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UNDER THE CEDARS;

OR,

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.

- CHAPTER 1.
#
“ Full well they Jaughed, with counterfeited glee,
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he;
'Full well the busy whisper, circling round,
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned.”

* Y PUZZ —buzz — buzz!”

He needn’t have spoken so harshly; he might
have spoken less sarcastically; just a little whirr of
machinery, that was'all; no other man would have no-
ticed it ; but it was too much for this “ pattern of per-
fectibn,” whose. pride centred in the fact that A7s was
always the best disciplined school in town.

* Buzz — buzz — buzz | Enough of this. The next
one who leaves his or her seat without permission, or
7




8 UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

communicates in any way, will suffer the penalty after

school.” ‘_
"Lis the last drop which makes the cap xun over, and

I was conscious that it was myself who had added that‘

same last mite. This is how it was.

The seat at my left was occupied by one Joe Red-
feld, a stout, red-haired, freckled-faced youth of seven-
teen. I neednt describe him farther; every country
school can boast of its Joe in winter ; summer finds them

leading a dull, prosy life on the farm ; you can tell them

there by the stout, clumsy shoes, which are a * mile too
big,” and whose knotted leather strings;if they can
boast any- such pretenswns — never mag‘mf'y their office ;
coarse straw hat, with a fringed rim on one side, minus
a band : they are a perpetual torment to older sisters,
and women folks in general, and are remmded daxly, by
‘every hand on the farm, that “boys are more plague
than profit,” all of which they take in that careless,

matter-of-fact way, which is another peculiar charac-
teristic, letting all roll off like the big drops from a
cabbage leaf, contented to bide their time, till the fa-

vorable moment comes in which they can pay old scores
Wlth interest. , _

~ Joe had been absent in the morning, and didn’t know
‘the lesson in grammar; assigned the previous day, had
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been lengthened two pages. I had watched him twice
going over the dull list Ko'f"'_irregular verbs; had seen
him stop at that point, and turn back a leaf, and my
sympathies were aroused. Joe detested grammar ; and
if the lesson —— the whole lesson — was not learned per-
fectly at the hour for recitation, he would have to remain

after school until it was : ’twas useless to ask permission

to speak. * No questions during a rectiation ; ” that was
a law of the school, and a law once made and signed
by Wilmer T. Kingsley was as unalterable as that of
the Medes and Persians.

The class in rhetoric had just taken their places, and
a half hour was the time allotted them. Our'class in

grammar followed; it was too bad. * I glanced at Joe,
and met his eye. Opening my own book at the place,

- I'ran a finger over the entire lesson, and with a know-

ing look which tells so much among scholars, and
which is so readily understood, glanced towards the
teacher to establish my anthority, and again pomted at
those two additional pages.

Joe comprehended as the buzzmg back of his book
testified ; so did Mr. Kingsley, with one eye on us, and
the other on the rhetoric. he held in his hand. He
always bad an eye for everything. Had that been all,
it might have passed unblamed, if not unnoticed ; but
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in my eagerness to impart knowledge to Joe, I let the .

book slip from my hand, andin tfying to save that, my
pencil fell to the floor, and rolled down the aisle..

So the mite was added, and the cup Eun over.

I may as well describe our teacher here as elsewhere. -

He was not guite twenty-five at the time, thongh he
looked older; very tall, very straight; nose aquiline,
and eyes, the original color might have been gray,
‘but they changed to black when excited, and became
living coals when angry. His hair was dark, and beard

i the same color. I never before saw so handsome g

beard. I have said his pride centred in a well-disci~ -
- plined school; his mustache should be included; of

' that he was mot only proud, but vain. .’Twas a way
he had, whenever he threatened, to run a finger across
his lip, and wind the end of his mustache around it.
No wonder it curled so gracefully. I knew, when my
mishap roused his ® righteous indignation,” just ¢the mo-
tion that added emphasis to his threatened punishment
— knew it as well as if I had looked at /%sm, instead
of the sly glance cast at Joe. I understood it too,

and bending lower behind his book, ran a finger across

his own upper lip, which was smooth as “ Unele Ned's ”
bald pate, in token of appreciation. :
Did you ever go to Quaker meeting, and sit through
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one whole session, while the brothers and sisters waited
and waited in vain for the moving of the spirit? I
have never since been inside of the old Quaker meet~
ing-house which graced our village without thinking
of the half hour ‘following Mr. Kingsley’s threat, and
comparing its stillness to the darkness which may be -
felt. ‘ '

I vemember to have experienced an almost. irresisti-
ble desire of springing forward and giving vent to rhy

feelings in one loud scream, and was wondering what

' punishment would be deemed sufficient to fall on my

rebellions head, when the recitation ended, and the
class in the floor were ordered to their seats. '
I drew a long breath of relief, and was gathering

up books, paper, and pencil, in preparation for the

~lesson in grammar and analysis, next in -order, when

" Joe gave my arm a severe rap, and with the words

“‘Quick, Fan, quick!” in a loud whisper, pointed to

the floor.

Ouly a piece of ribbon, which Jennie, my seat-mate,
had unconsciously drawn from her pocket with her
hanaketcbief,'ai"she was coming up the aisle, had met
his éyé; but at the first glance I knew what was at -

tached to it, and regardless of all else, sprang from my |

seat, dropping books and pencil in my eagerness to
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secure it before it should be crushed under some care-
- Jess foot. .- , . |
| A piece of blue ribbon, to which were attached a 511~
ver dime, and a gold seal of the most exquisite work-
manship, on which was engraved the name “ Theodora.”
“The author of this mischief may bring the cause
of the disturbance to the desk, if she is capable of per-
forming such a feat without moving the foundations of
‘the earth. I wouldn't advise any unnecessary haste!”
"Twas but the work of an instant to slip off the seal
and toss it into Jennie’s lap, who received her treasure
“with a grateful look, which expressed far more than
any words could have done. o ,
The qcf was unnoticed ; and boiling over with rage,
I carried what remained to the desk, as directed. For

a moment Mr. Kingsley regarded it with a scornful - ‘

émile, then, lifting it up to the view of the whole school,

~ remarked, in an 1romcal tone, —
* Judas sold his Master for th1rty pieces of silver.
" Joe has not only sold Aimself for one, but also be-
trayed his friend into a like difficulty.”

~ If angry before, surely no words could express the

feeling then. After a while he opened a grammar to

the place of our lesson, and touched a bell the signal

“for our class.

- moment ;
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“If Miss Wilbur feels equal to the task, she can 'take‘
Jher place, and distinguish herself with the others.”

“Thank you }” I
ing or caring, in my wrath, what would follow.
“ There seems to be no call for ¢thanks, or words,

” was the reply; and the sudden twirl of the
hewy mustache reminded me that I had, besides leayv-

even,

ing my seat, been crm}ty also of speakang without per-

mission.
“Don’t mind it a bit, Fan,” whispei'ed Joe, 'When
My, Kingsley’s attention was called another way for a

e : . : :
not one bit ; ” adding, as he drew once more

a finger across his upper lip, © Just as goods be hung
for an old sheep as a lamb ! ”

. , . -

“Mean, hateful old thing!

If I Wantéd to fight,

, )
I'd take one my own size. Not that I care an’ythinrr

- about it myself; but to strike. a girl]  Well, “you bore

it like a her 0, Fan. I was so wlad you didn’t cry. Did

he hurt you much?”

For reply I held out 2 hand on which two or three

little wlnte blisters were plainly vmlb}e.

“Darned old . hornet ! don’t he know tile difference

between soft pine and lignum vite ? Hmﬁph ! he might
o

have hammered all night on my paws without leaving
, . o

L3

tered, indignantly, neither think-
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a mark. T wanted to tell ‘him, when he got through,
hoped he hadn’t daniaged that old clapper of his any.
- Wish I had qu‘”

“Why, Joe, I thought you was almost killed. He.

didn’t strike me half so hard as 'you, and he took the
little rule, too; ’twasn’t that I cared for, any way. 1
could bear the pain well enough; but what will brother
Charlie say?” | | |
o= Say? What d'ye s’pose he’ll say? If he is any

kind of a chap, he will go over to the school-house in .

‘the morning, and give him an .all-fired lickin’—;-t-hat’s
what he’ ought to say, and that’s just what I'd do, if
*twas my sister. Don’t know as I should mind it very

- much if Nance did get a few side-winders ; always

pokin’ into other folks’ business. S’pose she ran all-

the way home to-night just to blab!”

“I don’t think Charlie could blame me very much if
he knew jlistl how it was; but he won’t believe — that
is — he will think —” and there I broke down entirely.
o Come, now,. Fan, don’t cry ; ’tis too bad, anyway,
and he mightn’t have been 50 ‘provoking, either; just
like a cat, they ain’t satisfied to “gobble up a mouse
after they get one, till they half torment the life out of

it. Hope he got a new kink i in that musquash of his
‘he f'ee]s so grand of.”
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“ Hush, Joe; he is coming ; he will hear you.”

“ Don’t care if he does ; he may thank his ears for all
the information he géts.” Here are your books. K Wish
I had to go the same road all the way. Old Hickory
ngiade his calculations to overtake you after T turn the
corner here. Darn, if I ain’t half a mind to keep right
along, just to plague him. Youll bhe at the pond to-

night?” | ' o

“Guess 50, if Jennie goes. Why didn’t she wait

for me?”

- “Didn’t jbu'see how she was crying when school
Was'dismissed? P11 bet the tender-hearted chicken took

“to her heels the minute she was outside the door!”

and putting his hands in ‘his pockets, Joe .whegled

‘around the corner, whistling at the 'top of his voice.

I knew it ‘was no other than Mr. Kingsley ‘who =
came up at the same moment, and iwalked by my side,
keeping step with my slow pace but I deigned ne1ther
word nor look, '

“ A pice evemng for the skating party,” he remarked

_-after a while.

No answer. .
“I went down the lake this morning before school,,

to séc for myself if the prospect was favorable. I .
never saw ice in better condition.”
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Still no reply.
- The silence on my part might have continued the
whole distance; but at that moment 1 slipped, and
should have fallen, had not a strong hand held me up.

« Excuée my thoughtlessness, Funnie. Here, let me
. take your books; it is very shppery

“ Thank ‘you, I can carry them myself,” was - -the
crusty” reply ; and turning to cross the street, in my
eagerness to retain my hold of them, I slipped and fell.
Without a word he picked up the books, and offered

. his hand for assistance; but I turned indignantly away.

“ Have I sinned past all forgiveness? You must let

. me-2id you. Are’ you badly hurt?”
“Not dano'erous]y!”
« Wil you aceept my aid?”
“Nol”
“Will you please rise?”

- “By and by ; there séems to be no cause for unne- .

cessary haste,” with due emphasis on the last words.

* Ah! here is your brother. Good ‘afternoon, doc-
tor; your presence here seems most desirable ; perhaps
+ yon might be deemed worthy to assist ‘this fallen angel
-to her feet.”

“That you, sis? Are you hurt?” he asked, smiling

at the nom de plume Mr. Kingsley had bestowed upon
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me; and before I could answer, he Iif'tédl me as if 1

" had been but a feather’s weight, and drawing my arm -

through his, we walked along togethér, the others chat-

- ting ‘Lll the while.

My ﬁrst thought was to leave them, and go by my-
self; but I felt the clasp on my arm tighten, and knew

how useless would be the 1ttempt.

* Good nwht, Miss Fannie. I hbpe your fall 7Wﬂl

not prevent your making one of the party on the ice,

“this evening.” We had reached the gate before our

door. “Here are your books.”

1 took them without replyihg, and turned abruptly
away. |

* Funnie, sister ! ” that was all brother Charhe said ;
but the. look was enough — that peculiar look which
only he could or ever did give me—a sorrowful,
w'bunded Jook, that never failed, for the moment, to
conquer my most. stubborn moods. .

“ Good night,” 1 said, offering a hand to my ‘teacher,

without raising iny eyes from the ground.

~ He took it in silence, then turned, and walked swiftly

away. E
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CHAPTER IL

© «The wildest ills that darken life
Are rapture to the bosom’s strife;
_ The tempest in its blackest form
Is beauty to the bosom’s storm.
The ocean lashed to fury loud,
TIts high wave mingled with thecloud,
Is peaceful, sweet serenity
To a.nger’s dark and sbormy seal”

O much for all my good resolutions thls morn-
ing. Its nouse totry; I can’t help it. There’s
Jennie never ‘thinks of losing her temper, Jet what

will happen ; and I'm sure she has a great deal more

4

to try her patience than I. ’Tis nothing but ‘ran

and do this,” and ‘run and do that,” the minute she
steps into the house. If she finds time to sit down a
minute, those everlasting shoes taust be bound or
stitched, or the cradle rocked, or a button sewed on.
" There’s always something to l_e:éep her at it. Wonder
what I should do in her shoes? I know one thing;

- I'd put those squalling young ones in a way to wait

upon themselves, or else break their necks. Wonder

L
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what poor folks want of so many—-—-always under
foot. Her mother might let her have a little time
to ‘hers'elf'. May be she would if she was her own
mother; but then her father is just the aine, only

moré so! Thinks all she is ‘good for is to wait upon

thg rest; and then, when she has run till she can’t
hardly stand, all the thanks she gets is, © Humph !

~only a girl! Girls don’t know nothin’ — girls ain’t good
- for nothin’, only to make expense— girls don’t do

nothin’!”  Wonder if they don’t. Wouldn’t T like to
be in her place long enough to give him a piece of
my mind ? o

~“Seems to me Charlie is long enough, out there in
the stable ; suppose he thinks I'm all the one to blame.
I wish he knew the Whole—ewerythmg—but he
never can; for there’s Jennie’s seal in the scrape, and

I can’t tell of that, because nobody else knows any-

thing about it. -How sober he was out there at the

gate! Mr. Kingsley needn’t think I spoke to him
because I wanted to—’twas only to please Charlie.
Not that I like him a bit better, or ever shall. I hate
the sight of him, and am going to, just as long as
he stays here. He had no business to say what he
did. I would do just the same again, any way, and
I never say I'm sorry —mnever! O, dear! I wish

%
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C‘harhe would come ;” and having thus reheved my
feelings, 1 threw myself' upon the sofa, and burst
into tears. ”

. The clock struck five, and then six. Tt was past
our usual hour for tea, but no bell rang, and nothing
had.I seen or 'heail'd of the housekeeper, whose sym-

~ pathy I had depended upon largely. She had always

stood betwéen me and harm, since my earliest recollec- -

tions, defending me in all cases, without regard to right
or justice. -
Charlie had come in, for T could hear the opening and
closing of doors occasionally, and the clatter of dishes,
but nothing further. Could it be they were eating with-
out me? The hour after school had always been mine,
when Charlie was not away on professional visits; and
now, when I had-most to tell, and needed him more than
ever, he had deserted me. By and by, after a time that
seemed almost an’ agé, ‘he came in, and took his old seat
before the fireplace. ~ I had always been ready.to wel-
come him to the old office chair — the same my father
had used before him — till the present evening ; but it
‘scemed now as if all at once a great- gulf- separated us.
- I could bear it no longer, and again',c burst forth in a
, fit of uncontrollable weeping. |
" _Fﬁnnie, sister 17 It was a tone very different from
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‘the previous one. I raised my eyes, and met his own,l
full of sympathy — of entreaty.. He extended a hand,

- and without a word I sprang to my place in his lap;

and throwing both arms about his neck laid my head
upon his shoulder.

* 0, Charlie, are you so very, very angry ?”

“ Angry for what, child? Why do you ask?”

“You never did so before.”

“Never did what before?”

e : s
Never came home at night, and went about house

. after.your chores were done, without coming here to

talk with me, and — and then eat supper without call-
ing me — and 4~ ‘

“Why, child, I haven’t eaten supper. What put
that idea into .your head?” '

“1 heard you in the dmmo-room, and auntie hasn’t

been in here, cither, or called me. I thought you were
both eating supper without me.” . |
“You foolish puss, why didn’t you come out there
and see about it, instead of Iymg there curled up on
the sofa? You’ve had your cry all for nothing.”
“That wasn’t-all}” | |

* What else then? If you didn’t cry for your supper,
what was it? ” |

“0, everythmy. I couldn’t help it. I thought you
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was angry because I didn’t speak to Mr. Kingsley; but

you don’t know how much I had to provoke me!”
*Yes, I know aII about it. ’Twas not anger; I was
only grieved, pfnrtly because you had no more control

of your temper, and part]y because I thought he mis-

understood you. It was not wilful disobedience on

your part at first; so I think you are in a great meas-

ure excusable.”

“0, I'mso gluad you think so ! Thixt was all I cared

for, or most all, . I shall never f'orgwe Mzr. Kingsley.
It was unjust and unkmd ”

* Never? Fannie, never is a 1ong Word What
saith the Scripture? ‘For if ye forgive not men their

trespasses, nejther will your Father forgive yours.’

“1 can’t help it; he had no business to do so; and

- then to be so aggravating, with all the rest. .:HeJdid it
on purpose.” ‘ |

“ Perhaps not. You must make the same allowances
for him you would wish others to make for you. He
has a peculiar temperament and disposition, as well as
yourself ; and ‘y(.)u know, the' greater the temptation,
the greater‘thé victory ac_hievéd, if ' we conquer.”

“He had no business to do so if he has; it wasn't
fair, and I shall always hate him as long as I live.”

“*He that hateth his brother is a murderer.””
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* He isn’t my brother, and 1 fvouldn’t own him if he

‘was. It wasn’t fair, and you know it. You wouldn’t

have done so!”

May be not; but I might have done & great deal
worse.” ‘
“You know better; you never get out, 6f patience,
any more than Jennie. I wonder if I shall ever learn
to control my temper as she does?”

+® Not in your own strength, You must go, like her,

to the Great Teacher.”

“It wouldn’t make any difference. I have tried and
tried, and ’tis always just the same. I can’t help it.
You know this morning we talked it all over, and I
was going to begin anew, and not lose my temper all
the year; and now see how it ends. I don’t like birth-
days, any way. I always begin them by trying to turn

over a new leaf, and I always spoil the page _before

night, and make it worse than any before'jt. I'm go-

ing to giyé it up now, and just keep right along. 'You

know what the minister said last Sunday—%—éEverythng |
God gives us is given us to use;” so of course he meant -
me to use my temper.” | |

« Yes, but he didn’t mean for the temper to use you;
that may be your cross, which if taken up aright will
win the erown. ‘He- that is slow to anger is better -
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than the mighty, and he that ruleth his own spirit
than he that taketh a city.” - Your birthday is not
‘wholly past; there is time left yet for good ‘resolu-
tions, time. enough to turn over another leaf. And

always remember, Fannie, whatever may happen, and

however blottedthe pages, that your brother still loves .

you, and is willing to help you; and now, if you wish
to see the birthdoy present I promised this morning,
you will find it on the table in the hall.”

“Skates! Just what I wanted most. You always

know what to get. But here are’ two pairs, alike.

What am I to do with so many?”

“ Anything you wish ; they are all yours, and at-your

disposal. Can you think of any friend who would be

pleased with a birthday present like your own? "

“Q, I know — Jennie! We are both fifteen to- dwy,_

and you got the others for her.”

“1 have given both pairs to.you; 1f' you choose for
her to have oné, reooilect it will be your gift.”

“ Aren’t they nice ones ! — the prettiest I ever saw.
Three or four of the other girls have new ones, and
are going to try them this evening. Why, it’s half
past six, and we haven’t had supper yet; and I haven’t
seen Mrs. Hall since I got home. Where is she?”

e Over to Mr Brown's. She will not come home ta=
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night ; so we shall have to do without her, Jennie has

anothet brother to divide he%‘es.

® She is dlways having her caves divided. Now she
will have to stay at home from school the rest of the .
winter. Bother the babies!" I wish —” '

® Hush, Fannie ! ! Remember —

“Well, I think ’tis too bad; and if Jennie can’t go

. skating to-night, I dow’t want to ;3 and if she doesn’t

go to school any more, I shall stay at home too. Is-
auntie coming back in the morning ?”

“I think not. . I told her to stay as long as they
needed her, and we could keep house together. Do
you think yon can manage without her, lf you have
somebody to help you?” '

“I don’t know. I'm afraid you would have the

worst of 1t; and I don’t know who will come to help

"me, either.”

“0, 1 found somebody all ready and willing. At

‘Mrs Hall’s suggestion I proposed a change of house-

keepers; and while she stays there, Jennie is coming
to stay here and Lelp you. Will that suit?”

“You know there’s nothing in the world would suit
me better, I understand it now; that was you' get-
ting supper I heard. Why didn’t you call me to help
you?”
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“You can go now, and help me eat it ! *

“ Dear old Charlie, you are the very best brother in
all the world How can I ever thank you, or Iove you,
half enouﬂh'?” . :

* By lovmg God more ! E And I knew by his look,

and the kiss that accompamed his answer, what was the

burden of his prayers; and yet I lingered!

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.

CHAPTER IIL

¢ When shall we three meet again ?
When shall we three meet again ?
Oft shall glowing hope expire,
Oft shall wearied love retire,
Oft may death and sorrow reign,
Ere we here shall meet again,”

HAT a glorious evening ‘that was, the 15th of
January, 185-1
It had been very cold for several days in succes-

sion ; but now there was a decided change, though it

‘]had, not been of sufficient duration to affect the

skating, or render the ice in the least degree dan-

gerous. .

Cedar ILiake was known far and near; and ne.vetﬂ
a pleasant evening or Satuxday afternoon passed
without bringing its troops of bovs and men from

all quarters. This winter added a new feature; for

fashion was making the pastime popular among’ la-

dies, and the little village of Millbrook was not

slow in adopting this new order &f things.
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We had scarcely finished our supper — Charlie and
I —before Jennie made. her appearance ; and with her

assistance, the work — what little remained to be done

—-was soon deépatched ; and then, after the skates had

been duly admired and approved we set out in high -

glee for the pond.

" “What have you there, Charlie?’l’ I asked, after we
had proceeded more than half the. distance. * Bottles,
~plasters.  Are you expecting broken limbs to set ? I
can assure you’' we haven’t the least idea ~of needing

any prof'essmml services.”

“I hope not, certainly. These are for old Mrs.

Benson. I promlsed to take ‘them to her this even- -

/ing, and fear she will begin to 'thin.k I've forgotten
“her.” '

“Plague take the old fuss! I don’t believe she
is any sicker than I am. She always has some new
disorder to croak about. Let }h‘er go to bed and sleep
it off — what she can’t sweat off fussing. We want
you with us on the ice, and can’t spare you, pos-
sibly.” ’

“1 thought of taking you with  me. The house
stands but a few féet from the pond and if we go
to it on the ice, it will be just a mice distance for

]

-your trial trip.”# = .
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“T’m afraid she won’t have much time to test the

- virtues of her medicine this evening, if she waits

for us to take it to her, and we depend on the skates

”

to take us there,” replied Jennie. “I haven’t the
least idea I can stand a]one- on them.”

“Nor I; but perhaps Charlie will be able to tow
us into port. Let us take this path across the field ;
it is nearer, and will be easiet getting on the ice than-
at the bridge. Hark! I hear them now.”

The point was soon reached ; a little sheltered cove,

on a side of - which were some half dozen sleds,

“brought for the benefit of those who had no skates,

or who, from fear, preferred this safer method of

conveyance over the glassy surface.

»

“ Come, Fan,” exclaimed Jennie, taking my hand,

“let’s run, and have one good slide while we are

able. I wonder where they all are.”

“ Gone for a race, perhaps; they will soon be back
again. Let’s get our skates on, and see if we can
stand, before they come. O, look! here is Joe’s auto-
graph, Pity he couldn’t have put that in his writing-
book ; he’ll never be able to show so fair a specimen
anywhere else.”

“And here are some more,” added Charlie; *and

. there is Mr. Kingsley’s, too, just ahead. I must put
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mine al‘onnrside 37 and smtmo' the action to the word,
he buckled on his skates, and scon cut his own name
w1th the others.

“So the ‘Master of the Hickory Oil’ preparatmn
is in the crowd —is he? I only hope to have the pleas-

‘ure of seeing him horizontalize his perpendicalarity

before we go home.”
e Will you promise to grant me a favor?” inquired
Charlie, who overheard the remftrk..
“Perhaps I might be induced to. Tell me first
what it is.” o
*That you will treat Mr. Kingéley, if you 1eet
him, with the respect due a teacher from his pupil.
“The subject shall have due consideration.”
“I am not joking, Fannie ; you must answer me,”
“Well, yes, I will try to please yoﬁ, ? was an-

swered slowly.

“I can trust your W01d when once given; with

all your thoughtlessness, you have never deceived me.

And now, girls, if you think of paying Mrs. Benson
a visit to-night, it is time to be moving;. those sleds

seem to be, in just ‘the right p]ace for our use.”

‘Did you ever try it yourself, reader? . We tried
singly, and we tried together; but on]v with the aid -

of Charhe, could we rise to an erect posnmn. The
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Il
sound of voices and Iaucrhter warned us of the near -
approach of some of the p‘lrty, but not.a stép for-
ward had we been able to advance.

* Can I relieve you of part of your burden, doctor?”
It was Mr. Kingsley, who had turned aside from
the group that were pressing: forward to see who would
first. reach the bridge, a short distance above. .
“I think y;)ur services would not come amiss. ' It
must be past eight o’clock ere this, and I have prom-
ised to. visit a patient who lives in the house down
there, opposite that group of cedars. where you see
the light. - I proposed to the girls to accompany me;

but you see we are not making very rapid progress.

If you will excuse me for a short time, I will return

as soon as possible.”

“I am inclined to favor the first arrangement,”
replied Mr. Kingsley, taking up the rope attached to
the sled on which Jennie had seated herself at his
approach, “if we might be allowed to appropriate |
one of these for a time, and Miss Fannie will take
a seat with her friend.” '

“Thank you for the suggestion. I hadn’t thought
of that method.” -

“So it i3 moved and scconded; if that be your

minds,” and he turned to us with a look of inquiry.
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- “Ay, ay,” was respondéd by both.

*°Tis a unanimous vote;” and away {ve ‘went,
slowly followed by the few who had left the bl{idge,
and were returning to meet the others of their party
who did not join in the race. '

“Will you wait here, or go in?” asked Chaﬂie,
when we reached the place. &

“1 think we will remain here,” answered Jennie;

“ unless Fannie prefers to go with you.”

* Not 1, indéed; though I would like well en‘ough‘

to see Aunt Mary. But the old lady! the patience

“of a saint would be overcome, hearing a rehearsal
of her ailments. Recollect, Charlie, you are to stay
but just ten minutes!”

“And who is Aunt M‘try?” inquired Mr. Kings-

- ley.

“0, she is aunt to everybody. Is it possible you
have been in Millbrook half the winter, and don't
 know Aunt Mary? She’s an old maid — one of the

good kind — who stays here and takes eare of an old -

lady, a Mrs. Benson — Aunt Martha they call her,
though she hasn’t a relative in the world, as anybody

knows. They've lived here alone ever since I can’

remember. Aunt Martha had a grandson, who used

to live with her; but he went to sea a long time
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ago, and never came back. Where are you going,
Jennie?” . o : .
®Going to see what I can do by holding on these

bushes along the shore. We ought to be improving

the time, if we are to go back on our own runners.”

“1 might get you each a cane from the cedars

; there, you would find them quite a help; most of the

ladies whom I have met on the ice this evening had
a wa.lking-sti(;k of the kind. Excuse me a moment ;
1 will fry to return before the doctor’s lease expires.”

*So now, seems to me some folks cherish a very
forgiving disposition.”

* Is that you, Joe? How you frightened me' Where
have you been all the evening?”

“Where d’ye s’pose I've-been?”

“ How should I know?”

* How should you know?”

“Yes, how" »

“I thought may be Old Hickory mwht o’ told yous;
you seem to have a pretty correct knowledge of
his whereabouts. 'Ain’t gone to whittle another clap-

'

per for to-morrow — has he? S’pose you thought I
didn’t see you when you came down this way with

your coach and four.”
3
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~ “Who cares what you saw!” was the angry retort.

“Nobody, as I know of. 1 didn’t say anybody

cared. Got your skates on, haven’t you? Let’s see
you stand on’em. O, you ought to have seen Nance

when she tried to go on hers. I thought we should |,

- die laughing, She got so mad, she took ’em off and
threw ’em into the bushes, and then- Went home.
“Won't T placrue her a little! Golly, you mifrht heard
the ice crack away down to Cedarville. Guess she
‘moved the foundations of the earth that time.”
- * Now bring that up — will you?” .
* Come, now, Fan! I ,didn’f mean -nothing ; you
know I didn’t; let’s see you skate. I'll bet you can,
first rate, Heére, let me help you; you shan’t fall, true.”
“I don’t want to; I'm waiting for Charlie.”
« Just to pass away the time.” |
T tell you I won't!
“You're afraid to!
“I ain’t, either. What do you think I’'m afraid of ?”
*Fraid o getting hurt. Great skater youll make;
Aint quite so plucky as you was this afternoon.”
“Now bring that up again. I< tell you I won't stir
off this sled till Charlie comes.’

®* Well, let me give you a ride then, a httle Way.

I'll come right back when you say so.”
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/ “1 don't want any ride. I’'m going to stay here.”

“(Q, you don't—do you? You needn’t feel so grand
that you can’t go a single team, cause you had a
span to fetch you down here. ’Tain’t everybody owns
a hack that drives one; and John Gilpin and the doctor |
better see who is hostler next time, before they hitch
horses ! ? ‘ J '

“1 don’t know as ’tis any of your business how we
came here, or how we get back!”

“Dido’t say ‘twas; but I guess ’tis as much my
business as anybodys how and when this gig gets
back. So, if you won’t get off my sled, why, sit there

L]

and picking up

long as you want to; I'm willing;

‘the rope, Joe started at full speed for the place where

we had unwittingly confiscated his property.

“ Stop, Joe!” I screamed ; **you are the very hate-
fulest, ugliest boy I know of: Let me get off | ”
~ But Joe either did not or would not hear. Wlthout
a word or look, he bent every energy to the task,

" and never once paused till he had deposited the sled -

where we found it.

“You can skate back if you want to,” he said,
coolly surveying his freight with a grin of satisfaction ;
*“'twon’t take you long.”

Too iﬁdignant to reply, I began to remove my skates.

¥
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. % Come, now, I wouldn’t do that, if I felt in any

burry about getting back. = Not bad-looking runners

— are they, though?” picking up the skate I had taken

off. “Nance thought hers were somethin’ mighty ; but

they can’t hold a candle side o’ yourn. Where did you
get 'em?”

“None of your business |”

“Don’t know any better. That place ain’t down in
‘my geography. Il ask old Hickory to-monow, if he
knows. I s’pose hes been there.” |

* Give me my skate,” I said, rising to my; feet.

“What’s your hurry? Better Jearn to use the one
you've got, first. I want this, to pay the damages on
* that sled of mine.” o u

“You give me- that gkate, you prdvoking old thief H
stand there grinniﬁg like a monkey. Wonder who you
think will do your examples to-morrow. I wont1”

“Can do’em myself, if I'm half ‘as spry at * figgers’
a8_you are at catching fellers,” he answered, still facmg

me, and moving off backward, just fast endugh ‘to

keep out of my reach. * Thisain’t a bad gait; we shall -

get down to Granny Bensons before the ice melts,
if we keep along this jog.”

“I wish you would tumble down and break your
neck » |
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“You don’t say so. Better keep cool, and let your

hair curl.”

Had I not been angry before, that last remark would

 have vexed me beyohd all endurance. My hair, black

as jet, did and would curl as tight to my head as did
ever the wool of an African, in spite of all my efforts
to straighten it; and Joe’s was no less curly, the color
being a sandy red.- | ' |

“ Why don’t you take it, Woolly-oak ?” and he held

the skate ‘althost in my face, and then snatched it back

just in time to keep it from my grasp.
“I would, if I wasn’t afraid of fire, old * Sorreltop.’”
* Poh !‘ no danger, Fan;” and Joe ran his’ fingers
through his long, tangled, red locks; “not a bit of dan-
g‘ér ; youre too green to burn.  There you go; I
thought you'd be off your ‘l;nderpinning' if you didn’t
slacken your speed. Too bad though, any way. Have

- .you hurt you?” The tone was one of anxious inquiry.

*“ I’m real sorry you tumbled down. -Here is your skate.
I'll run back and get my sled, and draw you down
there ; twon’t take but a minute.”

T had but just risen to my feet and started forward,

determined to reach the place where T left Jennie before

* he could pvertake me, when Charlie came up.
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“0, here you are. I lefi the others down by the

Cedars, and came to find you. Jennie told me of your
' sudden disappearance with Joe. He seems to have left
you rather unceremomously, or you him. How was it?”
“ fell down, and he went back for his sled,” I re-
plied, determinéd that no one should know the result
of our late skirmish, V
“ Will you wait for him?”
“ No; the others would only have to wait the lonrrer
~ for us.’
* Here, then, let me take your skates. Now stand up

straight, keep your feet just even. Don’t be frightened ;

I won't let. you fall ;7 and taki:;;;/his place back of me,

with a hand (;n each shoulder, we sped swiftly down the
pond. .

- "0, isiv’t this splendid I ever so much better than the
sled. You are Just the best propeller on the lake,
Charlie. We'll get there long before Joe.”

How should I know, among the many who were

passing back and forth on either side, that Joe was

already far'in advance, intent only upon reaching a safe
distance beyond the Cedars, where he could turn about,

and come up back of them unnoticed ?

*So you have brought back our stray lamb, doctor,”
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was the first salutation. “ What progress, Miss Fannie?
Your friend seems to be progressing finely. I think she

will be able to enroll her name here on the ice with the

others before the season is over;” pointing to a place

where were a dozen or more names.

“Put mine alongside Jennie. I'm confident I shall

_ never be able to put it there myself, either this season -

or ten years from now.” _

“Ten years ! You'll be able to write whole valumes
here, before that time expires.”

®Never. I’m positive that I can’t'learn. What do
you think about it, Jennie?”

“I was feeling quite enoom‘lfred we ought to make
some perceptible 1mpr0vement in ten years certainly.”

“I propose we meet here at that time for a trial of
our skill in — what do you call it — skatemanship? Do
you acc;apt ‘the challenge? Ten years! Don’t forget
the date. I will cut it in the bark of this tree. Let me
see; that will be January 15, 186-.7

*We shan’t be very likely to forget it, Ifan : that day
will make us both twenty-five.” '
“You oﬁght to make some allowance for former .

practice,” I said, regarding the initials before me,

W. T. K., cut with a masterstroke.
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* Yes, certcunly 1»

“What does the *'L'.” stand for, Mr. Kmu‘sley, please?”
inquired Jennie. ,

A shade passed over his face; but it vanished ina
moment, and he replied, laughing, **T.’ stands for
“trouble,” I believe; does it not?” |

“ Torment, more like.” It came from the other side
of the Cedars, muttered in an undertone, which Jennie

and I could not fail to recognize.

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT,

CHAPTER IV.

¢t Poor, lone Hannah,

Sitting 4t the window binding shoes,
Faded, wrinkled,

Sitting, stitching in a mournful muse,
Briéht-eycd beauty once was she,
When the bloom was on the tree.

Spring and winter

‘ Hannah’s af the window binding shoes. ‘

“ Twenty wiaters
Bleach and tear the rugged shore she views— -
Twenty summers;
Never one has brought lier any news.
8till her dim eyes silently
Chase fhe white sails o’er the sea:
Hopeless, faithful, )
Hannah’s at the window binding shoés,”

NLY this time, my Mary — just one voyage
more ;” and Sailor Ben laid down his oar,
and, reaching out at arms’. length, plucked a pure

white hly, and tossed it into the lap of the fair girl

‘opposite him.

“And why one more?” she answered, inquiringly,
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pickin'w up the lily, and shaking the tiny drops from its

pure white petals. :

“I have promised, and I cannot break the engage-

ment. When I left the Sea-foam, I gave my word

to Captain Grey that I would be back there in one

week. We only go to London this time, stopping at

France on our return voyage for a part of the cargo.

The time will soon pass away, and I shall be here -

awain. I want you to promise me that you will stay

- with my g andmother while I am gone, in the house I
have fitted and furnished for you both. It will be all
the dearer to me for knowing who took cale of it dur-
ing my absence

C . " May God Sorget me when I forget you or yours! ?
was the low-spoken answer.

“* Bless you, darling, for the words. And now one

thing more ; ’tis well enough for you to understand 1t L
before I leave. If I never come back, Mary, the place

will be yours. I ha.ve left the deed, and all my other
paperé, with Squire Ring, who will sece that everything
is attended to as it should be. We won't talk about it,
for I have.no doubt I shall be here to attend to if my-
self ; only it, is well enough to prtl)vide for. any emer-
gency.” ' S B

- It was past sunset, but the moon had risen ; and the
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long train of light lay across the water, reminding one
of the ch1ld’s idea of the bridge on which angels walk
ioheaven. There were stars, too; overhead; and stars
as bright and beautiful looked up from the clear, liquid
depths below. |
¢ For every wave, with dimple& face,
That leaped upon the air,

Had caught a star in its embrace,
Azd held it {rembling there.”

*“ Let us turn about, and go up to the Cedars,” said
Ben, after a while, pickiﬂg up- his oar. “ We haven't
been there since I came hoine,' and we've been on the
lake every pleasaht evening. Say, Mary, what are you
di‘eaming, about? You hav;an’t spoken for a 16ng' time.
A lily for your.thoughts;” and he tossed the one he
held in his hand playfully towards her.

“1 hardly know nmyself. They were so confused I

_ couldn’t well put them in words. Let’s sing, Ben. I
feel strangely. nervous to-night. Hark! what was

that ?”

“Ounly the bushes brushmg against the side of the
boat. We will go farther from the shore. I can’t
have you afraid when I am nedr to protect you. I
shall have to break you of that.” '

The place denominated “The Cedars” was .a little




44 UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

. island, of circular form, not over half a dozen yards in
~ diameter, covered with a thick growth of the trees that
gave it its name. The lake might have been thirty
rods wide, being of nearly uniform width for a distance
of two miles, where was the village of Cedarville ;‘
. below that place it was a narrow . stream, winding its

way through field, meadow, and Woodland towards
the sea.

And there, under the shadow of the trees, where

they had so many times before plighted their vows of
love and constancy, they pledged themselves anew, and
‘breathed prayers of hope and faith, little dreaming
what the future held for them ; ‘and Sailor Ben left his
native town —left the only two on earth he held dear

—and went away — whither ?

When the weeks lengthened to months, and months'

into years, brmtrmg no news but that whlch (;aptam
‘Grey brought on his return, — that Ben had left the

Sea-foam, and shipped- from England to the East.

Indles,—--she ventured to call at Squire Ring’s, and

make a statement of the facts Ben bhad communicated -
to her, before his departule, In regard to the cottage.
Nothing satlsfactory cduld be ascertained. ITe brleﬂyr

informed her that the place was his, that no deed had

ever been given Ben, and all the payment ever made
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* towards the house was insufficient to cover the rent for

the time they had oceupied it. He knew nothing of
any will, nor had Ben ever confided to him any of his

plans.

Ere another twelve months. elapsed the house was
sold under the auctioneer’s hammer, Captain Grey be_mg
the purchaser and taking immediate possession, the
Squire pocketing the proceeds; and the two were with-
611t a home. |

And so we find them, nearly twenty years later, in

the old house by the lake, directly opposite, and hardly

a stone’s throw from, the grdup of cedars; Where she, .
so long before, pledged her fidelity to him and to his,
— find them alone, the aged grandmother, grown ner- -
vous, irritable, and fretful, and her devoted friend and
protector, the faithful Mary, supporting both by the
lﬂbor of ‘her hands, doing it gladly, freely, cheelfully,
sacuﬁcmg everythmfr and all for the sake of that love
for him.

¢ Theré are ends more worthy than happiness :
Who seelks it is digging Joy’s grave, we know.
The blessed are they who live to bless;
She found out that mystery long ago.”

* May God forget me when I forget you or yours!”

Verdly ® such have their reward.”
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CHAPTER V.

“Qur hands are full of buéiﬁess‘;, Ief’s away: '
Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay.”

.OOD'niO'ht, Fannie.. I hope you have met

" with sufficient encouragement thxs _evening to -

warrant another trial to-morrow, if the ‘weather is fa-

o vorable and, Jennie, do you stop with your friend to-

night; ” for she had passed with me through the gate, -

~ which Charlie opened while he was speakmo'

o My housckeepers!  Not every bachelor is so fortu-
- Date as to secure the services of two.”

“1 cougratulate you on your success; but how does
the ¢ old saw ’ read, * Too many cooks spoil the broth’? -

I trust you may not be called to witness to the truth
of the wisdom therem contained,” with mock solem-
mty. ( ' .
«I guess not,” was the langhing reply, * They both
‘came well recommended; but as the proof of the

puddmcr is in the eating, I won’t leave you to testify
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 to its qualities, with only my judgment to rely on, but

ask you to come and try it yourself.” - | o
“Thank y.du for the invitation. I shall most cer-

‘ taiillly avail myself of the privilege the first convenieqt

geason.” | \
* That’s right! any time; don’t wait for ceremony ;
it is oﬁ your road from school, and you can most al-

ways find me in my office at that hour, if not, the

‘room and library are at your service, ‘and while you

attend to the intellectual,-the girls will look after the

-~ temporal wants of us both.

*Thanks again. Good night, all; ” and Mr Kma's-
ley passed on towards his boarding-place, and we en-f
tered the house. »

“He will come, I know he ‘will, Jennie,” sald I,
when we were alone; © “and I don’t know any more
about housekeeping than a baby. I never had any
care of housework, or cocking, in my life. Mrs. Hall

came here when I was a little girl, and has lived here
‘ever since. - Do you know, — for 1 shail leave you to
manage the whole concern, — you will have to te}l me
everything to do, and how to do it.” "
~ * And stand by you till it is done?” |
“Yes, if you want to male sure of 1t We must get

up early, and géﬁ dinner as near ready msible before
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we go to school; and then we can leave the table
standing till we get home at night, and one of us wash
dishes while the other gets supper.”

~ “We might ask Mr. Kingsley to excuse us every day
at eleven o’clock while we do the work. We haven’t

any lessons to recite after that time.”

“ He wouldn’t let us, he is so contrary Wmt till to--

morrow, and see if you can touch * hzs_nn‘]_esty with a
“ ten foot pole.’” '

“I will ask him myself 1f your brother : 1pproves of -

the plan,” and as Charlie made no objection, Jennie
broached the subject next day at recess, receiving an
affirmative answer.

For the first time in. his life Joe was thrown on

his own resources. - How he ever accomplished the task ~

without help was a!‘mystery; but at the hour for reci-
tation, every example was solved correctly, and, en~
- couraged by his success, he contmued to work out
his problems the remainder of the term, dependmo on
his own exertions instead of the mental eff'orts of ‘his
friends. |

“Don’t Iet that puddmw burn, if I am to sit on the |

-jury.” - The caution was uttered in a voice too low to

be understood by ‘any‘on-e except us, to-whom it was

addressed. Not one in the school-room,' who saw Mr.
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Kingsley at the time, would have guessed the subject

of his remark was other than what concerned our school

duties. His face was as unreadable as the sphinx, and

 never judge regarded the culprit before him, whose sen-

- tence he was reading, with a more serious expression .

than he regarded us till we left the room and the
door was closed between us. '

o the afternoon of the same day Jennie and I had
laid aside our books and wrappings after our return
from sdhool' and gone to the kitchen to attend to our

(,uhnary duties, when the door of the office opened, and

-some one entel ed.

Thinking it Charhe, or ‘some patlent sent there to
wait for him, we continued our work, paying no at-
tenfion to the near proximity of our neighbor.

Jennie was sifting flour at the table preparatory to

making hiscuit for tea, while I was dividing my atten-

tion between the diéhes used at noon, which oceupied a
side of the same table, and the dish-water, which ob-

stinately refused to grow a bit warmer in spite of all

‘my efforts.

“Chelin’s System of' Surgery, Cole’s Philosophy of
Health, Williams’s Practieal Treatise of- one thing,
Watson’s Preaching on another — I've devoured them.
bodily, every book in the doctor’s case; got the whole

4
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. of them at rhy torigue’s end, and am here for farther
instruction.  Don’t let me interfere With.your usual ar-
_ rangeménts, but set me to work.” )
8o ’twas you we heard. We thought it was broth-
‘er Charlie. I was wondering what could detain him so
long; and thinking it about time for him to come out
here.” .
“Well, I’ve come as substitute during his absence.
What part of the programme do you leave him? I'll try

" to make his place good till he arrives.” He had come

towards the stove, and was standing opposite me while |

he was speaking.

«If you are in a-hmry for that water to boil, you
mustn’t stand there and watch it. “Watched pot never
boils,” you know. This is what you need most;” and

" picking up a basket ‘from the wood-box, he started
out in the direction of the wood-shed, singing as he
‘went, — ' -

¢'The cook she watched the pot the while,
And I picked chips to make it ¢ bile.”* |

 “Hasn't he just as many sides as a round rail}”

laughed Jennie, éf’tér he had gone out and closed. the
- door. “ Who would think that was the dignified teacher
*we left in the school-room half an hour égo? n i
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B § haven’t forgottén tis the same one I left there iasj&
night. He gave me occasion to remember him then
that I shan’t be likely to forget very soon. I hope

Charlie will come before long. I don’t know how we

~are to dispose of him till we get supper ready.”

“He seems alréady disposed of, I think.”

“Yes; and lils presence doesn’t interfere with your
arrangements in the least. You stand there as uncon-
cerned, whisking around the dough, as if nothing was

the matter. If he is going to stay here looking on while -

* I wash these dishes, they won’t be done to-night.”

“I'm used to having half a dozen pairs of eyes peer-
ing at me from all directions, while I'm about my work

at home.”

“1 should go crazy! Hark! there comes the wood-

pile.” ‘ _
“Here is what will do it;” and Mr. Kingsley de-

posited his basket ‘beside the stove, and began putting

in the chips. “ What is the next operdtion?”

o watch is bread,” replied Jennie, starfing with

it towards the “oven, “if you are intending to burn all

those ét“once.” -

0, I beg pardon. Come, Fannie, we will proceed

to business. Bee, our united efforts have brdught the -

r
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“ x

dish-water up to two hundred and twelve degrees al-
ready. Will any one be kind enongh to inform me
whether this is Joes property ?” e had found an
apron; and was tying it on. “This Jooks like the dish-
towel ; and now, if I'm armed and equipped as the
law airgcts,- you may pass over the dishes as fast as

you please.”

. So, laughing and chatting all the while, we continued |

. our work till the dishes were nearly completed, Jennie

putting them in their places meanwhile, and bringing

others to be washed as she f'ound then.

“You can throw that away, and let me have the plate.

again,” said I, pushipg towards her some pudding that
was left at dinner the day before.

“ Not till the case has been submitted to the jury.
That’s hardly fair, after appointing me to judge of its
excellences. Please, may I be dismissed?” and seizing
it, he mounted a high stool the opposite side of the room,
_a veritable Jack Horner. At the same moment Chatlie

came in-from the stable.

*“So here are my housekeepers, busy as bees. I -

should have come home earlier to assist you, but was

unavoidably detained.”. v

“*The * proof of the pudding is in the eating. If you
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~ can’t rely upon my judgment, come and try it yourself.”

I think that was the way the invitation ran, doctor.”
“dJust so. Am glad to see you.” | '

“My landlady was going out of town to-day ; sq‘ I
availed myself of the first opportunity, as I assured you

of doing last night ; ” and ke slid down from his elevated

position, and came forward. “This for you,” putting

the empty plate in the dish-water before me, “and that

for you,” tossing the apron over Jennie's head. “Come,

- doctor, I've tormented them long enough; let’s leave
them to their own devices ; ” and he led the way from
) the kitchen, followed by Cﬁgrlie, ‘cautioning us both, -
before khe closed th’e door, to attend f'aithﬁﬂly to that

- bread, and let him know if any more chips were needed.
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. CHAPTER VL.

< What they say ? Why, let them say it.
Airy echo, fleet as dew,
‘When they’ve breathed it *tis forgotten;
They who hear forget it too.” ‘

~ATER in the evenma, after everything had been
put in order, we repaired once more to the lake
for a second trial.

Naney had so far recovered her usual tone of mind as

to seek out the offending skates from the bushes where

she left them the evening previons, and with her most

intimate friend, Anna. Ring, was endeavoring to balance
herself by holding on the overhanging branches of the
. trees that skirted the shore.

“You've got to the end of nwwat:on now, re-
_ marked Joe, who, with seveml others, stood watching

their. slow progress. Youll have to skate on your

intellect, Nance” (she prided ‘herself on the possession.

of an unusually brilliant one), “or else wait forf a tree

to grow. there. You can’t reach that hemlock by any

”

stretch of imagination, Steady now.” But .Joe’s cau-
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tion, given in a tone of raillery, only irritated and
vexed, as he intended it should do ; and she would have
fallen had not Mr. Klnﬂ‘sley, seeing at a glance how

matters.stood, gone to her aid. 4 |

Quick as thought Joe h‘lstened for his sled, and
bringing it to the place where I was standmb, gallantly :
offered it and his own services.

The phllOSOphlGal principle that “bodies which are
quick in heating are quick in cooling” is not confined
to material objects ; and my wrath ‘against Joe, so sud-
denly . kindled the night before, was quite as easﬂy
extinguished, 7That was not our first quarrel. We
had always indulged in these outbreaks, they being
of almost daily occurrence whenever the school-term
brought us together ; but ﬁloi'ning seldom came without
’bringing overtures from Joe, who seemed al'w'ays to
remud himself as the first offender.

So, peace declared, I gladly availed myself‘ of his

_ offered ald and the use of his sled, lea\mnoE brother

Charlie with Jennie, to whom he rendered similar

service. . J
For an hour and. more I gave myself wholly to the

practice that called us there, and thanks to Joe’s in-

struction, pron'ressed beyond my most sanguine ‘expec-

' tatlons., . BN
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‘ “You are gettmo' all tired out, Fan ; better sit down
on my sled, and rest a while.” We were near the group
of cedars. ‘

“I will, if you'll promise not to run away with me.
I got down here on my own skates, and am ‘determined
to get.back in the same way. Where do you suppose
Jennie and. Charlie are? I haven’t seen them since I
- first got here, or Mr, Kingsley either.” ‘
‘ "I heard the doctor’s vowe not long ago; dunno

f anythm«r about Old Hmkory, and don’t want to, darn
his picter!” |

“Nancy got over her trouble pretty quick. I

thought she wouldn’t be hebe again this winter.”
*“Catch N ance staying at home when there’s anything

-to call her out with' the Rings. I hope shell see

through ‘em some time, but she ain't got"witﬂenough

yet. She would believe every word they told her if

N P
the}rsald the moon was made of green cheese. There’s -

nothing they don’t stuff her up with, and she is just

fool enough to swallow the whole of it. . Pity she
couldn’t see ’em, and hear what they have to say about
her, soon as her back is turned. I hate the whole tribe
of ’em, children and grandcl‘lildren, from old Squire
Josh and his. wife Hannah clear down to the youngest.”

* Why, what have they ever done to you?”
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« What haven’t they done and said about everybody

and eicrything in Mlllbroolﬂ‘? Didn’t they lie to Jim
Strong about his folks till he cleared out and left them ?

Ain’t they picked old Tim Ryan till he is poor as a
church mouse, getting him half drunk, and then playing
cards till he’s gambled away every copper? And there’s
Jennie’s father. I know jAust how ’tis, but she would
never say a word, and her mother ain’t got plucL

enough, or wit either, to do anything; but they are

both always driving to it, ﬁttmrr shoes ; much good it -
" does ’em., Old Brown carries the work home, and old

Josh stands ready with some tool to sell to him that,

ain’t good for anything to any body. Much money they
pay- out for work ! Then you know the house Jennic’s

unéle, the captain, bought, — the one they live in now,

— everybody that dared speak their mind said it ought.
' to belong to Granny Benson, for that sailor of hers that

was lost at'sea told ever so many, the last time he came
home, that he had bought it of Josh Ring; but the old

sinner held on till he was pretty sure Ben would never

-come back to claim it, and then sold it, and kept the

money. I hate ’era, the whole tribe ; and what's more,
I ain’t afraid to tell ’em so.”

® Who told you about Captain Grey’s house? I
never heard of that before.” |

R e T S e 2 e
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“0, lots of folks I've heard it hinted back and
forth a dozen times; ; 80 I put the whole together, and
that’s what I made out of it. Anna is just like them
—a regular chip of the. old block; she’s always up to
some kind of a calﬂér to school. I love to throw out at

her bﬁce in a while, she feels so all-fired grand. Noth-

ing makes Nance so mad .as to say a word about any of

them. Does me good to see such’ folks come up with - |

onée in a while.” _

“ How do you know but some of them a?e in hearing
now, Joe?” o

*“ I don’t care .if they are; truth will bear its‘weight,
I guess, Did I ever tell you how Ned Brier and I
played it on them last fall? You know that low,
swampy place, side of the lake, about a mile below

here; there’s a path through it that folks take when

they go afoot down to Cedarville. Sam Ring and his -

- brother — Anna’s father — were coming up through
there one nmht just at dusk. Sam had been down to
~get his gun, that he had been having mended ‘there.
Nedmnd Y heard em coming ; go we hid in the bushes.
There’s nothing l1v1ng that Ned can’t mimic; so just as

‘they g got off’ against us, he berran to make.a noxse like

a ﬂock of geese; there were 1ots of them going over
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about that time. 'Quiék, Sam,’ says Jobn, “load your

gun; there’s o flock. of geese lit in the lake.” . While
he was doing that Ned and I crept around behind that

little f'rog-ponci t'other side of the swamp, and by the
time they got to the first place, he set up his squawking

~over there. *Run quick,’” said John; “theyre gone

+ into the frog ‘pond. You can get a good shot if they

don’t fly before you. get there.” So they went tearing
through the bushes, both of them. DBy the time they

ot to the frog-pond, the geese were back to the other

place again. So we kept them running, till finally
Sam brought up side of the lake, where somebody had
left some decoys in the water ; and without stopping to
notice the dif‘f'ereﬂce, he let drive rightv.amongst them,.
éhivering the whole lot ali to 'splinters. 1 thought Ned
and I should die laugﬁing. We waited till they were
out of hearing, and then wént home. We never said
a word about it for a long time, till one hight both of

us happened to be in the store.  Bam was back of the

~counter, telling his great - yarns,- and began to brag

what he did once down to the shore, telling how many
geese lie brought down at one shot, and I couldn’t keep '
still any longer; so I gave Ned a poke, and says I,
¢ Sam, did you kill as many as you did on the lake that
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night you and John were coming up from Cedarville?’

You ought to have heard him swear! T thouﬂht ke

would take the roof right off that mtrhtl”
« Arer; t you afraid they’ll pay you back some time,
Joe?” | 'I . ,
“’Fraid! no. I don’t eare a darn what they do.
Let ’em try it; that’s all. I saw the old woman Tast
night, — she’s captain and all hands when ehe sets out,

—and she run on a ‘great rig about Old Hickory be-

cause he kept us after school. ~ She called him every-

thmO“, and said she knew we weren ’t to blame - Nance
would a’ swallowed the whole on’t, but I took it for
about what ’twas worth. When she sees him, she will
put it the other way about, and say we deserved it. I
know ler; but it’s all the same with me, whichever

way she has it. I shall hate Old Hickory just the

same. Ie can't come blarneying around me. I shan’t

ever-like him any better than I do now.”

He did, however, as I felt confident he would, though
~ T had no idea how the f'rieﬁdshipl was to be established
between them. ’

That same evenmn', not a half hour later, we had

halted near the shore for him to get me a cane, when .

Mr. Kingsley, with Charlie and Jennie, came along,

and stopped at the same place.
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There had been a light fall of snow a few'da;ys before

the lake froze over, which was not yet melted in the -

| woods and while we stood waiting for Joe, Mr. Kings-

ley called our attention to the tracks in it, made by a

- fox, at the same time expressing a wish that he knew

somebody who owned a dog that was used to that kind

“of business.

"’I have one,” exclaimed Joe, forgetting everything
at the moment but his love for hunting. -

And so it was settled there and then, that the two,
with Joe’s dog, should spend the followmfr Satarday in .
the woods.

T was assured by the quiet smile with which Mr.
Kingsley met his proposal that he had been a Iisténér,
either purposely or accidentally, to a part, if not él]l; of
his remarks before we left the Cedars,

~ Be that as it may, the day was won, and woe to the
man, woman, or child who, after that time, ventured

aught against our teacher in Joe’s presence.




UNDER THE CEDARS, OR
B

v
i
|

CHAPTER VIL =

¢ ¥ pant for the music that is divine;
" My heart in its thirst is a dying flower; '
Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine,
Loosen the notes in a golden shower.”

ET was a mystefy' to everybody who knew us, — a

.mystery even to ourselves. What strange affinity

could have drawn two together so totally unlike in

every .respect as Jennie and myself? Not only was .

there a wide dissimilarity in our dispositions, but our
tastes were widely different. ‘
Jennie’s love of books and study was as great as

my dislike of the same, and her intense love of music

amounted to almost a passion. To excel in that was

‘fhe goal of her ambition; for that no sacrifice was
deemed too great, no task too laborious; for it she
was willing to toil early and late; but the compensa-

tion for her labor availed Iitfle, where there were so

‘many other wants, compared with the least of which

hers were deemed of only. ‘secondary -importance.
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Possessed of no such talent themselves, how could
they understand or appreciate it in another? |

- Joe had not gone wide of the truth in regard to the
way old Squire Ring managed to pay his workwomen,
whenever the business could be transacted and settle-

ments made with the * weaker vessel,” as was the case

here.

- Mr. Brown had moved to Millbrook when Jennie
was in her sixth year. " Until that time the family

resided in Boston, or the immediate vicinity, he be-

ing' engaged, so far as his limited means W:)u/ld_ allow,

in the cattle trade. _
With others in the same line of business he would

go to New York, or, if the inducements were sufficient,

evel farther west, select his stock, and return with

‘his purchase on foot. Afterwards, when railroads

made freighting a more available method of trans-
portation, he gave up the business, which had never
proved to him a very profitable one, and at the earnest

solicitation of his brother-in-law, Captain Grey, moved

~to the cottage, which had been purchased of Squire
: !
- Ring, when years had rendered improbable the return

_of Sailor Ben,

It was while he was absent from home, on a tour

throngh the interior of New York, that Jennie was

|
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‘born. Had h.e veturned to find a gon, he would have

regarded thé babe Wiﬁh far greater favor ; but girls were

his special abliorrence.
“ Only a girl] Girls. dm’t good for nothmg'” and
this was all the welcome he gave the little stranger.
Not so his wife. The babe was to her a never-failing
comfort in every hour, and what it lacked in love from

‘him was amply compensated by her devotign; but

from that time her health was on the wane. The

~ skill of no physician seemed to meet her case; they
all united in callmcr it a nervous disease of some sort,
but were unable to trace it to any direct source.

* She_suffers far less in body than in mind,” was the
remark of the old doctor, who came to fill the place
of our fafhe‘r, before Charlie ﬁnished his medical course,
and came home to take up the burden himsclf. But
whatever was the cause of her disquietude, she guarded
 the secret well, and when Jenniekwas seven years old,
laid down her\-croés for the victor’s crown. .

Tt was when Jennie was left alone, to mourn over

this great Toss, tha;t_We became ,acquainted; and the

mutual attachment sprang up between us which years'

and further acqumntqnce but served to strengthen. -

The possessions of each were shared in common, and

seldom a day passed without bringing us together, We -
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‘had no secrets from each other; and so I became pos-

sessed of the knoﬁledge of what she regarded her

choicest treasure — the seal which had later been the

indirect caus¢ of my punishment at the hand of Mr.

Kingsley.

- It was given her by her mother, she told me, the

day she died. They were alone at the time, and Mrs.
Brown had drawn it from its placé of concealment
under her pillow, and was about to make some re-
mark relative; to it, wher_l'the entrance of her husband
prevented further conversation in regard to it. - The
startled look and appealing glance from one to the
other were sufficient to make her understand, child
though she was, that the story, whatever it might be,
was not intended for the ears of a third party ; and so
we two, the only persons in the world who knew of
its exxstence, guarded well the secret, which was to

us no less a mystery than had been the cause of that

mental malady which brought Mrs. Brown to a prema-~

ture grave.
Imme(hately after the death of lns wife, Mr., Brown

engaged as housekeeper a lady residing in Cedarville,

~ and before the end of the year marricd her, to the

great displeasure of the cziptain, who had made his
home with his sister whenever he was on the land.
5

2
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~ Possessed of no enviable disposition, his presence
would have been far from agreeable to the second Mrs.
" Brown; but fortunately for all, after repeated threafs

of turning them all out of his house, he wisely con-

cluded to leave it himself, and forthwith moved his

possessions to a little shop that occupied a corner at

the end of the garden. ‘

- There he spent the remalnder of' lrns days, receiving
no visitors, except on " business, and suffering no one
“to intrude into his presence except Jennie, Wlio ‘made
daily visits to Uncle Jack’s den, going and 6oming at
her own pleasure. Whether or not her presence there
W%S aoreeable, he never demed her admlttm(,e, though
arﬁono all the brothers, who afterwards came to multi-
ply her cares, was not one possessed of sufficient cour-

age to trespass on the premises.

It was a matter of no small conjecture among the

people of Millbrook whether Captain Gre'y‘s ‘pecuniary
means were limited or extensive. That he owned the

place occupled by his brother-in-law was an undeni-

_able fact; but beyond. that, nothing satisfactory could

be ascertained, he guarding with a Jealous care his own
domicile, and wisely keeping his own counsel,
- By bhoarding all her- spending money, — no hberal

allowance, — Jennie saved enough, after long years, to
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purchase a second-hand guitar; and with no aid but

the book given her with it, and her own native talent,
she set herself to work. But, alas for the realization of
her dreams! going to her room one day, after her re-

turn from school, she found its place vacant, and, on.

/inquiry, ascertained that it had been exchanged at the

store for some useless farmer’s implement.
Too indignqnt)f'or words, she flew to Uncle Jack’s

'den, and gave way to her wrath and disappointment

~in a wild fit of weeping. Not so Captain Grey. Days

after, when he had drawn from Ileij the cause of so
unusual excitement, he poured forth the whole violence
of his wrath on the head of the 'offender, declaring he
would burn the house down if anything. that belonged
to Jennie was meddled with in the future.

- Some weeks later she was not a little surprised, on

going to pay Uncle Jack = visit, to find in a corner of

. [ ) Ld .
- his den a piano. How or when it was purchased she

never knew.

G was a year later that brother _Charlie’s proposal

in regard to an exchange of housekeepers brought us

for the time under one roof, the happy sharers of a
mutual burden. '

- Our second experiment on the ice proved a shorter,
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as well as a more successful one, and the hour of éig];t
found us back at the door of brother Charlieﬁ’q office.

“We shall find it warmer in the sitting-room, Mr.
Kingsley,” said I, opening the door. ] suppose you
are not afraid of the dark. I will bring in the‘lightsl
presently ; ” and while I went to get them, Jennie
~groped her way across the room for a chair, which she
placed for him before the fire. - ,

% Thanks; I will take this one, if you please.” He
had atumb]ed against the music-stool. “This is a treat

I have not been used to since I came to Mlllbrook

and sitting down to the piano, he ran his ﬁncrers lightly.

over the keys, wooing a simple prelude to his song.

Nature had endowed him with a voice of 1av1shmﬂr. ‘

. sweetness, and the clear, rich tones flowed and ﬂoated

around him in one wave of exquisite harmony. Jenme

~ stood like one entrancéd ; she had never heard anything
like it before. The ._old, familiar tunes, repeated again

and again by the choir in our church, of which she was

a member, comprised nearly all the musical talent of |

which Millbrook could boast.
. Well Jennie,have you got back 'lrram'?” said I
when Mr. Kingsley left the piano, and took the seat
offered him at first. 4 R
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~ Bhe looked at mé in a bewildered way for a moment

before she answered.

«Q, I‘anme, I thought it was heaven.”

“Well, I'm very glad youw've got back, for I don’t
want you to go there until you can take me with you.”

“And are we to have no more music?” inquired
Charlie, coining in. He had been to see if any orders
were left during his absence. I lost the greater part
of that.” .

“Certainly, I hope so. What say, Ifannie? You

must contribute your part towards the entertainment.”
“My part! Jennie would take a {our to the other
region. That's all out of u‘my line. Charlie made a

stir about it once, and had a music teacher here a few

times; but ke wisely concluded it was no use. Wish I

could play; but the practice is too much like work.
Jennie will he1p yous shé’s full of music.’

“Don’t ask me. I know noth1n<r except What I have

, 't“auoht myself. DBut please play some more for us.”

“ Will you smg, all of you‘? and he went back to
the pmno |

Jennie’s fine contralto harmonized perfectly with Mr.
Kingsley's tenor. He turned to her with no little sur-

prise when they ceased.
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“No teacher, did you say? How do you expect to

answer for the improvement of your ten talents?” He
repented for having put the question at the next in-
stant, “Pardon me, Jennie; but I tell you truly
‘when I say you have a fortune in your voice, if you
cho.ose to put it to that use.” | |

“Tt isn’t that I care for ; but Pve always wanted to
study music. I hope to, some time.”

“ And why not now? It would give me the greatest
- pleasure to teach you what I know of it myself.”

“ Let the Iessons be given here; It may help rouse
my sister’ A ambltmn, if she and Jennie study together.”

I knew what kindly forethought of brother Charlie’s
prompted the suggestion. For whether Uncle Jack
would have"eonsented to the lease of his den twice a
week was a doubtful auestion. For Jenanie’s sake I
acquiesced in'the plan; and never was man’s patience
more thoroughly tried. He had no large share to be-
.gin with, and my imperfect lessons, had they counted
‘with theee of the day school, would have met with
summary punishment. As it was, he frowned and

scolded ; and whenever the absence of Charlie rendered

it compatatively safe for me to do so, I answered him

in his own coln.
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Jennie did not leave school. Before two weeks
passed the little one was not, for God took him.
A few days later, Mrs. Hall returned, and Jennie

~went back to resume her old position, and take up the

old burden.
I missed her sadly, thoucrh we were parted only by
the width of the “yards that surrounded the two dwell-’

ings. And Charlie —a new light was in his eyes I

had never seen there before, and down, far down in his.

heart, another image enshrined, and a hope, a faint

. hope, to the realization "of which he hardly dared look

forward.




UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

CHAPTER VIIL

“ Blash to be branded with

The slanderer’s name}
And though thou dread'st not sin,

"At least dread shame.”

" E E ERE comes the professor!”
. We were gathered on the sutiny side of the
school-house, waiting the hour for school to begin. At

the words, all looked up expectant, many starting to-

wards the door; but, sceing Joe enter the yard alone,
there was a general fall,-back,' and we turned inquiringly
towards the spedker, Anna Ring. ‘

"*“Why don’t you take off your hats, -boys, and fef
ceive him with the respect his newly-acquired dignity
deserves? We of the first class ought to feel highly
honored with such an accession to our number.”

. Joe had been promoted the day before to a hmhcr
class in arithmetic. -

“1 say, Joe, when do you leave for !college'?” _
The taunt expressed in the tone was understood,
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thongh' the remarks - preceding the inquiry were lost;
and he coolly replied, — |

* About the time. O'EGSé begin to fly, I reckon.”

There was a loud laugh, for the story of Joe’s and
Ned’s exploit in the swamp by Cedar Lake had come to -
be a public affair. ’

“Q), you needn’t be so huffy about it. I am anxious
to know how you intend to meet the expense ; that’s all. .
I suppose‘ that. ten-cent piece you ‘sold yourself' > for -
last week will carry you through the first year

“If it don’t, I can plck somebodys packet ; plenty
of chances any day.”

* And quite as honorable as some other ways, Joe,”
for that last slur included me as weil *“ you might put
your property 1nt0wéomebody else’s hands, and fail up a
few times, or buy some cholera hogs, and sell the meat
for best guality,” cdming difect to the point, in my
usnal abrupt manner.

“Dear me! I wonder whose little Jamb has blar-r-r-ted
now! You neednt turn up your nose, Fan Wilbur;
it's short’ enough ‘already, the Lord knows, and you
can’t well afford to lose any of it.” _

“Pm glad of it; it won’t be forever poking into other

folks’ business.”
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* Come, Fannie ; ” and Jennie ‘drew my arm through |

hers, and would have led me away, but I refused.

“ Yes, that’s right — take the doctor’s pet away, and
smooth down her ruffled feathers. She shan’t be
abused — no, she shan t.” " ‘

“I can take care of myself Anna Ring; when I

want your advice, I'll Iet you ‘know.”

«Q, will you? I was afraid you might be bashful |

about it. - You mustn’t let your angry passions rise ;

" you might get into trouble and have to stop after school

again. Girls, what do you think about it? — would .'

Mr. Kingsley hurt the doctor’s little lamb now?”

“If some folks would hold their tongues, nobody
would ‘know they were fools,”

* Hear Jo-sephus! He is bound to stand by the
ship, live or die, sink or swim. O, did you know ?—
there was an elopement last week, up by Granny Ben-
son’s. A young man was seen going up stream at a
furious rate, taking his idol on a hand—sled Genume,

disinterested affection !”

“Do’ come, Fanme-—-please do!” and Jennie tned |

once more to draw me from the scene,
“Why don’t you go with her? Youll get hurt if
you stay here with the rest of us. Jennie will spread
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~ her righteous wings right over you, and deliver you up

to the doctor safe and sqund. You might go down
street, and meet the schoolmaster; he’s coming now.
Joe, why don’t you take. your sled and go, too? I’Il
get up any time you want it.”

The school-house was on the brow of a long, steep
hill, and the boys always brought theu: ,ai/ds whepever
there was sufficient snow for coastmo-

* Look here, Anna Rmcrl” and Joe went aroumi
to the place Where she had seated herself upon his sled,
and, giving it a tremendous push, sent it over the brow

of the hill, at the same moment the bell rang for school
to beﬂ‘ln

“Five definitions for every minute late without an

excuse ! ” he shouted ; *better stop and write one when

you get there!” But Anna was out of hearing; nor

o ?

did she stop till the sled reached the foot of the hill,
when, powerless from her position to guide it, she
brought up against a large clump of bushes. |

Ten minutes later she entered the school-room , and,
as m0 excuse was loft at the desk, the fifty definitions .
had to pay the delinquency after school.

There were not a few shy glances exchanged between
Joe and myself during ‘the day. N ever was Anmna
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Ring more industrious. Not a leisure moment but she

spent poring over her dictionary, and the last one was

committed to memory long. before the hour for dismis- -

sal. The close of the term was drawing near, and this
was the first time anything had taken place to detain
her later than the uéﬁal hour; and she felt it keenly,
but it was only her pride that suffered.

Her mother had told her at noon — the other mem-

" " bers of the family joining with her — that she should

~not:st6p, since her tardiness was mno fault of hers,
pouring every invective upon Joe and the schoolmaster
that her fruitful imagination could conceive; and,
" though Anna resolutely set herself to the task of
learning the de:ﬁnitions, knoWihg how much she would
have to contend with if she dared defy Mr. Kingsley’s

authority, she was fully resolved never to recite them,

and képt‘ her sea._t_'_ without a word when he called for the - '

recitation. 7
* Very well, remain there as long as you please; and

when you weary. of the self-imposed punishment, you

can sue to me for favor. I have asked you the last

time.”

An hour later there was a rap at the door, and a

timid voice said, —

I
|
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« Mrs. Ring wants to. know, will you dismiss Anna"’
She wants her at home.”

Another half hour’s silence, and another rap.

“ Mother says you are to let Anna come right home ;
suppers ready ! ” To which Mr, Kmoflley deigned no
answer.

A third soon followed.

* Mother says if youl don’t let Anna come right
straight home, she will come herself and see about
it! Why don’t you come along, sis?” (The lad caught
a glimpse of her -through the half’-opened door, sitling
‘erect, with arms fbrded, and the -oﬂ'end‘ng dictionary
lying closed upon the desk before her.) *Mother
wants you to wash the dishes.”. '

. % If you have anythihg to say to me, I am at your

service ; but I would prefer you not to address any in

my charge without permission. Tell Mrs. Ring, if her
dishes are suﬁ'eripg, I shall be most happy to assist her
in that line.” o

The boy left in a rage, uttermg to hlmself but

soon returned with the message that * his serv:ees were

not needed at their house, but perh‘lps he could get a

JOb by making application at the doctor 3.”

Then there was another interval of quiet. It was
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long past sunset, and only the faint light from the open

furnace rendered the objects in the room visible. Not

“a word had passed between teacher and pupil since the

first, and the prospect seemed favorable for a whole

night of it. _
Presently the door 0pened and without ceremony the
elder Mrs. Ring -entered, and confronted the school-
master. _ ‘ ‘
“ Pretty business this!” she ejaéulated; “ very fine

for a young gentleman who calls himself respectable !

What in the world are you here for, Anna, sitting like

a post, at this time of night? Why don’t you go home,
as your mother told “you to, and let this sprig, who is
passmcr himself for a gentlemqn among decent people,
take himself off when he gets ready? = Start along
now! And you” (turning again to Mr. Kingsley) —
“ next time you want somebody to sit up with, send for
me, and I shall be most happy to come and keep com-

pany with you!”

Then Mr. Kingsley found his voice, then he was
grandly indignant. With a face livid with rage, and

¢yes like burning coals, he ‘turned to her, and poured

forth all the i 1r0ny and scorn of which he was capable,

It was the first time he had ever been' charged with a
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~questionable reputation; and the accusétion, unjust to
the last degree, stung him to the quick.

Old Hannah Ring had f'ound her match at last
W’n;h the little respect he might previously have en-
tertained for the old lady rooted out entire’ly,'—- for he
read her aright at the first, — and 'imowing no such
word as fear in all his vocabulary, he turned like a lion
at bay, and met all her slanderous repi‘ozﬁ:hes with a
weapon of her own kind. Without pausing to take
breath, or give her a'chance to reply, he had his, say to
the very last; and when he ceased, it would have been
difficult to tell which. .of the three faces before the blaz-
ing coals of the furnace was whitest, for Anna R book. in
hand, stood before the others, M

An instant the old lady raised her eyes ty his, but |

. quailed before the glance she met, then, without another -

word, turned and left the room. Mr. Kingsley’s shaft

- had struck home. Not another in all Millbrook would

have had the courage to hold up to her view her true
character ; perhaps no other could have portrayed it so
faithfully. ‘ |

Not till the last sound of her retreatlno steps. died

away did Anna gather sufficient courage to hand him |
the book she held.
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He received it in silence, and waited further over-

~ tures. ) _ ,

“ Will you please hear the definitions now?” spoken

somewhat hesitatingly. : |
Then the old look came back, and he turned to the

place designated. .
“Richard was himself againl”

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.

CHAPTER IX.

“Revile him not; the tempter hath
. -A snare for all; ‘
. And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath,
Beﬁt hig fall.” i
YHREE weeks later the -school-term closed, and
Mr. Kingsley left Millbrook,
He had come to the place a stranger, not one know-

ing his native town, and the few who cared to ascer-

tain merely to Satisf‘y curiosity received only evasive

answers.
 Old Hannah Ring tried more than once; using every

artifice her ingenuity could invent, displaying a tact that

‘would have done credit to any naval officer ; but she

stormed the fort in vain. _

He met all her queries and flattery with the same
sarcnsi;id smile which would the first time have silenced
any one less persevering than herself.

He made but few friends among those qf‘ his own

age; perhaps cared for less, for his distrust of every-

6
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thing, whether material or spiritual, led him to regard

with suspicion any advancement towards intimacy.

Some there were who thought the name he gave an’

assumed one ; others, that he had reversed their order,

the one given being a middle name, and the letter T

the initial of the surname. And so he went, as he
came, unknown, but not forgotten; and when the
weeks changed to months, and months to years, we
began to look forward, — Jennie and I, — and count
those which must still elapse before the evening would
come which was to bring us again together on the lake

near the Cedars.’

It was early autumn of the third year following..

We had been sitting together in the doorway, study-
ing the morrow’s lessons, — both heing pupils in the
academy at Cedarville, — when Jennie suddenly threw
aside her books, and, with the remark that she must
gd right home, and practise her music before Uncle
- Jack came, started acrgss the garden in the direction

of his den. She was gone but a few moments, then

returned’ breathless with running, and without a word,

rushed past me -into the office.. .
~ *Q, doctor, do come quick! Uncle Jack—1I fear
he is dying. Please make haste;” and before he could

answer she was gone.
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Taking what first came to hand likely to be of ser-
vice in so sudden an emergency, he followed. -

- Captain Grey was lying upon the If‘ioor, where it ap-
peared he had fallen, unconscious of anyi:hing around
him, and talking in that incoherent way which betokens
a sudden and se;'ioué illness. .

“You have no idea how long he has been in this
state ? ‘

“No; he appeared as usual this niorning, but com-

~ plained yesterday. He spent " most of the day writing,

but went out in the evening in the storm. I haven’t |

been here since I came from school, till now. Is he i

very ill2”

“We must put him on the bed before I can make

" any examination of the nature of the attack. His

present position adds greatly to his sufferings. Per-
haps you had better call some one to assist me. Your
father — .

“ He is not at home. I can help you. I think Uncle |
Jack would be better satisfied if he knew;” and she
paused suddenly. | | ‘

Seeing her unwillingness to admit any one to the
room from the house, Charlie ceased to urge the mat-
ter; and with no little difficulty they succeeded in pla-
cing him on the bed.
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. “Port your helm! Port your helm! I say, are you
all deaf there? Lower that boat!”

“ He thinks he is at sea,” whispered Jennie.

* At sea— lost at sea, did you say? I tell you he'is
not lost. O, there he goes; he is ovei‘bqard; but I
" Qidn't do it. I tell you I didnt do it. Will no one
go to the rescue? Lower that boat, T say! Will you

stand like dogs, and see your mate drown before your

eyes? No, I didn’t push him over. Will no one go

to the rescue? Enough! I go alone; hold on, mate.
I'm coming, Ben! coming! coming!” : X
0, this is dreadful' Uncle Jack, don’t you know
me—-Jenme9 ” : ‘ , o
* Yes, it is *she — it is she! Why do you turn away
so coldly? I am guilty! guilty! but I didn’t do tha%.

I tell you I didn’t do that; but I would have done any-.

thihg, everything, to obtain favor in your sight. I .

would have sold myself, body and soul, for one brief

hour of such happiness as your love could have be-

stowed, and you denied it. O God! .fha't I should
have suffered a whole lifetime, :ahd all for nought — for
nought! Bat I loved you, Mary —1I loved you."’,

- *“What is he saying? What does he mean?” and

Jennie’s ghastly face was raised to the doctor’s for a
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moment. . “Can ‘you do something forl him? Will
nothing help him?” . -

" Poor child, this is too much for you. . You must
1et me call some one; he will suffer for care if 'yoh
refuse it?” -

*No; don’t call anybody — not yet. I shall get ovar
it in & minute; but it came so sudden. T can take care
of him, only tell me what to do. I will do anything
you say ; but don’t let anybody else come here.”

“Why not? You can't take care of him alone. . He
may be sick a week, requiring constant attention day
and night.”

“ Wait till he is rational, then. O, he feared this so

much! I promised him long ago I wouldn’t let any-

~ body sce him but you, if the time did come. Every-

thing, the slightest illuess, always affected his head ;

~and he was.so afraid he might say somefhing'to- be

sorry for! I knew there was something on his mind |
to trouble_ him, but I never dreamed of this. You

won’t let anybody come, doctor ! Only say you won't,

‘Poor Uncle Jack !” and Jennie "Seized both Charlie’s -

handg, and bowmg her head upon - ‘them, burst into
tears.

- A little while hg waited in silence; then, when her

*
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gi'ief had somewhat subsided, and the sobs became less

frequent, he led her to a seat. | *

“There, there, child ; you mustn’t give way so; try

to calm yourself, and tell me all about it, — what your

uncle complained of yesterday, and how he looked, —

and we'll try to have him all right in the morning.”

So soothing her as he might a tired child, he drew -

from her all that she knew of his mdlsposmon.

- “Has he been exposed to any contagious disease? °

Has he been away from Millbrook lately?” -
~ *He went to Boston the week before last, but didn’t
say to what part of the city, or what called him there.
He was. gone several days.”
- Quick as thought Charlie stepped to the side of his

* patient.  Captain Gray was lying on one side, his

mouth open, breathing heévily_. The powerful ano-
dyne was beginning to take effect. . Turning his head
towards the light, he made a hasty exammatlon of his
mouth and throat, so far as could be without disturbing

‘him, then, openmv the shirt collar, saught a further

confirmation of his worst fears, and turned again to

‘Jennie.

-

suffer; but I can’t have you in the room .a moment

“longer. ’Tis for your own safety I urge this haste,”

: | i :
“You must leave him. I will se¢ that he does not
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“My safety? I am not afraid of him. See how

, quiet he is now ; indeed, I cannot, I will not leave him;,

whatever happens.. Dear Uncle Jack, he trusted me
alwa.ys, and I won’t desert him now.” |
 “Not. that, not that, Jenme. I think he will know
you when he wakes. He has had something to excite

him. He will get over that; but your uncle—1 fear he

“has-the small-pox.”

“The small-pox, doctor‘? Do you think he will dle?

Can nothing be done for him ?”

“Iwilldoall I can; but don’t stay here longer I
will get somebody to take care of ‘him — any one you
say ; and now go away, if you would not have two s;ck

ones on my hands, and expose the rest of your famlly , |

to ‘greater danger.”

“Would you have me break the promise made him

" years ago? You are too true to your friends to urge

me to be unfaithful to mine; but it T knew my life

_depended upon it, I Would not leave him. I'm glhd

father is not coming back this week.”
“Come back! Did you say he was comlng back? -
Don’t let him in here.  Bar the door quick ! There he

is at theiwindow- ~ Don’t let him in. I say he shan’t

come near me. dJennie, you promised me — you prom- -

ised —” * The last words were scarcely audible.
g
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“Do you think I would leave him._now, doctor? Not
for worlds, I can do aléne for a time; but you will
not ask me again to leave him?” -

f'No,‘ Jennie ; your work is here. God bless and
sustain you;” and he grasped her hand. *TForgive me
if I spoke hastilf.' "Twas for your safety I urged it;

perhaps my motive was selfish; the heart will ery out

sometimes.” He stopped suddeénly, and pressing again -

the hand he held, left the room.

Half an hour later, having made all necessary ar- |

rangements at home, he went’ back to assist Jennie in
the care of his patient during the night, first telling
Mr;s;. Brown, and cautioning her not to expose herself |
or the children unnecessarily. @~ Weak in body and
mind, Jennie never suffered a moment’s anxiety in re-

“gard to her step-mother, knowing that it'would be the

easiest thing in the world to keep her out of sight and

out of hearing.
*I've come back again. Did it seem a long time you

‘were left alone? How is the captam? »

*Quiet. He hasn’t spoken sinee you went away ; he

seeimed easy, so I came out heré for fresh air. I'm
not afraid, but I will try to take every precautlon for
the sake of my friends.”
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* That is right, and T am going to sug gest another,
which I think you have not thought of.: You see I

have come prepared ; ” and he drew forth a small pack'-

angee . . " )
" “What are yolu,going to do? Why, doctor, I was

vaccinated long ago — before I can remember. I can
show you the scar now.” |

“Yes, I suppose 803 but it won’t do any harm. I
shall feel better satisfied, knowing we didn’t neglect it.
So be good, and pay me for granting your wishes by
gratifying mine. By the way, Fannie sent more mes-
sages than I could bring. She wanted to come right
over here, and I didn’t know but she would for all I.
could do to stop her. You can guess what frame of
mind I left her in.” | ‘ |

“Dear Fan, tell her I would trust her in everything ;
but she musn’t expose herself when there is no need.”

There were intervals of quiet the night through,

‘then hours in-which the sufferer seemed in an agony

of torment, during which times he raved in a perfect

paroxysm of frenzy

- Morning found him sleeping; and, embracing the
ﬁrst opportunity, Charlie left them, promising to look
in every hour,
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* Jennie, is that you?”
- *What is it, Uncle Jack? Yes, I am here.”
*Where am I?” S

*In your own bed. You have been sick.”

*Sick, did you say? No, I'm not sick; but I -

dreamed I was. How long have I been here?”
“Two days. Are you feeling better?” and she took

one of his hands. S ‘
¢« Yes, I’m we]l now; but I don’t quite understand

Are we alone? Is no onein hearmg? ” ‘

*There is no one here. What is 1t?”

“ Are you sure?” and his eyes wandered searchingly -

_about the room. - “You are not deceiving rae?”
" *Did you ever know me to tell you a lie, Uncle
Jack?” | |
“What has been the matter?”
«The doctor will be in soon, and tell you all about

it. Go to sleep now, and don’t try to talk any more.”

*Tell me ﬁrst what is the matter. Have I been out

any ? What have I said?” and he pressed both hands

upon his head, as if to recall some vision.

* Never mind, now ; it will tire you to talk. Nobody
. has seen you, or been here, except Dr. Wilbur and
myself; so dqn’t'troﬁble yourself in the least.”
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e ’_[‘hen only you and the. doctor heard anythmd I
gaid? You are telling me truly? »

“Yes, truly, Uncle Jack - Will you go to sleep,

now?” o
“Tell me first what it is ails me.”
- Dr. Wilbur calls it small-pox.”
“T thought so; they had it on board the * Sea-foam,’

where I went when I was in Boston. The captain ad- -

-vised me not to stop there, but I wanted to see the old

ship again. Does hé think I shall get well? Tell the
trath, child.” ‘ S
Jennie could not answer. She pressed his hand in

silence, and tarned ‘away to hide her tears. A moment

- later Charles entered.

“How is it, doctor?  Are youn going to set me on my’
feet againl? Jennie says I've been sick.”

Y am doing all I can, captain. * Your exposure. the
evening before I saw you has aggravated the disease.
Ts there any other physmmn you would like me to send
for? Jennie wouldn’t hear to callmo' in anybody else
but' Pve consulted several.” .

* And they — do they agree mjr case is hopeless ?”
- “Life and death are not in vur hands, captain ;. only

-the Great  Physician can aid you now. Can you go to -

hith ? »
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« Jen‘nie,‘bri'ng the package from my desk; and the
sealed envelope you will find in the little drawer on the
* left, give that to. the doetor. ’Tis my will. I made it
the day after I moved here from the house. And the
package, seal it first, then leave me With the doctor. I
must see him alone. You may come again in half an
hour.” a ‘ ,

- She went back atu the time; but the eyes on which
she gazed gave back no answering look ‘of recognition.

He was talking again, unconscious of all about him.

“Don’t let him in here. Why should he ever find

this place, and come here to torment me with the old
memoty ; but he has not her face, only her voice ; thank
God for that.. I'm glad school is done. I'm glad he’s
gone. But where. He may come again ; he may recog-

nize me. But I never wronged him, never! Mary!

Mary! Was there ever constancy like hers? I wonged

him most cruelly, but I didn’t kill him; wronged
~ his and you more than all, and all for that love I

craved and could not win. Don’t thank me, Ben, for
sa.vmg you; you wouldn’t if you knew. 'Tis all over

now. He won’t come back. ’Tis so lon(r-- 80 ]on P

But I dldn’t kill him{ I wonder if Jennie suspects. I
know he doesn’t, but it worried her; it worried her
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very life out, the '_'fear lest he should. J’eﬂnie, did
your mother ever tell you that — that —* |

*You are dreaming, Uncle Jack. Wake up, and look_ |
at me. Don’t you know me?” i

He 6pened his eyes, and a famt smlle spread over
his countenance. 7

* You have been true to the very last. Yf);l haven’t
let anybody come near.” | |

“ No one, dear uncle ! ”

“And you have risked your own life to take care-

of me?”

“Who else should take care of you?”
“You may regret it by and by, when you know

. me for what I am. My life has been one long, deep

dranght from the very dregs of bitterness. You won't
leave me now?” |
“Never!” ,
- “You wouldn’t if you knew the worst of me? if you
thought T had wronged you? if you knew I had em-
bittered the lives of those most near to you? Say,
would you care for me stilt?” "
“Yes, always, I will be near you to the very last. »
“If his creatures forgive, will not the Creator?
Jennie, do you think He will forgive, who knows all
things ?” ‘ |
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“He has promised, ‘ Though your sins be as scarlet, "

they shall be white as snow ; though they be red like
crimson, they shall be as wool.” Oaly believe, Uncle
Jack, |

¢ All the fitness he requireth
Is to feel your need of him,””

““Bhe told me so last night ; your mother did. They
came, both of them, and said he was fitting up a
mansion for me. I wonder if *tis ready. Kiss me,
Jennfe.” V : o

She pressed her lips to his for the first and last
time. Ie would never receive caresses from her, even
as a child. o ‘ ‘

An hour later Charlie found her there, kneeling by
the bedside — found her dlone with the dead.

They buried him next day — Charlie and Jennie the
only two who followed him to his last resting-place.

Mrs. Brown had gone, at J. cnnie’s ‘suggestion, to her
friends, taking the (Z'ldren with her; and Mr. Brown

did not return till sofae days afterwards.

VY'hen the will was opened . it was found that every- = .

thing had been given to Dr. Wilbar, with the request
that he would see to the improvement of the estate,
and allow Mr. Brown to occupy it as formerly — his

den to remain undisturbed, with everything in it, for
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Jennie’s use, — and concluded by asking him to give
the whole to her in case she married, or if Ben How-
ard, who had been his mate on board the ship * Sea-

foam,” came back. , ( _ N
The other package; delivered into his hands for safe

keeping, was to remain unopened till the same time.
My, Brown stormed and raved, but all to no pur-
pose. The will was proved valid, and for anything
the law could do, the property‘wa‘s Charlie’s, and might
be held by him and his heirs forever.
But law was not brother Charlie’s gospel rule.

His first care was to have writings made, that in

‘case he died, the whole would go where Captain Grey

desired to have it.- |
And so nothing was left Mr. Brown to do, but swal-

low his wrath and bear his ﬁisappointment with the

best grace he might.




UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

CHAPTER X.

« Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power
By doetrines fashioned to the varying hour;
Far other thoughts the good man learned to prize,
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise!”

N ILLBROOK, though something of a manu-

Y& facturing village, and well populated, con-
sidering its size, had but one church, except the old
Quaker meeting-house, which graced its centre.
~ It had been under the pastoral care of one well
worthy his ‘profession, who had’ spe‘nf. the best of his
days laboring faithfully for the interests of his flock,
looking after and caring for the temporal wants as
well as the spiritual — one of those quiet, unpretend-
ing souls, whose lives breathe a continual sermon of
that path‘ whose.ways are peace. He had settled there

‘in the youthful vigor of manhood, and grown gray in
his Master’s service.

They were alone at_the parsonawe, he and his wife. -

The little buds, whlch in early days, clustered about
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the parent stem, were all ‘transpl.an-ted,' to bloom in the
celestial gardens. Perhaps the lambs of his flock were
the more loved by him; at least he lacked not the
companionship of children. His study was the reposi-
tory of evefy childish grief, and he, with a heart big
enough to take in the whole world, found ample room
for everything, whether of joy or sorrow, that centred |
in Miltbrook. o :

No one thought of the place without associating him
with it in some way. As soon think of Millbrook
without its lake, which was the f)ride‘ of every inhab-
itant, as with any other than dear old Pastor Fenn for
its minister. '

But after all these years, Squire Ring had come to

dream otherwise; and what he dared to dream, his

~wife, Hannah, feared not to put in practice. His

were mostly day-dreams, but it was only in the “black-
ness of midnight the fruit of his scheming could be
gathered. . :

- Years before, he had plotted the great wrong of.
robbing -Mary. Lee of her home, denying, upon oath,
the purchase of the cottage by Sqilbr Ben; and his
wife, a second Jezebel, stood at his right hand through
the whole transaction, to spur him on.

(
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Joe told the truth as he went, when he related

to me, on the ice, some of |their nefarious deeds, but,”

with the keen wit of a lawyer, managed to tell no more

than half,

Of the deceit, and iniquity, and. evil- in" the world,
even in our little world, where brother Charhe guarded

me so carefully, I had yet to learn.

Jennie, through the sacrifice of years, obtained a

guitar ; and it went, as thousands of things before it,
$o help make up the lgener"al assortment of stock in
trade at the corner store. But it is doubtful whether
old Josh Ring or his boys, with all their keen tact
for trade, would have thought it necessary to remind
Mr. Brown of the uselessness of it, and’ propose an
exchange of wares, had not there been a presiding
spirit, an evil genius, at his elbow. Only a jealousy
cruel as the grave would have dreamed i3 and Jen-
- nie’s sijperior musical talent was the cynosure, in the
eyes of her 'granddauwhter, that suggested so cruel 80
~ tontemptible, a plan to Hannah Ring. |
Not one of the whole famlly would have scrupled to
deny that spirituous liquors were ever kept or sold on
the premises ; but whether they oxvs?ned it or not, proba-
bly not one within a mile of there but had seen old

|

-
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Tim Ryan, ¢nd a hosﬁ o_f': his kind, enter both house_
and store sober, and an hour after leave the place in
a state of beastly intoxication. They were instant in
season and out of season for everythmtr that would add
to their well-flled coffers, no matter who suﬁ'ered by it,
or how many were wronged.

Had Napc;leon, with half his army, barricaded Uncle
Jack’s den when he lay helpless and unconscious in
his last illness, Mrs. Ring would not have hesitated

making an attack just to satisfy herself how matters

‘stood ; but she would have sooner put her hand.in the

fire than stepped upon the f)remises, knowing that in
so doing she would expose herself to so fearful a
disease as small-pox.

The storm was long in brewing, which was to spread
itself over our sky, and leave us without a spiritual
g'uidé, or to the charge of another. It spread slowly,-
_but surely ; no one, perhaps, dreaming of the issue.

Deacon Lyman was the first, among those immedi-
ately interested in- the welfare of the church, for whom

this net was spread, and so éqardedlyz Marily, that -

the end was accomplished without arousing any suspi-

cion in regard to their intentions.

This worthy personage, too susceptible to flattery,
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and fullyoconsciqu of the dignity of his office, had
only to be assured that due regard and deference to
/u's-opinion were wanting from both church and pastor,
before he was -content to sit idly by, and take no active
part in either church or parish meetings.
So the number gradually lessened on one side, and
" they who plotted the trouble joined with the number to
swell the voting list of the parish on the other.
Millbrook, with all her public places of amusement,
" had not, till thls time, a billiard saloon in all her bor-
ders; and when first the sons of Squuc Ring proposed
this scheme to their father, and proceeded :to cafry'it
out, what wonder that PastorlFenn, watching on the
walls of Zion, all uxilpbnscious of the plotting of his
enemie_s, should see this cloud, no bigger than a man’s
hand, rising to carry destruction and ruin in its, train
among the souls he labored for o zealously !

“ Enter not into the path of the wicked, and g0 not
in the way of evil men.”

“ Avoid it; pass not by it; turn f'rom it, and pass
away.” ‘ ‘

* As the fishes that are taken in an ev1l net, and as
“the birds that are caught in the snare, so are the sons
of men snared in an evil time.”
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© With a heart alive to the danger that threatened, he
pleaded long and earnestly for his Master, praying them
to beware of the pitfalls and snares which are so al-
luring, but which take hold of the gates of death.

Then the storm burst.!

It was no difficult task, for those who watched an
_.opportumty like the present, to carry the day with an
overwhelming majority, while half the number who
shou{d have stepped forward to the defence of their

profession were lacking in courage, or grace, or both,

to come out firmly on the Lord’s side.

Pastor Fenn made no remonstrance, but guietly,
meckly, as in God’s sight, submitted to this ordina-
tion of Providence, and left this field off labor for

another. |
~ And so for nearly a year Millbrook was without a
spiritual teacher, and her house of worshi;’; closed ms;re
than half the time. . '

The beginning of the second year brouaht a ray of
light. Those who urged an exchange on the plea that
Mr. Ferin was too far advanced in years to maintain .
the dmmty of the pulpit, were gratified to see it filled
by a young man, a nephew of his predecessor.

Perhaps he labored with greater zeal, knowma how
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eﬁrnéstly the old pastor’s prayers ascended in his be-

~ half; and the rapid increase in the number of his

hearers, from Sabbath to Sabbath, was no little source
of encouragement. 7 ‘
Did ever sin-sick soul pani:—f'or thé water of life,
- whom Satan did not desire to have, that he might sift
him as wheat? and so in this first moment of the
Spirit’s visitation came another still small voice, speak-
/ing like the piercings of a sword. ‘
- Millbrook Cemetery,‘in the rear of the church, was

a -general rendezvous for old and young during the

hour of intermission. Probably more than half the.‘

matches in town had their origin there, as also half

the quarréls.

In groups of twos and threes, the worshippers at

the morning service disposed themselves for an hour’s
social gossip, or spiritual cbmmu,nion; -a8 the case
might be. - -

Jennie and T had strayed aw-ay one Sabbath unocin, as
usual, when Joe, just returned from college for a vaca-
tion, joined us. We were standing some distance from
the main carriage-way, listening to his stories of college
life, and repeating little incidents which had transpired in

Millbrook during his absence, when we were joined by
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another party, foremost among whom was Anrna Ring,
with her attendant satellite, Joe's sister Nancy.

“ I've been prophesying,” was the first remark of the
former. K - L
~* Ak indeed! °Is Saul among the prophets?’”

“I have prbp’hesie'd a genuine New Enn'land revival, -
and foremost among the number, Fannie Wilbur; so
you can have it all your own way whether or not 'm a
false “prophet ! Young ministers, single ones especial~
ly, have a remarkablé talent for sending home arrows
of conviction to the hearts of their hearers. Look out,

Fan, that your heart isn’t pierced with an arrow from

~ Cupid’s quiver, if you expose it to his fire.”

- “ What do you wish to insinuate?” queried Jennie,

regar(iing nna with a’ strange, sarcastic smile, that
would have done credit to Mr. Kingsley.

“ Nothing, nofhing at all; I only made a plain
statement of what I think will be proved facts in an
incredibly short time. Here’s Némcy; I was feeling
seriously anxious about her, lest' she might get carried
into the Whlrlpooi beyond all hope of rescue; but she .
seems outside the charmed circle a;i?sent »

“'Tis hoped she won’t slip her table while anchored’

near so trustworthy a pilot,” sneered Joe, whose for-
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mer prejudices seemed not lessened . by his year at

college.

“ I shall try to guide. her safely ‘past the maelstrom,
and hope‘ her brother may pass it in safety also. Of
course it isn’t to be expected that gentlemen will find
the same fattractmn in this new comer. He should have
brought a wife with him, and saved all this trouble | *
Al What trouble? - You seem more deeply -con-
cerned than anybody else thus far!”’

“ Trouble of all these extra meetings — pastoral calls
on Monday; anxious inguirers Tuesday ; Blble class
Wednesday ; preparatory lecture Thursday, and o on
the week: through, with 2 Sabbath school double the

" usual number to look after Sunday noons. You’ll see
how they flock round him. -Fan hosn’t been absent

from church or Sabbath school one single Sunday gince

this Jack without a Gill came here ; and Jennie — well,. /

it’s the same story with the whole of ’em.”

“ Where should I pass my Sabbdth but in God’s
house?” asked Jennie.

* 0, nowhere else, of course.”
¢ “And what attraction. brings Anna Ring ? may I

‘ask. I haven’t missed seeing you here whenever Tve
been myself' ”
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. . y
’ ri —to see
« Why, the same that brings all the rest—to see

‘and De -seen of men. I make no pretensions to any

more weighty reason.’
« Tyythful  as ever,” 1 retorted, turning to follow -

Jenuie. * You who drove Pastor Fenn away, to make

room for this young nephew of his, certainly should bel

- first to hear and see him.”

“ What's that about driving Mr. Fenn away'? IfI
understand aufrht he left of his. own free will.” Mrs.
Lyman, the deacon’s wife, happened along in time to
catch the last remark. “You don’t call that being

» L] - ,,
turned off, when he asked a dismjssion ?

Y call it a downright shame, the whole transaction,

| “If you want.
. . ,, .
_from beginning to end, answered Joe y

H
my opinion, I can give it in few words ; not that I've

inister ; but
anything against this one, or any “other m ;

_if T wanted to get rid of one, I would go and say

s0, and give my reasons, if I had any I wasn’t asha.mfad, !
of. This doing business underhand is too small for.
anybody, in the church or out of it.”

“ Wal, T can’t help saying it was a great relief to me
when he asked a dismission. The church was gettlng in

d
a state of lukewarmness, and negded a younger an

smarter man to wake ’em up. Nothing but & divine
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Providence could have mte1posed at the very season

when it was most needed.”

“ Divine Providence!” repeated Joe. “If Provi-
dence contrived that phn and couldnt find any better
tools to work with — ‘ _

« Just the tools requisite. Couldn’t find another so
complete set for such a job the whole world ovel'*._”

“ Law sakes, Famnie, I didn’t know youltl was so set

~about Mr. Fenn’s staying here.” Mrs. Lyman' was too

slow, mentally, to take any personal hints, and so most
‘worthily kept her temper. ©I thoﬁght all you young'
foiks-were'for having a young man. Sally, she was
dreadful fast for it; but I told her she no need to be
looking ahead so far; ministers most always picked
where the most learnin’ was, and Sally’s n¢' hand for
books.  But, law sakes, nobody knows what may come
of it yet.” - - | |

*“ And nobody cares what comes of it. I'm very glad
to have my eyes opened. What is it, Joe?”

" Last of all the devil came also,” in an undertone ;

and 1ook1no~ around I met no other than old Hanmh
Ring.
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CHAPTER XI.

S0 many feet that day by day
- 8till wander from the fold astray.”

F Mrs. Ring was accidentally, or otherwise, a lis-
~ tener to what passed, she kept the knowledge to
herself. Without taking up the thread just where Mrs. -

Lyman dropped it, she managed very soon to bring

conversation to that point, taking care to coincide with
every opinion Joe or I had prewously expressed. She
was app‘xrently in the very best possible humor with

herself and everybody else. .
Joe, well versed in this order of things, replied as

cautiously,” while Jennie remained silent. Seemingly

unconscious of the reticence of the one or the .indiﬁ'er-
ence of the other, she rattled on, directing most of her N
conversation to me, yet careful to say but little that
would call for a reply where might be expected a
difference of opinion.

The church, high school (a building for which was
‘;j_ust completed),‘; and ‘new town-hall over it, a.11 re-
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ceived due attention; this lattéi‘ ‘bringing her indi-
rectly to the point at which she aimed throughout the
whole. _ o

 This building, erected at the expense of the town,
occupied the corner directly opposite the store, and
being completed somewhat earlier than was expected,
a meeting was called by the town, who deemed it ad-

visable for the chairman of the school committee to

procure a teacher immediately, as a short term of ten

wegké at that. season Wouid;ac(':omniodate many who in
the spring would be unable to attend. |

Long before the hall was completed arrangements
were made for a series of assembhes, and a dancing-
school was to begin forthwith.

Hannzh Ring knew well my brother’s opinion. in

" regard to such gatherings, and so far as was possible —

considering the end she had in view — coincided with
him, arguing in favor of but little indulgence in such
amusements ; y"ét; that little was extolled as the only
criterion of - enjoyment, and its loss as the crowning
misery of a lifetime.

. 8o, indorsing his sentiments, and sympathizing with

me at the same time for the deprivation it. insured, she -

“wove her subtle web, and I, blind fool, listened.

-
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Had she ventured an attack at any other point, her

scheming “would have been less successful. Charlie

was mj idol; and a word at the outset in@o]ving him
or his opinion in any but the most favorable light would
have loosened the scales at once.

With a feeling of inexpressible relief I heard the

bell tolling for the afternoon service. Joe, who neither

~ lost nor swallowed a single word she uttered, and doubt-

less thought the same true of e, amused himself by a
repf;tition of it at every opportunity, imitating her ges-
tures and voice in a way that would have amused me
greéiﬂy had not other seed taken deep root, and rankled
in my heart, to the exclusion of everything else.

Mechamcally I entered the church, and took my

‘ usual seat; but of the service that followed I heard

and knew nothing. If the things that perish not had -
before any place in iy heart or interest there, they
were as far from it now as the east from the west I
don’t know that I had felt any unusual interest. I was
only conscious of something wanting — a something
that I could not define; and :I'resolutely ‘steeled ‘my
heart against any impressions calculated to arouse my
conscience in the least.

Anna Ring or the deacon’s wife would have looked

V
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in vain that afternoon to find in me anythmcr but the

most perfect indifference. ‘ ‘

A meeting of some medical assocmtlon with which
Charlic was connected made it necessary for him to
‘leave home ‘early the next mokning, and detained him
in the city several days, during which time I had émple
opportunity to mature all plans previously suggested.

A grand masquerade ball was -aquady advertised to
take plaée on the evening of the 15th of January, —
my eighteenth birthday, —and I resolved to be there
. at whatever cost; not that I cared for the dancing, or
a‘nticipated any pleasure in so doing. Charlie would
oppose, I well knew, and nearly every mbment; of his
absence was spent in plotting how most successfully to

meet his 0pp051t10n.

I did not wonder at the surprised, pained look with'

which he met me in- the dmlng—room, after looking for

me in the office, where I seldom failed to be first to

greet him after any absence, however short. The meal
" was an unusually silent one, and it was no small relief

to me when he rose from the table, and went out to
the stable. Just a moment his hand rested on ‘my
head when he passed me. I could not look at him.

- One glance in the face so dear above all others would

¢
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have Brought me back in an instant. A few moments
later he drove out of the yard; and knowing that his

professional duties would detain him till a late hour,

I went to the office to spend the evening alone, and

furthér.lfortif'y myself for the siege which I knew -
would follow. |

I must have fallen asleep; for he came in without

. arousing me, and a deep-drawn sigh was the first inti-

mation I had of his presence. He sat there in his
chair, just as he did almost three years be'forg, and I,
with a burden heavier than the previous one, occupied,
as then, a corner of the sofa.

“ Well, sis, what is it?”

“ Nothing particular ; only thinking.” ’

o« Tholught.s your brother may not share? Come,

” and a hand was extended

I've waited long enough ;
towards me.
“Do you know I'm almost eighteen?” I did not rise
to gre'et him, or dare meet his look when he replied, —
“Kighteen ! and too large to sit in my lap any longer?

Well, well; I suppose I can learn, but I shall miss’ my

~ baby sadly.”

I felt myself growing weaker- every moment, and so

resolved to coine direct to the point.
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k"No ]arger, but old enough to- know what I hke,
" and ha,ve some choice. in the manner of spendmor my
time.”

As no reply was forthcommrr I ventured a little

farther, and alluding to the ball in as. 1nd1ff'erent a

manner ‘as I could assume, expressed my intention of

going.

was spoken by either. All was still,_ so still, T began

~ to think I must be ftlone, and at last ventured to turn

my head, and open my eyes, to see 1f Charlie had left

the room.

He had risen from his chair, and wag standing

' dn‘ectly opposite me. C'm I ever forget that look?

Our eyes met; and eteppmg across the room, he knelt -

at my side.

T well knew how earnest was the petltlon -offered
“there in niy behalf',. though no audible sound escaped
his lips. |

RlBll‘lﬂ' at last he stooped to kiss the hps that had |

wounded hun so cruelly, and then went back to his

chan'

Was it the prayer or the kiss that conq_uered?

In the dear old place I told him all —all my temp-

For a little while after this announcement no word
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‘tation, and all my misery, since the Sabbath noon

before, beginning with the first insinuation of Anna

Ring, and. withholding not a word her grandmother

“said.

“And so she could not spare my one ewe lamb.
By and by you will learn ‘that ’tis safer to trust your
bmther than these summer friends.”

8
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CHAPTER. XIL

“Is thig thine?
Is there a duplicate of mine??”

HARLIE came in to bredkf'ast next morning with
a very knowmcr look. :
* What is it?” T asked. Tell me, please
“Tell you what?” |

“ Murder will out. You've got some plan in your

head, I know. Don’t be sclfish,and keep the whole 1 ”
“How much will satlsfy'?” '

“N othmg less than half — for my own to keep ‘; and

Jet me see the other half, so I shall know whether you've

cheated. Come, are you going to tell me or not?”

after waiting some time for a reply.

o« C_ertainly; all there is you shall have.: But don’t
be in such haste. It won't spoil with keépi'ncr‘ Wait
il evening ; and if I think of anythmcr worth telhng,
you shall hear it.” :

Charlie did not have to seek me that night! * Long
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. before the hour for his i'eturn, I was established in his

chair, to await his arrival.
* There, now,” I began, as soon as I had exchanged

my place for a seat in his lap, begin at the very first,

“and don’t leave out a single bit. The story must have

grown a lot, for it ‘has been the very longest day I ever
knew.” \
“ The very longest?”

“Yes; unless T except some of those days when you

were absent ¥ was the hesnatlnw reply.

* Did you miss me ‘so much, then?”

* Dén’t, Charlie— please don’t, I can’t beqr it. You
are a thousand times dearer than anything this world.
contains, whether you believe me or not. And I—
I am your greatest trouble and anxiety ! ” |

“You wrong us both, my child! You are the one
bright star of my life, if you do turn a dark side to- ‘me
now ‘and then. Could I see my sister walking in the
light of the *Sun of lehteousness,’ 1 would ask noth-
‘ing more.’

For reply, I drew his face nearer mine, and covered

© - it with kisses.

“ And Idid dxsappomt you very much?” he asked,
returmnov my mute caress; “and to atone 1n some
measure, how would a birthday pafty of your own
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answer? And as Jennie's is the same date, I would

suggest that you two form a copartnershlp, and cel-
ebrate together.” |

“What a grand old fellow for plans and surprisAes !
Thit’s just the very best idea that ever originated in

~your head. . How will you manage it all?”

-1 shall leave the management with you. - You must

do the planning, — you and Jennie,—and I will execute
orders. You can, if you wish, make an antiquarian
party of' it, and write your invitations accordingly.
‘. That will be a nearer approach to the original inten-
- tion.” | .

© *Capital ! Spleadid! But I haven’t a thing to
wear thai; would look ancient, and not much time to
make anything. If I had all the stitches. I put in
~and ripped out, trying to get ready for that ball I
should be *f'ully armed and equipped.”

" “Never mind. I 'will provide whatevel you need in -

- - that line, What next?”

“ Jennie, of course. I can’t do anything without

her help. We must have her here irﬁmecliately. Can’t .

you run- over and get her, or let me go?”

“That’s one item already dttended to. 1 saw her
before I came in, and told her you would have some

r -
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business to transact this evening which would require
her presence ; ‘and she promised to come.”

Never was a longer programme made out in so- short
a time as on that evening, the invitations all being writ-

ten, and on the wiy, before eight o’clock, —-the hired

“man volunteermfr to act as cn"culatmcr agent.

The most perplexmg subject was our dress. Every-

thing was' proposed that ingenuity could contrive, and

still we. came no nearer any definite arrangement. At
last, after a. great deal of coaxmg, Charlie. was per-
suaded to personate the part of grandfather, and as his -
granddaughters, our plans were completed.

His business at the meeting of the * Medical Associ-
ation’ requiring Iiearly all his time, he had only found
opportumty while absent to advertise for a teacher for

the Millbrook High School, and appoint a time and place

" in the city where he would meet candidates for the

situation. The day appointed was the 14th of Jan-
nary ; and so it was decided for us to accompany him: -
to Boston and make our own selection of dresses, which
were to be ‘hired. for the occasion. The remainder of
the . day we were to spend ‘as we chose, while Charlie
attended to the business that called him there.

The evening of the 15th of January proved most

favorable, and at an early hour Jennie and I, attired
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in a garb of *ye olden time, descended the stairs, and

. went in pursuit of brother Charlie. .
“ He will be Iate 3 I know he w1ll and it will spoil

half our fun if he is not dressed and in readiness to

- welcome our guests,” said I, after we had searched for
him in vain at the stable and ia thé palor.

“ He may be in his room,” suggested Jennie.

“No; I called at his door, and to Isatisfy mysélf',
after receiving no answer, went, in. His horse is away
too. I do hope nobody will detain him ; ; it will be too
bad.. It is just the time for Aunt Martha Benson to

have one of her sudden attacks, and think she is going -

_to die. I should expect to live forever, if I had been
cheated half as many times. It's past seven o'clock

already. Let’s go look on the office slate, and see what

~orders have been left: to-day ; that will help put us on.

~ the right tmck ” and clossmg the hall, I opened the
door. '

In his chair bef'ore the open grate sat Charlie, drvessed -
in a suit of black velvet, made in the style of half a

century back, with silk stockings, and shining knee-
buukles,%a powdered wig, thé curling lockp of whmh\

reached his shoulder; and a golden-headed cane, on

the top of which one hand rested, while in the other he.
held the evening paper, which he was reading by the aid-

[

v, .
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of a pair of spectacles, the eyes of which might have

~ been mistaken for small-sized panes of glass.

Upon our entrance the paper was thrown aside, and a
hand extended. It was the old motion; — that peculiar
welcome he always gave me, ——though the voice could
hardly be recognized. )

“Good evening,” dears. Come sit right here in
grandpa’s lap; he hasn’t seen his pets to-day; ” and

two eyes, brimming over with fun, peered over the tops

- of the gteat olasses for 2 moment,
With - a ‘shout that echoed over- the whole house I - -

responded to the invitation; and Jennie, taking a seat
upon the arm of his chair, playfully took away his cane,
and bemred him to tell us a story of when he was a boy !
We had not a long time in which to listen to a “
rehearsal of grandpa’s boyhood, for a ring at the door-

bell announced an arrival ; and leading us, one by each

- hand, while we bashfully hung back, our aged grandsire

hastened, as fast as his feeble steps would allow, to obey

" the summons.

Some half-dozen couples were gathered on the piazza,

and the .souhd\ of voices and suppressed laughter which

- reached us while. passihcr through the hall was insfﬁr}tly

hushed when the door opened. _
- 'With jokes, and jest, and merry outbreak at every

.
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new recognition_,-- the party were finally disposed of in

“the sitting-room, only one among the whole number

being able to effect an entrance and gain his seat un-

recognized ; and he, poor fellow, seemed at a Joss what -

to do next, and how best to dispose of his hands and
feet, the former of which he continually changed from
one pocket to the other, while he answered nearly every
question put to him by an awkward shake of the head.

Through the early part of the evéning he obetmately
ref'used to join in any game, but at last, seeming to
- gain confidence, took part with the others, his aka‘u'd
‘uncertain movements addmg greatly to the mirth of the
occasion, |

When supper was announced, he offered an arm each
to Jennie and me; and with our gallant escort between
us, who seemed to be 'etudyidg in vain how to avoid
stepping on our feet, ,We followed the others to the din-

ing-room.

“ Joe ought to be one of this party, Whlspered Jen-.

nie, ‘when we paused at the door of the parlor, after
leavmfr the dining-room, an hour later.

“Yes; Joe would promounce this jolly ——-mﬁcent.

Too bad for him to be shut up inside colleg‘e walls, I

“wish his vacatlon could have contmued longer. Won— '

‘der if he rémembers the skatmo‘-party three years ago?
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If we hadi’t been guilty of so many quarrels sin‘ce, he
would probably remember the row we had, if ‘nothing‘
more.” 7 |

~*You are most too bad, Fan. T believe you are the
first transgressor more than half the time. Own up,

- pow; don’t you enjoy a quarrel with him oceasion-

ally?” , :

“Don’t thmk I ever denied it! .Look here, Bub,”
turmng to our knight-errant, who remained near, swal- -
lowing every word. *Some one is at the door, and
Char]ieé-fhe “old man’ has gone to the stable. Do

you think you can pilot in this new arrival, without

endangering life or limb?”

“You bet!” he replied, movmg reluctantly away H
but before he could reach the door, it was thrown open,
and a green-robed troubadour entered.

Throwmg a hasty glance aeross the room, without a ~

moment’s hesitation he’ advanced to the spot where

- Jennie stood leanmg upon my arm, and bowing low,

as if in recognition of old friends, dropped on one knee
before us ; then, sweeping his fingers across the strings
of his guitar, he sang, without further prelude, a sim-
ple German song, — o

“0, WeIeome me back — " |

The whole party elosed about the smger mstantly,'
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unable to withhold their applause till the conclusion of
the song, and encored again and again, in the vain
attempt to recognize the musician. Tt was given up
after a while, by the proposal of some new games, which
“ were played, with infinite satisfaction to all, till & late

hour, when the motion was made to separate.

“Not yet-—mnot yet! ‘Forfeits’ first; we haven’t

I

played that all the evening.”

- Yes, forfeits ! forfeits | ” was echoed on all sides of
the room; and Charlie roge from his seat beside the
new comer, and began the game at once, answering
" nearly all the questions put to him in so satisfactoryé,
manner, that he succeeded in' making ‘the entive eircuit
of the room, gaining his seat with only the loss of his
spectacles and cane. | ‘

“You will come back bankrupt!” remarked Jennie,

when our unknown gallant to the dining-room started

in his turn to make the same tour. ® You’vg got at

least thirty questions to aﬁswer,- and I hope every one
will bear on the szime point. Wish it was lawful to ask
~ the same one twice; we would soon find you out.”

. Our verdant youth was not to be daunted; he ap-
peared to be amply provided with fees, and paid his
- forfeits whenevér'occasion required, his stock seeming

to increase at every forfeiture, like the widow’s cruise,
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till, the last question being satisfactorily disposed of, he
resigned his former seat, and took another beside Jen-
nie and me. |

'So, one after another, each made the same circuit,

till only the musician remained, his turn coming last in

order. ,

Though answering many questions put to him so as
to evade recognition, he had not succeeded in gaining
the opposite side of the room from which he started
before nearly everything which he could make available
was sacrificed. '

No one, after the. first, had asked his name, and his -
guitar had compensated for the withholding of that.

“You must have two names, at least,” said Jen-
nie, when he paused before her. * Your surname,
ple#se.” | ‘ ‘ '
Wa.tbh, ‘chain, keys, haandkerchief, and some half

dozén other trinkets, marked his course already; and

‘he ‘stood undecided for a moment ; then, aé’if’ an after-
" thought had suggested something before unremembered,

he drew a ribbon from the pocket of his vest, and re-

moving something attached to it, placed it in Jennie’s
hand, -closing her fingers over i.. -vith the remark, —

“I must trust to your honor not to look at it; since

“in so doing you would gain a double portion, my name,
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a part of it, being engraved thereon. The ribbon I

will keep for future use ; ” and passed to the next.
¥ Ypur middle name, if you have one. What is it‘.f ?
- It/was the very question I was waiting inipatier_ltly
to” ask -myself' since the remark of Jennie had sug-
_gested the possibility -of there being one; but I was
superseded. ‘

“ My middle name?” and he locked at the l‘lbeIl,
and then at the questioner, “ If I may credit your
" word some three yeérs ago, my middle name is * Tor-
ment.”” |

“Mr. Kingsley!”

“Joel?” |

The words came simultaneously from both, and at the -

same instant Charlie sprang from his seat towards Jen-

" mie. She had fainted away senseless.
But wherefore. No one knew ; perhaps none cared to
know. Nothing was asked, and no curiosity éeemed

awakened

M. Klnﬂsley threw off' the mask of gauze from his -

face, and bending over the outstretched form which

Charlie had placed lipon the sofa, unclasped the fingers -

which still grasped tightly the forfeit that paid his in-
debtedness a moment before, and turned to Charlie.
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“Is there anything, doctor, I can do? Is she subject
to such sudden attacks?” | -
“Not that I am aware of. If you will open the win-

"~ dow and doors near, I think she will soon recover,”

“Why don’t you do something for her, Charlie?””
and I sprang to her side. *Jennie, Jennie! speak to
me. What is the matter with her? She never fainted

before in her Iifé. »

“Be quiet, sis! There is no cause for alarm. She
will be better in a few minutes. It is very warm here;
perhaps the heat overcame her. You may bring a

glass of water.”

LI hastened te get it. Mr. Kingsley followed me to

the dining-room.

“Let me carry it for you, Miss Fannie. “Your

friend’s illness has'so frightened you, that your suffer- .

- ing exceeds her own. Sit there a moment ill I return;”

and he led me to a chair. Then taking another glass,
—for I had let the first fall from- my trembling’ fin-
gers, — he hurried to the parlor.

“You are a very Damon and Pythias — you two,”

. was his first remark, after he came back. “I used often

to admire the unselfish 1egard which you seemed al-
ways to mamf'nst for each other, and wondered if 1t

would continue, - It seems unchanged as yet. Do
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| you always agree on every point, or do you agree to
dlsagree'?”
“ We love each other as sisters.” »
« And sisters are sometimes enemies, you know.”
~ “We frust each other entirely. But tell me, when
did you come to Millbrook, and how?” '
* Your- brother’s horse arrived at the same time with
myself. What do you make of that fact?”

* Not much of anything. Did Charlie expect you??”
T saw him yesterday in the city, and you too. Had .

he not told me of the party, and invited me to be

present, I should have made myself known there and
then: as it was, I wished to surprise you. Do you

_see now, or must I interpret still further? Fannie,

tell me truly, do you welcome your old teacher back to .

" Millbrook?” -
«0, I understand it all now! Yes, welcome back

again! Charlie says I'm to go to school till P'm thirty,

to keep me out of mischief. I only wish Jennie could

~ go too; but she proposes to teach herself, if she can

obtain. a situation.” - -
“The school will be so large I shall require assist-

ance, and the committee left it with me to make my

own selection. Your friend would have ample time to

attend to her own studies, and render me all the assist-
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ance necessary. Tell her, by and by, that such is my
choice, and see if she regards the proposal favorably.”

“ Thank you. It will suit her better than anything
else if she can teach and study at the same time.”

“That is what I propose doing myself, and have en- -
gaged my teacher already.”

“ You study, Mr ngsley? Engaged a teacher for
what ?”

“Your brother is to be my tea.cher." I shall -begin
immediately the study of medicine under his tuition.
My home is here for the present. You welcomed me

as your teacher; can you welcome me as a brother

“also?”

I gave him my hand.

“ Do you remember of what this ﬂay is the aﬁniver-—
sary ?”

“ Why —yes — it is my ewhteenth bu'thday i

“What else? - You haven’t . forﬂrotten our mutual
pledge at the Cedars, the night of the skatmor-party,
three years ago? I have looked forward to the expira-

tion of the ten years, many times, myself, and Wondered

. if you, too, remembered it!”

“Yes, I recollect perfectly well; not only that, but

,another little episode which transpired the same day..

Is your memory as correct?” and I held up a hand,
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and pointe& to a little scar just visible. I did not add
that I had spent hours pricking the skin to keep it so.
“Aren’t you sorry? Do you promise mnot to do so

again?”

“ Not a-bit sorry ; and you mu'srtn’t ask me to make

any rash promises. I might be tempted to break them,
you know.” o
I could net help smiling to see be still retained the
habit of twirling his mustache on certain occasions.
“No, I won't make any promises ;”
the table, he poured some water and brought me.
“*“Now, if you feel better, we will _]om the others,

and see if Jennie has recovered. I really feared you

would faint yourself when you came here. I shall set
this down as the first case which came to my pi'_actice,’

and flatter myself it has been treated skilfully.” !
Do you feel well as ever now, Jennie?” .

I put the question‘&an hour later, after we had retired
to my room, and the éompziny had gone, all but Mr.
Kingsley, whom we left in the office . with brother
Charlie. ”

“Yes, quite well, thank you. I frightened you bad-

ly ~wdid I not,'darling?” throwing both arms about
my neck. ‘ ’

and géoing to -
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« D1d you recognize Mr. ngsley, or Joe, before
you fuinted ?”

“No, 1 hadnt once thought of either. be1n0' present,

| the entire evening.” .

“What did he give you to pay the forfeit for the
question you proposed ? ‘Did you look at it?”

She answered by a negative shake of the head; then
drawing forth the ®seal,” which she always carried with.

¢~her, she held it in th.e light, and wh1spered a single

word !
9
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CHAPTER XIII.

“ Poor wayward soul, I know that thou art seeking
Some other way, as all have sought before,
To silence the reproachful, inwardjspeaking—
A landward path unto an ssland shore "

“ Why wilt thou turn avv;ay?

»
I fain would lead thee to the living streams,
And point thee there — where shines eternal day!”

HE evil influences 'brought to bear against every-

thing in Millbrook of a moral or religions nature

- were not without weight; but notwithstanding every

effort to the contrary, the good ‘work begun steadily

progressed. God’s Spmt was striving in the hearts of

not a few, and ‘the seed sown ‘in the years gone by,

though lonO' burled and forgotten, now sprang up, giv-
ing promlse of a bountiful harvest. In the prayer-
' meeting, in the workshop, at home, and at school,
these messages of grace were whispered, and arrows
of conviction found their way to hearts hardened in

iniquity. !

With a zeal that knew no cessation, the young min-
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.mter labored for the 1nterests of' the church, aided and

encouraged by the prayers of his uncle, dear old Pastor
Fenn, who rejoiced no less in this good work because

Pfoyidence -had removed him tco far away to witness

¢
‘personally this ingathering into the kingdom.

What matter that another © bound the sheaves,” so
that God- was glorli’:ielil'p ‘
Joe’s leavmcr for college the day before the party
was all a farce to deceive us and prevent recogmtmn,
the extent .of his travels that day being no greater dis-
tance than to Cedarville, where he sto[)ped with bis
friend and college chum; Ned Brier, till the following -
evening, and came back in time to fall in with the
group who gathered at the brldore and came in com-

pany.- |
Learning that Mr. ngsley was to remain in Mlll-

*brook ' as teacher of the High School, he decided to

remain at home until spring, and attend school there,

whgre ‘he could keep up with his classes, and at the

‘ samg time greatly lessen his expenses. ' His friend Ned

was Li:}erstmded to remain also.

So quietly that.for a long time its presence was
scarcely perceptible came the holy influence into our
school —a tiny pe.bble in the stream, whose circles
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ceftsed ‘not to spread and widen till they reached its
 farthest shores, -

We were leaving the yard one Wednesday eveniﬂg,._

" Charlie and I, as was our usual custom, to attend the
prayer-meeting, when he was called away suddenly to
a distant part of the town. For a moment I stood
at the gate, undecided whether to proceed alone or turn
back. 4. ,

Mr. Kingsley was in the office, engaged with some
medical works ; but seeing how matters stood, he laid
them aside, and came out to Jom me. L

“He that putteth his hand to the plough‘and looketh

back is not fit for the kingdom ; ¥ and drawing my arm
' tbrough his, we walked down the street. I looked to
see the sarcastic smile, but I looked in vain.

He was not a professor of religion, and it seemed—I
hardly knew why — as if anything tending to that point

must meet with oppoéifion from him. Yet he seemed

no opposer. As the interest in school daily increased,

lessening in a corresponding degree the interest in

school “and gchodl duties, he very quietly laid aside,

for the time, the lessoﬁgs‘ that, required most attention,

“and, unlike himself, left matters to arrange themselves.
'Was he, too, striving against the Spirit?
'We walked the whole distance in silence. A crowd

L
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was gathered about the door of the church when we

~reached- it, and the entry nearly filled with those who

came and waited outside to gratify an idle curiosity.
They fell back to make room for us to pass, and low jests
and whispered criticisms, which reached our ears, fell
not unheeded by me, while we waited for the singiﬁg‘to

cease.

“Q, turn ye, 0, turn ye, for why will yesdie,
" Since God in great mercy is comin%‘?:iigh?
The Saviour invites you, the Spirit sajs, Come,
And angels are waiting to welcome you home.”

* The doctor’s baby will be snared this time. Never
any lack for game when a young minister fixes the
noose.”

| recdgniZed the speaker, Bill Ring, at once. Not

“one of the whole family but had the same peculiarity

of voice, which a comparative stranger would notice.
Mr. Kingsley turned, and cast upon him a look

which, it seemed, might annihilate one of smaller dimen-

. sions; as it was, he drew back behind the crowd, and

remained out of sight till we entered the Chlfll'ch.

-But it served to awaken a new train of ithouwht, far
&1ff'erent from .that which prewously eugrossed my
attention. For a week and more I hftd felt .as one
walled in on every side, without hope of - iescape, and

¢ . i

|
[
!
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the more I struggled against it, the heavier became the
burden, and blacker'and deeper looked my gin. In my
nusery, I had forgotten, in a measure, the words spoken
that \Sabbath noon in the cemetery ; but this repetition
of the same sentiment turned the scale at once, ind
_ brought it'all’ most vividly to my mind./ How would
" they mistake my motive, if I dared m*tke ‘known the
- one desire which. haunted me day and nm‘htT ,

Even the deacon’s wife had insinuated the same in

the most pubhc manner.

O, Mrs. Lyman, was it in the spirit of your Maeter '

that you went about your Masters work?
“Ho!l every one that thirsteth, come ye to the
waters yea, come, buy wine and milk without money

" and without price.” | o o

* Come, now, and let ns reason together, saith the.

Lord. ,Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be

- white as snow, though they be ved like ‘crimson, they

shall .be as wool;” and a hundred voices caug-ht up

the refrain, —

¢ And now he is waiting your soul to receive:
O, why will you linger? If you will believe,
If sin is your burden, why will you not come?
"Tis you he bids welcome; he bids you come.home.”

And all the while. they sang, eager souls responded :'
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to the invitation, and pressing forward up the broad
aisles, took their places in the already well-filled seats

_ that occupled the space before the pastor’s deek

A. velled figure arose ‘in their midst, cIothed in the

- dark habiliments which tell the tale ofi bereavement.

- That same afternoon she had followed to the grave an

only and idolized child ; the one precious bud, on which
¢entred her fondest hopes, stricken down in a moment
by the fell destroyer.. And yet her countenance be-

trayed no hopeless sorrow, for she mourned not as those

- without hope. Kneeling by the empty cradle, from

which her treasure had been taken, she drank from the
fountaln of living waters, and rose to a new life and a
new joy. '

And 50 she gtood among that multltude, and testified
to the fulness of that love which drew her nearer the
Golden Gate, through which her flower had gone to be

, transphnted in the Celestial Gardens.

“ A shepherd was gathering his sheep into the fold. .

Night was coming on, dark and dreary, and they had

‘wandered away up the mountain side, and he hasted"

to bring them to a place of safety.

* At last they were all gathered in the place his

- watchful. care had provided, — all but one, — which,

with its lamb, still wandered farther and farther away,
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h.eed,ing. not the .ténder voice calling in vain for its re-
turn. . _‘ o

« Bapk and forth, through thicket gnd bramble, and
dark, lonely gorges, where were a thousand dangers,
- the shepherd followed this ‘wandérer, till, weary with
the effort, he took the lamb in his .arms, and gathering
it in his bosom, turhed ba.ck to retrace his steps ; and,
lo! close at his feet, behind him, with her eye upon
her lamb, the mother followed her treasure to a place
~of safety.” ’

A holy awe seemed to settle upon the whole con-
gregation while the pastor was speaking. He con-
tinued, — . |

“We are all wanderers up the mountain-side, and

our’ Shepherd waits with oatstretched arms to receive.
L]

us. Can we, dare we, refuse the invitation, and turn

a deaf ear to the voice that entreats us to come back, -

‘and flee the dangers that await us? O, neglect not .

his offers of mercy. - Withhold not the heart, boﬁghi:
with his precious blood, lest he take your tdol from
- gou; for where your treasure is, there will your heart
be also.” o

‘But there was one among the number whom I little
_ 'expected to see there. Joe’s friend, Ned; was rejoicing

in hope — a hope which came to him in that very
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ﬁour; and risil;g, he told of the peace which he had
fourd, and begged his friends to come with him. In-
stantly Joe rose to his feet, and started forﬁrard; ‘then
pausing suddenly, he looked back, and our eyes met/

. “Almost persuaded!” What was the little weight

that turned the scale, where so much hung in the bal-

ance?

Instinctively I raised my eyes to Mr. Kingsley. For

the- first time I saw his eyes filled with tears. How
many times I had lieard him say there was nothing
“on earth worth a tear! It must have been a powerful
" agency to affect him thus.

He grasped my hand as if ‘he would save me from an
impending danger, and took a step forward, his every

look and gesture an urgent entreaty that I would fly

with him to a place of safety; but I changed not one

_hair’s breadth from my position.

* Not.for an interest in heaven!” .
It séemed to me that 1 shrieked the words aloud ; but

it was. only a whisper in which they were uttered. ‘It

was all over in a moment, and he was in his seat beside
me, his face wearing its natural look. ‘

I did not know through what tribulation I was yet to
follow my ,id‘ol‘ back to the kingdom; did not know
the’agony, the remorse in store because a s;;)ul_ dearer

o

|

.
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than life itself should linger outsnle, where I had
thrust it. ‘ A
There seemed a stified, moaning sound in the air
above and about me. 'Was it the sighing of angels?
*Go thy way for this time ; when I have a con-
vement season, I will call for thee.” |
' So I put far from me the salvation off'ered and the
,grleved Splrlt took its ﬂ:ght.
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CHAPTER XIV.

“When a woman says she will, she will —
You may depend on’t; |
'And when she says she won’t, she won’t —
And that’s the end on’t.” '

HE music lessons, so abruptly concluded when
Mr. Kingsley left Millbrook, at the close of his
first term of school, were ‘resumed as soon as practi-
cable after his return.
In three years that mtervened Jenme had' made
rapid progress, thoucrh with little assistance. For
myself, I had advanced but slowly, the little attention
given to the subject being hardly sufficient to enable

“me to retain what I previously learned.

It made my task no easier that I was obliged to’lpld’d

on alone in the first rudiments which her skilful fingers

had already mastered, and perhaps it tended not to
increase Mr. ‘,Kingsley’s ‘small stock of patience. I

would have given up, willingly, gladly, but for brother

Charlie. He was a passionate lover of music, and

would be deeply disappointed if 1 discontinued al-

t
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together ; and Mr. Kingsley, whenever I broached the
subject, would add bis entreaties, coaxing, sco]ding,
‘and threateixing alternately, as‘thé case might be ; en-
couraging my most feeble efforts on one day, and inter-

luding every measure I played with a severe reprimand

the next. | , :
They fell with very little weight. + His bitterest re-

proofs but served to rousé my anger. They neither

mortified nor wounded. There were times when I

rather enjoyed it, for it gave me opportunity for vent--

. ing my temper, which I was not slow in doing.

I was sitting at the piano, one: Satmday mornmg,
with a little Swiss melody before me. It was the
lesson given the weéek before. At its conclusion Mr.-

Kingsley had made a propositi(;n to us— Jennie be-:

ing present at the time —to go on the luke for lilies
the next Saturday. I drummed away for an hour
without 1eo"1rd to time or accent caring only to sce
the end of my two hours’ practice; for that had been
a clause added to the first proposal of the excursion;
with the playful assurance that I was to forfeit the
antlclpated pleasure, if 1 failed to fulfil that part of
the contract. )

The clock struck a second tlme, and I rose from my
‘seat, with a sense of relief, to Teave the room ; but the
door was barricaded ! ' -
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Mr. Kingsley cIosed the book of surgery in hxs hand,
*“ Another hour wholly devoted to the lesson would
be no more than sufficient to balance your fwo hours

- practice,” he sgid, with a sneer.

“I came here at precisely eight o’clock, sir; and if
you will take the trouble to look at your watch, you

will find it past ten now, if your time is right.”

- <If it is correct as fhe time in which you played

your lesson, I might expect to see the sun’ set at
noonl” |

He returied my music to the place from which it
had fallen, and motioned me to a seat at ‘the ingtru-
ment ; then placing a chair by the music stool, h sat
down by my side and resumed his book. '

At eleven my fingers had not touched the keys, but
1 remained quietly seated there, and he as quietly con-

tinned his own studies. But it soon became evident

that be had no idea of losing his anticipated pleasure

on the lake. The time was set at an early hour in the
afternoon, and now there remamed but little more than
time for the accomphshment of my hour’s practice and
dinner before Jennie might be expected. '

He returned his book to its place in the library, and
coming back to his seat, said, —

“ We've had enough of this, Fannie, Count aloud ‘
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now, and see if you can make some improvement in

your time.” |
I began to play, but obstinately remained silent. .

“It’s no use; you've lost a whole measure at least.

Count aloud with me;” and he began that monotonous’

“ one, two,.three, four,” which is the plague - and vexa-

tion of every beginner in musie.

“I don’t like to play. T don’t want to learn. I

never wish to hear another note as long as I live;” and
1 attempted to rise from my seat.
-“ Where are you going?” |

« To find my brother, and ask him if I may leave
it off ”

« You will have to go out of town to see him before

evening,” was the reply. “Yon know his wish in this

matter already. If you were a little less childish some- |

-times, it would add somewhat to your graces! Will
you count with me, or do you prefer to count alone?”

“I don’t prefer to count at alll” and I began the
lesson in silence as before.

“You are wasting every moment you spend thus.
Do you know it is nearly noon?” |

“I don’t know or care anything  about it. 'All I
- know is, that T don’t take Aany interest in musie, and

don’t want to have anything more to do with it, And

~alone —
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" now, if you will allow me to pass, or leave me

»

-/
I shall do nelther,” he - interrupted. *You are

here to learn your lesson, and I am here to 'assist

. you.”

“ When I want any of your assistance I will let you

know; till that time you had better resume your own

studies.” A _
“ Thank you! I would really like to ask when you

think they would be completed, if I followed the ex-

ample ‘beforée me. Medical science would be lost to
the world, if it waited for an ‘M. D.’ to be affixed to
my name.”

“You might put one there now.”

€ And what would it swm{'y‘? ?

* Mule Driver!” ‘ .
=Y think it would be very applicable in the present

‘instance. Allow me fo magnify the office b'y telling

you dnce more to play, the lesson, and count it.” "
I began at the place esignated.‘ '
« Whj do you not count?”
*I am counting.” o _ .
“I dow’t hear you. Count aloud with me — one,
two, three, four.r
“I can’t, Mr. Kingsley; you know I can

’t »
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“Ah1 Mr. so soon? I thought we put that asuie
last evening.” ,

“I don’t care if we did. 1 shall never call you any
ﬂlll‘lg else when you tease me in this way. I wouldn’t
call you brother to save your life, when you are so
different from Charlie! You are not to be thought of
the same day with him. I wish I knew your middle
name. I hope it’s perfectly horrible. If ever I find

it Ollf,‘I’ll call you by it the whole time, you ugly,
" hateful old torment!” .

I felt perfectly safe in saying it, or anything else I
chose, knowing he would never repeat a word to my

brother. Had I dared a tenth part any other day,

when under his tuition, I wouldn’t have answered . for-

_ the consequences. I could see well how much it ag-

gravated him, that his anthority extended no further.

We were well used to skirmishes of this sort, but it

was seldom they were carried so far.
- At this moment dinner was announced, and he ai‘ose
from his seat. ‘ - '
* Come, Fanni‘e,’we shall keep Mrs. Hall waiting.”
“] don’t want any dinner. I shall wait and eat with
brother Charlie!” . |

- “1 think he will find & very agxreeable companion. I

can assure you, if he were here, you woald return to
~ the piano in a very different frame from the present.”
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t Yes sir! If Lha.rhe asked me to play the lesson, I
should do it.” J

* And count, too, I presume.”

*Yes, if he wanted me to!”
* And why not now, since you know it is his wish?”
* Charlie would ask it, and I would do it — anything

in the world to please him, because I love him; but

“you — you command ine, and I can’t, and I won'f; for

”

I kate you, and I won't be commanded by anybody.

He would have put his hand over my lips before I
finished the sentence; but I anticipated his movement,
and raising my own, struck it away with all the force.

I could coh_lmand. He turned and walked across the

- room.,

The outer.door opened and closed

“Just in time — am I not? and dinner is WaltmO' not
for me, surely, for I didn't expect to return before
night. Where are they — Mr. Kingsley and my
sister. Have you called them?” It was fny brothéf-’e ‘

voioe.

That kindly, cheery voice — it brought me back at
once.. How would it wound hu;p ‘to meet me thus!
Quick as thou0ht I crossed the room to Mr. Kingeley’s
side, and seized his hand, the one I had wilfully struck

a moment bef‘ore

10
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* Forgive me,’ ' 1 whispered. I didn’t mean to hurt
you. T didn’t mean to get so angry. Please leave me
while you eat dinner with the others, and let me learn

the musie.”

He looked down into my face. His own was livid

with emotion, but not with anger.

“And tell Charlie to excuse me from the dmmg—
room to-day. He will, if you ask it; and please don’t
let him' come here — not yet!” |

He took my face in both his hands, and sealed his
forgiveness with a kiss, the first he ever gave me.

* By and by, when I am more worthy, you Wlll take
back a part of what you said.” B

I had forgotten it so soon, and ‘knew not to what he
referred. |

A step was heard in the hall and I could not ask
him.

* Please leave me now, brother Will ; Charlie is com-
ing for us;” -and M. Kingsley went to the dining-

room, .and I returned again to the piano.
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CHAPTER XYV.

¢ Back, then, complainer! loathe thy life no more,
' Nor deem thyself upon a desert shore,
Because the rocks the nearer prospect close!™

“ Would she have walked more nobly, think,
- With a man beside her to lead the way,
Hand joining hand in' the marriage link?
Possibly, yes! but likelier, nay!”

T was late in the afternoori when I met him again.
_ The whole lesson was learned perfectly long before
tha,t hour; but nothing had I seen of Jennie durmg

the time, though expecting her every moment. Could
it be they had been on the lake without me? The

thought brought a keen pzmg.‘ ‘T had n_d reason to

think otherwise, so far as it concerned Mr. Kingsley ;

but I could think of no argument which seemed in

knowledrre. , :

itself sufficient to induce Je'nj'g to go without my

We were leaving the tea table when she came in.
« That was a very fine idea,” she said, coming around
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to my side. “I was glaAd to have our excursion de-
ferred till a later hour than was at_first proposed, ’tis
so much pieasanter on the water at twilight.  'Who
suggested the chancre'? 7 ‘ )

I went for my hat, leavmo* Mr Kingsley to answer
the question as he chose.

T We'll brmO* you some lilics, Aunt M'u*y, shouted
Jennie, as our boat passed her home, opposite the
group of. cedars. She was sitting in the doorw'xy, not
a stone’s throw from the water’s edce, W1th an open box
in her lap, tenderly regarding its contents. .

“ Thank you, dear,” was the kindly answer. Aunt
Martha was wishing for. some to—day, but I knew of no
way to get them.” ‘

“ Will you go with us? VVe shall soon return ; ” and
\Mr. Kingsley turned the boat towards the shore.

“Not this time. Mrs. Benson is not as well.as usual

this afternoon and I couldn’t think of leavi ing her alone,
thou ghl thank you just the same.’

- “Her first thought is always for that fussy old WO~
man, I wonder how she can endure her presence,” I
said. “That was a water-lily she had in her hand when
we first saw her; but ’twas withered and dry.” ’

Yes, it Wss withered! Twenty-three years it had

lain in the box with the other hoarded treasures that
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. kept Sailor Ben in remembrance.— the very lily he
plucked and offered for her thoughts, that last evsningl

they spent together !
We found her in the same place on our return, two

hours later, and stopped to give her the flowers, select-

'incr for her the choicest we could find.

1

“We must stop at the Cedars just for a moment,”
said Mr. Klnasley “Pve never been there except in
winter.” - We both expressed our willingness.

“ (Jome, Aunt Mary ; you can leave just for tﬁat little
voyage;” and Jennie moved nearer me, to make room
for her. It’s perfectly beautiful on the water this even-
ing, atid you can return any moment you Wi-ﬁh.”'

*If it will not trouble you too much. I’ve been
lIooking at those trees ever since you went away, and
wishing in some way to get there.” '

Mr. Iilnmley helped her to a seat, and took up the
oars. - In five minutes she knélt upon the little island,
under the very branches where, twenty-three years be-
fore, she stood with Sailor Ben! We passed around
to the other side, for we felt that her grief was sacred.

« Wlﬁere have you been to, Mary? Seems to me
you’rs off somewheres eenammost all the time.” |

“Not very far. I did not think you would wake so
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soon, else I wouldn’t have left at all. You seemed to
be sleeping so nicely when I went out!”
“Asleep! Seems to me you think I sleep all the
time. I haven’t been asleep. What time is it?”
*A li_ttle‘_.past eight. Is there anything I can do for
yo{l [ |

“No nothing you can do, or atrybody else. My .

‘troubles are beyond your reach.”
« Perhaps I'can find somethmw Do you feel worlfr.e‘p ?
* Massy sake, I'm alwers wuss! There ain’t a
well streak about me. ' I wonder how folks can talk
after sich a fashion! But ’tis alwers so. Them that’s

~ well and hearty don’t know nothin’ about the ailin’ and

aches o’ them that's sick; and them that’s sick them~

- selves don’t have no chance to think o’ other folks that’s . '

wuss.”
*Shall I get you some tea?”
* What good do you think te 2 would do?”

« * Something else, then?”

*T don’t want nothin’ in the world. It's no kind o®

‘use. I alwers did hate to be a messin’.  Some folks
want to be swillin’ down gomethin’ all the time, For

~my part I ain’t no hand to be a dosin’. ’Tain’t many
" folks lived to be ﬁighpn to eighty that’s got aiong with

so little doctor's stuff as I have; and they’re pretty

-

¥
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scarce as have had so many aches and pains as I've un-
dergone. Now ye ain’t a going to work on them shoes
agin to-night — are ye?”

S Only a little while, so I can finish them Monday,
after Washlncr _ ’

“ What is the use? There’s time enough. There ain’t

no washing to amount to anything; only what little

. you have. For my part, I don’t go nowhere, and so
- don’t have no clothes to take care on.  How much

money have you got?”
* A little over three dollars; and the rent is paid to

September; and we've wood enough to last till after

A'Christmas ! I feel quite rich!”

“Three dollars won’t go very far; and there’s no

“tellin’ -where the next will come from, they pay so little

for work.  Squire Josh!-—’tain’t much he thinks of

- the misery that’s undergone, while he’s rakin’ and serap-

in,’ and grindin’ the face o’ the poor. I hain’t much
faith in sich sort o folks!” |

“Here are sofne lilies, You were wishing for some
this morning.” | |

“ Lilies ! Where'd they come from?”

“ Jennie gave them to me for you. She and Fannie
went a sail down the lake, and gathered them. See .

how nice and.fresh they are.”
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.et‘ Yes, I s’pose they are all well enotigh ; but they are

dreﬁ'u1 sickish thincs, so kind o’ flat. I dbnt think
much of ’em. The doctor wast’t along ? I chd hope
he’d run in once more.” :
“No ; Mr. Kingsley went with them.”
® Who?”
* Mr. Klnosley, the High School teacher »
“0, wal, I suppose it’s all right enough, if the doc-

tor’s satisfied to have her a kitin’ round with sich onsar-.

tin critters! Alwers seemed kinder strange about him.
Nobody knows. who he is, or where he come from, as
I've hearn tell. I hope he's all right ; but I ain’t much
 faith in sich folks.? |

“Dr. Wilbur regérds him favorably, He spends all

his time out of school studying medicine.”

« ’What'-does he know about sickness? I'm sure I

don’t wdnt none o’ his bread pills ! ”
“Heis studymcr under a very skilful physwmn if that
-is any warranty of success. Dr. Wllbur *has a very.

extensive practice.”

“I F’pose he’s good as the average. ’Tain’t much

doctoring I ever have; and he can afford to run in now

and then. The Lord’s gin him enough to live on, and

it's no more’n right he should use some on’t in the Lord’s

service.. But he’s got his cross, like all the rest. That
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sister o’ his— if she ain’t one of Satin’s unaccountables,

T'd like to know. Bat they do say he has all the pa-

~ tience in the world, and thinks heaps on her with all her

tantrums She's a sassy jade! Enough to spﬂe a
neighborhood. * Seems strange how that gal o’ Jim
Brown’s come to be so thick with her. .Foll%s-say'they
alwers have been since they were little children. I hope |
she -won’t turn round and go to ’busin’ her when she
gets older. Jennie’s poor, and t'other’s well off; and she
may think, like the rest o’ the world, that money’s what‘
makes folks. There’s nothin’ would stop her if she
set out. Do, pray, put them lilies out of the, way. . I
can’t bear 'em! Let’s sce — ain’t it about this time
o’ year Ben went off?” | ‘
 *Yes. Ben-has been gone twenty-three years to- .
morrow,” o

“I'd no idee 'twas so long. Strange we never heerd

nothin’ what become of him! I did want to see my boy

once more; but I've about gm him up. " Somehow it
never seemed to wear on you. DBut gals get over such-
things quicker now. It alwers ’peared to me, t}'mt_Cap-- .-
tain Grey might a’ got hold of somethin’, if he had taken
pains. 1 tried to ﬁnci out by him every time he come

home, but he mnever seemed to want to talk much. 1

~used to think he was a leetle sweet on you, them daysl
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“Wal, Ben was a good boy, if he was a.leetle shifty, and
treated me well when he was to home. But his father
was a sailor afore him, and so was his granther; and

/it come jist as nat’ral for him to take to the water as it

does to a duck; and critters as is made to live in water

won’t stay on land, whatever. there is on it : leastways I
‘ain’t no opiniori o’ such folks.” - ,

Dear Aunt Mary! Had her faith in the sailor ever
wavered? Did she never question the wisdom of that
Providence which placed this burden in her path?

“ May God forget me when I forget you or yours!”

| Only God gnd herself knew how faithfully had been
kept the p;omise.

t

WHA'I."_"THE YEARS BROUGHT.

CHAPTER XVI.

¢ Twin rosebuds crushed; ye say ’tis so,
But err ye not the while?
Mgthought I heard a tender voice,
Like Day’s departing smile,
As though an angel stooped to say
Heaven's message to the sons of clay.” J

.'HE season following was. one long to be remem-
bered in Millbrook. _'
In the short space of three weeks, the church-bell

‘sounded the death of twelve of its residents; and in

the towns adjoining, the scourge proved equally fatal.

Scarlet fever, that most dreaded of diseases, swept:
among us, withering and blighting all in its-course. It

laid a relentless hand on rich and poor, in the ldwly hut

and in. the home of affluence, showing no favor and

heeding no censure. L

+ Charlie worked night and day. Itseemed as if human

nature must give way with the long-continuedstrain,

~ which gave no respite to either mind or body; but

while the fever raged, an unseen strength seemed lent

him to grapple with the foe.
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Mr. Kingsley was out of.town, having left Mill-

brook -at tlie‘ close of his summer term, to be absent

during the Vflcatlon, and 'gone no one knew whither,
else the burden resting upon Chatlie mwht have been
in some measure lightened, as he had already come to
place large dependence on his medical student.

The two younger children of Mr, Brown — twins —

were among the first viectims to the disorder; and, as

was usual in all such emergencies, their mother went -

directly home, faking the others with her, to prevent
‘contagion ; and so the care of both rested entirely upon
- Jennie, who, from the first moment, devoted herself
entirely to the comfort of her charge.

~ Charlie spent every moment there-possible, and his
presence was no little relief. She could place not the
least dependence upon the ‘father. His presence seemed
more an annoyance than otherwise ; and he was but too

glad to absent himself whenever any unusual occur-

rence rendered him liable to be called upon for extra

exertwn. ’ -

Charlie allowed me to spend every day in the sick- -

room, relieving me from the task as early in the even-

ing as was possible for him to take my place.

On the third evening after the attack, he came in

somewhat later than usual. Mr. Brown had risen from
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‘his seat in the kitchen, and was about ‘to retire for the

mght seemingly without a care or thouUht for what the
morrow might bnna

“T will call you, sir, if there is any change for the
worse,” whispered Charlie, éwho h'zd followed me to
the outer door, and notlced What preparations Mr.
Brown was making. |

A low, muttered « Humph 17 was the only reply

He repeated the words interrogatively, but succeeded
no better in ellcltmO‘ an answer thau at. first, |
¢ " Your wife might wish to know, if there seemed no
possible chance for' recovery. ~Would it not be well to
send for her, or tell her‘?' Then she could act her own
pleasure.”

“ No use getting the rest of 'em back to be sick, for
the sake o’ having her here. I guess they'll do well -
enou& |

* But ir, they are very ill. I think it hardly possi-

' ble both will be llvlncr in the morning. The little girl

kias failed rapidly since 1 saw her last.”

Another grant, and a few muttered words to the pur—
port tha.t “girls were of no great account any way,”
and he shuffled off up stairs !

I did not wait for QharhT to reply ; I was too angry.

“So Jennie is of no account!” X put in, indignantly;




158 " UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

“she’s worth all the boys you ever had put togethér!
Wonder what he thinks the rest would do if —”

“ Hush, sister! remember where you are, and what
brought you here. Good night. Don’t forget any
precaution I have given you.” He bent to kiss me,
' then went back to Jennie.

How slowly dragged the hours to her who watched so

anxiously for any faint sign whereon to build one single

ray of hope! In vain Charlie urged. her to leave them

. for a'little while during the early part of the mnight, and
fry to get some rest. She would not listen to a word of
it ; and her quick eye saw the change midnight 'broug'ht,
long before he could gather coufa@e to speak of "it.

“ Don’t call him — please don’t!1”

~ Charlie had left his seat, and stood hesitating at the

door. He came back without a word.

* How’loncr doctor, do you think?” She did not even

raise her eyes from’ the little one Who lay gasping in
her lap. -

A few minutes at the longest She is free from
pain; thank God for that! 7

With her own hands sho closed the lifeless eyes,
kissed together the pale hps, and laid the babe n its
cradle. An hour later, the other was placed beside it.

The twins had begun another life together.

¢
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' “Beautiful in life, in death not divided!” whispered

Charlie, drawing Jennie from the cradle, where she

~ stood like a statue, gazing with fixed, tearless eyes,

unable to. move or stir, now that her work was accom-
plished. He led her unresisting from the room, and
arranﬂed a pillow on the sofa for her.
“ You must rest now, if you would not be smk your-

self.” '

“ Don’t keep me here! Let me go back — I must
go back!” _

" Not there, Jennie ; they*have no need of johr care.
I will sfay with you, but you must sleep now.”

T cannot!” | |

“ Will you try, darling — if not for your own sake,

will you not for mine?”  He paused suddenly; he

crushed back the words which would have followed, and
held them by his strong will : this was no time or place
for words his heart ached to express. She was a éhild
to him — a child in years, but old in that life which is, -
counted by heart-throbs. ' “

Very gently, very tenderly, he placed her on the
sofa, and, clasping the weak, trembling fingers in his
own, knelt by her side, and commended the weary,

burdened heart to God. . She was weeping softly when
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he rose; she had found at last a blessed relief in tears.

He did not tiy to check them ;- he only drew a chair by

her side, and repeated, in low, soothing tones, —

“* Let not. your heart be troubled ye believe in

_ God, believe also in me.

“‘In my Father’s house are many mansions; if it

were not.so, I would have told you.
““I go to prepare a place for you.’
She was sleeping qmetly When he paused, and hé was

alone — alone with his own thoughts, to meet his own

burden as best he might.

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.
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CHAPTER XVIIL.

T feel death rising higher still and higher
Within my bosom; every breath I fetch
Shuts up my life within a shorter compass,
And like the vanishing sound of bells, grows less
And less each pulse, till it be lost in air.”

NHE malady “at last reached its heicht.‘ ~ Then
Nature demanded payment for her debt, and

brother Charlie reswned himself to a foe he was pow-
erless to elude. In a single hour, from the full strength

of manhood to the weakness and helplessness of in-
' .'fdncy!

Returning at noon from a visit to one of his charge,

he left his horse at the door uncared for, and beckoning

me to follow, went direct to his room. Perhaps he
noticed the pale face raised to his with eager question-- -
ing, for the self-sacrificing.spirit ruled even here.
“Don’t be alarmed, dear. I should not have startled
you thus. I am not quite well ; perhaps it will pass

off after an hour’s rest. 1 wanted to tell you there was

something I wished you to know.”

11
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« What i3 it, Charlie, troubles you? Speak; I can
‘bedr anything everythmo' for you.”

“In a moment; wait a little;” and he pressed both
hands over the throbbing temples, then tottered across .
the. room, and tried to open his desk.

I sprang to his side, and seizing the key from his
- ‘trembling fingers, threw back the lid. - Only a single
package was revealed ;' the same he brought from Uncle

Jack’s den, and placed there, the night of his death.
- They are the papers given me by Captain Grey.

Promise that in any event, if I am absent, you will

fulfil his dying wish, and leave nothing undone that |

he expressed as his desire in his last will.”
*Q, Charlie, Charlie! What are you saymg‘? Hush,

- if you would not kill me.”

“Be calm, sis. You understood what I said, and'

comprehended all its import ; answer, as in God’s sight :
will you do as I bid you?”

T suppose I gave him the required promise. .I had
but one thm.lght then — the thought that- he was going
from me; and I grasped him with both hands, as if
‘my little strength was 'suﬂ‘icient to .COmpete with the
Destroyer. '

“ My child! my pet! my smter! 'God bless you, and

‘ keep you, and bring us together _at last —at last!”
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7 The words seemed to linger long upon hlS lips, and

then he was unconscious.

I heard a step in the hall, which I recognized as
Jennie’s, and screamed f'or help. Before she reached
the room, I had fallen senseless at his.side.

I woke again to find Mrs. Hall, and the doctor
whom théy summoned, bending over me; to see Jennie
watching by the bedside opposite, outwardly calm, but
with a face not less pale than that on which she gazed.

“Hush! do not try to rise. You must be quiet ;-
your life and his depend. upon it.”

~Heedless of his words, I made a second attempt, and

would have spoken, but he stopped me. His voice was

_ stern when he ¢ added —

“You must obey me. You have endangered one
life already ; see that you take better care in future.

‘Drink this;” and too weak to resist, I drained the cup
he held to my lips.

It was morning when I woke: from the deep sleep

thatlfollowed. The others were there, as on the even-

~ ing previous, With the calmness of despair, I arose-

from the sofd, and took Jennie’s place, motioning her

‘ to the one I left. -

-The stern face of the old physic{an relaxed a
little while he  watched me tenderly doing every-
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. thing - for the relief of the sufferer that Iovel could

A suggest.
-**Tis more than. half to meet danger bravely,” he

said. “I will not attempt to deceive you; his life

“hangs upon a thread. Nothing but the utmost care
will avail; but while there is life there is hope.”

Was his life, then, 1n such extrelﬂe,péril?

* Gtod save him 1” — the ery went up from the very
depths — " take anvthmn' everything 'else, but” spare
him. Jennie, he will hear you; make him save my
blothel 17

She made no answer, but silently, with clasped

“hands, knelt by the bedside.

What was it, coming back in a flood of bitter memo-

ries — the words of young Mr. Fenn, " Refuse not, lest

" he take your idol from you; for where your treasure -

is, theie will your heart be alse?”

Was the bhepherd about to take my idol to hlmself .
to lead me to thé kingdom? I threw myself by Jen-~ .

‘nie’s side, and pledged a life’s devotion to God’s service

if this one desire of my heart might be granted. The

yow was registered in heaven, and the wheels of des-

tiny rolled back once raore in answer to the breath of

prayer. “ ' '
* ¢ Nev&theless, not as I will, bilf} as thou wilt.””

-
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* Jennie, you could not feel that, could not say it,
were he your brother. He is all I have. How can
you know?” ’ ,

. A sigh was her answer. Her heart knew its own

bitterness. _‘Vas her love the less because too sacred

to ?9 of ?7 o ‘ ] ‘
o a week passed by. Though both of us were un-

_ recocrmzed by him, yet he seemed satisfied only when

we ministered to his wants. ‘Twas little elther could |

~do; but no hour, night or day, found us inactive.

The doctor had expressly forbidden any visitors to

the room, urging upon us the necessity‘of perfect quiet.

Numerous were the kindly offers of assistance, which
we could not accept; but no service was withheld

which was possible to be rendered by the many friends

" among whom he had been so-long and so favorably

known.

Old Hannah Ring was not lacking in a sympathy
of her own kind. Her-wellnknoﬁvn voice was among
the first T recognized in the office after the news of
Charlie’s dangerous illness became public. ~Without
a wofq of her intention*; she started direct up stairs’

before the astonished housekeeper could find voice‘ to

‘speak. I met her at the door of Charlie’s room, and
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took a position at once which pre&entehd all possibilitj'_
- of her entrance, '

%&Iways"ready, the. words which fell from her lips
would have fallen as healing balm, coming from any
other source, bl;{t my eyes were opened to the deceitful-
ness of appearances. Finding that her subtle artifice

. was without weight, she instantly chq%nged heér tacties,

averring that for Jennie’s sake she v‘lhas ready to make -

any sacrifice, and throwing out various hints as' to the
propriety of so young a person, not a member of the
family, acting in so important a capacity, censuring,
at the same time, any and all who would insinuate or
repeat any slanderous reports. = She then closed by
renewed offers of nssistance. ‘ o
With a quiet superiority, which seemed to look above

. and beyond the speaker, Jennie regarded the whole

with indifference ; while I, no less indignant, but pos--

sessed- of none of her self-control, seized the door to -

shut it in her face with a"j}iolehce that  would have
echoed over the whole house had not Jennie antici-
~pated the movement in time to prevent it.

The crisis came at last, —the hour so anxiously
looked for, so fearfully dreaded. .

“If midnight finds him sleeping, we may dare to
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hope,” the doctor said; “but we must be prepared. for

~ the worst. To you two, if he lives, he will owe his

life.”

. I could not but remember his other words, the night
of his first visit, — o

“You have endangered one life a,lready.”l If he

died, would he owe that to me also?

The shrill whistle of the night express, miles away,

" told that the hour of midnight was nearing ; and

this was the end of that Saturday to which Jennie and

- I looked forward as the day which would bring Mr.

Kingsley back to Millbrook and school duties.
The church clock struck twelve. A Sabbath had

~ begun for Charlie, even upon earth. I could have

shouted at the sound of the last stroke of the bell. It

was as if one was restored from the grave. I looked

_ at the.doctor, at Mrs. Hall, at Jennie, and turned with

a new fear to the pallid face upon the pillow. Every
breath was growing shorter; the intervals between
were lengthening. -

“He is dying! he is gone!” I gasped, as a slight
tremor passed over him, and all was still. *He shall

- Dot leave me!” TIn an agony, I threw myself by his

side, and begged him to come back.

|
!
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There was’a sound of horse’s hoofs upon tht% gravel,
a hlasty step, clearing the stairs three at a bouﬁd ; then
strong arms trathered me up; a tender voice Wéxs In my
ear, which sounded far away, as if coming from un-
~ fathomable depths, — ‘

“My Fannie! my darling! would. to Goél I had

died in his stead for your sake!” and then»-Ji—‘blessed
oblivion. | : .

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT. -

' CHAPTER 3v111.

¢ That from our door to the place of graves
The path is yet untrod,
That we have not pressed upon his breast
~ The icy burial sod,
That he sleepeth, and waketh, and is not dead,
We bless thee, O our God!”

ENNIE!”

“ Fannie, dearest, do you know me?” She left
“her seat and came to my side.

“éIonw long?” -
“What? that you've been here? Less than two
weeks. Did you think it longer? But I forget' I

- tustn’t let you talk, but do all the talking that is ne-

cesgary myself. Mr. Kingsley is family physician now,
and T shall have to report to him.”
‘Then it all came back, and throwmg my arms about

~her neck, I burst into convulsive sobs.

“Don’t, Fannie! You must not; it will make you.
alck this excitement. Mr. Kingsley will be very an-
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‘gry, for he cautioned me against anything - of this
kind.” ’ . ' \
« There it is again! Never speak his name in my

hearing, if you would not kill me. I care mought

for his opinion or commands.” With all my weakness

the old spirit was there. “I care for nothing, have

nothing to care for me. 0O, Charlie 1”

- “Hush, do! and, try to quiet yourself, for your

brother’s sake, if nothing more. He will be anxmus

if he hears you.”
“What? What do you say?” _
“Your brother has been very nem\the grave, and is

now very ill, though out of danger. He has had a
relapse of fever since you saw him; now go to sleep,
that’s a dear, good Fan, and by and by I will tell you
all about it.”
*Tell me now! Am I dreaming? Have T been?
Is it true that Charlie is here —that he lives? You
are not deceiving .me!” i

“Deceiving you? For what?”

-*1 thought he was dead. I thought I saw hlm die;
‘yourknow when. - You saw him too, and then— I
can’t fememberwhat came next. How was it. . Where

is he?”

- us both to account, if
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“In his room. Now don’t talk any more. I have
told you truly. -Mr. IL(Vipgsley will be in soon, and call
we persist in disobeying orders.”
“Let him fuss. I must know. I'm not tired, or
sleepy, or sick; and if you want to keep me still, you
must do as I say, and answer all my questions. My
own darling brother! I must go and see him this very
minute. I could get up and walk a mile for one look
‘at his dear face.”

“I believe you are crazy, Fannie. I'll tell you a lit-

. tle on just this one condition — that you don’t speak

another word.” - She brought a pillow for herself, and
arranged it beside mine, then told brleﬂy what I begged
80 earnestly to know. |

Mr. Kingsley had arrived not one moment too soon.
Some trifling accident detained a train on which he was .

passenger, so that he arrived in Boston too late to leave

/in the afternoon, as we expeeted, His first thought

was to rémain there wuntil Monday. By the merest

accident, he learned, at a late  hour, of Charlie’s dan-

'gerous illness, and that it was the night which was to

~ decide between life and death. He had just time to

despatch ‘a telegram to Cedarville for a horse to be

saddled and in waiting for him at the moment of the
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arrival of the ‘midnight express, and - gain a seat in the
train.

Charlie had often spoken of the rare skill with which
he seemed to meet every case of fever that came in the
range of theéir united efforts; but no dne was prepared
to witness what could be looked uf;on as litﬂe less than
a miracle. It seemed as if for a while the very keys
of death were delivered into his halmd.v ',

To him, under God, we owed: this éreat debt. Could
I ever repay it? So the unkind thoughts cherished a
few moments before gave‘way, and when, a half hour
later, Mr. Kingsley left my brother to look after his
other charge, he found us both, Jennie and I, asleep in

each other’s arms.

From the refreshing slumber that followed I dld not

wake till a late‘ hour the next morning. Jennie had

left my- sidé long before, and when I opened my eyes,

was quietly moving about, arranging the room, and put-

" ting things fo rights. ‘ I watched her in silence, remov-
ing from the table near the bottles and glasses, the con-
tents of ‘which had been used for my benefit, and noted
with pleasure the -astonishing decrease in their number.

- The ﬁnisliing‘ touches were hardlylcompleted before
Mr. Kingsley, book in hand, came in.

quo, a few days longer.”
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A quiet good .morning to Jennie, a few qﬁestions
relative to the manner in which I passed the night, then
éipressing his pléasqre' that my sleep was prolonged to |
go late an hour, and hoping it .would continue through
the day, he bade her go below for rest and’ refresh-
ment. | g
“I was just gallant enough, and hungry enough, to
stop and make sure of my own breakfast first. - You

, mﬁst excuse me. I left everything so you will find it

warm. A nice steak, with all the whereas and afore-

saids belonging thereto. I cooked it myself, and cgn

assure you I gave it a fair trial. Mrs. Hall is with

,tllae doctor ; so dont hurry yourself in the least, but
take as long time as you wish. TII look after the

“ sleeping beauty ” meanwhile, ahd attend to her wel-
fare. Mrs, Hall made arrano'emeuts for- her comfort,

in case she should wake up and find herself in  starv-

ing condition, as I prophesied. I don’t know !Spt I
was too hasty in changing my course of treatment; it
- might have been better for all around, to have her statu

« Sleepmu' beauty, indeed ! kept so by his course of
treatmenm Why didn’t he keep me asleep with some

outlandish dose the rest of my natural life? Why
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“couldn’t I have known all the while, and kept awake
“just out of spite? - No, sir, you don’t play that card
any longer!” And with these thoughts I ‘opened my
" eyes, and fixed them full upon him in one prolonged

stare. -

He returned the look with a quxzzxcal expressxon,
then quietly asked, —

“ How is Miss Fannie ?*

« Well enough! Wwill you tell me what time it is ? »

. * Nearly ten.”

“1 would like you to. call Mrs. Hall. Do'yoyu‘

Jhea.r? » after waiting some time for a veply. “I want
,-her'td help me dress, and then I’'m going to see Charlie,
while she gets me some breakfast. I'm hungry as a
bear; forgetting my resolve, a few moments before,
to starve as long as possible, and so prove him a.false
prophet in that respect. |
 “T left the doctor asleep, apd couldn’t think of hav-
ing him disturbed. You will be willing to wait if it is
for his benefit.” His voice was gentle in its subdued
p’leading. “®He has been very ill, and is now just gaiﬂ-

_ing a little. Sleep is the best medicine he can have

for the present. - Are you feeling better ?”
® I don’t know as 'm feeling better or worse, or any-
thmg else in partictilar. I've always felt well enough.”

R et etttk e T T
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- “Very good. Am glad to hear it. D'l report. your-

.- convalescence to the doctor; it will bring him over one

notch, at least, to hear so favorable a report;” and he

“was about to resume his book.

“Look here, Mr. — Will; do you know I commis-

_.sioned you to call Mrs. Hall, a minute ago. Better
'look over your list of curatives, and see what you can -
find that will jog your memory a little.”

*Mrs. Hall is with your brother.”
“You can take her place.”
“It might annoy him.”
& Then call somebody else. Where’s Jennie? 1 won't.

keep her.long. But I'm going to dress, so as to be all

| ;ready to see Charlie the minute he opens his eyes.”

“Not to-day, Fannie. Don’t urge the matter farther.

‘'Wait till you are both stronger. It would make you
sick, and I wouldn’t answer for the c(msequences to

him. You must be patient a little while.”
" * don’t believe a word you s'my--not one smcrle

word. I'm gomg to take care of him myself. I'm no
‘more sick than you are; and he— it won’t hurt him for

me to take care of him, any more than for anybody else.”
“Don’t make me unkind. If you won’t listen to

reason, I must, as’ your physician and his, positively
forbid you to leave the room, or see him, till I give
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you permission. Tt would give me the greatest pleas-
ure to take you to him this momeﬁf;; but it would be
. at the sacrifice of one life, at the least. Better a little
while than a lifetime without him.” |
- Jennie had told me of the dangerous rélapse which
followed the first attack. Was it reall'y' ‘s‘o myuch worse
than I knew? and he — Mr. Kingsley — he saved him.
Where was my gratitude for this great indebtedness ?
“I will wait for his sake, and because you wish it.”
“Thank you. But ’tis only for his sake I deSIre it.
You shall see hith as soon as possxble
“How long?” .
“Sunday, perhaps. You must try and get strong
g0 I can deliver you up to him in good'dondition. We
must coax a few roses back first. He won’t have any

of his own for a long time to come.’

* Hear the man talk! One would think that Charlie

was on the boundﬁry-line of the ‘other world, to hear
you. I shouldn’t be surprised to see him/walk right in

here before Sunday comes.”

“Not before snow flies. I'm thankful he is off the
boundary-line at last. 1 have thought him the other .

side many times since you saw him. I don’t know

what has kept him here. Jennie says ‘ God’s loving

‘What Jennie has left you.”
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kindness.” I suppose ‘he will say the same, when his

strength is sufficient to allow him to speak. What do -

| you say ?”

| I made no answer. I was thinking of the promise
made that first night of his illness, when I knelt by his

side, and eried unto God in my anguish.

Ie changed the conversation to more trivial matters ;
told something of his journey during the vacation; of
the news in Millbrook; talked of the school-term, not

yet begun; and brought me back very soon to a realiz-

~ Ing sense of my own needs and wishes.

- “You are getting tired. A real hed]thy kind of
tired, too. You must have some breakfast, and thens -
shut your eyes, and say the multiplication’ table up to
the twelves, and forget your troubles. I'll go and see
. My sharpened appetite was not lessened by waiting,
and visions of steak and the’ good things I heard enu-
merated, a8 comprising a part. of the bill of fare rec-
ommended to Jennie, floated through iny mind during

“his absence. He came back - in a merry mood, thh af

fragment of' song upon his hps,

Lo Ma.n wants but little here below,
Nor wants that little long.”

12
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“That doesn’t suit my case, for F want a good deal,
and want it a good while.” '
He placed the waiter he brought beside me.

I gave one hasty glance; the next instant one broken

. dish was rolling upon the floor, its contents with it, and .

the other flying across the room.
Ile looked up surprlsed and angry, for a moment
then burst out laucrhmg ' ' ,
“For shame ! you provoking, hateful forment ! It
" just like you, for all the world. I wonder if ever any-
‘body was sick and went on half rations twengty-fouf

hours, that somebody didn’t 'bring' the inevitable toast

" and tea prescribed for invalids. I won’t touch it! I

womw't even cat a morsel of it! and you needu’t ask me.
I'll go without anythmor and starve, first | *Tis well
enough for you to laugh, with a quarter of beef for
" ,iy‘oujf‘ breakfast, and another quarter cobking‘ for your
dinner. - You promisled to bring me some like what the
rest had, and now try to put me off with this!”

He was gathering up the pieces while I was speak-
ing, laughing immoderately.

“Not quite twelve baskets full,” he said; “and not

your fanlt. You did what you could, and surrendered

everything, even all your living. - 'What do you pro-

. pose doing next?”
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“I'm going to have my breakfast, and a double al-

lowancei too; it’s noon this very mmute. Now go and

get what you prommed »
“I am not aware that any promise has been made ?
“Youare! You said you would brmw what Jenme
left. Now go and get it.” '
“Go and get what?”
" Get Wbaf I tell you to! Tl turn canﬁibal,.énd éa.t
you alive, in ten seconds. Some steak, and all the
fixings 1 ” | | '
“What?”
*You know! I heard what you told her, every sin- )
gle word. Your soothing sirup fell a little short of -
your calculations. I was wide awake all the time as
you are this minute. Say, will you get me something
to eat?”
" He left the room, but returned presently.
* Bring it here, right off1” ,
Wil you listen to reason, and act like a sensible
child ?

" *When I'm starved to deé,th I shan’t want it. What

- did you get?”

“ The same as before.”
*1 won't touch it.”
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- *Very well 17
" Will you get me something else?”
“T dare not, Fanniel? | |
Child-like, I burst into tears. I did not know how
weak I had become in those few days ; not only weak,
~ but nervous and irritable.  He soothed me even as
- Charlie would have done; not less klndly, not lss pa-
htnently, then placed the food he brought before me.
I turned f'rom it, not angrily, but with Ioathmg
*Kat somethmg, Fannie. Try, just to please me.”
There Was no answer.
, will yqu.for your own good, for Charlie’s sake ?”
“For Charlie’s sake” I tried to swallow a little, then
. pushed it from me, and turned ‘away.
- Not till Sunday came, and I attempted to dress, and

* make myself presentable for the promised visit to Char- _
lie, did ‘I come to realize the full extent of my own

- weakness. It was a long hour I spent at my simple
_ toilet; one which, in ordilnary cases, would have re-
quired but a few minutes. The. 'wished-f;or ‘moment
came at last, and Jennie opened the door. I started to
. follow her, but miscalculated my strength, and leaned
“heavily agaxnst the wall, where her help scarce enabled
‘me to keep from falhng Mr. Kingsley appeared at

the moment.
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" “Why did you not call me?”
“ I thought T could go myself;” and I made a second

attempt to Ieave the room.

- “Let me assist you. I brought you here when you
came, soul body, and appet1te 'Tis no more than’

fair I should deposit you again where I found you.”

: He lifted me as before, then carried me to Charlie’s

yoom, and placed me on the bed beside him,
If surprised at my own .inﬁrrhity, how much more

surprised now! The room wag darkened, so that some

" moments passed before I could plainly discern the out-
"line of the face beside me. I was plepared for a

| change, but not for such a change. Fear only kept me

from screaming outright..
 Mr. Kingsley brought a wme-glass, and placed the
spoon in my hand.

- I was just about to give him hlS breakfast,” he sald,
* but -will resign that office to you. Don’t let him have
too much ; half this will answer = will it not, doctor?”

I looked from one to the other, and then at the Ilqmd '

: ‘he held in his hend

~“You must own your rations “compare f‘avorably with

; this allowance. Next tlme we'll put you on this course

of diet, and make you appreciate past favors. Why
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don’t- you give him a taste? Dont you see he is

waiting 7.

“What do you mean, you cruel w:n'ei:ch‘\> This his
breakfast? Il get him some myself, You ought
to be hanged. It's worse than the heathen. My
pQ'Or Charlie ! ” . ‘ '

He had just strength to place a hand upon my head, .
and whisper the blessing I hadﬂi‘ heard at table so -

many times from his lips. Theb Mr. Kingsley took
the spoon from my fingers, to perform what I was pow-
erless to do. '
‘Weeks — months glided by. |
It was midwinter. Another birthday anniversary
found me vestored to health and a full measure of

sfrength. The intérvening time was spent. mostly with

Charlie. - It was my own choice, soon as my own
health was established, to wait on and care for him.
‘His recovery was gradual; but every week marked
some lmprovement | L
On this day, the 15th of January, he came down
stairs for the first time ; and I found him in the old office
chair, when I went, as was my usual custom, to’ ar-
_ range the books and dust the furniture after "\lr. Kings-
_ lgy s departure for school.
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} I could not yet claim my old ‘seat, however much I

| deswed it; but I drew a stool to his side, and, seating

myself upon it, laid my head in his lap. There were

~ threads of silver now in the  dark Wavy locks and

beard but the face was not less dear, nor the look that
Ipet my own less kind, than formerly.
" *Read to me, sis ; 7 and he put his Bible in my hand.
. “Vow, and pay unto the Lord thy vows,” he re-
peated slowly, after I finished reading and closed the |
book. *Has my sister any vows registered in heaven
unfulfilled? God has been very merciful to us both.
Shall not the lives he has spared be consecrated to his
servwe"” | . '

- Again I remembered that vow at his bedside, broken,
_alas! A merciful Father had heard my cry, and given
him back from the very valley of the shadow. My

_ prayer was answered, my ¢dol restored to me. My

treasure was mine again, even in this world, and, alas .

~ for me! my heart was here also.
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CHAPTER XIX.

% The unjon of lakes, the union of lands,
The union of states, none may sever;
The union of hearts, the union of hands,
And the ¢ Flag of our Union’ forever! ™

% CRY went over the land ! A sound of the hymn
of blood! Sumter had f'ailen"‘ 4

From east to west was heard a natmns wail of un-

utterable horror! In village and hamlet, wherever
trod the feet of men, resounded the echo of the blast
of war!

Following close after, a call for he]p, another cry
- pulsating from the heart of government, and seventy-
five thousand of our bravest troops hastened to the
scene of conflict. o

Joe was among those first to respond. Turning
‘his back directly upon college walls, he hurried
home, and his name headed the list of Mlllbrook
volunteers.

Actmg upon the nnpulse of tho moment, Mr. Kings-
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ley would have placed his own beside it; but Charlie,
less hasty in resolves, though not in the performance
of duty, advised him to wait, and | give the matter |
further consideration before deciding on so important
a step. , | |

«Tf, as many suppose, this national trouble is to be

_settled soon, your country cen well excuse you. from
the field; but, on the other hand, if our land is to be . -

deluged in blood, ours must be a different work. I .

. would not advise you contrary to your own sense of

dﬁty. Go, if you feel that you oucrht; if you think
the rlght requires it; but where a thousand can be

found ready and efficient for active service in the field,

v\(e shall hardly find one competent to meet the demands

' iﬁ our hosPitals.”

Joe came to spend a part of his last evening with
us before starting for camp. There was little about
him to remind one of the Joe of former years, He
léoked every inch a soldier in his suit of blue, stand-
ing full six feet high, every gesture bold, kmo'ly,'
careless, and all a soldlers darmg wntten in .every
feature. R , o
' I 'preceded him to the hall while he was taking his.
leave, of the others, receiving a hearty God-speed: from
Charlie, and a warning from Mr. Kingslejr not fo
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show himself again in Millbrook without a shoulder-

“ Don't be shot in the back Joe. Open your mouth

' | and catch the balls ! ”

*All T- stop in that way shall be forwarded im-

* medlately to the home-guards. Yon may look for the

first one as soon as you hear of an engagement. I shall
set my trap at sound of the first gun | ” —

He followed me a moment later, carefully closing *

the door behind him, then,. taking a shawl from the
rack near, threw it over my shoulders, set the lamp I
held upon the table, and blew out the light.

* Many the times, as’ you may remember, that D've

seen. you home safely, ddr]ger evenings than this, too; -

and ’tis no more than fair you should return the com-
pliment,” he said, leading me to the gate. My( first
prisoner of war | » '

« Bravely done!” I responded laughing. ¢ You
should have a pension settled upon you lmmedlately,, '
as a reward for gallantry. But where are you going ?”

for he had started in an opposite direction from that
wiere his home lay!

“ Never late till the moon sets. Longest way round

is the safest way home, sometimes ; and a walk this

fine evening won’t hurt either. It will be a long time

'
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before T shall have another opportunity like the present,
and I intend to improve it to the utmost.”
. T guess you won’t be troubled for want of exercise’

" when ‘kyou get where the shot and shell are flying.
_Yoﬁ’!l have plenty to do, dodging them daytimes, and

soaking your hard-tack by moonlight.”

- *“Not a bit of it. I shall live on the fat of the land
when I get over the line, and pitch my camp-fires
amongst southern {regétatio‘n. My advice to the
gehtry there is, to fence in their gardens, and elevate
their hen-roosts, if . they don’t want to wake up in the

' mormncr and . ﬁnd theu chickens all dead and in thelr

grav-les. .
S So you are going to turn land-pu'ate, and hide

your sins under the flag of your country, you lawless
marauder. We shall all be thankful when the morrow

comes, and Millbrook is well rid of “such a set of vil-

' lalns, though there’ll be plenty left to fit out another :

reglment if the country demands it.”

* Clome, come, Fan, don’t get personal; we shall
come to battle before we jknow it. We've been re-
markably good-natured for us so far. I take a little
more than half the credit to myself. We must not spoil
it all by finishing up with a quarrel.' 1 sﬁppose the
doctor will help fill the next quota, and Mr. Kingsley,
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*

perhaps. Then what pet names will you find by which
to designate that company, if you use them all up for

this one? ”

* Never, Joe‘ My brother shall never go to war,
Let those who started it fight it out to suit themselves :
but he shan’t stand up for- a mark for rebel bullets.
I’d see the whole country go to smash first.”

“ Careful! The days are not distant when it will be
unsafe to make such a statement as thas publicly. I

hardly thmk it would do now, in some placés. You'

don’t mean a Word of it, either. You would ﬁ«rht like

a tiger yourself‘ for the cause of freedom. You would
sacrifice anything for the Unlon.

“Not that. I love my country, but I love my -

brother more. Not even to save the Umon would
I let him take his chances ‘upon the field.”

* We are ‘going to do it, and have fathers, mathers,

and sisters to leave behmd to whom our lives are as

dear as his to you.” ' . ‘

“You can go if you want to; it is your own choice.
Nobody forced you to enlist. But if everybody else
- goes, Charlie never shall, If you or they want to be
.8hot, Pm willing, ’Tis nothing to me.’ -

* Nothing to you? O, Fan, take that back ! You

must take that back! *Nothing to you? You cannot
mean il
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*Bat I do mean it, everf word. I tell you once
for all, I would see this government come to nought,

and under the rule of any foreign powex‘ on earth be-

: )fore 1 would see him, my brether, all I have in the

world, on a battle-~ field.”

.« Blind idolatry | 7. he muttered, I winced at the -
v;for(i “And yet you are so indifferent to your neigh- .
‘-bors that you are willing to have them shot, and say-
it is mothing to you. O, Fan, I have hoped so long .

it was othermse, ever since we were little children. I

do care!” He ‘stopped, and seized both my hands.
% You shall not go another inch till you take back those

fearful words ! ” .
I turned d1rect1y about, and started homeward.

" can’t remember when I didn’t cherish these day-dreams | ‘

of the future, with you the centre of them all! You’

x What do you mean?” I asked. “I don’t compre-

| hend one word you are saying.”
| “Have you forgotten so soon? Then it is proof that
you spoke thoughtlessly, that - your. words have no
meanmg I didn’t wish to gay it here, or now. Im
wanted to wait till by and by, when I could offer ‘_
something - besides my poor, worthless self; but you :
force me to the truth. Fanme, I thmk——I believe I
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could laj down my life for you, and 'you say fOu I-

don’t care; that it is nothmg to you whether I live
or die.” |
It was all plain then — all that seemed so blind bef'orle.
I started to fly from him, but he held me back,
“ Dont, Fan'; there is no need for such haste. I
ask nothmg in return — not yet. Could I be assured
that at some future day, however distant, the one tenth

‘part- of my love would be reciprocated, I would go-to

a soldier’s life and a soldier’s fare content; as it is, I

can carry the hope with me.”

g I tried to speak—étried to tell ’him‘ how useless. 1

would have ‘explained that with me love was all an
enigma, ..exee\pt the love I gave Charlie, and the -tender
affection which existed between Jennie and myself; but
the words"died on my lips. ‘ |
~ The remainder of the walk was a silent one. It
seemed to me that it would never come to.an end, and
I felt as if years had rolled over my head when we
stopped at the gate before the door. '

“He seized my hand at parting, and wrung it till I
' almost cried out with the pain it gave me. The sight
of his face brought bagk my v01ce, but” not the words.

I would have spoken at first.

+
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« Good by, Joé' I hope yoﬁ will be content there,

and come back again by and by, crowned with the lau-

: -re}s of v1ctory

“Again he wrung the hand he still retamed in his,

pressed it to his lips, and was gone.-
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'CHAPTER XX.

¢ Cannon to right of them,
. Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them, )
- Volleyed and thundered.
Not theirs to reason why,
Not theirs to make reply —
Theirs but to do and die.”

‘ N TEEKS passed by, coinparatively quiet to those
who remained in Millbrook, away from’ the

sound of strife. But every mail brought its store of

. news, and every letter and paper was eagerly watched

for, and as eagerly read.
That the conflict would é_nd in three months was

soon discovered to be a delusion, and the essential

thing to be accomplished was not to be achieved by

an idle encampment about the capital. A blow must

be struck soi'newhere, and the Confederate force,

gathered for the capture of Washington, be dispersed-

 before that city could be considered safe.

-
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- Joe waited impatiently for the word that should

‘bring the two armies into conflict. The little affrays

continually occurring were far from ‘éatisf:ictory to
him, and the burden of all his letters was a com-
plaint at the passive resistance of our troops, whose
term of enlistment was rapidly drawing to a close,
virithout having accomplished any important result.

. Joe’s letters, though invariably sent in my name,

'were addressed to the family, and perused by brother

~ Charlie and Mr. Klnwsley with as much interest as

by myself Hls glowing accounts of army life and
army fare were read with infinite amusement, no al-
lusion * being made to what passed between us the last
évening bf his stay in Millbrook. | A

Joe v;*as,' to use his own words, “spoiling for a
fight.” '

- “I care nothing that my term of enlistment expires

“within a 'wéek. I shall not turn my Eack upon the

force of Confederates, posted along here for a dis-

tance of half a dozen miles, till I've had one taste of
war. The attack has been delayed too long aiready,
and several New York regiments insist upon leaving
at the expiration of their term. In that event ten

thousand of the best armed and best disciplined troops
13 | |
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will be wanting at the decisive moment. When these

aimless plans and shifting lines of operatioﬁ are ab-

sorbed into one straightforward path of .action, we
‘may hope to accomplish something — not much while

we organize, discipline, march, and fight, all at the
~same time, with everything green!” ,
Another day. brought to Joe the lona-wmhed for

moment, and the night following closed on a hard-.

contested . battle, witnessing’ the military triumph of
the south in the def‘eat of the national army at Bull
Run. : ' , et

~With news of this encounter came a package to

. Mr. Kingsley, forwarded by Joe—a rebel bullet,

which, strange to say, he stopped with his t'eeth‘, and
~ preserved as his first trophy of victory. If there was
anythmcr in the possession of which Joe prided him-
self, * was his teeth; and few saw them but pro-
nounced his vanity excusable. A few hastily-written
lines told of his safety and re-¢nlistment,

“I am booked fdr the war, be the time long or
short, with promise of a furlough in which to repair
the damages your bullet has been o'ullty of —the loss
“of the four _O"rmders that stopped the ball; not much

for the rebs to gain, but a good deal for me to lose;

greater confusion, and adding
-~ which already disheartened their forces. A lull in the
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though I Would ‘rather part with mlghat‘ remain than

see qhe old flag dishonored. . No, on’t believe
you are half so much a Copperhead as your letters

would seem to indicate. We shall yet see you a

' ze'l,lous worker for the Union. We can afford to bide

the time, and have only to wait till you are brought to

‘ the point of sacrifice.”

Later papers gave more minute details of the deadly

jcombat, and it was through that medium we learned

. of the rare courage and pluck Joe had taken with him

to the ﬁeld—~a fearless danng, whlch led him to the

“very jaws of death to save the flag of his regiment

. from trailing in the dust, under the feet of the enemy.

Midday, of the 21st of July, found the Con-
federate troops on a broad table-land, elevated some
one hundred and fifty feet above Bull Run, to which

‘ pomt they had been gradually driven back a mile and a

“half since morning, each step throwing them into

" the discouragement

- Union attack at this critical moment afforded a golden

. opportunity to the anxious'rebel generals, who, en-
couraged by re-enforcements, hastened to- re-form and
 bring .into action their broken troops !
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Amid choking c]ouds of dust and dense columns of
smoke, scorched by a mercﬂess sun, the Union forces
fought in general to sweep the eremy from the crest,
For two hours the conflict raged, while backward and
forward surged the opposing lines, till at three o’clock
additional re-enforcements gave to the Conf’ederates nu-
merical equahty, and at lenﬂth superiority.

At that moment loud cheers were heard directly on the
right and-rear of the Union army, which had reached,
and were strumr]mfr over, the ridge. Droken by ad-

vances and losses, they could not resist the cross-fire

80 suddenly hurled upon them, and instanfly gave way

in absolute disorder. With exulting shouts the enemy

pressed forward in pufsuit ; but the battle was ended,

_save an occasional exchange of shot with the few stub-

born regulars who covered the confused retreat

"At the last moment, when the enemy had already

closed in behind the beaten army, and hundreds were

throwing away property in their flight, Joe saw the
standard-bearer of his realment fling away the flag, to

insure to himself, if p0531ble, greater safety. Strucr-

gling back against the opposing tide to recover 1t he

' recewed the fatal shot which depmved him of his teeth

and, winding the tattered remnant about(hls bleeding
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face, bore it gallantly away; nor parted with it till he

‘exchanged it for another, presented by his towns-people

to the gallant capfaiﬁ who left Millbrook a few weeks

%\later with his ‘cdmpany of new recruits., For this
" manifest bravery had won for Joe a shoulder-strap, on
which gleamed four gold embroidered bars, the emblem
. of his office. ‘
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CHAPTER XXI

« With brave, stout-heart and patriot song,
\ . Liberty’s legions go marching along.”

Noa pléasg._nt evening in'.the early fall, a large
gathering assembled in the Millbrook Town Hall
in honor of the heroes, who, two days later, were to
'Ieavé their homes for a three years’ absence ; perchance
longer, some of them.; for the chances of war were too
small to give much reason to hope they would all
return an unbroken band. : \
Standing at the head Of his company, Who, mnk and

- file, occupied the centre and rear of the hall, Joe re-

ceived the ﬂag, respondmg briefly to the charge preced-
ing its presentation ; and with a chorus of cheers for the

Union it symbolized, followed by three times three for

their captain, the crowd descended to the lower hall to -

- partake of the rich collation provided there.

The last toast was proposed by Charlie — & tribute

- pired.
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? to the memory of' the ﬁrst m‘utyr of Mxllbrook the-

drummer—boy, who fell on the very da.y his term ex-

~ The evening following f'ound a gbodly number at our -

" house by invitation of brother Charlie. ~ Mzr. Kingsley
was to leave with Joe the next morning, not as a sol-
 dier, nor for any definite period. From the ‘day that

the news of the fall’ o_f _Sumter reached_us, he and

. Charlie devoted themselves most assiduously to the
. study of surgery, and now only waited a call from the

goverx_lment for aid in that department.

- For myself, I had used every argument that fear or

- love could. invent to induce Charlic to give up this =
foolish whim, as I termed it, but all to no purpose.
My selfish love could not fathom this great heart of
; hls, which, though it Wlthheld no share from me, was

large enough to include both his country and his God.

For his sake, and that of the friends who were g0

,: soon to leave everything dear behind them, I exerted -

' ~myself to entertain them, but I had no heart for any-

thlnrr At that moment I would as wﬂlmgly have seen
| one party v1ctor10us as the other, if by so being I could ’
have known my brother would not be called to face the .

dangers I dreaded. Like a mere automaton, I joined
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in all the games proposed, feeling not a passing interest
in anythinb' transpiring about me, .until a question
4 put to Mr. Kingsley by Jennie aitracted my attention.

‘We were playing'a game of forfeits, pl‘OpOSed by J oe“ |

in memory of the previous party and game which fur-

nished once so much amfsement.: Mr. Kingsley was

making the cireuit of the rooin, and Jennie had re-

peated Jo&'s former question, asking his middle name.
With the remark that he would pay his indebted-

ness In the old coin, and must, for the same reason

as before, caution her against looking at it, he drew

forth and offered her the forfeit; then noticing the pal-
lor that overspread her face, he added, ‘
“ Pardon me, Jennie. I have no right to withhold

my confidence from ‘one whon:i I can and do trust

_fully.”

He turned in his fingers the glittering  trinket he
held, then, raising her hand, pressed it upon the back
of it, and motioned us both to look. | ‘

It was a wreath, the counterpart of that on Jenmes
seal, imprinted there, and in its centre the name
* Theodore.’ | ' . "

' She sat regarding it till the impress gradually faded

out; then drawing nearer to me, she whispered, —
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*T shall return his confidence by and by-,‘ when the-
party have left. Perhaps he can help solve this my s-%

| d
‘ tery which haunts me more and more every day. Do

- you think it any wrong. to Uncle Jack’s memory to
: show him the seal I have? I need not do more.”

A proposal to separate prevented reply, s‘md-'we
arose to join in the adieus that followed.

Apprbaﬁchinw as with the military salute with which
| a soldier meets his superlor officer, Joe stooped to pick
up the h‘mdkerchlef at my feet, placed it in my band,
\then withdrew it again after second thought, and put

' 1t in his own.pocket.

® Don’t dishonor the name stamped on it, Joe, If I

- 3hear of Captain Redfield displaying a flag of truce, I -

shall regret having parted company with it. You must
leave it behind when you face the foe.” ‘ 7
“1 ghall bear it with me to .a soldier’s grave, or re-

oo

_iturn it again to your hand,” he replied. “Good by,

Fan.” ,
He turned to leave. the room ; and quitting Jennie’s
side, I followed him out.

“I was about to offer my services as escort,” I said
&when we reached the gate; bu%e as you seem to be

well provided with 'a body-guard, I see my services
|Wlll not be needeéd. I suppose that when you come

|
i
f
\

!
i
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again you will have exchanged these bars for stars,”

pointing at the insignia of his office upon the shoulder- . -

strap.
. *And then, Fan —then? Have you no word for me

l\)eyond? I, frightened you so before, I didn’t: mean

to say a word this time ; but tis often that we feel most

. when we say the lea,et ”
< Good by, Joe, in its broadest, fulleqt sense. . God
~ be with you.,” As a sister mlo*ht I returned the kiss

he gave me at our last partma, three months before,

then ran back to the house, and left him standing

alone,

In the hall I met Mr. Kingsley.

- “So our stray dove has returned to the ark again.

"Tis my Tast . evemno' here for the present, and. I could
not retire Wlthout saying | good night.””
“Not yet, please, Will. Don’t go now. Jennie

~ wants to see you. She has something to show you.

Have you seen her since they Ieﬂ;?t Did she tell you?” |

*“No, I've not seen her. I thought she went out

~with you." I might have known better. Intimates

sometimes feel themselves de frop when they make a

third party — eh, Fan?”
" “Be still, you hateful old — Theodore. There; I
said I would call you so if ever I found it out. We
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shall have to cut off half; it’s too big a mouthful wheli

one is in a hurry. Come, Jennie is in.the parlor.”

I led the way back, ‘and motioned him to a seat
on the sofa beside her. He drew me to a place beside
“him. '

“This suits my fickle fancy better. T don’t wish any

standmg audience while Jennie and I occupy the floor.

Now keep quiet till your turn comes. What is it,

Jen? Kannie says you have something to tell me.”

‘ For reply s.he imprinted upon his hand the i impress
of her own seal. ‘ ‘

“ How could I have been so careless?” Then find-
ing that his own was safe, he gave a second glance, and
recocnlzed the final letter of the. name, which was the
only point of dlﬂ‘erenee between them.

It was several mmutee before he found voice ‘to

‘speak ; and .then he put the questions so rapidly and

confusedly that she was powerless to explain.

~ “How did you get it? When did you find it?

"Where is she? I have sought her on land and sea —

‘have crossed every oce-vf{ and visited every quarter of
the g]obe Tell me, ﬂulck where did you get it?”

| * My mother gave it to me upon her death-bed. She

would‘ have told ‘me something had she lived a little

~ longer.” She died with some burden on her mind. I
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| think Uncle Jack knew. There was some mystery
conneéted with his life, unexplai_ned';- and the secret was
buned with. them. Till now no one has known of its
existence except Fannie. I knew not that its counter-
part existed, till, in the fdrfeif you once paid me, I

'recognized it by the sense of touch alone, and fainted.”

Over and over ‘again she stated all ‘she knew; and.

still he questioned, and cross-questioned, and could. not

Co.

. be satisfied. .
“And is this all? 'Was there nothing else?”
‘A little mitten my mother kept it in. I used it for

the same purpose myself a iOng time, but lost it after

a while. I lost the seal, too, several times, but always

found it. It has narrowly. escaped «destruction more

- than once. You must thank Fan' for saving it in one
perilous moment.”

" It was my hour of triumph when I pointed out the
. scar again, and bade him look at the result of my
sacrifice. , ' _

“Had I not sprung forward at the risk of meeting
your displeasure, yjou‘might never have known What
.you do now, which is little enough. It was worth a
farm to cheat you so, and give you only Aalf when you
told me to b'riﬁg the whole cause of the disturbance to

the desk. I never quite got over the good that did

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT. - 205

me ; but I’ve always had a grudge against you since that
day, and I suppose I always shall have. I set downa
long, black’' mark agai’nét you at the time ; and W_heﬁ I
would have blotted it out, you told me you wasn’t
gorry. It stands there yet, longer and blacker than

ever. Are you sorry now(

‘He did not attempt a reply to my long har'mo*ue he
only folded caressingly in his -the hand against which

- his own had once been hfted and turned again t0‘ ‘

Jennie, - ,

“And the mitten — what of that?”

- " Only alittle half-worn affair, originally white, with
a narrow border, and, part of the lett‘;er T’ worked
very irregularly upon the back.”

“It was hers. . She did it when the merest child,
and I guided her needle through every stitch, The
other, its mate, had the letter ‘K. They were her
initials ; ” and for the second time I saw the tears O'ather
in his eyes. _

Hours after we heard him pacing his room backward

and forward.” IJe could not sleep in the presence of |

 this new revelation ; and it seemed as if years had been g
added to his life when he p'trted from us the next

morning, and for a season turned h:s b'xck upon Mill-
brook.
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CHAPIER XXIL

40, what shall I be at fifty,
" If Nature keeps me alive,

If I find the world so bitter
When I amn twenty-five!”

@ FEW weeks later Jennie came in with a letter .

" in her hand. It was postmarked Washington,
and the emelape bore both our names in the pecuhar

' chirography of Mr Kingsley.

WasmiveTox, D. C., October, 1562,

My DEAR Friunns: Every day this week have

gaid to myself' T must write to Millbrook this even- -

ing; ” but the hours, as they came, brought each its
duty W1th it; so-the letter-writing was deferred for a
more convenient season.

To-day have seen and talked with” our president. It
was a pleasure to look in hig face. I hardly think he
will ever be hanged for his beauty, though he may die a

martyr for the cause he loves so well. My first

. WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT. 207

thought was — unlike myself— “Here is & man whom
,the.people- can trust; Honést old Uncle Abe! Long
'may he wave!”

You have told me often that I always look for the
worst side of everybody. Please note the above, and
giﬁre the devil his due. : o

Spent an hour with Captain Redfield yesterday. e
says the army of the Potomac has acquired a strength
of more than one hundred and sixty thousand. They _

expect to advance against the enemy at Manass'ts with-

- in a month. He is impatibnt to go. To use his own
'words, “I wish they would let go the brakes, and set

this train in motion.”

War! war! war! is the universal cry. Throughout
the city there i is'nothing else to be heard, go where you‘
will; but it is not my purpose to discuss that question
here ; the subject is too familiar over all our land. I

find myself wandering back to the early years of my

‘life, the days which I would fain bury in oblivion,

since their memory can never be aught but a sad
retrospect, the hopes of my boyhood and youth having
perished with the experience of manhood.

My father was a sea captain, and until his death lus

brother, the uncle after whom I was named, sailed with

4
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him. After that . time he succeeded to the command,
my mother and her children, as before, making the

vessel their home. Some years later my mother again

married, thig time also a sea captain, and leaving me -

to the guardiansbip of my uncle, sailed with her hus-
band, who was ;ﬁaster of "an Eést 'Indié. merchant-
man, taking my sister, the little Theodora, with her.
I never saw them more! My mother died a year later,
on board the ship Sea-foam, bound for Boston; and
the child— I never knew what became of her. My
parents, all mj' kindred, so far as I know, have found
~ their grave in the sea. Do you wonder that I abhor
the very name? Could I be assured that she, my little
Dora, . slept there also, life would have lost half its
bitterness. S ‘ '

To find her, to ascertain something of her fate, has
been the one object of my life; for that I have sacri-
ficed everything. With only one gingle link on whlch
to build my slender hope, I have travelled the world
- over, have visited every seaport town on this coast.

She inherited from our mother all a German’s native

Tove for musm, and 2t the arre of three years could sing

or Whlstle any tune she ever heard on shipboard. It

. was my especial dellght to teach her the latter, and

4
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one httle German song we used to sing together was
the favorite of both. It was composed in two parts.
‘Ypu l_mvg heard the ﬁrst. I sing it everywhere, hop- “
ing against hope that the sweet, sad refrain may be

“caught up in that childish whistle: I know she will re-

" member it, th‘ough she lives to be a hundred years old. '

You know now why the name you sought to learn
was 50 long withheld. It utterance will never Cease to
recall sad memories of the lost. She was my idol ',\and
only those who have lived on shiphoard, with the wide
waste of waters closing all around, know how dear such
smgle companionship may become. They call me cold,
hard, reticent. 1 recall only the comparatwes ; Madam

Ring, or any of her kin, can farnish the * superlatives ”

~ by which I have been qualified in Millbrook.

I have learned to hope for nothing, to trust in noth-
ing. Even death, the destroyer, has failed to be kind

tome. A score of years have been counted since last

‘I saw her, and the present day, if she is hvmg, makes
- her four and twenty.

I have only to regret that the revelations made that
last evening I was with you came so late. *Uncle
dJack” might have known =~ The very thoﬁght is a
mockery. |

14
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I shall lea.vk Washington for New York next week.
Any favors sent to that city within a fortnight will be
duly received and appreciated. | |
Give kind regards to Mrs. Hall and the doctor.

I am very truly your ‘ .

BroranEr WiLrL.,

~ low, the Mississippi was opened to Mémphis

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.

' CHAPTER ®XIIL

“ Where breathes the foe but falls before us,
With Freedom's flag beneath our feet,

i ' ‘ .
And Freedom’s banner waving o’er us!”

HE ‘beginning of the year 186— saw in .the west a

formldable armament ready to move against the

. enemy The fall of Domnelson was like the removing

of the keystone from the Confederate system of defence
in that vicinity, in that it brought the whole structure -

" in ruin to the ground.

The surrender of Nashville followed as an inevitable
consequeﬁce, and as a result, the capture of Island No.
Ten a few weeks later, and the surrender of Fort Pil-

It was in the West that the army first became what
an army should be — a centre of human force ; and in
the campaign from Grand Gulf to Vicksburg this de-
gree of perfection was first manifested. |

While in the West the war-object was the opening (’

of the Mississippi, no less universal was the cry in the




212 ' UNDER THE CEDARS, OR - -

) East,.“On to Richmond.” Major General George B.

MecClellan was ' assigned to the command of the mili- -

,tar'y‘depart‘ment of Washington immediately after- the
" battle of Bull Run, and from resources furnlahed with-
out stint at once commenced the OI‘gdB.lZd.thn of the
‘great army authorized by Congress.

To increase the force of the army of the Potomao,
all superfluous strength was. transferred from the other
armies, and everything concehtrated in the force under
‘his command. Never was army more lawshly eqmpped
or bountifully supplied.

November came and went, and still the army of the

Potomac had not moved. Winter set in, and nothing -

was accomplished, while in o"ctli‘a_l- sight of the Capitol
the Confederate flag was ﬂying ' "

By and by came a letter from Joe, with explanatlon
for his long silence : — '

“I had resolved and re-resolved not to write again

il T had something to sdy. The old, old story, *All

qliiet on the Potomac,” needs no repetition. I wonder
not that the pubhc are both dlssatlsﬁed and al'xrmed

and blame néitifer officer nor prlvate who criticises and

censures the imposing reviews and military parades,

* which aref all that break the monotony of this shameful

: @aotiyity. The prospect bids fair that we shall live,
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and remain to reap the ‘benefit of the shade trees our

hands have planted about the camp.

“My ‘ﬂunky sits here amusing himself with a snaal

while I write. I need not add that the ‘varmint’ was -
met, not overtaken!

’
L] (] . - L]

"“e have moved, at last, far enough to verify the
evacuation of Manassas, and examine the mswmﬁcant
earth-works mounted with °Quaker guns,’ made of

wood, which have kept the national army at bay so

long. Till we face more dangerous weapons, you need

have no fears that your brother’s services will be needed

.in this vicinity.”

Others letters, of later date, gave account of the

“movements that followed during the spring and sum-
- wer following — the melancholy Peninsular expedition,

- where thousands smkened and died 1n the dismal

trenches of Yorktown, the whole campaign ondmﬂ'
in a oomplete triumph for the Confederacy, and the
withdrawal of the army of the Potomae, by the na-
tlonal government, to the front of W’ashmo*ton.

- Driven into their fortifications, the Confederate army

had now a way open to the North, and at once pro-

“cceded to make an advance into Maryland.

No sooner was it ascertained with - certainty that
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Lee had crossed the Potomac, than orders were given

MecClellan to follow him Wlth all troops not needed for

the defence of Washington.

The battle of South Mountain was soon followed by
the forcing of Turner’s Gap, and Crampton’s Gap, six
miles below, ‘simultaneously carried by Franklin, and
the capture of Harper’s Ferry by Jackson, who, delay-
ing not to receive its surrender, ‘hastened to assist Lee
at .the battle of Antietam, fought on the 17th of
September. L

The day closed without the well-marked results

‘Whlch might have been expeeted from the preponder- -

N ance of the national force, — the troops, as on pre-
vious occasions, being used".too much in detail, instead
of overwhelming masses. '

As bef'ore, the conduct (if Joe won for him o'olden
. opinions from his superior officers. His courage was
an ‘inspiration to those who followed him in the charge
against the enemy, who had taken position behind the
breastwork Nature “had laid up for them in a series of |
rocky ledges. Withont thought of danger, wherever
the contest raged in its hottest fury, Joe’s voice rose
abov'ethe din of battle, encouraging his men.

Through field and valley ploughed with artillery and
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—covered with the dying and dead, who lay in ranks so

regular that ‘it seemed as if the reaper must have
mowed them down in swaths ; through wood and grove,
where - every tree was plerced with shot and shell;
past the little brick church, scarred and battered by
thousands of bullets, — through the whole bloody mas-
sacre Joe went unscathed, while for more than a mile
stood not a building but was rent and torn, and filled
with the wounded and dying. . |

Early the next morning the soldxers, rising from their
rest on the bare ground, made preparations for a re-
newal of the battle; but noon passed, and evening
closed in ; s‘tillllno orders dame for an attack, Another
wearisome mnight, and another m-orﬁing, and then the
news was whispered that Lee had crossed the Potomac
unmolested, and escaped into Virginia, making that
river his line of defence.

So days and weeks went by, and while crovernment
vainly urged an advance, the Confederates were receiv-
ing re-enforcements, and.actively engaged in re-organ-
izing their troops.”

After repeated procrastinations the forbearance of
Lincoln at last gave way, and in November the com-
mand of the army was turned over to General Burn-
side.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

¢ Come; if you eome not, I can wait;

My faith, like life, is long; .

My will not little, my hope much;
The patient are the strong.

Before you now my heart lies bare!
Take it, or let it be:

It is an honest heart — and yours
To .all eternity.”

AN I ever forget that day, every moment of which

} stands out in bold relief', reflected on the haze of

memory ! -
It was ushered in by the ringing of-bells and ﬁrmg

of guns, that proclaimed far and wide the siiccess of our
" arms — the triumph of the Union army over the rebel
force ; 'but night brought other a.nd heavier news to
those who waited, in dread, .to lea.rn at what temble
sacrlﬁce the victory was bought.

Thousands heard to whom each stroke of the bell
was the knell of death, -— wives made w1dows, and chil-

dren fatherless.

At the thhght hour I went to meet Cha.rhe. There
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was no need for words to tell me that the dreaded time

“had come. Sitting in his lap, I raised the head bowed

low in his hands, and looked in his- eyes to read a con-
ﬁrmﬂ.tlon of my worst fears.

*0, Charhe, Charlie!” The whole great agony went:
forth in tha wild, desp.urmcr ery ; and throwing. both
arms around his neck, I wept long and bitterly. The
tea bell rang, but the h_ou‘rl went by unheeded. Later
in the evening Jennie "came 1\n Stepping quietly to
Iny side, she clasped my hand in token of the sympathy
she had no words to express, and would have left the
room; but Charlie detained her. ]

“When?” she asked. It was the very word I had
been trying to speak for more than an hour.

“ To-morrow,” was the reply.

“ And Mr. Kingsley? »
 “Will go with me. The school will be left in your

* charge the remainder of the present term, or longer, if

you will.”' He told her all his plans; and last of all,

that early in the morning they were going to move Aunt

Mary and Aunt Martha from the uncomfortable apart-
ments they occupied, to the warm, sunny rooms over-
head‘ |
“Come, sis,” he added, cheerily, “you must wake
up now to the wants of the case. I ém going to con~




218 UNDER THE CEDARS, OR

sign Mrs. Benson ‘to your especial care. I left fler, an
hour or two . ago, almost hopeless.  You must visit her
every day in my stead, and make a due report to me
of all the unfavor rable symptoms. You may, make Aunt
‘Mary as many neighborly calls as you choose. You
will find that in being mmdful of her you are enter-
taining an angel unawares.’ |

“I’d rather have you than all the Aunt Marys in thlS
world, or angels in the other! You need not go. You
must not go.” | o '

“Don’t, Fannie! It only makes my duty harder,
without benefiting you in any way. It may be only
| for a little while. So cheer up, and see what I have

brought you. You must wear it every day, and when
you look at it, remember your brother left you onlyL in

obedience to a hlghgr than any earthly call. You

would not have me remiss in my duty ; ” and he slipped

on my finger a little gold circlet, in the centre of which

gleamed a white pearl set round with many smaller
gems.

“ There, sis, I've wished it 011, and you mustn’t TE-
move it till T come and give you permission.”

* Thank you, dear Charlie, but-1 shall remember you

- without looking at this; everythmg ‘will remind me.

I
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-

0, 1 can’t bear it. I can’t let you leave me;” and then

. 2
I broke down again.

“T shall have to put you under guardianship ; that is

. certain. 'What say, Jennie? ‘Will you agree to per-

form the duties of that office, if you can, without too
much inconvenience to yourself, spend the nights here
with Fannie.” ‘ '

“Yes; I'll take care of her ; never fear. ‘I spend more

‘than half ‘of them with her now ; and it will be no in-

. convenience at all to spend the others; there’s nothing!

would suit me better.”

“Do you hear that, Fan? Come, wake up, now,

 and pay your lodging, -else you shall be sent immediate-

1y to bed, if I am to be governor. | Do you hear?”

She still retained my hand, and’ tufning the ring

'-alround my finger, examined it carefully.

“I must leave you a memento, Jennie;” and Charlie
leaned backward, . and took from his desk a jewel case.
“'See, Fannie, these ' were your great-grandmother’s ;
and this has been worn by every generation since.”
He had selécted a plain gold band, and fitted it on Jen-

nie’s finger while he was speaking. Her eyes Weré

. raised to his, for an instant, inquiringly.

“You understand all the import of this, Jeﬁnie_: wiH 3

_ you wear it there for my sake? I thought all the fore-
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‘noon I vyould not leave till T could leave you here with

my sister, — and the right to call her your sister, too.

It was no hasty thought, but the germ of years. Per- .
haps ’tis better as it is. But say one word; that by

and by,’lw'hen I come back, you will come to bless our
home with your presence, and me with your love, and
I will be content. - Answer me, Jenme have I Walted
- and hoped all these years in vain?”

“Don’t, please don’t; you will break my heart. I
cannot, O, I cannot. 1 am bound by a solemn promise.
Take all I have any right to give — the earnest of my
frié_ndship, which will know no change till death. = Till
my latest breath I shall never cease to thini of and
ptay for you. Then in that other world, where they
neither ma;'ry nor are given in marriage, we may love

like thg angels.”

® And is this all, when I have hoped so much? I

did not know, I never dreamed, of another comin&
betWéen. Formve all I have sald and let its memory

cease to exist. May you be happy —

“You do not ‘understand me. There is no other .

between.” :

“Then why-— what was it you said, if indeed you

cannot give both your love and confidence — *
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“It is mnot that.“‘ I trust you fully, and yet have no
right to explain, only this: I am bound by a solemn
promise, which I cfmnot dare not break, however my
own heart dictates. I wish T might tell- youall. This
burden I carry is crushmg me to the earth..’ ButI
mast bear it alone ; it is my cross, gnd it cannot be
ch‘mﬂ'ed » '

“You say there is no other? »

- *Ido.” : .
“That your promise, whatever its nature, does not

~

bind you to another?”

“T 3m bound to no one.’

* Then Why — what is it that can stand between? ”

« Néﬁght but the promisé of which I told you before.
I cannot tell you more. I hardly know inyself. Do
not urge me farther. Buat O, do not doubt me; do '
not distrust me. Assure me of your confidence, at
least.” |

“] do believe you. I will trust you always.” He re-
moved the ring from the finger where he ﬁfst put it to

another.- ® You can wear it there, Jennie. 'Tis but the

 emblem of friendship now. I have offered you- a heart

that can know no change. I make no withdrawal. If

the time ever comes when you are free, do not hesitate-
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to speak. Promise that you will come to me. . Ishall
never again urge you, in face of this vow you have

‘made, the nature of which I cannot in the smallést de-

gree fathom. But I shall wait for you always. ‘The

ring shall be emblematical of a mutual trust and a mu-

tual friendship. When you return it, of your own

accor-d‘, to the finger where I first placed it, I shall un-.

derstaﬁd and meet you with outstretched arms.”
“If ever the time comes when I may, as (}ﬂearsj
me-witness, I promise you I will.” - il

LY
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'CHAPTER XXV.

) “ Saw nought in ite despair
But dreadfal time — dreadful eternity ;
No comfort anywhere!”

¥ Be calm, my child ; forget thy woe,

And think of God and hedven;

Christ, thy Redeemer, hath to thee
Himself forfcon‘lforb givem.

O, tell me, tell me what is heaven,
And tefl me what is hell.

To be with Wilhelm — that’s my heaven;
Withgut; him -— that's my hell! ”

AYS, weeks, and months dragged wearily by, —

Spring with her chaplet of flowers, and Winter

with his ice-bound fefters, ——‘a'who_le year was gone,

and still the tide of war swept onward. ‘
. There was little at home to break the dull monotony

-~ picking lint. Nt was my daily employment,,sittiﬁg

~in Aunt Mary’s room by the sunny south window, and

every month sending to Charlie the fruit of my toils.

“Jennie often lent her aid in the work ; all her spare

moments were passed there, She and Aunt Mary

v.
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| dbleﬂc_led together like drops of dew. There was one

tie between them with which I had nought to.do—a

spiritual feast in which my heart would not join.

Scarce a day went by that did not bring some news

from the army, and over and over again the letiers
were read-and cpmméhted upon, — Aunt Martha sl‘o
far forgetting her own troubles as to admit there were
others in the world, whose sufferings might exceed
her own. ) - | ‘
Charlie came to spend a few days with us at the end
of the year, and .some weeks later Mr. Kingsley ob-

tained short leave of absence to surprise us with a

visit. _ . |
N So passed another twelve months, and then the
“beginning of the end” was near.

‘For four long. years Virginia had withstood the tide
of invasion, while, like mighty wﬁaveﬁs,‘ the loyal hosts
surged with . overwhelming front against her firm
’bai'fiers, only to recoil, and turn back baffed, agam
;:o‘ return with renewe@ strength. |

Preparations were in active operation for a general

movement against the rebel capital. Sheridan’s cav-
alry had made a successful expedition north of the

James River, cutting off ‘the northern communication

w

Y
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of Richmond, ;:glaking a-junction with the army of the

‘- Potomac in front of Petersburg. The army of the

West had accomplished the object assigned to it, under

General Sherman, and in the depth of winter, in spite

of the most formidable difficulties, forced its way from

Georgia northward, through the Carolinas, and with

the army of Grant, now.confronted Lee at Richmond.

" The battle at Five -Forks was fbught and won by
. }

" Sheridan ; the lines of Pétersbhrg assaulted and earried ;

Richmond evacuated bf the Confederate force, and

-entered by the national troops; . and the stars and

stripes raised on the capital of the Confederacy. The

‘whole war force of the South was exhausted, and peace

once more secure.

For three days no letter had come from Charlie.. On
the afternoon of the day following, at the hour for the
plosé of scho_oij’ I started out to meet Jennie, hoping
that the day’s mail would bring the wished-for mis--
give. | |

It Was no letter she brought, only the -daily paper,
with an additional list of the killed and wounded before

;Petersburg. She was reading the second column, —

© the names of the wounded and missing, — when I drew

15
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her arm throur"h mlne, Leepmw pace Wlth her slow step
" that I might read with her.

" There was a quick rrasp, and ‘then she snatched the

_paper from my hand in a manner so abrupt, so unlike
herself, that for a moment I stood still. in utter amaze-
ment, She was deathly p.).le, and her hand trembled
80 vmlently that it was with difficulty she retained her
hold of it. | |
~“What ig it, Jennie?” T iriq:uired eagerly, every

moment enhancing my fears. . “Tell me. Let me

see.”

“No, no, Fan ; we will go home ﬁrst ” she answered
trying to speak calmly, at the same time leaning heav1—
ly against me for support.

*I will know now !” and seizing the‘paper, which
she had not strength to retain, I ran my eyes h:lStily
down the remaining column.

® COL%NEL JoserH REDFIELD, wounded and miss-

And directly underneath, — .
/ * SurcEoN CHARLES WILBUR, killed and missing.”
. The ecarth seemed recedmcr under my feet ; darkness

closed around me, and I knew, no more.

On the bed by Aunt Martha’s side, with Jennie and
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Aunt Mary bendmg over me, , T woke to consciousness —
to the full reality of my sudden bereavement. Killed in
the vefy moment of victory, when I was counting the
hours before I might hope to see him ! |

In the bitterness of my grief I cursed aloud the crea~
ture who had robbed me of my all, and in my heart
the Creator whe suffered him to do it. |

How intolerable the hours that followed, every mo-
ment seemingly len’gthehed into years! The rising sun

and golden light, streaming in at the window, were a

‘mockery. “The evening and the morning were the

first day.” Thus I must live out my appointed time,

groaning under this burden I could not carry, refusing

to be comforted.

In that first dreadful night I lived over all the former

years ; and, staring at me wherever I tured my gaze,

the words of young Mr. Fenn came back with a double

weight of meaning .
* Refuse not, lest he take your idol from you!”
Another night, and another day, each hour longer,
more - intolerable, than the one preceding it. In vain
théy tried to comfort me. Their words fell like lead.
My heart was frozen within me, and bound around by
an impregnable barrier no human power could pass. |

“We must leave you in the hands of Charlie’s
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God!” ‘It was on the evening of the third day that
Aunt Mary pressed a kiss upon my cold, motionless lips,
and whispered the words.

“ Charlie’s God!” - Charlie Wduld wait for me some-
where — somehow ! The time would come, though far
distant, when T might find him again — looking away
down the dim vista of years! ‘ o=

“1 will arise, and go to my Father.” | ,

Ah! there was little to detain me now! Like the
weury dove, the ark was my only refuge. Clasping my
great burden, I bore it to the foot of the cross. The icy
barrier gave way, and with the dawn of another morn-
ing rose the Sun. of Rwhteousness ‘with heahnor in his

wings ; and where my treasure was, thither my heart

- went also.
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 CHAPTER XXVIL

* And Freedom’s flag is sacred;
He who would work it harm,
Let bim, although a brother,
Beware our strong right arm!”

NYHE army of the Potomac was nearing its ‘gcal.l '
To see for years the shining spirﬁs and Confed-
erate flags of Richmond; to reach forward, but never
to tpuch; to graze the rebel battlements, but not sur- -
mount them, -— such had been their lot. Now rapidly |
advancing, the whole Union line had closed in about
the remnant of the rebel 'armiy, and the work begun at’
Five' Forks was finished in. trmmphs at Appomattox
Court House. '
But they who stood there exhltant at the crowning

victory were not all the conquerors. Thousands upon

~ thousands filled soldiers’ graves, and other thousands,

scarred -and maimed, were lying in hospltals over all
the land. No more they who “stood there bodily to

- witness thie closing scene in the great drama of war,

tasted the triumph of the day, tham the cloud of wit-
nesses that compassed them about, 1nvlslble.
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In the last struggle, in the battle by day and the

' ﬂlo‘H’Kby night, following hard after, and often within

the line of both fires, side by side, went Mlllbrook’
surweons To hear a call from the wounded was to
- obey, no matter whether from loyal or rebel sufferer.
In the rapid advance of the lines; while Charlie was
in the act of relieving a fallen enemy, a Confederate
soldier took deliberate aim, and fired upon him.
Dashing after him went Joe, and the hand-to-hand
‘encounter that ensued made short work. A broken

~arm paid the penalty of Joe’s revenge, and, rendered

powerless to pursue for a time, he turned back, to seek
out from the fallen around him the surgeon of his regi-
ment.

Charlie lay motionless where he had - fallen, still
grasping the-canteen ; but a short examination sufﬁced'

- to revea)/the fact that life was not extinet.
1th his remaining arm Joe tried to raise him to an
erect position, but, finding the effort fruitless, started

in search of help. In a thicket of evergreens, but a

few rods distant, he stumbled upon what seemed to -

promise some prospect for the aid he sought. ‘
“Arrah! be jabbers! syre, an it’s no -good ’twould

be doin’ yerself, or the cause, to murther a man that’s

been dead four hours. 'What is it ye wants now ?”
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« Get up!”

“QOch, now! how d’ye & pose I can be dom that
sgme, when I've siven bullets lodged inside of me, and
my brains seattered all around here?”

“Hold your tongue, and obey orders, og-I'll give
you another that will scatter the whole seven. t up,
Isay!” ' V |
© “Sure, and I can’t do that; 1f' it’s convament for yer
honor to pass along, and let a bleeding comrade die in-
pace; d be much obliged for that same.” '

- “Dry up, you blubbering spalpeen ; there’s a doctor .
close, by that’s wounded, and I want you to help me
. move him, so stir yourself.” , |

* And if he’s wounded, and kilt, and dyin’, 1nt1rely,

isn’t it more comfortable like he’d be to lave him there?

O, now will ye murther me in cowld blood?” for Joe

was making a pretence of rapid preparatlon to execute

his threat. “Lord, I'll get up, if it's only the stump
of Dagon that’s left of me, if ye'll put that out of

. SIght |

“Be lively about it ; if you are not on your feet and
over there, where you see that tree standmg apart from
the others, in just two minutes, you are a dead man 1”

" Driven to the wall, Pat sprang to his feet.
“ And it’s ivery tree in old Virginny I'll stand under
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in less time than it takes yer honor to tell it, when its
a dacent man like yerself axes me, What shall- Ido
to the likes of him? Now, sure he’s a born gintlemran
to the backbone. Where’ll I take howld of him first?”

“ Careful — be careful! We must carry him back

a piece; tﬁere’s‘a‘. hospital-fent’ not far away. You
shall name “your own reward, when I see him safely
deposited where he can be well taken dare of.”
“Lave me alone for that; it’s Pat Mahoney as cﬁna
carry. hini to the end of the world, and, not harm a hair
i‘den wnth hercu-
lean strength, he started forward at a rapid rate, paus-
| ing not once tlll he reached the ‘tent to which Joe led
the Wa.y, hardly able to go . a step\ f‘orward himself, the

_of his head;” and gathering up ‘his bu

pam in his arm rapidly growing’ worse,, and\ reatly !
aggravated by the task 1mposed upon him. g o

-
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CHAPTER XXVIL

< Parted friends ma,y‘me_et again
When the storms of life are past,
And the spirit, freed from pain,
Find a friendship that wifli last.

© ¢ Chyistian friends again shall meet,
From all earthly trials free.
Crowned with mercy, O, how sweet
Wili etovnal friendship bel”

I ‘OVING Aunt Mary!

As to her it was giveﬁ'to uphold for me the
burden, and point the way to the foot of the cross, 80
to her it was given to take away from my lips the cup

ere yet I had tasted half its bittetness.
‘With the simple, unwavering confidence with whlch
from infancy I had regarded Charlie, I now went to_

"ﬁ Charhes God, believing all things, hopmg all things.

A week went by, but everything went on in the old,

accustomed way. Nothing was removed from its place ;

~ indeed, I would not consent to have anything otherwise

than as he left it. The books ~— his books — all re-
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mained where he placed them ; and before his desk the

dear old chair — his "chair — now seldom vacant; for

: there I went, and in its sheltermé arms, looking back

upon the life that had crowned mine with blessings, and

forward to that other life in which now 2ll my hopes
were centred, found peace.
There I heard from Aunt Mary s lips the whole sad

story of her- early dlsappomtment and loss.

A quarter of a century had lessened not the early .
love, or rendered less sacred her vows of fidelity to him

~and his. Not less dear y was the little braided ring made
of hair, one shade dark, the other a light, golden browx‘r
and tied with a faded ribbon, on whlch was traced in
fine pencll-marks, “Piil. death do us part;” 'or the
withered lily, hoarded with other mementoes of' Sallor
Ben. . ' . :
' We were slttmg there at twﬂwht, Jennie and I, talk-
mg of the loved and. Jost, and enjoying that spiritual
communion which was another link to draw us yet
closer together, when Aunt Mary ope}ned the door, and,
~ half la.ughmg, half erying, in the exmtement of a wild,
o’ ermastering joy, laid before us the evening paper, and
 pointed out this. gingle paragraph : — '

“ We.were pleased to learn, by special despatch, to-

t
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day, that the report of the death of Dr. Chas. Wilbur,

sorgeon in the —th Massachusetts evlment was un-

true. He is now lying in one of the United States

’hospitals near Washington, convalescent. Colonel Red-

field, to whom ke is indebted for safe removal from the

field where he fell, and who was reported missing, is at™
the same place,'slowly %overing from a broken arm,

" and other wounds received in the affray before Peters-

i

burg! \ b
What need to speak of the joy no words could ex-

press?. -Charlie living! It was. as if one had been
restored from the grave. - With a hand resting upon
the head of each, Aunt Mary poured out in words the

- thﬁnksgivi‘ng with which our hearts overflowed. As in

our affliction she could weep with those who wept, so k

* in her heart she could now rejoice with those who did

rejoice. .
In presence of thxs new joy, I could not but remem-
ber that her cup still remained, thogtrh drained to the-
very dregs A mognent I hesuated before askmg the

questlon, _— .
" “VWho knows, Auntie, but your ailor may ‘come

" back, too, some time? You never had any certain

knowledge that he was Jdead.”
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“No; it was that very uncertainty that made, and

still makes, the cross so heavy If I could know the

truth 17

‘TAII things are possible to those who believe. I
shall not cease to ask Charlie’s God till we have some
assurance.” : . |

“Amen!” whispered Jennie,‘kissing- the hand that

" rested on her shoulder. “If two shall agree s
touching one thing, it shall be given.”’

~ With the same magic swiftness in which it gathered,
80, when peace was established, melted away the army,
silently as melts the snow in the April sunshine.

Ere many weeks came Charlie, not less dear because
he held a second place ; for the love of the Father, far
outreaching all, hallowed this second love, made more
sacred by its influence. ' Dear brother ‘Charlie ! I did
not, could not, love him less, only God more. - '

When every other subject was exhausfed, then he .

told me of the message with which Joe commissioned
- ‘hinﬁ — the brave colonel, whom he Ieft in the hospital,
‘not yet so far recovered as to render his removal North
practicable.

« And now,” concluded Charlie, after going over the
whole ground, * what answer?. I suppose he is waiting:
very 1mpatxent1y to-know. What do-you say?” |
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A
« 1 shall never leave you.” .
® Never, Fan? What a sister]. You would not
leave me at i;r_esent, even if you regarded his proposal
favorably. He has_yet to complete his studies ; and

five years as -a soldier have not added much to his
scholarly attainments, though they have by no means

“been lost to him. - Out with 11; all. - What new thought
strikes you now?” . :
« My lasting indebtedness to him for saving you to
3 L2
me, when otherwise you might never have returned.
= Joe asks no affection that is born of gratitude. He

bade me assure you of that. Unless you can give him

“the true, unbiassed love of your whole heart, he asks
only a continuation of the old friendly regard which has

ever existed between you.”

* I know of no love which can exceed that I bear my

brother, save my love for the Eternal; but tell him

kmdly, and assure him of my lastum' gratitude for what
has been. I could never be quite happy with any one

' Who did not share with me in a f'nture hope

/

In the early days of summer I stood up with brother

Charhe, and took upon myself the vows of' God’s
house. What need to wait longer, or what wait for ?
Walking home that quiet Sabbath afternoon, Charlie

o bt A i R R DA T
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‘took my hand, and turning the ring — his g'if't‘.bef'oré
he went away — around my finger, called my attention
to.the arrangement of the gems set round the centre
stone, and asked if I knew the signification.

| For_the&ﬁrst time’l read the meaning, — * Puriﬁed
through suffering.” i

“You remember, when I wished it on, I told you’
not to remove it till I gave you permission. My wish
is fulfilled — the fondest, dearest wish of my heart.
God be praised; my sister, that wherever we go, what-

t
ever work we may be called to perform, we have this

- 'blessed assurance that we shall meet again, — “Chris- -

tians never meet for the last time.’”

.  WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

¢ Home again! home again
From a foreign shore!
And Q, it fills my soul with joy
To meet my friends once more.”

R. KINGSLEY remgiaed at f‘lie hospital with
Joe. I inew that SMERA long shared his con-
fidence, and was not sury hat the contents of the
letter, wr*tan by ool dy dictation, should be -
duly reported ' -_ was both surprised and
angry, that Worized to interfere with
what T plaivgl : S concern of his.
1 did noigd " s afterwards the myste-
rious work NN jart.
" He a,l-éi I_ e fthan a brother’s right, to

" scold me SRREEEE. ent; but there was one.

sentenca 4NN per than ahy other, and
held it s e B remainder was lost and
forgotten. § s v

Chaﬂié' - answer verbatim, repeat-
ol =
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ing my declaration, that “1 could never be happy with

any one who did not share with me in a future hope.”

Mr. Kingsley to_uched but briefly on that point, but |

the words, though few, were a two-edged sword to my
conscience. |
~ “Let the “elect,’ who look down from their 'high
pedestal upon those who walk in darkness, without
) the fold, remember how many, if any, they have caused
to stumble, who otherwise might be partakers in the
same blessed hope!” . o L |
It was bitterly sarcastic. I could fancy the very ex~
pression into which his features were knit while he
penned the lines. He was walkmo' in darkness, and

T had stood in the way! Not till afterwards, when I

came to know how different from a brother’s the placé
he held in my heart, did I suffer the full measure of
grief for my sin. g

Joe made only a flying visit to Millbrook, then went
back to his studles: Mr. Kingsley left the hospital at
the same time, and as before, whenever he had means
at command to meet the necessary expense, travelled
from placé to place, still hoping that in some unlooked-
for moment he might strike upon a clew that would lead

to the discovery of his sister.

It was midwinter, and we had seen nothing of him; .
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only an occasional letter to Charlie informed us of his
movements, and those were brief and hurriedly written.
The 15th of January was at hand — the anniversary

of the evening on which we stood beneath the cedars,

~and mutually pledged to meet each other there again

ten years later.

At an early hour Jennie and I started for the lake,
first gaining a prémise from ' Charlie that he would fol--
low soon. Never was there fairer sky or smoother ice.

A merry crowd was already assembled when we
reached the place; but among all the letters traced
by the skaters, we sought in vain to find the initials
of Mr. Kingsley. The bright fire, kindled ‘early in
the evening, midway between the bridge and island, |
was burning low, when a race was proposed‘; and

gathering in a half-circle about it, we waited to hear

the signal for starting.

*To what point?” was asked.
“Round the Cedars, and back to the bridge ! ”.
shouted one. - '
* Not half far enough I ” rephed a second.
o Down to the mill and back !” echoed a third.
*Down to Cedarville to meet the eight o'clock ex-
press train ; it is due there in just tweilty minutes,”
*To Cedarville — one, two — forward.”
‘16
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Away we went, faster and faster | It seemed as if the
ice was flying ‘back under our feet. At the end of our

race we waited some minutes to hear the shrill whistle .

of the locomotive; and when the long train came
thunderirig  through the village, and halted at the

station, but a few Tods distant, we were impatiently

waiting the return signal from our leader.
Charlie had been detained at home longer than we
“hoped, and when we. started for the village, had not
made his appearance on.the ice, which added not a
little to our impatience.
Jennie and I were some distance in advance of’ the
‘others, when we notlced orfe of the skaters, a little apart
from the main party, start forward at a rapid rate, in a

“direct line towards the Cedars. In the deep shadows

- of the trees that skirted the shore we could only dis- -
tinguish the outline ; but simultaneously with his sudden

movement, we doubled our speed in the- endeavor to
reach the spot before him. It was an equal warfare.
At the same time we came around the island on one
~ gide be made his appearance on the other, and whirl-
ing suddenly about, cut-the initials of his name directly

beneath ours, then, with a masterly stroke, enclosed them

all in a circle, and halting before ‘us, extended a hand.

[ . . )
‘to each before we conld recover from our surprise.
o

-

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT. | 243

- " Better late than never! I hardly expected to find
such an escort when I stepped from the train at Cedar-

“ville. How are you both, and where is Charlie?. I did -

not recognize him among the number.”

“So you remembered the date. We were not ex- -

" pecting to see you here.”

et - " -
Not expecting me? The promises T make are too

few to be treated lightly. I never break an engage-

ment. You two were the first I recogmzed when I
stepped upon the ice. I kept in the shadows purpose-

‘ly, intending to reach this spof before you. Let us sce

if' the old tree is true to memory also. We shall find .
the present date cut in the bark, if that has changed as
little as the other surroundings.” .

" “Yes, here it is!” rephed Jennie. “I can hardly

‘realize that half ten years have gome by since you cut
those letters.” ‘

“ Or since we came in such ﬁne style to Aunt Mary’s, -
and waited outside for brother Charlie.” ‘

*Or your sudden escapade,” retorted Mr. Kingsley,
with a merry laugh., “I had half a mind to interfere,

.at that time, in your behalf, but you seemed fully com-

petent to fight it out on that line.”

“ 8o you listened — did you? Strange how some peo-

ple always manage to be where they are most needed !

L}
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He lauohed aoam, whlch 4nnoyed and angered me
still more. T ' .

“ Beg pardon, Fan; don’t let us have a repetition of'
.the same scene. I feel hardly competent to sustain my:,
part in the drama, having fasted since eight o’clock this
_morning. - I ‘w_as“dbliged to ride all day to get here this
eveﬁing. Let us go around on the other side, and seo
if the pairty‘ are coming ; they seem in no haste to ‘get.
.- back. That old house bearsthe marks of half’ a score.
Where's Aunt Mary?”.

“ With us. She is a permanent fixture there, and the

old lady, too. Charlie has offered them a home as long
as they choose to remain. We could hardly spare Aunt

Mary now, after having her under our roof so long.”

- And Aunt Martha, too. I can imagine you as kind-

ly affectioned towards each other as two thistles.”
“Mr. Kingsley, I know I fall very far short of the
mark for which I strive, that I waver often and often;

but my daily prayer is for grace and patience.” His

words wounded this time, for I remembered how very

easily I-had yielded to my besetting sin, and for the
merest triffe. o .
He took my hand a moment, then put it down again
“gently. 1 understood better than- if he had used
wqrds to Qexpré'ss his. sorrow for having tempted me

e 7

to anger.
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W Call me Wlll please, as you used else I shall feel

" stranorer in all the home.I know. :

“ There is a home attainable to all, where none can

feel strangers. May we both find a place there, brother

Will.”
Jennie had skated around to the 0pp051te side of the
island from the place whete we first met, and now called |

us to interpret what sho had found. .
“It is a date five years later than the present time
cut in this tree, and underneath are several letters, one

* below the other. What do you make of it?”

«J. N. and R., Wlth part of another letter, which
looks, as far as it goes, like the one above it, It

. seems, at first sight, as if the engraver changed his

or her mind, and leaving the letter mcomplete,
branched off without any definite plan. Can you

solve it, Fan?”
“No ; I know of no person whose name corresponds

- with those imitials.”

“They seem to be arranged, these letters, as if to -

designate three individuals, instead of one,” said Mr.

Kingsley, after making a more careful examination than

at first; “and that last, if you look at it clo&.e]y, you
will find it takes a more definite form. Look again.”
. *0, Isee!” exclaimed Jennie; “that is a stalk of




246 UNDER THE CEDARS, OR -

* rye, springing out from the unfinished letter, with the

top waving over the others. .f{fhe‘ letter pdrtly made -

must be an R also. Did you trace out the same re-
- semblance?” | ' |
“Yes; it must have been done a long time, _]udgmg

from the looks. Perhaps we shall find something more.

This little place seems a museum of curiosity. We

might as well make the entire circuit. You didn’t tell -

“me whether the doctor came with you.”

“The doctor can speak for himself.” Charli¢ came
fh time to answer the question. * * Really this is a most
happy surprise! "I should have come earlier, but was
called away; and 'w%ién I got back, I found a stranger
““there, whom I hardly felt justified in leaving -even long
“enough to fulfil my promise to come and see these girls
safely home. . I've redeemed my reputation, and if
you've skated enough for one evening, and made as
inﬁny pothooks and trammels on the ice as you wish,
we will get our faces homeward, I left Aunt. Mary
preparing tea for our visitor, and must get back in time
to do the honors devolving upon the host.”

“I have considered myself on the borders of staﬁ'a—
tion the last three hours,” replied Mr, Kingsley; *and
if a-hungrier than I has arrived at your board, I shall

need no further urging than the necessity of looking' to -

my own interests. Come, Fan, we will lead off.”
‘ oLs. : _

WHAT THE YEARS BROUGHT. 247

Our ﬁoisj gayety, when we reached the house, could

not exceed the no less demonstrative joy within.

" In the dining-room we found Aunt Mary doing all
tﬁe honors at the tabie,- and the dark face of the étra.nger <
opposite, tanned and sunburnt by thirty years’ exposure -
upon the ocean, in every wind and clime. . Ah! we had

no need to ask who was the stranger, for at first glance

we knew it was no other than * Sailor Ben.” The two "

were not alone, - Poor old Aunt Martha, after the first
look at her boy, would not consent to have him out of
sight for an instant; and so he had taken her, like -
a baby, in his érms, brought her doﬁ*r{ stairs, and
placed her in Charlie’s chair, which Aunt Mary had
wheeled out of the office and arranged for her op-

posite him.

Not till a late hour could they coax her to go back

to her room ; and when, overcome by excitement and
weariness, she fell asleep, Aunt Mary stole softly back

~ to the side of Ben

" The clock was tolling the hour of midnight when
Charlie - drew forth from his desk the package in-
trusted to him years .before by Captain Grey, and
unfolding the papers, read aloud-

“UncLE ‘JAack’s CONFESSION.”
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- CHAPTER XXIX.

b Jennie kissed me when wo met, .
Jumping from the chair she sat in.
Time, you thief, who love to get
Sweets into your list; put that in.
Say I'm weary, say 'm sad,
Say that health and wealth have missed me,
" Say, I'm growing old, but add,
- Jennie kissed mel” '

“SOMETHING, tells me that what I do must be
done quickly. I hear it whispered continually.

‘Whether or not this which I am about to write will ever

be seen or read by mortal man, God only knows.

The age-of miracles is not past; stranger things have

Jliappened; and if Ben Howard still lives, and shonld

make this port, I could not rest in my grave if this
secret, which haunts me, were buried with me. God
knows I meant him no harm; buf we loved the same
woman ; he witli-the %‘rank, boyish confidence which
fears no denial, sees no shadows, and I with the fierce,
passionate love which is the fountain of jealousy -and

the parent of despair.. -
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| ® Could I stand idly by and see him win the prize for

I)vlnch I would w1111n0'1) have bartered my soul? I

believe he never knew that I cherished for her more

than a friendly regard. He made me his confidant in

everything, and through all looked to me as his most

* trustworthy friend.

.“The secret hope of years became a firm resolve,
when the. Sea-foam, of which I was master, left' port,
bound for England, with Ben as first mate. It was to
be his last voyage,‘ and everything was arranged for the
wedding to take place immediately after his return.

“The house was made ready for occupancy,-;-]zz'é
house, — for I solemnly swear that the cottage now, oc-
cupied by James Brown was bought and paid for by -
Ben, the money for the same counted out, and paid
over to’ Joshua Ring in my presence, and the .deed
written and signed by him and his wife, which deed

" Ben gave me to read, and left in the hands of the

squire, with other papers, avhen he sailed. To save
this property for those to whom it justly belonged, I be-

came the pmchaser, consenting to make of myself a

,cloak for his mlqulty, not for the greed of gain, but as’’

the price of my own sin.
“1 need not repeat the series of falsehoods, the deceit
and hypocrisy, which I brought to my aid. Suffice it
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to say, I gained my point, and within one }onth fromr™

the time we entered the harbor, which was dur destina-

tion, had the pleasure of seeing Ben sail therefrom as .

‘aster 'of an East' India merchantman, bound for a
three years’ cruise. The letters intrusted to me for hlS

Mary were secretly opened and destroyed.

* Elated with the success of my move in the game, T

visited her immediately after my return, and proceeded,
though with great caution, to make the second. I had

no fears that any letters Ben mirrhé mail would find

. their way beyond the post-office box while Squire Ring

held the keys, and so long as she received no tidings

from him; any letters mailed by her would stand but
small chance of reaching him. . * "

® Within five years, in a foreign port, 1 had the satis-
faction of seeing him imarried to a widow with two
chlldlen, after an acquaintance of less than six weeks,
this being another result of my artful duplicity, He
married her with the firm belief that she whom he first
loved, and who, I believe,A was even then no less dear

than ever, was false.

“This lady, the widow of a sea captain;*had known

no o'ther home since her childhood" than the vessel on

~ board which he became acquainted with her, it having
been commanded, successivély, by hef father, her hus-
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band, and his brother, who, at this second marriage,

-refused 'to part with -the nephew who bore his name,

and was a very picture of himself in form and feature.

““The partlng scene between this brother and his lit-

. tle sister. was the occasion of the first remorse I ex-

perienced for the part I had undertaken. It was too
late then to undo what was  accomplished ; but God

. forbid that I shall ever feel such a measure of despalr as

in that moment, when I rushed from the cabin, and leap-

ing over the gunwale, swam ashore, to escape the cries

of those children, which ring in my ears to this day.

“*We remained at anchor, side by side, through the
season following, and in early fall, when I left that.
port, sailing direct for Boston, his wife and her child
sailed with me, it being deemed advisable for her to -

. seek ‘a home there, and wait till Ben’s arrival, as he

- was 1ntend1ncr to make several stops -on the way, Wthh

“Our
series of disasters. Three dz;ys’ sail from land, Mrs.
Howard ga.ve' birth to a babe, and on the evening of -
the dé.y following we ‘consigned her -lifeless form to ‘
the watery deep. The child ‘lived in spite” of my de-

would n?cessarlly detam him: throucrh the winter.

oyage was a long and-stormy one—-a.continued

sires to the contrary; for what to. do with these two

specitens of humanity, 1eft upon my hands, was a

3
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problem I'tried in vain to solve. More than once I

took them “in ‘my arms with the intention of throwmcr-
_them overboard, but my courage fallgd. We landed
- at midnight, and taking the little girl from her couch,

without di:sturbing her sltmbers, I carried her, on shore,
and deposited her at some ’distance from the wharf, in a
place where she would not fail of being early discovered.

“My only sister was at that time living in the city,
and thither I bent my steps. I found her in the wild
abandonment of her first great: sorrow, weeping over
~ the inanimate form of her first born, who opened his
eyes but once on earth, then closed them again forever.
She was alone, her husband being absent on business
in another state. Instantly my resolve was taken. Two

hours later her arms enfolded another tiny form, and

‘warm lips nestled at the fountain of life and love.  For-

me she carried this terrible seelet, till the burden
crushed hker to the earth, The burden is mine alone

henceforward, for how shall he, her husband, know of g

the litﬂe one who camewand went in his abserice, to

“make a place for this liis foster child. = .

* “0, Jennie, Jennie! has the thought never come to
you, that she whom you first called mother was not
she who gave you birth, and that upon him whom you.
know only as father you have no claim ?”

I ‘.‘
. . L] . L] LA i /

-

1
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Charlie paused to recover from the emotion he could
not control, and with a.ery of joy, Mr. Kingsley sprang
to ;J ennie’s sxde, and clasped her in his arms. '

ﬁ My mster‘ my sister! speak to me. The mother-
Wth; bore you was my mother also.” Ile folded her in

one long emibrace, then led her across the 1oom, and

\_ ¢lasping the sailor’s hands, exclalmed —

« Sallor Ben, I may call’ you father hﬁncpforwa,rd
she is my half-sister and your child !”

Slttlncr between these two, neither of whom would’
let her go, by and by she motmned to Charlie, who
cont(ﬁued e ‘

" T gaw Ben but once afterwards. The letfer I rriailed
to him after my arrival in Boston reached him ‘in time -
to prevent his sallmg to America. It informed him of

the decease of his wife at sca, and that his step-daugh-

" ter was well provided for. Of the babe, his child,

he knew nothing, and to this day, if living, he is
ignorant that such a one exists. i |

“Years after I met him on the coast of Australia.,
We spent a day together. How little he dreamed,
when he clasped my hand ‘at parting, that all of bitter-
ness which had been his in life was dealt out to him
by his professed firiend! A score of times be has re-

. called the day when, at the risk of my life, I leaped
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overboard, and saved him from drowning, sounding my

_praises till it seemed as if a mountain weight rested on

my guilty soul. Yes, I saved 'him_,/ not for his sake,

but to save myself from the brand of a murdéreré for
my hand stranded the rope which broke with his welo‘bt
when he fell into the sea. ' .
~ *Such is the record of my life. I have staked every-
thing, my peace of mind, even my soul, to gain the

" love of one whio is as far above and beyond me as the

“heavens from the earth — and_ Iost With, h:s chﬂd be-

fore me, a daily reminder of my sin, how can I ever

hope to find peace? Once I thought ihe worst was

over; I fancied I was forgetting; and then je came —
her son! Another thought haunts me — thé possibility
that, some time in the future, unconscions of the tfie of
blood, they may — this brother and sister — come to

ve each other. I try to banish this foolish whim,

born of a guilty conscience; but it haunts me still.  If

. I could see her the wife of another, so that this 'inight' ‘

not be, how the load would be lifted ! If death were
an cndless sleep, how welcome !

Charlie folded the paper in silence, and laid it back
in his desk,

To Jennie these last words were a key to that mys-
tery which she had tried in vain to explain even to
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herself, It was a relefase from the vow that bound
her. -

Tn bis last moments, Usicle Jack, burdened with this
terriblé thought, had, in a moment of sanity, begged
her to promise him that she would in no case consent
to a union with any one. .

“Tell me why, Uncle Jack. I have never thought
of marriage but in the abstractﬁ am contented with

the life in which God has placed me; but I 1i}vould not

willingly bind "myself to such -a promise without some

-~ reason.”

“I cannot tell you why. Only promise — promise !

quick ! while I can hear you. My brain is in a whirl —”

" Dear uncle, try to calm yourself. There can be no
occasion for this excitement.” o -

“Will you promise, child? Give me one moment
of peace, Whlch is all I have any hope. for, either here
or hereaf’ter only say yes, and if ever the time comes |
when th;s I cannot'explain is revealed to you, you are
free from the obligation. You will understand it, and
why I urge you, and what I fear for you, if ever the
time does corpe

“I promise, Uncle J ack ”

' She did understand. Like a flash it dawned upon

‘her when the Jast sentence was read. The great gulf

P
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‘which had for years separated her from the only one

whom she could ever love, might be safely bridged

over, Hers was the task,

An instant she toyed with thé Ting, that still held 1ts '

place, the emblem of a mutual confidence. Her wo-
manly pride assured her she could trust him still.

The folded manuscript was replaced in the desk, and
Charhe turned about to resume his seat. At the same in~

stant Jennie rose from hers. Casting upon him a look

of unutterable love and confidence, she slipped the ring.

_back to its old place, and ~1:eaching out her hands, took
a step f'orwai-d ~ More than half -way he met her, and,
: foldmg her to his great manly heart, whlspered —

* Mine always, Jennie. Thank God that I have

.

lived to see this blessed hour.”
A few whispered words were exchanged between
them, then Charlie.led her to her father. °

“Captain Howard, am I selfish to ask you to give . -
her to me so soon? & wait but for your consent and

blegsing ; her heart, I know, has long been mine.”
Without a word Sailor Ben rose to his feet, “and

~ placing Jennie’s hand in that of brother Charlie, kissed
his child for the first time. :

- Her father’s first kiss| To her it was a silent bene-

L 4

diction.

P

. B ' .
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CHAPTER XXX,

¢t Fair young Hannah
Ben, the sunburnt sailor, gayly woos.
'.[';311 and clever, L
For a willing heart and hand he snes.

And the skies are all aglow,
And the waves are laughmg sol

For her wedding
Hannah leaves her window a._nd her shoes.”

“0Of all sad words of tongue or pen,
The saddest are these; ¢ It might have been.’”

# Ah, well! for us all some sweet hope lies
Deepiy hidden from human ¢yes!

* Andin the Hereafter angels may
Roll the stone from its grave away.”

YEAR and more has passed away since the ar-
: rival of Sailor Ben to his native village. |
In the cottage we find him with Aunt Mary and the
aged grandmother, who, since her boy hag come bmk,
seems to have taken a new lease of life.
Mrs. Brown has obtained her long-chenshed wmh,
17 :
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and the family have moved to a heme of their own, in
the immediate vicinity of her fathen at Cedarville —
a home purchased by Sailor Ben, and given them by
him in consideration of services rendered to his child,
~Between them all the most kindly feeling exists. The

ties of childhood, growing with her growth, can never

be severed by Jennie, because of the knowledge that

. the tie of blood is wanting ; and though another claims
‘and receives from her a daughter’s love, she will never
know him otherwise than father whom she has called
by that name ever smce her infant lips ﬁrst learned to
frame the word. ' h

Dear sister Jennie!  None the dearer — for that can
" pever be-—because Charlie has given me the right to
call her by that title. ‘ ‘

. When at the twilight hour he turns hls face home-
ward, he finds two waiting his coming in the old arm-
" chair; for Jennie claims an equal right with me in
- this long-established custom of the household. Why
- not? And yet that hour brings with it sad memories at
" times. Her heart will cry out for the sister never
seen, whom she- knows oniy by name, and for the
brother, who, with the few additional links which
“Uncle Jack’s confession ” added to the scanty knowl-
edge concerning her, turned - directly away from Mill-

brook
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What need to ‘foilow him in the fruitless - search
through long months and'yéars? |

* Will he never be satisfied?” The oft-repeated ques-
tion became household words.

For the twentieth time Jennie asked me, when we
sat one evening in the office, watching the glowing -
coals in the open grate, — , '

* Do you think he will ever come home, Fanme? It
seems like distrusting Providence to continue the
gearch in this manhet, " *Can we not‘ leave her in the"
hands of God?” I asked him in my last letter ; and hear
his answer : *If you can leave her thus, thank your

God for giving you such confidence; I have no God

to leave her with.” O, Fan, must this always be so?

God only knows how dear he has become to me; and
may not the prayers of two which agree be answered
in his salvation? It may be selfish in me; but O, I
miss him §0 much, and ldng to see him back ! ”

And long to see him back! The words found a re-
spoﬁsive echo. Not till that moment, when I stood
face to face with my own heart, did I learn whose was
the hand that had po‘iver to sweep at wilk my heart~
strings, and waken melody at its sllghtest. touch.

Without daring even to speak I kissed her cheek,
then hastily retreated to my chamber. For what? To
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meet the self-reproach, the remorse of' a newly awak- .
ened conscience, to crouch down in utter confusion
and shame before this knowledge, that all unconsclously

.y heart had flowed out towards another, unasked and

“

CHAPTER XXXI.

unsought! Well might I watch and pray through the
long, long night, finding another idol on the shrine ;
where my heart was fain to worship. Dearer now N | There shall be light at éventide.”

_ than life was the sou] of this one, in whose path I had s But thero is a streqm with gr‘,m" dor flow
[y bl

been a Btumblln wblock when he would have led me . ‘ And a dearer, sweeter song; ‘
And lovers shall cross to a different school,
And help each other along!”

}

with him to the mgdom.

No shadowy circle about the eyes, no ,Iiggnid motion, : | ‘
betrayed my vigilant Watch next morning when we OME with me once more to brother Charlie’s
gathered at the breakfast table. The heart t_hat knew‘ office, and see What changes time has wrought.
its own bitterness none but God saw. To him I went I It is the 15th of January, and the day makes me

- with this new burden, believing ; and though until the | thlrty .

‘eleventh hour the answer might tarry, my faith could i - Do you know whose is that child, half buried among
not waver. R : o , §- , the books her mischievous fingers have spent an hour

| | | " :ln piling around her? ‘

Roguish little Fan, a very edltlon, they say, of the

auntie whose name she bears ; but the hand that guides

" her will deal not less tenderly, or less firmly; than in
the years gone by; for the love that Charlie bears his
first born cannot be less than the love which watched
over and guarded from infancy his mother’s child.

A step is in.the"éntry, a hand npon the door, émd :
\
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puahihg with all her little strength against the breast-

work that encircles her, the structure yields to her

touch, and through the path thus made she rushes in
- eager haste to meet her father, who pauses in silence
to recrard'this new freak of mischief.

Nothmcr daunted, she reaches both hands upward
and a clnldlsh voice says, — ‘

“Don’t scold doctor. Auntie says my nose is broken

in two places; and I've looked all your ‘me’cine books

way through, and they ain’t mothin’ in the whole of ’em
to mend .it. Now, papa, please carry me up stairs to
-gee the babies.”

“Not yet; see what a lot of work nust be done

ﬁrst,” peinting to the books, scattered about the ﬂoor.
© * Auntie can fix ’ em!” :
“ Auntie didn’t put them there!” and sitting down

quietly in his chair, he-waits while she picks them up,

~ one by one, and returns them to the places from which
ghe removed them. ,

* Now, doctor, Fan is ready. Did God give the
_babies .to mamma?” ‘
“Yes, darling 1” |

“ Will he care if I give auntie one? for mamma can’t
take eare of two; and you have got me, you know.”

" We will sce what mamma says about that.”

A

o w
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Sitting by Jennie’s s1de, with his llttle glrl in his lap, ’
Charlie. read the letter which the evening mail brought

i . ‘
from | Mr. Kingsley.

MY DEAR SiSTER: "I am -coming home. When
this letter reaches you, I shall be in ‘New York. The

“steander in which I am to take passage leaves Liver-

pool to-morrow. In a few weeks, at the longest, I
shall be in Millbrook, with the dear friends from whom
I have been parted so lonO'

" The toils of all these years have been in vain, in
that nothing has led to the discovery of her for whom
the sacrifice has been made. No, not all vain for I.

have found The Friend, and like you, am now con-

" tent to leave her in his hands. If not here, in the,l

- Great Hereafter, we may hope to meet an unbroken -

family. -

I do not give up the hope of some time ﬁndmg her _

in this world; but I can wait God’s time and way.. I

shall make my home with you, and share-with Charhe
in the labors incident to his extensive practlce.
A folded paper, enclosed in the same envelope(, fell to
the floor while he was reading, bewmng my name.
Sltmng in my room, I have read and re-read its con-
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tents. My priyers have not been in vain. Asit was,,
once mine to stand in the Wéy, now it has been given

me to be the instrument in God’s hand for his’ conver-
sion. les, he 1is commcr home, in a few hours, at
Iongest, he will be with us. I may not repeat’ all hisi
words, -traced ﬁpon the closely-filled sheet ; only this
single paragraph, pencilled upon the margin at the
post-office, the last moment before it left his hand.

. * . [

“X leave here to-morrow morning, hoping to catch
the night express, which is due at Cedarville at eight
o’clock. If the lake is frozen, I shall take the old route.
Meet me at the Cedars, and learn from your old teach-

er one more lesson. Au revoir.”"

The shadows of night haye fallen; the shrill whistle

of the coming train sounds afar; and throwing aside
my pen, I hasten to the lake Jto repeat the lesson he has
asked me to come and learn, and bid him welcome

“home again mjr Teacher, my Torment, my Theodore.




