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% Woman's grief and woman’s sighs
Going up to Heaven; . .
God of meroy hear her sighs,
Hoal eaoh spirit riven; i
By thine all-prevailing might

Break the gloom of sorrow's night.”

- AscuEgry whistle and a light foot-fall
npon the well-trodden snow-path were the |
only sounds that broke the stillness of the
winter evening. . ‘ ‘

Suddenly even these sounds ceased, and
Clement Foster stood by <the gate which
barred his progress, and, for a moment,
seemed lost in thought, Only for 2 moment,
when he sprang to the wall, and, resting one
hand on the tall gate-post, gazed around upon
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the landscape that lay bathed in moonlight
splendor. It was a picture of which one
would not soon weary ; but a hrrht gleaming
“throtgh the trees, caught the attention of the
boy, and he resumed his walk.

* Aunt Rhoda is gone, and no mistake,” he
said to himself, quickening his pace. Mean-
while an animated conversation was being
carried on in Farmer Gray’s kitchen.

“Tt did seem as thongh Aunt Rhoda never
would ot started,” said the furmer’s oldest
son. ' '

*I wish father Wouldn’t keep her always ;
but I suppose he will,” rejoined: Mattle,
bright-eyed girl of twelve years.

“T guess it’s mother keeps her more than
father,” said Elsie. *“You know what she
told us the other day.” .

* 1 likes Aunt Rhody. I don’t want her to
go off,” exclaimed Amos.

_* That’s because yof're so small,” replied
Elsie. *I used to like her till I got old

" enough to sweep, and wash dishes.” o

"1 guess we all like Ler well ezough now,
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She is rather particular sometimes~ but we.
are none of us perfect.”

“It is all very well to say that; but it
weuld be pleasant to feel a little more at
liberty in our own kitchen. All the neigh-
bors say it’s a shame for mother to give up to
her as she does.”

This was the reply of Mattie to her broth-
er'’s congiliatory remark, and plainly showed
that she had no wish to excuse the faults of
Aunt Rheda,

“I am glad she has gone for two weeks, I
sliall roast apples and pop corn every evei-

ing, and have nobody to scold me,” said

Elsie. “I wish Clem would come. Pm sure
he must see the light, if the micon does shine.
There he is!” she exclaimed, after a short
pause, during which she had strained her
eyes to catch a glimpse of the expected gugst.
He had just entered and divested himself

of coat and cap, when the sound of bells was
heard, :

~ “There’s Aunt Rhoda back again [ said
Judson. "I should kuow those bells in
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Greenland. She must have left her pin-
cushion or knitting-sheath.” :

At this, Mrs. Gray came into the kitchen,
welcomed her children’s friend, and awsaited
the arrival of one whose departure had heen
the cause of so much joy. ‘

* I knew it wasn’t right for me to go, and

I told Cousin Reuben so0, all the time. I saw -

the moon over my left shoulder, and I knew
something would happen,” said Aunt Rhoda,

as she pushed back the hood that concealed‘

her face.
" What is the trouble? ” asked Mrs. Gray.
* Trouble enough,” avas the reply. “I for-
got my knitting-sheath, and you know I can’t
Knit a stitch without it. I hadn’t more than
got up the hill when I remembered it, and
them stockings of mine must be finished.”

“Here it ‘s,” said Elsie, holding the de-

sired article as high as she could reach.

* Seems to me you're spryer than COINION 3

but you needn’t put it in my eyes.”
At this moment, Aunt Rhoda glauccd
around the kitchen. There was a basket full
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_of butter-nuts, with hammer and ]apstoné R

beside it. A bunch of corn depended from a
hook in the ceiling, and a pan of rosy-checked
apples oceupied a conspicuous position ‘upon
the table.

“ 8o this is what you're up to! I guess
I'd better stay at home, Miss Gray. Seme-
body ought to look after these children.
There'll be no end of grease-spots on the
floor, and the hearth’ll be spoilt. Guess I'd
better stay, You neverll be able to clean
up after such a muss.”

“The children are going to clean up,” re-
plied Mrs. Gray. We' shall get along very
well. You must not lose your visit.”

“ Haint you found your, sheath, Rhody ?”
called’ Reuben. “It is pretty cold waiting

~out; here.”

“I-suppose it is cold; but he might corme
for me before night. I guess I'll look into
my room, a minute, and see if everything's
right.” . :

Elsie carned the candle, anxious to do all
in her power to shorten the visitation. Satis-
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fied with the result of the inspection, Aunt
Rhoda returned to the kitchen, and, Renben
again cxpressing 'his impatience, she was
obliged to take her leave.

“ Now the coast is really clear,” said .Jud-
son. I will ecrack the nuts, Clem, whlle
. you and the girls attend to the corn.’

It was no modern kitchen in which these

children were assembled. There was the old-
~ fashioned fireplace, which received huge logs
of birch and maple, giving forth, in retum,
a wondrous glow of light and heat. The
hearth was of stone, and had been polished
by constant rubbing, until it formed a fitting
mirror to reflect the ﬂammﬂ' flashing fire.

The brick .oven found place in the ample
chimney, and in the opposite side was a deep
recess, known as the “warm corner.” The
crane still meintained its position, although
its office had become almost a sinecure since
the introduction of a stove into the wash-
room, where much® of the cookinrr for the
family was done.

This kitchen, in which Farmer Gray had
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spent a large part of his boyhood, when
within doors, was the. most cheerful room in
the house, and the children felt themselves
greatly aggrieved by the somewhat despotic
rule of Aunt Rhoda. Neither nuts nor corn
could be brought here without her permis-
sion ;' and, when this was granted, it was ae-
companied with so many conditions and warn-
ings as to make it of little value.

Not a spot or hull escaped her notice,
while she expressed her horror of * dirt and
litter ” in no measured terms. As for “toast.
ing apples and having them sputter all over
the hearth,” such a thing could not be toler-

‘ated,

There had been many threats of rebellion
among the unwilling subjects, and some
attempts had been made to throw off the

“yoke; but these attempts always ended in

discomfiture and submission. Aunt Rhoda’s
will was not lightly to be set aside, ahd Mrs.
Gray, who had been long an mvah(i;l would
concede, much rather than insist u on, her
own nuthonty
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The visit to Cousin Reuben’s had been long
and anxiously expected s but it had been de-
layed for various reasons, until the children
feared it would never be made. At length,
greatly to their relief, the day had been
selected. Long before the usual dinper
hour, Aunt Rhoda had basket and bundle

in readiness, and it was but little past noon-

when, arrayed in a new print dress, many-
hued and brilliant, she seated herself hy
the window to watch and wait. :
She was sitting there when the children
returned from school, and, at a word from
her sister, Elsie ran after Clement Foster
to tell him they must give up their plans

for the evening. It was a great disappoint-

ment, and, after a moment’s considerdtion,

she added, **Perhaps Aunt Rhoda may go,

yet. You might come over and see.”
The boy shook his head decidedly.,
* Well, Clem, you come as far as the gate,”

enid Elsie. *If she goes, Tll put a light in

the north window, and you can see it from
there.” ' ' ‘
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Anticipations were fully realized. There
was ‘nothing to mar the pleasure of the
merry group. Farmer Gray and his wifo
left the sitting-room, and occupied the old
arm-chairs in-the kitchen, -

The party was increased by one of the
neighbor’s coming in with his whole family.
This necessitated an additional supply of
nuts and corn, while the room echioced with
shouts of laughter.

Ample justice was dome to the simple
entertainment. The older people then dig-
cussed the news; the younger told StO'I:iGS,

- and, when tired ‘of that, traced pictures in

the glowing coals.
*How long is Rhoda to be gone'*” asked
Mrs." Pease.

“Two or three Weeks,” was the reply. “Tt -

- will depend somewhat upon my health.”

* “That is a long time for her to stay away

from you. T began to think she had a prin-

ciple against leaving you, even for a night. I
ouly wonder how you have patience to get

along with her.”
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T ghould never have strength to get along
without her. She has taken upon herself the
" hard work of my family, and cared for me in
sickness as tenderly as a sistey.”

“1 know all that, but—” »

I understand her peculiarities,” inter-
rupted Mrs. Gray. “They are not always
pieflsaut but her life has not heen a pleasant
one.’

* True,” was the reply. “I ought not to

. forget that, and I am glad any one is willing
to give her a howe.”

" _®Wae do not give her a home, Mrs. Pease.

- Rhoda Smith asks no charity.” She carns all
that she receives. Money can never repay
her for the weary nights she has watched
with me and my children.”

Here the conversation was mten-upf;ed and,

soon after, the visitors took their leave. Then

- a chapter was read from the old family Bible, *

and each young head was bowed as the. father

prayed for the blessing of God to rést upon'

each and all of them.
It was to a far different home from this that
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Aunt Rhoda had gone. Her cousin, Renben
Smith, ealled himself s farmer, but his few

‘seantily tilled acres were scarcely wor thy the

name of farm, and he possessed none of the
thrift belonging to a successful farmer.

The exterior of the house was far from
attractive. The snow concealed many de-
fects, but it only rendered more conspicuous
the broken windows, repaired with old hats
and cast-off garments. The path leading to

‘the door was narrow and ‘half shovelled, in

perfect keeping with everything be]ontﬂnﬂ
to the place. .
*“ Shiftless ! * muttered the visitor, as she

‘walked up the uneven path.

‘A woman was standing at the door te
welcome her. “Glad to see you, Rhody,”
she said. My supper has been waiting
a long time.” ‘

An impatient reply rose to the lips of
Rhoda Smith, as she tlmught of a whole

- afternoon spent in waiting; but one glance

at the worn, haggard face before her moved
her heart to pity.
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There had been an effort to give @ cosy,
homelike look to the room she entered, A
cheerful fire was b]‘lle]D’ upon the hearth,
the floor was scriipulously elean, and the fow

articles of furniture were arranged to produce

the besl effect. :

By the time the usual inquiries in regard to.
health had been made and answered, Renben
came in from the barn. His wife looked at
him anxiously for a moment, and theu turned
away with a sigh.

Not often was such a supper seen in that
house. A visit from Cousin Rhoda was a rave
‘event, and extra preparations had been made.

*You are not looking well, Samanthy,”
suid the guest, as she seated herself at the
table. “I guess you need sombody to help
you and cheer you up.”

“] dont need any help,” was the 1eply,

“there aint much to do since Susan died;

bat T get low-spirited staying alone. Reuben.

aint at home much.”
Reuben cleared his throat and seemed about

to speak when this was gaid ; then, evidently
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changed his mind, and turned again to his
supper. ‘

Rhoda then addressed him, inquiring how
much stock he ivas keeping.

“Not much,” he replied. *My hay didn’t
tl.lrt.] out very well, and T never have any luck
giving my cattle coarse fodder.”

“That's because you don't cure it well ;
your corn was left standing too long. But
you had a nice-looking piece of potatoes ; they
ought to help out your hay.” .

The speaker knew perfectly well ahout the
potatoes. They had not been taken from the
ground until many of them were frozen. Hei"
only object in mentioning them was to oblige
her cousin to make a humiliating conf‘esswn
which she hoped he would remember. ’

“I had a sick spell last fall, and was late
getting them in; so they didm't turn out so
well as I expected,” |

" This was said in a deprecatuw tone, as

though c]mmmo‘ sympathy ; but none was of-
fered. Nothmg connected with his business
ever did tn_l.'n out so well as he expected ;
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yet others were never disappointed in the
result, Idleness and neglect receiv,eﬂ their
due reward. o
After supper the indispensable knﬁtting—
sheath was produced, and Rhoda’s fingers

kept time with her tongue. At first the host
joined feebly in the conversation, but, dis-

comfited by two or three sharp remarks,
ealculated to lessen his self-esteem, he took
refuge in silence. S
The time had been when Samantha Bean
looked down upon Rhoda Smith, and thought
herself much the more fortunate of the two.
That time had gone by, and she was now dis-
posed to envy her who, with strong heart and
willing hands, provided for her own wants.

The man whom her girlish faney had in-

vested with all desirable qualities was far
from being a generons, considerate husband:
Her children had died young, leaving her
sorrowing and Weil-nigh heart-broken, As
she said, there seemed little to do since

Susan’s death. ‘
When the last of those who had ealled her
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D
mother” passed away, the light went out
from that lowly dwelling, leaving only dark-
ness. The first winter’s snow Bow rested

‘upon the grave of the child ; so that time had

1ot blunted the keenness of sorrow for her
Ioss. “ "

The circumstances connected with her
fieath had been peculiarly aggravating. An
illness, which at first appeared slight. sud-
denly assumed a more serious’ aspecf’: and
the father left home to summon aiphysi,cian
I{nf‘ortun:ttely he was obliged to pass tht;
village tavern, Here seve;al of his ‘cbm-

banions were spending an idle hour, and

k - )
& was ivited to “stop and take a drink.”

‘The temptation was too strong for his wealk

powers of resistance, and considerable time

Wwas spent in the bar.room, :
In consequence of this delay, he reached-

the house of Dy, Webb just after this worthy

man had started to visit i
: ; utient X
mileg distant. g » fevemml
It's just like my luck not to find the

doctor at home; but I left word for him
2
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to come over the first thing to—morrf)“{ m(-)irfl-:
. . W
ing,” said Reuben Smith to his anxious '
bhome.
when he returned ) .
«Djid you go right there? she‘ask?d s
1 only stopped a minute at Lang s,. w

the reply. . - ’
« Tl?ags the trouble. If you'd keep away

from Lang’s, you'd have better lu(",k."’ o
«There “tis, Samanthy. That.s Juﬁndiﬂ{,
way. I wish you wan' all the tlme?ﬂ‘ ncz
fault. I guess ‘twont make no.(}l ere e
whether the doctor comes to might or
N |

thi.v?tzm;:;' cold- comfort the mother v.va:.
forced to solace herself, and, wa;;l;;zz .
anxiously by ‘the bedside of her sul 'y
" child, the night wore away. . i
chg;ic;rning came, and with ”11: Dr.‘d“S;l;t
*The disease is far advanceil, he Eax l,d ba
‘ing his head ominously. “You shou

gsentr for me before. If your husband had .

I

1 Lk 'er
reached my house ten minutes (4“1111 ,

=13
could have: come here yesterday: hand
" Mrs. Smith knew enough of her hus
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to feel sure that he had spent more than ten

- minutes in “Lang’s bar-room.” Whatever

might have been done the previous evening,

human skill now availed nothing, and the

mother felt that the life of her child was
_saerificed. . ‘

She talked of this to her visitor, who
listened patiently, although unable to offer
any consolation.

*“It all comes of liquor,” said the poor wife.
“If he'd ounly let that alone, things would go -
well enough.  Folks ealled him smart once ;
but he’s always behindhand now. There’s
the barn, not fit for a horse or cow, I wonder
it don’t come rattling down in some of the
high windas.” : '

The knitting-needles were plied more vig-
orously, and the lips closed more tightly, as
this was said. “Reuben was smart,” at length
replied his cousiu; “bat he was always fond
of his glass. He and Dexter ‘Rollins were

great cronies, and to my mind they were

-pretty much alike.” ’

Mrs. Smith answered this Jast remark with
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more spirit than she could have been supposed

to possess. Beneath zll the disappointment -

and sorrow of her married life lay a memory
of the happy days preceding.

~ The man whose character was thus dis-
cussed slept heavily uatil about nine o’clock,
when he roused himself with an audible yawn,
and, lighting a lantern, went “to look after
the cattle.” ' o

There was no reading of the Seriptures;
no p‘i'ayer for forgiveness and protection.
The day closed with no acknowledgment of
God’s power or goodness.

The next morning it was found that some
wood must be prepared for the fire, and, after
considerable delay, Reuben Smith set about
the work, '

There is music in the sharp ringing of an
axe as the blows fall quickly and firmly, but
the dull, uncertain sounds, heard only at in-

tervals, telling, as they do, of undecided

purpose and faltering hands, contain no ele-

ment of music. ' , ‘
“Denr me, what chopping!” thought the

«
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visitor.  “I could do better than that my-

gelf.  If twould do ‘
) . . l any good’ I;d
give Reuben 5 piece of my mind ’,g © out and

She went to the windows to look at the‘

L2
“lazy chopper,” who helq his axe uplifted for

o blow, when‘ a ha]f-clad child was seep run-

ning towards the house.
L] s
l. ) Conile .here, Samanthy, and tell e whose
chi d this is,” said Rhoda. .« She seems to b
i a great hurry,” : °
“It's Deacon Rolling’ girl,

Something wrong, or she never’d run like that
'_l‘here she is down, half buried i the sno .
She has a hard time to get along.” o
‘But the child s fo
tened on,
door,
Smith,
V"Mother’s cut her foot with an axe and
wants you to come over,” replied the gi;'] 1'1‘
a husky voice, as she fell fo the floor :Ml
most breathless from the great exer!}io.n sht;‘
bad made, chilleq by exposure to the -cold,

and faint for want of food, it was some time

There must he

prang to her feet’ and has-
3 the tv.vo women meeting her at the
What is the matter?” asked Mrs
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before she was able to answer any farther

questions.
 Rhoda, quick to see what should be done,
took the child in her arms, saying, as she did
- 80, “Tell Reuben to harness the horse. You
must ride if yow're going over there.”

Her cousin coming into the house at that '

moment, she delivered the message herself,
charging him to “be spry about if. The
woman may bleed to death before anybody
gets there,” she said. * And you, Samanthy,
had better put on your cloak and hood so as
to be all ready.”
 You'd better go yourself,” was the reply,
* I shen’t know nothing what to do when get
there.” ‘ :
* Not know what to do, as old as you are?
1 don’t want to go into that house, and I
" guess Dexter Rollins won’t want to see me;
but 'm sorry for his wife, and I can go with
you if it’s necessary. We'd better take a
roll of old cloth. It may be needed, and

they say there sint much of anyihing in the

house there ought to be.”
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N M::s. Smith shook her head in disapproval
of this remark, as she observed a deep blush
overspread the face of the child. “How
came your mother to be usi ”
e your i ! g an axe?” she
*“She was cutting some wood,”’ vi;as. the
somewhat hesitating reply, * Fafher hadn't
got up and there wasn’t any fire,” -
Thank my stars I had some sense when T

" was a gi '
- Was a girl, and I guess there’s some loft ™

exclaimed Rhoda Smith.

“All ready,” shouted a vojce '
v s ed a voice from the ‘

. 3y 5W e

*You going, Rho&a?” asked the man.

“Yes. Theyll want somebody that knows
what to do, and I've scen 2 good many bad

* cuts in my life. You ean stay and chop some

wood against we come back.”

Thu.s summarily dismissed, Reuben Smith
Wel‘lt Into the house, while the Jsomen did
their own loading up.” -

Lizzie Rollins was closely Wrapped. .in a




24 . OUT OF THE FIRE.

large woollen shawl, while Rhoda took the
reins, and urged the horse to the top of his
speed.

] guess we shan’t find very good sleighing
after we turn off from the road,” said her
companion.
‘team through since the lnst snow.”

*That comes from green wood,” said the

driver, unheeding the remark, and glancing

from the almost trackless snow to the heavy
black smoke issuing from the chimney of
the house to which they were going. “A
man must be shiftless to be without dry wood
such weather as this.” .
There was no need of ceremony in making
this visit. Help had come not a moment too

soon. Three ragged children stood orying -

around the mother, who, with fast-failing
strength, was vainly endeavoring to stanch

the blood that flowed from her wound. The

husband, looking more like a brute than a
man, held a pair of wheezy bellows in his
hand, with which he commenced blowing the
fire, so soon as the door opened.

«1 don’t believe there’s been a
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Not deigning to notice him, Rhoda Smith
t.hrew back her hood and examined the in-
Jured foot. " A bad cut,” she said. *Yowll
need the doctor to take care of this, but I
can stop the bleeding.” _ -

ihis was quickly done. *“Now I'm going
aftér ‘t‘he doctor,” she said. * Samauthyb
you can tidy up the room, while I'm gone,
and make Miss Rollins a cup of tea.” ’

“There aint any tea in the house,” whis-
pered Lizzie. * Mother was going to make
gruel for breakfast,”

L 3 ¢ . V '

Rho;iz‘unt you had breakfast yet?” asked
"'No, ma’am, only some little pieces of
.bread,” replied the child. “I guess mother's
hfmgry, for she didnt have any, and she
didv’t eat any supper last night.”
Rhoda stayed to hear no more, and, as she

" went out, the father muttered something

about children’s keeping still when there was

.tl’ company round.”

. Mrs. Smith h_ar‘dly knew where to com-
mence, Notlhing but a thorough scrubbing
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‘with soap and sand would ‘ever make that:
floor tolerable, and for this she had neither
time nor inclination. A broom made of
hemlock boughs was standing in one corner,

and with this she managed to remove some

of the loose dirt. The hearth was brushed,
and the childrven’s faces washed.

She was considering what could next be
done, when Dr. Webb drove up. Ile had

started for his round of visits when he met |

" Rhoda, and, learning her errand, made all
" possible haste. He had been in the old house

before, and therefore was not surprised at the

want of cleanliness and eomfort.

*I hope it aint anything serious,” said Mrs.
Rolling, as the bandage was removed and the
wounded foot exposed.

* Tt will De some time before you can use

your foot much. - You'll be obliged to keep

pretty still for a while.” B
“T don't see how I can, doctor. There

won't be anybody to take care of my chil-

dren,” said the - poor woman, “the hot tears
coursing down her cheeks.
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“Your. husband must look after them,”
was the reply. “In the first place, you need
a better fire than this. Bring some chips,
lezm, and let us see if we can’t have a
blaze.”

Both wood and chips were green, but the

doctor was persevering, and a blaze soon

rewarded his efforts. Faint and fitful .at
first, it gradually - grew stronger until it

" threw a warm glow over the room.

This acéomplished, he went out to talk
with the husband, who had made his escape |
from the house, and was leaning against a
rough shanty that served as shelter for a
half-fed cow. He was scowling angrily
while giving utterdnce to his’ displeasure
in half-whispered- curses. “Woman hurt,
and children crying. What's a fellow to
do now?” he at length said aloud. |

“I ean tell you what to do,” replied a
clear, manly voice. “Go to work and take
care of your fumily. Keep away from
Lang’s and let liquor alone. It’s of no use
to look eross at me,” continued the doctor.
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“Your wife is badly hurt, and won’t get over
it very soon.”

There was no response from the man thus
addressed. He only passed a hand through
his matted hair, giving it a vigorous pull,
while he changed the position of his feet.

“Have youl children. ha.d any breakfast?”
asked his companion.

* The woman sees to that,” was the sullen
reply.

“She can’t cook a breakfast unless there is
something to cook ; and, to tell you the truth,

Rollins, your children look hungry. Do you

know anything about it?”
* No,” growled the father, again pulling his
hair, and taking a few steps forward.
“T can’t afford to spend any morg time here
. with you,” said the doctor, after a short pause,
doring which he looked at the man before

him with ‘an expression of disgust upon his
own fine face. “You had betier go into the

house and do the best you can to make your
- family comfortable. Felton will give you
work whenever you are ready to keep
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sober. But here comes Rhoda Smith back'
again,” ,

"0 old maid!” growled Dexter Rollins.
" Nobody wants her round here ; T wish she’d
stay away and mind her own business.””

“No danger of her troubling you long,”
was the reply, “I think she never intruded
her company upon you.”

A severe hit, keenly felt; but Dr, Webh
did not stop to see its effect. The words were
hardly spoken when he was engaged in talk-
ing with Rhoda Smith, * Are you going in?”
he asked. i

“Not if I can help it. I guess 'm not
wanted here, but I stopped on the way to
get some tea and crackers for Miss Rollins.
She looks to me as though she needed some-
thing to eat.” ‘

“Will Mrs. Smith stay ?” he asked.

“I can’t speak for her. She might as well,
if she can do any good,” replied Rhoda.

“There is need of somebody,” said the
doctor,

“Need of a good provider.”
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“No doubt of that, Rhoda; I wish Rollins
had a wife who could make him work and
bring his wages home.” -

“ A man who can’t do his duty without
being made to do it, isn’t fit to have a
wife. That's my way of " thinking, and
always was.”

By this time Mrs. Smlth came out agd
inquired of Rhoda what was best to ‘do’. I
really believe they are all half starved,” she

said, “and there’s nothing but corn-meal in

the house.”

* Folks won't starve if they have enough of

- that and know how to cook it,” was the reply.
*Mercy Rowe. was called a handsome girl;
but she never was much of a hand for busi-
ness, and sinee she married Dexter Rollins

she’s had enough to discourage any woman.

Folks call me an old maid ; but I'd be forty
old maids before I'd have such a shiftless
drinking man for a husband Pve. seen
enough of it.” '

The doctor Jaughingly applauded her good
sense. He had known her for many years,
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- and understood what a good, true heart she

concealed under 1 somewhat rough exterior.
It needed but a few words to induce her to
enter the miserable home, and, with her own
hands, prepare the morning meal.

It was very simple, consisting only of
* hasty- -pudding™ and skimmed lIlllk, the
milk having been sent in by a kind nelrrh-
bor.,” But there was plenty, served in bowls
and oups that were perfectly clean, and, with
hunger for sauce, the children made an excel-
lent breakfist. The mother, refreshed with
the tea, tried to look hopeful, despite the
assurance that she must not * expect to get
about at present.”

Lizzie was sent to call her fathers but the
summons was unheeded. He had received
some parting advice from the doctor, and
was earnestly considering it. Discharged
from the shop in which he had worked
during the summer, he had, early in the

antuman, removed his family to-the old house

they now occup:ed He hurled imprecations
against his employer, stigmatizing him as a_
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tyrant, while he boasted of his own ability

and independence ; yet he knew that he only -

was in fault.
Mr. Felton had borne with his irregularity
and drunkenness until it wag impossible for
him longer to endure it. He had then told
the unfortunate man that he must look else-
where for work.
~ Strong and healthy, there Was no reason
why Dexter Rollins should not obtain remu-
nerative Iabor; but he had spent most of the
winter in idleness. Occasionally working for a
day or two, he thus obtained thé means to grat-
ify his appetite, while he provided forhis family
only enough to keep them from starvation.
He had reached a point where something
must be done. His last half dollar had been
* gpent in a drunken carousal the evening be-
- fore. 'The prospect was dark. He was cold
and hupgry, yet nothing would tempt him to
enter the house while Rhoda Smith was there.
Ashamed to go to the neighbor’s, he shivered
and fretted in a most uncomfortable frame of

mind as well as body.
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-Vﬁ'fhen nearly an hour had elapsed he was
rejoiced to see Reuben Smith’s horse driven
from the door, and, assuring himself that the
sleigh was occupied by the woman whom he
io df'eaded to meet, he breathed more freelv

1 aint afraid of Samanthy,” he said to hil;.l:

self.  “Reuben likes a glass as well as I
do.” |

e went in, making some pretence of sym-
pathy for his wife, and fa[cing care to socure
a full share of pudding and mjlk. ‘

Who could ‘believe that this man had ever
been considered handsome and smart ] His
e.ye-s were blood-shotten, the lids swollen
while thick, purple lips but half concealed e;
revolting mouth. Hair and befird, once black
how grizzled and shaggy, added to the re:
pulsiveness of his face. '

When he was married to Merey Rowe the
were called a handsome couple,'but she hfl?ir
changed nearly as much as he. The bloc;ni
and plumpness of her cheeks had eiven place
to 'sallow emaciation, while the ff(,)]den hair
wljchJ had heen her pride in the (i:ays of girl:

5 ‘
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hood, had faded and fallen until all that re-
mained was carelessly confined with a broken
side-comb, Her form had grown thin and
angular, the want of sympathy and fulness
made more apparent by her slatternly dress.
Sitting there in the midst of dirt and con-
- fusion, she did not p1esent an attractive pic-
ture ; but the suffering and privation she ‘nad.
endured gave her a claim upon the ‘sympathy
of those who had been more fortunate.
* Not knowing how or where the next meal

‘was to be obtained, she yet retained too much

pride to utter any complaint, and made an
effort to appear cheerful, while Mrs. Smith
performed various acts of mneighborly kind-
ness. She had volunteered to remain in this
comfortless abode through the day. It seemed
unkind to leave Mrs, Rollms, but she was
‘quite at a Joss to know how to oceupy her
time. As she afterwards said to Rhoda,
«Phere was everything to do, and nothmg to
do with.”

After satisfying his appetite, the mlsemble
husband seated himself by the fire, and com-
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menced smoking, saying, as he‘did'so, *I be-
lieve you don’t object to smoking, Samanthy.”

She did not object to it; that would have
been useless; but it was by no means agree-
able to her. Her husband smoked, and she -
endured the iufliction as she did that of his
drinking #um and whiskey.

She noticed that the man before her had a
good ‘supply of tobacco, enongh to fill pipe
and mouth for several days to come. :

While he remained in the house the chil-
dren kept close to their mother, seeming afraid
to speak above a whisper. About noon he
got up, shook ‘the ashes from his pipe, and,
“buttoning his ragged coat, started off,

The chi]dren were relieved, but his wife
looked  after him anxiously. There was
neither food nor fuel- for the day. The last
of the corn-meal had been eaten that morn-
ing. There were only & fow crackors.

Thinking of all this, helpless as she wias, her
composure gave way. “WhatshallIdo?” she
cried ; “there is nothing left for us but to die.”

Her neighbor, wishing to encourage her,
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bade her hope for better days ; but she knew
by her own bitter experience that there was
little criound for hope.

T have nothing to offer you for dinner,”
said the unhappy woman. :

* No matter for that,” was the reply. “I
shall do very well without. Don’t think. of

me’.i‘he children were not so easily satisfied.
They clamored for “something to eat,” and
the crackers were divided among- them.
Thejr mother drank a cup of tea, and pro-
tested that she had no need of food.

© Where has father gone?” at 1e11rrth \asked
Lizzie. -

T can better answer that question than
she to whom it was addressed. Wh.en he
reached the main road, he stopped, qulte un-
decided what direction to go. Had there
been a stray ninepence in his pocket, he
would probably have found his way to the

- village. He felt the cravings of a drunkard’s
thirst, but he had neither money nor credit.

»

The shop in which he had worked was two
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miles distant, yet that was no place for him.
He'd go down to Reuben’s if it wasn’t. for the
visitor. He would rather freeze than en-
counter her.

A feeling of chilliness warned him that he
must not stop where he was. He walked on
past the house of Reuben Smith, and made a
call upou the next neighbor. This man and
his wife had beon his companions when they
were young, and he then thought himself
their equal. But everything had changed
since then. They had sufficient of this
world’s goods, while he was poor and desti-
tute. Their Lome was one of happiness,
while wretchedness brooded over his ‘dwell-
ing. He never thought of them without
cursing his own bad luck, and often cursed
them for being more pr osperous than himself.

- Yet they always treated him kindly. This

morning he was invited to a seat by the
fire, inquiries were made in regard to his
family, and a sinceve sympathy expressed for
his wife, of whose misfortune they had not
before heard,
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Mvrs. Balch went to the sitting-room to re-
peat the news to her mother, a dear old lady
- whose heart overflowed with kindness to
every living thing. As she listened, she
threw up her hands, saying, as she did so,
“TPoor thing! I wondér if there’s anything
in the house to eat. We must see to that,
Mary. I guess I'll go out and speak to Dex-
ter.” w
“ Grood-morning,” she said, pleasantly, as
she opened the door. “ Mary says your wife
las cut her foot. How did it bhappen?”’

The man hLiesitated before replying. She

was cuatting some wood,” he said, at length. .

* Cutting wood.!” repeated Grandmother
Balch: ** 8o she was doing your work. That
- was all wrong. She has enough to do that

really belongs to ber.”
By this time the old lady and Dexter Rol
lins were the only inmates of the room, and
she felt at liberty to speak plainly. “I'm
afraid youre mot doing your duty to “your
family. I remember you as you were twenty

years ago.”’
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.

“I didn’t loqk much as I do now,” said the
man, at last aroused from his silence. "I wish
I was back there again,” . ‘

“And ‘do you wish to live over the last
twenty years of your life?”

“I should ik to foel as well as T did then.”
‘ I can tell you how you may do that. You
are young man yet, only forty-two years
old, right in the prime of life. If things

* = )
'have gone wrong with you, it ‘is your own
fanlt,” : -
At this the man half rose from his chair,

* while an angry flush spread over his swarthy

face. .

13 » ] .

- Don t be angry with me, Dexter,” said a
<ind voice. . "I was your mother’s friend

‘ ]
and, for her sake, you must bear with an old
woman,” -

A’ withered hand rested lightly upon his
shoulder as this was said, and, turning to look
at_ this friend, he saw that tears were trem-
bliug-in her eyes. I wish I was a better

man,” he murmured ; * but it’s no use Every.
thing is against me.” ‘
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K You are mistaken there, Dexter Rollins.
Everythi:ig is in your .favor. You have
health, strength, and a good trade. What
provision have you made for your family
to-day? Have they all they need to make
them comfortable?”

The flush deepened. Then, as if suddenly

- realizing a terrible ‘truth, his cheek. paled.

® There is nothing in the house to eat,” he
whispered, hoarsely.
~ “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know,” was the hopeless reply.
1 haven’t a cent of money, and I couldn’t get
trusted if I should try.

“If yowd let drinking alone you’d have
both money and eredit. ; Mr. Felton neceds
your help, and will be O'Iad to take you back
if yowll keep sober.”

* That wouldn’t help me now. He never

" pays in advance.” :

“ will pay in advance,” said Grandmother
Balch. *Promise me that nothing stronger
than tea or coffee shall pass your lips for

one month, and I will see that your family is
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supplied with food. Think of it well,” she

-added, after a short pause. ™It is your only
~hope. "What would you say if your mother

stood in my place? She prayed that you
might be & good man,”

This was sufficient, He gave the desired
promise without further hesitation.

“Now I will fulfil my part of the bargain,”
said the happy old lady.

A basket of food we 1s soon in readiness,
-and, with some kind words at parting, Dexter
Rollins was sent home to his family. The

- distance was quickly passed, and, to the sur-

prise of his wife, he entered the house, bring-
ing what was so greatly needed. )
The smouldering fire reminded him of

- another duty. A few sticks of green wood

were piled just outside the door; but a short
distance from the house was a large wood-lot,
and the owner of this had told him that he
would be welecome to any of the dry branches
that lay scattered upon the ground.

For the first time, he thought; of taking ad-
vantage of this privilege. He had not even
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a wheelbarrow to aid him in his work ; but he

. had plenty of strength and a determined will.
- Taking a piece of rope, that hung dangling

from a nail, he started for the woods.

~ The children watched him from the win-
dow, wondering; and they wondered still
more when '1_;hey saw him return, bending
under the load which he carried.

It was an easy task to prepare this for the
fire, and some was soon blazing and crackling
upon the hearth. The basket had been
emptied, and Mrs. Smith was preparing sup-
per when her husband drove up.

_ “Just step this way,” he said to Dexter
Rollins as he opened the door. *I've just
come from the village, and I've got something
here that'll give you a lift such a day as this.
Take a drink, but don’t let the women sece

- you. They make a dreadful fuss about a

drop of gin or whiskey.”
*Not any for me,” was the reply, as the
proflered flusk was pushed aside.

®*Why, Dec, what ails you?” asked the

astonished man.
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“1 just promised Aunt Lizzie Balch I
wouldn’t drink anything stronger than tea or
coffee for the next mounth, and I'm going to
keep my promise.” '

“Guess you'll find it a tough job.”

“Can’t help it. It’s got to be done. I
wouldw't tell Aunt Lizzie a lie for all the
whiskey in town.” : ‘

* Aunt Lizzie is 2 good woman,” said Rou-
ben Smith, not knowing what other reply to
make. “I guess, if you'll speak to my wife,
T'll turn the horse round, and we’ll be going
towards home as soon as she’s ready.”

Mrs, Smith anticipated the summens and
there was no necessity for waiting. Little
was said during the ride; but when they
reached home, Rhoda had many questions
to ask. A :

In replying, the busket of food and the dry
wood were not forgotten. © Tlley won't suffer

from cold or hunger to-night,” said their

neighbor.. “Dee was sober when I came
away.” ) '
"I presume he is drunk by this time.”
i
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Mistaken conclusion | He was hard at work
replenishing his wood-pile, and when it grew

too dark to enter the forest, he plied the axe

vworousl}

" Even Rhoda Smith would have been fu]ly
gatisfied with the tapid strokes. She had
that day made an effort to. rouse her cousin
from his listlessness. * Your house will tum-

ble down about your ears, unless it is re-

paired,” she said., *Either you or I must
fasten some clapboards before I try to sleep
here another night.”

By this and similar appeals, she succeeded
in making her host very uncomfortable; but
it was doubtful if they would have any per-
manent effect. When charged with the de-
greasing value of his land, he attributed it to
~ bad luck. His doctor’s bills were large, and

his taxes high. Take it all together, he didn’t
- seem to get along very well.
“Where's that bay colt youhad a ycar ago ? »
asked Rhoda, abruptly.
“T let Lang have him,” was the reply.
“You onght to have got a good price for it.
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I heard Mr. Gray say there wasn’t a botter
colt in*town. How mueh did you get for
it?”

“Lang had a bill against me, and there
wasw’'t much my dne when we settled,” he
replied, with some confusioﬁ.l

“So the price of that colt went down your
throat, Reuben Smith. T knew it all, before.
That's the way you got rid of your meadow
land and that piece of timber.” '

It was useless to deny the hmputation.
“Well, it’s gone and there’s no use worry-
ing about 1t * said the man, after a pro-
longed silence. "It can’t be helped now.”

“I know it’s gone,” was the reply, “and it
won’t take long for the rest to follow after.
What are you going to do then?*’

No one, except Rhoda Smith, would have
presumed to ask this man so many direct
questions; but they had been brought ﬁp
together, and she felt at hbelty to say to
him what she pleased.

The Iast question was one which had often
suggested itself, and should have been fairly
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met but, temporizing as he was, he set it
aside, glad that he could make a reason-
able excuse for leaving the house. He was
going for his wife, and, feehno' low-spirited,
went first to the village, and there added

another charge to Lang’s account.

II.

“ Beggared and orphaned, the demon of drink,
With merciless fingers, untiring and strong,
8lowly, but sarely, had forged every link )
Which bound ‘its poor vietims te sin and to wrong;
While wives moul"nefi in seeret, their hearts erushed with grief,
Till denth came, in mercy, to give them ralief.”

“Dear me! Just look at all those diéhes,
Judson. Every one of them must be washed,
wiped, and put back in place. Mother said we
might have pancakes for supper, if { would do
all the work. I've seen Aunt Rhoda make

-them a hundred times, and I thought it was

real easy ; but I was mistaken.. I've worked
hard for more than an hour, and it will take
ever so much longer to clean up. Then, I
presume, the pancakes won’t be worth eat-
ing.” ,

By the time Mattie Gray had finished this
long speech, her brother was luughing heartily
at the rneful face Defore him.  Aunt Rhoda

47




48 - QUT OF THE FIRE.

‘had been gone less than a week ; but the girls
had found that popping corn and toasting
apples were only a small purt of the work
necessary for the comfort of the family. '
Mrs. Gray missed Rhoda's efficient help,
and, as she looked forward to ‘the labors
-of a day, they seemed nearly as formidable

to her as. did the array of dishes to her °

daughter.
The supper, of which pancakes formed the -

principal dish, was upon the table at the usual
time, and, whatever may have been the mis-
givings of the youthful cook, they were
speedily dissipated. i

« Aunt Rhoda’s mantle must have fallen
upon yot, Mattie. She couldn’t do better
than this,” said Mr. Gray. -

This praise was some compensation for the
hard work she had done ; but she was too tired

" to care much for her suppez. -

Elsie tried to keep up good courage, and
persevered in toastitig apples until she con-
cluded that ®cleaning up spoiled. all the
fun.” Dish-washing and sweeping were bur-
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densome as ever, and sho wag quite ready to
welcome Aunt Rhoda back again,
Aﬁx?r the supper-table was cleared, the
last dish washed, and the fire replenished
o . R ?
the children asked their father to toll them
a story, ’ ‘
;\Ci]Vhat kind of a story shall it he?” he
asked, smiling pleasantly u 3
around him. i} Y ovpon fhe grow
_ "I want o hear a bear story,” said Amos |
‘ 2
who had a great fancy for the growls which
always accompanied such a story.
wr e
. tl ou can wait {ill some other time for
at,” said Elsie.  “ We want to hear
thing else.” P hoar some:
“Then suppose I tell' you the ‘storyA of
an orphan girl. I used to pity her very
much because she had no father nor mother :
]
and, perhaps, you will pity her, too, when
you have heard about her.”
The girls professed themselves anxidus to
hjar the story, and Mr. Gray procieed-
ed: —

* Seventy-fi y
y-live years ago, a man by thc name
B .
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of Dalton lived on Cross Mountain, near the
old well.” i |
As this was said, Judson laid down his
slate and closed his arithmetic, He had a
great curiosity in regard to the people who
formerly lived on this mountain, and hig
father had often promised to tell him their
history. ) ‘
e The first settlers here put up some kind of
a cabin before bringing their families ; but
this man came in the spring, with a young
wife. Of course they were obliged to camp
out, and the woman seemed to enjoy it quite
as well as her husband. After their house:,
. was built she spent a great deal of time in
the woods. She knew how to usea rifle, and
had better luck in fishing than any man about
here. People said she had some gypsy blood
_ inher veins ; but no one knew anything about
it. :
~ “Before winter ‘set in, the man went away
for a few days, and, when he returned, be
broughi some boxes filled with furnitare,
books, aud clothing. Then the house was
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\

at i ‘
put in order, and the neighbors began to talk

1

"I a *, M
thing:lilstjc]in : ;hmk anybody would want nice
el 0g house,” said Mattie,
s :e l.u;lesv. can be made very comfort-
bt ;0 out;p l;: her.fatherl * Nice thines are
e (;J Place in them as you might?hink.
s th: oluse stood. but a short distance
mothre “;E.L and I have heard my grand-
et Y that the great ash-tree which shad
v ;\i set t-here,by Mrs. Dalton, "
o thl;{ah;e(-i in the‘ log house five years,
e aton .ramed house was buil¢ Where‘t‘h;
o o l;] When they moved to their
everybdd they had a house-warming
Ny Y m town was invited.”
. ey must have had g
Interrupted Mattie,
“The house was laro
not very thickly settle:i: et:h::l].t ﬂrt z)rgnfvias
ate,

, and

large house,”

and came away well

pleased with everything. »
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* Were you. there, father?” asked Amos,
innocently. . )

“Of eourse he wasn’t,” said Elsie, noj:
waiting for her father to reply.' That W:tlS-
seventy yoars ago, and father is only forty
years old.” .

7 * Then how does he know all about '1t? "
) R .

«My grandmother told me,” said Mr
Gray.

~ *'Was she there?” . . N

“Tndeed she was, and enjoyed it wonder

fully. It was a grand affaic for those times. "
The people went early in the afternoon, and

some of them stayed most of the night. There
was a good deal of hard drinking, and those
who were the last to leave made _pretty slow
work of getting home.” : -

*T hope they didu’t go both sides :)f tl?g
road, as Dee Rolling so‘metim‘es.does, sai
Judson. et

T can’t tell abou at;
grandfather was thero, and he tlogld find as

i body.
sides to the road as any : ‘
mzﬁ?%‘hese people had five children, — three

' i
but Dec Rolling’

OUT OF THE FIRE. 53

sons and two daughters. They all had black
hair and eyes, like tliciy mother, and were
- considered very smart. But, when they grew
older, the boys didn’t like working on a farm,
80 they pevrsuafled their father to lease his
place and move to a larger town. People
didn’t travel much in those days, and writing
lotters wasn't greatly in fashion ; so the old
neighbors didi’t hear much about the Dal.
tons for several years. *
“The man wlo hired the farm sent the
mouney for the rent regularly, and received a
receipt in return; further than that, he went
-on the same as if everything belonged to him.
It was a valuable piece of land, and he made
money on it. = S
“At last news came that My, Dalton and
his wife were hoth dead, and one of the
daughters had come into possession of the
property here. The tenant had talked before
of buying the place, and now tried to do sa;
but the owner refused to sell. , | '
“Two or three summers after, the daughter
and her husband came on, looked around for
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- . a few days, and then went away. The next

year tho rent was raised, and the tenant
orumbled loudly ; but then it was much less
o

than he could afford to pay.

“Four years from the time of the visit he

received word that the owners “proposcfd
to oceupy the furm themselves. .Some. said
“the man had been unfbi'tunu.t(;] in busmess.,
' vere obliged to come here.
anf‘{ ';‘1111?1{:;;2 a g(?od deal of curiosity. about
tiuem, but they didn’t mix mu.ch‘ with the
people.  Another family, consllst;ug of a
man and his wife, Witl_] two children, eame
with them. - The men were cousins, gud the
two families lived together the first year.
Then they separated, and the stranger bought
a farm about two milcs'frqm the old h()lll)e-
Stejli’.(}u haven’t said anything about an orphan
girl, father,” interrupted Elsie, who tvas get-
ting impatient for her part of the stor y.‘ N
“I am coming to her,” was the reply.
® She was a grand-daughter of Mr. Dalton,

. H ”
and lived on Cross Mountain.
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“Was she pretty?” asked Mattie. *Did:
she bave blue eyes and curly hair?”

“Her father-and mother thought she was
very pretty. Perhaps you wouldn’t think so,
She had black eyes and straight hair ; huat she

. Was a great comfort to her mother, who never
 seemed very happy after she came back here.
Her husband waan’t much of a farmer, and he
dido’t like hard work very well, He tried a

good many experiments, and unier his man-

agement the farm began to run down,

When he first came back the man who had
lived on the place seemed angry hecause he
‘was obliged to leave, and avoided all inter-

-course with the owner. But after two or

three years he changed his course, and lost
ho opportunity “to gain’ his favor. They
spent considerable time together, and those

.who had a chance to know said there was

& good deal of liquor dranlg between them.
Any way, things went from bad to worse
on the mountain, and, as the proprietor there
8rew poorer, his companion grew richer.
“My grandmother used to visit bis wife,




5 - OUT OF THE FIRE.

and once, when she found her crying, sh§
ventured to ask the cause. ‘1'\{y‘ hus’bmlld ‘
is ruining himself and beggaring wme, ‘s o
replied. “This farm \:}39 the last of my prop-
it will soon be gone.
er,t“}'f(’}?:;ldmother tried to comfort her, and
before she came away the woman seemeg
quite encouraged. After that the man seeme
to feel that he must do differently. He b(-a-
oan to farm in good earnest, azld ?pent his
Teism'e time with his wife and chilg.’ "’
* What was the man’s name, father? ” asked
listeners. '
0“:’: f;ll:ass we will call him Smit},l. That is.
a very common name about here,” - -
«What was the man’s name who live
efore he came?” - ‘
th‘j:"; gm not quite ready to tell you that. I

must go on with my story, or it will be Jate.

before I get through. Amos has gone to

sleep already, and perhaps the rest of you.

”»
have heard enough. |
= Oh, no, father, please don’t stop ; we have
not heard enough!” exclaimed both of the
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girls, while Judson’s looks expressed .any-
thing but weariness, .
“Where was I when You interrupted

me?” \

“ Mr. Smith had just begun to work.”
“Oh, yes; and he worked well ; paid off
some of his debts, and bought more stock for
his furm. . ‘
“The tenant found after a while ‘that he
wasn’t making money quite fast enough to
suit him, so he put out a sign’ and opened a
bar-room, where men could buy aud drink
liquor as long as_they had mouey or credit.
It was a great place of resort, aud most of
the trades among the farmers woro made
there. Mr. Smith kept away for some time,
but the landlord managed to get him in, one
day when he was riding by, and after that he
was & good customer. It wasn’t long before
all his evenings were spent there, and some
days he was there from morning until night,
Of course his farm was neglected, and every-
thing went wrong. All his wifo eould say had
no effect, and he became a perfect sot.”
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« That means a drunkard, don’t it?” as‘ked
Elsie, - '

©Yes, a drunkard of the worst kind; and
Mr. Smith was Yhat. He was hardly ever
sober. One night, when he had been oOut
lute, his house and barn were burnt to the
ground, and people thoucfht the fire was set
: by his own carelessness. He wag too much
mtoxmated to know anything about it, and
his wife had hard work to get him out of the
house. They were some distance from neigh-
bors, so that, by the time any one could get
there, it was too late to save much.

“The cousin offered them a temporary
home, and the people of the town werec malk-
ing preparations to assist them in building a_
new house when Mr. Smith'died very sudden-
Iy, after a short sickness.

“When an examination was made of his
affaivs, the rumseller brought in notes and
bills against the estate, covering all that re-
mamcd after. the other debts - were paid.
There was some falk about dishonesty, but

the papers were allowed.
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® This left the widow destitute. There was
a purse made up for her, and it was known
that she reccived money from her brothers;
but she was- completely broken down in
health and spirits.  She lived only six months
after her husb’and died, and then there wasan

“orphan girl who cried day and night because |

she was left alone. ,
. “Word was sent to her uncles; but they
made no provision for her, so she remained

- where she was. There were no girls in the

family, and she soon made herself so useful
that she could not well be spared. They
might not intend to treat her unkindly, but

- she wasg a perfect drudge ; and there was no end
to the steps she took for the boys, who were

constantly calling upon her., She never had
any time to play; but she didn’t complain,
She worked from morning till night, just as
she was told, without seeming to have any
particular interest in what she did.

fHer mother had always cared for her ten-
derly, and kept her better dressed than other
children of her age.  Now, she had a shelter

1
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with enough to eat. As for clothes they
were given grudgingly, and only what was
absolutely necessary. She Went to school
but a few weels in the year—

“Did you go to school with her, father?”

asked Mattie. :
* Yes, and T remember just how she looked.

She was always late, because there was so

much work to be done before she was al-
lowed to come.” o

 Please tell us how  she looked,” said
‘Elsie. -

¢ Qhe was small of her age, her skin was
very dark, and her eyes always looked a8
though she was just ready to’'cry. The
scholays called her homely ; but I rruess her

dresses had something to do with her looks.

They were made up in the easiest way, and
the cloth was always some dull, faded-out
" color. I think very likely you would ]:Lugll
if you should see a little girl dressed as :she‘
was then.” . o -
] don't think I should langh at alittle girl
who hadw't any father or mother,” said Mat-
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tie. "Pelhaps she dldu’t like the dull, home]y
. dresses any betier than we should,” :
“I don’t think she did,” replied Mr. Gray.
“8he liked bright colors, and in summer she
used to put red flowers in her hair. The
boys where she lived laughed at her when
they saw them, and told her she Jooked like
an Indian. Then she would go away Dby
herself and have a good cry; but that didn’t
make things any better. As she grew older
she was expected to do most of the hard work
for the family. Everybody knew she was
unhappy, and there was a good deal. said
about it; but nobody liked to interfore.
“One afternoon, when she wasabout sixteen

+ years old, she came down here, looking as

though she had just taken her bands out of the
dish-water. She said she wanted to see grand-
mother, and they were shut up together for
two or three hours. We youngsters were
very curious to know what was going on;
but grandmother kept her own counsel. A

. few weeks afterwards mother told ng all

about it,
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“The girl was getting dissatisfied with her
~way of living. ' Sheé had been told that she
was a pauper, and twitted of her dependence,
until she was determined to know the truth.
She was nine years old when her parents
died ; so she knew something of her father’s
habits and her mother’s unhappiness. She
asked grandmother a great many questions
"about them. Then she wanted to know how
. much she owed the people where she lived
for taking care of her.” ’
] guess she didwt owe them anything,”

said Elsie.

~ "No, indeed. She understood that before
she left grandmother, and she understood, too,
that she had friends who would assist her in
obtaining her rights. After she went home,
ghe had a long talk with her cousins, and I
guess there were some high words ; but she
khnew what belonged to her, and the family
were obliged to give up. She had never
been bound to them, and they had no author-
ity over her. She was able to do more than
earn her own living, and she told them if she
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;ﬁf:yed with them, they must pay her wages.
dey refuse.d at fivst, but she was determil?ed
and the work couldn’t be done- without het,'

- help.  So they made 2 bargain with her

and :;he felt independent. -Now, what do
You think she did wi st
eamed?l Id with the first money she
; Elsie guessed that she bought a pretty
t}r«;ss. Mattie agreed with her." Judson
wought she might have spent it for books |
b

. but neither of them were right.

She laid it by to pay her funeral ex-

. penses,” said Mr. Gray., *“She told grand
Il = -

mother she didv’t mean to be buried like a
vauper, if she had lived like one. After that
she bought red merino for g dress and ha(i !,:
made up like other girls of her age.” l
. “8eems to me you must have Eﬂeu-ﬂrmt]
Interested in that dress, father,” said JTlds‘(my
laughing, “It made a strong irnprf‘ssim;
upt(!m your mind, to be remembered sq l;)nw ”
I was intercsted in it, and so was eV:r-
member of our family. Tt was cut b my
mother, and my sisters helped mak‘z If;y
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Gl‘andmutﬁqr found some muslin to makt? a
ruffle for the neck, and then Rhoda Smith
'hful a dress pretty emough to wear any-
where.”

“Why, father, hCWe you been telling us
about Aunt Rhoda?” exclaimed Mgttle “I
never ﬂlOll“ht of her.,”

“1 suspeeted, some. time ago, that you
were telling us Aunt Rhoda’s story,”. said
Judson. ©I heard her talking with mother,
cuee, al}outAher Grandmother Dalton. I
wonder if she was always just as particular
as she is now.”

“She was always neat. No matter how
poor and old hel “clothes were, they were
clean.”

*1 shouldn’t think she’d go to see her
cousins now. They were so wicked to her,
she ca’t love them,” said Eisie.

¢ She doesn’t go very often, and I guess
this visit is made from pity,” said Mr.
Gray. ' '

*Now I wonder who the wicked man was
who got all her father’s money.”
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Elsie’s curiosity in this respect was not
gratified, but Judson knew that he was
Clement Foster’s grandfather.

_As the story was concluded, Mrs. Gray
came in from the sitting-room, where she had
been resting during the evening. “Why
didn’t you tell us about Auat Rhoda before ?”
asked Mattie, turning to her mother, *I.
pity her so much, I shall never feel out of -
patience with her again. It must be a dread-
ful thing not to have any home, and I hope

- youw'll keep her always.”

Then, not waiting for an answei' to her
question, or a comment upon her remarks,
she exclaimed, “T wonder. why Aunt Rhoda
never got married.”

“ Perhaps uobody ever asked her,” said-

. Elsie.

“That is not the 'Ijeason,” said Mr. Gray.

= Al the Young men were in the habit of

drinking more or less, and she had suffered
too much to run any risk. She said she

- could take care of herself, but she couldn’t

support a dronken husband.”

5
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« ¥id you ever drink rum, father?” asked
Elsie, her eyes dilating with astonishment.

©] must plead guilty,” was the serious
reply. “Yet I wasa very moderate drinker,
and should have been an exception to the
rule if 1 had abstained entirely.”

“How came you to leave off 77 asked

Judson.

“Your mother thought it was best,” re- -

plied Mr. Gray, glancing affectionately at his
wife.

* And your father aoreed Wlth me,” she
added. “We didn’t wish our children to
grow up drunkards, and I presume Aunt
. Rhoda had some influence. She came here
the summer after you were born, Judson, and

that was the first season your father refused -

to furnish rum to his workmen. It was a
very unpopular decision, and the men’ left
without ceremony. The grass must be cut,
and there was need of help ; but the idea of a
man working all day in the hay-field withous
some kind of liquor was enongh to p,rewut

‘any onc coming here
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At this moment Amos claimed his mother’s’
attention, and she left her husband to com--
~ plete the history which she had commenced.

“I hope you didu’t give up to the men,
father,” said Maitie.

“1 eertainly did not. I had counted the

© cost, and was not disappointed in the result.

But T had a large stock of eattle, and some
‘way or other the grass must bo cut. I
offered extra wages, more than enough to
pay the cost of the liquor usually furnished.”

 They might have bought it themselves,
with the money you paid them,” suggested
Elsie. '

® Twa or three proposed that; but I told
them they could drink no liquor on my prem-
ises. Then Rhoda came to the rescue. She
said, if I would get any one to do the work in
the house she would help me about haying.
I dido’t like the looks of that, and it was

. some time before I would cousent to - it.

Father had doue the light work in the hay-.
field for two or three years; but his health
was better than usual that summer, and he
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thought he should be able to do some mow-
ing. So, when I found there was no’ other
way, I hired a girl in the house, and we be-

gan our work.” o .

“How did grandfather like your plan A

asked Judson.
“He didn't-fancy it at first; but he never

liked to yield to opposition, a and, before
summer was thlough he fully agreed with

*Did he help you mow?” ‘
“Yes, and good help he was too. I used to

tell him he was working beyond his st.rengﬁh;
but he seemed quite as well when we were
through ss when we began.”

A A;gld did Aunt Rhoda work out-doors ev-

h ?” asked Mattie. . .

ery day?” as

“Bhe worked there every day when I d1d
and very often the whole family were in the
hay-field.” )

* That was a happy summer, husband,” said
Mrs. Gray, who had again joined the group.

« I look back to.it as-one of the happiest of
my life,” was the reply. “Yet T never worked
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harder. Imade lOlJﬂ'el days thau I have since,
but everything prospered, and I got through
haying as soon as some of my neighbors who
had both rum and men.”

“How did Aunt Rhoda hke it?” asked
Elsie.

“She enjoyed it as well as the rest, and she
wus as much interested as though the hay had
been her own.  Some of the young men used

. to Inugh at her for doing a mun’s work ; but

she wag too mdependeut to care. She told
them to wait ten years and see what kind
of ‘work their wives would be obliged to
do.” _ : : ,

“They have all done worse work than:
haying,” said Mrs. Gray.

“And fared hard, too,” added her hushand.
“Dec Rollins had the most to say, and his
wife has certainly fared hard. She cut her
foot the morning after Rhoda went to Reu-
ben’s, and the iamﬂy were nearly in a Std.lVI]J""

~ condition. T forgot to speak of it before,” he

said, in reply to th'e expressions of surprise

with which this intelligence was greeted. *Dr,
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Webb told me of it this afternoon. Rhoda.
went there and got breakfast for them.”
“ What did they have?” asked Mrs. Gray.
“ Hasty-pudding, with some- skimmed milk
that Mrs. Wines sent in. But Rollins has
gone back to Felton’s, and while he works
there they can be comfortable, if he docsu’t

L

spend his wages at Lang’s. :
“ Now, Mattie, tell us what you think of
Aunt Rhoda,” said Judson.
~T think she is good and smart,” was the ‘
reply.. “But she has a great many notions,

and she is terribly particular.”
* *Mattie caught her mother’s eye fixed upon
her as she sajd this, and hastened to sub-
stantiate her charge by asking a question.
“Don’t you think it is foolish to have so.
many signs about everythuw?” .
“Yes, my child, I do; but if you had
"heard them constantly since you were nine
years old, they would seem of more im-
portance than they do now. Mrs.. Smith
wag a superstitious woman, and -it isnt
strange that Rhoda should be something
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like her. As to being partlcular, if ]you
had scoured .the floor with soap and sand,
you wouldn’t quite like to have it covered

. with grease-spots ; mneither would you like

to give it an extra sweeping after you had |

- worked hard all day.”

I ‘know' I shouldti’t,-mothe_r,” was the

frank reply, “and Tl try to remember it.”

| Some of Rhoda Smith’s peculiarities an-
noyed Mrs. Gray scarcely less than her
children.  Faith and patience faltered in the
presence of so many signs and wonders.

~ In her lonely, isolated life the orphan g‘lrl
had learned to attach fmporfance to the most
trifling events, and a lively imagination,
which, under proper culture, might have
been the source of pleasure to herself and
others, expended itself in foolish conceits
and morbid fancies. The spilling of salt,
and the buzzing of a bee, were both ominous
while the new moon was sure to bring gooéi
or evil luck, as it was seen over the right or
left shoulder.

Whenever Rhoda was disappointed in any
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plan or expectation, she was sure to remem-
ber some warning of evil. The visit to her
cousin’s had been decided upon as a matter
of duty, and when tired with waiting, it was
natural for her to feel that she ought to remain
* at home. Then, she was no sooner seated
in the sleigh with her ‘cousin than she found
e had been indulging in his usnal pot: ations,
and this increased her vexation, which was not
removed by the events of the visit.. Kvery-
thing she saw and heard remmded h91 of the
curse which had rested upon her own h.ome
ReuEen Smith had been accustomed to

dvink from bhis earliest boyhood; and in

this he but followed the example (?f his
father. Yet he was never seen intoxicated.
The draught which excited others almost

to madness only stupefied him. e never

terrified’ his wife with furious bursts of
passion ; but he neglected his busin‘ess-, and
was exceedingly irritable when remmded
of his shortcomings.

As a young man, he had been tolerubly
active, and when he bought a good farm,
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there was a fair prospect that he would
pay for it. But, instead of this, each year
increased his indebtedness ; and, the property
decreasing in value under his management, he
was obliged to sell at a discount from the
original price. He then purchased a cheap
place, rough and stony, : requiring hard work
to make it at all productive., At the death
of his father, two pieces of valuable Jand came
into his hands ; but they were not long in hig
possession,

Mrs. Smith felt all this keenly She had
been an energetlc woman until c{'ushed by
sorrow and disappointment, and had often
remonstrated with her husband, telling him
plainly the cause of all his troubles. But
he-only muttered in leply, solacing himself
with an extra glass or a prolonged smoke,

At the timé of Rhoda’s visit, they were not
really suffering from poverty, yet there was
an evident ‘want -of everything beyond the
bare necessaries of life. Furniture needed
to be replenished, and there was no pro-
vision for future wants. Within doors, there
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was order and ﬁeatness, without confusion and

. cleanliness. ‘
wa]gtlfiig the absence of her, cousins, I.{hoi]}a,
improved the opportunity to look a.muq-] .
She went to the barn, examined the poorly
cured hay, noted the appearance of the few

* cattle in the yard, and lastly exp}ored the
gl?;‘]l: {'esult of this survey was far from .sai';is—
factory, and she betook herself to-lfnlttmf

“with renewed energy. Later, as visions od
the past flitted before her, her hands restf: )
iy in her lap, while her eyes grew moist -

ith tears.

Wlfll‘lhiezzund of bells roused her, and., when
the door-was opened, no trace of ‘emotl.ou Was

‘ visible. ®Well, Samanthy, how did you
leave Miss Rollins?” sho asked.

«(Comfortable,” was the reply. ‘.' Dec went
off and got a basketful of somethl’ng to eaj:.
T guess it came fromhLuthe,r BZI(:‘}I s. He is
ing to Felton’s in the morning. . |

go?%/’?o is going to take care of the children
while their mother is lame?”
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“They think they can get along among
themselves, and there certainly isnt room

~ for anybody else. in the house. I thought

our house was bad eliough ; but that isa great
deal worse.”

This last remark was heard by Reuben
Smith ; but, ignoring his presence, Rhoda re-
plied, quickly, "-fThat is just such a house ag
you might expeet a drenkard to have, Lang
dreszes his wife and daughters in silk, and
the poor ‘men around here help him do it,
There are plenty more in town not far behind
Dec Rollins. I wonder if it wouldn’t be a
good plan for the women to set to and drink
with their husbands. What should you
think of it; Reuben?” she asked, looking her

-cousin full in the face.

“1 never thought anything about it,” he
said, after some hesitation. .

"This evening was spent much like the pre-
ceding, only that the duties of the barn
seemed to oceupy much more time, ‘

Trath to tell, a flask of liquor had been left
there by Reuben Smith. It was of little con-
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sequence to him whether his wife was pleased
or displeased with his habits ; but he reaily
feared his cousin,

He had ridiculed her when she was a child,
taunted her with poverty, and sneered at every
attempt' she made: at adornment.  The
tables were now turned. She was independ-
ent, askingl no favors, and indifferent to his
opinion. He went to the house with reluct-
ance, and was glad to find that his guest had
retived for the night.

The next two days were spent in work, and
as a result, a respectable WUod-pile appeared
in the yard. ‘ B

The monotony of the week was broken for

Rhoda by an invitation to spend the day at -

the house of Mr. Balch. Tt was secessary to

make some extra preparation for this visit, and

as she stood before the little craeked mirror,
with her unbound hair falling far below her
~waist, she had a dim perception of what she
mwht have been.

This wealth of lustrous black <hair would
have made many women beautiful. She re-

OUT OF TIE FIRE. 77

membered when, with girlish pl;ide, she had
plaited it, twining among the braids the scar-
let cardinal flower and the brilliant nastur-
tium. Then the sneers of her cousins. What
had she to do with beauty ? —she, a drunk-
ard’s child, with a gipsy face. ..

Ten years of her life she had been skeltered,

. and yet through all those years she had been

homeless. At this thought, she gathered up
her hair hastily, and, with a bitter smﬂe upon
ker lips, turned away.

It was a relief to go out alone, into the

“keen, cold air, and in present exertion forget

the past. Arrived at her destination, the
cordial greetings she received, and the plea,s-w
ant influences with which she was smrounded
softened her harsh moods.

Aunt Lizzie had always felt amost affection-
ate interest in Rhoda Smith. She knew the
birthright of which she had been deprived,

. and the trials she had endured ; and, knowing

these, she was ever ready to excuse her pe-
culiarities. -
Sever.ﬂ months had elfmsed since they had
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ﬁet for more than a passing sa}utatio.n, f‘].l-](.f
there was much to be said during this v:sw‘.
‘When left by themselves, Rhoda :sea,ted her-
golf on a low stool at the feet of her ag;ad
friend, just as she had often dox.le when she
Was“ ?:)hlildalwa,ys make me think c.af my
mother,” she said, after a short _sﬂen'ce.
¢ When 1 come here, it seems almost like

seeing her. I shouldn’t be what I am now,.

if she had Iived\.” . .
* Yot God knows what is best for us,” was

the reply. “Itisa comfort to remember that.”
“It may be comfort to some folks, but I
.never could see why *twas best for me to lose
" my mother.” ‘
{Fhe voice that uttered these words was hard
and cold, although the bowed head but half

concealed the fast-falling tears. .
* You may never in this world see why it

- was best,” said Aunt Lizzie, tenderly ; *“ but T

hope tho time will come when you will' ac-
knowledge God’s hand in all your trw.ls’.’
You have had a great deal tobe thankfu}, for,
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she added, after a pause. “Many mercies
have been mingled with your aflictions.”

“What mercies have I had?” asked the
listener, quickly ; and then, as if abashed af
" her own ingratitude, she said, * Sometimes,
éverything looks very dark to me.”

Without seeming to notice the apology im-
plied in this.remark, hey companion replied
to the strange ‘question. ** You have always
had health and strength,” she said. “You
have found good friends, and you. have heen
able to provide well for Yourself. Think of -
Amy Hill. How much harder her life has
been than yours! She lost both of her par-

. ents when she was very young, and she hard-

ly knows what it is to be well. But she
never complains.  She believes God will .
take care of her, and so she trasts him with
her whole heart.” : o
“I haven’t seen Amy for more than two
years,” was' Rlrodw’s evasive reply. “She
used to come to Mr. Gray’s before she went
to live with her aunt in the other part of the
town. I always pitied her, she seemed so
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feeble. - I don’t know how I should get along
with so much sickness as she has.”
*“You ought to be thankful that it isn’t sent
_upon you, She would consider such health
as yours a great blessing. ” When ymi ‘are
a Christian you will connt your mercies as
well as your afflictions.”
~ Her heart rebelled at the very thought of
being a Christian. She praise God for his
goodness? Never, until she could forget the

old home on Cross Mountain, with the suffer-

* ings of her mother and herself.

Aunt Lizzie, quick to divine these thoughts,
wisely led the conversation to other topics.
She inquired for the health of Mrs. Gray,
and talked of the -children. “You have a
pleasant home there,” she said. © '

*I've no fault to find,” was Rhoda’s repiy.
“Mr. Gray and his wife have always treated
me well ; but it’s ag much as I can do to keep

_the kitchen in order. 1 expect there'll be

gréat times while I'm goue. Mattie and
Elsie think there is nothing to do but play
and make a litter.” ‘
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."Yon must expect a litter where there are
f:hlldreu. I always like to see them hg
1f..‘they do make some work, I guess I;Py
children think the kitchen belongs to ‘the "
and, after the chores are done at night thI:’
have ‘merry times' there. They :ay’ Mry
Gray's girls are smart to work, and y .
mustn’t begrudge them their p]ay" 0 J,’O‘Jl_
tp like play yourself,” , P ou meed

"‘I didn’t have much time for it though,”
said Rhoda. *There was nothing but . 1{
for me, after mother died.” 7 "

“And you got tired of it,” suggested the
g.ood old lady, who, knowing the want of
sympathy between her guest and the §7oun0:ar
member? of the family with whom she livzd
W:zs anxious {o promote a better feeling. ’

"I did get tired of it, and T wonder now
why all the work came to me.” ’

Mf's. Luther Balch coming into the room
at‘thls moment, and, hearing the word work.
sald., with a smiling face, *I believe you real:

1y like work, Rhod'a,‘ and mothef says work

well done iz twico done, so yours must all
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be twice done. I wish some of our neigh- -
bors would follow your example. Tt would
be u good thing if you'd give your Cousin
Reuben some lessons.” '

“Tye given him Jessons enough, but he
only grows worse, I shan’t pity him much
whatever happens ; but I'm sorry for his wife.
She’s most discouraged.” _ ‘

* Samanthy does as well as she can,” re-
sponded the old lady ; “ but she’s broke down
a good deal sinee Susan died. I was in
hopes she’d come over with you to-day.”

“She’d been glad to come. Her headache
kept her at home.” ' '

*I'm afraid *twas more heartache than head-
ache,” was the reply. “1It’s hard work for

a woman to keep up when everything goes

wrong” out-doors. I've seen too much of
- that in my day. Lang gets too much of
Reuben’s money.”

There wus but one opinion’ in regard to
thig, and the merits of rumselling and rum-
drinking were freely discussed. Thus occu-
pied, they scarcely heeded the first falling

e A M

.ote Iy
You can be carried to ¥
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ﬂa'kes of snow, until My, Baleh comine in
said there was ey ery appéa . ing in,

’ ‘anee . g
* northmeaster-ﬁs ) of a 1egula1

“Then I had better go back before fh
storm gets any worse,” said Rhoda, maki .
-haste-to knit into her seam-needla, ’ B

Thl:s .proposal, however, met with 50 much

, opiposmou that she was forced to yield th
point, and, although she watched the ¢lo de ‘
f;omewhat anxiously, nothing more wag S:.i;
in regard to leaving until uight was closing
. Then Aunt Lizzie and her dauorhtér o
bosed that their visitor should re;:lain 5::31;

g

" them until the storm was over.

. ‘TI.‘he‘ children will feel quite injured if you
go without seeing them,” gaid their mother

) our cousin’s if yoyu
think you must 803 but we should be VJ(:I‘
glad to have Yyou stay.” Y

If Wt!.lere was any hesitation in regard to
aeceptxflg this invitation, it vanished when
the children came in from school, b
rosy, and happy. ,

e
I was so glad father didn’t come after us,”

right,




84 OUT OF THE FiRE.

said Lizzie, grandmother’s namesake. “If
was such fun to fighfithe snow.”

“ How muany tiine‘l did you fall down?”
~asked her brother George, laughing.

* Just six times,” was the frank reply, “ but
that dido’t hurt me. Mother says tumbles
make us stronger, and I guess they do, for I
feel pretty strong to-night.”-

"1 should thing you might feel stroug
every night,” said her sister, a-womanly girl
of thirteen. * You have had tumbles enough
in your life.”

There was something in the appearancé of
these children which strongly attracted Rhoda
Smith, and she was soon talking with them
in a way that would have made Elsne Gray
open her eyes with wonder. '

“ Will Mr. Smith come after you?” aslxed
Lizzie of her new acquamta.nce
" *Perhaps he will,” was the reply.

“ hope it will storm so hard he can’t,”
said the child, earnestly, and by the time
. supper was over, and the doors of the old-,
fashioned cook-stove were thrown wide open,
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lighting up and -warming the farthest corner
© of the kitchen, Rhoda was ready to express
the same hope. She saw the nufs and corn )
brought in, without the slightest feeling of -
"impatience, and even tried her fortune witly
apple-seeds on the hot shove]. ’

Meantime the storm howled without, and
huge drifts of 8now were piled wherever an
obstacle opposed itg progress. -

“We ought to be thanlkful for s comforia-
ble home such a night as this,” said Aung
Lizzie, who always counted the blessings of
life rather than the trials, .

“That is true, mother,” responded her son,
as a gust of unusual fury swept past. *We
bave some neighbors who will find it hard .-
work to keep warm to-night.”

“I should think Dec Rolling’ house would
be carried off,” saiq George, as he held the
corn over the hot fire. ‘ o

“More danger of the barn than the house,”
was the reply ; “but I Zuess he’ll have some
shovelling to do in the ‘morning.” .

“It will do him good to work,” said Mrs.

SN
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Balch. “A man with his strength ought to

work.”
« e ig at work, now, for Nelson,” replied

her husband, ® and sitce he went back, has
done more than any two men in the shop. I
saw him going home aboutdark, and he won’t
be likely to get far away to night.”

*Now, father, you haven’t played *blind
man’s buff’ with us for a great while,” said
Lizzie, who bad been waiting some time for
an opportunity to speak. “Won't you play
with us to-night? I know mother will, and
" {hht will make enough. You'll ptay, —won’t
you?” she added, turning to Rhoda ;" and,
strange to say, Rhoda joined in the gdme,
and, what is more, she enjoyed it. . '

Aunt Lizzio looked on through the ope
door of the sitting-room, smiling at the inno-
cont mirth which vented itself in ringing
shouts of langhter.

Storm-bound, and content to be thus, the
evening passed all too soon, and cloged with

a prayer, by the father of the family, for each

one who found shelter beneath his roof.

A
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Wa;:i::]zz lvt:r .tslfrange.'that half-sleeping, half-
Shriek?;;o. ; b the wind howling hoarsely or
el 5 ;] mlly,. strange fancies should ‘have
o ; the brz%m of the guest?
vl inw:hsea chllc} again, sitting by the old
anint stnshine, while the birds sang in
oo ¥ ];g' branches above her head. But
ot ti 23; ;:;1 ‘;)vercast, the thunder mut-
warned her that si;aﬁlzgesfaihel.illgStorm
et ek a place of
" Her mother sfood beqi(i .
x| side  her.  Qh
fom glzicilgrclll.fmg-ﬁrmly, and together the;
S 1:1}: ing the mountaiy. Steep
e blezdinas e path ; her feet wero bruised |
o ;.;. She faltered ; suddenly she
Iountain §ff;r, afl"(;rl'l e-;$:: 3 ﬂf19 g s
tnount ar away ; faintine; sinki
if;tisstt;i;;est.ruggling forwarg, ﬁrgeB’ biinzi[;é;:
oot e ;n:]pu!se.- Sometimes she réached
o ! ads nvoluntarily for support, but
Tossgl;wgwen; shg clasped only emptiness
We]cbm 5 restlessly from side to side, she;
ed the approach of morning, and
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hailed with joy the first sounds of life in the
house. Her thoughts assumed a more
healthy tone. She reviewed the conversation
of the previous day. She acknowledged that
she had many blessings. :

For the first time, she felt some regrets
for having so often thwarted the wishes of
the children at her home. In the hour be-
tween waking and rising there was time fo
form some good resolutions, and a resolve
made by her was sure to manifest itself.

«You will stay with us another day, Rho-

da,” said her hostess, when .they met that
morning. “The roads can hardly be opened
to-day, even if if should clear off before

noon.” .

“Well-housed and thankful;” that was
Aunt Lizzie’s greeting. . 1 wish -everybody
was as well off as we are.” ' ' '

“T know I am well off,” replied Rhoda;
* but Samanthy will miss me to-day. We
had planned to do some work that she can’t
do alone very well.”

By unine o'clock the sun was shining .
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through the rifted clouds, and the tedious
process of breaking out had commenced
f.[‘owards night Reuben Smith was seen com.
lllng up to.the house, driving his oxen with
nusual energy. The drifts were light and
the path easily made. T
. Isklzhoc;y Mready to ‘go’ home with me?”
asked o . .
o rs. Balch, who went to the
te
A .We ill‘e not ready to have her £0,” she
rgphed; but T'll speak to her and see what
she say-s: We were disappointed not to see
your wife yesterday,” | ' B
L1 H
She was having one of her poor turns,”
was the man’s awkward'reply. ,
I.t. did not tske .Rhoda long to decide.
?ulliie a comfortable seat had been prepared
or her on the sled, and she
) , | e prqposed to oc-
, She bftde each member of the family good-
“;glz, taking the hand of Aunt Lizzie last.
thank you for telling me of my mercies,”
W E

she said ; I shall r -
now:;” ’ remember to count them,
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* New every morning, and fresh everyeven-
ing,” was the reply.

I should have come after you last night, if
it hadn’t stormed so,” remarked Reuben, when
they were about half-way home. © Samanthy
was pretty much disappointed, but I told her
I gnessed you wouldn’t want to come out in
the storm, especially when you was in such
good quarters.” “

Short reply was made to this. Rhoda was.

in no mood for talking, and they rode the re-
meainder of the way in silence.
The oxen ploughed their way slowly through
the drifts, and the house was reached at last.
. Here only the upper parts of the windows
could be seen, and, in some places, the snow

reached to the very eaves.

* I'm glad you've come,” said Mrs Smith, .

as her cousin entered; “seems as though I
never was quite so lonesome as I've been to-
day. I wanted Reuben to go after you last
night ; but I couldn’t get hirn started.”

“It’s just as well,” replied Rhoda; “I've
had a good visit, and I guess I shall be the
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better for it.——But you’ve been sick,” she
added, noticing the pale, haggard face.

“I don’t think P'm sick, but T couldn’t sleep
last night. It seemed to me I could hear my
children erying. I get tired of living some-
times.” -

“I'm sorry for youn, Samanthy,” said her
friend ; “I wish I could do something to help.
you; but *it’s a long road that has no turn,’
and things may be better.”

“ Not while everything goes for drink.”

Rhoda counted another blessing, — she was
not a drankard’s wife. .

“Have you heard from Miss Rollins ?* she
asked, hoping to interest Ler cousin in the
troubles of her neighbor.

“Dec was here this morning, and he said

“she was gotting along pretty well. He came

down after a piece of pork for their dinuer.”
" Reuben came in, rubbing his hands briskly,
saying, as he did so, *I must mend up my
barn as soon as the spring opens.”

Cold air and exercise had quickened hIS

~ blood and opened his eyes, but after supper
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he relapsed into his usual drowsy state, thus i te Ta]k’ and Reuben never seems ready te go
-with me,”

giving his wife and cousm an opportunity to 5 N

converse without any feeling of restraint. oy ' Suppose we go over to-morrow. It will
Rhods talked of her visit, and repeated the ‘ do you good to get out.”

news she had heard. I believe Anut Lizzie . “I shall be glad to go if we can have the

loves everybody,” she said, in concluding her horse; only I should bo ashamed ot to carty
‘ 3 something, and —~

O

account of .some good deed done. g «
*I'm sure she does,” rejoined Mrs. Smith, Never mind that,” interrupted Rhoda, “ I'll
*and everybody loves her. If anybody is in _8ee to that part;” and, wishing to have the
trouble, she’s the one to go to. When Susan '. ::; - whole matter settled, she roused her cousin.
was sick, she come over here, and was likea “ You can have the horse;” he said, in reply

mother to me. I wish I was as good as she to her guestion ; * but .'You’ll find Pretty hard
gom«r »?

.
il

:'
il

i

|

:

i

;f

i

»
Her companion echoed the wish, and thought They had forgotten the receut storm and
of Amy Hill, who, a constant sufferer, and in -drifted roads.

a great measure depended upon others for a | . “I was going down that way with the oxen,
support, was yet happy and contented with in a few days,” said Reuben, afterlie had heard

B e askod her cousin in regard their plan. “Ican go to-morrow as well as any
‘ time, and Yyou can go, too,if you'll ride on the °*

sled.”
A sled was as 000(1 to them as a sleigh, so

is.

to -her.

Immediately the pale face lighted up Wlth
4 new interest, as she said, ® Amy’s as good
as Aunt Lizzie. She sent me some flowers . there were no objections on that score.
to put in Susan’s coffin, and I meant to go | In hlk‘f]"”f this proposed visit, Mrs. Smith
and see her before now. Bat it's foo far became quite cheerful, and, after consideration,
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she found that even from her scanty storesome
things could be spared which might be of use
to persons situated as were Amy Hill and her
aunt. : ‘
{‘Refreshed by.a night’s quiet sleep, she was
moving about her kitchen early the next morn-
ing, and greeted her cousin with something

like animation! “Its going to be a fine day,

and I want to get started in season, so to have

plenty of time.”
Reuben, for once, did hurry a little, and was
ready as soon as his passengers.
" Mrs. Lunt and her niece lived a little off the

main road, but they had not been neglected by -

their neighbors. A path had been broken up
" to their door, while shovel and broom had laid
bare the large, flat door-stone.
; Nowhere could a visit have been more ac-
. ceptable. It was a great pleasure Lo the
occupants of this humble home to see their
friends, and this pleasure was expressed SO
earnestly and simply as to put their visitors
in sympathy with them. : ‘
Amy, who was the chief attraction, sat in
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an easy-chai |
sunli‘:}_]); (J-I:lzl: b]y a south window, where the
onlight 1;]” g Iy :ainced upon her golden hajy,
o W.tznc by hexj side were a fragrant
blossom, ’Whlose al'niijr(:jl(?; mig;'nonette i
o 5o perfumes pervade
e S?;zdro?m.t A Bible rested upon thg
e reaCh, bOI _hat her treasupes were all
han e ex. t .was one of her best days
o pumprfassmn of -weariness angd pain;
"1 was Wisl’lf:;:i;ﬁsﬁlﬁe' i
B #Ung this worning that sor &
- :;}i;:n:fu, l;u;/ﬁf[ didn’t expect it,” shrfl esa:,)il(;(.a
some througilll theﬂslfolijs. b‘;‘:“ iy e
' . esterd
:;i WﬁI.Stbi:t) ll%), T-V6 couldn’t see oiy}o:f?li: _
. Rh,d ur neighbors remembered ns.”
oda could say but little, ‘She looked at

l [ ] v er

"to her already long list of ac
ings.

Mrs. Smith wasy grétiﬁe
that she had broy
needed,

knowledged blegs-

. d by the assurance
ght just what wasg most

*»
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T have nothing to give you in return but
~ my thanks and prayers,” said Amy. “There
" are some in this world whom qu allows tf)
work, while others only wait. ¥ am only
waiting. I have hoped that the time would
come when I m:vht work ; but my Heavenly
Father knows what is best for me.”

Rhoda sat down beside her, clasping the
emuciated hands in her own hard palms.

Alike orphaned, and tracing their misfor- .

tuncs- back to the same cause, how unlike
had been their lives! The strong -woman,
who had been allowed to work, was fain
to kneel at the feet of her who was “only
waiting.”

Won by gentle words, she allowed this

friend- to look into her heart and see the
ingratitude she had cherished.
“It always seemed so hard that I was left
“alone,” she said, partly in extenuation of her
fault. *Other children had somebody to take
care of them, but T'had to fight my own way.”
“T know how hard it is,” was the reply.
*Tve. often thought of you; but you are so

*
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strong; I didn't know 2s you felt it as I
have.”

“I’ve thought 'twas hard for me to have to
work, too,” said Rhoda, in a tone of bitter
self-reproach.

A sudden quivering of the clasped hands
told how this confession stirred. the feelings
of the listener. “Perhaps you never’ll think

* 80 again,” she said, after a short silence.

“I &nowI never shall,” was the reply. “I've

“learned a lesson from you.”

*Have I done youany good ?” asked Amy,

looking tenderly at her companion:

Tears answered this question, and, as if
fearing to trust herself further, Rhoda began
hunbhncr in a bag which hung on her arm. )

~ After considerable delay, she took from it an

old netted purse, and emptied the contents into
the lap of her friend.

Amy opened her lips to remoustrate, but
was soon silenced.

“I waut yon to have it,” said Rhoda,

and there was ev:dent]ly more pleasure in

gwmw than receiving.
7

I
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After this there was time for Amy to have

the long talk she so much desired with Mrs..

" Smith.

Mrs. Lunt, on hospitable thoughts intent,
placed the little round table in the eentre of
the kitchen, and spread it with the best her
pantry afforded. Then, when all were seated
around it, she asked a blessing upon the food
provided, and, by her genial manners, made
the plain fare seem luxurious. .

Each incident of that visit was one to
be treasured for long years, and each word
lingered in the memory like a strain of,

sweetest music.

look ten years younger.”

II1.

#God knows best; though dark clouds lower,
Btill ho reigns, supreme, above,
Matehless, in his wondrous power,
Meting out each fate, in love.”

NEVER, since the earliest days of her child-
hood, llmd‘Rhoda Smith risen from her bed
with so light a heart as on the morning after
her visit to Amy Hill,

The current of life flowed strongly through
her veins. Not a pulse throbbed.with pain,

- not angrve quivered. Existence itself seemed

a blessing, and she was disposed to look upon
the world with charity. There was no fault-
finding in the tone with which she addressed
her cousin. Breakfast was a cheerful meal.,
- Reuben looked at her in astonishment, “I've
Jjust found out what’s the matter with you,”
he said, at length. * You've got your hair
done up a new way, and it makes you

99
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Samantha tulned towalds her, then ex-

claiming, *I couldn’t think what made you -

=R

look so different yesterday; but I never '

noticed your hair. Where did you get that
potion ?? “ |

“Tizzie Balch wanted Mary to do it up
like her mwothers, when I was there. I

liked it pretty well, so I thonght I'd . fry -

it myself.”
-« Well, I wouldn't go back again to the

old way. It mukes 2 Wondelful change in
your looks; but I believe you've got more

hair on your head than any other three

women in town.”
Rhoda had no desire to hear any more

upon this subject, and soon managed to '
~ turn the attention from herself by remind-

ing her cousin that his wife needed a new
. dress.

*I didwt know but she had dresses
enough, ” he said, in reply. *She haint
said anything fto me about it.”

* She nevor said anything to me ahout it

either; but I found it out, and it's Just
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the time now to have 1t made, Whlle I'm

" here.”

All this was said pleasantly and con-
fidently, as thouglr the buying of a dress
‘was an every-day occurrence in the family; -
while, in truth, it was more than two years
since a dress cf any kind had been'bought
for Samantha Smith. The proposition was
as much of a surprise to her as to her
husband, and, although necding a dress,
she regretted that anything had been said”
about it. The very mention of a new dress
was sufficient to put her husband in ill-humor

“for several days, and he never ¢ould see what

women wanted of so many new dresses, _

To turn and remake an old black dress was
the work planned for the day, and, in talking
of this, Rhoda learned how scanty was the
wardrobe of her hostess. She decided upon
an addition, and, nothing daunted by the

reply she had reccived, voluuteered the

information that *Starkey brought up some
handsome werinos. Miss Lang was buying
one, the last time I was in there. There
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aint & woman in town dresses better than
she does ;. but their money comes easy, and
she can afford to’ spend it.”

Rouben winced at this. He expected to
be told that his moncy went to support
- Lang’s wife rather than his own; but he
was entirely mistaken.

“Lang must be protty well off,” said Mrs
Smith.

* Folks say so,” replied Rhoda; “but when
he came here he couldn’t pay his debts. Sell-
ing liquor must be more profitable than
drinking it, for he grows rich as his cus-
tomers grow poor.”

Here was another thrust at Reuben, who

took down his pipe and commenced filling it,

preparatory to his usual smoke, which, for
obvious reasons, he preferred enjoying in
the barn that morning. o

* Are you going to the village, to day?”
asked his cousin, when she found he was
likely to escape her.

“ Guess not,” he replied ; although he had-

intended to go before noon.
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* Well, then, we can wait till to-morrow.

- I guess we shall have time after that to

make the dress before T go back. There,
Samanthy, I guess youwll get your dress,”
she added, as the door closed after the
man and the pipe.

“ Perhaps I shall,” was the reply ; “but I’d
always rather go without anything than ask
for it.”

“Ask for it,” repeated Rhoda; *if I

© wanted a dress, I'd have it. There’s no use

in being afraid to' take your rights in this
world. T learned that o good while ago.:
Half the men pay more for rum and tobacco
than it would take to clothe their families,
and then complain that they céan’t get along,
because the women folks are so extravagant.”

Having said this in a somewhat excited
tone, she commenced cutting and piecing with
great energy, and before night a worn and
rusty garment was transformied into qulte a
plesentable dress.

It was just completed when the sound of
approaching bells was heard. * That is Mr.
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Gray,” said Rhoda. * Miss Gmy must be sick.
I heard a bell in my Jeft car last night, and I
kunew something would happen.

She met Mr. Gray at the door, and in-
quired for the health of his wife, before he
had an opportunity to speak.

“She’s about as usual,” was the reply.
“Of course we miss you; but she gets along
better than Lexpeeted. T got a letter for you
this mor ning, and, as I Was going to Nelson’s,
I thought I'd come round this way, and bring
it. It's sealed with black, and I guess it
comes from one of your uncles.”

The reception of a letter was an event in

the life of Rhoda Smith, and she broke the
large, black seal with trembling fingers.

Mr. Gray came in to hear-what news this
Jetter might contain. There were but few
lines, announcing the death of the writer’s
wife and daughters. These deaths had left
him quite alone, with the exception of his ser-

vants, and in his loneliness he thougbt of the . '

niece whose existence he bad before ignored.
He expressed regret that they had so long
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been strangers, and invited her to visit him.

~*1 would visit you,” he said, in conclusion,

“but I am too much of an invalid to go far
from home.” ‘

When Rhoda had read the Ietter, she gave
it to Mr. Gray, saying, as she dld g0, “It’s
rather late in the day to look me up. I've
got along so far without my mother’s rela-
tions, and T can the rest of my life.” .

“This uncle of yours is a rich man,” said
Mr. Gray, as he returned the lotter. *He
was pretty well advanced in life before he

married, and his daughters must have been

quite young.” Then, after a moment’s
thought, he added, *Ie was the oldest of
the family, and that would make him more
than seventy. As he says, he is a lonely old
man, it might be for your advantage to go
there.”

* It’s no place for me,” she answered, I
wast’t brought up in city fashions, dand I'm
too old to learn new ways.”

“Perhaps wot,” said her friend ; “but we
shall have plenty of time to talk about
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that after you como home. When shall
we expect you?” he asked, rising to
go. .
«T calculate to be back in two weeks
from the time 1 came away, if nothing

happens,” was the reply.
The letter furnished a topic of conversation
for the evening, and Rhoda recalled much that

she had heard of her mother’s family, She

knew they had all been wealthy, and that
their children were well educated and ac-
corﬁplished.

It was well that a vision of Amy Hill rose
before her at the thought of this,for her heart
Dbeat tumultucusly at the contrast her own life
presented.

®] should think youd go to see your
uncle,” said Samantha. "*Pm sure I should,
if I was in your place. He'll lcave his money
to somebody when he dies.”

~ *I suppose he will,” answered Rhoda.
* He. can’t carry it with him, and I hope
it-will do some good when he's gone. As
for going there, I know too much to make a
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langhing stock of myself. If Uncle William
wants to see me, he can come where I
am.” ' ‘ -
“Guess you'd better go,” - said Reuben.
“You might come in for a share of his
property, if you managed right.”

“Ive been able tosearn what money I
needed, so fur,” replied his cousin; "and
if. I have my health, I shan’t have to go
begging to any of my relations, for the

“time to comd.”

The even tenor of her life was broken.
The suggestions and counsel of Aunt Lizzie
Balch had given rise to new bthoughts and
many regrets. .

Trial and diseipline had neither subdued

mnor softened her naturally proud spirit.

Obliged, by the cireumstances in which she
had been placed during her girthood, to
resist injustice, it was not strange that shoe
had become harsh and unyielding. Yorced .
t6 demand the consideration which should
have been cheerfully given, she was, even

now, inclined to be jealous of her rights.
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This made her overbearing, and all un-
consciously she .had indulged the feeling
natil it marred her whole character,

Yet she had not known this. When people_

were praised for amiability, she attributed it
to the fact that they had always been pros-
pered. It was natural that such persons
should thank God for all Liis mercies ; but, as
for hersclf, her lite had been too dark.
During her visit to Amy Iill some seales
fell from her cyes, and she was beginning
to see lier own heart.  There was a struggle
now between the newly awakenod feelings
and the bittér memories of her early days.
She became silent, and was in danger of
forgetting the business of the next day,
when, turning towards an uncurtained win-
dow, she noticed the moonlight  stream-
ing through.
* Fair weather to-morrow,” said Reuben.
“Then we can go to the village,” replied
Rboda. *Swmnanthy must have somoe of that
merino at Starkey’s.” -

*Then, I suppose that’s settled,” said Reu~
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ben, with a sorry attempt at a laugh. “You -
always would have your own way; but it’s
pretty hard for me to spare the money now.”

“It can be charged to your dccouut if’ that
suits you any better.”

“That won’t hLelp the matter much. It's
got to be paid-some time. I need some clothes,
myself; but I can’t afford to have thcm

“You might afford them, lf —*  Here
Rhoda stopped.

*If what?” he asked, involuntarily.

- “If you would stop drinking. You know
it ag well as T do. The money you have paid
Lang since he came here would settle all
your debts, and give you something in hand.
I didn’t mean to say anything more dbout
that,” she added, observing the distressed
look upon the face of Mrs. Smith. “I have

- faults enough to look after of my own.”

This last conclusion astonished her com-
panions. It was the ﬁl.‘at time they had
heard her acknowledge 80 much, and Reuben
looked at heras though half inclined to doubt
the evidence of his senses. I guess we all
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have plenty of faﬁlts, if we could only see

them,” he said, at length. “I'm sure I have.”

“Then the best thing we can do is to
mend them. I, for one, am going to try.
Good-night.” '

The door closed, “That dido’t sound
much like Rhody; I wonder what's come
over her; I never heard her falk like that
before.” ‘ : ‘

“I guess she’s right, Reuben,” replied his
wife. *'We'd better follow her example.”

“Well, Samanthy; I know things aint
going right with us, and Pm the one to
blame. Rhody bit the nail on the head
about money.. Its true, every word of it,
and I hardly know which way.to turn.”

“1 can do without a dress, this winter.”

“That won't make much difference. You
might as well have it. I wish sometimes
that Lang and his crew were all out of the
way. A man never kuows how much he
drinks till he comes to pay for it.” '

“I wish. youwd give up drinking,” said the
wife. ' o
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*I wish I could.”
- The next moment he regretted this ex-

~ pression. Abstinence for one day had proved

almost unendurable. IHe had intended to go
to the village, and his prineipal business was

_ to buy lignor; but, vather than take his wife

and cousin with him, he had denied himself
hig usual indulgence. ‘
" Guess I made a fool of myself that time,”

- he muttered, when out of hearing. *Saman-

thy won’t forget that very soon.”
The next day proved as pleasant as had

. been anticipated. The dress was bonght,

Rboda Smith paying for the trimmings.
On their way home they ealled at the
house of Dexter Rolling, and found his wife
much better than they had expected. A
decided improvement was also secn in the
looks of the house and children. There
had been a liberal use of soap and water,
which was easily accounted for when Mrs.
Rollins told her visitors that Aunt Lizzie

© came to see her the day Defore.

“We've got lots to cat,” whispered the
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oldest g1r1 to Mrs. Smith. * Father brings
home something most every night, and he
don’t ever scold a word. He washed the
floor all up elean last night, and told me
I musn’t let it get dirty a bit to-day.”

“You've kept it looking very nice,”
the reply.

¢ That’s what mother says, and I guess
father'll think I've been a good girl,” said
the child, artlessly. :

The simple recital told of a wondrous
change in this family, and Mrs. Smith lis-
tened with great interest. She had known
before that Dexter Rollins was at work,
and she now felt sure that his wages were
spent for the benefit of his family.

This, thourrh cause for rejoicing, but made
her own lot seem harder. Even the praises
so liberally bestowed upon the new merino
could not dissipate her sadness. After all,
the dress was of little consequence when
she had no heart to wear it. ‘

Her visitor, on the contrary, seemed quite

was

exhilarated, and no sooner were they at home
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- than she set to work in good earnest, resolved

to “have the job done right off.” *You've
needed this long ehough, not to wait for it
now,” she said. '

“Guess Luther Balch and his wife will
come here this evening,” said Reuben Smith,
Just before dark. “I sawhim at the village,
and, he said they’d come. T'll make up a {Oire
in the other room.”

“No need of that,” said Rhoda. “It's more
comfortable here.” '

“Guess I'd better,” said the man. * They -
don’t come very often.”

So the fire was made and the nclghbors
came in good season. Mrs, Balch lrought
her knitting, and, seated in the best rocking-
chair, worked and talked with equal ease.

For some reason, the men preferred the
kitchen, and once when Rboda went out
for paper to cut a pattern, she beard the
words, “ Lang, mortfrafrc.

Reuben Smith bemﬂ deepl;)f in debt, and
unable to meet the demdinds against him,

had applied to his meighbor for assistance,
. 5 - .
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offering to give him a mortgage upon his
place as security. Mr. Balch had promised
to think of the proposition, and came up
that evening to talk the matter over.

In anticipation of this interview, Reuben
had refrained from drinking througli the day,
" go that his head was much clearer than usual,
and he saw his condition in its true light.

His neighbor was a shrewd business man,
and a prosperous furmer. More than this,
he was a thoroughly good man, ever ready
to lend a helping hand to those about him.
It was this last trait which made him so often
consulted in cases of difficalty and embarrass-
ment. Every one knew that he would couns'el
wisely and act generously.

Reuben Smith had applied to others for dld
but all had failed him, and, as his last resort,
he appealed to this man, from whom he must
expect savere censure for his habits.
©¢1 shbutd want a full statement of your
affairs bofore 1 could do atything,” said Mr.
Bulch, pleasantly but firmly.

There was no reply to this.
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. “I must know who are your ereditors, and
to what amouant,” he added. I am always
opposed to working in the dark.”

No one could complain of this, and, dftel
some hesitation, Reuben benran hig statement.
He prefaced this, however, by attributing his
condition to bad Iuck and poor crops.

“Never-mind that,” said his companion,
with a gesture of impatience. He had heard
enough of that before. '

One debt after ‘aiother was enulnerated
but nothing was said of Lang.

I8 that all?” asked Mr. Balch, when his
neighbor paused. !

“I suppose I'm owiub Lang a little some-
thing,” was the reply.

* How much ?”

“I don’t know.”

“Dow’t know !” repeated the questioner, in

a tone of astonishment. *That's bad; but
can’t yon give something of a guess?”

Reuben Smith shook his head. |

“I am disposed to help you,” said Mr.

Balch; “but, as things are now, it would
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do no good. - You know the cause of your -

troubles as well as I do. You wouldnt
have poor erops if you cultivated your land,

and bad luck is another name for bad manage-

ment.” , _
Plain talking this; but the man to whom
it was addressed knew that it was the truth.

*How much money have you paid Lang

since he came into town?” asked Mr. Balch,

determined, if poss;ble, to bring his nelﬂhbor ‘

to a square confession.
Another ahake of the head, but no word of
reply. '

* You must keep an account-book. ~ You
certainly can tell by referring tothat.”

T never kept any account with him,” re-
plied Reuben, in a low tone. '

* Worse yet. No wonder you are in debt.
Now, if I should advance the money you
want, in a year's time you would be worse
off than you are now. If I could see any
reasonable prospect of your trying to do
better, I would gladly help you; but as
long as you patronize Lang without know-
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ing what he gharges to your account, it’s
of 1o use.’

* Guess he's honest,” said the arraigned
man, not knowing what else he could say.

“®An honest rumseller is a character I
nevor heard of, and I can assure you that
Lang is no exception to the general rule.
Ten chancés to one but yowve paid for
twice the liquor youn ever got of him.”

A new idea took possession of Reuben
Smith’s brain, and, in his haste to give it
utterance, he did not see that in so doing
be would crimingte himself still more decply.
“His account is always a great deal larger
than I expect,” he said, quickly. * T've told

. him "so half a dozen times; but he always

makes it appear all right, so I've paid it.”
*“ Poor way of domr' busmess,—-ls nt it,
Renben?”
."“Yes,” he replied, with a blush. *Guess

_ I haint been quite sharp énough for him.”

Mrs. Smith now put an end to the con-
sultation by inviting the gentlemen to ad-

journ fo the other room.,
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“If you make any new plans, you can let
me know, and remember that I shall be glad
to help you when 1 can.” Mr. Bulch said this
_in a low tone to his neighbdr, when they

parted that evening, and its import was

perfectly understood. He had not said in
80 many words, “I will do nothing for you
-s0 long as you continne the habit of drink-
ing;” but such was, evidently, his decis-
ion. ‘

During the next two days, Rhoda Smith
talked far more than usual concerning the
fashions, while the relative merits of gathers
- and plaits were discussed at length by her
cougin and herself. When the last stitch
“was taken in the new dress, which had
been the ohject of so much anxiety, satisfied
that something had really been accomplished
during her visit, she was ready to return to
Mr. Gray’s.

Poor Mrs. Smith could hardly speak of her
leaving, without tears, and even Reuben was
sorry to have her go. Yet, punctually on the
day appointed, the old bells were heard, and
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Amos ran fo the window “ to see Aunt Rhoda
first.” _

The kitchen had been put in the best order,
that she might have no reason for finding
fanlt ; hut she did not seem to notice it. Her
interest was entirely absorbed in the health

and happiness of the family. Mrs. Gray ob-

served that her voice was less harsh than
usual, and that her face wore a softer expres-
sion.

She petted and caressed Amos to h;s heart’s
content, and seemed impatient to see the older.
chlldren When they came, there was a longer
delay than usual 2t the door, lest for want of
care some tracks might be made upon the floor ;
but, greatly to their surprise, Aunt Rhoda
called to them to * come in, and not stop there
seraping any longer.”

The story of her life, which they had heard
from their father, had so filled their hearts
with sympathy, that they were prepared to

. humor all her whims, and on their way home

that evening, Mattie and Elsie had decided to
do "just what she wanted them to.” Their
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greeting was cordial, but very quiet, and they
moved about noiselessly.

This was just what would have pleased
Rhoda a month before, but now she really
longed to hear their voices in shouts of
laughter. It troubled her to feel that her
presence was a restraint upon their actions.

The change in her appearance was soon
noticed, and Elsie whispered to her mother
that Aunt Rhoda had grown pretty while
she was away.

“You've mude a great improvement in the
way of putting up your hair,” said Mrs. Gray.
“The children think you've grown pretty.”

“I hope I've grown better,” was the unex-
pected reply. “There was need enough of
it.”

Mr. Gray was glad to see Rhoda, and said
80, heartily, adding, “I don’t see how we can
ever spare you so long again, unless you get
married, or go to see your Uncle William.
, ;n either of those cases, I suppose we must
waive our claims,”

“If that’s the case, yon won't lose me at

\
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present. I couldn’t find a better home, and
I've no idea of visiting Uncle Wiiliam.”
“Then you must answer the letter very

- soon., That's the least you can do.”

“Dear me! I never .can do that,” said
Rhoda, in so meurnful a tone as to provoke
the laughter of the children; and thus the
subject was dropped.

* Aunt Rhody, won’t you please to tell me
some stories after supper?” asked Amos, in
so loud a whisper as to be distinctly heard by
all in the room.

“What shall I tell about?” asked Rhoda.

* About the children where you went. I
want to know if they ever make a litter.
Mattie says I mustn’t any more. You don’t
like to have a litter, — do you, Aunt Rhody ¢ *

Elsie, who was ever on the alert to caich
the first intimation of a story, overheard this
remark, and shook her head warningly.
Amos expected a reply ; but none was given,
and a call to supper scon made him forget that
he had asked the question.

Yet he did not forget to ask for the stories,
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* A
to which ‘he listened with almost breathless
attention. Others listoned with him,- and,
much to her surprise, Rhoda found herself
giving an animated description of her visit.

Mr. and Mrs, Gray were much interested
in Amy Hill, and anxious to know of her
gituation. '

*She says everybody is wery kmd to
them,” was the reply to a question con-
cerning her means of support. "It seoms
to me, though, they must have a hard time
to get almuor

“We can send them something,” said
Judson. “We have enough of everything,
and we can all work.,”

“We will send them something,” re-
sponded Mr. Gray.

“We will see,. to-morrow, what we can
find in the house that will be acceptable
to them,” added Mrs. Gray. “Perhaps I
shall be able to go down there when the
weather is milder.”

“Amy Hill is another orphan girl, --1snt
she, father?” asked Elsie.
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“Yes,” was the reply; “and she is a most
unfortunate one. She has always been sick.”

" That’s a good deal worse than to be well
like you, Aunt Rhody,” said Amos, with the
utmost simplicity.

“I've found out that I've bheen very well
off compared with Amy,” she replied.
*“Twould do me good to see her once a
week, the rest of my life.”

“It would do us all good to see such
an example of Christian faith and patience.
We are all inclined to matmify our trials
and overlook our mercies.’ -

Rboda gave a decided nod of approval,
as Mr. Gray said this; her own experience
testifying to its truth,

"The next morning she resumed her place

in the family, taking the responsibility of the

work, not as a burden, bat as a pleasure, and
the days passed on, unmarked by any event

~ of special interest. Indeed, everything moved

so smoothly that the children were disposed
to complain of the monotony. '
Meanwhile, there was a neglected duty, of
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which Rhoda was often remiuded. Her un-
cle’s letter remained unanswered. Having
‘no desire to make his acquaintance, she did
not wish to write to him, aud, moreover,
it was mo casy task for her to .prepare
such a letter. An imperative sense of duaty
at last overcame her objections, and, after
several unsuccessful efforts, she accomplished
the task,

“I'm glad it’s done,” she said, as she gave

the letter to Mr. Gray. “Its my first lettor

to any of the Daltons; and I guess "twill be
the last.”

But, after this, she often thought of her

uncle, in his loneliness, and gradually a

feeling of sympathy found place in her heart.

The 01d pride was giving way, and a second
visit to Amy Hill helped forward the good
work. When the time came that Mr. Gray
was going to the part of the town in which
she lived, his wife was unable to ac-
company him, and Rhods went in her
stead.

Sitting by ‘the pleasant south window, she
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found her friend, who extended both her
thin hands in glad welcome.

“You came in the right time,” said Amy.
*I was wishing to see you. After you were
gone, the other day, I thought of a great deal
to say to you. I didn’t half thank you for
your generous gift.” '

*You've nothing to thank me for,” was the
reply. “I only wish I'd come to seo you be-
fore. I believe I should have been better if
I had, and I never want you to thank me
again.”

Mr. Gray came in with a most generous
donation, and, as usual, it was just what
was nceded. Mrs. Lunt said the basket
contained "'a little of most everything, and
a great deal of many things.” Each of the
children had added to the store after their
parents had made their selection. Amos:
sent the. largest, rosiest apples he could
find, while Judson contributed a book in
which he bad Deen himself much inter-

ested.

There was soft, warm flannel, cut from
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a web, recently sent howme, and there were

several skeins of fne, homespun yarn, all
given gladly for the comfort of the invalid.
’In the way of food, also, there were many
delicacies as well as substantial articles.

But'Mr. Gray, in his words of Christian
sympathy, gave more than all these, and
the prayer which he offered strengthened
the hearts of these lone Women, even more
than the choicest food  strengthens the
body.

“That prayer carried me almost to heaven,”
said Amy, when the door closed behind their
friend. © It’ s always a comfort to hear Chns—
tiaps pray.” ‘

For once, Rhods Smith wished she was a
Christian, that she might know the blessed-
~mess of prayer. Morning and evening‘she

had listened to Mr. Gray; but the words
of his petitions were unheeded. Others
spoke of the humble, loving faith which
_always characterized his prayers; but her
ears were dull that they did not hear. She
could not respond to the joyous exclama-
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tion of one whose trust was stayed on God,

and to whom communion with him was
the dearest earthly privilege. -

She was to wait there for Mr. Gray’s
return ; and Mrs. Lunt, occupied in examin-
ing the gifts they had received, left the
fricnds to themselves, interrupting them only
to exhibit her treasures.

“Why, Amy, here are enough of some
things to last you for years,” said her aunt,
as she took the last package from the basket.
“Mpr. Gray and bis wife will never want for
the good things of this life. His word is
sure, who said, ‘ Give, and it shall be given
to you again.’”

Amy seemed inclined to talk of her child-
hood, and her companion was glad to hear
how another had lived, bereft of father and
mother. - There were some parts of her life

_passed over in silence. They were too pain-

ful to be recalled.

“My father’s relatives were too poor to
help me, and my mother’s family were all
dead, except Aunt Milly. She was living
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with her husband then, and couldﬂ’t give
a home. When he died, she came here,

and now I feel as though I had somebody

to care for me.”

This led Rhoda to speak of Ler own rela-
tives, and the letter she had received. *I don’t
remember any of mother’s family,” she said.
“They never cared anything about me, and I
don't care about them. They might have
taken caré of mother, and then, perhaps,
she would have lived. 1 don’t see what
made Uncle William think of me now.”.

“ Perhaps he has changed since he was
younger,” replied Amy, gently. “He must
be u Jonely old man. We, both of ns, know
what it is to be alone in the world,”

“He has a great deal of nioney,” said Rhoda.
“He can have everything he wants.” |

“Money won't always buy the care and
attention a sick person needs. Perhaps you
might do him a great deal of good. It isn’t
right to cherish hard feelings,” added Amy,
as she saw the flush on Rhodu’s face. It is
better to forgive. We all do wrong.”
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“T know I*do, for one,” replied Rhoda,
with much feeling. “I wish I was better.”

*That is my constant wish and prayer. I
deserve nothing but punishment, yet every
day I receive good from the hand of the
Lord. He puts it into the hearts of his
children to supply my wants.”

These words hud hardly passed the lips
of the speaker, when a spasm of pain con-
vulsed her whole frame. Her auné sprang to
her assistance, making use of such remedies
as had often before given relief.  Rhoda leut .
her aid, and, after some moments of extreme
suffering, the tense muscles relaxed, and the
features resumed their natural 'expressiou.

The struggles of the sufferer seemed to
Rhoda like the very agonies of death, as
she stood with hushed breath by the bed

con which Amy had Dbeen placed. “Does
‘she often have such attacks?’’ she asked,
~in a low voice. ' ‘

*She used to have them very often,” was
‘the reply. “This is the first for several
wecks, and I was in hopes she wouldw’s

2
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have any more. It seems 4s though she

“had suffered enoucrh ”
“God knows best,” whrspeled Amy, still
submlaswe to his wiil.

She was too much exhausted to s.ay tﬁore,"
and Rhoda, having smoothed her pillow, and

passed her hand caressingly over the beautiful
golden hair, tovued away with tearful eyes.

* Have you everything you need, which
money can buy?” she asked of Mrs., Lunt.

“I think s0,” replied the good woman.
*We have some of the money left that you
gave Amy. I had a little, myself, the first of
January, and everybody seems to have re-
membered us since then., We needed sotne
flannel more than anything else, but thought
we'd try and get along without till next fall.”

Mr, Gray scon drove up, and Rhoda pre-

pared to leave. Amy was able to say only a -

few words to her, but those few made & deep
impression.

Duoring the ride home she was so little
inclined to talk that her companions gave up
all attempts at conversation.
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“Do you think I oughtto go and see Uncle
William ?” she asked, abruptly, after a long
silence,

This guestion so astonished Mr. Gray that
he waited for a moment before replying. “I

suppose you ought to be the best judge in

regard to that,” he said, at length. *If he
writes again, m‘gin you to come, L should -
favor your going.”

“*Then Tl walt till he writes again,”
she said, glad to ~dispose of the matter
thus easily.

“When she reached home, every member of
the family wished to hear of Amy Hill. Even
the condition of the plants, and the amount

‘of sunlight streaming through the windows,

must be reported.

There was now a strong bond of sympathy
between Aunt Rhoda and the children. Elsie
told Judson, confidentially, that she belicved
something very strange was going to happen.
“It’s something good, too,- I know,” she
added, “for'I saw the moon over my right
shoulder.”




132 - OUT OF THE FIRE.

Her brother’s laugh was suppler.nented by

her own as she realized the absurdity of the

“reason she had given, but she still assered |

him that he would “sce something strange
before long.” '

Despite this prophecy, nothing remarkablo
transpired, except the ever-recurring miracle
of spring. Then, sugar-making, with its
labors 'and pleasures, absorbed the interest
of all ; and, when this was over, the well-
prepared ground received the seed that
was to be quickened to a new life. Apvil,
with its fitful showers, and May, with its
long sunny days, passed quickly ; June came,
and the gladness of summer found an echo in
every heart,

On one of the brightest mornings of this
flower-crowned month, the landlord of the
village tavern drove towards Farmer Gray’s,
woudering as he went. A gentleman had
come to his house the night before, and from
him he carried a lotter to Rioda Smith.

This gentleman was a stranger; and the
best efforts of the Iandlord had failed to
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clicit the information he so much desirved.

The fushion of 1'cgistex‘ilig names lhad not
reached this village, so that he was ignorant
of even the name of his guest.

Mr. Lang met Mr. Gray a short distance
from his house. “I guess I've got a letter for
one of your folks,” he said. * A man came to
my house, in the stage, last night, and this
morning he inquired for a young lady by
the name of Rhoda: Smith. I couldn’t think
of anybodjr except the Rhoda at your house,
but I never heard anybody call her a young
lady.” ’ E

Mr. Gray bhad no desire to prelong this
conversation, and, taking the letter, turned
back to the house, where he found Rhoda
busily engaged in bufter-making., " Here

*is another letter from your Uncle Willinm,”

ho said, as he held it before her.

“I can’t stop to read it now,” she replied.
"1 snpposc it can wait.” '

*1 judge not,” said Mr. Gray. “Lang
just brought it over, and he said the writer
was at. his house.”
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* It can’t be that Uncle William is there.”

“ Read your letter, and you will know.”

“Suppose you read it. My hands are
full.”

“ 8hall T break the seal?”

“I wish you would,” said Rhoda.

Mr. Gray opened the letter and read the
contents aloud. c '

William Dalton had come to his native
village, and wished his niece to call upon
him at “the hotel,” He was very much
fatigued with his Jourucy, and did not feel
able to ride that morning.

Rhoda had seated herself at the first word
of the letter, and when the reading closed,
she. was too much astonished to speak.

“You must go right over to. the village,”

said the reader. “FH harness up and go

with you. We'll bring your uncle back
with us, if hell come.”

- “There’s no need of heing in a hurry.
I ¢hould like to know who's going to take
care_of this butter if I go off?”

This was said in a sharp tone, now_so
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rarely{ heard, which was, in itself, a proof

that Rhoda was greatly excited.

“1 can take care of the butter,” said Mrs.
Gray, coming in only in time to hear the last

' remark

Her husband told her of the arrival at
the village, and she urged her friend not to
lose any time in answering the message.

“There’s a great deal of work to be done
this morning,” objected Rhoda.

“Never mind that,” was the reply. “That

‘i no excuse for keeping your uncle waiting.”

“ You must wear your new dress, Aunt
Rhoda,” said Elgie, Who had found her way
into the council.

*T guess I'd better comb my hair before I
think of a dress,” was the reply. ‘

For some reason she made slow progress
in arranging her hair, and, had it not been
for tho assistance of Mattie, she would hardly
have reached the village before noon. She
wore the new dress, and LElsie was gratified
by being allowed to arrange the collar and
ribbon.

4.
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“1 never was so long getting ready be-
fore,” said Rhoda, by way of apology, to
Mr. Gray, as they started off. "I wish Uncle
Williani had stayed at home.”

Her companion reassured her, and, by the
time she reached the village, she was quite
prepared to meet her relative:

Mr. Lang was standmrr npon the pmzza,
and u&.heled her into the sitting-room. Her
uncle eame in directly, leaning upon his cane,
and sceming to walk with diﬂic:ﬂt’y. “ This
is my niece,” he said, looking at her closely.
“I should have known you anywhere, you
are so like your mother. Iam very glad to
see you."

This allusion to her mother so affected
Rhoda, that it was. with a great cffort. she
murmured a reply.

~ “You were not expecting to sec me this
spring,” said her uncle. ‘

“No, sir, I never tliought of your coming
here.” .

“I never thought of it myself until a few
weeks ago. Iwas afraid I shouldu’t see you if
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I remained at home, so I felt obliged to come
to you. I was very anxious to see you.”

If Rhoda Smith could have honestly said
that she was glad to see her uncle, she would
have done so; but, as she could not, she al-
lowed him to do most of the talking,

Mvr. Dalton had' seon much of ‘the world,
and, being a close observer of human nature,
he rvead, at a glance, the character of his
niece. He recognized the proud spirit, so in
sympathy with his own, and calenlated the
possibilities of her Tife. :

She was not one to sue for favors, or ac-
cept them unléss cheerfully given., Perhaps
she was different from what he had expected
to find her, — if, indeed; he had any expecta-
tions in regard to her. He kuew that it was

Jlate to make amends for long neglect, and

this made him ill at ease.
He asked her of her home and prospects,
Y work for what I have,” she rveplicd,
feankly. My home has been at Mr. Gray’s
for several years. He and his wife have

~ always treated me like a sister.”
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* Gray,” repeated the gentleman,  *I think
I remember a family of that name. They
were good people.”

“Mr. Gray is a frood man,” said Rhoda.
“"He came over with e, this Morning. —
There he is, just opposite,” she added, look-
ing from the window.

*I should like to speak with him,” rephed
her uncle, and Mr. Gray soon gave him an
opportunity, -

He crossed. the street, and opened the door

of the room oceupied by Mr. Dalton and his
niece. Rhoda introduced the gentlemen to
each other, and then left them, while she
went to the village store.

The acquaintance progressed rapidly, and
when she returned she found that her uncle
had already consented to be the guest of M.
Gray.

“Perhaps I should first have asked my

niece if such an arrangement would be agreea-
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® Mr. Gray has a right to invite what com-
pany he pleases,” she replied, coldly. “I
never interfere about that.”

The next moment she regretted what she
had said, and was glad to have her rudeness
covered by the quick response of her friend.

“T can assure you of one thing, Mr. Dal-
ton, — Rhoda will give you some very nice

things to eat, and take the best of care of .

you, if you are sick. She is famous both as

annrse and cook.”

*1 have sadly needed a nurse during the
last winter,” replicd Mr. Dalton. * With
wife and children gone, an old ‘man like my-
sclf is not likely to get very tender care. I
used to think money would buy all that any
one can need, but I've found out my mis-
take.”

The speaker looked duecﬂy at his niece
while saying this. Their eyes met, and her
heart gave a quick bound of sympathy, but

she would not express it. ‘
At that moment, Mr. Gray saw a neighbor
coming down the street in a lumber-wagon,

ble to her,” he said, as he noticed the expres-
sion of surprise with which this announcement
was received.

P o T
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and went out to speak with him, Returning
dircetly, he told Rhoda that she could ride
home with her uncle. ,

“And how will you g0?” she asked.

“With Mr. Brown. I shall be a little
1-ter than you, but that will make no differ-
anee.””

Rhoda was about to objeet to this, but up-
on second thought, conecluded to make the
best of what was to her an unpleasant neces-
sity. Mr. Dalton scttled his bill with the
landlord, had his trunk brought out, and was
then ready to go.. ,

“I shail leave the driving to you,” Le snid
to his nicce. “Iam glad to avoid all exer-
tion.” ~
Two or three times during the drive he
- made some remark in regard to the history

of their fumily, but he found it impossible to”
engage his companion in conversation upon.
that subject. She grew, every moment, more
and more nucomfortable, and most heartily-
did she wish that she had been permitted to
go on with her butter-making that morning.
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She wondered how she could ever " get along
with that man in the house ; ” what she should
gay to him ; while, most of all, she wondered
how long a visit he would make. -

Mrs. Gray was not surprised to see the
stranger, whom she welcomed as cordially as

she would a relative of her own,  The chil-

dren were all presented to him, and, although
much fatigued, he had a pleasant word for
each, which quite won their hearts.

A large, airy chamber was made ready,
and wheu Mr. Gray arrived his guest scemed

quite at home. As for Rhoda, .;3110 had taken
off the new dress, and was havd-at work. No
one would have supposed that she was at all
interested in the oceupant of the sitting-

room. ;
Mattic and Elsie offered to do anything
that was necessary ; buot she refused all as-
sistance, Mure. Gray was troubled, yet she
‘knew, hy expervience, that expostilation
would be useless.  Her husband, however,
cxpréésed his. sorprise, and Rhoda felt
obliged to make some reply.
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- I know F've been crabbed, this morning,”
she said; " but I can’t help it.”

“I pather think you haven’t tried very
much,” responded Mr. Gray, in a coneilia-
tory tone.

* Well, I suppose I haven’t,” she answered.

*The fact is, I don’t see what Uncle William -

is up here after.”

“He told me he came to visit a niece of
his, and sce if the countiry air wouldu’t bene-
~ fit his health.” .
*He's welcome to all the air he can get,

but I must look after my work. I ‘suppose_ .

he’ll want something to eat.”

The diuner was one to tempt even a fas-
tidious appetite. Small contribution could
the garden make so early in the season, but
what it gave was daintily prepared and deli-
cately served. Rhoda fully sustained her
reputation as a famous cook, and an op-
portunity spéedily offered. for tesfi-illg her
skill as nurse.

The third morning after the arrival of Mr.
Dalton he was unable to leave his room, and
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before night it was necessary to send for a
physician. Obedient to the summons, Dr.
Webb arrived, curions to see the man of
whom he had heard so much; but this cu-
riosity was soon-lost in interest as he saw the
condition of his patient.

“I'm afraid he'll bave a run of fever in

‘.spite of me,” he said, to Mr. Gray, as he

came down from the chamber. “It will go
bard with him at his time of life; but per-
haps Rhoda and T can bring him through.
At any rate, we’ll try.”

Rhoda immediately took her place in the
gick-room, and” for the next ~twenty-four
hours devoted her whole time and strength
to carrying out the doctor’s prescriptions.
Her uncle seemed hardly to realize his con-

‘dition until the shadows began to lengthen on

the second day of his illness. Rousing him-

" self, he then asked Dr. Webb’s opmlon in
regard to-his prob.xble recovery.

“T can’t tell much about that yet,” was the

reply.
~ “I wish you to be frank with me,” said the
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sick man. "I have important business to
traunsact before I leave this world.” )
“It “wouldnt Dbe strange if this should

prove your IFLSt sickness 3 Dut, with such eave
as you have, there is good reason to hope
that you will recover.  You are hardly in a
condition to transact business,” added «the

doctor. “Everything depends upon your
heing quicet.”

“A great deal depends upon my business,

It wust be done at all risks, and the sooner the.

better. Will you eall My, Gray ?” he asked,
fooking at his nicce. X think he will stay
with me for a little while, and let you rest.”
- Mr. Gray obeyed the eall, aud Mr. Dal-
ton, in few words, made known the business

which demanded bis attention. ™ "I wish to

leave the bulk of my property to my nicce,
Rlioda Smith, and T must make a wili to that
effeet.  If you will send for some competent
person to draw up the instrument, you will
oblige me. Aund let there be no unnecegsary
delay. T should like to have you remain,
doctor,” he added.
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Judson Gray was sent fo the village with a
message to Esquire Weston, desiring his pres-
ence, without a moment’s delay. The empha-

sis with which this was delivered quickened
“the usually slow movements of the lawyer,

and, sooper than was anticii)ated, he had
reached Mr. Gray’s, ready for the business

“in hand.

No time was spent in formalities. Mr.
Dalton was accustomed to act promptly, and
Lefore Esquire Weston had quite recovered
from his astonishment at the terms of the
will, it was duly executed, signed, and wit-
nessed. ‘ T '

An expression of satisfaction escaped the
lips of the sick man. “ Now, will you please
call my niece?” he asked of Mr. Gray.

Rhoda entered the room as the lawyer
passed out, and her uncle desired her o open
his trunk. “You will find the key in my
dressing-case,” he said. ‘

She did as he desired.

* There are some articles of dress I brought -

for you. Some of them belonged to my wife

10




146 ' OUT OF THE FIRE.

and daughters. I wish you to take them ont
now.” ‘

Rhoda was about to reply, bt her uncle
anticipated her. "1 am too tired to t‘dl{
They arc all yours. Take them.”

She took them from the trunk ecarcfuily,
as though fearing to touch the rich fabrics,
— shawls, silks, and laces, more elegant than
any she had before seen. » :

Such were the contents of the trunk, and
all for one who had earned with her hands

“whatever she- possessed. She hesitated to
carry them from the room, until her uncle
again desived her to accept them.

* Carry them away and let him- rest,” said
Dr. Webb. “You are a poor nurse to
trouble your patient in that way.”

Even then, it was with reluetance she gath-
ered up the articles, and took them away.
With a bitter smile upon her lips, she deposi-
ted them in the drawers of an old bureau, be-
longing to her mothex, and then returned to
her post.

It necded but a glance at the invalid to
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convince her that he' had exerted himself
quite beyond his strength. The flush had

“deepened on his cheek, and he moved his

head restlessly, as though suffering severe
pain. e motioned her to the bedside, and
said, in a feeble voice, “T have neglected
you too long, hut I have tried to mako

“amends for it.  Think of me as charitably as

you cam.”

“No more talking,” interrupted Dr. Webb ;
“youwve done too much of that already.
This is bad business,” he added aside, to

. Mr. Gray. “I must go now. 1IF thete

should be any change for the worse, send for
me at once. At present, the patient necds
rest more than anything else.”
. While this was being said, Rhoda hastened
downstairs and asked Judson to bring some
water from the eold spring. This spring,
which came bubbling up through the pure,
white sand, was in a clump of evergreens,
whose dense shade permitted no ray of sun-
lieht to penetrate its retreat.

It was qmte a distance ﬁom the house, but
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no one considered it a task to go there.. The

- task was in leaving so delightful a spot.
Eisie, who had a troublesome habit of dream-
ing while wide awake, often lingercd there
so long that some other member of the family
was sent to call her home.  Judson, too, bad
a fancy for seating himself on a rustic bench
near the spring, and forgetting the working
world about him.

Aunt Rhoda had often complained of this:
but she had no cause to complain that cven-
ing. Judson wuas back in the shortest possi-

 ble time, and, a few minutes Jater, the cool
water had relieved the burning thirst of the
sieck man. *That is like the water of the
old well. I must drink from the old well,
if—7 ‘ ‘

Here his mind wandered, and through the
long night he talked, sometimes of his moth-
er, sometimes of wife and children; but

always incoherently. Mr., Gray and his

niece watched - beside * him, bathing his

fevered brow, and soothing his disquiet.
With the morning eame Dr. Webb, who
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shook his head gravely, and pronounced it a’

serious ¢ase.  “The Daltons have strong

“constitutions,” he said. “That is the only

thing in his favor. But we shall see. We
shall see 5 Rhoda’s nursing is wonderful.”

There was but little ehange during the
next two weeks, except that the patient
secemed gradually losing strength. The in~
terest of the whole fumjly was enlisted in his
behalf, and not one but listencd eagerly to
every word conecrning him, glad to render
any possible service.

The decisive day came. The struggle be-
tween life and death would soon be over.
Scarcely a footfall could be heard in the
house. ' Voices were hushed, while the feeblo
pulse was numbered and the quivering breath
noted. o

“IHe will live,” at length whispered the
dbctnr, as a dewy moisture overspread the
sick maw’s face, and the faint breathing grew
more regular. .

Each heart beat more freely. She, whose
untiring care and devotion had, upder Grod,
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done much to insure this result, was almost
overpowered by the welcomewords. Through
all she had iaintained an outward COMmPOs~
ure, entirely' at variance with the inward
tumult of her thoughts ; but now her stoicism
gave way. She went to her own room, and
there shed such tears as ever bring a blessed
- relief to the overwrought feelings.

How she longed to sit down by Amy Iill,
tell her the strange experience of the last
weeks, and ask ber sympathy ! )

No need was there of asking. Could she
have seen this friend even for a moment,
she would have learncd that. sympathy was
given unasked ; while hourly prayer ascended
that by all the discipline of life she might be
made purer and better. |

IV.

* Sin ean bind no chains so frwly,
But will yiold, whon graco divine,
Sought in prayer, with spirit, lowly,
Rales, and sanctifies the mind.”

Mr. Davrox’s visit, illness, and history
were themes of couversation throughout thie
quict town in Which the scenes of iny story
ate laid. ' -

Tabulous stories wére told of his wealth.
Esquire Weston was repeatedly questicned
in regard to the object of his visit, and many
confidently affirmed that Rhoda Smith would

‘be a rich woman when her unecle died,

A foew weeks before this, Mrs. Lunt and
her niece had been objeets of special inferest.
A small amount-of property, lefl by her hus-
band, had enabled Mrs, Lunt to purchase the
house in which she lived with two acres of
land adjoining.

151
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With the exception of the fruit gatherod
from a-few old apple-trees, this land was of
little benefit to the owner. Those upon
whom she had depended proved unreliable,
and the ground bad nearly ruu to waste.

Mr. Gray suggested to some of the men in
that part of the town, that it would be only
an act of neighborly kindness to see that this
land was properly cultivated. Acting upon
this suggestion, they had, early in the season,
made preparation for planting, Mr, Felton
engaging to have this done at the proper
time.

By what scemed a mere accident, Dexter
Rollins was the only man whose scrvices he
could command for this work; yet, being
sober, he was a host in himself.

His employer drove down with him, carry-
ing a large pail, filled with well-cooked food.

“You needn’t have brought that,” said

Mrs. Lunt., *TIts enough for our friends to-

do the worlk, without boardm«r themselyes.”
“That’s some of my wife's busmess, was,
the reply.
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Amy looked up with a smile, as she said ; —

“Your wife has a great deal of such busi-
ness. She must have thought Mr. Rollins a
wonderful e }ter, if that is his provisien for
one day.”

“T intended to have some one with him,
bot was disappointed. Wife sent some
coffee. You know Rollins has been a terri-
ble drunkard, and he isn’t more than half
reformed yet. Some good, - strong coﬁ'ee
will be a great help to him.”

Amy desired to hear more concerning the
partial reformation of this man. Mr. Felton
told her of the promise made to Aunt Lizzie.
“Dec kept it faithfully toe,” he said; * but,
at the end of the time, Lang got him into his
bar-room agnin. Tt was all over then. He
scemed possessed of a very demon, and

. abused his family shamefully. He was out

of the shop until I lost all patience with him ;
but for the sake of his wife and children, I
persuaded him to come back and go to work.
‘Since then, he has drunk by spells, though,
_on the whole, he is doing better than for sev-
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eral years. If it wasn't for Lang, there’d be
" some hope for him.” .

“I wish it would do for me to talk to
bim,” said Amy, her eyes filling with tears,
“I pity his children so much, I long to do
something to help them.”

Well might she pity them. She had heen
a drankard’s child, and knew how terrible
was such a Jot. She shuddered, even now, as
she thought- of the blows inflicted by a
father’s hand, and the long days of suffering
which followed.

“You may be the very one to help Dee
Roliins,” replied Mr.” Felton, after a mo-

ment’s consideration. I hope yow'll try, at’

any rate. You alwaya seem to say the right
. things.” ‘

All the mommcr Amy ITill thought of the
man who worked within sight of her window.
When the sun reached the noon mark, her
aunt called him to dinner; but she had not
yet decided how to address him upon the
subject which lay so ncar her heart,

He, too, had been thinking, wishing-that
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he could eat his dinner nnder the shade of a”
tree. If some one was with him, Le would
not mind eﬁteriug the house; Dut alone, he
felt ill at ease. This was evident from bhis

appearance,

He came in awkwardly, answering the
greetings of Amy without raising Lis eyes to
her face.

When seated at the table, Mrs. Lunt, as
usual, invoked the blessing of God, asking.
that the food then eaten might strengthen

" them to do his service.

It scemed to Dexter Rollins that this peti-
tion was offered especially for him, and that,
thercby, the food was conseerated.

He ate in silence, fearing lest, by some

awkward movement, he might leave a stain
upon the snowy cloth, or _]o::tle the nicely
arranged dishes. The eagerness with which
he drank several cups of coffee showed that .
Mrs. Felton was right in supposing it would
De just what he needed. .
Mrys. Lunt tried to engage him in com?el-
sation, but he answered pnly in monﬂsyllq-
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bles. They seemed to have no interestsin

common, and Amy, quite discouraged at her

aunt’s failure, began to think there would be
no opportunity for her to speak a fitting
word. ‘ ”

Dinner was over, and he xﬂras rising from
the table, when she made some remark, ex-
pressing her thanks for the kindness they

had received from their neighbors. “We:
are well cared for,” she said. *This farming

is a great help to Aunt Milly. Yousee I am

ouly a burden, and she has everything to do-

. herself. TLast year, I wus able to pick a.few
apples from the lower limbs of some of the
trees necar the house, and I Lope to do as
much this year.”

* “The children might pick your apples for

you,” replied Dexter Roliins. " Mine would

be glad to, if they lived near.”
" “The children about here do pick some of
them, and they do a great deal for us be-
side. I wish your children were nearer; I
should like to see them. I've heard that
they are very smart.” '
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The man was not so brutalized as to hear
_this praise citirely unmoved. For the first
‘time he looked ‘dircctly at the speaker.

“You must be quite proud of your children,” .
she continued, with a smile. *Mary Burns,
who taught your school last summer, says -
they arve bright scholars. I hope you'll give
them a chance o learn.” '
" 1 ghould like to,” said the father, absent-
ly. , : * : ‘
“I'm glad to hear you. say that. Some
parents seem not to care about the education

" of their children. I'm glad to find one who

does care.”

- This was strange language to be addressed
to one who often failed to provide necessary
food for his children; but Amy ILill knew
the weak points in human nature.

«1 didn’t have much chance for schooling,
myself,” answered her companion. I was
- put to work.” '
“I know you lost your father when you

were young ; but I presume your mother did
all she could for you.” -
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“ My mother tried to do for me,” said the
man, with a slight quiver in his voice.
*Your mother was a good woman, and

mothers are the best friends we can ever .

have,” replied Amy.

* I’m sure that I lost my best friend when
nmy mother died, I didw't know it though,
till she was gone. I used to think she was
too strict; but I'd do anything to please her,
if she’'d come back, now.’

“Qur friends can never come back to us

from the grave,” said Amy, tenderly; *Dbut-

we can show our affection for them by doing
what they would approve if they were living.
Your mother wished you to do right in all
things,” she added, slowly, and then waited
for a reply. 1
“Yes, she did,” was the answer. I guess
it’s better she died. She’d only been miser-
able if she’d lived. T've been a bad man.”
The speaker was nearly as much surprised

at this confession as the listener. -If was -

the spontaneous cutburst of a heart that real-
ized its guilt. In the presence of this pure,
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earnest Christian he had involuntarily ac-
knowledged his sin, and he looked to see her

shrink from Lim with loathing.

Not thus had she learned Christ. “ You |
cannot be all bad,” she said. .

“All bad,” he repeated. *Yes, I am all
bad. You would say so, too, if you knew.”

“I know you have one very bad habit,” re-
plied his companion. I wish you could be
persnaded to give it up.”

“I've a good many bad habits; but I sup-
pose I know which you mean. I'm trying,

‘but it’s up-hill work.”

* God will help you, if you ask Inm, mur-
mured a gentle voice.

There was no reply to. this, and Amy
feured she had gone too far. “I hope you
arc not offended Wlth me,” she said, after a
short pause.

“Not at all,” he answered. “I know my
duaty, if I don’t do it.”

He took his hat and went out. It was
wonderful what an amount of labor he accom-
plished that afterncon. The unrest of his

\
1
v
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thoughts spurred him on, and, before the
early supper hour, he had done a full day’s
work.

Mrs, Lunt who had pu1posely absented

herself during his conversation with Amy
at noon, aunxious not to appear unsocial,
asked hLis adviee in regard to the manage-
ment of her garden. At home on this sub-

ject, and glad to give information, he spoke’

without embarrassment.

“You understand gardening so well you
must have a good garden yourself,” said
Amy. :

*1 mean to have a good one ¢ this year,” he
answered.

*] suppose it's a.ll planted long before this.”

“Tt isn’t even ploughed yet. I've been
working for other folks instead of myself. I
must see to it as soon as I get through here.”

* It’s poor economy to neglect the garden,”
responded Mrs. Lunt. “Men are a little apt
to do so when they have a good deal of busi-
ness on bhand. They don't thmk go much

about it as women do.”
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Only the evening before Dexter Rollins’
wife had asked him about * making the gar-
den,” and hie had replied with an oath. Now,

‘he intended to have a good garden, and was
~impatient to set about it.

When he reached home. he stood some
time looking at the neglected piece of ground
back of the house, oceasionally driving a nail
in .the rickety fence. As he did this, he
thought of what had ‘been said to him that
day. He had replenished his jug the day
bef‘ore but, knowing where he was to work,
had refrained from drinking in the morning,
promising himself an extra allowance at night.

Night had come. His thirst was almost
maddening, He had the means of gratifying
it, yet he hesitated. He was to go to Mrs.
Luat’s to-morrow, and perbaps Amy Hill
would ask him if he had beon able to resist
temptdtmn ‘

"I can do it,” he gaid to himself, I will
do it,” he said, a moment later. _

During this time unot one of his children

went to him. As they caught the first sight
: 11
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of him coming up the lane, they ran into the
house, and now peeped shyly through the
small windows.

It was growing dark, yet still the father
paced the narrow flat of ground before the
door. At length, his attention was arrested.
Some one had been planting on his premises,
Here were twelve hills. He fook the
trouble to count them. They might be of
corn, or potatoes, but, whatever they were,
each one was eloquent with & dumb reproach.
They were gunrded by miniature fences. His
children must have done that. He entered

the house, but the stillness within was more.

impressive than that without. No one wel-
comed him. His wife, only too glad to have
him silent, did not'even raise her eyes from
her work. He wished she would say some-
thing, and giire him 4n opportunity to tell
her his plan about a garden. But she worked
" on, seemingly unconscious of his presence.
The children crept noiselessly to bed.
* 1 see you've been planting,” he said, after

waiting in vain for his wife to speak.
’ -
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“Yes,” she replied, in a Lalf-frightened

“tone. T planted a few hills of potatoes.”

* All right,” answered her hushand ; “butl
mean to have a good patch of potatoes. I'm
going to have the land plonghed to-morrow or
day after. Tl see if I can’t raise something
this year,”

_ She Wished to reply to this, but she could
not control her voice to utter a word. She
bent her head lower over the old garment she
‘was repairing, and allowed herself to hope
for better days.

The first rays of light the next morning
found Dexter Rollins up, and ready for the
long walk before him. He looked into the

little cupboard. There was only a piece of |

corn bread. He wondered what hig wife and
children would have for dinner, There were
a fow potatoes in the cellar, but no meat.
This was but poor provision for a family of
five; not enough for one comfortable meal.
At Mr. Felton’s, he found breakfast ready, —
2 good, substantial breakfast, with plenty of
coffee and cream as an accompaniment.
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“Never starve a man if you want him to
work well,” was Mr. Felton’s motto ; and no
one who sat at his table had reason to com-
plain, '

“You don’t seem to eat well thls morn-

ing, Rollins ; what’s the matter? ”. he asked.
“Take another cup of. coffee. I think it's
worth drivking myself.”

It was worth drinking, but, for some rea-
son, Dexter Rolling did not relish it as
usual. He was thinking of his home, of the
- poor and insufficient food there.

“Shall you get through down there to-
day ?” asked his employer. -

"Yecs, by noon, or a little after,” was the
reply. “ThenI should like to go home and
do something to my own lund.” :

Mrs. Lunt found she must have dinner in
good scason, or Dexter Rolling would be
gone. Just as he left the field it was ready,
and, despite his assurance that he was not
hungry, she insisted upon his coming in.

Amy spoke to him, but did not leave her
chair. She was suffering more than usual.
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‘With her qus’tomary Patience, she made no
complaint, yet she could not control the ex-
pression of her face.. The white lips quivered.
with pain, and the thin hands were clasped
convulsively, ,

The atfention of her aunt was fixed upon
her even while she sat at the table, and
several times she went to her, sometimes ex-
pressing her sympathy in words, and some-
times with s caressing touch of the hand.

The pale face of Amy Hill touched the
heart of the man who had cared so little for
the sufferings of those bound to him by the

. closest ties. His eyes wandered to her con-

stantly, and he conld nof: forbear expressing
his sympathy.

* It is hard,” she said, in reply; “but God
helps me. Ile never puts any more upon us
than we can bear, if we- look to him for
strength. T have always suffered, and have
learned where to go for help. You won’t

forget what L said to :ybu vesterday,” she

added, still anxious to. save him. “I shall
pray for you. That’s all I can do.”
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“I'll try to come down some time, and help
you about your garden,” he said to Mrs,
Lunt, as he went out of the house.

He started for home, walking rapidly, that
he might have the more time for work.
Yortunately, he had an opportunity to ride
part of the way, so that it was but little past
noon when he stopped at Mr. Balch’s to ask
if he could have the oxen and plough.

“To be sure you can,” was the reply. “I'm

glad you want them. The ground round

your house iz worth cultivating. ~ It will bear

good crops if it’s well taken care of. . Been
down to work for Mrs. Lunt, I heard. HOW:

is Amy?” he asked.

“She looks to me as though she was most
gone,” said Dexter Rollins. “I shouldn’t
think she could live but a short time.”

“She has -looked so for a good many of
years,” said his companion. * It seems hard
that she should suffer as she does because her
father was a brate.”

“What did her father have to do about
it?”
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“I.don’t know as I ought to speak of it,”
said Mr. Balch, with some hesitation. * Her
mother never liked to have anything said
about it; but I suppose the truth is that Hill
threw Amy out of the window when she was
about four years old, and she never could
walk after that without crutches. She wasn’t
a healthy child before; but that made her a
cripple.”

The listener’s eyes flashed. * Hill deserved
hanging for that,” he said, impatiently.

“He was drunk when he did it,” replied

Mr. Baleh. “Men do some terrible things

when they are drunk. Drinking liquor isn't

_ very safe business. Not very profitable,

either, except to the man who sells it. But
I am forgetting your business. When do you
want the plough and oxen?” '

“This afternoon, if you can.spare them,
and —” ‘ '

“What is it? Anything else wanted?” he
asked, seeing the hesitation of his neigh- .
bor. _ : ‘
“ I'm ashamed to ask for anything else, but
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I do want some pork; if God spares my life
Tl pay for it.”

“You can have the pork, but mother gave
Lizzic as much as she could carry home this
morning.  She came down after vinegar to
eat on some greens your wife was cooking.
Mother found out she hadn’t any meat, so she
sent some to her.”

“Then I won't take any more, but I'll pay
for it all the same.”

“Well, you can take the oxen out of the

barn, :dind, if you don’t get done this afternoon,
you can have them again to-morrow.”

Dexter Rollins put the yoke upon the necks
- of the oxen, and the plough upon his own
shounlder.

* Look at that man,” said M. Balch to his
mother, as he went out of the yard. *1Isup-
posed, of course, he would take the cart.
There are but few men in town who would
carry that plough; but it’s nothing for him.
His strength is wonderful.”

“The more sin in abusing it,” i*ephed the
good woman.
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The man did not feel burdened with the

- Toad upon his shoulder, but the load upon his

heart well-nigh staggered him.
A few days before, little Mercy, his young-

_est child, had come up to him and laid her

hand upon his knee. Something had irritated
him, and, taking her by the shoulder, lie threw
her upon the floor, muttering something about
brats always being in the way. IIer mother
caught her up and earried her to another room,
where she hushed her cries.

He had entirely forgotten this circumstance
until Luther Balch told him the story of Amy
Hill. | Now that he thought of it, he couldn’t
1emember that he had seen Mercy since. He
hastened on, almost dreading to mect her, yet
impatient to know if she, ‘too, was a erip-
ple.

" Guess you've got a pretty heavy load,”
said Reuben Smith, as his neighbor was going
by the field in which he was at work. He

- leaned upon his hoe preparatory to having a

talk ; but in this he was mistaken. There was
no loitering for Dexter Rollins that afternoon.
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Strﬁiéllt to his home he went and inquired for -

Mercy.

*1 don’t know where she is now,” rephed
his wife. " She was here a minute ago.”

“Merey | * called her father, but no one an-
swered. He called again with no better suc-
cess.

Little Mercy was under the bed, in the
farthest corner, and she had not the slighfest
idea of answering.

“Is anything the matter with her?” asked
the father. o

“ Not as T know of,” was the reply; “and,
too, it seems as though she hadn't been quite
so well for a day or two; she’s wanted me to
hold her a good deal.”

® Where is she?” asked the fathel, now
move anxious than before. .

The “mother’s fears were roused, and she
called the name of her child loudly. Still no
. response. © Perhaps she’s gone after the other
children. They went out a little while ago.
T'li go and see.”

They both left the house, and Mewg kept

him.
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still, too much frightened to move even had
she been so disposed. After an unsuccessful
search, the parents returned, Lizzie coming -

- with them. She, understanding the habits of |

her sister, lifted the old quilt and revealed her
hiding-place. '

“ Why, Mercy,” said the father; “come
right out of there; come,” he repeated, soax-
ingly ; but she made no movement. * What
ails her?” he asked. '

*She’s afraid of you,” said Lizzie, with sud-
den boldness. * She’s afraid you’ll strike her
again,”

Without another word he left the house, asg
thoroughly wretched as 2 man could well bhe.
His first act was to dash the old brown jug
against a stone. He stood Iqoikin'g at the
tragments for a moment, and then went to his
work. Two or three times he was upon the
point of going in to look after Mercy; but
the remembrance of her fright prevented

For supper they had what remained of the
dinner. This was just such a supper as this
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man usually relished ; but he found it impossi-
ble to ‘eat that afternoon.

Little Mercy was missing ; not now under
the bed, but tucked up behind a box in the
children’s room. Her father did not ask for
ber. He went again to his work, and it was
quite dark when he drove the oxen baek to
their owner. =

* All done?” asked Mr. Balch,

" Yes,” was the reply ; “ I just made out to
finish.” '

*Youwve worked well ; I wonder how much

you could do in the course of a year if you

ghould really set about it.”

“ 'l show you if I live another year,” he
said, half to himself, and then left his neigh-
bor to wonder what these words could mean.

Reuben Smith was hanging over the fence,
waiting for him, when he went back. “Hal-
lo, Dec! wait a minute, can’t you?”' he ox-
claimed, as the man thus addressed was about
to pass without noticing him. o

. Can’t stop,” was the reply. “ Got some-
thing to do at home.” |
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“ Liet it wait; there’s 1o use working your-
self to death.”

* Better work to death than drink to death ;
but I've made up my mind not to do either.”

Seeing that there was danger of losing an
opportunity to gossip, . Reuben went out to
the road, and there, pipe in hand, began to
inquire how things were going on at Felton’s.

“It’s no use trying to keep me,” said his
companion. “I'm bound for home.”

“Stop and have a drink; I got my Jug'
filled yesterday.”

“And I broke mine to-day. So there’s

. the difference between us.”

“1 hopo there wasn’t much in it,” said
Reulben, with unaffected concern.

* Protty near full; I hadn’t had but one
drink out of it.”

" You ought to carry a steadier hand than
that at your age. Lucky I've got some,
Come, have a drink.”

“1 don’t want any of your liquor; I'm go-
ing home, and I may as well tell you about
that jug. I Droke it because I wanted to.”
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" Havidg said tbis, Dexter Rollins strode up
the hill.

* Giness he’s got another tempemnce apell,”
muttered Rouben, “He'll get over it, pretty
soon, though. Pity he brbke the jug. Hell
have to buy another.”

Not a child to be scen in the home of
Dexter Rollins. * What have you got to eat
to-morrow ? 7 he asked of his wife.

“Pork and potatoes, and I suppose the
children can get.some more greens.”

®That ull? No bread?”

“We had the last on the table to-night,
and I'vé no meal nor flour.”

He had a little change in bis pocket. He
gave it all to his wife, and asked her to go to

" Reuben Smith’s in the morning, and gef some- .

thing to make bread. * Get.some butter, too,
if she’ll trust you. I shall have some more
money as soon as I get done planting, and

go back to work.”

Mercy Rollius looked first at her husband,
and then at the monoy, quite as much aston-
ished as Reuben Smith had beenan hour before.
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-There was no explamtmn, but she rejoiced
in so much good.

“I'm in o hurry for breakfast,” said her
husband, the next morning. * Perhaps you
could go down to Smiith’s and get some flour.”

Glad to oblige him, she went, and they.
had a better meal than had been seen in the
house for a long time. Merey came to the
table, sitting as close as possible to her moth-
er, and hardly looking up.

There was an era in Dexter Rolling’ life.
He spent a2 day at home without speaking a
cross word, and the next morning reached
the shop before any other workman had ar-
rived. DMr. Felton had come down to look
after some muachinery, so there was an oppor-
tunity to say to him what he had been revoly-
ing in his own mind. , .

- I will not detail the conversation. It was
what might be expected between two such
men upon such a subject, *Why have you
come to this decision?” asked Mr. Felton,

when' all had been told. * What new influ-

ence has been brought to bear upon you?”
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* Amy Hill set me to thinking,” was the
- reply. ‘ ‘

* Only waiting,” -—-.this was what sweet

Amy Hill*said of herself ; but, laid up on
high, there was another record. No one else
conld have so influenced this hardened man ;
and no brother had ever so moved the heart
of Rhioda Smith.

Yet they were only two of the many for
whom she prayed. When she heard of Mr.
Dulton’s sickness she prayed that his life
might be spared, or, if appointed to die, that
he might die the death of the Christian. Sin-

cere was hHer thanké;giving when she hear_d )
from Dr. Webb that the dreaded crisis had

passed,

- “Rhoda is nearly worn_ out,” he said, in
reply.to a question of her friend; * but this
sickness of her uncle’s has been the greatest

blessing of her life. She has done for him -

what no one else could do, and she will be a
_hetter woman for it.” ‘

She was a better woman. The old Ditter-

ness which had so warped and marred her
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character was nearly gone. She had thought

) herself too strong to weep. Tears were now

often in her eyos; but they were tears of
joy; joy that, at last, she could see that
“God knows best.”

The days of her vucle's convalescence were
pleasant days both to him and her. If a

~. sense of duty had first moved him to seck

her, it was a far different feeling that made
him wish to keep her dlways with him. e
missed hor when she left him only for a few
minntes. ‘

Auwother had taken her place in the kitchen.
“No more such work for you,” said her
uncle.  “It is'as much as you can do to look

- after me.”

But for all that she did find time to re-
lieve Mrs., Gray of some care, and keep a
sharp lookout upon the doings of her suc-
Cessor. J

The first day Mr. Dalton was able to go
below stairs there was quite a jubilee in the
house. . The whole family were anxious to

do honor to the occasion. TFlsie spent half
12 '
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the morning hunting for the largest strawber-

ries to be found on the farm, and came back -

with her clothes in such 2 condition as would
once have called forth one of Rhoda’s severest
lectures. . ‘ S

Now she was praised, her berries admired,
and a promise given that the clothes shounld
be made all right. * That's a good deal better
than seolding,” sdid Elsie to herself. *And
I stayed half an hour at Cold Spring too.
Dear me, I Liope Aunt Rhodawon't goaway !”

So they all hoped, but there was danger
of ‘such an event. . Mr. Dalton began to talk
of going home, and his niece was included in
all his plans.

When he was first taken sick, he desired

‘Mr. Gray to write to his partner and his

house-keeper. He had received some letters,
and these he had been able to answer, so that
his friends knew of his improved health.

*You must not leave us until summer is
gone,” said Dr. Webb. "You are much bet-
ter off here than you can be in the city, even
‘in your own home,”
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Mr. and Mrs. Gray, too, urged him to re-
main, and, after considerable discussion, in .

~ which the words, " money” and *Dboard”

were frequently heard, it was settled that he
should remain until September.

Tt was already the last of July, so there
were less than two months to come of this
visit, which was to have a powerful influence
upon so many lives. Time plied the shuttle
swiftly, mingling gray threads with golden,un-

- mindful of sorrowingheartsand blighted hopes.

The old man grew stronger in the clear,
healthy atmosphere, and younger in his inter-
course with the ghildren, with whom he was-

“usually surrounded. There was 4 good deal

of stateliness in his manver, when at home ;
but heré, he met all cordially and heartily.
There were a few men in town who remem-
bered him as a boy. Some of these called
upon him before Le was able to go out, and
others he aftcrwards visited.

He talked with Mr. Gray in regard to his
sister, — Rhoda’s mother, — and Ilearned
much concerning the last years of her life.
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.

© Aunt ILizzie can tell you more about
her,” said his lost. *She was one of your
sister’s confidential friends.”

His conscience smote him more severely
for the neglect of this sister, when he heard
of the hardships she had endured.

“There was hardly another girl in town of
Rhoda’s capabilities,” said Mr. Gray. *She
was always at the head of her classes in
school, although she could never get there in
season. But she was laughed at and ridi-
culed till she lost all confidence in hegsclf,
and tried to slink nway out of sight. People
called her homely; and she was told of
this so often by her cousins, that she thought
it her fault, and T really believe she was
ashamed to be seen.” ' .

"*No decent person would cver treat a
child like that,” said her uncle, indignantly.
Then, alinost in the same breath, he added,
*I oﬁght not to condemn others when my
own guilt is so much, greater. This treat-

‘ment must have bad & great influence upon

her. I wonder she was not ruined.”
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“Bhe is net ruined,” replied his companion ;
“but she is a very different woman from what
she would have been under favorable circum-
stances.” )

*Of course she is,” responded Mr. Dalton.
“I expect she wasn't very glad to sece me
when I came here this summer, and 1 cer-

“tainly can’t blame her. Indeed, I Delieve I

like her all the better for it; but she is a
little too independent to suit me now.” '

EEIShe learned her lesson of independence
inn a hard school, and she won’t be likely to
forget it very soon. It has made her too

~ unyielding to be always agreeable; but she
“has changed very much in that respect with-

in the last six months. The children have
felt the change. There she comes now,” he
added, pointing to Rhoda, who was coming
from the field with Amos and Elsie.

Mr, Dalton rose and went to the window
to get a better view of her. ~ ¥ She has a
graceful figure, well-poised head, small fect,
and magnificent hair,” he said, enumerating
lier * fine points.” “ A woman thus dowered
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ought to make herself handsome, even with a
plainer face than Rhoda’s. She must wear
rich, warm colors. It isn’t too late to make
a lady of her yet.” :

From these remarks, my 1eaders may he
~able to judge something of the character of
this man. He had a great regarvd for appear-
ances, and understood what was necessary to
produce the best effect in dress and manners.

e wished to take Rhoda to his home, but he -

also wished that she should do credit to her
sturroundings. It remained to be seen how
much of his anticipations would prove'true.
When his health was somewhat established,
he spent considerable time in riding, looking
after old places, and secking new objects of
interest. In these rides Rhoda often accom-
panied him; bot she much preferred being
left behind, when she could go into the kitch-

en or milk-room, and bring them back to

their old order. :

One of these opportunities having ocqurréd,
she was busily at work when Mrs. Gray came
in, looking with satisfaction upon the im-
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provement she had made. *Your uncle
would hardly fancy your scrubbing at this
rate,” she said. “He ecalculates you'll live
without work the rest of your life.”

“Our calculations don’t agree theve,” re-
plied Rhoda. *I've worked too long to give
it up now. Hell bave to take somebody
younger than I am, if he expects to make
them over very much.”

“You won't work in the kitehen when you
get to the city. That wouldn’t do at all.”

“T've never said T'd go to the city yet.
It’s no place for me. I'd a great deal ratlier
stay where T am. . He wants me" to wear the
clothes he brought up; but I can’t do it.
Just think how I should look with them on!”

“I think you would look very well,” re-
plied Mrs. Gray. “Youwould soon get used
to wearing them. You've had enough of
hard work, and I, for one, should be very
glad to see you better off.”

“T am well enough off Here,” zaid Rhoda,

giving the last touches to the shelf she was

scouring. . “Uncle William has no claims
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upon me, I don’t know as I'm indebted to
him for anything only those clothes, and I'm
ready to give them back any time. I believe
I shall tell him that I caw’t go with him.”

Mrs. - Gray had no wish to reply to this.
She knew Rhoda, perhaps, better than any
oue else, and fully agreed with her in many
of her conclusions. Yet she would not in-
terfere.

“ When are we going to Cross Mountain ?”

;asked Mr. Dalion of his niece, the following
morning. "I must go there before T return
home, and September is not far away. Sup-
pose we go this afternoon.”

- It was muny years since Rhoda had been
. there, and she did not care to go again.

There were too muny sad memories cluster-.

ing around the spot. To drink from the old
-well would be no pleasure to her; but, to
please her uucle, she consented to go with
him. .

Mr. Dalton - believed that the old ‘home-
stead rightfuily belonged to his niece ; but he

could not prove this, even had' it been worth
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the trouble. " She will have enough without

it,” he said to Mr. Giay, when talking of the
matter. o

It was a delightful afternoon when the two
started for Cross Mountain, Wherever they
passed, people looked after them, hastening
to doors and windows to get a good view.
This amused Mr. Dalton, but annoyed Rhoda,
and she was glad when they left the main
road,

“This seems quite a climb to me now,”

said her uncle; “but when I was a boy, we

didn’t call it much of a hill. Father always -
kept a good road, and there were plenty of
horses in the stable. I spent a good many

~happy days here.”

Rhoda was silent, but her eompanion. was
too much engrossed to observe it. He left
the carriage, and walked to the old well,
and leaned against the ash-tree which still
overshadowed it. *I've heard my mother say
she planted this with her own hands,” heo
said. " How long it is since then !” ‘

The stones of the cellar and the charred
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" timbers around it were overgrown with tall

grass. Everything here had changed since
he went out from the shadow of the old roof-
tree.

Yet the clouds seemed resting upon the
far-off mountains just as they did when he
first looked upon them, and, through an open-
ing between two hills, he caught the glimpse

of the same tiny lake that had nestlcé\hele '

threéscore years before.

He was living in the past.  Father, mother,
brothers, and sisters were again around him.
Again he heard their shouts of merry laughter,
and echoed back their gladness.

CAl had heen dear to him; but Mira, the
youngest of the flock, ‘was his especial pet;
yet he left her to die among strangers. = He
- had intended to provide for her comfort; but
he-delayed until it was foo late. ‘

He forgot his niecé, while she wandered

away by herself, trying to force back the fears
that trembled in her eyes. The effort was
vain. The floods of emotion were too strong
to be resisted.
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When her uncle found her she was weep- -
fng as unvestrainedly as a child, with her face
buried in her hands. Her grief' seemed too
sacred for intrusion, yet he conld not leave her.
He laid his hand upon her head, and uttered
her name in a voice of tenderness to Whlch
ghe was all unused.

Had he only called her thus when she was -
a homeless child, how gladly she would have
responded! Now, she tried to speak, but
the great sobs choked her voice.

A bixd cleft the air with noiseless wing,
and rested on the trec in whose shade she
was sitting. A wild gush of song gave notice
of its presence, and the weeper raised her
head to listen. i

“I am sorry I asked you to come here,”
said Mr. Dalton. *Let me drink from the
old well, and we will return. I did not
intend to purchase pleasme at  your ex-
pense.”

There was a rude contrimnce for drawing
water, and Rhoda had provided pail and dip-
per. They lingered a little by the well, drank
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of ite sparkling contents, then turned their
faces homeward,

Mr. Dalton was tmuhled by the barrier
that existed between his niece and himself,
He had not been conscious of it in his sick-
ness, had not been troubled by it during his

convalescence ; but, as the days went by, it

seemed to grow higher and broader. She
was by his side that afternoon, yet far ve-
moved from him ih :ympdthy and confidence.

In his present state this was intolerable,
but he knew not how to surmount the unseen
obstacle. Hoe had told her that she was to be
heir of his wealth ; Dat she: received the in-
tellizence unmoved. Her regard could not
be bought with money.

The first part of the drive was tedious to

both, Rhoda being quite as unbappy as her.

uncle. * You haven't enjoyed this afternoon,”
he said, at length. *Iought to have kunown
that the old place could not be to you what
it is to me. You were too young when you
left there to have many recollections of it.”

“ Uncle William, why didn’t you help my
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mother?” she asked, abruptly. *She said
you would come and take us away from here ;
but you didv’t do it.’ After mother died, I
hadu't anybody to take cure of me. Why

.didn’t you come?”

These were questions that had suggested
themselves to William Dslton many times
during the past few weeks, but he had been
able to give no satisfactory roplies. How
could he now answer her who demanded a

reason for his unnpatural conduct.

“1 cannot tell,” he said, at length. “I
was too much engaged in making money ;
but Iintended to coine. I know that is no
excuse for neglect of duty,” he said, after a
moment’s pause. “T am deeply guilty, and
I ask your forgiveness. T would ask your
mother’s too, if I could see her. T am an
old man now, and you arc all that is Ieft to
me. You cannot refuse to forgive me.” ‘

There was a moment's struggle, but the
good in Rhoda Smith’s nature trinmphed,
and she extended her hand in token of pardon.

*Now we will be friends,” said the old




190 OUT OF THE FIRE.

man, his face lighting up with pleasure. I
am glad you asked me that question. We
shall understand each other better now.
No words of yours could reproach me more
bitterly than I have reproached myself. To
speak of it has taken a great burden from my
heart. You will not hate me now.”

*T never hated you,” Rhoda found voice to
gay ; “but it seemed strange to me that none
of mother’s family ever came to see me.”

“Tt is strange,” was the reply ; “ and I bave
not yet seen her grave. Wehave time enough
to drive there. Shall we go?” he asked.

T should be very glad to go,”'said Rhoda.
It is a long time since I have been there.”

The old burial-ground was a neglected-
looking spot, but it commanded one of the
finest views in town. The traveller would often

pause by its gate to look upon the surround-

/ing scenery, and perhaps read a lesson of
mortality from the white stones that gleamed
through the trees. Conspicuous among these
were the two which marked the resting-places
of Herbert Smith, and bis wife Mira. These
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had been placed there by her daughter; she
having madeé it one of her first duties to pay
this tribute of respect to her parents.

“ Aged thirty-five years,” read Mr. Dalton,
from the head-stone. "She was no older
than you when she died,” he said to his niece:
“I can see her now, as she looked when she

" bade me good-by. Little did I think it was

for th'e last time.”

The large tears rolled down his cheeks as
he recalled this parting, and the sad events
which fdflowed.

Rhoda’s heart was touched by. this demon-
stration of grief, and involuntarily she moved

nearer to her uncle. “I've always come here

alone before,” she murmured.

“We will come together now,” was the
broken reply. Then both were silent until
the gent]emap, with an effort, roused himse]f.‘

“Rhoda, you have never yet told me that

-you would make your home with me. Of

course I expect it, but I should be glad to
have your promise. I wili do all T can to
make you happy.”

\
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“I'm afraid T should disappoint you if 1
went, Uncle William. I’ve been brought up
differently from my cousins. I'm odd and old-
fashioned ; but I get along in my placé here.”

* And you will get along there,” replied her
uncle. *Only promise to go, and if you wish
to come back I will try to be satisfied.”

With much hesitation she gave the re-
guired promise. Her uncle stooped down to
“kiss her in a fatherly way. “That seals the
© compact,” he exclaimed ; “and now it is time'
for us to go home.”

Unused to caresses, Rhoda hlushecl like a
girl at the first kiss of her lover; but her
uncle did not notice it.

* To-morrow we will go anywhere you wish

. he said, as they drove along. * Haven't
you some friends you wish to visit? »

Rhoda had been wishing, all the summel,
to visit Amy Hill; but she had no intention
of going there with her uncle. Aunt Lizzie
Balch was another she muost see.. <~ .

*You needn’t feel obliged to have my com-

pany,” he said, at length.
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“I sappose I ought to go to Cousin Reu-
ben’s,” she replied, evasively. * You wouldn’t
want to see him or his wife. - T guess I must
take a week to visit in that neighborhood.”

When they reached home Mys. Gray was
sobn made sequainted with the fact that her
friend had. positively engaged to leave her.

“I trust you will be very happy,” she re-
plied to this communication.

“I don’t expect to he happy,” answered
Rhoda. *I don’t want to go; bui I couldun’t

- help making the promise, and now it’s made

it’s got to be fulfilled.”

With this conclusion, she was glid to set
aside the subject, trusting to the future to
present it in a more attractive light.

~Two or three days after this, Judson Gray
was waiting to drive with Aunt Rhoda to
Reuben Smith’s. . How differently she looked
from her who watched for the sound of the
old bells six months before, and how differ-
ently she was regarded ! To be sure she car-,

- ried the same work-bag, knitting and sheath,

but there was no ﬂ'xeat display of them.
13
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Just before starting, her uncle gave her a
"handsome purse, which she was about to de-
posit with her other treasures, when he pre-
vented her, ! ' '

* You will find that purse well filled,” he
said. *I wish you to take it with you; you
may need some money while ycu are gone.”

“1 have plenty with me besides that,” she
replied, but to save discussion she took the
purse with its contents. '

~ Mrs. Smith was standing at the door, of her-

poor home, shading her eyes with her hand,
when Judson Gray drove up. It can’t be,”
" she gaid to herself; and the next moment she
said aloud, *Y declare, Reuben, there’s Cousin
Rbhody. She’s coming here, too, and there's
nothing in the house fit to give her for din-
per.” '

door, and Samantha forgot her poverty in
the real pleasure she felt at seeing this friend.
_ “You've come {0 Stoli some, L hope,” she
- said, cordially. )

“T shall stop if you'll keep me,” answered

. zZily.

By this time Judson had driven fo the
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Rhoda; and here Reuben came forward, la-

“You've come to a poor place,” he said.
*We aint much used to rich folks. © Guess
you've got some up to your house,” he added
to Judson Gray. :

“1 suppose we have one,” was the laugh-
ing reply ; “but we don’t mind much about
that.”

*Seems to me yow've grown pale this sum-
mer,” said Mrs. Smith to her guest. * You've

- lost some of your flesh too.”

“Perhaps 5o ; I've been shut up in the house
most of the time, and that don’t agree with
me. Then, I've had a good deal to think of.”

“Yes,” interrupted Samantha, *I should
think you had. T've been wanting to see you
and ask you all about it.” v

“There isn’t much to tell. I suppose Uncle

. William has made some provision for me, and

that's all I know about it,”
This by no means satisfied the curious

" woman, and she was about to ask some fur-

ther questions when her husband came in,
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and Rhoda commenced talking with him.
Soon after, she went out of the room to
make some preparation for dinner, but came
back directly, to say that the cows were in
the corn.

“Guess that ferice’s down again,” said Reu-
bon. "I meant to look after it yesterday,

but didn’t get time. Guess I'll mend it now.”

" That’s just the way everything goes,”
said the discouraged wife. “I've told him
about that fence a good many times; but it’s

no use.”

Onee Rhodé would have scolded soundly -

about the sghiftlessness of her cousin, and
thus increased the uchappiness of his wife.
Now she made some cheerful remark caleu-
lated to divert her attention. Then' her
thoughts reverted to the dinner. “Im glad
to see you,” she said to her visitor ; * but the

fact is, I've nothing fit to give you for dinner.

I'm poorly off.”

“You needn’t think zil]ything about that,”
answered Rhoda; “I can eat what you can.
Of course you’ve got pork and potatoes, and
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butter - and milk. We can make a dinner
without any trouble. Just bring along, what
you've got. We might have some eggs with
the pork.” ‘ '
“There aint an egg in the house,” replied

* Samantha. “Reuben says the hens don’t

lay, and I haint been to the barn to see.”

*It stands to rcason that hens lay this time
of year. Tl go to the barn myself and see
what I can find.” -

Rhoda was disgusted with the first appear-
ance of the barn, but she would not torn
back, - If Mi’stxl'ess Biddy had a nest there
she was the very one to find it, as was proved

by the generous supply of eggs she carried

to the house. . ‘

“ See here !” she exclaimed to Mrs, Smith,
displaying her treasures. “You'd better look
after the hens yourself. It don’t do to trust

‘men-folks for that. These will make quite

an addition to our dinner, Now you set the
table, and T'll see to the frying.” ,

Rhoda’s good nature put everything in
the best possible light, and the dinner was
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not so bad, after all. To be sure, there was
no ‘lgreud but that made of corn-meal, and
there was no sugar for the tea; bui what
was lacking in variety was made up in guan-
tity. _

“ Everybody else growa better off while we
grow poorer,” said Mrs. Smith to her vis-
itor, when they sat down that afternoon for a
confidential ftalk, *“There’s Dec  Rollins,
working every day as steady as any man in
town, and they have everything they need in
the house:. I went up there yesterday, and
Miss Rolling made me stay to supper. It
was a good supper too, worth éating for
anyhody.”

“I heard things were different there. I
wonder how it came about.” '

“I guess Amy Hill had something to do
about it. Any way, folks think so. I wish
something could be done to change Reuben.
We haint got but little left, and that’s going
as fast as it can. Lang was here, looking
round, the other day, and scon afterwards
TReuben said he shouldu’t keep so many cows
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much Iongei‘ 3 go I suppose there’s a ram bill

to be paid.” .
Just then, Reuben Smith came in from

mending the fence, and said he was going to’

the village to get “ some necessaries.”
- "Don’t go on my account,” responded
Rhoda. “You can't afford to leave your work

such a pleasant day as this. Samanthy and !

Tl go over to-morrow and get what’s needed.
That will give us a ride, dnd save your time
too.” ‘
no reasonable ohjection fo offer, he felt
obliged to yield the peint. He did this,
however, rather ungraciously, and managed

to accomplish very little during the after- -

noon. From his restlessness, Rhoda judged
that a visit to Lang’s was included in his
village business, although he said repeatedly

‘that he was intending to get only tea, sugar,

and flour, and they could hardly have supper
and breakfust without.
The next morning, as early as might be,

the two were ready for their ride. “You.

This was not at all to his taste, but, haviug‘

-
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can get the things charged,” Reuben said to
them. “I've gof an account with Starkey,”
This dccount was principally upon one side,
but it was no lurger for anything bought
that morning. = Rhodu ordered the groceries,

and paid the bill, and then felt that she

should be under no obligatiun to her cousin
if she ¢hose to remain there for a week.

Reuben Smith uttered his astonishment in
a long, low whistle, when his wife told him
of this, and-showed him her stores. “It’s a
great help,” she said; “but I'm ashamed to
have her give thcm tous. I'm sorry we need
it.”

“So am I,” was tho quick reply. "I de-
clare, things look pretty dark ahcad.” ‘

“Why don’t you carry a lantern, then'?”
asked a familiar voice.

“*Twonld take something more than a lan-
tern to light this track,” he replied, with a
forced Iaugh. _ ; .

“ Perhaps so. I dont know what track it

is. I only heard you say sumLthma about its

being dark ahead.”

"~ “You have improved since I saw yon,
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Mrs. Sitl had feared that Rhoda would
be so much elated at her good fortune thai
sho would be quite above her humble cares
and plans ; but she found herself entirely mis-
taken. Her visitor never gave her so much
real sympathy and practical advice as in these
few days. She helped her to repair old

furniture and, old gnrments, and in wmany

ways contributed to her comfort. They
visited together at Mr. Balch’s, Rhoda going
early in the morning, and Samantha follow-
ing in the afternocon. Aunt Lizzie saw,
with pleasure, the great change that bad
taken place in the dress and appearance of
one in whom she was so much interested.
* she
gaid, when they werc left alone.

“There was nced -of it,” replied Rhoda,
softly. 1 was all wrong then, and thought
I had the hardest time of anybody. I went
to see Amy Hill after that.”

“T heard about it,” responded the old lady,

with a happy smile. “She told me you'd

‘been there, and left her some money. She
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was very thankful for it too; but I knew
she’d do you more good than you could her.
Her prayers are worth more than money.”

“I know they are; but I don’t see how
she can be so good when she suffers so much.
I know I couldn’t.”

“You could if you placed your whole de-
pendence on God; and we always need his
help. Prosperity sometimes tries us more

than adversity. You may find that out by . |
experience. They say you are going to live

with your rich uncle.” .

“ Pm going home with him, and if I'm con-
tented, I shall stay.”

*You'll find everything very different from
what you've been used to.”

“{ know it, and it’s no place for me. Itold

Unele William so ; but he says he needs me,

and I'm going to do the best I can.” -
“I'm glad to hear you say that, but youn
won't expect everything to go smooth.”
~ Aunt Lizzie Balch had seen little of what
is called ‘sociel_:y, but she had a large share

of common sense, and a keen appreciation of .
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the proprieties of life under different circum-
slances.  For this reason she was able to
give Bhoda some much-needed advice, which
perbaps no other would “have presumed to
offer.® “If you were only a Christian, I
should have no fears for you,” said the old
ludy, at last.

“I wish I was one,” replied Rhoda. “T've

thought ngod deal about i, since I was here

" last winter, and I've learned that God knows

best.”
“Then you've started in the right way.

~How is it about your uncle? Is he a

Christian? ” :

Rbhoda shook her head. “T dorn’t think he
is,” she said, after a short silénce. “ He
never says anything about it.”

* Laying up treasures for this world and
forgetting the world to come. That’s what a
great many are doing,” said Aunt Lizzie. “I
should like to see your Uncle William., I
used to be some acquainted with him before

'he went away from here. T thought perhuias

he’d come down here before now.”
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“He has talked about it, and I expeet he

has been -wuiting for me to come with him;
but I wanted to sce you alone first. Tl -

come with him before we go away.”

The children elaimed a share of this visit;
the younger Murs. Balch wag at leisure after
dinner, and when Mrs, Smith came the con-
wersation became general. '

* There’s one more visit to make, and then
I must begin to think of going back to Mrs.
Gray’s,” said Rhoda, as she entered her
cousin’s house that evening. “I must see
Amy Hill.”

“You can have the horse any day,” said
Reuben, who was smoking his pipe in the
chimuey-corner. * Samanthy’ll be glad to go

with you; youll find them pretty well off

over there,” he ‘added, after a few more
whiffs.” “They’ll have some grand crops

“this fall, and their npple-trees are so loaded .

they’ve had to prop up the limbs.”
“Have you been down .there?” asked

Rhoda.
“Not ]ate]y Dec Rollins told me about

-
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it. He’s worked down there some, and ke’s
taken a mighty notion to Amy. He calls her
an angel, and says she’s saved him.”

Thus working for the Muster, in her own
quiet way, this loving Christian gave far
more of good than she received, and reaped a
rich reward, even in her suffering.
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Out of ghadow, into sunlight,
Out of darkness, into day,
8o, oft, we tread, unheeding,
Our well-appointed way;
Nor dream that after sorrow
May dawn o glad to-morrow.

SppreMBER had come, Rhoda Smith had
made all her visits, and, strange as it may
seem, those in which her uncle joined her
were the most pleasant.

"He was as mach interested in Amy Hill as
she could desire, and left a substantial token
of his interest. Aunt Lizzie he found to be

a charming old lady, with whom he spent a -

pleasant hour in recalling events which had
transpired more than half a century hefore.

The anticipated journey seemed formidable

" to one who, since she was a child, had hardly

been beyond the limits of her own town ; but
' 2086
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Mr. Dalton was in the best of spirits, and ex-
erfed himself for the entertainment of his
niece, while her own independence and self-
reliance helped her in supporting her new -
position.

Her outfit for the Journey had been well

-selected. The favorite work-bag had yielded -

its place to a modern travelling-basket; and

~ the old calash, which had so long served her

for short excursions, was laid aside for a neat
straw bonnet. The material and fitting of
her dress were every way faultless, so that her
companion had no-reason to blush for her ap-
pearance. . :

‘The consciousness of being . well dressed
added fo her self-respect, and made her feel
somewhat at ease ; but, as they drew towards
the close of ‘their journey, her anxiety re-
turned. Many of her mother’s relatives were
living in the same city to which she was go-
ing, and the idea of meeting them was almost
intolerable. She had endeared herself to her
Uncle William during his sickness, until he
looked upon her shortcomings with charity ;-
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but those who had no regard for her would be
quick to note defects.
“1 don't know as I have told you that my
“house-keeper is an English woman, who lived
with your mother when she wag first married.”
Rheda roused herself from an unpleasant
reverie as her unele said this.
*Your grandinother took her when she was
quite young and trained her to work,” he

continued. * She has been married several

vears, and her husband is my gardener.”
“How long have they lived with you'?”
asked the listener.

* About ten years,” was the reply. “You |

will find Mrs. Hawthorne a notable house-
keeper. She takes the whole care of the
house, and manages the servants; so you will
not have any trouble with them.”

Rhoda drew a long breath as she heard
this, wondering how she could ever accommo-
date herself to house-keeper and servants.

Arrived in the city, it seemed to her the o

confusion of Babel was beiugP repeated ; but
ghe had only to accept her uncle’s care, and
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trust herself to his guidance. Everythixig
was o strange she hardly knew how she
reached the house which he called home.
Mrs. Hawthorne was introduced to her,
and, as a mark of special respect, herself led
the way to the room which had been prepared
for her. “If you please to have any change

it shall be made,” said the house-keeper, as

she opened the door. “I ordered a fire on
account of the chilliness. Will 1 send any-
one to help you dress? The bell will ring
for tea in half an hour.”

*1 ghall need no help,” answered Rhoda,

© with a weary sigh that went to the heart of

the good, motherly woman who attended her.

“Can I do anything for you?” she asked.
*You must be tired with your journey.”

“I am very tired,” was the reply, “and my
head has ached all day. If uncle would ex-
cuse me, I'd rather not go down again this
evening.’

“Tll make that mghi; with hlm, though
he’s mostly particular about his meaIs, and

likes to have some oné at the table with him.
14
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Y1t send you up a cup of tea and some toust,
and, if I might be so bold, T'll come again
myself, to see after you.

This offer being accepted, Rhoda was left
alonte to vurse her headache and homesicl-
ness as best she might,  She glaneed sround
the room, spacious, well-lighted, and richly
furnished ; yet she would gladly have ex-
changed it for her small Dedroom at Mr.
Gray's, with its unearpeted floor, und low,
vine=draped windows.

A lwvge ecasy-chair stood where it could

catch the cheerful glow from the fire in the -
orate.  In this she seated herself and tried .

to vest; but her hiead throbbed too-painfully,

"A vap on the door announced the arrival
of tea and toast, and, at a word, the servant
entered and placed the waiter upon a smail
table.  “Will I put it by your chair?” che

ashed, quite as anxions fo see the new-comer

as 1o o her duty.

Rhoda, glad to be spared the trouble of
rising, nodded un assent, and then dismissed
the girl.  The refreshinent was teo “inviting
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to be wholly neglected, but her appetite was

quickly satisfied and the table pushed aside.
In the mean time Mrs. Hawthorne had ex-

cused the non-appearance of his niece to Mr.

* Dalton, who desired her to see that every-

thing was provided for her comfort.

“8he is poor Mira’s child, you know,” he
said, in conclusion, sure that this considera-
tion would have great weight with his house-
keeper. ‘

“Trust me for looking to her,” said the
womwan to her husband a few minates after.
“If she’s only half the lady her mother wus,
it will be a pleasure to do for her.”

She found Rboda still suffering when she
went to her room. ¥ Let me take down your
hair and bathe your head,” she said, as, suit-
ing the action to the word, she unbound the
heavy tresses. *No wonder your head aches,”
she-added involuntarily, as she allowed them
to drop from ber hands. &

Bathing relieved the pain, and the presence
of one who knew sbmething of her mother,
may have done quite as much towards recon-
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ciling Rhoda to her new situation. - Mys.
‘Hawthorne did not leave her until assuwd
that she felt muach better, and was quite ahle
to do for herself all that was necessary.

Still it was late when she slopt, and, even
then, she hardly scemed to vest. In the
morning she was glad to find that it was rain-
ing heavily, the clouds being more in unison
with lier feelings than the sunshine would
have been.

She had never risen before without having
some object in prospect, something to be ac-
complished during the day ; but here she was
expected to amuse herself without being em-
- ployed. Even her sewing had all been done
by a woman, hired for that purpose, before
she left Mr. Gray’s.

Fortunately, one was visiting in the town,
who knew something of city fashions, and
she had superintended the getting up of a
.wardrobe which Mr. Dalton pronounced pass-
able. Nothing could have been more vexa-
tioug to one of Rhoda’s habits than this
remodelling of dress and manners, and it re-
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‘quired the utmost streteh of Mrs. Gray’s in-
fluence to prevent an open rebellion. She
clung to the old dresses while she remained
at the old home ; but not one had she béen
allowed to bring with her. Mz, Dalton had

. proposed that she make a donation of the

entire lot'to Mrs, Lunt and Amy Hill.

“It's likely Pl want them lnyself yet,”
she said to Mattie and Elsie, who promised
to take good care of whatever she loft.

All this passed in review before her the
first morning she found herself an mmate of
her uncle’s home. J

A handsome moruing dress was thrown
over 2 chair, She doubted if she could wear
it with comfort, buf there was no alternative.
Her uncle had pronounced it more becoming
than any dress she had ever worn, and the -

" mirror confirmed bis words. The rich, warm

color suited well her dark, pale face. For a
moment she forgot the years that lay between
her girlish dreams of heauty and the present.
She forgot the cold, taunting words, the coarse,
scant clothing, and the hard, menial labor.
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There were light and love around her.
She had aluxurious home, where every want
was anticipated. This, at least, was no illu-
sion; but it had ecome too late. 'The smile

faded from her iips, and the old, bitter feel-

ing came back to her heart.
It was well that she was interrnpted in
these musings. She had been unmindful of

the lapse of time until the breakfast-bell

sounded. With one last logk in the mirror,
for which look she chided herself the next
moment, she went out into the hall and de-
seended ‘the stairs.

A servant waited to show her to the break-
fast-room where she found her uncle, who
rose to mect her, and conducted her to
the head of the table. The greeting, a little
stately, as was his wont, was yet sufliciently
affecticnote to reassurc his niece, who was
able to perform her duties quite to his accept-
ance. ‘ ‘

He inquired svith solicitude in regard to
her health, expressing the hope that she had
entirely recovered from the fatigue of her
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journey. Contrary to his usual custom, he
allowed the morning paper to remain un-
opened.  When Dbreakfust was over, for
which Rhoda certainly had little appetite,
he told her she must now consider herself af
home. . \

“You will find books in the library, where
you will he always welcome 5 und if you wish
for anything that is not in the lmum I trust
you will not hesitate to tell me.’

Books! She could remember the time
when she had thought the possession of hooks

‘would make her perfectly happy.

Ier cousins had been fine musicians, and
there was every provision for the gratification
of » musical taste. They had been taught all
clegant accomplishments, and cverywhero
were traces of their skill. |

Her uncle iuvited her to the library.
“This is where I spend most of my time
whien at home,” he said. “Yon sce it has
been fitted up for the comfort of an old man,”
he added, pointing to a luxurious leunge
which occupied a recess in the room, “The
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parlors have been used but little since T was
left alone. T told Mrs. Hawthorne to open
them to-day. You will receive calls from
~ our relatives, and they must be in readiness.”
“I hope I shall not see them until T am a
little used to my new position,” said Rhoda.
*“ And would yon rather not see your aunts
and cousins for a few days?” asked her
uncle. ‘
“Very much rather,” was the reply.
“It shall be as ‘you please. I thought you

might be lonely with no compauy but mine.” -

Later in the morning Mr. Dalton went to
his place of business, and Rhoda tricd to
occupy herself in reading. Her mind soon
wandered ; she grew restless, and, closing the
book, she scét herself to explore the house.
Entering one of the parlors, she found Mrs.
Hawthorne enguged in superintending the
arrangement of the room.

“Well soon have it-in order,” she said,
- after a wospectful greeting. “If you've a
mind to look about the house, I'll be glad to
show you,” she added, as, with a parting in-
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junction to the servant, she closed the door
behind them. ] :

Mrs. Hawthorne enjoyed this exhibition,
which reflected so much credit upon her
house-keeping, while Rhoda was quick to see
and appreciate the excellence in this depart-
ment, The last room entered seemed to
Rhoda the most pleasant of all. Tt wasin a
wing of the main building, overlooking the
garden, where choice fruit was ripéning in
the warmth of a September sun. An Ing-
lish ivy was trained across the windows and

‘luxuriated in a sunny corner, where its ten--

drils twined sround a light framework of
canes. 4

*This is my room,” said Mrs. Hawthorne,
“and the ivy is a great pet of my husbhand’s,
It’s a bit of the old country just here with #s,

. and makes it seem like home. Will you

please to sit down here?” she asked, after
enlarging upon the beauty of this trailing
plant, which to every English heart is
eloquent of home and fatherland.

Rhoda accepted the proffered seat, a low

L]
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rocking-chair by the side of a table, on which

. were a work-basket and Bible., 1 would
like to stop if I shall not be in your way,”
she said. | -

“ Never in my way,” was the reply. “I'll
always be glad to see you here.”

Then the two chatted pleasantly until Mrs,
Hawthorne was obliged to look after. some
household work, and Rhoda - went to her
chamber.

She knew she would be expected to dress

~for the late dinner with her unecle. Il
never get used to it,” she said to herself.
“Nothing to do bat dress and undress. I
wonder if that is spending life profitably 77

Notwithstanding this, she was gratified
with her reflection in the mirror, and smiled
back to the well-dressed woman,

As my readers will bave observed, Rhoda

" Smith bad improved much in her use of
language since we first .made bher acquaint-
ance, Mr. Gray had said that she was a
good scholar when in school; but her advan-
tages bad been limited, while hard work had
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exhaunsted both her time and strength.  After
she left school she scidom opened a beok,

-and, surrounded as she was by uneducated

people, she acquired théir rude, ungrammat-
ical modes of expression.

Bt this never troubled her; indeed, she
was hardly conscious of it until her first visit
to Amy Hill, when every word from this
gentle teacher seemed like music to her

~quickened sensibilities,

In trying to analyze this influence, she in-
stinctively recognized the contrast hétween
the differont construction of sentences and
use of words. Her thoughts once dirceted to
the subject, she observed the conversation of
individuals with a view to her own improve-
ment, determined to be more egreful of her
words in future. ’

The teacher of the school in Mr, Gray's

-district that winter was one who laid great

stress upon the proper use of language,
and the children were constantly repeating at
home the lessons they learned in school.
Their grammars, too, were studied in the
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evening, and, the rules applied in such a man-
ner ag to be easily understood.

“1 should like ‘to study grammar with
you,” said Rhoda, when they were all gath-
ered around the table.

“I might as well join the class too,” suid
Mr. Gray. “There wasn't much attention
puid fo grammar when I was a boy.”

The children were delighted at the pros-
pect of having two grown-up scholars, and
graminar lessons became quite an institution
in the family. In connection with these, the
dictionary wis thoroughly studied, and woe
be to the one who was caught tripping in
pronunciation.

This, besides bringing Rhoda into sympa-
thy with the children, was of great advantage
to her personal appearance. She no longer
~ used old-fashioned modes of expression, or,
if she inadvertently let them slip, sho was
sure to be reminded of her fault, This she
always received with good nature, and often
with some dmusing remark, which?repaid the
children for  watching Aunt Rhoda.” When
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her uancle came she made a . still greater
effort to “talk by rule,” and had the satis-
faction of feeling that she was not likely
to shock his good taste by her uunskilled

speech.

Among those things which she had her-
self provided for her journey were a gram-
mar and dictionary, packed in the very
bottom of her trunk, to be brought out when-
ever occasion might require. She would

. need them both whenever she should write

the letter that was to be read in Mr. Gray’s

 family,

Elsie, who bad a great curiosity in regard
to the world outside her own observation,
was anxious that this letter should contain a
description of all the places and all the people
she should see duving her journey. *And
be sure to tell us all about Uncle William’s
house,” she added, in a whisper. I wigh T
could see all the nice things there.” .

Pens, ink, and paper, with two books for
consultation, lay before her, and she com-
menced the letter. The first few lines were -
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written, each stroke made ‘with the greatest
care, yet, by no means satisfying the writer,’
and she Iaid it astde, convinced that there
were some things to be learned besides gram-

mar and the dictionary.

Dinner with her uncle was more pleasant
than she had anticipated, and the ceremony
less irksome. He was happy in having her
with him, and quite satisfied with her appear-
ance. His business had been well managed
during his absence, and, although he still
mourned the loss of wiferand children, his
home seemed more cheerful than for many
months, '

He had thought often of bis nicee doring
the day, wondering how she had employed
her time, and anxious that she should find
everything pleasant. “I have seen some of
our relatives, and they will call upon you in
a few days,” he said, when the servant had
left the room, and he wag sipping his wine,
“T told them you were nob quite well at
present.  Was that true?” he asked, smil-
ing.
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“It was true yesterday,” she replied. ©I
am better to-day,— so well that T have com-
meneed a letter to Mrs. Gray, swhich is to
contain my entire experience since I left her
Liouse.” : '

“ Writing so soon ! ” exclaimed Mr, Dalton.
“You will hardly do us justice now. Wait
until you sre’ hetter aequainted.”

“U will try to do you justice,” answered
Rhoda. It will tuke several days to write
my letter, so I shall have anple time to be-
come acquainted.  You know writing is not
one of my accomplishents.” )

“I know very little about ‘that; but I can
teslify to some of your accomplishments,
such as nursing aud - cooking, and there are
times when these are worth more than all
others.  If I shoald have another illness like
thitt of last summer, I should certuinly think

] B

S0.

Rhoda acknowledged this delicate compli-
ment, which was really lier due, and which,
as wus intended, gave lLer more selftconfi-
dence. She had onee been of service to her
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uncle, and the time might come when he
would need her again.

When the hour came for retiring that '

night, she congratulated herself that one day
was well over, while the - next seemed less
‘formidable. She was refreshed by a night
of quiet sleep. The morning was one of sun-
shlne but clouds soon obseured the light, and
to Rhoda the change seemed an emblem of
her life. She had forgotten the. preceding
morning, when rain and’ darkness had given
place to a brilliant noon.
She devoted considerable of the day to
. reading; studied a little, and took a more
Jeisurely survey of the part of the house she
was expected to oecupy. Her uncle, whose
improved health prompted to unusual ac-
tivity, was away until the dinner hour.
*You will find something in the library,
‘which T bought for you,” he then said.
“ What is it ?” asked Rhoda, impulsively.
“ Wait and see,” was the laughing reply:
«Tt is something I am sure you need, and
which T hope you will like.”
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“There is nothing I need except Work ”
answered Rhoda.

“Then your wants are all supplied. You
:{:ve certainly had enough of work for one
e.” .

"But,.uncle, you can't expect me to hé
happy with nothing to do. I brought some
yarn with me, but I am saving that to knit
in the long Wmtér evenings. ‘It will never
do for me to be so idle.” )
| 't Idleness will not injure you for a
wh:le, and I've no doubt when the winter
evenings come you will find enough to oc-
cupy your time.”

In talking and thinking of this, Rhoda
fortrot the present she was to receive until she

- entered the library. There the first object

which met her swht was an elegant writing-

« 'I‘Ins is for you,” said her uncle; “and I |
am very much mistaken if it is not just wlmt'
you need. T ordered it to be well supplied
with writing materials,” he added. |

Rhoda, quite dazzled by th ift,
7 u y the costly gift,
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expressed her thanks in a somewhat confused
manner. ‘

The next duy Mrs. Hawthorne tild her
. that the room Mrs. Dalton and her dauwhtels
had called *the retreat” was now in order.
# Tye freshened it up a bit,” she said ; “and
you'll find it pleasant. Mistress used to sit
there mostly when there was no company, and
the young ladies were a good deal with her.”

The room was fresh and bright as could be
desired, too richly furnished to seem quite .
homelike to Rhoda; but she was fast becom-
ing accustomed to rich furniture and luxuri-
ous surroundings.

She carried her writing-desk to this room,
and spent considerable time in an effort to
" . copy a specimen of fine penmanship, which,

by some means, had found its way into the

desk, Thus ocoupled the hours flew switt-
ly, and that evening ‘she gratlﬁed her uncle
1y telling him that he had supplied one of

her greatest needs.
- The days went by, and there was a great

* curiosity among the Dalton relatives to see
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pltr heroine. . W:Llam, being the eldest, a'nd
generally considered the most wealthy, was
treated with much deference by the f: amily
and since the death of his wife and chlldrcn’
therc had been a good deal of speculation 11;
regard fo the probable disposition of lns
property.

No one of his relatives Imew that he had
any ides of seeking out his country niece.
It was by little less than an accident that he
learned of her existence. A gentleman of
his acquaintance, in speaking of a proposed
business {four, incidentally mentioned his
native town as one of the plices where ‘he

‘ should stop.

“I wish you would inguire if there is a
Rhoda Smith living there,”” said Mr. Dalton
and this name was written in the memor apflun;
of his friend.

He asked the question when he reached the .
town, and made a note of the information he
received ; which information he transmitted to -
Mr. Dalton. Again he resolved, as he kad

- often done before, to write and learn some-




" 298 OUT OF THE FIRE.

thing more definite in regard to her; but |

again he delayed. ,

The death of his wife and children left him
quite alone, and, his bereavement having
quickened his sense of duty, he had sought

his niece as I have before related. - '
 Mrs. Hawthorne, who had been devotedly
attached to Mira Dalton, was very desirous
that her daughter should acquit herself cred-
itably in the presence of her more favored
relatives. Having lived in the family for so
many years, and being a close observer of
manners, she knew what points would seem
to them of most importance.

When . they made their first calls after
Rhoda’s arrival, she arranged a dainty lunch
“such as- her former mistress would have or-

dered, and then assist'ed. in the serving.

Whatever could be done by a mere house-
keeper was done by Mrs. Hawthomne.
Various were the comments made upon
this visit, and many the criticisms bestowed
upon * Cousin Rhoda.” _ :
* Not so awkward as I expected,” said one.
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“She has’ the family look,” said another.
“ And the family pride,” added the third.

** She is well-enongh,” remarked one of the
cousiny, who laid claim to superior intelli-
gence; “but she is not entertaining in con-
versation.” = ‘

As to face and figure, they were of the
same opinion with Mr. Dalton, while they
were unanimous in admiring ber magnificent
hair, Well and richly dressed, as she wonld
be in that house, no one could call her dowdy
or old-fashioned.

She, too, formed her own estimate of them
while they were so freely 'discussing her
merits. - '

In consideration of the deaths which had
80  recently transpired, the house was not
opened to receive general company; but a
few family friends called to make the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Dalton’s niece.

She, having mo particular fancy for sight-
seeing, took most of her out-door exercise in
the garden, for the first few weeks ; but, after
that, her uncle insisted that she should ride,

4
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and return the calls she had received. THe
sometimes accompanied her, but more often
she went alone, until gome of her cousins
decided it would be best to show hLer more
positive attention.

Then they were always ready to go with
her, and often really burdened her with their
presence. It was not possible that they
could have many tastes in cornmon 3 but this
intercourse was, in one way, very advan-

tageous to Rhoda, who always used her eyes .

and cars to the best advantage.
~ When the weather grew cooler, giving
notice of winter’s approach, her uncle re-
minded her that it would be necessary to
make some additions to her wardrobe, und
gave her a generous supply of money for that
purpose. “You will do well to ask your
Aant Lanra to accompany you in your shop-
ping excursions,” he said, “She has good
taste in matters of dress.” :
* Aunt Laura” was quife too showy and
haughty a woman to be a pleasant companion
- for Rhoda; and, although her mother’s only
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sister, she seemed almost to ignore the rela-
tionship. An opporfunity, however, soon
occeurred, when it was convenient for this
aunt, Mrs. Fulton, to make use of her broth-
er’s carrigge, and Rhoda proposed that they -
do some shopping.

Mrs. Fulton, who, next to buying elegant
goods, enjoyed examining them, graciously
accepted the invitation of her niece, and led
the way to the most fashionable stores, where
the costliest fabrics were exhibited by obse-
quious clerks.

Ehoda was e‘{pected to have very little
voice in this selection; and, in deference to
her uncle, she allowed her companion to
make most of the purchases. She spent,
that morning, what would once have seemed
to her a small fortune: but circumstances
demanded conformity to the wishes of

others.

To say that she was really happy in her
preseut home would not be true. Her
habits were too firmly established to be easily
chano‘ed Active life, with some future duty
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beckoning her ever on, was necessary to her
happiness.

Her thoughts often reveried to the friends
ghe had lefﬁ, and the long letters written and
received served to keep each wall advised of
the other. -

Mrs. Gray made a visit to Amy Hill for
the purpose of giving;' Rhoda a particular ac-
count of her condition, which was far more
favorable than could bave been expected.
She had never been so well as during the
autumn months, and her heart was overflow-
ing with gratitude. The promise of an abun-
dant harvest had been more than realized.

“I am trying to write a letter to Rhoda

Smith,” s2id Amy. “Tt is so long since T

have written at all that I make poor work of
it; but I hope to finish it in a few days. I
wish to tell her how well and how rich we
are. We never expected to see such days as
these. Itis all because the Lord has cared
for us,” she added.

This letter was, at length, completed, and
in dune time, reached its destination, where it
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was read with great interest. No letter had
ever given Rhoda so much pleasure as this.
She sympathized with the writer in her feel-
ings of tihankfulness, and appreciated the
details of the harvest. The bounteous stores
of nature’s goods which had Deen lavished
upon her friends gladdened her own heart.
Every one rejoiced at the result of “ Wid-
ow Lunt’s farming,” and the last day’s work
was as freely given as the first. There was

~more than could be well housed upon the

premises, and Mr. Felton took the surplus
at a fair price. '

Dexter Rollins, who had moved from the
house where we first saw him, wis now one
of Mrs, Lunt’s nearest necighbors, and most
reliable friends. He was never so busy but
he could find time to go there, and never so
tired but he was ready to perform any labor
that would add to the comfort of Amy Hill
or her aunt. :

His garden had been productive and his
labor remunerative, so that he was able to
make.good provision for the winter. A year
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befme his presence was considered a curse
‘to any neighborhood ; but he was ghdly wel-
comed to his new home, 7

The * temperance spell,” of which Reuben
Smith had spoken with a sneer, was not yet
ended, and there had been mo necessity for
replacing the brown jug. Little Mercy no
longer concealed herself under the bed at his
approach, but, on the contrary, sprang to his
arms with a cry of joy, while,he pressed her
to his heart with a feeling of gratitude that
his hand had not doomed her to a life of suf.
- fering.

~ But prosperity was not the universal rule

in this country town. Lang still plied his
trade of drunkard-making, and found pat-
rons. Many a poor womsan was obliged to
submit to great pnvatwn that her hasband
might take his deam in the bar-room, and
many a child went without needed food and
clothing that her father might have the
means of gratifying a hellish appetlte

" There had been a temperance organization

in the town, but it was la.nf’ulbh}.ll" and the
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rumseller had little positive opposition to
encumber. There were those who p.asseél
him by on the other side whenever it was
possible ; yet, so long as the receipts of his
business were not dlmmished he was satis-
ﬁc%exter Rollins had speut a great deal of
time and money in his house, and, whencver

he dbsented himself for a fow days, or weeks,

he was sure to come back with increased
means and appetite. When Lang heard from

" Reuben Smith that Dec had broken his jug

and sworn off, he felt certain that his old cus-
tomer would soon get tived of ‘that way of
living. i

" *Hell get dry enough, before' Iong,” he
shidd, when speaking of him. You may de-—

~ pend on that, We shan’t lose his company.”

“«Don’t be too sure,” replicd a man who
held a half-emptied glasgs in hig hand. ) “1
saw him yesterdey, and had a talk With' hlr.n;
it's my opinion he won't patronize this bar
any more. He’s a fool if he does. Fcltlo’n
says he’s the best workman in town, and it’s
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. a shame for him to pour his wages down his
throat.” ‘
The accupants of the bar-room looked at
the speaker in astonishment. He had been
one of Dexter Rollins’ boon companions, al-

ways ready for a drunken carouse, and ignor-

ing every claim of wife and children.

“Seems to me that’s queer talle for you,”
said one. “You're a pretty good match for’

Dec, yourself. If there's any fool about it,
you haint much to brag-of.”

* Gruess youw're right there,” he replied,
setting down his glass. * As to that matter
we're all fools.”

Lang, who had at first considered this tem-

perance speech amusing, was getting some-
what angry, as was manifest by his impatient
drumming upon the counter. © Better drink
your liguor,” he said at length, *You'll feel
better after that.” '
* The man thus addressed showed no incli-
nation to heed this advice, and the silence
was getting oppressive, when one asked who
had been talking to Rolling.
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*“ Somebody who has a perfect right to talk,”
replied his old companion, .Enos Grimes.
* Sumebody, tao, who’s good enough to have
her words of some account.”

* Her words,” repeated the landlord, scorn-
fully. *“So it’s a woman, is it? Women arc

- generally at the bottom of most of the mis-

chicef in this world.” .

* You think so, don’t you?” asked Grimes,
fiercely. *“Well, I don't,” he added, without
waiting for a reply. . “ Liquor’s at the bottom
of a good desl of nischief, and the men drink
most of that.” :

“Well, Grimes, let that go, now. You

haven’t told us who talked to Dec.. Perhaps
yow'd better go to her and got a sermon your-
self.” :
“ Yes, go,” said Lang, whose patience was
now entirely exhausted. Bt you might as
well let us know who the woman is, so wo
can go to her when we get ready to come
under petticoat government.”

Luos Grimes looked around the room with
the air of one who was making an estimate

+
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of those before him, saying, deliberately, ** I

wouldn’t speak her name here. She is too

good to be talked of by such men as we are.”
Then, turning to Lang, he added, “:Gruess i1
try Dec’s plan a while. So, here goes;™

and the glass was emptied of its eontents in -

a way that injured no one but an unfortunate

chicken, who was under the window at the |

time.
“ Might have given that to me if you didn’t

want it yourself,” exclaimed an old man, who,

a short time before, had vainly urged Lavg
to give him credit for “ just one glass.”

X might, but I didn’t, and Pm glad of it,”
was the reply. *Just tell me how much of a

charge you've got asainst me, and Il pay -

it,” he said to the landlord.

“ Buppose you've got money enough for
that?” asked a farmer, coming in at that
moment.

“Gruess g0, answered Grimes. * I've been
to work lately, and, if Lang makes an honest
bill, I can pay.it.” .

Lang was too shrewd to wish to make a
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settlement at that time. *I can't stop to

reckon up the account this morning,” he
said. I haint posted my books: for several -
days.”

i haint had anythinofheré for two weeks,
.80 the. posting dou’t make any differcuce. -
Just walk up to the desk, and let’s know how
much T've got to pay for the cursed stuff.

: Now or never.” .

Thus urged, the landlord could no longer
refuse, and, after turning the leaves of his
ledger nervously f'or 2 ghort time, he told
the amount of the hill.

. Guess that's a dollar move’n it ought to.
be; but I can afford to- ‘pay it, seeing it’s the
last.” ‘

“T declare, that’s the first settlement T've
had for a week,” said Lang, changing his tac-
tics. Il treat all round for that. Walk
up,’ gentlemen, and call for just what you
like,” he added, clinking the money in his

‘hand.  © Come, Girimies, take a parting glass.

You know we've always been good friends.”
“Guess you think I've been talking bun-
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combe just to see how ’twould sound,” re-
plied the man. “Youre mistaken there.
I've nothing special against you except your

busmesq ; but I won't take that glass till the :

next time I call.”

Lang was disappointed in the resu]t of his
plans. Ho had hoped that Grimes would
join them in drinking, and thus give the lie
to his words, Instead of this he walked out,
leaving bLis glass untouched, while others

. drank the liquor with great relish.

“ Made a fool of myself that time,” thought
the landlord. ** But Grimes paid the bill ; so
that’s one consolation.” ‘

.On his way home, Grimes met Dexter Rol
lins, and the two had a long, earnest conver
sation. **How are things at home?” asked
Rollins.

“Bad enough, I guess. The fact is, I
don’t know much about it, When I came

away this morning, Mary Ann asked me to

bring home some flour. She said there was
a good deal needed ; but the baby began to
cry, and I did’t stop to hear any more. Our
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supper was poor enough last night, and we
didn’t have much of a breakfast.”

“You didn’t get the flour?”

“No, I forgot it. -(GGuess that’s something
of & lie,” he added ; “for I didp’t mean to get
it when she asked me. I was bound for a
drunk.”

*But you changed your mmd »

“1 should. think I did. . It looks like it,

* and I guess I'd better go back to Starkey’s if
T've got any money.”

He emptied his poekets, and found enough

‘to pay for a few groceries, do turned back

with his friend.

Lang saw them coming down the village
street, and went to the door to invite them in.
Much to his chagrin, they passed by on the
other side, never once looking towards the
house where they had wasted so much precxous
time. Defeated again. :

When the two men started for home, each
carried as much as he could well Iﬁauage.'
Starkey had given Knos Grimes as much
credit as he desired; and his wife was as

16 '
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much astonished as any poor woman could
be, who had expected blows, yet 1ecewed
food and kind words.

“That is good mews,” said Aunt Lizzie
Balch, when her son told her of Enos Grimes’
resolution to lead a better life.

“It is good news, and I trust he’ll perse-
vere,” was the reply. **Dec Rollins Lus him

~under his eye, and will keep him straight if
anybody can. I wish somebody could start
Reuben Smith on another track., He drinks
and smokes, and smokes and drinks, from
one week'’s end to another, until he’s com-
pletely stupefied with rum and tobacco.”

“There don't seem to be much hope for
him, unless something wakes him up, and I
don’t know but ’twould take a thunderbolt to
do that.”

."Pretty near that, mother,” replied M.
Baleh. “If he was stripped of everything,

without so much as a shelter for his head, he |

might begin to think.”
Not a thunderboelt from heaven, but hiy
own carelessness; left him in this position.
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One night, in the early part of December, he
eame from the village at a late hour, in his

fusnal drowsy state. Just before leaving

Lang’s he had refilled his pipe; and, of
course, smoked until ready for bed.

About one oclock, he was roused from
sleep by his wife’s ery of fire. Even then he
stopped to rub his eyes before he fairly
opened them; but this was his bnly delay.
He was, for once, fully awake. He rushed:
out, shouting for help at the top of his voice.

The barn was euvéloped in flames, and a
strong wind blowing towards the house.
Already some burning brands had fallen

upon the roof, and the dry shingles wero be-

ginning to' crackle and blaze. . At sight of
this, the voice of Reuben Smith again rang
out upon the night air, and this time it was
heard by Lizzie Balch,.who, springing from
her bed in fright, roused every member of
the family by her shrill eries.

Whilte her husband was calling on others
for help, Mrs. Smith was trying to help her-
self. Partially dressing, she began collect-

1
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ing what was most valuable in the house.
Bedding and clothing were brought from the
low chamber, every corner of which was
lighted," and by the time Reuben came in,
a2 huge bundle was ready, which must be
carried beyond reach of the fire.

“Be quick about it,” she said. “We can't
stay here long.”

Mr. Balch, and a young man working for
him, made all possible haste to the scene of
disaster, and reached there in time to assist in
gaving some of the contents of the house.
There had been no thought of trying to save
the house, and probably such an effort would
have been useless.

- Without a shelter for his head.” This

was the condition of Reuben Smith. Only a
heap of blackened ruins marked the spot
where his home had been. In the cold, gray
morning, surrounded by many of his towns-
men, ho looked upon the scene of desolation.

There was much questioning in regard to
the origin of the fire, and many surmises as
to how it might have happened. *Were
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you in the barn last night, after you came
home?” asked one and another.

The reply to. this was invariably in the
nedaﬁve, and Reuben: Smith told the truth;
but had he been answering upon oath in re-
gard to the cause of the fire, he would have
felt obliged to acknowledge that, although
not in the barn, he was in the horse-‘:hed
ad_]ommd the- barn.

While there, by some accldent his pipe

was knocked from his mouth. Glad. that it
was not broken, he never thought of looking -
to see if some spark had failen into the
straw, but replaced his plpe and went to the,
house.

“Were the horse and cow burned in tho

bharn?” asked one who came galloping up

after every one else had discussed the whole
matter,
- ®“No, indeed. They wan’t near the barn,”
was the reply. :
*Where then?” asked the astonithed
questioner.
* Down in the lot, safe and sound as ever.”
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“What! turned out at this time of year?”

“To be sure. That is of a piece with all
Smith’s management, and they’re about as
well off there as they would have been in
the barn. There’s an old sheep-shed down
by the great rock, and a hay-stack not far
off, so they’d get enough to eat.”

* Lost your pipe, too, haint you, Reuben?"”
said one disposed to be facetious,

*“ Small loss,” responded another, < There’s
plenty more fo bLe had, and they don’t cost
much either.”

What had been saved was strewed on the
sides of the road for some distance, — baskets,
boxes, and bundles mingled in strange confu-
sion. Mrs. Smith, after vainly endeavoring
to improve their arrangement, was persuaded
to go home with Mrs. Balch.

Aunt Lizzic endeavored to comfort her in
her misfortune, but she was answered only
with tears and lamentations.

. “Tm afraid you don’t feel right about this,”
said the old lady, kindly. “You ought fo
“be thankful that- your lives are spared.

e ot
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You’ll have enourrh to keep house with.
You needu’t worry about that.”

“I've no house to keep,” exclaimed the
homeless woman; “but that's n small part
of my trouble. The fire -haint made much
difference, — only taken it a little sooner, and
it wight as well come now as ever.” ‘

No direct reply was made to this. Every-
body kuew that Reuben Smith was deeply in
debt, and dependent upon the mercy of his
creditors. -Many of - these had met that
morning, drawn together by the unnsual occur-
rence, and Luther Balch, always acting
promptly and decidedly, spoke to them in
behalf of the unfortunate man.

" We must waive our claims upon him for
the present, and give him a fair chance to
recover from this,” he said.

“It’s no use to do anything for him,” an-
swered a hard-fuced man, whose only virtue
was that of temperance., “Hell drink up
everylhing he can get, and I want my money

. for my own use. I've waited for it long
enough.”
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“ How much does he owe you'f‘” asked an
- old man at his side.

The sum was so insignificant that the debt-
or was ashamed to state it, and left " for
home.

“ We mu.st do more than give him a ckance,”
said the old man.” * We must give him sub-
stantial aid, and I move that Luther Balch

~ take the matter in hand and see what is best.

It’s no time now to talk about bad habits

and shiftlessness,”

This suggestion was received with favor,
all present pledging themselves to aid in the
good worlk,

Reuben Smith had been to look after his
horse and cow, thus giving an opportunity
for this conversation. When he. returned,
the men began to disperse, and he was soon
left with only Mr.. Baleh and Uncle Turner,
the old man who had spoken in his behalf.

“ Well, Reuben, this is one of the way-
marks in your life,” he said. “It seems
some like 2 stopping-place too. You won'
be likely to forget it very soon.” .
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“I shan't ever forget it,” was the reply.
* Likely not. I know it’s hard; buot you
must keep up good courage, and go to work,

. T
determined to make up your loss. We are

all ready to help you; but we don’t want to

pay any rum bills.”

- This last was said in a fone little above a

whisper, and in the same low voice was

asked the question, * Don't you think it’s

time now for you to stop drinking? ¥ .
* Guess ’tis,” was the reply. *Guess

twas o good while ago, and I knew it, but

I didn’t stop.”

* Will you stop now?” asked hig fuend

* Gruess I'd better.not ngake many prom-
ises,” answered- Reuben, “and then I shan’t
break any.” ]

“We'll go down and have some breakfast
now,” said Mr. ‘Balch, as Uncle Turner got
into his wagon to drive away. “I feel the.
need of some myself, and I rather think you
do.” y
His companion protested that he had no
wish for breakfast, but he would not accept
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the excuse. They walled slo“ly away,
Reuben custing many a lingering look be-
hind him.

Breakfast was waiting, and the whole
family welcomed him. He was urged to cat;
but the food choked him. “You must eat,”
said Aunt Lizzie, “There’s a great deal to

be done and thought of to-duy; you must

“both eat. Be thankful for the present, and
trust for the future. There’s always a way
out of trouble if we do tho best we can.”

* Mother is vight,” said her son. * There’s

a way out of this trouble, and I have ﬁuth to -

believe we shall find it.” -
“I wish I had faith,” responded Mus.

Smith, bruken]y “It might give me a little*

courage.”
Reuben said nothing; but he closed his

lips firmly, and his eyes had a wide-awake '

look, very different from their usual sleepy
expression,

Breakfust over, then came family worship,
~ which here was never omitted.. After this
there was o consultation in regard to what
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was best to do.  Mr. Balch offered his guests
a home until they could find some permanent

accommodation; but Reuben thought they

had better move directly into the old house
Dexter Rollins had left.
“It’s a poor place, I know,” he said.
* Byt it’s better than none, and convenient to
my work. Do you feel willing to go there 7 .
be asked, turning to his wife.
~ * Anywhere,” she replied. *It don’t make

. any difference to me, only I should like to

get wy things together somewhere, | There
aint many of them, but I want to kcep what
there are loft.
o Then, if that’s the thipg to be done, well -
move your goods right up this-morning,
and do what we can towards making the
house comfortable,” said Mr. Balch, cheer-
fully.

* Gyuoss we ought to sce the ‘owner about
it first,” suggested Reuben.

“No need of that,” responded his host.
<Pl take the responsibility. He'll be glad

enough to have a tenant.”
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. '.' T'd better go up now,” said Mrs. Smith,
rising. f

“Not till I am ready to go with you,” re-
plied Mrs. Balch.- '

" You can go any time, mother,” said

& .Mary. ) Lizzie and I can do all the work
if grandmother will only oversee it g lit:
tle.”

“Yes, you can go,” added grandmother,
“That is, if Samantha thinks she must 2o.
Seems to me she’d better wait a while, bl::t I
suppose she feels anxious to find out what
there is left.”

George was soon ready with the horse and
wagon, and the two women started for the
old house.  As they passed the smonldering
ruins Mrs. Smith began to weep, but Gem'ﬂ:
called her attention to a pig that seemed z;o
be exploring the premises. “Ig that your
pig?” he asked. ‘ ~

“It looks like it,” she replied. *Yt must
be,” she added, after a moment’s scrutiuy.

- “I supposed that had gone with everything
else.” i
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“Yowre so much better off than you ex-
pected,” said Mrs, Baleh. * That will be
qﬁite an addition to your living. If Rhoda
was here, she’d eall it a good sign.”

The hens were next observed, scratching
for a living as usual. '

®*Your live stock have escaped. That's
fortunate,” said Mrs. Balch, anxious to pre-

. sent the Dbright side of the picture. When
they reached their destination, she saw a
bright side, even there. The house was clean
with the exception of the dust collected since
it had been vacated. ‘

There was some dry wood.near the door,
with which a blazing fire was soon made, and
when the first load of goods had. been ar-
ranged it really seemed quite cheerful.

There was busy work that morning, and,
before any one had thought of dinner, the
horn sounded. *That .means dinner,” said
" Mr. Baleh, “We'll go down now and leave

Goorge to watch the fire. T suppose you can
wait,” Le added to the boy, who could always
do whatever his father desired. * Perhaps
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Tlt send up Lizzie if you'd like her com-
pauy.”

Lizzie was very glad to go;so taking -

basket, containing dinner enough for herself
and for her brother, she made her way up

the hill. Stopping to look at the ruins, she’

forgot her errand until a shiiil whistle was
heard. ‘

George had seen her from the window, and,
_ although willing to wait for his dinner, if
necessary, he thought Lizzie could afford to
postpone her sight-sesing = while. A

* There, I'm all out of breath,” she ex-
claimed, when she gave him the basket. “I
know you must be hungry, but I didn’t think
anything about it when I got to the fire,
Isn’t it dreadful?”

“ What, the fire or the dinner ! T asked her
brother, laughing. ,

“The fire, to bé sure. I guess you’ll think
the dinner is pretty good. Ma1y and I
- cooked it.”

“It s good,” he replied, when he had
tested its merits. . “ But did you leave any at
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home? You must have brought away a large
share of it.”

“You'd better ask the folks about that,
when they come back,” said Lizzie, with a
significant toss of her head. ' ,

An abundance of good things crowned the
table at home, and this time they were
appreciated. Mr, and Mrs. Smith ate
heartily, praising the skill of the young
girls. ‘

Reuben was very impatient to go back to
bis work so soon as dinner was over; but

Aunt Lizzie insisted that he‘ should rest a

while.

“I am going up myself, pretty soon,and
see what can Be done with that apology for a
barn,” said Mr. Balch. " Your horse and cow
must have some kind of shelter.”

“I've been thinking about them,” answered

-their owner; “and —”

“Thero’s Lang,” interrupted Aunt Lizzie, -
ag some one drove to the door.

® (Guess it’s me he s after, said Reuben
‘Smith, as his host went out to meet the rum-
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seller. * Your folks don’t have much to do
with him.” '

“No,” replied the old lady. “Luther hasa
poor opinion of him and his business.”

Lang had called to see Mr. Smith, ag he
* informed Mr. Balch. “He had a little busi-
ness that way, and thought he’d like to see
his old friend, after his misfortune. “I sup-
pose we'd better all take hold and give him 2
life.” '

“I hope everybody will feel inclined to help
him,” was the reply. “His creditors that I
have seen are willing to wait for what he

owes them, and now, il he’ll let drink alone,

he may get along.”

The rumseller scowled at this, and again
asked for Mr. Smith, when Mr, Balch went
into the bouse. '

“Do you owe that man?” he asked his

guest,

“Yes, wasg the reply “ Pretty deep, too,.

I guess.”
¢ He’ll probably call for his pay ught off.”
* Guess he will. He aint one to wait. "
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- “Well, don’t make any promises this morn-
ing.” .

“ Not one to that man,” answered Reuben,
emphatically. *“1’ve made enough to him.”

Mr. Lang’s interview with his old friend
was short, and the result soon known. He
had hardly turned his horse when his debtor
was in the house. ‘

* Short scitlement that,” said Mr. Ba,lcﬁ.

“ Guess “twill be a long one before we get
throagh. Langs worge than I thought he
was.”

“1 always told you he was a bad man.

~ What has happened now to open your eyes?”

“Guess he don’t want anything said about
it,” replied Reuben. “It won’t do any hurt
to tell of it here, and I don’t care if it does.
I never mean to ask any more favors of -
him.”

“Did you ever get any favors from him?”
asked Aunt Lizzie.

*He calls them s0,” answered the exmtejl

man. * He wants me to pay him the first o

January. Says he’ll knock off ten dollars
17
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from the bill if I will, and subscribe some-
thing handsome for me besides.”

*What did you tell him?” asked hLis wife.

“Told him I hadn’t any money ; but he said
I should have some given fs({/me and then I
could pay up. Guess he’ll wait a while.
He’s had a good deal of my money first and
last. He dido’t feel right when he went
away, and he’ll make me trouble yet.”

“He’s made trouble enough already,” said
Samantha. “1 wish lie'd go where you
couldn’t see him again.” :

*So that’s his game, is it?” exclaimed Mr.
Balch, after some consideration. *Now; if
you'll follow my advice, I’ll guarantee that
you won't have any trouble with Lancr and
he'll wait for his pay just as long as you say.”

*TH do it,” replied Reuben. < If there’s

any way to get rid of him, I should like to

know what ’tis.”

The afternoon was too short for all that
was necessary to be done, but night found
Mr. and Mrs. Smith settled in their new
_home. By the generosity of their neighbors

T T AN S A
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their pantry was filled to overﬂowmg, and in
the cellar was a good supply of vegetables.
No'rum, no tobacco; and if Reuben Smith

- followed the advice of his best friends, these

would never again find a place in his home.




VI

#Through all our land the ery goes up .
From humble oot and lordly home;
Death Iurks within the poisoned cup,
And he who drinks shall seal his doom.”

Tur New Year had come, and with it work
for Rhoda Smith. Her uncle was smitten
down with. paralysis, and lay, for several
days, in a half-unconscious state, seeming to

recognize no one but his niece. 'When she
was beside him he rested quietly, and, without
& thought for herself, she watched over him
day and night. When first he could express

his wants by signs she alone understood him ;

and, when able to speak, it was her quick ear
-which caught the broken words.’

“Master would die without her,” said Mrs.

Hawthorne to her husband. “8he’s more to
bim now than his own children would have
been. She knows what to do better than fine

. ladies.”
260
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“I hope she’ll be well paid for it,” was the
reply. " It’s not easy to watch and serve as
she does. I mind she’s getting thin.”

Others beside the gardener could see this.
The physician who attended Mr. Dalton re-
monstrated with her. “Your uncle will al-
ways need care,” he said. “If you break
down now, you will be obliged to leave him
entirely.,” .

Robert Dalton, who lived in the same parg
of the city, called often to see his brother,
and, finding her always at’ her post, inquired

" when she slept.

“When my patient sleeps,” was the re-
ply.

Mus. Fulton, having an eye to the property
of her childless brother, sent each day to in-
quire for his health, besides making frequent
calls. v o '

These calls, however, always troubled him.
She came rustling into the room, elaborately
dressed, and overwhelming him with her pro-
testations of regard, while she never offered
to sit by him, even for an hour. Fortunately,
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her visits were short, to the relief of Rhoda,
as well as her uncle.

* She isn’t much like your mother,” he said
one day to his niece. *“Mira thought more
‘of others than herself, but Laurn cares for
dress and show.” T

'Not the least of Rhoda’s tasks was reading
aloud the daily paper, her uncle being unable
to read for himself. When she had finished
this, she was often entirely exhausted ; and,

at length Myrs. Hawthorne ventured to tell

* the.master,” as she called Mr. Dalton. ©1I

~ hope you'll not think me too bold, sir,” she

said, “but I've seen it a long time,-and I'm
Tfretted for fear youll lose her with the rest.
You might find a Jad who would read to you.
Perhaps, too, a servant could do some of the

things Miss Smith has taken on herself,” she .

added, wishing to present the whole sub~
ject. ‘ .

“I am very glad you have spoken of this;
I ought to have seen it myself, but I didn’t.
The next time Mr. Trull comes in Tl ask him
if he knows of any one I can get for a reader.
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I suppose there are servants enough in the
house.” , ,
“Sure there are, and glad fo wait upon
you. There’s a young lad, too, comes in
sometimes of an evening and reads to me.

Im thinking his mother would take it kind

of you if you would give him a trial. She
is a widow and has only her hands for sup-
port.” :

“Send him in to-morrow, and if he suits

" me I'll engage him.”

* I've been very selfish,” he said tc‘a‘ Rhoda, -
when she came in‘'soon after. “Mrs. Haw-
thorne has just told me that you are not
well. I ought to have known I was asking
too much of you. . We are going to have
you rest now, and let some one else read to
me.” :

Rhoda could not say that this was unneces-

-sary. She found her health failing under the’

long-continued draft upon her strength, and
was glad that the considerate kindness of
Mrs. Hawthorne had spared her the task of

~ communicating this to ber uncle.
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“You are nearly sick, Rhoda,” he said,
questioningly, after her somewhat evasive
reply to his first remarks. *Order the horses
and go over to Mrs. Fulton’s ; you have been

confined too closely.”

“I should prefer not to go out to-day My

head is aching, and sleep will be the best

. medicine for that.” _
*Then go and sleep; but first, let me see
how you look.” Rhoda knelt by the couch

on which her uncle was lying, while, with

hi{; dimmed eyes, he scanned her face..  * You
look sick, child,” he exclaimed. *It'is time
Mrs. Hawthorne spoke to me. Please ring
. the bell.,” !

- =T wish to see Mrs. Hawthorne,” he said
.to the servant, who answered the bell.

The house-keeperappeared directly. *Here -

is some one who needs the best care you can
lgwe her,” sald Mr. Dalton, pomtmg to his
niece.

“Bhe shall have it,” was the prompt reply
“I've seen that all along.” }

*Send for Dr. Payne, if necessary.”

e A H I
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* We'll try rest and good norsing first,”
gaid Mrs, Hawthorne. ‘ :

] need nothing but rest. I am ounly
tired, and shall soon be well as ever.” With

. this assurance, Rhoda left the room; but her

uncle looked after her anxiously, and in half
an hour sent a servant to ask if she was
better.

® Master's not in his best judgment to ask

so soon as this,” replied Mrs. Hawthorne.

* However, tell him she’s resting.”

Rhoda remained in her room several days,
and frequent messages from her uncle forbade
all anxiety on his account. The lad who had
been recommended to him as reader gave en-
tire satisfaction. ,

« Master's quite taken with him,” Mrs.
Hawthorne said to Rbhoda; “and I'm sure
you'll like him yourself. James Burton’s a
kind, honest lad, and a great comfort to his
mother, who has had trouble enough in her
day.” ‘

“ What trouble?” was asked.

. “The trouble many a poor woman has.
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Her husband took to -drinking and abused
her. He died a year ago, and I'm sure she
can’t mourn for him. She’s better off since.’

The listener wondered if this curse of
drunkenness was universal, a.nd‘if every-
where men squandered their wages, while
women wept and starved.

“Tts often so,” said her companion, in
answer fo a remark expressive of this feel-
ing. " DBut it's not always that starving
comes with drinking, There’s many a wretch-
ed home where there’s plenty. I've soen it
often. The rich suffer as well as the poor.

Thank God, my Thomas signed the pledge .

“before we were married! I'd not trust him
without.” -
* Then he doesn’t drink wine.”

“Never. He'd break his pledge if he did.
e tried to have young master give it up.’ "

Here the speaker paused abruptly, her face
flushing scarlet. ' ) |
“Who is Robert that Uncle William talks
about?” asked Rhoda. “Is it Uncle Rob-
ert?” :
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“I never hear him speak of any other
Robert,” replied the house-keeper. '
. Her companion was looking at her sharply
as she said this, and immediately proposed
another question. “IIad he ever a son? 1
think so,” she added.

‘While Mr. Dalton was sick at Mr. Gray’s,
in his delirium, he often talked of Robert;
sometimes coupling his name with endéaring

epithets, and sometimes with reproaéhes.

During his sickness in the winter, this same
name was often repeated, and in a way which
roused the curiosity of his niece.

_ She at first supposed her Uncle Robert was
the person intended, but within a few days
she had thought otherwise. Not considering
it improper to ask one who had been so long
in the family, the manner of Mrs. Hawthorne

satified her that her suspicions were correct.

Rhoda was soon left alone, and she then
occupied herself in recalling the eircumstan-
oes which had led her to suspect that her
Uncle William had once been the father of
a son Robert.
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If this were true, why was his name never -

mentioned as were those of the daughters?
Was he dead, or was he living, estranged

from his family ? These and many other ques-

tions were suggested.
She now remembered that, in the carly
part of their acquaintance, her Aunt Laura

had made somo remarks that were entively.

unintelligible, and, finding she was not under-
stood, immediately divected attention to an
object of absorbing iitterest. '

The family pride would forbid any revela-
tion .which might detract from its honor.

The Daltons claimed wealth and position as .

their inalienable right. Mira had lost both

through the dissipation of her hushand, and
her existence was henceforth ignored. |

~ Rhoda no longer wondered that she had

been allowed to remain unrecognized by

those upon whom she had & natural claim.

If there was a dark page in the history of

William Dalton’s life, it was carefully con-

cealed, and hers was not the hand to lift the
veil. '

- cultivated people. This could not but pro<
_duce a change ; yet the heart lessons she had
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- He was broken with age and grief. This

thought ever stayed the tide of feeling which

'~ the memory of early years awakened. She

was not faultless, that she should condemn
others. There had been deeper wrongs and
sadder lives than hers. Again and again she
repeated Aunt Lizzie’s words, *God knows
best.” :

- Her cousins said there had been a wonder-
ful improvement in her manners since she
came to the city, and mingled with refined,

learned in secret, with an opew Bible before

her, had far wmore infiuence. Humiliation

and ropentance for past ingratitude were
more potent than rules of etiquette,

In the early part of her uncle’s illness she
had received a letter, giving particulars of
the fire which had destroyed the house of
Reuben Smith. *Pm glad of it,” she said to
herself. *He needed something to give him
a shock, and if this don’t set him to "thinking
nothing will. If it wasnt for his wife, 1.
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should hope the people would leave him to
make up his own loss.” .

A second Tetter informed her that he was
hard at work, getting out Iumber for a new
house, and everybody was glad to help him.

“Heo has settled with Lang, and says there -

will never be another such bill against him,”
wrote Mra. Gray. “His wife rejoices with
. fear and trembling.”
It her days of rest Rhoda had time to think
of them, and give expression to her sympathy.
After all, it was no worse for Reuben Smith

to drink cheap liquors, than for another and

wealthier cousin to sip costIy wines. He
would have preferred choice cigars to a pipe
and coarse tobacco ; but, these being beyond
his means, was that any reason why he
shonld not solace himself with the substitate?
" There was always wine upon the dinner-
table when her uncle was present; and, in
most of the houses where she had visited, it
was considered indispensable. This surely

was not temperance,
The.evening after she had startled Mrs.
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Hawthorne by her abrupt inquiry, this wom-
an rapped at her door, *“I have come to an-
swer the question you asked me,” gshe said.
‘T would’t have spoken of it, for master for-
bade a word being said, only 1 think you've
mostly found it out yourself. Thomas says

. T'd better tell you, so if anything happens

you'll be prepared. Master had a son Rob-
ert, but he went away five years ago.”

“Is he alive ?" asked Rhoda, unable to re-
strain her impatience. _

“That’s more than I can tell. Master be-
lieves hirh dead, and the - chances are all that-
way. Thats not -a proper way to speak,”
she added, directly. *“God rules, and noth-
ing happens in the world. It's a sad story,
but the like is often known. Robert was a
handsome lad; tall and straight, with hair and .
eyes black as your own.' Master and mis-
tress just worshipped him, and one couldn’t
wonder. My husband said there wasn’t his
like in all the town.”

Never once did the listener turn her cyes
as this was said, half-breathless in her anxiety
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to hear what would follow : but Mrs. Haw- .

thorne was obliged to pause.

*He learned to drink wine,” she said, at
length. *“Master drank it, and it would have
been strange if he hadn’t. He never was

much looked after, for ’twas thought he

couldn’t go wrong; and there are plenty of
villains in wait for young men with money.
One of them snared him and got him to

gambling. Thomas says they’re so smooth’

at first, that nobody suspects how black their
bearts are.

=Didn’t Unele William know 1t"” asked
Rhoda. =1 should think ' he would ‘have
been quick to see.”

“Fe was the last to see, and he wasn't a
man to be told,” replied the house-keeper.
“My husband knew Robert couldn’t bear
. drink, and often. talked with him about it;
but. the mischief was worse than any one
thought. Ah, well!” she added, after a
short silence; “it’s no use telling all. "Oue
morning young master was gone, and before
night we knew. he was on the water.”
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“There must have been a reasow for that,”
said the listener, in an excited tone. ‘

“In course there was. Forgery was the
reason,” whispered Mrs. Hawthorne. *Rob-
ert had forged his father’s namo f'm a large -
amount to meet losses in wamblmtr It was
a dreadful blow to the whole family; but it
was bushed up, and few outside knew the -
truth.” i

“Was he never heard from afterwards?”

“Not directly. The vessel in which he
took passage was wrecked, and only one of
all on hoard saved. He was picked up after
floating for several hours, and cave his name

as John West. The family went into

mourning, and saw no company; bat his
namne was never spoken after the first fow
days. Mistress said it was master’s ordf\:rs,
Poor man! he’s never been the same since.
Thomas heard there was trouble in more
ways than one. Money was to be paid, but

that wasw’t the worst.” ‘
*I never dreamed of tlus,” said Rhoda. “1I
thought Unecle William had always been
18
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prosperous and happy, until hlS wife and
daughters died.”
~ “Ah, miss! the rich have their troubles as
well as the poor; and they're often far
harder to bear when pride shuts the lips. If
master would speak about Robert sometimes,
he might be comforted; Dbut it would be
more than my place is worth to have him
know that I told you.” ‘ -

“ And drink was the cause of it all?” .

“Yes, miss,” was the reply. “Thomas
thinks s0, and he has seen much of it, DBut
he neverll belicve that young Robert is
dead.”

~“ Never believe he is dead!” exclaimed
Rhoda. “You said there was but one saved,
~and his name was John West.”

“It's an easy matter to change one’s
name,” replied Mrs. Hawthorne. *That
would give a chance to get entirely away

-, from all knowledge.”

“ What a merey it would be i he should
come back to gladden his father’s lust days!”
* said her companion. ,
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“Ah, yes, and it’s my daily prayer that
God’s good providence may so order it.”

Carefully and well was this secret guarded,
but in hours of weakness the heart had been
its own betrayer. The hidden closet had
been opened, and the skeleton revealed,

Whenever her uncle had seemed unbappy
ot troubled, Rhodi atiributed it to his recent
bereavement; and when these moods were
upon him, she had carefully avoided every-
thing which might seem like intrusion upon
his grief.

“I am thankful to see you again,” said Mr.
Dalton, when, two days after this strange
story had been related, she entered his room.
“I have been very anxious about you. If
T should lose vou there would be no one left,
and my old heart could hardly hear the last
stroke.”

“I am better, and quite able to come back
as nurse,” said Rhoda. * There IS no cause
for anxiety on my account.”

“I shall be very glad to have you with

- me,” wag the reply- “and I will try to be
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more congiderate in future. The reading is
taken out of yourhands. My boy is famous
never gets tired, and is happy as a bird, He
knows something about nursing too. You'll
see him in a short time. He’s punectual as
the clock.”

‘Mr. Dalton was now able to leave his bed,
and, with the aid of a servant, walk a few
steps, although one side was still nearly use-
less. He was gradually improving, and his
friends entertained strong hopes that he might
yet regain a comfortable degree of health.

But he had no such expectations. “I am
too old to recover from such an attack,” he
- said ;' and his physician frankly expressed the
same opinion.

Rhoda, seeing him so much better, could
not avoid taking courage, and spoke confi-
dently of the time when he would be well.
“We will go to Mr. Gray's in the, spring,”
she said. ““There you will gain strength
rapidly.” '

He shook his head doubtfully. .*Shall
you miss me when I go?” he asked. “ We

!
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have not known each other long, but you are
very dear to me, and it would be pleasant to
feel that I should be missed by one.”

“Miss you?” she repeated, somowfully

I shall be orphaned again when you leave

me; but I trust that will not be for many
years.”

“It will come soon,” was the reply,
" Strange that we think so little of death
when it is inevitable. 1 have seldom thought
of it until within the last five years. There
is nothing like sorrow and trouble for bring-
ing | another world in view. TIf seems very
near to me now, and. I sometimes fear that
my whole life has been wasted.”

Just then there was a light tap on the
door, and, in answer to Mr. Dalton’s cheerful .
“Come in,” a bright-eyed boy entered-the
room quietly, and stood by the chair of the in-
valid. | Passing his hand caressingly over the
brown curls, the face of the old man lighted
up with a smile. *Are you getting tired of
your task ?” he asked.

* No, sir,” was the reply. “I like coming,

Fl
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and mother told me to thank you many times -

for the money you sent her.”
* She must thank you, not me. I only
paid your wages.’
“T couldn’t earn so much as that,” said the
boy. “Mother called it a present, and said

I must. always remember to pray for you.

She will.”

“ Well, it does not matter Whether we call
the money wages or a present; I hope it will
do.your mother good. Here is a Iady whose
acquaintance I wish you to make. She has
been accustomed to having boys and girls
around her until she came to live with her old
uncle, so I expect you' will be good friends.”

James looked up to the lady and replied

“to her words with an ease and grace which
went. far towards establishing a f1'ielldéhip
between them. - !

“Shall I read now?” he asked a moment
after, taking up the paper. -

- Mr. Dalton looked at his niece. *“Don’t
mind me,” she said. “I shall be very glad
to hear some reading.”

OUT OF THE IRE. 279

Ce

Rhoda did not wonder that her uncle con-
sidered his boy famous, as, in a clear, dis-
tinct voice, he read on, withont any apparent
effort, seeming to know just what his listener
would wish to hefn At last, Mr. Dalton
thought the news of the paper must be ex-
hausted, and told him he might rest for a
while, and then take up the book he had
commenced the day before.

Tn taking something from his pocket, the
boy accidentally drew out a small, handsome-
Iy bound volume, which fell to the floor.’

“What have you there?” asked Mr. Dal-

ton. - ‘ ' , .
* A Testament,” was the reply-. *My old
one was so badly worn mother said I might
have a new one, and I went to buy it this
morning.” '

“It is a very nice copy,” said Rhoda, ex-
amining it with interest.

*I think so0,” replie& the boy. *I wanted
it very much, to carry to Sabbath school.”

“Then you go to Sabbath school,” sald ‘
Mr.Dalton.
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*Yes, sir.”

“ What lesson do you have for to-morrow ?”

“The first chapter of John.”

“Read it, so T may know how much you
have fo learn.”

“I have learned it already, and I will re-

- peat it if you would like to have me.”

Rhoda opened to the chapter, and James
commenced the recitation, which was com-
pleted without mistuke.

“You have done well,” said Mr. Dalton,
although, if the truth was told, he judged

" more by the promptuess, than by any knowl-
edge of the Scripture. Then he seemed lost
in thought for a few minutes, but roused
himself when James took a book and com-

-menced reading, ‘

s the days went by, the usual routiné of
the house went on, and friends came to con-
gratulate Mr, Dalton upon his improved

health. Rhoda, relieved from the pressure

of care and anxiety, was well and cheerful,
The house-keeper’s room was still a favorite
resort, and many were the long conversations
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enjoyed there, when each talked of those
things in which she was most interested.
Mus. Hawthorne and her husbaud were the.
only members of the family who had any

true regard for religion, and here, if any-

where, must sympathy be sought in the
study of the Bible.

The health of her uncle was hers discussed,
the unfortunate life of his son, and the possi-
bilities of this son’s return. There was no
ground for any expectation of such an event
except the 1mpressmn which Thomas Haw-
thorne had, in some way, received ; but they
found great pleasure in talking: of it and cal-
culating its effects.

For once, impression was correct. One
night in March, when the wind was blowing
a gale, and the leafless trees hent and swayed
beneath its power, the house-keeper entered
the room of Rhoda Swmith at a late hour,
without even a warning rap. .

«Master Robert is back! Master Robert
is back 1 she exclaimed, in a hoarse whisper,

- which beti‘ayed her intense excitement. )
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“What ! asked Rhoda, springing from

the bed, and but half comprehending the im-
port of the words she had heard.

“ Master Robert is back,” was again re-
peated, and, by this time, the speaker had
thrown herself into a chair quite exhansted,
“Thomas has just come from him,” she
added. -

“ Where is he?” asked her companion.

“At. one of the hotels,” was the- reply.

“Thomas saw him in the street and knew -

him, though he is much changed. Hts eye
betrayed him.”

* Why didn’t he come home?”

“He wouldn’t come till sure of a welcome.
He knows his father’s pride. 'When he heard
the mistress and young ladies were gone, he
was nigh to break his heart. He wept.as
though he’d never stop.”

Rhoda was now as much excited as her
companion, and asked: innumerable questions,
few of which could be answered.

_“Robert is far different from what he was
when he went away,” said Mrs. Hawthorne,
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* Thomas is suve he has given over his dissi-

pated habits; but there wasn’t much time to
talk about it. T couldn’t sleep till 1 let you

"~ know, and master must be told in the morn- .

ing. Robelt is to wait till he hears what his
father says.”

No sleep tha,t nlcrht for Rhoda Smith.
Vain was every effort. Upon her would de-
volve the task of announcing to her uncle the
arrival of his son, and this was sufficient
cause for wakefulness. I her cousin had re-
turned, resolved to lead a virtuous life, there
would be great rejoicing; but, if otherwise,
his presence would be a perpetual grief,

With trembling she went to her uncle the
next morning. He had rested unusually
well, and was in excellent spirits, welcoming ‘
her with much affection. She, on the con-
trary, was so silent and reserved that he
asked the caumse. *I1 believe you are not
looking well,” he said.

“I am well,” was the reply, * but I have
something to tell you.” » ‘

“That is nothmfr to trouble you. If you
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have a request to_make you know it will he
granted, to the half of my kingdom,” he
said, laughing. :
" You had a son once,” said his niece, for-
getting in her confusion the intention to apm
proach this subject carefully. ) '
“Who told you that?” he asked, almost
. fiercely. ' ‘
“Your own lips revealed it,” she answered.
“It was in delirium then,” he said. I
would “not willingly have mentioned his
name, even fo you.”
“Were be to come back, would you wel-
come him home?” she asked.
“ Welcome him home ! ™ he repeated, with

a strange emphasis. “He dishonored me, -

“but I forgave Lim, long ago. Yet the sea
will not give up its dead. The vessel in
‘which he sailed was Wlecked and all but
. one on board perished.”

- “ He may have been that one, uncle.”

“No. The name of the saved man was
John West.”

Rhoda was about to reply to this, when
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her uncit_a seized her hand, and looking anx-

. iously into her face, exclaimoed, * Why do

you talk to me thus? Do you know any-
thing of Robert,” my Rober(?” he repeated,
in accents of tenderness.

* He might have changed his name,” sug-
gested Rhoda, still fearing to tell the whole
truth. . :

* “Did he?” asked the father.

- Yes, uncle ; and he has come back,” she

replied. * He waits to know if you will re-

_geive him.” .

* Where is he? DBring him to me, I can-
not - wait,” he said,'vainly endeiworihg to
rise.

It was with difficulty that Rhoda calined
his agitation, telling him that his son was in |

' the city, but not in the house.

* Then send Thomas for him at once, or”
——He rang the bell, leaving the sentence un-
finished. Joyfully this faithful friend and
servant bastened with the message.

Through all this, never once thought
Rhoda of the change the return of the
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" eousin mig}it make in her future. She was
thinking only of her uncle and his great joy.
Rejoicing with him, she sat listening to his
expressions of thankfulness and delight,
until a quick, firm step was heard on the
stairs. Then she went out and met one
whom she was afterwards to kpow as
* Cousin Robert.” )

That interview betwoen father and son, too
sacred for any human eye to witness, was
prolonged, while those most interested waited
anxiously for the result. At length Rhoda
was summoned, Mr. Dalton taking her by the
hdnd, while clasping that of his son, said,
“You are cousins. I trust you will be

friends.” Then, turning to his son, he add

ed, “Iwas a lonely old man until I found
Rhoda. She has been like a daughter to
me.” ' . .

Their meeting was as cordial as could be

desired. Robert expressing his gratitude
" that there had heen some one to care for his
father, and venturing the hope that she
would look upon him as a brbthcr when he

: \
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had proved himself worthy of her confi-
dence. ‘

"Meanwhile James Burton came, and was
told by Mrs. Hawthorne that master had
company, and could not listen to any reading
that day. Mr. Dalton was oblivious to the
lapse of time as well as to every bodily want,
and started with surprise when the dinner-
bell sounded.

“You will no longer be obliged to take
your meals alone,” he said to Rhoda. * Go,

now, but come again soon.”

He watched them to the door, then closed
his eyes to shut out every object svhich might

‘distract his thoughts. He could hardly realize

this great happiness which had so suddenly
come to him. He sent away his dinner un-
tasted.

Dinner, helow stairs, received but little
more attention. Robert Dalton was too con-
scious of the changes- the last five years had

" wrought in the family to care for eating.

He missed his mother and sisters, to whom

he had been especially dear, and whose mem-
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ory had been present with him through all
-his wanderings. ,
As usual, wine was placed upon the table.
T never drink it,” said Rhoda, as her cousin
offered her o glass. '
- “Then take it away,” he said to the ser-
vant. “I never drink it. Nothing of the
kind,” he added, as the obsequious servant
proposed some other liquor. ‘
“I am glad you never drink wine,” ex-
- claimed Rhoda, overjoyed at finding one who
sympathized with her in this matter.
T have drank it, and to my sorrow,” was
the reply. "It was the cause of all my
trouble. A man under the influence of wine,
“or other liquors, will commit acts at which
he would otherwise shudder. The harpies
of society undersiand this, and it would be
well if the better portion knew it.” .
There was no lingering over dessert that
day. Straight to his father’s room went
Robert Dalton, and, bat for the thoughtful
ness of Mrs. Hawthorne, master would have
forgotien that eating was a necessary means
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of sustaining life. “Iam living on more -
substantial food,” he said, as with her own
hands she placed before him a daintily pre-
pared dish.

There were no great demonstrations of joy
in that household; no calling together of
friends and kinsinen, to celebrate the return
of this only son. On the contrary, admit-
tance wag denied to all. “We shall want a
few days quite to ourselves,” said the elder
Mr. Dalton, and his son fully agreed with
him. ‘ ’
~ When the young man had been at home
for a week, Mr. Trull was summeoned, and
a long consultation took place between his
seuior partner and himself. He was a cau-
tious man, not over-willing to put confidence
in one who had bhetrayed a previous trust;
but money is power, and he yielded to the
stronger influence. Tt was arranged that
Robert Dalton should enter the. store and
have some share in the business. :

Of course, so strange an event as his re-
turn could not but be known despite the best

19 -
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efforts at sacrecy, and many were the sur-
mises in regard to his past s well ag his fu-
ture life. The history of the five years in
which he had been a wanderer was grad-
ually revealed to his father, who was dis-
posed to look upon his faults with great
charity. ‘

Drinking and gambling, the two vices
which curse so many young men of our land,
had tempted him to his ruin. TFinding him-
self involved in debts of honor, to escape
the importunities of the heartless creditors
who had first flattered, and then stripped
him, he forged his father’s name for a large
amount. With money thus obtained, he sat-
isfied their demands, and then flight seemed
the only means of avoiding disgrace and pun-
ishment. When he left home, it was his in-
tention to. change his name so soon as he
should reach a foreign shore, thus leaving no
clue to his friends.

He was able to do this, but in a way dif-
ferent from what he had expected, or desired.
He had drawn money, sufficient vot only to
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liquidate his debts, but to give him means of
support for a few months.

This was all swept away, leaving him upon
the tempest-tossed ocean, with death staring
him in the face. For hours he was in mo--
mentary expectation of being - engﬁlfed by
the remorseless waves, while, like spectres,
mocking at his wretchedness, came visions
of home and happiness.

Wheit rescued -he was too much exhausted
to speak, or in his confusion he might have
betrayed his true position. His name was
chosen and his story framed, while others
thought him sleeping. John West, — this
was hisadopted name. He represented him-
self as the son of English parents, who had
died in America; and this voyage had been
undertaken for the purpose of visiting rela-
tives whom he had never seen, and of whom
his knowledge was very slight. ‘

This story involved him in such a tissue of
falsehoods that it required his utmost ingenu-
ity to give them any appearance of plausibil-
ity. He gave a minute account of the loss
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of th;a vessel in which he had sailed, after
which, to avoid being questioned, he took

refuge in silence; spending as much of his -

time alone as circumstances would allow.

What he should do, when ouce on shore,
became a question of vital interest,

Through the kindness of his new friends
he was supplied with a good suit of clothes
and a small sum of money. Then, alone in
a strange land, he was left to reap the con-
sequences of his sin,  Reared in luxury, with
every want unticipated, he was ill fitted to
struggle with poverty. '

In his ignorance, he thought it would
be easy to obtain employment in some mer-
cantile house; but, without acquaintance
or recommendation, this proved impossible.

Hoarding his money carefully, he walked ‘

from one large town to another until his
strength was cxhausted. "
Weary and foot-gore he turned from town
and ¢ity, and sought shelter in the humble
dwelling of an aged couple, who bade him
- weleome, and ministered to his necessities.
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For a weelc. he rested there, while the good
woman nursed him back to health and
strength. e told them the same story of
parentage and bereavement, although the
kindness of his host and hostess sometimes
prompted him to acknowIedge the ftruth.
e had money to pay for this week’s care,

“ but it was refused. " God forbid that I

should take from such as you,” said the old
man. *I would sooner give you double.”

They asked him of his plans for the future.
*1 must find some kind of work,” was his
reply. S : ‘
“I'm only a humble man,” said his host;
“but I've a brother who has been porter in a
warehouse of the next town for thirty years.
Mayhaps he can help you to a place if you
wouldn’t mind hard work and small wages.
Tl take my staff and go with Jyou to-mor-
row, if yon like.”

The next momnw they went to the town,
and after many inquirics and a trial of his

.skill in writing, John West was engaged for

a month to work -in the - same warehouse
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where the brother of his host was porter.
Applying himself at once to his duties, he
~ bade the old man good-by, promising soon
to visit him and his good wife. _

In this house he remained for two years,
gradually gaining the contidence of his em-
ployers, who talked of promoting him to a

more responsible post. But in an evil hour

he yielded to temptation, and raised the glass
to his lips; It was a simple act, not worth a
" thought to his companions, bat to him in-
volving momentous consequences.

He soon neglected his business, and, at
length, plunged into every excess his means
would allow. The old couple, who had be-
friended him in his hour of need, and still
had a great interest in his welfare, remon-
.strated. He acknowledged his folly and
sin, cursed the habits which were dragging
him down, yet did not abandon them. He
lost his situation, and suffered from aetual
want, perforiming the most menial services
to obtain the means of gratifying 'his base
~ passions, : '
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At last, when too much intoxicated to un-
derstand what he was doing, he shipped on
board a vessel as common seaman. A sailor
before the mast, in days when sailors’ rights
and sailors’ comforts were considered of small
consequence, he endured every hardship and
insult a-brutal captain could inflict. Notwith- -
standing all he had suffered; and the straits
to which he had been reduced, he still re-
tained some marks of better days. His
tastes, degraded though they were, were yet,
in many respects, far above those of the

.orew with which he was ascociated. Every

manifestation of these broughﬁ upon him the

. severest ridicule, so that his life was one

prolonged agony. .
The voyage was nearly over, when, by the
carelessness of a drunken messmate, some
part of the cargo was set on fire. He had

~ seen the occurrence and warned the sailor;

but what drunker man ever heeded a warn-
ing?

In spite of the most determined .efforts of .
officers and crew, the ship was isoon en-
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veloped. in flames, and each was obliged to
look to his own safety. _
Few were saved, — many‘escaping death in
‘one form but to meet it in another. Among
. the saved was John West, and, as he again
floated out upon the trackless ocean with
only a frail support, his whele life pﬁssed in
review hefore him: all he had lost, all he
had suffered. And for what? An unnatural
excitement, a momentary gratification, and
pleasure that paled ere it was enjoyed.
» For these, he had bartered - wealth, posi-

tion, home, and friends. It had been a fear-

ful transfer to the powers of. darkness, that
young life with all its hopes and ambitions.
For the first time, this youth, alone in the
vast solitude, fully realized how terrible had
been his infatuation, and there, with only the
blue sky above him, through which a gra-

cious GGod looked down, he implored forgive-

ness. ‘
No human being near, no sail in sight, he

- sought to resign himself to the death which
seemed inevitable; but a powerful Hand still
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guarded him. He was again rescued, and, as
the vessel in which he found himself was out-
ward bound, he shipped for the return voy-
age, and conducted himself in such o manner
as to win the respect of all on board.

When he once more trod the shores of
England, his first thoughts were of the home
where he had before received such kindness.

. He reached there as the sun was going down,

while the o]d man read from lis Bible the

- story of the prodigal son. Standing outside, -

John West listened breathlessly to each word
of the simple narrative. A prayer followed,

in which his own name was mentioned.

At its close ho entered, and the best the
house afforded was soon placed before him.
The welcome he received, sincere, though
grave, assured him that these humble. people

" were still his friends, and he resolved to un-

deceive them in regard to his history.

. It was not strange that at first they doubted
the truth of what he was saying, as hetold.of an
elegant home and doting parents, from whom
he had voluntarily éxiled himself. This good
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old man, who drank his mug of home-brewed
beor with thankfulness, and thonght himself
feasting when dining from a plain joint,

knew little of the extravagances and dissipa-

tions of the world.

*I would not doubt your word,” he said,
“*though it seems a strange story. Your
. parents must have grieved for you sadly.
You should arise and go to them.”

“1 must earn money before I do that,” was’

the reply. “I cannot go hore as a sailor.”
No entreaty could prevail upon him to re-
main beneath this roof for more than a night.

He had a purpose to accomplish, a life to re~ -

deem. Eusily obtaining from these friends a

pl'omise to keep his secret, he left them for L

the next town where he had fornierly'beeu
employed.

" Fortune- favored him. There was a press
.of business, and two clerks were absent on
account of sickness. Knowing his eapabili-
‘ties, his services were gladly accepted, and
he was once more in a respectable position.
Here, he devot(«:di himself with the strictest
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fidelity to his duties, giving evidence of rare
business talénts. Tis old companions sought
him in vain, and, seeing his changed appear-
ance, soon relinquished all claims to his

“acquaintance.

Conscious of rectitude, and looking for-
ward to the time when he should resume his
rightful name, he was strong to resist all
temptation.

In the midst of this prosperity, he aston-
ished his employers by giving them notice of
his intention to leave at the end of a year.
Unwilling to lose services which were really
s0 valuable, they asked the reason; but none
was given except that he wished to visit
Awmerica. :

There were few ties to sunder in this land
which had proved so secure a hiding-place.
Only farewells to be exchanged with the old

" people, and ordipary civilities with others,

and John West (for by that name he still -

wished to be known) sailed for home.
During the voyage he mingled but little

with his- fellow-passengers, and carefully

1
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avoided every conversation which might be-

come personal. Going back to his father’s .

house, he was not' certain how he shounld be
received. Different plans for announcing
himself were considered, but no definite
course of action was decided upon,

Wishing to see something of the city he
had left five years before, and sure of not
being recognized, he started to walk to the
hotel. On his way he mef Thomas Haw-
thorne, when he involuntarily stopped. Re-
covering himself upon the instant, he passed
on, but the sparkle of his eye had betrayed
him,

Scarcely had Jolin West reached the room
which had been assigned him, when a servant
~ rapped, to say that a man wished o see
him.

“Show him up,” was the reply.

* Master Robert! Thomas!” Such was
the greeting, as with closely elasped hands
the two gazed at each other.

“ My father?” at length the younger found

voice to say. . :

ward.”
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*“ He is Living, but much broken. He will
rcjoice to see you.”
Questions were asked and answered until

-the sad truth was told. Mother and sisters

gone. This was a severe blow. ‘He had
countted on their intercession with his father,
and the thought of again seeing them had
buoyed him up in many a dark hour.

He had always placed confidence in
Thomas, and now, as briefly as possible, he
recounted to him the Jeading events of his
life during the preceding five years, *It
was hard to come back and face the dis-
grace,” he said; “but it was harder yet to
reinain.”

“There isn't much to face,” replied his
companion. “The Daltons were never given
to parading their troubles. Youhave only to
keep your own counsel and walk straight for-

Several times the gardener rose to go, and
was persuaded to be again seated. His wife
waited long for him that night, and when she

“heard the cause of his detention, she was in a
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tumult. What immediately followed, I have
described. ' ‘
Settled at home, occupying the same room

which had been his when a boy, Robert .

Dalton took up the broken threads of his life.
About a month after his return, he, with his
cousin, made a round of calls upon their rel-
atives. Everywhere cordially received, he
parried, with easy grace, all troublesome
questions, and quieted all misgivings in re-
gard to his present character.
To his father he was dearer than ever be-
fore, and nothing could oxceed. the tender-
. ness with which-he ministered to his wants.
Rhoda even thought that her presence could

be dispensed with, and fancied that she might .

now seem a burden.

Venturing to express this to her uncle, she
received a decided assurance to the comn-
trary ; and, soon after, her Cousin Robert
took occasion to speak with her upon the
subject.

¢ Father will hardly rejoice if my coming
is the cause of your leaving,” he said. “I

7
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shall be very sorry if I make your home loss
pleasant.”

“You do not,” answered Rhoda; “but I
came here because your father was alone.
Now, that you are here, I am no longer
needed.”

“I think he had hoped that, by this time, -
he was necessary to you. You have no
nearer relative, and there can be no place

~where you would be more welcome.”

“I love my uncle very mach,” was the re-
plys “but I am not used to dependence. I
was not brought up in luxury.”

“The more reason why you ‘should enjoy
and appreclate it ‘mow. So please never
again talk . of leaving because I have re-

~ turned.”

Rhoda was silenced, and the failing health
of -her uncle soon made her presence abso-
lutely necessary. There was no immediate

cause for alarm, only a gmdual sinking of all
the powers.

James Buorton came every day, and, in ad-
dition to the daily paper, read from the Bi-
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“ble,, Mr. Dalton was thinking of the world

he was so soon to enter, and, from the Book
.of books, sought knowledge.

He had ever paid an outward respect to-

the forms of religion ; but his heart had been
engrossed with business and pleasure. Now
-that these must be given up he saw of how

little worth they were when compared with
the great interests which can be fully esti-

mated only in eternity.

VIIL

“ Alone, on the trackless waters,
‘Where never a sound was heard,
Save the roar of mighty billows,
Or soream of the wild sea-bird,
With only God for o witness,
A pledge in silence was made,
Which reseucd a soul from darkness,
And gave new life to the dead.”

Visrring the store frequently Robert Dal-
ton made himself acquainted with the busi-
ness, hefore he attempted any participation.

It was evident that Mr. Trull regarded
him with distrust; but the young man paid
no heed to this. It was what he had ex-
peoted as part of the pumshment of his
wrong-doing. ‘

He had sinned much and suffered much
yet he had also learned much; and he soon
saw where the kunowledge he had acquired

might be turned to practical account. With
20 o dos :
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plain statements and well-digested plans of
action, he met and set aside the opposﬂ:lon
of the junior partner.

“I am sure your father would never ap- .

prove of this venture,” said Mr. Trall, when
one which seemed to involve great risks was
proposed. “I cannmot give my consent to
it.”

- A neighboring merchant, coming in soon
after, and speaking of business, said, * It was
well Robert Dalton returned just in time to
take his father’s place. No one knows how
he spent his time while away, but he must
have served a good apprenticeship to the
mercantile business somewhere. I thought
there was some trouble when he left home,
and I remember of hearing that the vessel

was wrecked in which he sailed. Strange he -

should have allowed his family to consider
him dead for so long a time; but there’s no
accounting for the freaks of a young man
when he gets a little on the wrong track.”
Mr. Trall was not inclined to reply to
these remarks. He knew the cause of young
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Dalton’s leaving home, but of what followed
he was as ignorant as his visitor,

“He seems to have improved very much »
was said, evasively.

“You may well say that; I overheard two
or three of his old associates discussing him
quite freely. Ome said, ‘he was sober enough
to be fifty years old.” ‘Sowed all his wild
oats, and not caring to harvest the crop,’ said
a second. Would you Dbelieve it?” added

© the merchant, — *he refused to drink so

much as a glass of champagne with them.
That is drawing the line pretty straight; but
it keeps a clear head for business.”

*It would be well if our young men gen-
erally would follow his example,” said Mr,
Trull,  “There’s no danger on that side.
When T was a clerk I couldn’t afford tickets
for the theatre and late suppers every night ;
and I don’t understand now where the money
comes from.”

“There wasn’t. so much gambling then as
there is now; and speaking of gambling re-
minds me of something else I heard said of
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Robert Dalton. He has said decidedly, that
he will never take another band at any game
of cards.”

"Had the merchant come in for the express
purposé of placing this young man’s charac-
ter in the most favorable light, he could not
have done it mort effectually, Mr. Trull,

cautious business man though he was, in-~

. dulged in both wine and cards; yet the ab-
stinence of Robert Dalton was a strong argu-
ment in his favor.

When left alone, he gave the proposal of
his associate more consideration. His preju-
diée had, before, greatly influenced his judg-

ment, prompting him to hasty condemnation..

Looking at the matter calmly, the project did
not seemn so hazardous, and, when Robert
Dalton came in, he was half inclined to with-
draw his refusal at once.

* “I have been thinking over the matter you
proposed this morning,” he said. * Are you
* sure you could carry it through successfully ?*

“As sure as one can be of anything not
yet accomplished.”
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The confident tone in which this was said
swept away the last vestize of opposition,
and Mr. Trull gave his cheerful consent.
The event proved his wisdom,-—the profits
of the venture exceeding the most sanguine

. expectations.

Robert Dalton was, indeed, sober enough
to be fifty vears old. The buoyant, careless
manner of youth had given place to the
thoughtful, earnest demeanor of mature life.
Boside Rhoda Smith, who was his senior by
ten years, he looked the elder of the two.

The experience through which he had
passed made him more considerate in his in-
tercourse with others, and his cousin thor-
oughly enjoyed his society. She gained
much in her knowledge of the world, as he
described the different countries and scenes
he had visited. ‘

He was also benefited in a different man-

" per; and if anything was necessary to insure

kindness and sympathy to one, who had in
her childhood received so little, the history
of her life supplied it.
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His father told him of the will made while
in the country the snmmer before. This was,
of course, destroyed; but another, executed
goon after his return, made generous plOVlS-
ion for Rhoda- Smith. The son was as
anxious as the father that this should Dbe
done, considering it only an act of justice.

There were some old people in England to
whom he was under obligations, and to.them
he remitted a sum of money sufficient to give
them the reputation, among their humble
newhbms, of being rich.

Summer came to country and city. Under
the genial 1nﬂuepoes of the season Mr. Dal-
ton again rallied. His mind, now tranquil
and happy, had a powerful -influence over his

‘body. His son and niece met every want of
his heart, so far as this world was concerned,
and beyond, there was an enduring portion,
to which faith in Christ had given him a iitle,

James Burton was not the only person who

now read the Bible in his presence. Morning
and evening it was heard, followed by words
of prayer aud praise.
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At the approach of warm weather, a bed
for the invalid had been placed in a room
adjoining the library, and this was a great
addition to his comfort. Some dajrs,',he was
able, with assistance, to move about a little,
and a strong arm was always ready for his
support. ‘

“It would be pleasant to be in the country
for n few weeks,” he said, one day, to Rhoda.
* I know ‘you are longing to go, and it seems
wrong to keep you here; but I cannot spare
you. If I could only go with you!™

*Go where, father?” asked Robert, who
heard only the last remarlk.

*To my native town, and Rhoda’s old
home,” was the reply. .

“How far is it? — That is not a long jour-
ney,” he sald when the dlstauce was told.

*Not long for you,” replied his father;
“but, for a feeble old man like me, it is not

to be thought of.”

Two weeks after this all was confusion in
the home of Mr. Gray. Guests were ex-
pected. Mr. Dalton with bis son and Aunt
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Rhoda were coming. This was said again

and again by the younger members of the

family, as they flitted. from room to room,
. everywhere busy in aiding the preparations.
- Elsie bad commenced as soon as the letter
was received, asking if accommodations. could
be found for so many. -

House and barn were spacious, and never
so full but there was room for more, so an

_affirmative answer was despatched at once. -

This journey was a great surprise to the

invalid, who did not consider it possible until
told by his son that every arrangement had .

“been made. * We will start the first morn-
ing you are able to ride,” he said.

T have not yet been in a carriage,” replied
the father. “I am afraid it must be given
up” .
“Not without a trial,” answered Robert.
“Dr. Payne says it cannot injure you.
Rhoda and T are going to take care of you:”

Some questions were asked, and when the
old man knew what provisions had been made
for his comfort, he was quite delighted with

.
.
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‘the prospect, and desired to start the next

morning.

Nature smiled upon them. Mr. Dalton
was lifted into the carriage by his son and the
coachman, while Rhoda arranged the cushions
to suit his pleasure. Then he had only to
rest, reclining when he so desired, the slow,
easy motion of the carriage lulling him to
sleep. Robert made the journey on horse-
back, riding so ncar to his father as to be
always within call:

Besides stopping whenever it was necessary
to refresh the horses, they often paused in the
shade of a forest, or where a fine landscapo
attracted attention. -

Some might have found this mode of trav-

_elling tedious 3 but not so our party. Robert
- Dalton enjoyed it keenly. Rhboda, in antici-

pation of again ‘seeing her old friends, would
have thought any means of reaching them

_pleasant, Mr. Dalton said he gained strehgth

with every mile passed over, while the coach-
man, who was country born, pronounced it
“ natural.”
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Mrs. Hawthorne had contributed something
to the pleasure of this trip; and her nzme
was spoken with praises, when the hamper,
whose packing she had herself superintended,
was opened. There was everything to tempt
the appetite of a. traveller, which could be
crowded into so small a space, “ Blessings
on her,” said Robert, as he dismembered a
chicken, -and the next moment tested the
merits of pickled oysters. *This is better
than hotel fare, any time.”

By short and eusy stages the whole dis-
tance was accomplished, and the party
reached Mr. Gray's. It would be useless
to attempt a repetition of all the exclama-
tions of pleasure and welcome bestowed upon
Myr. Dalton and Aunt Rhoda; although the
helpless condition of the former somewhat
saddened the spirits of the children.

“Much better than when I left home,” was
_ his reply to Mr. Gray, who asked in regard
to his health. *I never expect to walk agai‘n
without assistance; but my want of strength
is supplied by that of my son.”
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Robert Dalton soon found means of ingra-

- tiating himself into general favor, while with

Amos he was likely to prove a formidable
rival 1o his cousin. )
. The pleasantest room in the house, open~
ing from the lower hall, had been made ready
for Mr. Dalton... In it there was a large, old-
fashioned chair, with castors, and another
with rockers, the cushions of which had been
beaten by Elsieé until each particnlar feather
must bave stood on end. The best belp that
could be found had been secured ; but Mrs,
Gray was looking a little anxious.
*“Just leave everything to 'me, while I am
here,” said Rhoda.. “I have not forgotteﬁ
how to work, and it will be a real pleasure to
take charge of the kitchen. I suppose you .
can trust me,” she added, smiling. ‘
*T've kept all your old dresses, évery one
of them,” exclaimed Elsie. *“DBut I shouldn’t
think yowd want to work.” '
“We shall see,” was the reply; and they
did see, when, the. next morning, Rhoda
Smith appeared in the kitchen, ¢lad, not in
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one of her old dresses, buf in the néatest of
new ones.

Seon understandmrr what was to be done, .

she volunteered to cook the breakfast, *You
can go about the other work. "We shall need
none of your help,” she said to the girl, who
~stood staring in astonishment; and being

thus dismissed, Rhoda was left in quiet pos-

session of the premiscs.’
When Mattie and Elsie were ready for

work, they laid the table, making a few im-

_ provements on the usual style, as were sug-
gested, :

~ Mrs. Gray was denied admittance to the
room until the breakfast was ready, when the
doors were thrown open and the bell rung.
To the astonishment of all, Mr. Dalton ap-
peared, supported by a crutch and the arm
of his son. Rhoda was first to exclaim.

“ I did not ‘expect to see you so ecarly,” she -

said. * Elsie and 1 were intending to bring
your brealkfast in about an hour.”

*You see I did not wait,” answered her
uncle. “I really feel better this morning,
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and I thought a ‘breakfast here was worth
coming for.”

* Aunt Rhoda cooked it all, aud I know
it’s Just as good as 1t can he,”. whlspered
Elsie.

The c,oaehman' had some difficulty in- un-
derstanding what was proper for him to do,
but Rhoda, with her usual promptness, set-
tled it, and all were seated around the table.

Elsie’s praises were not unmerited, as both
word and deed testlﬁed :

“It seems just as though you belonged
here,” was said to Rhoda, that day, by every
member of the family; and tp each she an-
swered, with a srm]e, “I think I do helong
here.”

S0 much was she occupied wﬂ;h her uncle,
and the work she would do, that not. until
nearly cvening was time found for a confi-

" dential talk with Mrs. Gray.

- “Do you know how much you have
changed ?” asked. the latter. :
*“I know I have changed & great deal 80

" much that I alinest doubt my own identity.
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The change in my feelings is even greater
than in my surroundings and appearance.”
“Your present life of ease suits you better

than the old one,” said Murs. Gray. “Qne

can see that in your face.”
“*T am not sure of sthat,” answered Rhoda.
“I never had reason to complain while here.

The trouble was within, rather than without. .

My rebellious spirit was unwilling to ac-
cept the discipline sent upon me. I know I
was unfortunately situated after my mother

died. I had no one to love me, and my life \

was very lonely ; but I might have borne it
more patiently if 1 had believed, as 1 do
“now, that God knows best.”

* Fvery one needs to beliove that. "It is
the only consolation one can have in sdrl‘ow,
from which no mortal is exempt. Your

uncle, too, has learned 113 ? she added, ques-

tioningly.
 "Yes,” replied Rhoda; “and he receives
the lesson with thankfulness. How strange

are the means God uses to bring us back to - -

himself!”
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From this point the conversation drifted
to the events which had ocemrred during
their absence from each other. Rhoda de-
scribed the return of her cousin, and the,
effect it had upon her unele, as well as her-
self.

What had been the cause of his leavihg
home, and the silence of his father upon the
subject, Mrs, Gray did not ask. A single
remark of Rhoda’s guve a clue to what the
primary cause might have lheen. -

“Cousin Robert and I agree, perfectly, in
our ideas of - tempelance. He¢ says he has
sinned enough, and suﬂ'eredrehough, in con-
sequence of wine-drinking; so uncle takes
his wine alone.” ‘

To a question suggested by this last re-

" mark, she replied, * Uncle says he is too old

and too much of an invalid to change his
habits, but he is sure there would be less un-
happiness in the world if people would ban-
ish liquors from their homes. They are a
curse to the rich as well as the poor. Misery
and wretchedness follow in their train.”
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“You Wlll never chau:re your miud on that
point,” said Mrs. Gray. |
*Never!” was the emphati(, reply. “All

I have seen and heard during the ldst year

has confirmed it.”

When it was time for evening Worship,
Mr. Dalton -desired that the family should
meet in his room. “I wish to enjoy it with
you,” he said.

It was s delightful close to a well—spent
day ; after which they separated cheerful
and happy., acknowledcriucr the tender love
of Iim who had crowned their hves with
blessings.

In the morning Dr. Webb called, and, at

the request of the invalid, left some medicine
which he thought miglit help give tone and
vigor to his system. Rhoda received some
very decided compliments from her old friend,
who had always been disposed to overlook
her fanlts. :

"~ ®You are a handsome woman,” he said.
«T wish we could keep you here just to look
at, if nothing else.” ‘
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“Ilived here several years,” replied Rho-
da, laughing. “I never heard before, that I -

" was handsome. You have made a new dis-

covery.”
“I believe 1 have,” answered the doctor,
“but I guess there has been some change in

~you. We are all changing too. Got a new

minister, and I don’t know but we shall have
a new doctor.”

*“1 have heard of the minister.”

“Yowll see him too. He doos more good
in his visits to some sick people than X can.

r

- He prescribes for ‘the mind, and I for the

body. He was at Mrs. Lunt’s yesterday
when I Went by, s0 I knew Amy wouldn’t .

" need me.’

“Do tell me of Amy,” was the qulck reply.
“I have asked Mrs, Gray, buf she has heard
nothing directly from her for several weeks.”

*“She is very comfortable this summer,
Suffers less than she has for many years, and
seems niuch stronger. She is better pro-
vided for, too, and that is a great benefit.

~ She told me that your uncle gave her a large

21
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sum of money; and he couldi’t have be-
stowed it where it would have dome more
good.”

Rhoda, anxious to hear the opinion of one in
whom she had so long placed confidence.
“Will he ever be able to walk?”

* 1 should think not,” was the candid an-
swer. “Yet he may live for some time, and
perhaps’ be better than he is now. His
journey and a change of air will do him

more good than anything else. Your nurs-

~ ing too, — I always depended upon that.
- Strange affair about his son,” added the doe-
tor. “He seems to be a smart young man;

but he has seen 2 good deal of the world.:

There are strongly marked lines in his face.
Good-morning.” ‘ '
The old-fashioned gig was driven from the

door as this salntation was uttered, and Rho-.

da went to her uncle’s room. *8o you have
grown handsome,” he said with 2 smile. *“I
made that diseovery a long time ago, but you

care so little for compliments, that I bave -

* What do you think of uncle?” how asked.
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never said much about it. Where is Rob-
ert ?” he asked soon after. :

“He has gone off on horseback. I heard -
him ask Mr. Gray something about Cross

" Mountain, and he may have gone.there.”

“ I wish I could go there once more,” said
Mr. Dalton. "It would be a great pleasure
to me.” _ L _
-~ “I intend to go while we are here,” ré-
sponded Rhoda.

Her uncle looked up in astonishment.
“You didn’t enjoy going last year,” he said.

“The water of the old well was to you like
_ the waters of Marah. g '

“The bitlorness wag in my heart It is

'gone now.”

*Then you will be happy under any cir-,
cumstances. I think the bitterness has all
gone from my heart. Robert’s coming back
to me was such an unexpected blessing, and

. so much greater than I deserved. He is a

good son, and he will be a good brother to
you, when I am gone.”
Rhoda could never speak calmly of her
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uncle’s leaving her, and she turned his atten-~

tion from the painful subject by vepeating
what Dr. Webb had said of Amy Hill.

“You must go and see her,” he said.

I certainly wish to,” was the reply.

“Then there are Mr. Baleh’s family, and
your Cousin Reuben, and I know not how
many others. Yeou will need, at least, a
week for them all.. I must manage to spare

you for that time, if I can engage Elsie’s ser-

vices. How is it, Elsie?” he asked as he
_saw her going through the hall. *Can you
take care of me for a week?”

“All alone, do you mean?” she asked,
with wonder in her eyes.

“Oh, no, indeed,” he replied, Iaughmo'
*I only wish to know if you can look after
me a little whilé this lady goes visiting.”

“Yes, sir, I shall be very glad to; but
I hope Aunt Rhoda won’t stay away very
long. Not if she’s going baek with you, »
she added.

* 1 expect she is tromg back w1th me,” said

- Mr. Dalton, “and that is why I am willing to
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do- without her company while here, for a
few days.”

Robert returned just before noon, and gave-
his father an account of his ride. He had’
been to Cross Mountain, had drank from the
old well, and gazed delightedly upon the
surrounding country. *I think you told me
that there was some doubt as to the.rightful
owner of that place.”

“Yea; so Mr. Gray says. It was always
considered questlonable whether Foster could
hounestly claim it on the score of debt; but no
one knows anything about it. . He was father’s
tenant for many years, and a.fter it came into
Mira’s possession he remained there until
Smith spent all the property she had, except
that, and then they were obliged to find a
home there themselves. It was a bad busi- -
ness all round, and .I ought to have looked
after it at the time. There was nothing left
for Rhods.” : 4

“ There ig somethmo for her now,” said
the son. *She shall never miss her birth-

E right in the future.”
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The call to dinner interrupted this conver-
sation, and it was not resumed. that day.
When all had left the table Robert Dalton

said to the coachman, * The horses must need

exercise by this time. Harness them up, and
let them explore the country a litfle. Cousin
Rhoda may decide which way to drive. Mrs.

Gray, I hope you will accept a seat in the
carriage,” he added, turning to his hostess.-

*There will be room for all who will go, and
# is a delightful day to be. out of doors.”
Mattie and Elsie each received a particular

invitation 0 occupy part of the carriage, and .

were overjoyed at the prospect of “riding in

& real coach, just such as you read about.”
Mrs. Gray decided that it would be best

for her to remain at home, so Aunt Rhoda

and the girls prepared themselves for the -

drive,
* Which way are we going?” asked Elsie
" 80 soon as they had started. I should like
- to go through the village,” ' o
* I should like to call upon Amy Hill,”
- gaid Rhoda. *“We can go through the'woods,
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and that will be much more pleaéant than the
dust of the village.”
The coachman recoived his directions, after

" which Mattie and Elsie had most of the talk-

ing between themselves, their companion
being inclined to silence. The horses were
in good condition, their driver in a mood for
displaying their speed, and Mrs. Lunt’s cot-
tage was soon reached.

So unexpeeted an arrival brought the good
woman to the door in a maze of wonder, from
which she hardly recovered during the call,
She was delighted at again seeing Rhoda, but
troubled to know exactly how she should be
treated. Amy had no such anxiety. She .
gave her friend the welcome her loving heart
prompted ; expressing frankly the pleasure
she felt in her-improved condition.

This call must neeessari‘.ly be so short that
Rhoda was hardly willing to share it with
her young companions; but they were so
much interested in Amy Hill, that they
wished to see her, if only for a moment,
She was very glad to sce them again, and
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told ‘them this in so pleasant s manner that -

they could well afford to be satisfied with

" but few words from her. Mrs. Lunt then

found means of entertaining them in. her
garden, where the flowers and fruit excited
their admiration. . .

There was a great contrast between the
two women who conversed touether in the

cottage; but it was far less than it had been ,

& year ago. Rhoda Smith’s face would never

lose its expression of force and strength ; but -
the lines about the mouth had softened, and

her smile was genial and winning.

Her companion was guick to notice the

change and divine the canse, while never

- heart beat with more sincere gratitude than
hers. Each inquired of the other’s prosperi-
ty, and spoke of her own experience,

It was not easy for them to separate, leav-
ing so much unsaid, but the afterncon was
passing rapidly, and tea was alwayé early at

- Mr. Gray’s. Rhoda promised to make a
long visit within a few days, and called *the
girls,” who were * not half ready to go.”

w
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‘When they. reached home Mr. Dalton was
sitting in his casy-chair, under the shade of a
tree, waiting for them, as he said. He was
interested in hearing of Amy Hill and her
aunt, inquiring if they were provrded with
everything necessary for their comfort,

Elsie entertained him with an amuging de-

K-sct"iption of the people who had stared at

them from doora and windows. ** You must

have produced quite a sensation,” he said.

*Yes, uncle, we did. One man took off -
his hat and bowed to us.”

. *1 thought he was bowing to the driver,”
said Mattie, whose ideas of her own conse- .
quetice were somewhat less exalted than those
of her sister.

A call to supper was followed by the ap-
pearance of Robert Dalton, who assisted his
father to the house. '

The evenings were very quiet and still in
the old farm-house, giving time to proﬁtable
thought and social converse. The only bustle
was in a large, airy room where the foaming
milk was poured into pans and tubs, pre-
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paratory to the next day’s manufacture of |

butter and cheese. -

Here Rhoda had, formerly, beld undis-
puted sway; and she now sometimes in-
dulged herself in' a short visit to the old

quarters. One evening, in the absence of

the girl, who usually presided here, she vol-

unteered to take the entire charge of the milk.

“This seems like old times,” gaid Mr.
Gray, as he emptied his brimming pails. “I
have often read that ‘Blessings brighten as
they take their flight,’ and T am convinced of
its truth. I guess,we never really appre-
ciated You until you had taken your flight.
I wish there was any prospect that yonu
would come back to us. T don’t mean as
maid-of-ali-work,” he hastened to add, much
to Rhoda’s amusement. “We relied so much

“upon your judgment that we hardly know

how to keep house without you.”

i} * Perhaps I shall come back,” she replied.
No place seems so much like home as this.

But I can make no plans, - While uncle lives

I shall remain with him.” '
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« Phere will always be a home for you here,”
said her friend, heartily ; “and I am very glad
you could visit us this summer.”

“Uncle feared so many of us woald be a

“burden, but we could come in no other way.”

“Room enough for all,” was the reply.
“ Qur only trouble was in'regard to the work.
I tried to hire another woman, but didn’t suc-
ceed; and I told my wife you must be satis-
fied with what we could do as we are.’
‘=T am snre every one is satisfied,” answered

Rhoda. “Uncle’s health is really improving,

and he ‘seems very happy.”
«T think he carries his happiness Wlth him,”

gaid Mr. Gray. . “ But I must not stop here,”
he added ; *Brindle and Star will think they
have along time to Wa,xt. Our cows are doing

finely this summer.”
“So here you are, Cousin Rhoda,” said a

* cheerful voice soon after Mr. Gray went
out. : J
“Hard at work! Work becomes you too,
or you become work, which is the same thing.
I have seen 2 good mauy dairy-rooms and
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dalry-mmds in my life, and I really thmk this

" sight eclipses all.”
“Save your compliments for some one who
can appreeciate them. They don’t suit me

very well, and it is hardly worth while to

come so far to waste your words.”

“I did not come for that,” replied Robert -

Dalton, for he it was. *I came to see what

this building might be. I think the vines at-
tracted me, and, coming in, T only expressed

what first snggested itself.”

*It t,»foa pleasant room,” said Rhoda; “al-
ways cool and airy, The best place in town
for mitk.”

Amos came. soon, seeking his friend to tell
a story, and she was left to her work, which
she performed as thoroughly as when her liv-
ing was dependent upon it.

-Each day was crowded with its own duties
and pleasures. It was no light task to furnish
well-cooked food for so mauy, and keep the
different rooms of the. heuse in attractive
order.” Mrs, Gray was often glad to fall back
upon Rhoda for a well-arranged prdgramme
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of the work. Mr. Gray, too, found efficient
help in Mr. Dalton’s coachman, John Ramsey,
who enjoyed going into the field, and trying
his skill in labor to which he had been ac-
customed when a boy. -
At length the time came for the visit to -
Cousin Reuben’s, and a large trunk was packed -
to be carried there. Elsie, who assisted in

- the packing, said Aunt ‘Rhoda’ was going to

give away almost everything she had, before .
she went to the city. “There isn't a single
empty corner in the whole trunk,”8ilib said
to Mattie. T

‘Rhoda did not care to startle her cousins
with a coach and span, so Judson Gray put
the trunk into the old family wagon, and.
drove over one pleasant morning. |

“Glad to see you, Cousin Rhody,” said
‘Reuben, who was at work, mending a fence
by the side of the road. * You see I'm trying
to fix up & little. T diduw’t know as you'd get
over here. Told Sumanthy last night I was
afraid you wouldw’t think t'was worth while
to visit such poor folks. We're better off -
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- than the last time you came, though. Saved

some things out of the fire, and I'm oue of
‘them. Samanthy’ll be mighty glad to see
~ you.” '

It was useless to wait for Renben Smith to-

exhaust his stock of short sentences, and they
drove on, leaving him to his whistling and
hammering. A new house had been erected
upon the site of the old one, and three rooms

were already habitable. A good-sized barn .
was ready to receive the crops of the year,

and frififes for sheds were standing, as yet
uncovered. :

In a flutter of excitement, Samantha came
‘to the door, and in a confosed way welcomed
her visitor. e .

‘ “Have you room for this trunk?” asked
Rhoda, as Judson took it from the wagon. “I
could not come very well without'it.”

“There is plenty of room, such as it is,”
was the answer. “ We're all in confusion,
. but T'll make you as comfortable as.I can.”

“No danger but I shall be comfortable,”
said her cousin. “I came, expecting to en-
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joy every moment of my visit. I have: heard
good news of you.”

~ Samantha's face lighted up at this, and she
was about to reply, when her husband’s voice

“wag heard.

“(Glad you've come, Rhody,” he exclaimed.
*“Been wanting to see you, ever since the fire.
That 'was the best thing ever happened to
me. I've squared off with Lang, and I shall
pay some other debts when I take my crops
off the. ground. Guess ‘I shall have good
luck this year.”

i “You will, if you are willing to work.”

*“Don’t I look like it?” he asked, in reply.
*I'm pretty busy these days.” '

Rhoda did not doubt this assertion. He
looked like a man who wofked, and, during
her visit, she had amplé opportunity to wit-
ness his industry. He had a small job todo,
about quarter of a mile from the house, that
he guessed he could get through with before”
dihner, and he ‘enjoined upon his wife the
necessity of “blowing the horn loud.”

The horn was sounded, calling him to din-
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ner, just the right time, but it seemed doubt-
ful if he would find ‘an opportunity to eat, so

much was he engaged in’ talking. . Rhoda

thought he was making up for his silence

while smoking and dozing through so many

years.
* How do you get along without your
pipe?” she asked.
* Well enough,” was the reply. “Pretiy
hard work, af first, but got used to it. Costs
too. much to use tobacco. Can have all the

tea and suger we want now. Alwaysgetit

wlien Samanthy says.  Can’t stop any longer
now,” he added, as he went out of the house,
and shouldered his hoe, whistling.

When the housework was done that after-

- noon, -Rhoda opened her trunk, and trans-.

ferred its contents to the-shelves and closets
- of the new house. She also gave her cousin
a sum of money, to be expended foi furniture
when the house should be completed.
Reuben was told of this when he came in

- at evening, and added his thanks to ‘those of )
his wife, *Very kind in you to do so muc':
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for us, Cousin Rhody,” he said. “I know I
don’t deserve it. . Didn’t treat you as 1 ought
to- when we were at father’s together, Been

_sorry for it a good many times. Hope you
~ haint laid up any hardness against me.

Folks used to call you homely; but you're a
good-looking woman now. Il say that for
you anywhere.”

Rhoda hastened to assure him that she had
no hard feelings against him or any one else.
She was very glad to. help him, now he was

: ltrying to help himself. He told her bis plans

for improving his farm, and reclaiming an old
pasture which had once been -valuable, but
was oW completely overrun with bushes and
briars, &
“It will take a good deal of hard work to
do all you propose,” ghe said. o
* I am able to ‘do it,” was the cheerful re-

~ ply, as be took the milk-pails and went out.

“He don’t seem to tnind anything about

- hard work,” said his wife, when he was be-

yond the sound of her voice. “I wish he
would take more time to rvest: buf he says he
' gz .
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" can’t afford it. There aint anybody round .

here works harder than he does.”

Mr. Balch said the same, and prophesied
that within a few years Reuben Smith would
not only pay his debts, but *have something
beforehand.” This neighbor had, from the
first, assisted him with counsel, and the more
substantial aid of money and credit.

It was- he who effected a settlement with’

Lang, on more advantageous terms than had
seemed possible. The rumseller was cha.
grined and angry at being compelled to speci-
fy the charges against his creditor; but Mr.

Balch insisted. The result was what he ex-

pected. The footing up of the charges was
much less than the sum stated. The particu-
lars of this settlement were zoon generally
known, and cvery old toper who had ever

paid a bill to Lang was ready to accuse him

of dishonesty.
No one more keerly eu_]oyed the discom-

ﬁture of this unprmclpled man than Rhoda -

Swith, to whom Aunt Lizzie gave a graphic
description of Luther’s management. *I
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don’t supinose it will stop his selling liquor,”

she said ; * but it will help make him unpop-

ular. His. customers will look after him a
little closer. He has done harm enough in
this town, and, to tell the truth, I think his -
business is the meanest a man can engage in.”

Her companion endorsed this opinion, say-

“ing, A man who will sell liquor to another,

when he knows it will be the moeans of mak-

'ing him a brute and a beggar, would commit

any other erime if thero was no law to punish

him. For my part, I wish selling hquor was

a state-prison offence.” .
“Some of the worst men in the country

“would then receive their deserts,” -said Mr. .

Balch, joining in the conversation. "I was
very glad to meet Langin a business way, and
am not anxious to lkeep the matter secret. Reu-
ben Smith has drank liquor enotigh ; but I pre-
sume he has paid for a great deal that he never

" saw.”

This was severe denunciation; but facts
sustained it. The old farm on Cross Moun-
tain was not the only property that had




340 OUT OF THE FIRE.

changed hands through the baseness of a rum-

seller. Amy Hill's father had once been a

well-to-do farmer; but his wife,-in her last

sickness, was dependent upon charity.
Rhoda spent a long day with Amy before

. she returned to Mr. Gray’s. Mrs. Lunt,

. feeling obliged to devote most of her time to
the preparation of a dinner and supper-worthy
to place before her guest, came into the room
ouly occasionally, and, then stopping but a
moment to ask a question or make some re-
mark, ‘

There was no Iack of comfort in this home.
The ground connected with the house had
again been planted by the kindness of neig'h-
bors, and there was promise for the winter.
“ Aunt Milly considers herself quite a farm-
er,” said Amy. “Last year our crops were
very fine. We had a great abundance of
apples, and enjoyed the luxury of giving.
That was a great prmlege fo us, and I trust

-we were grateful.” .

Mr. Dalton had not allowed his niece to

:visit these friends empty-handed, and, not-
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withstanding theirremonstrances, she insisted
upon their receiving the money which had
been sent by her. -
When ready to leave that evening, she was
surprised to find quite a large bundle in her
wagon. It is for your cousin,” said Mrs.
Lunt. *Amy and I have thought a good deal
gbout Lier since the fire; so we got together
a fow things we could spare as well as not.
1 should have sent them before, only I hoped
she’d come over herself, and I knew they

" hadw’t much room where they were last. win-

ter.”

*That beats me,” said Reuben, when he
saw the bundle and wag told .who had sent
it. “Don’t seem right to take it from them
women ; but never mind, Samanthy, we shall
have something to give them in return.”

Mrs. Smith said her husband had never
enjoyed any visit so much as this with © Cousin
Rhody,” and when Aunt Lizzie, with her son
and daughter, came over to take tea with
them, he really felt that they were beginning -
to live. He began to think himself of some
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consequence, and that, to a man like him,
was g great point guined.

‘Soon after this visit Mr. Dalton and his
party started for the city, making the journey
much more rapidly than before.
~ They were expected at home, and great
preparations had been madé for their recep-
tion, Mrs. Hawthorne quite eclipsing herself,

All this was very pleasant to Rhoda; but,
when the first excitement was over, she be-
gan to feel lonely and dissatisfied.

. The weeks went by ; Mr. Dalten’s health

- remained much as it had been when in the
country. James Burton was reinstated in his
position as reader.

Many calls were Teceived from relatives
and friends of the family, and occasionally a
few were invited to spend the evening at the
house ; when Rhoda, supported by her cousin,
acted the part of hostess by no means dis-
creditably. ' Her elegant and tasteful dress,
faultless even when judged by the standard
of those-around her, had much to do with the
favorable impression she produced.
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Through Mrs. Hawthorne she had made
the acquaintance and engaged the services of
a young girl who was dependent upon her

. own exertions for-the support’of herself and’

her youngest sister. Some one had taught
her dress-making, and, having a natural talent

- for fitting and trimming, she became skilful

in the art.

But being almost unknown, and having no
friends except among those who were obliged
to economize their expenses, work was not so
remunelatlve as she had hoped.

In the summer she had taken rooms in the
house with Mrs Burton, and soon attracted
her attention. James had been the first to

" make their acquaintance by offering to carry
. @ pail of water up the stairs for Jennie, the

younger sister. She looked at him a moment,
astonished at his kindness, then gave him the
pail, and led the way to the room she called
“home.”

After this, he often assisted her in various

‘wa.ys, until, at - last, he rapped regularly at
the door, each day, to-ask if he could do any-
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thing for Miss Dunn. He brought shavings

for her as he did for his mother, and executed

commissions of all kinds. Thus James estab-
lished himself in the good graces of the sis-
ters, and one evening introduced hIS mother
to them.

A few days after this, Mrs. Burton spoke
of them to Mrs. Hawthorne, and asked her
to call upon them, Alcey Dunn was then at
work upon the skirt of a rich dress which
had been sent her from-a fashionable shop,
.and was to be completed that day. It was
so elaborately trimmed that it attracted the
“attention of the visitor, who took the liberty

to ask what she was fo receive for the work.
. Alcey named a sum so small in comparison
with the price usually paid for such work,
that Mrs. Hawthorne involuntarily uttered an
expression of surprise,

“T know that is not what it is worth, but I

am very glad to do it even at such a price.”
At once the good English woman thought.

of a plan to aid her, and, when Rhoda Smith

returned, she losi no time in telling her of
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these two young girls who were so alone in the
world. *“I'm sure you'd like hqxj— work, miss,

if yowd be pleased to try her. Italways goes
to my heart to see such youna creatures toil-
ing for the bread they eat.

The fact that they were orphans was suffi-
cient to enlist tho sympathies of her to whom
this was addressed. = She semt for Aleey
Dunn to come to the house that she might
consult her in vegard to some dresses she
proposed to have remade.

Somethmg in the looks of the young dress-
maker reminded her of Amy Hill. There
‘was the same goldes hair, and the same sweet
smile wreathing the small mouth; but there |
was a brightness in the face of Alcey Dunn
which the invalid’s ad never known. She

. could remain only long enough to examine

the dresses, admire the rich laces with which
they were to be trimmed, and then . hasten
home to complete the work now on hand.
Rhoda was charmed with her appearaoce
and manifest taste, and engaged her services
for several days.‘ “You can take your sister
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with you,” she said; * Mrs. Hawthorne will
find a pleasant place for her.”
~ Aleey felt that she had found a friend,
while Jgnnie was delighted with the prospect
of going to so grand a house. Mrs. Burton
congratulated her young friend, knowing by
her own experience that she would be gen-
erously treated.

As Rhoda had desired, Aleey and her sister
went together to the house of Mr. Dalton,
and Mrs, Hawthorne gladly took charge of
the child, who insisted upon making herself
. useful.  “I never sit still and do nothing,”
ghe said, in her womanly ﬁay * Sister says
I must be industrious, and she thought you
would find me some work for to- day.”

“ What can you do?” asked the house-
keeper,.smiling at this earnestness.

“I can knit, and sew, and do errands; I
‘can sweep too, and tidy up the house.”

“That is doing very well,” was the reply.

-“But I think 'l send you into the garden .

this morning. My husband is the gardener.
You'll find him under the trees,” she said,
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© pointing down the walk, at the foot of which

were some large fruit-trees. * Perhaps you
can help him.”

Mrs. Hawthorne watched the child as she
went through the garden, saw her standing
guietly as she talked with Thomas; and then,
sure “sho was in her proper place, went
about her own work. In about an hour
Jennie entered the house-keeper's room with

. a basket of pears, which she said she was to

carry to the lady. “Would you let me take
them to her myself ? ”* she asked.

*Yes,” answered the house-‘keeper, “and I
will show you the way.” ‘

Alcey looked up from her work in sur-
prise at seeing her sister. " “ Why, Jennie!”
she exclaimed. ' ‘

“ A gentleman in the garden told me I could
bring these to the lady,” she said, apologizing
for her presence, ag she placed the fruit upon
the tuble and turned to leave the room. ‘

Rhoda called her back, and began falking
with her, asking how she had speat the morn-
‘ing. At first, she replied in monosyliables, -
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evidently afraid of being intrusive ; but she
forgot this as she became interested:

“Ithink I had beiter go back now,” she
said, after a time. “I was helping in the
ga1den.” :

“You must stop and eat some of these
pears, before you g0,” replied her friend.
*We will all &at them together. Shouldn’t
you like some? ” she asked, seeing the look
of indecision upon the child’s face.

“I should like one,” replied Jennie; * but
I should like better to carry it to Debby But-
ters.” ,

“And who is Debby Butters? That isn't
a very pretty name,” said Rhoda,

1 know it isn’t, and I guess she isn’t very
Ppretty ; bubt she’s good, and sister says she
bears her pain with a groat deal of. fortitude.”
’ The listener smiled, but Jennie proceeded :
();I dido’t tell you who she was, but T will.
Bhe’s a little girl, who lives ju the same Lonse
we used to, with her grandmother. . Her
father is a sailor, and her mother wount off
- and Jeft her; so she has nobody but her
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grandmother to take care of her. She can’t

walk much, and never goes ont-doors.

Sometimes Alcey used to give her a penny
to buy an apple for hel, and then she was
always so glad.”

Rhoda was interested in‘ the simp!e story
of Debby Butters, and made many inguiries
in regard to her. " We will send some good
things to Debby this evening, but you can

- eat the pears all the same. There are

enough for her besides these.”
“Then I would rather carry one to Debby’s
grandmother,” urged the child. However,

- she was at last persuaded to share the lus-

cious pears, and then returncd to the garden,
where Mr. Hawthorne found employment for
her busy feet and hands.
" Alcey Dunn was allowed to exercise her
own taste, her employer looking on bat to
admire. She enjoyed the day, scarcely con-
scious of fatigue when the hours of labor were
over.

Rhoda gave her the price she had been ac-
customed tv pay a dress-maker recommended




350 ' OUT OF THE FIRE.

by her aunt. “You must have made a mis-
take,” said Alcey, when she had counted the
money. “Here is quite too much; double
what I have ever received before, aiid Jennie
has been with me too.”

*1 have only given you what is your due,”

- was the reply. “I am perfectly satisfied.
There is no reason why you should not be
_paid as well as others.”

Jennie found a hasket of fruit and ecakes,
ready to .be carried to Debby Butters, and
her sister consented to call upon her that even-
ing, so there need be no delay in delivering
the precious crlfl;. Poor Debby had been suf-
fering more than usual, and was wishing she
could have something nice {o cat, when her
friends opened the door of her grandmother’s
room.

“ Sights and sights of goodies ! ¥ exclaimed
the child, as the contents of the basket were
displayed. - T shall feel better now. I've

~wanted something all day, and to think you
should be the one to bring it! I thank you
more than I ever thanked anybody before.”
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* A kind lady gave them to me for yous;
g0 you must thank her,” replied Jennie, dis-
claiming all merit in the affair.

“Then I thank her, you tell her,” said
Debby, too much delighted to wonder how
the kind lady had heard of her.

‘The grandmother, who had been talking
with Aleey, now came forward, and expressed
her gratitude. “The like has never been |
gseen in this room, since I lived here,” she
gaid. “We've been badly off for a few
days, and Debby has been getting weak., I
don’t mind for myself, but it’s hard for her.”

Thus were four new names added to the
list of those in whose welfare Rhoda Smith
was interested. She would not forget little
Debby Butters, or the grandmother who
cared for her.”

Alcey became her entire dependence in n all

matters of dress, while Jennie was her prime

favorite.. Her uncle had several times seen
this child in the garden, and one day asked
James Burton if he knew who he was.

Of course- James knew who she was, _aud
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could tell a great deal about her, which he
did not hesitate to 'do, partlculurly as he
had an interested hearer.

When Rhoda next came into the room, her
uncle spoke of the child. *James told me
that her sister is your dress-maker,” he said.

* Yes, sir, she is, and a friend of mine as

well.” _

* Spoken like yourself, Rhoda. I am sure
she has found a friend. I should really like
to see her, .She must understand her busi-
ness, judging from the specimens of her work
that I have seen. You might recommend her
to some of your friends.”

*I have done so,” was the reply ; *and she
is quite popular.”” '

. The elder Mr. Dalton was wishing to sec.

Alcey Dunn.  The younger Mr. Dalton Aad
. seen her, and thought her face one of  the
sweetest e had ever looked upon.

He resolved to become acquainted with
her, and one day when he was in the garden,
seeing Jennie, to whom he had before spoken,
he gave her a bouquet of late flowers, telling
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her she could keep 1t herself, or give it to the
person she loved best in the world.
Her reply was what he had expected.

.*Then I shall give it to sister, for I love her

best.”

This opened the way for quite a long talk,
during every moment of which the child
kept her large blue eyes fixed upon the face
of her companion. She must have thought
him worthy of confidence, for she gave him

quite a minute description of her home, and.

the people living in the bouse.
It it was chance that brought Robert Dal-

ton into the hall that evening, just as the

young dress-maker and her sister were pass-
ing through, he certainly blessed his stars for
the lucky chance. Jennie had the bougquet in
her hand. “T gave the flowers to sister,” she
said. I am going to carry them home for
her, and then she will take them.”

1 hope she will like them,” he replied,
opening -the hall-door and bowing respect-
fully as they went out. '

After this, such encouuters were irequeut,
23
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yet their acquaintance had progressed no

further than an exchange of salutations when -

winter set in. fChance again favored the
gentleman.  Alcey Dunn was going from her
‘work, later than usual, when the confusion

incident to an alarm of fire rendered the

streets quite unsafe for a lady. ‘
Fortunately Robert Dalton was passing in
the same direction, saw her, and begged the
privilége of accompanying her home. Re-
joiced at seeing a friend, when one was so

much needed, she thankfully availed herself '

of his kindness. -
. At the door they met Jennie, who, alarmed
at the long absence of her sister, was weep-
ing bitterly. * Mrs. Burton and Janies were
gone, so I had to stay all alone,” she said ;
and at the thought her tears flowed afresh.

If any excuse could have been found for
stopping, the gentleman certainly would have

done so; but, finding none, he was obliged to -

leave, even before Jennie had dried her tears.
Yet somecthing had been - gained, and upon
this slight foundation he built an airy castle.
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Christimas was at'hand. Robert Dalton in-
vested quite largely in books and toys; and,
ol the morning of this holiday, three chil-
dren were made happy by the reception of
presents, beyond anything they had ever ex-
péeted. Jennie Dunn, James Burton, and
Debby Butters, each found, in addition to a

~ well-filled stocking, a Ia'rge package on the

pillow, .

The exclamations of delight were as vari-
ous as the characters and circumstances of
the recipients. Great was their enriosity to
know who had thus remembered them. 7

& Graildma suys a black man;%vith white
teeth, brought mine,” said little Debby But-
ters to Jennie.

“That’s who brought mine,” answered her
friend. ¢ Sister asked him who sent the
things.”

* What did he say?” asked Debby, mter—

- rupting her.

“ He said, “Dunno noffin *bout it,’ and went
downstairs, laughing.”
James Burton’s parcel had been brought
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by some one answering to this deseription ;
go'they decided that the presents must have
all been sent by one person, and that person
must be very rich, especially, as the older
members- of the families had not been over-
looked in their distribution. Rhoda Smith
understood the matier, and Alcey had a

shrewd suspicion of whom Santa Claus might

be; but the children were profoundly igno-

rant. They knew their . Christmas dinners -

were sent by * the lady at Mr. Dalton’s,” and

pronounced her name with blessings, as they .

ate.. , :
“There’s a hape o cooking done in the
~ house,” said an Irish servant who had recent-
ly come under Mrs. Hawthorne’s jurisdiction.

*Sure it's a wonder where it’s, all going.

There’s enough for the like o’ ten families
like this.” ' k

The house-keeper attended to the distribu-
‘tion of this “hape o’ cooking,” happy in car-
rying out the wishes of. “master’s niece.”
For the home table she made sumptuous

preparations, and then grew radiant, as the
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praise bestowed upon the viands by the\, in- .
vited guests was repeated by the servants,
Mr. Dalton was able to sit at the table
with his guests, and enjoy the feast, seeming

* to lay aside the air of an invalid.

*We shall expect youn to dine with us on

- New Year's day,” said his sister Laura to
_him, when she left that evening. * We shall
~hope to see more of you now that brother

‘Willism seems so well,” she added to Rhoda.
“You will not need to confine yourself at
home so closely.”

Tuvitations to Mrs, Fulton’slwqre received,
but Mr. Dalton excused himself from being
present. He was not so well as usual. “It
is nothing serious,” he said, *“but I shall be
more comfortable here at home. Grand din-

. ners are not so much to my taste as they were
- onee.”’

- “They will never be much to my taste,”
said Rhoda. “T should prefer to stay with
you. We might have a very pleasant even-
ing in your room.” '

*I know we might,” replied her uncle;
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* bat it is besi; for you to go:  You must see
more of society this winter than you did the
last: T am' beginning to think a little about
having my children settled in hf'e,” he added,
with a smile. :

“Don’'t make any plans for me,” said
Rhoda, laughing. “They will certainly
fall through if you do, and leave you- d;s-
comfited.” :

“Iam not anxious to have you leave me,”
replied her uncle. *You need fear no ¢on-
spiracy on my part. I only thought there
‘might be some danger of such un event.”

Rhoda blushed as. this was said, and he
wondered if his suspicions were correct., If
he had heard the unqualified and almost rude
- refusal of the hand of one of his friends, only
‘the evening before, he would not have misin-
terpreted her blushes. As it was, he looked
seriouns, and desired her to dress with un-
usual care, as her Aunt Laura was very fas
tidious.

One weelk, one little Week, and it mattered
not to him of society or settlement in this
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world. He was dead. The blow came sud-
denly, at last. James Burton was alone with
him, reading from the Bible, when he ob-
served a. strange expression upon his face.

His lips moved, but they uttered no sound.

" Instantly the boy summoned assistance.
Rhoda, who was first to hear the call, bent
over her uncle in an agony of fear. She
clasped his hands-entreating him to'speak,h
but his voice was hushed.

Dr. Payne was called, a messenger de-
spatched for Robert, and the whole house .
was laid under tribate for his relief. But it
availed nothing. The death-angel had placeq
its seal upon lip and brow.

. There was an imposing funeral, and then
Wl]llam Dalton was laid to rest by the side

_ of wife and eh1ld1en.
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“Qut of the fires of shame and sin
God is able to garner in
A glorious harvest of souls.”

Tae will of her uncle had placed Rhoda
Smith in an entirely independent position,
giving her a home where she then was, so
long as she should remain unmarried. Rob-
ert, too, had been genmerous in carrying out

the wishes of his father, and thjs, together -

with their common sorrow, had made their
relationship seem like that of brother and
sister.

He could speak to her of his past life, of
the temptations which had beset his path,
and to which he had so weakly yielded.
**We have both come out of the fire, Cousin
 Rhoda, and therefore should be able to sym-
pathize with each other,” he said one even-
‘ 860
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ing when they were seated together in the
library.

*1 can never forget my seusatwns when I
saw the flames leap from mast to rigging,
and knew there was no possibility of saving
the ship. In that one instant every sin I
had committed seemed to rise  before me.”

“1 can never think of you as being other
than you are now, honorable and upright,”
gaid his cousin.

" Would God I had never been otherwise,”
he responded, earnestly. *If you knew all,
I fear you would never trust me, and I some-
times wonder how I can trust myself.”

*I should not think of distrusting you,
Cousin Robert. One who acknowledges his
own weakness, and seeks strength from God
is sure to receive it.”- E

“T have learned that Ly experience,” was

"the reply. “Strange I was so easily led

astray,” he added, musnwly “I did not
care mueh for drink, at first, and I had no
particular taste for gambling. . The influence
of one man made me the wretch I was. I
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have met that man on the street to-dn.y, and
he had the audacity to address me.’

oy hope you did not speak to him,” said *

his companion.

I certainly did not.”

“Then you are fairly rid of him.” .

“ I am not so sure of that. He is a villain
of the deepest dye, and will not mind « re-
‘buff when he has a purpose to accomplish.”
" What purpose can he have?” innocently

asked Rhoda. '
“He probably intends to make money out

of me in some way. If he canuot induce me

to gamble, he may try some other phn of
lining his pockets at my expense. This man.

knows more of my career of dissipation be-

fore leaving home than any one else. It
would not be pleasant to have this reported
to the public, — a fact-that he will understand
as well as I. He may hope to receive a
bribe for keeping silent.”

“ And will you bribe him?* asked Rhoda,

“What would you do?” he asked in reply,
an amused smile playing around his mouth.
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*Tell him to' say what he pleases. He can-
not _injure you without compromising him-

self.”

*“He will be careful not to do that among
respectable people, and with his own sét he
has nothing to lose. There are many ways
in which he could start a report and yet con-
ceal his own agency in the matter. However,
I have not the slightest idea of keeping him
in funds, let the consequence be whatit may.”

“Ts his home here?” asked Rhoda.

. * Here as much as anywhere,” was the re-
ply. “He spends his time wherever he can
find victims. If you should attend the theatre,
you would see him there, dressed in the

height of fashion, and having the appearance .-

of a gentleman. When I became acquainted
with him he was admitted to good society,

‘and was quite a favorite with most of the
. ladies.”

“How could any decent person tolerate

guch 2 man?”
* His true character was unknown, except
4o those whose ruin he had accomplisbed, and -
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they were not likely to betray him. ‘He was
a specious villain.”” ‘ ‘
“Will he be received into society now ?”

It would not be strange if he should. He -
ia a handsome man, with a most pleasmo* ad-

dress.”

“Is he young?” -

*He cannot be, although he professed to
be less than thirty when I first knew him. [
presume he is fifty years of age, and, from my
hasty glance at him to-day, I judge the last
five years have told upon his looks. I must
speak to Thomas about him. He js a shrewd
counsellor, and I may need his assistance.”

Thomas did not necd to be informed of the
gambler’s presence in the city. He had seen
Paul Romare (for by this romantic name was
the scoundrel known), and, notwithstanding

his confidence in *young master,” he was -

really anxious. He had watched his move-

ments before, and knew how iaersistently he

)fo]lowed up any one whom he had marked as
* game.”

“I was coming to tell you this same, he
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said, when Robert Dalton had told him of his
meeting with Romare. “He’s back for no
good, you may count sure on that; I saw
him with some young men this afternoon. If
their fathers understood him as well as I do,
he’d soon leave town. You'll meet him again
to-morrow.” ]

True prophecy; and well timed was the
meetiizg for evil purpose."' Robert Dalton was
talking with a friend of his father, ﬁ'hen Ro-
mare passed. ‘

“Be sure to rememhber your engagement
for this evening,” he said, with a careless bow,
as though addressing ene with’ whom he was

- on intimate terms.

*Ig Lie an associate of yours?” abked the

-old gentleman of his companion.

¢ No, kir,” replied young Dalfon, yet so.
much astonished was he at the audacity of the
‘gambler ‘that he made no explanation of the
strange occurrence.

*1 am o'lad of it, for I have heard some’
things not much to his credit.” '

Here the conversation was interrupted,
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and in no enviable frame of mind the young

merchant returned to the store. An hour af-

ter, he received a note, inviting him to a sup-

* per that evening, at the most fashlonable
hotel in the ecity.

“Only a few congenial spirits, mutual
friends in days gone by.
“Your obhd’t serv’s,
“ Paur. RoMagrg.”

This was carrying matters with a high

hand, and required more than a passing
thought. He folded the note and placed it in
his pocket for further consideration.

In the course of the afternoon two or three
young men of his acquaintance asked him if
he was to be at Romare’s supper that evening,
aund expressed much surprise at his reply.

“He has told that you are coming,” said.

one. ““He seemed to count on you as sure.”

*He Lknows beiter than that,” exclaimed
Robert Dalton, in an excited tone. *That
man has caused me trouble enough. More-
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over, I never attend such shppers. You
know that as well ag 1.”
“1 thought I knew it, but he seemed better

__informed on the subject than I could pre-
sume to be.”

*“ He once.had good opportunity for. know-
ing my babits, but it is now six years since I .
have onken with hlm. I have changed in
that time.” '

" He told me that he saw you yesterday.”

* That is true ; and he has seen me to- da) ,

~ but I have not spoken with him.”

~ The listener looked: to him tor an explana—
tion. ™ When we parted, more than six years
ago, I paid him five thousand dollars, which

- he had won from me at the gaming-table

when I was too much under the influence of

" wipe to understand what I was doing.”

This revelation was received with a look

- of profound astonishment. “I am making

this confession for your benefit,” added the
speaker. “You are doubtless stronger than -
I was, but it is safer to have no intercourse
with such a man. If you Sit with him at

|
Y
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supper this evening, you will be expected,
gooner or later, to pay for your own enfer-
tainment.”

* Do you know what Romare’s business is?”
abruptly asked his comnpanion.

“ Gambling,” was the laconic reply.

“I know he gambles; but you would

hardly call that business. It costs something-

- to live and dress in the style he does.”
“ His victims pay the hills.”
Robert Dalton was proverbially reticent in

regard to what concerned his own personmal .

interests; but in this instance he felt con-
strained to speak frankly.
, Before evening nearly every young man
‘ who had received an.invitation' to Romare’s
supper had heard a report of this conversa-
tion ; and, as a consequence, those whose pres-
- ence was most desired sent notes of apology.
The host was too much a man of the world
to betray his mortification; but the supper,
‘which had been gotten up regardless of ex-
pense, was a failure, so far as its original de-
sign was considered.

o
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ngert Dalton was closeted with his. gar-
dener that evening, and if Paul Romare had
heard their consultation, he would at once

"have relinquished all hope of again bringing

the young man under his power.
The gentleman who had hemd his remark

+ in the morning was suﬂiuently curious to ask

its meaning. He soon heard a detailed ac-
count of the affair, and the young mercbant
occupied o higher place in his esteem than
before.

-Romare kept himself somewhat secluded
and at the end of a month Thomas reported
that he had left the city.

Soon after this, Robert Dalton received a
letter from him, threatening an exposé of his
youthful career of viee, unless a certain sum
of money should be remitted within a spem-

- fied time.

The letter was shown.to Mr. Trull, Who
read it, asked a few questions, and then said,
*I'should advise you to take no notice what-
ever of this.”

*1 do not intend to notice it,” answered his
24

3
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partner, “and I presume Romare will carry

~his threat into execution. ¥ preferred you
, should hear it from me rather than a third
person.” ! '

“*T am very glad you told me. I have so
much confidence in you at present, that I
should pay little attention to reports of the
past, but I shall now he able to speak more
confidently to others, should an explanation
be necessary.”

This missive- failing to elicit any response,
another was soon sent to the young merchant,
threatening disclosures which would consign
him to the. State prison, unless money should
be forthcoming.

Romare was getting desperate. “His usual

luek had failed him, and he was.ready to en-

gage in any scheme which offered the slightest
prospect of raising funds. He counted on
‘the extreme pride of the man with whom hé

was dealing, and fancied that, while refusing
to acknowledge him as an acquaintance, he had
reason to think that he might yet fear him as

an enemy. . ’
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Still no reply. Revenge prompted the re-
taliation which policy had threatened.

‘There were strange rumors afloat in regard
to Robert Dalton. His mysterions absence
was explained. Crimes of' which he had
never been guilty were attributed to him,
and there were vague hints of a terrible life
beyond the sea. ,

No one could trace this scandal to its
author; but it was generally discussed, and
at Jength reached the ears of Mr. Trull.

® That is one of Romare’s stories,” he said
to .a Dbrother merchant, who, with a great

show of disiuterested friendship, had reported

to him the gossip. “I can tell you all about
it.’? f-

*So that is it,” said the man, after listen~
ing to his companion’s version of the matter.
“I am glad to be set right, and wﬂl take care

"to extend the information.”

~There was some truth in the reports, as
every one knew ; enough to give them an ap- -
pearance of plausibility, and annoy him at

-whose expense they were told. They might
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affect his business reputation ; but this was of
small consideration to him ﬂl_ comparison
with their possible influence npon one whose
- good opinion was of more value than all his
woalth. : a
His admiration for Alcey Dunn had in-
creased until it was the ruling passion of his
life ; yet he shrank from expressing this ad-
miration in words. She seemed so infinitely

removed from him by her purity and inno-

cence that her presence was like an accusing
angel. Never had his guilt appeared so
great, and never had he so loathed his career
of vice, as since he had made the acquraintance
of the orphan sisters.

Alcey Dunn had achieved a great success.

in her employment, and was considering the
wisdom of taking better apartments in a more
desirable locality. Jennie was ambitious to
aid her sister, and looked forward impa-
tiently to the time, . when she, too, could
“make beautiful dresses.”

Robert Dalton often wondered if this young
girl could be induced to éxchange her life of
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toil for a home with him, where every want
should be anticipated, and as often was he
humiliated by a sense of her superiority.

He knew he was not worthy of her. Sen-
sibilities once blunted by contact with vice
never regain their original tone. Sin brings
its own punishment. One may be stronger
for sin repented and forsworn, but never
purer,

These consideration deterred him from mak-
ing any formal declaration of his regard; al-
though she could not be insensible to his gen-
‘tlemanly attentions. With Jennie he was
on the best of terms, and through her wag
able to bestow many favors tipon which he
would not otherwise have presumed. There
were always fruit and flowers in their home.

From the first, Rhoda Smith bad treated
Alcey as a friend, rather than a servant, and,
after her uncle’s decease, had seated her at

- the same table with her cousin and herself..

There may have been no design in this, but
it certainly afforded an excellent opportunity
for the exchange of civilities.
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Rhoda was not likely to be queétioned in-

regard to her cousin, but, soon after Romare’s

stories were put in cireulation, Mrs. Fulton .

ealled upon her, and insisted on going into
the work-room, as she wished to coasult
Miss Dunn in regard to some trimming.
‘While there, she mentioned the reports, and
expressed great regret that such terrible
things should be said.

The flushed face of her dress-maker at-
tracted and riveted Rhoda’s attention. Mus.
Fulton, observing her, said “You need. not
mind Miss Dunn. She has heard this talked

~of wherever she has been for the last fort-
night. Moreover, she is foo discreet to re-
peat what she hears. Of course none of
Robert’s friends will believe zmythmg to his
disadvantage.” :

Rhoda had not been mistaken in thinking
Aleey Dunn unusually reserved in the pres-
ence of her cotisin, and this reserve was now
accounted for, Those terrible stories, partly
true, and partly false, had done their work.

" Robert Dalton saw this, felt it keenly, and
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resolved upon an exi)ianation. That evening
he proposed walking home with the young
lady. She objected, on the plea that she
must make a call on the way.

“Then I can wait for you,” was his reply;
*I have something to say to you, which must
be said this evening.” ‘

A]cey Dunn “1nade no movre obgectlons.
She accepted his proffered arm, and walked-
onin silence. She must have forgotien the

‘call to be made, for nothing was said in re-

gard to it. Her companion made two or
three ineffectual attempts to engage her in

- conversation, but his.own thoughts were pre-
.occupied.

When they reached her room, she threw
open the door, and ifavited him to enter.
Jennie sprang to meet him, and oommeueed‘
an animated description of a new book she
had borrowed from James Burton. * He told
me you gave it to him,” she said. “So he

‘thought you intended I should read it too.”

For some reason Mr. Dalton was not so
social as usual with his young friend, and she
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soon asked if she could go into Mrs. Burton’s
room. Permission was granted, and then

came an opportunity for the desired explana-

tion. .
I think neither could'afterwz;rds have told
how -this was commenced; and it does not

matter. It is sufficient to know that it was.

commenced in such a manner as to fix the at-
tention of the listener, and ensure her sym-
pathy. He acknowledged that he had been
fearfully reckless, but spared her the details of
his dissipation. He told her of the influence
of Romare, and the forgery commiited to
meet his demands, The letters recently re-
ceived from him were shown. -
While reading these Jennie returned, and
Aleey, who never neglected her sister, agsked
to be excused for a short time. Then there
-was a low murmur of voices in an adjoining
room, which imagination easily associated
with words of prayer. ‘
When Aleey came back she found her vis-
itor sitting with shaded eyes, and his whole
manner indicating suppressed emotion, I
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fear T bave wearied you by this long confes-
sion,” he said, looking'at her earnestly, as he
brushed away a tear. " Perhaps I ought not
to have inflicted it upon you, but I could not
endure to be misunderstood by ome for
whom I have so sincere a regard.”

‘*“I am very glad you have told me,” she

‘replied, frankly, while the telltale blush as-

sured hin that his regard was not \\;holly un-
returned. .

An hour after, they were sitting side by
side, his arm encircling her waist, and his
face radiant with happiness. ~

It suddenly clouded, as she s;aid, “I can-
not be your wife.”

* Bat.you love me,” he replied ; * you have
acknowledged it with your own lips.”

“ And I acknowledge it again,” she said.

* My lifo has been so lonely that I could not
_but welcome such kindoess as yours. Since

1 first met you I have lived in a new
world.” '

Alcey Dunn was too good and generous to
speak otherwise than truthfully to one who
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. had reposed such unlimited confidence in her.

She had: long known that the days spent in
his house were the shortest and brightest;
but she had not knowu, until that evening,
how truly she loved him. .

“ Why, if you love me, do you refuse to be
my wife?” asked Robert Dalton. Do you
fear to trust me?”

“No,” she replied, emphatically. *Bat I
promised my mother that nothing should
come betwcen me and my duty to Jennie.
She has no one else to care for her.”

“I really had quite forgotten Jennie,” he
responded, laughing, relieved to find ‘that
there wuas no more serious obstacle to his
bappiness. “You can do more for her as

‘my wife than you can possibly do situated
as you are now. She will, of coﬁrse, have a
home with us, and I fancy she will make no
_ objections to having me for a brother. So it
is settled,” he added, sealing hiswords with
kisses upon brow and lips.

Do my readers wonder if no doubt of the
sincerity of his reformation erossed her mind ?
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Did she| not hesitate to place her happiness
in his keeping? , .

She did not then. She could not doubt
with his eyes looking into hers, and his heart
beating against her own. But when she was

-alone there came misgivings. Had she acted

wisely? What would be her fate should he
rehPse into his former habits?

The night waned while such thoughts
agitated her. The - morning dawned, but
brought no rest. Even the caresses of her

sister failed to cheer her. She was taking

counsel of prudence, who is eften a stern
menitor. . . ‘ '

Unfortunately, as it then seemed to her,
she was to spend the day at Mr. Dalton’s,
and Jennie was to accompany her. The first
glance at her face assured Rhoda Smith that
she was suffering either in mind or body,
although she took up the sewing and en-
deavored to appear interested. ‘

* My head aches,” she said, at length, find-
ing it impossible to work.

*You shall go to my room and lie down,”
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said her friend. “Iknew when you came in
that you were not able to work.”

“It will be better for e to oo homo;” was
the reply. “I can take the work with me
and finish it there.”

Rhoda would not listen to this, and after
much persuasion Aleey consented to lie down
for an hour or two. Jeunic was troubled
when she returned from her visit to the

house-keeper’s room, and found that her

sister was not in her accustomed place.
“She has looked as though she was going to
ery ever since she waked up this morning
said the chiid.

Rhoda had not been blind to her cousin’s
interest in Alcey Duun; and, supposing that
" be bad spent the previous evening with her,
she considered him, in some way, responsi-
ble for her apparent unhappiness.

At the breakfast-table he had seemed in
jubilant spirits, but at dinner, missing the
bright face he had expected to sec, he looked
serious. 4 ‘

In answer to his inqﬁiries, Jennie told him

-
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that sister had’ suéh ' headache she was unable

to work. ‘

The pain must have been contagious, for
he seon cnnrlplai'ned= of a headache himself,
and Rhoda laughingly declared that she was
fearful of suffering in the same way. She
thought she was beginning to understand
something of tle true state of things.

Jennie was invited to the library when
dinner was ovér, and soon after she was by
the side of hrr sister, holding a note which
had heen sent by. Mr. Dalton.

While deliberating what reply to make to
this, Rhoda came in, bringing a cup of tea
and some ligh! food. “You must eat, drink,
and be merry,” she said. *Jennie, you can
go down and entertain Mr. Dalton, while I
attend to your SlStel and see that she obeys
orders.”

. " He said I was to wait and take back an
answer to his note,” replied the child; “and
he Tooked so sorry, I don’tlike to go without.”

Alcey covered her face with her hands,

- crushing the note, and concealing her tears.
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Jennie was astonished at this, and still
more, when told to say to Mr. Dalton that

her sister was in no condition to reply to his -
notg. She did not need to be dismissed the

third time, although her own eyes were dewy
as she closed the door, and went slowly down
the stairs. ‘ .

“T eannot take what you have been so kind
as to bring me,” said Alcey, making an effort
to speak calmly. “I am feeling better, and
shall soon be well if you will allow me to go
home.”

“I will certainly allow you to go if you
desire it, and will order the carringe at once,”
said Rhoda, uncertain what she ouglt to do
OF 8aY. . _

*It is not necessary to do that. If some
one will call Jennie, I shall soon be ready,”
replied Alcey, rising from the bed and com-
mencing to arrange her disordered dress. “1I
hope you will pardon me for making you so
much trouble,” she added, directly.

“1 should not be troubled if I could do
anything to make you less unhappy,” said

-
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‘Rhoda. *1I cannot seo Why youlwill be bet-

ter off at home than here, unless you choose
to be entirely alone, and. fear that I shall
intrude.”

Just then Jennie’s step was heard, and

" she opened the door to say that Mr. Dalton

wished to see Miss Smith in the library.
There was no delay in answering this sum-
mons. She stopped only to assure herself
that Aleey would not lenve during her ab-
sence, and then hastened to meet her cousin,
He was pacing the floor with hurried steps.
but stopped as she entered, and turned
towards her a pale, anxious face. *Cousin

‘Rhoda,” he said, extending both hands to

clasp hers, “do you believe 4 good, pure
woman could ever be happy with soch a
wretch ag I have been?”

-This questin was so abruptly and unex-
pectedly asked, that, for a moment, she was
unable to reply. ©I believe a good woman
c’duld be happy with such a man as you are
now,” she said at length.

*T know you trust me, but would any one

i
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else? T love Alcey Duni,” he exeluimed,

“love her with my whole heart, and to live

without her would be worse than death. I

~have told her this, and I know she loves me .

in return, though not.as I love her. I have
no right to expect that. I did not intend to

speak of this at present,” he added, in a less

excited tone; “but she is unhappy, and I
must know the cause. Perhaps she fears to
trust me. It would not be strange if she did ;
but I love her as few women are evef’fnved,
and would devote my life to her happiness.”

Rhoda trusted her cousin implicitly, and
loved him with a true, sisterly love which
prompted her to seek his happiness in all
things. “It will be best for you to see Alcey
and talk with her,” she said. *If she loves
you, she will, at least, give you her confi-
dence.” , ‘

“Can I see her?” he asked, quickly

“I think so,” she replied, and went from

the room.
Alcey Dunn was now ready to go home.
*“Cousin Robert wishes to see you before you
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_go,” said Rhoda. “You will find him in the

library.” . ,

The young girl looked at her friend as
though seeking ‘to read her thoughts, and
replied, *7 think he must excuse me, [ can-
not talk with him now.”

“Then you must tell him so. I am not
willing to return with. such a message. You

" need not fear to trust him. You could not

have a truer friend.” C

This decided her. She knew she could
trust the speaker, and, bidding Jennie remain
where she was, went down. Her light foot-
fall caught the ear of him who was waiting, -
and he met her at the door.

‘No words were needed to assure him that
his suspicions were correct. There was a
sorrowful tenderness in ber look which be-
trayed the struggle between feeling and judg-

ment. She took his hand, but shrank from =

the caresses he longed to bestow. Something
in her manner swed him, and he waited for
her'tv speak.

Both were standing, and the silence was
: 25
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becoming oppressive, when he drew forward
.a chair and begged her to be seated.
*Thank you, I must not stay,” she found
voice to reply; but the effort to say this
seemed to quite overpower her, and she was
obliged to accept the seat she had before
refused, , .
Robert Dalton’s tongue was now loosed,
and he implored her to tell him the cause of
her evident unhappiness. Her woman’s na-
ture yielded. She wept, but her head was
pillowed upon his breast, and he kissed away
her tears. ’
"“You have not told me why you are so
sad,” he said, at length.
“ How can 1?” she murmured. ©And yet

I must, for all my doubts will return ‘when

you are away.” ‘

He spared her the necessity, anticipating
all she would say, and replying without a
word of reproach. He did not blame her,
certainly not, when she told him how her
early home had been darkened by the grief
of her parents for an erring son.
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~ “He was not my mother’s child,” she said ;
“but he was very dear to her, and she would
have n_xafle any sacrifice to save him. It was

through his dissipation that we became poor.

Father spent most of his property for him,
hoping to indace him to reform; but mother
never complained of this.

“At last he was taken sick and no one
thought he would live. When there was a
change in his symptoms, the physician or-
dered brandy to be given as a stimulant. I
ghall never forget my father’s looks as he
asked if something else would not produce
the same effect. *Nothing,’ replied the phy-
sician. ‘Then it will be better for him to
die,” said father, after a moment’s consider-
ation.” ’

Alcey paused after rel&tiﬁg this incident,
but soon resumed her story. *I ought to
have said before, that during his sickness
brother Albert seemed penitent for his past
life, and often askéed my mother’s forgive-
ness for the unhappiness he had caused her.

He had always been a wayward boy, but he
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.

pledged himself to refrain from all mtoxmat-

4ing drinks if he should recover. Father told .

him what the physician had said in regard to
brandy. ‘I can’t take it,” he whispered. ‘It
‘would be better for us all that T should die,
and perhaps that might ‘ot save me.’ He
‘died that night,” she added. *Father lived
but six months after, and then mother was
left alone with Jennie and me. Al the rel-
~ atives blamed father so much for having spent
his property for Albert, that mother preferred

not to go back to them, and we lived by our-

sclves as well as we could,”

Here her. compé.nion interrupted her, being
unwilling that she should pain herself by re-
calling her more recent sorrow.

After all she had suffered, how could he
expect her to put confidence in one who,
by his own confession, had been far worse
than the brother whose untimely death she
mourned.

He could only assure her of his undying
affection, and his firm purpose with God’s
help to persevere in his life of abstinence.
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-“Tt is more than two years since, alone
with God, T pledged myself to this,” he said.
*T have been able thus far to withstand all
temptation.”

Most young girls in the position of Alcey
Dunn would have been dazzled by the offer
of such a home as was opened to her. Per-
haps in all his "acquaintance there was not
another who would have bestowed a thought
upon his past life, had she been asked to be-
come the wife of Robert Dalton.

His wealth was sufficient to render him
universally popular, setting aside his attrac-
tions of person and appearancé. DBut bere
was one to whom his money seemed of small
consideration.  She could appreciate the ele-
gances of n luxurions home ; but they could
never compensate for the want of moral
integrity in him to whom she must look for

“her happiness.

Jennie grew weary of waiting; yet re-
fuosed to lay aside her hat, lest she wight
not be ready when sister came., Two hours
passed before she appeared, and then she

&
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was in no haste to go. Finally, they went
- home in the carringe, its owner accompanying
them, and this rewarded Jennie for the trial
of her patience. The wooing thus com-
menced sped rapidly, although doubts would
sometimes intrude to mar the peace of our
young friend. These, however, were grad-
ually dispelled as she became better ac-
quainted with her lover, and saw how truly
he was actuated by Christian principle.

The last month before her marriage was
spent in the house which was to be her future
home. Here Rhoda Smith helped her to

sustain the ordeal of questions to which she
was subjected by some of her patrons, assur-

ing them that her enwan'emeut there was for
an indefinite length of time.

The wedding was very quiet, and thele
were neither tears nor partings to sadden if.

Mrs. Faltow’s aristocratic notions were
greatly shocked to think -that her nephew
should marry a dress-maker, when he might
have formed an alliance with one of the first
families in the city. Her pride was also
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wounded in anothef direction. She had a

_ daughter, four years the junior of her wealthy

cousin, and she had hoped he might install

‘her mistress in the old mapsion,

The object of these criticisms was too
thoroughly happy to care for what was said,
and, when the young couple returned from

their wedding tour, there was no lack of con-

gratulations. Mrs. Dalton was a beautiful
bride, and wore her new honors with becom-
ing modesty.

Rhoda Smith was nearly as happy as the
bridegroom himself. This' match was one
after her own heart. Yet, about a month
after the marriage, just as the bud and bloom
of summer were beginning to beautify the
earth, she astonished her cousin by propos-
ing to return to the country, and find a home

at Mr. Gray’s.

® A home at Mr. Gray’s!” he excliimed.
“ This is your home. I thought you were
happy here.”

* And so I am,” she replied; “but it does

‘not seem my place now. Your wife an
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Jennie are sufficient company for you, and I

am doing no good here.”

“Other people may think differently,” he
said. “You had better talk with Alcey
about it, and hear what she will say. I shall
never consent to such an arranoement unless
convinced that your happiness demands it.”

Alcey did not wait to be consulted. At
the first intimation from her husband that
Rhoda thought of leaving them, she went to
her, and protested against any such plan'
“You were my first friend here,” she said,

“and I depend greatly upon your judgment.
A few wecks ago you said there was room
~enough for us all, and we would be a model
family upon which the sun would delight to
shine.”

Jennie was distressed at the very idea of
losing Aunt Rhoda, as she had learned to call
her. Mrs. Hawthorne did not hesitate to say
that it would be a disgrace to the whole fam-
ily if master’s niece was allowed to leave the
house. If she chose to marry, and settle in
another home, there was nothing to be said ;
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but the idea of going back to the country was
too preposterous to be enterfained.

A compromise was effected. Her cousin
had neither the wish nor the right to control
her movements, but he proposed that she

* ghould visit her friends during the sumwer,

and return to the city in the autummn, * Per-
haps we will all go up for a week or two, by
and by, if Mrs. Gray will receive us.” '

Rhoda’s preparations were hastened by the
fact that her cousin would accompany her,
for the greater part of the journey, if she
could be ready within a few days, He had
business in that direction which demanded
immediate attention.

1 must-not linger over the incidents of this
visit. My readers are already so well ac-
quainted with the family of Mr. Gray that
they can easily imagine the cordial weleome
which awaited their friend, and the bright-
days which followed.

Judson Gray was now sixteen years of age,
tall, robust, and manly, rendering great assist-
ance to his father, yet having no taste for
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the life of a farmer. ¥He loved books, and it

was his gx"eat‘desire to obtain a liberal educa-
_tion. This matter was under consideration
when Rhoda Smith made her second visit,
and she was immediately taken into confi-
dence, and consulted in regard to it.

Mr. Gray-was not a wealthy man, although
he lived honestly and generously. The in-
come of hig farm provided for the wants of

his family; but he could hardly .afford the

expense of a eollege course for his son, while
doing justice to his other children.

Judson talked of * working his way;” but
his father would not hear to it. He insisted
that he would need his whole time and
strength for study, and that a cultivated
mind with a broken-down body was of small
value.

Amt Rhoda came to the rescue. She

found Judson one day dreaming by the cold

spring, and.asked how long it would take
him to fit for college,

“Two or three years,” he answered. *I
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might possib]y be fitted in two years, if T had
my whole time for study.”

“ What would be your expenses for a
year??” .

The boy had caleulated these, many times,
and was able to reply without hesitation.

*Ts that all?” she asked, astonished at the
soallness of the sum. '

“1 could live ou that,” was his reply.
* At any rate, I should be willing to try, if I

_had the opportunity.”

“Then get ready as fast as you can, and
the money shall be forthcoming.” . :

* 1id father tell you so?” he asked.

“He has told me nothing about it; but I
have told 3 you. I will pay the expenses of
your education myself.”

* But — ” commenced the boy, hardly know—
ing how to reply. '

* There are no buts in the cage,” said his
companion, interrupting him. * You wish to
go to school, and T wish to send you. Help
your father through haying, and by that time
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your clothes shall be in readiness to leave

“home.”
Having said this, she left the spring, and

walked towards the house. Half an hour .

after, when Mr. Gray eutered the room
where she wus sitting, she told him she had
been' making an agreement with his son
which she hoped he would fatify.

“ Judson has told me,” he replied. “You .
are very generous ; but it does not seem right

for you to do this. T have been thinking to-

day, that I would try to meet the expense
myself.”

“Let me do it,” responded Rhoda, ear-'

mestly. “Tt will be a great pleasure to me.
I wish to feel that ¥ am doing some good in
the world.” ‘

~ Mr. Gray made some objections, urging

that her own wants should be first considered.
In reply to this, she told him what prop-

erty had been left {0 her by her uncle, and

“the income she derived from it. * You see it
will not require the least self-denial on my
part,” she said, in conclusion ; and the matter
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was settled, as had bheen usual in the family,

by allowing her to have her own Way He
also cdongeded her the privilege of performmg
this generous act without her agency being
publicly known. ‘ 4

Rhoda Smith had been in the country but a
few days, when she rode-over to her cousin’s,
and found them more comfortably situated
than she had expected. Their house was
completed, with the exception of some upper
rooms, which were not needed for immediate
use. There was some new furniture, neat, -
though inexpensive, which gave an air of
thrift and comfoit to the home.

But greatest freasure of all was the baby,
daring whose short life only four moons had
waxed and waned. She lay in her wicker

* eradle, and cooed sweet music for the mother’s

ears. |
* ¥ helieve there never was another such a

~ baby as this,” said Samantha, exhibiting her

darling ; and the visitor was scon ready to
express the same belief,
Reuben regarded his child with a mingling
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of pride and tenderness which was really

touching to behold. “Rather guess we.

shall. call the baby Rhody,” he said to his
cousin.’ :

The laugh with which this announcement
was received startled the speaker from his

usual gravity. “ What is the matter?” he

asked.

reply.

“Thonght the name was a good one,” said
Reuben.

It is good enough, but not pretty enough
for this blue-eyed baby. It suits me very
well, and is an old name in my Grandmother
Dalton’s family.”

“Guess we'll let you find a name to suit °

&omself then,”

“You might call her Amy. That would .

suit her 9xact]y

*8o it would,” said Samanths, “and per-
haps she will be as good as Amy Hill.”

“ Amy Hill Smith.” The infant smiled as
the name was repeated, and raised her bands

“Such a name, for such a child,” was the’
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to her father’s face, while two tear-drops fell
upon the pure white brow.

“Tt-is wonderful how that man has
changed,” said Aunt Lizzie the next ‘day,
as Rhoda spoke of her cousin. * Since that
child was born he scems to feel a mew re- ‘
sponsibility.” ,

“¥e is doing well, » said her son. ~“No
man could do better, and I believe he is a
true Christian.” '

“There is no doubt of that,” rephed Rhoda.
* He never could pray as he did last night, if
he were not. Samantha told me they were
both {o 301n the chulch at the next com- .
munion.’

“Yed, and Dexter Rollms and his wife join
with them; so there are two families saved.
Lang has no hope of getting them back as
customers. He says he don’t want any pray-
ing folks about him.”

*He is not likely to have them,” responded
Aunt Lizzie. “Praying and rum-drinking
are not often found together in thesg days.”

Rhoda was exceedingly anxious that Amy
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Il should see her namesake; but she was
forced to content herself with giving a de-
-seription of the child, upon whom it was ex-
pected her mantle of goodness would fall.
Samantha did not feel willing to leave home
while so much needed to be done.

The first thing which attracted Rhoda -

Smith’s attention, when she entered Mrs.

Lunt’s cottage, was an easy-chazir of an en-

tively new construction. *It was my Christ-
mas present from Mr. Rollins,” said Anﬁy.
“He made it himself, and his wifo covered it.
I told him it was too good to stand in our
Kitchen and beé used every day; but he said

- that was just what he made it for: I sit in it

all day, and hardly feel tired. Everybody is
kind to me, and I have so little fo give in re-
“turn. I should sometimes feel burdened if T
could not pray for my friends.” '
There were some new books upon the little
stand. *Our good minister brought them

roplied Amy to a remark made by her friend,

“He thinks I should have & variety to occupy
my time and thoughts. I always loved to
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read, but my supply of books has been small.
Now, I seem to want for nothing.”
Thus, through the day there were_ grateful

--acknbwledgments of kindness; and in the
' afternoon, when the good minister himself

came in, and offered a prayer in her behalf,
her heart scemed lifted quite above the earth.

Mr. Ashley, the clergyman, was very glad
to meet Rhoda Smith, whom he had before
seen, and of whom he had heard so much.

- He had formed an acquaintance with her -

uncle the previous summer, and having then
conversed with him upon the most moment-
ous of all subjects, he was interested to learn

~ the pzlrticul-a.lrs of his death.

This visit, with others which had preceded
it, was numbered with the past, and Rheda
drove homeward, feeling that she had spent
the day profitably as well as pleasantly. Her
principal interest being at Mr. Gray’s, she
returned there, even whi[e her cousing felt
that.she wronged them by leaving so soon.

A Tletter was soon received announcing the
coming of Robert Dalton, with his wife and

"o
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sis_ter, and, four days after, Amos, in a state
of great excitement, reporteﬂ .that he could

see “a span of horses and a big carriage
only a little ways off.”

The géntlemsm was welcomed as an old

friend, and his charming wife soon made a
place for herself in the hearts of those to
whom she” had come as'a stranger. Jennie
had been described and talked of until the
children felt acquainted with her; so that
their meeting was free from all restraint.
During the next three weeks, work and
amusement were so thoroughly blended in
this home, that it would have been ¢ lifficult
to draw a dividing line bhetween the two.
Rhoda took the cooking into her own hands,
and then found herself surrounded with so

many assistants, that her office was a mere"

sinecure, Alcey Jeanie, Elsie and Mattie
all went to her for orders, while Mrs. Gray
was advised to keep out of the confusion.

Mrs. Dalton drove over with Rhoda to see
Amy Hill, and speat a delightful hour at her
side, each charmed with the other.
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Three weeks passed like a dream, bringing
the hour of departure all too soon. - Rhoda,
alone, remained, and set to work in good
earnest to prepare an outfit'for her boy, as
she laughingly called Judson. No one who
saw her thus engaged would have doubted
that it was a pleasure, so nimbly flew her
fingers, and so happy was the smlle which
illumined her face.

When everything was completed and pa.cked

+in the trunk, which had been bronght ex-
pressly for the young student, his-father

started with him for the academy, about forty ’
miles distant, where he was to go through his
preparatory course. Then the House seemed
desolate indeed; even after Mr. Gray’s re-
turn, and Rhoda pmlono'ed her stay far into
‘the a.utumn ‘ ‘

“J am sure you belong to us now,” said
Elsie, as she tried to persuade Aunt Rhoda
to make her permanent home with them ; but,
despite her entreaties, and those of her par-.

‘ ents, Christmas found their old friend in the

mty
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James Burton and Debby Butters were not
the only children whose homes were bright-
ened this year, by the generosity‘ of Robert
Dalton and his wife. They dispensed their
favors right royally, imitating the éxample of
the great Master.

James Burton had been permanently pro-

vided for, by giving him a situation in the

~-8tore, with such wages as enabled him to as-
sist his widowed mother. - Debby Butters
and her grandmother were liviig in pleasant

rooms, where the child’s health was rapidly-

improving, Rhoda no longer complained of
idleness. She had sufficient to occupy hands
and heart, and with each year, with interests
in country and city, the number of her duties
. and pleasures increased. She developed into
a noble Christian woman, using her wealth
for the good of those ahout her, QOld animos-
ities were buried, and the world, which had
once seemed to her so dark and dreary, was

* now a field for labor, yielding a rich harvest of -

heppiness to those who sow with a hberal
hand.
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Clement Foster, standing alone in the-
moonlight, was the first character mtroduced
to my readers, and, after the lapse of ewht
years, he again claims our attention. Most
of the time, since Elsie placed a “ light in the
window for him” that winter evening, he
had resided in a distant town, with an uncle
who offered him better advantages than his
father could afford to give him,

Whenever he visited home he was often

" at Mr. Gray's, coming and going as one sure

of a welecome. He was fine-looking, genial

~in his manners, and agreeable in conversa-

tion. These gualities, combined with good
business talents, made hig success in life al-
most certain, '

Of his principles little was known, and, in-
deed, but little thought had been bestowed
upon them. An occasional visitor, upon his
best behavior, if he bad gross faults they
were well concealed. At the age of twenty-
two his father died, and, being an only child,
it was necessary that he sheuld remain with
his mother for a few months, and settle her
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business. This gave him an opportunity for
prosecuting his acquaintance at Mr. Gray’s.
It was soon apparent that Elsie was the ob-

jeet of his special attention, and that her’

childish preference for the handsome, gall'zu_lt
boy was fast ripening into a sincere aflection
for the attractive young mar. ' '
-~ Her father then began to study his char-
acter more closely, and was soon convineed
that it was far different from what he should
choose in a son-in-law. He found that his
habits were not strictly temperate ; and thls
alone was sufficient to condemn him.

He reported this to his wife, who, in turn, :
communicated it to Elsie. It produced, how-

‘ever, a far different 1esuIt from what was ex-
pected,

“ Aunt Rhoda has been. telling you that,”
she exclaimed, forgetting, in her excitement,
the respect due to her mother.

~ “She has said nothing to me about it,”
was the reply. “Your father ‘told me, and
he wished you to know it.” .

Thls called forth a ﬂood of tears, but did
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not seem to weaken her confidence in Clem-
ent. - - B

Tun a few days Judsoun came home, and, ‘with
better opportunities for judging the young
man, at once pronounced him on the wrong
track. He talked with his sister plainly,
telling her what he had seen and heard, and
imploring her to break off an acqurintance
which could only bring unhappiness. "She
could not doubt her brother’s words, and
they really seemed to have some influence ;
but the next time she met Clement Foster,
he found means to reinstate himself in her
good opinion.

Mattie, who was soon to be married to a )

vworthy young man, with whom she had be-

come acquainted while away at school, rea-
soned with Elsie, urging her, at least, to bind
herself by no promises.

Rhoda, who was making her anuual visit,
knowing it would be useless for her to inter-
fere, wisely forbore giving any advice; but
she proposed that Elsie should spend the
winter with her in the city.
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Mattie having left Ler, it was a great pri-
vation for the mother to spare her last daugh-

ter -from home; yei she consented, hoping '

new scenes might turn her thoughts in a new
direction.

This visit only made her final decision
more certain. She was charmed with the
noise and bustle of the streets, so different
from her quiet, country home, and the fact
that Clement Foster was to setile in 2 large
" town made.a union with him seem desirable.

But over and above all else was her love

for him; not an ennobling love, founded
upon esteem for moral worth and goodness,
but a strange infatuation, blinding the eyes to
all defects in its object. Had she considered
calmly and dispassionately the facts brought
to her notice, she would have been convineed
that Clement. Foster was no mate for her.
This she would not do, and, finding that
further opposition would result in evil rather
than good, her friends ceased to remonstrate.
At twenty she was married, and left her
fa?her’s house a happy bride. At twenty-
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five she was a drunkard’s wife, and the moth-
er of three children, who were worse than
fatherless.

It seemed a rapid descent but the down-
ward career had been commenced before

© marriage. Klsie soon discovered this, and

expostiolated tearfally. She had miscalcu-
lated the man with whom she had to deal.
e would not even listen to her. Arbitrary
and selfish, consulting only his own ease and -
gratification, he had no regard for her-hap-
piness. The only. possibility of peace Wwas
in submitting, without a_ murmur, to his
caprices and dictation.

Upon this point her brother had particu~
ularly warned her; but she could not believe
that one who then lavished upou her such
extravagant erresswns of endearment could
ever command her sternly, enforcing his
commands! almost with blows. ,

His mother had died, thus leaving his
father’s property entirely in his hands, to bo
squandered in reckless dissipation. No busi-
ness could prosper in such hauds, and he
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became deeply involved in debt. This only
- made him wmore reckless, and he often failed

to provide for the daily wants of his family.

Daring the first two or three years of her
marriage Elsie’s friends visited her ; but their
presence was so disagreeable to her husband,
who was at no pains to conceal his feelings;
that they thought best to avoid meeting him.
She, meanwhile, had not been to her father’s

- house; one excuse after another had been

urged to prevent, until she was so burdened
with care and grief she had no wish to visit
the home of her childhood. Her life would
have seemed more wretched by contrast, and
she could not bear an added drop.

She seldom wrote home, but, through an
acquaintance residing in the same town, her
- brother heard of her destitution, and imme-

diately went home to his father's to consult

what was best to be done. .

Judson was then settled as pastor over a
large and flourishing church, repaying by his
eloquent sermons, and sfill more eloquent

life, the expenses of his eduoeation. With .
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Aunt Rhoda he was the king of preachers,
while she was a welcome and honoved guest, -
whenever she could be induced to tarry be-

neath his roof.

Fortunately he found her at his father’s,
and she offered to go o Elsie’s herself, and
see what could be done. He proposed ac-
companying her to the town, and stopping at
a hotel, where he would be in readiness to
assist in carrying out any plan which might
be devised for the velief of his sister.

They set off at once, and, when they reached
their destination, found it necessary to obtain
divections to ker place of residence. Rho-
da went alone to the house, a one-story di-
lapidated dwelling, on the outskirts of the
village, and there, in a scantily furnished
room, she found the mother with her three
children, the youngest but-a few weeks old.

*® Aunt Rhoda!” shrieked the poor wom-
an, as she threw herself into the arms of her
friend. * Cﬂhank God, you have come! We
are starving | ”

A glance around the room was misinter-

+
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preted. “He has gone for the day,” she said.
- "He will not be back until late at night; so
there is no fear of him now.” .

The wailing of her infant recalled her at-
“tention, and, as she pressed it to her breast,
she exclaimed, © Oh, if I had listened to my
friends, I should never have been in this
wretched condition! O Aunt Rhoda, take
me away, and never let me look upon him
again! He strack me this morning, when
I asked him for some food, and we are starv-
ing.”

. *Starving 1” repeated the listener, hardly

comprehending the meaning of that dreadiul.

‘word. :

*Yes, starving,” wasthe reply. “I am so
glad you have come. Will you take me
away?” asked Elsie, piteously. -~ :

*That is what I came for,” replied Rhoda
“and, when I have brought you something to
eat, we will talk about it.”

She stayed for 110ﬂli1ig more, but hastened
back to report to Judson. He was waiting

impatiently, and met her in the hall. “Take.
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your hat and come wit]a__me,” she said. “I

will tell you of Elsie as we go aiong.”
*Dreadful! Dreadful ! he exclaimed, as

he heard of her condition. *Who would -

have dreamed that su_ch a fate awaited our

darling Elsiel”
Food was brought for the starving family.
Elsie, watching for the return of Aunt

‘Rhoda, saw her brother as they turned

towards the house, and uttered a ery of joy.
She would have gone out, but her children
were élinging to her dress. ‘

Rhoda entered first, and, taking the babe
from its mother’s arms, managed to still its
ceries, while the older children were attracted
by the témpting biscuits which were placed
before them.

" The sight guite unmanned-the brother, whe
had looked on many scenes of distress, and .
thought he bad learned to control his feel- -
ings. He folded his sister in his arms, — that
sister, . so changed he would hardly have
recognized her, —and the hot tears fell upon
her upturned face. He held her as he had
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often done in the happy years gone by, while
she wept unrestrainedly as a child.
() Judson, dear, dear brother, take me,

and never let me see Adm againl Will

you?” she asked, qmckly
*Yes, Elsie, dear, I will take you home.”
“*Then let us go- to-day, before he comes

back, or —” She finished the sentence with

a shudder. “Aunt Rhoda, please to give me
some bread, I am,so hungry.”

The bread was given her, and then Rhoda
desired her to be seated in a chair while Jud-

" son made a fire. “You must have a cup of
tea,” she said.

When this was ready, she looked about to
see what packing needed to be done; and,
after a short consultation, it was decided
that only some clothing should be taken.

Everything of value had been sold long be-

fore, and one trunk was suPﬁclent to contain

all that was worth carrying. :
Judson made arrangements to have Rhoda,

with his sister and her children, carried to

‘the next-$own that afternoon, while he re-’
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mained to meet Clement Foster. When they

" had started, he walked back to the hotel,

feeling that one part of his m1ss1on had been
successfully accomplished.

At evening he returned to the deserted
house. One, two, three hours f)asséd,'and'

_the village clock struck twelve, when an un-

teady step was heard, and he went out to
confront one who had beed his playmate and
friend, but who was now his avowed enemy.
The interview was short and decisive.
Judson Gray told his companion that his
wife and children had left him, never to re-
turn, unless there should be an entire change
in his conduet. :
Too much excited to reply, Clement Fos-
ter rushed into the house, to assure himself
- that what he had heard was true. He was
violent, at first, swearing that he would bring
back Elsie, let the consequences be what
they might. But he gradually retreated from
this pbsition ~and listened in silence to the
firm, uncompromlsmfr words of his brother-
in-law.
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We will not follow the wretched man to
his lonely dwelling, as he flung back the ad-
vice he received with 4 curse. ‘

* The victim of his cruelty and neglect was
safe. Eagerly she welcomed her brother the

next morning, and heard the joyful news that

her slavery (for by no milder term could her
life be.called) was at an end.

Home aguin weary and fainting; her chil-
dren weak and puny. She begged the for-
giveness of her parents fm;.disregurding their
counsel, promising to do anything if .hey

" would but give her a shelter.

It-was a sad return,——too sad to have been
borne but for the kinduess and energy of
Rhoda Smith, She took the children under
her care, and, if it had been possible for them
to gain health and strength, they would have
done so, under her management. -

Elsie was glad to leave them in her hands,

and it soon became a necessity. She was -
taken sick, sinking -into a kind of lethargy,

from which it was diffienlt to rousé her. She

seemed to sleep for most of the time; and it’
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was well that,shé did, as she was thus spared
the angnish of witnessing the death-of her
two youngest children. The eldest, with
more rigor of constitution, rallied from her
debility, and had become a general favorite -

" in the household long before her mother had

sufficiently recovered to give her any partic:
ular attention. :

Clement Foster’s name was never men-
tioned in the family, and all allusion to him
was carefully avoided. Judson Gray, bow-
evir, kept himself advised of his movements. -
Through a third person he made an effort to
reclaim him, but, failing in this, he' was not
surprised, at the end of two years, to hear of
his death..

Elsie was then free, and she made no, I;re-
tence of .mourning for one whom she had
long ceased to love, and whose very. name
was a terror. After this she regained some-
thing of her natural vivacity, and, when time
had dimmed the memory of her unhappy ex-
perience, she gave her hand to one worthy

of a true womar’s love.
' 27
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In all these years the intercourse between

" the families of Mr. Gray and Robert Dalton

was that of well-tried friends. In the city
home of the litter, there were bright, beauti-
ful children, wisely and lbvingly trained to
choose the good and avoid the evil. The

father, than whom there was no happier man,

universally respected and esteemed, had ban-
ished from the minds of those around him all

~memory of his youthful vices.
Thomas Hawthorne and his wife were get-" °

ting to be elderly people, yet they refained
their position, more devoted, if possible, to
the interests of their employers than when
they were younger. FPaul Romare had on-
tirely vanished from sight, until one evening,
when Thomas, visiting a sick man, as almoner
of his master’s bounty, learned that another

- sufferer was lying in an adjoining room.

There, in the last stages of consumption, des-
titute of every comfort necessary to ome in
his condition, he found:the gambler.

The next day Robert Dalton knelt by the
bedside of the -dying man, and commended
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his soul to that God who has comﬁassion on

-, the chief of sinners.

Kitra® ..
Can you forgive me? ” asked Romare, in
a l?om'se whisper, when the prayer was énded.
o P E
I have sinned enough,” he added, after being

. assured that all was pardoned. *Iam thank-

ful that I have not ‘your soul to answer for.
May God forgive my many sins ! ”

With these words upon his lips he died.
The expenses of a respectable burial were
paid ‘by Robert ‘Dalton, aud he, with a few
others, followed the poor body to its last
1'estm0“-place

And Aunt Rhoda, — what of her‘?

She lived to a good old age, unmarried,

choosing as she said; with something of the

old spirit, to live her.own life, in "her own

- way, yet by a large circle of younger friends

she was loved and honored scarcely less than
a mother.

It was her hand that wiped the death-clamp
from the brow of Amy Hiill when her pure

- spirit-struggled for release from its earthly
i N
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tenement, and it was her influence and assisi-
ance which helped to make the second Amy
Hill worthy of the name she bore : —

“ Of ont the fires of shame and sin,
God i3 able to garner in
A glorious harvest of souls ”




