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CHAPTER I.
WAS IT REALLY LOVE?

HE sunshine was hot between the April showers,
and the rude, rickety door-stones (they could
hardly be called door-steps) of the old farm-
house to which, they led, were wet and dry

. almost at the same moment, happening at the
moment in which our story opens, to be dry; the fickle
clouds had scattered, and the sun was shining with pretty

mnearly midsummer heat. It was about noon-day, and the
-young girl who had been busy all the morning digging in

thg flower-beds that lay on either side a straight path run-
ning from the front door to the front gate, suddenly tossed
aside her bonnet, and flung herself down on the steps. She
was tired, and rather lay than sat ; and a pleasant picture
she made, her flushed cheek on her arm, the cape, lately
tied at her throat, drawn carelessly to her lap, her tiny
naked feet sunken in the grass, and all her fair neck and
dimpled shoulders bare. .

Close to the wall on either side the steps grew a pair
of twin rose-bushes, and these were partly lying down, too,
so that but a narrow entrance was left between them, wide
enough, however, for only a few grand visitors presumed to
seek admission at the front door. A young peach-tree
spread out its thrifty branches over bushes, steps, and
all, and in its grateful shadow the rustic girl rested, quiet
as the shade ; and as she thus rested, her heart full of sweet
dreams and fancies, no doubt, the head of a snake, flat, and
colored like old rusty copper, pushed itself up through a
crack in the stones, almost bsgneath her hand, and glowly,

( :




-

10 THE BISHOP'S SON.

ring after ring, drew itself out. A moment, and the head,
swollen from its first flatness, was high in the air, and the
slender and bluigh throat curving itgelf lower. and lower,
nearer and: nearer to the fair, smooth shouldeér benéath.

Is it true that nature has instincts for all the crises of life ?
Perhaps so. At any rate, it was thus imported in this
instance. The helpless girl seemed rather to know, than to
perceive, her danger ; she did not move a muscie, not when
the clammy head touched her shoulder, nor yet, when feel-
ing its sly way along, it stopped at her throat, and lay with
all its black length wriggling and throbbing against her side,
but with thought and breath suspended, and consciousness
narrowed to one awful chance, waited, hardly knowing that
she waited, hardly knowing anything. She remembered
afterward that a mountain’s weight séemed to be upon her,
and that she had been restrained from motion by some power

quite independent of herself. - She did not hear the lifting of -

the gate-latch, nor the footstep that came up the path: she
heard nothing, saw nothing, felt nothing, till the mountain’s
weight was gone, and, standing up, she saw the snake, with-
out its head, writhing and twisting to stiff, knotty rings, in
the bloody grass at her feet, » '

‘She saw this, and knew that she was saved, and then a
blind dizziness came upon her, and she fell to the ground,
. guite swooned away. ' -

When she came to herself, a young man, whom till then
she had never seen, was kneeling at her side and fanning her
with his hat, a broad-brimmed palm-leaf. She had never
- seen him, and yet she gave him her hand confidently ; the
heart had recognized him. = . ‘

And here we may as well say a word or two of these
young persons. The girl lived with her widowed mother in
the old, but somewhat: pretentious farm-house, on the door-
steps of which we have introduced her. She was at-that
charming period when the look of the woman is borne up
from the heart of the child, like the lily from the wave, and,
in her way, she was beautiful ; but, being born of a race of
rugtics, she; of course, knew more of hard work than of the
schoolmaster, and was quite lacking in the intellectual cul-
ture which gives to beauty its highest and most enchanting
expression, Her name was Margaret Fairfax.

The young man was almost a stranger in the neighbor-
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hood, having within a few days past, hired to the mistress
of a sheep and dairy farm, a Mrs Whiteflock, whose hilly
grounds adjoined those of Mrs. Fairfax: She had a husband
whom she managed, together with her other property, but
of hiin, hereafter. The name of the stranger was Samuel -
Dale. - He had ‘been commissioned that morning to return
home a crowbar, which Mrs. Whiteflock had borrowed of
her neighbor, and as he ¢ame up the door-yard- path, with
the bar on' his shoulder, felt suddenly the blood stand still
and freeze in his veins. He comprehended at a glance the
whole situation, and was master of it. Sliding the iron bar
from his shoulder to the ground, and slipping his feet from
out their stiff shoes, he came with the stealth of a leopard,
and seizing the reptile by the tail, gave it one wild whirl,
ending with a _jerk so violent and sharp, as to snap off the
head, and send it half across the door-yard. .

To one who saw only the outward man, thig stranger
would not, perbaps, have been especially prepossessing ; he
possessed neithcr gracefulness of motion, nor handsomeness
of proportion, nor yet that brilliancy of intelligence which
speaks for a man while he is silent, and bespeaks his man- -

- hood. He was large of person, and ungainly of limb, a

laborer born to labor, and as yet, contented with his lot. The
conventional proprieties of life seémed to him but impedi-
ments and hindrances ; he would have nothing of them ; the
flail and the scythe were pleasanter to his hand than'a glove
or a book ; in short, he was altogether in the rough, but he
bad a large soul, a sweet and sound heart, and was honest
through and throngh. ) - o |
‘Don’t be afeared ! it’s all over now 1"’ hesaid to Margaret,
as she opened her eyes and looked at him, but it was bashful-
ness, and not terror, that intimidated her; an angel could
not have seemed fairer than he, to her, just then, and she

_replied to his'encouragement with a smife and a blush.

- He lifted her in hig strong arms, carefully and. tenderly
as though she had been a baby, and placed hér on the grassy
border of the path in which she had fallen; and having done

-this, drew away and stood gazing upon her with such rever-

ence, apparently, as the devout worshipper feels in the
presence of the Virgin. - S ‘

_He 'was quite unconscious of the reptile lying at his feet,
till Margaret, seeing that its slim tail was still quivering and
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beating the ground, motioned him away. His face flushed
scarlet, and his voice trembled with outraged feeling as he
said, twisting his beard on his fingers — ** Cuss the devilish
thing! think of it— in such a place, too.”” Margaret dropped

" her eyes, and hastily adjusted her cape. .She was not sorry
he had cursed the snake, but she wished he had not said
cuss.

He had his heel on the creature now, and was admonish-
ing it on this wise: * You infernal blue-bellied son of perdi-
tion, I reckon you won’t frighten the like o’ her again!’’
nodding toward Margaret. ¢ No! not while Sam Dale can
handle a crowbar. 1 only wish you had twenty lives so that
I might whisk ’em all out of you]’”’ Then, addressing
Margaret : ‘“ Don’t you s’pose his nasty black wife is keepin’
house there under the door-stone 7 Maybe there is a young
brood comin’ on, too!’’ And seizing the iron bar, he set
to work, prying the stones away.

The mate was discovered directly, sure enough, with three
young copperheads in her embrace. *“ Don’t be afeared, my
Daisy, don’t be afeared !’’ he kept entreating, with eyes
fixed upon Margaret, the while he crushed one of the vile
things after the other, and tossed it from the end of his bar,
over the fence, into the highway.

“I am not afraid, not with you near me,” Margaret
answered ingenuously. There was no frembling, no terror
now, and even the first bashfulness was beginning to give

“way. Itseemed to her that her new friend might not only
stand between her and the present danger, but also between
her and all the dangers in the world. She had never in her
life experienced such a sengg of quiet security and protec-
tion, not even with her mother. She reposed in his presence
as in a comfortable shadow, and would have had the time
stand still while she listened ; for this stranger seemed
strangely near and dear to her, the very sweetest of her
friends, _ -

He talked continually, and mostly about the little affairs
of his daily life and observation, using strange words and
bad grammar, but she did not tire of his talk. Somehow,

+ she knew not how, it fed her, and she was satisfied. She
- knew directly all about his brave, old grandfather who fought
in the Revolution; all about his .mother, and her curious
way of dreaming out truth; all about his stardy brother
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| Ned, who was a blacksmith, and all about handsome Phil,
- who was lost at sea. Of himself, she knew almost the entire

history. He had been born in poverty, and was poor yet,
bat willing te work, and confident of achieving success.
Mrs. Whiteflock was paying him high wages, he said, twenty
‘dollars a month, and that would soon make a fine start for a
young fellow.

It was like play to work for Mrs. Whiteflock. She was
80 good-natured and kind-hearted, and next to attending her,
he was fond of attending her sheep. ¢ I like to set among
’em,”” he said, *“ and think about things,”’

‘““Aboat your work, 1 suppose,” answered Margaret,
archly.

‘ Sometimes,” he replied, with almost sad sincerity, *“ and
sometimes about the time when I shall have a flock of my
own and a honse like the parson’s, yonder, may be, with a
daisy at the winder, bloomin’ all for me, I like to. think
them'things, and’’ (he glanced at Margaret) ¢« I've always
got the picter of some little daisy in my heart,”

His eyes, so large, so full of gentle innocence and truth,
reminded her of the eyes of an ox, and she eould have
stroked his beard and put her'arm around his neck, just as
she had done many a time with some favorite of the field,
She had felt his remark to be almost, if not quite, personal,
and yet she had not blushed, nor picked at her apron, nor
looked down ; on the contrary, she had looked straight in
his face, and returned his smile. ¢ You mustn’t tell any-
body,”” she said, ‘‘that you always have one picture or
another in your heart, because we girls are selfish, and when
we give our pictures, hike to think that no other will ever
have the same place.” S .

“Mustn’t I 7 then I’m sorry that I told you. I’m always
wrong when I want most to be right.”’ :

‘ Of course not ; who would like to suppose she was going
to be put aside for the first pretty face you happened to
meet ! I wouldn’t, I’'m sure!”’

““ Some faces couldn’t be put aside very easy for a prettier
one, but I reckon the more I say about such things, the more
blunders I'll make.”” Ile added the closing words, perhaps,
in deference to the grave, not to say frowning brow of Mar-

garet, and afier a moment, went on apologetically : ¢ I’'ve
2 . .
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gotto say just what'I thmk if Isay anythmg ; women don’t,
I reckon; they are all artfal like, aint they ? "’

Margaret shook her head, but smxled at once admitting ’

and denying the: accusatlon

¢80 I've done wrong,’’ lie resumed,; speakmg as if to him-

self. “Well, F might’er knowed I Would for I’ve foreseen
one thing eversince I come to be a man ; T’'ve foreseen that
I should never set to work the right way to gather my daisy,
not even when I had it within reach o’ my hand.”’

¢ What makes you think so? .The daisies must wait, you

know, and who comes first gets the fairest; they all grow -

to be gathered, 1 suppose.””.
‘“ Yes, but I shall tread on mine, in my eager awkward-
ness, or lose it somehow, it’s all been' foreshadowed | **
Margaret smiled.
- You laugh but I have knowed it a good many year ;
in the main, I can see how it will all be ; ever since I have
stood here, 1 have seen it as plain a& you see the shader of
that peach tree : and speakin’ of shaders, I'see by their slant
that the noon spell is over; I must go.”” And he began to
draw on his coat which he had thrown aside for his battle
with the snakes, humming to himself the Whl]e, the fragment
of a spiritual song, beginning thus : — ‘

% The day is a-wasting, wastingﬁwasting,

) The day is a.-wastmﬁ night is near;
Lord, in the twilight, Lord, in the deep night
Lord, in the mi mght, be thou near,”

Ma.rga,ret wag shocked ; he was smgmg this sa.nctlﬁed
hymn to the tune of High Betty Martin 17’

“Did you know,”’ she said, ‘ that was a church hymn I

Yes, the young man had sung it a thousand times at quar-

terly a.nd camp meetings, and he thought it was ‘‘“mighty

purty.”’
“ But you didn’t sing it to that chked da.nclng tune ! 7
« Why,” he said, looking tenderly upon her, ¢ hasn’t

some o’ them pious old men, Wesley, or some of ? em, said.

the devil oughtn’t to have all the good tunes 7 7
“T don’t know what anybody has said,” Margaret
answered, ‘‘ but don’t you ever again sing that good hymn
to that bad tune ; tell me you won’t.”’
‘* Not for the world if it offends you!’’ and his manner
. 3
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as he said this had all the grace of a courtier, because it had
all the simple sweetness and grace of nature. .

¢ Not for the reason that it offendsme,” Margaret replied
“but for the reason that it offends Heaven.”” . She went
close to him as she spoke, and laid her hand llghtly on his
arm ; big, strong, sturdy as he was, he was trembling. " -

‘1 promise,” he said, bending low to her upturned face,
(he did not touch even a hair of her head), and speaking
almost in & whisper — 1 promlse promise sacredly.”

Margaret did not dig any more in the flower-beds that
day. She had new matter for thought in her little heart.

It was market-day, and her mother was gone to town with
eggs and butter and other things which they were used to
sell once in the week, bringing homo in their stead such arti-
cles of household and personal comfort and adornment as
need or fancy suggested. . Margaret expected nothing for -
herself on this spectal day, indeed she had always. the lesser
share, but no expectation could have augmented the interest
with which she awaited her mother’s return. She-had such
great news to telll So much to say about Samuel Dale
If her mother could only see him! if she could only hear
him sing ““ The day is a-wasting '’ to a real camp-meeting
tune ! Perhaps this delightful consummation might yet

., come about. When or how, she did not inquire, for all her

mind was in a sweet confuslon of enthusmsm, dreamy, vague,
enchanting. i

A benediction seemed to have fa.llen upon the old house,
and everything about it, and she looked upon it all ‘with new
and placid satisfaction. Shemade haste to put the chimney-
corner, the dresger, the work-table and the tea-table in order,
agamst the return of her mdther, she said.to her heart, but
it answered, I am stirred with a new inspiration, I am come
uy from childhood to womanhood, I am in a new world, and
that is why your hand is so cheerfully busy. ‘When she
came to her own little ciamber, the chamber she had neglected
and almost despised for its humbleness, she sat on the low

bed a long time, musing softly.

From the east window she coufd see . Mrs ‘Whiteflock’s
fields, and she held the view an attraction now, the hills
covered with sheep, the dark. woods beyond,-the square

-brick house with its many windows and porches, the gray -

weather-beaten barn, the stone smoke-house, prison-like and
dark — everything was pleasing, nay, more, beautiful.
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By and by she arose and fell to searching old drawers, and e

climbing to unaccustomed shelves, a little love ditty sing-
ing itself as she did so. She was intent on the adornment
of her chamber. Her mother’s wedding petticoat, bestowed
upon her in her doll-baby days, would make curtaing for the
small windows, and here was some silk stuff for pin cushions ;
here some books of pictures that would garnish the table,
there a white counterpane, so much nicer than the patch-
work quilt, and at last, O, treasure of freasures, a cracked
china pitcher that would sérve as a vase for lowers |

How nimbly her fingers flew ; how nimbly her feet ; and
when all was done, and a cup of daisies placed on the table,
no princess ever experienced more pleasure in her royal
apartments. :

~She had never felt half the beauty of daisies till now,

She wondered at her former dullness. -Perhaps she had
trodden on their meek little faces sometime. She could
have cried to think of it. Henceforth they should share her
regard, claim indeed her tenderest and best. '

Her hair she dressed with careful attention, not that she

expected to see Samuel Dale again that day, not at all. .

And yet the careful dressing was forhim. Her frock seemed

to her dull and common, and she tied over it a little coquet-

tish apron of white muslin, and at last, just for a moment’s
pleasure, she put on her Sunday boots and laced and tied
them round Her slender ankles ; but to wear these of a week
day was not to be thought of. She surveyed herself in the
glass with smiling satistaction. Could Samuel but have seen
her thus! ‘

It was near. sunset when the market cart came rattling
down the hill. Margaret was at the gate in 2 moment, but

she no sooner saw her mother sitting straight and formal in

her chair, her long veil drifting over her shoulder, and her
shawl of black silk pinned precisely across her bosom, than

Samuel receded. somewhat; but when, without smiling or -

glackening the rein, she drove into the yard, and down the
gravelled way, and Margaret perceived a new umbrella,
with an ivory stick and a border of crimson, together with
a willow work-basket, embellished with streaks of yellow
and green, beside her in the cart, her faltering courage

almost misgave her, IHer mother, always a person of con-

sequence in her eyes, seemed invested with new dignity.

‘l'““‘t 1
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“i)élight overcame her, however, when she really had the

'ﬁ‘.‘bfasket in her hands, and holding it up and turning it about,

that she might take in all its artistic elegance at'once,
she cried, “ A perfect beauty! Where did you find it,
mother? *’ : '

“ In town, to be sure; what a foolish question, child.”
And she springs lightly to the ground, and gives her bom-
bazine dress a little shake, :

Margaret began to be fairly shy, and her news lost its
zest completely, when pointing to the heap of detached
door-stones, the mother said; sharply, ¢ What in the world
is this? 'What have you been about here 7’

Margaret hung her head; ‘‘ Nothing much,” she an-
swered, and then reducing the whole affair to its lowest'
possibility, making little of the copperheads, and almost
nothing of Samuel Dale, she explained ; and this, after all,
was the way she told her great news. ' o

““Well,” exclaimed Mrs. Fairfax, when she heard to the
end of the story, ‘“I’d thank this young jackanapes, who-
ever he is, to come back and set ap my doorsteps!?’ and
she walked into the house without another word. Margaret
had no heart now to speak of the bed-chamber she had fur-
nished with such housewifely pride and pleasure. The
pictures, the dainty curtains, all the pretty garniture seemed
to her like the memory of a dream ; and as she went silently
about her hounsehold cares, she began to understand, she
thought, what Samuel meant by the shadows he had spoken
of in the morning. :
' When Mrs. Fairfax had partaken of tea, her reserve
thawed a little, and by degrees she became communicative,
and finally the great event of the day, the great event of

_her life, as she seemed to regard it, came out, She had

been introduced to the son of a bishop! ¢ Just think of
it,”” she cried, ‘‘ dressed in all my old market-day things! "’

Margaret neither expressed surprise nor pleasure. She
had been hurt by the previous coldness and severity of her
mother, and besides her heart was preoccupied. Mrs;
Fairfax understood in part the significance of this sifence,

and hasten&d to say that she had been quite upset by the
day’s experience, but that, however she might have ap- -

Eeared,'she had really not been in the least out of humor.
She had never before conceded to Margaret anything so
2+ _
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nearly spproaching an apology. - The girl had her new dig-

nity, too, and somehow it ¢commanded respect; and when

the conversation flowed freely, as. it: did by and by, it was
upon terms of ‘greater equality thar had hitherto existed
between them. : A :

* Mrs, Faitfax had a good many incidents to relate, but all
leading to the great event. - She had, by the merest acci-
dent, stopped at Mrs. Briggs’s on her way home, not sus-
pecting in the leéast what was to befal her; when lo, and
behold | she was ushered right into the drawing-room, and
found herself standing face to face with- Mr.' John Light-

.

wait, the bishop’s son! ‘‘Ie called me Sister Fairfax,”

- ghe said, proudly, *“ and held my hand ever so long !’

- Margaret. shrugged her  shoulder;  she 'was probably
thinking of Samuel Dale, who was-far enough from being a
bishop’sson. - . ... - P A
" Young brother Lightwait — (Mrs. Fairfax didn’t believe
he wag w0 very young, not much: younger than herself, in
fact) — was the handsomest. man she had ever set eyes on,
Such beauntiful hair; such nice lit{le hands, and such lovely
nails! And -then his white neck-clothy tied in, oh, the
sweetest.of knots! . If Margaret could but see him!

- But Margaret did'not care about seeing him. . ‘I am not
g0 taken up with fine folks as you are, mother,” she,' said.

- Then Mrs, Fairfax ' answered, exultantly, ¢ you will -have
to seehim, my child, whether you care about it or not, and
that pretty often ; he is going to be-stationed ‘here! but as
for being taken up with fine folks, I am sure I -am free from
- that weakness.” Then she told how she visited the poor-
est ‘members of the church, how ghe gave Mrs. Spinner’s
little bay amew hat, and how she had helped to make shirts
for old Mr.: Beggerman, and of many other praiseworthy
works she had done; and:in the end she again referred to

the bishop’s.son, as though the church was to be especially

blessed in having a bishop’s.son for its pastor.. - - .
- Margaret never contradicted her mother, and did not now,
thogh none knew better than she her exceeding:liability to
the weakness 'she had disclaimed. - :She: only said she wounld
be very sorry to lose Father Goodman; that, for her part,
she would not willingly exchange him even for a bishop.

- #Nor:1," said: Mrs. Fairfax; bui the words seemed
mechanical, and directly-she brought forth a little lace cap,
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gayly set off with red ribbon.  “ I’ was determinéd,” she
said, ‘“ the bishop’s: son should ‘never see me again in that
horrid thing I wore this morning |7 - R .

“ Father Goodman says fine feathers don’t make a fine -
bird,”’ replied Margaret; quietly. - = ...

“ Dear me ! I'mfairly tired of the name of Father: Good--
man! he - ain’t the ‘only preacher in the conference, I

hopel”

- Margaret said -she hoped: not, and then ihe mother and
daughter were silent for a long time.. There would not
indeed have-existed a close sympathy between them if there
had. been close intimacy, which there. never had .been.
There were radical and . irrevocable differences in .their
original constitutions, that were always in wait, ready to
produce irritation, if not anger. . . . RN
The happiest moment was never quite secure, therefore,
each holding her interior self in leash, as it were; for the
time being, with -the implied understanding that said leash
wag imminently liable to be slipped. - - . .
As before intimated, Mrs. Fairfax:had, up: to. the very
evening under review, regarded Margaret as.a little: girl, a
mere child, and as her child who was to know only her will,
There -are 'women who consider children, especially their
own children, as hindranees, nuisances, and plagues, - They
put them offj put. them out of the way, ignore them, in _
tact, as far.as ‘possible. . Mrs. Fairfax was a:woman of this
unmotherly organization.. ‘When she bought a. new silk
apron for herself, she bought one of checked cotton stuff for
Margaret. She was only a little: girl, and what better did
she requiré! - When it. chanced that-visitors wére enter-
tained of an'evening, extra candles lighted; and after the
refreshment, ghost stories told, about the pleasant fire,
Margaret was - sent . to -bed betimes,; where she lay. wide
awake, hour after hour, listening to the-hum of the voices,
and contrasting the dark'and cold loneliness of her.chamber
with the cheer: and. hospitable: light and warmth below
stairs, . o a0 T ‘
- .When'the iravelling show made halt at the village, and
all the young folks, dressed in.their best, went to.see: the
Babes in the. Wood, . representéd in:wax figures, with sach
beautiful white dresses, and such dazzlingly. pink cheeks,

together with the robin red-bréast, that sung just like any
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live bird, and made believe to be sexton, with a degree of
intelligence beggaring all description, Margaret remained at
home, worked in the garden, or darned stockings, a8 the
. casé might be, for always, in one way or another, the holi-
" day was taken out of the holiday, for her. Her dissipation
had, therefore, up to the time our story begins, and she was
now in her sixteenth year, been chiefly confined to the
teaching of a ragged class in the Sunday school, and the
knitting of woollen stockings for the missionaries. True,
these diversions were sometimes varied by attending a
" funeral, but this did not happen often. Since the pastor-

ship of Father Goodman, and chiefly through his instru.

mentality, she had gone to church, &xcepting when her
shoes were too badly worn, or when some like accident

prevented ; being led thither and home again in the hand

of her mother. If she knew one young man from another.
she had never evinced such knowledge by any outward

sign, but doubtless she did know one from a,n_other,_ and it.‘
may be, too, that she had dreamed dreams, of which her:

mother had not dreamed that she dreamed. .

« Qome, Margaret,”” exclaimed Mrs. Fairfax, breaking
the uneasy silence, as the clock from the mantel of the best
room struck-nine, and Margaret lighted the short end of a
candie and went to bed. There was no good-night word
and no good-night kiss between them. She left the candle
to burn itself all out, just for the pleasure she had in sur-
veying the decorations of her chamber, and the cup of
daisies she placed close by the bedside where she could

smell them after she could no longer see them.
That night, as she slept, it'seemed to her that Samuel
Dale put a ring on her finger, and that in shaking hands
with Mz, Lightwait, the bishop’s son, who was come to be
their pastor, it slipped off, and was lost. She awoke with
a cry of pain, and could hardly, for the moment, persuade
_herself that the vision was not reality. 1t passed from her
rmind, however, with the morning light, and it was not till
years after, that she recollected and mused upon it.
It was on the evening of the second-day since the tran-
" spiring of the 4incidents already recorded, that, as mother
and daughter sat together, silently watching the clouds as
they ran across the face of ;the moon, pakmg'fantas‘z’ﬂc
shadows come and go, and giving a weird impression to the
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' commonest things, a sharp sound, like the ringing of iron

against stone, startled and surprised them. '

‘“ What is that?’’ the mother demands, rather than
inquires, rising, and looking upon Margaret almost angrily.
Margaret says she doesn’t know, but by this time her
heart has told her what it is, and the ribbon on her bosom
is all in a flutter.

‘“ There it is again!’’ cries the mother. ¢ Some wicked
or drunken person is certainly about; really, a lone woman
has reagson to be afraid of herlife!”” And then she said
she wished brother Lightwait were come. Father Goodman
was too old to be of any account in case of danger, Mar-
garet laughed. ¢ Wolf is a very good protegtor,” she
said ; but here he comes, wagging his tail as though he hagd
found a friend. Anyhow, I ain’t afraid.” o

“Of course not! And you’d laugh, I suppose, if you
saw a murderer with his hand on my throat.”” And Mrs.
Fairfax intercepted the dog, Wolf, who came crouching and
whining, and opening his black mouth wide, and giving
him a sharp box on the ear, called him stupid and good-for-
nothing, and passing out of the house, went with an ener-
getic step in the direction of the sounds, ringing out now
continuously. |

0 no, I wouldn’t!*’ says Margaret, with good-natured
satire, and she laughed again, with provoking heartiness.
Another time she would have suppressed this inclination to
mirthfulness, but she felt strong in the consciousness of a
new ally. Passing through the house instead of around it,
as her mother had done, she was already exchanging greet-
ings with Samuel Dale, when her indignant ladyship bore
down upon them, her broad cap-strings flapping about her
shoulders like sails, : '

‘““Who on earth is making. a. racket about my house ghis
time o’ night ! ”” she demanded, squaring about and put ing

. herself in position. -

Now, as to the time of night, the sun had not beem set an -
hour, and as to the racket, it was not very alarming, cer-
tainly. - Samuel Dale was not a person to be easily flurried,
and he now possessed his soul in patience. Removing his
hat, he leaned on his crow-bar, and explained. He was
come to repair the damage incidentally done the door-steps

- in his encounter with the imps of the old enemy, about
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which she had no doubt heard. He was sorry for the mis-
chief, but hoped to make atpends. : i
* Mrs. Fairfax relented a little; old enemy was an epithet
she loved to hear, and her imagination immediately-invested
the young man with a limited number of Christian graces.
¢ am sure I am obliged to you,”” she said, ‘‘ for your
oodness to my little daughter.”’ '
¢t Not at all,”’ answered Samuel 5 ‘““not qbleeged to me in
the least; it was owing to your little Daisy ; she behaved
3 el‘_?ﬁ' - i ) - 4 '
111;3 %I;r?lnglad to hear it,’” Mrs. Fairfax said, and she has-
nge the subject. - o _
tel‘l?%gr:h;of broughtJ"up to the mason’s trade?”’ she
agked. - o ‘ .

Samuel by this time had slipped a tow apron over his
head, and producing a bucket of mortar and a ‘trowel, haq
set to work, cutting smooth the rough edges of’ the stones,
and cementing them together as- equably as though the dis-
trustful eyes upon him were the friendliest in the world,

““ No, ma’am,”” he answered, I wasn’t brought up to no
trade, but I can turn my hand to a good many things, after
ashion.”” -« - : . C
" 'f:%SAfter a pretty nice faghion, I should say, too,”” re-
marked Mrs. Fairfax ;- she saw that the work was going to
be a success, and had already calculated the adYantage.

' Margaret was happy'; her new friend was doing himself
such credit.. The mother, seeing her delight, told her she
had better go to bed. ‘I wonder at your 1mpru§ence,-
she said, ¢ standing with your bare feet in the dew.

It was not often that Margaret had stood any other way
in the dew, than with bare feet, and she said so, to the
great annoyance of her mother, who was given to.a show
-of fondness toward her, in the presence of strangers, sunplg
for the sake of effect. - *“Go, because I tell you to, then,” .
, 8he said. ' | o 1
Woman though she was, -Marga,ret was a child, too, an
egan to cry. - : ,
Sh?‘ gggybe you?d ruther I come some other time ? Sarquel
exclaimed, throwing down his trowel, and slipping off the
ron. : ‘ .
ap“ 0-116; sir, by no means -—not at all i » Aqd Mrs. Fair-
fax, trembling lest the adVaptage “upon which she had
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counited might not acorue, after all, came nearer her man,
by a steper two, and her disordersd cap-strings settled
themselves quité gracefully, . =~ . = . T

‘ There,.little: Daisy, stand.on'this I’ and Samuel:threw
down his apron, and took up his trowel again.: =~ ..

Margarcet’ glanced at her. mother.: ¢ Certainly, my little
wilful dear, stay if you'like.” - Then.to Samuel— ¢ You
are very good to mind the child.” . ... L

“ No, ma’am, ¥ ain’t good, not in that, nor.in nothing,
but in general it’s my way to do purty much as I’d be done
by, except it’s in sélf-defence; or when the defence of some-
body else requires a difference, like settin’ on to them-cop-
perheads, 'tother day, for instance,” .. - . T ‘

“0, sir, ’'m 80 obliged to you! the nasty things ! how
many were there 7. My little girl- didn’t seem to say much
about“iﬁ.’.’ i .o ; -' L ER o , .

Samuel demeaned himself very modestly ; he didn’t mind
Just how many there was, he said ;. three or four altogether
he” believed, but the biggest of ’em. wasn’t so long as his
arm; it was no great thing to kill ’em. = . .. ... ..

Margaret could not endure that her hero should thus de- .
preciate his achievement, and so must needs. give evidence.
in his favor, adding, in-the first place, one to the number of
snakes, and afterward insisting that they were red as five,
and of hideous léngth, .~ ..~ . . L

““Red as fire!’’ cries Samuel, charmed with the exag-
geration, and then, with strict- adherence to truth, and
perhaps to draw her out still further, he says they were
about the color of an old copper cent, and'not so long as
his arm. ‘ S :

‘ Not so long as your arm, indeed ! Why, the first one
you killed reached half round my waist; and ~—?*

What further she would have said Samuel prevented.

‘“ And my arm would quite reach round your waist,”’ he
said, ¢ with half a chance ;’” and seeing that Mrs. Fairfax
frowned, he colored, and. in- his' confusion struck the stone
rather awkwardly with his hammer;. a sharp piece flew: off;
and grazing the bare -arm of Margaret, caused a.very pain-
ful, though not serious abrasion, the blood flowing pro-
fusely, and her face turning deadly pale. L

“God ’a’ mercy!” he cried; «what have I done?
Bruised to bleedin’ death the sweetest, whitest. daisy ‘that
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ever growed in mortal ground! God ’a’ mercy on mel”
And he bent reverently over her, and waved his hands to
and fro as if invoking blessings.

- He would have made an eloquent study for an artist, as he
thus stood, this poor, rude man, in coarse garments, his
silence so tender, and his toil-worn hands waving so gently
over the fair head he did not dare to touch, ,

Even Mrs. Fairfax seemed affected, for she assured him
that the wound was only skin-deep, and that, notwithstand-
ing the free flow of blood, the danger was all in his fancy.
But in her sympathy, if sympathy she felt, she did not forget
her own interest, and conctuded by begging that he would
not allow so trifling an incident to interrupt the business in
hand. :

“Your work is going to do you eredit, young man,’”’” she
says, ‘“‘and it ain’t worth while to be hindered. Come,
Margaret, I'm ashamed of you ! do rouse yourself up a lit-
tle!l So, —1I knew you could’; here, give me your handker-
chief! and she bound up. the arm very roughly, as it
seemed to Samuel. : -

“ 'l go and fetch Father Goodman,’” he said, bending low,
and speaking almost in & whisper. - 8

¢ Pather nonsense!’ cries Mrs. Fairfax; ¢ the child
would do better if you paid less attention to her.”

The sides of nature must have cracked, if Samuel had not
gpoken out, now. ‘ ‘
¢ You are a woman,”’ he says, ‘‘and a mother, and it
isn’t becomin’ in me, a stranger and a man, to be a pintin’
out your daty to you; you know what’s right to be doné
better "an I do, I s’pose, but I can tell you one thing, an’
it’s this 3 but just for one of God’s happy accidents. you'd

a had a shader in  your house to-day, instid o’ that precious .

bit "o sunshine a-lyin’ at your feet!”

‘;One of God’s accidents !’ repeated Mrs. Fairfax sneer-
ingly. : :

g‘% knowed what I was a-sayin’ and I know Icouldn’t ’s’
been chose to do the work I done; I never done nothin’ to
make me worthy of bein’ so chose ; but thank God, I hap-
pened to be in the way.”’

Mrs. Fairfax, softened a little, in spite of herself, as this
~ devout spirit shamed her cold pretence. :
«If you don’t mind,” shesays, * you may help me get the
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child into the house ; the bed will be the best place for her.””
And she added, ‘“If you had only minded I1)116 my wiﬂ:ul
darling 1"’ N
“ Poorlamb !’ says Samuel,«and he takes her in his stron
arms as easily as though she were alamb in very truth. She
smiled upon him from her pillows, and said she was better
-and that she would be almost well if the bandage were but
loosened. Then, dropping on one knee by the low bedside
h;ﬂlfcis:ﬁeg the han!c'lkerchief, and wound it again with the’,
skilful tenderness of one who had done 1
dress wounds all his life. nothing else, bup
~Afterwards he knelt by that low bed again, and took
Marga,hx:et }_n hlslarncas,1 lrecalling this night, when she smiled
upon him from her pillows, and saying i i
ppon him fi p d saying it was the mghj; of
But before that time comes there is much to be said, and
much to be unsaid. Much to be lived, and much to ble ii?rgd

“down. We must wait. :

When. Mrs. Fairfax parted with Samuel that night, she
took occasion to speak of her sick darling in terms of the
greatest concern, as well as fondness, but he was no sooner
‘gone than she berated her soundly for weakly yielding to
the sight of a little blood, and suffering herself to be taken
in the arms of a man she had hardly seen. It was a shame-
fal thing, she said, and for her part, she never permitted her
most intimate male friend to touch her hand. No, indeed !
not gshe. It may be remarked here that this frozen austerit
was not perceptible to the naked eye. ’

As Margaret lay awake, tearfol and troubled, that night
she heard a sound like the noise of footsteps going about
her room, ¢ Who is there? ”” she said, putting out her
hand, and feeling in the darkness, for she was not afraid.
The steps came trotting to her bedside, and the rough
:ilagi%y head‘ OIf;; WolIf put itself under her hand, as thongh he

ould say, “It is I, my li i 83
Ny g;,ed.” y little mistress; go to sleep, you

He was not .accustomgd to remain in the house of nights,
and had cunningly condealed himself at the time he wad
used to be put out of doors, as though he had understoo
the discordance between mother and daughter, and was
taking part with Margaret. Perhaps he remembered the
box on the ear, '

3
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CHAPTER II.

MARGARET VISITS A MEDIUM.

-

following evening, when the day’s ‘work was
]Efi}f}me, Samugel Dale dressed in all his begt, a}ld
with a flower in his button-hole came to inquire
about Margaret. Mrs. TFairfax received him
very coldly, as coldly as she could with consist-
the unfinished steps. .
en?‘r;eiegsﬁﬁf’: 0Work to-da,y,ﬁnor couldn’t-r_egt to-night,”” he
said, * without comin’. I would have wrii you a l,etter t]clr
say ’how much I blame myself, if I could, but I ain’t riaucl
used to a pen, so I come as 3(riou see,daBd brought this little
H nd it in the meadow, and > —- ~
ﬂO:}:n(a)r ;;hii‘guyou ! how beautiful ! how good of you! ” aludl.
Mrs. Fairfax took the flower and tucked it under her belt

i

s f)
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L :
::::1\
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Really, this young man is not a dunce, she thought, and,

ing herself in a tone of insinua.ting sweetness, she dis-
glx);gzlre%,hreturning presently with a little fiimsy cap upon
her head, all alight with red ribbons. i 1
Perhaps Samuel had some perception of her _mf‘sta e, a:.nd
was seeking to set himself right, when he said M{ mmt
has been took dp all day with one sad picter, as I wen
' rrer.”’ .
alo‘l‘]%:g: Elle 177 said Mrs. Fairfax ; *“your mind ought t,c’)
have been took up some part o’ the time with your BlBle !
. I don't find revelation all in the lids of the Bible,” says
Samuel ; “I find it in the fields sometimes, and sometlmgs.
I find it in my own heart, bad as it is.”’

¢« What an idea! What an awful idea.!”n cries Mrs. |

Fairfax.

Samuel did not ariswer this exclamation, but asked.

instead, if the handsome house yonder wasnot the parsonage,
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adding when he had received an affirmative reply, «I
thought so, and a kind of rigor, like, goes over me when-
ever I look at it ; something is goin’ to happen agin me,
belongin’ to that place.”” - .

“That can’t be!’’ Mrs. Fairfax said; ““for our new
preacher, who is to come next month, is the sweetost man
you ever beheld.” And then she said he was a bishop’s
son ! Samuel made no answer. He was drumming with
his fingers on the table by which he sat, and seemed to be
thinking to himself,

‘““Didn’t you understand ?”’ Mrs. Fairfax says, “ Our
new preacher is old Bishop Lightwait’s son]”

“D-—n it! what do I care!”” exclaims Samuel, and he
rises to go. e _

Then Mrs. Fairfax bemoans his wickedness, and hopes
that the Bishop’s son, who is very eloquent, may succeed in
melting his stubborn heart, and bringing him into the church.

‘* As to my heart,” says Samuel, “ I’'m afeared sometimes
it is stubborn, but I'was took in the church, by probation,
when T was fifteen years old, and six months after, regular,
and I’ve been a member ever sence.”’

‘“Bless you, I wouldn’t have thought it!?’ cries Mrs.
Fairfax. And she begs pardon for what she has said as to
required change of heart, and giving up the world. * You
misled me,’” she says. ¢ Of course we church members can
say what we please, and think what we please! I am so
glad to know ! I thought you was a worldly person, to be
sure; ’ and she brought forth a pie, and insisted upon Sam-

‘uel’s partaking of it, meantime imparting sach scandal
about Brother B. and Sister C. as we are not privileged to
repeat, inasmuch as it would not have been whispered to
unregenerate ears, :

“I'm afeared now,”’ says Samuel, ‘“that you are misled
farther than before. I’'m in good and regular standin’ with
the church, as fur’s 1 know, but I ain’t in good an’ reg-’
ular standin’ with myself. I was young when I was struck
under conviction, I went on to the anxious seat, and they
all got round me and prayed and talked about hell bein’

spaved with infant’s skull bones, an’ about the worm that

never dies waitin’ to-devour me, an’ all that, tiil my wits
fairly went wild, and then they rounded to with talk about
grace and mercy an’ all them meltin’ things, an’ at that I
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broke out exhortin, and then they cried one an’ all, ¢ Here,

Lord, here’s another soul we’ve got for you! a brand

.snatched from the burning! glory hallelujah! I was flus-

tered, like, an’ didn’t know what saved me, nor whether 1
was.saved or not ; then they told me that my case wasn’t
uncommon, but that to speak my doubts would be to grieve
the Spirit; that I’d already give full and sufficient evidence
of havin’ got a new heart, and that I must unite with the
church right away ; and so 1 did, on probation, and after-
wards, regular. And that, ma’am, is the way it stands
with me.”’ :

¢« And you did very wisely to join the charch at once,”
says Mrs, Fairfax. “Your case seems to me to have
showed specially sound conversion, and you have never
backslid 7 7’

«T don’t know whether I’ve backslid or not,”” says Sam-
nel, looking down; ‘“ my attention is liable to be drawed
off when I’m a-hearin’ the movinest sermon, if it happens
that there is a purty girl afore me.”

¢“The external observances are the main thing,”” says Mrs.
Fairfax complacently, and then she says, ‘‘if you attend to
them punctual, you have no call for self-accusation, none at
all, Brother Dale!”” And she took his hand, in token of
her sisterly regard, it is to be supposed. :

« 1 wish I could think so,”’ Samuel answered, ‘“but I
can’t.” And turning away his face, he went on: T don’t
often say anything about my religion, if I've got any, but I
thought I’d say this to you in the beginnin’, so that neither
yourself nor,” he hesitated and added, changing the form
of his sentence probably, ¢ so that neither you nor anybody
would think me any better than I an.”

¢ And I'm sure I’m obliged to you for saying it in the .

‘beginning,” Mrs. Fairfax replied, and she particularly em-
phasized “ beginning,”” and gave the hand she still retained
a little squeeze, by way of -further emphasis.

Samuel did not return the pressure; his mind seemed
preoccupied, and he asked, as if in pursuance of some train
of thought, when Father Goodman was going to leave them,
and if the bishop’s son was to come right away, and then
he said it was nothing to him, he didn’t know why he asked,
and with an abrupt good-uight, was gone.

“The young man is really good-looking,”” mused Mrs,
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Fairfax as she ghut up the house, ‘‘ and- older than I
thought, too. Younger men than he have married wives
of my age!’”” And she looked in the glass and adjusted
her little cap. As she unclasped her belt, the rose fell to
the ground; * Let it go,” she said, and as she passed to
and fro she trod on it again and again.

She went to bed without seeing Margaret, who, being
resi':less and Wweary, meanwhile, arose and sat at her window, '
noting how softly the moonlight lay upon the distant fields
the fields where Samuel had been at work that day. The
cup of now faded daises was in her lap, and as she picked
the withered leaves and threw them away, she said fo her-
self, ¢ these are the misfortunes that I am picking out of hig
life.”’  So she pleased herself with innocent fancies,

The next evening, and the next, and the next, Samuel
came and inquired about Margaret, but Margaret was kept
well out of sight. ¢ She is not yet well enough to brave
the night air, the poor, dear child,” says Mrs, Fairfax,
and so -she puts him off; making herself familiar, fond
almost, in the meantime, and seeking by a thousand name-
less arts to establish some sort of relations between herself
and him,

‘““We are so lonely here,” she says, ‘ my little danghter
and I, your visits are quite a charity. Do come often,
Brother Dale, or S8amuel; which shall T call you? And
then she laughs girlishly, and tells him he doesn’t seem in
the least like a brother to her. It was after some such talk
ag this, that she said to him, one evening, taking both his
hands in hers, in the sweet sincerity of her importunity :
“Isn’t there something, dear Samuel, I can do for you, to
pay you for all your goodness ? 7% - - :

“ No, ma’am,” said Samuel, ‘“nothing at ‘all.”” And
then he said he was sure there was nothing to pay for,

(), yes, this precious flower, if nothing else ; you see I

-wear it yet, and next my heart, too —for I assure you I

have a heart ; just feel how it beats! Dear me, I am so
foolish ! 7’ .
She had gathered the flower that afternoon from her own
girden, and with her own hand. But so the Jiesired effect
was produced, what matter ! :
The enfouragement was not very encouraging, but Mras.
Fairfax was a persevering woman. She would neither give

%




i

" stammering.
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up the hands nor the importunity, something she must and
wao wd do. :
¢If you insist so much, there is one thing,” Samuel.gaid,
Mrs. Fairfax hung her head. “I am trembling like a
leaf,”” she said ; I must sit somewhere !’ He did not take

) ﬂer to his knee, but told her like the honest-hearted fellow

e was, that he loved her daughter Margaret, and did not
believe that ever in hislife he should love anybody else.
Mrs. Fairfax did not seem surprised nor displeagsed. She
found a place to sit, however, and replied calmly, very
calmly,that the intelligence made her more than happy,

but the dear child was so young, he must not think of speak-

ing of love to her, not yet, not for along time, not for a
year, at least. And Samuel promised sacredly that for
twelve months he would not speak of love to Margaret,
and Mrs. Fairfax gave him a little kiss on the forehead, and
he went away with a light heart. A great deal may be
accomplished in a year, she thought to herself; a pretty
story it is if that little chit has come up to be my rival,
we'll see! % - .
After this understanding Samuel became quite intimate in
bis friendship with Mrs. Fairfax, — dangerously confidential,
in fact, —he did many chores for her, and she managed
always to have some little commission in his hands, and

_ petted and scolded, and praised and blamed him at her

pleasure ; sometimes she would give him a playful box on
the ear, and other times, reward him with a kiss.

He often supped at her table, drove her to town now and
then, made her presents of a domestic and serviceable
character, and of Sunday evening, sung with her out of
the same hymn-book. : ‘

Often she took occasion Eo whisper to him, ‘* Remember
your promise!’’ But there was no need to remind him
of it; he was blessed enough in being in the same room
with Margaret, in hearing her voice, in watching her work,

.or play, and if, by any means he could add to her enjoy-

ment, he was more than blessed. He could talk and laugh
and jest with Mrs, Fairfax —he was not afraid of her —
she was like himself, of the earth; but Margaret, he wor-
shipped her, from afar, and it would not have surprised him

. to see little wings growing out of her shoulders. He grew
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more and more diffident as her beauty unfolded, day by day,
his rude hands were not worthy to touch so fair a flower,
but he would make excuses to be near her, and sit silent
for hours, all graciously suffused with her presence.

Murs. Fairfax kept always an eye upon him, and in spite
of his familiarity with her, so restrained him in his inter-
course with Margaret, that he could not for his life call her
Daisy any more, though he had done so on the first day of
their acquaintance. He felt obliged to say Miss Margaret
now, and when he was dying to walk alone with her in the
lane, to ask her mother, instead.

' Mrs. Fairfax had succeeded beyond her expectations ; he

~was greatly under her influence ; she might have him alto-

gother in her power yet; stranger things had been done by
women before now. ’

Margaret’s dresses were tucked up, her hair was clipped
off. How she cried when they fell in her lap, one by one,
those shining curls, and lay there, a silken heap, but smiled
again, and was almost pacified when Samuel, hiding the
tremor of his lip under his hat-brim, said to her, ¢ Never
mind, you look just as pretty as ever, any how!”’

Mrs. Fairfax still pretended to estcem Margaret a mere
child ; it may be that she did so esteem her, for it is difficult
for any of us to know when the child we have held on our
knee becomes a man or woman ; but, whatever she felt per-
sonally, she perceived that Margaret was beginning to be
treated as a woman, ‘ We will put an end to this,”” ghe
said, and so it came about that the shining locks fell in the
girl’s lap, and lay there all in a heap, one day.

It was on the evening of this same day that as Margaret
sat on the new door-steps watching the glory of the sun-
set, — all the grand picture she had ever seen, — Samuel
Dale came up the path and seated himself beside her; he had
but just time to say, however, ‘You look just as pretty
as ever,”’ when Mrs, Fairfax appeared, and took matters in
her own hands, by seating herself between the pair,
“What do you suppose I have been thinking about,
Samuel ? 7’ she said, in her sweetest manner, Samuel said
he was sure he did not know, and his tone implied that he
did not care.

“ Why, of you, to be sure, you ugly bear!”’

‘ Raly, is it possible? Couldn’t you find anything profit-
abler to think about ?”’
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“You ungrateful creature ; I've a great mind not to tell
you what I’ve been thinking.”’ '

. ““ Well, ma’am as you please;” .

. “You don’t deserve to know, but I can’t really get
vexed with you.”” And she told him that she had been
thinking that he ought to marry, and she had selected just
the wife for him ; and so she went on and finally made as
close a likeneas of herself as could be.

“ Such a wife wouldn’t suit .me in a single particular,”
Samuel answered. ‘“I’ve got my mind made up, and every
day makes me more and more sure that I shall never
change it.”” And as he was saying this, he put his arm
‘about the neck of Wolf, and drew him between himself and
Mzrs. Fairfax, who told him playfully that he was ill-natured
and had better go home.

Samuel said he was of her“opinion, and rising at once,
went down the path and out of the gate, without another
word. ' ‘

‘“ Here, pet! Here, beauty!” Mrs, Fairfax called after
Wolf, who was scrambling over the fence behind. Samuel,
He stopped and looked round. - ** You must go back; old
boy,”” he said, kindly, patting the great head of the dog;
but gvhen he went forward again, Wolf went too, running
between his legs, licking his hands, and in all ways he knew
manifesting his fondness.

“I can’t bear to drive him back outright,”” Samuel called
out, ““so if you don’t mind, Mrs. Fairfax, ‘I’ll bring him
back to-morrow night.” ‘

She did not mind of course, and with his shaggy tail
curled to a ring on his back, the dog trotted off behind the
young man, and both were soon out of sight.

““ 1 a’most wish I had never seen the fellow,” Mrs. Fair-
fax exclaimed. And then she drew a comparison that was
very unfavorable to Samuel, between him and the bishop’s
sOn. - :

Margaret made no reply, and all the next day nothing
was said of Samuel, but when, at sunset Mrs. Fairfax an-
nounced her intention of running up to Mrs. Whiteflock’s
for half an hour, Margaret very well understood that the
visit was in some way connected with him.

She was scarcely out of sight when Samuel appeared,
fresh; .trim, smiling, and bearing in his hand a bouquet
of the fairest daises. ' .
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“] don’t know bow it is,”’ he said, as he dropped the
flowers in Margaret’s lap, ‘but somehow, these things
always make me think o’ you. I hope you tike ’em.”

«“Of all things!’” she answered, taking them up and
pressing them to her lips. And then she said, I didn’t
use to care so much about ’em.” , -

“I always liked ’em,” he replied, * but I never envied
’em, as I know of, till now.”

Margaret hung her head to hide, her blushes, and the
next moment, with artful evasion, said, he ought not to
envy the poor things their beauty, — they were withering
already. -

“Tt wasn’t thieir beauty I envied ’em,” he said, in his
honest, simple way, ‘“but I did envy ’em for all that, and
if gmy, jare a-witherin’ I think they ought to be happy even
to die.” = | :

“ You speak riddles,” Margaret said, at the same time
caressing the great ears and big round neck of Wolf (who
sat beside -her), in a way that was very provoking to
Samuel.

He stood silent before her long that she said at last,
piqued, perhaps: ‘ Why do(zﬁt? you ask for mother? Of
course you came to see her.’ ‘

¢“ No, Daisy, I saw her on my way here.”’

Maigaret looked serious, and he, seating himself beside
her and picking the flowers that lay in her lap to pieces,
tossed the broken flakes away.,

‘1 thought you meant to give them to me!” Margaret

said, pettishly putting back his hand.

‘80 I did,” he answered ; nevertheless he continued to
toss away the flowers; perhaps for the sake of having his
hand thus put back, for it-was only by this chance that he
had ever touched her hand since the first day of their
acquaintance, .

When they were all broken and tumbled and ‘lying white
at her feet, Margaret gave him a pretty scolding, and told
him she would never forgive him as long as she lived.

-~ “T’'m sorry,”” he said, “I wasn’t half a-thinkin’ of what I
was doin’, I wasn’t, raly !’ and then he said if she liked
daisies so much, maybe she wouldn’t mind goin’ across the
hill to the meader where they growed; if she wouldn’t
mind, he could fill her apron with them in a few minutes!




34 THE BISHOFP'S SON.

Margaret did not require much coazing, and leaving Wolf
to take care of the house, they set off, talking, as they went,
of the moonlight, the ripple of the waters, the dew on the
.grass, of a thousand indifferent matters, while their thoughts
were all setting another way.

In a green hollow — ‘“the lap of the meader,” Samuel
called it— they came upon the daisies, and had a little quar-

rel as to whether the tall or the short ones were the prettier, .

and Margaret in make-believe anger threw handfuls of

them over her admirer, who, as he picked them from his’

hair and beard, felt that so charming a creature did not exist
in all the world. Then they made up, and agreed to gather
from the same bed, and in the gathering, their hands often
met, their voices took a softer tone, and softer, till they
almost spoke in whispers, — and we all know what comes of
such things. When the apron was filled with daisies; they
required to be assorted, and to do this required time, and as
the pleasing work prolonged itself, Samuel sung snatches
of old songs, and tender bits of love ditties, out of tune to
be sure, and with sad omissions and substitutions of words
and rhymes, but full of sweet meaning and passionate pathos,
and, to Margaret, masterly trinmphs of executive skill,

If my fair reader shrug her shoulder and uplift her eye-
brow, let me say to her that these young persons were quite
in the honest simplicity of nature, with all its exuberance of
hope and trust, unrestrained and ‘unembarrassed by the con-
ventional restrictions that would necessarily regulate your
conduct. Their acquaintance too, it must be remembered,
had been commenced in cncumstances singularly calculated
to inspire confidence,' and encourage familiarity; then
neither of them had any one else upon whom to throw some
_ of the burden of tenderness that must needs accumulate in

every heart; they were man and woman, and as all men and
women thirst with insatiable longing for something nearer,
truer, sweeter than they yet have known, — than it is per-
haps posmble for our poor humanity to know, — they were,
after all, not very unlike the rest,

Just as naturally as the young rose to the sun and dew,
their hearts had unfolded, each to the smile of the other, and
they were lovers without their own consent. The v111age
‘clock was striking ten, when Mrs. Fairfax, measurably calm

and collected, if not sereme. with herself, set out for home,
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Mrs. Whiteflock had communicated intelligence, that in
some sort reconciled her to the defeat of her matrimonial
scheme with Samuel Dale; he had leff a sweetheart behind
him! Mrs. Whiteflock was sure of this, positively sure.

‘She. had herself seen him several distinct times writing let-
‘ters on tinted paper; moreover, she had plied him with

guestions, and he had the same as owned the fact to be as
she supposed ; he had a sweetheart a great way oﬂ' those
had been his very words.

If Mrs. Whiteflock could have removed Samuel’s Sunday
coat, trowsers and blue silk pocket-handkerchief, together
with divers and sundry other articles and appurtenances,
she might have discovered, safe between the leaves of his
Testament, and in the very bottom of his old hair trunk, the
veritable love-letters, all inscribed to Margaret Fairfax, and
affluent with all he dare not speak. BShe had not this privi-
lege, however, and ‘did not suspect that the sweetheart, a
great way oﬂ' was her neighbor’s child, and Mrs. Faarfax,
her suspicions. happily diverted, went home measurably -
reconciled ; it was so much easier to resign her hopes in
favor' of a woman she had never seen, whose name she did
not even know. She almost exulted in the thought of what
pain she Was prepared to inflict upon Margaret. For her-
self, she did not suffer pain; she was provoked, frustrated
in one direction, but one was not all, and long before she
reached home she was living over in memory the moment
when the bishop’s son had beld her hand. Her little cap
with its red ribbons, had scarcely been soiled on Samuel’s
account. She rejoiced in that ; then there were the steps,
clear gain, besides a good many other gains, and for the
future she would compel him to serve her to the extent of
her pleasure! Hadn’t he told her things ? and wasn’t he in
her power ?

She found Margaret at the door, sitting demure and qulet
in the moonlight, her blue eyes drooping dreamily, and
Wolf dozing at her feet.

‘““ Have you seen Samuel?”’ she said directly.,

“Yes; he stopped, and, leaving Wolf, went away again,
Haven’t you seen him? 7 (He was but just gone that
moment., )

No, Mrs. Fairfax had not seen him ; she had not cared to
see him ; it was Mrs. Whiteflock she went to see. ¢ And,
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by the way,” she said, ‘“he is going to be married, Mrs.
Whiteflock tells me. Would you have believed it 7 7’

““ Whatof it ! ’” said Margaret ; * why shouldn’t he marry
if he wants to? ¥’

¢ He should, of course ; I'm sure it’s nothing to me. I
told it just as I would tell any other news; but Mrs. White-
" flock knows it to be true.””
“ Mrs. Whiteflock knows a great deal,”” replied Margaret.

‘¢ She can’t help knowing what she sees-and hears ; what

Sam tells her, to be sure.””

 You might call his name right, I should think,”” replied

Margaret, “ even'if he is going to be married!”” Then she
said she hoped he would get a wife good enough for him,
and for her part she was sleepy, and thought she would go
- to bed.

This was not all sheer affectation, though some of it was.
Margaret felt safe, much safer than she would bave felt if
she had been older. She knew by that instinctive percep-
tion that is wiser than any other wisdom, that she was
beloved by Samuel, and if he loved her what cared she for
gossip ! Love meant marriage, and marriage meant supreme
felicity, thenceforward and forever,

“ Mrs. Fairfax was well deceived ; the girl didn’t care for

Samuel, after all, she thought, and she proceeded to unfold -

Bishop’s son, who was to come them now very soon,
¢ His name,” she said, ¢ is Johri-Hamlyn; a nice name,
isn’t it 7’ Then sherepeated it ; John Hamlyn Lightwait,
rolling it as a- sweet morsel under her .tongue. John
was her own father’s name, and she didn’t like 1t when she
used to hear her mother call it every day, but when John
came to be joined with Hamlyn, and was the name of a
Bishop’s son withal, why it sounded so different! The’
name of the sister, who was to keep house for John Hamlyn,
was Katharine, and she was called Kate at home. ¢ Isn’t
it strange that she should be called Kate?”’ queried Mrs,
Fairfax. ‘ Socommon, quite like the rest of us, to be sure !

Then she said to Margaret, ““I wish I had you to name
over again; I would christep you something that had a lit-

another budget of news, all aboC e new preacher, the
to

- tle style, I'll._ warrant you!’’ And she concluded in.

the end, that she could have selected nothing that would
have been altogether so queenly as Katharine ! Mys.
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Fairfax, it will be seen, did not rely much upon Mrs, Fair-
fax, in her simple self. O no! She relied upon her shoes,
and the feather in her bonnet, the buckle of her belt, the
carpet on her floor, the drapery at her window, on seeming,
in short, not in being/ '

She could not think of wearing a dress suited to her
means and condition ;. oh,no ! She must have one just like
that of Mrs. Goldbag, who rode in her carriage, and had
nothing to do frem year’s end to year’s end. She loved to
be seen where charitable women congregate ; loved to be
officious, and did not mind putting herself out a little for the
sake of being so, but it was the distinction she loved, and
not the duty. She sang loud in church, and with unction,
and in class-meetings was a kind of sal volatile to the tear
ful and troubled. She knew’the direct road to heaven, and
could point it out to those who saw less clearly, with a
cheery confidence that was very gcomforting.

Her tastes were religious, rather than her feelings; but
her appearance of smartness, the lace on her sleeve, and the
smooth glove on her hand, stood her in grand stead ; and
yet there was that about her dress that suggested the possi-
bility that the carefulness was external; a lack of sound-
ness and substantiality in the things seen that, somehow,
suggested fears for the unseen, :

Let us hope that she was in this respect altogether singu-
lar. The daughter, though in some sort liable to the
weakness of the mother, possessed more largeness of soul,
more sweetness of heart, more originality, and more integ-
rity of character. She might, through impulse, commit
greater errors than the mother, and in her folly still be better
than the mother in her prudence. _

As they were about to separate for the night, Margaret
ventured to ask for a pair of new slippers. She was think-
ing of Samuel, and Mrs. Fairfax took the alarm. ¢ You

have shoes to wear to meeting, and what more do you

require 7’ she said, adding directly : ‘I wish you to be
punctual at church when our new preacher comes, and not
suffer your mind to be drawn off, so that he may see you
have a pious mother, and see, and see, and”’ = She could
not think what more she wished him to sec, and abrupily
changed the subject. o ,

Margaret had no heart to say anything more concerning

4 .
i
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the slippers, and nothing further was said of Samuel that
night, nor for days afterward. He came and went, render-
ing various services to the mother, as usual, and never
seeing the danghter alone, but steadily growing in favor
with the one and out of favor with the other. ’

Thus matters stood at the beginning of June, at which

time Father Goodman was gone, and the Bishop’s son
installed, It was raining, and as Mrs. Fairfax sat by a little

low fire with her knitting, and Margaret went about the

morning work, they were surprised by the flapping down
of a great black umbrella at the door. :

Who ever has seen the brown hull of a ripe nut fall
away, and a round, fat, white worm tumbling out, has in
his memory a pretty correct symbol of Mrs. Whiteflock, as

she appeared dropping her camlet cloak, and settling at the:

hearthstone of Mrs. Fairfax.

¢ Well, of all things! Mrs. Whiteflock, have you rained
down 7?7’ Thus Mrs. Fairfax.

«“T don’t wonder you're surprised. I thought I'd sur-
prise you for once!’’ And Mrs. Whiteflock jaughed by
way of showing her good will. Mrs. Fairfax laughed too;
laughed a great while, and a great deal in proportion to the

{ime expended, as the most cordial method of expressing "

consideration and welcome. '

“1'm so glad!” (Laughing.)

« Well, I am so glad too !”’ (Laughing.)

¢ Margaret, (without laughter) do help Sister Whiteflock
to untie her bonnet-strings. . Why, how awkward you are,
child.” ' ‘ :

« Come to the fire, now, and dry your things. (Laugh-
ing again.) Margaret put on another stick. (No laughter.)
How do you do ? anyhow.” (Laughter renewed.)
¢ )O, I'm able to take my portion, thank you.” (Laugh-
ing. : ‘ | :
¢ And how is the dear children? Martha, and Mary,
and Madeline, and Lucinda, and Sally, and Jane Ann, and
Charles, and Wesley, and Peter, and Cartright, and all?”’

¢ T don’t wonder you gtop, Mrs, Fairfax. I a’most forget
their names myself, sometimes, fifteen years married, and
thirteen of ’em 1"’ :

¢ Thirteen, to be sure! Well, after all, you’ve no reason
to complain ; they are all so nice and well-behaved. I was
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just saying to Margaret that I didn’t know snch fine chil
dren anywhere, and eight or ten of ’em are perfect beauties
as I have said to Margaret many a time.” ’

Mrs. Fairfax had never said anything of the sort, and
probably had never considered till that moment whether or
not the children of her neighbor were good or bad looking,

" but it was a pleasant thing to say, and she said it; her con-

science was accommodating, and she sometimes, as now
took advantage of it, And Mrs. Whiteflock was in the
habit of returning these civilities by praising everything.
belonging to her neighbor, and disparaging all she had at
home. ‘‘Dear me!’’ she said upon this occasion, *“my
children are nothing for Tooks! And there is Peter, as ugly
as a mud fence! he takes after his father, while the other
twelve favor me. But the handsomest of ’em don’t com-
pare with your Margaret. Where is she? Ah, herel
What a pretty teacup that is you are washing, dear; but
what do you think I heard somebody say about you ? 7’

. Margatet blushed scarlet. She was sure she didn't

now. . |

Mrs. Fairfax, who had been of late wilfully shuttin
truth from herself, saw that red writing, recg;ved its ﬁlegl:ﬁ
ing at a glance, and was displeased. .

‘ Don’t be putting nonsense in the child’s head,” she
said. Mrs. Whiteflock felt her mistake. ¢ By the bye,”
she inquired, only anxious to say something, “ who put 1:1p
those new door-steps for you?’”  No answer. Mrs. Fairfax
was busy with her knitting. ‘ .

“ They’re so nice. Did you have a mason from town ?
Mrs.I Faill;fa_x shook her head, absently.

“1 ask because I thought maybe you employed the
mason that built the new gvestry to thg churclf. yi never
saw a nicer piece o’ work, anyhow.”’

Margaret was smiling as well as blushing now; her
mother was being forced to hear the praises of Samuel Dale
though she would not speak them. ' ’

_““Did they cost a-‘mint o’ money,” Mrs. Whiteflock con-
tinued, still referring to the doorsteps. ‘I've a good
mind to get new, ones too !’ :

““ They are just the old steps, reset;’’ Mrs. Fairfax
replied, irritably, ¢‘and the cost is. hardly worth mention-
ing; " then in tones sweetly modulated, “I believe I
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ha.vex?l’,t asked one word about your old man; is he busy as
ever?” T -

«« He's the same old sixpence, every way,”’” Mrs. White-
flock answered éarelessly, continuing with animation: “1
did think those steps were new !’ o

« Not at all; and how are Whiteflock’s headaches? he
ased to have ’em so bad, I remember,”’ '

““They must have begen dressed: off new, or something,
those steps must.”” & - : o

¢ But about Peter’s headaches, Sister Whiteflock ? 7’

«’Pon my word, I don’t know ; but I guess I’d a-heard
of it if he’d a-had ’em very bad; men are such a bother
when they’re sick! And now I come to think, 1 heard
Samuel saying something or other about your steps.”’

Mrs. Fairfax slyly twitched the sleeve of her friend;
“Tell me,” she said, *“ when it was I saw Peter Whiteflock
last ? Was it at quarterly meeting 77’

“Very likely. Oh, now I know what Samuel said.”

«If you please,” interposed Mrs. Fairfax, you and I will
go into the parlor. I can’t see to turn my seam here,”

And leaving Margaret to prepare the dinner, and to
muse in sad disquiet, the two women withdrew fo the best
room, and when the door was closed behind them, the real
purpose of Mrs, Whiteflock’s visit caime out. The Bishop’s
son had been to see her. The very first call he had made,
too !. wasn’t she honored! Oh, she liked him go much! he

was so handsome ! and he had such-a bad cold! and he was 3

so pious, and so gracious, and his coat fitted so beautiful !
and ‘he was so fond of her apple pie! Just a plain pie too,
but he praised it, as ‘though it had come from the French
baker’s! ¢ And what do you think, Sister Fairfax, he said
" about you?” . P

¢“ Bless your dear heart, what was it? ”’ -

¢ Well, he wanted to know who that fine-looking woman
was in the white shawl, and said he would make it a point
" to see you very soon, and theu he asked if that beautiful
little girl in the pew with you was your daughter.”

“ He said lttle girl, you are quite sure ? "’

0 yes, Mrs. Whiteflock was quite sure, and of course he
spoke of the child merely in compliment to the mother.

These were slight grounds for vantage, to be sure, but

Mrs. Fairfax so esteemed them and was flattered. She did
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not say to her friénd that she had already been introduced to
the Bishop’s son, and that he had evidently forgotten/}zer,,
not she.

“There was one circumstance connected with his vigit
that I can’t understand.”” Mrs. Whiteflock. continued, and
she bent low, and spoke almost in a whisper, ‘ He would
go down to see Peter. I couldn’t prevent it. I said Peter
was busy, and then I said he was away from home, and I

" would send him to the. parsonage; but all wouldn’t do.

Down he went, just as if he had been there twenty fimes,
and, would you believe, he stayed along hour. Of course I
couldn’t get a word out of Peter’s head.”

In order to understand the full force of this communica-
tion, it will be necessary to state that the husband of Mrs,
Whiteflock was a person of equivocal position, even in
his own household ; that any considerable intimacy existed
between himself and his wife would have been doubted
most seriously, but for the cloud of witnesses. He never
went abroad with her; when she entertained visitors he-
did not sit at the table, and she never addressed him in
terms implying social equality.

He was, indeed, a singular formation, seeming hardly to
belong to the organic creation; he was of immense bulk,
as it were from accretion, and not from the assimilating
process of growth ; neither had he determined proportions
or symmetry of outline ; in short he was a large, solid, -
opague body, shining chiefly by light reflected from his,
wife. -

No one ever spoke of Mr. and Mrs. Whiteflock, but of
Mrs. Whiteflock and Peter, and when he, was personally
addressed, his given name wag apt to be repeated with com-
passionate frequency, thus: ¢ How do you do, Peter?”
‘““ Are you pretty well, Peter?’’ ¢ Take a chair, Petér!”’
“ Come again, Peter !’ Ile had a kind of workshop fitted
up in the cellar at home, and it was perhaps from living so
much in the damp and shade that he came to havethe look
of a sprout, and to be almost passive in his existence. He
was master of no trade, but his occupations were various,
and he might be employed one day a-making shoes for the
children, another in soldering legs in broken pots, another in -
braiding door-mats, and yet other days in still more ignoble
employments. He did not belong to the church, he did not

. L+
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belong to anything, nor did anything belong to him, not his
wife, nor his child, nor his house, nor his farm, nor any-

thing that he-had. IHe had great possessions, and yet was -

" dispossessed ; he was not a fool, but he was worse, he was
not presentable., To pay him customary respect was to
embarrass him; therefore, by common consent he was left
out.

This man possessed one remarkable gift, variously inter-
preted, but at all events, investing him, when the fit was
on, with singular powers; he was sometimes enabled to
speak with tongues, sometimes to prophesy, and sometimes,
as it appeared, to talk with spirits. This gift now and then
brought his neighbors to him as suppliants. When a man
lost his wife, if it happened that he had been attached to
her, he forthwith sought out this opaque, mysterions Peter,
and from his gloomy cellar not unfrequently returned with
‘his heart and spirit wonderfully encouraged and strength-
ened. His visitors came to him mostly in the night time,
for it was held a disreputable thing tc countenance the pre-
ténsions of so strange a creature, and no man said to his
brother, except it were in a whisper, what he had seen or
heard during those mysterious interviews. Some more
marvelous experience than common, did after all, get itsel
uttered now and then, Some distraught mother, perhaps,
who had seen the cold clods heaped between her and the
sweet eyes of her baby, would come from this-dim cellar
crying for joy, and boldly proclaiming that she had seen
her darling ; seen it as plain as she had ever seen it in life;
that it was not dead ; removed a little from her sight, that
was all. Such stories did get themselves told, but they
got theinselves hushed up, too, and she that had cried for
joy, not unfrequently got ashamed of her report. It was
hysterics, it was hallucination, it was morbid impressibility.
So the doctor said, and for her part, she didn’t know what
to think. She could not quite get over the first impression,
to be sure,-but one thing she could do, she could be silent,
and moreover, keep away from Peter for the future.

The young folks who were in love would see him against
all prohibition and. all authority, but this was a light offence
compared with seeking spiritual comfort at his hands, and
was generally laughed at as a joke, and passed over with-
out serious objection.
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If a farmer found disease breaking out among his cattle,
he was likely to make some excuse for seeing Peter, and
incidentally to make mention of the calamity, for it was
admitted that he had some inexplicable gift, the exercise
of which was especially friendly to the lower order of crea-
tion. He could remove callous excrescences from the legs
of oxen and horses by the muttering of a few strange words,
the cutting of a circle in water, or some other like man-
ceuvre, and he was especially successful in restoring wall
eyes, and in causing hair to grow on naked and indurated
surfaces. Most of his neighbors came, therefore, to be
indebted to him for one favor or another, and a kindly
feeling, slightly blent with pity, prevailed toward him. If
he had made gain of his art, he would probably have been
accused of being in league with the devil, but he did not
thus make gain, so the probability was somewhat less
imminent,. _ ' -

At the raising, at the vendue, at the tavern, of a rainy
afternoon, Peter was never seen ; he was fond of the church, .
but he was not made at home there, and unless it were in
some dim corner, of an evening, he seldom sat in the con-
gregation, THis wife, or Mrs. Whiteflock —nobody thought
of calling her his wife— was ashamed of him, and up to this
time had made no pretence of anything else. Sometimes
when she. was surrounded with her friends, and she was
quite a leader in society, he stood without the door and -
admired her fine manners, and fine dress, and when he had
thus filled himself full of delight, went back to the humble
avocations of his cellar without one jealous pang. He wasg
not at.-home with himself, much less with any one else,
there seemed to be no place into which he fitted, and as he
was never obtrusive, the mysteriougs current of - his life
moved on toward the great eternity, without exciting much
interest or remark. -

Thus he stood ; not in dishonor, but with no definite and
acknowledged relations to society, or even to his own fam-
ily, at the time to which our story belongs.: Mrs. Whiteflock
bought and sold, hired men and dismissed them, went and
came, feasted and fasted, without any reference to him.

“Tell me, my dear,” she said, when they had done with

- the Bishop’s son, ‘“ what is the secret about the doorsteps ?

for of course, as I ought to have seen at first, it was not my
Peter you cared to talk about.”’ ‘
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“It’s a long story, and you must never tell,”

““No never ! ¥’

* We all have our troubles, I suppose??”’

¢ Oh, to be sure. I know I have mine, plump as I look.”
And then the two women put their heads together in confi-
dence, and involved themselves for good and all in the peril
of shared counsel. The greater part of what they said of

" themselves, of their neighbors, of the church, need not be

reproduced, as it will have little bearing on our story, but
whatever was thus imparted, in the warmth of impulse, was
most likely repented of in the coolness of calmer judgment,.
The most secret and sacred confidence on the part of Mrs.
Whiteflock related to Peter, her marriage with him and the
blessings consequent, in the shape of children, and involved
matter for some curious and interesting speculation, if sve
had time for it. On the part of Mrs. Fairfax, to Margaret,
and to Samuel Dale, whose proper mame she contemptuously
denuded of two syllables. It is not worth while to follow
her into minor details, her whole argument being suscepti-
ble of a very brief summing up. J |

Sister Whiteflock had been mistaken as to Samuel’s old
sweetheart, and the mistake had misled her, and caused her
to receive him on terms of familiarity which she bitterly
regretted ; in short, to accord him a footing in her household,
from which she now found it advisable to eject him. He
had stolen the heart of her child, a crime for which she

could never forgive him, *‘;’Ngmga,ret was his sweetheart, and

no other! They were lover#, these witless creatures !
Then Mrs. Whiteflock cried, shame ! and the two women
held up their hands as though they had never loved and
- never married. It was disgraceful, it was sinfal, but what
could be done! The affair would lead to marriage, inevi-

tably, except there were some intervention of providence;.

this being problematical, a providence must be interposed
by human means, and who so fit fo take this shape as the
mother hersdif? ‘“Sam’ was useful ; Mrs. Fairfax had
received at his hands many generous favors, she must not
break with him altogether. She was a lone woman, and
every lone woman must needs have a sort of middle man to
do her drudgery. She must manage in some way to retain
the man, and dismiss the lover. She did not clearly see her
-way, and. would feel the stronger for the aid and counsel of
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" her friend. So the two women put their heads together and

agreed that Samuel should be ousted, and that all ' means to
this end ,were righteous. He was homely, homely as a
scare-scrow | he was big, big as the side of the house! stu-
pid, stupid as an ox! and they wished he would go back
where he came from ! '

It was a pretty story if Margaret, a mere child, a baby,
wag to set up a will of her own, and after all her.good
mother had done for her, too! O, the ingratitude of children !

This conterence, thus summed up, lasted several hours ;
Margaret had felt herself excluded from the session, from .
the first, and the suppressed tones that came to her now and
then, were pregnant with uneasy intimations that set her
spirit chafing as she went about her work. At length she
paused, folded her arms, and looked out into the rain;
looked, naturally enough, in the direction of Mrs. White-
flock’s. All at once the expression of worry and fretfulness
vanished from her young face, and a light like the light of
enchantment came in its stead. There was secret work to

‘be done, that was evident, She stood still and listened for

a moment, and having hastily thrown a shawl over her
head, passed out of the house, through the garden, and was
in a moment flying along the meadow, her naked feet, like
little white wings, just touching the grass as she went.
Peter Whiteflock sat near the open door of his cellar
absorbed in his work, which happened to be the repairing
of an old clock, when she came and stood before him ; he
did not see her; his life was all so shadowy, perhaps, that
he was not conscious of an added shadow, and kept on turn-
ing the old creaking hands, and listening to the striking of .
the hour with all the rapt admiration with which a lover
might listen fo the praftle of his mistress. ¢ There she
goes | beautiful! splendid ! that’s right ! now try again!?”
and so, turning the hands, and gazing at the face of the lady
on the face of the clock, his enjoyment ran up to ecstasy
again and again, as the correct hour was rung out. ¢ There
she goes! she’s my beauty! that’s miraculous! that’s.
sublime ! 7’ , '
Margaret had never been so near this man in all her life
till now, and she observed him and all his surroundings
with something of superstitious fear mingling with her curi-

osity, and yet she could not but perceive that both himself

|
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!
and everything about him was singularly human and human-
izing. She was struck, first of all, with his. immense
- bulkiness ; she could not make out npon what he was seated,

though it was apparently a stool, or chair from which the
back had been broken away, for he not only covered, but
literally hung down on all sides of it, IIis cheeks, arms and
legs stood out with fatness; and as for his lap, if he had ever
had one, it was gone where the eye could not follow it. Ile
was very white and sprout-like, and had certainly the seem-
ing,of lamb-like innocence. The implements and tools of
his tinkering were scattered all about the room ; here a pot
of coals, and there chisels, and saws, and augers; and yon-
der, gimlets, and awls, and chalks and lines, and all the
finer professional instruments and articles; while close at
his elbow stood a plate of bread and butter, garnished with
onions, and a huge pitcher of milk.. His face wag beardless ;
his eyes of a pale blue color, large and vague ; his hair long
and silky, and tumbling in half curl upon his shoulders ; his

dress a cross between foppishness and carelessness; in hig .

shirt he wore a showy pin, and his fingers were covered
with rings. ’ ‘ ) :

‘T have come,” Margaret began timidly, when the elock
had struck all round from one to twelve. He looked up
without a smile, without any token of surprise or pleasure,
and then as if something external to himself got him on his
legs, he came forward, seeming to be impelled, and not to
move of his own volition, for he hesitated, stopped, and as
- it- appeared, resisted the advance with all his might. He
got, or was goften near enough at last to take Margaret’s
hand, upon which he fell to shuddering, closed his eyes,
and after a moment led her to a seat with all imaginable
grace, blind though he were. Hisavhole aspect was changed
since she first looked upon him ; the light of a clear and
high intelligence- shone in his face, bis motions were quiet
and easy, and his voice was eminently full and melodious.
“You have come,’”’ he said, divining her unspoken errand,
““ about the young man who gave you the ring you have in
your bosom.” Margaret started and looked at her hand,
and yet she knew the ring had never been onher hand ; she
had feared the eyes of her mother, and had hidden it in her
bosom. Samuel had given it in secret, and no one in the
world except they two knew that she possessed it. Her
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first impulse was to deny .the truth. I don’t know what
you mean,’’ she said, virtually telling a lie. The manner of
the mystic, medium, fortune-teller, or whatever he was,
changed from sweetness to severity with a suddenness and
completeness that quite transformed him. ¢ Can you expect
help {rom me,”” he said, ¢ whon you come to me with a falsé-
hood on your lips! The ring is in your bosom, and if you
deny it, I will leave you to free yourself from the darkness
that is gathering about you, as you best can; the love that
is anchored in a lie, cannot hold, and I would not make it if
I could.” T : :

His eyes were closed, but Margaret felt that he, or rather
that some intelligence represented by him, was lookin
through her. She burst into tears, and owned the truth,
opening , wide her heart, and revealing all its fears, and

- hopes that kindled fears. At this, her confessor resumed

his benign aspect, and “ calmed her fears, and she was calm,
and told her love with virgin pride,”

“But am I loved again?”’ she said; *‘that is what I
want to know,”’

“ Yes, as tenderly, as devotedly as woman need ask to be
loved.” , ‘
‘“ And will my lover marry me ? : .

The face of the man grew strangely sad. “ It grows very
dark about you,’”” he said ; 1 cannot see all, buf I see that
you are beloved. There is a white dove restling on your
shoulder, and on its wings in golden letters a name. I can-
not see it clearly ; now it comes out plainer. S-a-m—
Samuel, that is the name, and he who bears that name has a
beautiful spirit. I feel an atmosphere of repose, of heaven,
about me. Be true, my c¢hild, be true to him, whatever

- interpose ; no other man will ever love you as he does.”’

Margaret laughed.” She was not afraid of herself, of
whom she had most reason to be afraid; so that she was
beloved, why that was all; love would lead to marriage,
and marriage was life-long felicity. Margaret, it must be
remembered, was very young. In answer to her laughter
there came a sigh from the heart of the great creature
Pefore her. ‘/ There is another picture presented,”” he said ;
‘Isee a church, and a pale young man coming out of it ;
he approaches you, and the dove flutters and trembles, and
now he strikes it with his white hand, and with broken
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wing I gee it lying on the ground at your feet. You have
enemies, my child.” ‘

“ Who are they ? "’ ‘

““ They of your own household ; trust the woman this
man has taken to be with him ; she will befriend you.” -

‘ What man do you mean ! "’ . ‘

“The man through whom I am communicating with you,
— Peter Whiteflock ; but he is growing tired, and I cannot
use him longer ; farewell.”’ : o

The word was no sooner spoken than Peter trembled and
underwent various spasmbdic contortions, and slowly un-
closing his eyes, was himself again. She’s all right, you
see | a perfect little beauty, isn’t she ? fifteen years I’ve had
her, and she’s good as new to-day ! golden-tongued as a
robin. I wouldn’t sell her for twice her cost!”’ He was
on his stool again, hanging down all around it, and apos-
trophizing the old ‘clock, unconscious of any interruption,
apparently. ‘ : .

¢ And what can I do, then 7 ’’ eried Margaret, bewildered
and frightened by his spasms, his reference to enemies, and
" his strange double character. . "

“ How should I know ! >’ he replied, gazing upon her in
blank ignorance. ¢‘1reckon you had as good go home;
you’ve heard my queen of singers perform all through,
from one to twelve. She beits all the organs holler, don’t
she !’ and he fell to eating bread and butter. And poor
little Margaret, not knowing at all whether she had talked
with man or spirit, angel or devil, fled across the fields, her
white feet bearing her more like wings than before.

That night, Mrs. Fairfax was unusually gay and com-
municative. She and Mrs. Whiteflock had been talking all
the afternoon about the new preacher, the bishop’s son, she
said. All the church members were to meet at Mrs. White-
lock’s to make cushions and curtains, and piece quilts and
hem table-linen, and she knew not what all, toward refur-
nishing the parsonage, and making it worthy of its new
occupants. She named the afternoon that had been set
apart for this benevolent purpose, and selected the dress
she herself would wear on the occasion. Then, to the

surprise and joy of Margaret, she asked her if she would
like some new things so as to shine with the rest. :
I have neglected you too much, my dear,”’ she contin-
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" ued; *I have been to blame, and for the time to come, I

mean [to do a better part by you. You shall have the slip-
pers you asked for, and whatever more you wish, so it is
not unreasonable.” And she patted the cheek of the won-
dering child, with a show of affectionate regard. Mrs.
Whiteflock, who really had a tender and motherly heart in
her bosom, had said to her friend, during the afternoon’s
counsel, ““if you wish to govern Margaret, you must do it
through love ; harsh measures will never do. And more-

- over you cannot keep her a child any more; she is now a
Womag, and will be so regarded.”

‘“Ah, 1 will try the experiment!’”’ Mrs. Fairfax had
answered, Hence the sweetness. N

The result exceeded her hopes; Margaret was taken by
storm} the fondness, the generosity were so new, 0
strange, she knew not what to say. She thought of the
stolen interview with Peter, and her heart reproached her;
her mother would condemn her conduct, the church would
condemn it; perhaps she had been wicked. She had in-

. dulged in hard, almost angry feelings toward her mother

even while she was meditating such good things toward

" herself,

1 have so%ing to tell you, mother,”” she said, falling
on her neck and bursting into tears.

8he :meant to own her love for Samuel; her hand was
already on the ring; she meant to confess the stolen inter-
view of the morning, but the mother preferred not to hear
what she already knew ; as matters stood she could ignore
the fac;Lts, and, as she believed, manage more adroitly. ‘

“Keep your little secrets, my dear,” she said, pushing
Margaret from her; I don’t care to know them; what,
indeed; could a child like you have to confess?”’ Then she
asked, playfully, whether Margaret had forgotten to tie her
garters that morning, or to feed her chickens? or of what
other equally great sin she was guilty ? laughing as though

it were|all avery fine jest. So, for the present, the opportu-

nity of lhonest dealing was lost between them.

Thug disjoined from her mother, as it were, Margaret put
down h(:‘.:l: little secret’and remained silent. She could not
for the lifg of her say anything that referred ever so remotely -
f;r Sﬂﬁ el. With regard to him she could not assert

5
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Mprs. Fairfax kepf up the conversation all the same - after
Margaret had dropped out of it. She seemed not to be

" aware of the silence, but answered her own questions, and

ran on from this indifferent matter to that, and from one per-
son to another till at last, quite incidentally, she mentioned
Samuel, He wasn’t quite what a young man should be, she
was afraid ; he stayed out late of nights, drank, and played
cards; she hoped nothing worse, but she didn’tknow. . She
was sorry o hear such things; he seemed like & harmless
fellow, a clod-hopper, to be sure, but good-natured and well-
disposed. This was all nothing to Margaret, of course it was
nothing ; het little darling was too good, too wise to think
of such a poor creature with undue interest. He had him-
self as good as told her that he didn’t believe in the Bible!
Wasn’t that horrible ! She had never breathed it till now,
she had been so much shocked by it! A word from her
would put him out of the church, but she would- forbear.
¢« We must still treat him kindly,”” she said, ““ but with a
difference, Margaret, with a difterence!”” It was best for
all, she said, that each should keep in his right place. This
young fellow, whoever he was— Sister Whiteflock’s man —
was very ignorant, and didn’t really know his place, she
supposed, ¢ but we know ours, at any rate,”” she said, “and
must keep in it.”” ~ She hoped Margaret would not behave
" haughtily or scornfully, but with condescension instead of
consideration, and above all things without compromise of
the dignity that should mark the daughter of Mrs. Fairfax !
They lad, moreover, just Bow, & reputation to establish
with the bishop’s son ! '

This was the subject of her admonition ; she did not bring
proof of her accusations, but took care so to state them that
there should seem to be no-doubt of their truth. Indeed, she
constantly made it appear that she knew worse things than
she told ; that she was, in fact, softening and making the
best of it all. And she strove to impress upon Margaret,
the necessity of gieat reserve in her intercourse with Samuel,
by a variety of .insinuations and intimations not here set
down. ' .

Poor little Margaret! Every word so softly spoken had
pierced like a dagger. She had drawn farther and farther
away from her mother until she was quite shrunken into the
chimney-corner, where with her head leaned upon the stone

|
. jamb she listened to the heart beating loud and fast und
the ring in her bosom, and thought of him who gave it, wifll;
twice the accustomed tenderness. Hitherto, she had had
him pnly to love; henceforth he was to defend, to protect
:\(r)ou ﬁref;ulljé fg‘ua,gé_l and encourage as well; for that she
ld stand for him against th ' i
ot bt ag e world, she did not for a
We do not know much of ourselvy i ' i
: . es until we are tried
not gven the best of us, and ““ Deliver us from temptation 2
is a prayer that should evermore ascend unto Heaven. ’
Wé en Margaret closed her chamber door that night, she
turn d the key, a tf?reca_mtu?n she was not used to ta.ke,’ and
'%Emé{ back filrec Y, tried it again, to make assurance sure.
en reverting to the experience of the morning, she con-
gratulated herself that that was safely locked too, and
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“resolved that, in spite of any momentar{y impulse to the

contrary, she would, for the future, wisely keep h
counsel. Then she took thering from her b{)som,phele; ig‘gg
in (fihe light, kissed it again and again, slipt it on her finger
and at last, with her hand beneath her cheek, fell a,sleef)\

I;;)uglﬁeam such dreams as women dream when they love

CHAPTER IIL

A LOVER'S QUARRLL.

T -was near the sunset of a lovel ‘d’ i
ay, earl

. June, that Margaret Fairfax tripged ﬁ’owfl };;lig '

= ;ﬁ:ﬁ: of @hetﬁ:ong door, (she experienced special

s ure,in tripping over those steps,) and run-
n;l;g lightly along the walk, passed through "tge, )door«;;lfd
gate, which as it swung back behind her, brushed from the
I'Osi(ig)u%h beside it ?shower of fragrant leaves.

Her dress was plain to homeliness, her feet bare, and h
bright hair clipped, but ot too short to.blow about her forzl:
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head and eyes as she went; and her face was go illuminated
that at a glance you would have seen there was some de-
licious expectation in her bosom. She would certainly have
drawn your gaze after her as she went along, perhaps éven
have entangled your heart among the roses ornamenting the
rustic hood she held in her hand; wise men have been thus
made captive by simple maidens, before now.

Twilight gathered the last splendor from the hill-tops, and
it grew dusky in the borders of the wood, far off the tinkling
of sheep-bells sounded pleasant, and near by the whistle of
the teamster made bolder music, as, sitting his wheel-horse,
so upright, he passed by, seeming not to see the fair vision
at the roadside. Light of spirit, and light of step, Margaret
* walked forward, breaking off, in her cheery exuberance, the
tops of the aromatic weeds that fringed her path, and never
once looking back where her bashful lover was tracking her
by the prints of her bare feet. The world was all before
. her, as yet; it was not her time to look back. She had
reached the ‘terminus of the walk she had proposed to her-
. self, and stood on the slope of the hill beneath a clump of
young maples, gazing earnestly down the road, when a cloud
of rose leaves came between her eyes and the ohject she

watched for, and turning hastily, almost angrily about, she

found herself face to face with Samuel Dale. He saw the
look of surprise amounting pretty nearly to displeasure, and
was abashed, and doubtless meant it as an apology for intra-
sion, when he said : It is not to see you, Miss Margaret,
that I am here. I knew your mother would be tired when

she came from town, she mostly is you know, and happening

this way I thought I would stop and take charge of old
‘Whiteface.”

«(Q, if it’s mother you want to see, perhaps you had better
walk on; Ishan’t go any further” But Margaret had no
gooner said this than her heart misgave her. Samuel
looked so disappointed, so embarrassed, and awkward in hig
disappointment, that she said she didn’t mind if she did
go a little farther. It was all right now, and as they
walked together, half an hour vanished like a moment.
There was nothing new or strange to say, to be sure, and
yet everything was new, and strangely sweet. Their world
was a small world, and their thoughts seldom travelled
beyond it ; but just now it was wide enough, and each felt
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that to be banished from the familiar scene would be,to be
cast out of Paradise. ' o

. Is it true, that when ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be
wise ? Samuel had never looked so handsome as he did
that evening; he wore a blouse of blue stuff that became
him wondertfully, and his broad-brimmed -palm-leaf, and the
single rose at his button-hole, gave a touch of the jaunty
that was to Margaret, at any rate, quite enchanting. He
was more at home with himself] too, with Mrs. Fairfax at
such a distance, and got through some sentences almost
elegantly, as it seemed to his charmed listener. If mother
could but hear him! This was her unspoken thought again
and again. But that, alas! was not possible; he eould not . .
thus have spoken if she had been there, and she could not
have heard it if he had: Indeed, I think we must love our
friend before we can ever know the best of him.

He told Margaret how much money he had saved, and
how much more he would have sived by the end of the
year ; how many pairs of shoes he had, and in what
states of preservation they were, and just what had been
the cost of four new shirts that he had purchased. It was a
good many to get at once, but he thought he might as well
have a full sapply while he was aboutit. He asked Mar-
garet’s advice about some quite private and personal matters,
and in many ways overstepped the reserve which Mrs. Fair-
fax had enjoined upon him, yet withal, kept his promise; he
did not speak of love, - -

_And in all this talk about the shoes, and the rest of it, he
did not appear foolish or small; fond, confidential — noth-
ing more., He was so honest, so great-hearted, so magnani-
mous in all his feelings, he could not have appeared mean or
little in any circumstances. He possessed a certain pride
and ambition, too, that in their effect upon his manners
amounted almost to dignity. Itis not generally conceded,
to be sure, that a poor working man may of right hold up
his head and lift up his hopes, but concession or no conces-
sion, Samuel took such leave, and certainly his aspirations
were not very presumptuous; their ultimate stretch proba-.
bly, on the evening we write of, would have been, to own
fifty acres of ground, a house modelled humbly after the
parsonage, a garden, with beds of herbs and borders of
Howers, and to be able to say in the presence of all the men

b* ¢ :
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) ' .
and women he knew, “My wife!” and to say it to the
young woman standing beside him. e had told thisin
twenty different ways as they walked together in the twi-

light; every touch ¢f his hand had thrilled it t6 her heart,

every glance of his eyes had conveyed it to her soul; every
* low and tremulous tone had intimated it, but Margaret,
though she perfectly understood, replied to what he said, and
not to the import of what he said; perhaps with womanish

perversity, perhaps, in part, with intent to draw him out.-

And it may be said here, not inaptly, that men, as a general

thing, make their courtship with a cautious reservedness that.

ig likely to fall far short of -the éxpectations and desires of
women. The lover; when he loves the most, does not give
himself freely, spontaneously, entirely; he gives by hints and

intimations, and compliments, and extravagant praises and .

promises, 80 that even in marriage, sometimes, the woman
only knows that she has given herself, having taken a hus-
band solely on trust. Your lover may protest over and over,
my dear young lady, that he is ready to die for you, but that
is by no means equivalent to saying simply that he is willing
to live for you. Not at all. ‘ :
When a woman really loves, she cannot find words sweet

enough, and generous enough; to say what she would. She"

cannot repeat often enough the complete renunctation of

herself.. She longs to unfold her most secret soul, and to -

pour out all her heart, and holds the opportunity to do so as
the highest privilege of her life. 'When such opportunity is
withheld, therefore, is it any marvel if she should be some-
times grieved, hurt, almost to vexation, .

It is unsatisfactory to have a stone given us when we ask
for bread, and though Margaret had not been thus hardly
treated, she had certainly failed to receive the full, fresh loaf
she hoped for, and had reason to expect. Samuel was excus-
able, but how should Margaret know of the obligation to
silence he was under. She did not dream of it, but feeling
the silence ‘on his part to be an offence, took a colder and
moré¢ formal tone, and, at length fell to silence herself, alto-
gether. Samuel saw.the cloud on her brow, and strove by

various little arts to win back the vanished radiance; he .

gathered the blooming bunches of the iron-weed that grew
by the way, and playfully scattered them over her head,
until her hair and shoulders shone with them, until all her
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bosgm was fall of them. She did not lift her hand to brush
them away § she did not lift her eyelid, did not smile, nor
speak; and when at last he said: “ What is' the matter with

‘you, Margaret ?” She answered, “ Nothing” And when

he said in lower, tenderer.tones, “ Won’t my dear Daisy tell
her clumsy Sam, her own clumsy Sam, that ought o know.
of his own head, but don’t?” She said she didn’t know
who his Daisy was, and that for her part she hadn’t any
Sam, that she knew of,

He brushed the flowers softly from her hair as he answered,
“You don’t want any Sam; that is what you meant, I
reckon.” :

What could Margaret do? She could not say what she
would, and she would not say what she could; therefore she
pouted and said nothing, while her admiter strewed his
flowers along the ground as they walked, looking upon lLer
now and the% as the moth is supposed to look upon the star.
Her petulance was poetry, her chilliest words were charm-
ing to him, and somehow, he knew not how, he was to blame,
When his duil brain should come to know in what he ha
offended, it would all be right again. . ‘

“I have got a new name for you,” he said, looking straight

‘at Margaret, and speaking with make-believe animation.

She did not inquire what it was, and he went on — « Yes, I
have got a new name, since you don’t like Daisy; I am
going to call you my Sensitive Plant | ” ‘

“Call me what you pleage,” Margaret answered, and she
added with cruel bitterness, “it’s no difference to me, sir,
what you call me!” - |

“O Margaret! O my Daisy! My sweet Daisy! What
have I done to vex you? What can I do to please you?”

. “If I must tell you what to say, there is but a poor chance
of your pleasing me, I should think! As I told you-before,
say and do what you please, it’s nothing to me,”

“God-a-mercy ! God-a-mercy on me, then! I knowed I
was hopin’ too much ; I knowed it all the time; I knowed I
couldn’t be nothin’ to the like o’ you! I knowed the shader
would turn into night soon @r late; it’s fell soomer ’an I

.thought, that’s all. I was liké 2 weed that had growed in

your garden, and that the sun shone on for awhile because -
1t shines on .everythin’ 3 it is not your fault, little Daisy, oh,
no! don’t think I'm a-blamin’ you; I couldn’t blame you for
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anythin’, not if you tore my heart-strings all to pieces; so

you only foynd music in their breakin’, that would be all
I'd ask.” ‘

" He grew pale with the passion that was in him, and the

moisture gathered to his eyes as he bent them on the ground

over which, to divert his emotion, he commenced strewing

the flowers again. :

Margaret softened a little; it went to her pity, if not to
her love, to see the strong man thus moved. .She put her
hand below his and received the falling flowers, but said
nothing. Samuel did not touch the hand, nor seek to touch
it, as he might have done, but steadying up his courage with
all his might, said : “There is but one thing for me to do,
Margaret, — Miss  Margaret, I mean, —1I mustn’t see you
any more, I must go away.”
~ “Not on my account, I'm sure I wouldn’t be ‘the means

of sending you away, not for the world!” Margaret spoke
playfully, at the same time taking his'hand in both hers, as
if to put in it the blossoms she had saved.

“They are blessed now,” he said, “my poor, homely blos-

soms!” and he kissed them, and put them carefully away;

but he did not retain the hand; nor seek to retain it; he

did not say, as Margaret had perhaps expected, %4you don’t -

Jlove me, my darling; all my heart is yours, and to keep it
from breaking I must needs go out of your sight.” He
-could not say this, as the reader knows, but if he could have
gaid it, or anything like it, the shadow that came between
them, the night that fell upon them, might have been
‘averted. The pride of the girl was touched now, but her
fears were touched too, and she humbled her pride and
asked him again why he would go away, adding, with a
manner between seriousness and jest, and which might have
been either, I demand to know, I have a right to know!”

« My Daisy, my darlin’ Daisy!” he laid his rough, sinewy

hand lightly on her bright, young head, I wish I could tell
ou all, but I don’t dare to, I am under a sacred promise.”
‘What further he would have said, if anything was prevented
by the angry exclamation of Margaret. _

“ A sacred promise to besure!” she cried, “then all I have
heard is true; I was blind and crazy not to believe it at
once; I'm sure, if you hold any promise sacred, it is more
than could have been éxpected; keep it by all means! and
I wish you much joy of your sweetheart, into the bargain!?”
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“You are crueler than you need to be, crueler than

Eould be; if you knfw a]lg’ 'Sanlf{mel answ:ered, “but I ni;:il;
eep my promise; I never broke my s i
and I mus%)n’t begiil now.,” y sacred promise ye,

“ Who wants you to begin? I’d like to know!”

“ Nobody, without it’s my own heart; but if I begun by
bein’ false to one, how ¢ould I be true to another? I must
keep my promise, but it doesn’t break it to say that I haven’
got a sweetheart anywhere.” ’

“That’s a likely story! why, then, are you going away ? »

“I don’t know how to make it right, Miss Margaret; I
begun by bein” wrong; I oughtn’t to ’a’ made the P omise
but as I did, I must take the consequences, I reckon.” ’

There was a good deal more between them ; talk ‘whout
things rather than directly of them, ending, on the part df
Margaret, with reference to the dark accusations that were
current against him. , '

“I don’t know what you’ve heard aginst me,” Samuel
answered sadly, “but there’s a mighty sight might be told
if the truth was all knowed; 1 ain't no saint, O no! I'm fur
enough from that, but the worst thing I ever done I wouldn’t
be ashamed to tell you; why should I be? Don’t I confess
my sing every night in my prayers, before I go to bed, and
agk to be forgiven as I forgive them, that harm me?” He
broke quite down at this point, and turning away his face *
applied himself assiduously to pulling their flowery tops
from the iron-weeds. Margaret remained silent, intent only,
a8 it seemed, upon catching the first glimpse of her mother;
and, at last, having got the mastery of himself, Samuel said
“I wish it was all over, and that I'was back agin.” o

Y Back where! with your sweetheart? and what do you
wish was over?” ' :

. “I told you I had no sweetheart, but if you don’t believe
me, I can’t make you. I wish I was back among the green
glls I caflme ﬁ'ons, Iané! Kit% my dear old mother. She loves

e any how, and I wish the pain of this partin’ er ;
that'’s what I meant” P. . puxtin’ wwas overs

“The pain of parting, to be sure! with whom, I wonder!”
An:i Margaret laughed scornfully.

. Samuel was offended. “Laugh if you want to,” he said,
rememberin’ it will lighten my sufferings.” Margaret
laughed again, repeating the Wort{ sufferings several {lmes,
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and then she said sarcastically. - « I'm sure I pity you, from
my beart.” : .

“Q, you're very good, and I’'m sure I’'m much obleeged to
you for your condescension,” Samuel replied, still further
offended. He then said there were some folks in the world
besides his mother, who believed in him, yet. -

Margaret said she had heard as much; he drew himself up
at this, and as if the time ~ re becoming tedious, said he
wished her mother would vu.ne, - ‘

“I wish so too,” replied Margaret, repeating the lie he had

uttered, with what seemed very earnest sincerity, and she
added directly, “ You needn’t wait for her, I'm sure mother
and I can take care of ourselves!”

“ I know. it, Miss Margaret,” he answered, hglf’ sadly, half
bitterly. “I a'most wish it wasn’t so, for then T might hope
to be of some use to you; but now — but now —.” There
was & last chance for some relenting on the part of Margaret,
but she still bore herself coldly and proudly, She could
afford indifference just then; the roses of sixteen were bright

in her cheeks, and had not her mother the friendship of the

bishop’s son ? and was she not now gone to town to buy her
anew dress and earrings, and slippers, and ever so many
things besides! Ah, SBamuel, there was but a sorry chance
for you just then..

In social position, and prospective future, they were about
equal, these young people, just now, but in moral nature and
‘in intellectnal capacity there was a large difference in favor

of the man, though the young woman, to the casual observer -
would have seemed to have the advantage. Women have a.

natural artfulness, so to speak, that often stands them in the
stead of culture, and not only this, but conceals with its
perfect gilding the poverty of heart and spirit that is beneath.
Margaret possessed this questionable advantage, and con-
strued it into superjority, perhaps even at the best of times,
and she certainly did so now that her eyes were obscured
with. none of the mists of tender feeling. L

She felt that she condescended a little in permitting her-
gelf to be loved by Samuel, and was, therefore, the more
indignant at his reticence. '

“I am sorry you wish us harm,” she said, affecting not to
understand his remark -about their independence, “but I
don’t suppose we'll go to the poor-house just because you
would like to have it s0,”
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“I see you're determined not to understand anything I
say,” replied Samuel, in sorrow, rather than anger, “so it
ain’t worth a-while for me to waste more words.” Tl just
wait a bit longer, and then if Mrs. Fairfax don’t come home
I’ll go about my own affairs.” :

“It’s a pity if I can’t be as independent as he,” thought
Margaret, “1 won’t be the one to be left, not 1” And tell-
ing him that if he was going about his own affairs, so that
he might go away from her, she would save him the trouble,
she turned from him proudly, and walked slowly in the
direction of home, hoping, it is not unlikely, that he would
call her back.

He would gladly have done so, but he was not without his
share of pride too; then he indulged the hope that she would
return of her own free will when she should hear the market-
cart rattling in the distance. Both were disappointed, for
the sake of a foolish and wrong feeling, bred out of almost
nothing, nursed into bitter uneasiness, wilfully and per-
versely, on the part of one of them, certainly, and entailing
upon both miserable days and nights that might as well have
bfielti‘l avoided, might as well have been blessed days and
nights. , .

Strange, that the course of true love never should run
smooth. Margaret was not yet out of sight when the mar-
ket-cart came rattling over the next hill, more noisily than
Samuel could have hoped, but the haughty girl did not so
much as turn her head. She knew that Samnuel loved her,
and knew that she was making him wretched, knew that she
was not only making herself wretched for the time, but
moreover, laying up sorrow for the time to come. Do you
ask me why she did this? pray you, ask your own heart,
not me,

When Mrs.. Fairfax found Samuel waiting for her, and
alone, she accosted him with great good humor; «Get right
up beside me,” she said, “and drive me home; my poor
arms ache with the pulling of old ‘Whiteface upon the bit,
It was so good of you, I am sure, and where is Margaret ?
How strange she isn’t with you!” o

Of course Samuel didn’t know where Margaret was, and
this ignorance still further increased the cordiality of the
Patroness, and as they drove forward she related all the ex-
periences of the day. She told him how she had lost a
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linch-pin, and how a strange gentleman had taken one from
his gig, and given her; and then she enumerated all the
things she had bgught, and the price she had paid for each
article, and asked Samuel to sum up the entire amount, both
because she was proud of the largeness of the sum spent,
and for the reason that he would naturally feel himself
farther removed from her daughter, by a knowledge of her
pinchbeck earrings, and prunella slippers. She did not mis-

calculate. Samuel had never in his life, felt so poor, so hurt, .

as when carrying his arms full of parcels and boxes and
bundles, he laid them down in the lap of Margaret, who
received them without a smile. He would not go away
without a reconciliation, she felt sure of that, presuming upon
his love, and forgetting that love will sometimes bear less
than hate. The best table-cloth was laid, and all the tea
things arranged with unusual care, she peeping through the
curtains now and then to see him as he went about the even-
ing chores, his palm-leaf hat a little one side and his blue
blouse all unbuttoned to the wind.

Mrs, Fairfax, when she accepted his proffered services, did
not invite him to remain and drink tea with them, as she
used to do,—this was one of the differences she had made,—
she was willing to receive as much as ever, but when it came
to giving, she was chary. She estimated, indeed, the worth
of every kind word, and each particular smile, throwing in
more or less sweetness, as the case required.

Her forms of address indicated the degree of the favor
she was angling for — “Samuel ” was for her most independ-
ent moods, or, perhaps it were better said, for her least
. dependent occasions, inasmuch as she was never independ-
ent. She sucked up benefits as the sponge sucks water,
and was always on the alert, “Sam ” served for occasions

a little more than ordinary, but not extraordinary; ¢ dear

Sam,” or “Sam, you handsome rascal!” was brought into
requisition in exigent cases— for instance — “ Samuel, would
it trouble you too much, when you go to the village this

evening, to see the butcher for me?” And again, « Sam,

do you know any good fellow that would spade my garden
for me some leisure morning ? If you do, see that he does
it, will you? and when my ship comes in, he shall be remem-

bered!” or, “Sam, my dear fellow, really you are so good, I -

don’t mind asking you,” and then it would come out that
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let alone ask for.

One day she said to him, ¢ Sam, dear, if you find any nice
strawberries in the meadow, would you mind gathering a
bowl! of them for me?” ,

. Of course Samuel wouldn’t mind, and of course she got
the strawberries — a beautiful basket of them, all blushing
among dewy leaves. “Now, my Saint Samuel,” she said,
when she received them, “will you oblige me once more, just
for the love I bear you?2” N

« Certainly,” what could he say otherwise, and then she
asked him to leave the strawberries at the parsonage, as a
little present from Mrs. Fairfax and daughter to the bishop’s
son! This was the unkindest cut of all. Samuel had dis-
liked the bishop’s son by anticipation before he ever saw
him, and ‘had subsequently found no reason to change his
mind. Nevertheless he sat astride the fence and whistled to
the moon that evening, while the bishop’s son said grace
over a silver bowl of strawberries.

It is a pity that Mrs, Fairfax had not held it beneath her
thus to sell her smiles, and let us hope with what confidence
we may, that there are few, if any women, who in any
degree resemble her. “No, dear,” she said when the tea
things were all on the table. “I really believe I forgot to
ask Samuel to sup with us; but he has already eaten, I dare
say, such persons have early hours, you know!” So they
sat down together, but to Margaret all the pleasure of the
time was gone. The new dress, the prunella slippers, the
earrings, all would not do. She tried in vain to seem gay,
the words came stammeringly, and then not at all, and finally
when the mother made some slighting remark about Samuel
she burst into tears. She didn’t know what was the matter
she said in answer to her mother’s inquiry. She had 2 little
headache, but nothing had happened to make her sad, noth-

-ing in the world ! Then she went away from the table, and

seating herself on the low doorstep, looked out into the
night; not to watch the soft rising moon, nor to see the
twinkling of the village lights; unconsciously to herselt”
almost, she hoped to see Samuel still lingering about the.
well, or in the garden. She saw the slow sailing of the

"night-hawk, and the blind flitting of the bat. She saw the

late workmen plodding home, and the cows lying down in
8
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the pasture, and the shadows deepening over all, but she

saw not whom she hoped to see. L
Mrs. Fairfax sought by various little devices that would

have been kind if they had not been so artful, fo interest

and amuse the sad girl. She had often felt justiso herself -

when there was nothing at the bottom of it that she knew
of, and she bustled about, and as she put away the sapper
things, talked of indifferent matters, answering her own
questions the while, and making believe that no suspicion
of the truth had come near her; but when Margaret would
not be pacified, she said at last, pettishly, “I don’t wonder
you are down-hearted! any body would be down-hearted,
if, they had been alone all day as you have been, or what is
worse, had seen only that curious creature, Samuel ; really,
my strong nerves are shocked by him sometimes! I sup-
pose he waited to-night to be especially invited to cOme in!

Well, if he waits for me to coax him he’ll wait a good while,.

« I dislike him more and more every day ; he is so big, and so
- awkward!” This was not the way Margaret was to be
. pacified. She could blame Samuel herself, but she could
not patiently hear another blame him, and that other, her
mother, who owed him so much gratitude. She said some-
thing half inaudibly to the effect that Samuel could live
without some folks as well as some folks could live without
him, and so, sullen, as well as sad, went away to her chamber,
"where, with her eyes hidden on her arm, she at last fell
asleep, sighing and sobbing even in her dream. What were
all the new things to her now? almost as nothing, but if she

could have known they were designed to buy her away from -

Samuel, they would have been less than nothing ; as it was,
‘she had them to set against his indifference, and thus she
made for herself some cold comfort. ‘ ‘ '

She was sorry for what she had done, and yet she resolved
- she would not take a single step to undo it. She was foolish,
but who of us all has not been foolish? For my part, I
believe women stand in their own light more wilfully and
persistently than do men — they never will, once for all,
bury the hatchet, and there.let it lie and rust out unused;
no, they must needs haunt about.the old ground, and every
now and then, as chance occurs, throw out dark hints and
intimations of what they might, could, would or should do,
. and at last, in some ill-starred moment, up comes the cher-
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ished weapon, and then such thrusts and blows right and
left! . Stand from under my good man, and the Lord have
merecy on your soul ! o

At such a time you said this! at such another you said
that! here you did thus, you hard-hearted, ungratefal
wretch! yes you did, too! doesn’t my mother know it all?
And there you did so — you know it, very well! "And so,
one after anotl‘igr, the old wounds are hewed open, and ache
and bleed afresh — and to what end? Why, to no good
end. When the little slight or the little quarrel is over, for
goodness’ sake, for righteousness’ sake, let it go, and never
by sign nor the shadow of a sign suffer it to be supposed that
you have any remembrance of it. Constant dropping you
krow— well, constant fretting upon the heart will wear out
love. Cultivate the habit of not only making the best of the
best, but also of making the best of the worst — do not look
too far away for happiness, nor hope t0o much,— sufficient
for the day are its blessings, if we are diligent to gather
them up. : :

When the morning light streamed through the window
and across Margaret’s pillow, the fear and despondency of
the previous night vanished like a shadow, she wag so con-
scious of possessing the love of Samuel that she could not
believe he would long remain away from her, and by antici-
pation began almost to enjoy the triumph which she felt so
sure of achieving. She did not believe he in the least de-
signed to go away, but even supposing he had such thoughts,
he would come to see her before putting them in execution,
and if he once sees me, she said, let him go if he can! And
having taken this for granted, her. thoughts ran forward and

“pictured, after a fashion highly satisfactory to herself, all the

details of the interview; how Samuel should first relieve
her of all blame and afterwards own himself to blame, very
much to blame — wrong, altogether in the wrong — herself
quite right, and to be asked forgiveness of, which, atter re-
ceiving many promises and protestations, she would grant.
She meant that it should all be right in the end, more right
than it had ever been, and she planned a thousand generous
plans of this and that—ghe would not be a jealous and ex-
acting mistress any more, not she, but the truest and tender-
est of little maids that ever waited on a master’s will,

In all this she reckoned without her Samuel, poor child;
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he had his pride as well ag she, and a much wiser and more
enduring pride. If he had felt himself the superior person,
if he had felt himself in any way the equal of his captor,
which in his sweet humility he did not, he might not have

stood so coldly out, but he was conscious of all his clumsy .

ways, and never without a suspicion that she was conscious
of them too; it seemed, therefore, as though there were
nothing for, him to do but fall back upon his pride. He

remembered her bitter taunts, not with any feelings of re- -

sentment, and not as attaching any blame to her, some how,
and some way, she was justified ; it was her mother, it was
idle gossip, it was the bishop’s son! And this, least of all
things, was, perhaps, the most extravagant extenuation he
could have made for his mistress. In the first place, she had
never so much as spoken to Mr. Lightwait, that he knew of,
and in the second, she had no admiration for him, that he
knew of. He put her from his mind as much as he could,
and evening after evening, descended to the workshop in
the cellar, when the day’s toil was done, and by the light of
Peter’s tallow candle read aloud from the Bible, or from the
Methodist hymn-book, and sometimes sung with all his soul,
devoutly grateful that his divine Lord had been once the
meekest and lowliest of men, and would not despise even
the like of him. Thus, there grew up between them 2
friendship that became confidential in the end. And even-
ing after evening, as Samuel sat thus, reading and singing,
and talking of things unseen, Margaret walked in the lane
" with a half scornful smile on her fice, and evening after
evening the rosy twilight fell into gray, and the gray slowly
and soberly deepened to black, and he did not come — he
that she hoped to see. ‘

Night after night she went to sleep with bitter tears in
her eyes, and morning after morning the embers of hope
kindled themselves and blazed again, for there is no end of
the devices with which we delude ourselves,

Meantime, the ¢ fashionable dressmaker™ of the village
was in requisition, and the cutting and shaping, and sewing
and fitting, went on, and the young girl could not but be
diverted in some sort by these processes; to stand up before
‘the glass and be laced up and pinned down, and called on to
decide the effect of this ribbon and that frill, was an execiting
novelty to her, whose simple gowns had always till now
been more simply fashioned.
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"When he sees me in all these fine things, she thought, as
she tarned the little hat on her hand, gay amber ribbons dand
blue flowers, and with admiring eyes upon me besides his,
he will repent of all this cruel coldness. And then she
resolved that she would not act proudly toward him in con-
sequence of all her finery, but on the contrary would take
special pains so show him that she was quite independent
of ber new honors, Since she had first seen him, so many

days had not elapsed without a meeting between them, yet

Mrs. Fairfax passed it along without any notice whatever;
it happened that she had no especial need of Samuel during
these days.

They had met often, as the reader knows, previously to

the ill-starred evening, but not alone, and it is not unlikely -

that, with all their hearts, both had been long desiring the
very interview which they had turned to such bad account,

~why, neither of them could tell; it was with no premedita-~

tion, surely, and yet it fell out.

Mrs. Fairfax passed it along, but she was not unobservant,.
It is all going just as I would have it, she thought, but to
strengthen her hopes she constantly reminded Margaret that
she was placed under heavy obligations by these new favors;
“ her mother’s will is going to be hers for the future,” she
would say to the dressmaker with playful vivaeity; “I see
that plain enough in all these pretty fringes and tassels and
cords, and everything! O, she is going to be the best and
dutifulest young lady in all the world!” It was much to
admit that Margaret was a young lady, cven in this playful
manner, and was of itself expected to go a great way.

_ “I expect great things of her to pay for it all, to be sure!” '

Then she would make a picture of Margaret in her finery shin-
ing down all the village girls, and ending with, *Who knows
but she is going to marry the bishop’s son, yet?” Then
fluttering the new hat with all its flowers and ribbons before
her, she would bow before it as if to Mrs, Lightwait. By
these means she hoped to expel from the mind of Margaret
humbler thoughts and fancies, but she had no intention of
making over the great man thus lightly. She felt that she
had a preémption right in him, some how; and with refer-
ence to appearing well in his eyes, she employed herself
“in the vast dead and middle of the night” in studying
effects of color and combinations of material upon her own

6*
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toilet, remembering Margaret only as a something that was
to set herself off —an ornament to be carried in her hand,
as it wete. ! '

‘Sunday morning dawned at last, in promise of the love-
liest of days. Margaret was astir by times. She would of
a surety meet Samuel at church; he would shake hands
with her; perhaps walk part of the way home with her, and
all would be made up! The milking was concluded before
the birds were well out of the bushes, and the breakfast-cups
done with, and shining along the dresser half an hour
sooner than common. The sacred psalm she was trying over
would run to a gay tune in spite of herself, as she flitted
About, putting by needles and thread, and removing from
shelf and table the shows of work-day labor and eare, and
in their stead substituting the Bible, the hymn-book, the
pitcher of flowers, thereby imparting to all the house the air
~of solemn Sabbath serenity which it was used to have, but
which for herself, she could not that day feel. The hour of
her triumph was almost come, so.she believed in her heart;
; her hand had never been so cunning ; whatever she touched

+. adjusted itself to her will, so that all the morning chores

were completed while the dew yet lay fresh along the grass.
- How charming she looked in her little chamber with its
- sandwhite floor; and simple furniture, all set off with garni-
ture of her own maidenly invention; here some pretty device
of drapery, there a bowl of bright-colored pebbles, or a nest
full of tiny speckled eggs.. Something everywhere that told
of a young girl’s innocent thoughts and dreams. Above the
looking-glass, which was not much bigger than oné’s hand,
hung the scarlet wing of a wild bird, and beneath it, a curi-
ously-curled ram’s horn, and these, as might be guessed, were
the gifts of Samuel. From the drawer of the burean peeped
the blue fringes of the comforter she was secretly knitting for
him against the far-away Christmas time, and on the table
beside the Testament, lay a bunch of withered daisies,
gathered by the beloved hand. It was all so sweet, so still,
so full of holy associations, the boldest .sunbeam wmight
scarcely dare look in, when' Margaret, drawing the white
curtain_across the small window, untied the cape modestly

fastened at the throat, and loosening the band at the waist, -

went pattering about the floor with bare feet, and hair all

tumbled about her dimpled shoulders and arms. All the .
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counterpane was.covered with her rustic finery — the em-
broidered sleeve, the rufled hem, the handkerchief ironed
to small square folds, the snow-white stockings, the blue belt,
the fan of pheasant’s feathers, tied with ribbons to match the
belt, the shawl, the parasol, and oh, triumph of art! the new
dress. Shall Samuel look upon all these new things un-
moved? If the vanity in her little heart answered, No, let
us forgive her.

“ Come, Margaret!” calls the mother from the foot of the
staire. And yet again: ©Come, Margaret!” And this time
she adds that the church bell is ringing.

Margaret answers, “ Yes, mother, in 2 moment!” but ghe
is not nearly ready, thongh she has been in her chamber so
long, getting ready. She was well enough pleased with
herself, but would she please Samuel ?

At last she could delay no longer, and . with a parting
glance in the looking-glass, partly satisfactory and partly
not, she descended, fluttering and blushing and trembling,
almost. Mrs. Fairfax stood still with admiration; for once
she was proud of her daughter, or, more correctly speaking,
she was proud of her danghter’s clothes. -

“The folks will think I have got 2 young lady from town
with me,” she said, and they set out together, talking little
by the way, each being preoccupied; the mother, with am- -
bitious hopes and schemes; Margaret, with Samuel. What

- if he. should not be at church! What if he should not

speak to her! And what if she should fall to crying in
the face of all the congregation! Then she would chide
her heart for its foolish fancies; he would be there, of

. course he would be there, the first to seek her, and so hum-

bly penitent! He might not walk home with her, but he
would come in the evening, and they would sit in the moon-
light together once more, and she would say this and that,
and so she planned all her speech, and all her conduct. - She
would not wear her fine things; she would wear the string
of black beads, tied with the blue ribbon with which he had
played so often, and the muslin dress with the brown speck,
that would be sure‘to please; he would eall her. Daisy, and
everything wonld be as it used to be, o |
Perhaps he had been watching for her, and would over-
take her before she reached the mesting-house; her heart
was a-tremble with sweet hopes; every approaching foot-
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step was his, and not a shadow crossed her path, and not a
voice reached her ear but fancy made a picture of him;
eagerness to serve her, showing through bis modesty, and
the grace of charm, shining over his clumsiness. They
‘reached the meeting-house gate, and she had not yet seen
him except in fancy; he was gone into the church before
her, and one opportunity was lost. She blamed herself for
being late, and was almost sorry she had waited to array

herself in her new things. She felt misgivings lest she -

might not look well in his eyes, and lest he might think she
desired to be noticed. She could hardly lift her eyes as she
walked behind her mother down the aisle; his eyes were
upon her, she was sure, and now that she was so near him, her
fears got the better of her hopes. - Not till long after she was
geated could she lift her face toward the pulpit where the
preacher was already reading the hymn, but she got courage
at last, and looked up? Was it faney ? or had those deep,
_far-looking eyes singled her from the whole congregation ?

Unconsciously her eyelids fell, and she fluttered all over like
a bird when danger approaches. She was ashamed of the

gensation ; it was not likely Mr. Lightwait had noticed her

at all, but if he had, it was her too worldly dress that had
attracted him. It was not long, however, that she thought
of him, for with the first step that crossed the threshold her

thoughts reverted to Samuel. With every click of the gate -

latch her Heart would start up, and by the time the advanc-
ing shadow touched the door-sill, the red spot in her cheek
would have widened all- over her face, but when the disap-
pointing reality followed the shadow, the heart would sink
back, and the bright flush fade away. : 4

She did not hear the sermon. She did not ‘even hear the
prayer, and when the closing hymn was read, she could not
find the place, and remained turning the leaves of the book
after the singing began. ' Again she lifted her face, and Mr.
Lightwait, who was unmistakably observing her this time,
re-announced the number of the hymn. = The sensation she
had previously experienced repeated itself at this, and she
came near dropping the book from her hand. She was mor-
tified beyond measure, though ‘not a soul could be aware of
her emotion. It was inexplicable to herself, strange, painful.
Father Goodman might have looked at her in censure, or in

praise; any way he would, and she would not have fluttered
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like a frightened bird, nor would she have come near drop-
ping her book. ' :

It was the custom of the congregation, during the singing
of the last hymn, to turn from the pulpit and facing the
choir; but though Margaret turned with the rest she could
not look up. Samuel was used to sing in the choir. She
had not distinguished his voice, but that might be owing to
her confusion; he was surely there, for he never failed of
being at church — never failed singing with all his soul.
And it was always a pleasure to her to hear his voice ring
out with the best of them. Perhaps he was not singing
with his accustomed spirit that day, but try as she would to
stay up her courage, the fear that he was not in the meeting-
house, and that some evil had befallen him —for love is
strangely apprehensive for the beloved — took possession of
her; a chilly dampness crept over her from head to foot,
a blindness that was dizzy veiled her sight, and she fell,
rather than sank, to her seat. 5

If she had been the object of curious attention before, she
was doubly so now, and as no one could possibly guess the
truth, her conduct met an interpretation unfortunate to her-
self. She wished to make herself conspicuous because of
her new things, said the young folks, and some of the old
folks nodded and smiled ; so true is it that some persons, at
least, get something out of the misfortunes of others that is
not displeasing to themselves. “We will not humor the
vanity of the young butterfly by giving her any attention,”
seemed to be the tacit understanding, and one and another
passed by, after the benediction had been pronounced, with
a formal salutation to Mrs. Fairfax, but no word for Marga-

" ret; there she was trembling behind her mother’s ampler

skirts, unnoticed, unseen, apparently, wishing to be any-
where, rather than there, anywhere, so that she might hide
her head. The slight was specially marked, for it was the
custom of the time and place for the congregation to linger
after the close of the services for the purpose of shaking
hands with the preacher, and afterward with one another;
to exchange kind hopes and wishes, inquire after the old
grandmother and the lame boy left at home, and to make
little eriticisms and comments on the sermon and the sing-
ing ; possibly to whisper a word about the last marriage, or
an expected event of great interest, génerally nameless.
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Indeed it would have been quite in order for those persons
knowing her familiarly, to have said to Margaret how pretty
and- becoming were her new dress and hat, but np such
pleasant and harmless flattery greeted her. One /young
woman with a hat especially old-fashioned took oetasion to
remark to her that she had never seen her locking so badly;
maybe it was partly owing to the horrid color of her ribbons!
If she moved, she wished to be noticed ; if she shrank back,
it was coldness, it was pride — anything but modesty and
bashfal confusion, when, poor child, it was only through her
sufferings that she thought of herself at all. What would
she not have given now to have that last miserable evening
with Samuel to live over again! Perhaps he had gone away
in very truth, and she was never to see him more, however
long she might live! Perhaps he was sick —dying, and she
not near to ask his forgiveness; these, and all the other tor-
menting fancies that love is so cunning to devise, crowded
into her brain and made her heart sick, She dragged so
heavily on the arm of her mother as they went down the
aisle that she turned and spoke sharply to her. <My dear
Sister Fairfax, allow me? I see your little daughter is sick
and suffering.” And Mr. Lightwait took the hand that

hung dejected and cold by Margaret’s side and drew it .

/.

through his arm. Half a dozen women weére eager now to

give her water, to fan her, to do anything; but that first touch
of the young clergyman’s hand had brought her quite to
herself. “Thank you,” she said, drawing away from him,
“I am better now.” :

‘Would she not be carried to the parsonage, and rest there

for a few minutes, at least? She required some sort of cor-
dial, or restorative, and Mr. Lightwait wounld be only too
happy to be of any service; he had, in' fact, always the
tenderest interest in the lambs of his flock, He addressed
himself to Mrs, Fairfax rather than to Margaret, and took
occasion tospeak of the Sunday-school, and of the unneces-
sary labor which Margaret was accustomed to impose upon
herself there. He did not say, “Margaret,” nor ¢your

daughter,” at this point, but touching her cheek softly with

his white fingers, called her ¢ our little saint.” He had not
himself been 1n the Sunday-school, to be sure, but he knew
what passed there; his sister, 2 much more competent per-
son in executive matters, relieved him of many unprofitable
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duties, and it was from her he had learned about Margaret’s
over-conscientionsness. “If our little saint insists too much
on martyrdom we will have her arrested” — (here he took
her hand and pressed it) — “and throw her into prison with
Peter Whiteflock and his spirits, perhaps. Have you ever
seen Brother Peter, darling?” .

% Oh, Brother Lightwait, you don’t think it’s possible that
queer man hag intercourse with spirits?”

“T think, madam, - Sister Fairfax, I would say, . that
‘there are more things in heaven and esarth than are
dreamed of in your philesophy.’”
o« BI,J;t you can’t think he talks with spirits, that odd crea-
ture ? ' : ‘

“ Do you suppose, Sister Fairfux,” he turned and looked
upon her more closely than he had yet done, and added in a
changed tone, % that we are going to have prosperity in our
Zion here?” : '

There Mrs. Fairfax was quite at home, and ran on telling
him all about Father Goodman, and the souls that were
added to the church during his charge, and all about the.
backsliders, and class-meetings and love-feasts; and all about
a great many incidents and accidents connected with the
church, to which he secemed to Esten aitentively, but he
asked no questions and made no *audible responses, all the
while, against her will, retaining the hand of Margaret.

“And now you must go in,” he said, when they had -
reached the gate of the parsonage, putting his arm about
her, and with a gentle force compelling obedience.

“No!” Margaret said she was sick, and. would prefer to
go home. %Y know it, my precious lamb, you are very sick,
and that is the reason you cannot be suffered to have your
own way ; when I am sick, you shall rule me, my dear, but

" not now.”

She was at the door, inside the door, all against her will.
“There, Kate, wheel the sofa this way.” %A pillow, quick!”
“Now a glass of wine!” . “None of your common, every-
day stuff!” (he tossed what she had brought, from the win-
dow) —«The best, the best!” «There, darling, all, youn
must swallow it all!” And Margaret drank as much as she
could of the wine, and, utterly overpowered with the strange-
ness and conflicting gharacter of her emotions, sank back in
the corner of the sofh, quite regardless of the fresh flowers
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and ribbons of her hat, and covering her face with her
hands, cried like a little child. '

“Dear me!” cries Kate Lightwait, « what shall we do!
fetch the doctor?” ‘

« Fetch your good sense, good sister, and get yourse,lf out
of the room, She smothers you, m{‘poor child, doesn’t she,
with all her shawls and things? There, now you breathe

again, Sister Fairfax, will you please find Kate’s maid, and .

ask her for smelling salts?” He was alone with Margaret
now. “I am going to be nurse and physician, my darling,
as well as priest.” He was stooping over her, untying the
ribbons that fastened her hat. He was longer doing this
than need were, and his face came nearer Margaret’s than
need were, and twice, or thrice, his hands unconsciously, or
by accident it might have been, dropped upon her neck.
"«T am too troublesome,” said Margaret, and she untied
the ribbons at once; but the flushed cheek and something in
the tone made it almost as though she had said, “You are
too troublesome!” and the little flirt, so quickly effective,
which she had given to the lately obstinate strings was of
itself a reproof. , :
«“ RealI;r), quite a stroke of genius, my child!” and then
he apologized for his own awkwardness with so sweet a
seriousness, it would have been impossible not to receive 1t

all in good faith.

Now he adjusted her pi]ldw, and now he wrapt the little

silken shawl about her shoulders, addressing her sometimes
as “my darling,” sometimes as “my child,” and gliding from
this to that after a method that would have been gay and
worldly, but for the subduing grace, the religious _gloom, so
to speak, that tinged it all with a sort of sad sanctity.

His tones, low and softly modulated, lulled and soothed
the perturbed heart, even when there was no continuity and
no purpose in what he said; a sweet silver jangle of sounds,
such as the careless.touches of a cunning hand draw forth
from a fine instrument. . _

Margaret, young, simple-hearted and simple-minded, could
not begin to comprehend the man; she was puzzled, awed,
afraid, and withal, fascinated. It would, indeed, have puz.
zled a wiser head than hers to tell from his words or his
manner whether be were lover, friend, father, or sp_mtual
father; he seemed mot so much each by turns, as all in one.

The personslity of the man was to Margaret, who had
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never seen any likeness of him, wonderfully impressive ; his
hands were perfection, his complexion pale, sicklied, as it
were, with the cast of thought, his eyes of a deep, unfathom-
able blue, and his hair, in’ its beauty and abundance, a glori-
ous wonder. He wore no beard — not a bit, and his long
wavy locks dropped about his forehead, hung full and flow-
ing down his neck, and sometimes fell over his face like the
tresses of a woman. The color was not very definite; one
would say brown shading to gold, another gold shading to

- brown, DBut after all, perhaps the charm of the man was

chiefly in his smile, — clear and bright as a sunbeam, full of
wisdom, full of love, sweet as sweet can be, sedate, almost
sad. As often as this beamed upon Margaret, her heart
trembled toward it, all against her will.

It was a fine pleasure to be tended so carefully by those
exquisite hands; it was as if the grand proprietor had eome
down to the little maid of the lodge. Everything was at’
her service; the table sparkled with wine cups and silver
plate, essence bottles and cordials, and yet she had never in
all her life been so thoroughly uneasy as now, in her sudden
elevation. She feared to touch the tiny glass lest she should
crush it; she did not know how to unscrew the golden stop-
per of the smelling-bottle, and Kate’s great fan, flashing and
gleaming with ivory and pearl, made her own, with its
slender blue ribbon, seem poor indeed. The deep pile of the
carpet under her feet confused her; her finery seemed rustie,
and its reflection in the large mirror put her to shame. It
was all the strong master could do to manage this maid of
the lodge. Now he had her hands, chafing them, now her
little feet, now he petted, and now scolded, now smiled, and
now frowned, and yet he all the while perfeetly understood
that his efforts were misdirected, and consequently must be
unavailing, for he said in a whisper, on the re-appearance of
Kate. “ Cut her lace, Charmian, come,” and so went out
of the room. ‘

The dressmaker’s professional pride had been more at fault
than the girl’s vanity, but the faintness and hysterics would
not have ensued, probably, but for the unusual flutterings
and swellings of the overcharged heart. What trifles
underlic great events, sometimes.

“'The wheel is shunted from the tram, just an inch this
way or that, but try to get back again!?” * * =%

T
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CHAPTER IV.

WHAT HAPPENED TO THE BISHOP'S SON.

F tormenting fancies came to Margaret, when she
missed Samuel at church, with what an acees-
sion of tormenting power did they come when
she lay on her own bed, tossing to and fro, night
after night. She could not speak of him, and

her mother would not; she, simple soul, being complete-
ly submerged by the civilities of the bishop’s son.

What could they do to show their gratitude for such
condescension! She had nothing in her poor house worthy
his acceptance ; more was the pity ; Margaret was provok-
ingly insensible of the honor that had been done; her.,
" Couldn’t she distinguish a gentleman from a clodhopper ?

Every stab like this set Margaret’s heart bleeding, but
she said nothing; she only kept apart, and moped and
mourned, and fed her fears till they grew strong and began
to suck the life out of her. In the middle of the night she
- would get up and put the ring on_her finger, and live over
in memory the moment when, with its first shining on her
hand, it-delighted all her being ; she would take down from
the wall the bird’s wing of scarlet, and rock it on ber bosom,
and smooth its ruffled down, and prattle to it, and kiss it,
and so at last quiet her burning brain by the sweet insanity
of her heart.

Perhaps the ecstasy of love is never far away from mad-
ness, and Margaret was in love, wildly, passionately in love.

The time came when she could not quiet her brain with
any device, We do not always know how much our friend
is to us, our senses lulled, if not dulled by custom and famili-
arity, and the certainty of possession; bui let some
calamity threaten, let death .come, and we know whose
hands have held our heart-strings.

'
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ANl her tasks were performed, as uswval, even more
promptly -by poor Margaret, but with mechanical rather
than intelligent zeal ; her thoughts were otherwhere, She
did not see the flowers she tended at the door, nor the
birds that wrangled for seeds on the same stalk, nor the
long reaches of dusty gold stretching up the lane at sunset.
She did not know the words she read; she did not hunger
nor thirst, except with the hunger of the heart, and the
thirst of the soul. She could look but one way, and at last
the time came when she could go but one way. :

One evening, being in the meadow to fetch home the
cows, she turned directly from the hillside where she saw
them feeding, turned without premeditation, without any -
thought at all, and walking rapidly, running almost, came
to the door of the house where Samuel lived, and eager, pale
trembling, knocked for admission. She would know, once
for all, wh.ether Samuel were gone or not, whether he were
dead or alive, and whether, being alive, he loved or hated 3
she must know this or die. _ ’

Mrs. Whiteflock came herself to the door, and her face
filled with a great wonder when she saw Margaret standing
there ; it was something exigent that brought her at milking ‘

time,

‘ What in the world has happened 7’ she cries; *¢ noth-
ing bad, I hope.” : :

“ O no, nothing bad ! ”” and Margaret’s white cheek grevslr‘
scarlet. The enthusiasm that had brought her began to give
way. She heard ‘merry voices and the clatter of dishes
inside, with all the stir of excitement which hungry men .
make over their suppers, and Mrs. Whiteflock had evidently
just risen from the table, for she held in one hand the half
of a biscuit sopped in honey, and waited as one anxious to
resume‘a pleasing occupation. Margaret hesitated, trying
to invent some excuse; her courage would not. bear her -
through ; that ptece of biscuit disenchanted her of her fears,
saying very plainly, all here is well, and Samuel into the
bargain ! |

She was stammering out some pretence, when the mistress
of ceremonies threw wide the door, and completed her dis-
comfiture by éxclaiming, *“ Do come in. child, and recover
yourself; you seem to be all of a tremble.”” Whether she
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had trembled previously or not, she trembled now, and quite
fell against the door-case.

‘¢ Mercy ! is any body dead 7’ says Mrs. Whiteflock.

““ No, ma’m,”’ answered Margaret, in a little, low voice
that seemed afraid of itself. 1 want to know if Samuel is
here.” - | '

" ¢« Samuel ? bless your soul, yes, here he is, if that’s all
you want.”’ ,

She pushed Margaret forward as she spoke, and there
- before her frightened face sat Samuel, not as fancy had pic-
tured. him, pale, despondent, pining for her, but red,
rolicking, his shirt collar open, and a pocket handkerchief

girded about his waist, eating supper with half a dozen

sheep-shearers.
Her face burned like fire when she saw the sly winks of the

shearers, a rude set of fellows, and other coarse indications
of a perception of the real nature of her errand, Doubtless
the whiskey bottle had been in liberal use, and - the natural
animal buoyancy of strong health, thus stimulated to the
dangerous edge of decency. Their ragged boots kicked at
Samuel’s legs under the table, and their well laden knives
balanced midway between mouth and plate, when, at last,
their roars of laughter subsided. = ‘“ Eh, old feller, we begin
to understand about that ere lamb you was a’talkin of to-day.
" You don’t pull the wool over our eyes. No, gir!”’

No doubt Samuel was glad in his heart to see Margaret,
and be agsured, as he was by her thus seeking him, of her
deep and tender interest ; nevertheless, false pride or shame-
facedness, or both, kept him from advancing and receiving
her with any show of gladness. So that her confusion
almost overcame her as she said, ‘* Mother wishes to ses
you, Samuel,”’ - ‘

¢ If Mrs. Fairfax wants to see me, she knows where fo
find me, I reckon, at home, and hard at work, where a poor

fellow should be.”’ ‘And Samuel, who had partly risen,
seated himself again as though he had nothing more to say.
He seated himself, but ate no more, and if he had not par-
taken of something stronger than tea that afternoon, it is
not likely he would have spoken thus. As it was he had
wronged himself as much as he had wronged his poor litile
sweet-heart, drooping like a down-trodden wild flower before
him. Every word had tortured him as he said if, but he

i
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had pre-determinéd to meet her thus coldly, in vindication
of his wounded pride, of his manhood, and of the slight

which had seemed to be put upon him ; and the sly winks,

the rude laughter, and the nudges of the ragged boots under
the table had helped him to execute- his bad resolve. He
would have unsaid all the next moment, if he could, and
when he beheld the abashed face, and the little irembles
about the-mouth so preciously dear to him, he could hardly
refrain from going forward and kissing her before them all,

He did no such thing, however ; he put down his heart, and-

bore it through, saying only in a rough, indifferent way,
“As ’m sent for, I reckon I’ll go after my work it done ;
you may tell your mother so if you have a mind to0.”_
Margaret could not know how deeply he had felt himself
injured. She could not know how cruelly she had seemed
to slight him, nor could she appreciate the conflict of de-
spairing love and stubborn pride that was within him,

-rending and tearing and making him almost irresponsible

for himself. She did not as yet suspect his bitterest griev-
ance, and every separate word struck into her heart like a
sharp stab. His cold, distrustful glance benumbed her like
death ; she felt the blood running chill in her veins, a whirl-
ing sensation in her brain, saw a darkness closing about her,
and with just strength enough left to stand, turned away,
scarcely for a time knowing whither she went. It was all
like some dreadful dream, only she knew that it was not a
dream ; it was not a dream, it was not reality, it was not
anything that she could by any possibility have conceived
of ; she staggered as she walked, and wag half way home,
— for she turned home by instinct — before. she began to
comprehend the nature of her situation. ,

She stood still, and lifted her eyes to heaven ; the moon
was coming up with her old, familiar look of gentleness and
peace ; she turned to the earth; the dew was lying gray
along the grass, and, save the silver tinkling of the distant
bells, a soft silence was gathering everything to itself.

Down the slope before her, nestled among its sheltering
apple-trees, was her home ; the small window of her cham-
ber glittered in the moonlight, and the evening candle glim-
mered through the open door; it all looked strange and
sady as though she were seeing it from some new point of

™
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observation, or as though it had undergone some sudden
and melancholy change.

Across the fields, and half way up the ridge behind her,
its pretty garden smiling in front, and sheltered and in part
overarched by a clump of knotty oaks, stood the quiet par-
sonage, all its quaint gables and long porches and carved
porticos distinctly outlined in the clear light. She thought
of her mother sewing by the¥eandle light, thought of the
preacher reading in his study, of his smile and his beautiful
hair, and then she thought of Samauel, red and greasy from
sheep shearing; thought of his open collar and his hard words,
and doubt and distrust, both of herself and him, stole like a
thiefto her bosom, and added a yet sharper pain to her pains.

She sunk down, utterly overpowered, and laid her face to
the ground as to the face of a sister, took the long grass in
her hands and covered her eyes with it, and moaned and
socbbed as one utterly forlorn.

The dews and the night air chilled her at length, and in
this way were the means of bringing her back to herself;
she was still in the world of men, not in the world of de-
mons ; the sky was above her, the ground beneath ; she
was alive and must bear herself some way toward her
friends and toward Samuel, but how ?.

She knew that she was absorbed by Samuel, completely
absorbed, but what place he was finally to occupy in her
regard she could not tell. In vain she tried to adjust her-
self to the new aspect in which he had presented himself.
She could not but condemn his conduct; but somehow,
after all, she did not condemn him. It was the whiskey ; it
was the sheep-shearers, with whom by necessity he had
been thrown. He was poor and could not choose his occu-
pation nor his friends. If it had not been for this, if it had
not been for that; if she herself had not been so foolishly,
80 wickedly at fault, Samuel might have been blameless.
He was the same as blameless.

Only that evening, within an hour, she had spoken a lie,
- as all who heard it knew ; moreover, it must presently come
to the ears of her mother. Samuel would fulfil his promise,
and in the fulfilment of it would convict her! What should
she say? She would have been glad just then if the hills
had slid together and left her beneath them. But this

Wcl);’ﬂd not happen; whatever was done she must do her-
self,
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She had not, as we have said, condemned Samuel utterly,
out of all hope ; nevertheless, she had no desire to see him,
or believed she had none, She would have been glad, or at
least thought she would have been glad, if the meeting
about to take place between them could have been avoided.
All she desired just then was to gain time; for what pur-
pose she did not know; she did not even try to think.
Another day, another hour, perhaps, she would see her
way more clearly. But the time pressed, and there could
be no delay; at all hazards, she must prevent her mother
from knowing what she had done; her mother, who had no
sympathy with her, who utterly discarded the fact that
caused her to require sympathy. The mother must not
know the child had been seeking the man she despised.
She knew the path Samuel would take; she would walk
there, and, intercepting him, own the truth that she had
sought him on her own and not on her mother’s account.
What further she should say she did not determine; prob-
ably she would never see him more,

A long hour she had been on the path, walking to and

. fro, listening and looking, when at last she recognized the

well-known step. He was coming, but not from the point
she had expected ; he had already been to see her mother,
having taken the highroad instead of the by-path, and was
now returning home,

He had seen her mother, — had told her all, no -doubt;
she was too late, —all too late. Anger and scorn came to

. her support in her humiliation ; such bad supporters do we

sometimes get when we have nothing else to help us. She
flew at him madly, for what is so mad as an enraged
woman! She accused him of wilfully, wickedly misinter-
preting her; he knew she hadgcome to see him, and for
nothing else; he knew how %h she had suffered; he
must have seen it all, and if he had been a man, il he had
been any part of the man she had always supposed him to
be, he would have come to the door, have come outside the
door, and learned definitely what she wanted, instead of
hanging back, and laughing with the sheep-shearers as he
had done. Shame! shame! 8hé was not only ashamed
of him ; she ‘was ashamed of herself that she had ever
cared for so base a fellow! ‘

Thus attacked, Samuel defended himself very earnestly,
but with more wit than honesty, it must be owned.
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He had understood her well enough ; to be sure he had ;’

he had understood her to say, and she certainly did say, her
mother wished to see him. ¢ Your lady mother,” he
worded it. He had always supposed her to be a young
woman who spoke the truth and only the truth ; and how
should he suspect she. meant what she did not say. She
had no trouble to express herself plainly ; that was clear;
he understood her now, he thought, if he had failed to do
so before; still, if she had any explanation to make, he was
ready to hear it,—ready to do her justice if he had not
done so. :

He was singularly, provokingly self-possessed in all this,
seening to be master of himself and of the occasion, much
more than was usual with him. The stimulant of which he
had partaken had spurred up the whole man. He had not
come in hig sheep-shearer’s dress, neither; he understood
the value whfch women attach to externals, and was all

shining in his Sunday best; even the daisy in his button-

hole was not wanting, and the handsome beard had been
cared for with special fondness. His hat was a little one
side, and he played with the daisy as he waited for her
answer.

Of course Margaret said she had no explanation to make ;
- what could she say, indeed, that she would say, and what
would she say that she could ?

““I haven’t any explanation to make, and I haven’t any
wrongs to right; anyhow, none that you can right, Mr,
Dale !’ she said, haughtily, and this was all the answer she
would give.

““ Mr. Dale! a,nd‘l this from youn, Margaret! ”’

Samuel stopped playing with his daisy, and his chin
buried itself deep in his beard. He had spoken with so
tender, so sad a reproachfulness, that Margaret's heart
'almqst misgave her, and when she answered, it was with
some slight tremor of voice. “If you had come to the
door,” she said, ‘“ all this would not have happened.”’

‘" All what, my darlin’ 7 it isn’t too late! I didn’t tell
your mother.”” He had come close and put his arm about
her, for he needed but a soft word.

She drew away, flinging off the arm as though it were
contamination. ¢ But you didn’t come,’”’ she said, ‘ and
there’s an end | ! '

\
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““ How could I s’pose, Margaret,”” (he was not yet
quite sincere,) ‘“ that you had anything to say to me that
you couldn’f say before my friends and equals? I'm but a
dull fellow, you know. His reverence yonder,”’ (he pointed
to the parsonage) ¢ might a-knowed what you meant; I
daresay he would.”’ ‘

¢ 1 don’t know what his reverence would have known,
but ¥ know what you knew : it may suit you just now to
call ?rourself dull. O Samuel? how could you? how can

ou?f’”’ .
Y He drew nearer by two or three steps. ** What had you
to say if I had gone to the door — would to God I had —
that you can’t say now ? "’ ‘ ,

Margaret saw her power, and abused it, as women have
done, and probably will do to the end. She moved farther
from him as she answered : “ Whether or not I hed any-
thing to say, I haven’t anything to say now, except this: .
Tt will ,be a good while before 1 trouble you with another
visit !’ '

“You never did trouble me, Margaret ; I was to blame,
Twas a good deal to blame, but I wasn’t all to blame.
Dear Margaret, don’t let’s throw away what may be, just
because we've throwed away what might ’a’ been!’”’ He
drew still nearer, and held out his hand.

She would not take kis hand, nor suffer him to take hers.
<] haven’t thrown away anything,”’ she said, *‘that I
know of ; nothing that I wouldn’t throw away again, for
certain.”’ —

¢ You've throwed away the happiness of your whole
life ; that’s what you’ve throwed awayl’’ Samuel an-
swered, standing erect. “‘ And I reckon you’ll be sorry for
it sometime. Sorry when it’s too late, maybe.”

Margaret laughed in derision, and he went on :

¢ You may think a ribbon at your throat, or a jewel hang
in your ear, is everything, but I can tell you there are
better things ! and if you don’t believe it, more’s the pity.
I have seen women that could make their poverty an orna-
ment, and through their spiritual purity and heavenly-
mindedness, shine with a splendor that shamed your purple |
and fine linen! Talk about the ermine of kings even, let
alone the poor trifles that have turned your head; and
what ig it to the saintly robes that have been trimmed with
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fire! There are things to live for in this world beside the
idle fashion that passeth away ; there’s marvels and mys-
teries in the cloud and the whirlwind ; the sunset and the
star; the grass at your feet and the flower of the grass;
the dewdrop, the wild bird’s song; everything that God

has made and give to us to enjoy and to be a clond of wit-.

nesges of himself. O Margaret, Margaret, I feel sometimes
strong enough to go right forward alone, leaving every-
thing, even you, if you falter and fail, and prefer a white
hand to a strong soul, and a soft voice to the love that is

100 tender and too true to be told by poor common words.””.

“ A pretty excuse for silence, to be sure!’ interposed
Margaret, abraptly. ¢ .

‘““ Well, there was another reason,’”” Samuel said; I
didn’t dare to speak.” ‘

“ Didn’t dare to speak!’’ echoed Margaret.

“ No, didn’t dare, both because 1 fel; you was so mach
better than what I was, and because’’ — (he hesitated and
went on) — ‘“ because 1’d promised not to, 1don’tcare, I’ll
say it all out now! A bad promises better broke than kept.
I give my word T wouldn’t epeak to you about love: but
cuss the promise, and cuss the hour I made it! I will
speak, and I do speak, and I swear 1 love you, — swear it
by the mother of our Lord ! ”’

Margaret drew back, startled this time by his bold impet- .

uosity.

“You know it!’’ he cried, “you know it!’’ striding up
and almost clutching her by the shoulder. ¢ You know
you're treading on my heart at every step ; but what do
You care for that! you’re all took up with somebody else !’
He let go of her now ; his voice changed; his whole man-
ner changed. “ You may find men enough that know more
than 1 do,”” he said ; ‘“ and men that are more set off by

outside tinsel and show ; but you’ll never find a man that’s

yours all through and through as 1 am.”

He was silent now, for lis emotions would not allow him
to go on. ' } ‘

‘] am glad you know there’s other men in the world,”
said Margaret ; ‘ some, too, that know a’most as much as
you do.” '

““You're crueller than you need be, seems to me,” Sam-
uel answered. ‘I know my ghortcomin’s all too well,

\
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Miss Margaret. Iknow how fur, in pint of accomplishments,
I fali below the bishop’s son, for instance ; and more than
this, I know 'how your head has bgen turned by his sleek
ways ; how I hate him, — God forgjve me ! ”’

“ My head turned by Mr. Lightwait, indeed! I should
like to know when ? "/ o

‘¢ Why in the meetin’-house, Sunday, for once! So much
turned, that you couldn’t, or wouldn’t see me, anyhow.”’

“You wasn’t at meeting, Sunday?’’ Margaret was
betrayed by her surprise into more earnestness than she
designed. : -

“ Maybe I wasn’t! and maybe I didn’t see the fine gen-
tleman bowin’ so low, and speakin’ so sweet! and maybe
you didn’t drop your handkerchief in your scornful turnin’
from me, and maybe you wasn’t too proud to take it from
my hand !”’ ‘ .

“] didn’t see you, Samuel, as true as I stand here, 1
didn’t!”’ -

‘¢ You didn’t want to see me, Miss. Margaret ; you always
seen me before ; it was all of the bishop’s son.”

Then Margaret told with simple sincerity that she did
want to see him, that she looked for him everywhere, that
she was faint and sick with disappointment. Do you
think if I had not wanted to see you, I would have gone to
seek you to-night,as Idid?”’ she said in conclosion, Sam-
uel was silent, and she continued, for she had got upon the
sore point now, *“ Oh ! Samuel, if your enemy had told me
you would ever treat me as you did, I would have called
him a liar to his face! I thought there was no man in the
world like you! I thought you were the only man in the
world, for you were all the world to me. ¢ Oh, Samuel!
Samuel !

“ And you don’t think so now, darlin’ 7 7

“No! Idon’t think so now.”” ; _

““Well, my Daisy, my little Daisy, purer than snow, I

U won't ask you to think so now, not just now ; but if you
- ever thought it, or anything like it ;’’ he was on his knees
before her, and both her hands in his ; but what protestation
or proposal he might have made, or what concession or
acceptance she, it is quite impossible to say. All at once, .
without premonition of sight or sound, a man passed them,
80 close, that his shadow darkened all the face of Samuel.
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It was. Mr. Lightwait ; both recognized him on the instant.

‘“Let me go,” said Margaret, withdrawing her hands;
her whole manner changed and chilled and freezing. ‘“ Ihave
stayed too long already ; what will he think of me, with
you, in such a place, at such a time? I wish I had not
gone to see you; I wish I had never seen you ! 7’ ;

Perhaps she did not design it; perhaps it was mere
chance, but the emphasis fell on the words with you in a way
that was injuriously significant,. ‘

““ With me ! ”” cried Samuel, on his feet before the words
were out. ‘‘ God’a’ merey! AmIaman thatit’s a disgrace
to be seen with ? T don’t ask you to stay any longer, Miss
Margaret, this time o’ night, to be sure ! why the sunset is
hardly done shinin’, and as for the place, it’s a’most under

- your mother’s windows! Cuss the thing! I wish I had .

struck it down; it’s haunted me before to-night 1> |

‘“ Hush, hush !’ said Magaret, her finger on her lip.

There he was again, not a dozen yards from them, his fair
face aglow with a smile of triumph. The moonlight fell full
upon him, and he remained confronting them still as a
statue, while the village clock struck nire. Both Margaret
and Samuel noted it, and counted the strokes, as they had
occasion to remember. It was strange, though they did not
think of it at the time, that they should have counted the
strokes, inasmuch as both were in a state of preternatural
excitement. The ‘“hush’’ of Margaret had done anything
but hush her wild lover; he had started as in act to gpring,
when she caught his arm,-and, by main strength, held him
back. She felt his untram%ed hand fumbling under hers
for a moment, saw something shining in the moonlight, heard
a little click, and then the sharp report of a pistol shot.

“My God! my God!” This was all she said. Whether
Samuel had torn himself from her arm, or whether she had
let go of him, she could not tell. She had fled down the
meadow, and the candle light from the open door had run
out. to meet her before she knew anything. She did not
then pause to take thought, but rushing in, in all her wild
disorder, fell to the ground, as it happened, between her
mother and an evening visitor, who had entered the previous
minute ; fell, fluttering, erying, like some poor bird, stricken
in its flight. ) \ '

‘“ My child, my sweet child | That voice was not her
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mother’s, and the breast to which she was being drawn ‘with
such tender solicitude was not that of _her mother either.
She sat up ; the crying stilled, the fluttering gone, and, with
her hand pressed to her forehead, gazed in and through
the face bending over her with a look of amazement amount-

~ ing almost to terror. It was Mr. Lightwait who was thus

soothing and supporting her. .

A mo%nent thigpperplexed look grew into his brows, and
then she sprang away, laughing, weeping, making phrenzied
exclamations, all at once.

Mrs. Fairfax was white with anger; rage were the better
word. Alone with the bishop’s son, and all things so softly
concurring, who knew what might have come of it, but for
the untimely interruption of the little minx, her danghter ?
She did not ask what had happened ; she did not care. She
only said, “I am ashamed of you, chiild! Pray, brother

'Lightwait, take no notice of her; she iz subject to these

foolish fits, if she but hear an owl hoot in the dark.”’” Then
she told Margaret peremptorily to go to bed. Here Mr.
Lightwait interposed. 1t was not safe to send the child to
bed in her condition. Sister Fairfax was, for once, in the
wrong ; it was quite natural, perhaps, that she should be a
little impatient, but, for his part, he was curious. to inquire
into the affair. Then, addressing himself to Margaret, he
called himself Father Lightwait, and approached her with
such consummate carefulness and kindness, that she was
nestled beside him, her head against his shoulder,; all una-
ware. He could not, however, with all his arts, draw from
her any intelligent account of what had befallen. She had
seen a ghost, and she would give no further explanation.

““ A ghost, to be sure! And did it take the shape of a
man, my dear !’ R

“ No, why should it 7’ Margaret did not mean to tell a
lie, nor did she feel in the least guilty ; the words seemed
to have spoken themselves. o )

¢, I don’t know ; I think the visions young ladies see,
usually take that shape!”’

Margaret drew away. _ :

‘Do you know, my dear,” he went on, softly putting her
hair from her forehead, ¢ that I am a little superstitious my-
self 7’’ and in answer to her look of pleased inquiry, contin-
ued, whispering the words in her ear, and brushing his

8
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cheek against hers as he did so, I think I\will'tr‘ust my “~

little saint not to betray my weakness.”

#If it's a secret, don’t tell me,”’ exclaimed Margaret

earnestly ; ‘I can’t keep a secret.”’
“ T will trust you against your own testimony. I would

(he whispered again, very softly this time, ) trust you against /*

the world ! 7’ f

Mrs. Fairfax, a little miffed at being over-rnled in the mat-
ter of sending Margaret to bed, had taken up her work, She
was crocheting a pair of slippers for her visitor, and sat
turned from, rather than toward him. o ‘ '

Margaret had put the confiding pastor a little back, with
a motion of her hand, as he whispered this, but he was not
disconcerted thereby; he took the fingers as though they
had been given him, and having held them fast, not indeed
letting them go until he had kissed them more than once.

¢ Mother, do you hear what Mr, Lightwait says ? he has
got a story for us!’’ ories Margaret, with that artfulness
which is a part of the armor of women, Mrs, Fairfax faced
about.

“I was telling your little daughter here, or rather I was
about to tell her of an adventure I had to-night. I don’t
lénb;n:’as it’s worth your hearing, but it interests me a good

eal, ' w

 Certainly.”” Mrs. Fairfax desired of all things to hear
it. She said this stiffly, but Mr. Lighfwait received it as
the most gracious assent, and began: ‘‘ In the first place, I
designed to call upon you at an earlier hour, but somehow,
one f{rifle after another prevenied; and when I set out, at
last, it was with the determination to take the path across
the fields which, as you know, led me through Sister White-
“flock’s garden; I was coming down the middle path be-
tween the currant-bushes, when all at once I became aware
of some one behind me, and locking back, saw Brother
Peter, with that strange look in his face that he sometimes
has, you know, and handing me a piece of folded paper, he
gaid : ¢ The spirit of a woman that seemed to be your
mother, come to me just now, and made me write this—
read it; I don’t know what it is, but I know you are to

read it right away.’
“T could not see to read the writing, — it is in pencil ;

and, putting the paper in my pocket, would have gone on,
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but Brother Peter almost dragged me back. ¢ You must
read it,” he urged ; ‘the woman said so.’

“ Thus appealed to, I returned with him, and when he
had lighted the candle, I opened the paper and read, what
I will now read to you.
~ “This was the writing: ‘I.entreat that Bishop John
walk by the high road to-night. From his mother, Bethy
Honeywell.’

“This is all, and the strangeness of the thing is, that my

- mother (heaven rest her soul) was in the habit, during my

boyhood, of calling me Bishop John; it was her pet name,
indeed, expressing both her pride and affection at once;
but it is years since I have thought of my boyish title, and
certainly Brother Peter never heard of it. And yet another
thing curious, to say the least, the maiden name of my

- mother was Honeywell — Elizabeth Honeywell, and my

father, in familiar household talk, often called her Bethy,
but she always wrote her name Elizabeth Lightwait, and
that is the way I think she would write it now if she wrote
it at all.”’

“But mayn’t she have taken these very means to con-
vince you of her presence I ”’ suggested Margaret, all alive
with interest. . '

“So! Have I made a proselyte before I am convinced
myself? >  The young man laughed that low, musical
laugh that was never hearty, never sympathetic, and said,
lightly, ¢ If my mother could come to Brother Peter, why
couldn’t she come to me 77’ .

“Idon’t know,” said Margaret; ¢ there’s a good-many
things I don’t know.” '

““ What ! is our little one so wise in her ignorance? and
so sharp, withal!”

Margaret had not thought of being wise, or sharp, and
she blushed all over, and certainly looked very charming in
her bright, bashful surprise.

The eyes of the young preacher met those of the girl,
just for an instant, and withdrew themselves, so that he
seemed to be staring into vacancy, as he half whispered,
half chanted : — ‘

¢ O Helen, fair beyond compare §
T’ll make a garland of thy hair,
Shall bind my heart forevermsir,
Until the day I die,”

o
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* And did you come by the meadow-path, after all?”’

Margaret asked, as though she did not already know that
such could not have been the case. '

““ Ah, I was going to tell you. I persisted in my first
intention, and was about leaving Brother Peter and his con-
_spirators, when he was seized with involuntary shudder-
ings, and besought me with so much earnestness to pledge

myself to turn back and walk by the high road, in case I

~ should meet three geese flying toward me-— one directly
over the other two, that I gave the promise; but so little
importance did I attach to it, that the whole affair was gone
quite from my mind, when, ag I struck into your fields, the
whiz of wings caused me to look up, and there were the
three geese directly before me -— the one above the others !
I then turned back, and came by the open road; but I
daresay nothing would have come of it if I had kept right
on.”

‘] daresay not,”” answered Margaret, looking upon the
ground. ,

** And now, I think, we have a right to ask for your
story, but you are bound to secrecy, you know, about
mine ? 7’ ‘ _

0, yes, Margaret was bound ; but as to herself, she had
no story ; she was not sure that she had seen anything.

The conversation between them was diverted at this
point by the dog, Wolf, who walked deliberately in, and,
lying at the feet of his young mistress, fixed his eyes atten-
tively upon the stranger, growling and snapping his teeth,
if he but so much as offered to touch her. Margaret was
grateful to her shaggy friend, and set her little foot.on his
head, by way of restraining him from violence, but more in
_caressing than reproof. :

The truth is, Margaret would hardly have been capable

of self-assertion if this man had chosen to carry her off
bodily, much less did she know how to parry his aggressive
fondness. He was, in the first place, almost twenty years
older than she, and in the next, he had all the policy,
learning, and address of a Jesuit, mingled with the sadness
of sincerity and the sweetness of love. Then his conven-
tional ways and habits, — the very tie of his white neck-
cloth, so consummately clerical and worldly at oncej the
great seal ring on his little finger was a terror to her. She
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feared to move,-— feared to speak in his presence; she
thonght perhaps such fine people had rules for everything,
and that, being ignorant of rules, she must, of necessity,
be ignorant of everything that constitutes good behavior,
Perhaps it was the fashion for clergymen, and more espe-
cially for bishops’ sons, to kiss the fingers of little girls in
fashionable parishes ; how should she know? Maybe her
shy ways were not only rustic but rude. If she could but
know. If she but had some guide, some formula! ’

She was very uncomfortable in his presence, as it was;
that she had nestled to his side in the paroxysm of her first
fear, does not prove the contrary ; she trusted him as the
weak naturally trusts the strong; relied upon him as ig-
norance relies upon knowledge ; but in her trust she dis-
trusted, and her reliance was dependence rather than confi-
dence. In some sort;, the simple girl was fascinated by the
accomplished man. Like a wild bird taken by the snarer, -
-—one moment pecking food from the hand that holds it,
and the next, crying and fluttering to be away, —so was it
with Margaret.. '

So there they sat, the mother in her miff, intent, for the
most part, on her bright wool thread ; Margaret, pale and
flushed by turns, her hands unconsciously getting them-
selves hidden in .her apron; her stout guardian, with his
speckled nose on the ground, and his watchful eyes up-
turned, his feet gathered under him, and his tail beating to
the tune of fearing his man; and the preacher; serene with
himself and with all about him ; sorrowfully cheerful, gra-
ciously glad, benign, beautiful ; one white hand buried in
his golden locks, and partly supporting the cheek that
turned toward Margaret, and all his handsome person dis-
posed to a mien of the comeliest manliness, '

All at once, Wolf dragged himself forward a little, lifted
up his head, and snuffed the air. Then a buzz of eager
voices was heard, and men bearing lanterns were seen mov-
ing about the adjoining field. ‘

The flush and the blush went out of Margaret’s cheek
now, once for all ; she did not move nor speak ; she seemed
not to breathe: ‘

“They are searching for your ghost, perhaps,” Mr.
Lightwait said. She did not smile; she did not lift her
eyes; her fingers twitched a little, that was all.

8*
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“ They are coming this way ! »’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, throw-
ing down her worsted work; ‘‘ that was the garden-gate.”’
_ She was at the‘door ; she was down the path; she had
met the men. ¢ Have you heard the news, Mrs. Fair-
fax ¢ ‘

“No! What has happened ?”’ ' '

¢ Why, Sam Dale has murdered our preacher! Shothim

to-night, right in your meadow here! The tavern-keeper

seen him do it, and took him on the spot.” S
.4 What ! the Bishop’s son? Great God! Impossible!”
Mrs. Fairfax was so overcome by the thought of the
murder of a bishop’s son, it was so much worse than the
murder of a common man, that all her senses were muddled,
and her personal knowledge for the moment went for noth-
ing.
,g‘ The bishop’s son murdered ? and by Sam Dale? Shot
dead, you say!?

‘ Yes’em ; shot with a pistol! Sam’s give himself up !
'We all seen the pistol1””  *I had it in my hand!’’ said
one. “8o did I!”’ said another, ‘They've got Sam’s
hands tied behind him,’”’ cried another. ¢ Miss Hangerman
eut her bed-cord and brought it for the purpose!’’

Then some one said he wouldn’t be in"Sam Dale’s shoes
for a good deal ; and was answered by the suggestion that

"__ perhaps there wasn’t any such person as Samuel Dalel

The fellow that called himself so might be named anything
else for all anybody knew, He was a gallus bird, likely.

Mrs. Fairfax was beginning to come to herself by this
time, ‘ Have you found the body ? ”’ she asked. ,

“No, ma’am! We g’pose it’s furder down the holler
than what Sam represented. - Of course he’ll liel’”” Then
they all said, of course Sam would lie; and most of them,
that they never liked him from the first. He looked like a
highwayman — like a thief — like an assassin !

“Just follow me!’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, quite come to
herself now, “‘and I’ll show you where the body is! Sam
has mistaken his man, thank the Lord!”’ o

When Mrs. Fairfax, overcome by curiosity, left the house,
she had seized Wolf by the collar and dragged him with
her ; and the bishop’s son, taking advantage of this and of
Margaret’s stupor, immediately rose, caught her in bhis
arms, pressed her to his bosom, kissed her forehead, her
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cheeks, her mouth, again and again, and with a God bless
you, my child! was gone ; his interest in what was passing
without, if he had any, sacrificed to a dearer interest,

There was, therefore, no one except pale, stupefied Mar-
garet o be seen when the eager faces pressed in at the
door,

“ Where is the body? You said youn had it! Fetch us
to the sight of it!”"

Such were the mingled demands and exclamations, as the
wild crowd went from one dark corner to another, fambling
and feeling the way, or holding their lanterns before them,
preternaturally anxious for a sight of the bloody corpse.

Margaret caught the word ‘* murder”” joined to that of
Samuel, and with one long, heart-breaking moan, fell insen-
sible to the ground.

“When the tumult subsided, they found her lying as one
déad ; her faithful Wolf beside her, licking her hands, her
feet, and making at her ear a little numbling chatter of
sound, as though he would say, ¢ Come back, little mis-
tress, come back to life ; it is not so bad as it seems.”” -

““ Here to-night, the bishop’s son! ten minutes since ?
You are mistaken, madam, that is all, or else you have seen
his ghost. Samuel Dale has acknowledged the murder and
given himself up! He says, moreover, that your daughter

- was with him when he did the foul deed, and will confirm

his statement. I am just come from Mr. Lightwait’s house,
and he is not there, nor has he been there since a quarter
before nine ; and agreeably to the testimony of the unfor-
tunate prisoner, the murder was committed at or near nine
o’clock, just about leaving time for the murdered man to
have reached the spot where the terrible tragedy is said to
have been enacted.”

The person thus delivering himself had but that moment
made his way through the group to the elbow of Mrs.
Fairfax ; he was the village doctor,— by name, Prosper
Allprice. He was a short man, with a round bald head,
black, small eyes, set close together, a high nose, and little
dimpled chin. His ears were big and white as gristle, his
fingers short, stumpy, and shining with rings, and his feet

. 80 short and so wide as to resemble club feet. Add to this,

wiry red whiskers, sheep teeth, and the stomach of a full-
fed cock, and you have some approximate notion of the




92 THE BISHOP'S SON.

external presence of Doctor Allprice. His waistcoat on
this occasion was crimson, dashed with black ; his trowsers
“white duck ; he held a yellow kid glove ir one hand, and a
"superfluous eye-glass dangled from his button-hole. IHis
conversation was full of professional- wisdom set off with
Latin. A single wave of his hand awed back the eager
crowd of workmen and mechanics, peeping over one an-
other’s shoulders for a glimpse of the girl in her fit of lan-

guor, or whatever it were; and, dropping on one knee

beside her, he produced a medlcme case, and essayed to
administer some sort of restorative, but her teeth were
found to be fast locked ; nothing could move them.

“ It ain’t no common Taintin’ fit,’’ says the grocer. “ My
daughter, Addely Maud, she had one, somethin’ like this to
all appearance, and no doctor-stufl could git her out of it
nuther ; at last someby tole that Miss Whiteflock’s man, he
could bring her to ; so, everything else failin’, we sent for
the critter, and, dog on, if he didn’t do it!”’

“How ? how ?” cried one or two, but there were more
sneers than questions.

‘“How ! why, ding me if I can tell you! he just put his
hands onto her, and said over a kind of a prayer, like, or
somethin’ that sounded religious, anyhow ; and, dog on!
she opened her eyes and sot up — Addely Maud did!”’

Then it was whispered about that some one had better
fetch Peter Whiteflock, but Mrs. Fairfax would not hear of

it ; and.Dr. Prosper A11w1ee was so professionally outraged -

that the ver ¥y top of his shining head grew scarlet.

‘“ Nothing serious, my dear madam, nothing at all!’’ he
said to Mrs. Fairfax; ‘ a slight derangement of the stom-
achus, or rather of the musculo-membraneous reservoir con-

necting with the ssophagus and duodenum. There isa fine -

sympathy, madam, between the upper orificium of this
membraneous reservoir and the seat of sensation and reflec-
tion lodged in the brain-pan, cranium, or skull. These
instances of depression are somewhat rare, but by no means
unknown to the practice ; a little phlebotomy, or venesec-
"tion will, no doubt, have the desired effect.”” And Dr.
Allprice Whlpped out his lancet, and puncfured a small vein
in the left arm, without ceremony. No blood. Another
puncture, deeper, wider still-—not a drop. My dear
madam!’’ the fingers of the doctor flew from wrist to tem-
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ple, and from temple: to wrist, and the sweat-drops stood on
his forehead; “ my dear madam ! the pulse is quite gone!
In short, madam life is extinct.”’

“0 my child ! My sweet, sweet child! O my God,
have mercy !’

Here, for once, was a reality for the frivolous mother, and
she forgot her affectations, as she dragged the rigid form
across her lap, and held the bright young head against her
bosom ; but, perhaps after all it was more an instinctive
clutching after what was her own, that impelled the cries
and caresses, more the rebellious struggle against a personal
wrong, than the genuine passion of a bereaved and breaking
heart, .

A nature like this woman’s is incapable of the sublime,
even in suffering.

After the first wild burst of madness, the doctor, with
such tender and soothing words, as are customary, led the
distracted woman away.
~ * She bein’t dead | not accordin’ to my notlon,’ ’ says the
grocer, pressing up. ¢ She looks just like Addely Maud
over again, anyhow. I’ll bet a quarter of a dollar Peter

could fetch her to.”

40, my good friend, run and fetch him,”’ cries the mother,
and then she falls sobbing again ; and the doctor chafes her
hands, and produces smelling-salts, and nods to the grocer
to fetch Peter. ¢ It will pacify her,”” he says in a whisper,
““ and do no harm.”

The body had been straightened, and a sheet spread over
it from head to feet; there was no need to compose the
features, they were smgula.rly placid, though icy cold and
rigid, and the measure for the coffin was about to be taken,
when Peter Whiteflock, in his shirt sleeves, and champing at
a green apple, was led in.

He pushed the sheet from the face with the toe of his shoe,
champing at the apple all the time, and when he had gnawed
all round the core, clean and close, he fossed it away, aim-
ing at a cat that sat peaceably upright in the door-way ;
and this feat accomplished, he wiped his hands on his
trowsers-legs, and proceeded to remove the shroud, mani-
festing, ag he did so, a mixture of haste, irreverence and
anger. He had no sooner touched the hand, however, than’
a change which was almost a transformation came over him.
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His face grew radiant, his voice low and softly modulated,
the whole man seemed not to be Peter any more, but quite
a different sort of person.

- *“Bhe is not dead ! ”’ he said, and then stooping, he spoke
in her ear some words in an unknown tongue. After this,
he made a pass of two with his hand, from the forehead
downward, and immediately she smiled, and answered him
in a strange tongue, the same, apparently, in which he had

addressed her. They conversed afew minutes thus together,

the girl making signs the while as though she were acceding
to some instruction; and presently Peter reversed the
passes, and she opened her eyes, and sat up, all her senses
restored, calm, collected ; more mistress of herself than she
had ever been in her life. She evinced neither alarm nor
surprise at the gquestioning and cross-questioning of Dr.
Allprice. Yes, she had seen Samuel Dale that evening;
she had happened to meet him as she was fetching home the
cows, and had conversed with him for a short time; he
appeared to be in a state of excitement, but she saw nothing
to indicate insanity. She distinctly remembered the time at

which she separated from him. She had heard the striking

of the village clock, and counted the strokes ; it was nine
o’clock. She did not see Mr. Lightwait, and he could not
subsequently have been there, inasmuch as she found him
al her mother’s house on reaching it ; he remained with them
the entire evening, and was, in fact, but just gone when the
men entered who were in search of his body.

This statement produced the greatest excitement and
confasion, That the murder had been committed, was past
doubt. The tavern keeper had himself withessed the act,
and taken Samuel, who confessed to the accusation, imme-
diately to the magistrates. Mrs, Fairfax and Margaret, if
they had seen anything, must have seen a ghost. Women
didn’t know what they saw at the best of times, but now in
their excitement, there was no use in paying any attention to
what they said ! One or two even ventured the remark that
both Sam and the tavern keeper were crazy, but Dr, All-
price gave it as his /opinion that Samuel was of as sound
mind as he himself, dand that he entertained a high estimate
of his own soundness every body knew.

Meanwhile news continued to be brought in, a good deal
of it * turning of no turning at all,” and the gist being that
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Samuel had quietly given himself up, but that as to the cause
of the ‘murder, he refused to explain, saying that he was
ready to give his life for the one he had taken, and what
further had men to do with it !

At midright. Mr. Lightwait had not returned to his house,
nor had his body been found.

Could it be possible that Margaret was in complicity with
the murderer! Such whispers began to run,‘and she and
her lover were spoken of as the giﬁrl, Margaret, and the man,
calling himself Samuel. &

Dr. Allprice gave it as his opinion that the man, calling
himself Dale, had, for some unknown cause, committed mur- -
der on the person of John Hamiyn Lightwait, and suabse-
quently, or previously, it might be, for some unknown cause,
administered poison, in some subtle shape, to Margaret
Fairfax, minor, and daughter of the well known and highly
esteemed Mrs. Margaret Fairfax, in, and of the premises.

“Where's Peter Whiteflock?’’ inquired the grocer.
Peter was gone home, long ago. 'What was wanted of him.

“ Well, nothing particular, as I know of,”’ said the

. grocer ; ‘“ but he hesitated to open the door for me, when 1
- went after him to-night, and when he did open it but a leetle

crack, he stood into that as tho’ he was afeared I'd see
inside, but 1 did see for all of his care, and I could almost
swear that what I see was Mr, Lightwait, hisself, a settin’
into Peter’s cellar, alive and hearty. I wouldn’t swear it,
bat dog on! if I don’t believe it.”’

At one o’clock, the party had divided ; about half the
number, including Dr. Allprice, who took special charge of
the ladies, remaining in and about the house of Mrs. Fairfax,
while the other half dashed off in search of Peter Whiteflock,
and his visitor; the greatest excitement prevailing every-
where,
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CHAPTER V.

COURTSHIP' OF PETER WHITEFLOCK.

y Madeline! O Martha! O Mary! O Lucinda!
Charley, Charley ! Cartwright! Pete, O you,
Pete! Come here, and see what I’ve found | 7"

““ Whatis it, Lute? What is it7 Say, O say!
_ What is it, Luther?”’ ‘

*“Come and see, if you want to know ; am I a-goin’ to
find things, d’ye &’pose, and track ’em to their holes, and
“then carry you onto my back to come and catch ’em and
have the hide? ”  And Luther Whiteflock mounted the hol-
low butt of a fallen tree, thrust his hands deep in his pockets,
spread wide his legs, and cocked up his head. The astron-
omer, when a new planet swims into his ken, would but
- Inadequately represent what the young discoverer felt just
then.’ He had only to wait, now,and the world would come
to him. How the little legs flew under the petticoats ; how
the elbows worked their way through the air; how the hair
_of the girls was tossed and tumbled, and how the eyes of
' the boys glistened, and how theirred cheeks shone! There
they were, all round their brother Luther; Madeline, and
Mary, and Martha and Lucinda, and Charles and Cartwright,
catching for breath, plying questions, tremulous with hopes,
and radiant with admiration.
- Peter came up hobbling behind the rest (he was lame)
with two bright spots in his pale cheeks, and his great eyes
staring wide. What is it, Lute?” he said, reaching

ﬂ“}%

between his stronger brothers, and catching the discoverer

by the trousers-leg.

Luther kicked out his foot, and hurt Peter in the arm, so
that he cried. : ' : ’

“ Cry-bdby ! calf!’’ sneered Luther; ¢ run home and tell
" mother, won’t you 7 "’ : '
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“T'll go and tell father; it ain’t . the first time you’ve
kicked me, and you did it a-purpose ! ”’ A
. ¢ Of course Idid! a-pullin’ at me when I was busy. I’ll
do it again, if I want to; and you may tell the old man as
much as you’re a mind, if that’s all!”’
«“ Then I'll tell mother; I ain’t a-goin to stand it any
longer ; you seem to think I was just made to be abused!”
“ Certainly, Pete, that’s what I have you for!’’
The little fellow could not stand this, and limped off in the
direction of the house! L
« I wonder if the little fool will tell?7 :
“To be sure he will ; and I hope mother will give it to
ou.”’ : :
y It was Madeline, the next younger than Peter, who said
this ; all her round face on fire with indignation.

Luther slid from the log, and was up with Pefer in a mo-
ment ; it was quite another thing to have his mother know
ofit. She would probably give it to him as Madeline had
said ; not for her love of Peter, who was by no means her
favorite, but from her love of authority,

“1 didn’t go forto do it, Pete. I was justin fun! Now,
don’t tell, that’s a good boy !”? .

+  Peter was touched by a soft word, and stopping, drew up
his sleeve ; the flesh was swelling hard, and turning purple.

“ TN tell you, Pete, what’s the best thing in the world for
such a bruise as that!’”’ Luther began to be frightened.
“ Why just cover it up like as if it wasn’t there, and don’t
mention it to nobody in the world, and laugh all the {ime.”

““ But how is a boy to laugh? Would you laugh if you

- had it, d’ye s’pose 7 7’ o .

“ Yes I would ; if you done the like, accidental, to me, I ~
wouldn’t tell onto you; I wouldn’t be so mean. I’d pre-
tend to be in high spirits. - ’Cause, don’t you see, tellin’
wouldn’t do me no good, and it would do you hurt! What
good could it do me to have mother use 2 strap onto your
tender shoulders, or to shut you up in the garret, far half a

. day 7 or both together? I wouldn’t think of it; I’d stand

it somehow ! 7 ,

Peter began to be ashamed of his less generous, less
heroic nature. ¢ If I could only keep from showin’ it,”
says he, “I wouldn’t tell; but just look! it is swelled out
as big and black as what that bunch was on old Posey’s

9
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knee, before father cured it, land if it makes me cry, I can’t '

help it, you know.”’

.Luther was getting the upperhand ; he drew himself up,

and spread wide his legs again.

“ Pete, boy !’ sayshe, ‘“let me tell you one thing ; some
things in this world is too precious for to be used common;
for mstance, if you had the gold head what’s onto Mr,
Lightwait’s cane, would you fling it at a bull-frog in yon
pond ?”’ ' - | .

“ No;. if Peter had that precious treasure, he would not
fling it at a bull-frog in yonder pond.” J

¢ (lear common sense, Pete.”” And Luther slapped him
on the shoulder. ¢ You sce a stone would do as well, and
better too.”’ :

Yes, Peter saw that. _

 And you’d have your gold for bigger occasions!’

To be sure. Peter saw clearly. '

¢« Well, then, suppose you had somethin’ else as precious
as gold, and wanted to obtain another end just as common

as killin’ a bull-frog, would you use this ere precious thing

for this ere ignoble purpose? D’ye foller me, boy ?”’

Peter was not quite sure that he did follow the phileso-

pher, and was silent.”

"« You wouldn’t, you say? Of course you wouldn’t!
one case is clear as t'other ; now, then, to the pint.” And
with the fingers of one hand, Luther, with much stress of

manner, laid the pint in the palm of the ether hand, thus :—

“ For the sake of illustration,”” (he had got that of the
preacher,) ¢ we'll suppose this bunch on your arm to be the
bull-frog ; we’ll suppose you want to be shet of it, — d’ye

foller me, boy? To be shet of the bull-frog is the thing
you're after, and the means that'll shet you is of secondary, .

or we may say, thirdary importance ; now you have got two
meanses into your power, — one’s precious and one isn’t;
the precious one is truth, and you could use it if you was
for to be foolenough! Butare %u ? No, you say you ain’t
— of course you ain’t; you know clean things ain’t made for
to be used agin onclean. Youfoller me, boy? Truth is the
preciousest thing what. there is, and it’s made for to be sot
agin occasions ekally precious; do you foller? When any-
thing else’ll serve as well, the gineral rule of the best man-
s agersis not to sile it by bandyin’ it about! Anyhow, that’s
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what Mr. Larky told me the way was with forehanded fel-
lers, mostly, and ke knows, you bet,”

Peter hung his head and looked bewildered. Do you
mean for me to tell a lie?”” says he. And then he says he
don’t like Luther Larky ; ‘“ that’s why I call you Lute, —
1 don’t like him you’re named after.”’ ’

“ Likin’ him ain’t here nor there ! ”’ says Luther, loftily ;
‘““he’s got money into his pocket ; he hag!”’

““Yes, but he didn’t get some of it honest; he sold more
sheep t'other day than he gave in onto the account he
showed father, "cayse I counted the sheep.”

“Eh! you own yourself a spy, do you?”” sneered Lu-
ther ; and then he advised Peter not to meddle with My,
Larky’s affairs, and then he got back to the main question™

‘“ You ask if I want you for to lie!”” he said.. “ No; I’d
scorn it! I meant what I said, for you not to knock your
bull-frog into the head with your gold! Say, for instance,
if your arm busts out o’ your sleeve with swellin’, so that
you are compelled to say somethin’, that you fell down
and hurt yourself.”’ .

“ But 1 didn’t,”’ answers Peter. ’
“Didn’t! blast it! there you’re belittlein’ the trut
again! You've fell down many a time and hurt yourself,

hain’t you ? 7 : :

Yes, Peter had often fallen and hurt himself.

‘“ Are you obliged to particularize the time, I’d like to
know | hey ! dumbhead! One way for to get along is to
wriggle ; a snake hain’t got no feet, but he’ll wriggle. along
faster than what some beasts can that have ’em.”’

“ But I've got feet.” :

“ Yes, and they’re made to stand on when you want to be
upright ; but s’pose you want to go through a narrer hole ?

Peter 'saw one thing very clearly ; he was not to tell the
tt:uth, and he saw, too, that it would not cure him to get
his brother punished, so he pulled down his sleeve and but-
toned it, and followed him back to the seat of his great
discovery, half ashamed of having threatened to tell.

Luther was still slightly apprehensive, for when does
guilt ever feel quite safe 7 so he said, as they went along:
“If you don’t see into reason, Pete, I'll give you the skin

‘of the varmint if you won’t tell!”

“1 don’t want the skin,” says Peter, but he did want to

£
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see the fun, and was soon at the butt end of -the log, on his
knees, and his head poked quite inside." 3
. 40, Pete, I’ve thought of somethin’ ; just the thing !
cries Luther, giving the 1ad a punch in the ribs.

¢ What is it ? 7’ o R

““ Why, you are the one to crawl in after the varmint!
?Cause yow're slim, firgt off, and next off, ‘canse maybe the

critter’ll bite you, and’ if he does,” (heére he.spoke in the
lad’s ear,) ¢ you can lay the sore arm onto that, you know. -

In with you! I’ll boost!”" ;

Peter stuck his head in again. I can’t see him,” he
said. ‘“COrawlin further; don’t be afraid.”” And then Lu-
ther turned to his brothers and sisters: ¢ Tell ye what less
do 3 in the first place, the varmint what’s into there, is a
mink ; but when Pete gets him out, less shut him up in the
smoke-house, and give out amongthe boys that we have got
a mountaineous mink what’s escaped from a show, and
charge a quarter ‘apiece for them to see him! he’ll exhibit
good if we just call him mountaineous ; the mountaineous,
double-bellied, and three-eyed mink. Golly, that’ll do!
Go in, Pete, and fetch him out! -

41 can’t see him,” ' :

“ Look harder!”’ . {

- ““ What?"’ cried Peter; he could not hear well inside the
log, and drew out his head, his hair full of bits of the rotten
wood, and his eyes blinking. -

“You can’t see him?? eries Luther angrily. ¢ Now,
can you see him?”’  And he knocks him on the head with
his double fist, - :

Peter could not see the mink any better for the knocking,
nor is it probable that he could have seen him any better,
even if he had been in verity a mountaineous, double-bellied,
three-eyed mink, which he was not. |

With his hair full of chips, scaled from the rotten lining

~of the log, and his face all bepowdered with dust, through
which the tears were washing channels, he set out for home,
crying pitifully, and limping more than common,

‘ What’s the matter, my little man 7 ’’ cries Samuel Dale,
overtaking the lad, for he, too, was returning home, the day
being ended, and the working done.

‘“ Don’t you see that great big star just a-top ’o that strip
‘o black cloud 7 Well, that’s little Peter’s star; just see

T
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how bright it shines ! Peter’s a-goin’ right towards it, isn’t

he ? he’ll soon get there if he only stops a-cryin’ and goes

ahead.” L o ‘
But Peter cried on ; he didn’t feel that he was gravitating

toward the star, apparently, seeing which, Samuel caught

him ‘around the waist, and hoisted him up to his shoulder,
calling himself Peter’s horse, and running with him guite
upon the trot. - - ce P

In this way he brought him to the door of the elder Peter’s
cellar. ‘‘ Now the old horse is going to throw his rider,”
he cries, and ‘with that he let the boy down very softly, and
slipping -inte his hand a bright red apple, told him to wait
inside till he should come back. T

The half hour was gone by ; the strip of black cloud over
which the big" star had Dbeen shining, had by this time
widened itself over half the sky, and the winds were making
lonesome noises among the full-leaved trees; the darkness
was sombre, and all the sights and sounds of nature seemed

‘tinged -with melancholy. Such times will sometimes fall

upon the summer’s high carnival of glory.”

The tallow candle, with. its wick a-lop, burned *dimly in
one corner of the cellar; it was set in an old iron candle-
stick, and the candlestick was set on the head of an oaken
barrel, containing vinegar, and beside the candlestick lay the
old Bible and hymn-book, from which Samuel was used to
read of nights. The glittering eyes of a big black cat that
was the habitual companion of Petfer, shone out from under
a chest of tools, and now and then her stiffening tail was
heard making- dull thrums upon the floor, if a mouse were
heard to peep. The branches, as the wind went through
them, creaked against the wall, and these were all the sounds
that came to Peter’s: cellar. Ile was sitting near the open
door, looking out into the night, his cheek drooped upon
the head of his little son, who, grgetting his tyrannical
brother, the great discoverer — forgetting all the hardships
and sorrows of his young life, was gone to sleep on his
father’s shoulder. His bare, scratched legs, and brown,
hardened feet, dangled far below his trousers; one hand had
hidden itself in the bosom against which he rested, and one
was round the neck that bent above him; his face was
streaked with tears, and all his clothes were ragged, button-
less, at loose ends generally. ’

g%
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The trustful abandonment of the picture was perfect, and
the expression of tender sadness in the father’s face was
very touching. Samuel Dale trod softly as he came near,
and took off his hat as he passed; every manifestation of
sincere love was sacred in his eyes. IHe went straight to
the oaken barrel which he had converted into a sort of ora.
tory, by trimming it with bright field berries and green
leaves, opened the Bible and began to read to himself.

““ Read out,”” says Peter, directly; ¢ I feel more’n com--

mon like hearin’ the Scripter to-night; right where you
happen to be readin’, don’t turn back.” It happened that
Samuel was reading in the ninth chapter of Saint Mark’s
gospel, and, as Peter requested, he began at the verse he
had reached ; the seventeenth : —

‘“ And one of the multitude answered and said, Master, I
have brought unto thee my son, which hath % dumb spirit ;

and wheresoever he taketh him, he teareth him ; and he .

foameth and gnasheth with his teeth, and pineth away ; and
I spoke to thy disciples that they should cast him out, and
- they could not. . : ‘

- He answereth him, and saith, O faithless generation how
long shall 1 be with you? how long shali I suffer you?
Bring him.-unto me.. | -

And they brought him unto him ;k and when he saw him,
straightway the spirit tare him ; and he fell on the ground,
and wallowed, foaming.
~ And he asked his father, How long is it ago since this
came unto him? And he said, Of a child.

nd oft-times it hath cast Kim into the fire, and into the

" waters to destroy him: but if thou canst do anything, have
compassion on us, and help us. -

Jesus saith unto him, If thou canst believe, all things are
possible to him that believeth, :

And straightway the father of the child cried out, and said
with tears, Lord, I believe ; help thou mine unbelief.

When Jesus saw that the people came running together,
he rebuked the foul spirit, saying unto him, Thou dumb and
deaf spirit, I charge thee, come out of him, and enter no
more into him.

And the spirit cried, and rent him sore, anéi came out of
- him : gn’c’l he was as one dead ; insomuch that many said, He
is dead.
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# Read that agin,’”’ says Peter; *“it kind ’o sets me a
thinkin’.” .

So Samuel read the verses over, going on to the fortieth
verse, when Peter interrupted him again, ¢ Read that verse
over, and read it loud and slow,” he said.

Samuel read : —

¢« And John answered him, saying, Master, we saw one
casting out devils in thy name, and he followeth not us;
and we forbade him, because he followeth not us. N

But Jesus said, Forbid him not ; for there is no man which
ghall do a miracle in my name, that can lightly speak evil

me.”’ :

“ Don’t read no more now,”’” says Peter; ‘‘my mind is
ketched away, and 1 see the spirits of men the same as
James and John saw Moses and Elias, when they went up
into the high mountain.”” =, .

Samuel closed the book, and they read no more.

It was an hour,after this that the child lying on his fath-
er’s knees cried out in sleep: ‘* 0, father, mother won’t
give me my supiper! She’s got visitors ; the preacher and
his sister, and she won’t let me come to the table. She says
I'll make ’em think of you!”’ Then his voice sank, and he
muttered something about Miss Lightwait’s shawl being -
lined with the skin of a double-bellied mink, and about his
brother Luther; who he said was unscrewing the gold head
from the preacher’s cane. Then he cried out sharply, and
as if in great pain, that a hoptoad was gnawing off his arm,
and he was afraid .to tell any body. ¢ Poor little chap!”
says Peter, “ he’s in trouble even in his sleep ; S8am, come
and see him, and tell me if you think his looks is so agin
him.” o ) g

“ Why no,” says Samuel, bringing his chair close to
Peter and sitting down. ¢ What makes you think his looks
are agin him 7"’ ) \ :

‘« Some thinks his looks is like mine,”” Peter says.

« Well, s’pose they are! And now as he sleeps I can
see he favors you more than I knowed for.” And Samuel
lifted the dangling legs and laid them across his knees, so
the two men were -holding the boy, together.

«« Tt seems kind a hard,”’ Peter says, ¢ that I couldn’t be
let to have one out o’ thirteen, look a little like me!’’ and
he takes out his jack-knife and polishing the blade on the
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palm of his hand, which is about as hard as a bone, holds it
up and proceeds to look in it as though it were a glass.

‘Sam, bring the candle close.”’

- Samuel brought the candle, snuffing it with his fingers
by the way, and held it close to the shining blade. * Why
don’t you have a looking-glass ? ’’ he asked. :

“ Why don’t I? that’s easy asked, young man.” |

Then he went on with the examination of his face, remov-
ing the blade at intervals, and studying the face of the boy.
““Thirteen of 'em,” he said again, *‘and only this one that
shaders me at all. I wish I could be let to have it so in
peace.”’ ~ ' o '

‘“But you are let; the boy looks like ydu, there’s no
doubt about that.” ‘

‘““Yes, he is let to look like me by the Almighty, but
Sam, there’s them that would undo his work if they could ;
and when I see how his looks go agin the boy, I a’most
wish he was all hern, like the rest.”

*“You don’t refer to your wife?”” says Samuel. And
then he adds, ¢ Beg your pardon, Peter, for such a
thought.” -

““ Wife!”? echoes Peter, ¢ 1 hain’t heard that word, not as
applied to your mistress, since the day I was married. Say
it agin, Sam ; it kind o’ gets up my self-respect, like,”

‘““ Mr. Whiteflock,” says Samuel, “* I would like to have
a little plain talk with youn, with your leave.”

“ Mr. Whiteflock !’ echoes Peter, reproachfully.

*“Then I’ll say Peter, if you like that better; but have I
leave to speak plain ? -

“ Sam, I ain’t used to havin’ leave asked; it puts me
out, like ; you just go on.” _

‘“Then I will begin by saying that you have got as pure
a soul and as sweet a heart in you as any man need have,
but what you lack is self-respect ; you don’t hold np your
he(;tgl, among men s you ought to, and as you have a right
to! .

‘““ Hold on just a speck, Sam ; she don’t think I’ve got
any rights ; and what she thinks, I respect, even when it’'s
agin me ; she’s a woman in a thousand, Sam !’

‘* But you have rights, my friend, -and you ought to hold
up your head, both for your wife’s sake and your own, and
also for the sake of your children.”’

s

THE BISHOP'S SON. 105 _

“Tor her sake, to be sure! as if I could reflect any
credit onto her! Why, it would be like as if a glow-worm -
skbould try to shine in the face o’ the sun!”’ ‘

“ Well, then, hold up your head for your own sake, shine
or no shine !’ o

‘“ See here, Sam; you know more’n I do, but it stirikes
me this way : if nobody cares whether you hold up your .
head or not, jt’'ll naterally go down!””

‘“ But, Peter, everybody cares for you.. I never heard a
word against you in my life.” ‘ )

““ That’s too gineral, Sam ; altogether too gineral. Every
man that is a man wants to be held ap in particular§ and
if, instead of being held up he’s held down, by having a
millstone round his neck, the chances of his carrying a high
head is somewhat agin him.” '

““ But you haven’t that, Peter; you have, on the contrary,
a wife that loves you, and children, a whole baker’s dozen
of ’em.”’ . _

* Sam, you said right in one particular; you said I had a

 wife on the contrary. Now, with all her excellent qualities,

she is that, eminent, and, I may say, pre-eminent.”’ |

“ But even suppose that to be.the case, she loves you,
of course, all the same.”’ . : ‘

“ On what do you found that opigion, Sam "’

Samuel hardly knew what to say, but without much hes-
itation, answered, ¢ Why, because she’s married to you, to
be sure.”’ B

¢ Married to me,”’ says Peter; ‘“well I ¢’pose she is, to
some extent; but as for her entire devotion to me, unfor-
tunately for my perfect {felicity, doubts has sometimes crep
into my bosom, on that pint, and them’s the millstones at
which I hinted a while ago, metaphoric.”’ :

“ You must banish ’em !’ says Samuel, promptly. “If
any sleek.chap ever comes between you and the girl that
has got your heartstrings .in her hand, you just try that
yourself, will ye?’”” Samuel blushed and remained silent
for a time, but replied after a little, I take it for granted
that a wife loves her husband.”’

8o I did, too, when I was married,”’ says Peter; and
then he says, ‘I don’t say, when we was married, becaufse, -
though I married her complete, she, as I said, only married
me to some extent.”’ :
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“ What do you mean ?”’ says Samuel.

‘1 mean this, Sam ; our marriage wasn’t one o’ ‘them
kind which makes two folks into one. And now, .Sam, hon-
est speakin’, and- not as though you was into a pulpit or
a-givin’ evidence into a court for to get your case, do you

believe, to the best of your knowledge, that there is any’

such marriage as that 7’

““ Most assuredly,”’ says Samuel. :

“One more question, then. Do you believe, honest
speakin’, and not as though you was into a pulpit, or
a-givin’ evidence into a court to gain your cause, that I am
married in full, so to speak, that is to say, the same as mar-
ried men in gineral 7 *’ ,

“ That’s another question,”’ says Samuel.

““Of course : didn’t I say it was another question? ”’

‘“ Well, then, I suppose you're married the same as other
folks.” :

" ““ Then, Bam, I draw this conclusion : — Marriage doesn’t
make a man and a woman one, but directly tother ! *’

“ I can readily understand,”” says Samuel, ‘‘ how it should

‘“ Relief? *’ says Peter ; ever seen nothing which was
relief belonging to it;”’ and Yhen he says,  You began by
askin’ leave o’ me to speak plain, and now I ask leave for
to speak plain to you; the subject is one that ought to have
- but little said about it; it’s things as they stand béetween
me and your mistress. Maybe we're one, but I can’t see it
so: I see it a way, which is the tother, but at the same
time I'm distrustful of my judgment, for I don’t see no two
that does seem to be just one; in short, I don’t see no mar-
riage that seems to me to be a marriage in full! Now what
1 ask o’ you is to set me right. But first of all, understand,
Sam, that I don’t blame your mistress for whatever she’s
done and said that wasn’t into my favor; she didn’t do it
and she didp’t say it of her own head! She’s been set agin
me, Sam, by them that their disposition wasn’t good towards
me, — an unfortunate circumstance, but that’s all you can
say, for ’tain’t her fault, first nor last. She was perfect,
original, perfect, Sam,

‘“ Fifteen year we’ve been married, that is, to some extent,
and I never spoke her name except in the way o’ makin’ out
a good case, but now I perpose to speak, not as though I

bring out certain obscureﬁngies into bold relief.””

¢
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'Was into the pulpit, or onto the bar, but as sperit to sperit,

and a8 man to man, and I desire you to render solemn judg-
ment onto what I say, for I am going to make my will.”’

¢ Your will, Peter 7 you’re crazy!” 3 '

“ Well, Sam, maybe I be! and that’s the pint which I'm
comin’ towards. Maybe my unfortunate doubts as to my
bein’ married in full, has sot me crazy, and maybe ourn is as
much in full as anybody’s, and that is what I want your
judgment onto.”’ ) .

“1 would rather not pronounce judgment as between you
and your wife; it is a delicate matter.” | .

“ Ag to-that, Sam, I don’t think it’s either delicate or
indelicate, but mind, I don’t want you to stand between me
and her ; there is enough between us now! I want you to
hear, simply, and simply to_ hear, and then 1 want you not
to judge between us, mind, but to judge onto the whole sit-
oation.

““It may be that I’ve steeped my thoughts into crime
when I've suspected that your mistress didn’t love me in
full, because, Sam, you must have noticed one thing, — she .
is the most modest of her sex ! a woman in a thousan’! and
she may not have been able to make free with me! Some-
times her modesty has carried her so far that it wouldn’$
allow her to show respect for me ; and if her nater could a
been understood by the harsh world, it wouldn’t a been so
unfortunate, but as things looked, and as the harsh world
is, I didn’t seem to be married in full, that must be owned..

* Then, too, your mistress, from the beginnin’ of our life
under one ruf, had them about her that their disposition
wasn’t good toward me, and what with modesty, and what
with their unfortinate influence, she never expressed that
partiality for me which she cherished, I trust, in her
bosom. ' ) )

“To come to the plain truth, she done things sometimes
that must "a’ been greatly agin’ her sweet nater, and this was
one of ’em. Upon an evening in the fore part of January,
the first of our livin’ under one ruf, them that their disposi-
tion wasn’t good toward me, got round her by unfair means,
and put things into her mind that she never’d ’a’ got of her
own heéad, and she got worked up so that she put her hand

. onto the key o’ the door, and twisted it round, leavin’ me

onto the off side!?”
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“You don’t mean to say that she Iq\cked you out o’ your
own house, Peter? V.

‘ Bless your heart, no, Sam! Ididn’t say she locked me
out at all. She was in her own room and I wasn’t, and
havin’ had things put into her mind that she wouldn’t a
thought of her own head, she put her hand onto the key,
and twisted it round, leavin’ me onto the off side. But I

wasn’t an eye-w1tness and I can’t give strict evidence onto

the pint ; she may have just touched the key, and then it
may have partly twisted itself like. I've heard o’ chamber
doors a-doin’ so, besides hers.”

‘¢ What did she say for herself?”’ says Samuel.

¢“ 8he said I took up too much room.”

‘ And what did you say then?”

1 didn’t say nothin’-in my defence ; how could 1? na.ter
was agin my case ; I was big and took up room, there was
no denyin’ of it; bemdes, it ‘'was ill-convenient for her to

_talk to me through the door, and 1 didn’t Want to ill-eon-
venience her, so 1 went quletly away.

“'Woman has her freaks, Sam, freaks that she’s subject
to by nater, but when things comes to be put into her head in
edition, good gracious mercy !’

Here he proceeded to relate some of these freaks, pre-
mising that they were always put into his wife’s head by
them that their disposition wasn’t good towards him.

“ When the loaf of bread happened to be burnt on one

side,”’ says Peter, ‘‘as it often did happen, your mistress,
bein’ drawn off from her household affairs so much by her
Christian duties, the slice which was burnt the blackest was
give to me; and if one potater was less than the others,
that was the one which was give to.me; and if one slice
of steak had all the bone in it, and none o’ the meat on it,
that was the slice which was give to me. She was put up
to it, Sam, and.I don’t blame her. I was fond o’ sugar in
my coffee and your mistress never give me none; she said
invariable that she for got it ; but them that their disposition
wasn’t good toward e, thelr sugar was never forgot. It
looks little in a man, I know, to mention such trifles, and
many a sufferer is silent from pride, which is taken by the
shaller multitude favorable, and so things goes for things
that thmgs isn’t, in many a family ; but this is a solemn
occasion, and I speak without the customary reference to
effect that pervails in married life. You’ll excuse me, Sam ?

THE BISHOP'S SON. | 109

[

And you’ll just answer me questlon or two, if you please.
Isidt natral for a woman to be, gra.ceful everywhere but at
home, and disgraceful at home? And is it natral for a
woman to be a comfort to strangers, and to be uncomfort-
able to her husband ? - Isit natral for her to give him things
which he don’t like, constant, and to give him things which
he likes, inconstant # 7 -

¢¢ Perhaps such things are patural enough,”’ Samuel said,
doubtless shaping his answer to please his friend, rather
than in accordance with his conscience. And then he added,
“You know in marnage, two are one, and it is quite nat-
ural to forget one’s self.’”” .

“Then, Sam,”” said Peter, all his face llghtmg up, “if
that is all nateral and common, and if you know it to be so,
why, we're marued in full, and not to some extent ; because
they aptltude o’ your mistress in the way o’ pnttm slights
onty me, amounts fairly to genius!?”

After a moment he went on. ““I s’pose it’s agreeable to
the-law of nater that briers should grow among roses, but
it does seem to me, Sam, that into the marriage crown they
might ’a’ been put a leetle more sparse.

-« Well, one day as 1 sot onto a log into the edge of the
meddg“r reflectin’ onto the mystery o’ the heart, and more
particular o’ the heart o’ woman, I concluded a conclusion,
and this is the conclusion which I concluded. "'Married life,
Sam, has high capacity for happiness into it; things, how-
ever, don’t allers follers capacity for things, and low happi-
ness, therefore, sometimes follers high capacity, because
things is as thmgs is, and things isn’t as things isn’t, which
is to be regretted. Now, if thmgs was otherwise, they’d
be othermse, but they ain’t, and things being as things is,
ong ; percaution becomes a man, Wluch is not to trust a
woman so far as to put his peace o’ mind into her keepin’,
she’s whirlsome, turnin’ this way and that, by natur, Sam,
but she’s also wheedlesome, and this more special ‘after a
man becomes hers, legall I don’t say this’ to be agin
woman ; Tain’t agin woman as woman ; I'mr only agin some
o’ the ways which she has | 7’

‘“ And was this crown you speak of brlery from the be-
ginning 7”7 says Samuel,

* From the begmmn Sam? Lord bless you, there
wan’t no beginnin’ to it ! »

10
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“What I meant is this: were these slights put upon
you from the beginning ?”’ o :

“ And don’t I tell you, Sam, there was no beginnin’ ; but
from the first of our livin’ under one ruf, they was; that is
to say; they was outard ; but what tender feelin’s may have
been into the heart of her that put ’em, all the while, ain’t
for me to say, because what was outard mayn’t have been
inard ; things was put into her mind that she wouldn’t a
thought of her own head, by them that their influence was
unfavorable to me, and she isn’t to be judged by common
standards.” : | |

“ No beginning, Peter ! how could that havebeen? You '

must have courted, surely.”’

“Well, yes, I s’pose I may say we did ; but it was all
done across a meader, Sam, clean across a meader. I was
a ploughin’ with my old mare Posey ; she was young then,
and beautiful.”’ :

¢ Across a meadow!’”’ says Samuel, interrupting him ;
‘““ how so?”’

“Sam,”” says Peter, “I'm agoin’ to astonish you now
with an astonishment beyond all calculation; so gird up

your loing. And in the first place, let me ask you if you’d

take me, judgin’ of me, outard, to be a romantic man?”’
‘“ Well, hardly,” says Samuel. )
“No? And yet I’ve got a heart that’s set a-flutterin’
whenever I'look upon a momento connected with my court-
ship, the same being a bed-blanket! Ab, Sam., I see yon
begin to open your eyes, but you’ll open ’em wider yet be-
fore I’m done. I never revealed to mortal that which I now
trust to you, and I know you won’t prove trustworthless.”
* Do you see that are chestin the corner?’’ He fambled
in his pocket and produced an iron key, rusty and big.
“Take thiz and unlock that chest ; now feel under the tools
in the upper corner, and you’ll find another key; got it?
Well, now, unlock the till ; there, what do you see now ?”’
¢ An old bed-blanket,”’” says Samuel.
“"Take it out, Sam ; there, now, unfold and spread it out
a purty sight, ain’t it? Look here, Sam, all the romance o’
my life has been wrapt up in that blanket this many a year.
Sometimes, of windy nights, I get it out, and hang it into
the winder o’ the corn-crib, so’t I ean both see it, and hear

it flop ; it W agin, Sam, that does!”’

o

-
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‘““But there must be a chapter belonging to it,”’ says
Samuel. :
¢ A chapter! heaven help you, man! there’s a whole vol-
ume if it could only be writ. But where’s the hand, com-
petent to such a work? Where’s the hand? It can’t
be writ, Sam, ‘and it can’t be told accordin’ to its merits.
If it was all painted out as I see it when I was young, it
would strike you blind ; but to the courtship. Matty Han-
som, when I married her, and when we began to live under
one ruf, was the purtiest woman that ever you set eyes on ;
you can well believe that, for her beauty to this day is some-
thing wonderful. Well, Sam, I fell in'love with her, and
she hild berself above me. I don’tsay she hadn’t a right to;
I only say she did. Anyhow, I took her hand, trustin’ to
the futer to win her heart ; but Sam, my hopes was founded
into ignorance, for as far as my observation goes, the ten-
dency of love, after marriage, is backard, rather than forard !
Mind what I tell you, Sam, and if you happen to know a
young woman that is purty, and at the same time holds her-
self above you, steer clear!?’
- Samuel winced; he was not quite sure that he didn’t
know just such a young woman. And Peter went on.
“My love was ginoine, Sam, ginoine, if ever love was.
I thought the daisies wasn’t white enough for Mattie to
walk on, and I thought the sunshine wasn’t soft enough to
touch her lovely head ! 1’d ’a’ built a world a-purpose for her,
if I could ’a’ had my way. I couldn’t sleep for dreamin’ of
her, and I couldn’t work for thinkin’ of her. I was plowin’
that piece of land that overlooks the old man Hansom’s
house, and also a narrer strip o’ bottem ground that had
been set off for Matty’s marriage portion, about twenty

“ acres in all, and was more possessed with her than commeon,

insomuch that when I got my field plowed one way, I turned
about, and plowed it another, and so went across and across
this way and that, just for the pleasure I had in beholdin’
the ruf under which my beloved abode. Sometimes I’d lean
on my plow and gaze at the winder where she sat sewing
her wedding-dress, and try to make believe I was plowin’
for her sake ; and it would seem to me that if my fancy was
only reality, my pumpkins would grow as big as the moon,
and my bean vines twine their rings around the stars. My
passion was all pent in my heart, because Matty not only
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hild herself above me, but was engaged to my deadly enemy,
Luther Larky. I’d been plowin’ a month or more in the
same field, when one day I sees the old man Hansom cross
that bottom land o’ Matty’s, and make toward me. 1 felt
my legs grow limber all at once. “ He is thy sire!”” I said,
gazin’ at the winder, and I run forard and took my hat off,
““ How do you do, Peter 7’ says he, and ** What'll you ask
for half a dozen of your best South Downs? ”” And then
he said he wanted ’em for his daughter Matty, who was
a-goin’ to be married to Luther Larky. My heart came
into my throat, and I took the old man’s hand, and spoke
out. ‘“I’ve got the sheep,” says I, * Mr. Hansom ; you
can see ’em if you’re a mind to go across the holler. Just
you go home, and fell your daughter Matty, that all the
sheep I've got, and all the paster they feed on, and all I’ve
got, whatsomever, is hers, if she’ll consent to take the same,
with an incumbrance — meanin’ myself. That’s the way,
Sam, I rounded up, and T’ve alivays thought it could not "a’
been handsomer done. The old man looked pleased. “ How
many on ’em is there 7’ * Fifty odd,”” says I, ** and they’re
all hers as I said, with the incumbrance. You just go home,
and tell Matty this, and tell her if she sees it into a light
favorable, to signalify the same by hangin’ a bed-blanket
in her chamber winder! You begin to see the romance,
now, don’t you, Sam? But to proceed : ““Tell Miss Matty,”
says I, ¢ this is a momentuous thing to decide sudden, so
I'll give her time, and if she signalifies me by sundown, I
shan’t consider she’s took too long, and she may expect me
over, just allowin’ time to shave and fix up.” ' ‘

““ A hundred and twenty-five acres, and fifty odd sheep,
besides other things incidental,” says the old man, speakin’
to himself like ; and Luther Larky hardly worth the shirt
onto his back!” and he set off walkin’ fast, and never
mindin’ the rheumatis in his legs. , o

““ Mr. Hansom !’ says I, for 1’d thought of a last movin’
appeal : he stepped back a little, and set his foot up on a
stump ; ‘‘ Tell Matty,” says I, «“if she doesn’t signalize me
by the aforementioned time, that instead of lookin’ for me
over to her house, she may look for me under the tuff
under the green tuff,”” says I, “ and when I’'m there, and
when she’s happy with another, I request that she may
sometines bestow a thought onto me !’ ‘
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¢ T tried to keep on plowin’, but I couldn’t; my legs went
down into the furrer limber as willer-wands ; then I tried to
sing ; my throat was dry as sand, so I stopped my critter,
right in the furrer, and to keep myself from lookin’ at Mat-
ty’s winder, went and set on a stump, with my back that
way, and began to.calculate the time. ¢ Now,”” says I to
myself, ““the old' man Hansom has got to the holler ; now
he is goin’ up the hill ; now he has'got to the gate; now
maybe he is as faras the stoop,’”” and I twisted right round,
for I could not set still ; and-as true as you’re a livin’ man,
Sam, there was the bed-blanket a-floppin’ I/ -

“ That’s it, Sam, that’s the very blanket, the blessed,
blessed article a lyin’ at your feet | -No man never sot eyes
onto it, since that romantic hour. The old chest isn’t wor-
thy to hold it, and I've always intended to get a mahogany
case, but she’s ambitions, Sam, and my means has been
mostly took up in gratifying her elegant tastes. She was
born to shine. But where was I? O I know now; Well,
when I looked round and beheld the blanket a-floppin, words -
can’t picter my sensations. 1 seemed to see the marriage
crown o’ roses, and I didn’t see the briers which was hid in
it ; in short, I didn’t see things as things is, as what man in
love does! There was no ordinary way in which I could
express myself, so I took off one o’ my shoes and throwd it
at a blackbird that was innocently a-hoppin’ along into the
furrer; then I spoke right out to my mare Posey. I hid my.
face agin her neck, and called her all pet names that wasn’t
her true name, and havin’ Matty into my thoughts, and kind
o’ makin’ bleve that it was her, I took hold o’ Posey’s ear,
and says I, ¢ this is my little ear, isn’tit?’ and then says I,
answerin’ myself, ¢ yes ’tis, 'tis, "tis!’ This’ll show you,
how deep T was into love.” = : |

T don’t think I could have got to the old man Hanson’s
if circumstances hadn’t favored me. S

“ Just ag I stept out o’ my gate into the high road, old
Mr. Stake, the butcher, and the father o’ the present incum-
bent, comes a drivin’ along with two live calves, and a
yearlin’ shote, in his cart; he was in high spirits, for he -
was a makin’ money hand over fist, and had just bought the
shote he had aboard for two dollars, expectin’ confident to.
double his money on him; and bein’ in high spirits, with
his great windfall, he asked me, ‘Peter,’ says he, ‘ wont

10+ -




114 THE BISHOP'S SON.

you get in‘and ride 7’ and then he says, ‘ Maybe you ain’t
agoin’ fur, though 2’ : ‘

“He was a delicate-constituted man, and that was the
. way be had of askin’ where I was agoin’..

‘¢ Not a great way,” says I, ‘a matter of two miles or

. 80,” for I wanted to throw him off the track, and it seemed
to me as if he must know where I was agoin’, and what for,
And then I said I was agoin’ to Mr. Sprague’s to look at
some fine lambs which he had ; I had my own sheep in my
head, and I couldn’t think of nothin’ else to say. :

“‘Two-legged lambs, I guess,” says Mr. Stake, ‘ by the

ook of all them ruffles in your bosom.’

“ We wag paspin’ the old man Hansom’s gate as he said
that, and I felt my face a burnin’ like fire, for certain, thinks
I, he sees Matty’s picter in my heart; and I put on a look
which it was'meant to be a look o surprise mingled with
regret.

“ And then, says I, speakin’ up brisk, ¢ Bless me, if we
haven’t passed the old man Hansom’s! I never noticed it.’
You perceive, Sam, that love had made a consummate actor
of me, - ’

‘“ Matty sat at the winder, and I knowed she see me
a~comin’ down the path, but she didn’t look up nor smile,—
it was her modest way, I thought, —and I rapped at the
door, with my heart beatin’ so loud she might have heard
it without my rappin’, but not until I had bruised my
knuckles a good deal did she speak,

. ‘“ At last she raised her eyes and looked at me, and their
light struck through me like icicles; I thought I had been
deceived, perhaps, and with trembling voice I said, My
dear Miss Hansom, there’s some misunderstanding I'm
afeared betwixt us ; make me the happiest of men by the as-
surance that the bed-blanket which it now flops above thy
lovely head, was intended to signalify me that you would I’

‘“ 5till she sat without a word. ‘Speak, I entreat thee,’
‘says I, and then in more moving accents, ‘1 entreat thee to
zpeak! One little word,’ says I, ¢ will either nurse me into

loom, or blight me info dust! Shall I, then, bloom,’ says
I, ‘like.a young branch, in thy smile, or shall my mortal
remainder be laid at thy feet, under the green tuff?’

‘I was onto my knees now, with all my soul into my eyes,
and she lookin’-at me, but her look was not level, but more
as if I was on the ground and she at a four-story winder.

v
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- “She looked like a queen, Sam, and I like some poor
suppliant for the crumbs that fell from her table. When
she spoke at last, it was to ask me how many acres my
farm contained, and how many head of cattle and sheep I
had, and then I knew that my proposal was accepted.

¢ Directly she told me that she had loved before, and
says I, ‘Don’t speak of it; the heart that was his is mine.’

‘““ And then she said they was always to be friends, she
and Luther, the best of friends, and that I was never to
interfere with the friendship.

‘¢ ‘Don’t speak of it,” says I agin; ‘whatever my angel.
does will be right.’ : ‘ o

‘¢ And then she said, that being settled, there was nothin’
more to say, and I might go home; she had yet to see
Luther that night, and make known to him what was to be
and what wasn’t to be. ' ‘

““ 1 was too proud to be told twice, and as I passed under
the winder, down comes the blanket a-floppin’ onto my
head. T tell you I held onto it, and put it round my neck,
and hild it to its place, makin’ believe like that it was
Matty Hansom’s arms about me, and that it was she that
hild instead o’ me.

‘“That’s the blanket, Sam; that’s the very blanket,
a-lyin’ at your feet! Put your hand on it; put it agin
your face ! : '

‘ And now, Sam, you know the finest piece o’ romance
into all history. 1 loved that woman, Sam, and I love her
yet; and if she was different in her feelin’s toward them
that their influence is agin me, T wouldn’t give her for no
other woman in the worid ! ’

‘““I've thought, sometimes, when I’se been a-shapin’ upa

haystack, and got it into a particular pleasin’ form, now if
this was only Matty instead o’ the grass o’ the field ! and
as I raked off one side and put it onto tother, I’ve thought,
now if I was only takin’ this from them that their influence
is unfortunate to me, and makin’ the same in my favor, I
wouldn’t envy none o’ the crowned heads in the world.”

““ 0, Bam, I haven’t been without my hours of mixed pleas-
ure ! but they’ve come spare, Sam, dreadful spare, specially
in my married life. : ,

‘1 don’t say nothin’ agin marriage, Sam, but.I do say -
this ; to depend for happiness on the smiles of a woman
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when that woman is your wife, is purty much Yke depend-
in’ for your light, on shootin’ stars! It’s good enough
light, Sam, but takin’ one night with another, it’s spare!
‘¢ And here, Sam, I want to give you a piece of advice,
and this is it, and it is this: I speak forcible, for I feel forci-
ble on the subject. When you’re courtin’ a woman; don’t

say nothin’.about your sheep nor your sheep paster, nuther

your hereditaments, nuther your horned nor huffed cattle ; I
don’t say it’ll be took advantage of, Sam, but its just as well
not said ; and I don’t say it’ll have any effect whatsomever,
but just s’pose’n it should! What’s the vally of a hand,
Sam, that ain’t swung into.yours by the motive power of
the heart? Instead of bein’ a lily in your bosom, Sam, it’ll
be a thorn in your flesh.

‘ But if you shouldn’t heed the warnin’, and should after
all prefer the light of shootin’ stars, spare and uncertain
which it is, and uncertain and spare, then here is another
piece of advice thatd would put forcible too, and it is this,
and thisisit: Keep yourfeelin’s considerable under your own
control! Yes, Sam, keep ’em under your own control con-
siderable. The more you think of a woman, Sam, the less
she’ll think of you! Furdermore, when you come to that
pint where you can’t live without her, you’ll find invariable
that she can live without you. Woman likes uncertainty,
Sam ; if she doesn’t know whether you’ll come or not, why

she’s a-dyin’ to see you, but justlet her be sure of you, once.

for all, and ten to one but she’ll go to flirtin’ with another!
Otherways she’ll read a novel before your face and eyes, or
go to sleep. In short, Sam, let a woman be once certain of
you, and thenceforard you’re never certain of her !

‘“ Pour down a little water and you can pump up more,.

but s’pose you fill your pump full? But I'm leavin’ my
story. It was Saturday that I behild the bed-blanket a-flop-
pin’ from the winder, and a Tuesday the follerin’, Matty
Hansom who had been pronounced Mrs. Whiteflock, came

to live under my ruf. Now livin’ under the same ruf with

a woman, and seein’ sher when she ain’t on her guard, as a
woman natarly is, ain’t at all like seein’ her across a meader,
-and it ain’t like seein’ her when your a-courtin’ her, even
though you’re in the same room with her. Why? do you
ask? Well Sam, because things isn’t as things was, We

was no sooner under one ruf than I see that what I had -

¢
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gaid figurative about being her slave, had been took literal,
and was to be so hild forever. - Other things that I had said .
was took so too. I'd said, aforehand, that I didn’t expect
no dowery, and didn’t want none, but I wasn’t on oath, Sam,
and being which I was a courting, I colored a leetle high;
but here I was took Jliteral too, and the twenty acres was
withhild. I’d’a’ had Matty, Sam, if she hadn’t ’a’ had a shoe
to her foot, but the twenty acres would’er been took by me,
grateful for all that ; the gift would ’a’ been a mark of re-
spect showed to me that would a built me up into my own
estimation like. Mark what followed. Three days we had
been under one ruff, when her father, he drives over to my
paster a lean heifer with a broke horn, which he tells me
she is to be give for Matty’s sake, but that the twenty acres
isn’t to be give ! That disappointment I could a swallered
if the lean heifer with the broke horn hadu’t ’a’ been give, |
but that, Sam, was an added aggravation, and an aggrava-
tion indeed! I never got over it, The sight o’ the heifer
was like pison to me, and the more that Mattie made as if
there was no cow on the place but her; so one day when I
was a-mauling rails, I took the -maul and I knocked her on
the head, _

““ ¢ Matty,” says I, when 1 first placed her under my ruff,
‘thisis all yours.” ¢ Of course! To be sure,’ says she, Still,

-, being set to find it, if there was any feeling for me in her

bosom, that was ginoine, I says, ¢ Command me, henceforad,
my angel !’ ¢ Henceforad and forever,” says she. “All my
heart is yours, Mattie,’ says I'; ‘that you know, but its beat-
ing for you,’ says I, ‘is like the beating of some wild, warm
wave on a stone,’ I says.= . :

‘“ ¢ Let me see,” she says, and her hand begun to fumble
about my pocket. I was-all of er trimble like, and, opening
wide my arms, I called her my timid dove, and told her to
come into 'em ! ¢ What a child you are,’” says she, and she
turned and left me without another word.

““ But what I have to tell you next, Sam, will freeze the
blood in your veins. Under pretence of feeling for my heart
she stole my money-bag, that had in it at the time a hundred
dollar note, and thirty-five dollars and sixty-two and a half
cents in hard cash ! A dayor two after the purse was took,
John Holt, my neighbor, had a vandue, and among other
things, a gray mare fo sell. Bids run high, as they mostly




1138 THE BISOOP'S SON.

do when a set of men get together that they don’t know what

they want. I.bid up to a hundred and twenty dollars on
the mare myself, which having done agin my conscience, 1
held ; but Luther Larkey, he set his elbows out, and set his
lages wide, and bid right ahead against men that could 'a’

bought and sold him, till the mare was run up to a hundred .

and thirty-five dollars, and there she was knocked down to
him, ‘

“¢«You'll give your note, I s’pose, at six months,” says
John Holt, down in the mouth like, for he knowed very well
the money from Luther was uncertain at any time, how-
gome-ever futer. - o

¢ No,” says Luther, speaking up loud ; ‘I prefer to pay
down!’ And he out with my purse and counts my money
afore my very eyes ! '

John Holt was a man that he was suspicious, and he exam-
ined the note careful. “It’s good,’ says Larkey; *if yon have
any doubts, s’pose we take the judgment of Mr. Whiteflock I’
And with that he puts the note into my hand, and having
gloated over me, counts out the thirty-five dollars in hard
cash ! : : -

“ T don’t say how he come by that money, Sam, I only
say she took it and he had it. Try to imagine my feelings,
Sam? I couldn’t reproduce ’em in your mind, and I wont
try. “Words is mockery into some cases. '

‘“ Two months Luther Larkey rid that mare about the coun-
try, and all that time he never did one stroke of honest
work, which time, at the end of it, I was took down with a
spell of ager, and when I got ap, behold ye, Luther had
been hired on the farm, as chief manager! It was the act of
friendship on her part, your mistress said, and I wasn’t to
interfere, My spirit is naterally proud, Sam, and it towered
up then. I wont be under him, says I, and I wont stand to
the side of him! And then I took to the cellar! It was
taking a bold step, Sam, but I’ve maintained -it. Looking
at things as things’ is, and not as they seem ounterd, what is
the judgment that you pronounce on the case ! Am I mar
ried in full, or only to some extent ? *’

Samuel felt constrained to speak as nearly the truth as he

might, aud replied that from his standpoint, the marriage

was not in full.
Peter received the verdict as a man might receive his
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death-warrant; in a solemn agony of silence. At last he
said, turning and apparently speaking to the air, —

~ ““Good friends, does this judgment wrong her whom it
most nearlv concerns ? ”? o

CHAPTER VI.

PETER TALKS WITH SPIRITS.

WO distinet knocks that seemed to proceed
from the ground under Peter’s feet followed his
question. '

- “No,” says Peter, “they say that you are
right,” glancing at Samuel. Then addressing

i the air again, —

“Tell me, good friends, shall I do with my little Peter
and with Posey what I had in my mind to do?”

_ Numberless knocks, elear and decided, followed this ques-
tion; they were under Peter’s feet, on his chair-back, his
shoulders and head — everywhere. . ' |

“Thank you, good friends, that'll do,” he said, and then
turning to Samuel: “What furder I have to say concerns .
myself, exclusive, and my last will and testimony. Be of a
truthful and sober mind, Sam, for there is them about that
hear, and will hereafter hold you to account. Won’t you,
spirits ? ” This, to the air again. Knocks resembling the
others followed ; such sounds as one might make with one’s
knuckles on some hard substance, only of a more hollow and
fugitive character; this time, however, they were about
Samuel, and even on his person, insomuch that he stared -
about him in amazement; he saw nothing, and turned to
Peter, «They won’t harm yow,” says he, “they are friends.”

"And then, he says, “before another year comes round, Sam,

Lshall be under the tuff— under the green tuff— so far as
the mortal house goes! Don’t shake your head, nor smile,
Sam; it’'s been foreshowed,”—here a lively sally of raps

. %
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interposed. “Just please be still, my friends, for a space, till
I shall have concluded my testimony,” says Peter, and then
he goes on. “I've been warned, Sam, and I'm ready and
glad to go; I've only one tie to bind me to this sphere, and
that’s him that lies on my knees.” .

His face grew radiant, and his langnage conveyed more
clear and definite meanings., - ‘

“I’m a-going to make him over to you, Samuel, him and

Posey, and then T’Il be free for good and all,— his mother

will not object, — he is like me, and she will not care to be
, reminded of me, when I am.gone, and I shall not care to
have her. I’ve stood in her light too long, maybe. Noth-
ing has been her fault. I began with doing a wrong to her

and to myself, and how should I expect right to come out -

of it, or good ; her heart was another’s, and I took her, know-
ing it. ‘Did you ever have a feeling in your sleep, Samuel,
that some person stood by your bed? No? Well, T have,
and I’ve waked and seen ’em standing there. A few weeks
ago I went to bed one night with my soul a-reaching *way
out of me, for brighter and better enjoyments than it had
known, when about midnight, as I lay with my eyes closed,
but not asleep, this feeling came upon me with awful power;
there was a little stir, as of garments rustling, and then a
soft hand was put in mine. Ilooked up, and there, standing
beside me, was a woman with her raiment white as snow,
and flowing about her like a mist of glory. She illumined
all the room with herself, and she was lovely beyond the rose
or the lily, or any flower of the field. I inquired why she
came to me, for I didn’t feel worthy to be blessed by her
beautiful presence, and stooping so that her bright hair fell
about my face, she told me in whispers that she was come to
tell me good news; the voice of my soul had reached her in
her beautiful country, she said, and she was come to satisfy
its longing. ¢You will be among us, and of us,’” she said ‘be-
fore the year is out; be patient, and give yourself to peace.’
Then she showed me. a picture of the land I was to inhabit;
a thousand times greener and sweeter than that piece of
earthly land I had coveted so long. Presently all the scene
vanished and the woman vanished, the room was dark again
and I was alone” He shook slightly, and the radiance
passed from his face, he was all himself again. “She’s been
standing by me, Sam,” he said, « all the while I've been talk-
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ing about her ; she overshadowed me like, and kind o’ lifted
me out o° myself. But this is what I meant to say -—when
T'm gone, Sam, I want you to have my treasure — my little
likeness — him that’s on my knees; I want to give him to
you, Sam, and in trust to you, for him eventual, the bed-
blanket! and this is my will and my testimony. Promise to
take the lad, Bam, and it will be to me like a rainbow, in my
sunset sky, and from this time we’ll talk do more about it.
Him and Posey ?” He turned from the living man before
him to the invisible spirits, if such there were, asking ques-
tions and receiving answers through raps and other signs,
that he professed to understand as well almost as the articu-
lations of buman speech, awaiting the replies reverently,
observing special courtesy, and in all ways manifesting the
deepest sincerity of convietion.

In vain Samuel tried to persuade him that he was under
some great delusion and near to lose his wits; in vain he
told him that he had dreamed a dream, that his midnight
visitor had been all in his imagination ; he could no more
move the steadfast faith of Peter than he could have moved
a mountain; besides, at every word of dissent a perfect
tumult of ghostly sounds assailed him on every hand, so that
in sheer despair of being heard, he was forced to suppress
his skepticism at last. “Your spirit friend may have been
mistaken, at any rate,” he says, “and we’ll talk about wills
and testaments, Peter, when your seventy years old!” But
Peter would have no evasion, and at last, to pacify him,
Samuel gave the required promise, upon which, the look of
wonderful beauty before mentioned eame back to the sad,
heavy face of the strange man, and he laid the sleeping boy
on the strong arm of his young friend.

“ He loves me now,” he said, “and hig love is precious to
me, but you, Sam, by degrees, and easy like, must wean him
away from me ; I want to see it a-doing while I'm here o as
to be sure it'll all be right when I'm gone; I want to see my
flower striking root, so that I shall know he is going to take
kindly to the new soil” As he loosened the little clinging
hands from his neck, he turned away, and passed his rough
hand across his face.” “Don’t mind me,.Sam,” says he;
“don’t mind me; I'll get used to it by and by.” He took
up the bed-blanket, folded it very carefully, and put it away
in the till of the chest, and having by this process diverted,

11 ‘ '
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and sat himself up, he returned to Samuels side with an
apple, bright as gold, in his hand, together with some rude
toys of his own manufacture.

“@Give him these, 8am,” he says, “like as if I’ never seen
’em, and coax him out with you to the meader sometimes;
and if you happen to find a flower in the furrer; pick it for
him, and tell him stories, Sam, about boys that have good-
- for-nothing fathers, that they set moping into old cellars, and
had better be dead; and tell him all such boys oughtn’t to

care for their fathers, nor to go nigh ’em; but ought to take

* to nice young men that they’re healthy and smiling, and’ll
bring ’em up into right principles, Take him on your knees,
Sam, right afore my face and eyeg, and talk'to him as I've
drawed the picter of it,.and his thoughts'll pint to me
naturally. Don’t shake your head, Sam, I shan’t mind; on
the whole, I think it’ll be amusing to me; I'll enjoy it vast,
Sam! it can’t be otherways” He spoke loud, and with
a forced liveliness, and at the conclusion, bent down so that
his face was away from Samuel, and untied and retied his
shoes, “Confound all shoe strings,” he said, “ I never had a
pair that they’d stay tied!” And then he said he felt
unusual happy.

“ I’d rather not do this, Peter,” says Samuel ; «you’ve got
so little as it is.” And then he says, “If it should happen
to me to outlive you, I'll take your boy into my house and
- Qeart; you may make sure of that; but Peter, just look at

this arm.” He had shoved back the sleeve; the arm had
swollen as big as two arms and was turned of a purplish
black, mingled with angry red.

Peter laid the arm tenderly on the palm of his great hand,
and after a moment of thoughtful silence, said addressing
himself to vacancy, as before. « What shall S8amuel do for
his boy? Won’t you tell him, good friends.” Raps on the
bead of the vinegar-barrel, which Samuel had made. his
oratory, followed this question, loud and fast. <« Shall I eall
the alphabet, friends?” says Peter. Three distinet raps.
“Ay,” says Peter, and he repeats- the alphabet, beginning
with A, and calling slowly until a rap on the oratory an-
nounced that be had reached the right letter, the which,
marking in pencil, he began anew, and when' another letter
was rapped upon, marked that, and so repeated the alphabet,
and marked the letters, until a sentence was spelled out.
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And in this way he conversed, or seemed "to .converse, with
persons or things invisible, for half an hour, at the end of
which he got the information he wanted. “ Now, Samuel,”
he said, “ do as I shall direct, and that arm will be all right

~ in the morning ; but one thing I enjine — you must make as

if you done it all yourself, and that nothing of it is owing to
me. It'll be a good beginnin’ for you, and a good one for
me t00.” IHe laughed as'he said this, but the laughter was
hollow and melancholy. And then he adds, with real inter-
est, % }Iere’s a spirit, Sam, that wishes to communicate with
ou!’ o

Y Very well,” says Samuel, hiding a smile by ducking his
face behind the boy, “ tell him to go ahead.”

“It’s the spirit of a man,” continued Peter, and he says
he’d give his name on my arm.” >

“Indeed!” says Samuel ; I shall like to see it!”

Peter began twitching and trembling, and in about half a
minute, thrust his shirt sleeve back to his elbow, and dis-
played, in fiery red letters, the name of John C, Sparks,

“ He says he’s your uncle! did you have an uncle John ?”
says Peter, ‘

“Yes, but he ain’t dead! You've made a slight mistake
somehow! ” ‘ ‘ :

Peter inclined his ear, and seemed to listen. And then he
said; “ He tells me he ain’t dead, but that he’s passed on —
and now I see the picter of a red mill, on the wall — did he
own a mill ?”

Samuel turned now and looked at the -wall where Peter
looked, but he could see no red mill. “Tell him to give us
all his name, if he is here,” he says, “we want to knew what
that C. stands for.” '

Peter listened again. «His spirit tells me,” says he, “that
if you will look under the Bible that lies on the head of the
vinegar barrel, you will find 2 piece of folded paper with his
name writ on one side, and with something else writ on
t'other side that’ll make you wiser than youn are.”

“Just look under the Bible! just for the fun o’ the thing!”
says Samuel. - ‘ ‘

“1 wouldn’t make light,” says Peter; “spirits don’t like it,
treat ’em just the same as you would if they were in the
body;” and lifting the Bible, he took up a-piece of folded
paper, having something written upon it. “See if it's right,”"
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‘he says, handing it to Samuel, who turning it up and down,

and this way and that, at last assented —%it’'s the n

) st — ame.
and no mistake,” he says, “and it looks like his writing too |
John Catwild Sparks. If it had been anything but Catwild,”

says he, looking at Peter curiously, “I wouldn’t have won-

dered so much;” and slowly and thoughtfull
e H | y oughtfully he unfolded

He turned white, and then flushed and trembled, and .

sliding the boy from his knees, rose and stood bef
Wit;lrarthe gperll) pafper in his hand. : ofore Peter
“You double-faced villain!” he cries, “ did you eve
this writing before? and who was it writ for, ang what rl;lif-g
WE%IS) \gmt? dT]i:;a truth, sir, and nothing but the truth!”
eter read the writing, and then backi i
seerged ‘(%{umb with terrgi'. ing against the wall
I 1» 3 l
peak!” demands Samnel, “and mind that yon s
ak1” ¢ : . peak
;1:)(131 !tz;,uth—-I m not in a temper to be fooled with, I warn
“ I don’t know what to do,” says Peter; “I don’t kn
what's right — T promised him I wouldn’t tel? o
“Promised who? But I know who! And so you are
using your devilish machinations for a cold-blooded pre-
tender, and agin me, are you ? "’
stg«:&er hid his face in his arm, and shook like a leaf in a
«T wouldn’t have believed” Samuel went on, ©tha
: t
- would a lent yourself to such devil’s work ! Ilé,ee now gﬁ;
f,h,at smooth-faced hypocrite is prowlin’ about here o’ nights!
llfosc ggtgetlyl _ﬁ)q ar_ltd‘ SaGtag in league agin me, and agin an in-
child, is it! God’a ! - ‘a’
teastod vom. eIt mercy! I thought I could’a
“ And so you can,” stammered Peter, at last; his h
) ,’ Btas 3 hand
Eefore his eyes, and the tears running éhrough his fingers.
I am no more to blame, Samuel, for what is writ on that
paper than the baby unborn, unless so be that you blame me
for having anything whatsomever to do for him that it’s
writ for.”
“Him! 3
thatI;I’l’m ! Who? I know, but I'll make you ‘say, for all
“If you know, Sam, why would
] ] ) l you make me say? I
p}'oqnsed him [ wouldn’t tell nothing about his coming here
o’ nights. Folks don’t like to have it known, mostly.”

H

oo ————
e T
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Samuel remembered now that he was keeping a bad
promise, all the while, and relented, a little.. “ Well, then,
you needn’t call his name,” he said; «it wag writ for Mr.
Lightwait, and its bearin’ is all agin me and agin an innocent
ohild who is dearer to me than my life; tell me only when it
was writ, and why you writ it.” : .

«In the first place,” says Peter, “ him that it was writ for
has been a friend to me, and, Sam, I hain’t g¢t no friends to
spare; he’s lighted dark hours for me, and I hain’t got none
too much light ; I don’t know nothing agin him, and 1 don’t
want to say nothing agin him; so far as he’s spoke o’ you,
he’s spoke praises, and that was one thing that made me like
him'; he told me he was in trouble, and that drawed me to
him still more; and so tother night it came about that he
says to me, *S’pose, Brother Peter, you ask the spirits if they

. can advise me?’ and never dreaming of harming nobody, I

asked, and what's writ on. that paper is what was writ
through my hand, to him, and the spirit tha writ it was the
anirit of his mother. I didn’t know a word of it at the time,
and 1 hardly know now, for I glanced hasty, and I can’t
read writing much, no how ; read it for me, will you ?

«If you couldn’t read it, why did you tremble and turn
pale? “Don’t try to deceive me, Peter, it’ll be worse for you,
if you do.”

&I trembled because I knowed the paper, and I knowed
who the writing was for, and because I didn’t know what
was writ, but guessed from your anger that it was some way
agin you; and God knows 1 speak the truth. O, Sam, don’t
turn agin me without looking at it fair all round.”’ :

The heart of the man was evidently in his words, and
Samuel, going to the candle, read the paper. The writing
was in pencil, and the paper crumpled and torn, but he read
with an instinctive apprehension, from the first glance.
This was what was written: “Bishop John, can, and will
outwit his rival, if he perseveres; Margaret’s eyes will be
dazzled, her pride will be pleased, and her better judgment
may then be overborne by a stronger will ; it were better,
however, that she should marry 8. D. The young Bishop is,
therefore, earnestly admonished to desist from a pursuit that
must inevitably bring pain to more hearts than one. Let
him leave the butterfly among the roses, while its wings are

11* B
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%rﬁ:;n}_sl];g%} a;}g I\jvhile his own conscience is clear.””  Signed,
ad}} iiées i‘; alﬁ;cil;r;zzg% ai‘i;:;;’s’ays Peter, brightening up, «the
es, an i in his,”’ i
;ng?:;dg;stﬁg Eiﬁ.i?ﬁfid?ﬁléﬂ? b smrp— even thovgh
s e ° ange Gabriel — he woulﬁn’t heed it, not in
s i, ol e i ] Chought ha ovry

deal more talk between the men, in which Peter labored .

hard to convince Samuel that he did great injusti
bishop’s son, but at" every word he isad.mnage'}clil Stl:;f gg;:l;
What to the one seemed simple honesty and brotherl :
regard, seemed to the other adroit management and artfu};
.2g}lculatmn. “He comes in so friendly like,” says Peter,
and takes my hard hand in his soft oné, and calls me
br?ther, all the same as if I was a class-leader !’ °

‘: f& ggrlel say,” answers Samuel, with a sneer.

€ praises your mistress ’

to me than rain to ﬁ—yhe thirsty qro?zot;i?}n  and that's sweater
:: Ah, to be sure, he knows what he’s about.”
“ %nd h}e talks o’ you with such admiration, Sam.”
. es, I’'m just the sort of a man he would admire! ”’

Then he reads our hymns, and he makes them sound

a’most lik i i i
vmost, e the anthem when it’s sung in the meetin’-

-5 1(\)4, he’s cunning,’’ ‘
“Maybe these things don’t seem o’ mu
e thin; ) ch aceount to
Sa.rll:, because things is as things is with us, and inard th?x?;s’
make c’mtard_l things fit, and your soul is not hungry and
a-(‘n‘)%n out In you as mine is, % don’t s’pose.”’
“ Yes it is,”” says Samuel, “crying ont with a wil
o et ' , ¢ P a wilder and
o ggﬁtsf", ory; and woe to him who comes between me and
“ Him that we’re talkin t
. . g of wouldn’t do that,”” says P
And then he tells Samuel what kind things he sagrd agg%
hn‘?lﬂae last time he saw him.”’
“da i . 3 . )
through]!‘?’say" says Samuel, “but he was just leadin’ you
“Leadin’? "’ says Peter — “no he j
eter — e want, he just kind o’
n’xade me go myself, and made me say thinés tli]at they Wgﬂ-
a'most agin my own will ; he’s gifted high, Sam.”
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«Yes, but-with dangerous gifts, he’s mighty sweet and
niet like, outside, but he’s got a will of cast iron, and he
wouldn’s let nobody in the world have no way but just his,
if he could help it. There’s them that seem to yield, but -
they never do,and when they draw back, it’s just for a spring,
and he’s one of-’em; but was he a-talking about me when
be got that communication, as you callit?”

«Just wait Sam, till I recollect my recollection.”

Peter put his head in his hand, and after a little, replied in
the affirmative. , . .

“«What did he say of me? hot that I care. "I don’t care
what he thinks, only as it may take in others.”

«Well, in the first place he said there was some fine young
men in the church, and, though I can’t tell his words, he
put you forard of ‘em all.” .

« Less give thanks!”’ says Samuel, holding up his hands.

« Give ’em for what ?’’ says Peter. - . s

~«Q things generally, but go on, what more did he say? »*

«“ He said you was a good looking man, didn’t I think go?
And he liked you, he said, didn’t 1? And then he gaid,
wasn’t you my friend particular? to which I said yes,
emphatic, you was my friend particular.” _

« And then what?” : :

«Then he sighed like, and said he was afraid you had
trouble afore you, a disappointment in love, he wished you
sucecess, hearty, he said, but things looked agin you.” ®

“Js that all?” ,

« Purty much, he asked if somebody had been here lately,
to have their fortune told; and if it-was any friend to

o ? 2]

« Ay, T understand him! and what else did he say about
somebody, and somebody’s fortune ?”’

« Well, Sam, I can’t tell —not to give his words precise,
but it kind o’ come to me from his talk one way and another,

which it was all into your favor, and into her favor that he
talked of her; but no matter what come to me.”

« Ah, but it is, though. What come to you?” ,

« Well then, Sam, it kind o’ come to me that she hild her-
self up above you like, and that the mother of her didn’t
look at you level. He didn’t say this ’ere, mind, it only
kind o come to me. Ie said he hoped for the best, and
would like to serve you, and all them sort o’ things that are
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lovely into 2 man to feel for a feller man.  So, Sam, don’t
set nothin’ down agin him. - If things is to be sot agin any-
body I prefer ’em to be sot agin me; nothin’ can harm me
no furder much than what I am harmed.”

Samuel took the clumsy hand of the man in his, and said:
“ Cheer up, Peter! we’ll be friends, you and me, come what
will. I'm sorry I spoke so short to you —-for(%et it; I don’t
blame you, your honest and true, and too good for your own
advantage ; I wish I was half as good.”

“0, Sam, to think o’ you a-praisin’ me! Why, I feel my
cheek a blushin’ like a girl’s to hear it.”

“Before we part,” says Samuel, I must give you one
word of advice; have nothin’ to do with these spirits, even
admitting that they are spirits.”

“Pll do almost anything for you, Samuel,” says Peoter,
solemnly, “but not that, you mustn’t ask that, there’s times
and places where no man has a right to come between
another man and his Maker, where him and his conscience,
which is God’s voice a-speakin’ low, must just have it out
between ’em! that’s my doctrine, which ¥ hold to it firm.”
Samuel turned and looked at Peter in astonishment, perhaps
that he should think anything so clearly, and directly ho
went on. “Spirits are almost my only friends, Sam,.and it
flatters me like, for I know they see me 'as I am, and don’t
judge me by these rough and dusty garments that I'm into
I've allers thought they hampered me and hindored me, and
that if I was rid o’ my body I'd be more of a man. But
whether this is true, or whether I'm vain, to think it, I know
they help me, and fill me out like, now, why, don’t you mind
Sam, how I seem to be hild up by em !” o

Samuel had remarked just this filling out and holding up,
in an accession of mental force and a less stammering and
more definite utterance, had noticed also, more especially
when he professed to see spirits, a finer and sweeter expres-
sion of countenance, but he forbore to admit the fact, shak-
ing his head as in contradiction of it, and so shifting the

subject. :

“You have put great confidence in me to-night, Peter,”
he says, “and in turn I will confide in you, for why should

. we be ashamed to speak of the purest and sweetest feelin’s,
we are eapable of. My notion is that we ain’t worthy of the
natures God has give us, and we go 2 sneekin’ and shufflin’
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lushin’ and lyin’, where we most ought to go above
?)I(;grdt: havin’, most gvi(iently, the Divine leadin’, noi,;’ boast-
fully nor proudly, but with reverent and go}em_n awe” .
«Sam,” says Peter, that’s some preachin’ spirit that's put-
tin’ that into your head! You'd never ?athoug_hf; of it, not
of yourself, spirits have a way o’ kind o touchin’ the ]it.eys
of your mind, so to sBeal?z, and bringin’ thought out like.
at was you sayin’?” L
Be‘t Iw?vas saﬁ};l’, or levas about to say,” rejoined Samuel,
«“that I love Margaret Fairfax with all my heart —that I
' desire above everything to make her my wife; to work for
her, to live for her, to stand between her and harm, and if it
must come, to take it on. myself; to be to her hope, health,
sunshine, happiness, comfort through all things; and all
these I could *a’ been, but for a saintly devil that comes be-
tween us. O, Peter, it breaks my heart to thl,l;lk of it!
«But maybe your a-goin’ forard too fast,” says Peter; .
«maybe it’ll all turn ont as you hope.” . N
-« don’t hope,” says Samuel, “ I know what’s agin hope ;
I've seen it all along, and I knowed it before I knowed it, so
to speak ; and now it appears that not content with his own
cunning, he must needs come here o’ 1,11ghts and seek to
leagne himself with invisible powers. It’s all plain enough,
if he is called Bishop John, in the communication, ?I%d if
Margaret’s name hadn’t ’a’ been writ at all. I should ’a’ felt
the truth. Well, let him beware how he crosses my path —
that’s all ! ” . oy
He was turning away, when Peter caught his hand: “You
won’t forget your boy’s arm,” he said; “ you remember you
ure it!” . . .
e iofsrgot what stuff I was told,” replied Samuel, in a sour
fas‘l‘l‘ll?lllli.s was it —mind every word,” says Peter: “Dip your
left hand in the dew three times, and pronounce t}le name
of sny ‘one you love backwirds; now you won't fail to
3 »”
do“mN?onsense 1 cries Samuel, but as he went along the
-path, he did it, for all that. ) .
mﬁgc{) all that nigh,t, and all the following day, bis heart
was torn with such jealous pangs as go mear driving the
brain to madness; it was some comfort, to be sure, that
little Peter’s arm was found to be fair and white and well,
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in the morning, and that Peter senior was almost i
the thought that his two treasures, his boy and his l:o?)%g}:)ig
Posey, were provided for, but under this comfort, the mad-
ness worked, He laughed loud, and drank hard, and cut the
sides of the sheep as he sheared them, and cut his own
hands into the bargain ; got mad, and threatened to whi
-the slenderest of the shearers because he broke raw eggs iﬁ
his whiskey, and hugged another and talked fondly to him
for saying he didn’t like the new preacher. At last he grew
grum and gruff, and swore he was the proudest and most in-
dependent man in the church, and that he could carry things
with a high hand in spite of the bishop’s son or anybodg
else. And-to crown all his folly swore that Margaret Fahz
fax wash thgfpﬁetgeat girl 11(151 all the world, and that he would
marry her if he had a mind, in spi :
mar gf- wor 1 | ind, in spite of her mother and the
It was on the evening of this day, at a most unf:
hour, as the reader knows, that,Margaret came, inq11(1')11"'1131111;'1 afl'gf'
him. What fell out during the interview, has aiready been
shown; why it came about, will, perhaps be more clearly
ungetlﬁtood in vie\_:irl_of]'1 Saripuﬁl’s conversation with Peter,
and the coming to light of the mysteriou icati
addliess%d todB%shop J%hn. YRCHOU commnmication
~ All this was burning like fire in his brain, and wh
Margaret said, “it is Mr. Lightwait — what will he r};l:gz
of me, with you? at this hour!” the fire ran to his fingers’
ends, and his hand did what it did.
And here we reach the point at which our preceding

chapter concluded, where our narrative has been all this
time waiting to be taken up. '
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- CHAPTER VIIL
MRES. WHITEFLOCK SEES HERSELF AS OTHERS SEE HER.

HEN the company, who had set out in search of
‘Mr. Lightwait, arrived at the house of Mrs.
Whiteflock, all was found to be dark and still,
and it was not until repeated blows and thumps
. had been dealt upon doors and shutters, that
any, sign of life was evoked. At last, however, a sign did
appear, in the shape of a woman’s night-cap, at an upper
window, — an apparition followed by the inquiry, ¢ Who
is.there 7°’ and this again by ¢ What do you want this time
o’ night?”’ in a voice so irritable and angry that some dis-
pute arose as to whether it were Mrs. Whiteflock whose
night-cap had been visible.
%1t wan't her!” said the cooper. ‘I'll bet aload o’
hoop-poles onto- that; why, she’s as big as one o’ my
hogsheads. Anyhow, she looks so when she comes into
meetin? 1 7 '
. «You're right,”’ says the tailor; I see the figer of her
movin’ about now ; it’s one o’ the daughters, and .no more
the shape o’ Mrs, Whiteflock than a taller candle is the
shape of a lantern.”
¢« Much you fellers know about how a woman looks this
time o’ night!’’ says the butcher; ‘ you’re nuther of you
married men, the more shame to you!”

«If Poter’s life is a fair example o' you married folks,”
says the cooper, *“I don’t know but what the tother side
has the advantage.”’ : ,

The laugh was rather against the butcher, and became
decidedly so when the tailor added: “ Do your wives gen-
erally have their Larkys, ha ! Mr. Butcher?”

Stake, the butcher, and then he says, joining in the general
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i« No insinnations, if you please, gentlemen!’’ says Mr.
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chuckle, ‘“that there is no accounting for tastes. Some
folks,”” says he, ¢ prefers pork to lamb, and some prefers
old birds to fresh uns, you know ; but for my part, barrin’
Peter’s foolery about sperits, he’s twice the man that ever
Lnte Larky was, or is like to be !’ .

‘ There! there she is now; that’s Miss Whiteflock her-
self ! 77 exclaims the cooper; she’s something like for size ;
t’other one could ’a’ been put into one o’ my cags!”’

““T’other one!”’ sneers the butcher; *‘ this and t’other is
all one; you hang twenty yards or so o’ stiff stuff around
most any figer and it'll look big! Matty Whitelock, now,
if you bad the bare skeleton of her, wouldn’t be no bigger
than what my wife is!’”’ Now Mrs. Whiteflock was a
power in the neighborhood, and nobody thought of speak-
ing of her as Martha Whiteflock, let alone Matty, nor would
the butcher have thought of it, but for the insinuations he
had pretended to reprove, — they had somehow put her
upon a lower level,

It would have been thought a bold move in him at any
other time, to compare his wife to Mrs. Whiteflock in any
way, even though he was a thriving man, wore broadclath
every day, and kept his hair saturated with highly-scented
marrowfat, but now, what with the general excitement, and
what with the bold jesting, it was not only accepted, but
received with murmurs of applause. When the cooper had
exclaimed : ‘“ There she is now!” a light had been struck
in Mrs, Whiteflock’s chamber, and from that time she had
been observed hurrying to and fro, and up and down, in a
confused and agitated way, quite unlike herself, She had
heard every word the men had. spoken, the window being
open, and the curtain thin, Her fice was burning like
fire, and her heart beating as it had never beaten till

then.” Shame, fright, pride, and humiliation were all aroused

and making wild contention in her hitherto placid bosom.
She could not find her comb; she could not find her slip-
pers, nor her shawl, nor anything, and remained in demi-

toilet, and out of speaking distance so long, that the men

in waiting grew impatient.

“If you're on such good terms with madam, such wery '

good terms,” says the cooper, jogging the elbow of the
butcher, ““ g’pose you just tip her the wink to weil herself a
little, and come to the winder.”
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«1 didn’t say nothing about good or bad terms! I know
her when I see herj I know a sheep whether it’s got the
wool onto its back or whether it’s sheared, I reckon!’’ The
favor with which he of the scented marrow had been re-
garded already, became more pronounced now, and he was
requested to act as foreman. .

i« Hello there ! ”” he calls, making a trumpet of his double
hand; ¢ s’pose, mem, you just send your man, Luther,
down here.” It was not; perhaps, so much the words as

- the tune, that made the blood tingle in the woman’s finger--

ends. Her first impulse was to fling back an open insult;
but alas for the woman that feels herself in the power of an
inferior! She did no such thing ; she dared not. -

“ Do you mean Mr. Larky ?’’ she says, speaking so low
and so soft that her voice might have been mistaken for
that of a turtle, cooing to its mate. She had come to the
window, but the folds of the divided curtain were 80 clogely
held together that only the tip of her nose was visible..

“ Yes ’em, exactly ; Mr. Larky, Mr. Luther Larky, your
man. I beg your pardon if I offended you by calling him
Luther,” answers the butcher. o

He had said too much now, and the face burned as if it
would set the curtain on fire, and the voice almost trembled
that replied, ¢ No offence, brother Stake, none in the world ;
what is it to me, to be sure, whether you say Luther or Mr.
Larky! I didn’t quite understand, that was all.” ‘

The butcher was flattered ; she had called him brother
Stake, and they had all heard it, though he was not fairly
entitled to the -appellation, not being a member of the
church, and he straightway put his request in a less objec-
tionable shape : ¢ If you pleage, mem,”” says he, ¢ will you

. send Mr. Larky down fo us?”’

T don’t know, indeed, whether he is in,”’ says L.f[rs.
Whiteflock, and she adds, quite unnecessarily, * you might
almost as well ask for him at the other end of the town, I
know so little of his whercabouts.”” She laughed a litile
laugh that was foolish and feigned, and then she said, quite
naturally, that she would send Samuel Dale to them.

A burst of merriment followed this offer, which not being
in the least understood by Mrs. Whiteflock, still further
disconcerted her.- ‘ ,

12
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¢ And you don’t know whether Mr. La.rky is at home 77
persists the butcher.

“ Well, no, brother Stake, that is, if you call thls his
home! We never think of calling our house the home of
anybody but ourselves, —my husband and me.”

‘“ Then, mem, is Peter at home ? ’’ ‘says the butcher.

“ 0 yes, my husband is always at home of nights ;’’ and
she looks around as if toward the bed, and then adds,; *‘ he
is sleeping, poor dear, I don’t like to call Lim.” And then
she asks if she can’t stand in his stead for this once; she

can’t do it very well, she feels, but she is willing to do her -

best, for she really can’t find it in her heart to wake her
tired husband.

““ What we want to know is this,”” says the butcher.

““ You ought to werify her,” interposes the cooper, ** that
every word she adwanges’ll be reperduced into court.”

““ Mercy on me!” cries Mrs. Whiteflock, with a little

scream, and even the tip of her nose disappears within the

curtain,

““ You ought to swear her onto the Book,” continues the
cooper; ‘‘testimony won’t awail into the court if it ain’t
took werbatim, and took with due form!”

“ Due thunder !”’ answers the butcher; ‘¢ that wouldn’t
be no sense.”” He had the ¢ brother’ to presume upon
now, as well as the marrowfat.

‘Do you pertend you understand the dead la.nguages 77
says the cooper. * Well, if you don’t, my adwice is that

the farther examination of the witness now in the box be
procragtinated to a more conwenient season,” :

‘“Lord ’a’ mercy !’ cries Mrs. Whiteflock, her nose just
appearing again through the curtain; what have 1 to
answer for? I never meant to harm anybody, I can say
that ; and you can swear me to it-if you want to 1”’

‘“ Dear Mrs., Whiteflock,”. says the butcher, * pray don’t
be alarmed ; we are all friends, and there is no harm coming
to you; this blundering fellow- ought to be punished for
giving you such a fright.”

1 &nly said,” pleaded the cooper, ¢ that her evidence
ought to be took werbatim while she was into the box. I
don’t see no scare about that!?”’

‘“Box !’ says the butcher ; ‘“ what do you mean? %

‘I mean, your honor, the witness aforesaid, into the box

. aforesaid, and now onto the stand aforeseud B
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t Good gra.c'ibus.l What’s the fellow up to? ?7 cries some

_one in the crowd.

““ Up to!”’ echoes the cooper; “I'm up to belng on the
safe side ; that’s what I'm up to. Blood has been spilt to-
night ; the peaceful grass has been incarsadined ; our homes
and our hearths have been wiolated, and our women and
children have been torn from their unhallowed beds at the
dead of midnight hour, to answer at the bar of justice and
on their woracity, as to the whereabouts of the unhappy
dead ; and it’s wisionary, gentlemen, to suppose, for a sin-
gle moment that our percedings here will be walid unless
done accordmg to the adwice of some client learned in the
law! I move, therefore, and second the motlen, and put it
to wote, whether the witness now pending in the box shan’t
be sworn before her evidence be took, lest our percedings
shall be rendered woid, and not only so, but in wiolation
of the common prmmples of -liberty, for Which our fathers
Wentgred their lives, their fortunes, and their sacred hon-
ors!?

This unexpected burst produced a marked impression on
the crowd, and a few discontents drew off, but the butcher
won the rest more completely by remarkmg that the mean-
ing was the thing of import, and not the word 4t all; “for
instance,”” says he, *“ it’s all one whether I call the cooper
an ags or & man!”’

“ He’s used to knockin’ on. the head,”” mutiered some one

_.who took sides with the cooper; but before any very bitter

partisan feeling had been engendered the common atten-
tion was diverted by the opening of the entry door, and the
appearance of Mrs. Whiteflock herself, radiant with excite-
ment, and imposing with her accustomed amplitude of
dlmensmne ““ Do tell me all about the dreadful affair, gen-

tlemen,”’ she says, leading the way into the best room. She

had caught the idea .that blood had been spilt, from the
fierce declamation of the cooper, and from that moment a
great weight had been lifted from her soul; murder seemed
a trivial thing just then.

“ What !’ cry two or three at once, “is it possible you
don’t know about Mr. Lightwait’s being shot —shot by
Sam Dale " ‘

This news was indeed shoekmg, but she’ d1d not seream
nor throw up her hands, but on the contrary, suppressed all
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signs of sudden emotion,sand answered, naturally, that she
was ignorant of the dreadful particulars. :

“ But Peter knows all about it ; he was sent for 7%’

‘“ Yes, to be sare, but I wouldn’t allow him to talk about
it; you know his extreme sensitiveness, and peculiarly un-
fortunate liabilities under any over-excitement.””

Then she put her handkerchief to her eyes, and having
recovered herself a little, went on in a faltering voice —

““ Of course I try to guard and protect him all I can, and -

to tell the truth, I diverted his mind from the horrid tragedy
as soon as possible, and under the influence of my foolish
prattle, which was all against my feelings, the dear knows,
he fell asleep directly.’’ . : -

““0 Mrs. Whiteflock,” cried two or three voices, “ your
conversation, foolish to be sure, — what an idea!’”’ She
laughed deprecatingly, and brought forth a bottle of old
peach-brandy, — ¢ Some that T have always kept since our
wedding day,”” she says; ¢ do taste it, gentlemen, one and
all, the night air and the excitement will bring on ague fits
else; and didn’t my poor dear husband almost die of them ?
La mercy ! the way I’ve tended him night and day, month
in and month out, for them nasty chills! why, it makes me
shudder to think of it, —pass the bottle round! a body’s
wedding day doesn’t come twice, you know, gentlemen,
and you won’t be likely to taste such brandy again, if T do
say it myself; I declare the peach flavor is quite perfect;
it’s my husband’s favorite tipple, if T may use such a vulgar
word!”’  She laughed, and poured a.little more of the
brandy into her glass; and all the company laughed and
took a little more too ; she was so sociable and ‘genial, they
were all delighted, and quite forgetting the errand that had
brought them, ‘It does me good to see you drink,”” she
says; ‘I've always had such a terror of that dreadful ague
ever. since my poor, dear husband; would you believe,
brethren, he took no end of quinine, but the doctor always
would have it it 'was the nursing that did it! La me, he
used to say to me almost every day, the doctor did, ‘ Mrs.

Whiteflock, I shouldn’t mind to be sick myself, if I could .

only have such a nurse as you are,” but, dear me, when a
husband comes to be sick, a wife feels that there is nothing
that she couldn’tdo, —I know it was so with me, anyhow ;
but I suppose I’ve got the best man in the world, — always
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excepting present company, you know!’’ She smiled and
nodded all round, and every man present felt as if he was
personally complimented, and. gave hearty laughter in
return for her smile, and sipped his brandy with an added
degree of gusto. "

Men are easily imposed upon by the artifices of woman
(they do not deceive one another so readily,) and not a man
who sipped the brandy but was ready to swear directly that
Mrs. Whiteflock was not only the best woman, but also the
kindest and most affectionate wife in the world.

By little and little she drew the story all out without be-
traying her ignorance, for all were eager to tell it, eager to
do anything that would oblige so charming a woman, and
the clearest-sighted of them all did. not suspect that he was
being led by one wholly blind. Such was the case never-
theless. As it happened Mrs. Whiteflock had gone to bed
at an unusually early hour that night, and consequently
knew nothing of what had chanced, till the midnight calling
beneath her window had aroused her, but what she heard
while dressing, startled her, not out of her propriety, but
into it, and caused her to hold and to keep fast to Peter, as
she had never done before. She had incidentally learned
that he knew all about the affair, hence the necessity of
seeming to know, on her part. : ‘
% Do you -happen to know, Mrs. Whiteflock,”” says the
butcher, ‘“ whether the unfortunate man was in — was down
— was at — do you happen to know — that is, can you tell
whether the ufortunate man was any time during the past
evening in — a-t’ — he stammered, coughed, and broke down.
He had undertaken to ask, simply, whether Mr, Lightwait
had been in Peter’s cellar any time during the past evening,
but somehow, he did not feel free to say Peter and cellar, as
he had always done before. ‘

Here Mrs, Whiteflock came in with a long story about a

| dispute she had had lately with her husband, (‘¢ the dear man

has such strange, old-fashioned notions, you know,” she
says,) all concerning the color of a new coat she was per-
suading him to buy ; and she made it appear that it had been
quite a playful love-quarrel, made np with kisses, belike,
and when she had finished the story, she said she would like
to take the vote of her good friends as to the most becoming
color for the proposed garment! ¢ I am fully determined,

12¥
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whether we agree on one color or not,”’ she says, ¢ that the
dear man shall never be seen again in that horrid thing he
wears!’? And then she says her husbhand is much less
worldly-minded than she, much better than she, every way ;
she wishes she were only half as good ! '

“ 0 Mrs. Whiteflock { "’ cry all her friends in a breath,
and then they fall to praising her Christian virtues, and then

she says they think too well of her, she only wishes she de-

served their good opinions, and in this way she convinces
them that she is not only very good, but sweetly and beau-
tifully meek, withal. ‘

When all this had been interpolated, and the butcher got
back again to the question upon which he had broken down,
he went through without a hitch, the wheels of his mental
machinery being by this time, what with brandy; and what
with Mrs., Whiteflock’s open and insinuated flatteries,
scarcely less oily than his hair. ‘Do you happen to know,
Sister Whiteflock,”” he said, (he had never ventured to ad-
dress her as sister before,) ‘“ do you happer to know whether
the unfortunate man,” he had heard the doctor say' that,
““was at your husband’s. office any time during the
last evening 7’

Mrs. Whiteflock said she thought not, and then she said
she thought he was, and then she said she didn’t know, her
husband had not mentioned it, but then he might not have
thought of it ; 8o, conveying the impression that the bishop’s
son was an intimate and frequent visitor in the office, and
thereby adding considerably to the consideration of poor
Peter, whose brain, if he could have heard it, must have
been more pitifully confused than ever. T

After the butcher’s . example, everybody, in addressing
Mrs. Whiteflock said, your husband, and ‘Mr. Whiteflock,
and she almost blushed to hear him thus honorably men-
tioned, and just the smallest tendril of the affection she had
pretended to cherish for him took root in her heart.

Another strange thing happened during the stay of these -

visitors ; a root that had struck in her girl’s fancy, and held
. 1ts own for years, was loosened somewhat ; the considera-

tion given to Peter took just so much from Luther, and when

the men began to say Mr. Whiteflock, and your husband,
they also began to say Luther, and Larky, and even Lute

Larky! All this went to the conscience of the woman, and
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there gathered over her a weight of resp:onsibilify that she
could in no wise get away from. She kept up a pretty prat-
tle of delightful nothings, together with a comfortabie pres-

“sure of hospitality till the company departed, giving to each

guest as he shook hands with her, the assurance that she felt
herself specially obliged to him for disturbing her sleep, and
drinking her brandy ; not in so many words was this assur-
ance conveyed ; mot by anything that can be repeated, per-
haps ; nevertheless, it was said as plainly as words could have
said it, and ‘the cordial expressions of good-will, and every
‘“ God bless you,”” given back, assured her that herreputation,
for the time being, at least, was washed clean of all suspicion,

She did not exultin this success, She had never been at

_heart a bad woman. She had been thoughtless, careless,

selfish, and wilful, and she had been petted and humored and
encouraged in her natural complacency by those who sar-
rounded her, for her table glittered with gilver ; her house
was big, and in the splendor of her personal adornment she
outshone the lily of the field, that she also rivaled in another
respect ; she toiled not, neither did she spin. She was am-
bitious in many ways, ambitious of being rich ; hence she
had married Peter Whiteflock ; the world had forgiven her.
long ago. She had carried it with so high a hand, had so
completely monopolized the money, and so positively ignored
the man, that the thing had come to be looked upon with
almost a sort of admiration, She was ambitious of social
distinction, and the travelling preachers “ put up ”’ with her,
and all distinguished visitors to the neighborhood dined and
supped with her,tasted her brandy, and -her grapes and
strawberries. The young ladies got their holiday and bridal
flowers in her garden, got their new patterns for corsets and
capes of her, and their receipts for custards and cakes. She
was ambitious of religious distinction, and love-feasts and
sewing circles and missionary meetings were often held at her
house ; but underlying all her ambition, there was an afflu-
ence of nature that would have won friends to her, even
without the powerful accessories possessed by her. :

The world had forgiven her marriage, but she had never
forgiven herself, or rather, she had never forgiven Peter for
marrying her, and perhaps it was as much to defy and over-
ride him, as anything else, that she took his old rival into
her employment, and under her roof.
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She had certainly never seen the affair in the lightin which
she might have seen it, if she had not been in the habit of
arrogating to herself extraordinary privileges, and of hav-
ing them accorded without question or hesitation.. She had
once been what girls in their teens call in love, with Luther
Larky, and though she had long been aware of his moral
deficiences, she had continued to cherish him with that blind
perversity which so inheres in the heart of woman. The

inquiry for him at her chamber window at midnight, had -

jostled her out of the socket in which she had been indo-
lently sunken for years, and when the door closed upon her
visitors, and she turned back into her house, the fictitious
vivacity forsook her, and as she sunk down, all of a heap,
the turbulent wave she had been holding back, swept quite
over her. It was some comfort, to be sure, that the gross
jests she had heard from the window were not likely to be

repeated, but at what cost of self-respect had she warded off

this calamity ! She had ignored the bitter facts, and come
down from her accustomed place in society, as well as down
from her chamber; opened her house, even her best room,
and admitted, at midnight, a set of coarse fellows, some of
whom she scarcely knew, on terms of social equality, and to
a freedom of intercourse, only hitherto accorded to her old
and esteemed friends. She had even bandied jests and drank
brandy with them, with the implied understanding that she
felt herself privileged!. She scorned herself, and writhing
under the memory of such low tricks, the thought of him
who had caused them made her almost loathe him too.

It was as if the glass through which she had been nsed
to see him darkly, was broken up, and she beheld him face
to face, in all his lowness and uhworthiness. The clock
struck one, and two ; the candle on the table burned dim,
and still she sat, her face buried in her arms, and her hair
falling about her eyesand making the darkness double, when
a little sound, like the rustle of a soft garment near her,
startled and caused her to loock up. The tears stopped just
where they were, and the heart stopped too. Atthe further
side of the room, making it light all round her with a radi-
ance that seemed to flow from herself, stood a woman, beau-
tiful beyond the power of fancy to paint. By her side, and
with her veil floating across his shoulder and caressing him,
as it were, stood Peter, beautified, spiritualized, transfigured
from earthiness to glory.
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She could hardly have said they were there till they were

gone, floating as lightly away as the thistle down, and van-

ishing like the shapes of a dream, yet leaving a picture,

distinct, apd ineffaceable, upon her mind.

As she saw the vision departing, she rose to her feet, cry-
ing, with outstretched arms, My husband.” And this
was the first time that word had ever been prompted by her
heart. He smiled, as in benediction, sorrowfully, waved
his hand in farewell, and with the heavenly veil shimmering
between his face and hers, vanished out of sight. :

Her empty, aching heart felt itself mocked and baffled, and
a pang of jealousy shot through it, sach as she had never
experienced before in all her life ; a feeling that grew upon
her rather than decreased, afterward, and for this reason in
part: when the hand that secmed Peter’s had been waved in
farewell, she had noticed something bright fall from it to the.
ground, and had afterwards found on the spot where it had
seemed to strike, her own wedding ring, which she had given
back to Peter the day after her marriage. ‘

She found this, searching about with the dim candle;
then she trimmed the light, and having slipped the ring on
her finger, and being impelled by a motive, strange, and
solemn, and irresistible, descended to the cellar where Peter,
with his boy in his arms, lay fast asleep. The ring, always
there before, was gone from his hand, and there was on his
face, or she fancied there was, something of the radiance
that had glorified the vision. She would gladly have put
the hair away from his forehead and kissed him, but ghe
feared to wake him, and, besides, something seemed to witht
hold her, and so, having silently invoked a biessing, she
stole softly away. She had not realized till now how dismal
and forbidding the cellar was; the rats had scampered
away at her entrance, and she had afterwards seen them
looking at her from the dim. corners of the room — scen
their white teeth glistening or their black, hairless ftails
wriggling out of their holes, and the impression left on her
mind, softened as it was, just then, was like an impression
cast in wax. ‘ '

The candle had long burned out on her table and the
latest of the golden candles along the sky was growlng pale
in the gray light of the morning, when with a restless and
perturbed spirit in her bosom she reascended the stairs to

-
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her chambgzar, changed from her former self, as one some-
times is changed all at once, by some great calamity, or by
sickness, unto death, or by powerful spiritual excitement.
She had, in truth, got a new heart. At the upper landing
she encountered Luther Larky, frowzy, frowning, and half
dressed. “ You up so early, Marther!’ he exclaimed,
with some displeasure mingled with the reproof of his tone,
carelessly or purposely digging his elbows in her as he
tossed his jacket over his head.

“1 hope I have a right to get up in my own house, with-
out asking leave of anybody, at whatever hour I please.”
And Mrs. Whiteflock would have passed on, but he de-
tained her by a grab upon the arm, meant to be familiar and
fond. She flung off the hand with such violence as made
him- stare. *“ What’s up!”’ he demanded ; ‘* Peter hain’t
kicked out o’ the traces nor nothin’, I reckon!’’> And then
taking a coaxing tone and pulling at her sleeve, he added,—
‘“ Come, spell it out, whatever itis. I've got a right for to
know it. Say, Marther ! ”’ .

Whatever he might have done at another time, it was
certainly not just then that he could talk about rights. He
had always called her Marther, to be sure, but somehow it
grated upon her\ear with a terrible unpleasantness just now,
and she answered with freezing coldness, that she would
like to know whete he got the rights he boasted of.

“I’ll just remind you, then,”” he said, ““bein’ as your
mem’ry seems tq fail ye, that I got ’em o’ Marther Hansom.
She give me the right to her hand and her heart, and
though she took one away, she never took the tother, so
far ag I’ve undgrstood, nor so far as has been understood by
people generally. Are all these years to go for nothing?
Actions spéaks londer’n words, Marther.”’ )

““ What has been generally understood, isn’t here nor
there | ’” retorted Mrs. Whiteflock, feeling all the while that
it was both here and there,  and if my actions have spoken
contrary to my words, I don’t know it!?”’ .

This, it must be admitted, was a little stretch of the
honest truth, but perhaps Mrs. Whiteflock was not at the
moment conscious of it, and indeed, it is difficult for any
of us to give the jusiest evidence against ourselves. We
must needs make good our case, first of all,

“You’re in one of your tantrums,”’” says Luther; ¢ all
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women has ’em ; you’ll git over it and be all right agin.
I can afford to wait, 1 reckon —only 1'd just like to know
what’s up with you!l’’ .

He had a long snaky body, and while he was speaking,
stooped, with his back {oward her, to tie his shoe, and as
he concluded his remarks, thus stooping, grinned at her,
looking upward from between his legs.

She almost hated him at that moment. She made a quick
angry gesture with all her body, then drew herself up and
gaid haughtily, ‘ Whatever you have understood, Mr.
Larky, I give you to understand now, plainly and once for
all, that you are no more to me than any of my other hired
servants | - And now, sir, I hope you are in no doubt.”

¢“ Whew !’ whistled Luther. ‘ Golly! how my lady’s

a~comin’ out !’ And then he said, as she stood flushing
and dilating with indignation, ‘“ true, P’ll be dog-on Mar-
ther, if you ever looked half so handsome!?’ -

‘““ Call me Mrs, Whiteflock, if you please, sir, when you
have occasion to speak to me after this !’

“Certing ! anything you likes, my little dear; you pays
your money, and you has your choice; I'll even say Mrs.
Peter Whiteflock, if you like the sound of it, or Mother
Whiteflock ; that last ’ill' be singularly appropriate, as be-
twixt you and me ! ” ’ '

** More appropriate than you can understand, for a reason
that is not altogether your fault, for if ever I cared for you
with any other feeling than such as the mother gives to her

.deformed child, it has certainly not been for years and

years ! . .

 Ain’t you pilin’ it up a leetle steep, Marther ? you better
Jjust hold on, mind 1 tell ye! You won’t find another Peter
in me, not by a long shot! T've been master about these
diggins a leetle too long for to be talked to that way all of
a suddent!”’ And bowing with mock courtesy, and the
exclamation, ‘“ Your most obedient!’’ he backed himself
off the landing.

Mrs. Whiteflock’s eyes followed him down the stairs with
a look of slow, settled scorn, that was more to be feared
than all her angry words. oo

She entered her chamber with a quiet step, closed the
door softly, and with folded arms and downcast eyes, stood
a good while leaning against it ; then she turned the key,
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and having opened one of the drawers of her bureau in
which were kept certain mementoes of her girlhood, se-
lected from among them two or three trinkets given her by
Luther in the days of their courtship, together with several
crumpled love-letters, in faded ink and yellow paper. She
turned and overturned the contents of the drawer again
and again, as if to assure herself positively that nothing

was left, and then placing the selected articles in a litfle .

heap on the hearth-stone, set fire to them, and as they slowly
consumed, watch the smoke of their burning with a sort of
grim satisfaction. When the feeble blue blaze flickered
out and nothing was left but a handful of flaky ashes, she
brushed them away, with a deep sigh of relief, and having
filled a china basin from a pitcher of rain-water that stood
on the toilet table she proceeded to wash her hands, rub-
bing them hard, and planging them deep in the water, time

after time, and though they were white almost as the toilet -

cloth, she examined them repeatedly with a questioning,
dissatistied look, not unlike that which one may suppose
Lady Macbeth to have worn when she said, ‘ What, will
these hands never be clean?”’ and ““ Out damned spot!”’
She dressed her hair without once looking in the glass,
and, as the rising sun illumined her windows, fell upon her
knees and prayed long and fervently. It was not the
formula of words that she had been used to say ; her heart
and all that was within her was crying and calling as they

never had done before, and whatever the words she used,.

the substance was, *“ Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner,”’

Alas for those who have no faith to pray, who when they
lose hope in themselves, lose hope in everything. The
Divine blessing came down to her, as it always will come to
those who devoutly seek, but she wisely forebore to trust
alone to contrition and tears, and courageously resolved not
to return again and again in morbid brooding to the things
that could not be helped, but the rather to put her hand
resolutely to good works — works that should be meet for
repentance. ‘

Her first duty was to visit Samuel Dale, and before she
had broken fast she set out; he was accused, forsaken,
perhaps guilty, She must not desert him. She had no need
to inquire where he was; a stream of men, boys, women
and children pouring in one direction assured her that she
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should find him directly by joining the procession, nor was she
mistaken. The tide turned from the main street presently,
and gathering strength as it advanced, poured and rolled
and tumbled through cross-streets and by-ways and alleys,
and finally on the middle of a bare common stopped, and
lay surging and heaving like a troubled water, about a long,
low wooden shed where the butcher’s shambles were. The
residents of no private dwelling house in the village were
willing to admit the criminal within its walls, and he had
therefore been placed in the loft of the butcher’s shed,
among the starving calves and sheep. From the open win-
dows of this loft, or from such of them as were not filled
with human beings, the dull, leaden eyes of these famish-
ing creatures looked out, and all the air was filled with their

- cries, and moans. It was enough to touch the hardest heart

to see and to hear, one would have thought, but so far from
this being the case, it seemed rather to stir up the more
base and devilish feelings in the surrounding mob. Boys
amused themselves by throwing stones at the drooping and
helpless beasts thus exposed, and men talked of cutting
throats and knocking on the head, of imprisonments and
hangings and tortures, with a delectation that was alike
disgusting and shocking to the new comer, who found her-
self obliged to listen, the stairway leading to the loft being
already blackened and literally overflowing with human
beings. ,

‘“Here’s good eatin’ for you,”” says one, poking his horny

- fingers into the haunch of a fat bullock that stood, tied by
- the neck to a strong post, against which a bloody axe was

leaned, chewing the cud and waiting his turn in happy un-
consciousness,

““ When they goin’ to kill him ? how ? where 7?7’ cried a
dozen eager voices, as ‘a shock-headed, bare-armed fellow
appeared, with a butcher-knife stuck in his belt, and
trowsers bedabbled with red spots, and, tossing the axe
over his shoulder, untied the bullock and led him away.
Then the air was rent with wild huzzas, hats went up, and
sharp elbows dug their way along, and long legs flew, and
short legs waddled, so that nearly half the crowd was
drawn off after the doomed animal that was to make them
a holiday before he made them a feast,

Dogs were set upon one another, and if an ear happened

13
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to be munched or slitted, a tooth knocked out, or a joint
dislocated, the enjoyment of the spectators knew no bounds;
and several cats were caught and ducked in the stagnaut,
reddish-looking pools that stood here and there, in order
to render expression more completely adequate. : :

Ropes were tossed up to the windows, with cries of ‘ We
want to see these ere stretched ! we do! _Give usa sight
of him, anyhow! Hope he slep’ good las’ night! Ask
him how be liked his bed-fellows!  Has he got irons onto
him ? say, tell us that! Ilas he had his bread and water
yet 7 Come now, ’fain’t fair to us chaps that can’t see.
Some o’ you that have been lookin’ at him for half an hour
might stick your face out and tell a body !’

“If any man here has any authority,” says Mrs. White-
flock, ¢ I should like to find him!’ -

«] have!” says Luther Larky, stepping up to her,
¢ and let me just tell you this is no place for you; you'd
better go home ! ”’

She looked at him with a degree of indignant. scorn that
no words could have expressed. Such assumption before
such a rabble was insupportable, and caused the last scales,
if indeed any yet remained, to fall from her eyes. ;

«Vou had better return yourself,” she said, ‘‘and set
about the work you are hired to do, else your discharge
may come when you least expect it!”

«« Tndeed ! 7’ replied Luther, the tone and manner imply-
ing that to be turned off by her, was not in the least a
catastrophe to be apprehended. That short word probably

sealed his doom,
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 CHAPTER VIII.

SAMUEL IN THE BUTCHER'S LOFT.
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of 777 Mrs. Whiteflock asked, dropping her eyes, for she
feared to look in his. _
. Samuel drew his hands away from her tender caressing,
and with a strong effort gathered himself up, as it were,
and then with a steady voice answered that it was true, and
that he had only done what he would do again.

«No, no! this is not, cannot, must not be true! You
with whom I have eaten and drunken; you with whom 1

have prayed and fasted, tell me, O, tell me, that it is all a ‘

horrid dream; a dreadful delusion!”” She had seized his hand
again, and turning it from one side to the other, gazed on it,
and in it, as though she expected to detect the guilty spot,
if it were there. _ _

Samuel shook his head and smiled mournfolly. “You
will not find it there, the spot is in my soul.”

«(, don’t Samuel ; don’t say so. I will defend you even
against yourself; there is some dreadful delusion; your
brain is turned ; some one call the doctor!?”’

¢t Look at me,” Samuel said; ‘I am not mad. 1know
what I say. I shot him through the heart, as 1 hope, #nd
that was merciful compared to what he had done to me;
he had already stabbed me through the heart, and murd_ered
all my peace. Let them do what they will with me, it is no
matter ; I have no wish to live.”” Then he told her that
she had better go away, that she could do him no good, and
would only bring harm upon herself, by giving him sym-
pathy, or even pity. L .

«If all be true as you say, which I do not yet believe,”
Mrs. Whiteflock answered, ‘I will not even then forsake
you. Who shall say but that, admitting the worst, more guilt
may be stretched along unsuspected lives, than you have
crowded into one rash moment! Only He who made us can
_judge us righteously, and still you are my brother.” )

“What! in ignominy! in chains! in prison!’” cried

Samuel, hiding his face in his shackled hands, and shaking-

from head to foot with a storm of passion. Then he said,
returning the pressure of her hand, ““I wish I could tell

you just how it all was, but no matter, it would do no good, '

‘'they are all too much against me, it is not as it seems, that
is all, but you could better afford to call me brother if you

knew.” ] L
«] can afford it as it is,”” she answered; °‘‘Yes, my
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brother still— on the gallows if you go there.”” And she
lifted the toil-worn and chain-chafed hands to her lips and
kissed them,

Perhaps she was thinking of Peter, and of her life-long
neglect of him. .

Murmurs of dissent and disapprobation ran through the
crowd. Some said she was the worse of the two ; some
that she knew more about it than she pretended ; and one
and all, that they would not have believed such a thing of
Mrs. Whiteflock, if they had not seen it with their own eyes.
Her glossy silk, however, shed off a great deal of the
obloguy, and the murmur bore much less heavily against her
than it would have done if her shawl had been less elegant.

These were advantages, however, upon which it is not
likely that she calculated just then, and let us not under-
value, on account of them, her womanly courage and con-
stancy ; there had not been equality in their positions at
any time, much less was there now, She was the rich mis-
tress, he the poor hireling, at the best of times; but now
there was the length and breadth of the world between her
smooth brow and shining hair, and his furrowed forehead
and matted locks stuck full of broken straws; between
her fine boots with their silken laces and knots of ribbon,
and his clumsy shoes. reeking from the ominous pools
through which they had trodden ; between her cuil’ of ex-
quisite lace, and his coarse shirt-sleeve; the soft, bright
ribbon at her throat, and his rumpled and buttonless collar;
her dainty hands, and his bhard ones, with their broken
and bruised nails.

Ay, it was a long way from the summit of her respectable
prosperity to the dark, low place of shame and humiliation
into which he was come, where only the light of mercy and
pity could follow him, )

The little murmur of dissent and disapprobation was stiil
running up and down, when all at once the noise without
became tumultuous, with exclamations of consternation,
doubt, surprise, incredulity, — wonder and terror rising

_over all,

“God bless us! The Lord help us!. Where did you
come from? Are youralive? and wasn’t you shot, after

all? Stand back! Make way! Well I never! ’Tain’t

him! Yes, 'tis! No, ’tain’t!”’ were a few of the ex-
13*
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clamations. Then the surging waves parted, and smiling,
sleek, flushed, to be sure, to the faintest rose-leaf shade,
but all composed and elegant John Hamlyn Lightwait,
Ieavmg the gaping crowd behind him, ascended the rickety
stairs, entered the cattle loft, and shaking out his scented
pocket-handkerchief wiped his brow.

A silence like the silence of the grave followed the first
nozsy tumult, many, no doubt, really believing they had

seen a ghost, and not a man, and the general feeling among -

those who were not deceived, it must be owned, being one
of disappointment. Sam wasn’t a murderer, then after all,
and the hanging they had hoped to witness would never
come to pass! Those who had coils of rope in their hands,
hid them under their coat-skirts, and sneaked away, and
the late loud exhilaration took a low, bitter and brooding
turn.

“Is it poemble, Slster Whlteﬂock is it posmble I find
you here at this unconscionably ea,rly hour? Why, it has
been as much as I could accomplish,”” And Mr. Lightwait
took out his gold repeater and looked at it indolently, and
then he lifted his sleepy eyes, and smlled and nodded to the
by-standers. :

The tone of his remark had not pleased Mrs. Whljeﬂock
it had seemed to imply some impropriety on her part, and
she was peculiarly sensitive just then. Her reply, there-

fore, was quite devoid of her accustomed graciousness of

manner, insomuch that everybody who heard, stared upon
her with wonder and surprise. .

* Where should I be, but here?.’ ? ghe said, still retaining’

the hand of Samuel; and then with great intrepidity,
“ One would suppose that you, being unscathed as it seems
you are, might have found your way here before this time,
and so have relieved my friend from the false charges under
which he has suffered quite too long, in my opinion ; so you
gee Brother Lightwait, that you have surpnsed me, no less
than I you!”’

She smiled as she concluded and most of those who

heard it, smiled too, feeling that she had the best of it, but -

the day past she would no more have spoken thus to her
preacher, and he. a bishop’s son; withal, than she would
have cut off’ her right hand. Neéw experiences had brought
out. new traltshtralts that she had never herself sus-
pected.
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It was Mr. nghtwalt’s turn now to be gracious, and he
lost no time ; he had only feared, he said, that she had over-
taxed her eelf for, alas! the weakness of the flesh must
needs fall short of the willingness of the spirit, when the
spirit was.so zealous of good works, in season and out of
season, as was hers. He wished they had a few more Sister
Whiteflocks in Bloomington ! not that he could complain of
anybody, far from it; indeed the church was especially
blessed in the excellence and efficacy of its female members.

Mrs. Whiteflock thanked him with quite & worldly air and
manner, that seemed. to say she did not estimate his compli-
ment at more than the worth of a compliment, and then she
went on to say she need hardly ask if he had himself suffered
from all the unhappy confusion, as his fresh appearance and
equable mood forbade any such jnguiry.

‘“ By George, she’s a tramp | 7’ whispered one on the out-
side of the circle, to his neighbor, and a little stir and mur-
mur of delight ran through the crowd ; it was as if the lion
had been bearded in his den, or some other daring feat
performed and as daring, no matter of what nature, always
wins admiration, Mrs, Whiteflock began to find herself the
pointed object of proud and favoring regard. What her
glosgy silk . and fine laces and soft ribbons had left undone,
her spirited contest with the bishop’s son was perfectlng,
and through her influence a strong tide was setfing in Sam-
uel’s favor ; ; one stout fellow had even got out his jack-knife
and was about to cut the rope that was twisted around the
legs of the prisoner, and tied with knot upon knot. ‘

‘ Not so hasty, my good friend !’ said Mr. nghtwalt
almost tumbling the fellow over with a little wave of his
white hand; and then turning to Mrs. Whiteflock he said,
¢ 1 ghould certainly deserve your implied rebuke, my deer

-gister, if I had had the knowledge of this unfortunate busi-

ness which you seem to attribute to me; but-it so happened
that my movements last evening preclnded me from learning
what it seems everybody else knew, and indeed I remained
in total and blind ignorance until within this half hour; I
trust, therefore, you will take from me the ban of your dis-
pleasure ’” He then said he hoped the derangement of mind
under which their poor friend was laboring, would prove to
be of a transient and remediable character. He touched Sam-
uel caressingly on the shoulder as he spoke, and asked him
in considerate and soothing tones if he knew him !
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Samuel, who had been glowering. upon him from under
scowling eyebrows, replied haughtily that he did know him
very well.

- Mrs. Whiteflock smiled and nodded all around, as munch
as to say; ‘“I told you so, ke’s all right, don’t you see |

4 Ontie him! Knock off his chains! it’s all devilish non-
sense, and I said so from the first ] ’? cried a voice from the
crowd.

“So did I, so did I'1’’ chimed in two or three others.

Another little wave of the white hand, and the crowd
swayed and staggered back as though a battering-ram ha
been brought to bear upon them. ¢ Insanity is a strange
disease, my friends,”” said Mr, Lightwait, ¢ and has the
trick of seeming quite sane sometimes.”” Then herelated
some curious instances illustrative of that theory, and show-
ing how dangerous it was to trust to the lucid intervals, and
then turning to Samuel as if to point his moral, he addressed
him in accents as soft and persuasive as one might use in
speaking to a wild beast he sought to tame,

‘““Bo you think you know me, do you, my good Brother
Dale ?”’ he said. ‘

Probably his object was to provoke Samuel into the saying
of some outrageous thing, or the doing of some dreadful
deed of which he might take advantage, but the devil always
knows his own, and helps them in ways beyond all mortal
cunning to contrive ; such unexpected help came to the
bishop’s son at this juncture, Samuel being condemned out
of his own mouth. *“ Know you? !’ he cried, in a perfect

. frenzy of madness, ¢ God-a-mercy, I know you better than

you think! You’re Bishop John! and your mother’s name
was Betsey Honeywell ! You see, sir, I know your tribe, both
in the body and out o’ the body! I'm only sorry my aim
wasn’t gurer ; as it is, I suppose the communication will be
lost upon you, and the butterfly will not long be left among
the flowers!”’
Mr. Lightwait shook his head and smiled pitifully as
though he would say, “ You all see how it is with him!
Just such another case as I.was telling you of! > Then he
- asked if some one would not fetch Dr. Allprice. ¢ Poor fel-
low!?”” he soliloquized ; ‘* we must do what we can for him,
but 1 fear, I greatly fear.”” He tapped his fingers lightly on
his forehead, and turned away, quite overcome, as it
appeared. :
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The folds of Mrs. Whiteflock’s elegant shawl shook a little
over her left arm, and the fellow who had got out the jack-
knife slipt it slyly into his pocket and got himself ount of
sight.

% Crazy as a bedbug! I know’d it! I said so all the
time,”” cried a dozen voices at once. Mr, Lightwait leaned
against a post, and continued from time to time mournfully
to shake his head. The color in his cheek had not changed
one tint when Samuel had .called him Bishop John, nor yet
when he had spoken the maiden name of his mother, for
though by the pronouncing of these two names he had been
given to understand the whole nature and animus of the case,
he was too adroit to make any outward sign; for he com-
prehended, too, on the instant, how easily and naturally
this to him strong proof of sanity on the part of Samuel could
be turned to his most serious damage, no one but himself
comprehending it in the least ; and, as will readily be seen,
it showed on the face but as the gabble of a crazy man or
a fool.

Samuel might, if he entered into farther conversation with
him, explain himself, and annul all that had been gained ;
Mr. Lightwait therefore not only refrained from conversing
farther with him, but at the same time discouraged all at-
tempts to do so on the part of others. He locked out
anxiously for Doctor Allprice, and professed great faith in
his scientific knowledge and skill. Besides, he had a strong
inkling of what the judgment of the little-great man would
be ; more especially with his leading.

Meantime, rumors of Samuel’s absolute wildness began to

‘circulate, and his enigmatical talk with Mr. Lightwait was

reported with serious exaggerations and additions. “ What
was it he called the preacher ? what was it ? did anybody
hear? let the feller slop out, that knows! dog-on, tain’t,
fair to keep us outsiders in suspense ! make him say it ag’in,
somebody !’ were & few of the comments, exclamations and
inquiries that ran up and down. _ . .

At last, some one whose curiosity was irrepressible, pulled
Mr. Lightwait by the sleeve with the interrogation, ‘* What
was it he called you, sir, if I mought be so bold? “He

- called me Bishop Wrenn, or some such name, I believe,”” he
- replied quietly. '

Samuel, who had thrown himself back on his sorry bed,
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-and covered his eyes with his arm, rotsed up on his elbow
at this, his chains clanking as he did so, and shaking one fin-
ger at the clergyman, exclaimed with terrible earnestness,
““You lie, sir, in your throat and in your heart, and you
know it, and God knows it! "I called you Bishop John, as
you well understood, and your own guilty. conscience has
made you substitute another name, though nobody here ex-
cept. yourself would or could see the difference. .1dare you,
sir, to lift up your hand and say that you either believe me
crazy orthat you have not periectly understood every word
I have spoke! 1 didn’t mean.to be understood by every-
body ; 1 meant to show you some mercy; but, by the Lord,
I shan’t hold back much longer if you go on in this way.
‘Why, I fairly bégin to think there’s no truth in you.”
He fell back again, the sweat standing. in drops along his
forehead, and his lips trembling and colorless. ‘
¢« A fit, I fear,” whispered Mr. Lightwait to his nearest
neighbor, and then he said something about the unfortunate
delay of Dr. Allprice, and hastily despatched a messenger
after the messenger, and then’ descending he mingled with
the ¢crowd below, and talked in low, compassionate tones;
the case exceeded his first apprehensions; had his mind
been thus distracted through the. night, and if not, at what
time -did the fatal symptoms make their appearance 7 And
as the buzz rose, snd the inquries as to what the crazy
man had said now became importunate, he waved off the
eager throng, and then uplifting his hand, solemnly besought
them to go peaceably away. ¢ Thistumult,’”’ he said, ¢ ex-

cites and enrages the poor fellow so much. that there is no

foreseeing what may be the end of.it; he is apparently in a
fit already, and quiet is the best medicine we can administer
till the doctor comes. I beg, therefore, as a personal favor
to myself, that you will go away.””. The crowd began imme-
diately to withdraw, convinced alike of the insanity of the
one man, and of the Christian benevolence and beautiful
moral charity of the other. - e

There were some low-voiced inquiries for the tavern-keeper,
but it was. the general conclusion .that he had either been
taking a drop too much himself, or that he had meant to play
them all a trick, and that the best way to be even with him
was to pay him no attention whatever. = -

Seeing, or rather feeling, how the case stood, Samuel
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dragged himself to one of the windows of the shed, and
thrusting out his head over that of a calf, which, slowly
bleeding to death, had instinctively found an airhole, began
to address the dissolving multitnde:. *“1 ain’t crazy, good
neighbors | 7’ he cried; ‘I ain’t no more crazy than youn

are. min my right mind and the full possession of all my

sense ; I understood what I said perfectly, and your
preacher here understood too, but he wants to persuade you
that 1 am out o’ my head, so that he can get me out o’ the
way, for purposes of his own. I mustn’t say what, because
I should have to call names that I’ve got no business to
mention in such a place.”’ - -

“ How ingenious !”’ whispered Mr. Lightwait, sighing
and shaking his head. B

‘““ What does he say?’” demanded Samuel, ‘‘ that I talk
nonsense ! If he says so, he knows bétter ; and if he says
I’'m crazy, he lies, preacher though he is, and Bishop’s son
though he is. If I had but his shoulders in my grip, I'd
shake the truth out of him, or into him, for I doubt if it ever
was in him! What does he go a-sneakin’ into Peter’s cellar,
of nights, for? Ask him that, won’t you, some of you? X can
tell you what it’s for; it’s to put himself in league with the
devil agin me. He may succeed for a time, but if there’s any
Jjustice in heaven, his bright hair will have to come to the
ashes yet ; there’s an eye that can foller him, even through
the darkness o’ midnight; and the judgment day’ll come!”’

Here Mr. Lightwait, who remaifed calm and self-pos-
sessed, again besought his friends and brethren to disperse
themselves quietly, and no longer encourage the pitiable
vagaries of a madman. . . ‘ .

Samuel caught the last word: “look at me,” he ecried,
‘“ you that have hearts in your bosoms, and tell me if I look
like a madman ! 7’ S L ;

Hoots ang cries and roars of derisive laughter interrupted
him ; he had made a point against himself; looks were
certainly not just then in bis favor. He had been under a
heavy pressure of - excitement for the last twenty-four
hours; had parted for good and all, as he believed, with the
object of the strongest and most concentrated love of his
life, and whoever knows such a parting, knows that it is like
dividing the marrow from the bones, and the heart from the
life blood ; he had spent the night sleeplessly, among bleed:
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ing and moaning calves and sheep, guarded as a felon; and
the fierce strife in his bosom, had dug lines along his brow,
hollowed his eyes, and pinched his cheeks. There were
straws sticking in his beard and hair, his voic® was strained
and unnatural, and if anything had been wanting to com-
plete the picture of a maniac, the violent gesticulations of
his chained hands, and his position, staring and glowering
from the loft of the butchery, must have done it.

There was great eagerness to catch what he said, and '

‘those who stood nearest acted as reporters, but while one
thing was being distribated, another was being enunciated,
80 that, what with distortions and what with lost portions,
the speech as reported among the by-standers had little
coherency and less sense. Every minute, therefore, that
Samuel hung balanced thus upon the window seat, made as
a dead weight against him. He felt this, and in the effort
to retrieve himself, made maftters worse. '
¢ That man is to blame for it all 1> he said, shaking his
“tangled locks, and pointing his long fore-finger at Mr.
Lightwait, who stood a dozen yards away with folded arms
and sadly downcast eyes ; ** that man is to blame for it all ;
I don’t blame you, my friends; things look agin me just
now.” Cries of *that’s sol’”’ and ‘you're right there, old
feller !’ and he went on: “ I know that as well as you do,
my friends, and I know he’s got the npper hand o’ me, and
I'm bound to go under.” -« That ere’s so! you hit it there,
if you are crazy !’ ¢ I'm bound to go under for the time,

but in the long run o’ things, the right rules, and I'm just

as certain to come up ; these chains are only on my hands,
but he’s got ’em on his soul, and they’ll grow heavier and
heavier, and tighter and tighter, till by and by he’ll be glad
to be in my shoes1?”’ :

«“Don’t you wish that ere fime was come, though, ha,
Sam? Mr. Lightwait glad for to be into your shoes! Goily,
that’s rich ! 7

¢« You may laugh, but’”’ —

¢« @lad you ’low us such a high privilege —ho, ho, ho!
he, he, he ! haw, haw, haw !’ Don’t ye feel cheap now,
say?”’ .

“ God-a-mercy ! ”’ Samuel began, but his voice was
drowned by the interrogation — < How’ll ye trade yourself
off, ha, Sam? I've got a dog, I have, that I’ll swap for ye,

- and then whoever likes the fun of it, may shoot the dog!”
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This speech. was provocative of immense cheering and
laughter.

¢ Shoot me, if you like,”” says Samuel, ¢ only take sure
aim, that’s all T ask ; my life isn’t worth anything to me.”

¢ Golly I Shouldn’t think it would be 1 ?” |

It ain’t, and 1 don’t make no preterce that it is— that
man, that good man, as he would have you think him, has
robbed me of all that made life dear.”

¢« Heavenly Moses! just hear him! he says the preacher’s
stole his money | Hoorah! go it Sam ! you’re a buster, you
are! You’ll have it next that the préacher’s murdered you,
won’t ye, ha?” - ‘ ‘

““That will be his next accusation, I dare say,” responded .
Mr, Lightwait, and then he gaid, turning one of his pockets.
playfully inside out, ¢ that perhaps the honorable gentleman
would like to have him searched ! ”’

By this sort of by-play and side talk Mr. Lightwait man-
aged to create and stimulate the very impressions most
prejudicial to Samuel, while he appeared to be seeking his
best interests. Ide kept himself conspicuously before him

‘with the design probably to aggravate him to the utmost,

a8 he did ; so that finally, when he said he must insist on the
dispersion of the assembly, lest the lunatic might become
suddenly enraged and harm some person or persons, Samuel
fairly leapt from the window, ' '
“ By G—d,” he cried, ‘' I would make your words come
true if I could get at your throat!”’
_““ What does the madman say ! did ‘any body hear? tell
him to sing it out again!’’ and such like cries followed

_ thick and. fast.

Then it was reported that Samuel had threatened the life
of the pr_eacher-—-then that he had broken his bonds, and -
armed with a butcher’s knife and axe was cutting his way

through all obstacles, and that probably fifteen or twenty

persons, the clergyman among them, would be murdered

~outright.

_ A dozen strong men were immediately selected, arms put
into their hands, and a protecting circle formed about the
Bishop’s son, who was of course the object of most special
care and interest.
Samuel’s head sunk down lower and lower; “it’s no .
use,’’ he said, ‘“ you believe in him, and your all agin me
14 ‘ :
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- though he has stabbed me through the heart, and I am
slowly bleeding to death. Well, God have mercy on me!”’

«T thought it would come to that!’’ says Mr. Lightwait,
“ he says that I have stabbed him, and he is bleeding to

death ! Really there is no end of the fantastic absurdities

of such a madman.” )
¢« God-a-mercy ! cried Samuel again, his face all buried

in his beard, and his head brokeén down, as it were, upon

his. bosom, - o , ‘

« He is getting to be blasphemous,’’ called out some one
from the crowd, and two or three strong men took hold of
him from within, and, dragging him back from the window,
chained him more securely to the wall. =~ .

A circle of armed men. surrounded the shed, and Mr.
Lightwait, protected by a squad before and behind, was
just moving off when a voice called to him to stop for one
moment. 1t was Mrs. Whiteflock, her face all elogquent
with tenderness and tears. ¢ Brother Lightwait,”’ she said,
¢1 can’t think Samuel is crazy, and I beg you will use your
influence in his favor!”’ o

Mr, Lightwait slowly and sadly moved his head from side
to side. ‘“I have already done what I could, my good
gister,”’ he said, ¢ as our friends here can testify.” ‘

¢t Friends, indeed! A crazy mob ; twice as crazy as the
man they accuse!”” And then she said, “ I don’t believe he
is insane, and I don’t. see how you can believe it! He is
just as rational ag Tam!”’

+ That may easily be!”’ sneered a well-known voice, and
turning quickly, her eyes fell upon Luther Larky, who had
constituted himself one of the squad to escort Mr. Light-
waif to his home, . . . _ .

She lowered her eyes haughtily as soon as they fell upon
him, and without further notice went on with her plea.

<« He is not insane,” she said, ‘I am quite satisfied, let
the tavern-keeper be called, and let us see what his testi-
mony will be-; but whatever else may be said, here you are
alive and well, and Samuel imprisoned and in disgrace, and
I do hope you will be to him a friend in his hour.of need.”

““ Yes, you’d have him a-shootin’ at you nexi, I reckon;
what you s’pose he shot at, las’ night ¥ his shadder!’’ in-
terposed Luther Larky. C L '

« Very likely it was.a shadow,”’ answered Mrs. Whiteflock ;

¢

K
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« agnd under the influence of temporary excitement, which
ou can perhaps explain, Brother Lightwait, he is acting and
talking a little wildly just now, but you and all men are
safe from any danger.”’ - .
¢ Really, Sister Whiteflock, you attribute more knowledge
to me than I am possessed of. I don’t see what explana-
tion I can make, I am sure.”’ . L
“1 do, then, at least in part,”’ she answered, “and I
hopé in the name of all that is right, you will not hold
back.” . : : : :
The color did deepen a little in the cheek of the young
‘ bishop,””, but he was not for a single moment at aloss.
Bending almost to her ear he said in a low, earnest voice,
“ You are bringing suspicion upon yourself by this over anx-
iety on account of a stranger, and an evident adventurer, to
say the least.”” He had transferred the redness now, and a
good deal of confusion with it, aud turning to Luther he
said “ You had better take Sister Whiteflock home ; all this
excifement is too much for her.”” = A
Luther was delighted and revenged, both at once. ‘* Come,
Martha,”” he said, taking her hand and slipping it through

~his arm, as one who had a right. .

She drew away from him with more anger than dignity,
and sinking on the frame-work of an old sled standing by the
road side, and all covered and surrounded with swines’ bris-
tles, gave herself up to that final resource, expedient,
weakness and strength of woman-—tears. She could not
help herself' ;. the events of the last few hours were too much
for her, sure enough. - She was an object of special interest
only for a moment, however. Four boys came dancing and
skipping forward, bearing between . them on a trestle, con-
structed of hoop-poles, the hide of the bullock just slaugh-
tered, wet and dripping, and so folded together as to leave
the two horns standing squarely out in front, and the tail
trailing behind. A whole troop of ragamuffing followed,
hallooing, screaming, and bellowing with might and main, -
and fiercely contending for the place of honor in the proces-
sion, which was, of course, the immediate neighborhood of
the trestle, special consideration accruing to those who were
near enough to catch hold of the tail. - o

The glossy skirt of Mrs. Whiteflock had some mud thrown
upon it, and some dry bristles whirled against it, as the ret-
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inue swept by, drawing all eyes after it. So the world goes,
and so it will go, as it seems likely to the end.

It was toward the sunset of the day, and the long shadows
stretching weird and solemn up the eastern hillsides, when
Margaret, pale, and sick in head and heart, stole out of the
house and seated herself on the doorsteps —— the steps of
which she had been so proud — to breathe the fresh air and
listen to the twittering lullabies of the birds, as they chose

their green lodgings and settled themselves for the night.

Her faithful Wolf sat upright beside her, beating the stone
with his tail now and then, snapping his black jaws at the
flies, or making little yawns, all of which was make believe,

. and artfully, so to speak, designed to engage the attention

of his young mistress. She did so far notice him at length,
as to lay her little hand on his great head, but she did nof
speak, her thoughts being all otherwhere, far otherwhere.

As she sat thus, conflicting hopes and fears crushing upon
her like a great weight, her attention was arrested by the
jolting of a heavy wagon along the turnpike road, and an
accompanying clamor of voices. 'Wolf sprang to the ground
with a fierce, belligerent growl, and looking up, her eyes
rested upon Samuel Dale, but how changed from the previous
night, when he had dropped on his knee before her, among
the meadow flowers, and under the moonlight, radiant with
the fervor of a sweetly sincere and honest passion. The
whole man was transformed ; all the dash and fire was gone ;
the hands tied ; the attitude drooping ; the spirit that looked
out of the eyes broken, but forgivingly reproachful. She
was on her feet and reaching out her arms involuntarily.
A smile so kind and yet so sad it almost broke her heart
with the vast love and pity it awakeneéd, greeted her for an
instant, and then, as he turned his face backward for one
last farewell, some fellow of his guard, ruder than the rest,
knocked his hat over his eyes, and thus loaded with double
ignominy he vanished out of her sight.
 They were taking him to a mad-house.

When Margaret sank back to her stony seat, a moan that
was like the moan of one dying, broke on her lip, and then,
casting herself down, she buried her face in her arms, and
lay silent and shut within herself, till the sun went down and
the moon coming up touched her hair lightly with its trem-
bling and tender beams. ‘

THE BISHOP'S SON.

CHAPTER IX.

THE BISHOP'S SON GETS MARGARET'S RING.

T was not the touch of the moonlight that

started Margaret, and caused her to look up

(= with surprise and displeasure in her eyes, o

' “ My poor child, I knew you must suffer, as we

all do, indeed ; it has been a terrible shock that

we have undergone, but you, from your sensitive mature,

have felt it more, doubtless, than the rest of us, who are of

commoner clay; and yet, knowing all this,as I do, I come

to claim your sympathy and ask your help. It is audacious,

I know, but we men hold women so far above us that we

expect miracles of them; and therefore, being troubled
exceedingly, I fly to my angel.”

Of course it was Mr, Lightwait who said this, Margaret
had recognized him even before the shadow of his hand fell
upon her, and for a moment she almost hated him; and as
she sat up and turned her eyes full upon him, their eold
glance struck like a chill into his blood. His manner be-
came timid and hesitant, and his voice, always a power upon
her, fell to a tone of such suppliance and pleading, that her
]t:lear.t, before he paused, was listening with something akin
0 pity. :

. He was not come then with prying curiosity, —mnot to.
insult her in ber sorrow with eold advice or affected sympa-
thy; perhaps he did not know of her love for Samuel at all;
there was no reason to suppose he did, except that her own
heart felt as if all eyes saw it through and through. He
was himself suffering, and it somehow lightened her spirit
to know that she was not set apart, and single in affliction ;
and more than this, he was come to her as an equal and a
friend — as to a dear friend. She was surprised out of her
anger, as well as out of her extreme wretchedness. There
14%
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was something to be said for another’s comfort; something

to be done; a sacrifice to be made, perhaps, and woman

would not be woman if she were not brought to herself in
guch circumstances, . )

If one had seen the glance with which she chilled him at
first, it would have been difficult to conceive that within a
gshort hour her hand would have been resting confidingly in
his; yet such was the case.’ .

- O woman, is thy name, then, frailty, after all!

Not so much so as it would appear, sometimes, perhaps;
ghe is so many-sided, so impressionable, that she seems one
thing at one moment, and another, at another ; but let her
once have a sincere conviction, and she will, for the most
part, be pretty true to it ; and what is more, she is dreadfully
true to her prejudices and her imaginations, insomuch that
they may be said to have with her all the force of facts.
But this, perhaps, is damaging the case by proving too much.
And even admitting that, a woman’s heart may by possibility
be moved — why not? Get but a place to rest one’s lever
and the world may be moved, they say. _

The young clergyman found the all important rest 1n the
only tenable ground which by any possibility he could just
then have selected ; he found it in the pity and sympathy
of the girl, and once having this vantage, he well understood
how to avail himself of it. He was weary, worn, sad, suffer-
ing, bewildered, and altogether helpless and . despondent;
nay, more, he was not quite clear as to uprightness of con-
duct, though he was perfectly so as to uprightness of
purpose. _ N L

Would Margaret help his weakness with her strength?
illumine his darkness with her light? .

Of course she was flattered now as well as interested, and
listened graciously, almost gratefully. . :

"He began far away, and talked of the trials, troubles,
crosses and tribulations of life in general ; of the weakness

and waywardness. of men, with constant and regretful allu-
sion to his own weakness; and of the utter worthlessness
of life without the consolations of Christian faith and hope.

By and by he came round to his own more private and
personal afflictions ; he was alone in the world ; nobody had
ever cared for him, or understood him, since his dear sainted
mother left the world — not even his sister Kate, though she
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was much better than he— she was self-sufficient, self-sus-
tained ; her daily walk and conversation were Christian
models; but it must be admitted, after all, that she was rather
a devotee than a really devout person; he would not say
this to everybody ; he would .not say it to anybody, but his
own sweet little friend, whose heart. was so pure and so
generous and so open. o :

« Kate is a little proud of me,” he said, “though Heaven
knows she has no reason to be so} but. as for loving me —
loving me as I desire to be loved! O, Margaret!” And he
bowed his head on his hands, and was silenta good while.

“«It was so dreadful,” he said, at length, “to have those

‘of one’s household unsympathetie, to live in such nearness

of relation, and yet be so strange,— to be so untrue, and .
obliged to be so, for he could speak plainly to his dear little
friend. And how could one be true when one’s nature was
constantly cramped, hampered, thwarted or put to shame in
one way or another?” : : .

If he had any sorrow, but more especially any secret of a
tender sort, why he would never dare go to Kate with it!
He would conceal it, of necessity, and perhaps assnme a
feeling the directly opposite of the true one, and thus to
make the heart’s treasure a burden to the heart, was an un-
natural condition of suffering against. which all that was
best in us rebelled, and of right, ought to rebel. Margaret
sighed ; he had, as he very well understood, described her
own situation, and thus brought her sympathy to the danger-
;}us edge of pity, a pity that was very tender, to say the
east, : : - ‘

“Oh! my child, I am making you sad,” he said, responsive
to the sigh, at the same time taking her hand and folding it
between his palms. And then he said he had no right to
trouble her with such melancholy recitals, for she, of course,
in her own experience, could know nothing of such. They
seemed trifles to be sure, but it was, after all, trifles like these
that made all the difference in life; that made one man’s
house a heaven, and another’s a hell. He could not feel that
he was all destitute of manhood; he thought there wag
yet something in him that would rise up to meet a great
trial or an:- honest opposition, but the tease and worry inci- -
dent to unsympathetic relations he knew not how to parry
Or overcome. ‘




164 .. THE BISHOP'S SON.

And having thus brought himself into oneness of feeling
with Margaret, he said, pressing the hand he still held,
«Forgive me, but my heart has been deeply stirred to-day,
and I am in the humor of pouring it all out.”

He spoke of Samuel Dale, and of the hardness that was
generally expressed towards him, and he gave Margaret to
understand that that was what had so sorely touched his

heart.

“nay, kindness would not express the warmth of my regard,
that 1 was pained inexpressibly to hear bitter words spoken
of him, and to see him subjected to harsh and what seemed
cruel treatment.” :

“ And yet it appeared utterly useless,” he went on to say,
“for him to stand out alone against the popular sentiment,
just then’” When a few days had gone by, and the unrea-
sonable wrath and indignation had subsided a little, he pro-
posed to call a church meeting, and suggest and lead in
certain movements in behalf of their poor friend. It had
seemed to him, all things considered, wisest and best that
the tide should take its natural flow, for the present, for that
it must inevitably ebb in a short time, and perhaps take a
favorable turn; at the worst Samuel would suffer nothing
except it were some trifling restraint of person, and perhaps
a little mental disquietude. |

But, after all, he was not quite satisfied, not perfectly
assured but that it was his duty to go himself; with the party
who had him in charge, to see and know that his instruc-
tions were carried out to the letter, and that nothing, either
by word or act, was done that could aggravate his unfortu-
nate malady. He trusted and believed that nothing of this
nature would be done; certainly not, if he could . suppose
himself possessed of any influence, as he had not failed to
exert his poor eloguence to its very utmost, in his favor.

Yet, somehow, his conscience was not quite easy,— he
might possibly have done or said something further, though
he did not clearly see how; there was so little of human-
‘jtary sentiment in the mob. Margaret could have no idea.
Here he related Lis experience of the morning pretty nearly
as it occurred, but how different a coloring he gave the facts!
so different that he appeared in the representation as the

sweetest and most anxious of peacemakers. IHis visit to

“] have felt so kindly toward the young man,” he gaid,
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the butcher’s loft he recapitulated, and repeated his conver-
gation with Samuel almost word for word; he was insane
past all doubt, poor fellow — “for instance,” said he, “though
he seemed to recognize me, he at the same time called me
Bishop John —a name that nobedy ever heard of— very
remarkable, wasn’t it ?” He had forgotten that he had told
Margaret about the “communication” purporting to be from
his mother’s spirit, in which he was addressed by the same
name, but Margaret had not forgotten it, and the eoincidence
struck her as very remarkable indeed. She szid nothing,
however, and he went on. “Xe also said that he knew my
mother before me, my mother who has been -dead these
twenty years, heaven rest her soul, and he insisted upon
giving her some strange name, too, let me see, well, no mat-
ter, it has slipped my memory, but it was fantastie enough.”

Then he asked Margaret if she could see wherein he had
failed of his duty, and begged her, if she were not satisfied
with his conduct in the matter, to say so plainly, that he
might make what amends it was yet possible to make,

And somehow, in all this, he bolstered himself up, and
took a sort of comfort, as though he had really spoken the
honest truth and asked honestly for advice. He so made
the truth he had mingled in cover all the evasions, sanctify
all the-—shall we say falsehoods? He would not, it is to

‘be presumed.

. So there he sat, looking so meek, so patient under suffer-
ing, under wrong, almost, Margaret could not have the heart
to find fault with him. She only hung her head aside and
sighed, “ Poor Samuel, poor, poor Samuel.” |
He seemed to enter at once into her feeling, and talked
of Samuel apparently without the least reserve, and what he
said appeared the more frank that it was not all in his justi-
fication, for as Margaret was forced to admit to herself, it

. was all just. He spoke for the most part in praise, and

where he was forced to blame, with great tenderness. He
would get the better, under gkilful treatment, of this posses-
sion, and be with them again in a few days, he hoped, in his’
right mind. “And then we shall all be so happy again,
shan’t we 27 ‘

“And do_you really believe he will be with us again so
soon ' and Margaret looked up hopefully in his face.

“I trust so, darling.”
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: londing. . “Ay, I
She drew herself away— her brow o .
trust (:so, my darling child,” he ge:?}ae?t};gedt,; z;.nd gtizl]; liix?:a ﬁéga;?
‘quite in his arms. Then he said, “ but 1or such
%11;112;1; Iléimve told you of, he ,éeemed lucid and behaYed
for the most part well enough ; the c}lootoa is very encourag-
i have-all good reason to hope. :
mgéh?ie&?led to his %ide and began to prattle almost gaylcyi
of this and that, and to laugh as 4 child, at anything and,
nothing. - : _ ‘ P,
- gquickly, and as if he were not quite please
he;rgf;,s?l‘;;? hey,Said there were, however, it must be 9wned,
symptoms that justified the worst apprehensions ;, his eyes.
had now a wild, wandering lock, and now a glassy starc:,i
% And, would you believe it, at one time he even threatene
A ible ?” very coldly. .~
«Ts it possible?” ver . .
“Ay, aI:ld moreover, he told the crowd I had stolen his

money, or something to_that 'effect 3 they all heard it, and
ir evidence will corroborate mine. :
the’Il‘Il;:n ll\Iargaret agked him, dryly, if_anybody doubted what
he said, that he had need to bring other witnesses?
He I(’)oked upon her with gentle, sqrrowful _reproach.
« My own heart doubts and gquestions me, not yours, my

child. T know. Now that the terriblé scene is over, and as -
k)

i re in the rapt serenity of your presence, it all seems
%il?;tsgfne dark d'ecgption, or dreadful dream; to,thn;(lli I'lohat.
Samuel, our good, loving, great-hearted Samuel, shou havs
acoused me of theft, and have 'hfted a murglerg_us 'thant.
4oainst me! Really, it is not a thing to be received wi dou
concurrent testimony. Ab, you do not and cannotdml] ir,;
stand how I have suffered about this matter, first an . ast.

This was the truth, and his pat}l;etlc : el;tterance of it so

im that the tears came to his eyes. i
aﬁ‘gﬁigage?was- all ‘trust and tenderness again, and hid .heé
eyes in the arm that embraced her. With every k_.n}lld lfm]l;
he spoke of Samuel he grappled her to him Wl}s{ ooks
of steel.: 'Was this, then, his .oblect? The reader _qgwsh ai
much as Margaret knew at the time, but 1t may be sai : t a&
if such had been his sole object, he could not have playe

is c: ore adroitly. -~ .~ .. 7

' hl%iaé??iit?d: her face Z.t last with such beseeching —* Eou
gaid just now his symptoms Jjustified the wogst apprehen-
gions — do you, then, think his life in danger?
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“Is it so much to you, my darling? so very much?” And
the drooping cheek of the pastor touched the bright head
of the young girl. ‘ ' ;

“I thought it was much to us all,” Margaret said, with
that evasion so characteristic of the sex. And then she
said: “I am not sure that I have quite understood ‘you,
You say he is insane, past doubt, and yet you say the people
are all indignant toward him.” Now it seems to me if be is
crazy they ought to pity him; you eay, too, that he is

 possessed, whatever that means, and that you think he will be
well again in a few days, and back here amongst us, and
then you intimate that his life is in danger! I suppose I am
very dull, but I don’t know what to think.” And then she
fell to sobbing and cried, O, what if he was to die!”

He did not answer at first, but petted and soothed her
much as a gentle mother might pet and soothe her sick and
wayward. baby ;- at last he said, speaking with infinite ten-
derness, that madness had many phases, so many that it was
difficult for the wisest to pronounce what was sanity and
what was insanity; “but this of our poor friend”—he patted
Margaret’s cheek as he spoke=~—“seems to me especially
complicated and puzzling.” He had never seen, nor heard
of anything precisely answering to it, of a surety not in
modern times — “but we read of possessions not unlike it,”
he said; and then he made melancholy allnsion to the demon
agony of Saul, through which the harp of David melted so
happily at last.  And then, giving his voice a softer modula-
tion, he said he knew a voice as marvelously sweet as that
harp could have been,and that he was not without hope
that it might yet melt through and melt away this latter
possession, whether demoniac or insane. S ;

Margaret was not much wiser than before, and not a bit
less wretched and hopeless. 'The anger that had at first

,worked like madness in her brain, against Samuel, had

burned itself down now and la smouldering in black and
bitter discontent, with herself, with everybody. .
She saw the clouds going across the faces of the stars,
and it seemed to her as if there were mists creeping over
the clear lights of her judgment in the same way, and yet
she felt utterly powerless to free herself from the obscuration;
felt, in fact, no inclination to free herself, getting someliow a
sort of comfort out of the thing that she suspected to be
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false — such strang«}a} alllosurditfies are there in the human
ially in the heart of woman.

he&?;;g%c?yg think me muddled or inconsistent or both?”

Mr, Lightwait said, breaking a somewhat embarrassing

Sﬂ?‘n}?%, sit. T onlysaid I didn’t quite understand you.”

« Very well; it is all one, and 1 love you al} the better for.
coming so near to me —do you kno,w I don’t like to have
the width of the world between wus,’ m_ld he drew her very
close to him as he spoke. _ e foot. bt

Margaret tapped the ground silently with her foot, uﬂ
made no other reply, and he went on, ¢ Yes, I lf)ve you a
the better; this plain speaking quite charms me; there is sz
little downright honesty in the world; besides, it is jus
what I need. We preachers are apt to_become arrogant,
and require a little preaching to now and then. I see myf:
self constantly running into modes of thought and habits o
behavior that are almost disgusting to me when I get Oulfi:
side my accustomed_trammels and look squarely at myse f
You are the friend I need, just the friend 1 need, my d‘??)r'

« You are very good to say so,” Margaret answered, ) ut
it is not possible that I should be the least serviceable to
YO g6 u man thi ; but allow me to be the
“ an thinketh, pretty one; but allow me to
besté;lgéz ; in your mogestyyyon do pot truly estimate your-
self.” L

ret did not know how to reply to such talk as this,
anlgllza%g simply that she had always been taught by her
mother that she thought too much of herself. Moth

« Never do you believe that!” he answered, “ Mothers
are of all persons the least able to form correct judgments

of their children, more especially of their daughters. Trust

i inki f yourself,
ou are in no danger of thinking too much of yourseld,
I;mtft" Ilcr)n the contrary, you are in great danger of u’}lderratmg
you,rself — of marrying beneath you, for instance
@] am in no danger of marrying at all,” Margaret
ed coldly.
anzvf’:;don me? but I say you are, all the same, and of mar-
rying beneath. yourself, too.” ,
«What makes you say so?

«Well, for one thing, the best and loveliest women always -

do, and then, perhaps, there is another reason why I think
so0.”

1ot to be a man, wheréas,
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“ What is that, sir?” and Margaret spoke freezingly this

time. ‘

~ He answered gayly, “ Who can view the ripened rose, nor
seek to wear it.” And then more seriously,  Good women
are so unconscious, and - withal, have so much need of being
loved, that they are likely to be won by whoever comes to
woo, and the rudest hand will always single out the brightest
flower.” And then he said, “Shakspeare understood Women,
as instance his marrying Desdemona to the Moor.”

He might as well have spoken Greek as for all Margaret
received of his meaning, but she had that great wisdom that
knows enough not to talk of what it knows nothing, and she
therefore remained silent.

Directly he broke out with:—

I “<¢Scene first. — Venice; a street. Enter Roderigo and
ago. ‘ : ‘

¢ Tush ! never tell me that I take it much unkindly
That thou, 1ago, who hast had my purse
Aps if the strings were thine, shouh;;t know of this.’*

'He paused after this flourish, and then, without gesture
and as if speaking to himself, he began anew: —

. “‘ A maiden never bold, ;
Of spirit so still 4nd quiet that her motion
Biushed at herself ; and she in spite of nature,
Of iqem:s. of couniry, eredit, everything, —
To fall in love with what she feared to look on 1?%

Then he sighed, and then he said, « I would like to read
you that whole play sometime, nmy little Desdemona — I
Il;ead_ S}I;aespea,re beautifully ! I ought to have been an actor

y rights.”
‘.: O, Mr. Lightwait, not a playactor ? ” | :
- “And why not, my innocence ? all men are actors, more
or less, especially all men who speak in public; ’tis their
voeation; and what difference whether the wood they stand -
on be called platform, pulpit, or boards— the acting is all
one —but I shock you, I see. Well, let’s be serious, and
call executors and make our wills ; for heaven’s sake let’s sit
upon the ground, for I perceive you think a preacher ought
b , , a8 I conceive, only a man should
¢ a preacher. I am obliged to yield to the popular preju-

ice and keep straightlaced, and appear sanctimonious nine
15 \ ’
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hours out of ten; pray be lenient and suffer meto be myself
for that tenth hour ; I shall be all the better for it.”

-« Qf course; so far as I am concerned you may be what
you like.” '

« That is granting too much, for though I want to be my-
gelf, T don’t want you to be indifferént about it; 1 should
distrust my own judgment as against yours, most assuredly.”

Then Margaret said Father Goodman was a man, and a
preacher too, and that for her part she didn’'t believe he ever
in his life regretted that he had not been a playactor! ‘

«And so you think you have made a bad exehange?
Well, I dare say you have — nay, more, I know you have;
T am in no way so worthy as he; dear, pure, single-hearted,
devout old man.” ‘

‘Then Margaret’s conscience smote her, and she replied,
«T didn’t say we had made a bad exchange.”

«“ No, you didn’t say so, dear, but if you had I should have
uite agreed with you. I wish I could be apprenticed to
‘ather Gioodman for a year or two, and see if 1 would not

come out a better workman.” |
- He spoke with such sincerity, and seemed so contrite and
smitten that Margaret’s sympathies were all enlisted again.

He changed his tone suddenly, “I see you are growing
tired, perhaps it is late. I never know the hour, not when I
enjoy it. Can you see the time, my dear?” and pulling out
his watch, he held it before Margaret’s face, passing his arm

around her neck as he did so. She announced the time, -

wlich was not late to be sure, and said very emphatically
that she was by no means tired; the truth was, she wished
and hoped to hear something further about Samuel. “And
you can_see the time plainly by this light. Can you tell it
ot this distance ? and at this?” And. still he kept his arn

about her neck as he raised the position of the watch, then.

he praised her eyes—he had never seen such light in human
orbs — why it reached quite across the church and struck
him like an arrow every time he preached. ‘

«Q, if my eyes are so terrible, I must look another way,

that is all.”
«Not for the world!” And he drew the arm so tight

that it brought her head quite against his bosom.
‘She was frightened, and fluttered out of his arm 8o

hurriedly as to alarm him in turn; he well knew how to .
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change the rufled mood; however: “By th : »
he said, ¢ we have strayed, somehow? fais Z\g}%ﬁgﬁl r:};’e
central subject of our talk; let us get back, if we can
manage to tell where we were. Oh, I know now, you were
accusing me of inconsistency, and perhaps to get ;mwa.y from

~ the point of your shaff, I ran into all sorts of vagaries,

“You were remarking that the mob was unjust i i
so incensed against Samuel if he were really ins';iset :31:1) e)lrglg;
were right, but you know there is never any justice nor
gense in a mob ; and do you know, I believe they were
dreadfully disappointed and vexed to find that he was not-
zt;‘aliy & murderer, and that there would be no execution

ter all. Not very flattering to me, is it? this view. for
they cel"ta,mly left me quite out of the guestion. Poor
Samuel! I wonder if he had any secret grudge in his heart
;%a;pﬁlt I1111e beité)rﬁ thehilglsanity came on? But it is not

ssible he could have had. Did 1
D Tontioo £ 1d you ever hear him speak

“Not that I know of” Margaret answered pro

: s tly, b
:;]?1; (silée;)?i@,fsaﬁi wasb not true and she could xf)ot :;E:kyéo 3:,;
: ed directly, « es, I
i ke of you.’y’, , yes, rememberr now, I have heard
: %rn%wlhat said he?” '
ell, I hardly know, nothing that I can repeat.” A
in this way she quieted her consci gh sho hs o)
hei' first lie not g whit the less.. tonve, though she had made
am sorry to have to record this of Mar
: garet, but I see
gg'other way, if I truly represent her, as I certainlty wish to

“You don’t remember what he said of me! P

m3£1 dear, llzut, 11s'ome}:10W, I half think you dgf’e;f ' grdon e
e spoke playfully, so that Margaret could not feel ari
to be offended -— for which she was sorry; so she ans?vg%](lit
Wlﬂgu} 3pp:;zre}1{1t hesitation : % What makes you think so ? 3

“ on’t know. If wi co
your éround.” you will allow me to come upon

:: %311111; I will not.”

“That is like the sex, always arrogating special privil »?
“And if they do,” said Margaret, « t%e? hawep ca&si%ess‘o
much they ought to have is denied them that they take what

they can get, and I am sure you men have no right to com-
plain.” v
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« Whew! Why, what a little reprobate yon are! Wo-
man’s rights, to be sare.” - - . .

«1 don’t know anything about woman’s rights, but I.de
know that women can’t do a good many things that men
can do, things there would be no harm in doing, t0o0.”

“ For instance ¥ o

“Well, then, for instance, I suppose I couldn’t go to see
Samuel if I should want to ever so bad!” - -

« Certainly; why not? I will take you myself; I propose
to visit him in a day or two, at any rate.” S

« And will you really take me?” And Margaret looked
up in his face with-such joy. :

« Take, O take those eyes away,” he cried, turning his
face from her as if he were dazzled. - - :

-« be sure,. ] will take you; it will be a great delight to
me, but if it ‘cost me some sacrifice I would do it all the
same, if it gave you pleasure, I am not so utterly frivolous, ,

. por so entirely destitute of Christian grace, I hope, as you

thought me just now.”
“I didn’t think you so.”

« Ah, but you did! and thought worse than that, I am

afraid.”

“ What makes you say so?” .

«Well, I can’t explain ; for one of you? woman’s reasons,
maybe ~—just because.” :

“But that will not do; if you accuse me of such thoughts,
you must explain.” = - ‘ :

"« Well, then, I don’t know why I said so. Will that do?’

%« No ; that will not do.” '

« Will this, then?” His lips touched her forehead so
lightly that it could hardly be called a kiss, and yet it
admitted of no other intepretation. Margaret withdrew
herself to the other end of the doorstone, and pulled the
long grass at her feet. Then the young man gaid he was
the most unfortunate and ill-starred of men — that he could
not even touch the least lamb of his flock without alarming
or wounding it; adding, “ But when shall we go to visi
“your friend, — to-morrow ?” -
-" Margaret had not hoped that it would be so soon, and she

smiled brightly again, and left off pulling the grasses. “Yes,

to-morrow ; and should it not be in the morning ? and how"
early? Mother will let us have the little market wagon.”
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Then she hung her head abashed. “Maybe he wounldn’t
like to ride in anything so common,” she said. :

« Ah, my child, I do not so forget the meekness of my
Master!" I know I follow him very,very far away, but I try
with all my might.” Then he said his name should have
been Peter, and not John. | '

Margaret stood up, all on tiptoe, and said she would go
and. ask. mother _about_ the eart. He drew her to his side
again; “No darling,” he said, “pray don’t ask such a favor
of your mother, not on Samuel’s aceount.” -

_Margaret’s cheek burned like fire, if he knew her mother’s
dislike of Samuel, he knew her liking too! So one way or

~ another he contrived to keep her uneasy,.or irritated, or

both, all the while. She felt, however, in this instance, that
her plan would not be feasible, and remained.silens,

“No, don’t trouble Mrs. Fairfax,” he went on-—«I'll
bq_rrow Mr. T}mpson’s mnew dearbin, as he calls it, and that
wiil answer nicely — let me see, is it too late to call at his
hoifIse-on my way home ?” '

e referred to his watch again and concluded that i
would be too late — “but I will make it a point to see ahixlrf
the first thing in the morning,” he concluded.

. “.Iiow don’t forget it,” pleaded Margaret in her childish
nxiety. - :
“ You may tie a string round fi 1” and laughi
ho held w1 hand g round my finger!” and laughing,
She shook her head — “but you won’t forget.” .
:; I (fj'eag- % halll,lmthoiit some reminder, but this will do!”
_And before she could prevent it stri ’
rmgC];'rom hor finper, p i 7 he haud stript Samuel 8
“0, not that!” ghe cried reaching over it.
Y, led ing eagerly to recover it.
“And why, my pet? is it so speciall% ‘sazred?”' And he
g}rclzg;}n:% 1t1111§ .rtmg cux;c::uséy, and then he put it on his own
xer, 16 was of trifling woith in itself,
eas\;‘lzjil replaciadit. if that were agll.WO h n tself, and he could
at could Margaret do? She could not for her li
. : 1 ifé
llg?lf}y, nor otherwise, that it was of value to her 'anaetiz{
nothing could replace it, and that she would prefer to have
it back.
~“The gift of 1-gi » he conti
still oy f;tit.o some school-girl, I suspect,” he continued,
15%
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‘Margaret felt that Samuel’s precious gift was disparaged,
and could have eried. ‘

He saw the uneasiness she could not conceal, and went
on, “if it is really the gift of a sweetheart-—a betrothal
pledge, or anything of that sort, you may have it back; ¥
did not dream it was of so much importance.” .And he
made as if he would return it, but did not do so, nevertie-
less. : ) : : :

“8o you give it back to-morrow, it is of no consequence
that you keep it to-night,” Margaret said, with a great effort
to appear indifferent, and covering the finger from which it
had been taken from her own sight as though she feared that
‘Samuel too might see from far away that it was gone.

“(Q, thank you! How good you are too trust me with
anything so dear to you; I would not lose it for all the
world ; but see how tight it fits; I could not, if I. would,
lose it offt” And he put his hand in hers, that she might
satisfy herself of its safety. | |

Then Margaret said it was not so very dear, but it was all
the ring she had, and for that reason she wanted it back.

O, Samuel, it was well for you that as you tossed on your
narrow lunatic bed. that night, divided by your iron door
from the sweet moonlight in which Margaret sat, that you
could not hear her words —that you could not see upon
whose finger the ring shone. Of all things, he would have
desired to look upon his little sweetheart, but in denial his
prayer was answered in God’s own best way.

And doubtless it is thus with us all, oftener than we
imagine. '

“Yes, I am glad you will trust me so far,” the pastor
renewed, directly, “for now that I come to think of it I
shall certainly need a reminder, for I can’t see Brother
Timpson in the morning; I am so sorry, for you are so im-
patient, ain’t you, my dear?” .

“1 am disappointed ; but why can’t you see him?” _

«Well, you see I 'have to write my sermon to-morrow; 1
always put it off to the last minute, and I can’t possibly delay
it any longer; but if I get on well, I will see him in the
afternoon.” '

% Surely you can do 50 in the evening, at any rate,”
pleaded Margaret.
«No, darling ; that is our Bible class, you know, and you
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will not fail to be there; perhaps I shall then have matters
arranged.” .

“«0,1 hope so!” And then Margaret said if it were
doubtful about his not having timelto spare, she would not
mind to go herself and see Brother Timpson. : .

« Ah, that would never do, my dear; it might betray too
much, At any rate, it would occasion remark, and you
‘know you were saying yourself, a little while ago, that there
were some things, harmless in themselves, that a woman
must not do; more’s the pity, but so it is.” And then he
said he would himself guard and shield her from all remark,
as far as possible. l

Margaret could not have been more thoroughly uncom-
fortable than this dubious sort of kindness made her, and
yet she could not quite explain to herself why she was so
uneasy. It was very good of her pastor, to be sure, to come
and see her, and to offer to do so much for her. She ought
to be agshamed of her distrust; nay, more, she ought to be
satisfied, and gratefully content ; but, say this as she would, -
it did not make her so. ‘

He stood up before her all at once, and began to deolaim
again : —

¢ Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is as yourself, great; and.you bear it
As answering to the weight: would T might never
O'ertake gm‘sued sueccess, but 1 do feel,

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites
h{ly very heart at ro{;t.” 188

Then, in a lighter tone: —

* Farewell! I will omit no opportunity
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee,”

‘1:Ie stooped, kisse_d‘her forehead and was gone.
. What has the bishop’s son been saying to you, my dear??
inquired Mrs. Fairfax, who had been ostensibly busy at her
embroidery all the evening, at that happy distance which
wise mothers know so well how to estimate at a single glance.
. ‘;), al&ogi the Bible class, and one thing and another,”
ered Margaret, pretending t ighti '
caﬁc};e, o ft oty gd._ ing to yawn, and hghtmg,her
¥ the by, mother,” she said next morning at breakfast
“ Mr. Lightwait .asked me, last night, to ride to town with
him sometime within a day or two — may I go?”
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- -« Mr, Lightwait asked you to ride to town with him, and
you not tell of it till now! Why, you are crazy, child, else
you have been dreaming!” ‘
“No, I am neither; he surely asked me to go with him,
and he siid he would borrow brother Timpson’s Dearbin
for the occasion.” :
“Well, of all things! I guess he talked of something,
then, last night, besides the Bible class! And what a sweet,
lovely, handsome man he is. And his coat fits him as if it
was made on him, and the way his name is embroidered in
his handkerchief is exquisite! I wonder if his sister Kath-
erine doesit? I wish I could learn the stitch. His hand-
kerchief, though, ain’t a bit finer than Dr. Allprice’s, not one

bit.” Then she said she wondered if the doctor would be

at the class that night, and. then she said she didn’t know
- what made her think of that, she was sure she didn’t care
anything about it; and after a little silence she remarked
that Sam Dale, for one, wouldn’t be there, anyhow, a-taking
all the room! And this was the first time é}le had men-
tioned his name since that he was carried away. :

CHAPTER X.

DR. ALLPREICE IN LOVE.

HEY were ready for the Bible class, betimes, for
each had her special reason for wishing to be in
the class that night. Mrs, Fairfax, it might
have been noticed, was in her most girlish and

- gay attire, while Margaret was plainly, almost
negligently clad. : oo
" ¢ Dear me, what a lovely house, and how happy the
woman will be who becomes mistress there ; won’t she, my
dear? 7’ remarked Mrs. Fairfax, as they passed the parson-
age ; and then she said, ‘“ And the bishop’s son such a
heavenly-minded man, too! And such table linen and silver
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plate, and all! T’m sick of our old house, and things, when
I think of it.”” And then she said that she had noticed that
Katherine Lightwait’s dresses fairly stood alone, while hers
were as limp as a rag ! R -

“For-my part,”’ answered Margaret, *“1 like our old
house and old things, too, well enough, and as for my dresses,
I don’t mind their being limp, if that were all.”’

‘¢ Since when, pray 7 ’’ roplied the mother with a sneer,
and little more was said till they reached the meeting-house.

Samuel’s place was vacant, at first, but directly Mr.
Stake, the butcher, came in, as large as life, took the seat,
and filled all the aisle with the trailing scent of his marrow-.
fat. So goes the world; the living dog is still better than
the dead lion. ' B

0, Margaret, do lend me your Bible!?” says Mrs. Fair-
fax, nudging her daughter; ‘I have forgotten mine, and
how will it look? ' . .

Margaret had forgotten hers, too! The evening was
warm, the windows open, and- the tallow candles flared
about and dropped their greaseé on the crape shawls and
newly ‘“ done-up’’ bonnets of the ladies, while the small
black insects that bite so in excess of their size, and the
great, thick-shelled, green-winged bugs that disport them-
selves in so lively a manneér in the country, of a summer
evening, dashed themselves, now in the lights, now against
the wall, and now in the faces of the assembly. Some of
the most active and gallant of the young gentlémen caught
these curious creatures unden their hats, where they buzzed
and thumped about to the gréat annoyance of the more pious
old ladies, and the infinite amusement of the giddy young
ones. A flock of geese spread their dirty wings, — for they
were used to sail in the muddy ponds about the village —
as from time to time they were assailed by the sticks and
stones of the idle boys, and so ran screaming and gabbling
up and down beneath the windows and about the door, crea-
tingranother discord in the harmony of the time ; and there
wag yet another in the lowing of the kine and the bawling
of the young calves about the neighborhood ; and if we add
to these musical performances an occasional interlude from
the cats that mostly congregate'in the back yards, and about
the wood-piles, and under the doorsteps of village houses,
the orchestra will be pretty complete, that is, if we'omit anv
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mention of the teething babies that were being furiously
rocked to sleep against their will.

There was a good deal of confusion in the house itself, for
the brethren and sisters felt themselves far less restrained
than they would have felt of a Sunday ; they were secular-
ized by the cares and business of the day, and some of them
had everi come in work-day clothes, or with only a partial
substitution, of Sunday things, a ** clean collar and bosom,””
and a second-best jacket and hat!- And these fellows might

be singled out at once, either as being already married, or

as having no intention of going home with the girls.

The confusion of young ladies whispering behind their
fans, of old ones, in one another’s bonnets, and of young
fellows under shelter of hands and hats, might, most of it,
perhaps, have been referred to Samuel Dale, in one way or
another, and Margaret felt her heart grow cold and bitter
toward all who smiled as they talked. What business had
they there if they did not come for instruction in sacred
things! She forgot that she had forgotten her own Bible ;
and then somehow or other we never any of us quite judge
ourselves with the Judgment we award ; it happens that our
case le? exceptional,

The young fellows snuffed the candles, proudly using their
ﬁngers to let the girls see their enthusiasm in their-behalf,
while the girls, of the more artful sort, opened their books

to show their indifference, and absorption in higher matters,

for the reader may have observed that anything approach-
ing to love between the sexes is generally regarded as a low

and shameful thing, all personal responsibility, when the.

worst comes to the worst, and the evil unmistakably sets in,

_+ being shifted in-some vague way to the ‘ fall,”’ with the
rest of it. The whispering then ceased, the candles were

‘snuffed, and the books opened and all eyes for the most part,

were turned anxiously expectant towards the door, for the
leader of the class, for whom everythmg' waifed, had hot yet
appeared.

At last when the 1mpat1ence became extreme, a great
rustling was heard, and then a stately and stern-faced figure
was seen advancing up the aisle, that was at once recbgmzed
as Miss Katherine Lightwait. She bore a huge book in her
hand, and had evidently a huge weight on her soul, for she
seemed as one burdened to the utmost possibility of endur-
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ance, but braced up withal, to undergo the mﬂmtlon that
was come upon her with a commenda,ble show of Christian
resignation.

“One ha,d better play the hypocrite through all their nat-
ural life,”’ she said to one who commented on the plainness
of her bonnet, ‘“than be sent to hell for all eternity on
account of worldliness and vanity ! 7 And this remark will
afford the key to her character. Perhaps she felt extreme
rigidness, and the careful observance of all*the external -
ceremonials to be the more binding upon her, in view of her
brother’s shortcomings in these respects ; be that as it may,
she was to a common observer a person deeply imbued with
the spirit of personal piety, — so easy is it to confound the
spirit with the letter. |

Upon this occasion, having mentioned that the sudden ill-
ness of the pastor prevented him from participating in the
sacred pleasures of the evening, she went to prayer with
sledge-hammer violence, and having crashed through the
customary variety of supphcatlone and invocations, she
came to Samuel, whom she designated both as a madman
and & wolf' in sheep’s clothing that had lately stolen into their
fold ; and then she thanked God for the almost miraculous
preservation from his wicked wiles, of at least one of the’
precious lambs of the flock; there was a general groan at

~ this, and poor Margaret felt asifshe were kneeling on stones,

1t was as if a bird of the air had carried the matter, for when

the congregation arose, every eye was turned upon het; ;

one in pity, another curiously, and another in scorn,
When she had pulled through the lesson for the evenlng, '
which she did with a great show of Christian enjoyment, she
prayed again, singing through the long hymn the loudest'
of all, and then she came down to poor Margaret, as fion a
great height of secure and saintly serenity, and condescended
te give her the tips of her fingers, and to hope that the
Lord was sustaining her in her peculiarly trying afliction.

_“ (Fet thee behind me, Satan,”’ she said, ‘“must be your

constant prayer.”” And then she said, ¢ To think the vile
wretch should dare to lift his hand against a bishop’s son !’

““ But he was crazy, yon know,” pleaded Margaret. It
was all one to her, however, crazy or not; he had spoken
some truth of her brother that it was not pleasant to hear,
and she omitted no opportunity, not even in her prayers, of.
aggravating the feeling against him,
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Her voice was cold and metallic, and her whole manner
s0- mechanical that she seemed both to speak and tc move
by means of some cunning arrangement of springs and wires,
and the rustling of her silk, and the peculiar stiffness of her
eyelids helped to give this seeming, reality.

She appeared to extend these iron eyelids toward one and
another as she greeted them without a smile, and so she
passed stately out of the house, and being joined by her

man who had been seated on a stone, diverting himself with
teasing an ancient gander all this while, she presently disap- -
peared, leaving Margaret a thousand times more distressed .

than before. , \ '

. Meantime, the young fellows were pairing off with the
girls, and happy couples might be seen by the moonlight,
walking slow and talking low, in every direction. Some few
old women whose extreme homeliness or extreme sanctity,
or both, gave them privileges, took up their outer skirts,
and braving geese and cats and wanton boys, crossed the
common alone ; and here and there a worldly-minded has-
band walked grimly before his pious wife, carrying a light,
of which there was no need, and speaking never one blessed
word ; feeling grieved and vexed and so altogether put upon

that the expectation of getting into heaven at last through

the wife’s instrumentality, seemed but slight compensation,

An obscure brother who wore patched trowsers and shoes
that clattered like wooden shoes, they were so hard and
coarse, put out the lights, and locked the door, feeling him-
self a good deal honored thereby; and so the old, high-
shouldered gravestones were left in the rear of the meeting-
house to their awful solitude once more ; and the owl in the
elm took up her melancholy song, and the rustling of the
leavesin the stilllight made the late traveller quicken his stép,
while the watcher by the sick bed drew the curtain, lest

-that, leoking out by chance, she might see a ghost walking.

. Mrs Fairfax and her child had proceeded a dozen yards
gr_scg from the dopor of the meeting-house, in silence, each

em
chirping voice accosted them with, ¢ Good evening, ladies ;
a lovely moonlight! Shall I have the pleasure?”’ and he.
offered his arm to Mrs. Fairfax. ¢ O, how good. of you,
Doctor Allprice! Do you know I didn’t see you? I was
so taken up with my lesson, I suppose; but maybe you

- wasn’t at the class, at all 77’

occupied with her own thoughts, when a smartish,
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Then the little doctor replied that he was at the class-
meeting, most certainly, and he added, reproachfully, ““ Do
you think it possible, Mrs. Fairfax, that 1 could remain away,
knowing that somebody would Pe there 7 If you do, I must
tell you that you do not justly appreciate my feelings.”

He said the word ““ somebody ”’ with that tone which no
writing can represent, but which no woman can ever by any
possibility mistake. ‘ o |

«, you naughty man!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Fairfax;, and
then she began to talk gravely of the importance of a more
thoroughly organized system of tract distribution.

¢ Certainty, Mrs. Fairfax ! quite right, Mrs. Fairfax, and
that’s undoubtedly true, Mrs. Fairfax,”” were all the doctor’s
replies, so that the donversation on this head soon ran ou,
and the lady found herself obliged to start a new topic.

“ By the way, doctor,” she said, after casting about her -
for a minute or two, and feeling, doubtless, that she must aim
high, ¢ have you read Brother Secley’s book on the proph-
ecies ! 7’ , . : ) ‘

No, Dr. Allprice had not read the new book, but he very
much wished to; he had seen it and heard it a good deal
talked about. R | S

“ Beantifully bound! isn’t it 7’’ said Mrs. Fairfax, and
this subject was exhausted. Then, still wishing to keep the
conversation at a high pitch, she asked him if he was an ad-
mirer of Montgomery. She had probably read a hymn or
two of which he was the author. S

‘“ Well, no, not that I remember,”’ the doctor replied. "He
then asked whether Mr, Montgomery were not a contributor
to the Ladies’ Repository ! ' o

Mrs. Fairfax was a little surprised, but womanlike, she
immediately. put herself upon his level, and went on talking

of Montgomery as though he were a circuit rider in the next _ -

township. It was little enough she knew of the poet, to be
sure, but she imagined that he was born a good while ago,
and a good way off ; she rather thought not in this country,
and she had a faint impression that he was dead. Then she
made a great leap from the sacred to the secular, and inquired
if he were fond of Lord Byron? , .

¢ Ah, madam, passionately s¢,”” he replied, and straight-
way began to quote some of the more sentimental passages
from the Hours of Idleness. For instance : —

16
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¢ When nature stamped thy beauteous birth, -

5o much perfection in thee shone,

She feared that, too divine for carth,

* The skies might claim thee for their own,

Therefore, to guard her dearest work,
Lest angels might dispute the prize,

She bade a secret lightning lurk
Within those once celestial eyes.”

The arm that hung upon his, received a good many little

pressures while this was being enunciated, so that the widow

could not but make a perspnal application’ of it ; she only
said, however, with a little sigh, ¢ How beautiful you do
repeat poetry!”’

“ Oh, that depends upon the inspiration,”’ replied the doc-

" tor, with quite a running fire of little squeezes upon the
~ clinging arm.

Margaret felt herself one too many, and fell a little behind ;
the path was too narrow for three, she said, so that there is
no saying what might have come of it then and there, but
for one of those mischances that temporarily, at least, destroy
the supreme felicity of so many lovers; they met, square in
the road, Mr. Hoopes, the cooper. )

“ Well,” says he, ‘“here you are now! Why, I've just
been to your house, Mrs. Fairfix, about that ’ere well-
bucket I was a-mendin’ up for you., I couldn’t rightly tell

.whether you was prepared to go to the expense of iron

hoops, or no; though as to that, 1 wouldn’t make much dif-
ference, not to you, and the difference in the waley of the
bucket will be  incalculable, < ’d. adwise the iron by all
means, that is if my adwice is of any awail.”’ '
Certainly, — Mrs. Fairfax was glad to have the cooper’s
advice, and she wished to have her well-hucket mended in
the best way, regardiess of expense, though, doubtless, this
regal sinking of pecuniary considerations was all owing to

, the doctor’s presence;, She must appear magnanimous, cost

or no cost, and thus it came about that she brought herself
to grief. . ‘ :

““ As to the expense,”’ reiterated the cooper,.‘‘the iron

“hoop shan’t be much adwance upon the pole; not to you,
Migs Fairfax. What I lose, I lose, but that ain’t here nor’

there ; I wouldn’t send you a piece o’ work wilely done, not
for the whole walue o’ the bucket.” '

“ Humph ! "’ says the doctor, and he set one thumb in the
arn;ho}lle of his waistcoat, and drew himself up by at least
an inch,

1

THE BISHOP'S SON. 183

: i '
¢ That’s all, T suppose, Mr. Hoopes,”” says Mrs. Fairfax,
taking the hint and anxious to get on.

“ Well, pretty much. A wery nice evenin’ ain’tit! Do
you know I said to myself, Miss Fairfax won’t be home
such a wery fine evenin’ as this, afore I sot out, and" yet as
a body will sometimes, you know, I up and wentured.” f

“ Your business must have been urgent,’”” interposed the
doctor, ‘‘ to disregard so strong an impression.’’ .

““ Well, mister, it was urgent, and it wasn’t urgent — both
to onct} ’’ Then turning to Mrs. Fairfax, he went on, * there
was thoy hoops with your indecision onto ’em, but I won’t
pertend that I didn’t go with malice, aforethought. I
wanted a little wisit with you.” .

- ““ And so sought to kill two birds with one stone!?’ inter- .
rupted the doctor, who could not hear such things and hold
his peace, ) ' , :

‘“ Well, yes, wulgarly speaking,’’ answered the cooper, and
then he says that he is not a mere wotary of fashion, that he
can take clear time for wisitin’, and feeling that he had
given the doctor a sharp thrust, he turned to Mrs, Fairfax

again,

““Yes,” he repeated, ¢ I did partly awail myself of an ex-
cuse to wisit you, and though you wasn’t there, I sot for.
some time onto the edge of the well-curb, and that was an
adwantage to me. Any how, it always chirks me up like,
just for to see the holler walls into which you have lived ! ”’

0 Mr. Hoopes,”” says.Mrs. Fairfax, laughing, and then
with two or three little nods that were meant to dismiss him
very courteously, and saying, ¢ You must come again, Mr,
Hoopes,’’ she pulled a very little upon the doctor’s arm, as
though she would go ; but he set his feet a8 you may have,
seen a jackass do sometimes, and quite pulled the other
way ; at the same time, turning and glowering upon the in-
nocent cooper like a thunder cloud.

“Why, if it ain’t Doctor Allprice ! 7’ says the young man,
advancing and offering his hand. “ Your countenanceis so
wariable that I didn’t rightly know it was you, afore, and

- to speak without warnish, I never saw you when you looked

80 kind of ornary. Much sickness in the wicinity ? 7’

The doctor just gave the tips of his fingers to Mr. Hoopes,.
and says, ‘ You were too much taken up with another, sir,”
to recognize me ; but of course you are excusable under the
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circumstances.” He spoke very dryly, and still kept his
head high, ‘

Mr. Hoopes laughed foolishly, and said he certainly had
a walid excuse, and then he coughed, and then he wiped his
mouth on a long, thin shaving that he had been all the while
twisting in his hand, and having thus got the better of his
embarrassment, he repeated his question: *“ You didn’t tell
me, doctor,”” says he, ¢ about the sickness; is any wiolent
disorders prewailin’ now ? . ‘

There the doctor was attacked upon his weak side, and
‘could not resist. There was a good deal of disease, he .said,

“evincing itself, not so much in malignant forms, asin nervous

debility, confusion of thoughts, giddiness, nervous headaches,
shattered nerves, hypersensitiveness, gout, and dyspepsia.
“Lord!” says the -cooper, ‘that’s wariety enough, I
should think.”’ 4 ‘ '
Byt the doctor; thinking to crush the little cooper quite
out, perhaps, went on to say he had one case ju#t now char-
acterized by sometimes a partial, and sometimes a total
loss of voluntary motion and sensation, cansed, no doubt,
by the decreased action of the nerves and capillaries, the
vital energies, in consequence, receiving a defective, nervous
supply. : S
‘“ Lawsy mercy!’’ saysube cooper, not knowing what
else to say ; ‘“a total loss of witality must be dreadfal ! ?’
* You misapprehend,”” says the doctor; ‘“a total loss of
- vitality involves liquefaction, dissolution, death. I spoke of
a deficient nutritive supply ; and allow me to inform you,
gir, that every particle of bone, muscle, nerve, vein, artery,
- gland and membrane must have a new supply of nutritive
atoms every day, which necessary supply must be conveyed
through the arteries and capillary vessels.  You understand
then that when these vessels become diseased and unable to
convey the nutritive supply to any organ, that part of the
~~human gystem becomes enfeebled, debilitated, weak, and

consequently unable to perform its required duties; hence

* paralysis, and so many other diseases from which no temper-
ament, age, sex or habit is exempt. Nature is always
provident, however, and with the aid of medical skill based
on scientiiic principles, is ever really to recuperate and re-
establish herself; and the proper remedies in the hands of
the clinical practitioner, if he be worthy of his profession,

o
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may always be administered without pair, danger, or incon-
venience to the patient.” : ‘ .

Mr. Hoopes again wiped his mouth on the long, thin
shaving he was still twirling and twisting about — very hard,
this time, as he said: ‘I hope, doctor, you’ll try and keep
Mrs. Fairfax well, if you have got any sure prewentative of
disorder, for you must know that she is a wery waluable
member of society here.” ‘ .

“] trust F do not require your asseveration upon that
point,”’ says the doctor very stifly.- S :

The cooper was offended. ¢ Miss Fairfax wants no
woucher, sir,”” he said, ‘“ neither in me nor you. She ain’t
a mere stranger into these parts without anything to recom-
mend her except wulgar pertension, as is the case with some ;
but 1 merely wentured the observation, without intending
offence to anybody.” , B

‘““ And you have'nt given any, neither! has he doctor ? "’

says Mrs. Fairfax, looking up into his face, and at the same-

time offering a hand to the cooper. '

“ I’ll awail myselfof your inwitation wery soon,”” says he,
¢ for I would prefer to wisit you when you’re alone;’’ and
with a mere nod to the doctor, and crushing the shaving in
his hand, he st ‘proudly away, feeling, to use his own
language, that he had come off wictorious. ;

Perhaps the doctor felt it, too, for he walked in sullen
silence. - ‘ _

The widow hung more and more upon his arm till she

- dragged half her weight there, but still he kept bolt upright,

never 50 much as bending his neck toward her. At last,
she says, with a tender reproach in her voice, ¢ What could
make you so rude to that man, dear doctor?”’

““ He's an ignotamus and a bore! but you seemed to find
him very entertaining!”’ : L

Ignoring the close of the doctor’s remark, Mrs. Fairfax
said : ‘“ But you, my dear doctor, are neither, and therefore
— ah, well, let it go — only the man meant no harm.”

‘1 dare say not, in your estimation. How often does he
wistt yon, if I may be permitted to know !’ .

‘“ Wisit me! indeed! Now you’re too bad, doctor, to be’
making fun of the poor man in that way.” :
I dare be sworn you think it too bad, and I very humbly

16%* ‘ ‘ ' :
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beg your pardon; I shall be careful hereafter, (that is, if' I
ever see you again,) how I quote the young gentleman ! "’

Mrs. Fairfax, becoming slightly alarmed, applied an
emollient. She had had occasion, in the way of business,
she said, to meet that man a good many times, and she must
confess he wasrather a bore !

She was careful to say fhat men, every time she spoke of
him, in order to put him a great way from her, and a great
way below her, but it would not do; the doctor’s jealousy
was thoroughly aroused. ¢ In the way of business ?’’ he
said, with all the bitterness of irony possible, and then he
pulled his hat over his eyes, knit his brows, and relapsed

. into silence, deep and awful.

“I’'m ashamed of you | and all about that man, too! it is
really so ridiculous.” <

The widow felt herself treading on thorns, but she spoke
plavfully - \

The doctor’s head wag still hlgh and his®brows all of a
black frown, and he protruded uncommonly as he walked.

The thorns were getting very sharp, and Mrs, Fairfax was
forced to speak: ‘I don’t see what the man had to keep us
standing an hour for!”’ she said; the doctor’s head still
high, the brows still knit, and no re ply but silence,

“Do you? dear Doctor Allprice.”

“Yes, 10 my sorrow, madam !’

Then the widow laughed, and said she supposed she knew,
too; it was all about the mending of that old well-bucket !

She wished she had neyer thought of getting it mended, but -
she was a great hand to have everything neat and orderly

about her.

“ You cannot deceive me in that way, madam ! the young

gentleman is a lover ; an accepted lover, probably.”

“ That man my lover ! I have no lover, my dear doctor,
and I never expect to have ; I am, indeed, alone in this cold
world.”’

¢ Then it’s your own fault, for you must repel the young
gentleman’s advances, I am sure.’

““ Ilow can you, doctorl if you only knew how unhappy
you make me.’

¢ Make you unhappy you, whose heart i is all another’s 17’
" And the doctor’s high head came down, and the brow lost
its frown and grew suddenly reproachful. Then he said be-
tween a'sigh and a mutter : —
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44¢ Yon knew, — but away with the vain reirospection,
The bond of affection no longer endures;
Too late you may droop o’er the foud recollectmn,
And sigh for the friend who was formeriy yonrs.”*”

¢ Cruel ! exclaimed the widow, putting her handkerchief
to her eyes, and then she lifted -her weight a little from the
doctor’s arm, and asked him if she were not growing bur-
densome,

“ Your sylph-like form a burden ? ”’ was all his answer.

Margaret, meanwhile, was stumbling along, with tear-
blind eyes, quite forgotten by these old, young people, now
that she was out of sight. She was quite oblivious to their
conversation, musing to herselfas to whether Mr, Lightwait
were really very ill, and when he would be able to keep his
promise, and whetherfmdeed he would keep it at all ; one of
which questions was presently answered, for as they passed
the parsonage, she saw him sitting in the lamp-light by his
study table, and, as far ag she was able to judge, looking as
well as ever, This did not add to her peace of mind, which
had previously been anything but peace, more pecmlly
since Katherine Lightwait had made a public pro#lamation
of her love and despalr

She could.not get much comfort even from the thought of
an interview with Samuel, for she thought that in purpose
and intent he had committed murder ; she knew that he was
not insane, or that all his madness was his love for her; and
that for his own sake it were better that all things should be
as they were, just now ; better an asylum, than a prison.
S0, whether she spoke out or whether she withheld herself,
she was alike wretched.

Had he suffered no scath, had he been rosy and rollick-
ing, still among the sheep-shearers, it is not unlikely that she
would at this time have steeled her heart against him ; but
he was overtaken by misfortune, in disgrace, and his treach-
egy was truth to her, and what will not a woman forg'lve for
that ? :

‘« My dear child,” says Mrs, Fairfax, When they were come
into the -house ; ; o you are 80 weary and sick you had better
retire at once,’ probably she would have said, «“ Go to
bed,”” but for the doctor’s presence, and with a Little kiss on
her forehead, designed to excite his envy, she dismissed the
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drooping, heavy-hearted girl to such rest as she could get
out of her embiftered solitude. Good, single-minded, and
unselfish mother ! '

By some ways or means, how or what, does not matter,
.she had contrived to bring the doctor to a yielding mood,
- though his heart was only as yet softened, not subdued, and,
passing over the process, whatever it were, we will take up
the conversation at the point it had reached as they seated
themselves on the sofa at the moon-lighted window of her
parlor. a

Would he have a fan? Would he have a glass of wine?
Would he have anything that she could offer him ?

Her hand, her lily white hand, that was all he would have.
Of course so slight a favor was not refused him, and lean-
ing his cheek upon it he repeated in melancholy tones : —

¢ Perhaps his peace I could destroy,
And spoil the blisses that await him;
Yet let my rival emile in joy,
For thy dear sake 1 cannot hate him,?”

It will be perceived by this that he was still harping on the
cooper, ‘ . ’

““So cruel still 7 and after my assurance too that that man
is nothing to me 7’ .

And with her disengaged hand, the widow played de-
murely with his chain, quite unconsciously, and as though it
were her own. .

Then he called her a deceitful maid, and said his only
hope was that time might teach him to forget heér! It had
been his curse to worship beauty, and to be scorned ; ay,
his too susceptible heart was his torment; he had almost
believed that he had found rest for its long wanderings
at last, but the delusior is over, the charm broken and
gone! He was coldly, cruelly dismissed back upon the

world, and told that he was as nothing to the dear keeper -

of his soul. Well, there was yet rest, in the grave. He
would pray for inveterate scrofula, erysipelas, salt rheum, or
for some other form of ulcerous or eating disease to give him

happy release froni the torture of his unrequited affections!

‘¢ Ah, dear one, live for my sake!”’
“ For your sake? sweet mocker!
-And then he said with one of those singularly absurd con-
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tradictions to which despairing lovers are so prone, that he
would plunge at once into the giddy crowd, and in its vor-
tex of idle pleasures, force her image, her fair, sylph-like
image, (she was fat and more than forty) from his mind and "
thought forever. Yes, that he would! memory would drive
him to madness ! '
Then he wished he was a wild rover of the forest, hidden
in depths of eternal solitude, or a dweller by the sea, drink-
ing in the melancholy music of its never-resting waves, and
communing with the fierce spirit of the storm ! or that he
were a wild hunter, bounding along some rocky mountain
side, where never more the rosy cheek of beauty might da,:_z~
zle with its mocking splendors his too eager eyes. ¢ As it
is,”’ he sighed: — . : . ,

LY

#+ The fiends might i)ity what I feel
To know that thou art lost forever.*

~ And then he said : — o :

““ 0 how my heart would hate him if he loved thee not ! *?
3till chafing against the cooper. :

He was not proof, however, — what man ever was—
against the feminine arts that were brought to be:_a,r upon
him, and by little and little the awful majesty of his mood-
gave way, insomuch that his hands began to catch at the .
fluttering ends of her ribbons as for dear life ; and when he
spoke again it was with a faint glimmering of hope. Sleep,
the friend of the outcast and the weary, would at least be
kind, and in dreams and visions of the night it might be
given him to see some poor resemblance of the charms of
her that was another’s! And then he said that evenin a
dream to be blessed were so sweet, he could ask for no
more,

“0 you naughty man! You bad, provoking doctor!”
and the widow gave him a tender little box on the ear; ‘“ as
if you had not already read my inmost heart!’’ She hung
down her head, and hid her face against his shoulder. Is
must be so,'for alas, I am artless and open as any village
girlof themall!' You know, you know all too well, — but I
am dying of confusion.”’ " £

¢ Ah, my fair one, I have read your heart too plainly, and
find there but one name! The name —but I cannot speak
it, my tongue refuses it utterance !”’
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“ Of course you find there but one name, and that is 7’ —
She put her hand on his neck, and leaned softly toward him,
whispering low, her face almost against his, and then she
said, ““ O Prosper, what will you think of me?’”’ and 0
dropped all of a heap upon his arm. /

‘“ You are only playing with my heart-strings,”’ says the
doctor. And then he asks her in very tender whispers if
he shall punish the naughty girl with a — a— with a — and
he finished the question without words. ‘

“0 you wicked creature! how dare you?’’ And then
changing the playfulness of her tone to one of sad reproach,
she, called him cruel to accuse her of playing with his heart-
strings, ‘“ As if I could, with your heart-strings, doctor.”’

‘“ Sweet dissembler, you are not to blame ; you only obey -

a natural impulse; you were created as sportive as the
fawnl?? :

And then he said bis spirit was calmer now, and Ahat he
would forgive her all, provided she would promise never
mote to see that hateful cooper !

“But 1T must!’ cries the widow, willing, perhaps, to
provoke a little jealousy, now that the prize was secure ; and
suddenly sitting up very straight: “ Iron hoops don’t come
for nothing, you know, and then the cooper has been so very
good to me all along, he must be paid, and that promptly,
and you must not be jealous, neither, you big bear.”

‘¢ Send him to me then, with his account,’” says the doctor,
proudly. '

She gave a little start. “* Mercy ! you would have every-
body talking about us ; don’t you see ? »’

“ Let them talk ! but do you shrink after all P

‘““ From what, pray, dear doctor?”’

‘“ My dear girl, one favor, call me Prosper.”’

. And then he explained that he feared she shrank from hav-
ing her name connected with his, and that it weighed upon
his heart like lead. : ‘

Then the widow intimated that there might be circum-
stances ; but that, as she was situated, a lone woman, with
no one to guard her reputation, it were best that she should
pay for the mending of her own well-bucket.

“ That is,”” she said, ‘‘ unless — well, in short, unless I
had the right of ’ —

““ Wise, -careful angel!’”’ cries the enraptured doctor;
‘“yon shall have the right of 77 — : '
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Then, having settled his collar, and re-arranged his hair,
he said with the tone of authority, that the lips that made
him beauty’s slave, should command him in all things else ;
but as for that wretched, insolent boor, the bucket-mender,
he must positively forbid her ever seeing him again !

“ Upon what authority, my dear Prosper? Asmy friend,
or my,physician ? or my — my — but you will think me so
bold !’ S

“ Youbold ! you timid dove, that are all made up of mod-
esty.”' And then he said, laughing foolishly, and speaking
in the eye of the widow, instead of her ear, * by the author-
ity of your — your — your ”” —here he broke dewn, and
said he would conclude with another — but she gave him a
little tap on the chin, and told him he must wait till after!

Then he answered that he couldn’t wait till after, —not
with her tempting mouth so near him, — and that he must
pow | |

This was perhaps what she wished to hear, but she never-
theless made a show of coyness, and told him if it was really
and truly impossible for him to restrain the ardor ofhis affec-
tions until after — why, why it must be very soon, though
she hardly knew how to bring hérself to think of it at all;
she had never meant to, never ! #

¢ And yon never would, would you? if you had not found
your Prosper?”’ : \

" How can you ask it 7"’ : : '

“ Butyou willnow? Say you will, once more. O, Mar-
garet, when ghall it be 777 i

Then he shook hands with her ear instead of the customary
way, and after several vain attempts finally departed.

“ Mercy on us! what a dunce he is I'”’ said the widow, .
in her heart, and she flounced off to bed. The following day
she sent him a faded daguerrotype of herself, taken when she
was at least a score of years younger, and he returned her
the subjoined lines, written in blue ink, and upon deeply-
tinted and gilt-edged paper : — '

TO MY OWN, ON RECEIVING HER PICTURE.

# Thig faint resemblance of thy charms,
Though strong as mortal art can give,
Méconstant heart of fear disarms
" Revives my hope, and bids me live.
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% Sweet copy | far more dear to me,
Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art, .
Than all the living forms can be,
Save her who placed thee next my- heart,

* She placed it snd, with needless fear,
-Lest time might shake my wavering sond,
Unconseious that her image there
Had every sense in fast control, .

¢ Through hours, through years, through time, t*will cheer,
My hope in gloomy moments raise;
In hife’s last conflict *twill appear,
And meet my fond expiring gaze,”

And to this was added : “ Forgive, dear girl, my melan-
choly ; so dazzling a hope must needs beget fear, and love
was ever allied to gloom.”” SR

But perhaps the key-note of his despondency was in the
following line : — ,

“P.S. Remember, wayward fawn, your promise not to
see him again, until after! Remember, O remember]’’

* If the reader imagines that I have attempted to represent
Dr. Allprice as a fool, then'I have failed of my purpose; he
wasg in love, gimply, that is all, and I here set down for se-
rious meditation what Benedict says to Clandio : —

“1 do much wonder that one man, seeing how much
another man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviors to love,
will, after he has laughed at such shallow follies in others,
become the argument of his own scorn by falling in love ;
and such a man is Claudio. I have known when there was
no music with him but the drum and fife; and now he had
rather bear the tabor and the pipe; I have known when he
would have walked ten mile afoot to see a good armor ; and

now he will lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a

new doublet. He was wont to speak plain and to the pur-
pose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and now is he
turned orthographer: his words are a very fantastical ban-
quet, just so many strange dishes. May 1 be converted and
see with these eyes ? I cannottell ; I think not: Iwill not
be sworn, but love may transform me to an oyster; but I’ll
take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he
shall never make me such a fool.”’ . : .
Perhaps every man who is out of love thinks pretty much
after this fashion of his friend who is in love, though said
friend, it may be supposed, is always careful to make the
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best of it : that is, to cover his insanity as cunningly as pos-
gible; and certain it is, that the language of lovers may not
be written or told ; no story-writerhas been bold_ enough to
attempt this, I think, inless with great modlﬁgatlons.

And having said thus much for my own delineament, and
for the sake of the doctor, who I am afraid does not appear
in a very fortunate light, I once more join my broken thread,
and make haste to spin along with my narrative. :

Two of our characters, then, are brought to the acme of
human felicity ; they are in love, and ‘“engaged.”

And by all the accepted rules, therefore, little more should
be said of them; certainly, nothing more need’be, said at

present.

CHAPTER XI

RAT FIGHTING

DAY went by, and another day, and Mr. Light-
wait did not present himself to fulfil his promise
to Margaret, nor did he send any apology, nor
was there anything héard of him. Hours upon
hours she sat at the window looking toward the
parsenage in the hope that she would see him coming, or at
any rate, see him in the garden, or about the door-yard of
his house; but when, by chance, she at last saw & man
about the grounds, it happened that it was twilight, and
she could not tell whether or not it was he. Meantime,
rumors kept coming in about Samuel. At one time, that he
was mad past all hope, tearing his hair by handfuls from his
head, his clothing from his body, and being dangerous, even
to his keeper ; another time, that he appeared as sane as
ever; had denied all knowledge qf the murder ;. ta}ked
freely and intelligently upon all subjects ; and for his diver-
sion had betaken himself to basket-making! Still another
report represented him as wild-eyed, sick and drooping, and
17 _ .
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as having muttered in his sleep of some bloody murder
done long ago at sea ; and of a box of gold that was buried
under one of Mrs. Whiteflock’s haystacks. Luther Larky,
it was said, had upset the stacks supposed to conceal the
treasure, on account of its nearness to the woodst and had
digged all night, by moonlight, having had only his trouble
for his pains. ) , .
. These conflicting reports, coming to her, as she was
isolated from all comfort and sympathy, nearly drove poor
Margaret distracted. If it had been her privilege.to go to
Samuel, to show forth her love by word or deed, it would
have been such a mitigation of her grief, but no such privi-
lege was accorded her ; and-as for claiming it, she could as
easily have set her feeble gtrength against the tide of the
ocean, o »
Heaven pity the woman that, for any \-eason, is forl?ldden
to speak of her love; she had as well have fire in her
- bosom. . '
She had at first felt the greatest satisfaction in the belief
that Mr. Lightwait was ignorant of her secret; but as the
‘time passed and the concealed fire gnawed deeper and
deeper, she was resolved almost, to go to him and uncover
the living death, and entreat his pity — his help. o
With this thought in her heart, she app‘»roa.lched his
grounds night after night as she walked in the fields to fetch
' home the cows; but she no sooner found herself coming
- near to him, than startled from her purpose, and afraid, she
fled away as fast as her feet would carry her. But when
the pressure of any misfortune becomes heavy enough, we
must needs speak or die, and Margaret had almost got her
courage to the sticking point, when the pressure was slightly
lifted ; a three-cornered and sweetly scented little note came

from Mr, Lightwait, addressed to her mother, to be sure,

but still with reference to herself. It ran as follows: -

« My sweet Sister Fairfax: When I was under your

hospitable roof, a day or two since,” (he had not been

under the roof at all, remember), ““1 had the rashness to
make a proposal to your little daughter which I have not
the courage to carry out without your permission. But to
come at once to the head and front of my offending, I pro-
posed to take her to see our unfortunate brother, Samuel

\
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Dale, of whom, by the way, I hear sad accounts. It seemed
to me that it might gratify the childish fondness she appears.
to feel for him, and do no harm, but you, of course, are the
best judge of this, gnd on second thoughts I have been led
to distrust my first impulse; but the little darling has a
strange power upon me, and I could not see her suffering
without at least seeking to relieve it. If you approve of
my suggestion I will report myself for duty in a day or two,
so soon as I shall be well enough, and, as I am in the skilful
hands of Dr. Allprice, I entertain the most sanguine hopes.
If you do not approve, pray forgive me, and believe me, in
the deepest penitence, ,
Your humble brother and devoted servant.”

He did not sign his name in full, but simply, or rather
not simply, ¢ Lightwait.”’

Mrs. Fairfax could not tell just why, but somehow she
felt flattered by the signature. She read the note again
and again, and then she meditated in silence a long while,
and then she re-read it and, finally having borrowed pen,
ink and paper of Margaret, sat herself to the task of com-
posing a reply. She essayed her powers upon unruled
paper at first, bul this baffled her utmost skill, and, having
spoiled several sheets, she came down to ruled lines, and
after much labor achieved a reply — not satisfactory, but
tolerable.

His proposal was very kind, and Margaret’s childish
fondness for the unfortunate young man referred to, would,
she had no doubt, be gratified by its execution, and she
sincerely hoped he would be gble to report himself very
soon. And so she took leave to send her little danghter to
him, with her acceptance, knowing that his spiritual-mind-
edness and godly conversation must have the happiest effect
upon the morbid condition to which the late excitements
had reduced her, .

With much love to Miss Lightwait, she was, &c., &c.

This' was the substance of what she wrote, what she
thought, was another thing ; but if it had been written
would have run somewhat as follows: He has been rash
enough to make one ridiculous proposal, this bishop’s son ;
perhaps, all things concurring, he will be rash enough to

- make another ; we will give him the opportunity ; besides,




196 THE BISHOP'S SON.

~

Margaret cannot but contrast Sam Dale unfavorably with
this great man, if she have but the chance. ¢ Pride above
all things strengthens the affections.” So says one who
knows a good deal of the human heart, and Mrs. Fairfax
had, somehow, arrived at the same conclusion. She had
some fears, it is not unlikely, of the interview with Samuel,
but hope was strong too, and she played for a high stake,
and must risk something.

The sun was get, and the cbol, red clouds drifted to high

fantastic heaps above the western hills, and the shadows
beginning to creep dimly out from the borders of the woods,
when she put the note in Margaret’s hand with instructions
to carry it at once to the parsonage. ‘ And mind, dear,’’
she said, ““it is not be trusted with any one but Mr. Light-
waib himself, so be sure you ask to see him.”

‘“ Yes, mother,” and Margaret’s face was all aglow as,
gaking her hood from the wall, she was flying out of the

oor. . :

‘“ Stop, foolish child ! stop! not in that old dress, surely,
and just see your hair!’” Buot Margaret was out of hear-
ing, her hair tumbled, her face flushed, and her blue gingham
gown slipping off one shoulder, J
. *“Mercy, mercy ! she will spoil it all !’ cries Mrs, Fairfax.

“0, dear, good Mr, Lightwait, he is going to take me to
see Samuel after all!’”’ ~ And she flew faster and faster,
across the hollow, along the slope, where they had gathered
the daisies in the moonlight, past the sheltered nook where
the tender confession hiad been made, all close to the garden,
all in the garden, where, as if struck suddenly dumb, she
stood still, her eyes sturing wide, and the hot blood in her
cheek dropping cold and heavy to her heart. She had ex-
pected to find her pastor in his study, pale, sad and sick,
his religious books about him, and his mind composed to
heavenly contemplations; and was that he before her?
vigor in all his attitudg, and the hot eager glow of mad ex-
citement flushing in his cheek, and giving an animal expres-
sion to his mouth and eyes. There was a deep scratch
across the back of one hand, and the wristband had some
splashes of fresh blood upon it, fhis hat was tumbled in the
grass, and seemed to have been rolled about a good deal,
for bits of dead leaves and dry grasses were sticking to it,
his coat was off, and thrown over a bush at hand, his waist-

4
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coat was unbottoned, and his hair dashed away from his

“forehead, as she had never seen it till then. He was stoop-

ing forward, his hands resting upon his thighs, and gazing
intently into what seemed to be a rough wooden box, that
stood near by. o ' i 4

A small black terrier was barking and snapping from be-
tween his legs, and altogether he looked so little like the
saintly man that was used to c¢lasp his white hands over the
Bible, of a Sunday, that it was no wonder Margaret stood
still. . She could hear a dull thrumming afnd thumping inside
the box, now against one side and now the other, and a
clawing and scratching and squealing that frightened her;
nor was her [terror lessened when, drawing near, still un-
perceived, she looked down into the box and beheld the
ghastly white teeth, writhing tails, torn shoulders, and
bloody heads of a couple of fighting rats! ‘

And this was the business that so transformied and

absorbed the gentle, pious pastor

For a moment, he stood aba,she}d before the modest faqe
of the young girl, and then his brow clouded, and he bit
his lips, more as if in anger with her than ashamed of lnrln-
self. .

“ And what procures me this unexpected pleasure, at this
hour ?’’ he said, as he dashed on his coat, and thrust back
out of sight the blood-specked wristband. : -

It was as if the hour was very ill-chosen, and Margaret
felt rebuked and mortified, but at the same time quite con-
scious of her advantage. She said, therefore, emboldened

. partly by her advantage, partly by a just feeling of indigna-

tion: ¢The hour, Mr. Lightwait, suited my convenience.
Iam only sorry it doesn’t suit yours.” And she glanced
significantly at the box. .

Then Mr. Lightwait said it was not of his own con-

-venience he was thinking — it would be convenient for him

to see her at any hour, but he fea,re'd.frdm ‘the appearance
of the clouds that rain was approaching, and if she should
happen to be caught in a thunder storm, why! it would be

- dreadful. -

She smiled, glancing at the box again, as though she
would say a thunder storm were much less dreadful than

at. ‘ .

Then she spoke out, “I came to fetch you this, from

17* : |
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mother,”” and she presented the not | i

‘ ) e,

a,\ava,;]:r\f but he deta.iné)d her. %md was tuming
“No, my pet, the rain is not so imminent

son‘n__aEt[hmg Bpecial to say.”’ : net, and 1 have
‘“ Here, Dick,”” he called to his man, who was at work i

1z;mother part of the garden, ‘“come and make an end ;;.1

AILaese mad feilows — I am heartily sick of the sight of them,”’
nd then, doubtless for Margaret’s especial benefit, <1

don’t know why he should have put the nasty things in my

way, at any rate, —such a horrible sight.’’

. But as Dick approached, he went elose to him and spoke

bow, so low that she could not hear distinctly what he said
ut from the man’s answer, which was that the critter’é

- were good for a dozen turns yet, she could not help fearing

that his orders were to kee ' i
| p them for another fight. It
gl(;sghlté, however, ;:.hat her fears misled her, anﬁ that thl:
uctions were o i | ’
u8 home a more merciful character. \And so let
‘“What if my house be. troubled with a rat,
[ .t , and I be
pleased to give ten thousand ducats to Ttave it baned ? 7’
N And with this s’ohlo_quy he took Margaret’s hand, and led
er to another part of the grounds, and having seated her
Wl‘t‘hln an arbor of tangling vines, he went on : —
Sa I can give no reason, nor I will not, more than a.

lodged hate and a certain loathing I bear Antonio, that I

follow thus a losing suit against him.”’

Then he opened the note, cutting the wafer loose with his
knife, and blewing the particles aside with his breath, as
_t-i_lough they offended him; and as he read, he frowned and
bit his lip, as though he were disappointed, or displeased
or both. He folded it atlast, and then he said to Margaret,
“You know what this is, my dear?”” And on her replyiu;g"
in the negative, he told-her what it was, and expressed him-
self delighted with the privilege of putting his little plan into
_?txecutwn. ‘““And so, my darling,”” he concluded gayly

you have nothing to do but name the day.” ’

e %&morrow 7 ) '

““ Yes — perhaps —Iet me see! What did brother Timp-
son say about his dearborn? 0, I know ! he wants trgl?x‘]sl?e '
it himself to-morrow.”’ '

:: Then you have sden him about it ? "’

‘ Why, to be sure, and I should have seen you too, and
kept my promise, but I have been sick, you know.”
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« Very sick ? because you are looking so_well to-night.”

«'Ah, thank you, even for false coin, but I can repay you
in genuine ; and truly 1 mever saw you so charming as in
this simple gown'; and then yourhair ! why the winds have
dressed it for you, to perfection! And what splendid wait-
ing maids they are, to be sure, with their soft hands and
delicate perfumes; I wish we never required any other;
I wish we had some sweet little isle of our own, where we
might live —well, as Adam and Eve did in the garden.

: Suppose now, as the scenery is 8o fitting, we play their parts,

just for an hour. 'What say you, my beautiful Eve 777, He
touched her bright head at this, and then, as if by chance,
the hand slid to the neck, and finally to the rosy, dimpled
shoulder, where it rested: Then he began repeating pas-

ges from Paradise Lost.

¢ §o pasged they naked on, nor shunned the sight
Of God or angel; for they thought no ill;
So hand in hand they pasaed, the loveliest pair
hat ever since in love’s embraces met;
Adam the godliest maa of men since born
His sons, the fairest of her daughters, Eve,
Under a turf of shade that on a green
Stood whispering soft, by a fresh fountain side
fhey sat them down, and after no more toil
Of their sweet gardening labor than sufliced
o recommend cool zephyr and made ease.
More easy, wholesome thirst and appetite
More grateful, to their supper fruits they sped,
Nectgrine fruits which the complaisant boughs
Yieldod therm, sidelong rs they sat reclined
QOu the goft, downy bank damask with flowers:
The savory pulp they ehew, and ia the rind,
§till as they thirsted, scoop the brimming siream;
Nor gentle purpose nor endearing smiles ’
Wanted. nor youthful daliiance, a8 beseems
Fair conple linked in bappy nuptial league
Alone, as they.” :

Margaret who had waited impatiently, said, when he
aused, « If not to-morrow, when? that is, if we are to go
atall?”? , .o
¢« 8o you aré still a-tiptoe to see your Samuel?”’ he ans-
wered, with an almost reproachful look of his sad eyes, and
tightening the clasp of his hand a little upon the shrinking

shoulder, =
« Our Samuel.” And Margaret dropped her eyes and

blushed. .
“Your correction makes me happy, my dear; do you
know I was half jealous of that handsome rascal 7’ still
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clasping the shoulder, and praising its roseate beauty with

his eyes. A

" Margaret drew up her sleeve, the blush deepening, quite

over her neck, and turned slightly away. Then he cried,

half gayly, half petulantly, ;
[

& My fairest, my espoused, my latest foundg,
Heaven’s last best gift, my evef new delight !
‘Why frownest thon thus on thy disconsolate Adam?
Cowme, dear, t Welose the prime to mark how spring
Our tender plants, how blows the ¢itron grove,
‘What drops the myrrh, and what the balmy reed,
How nature {)aint.s her colors, how the bee ‘
8its on the bloom extracting liquid sweets,”?

“ Come, such whisperings waked Eve in the old time, and
will it not arouse, and bring my little Eve back to herself? ”’
She hung her head, and pouted in silence, and he went on ;—

% Now ia the pleasant time,
The eool, the silent, save where silence yields
'To the night warbling bird, that now awake,
Tunes sweetest his love-iabored song; now reigns,
¥ull orbed the moon, and with movre pleasing light
Shadowy sets off the face of things; in vain,
If none regard.”

““ But, come, it is time you should begin your part; I will
prompt.”’ '

.

0, sonl, in whom my thoughts find all repose,
My glory, my perfection! Glad I see
Thy face,” . :

i

‘“ Come, why don’f you begin? and Eve, you must know,
embraced Adam as she said this; you are not playing your
part well, my dear, not at all.”. o

“I am not playing any part.”” And with her lip trem-
ling and her eyes glistening with tears, Margaret stood up,
and said she would go home. He put his arm around her
waist, arnfd drew her to his knee, kissed her, and calling her
his poor vexed child, said he would not plague her any
more, no he wouldn’t, and nobody should ; nobody nowhere.
Then he said he would go to the house and fetch his um-
brella and walk home with her, and they would arrange
matters by the way. ‘
~.;When he was gone she felt tempted to run away ; but she
thought it would look ill-bred and rude, and as she dreaded
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nothing so much as that, she remained, against her judgment
and her will, as it were. She counld not get the images of
the bloody rats.out of her mind, and then the part her pas-
tor had pretended to play, though its significance was not-

© very clear, annoyed her. She had parsed a little in Paradise

Lost, at school, and knew it was in Father Goodman’s li-
brary,and so her dissatisfaction was, in some sort, satisfied. -
It was a good while before Mr. Lightwait returned, and,
meantime, the clouds that shone in a rosy-bank along the

-west when she set out from home, had grown gray, and then

black, and finally overrun half the sky, and rain threatened
every mouient.

“ We must hurry,”” Margaret said, putting on her hood,

““ No, it is too late for that ; see yonder!”’

Sure encugh, there was a gray streak of falling rain along
the ridge between Mrs. Whiteflock’s house and her mother’s.

" He sat down, contentedly as could be, and pulled Marga-

ret down beside him, and then began to hum to her, —

# ¢ Wiil you come to the bower I have shaded for you?
Your bed shall be roses bespangled with dew,
Will you come, darling? Say, will you come??

“We had better go now,”’ Margaret said. ** Maybe, it
will rain all night ; the clouds look like it.”” -
¢ Suppose it does ; our bower will protect us, therefore —

¢ Daunghter of God and man, accomplished Eve,
Be not affrighted.’”

“ But you said you would not plague me any more,” '

““ Plague you ! not for the world ; but surely the beauti-
ful thoughts of our immortal Milton cannot plague you.
Just hear : — o .

+

¢ ¢ I'n ghadier bower
Pan or Sylvanus never slept, nor nymph L
. Nor Faunug haunted., Here, in close recessil
With flowers, garlands, and sweet-smelling herba,
Espouséd Eve decked first her nuptial bed,
And heavenly choirs the hymenesn sung.””

.

“But I did not come to hear Milton ; I came”’ —
“ Ah, my little Eve, you came about your Samuel, didn’t

you??” o ) ,
“ My Samuel, again! Well, if you like to have it 80.’
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‘I don’t like to have it so; but let me tell you about my
visit to Brother Timpson ; isn't he a gueer chap ? he calls
all his d’s like j’s. Fot instance, when I asked him about
thg_ dearborn, he said|he was almost immejiately going to
Injianapolis, Injiana ; an ojious journey, to be sure, but it
must be took, and so he would have use for his dearbin ! ”’

And then he added, still mimicking Brother Timpson, ¢ 1 -

suppose that was injubitably true, for what could injuce our
good neighbor to deny me his mejium of conveyance, other-
wise ?”’ He wondered whether this ijiom of Brother Timp-
son would not be effective in the pulpit. And then he
laughed, and continued fo laugh till he saw by Margaret’s
still, pale face that she was shocked and astonished, when

he said he meant no harm — he thought Brother Timpson a

most estimable man, but to say the truth, he did think one
of his children pretty nearly an ijiot! And then he said he
referred to Miss Thally Thimpson, who he was thorry to
thay was just now very thick! And so he fell laughing
again, _ -

‘“ By the way, do you know Sister Timpson ? She’s a
power in the church, and I may say in the world, isn’t she 7 7’

She was a little, pale-eyed, meek woman, with thin hair
and a freckled face; a person who never went out of her
own.doors, and who was afraid of her own voice.

““She did not speak-directly to me, during my stay, but
I must give her the credit o say that she did speak for my.
benefit. She took little Thally on her knees and told her to
tell the gentleman that a little flaxseed tea would be good
for his cold ; and that he would find it healin’ and soothin’
and coolin’ and quietin’, which 1 took tobe a very kind thing
of her. It came to me, however, in the regular way, and
was not transmitted through her little daughter Thally, as
she desired, that modest young damsel preferring $o hide
her apple cheeks in the maternal bosom — a position from
which, on my own personal account, I had no disposition to
dislodge her.”

Still Margaret sat in sad, rebuking silence, and suddenly
changing his manner, and placing his hand gently uponher’s,
he said : ““ My child, I perceive in all things you are too
- superstitious. Did you ever read that chapter of the Acts
of the Apostles ; the fourteenth, I think it is, where it tells
how Paul and Barnabas rent their clothes, and ran in among

i
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the people, erying out, ** We also are men with like pas-
gions with you”’ : :

() the prejudice of men and women too.!’’ And then

“he said, very sadly —

« And certain men which came down from Judea taught
the brethren, and said, except ye be circumcised after the
manner of Moses, ye cannot be saved.” ,

And then he sighed, and said the world was not advanced
one whit since that day, and after a little silence repeated
the subjoined text : — A
- ¢ But with me it is a very small thing that I should be
judged of you, or of men’s judgment : yea, I judge not-mine
own self, For I know nothing of myself; yet am I not’
hereby justified ; but he that judgeth me is the Lord.””

The rain was falling - slowly on the leaves above their
heads, and the winds made little stirs among them, that were
gadder than silence; it was not yet wholly dark, but the
twilight just hung on the edge of night, giving to all things
that uncertain gloom that is more impressive than light or
darkness, : 7

‘“Bhall we pray ? ”’ he said, when he spoke again, and
all at once, dropping on his knees, and veiling his face,
he began to pray, using the Lord’s prayer, and pausing to

_repeat twice, and with ' great unction, * Lead us not into

temptation.”” After the amen, he took Margaret by the
hand, and said, ‘“ Now let us go home ;’’ and so he led her
all the way, as though she had been a little child, talking
chiefly on religious subjects, and seeming to be aliogether

~in a contrite and devout frame of mind,

At her mother’s door he took formal, almost cold leave of
her, and as he turned back in the darkness and the rain, she
stood looking after him, wistfully, almost tenderly.
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THE BISHOP'S SON,

CHAPTER XII.
GOSSIP. | '

HE waves of the-ocean do not succeed and
obliterate one another more constantly and
surely than do the waves of thought and feeling,
interest and emotion, in the affairs of life; and
: ‘ten days were hardly gone since the .arrest and
imprisonment of Samuel Dale, for his confinement among
lunatics amounted to nothing less than imprisonment, when
the neighborhood was thrown into a new state of excite-
ment by the report that a travelling show was giving exhi-
bitions in the neighboring city, Cincinnati, and would, within
a fortnight, at farthest, make a halt at Bloomington, '
“Heard the news, Mrs. Fairfax ?” inquired the butcher,
leaning over the door-yard fence one morning, and suffering
the heifer he was leading by the horn to nibble the short

-bunch grass by the wayside.

“News? No. Anybody sick or dead?” she replied
dropping her pruning-knife and hurrying toward him. ~ And
here it may as well be stated that the expulsive power of
her new affection (?) for Dr. Allprice had pretty nearly
driven every other interest from her mind; her inquiry,

therefore, was perfectly in the-order of her thoughts,

Then Mr. Stake, the butcher, told all about the great
show that was coming. -

“ Busy times for me, Mrs. Fairfax, busy- times enough !
Why mem it'll take a dozen critters a day to feed the beasts
agreeable to what I hear tell, to say nothing of the gentle-
men showmen, musicians .and all, and they do say some of
the birds eats meat!” K -

“Is it possible! I never hearfl of such a thing!” ecries
Mrs. Fairfax; “and I don’t believe the doctor ever did — Il
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ask him — of course he knows about birds and things, in the
is profession.” .‘ o
Wit‘yl)orf gllsiplz‘li'ce, you mean? Well, I can’t say tPat I believe
in him over and above, sense that affair here t'other night.
Why, if it hadn’t a been for Peter Whiteflock . your glfl
mi }};% 'a’ died, I reckon. When big words comes 1n t}lerg ]
a,pg for to be a split, and common sense 'ge::lerally’ goes t'other
way! That’s my notion, but maybe ’tain’t yourn. o
& Ag for big words,” replied Mrs. Fairfax, stifly, I might

- ag well blame you for using your butcher-knife—they belong

rofession. . And as. for my daughter, it was the
fi%cz};ﬁ’sgnedicine,,and not the effect of anything tbat Petelli
did, which brought her out of her fainting fit, I can te
T ide hi ion; t feelin
. Stake coughed to hide his confusion; but, not feeing
satlgged with hirz;g success, took up the tail of the he;fei' and ,
with it brushed away some dust from the knees of his trow-
sers, and then he coughed again, almost’ choking this time,
and then he said he didn’t know but he’d have to-get sg;rlhe
Hoctor-stuff himself; and so with a laugh and another swito
‘of the brush, he brought himself round—not that he was in
the. least convinced of an error of judgment, but simply
because he found it hard to breaslt the current that set so
inst him. _
&tll?%%r =:gv'gata;n:aﬁj-spea,kin’ about sickness,” he remarked, Wllien'
he again found voice, quite falling in with the tenor _of? 8.
Fairfax’s thought — “did you happen to know that glzer
Whiteflock had a bad turn, day afore 'ygsterday, it strikes
i a‘s.,, ‘ ) - - I - >
m?‘%zy no! Serionus, was it, 80 a8 to require medicine ‘.:1’ ,
« Well, yes, they did send for Dr. Dosum, but, they couldn 3
get him; he has such an awful big practice, you k,;ﬂO;W,, Ia:n .
then they sent for Allprice, bein’ as they couldn’t get ti oth elréi
and so I s'pose he’ll have the case; doctors general I)Ir o
on, you know. I only hope he’ll know how to treat him —
] » o .
thgzda};ien he remarks that Peter is a man, that he is pzeu(i
liar; “he ain’t even sick like nobody else,” he says. F nf
then he explains that he seemed to have fallen into a fit 0
some kind; that he was found lying on the grgund stiff aﬂlg
bull’s tail.  “ And don’t you think,” says he, ¢ that that o
mare o’ his’n, Posey, had poked her nose into his shirt-hosom,
18
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and was a-licking away for dear life!” Adding with almost

fat ¢ : i
f rﬁltz%?ughtlessness. “Some thinks that was what brung

“ A likely story, to be sure!” says Mrs. Fairfax./

“Yes, just ds you say, a likely story!” chimes in the

- butcher; “and after all the d
, : octor-stuff he took ?
:: lgeolci)le aae so absurd,” says Mrs. Fairfax. - tqo! :
Do absurd people is, you are quite righ ; but

; ght there ; but the
warm tongue o’ the brate might i 7.
“ §0nsenae! the idea!” 5 possibly, you know.
“Yes, ’tis a strange idea; some entertains i
e b
“Of course, we know better.” riains 1t thongh.
“«Of course.”

Then Mr. Stake said he noticed the doctor’s horse at Mr, -

Whiteflock’s gate that morni
, gate orning a8 he wa; ing .
for creatures i his line o’-busifess. ® going out to look

“‘ At A . » -I -
Pota Bf[r Wh1teﬂoclfz’s did you say?” inquired Mrs,
“Yes,” replied the butcher, ot havi i

. 2 aving noticed the -
:1 ple;.-’ced on the Mr, “Yes, as I was %Jut to look foinzg];:-
hures, 1fmd then he said, symipathetically, “a doctor must
.tave a hard life of it, being broke of his rest and all ; ¥ thag
;uxgsat;a&'%;ly fa}{hght when he sot, out to look for the crea-
ures, at the doctor had already ‘been dragged out ?f

“Are yvo it 3 i ﬂ
o ])5 0:1181;1;:?1” was Ais horse ?” says Mrs. Fairfax, «and
And then she asks, perha ' 1 A

. ps to draw out something furth
in reference to the doctor. for what mzelf 1ad
. a
halfpoened to be stirring so éarly. case o bimself had
“ On account of the creatures,” says the butchepr. ¢
gee I don’t know. where I may Ii’g 7 };’ one ; angh§£i1 takYem:al.1
Eg\;v;;ﬁ:lloilﬁgg toffﬁd t%}e_ d:show-beasts, Bengal tiger and all,
of the bir i ith * i
meﬁt is doubthil yor s, ‘thch with ’em the eating of
e used the word creature no doubt, in d
- " : * ! ef
Faﬁfax, and as being more euphonious,than ca?tﬁg.c © to Mrs.
@ rls). Fairfax ha('i' heard that bats ‘would eat mice; but
g i}r; ats was no sign, she said; they ‘wasn’t one thiné nor
d‘o er, with their great leather wings! She had heard the
octor say there were no bats in the part of the country he

came from and she didn’s ﬁhink there ought to be, anywhere.

o ‘ &
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The butcher quite agreed with her; “they are nasty
things,” he said, “a-comin’ a-dashin’ into-the house o’ nights
Jike their heads was off, and scarin’ a-body!” he was glad
to.know there was anywheres where there was no bats!

This was meant to be a delicate compliment to the doctor,
and was so received. Mrs. Fairfax felt so kindly toward -
him that she immediately inquired after his family. .

« The children was all able to eat their portion,” he said,
« egpecially if there happened to be a choice part of a choice
creature on the table; but his lady was complaining some.”

«She needs medicine I dare say,” was the comment of
Mrs. Fairfax. And Mr. Stake said he would tell his lady
which it was the opinion of Mrs. Fairfax that she needed
medicine, and he hoped she might be induced to see Dr.
Allprice.

«] do hope so! the dear little woman!” cries Mrs. Fair-
fax. And then she says the doctor’s medicine has the most
magical effect upon —some! She hesitated befor%bpro-
nouncing the last word of the sentence, and it is pro able
‘that she had intended to conclude with 2 personal pronoun;
but somehow the broad daylight, and the ereature standing
by the fence-side, operated as a check, and caused her to give
her remark 2 more general application. ' .

« Maybe,” says the butcher, casting up a sheep’s eye;
“maybe his medicines is particular adapted to your casel
not that I mean to say he ain’t a good doctor.”

%0, Mr. Stake, you naughty man!” cries Mrs. Fairfax,
blushing and giving the strings of her cap a little flirt.
«What put such nonsense into your head, to be sure!” And -
then she says the doctor and she are good friends, the best
of friends, indeed ; but that there is nothing but friendship
between them. o

«] have seen things which they was nothing but friend-
ship in the beginning that they turned out fur otherways!”
says the butcher, laughing, and switching the tail of the cow
which he still held in his hand, this way and that, with great
energy, in order to adjust himself to his own audacity. .

“Did you ever! {?Vhy you get worse and worse, Mr.
Si#ke,” cries the widow, radiant with delight. And then
shé says she has a great. mind to, patronize the butcher at

_ the other end of the town, and so retaliate upon Mr. Stake.

By this time the relation bettveen them had become so:
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amieable that the butcher ventured to let go the cow’s tail
and rest himself for support entirely upon the fence. ’

“ You patronize the butcher at the other end of the town,
indeed!” says he, laughing as though it were a fine joke -—"
“a dealer in old sheep, corned beef and liver?} Ab, I'll
trust you for that— there is some that don’t know what’s
what, and there is some that does, and you’re one of ’em.”
And then he said his class of customers ‘was the class which

it was the same that Dr. Allprice belonged to— “none ¢’
your ecommon sort, no mam!”

They talked of the “weather, the crops, the prices, Mrs, |

Fairfax through all making constant allusion in one way or
another to Dr. Allprice. - For instance, when Mr. Stake re-

marked that it looked like for rain, she replied that it was

fortunate the doctor had a top buggy! and when he remarked
that vegetables was high that season, she answered that the
doctor did not eat vegetables— he didn’t think they wag
healthy. The fact being that no subject could have been
introduced, no matter how far ayfay at first, that ‘would not
have led directly back to the doctor, ,

They gossipped a little about the neighbors. Mrs. Rhine-
lander had got a new high-post bedstead that was reported
to have cost fifteen dollars ; though Mr. Stake gave it as his
dpinion that it had not cost so much; “folks always make out
a big story,” said he. Then he said that his lady had seen it,
and she didn’t think it was so very much better than their'n,
that cost only nine dollars. Miss P. Goke, the milliner, was
going to raise her half story up, so folks said, and going to
take boarders; and who did Mrs. Fairfax s’pose she was
going to take? Why, M. Hoops, the couper, for one!
Whether she was going to take him for good and all nobody
knew, and he s’posed it was nobody’s business, and he was
sure he didn’t care what Miss P. Goke did, but as a general
rule, he thought it best for a body to stick to one trade, and
it did seem as if bonnets and boarders didn’t go good to-

ether. Co .
g John Huff, the tanner, that he lost his wife only last
November'—the tenth, he thought it was— had stripped
the ©rape off bis hat, and stuck a little straw concern side-
Way§ on to his head, just to make him look young. “Don’t
you think, Miss Fairfax,” said Mr. Stake, “that Huff came
to my place t'other day to see if T had anything in his line,
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‘ | ~— our business brings us
—_ my creatures, you know —-our bust ‘
t %f}?;r njcr)w and th;,n,: and instead of comin’ through {:)he‘
;%e like 2 white man, he puts his hand on to the top bar

“ond bounces over the fence like a young spark. 1 give him

: »
d that I didn’t approve of such capers. )
to]illl;g e?:m??fax did not know Mxr. Hulﬁ' at all, b};ﬁt il:;e g:z
. i t one wife,
hat when a man. of his class lost op :
k?ggy 1wiilf:aly to act the fool till ‘he got another. And thit;
r. Stake hastened to explain that he was no ways intima .
with John Huff —¢his business is not up to mine? he said,
«but the creatures, you see% oceupy & kind of middle grour
t on to it sometimes. s .
thaﬁxﬁetﬁ? he said, Huff wasn’t tlla)e 01115{i mag ;111 'B&lo;nsll:;%.
. he was a comin’ out a buttertly; dole, -
;?:ﬁ:ﬁalgagethmwn that little back room into his front shop,

and stuck up a red screen catacornered like, so that the

ladies could try on their shoes without being exposeﬁw he

hat was the idee, anyhow. ”
re?zigli]t?lfotions is a creepin’ onto us mlgl_lty fast, ;aygx?é[;'é
Stake, and then he says 13111(513.1:‘hCmcu]l:::)azt:;:aul%D :fta?ooru; ltl :hat ost
town in the whole world, he reckons, i Blobmin iat he
doesn’t know as he ants to live there; Bloot %‘airfa,x
i enough for him. And then he asks Mrs,
%‘u:afe i]iillllf)WS thgat the Whiteflocks bhave s?t up ]a cam;geo i;. .
« A carriage! Lord bleat]?l n(:lly iou;l, £9' What so
inge ? Anything like the doctorsy . C
cafflvziif%eil, 1o, ityain’tgiike the_doc}:or’s-:—:lt’g bigger ﬁl‘i)dl téleéz 3
more heft to it accordin’ to its size ; it's ll.n?d ng 2 ul::onor
the curtains of it is regular silk, but I hain’t ha h 1;; o
to be no nearer to it than I am now. I l’x’ear the alk, th
' say it cost a mint o’ money. . o
all"‘ %nv?ogfe); ifyt.he old mare, Posey, is to be dljwen tio it 18
says Mrs, Fairfax with a little sneer, and then she a'llllgbe
and sneers outright, and says she wonders if Pei"fr WSlister
taken out much for his health! And then she Wc:{xb‘ers iater
Whiteflock doesn’t enlarge her house, withal; 1gnas X ‘;
it isn’t big enough,” she says; “she has to use the cellar, y

know!” . o
n‘{‘W’\‘;Vcall, now, I reckon that’s Peter’s fault, purty much, if

1 ther,” says Mr. Stake. .
no‘ffﬁ;&gr?s f?g’dles%rick 1 was all the answer Mrs, Fairfax

made to this suggestion, It was too supremely ridiculgus.
18%
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“You women —ladies, I mean,” says the butcher, “is
always hard onto one another,” and then he says Mrs, W hite-
flock is able to have a carriage, and it doesn’t cost anybody
a red cent, except herself; he wishes her well, for his part.

. “Dear me, and so do I, I hope,” and then Mrs. Fairfax
says, that nobody can esteem Sister Whiteflock higher than
she — that she considers her, in fact, as one of the excellent
of the earth, and wouldn’t for the world say a word to her
disparagement ; but after all, she does think some of Sister
Whiteflock’s ways are a little queer!

“Them high bows on her bonnet, for a woman of her

ears, and the mother of ghe don’t know how many children!

hy, she can hardly get into the meetin’-house sometimes,
with all her furbelows.” J .

And then Mrs. Fairfax says, 4lmost under breath, “Be-
tween you and me, Mr, Stake/if Sister Whiteflock wasn’t
Sister Whiteflock, she’d a’ been disciplined in the class-
meeting long enough before this time, for her overmuch
finery, and — well, 1 won’t say!”

. “Now you ladies is too bad !” says the putcher, again,

“ Maybe so0,” answers Mrs, Fairfax, and then she asks him.
with 3 little tap of her fore-finger upon his hand, if he has
had the pleasure to see Luther Larky lately; adding with
the bitterest sarcasm that she thinks young Luther Larky a
hopeful case! and then she laughs and tosses her cap ribbons
over her shoulders and says this is a funny world.

“It’'s a world that it’s uncharitable,” says Mr. Stake, and
then he went on to say that he himself had thought strange
of some of Mrs. Whiteflock’s ways sometimes in. the days
that they was gone, but that her noble and magnanimous
conduct upon a certain occasion which he had had oceasion
to have with her, that it called her up out of her— he would
say that it called her from her retirement at the solemn
midnight hour, had eonvinced him that some of the things
he had thought, was things that they wasn’t true. «She
treated us with perfect luxuriance,” remarked Mr. Stake,
“upon the oceasion that'we had occasion to have it, and I
take that 28 a test of good temper, anyhow, because that it’s
aggravating to most ladies to be called from their retirement
onseasonable. Why, even a creature will hook a feller,”
says he, “that has rousted up onseasonable.”

Mrs. Fairfax soon fixed the occasion, and this done she
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drew forth all the particulars, by 2 little leading and manage-

ment, and when she knew about the brandy and the rest of -
it, she shook her head ominously, as much as to say she put
her own interpretation upon Mrs. Whiteflock’s conduct upon
the occasion, and aIZintepretation differing materially from

that of the butcher. ’
«You men are so easy took in,” she says, and then she

asks innocently if Sister Whiteflock buys her butcher’s
meat of Mr. Stake. She inquires, she says, because she has
geen her, or Luther Larky, which is the same thing, buying
occasionally of that upstart at the other end of the town.
It did not oceur to her that this insinuation betrayed her-
self, but it did occur to the butcher, and besides, he had too
vivid a recollection of the peach brandy to permit any new
prejudice from taking root in his mind. He thought he
must be getting along with his creature, he said, shading his
eyes with his hand and looking at the sun, and then he asked
Mrs. Fairfax to call and see his lady, and he added they
would try and give her something to keep her from starvin',
if she stayed with ’em half a day.” .

Mrs. Fairfax thanked him, and said she didn’t visit mucb,
her church duties and one thing and another occupied most
of her time, but she would make it a point to see Mrs. Stake,
if possible.

“ W ell, now, you must try and come!” says the bt},tcher;
my lady’ll be quite made up to have a visit from you. :

“ You are very good to say so, and I shall certainly make
it a point.” ‘ o ,

“ You must make it a pint and make it soon too/’

“Thank you, I will try to make it soon, Mr. Stake.”

“ Well, if you only try you can.” |
+ «J shall do my best, certainly.”

“ Now, youw’ll be sure.”

“Quite sare, I think.”

. “Well, then, I'll tell my lady, and she’ll expect you, Don’t
forget it!” S

“I will not forget, and Mrs. Stake shall not be dglﬂ&p-
pointed.” ‘ ,

“ What day shall I tell my lady to look for you ?”

Mrs Fairfax does not know that she is prepared just then
to name a day. ‘ o

“Q, but you must,” says the butcher. ¢Ladies likes to
know when ‘ladies is goin’ to call on ’em.”
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“Then wo will say Wednesda,y; the doctor says he always

has good luck on that day; besides its market day, and I
can kill two birds with one stone, you see.”

“Ha, hal Very good! Then yowll come and no fail,
Miss Fairfax?” :

“No_failure, unless something unforseen should happen,
which is not likely.” ‘ _

“Which it is not likely; but you musn’t forget, will you
now, Miss Fairfax ?” - - '

“0, no, Mr. Stake, the doctor says he never forgetsf an-

invitation, and I don’t neither.” .

“Then my lady may depend on seeing you?”

“Yes, to be sure.”

“1'11 tell her so, then.”

“Of course.”

“Come early, Mrs. Fairfax.”

113 Yes.” . .

“And stay and take a bite with us — we'll try to give you
something you can swaller.” '

Mrs.' Fairfax, who had been retreating backward slowly
and suggestively for the last five minutes, replied to this
hospitable appeal by a smile and a nod, forbearing even a
monosyllable, lest the kind-hearted butcher might feel him-
self forcibly detained thereby. :

Fortunately for him he was out doors, for if the interview
bad taken place in the parlor, the difficulty of the leave-
taking would have been greatly enhanced.” 'T'he necessity
of rising, the carpet beneath his feet, the door-handle, every-
thing would bave complicated - matters. As it was, the
creature munching grass, the earth beneath his feet, the goad
in his hand, were so many helps to him, through whose in-
strumentality he did ultimately begin to go.

“ Well, good-by, Miss Fairfax,” he said, and then he said,
“Well, now we’ll expect you” And then he said, « Well,
good-by,” again. And so, what with some coughing and
much laughing, and a good deal of scolding of the cow in.a
rough, angry voice — quite make believe — he did finally
triamph over himself and so departed out of reach and
hearing, : '

“ Well, mother, what did Mr, Stake have to say?” in-
guired Margaret, when Mrs. Fairfax returned to the house.

he had been sitting at the window, pale and anxious, wrapt

~~
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in 2 thick wool shawl, though the air was so warm, watching
the conversation with intense interest. Of course they were
talking of Samuel! What else could they be talking of in
such earnest! Perhaps Mr. Lightwait had already seen him,
and brought a favorable report-—maybe, even a message or
a letter | Her heart was beating high with hope when she
asked the question, and the hateful little chills that had been
runuing up and down under her gray shawl all thetmorning,
were, for the moment, quite forgotten. ‘ _

“«Q, I don’t know hardly what we talked about,” replied
the mother; “a good many things.”

She- seemed preoccupied and irritable, and Margaret
gathered the shawl closer about her bosom, the chills began
to creep again. “Really, I thought you would have some-
thing to tell, after all this time,” she. replied, picking at the
fringes of the shawl, and looking down. - L ]

“La me! I don’t remember everything he said ; nothing
of any account; he’s a great bore, and 1 was tired to death
before he went away, and now I suppose I've got to go and
see his wife.”

“Why, is she sick ?” asked Margaret. L

“ Why ? why because he’s asked me, and I've said I'd go,
and if T don’t he'll be mad and charge two prices for his
beefsteaks, that’s why; but much you know about manage-
ment.” | _

And Mrs. Fairfax tied up her shoe strings with angry
energy, and tossing her hair down over her shoulders, began
brushing it with a wilL w i

“Are you going anywhere, mother?” said Margaret,
directly, and still hoping to draw something forth about
Samuel. ' .

I don’t know, I thought maybe I would, but why do you
talk so much, child ? I thought you was sick.” i

“ (), mother!” said Margaret: “if you only knew” —and
here she broke down, and hid her eyes in her arms, and
shook with suppressed emotion. L

By degrees, and when she was no further questioned, Mrs,
Fairfax relented, and told the news. All about Miss .
Goke and the cooper; all about Mr. Huff, and his boyish hat
and boyish capers; all about Mr. Sole, the shoemaker, and
the new red screen; and last, not least, all about Mrs. Wh}te—
flock’s fine carriage, with its blue lining and silken curtains.
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“Lord bless us, won’t she be set up!” was her closing
exclamation ; “I reckon a body can’t touch her with a ten-
foot pole, after this!?”

And Margaret wipedsher eyes and drew near the fire, but
shawl and fire would not, both together, make her warm, and

the fringes and folds trembled over her bosom, do what she -

would to keep them still.

“It’s the nasty ague!” said Mrs. Fairfax, as she stood
with her back to Margaret, pinning her shawl and tying on
her bonnet.

It was not the nasty ague, and she knew that very well
when she said it; it'was the chill that comes of weakness,
of pining and of fear. The name of Samuel was not men-
tioned from day’s end to day’s end, the mother completely
ignoring the relation which in her heart she knew existed
between him and her daughter, since the affair of the appar-
ition.

Her own mind was completely taken up with new plans
and purposes, and she had no patience with Margaret’s fret-
ting and tears. She was spoiling her beauty, and her chance
with the bishop’s son! Why couldn’t she give the poor,

homely fellow up, once for all? He wasn’t the only man in 7

the world, to be sure!

She addressed Margaret as little Mrs. Bishop, now and -

then, and talked playfully of what she would do when she
was mistress of the parsonage., Mrs, Whiteflock wouldn’t
- be at the head of the heap any longer, she guessed, when
the silk skirts of a certain damsel she knew come to be as
long and as broad as her own. Sometimes she would speak
of the night of the murder, always referring to the time as
though a murder had actually been done, and sometimes
she would say she could not be thankful enough that every-
thing had turned out as it had —just to think what might
. havebeen! Thus intimating that what might have been was
over and done with now, forever and forever. :
She did not give Margaret the semblance of sympathy —
ghe would not admit that sympathy was required — it was
all the nasty ague-fits, brought on by the excitement about
the murder. She wished old Sam Dale had stayed where he
came from; the poor, good-for-nothing scamp! But, dear
sakes! he wasn’t worth talking about. '

As Margaret drooped, and conld not eat nor sleep, she
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manifested toward her only the greater hardness and anger.
She might rally if she was only a mind; at any rate, she
might see the doctor and have some medicine, and that would
be all in all. . She was perverse, self-willed, and, for her part,
she thought she deserved to suffer. -

{n short, she took the very course best caleulated to inten-
sify the girl’s Jove for Samuel, and to set her against the

bishop’s son. Margaret, therefore, was not really in the con-
fidence of any one; a sort of half-confidence existed between
her and her pastor, to be sure, just enough to make her less
satisfied and at ease with herself than as. though no confi-
dence existed at all. The amount of it was simply this: she
had seen and felt that he understood the truth of her posi-
tion pretty clearly, and she had not denied his conclusions;
a tacit understanding and a tacit silence had somehow come
to be the relation in which they stood to each other, and
gtill she fluctuated between open confession and down-right
denial. He had not sought her confidence, but, on the con-
trary, rather repelled it, assuming now one shape and now
another, as it were, toward her, and since the interview of
the garden, so strange and bewildering, she had had no com-
muhication with him. Every morning, she had looked for
the fulfilment of his promise, and every evening she had
despaired. Day by day her step had grown fainter, and her
cheek more thin and pale. The general feeling of. the neigh-
borhood as she gathered from the spirit that always fills the:
air in reference to all questionable matters, was, that Samuel
had met as good a fate as he deserved, and that the bishop’s
son was a dreadfully outraged and injured saint. What
business had the like of Samuel to lift his hand against the
shadow of their bishop’s son,even though he were twice crazy.
The truth being, perhaps, that nobody really believed him to
be crazy. He had probably, under the influence of whiskey,
become frightened at one of his own sheared sheep, and so
taken to acting the fool generally. He was no credit to
society any how, big and clumsy, and poor asa c!aurch mouse;
the latter being no doubt, the most fatal objection.

Mrs. Whiteflock by her intercession in his favor had con-
siderably lost caste, except it were with a small party of un-.
influential pebple. Her oldest and most intimate friend and
admirer, Mrs. Fairfax, had quite turned against her amongst
the rest, the coolness being the more pronounced in conse-

b
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quence of the new carriage, and last, not least, for the
reagon that Dr. Dosum had been called to Peter in preference
to Dr. Allprice. The latter to be sure secured the case in
the end, and that was some comfort, but it by no means
obliterated the memory of the first slight. If the truth
must be told, she had prepared herself to visit Sister White-
flock that morning, partly from curious, partly from selfish
motives, ~ . ‘

She had just finished the knot under her chin and settled
the twitching lines about her mouth to a kind of sweetly sad
serenity, when the scuffling of footsteps along the walk
caused her to turn suddenly from the glass. “What now, I
wonder !” she cried. “Nobody never can do anything they
want to. I suppose when I get ready to die something will
hinder me!” And then all at once putting honey in her
tone, added, ¢ My dear boy! do you know how glad I am to
see you?” ‘ ' -

% Shouldn’t wonder ! ” replied the new comer, who was no
other than Luther Whiteflock. He had a roll of printed
bills nnder his arm, a brush stuck in his waistband, and a pot
of paste in his hand.

-~ “Did you come to tell me about your father? and what
does the doctor think of him?” asked Mrs. Fairfax, without
waiting for her first question to .be answered.

“Th’ ole man, do ye mean?” says Luther, cocking up one
eye — “no-sir-ee! I come onto business o’ my own! I've -

gone into government service, don’t ye see!” "And he
swung the paste pot quite against the knees of Mrs. Fairfax,
“ My, to be sure,” she says, “ Important business, is it ?”
“You bet! I'm under orders, don’t I look like I was?”
And he makes another dash of the pot, and then he says,
“We're a-going to have the tarnalest big show into Bloom-
ington that ever:-was showed, and thems the bills of it with

picters of the first-class snakes, and royal Bengal beasts, like

to look at ’em, Mag?”

- Margaret shook her head, but the mother took the offered
bill from the boy’s hand and examined it with much interest
and eturiosity, forcing her daughter to see the prints of the
elephant, tiger and first-class snake, much against her will,
© commenting, the while, with hearty satisfaction on the moral
and religious characteristics of the show as there set forth.
. “How nice!” she exclaimed, as her eye ran over the adver-
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tisement. “God’s people have been long enough shut ont
from royal elephants. and first-class snakes and things!”
And then she wondered whether the doctor knew about the
show, and whether, if hé did, his attention had been called
to its elevated and beautiful tone. “Just listen,” she said,
“this portion might be taken from a Sunday-school tract, for
all one would know;” and she read aloud, “ Nothing will
be permitted during the entire performance that can cause a
blush to mantle the virgin cheek of the most virgin_modesty;
nothing that the pious fathers and mothers of families may
not take their numerous offspring to witness with pleasure
and profit alike intense and peculiar; nothing that youth
upon the dawn of bearded manhood may not behold with
benefit to the entire moral and physical nature; nothing that
will not alike amusg and instrnct the infant at the breast,
and the gray-haired sire tottering from this mortal scene.”

“ Beautifully worded ! ” ories Mrs. Fairfax, and she reads
on, “The marvelous aéxd soul-astounding performance of the
carnivorous monkey, Buckeye, supposed by some naturalists
to be a man, defies-all powers of human description, must be
seen to be appreciated, and is alone worth the entire charge
of admission, This remarkable creature, bearing wpon him
the marks of an. antediluvian existence, was kept, for his
diversion, by Napoleon Bonaparte during his residence on
the remote and rocky isle of St. Helena, and has since been
in the possession both of kings and high dignitaries of the
church. He suhsists almost exclusively upon milk, rides two
ponies running diverse ways at once, bearing the American
flag in his left hand and the eagle in his right. His counte-
nance is habitually expressive of discontent, though he has
been known at rare intervals to smile. These exquisitely high-
toned and intructive performances have three repetitions g
day—morning, afternocn and evening, during each of which
the grand brass band discourses sweet music to the tune of
Old Hundred or Yankee Doodle. Admission twenty-five
cents, children half price. Come one, come all.” “Dear me!
did you ever!” says Mrs. Fairfax; “ you must let me have one
of thege, my little man — I want to show it to a person, if I
happen to see a person that I have in my mind. But to
change the subject” —and then she asks Luther at what
time of day Dr. Allprice makes his professional visit at their
house.

19
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Luther tosses a couple of the bills into her lap with the
air of a prince giving alms to a beggar, and then. he says,

« Things at our house are lovely, and the goose hangs high!”

“How so?” says Mrs. Fairfax., .

« Mother’s turned Mr. Larky adrift,” says Luther, “and
took th’ ole man under her wing, but ’f I’d a-been goink to
turn off ary one, twould a-been the t’other, you bet!”

“Why Luther!” says Mrs. Fairfax, < what a boy you are!”
and then she says, “she thinks .she knows a person that
wouldn’t allow his boy to talk that way, if he was married

and had a boy!” ' ‘

+ «'Whew!” whistled Luther, “I’d like to see the feller that
wouldn’t allow me!?” o .

“ But, my dear,” says Mrs. Fairfax, putting honey in her
tone again, “ you didn’t tell me what time the doctor makes
his visits.”

“ As often as he darst, then, twice’s a day — morning and
evening — he’s after the chink — that’s what he’s after!” -

Mrs. Fairfax colors, and inquires about the new carriage.

“It’s a sort of a one-hoss concern,” says Luther, “ 1 don’
think much of it ” — and then he says he han’t rid in it and
don’t expect to—he's been took up with his own affairs.

“Give my best love to your mother,” says Mrs. Fairfax,
“and tell her I'll try and drop in this evening.” And she
‘deliberately unpins her shawl.

«Well,” answered Luther, ¢ when I get this ere paste used
up, 1’11 stop and carry your love into my bucket; reckon
there’s a heap of it; but I ain’t a-goink for to stop my busi-

ness on account o’ no woman’s folly, I can tell ye. I ain’t
green enough for that!” A

Margaret turned indignantly upon him. “You ought to
be ashamed of yourself!” she said. o

“Was that you?” answered the lad, with all impudence,
“or was it a cabbage-head busted?” "And then he says with

diabolical hatefulness: “Have you heard the good news

about Sam, Mag? They say he’s stark mad, and got his
head shaved! That’s the word Lightwait brung out o’ town,
any how !” N
“(Q, mother!” moans Margaret, piteously. -
«Q,'mother! What can mother do, I'd like to know?”
And Mrs. Fairfax folds the show-bill that she wishes ¢ a per-
son” to see, and slips it in her bosom. :
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-« Nothing! Nothing!” Margaret moans again. And the
chill takes hold of her with greater force, for she resists no
longer, and keeps hold until she is shaken from head to foot.

At last, when she can steady her.voice enough to speak,
she says: ¢ Did the butcher say anything about it, this morn-
ing, mother?” &

-« About what, child ? o

“ Why, about Samuel, mother, and about Mr. Lightwait’s
having been to see him.” ‘

And then Mrs, Fairfax says that Mr. Stake didn’t saya word
about Sam Dale; that, for her part, she didn’t ask and didn’t
want to hear about him ; and as for the bishop’s son having
been to see him, she thinks it’s a very unlikely story. And,
turning her back to Margaret — it makes her nervous to see
her shaking so, she says— she betakes herself to crotcheting

4

- and the singing of hymns. And here it may be remarked that

the slippers being thus elaborately wrought had been actually
commenced for Samuel, afterward transferred to Mr. Light-
wait, in her imagination, and made over finally to Doctor
Prosper Allprice.

With her trivial nature, it was no great wonder that she
had no more patience with Margaret. As the evening drew
on, she made two or three ascents to the attic, whether because
the small window overlooked Mrs. Whiteflock’s gate and
hitching-post we will not venture to determine ; but certain
it is that Doctor Allprice’s horse had not been at the post
more than five minutes, when she set out on her neighborly
visit. ’ ' 4

She was so flushed on arriving at the gate, in consequence
of her fast walking, that it occurred to her to take  turn
round by the barn, and so have a peep at the new carriage,
and diminish the hue of her checks to a more becoming tint;
thus, as she had said to the butcher, “killing two birds with
one stone. The fastening of the barn-door proved too high
for her arm to reach, conveniently,however, She soon found
an opening between the gray weather-boards, of sufficient
width to give her a pretty good view, but she had no sooner-
peered in, than she drew back, the blood in her cheek ting-
ling hotter than before, with wonder and curiosity, Her
eyebrows went up of their own accord, and her mouth fell
a-gape of its own accord: then she peered again, more cau-
tiousty, this time, and then a knot tied itself in her forehead,
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and she applied her ear to the crack, and after s minute her
" hands clutched each other, and her head nodded, as much as
to say, “I've got it!” and then, all a-tiptoe, and looking
stealthily about her, she went away; but whether the cur-
tains of the carriage were blue or red, she couldn’t for the
life of her, have told. She lingered in the garden a little
while, and as Byron says, calmed herself and fixed her brow

into a kind of quiet, and then, with a bunch of flowers in’

her hand, one of which she already saw, in her mind’s eye,
“in the doctor’s button-hole, she sauntered into the house.

.}
CHAPTER XIIIL.

. MRS. PAIRFAX VISITS MRS. WHITEFLOCK.

k]

A\ RS. WHITEFLOOK was in the kitchen stirring a
¥ bowl of gruel with her own hand. ¢‘ Peter thinks
nobody makes it like me,’” and of course I humor

- him.”’
« Of course,’”’ says Mrs. Fairfax ; but it was a

new tone for Mrs.- Whiteflock to take ; it had not been her-
method to humor Peter much heretofore, and Mrs. Fairfax

felt that confidence was being withdrawn —felt, in fact,
slightly offended. * If she is going to be so stiff,”” she said
to herself, ““1 don’t think I’ll trouble myself to tell what I
have seen ; ten to one I would get no thanks for it, anyhow.”

 And how is your good man, Sister Whiteflock ?”’ she
said, having come to the foregoing conclusion. ‘I have
only known gince morning that he was sick, or you know I
would have been here sooner.”” And then she adds that she
heard it at last quite by accident.. _

In their last unwisely confidential interview, they had ad-
dressed each other as Martha and Margaret; but, somehow,
these familiarities and all like ones, were dropped now, and
that confidential interview was as though it had never been.
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« By accident, sister ?’’ asks Mrs. ‘Whiteflock, holding-
her spoon suspended above her bowl. ‘ Why, I sent my
gon, Luty, a-purpose! Didn’t he tell you?”

« Sent who?”’ asked Mrs. Fairfax, looking puzzled and
surprised.

Now she understood perfectly well who Luty was; in
fact the changing of the name from Luther Larky to Luty,
(for Mrs. Whiteflock had always before called the name in
full) was a complete revelation to her; there had been a
falling out with Luther, senior, and hence the new appella-

“tion of the namesake. T

If she had expected to disconcert her neighbor by this
question and the accompanying look of astonishment, she
failed. :

« My little son, to be sure,”” answers Mrs. Whiteflock ;
and then she says she supposes he forgotit, and she resumes
the stirring of her gruel, quietly.

« Forgot it! that would be strange!’’ says Mrs. Fairfax,
¢ and his own father so sick { ” : '

“ Well, my husband is not so sick,” says Mrs. White-
flock ; “* he is a little ailing, and has lost his appetite ; that
is about all.”” And then she goes on to say that Lutyis -
very much taken up about the show that is coming ; that he
has some of the bills to put up, and that accounts for his
forgetfulness. However, she must take him in' hand, she
says ; or, she adds, “ have his father do so.”

1t would certainly be wise !’ says Mrs. Fairfax, hardly
suppressing a sneer.

There is a little silence, during which Mrs. Whiteflock
beats the gruel with energy quite disproportioned to the
work, and then she says with a melancholy intonation:
“ How is poor Margaret?”’ ]

Mrs. Fairfax answers, putting great cheerfulness in her

» Voice, that Margaret is quite well, except for a little touch
of the nasty ague that is going about.

¢ Ah, is that all?’’ replies Mrs. Whiteflock; “ I am so -
glad to know it.”’ And then she says, connecting their
names quite by chance as it would appear : ‘Have you been
to see Samuel within a day or two 7"’

“ Within a day or two ? 7’ cries Mrs, Fairfax. ¢ I haven’t
been at all, and what’s more, I don’t intend to go!”’

“ Humph | 77 is that the way you desert your iriends in

19+
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their trouble, sister?’” - And Mrs. Whiteflock holds the
‘spoon suspended again, ‘ ‘

“ Friends | 7’ retorts Mrs. Fairfx. ¢ Sam Dale my friend,
indeed ! Really, Sister Whiteflock, you do me too much
honor.” .

“1 don’t do you any dishonor, I hope,”” says Mrs. White-
flock. “I’ve lived in the house with Samuel, and ought to
know something about him.” " And then slte says that if

what her husband has foreseen comes out true, Samuel will

' have a most respectable position in the neighborhood yet.
. ““ Bless my heart, I hope you are not going crazy too!l”
says Mrs, Fairfax,

‘ On the contrary, I think I am just coming to my senses,”
says Mrs. Whiteflock. ‘‘ And as regards Samuel, T never
saw 2 nicer man about a house in my life, and I’ve lived
- with a good many.” :

. ““Ay, to be sure ; there is Mr. Larky, for instance ; how
long has he been with 'you, my dear?”’

Mrs. -Fairfax meant this to be a deadly thrust, but Mrs.
Whiteflock marred her point, by answering with calm direct-
ness : ‘. Why almost ever since we were married — long
before Matty was born, he came to us, and she is now in her
fifteenth year; almost a. woman, she thinks herself.”” And
then she runs on about, _how fast girls grow up, and how
soon they begin to want their own heads about things ; and
how they will lace their corsets, and persist in wearing tight
shoes, and twisting, and torturing, and burning the hair all
off #heir heads ; but when she has concluded the long list
of faults, she says that she has no reason to complain, she
sapposes that her girls are no worse than others, but if they

had a little more of their father’s quiet disposition she would .

be glad. . :

Mrs. F&;’rfax felt herself more and more offended by these
repeated references to the husband and father ; had not Mrs.
Whit’eﬂock always said Peter till now, and why this new
tone ! ] '

‘I could tell her something about one of her girls,” she
pays inwardly, ¢ if I had a mind ; but just let her find out
things for herself, if she is so stiff. I don’t know as it’s my
business.” s | ‘

This was what she thought to hérself, but she said aloud :
‘“ Where is your daughter, Mattie, to-day? I should like to
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see her.”” And then she says quite innocently : £ shouldn’t
wonder if Mr. Larky was taking a notion to her one of these
days.”’ :

ZWhat put that moonshine into your head, my dear??”
says Mrs. Whiteflock, and she laughed with a heartiness
that indicated a long distance from any suspicion of that
sort, on her part. , '

“0, I don’t know,”’ says Mrs. Fairfax, ¢* what put it into
my head ; things come about that a body don’t look for,
sometimes.”” And then she says, * But you dida’t tell me
whether she was at home |

“To be sure ; she has gone out to the field with her father,
to pay a visit to poor old Posey ; I expect them back every
moment.”” And then she talks a good deal about the strong
attachment her husband has for old Posey, and says she
often tells him in jest that she doesn’t suppose he would sur-

" vive long if anything should befall the old mare! None of

this talk comes down to the truth of things; it is surface,
and make-believe, from first to last.

Mzrs. Fairfax had no real honesty in her nature to come
down to j not that she was not sometimes honest, bat if so,
it was with premeditation, and for a purpose; and Mrs.
Whiteflock could not yet make up her mind to say ountright ;
“I have been wrong all these years, my sister, and I have
now taken Peter to my heart, and mean, with Heaven’s help,
to do my dnty hereafter. I am sorry for the past, and
ashamed of it. The treacherous weakness for Luther Larky
is overcome at last, and he is to go away from us for good
and all,” She could not say this, because it is hard to be
purely honest when honesty involves a humiliating confes-
sion, and she had not yet suffered to the simple truth,

‘“ 1 had no idea your husband was able to be about,”’ says

‘Mrs. Fairfax. “1 am so glad to know it, my dear; of

course, I expected to find him in the cellar.”
And then she says, “ By the way, darling, don’t you think

* that damp place has had something to do with his sickness ?”’

Mrs. Whiteflock did color a little at this, and answered
truly that she was afraid so, and that she meant to have his
bed up-stairs in a day or two. , _

““1 would také the 'doctor’s advice upon it,’”’ says Mrs.
Fairfax. Ard then she says, as though it had just occurred
to her, that she thought she noticed the doctor’s horse as
she came in, and asks if he is waiting.
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No,” Mrs. Whiteflock says; ‘“he had another call to |

make, and not finding my husband in, went away almost
immediately, proposing to stop here on his return.”

And then Mrs. Fairfax unpins her shawl, and says she
wants to have a little talk with him about Margaret and
the nasty chills, and besides, ghe can’t think of going away
without having seen the man %ﬁ the house. .

Mrs. Whiteflock gives some Hirection to the ¢ help ’’ about
using the china and the silver knives and forks, and then
conducts her visitor to the spare bed-room to lay off her
things. ‘

“You’ve got your houSe like a palace, a’'most,” says
Mrs. Fairfax, looking with admiring eyes from the flowered
paper on the wall to the flowered carpet on the floor. ‘*You
must be very happy.” o

0 I am,” Mrs. Whiteflpck replied, and then she added,
““as happy as I deserve to be ;”’ and she gave a little sigh
and turned away. -

¢ T’ve a’most a mind to tell her,”” mused Mrs. Fairfax, ¢ I
don’t believe she is so much happier than the rest of us, for
all,”” and baving almost resolved, she put her finger on her
lip, and went silently down stairs. :

Directly Peter came in, fooking pale, and for him, thin.
He was followed by little Peter, who shied away from him
and looked at him askance, seeming all the while desirous
of being near him.

“And so you're father’s boy,-ain’t you?” says Mrs.

Fairfax, patting him on the head. Little Peter hesitated,

and answered with.some confusion, after a while, that he was
going to be uncle Sam’s boy.
“ And who is uncle Sam ?*’
" “?}ncle Samuel Dale,”” says the boy; “don’t you know
im??”’

¢ T do, to my sorrow ! ’’ says Mrs. Fairfax, and she glances

at Peter as much as to say, ‘“ what does this mean?”’

But instead of replying to her, he nodded to the child and
told him to go out of doors and play and have some fun,

“ Don’t want to,”’ says the ufchin.

“0 yes youdo! You want to find a hen’s nest, don’t
you? And if youn look sharp in the roost and in the haymow,
and all round, maybe you’ll find jone with twenty eggs in it.
O wouldn’t that be nice ! Then you could bring ’em in to

. +
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mother, you see, and ask her to bake a little cake for your
supper. Peter loves sweet cakes, don’t he 7

But though Peter loved sweet cakes, he loved to see visi- -
tors no less, as it se®ed, and hung his head and lingered,
divided agdinst himsegf.

¢« A terrible misfortune, Sam has had, to say no more,””’
Mrs. Fairfax began directly. '

Peter’s face flushed up, and he nudged his elbow toward
his boy, and then he coughed, and then he shook his head,
and finally put his whole hand across his mouth and pressed
his lips quite flat.

“ Ah, a great misfortune, to be sure !’ Mrs, Fairfax went
on, but Peter winced and winked and pulled at her sleeve,
and in the end got her stopped. ‘

“Yes, yes, a great fortune Sam has had,” he answered ;
“ he’ll be one o’ the richest men in these parts afore long.”
And then he opened his mouth to an O, and looked wise. .

“ Good fortune do you call it to be sent to prison ? and I
am sure it amounts to the same thing. I don’tunderstand.”

“ You’re forgettin’ about that hen’s nest,” says Peter, pat- -
ting his boy on the shoulder ; “‘ run right along, or else your

“mother won’t have time to bake the sweet cake ;”’ but still

the lad hung back. The father looked worried, and told
him in a low voice aside, that it wasn’t his uncle Sam they
was a-talkin’ about, but another Sam that lived some’rs
away off, and that he never heard of, and then he patted him
again, and said ‘“ father would like to have a sweet cake
too.” »

¢ Where is the nest then ?”’ whined the lad.

“ Where at f Why, in the roost, I reckon.”’

““ No, ’tain’t; ’cause I was there to-day.”’

““ Well, go and look again ; come now, that’s a good boy.”

“It'Il just be lookin’ for a nest where there is no nest,”’
pouted the boy.

‘“ What, don’t old Speckle lay into the roost; in that cor-
ner where the strawis? Runandsee ; it won’t take more’n
half a minute.” :

‘“ No, sir; Speckle has stole her nest.”

0, it’s Yaller Legs ; I made a mistake.”

¢ No, Sir, "tain’t her, ’cause she lays under Posey’s corn-
trough.” !

“ Well, ook there then.” (f/
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‘“ But I did look there just half an hour ago.” .

‘ §’pose you should look under the edge o’ the barn,” still
patting. : ‘; .

‘“ Mother said I mustn’t do that no more.”’ .

““0,didshe? Anyhow, there’s the hay-mow ; and sweet-
cakes full of eggs is awful good, when they’re hot and
smokin’.”’ .
- This appeal was too much for boy-nature to wi d, and
casting longing, lingering looks behind, the child at last got
himself out of the room. .

“1 declare,” says Peter, ‘¢ I néver patted that boy’s cheek
afore without his running straight to do my will ; but there
is times when all boys is incompatible. He was so took up
with yon,”” he says, apologetically, and then he says little
folks has big ears sometimes, and for a reason whigh it will
all be understood in due time, he doesn’t want his boy to
hear a word agin Samuel Dale. ‘

‘ But you must know he’s a dangerousman !’ cries Mrs.
Fairfax, - o -

“’Cause why ? ’cause he seen a sperit ? 7’

‘0, Peter, how foolish you are about them things,” says
Mrs. Fairfax ; ¢“the day of ghosts and witches and all that
is gone by.” : .

““ Who told you 80 7 7’ says Peter, and then he says as to
witches, he don’t believe into ’em nuther, :

0, man alive ! there’s the witch of Endor, you know.”’

‘““ No, I don’t know no such thing,”’

““ Why, Peter, I did hope you read your Bible, at least.”

““ At least! there was no use o’ your puttin’ that on, as I
see,”’ says Peter ; and then he says, ‘I read my Bible reg-
ular,’but I never read about the witch, which you speak of
her.’ -

‘“ Have you the Giood Book' convenient ? ”’ says Mrs.
Fairfax ; triumphantly opening,.when it was handed her, the
book of Samuel, and turning to the twenty-eighth chapter.

‘“ Read out,”” says Peter, *“ beginning at the sixth verse.” -

““ And when Saul inquired of the Lord, the Lord answered
him not, neither by dreams, nor by Urim, nor by prophets.”’

And Mrs. Fairfax paused and cast a look at Peter still
more triumphant than the first; but, to her surprise, his
face was lit up with a gleam of satisfaction.

“You perceive,” says he, ¢ the Lord had various ways of
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| answering them that called on him, just as he has now-a-

days.”’ .

Mrs. Fairfax went on: —

¢ Then said Saul unto his servants, Seek me a woman
that hath a familiar spirit, that 1 may go {0 her and inquire
of her. And his servants said to him, Behold there is a
woman that hath a familiar spirit at Endor.’ .

¢« There "’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, *“ what do you say to that

« 1 gay,” says Peter, the gleam of satisfaction still shining

in his face, “ that she wasn’t thought to be a witch, either

by Saul, or his servants ; that comes of your modern skep-
e ”

tm‘l*s ﬁ.odern skepticism ? 7’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, lifting up ber

- with horror and amazement. L
eyﬁszlest’l:nl,l” says Peter ;  disbelief in Scripter, which it is
ing but skepticism.” :
no:t‘h ﬁ%oesn’t m%ke no difference what they called her,”’ says
Mrs. Fairfax ; “she was a witch anyhow, as you shall ad-
wit;”’ and she read or : *“ And Saul disguised hm;ls.elf, and
put on other raiment, (‘ Just as some does now !’ interpo-
ges Peter. Mrs. Fairfax frowned, and continued,) and he
went, and two men_ with him, and they came to the woman
by night. (‘ Just as they do yet!’ says Peter) And they
came to the woman by night, and he said, I pray.th?e divine
unto me by the familiar spirit (* You notice he didn’t say by
witch-work |’ says Peter) and bring me him up, whom I
unto thee.

Sh?‘l lAliiadI.]Il :he woman said unto him, Behold thou knowest
what Saul hath done, how he hath cut off those that ’ha.v?
familiar spirits (‘ It seems there was a good many of ’em,
says Peter) and, the wizards out of the land; Wl}eI;efore
then layest thou a snare for my life to cause me to die?

“« And Saul sware to her by the Lord ( Would he a-swore
to a witch 7”’ says Peter,) saying, as the Lord liveth, there
shall no punishment happen to thee for this thing. - ,

““ And then said the woman, (‘ Mind, not the witch!’)
whom shall I bring up unto thee ? and he said, Bring me up
Sa‘l‘? X}I}d when the woman saw Samuel, she c_ried with aloud
voice; and the woman spake to Saul, saying, ¢ Why hast
thou deceived me ? for thou art Saul.”’ . -

““ You see she was frightened at her own domgs, sayB
Mrs. Fairfax,  and that proves that she was bad.
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‘“No, mem, I don’t see it,”” says Peter; ‘“she wasn’t fright-
ened at her own doings, or rather at the power of her familiar
spirit ; she was afraid because she found the man to be Saal ;
which you perceive she didn’t know of herself,”’

Mrs. Fairfax glanced along the chapter and presently
said : ‘“ Saul didn’t see Samuel with his own eyes, it appears,
80 we have only the witch’s word that he was seen at all,”’

““Witch agin!” says Peter, impatiently ; can’ you
speak respectful as Saul did and call her a woman with 2 fa-
miliar spirit ? ”? :

Mrs. Fairfax made no answer, but read aloud: “ And he
said unto her, What form is he of? and she said, An old man
cometh up; and he is covered with a mantle. And Saul
perceived that it was Samuel, and he stooped with his face
to thé ground and bowed himself,”

‘“ There!”’ she exclaimed, * what do you say now? "’

“Well, mem,” says Peter, ““I.say that things in them
days was just like things is now, purty much; some sees,
and some doesn’t, and some has sperits about ’em, and some
doesn’t, agin, and what’s more, they don’t even believe in
’em ; and them’s the kind that I call ‘em the biggest skeptics
of all,”’ - , :

- ““And you mean to say that I am one? ”’

‘“ No, I don’t say that; but I do say them that don’t be-
lieve into the Scripters as the Scripters is writ, them is ‘em,
wheresomever found,”’

“Your discussion is very interesting, I dare say,” says
Mrs. Whiteflock, coming in, with asmile; “ but I am obliged
to put an end to it. Supper is ready ; come, Mrs. Fairfax ;
come, Peter, dear.” .

Peter glanced at Mrs. Fairfax, all his face shining with
delight, as though he would say, * You observe how that
great woman condescends to address me.””

The elegant abundance of the table, the fine linen, the sil-
ver, made Mrs, Fairfax jealous, and added to the irritation
she had already experienced. Nevertheless, she praised
everything, smiling with secret satisfaction at the thought

of an unhappy matter she might set against it all, if she .

chose. _ , _

Peter sat as a stranger at his own table, notwithstanding
the adroit efforts of his wife to bring him out, and make him
feel at home, and appear to advantage. But between his
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bri thus being flattered, and his bashful confusion and
E::gg&::dness in bging jerked so suddenly out of the old rut,
he was really in a plight more pitiable than common. His
own old Posey would have been much more self-possessed,
and almost as much in place at the head of his table,’as he.

“ I had hoped to have the pledsure of the doctor’s com-
pany to tea,”” says the hostess; and then she says, ¢ I_dld
wait for him some time, but perhaps I should ’k,xave waited
longer ; would you have liked me to, my dear?’’

Peter laughed, partly with delight, partly with shame-
facedness — answering finally that whatever her wish was,
it was a wish which it was his. And in the effort of speak-
ing he dropped his fork, and in his vain attempt to recover
it, upset his teacup, to the great temporary damage of the

isite table-cloth. ‘ '
ex:l‘ucl)s’ triercy ! mercy! What have I done?” he cries,
standing up, and lifting his hands, in childish terror.

““ A trifle, not worth minding, my dear,”” says Mrs. White-
flock, quietly indicating the vacant chair, and endeavoring
to make him seat himself, without telling him to do so out~
right. Then she calls for a napkin, and rises to spread it
under hig plate herself, oind by dint of cunning management

8 him back into his place. ) ] _
gejb‘ ]_!Ile is so0 nervousip poor dear, since this last ill turn,”’
she says, apologetically, to Mrs, Fairfax, who answers that
she never saw him looking better, and finds it very hard to
believe that he is sick. And then she says she knows he is
sick beyond all question, or Dr, Allprice would not be making
regular visits. He doesn’t go like some, ‘ need or no need ! ?

Mrs. Whiteflock looked up, brightening. She had guessed
the secret. ‘I am so sorry he doesn’t come,”’ she says,
*for I don’t know a more agreeable gentleman.”” And then
she says he is a great acquisition to the church as well as to
the profession. ,

“ And we need him just now to make up for what we have
lost,”” observes Mrs. Fairfax.

" Lo(;l; !e Whho have we lost 777 Mrs. Whiteflock inquires
with an apxious face. L
“ Why, Sam Dale, of course, and if he is not lost for eter-

~ nity as well as for time, he may bless his stars, I should

think,”’
20
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Peter’s hand grew steady at this, and his maudlin expres-
sion changed to one of grave intelligence. ] ,

“1 don’t like to hear things like them said agin nobody,”’
gays he ; ‘‘if the Lord has damnation to deal out, I reckon
he can deal it in his own time and way without any of our
help 3 anyhow, I never felt called on to take his work out of
his hands.” ' ‘ : )

.“* Dear me, nor I neither, but all the threats against the
wicked must apply to somebody, and the Lord’s too good
not to carry them ont!”’ , .

- ‘*But taint for us to carry ’em out; and though hand jine
in hand, the wicked will not go unpunished, even if we falli-
ble creturs hold our peace.” : .

Mrs. Fairfax colored deeply, and refused’a second cup of

ea.
‘ ‘¢ But I must insist,”” cries Mrs. Whiteflock, reaching forth
her pretty white hand, and smiling her sweetest. And then
she says to Peter, ““ Don’t youknow, my dear, that it isvery
naughty to dispute with a lady in your own house?” And
then to- Mrs. Fairfax, ‘“ You must know, my friend, that
Samuel Dale is a_great favorite with my husband and me.”

‘“Indeed! 1 didn’t know you had so many favorites.”

It was Mrs. Whiteflock’s turn to color now, and she did
— gearlet, and seeing her advantage, Mrs. Fairfax relented
and took a second cup of tea. ) .

Peter had relapsed into himself again and waslocking with

silly wonder and admiration at the silver knives and forks.

The anxious wife felt bound to arrest him, and at the same

time to make him shine out a little if possible. She at first,
therefore, called her visitor’s attention to the fact that he
had seemed to have an accession of gifts lately, and then
she says, addressing him, “ What was it you thought the
gpirits said to you the other night. I can’t tell it as you
did.” - ,
- But Peter answers that he doesn’t remember. _

“ 0 yes you do-——two or three nights ago. Something
“about the pearly gates and the seventh sphere; it was po-
etry. Can’t you repeat it 77"’ o ] )

But Peter says them fine things is things which they slip
away. E ‘
“ 'T,Irt was about a pale flower being transplanted from earth,

il
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to bloom forever in the garden of heaven,” says the wife, .
still urging him on. :

‘1 catch the ends o’ lines now,”” says Peter, * which they
was the poetry of ’em, and one was pale, and one was veil,
and one o’ the tothers was heaven, and I can’t tell about the
last, whether it was given or riven.”’ ‘

‘““I'm very sorry you don’t remember the whole of it,”?
says Mrs. Whiteflock ; *“ it was very beautiful.”” And then
bending to Mrs. Fairfax, and whispering, she says he seems
to have lost his memory a good deal with this last ilness ;
but Mrs. Fairfax only lifts her eyebrows and slightly inclines
her head. Then Mrs. Whiteflock continued: * The doctor -
is quite alarmed about it.”’ , '

That was another matter, and Mrs. Fairfax grew serious
and interested at once. Between the unmanageable husband

* .. and.the disaflected visitor, poor Mrs. Whiteflock had uphill

work of it, and all the shining service didn’t take much from
the discomfort. It was not so easy to make a man and a
gentleman of Peter all at once ; and so far as I have observed, -
it is never an easy task to recast a human soul after it has
been cooling among the shoals and shadows of time for the
space of forty or fifty years. I have seen women who flat-
tered themselves that there was some marvellous and trans-
muting power in marriage that must needs make the hasband
quite to their minds, when the man was not; and I have
wished all such women joy of their faith, but for my part 1
have had slight confidence in it. '

Mrs. Whiteflock, as before said, had uphill work of it, and
all the more because she tried so hard to make her good man
do and say those things which it was not in him to do and
8ay. .
PMatters waxed worse and worse, until it seemed that the
worst point of all must have been touched ; but say no man
is happy till he is dead, and no woman neither. Martha’s
place at the table had been all this time vacant; to the mani-
fest uneasiness and annoyance of the mother, though she
tried to put a good face on the matter. She had not been
with her father to look after old Posey, and none of the chil-
dren, neither Madeline, nor Mary, nor Lucinda, nor John,
nor Peter, nor Cartright, nor any of them, had seen her for
the last two hours. Co = -

*In her chamber, fixing up some finery, dare say, against




232 THE BISHOP'S SON.

the show,’’ said the mother ; at this, Madeline ran and soon
fetched back word that she was not there.

¢« Never mind,”” the mother says ; ‘ she is probably in the
basement — her father’s office — she is very fond of the sun-
set window there,’”’ — thus endeavoring both to account for
the girl’s absence, and at the same time make it appear that
the basement was rather an atfractive place. ‘‘ Never
mind, child!”’ and she caught Madelive by the sleeve, but
nothing would do but she must go down,”

¢ No, mother, she isn’t in the cellar!?’

‘“ Say basement, or office, child, do !’ in a half whlspered
tone of reproof.

_““What for? ’Cause Mrs. Fairfax is h.ere [

““ Why, no! how ridiculous to be sure!’ And the
mother, with her cheek on fire, hushed the child up, and
began talking in a spirited tone about the doctor. ‘¢ What
in the world could detain him? Can it be Mrs. Jones or
Mrs. Smith? They are both expecting, you know;”” —
confidentially and with great accession of interest — “ but
may be they would prefer the old doctor ;' and then seeing
that Mrs. Fairfax tossed up her head, she added, as though
it had been a part of her first 1ntent10n ““but that’s not

likely, neither.”

- _ ‘“Say, mother, what is Mrs. Jones expecting?’ cries
Madeline, making vague dabs in the air with her fork, as
indicative, no doubt of the confused state of hér mind.

‘“ Expecting Abner and Josey to catch the hoopmg—cough
but little girls must eat theirsuppers and not ask questions.”

““ How are little girls to learn, then 7 say, mother??’

0, you behave so naughty, Mrs. Fairfax will never come
to see us again, will you, Mrs. Fairfax 77’ ‘

“No, never | "’ says Mrs, Fairfax, shaking her head at
little Madeline with make-believe displeasure. For, what

with the doctor, and the mysterious matter obliquely glanced -

at, she was gotten into quite a good humor, the consumma-
tion being almost perfected when Mrs. Whiteflock observed
that Dr. Allprice was beautifully behaved in cases of hoop-
ing-cough ; she must say that for him, if he was a young
man.

‘“ Not so very young,” says Mrs. Fairfax eagerly ; ““ he is
older than I, by a good deal.”

He was the older by just three days; but it did not suit
Mzrs. Fairfax to be too accurate, just then.

3
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The current was thus beginning to run smoothly, at last,
when all at once little Peter came flying in — his face flushed,
and holding his cap out before him in an excited manner.

“How many eggs, my little man?’’ says the father,
peeping curiously into the cap.

‘““ Nary,”’ replies the lad; “but 1 got something else,
though !' Just see, father; am’t it enough to take me and
you and Uncle Samuel and mother and all of us to the great.
show what’s a-coming ? Cipher it up and see; won’{ it be
fan though! But do you think Uncle Samuel Wlll gof?”

“0, be sure,’’ says the father, taking up the loose
change that was in the cap and counting it; ‘“ that is, if he
gets home from the frolic he’s gone to, in time ; but where
did you find all this money? for money is a thlng which
doesn’t grow onto bushes.’

The boy hung his head and made no answer. _

‘“ What! cries the mother, coming to the rescue. ‘‘ You
haven’t been to your father’s money drawer, I hope 7 ”’

“No, ma’am,” says Peter, promptly ; and then he says
he didn’t know that father had a money drawer ; he thought
the money was hers,

“ No matter what you thought! What you have to do
just now is to tell your father and me where you got these
silver pieces.”” And she took hold of the boy’s shoulder
much as a policeman takes hold of a culprit to whom he has
traced the missing jewels or the great bank robbery.

“I got ’em in the barn,”” whimpered the lad, frightened
half out of his, wits.

““In.the barn? that’sa 11ke1y story ! do you mean to pre-
tend yon found them 7 77

“No, ma’am, I don’t mean to pretend nothing, but I don’t
want to tell nothing more about it.”

““ Why don’t you want to tell? 7’

“ Because I wasn’t to; I was to say I got ’em honest,
anld ’I, wasn’t to say no more; I'd rather give 'em back than
tell,

““Give them back to whom 7”7 o N

“ To them that give ’em.’

‘““ And who are them ? that’s the question.”

“ But the answer is the answer that I ain’t to answer,”
says little Peter, trembling.

“ But you must answer, or take a whipping.”’

20*
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“Well, he’ll whip me if I tell, and you’'ll whip me if I
don’t tell.”’ .

“He! who is he ? ”?

Peter threw the money from him and began to cry.

‘“ This is most extraordinary;’’ cries the exasperated
mother; and then she asks Mrs, Fairfax if she ever had such
trouble with her children, adding that she knew she never
had, nor no other woman ! ' :

There is no diplomatist like a woman when she chooses to
be one, and Mrs. Fairfax, who understands the whole matter,
manipulates it so artfully that the boy escapes punishment
and the mother is content to leave the secret to the develop-
ment of time. Content, I said, but it was with that poor
content which we purchase by the postponement of an
inevitable evil. She seemed content, and the arrival of Dr.
Allprice directly, prevented all further discussion of the mys-
tery, for the present. :

‘“ Dear Prosper,”’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, who could not
forego the high privilege of engagement; I was getting so
uneasy about you!’’ * And she made room for him by her

“side ; but the doctor seemed oblivious to her invitation, and

geated himself by Mrs. Whiteflock.

¢ I shall be greatly flattered,” he said, bowing all round,
ag though there had been a general uneasiness felt on hig
account. ) ‘

‘“1 was afraid your horse had run away, or something ;
indeed I was.”” And Mrs. Fairfax put her handkerchief to
her eyes. ' _

‘“ Does your head ache, my dear madam ? 7 And the doc-
tor orders a blue pill now and then.

‘“1t is not my head, Prosper,”’ replies the widow, in a
voice low and sad ; ‘‘it’s my heart.”’ .

“ Ah, indeed ! then I am afraid your case will bafife med-

ical skill.”” And the doctor laughs a thin little laugh by
/

way of covering his confusion.

The widow drops the handkerchief from her eyes, and
placing one hand on his arm with that right of manner an
engagement is presumed to confer, says, with bewitching
sweetness, ‘‘ Promise me now, won’t you, my dear, that you
will never drive that dreadfully wild horse of yours again?
0, if you knew how anxiouns it makes me!”’

“ Your anxiety is quite sup?rﬂuous, madam, and I regret
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that you should waste it; my mare is perfectly manageable ;
a little spirited, that is all.” ' :

¢ But do promise me, do now, you must !’’

““1 should be most happy to oblige you, madam,” replies
the doctor, coloring, and spreading butter on his pound cake,
in his confusion, ** but really, 1 prefer to be excused.”’

“ Naughty man !’ cries Mrs. Fairfax, shaking her head
playfully, and then she tells him that she cannot allow him
to eat butter with his cake — that it will bring on dyspepsia
as true — as true as that he is very dear to somebody she
knows of !

‘ But the blue pill is infallible,”” gsays the doctor, butter-
ing his cake again, this time in defiance.

‘0 Prosper, you shall mind me !’ and Mrs. Fairfax play-
fully snatches the buttered piece from his hand.

The doctor took mno notice of this charming sally, but
turning to Mrs. Whiteflock made some inquiry about her
children, the while he disposed of his napkin, and she, feel-
ing that some sort of oppression one feels betore the bursting
of a thunder-storm, presently arose. Mrs. Fairfax came
dancing up to the doctor, and asked him, with what she,
thought a very childish prettiness, if they should not kiss
and be friends! He answered, dryly, that though he did
not object to kisses in themselves, he had a decided preju-
dice against taking them with bread and butter, and he
offered his arm to Mrs. Whiteflock, Mrs. Fairfax took the

‘arm of Peter, who by this time was sidling down stairs

toward his own familiar quarters, where he felt so much
more at home, -

‘““ No, sir, that’ll never do!”’ she says, shaking her head
at him playfully, ¢ it’s so seldom we have the pleasure of
your society that we can’t give it up readily. Really, it is
quite un unexpected favor.” And so, he walking automati-
cally, she got him into the drawing-room. Then she makes
him sit by her on the sofa, taking secret delight in the em-
barrassment of her dear sister, ag she leads the conversation
to channels quite strange and puzzling to him, using words
of which she is sure he does not know the meaning — words
which she ig not accustomed to use hergelf, and which she
lugs in, right or wrong. And in this she had a twofold pur-
pose, doubtless ; to shine with uncommon splendor in the
doctor’s eyes, as well as to annoy her dear friend.
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¢ If Martha Whiteflock is a mind to pretend to me,”” she
says to herself, ¢ I'll take her at her word, that’s all ! */

But her brilliancy failed in one of its objects ; it did not
enchant the doctor ; on the contrary, it brought him to the
very borders of disenchantment, and at length, excusing
himself abruptly to his hostess, he crossed the room and
with ‘‘Allow me, madam?”’ seated himself between his
mistress and poor Peter.

CHAPTER XIV.

SAMUEL AMONG LUNATICS.

n UST for a minate ? ” says Mrs. Whiteflock, and,
‘being moved by an instinctive admonition, she
went out of the room.

“ Madam ! and to mé?” cries Mrs, Fairfax,
, with angry reproachfulness of tone and manner,

« Pardon me,” says the doctor, but that would not be. quite
proper here —-you understand ? * '

But the unfortunate widow understood nothing of the
sort indicated by the doctor’s evasive that. Indeed she was
one of those affectionally demonstrative women who habit-
ually say to the man they have to hold and to keep: “ My
sweetest, will you help me to gravy? Love, a potato?”
and “ Darling, some beefsteak — fat if you please, darling ?”
and do not see that they thereby outrage the eternal fitness

of things. ) : ,
~ Mrs. Fairfax, therefore, cast still more reproachful looks
upon her man, who, having by this time felt the pulse and
examined the tongue of the patient, was engaged in spread-
ing a blister of Spanish flies, as big 28 the full moon.

“ There is a time for all things, Margaret,” he says, glane-
ing toward the door to make sure that Mrs. Whiteflock was
not approaching; a time for blisters, and a time for—=that /”
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«Suppose there is,” says the widow, beating the carpet
with her foot, “I don’t see that it is any reason why a person
who is engaged to a person should behave to a person as
though they had never seen a person before!” o

«There is such a thing as propriety,” says the doctor, still
intent upon his blister. o

«Yes, but I disagree with you as to what propriety s.”

“So I perceive, and am sorry for it.” And the doctor
concentrates his entire attention upon khis patient, with all
the indifference of a real husband. ’

« Appetite good ?” ;

Peter shakes bis head.

« A blue pill before each meal — that will fetch you up.”

« How about sleep? Sound and refreshing ?”

“ No, sir; just t’other ways; onsound and onrefreshing.”#

« Half a wine-glass of brandy, and blue . pill, on retiring.”

« Chest and lungs free from pain?”

“No, doctor ; pain is free with them.”

« Ah, indeed! but on the whole, rather a favorable
symptom. Pain is not a disease, my. good sir, but an effect;
a warning, as it were, that we must be up and doing. We
must remove the disease with our blue pills, and we shall
hear no more of the pain. Why, sir, I hive cured curvature
of the spine, and even softening of the brain with one box
of these wonderful restoratives!”

“Will they cure curvature of the mind?” says Peter;
“’cause that 13 what has got hold o’ me! A disease which
Pve had it ever since afore I was born, I may say.”

« Ah to be sure!” says the doctor sympathetically; and
then he says they will cure any form of disease to which
poor humanity is subject -—mild or malignant, acute or
chronic. Thousands of cases have been cured, simply by the
use of the blue pill, that have defied the powers of the aurist
and the oculist, Ear-ache, noises in the head, intolerance of
light, sore eyes, weak eyes, dimness or jdistorted vision,
strabismus, opacity of the comes, falling of the eyelid, double
sight, cancer, worms, vertigo or dizziness, geut, nervousness,
consumption, rheumatism, paralysis, and, in short, every form
of disease known to the profession.

. Some doctors have their specialty, and their special reme-
dies, but the great remedial agent is mercury; to be employed,
of course, by the skilful physician with reference to the age,
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sex, temperament and habits of the patient. The : whole
range of the materia medica ought, in my judgment, to be
reduced to this sole agent, its modes of administration and
action upon the animal economy. Of course I did not pro-
pose to eschew ¢upping, venesection and blistering by means
of the fly or cantharis.” Instead of shining down the doctor,
Mrs. Fairfax felt that she was herselt shone down, the way
he ran over a list of diseases alone was to her mind quite
overwhelming.

“I will bring him to feel my power one way or another,”
she says to herself, and she crosses the room with a high
head, and joining Mrs. Whiteflock, who has just entered,
opens a conversation upon well-buckets.

“Is yours, or rather, I should say, Mr. Whiteflock’s, iron-
bound,” she says, “and was it made by our old friend, Mr,
Hoops?” And then she tells about her own, and how it
began to give out some along last fall, and how she got it
mended with a new hoop or so, and how it gave out again,
along towards Christmas, and how she docktored it up her-
self ‘with a bit of twine and a nail; “for you know, Sister
‘Whiteflock,” she says, with an emphasis of great satisfaction
“that we can sometimes manage little ailments at home and
amongst ourselves better than any of the doctors!”

And then she tells how the bucket gave out for good, and
all along toward spring, in March she thinks it was, the fore
part of March, and how she made it serve on one way and
another, with corks and strings and nails, for to say the truth,
she was loth to part with the old bucket; her first husband
got it for her, and then she blushes and omits the first, and
goes on; her husband got it for her in his day — poor dear
man — Mrs. Whiteflock remembers him, and how tall and
straight and handsome he was; this being especially meant
to nettle the doctor who was short and uncommonly thick.
But at last she says, “it happened one evening when Mr.
Hoops was at our house, that we went together to the well
for a glass of water,” and then she laughs and says “of course
we went for a glags of water, what else should we go for?
And while we were standing there in the moonlight leaning
against the curb and talking of who was courting and who
had been married lately, and so on, for you know, my dear,
how he does run on upon such subjects, I said, as he began

to be too personal, ¢ By the way, Mr. Hoops, what will it
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cost me to get a new well-bucket made?’ And I called his
attention the more effectually to call it off from other things,

to the rickety old one. : .
« And he says, says he, ¢that’ll depend on who you give

. the job to. Some,” says he, ¢ would charge you five dollars’

« And then I says, says I, ‘I shan’t employ those kind,’
says I, “not if 1 can do better, ' o

« And; says he, ¢you can do a good deal better, if you
don’t scorn my work too much.’ _

« And, says I, I says, ‘I don’t scorn your work at all; on
the contrary, I think your work is superb, judging from my
churn-dasher, which is all the work you have ever done for
me.’ ‘
« And, says he, he says, ‘whose fault has it been that
your work has gone to the t’other shops? Not mine, I'm
sure.’ - .

« And then I says, says I, ¢it hasn’t been mine, neither.
Mr. Hoops, says 1, ‘for I've only had a new ear put into
the milk-pail, and that one new churn-dasher, since my poor
husband’s time ; and you had one o’ them jobs,’says I, ‘and
it was a mistake about your not having the other one too.”

“But I saw he felt hurt, for all ; he’s a man of tender feel-

ings, you know; and to make my story short, I just gave

“him the job at once, and I suppose he means to lay himself

out to make me a splendid bucket; for if he’s been to sece
me once about it, he’s been ten times, I reckon.’ :
“Perhaps he only makes the bucket an excuse for the
visits ! 7 says Mrs. Whiteflock. ;
“Q no, I think not; he wouldn’t have me!” answers Mrs.

" Fairfax. And then she langhs and tosses her head in a way
- that she means to be contradictory of her words.

And directly she says if she was going to mairy at all, she
would have him as soon as any one; for he is such a nice-
spoken man, and so considerate of a woman’s-feelings! but
really she has no idea of marrying again; how can she, when:
her heart is in the grave.

“Mrs. Whiteflock, says the doctor, for he could not keep
his place by Peter any longer, “I desire to leave some special
directions about your husband’s treatment with yourself; he

_is apt to be forgetful and negligent, I imagine, not that the

case is critical, by any means; it will yield to treatment, I
have no doubs; but you know the wise saying-— an ounce of -
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prevention, &o., and the preventive, madam, is the blue pill
The laws of hygiene are based solely and entirely upon
mercury. What sunshine is to the natural world, mercury
is to the human economy!” :
Then he gave the strictest orders about Peter’s diet.
“ Dietetics, madam,” he said, “ have their place among the
laws of hygiene, but by no means a prominent one. How-
ever, any derangement of the natural functicns, but more
especially any derangement that causes emaciation of body,
demands the most vigorous abstinence from all meats and
other nourishing kinds of food. The cellular tissue, madam,
which is that aggregation of countless minute cells or vesi-
cles, that in plants composes their texture or substance, and
in the human system forms the tissue which unites the
organs and envelops every part of the body, and which in
its diminutive cells holds or contains a fluid, intended and
calculated to facilitate and promote the action or motion of
the separate part§ on each other, must have time, you per-
ceive, to recuperate- itself without being called on to assist,
indirectly, as'it; does,’in the performance, labor, or work of
digestion. . Hence, madam, you perceive, observe or under-
stand the absolute necessity of keeping ‘down the dietetics
of your husband to the lowest possible grade. If he have a
longing for food it is quite fictitious, remember, and not to
_ be in the least regarded. I would recommend water-gruel,
buttermilk, whey, and if at any time he should be very im-
portunate, for sick persons have unaccountable whims, a
spoonful or two of chicken-broth, very weak, or a thin bit
of burnt toast dipt in vinegar. If an acceleration of the
pulse denoting fever be observed, which is always character-
- 1zed by languor and thirst, tea of camomile or other bitter
herbs' may be adminstered, but eold water must be rigidly
* prohibited ; not one drop of that, madam, for your life!
Sleep i8 of no consequence; the less of it, and the less
sound, the better, but the fresh air is to be guarded against;
the patient’s chamber must be carefully closed, day and night,
and I would recommend a discontinuance of those daily
walks ; they exhaust the nervous energies with almost fatal
rapidity. I would recommend, too, that the patient abstain
from all employment; let his attention be concentrated as
much npon himself and his disease as possible, exclude all
sunshine and cheerful conversation from his apartment, and
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attend with unvarying punctuality to the administering of
the remedial agencies.

“ We may, 1 think, for the present, content ourselves with
the application of a blister to the region of the stomach,
and with mustard plasters to the soles of the feet; and with
strict prosecutions of these few orders, 1 see no reason to
doubt a speedy and permanent recovery.” ‘

And with 2 promise to visit his patient at an early hour
on the following day, Dr. Allprice bowed himself and backed
himself out, for he was a man exceedingly fond of ceremony,
in his own little way. Mrs. Fairfax found it hard to conceal
her bitter humiliation and disappointment ; but she caught
at whatever she might, as a sinking person will, and with
various pitiable flounderings kept herself from going quite
under the turbulent wave. : . o

She had confidently expected the doctor to see her home,
but instead of that he had left her without any intimation
that he would ever see her., She wished the well-bucket at
the bottom of the sea, and that she had never heard of Mr.
Hoops ; she wished she had remained at home with her sick
child, though not for the sick girl’s sake, it is to be feared.
She was angry with the doetor; hated -him with that sort
of hatred that borders on the contines of love. She was
angry with herself, but most and chiefly was she vexed with
her innocent friend and neighbor, Mrs. Whiteflock! But’
why she could not have told. g

“By the way, sister,” she says, as she tied her bonnet
s};:ings, “your danghter, Martha, hasn’t come in yet, has
she?”

“I-am by no means sure she was out,” replies Mrs, White-
flock, affecting a quiet unconcern she by no means feels.
“Come again, my dear, very, very soon.”

“Q, certainly ; there is no one I am so fond of visiting;
take the best care of Peter — I beg pardon — of your good
husband, I should have said,” and with a kiss and a long
pressure of the hand, the old friends parted. :

“ What a hypocrite the woman is !’ cries Mrs. White-
flock when the door is closed ; I hope she won’t come here
again for one while!” And then she opens Peter’s shirt and

- applies the blister with a will,

“Well,” says Mrs. Fairfax, mentally, as she allows the
gate to slam behind her ; “that girl Martha is a chip of the
21
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old block, sure enough! They’re all a pretty set, but I would
not 'a’ believed they were quite so bad, if I hadn’t ’a’ seen
with my own eyes! What is the world coming to? Just
to think of that little chit of a girl — not fifteen! If Sister
Whiteflock doesn’t get her pay, I'm mistaken; that’s all.”
And she turns aside from the direet path“homeward, in
order to make a little cail at Brother Timpson’s and unbur-
den her mind, but on reflection she concluded that if the
secret of which was now sole mistress were to get
abroad, it might-thwart the very end she hoped for; she
therefore contented herself with some vague hints and in-
sinuations, and at last took her solitary way homeward across
the fieldg, trampling through the weeds in preference to
walking in the open path, as some alleviation to her feelings,
for there was perilous stuff pent up within her bosom.

. The following morning while they were yet at breakfast,
Margaret sipping tea with a little dry toast — the mother
had reduced her diet to correspond with the doctor’s direc-
tions to Peter — Wolf, as he sat upright in the door, gave a
growl of alarm and defiance ; the next moment wheels were
heard grating along the graveled road, and there was<Mr.
Lightwait in the butcher’s carryall.

“I thought perhaps you would like to drive to town with
us, Sister Fairfax,” he said, with that smile of his that
hovered close upon gravity, “and am come, as you see,
amply provided.” : :

“ But what a wretched horse und harness and things,”
cries Margaret, laughing out, and beginning to eat the toast
which she has hitherto only made a pretence of eating.

%0, you are ashamed to drive with me, are you, my proud
young lady! then we shall have to leave her at home, shan’t
we, Sister Fairfax ?” :

“Indeed I would not dare allow her to go out of the
house without first consulting Doctor Allprice,” replies the

-mother with great concern. .And then she tells how very

bad Peter Whiteflock is — “ Y ou would never think it,” she
says, “to see him; he eats, sleeps, and, to all appearance, is
well as can be, but la me! what do we in our ignorance
know? I was with him yesterday when Doctor Allprice
.came, and if you had heard his orders I rather guess you
would think he was sick! why he won’t allow him one
mouthful of meat, nor hardly anything else!” And in this
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statement she was not so far from the truth as it happened
to her to be sometimes.

“«I feel so much better, indeed I do!” says Margaret,
appealing to her mother,

“Don’t be alarmed,” says Mr. Lightwait, patting her cheek,
“I have come to take you to see our poor Samuel, and I
propose to carry out my intention, that is to say, unless your
good mother and Doctor Aliprice (for whose authority I
entertain the highest respect) should set themselves bodily
as well as wilfully against me.” ’

“J shall cast the responsibility all upon you, then, dear
Brother Lightwait,” says Mrs. Fairfax, playfully shaking her
finger in his face. Then she said, of course she must go;
she could not think of trusting Margaret alone so far from-
her protecting care. ' |

Doctor Allprice will hear of this, she said to herself, and.
then I shall be even with him! Mr. Hoops and the well-
b&c!iet sunk into insignificance in comparison with this great
amatr,

Margaret was soon ready. She had not to hestow so much

- care upon her toilet as the mother, and her pale face looked

very charming under the rose-colored hood tied so close
beneath her chin. )

“I will take the seat beside you, Brother Lightwait,” says
Mrs, Fairfax, “I am so fond of looking at the horse!”

The morning was one of the most beautiful of the sum-
mer, with that delicious softness in the air, so like a bath of
fine odors, that characterizes the mornings and evenings of
southern Ohio. The hay-making was going on in the fields
by the way, the cows yet stood in the milking yards with
their sunrise shadows, tall and fantastic, beside them, the
smoke was curling from the homesteads, and the busy house-
wives plying their morning care about the doors and cool
well-side pavements. The roads were in the best order, so
that in spite of the rickety carryall and the clumsy, big-
headed and ill-conditioned animal before it, the .drive was
really charming. After half an hour, the farms began to
diminish to garden plots, and the farmhouses with their
dingy walls ‘and low porches, to give place to white and
sparkling villas, and directly, where the high hills dropped
abruptly, to the mill-creek valley a blue gleam of the River
of Beauty might be caught between the gray roofs and
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clustering spires of the Queen City, now distinctly visible.
Down; and down, and down, past the wooded slope where

the Spring Grove Cemetery now lies in its serene beauty, -

but where then whipporwills held court, and filled all the
shadowy place with their melancholy musie, across the dusty
old bridge, and the city disappears again, and nothing is to
be seen but the green ring of hills with which it is so com-
pletely hemmed in. - : .

And now they come upon those neat and thrifty vegetable
gardens, that lie, acre upon acre, and field against field,
sparkling and gleaming in dew and sun, their green fresh-
ness and golden ripeness and flowering bloom, showing along
the bed of the valley like one of those variegated quilts
which thriving housewives cunningly piece together. But

fagt the gardens slipped behind, and the dewy freshness gave

place to dryness and dust, and then came the smoke and din

and clatter of factories, the vile odors of soap and bone
boiling, and the shocking closeness and endless continuity
of the swine and cattle-pens. Murs. Fairfax poured out her
shallow stream of talk all the same, but Margaret pulled her
hood down about her eyes, silently troubled: about these,
and many other things, ,

“ 1 dare say you have friends to see, shopping, and other
matters on hand, that will take up your morning;” Mr.
Lightwait says, as they crossed the bridge of the canal and
turned toward Main Street, “ and for my part, I have to visit
the Book Concern, beside a dozen other places. So, with
your approval, we will postpone our call upon Samuel until
the afternoon.”

“ With all my heart,” responds Mrs. Fairfax, “the longer
delayed the better.” - :

Margaret stifled the sigh that rose to her lip, and sought to
reconcile her disappointed heart with the reflection that the
delay could not be for long now, at any rate. A time and
place of reunion were agreed upon, and the ladies at length
set down somewhere in the neighborhood of Fifth and
Walnut streets, where Mrs. Fairfax proposed to purchase
sundry trifles for the adornment of her charming person.

There was here no touch of the coolness and freshness of
the country morning’; the sun was nearly at the meridian
now, and the oppression of the hot pavement beneath her feet
and the close walls about her, caused Margaret to stagger
and put her hand to her brow.

\
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“« What’s the matter now?” says the mother, all sweetness

one from her voice. ‘ :

“ Nothing,” Margaret answers, trying to gather her weak-
ness into strength, as she best could.

“] knew well enough it would be so!” says the mother,
exulting, as it seemed, in the fulfilment of her prediction,
and without offering so much as.a helping hand, she walked
stoutly forward, pausing only to catch at the calicoes, flan-
nels and ribbons, flaunting over the doorways of the shops.
Sometimes she looked back, to be sure, but with an irritated,
mortified, and reproachful expression.

So for two long hours the sick girl, smothered under her
woollen hood and shawl, dragged after the mother, who was

~4n inveterate bargain-hunter, up and down and across and
back, out and in the self-same shops over and over. . Whether
ghe wanted an article, or whether she didn’t, was all one.
She must needs know the price, hold it up to the light, and
pull and stretch and cheapen it.

At length a blindness came upon Margaret’s eyes, and the
hot pavement seemed to be whirling under her feet, and all
breathless, overtaking her mother, and catching at her sleeve
as she was making a dive at a strip of coarse, but brilliantly
dyed carpet that from a high window swung low to the
street, she said, « I am tainting, T must have a drink of water,
I can’t see anything,” o .

“Bless my heart, what a child you are! here, you mustn’t
fall in the street, what will folks think!” And, reluetantly
letting go the carpet, she took her by the shoulder, and
brought her somewhat round by means of a smart shake.
Then she pulled her across the street and into a basement
grocery store that stood on the corner of what was then
Western Row and Baker’s Alley. An unpleasant odor per-
vaded the place, made of a combination of fishes, fowls,
lignors and spices, the smells of whiskey and codfish being
predominant. : - ,

The woman who tended the shop made haste to fetch a
glass of water from the hydrant at the door, warm as dish
water, and not so pellucid as a dewdrop, but offered with
right good will, and most gratefully accepted. '

“Can I leave her here for an hour or so ?” says Mrs. Fair-
fax as soon as Margaret, having swallowed the draught,
began to revive a little. “She’s got the nasty chills, but she

21* )
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would come to town to-day in spite of everything, and now

she has to pay forit!”
“Poor dgar!” says the kind-hearted woman, % I’ve had
the ager myself; it’s shook all the teeth out o’ my head
purty nigh —see!” And pushing her upper lip aside with
her finger, she exhibited the toothless gums, talking in a
mumbling voice while the exhibition was going on.

In course the girl could. stay as long as she would, and
she would be obliged to her for ber company into the bar-

ain.
5 Run, Leonora, and fetch your ma’s rocking-chair! and
mind, Leonora, that you don’t disturb your pat”

“ She shall have something better than a barrel to set on,
too,” when the child returned, staggering under the weight
of a big arm-chair, ‘ .

“You must not let her be too troublesome.” And Mis.
Fairfax peeps into the little fly-specked looking-glass that
hangs against the casement of the broad window, and so she
goes away. '

“Live anywhere’s nigh?” says'the woman, seating herself
on the whiskey barrel which at her urgent solicitation
Margaret had exchanged for the chair. She named the
place of her residence, languidly and without looking up.

“ Bloomington!” says the woman, “lawsy marsy, there’s

the place where Father Goodman was for a couple o’ year.”
~ Margaret looks up now and observes the woman. She
had a baby at her bosom, and her dress, negligently open,
' showed several inches of corset-board; thick as a stave, to-
gether with a good deal of coarse, soiled embroidery. She
had crossed one knee over the other, and with the foot that
touched the floor swayed herself to and fro on the barrel
with as much ease and comfort, apparently, as though she
were seated in her own rocking-chair. '

She wore 2 high, carved comb in her thin flaxen hair—
her sleeves were pushed sbove her elbows—her gaiters,
once fine, were unstrung, lop-sided and greasy, and the
heavy, filled hoops of her ear-rings had slitted her ears nearly
in two. She had quite a wasp’s waist, and her slazy lilac
silk was flounced to the knees with “ pinked” flounces.

She had been a belle, no doubt, in her girlhood. Her baby
had a big, blotchy head, a nose sunken well out of sight
between its fat cheeks, and the fingers of one hand all
webbed together. ’

N
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It was dressed, however, after the manner of more prom-

_ ising darlings; the neck, arms and part of the bust, bare,

and with petticoats duly embroidered, and of such extreme .
Jength as to trail constantly along the sawdust and tobacco
quids that sprinkled the floor. o '
But with all its hopelessness and deformity, it was evi-
dently a treasure in the eyes of the mother, for she said,
shaking it loose from her bosom and holding it up for the
admiration of Margaret, %It ain’t nigh so purty as some of
'em have been — I've had'six — but if it wasn’t for its nose,
— that comes o’ Ais drinking, I reckon, — and if its hand is
kep’ out o’ sight, it looks as well as anybody’s baby!” And
then she threatened to eat it up alive; it was such 2 dar-
ling rose-bud, and o sweet, she couldn’t help it, she said,
“Do you know Kather Goodman ?” Margaret asked, so
soon as her politeness would allow her to give over admira-
tion of the wonderful baby. ]
«Know him? well, I reckon I do. My own father is class-
leader in the church he’s over now; it’s two hundred mile
from here, at a place called Big Bend; not much of a town,
but mighty nice folks there, they say. We expect father in
October, along after potatoes is dug; he don’t bring no
potatoes to sell, though; he’s rich and comes to V’lSlt me
and the children. Xather never liked him, he didn’t; fact
is, "twas a runaway matoch between him and me; marry in
haste and repent at leisare, that’s about the way of it! He’s
drunk up stairs now, and as cross as a bear. Laws, I wish
you could see him ; he’s a sight, I can tell yon, —his facg is
nigh about as red as the baby’s petticoat. Would you like
to go up and peek through the crack o’ the door? It’s just
as good as to see a hyena, all kind o’ bristled up like asif
he was a wild beast!” No, Margaret would not care to see
him ; she was quite satisfied with what she had heard.
“Heard!” says the woman, “hearing is nothing! If I
should just tell you what Pve underwent! I wouldn’t have
my folks to know it, though, for half the grocery. Why,
last year when my father was here I kept him locked up in
the back-cellar for nigh onto a week, and when he screeched
and scratched round I pretended ’twas the -cat — father
being some deaf, you see! He’s a-coming agin, father is, in
October; he expects to get here by the fifth, father does,
and to start back to the Big Bend country by the tenth,
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anybow; he don’t believe in long visits, father don’t, and
what I'll do with him, then, the dear only knows! but maybe
some way’ll be pinted out as it was afore.” Then she told
Margaret that he was just as good a husband as ever was
when he wasn’t in liquor, and the best of providers.
- “He doesn’t get into one of his regular tantrums very
often,” she says, “not more than once a week, anyhow, and
they don’t last more than two or three days for the most

part, and when they’re onto him I always tie him to the bed-

post with a particular kind of knot I use for such occasions
special, and he can’t ontie himself till the worst is over, and
that’s a great mercy — he’s tied now; won’t you peek in ?
’taint but a step.”

And then she says, “ That’s why I'm in the store, me and
the young ’uns; when he’s to himself he won’t allowit. No,
indeed, he’ll hardly allow me to wet my hands, he’s that fond

-of me” -And so for two hours she ran on, now praising
him .and now blaming him, affecting between whiles to
devour the hands, especially the club-hand, of her baby, and
in reality devouring scraps of smoked jowls and bacon hams
with which the wall beside her was garnished, and which
she wrenched and twistéd away with her dirty ringed
fingers; her dress gaping wide all the time, and the little
nose of the baby wriggling almost continually among the
grimy embroideries, '

The shops proved a fascination too strong for Mrs. Fairfax,
as they were likely to do, and the time of her return was
delayed an hour beyond the one appointed. . She was hungry
and tired and out of humor, she said, though she might have
spared herself the trouble of mentioning the latter infirmity,
as it spoke plainly for itself, and if she had her way, would
prefer to go home at once. She didn’t wish to see old Sam
Dale for her part, and she couldn’t imagine why Margaret
should wish to see him, He was just the last person under

the sun that she had desired to see at any time; much less

did she desire to see him now that he was either turned fool
or gone crazy —-no one knew which, nor cared.

They found Mr. Lightwait at the place agreed upon. He

~ had been waiting some time, he said, but he manifested no

impatience; on the contrary, he was equable and quietly
genial, as ever ; he only feared, he said, looking at his watch,
that they might be too late to see Samuel; the hours for

L
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admitting visitors expired at three o’clock, and it was vear
that time now. Then Mrs. Fairfax put her face down very
close, and they had a little whispered consultation, at the
close of which she had brightened up a good deal, and ex-
pressed a hope that they might not be too late.

This was all long before that excellent agylum for the
insane, which now, with its ample buildings and beautiful
grounds, adorns one of the suburbs of the “Queen City,”
was projected ; and when a single ward of the city hospital
was used for the accommodation and treatment of lunatics.
~%Here we are!” cries Mrs. Fairfax, as she jumped to the
ground, in a state of happy excitement, and saw the sham-
bling legs and cadaverous faces through the high railing of
iron that inclosed the hospital yard. Margaret pressed one
hand hard against her beating heart, scarcely daring to raise
her eyes lest she might discover at one of the grated windows
the face she go longed, yet dreaded, to see.

Mr. Lightwait, with considerate tenderness, gave her his
arm, and they went in through the great creaking doors, and
climbed a long flight of bare, iron-faced stairs, and were
ushered into the matron’s parlor. There they were kept.
waiting a good while, and the time seemed to Margaret
twice as long as it was in reality. Mr. Lightwait had seated
himself close beside her, and as in her nervous agitation she
picked at the old hair-cloth of the sofa, he reassured her
from time to time with a smile, 2 pressurg of the hand, or .
& whispered word. When the matron appeared at last, a
gaunt woman in musty black, she trembled outright. It was
as she feared, too late ; and the matron, as' she took out her
gold watch to’'confirm her decision, seemed glad to have it

803 her high nose grew higher, and her black eyes blacker,

with satisfaction, as she silently shook her head.

Mr, Lightwait yielded the point with such graceful defer-
ence (it was just as he had designed it should be) that some
of her austerity immediately gave way — there wag a great
deal worth seeing, she said, two women just dead lethin five
minutes, in the poor ward. She would have them shown
round, although the'time for seeing visitor;] was passed. - She

tic, Jeast of all that terrible one they had had come to see,
She wag afraid of him, for her part; he looked so ferocious
and bloodthirsty! ¥e was shut up in one of the “strong

could not, however, promise them the sigjt of a single luna-
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rooms ” —they might see, if they chose, a room like his, so
as to know for themselves what sort of accommodations
they gave to murderers! This fellow was o doubt affect-
ing his craziness in order to escapé punishment, but she
rather thought he would be cured, if the present treatment
were continued long enough. : _

“Of course you will see the corpses!” she said, at last,
leading the way. And then she said she thought ministers
of the gospel, and she understood Mr. Lightwait. was one,
ought to embrace every opportunity of looking wpon the
dead, though what virtue went with such employment she
-did not explain.

There they were — fifty cot-beds all in a row, running
down the centre of the long, narrow room. The walls, floor,
tables, everything was bare, and two of the beds were bare
of bed-clothes and pillows, and on these lay the bodies of
the two dead women—the naked feet sticking up stiff — the
bust protruding and the head low. About the jaws of one
a white handkerchief was tied, and over the eyelids of the
other a vial of laudanum and a pill-box were placed. '

Some of the faces were spotted, some white and ghastly,
and some scarlet with fever, and they were mostly the.faces
of women, old, or far past middle life, but here and there
was 2 head with a crown of bright young hair, and here and
there a hand, smooth and fair as a lily, picked at the counter-
pane or waved itself anxiously to and fro, as though it were
beckoning to that shadowy helper, feared now no longer.

The atmosphere was oppressive, and the sights and sounds
- appalling to one vnaccustomed to such a place, and Margaret
turned away, faint and sick. :

“There, child!” says the matron, « this will revive you!”
and lifting her skirt, she took from the huge pocket that
dangled against her quilted petticoat a piece, or rather lump,
of greasy, highly spiced pound eake! “It’s got cinnamon in
it,” she urges, “and I mostly keep it in my pocket, especially
when I go about the corpses!” :

‘Margaret declined the cake, but accepted smelling-salts;
‘and when she was a little better, the matron insisted on her
seeing some of the lunatics — “that’ll fetch you' up directly,”
she says. ,

That night upon her little bed at home, both awake and
in her sleep, Margaret lived the whole scene over, She saw
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the Idng row of narrow beds with the livid faces looking out

of them, the old, withered hands that had done their last
work, the scrawny necks turning this way and that, and the
dull, sunken eyes locking hopelessly out of the leaden circles
about them. She saw the two dead bodies stretched
straight on their coarse sheets, but what haunted her more
than the rest was the burning cheek and flashing eyes of a
young girl, the golden tangles of whose long hair lay in a
shining heap in her bogom; they had just been cut off, but
she clutched them close and twisted her slender white

fingers among them as if she could not and would not give. . -
~ them up. “She is from the country,” the matron had said,

and then she had whispered with Mrs. Fairfax, and the two
women had shaken their heads, and this was all; but the
imagination of Margaret made up such a history of love be-
trayed, of desertion and poverty and sickness, that she
moaned as she spun it out. f _

She saw the “strong rooms,” with their hard; bare walls
and floors, the grated window, so high and so small, the iron
bedstead, the iron stancheon and ring, and the door, so heavy
and so strongly secured with bars and bolts ; the aperture,
no bigger than a rat-hole, for the secret observations of th’e
keeper, and at each of these spaces she saw in her mind’s
eye, one sad, reproachful face. . .

The memory of the lunatics was less horrible; the gibber-
ing women going up and down in their fintastic apparel,
and with close-cut locks and unmeaning eyes, did not haunt
her as: did these cells, nor as did the hot-cheeked: girl with
her lost treasure hugged to her bosom.

Even the “incurables” in their straight jackets and seanty
petticoats, tied like so many corpses to their wooden chairs,
came back to her less vividly. She could see them all, the
unsexed and hairy-faced, those who had grown big and
coarse a8 beasts, and those whose limbs were become crooked
and knotty and bulged and bunched, the big flippers of fect,
the filmy eyes, fixed as if set, the long, loose ears, the gray |
heads and the snow-white heads, they were before her,
visible through all the dark, visible no matter how fast she
shut her eyelids down. But, crowding them back_, and .
demanding a place closer than any of them, was the image
of him &he had failed to see, for awake or in sleep, her heart
was filled with the thought of Samuel.
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Should she éver see him again, and if so, what would he

say to her? She had no question as to what she should say
to him. She would tell him that she loved him, let come
what would. . '

And this resolve comforted her; a downright resolve

always helps us; one way or another; sometimes from the
- execution of our resolve, '

CHAPTER XV.

¢¢ CHARLEY GAY.”

M HEN Miss Kathreine Lightwait was yet in her

: teens she had a lover; one Charles Parsons Gay-

feather, a student, at the time, in the university

near the residence of her father. He was a

stranger in the neighborhood -——a handsome,

light-hearted, good-humored fellow, that everybody liked

" but few persons trusted much. He was known in his col-

lege as Charley Gay, and if an old horse were to be got into

chapel, or a trap to be set for the legs of some innocent pro-
fessor, Charley Gay was on hand. :

He bad a great knack of committing his lessons, so that
he could keep up with his class and still devote a good por-
tion of his time to mischief. He had pretty hands, set off
with a variety of costly rings ; hair colored like a ripe acorn,
and as bright and shining as that, and eyes that all the girls
thought marvels of depth and tenderness. He dressed well,
though rather janntily, perhaps, and was always to be seen
at church, because the girls were there, most likely, and at
all gatherings of every kind that took place. ' L

‘“ He was open-hearted as well as open-eyed, and every-
body came to know him, and to like him ag before said, with
that sort of easy liking that stops short of trusting. -Among
the young ladies there were many perhaps who might have
trusted, but we have only to do with the one who did trust.
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i ightwait was almost ag gay and careless as he
inlfi?sggrtlil:r?eg. g%;nd somehow her heart-strings got mtcfj‘ hlﬁ
beauntiful white hands, and stayed there, in despite of a
efforts of father and mother to pull them thenc?; Lih

¢ You must not see the young fellow,, Kate,” the hlst op
had said; ‘ notalone, certainly ; I don t like hlmbm—:D 1’;& at- I::;:
T don’t believe in him ; and it is chh wiser anq e her t
you should do as I wish, and be guided by your mother hmi
me in this thing ; promise me,dng’ dear, and Heaven elp
our promise sacre .
yoﬂxffi ll?;t;l)lgrine 1%11 pouting, at first, and then to pleac%mgé,
and in the end to tears: but the father conld notli'c? enci
conscientiously, and therefore would not }-elent at all; and
Katherine, seeing how matters stood, dried her (;lyes a.rid
gave the required promis(ia', s}(;:cretlg resﬁ:ried that she wou
“ »’ when and where she could. - o
" Ogl1 aKﬂ;t% is a good girl, Bethy,”” the bishop said, kiss-
ing the pale cheek of hishwifﬁ, “ :I,l,d we must give her _more
ince we deny her her heart.
heg% SIl{a’rﬁzerine hsc;d her head and went about wheret Shf‘}.
would, seeing her Charley and confiding to him all hﬁar ro*i1d
bles under the influence of the girlish delusion that he cou
ing right. - _
mﬁigde‘itg?’;gglzﬁne%)eing, when be kissed her and called hel:
his pretty Kate, and his poor Kate, and his own Kate, every
i s right. ) ]
thIIT-]Ige' :;ﬁfld ?101: study his books, he said, and ,he dldn;‘t c;m];'e _
whether he knew his lessons or not; he didn’t care for th:
college fellows any more ; he didn’t care for anything IE ;
world but her! * O Kate, if you cared half as much tor
me ]’ o ) _ 1
first they were very cautious in choosing the time an
p]fﬁ)g of their}irnterviews?but success gradually'emlf)oldenig
them ; and what seemed at first a hazardous thing ega;:om
seem in its frequent repetitions but a sgna,ll thing, ar;h rom
the grape-vine bower in Cousin Martha’s garden, or i?imes
let bank under the beech tree, Charley would someH
walk with Kate almost to the very gate of Irxor.n_e.t 1OW
could she refuse him when it drove him to despair to lose .

her out of his sight! :

ith hi the cruel
If she would only run away with him and escape
oppression in which she was forced to live! ¢ Dear, dear
' 22

A
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Kate, if you only would, you should never have your sweet
will crossed again, never! I can never love but you, my
Kate, and your image mu%t follow me to the grave !’

One summer night when Katherine was in her night-dress,
and just about going to bed, she heard = little noise at her
window, like the flutter of a bird’s wing, and turning hastily
round, there, sure enough, was something white as snow

 coming through the open sash. - The next moment she was.

standing by the lamp reading, all of a tremble ; it was a
love-letter that had been tossed in at the window,.

When Katherine had read the writing she wonld not for-
bear peeping out, and there, crouching under the ivy-vine
that clambered against the wall up to the very gable, who
should she see but Charley !

““ Do not bid me go away, sweet Kate,”” he whispered up
to her; ¢ it is better to lie here and die here, than to live
anywhere else!?”

Then she kissed her hand to him : ¢ O Charley, Charley,
you must go! What if you should be found there? for
mercy’s sake, for your own dear sake, rise and go!”’ Bat
he would not go for mercy’s sake nor for his own sake ; if
it were for her sake, why then he would go.. .

“I'or my sake, then, dear Charley!”” And she reached
her arms down low as though she would fain touch his head
and bless him. ' ‘

‘“ Some token, then, my Kate ; some precious little token .

of your love? A tress from that dear head ; a flower ; the
smallest leaf of a flower ; anything that you have touched
and blessed | ’? ‘ ’ ,

‘ But, Charley, I have no flower, and I cannot tear for
you a tress of my hair; go with just my love — you have
all that!’’ ‘

‘ Cruel Kate ; I cannot, will not go — not without some
precious sign of your love ! ”? ‘

Then she tore the lace from her sleeve and threw it down
to him, an'd with a thousand whispered thanks and blessings
he stole away. _

~ After this there were other interviews at the chamber win-
dow, continued longer and full of all the promises and prot-
estations that can be imagined, from midsummer till avtumn,
and from autumn till early winter they had gone on; and at
last one night, when a quarterly meeting kept the good
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bishbp and his wife late from home, Charley stayed to a

very imprudent hour. . )

Katherine might have seen him at the garden gate, or in
the parlor, but she had said to her father, I will not go
out of my chamber while you are gone;’’ and so frue was
she in her falsehood, that she wounld not break her promiise,
and the interview was held in the accustomed way. And
yet not gquite in the accustomed way.

It was cloudy upon this night, and about nine o’clock the
snow-flakes began_to slide slantwise down the air, and the
wind to make moans that were pitiful about the corners of
the old house., :

< Dear Kate, I am dying of cold,” says Charley, ‘“and
your bright, warm chamber so near ; isn’t it cruel 777

i Ah, cruel indeed! What can I do for you; throw you

" down my shawl?”’

Then he said, ¢ He would climb to the window, and she
ghould put her arms about him and that would make him so
warm, and O so happy, beside ! ”/

In vain Katherine said no, this could not be; her heart

~ was all on his side as against her words ; this he knew, his

arms were strong, his will stronger, the vine against the
wall served as a sort of ladder, and while she was saying,
“ No, Charley, this must not be,”” he was there, panting on
the window seat, and her arms were about him and her face
close to his. , .

The snow wrapt them all round in its mantle, but they did -
not feel it, and the hours went by like minutes, and the mid-
night drew near. At last Katherine gaid he must go, she
would not grant another minute ; she Was doing so wrong,
80 very wrong, and it wag so late. Then Charley said it
was not late, and she was doing no wrong, and if she loved
him she would never speak such words; for if she thought
them she would hush them up and please him in spite of
them.

. Then they had a little quarrel — a very tender, loving quar-
rel — but one that required to be made up, nevertheless,
and all this required time; and directly the click of the
gate-latch surprised them and set their hearts beating with
new sensations. It was the bishop coming home with his
wife and much company, to boot. i .

‘““ What is this 77’ he cries, swinging his lantern in wide cir-
™ ‘
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cles aboutl. - “Some thief, perhaps, let us seel’ And
straight he began to follow the foot-prints which the slowly-
falling snow had not yet obliterated. Nearer, clearer came
the voices ; the light was gleamirg round the corner of the
house. '

_“ Now, the Lord have mercy ! what shall we do?’’ cries

Katherine, in an agony of distress..

“ This, my sweet Kate, and all shall yet be safe!”’ and he -

leaped into the chamber, leaving all the ivy-vine shaking
from top to bottom, and the snow tumbling from it in thick
showers. There was a flutter of garments still at the win-
dow when the bishop lifted his eyes. ‘‘ Good wife,’” he said,
in a still, slow voice, sweh as he only used when deeply
moved, ‘‘ our Kate must be looked after — God knoweth
what may have happened — we are all liable to temptation,
and she among the rest: take with you some one or two of
, our sisters here, and go at once to her chamber. She must
not be spared; if she have merited the rod, the rod must
fall, though it were on her naked soul, and though she were
twice my child, Go at once, dear Bethy, and the Lord have
mercy, and make my fears to be without foundation. ” - .
From this command there was no appeal, and the frue
wife and tender, trembling mother obeyed withont a word.
Alas for Katherine! poor, frightened child, what could
she do? The father beneath the open window, the mother
on the stair — she did the worst that was possible — instinct
taught her to hide, to screen herself and her lover some-

here; and where of all things should it be but within the

urtains of the bed! So there they were, sitting side by
side, and locked within each other’s arms from very fright.
Of course Katherine was disgraced beyond all hope ; the
father would not have shielded her if hé could, and the mother
dare not. The whole church and the whole neighborhood
were soon aware of the scandal; the bishop made public
acknowledgment of his shameful bumiliation in his Sunday
morning sermon, and the grief-stricken mother went out of the
church with her head bowed low, so low that it could never
lift itself up, as it had done, any more. From that sorrowful
day she drooped as a flower from which the dew and the light
are withdrawn, and when the snows of another winter fell,
her tender eyes were done with tears.
Charles Parsons Gayfeather was expelled from college in
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disgrace, and left the neighborhood for the neighborhood’s
good, as the people said, leaving with Katherine’s cousin
Martha a letter for Katherine, in which he called her, as of
old, hig sweet Kate, and vowed himself by all that was good
on earth and glorious in heaven, to eternal fidelity. ¢ When
I am rich, as I shall be sometime, my sweet Kate,”” he said,
“] shall come back and carry you off in spite of them all ;
it may be twenty years hence, but I shall come. Wait in
patience and in hope, sweet Kate, as I shall.”

And while Katherine carried this letter in her bosom,
reading it over and over and finding in it a world of precious
consolation long after she knew it by heart, still deriving
new meanings and new solace from the old, old story, the
good bishop one day said to his wife, ¢ Bethy darling, we
must try to save our remaining child, in spite of our great
enemy, the devil.”” Bo what should they resolve upon in
the end, but to make a preacher of John Hamiyn.

» ‘““John1’’ calls the bishop, ‘“John Hamlyn Lightwait,
come here, instantly !’ ;

The lad thus summoned, was at the mothent engaged in
the pleasing occupation of flying his kite, and as it happened,
his kite had gone very high, to the admiration of a dozen
lookers-on as well as of himself, and perhaps no leader ever
hauled down his colors with a keener sense of suffering, than
he that high-soaring kite. ' '

There was no appeal, that he knew very well, and as
he wound in the long line, hand over hand, and the kite
sidled down, the magnificent tail fluttering and flowing be-
hind, the moisture gathered to drops in his eyes, and
trembled along his cheeks in spite of all he could do.

‘“ Johnny Lightwait’s a-cryin’!’’ shouted a rough lad
whose clothes were not so fine as John’s, and whoge kite
wouéé% riot fly so high. ¢ He’s a-cryin’ like a baby; good,
good !’ :

_ There was a shout of derision among those who were look-
ing on, but from the group one little girl stept forth, her -
round face flushed at the indignity, and putting her two

~ arms, tanned brown as leather, about his neck, kissed him

right before them all.

‘““ Never mind, Johnny,”” she says; ‘I like you whether
your kite js down or up ;’’ and with the corner of her blue
““bib " apron, she wiped the tears from his face. She was

29+




258 THE BISHOP'S SON.

the child of poor parents, evidently ; her bare feet, scratched
with briers, her torn dress, and the soiled tangles of her hair,
all bespoke that, but the sweetness of her expression, now
that her sympathy was aroused, was something wonderful.
If a rose-bud should burst into open flower in an instant, it

would not be more strangely sudden than the transformation -

of her countenance when the hoot against her favorite was
raised-; and as she dropt her brown arms from his neck and
stood trembling and dilating before him, she was like a
rose that has been the sport of some tempest; red, ruffled,
but sweet as she could be, withal.

Her eyes were like a dove’s in their soft tenderness, and
her complexion would have been white as milk but for the
tan, as might be seen by the shoulder drawn up out of the
dress above where it was used to be tied, showing a new
moon of pure pearl under the dusky brown. :

«“Q,Idon’t mind !’ saysJohn ; he did not say, ‘“solong
as you care for me ; ”’ but he looked it, and with his kite in
- his arm he went info the house, she following him with her
dove’s eyes. o

¢ Your mother and I have concluded to make a preacher
of you, my son,”” says the bishop ; and denuding the kite of
‘its very magnificent tail, with a light dash of his hand, he
tossed it into the fire. :

« () father! father!’’ cries John; and then he fell kick-
ing and screaming and was led away by the ear, and locked
fast in a closet. :

After three hours of solitary confinement, he was informed

by the bishop, speaking through the key-hole, that if he

could behave himself, having no more to do with kites and
little beggar girls, he might come out !’ to which he re-

plied only by sullen sobs, and kicks against the door. Three!

hours more produced in some sort the desired effect, and he

was let out and sent to bed supperless, for his obstinacy, *

where he told his sister confidentially that he would fly a

kite whenever he had a mind, and play with whatever little -

girl he fancied, into the bargain! .

Thus the work of making a preacher of the bishop’s son
began, and the reader knows already how it ended.

Poor Katherine! Months and months she kept her lover’s
letter as the most precious of her treasures, clutching it in

all her trouble as though it were the only anchor of her hope.
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At last, one day when she saw past all doubt that shadow
we so much fear, sitting at the hearth-side, and making all
her mother’s face to be as the face of one who is done with
the things of this world, she went away by herself, and tak-
ing the letter from her bosom, locked it out of her gight, :

There came another day, before long, when she took the
letter from the drawer, all sweet with the scent of the rose-
leaves that had been about it, and tearing it to little frag-
men{;(si, gave it to the winds to carry whitherscever they
would. '

Charley, her own Charley, pledged to be faithful unto
death, was married — married to a widow ten years his sen-
1;lor1,1 and! possessed of five children and twenty-five thousand

ollars .

And this, then, was the way he got rich and the way he
did not come back to carry off his sweet Kate !

And what should Katherine do now for consolation but
turn to the church? There was nothing else to do. She
had lost all faith in man, and was driven, as it were, to God.
Not with any childlike confidence and hope, but as a last
desperate refuge. Her heart did not break nor bend under
its affliction, but it slowly withered and hardened, like a
giece of sound timber from which the sap has been all with-

rawn. )

She stripped off the rings from her fingers, and the furbe-
lows and flowers from her bonnets — pinned her shawl with
a sort of sad severity, combed her long, bright hair in the
most unbecoming of styles, and betook herself straight to the
church. I said wrongly, she went to God, she ouly went to
the church; she did not get religion when she renounced
the world, and what had been born in her died out with her
love, so that she was left a creature of mere forms and cere-
monies with dry blood about her heart, and a dry creed
about her soul, ' '

Twenty years she had lived in this state, doing what she
considered to be her duty, in that hard way that begets
neither grace in one’s self, nor gratitude in others; that is,
m fact, nothing better than the sowing of withered seed
among rocks, where there is no possibility of quickening in
the first place, and no possibility of taking root if there were
quickening. She seemed constantly to avenge herself on
herself for the burden she had assumed, and not only so, but
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also upon her friends, if friends she could be said to have,
who never gave any part of herself with her service. All
men were alike to her, and all women, and both sexes the
same as one, or as neither, Whether it was a child, an old
man, 3 young man, or a maid with whom she associated, she
remained the same— uninfluenced, untouched, all apart
- and separate. She had no need, apparently, that any human
being could fill ; she never-required any service that a ser-
vant could not as well render as a friend, and never by look
or sign asked sympathy. She dressed with severe simplic-
ity, ruled her horse and her brother with the authority of
law, and not with the right of gentleness and love ; went
abroad only for charitable purposes, and to church, and

commanded from her neighbors a sort of fearful respect, .

rather than cheerful admiration.
~ She raled her brother, John Hamlyn, not only with the
authority of law, but with a rod of iron as well ; a rod that
did not come down upon his bare shoulders, to be sure, but
was always felt to be imminent, so that he lived all his days.
in a state of apprehension, as one might with a naked sword
swinging over his pathway, this way and. that. She wag
as & curb in his mouth, a check-rein upon his neck, and &
general restraint upon all his actions ; only in thought was
he free, except it were out of her sight.

This was one reason, perhaps, why he was so prone to
overstep the common and accepted boundaries; they were
made too broad, too high, too offensively conspicuous.
She was older than he by a number of years, and while he
was yet in his boyhood and youth, there was some show of
right in this authority, but when he came to man’s estate
she did not in the least relax. She had splinted up the
weak side of her own nature and bore herself as loftily as if
she had never known a weakuess. :

Twenty years she had been living this life of religious
mechanism, when a little incident occurred one day that
knocked her theories to ‘“everlasting smash,” and left her
on thebasis of our common nature and common liumanity.

It was about ten days, perhaps, subsequent to the visit
(which was no visit at all) of John Hamlyn to Samuel, that
the brother and sister sat towards the close of the day on
the piazza fronting the mainroad. The great show had come
to town, the big tent was up on the village common, and
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half the day wagon loads of tigers, leopar i i
f 1] , leopards, eurious birds,
and hideous snakes had been stringing along the highway.
The camels with their high backs, and the elephants under
canvas covers, with such big round holes for their eyes,
had gone by, and all about the parsonage, at least, was be-
come quiet again. ’

“ Of course you will not countenance this vul

I ar show of

monkey tricks and pony races,”” says Katheringc;, glancing
from the great white tent toward her brother. -

‘“ And suppose I should ?”’ says John, making letters

_with the point of his forefinger on the baluster.

‘““Suppose youshould? Why Joh ’
knowha veioms Tdor y John, 1 can’t suppose that,

‘“ And what if it should turn out that you do not know me
quite so well as you think? What if I should go to the
show and take the prettiest girl the village can muster ? 1
say what then, Kate? Who would be any the worse forit?”’

M_ustermg a pretty girl, to be sure! how degenerate
youare! But as for knowing you, I am not quite sure I
do know you, after that disgraceful affair the other day. I
wonder a$ you, John Hamlyn!” She always called his
name in full when she took him to task with unusual sever-
1ty.S He understood very well that she alluded to his visit
to 7amu'el, but more especially with reference to Margaret.

He sa.ld,.therefore, in reply : “ Visit the widow and the
iaﬁhelzlesi 13 1ihe1r afflictions,’”” writing all the while on the

aluster to help him out, e ;
Serimtore. p ven though he answered her from
th;‘ Tl;e devil c‘z:,nI quote Scripture,”” says Katherine ; and
n she says, am more and more convinc ¢
not lznow you, John Hamlyn!” nvinced that T do

‘ Are you quite sure you know yourself, ister 777

;; Perfectly sure, sir!”’ o my good sister

nd then she said she was sure of another thing, and that
was that little Margaret Fairfax should never ru%; her, nor
her -h(_)use, nor her brother’s house, — not if she could pre-
vent it! She would rather see him dead before her than-
come to such a pass | :

“ Well,’Kate, I have not climbed to her chamber-window,
and I'don’t mean to; what I have done I have done openly
;ﬂd abovela boadfd, auldic{ have not seen her since the affair

u are pleased to call disgraceful, if it wi
you are plea, isg ul, if it will do you any good
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He had never mentioned the old lover to his sister till
now, even by remote insinuation; he had never, indeed,
addressed her with so much spirit, in all his life, and when
he had done he almost trembled at his own audacity, and
wrote very hard upon the baluster, looking down,

There are women who never fully appreciate kindness and
forbearance, — women to whom, indeed, a little restraint is
wholesome, — who constantly impinge more and more upon
liberty, until they come to regard concession ag their right,
and their own wills as supreme. Such a woman was Kathe-
rine Lightwait ; if her father had lived to keep astrong hand
upon her, she would have been a wiser and a worthier
“woman. . Her brother she had stood in no fear of till now,
when she instantly assumed a more pacific attitude, quietly
turning the conversation to other channels. But somehow
it got back again to the show, by and by.

““ You really -have no serious intentions of going there 77
said Katherine; ‘¢ think how it would look!”’

“That is a common mistake, sister ; we think foo much
bow things look, and too little what things be ; now as to
this show, there is one light in which it may. be really re-
garded as a benefaction ; the weary, worn-out wives and
daughters of farmers, who see no holiday from year’s end to
yvear's end, find there recreation that is pleasant anq not
unprofitable. They take alesson in natural history while at
the same time they take pleasure ; nor is it for us to despise
any of the works of God, as you seem to do. He made the
beast of the field, and the bird of the air, and all the scaly
tribes of the waters, and when He had made them He pro-
nounced them good. So, Kate, I am inclined to go to the
show, after all, shake hands with my neighbors, and wonder
at the monkeys and tlie ponies, and Kate, do you know I
would like to ride the elephant!”’ .

“John Hamlyn!” Then Katherine repressed herself
and said the more was the pity, and she was sorry for it.

‘ And so, dear Kate, am I, but you see when 1 was a bqy,
when it was my time toride an elephant, that natural desire
was repressed and erushed down within me, not crushed out,
and the consequence is, I cannot this day see an elephant
without an almost insane longing to be boosted up and ride.”

“Boosted! What a shocking word! Will you never
leave off such things, John?’’ ‘

THE BISHOP'S SON. 9263

‘“ You see, Kate, the boost period did not have its needful
and rightful expression, and therefore 1 have never really
grown out of it, as I should if 1 had been boosted in the
boost season | 7’ ‘ . S

He shook back his loose locks and langhed heartily at the
droll light in which the veritable truth had presented itself
to his mind, but Katherine only sighed and looked distressed.
At last she said, ““ You.do not seem to understand, John,
that your light remarks reflect upon the discipline of our
good father, the bishop!”

““ Yes I do, Kate, understand it fully, buf I find it possi-
ble for even a bishop, though he were my father, to have
been mistaken. He ruled us with the same iron hand,
whereas only you, pardon me, required it, and you, Kate,
pardon me again, have made the same mistake after him.
You have governed me completely, but you have not changed
my nature one whit. ' Now, would it not have been better
to have taken the originul wild stock and to have engrafted
apon it something finer and higher, rather than to have
pruned me off thus, and to leave me but an artificial wilding
after all. O Kate, I wish you, or any one, had ever under-
stood me! I am in a false position every way, too bad or
too good, and sometimes I don’t know which ; and to come
to the worst, Kate, I am half in love with this little Marga-
ret you so look down on.”’ " .

“Half in love with what, pray ? She has neither mind
manners, nor education, and is in no way fitted to be your
mate, with her rastic bringing up, her low stature, and doll-
baby face! I am surprised, mortified, and ashamed; but
let us say no more about it ; marriage with her is not to be
thought of.”” .

“You ask what I am in-love with?’’ said John, a good
deal taken down in spite of himself; I am in love jugt as I
am with a rose, or with any other sweet and exquisite t#ing.”

“Yes, and would wear the sweetness out and tos§ her
away just as soon as you would the flower.”

““ Will you just tell me what you were in love with, when
you were in love ? 7

““That was in my salad days, and I beg you will never
speak of it again’; if I were to fall in love now, I should
know what it was with, and you are a man, with sense and
Jjudgment, and in the full maturity of all your powers.” .
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« T don’t see that all that helps me much.”

s« Nor 1, to my sorrow ; but promise me, at least, that
you will not take this girl to the show, and let us say no
mote about it ; the whole subject is abhorrent to me.”

Then he gave the promise, and they fell into uncomfort-
able silence ; the one feeling outraged, and the other that he
wag cut off from human help and sympathy, and that he was
not strong enough to stand alone. Many a time before the
brother had sought to open his heart to his sister, though he
had never braved it out so courageously, but she had always
as now pressed it back upon itself and into itself with the
same iron hand. He said at last, perhaps to say something,
¢ Shall you go with me to the Bible class this evening,
Kate?” :

« Certainly,” she replied; ‘¢ why should you ask so fool-
ish a question?”” He made no answer but wrote again qu
. the baluster. :

The day was ended now and the long shadows joined
into one soft shadow that spread .over all the landscape.
The sun, large and dim, was going down behind a bank of
“rosy mist, and all the air was filled with that gentle murmur
that is soothing as a lullaby. It failed of its usual effect
‘upon the brother and sister, and each felt it to be a relief
when the evening stage coach came rattling over the neigh-
,%Jo‘ring. hill. The eyes of both were fixed upon it as the

ur grays labored up the ascent, stretching their broad
flanks, and nodding their glossy necks as they dragged the
great lumbering coach behind them. There was but one
passenger outside ; a man of middle age, dressed neatly but
rather finely for a traveller, He held his hat in his hand,
and seemed to be looking about him with a wide-awake in-
terest and keen sense of enjoyment.

¢ One of the managing showmen, I judge,” says John

Lightwait, glancing from the stranger to his sister.

_“ Why should you so judge ?”’ says Katherine sharply ;
““he looked to me like anything but a showman!” She
averted her face as she said this -and directly rose and went
into the house. :

« At the tea-table she seemed strangely absent-minded,
breaking the bread into little crumbs on her plate, and say-
ing mnothing, and_ when it was time for the class, she told
her brother she believed he would have to excuse her for
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tlllateevening—— she had a headache and preferred to be .
alone. .

Meantime, the ontside passenger of the evening coach was’
exciting a good deal of attention in the village ; he had taken
the best room in the Eagle Hotel, called for the best the
house afforded, feeing the servants with unusual liberality
and setting things about him in order, as though with the
intention of remaining some time.  After supper, with which
he drank wine instead of tea, and which he appea.'red to relish
with the keenest zest, he strolled about the village, and in
the course of an hour had made the acquaintance of half a
dozen of the foremost town’s-people, was hand-in-glove
with the proprietors of the show, and had been admitted to
a Slg‘}‘lt of the birds and beasts gratuitously.

‘“That is the parsonage yonder?’’ he said, as he sat
astride a new-made barrel at the door of the cooper-shop
his legs deeply buried in shavings, chopping carelessly with
the adze with one hand, and playing with a handsome beard
tha.j: gas just touched with gray, with the other. N

S You’re a werry good guesser,” says the coo ‘
slipped t,he apron of bed-ticking over h)irs head — Reilt‘;’ izstﬁg
pr?‘aoher.s house, and a man of wersatile talents he'is too,”

_‘“Ab, indeed : hope I shall have the pleasure of hearing
hltrrll‘ 1’1 and, lzg thle way, what’s his name ?

en, with a long preface tha i
th (goperhtcl)ld hisgl; £ne. t was no way to the point,

“Humph 1”7 says the stranger, setting the adze d i

the stick he was driving at, *“ Lightwait, %ightwait! iie(%ill’ri
be little Bishop John, as his mother used to call him, I
Imagine.”” He said this in soliloquy, his white ﬁngérs
twisting in his beard, and his head turned backward over his
sh?‘ulder, as if he were looking away to distant years.
_ * No, gir,” says the cooper, ‘ he ain’t a bishop ; not wer-
itable, Ehough his father was, and he is sometimes called the
Bishop’s son ; it’s a kind of woluntary compliment like that
we p]?y toIhlmél you understand.”’ :

(“ Yes, 1 understand — a sort of ac " hi
Vlr’fulgs and Christian graces.” know]edgmeni? °f hls

‘ Yes, sir, and not altogether for anvy wali i ;
kn‘c:w of; he’s ggod-lookigg and agreea%ale.”ld wirtaes, as 1
| Some!;hmg- like me,” interposed the stranger, anh he
aughed hgg;ly ; and then he gaid, hewing very hard with
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the adze as he said it, «“ Is he a man of family 7 or does he
bave that beautiful cottage all to himself? ”’

The cooper did not reply directly, but, ‘taking up the
thread of his former thought, said, ¢ As 1 was remarking,
sir; he’a agreeable, but as to his wirtues proper, he always

geemed to me to be warnished like, rather than bright all -

through.” - .
¢« A common case enough, my friend ; but did you say he

was married 7 I’m interested in the ladies, you gee.”’

<« Well, sir, no sir, I didn’t say nothing aboutit; I didn’t
understand you to ask.”’ ‘

“] put my question very awkwardly, I suppose, but I
certainly meant to inquire if he were married ; is he 7”7’

« Well, sir, he ain’t married, not wisibly, any how; he
hain’t been pasture here long.” ‘

«¢  think I shall go and guarter upon him, if he has that
sweet cottage all to himself.. Do you suppose he would

take me in 7"’

¢« Well, sir, he might fur's I know. I should think you '

was about the sort of a chap he’d take to; but T wouldn’t
wenter to perdict a welcome from his sister : she’s a bit of
a wixen, I take it.”’ :

The stranger’s face flushed suddenly. So there is a
wothan in the house 1”7 hesaid. And then he said, Young
and beautiful, of course 222 He looked down as he said this,
his face coloring more and more.- )

s¢ No, sir ; she ain’t purty according to my iaste, and she
ain’t in her wernal days, neither. She's old enough for you,
I should say.” ' -

! The stranger laughed, but the langhter was forced and
_ unnatural ; and the cooper went on to say that, to his think-
ing, the preacher’s sister was not nigh so good-looking, nor

so good natured, neither, as what the widder Fairfax was,

who lived in the brown houge over the hill, and who had a
daughter old enough to be married.

«Then I shan’t find a rival in you? well, so much the
better,”’ says the stranger, who had recovered himself a
little by this time ; * but what’s her name — Xantippe 7’

¢« No, gir, you’ve wentered a wrong guess this time ; her
name is Katherine ; akind of cross name, L always thought.”
.+ And she is married, of course?”’

« Why ¢ of course,” Mr.?”’
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:: %T I“dOH’t,kDOW, I simply took it for granted.”’
cll, you’ve wentered wrong agin ; she ain’t married
and never will be; sho’s an old maid ! ” oS
‘Well, I suppose it i i ; N
hoald marry‘”pp e 1t is not impossible that an old maid
“ Jest about the same thing, I i
about , I take it ; ’
an‘?'ll?hui;?ld without he was a\%ful harg 11'u1’1 » feller’d have
at’s your opinion, sir ; *" and the str. i
m?f%segu;? tl??,n the circumstances seemedﬁgw?aiga?]ﬁ:e it
, 8ir ini i ot o o1l
t00.7 y 1 S,I.uy opinion, and it’s the werdict of all men,
hagg.dl ;31‘3311'1 ,(l)lsczaiii 1g1is old glxaid they were talking about
g er-youth, so report said, b
didn’t walue her’eveu at h b’ , said, but that ho
: t at a high
have her ; anyhow, he ra *off 1gh enough rate to
v, n off and left her, but th
wamped up her heart : o, DBt tuat she
Or%‘%sly. consideri:’l: somehow, and braved it out, purty Wal'
e stranger sat for some time aft i isti
- > for er this, twis i
fylﬁte fingers silently in his beard, and then he sa,ic‘iw ]z;l?rrilg t]]ns
“%v‘t; %ld S‘h()’l,lld you take me to be, my friend ? Z p' 7
you'd el i) sir,”” says the cooper, eyeing him sharply, «if
o ?; deen left to the nateral disadwantages o’ time’ and
onto fifty R, Sons mi ety rase mighty close
’ ritn all your adwantages you’d i
most for a leet] Tar . ‘ Y pass with
the quostion ? le up ards of forty ; but what sot you to ask
“Simply to know how I a ’
: Enow I ppear to strangers; I am, @
you guess, coming in sight 'ty 3 hei O . 88
to be an old man?isu’t 1(igt ? gf fifty ; heighho ! that's getting
:: ]?rini Ii’),Ot so wery ; I’'m forty-two.” .
uf ave been talking,”’ says the stra \di
. s nger, st
Illllp T}d.tchangmg tone and manner, “ wide of thge pu:p?)[;gmo%
W{et}lnsgr tao ygll:r pretty town here ; do you happen to know -
herentoes %7"’ ng man of the name of Samuel Dale lives

Here came out all : l i
l‘etfterhmay be o :d. the story about Samuel, which the
the end of it the stranger said he w.
‘ > was the uncl
I})rlcl):jmg man, and that he had but lately fallen heilfl foea,olfafgg
Se]fp(féty,'tﬁrougp the death of a relative that had cat him-
oy off with a shilling — one John Cutwild Sparks — a fel-
about as strange as his name. And then he said if
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. Samuel had suffered at the hands of the people thereabout,
so much the worse for them, o -

¢t Maybe you would not be the man to windicate him so
strongly, for all that,” says the cooper, * if it wasn’t for the
money ? 7’ S . )

Then the stranger said something in an apologetic way
about having known less of his nephew, in the past, than he
had always desired to ; their pathsin life had kept them sep-
arate, and then Samuel was to him, a mere boy! -

When the stranger returned to the Eagle Hotel he went
straight to the register and making a dash or two across the

name he had set down, wrote another beneath it; the name
‘erased was (. G. Parsons ; the one substituted was Charles
P. Gayfeather. This done, he went to his room, and in the
course of an hour came down very carefully dressed, and
sauntered leisurely towards the parsenage.

J )

CHAPTER XVI.

i

SAINT AND SINNER.

T 'the accustomed hour the Bishop’s son, in no
very devout frdme of mind, came forth from his
house, and turned mechanically in the direction
of his religious duties.

Presently, as he picked his way among the -

dusty fenmel and thistles that fringed the road-side, there
came to his ear a low, dolorous cty, mingled with exclam_a.—
tions so strange and incongruous, that he at once stood still
and looked about him. , , .

The voice was that of a child, but there was something,
more especially in the tone of the exclamations, that seemed
not to belong to childhood. A bitterness, wildness and
barbarity, as well as utterness of desolation.

The cart of a travelling hunter had broken down by the .
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way, and there lay ‘the poor old mare that had drawn it for
hundreds of miles, kicking and struggling in her torn and
tangled harness, her head flat on the ground, and her hind
legs high in the air. :

The cart lay on its side somewhat like a dead fish; one
tire was knocked square off, and the wheel belonging to it
lay in the gutter a dozen yards distant, with half the spokes
wrenched out. The cover was stove in, the tail-board
splintered, the coupling pole split asunder, and the coupling-
bolt, nobody knew where.

The ground was strewed with the hunter’s accumulated
treasures, for he was coming home from a tramp through
the wild woods and over the prairies of the West, laden
with a variety of skins, horns, robes and antlers, when it
happened to him to drive his mare into a pile of loose stones,
and so upset his cart and smash things generally. It hap-
pened to him because it had previously happened to him to
take a drop too much from the brown jug stowed so care-
fully away in the bundle of “ coon-skins.”” Tt was a
pitiable heap of ruins altogether, and he, with his shock
head stuck through a hole in the cover, looked the saddest
ruin of all. His red shirt was gaping wide and showing a
bosfm as rough and hairy as one of the dried skins in his
cart.

He was swearing like a trooper and almost drowning the
dolorous cry that at first attracted Mr. Lightwait’s atten-
tion, and his scowling face, red almost as his shirt, had in it,
a8 he turned it this way and that and twisted it in shape
and out of shape, that comical expression of imbecility and
wisdom that characterizes a certain stage of drunkenness.

‘¢ Look-a-here, stran-n-ger,”’ he called nodding wisely to
Mr. Lightwait, “look-a-here! I say, kante yer here noth-
ink! Want ter tell yer sir, t’ I'm a genl’m’n, an’ uv you
are as 1 take yer tow be, by yer clothes, yer wonte notice
that anythink is outer sorts with me — kaze a real genl’m’n
never does. : L

‘““I’m from ole Kanetuck, sir, born an’ raised thar, an’ mar-
red thar, tow, fur that matter — used to nigger waiters, sir,
gn’ the tiptoppest Bourbon and tobaccer, an’ that’s a fac’,

v sir. .

I’ you har, sir, and d’ you understan t’ I’m a genl’m’n, born

an’ raised in ole Kaneotuck, sir; now as one genl’m’n ’s always
28* '
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proud ‘an’ haj;ipy to sérve another genl’m’n, yer wonte think

it quaar ¢'I ask a favor o’ yer, specially when I tell yer t'I
propose tow stan’ a treat.

“ What’s yer drink, sir? Bourbon ’s mine, by I an’
thar’s nothink better’n ole Bourbon — I tell yer that, on
the honor uv a Kanetuck genl’m’n! D’youn har, sir! I
reckon you've. got the instinck of a genl’r’n, kaze ‘you’ve
got a-genl’'m’'n’s clothes onter yer, an’ yer wouldn’t mind
to cut'a switch an’ whirp my ole mar’ fur me, an’ top o’ that,
guv my little cuss uv a boy thar, a lick or two. Kaze, sir,
I'm a real Kanetuck genl’m’n, as is in orful trubulation —
the most qualified o’ genl’m’n yer know, sir, has trubula-
tion come ontow ’em sometimes, an’ for no fault o’ tharn
nnther.. I kante bar to ask favors, sir, I want brung up ter
it, but that ar mar’ mus’ be whirpt, and that little ¢uss that
yer see thar onter the ground must be whirpt, tow, kaze,
sir, ’twas the boy, fust off, an’ the mar’ next that foich me
inter this trubulation. I’'m a genl’m’n, sir, an’ my wife’s a
rael lady, I’ll swear ter that, an’ I'll whirp any genl’'m’n
that dar say the contrary. She smokes the best o’ tobaccer,
sir, intow her pipe, an’ all Kanetuck kante perduce a fiher
player onter the fiddle than what she is; she’ll gesie play
yer a tune, sir, that’ll farly make yer har stan’ on end, an
that’s a fac’ by , sirl ,

“ (ot that ar swirtch yit, sir? Mind, I tell yer, I propose
to stan’ a treat, when you’ve giv the licks! I'ma genl’m’n,
sir, but yer see, I'm onfitted to do my own whirpin’ as it
orter be done, an as fur the cause that onfits me, uv your a
genl’m’n, as yer close indercates yer tow be, yer wonte
enquire nothink about it.”’

1 have no need to inquire my poor friend,” says Mr.
Lightwait, ‘but why should you ask me to whip, either
your boy, or your horse? It seems to me they are both in

- frouble enough already.” -

¢ Go ter b—I with yer!”’ says the Kentuckian.. * Kaze
uv yer had the fus instinck uv a genl’'m’n you’d know that
the only satisfaction inter cases like this was the whirp,
laid onter somebody ! :

And with this, the shock head sunk down out of sight,
the wise look changed to one of scorn. :

By this time the two or three men who had been attracted
by the disaster, were engaged in extricating the horse and
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gathering' up the plunder. Mr. Lightwait, therefore, gave
is attention to the boy, designated by his parent as little
cuss, and who was, perhaps, the pitifulest object of all.
¢ Never mind my lad,” he says, placing one hand on his
shoulder, *‘your father isn’t hurt, and we’ll have you all
right, directly. So, wipe up your eyes and be a man ! "’
Meanwhile the boy kept on sobbing and moaning, and
being near him, Mr. Lightwait first became aware that his
sobs and groans were interlarded with such profane excla-
mations as never came out of the head of a boy before, let
us hope. _ -
‘1t ain’t dad ’t ’'m cryin’ about,” says he, ‘“it’s a h—I-
fired sight wuss’n that —it’s. my dorg ! he’s got his leg
broke! O, Bull, yer beautiful ole devil, you, how kin I
guv yerup!”’ « | e
He had the great clumsy head of the dog in his bosom,
hugging it close and closer as he swayed himself to and fro,

~ in his agony of grief. :

Then he broke out afresh, turping his indignation upon
Mr. Lightwait. ¢ Dad indeed! yer mus’ be a purty cuss,
now — thar’s a heap o’ men kin whirp him, an half try, an
thar’s a heap o’ better hunters tow, but as fur a bull pup
like this ! he kante be matched in all Kanetuck, nor no

- whars else! O, dammation! O, dampation, its tow tarnal

bad {”

And this profanity was all through pure ignorance — he
seemed to have no thought of any wickedness in the matter,
but just to swear desperately as the natural way of express-
ing his heartfelt trouble.

“0, my dorg! O, dad’s whiskey jug! its tow devilish
bad — I swar, its tow devilish bad ! 7?" o

(“Bring your lantern this' way, my friend,” says Mr.
Lightwait, motioning to one of the men who had by this
time got the mare upon her feet. o

‘“Bless my soul!’’ cries the man turning the light full
upon the dog and boy, both squat upon the ground, apnd
both whining together — *“ what’s to pay here? ’

‘““Heaven help us!’” says Mr. Lightwait, involuntarily
standing back. ‘

He was startled thus, both by the human expression in
the face of the dog, and the animal look of the box— the
latter was a round, clumsy creature, all the way of a size,
like a cut-worm, and as brown s that. '
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Hair, face, clothes, legs and feet, hands and eyes were
of one dull butternut color, and both skin and clothing
were so rough and shaggy, withal, as to make him seem
more like an image moulded of sand, than a living human
being. His jacket and trowsers were so torn and dimin-
isheg by shrinkage and wear, as to cover only half his body,
and what with freckles and sunburn and small-pox, the skin
differed so little from the clothing as to make all seem of a
piece. The hands resembled claws, and the nails were
broken and black, and some of them were grown into the
finger-ends, causing various discolorations and protuber-
ances that were anything but agreeable to look upon.

His ears were as brown as dead leaves, and looked dry
and withered as if indeed -they would rustle or snap off, if
you were to touch them, and to make them the more con-
spicuous, they were ornamented with gold rings. The
shoulders had rubbed themselves through the shirt, but
showed only like patches of a sleeker cloth., :

A rifle, a3 brown, and twice as long as himself, lay on
the ground beside him, and erouching between his legs, lay
his brindle dog, looking dreadfully like his own brother. is
¢yes had in them almost a human beseeching, the blood was
oozing from his nose, and his crop ears and stump of a tail
twitched constantly, ‘as he whined in unison with his young
master. :

“ What are you boo-hoo-in’ for, you little rascal!’’ says
the man with the lantern, pulling the lad by one of his leaf-
like ears, and at the same time, giving the dog a kick with
his boot — ¢¢ this here dorg has got just as sound legs as
you have, if he was a mind to stand onto ’em !’ '

“¢ Tarnal thunder!”’ cries the boy, springing to his brown

feet, and rubbing a brown fist in either brown eye, ‘“don’t

yer tetch my dorg, uv yer know what’s good for yer!”

The dog was on his feet too — his black jaws snapping

and his back up, like a hyena.

“Don’t yer bite him, ole feller 1’ says the boy, wrapping’

his hand all up in the loose skin about the dog’s throat, and
pulling him back ; ¢ don’t yer bite — the cuss ain’t wurth
i '

‘““Heaven helpus!’”’ Mr, Lightwait exclaimed again; and

pausing only to glance at the old mare as she stood before
the broken-down cart, her scrawny neck thrust far through
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her straw-stuffed collar, her ears set back, and her Wai'ty legs
qmvering, passed sadly on, musing as he went to the effect
that he would for the time to come be worthier of his high
calling, While we have such heathen at our very doors,
he said, we 6ught to cry aloud and spare not; and so with
all his heart stirred, and with all his mind solemnized, he
Joined his class and set to work with such interest and zeal
as he had scarcely manifested until that evening. How
long his good resolution held, we shall presently see.

Of course, the occasion was one of great interest to all
present, for when the pastor happened to hgve his heart in
his work, he was always interesting, somehow the
forms anfd formation with which he had come in contact that
night, had grated off some of the crust of his indifference
and careless indolence just for the time. :

So, as before gtated, the occasion was interesting to all,
unless indeed we should except Mrs. Fairfax, who had left
Marg_aret sick at home, and who had failed to meet Doctor
Allprice there as she had expected to do. She was a good
deal disquieted in her mind, chiefly with reference to the
doctor’s absence, who since her over-tender demonstrations
at Mrs.. W}}iteﬂock’s, had been offish, and then too, she did
not quite like to be seen walking home all alone — not that
she was afraid — but how would it look ! '

Mr. Lightwait’s reading of the Scriptures was something
wonderful that night, they said who heard it ; then he sang

“with all his soul, and when the concluding prayer was ended

there was hardly a dry eye in the house. Everybody must
shake hands with him and congratulate him on his eloquence
and themselves on having so good a pastor. Those who
dare make so bold shook both his hands; among these was
Mrs. Fairfax.

“And how is our little Margaret?’’ he said, “I am
pained not to see her here, but trust it is nothing serious
that has kept her from among us.”’ |

Then Mrs, Fairfax said it was something serious ~ that
Margaret had been ailing sadly ever since their drive to
town that day — the heat, or the night air, or both together,
had been too much for her, she was afraid. She knew that
she was speaking falsely, and that it was Margaret’s disap-
pomtn}ent that had been too much for her, and the pastor
knew it too, and his conscience smote him insomuch that he
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gaid he would come very soon and see her. ‘* And suppose
you walk home with me to-night,”’ says Mrs. Fairfax, seiz-
ing upon the happy suggestion, * it will do the dear child
good to see you, and be a charitable act besides, for I am
quite alone.”” 8o she turned her defeat into a triumph, and
carried him off, he going -all the more willingly, perhaps,
from the twinges in his conscience. . |

Margaret was waiting at the open window, her face not
freshly red like a rose, but deeply like an autumn flower,
and her eyes flashing with strange fiery light.

. 0, mother, guess what has happened,”’ was her first
eager exclamation of delight, as running forward she fell
upon her mother’s neck and kissed her in her joy.

“ My little darling must not suffer even joy to stir her
thus; we must be careful of her, if she will not be careful
of herself.”” And putting one arm about her waist, Mr.
Lightwait led her back to the sofa and seated himself beside
her, retaining her hand, and caressing it softly. She was
carried so far beyond him, just then, in the enthusiasm of
her joy, that is not unlikely she did not even know he had
her hand.

And here it may be said- that Mr. Lightwait had not de-
signed to see her, even when he had consented to accom-
pany her mother home; he was fully resolved, in fact, to
. turn back from the gate, and to call upon her the following
day, but seeing her bright face at the window he felt con-
strained to go forward and speak with her — he would not
stop a moment— not a single moment —he had got the
better of the tempter, and he would keep him where he
was, behind him. So he came to t%-ee door and passed
inside, and here he was on the sofa Beside her, her white
dress fluttering across his knees, and her little hand in his.
He had forgotten all about the tempter, so much the worse
for him,

The good news that made Margaret’s cheeks so red was
all about Samuel, of course. ‘0, don’t you think he has
got a rich relative come to take him out of that bad place
he is in, and he is going to be rich too — and 1 don’t know
how rich ! But he has had a great fortune left him by some-
body that is dead, and I am so glad to think it should turn
out so after all —ain’t you glad, mother? And ain’t you
glad, Mr, Lightwait ? 7’ And she got her hand out of his
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and clapped the two together, laughing and crying at once
in a frenzy of delight, | - .

“ Pray, moderate your joy, my dear,”’ says Mr. Lightwait.
“1 should, indeed, be heartily rejoiced if this were proven
true, but there are s0 many wild rumors concerning the
young man Samuel that one does not dare to credit even
the good ones.” ,

He spoke sadly, coldly, almost, his eyes fixed upon
Margaret with that dark, dubious, intensified gaze that is
sad to see.. : :

She did not read the look aright; how could she read
anything aright just then? but made haste to say, leaning
quite apon his knee in her innocent_gentleness, and looking
up in his face, ““ 0, but you may believe it, every word,
because Mr. Hoops has been here, and he has seen the
man that has come after Samuel, and he told me all about
it, and the man is at the Eagle Hotel now; he came to-night
on the coach, and all the village is talking of it. 0O, I wish
it was to-morrow ! 7’ ‘

““Humph!”’ says Mr. Lightwait, leaning his head thought-
fully on his hand; ‘“are you quite sure about this, my
child 27 |

““0, sure as I can be!?” and she ran on, repeating what
she had already said, over and over, with only slight varia-
tions of form. ‘ ) ‘

Mrs. Fairfax expressed at first the most disdainful doubt,
but the reported fortune outweighed every other considera-
tion, and she presently turned a somersault,— an easy thing
for her to do, — and came up quite on the side of Samuel.
A nice young man he always was, and she had always said
so0, and if she had had her way the other day she would
have contrived to see him somehow ; she would be the firat
to do so now, that she would. As for his little derange-
ment of mind, it was a misfortune, and that was the worst
that could be said of it ; some of the best people she ever
knew had been subject to such fits, She would go imme-
diately and write him a letter of congratulation ; he should
know that he had not been deserted by everybody. Would
Brother Lightwait excuse her? just for a few minutes ! She
must write the letter while the mood held, ,

0, do, dear mother! it is so good of you to think of ii!
and you will write to-morrow, or else go and see him your-
self, won’t you, dear Mr. Lightwait ? *’
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“I will go, darling, if you wish it; I will do anything
you wish, however painful o myself.”’ ,

‘¢ But it can’t possibly be painful to you to see another
come to good fortune! Why, it makes me so happy, so
very bappy!”’

“I would it did not make you quite so happy, my pretty
one,”’ o

He drew her to him as he said this, and kissed ber hair
with a sort of reverent pity.

“ And why, dear Mr. Lightwait, would yon have me less
happy ? 7’ :

She was leaning on his knee as hethad drawn her to him,
and looking up in his face with tenderest entreaty. ‘

He tightened the clasp of his arm upon her waist to a
long, yearning pressure, slowly shook his head and sighed
deeply. —

Directly he said, ‘“ You called me dear just now ; and if
it had not been for Samuel’s sake you said it, it would have
been very sweet to hear.”’ :

Margaret drew away from him — ¢ You do not answe
my question ? >’ she said. _ -
- ““1do not dare, my child ; I am already misunderstood,
I perceive.” - :

He was gilent a moment, and then hé said, ¢ There is no
creature loves me, and if I die no soul will pity me.”

He said this in a tone of profoundest melancholy, and
Margaret, half ashamed, gave him back her hand. .

¢ 1 ventured,”’ he said presently, ¢“to open my heart to
my sister Kate this very day, and she thrust it back upon
itself just as you do now ; when I would be true 1 am
hindered. : ' :

“ Heaven forbid that I should hinder you,” Margaret
said, her white fingers nervously, rather than tenderly,
playing in the palm of his hand. -

“ And yet you, my darling, more than any one in the
world, seal my lips.”” He had lifted her hand as he com-
“menced gpeaking and pressed it against his mouth, so that
every word he uttered was a kiss upon it.

“In what way? I do not in the least understand you!l”’

¢ And T fear you never will — never, my child, never.”’

T certainly try with all my poor little skill, but it some-
times seems to me as if you took pleasure in making a
mystery of yourself.” ‘
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“I am unfortunately situated, and not wilfully mysteri-
ous, my dear, and if you only believed in me so that T could

‘speak out plainly once for all, how rejoiced I should be !’

Then Margaret said she did believe in him, and entreated
him to speak out once for all, but she did not believe in him,
and was frightened at her own entreaty.

‘““ Well, then, it is about Samuel I would speak.”

‘ Very well, sir, go on.””

Her tone and manner changed in a moment, and she sat
upright, cold and white as a marble column. '

Mr. Lightwait was quick to perceive this— ¢ We wil

‘talk no more about him — not to-night,” he said. :

‘* And why not, pray?”’ ‘ _
~‘ Because, darling, I am not prepared to say, nor you to
hear, what I must say if I spoke out fully and fairly all my
fears ; let me only say I have hopes as well as fears, but for
the present prefer to suspend judgment, and keep silence.
Arve you satisfied at that 7’

‘““No, not in the lea,sim—if you have anything to say
against Samuel, say T out; if you have not, say that, and
in either case I shall be satisfied.”’ '

‘1 begin to suspect that some of my fears, at any rate,
are true, and more than this I must not, and dare not say —
not, certainly, till you are in another frame of mind.”
Th&lr:1 he said they must pray and wait, and hope all they
conld.

Margaret was lost, bewildered, hall angry, and her heart
a little touched withal. She knew not how she felt, nor
how she ought to feel. It seemed to her much as if her-
pastor held her death-warrant in his hand, and out of kind-
ness to her could not read it; but at the same time there
was underlying the tears and the gratitude, a distrust, and
a troubling sense of displeasure. He read her heart: 1
see I have said too much already,’”” he whispered, and then
for a time nothing was said by either of them, Margaret

~ pulling the flower she wore in her belt all to pieces in her

pretty agitation.

He took the hand and the poor broken flower together.
“Silent so long, my darling 7?7’ he said, ““ do I deserve so
terrible a reproof? ~Punish me some other way ; pronounce
some penance— there is nothing I will not do —/80 into

24
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retreat, fast, flagelate niyéel[", abstain from, or perform any-
thing you shall impose ; only speak !”’ |
““1 have nothing to say,”’ replied Margaret, her brow all

tied to a frown.

He covered his eyes with her hand. “That frown will -

distract me,”’ he said, *‘ and then yoa will have two mad
lovers!”’ There was no lightness of tone to take from the
meaning of the words, but all was intensely serious.

“Two mad lovers, indeed!”” 1If you refer to Samuel,
allow me to say I have not even one; he is no more mad
than you are, sir ; not so much!”’

Tt is the most charitable intepretation that can be put
upon his conduct, certainly, but, be that as it may, your
zeal in his behalf does your pure nature honor, and makes
me love you all the more.”

“ You have mistaken your word,”” interposes Margaret,
looking straight in his face,

¢ Pardon me, but you did not allow me to finish my sen-
tence. I was just going on to say, if a pastor might be
permitted to use such a word toward his child! Nay, do

not deny me your hand, my little one ; I am not, and could

not be, presumptuous in- any circumstances, but at the
same time I desire most fervently to promote your highest
temporal and eternal welfare. Ah, but I will keep your
hand! it is my right. Why, my pretty one, I have twice
your years on my shoulders, and they, surely, to say noth-
ing of my sacred calling, should insure me against your
distrust, even if they failed to inspire you with the confi-
dence which I have taken for granted, and upon which I
have unwarrantably drawn, it seems.”

Still Margaret was silent, and he went on: “1 am not -

blaming you, my dear; I could not blame you for anything;

it is my misfortune, and not your fault, that I fail to make -

myself undersiood ; but, even against your will, 1 shall per-
sist in my efforts to ward off threatening evils, of whatever
gort, to shield'and guard you in all ways, trusting to time
and the purity of my motives to place me before you in my
own proper light.”) ‘

The fingers of the hand he held twitched a little, but the
hand was not withdrawn, and, holding it caressingly against
his cheek, he went on : ¢ Yes, my darling child, I shall still
strive with all my might to.win your confidence, your love,
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and it is quite right that you should understand clearly
upon what authority I seek these high privileges; let me
say, then, once for all, that by my instalment here I am for
the time being constituted your shepherd; an unworthy
one, li.t.tle Puritan, I own, but striving all the while to be
worthier, and you are my innocent lamb, — pardon me if I
say wayward laml, —liable at any moment to stray from
the true pasture. If, therefore, seeing the temptation you
do not see, I should at any time gather you up in my bosom
and bear you to safer and greener fields, I trust you will
not think you have a right to rebel, and so thwart your own
best interests.”’ :

Margaret hung her head in bashful and baflled confasion
and her pastor continued: “If I seem obtrusive in my;
guardianship, shall not the circumstances, the motive, plead
my excuse ! tell me, my child, my darling.”’

. She only hung her head a little lower, and he continued :

My duty may sometimes oblige me to cross your will, in
which case I know I shall seem to be a hard master, rather
tha.n a tender, generous friend, but if such case should arise
as is liable always, in relations like ours, let me now bespe'a];
your forbeara-nce,- your pity; for, believe me, whatever
cross may be imposed upon you, your part will not yet be
so painful as mine; remember that I have set myself the
task of a Christian minister, and that its duties will permit
of no temporizing and no evasion,” And all the while he
was saying this he bent tenderly over her, caressing her
hair, her neck, her cheek, and now and then passing - her
hand along his face, or against his mouth, and by this means
forcing her as.it were to caress him. His words had indeed
been the words of a pastor, but his manner had been the
manner of a lover. :

Margaret was more and more bewildered and surprised
by these strange contradictions. She was not accustomed
to analyze motives or examine conduct very closely. She:
was not accustomed to think for herself at all, in fact, but
to look to her superiors in years and in wisdom for guidance
and instruction in all things ; and she felt constrained now
frpm the_ habit of her life, and against her instinct, to take
him at his word, and accept his spiritual fathership without
further question or demur. It was all owing to her stu-
pidity and ignorance that she failed to understand him, and
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to be comforted by his assurances of guardianship and pro-
tection.

His worldly wisdom and worldly ways were far above
her simple wisdom and rustic ways, She thought, and she
thought clearly, nothing more. She felt, however, that she
was not comforted. .

She managed to thank him some how. She hardly knew
how, for his great condescension and kindness to ber, and
to express her unworthiness of such affectionate interest,
and then she folded her hands away from him, in her lap,
and waited in silence.

He understood very well that she waited, understood that
he was dismissed, and that he owed it to her and to himself
to go at once, and yet, knowing and feeling this, he did
not go. '

Og the contrary, he drew her quite within his arms, and

ssed her forehead, her cheek, her mouth, exclaiming as he
did so, *“I am so happy that my little pet is not displeased
with the warmth of my interest.”” She drew herself up,
looking at him with wonder and surprise. '

' 4+ 'What, not understand me yet? '’ All his _enthusiasm,
all his spirit dropped into what seemed a surrender of hope,
of everything. . : .

«“No!’” said Margaret, braving her trembling heart, and
fainting courage, “ I certainly do not understand you, and
I would rather you would not come to see me any more !”’
And with this, she hid her face in her hands, not daring to
look at him. ‘

He was not offended, nor disconcerted, nor in the slightest
degree moved, so far as appeared, ‘ Bless you, my child,
bless you,” he said, laying his hand on her, head so lightly
that he scarcely touched her. Then he said, ‘“ You are on
the very verge of a precipice, my darling, trembling, totter-
ing, going over!’’ Here he caught her in his arms again,
«gnd how can I help gathering you to my bosom? G,
Margaret, dear, dear Margaret, my very soul yearns over
you, and yet I dare not speak.” .

Margaret felt too plainly that all this was somehow
pointed at Samuel, and with more zeal than discretion she
began talking of him again in a rambling, disjointed sort of
fashion, ending with a declaration of belief in his virtues,
and the general elevation and nobleness of his character, at
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which her listener simply lifted his eyebrows. Thus irri-
tated she went on to say that he was a martyr withal, bat
that she thanked Heaven that the time of his deliverance
was at hand, and of the utter confusion of his enemies,

To this Mr. Lightwait replied quietly that a man might be
‘a martyr in a bad cause, but that he hoped the young man
in question might be proven as good as she believed him
but, begging her pardon, he had not quite her confidence. ’

Then he said, patting her cheek playfully, ¢ but we will
talk no more of this, my dear— not to-night.”

“ Let it be to-night, or never,” cried Margaret, putting
down her rising fears with all the strength of her will.

He still hesitated, and endeavored with coaxing and

- caressing to pacify her, or make it seem as if he thus

endeavored, while in reality he fretted and worried her into
angry and open defiance.

“You don’t know anything,’’ she said, ¢ and dare not
say anything to his prejudice.” '
+ There was a sort of fierceness in her defence of Samuel,
which was the result, in part at least, of her own faithless-
ness to him — her anger had burned hot against him ‘at
one time, and time and time again she had seen visions and
dreamed dreams that were not in accordance with the single
truthfulness she exacted of him., For the hour she half
despised herself and half despised him for whose sake she
h_ad‘been thus unfaithful, and yet, through all, his fascina-
tion lost none of its power — nay, it had gained power just
in the proportion he had professed to resign hope.

He spoke now in the dangerous vein — « If I keep my
good resolution and maintain the silence I imposed upon
myself in the beginning of our conversation to-night,’”’ he

‘said, ¢ you must bear with me, my dear child. I know [

have not much of your regard to lose, but reduce that little
to the le@helat, and I would not lose it for the world, as I fear
I should,if 1 failed to hold my peace, even in the face of
your challenge. You cannot know, my darling, how terri-
ble your frown is to me — all the more terrible because I
am not young enough nor worthy enough to hope for your
favor. The youth of the heart outlives the youth of the
form and face — more’s the pity ; I'know I have nothing to
love but the angels, nothing to hope this side of heaven,
but heart and soul and all that is within me yearn on the
24+ )
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same ; though T have lost” the power of pleasing, I have all
the capacity of being pleased I, ever had, and all the
capacity of suffering too. Think as kindly as you can of
me, then; I shall take some comfort even in your pity.”

His voice grew tremulous as he finished speaking, and he
hid his eyes away from her, not uncovering them even when
she played the time to a tender little- tune with her finger
on his knee. At last he said, smiling faintly, ¢ What has
your young life to do with my sad years and solemn reflec-
tions 7 God forbid that I should darken a moment of your
sunshine with my shadows. 1 was selfish to speak of them;
forgive me, my child; I must and will disassociate you
from my vain thoughts and go my way alone.”

Now he is in a tenderer mood, thought Margaret, he will

‘take back all that he has so darkly implied against Samuel,
and stimulated by that hope, she once more made mention
~of him. “ I am sorry you will not talk of him,’’ she said.
“To be sure, I don’t care what is said against him ; that
is, it could not change .my opinion of him; it might pain
me, perhaps, but I am Ano\f afraid to hear the worst —not I’

She said this just because of her fear, for how could her
confidence in him be perfect when he had spoken to her the
words he had, and when she had seen him lift his hand
against the life of a fellow creature! She was in that most
tormenting experience that ever comes to woman — she
loved without confidence. Nor was she much better off in
her relation with her pastor; she trusted him without con-
fidence. '

““ And 50 you are sorry I will not talk of Samuel?”’ he
said, when at last her rambling defence was ended, and then
he went on, more in soliloquy than as if speaking to her,
“1 dare say you are right, and that what is or might be
said would only pain-you, without at all altering the estima-
tion in which you hold this young man ; therefore, on all
accounts it were better to leave matters to time and chance
— himself must either be justified past all donbt before
long, and his accusers brought to confusion, or the con-
trary ; he trusted the former. And then he said no man -
was ever more loth to credit evil reports of a neighbor than
‘he, still it was well to bear in mind that Samuel was a com-
parative stranger among them, that’ very little was really
known of him, and that that little was certainly not all to
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hiz credit, so that it would be the part of wisdom not to
confide too much. If the attempt upon a life had been the
effect of a temporary fit of insanity, he would be the first
to receive back the poor fellow with open arms, although
the life attempted had been his own. '

Here Margaret interrupted him — ‘“ he never did attempt
your life,”” she said, * how could he have done so when you
yourself acknowledged that you did not cross the meadow,
at all? Your story does not hang together, at one time you
make as though Samuel saw nothing, and must have been
insane, and then again you talk as if he had almost mur-
dered you.” B o
o What I believe ig this,”” says Mr, Lightwait; ¢ he was
insane, and his insanity conjured up something that he took
to be me, therefore, his intent being murder, he is as guilty
as though he had committed murder.”” : '

Margaret was silent. He then said, he regretted to say,
however, that there were those — persons, too, whose judg-
ment was not to be gainsayed, who neither believed that he
either was now or éver had been insane — that was, in the
true sense. Then he said, *“ But you are making me do
vmlenﬁe to my better judgment all the time ; let us'say no
more. ' : '

He had said just enough to arouse the uneasy anxiety of
Margaret, and doubtless desired her to do just what she
did —insist upon the bringing out of whatever he surmised,

or had heard. :
No, no, he must not say another word, for in spite of all,
he had still strong hopes of Samuel. ¢ We may vet see
him a useful member of the community and of the church ! **
he said, ¢ Heaven grant it!’’ ’
Direetly he said he was sorry that Sister Whiteflock, the
very stoutest of Samugel’s champions, had been obliged to
admit an unfortunate liability on his part. '
0, Mr. Lightwait!” cried Margaret, catching his hand,
as one in desperation catches at a straw. “ What is it you
would say 7’ There she stopped, her imploring eyes say-
Ing plainly, “ do not speak it—1 cannot hear it, after all.”
“ What is it that is said? Well, darling, since you will”~
hear, and since T know you are not afraid to hear, this is
what is'said, that the- imputed insanity was nothing more
nor less than a fit of delirium tremens.” ’

)
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The fingers that had clutched his hands relaxed, the eager
eyes lost their intense expression, and the whole attitude
of the girl changed, as though half the life had gone out
of her. '

He must have seen this, and yet he went pitilessly on,
¢“ The sheep-shearers protest that on shearing day Samuel
emptied more bottles than he sheared sheep.” :

At this Margaret burst out with : ‘ The sheep-shearers,
to be sure ! and are you driven to a low set of fellows like
that ?”’

He held up his white hand — ¢ My impetuous darling,”
he said, ‘¢ wait a little.”’ -

“« No, I will not wait !>’ cried Margaret, I hate all lies
and liars.” "

« And does your own memory suggest no misgiving as
to this paragon of yours?”’ ‘

““No!” said Margaret, braving it through, nor once
staggering. '

“ My child ! my child!”

He said no more, but it was enough; the blood in her
cheek whirled up to her brain and seemed to set it on fire,
and she turned upon him all the more fiercely that she felt
her strength to be nothing but weakness..

¢ Yes, I hate lies, and I hate insinuations,” she said;
“if one man has anything to say against another, let him
say it manfully out, or if he i% too much of a coward for

_that, let him keep his tongue from hints, that are, after all,
the basest calumnies.”

““There are those who are bold enough, my little impet-
vosity.”’ o o

‘“ Name them, if you can!”’

, “.Ti}f‘ sheep-shearers, if you will suffer me to name them
again. : , - :

““ 8ince you are driven so low, I suppose I must suffer it,
but the accusations of such fellows will not weigh much
with me, I forewarn you! Go on though.”

.« A low set of fellows, as you say, my dear, but was not
this Samuel one of them ?”’ ' ‘

.““ No, — he happened to be among them, —he was no

one of them,” : : ‘
¢« And did he happen to lift his hand against the life of his
pastor too ? ' .
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“If he did lift his hand it was b
strike in the back.” ravely dong and FOt to

This was a home thrust, but Mr, Lightwait kept his tone
down to the. same low level, as he went on, “ You are for-
tunate in heing able to regard their accusations so lightly
for they do say that when he had emptied more bottles than
he had sheared sheep, he turned his back upon his sweet~
heart; but what he said of her thereafter is of such a
nature that even your commands shall not force it out of
me, though 1 would gladly obey you in all things.”

Margaret could not stand out against this; her own
bitter remembrance went against her, with the rest, and
throwing herself down upon the arm of the sofa, she hid
her face from him, and cried as if her heart were fit ’,co break

Having bruised the heart, it was time for the binding to
begin ; besides, he had not perhaps intended to wound so
deepblry, a.nlgl[ was, in some sort, repentant.

‘““Now Heaven forgive me, and you, too, m i
lamb,”” ke cried. ‘I did not intend zo have this gru%ﬁeg}:?;g
wrenched out of me by any process. I wasin the wrong
my poor, pretty one, altogether in the wrong; say ym;
forgive me, for I cannot forgive myself. O, miserable man
that I am 17’

It happened to this man, sometimes, that his own impas-
sioned utterances produced strange effects upon himself
and this proved a case in point; and as he caressed the low
head with a hand that in its motions was almost reverential
the tears actnally fell from his eyes till they lay glisteniné
thick upon her hair like the dew upon some dark flower, -

“You will never trust me more —never believe in me

- more,” he said, ‘“and I am undone ; I looked to you for

counsel, and helpful wisdom ; for light and strength. Surely
1t is not in thp power of man to direct his steps, else he
would not strike into the paths he does and dash his hopes
to ruin. O, Margaret, dear Margaret! Look at me and
show: me that at least you do not hate me, for I am become
hateiu} to myself. Itis I that should lie prostrate, at your
very feet, and with my mouth in the dust. I have insulted
you in your sorrow, and made you justly my enemy. O

Margaret, that is what cuts me to the heart. I could bear
to be degraded in the eyes of the world — even in my own
eyes; but not in yours, Margaret !’
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His voice was all broken to a tremulous whisper, and
lifting her tenderly up, and looking so gently in her face
with his tear-dimmed eyes, he went on, ‘“ Ah, you see now
how weak I am, and what pitiful need I have of you. Nay,
“my darling, do not turn away, but for mercy’s sake, if not
for mine, smile once more and bid me live, for I am as one
dead. Feel my hands; they are like ice. It is your cold-
ness that freezes the blood in my veins, dear Margaret; but
I do not blame you ; no, no. I only blame myself.”

He was so humble, so penitent, so pained and so ready to
condemn himself, how should Margaret find it in her heart
to condemn him ; she was an artless, confiding child, and
he a man of strong will’and adroit management, and when
he sought to dry her tears, she, like the rest of her sex,
forgot that he had caused them.

He thanked her for the sweet confidence and confession
she had given him through her unrestrained emotion j noth-
ing in the world should have wrung from him the harsh
words he had uttered, he said, if he had but guessed the
extent and liveliness of her interest in Samuel ; he saw it
all now, and had really been dull to stupidify not to se€ it
sooner. Why had not his sweet little pet come to her
stupid old pastor and told him all about it? he had a gregt
mind to box her ears for her obstinacy. And here he mage
a little pretence of boxing her ears that ended in a vefy
lover-like caress. It was all in consequence of her lack of
faith in him that he had come to deal so cruelly with the
gentlest, tenderest, truest and most loving little heart in ail
the world. Would and could his darling-child truly forgive
him down to the very bottom of her innocent heart? No,
he would not wrong her generous nature by asking the
question. She would contradict all her sweet life to do
otherwise. -

¥or her sake he would suspend judgment; he had been
quite too hasty, that he owned ; indeed it was not unlikely
that the sheep-shearers had taken a little too much them-
selves to permit of their rendering an honest verdict; he

was ashamed that he had not allowed their gossip to go at -

its worth; but poor human nature was fallible, and his

with the rest.
It was not rating Samuel out of ail mercy that would

further his own interest just then ; that he understood well
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enough from the first; and but for the news of his good
fortune which pointed to his becoming a more formidable
rival than ever, and but for the unfavorable comparison
Margaret had drawn between them with reference to the
open shot and the hitting in the back, he would certainly
Pb?'t have been betrayed into so deep a denunciation, and it
is' quite possible he would have spoken only in Samuel’s
praise. But what was done was done, and he must get over
the mistake somehow, that was all. . .

It may have happened to you sometime, to see a man feel-
ing his way along the ice before boldly venturing his entire
weight ; now backing, now zigzagging, and now cautiously
advancing so as in the main to gain ground — thus this
bishop’s son felt his way; now inciting hope, now fear,
now encouraging and now, discouraging, with all the time a
watchful eye npon his own safety, and just steadying Mar-
garet up with praise enough to enable her to bear some new

_detraction.

At one time he said, “ He is wonderfully handsome, this
Samuel of ours; do you know I quite envy hisz manly
breadth of chest, and those shapely legs upon which he
stands so sturdily, to say nothing of the resolute cheerful-
ness he carries about with him! Why it is Jjust like breath-
ing the freshness of some primeval forest, to be near him,
And then the shining glory of his beard! Woe’s me, but I
am continually shamed and fain to hide my womanish face
in hig presence.” , |

Margaret was delighted and smiled; too bright a smile,

it may be, to please him, for he made haste to say it was

very sad to think of that 'symbol of perfect manhood all
dim with dust and entangled with straws! he wished he
had not the horrible picture in his mind —wished that his
hopes did not so much enkindle his fears, ‘

It was Margaret’s turn to be displeased now. It
seemed strange, she said, that he should return again and
again to a pictare that was so very horrible ; and then she
gathez:ed her brows into a frown and looked out into the
moonlight,

! ITe apparently did not see the displeasure, but. said, as

¢ carefully wrapped the lace of the curtain about her
shoulders to protect her from the evening air, that he would
endeavor to conjure up a fairer picture, and so displace the

\
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actual one.  We will imagine these pearly fingers a
comb,’”’” he said, ¢ to clear away the dust and disentangle
the straws, and bring back the degenerate symbol to its
original brightness.”” - :

And then he said the fairest maid of all the parish might,
without doing any violence to her modesty, thus transform
her pretty fingers, if only the favorable turn he hoped for
came about, - .

And then he said there were some persons in the world so
very good that we could not help wishing all the time that
they were just a little better. Of his own personal knowl-
edge he could say nothing against Samuel he was so glad
that he knew nothing to say — in fact he had been and was
still his debtor for some obliging favors, and he had known
others to be so ; buf, after all, generosity was not incompat-
ible with great weaknesses of character, and, as Margaret
knew, Samuel had had neither educational nor social aids to .
stay him up, and was therefore liable to be more importu-
nately beset by the emissaries of Satan than the man who
wore stronger armor. ' ’

Margaret only sighed, and he repeated that he knew
nothing of his own personal observation or experience; he
simply suggested possibilities, and he must beseech his
little darling, for the sake of her own peace, not to. suffer
possibilities or even probabilities to weigh too heéavily npou
_her. “We will hope for the best,”” he said; ‘‘ ay, more,

we will do for the best, and one of these days we may have
our lost friend back among us, repentant, rebaptized in the
faith, a shining pillar in the church, and the husband of
one wife.”’ . -

Then, patting Margaret’s cheek, he went on with a forced
playfulness : “ Who knows but that I myself shall have the
pleasure of performing the rite?” adding quickly with a
half sigh,” ‘¢ the melancholy pleasure.” '

Hé remained looking at her so intently, so sadly, that she
felt the necessity of saying something ; and so, in her jnno-
cence, and for the want of anything better to say, asked
bim if he disliked to perform the marriage ceremony.

« T ghould dislike to perform yours,” he said, putting one

arm across her neck under pretence of adjusting the lace:

which he had converted into a shawl: ‘ you must never
require it of me — promise me you never will, dear, dear
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Margaret! I could not get through it —n i

ing c(l}owtn ’ili 'uttelt; confugion and 4:%‘is4gra.ce.’c’)t Wli,;hout break-
‘ Certainly not against your will,’’ she repli

coldly, the uneasy feeling that had been possegsli?adg: lfgfﬁll‘

along, more distinctly defining itself; and then she said she

was S?re she nevbtir expected to be married at all !

“ course, Margaret, you will be marri i
and I shall see it, and shall try with what stigﬁgi:%%eglaﬂe’
to rejoice in it. It will be hard, but all my life has beg;;
hard. Pray for me, Margaret; pray that this wild, restless
yearning heart of mine may be stilled, stilled, stilled in
some way! Forgive me, Margaret, forgive me, as you
forgive the desire ef the moth for the star — as you
would forgive any vain, unreasoning, frantic aspiration.”
He had wrought ‘himself up into a fine frenzy, and as he
bent in a supplicating attitude before her, his oyes liquid
with that dew that is tenderer than tears; his hair, bathed

. in the moonlight, falling in wavy slips about his forehead

and face; his hands clasped on her knees, and hi
sweet smile just bovering on the edge of thil,lgs (3111}:;0]221(1,
he made a glorious ,picture, to the mingled beauty pathoé
and power of which Margaret was by no means insensible
Ehtlu she comprehended but imperfectly the full meaning of
¢ man, nor is it any wonder, inasmuch as it is not liT;ely
;:;1:::1 3}? f(‘;ﬂlﬁy andl}'horoughly comprehended himself, Having
ed himself upon a ti i ing it someti
hiﬂsl be}ylond e ownpinten:. de of feeling it sometimes bore
o there they were side by side, and face to f:
the yellow moonlight falling over them, and the si?‘?s?l?;fé
of the hour, close upon midnight, consenting to whatever
their hearts might conceive. The wind came to help.along
%n;ih lifted the lace from the shoulder of the girl, and left
T?l n enveloped in it as in the folds of a great bridal veil.
i en fell those sllenges upon the conversation which are so
angerously expressive, with interludes of sweet trifles that
Icﬂw‘m so much to sighs and glances, and that cannot in the
aintest degree be represented in words. Was the air too
chill 7 Should the moonlight be shaded a little? Was the
icent of the flowers too powerful? Would, in short, that
e Igould make for her another and a diviner world ! ,
) le said at last, coming from realms - poetic to things
eal and nn;edlate, that, although he had not believed her
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when she said she never expected to be married, he had
taken one thing for granted, and had been made very happy
thereby; he had taken for granted that she was not promised
to Samuel Dale! )

Margaret was silent ; in the first place she knew not how
to understand him, nor what she ought to say, and in the
second place she was half afraid of him, he was so much
older, so much wiser than she ; the things that were perti-
nent seemed to her impertinent; she was afraid, too, of
outraging propriety, so she remained silent. -

With Samuel Dale she had always experienced a sense
of security and protection, of quiet comfort and satisfaction
with herself, but how different was it with this bishop’s son.
Dazzled, disquieted, satisfied neither with herself nor with
him. Why then did she surrender herself to his influence ?
it may be asked. Why does the moth fly into the flame.of
the candle? I only know that it does.

¢« You do not answer, my sweet Margaret. Was I wrong?
And are you then promised to Samuel, after all?’’

“ And if I were,”” she said, abruptly, disengaging herself
from the encircling arm, ¢ what would it be to you ! ”’

She had spoken without giving herself time to think, and

then, abashed at herself, hid her face in her hands, the hot
tears forcing their way through her fingers. Her heart was
choking her, and with childish impetuosity she contradicted
herself in her very thoughts — wished she could take back
what she had said — wished she had said twice as much!
wished he would go away — wished she had never seen him
~-~wished she could rise np and crush him with the force of

her moral superiority —and in the end sobbed on, and almost

wished she had never been born.

Do not blame her too harshly, my wiser reader,'nor mingle -

too much contempt with your pity. She was a child almost,
remember, ignorant in all that you know, perhaps, not yet
acquainted with her own womanhood, disconcerted by her
own emotions, at the mercy of circumstances, as it were,

being nearly as helpless in the present instance as the bird -

in the hand of the fowler. She did not understand herself,
how then can you hope to understand her? -

There are some persons in the world who cannot bear to
sece the ripehed rose worn by another, even when, if the
same flower were blooming in unadmired -obscurity, they

-~
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would never think of reaching forth their hand to gather it.
And Margaret might perhaps have walked in and out of
church before the eyes of this man to the end of her life,
if she had walked only by the side of her mother, but to see
her eyes glancing away from him to rest on Samuel Dale,
filled him with jealous and uneasy thoughts. That rough
hand should never gather the fair rose at all events, He
would fain keep those wandering eyes fixed upon himeelf;
he would give direction to the soft fancies, his own being
free; he would bestow himself away in her heart, leading
her by the hard, the while. Some sort of ownership he
must have, but all his desires would probably have been
compassed by this-sort of one-sided relation.

When he told Margaret, therefore, that it was a happiness
to him to know that she was not promised to Samuel Dale,
he did not misrepresent himself — it was a happiness, but
that he wished her to be promised to himself did not of
necessity follow. ‘

“ What would it be to me, my dear child ??” he said, in-
nocently repeating her question, * Why, am I not your
shepherd, to be sure, and you the most precious of the
lambs of my flock? How, then, if there be a wolf in the
fold? shall it be as nothing to me?”’

He took her cheeks between his palms and gazed tenderly
upon her, adding seriously, ‘“ No, no, I am not so heartless
a shepherd as that, T hope, but my simple duty would prompt
me to keep you in green and pleasant pastures, to say noth-
ing of higher and more Chrigtian motives,”

He then said that he must express himself very inade-
quately, or he could not possibly be so often and so sadly -

- misunderstood. A great deal more he said in the same

strain, disparaging himself, but somehow causing Margaret
to feel that she herself was all to blame.

“ Our relation ought to be a very true and tender one,”
he said, stroking her hair with grave and clerical kindness,
‘“ open, confidential, trustful, on your part, else I am only
your shepherd in name, and utterly disabled from guiding
you to any purpose. I felt, my child, that our relation was
c;leal_'ly defined and understood, at last, and was, to myself,
Justified in asking and expecting your confidence, and
surely I had no thought of overstepping the bounds of my
professional privilege.”

e
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‘Margaret was overpowered with shame and confusion ;
she felt instructed, corrected, humbled and cut to the heart,
all at once, and made no effort either to control or conceal
her emotions. Perhaps he understood her as nearly as she
 understood herself, more nearly, it may be, but it suited

him' just then to misinterpret her. Ie thanked her for the
confession and the confidence given him by this sufferance
of her heart to speak: for itself, and proceeded to offer her
sympathy and consolation from the false basis upon which
he had placed her, repeating iu substance much of what he
had already said in the favor of. Samuel. .

“ Cheer up, my poor child, cheer up, I will go and visit
him again,’”’ he said, ““ and perhaps bring him home to you,
if he is well ‘enough ; at any rate, you 'may rely upon my
doing all in my power for him.”’ ' ‘

Then he talked of the prospective fortune,

¢ This man that has come among us inquiring for him is
a relative, you think.” And then: ‘“ Well, perhaps with
his influence and the money, —if there really be money, —

we shall put our young man through college, yet. He -

would make a splendid fellow, with training.”” There was
something in him beyond the common, that he had always
said, but even though he had failed to see it heretofore, he
must perforce see henceforth through Margaret’s eyes.

He talked a good deal of her duty to her mother, who,
he was sorry had felt obliged to deny herself to him that
evening, but ‘that'she was acting most wisely he did not
doubt ; her early congratulation would be a staff of strength
in the hands of Samuel. Would Margaret convey to her,
with his much love, the hope that the loss that he had sus-
tained that evening would shortly be made up to him!

He then recomimended certain feligious books to Marga-
ret, and intimated the hope that she would not forget in the
brief frivolities of time; the solemn tiuths of eternity, con-
cluding, with some allusion to S8amuel and his hope concern-
ing him. She, his child, his lamb, must be patient, trustful
and obedient, for if she were otherwise he, being her shep-
herd, he added, playfully, should take leave to toss her over
his shoulder and carry her whithersoever he would.

And with this charming finale he kissed her lightly on the -

forehead and went away. o - <
As she lay on her pillow that night, watching the golden
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piece of moonlight that at first, fell across her hands and
bosom and then so silently slipped down and down to her
feet, and from the counterpane to the floor, and from the
floor to the wali, farther and farther, till it vanished out of
sight, she. thought and thought, going . over all the details’
of the evening, again and again ; but the interview was as

. little satisfactory in the review as in the experience. She

could make nothing out of it, nor is it any wonder. It
might have puzzled a wiser head than hers. '

In vain she sought to fix as a central and settled fact
what she most desired to believe. He had defined himself
as her shepherd and spiritual guide, and had promised to be -
a true friend to her and to Samuel. Why should she not
take him at his word? She could not answer this question.
She said to herself that she would, and must, and did, and
had ; that she could not ask more, and would not ask more
than he had promised to be and was ; and so she wore the
hours away, after the moonlight had slid out of her hands
and out of her sight, knowing in her heart that, after all,
and in spite of all, she did not and could not take him at
his word. To add to her uncomfort she was not quite at
one with herself, There had been times in her intercourse
with this man when she had not been faithful to Samuel, out
and out. True, she had rested herself on some sort of jus-
tification, and an impeachment of her truthfulness could not -
have been sustained, but all the while she accused herself,
and was far from feeling justified in her poor justifications.

All that she had said that night in Samuel’s behalf did
not make amends to her conscience for all she had failed to
say heretofore, He had never openly declared his love till
their last wretched interview, be sure, and no faith had ever
been pledged between them, still they. were lovers, and a
thousand declarations and pledges could not have fixed the
fact more undeniably. Hearts, I imagine, have generally
been exchanged before the possibility is hinted. He never
told me he loved me, and never asked me to love him, and
whatever I have thought or felt, said or done, I have been
Iree to say and do. This was what she said ir her poor jus-
tifications, but while she thus argued, she did not feel right
with herself, nor guiltless toward him. His own generouns
confidence and unsuspecting honesty, together with the

- solemn sacredness with which she knew he believed in hier,

25%
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seemed to impose upon her a stronger obligation than any 4

promise she could have given. Besides, she knew the crime
of which he stood accused had been attempted for her sake,
and what will not woman forgive so long as she can say,
«Iis treachery is truth to me.”

Margaret’s mother, meanwhile, was dreaming dreams,
both awake and in sleep. What with ‘“ The Complete
Letter-writer,”” frequent recourse to the dictionary, and by
dint of using her mouth as well as her pen, she had indited
an epistle to Samuel Dale that gave her pure satisfaction.
This result was not achieved at the first effort; two unsue-
cessful ones had preceded it. In the first she made haste
to congratulate him upon his happy inheritance, and to say
that she had no doubts of his speedy and honorable release,
that for her part she had never ceased fo strive for it, nor to
defend him from the first., Doubtless he would have friends
enough now, but she frusted he in his great good sense
would discrjminate between old and tried friends and the
shallow woiglings that were always dazzled by the glitter
of gold. She told him she had written letter upon letter to
him since the day he had been so wickedly forced from
among them, but she feared, inasmuch as she had received
no line in reply, that none of those ventures had ever come
to his hand. She knew, indeed, they could not have done
80, else his great, generous, truthful heart must have been
touched by the unreserved pouring out of her own.

Not satisfied with writing, and not repelled by his silence,

" she had made constant efforts to communicate with him
personally, and had even succeeded at one time in obtaining
access to the asylum in which he was —odious prison, she
characterized it. There she put in some descriptive touches

that showed her, past cavil, to have been in the house. She.

acknowledged having treated him with seeming coldness,
“ But O, Samuel,” she said, “ my poor heart was beating
with tenderness for you all the time.”’

* Then she fold him that she loved him to distraction from

the first moment she had ever beheld him, and she pro-
ceeded fo remind him of certain early evidences of the
supposed fact. Did he not remember the flower she had
kept so long, and how she had always worn the ribbon he
had once admired ?

* Her apparent coldness had been all assumed in retaliation
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for what seemed indifference on his part. * But O Samuel,”
she said, ““I trust that seeming was not reality! The
thought is a dagger to my bosom ! I hoped that time, that
pride, or at any rate that the devotion of other lovers, when
I came to have them, as I have, would wean me from my
foolish fondness for you; but all, all has been in vain, and
this hour and every hour your image is the sweet torment
of my life | ”/ - - -

This closing passage she quoted from one of Doctor All-
price’s letters to herself, and thought it very effective.

It may be stated here that since the engagement the
doctor’s manner had undergone a remarkable change for the
cooler, a change so little agreeable to the widow that she
was resolved to cast about a little and see if she could not
better her prospects. Marriage was in her estimation but a
chance in a “grab-bag,” and she determined to get her
hand on something solid if possible. :

On reading over this effusion it occurred to her that she
could better it materially by affecting utter ignorance of his
great inheritance — her letter would seem to fall into place
more naturally as making one of the pretended series.

She also added some tenderer touches, quoting largely
from the love letters of Doctor Allprice, and concluding
with some lines {from Mrs. Hemans in which she character-
ized him as her Guido of the fiery mien, and the dark eye
of the Italian shore !

Thli?, for the moment, she regarded as a complete trinmph;
but directly an emendation occurred to her — she- would
state accidentally that Margaret was the same as engaged
to the bishop’s son, and that, being as it were, throwh
altogether upon herself by this event, she could not longer
restrain her heart, but must give it expression somehow,
and where should she go if not to her own true love,
Samuel! With the completion of the third epistle, ex-
haus;ted nature gave out, and she went straight to bed, and
straight to sleep, as calmly, as selfsatisfied, as though she
ha.d performed the highest moral duty. She had not only
this one consummately happy achievement to reflect upon,
her daughter and the bishop’s son had been once more
thrown together, and who knew what might come of it!

And 8o she fell asleep, neither seeing nor caring whether
the mooulight slipped away from her hands, away from the
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bed and the room, or whether it stayed and illuminated all
with its glory, and her little-ambitions went with her, and
wrought themselves into her dreams. .
And what of Katherine Lightwait? and did the moon-
shine gild her walls that night ; or were they painted with
a yet more dazzling splendor, or were they dark and gloomy
and chill? Let us see! ) -
John Hamlyn was no sooner out of the house than, betak-
ing herself to her chamber, she locked the door, and falling
on her knees, prayed for guidance and direction, but the
words of her petition varied little from the accustomed for-
mula, and the variations were all manufactured by her brain,
her heart had nothing whatever to. do with it; truth is, it
was in such a state of strange and soft confusion as to be
only in part conscious of the mechanical action of her mind.
She had told her brother that she knew herself, and when
she arose from her knees, opening the blind facing the gate
and the sunset lights, no doubt had yet come to her. As

was her custom, she took up the Bible, and turned leaf after

leaf with external serenity, not doubting even yet, thongh
she received no meaning from the words she read, but that
she knew herself perfectly.

Twenty years her heart had been held beneath her will as
with an iron hand, and was'it to slip from her control now
at the mere hint, the shadowy suggestion of one who had

been long ago repudiated, utterly and irretrievably dis-

placed, forgotten, almost? Ah, no; what was it to her
that the passing stranger reminded her in some way of the
girl’s foolish dream | She was a woman now, and had put
away childish things, to be sure! .

It did not occur to her that the hint, the shadow, had

already had its influence; else why had she stayed away

from the class; and why was she there alone with twenty

years hetween her eyes and the page they rested upon?

Why, indeed, was she saying, I have put away childish

things! Would she, if she had known herself as thoroughly

as she thought she did ? L ,

There come experiences to us sometimes that jostle us
out of our shallow complacences, and leave us high and
dry, to get acquainted with ourselves anew. One of these
was coming — coming, and would soon meet Katherine
Lightwait,

x@/?
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Now and then her heart, that did not speak often, spoke
out, as she read, in spite of her, spoke out, and said-——
What if it should be he, Kate, after alll .

And then she would answer boldly back. Well, if it
should be he, what were that to me, I should like to know!
I am what I am, and as I am 1 shall be till I die.

Then her heart would make a little sweet confusion, and
the iron will would fancy it had it all its own way,

Every passing footstep startled her, nevertheless, and at
length she changed her position so that she could no longer
see the high road nor the door-yard gate ; 1 will maintain
my serenity, she says, against all odds, come what will. .1
would not surrender to the reality, let alone to the shadow!
And so saying she changed her position, and in this much,

did surrender. -It became too dusky to admit of further

reading, she said directly, and closed the book. She had
read later many a time, and when she had clasped the clasps,
she leaned her cheek upon her hand, a girlish trick, long
disused, and fell musing upon her old lover, and in her
thoughts she found herself calling him * Charley,” again
and again, ‘ . .

~ Twenty years were as nothing, and she was.a girl again
leaning down to him.from her midnight window, his rose

. in her bosom, and the spell of his love, sweeter than the

rose, all about her. The color of his glove, the ribbon that
tied his hat, came back to her, and somehow, the things he
had worn seemed not like the things worn by another. She
could remember the very smell of the earth his hand had
digged one time when they sat together on the thyme-bed
of the garden, every tone of expression, all the pretty
pet names, she remembered them all ; and as she counted
the latter like beads, her heart trembled deliciously, and her
pale cheek lighted itself out of long smothered fires.

A bird came fluttering into the bush beneath her window,
and she started up like some guilty thing that is caught
in its_guilt, and with almost angry violence wrenched her .

‘thoughts from all tender associations.

He deserted us basely, she says to her heart, when and
while our confidence was at the strongest and our love at
the ripest and the best. And shall we sit and muse thus
tenderly even after all these years, when in truth he never
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deserved our tenderness atall! Nay, butI am ashamed
of it all'!

Thus she yielded another point, and took her heart into
confidence, but even yet, she was not in the least aware of
the yielding; on the contrary, she still fancied herself firm,
through and through, o

Suppose it was really he, and suppose he should have the
audacity to come to me! And with eager haste she rang
for her maid —rang energetically, furiously, almost.

“If any one should call for me to-night, especially if a
stranger should call, you must excuse me, my good Fanny,”
she says. ‘‘I'have a headache, and am not well.”

The maid stared; she had never addressed her in that
soft tone before, and never in all her days before said my
- good Fanny. What conld her mistress mean? She must
be sick indeed. “Can I do @nything for you, ma’am?”’
“ No.”” And then she gave the required promise, and went
away; and when she was gone the mistress fell musing
again. If it were he, and if by any chance — Ileaven avert
it ! —1I should be obliged to see him, why then, what should
Isay? : )

And then she told herself she had imagined a vain thing,
that no such chance would, or could, or should intervene,
and then she said, even if it should, need I premeditate my
behavior ! 1 trust my selfpossession is not at the option
of o poor a creature! And having arrived at this ¢onclu-
sion, she at once proceeded to compose 2 little speech that
was quite as cold and polished- as a piece of ice. As for
her personal bearing, it should be equably, majestically
indifferent. She would not betray by an emotion that he
wag anything to her, and indeed he was not. She knew
herself, she hoped ; she was old enough to know, and she
had seen women make fools of themselves in love, often
enough to teach her a lesson. '

And all this time the test, as to whether or not she knew
herself so well, was coming closer aud closer,

It was just in the last edge of that sweet time that is
neither night nor day, the time when light and darkness
embrace and mingle into one, that the <great test really met
her face to face. The lifting of the gate-latch startled her
like the battering of some besieging engine, and the tread
along the gravelled path thrilled her as it were the crushing
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of a ploughshare along the graves of her dead. It was just
the old step; bold, buoyant, confident, nothing timid, or
hesitant, or asking about it.

She dare not stir ; she almost held her breath, listening
and waiting. Directly comes Fanny. ¢ An old friend, he
did not send his name,”’ she says.

““ But didn’t I tell you, Fanny, I would not see any one ?
How could you ?”’ :

‘‘ Beg your pardon, ma’am, but you only said you would

‘1ot see a stranger, and I thought be sure you would see an

old friend.”

‘ Gro back and say, Miss Lightwait very much regrets it,
but she is not able to see any one to-night.”’

The maid hesitates, as though she would fain say some-
thing in the stranger’s interest, but at last leaves the room
with the air of one dreadfully imposed upon.

Presently she comes again —this time with a card.
Charles P. Gayfeather. ‘ He said you would certainly sec
him, ma’am, if you knew,”” gays the maid.

“It is quite impossible. Say so,”’ simply, replies the
mistress, and she tosses the card from her, compresses her
lips and settles back in her easy chair, anything but ecasy.
She had betrayed to her maid that she was discomposed.
and this added to her previous discomposure, -

A great pressure was on her brain and blindness in her
eyes; she seemed to be sinking, and to experience the sen-
sations of a drowning person.

Still she said it was all the shock of a surprise, a momen-
tary weakness that she would get the better of presently.
Of course she would, she knew herself, and could trust
herself, in spite of this weakness of the flesh. So she arose
and walked to the window, but somehow there was a dizzi-
ness, a trembling of the knees, and she toftered back and
sank down in her chair again. :

Her heart gave a great leap with the light little knock
that fell upon the door; she was so sick and nervous, she
said, with everything else. This time the maid brought a
note, written in pencil on the blank half page of .one of
Katherine’s own letters to ** Charley.”

““ Do not deny yourself to me any longer,’’ it said, ‘‘dear
Kate, sweet Kate — always dear and sweet Kate — though

whatever else you do, for Heaven’s sake send me back this-

e TS
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letter. Bat I pray you to send it with your leave for me to
come to you once, if only this once, dear Kate; and so
praying, I wait my doom of life or death.” :

The letter was worn and torn as if it had been read a
thousand times, the paper yellow as old ivory, and the ink
faded to a dull brown ; it came back to Katherine like the
very ghost of herself, and ere she had half read the pen-
cilled note, the dizzy blindness became black darkness, the

sinking, deathly sickening, and with a helpless little moan

she sank to the ground, fainting dead away. ,
. “0, my poor mistress! O, Lord have mercy!’’ cries
the maid, and with her arms above her head, she runs
screaming for help.
A moment, and ¢ Charley * has his Kate in his arms !

CHAPTER XVII.

MISS P. GOKE GETS HERSELF REPRESENTED.

fr

A\ HERE were lively times in Bloomington ; the
show had been in successful operation for four
days, bringing some accession of business or

. pleasure to everybody,and now the afternoon of
the fifth day was come, and this evening was to
see the last-of the great show. Miss P. Goke had disposed

of all her superfluous stock, s¢ many ribbons, and feathers, -

and flowers, had been in demand by the young ladies; and
all her premises were pervaded by a strong smell of brim-
stone caused by the process of bleaching old straw and Leg-
horn bonnets that was going on in her underground depart-
ment, Miss Martha Whitefiock had been her most liberal
patroness, perhaps ; she had purchased two new bonnets, at
once ; an unheard-of extravagance, and causing not a little
gossip among the ladies whose old straws and Leghorns
wére in the sulphurous state of renovation.

THE BISHOP'S SON. : 301

“And you say, Miss Goke,”” says the butcher’s wife,

~¢that one of ’em was quite a bride’s bonnet? 7’

* Quite a bride’s bonnet, indeed ! ”’ responds Miss Goke ;
“ it was a bride’s bonnet out and out, veil and all ! 7

*“ What can she want of 1t7”" says the butcher’s wife;
“ not to wear to the show, surely, and that just over, too ?

‘ But then there is the other, as plain as a pipe stem. I
should like to know what she wants of that!’’ says Miss
P. Goke. . : .

‘ And by all accounts bonnets ain’t the only extravagance
she’s been guilty of,”’ says the butcher’s wife. ¢ She’s been

Jbuying dresses and things at all the stores in town, and
what’s more, she’s run her father in debt at a dreadful rate,
they say.”’ o . :

‘“Is it possible 7’’ says Miss Goke ; and then she says,
“ Poor Peter Whiteflock!| Sometimes I am a’most sorry for
him ; pity he’s so big and strange looking, isn’t it 7 7.

‘“ Why, yes, it does seem a’most a pity,’” says the butcher’s

‘wife ; and bless my stars, but there he goes now in his new
carriage | Just look at him, Miss Goke, how he is fixed up !

Then the two women got their heads together behind the
lace curtain, and discussed Peter’s costume, from neck-tie to
shoe-tie, wondering how it came about that he was dressed
so carvefully, and whether Mrs, Whiteflock had anything to
do about it, concluding very wisely that it was just one of
Peter’s freaks, and that Madam Wkiteflock had nothing what-
ever to do about it. : :

Then the new carriage was discussed, and disparaged by
both the women. ¢ It’s too big for one horse, and isn’t big
enough for two,”” says Miss Goke. '

““It’s too high and narrer, and I don’t lilge the color of it,””
says the butcher’s wife. . . : }

““It’s too low and too wide, I think,”” says Miss P. Goke;
“ and the dear knows Madaem Whileflock is welcome to it for -
all of me; 1 don’t envy her her fine carriage nor her fine
husband, neither ! 7 And she jerked the needle through the
ribbon she was knotting with great energy. . :

““ Nor I, neither,”” says the butcher’s wife ; * and I’d just
as soon ride in my husband’s cart any day, as in that queer-
looking thing! And then she cries, *“ He’s stopping at the
grocer’s don’t you think! 'What can he be going there for ?
Just see him, Miss Goke — gloves, as youlive! and a white
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hankerchief stuck in his pocket! What under the sun is
going to happen 7 ”’ : '

When Peter has fastened the rein at the hitching-post, he
gently caresses the neck and ears of the mare he is driving,
and as he stands thus, his face full toward the women, they
cannot help admitting that he is pale, and that, to all appear-
ance, he is sick, but at the same time, the new carriage and
all the fine things at home rise up against him, and they can-
not admit that he is sick in verity, or if he is, they say by
their manner, they have not much sympathy for him. Rich
- people cannot suffer much in their estimation, or if they do,
why they get as good as they deserve, at any rate.

They talk of the show, of the handsome showmen, of all
the strange beasts and birds, of the delightful monkeys, of
the wonderful brass band that accompanies the show, and
of how dull and lonesome it will be when the great tent is
broken up, and the monster eclephant led away under his
canvas ‘cover.

*“ But, dear me!’’ cries Miss Goke, throwing down her
ribbons all at once, there is the twelve o’clock bell, and I
haven’t got my tea-kettle on, and Mr. Hoops will be in for
his dinner in a few minutes !”’

““ Well, of all things, how time does fly when a body’s in-
terested,’”’ says the butcher’s wife; ‘I ought to have been
at home by rights an hour ago; he’s always cross if' he

comes in and doesn’t find me there!’”’ And then she tells

Miss Goke never to marry if she knows when she is well off,
adding quickly, lest she may have said too much, ¢ That is,
Miss Groke, not unless you get just such another good man
as I have got!’”’ And with a playful smile that was meant
to gild all her married life with its sunshine, she went away.

Miss Goke’s white fancy apron had been superseded by

one of coarse checked stuff, her dress cap was hung on the

knob of the door, instead of the knob of her neck, and she
was down on her knees, blowing at some black embers under
a pot of potatoes, when there fell a little shuffling at the
door, and Mr. Hoops, with his apron of bed-ticking full of
cooper’s shavings, came in. Hehad never felt upon so much
of an equality with his hostess in his life ; the little lace cap
with its gay flowers, and the little fancy apron with its tiny
pockets and floating sash had seemed to put leagues between
them, hitherto, but Miss Goke proper was by no means so
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formidable, and down came the cooper to his knees beside her
before she had time to rise, if, indeed, she had not been oo
much stupefied fo rise at all. Stupefied with fright at being
thus discovered, for she was one of those women who con-
trive to seem always at leisure, and to make it appear that
any real work is something to which they now and then be-
take themselves for recreation and pastime.

“( dear! Odear!” she cries in her confusion, her face
blazing twice as red as her fire. -

‘“ Don’t be wexed with yourself,”” says the cooper, coax-
ingly ; ‘“ you never looked half so purty to me as what you
do this minute ;' and then abashed at himself he began to
talk of the shavings he had brought, and of how soon they
would fetch up the fire. .

He had never said so much before, and Miss Goke took
beart, in spite of her diminished attractions. ¢ 1 wag con-

. fused, Mr, Hoops,”” she said, * at being canght so, but if I

only look well in your eyes, why it’s all right.”” She spoke
with a certain playfulness that permitted her words to pass
for earnest or for jest, just as her listener chose to interpret.
Mr. Hoops would have chosen to interpret them in eatnest,
but dare not. I have wanity enough,” says he, *“but I
haven’t quite the wanity to believe you.”” And then he gets
some more shavings under the pot, and blows upon them
with all his might.

““I was perfectly in earnest,”” says Miss Goke, and this
time she was in earnest. By this time there was a little blue
blaze under the potato pot, and both continued for a minute
feeding it in silence from the red oak shavings in the cooper’s
apron, :

‘““ What a nice fire you have made for me!’’ says Miss
Goke, at last driven to say something.

‘ Shavings does make a nice fire for some things,”
says the cooper; ‘a wery nice fire for some things.”’

‘“ For boiling vegetables, for instance,”” says Miss Goke.

" ““ Yes, that’s what I had into my mind ; for bilin’ wegeta-
bles, shavin’s is splendid for that.” ‘

‘“ Ah, to be sure, splendid, really.”

‘“ And you bile a good many, agreeable to my obserwation,
Miss Goke 777

‘“ Yes, I am fond of vegetables, especially of potatoes; when
they are good and mealy.” -
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¢ 8o am I fond of wegetables, ’specially of potatoes, when
they’re good and mealy, as you wisely say, Miss Goke.”

¢ And your shavings are just the thmg ; only see how the
lid dances on the pot!? .

‘“ Miss Goke,”’ says the cooper with great senousness
“T’ll wenter to say the heart in my bosom is dancin’ wilder
than what that pot-led is.”” .

“ Indeed, Mr Hoops! Why so, if 1 may venture to
inquire 7’

“ Wenter toinquire! I should say you might wenter- to
inquire, for it was a matter that inwolves the happiness o’
your whole life, maybe,that I was rewolvir’ into my mind.”’

“Isit posmble Mr. Hoops ! 'What could it have been ?
About the potatoes 7 7’

“ Yes, Miss Goke, it was about the potatoes ! how you do
see into thmgs 17 :

4 1 think, sir, we have said enough on that subject,” says
Miss Goke, dlsa.ppomted and making a movement to rise.

The cooper caught her hand and detained her. ¢ Yes,
dear one,”” says he, <“I was thinkin’ about potaters, and re-
wolvin’ the subject into my mind. The pint I made was
thls We both like wegetables, and we agree that oak shav-
in’g is nice fuel to bile’em with, especially potaters now the
pint I make is this: Bein’ agreed in our likin’ for potaters,
and furthermore bein’ agreed as to the best method of bilin’
the same, isn’t it reasonable to suppose that we was intended
to be jined by the bindin’ wow! You've got wirtues, Miss
Goke, and you’ve got a trade, but your wirtues would be-
come wigibler a thousand times, if they was reflected through
the bindin’ wow, and your trade would be elewated into a
wocation by the same instermentality, for it can’t be contro-

werted but what the bindin’ wow, in pint of respectability,
is an adwantage.’”’

He paused, and made a little dab at the ear of Miss Goke,
with a long, curled shaving -~ probably by way of soliciting
her reply. But she remained silent, and he went on: ¢ Aside
from the adwantages of the wow, we two seem clear, into
my mind, to have been diwinely sot apart to come together,
the same being wirtually proclaimed through our agreement
about wegetables — more especially potaters.”

Here he made another pause, and another dab with the
shaving upon the innocent ear of Miss P. Goke, She caught

\
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the shaving in her hand, and fell to knotting it as though it
had been a ribbon, but sa,ld nothing, and again the wooer
proceeded : ‘ My obserwation werifies the assertion, and I
have the confidence into me, therefore, to assert that no
married couple into the whole uniwérse agree onto more
pints than we agree onto —the same bein’ two —first, that
mealy potaters is good, and second, that shavin’s is the thmg‘
to bile ’em with. And now Miss Goke, in view of the ad-
wantages, and in view of the pints of agreement do you
wote for the bindin’ wow, or do you Wote agin’ the bindin’
wow ! "

Perhaps it was in some sort a bashful art that Miss Goke
still silently knotted the shaving, and gazed at the flames
now curling round and round the black and bulging pot as
it hung from the crane by a variety of hooks and trammels,

But whether it were a bashful art, or whether it were
maidenly confusion — for the propona,l was somewhat-
abrupt, it must be admitted — that kept the lady silent, the
silence was not interpreted to her advantage.. {

“I see what prewents your reply,” says the cooper; 1
have so inwolved my pints that you, bein’ a woman, don’t
comprehend ’em ; I was wery thoughtless.”

And then he sald with gracious condescension, Wha.t I
meant by bindin’ wow was marriage, and when I agked for
your wote it was. the same as askin’ you to say yes Or-no,
and here I may explain that askin’ for a woman’s wote atall
onto such a questlon is just a compliment without the shad-
der of meanin’ into it, for 1t’s always knowed aforehand
that the answer will be yes.”” Then he told her that.if she
felt too much awe-struck by the proposal to speak just then,
her answer would be took for granted !

“ 0 the insufferable vanity!’’ cries Miss Goke, but she
cries it only mentally ; what she suffers her wooer to hear is
another thing. She is not very wise, but she is wise enough
to know her superiority to him -— wise enough to know that.
thirty-two and eighteen are not all one, and that probably
wooers will not be so plenty hereafter as blackberries. She
knows too, that the cooper hag not overestimated the acces-
sion of popularzty and respectability. that would accrue to.
her through marriage. She sees in her mind’s eye, Mrs. P.
G. Hoops shining down from her sign-board in the street,
and realizes the whole effect in a moment, and she answers,

26%*
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seeming to look up to him, while in reality she looks down -

. upon him, that she feels flattered, honored indeed, by his
proposal, but that it is so sudden, so unexpected, she must
beg for time to consider. Then, too, she is so unworthy of
his preference ! and she intimates that if she had had all the
wide world from which to choose a husband she must inev-
itably- have selected the simpleton before her,

As they ate their dinner he told her about the well-bucket

he had been making for Mrs. Fairfax. ' ““It has been a wery
troublesome job,”” says he, ‘“and I never would have under-
took it of my own free will ; it’s out of my line o’ business,
and has. cost more than it’ll come to; and if you say so we’ll
just keep the bucket for ourselves, and I’ll set one o’ my
hands to make another for the widow — one that shan’t cost
more than it comes to.”

Miss Goke had a secret feeling that this would not be
dealing quite honorably toward Mrs. Fairfax, and she gently
intimated her impression, saying that her own well-bucket
would answer very well for the present. Then she corrected
herself and said owr bucket, smiling deferentially all the time.

‘¢ No matter whether we need the bucket or not,” says the
cooper with an air of great superiority ; ‘“ we’ve got the
adwantage of her, and we’ll keep it.”” And he waved his
hand across the potato dishas if he would say, the subject
is dismissed, and the matter settled, now and forever. * You
women,”’ says he, ¢ have wery strange notions o’ business !

“ Very true,” says Miss Goke, still smiling deferentially,
and she said nothing more, except to inquire what was the
price of the new well-bucket.

‘I promised it for three dollars and a half,”’ says the
cooper, ‘““but what does that awail; she’ll never get it.
I've got the adwantage.”” ¢ . :

Still Miss Goke smiled, and if the cooper could have seen
it, there was a little tinge of sarcasm in her smile. All the
sermons and all the lectures she had ever heard had gone to
show that the weaker sex were represented by the stronger;
the wives and sisters by the husbands and brothers. Is
this a sample of the representation ? she was saying to her-
self, but she said nothing aloud ; she only lifted her'eye-
brows as she smiled.

*The bargain was all werbal, and it gives us the adwan-
tage,”’ says the cooper. They had risen from the table now,

THE BISHOP'S SON. - 807

and as he said this he took Miss Goke round the waist, and
drew her toward-him, chuckling. :

She felt degraded by that embrace, nevertheless she per-
mitted it — suffered it, we might say, and when she found
herself alone she almost regretted that she was no longer
free to say of her potato-pot mine, and not ours. For com-
fort, she must put herself outside herself; this she did, and
and still found that Mrs. P. G. Hoops looked so much better
on the sign! It was settled for her then by tlie pressure
and force of external things that she should henceforth have
a protector and representative in the world ! _

- In her show-case there hung a beautiful new bonnet jast
completed for Mrs. Fairfax, and pinned to one of the broad -
ribbon strings was a neat little note — the cost of the bon-
net in detail, and the price in full. She unpinned this note
and laid it on the coals that had boiled the potatoes; then
she sat down and made up 2 new bill, and if one could have
looked over her shoulder it would have been seen that in the
last account a deduction was made to just the amount of
three dollars and fiffy cents, so she squared the matter with
her conscience and so she entered upon her representation.

That morning at breakfast Mrs. Whiteflock had said to
her husband — ¢ Dear Peter we have been following the

Doctor’s advice long enough ; you have kept. in your dark-
ened room and swallowed pills, and been blistered and. bled,
and what not ; now suppose we change our method, and you
go abroad and see your friends and take the air ; there is the

‘show, shouldn’t you like to go and see that, and take me,

Peter 7’ o

She spoke with cheerful animation, laying the daintiest
bits of toast and broiled chicken on his plate, the while,

‘¢ No, good woman,’’ says Peter, smiling faintly ; he never
called her wife, nor Martha, even, now-a-days; ‘“ No, I dm}’t
feel like goin’ much. 1 like to be alone mostly — that is,
what’s called alone, but 1 ain’t alone, no time. I have them
with me that’s company enough.” _

t*But just to please me, Peter,”’” pleads the wife. * You
are not getting well so fast as I should like to have you,
though the doctor keeps saying you are.”’ L

““Does he ? "’ mays Peter: * well you just take him at his
word, and don’t inquire no furder. 1’m satisfied.”

“But I am not satisfied. Why, Peter, your forehead
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looks like yellow glass, and as though I could see my face
in it, if I tried, and the veins in your hands and along your
neck stand up like cords, and you are really no stronger
than I am, big as you are; it's no use for the doctor to tell
me you're better!’”’

““Do I really look so bad ?’’ says Peter, and leaving the
table, he went into the dra.wmg—room and sarveyed himself
in the huge mirror that covered half the side of the wall
there. He turned his head this way and that, and felt of
the great veins along his temples and neck ; then he pushed
back his sleeve and looked at his arm, lean ‘and limber, and
blue now, and as. though it had been bruised and the life
were slowly withering out of it. Ile nodded to himself in

the glass and smiled as though he would say, it is all going

very well, better even than I had hoped.
“Ten’t it just as I told you?’’ says Mrs. Whiteflock, who
-had followed him. * Q my dear Peter, you don’t know how
anxious I am about you,” -

“ Anxious about me 7’’ says Peter, his eyes staring wide
with amazement.

“ Why, yes, Peter, and why shouldn’t I be when you are
so sick 7’

“ Why shouldn’t you be! Why should yoube? I say,
that’s the question.” - |

‘ How can you say so, Peter?”’

‘1 conld always say things which was true, and I never
could say things which wasn’t true,’”’ says Peter, and then
he says he is sorry if he has said anything which is not right,
but that he could not think at first it was possible she was
in airnest in the concern about him which she expressed it.
And then seeing how really distressed the poor woman

looked, he went on — ¢ Don’t be troubled about me. I ain’t ‘

worth it, but I seem to have been fated to be in your light,
though it can’t be long now, so cheer up and I'll try to slip
off as quietly, and with makin’ as little trouble as I can.”

-““ Then you’ll really go ! ”’. says the wife not in the least
understanding his allusion about slipping off quietly, but
supposing he only refers to her suggestion as to his going
abroad.

Peter saw her mistake, but only smiled at 1t and she went
on, all enthusiasm, ‘“ I’ll order the new carriage. fetched to
the door and you shall drive! The Doctor said nothing
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against your driving, you remember, he simply opposed
your long walks. And there’s your new clothes — you’ll
wear them to. be sure!”’

“I'll wear ’em if you wish,”” says Peter, *“ but I }1 rather
keep ’em agin a time which Pve got in my mind.”

0 you foolish man!’’ cries Mrs. Whiteflock, affecting

a playfulness she does not feel, and she goes close to him,
and with her hand across his neck talks of the {ime when he
shall be quite well again, and of the execution of a thousand
plans of happiness she has been dreaming of. Peter listened
and smiled assent, but it was plain to be seen that he heard -
as from a great distance, and that he was not affected by
what he heard ~— listened as the wiser mother listens to the
prattle of her child when it talks of having its playthings

~ about it twenty years hence. He opposed her no more,

however.
“I will do as you wish, my good woman,’’ he said, I

have done you wrong enough in time past, and now I mnst
make what amends 1 can.’

“ Done me wrong, Peter! I should like to know when ! ”?

Then she ran away, and when she came to him again her
cheek was aglow with wifely pleasure and pride. *“Just
see,”’ she says, “what I have been doing;’’ and she held
up before him the waistcoat she had embroidered, and the
fine linen she had stitched with her own hand. :

¢1f this had only happened before!’’ says Peter, and a
shadow passed across his face, and a tremor came to his lip,
Just for an instant, and then it was gone and he smiled again.
‘““Put ’em away, good woman,’” says he ; ‘‘ put ’em away in
the drawer. I'd rather keep ’em agin the time which I have
inmy mind1’?

‘“ But you'll go: abroad, any how 7" gays the wife, still
ignoring the sad intimation. * You’ll drive about the village,
and so come round and call upon Miss Kate Lightwait ; and,
by the way, her old beau has come back to her, and there is
no knowing that you will ever have another Opportumty of
calling upon Miss Lightwait.”

““T'll go,” says Peter, ‘“as it scems to be the wish that
you wish it, and I'll wear my new clothes, though I prefer

- to keep ’em agin ‘the time that I have in my mind, but there
- is one thing that I am not willing for to do, the same being

to ride in the new carriage ; I shouldn’t feel right intit,
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and besides I don’t regard it as belonging to me. T bought
it for you to foller me in when I go to my last home, —and
1 might say to my home, leaving out the last, — and then for
him and you afterwardst.”’

¢ dear Peter, it is too true that you have never had a
home, and 1am all to blame for it. I own it in shame and
humiliation! and the Lord have mercy on me!”’ |

“ Don’t blame yourself, good woman,”’ says Peter; * re-
member it was the circumstances in which you was placed,
that made all that wasn’t right, and when you come clean
down to the sin original, it all rests onto me. I married you
when I knowed you didn’t love me, and I knowed in my
heart that such a marriage could only be a marriage to some
extent, and never a marriage in full, try as I would to deceive
mysélf. Once I asked Sam about it, but there was no need
o’ asking Sam, the Sam in my own bosom had told me before-
hand.”

The wife was sitting at his feet now and clasping his knees.
“IfI didn’t love you when I married you,”” she says, «“1
love you now: all your years of silent endurance, all the
good you have given back for my evil, all your meekness
_ under reproach, all your patience, and pious forbearance
more especially with reference to”” — :

She stopped, and hid her face upon his knees, but in a
moment lifting her eyes to him, went on: ‘* No, I will spare
myself nothing ; I will speak his name, hateful as itis. I

was going to say more especially with reference to Luther

Larky, and to all my foolish fondness for him. O how blind,

how wicked I have been!”’
“ Don’t say that,’”’ says Peter, ¢ It hurts me to hear it,
and I’ve got nothing laid up agin you and never had. The

fault was mine, first and last. I have iried to do what I

could by keeping out o’ your way, and being as though I
wasn’t in the world ; I couldn’t go out of it voluntarily be-
cause it’s agin the Scripter, buf things being as things was,
my continuance in the body was undesirable, and 1've prayed
all the while for an abiding place that was more to my mind,
and ]I may say more to the mind of you and Luther, and at
last the prayer has been answered. And when 1 am gone,
I shall have done the best I could toward making amends
for the great wrong done you.” S :
¢ What wrong, pray?”’
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«The wrong of marrying you. That was a wrong which
there is no wrong like it ; even our children haven’t risen
up to call us blessed, but tixe wrong done to them was more
than they can do to us, for as things was original it wasn’t
in the natare of ’em that they counld be better than they are,
I don’t blame them, nor you, nor him. I only blame myself,
but I give myself up long ago, and sentence was pronounced,
and I’ve got nothing to say in my defence.” - -

Peter had not intended 1it, but every word he had spoken
cut the poor wife to the heart; the darkness that was set-
tling between them served as a background upon which all
her sins, both of omission and commission, painted them-
gelves in hideous shapes and colors. :

She was leaning across his knees, clasping hig hands to
her bosom, and as she thus clasped and caressed them, the

" burning, blistering tears fell upon them thick and fast. At

last she spoke, “ 0 my good husband,’”’ she says, ‘I haye
been to you no true wife, and in shame and penitence I lie
here before you and ask your forgiveness.” :

* My good woman, I have nothing to forgive,”’ interposed
Peter; «“I sowed to the wind and I reaped the whirlwind,
that is all.”’

¢ (), for mercy’s sake,”’ she cries, * call me Martha — call
me wife. I cannot bear to be pui so far away from you,
though I know I deserve it.”’ .

“Then I’ll call you Martha,”” says Peter, ‘“that other
word seems like trying to speak a language that was foreign
to me, and it’s too late to learn a language that is strange.”’

‘¢ 0 if there were but some great sacrifice, some sudden and:
mighty throe by which I could make everything right,’’ re-

- sponds the wite, ‘“what would I not do! But when we

have lived into a wrong, there is only one way, and that is
to live out and up into the right. This, with God’s help, I
mean to do. O, my dear husband, do not leave me now,
Just as I begin to be worthy of you, just as I-begin to
understand how you have practised religion, while I have
only professed it.”’

Then she goes on to say how he has done nothing but
good to her through all the years that she has been despite-
fully using and abusing him ; how he gave her a beautiful
home, and then contented himself with the least and meanest
portion ; how he spread for her the feast, and himself fed
upon the crumbs that fell from her table. .
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“ I have not meant to be wicked,’” she says, “ but it ig all
one. I have been thoughtless, vain, selfish, frivolous and
foolish. In my carelessness and ingratitude I have taken
my blessings as matters of course, and. the result is, moth
and rust have crept over my treasures, and I am left among
them desolate, my heart empty, and my soul a prey to re-
morse. The viper I nursed in my bosom has stung me, and
though I have at last shaken it off and set my foot upon its
head; the poison is in all my veins, and in my sufferings I
have’}leither the true love nor the true pity of any living
soul, : :

““ 0, Martha,” says Peter, *“ if this had only happened
afore !’ And then seeing how. sadly stricken she was, he
bent over her and as he smoothed the hair that was all
fallen and disordered, assumed the tone of cheerfulness and
hope. ¢ Maybe, after all,” says he, ‘‘ the event that I have
had in my mind ‘may not be so near as I 'thought. Cheer
up, Martha, darling, for when you ain’t a-smiling, it appears
like as if th;h;kn was put out.”’ ht

She lifted her face from his knee all suffused with tearful
blushes ; he had called her darling, he had laid his hand
" lovingly upon her hair, and their courtship was really begun.

The reader may smile if he choose; but if there be any-
thing to cause a smile in the woman’s recognition of the
honest simplicity and sweetness of the man’s soul, albeit it
wag 80 clumsily housed, and albeit his hand, and his heart,
and his tongue had played him false so long in their failure

to represent his better self; if he see aught to smile atin |

all this, I say, let him smile ; I fail to perceive in it any
matter for mirthfulness. ,

An hour after this, Peter, dressed in all his best rode
away in the new carriage. True, the embroidered waist-
. coat had been found a world too wide, but Martha had tied
it in and in, until at last a beautiful fit had been achieved,
so she said. She had combed his hair, growing thin and
gray now, twisting the faded slips to ha,lti)é::rls along the
hollow temples. She had buttoned the gloves, and then,
- remembering his love of finery, she had lifted herself on
tiptoe and stuck her own diamond. pin in the neatly folded
cravat, and as she watched him ride away from the porch-
side, her heart was all astir with tender pride. -

Old Posey had been groomed to her sleckest, and with a
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green spray at her bridle, tossed up her head and trotted
off almost gayly, though if one had observed closely it would
have been seen that ber legs were a little stiff, that one eye
was white, and that her neck was considerably awry.

None of these defects showed to the casual observer,
however, nor did the glossy, yellow forehead of Peter look
so wan and so ghostly beneath. the broad brim of the fine
beaver, as it would otherwise have done. :

Probably, if Miss P, Goke and her friend, the butcher’s
wife, could have seen through the shows of things to the
facts, as they peered out upcn him from the window that
day, the envious comment would never have been spoken,
and the feeling that, prompted it would have been changed
to pity and love. Peter, as before said, drew up at the
grocery store, though, if he had known it, there was no real
errand to take him there, the wife in her wifely pride having
in truth simply made pretence of one, so that all the villagers
might see her husband in such style as became him — see
him to the astonishment of their eyes. The grocery store
being centrally situated, what should hinder them but see!

“Whew !”” whistled the grocer, coming .forward with
both hands uplifted, < What’s to pay, Peter; have you
been getting married, or anything ? »’ ' \

““You speak wisdom unbeknown,”’ says Peter, * that’s
Just what I have been doing.” ‘

The grocer whistled again, and then he says, ¢ Who did
you marry, pray ? "’ : :

“My wife,” says Peter, without a smile, and then seating
himself on the edge of the counter, he inquires if the
grocer has any milk crocks; *“them’s what my good woman
sent me after,”” says he. ,

- Mr. Hoops came in at this junclure, lighted his cigar, and
having made some inquiries concerning the prices of bacon,
polatoes, sugar and tea, with reference to his proposed
housekeeping, came to the great news with which he was
all the time bursting, and which he had withheld from Miss

. Goke chiefly because he had happened to become engaged

to ber. He had observed, perhaps, that as a general rule,

married men told the news elsewhere than at home, and was

resolved to begin in the regular way, betimes. For, certain

1t 18, he cared not a straw nor a shaving for either the grocer

or Mr. Whiteflock, and it is equally certain that hé did care,
' 27
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in some sort, for Miss P. Goke, and why, therefore, there

should have arisen in his mind from the moment of his en-
gagement to her a kind of secret antagonism that led him
to suppress the very thing which he knew would give her
pleasure, I leave for the wisdom element to determine ;
being a woman I would not presume to understand. He
talked of the show and the showmen, of all the birds and
beasts, discussing their various natures, habits, beauties,
uses and the like, quite as though he bad the whole history
of the animal kingdom by heart. - :

He told how everybody was going to the show that night.
¢ There will doubtless be in attendance,”’ said ke, ‘“ one o’
the wastest assemblies ever conwened under canwass |’

“ And you will, of course, take Miss Gioke to see the
performances? ”’ says the grocer, who from his shop window
had observed the cooper’s little attentions ; he had, in fact,
obsérved the apron of shavings, and had not miscalculated
when he had taken for granted that they would kindle a
flame ; but what he based his conclusion upon even more
than this, was the fact that he had twice seen him whip Miss
Goke’s little poodie, smartly, holding said poodle by the
. ear the while, as though it were not done surreptitiously, but

¥

rather by authority. And another thing which had been a -

strong supposition in favor, was that he had heard the cooper
scold Miss Goke’s parrot, keying his voice upon an irritable
" gharp ; the scolding being drawn down upon the head of the
innocent parrot simply and solely in consequence of her say-
ing, ‘ Poor Polly is sick, and wants Dr. Allprice.”” In view
of all this the grocer had felt justified in saying to the
cooper, ‘‘ You will take Miss Goke to the show?’’ And
afterward, aside to Mr, Whiteflock, ¢ We shall see what we

shall see!”’ ‘ . e _
« No,” says the cooper, with a lofty}ir, and, in fact as
though he were the keeper and guardian of some imbecile
quite incapable of deciding for itself. No, sir, I shall not
take Miss Goke to the show ; it isn’t a fit place for ladies ;
the wery wiolin is wanquishin’ to wirtue.”” And then he
says,  Such things’ll do well enough for us men,”” Adding
- directly, ““She’s all a-tiptoe to go, Miss Goke is, for the
wanity of women leads ’em constant where women has no
business fur to be, and I fur one, don’t mean fur to encour
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“T've an idea,” says Peter, ¢ that pla :
places that are unfit
for women to go to, always will be so whil n ar
kept away from them.”’ ‘ e g WQann e
No attention was paid to this foolish notion of Peter, and
by dﬁgrees the cootper came up to the cream of his news
“Do ary one of you know Mr, Gayfeather ? .
“ our late fellow-citizen,” yioather?” anys b,
y i)s -héa dea.;:l ! ’I ’ says ‘the grocer in amazement.
¢ Dead, no should say he was we ive; he’
goin%;[ to be married anyhovgr 7 1y much altve; he's
« Married ! you don’t say? Why he’s only been h
| : . iy ‘ €
fow weeks, but maybe ’tain’t any one about hjtrere that ﬁz’ﬁ
took up with ; it can’t be true, I reckon.”” Then the grocer
adds, ‘“He smokes awful, they say. Well, what’s one
maﬁl’s meat is another’s pison!?”’ ’
erhaps he was thinking how mnch the hahit of
feat‘r;zr might increase his trade. of Mr. Gay-
“Yes, sirwe!” says the cooper “it’s true, weri
true. I had it, sir, from his own ’mouth; sir 177 .f&l‘;?bllg
kngcks the ashes from his cigar and looks around in triumph
Yes, sir, it’s weritably true; and though I’m boun tc;

Jkeep the secret, I may just say it’s no new thing, though

Charley Gay is only a late cifizen.”

- Then he tells how wery rich Mr. Gayfeather is, and what
a splendid hand he plays at euchre, winning inwariable
without taking ondue adwantage ; how liberal he is in the
matter of drinks ; how much he can swaller without bein’
wictimized, and what a gay, good-humored fellow he is

generally. He calls him ““ Charley ”’ all the while; talks

- of his money and his importance as though they directly

reflected credit upon himself, and in the end di
thi{ng‘ except Miss Lightwait’s name. ¢ end dlgcloses ey
i ‘,Thfa lady you both know wery well,” says he, she
on’t live more’n three stone throw from my shop; Miss
Goke’makes her bonnets, and she wears a welvet in winter,
but I'll wenter she has a white ’un afore long. She ain’t
slt: wery young, neither, and she has a wart on the left cheek
that disfigers her some, accordin’ to my taste, but Charley
knows wh_at he’s about I reckon, and counts on some ad-
Waﬁtage ; and then the aftair is of old standin’.”
s ere he tells the story of the early courtship, of the
ather’s opposition, and of how the girl came to grief — &

* story that everybody has heard in one shape or another,

L
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«So-ho ! " says the grocer, “that’s the way the cat jumps,
isit?”’ And he went straight to his cigar-case, and looked
in it with smiling satisfaction. Whether Miss Lightwait
were going to do ill or well that was another matter.

The news of highest import being off 'his mind,
- the cooper comes down to Samuel and his.prospects.
¢« Some,”’ says he, ‘“have called him a wagabond ; I never
did. Some, again, have said he was a wile character; 1

- .- wasn’t one o’ them, nuther, aud there was them that was

for havin’ him hung, right off; but for my part I always
thonght he was a waluable citizen, and I never raly believed
he meant to shoot the bishop’s son no more’n what I
did!”’ ,

And then, he says, By all accounts he’s goin’ to be
rich enough to buy and sell all Bloomington, if he has a
mind.” . And, finally, he says that Charley has been in town
this two days, a-workin’ in Sam’s behalf, and that he will
wenter a winegar cag agin two pins, that both Sam and
Charley will be in the willage afore sundown!”

This is news, indeed; but why shouldn’t he have told
Miss Gokel ' '

There was a good deal of talk and speculation, surmising

and idle gossip, between the grocer and the cooper; to say

truth, it Jasted for hours, both neglecting all legitimate work”

for its sake ; and when they had exhausted all fact and all
gness-work, dipping into scandal and rolling coarse epithets
like dainty morsels under their tongues; when, in fact, they
could think of nothing further to say, they exacted the
promise, each of the other, that no hint of all should be
communicated to any woman! ¢ If their tongues get
a-going, they’ll never stop !’ says the grocer.

‘“ Werily that’s true, they’ll never stop!’’ echoes the
cooper, and then they fell to gossiping again, and repeated
{wo or three times over what they had already said.

Peter had been for the last ten minutes in one of those
semi-trances, in which he always seemed to be about half
withdrawn from this world. At last he said, speaking in
soliloquy, ¢ Samuel’s coming out brilliant, just as I foreseen,
but I can’t see one thing that I’d like to see. There’s2
shadder comes before me as often as 1 try.”

¢ Peter, are you asleep, man?’’ says the grocer.

At that he comes out of his trance, slides from the counter
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where he has been sitting all unconscious of the gossip,

- apparently, and with a nod, goes out, and after a little

caressing of Posey, drives slowly away.
y «« A very remarkable man,”’ says the grocer, looking afier

im.,

¢« Wery remarkable,” responds the cooper; ‘“I always
said that of him.”” And then he says, ¢ Did you mind how
feeble he stood onto his legs? We’ll lose a waluable cit-
izen, sir, when we lose him.”

“Valnable, indeed !’ says the grocer, ‘‘my Adely Maud,
owes her life to him.” o

¢ Those clothes he had onto him wasn’t made into this
willage,”” says the cooper.

“ No, nor the new carriage nuther,” says the grocer,
¢ and the two, betwixt ’em, must have cost nigh onto a cool
thousan’.”” Then they both said again he was a remark-
able man. '

On liis setting out from home Peter had not designed to
obey his wife’s injunction, and call upon Miss Lightwait;
he had never been at the parsonage since the coming of the
bishop’s son, being as he said, impressed with the belief
that he should not teel at home there ; but what he heard at .
the grocery set him thinking, and somehow produced the
trance-like effect already mentioned.

He rode through the village without looking to the right
or left, without seeming to see or to think, but when he
came to the parsonage he drew rein and walked straight to
the main entrance as one, if not consciously welcome, at
least in no wise abashed.

He found Miss Lightwait alone, and was received by her
with a stately courtesy, that must have disconcerted him if
he had not believed himself impelled and sustained by some
power external to himself. 1t was she, indeed, that was
put to confusion, so strangely superior to himself did he
appear, and so well did he set before her the perils of her
position. '

““If this stranger has been playing cards and drinking
with the cooper, and telling him all his secrets, he is not the
man you have taken him for,”” he said. ‘1 implore you by
all sacred memories, by all blessed hopes, to have nothing
further to do with him.”

27*
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* By what authority do you come here to instruct me in
my duties ?’’ says Katherine, loftily.

A change came over the face of Peter at.this, and he
seemed as one speaking in his sleep.

‘“ By the authority of my earthly relation, and spiritual
guardianship — I am your father.”

“ Nonsense,” says Katherine, *“You are Peter White-
flock, and crazy at that!”’

‘“ You are wrong there, my Kate, as you are likely to be.”

I am using Peter to communicate with you, ,}ust as you

would use an interpreter if forced to speak in a strange
tongue.” Then he said, abroptly, < Ruth is with me,”

“If you are my father, why can’t I see you? ”’

‘“ Why can’t you see the stars at noonday 7"’

‘“ Tell me something, then, that will convince me you are
here, and tell who is Ruth? 7

I will tell you then that I do not like this Gayfeather.

of yours any better than I did twenty years ago, he is not
to be trusted.”

¢ There is no need that a spirit should come back to say
that!”” And Katherine laughed proudly.

“ Ah my Kate, you are the same perverse child yon
always were. Would you could see as 1 see, and you would

, recede from the precipice upon which you stand.”

‘“ All that a mortal man might easily say,”’ replies Kath-
erine. ‘“ If you see so much, tell me what'is under this.”

And she placed her hand on a small silver salver under
which she had slipped a letter that she was engaged in
reading when Peter was announced.,

““It is a letter, and in the letter is a torn piece of lace,”
said the voice, for it seemed not to be Peter that spoke, but
only Peter’s tongue. ¢ Give it into the hand of this man
and he will read it.” ‘

- Katherine hesitated, but Peter put forth his hand aunto-

matically, and she pushed aside the salver and gave him the
letter. He placed it against his forehead, and after a
moment, read, without taking the letter from the envelope,
and Wlth closed eyes. T

“ My sweet Kate : — To prove to you that your memory

has been fondly cherished all these years, I return to you a
little souvenir that is dearer te me than the ruddy drops

|
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that visit this sad heart.,” Suffer no harm to come to it, but
let me have it back; I will hold it for a tdlisman, ‘and
call upon it in a storm, and save the ship from perishing

“some time.’

¢ Ever, scorned though I may be, your own true, true
lover, C.P.G