢ C B
¢You simpleton I’ exclaimed Mr. Carman.
“Don’t you know that bank mistakes are
never cortected? 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
cage that more shame is felt for a blunder
than a crime. In this instance the lad felt a
gense 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.
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113 I
Let people look after their own mis-

- takes,” said Mr. Carman.

hejj:nesT?eW.ls pond_ered these things in hig
. 16 1mpression they made wag too
s'trong ever to be forgotten. ¢ Tt may b
right,”” he 8aid to himself, bt he gid noy 5o
altogether satisfied. | ® norieet
A month or two after the occurrenc | f
tl.lat bank mistake, as- James coulited‘s .
his weekly wages, just received from I\Zir

™, 3
~ Carman, he discovered that he had been paid

h.alf a douar too much. The first impy]

his mind was to return the amount tophisS z .

i)loyer,.and it was on his lip to say, ¢ Y(;ml;
ave given me too much, Sir,” WI;en th

unijorgotten words, ¢ ILet peop1,e ook af :

their own mistakes,” flagshed upon 12?;

’;houghts, and made him hesitate. To hold
2 parley with evil is, in mogst cases, to be

overcome,
¢ s -
| ‘T must thmk about this,” said Jameg, ag
tle pl%t the money into his pocket, ¢7f 1;: is
Crue 1L one case it is true in another. My
aman don’t correct mistakes that pe0pli; "
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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 #4hen. He 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 wunhappily 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 oniy'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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recelving from him any direction. Tt was hi
first sad experience in wrong-doing. But a:
no lack of confidence wag exhibited Ja,
felt reassured in a fow days, S

N gt long afterward Mr. Carman repeated
the same mistake: This time James kept the
half dollar with legg hesitation.

“ Let him' correct his own inista,kes ” said
he, rf};"solutely; ““that’s the doctrine ]:,Le acts:
on with other people, and he can’t complain
1? he gets paid in the coin he puts in cii'cula.
ton. T jubt wanted half a dolar.” T

From that time the fine moral senge of
J ames Lewis was blunted. He had taken a
evil counsellor into hig hea,rt,: who not onl11
de.erened his clear perception of right buyg
stimulated a spirit of covetolisnessmlz,té;zt i
almost every mind—ang caused him to desir-:;l

the possession of thi ey . e :
obtain, 12gs beyond his ability to

lJames had good business qualities, and go
(]gi)eased 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 e%hteen years of age the most responsr'g-
ble position in his store. But . James ha

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 11ad
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 t? be made- in
‘hig favor, but originated them in the V&I‘lefi
and complicated transactions O_f a .laorger busi-
ness in which he was trusted imphcltl}.r ; for,
strangely enough, it had never for ‘ag instant
oceurred to Mr. Carman that his failure to be
just to the letter in dealing might provg a
to this young man. |
Sni::nes grew‘z: sharp, cunning, ajnd, 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 hllghest re-

gard.

i
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Thus it went on until James Lewigas 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 remmoved 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 fiffeen hundred. - Every comfort
that she needed wasg fully supplied, and she
was beginning to feel that after a long and
often painful struggle with the world her
happier days had come. o
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 he was yet observing
him, Mr. Caiman 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 ntight 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 ma,;;? give
relief.””  And he went from the dining;room. -

Mrs. Lewis followed him into the pa‘,ﬂor in
a lijstle while, and sitting down by the sofa on
wthwh he was lying placed her hand upon
hls.head. Ab, it would, take more than the
loving pressure of a mother’s hand to s
the pain from which he was suffering. '.'_[‘\he‘
touch of that pure hand increased the pain to

‘agony. |

“Do you feel better ?’ asked Mrs. Lewis
after she had remained for some time Wiﬂ;
her hand on his forehead. | |

‘““Not much,” he replied ; and rising as ile‘

. 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. ’
MPIE 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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¢«There’s something more than headache ..

the matter with him,” was the thought of
Mrs. Lewis, and the slight feeling of trouble
she had experienced began deepening into a
" ptrange 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

~ veceipt of that letter was renewed and dwelt

on, in order if possible to determine whether

suspicion of wrong-dealing was ente?tﬁined.
' At last his aimless walk brought him into t}.le-
~ neighborhood of Mr. Carman’s st?re, and! in
passing he was surprised at seeing a. hght

Within. ' ; .
© «“What can this mean?’ he agked 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-

L g
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ered, what will be the end of it?

ruin! My poor mother *

Thf.ﬁ. wretched young man bassed on, and
walked the streety for two hours,. When he
re?;urned home, His- mother met him ag he
entered, and inquired, with unconcealed

anxiety, if he were better. He said yes, but

~ Wwith a manner that only inereased 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 bregk.
fast table, struck alarm into her heart, He
was silent, and evaded all hep questions.
While they still sat at the table the door-bell

~ tung loudly. The sound startled James, and

ke Furneq his ear to listen in a nervous way,
which did not eéscape the observation of hig

- mother.,

“Who is it?’ asked Mrs. Lewis, as the
Servant came back from the door.,

fEA gentleman wishes to gee Mr. James,”
replied the girl, - ’

James arose /ins'ta,ntly, and went out into
10 - T

[}
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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.
Strting up, she ran out into the passage, but
James was not there. He had gone away
with the person who had called, and without
aword! -

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 shalllie in the bed he
has made for himself I’ exclaimed Mr. Car-
man, in his bitter indignation. And he did

not hold back in any thing, but made the

J

~ direct Mr.
little near

‘to where the boy st
less silence in the
tor obeyed the ord
to be in the eyes
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exposure of the i
X f the young man’s cri

. | me com rlete.
On the trial he showed an eager desire tolzla,ve

him I
convicted, and presented such an array

of evidence that the i '
he jury could 1
other verdict than ¢ Guif;y.” Horgive ny

. The poor mother was in court, and audible
in lthg silence that followed, came her con,
vulsed sobs upon the ajr, - -
: _ . The idi

Judge then addressed the cnl o ke

‘ ldre prit, and asked
if he had any thing to say Wwhy sentence of-

]tllll;a laj should not be pronounced against
n.  All eyes were turned upon the pale
. - ?

and leane:d against the railing by which h
stood, as if needing the support. | i

CCTRTEIT s
Will it please your honors,’” he said, “to

Carman, my prosecutor, to come a
er, sothat I can look at him and

- Your honors at the same time 2

r. Carman wag directed to come forward

ood. There was a, breath.
court-room as the prosecu- -
er, and came forward go ag
of all. James looked at him
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steadily for a few moments, and then turned
to the judges. | :

¢« What I have to say, your honors, ig this”
—he spoke calmly and distinetly—*¢ 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 T examined a bill by his direction,
and discovered an error of twenty dollars.”

The face of Mr. Carman crimsoned in-

stantly.

¢ Y ou remember it, Isee,” remarked James; .

¢« and I shall have cause to remember it while
Ilive. The error was in favor of Mr. Carman,
and I asked if I should correct the figures,
and he answered, ‘No; let them correct their
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© own mistakes, We don’t i
, ’ ‘L examine bill
f)th;? people’s benefit.’ Tt was my first 1555?1‘
}né ISIEHGSW’ and T never forgot the Wordﬁf1
aw the bill settled, and M - .
. r. Ca, ‘
t;;venty dollars that were not hig '0;1:11&11 It?'kli
: . . Ife
tsh.ocked_ at first; it seemed such a “Wron,
tmllnf. But, soon after, he called mie a simplj
o or handing back to the teller of a bank
ity dollars overpaid on a check |
o | 4(-3 eck; and
(4
Saidl\lffy I ask the protection of the Court ’
- r Carman, appealing to the Judges.
Is 1t true what the lad says?’ asked
presiding judge. | e
Mr. Carman hesitated, and looked hi:on—

| fu 1l eyes were ce
sed. All ] re on his fa s and jlldo es
Dy

Jury, lawyers, and spectators felt certain that

49 .
. N ot‘ ‘ .long afterward,” resumed young
ewis, ““in receiving my wages, I found thai

Mr. i
M Carman had paid me fifty cents too much

lrln was about giving it back to him when I re
embered lps remark about letting people




150 | UNFORGOTTEN WORDS.

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-
viet and have me punished, as the Court
has seen. If he had shown me any mercy
I might have kept silent. But now I inter-
pose the truth, and may it incﬁne you to show

some consideration for the unhappiest being

that is alive to-day.” _
The young man covered his face with his

hands, and sat down ovel'pﬁwered, by his
feelings. His mother, who was near him,
gobbed 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

192

andimmed. - In the silence that followed

Mr. Carman spoke out:

¢ Ia my character to be thus blasted on the

word of a criminal, your honors? Is this
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right? Isthis just? i ) i
citizen finds in tie courit[j';];lrz ;ﬁ’l’l " protesfion a
“Your solemn oath that thig charge is un
true,” said the judge, “will place yo ali
right. Tt was the unhappy boy’s 031?1111
?portunity, and the Court felt bound in hu;fnop-
ity, to hear what he wished to sa,y.”’ o
J ames Lewis stood up again instantly, and
turning his white face and dark piercing,e es
upon Mr. Carman: “Let him take that ‘oyth
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
court-room. -But the judge commanded .
der, and then said to Mr. Carman : .
“The Court offers You the only way of
reparation in its power. Your oath 3;vlll
scatter the allegation of the eriminal to the .
winds. Will you swear 2’ S
Mr. Carman turned with a distressed look
toward his counsel, while Jameg kept his eyeg
fixed upon him. There wag a brief conf:?;r
ence, and the lawyer said, “
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¢ The proceeding is irregular, and I have
sdvised my client to make no response. At
the same time he protests against all this as an
oufrage 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, ‘ -

¢ Tn consideration of yonr 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 ra,ther than commit a
crime 1’ |

And the curtain fell on that sad scene in the
boy’s- hfe When it lifted again and he came
forth from prison a year afterward his mother
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was dead. From the day her pale face faded
from his vision as he passed from the court-
room, he fiever looked upon her again. - '

Ten years afterward a man sat reading a,
newspaper in a far Western town. He had g,
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 meé 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 .

there seemed no way of escape except through
crime a,nd God helpmg me, I will keep it

. to the en
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 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 distinciness, on a common background,
and each reads /the other’s character almost as N

plamly as if it were writtenin a book. Ask
your friend what she thinks of Mrs. or Miss
So-and-So. If she have met her at the sea-
ghore, she will answer without: hesitation, and
offer you aleading 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 pretend.efs, whose
every act gives thel lie to their pretence; the
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jaunty vulgar, who obtrude their lack of cul-
ture and common sense in the faces of all;
and the consciously 1nfer10r, 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. S

The individual referred to wasa young ladjr
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, s.she
" gtood 'individualized, nor that the questhn
which had just come to my ear was frequent-
ly asked. I listened for the answer.

““Don’t you know her ?” 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 ou

- returned the first speaker.

¢ Qne of Levy’s store girls.”

“No!” ‘ ‘

“Yes; I've bought many ‘a dress from
her.”

beat all! Oh, yes, now I recognize her. One
of Levy’s girls ! Isn’t it about time we were
- going home, Kate?’ '

T rather think it is. When it comes to
. being mixed up with this sort of cattle, Tm

132

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-
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 on the arm of a
short, stout gentleman. She was pale and

«“ Now, you don’t say so! Well, it does 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, 2
snickered—I use the right word—and then

stuffed their handkerchiefs in their mouths to

keep from laughing outright. '
“They’ll kill me, 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.”
« Hugh, 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 hearmg, 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 in‘a 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
hanghty and dignified. = The old man re-
garded them in momentary surprlse 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 ?’
was the almost angrysresponse.

“Never in my life. The old brute !”

For a short time, theerxpatmted 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
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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

fill.

due time I learned that my young ladies were
daughters of two Philadelphia merchants,
who had grown rich in trade, and now lived
_ in splendid suburban 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 four dollars a week, oecu-
pying that position at the time of her mar-
riage. Their fathers were known in the com-

-

Tt was my turn to make inquiry, and in-
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munity as shrewd merchants and honorable
men ; not very refined nor well educated—
early culture having been denied ti1em- but
sensible men in the main, and good citi;ens-
m?n. 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 displag;
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 d:aughters, and

mingled with every thread, as the shuttle flow
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 mnatural stock, it would
have required much buddjné and grafting to
get pleasant fruit. | b '

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
thére. They had taken a sofa to the_mselvesl,1
sprea.dlng out their wide sk-irtts, so as tofi

the space which four persons might have cox%-
veniently occupied. The tall, palfe lady, eJ'Evhx-
dently an invalid, came in, %ea,mng on 9
arm of her stout, hearty-looking compa,m.on.
Nearly every seat in the room was occuplei(jl.
They came and stood mnear the sofa filled by
- my fine young ladies, Em and: Kate. I szug
~ the tall lady shrink a little in statu’re, an,

Jean hard upon the stout gentleman’s arm,
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invalid’s arm, to whom she was offering her

chair in that kind, persuasive way, that takeg
no denial, !

““Thank you !—thank you!” answered the
tall lady, in one of the sweetest of voices;
“but T cannot deprive you of a seat.’’

“No deprivation at a. 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 wag nothing intrusive——nothing

- for effect in the girl’'s manner; but a spon-
taneous acting out of the true lady, that wag
really beautiful. A natjve refinement _gave

grace to every movement. Several of those

standing near observed the little scene, and T

saw by their faces a common sentiment of

admiration. The stout gentleman added his .

thanks to those of the lady, and the girl drew

back from observation.
The music and the dancing went on. My
two refined young ladieg

the sofa, their Ileavily

evidently from weakness. He looked co:i-
‘cerned, and glanced around, 7t0.ﬁnd a se'aé‘
bbserving that only these two girls Q_cguple
the large sofa, he said to one of them, in a
po}f?irg?};rou be: kind enough to let this lady
" have a seat with you on the sofa 3_” :
. But neither of them moved an inch. |
“Take my seat,”” I heard a low, gentle
voice say, and turning my eyes from the two

W held their places on
misses, I saw the ‘“store girl’s’” hand on the
- b

flounced, gay silk
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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
oiven 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 wunobtrusively where she
was; but the instinet 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, thab caused many. lips

L
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the.se, _I recognized Mrs. H— wife of |
emment lawyer, and known a; one o(;' tin
.most cultivated, refined, and excellent WO X
in the city. She had been standing for tell::llfl (ZI;
fifteen minutes, while my pinks of gentilit
Wh? could hardly endure to breathe the air y’
W’hl-ch one of “Levy’s store girls”’ respir (];1
sa,t.m forced occupation of twice the 1'01()) et ’
Whlch‘ they were entitled. It so ha,ppeido
.tha,t Mrs. H—— came next on the sofa to th -
n.lteresting young lady, whose humble osie
-f%on was held by Misses Pride and Prgten-
SI00 as a sign of inferiority. I noticed he~
tnrn and recognize her with 3 brighteninr
face, at the same time offering her hand i} .
cordial manner and saying— i S
é‘hWhy, Gertrude ! - Is this you ¢°
ing_,_e sml;ed 111 g,n easy, quiet way, answer-
:: S;t'es, ’r.na,’a,m ; Pm here for a fow days.”’
Pm right glad of it returned Mrg,

 pear me to curve in amusement or contempt.
Three ladies now found room on the gofa,
in the space just occupied by omne. Among

H—. If any ¢
. any one ne i
eds sea air, change,

and recreation, it is vo
| . 1
come down ¥’ ’ Y When aid o
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“Day before yesterday.” o
¢ You must remain as long as possible. |
T ghall have to return day after to-mor-

7)

““No, no, Gertrude ; you must stay the
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

| way—

“Why, bless me, Mrs. H—--—~' HOW ghd

I am to meet you!”’ .
¢“Captain G——1!7 Surprise was in the

voice ‘of Mrs. H——, 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.”

The greeting between the two ladies was
of the most cordial nature, for they were old
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friends, warmly attachéd to each other from
their earliest years, as I learned from What |
passed between them.

Already, the girl who had. beentalking, 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—mno—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 hlS 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——,”’ wag re-
plied.
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The countfy knew them well, the Captain
and the Senator, and held them both in h0p~ |
"orable regard. I advanced a .few steps
nearer, for my interest was increasing. i

¢“Tet 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 Capta,in-lookeg at her
curiously. ¢“Not the daughter of our old
friend Hermann T——%’ |

 «The same,”’ replied Mrs, H—-

“Born a lady, as he was a gentleman,
every inch, from head to foot.” Angd the
bluff, warm-hearted Captain, looked at her

rightening face.

\gl;]i)lz ?’rlgnd Hermann! Im right glad to
~ meet you, for your father's sake. Does she
E: belong to your family ¥’ He turned to Mrs.
. ¢ N<.); Grertrudé stands alohe in the world.”
¢ Alone ¥’
hend this remark. He seemed perplexed.

¢ The daughter of

the Captain did not compre-

o i PR
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“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 ; takmg what she earns as her own,
and as favor of no one.”

I hear 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

fow times, and noticed this young lady at her ™ ®

place behind one of the counters, and the

swht awakened sentiments of respect and
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since then, I have 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; an'd:

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 -
call. Is it too sharply drawn, observant

reader? We leave it with you to decide.

V.

" THE 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 lifa’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. | o
“Have you not missed old familiar faced
since then #’ gaid the‘elder of the two men.
‘““Many,” was answered. ‘“Many. Yet
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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 suﬂ‘er
lng kb

misfortune outside of our business circle is

forgotten 1’

“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. ¥’

“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 L—-.”

“I saw him a few days ago.”

¢«“Ah! Ishein the city ¥’

¢‘Yes, or, rather, in our vicinity.” |
- «There was scarcely .a day, for years be-

fore the ‘panic,” that 1 did not meet him.
# Our houses had many transactions together.
But since that time he glas not once erossed
- my path. He vanished from among ms like

‘“How quickly a man who is thrust by |
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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
v 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. Bl%t it seems that
we were mistaken. He was proud and sensi-
tive ; and felt himgelf, in a certain sense, dis-
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graced by his failure.
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.
I——is one of these. Poor man! I feel sad
when I think about him.”’
~ “When and where did you see him? Tam
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-
mg misfortune in business, shrink away from
among us into almost helpféss obseurity.

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

Some merchants fail .

R
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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. Iwas 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. |
¢¢J have secen 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 busimess 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-

~ give that I stood still, and said to myself:
¢ <1 must know who he is.

“Turning, I Walked slowly along the

street, questlonmg 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-

IS

it I
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- 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.

‘“¢Did you 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 T 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,’ Isaid, 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.

3




178 THE BROKEN MERCHANT.

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 h1m closely, but

'faﬂe‘d to make out his identity. _

¢«¢Inp New York.’ Still I was at fault.

¢ ¢May I ask your name ¥ |

“He raiged his eyes, and looked at me
steadily for a few moments—-steadlly, and I
thought curiously. S

¢ And you have really forgotten me!” A
faint sigh came to my ears. ‘But no wonder,’
he added, in a lower voice; ‘I am mnot as I
was when we met almost daily. Misfortune
breaks a man down, and phanges him rapidly.
My name is L——’

“¢Not of the old firm of T. L— & Co.?

“¢The same.’ My tone of surprise did

" not seem to stir the dead level of his feel- ]

ings
“T took lns hand and helcl it firmly, while

I looked into his wasted countenance with all

the kind interest I felt. .
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¢TIt can’t be possible’ I said. “T.

L "
L L]

¢ ¢TIt 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 might 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 ny
thought went back to that neatly carpeted
counting-room in which you and I have so
often sat with him; to the largé Wa;reh'ouse‘
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 ! | o

¢ ¢Js this business your own ? I asked.

“¢Qh, no!” The answer was quick, as if
. the very question surprised him.

“¢You are paid for attending the office and
taking orders ¥ B -

144 "YBS., . .
- “ ‘Do not think me intrusive, but I would
like to ask as to the salary you get.’

““ His brows closed a little. ‘Three hun-

dred dollars,’ he replied, affer 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 eompetent 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.”

«“¢T don’t know that T 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.yon kept your-
self so entirely aloof from your old friends ?

‘““‘Friends? I have no friends.’

““¢0ld business friends, T mean.>

““‘There are no friendships in business,’ he
replied, contracting his brows.

“ ‘Busmess is business, and friendship
friendship,’ # returned. ‘Bec«mse & 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 wuseless, and no longer
thought of or cared for.’

“He spoke with considerable* bitterness.
I felt #he“trdth of what he said.

“¢THere are many exceptions to this,” was

- Wy answer, ‘as you might have proved long

s
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ago, had you nbt so wholly withdrawn your- dued way. ¢ They are living, and. have been
b

elf from old associations.’ every thing to me.’ o
i «“He shook his head doubtfully. : : They are in Williamsburg ? . ‘

¢ ¢What of your family? I ventured to Yes. We live here. The girls are
ask. I remembered his wife and daugh- tee:?I‘llng )
ters. . The former, a bright, intelligent, rather ) ‘A school ¥ I asked o
faghionable woman ; the latter, two hand- No; Agnes. tez,whes music, and Clara
some, well educated girls, who had only French and drawing.

T

o O

made their way into society a year before
their father’s failure. :

~ «T half regretted the question, it moved
him so strongly. His face, which had shown
no very marked feeling, now falrly rippled
with emotion.

<1 am mot agking from idle curiosity,’
-gaid L - ‘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 itis? I remember Mrs.

" L——, and I remember your daughters Are

they still living ¥
¢ was sincere, and he could fiot help feel-

ing it.
RS ‘Yes iﬂ”tha,r_ll«:t God P he rephed in a sub-

5 Sy

“‘New York is a better place for them,’
said L ‘ A

“‘It might be; but we cannot afford to
live there.

“He 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.

“‘Iwill see you again, Mr. L—,” gaid I,
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.”’

1
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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 fhea,rtaehe,” he
said, at length. “I1 remember Clara and
Agnes very well. They were lovely, attrac-
tive girls; the reigning belles for a season.
But little over two years have goue by, and
‘now they are-humble teachers toiling in ob-
seurity 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 not so good as the
one that was held by Mr. L——-. Wﬂl it be
‘my turn next?’ :

“It is well,”” sald 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, regolutely.
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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 eleetion for President
of the A—— Insurance Company on next
Monday. L~—— 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.,” f

“We will "’ wis the resolute answer.
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Where there is a wi}l there is 'usually the
way. A week from | the time our Kkind-
hearted merchant met | Mr. 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 hig 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 S&ld
quletly

“I have taken part in it,” rephed the mer-
“chant.

L—— gragped his hand, held it t1ght1y for

a few moments, and then, as tears fe]l over

his cheeks, said, in a broken vowe,

“God bless you I’

The merchant had his reward at that
moment in full measure, shaken down and
running over.

VI

NOT THOUGHT OF.

“D1p you notice that face, Mr. Long ?’

“Ldid. It struock 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 dancmg with that g1r1 at Newport,
Mr. Hartley #°

“Yes, you. But, judging from her appear-
ance to-day, I scarcely think she Wﬂl have
that honor next season.?”

““I think not, Sir. But, pray, who is she i

“You have not forgotten the Parrys ¢’

““The Parrys! And is that Kate Parry (34

49 Yes » .

“Is it possible? Why, I haven’t thought
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of the Parrys for a long time. Kate Parry! I

- declare! Tt is sad to see a come-down hke

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\the dead.”

“Kate Parry! Really, 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 eareworn, or toﬂworn, her
face was !”’ : "

- ¢T read it as careworn and toﬂworn bot

“Have you seen her before?’

“ Not since her family went out from the old
~ circles they once helped to brighten with their

]
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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 gince 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-
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ness of her face, to which you refer, touched
" me like a rebuke.”

““Do you'think she knew us?’

“T 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.” |

“Yes; but I thmk she knew us. Indeed,'
hi am sure of if.

““ Did you notice the street at which she left
the car ¥’

Tt was at Twentieth street ?

~ Some mmutes passed before either of the men
spoke again, then the one named Hartley said :

“I have cause fo 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 amouni;
than the month’s resources, that I became

_geriously embarrassed. Therewas one day in

EY

o®
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particular—I shall never forget it—on which
I'had ten thousand dollars fo meet in bank,
besides sundry items of borrowed money to
adjust. The previous day had been a heavy
one, and also tpe one preceding that; 50 that
my means of raising money were well nigh
exhaustéd. 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. Oceasionally, when. short, I had
borrowed of Mr. Parry ; and a few times had
reciprocated the favor. I had been to him
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
bhe held out hisx hand.

“You look excited,
Mz, Hartley.’ -

¢ ¢TIt is hard for a man in my situation not
to feel excited,” I answered, frankly.

¢ ¢ Any gpecial trouble ? he inquired.

¢¢<J 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 R T Rt

~
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“I shook my ‘head, saying, ‘Tve already
raised seven thousa,nd to-day, and 'beyond this
I cannot go.”

““‘Then I must get it for you. 8it down a
moment.” And away he went. In less than
ten mlhutes 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.’ ~‘
¢TI 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 I’ returned the other, warmly.

“But this ﬂeetmfr vision of Kate is my
13
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reminder of duty.
‘Parry. Why didn’'t I speak to the girl, and
agk about her father? I may now search for
them for weeks in vain.”’

“Isn’t Kate home yet?’ asked a man,
sgpeaking 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, and bending close to it, in order to
see her work distinctiy. |

“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!” And the woman’s
* hands, that held the work close to the light

fell into her lap, as she bent her head to

‘ligten. }

I must see after Mrx. .

s R o
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There was heard a qmck hght step on the |
stairs. Then the door opened, and the object
of their solicitude entered. 4

“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 aiways

- unti six o’clock ¥’

““That is the rule.
six o’clock.”

The father canght his breath between a sigh
and a sob. L

- ¢“1 don’t think T shall have to stay so
late.”” The voice of Kate betrayed an anx-
ious feéling. -

¢ Why‘not P |

“ Bugsiness 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.

All the girls work until

It this is so I shall have to leave; for I am
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i

not a rapid folder, and came in a,m’ong‘ the
atest who were employed.”

“I don’t know that I shall be sorry.”” The

sick man spoke in a sd, desponding way.
~ “Not sorry, father I’

““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 am
young and strong.””

“Young and strong !

sick man’s head against her. “You are get-
ting better fast, and will soon be well again.”
“Well again !’ he gaid, mournfully “Not
in this world, Katy.””
““Oh, yes, you will.

“You couldn’t stand up a month ago, and now
you can walk across the room.”

e S T s o

I can see that you are
growing stronger and better all the while.--

Oh, Kate!” And
his voice quivered and chokqd

“You mustn’t give way in this manner,
father,” said Kate, tenderly, as she drew the

i
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But he shook his head in a sad, desponding
way. o '
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
fea. . | |

“We have no friends,” was the sick man’s
gloomy answer.

“Who were they ?’ asked the mother, a
flush of interest coming frito her face.

“Mr. Hartley and Mr. Long.”

“Did they know you?’

“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

»
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faces, but I think they were not fully assured
of my identity.” _ |
‘““Hartley has cause to remember me. I

saved him, once, from inevitable ruin. But -
such things are forgotten in a day. Dear,

dear! TIt1s a heartless world !”

“In what way did you save him, father ?’
Kate spoke with awakening interest.

“T lent him money to take up his notes,
~ when he was in the last extremity.”
““Did he pay you back ¥’
“0, yes. But the obligation remains. ”

This was the family of Mr. Parry, to whom

~ the two men in the cary had referred. S#on
after Mr. Parry’s Efailure 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 bmdery, and the trifle that Mrs.

Parry could earn with her needle. Mr.
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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, her 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, she
felt ‘strongly impelled to go to him, and tell
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of their great extrémity. “She even went so
far ag to turn her steps toward that part of
the city in.which he had his store. But she
checked her feet, aftér going for the distance
of 4 block, saying:

““ No—no. . Not that! I cannot do it.>’

And retracmg her steps, she hurried back

towards the Park, where she entered a car,
~and took her way homeward, feeling so

utterly hopeless, that she counld 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 7’ 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.

“Iam glad to meet you,” and Mr. Hartley
offered his hand in a kind, frank Way
“How is your father ¢’
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“Bick 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! DI'm really
grieved. I have cause to remember yopur
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 ?’

Kate gave the number of the house in
which they occupled two rooms.

“Tell your father, that T will see him 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! O dear !’ broke out the father,
in a weak, fretful voice. ‘“What shall we
do? I wishI was dead !

““Now why will you talk so?’ said Kate,
going quickly to his side, and laying her arm
around his neck. ¢If one means faﬂs God

~will provide another.”

“He hasn’t provided very We]l so far,”
was the querulous answer. o

“H-u-s-h! There, don’t say that again, dear
father!’ and Kate laid her fingers lightly on
his lips.
think I’ve got a word of hope for your ears.”

““What is it?’ And his pale, wasted face

was upturned to hers.
““Isaw Mr. Hartley again to- day 7
“Where?’ He looked at her narrowly.
. ““In the car as I was coming home. And
he spoke to me.”

“It isn’t good—it isn't best. I

LR Ay R e
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¢ What did he say %’

“ 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 mot dead to all feelings
of gratitude.”

‘““He is not, you may be sure; and you
will say so when he ‘calls to-night,”’ answered
the daughter, confidently. She had looked

“infto the man’s face and heard his voice, and

she knew that generous purposes towards
her father were in hig 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 faﬂmg self-possession, and then burst
into tears.

“How'wrong it is to fret yourself in this
way, Mr. Parry!”. His old business friend
took his hand, and spoke with kindness and

-

R
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sympathy. “I know well that if disease
had not robbed you of strength, you would

- long ago have returned to the place in which

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 physmla,n 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 obllga,tlon you
once laid me under?’

“It is. not in John Pairy to remind any
man of an obligation,” answered the weak,
trembling invalid, proudly..

““Nor in John Hartley to forget an ‘obli-
gation. Good-night, Sir!” | |

And the visitor arose, in an agitated man-

~ner, and left the room.

In less than a Week the smk man Was |

~u
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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 temedies, and he was
beginning to look hopefully into the future.

“I feel as if I should be a man again,
Kate.”’ . o

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 hopefal .of new friends
from amid the old circles, who took a warm

dnterest 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.

T TR e e
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Men of business! you are too forgetful of
those whom misfortunes press out of your
quickly closing eircies! 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 mow, in the saddest extremity, to the
relief of which you would go instantly 1f you
knew of its existénce. But how are you to
know, if you’ never think of, or ask for
them ¢




VII.
'LONG AFTERWARDS.

“Your coldness hurt Mrs. meoln,” said
one lady to another.

“I'm gorry,” answered the lady to whom
the remark was addressed ; but the admission
of a regret was not made with any feeling.

“Why do you treat her with such a distant
reserve, Mrs. Arnold? I’ve noticed this a
number of times.
‘We all like her exceedingly.””"

The eyes of Mrs. Arnold fell to the floor,
and her 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 spoke, and |
the closing sentence was uttered with a smile. -

St ARl eyt Sy weere . e
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She’s an excellent lady.
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“In that you may be right,” said Mrs.
Arnold, half smiling in return. |
- ““Then there is a felt repulsion #’

“Yes.”

“Icall 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. Imust get
you into a nearer relation to Mrs. Lincoln. »

“T would prefer remaining at my present
distance,”” replied Mrs. Arnold.

¢ VVhy2 There must be a rea,son for tl:us.”

“I don’t like her.”

“Mrs. Arnold! I'm surprised to hear you
speak so decidedly. Mrs. Lincoln admires
you; DIve heard her say so, often; and
wants to know you more intimately than she
now does.” |

. ““That she never will, ’m thinking !”’ |

Mrs. Arnold’s brows began to gather

darkly.
14
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¢ 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, “I've

got an old grudge against her. There wasa

time when it would not gratify her social
prlde 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 paunsed, 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. Thusit stands: I was a quick, intelli-
gent child, but very sensitive, Mrs. Lincoln
vigited my mother, and I often met her in the
parlor, when company was present. She
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was a beantiful 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 hiiman

weaknesses, quoted a couplet from Pope:

*‘The love of Praise, howe'er conceal’d by art,
Rules, more or less, and glows in every 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 mto
Mrs. Lincoln’s face:

‘It is reigns, ma’am.’

H
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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.

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, te 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-
straction 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 éom-
pany, for either Mrs. Lincoln, or some one of
the ladies who had been present when she re-

I went out, with hot cheeks and

i e T P
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buked me, was almost sure to be of the num-
ber. | |

““Tt 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 mé 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. - L -

“ 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
ceaged. ““Mrs. Lincoln spoke from a sud-
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den sense of wounded pride, and no doubt
repented, in the next calm n soment. 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. No—no, my
friend. 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 foar of the storm.™

“I shall let her go her way through the
world,”’ replied Mrs. Arnold, coldly. ¢ Tt ig
wide enongh for us both. That I have not
eought 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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gion. But, I can never feel pleasant in her
eompeny, and shall, therefore, keep her at a
distance.” :

A few days after this conversatmn, 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 yea,rs,
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 #’ .

“J do; and as one of the regretted things
of my life. She was a dear little girl.; eweet
tempered and intelligent—but, a trifle for-
ward, and apt to putin a word now and
then, in so mature a way, that innocence on
her part sometimes seemed like forwardness.
Yes; I remember her correction; and that I
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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 80 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 hps »

(43 When 92

“Only a few‘days since.”’ .

‘“ And she hags. carried the memory of that

hasty rebuke rankhng in her heart ever
gince #’ |

I

There was a tone of sadness in the voice of
Mrs. Lincoln.

‘““Ever since,” sa.id the lady. « It hurt

ker sensitive pride to a degree that made

forgetfulness 1mp0351ble and it hurts her
St]]l 2

“Ah! if we could so recall our hasty

words, as to take away their power to do
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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, alag! alag! T set an evil

‘impulse in motion, and it is hurting still.
‘But whére 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 seemg 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.”’

¢ Extraordmary? I could not have be-
heved 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 1

“T wish it were possﬂole for you to get
near her, Mrs. Lincoln, and let her feei 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 ex1stence I

will have no peace until itiis level with the

earth. It was my hands that bmlded it, and
my hands shall takg, down every stone of sep-

. -aration.”’

;o

———aa

““There is a lady in the parlor,”” gaid a
servant, coming to the door of Mrs; Arnold’s
room. ‘¢ And here is her card, ma’am.”’
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rs. 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, sl-le
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. .Shel
sat in quite a disturbed state for some time,

‘befcte 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 tha,t. the
pain had not -yet died out of her conscious-
ness. ,
The two ladles stood face to face, and-hand
in hand. The name of Mrs. Arnold had been |
spoken Warmly ; that of Mrs. Linqolr; with an
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almost repelleht coldness. There were a few

moments’ silence. Mrs, Lincoln said—

“Your mother wa$ 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,

““Oh, if I had dreamed of their power to
hurt so deeply, I would have sought, years
+ ago, to repair the wrong.”

This was unexpected. There was ho tlme
to reconstruct the barrier which M. Lmooln
had suddenly thrown down. No time to
gather up the broken chain of ill- will and
- umﬁe the links. The tender and true in Mrs.
Arnold’s heart responded. She was softened
t.o tears. Her mother’s name had touched her
like a talisman. My best friend ; I loved
‘ he;- as a sister.” These words disarmed
her. - ‘

““ Let the past be forgotten I’ she answered,

:
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resolutely, as she closed her hand tightly on

the hand that was clasping hers.
«Forgotten and forgiven both, my dear |

Mrs. Arnold, so that we may be 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 percéived in you something con-
genial. And now, may I not receive from
your hps a kiss of forgiveness?’

Mrs. Arnold bent toward her.

“Tet it be genuine,”’ said Mrs. Lincoln.
And it was. In that kiss the old pain of

- wounded pride was extingnished. How long,

it had rankled!
A sihgle hasty ill-spoken word, what years

of bitterness may it not give to some weak
heart! We fling out hard sentences, in the
heat of sudden anger, that may hurt like ham-
mer-strokes ; and, in most cases, forget that
guch blows were given. But they have made
memory, against us, retentive by pain.

-
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'SOMEBOD,Y;

““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 famﬂy‘ of
Perkinges ¥’

““1 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 ¥’
411 Yes »
‘“ He’s bought that property.”’ -
‘“Ah! then he must have afew spare dol-
. lars. What is his business 2’
“‘ He has none, I believe.”
““ A retired merchant, I presume.”

~ womanly softness.

SOMEBODY. 223

« 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 thata
face, once seen to be remembered ? What a
brilliant pair of eyes ! full of fire and feeling.

 And such a complexion! Asthe poet would

say—

“¢TLike the apple-tree blossom
From the dew-fountains fed,
Is the bloom of her cheek,
‘With its white and its red.’

VThin, wide nostrils, and lips of which a

sculptor might dream! Ah! that is a face of
- exquisite perfection.”

‘“ Beautiful, certainly ; yet to me it faﬂa in
She ca,rrles her head a

 little too proudly.”

‘“ Conscious superiority eannot always hld.e .

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-

(9 .
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94 SOMEBODY.

‘ : - 4 '
ferent result. We forgive in some what we
never tolerate in others.”’

- “Did yéu see that ¥’ asked the other, his |

tones expressmg surprise.

11 I dld. »” )

“ What do you think of it ¢’

A young lady, well known to both of the
| gentlemen who were conversing, had just
been preseted 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, her.eyes
looked coldly into the crimsoning face of the
modest girl who stood before her. Conscious
superiority was stamped on attitude and ex-
pression. A

“Tt 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. SoI

explmn it.”

- SOMEBODY. . 225

“ 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 toa more in-
timate acqguaintance 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.

15

‘knew it,”” was said by another, as he looked
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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.”
«“T don’t know Real Worth 18 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. Butmen dow’t always, in the outer .

- aspect, reveal their true quality.”

 “Who is this Perking?’ The question
was put to a third person, who came up at
the moment. I

_SOMEBODY. 22‘7

“A retired shoemaker, or leather-dealer,

whichever you will.”
““No!I”

“It’s a fact, and nothmg to his dlscredlt
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 handsome fortnne which he is now en-

joying.””
‘¢ 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 hve opposite the Per-'

Kinses ¥’
< Y‘es-”
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998 SOMEBODY.

“ And in a far humbler manner.”’

“Yes. Mr. Langdon is poor, and Mary
gives lessons in musie, French and Italian, in
order to lighten the burdens that rest upon
her father.” 5

‘“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

SOMEBODY. 299

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 megnt to bring the two
young ladies in contrast. |

She smiled, and said, ¢“ Yes.”

““How were you pleased ¢

+ ¢“The reading of that volume,” she rephed
in her sweet unobtrusive way, ¢i 18 a thing to

~be remembered. To me it was a rare pleas-

-ure )
‘“He dra,ws his characters Wlth great

- gkill.”

“Yes,” she answered ; “with a skill that
makes them stand out, iﬁdividuaﬁied, 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 ne’ beauty, born of the splmt

flushed her gentle face.

- ““And all men, too,’s was answered ; “for
such. an ideal in the d of a woman, must

lift her, in some degree, aPove selfishness and -

conventionality, makmg her more worthy of

becomes, the more surely will man rise to
h:l'lgher and purer altitudes.”

““What do you call her mission?’ here
broke in Migs Perkingy smartiy. “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,
Misg Langdon said :

“I have read many descriptions of St.
Peter’'s at Rome; but never had the wvast
interior so clearly represented to my mind as
in this book. And the remarkable thing

SOMEBODY. 931

. 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 the face 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. '
~ “De you sing, Miss Perkins?’ asked one
of the group. |

“No, 8ir,”” was answered, with a slight toss
of the head, and an air meant to convey the
1mpressmn that she thought singing a vulgar
accomplishment.

“You play; I have heard you.”” And
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which she pounded expressionless, through a

the ﬁmng lady was taken to the piano, on
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
sndden stillness in the room, when the first
chords of music ran through it with an
emphasis ; but, in a littie 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 reqilest

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
1o 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-

i
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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 wuntil the last notes died. Then
words of praise, or expressions of delight,
passed from lip to lip. Miss Perkins heard
them, and they stung her pride. ‘

“ Nothing but a teacher I’ 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 mateh to her gquick feel-

3 &
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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 /h,pneyéd shape. Her face burrft
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 had aiready been drawn towmds R

Miss Perkins. -
“] know it WELS,” 'she answeled “but

the shallow upstart provoked me beyond
endurance. You heard her remark about

Mary Langdon?’ ¢ No.”
¢« She 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 1’ "

¢ That was rather sharp.”
¢« Tt was the mean snarling of a little soul.

§
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- Who and what is she, I wonder? A shoe-

maker’s daughter! Pve 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 fa,ther,’ 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 h1gh]|y educated,
honorable . gentleman, for all that Miss
Perkins! Pah! What is she m herself ¢
She has but little mind ; is poorly educated ;
has no real accomplishments ; 1swvu1crar a,nd |

* badly behaved in the street, and in public

places ; is proud, vain, and se}f-concelted.
Why, she hasn’t a claim beyond a certain
i:aking style of beauty—taking, fmean, 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&@me, da.sh-
ing, pretentious Miss Perkins ¥’

“Itis.” |

¢I thought her somebody.” _

““ And you find her just—mnobody !’

‘“ 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
glltters »

v LA n : e
ot e e = R

AR

| .
l, i
5

=

-

i

oot T e S ST T
S =L T
T

Bkat 53

THE END.
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