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PREFACE,

Iv this story of Meavow Broox there is, I am aware,
nothing very startling or wonderful ; but it has the merit, at
least, of containing more truth than books of the -same
character usually possess. I'rom this, however, the reader
is not to infer that I have made myself the heroine; for
though the early home, the childhood, and childish experi-
ence of ‘“ Rosa Lee” are mostly my own—whﬂﬂ more than
one whiskered young man will lecorrmze the little girl of
thirteen, at whom he once made faces from behind his desk
as the ‘“ schoolma’am "—the similarity extends no further..

The fickle Mr. Clayton and his haughty bride, the unfor-

tunate Herbert, the disappointed Ada, the proud Southern
‘ planter, and the gentle, bright-haired Jessie, are intended to

represent different varieties of Amecrican character, and are

guch ag many of us have met in our intercourse with the
world. For my portrayals of Georgia life, T am indehted to
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" a friend, who recently spent two years in that. State, and
whose graphic deseriptions of what she there saw have been

to me of much service.
Believing that the world loves better to read of the prob-

able than of the improbable, I have tried to be aatural; and
if, by this means, but one friend is added to the number I
now possess, 1 shall feel that my labor has not been in

vain. -
- o M. J H

Bocekrorr, N. Y., 1857,
CHAFTER

1, Childhood, .
TL Thanksgiving, .
II1, Cousin Hill, .
IV. The Schoolimistress,
V. Pine HAL, . . . . .
VL Doctor Clayton's Visit, , .
VIL Dell T]lumpson‘é Party, . .
Close of Schaol in Pine Distriot,
. lI’ro an(i Con, . N . .
X, Mrs. Dr. Clayton, . » . "
XI. Boston, . . . [
XTI, Ada Montrose, , . N
XIII, ‘ The Flight, . . .
XIV. Ten Thousand Dollary,
XV. The 014 Homestead, ,
XYL “0ut West,”
XVIL The Dark lI\'Iau, .
XVIIL The Death of the Drunkara,
XIX. The Death of the Righteous,




v CONTENTS.

CHAFPTER

XX. Golng South, .
XXI. Uncle Dick, .
XXIL. Ada, . . .
XXIII, Dr. Clayton, . .
XXTV, The Crisls, . . .
XXV. The Angel of the Pines, -
XXVL Return, .
XXVIL Light, . . . .
XXVIIL The Chase, . R
XXIX, Human Nature, .
XXX. “ The Houthern Planter’s Northern Bride,”
XXXI, Sunny Bat;k, . . . . . .
XXXIL November 26th, . .

MEADOW BROOK.

CHAPTER I.

CHILDHOOD.

Far away among the New England hills stands a large,
old fashioned farm-house, around whose hearth-stone not
piany years agone, a band of merry, noisy children played,
myself .the merriest, noisicst of them all. It stood upon
an eminence overlooking a broad strip of rolling meadovw-

‘land, at the extremity of which was the old grey rock,

where the golden rod and sassafras grew, where the green

vy crept over the crumbling wall, and where, under the

shadow of the thorn-apple tree, we builf our play-hiouses,
drinking our tea from the acorn saucers, and painting our
dolls' faces with the red juice of the poke berries, which
grew there in gredt abundance.

Just opposite our house, and across the green meadow,
was a shady grove, where, in the spring-time, the singing
birds made their nests, and where, when the breath of
winter was on the snow-clad hills, Lizzie, Carrle, and I, and

our taller, stronger brothers dragged our sleds, dashing
‘ 1* 9
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swifily down the steep hill, and away over the ice-covered

valley below., Truly, ours was a joyous childhood, and

ours a happy home ; for never elsewhere fell the smmmer’s
golden sunlight so softly, and never was music sweeter than
was the murmur of the dancing water-brook whieh ran past
our door, and down the long green lane, losing itself at last
in the dim old woods, which stretched away to the west-
ward, seeming to my childish imagination the boundary
line between this world and the next.

In the deep shadow of those woods I have sat alone for
many an hour, watching the white, feathery clonds as they
glimmered through the dense foliage which hung above
my head, and musing, I scarcely knew of what. Strange
fancies filled my brain and oftentimes, as I sat there in the
hazy light of an autumnal afternoon, there came and
talked with me myriads of little people, unseen, it is true,
but still real to me, who knew and called them all by name.
There, on a mossy bank, beneath a wide-spreading grape-
vine, with the running brook at my fect, I feit the first long-
ings for fame, though I did not thug designate it then. I
only knew that I wanted a wame which should live when I
was gone—a name of which my mother should be proud.
It had been to me a day of pecunliar trial. At school every-
thing had gone wrong. Accidentally I had discovered that
T possessed a talent for thyming; and so, because 1 preferred
filling my slate with verses, instead of proving on if that
four times twenty were eighty, and that eighty, divided by
twenty, equalled four, my teacher must needs find fault with
me, calling me *lazy,” and-compelling me to sit between
two hateful boys with warty hands, who for the remainder
of the afternoon amunsed themselves by sitting inconve-
niently near to me, and by telling me how big my eyes and
feet were, I hardly think I should now mind that mode of
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pumshment provided T could choose the Dhoys, but 1 did
then, and in the worst of humors I started for home, wheére

other annoyances awaited me. Sally, the housemaid,

scolded me for upsctting a pan of milk on lher clean pantry
slielf, calling me ‘“the carclessest young one she cver saw,” .
and predicting that ““ I'd one day come to the gallus if I
didn’s mend my ways,”

Juliet, my oldest sister, scolded me for wearing without
Lier consent her shell side-comb, which, in elimbing through
a hole in the plastering of the schoolliouse, I accidentally
broke. Grandmother scolded me for mounting to the top
of her high chest of drawers to sece what was in them » and
to crown all, when, towards sunset, T came in from a 1omp
in the barn, with my yellow hair ﬂying all over my face, my
dress burst open, my pantalet split from the top downward,
and my san-bonnet hanging down my back, my mother re-
proved me severely, telling me I was “a sight to behold.”
This was my usual style of dress, and I didnt think any one
reed interfere ; so, when she wondered if there ever was
another such child, and bade me Jook at myself in the glass,
asking if ““I didn’t think I was a beantiful object,” my heart
came up in my throat, and with the angry response that
“1 couldn’t help my Jooks—1I didn’t make myself,” I started
throngh the door, and 1'(11111111;;; down the long lane to the
grape-vie, my favorite resort, T threw myself upon the
ground, and burying my face in the tall grass, wept bit-
terly, wishing T had never been born, or, being born, that

- the ban of ugliness were not upon me.

Mother doesn’t love me, I thought—nobody loves me ;
and then I wished that I could die, for I had heard that the
first dead of a family, no matter how unprepossessing they
had been in life, were sure to be the best beloved in the
memory of the living, To die, then, that I might be loved,
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was all T asked for, as I lay there weeping alone, and thivk-
ing in my childish grief that never before was a girl, -nine
sumioers old, so. wretehed ag myself.  And then, in my ima-
gination, I went through with a mental rehearsal of Iy own
obsequies, faneying that I was dead, but still possessing the
faculty of knowing all that passed around me,
With an involuntary shudder, I crossed my hands upon-
‘my bosom, stretched my feet upon the mossy bank, and
closed my eyes to the fading sunlight, which I was never to
see again. I knew they would lay me in the parlor, and on
my forehead I felt the gentle breeze as it came through 1fhe
open window, lifting the folds of the muslin cartain wl'u(?h
shaded it. Throughout the house was a deep hush, and in
my mother’s voice there was a heartbroken tone, which I
-had never heard before, and which thrilled me with joy, for
. it said that T was loved at last. Then I thought how lonely
ﬂ " they would be as day by day went and eame, and I came no
" fiofe among them, “They will miss the little ugly face,” 1
$aid, and oni my cheek my own hot tears fell as I thought
how ' Lizzie would mourn for me in the dark night time,
Wéeﬁing thgt 1 was not by her side, but sleepi_ng in a nar-
row coffin, which T hoped would be a handsome one with
gatin hangings, as T had seen at the funeral of a rich neigh-

bor’s fair young bride. I did mot want them to strew my

pillow with roses as they did hers—for I knew they would
not accord with my thin, plain face. In the distance I
heard the sound of thie tolling bell, and T saw the subdued
expression on the faces of my school companions as they lis-
tened breathlessly, counting at last the nine quick strokes,
which would tell to a stranger that ’twas only a child who

was gone. N .
Then came the funeral, the roll of wheels, the tread of

many feet, the hum of voices, the prayer, the hymn, in which
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I longed to join, but dared not for appearances’ sake, and
then, one by one, they stole up. for a last farewell, lifting my
baby brother and bidding him look upon the sister he would
hever know save by the grassy mound where they would tell
him she was buried. T knew when Lizzie bent over me by
the convulsive sob and burning kiss which she pressed upon
my lips, and divining her inmost thoughts, I fancied she was
wishing that no harsh word had ever passed befween us.
In my heart I longed to tell her how freely T forgave her,
but ere I had time to do so, she stepped aside, while an
older, a wrinkled hand was laid upon my forehead, and my
aged grandmother murmured, “ Poor little Rosa, far better
that I should die, than that she, so young, should be laid in

- the lonesome grave.”

Instantly the dark grave loomed up before me, so dark
and dreary that I shrank from being put there. T could not
die ; [ was afraid to sleep with the silent dead. I would
far rather live, even though I lived unloved forever. And
then, softly in my ear, a spirit friend whispered, “ Be great

and geod—get to yourself a name of which they shall be

proud—make them love you for your deeds, rather than
your looks, and when, in the future, strangers shall ask con-
cerning you, ‘ Who is she ¥ let it be their pride to answer,
‘My daughter,” or ‘My sister”” Older and wiser heads
than mine wonld have said it was -Ambition, which thus

. counselled with me, but I questioned her not of her name,

I only knew that her words were sweet and soothing, and I
treasured them in my heart, pondering npon them until [
fell asleep, unconscious that the. daylight was fast declining,
and that the heavy dew was falling upon my uncovered
head.

Meantime at home many inquiries were being made con-
cerning my whereabouts, and when, at last, night came on, -
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and I was still away, my oldest brother was sent in quest
of me down the long lane where I was last seen by Lizzie,
who had attempted to follow me, but had desizted through
fear of being called a tag. 1 was just dreaming that the
trumpet of fame was sounding forth my name, when, alas !
I awoke to find it was only brother Charlie, making the
woods resound with ¢ Rosa Lee! Where are you? Why
don't you answer ?” '

Of course 1 was disappointed,—who wouldn’t he ?——and
in a fit of obstinacy 1 determined not to reply, but to make
him think T was lost—then see how he’d feel I Bat on this
point I was not to be gratified, for failing of finding me in
the lane, he made straight for the grape-vine, where he
stumbled over me as I lay, this time feigning sleep, to see
what he would do. Seizing me by the shoulder, he
exclaimed, “You are a pretty bird, scaring us ouf of a
year’s growth. Mother'll scold you well for this.”

But he was mistaken, for mother’s manner towards me
was greatly changed. The torn pantalet and the chewed
bonnet-strings were all forgotten, and in the kindest tone
she asked, * If T were not cold, and why I went to sleep on
the grass.” There were tears in my eyes, but I winked hard
~and forced them back, until Lizzie brought me a piece of
custard pie (ny special favorite) which, she said, “ she had
gaved for me, because she knew how much T loved it.”

This was too much, and sitting down in Carrie’s little’
chair, I cried alond, saying in veply to the oft-repeated
_question as to what ailed me, that 1 didn’t know, only
" I was so glad.” .

« Hystericky as a witeh,” was Sally’s characteristic com-
ment on my strange behavior, ab the same time she sug-
* gested that I be'put to bed. '

To this T made no objection, andopushing aside the pie,
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which, to Lizzie’s disappointment, T could not eat, I went to
my room, & happier, and I believe, a better girl ; so much
influence has a kind word or deed upon a desponding, sensi-
tive child, That night I was tired and restless, turning

uncasily upon my pillow, pushing Lizzie's arm from my

~ neck, beeause it kept me from breathing, and lying awake

until I heard the long clock in grandma’s room strike the
hour of twelve., Then 1 slept, but dreamed there was a
heavy pain in my head, which made me moan in my sleep,
an(d. that mother, attracted by the sound, came to my side

feeling my pulse, and saying, ‘ What ails you, LRosa ?’;
“There was nothing afled me,” 1 said ; but in the morning
when T awoke, the pain was still there, though I would not
acknowledge it, for scarcely anything could tempt me to
stay away from school ; so at the usuwal hour 1 started, hut
the road was long and weariseme, and twice I sat dmx:n to
rest, leaning my forehead upon the handle of my dinner-
basket, and wondering why the smell of its contents made
sme so sick. Arrived at school, everything seemed strange

and when Maria, the girl who shared my desk, produced a,,
love-letter from Tom Jenkins, which she had ;’ound on my
side of the desk, and in which he made a formal offer og

_ himself, .frecks and all, I did not even smile. Taking my
“book, T attempted to stady, but the words ran togethe: the

objects in the room chased each other in circles, the little
Abecedarian, shouting the alphabet at the top of',his voice
sounded like distant thunder, and when at last the teachel"
called for our class in * Colburn,” she secemed to be & great
way off, while between her and me was a gathering dari{-
ness which soon shut out every object from my view.c

For a few moments all was confusion, and when at last
my faculties returned I wag lying on the recitation bench
my head resting in the teacher’s lap, while my hair a-mi
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' dress were so wet that I fancied I'd been ont in a drenching
shower. Tverybody was so kind and spoke so softly to me
that, with a vague impression that something had happened,
1 began to cry. Just then, father, who had been sent for,
appeared, and taking me in his arms, started for home,
while Lizzie followed with the basket and my sunbonnet,
which looked sorry and drooping like its owner. At the
door father asked of mother, who met us, © Where shall T
put her ?” but ere she could reply, I said, *On grand-
mothet’s bed.” ' : ‘
And there, among the soft pillows and snowy litien on
which T had often looked with almost envious eyes, and -
whieh now seemed so much to rest me, I was laid. Of the
weary weeks which followed, T have only a confused recol-
lection. T konow that the room was darkened as far as pos-
sible, and that hefore the window at the foot of the bed,
grandma’s black shawl was hung, one cornér being oceca-
sionally pinned back when more light was needed. After
o while it seemed to me that it was Lizzle, instead - of
myself who was sick, and the physician said sbe had a fever,
which had been long coming on, but was undoubtedly
hastened by her sleeping on the wet grass in the night.
And so we all trod softly about the house, spealing in
whispers, and lifting the door-latches carefully, while Lizzie,
. with my eap and night dress om, lay all day long in bed,
never speaking, never moving, except when the long clock
in the corner struck off the hour ; then she would moan as
if in pain, and once when somebody, who locked like Lizzie,
put was still I, Rosa, stole on tiptoe to her side, with &
hougquet of flowers, which Maria had brought, she put her
arms around my neck, and pointing to the clock, whispered,
“Tt keeps saying °She’s dead’ l— She’s dead ’-—She’s
dead ! Won't you tell it to be still ?” '

T A b et A2
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Then we knew that it disturbed her, and so the old clock
was stopped, & thing which grandma =aid ¢ had not been in
fifty odd years,” except the time when grandpa died, and

. then, with the going out of his life, the clock. itself ran

down. All the night through tha lamp burned upon the
table where steod the vials, the Dover powders, and the
cups, while Lizzie, with her great blue eyes so Iiluch like
mine, wide open, lay watching the flickering shadows on the
j«mll, counting the flowers on the paper bordering, wonder-
ing if therc ever were blue roses, and thinking if there were
ihat they must smell as the dinner did beneath the chestnut
ree. ‘ '
At last, when the family were wearied out with watching
the neighbors were called in, and among them our schO(;Dl:
teacher, who seemed to tread on air, so light and noiseless
were Ler footsteps ; and Lizzie, when she saw how kind she
was, wondered she had not loved her better, Then came
other watchers equally kind with Miss Phillips, but
p’os-sessing far -less tact for nursing ; and even now I I;ave a
vivid remembrance of their annoying attempts “to fix me
so I'd be more comfortable.” Was I lying in a position
satisfactory to myself, I must be lifted up, my.pilows
shalken, turned over, and my head placed so high that my
chin alinost touched my chest. Did T fall into a little doze
I mqst rouse up to tell whether I were asleep or not anc{
did I get into a sound slumber, I must surely wake en,dutrh'
to sdy whether I wanted anything, i
Again, I fancied that another beside Lizzie was sick
for in mother’s room, contignous to mine, there was a lovs;
hum of voiees, agoing in and out, a careful shﬁfting of the
door, and gradually I got the impression that Jamie, my
beautiful baby brother, was connected with all this, f’of'I
heard them talk of scarlet fever, and it’s going hard with
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him. But I bhad no desive or power to ask the why or
wherefore ; and. so time wore on, until there came a day
when it seemed that the reverie beneath.the grape-vine was
coming true. There was the same roll of wheels, the tread
of many feet, and through the closed doors 1 heard a mours-
ful strain, sung by trembling voices, while from afar, I
caught the notes of a tolling bell. I was much alone th‘lb
day, and once, for more than an h(}ur there was no one
. with me excepting grandma, who frequently removed her
spectacles to wipe the moisture which gathered upon ther.
From that day I grew worse, and they sent to Spencer
for Dr. Lamb, who, together with Dr. Griffin, held a
council over me, and said that T must die. T saw mother
when they told her. She was standing by the window, from
which the black shawl had been removed, for nothing
disturbed the little girl now, and the window was wide
open, so that the sumumer air might cool the burning head,
from which the matted yellow hair had all been shorn.
She turned pale as death, apd with a cry of anguish, pressed
her hand upon her side ; but she did not weep. I'wondered
at it then, and thought she cared less than Lizzle, who sat
at the foot of the bed, sobbing so loudly that the fever

burned more fiercely in my veins, and the physician said

it must not be ; she must leave the room, or keep quiet.
It was Monday, and a fow hours afterward, as Sally
was passing the door, grandma handed  ler my dirty,

crumpled sun-bonnet, bidding her wash it and put it away..
Sally’s voice trembled as she replied, “ No, no, leave it as .

it is, for when she’s gone, nothing will look so much like
her as that jammed bonnet with its chewed up strings.”

A gush of tears was grandma’s only answer, and after I
got well, 1 found the bonnet earefully rolled up in a sheet
of clean white paper and laid away in Sally’s drawcr.

CGHILDHOOD, 19

There were days and nights of eatire mconscionsnéss, and
then with the vague, misty feeling of vne awakening from
a long, disturbed sleep; T awoke again to life and reason. The-
windows of my rooml were closed ; but without, T heard the
patter of the September rain, and the sound of the antumnal
wind as it swept past the house. Gathered at my side
were my father, mother, brothers, sisters, grandmother ;
and all, as my eye rested upon their faces, I' thought,
were paler and more careworn than when I last looked
upon them, Something, too, in their dress disturbed me ;
but, before I could speak, a voice which I knew to be Dr.
Griffin’s, said “ She is better—-she will live.”

. From my mother’s lips there broke another ery—not like
that which I had heard when they told her 1 must die—
but a cry of joy, and then she fell fainting in my father’s °
arms. 1 never doubted her love for me again, but in bitter-
ness of spirit, I have many a time wept tlmt I ever dis-
trusted her, my blessed mother.

The fourth day after the crisis I was alone with Lizzie,
whom, for a long time, T importaned to give me a mirror that
I might see myself once more. Yielding at length to my
entreaties, she handed me a small looking-glass, & wedding
gift to my grandmother, and with the consoling remark,
that “ I wouldn’t always look so,” awaited the result. T am
older than I was then, but even now 1 eannot repress a
smile as I bring before my mind the shorn head, the wasted

 face with high cheek-bones, and the big blue eyes, in which

there was a look of “crazy Sal,” which met my view. With

" the angry ex¢lamation, ““ They’ll hate me worse than cver,

I'm so ugly,” T dashed the mirror upon the Hloor, break-
ing it in a thousand pieces. Lizzie knew what L weant,
and twining her arms about my ueck, she said, “Don’b
talk so, Rosa ; we love you dearly, and it almost killed us
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when we thought you couldn’t live. You know big men
never cry, and pa the least of all. Why, he didn’t shed a
tear when Jit 7 ——— -

Here she stopped suddenly, as if on a forbidden subjeet,
‘but soon resuming the conversation, she continued, “B'ut
the day Dr. Lamb was here and told us you would die,
he was out under the cherry tree by our play-house, and
when Carrie asked him if yowd never play there any more,
he didn’t answer, but tarned hisface towards the barn, and
cried so hard and so loud, that grandma came out and
pitied him, smoothing his hair just like he was a little bq?f.
Brother Charlie, too, lay right down in the grass, and said
“ he'd give everything he’d got if he’d never called you
‘bung-eyed,’ nor madé fan of you, for he loved you best
of all. Then there was poor Jamie kept calling f(_)r‘
‘Yosa’?

Here Lizzie broke down entirely, saying, “I can’t tell
you any more, don’t agk me.” o

Suddenly it occnrred to me that I had neither scen nor
heard little Jamie, the youngest of us all, the pet and
darling of our household. Rapidly my thOug?lts traverse’d;
the past, and in a moment I saw it all. “Jamie was dead..
1 did not need that Lizzie should tell me so. I knew it
was true, and when the first great shock was over, I ques-

tioned her of his degth, how and when it occurred. It

- seems that 1 was at first taken with scarlet fever, WhiC]:l
soon assnmed another form, but not wntil it had communi-
. eated itself to Jamie, who, after a few dayy’ suffering, had
died. T had ever been his favorite, and to the last he hafl
called for me to come ; my grandmother, with the supersti-
tion natural to her age, construing it into an omen that 1
was soon to follow him. ) ,
Desolate and dreary secwmed the house ; and when I was
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able fo go from room to room, oh | how my heart ached as
1 missed the prattle of our baby-boy. Away to the garret,
where no one could see it, they had’ carried his empty
cradle, but I sought it out ; and as I thought of the soft,
brown curls I had so often seen resting there, and would

- mever see again, I sat down by its side and wept most

bitterly. The withered, yellow leaves of autumn were
falling upon his grave ere I wag able to visit it, and at its
head stood a simple stone, on which was inscribed, * Qur
Jamie.” As I leancd against the cold marble, and in fancy
saw by its side—what had well-nigh heen—another mound,
and another stone, bearing upon it the name of ‘ Rosa,”

.1 involuntarily shuddered ; while from my heart there went.
- up a silent thanksgiving, that. God, in his wise Providence,

had ordered it otherwise.

From that sickness I date a more healthful state of mind
and feeling, and though I still shrunk from any allusion to
my personal appearance, I never again doubted the love.

. of those who had manifested so mmch solicitude for ne

when ill, and who watched over me so tenderly during the
period of my convalescence, which was long and wearisome,
for the snows of an early winter lay upon the frozen '
ground, ere I was well enough to take my accustomed

place in the old brown schoolhouse at the foot of the long
hill. '

P .
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CHAPTER 1L
THANKSGIVING,

Taaxzscrvive |  How many reminiscences of the olden
time does that word call up, when song and daughters, they
who - had wandered far and wide, whose locks, once brown
and shining with the sunlight of youth, now give tokens
‘that the autummal frosts of life are falling slowly upon
them, return once more to the old hearth-stone, and, for
.a brief space, grow young again amid the festive scenes
of Thanksgiving Day. To you, who, like me, drew your
first breath among the New England hills, and who have
strayed away from your early home, in the busy world in
" which you are now mingling, comes there not occasionally

pleasant memories of the olden time, when with eager haste

you hied you back to the roof-tree which sheltered your
infancy . And though, perchance, the snows of many 2
winter may have drifted across the graves of the gray-
haired man you called your father, and the mild-eyedl
~ woman who bore the hlessed name of mother, can you not
recall them to mind, as when with tears of joy and werds
of love, they welcomed their children home, thanking God
that as yet not one of their household treasures was missing?
And if, after the lapse of years, there came a time when
" the youngest of yon all was gone, when the childish prattle
you loved so well to hear was hushed, when through the
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~ house was no more heard the patter of little, busy feet,

when therc was naught left of the lost one, save a curl of
golden hair, or a tiny shee, soiled and bent, but looking. still,
s0 much like him who wore it once, that you preserve it as
your chioicest treasure : if, I say, there came to you a time
like this, do  you not remember how, amid all the social
cheer, there was still an aching void, which nothing amuud
you counld filf

But lest T make this chapter too sad, T shall not speak of
our feclings as we missed our baby brother, for they who
have lost from their fireside an active, playful child, under-
stand far better than I can describe, the loneliness, the long-
ing for something gone, which becomes almost a part of
their being, although at times they may seem to forget.
Children’s grief is seldom as lasting as that of mature yeors;
and hence it is not strange if I sometimes forgot my sorrow
in the joyous anticipation of Thanksgiving Day, which wag
then to me but another name for plum puddings, chicken
ples, meeting dresses, morocco shoes, city cousins, a fire in
the parlor, and last, though not least, the privilege of sit-
tingat the first table, and using grandma’s six tiny silver B
spoons, with the initials of her maiden name, * P, 8,” marked
upon them.

On such occasions my thoughts invariably took a leap
backward, and looking at grandma’s wrinkled face and
white, shining hair, I would wonder if she ever were young
like me; and if, being young, she swung on gates or elimbed

 trees, and walked the great beams, as I did. Then, with

affother bound, my thoughts would penetrate the future,

when I, a dignified grandmother should recline in my arm-

chair, stately and stiff, in my heavy satin and silver gray,
while my oldest son, a man just my father’s size, should ren-
der me all the homage and respect due to one of my age,
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By myself, too, I had several times tried on grandma’s
clothes, spectacles, cap and all; and then, seated in her chair,
with the big Bible in my lap, I had expounded seripture to
the imaginary children around me, frequently reprimanding
Rosa for her inattention, asking her what ¢ gshe thought
would become of her, if she didn’t stop wriggling so in her
chair, and learn ‘the chief end of man’” Once, in the
midst of my performance, grandma herself appeared, and as

" @ natural consequence, I was divested of my fi¥ings in-a

~ much shorter space of time than it had taken me to don

‘them. From that day up to the period of my illness, I verily
believe grandma looked npon me as “ given over to hardness
of heart and blindness of mind.”

But T am wandering from my subject, which was, I be-
Tieve, $he Thanksgiving succeeding Jamie’s death and my
own recovery from sickness. For this occasion great prepara-
tions were made, it being confidently expected that my fa-

ther's brother, who lived in Boston, would be with us, to-

gether with his wife, a lady whose reputation for sociability
and suavity of manners was, with us, rather below par. She
" was my uncle’s second wife, and rumor said that neither
himself nor his home were as comfortable as they once had
been. From the same reliable source, too, we learned that
she breakfasted in ber own room 2t ten, dined at three,
made or received calls until six, went to parties, soirees, or
the theatre in the evening, and seldom got to hed until
two o'clock in the morning; a mode of living which was pro-
~ nounced little better than heathenish by grandma, who had
~ long been anxious for an’ opportunity of “giving Charlotte
Ann a piece of her mind”
Mother, who was more discreet, very wisely advised her
not to interfere with the arrangéments of her daughter-in-
law. “ It would do no good,” she said, *“and might possi-

-
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" bly make matters worse,” Unlike most old people, grandma
was not very much set in her own way, and to mother’s
‘suiggestion, she replied that ‘“ Mebby she shouldw’t say any-
thing—’twould depend on how many airs Charlotte put on.”

To me the expected visit was a gore trial ; for, notwith-
standing my cheeks and neck were rounder and fuller than
they had ever been, my head, with its young crop of short
stiff hair, was & terrible annoyance, and more than once I’
had cried as I saw in fancy the derisive smile with which
my dreaded Aunt Charlotte was sure to greet me. At last
sister” Anna, who possessed a great deal of taste in such
matters, and who ought to have been a milliner, contrived
for the * picked chicken,” as she called me, a black lace cap
which _ﬁtted me s0 well, and was so vastly becoming, that ],f
lost all my fears, and childike, began to count the days
which must elapse before I could wear it. |

-Meantime, in the kitchen there was o loud rattling of
dishes, & beating of eggs, and calling for wood, with which
to heat the great brick oven, grandma, having pronounced
the stove unfit for baking a Thanksgiving dioner. From the
cornfield, behind the barn, a golden pumpkin, four times
larger than my head and about the same color; was ga-
thered, and after being brought to the house, was par‘ed

cut open, scraped, and sliced into a little tin kettle with z;,

copper bottom, where for honrs it stewed and sputtered, fill-

 ing the atmosphere with a faint, sickly odor, which I think

was the main cause of the severe headache I took to bed
with me. Mother, on the contrary, differed from me, she
associaf..t'ing it in some way with the rapid disappearanc’e of
the raisins, cinnamon, sugar, and so forth, which, in sundry
brown papers, lay open wpon the table. She wags gene-
rally right when she made up her mind, so I shall not
dispute the point, for, let the cause have been what it
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would, it was a very sick little girl which, the night beliloi}e
Thanksgiving, was put early to bed b_y Sally, who remar eh,
- ag she undressed me, that I was sl;mpsgt as o rag, and she
wouldn’t wonder if I had a collapse,” adding, as she tucked

the clothes arourid me, that *if 1 did, it would be mighty -

apt to go hard with me.” N
pThe next morning, just as the first grey streaks of daylight

were appearing in the east, I awoke,‘ f‘inding, to my gux;em_:
joy, that my headache was goue. Rlsu}g upon my 3 ‘ov.sr
and leaning far out of bed, I pushed a31':"le the striped cur-
tain which shaded the window, and looking .out upon the
ground below, saw, to my ufter dismay, that it was covered
with snow. To me there is nothing pleasant m a snOW
storm, a snow bank, or a snow cloud ; and when a child, I
used to think that with the fall of the first flake, there.cume
over my spirits a chill, which was not removed until the
- spring-time, when, with its cause, it melted away : and svfz‘n
now, when, with my rabber boots, I‘daul*.'e brave any dri t,
" not more than five feet four inches high, T cannot say :shal; 1
have any particular love for snow; and as from my window
T watch the descent of the feathery flakes, I always feel an
jrresistible desire to make at them wry faces, my favorite

method of showing my dislike. On the morning of whigh I,

have spoker, I vented my displeasure in the usual way, and
then T fell into a deep sleep, from which I was at last awalk-
ened by the loud shouts of my brothers, who, in the meadow
across the road, were pelting each other with ,ba%ls., ocea-
sionaily rolling over in the pure, white snow, which they
hailed as an old and well loved friend.
Not long after breakfast was over Anna, commenced

dressing Lizzie and Carrie, and as she had herself to beau~

. tify before the arrival of the train which was to bring my

uncle and aunt, it is not surprising that she hurried rather . .
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faster then was wholly agreeable to the little girls, who
could see no good cause for such haste, even if Ierbert
Langley, my aunt's son and a youth of seventeen, was to
accompany her. I, however, who was older, read things
differently, and when Anba pulled Lizzie’s curly hair, and
washed Carrie’s nose wp instead of down, until they both
cried, and when she herself stood before the glass a wholé
half hour, arranging just in front of her ears two spit curls,
sometimes called * beaw catchers,” I shrugged my shoulders,
wondering if she thought a city boy would care for her.

The morning train from Boston was due about ten o’clock,
and as Meadow Brook did not then boast a daily omnibus,

- it was necessary that some one should be at the depot in

order t6 meet our expected guests. In New England it is
almost an unheard-of thing for an entire family to remain
away from church on Thanksgiving Day, but considering all
the circumstances, it was, on this occasion, decided ortho-
dox for us to do so, and accordingly at nine o’clock father
and old sorrel started for the depbt, which was distant
about two-and a half miles. Long and wearisome to us
children was that waiting for his return; for stiff and prim,
as starched white aprons, best gowns, and hemstitched
pantalets could make us, we sat in a row like s0 many
automatons, scarcely daring to move, lest we should displace
some article of dress. In the best chamber, the room which
Aunt Charlotte was to occupy, a cheerful wood fire wag
burning, and at least a dozen times did grandma go up
there to see if all were right, now smoothing the clean,
linen pillow-case, now moving the large easy-chair a Iittle
more to the centre of the room, and again wiping from the
mirror some imaginary specks of dust. ‘

~ As she was coming down the twelfth time, the sound of
sleigh-bells took us all to the window, where, instead of the
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cosﬂy fars and rich velvet wrappings of Aunt Charlotte, we
saw the coarse plaid shawl and dark delaine hood of Aunt

‘Betsey, while at her side was the shaggy overcoat and seal-

gkin - cap of her better half, Uncle Jason. This worthy
couple, good enough in their way, lived in Union, about
nine miles from Meadow Brook, where, for the last ten
years, they had been in the habit of spending Thanksgiving,
without ever seeming to think it possible for them to return
the compliment, Although we had mnever seen Aunt
Charlotte, we knew full well that there was nothing in com-
mon between her and Aunt Betsey, and after a long consul-
tation it had been decided not to invite the latter, who, as
it proved, did not deem an invitation necessary.

Unele Jason was my father’s half brother, and the step-
son of grandma, who, the moment she saw them was
actually guilty of the exclamation, “ Good Lord! what
gsent them here?” Before any of us could reply, the door
burst open, and the loud, boisterous laugh of Unecle Jason
greeted our ears, intermingled with the squeaky tones of
Aunt Betsey, who, addressing my mother, said, * How d’ye
dew, Fanny. You pretty well? I s’pose yow're lookin’ for
us, though you didn’t send us mo invite 7 Jason kinder
held off about comin’, but I telled him ’twas enough sight
easier to eat dinner here than to cook it to hum.”

With as good & grace as she could possibly assume,
mother returned her greeting, and then, taking her into her
own bedroom, asked her to remove her bonnet, at the same

 time telling ber she was expecting Uncle Joseph and Aunt

Charlotte from Boston.

“ Now, you don’t say it,” exclaimed Aunt Betsey,
stopping for a moment in the adjustment of her cap, the
fashion of which was wonderful, having been devised by her-
self, as were all her articles of dress. ‘‘ Now, dew tell if that
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puckerin’ thing is a comin’! How nipped up we shall
haveto be ! I'm so glad I wore this gown 17 she continued,
looking complacently at her blue and white plaid, the skirt
of which was very short, and scanty, besides being trimmed

~at the bottom with two narrow rufiles.

With her other peculiarities Aunt Betsey united that of
Jjealousy, and after getting herself warm, and looking round,
as was her custom, she commenced with, “ Now, if I won’t
give up—a fire in the parlor chamber. I s'pose Charlotte’s
too good to pull off her things in the bedroom, as I do.
Wall, it’s the luck of some to be born with a silver spoon in
their mouth.” : ‘

Grandma, who was the only person present except myself,
made no answer, and after a moment Aunt Betsey con-
tinued, “ Now I think on't, Miss Lee (she never addressed
her as “ mother,” for, from the first, a mutual dislike had
existed between them), now I think on’t, Miss Lee, mebby
Fanny meant to slight me.” L

“ Fanny never slighted anybody,” was grandma’s reply,
while her polished knitting-needles rattled with a vengeance.

“Wall, I guess she thought Jo’s wife and I wouldn’t
hitch hosses exactly, but the land knows that I don’t care
the snap of my finger for her. I'm as good as anybody, if
I don’t keep a hired maid and have a carpet on every

Hfoor.” :

“Hete she was interrupted by the sound of horses’ feet, and
rising up, grandma said, “ I guess they’ve come. Will -you
go and meet them 77

“Not I; I'm the last one to creep, I can tell you,” was -
Aunt Betsey’s reply, while grandma and I guitted the room,
leaving her sitting bolt upright, with her feet on the fender

and her lips pursed up as they always were when she was
indignant. '
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Uncle Joseph, Aunt Charlotte, Herbert Langley, had all
come, and as the latter leaped upon the g1:ound.. and. I
caught a sight of his tall, slender figure, I involuntarily
exclaimed, * Long-legs,” a cognomen, whilch he ever after
retaiped in our family. Shaking down his pants, he “tent
through with a kind of shuffle not wholly Tmlike_ the High-
land fling, ending his performance by kissmg: his hand fo
the group of noses pressed close against the window-pane.

“7 shall ke him,” was my mental comment, as I turned
from him towards the bundle of clothes which Uncle Joseph
lifted from the sleigh and deposited upon the steps, and
which we supposed to be our dreaded aunt. .

“This-is perfectly horrible,” were the first words which

issued from under the folds of her veil ; but to what she re- -

ferred I never knew.

We all knew and loved Uncle Joseph, and for his sake
my mother conguered whatever of prejudice she felt towards
his wife, who returned her cordial welcome with the extreme
end of her forefinger, saying, whén asked to sit down, “TIl
go to.my room immediately, if you please.”

¢« @neak to the children first,” suggested my uncle, and

“ with a muttered, ‘It doesn’t matter,” the haunghty lady
bowed coldly to us, as one by one we were presented.

When it came my turn, her small, black eyes {'ested
longer upon me, and the faintest derisive smile imaginable
curled the corners of her mouth. I knmew that either my
cap or my face had provoked that smile, and with tears in
my eyes I was turning away, when Herbert L.an_gley caught
me in his long arms, exclainiing, * And so, this is Rosa, the
‘poetess, I mean to call you little ‘ Crop-head, may 177 -

He referred, I suppose, to a letter which I had onee writ-
ten in rhyme to my Uncle Joseph, but before 1 could frame
any reply, his mother said, scornfully, “ Don’t be flattered,
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child—Herbert calls everything poetry that rhymes. He'll
learn to diseriminate better as he grows older,” and, with a
stately sweep she left the room, saying, as she reached the
rather steep and narvrow stair-case, “ Dear me—how funny—

- it’s like mounting a ladder.”

While she was making her toilet we Lad an opportunity
of learning something of Ierbert, who, whether he were so
or not, seemed much pleased with everything around him.
Occasionally, however, 1 doubted his sincerity, for when
Aunt Betsey was presented to him, he appeared quite as
much delighted with her as with anything else, drawing his
chair closely to her side, and asking her numberless ques-
tions 'about the best modes of making cheese and raising
chickens, while all the time there was a peculiarly quizzical
expression in his eyes, which were dark and very handsome,
saving that the lids were too red to suit my ideas of beéuty.
To Anna and her spit-curls he took kindly, and ere his lady
mother made her appearance a second time he had put his
arm ground her twice, telling her she should come to Boston
sometime and go to school, A rastle of silk upon the stairs
announced the descent of Aunt Charlotte, and with her nose
slightly elevated, ready for any emergency, she entered the
parlor, where she was introduced to Aunt Betsey, who,
courtesying straight down, “ hoped to see her well,” adding,
that she “ #’posed she’d come to the country to see how poor
folks lived.” ' '

Falling back into the rocking-chair which Anna brought
for her, Aunt Charlotte made no particular reply, save an
occasional attack upon her hartshorn. Aunnt Betsey, how-
ever, nothing daunted, endeavored to engage her in conver-
sation by asking if “ she knew Liza Ann Willcott, a tailoress

girl, that boarded with a Miss Johuson, who used fo live in *

Union, but who now lived in Boston.”
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Frowmng majestically, Aunt Charlotte replied that she
. had not the honor of Miss Willeott’s acquaintance, where-
upon Aunt Betsey advised her to make it by all means,
assuping her that © Liza Ann was a first rate girl, and that
Miss Johnson was the best kind of a neighbor, always wil-
lin’ to Zend, or do a good turn”

Here, with a hanghty toss of her head, Aunt Charlotte
turned away and began talking in a low tone to Herbert, he
being the only one who, she seemed to think, was at all
worth noticing. It is strange how much constraint one per«
son can sometimes throw over a room full. On fhis ocea-
sion, had an ogress suddenly alighted in our midst, we could
not have been more silent or less at ease than we were with
that Boston lady, sitting there so starched and stiff, her fat
hands folded one over the other, and the tips of her satin
gaiters just visible from heneath the ample folds of her rich
silk dress. Even Uncle Joseph, whose genial nature usnally
shed so much sunlight over our circle, was grave and re-
served, rarely venturing a remark, or, if he did, glancing at

. his wife to see il she approved it. Uncle Jason, who pain-
fully felt his own awkwardness, sat tipped back in his chair
against the wall, with his feet on the rounds, while his fin-

gers kept time to a tune, which he was evidently whistling '

to himself. Glad were we all when finally called to dinner,
‘the savory smell of which had long been whetting our appe-

tites.
“"What ! dinner so goon ?” sald Aunt Charlotte, consult-

ing her gold watch, which pointed to half-past two. “I

" don’t believe I can force down a mouthful.”

But, spite of her belief, she did manage to make way with .

_the contents of ber wellfilled plate, “which was passed back
a second time to be replenished.. So eager were we all to

gerve her that we partially forgot Aunt Betsey, who, after
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waiting awhile for a potato, at last arose, and reaching
half-way across the table, secured one for herself ; saying,
by way of apology, that “she believed in looklng out for
Number One, for if she didn’t nobody else would.”
So incensed was she with what she termed our meglect,
that the moment dinner was over she insisted upon going
honqe, saying, as she bade us good-bye, that “when she
went again where she wasn’t wanted, she gussed she should
know it ;” and adding, while two big tears dropped from the
end of her nose, that ‘ she never ’posed she should be so
misused by folks that she’d done so much t&br.”
The sight of ker tears brought forth answering ones from
me, for, with all her peculiarities, 1 loved Aunt Betsey, and
I remembered that when sickness and death were among us,
she had left hef own home to stay with us, ministering ag
far as she was able to our comfort. Many a night had she
watched with me, and though she invariably placed the lamp
so that its rays glared full in my face, though she slept three-
fourths of the time, snoring so loudly as to keep me awake
and though at the shghtest change for the worse in my symp:
toms she always routed the whole household, telling them,
“Rosa was dyin’ now, if she ever was,” therehy a,Imost
fr 1ghtenmg me to death, I knew that she meant well, and in
my heart I liked her far better than I did my Boston aunt,
who, after bidding her sister-in-law good- -bye, went back to
the parlor, saying to her husband in a tone loud enough for
us to hear, “ What a vulgar creature | Did you notice her
hands? ‘Why, they are as coarse and black as a servant

girl’s.”

““ And she’s none the worse for that,” interposed grandma,
warming up in the defence of her son’s wife. “She has now

"and then an odd streak, but on the whole she’s better than

they’ll average.”
%
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After this, Aunt Charlotte relapsed into ilence, which
she did not break until she overheard Herbert proposing to

.. Amna’a ride on the morrow. Then she roused up, and while
“’5@@* her little black eyes snapped, she said, “I am going home

to-morrow afternoon, and so are you. Consequently,
there’ll be no time for a ride.”

In a twinkling, Herbert’s thumb and finger went up to his
nose, a gesture which I did not then understand, but it
struck me disagreeably, and had also the effect of sﬂencmg
Aunt Charlotte, who made no farther remark on the subject
until they chanced to be alone, when I, who was in the hall,
~ heard her say, “ What can induce you to talk so much with

that raw country girl? Your city friends would langh well -

if they knew it.”

Consigning his “ city friends” to the care of the old gen-
tleman supposed to preside over the lower regions, Herbert
walked off in quest of the “raw country girl,” by whose side

he sat the remainder of the evening, talking to her so low
that Lizzie whispered to me her private opinion that “ they
were courting.” |

The next morning Aunt Charlotte did not appear at break-
fast, it being so much earlier than her usual hour of rising
that she felt wholly unequal to the fask. Accordingly,
though we did not wait, the table did until ten o’clock,
when, pale and languid, she came down, seeming much dis-
turbed to find that Herbert had ecoaxed Anna into going
with him to call on Aunt Betsey, to whom he had taken
quite a fancy, and who had asked him to visit her “if he
dido’t feel too smart.”

Darting an angry glance at her husband, she said, “ How
could you suffer it 7 asking at the same time if there was a
hotel on the road. Being told that there was one at Union
and another half-way between that and Meadow Brook, she

THANKSGIVING. . 35

seemed more disturbed than ever, eating little or no breakfast,
and announcing her intention of staying over that day, or,

_ at all events, until Herbert returned, Seating herself at the

window, she watched and waited, while the hours crept on
and the clock in grandma’s room struck four ere the head
of ““ old Sorrel ” was visible far down the road. Then with
an eagerness wholly incomprehensible to me, she started up,
straining her eyes anxiously in the direction of the fast ap-

. proaching cutter. As it came nearer we all observed some-

thing rather singular in the position of Herbert, who seemed
lying almost across Anna’s lap, while she was driving !

" ¢“Merciful Heavens ! it’s as I feared 1 was Aunt Char-
lotte’s exclamation, as she savk upon the lounge, moaning
bitterly, and covering her face with the cushion, that she
might not see the disgrace of her only son—for Herbert was
drunk !

Lifting him outf, my father and uncle laid hlm upon the
settee in the sitting-room, just where little Jamie had been
laid, and my mother, as she looked upbn the senseless in-

* ebriate resting where once had lain the beautiful, inanimate

form of her youngest born, thought how far less bitter was
her cup of sorrow than was that of the half fainting woman,
who would rather, far rather, her boy had died with the dew
of babyhood upon his brow than to have seen him thus de-
based and fallen,

The story was soon told, my uncle supplying all points
which Anna could not. It seems that early in life Herbert
had acquired a love for the wine and -porter which daily
graced his mother’s dinner-table. As he grew older his taste
increased for sometling stronger, until now nothing save
brandy could satisfy the cravings of his app‘etite. More
than once had he been brought home in & state of entire
unconsciousness, for he was easily intoxicated, it usually
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taking but one glass to render him perfectly foolish, while a
second was generally sure to finish the work. These drunk-
en fits were always followed by resolutions of amendment,
and it was now so long since he had drank that his mother
began to have strong hopes of his reform, but these, alas !
were now dashed to the ground. Unfortunately, Uncle
Jason had offered the young man a glass of cider, whicl im-
mediately awoke in its full vigor his old love for ardent

spirits. Just across the road, ereaking in the November

wind, hung the sign of the *“ Golden Fleece,” and in that.di-

- rection, soon after dinner, Herbert bent his steps, taking
down at one time a tumbler two thirds full of raw brandy.
This made him very talkative and very affectionate, inso-
much that he kissed Aunt Betsey, who, as soon as she could,
started him for home., When the half-way house, called in-
opposition to its neighbor ¢ Silver Skin,” was reached, Herbert
insisted upon stopping and taking another giass, which ere
long rendered him so helpless that Anna was obliged to take
charge of Sorrel herself, while her companion fell sfsle’ep,
leaning his head upon her shoulder and gradunally sinking
Tower and lower until he vested in her lap.

- All that night he. remained in the sitting-room, which in -

. the morning presented so sorry and disgusting an appear--

ance that when Aunt Charlotte for the hundredth time
wishied she had never come to Meadow Brook, omr whole
fainily mentally responded a fervent Amen. Herbert, when
fully restored to consciousness, seemed heartily ashamed of
himself, crying like a girl, and winding his arms around his
mother’s neck so affectionately that I did not blame her
when she forgave him and wiped away her tears. :
She might not have had much faith in his sincerity could
she have heard his conversation with Anna, whom he man-
aged to withdraw from the family to the recess of a distant

THANKSGIVING, Ty

window. Alone with her, his manner changed, and with
flashing eyes, he charged it to his mother, who, he said, first
taught him to love it by allowing him, when 2 little hoy, to
drink the bottom of the wine glasses after dinner.

“And if I 6l a drunkard’s grave,” said he, ‘“she will be
to blame ; but,” he added, ds he saw Anna involuntarily
shudder, “ it shall not be. I camreform. I willreform, and

~you must help me do it.” ’

Anna looked wonderingly at him, while he continued, tak- *
ing her hand and removing from it a plain gold ring, which
grandma had given her on her fiftcenth birthday, “ You
must let me wear this as a talisman to protect me from evil.
Whenever I am tempted I shall look at it and be saved.”

Anna ‘hesitated awhile; but the soft, handsome eyes of
Herbert Langley had woven around her a spell she could
not break, and at last she consented, receiving from him in
retufn a diamond ring, which he told her was worth two
hundred dollars. When this became known to mother

- she very wisely insisted on Anna’s returning it, and together

with the note explaining the why and the wherefore it went
back to its owner, who immediately replied by a letter, tho
contents of which were carefully kept from us all, The ef-
fect, however, was plainly visible ; for, from the time of its
receipt we lost our merry, light-hearted sister, and in her place
there moved among us a sober, listless girl, whom grandma
called foolish, and whom Charlie pronounced * lovesick.”
Herbert’s letter was soon answered, but when Anna re-
quested my father to put it in the P. 0. he refused, telling
her “ she should not correspond with such a drunken dog”
Possibly it was wrong in him thus to address her, for kind
words and persuasive arguments might have won her to
reason, but now a spirit of opposition was roused—* Herbert
Wwas wronged—misunderstood ”—so Anna thought, and the
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letter which father refused to take, was conveyed by other
hands, a postscript longer than the letter itself being first
added. -

After this there was no more trouble. Anna wrote re-
gularly to Herbert, who promptly responded ; his missives
always being directed to cne of Anna’s schoolmates, who

wag just romantie enongh to think her companion persecuted ! -

Gradually I was let into the secret, and was occasionally
employed to carry Anna’s notesto and from the houge of her
friend. I did not then consider the great wrong I was do-
ing, but since I have shed many a bitter tear to think that
1in any way helped to work my sister’s ruin.

COUSIN WILL.

CHAPTER TIL
COUSIN WILL.

Ir so far as the golden Californian land this book of

* mine shall reach, it may, perchance, fall into the hands of

some who, from their nomber, can select the veritable hero,
the * Cousin Will” of my story. If so, I would ask them
to think ag leniently as possible of his faunlts,. herein
recorded, for the moustached Will of California, whose
gencrous condact wing the love of all, is hardly the same
wild, mischievous boy, who onee kept our home in a per-
petoal state of excitement. . .
The tears were scarcely yet dried, which he had shed
over his mother’s coffin, when he came to us, and in one
corner of his green, oval trunk, there lay a tress of soft
brown hair, which he had severed from that mother’s head.
He was the son of my mother’s only sister, who, on her

~ death-bed had committed him to the guardianship of wmy

father, asking him to deal gently with her wayward boy,
for heneath his faslty exterior there lay a mine of execl-
lence, which naught save words of love could fathom,
Without meaning to be so, perhaps, my father was a stern -
reserved man, never seeking the confidence of his children,
whose real characters he did not understand. It is true he
Toved ns—provided for all our wants, and, asfar as possible,
strove to make us what the children of a New England
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Presbyterian deacon ought to be ; but he seldom petted us,
and if Carrie, with ber sunny face and chestnut curls, some-
times stole up behind ‘him and twined her chubby arms

around his neck, he seemed ashamed to return her earess .

unless they were alone. Brother Charlie he looked upon as
almost incorrigible, but if he found it hard to cope with his
hold, fundoving spirit, it was tenfold more difficult for him
to tame the mischievous Will, whom scarcely any one could
manage, but who, strange to say, was a general favorite.

It was vight'when he reached Meadow Brook, and T was
in bed, but through the closed doors I caught the sound: of
his voice, and in an instant T experienced a sensation of
delight, as if in him T should find & kindred spirit. I could
not wait until morning hefore I saw him, and, rising softly, I
groped wy way down the dark stairway to a knoi-hole,
which had more than once done me service when sent from
the room while my mother and her eompany told something
I was not to hear | He was sitting so that the light of the
lamp fell full upon his face, which, with its high, white
brow, hazel eyes, and mass of wavy hair, seemed to me the
‘most beautiful T had ever seen. Involuntmﬂy I thought of
‘my own plain features, and saying to myself, “ Hell never
like me, never,” I erept back to bed, wondering if it were true
that homely little girls made sometimes handsome women,

The next morning, wishing to produce as favorable

an impression a8 possible, I was an unosually long time

meking my toilet—trying on one dress after another, and
finally deciding upon a white cambric, which I never wore
except to-chureh, or on some similar occasion, Giving an
extra brush to my hair, which had grown out darker and so
very curly that Charley called me “ Snarly-pate,” I started
for the breakfast-room, where the family were already

- agsembled,

H
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“'What upon carth has the child got on ?” was grandma’s
exclamation as she looked at me, both over and nnder her
glasses, while mother bade me “go straight back and
change my dress,” asking “why I had put on my very
best 77

“ Settin’ ber cap for Bill, T guess,” suggested Gharhe, who,
boy-like, was already on terms of great mtlma.cy with his
cousin.

More angry than grieved, I went bacl to my room, where
I pouted for halfl an hour or more. Then, selectmg .the
worst looking dress 1 had, I agoin descended to the dining-
room where Charlie prescnted me to Will, telling him at
the same time “ to spare all comments on my appearance,

. as it made me madder than a March hare to be called

ugly 2

“1 don’t think she's ugly. Anyway T like her looks,”
said Will, smiling down upon me with those eyes which
have since made many a heart beat as mine did then, for
twas the first compliment of the kind I had ever received.

Will had always lived in the city, and now, anxious tzo
see the lions of the country ai onee, he proposed to Charlie
a ramble over the farm, inviting me to accompany them,
whieli T did willingly, notwithstanding that Charlie mut-
tered something about * not wanting a gal stuck along.” .

In the pasture we came across “ old Sorrel,” whom Will
said he would ride ag they did in a cirews, if Charlie would
only catch him. This was an easy task, for Sorrel, suspeci-
ing no evil, came up to ug quite readily, when Will, leaping
upon his back, commenced whooping and hallocing so
loudly that Sorrel's mettle was up, and for nearly an hoar
he ran quite as fast as hiz rider could wish, Bat circus
riding was not Sorrel’s forte and he probably grew dluy,
for he at length stumbled and fell, injuring Lis fore foot in
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some way, so that, to our dismay, we found he was unable
to walk without a great effort.

“Jemi-my ! Won't the wold  gentleman - rare 7 said
Clarlie, who was never very choice of his language.

Will, on the coutrary, seimed more concerned for tlhe
horse, bringing water in his hat, and bathing the fast-swel-
liag limb of the poor animal, who appeared to be grateful

for the kindness. Charlie proposed that we should keep it

a secret, but to this Will would not listen, and in a plain, ’

straightforward way he confessed what he had done, and
father, who saw that Sorrel was temporarily injured, for-
gave him, for he could not resist the pleading of Will's
dark eyes. )

This was his first day’s adventure——the next one was a
little different. Finding a cow in the lane, he tried the ex-
periment of milking, suceeeding so well that when at night
Sully came in With her half filled pail, she declared that
“ Line-back was drying up, for she’d oply given a drop or
0.”  TFor this and numerous other misdemeanors Will also
received absolution, bat when on the second Sabbath after
his arrival he and Clarlie both were missed from church,
whither they had started a full half hour befors the rest of

“our family, father grew fidgety, holding his hymn book
wrong side up, and sitting, instead of standing, during the
prayer, a thing he was never known to do before. I e wuas

very strict in the observance of the fourth commandment,

as indeed were most of the citizens of Meadow Brook, it be-
ing an almost State Prison offence to stay away from church
on the Sabbath, or speak abowe a whisper until after suo-
set.

By the way, I think it-a mistake, this converting the Sab-
bath into a day so much to be dreaded by the youthful, fan-
loving mombers of the family, who are not yet old enough
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to see the propriety of having in reserve a Sunday face, as

well as a Sunday gown. I would not have that sacred day
profaned, but T would have it divested of that gloom with
which it is oo often associated in the child’s mind, I would
have everything connected with it as checrful and pleasant
as possible, and in these days of Sabbath schools and Sab-
bath school-books, it seems an easy matter to make it ““The
day of all the week the best.” I well remember one rainy
Sanday, when the whole family were ohbliged to remain at
home, the younger c¢nes reciting the Catechism to grandma,
committing to memory and repeating to mother ten verses
of the fifth chapter of Matthew, and then béing compelled
sit up stiff and straight while father read to us a long meta-
physical sermon, which he interspersed and lengthened out
with remarks of his own, among which was the ¢onsoling one
that “ Heaven was one cternal Sabbath,”

This was too much for Charlie, whose mind, instead of
dwelling on the words of the good divine, was sadly wander-
ing towards a mnest of young white pigs, only that morning
born. Turning towards me with a most rnefnl face, he whis-
pered, ““ Darned if Il go there. Tl run away first.”

Of eourse I langhed aloud—how could T help it; and on
my saying that ¢ Charlie made me,” we were both orvdered
from the room in disgrace, which latter we bore manfully—
Charlie going straight to his pigs, while T stole up garret to
a big candle-hox, where, on one of my old dresses, lay sleep-
ing six beautiful Zitfens. '

Bot I am wandering from my subject, which was the time
when Will and Charlie were missing from church, and when,
to hig utter astonishment, father learned that they had gone
to the consecration of a Roman Catholic chureh, which had
recently been erected a little out of the village, on an emi-
nence, whers its white cross could be seen from every point.
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Against the Catholics as a religious denomination my fa-
ther was prejudiced, and when Le ascertained that his son,
horn of orthodox parents, and baptized in the orthodox
faith, had not-only run away to their ehuarch, but had also
. paid twenty-five cents, the price of admission, he was a good

deal excited, and for a deacon showed considerable tem-
per. It was, of course, Will' doings, he having coaxed
" Charlie to go by telling him of the wonderful sights there
were to be seen.
At a late hour they eame home, loitering around the barn
8 long time before they ventured into the presence of my
father, whom 1y grandmother had somewhat appeased by
telling him that “ boys must sow their wild oats somet}me,
and it wasn’t best to be too strict with’em, for it only made
em act worse,” adding that “the Catholics were not the
worst folks in the world, and they had just as much right to
* their form of worship as we bad to ours.” This in a measure
moilified him, and consequently the two boys only received
a long lecture, and were debarred the privilege of going to
the village, except on Sundays, for three weeks, a punish-
ment which annoyed Will excecdiugly. But nothing could
subdue him, and the moment the three weeks had expired
he was as ready for mischief asever. For a long time the
coming of a Circus had been heralded by flaming handbills
in red and yellow, one of which Will plastered onto our
great barn door, from which couspicnons post it was removed
by my father, who conscientiously turned his back apon men
and women 11dmg on their heads, declaring it an outrage
upon all rules of propricty, aud denouneing circuses and cir-
cus-going people as utterly low and vulgar. Thas from my
earliest remembrance had I been tanght, and still my heart
would throb faster, whenever, with the beat of the drum
and the sound of the bugle, the long procession swept past
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our doar, and more than ence had I stolen to the top of the
hill, whence could be seen the floating Lanner and swaying
canvas, watching from afar the evil T dared not approach.

Great, then, was my surprise, when, on the morning of
the eventful day, Will suggested that Charlie, John, Lizzle,
and I should rus away in the evening aud visit the * daings,”
as he called it. I was shocked that he should propose #y go-
ing to such a place. It was low and vuigar,” I told him,
“and ne gne went there but loafers and rowdies.”

But he assured me that I was mistaken, saying that “ some
of our most respectable people attended ;” and then he won-
dered “how I was ever to know a.nythmg unless I ones in 2
while went to a eirens, or a theatre, or somethnw It wag
perfectly ridiealous,” he said, “ for father to kecp us so cooped
up at home. Nobody else did so. There wag Lawyer
Smith’s danghter, and Judge Brown’s niece in Albany, who
always went, and if it didn’t hurt them, it wouldn’s me.”

Thus Will reasoned, persnading me at last; and just at
dark, Lizzie and I, on pretence of going to bed early, went
to our room, dressed ourselves in our hest, I donning the
white cambric, which I had worn on the first day of Will's
arrival, and then when we were ready, got out upon the
roof of the wood-shed, which eame up under owr window,
descending thence by means of a ladder which Will and
Charlie brought from the barn. Thad the utmost confidence
in Will, and yet as I drew near the tent, and saw the rab-
ble, whose appearance fully equalled my father’s description,
I wished myself away. Just then the band inside struck up,
end giving my fears to the winds, I pressed forward, once
involuntatily turning may head aside, as [ heard a man near
the door exelaim, * Deacon Lee’s children, as Tlive ! Isthe
world coming to an end !”

Instantly my face fiushed, for I felt that injustice was done
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to my father, and my first impulse was o exonerate him
from all blame by explaining that we had run away ; bat ere
I could do so Will pulled me along, and in a moment we
were in the close, heated atmosphere of the vast arena,
where were congregated more than a thousand people, of all
ages and conditions, I was confounded, for it seemed to me
that each and every one was pointing towards us the finger
of scorn, and never since bave I felt so wholly degraded and
ashamed as I did at the moment of my first entrance toa
circus ! J

We had heen but a short time seated, when Will, who
had divined my feelings, nudged my eltbow, and pointing
towards a group just entering, said, * See, there’s *Squire
Talbot, his wife and daughter, Dr. Griffin, and lots more
of Meadow DBrook aristocracy. Now, aint you glad you
came " '

It-was as he said,.and as I saw the above mentioned
individuals, some of them professors of religion, and all of
them people of the first standing in town, I can scarcely tell
how I felt. It was a sensation of mingled pleasure, bewilder-
ment, and perplexity. Could it be that, after all, my father
was wrong, that he was too strict with us, debarring us
from innocent amusements, for if it were proper for members
of the church to frequent such places, why was it not for
me? INew, I can answer promptly that my father was
right, wholly right, but I was puzzled then, and gradually
I began to care less for being there, and to have less fear
of what father would say when he found it out. I was
growing very brave, entrenching myself behind the bad
example of those who little suspected the harm thedr pre-
sence was doing. Father did not know the ways of the
‘world, I thought, but after being enlightened by me, I was
sure he would beeome a convert at onee, and possibly at
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the next circus he would be in attendance, but from this
last idea I involuntarily shrank, thinking I could never
respect him again, were he guilty of such a thing.

T enjoyed it vastly, all except the riding of the girl, who
I fancied had on her little sister’s dress, and when ske came
out I looked for a place where to hide my head ; but hearing
the spectators cheer louder than ever, I cast furtive glances
at those around ine, discovering to my amazement that they
seemed more delighted with her than with anything else ;
while, to crown all, I heard Will telling a young man, that
“she was a splendid rider, that he never saw but one who
could beat her, and that was a girl in Albany” Then
turning to Lizzie, he asked if she would not like to ride in
that way ? _ "

With an involuntary shudder I threw my arm around my
sister, as if to protect her from what I felt would be worse
than a° thousand deaths. Gradually there was dawning
upon my mind the suspicion that a circus after all was not
exactly the school for pure young girls, and I felt that not
all the wealth of the Indies could tempt me to fill the post
that that rider did. Towards the other actors I was more
lenient, thinking that if ever I joined the circus, I should
surely be the clown, whose witty speeches amused me greatly,
for I did not then know that they were all made up before-

hand, and that what he said to us to-day he would say to

others on the morrow. Mlle. Glaraine was just finishing
up her performance by riding around the circle withous
other support than the poising of one foot on a man’s
shoulder, when who shonld appear but our father !

He had missed Will and Charlie from family prayers, aud

“had traced them as far as the pavilion, where the fee-

receiver demanded a quarter ere” he would allow him to

“enter. It was'in vain that father tried to explain matters,
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saying, “he never attended a cireus in his life, and what
was more never should ; he’d only come for two boys who
had run away.” _

The doorkeeper was incorrigible ; “ he’d seen just as honest
locking men,” he sald, “who were the greatest cheats in

“the world, and if father wanted to go in, he could do so by
fpaying the usnal fee ; if not, he must budge.”

Finding there was no alternative, father yiclded, and then
made his way into the tent, scanning with his keen grey
eyes the sea of faces until he singled out Charlie, who was
so absorbed in stamping and hallooing at Mlle. Glaraine’s
leaping through a hoop, that he never dreamed of father’s
presence until a rough hand was laid npon his shoulder, and
a stern voice demanded of him why he was there ?

Perfectly thunderstruck, Charlie started to his feet with
the exclamation of ¢ Je-ru-sa-lem !’ but before he could make

any explanation father discovered Lizzie and me, "Twas

the first suspicion he had of owr being there, and now,
when he saw us, he turned pale, and reeled as if smitten by
a heavy blow. Had he felled me to the earth it would have
hurt me less than did the expression of his face and the
tones of his voice, as he gaid, “You, too, Rosa ! ‘1 never
‘thought you would thus deceive me.”

I began to ery aloud ; so did Lizzie, and in this way we
made our exit from the circus, followed by Charlie, John,
and Will, the latter of whom, the moment we were in tho
open air, began to take the blame all to himself, saying, as
was very true, that we never would have thought of going
but for him, and suggesting that he alone should be
punished, as he was the one most in fault. I thought
this was very magnanimous in Will, ard I looked up in

father’s face to see how it affected him, but the moonlight .

was obscure, and I could discover pothing, though the hand

e
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that held mine {rembled violently., I presume he thought
that in this ease corporal punishment would be of no avail,
for weo rececived none, but in various ways were we made

to feel that we had lost the confidence of the family. Ifor

four long weeks we were cach night locked into our rooms,

while for the same length of time we were kept from school,

- Lizzie and I reciting our Iessons to our mother, while Will,

Charlie, and John, to use their own words, “worked from
morning until night, like niggers.”

But the worst part of it all was the temporary disgrace
which our act of disobedience brought upon father. A half
drunken fellow, who saw him enter the tent, and who knew
that we were there, hurried away to the village with the
startling intelligence that “Deacon Lee aud all his family
wore ab the cirens.” |

The news spread like wildfire, gathering strength in its
progress, until by the time it reached us it was a current
report that not only was father at the circus, but grandme
too ! This was more than the old lady could bear. Sixty-
vine years had she lived without ever having had a word
breathed “against her morals, and now, just as her life’s suw

- was setting, to have such a thing laid to her charge was

too much, and she actually worried herself into a fever,
which confined her to the house for several wecks. |

After this adventure it became a serious question in
father’s mind as to what he sheould do with Will, who kept
our herctofore quict household in a state of perpetnal
excitement.  Nothing scemed to have the least effeet upon
him save the mention of his mother, and that for the time
being would subdue him, but when temptation came, he
invariably yielded, and Charlie, who was an apt scholar,
was pretty sure to fellow where his wild, dashing cousin
led. There was scarcely auy boyish vice to which Wiil

3 -
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was not more or less addicted, and “ Deacon Lee’s sons,”
who had often been held up as patterns for their companions,
began soon. to prove the old adage true, that “evil com-

munications corrupt good manners.”
John learned to handle an oath quite fuently, while

Charlie was one Sunday morning discovered playing euchre .

with Will on the hay loft, where they kept their cards

hidden.” But all this was nothing compared to the pight

when both the boys were brought home so intoxicated that
neither of them was able to stand alone or speak! They
had been to & “raising,” where the brandy bottle circulated
freely, Will, as a matter of course, drinking from the begin-
ning. Charlie, however, hesitated until they taunted him
with “ being afraid of the old deacon,” daring him “to
drink and be a man.”” Then he yielded, and with fiendish plea-
sure the crowd gathered around, urging him on, until he was
undeniably druk; after which they chuckled with delight as
they wondered what the “blue Presbyterian” would say.
We were sitting down to supper when they brought him
home, and the moment mother saw him, she daried forward,
exclaiming, “ Is he dead ? Tell me, is my boy dead 7"

“Yes, dead—drunk,” answered the man, with a cold,
ironical sneer at her distress. .

He was used to it, for of five noble sous who once called
him their father, four slept in a drunkard's grave, and the
fifth had far better have been there than the wreck he was.
My father had risen from his seat, but at the words “ he is
drank,” he dropped upon the floor as if scathed with the
lightning’s stroke. You who think it a light matter—the
holding of the wine-cup to the lips of your neighbor’s child
~—you shounld have seen my father that night, as moan after
moan of anguish came from his pale lips, while the great
drops of perspiration stood thickly upon his forehead and
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about his mouth. The effect it had upon him was terri-
‘ble ; crushing him te the earth, and weaving in among his
hitherto brown locks more than one thread of silver. Once
when Charlic was with me, I heard him in the barn, praying

_that the promise of a covenant God might be remembered

towards him, and that his son might yet be saved. Charlie’s
[eelings were touched, and dropping on his knees at my side
he made a solemn vow that never again should ardent
spirits of any kind pass his lips ; and God, who heard that
vow  mingled with my father’s prayer, registered it in
Heaven, and from that day to this, amid all the temptations
which come to early manhood, it has been unbroken.

Not thus ecasily could Will be reached. His was the
sorrow ‘of a day, which passed away with the coming of
to-morrow’s sun, and after a long consultation, it was
decided that he should go to sca, and the next merchant-
man bound for the Hast Indies, which sailed from Boston,
bore on its deck, as a common sailor, our cousin Will, who
went from us reluctantly, for to him there was nanght hut
tervor, toil, and fear in “a life on the ocean wave” But
there was no other way to save him, they said, and so with
bitter grief at our hearts, we bade adien to the wayward
boy, praying that God would give the winds and waves
charge concerning him, and that no danger might befall him
when afar on the rolling billow,
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CHAPTER 1V.

f
THE SCHOOLMISTRESS.

Or the many thousand individaals destined to become
the purchasers of a copy of this work, a majority have
undoubtedly been, or are still teachers, and of these many
will remember the time when they fancied that to be
invested with the dignity of & teacher was to secure the
greatest amount of happiness which earth can hestow.
Almost from my earliest remembrance it had been the one
great subject which engrossed my thoﬁghts, and frequently,
when strolling down the shady hill-side which led to our
schoolhouse, have I fancied myself the teacher, thinking
that if such were really the ecase, my first act should be the
chastisement of half a score or more boys, who were in the
daily habit of annoying me in various ways. Every word
and action of my teacher, too, was. carefully noted and laid
 away against the time when I should need them, and which
came much sooner than I anticipated ; for one rainy mor-
ning when Lizzie and I were playing in the garret, T over-
heard my father saying there was a chance for Rosa to
teach gchool, 4

“What, that child 17 was my mother’s ¢xclamation, but
ere he could reply, “the child” had bounded down two
pair of stairs, and stood at his elbow,i\ asking, “ Who is if ?

“THE SCHOOLMISTRESS. 58

—Where is it 7—And do you supposec I can get a cer-
tificate 7”7

This last idea damped my ardor somewhat, for horrible
visions came up before me, of the * Abbreviations” and
“Sounds of the Vowels,” in both of which I was rather
deficient,

“ You teach school! You look like it 1” said my sister
Juliet. “Why, in less than three days, you'd be fecfering
with the girls, if indeed you didn’t climb trees with the
boys.” ‘

This climbing was undeniably a failing of wmine, there
being scarcely a tree on the farm on whose topmost limbs I
hadn’t at some time or other been perched ; but I was elder
now. Iwas tkirteen two days before, and so I reminded Juliet,

. at the same time begging of father to tell me all abhout it.

It appeared that he had that day met with 2 Mr. Randall,
the trustee of Pine District, who was in quest of a teacher.
After learning that the school was small, father ventured to
propose me, who, he said, *“ was crazy to keep school.”

“ A dollar a week is the most we can give her,” returned

~ Mr. Randall, “and if yowll take up with that, mebby we'll

try her. New beginners sometimes do the best,” ,
S0 it was arranged that I was to teach fiftcen weeks for
four'dollars per month and board round at that | Boarding
round I How many reminiscences do these {wo words recall
to those who, like myself, have tried it, and who know that
it has a variety of significations, That sometimes it is only

_ another name for sleeping with every child in the family

where your home for one weck may chance to be—for how
can you be insensible to the oft-repeated whisper, ¢/ shall
sleep with her to-night—ma said I might ;” -and of “ ma’s”
audible answer, * Perhaps, sis, she don’t want you to.”

If “&is” is a clean, chubby-looking little creature, you do

1
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want her; but if, as it not unfrequently happens, she is just the

opposite, I draw a blank which almost every coun-

try teacher in the land can fill, merely saying that there is
no alternative, We have got the district to please and we
must do it some way or other, - -

Again, ‘“boarding round” means a quiet, cozy spot,
where everything is so pleasant and cheerful, where the
words are so kind and the smils of welcome so sweet, that
you feel at once at home, and wish, oh, how you do wish,
you could stay there all the summer long ; but it cannot
be ;—the time of your allotted sojourn passes away, and
- then with a sigh, if indeed you can repress a tear, you
gather up your combs, brushes, and little piece of em-
broidery, to which some spiteful woman has gaid you
devote more time than to your school,” and putting them in
your sachel, depart for another home, sometimes as plea-
sant as the one you are leaving, sometimes not.

Bat of these annoyances I knew nothing, and when Mr.
Randall came to see me, calling me Miss Lee, and when I
was really engaged, wmy. happiness was complete. In a
country neighborhood every item of news, however slight,.
spreads rapidly, and the fact that I was to teach soon
became generally known, creating quite a sensation, and
operating differently upon different natures. One old gen-
tleman, who, times innwmerable, had held me on his knee,
focding my vanity with flattery, and my stomach with sweet-
meats, was quite as much delighted as I, declaring, ““he al-
ways knew I was destined to make something great.”

Dear old man ! When the snows of last winter were high
piled upon the earth, they dug for him a grave in the frozen
ground, and in the world where now he lives, he will not
know, perhaps, that T shall never fulfill his prophecy,

Aunt Sally Wright, who, besicles managing her own af- |
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fu{rs, kept an eye on her neighbors’, and who l’o?ked upon
me as a “pert, forward piece,” gave her opinion freely.
“What ! That young one keep school! Is Deacon Lee
erazy ?  Ain’t Rose stuck up enongh now ?  DBut never
mind. Youll see she won’t keep out more’n half her time,
if she does that.” - '

Aunt Sally was gifted with the power of telling ff)rtun‘es
by means of tea-grounds, and I have always fancied she
read that prediction in the bottom of her big blue cup, for
how could she otherwise have known what actually happencd!

. Fre long the news reached Pine District, creating quite an

excitement, the older people declaring “ they'd never send
to a little girl,” while the juvenile portion of the inhabxtanjts
gave a contemptuous whistle or go in honor of the'schc?ol
ma’am elect. Mrs. Capt. Thompson, who boasted the big-

- gest house, handsomest carpet and worst oy in Pine Hil,

was wholly incredulous, until she one day chanced to meet
with Annt Sally, who not only confirmed it, but also kindly
gavo her many little items touching my characteras a “ wild,
‘Tomping minx, who was no more qualified for a teacher than
for the Queen of England,” citing as proof of what she said,
that orly the year before she bhad scen me “trying to ride
on'acow” . '

Mrs. Capt. Thompson, who was biessed with an over-
whelming sense of propriety, was greatly shocked, saying
tghe’d always thounght Mr. Randall knéw just enough to _
hire a child,” and consoling hevsclf with the remark that it
was not at all probable I'd get a certificate.”

On this point T wag myself a little fearful. True, I had
been “ sent away * to school, and had been flattered into the
Delief that T possessed far more book knowledge than I did ;
but this, T knew, would avail me nothing with the formid-
able committec who ‘held my destiny in their hands,  Zhey
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were unbiased in my favor, and had probably never heard
of me, as they lived in an adjoining town. But “ where
there’s a will there’s a way,” and determining not to fail, I
ransacked the cuphoard, where our school-books were kept,
bringing thence Olney’s Geography, Colburn's Arithmetie,
History of the United States, Grammars, ete., all of which were
for days my constant companions, and I even slept with one
or more of them under my pillow, so that with the earlicst
dawn I could study., Whole pages of Geography were com-
mitted to memory, all the hardest problems in Colbarn were
solved, a dozen or more of compound relatives were parsed and
disposed of to my satisfaction at least, and I was just begin-
ning to feel strong in my own abilities, when one Monday
morning news was brought us that at three o’clock that af-
ternoon all who ‘were intending to teach in the town
of 8 were to meet at-the house of the Rev, Mr. Parks,
then and there to be questioned of what they knew and what
they didn’t know, This last referred to me, for now that the
dreaded day had come, I folt that cvery idea had suddenly left
me, while, to increase my embarrassment, I was further in-
formed that as there had the year previous been sonie trouble
among the School Inspectors, each of whom fancied that the
other did not take his share of the work, the town had this
year thought to obviate the difficulty by electing nine

One was bad enough, but at the thonght of nine men in .

spectacles my heart sank within me, and it was some time
ere I could ‘be persnaded to make the trial. In the midst
of our trouble, Aunt Sally, whose clothes on Monday morn-
ings were always swinging on the line hefore light, and who
usually spent the afternoon of that day in visiting, came in,
and after learning what was the cause of my flushed cheelss,
said, by way of comforting me, that “she didn’t wonder an
‘atom if T felt streaked, for *twant no ways likely I'd pass 1”

. 'i‘[-IE SCHOOLMISTRESS. B

This roused my pride, and with the mental cqmment th-at
“pd pass for all her,” T got myself in readiness, Juliet

i i [ , ocket hand-
lending me her green veil, and Anna her fine pock \

kerchief, while riother’s soft warm shawl was wrapped low'ng:-
ly about me, and Lizzie slipped into my pocket the M?bl@plb
cation Table, which she thought I might manage to look ab
slily in case of an emcrgeney. On our way father com-
menced the examination by asking me the length f)f the
Mississippi, but T didw’s know as it had a length, and in des-
pair he gave up his guestioning. . -

Oh, how sombre and dreary seemed the little paﬂ'ot into
which we were ushered by the servant, who, on learning our
business, looked rather doubtfully at me, as much as.to say,
“ You surely can’t be onc of them ?” In a short time the
parlor was filled, the entire nine being there. Not one was.
absent, and in a row directly opposite, they sat, some t:ppfad
back in a lounging attitude, some cutting their finger nails
with their penknives, while others sat up stiff and stern, the
whole presenting a most formidable appearance. There
were eight or ten candidates present, and unfortunately for
me, I was seated at what I called the foot of the eclass. Tt
seemed that the most of them were acquainted, and as I was
almost the only stranger present, it was but natural that
they should look at me rather more that I liked. My pon-
talels evidently attracted their attention, but by dint of
drawing up my feet and pushing down my dress I hoped to
hide my shoré-comings. - :

When, at last, the examination commenced, I found, to my
great delight, that Geography was the subject introduced,
and my heart beat high, for I thought of the pages I could
repeat and ardently longed for a chance to display ! Un-
fortunately for me they merely questioned us from the map,

"and breathlessly I awaited my turn: At length the young
) g
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lady who sat next to me was asked “What two rivers
unite and form the Ohio 77 T looked at her sidewise. The
bloom deepened on her cheek, and I was sure she had for-
gotten. Involuntarily I felt tempted to tell her, hut did
not, and Mr. Parks, looking inquiringly at me, said, ** Per-
haps the next one can. Ahem }” -

He canght sight of my offending pantalets, and thinking

~me some child who had come with her sister, was about to
| pass me by. But I was not to be slighted in that way, par-
ticularly when I knew the answer ; so, with the air of one
who, always at the foot, accidently spells a word right and
starts for the head, T spoke out loud and distinctly ¢ Alle-
ghany and Monongahela,” glancing at my father just in time
to catch a nod of encouragement,

“The Nine” were taken' by surprise, and instantly three
pair of eyes with glasses and six pair without glasses were
brought to bear upon me. For reasons best known to

themselves, they asked me a great variety of questions, all

of which I answered correctly, I believe ; at least they made
. no comment, and were evidently vastly amused with their
new specimen, agking me how old I was, and exchanging
smiles at my reply, “ Thirteen, four weeks ago to-day.” One
of my fellow-teachers, who sat near me, whispered to her
next neighbor, “ She’s older than that, I know ;” for which
remark I've never quite forgiven her.  Arithmetic was the
last branch introduced, and as mathematics was rather my
forte, I had now no fears of failing—but I did! A ques-
tion in Decimals puzzled me, and coloring to my temples, I
replied “ I-don’t know,” while two undeniable tears dropped
into my lap. :

“ Never mind, sis,” said one of the nine. “ You know

most everything else, and have done bravely.”
T was as sure of my certificate then as I was fiftcen min-

utes afterwal'ds; when a little slip of paper was given m
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thought it was all over, and was adjusting mothe s
and tying on Juliet’s veil, when they -asked me onmm-
something that they might see a specimen of my 1pc“ na
ship. Taking the pen, L dashed off with a ﬂq1111.°1s 11 th:;n
Tiee,” at which I thought they peered more curiously o
need be—and one of them, Dr. Clayton, a young r-nan: ‘a.n k
handsome one, too, said something abouttllts being ‘¢ very
voetical.” He hadn’t scen the negro song tnen. , |
Poe'Ii‘jll;a]shadows of evening had long since fallen Wh(.}ll y;*e
stopped at our door, where we found ?nothelé anmc;usshi
waiting for us. Very wistfully she looked in my face er
important question.
351‘1‘0 gﬂ';l,el’vep got on(i,” said T, bounding from the Euggy,
# and Td like to be examined every day, it’s such fan.
«Didn’t you miss a word 7" asked Juliet,
¢ Oh, Pm so glad !” eried Liz_zie. - . o
« Weel big, dow't you ¥ suggested Ghz.u‘he, while Anpna in-
quired “if I’d lost her pocketrlmndke?chief "
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CHAPTER V.
PINE HILL..

Al a R .
Ere long, exaggerated rumors reached Meadow Brook of the

very creditable manner in which T had acquitted myseclf at the

examination, whereupon Aunt Sally Wright was quite taken
aback. Soon rallying, however, she had rccourse to her
second prediction, which was that “ I should not teach more
than half the summer out.” Perbaps I wrong the old lady
but I cannot help thinking that the ill-natured stories con:
cerning myself, which she set afloat at Pine. Hill, were in a

great measure the cause of her prophecy being fulfilled.

‘Never before, to my knowledge, had she visited at Capt,
Thompson’s, but now she spent an entire day there,, bring-
ing back to us the intelligence that John Thompson, a boy
Jjust one. year my senior, was going to’ stay at home that
summer, as * Miss Cap’n Thompson hadu’t no idee 1 could
teach him.”

Added to this was the comforting assurance, that “ Cap'n
Thompson was hoppin’ mad because Mr. Randall had hired me

in preference to his sister Dell, who had herself applied for the -

school.”  This, as I" afterwards learned, was ihe sccret of
the- dislike which, from the first, the Thompsons entertained
for me. They had no danghter, but the }:aptain’s half sister
Dell had lived with him ever since his marriage, and between
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'h‘erl and their hopeful son John, the affections of himself and

wife were nearly equally divided. o
Dell Thompson was a proud, overbearing girl, about
eiglitcen years of age, who esteemed herself far beticr than
her neighbors, with whom she seldom associated, her ac-

* guaintances living mostly at what was called ¢ the Centre”

of the town. 1t scems that she had applied for the summer

school, but remembering that she had once called him
a “ country clown and his wife ignorant and vulgar,” Mr.

Randall had refused her and accepted me. Notwithstand- -
ing that the people of Pine Hill generally disliked the

Thompsons, there was among them a feeling of dissatisfac-

tion when it became known that I was preferred to-Dell,

who, they thought, would have given fone and character to

the school, for ““it wasn’t every big bug who would stoop to

teach.” ) -

Of this state of affairs I was fortunately ignorant, and
never do I remember o happier morning than that on which
T first took upon myself the responsibilities of a teacher. By
sunrise, the little hair trunk, which grandma lent me, was
packed and stood waiting on the door-step, where I had
carried it, thinking thus to accelerate the movements of my
father, who did not seem to be in any particnlar hurry, tell-
ing me, “ he'd no idea that school would be commenced before
we got there 1”7 Grandma had suggested the propriety of
leiting down my dresses, a movement which I warmly
seconded, but mother said ““ No, she did not like to sce lit-
‘the girls dressed like grown up women ;7 so, in my new plaid
gingham and white pantalets, I waited impatiently until the
clock struck seven, at which time father announced himself
ready. : ,

# When will you come home ?” asked mother, as she fol-
lowed me to the gate. ER

ﬁ.
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~ “In three weeks,” was my reply, as I bounded into the

buggy, which soon moved away.

Pine Hill is not at all remarkable for its beautiful scene-
ry, and as old Sorrel trotted leisurely alon‘ down one
steep hill and up another, throngh a Aaunted swa,mp, where
a man had once, to his great terror, seen his deparied wife,
and over a piece of road, where the little grassy ridges said,
a3 plain as grassy ridges could say, that the travel-
lers there were few and far between, my spirits low-
ered a little. But, anon, the prospect brightened, and
in the distance we saw the white walls of Capt. Thompson’s
residence gleaming through the mass of evergreens which
surrounded it. This, however, soon disappeared, and for a
mile or more my eye met with nothing save white birches,
grey rocks, green ferns, and blackbérry bushes, until sudden-
Iy turning a corner, we came to a halt before one of those

slanting-roofed houses so common in New ngland. It was

the home of Mr. Randall, and it was there that I was to
board the first week. In the doorway, eating Lread and
molasses, were his three children, Who the moment they saw
us, set up a shout of “somebody’s come. I guess it’s tho
school-ma’am 17 and straightway they took to thul hecls as
if fleeing from the presence of a tigress.

After a moment, the largest of them ventured o retarn,
and his example was soon followed by the other two, thic

younger of whom, after eyeing me askance, lisped out, “Don

Thompthon thays he aint afraid of you; he can l:ck you
like dunder

This was a pleasant commencement, but I smiled down
upon the Iittle boy, patting his curly head, while father
inquired for Mrs. Randall, who, we learned, was sweeping
the schoolhonse. Leavmo the hair frunk, whmh was used

by the children for a horse ere we left the yard, we again
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sct forward, and soon reached our place of destination,

which, without shade-tree or ornament of any kind, stood
half-way up a long, sunny hill, commanding a view of

nothing save the weathercock of Captain Thompson’s barn, .
which was visible across the orchard opposite. We found
Mrs. Randall enveloped in a eloud of dust, her sleeves rolled
ap, and her head covered by a black silk handkerchief.

“The room wasn’t fit for the pigs,” she said, “and ought
to have-been cleaned, but somchow nobody took any intercst -
in school this summer, and I’d have to make it answer.”

I didwt care particularly for the room, which, in truth, _
was dirty and disagrecable cnough, buf the words “no-.
body took any interest this summer,” affccted me unplea-
santly, for in them I saw a dim foreshadowing of all that
ensued. Father, who was inva hwry, soon left me, bidding
me “be a good girl, and not get to romping with the
scholars.” Trom the window I watched him until he dis-
appeared over the sandy hill, half wishing, though I would

_not then confess it, that I and the little trunk were with

him, I was roused from my reverie by Mrs. Randall, who,
for some time, had been looking inquisitively at me, and
who now said, ‘“ Ain’t you but thirteen

“ No, ma’m,” T answered.

“Wall,” she returned, ‘it beats all how much older you
look. I should g'pose you was full sixteen, if not more.
But it’s all in your favor, and I guess youw'll he more likely
to suit the deestriet, though they’re afraid you havi’t any
government, and they're terrible hard to suit. So, if Vs
you,” she-continued, “T’d hold a pretty tight rein at first.

* I give you full liberty to whip my young ones if they don't

behave. They know better than to complain at home.”
Involuntarily I glanced at the clump of alders which
grew near the house, and if they were somewhat diminished
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ere’my reign was over, the “Deecstrict” owed it to Mrs.
Randall’s suggestion. After sitting awhile, she arose to go,
telling me “ she should expect me at night,” and then I was
alone. Ilooked at my watch ; it was half-past eight, and
not a scholar yet. This was widely different from Meadow
Brook, where, by seven, the house was.generally filled with

children, hallooing, quarrelling over seats, and watching -

eagerly for the first sight of ** the new schoolma’am, 7 Hére
the tables were turned, and ** the schoolma’am ? was watch-
ing for her scholars ] ‘

Suddenly a Jarge bumble-bee came buzzing in, and alight-
ed on a window opposite. Like Sir Thomas the Good, in
the Ingoldsby Legends, I have a passion for capturing
insects, especially whitefaced bumble-bees, and now I felt
strongly inclined to mount the desks in pursuit of the
intruder, but the thought “ What if the scholars should
detect me ” prevented, and, to this day, I have never
known whether that bumble-bee had & white face, or be-
longed to the class of colored brethren! Ter minutes of
nine, and I began to grow fidgety. I should have been
more 80, had I known how much is sometimes said about
teachers not kecping their hours. Five minutes of nine,
and round the corner at the foot of the hill appeared a
group of children, while from another direction came others,

“shouting for those in advance to “ wait,” which they did,
and the whole entered the house together., A few of the
girls made a slight obeisance, while the boys laughed, and
throwing down their books in a very consequential manner,
looked, distrustfully at me. My age had preceded me, and
in many of these childish hearts there was .already a spirit
of rebellion.

Here I would speak against the impropriety of discussing
a teacher’s faults in the presence of pupils, who will
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discover them soon cnough. Many a teacher starts disad-
vantageously because of spme idle tale, which may or may
not be true, but which, borue on the wings of gossip,
reaches its place of destination, and is there thoughtlessly
canvassed in the hearing of chﬂdren who thus become
prqudwed against a person they have never secn, and whom
they otherwise might have liked. In my case, the fault was
my age, which had evidently heen digcussed in the neigh-
borheod ; for, on opening my desk, I found inscribed upon
the lid, in a bold schoolboy style, ‘Rosa Lee, aged 13,7
to which was appended, in a more delieate hand, “ Ancient—
very 17

Taking my Indiarubber, T erased it while my scholars
were settling the matter of seats, which, strange to say,
they did without disputing. Then there ensued a perfect
silence, and the eyes of all present turned inquiringly upon
me, while, with sundry flowishes with my silver pencil, I
proceeded to take down upon a hig sheet of foolscap ther
names, ages, and © what studies do you intend to pursue ”
of my pupils. After much talking and arranging, 1-;110
school was organized ; but the first moruing dragged heavily,
and when 12 o’clock came, and I drew from my sachel the
nice ginger snaps which mother had made, tho sight of
them, or the taste, or something else, choked me so much

"~ that I was obliged to wink hard, and count the rows of

trees in the orchard opposite twice, ere I could answer the
qucétion addreszed to me by one of the little girls.

In the rear of the house was a long strip of dense woods,
and wishing to be alone and out of sight of the sports in
which I felt T must not join, I took my bonnet and wandered
thither. Seating myself upon a mossy log, I tried to fancy
that I was at home beneath the dear old grape-vine, the
faintest rustle of whose broad green leaves would, at that
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moment, have been to me like the sweetost music. But it
could not be. I was a schoolmistress—Miss Lee, they
called me, and on my brow the shadows of life were thug
carly making their impress, Slowly to me dragged the

hoar which alwa)s before had been so short and when at

last I took my way back to school, it seemed that in that
short space I had lived an age. Often since, when I have
looked upon young teachers hastening to their taék, I've
pitied them, for T knew full well how long and wearisome
would be their first day’s labor.

As T approached the schoolhouse I saw that somethmw
was the matter, for the scholars were greatly excited, and
with voices raised to the highest pitch, were discussing

. something of importance. Thinking that my presence
would perhaps restrain them from such mnoisy demonstra-
tions, T hastened forward, but the babel rather increased
than diminished, and it was with difficulty that I could
learn the cause of the commotion. George Randall was
crying, while a little apart from him stood two boys, one of
them apparently fourteen and the other twelve. They were
strangers to me and instinctively I felt that they were in
some way connected with the disturbance; and that the

larger and more important looking was Jokn Thompsen, a

surmise which proved to be correct.

It seemed that Isaac Ross, one of -the new comers, had
some weeks before sclected for himself a corner seat, which,
as he was not present in the morning, had been taken by
George Randall, who knew nothing of Isaac’s intentions,
znd who now refused to give it up. A fight was the result
the most of the scholars taking sides with George, whih;
Isaac was urged on.and encouraged by John Thompson
who, though not a pupil, had come up * to see how he Iiked,
the schoolma’am.” As a matter of course an appeal was

) “»‘

KT—.
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made to me, to know “if/Gcorge hadn’t the best right to
the seat,”

r uhﬂps I was wrong, but I decided that he Lad, at the
same time asking Isaac “if he were coming to gehool.”

“1 aiw’t goin’ to-do anything else,” said he, ghmcmg
towards John, who, with a wicked leer at me, knocked off
one of the little boys’ hats and then threw it up in the
air. : :
What would have ensued next I do not know, for at that
moinent” Captain Thompson rode round -the corner and
called to his son, who, with mock deference, bowed politely
to me and walked away. Disagreeable as Isasc Ross
appeared in the presence of John Thompson, I found that
when left to himself he was quite a different boy, and
though he af first manifested some reluctance to taking
another seat, he at last yle]ded the point, and for the

remainder of the day conducted bimself with perfect pro-

priety. :

On the whole, the afternoon passed away rather plea-
santly, and at night, when school was ous, I started for my
boarding-place quite contented with teachers generally, and

" myself in particular. In passing the different houses which

stood wupon the road-side, T demecaned myself with the =
utmost dignity, swinging my short dress from side to side in
imitation of a Boston lady who had once taught in our dis-
trict, and whose manner of walking I greatly admired !
¥rom the window of Captain Thompson’s dwelling I caught
a glimpse of two faces, which were hastily withdrawn, but
I felt sure that ffom behind the curtains they were
scanning my appearance, and I remember lowering my
parasol a little, just to tantalize them 1 But when at last I
was over the hill and out of sight, oh, how glad 1 was to
be “Rosa Lee ” again, free to pluck the sweet, wild flowers,
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to watch the little fishes in the running brook, or even to
chase a white-faced bumble-bee if T liked. '
About fifty rods from Mr. Randall’s stands one of those
old-fashioned, gableroofed houses, so common in some parts
of New England, and here, at the time of which I am
speaking, lived Mrs. Ross, the mother of Isaac, or e, as he
was familiarly called. 1 had never met the lady, but as I
approached the‘ house and saw a tall, square-shouldered
woman leaning on the gate, I naturally thought that it
might be she; and on this point I was not long left in
doubt, for the moment T came within speaking distance, she

called out, “ How dy’ do, Miss Lee—I s'pose ’tis? You .

pretty well 7 I'm Miss Ross, Isick’s mother. He telled me
that he bhad some fuss about a seat that he picked out
morem a month ago, and thinks be orto have. I dows
never calkerlate to take sides with my children, ’cause I've

kept school myself, and I know how bad tis, but I do

hate to have Isick git a miff again the schoolma’am on
.the first start, and if Ts you I'd let him have the seag
iustead of George Randall, for mebby folks'll say you're par-
tial to George, bein’ that his father's committee-man, and
P've kept school enough to know that partiality -won’i; do.”

As well as I could, I explained the matter to her tellin-O‘
her I wished to do right, and meant to as far as ’I kne;
how. ‘

I presume you do,” said she, “ or I shouldn’t &’ faken
the liberty to speak to you. Tknew you’s young, and T felt

afeard yon didn’t know what an undertakin’ it was to teach ,.
the young idee how to shute. The schoolma’ams have -

always thought a sight of me, and generally tell me all their
troubles, so T know jest how to take their part when the
rest of the folks are again ’em. Was Susan Brown to
school ? ‘But she wasn’t though, I know she wasn’t.”
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I replied that there was o little girl present of that name,

and my companion continued: “ Now I'll give up, if Miss
. Brown has come round enough to send, when she was so

dreadfully opposed to your teachin’; you've heerd about it,

1 ¢’pose 7"
I answered that T didn’t know that any one had opposed

" me except Mrs. Thompson.”

“ Oh, yes,” said she, assuming an injured lock and tone.
“ Everybody knows about that, and there’s some sense in
their bein’ mad, for *twas plaguy mortifyin’ to Dell to offer
to teach and be rejected by Mr. Randall, a man that none
of the Thompsons would wipe their old shoes on, and then,
‘st every big bug that will stoop to teach, for you know .
*tain’t considered fust cut.”

«“ No, 1 didw’s know it,” and so I said, but she assured me
of the fact, quoting as authority, both Mrs. Thompson and
Dell, who, I found, were her oracles in everything. Affer a
time I brought her back to Mrs. Brown, whose husband, she
said, was gone to sca, and who had herself applied for the
school, .

“ But between yon and me,” she added, speaking in a
whisper, “it’'s & mighty good thing that she didn’t get it,
for she ain’t the likeliest person that ever was, and nobody
under the sun would have sent to ber. Isick shouldw’t o
gone a single day, for her morals is very bad. She used to
belong to the Orthodox Church, but they turned her out for
dancin’ at a party, and when she lived in Wooster she
jined the "Piscopals, who, you know, let their members eut
up all sorts—but, land sakes ! how T'm talkin’l You must
not breathe a word I say, for I make it a pint not to slan-
der my neighbors, and if everybody minded their own
husiness as well as 1 do, there wouldn’t be so much back-"
bitin' ag there is. And that makes me think I've half
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a mind to caution you—but no, I guess I won’t—mebby
yow'll tell on’t.”

Of course my curiosity was roused, and of course I said
I wouldn’t tell; whereupon she proceeded to inform me that
Mrs. Randall was a very talkin’ woman, and I-must Le
pretty careful in her presence. * You can tell me anything
you wish to,” said she, “for I'm a master hand to keep a
secret; but Miss Randall is forever in hot water. She and
Miss BLOWD. are hand in glove, and both on ’em turn up
their noses at Miss Thompson and Dell, who never pretend
to make anything of ’em. DI’'m considerable intimate at the

Captain’s, and I know all about it. Dell is smart as a stecl

trap, and it's a pity she’s took such a dislike to you.”

“1don't think she ought to blamne me,” said I, for I
didn’t know as she wanted the schocl ” _

“’Tain’t that allogother,” resumed Mrs. Ross, again speak-
ing In a whisper. ’Tamt that altogether, and if youw'll
never lisp a word o't Tl tell you the hull stor y.”

I gave the required promise, and then Mrs, Ross ploceed-
ed to inform me that Dell was jealous of me.” :

“Jealous I” T exclaimed. “ How can that he 77

“ You remember Dr. Clayton, don’t you ?” said she,

“Yes, I remember him, but what has le to do with Miss
Thompson’s being jealous of me |

“Why,” returned Mrs. Ross, “ Dell’s kinder. settin’ her
cap for him, and I guess he’s o snickerin’ notion after her,
Any way he comes there pretty often.  Well, he was there
the week after the examination, and told ’em about you.
He said you was bright as a new guinea, and had better
lagni’ than hall the teachers, and then you had such a

sweet name—Rose—he liked it. You orto have seen how

mad Dell was at you after he was gone. 1 don’t blieve
she’ll ever git over it.”
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Here Ike called out that  the Jolmny-cake was burnt
blacker than his hat,” and forthwith Mrs. Ross started for
the house‘, first bidding me “ keep dark,” and/ telling me she
hoped ““ I wouldn’t be partial to Mr. Randall’s children, for

they needed lickin’ if ever young ones did--they warn’t

brought up like Isick, who was governed so well ab home
that he didw’t need it at school.”

1 was learning to read the world’s great hook fast—very
fast—and with a slightly heavy heart I turned away, paus- .
ing once while Mrs. Ross, from the doorstep, called to me,
saying, that “she guessed I'd better give Isick the seat to-
morrow, seein’ his heart was set on’t.”

I found Mrs. Randall waiting to receive me in a clean
gingham dress and apron, with her round, good-humored tace
shining as if it had been through the same process with the
long line of snow-white linen, which was swinging in the
clothes-yard. The little hair truuk had been removed {o th-u
“Yest room,” which was to be mige. The big rocking-chair
was brought out for me, the ronnd tea table, nicely spread,
stood in the centre of the floor, and Mrs, Randall hoped 1
would make myself at home, and put up with her own I:ough
ways if T could. To be sure, she didw’t have things quite as,
nice as Mrs, Captain Thompson, bat she did as well as she
knew how. Dear Mrs. Randall | how my heart warmed to-
wards her ; and as I took my scat at the table, and she
helped me to a larger slice of pure white honeycomby than I
had ever before been allowed to eat ab one time, I felt that I
would not exchange her house for a howe at Capt, Thompson’s,

Without any intention of revealing what Mrs. Ross had
imparted to me, I still felt o great curiosity to know Mus.
Randall's opinion of her ; so, after a time, I ventured to
speak of my having seen hicr, and to ask when and where'she
taught school. With a mefry laugh, Mrs. Randall replied,

%

-
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“ T wonder, now, if she’s made your acquaintance so soon !

She told you, I suppose, to come to her with all your trou-

bles, for she knew just how to pity you, as she'd been a
schoolma’am herself.”

My flushed checks betrayed the fact that Mrs. Randall
had guesse b righily, and after a moment she continued :
“Her keeping school amounts to this,.  'When she was a girl,
a friend of hers who was teaching wanted to go away for
two dnys, and got Miss Ross, then Nancy Smedly, to take her
place, and that’s the long and short of her experience. She's
a meddlesome woman, and makes more - trouble in the Dis-

trict than anybody else. She tried to make Miss Brown °

think she was misuscd, becanse we wouldn’t hire her instead
of you, who applied first, and for a spell, T guess Miss Brown
was a little sideways, but she’s a sensible woman and has got
all over it.” _

I was about to tell her of the trouble befween George and
. Ike, when she anticipated mé by saying, “ George says he
and Tke Ross fif akout a seat, and I've hired him to give it
up peaccably, for if Miss Ross gets miffed in the beginning,

there’s no knowing what kind of a row she’ll vaise, and you °

are so young 1 feel kinder tender of you.” :

If there were tears in my eyes, they were not tears of
grief, and if I was pleased with Mrs. Randall before, I liked
her ten times beticr now, for T saw in her a genuine sincer-
ity which convinced me she was my friend indeed. To be
sure, she was rather rough and unrefined, but her heart was
right, and in her treatment of me, she was always kind and
considerate, making ample allowance for my errors and
warmly defending me when she thought I was misnsed. If
in every District there were more like Mrs. Randai] the
teacher’s lot would not be one half so hard to bear as often-
times it is,

PINE HILL. 48

When I awoke next morning I heard the large rain-
drops pattering against, the window, and on pushing aside
the curtain, I saw that the dark heavy clouds betokened a
duoll rainy day. Involuntarily, I thought of the old garret at
hor;]_e, where on such oceasions we always resorted, “ raising
Cain generally,” as Rally said, and when, with umbrella, blank-
et-shawl, and overshoes, I started for school, I looked and felt
forlorn indeed. Raining as it was, it did not prevent Mrs. .
Ross from coming out with the table—sloreaa over her head,
to tell me that ““ though she never warn’t an atom particu-
lar, and never meant to interfere with teachers, as she knew
just what it was, she did hope I’d give Isick the seat, and
not be partial to George Randall.”

I replied that “I'd see toit,” and was hurrying along,
when she again stopped me to know “ what I'd got in my
dinner basket that was good.”

Afterwards I found it to be one of her greatest peculiari-
ties, this desire to know what her neighbors had to eat, and
I seldom passed her door that she did not inquire of me con-
cerning the * kind of fare” I had at the different places
where 1 boarded. When T reached the schoolhouse, I
found George Randall transferring his books to another part
of the room, at the same time telling Isaac “ he could have the
disputed seat if he waunted it.”

With the right kind of training and influence Isaac Ross
would have been a fine boy, for there were in his disposition
many noble traits of character, and when he saw how read-

-ily George gave up the seat, he refused to take it, saying,

“he didn’t care a darn where he sat—one place was as good
as another.” ‘
That day was long- and dreary emough. Not more than

" half the children were there, and I found it exceedingly tire-

some and monotonous, sitting in-that hard, splint-bottomed
' 4
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chair, and telling Emma Fitch and Sophia Brown, for the
hundredth time, that the round letter was “ 0" and the erooked
one “S” The scholars, too, began to grow noisy, and to ask
me scores of useless questions. Their lessons were hall
learned, and if T made a suggestion, I was quickly informed
that their former teacher, Sally Darmam, didw’t do so. Even
little Emma Fiteh, when 1 bade her keep her .cyes on the
book instead of letting them wander about the room, lisped
out that ‘ Thally Damm let her look off ;” a fact I did not
dispute when I found that she had been to school all winter
without learning a single letter by sight, though she could
repeat the entire alphabet forward and back and be all the
while watching a squirrel on the branches of the tree which
grew near the window. :

Before night a peculiar kind of sickness, never dangerous,
but decidedly disagreeable, began to creep over me, and
had it not been for the mud, I should probably have footed
it to Meadow Brook, where alone could be found the cure
for my disease. Just before school was out a liitle boy
cried to go bome, and this was the one sfraw too many.
Hastily dismissing the scholars, I turned towards the win-
dow and my tears fell as fast as did the rain in the early
morning. ‘

“The schoolma’am’s cryin,’—she is. I saw her,” circu-
_ lated rapidly among the children, who all rushed back to
ascertain the truth for themselves.

1 should think she would cry,” said one of the girls to
her brother. *You've acted ugly enough to make any-
body cry, and if you don’t hehave better to-morrow, Jim
Maxwell, 'l tell mother 1” :

After the delivery of this speech, the entire group moved
away, leaving me alone; and sure am I there was never
a more homesick child than was the one, who, with her
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head lying upon the desk, sat there chpiﬁg in that low,
dirty schoolroom, on that dark, rainy afternoon. Where
now was all the happiness I had promised myself in teach-
ing? Alag! it was rapidly disappearing, and I was just
making up my mind to brave the ridicule of Meadow
Bi'ook, and give up my school at once, when a hand was
laid very gently on my shoulder, and a voice partially
familiar said, “ What's the matter, Rose?” '

So absorbed was I in my grief, that 1 had not heard the -
sound of footsteps, and with a start of surprise I looked up
and met the serene, handsome eyes of Dr. Clayton, who
stood at my side ! He had been to visit a patient, he said,
and was on his way home, when, secing the door ajar, he
had cope in, hoping to find me there, “but I did not expect
thig,” he continued, pointing -to the tears on my cheek,
“What is the matter ! Don’t the scholars behave well,
or are you homesick 77

At this question I began to ecry so violently, that the.
doctor, after exhaunsting all his powers of persuasicn, finally.
laid his land soothingly on my rough, tangled curls,.ere I
could be induced to stop. Then, when I told him how dis-
appointed I was, how I wished I had never tried to teach,
and how 1 meant to give it up, he talked to me so kindly,
so brotherlike, still keeping his hand on my shoulder, where
it had fallen when 1 lifted np my head, that I grew very
calm, thinking I could stay in that gloomy room forever,

- if Ae were only there ! He was, as I have said before, very

handsome, and his manner was so very fascinating, and his
treatment of me so much like what I fancied Charlie’s would
be, were he a grown up man and I a little girl, that I
begr:an to like him very, very much, thinking then that my
feeling for him was such as a child would entertain for a
father, for I had heard that he was twenty-seven, and be~




e, e R
T

s e AT L i s e AR e

e

78 MEADOW BROOK.

tween that and thirtecn there was, in my cstimation, an

impassable gulf, :

“I wish 1 had my buggy here,” he said at last, after
consulting his watch, which pointed to half past-five, I
wish I had my buggy here, for then I conld carry yoi home,
Youw'll wet your feet, and you ought not to walk. HBuppose
you ride- in my lap 5 but no,” he added, quickly, “you'd
better not, for Mrs, Thompson and Mother Ross would
make it a neighborhood talk.” '

There was a wicked look in his eye as he said this, and

. T seeretly wondered if he entertained the same opinion of

LDetl, that he evidently did of her sister. Al lengih, shak-
ing my hand, he bade me good-hye, telling me that the
Examining Committee had placed me and my school in his
charge, and that he should probably visit me offieially on
Thursday of the following week. Like a very foolish child,
I watched him until a turn in the road hid him from view,
and then, with a feeling I could not analyze, I started for
my boarding-place, thinking that it I gave up my school I
should wait until after Thursday. ‘

In the doorway, with her slecves rolled up above her
elbows, and her hair, as she herself said, “at sixes and
sevens,” was Mrs. Ross, who, after informing me that “it
had been a desput rainy day,” asked, “if I knew whether
Dr. Clayton had been to Captain Thompson’s 77

There was no reason why I should blush at this question,

but I did, thongh my sunbonnet fortunately concealed the

fact from my interrogator, who, without waiting for an
answer, continued, “ He drove past here about fifteen minutes
ago, and 1 guess he’s beeu sparkin’ Dell” .
It must have been an evil spirit surely which prompted my
reply that “he had been at the schoolhouse with me.”
“How you talk ! Isick never said a word about it 1
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was Mrs. Ross’s exclamation, the blank expression of her

“face growing still more blank when 1 told her that he did
not come until the scholars were gone.

“You two been there all sole alone since four o’clock !
I'll give up now ! 1 hope Dell Thompson won't ﬁ-nd it out,
for she’s awful slandersome 3 but,” she added, coming to the
gate, and speaking in a whisper, “T'm glad on’t, and mebby
she’ll draw in her horns, if she finds that some of the umder
¢rust, as she calls ’em, can be noticed by Dr. Clayton as
well as herself.”

Equivoeal as this compliment was, it gratified -me, and
from that moment I felt a spirit of rivalry towards Dell
Thompson. Still, I did not wish her to know of Dr, Clay-
ton’s call, and so T said to Mrs. Ross, who replied, “ You
needn’t be an atom afeard of my tattlin’. T know too well
what ’tis to be a schoolmarm, and have the hull Deestrict
peekin’ at you. 8o if yow've anything you want kept, I'm

“the onc ; for I can be still as the grave. Did the doctor

say anything about Dell, bub he didn’t, I know, and ’taint
likely he said anything about anybody.”

T replied, that he talked with me about my school, and
then as I heard the clock strike six I walked along. Look-
ing back, as [ entered Mr. Randall’s gate, I saw Mrs. Ross’s
old plaid shawl and brown bonnet disappearing: over the
Lhill as fast as her feet could take them, but I had no
suspicion that her destination was Caplain Thompson’s !
T did not know the world then aswell ag I do-now, and
when the next morning I met Dell Thompson, who stared
‘at me insolently, while a haughty sneer curled her lip,

I had no idea that ske was jealous of me, little Rosa

Lee, whose heart was lighter, and whose task seemed far
pasier on agcount of Dr. Clayton’s past and promised
visit. b
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Saturday night came at last, and very joyfully T started
home on foot, féeeling not at all burdened with the compli-
ments of my patrons or the esteem of my pupils. Oh, what
a shout was raised at the shortness of my three weeks, as
I entered our sitting-room ! All laughed at me, except my
mother. She was not disappointed, and when I drew Car-
rie’s little rocking-chair to her side, and told her how hard
my head was aching, she laid her soft hand caressingly upon
my brow, and gently smoothing my short curls, hathed my
forehead in camphor until the pain was gone. Had there
been no one present but our own family, 1 should probably
have eried ; but owing to some untoward circumstance, Aunt
Sally Wright was there visiting that afternoon, and as a
teacher I felt obliged to maintain my dignity before her
prying eyes. Almost her {irst salutation to me was, “ Wall,
Rosa, so you've grown old since you left home

“I do not understand what you mean,” I answered.

“Why, I mean,” said she, “that somcbody told me that
Mrs. Green told them, that Major Pond’s wife told her, that
Mary Dowsnes said, that Naucy Rice heard Miss Capn
Thompsen say that you told Dr. (;layt(in you was siwteen I”

I knew that the subject of my age had not come up
between me and the doctor, but it was useless to deny a
story so well aunthenticated, so I said nothing, and Aunt
Saelly continued ; ““They do say you thrash ’em round about
right,” while mother asked “who Dr. Clayton was {” ‘

- “Why, he’s a young pill-peddler, who’s taken a shine to
Rosa, and staid with her alone in the schoolhouse until pitch
dark,” said Aunt Sally, her little green eyes twinkling with
the immense satisfaction she felt,

Greatly T marvelled as to the source whence she obtained
the information, which so greatly excoeded the truth ; ; and
considering that no one knew of the doctor’s eall but Ms.
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Ross, it really was u wonder ! She was procecding with
her remarks, when we were summoned to the supper table,
where green tea had so good an effect upon lier, that by the
time she was blowing her third cup, she began fo unbend,
repeating to me several complimentary remarks which she
said came from Mrs, Ross. - By this I knew that she had
Pine Hill as well as Meadow Brook upon her' hands, and, in-
deed, ’twas strange how much Aunt Sally did manage to
attend to at once ; for, besides keeping her son’s wife con-
tinually fretted, and her danghter constantly quarrelling
with her husband, by her foolish interference; there was

_scareely a thing transpired in the neighborhood in which she

did not have a part. Not a marriage was in prospect, but
she knew something bad of both parties ; not a family jar
occurred in which she did not have a finger. Not a man
owed more than he was worth, but she had foreseen it from -
the first in the extravagance of his wife. But everybody in
Meadow Brook knew Aunt Sally, and it was a commoun say-
ing, that ““ her tongue was no slander ;” so I did not feel as
much annoyed as 1 otherwise should at her spiteful remarks,
which continued with little infermission until dark, when,
gathering up her snuff-box, kmttmg, and work-bag, she
started for home, }
The next day was the Sabbath, and if at church, I did

now and then cast a furtive glance at the congregation, to
see il they were looking at me becaunse I was a ““school-
ma’am,” it was & childish vanity, which 1 have long since
forgiven, as 1 trust my reader will do. Among the andi-
‘ence was our minister’s young bride, and when, after church,
he introduced her to me, saying to her, ¢ This is Rose, who,
I told you, was only thirtcen and teaching school,” T felt
quite reconciled to my lot, and thought that after all, it
was an honor to be a teacher,
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CHAPTER VI.

DR. CLAYTON’S vISI?.

.VERY slowly passed the days of my second weck, for my
mind was constantly dwelling npon the important Thursday
which came at last, and, with more than usual care i
dressed myself for school, sporting a pale blue and Wh,ite

muslin, which mother said I must wear only on great ocea-

‘sions.  And this, to me, was a great occasion ; and if, for
want of a better mirror, I at noon went down to g (:Iear
spring in the woods, and there gave a few smoothing touches
to my toilet, it was a weakness of which, in a similar way
many an older female has been guilty.  On my return to th(;
school\,house, I requested one of the larger girls to sweep the
floor as clean as she possibly could, while two or three of
the boys were sent after some green boughs to hang over
the windows. :

“ Il bet we are going to have company ; I thought so
this morning when I see the schoolma’am all dreszseg up,”
whispered one to another—and after a'time, Jim Maxwell”s
sister ventured to ask me, not whe was coming, but * how
many.”

With a blush, I replied, “ Nobody but Dr. Clayton,” won-
dering why his name shonld cleave so to the roof of my
mouth | In a few minutes, the fact that Dr. Clayton was
coming was known both indoors and out, and when T saw

a

-~~~ DR, CLAYTON'S VISIT. 81

how fast John Thompson took himself home, after learniog
the news, I involantarily felt as if some evil were impending
—a presentiment which proved correct, for not long after
school commenced, there came a gentle rap at the outer

. door, which caused a great straightening up among the

scholars, and brought me instantly to my feet, for 1 sup-
posed, of course, he had come. ‘What, then, was my sur-
prize when, instead of him, I met a haughty-looking young
lady, who, frowning majestically npon me, introduced her-
self as * Miss Thompson,” saying she had come to visit the
school. :

1 had never before had so good a view of her, and now,
when I saw how dignified she appeared, and that there
really was in her manner something clgzmt and refined, I
not only felt myself greatly her inferior, but I fancied that
Dr. Clayton would also observe the difference between us
when he saw us together. After offering her the seat of
honor—my splint-hottomed chair—I proceeded with my
duties as composedly as possible, mentally hoping that the
doctor would come soon, She probably divined my
thoughts, for once, when I cast a wistful glance over the
long hill, she said, “ You seem fo be constantly on the look-

‘out. Are you expecting any one {7

Involuntarily my eyes sought hets, but I quailed beneath
their quizzical expression, and scarcely knowing what I said,

* replied, “ No, ma’am,” repenting the falsehood the moment

it was uttered, and halfresolving to confess the truth, when
ghe rejoined, *“ Oh, I thought you were,” while at the same
moment a little girl, who had been asleep, rolled from her
seat, bumping her head, and raising such an outery that, for
a time, T forgot what Ibad said, and when it again recurred
to me I thought it was too late to rectify it. It was the
gecond falsehood I remembered telling, and it troubled me
4%
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greatly. Turn it which way I would it was a e still, and
. it smote heavily upon my conscience. Slowly the afternoon
dragged on, but it brought no Dr. Clayton ; and when, at a

quarter of four; I called up my class of Abecedarians toread,

‘what with the Zie and the disappointment, my heart was so
full that I could not force back all the tears which struggled
so fiercely for egress; and when it came Willie Randall’s
turn to read, two or three large drops fell upon his chubby
hand, and, looking in my face, he called out in a loud, dis-
tinet voice—* You're eryin’, you be 17 - :

This, of conrse, brought a laugh from all the scholars, in
which I was fain to join, although I felt greatly cha-
grined that I should have betrayed so much weakness before
Dell Thompson who, in referring to it when school was out,
said, “ she supposed I wanted to sce my mother, or some-
body P

The sarcastic smile which dimpled the corners of her
mouth angered me, and when, at last, I was alone, my long
pent-up tears fell in copious showers. It is my misfortune
never to be able to ery without disfiguring my face, 0 that
it is sometimes almost hideous to look upon ; and now, asg I
slowly walked home, I earefully kept my parasol lowered, so
that no one should see me. But I could not elude the vigi-
lance of Mrs. Ross, who, ag usual, was at her post in the
doorway. Although I knew she was a dangerous woman, I

rather liked her, for there was, to me, something winning in .

her apparent friendliness, and we had come to be quite inti-
mate, so much so that I usnally called there on my way to
or from school ; but now, when she bade me come in, T de-
clined, which act brought her at once to the gate, where she
obtained a full view of my swollen features:

“Laws a mercy !”, she exclaimed, “what’s up now ?
‘Why, you look like a toad. What’s the matter 7
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“ Nothing much,” I said, and this was all she could solicit
from me.

That night she called at Mr. Randall’s, and after smtmg
awhile, asked me “to walk a little piece with her” I saw
there was something on her mind, and conjecturing that it
might have some connection with me, I obeyed willingly,
notwithstanding Mrs. Randall’s silent attempts to keep me
back. Twitching my sleeve when we were outside the gate,
Mrs. Ross asked if ““it were true that I cried because Dr.

Clayton didw’t come as he promised {”

“ Why, what do you mean 1” I said. To which she replied,
by telling me that after I left her, she just ran in to Cap'n
Thompson's & minate or two, When who should she find
there but Dr. Clayton, and when Dell told him she’d been to
visit the school, he said, * Ah, indeed, I was mtpndmn‘ 1o do
so myself this afternoon, but T was necessar ily detained by a
very sick patient.”

“ ¢ That explains why she eried so,” said Dell, and then,”
continued Mrs. Ross, “she went on to tell him how you
looked out of the winder, and when she asked you if you ex-
pected anybody, you said ¢ No,’ and then at last you cried
right out in the school.” :

“The mean thing 1”7 I exclaimed. *“Did she tell Dr.
Clayton all that ?”

“Yes, she did,” answered Mrs. Ross ; “and it made my

" blood bile to hear her go on makin’ fun of you, that is, kind-

er makin’ fan.”

« And the doetor, what did he'say 7 T asked, .To which she
replied, “ Ob, he laughed, and said it was too bad to disap-
point you, 1f it affected you like that, but he couldn’t help
1t ”

I hardly knew at Whlch 1 was most indignant, Dr. Clayton
or Dell, and when I laid my aching head on my pillow, my
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last thoughts were, that “if Dr. Clayton ever did come to
school I’d Iet him know I didn't care for him—he might have
Dell Thompson and welcome 1”

I changed my mind, however, when early the next after-
noon, the gentleman himself appeared to vindicate his cause,
saying he was sorry that he could not have kept his appoint-
ment, adding, as he finally relinquished my hand, ** You had

company, though, Ihelieve, and so, on the whole, I am glad.

I was detained, for I had rather visit you alone.” ;

Much as T now esteem Dr. Clayton, I do not hesitate to
say that he was then a male flirt, a species of mankind which
I detest. He was the handsomest, mnost agreeable man I
had ever seen, and by some strange fascination, he possessed
the power of swaying me at bis will. This he well knew,
and hence the wrong he committed by working upon my
feelings. Never passed hours more agreeably to me than
did those of that afternoon. And I even forgot that I was
to go home that night, and that in all probability father
would come for me as soon as school was out, thus prevent-
- ing the quiet talk alone with Dr. Clayton, which T so much
desired : so when, about four o’clock, I saw the head of old
Sorrel appearing over the hill, my emotions were not parti-
cularly pleasant, and I wished I had not been so foolish as to
insist upon going home every week. The driver, however,
proved to be Charlie, and this in a measure consoled me, for
he, I know, was good at taking Aints, and would wait for me
as long as I desired ; so I welcomed him with a tolerably
- good grace, introducing him to Dr. Clayton, who addressed
him ag 2r. Lee, thereby wmmng- his friendship at once and
forever ! ‘

‘When school was out and the scholars gone, I commenced
makmg preparations for my departure, shuttmg down the

windows and piling away books, stewly and deliberately,
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while Charlie, who seemed in no hurry, amused himselt by
whipping at the thistle-tops which grew near the door. At
last Dr. Clayton, turning to him, said, “ And so you have
come to carry your sister home, when I was promzsmg my-
self that pleasure ?”

Charlie glanced at my face, and its expression, doubtless,
promptéd his answer, # You can do so now, if you choose,
for I like to ride alone.”

Of course I disclaimed against such an arrangement, but
my objections were overruled, and almost before 1 knew what
I was doing, I found myself seated in Dr. Clayton’s covered
buggy, with him at my side. Telling Charlie ““ not to be
surprised if he did not see us until sunset, " he drove off in a
dferent direction from Meadow Brook, remarking to me that
it was o fine afternoon for riding and he meant to enjoy it.”

I hardly know whether he had any object in passing Capt.
Thompson’s, but he certainly did so, bowing graciously ang
showing his white teeth to Dell, who, from a chamber win-

“dow, looked haughtily down upon me, and as I afterwards

learned, made . fan of my pink sun-bonnet and little yellow
dotted shawl. The sight of her naturally led him to speak
of her, and much to my surprise, he asked me how I liked
her ! I could not answer truthfully and say  very well;” so
I replied that “I hardly knew her. She was very fine look-
ing, and I presumed she was very inteligent and accom-
plished.”
“Yon are a good- hearted little girl, Rose,” said he, ““ to
‘speak thus of her. Do you suppose she would do the same
by you if asked a similar question ?”
“Oh, no,” I answered, eagerly, *she couldn’t say I was
fine looking. ‘%obody ever said that.” '
“TIf 1 should tell you that I think yon better looking than
Dell Thompson, what would you say ?” he asked, looking
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under my bonnet, while, with glowing cheeks, T turned my
head away, and replied, “T am sure yon would not mean it.
I know I am ugly, but I do not care so much about it now
as I used to.”

There was a silence for some minutes, and when he spoke
again, it was of faces, which, without regularity of features
or brilliancy of complexion, still had an expression exceed-
ingly pleasing and attractive. “1 do not say yours is such

a face,” said he, “ for I never flatter ; but I de say, and T

mean it, too, that I like your looks far better than I do Miss
Thompson’s,

If I had eried then, as I Wlshed to, T should have done a
most foolish -thing ; but by & strong effort of the will, T
forced down my tears, and changing the conversation, com-
menced talking on subjects quite foreign to Dell Thompson,
or good looks. I found Dr. Clayton a most agreeable com-
panion, and ere the close of that ride, he was “all the
world” to me. In short, T suppose T was as much in love as
a child of thirteen can well be, and when we at last reached
home and I introduced him to my mother and sisters, T
blushed like a guilty thing, stealing out of the room as soon
as possible, and staying out for a long time, although I want-
ed 50 much to be back there with him.

‘“ Catched a beau, hain’t you ?-and a handsome one, too 1
said Sally, applying her eye to the key-hole and thus obtain-
ing a view of his face. '

Tommy Trimmer, a little boy, five years of dge, who Iived

near by, and who chanced to be there, overheard her, and

when Dr. Clayton, who was very fond of children, coaxed
him into his lap, he asked, pointing to me, “Be you Rosa’s
bean? Sally said you was }” ‘

The doctor laughed alound, referring Tommy to me for an
answer, and telling him it was just as I said.”
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“Rose is altogether too young to be riding round with
beaux. It will give her a bad name,” said grandma, when

at last the doctor . was gone. -
No one made any answer until Lizzie, who was more of

my way of thinking, said, * Yow must have had beaux early,
grandma, for you wasn’t quite fiffeen when you were maiy-

ried ; I saw it so in the Bible !” :
Of course, grandma had nothing to offer in her own

defence, save the very correct remark, that “ girls now-a-
days were not what they were when she was young;”—and
here the conversation ceased.




MEADOW BROOK.

/
CHAPTER VIL

DELL THOMPSON’S PARTY,

OxE day, about three weeks after the commencement of
my school, I was surprised by a call from Dell Thompson
who, after conversing awhile, very familiarly, astonishe(i
me with an invitation to visit her the next afternoon. “ She'
was going to have a few of her friends from the village,” she
said, “ Dr. Clayton with the rest.” ' ,

Here she looked at me and I looked out of the window
while she continued, “ Yowll come, I suppose.” 4 ’

1 replied that I would, after which she departed, leaving
me in a perfect state of bewilderment. 7 invited to Captain
Thompson’s, with Dell’s fashionable friends | What could
it mean, and what should I wear ? This last was by far
the more important quéstion ;-for I knew that the people
of the village were noted for their fine dress, and I, of

course, could not compete with them in point of elegance,
Dr. Clayton too, I had heard, was rather fastidious in
his ideas of a lady’s dress, and my heart sank within me ag
I mentally enumerated the articles of my scanty wardrobe
finding therein nothing which I deemed fit for the occasion.
save a white dotted muslin, which was now lying soiled anéi -
wrinkled at the bottom of my trunk, Tt is true, I had a
- blue and white lawn, neatly made and quite becoming, but
my heart was set upon the muslin, and so when Mrs. Ross,
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with whom I was that week boarding, offered to wash and
iron it, I accepted the proffered kindness.

The next morning, when I passed Captain Thompson’s, 1
observed a great commotion in and around the house. The
blinds were thrown back, and through the parlor windows
I caught sight of brooms and dusters, while at intervals
during the day; the scholars brought me tidings of cake,
jellies, and ice-cream, said to be in progress. At precisely
four oclock T dismissed school, and taking a short cut

. across the ﬁelds, soon reached my boarding-place, where I

found Mrs. Ross bending over the ironing-table with a face

_ flushed, and indicative of some anxiety.

“ 1 never .see nothin’ beat it,” she began, holding down
her hot iron and thereby making a slightly yellow spot on
the-dress. “ I never see nothin’ beat it, how this gown pes-
ters me. It must be poor stuff, or somethin’,—but mebby
it'll look better on you,” she continucd, as she gave it a
finishing touch, and then held it up to view.

And, indeed, it was sorry-looking enough; some places
being wholly destitute of starch, while others were rough -
and stiff as a piece of buckram. Common scnse told me
to wear the blug, but I had heard Dr. Clayton say that
nothing became a young girl so well as white, and so I
determined to wear it, It would look befter on me, I
thought, and with all the eagerness of a child I commenced
my toilet, discovering to my great dismay that I had neither
shoes nor stockings fit to wear with a muslin dress. The
weel previous I had taken my best ones home, where I had
purposely left them, not thinking it possible for me to need
them. Here then was a dilemma, out of which Mrs. Ross
at, last helped me, by offering to lend the articles which I
lacked; an offer which I gladly accepted. er stockings
were rather coarse, having been kuit by herself, but they
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possessed the virtue of being white, and clean, and would
have answered my purpose very well, had it not been for
the slippers, which were far too long for me, and showed
almost the whole of my foot. Besides that, I found it rather
dif'ﬁcult keeping them on, until Mrs. Ross suggested the pro-
priety of stuffing the toes with cotton ! This done, I donned
the muslin dress, which scemed to me much shorter thai
when I had last worn it, inasmuch as 1 had the painful con-

sciousness of being all feet, whenever I glanced in that
direction. '

But Mrs. Ross said “T looked mighty crank,” at the

same time fastening on my lowwmecked waist her glass
breast-pin, -which she pronounced, “just the checker.”
“You orto have some gloves to wear when you 'get there,”
said she, as she saw me drawing on my brown ones, and,I
Wlieve I've got the very thing,” she continued, bringing
from the depths of the bureau-drawer a pair of white co?to;
mitts, fancifully embroidered on the back with yellow and
blue. These she bade me “tuck in my bosom until T got
there, and on no account to lose ‘em, as she had ’em before
. she was married 1”
- Thus equipped, T started for Captain Thompson’s, reach-
ing there just as the clock was striking five, and finding, to
my surprise, that I was not only the first 51‘1‘1\7&1&,1)111;
that‘fleither Mrs. Thompson nor Dell had yet c;omméuced
dressing ! Fearing I had mistaken the day, I questioned
the. servant-girl who answered my ring, and who assured me
that I was right, while at the same time, she conducted me
to )the chamber above, where, in the long' mirror, I obtained
a full-length view of myself, feet and all !, My first
impalse was to langh, my second to ery, and to the Jatter I
finally yielded. No one came near me—IT heard no one—
- 4aw no one, until in light flowing muslin, white silk hose,
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and the tintest of all tiny French slippers, Dell Thompson
sailed into the room, starting .with well-feigned gurprise
when she saw me, asking how long I had been there, and
what was the matter. '

Without considering what T was doing, 1 told her unre-
servedly about the shoes and stockings, pointing to my pea-
cock feet as proof of what I said. With all her fanlts, there
was enough of the woman about Dell to inspire her with a
feeling of pity for me, and after forcing back the laugh she
could not well help, she said kindly, *“ Your shoes are rather
large, but I think, perhaps, I can remedy the difficulty.”

At the same time she started to-leave the room. What
new impulse came over her, I never knew ; but sure am I
that something changed her mind, for, when nearly at the
door, she suddenly pansed, saying ; “I know, though, you
can’t wear my slippers, so it's of no use trying the cxperi-
ment " adding, as she saw how my countenance fell, “1
wouldr’t mind it if T were you. Nobody’ll notice it, unless
it is Dr. Clayton, who, T believe, admires small ankles and
little feet ; but you don’t carve for him, he’s old enough to
be your father, and, besides that, he thinks you perfect, any
way.” ‘

Her words and mauner annoyed me, and for a moment I
debated in my own mind the propriety of leaving at once,
but I had not seen Dr. Clayton since he carried me home,
and so I finally coneluded to remain, thinking that 1 would
keep my seat, and on no acceunt stir when lie wag looking
at me. After coming to this conclusion, I ventured to ask
Dell where the rest of the company were, and was told that
they were not invited until evening, ,

“ Until evening,” I repeated ; ¢ then T guess 'l go before
they come, for I shall be afraid to walk home alone.”

tThere’s a good moon,” said she ; adding, “ You must
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not leave, on any account, for that will spoil all the~-—plea-

sure ” she said—/fun I now think she meant ; but I could

not fathom her then, and I never dreamed that she had

invited me there merely to show me up before her fashion-

able friends, and make light of me in the estimation of Dr.
. Clayton. ' , .

“Come down to the parlor,” she said at last, after
arranging for the third time the heavy braids of her black,
beautiful hair ; and following her, I soon stood in the pre-
sence. of Mrs. Thompson, a tall, dark, haughty looking
woman, who, half arising from the sofa, bowed stifly, mut-
tering a few words of welcorhe as Dell introduced me.

Dropping into the first seat, a large willow chair near
the door, I tried to act hatural, but I eould not ; for turn
which way I would, T felt that a pair of large black cyes
Were upon me, scanning me from my head to my feet ; and
when her linen cambric handkerehief went up to her mouth,
apparently to stifle a cough, I was certain that it also

smothered a laugh, which I suppose my rather singular

appearance called forth. Right glad was T when both the
ladies found an excuse for leaving the parlor, though I did
find it rather tiresome-sitting there alone until the shades
of evening began to fall. :

At last, when it was nearly dark, T ventured out upon
the long piazza, where I had not been long, when a gentle-
man on horseback galloped into the yard, and in 8 moment
I recognized Dr. Clayton’s voice, as he gave his horse to the
keepirg of Capt. Thompson’s hired man. Hastily retreat-
ing to the parlor, I had just time to seat myself in a corner
where I thought I should attract the least attention, when
he entered the room with Deli; whose hand I am sure
he ‘held until he saw me ; thea quickly dropping it, he
advanced to my side, greeting me kindly, and once, when
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Dell’s back was towards ﬁs, whispering softly 5 I am so
glad to find you here. I was afraid the party would prove
a bore.”- B N ]

Just then we heard the sound of fast coming wheels, and

-in a moment there came round the corner a long open omni-

bus, drawn by four horses, and densefly cr?wded with you.ng:
people of both sexes, all seemingly shouting and laughing
with all their might. T was not much used to the ways of
the world then, and having bLeen taught that it was not
Jady-like to be either rude or boisterous, I wondered greatly-
that well-bred people should conduct themselves so bu,d¥y’ :
a speeies of wonder, by the way, in which 1 now occeslon-
ally indulge. Bounding out, and adjusting their 11g1'.1t, ﬂox.nr-
ing robes, the young ladies went tripping up the stairs, still
talking, laughing, and screaming 50 loudly, that once 1
started up, exclaiming, “ Why, what ¢s the H}attcr ! |

With a peculiar smile, Dr. Clayton laid h1_s han(?l on m,y
head in a very fatherly way, saying ; “ My little girl hasn’t
yet learncd that in order to be refined, she nElu.f::.t be r(n?gh
and boisterous, and T hope she never will, for it is refreshing
to find occasionally something feminine and natural.”

By this time the guests were assembled in the parlor, and

. when I saw how tastefully they were dressed, and how nruch
* at ease they appeared, I began to wish myself anywhere but

there. One by one they were presented t-o me, I at first
keeping my seat ; but when Dr. Clayton .wlnspered to me to
stand up, I did so, bending my knees a little, so as to majk-e
my dress longer, and thus partially hide my feet ! But this
could not be done, and like two hackgammon boar«.jls they
set, out at right angles, with the wads of cotton lying up,

| . round and hard. The young ladies had undonbtedly

received a description of me, for they ingpected me clésely,‘
glancing the while mischievously at Dell, who seemed to be
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in her element ; asking me if I were not tired ; telling me I
looked so, and adding, aside, hut loud cnough for Dr. Clay-
ton and myself to hear—* I should think she would be, for

she’s been here ever since five o’clock. I hadn’t even com-

- menced dressing |7

“Is it possible ! said one; while another, exclaimed,
“How green ! but I suppose it’s her first introduction into
society, and she knows no better,” ¢

This conversation was probably not intended for me, but
T heard it all, and with much bitterness at my heart I tarned
away to hide my tears, involuntarily drawing nearer to Dr,
Clayton, as if for protection, But, for some reason or other,
he did not appear now as he did when we were alone ; then
he wag all kindness and attention, while he now evidently
avoided me; seeming slightly annoyed@ when any of his
acquaintance teased him about me, as I more than once
beard them doing. In Ais nature, as in every other man’s,
there were both good and bad qualities, and they now
seemed warring with each other ; the former chiding him for
deserting me when I stood so much in need of his attention,
and the latter shrinking from anything which would incur
the ridicule of his companions.

At last, as if his good genius had conquered, he suddenly
broke away from a group of girls, and crossing over to
where I was standing, offered me his arm, telling me “ I must
stir round and be more sociable.” ' ’

I looked down at my feet, so did he, and for an instant
there was a flush on his face ; but it passed off, and with a
word of encouragement, he led me towards the music-room,
where Dell Thompson was unmercifully pounding a five
hundred dollar piano, which groaned and shrieked under
the infliction, while the bystanders, who had insisted upon
her playing, were all talking together, seemingly intent upon
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seeing which could make the most noise, they or the instru-
ment. '

“Do you play, Miss Lee ?” was asked me by balf a dozen
or more. - J ' :

1 had taken lessons two quarters, and I could play a few
duncing tunes, marches, ete., and so I said, whereapon they
insisted vpon my favoring them with Moncy Musk, as they
wanted to dance, and none of them could perform anything
as old fashioned as that. I looked at Dr. Clayton, who, in
a low tone, asked, “ Are you sure you can get through with
it 17 '

There was doubt in the tones of hiz voice which touched
my pride, and without deigning him an answer I took my
seat, resolving to do my best. The set was soon formed,
Dr. Clayton danecing with Dell Thompson, who remarked as
ke led her away—*I suppose we shall have a rare perform-
ance.” Y '

Something, I am sure, must have inspired me, for never

“before did I play so well; keeping perfect time, and striking

every note distinetly, My audience were evidently both
surprised and pleased, for they called for piece after piece,
until my list was exhausted, when one of the gentiemen,
more thoughtful than the ladies, suggested the possibility
of my being tired.

“ Perhaps she dances, too. Ask her, Bob,” said a young
lady, while Dell eagerly rejoined, “ Oh, yes, do; bnt Béb
was forestalled by Dr. Clayton, who, for several minutes,

" had stood by my side, complimenting my playing, and who

now asked me to be his partner in the next cotillon, his
cousin having volunteered to take my place at the piano.

In my excitement I forgot my shoes, forgot everything,
save that Dr. Clayton’s eye was looking down upon me, that
my hand was resting in his, and ere I was aware of it, I
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found myself upon the fioor. I was perfectly familiar with
the changes of the cotillon, but at my right was John
Thonipson : who, when it came his turn to swing with me,
refused to take my hand, treating me with such mwarked
insolence that I became confused, and made several mis-
~ takes, at which he laughed contemptuously. Besides this,
my big shoes incommoded me; and at last, in the midst of the
promenade, one of them dropped off, the cotéon-bail rolled
out, I tripped, lost my balance, and after one or two head-
long plunges, fell flat at the feet of Dr. Clayton, who stood
aghast with surprise and mortilication. It was ludicrons
enough, I know; but I do not think there was any necessity
for the loud roar which was raised over my mishap ; and
burning with shame and vexation, 1 gathered myself up, and
fled from the room ; but not until I heard Dell Thompson
say, as she picked up the shoe and passed it to Dr. Clayton,
«Tt is Mrs. Ross’s she hadw’t any of her own, which she
thonght suitable, and so she horrowed.”

«Phat accounts for the eotfon-wad,” said John, dealing
said wad o kick that sent it bounding past me.

Rushing up the stairs, I found my shawl and bonnet ; and -

then, without a word to any one, started for howme, minus
my shoe, which I entirely forgot in my excitemeht. 1 had

scarcely got outside the gate when the sound of a footstep .

caused me to look around, and I saw Dr. Clayton, his hat
in one hand and Mrs. Ross’s slipper in the other. This
last he passed to me, and then without & word drew my
arm within his, and for a time we walked on in silence, while
I cried as if my heart would break. Coming at last fo an
old oak tree, under which a rude bench had been con-
structed, he bade me sit down ; and placing himself by my
side, asked me, * What was the matier ?”

“You know well enough what's the matter,” I said
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angrily, struggling to rise ; but his arm was strone, and he
held me fast, while he tried to quiet me, and in thiz,he soon
succeeded, for he possessed over me a power which I could
not resist. ' ’ ! o
Gradually, as I grew calm, T told him all ; how I helieved
that Dell Thompson bad invited me only to ridicule me
how she had asked me to come in the afternoon, and ther;
made fun of me for doing so ; while her companions called
me green; and that in the absence of my own slip-
pers I had worn those of Mrs, Ross ; thereby meeting with
the worst eatastrophe of all ; to wit, the falling flat in the
dance ! |

Here I broke down entirely, and cried out aloud ; while
the doctor, after one or two hearty laughs at iny distres’s tried
again’ to comfort me, asking me what I cared. for, Dell
Tl}OlIlpSOl]’S ridicule, “She wasn’t worth minding,” he
said, * and no one who knows her would attach any in;port—
ance to her remarks,” B

“But what makes her treat me so 7”7 I asked : “T never
harmed her.” ' ' ’

“ For a time the doctor said nothing ; but thé arm, which
‘a‘fi the time had encircled my waist, drew me still closer to
Pls side, while he at last replied, “she is jeadous of you—
jealous because she thinks I like #ke Zittle Rose botter than
I do her.” l

“And it's very foolish in her to think so,” I exelaimed

Again the doctor was silent, but by the light of the -full
moon I saw tl.lat there wag a curious train of 'thought pass-
;ng through his {nind, but it did not manifest itsclf in words:
or ?vhen he again spoke, it was merely to reply, “Yes Vel',
foolish ;” then, after another pause, he addcd, “am,i stil};
I lfnow of no reason why I should like her best;do you 77

‘Yes,” I answered quickly, “there are many ;'-eaSOns.

5
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She is handsome ; I am homely. She is graceful’} I am
awkward. She is rich ; T am poor ¥——

“She is artificial ; you are truthful ;” said he, interrupt-
ing me, while, without paying any heed to this remark,
I continued, “she is a young lady, and I am a little girl—,
only thirteen.”

“1 wish you were older, Rose,” said he, “and had seen
a little more of the world.”

Then followed a long conversation in which much was .

said, which had far better been left unsaid; for I was
a warm-hearted, impulsive child, believing that I to him
was what he was to me. And still he did not once commit
himself, nor in what he said was there anght which could
possibly have been construed into an avowal of anything
save friendship, which was the theme upon which he rang
many & change. Alas, for such friendships! They are
dangerous to one’s peace of mind, particularly if told be-
neath an old oak tree, with the silvery moonlight sbining
‘down upon you, and the soft summer air gently moving - the
green leaves above your head. How long we sat there I
do not know ; but I was the first to propose going, teliing
him they would miss him at the party, and wonder at his
absence.

“Tet them wonder then,” said he ; I have no intention
of returning to the house. It would be intolerable after
this pleasant chat with you, so I shall just get my horse and
go quietly home.” :

I did not then know that he had not sufficient courage to

brave the jokes and jeers which he knew were sure 4o greet
him, should he return to Captain Thompson’s. , Neither did
T know that with his fashionable friends he would scarcely
dare defend me ; nor that when John Thompsen once, in
his presence, imitated the way in which I stumbled and fell,
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-/ze Joined in the laugh which followed; saying, though as if -
in apol?gy, “that it was too bad to make fun of me, for I
was quite a nice little girl,” '

We found Mrs. Ross sitting up for me, sleeping in her
chair, while the tallow candle at her side had buraned and
spluttered away, until the black, erisped wick was longer

. than the candle itself,

. “ Lordy massy! doctor, is that you?” she exclaimed, rub-
bing open her eyes and hooking up her dress Whicl; for
comfort, she had loosened. «I thought;, ifnobby ’you’d l;eau
Rosa lfome. Come in and stay a spell. T4 z;s lief you'd
spark it awhile in t'other room as nof 1 J

But the doctor had no idea of doing anything so marked
as that; and with g whispered.good n o X u

¢ th ight to me, and an ay-
ghi){](, one to Mrs, Ross, he departed; just as th,e good lady
asked .me, lond enough for him %o hear, “if ’d dirtied her

stockings, lost her mitls, or broken hep breastpia 7




MEADOWJ BROOK.

CHAPTER VIIL

CLOSE OF SCHObL IN PINE DISTRICT. -

Wreraer Dr.Clayton carved for me or not, he exerted
his influence in my behalf, plainly telling John Thompson
that he ought to be ashamed to annoy me as he did; and
dropping a few hints to Mrs. Thompson, who now tried to
restrain her son ; so that after the party, hostilities in that
quarter nearly ceased. But the ball was in motion, and

‘could not well be stopped ; for what the Thompsons now
lacked, the rest of the District. made up. It was the general
impression, I believe, that the scholars had learned notbing
save a few picces of poetry; and that 1 had done nothing
but whip, seold, and cry. To all these accusations I plead
~ guilty ; and when Mr. Rondall, one day, proposed to me to
bring my labors to ‘a close, I replied that ‘‘ nothing could
please me better,” though there was a tremor in my voice as
1 thought how the people of Meadow Brook would laugh,
Mr. Randall, probably, divined my thoughts, for he quickly
‘rejoined, * The weather is gettin’ so hot that the youngsters
need a vacation. Mebby, in the fall, when it is cooler, we
shall have you back.” _ ‘

And so it was settled that school should close the next
week on Satarday, and that on Friday I should have an
examination ! This, to a teacher in Western New York, may
seem strange; but those who have taught in that part of
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New Engl’and where I did, know' that such a thing caunot
well be avoided. . No matter how small the school, or how

inefficicnt, the teacher may be, an examination must be held,

or you ab once lose caste ; the people unanimously declaring
you to be ashamed of showing how little your pupils have
learned. In my case, T was rather anxious than otherwise
for an opportunity to show off ; for I was sure my scholars
would acquit themselves creditably. I well knew they
could stand up and repeat “ verses,” the multiplication table,
the names of the fourteen counties of Massachusetts, and
tell who made them, and where the sun rose, louder and
faster than any other seventeen children in town ! T confi-
dently expected all the parents and friends to be there, and
as my own wardrobe was rather scanty, I coaxed my sister
Anna, who, though several years my senior, was still not
much taller than myself, to let me wear her new black silk !

It was my first appearance in a long dress, and it troubled
me greatly; but by dint of holding it up, as ladies do now-a-
days, I succeeded in getting to the schoolhouse, where I
found my pupils arrayed in their best; Lke Ross having in
his shirt bosom the selfsame glass breastpin which I had
sported at Dell Thompson’s party. Not wishing the spec-
tators to lose any of the exercises, I sat in grim silence,
awaiting their arrival : but my waiting was all in vain; for,
with the exception of Mrs, Randall and Dr. Clayton, the
latter of whom came in the capacity of Inspector, not a sin-
gle individual was present | Not a parent—not a friend,
nor a foe—and still, if the examination had not been held,
those who stayed away would have ridiculed me, and voted
my school cven a worse failure than they did,  So much for
consistency. Parents, 1 think, are not sufliciently aware of
the great good their occasional presence in the schoolroom
will do, both to teacher and scholar; the latter of whom will
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almost invariably study harder and strive to have better
lessons, if there is a prospect of their father or mother’s
hearing them recite ; while the former, feeling that an inte-
rest.is taken in them, will also be incited to fresh efforts for
the improvement of those committed to their charge.

But not thus thought the people of Pine Hill. Satis-
fied that an examination was going on, they stayed ab
home, expressing their surprise when they heard that no-
body was there, wondering what it meant, and saying
“folks ought to be ashamed for not going 1 Asif to make
amends for their neglect, Dr, Clayton, in his closing re-
marks, said some very complimentary things concerning my
school, which he bade the children repeat to their parents ;
and_ such is human nature, that, when I had received my
Eight Dollars, and was gone, the District, in speaking of
me, said, “1 wasn’t the worst teacher, after all.”

About four o'clock, there ecame up a thunder shower;
which caused both Mrs. Randall and the seholars to hasten
“home. Dr. Clayton, on the contrary, was in no hurry.
1t was, perhaps, the last opportunity he would have of
geeing me,” he said, “and he meant to improve it.”

It was not very far to Meadow Brook I thought, and so-

I at last ventured to say,

¢« know that,” he replied ; “but people might talk were
I to call on you, and T do not wish to do anythmg which
will affect you unpleasantly.”

“T dow't care what folks say,” arose to my lips, but its |

. utterance was prevented by a flash of lightning and a thun-
der crash, which made me shriek aloud, while I covered my
face with my hands. ‘

I shall-not describe the way which Dr. Glayton took to
calm my fright, for all who have passed through a similar
experience can imagine it ; but the remembrance of that
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thunder-storm lingered in my memory long after I had for-
gotten the night when I sat with him in the soft moonlight
beneath the old oak tree. 'When the storm had ceased and
the sun was again shining on the tree-tops at the west, he .

- left me, placing on my hand at parting a littie gold ung, on

which was inscribed, simply, “ Rose.”

“Tt was the gift of friendship,” he said-—* nothing more ;”
and he wished me to wear it “ for the sake of the few plea,-
sant hours we had spent together.” '

I suppose it was wrong in me to accept it. I thought so
then, but I could not refuse it ; and remembering the fate of
the one sent by Herbert Langley to Anna, I resolved upon
keeping it a secret, and only wearing it when I was alone.
For along time I sat in the deserted schoolroom, while the
damp air, which came through the open window, fell upon -
my uncovered neck and arms, nor was I reminded of the
lapse of time until it began to grow dark around me ; then

hastily throwing on my things, I started for Mr. Randall’s,

wetting my feet, for I had no rubbers with me. As the re-
gult of this, when I awoke next morning I was conscious of
a pain in my head, a soreness in my throat, and an aching of
my back, quite as unexpected as it was disagreeable. I had
taken a violent cold, and Mrs, Randall, when she saw how
pale I was and Low faint I appeared, said I must not go to
school. George, she said, would go and tell the scholars,
and I must stay there until my father came for me at night,
as had been arranged the week before. To this plan I
finally yielded, and all the day long I hovered over the fire,
which, in the little sitting-roow, was kindled for my comfort,

At night, when my father came for me, I was almost too
weak to stand alone ; but the excitement of riding imparted
to me an artificial strength, which wholly deserted me the

‘moment I reached home, and for many days I kept my bed,
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attended by Dr. Clayton, who accidently heard of my illness,
"and who came daily to sce me. Grandma, who was some-
thing of a nurse, proposed several times that he be dismissed,
saying, he ouly made me worse, for I was always more fever-
ish and restless after one of his visits! But the doctor, to
whom she one day made the suggetstion, said he shounld
not leave me until I was well, and when she asked him how
he accounted for my rapid pulse and flushed cheeks, when-
ever he was present, he very gravely replied, that “ possibly
my Aeart might be affected—=the symptoms seemed much like
it,” adding, -as he saw the look of concern on grandma’s face,
H bu’t 1 think T can cure that, don’t you, Rose ?” turning to
me, and taking my hand to see kow fust my pulse did beat !

After this, grandma made no further objections fo his
visits. “Tf Rose had the heart disease, and he could cure
- it, he ought to do so 1”

But, alas ! for the heart disease, whlch feeds upon the smile
of one who, when sure that he holds it in his grasp, casts it
from him, as children do a long coveted toy, of which they
have grown weary.

PRO AND CON,

CHAPTER IX.
PRO AND CON.
Ox a pleasant May morning, in the Spl’:inf" succeeding the

events narrated in the last chapter, the door of Dr. Clay-
ton’s office was locked a,gamst all intruders. The shutters

- were closed; while within, with his feet upon a tuble and his

hands clasped over his head, the doctor himself was revoly- .
ing the all-important question—whether it were better
to offer himself at once to Dell Thompson “and have it done
with,” or to wait a few years for a little girl, who had re-
cently crossed his pathway, leaving on his memory footprints
he could not casily efface. For the henefit of any young
men who may be similarly mtuatcd,xwe give a por tlou of his
reasoning, as follows :

“ Now, I am as positive as a man nced be that I can
have cither of them for the asking ; therefore, in a ease
which involves the happiness of one’s whole life, it behooves
me to consider the matter well. To be sare, if I follow the
bent of my inclination, I am decided at once ; but then, mar-
riages of convenience sometimes prove jllSt as pleasant as
those of pure love ; and so I’ll go over with the pros and wons
of hoth, deeciding upon the one Whlch hias the most of the
formey |

“Flrst then, there’s Rose, a most. beantifal name. Only
think how refreshing it would be after riding ten or twelve

Bk
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miles, visiting farmer Stubbs or widow Grubbs, to kuow
~ there wag a Rose watching for your retarn. Yes, her name
isin her favor.”

Here the hands came down f1 om the head, and wrote one
pro against the name of Rose, after which they resume their
former position, and the doctor goes on with his soliloguy :

i She is frank, artless, unassuming, means what she says—.

in short, she is perfeetly natural, and I always feel refreshed *

after a talk with her” (Makes pro number 2.) “ Then
she is so wholly unselfish in her affection for me—loves me
so devotedly—sees no fault in me whatever——thmks me
handsome, I dare say, and all that.”

Here glancing at himself in a little mirror opposite, and
smoothing his shining moustache, the doctor waxes eloquent
on said Rose’s supposed admiration for him, writing down,
in the heat of his excitement two pros, making in all four!
Verily, Rosa Lee, your prospect of becoming Mrs Dr. Clay-
ton is brightening fast. But to proceed : .

“She is smart, intelligent, talented, writes poetry—and,
with proper training, would perhaps make a distinguished
writer. Were I sure on this point, I should not hesitate ;
but you can’t tell what these precocions children will make ;
frequently they come to a stand-still, "

And here, to make the matter sare, he writes against her
name one pro for what she possibly may be, and one con for
what she probably will not be 1 ‘

« Then I love her better than anything else in the known
world. -I do, that's a fact; but she’s young—only four-
teen—and before she’s old enough to marry she may change
. forty times, and that would kill me dead.”

Puts dow none pro for his own love, and one con for Rose’s
possible inconstaney. - '

“PBut she is poor—or, her father, they say, is worth

\ ..
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only about $5,000! He already has nine children, and
there’s time cnough for three or four more :—thirteen into
Jive thousand makes—ZLong Division, a rule I never fancied ;
too poor altogether 7

And against Rose’s name there is con No, .8, long and
black, with the shadow of her four unborn brothers, who, by
the way, never came in for a share of the $5,000.

“Then her family connections, I do not suppose, are such

~as would add anything to my influence. Glood, respectable

people, no doubt, but not known in the world like the Hun-

. gerfords, Dell Thompson’s maternal relatives. To be sure,

I once heard Rose speak of an uncle who resides in Boston,
but I dare say he’s some grocer or mechanie, living on a
back street ; while Dell’s uncle, from the same city, must be
a man of wealth and importance, judging by the figure his
wife cuts when she visits the captain.”

Here Dell received’a pro for the Hungerford blood flow-
ing in her veins, while Rose had a con for the want of said
Hungerford blood.

“Dell, too, has $10 000 of her own, or rather will havc
when her grandmother dies ; and there are not many young
men who can jump into that fortune every day. Yes,
$10,000 is a decided temptation.”

And lest Rose, who already numbered siz, should come
out in the majority, three long marks were put'down against
the $10,000 to be inherited at the death of a grandmother,
whose name Dell bore.

“Then Dell has an air, which shows at once what she is,
and no man need be ashamed of her in any place.” (Mark
No. 5.) “Then, again, she’s handsome—decidedly so—

such beautiful eyes | such small feet ! and curls !”

Here a vague remembrance of certain long shoes, with
wads of cotton, versus French slippers and silken hose, arose
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before the man of the world, resulting in a pro for the slip- '

pers, and a eon for the cotton !

“Bat Dell is deceitful—high-tempered—artificial—selfish
superficial—and all that ! * The- other pictare suits me hest,
or would, were it not for the Hungerford blood, and the

$10,000. Let me sce how it foots up : :—8ix pros for Dell,
" and the same number for Rose.” )

Here was a dilemma ; but anon he remembered how awk.
wardly the last mentioned young lady looked, when she fell
at his feet—and this decides the matter. He is sensitive
to ridicule, very, and he could not endure the sneering
remarks which an avowed attachment to her might call forth
from the world of fashion; so he crosses one of the pros
which he had written against her name, when he thought
how much she admired him—and then it stands, Dell 6;
Rose 5 |

Thus was the die cast, Alas! for the young girl, who,
that same spring morning, stole away to her accustomed
haunt, the old grape-vine, jwhose swelling buds were not an
unfit symbol of the bright hopes now springing in her glad
heart. As she sits there alone, with the running brook at
her feet, she thinks of him who has grown so strongly into
“her love ; and though, in words, he has never said so, by

. ten thousand Little acts he hasg told ber that her affection’

wag returned, and for his sake she wishes she was older.
He has wished so too, in her presence, many a time ; bat as
that cannot be, she resolves to spend the season of her child-
hood in making herself what she knows he would wish her
to be, were she to share his lot in life ; and then, when the
lapse of years shall have ripened her into womanhood, she

thinks how she can, without shame, put her hand in his, and

~ go forth into the world satisfied, though it brought her
“naught but care, if he were only with her.
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Alag, for thee, Rosa! A few miles to the southward, and
the same sun which yow shines softly down on yon, looks in
through a richly curtained window, and its golden rays fall

‘on the queenly form of your rival ; who, with a look of exulta-

tion on her finely cast features, listens to the words she has

. long waited to hear, and which have now been spoken;

while he, of whom you dream, bends gently over her, Ais
own—his betrothed ! And still, in the very moment of his
trinmph, there comes up before him a pale, childish face,
which, with its dreamy eyes of blne, looks reproachfully upon
him. But pride and ambition weave together a veil with
which hides the image from his view, bidding him for-
get that any other save the peerless Dell, eer stirred the
fountain of his love.
. * * * * *

Would it be well for us always to know what is passing
in the minds of our friends, whether present or absent? I
think not ; and still, could Rosa Lee have known what had
transpired, methinks she would not have darted away so

quickly as she did, when told that Dr. Clayton was coming

through the gate one afternoon, abont six wecks after his

-engagement with Dell.  Why she ran, she could not tell,

except it were, as her Dbrother Clarlie said, that “gals
always ron off and spit on their hair, when they saw their
beaux coming.”

Homely as this expression is, there was in this case some

“trath io it; for, though Rose did not spiz upon her hair,

she went to her room and brushed it, winding one or two
of the rougher curls about her finger, ‘then taking from its
h}dmmplace the ring, his giff, she placed it upon her finger,
and with heightened color went down to greet the doctor,
who had come to make his farewell visit—for, four weeks .
from that night, Dell Thompson would be his wife. Long
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had he debated the propriety of seeing Rose again, con-
science bidding him leave her alone, while inclination cla-
mored loudly for one more quict talk with her, one more
walk by moonlight, one more look into her childish face,
and then he would leave her forever ; never again suffering

8 thought-of her to come between him and the bride of his

choice, .

And for this purpose he had come ; but when he saw how
joyfully Rose met him, and how the bloom deepened on her
usually pale cheek, his heart misgave him, and for the first
time, he began to realize the wrong he had done her, Bnt
it was now too late to remedy it, he thought ; and as if bent
upon making matters still worse, he asked her to accompany

him in a walk down the green lane, to the haunts he knew

she loved the best, and where they had more than onee been
before. (Jh, that walk |—how long it lingered in the
memory of Rose, for never before had the doctor’s manner
been so marked, or his words so kind as when together they
sat upon the moss-grown bank, beneath the spreading vine,
while he talked to her of the past, of the happiness he had
experienced in her society, and which he said would be
one of the few green spots, to which, in the years to come, he
should look back with pleasure. Then drawing her so
closely to him that her head almost rested upon his shoulder,
he asked of her the privilege of “once kissing her before
they parted ” he did not say forever, but the rustling
leaves and the murmuring brook whispered it in her ear as
she granted his request, shuddering the while, and wondering
at the strangeness of his manner. Possibly he had it in
bis mind to tell her, but if so, he found himself unequal to the
tagk, and he left her without a word of the cofning event,
of which she had not the slightest suspicion.

MRS. DR. CLAYTON.

CHAPTER X.

MRS. DR. CLAYTON,.

Arrmovee Meadow Brook and Pine District were distant
from cach other only four or five miles, there was between
the two neighborhoods but little communication ; and this,
added to the fact that Aunt Sally Wright was confined to
her bed, was undoubtedly the reason why the news of the
approaching nuptials did not reach us until the week before
the time appointed for them to take place. - It was a warm.
sultry day in July, that Aunt Sally, who was now con-
valescent, sent us word that she would visit us that after-
noon, if it was perfectly convenient; the little girl who
brought the message, adding that * Miss Wright said Miss
Lee needn’t put herself out an atom, as she wan’t a bit
particular what she ef£.” '

Of course it was convenient, and about one o’clock she
came, talkative and full of news as ever. I was suffering
from a severe headache, which, during the morning, had kept
me confined to the bed ; but knowing how much Aunt Sally
would have to tell, and feeling eurious to hear it all, I went
down to the sitting-rcom, where her first exclamation was,

“ Now do tell what makes you look so down in the mouth 1

I was about to tell her of my headache, when she pre-

. vented me by continuing—* But Jaw! it's no wonder, secin’

you've lost the doctor slick and clean.”
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A dim foreshadowing of the truth eame over me, but with
a strong effort, I controlled my feelings, and in a very indif-
ferent manner, asked her what she meant.

“ Now Dl give up,” said she, “if you hain’t heerd on't. ‘
Why, it's in everybody’s mouth, They are to be married -

next Thursday night, at nine o’clock ; and the dress is white
satin, with a veil that comes most to the floor.” )

“Who-is to be married 7 asked Anna, eagerly, her
interest all awakened by the mention of white satin and lace
veils.

“ Why, D\Cla,yton and Dell Thompson ;” returned Aunt
Sally. “ They was published last Sunday ;-Andy Slosson
see it himself and told me. They are goin’ first out to
York State, to see them great Falls, and then they are goin’

to live in Boston, boardin’ at some of them big taverns ; and
Dell has got six. bran new gowns a-purpose to wear to
breakfast.”

Here Aunt Sally paused for breath, while Anna asked

who was invited, and if it was to be a large wedding.

“I dow’t ‘know how large,” said Aunt Sally, * but it’s
pretty likely all the wpper crust’ll.be there. I hain’t been
invited, ‘canse they think I'm sick, I &’pose,—but goodness
‘alive | look. at Rosa !” she continued, pointing towards me,
who, weary and famt ‘had lain my head upon the window-
stool.

“She’s got the sick headache,” said Anna, while Lizzie,

~ with a delicate tact, for which in my heart I blessed bher,

came up to me, saying, I don’t believe you are able to sit
up ; I'd go to bed.” :

Glad of any excuse to be alone, I left the room, going to

- my chamber, where 1 wept myself to sleep. When I awoke

the sun had set, but I heard the voices of the family below,

and once when I thought I caught the sound of Dr.
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Clayton’s name, I involuntarily stopped my ears to shut out
the sound. A moment after, the door of my room was
softly opened, and Carrie came. stealing in on tiptoe,
Learning that I was awake, she advanced towards me, hold- .
ing to view a note, which she said had been left there for
me by Captain Thompson’s hired man, and was an invitation
to the wedding ! It was still sufficiently light for me to see,

‘and leaning upon my elbow, I read on a card, that Mrs.

Thompson would be “at home” from eight to eleven on the
evening of the 25th, while in the corner were the | names of .
“ Dr. Clayton and Dell Thompson ”

There was no longer a shadow of hope !—it was all true,
and he had insulted me with an invitation to witness his

marriage with another | I did not know then, as T after-

wards did, that the invitation was purposely sent by Dell to
annoy me ! For a moment 1 forgot my headache in my
anger, but ere long it returned in all its force, and if the
next day my headache eontinued with unabated severity, it
was not without a sufficient cause, for sleepless nights are
seldom conducive to one’s health. Of course I did not
attend the wedding, which was said to have been a brilliant
affair ; the bride and the table looking beautifully, while the
bridegroom, it was rumored, was pale and nervous, making
the regponses in & scarcely andible tone of voice.

The next morning, between eight and nine o’clock, as I
was on my way to school, I mef the travelling carriage
of Capt. Thompson, which was taking the newly married
couple to the dépdt. John was driving, while on the back
seat, with his arm partly around his bride, was the doctor.
My first impulse was not to look at them, but this act pride
forbade, and very civilly I returned the nod of Dell, and the
polite bow of the doctor, whose face turned crimson when he
saw me. A moment more, and a turn of the road hid them
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from my view ; then seating myself upon a large flat stone,
beneath a tree, where were the remains of a play-house built
by my own hands only the antumn before, I cried out loud,
thinking myself the most wretched of beings, and wondering
if ever any one before had such trouble as I! As nearly as
I am able to judge, I was taking my first lesson in lovesick-
qess ; & kind of disease which is seldom dangerous, but, like
the toothache, very disagreeable while it lasts. At least I
found it so, and for weeks I pined away with a kind of sen-
timental melancholy, which now appears to me wholly fool-
ish and ridiculous ; for were I indeed the wife of Dr. Clayton,
instead of Rosa Lee, this book would undoubtedly never
have been written ; while in place of bending over the ink-
stand this stormy morning, as I am doing, I should probably
have been engaged in washing, dressing, scolding, and cuff-
ing three or four little Claytons, or in the still more landable
employment of darning the socks and mending the trousers (a
thing, by the way, which I can’t do) of said little Claytons’
sire ; who, by this time, would, perhaps, have ceased to call
me “ his Rose,” bestowing upon me the less euphonious title
* of *“she,” or “my woman ?” '

But not thug did I reason then. I only knew that I had
lost him and,was very unhappy.. Many a long walk T took
alone in the shadowy woods, singing to myself snatches of

love-songs, particalarly the one containing the following :

T have not loved lightly—
T'll think of thee yet,
And T'll pray for thee nightly,
Till life’s sun i set.”’

« Somehow, t0o, I got the impression that my heart was

all broken to pleces ; and this fact satisfactorily settled, I

bezan to take'a melancholy pleasure in brooding over my
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‘carly death, and thinking how Dr. Clayton would feel, when

he heard the sad news | Almost every week I was weighed,
feeling each time a good deal chagrined to find that I was
not losing flesh as fast as a person in & decline would natur-
ally do. In this state of affairs, I one day came across a
little sketch of Hannah More, in which her early disappoint-
ment was deseribed, and forthwith I likened myself to Aer,
and taking courage from her example, I finally concluded
that if T conld not have the dector I could at least write for
the newspapers, and some day I might perhaps be able to
make a book., This, I thought, would amply atone for my
logs—an opinion which I hold still, for if ever I do see my-
self in a book, and the reviews let me alone, which, in consi-
deration of all T have suffered, I am sure they will do, I shall
consider it a most fortunate circumstance that Dell’s
$10,000, in prospect, proved a stronger temptation than my
father’s $5,000 divided by thirteen !
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CHAPTER XI.
BOSTON.

Tuz bridal party had returned from the Falls, and after
spending a week or more at Capt. Thompson’s the doctor
took down his sign, boxed up his books, pills, powders, and
skeleton, which some called his *natomy, while Dell packed up
licr six morning gowns with hosts of other finery, and then
one day in August they started for Boston ; wheve the dec-
tor hoped for a wider field of labor, fully expecting to be
aided by the powerful influence of Mr. Marshall, his wife’s
uncle, whose high station in the city he never once doubted.
For this opinion he had, as the world goes, some well found-
ed reasons; for not only did Dell often quote “ my Aunt
Marshall of Boston,” but the lady herself also managed to
impress the people of Pine District with her superiority over
them, and her greatimportance at home. Notwithstanding
that she frequently spent several wecks at Capt. Thompson’s,
she still could not endure the country—* the people were so
vulgar—'twas 5o dull there, and no copncerts, no operas, no
theatres, no star actors, no parties, #nd more than all, no
dear, delightful old Common, with its shaded walks and vel-
vet grass” : '

Of course Dr. Olayton in thinking of her city home, fan-
cied to himself a princely mansion on Beacon street, over-
looking the “ dear, delightful old Common,” and it is scarcely

s
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more than natural that his heart expanded with some lit-
tle degree of pride, as he saw in contemplation the dinner
parties, evening parties, soirées, etc., which he -confidently
cxpected to attend at said princely mansion. At first he had
entertained a faint hope that he might possibly board with
his new uncle ; but this idea was instantly repelled by his
wife, who did not seem so much inclined to talk of her ¢ city -
Aunt” as formerly. So it was decided that they should for
o time take roomsat the Tremont.

It was a dark, rainy night when they arrived, and as it
was cold for the season, their rooms seemed cheerless and
dreary, while, to crown all, the bride of 8ix weeks was un-
deniably and decidedly out of temper ; finding fault with
everything, even to her handsome husband, who fidgeted and
fussed, brought her the hottle of hair oil instead of cologne,
stepped on her linen travelling dress with his muddy boot,
spit in the grate Instead of the spit-hox, breathed in her face

" when he knew how she disliked tobaceo, thought of Rosa

Lee, and wondered if she were ever cross (“ nzrvous” Dell
called it), thought not, and almost wished—no, didw't wish
anything, but as an offset thought of the $10,000, asked Dell
how old her grandmother was, received for an answer, “I1
don’t know and I don’t care ; ” after which he went down st:ms
and regaled himself with a mga,r until informed that supper
was ready.  Ate all aloae, Dell refusing to go down—found
her in tears on returning to his room, was told that she

“was homesick, and wished she’d never come” Fe began
to wish o too, but said ““she’d feel better by and by.” Sat
for an hour or more cross-legged listening to the rain, and
wondering if' there was a cure for nmervousness ; finally went
to bed and dreamed of Rosa Lee and the moonhwht night,
when they sat under the old oak tree, and of the thunder-
storm when he gave her the little gold ring. -
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The next morning Mrs. Doctor Clayton was all smiles, and
- when, with her handsome eyes, shining hair, and tasteful
wrapper, she descended to the breakfast-room, she attracted
much attention, and more than one asked who she was, as
they turned for a second glance. N othing of this escaped
the doctor, and with a glow of pride he forgot the vexa-
- tions of the night previous, and gave vent to a mental pshaw !
as he thought of his dream; for well he knew that the little
plain-faced Rosa could not compare with the splendid wo-
man at his side. Breakfast being over, he ventured to sug-
gest the possibility of their soon receiving a call from her aunt;
but Dell hastily replied, that such a thing was hardly proba-
ble, as her Aunt had her own affairs to attend to, and wounld
not trouble herself about them. The doctor’s hands went

into his pockets, and his eyes went over inquiringly to his.
wife, who continued speaking rapidly, as if it were a painful

duty which she felt compelled to perform.

«1 dow’t know where you got the idea that Uncle Mar-
shall is such a great man—not from me, certainly. But got
it you have, and it’s time ydu knew the trnth, He is 4
good, honest man, I dare say, and respeetable, too; but he is
not one of the ¢on, by any means.. Why, he’s nothing more
nor less than a milar and earns his bread from day to
day bH

“ But his wife ”-«-—mterrupted the docuor ‘* how happens
it that she supports so much style ?”

“ Oh, that’s easily accounted for,” returned Dell, « They
have no children—she is fond of dress, and spends all she
can get for that purpose. She was an apprentice giri and

learned her trade in my uncle’s shop, and it is said, some-:

times helps him now when he is pressed hard.”
“ Why did you never tell me this before ?” asked the doe-
tor, his brow growmg thoughtfal. -
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“ And why should I tell you ?” answered Dell. “ What
did I suppose you cared whether he were a prince or a failor.
You married wme, I hope, for myself, and not for my rela~ -
tions.”

The doctor thought of the ten thousand dollars just in
time to force down the answer which sprang to his lips, and
which was far better to he unuttered ; so, in its place, he
asked, * Where do they live 77

“On a back street, some distance from hcre ” said Dell 4
adding, that their house, though small, was pleasant and
neatly furnished. - “It is well enough in the country to have
a city Aunt on which to plume one’s self,” she continucd,

- laughingly; “ but here, where she is known, I do not intend

having much intercourse with her, for a physician and tailor
will, of course, occupy entirely different positions. How-
ever, I must treat her, at first, with a show of politeness,
and if you are so disposed, we'll go round there and call this
morning.” :

The doctor made no objections, and ere long they were walk-
ing over the stony pavement towards R- E-?street, which, as
Dell had said, was rather out of the way. The house, how-
ever, at which they stopped, was a pleasant little cottage,
with & nicely-kept yard in front, while the parlor, into which
they were shown, was quite tasefully farnished. - Mrs, Mar-
shall herself answered their ring, appearing greatly surprised
when she saw them, but not more so than Doctor Clayton,

. who would never have recognized the dashing lady of Pine

District in the plain-looking woman, who, in a cheap calico
wrapper, unbrushed hair, and checked apron, now sat hefore
him—his Aunt. Andyet he could not help thinking her far

. Inore agreeable than he had ever seen her before, The truth

was, that Mrs. Marshall was one of those weak-minded wo-
men who, being nothing at home, strove to make amends by
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« making believe” abroad; :ussumirtgz evel‘ything in thclz la.t]z(;r
and nothing in the former condition. Conse_quent g, z:‘ )
who in the country was proud and overbearing, a eeh (l,gf
jgnorance of the most trivial matters,. wag, at home, E r; o
paratively quiet, domestic . woman; domgher owp =W01' ) fm.i
aside from being a little jealous and envious of he} more
tunate neighbors, generally minding her own business. X

After the first flutter of meeting the doct.:o_.;' was over, :he
became hersell again, and set about enterifa'mmg them t'o e
best of her ability, inviting them to stay with he.r to d!I]l]nel‘,
and urging as an inducement, that she was g;omgh t00«1 :ivie
¢ peéches and cream for dessert.” But Dell rather haughtily
declined, whereapon ber aunt asked “ when she Wonldbg;:nfe
round and spend the day ?” sa.ygn;g,h “ she”must do so hefore

: might not be in that house.
IOIig?b;);tﬂlljzyin ?his house ! Why not ¥ asked Dell ; and
Mrs, Marshall replied, “V\Thy,]lyouf kn](lj-W' ‘;e” have always
i 7. Lee, and he talks of selling it. ‘ .
renf:i;it?; ?I{:, doc,tor ‘thOHnglt :,)f Rosa, and involuntarily
name—* Lee—Lee "—— : o
reg?aégi”th:aid Mrs. Marshall. - ¢ He has a bl'éther in Mea~
* dow Brook, whom you may gcnzw.’; |

= ‘wealthy 27 asked the doctor. -

“ %}i;,wy?ilés,}-rl s'pose s0,” said Mrs. Marshall, ]iezlzit-
ingiy, as if unwilling to admit what she .could noh_ y-
« He lives in a big house on Beacon- street—Kkeeps lis car
ridgeﬂ—and they say the curfains in the fmflt pa_rlo? cost”-a
thonsand dollars, and there are only two windows cither.

Here she cast a deprecating glance tow.ards her own ver;;
prettily embroidered muslin curtains, - which probably coig
about a hundredth part of that sum. Soon.after., the-new ?
married pair arose to go, the doctor feeling, in Spﬁted(f
“himself, a little uncomfortable, though at ‘what he hardly
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knew ; for he would not acknowledge to himself that he wag
‘at all disappointed because Dell’s uncle was a tailor instead
of a millionaire, or because Rose’s uncle lived on Beacon
street, and sported curtains which cost a thousand dollars,
This did not in the least affect Dell.  She was his wife, and
as such he would love and cherish her, ministering as far as
-possible to her wants, and overlooking the faults which he
knew she possessed. Thas reasoned his.better nature as he
rode home, unconscious that the object of his thoughts was
“at that very moment misconstruing his silence into disap-.

_pointment, and writing against him bitter things in her

heart. ‘

It was a peculiarity of DelP’s to get angry when people
least expected it, and then to sult until such time as she
saw fit to be gracious; so when they reached the Tremont,
the doctor was astonished to find her past speaking ; neither
could he by any amount of coaxing elicit a word from ler
for more than an hour. At the end of that time, however,
her pent-up wrath exploded ; and, in angry tones, she
accused him of feeling sorry that lLe had married her,
because her uncle didn’t prove to be a great man as he had

 supposed.

“I saw it all in your face when we were in the omnibus,”
said she; ““it is of no use for you to deny it,” adding, as she
burst into tears, ¢ but you cannot regret your mdrriage
more-than I do mine, and you needn’t feel so smart either,
for your father was a poor shoemaker in Maive, and when
you went to college you rang the bell in part payment of
your fuition.”. ! : .

+ This was a phase of married life for which the doctor was

wholly unprepared, and during the first part of his wife’s

speech he stood confounded, but by the time she had

finished, his mind was pretty well made up to box her ears !
, 6 :
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This, however, he did not do, though he bade her * shut up

~ her head,” repenting the harsh words the moment they were

attered, and having mauliness enough to tell her so. Wind-
ing his arm. around Ler, he talked to her -calmly and
rationally until¥ he came out of her pet, aud agreed “to

make up.” 'Thi§ process we leave to the imagination of the
reader, only suggestin that no one who saw the h_a,nd:c;ome,
loving pair, which half an hour after went down to dinner,
would have dreamed of the dark cloud which had so 1'ecel?t1y
lowered on thair matrimonial horizon.
" %k * -k F Ok

Here, wishing the doctor smceess in procuring patients,
we leave them for a time, while we go hack to Mea-
dow Brook, where our house was one day thrown into

"a state of unusual excitement by the arrival of a letter -

from Aunt Charlotte, which contained an invitation for
- Anna and myself to spend the remainder of the autumn and
the whole of the coming winter with her in the city.
“ Rosa,” she wrote, “ could go to school, while Anna would
be introduced into society.” 5 ' ‘
Of course we were greatly sarprised, wondering what had
come over onr haughty aunt, who, as the reader will
recollect, once spent a Thanksgiving with us.  She mast have
changed, we thought, or else there was some mistake about
the invitation. But this could not be, for there it was in
black a,gld white, written evidently in all sincerity, while
added to it was a postseript from Uncle Josepb, who also
joined in the request. That, if nothing more, proved that
the invitation was genuine, for there was no mistaking
my uncle’s peculiar handwriting, and it only: remained for
us to decide whether we wounld accept or not. Auna and
myself said « Yes,” at once, and after a grave deliberation
in grandma’s room, the same conclusion was also reached by

+
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my parcuts, who, after giving us abundance of good advice,
(not a word of which 7 heard, as I was wondering if T
should ever meet the doctor and Dell), enjoined it upon
Anna, first, never to dance at the parties which she might
sometimes atlend ;° second, never to wehr ler drosses
indecently low, as some of the city girls:did ; and ﬂ]ird, not
to flirt with Herbert Langley. For this last injunction they
probably fancied there was little need, it being now five
¥ears since she had scen him, and as they knew nothing of
the perfumed, gili-edged nates which lay hidden in her work-
box, they very naturally. supposed she had foi‘gotton him.
I thought so, too, for hers was the last letter, which had
been unanswered for many months, and Anna, I knew, was
far too proud to care for one who had forgotten her.

Occasionally wo had heard of him through others, and it
was always the same story, viz., that he was going down to
a drankard’s grave, as fast as daily drams and weekly sprees
could carry him ; bub.if these reports produced any effect
upon Anna, it was imperceptible. She was now twenty
years of age, and was a fair, delicate looking girl, whom
some called proud, others cold, and a few selfish; but this last
I deny, for though she might appear so to strangers, there
was not in our whole family, if T except brother Charlie, one
who would sacrifice more of their own comfort for that of
another than would my sister Anna ;.neither was there one
whom I loved better, for ‘though she was six years my
senior, she always treated me as one nearer her own age,
while I looked up to her as my-oracle, thinking thit what-
ever she did must necessarily be right.

When it was decided that we were 1o go, the next
important, and to me, most delightful task, was the looking
over and fixing up of cur wardrobes, which kept us busy
for some time. As Anna was to gointo society, she of .
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course had nearly all the new things, and much as i loved
her, I must confess to a feeling of envy when I saw the
black silk, blue merino, crimson and brown delaine, etc.,
which were purchased for her, while I was put off with
her old dresses, “ made over as good as new,” but when
I too, was presented with & blue merino by Charlie, who
was now a clerk in one of the Meadow Brook stores,
all my bad feelings left me, and with great alacrity 1
assisted in the preparations, "

It was a lovely day late in October; that old Sorrel
stood at the door ready to convey us to the dépdt. This
was the first time I had really left home, and when I saw
the tears in my mother's eyes, and the trembling of
grandma’s whole body; when Juliet held me so long to her
bosom; when Lizzie and Carrie stole from me a hasty kiss,
and then ran off to hide their grief ; when Charlie and John,
who were both clerks, came down tfo the dépdt to bid us
good-bye, affecting to be very manly, notwithstanding that
their chins quivered; and when, last of all, my father’s fervent
4 (Jod bless yon, my children,” resounded in my ears, I began
to have a faint idea of the bitterness there is in parting, be
it but for a few months. As we expected, we found our

~ uncle’s earriage at the dépdt in Boston, and ere long we had

reached his house in Beacon street.

1 remember the thrill of delight which 1 experienced, .

when first I entered my Aunt Charlotte’s stylish house, and
felt that it was to be my home, at least for a time, Every-
thing was in perfeet order, and for an ingtant 1 looked
around me in silent wonder, almost forgetting to reply to
the greeting of my aunt, who, in heavy brocade and long
blue streamers depending from her head, met us kindly and
hoped we were well. She had changed since last I saw her,
but it was more the work of care than of time. She was
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muc1_1 thinner, and the crow-tracks around her eyes were
now decidedly deep-cut wrinkles, while her hair was here
and there streaked with more than one silver thread.

My uncle was still the same good-humored, pleasant méu
a;litt[c afraid of his wife, it may be, but evidently master of,
his own house. I glanced around for. Herbert, but he was
not there, and when, on Anna’s account more than my own
I asked for him, I was told that he was dowﬁ streef, bu;,

- would soon be home. Ringing- a bell, my aunt bade the

girl who appeared, “show the young ladies to their
rooms,” which proved to be-a large airy chamber with a bed-
roox, dressing-room, and closet adjoining. After a hasty
toilel we again returned to the parlor, where we found a
tall, riclily dressed young man, whom I should never have
recognized as Herbert Langley. He was mucﬁ altered from
thm I last saw him : there was & deep flush on his cheeks
which had reached even to his nose ; while the eyes | haé’l
onee thought so handsome were watei’y and unsteady iﬁ
their movement. On the whole, however, he was still what
some would call good-looking. He was sitting with his back
to the door, but at the sound of our footsteps he turned
around, and coming towards us, welcomed us most cordiall
t? Boston, calling us “ cousing,” and claiming a cousin’s ri
fwlulege of kissing us-—me once, and Anna hree times, if Ipiot‘
our, '

She was a little piqued at his ﬁeglect in answering her last

letter, and wishing to show proper resentment, she drew

back ?athgr haughtily, as if wondering how he dare “ take
such I'1berties.” This he readily perceived, and instantly
assuming an air quite as indifferent as her own, he turned
towards me, hardly noticing her again, though it was eay

to se:e-tha,t the reserve of both was merely affectation. Th;.{
evening he was gone until nine o’clock, and when he entered
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the parlor, I noticed on the face of my aunt the same anx-
ious expression which I remembered having scen there, when
from our sitting-room window, she ‘watched his return, Bub
he was perfectly sober, and with a sigh of relief, she resumed
her work ; while Le, coming round to my side, startled me by
saying that “he had just met with a friend of mine—Dr.
Clayton.” '

“ Where did you see him ?” asked Anna, while 1 bent
lower over the book I was reading ; for that name had still
a power to move me sttongly. ,

“ Why,” answered Herhert, ¢ Tom Wilson, an old school-
mate of mine, boards at the Tremont, where he is now ly-
ing very sick. All the old physicians have given him up,
and go he has employed this Dr. Clayton, who, it seems, has
been at the same hotel for six weeks or more. I called on

- Tom this evening, and while I was there Dr. Clayton came
in. In the course of our conversation he spoke of Meadow
Brook, and then, ag a mattér of course, 1 said there were
now in our family two young ladies from that place. When
I mentioned Rosa’s name, he turned almost as white as Tom

~ himself, and if she were not so young, I should be inclined to
~think there was something between them. What do you
say, coz 7

Here Anna came to my aid, saying, ‘“ Why, he’s a mar-

ried man, and his wife is with him at the Tremont.”

“The dickens he is I said Herbert, looking a little puz-

zled. Then turning to his mother, he added, « Mother, you
. ought to call on this Mrs. Clayton, for if she is an acquaint-
ance of Anna and Rosa, they will very natarally wish to see
her occasionally.”
# She needn’t call for me,” said I, quickly. ,
«Nor for me, for I don’t know her,” rejoined Anna, while
with a haughty toss of her head, Aunt Charlotte replied, that

1
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“her. circle of acquaintances was quite large enoungh now,
wnd she’d no idea of extending it by taking in people about
whom she knew nothing.” '

I know it was very wrong in me, but I could not hélp
straightening up a little in my chair as I wondered what the
proud Dell Thompson would say if she knew that the de-
spised Rosa' Lee was living as an equal in a family which
looked down upon her and her husband as nobodies. I was
roused from my reverie by my aunt)s asking Herbert in a
low tone, “how Ada was to-night,” and glancing towards
Lim, T fancied that said Ade, whoever she might be, was
to him not a very pleasant subject just then, for lis brow
darkened visibly, while he replied, “I never once thousht to
Anquire, but 1 dare say she’s no worse, or she Wouldahave
sent for you post haste.” - ;

Tllcre was a moment’s silence,[ and thea my aunt again,
spoke, “ Herbert, I wish you'd do better. You know zlnlow‘ :
lonely she is, and how much she must neccssarily feel yoar -
neglect.”

“ Fudge !” was his answer, as he folded his hands over
hig head, and leaning back in his chair, looked straight info
the astral lamp. K

That night, when Anna and I were alone in our room, the
former sat for a time in deep thought, saying, when T at
last told her the clock was striking eleven, “I wonder who
Adais |” , '

I woudered so, too, and my interest was not at all dimin-

ished when the next morning, at the breakfast table, Aunt

Cimr?otte satd to her son, “ Herbert, I shall he busy this
morning making arrangements about a school for Rosa
and I wisk you'd go in and sce Ada, will you 77 ’
) “ Yf:s, yes, T will,” said he, rather impatiently, adding,

and if T dow't find her any better, I mean to assume the
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respongibility of discharging thab old superanuated greeny
who attends her, and install Dr. Clayton in his place. I took
quite a fancy to him, and I'm going to give him‘lfny patron-
age 17 !

“QOh, I wish you would 1” I exclaimed involuntarily ; for
in spite of the wrong he had done me, I cherished no feeling
of animosity towards him.

Then, again, I had heard that it was sometimes very diffi.
cult for a young physician to obtain much practice in a
strange place with no one to help him, and I thought, per-
haps, Herbert’s “ patronage ” might be of some avail.

“I see” said Herbert laughingly, ‘there /Aas been
something, and though he is a married man, you still feel an
interest in him, and want him to succeed ; all right, and I'll
do what I can to help him ; for I verily believe he’ll get Tom
on his legs again in spite of what the temperance folks say
about his blood’s being all turned into whisky !”

At these words a shadow passed over Aunt Chaalotte&:

face, but it was soon chased away by the next remark of
Herbert, which was, “ Ain’t you glad, mother, [ reformed
before T got to be as bad as Tom ?  Why, girls (addressing
Anna and me), T havew't drank a drop since—since—how
long is it mother, since 1 left off "—drinking he could not
say, so he finally added, ““left off imbibing occasionally 2 -

There was a look of happiness on that mother’s face, a8

- she replied, “ Almost a year.”
~ Yes, "twas almost a year since her son bad tasi;ed ardent

spirits, and had she not good reasons for thinking he would
pever fall again? Assured of this fact, how proud she
would have been of her only boy; for, aside from this great
error, he possessed many noble, gerierons qualities; and dur-
ing my stay in Boston, I found that, in spite of his well-
known habits, he was a pretty general favorite.  Oh, how

RO o e
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lovingly my aunt looked after him when he went out, and
how earncstly she watched him when he came in, and all
the while she was tempting him ieyond what most nen
could bear; for regularly on her dinner table appeared either
porter, champague, or madeira, one taste of which would
set him all on fire. But, unfortunately, she belonged to that
class of fashionable people who deem the wine-bottle a ne-
cessary appendage to the dinner table, and if, in the sequel,
her son should fill a drunkard’s grave, would there be any
just -ause why, in her anguish, she should murmur at Pro-
vidence for having dealt with her thus harshly ? -Ought she
not’ rather to blame herself for having thus daily tempted
him to sin by placing before hun what she well kuew was
sure to work his ruin ?

But to our story. 'We were at dinner when Herbert came
in frem his morning ramble, and taking his accustomed seat
af the table, He said to his mother, 1 called on Ada as you
desired, and found her sitting up in .a rose-colored dressing-
gown, which she thinks very becoming to hew I know, for
she sat directly opposite the mirror, and I should not dare
tell how many times I caught her casting aduwiring glances

~at herself.”

_Aunt Charlotte frowned, while Herbert, turning to me,
ued-—" Miss Montrose is so much better that I dou’t

belieye I can:pa,tronme your doctor in that quarter, but I'll

do somethl‘g ;

This specles of Jjesting seemed to be a kind of mania with
Herbert, for almost every day of his life he referred to his
former habit of drinking, greatly to the annoyance of his
mother, who, on the occasion Just mentioned, turned slightly -.
bale, whlle Anna looked down upon the carpet and sighed.
Thinking this as favorable an opportuaity for making inqui-
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ries concerning Ada Montrose as 1 should have, I asked
Herbert who she was. His mother’s lips moved as if she
would answer the question, but ere she could speak, Herbert
replied, ©“ She’s a Georgia lady, a great coquette, who ig
spending the winter here with a fortieth cousin. Some call
her handsome, and I believe mother thinks her beautiful, but
if Anna paid as mueh attention to her toilet and dressed as
elegantly as Ada Montrose, she wonld, in my opinion, look
far bettef.”

"Twas the first compliment he bad paid Anna since our
arrival, and it brought a bright flush to her usually marble
cheek; for Herbert Langley possessed a strange power over
. my mstcr ‘which she did not try to resist. I fancied that
my aunt was not quite pleased with Herbert’s comparing
Miss Montrose to Anna, but ere she could frame any answer,
- he asked us if wo would like to attend the theatre that even-
ing. Notwithstanding my father’s hostility to cirenses, 1 did

not remember having heard him say much against theatres,

.and so I answered quickly, * Oh, yes, Anna, let’s go. I
want to see what they do.”

And so, with my aunt’s permission, it was settled that we . |
“should go, and at the usual hour I found myself in the Na-.
tional Theatre, which was densely crowded, for & celebge d

actress appeared that night for the last time in
Perfectly bewildered, I followed Herbert and.:

unele’s box, which commanded a fine view

then, when I became a little accustomed

lights and the hum of voices, which in some degree minded
me: of that never-to-beforgotten cireus of Cousin Will me-
mory, 1 veritured to look over the sea of faces, half starting

from my seat as I recognized among the crowd Dr. Clay-

ton and his wife, the latter appearing to be looking at us
through what I thought resembled the dice boxes of a back-
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gammon board tied together, but which I'soon learned was .
an opera-glass. The doctor was paler and thinner than
when I last saw him, and it was with more than one pang
that I watched him ag, from time to time, he cast a glance
of pride at the splendid-looking woman at his side, who
attracted considerable attention, and at whoin, in the course
of the evening, more than one glass was levelled.

Ere long my attention was diverted from them to a tall,
dark, and rather peculiar-looking gentleman, who entered
the box at our right: Sinking into a seat, he abandoned
himself apparently, to his own thoughts, which could not
have been very pleasant; for his forehead, whick was high
and white, seemed at times to be one mass of wrinkles, while
his eyes, large, black, and deepset in his head, alternately
flashed with anger and vexation. I am not much of a phy-
siognomist, but there was in the face of the stranger some-
thing which at once attracted and riveted my attention.
He was not handsome, like Dr. Clayton—nay, I am not sure
but many wounld call him ugly, but Idid not; anﬂ, somehow, 1
felt certain that no girl of fourteen had ever wept over his

~ fickleness, for he looked the soul of honor and integrity.
. Gradually, too, as the play proceeded, the expression which

I had at first observed passed- away; his dark eyes lighted
up; and when, at last, a bright smile broke over his face, I

- -promounced him far better looking than the doctor, who was

fast losing ground in my good opinion.

The play was the “ Lady of Lyons” and though I was
familiar with the story, I seemed now to hear it for the first
time; so fully did T enter into the feelings of the heroine,
Pauline, whose distress I could not believe was feigned.
All was real to ‘me; and T can now scareely repress a smile,
as I tecall fo mind how I must have looked, standing
there with flushed cheeks, clasped hands, staring eyes, and
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lips slightly apart, drieking in every word of the actress.
Once Anna pulled my dress, whispering to me, “Do sit
down, Rosa ; they are all looking at youn, and Mys. Clayton
is langhing and pointing you out to her husband.” .

“T didn’t care for Dell Thompson, or the doctor either,”
and so I said, while at the same time I glanced towards the
stranger, whose eyes were fixed upon me w1th an expression
I could not fathom.

He was not making fun of me, T was sure of that ; but as
if there were a magnetic influence in his look, which I could
not resist, I dropped infv my seat, and remained motionless
until the closing scene, where, with a piercing shriek, Paun-
line rushed into the arms of her husband. Then there came
over me the same sensation which I had experienced years
before in the old schoolhouse at Meadow Brook. Every-
thing grew dark around me, and with a faint cry I fell across
Anna’s lap. 1 was nof entirely unconscious, for I have a
dim remembrance of being led from the heated room, the

close atmosphere of which had probably helped to bring on .
my fairtness. The cool air cutside revived me in a measure,

but it was the mesmeric touch of two large, warm hands

which fully restored to me my faculties, and, looking up, I

saw bending over me the gentleman in whom I had been so

much interested. Dr. Clayton, too, was there, looking wor-

ried and anxious, but instinctively leaving me to the care of
the stranger, who seemed to know exaetly what to do.

“You are better now, I think,” said he, gazing down upon J

‘me with his deep black eyes, and adding, with the same
peculiar smile I had before observed, ¢ Missg ———7s acting

scldom receives so genuine a eompliment as this. Iimagine

- she ought to feel flattered.”
At this mowment a loud stamping and hallooing came to
my ear, and, pulling Anna’s shawl, Herbert exclaimed,
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““ Clome, let’s go in again ; they are calling back the danciing-
gir], and T wonldn’t miss it for anything, Come, Rose, you
want to sce it all, and we'll stand right by the door.”

T felt perfectly well, and started to follow him, when
something in the stranger’s face arrested me, for it seemed
to say, “I wouldn’t go.” But he did not speak, and bow-
ing to me very politely, he walked away, while I went after
Herbert and Anna, reaching them just in time to witness a
part of Mlle. Lisette’s dance, which scemed to me a good
deal like the performance of the Circus girl, only “ a little
more g0 ;7 and I felt certain that Cousin Will, had he been
there, wonld have pronounced her superior even fo the
boasted Albany girl ! -

When at last it was over, and We Were again leaving the
room, Dr. Clayton, as if seeing me for the first time, offered
me his hand, and in a low tone expressed to me bis pleasore
that I was to be in the city during the winter ; adding, as
he cast a furtive glance towards his wife, “ Yor'll come and
see me often, wor’t you ; for I am very lonely 77

For an instant I felt a thrill of pride, to know that there
was yet anght in me which could interest ém, but 'twas only
for a moment, and then there came up before me thoughts
of the ‘stranger, and owing to some uunknown influence,
which I shall not attempt to explain, the doetor’s power
over me was from that moment at an end ; and though I
still liked him, it was as I would like any friend who evinced
a regard for me, : -

Of the stranger T often thought, wondering who he was
and whenee he came ; but no one knew, and all that I could
learn was, that Terbert saw him the next morning standing
on the steps of the Revere House, and chancing the saine

“afternoon to be at the Worcester dépdt, he saw him enter

the cars bound for Albany, and heard from one of the
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bystanders that he was a Georgian, and had probably come
_ to Boston after o rumaway nigger ! Being a true horn
daughter of freedom-loving Massachusetts, this intelligence
of course had the effect of cooling my ardor somewhat, and
wishing in my heart that every one of his negroes would run
away, I banisked him for a time from my mind.

Afier many inquiries, and much consnltation with her par-
ticular friend Mrs. Ashley, my aunt at last decided to send
me to Madam ’s school ; while Anna, after a two weeks’
siege with dress-makers, was introduced into somety, where,
if she was not a reigning belle, she was at least a favorite ;
and more than once I heard the most flattering comphments
bestowed npon Zer, while it was thought to be “a pity that
her sister was so plain and unpretendmw in her appear-

ance !”

ADA MONTROSE.

CHAPTER XIL
“ ADA MONTROSE.

Avxt CHaRuOTTE, Anna, and myself were sitting in the
parlor one morning, about four weeks after our arfival in
- Boston, when the door-bell rang, and the servant ushered in
. a young lady, who I readily guessed was Ada Montrose, for
there was about her an air of languor, as if she had just
arisen from a sick béd. Al doubt on this point was soon
settled by my aunt’s exclaiming, as she hastened to greet her,
“ Why, Ada, my child, this is a surprise. How do you do ¥
The voice which answered was, I thought, the sweetest
-and most musical I had ever heard, and yet there was in it
something which made me involuntarily shadder. I do not
know that I believe in presentiments, but sure I am that the
moment I heard the tones of Ada Montrose’s voice, and
looked upon her face, I experienced” s most disagreeable

_ sensation, as if, in some way or other, she wounld ono day

cross my path. She was lbeautiful—so beautiful, that it
seemed impossible to detect a single fanlt either in her fea-
tures or complexion, though there was in the former an
rexpression which made me feel, when her eyes were fixed
upon me, much as the bird must when charmed by the rat-
tlesnake. Do what I would, I could not rid myself of the
idea that she was my evil genius, though how in any way she,
a proud southern belle, could ever affect me, a plain school.
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. .

girl of fourteen, was difficult to tell. She was, as I after-
wards learned, twenty-two years of age, but being rather
diminutive in size, and affecting a'great deal of childish sim-
plicity, she passed for four or five years younger; and,
indeed, she herself gave her age as eighteen—looking up to
Annpa, who was really two years her junior, as a very ancient,
" matronly sort of person, who was supposed to remember as
far back as the flood. _
Divesting herself of her warm wrappings, which she left
upon the floor, and shaking out her long curls, she informed
my aunt that she had come to spend the day, saying, by way
of apologizing for not having sent her word, that * she had
ventured to come without an invitation, she felt herself so
perfectly at bome” ‘
Of course Aunt Charlotte was delighted, and after assur-
-ing her of the fact, she suddenly remembered our presence,
and introduced us to the lady as “ Mr. Lee’s nieces from the

country.” Not an instant did the large brownish black eyes

rest on me, for I was of little importance compared with
Auna, who the Thursday night previous had made her first
appearance in society, where her sweet face -and fresh, un-
studied manners had produced something of a scusation,
which had undoubtedly reached the ear of the reigning
belle. What her thoughts were as she scanned my sister
from head to foot, I do not know ; but as I watched her, I
fancied I could defect an expression of mingled scorn and

surprise that one so unassuming should awaken an interest

in those who were accustomed to pay her homage. When
she had satisfied herself with Anna’s personal appearance,
she gave me a hasty glance, and then drawing from her reti-
cule a fanciful mat which she was crotcheting, she leaned
back among the soft cushions of her chair, and commenced
" talking to my aunt in a very artless, childish manner, never
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noticing ng in the least, except once when she asked.me to
pull the bell rope, which was much nearer to her than me.
Several times I fancied she seemed to be listening for something,

. and when at last I heard Ilerbert’s voice in the hall and saw

the deepeuing flush on her cheek, I was sure that she felt
more than a common interest in him. ‘

-In his usual good-natured, offhand way he cntered the
room, tossing into my lap a letter from brother Charlie, and
telling Anna that her beaw hadn’t yet written ; then, as his
eye fell upon Ada, he started back in evident surprise. Soon
recovering himself, however, he said, as he took the Ilittle
snowflake of a hand, which she offered him-— ‘

“Why, Ad, who knew you were here 77

“Not yow, or you would liave come gooner, I reckon-y”
said she, looking up in his face in a counfiding kind of way,
whieh brought a frown to Anna’s brow,

“Maybe I shouldn’s have eome so soon,” he replied laugh-
ingly, at the same time stealing a sidelong glance at Anna.

“Here, sit right down by me,” said Miss Montrose, as she
saw him looking for a seat, “I want to scold you for not
calling on me oftener when I was sick. You don’t know how
neglected I felt, Why didn’t you come, hey #”

Aud she playfully pulled his hair, allowing her hand to re-
main some time among his wavy locks. 'This was 4 kind of
coquetry entirely new to me, and I looked on in amazement,
while Auna, more disturbed than she was willing to acknow- |
ledge, left the'room. 'When she was gone, Ada said, letting
her bhand fall from Herbert’s head to his arm, * Tell me, is
that the Lee girl, who attracted so much attention at Mrs.
G s party ¥

There was a.look of gratified pride on Herbert’s face ashe
answered, ‘ Yes—the same—don’t you think her pretty 77

They had probably forgotten my presence—Ada most cer-
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tainly had, or else she did not care ; for she replied, * Pret-
ty enough for some tastes I suppose, but she lacks polish
and refinement. Is she at all related to you ?”

“ My step-father’s niece, that’s all,” replied Herbert, while

Ada quickly rejoined in a low tone, “Then, of course, I

shan’t have to cousin her.”

“ Prolably not,” was Herberb’s answer, which I interpret-
ed one way and Ada another,

Her next remark was a proposal that Herbert should that
afternoon take her out to ride ; but to this he made some objec-
tion ; whereupon she pretended to be angry, leaning back on
the sofa and muttering that « she didn’t believe he cared a bit
for her, and he might as well confess it at once.”

Here the dinner bell rang, and offering his arm to the
_ pouting beauty, Herbert led Lher to the dining-room, where

she was soon restored to good humor by my aunt, who lav-
ished upon her the utmost attention, humoring every whim,
-and going so far as to prepare for her four different cups of
black tea, which had been ordered expressly for her, and to
which she objected as being too hot, or too cold—too weak
or too strong, It took but a short time to show that she
was a spoiled baby, good natured only when all the attention
was lavished upon her, and when her wishes were paramount
to all others. .

Dinner being ovel Herbert did not, as was his IJ_SP.,‘,Ll cus-
tom, return to the pmlor,; but ts,kmg his hat he went out
into the street, in spife of his mother’s whispered effort to
keep him at home. This, of course, vexed the little lady, and
after thromming a few notes upon the piano, she announced
her intention of returning home, saying that “she wished
she had not come,” ‘At this moment the door bell rang, and
some young ladies came in to call upon Anna. They seemod
surprised at finding Ada there, and after inqguiring for her

i
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health, one of them said, “Do tell us Ada, who that gen-
tleman was that came and went so slyly, without our ever
seeing him 7  Mrs, Camcron says he was from Georgia, and
that is all we know about him. Who was he ?

Ada started, and turning slightly pale, replied, ¢ What do
you mean? Pve seen no gentleman from Georgia. Where
was he? and when was he here 77

“ As much as three weeks or more ago,” returned Miss
Marvin, “He stopped at the Revere House, and Mrs. Cam-
eron, who boards there, got somewhat acqumntcd with
him.”

“ Mrs. Cameron 1”7 repeated Ada, turning alternately red
and white. “ And pray what did she say ?”

I fancied there was & spice of malice in Miss Marvin's na-
ture ; at least, she evidently wished to annoy Ada, for she
replied, “8he said he was wugly losking, though quite dis-
fangué ; that he came in the afternoon, while she was in the
public parlor talking with alady about yow i{md’yoqr engage-
ment with Mr. Langley 17

“The hateful old thing 1” muttered Ada, while Anna
turned white as mar ble, and Miss Marvin continued—** When
the lady had gone he begged pardon for the liherty, but
asked her if she knew you. Of course, she told Lim she did,
and gave him any further information which she thought
would please him.”

“Of course she did—the meddling widow !” again inter-
rupted Ada ; after which Miss Marvin proceeded— Mrs,
Cameron didn't mean to do anything wrong, for how eould she
guess that ’twould affect him in any way to know you were
engaged {7 ~
 “ And she told Aim I was engaged ! It isn’t so. I ain’t,”

" exclaimed Ada, while the angry tears dropped from her
glittering eyes.
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“ What does that mean then ” asked Miss Marvin, laugh-

ingly, pointing at the ring on Ada’s finger.

Her first impulse was to wrench if from her hand and cast
it from her, but she remembered herself in time, and growing
quite calm, as if to attribute her recent agitation to a differ-
ent cause, she said ; “ T wish people would attend to their
own affairs, and let mine alone. Suppose 1 am engaged—
is that a reason why Mrs. Cameron should discuss the
matter with strangers ¥ But what else did she say 7 And
where is the gentleman now ?”

“ Goune home,” answered Miss Marvin, glancing mis-
chievously at her companious. ‘‘ He went the next morning,
and she said he looked very much disturbed, either at your
illness or your engagement, the former probably, and that
is why I think it strange that he didn’t stop to see you;
though maybe he did.”

“No, he didn’t,” chimed in Miss Marvin’s sister, * for
don’t you know she said he went to the theatre 7

All this time my interest in the unknown Georgian had
been increasing, .and at this last remark I forget myself
entirely, and started forward, exclaiming, “ Yes, he was
there, I saw him and spoke with him too.”

The next moment I sank back upon the ottoman, abashed
and mortified, while Ada gave me a withering glance, and
said scornfully, * You spoke to him ! And pray, what did
you say :

An BXpIana,tlon of what I said, would, I knew, obhge me
to confess the fainting fit, of which I was somewhat
 ashamed, and so I made no reply; nor was any expected,
I think, for without waiting for my answer, Ada said to
Miss Marvin, ““ Mrs, Cameron, of course, learned his name,
even if she had to ask it outright.” ‘

“ Yes, she made inquiries of the clerk, who wouldn’t take
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the trouble of looking on the book, but said he believed it

was Field, or something like that,” refurncd Miss Marvin,
As if uncertainty were now made sure, Ada turned so

white that in some alarm her young friends asked what they

- should do for her ; but she refused their offers of aid, saying,

“it was only the heat of the room, and she should soon feel

 better”

“ And is it the heat of the room which affects you, Miss
Lee 77 asked one of the girls, observing for the first time the
extreme pallor of Anna’s face. ' |

“ Only a headache,” was her answer, as she pressed her
hand upon her forehead.

She was fearfully pale, and I knew it was no common
thing which had thus moved her, and when not long after-
wards the young ladies left us, I was glad, for I felt that
both she and Ada nceded to be alone.” The moment they
were gone Anna left. the parlor, while I, frightened by the
agonized expression of her face, soon followed her ; but the
door of our room was locked, and it wag in vain I called on
her to admit me, for she only answered in a voice choked
with tears, “ Glo away, Rosa ; I would rather be alone.”

SoIleft her and réturned to the parlor, where I found
Ada weeping passionately, while my aunt, who had not

been present during the conversation which had so affected

her, was trying in vain to learn the cause of her grief.

“ Nothing mueh,” was all Ada would say, except that
“ghe wanted to go home.” .

In the midst of our excitement, Flerbert came in. He
had repented of his ungracious refusal to ride with Ada,
and now the carriage stood at the door, but she refused,
saying petulantly, when urged by my aunt to go, that “if
she couldn’t ride when she wanted to, she wouldn’t ride at
all.”
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“ Where’s Anna ? she’ll go, T know,” said Herbert, glanc-
ing around the room, and adding in a low tone, which
reached my ear only, “and P’d far rather she would.”

When I explained to him that she had a headache, and
did not wish to be disturbed, he exclaimed, ¢ What ails all
the girls to-day. Anything the matter with you, Rose?
If there isn’t, put on your bonnet and I'll show you the
city, for I am resolved upon riding with somebody.”

As my aunt made no objection, I was soon ready and
seated by the side of Herbert, in the light vehicle, which he
drove himself. I think he exerted himself to be agreeable,
for I never saw him appear go well before, and in my heart .
1 did not blame my poor sister for liking him, as T was sare
she did, while at the same time I wondered how he could
fancy ‘Ada Montrose. As if divining my thoughts, he turned
suddenly towards me and said, “ Rosa, how do you like
Ada 77 ' , :

Without stopping to reflect, I replied proniptly, *“ Net at
all.” .

“ I'rankly spoken,” sajd he, and then for several minutes
he was silent, while T was trying to decide in my own mind
whether or not he was offended, and I was about to ask
Lim, when he turned to me again, saying, ““We are
engaged—did you know it ?” . ‘

I replied that I had inferred as much from the conver-
sation which I had heard between her and Misé Marvin,
saying further, for his manner emboldened me, that “ 1 was
surprised, for I did not think her such an one as he would
faney.”

“ Neither is she,” said he, again relapsing into silence.
At last, rousing up, he continued, “I must talk to some-
body, and as you seem to be a scnsible girl, [ may as well
make a clean breast, and tell you all about it. Ada came
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up here from Georgia last spring, and the moment mother
saw ler, she picked Ler out for her future danghter-in-law.
I don’t know why-it is, but mother has wanted me to get.
married ever since I began to shave. I believe she thinks
it will make me steady ; but I am steady enough now, for
I havew’t drank a drop in almost a year. I should though,
if Ada Mountrose was my wife. But that’s nothing to the .
point.  Mother saw her and liked her. I saw her, aud
liked her well enough at first, for she is beautiful, you know,
and every man is more or Jess attracted by that. They say,
too, that she is wealthy, and though T would as soon ‘marry
a poor girl as a rich one, provided I liked her, I shall not
deny but her money had its influence with me, to a eertain
extent. And then, too, it was fun to get her away from the
other young men who flocked around her, like hees round
a honey jar. But, to make a long story short, we got
engaged—Heaven only knows how ; but engaged we were,
and then” Here he paused, as if nearing a painful
subject, but soon resuming the thread of his story, he con-

- tinued ; ““ And then I stopped writing to Anna, for I would

not be dishonorable, Do you think she falt it ?”

The question was so unexpected, that I was thrown quite
off my gnard, and replied, “Of course, she did; who
wouldu't feel mortified to have their leticrs unanswered 77

“’Twas wrong, I know,” said he. “I ought to have been
man enough to’tell her how it was, and I did begin more
than a dozen letters, but never finished them. Do you
think Anna likes me now, or could like me, if I was not
engaged, and she knew I'd never get drunk again ?”

Could he have seen her when first she learned that his.
affcctions were given to another, he would have been sufii-
ciently answered, but he did not, and it was not for me,
I thought, to enlighten him ; so I replied evasively, after

%,
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which he contirued, “As soon as I was engaged to Ada,
she began to. exact so much attention from me, acting o
silly, and appearing so ridiculous that T got sick of it, and
now my daily study is how to rid myself of her; but I believe
Tve commenced right, Can I make a conﬁdant of yom,
and feel sure yowll not betray me to any one, unless it is
Anna?”

I hardly knew how to answer, for if it was anything
wrong which he meditated, I did not wish to be in the
secret, and so I told him ; but it made no difference, for he
proceeded to say, “I shall never marry Ada Montrose,
never ; neither would it break her heart if I shouldn’t for
she’s more than half tired of me now.” ‘

T thought of the dark stranger, and felt that he was
right, but T said nothing, and he went on; ““Sometimes 1
thought I’d go up to Meadow DBrook, tell Anna all ahout
it, ask her to marry me, and so settle the matter at once ;
but then I did not know but she might have grown up raw,
awkward, and disagreeable, so I devised a plan by which
I could find out. Mother would burn her right hand off
I Dbelieve, to save me from a drunkard’s grave, and when I
wish to win ler consent to any particular thing, all I have
to do is to threaten her with the wine cup.”

“ Qh, Herbert | how can you?” I exclaimed, for I was
inexpressibly shocked.

- It's a way I've got into,” said he laughing at my rueful
face. * And when I suggested that Anna should spend the
winter here, I hinted to the old lady that if she didn’t
consent, I’d go off with a party of young men on a hunting
excursion. Of course she yielded at once, for she well knew
that if 1 joined my former boon companions, I should fall.

“ And so we are indebted to you for our winter in Bos-
ton,” said I, beginning to see things in a new light.
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“Why no, not wholly,” he answered ; “ mother consented

much casicr than I supposed she would. 'The fact is, she’s
changed some since she was at Meadow Brook: She’s joined

" the Episcopal Chuarch, and though that in my estimation

dow’t amount to much, of course, she has to do better, for it
wouldn’t answer for a professor to put on so many airs.”
As the daughter of a deacom, I felt it incumbent upon
me to reprove the thoughtless young man, but it did no
.good, for he proceeded to say, “It’s all true, and there’s
only one denomination who are sincere in what they profess,
and that’s the Methodist. They carry their religion into
their whole life, while the Episcopalians, Presbyterians, and
Baptists sit on different sides of the fence, and quarrel like

fun about IIwh Church and Low, Old Schoal and New,

close communion and open communion, and all that sort of
thing. I tell you, Rose, if I am ¢ver converted—and mother
thinks I will be—1I shall be a roaring Methodist, and ride
the Cireunit at once 1”

I was unused to the world, and had never heard any one

speak thus lightly of religion ; but I knew not what to say, -

so I kept silence, while he continued, But I am rambling
from my subject. Mother is a different woman, if she does
read her prayers ; and as she has never known a word about
my writing to Anna, she consented to her coming, without
much trouble, saying she would try to make it pleasant for
her, and proposing that yom too should accompany her,
and go to school. You can’t imagine how delighted I was
to find Anna what she is, and from the moment I met her in
the parlor, Ada Montrose’s destiny, so far as I am concerned,
was decreed ; that is, if I can secure your sister; and I think
I shall have no dliﬁuulty in so doing, for notw1thstandmcr her
affected coolness, it is' easy to see that I am not indifferent
to her”

4
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It was in vain for me to argue that he was doing Ada a
great wrong, for he insisted upon saying that he was not.
¢ She hadn’t soul enough,” he said, * to really care for any
one, and even if she had, he would far rather commit guicide
at once, than be yoked to her for life ; she was so silly, so
fawning, so flat 1” -

It was nearly dark when we reached home, and as the
lamps were not yet lighted in the parlor, I went immediately
to my room, where I found Anna lying upon the sofa, with
her face buried in the cushions. T knew she was not asleep,
though she would not answer me, until I had thrice repeat-
ed her name. Then lifting up her head, she turned towards
me a face as white as ashes, while she said, motioning to a
little stool near her, * Sit down by me, Rosa, I must talk to
some one, or my. heart will break.” ‘

Taking the seat, I listened while she told me how much
she had loved Herbert Langley—how she had struggled to
overcome that love when she thought he had slighted
Ler, and how when she saw kim daily in his own home,
it had returned upon her with all its former strength,
until there came to her the startling news that he was en-
gaged to another. T cannot stay here,” said she. “Tam
going home. I have written to mother—see,” and she
pointed to a letter which lay upon the table, and which she
bade me read. It was a strange, rambling thing, saying
that “ she should die if she staid longer in Boston, and that
she was coming back fo Meadow Brook.” (

“You can’t send this, Anna,” said I, at the same time
tossing it into the grate, where a bright coal fire was burn-
ing. 4 : o

At this bold act of mine she expresed no emotion what-
ever, but simply remarked, ¢ I can write another or go with-

out writing.” :
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“ And you indeed love Herbert so much ?” T said.
“Better than my life—and why shouldn’t I ?” she replied
‘“ He is all that is noble and good.”. , -
‘ Suppoese he proves to be a drunkard 7”7 1 queried, look-
ing her steadily in the face, while she answered simply,
“And what then ? Would that be harder to -endure than,
a life withont liim 77
I know not whether the spirit of prophecy was upon me
or whether T felt o dim foreshadowing of my sister’s wrétch:
ed foture, but from some cause or othér, I proceeded to pic-
ture to her the sorrows of a drunkard’s home and the utter
degradation .of a droukard’s wife, while she listened shud-
éll(laéﬁlilgtiaﬁug when I had finished, “ God save me. from
There Was the sound of footsteps in the hall, and Her-
bert’s volce was heard at the door, asking for a,dmittanee
He .h.ad often visited us in our room, and now Withoﬁt cou:
sulting Anna’s wishes, I bade him enter, goin’g out myself
and leaving them alone. What passed between th(in I
never knew, but the supper table waited long for Herbert
ind was finally removed, my aunt thinking he had gone out’
t-o see Ada, perhaps,” she said, and then she asked me ho“;
Lliked her, telling me she was to be Herberts wife, and that
Shf};r hoped they would be married early in the sprin’g.
. i:;de I;ei nz} dlrect reply, for I felt T was acting a dou-
- c};,uld iete part, in b-emg thus confided in by three,
e ot well Pelp 1t, and I hoped, by betraying
party, to atone in a measure for any deceit I might

be nraetici . . '
(We practising.  After that night there was o great change in

A i
nna, who became go lively and cheerful that nearly all ob-

Ber i i
- served it, while Herbert’s attentions to her, both at' home

zli ai‘):;)a,d, Er‘ere 80 marked as to arouse the jealously of
» Who, while she affected to scorn the jdes of being sup-
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planted by * that awkward Lee girl,” as she called. her,
could not wholly conceal her anxiety lest “ the Lee girl”
should, after all, win from her her betrothed busband.
Something of this she told my aunt, who, knowing nothing
of the true state of affairs, and having the utmost confi-
denee in her son’s honor, langhed at her fears, telling her
once in my hearing, though she was unaware of my proxim-
ity, that, “ however much Herbert might flirt with Anna, he
had been too well brought up to think of marrying one 80
far beneath him.” ' T

«But he does think of it—1T most know he does,” persist-
‘ed Ada, beginning to cry ; ¢ and I wish yowd send her home,
won't you I’

1 did not hear my aunt’s reply, but with Ada, my own
heart echoed, “ send her home,” for much as I liked Herbert,
I shrank from the thought of committing my gentle sister’s

happiness to his kecping, and. secretly I resolved upon writ-
ing to my father and acquainting him with the whole ; but,
alas ! T deferred it from day to day, until it was too late.

THE FLIGHT.

CHAPTER XIIL

THE FLIGHT,

Oxr bright morning about the middle of January, Her
bert announced his intention of going to Worcest)er;' Wfﬂ-
Anna, who, he said, wished to visit the Lunatic Asylum am;
as a young physician of his acquaintance had just comme,n d
practising there, it would be a good opportunity for th(iae
t? go over the building. To this my aunt made no ob'ez1
tion, merely proposing that Ada, too, should go. Afterwa‘]rdT
I T‘emembered the peculiar look in Herbert’s eye, as he reS
plied “ Oh fie ! mother, Ada’s nerves are not stron’ eno I:
to endure it. She can go with me some other timf ” "

Accordingly, when breakfast was over, Anna W;}nt up to
her' room to make the necessary preparations for her r?d
while I stood by and gave her whatever assistance she neede?i’
; o‘bserved that every article which belonged to her was uf;
In its proper place, but I gave it no further heed, thou 111) I
did wonder why she kissed me so often, turning ’back iven
asil'zerlshehhad reached the door to bid me another good-bye,
and.ws g;) :me dag;] passed away and night came on, dark, cold,
oo Whi);.h ven Now, as I-V\.rrite, I can recall to mind the
e s 1§rga.ded my spirits, as I listened to the sound
e dan ail, which dx'.ove past the window, where I
. ed s0 long for their return. Seven, eight, nine

» Was rang {rom more than one church dome, and theI;,
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we gave them up, for the shrill whistle of the }:ast traindog
which they would be likely to come, had long since sounde
" ‘(:Ell“heea;sx'nust have stayed somewhere ; don’t you tl}iuk
so 7 said my aunt, addressing her husband,- wh,o3 manh}se,
was not in the least alarmed, but sat conning his evening
r asleep than awake, -
PaRESfHESJ;ise theypha,ve,” said he, Iooking up at hi:q) vnfefs
inquiry. “1 wouldn’t come in this storm, if I were in their
n
pla:.l(’:iisa.t night I watered my pillow with tears‘;, scqrc_ely
knowing why I wept, save that I felt oppressed with a se;}se
of desolation, as if Anna was gone from me ftor-ever. _1.e
next day came and went, but it brought no tidings of lthe
missing pair, and half unconscious of wh:.mt she Was:, domg(i
my sunt went from room. to room, sometimes weeping 'zm
again brightening up, as she enumerated the many th:;lgs
which might have prevented their return. At ev.enmg, da
. came in, and my aunt immediately began urging her to
spend the night. This she did willingly, seeming very anx-
jous coucerning the absence of Herbert, and feeling, I was
sure, a little suspicious that I might know more of his
whereabouts than I chose to tell, for once,lwhfen we wet.'i?
alone, she turned towards me and. very haughtily asked, i
47 had any idea where they were ?” .
- None, whatever,” said I, and she continued-— ‘
¢ Has it never occurred to you that this Anna Lee mani-
fested altogether too marked a? preference for a gentleman
/ he knew to be engaged ¥ '
“h‘(‘n’;hse preference was matual,” I replied. “ Herhert liked
nna liked Herbert.” ‘
An‘?iﬁg ‘ihi:y have gone off to consummate that liking by a
marriage,” interrupted Ada.
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“I do not know that they have,” I returned ; “but such.
a termination of affairs wonld not surprise me.”
She was very pale, and there were tears in her eyes, but
I thought they arosc more from a scase of mortification than
from any real love which she bore for Herbert Langley, and
so I did not pity her as I should otherwise have done. The
next morning at breakfast both she and my aunt (par-
ticularly the latter) looked weary and worn, as if neither
had slept at all during the night. My uncle, on the con-
trary, seemed to be unmoved. He probably had an opinion
of his own, but whatever it was he kept it to himself, merely
saying that if the eastern mail brought ne letter he would

" goin quest of them himself, T knew I could not study in

my present excitement, and so I asked permission to remain
at home. Stationing myself at the window, I watched anx-
lously for the return of Herod, who, as usual, had been sent
to the office. He came at last, bringing his pocket full of
letters, two of which were for me, one postmarked Meadow
Birook, and the other Albany! With a trembling hang T
tore open the latter, which was in my sister’s handwriting,
Glancing at the signature, my fears were confirmed, for there
stood the name of “ Anna Langley ” ia Herbert’s bold dash-
ing hand !

“She had refused to write it thus,” he said, in a post-
seript, ““ and so he had done it for her.”

The Ietter contained no apology from cither for what they
had done, but merely informed me of the fact that instead
of stopping in Worcester, they had gorio straight on to Al-
bany, which they reached abhout six o'clock, going to the
Delevan House, where in less than an hour they were
husband and wife ; Herbert’s old comrade, Tom . Wil-
Son, accompanying them, and being - a witness of the
ceremony, What affected me more unpleasantly than all
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the rcst was the derisive manner in which Helbert spokc of
Ada.

¢ Give her my love,” he said, “and tell her not to feel too
badly. T'd like well enough to marry her, too, but under
the present laws a man can’t have two wives, unless he joins,
the Mormons. - Maybe I shall do that sometime, and then
T’ll remember Aer ¥’

" Of his mother he wrote diﬂ'eréntly, and though there wag

no cringing, no acknowledgment of wrong, he spoke of her

kindly and respectfully, saying, ‘ he hoped she would love -

-"his Anna for his sake.”

Of course I could not tell Ada what he said of her, nei-
ther was it necessary, for guessing the truth -from my fuce,
shé came up softly behind me, and looking over my shoulder,w
read every word until she came to the message intended for
her. Then stamping her little foot, she exclaimed passion-

ately; ¢ The villain, to insult me thus! Asif 7, sprung from

the best blood in Geergia, would stoop to become a rival of
that low-born country girl. No! By this act Herbert
Langley bas, shown that he is all unworthy of me, and I
rejoice in my escape, while I give him much joy with his
highly refined and polished bride.” 7
All my Lee temper, which is considerable, was roused, and
turning towards the lady, I exclaimed, * My sister, Miss
Montrose, is as good as you, aye, or as Herbert Langley
gither, and the news of her marriage with Aim will carry
gorrow to our home at Meadow Brook, where they will say
she hag literally thrown herself away.” b
“ Very likely,” returned Ada, sarcastically. ¢ It is quite
probable that a poor loborer will object to his daughter’s
_marrying into one of the first families in Boston.”
“ He isw’t a poor laborer,” I replied, ““and even if he
were, he would ohject to his daughter’s mar}'ying a drunkard,
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for such Hexbelt Lanwley has bheen and such hc Wlll be

- again.”

A deep groan came from the white lips of my aunt, and
for the first time since Ada’s outbreak, I remembered that
she was there, She did not reprove me angrily, but in
trembling tones she said, “ Rose, Herbert is my child, my
boy, and it becomes not a girl of your age to speak thus of
him in the presence of his mether.”

I was humbled, and winding my arms a,bout her neck, I
asked forgiveness for the harsh words I had spoken ; and
she forgave me, for she meant to do right, and-if sometimes -
she erred, it was owing more to a weakness of the flesh than
an unwillingness of the gpirit. In the midst of our excite-
ment Zom Wilson was ushered in. He had returned in the
same train which brought the letter, and had come to give

~ s any further information which we might be desirous of

knowing. 5

“When will Herbert come home ?” was my aunt’s first
question, her whole manner mdlcatmg hew much interest she
felt in the answer. _

“Not very soon,” returned Tom. ¢ He is tired of the
city, he sdys, and besides that he wishes to avoid thé un-
pleasant remarks his elopement will necessarily occasion.”

“ More like lie wishes to avoid introducing his bride into
soclety, which he knows hasno wish to receive her,” muttered
Ada. B , A '

Tom paid no attention to this spiteful speech, but contin-
ued, “ He has drawn his money from the Bank, and

- with it he intends purchasing a farm in the western part of

New York.”
~ “An admirable plan,” again interrupted Ada. *'That

‘Lee girl is just calculated for a farmer’s wife.”

Taken alone there was nothing particularly dﬂagreeablo
k 7* 5
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in the three words ““that Lee girl;” but spoken by Ada
Montrose they sounded insultingly, and every time she uttered
them, I felt my blood boil, for I, too, was a Lee gird, and I
was sure she included me in the same contemptuous category.
As Herbert had said, I did not think the disappointment
would break her heart. She was too angry for that, and I
believe now, as I did then, that most of her feeling arose
from the mortification of knowing that a “‘poor country
girl,” as she called Anna, was preferred to herself. For half
an hour or more Tom Wilson and my aunt conversed to-
gether, she asking him at least a dozen times “if he did
not think Herbert could be induced to return.” At last,
with ‘Quiveriug lips and flushed cheelks, as if’ it cost her pride
a great effort, she said, *‘ Of course I mean Anna, too, when
I speak of Herbert’s return, She is his wife, you say, and
though I might, perhaps, wish it otherwise, it cannot now be
helped, and if he only would come back to me, I should love
her for his sake.” o |

In my heart I blessed her for. these words, and mentally

resolved to leave no argument untried, which might bring

the fugitives back. But it counld not be. Herbert was de-
cided, he said. He meant to be a farmer and live in the
country, adding what be knew would silence his mother
sooner than aught else he could say,  that temptations for
him to drink were far greater in the eity than in the country,
and it was for this reason partly that ho preferred living in
the latter place.” ‘ , :
And so my aunt “yielded the point; but from the day of
her son’s desertion, there was in het a perceptible change.
- Far oftener was she found in the house of prayer, and less
frequently was she seen in places of amusement, while more
than once I heard her in sécret asking that her wayward boy
might be shielded from the great temptation. Alas! for
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thee, poor Herbert Langley, sleeping in thine early grave !
There were prayers enough, methinks, to save thee ; for af the
old Meadow Brook homé, thou wert remembered in the carly

~morn,.and not forgotten when at eve, my father knelt him

down to pray. Why, then, didst thou fall ere thy sun had
reached the meridian of manhood ?  Was it because in thine
early training there was an error which no after exertions
could repair 7 We answer, Yes. The fault was there, and
little know they what they do, who set before their sons the
poisonous cap, and bid them, by their own example, drink
and die. How many young men, from the higher walks of
life, now sleeping i the dishonored grave of a drunkard,
might at this moment be filling some honorable position, had
it not heen for the wine or beer drinking habit acquived in
childhood by their own firesides, and at their father’s table 7
Look to it, then, you around whose hearthstones promising
sons are gathered, and if in the coming years you would es-
cape the sleepless nights, the bitter tears, and the broken
hearts of those whose children walk in the path, which,
sooner than all others, leadeth down to death, teach them,
both by precept and by practice, to “ touch not, taste not,
handle not,” for therein alone lieth safety.
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CHAPTER XIV.

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.

" EarLy in March, as T was one Saturday morning seated
with my aunt in her pleasant, cozy sewing-room, a little boy
" brought mé a note from Dell Clayton, in which she requested
me, if possible, to spend the afternoon with her. She was
sick, she wrote, unable to sit up, and what was worse than
all, she was homesick and unhappy ! Her aunt, she said,
was out of the eity, and as she had mo acquaintance, she
thought the sight of a familiar face would do her good.
Aunt Charlotte, to whom I handed the note, consented to
- my going, and immediately after dinner, which that day was
served at an earlier hour than usual, I started. Tong and
daily walks have always been to me a luxary, and 50, though
. 1 had been but a few months in Boston, I was tolerably well
acquainted with most of its localities, and had no trouble in‘
finding the once stylish, but now rather dilapidated and gloomy
looking block, in one part of which Dr. Clayton was keeping

house. Since the night when I met him at the theatre, I -

had never seen him, and all that X knew of him was that he

“ had left the Tremont,  Subsequently, however, I heard the

whole history of their proceedings—partly from- the doctor,
partly from Dell, and partly from other sources, and as & re-

cital of it may not be wholly uninteresting to my readers, I -

will give it before proceeding with a description of my call.
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It scems that boarﬂing at the Tremont was rather too ex-
pensive for a physician, whose patients were not so numer-
ous as to Dbe f{roublesome, and several times had the
doctor proposed returning to his old place in Sturbridge,
where -everything was cheaper ; but to this Dell objected,
for she well knew it would be an admission that they could
not succeed in Boston, and against this her pride revolted.
“People at home,” she reasoned, ‘“ would never know how
matters really were, and as long as she could keep up an ap-
pearance of gentility and upper-ten-dom with her former -
friends, she should do so,” preferring, like many others, al-
most absolute want in the city, to plenty in the country.
Trom this, the readér is not to infer that the doctor was ex-
tremely poor; for when he first went to Boston he was
worth about fifteen hundred dollars, which, in a country vil-
lagee, with a prudent wife, would have sarrounded him with

‘all the comforts of life, besides leaving him with something
“for that “rainy day,” about which everybody blessed with a

careful grandmother has heard more or less.

In the city, of course, it needed great‘dezﬂ of money to
keep up the kind of style upon which Dell insisted, and
which, after all, was far from satisfying her—it was so much
inferior to the elegance she saw around her ; and as check
after check of the doctor’s little hoard was drawn! from the
bank to meet their expenses, while but few would get sick, L
ot being so would send for him, his heart sank within him,
and without really meaning to do o, he began to wonder
“ when that old grandmother would die |’ Finding that he
could not much longer pay the enormous hills, which were pre- -
sented to him weekly at the Tremont, he decided at last upon
housekeeping, and exercising in this case his own judgment,
in gpite of the tears, sulks, and remonstrances of his wife, he
hired a house in an obscure street, where the rents were much
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lower than in the more fashionable part of the ecity. - Very
neatly he fitted it up, going rather beyond his meang, it is
true, but depending a great deal upon the fast failing health
of Grandmother Barton, to set all things right.

Everything was at last arranged, and with that comfort-
able feeling which other men have experienced in similar
circumstances, he took his seat for the first time at his own

table, forgetting in his happiness that the smiling, handsome .
face of the lady opposite, in blue merino morning gown and
clean white linen collar, had ever worn any look save that

which now sat upon it. Breakfast was hardly over, when
the door bell rang violently and & man appeared telling the
doctor that his services were required immediately by the
wealthy Mrs, Archer, who lived in an adjoining street, and
who owned the entire block in which he lived.
" Mrs. Archer belonged to that class of people who are al-
ways dying, first with one fancied disease and then with an-
_ other, in the end, however, living much longer than those
whose business it'is to minister to their wants. Being freak-
ish and whimsical, she scldom employed the same physician
longer than a year, but during that time 2 man with limited

. wants was sure of a livelihood, for his services were required
every day, and the remuneration for the same was so prompt
and liberal as to make her patronage much sought after, parti-
cularly by new practitioners. Having taken a wiolent fincy
to Dr. Clayton when he bargained with her for the house,
she had decided henceforth to employ him, if on trial he
proved to be all she wished.

The doctor was well aware of her peculiarities, and for
several days past had mdu}ged a faint hope that she
might favor him with a call. 'This she had now done, and

" very eagerly he prepared to visit her. As he reached his
gate, he was met by a boy who brought a telegraplic
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dispatch from Wilbraham, saying that G'randma Barton was
dead ! Yes, the old lady was gone, and Dell was undoubted-
1y the heiress of ten thousand dollars at least, and probably
more, for her grandmother bore the reputation of being {ni-
serly, and rumor said that twice ten thousand was nearer the
actual sum of her possessions. To ascertain the truth as

‘soon as possible was the doctor’s great desire, and as. the

next train bound for the east started in about two hours, he-
decided to go at once, thourrh the funeral was not to take
place for two or three days.

» Suddenty Mrs. Archer’s message occurred to ‘him, but
matters were now changed—he was o rick man, and as such
Mrs., Archer’s patronage was not of vital importance.’ Still
it would bardly do to slight her, and rather unwillingly he
bent his steps towards her dwelling. When there he ap-
peared so abrupt and absent-minded, telling her there was

o nothing whatever the matter with her as he could see, that

the good lady was wholly disgnsted, and the moment he was
gone, she dispatched the servant for another physician, who,
possessing more tact, and not having recently come into the

| 'possession of a fortune, told her with a grave, concerned

lock, that ‘ he never saw anything like her case—it really
baffled his skill, though he thought he could cure her, and it
would give him pleasure to try.”

Of course he was employed, and just as Dr. Clayton and
Dell were ﬁepping into the omnibus, which took them to the
dépot, a- note was handed to the former, saying his services
were no longer needed by Mrs. Archer. Without giving it
a thought, the doctor crushed the note into his poeket, and
then springing into the carriage, tool his seat by Dell, to whom
he was unusually attentive, for she had risen in his estima-~
tion full fen thousand dollars’ worth, and what man, for that
sum of money, would not occasionally endure a cross look, or
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a peevish word ! Not the doctor most certainly; and when
on reaching the dépét, they found that the cars would not
leave for half an hour or more, he counld not resist her en-
treaties to go with her to a jeweller’s, on stfeet, where
the day before she had seen ‘“such a beautiful set of cam-
eos, earrings, bracelet, and pin to match—then, too, they
were so cheap, only $50. She knew he would buy them !”

"T'was in vain for him to say that he had not fifty dollars
for she replied, that ““he could take it from the bank and
replace it when she got her fortune ;” adding, “ Tl give
you a hundred in place of it : so gratify me this once, that’s
a dear, good man.” '

Of course, the dear good man was persuaded as many
an other dear good man has been, and will be again by a
coaxing woman. The cameos were bought, and in the best
of humor the young couple took their seats in the cars,
which were soon bearing them swiftly towards the houge of
death. Very pleasant were the doctor’s reflections as the
train sped on over valley and plain : he was a fortunate,
happy man, and if when they paused at the Meadow Brook
station he thought for an instant of the girl Rosa Lee, her
memory was to him like an idle dream, which had passed
away in the gelden beams of day. Arrived at Wilbraham
dépodt, they took a carriage for the vdlage which is about
two miles or more from the railroad.

The old brown shutters of the large wooden building;
where Mrs. Bartorr had lived and died, were closed, and
about’ the house there was no sign of life. But this was
hardly different from what it had been during the old Iady’s
life, for she was one who lived mostly within herself, seldom
seeing company, though always sure to go whenever she wag
invited. Exceedingly penurious, she stinted her houschold
to the last degree of endurance, and denied herself even the
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comforts of life, while her last request had been that her
body might be suffered to remain in her sleeping-room, so
as not to litter the parlor, or wear the carpet ! h .
At the head of the family was Mabel Warrener, & poor
young girl, who for the three years had lived with Mrs.
Barton in the capacity of half waiting-maid, half companion,

‘and to her the neighbors now looked for divections. Anx-

ious to pay all due deference to the wishes of her late mis-
tress, Mabel at first said, “ Let the body remain where it is;”
but when she reflected that ¢ the fashionable Mrs. Clayton
from Boston,” with her proud husband (for so were they
considered ), would probably be there, she changed her mind,
and the deceased was carried into the dark, damp parlor,
where o fire had not been kindled for more than a year.
The same was also true of the chamber above, which was
designed for the doctor and his lady, the latter of whom
shivered as she entered it, rather haughtily bidding Mabel,
who accompanied her, ¢ to make a fire there as soon as pos-
sible, for she was not accustomed to cold rooms, and should
freeze to death.”

Very meekly Mabel complied, not only with this requisi-
tion, but with fifty others from the same source ; for Dell,
thinking she was now mistress of the house, took upon her-
gelf many aird, ordering this, that and the other, until the

- neighbors, quite disgusted, left poor Mabel alone, with the

exception of the deaf old woman, who ruled in the kitchen
as cook. The morning following the arrival of the doctor,
Capt. Thompson, wife, and son came out from Sturbridge to
attend the funeral ; for though they were in no. way con-
nected with Mrs. Barton, they kuew her well, and wished to
pay her this last tribute of respect, Then, too, Mrs, Thomp-
gon was very desirous of seeing Deil, who was now an

heiress, and as such entitled to attention. Long they
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talked together concerning the future, Dell telling how she
meant ““ to fix up the old rookery for a summer residence,”
and inviting ber sister-in-law to spend as much time with
her as she possibly could. The cameos were next duly
inspected, admired, tried on, and then the two went down

to the room below, and turning back the thin muslin which '

shaded the face of the dead, gazed upon the pinched, stony
features which secemed so much to reproach them for their
cold-hearted selfishress, in thus planning ways and means by
which to spend her hoarded wealth even before she was
buried from their sight. ' '

That afternoon there was heard a tolling bell, and a long
procession moved slowly to the ehurchyard, where the words
“ ashes to ashes—dust to dust,” and the sound of the hard
frozen earth, rattling upon the coffin-lid, broke the solemn
stillness, but disturbed not the rest of those, who, hence-
forth, would be the fellow-sleepers of her now committed to
the grave. When the party of mourners had returned to
the liouse, the doctor began to speak of the necessity there
was for his returning immediately to the city, at the same
time hinting to Capt. Thompson that “if. there was a will,
he would like to see it.”

Mabel Warrener, who was supposed to know more than
any one else concerning Mrs. Barton’s affairs, was ecalled in
and questioned, she replying that ‘ her mistress, one day,
abount two weeks before her death, had said to her that if,
after her death, any inquiry should be made concerning her
will, it.could be found in the private drawer of her secre-
tary, where was also a letter for Mrs. Clayton. Both of
. these were brought out, and with her handkerchief over her
eyes, Dell listened while Capt. Thompson read aloud the
astonnding fact that the entire possessions of Mrs, Barton,
amounting to $15,000, were given to Mapgn WARRENER,
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who, having had no suspicion whatever of the fortune in
store for her, fainted away, and was borne from the room,
as was also Dell ; while the doctor, it was confidently
asserted, went out behind the woodshed and actually vomited,
so great was his disappointment] Soon rallying, however,
both he and his wife declared it a fraud, accusing the still
upnconscious Mabel of treachery, and it was not until the law-
yer who had drawn the will was produced, that they could

- be convineed. Suddenly remembering her letter, Dell broke

it open and found therein the reasons for this most unac-
countable freak. Always peculiar and naturally jealous,
Mrs. Bartou had felt piqued that she was not invited to,
Dell’s wedding, which, considering that she was spending the
summer in Albany at the time when it took place, was not
very remarkable. Then, too, she was not consulted; and she
didn’t believe in doctors, they killed more than they cured ;
hut the head and front of the offence seemed to be that
instead of hiring two or three rooms and keeping house in a
small, economieal way, they boarded at the Tremont, where
Dell had nothing to do but “to change her dress, eat, sleep,
and laze”"—so the letter ran—* and she (Mrs. Barton) would
not suffer 4 penny of her money to go for the support of
such extravagance : she preferred giving it to Mabel War-
rener, who was a prudent, saving girl, and would take care

of it; while the paltry doctor would spend it for cigars,

fast horses, patent leather boots, and all sorts of fool-
eries.”

The letter ended with an exhortation to Dell to *“go to
work and earn her own living, a8 hel grandmother had

done before her”
The doctor’s reflections, as he rode back to Boston, were

not of the most enviable nature ; and who can wonder if
Le was rather testy towards his wife, who retorted so
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angrily as to bring on quite a sharp quarrel, which was
prevented from heing heard by the roar of the machinery ;
and if at Meadow Brook he did think again of Rosa Lee,

half fancying that 5,000 divided by 13, if shared with Aer,
might be preferable to mothing divided by nothing, shared '

with Dell ; who can blame him? Not 7 most certainly-
- Wasn't he terribly disappointed? Hadw’t he just lost
$15,000, to say nothing of a patient, whose paironage would
have insured him a living for at least a year, besides intro-
ducing’ him into a broader field of practice; and if the
cameo earrings were rather becoming to the dark hair and
black eyes of his wife, did that in any way eompensate him
for the fifty dollars which stoed on the Cr. side of hig

bank-book ? Btill, I see no good reason why, after their -

arrivel home at a late hour of the night, they should sit up
for more than an hour in a cold, cheerless room, telling each
other——the one that she wished she had never married him,
for “he alone stood in the way of her inheritance ;7 while
the other replied, that ¢ but for her extravagance he should
now have had $1,500 in the bank instead of five hundred.”
Wretched couple ! Their history is like that of many
others, who marry without a particle- of love, or at most,
only-a passing fancy. Had Dell chosen, she could in time
have won the affection of her husband, but being naturally
selfish and exacting, she expected from him every attention;
while in return she seldom gave him aught save cross looks
and peevish words, complaining that he did not treat her
now as he once had done. As long as the doctor had a
fortune in expectancy, he bore his wife’s ill humor tolerably
well, but now that hope was gone, his whole being seemed
changed, and Dell was not often obliged to quarrel alone,
At last, broken in spirits, and being really sick, she had
gent for me, as I have before stated. 1 found her in bed,
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- propped up on pillows, her shining hair combed back, and

her large black eyes seeming blacker than ever, from con-
trast with her colorless cheek. All her old haughtiness wag
gone, and theé moment she saw me she streiched her arms
towards me, and bursting into tears, exclaimed, * Oh, Rose,
I am so glad you have come. I was afraid you wouldn’s,
for 1 knew your aunt was very aristocratic, and I thought
she might not be willing to have you visit poor, obscure
people like us.” '

There was much of bitterness in the last part of this
speech, and it grated harshly upon my feelings ; but it was
like her, I knew, and she had only judged my aunt by what
she well knew she should herself be in a similar position ; so
T took no notice of it, save to assare her that Aunt Char--
lotte was perfectly willing I should come, while at the same
time I expressed my sorrow at finding her so unwell, and
asked ‘‘ what was the matter.”

« Oh, nothing much,” said she. “I have no particular
disease, unless it be one of the mind, and that you know ig
not easily cured.”

I made no answer to this; buf after a moment’s silence,
I ventured to inquire for her husband, Instantly there came
a bright glow to her cheek, as she replied, “ Oh, he is as well
as could be expected, considering his terrible disappoint-
ment.” ‘

Of conrse 1 asked what disappointment, whereupou she
proceeded to narrate a part of what I have already told to
my readers, withholding nearly all the points wherein she had
been to blame, and dwelling with apparent delight upon the

* faults of her husband, who, she protested, was wholly selfish

and avagicions. “ Y know,” said she, * why he married me ;
‘twas for the sake of the few dollars he thought my grand-
mother would leave me, and now being disappointed in that,
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he cares no more for me than he does for gou—no, nor half
s0 much, for he always preferred you to me, and 1 wish I
had let you have him, for you liked him, I know, better than
I did”

As she said this, she looked me steadily in the face, as if
to read my inmost soul. I felt provoked, for T now thought
of my former affection for the doctor as something of which
T was a little ashamed, and I did not much like to be reminded
of it by his wife. So I ventured to say that ¢ whatever I
might once have felt for her hushand, it was all over now,
and I could think of no greater mlsfortune than that of be-
ing his wife 1”

Now, I should know better than to speak thus to any wo-
man concerning her hiusband, for however much she may talk
against him herself, she certainly has no desire or expectation

that her listener will agree with her. On this oceasion, Dell
grew angry abt once, telling me “ T needv’t speak so lightly
of her busband-—he was good enough for anybody,” while at
the same time she muttered something about * sour grapes 1”7

I was taken quite aback, and remained silent, until she at
last said, laughingly, “1 don’t wish to quarrel with you,
Rose. Pardon any ill humor I may have manifested. Iget
nervous and fidgety staying here alone so much.”

“Is not the doctor with you sometimes ?”” I inquir ed.

u Oh, yes ; oncein a great while,” said she ; * buthe can
bear the atmosphere of any other sick room better than
mine. So he’s off—hunting up patients, I suppose. I tell
him he gets his living that way, and a poor living it bids
fair to be. DBetween you and me, Rose,” she continued,
growing excited, ‘““he is shifiless, if you know what that
means, and we are worth today just as much as we ever
shall be.” : .

1 felt that she wronged him, ‘e_md told her so, at the same
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time enumerating his many good qualities, while she list.
ened, cvidently better pleased than when I had spoken light-
Iy of him. Tn the midst of our conversation there was a
familiar step in the hall, and a moment after the doctor him-
sell éntered the room. He looked care-worn and haggard ;
but at the sight of me, whose presence surprised him, his face
quickly lighted up, and there was much of his olden manner
as he took my hand and expressed his pleasure at finding me
there. "Twas but a for moment, however, for catching the eye

_ of his wife, he became almost instantly reserved, and seating

himself near a window, he pretended to be much occupied
with.a book, which I accidentally discovered was wrong side
up ! Tt was strange how much waiting-upon Dell suddenly
needed. Heretofore she had been very quiet, saying she did
not wish for anything, but now that he was there, her pil-
lows must be turned, her head must be hathed, the window
must be open and then shut, while with every other breath,
she declared him to be “ the awkwardest man she ever saw,”
saying once, “she didn’t wonder he had no more practice if
he handled all his patients as roughly as he did her.”

Aftér this unkind speech, the doctor made no farther at-
tempt to please her, but left her side and returned to his
geat by the window. Ere long the supper bell rang. Iha{i
not supposed it was so late, and starting up announced my
intention of going home, but to this neither the doctor nor
Dell would listen, both of them insisting upon my staying to
tea ; she, because she felt that common  civility required -
it, and /e, becanse he really wished it. Once out of her
sight, he was himsell again, and playfully drawing my ar.a
within his, he led me to the dining-room, placing me at the
head of the table, where Dell was accustomed to sit, while
he took the seat opposite. As we sat there thus, I shall not
say that there came to my mind no thought of what might

P
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have been, but I can say, and trathfully too, that such
thoughts brought with them naught .of pain ; fo_r though
Dr. Clayton had once possessed the power of swaying me ab
his will, that time had gone by, and he was to me now only
a friend, whom I both liked and pitied, for I knew he was
far from being happy. Once, when I handed him his second
cup of tea, he said, smiling upon me, “ It makes me very
happy to see you there—in that seat.”

I made no answer ; and, as if thinking be had sald what
he ought not, he immedlately changed the conversation, and
began to question me of my studies, ete., asking me among
other things, if I went to dancing scﬁoal Instantly I re-
membered Mrs. Ross's slippers with the little wads of cotton,
and T laughed aloud. It seems his thoughts took the same
direction, for he, too, langhed so loudly that when we ve-
turned to Dell’s room, she rather pettishly inquired what we
found to amuse us so much, saying “she hadn’t scen the
doctor look so pleased since-—since, well, since grandma’s
death,” she finally added, at the same¢ time glancing at him
to witness the effect of her words.

He turned very white about the mouth, and I am quite
certain I heard the word “ thunder P’ At all events, his
cyes flashed angrily upon the provoking woman, who again
inquired at what we were langhing. When I told her, she
too laughed, saying, “ Oh, yes, Iremember it well, and have
sometimes thought that I owe my present position to that
awkward misstep of yours.” N

“ T amvery glad 1 fell, then,” said I, rather impatiently,
while 1 threw on my hood and shawl, preparatory to going

home.

“ Hadn’t you better call an omnibus for her !7 asked Dell

of her husband, who was putting on his overshoes.
ets s ¢
«Tam going round with her myself,” he answered. I
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have a paticnt on the way,” and he burried from the room
ere she could say anything further.

It was a beautiful moonlight night, and as I took his arm
I recalled the time when once before we had walked thus to-
gether., 1 think he remembered it too, for he asked me
“Iif I ever visited Pine Distriet #7

“ Not often,” I replied ; and he continued to say, that “ not-
withstanding that it was little more than a year and a half
smce he first saw me there, it seemed to him an age,” adding ;

“ and it is not strange neither; for I have passed through many
‘trials since then.”

To this I made no reply, and ere long he proceeded to
speak further of himself, and of his disappointment, first with
regard to his business, and next with regard to his domestic
ralations, which he gave me to understand were not parti-
cularly happy. Very delicately and carefully he handled
the latter subject, speaking not one half so harshly of Dell
as she had spoken of him.  Still T felt that he had no right
thus to speak to me, and so I told hi.

“T know it, Rose,” he returned. “ T know it all ; but
for this once you must hear me, and T will never trouble you
again. I committed a great error in marrying one, while
my heart belonged to another—stay,” he continued, as I was
about to interrupt him. * You must hear me out. It is not
of my love for that other that I would speak ; bat, Rose, I
would know how far I have wronged you. Did you love
me, and had I asked you to share my home, when at a suit-
ahle age, would you have done so ?”

He was very pale, and the arm on which my hand was
resting, trembled violently, but grew still when he heard my
answer, which was, “ I did love you, but *twas a childish -
love and quickly passed away. - And were you now free as
you once were, I eould be to you nothing save a friend.”

8
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- There was a mixture of disappointment and pleasure on -

his face ; but he replied, “T am glad that it is so, and shall
now feel happier, for the hardest part of all was the thoucvht
that possibly you, foo, might suffer.”

“ Not at all,” I answered, adding, “ it would be foolish
to break my heart for one man, when there are so many in
the worid.”

This I said with bitterness, for I remembered the time
when T had wept in the shadowy woods of Meadow Brook,
and if for a moment I experienced a feeling of satisfactionin
knowing that what I suffered then, 4e was suffering now, 1
can only plead woman's noture as an apology. *L'was bub
for & moment, however, and then, casting off all such feel-
ings, 1 spoke to him kindly of his wife, telling hlm he could
be happy with her if he tried, and that if he were not, it was
probably as much his fault as hers. Brighter days, too,
would come, [ said, when his practice wonld not he limited
to three patients, one of whom was too poor to pay, and an-
other was already convalescent, while the third was in the
last stages of her disease, and would need his services but a
few days longer.

“ You are my good angel, Rose,” said he, when at last we
reached my uncle’s door, “and your words inspire me with
courage. Come and see us often, for the sight of you does
me good, and God knows how much I stand in nced of sym-
pathy. Farewell” '

He pressed my hand, and hastily raising it to his lips,
turned away, dreading, as I well knew, a return to the sick-
room, where naught would greet him save reproachful com-
plaints, and where the dark eyes, which had first won his
admiration, wonld flash angrily upon him. In the hall, I
stood for a time, pondering in my mind some way by which
T could assist him, and I even thought of feigning sickness

’
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myself for the sake of adding another patient to his list !
But this, I knew, he would -casily detect, and possibly Le
might misconstrue my motive for so doing, and this project
was abaudoned, and I entered the parlor in quest of my
aunt, who, 1 learned from one of .the servauts, was in ler

own room, suffering from a severe headache. She had tak-

en & violent cold, which, by the next morning, had developed
itsclf into a species of influenza, at that time prevailing in
the city. Added to this was a general debility and progtra-
tion of the merves, brought on by her recent trouble and
anxiety concerning Herbert,

My uncle, who was always elarmed when she was il
wished for medical advice ; but to this she objected, as Dr.
Mott, the family physician, was absent, and she knew of no
other, whom she dare trust. Instantly I thought of Dr,
Clayton. If she could be prevailed upon to employ Iﬁm, I
knew she would like him, for 7 could testify to his extreme
kindness in a sick-room, and good nursing was what she most
needed. When I suggested that e should be called, sheat
first refused ; but before night, being much worse, she con-
sented, and never had I experienced a moment of greater
happiness than when I hastenced to the kitchen with a mes-
sage for John, who was to go immediately for Pr. Clayton.
Then taking my unele aside, I explained to him the strait-
ened circumstances of the young. physician, hinting to him,
that promp{ remuneration for his services would undoubted-
ly be acceptable. :

“Yes, yes, I understand,” said he ; “you want me to

-pay him to-day.”

Here We were mteuupted by the ringing of the door-bell.

r; Clayton had come, and the result was as I had hoped.
My aunt was greatly pleased—he was so kind and gentle,
humoring all her fancies, and evincing withal so much judg-
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ment and skill, that she felt confidence in his abilities ; and
when he was gone, expressed herself as preferring him even
to Dr. Moit, “ who,” she said, * was getting old and eross.”

As he was leaving the house, my uncle placed in his hand

a five dollar bill, whereupon the doctor turned very red, and

asked if he were not expected to call again.

“ Certainly, certainly,” said my uncle, 'who, manlike,
hadu’t the least bit of tact ; “ kecp coming until Charlotte
is well. T only paid you for this call to please Rosa.”

Instead of the displeased, mortified look, which I expected
to see on the doctor’s face, there was an expression of deep
gratitude, as he turned his eyes towards me ; and I thought
there was a moisture in them, which surprised me, for I did
not then know how much that five dollars was needed : it
being the exact amount reguisite for the payment of the
girl, who refused to remain with them another day unless
her wages were forthcoming. To such straits are people,
apparently in easy circumstances, sometimes reduced.

For more than a week my aunt was confined to her room,
while the doctor came regularly, always staying a leng time,
and by his delicate attentions winning golden laurels from
his patient, who was far better pleased with him than with
the fussy old man, who, being always in a hurry, only stop-
ped for a moment, while he looked at her fomgue, felt her
pulse, and recommended blistering and bleeding, with a dose of
calomel, neither of which Dr. Clayton believed to be a saving
ordinance, and indispensable to the comfort and recovery of
his patients, By this, I do not mean anything derogatory
to the good old custom of tormenting folks to death before
their time, but having a faint remembrance of certain bizs-
ters, which, together with cadbage leaves and the fallowed
rags, once kept me in a state of torture for nearly a week,
to say nothing of the sore mouth, the losse teeth, and the
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tightly-bandaged arm, I cannot help experiencing a kind of
nervous tremor at the very mention of said prescriptions.

Dr. Clayton’s attendance upon my aunt was a great bene-
fit to him, as, through its means, he became known to seve-
ral of the higher circle, who began to employ him, so that
by the last of May, the time when I left Boston for Meadow
Brook, he had quite a large practice. For some reason or
other, Mrs, Archer, too, sent for him again ; and as he had
now no ten thousand dollars in prospect, he succeeded in
pleasing the whimsieal lady, thereby securing her patronage
for a year at least. Here, for a time, I leave him, while I
go back to the dear old home at Meadow Brook, over which
a shadow, dark and heavy, was brooding.
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CHOAPTER XV.
THE OLD HOMESTEAD.

“Mzrapow Brook Station! Stop five minutes for refresh-
ments |” shouted the conductor, and alighting from the noisy,
crowded cars, T stbod once more in my own’ native town,
gazing with a feeling of delight upon the sunny hills, dotted
over with the old-fashioned gable-roofed houses, and upon
the green, grassy meadow, through which rolled the blue
waters of the Chicopee. I had not stood thus long, when a
broad hand was laid upon my shoulder, and the next instant
my arms were around the neck of my father, who, I thought,
had changed much since last T saw him ; for his face was
thin and pale, while threads of silver were scattercd through
his soft, brown hair.

It was the loss of Auma, I fancied ; and when we at last
were seated in the buggy, and on our way home, I hastened
to speak of her, and to tell him of the favorable report we
heard of Herbert. But naught which I said seemed to rouse
him ; and at last T, too, fell into the same thoughtful mood,
in which even old Serrel shared, for he moved with his head/
down, scarcely once leaving the slow, measured walk he had
first assumed. When, at last, we reached the hill-top, from
which could be seen the Homestead, with its maple trees in
front, and long row of apple trees, now in full bloom, in the
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réar, I started up, exclaiming, “Home, sweet home ! Tt
never looked half so beautiful to me before.”

In a moment, however, I checked myself ; for my father
groaned aloud, while his face grew whiter than before.

“What is it, father,” 1 asked ; “*are they sick, or dead ?”

« Neither, neither,” he replied, at the same time chirrap-
ing to old Sorrel, who pricked up his ears, and soon carried
us to the door of our house, where I was warmly greeted by
all,

And still there was in what they said and did an air of
melancholy which puzzled me ; and when T was alone with
Lizzie, 1 asked her the canse Wh} they looked so sad ? Durst-
ing into tears, she replied, *“This is not our home any lon-
ger.  Weo must leave it, and go, we don’t know where—to
the poor-house, 'pa sometiles says, when he feels the worst,
and then grandma, eries go hard—oh, it’s dreadful 17

-« And why mmst we leave it?7 I asked; and Lizzie
answered, “ Pa has signed notes for Unele Thomas, who has
failed, and now the homestead must be sold to pay his
debts—and they so proud, oo ”

t was ag Lizzie had sald. Uncle Thomas Harding was
my mother'’s brother, who lived in Providence, in far greater
style, it was said, than he was able to support. Several
times had Aunt Harding visited us, together with her two
dauglters, Bllen and Theodosta. They were proud, haughty
oirls, and evidently looked upon us, their country COUSTNS,
with contemps ; only tolerating us, because it was pleasant
to have some place in the country where to while away o
few wecks, which, in the heated, dusty city, would other-
wise hang heavily upon their hands. On such occasions
they made themselves perfectly at home, aud somchow or
other menaged to have my mother feel that she was really
indebted to them for the honor they conferred upon her, by
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calling her Aunty, by appropriating to themselves the
greater portion of the house, by skimming the cream from
the pans of milk, by eating up the pie she had saved for us
children when we came huogry and cross from school, and
by keeping old Sorvel constantly in the harness, or under the
saddle.

In return for all this, they sometimes gave us an old
collar, a silk apron, a soiled ribbon, or broken parasol—
and once, when my parents visited them, they sent us a
trunk full of rubbish, among which was Fielding’s “ Tom
Jones!” This my grandmother cautionsly took from the
trunk with the Zomgs and threw into the fire, thereby cre-
ating in me o great a desive for a knowledge of its con-
tents, that, on the first occasion which presented itself, I
gratified my curiosity, feeling, when I had done so, that my
grandmother was right in disposing of the volume as she
did. Dear old lady! her aversion to everything savoring
of fiction was remarkable, and when not long since a certain
medium informed me that she, my grandmother, was greatly
distressed to learn that I had so far degenerated as to be
writing & 5@0/{ I thought seriously of giving up my project

at onee, and should probably have done so, had not another
medium of still greater power than the first received a com-
munication, stating that, after due reflection, my grand-
mother had concluded that “T might continue the story
called Meadow Brook, provided I showed off my Aunt
Harding and her two daughters in their true character.”

So, as o dutiful child, it becomes me to tell how my father,
who was warmly attached to my Unele Thomas, lent him
money from time to time, and signed notes to the amount of
several thousand dollars, never once dreaming that in the
end %e would be ruined, while my uncle, influenced by his
more crafty wife, managed in some unaccountable way to
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maintain nearly the same style of living as formerly; and if
his proud daughters ever felt the ills of poverty, it was cer-
tainly not apparent in the rich silks and costly furs which
they continued to sport, :

It was a terrible blow to us all, but upon no one did it
fall so heavily as upon my father, erushing him to the earth,
and rendering him nearly as powerless as is the giant oak
when torn from its parent bed by the wrathful storm. The
old homestead was endeared to him by a thousand hallowed
associations. It was the home of his boybood, and around
the cheerful fires, which years ago were kindled on its spa-
cious hearthstone, he had played with those who long since
had passed from his side, some to mingle in the great drama
of life, and others to that world where they number not by
years. There, too, in hig carly manhood had he brought his
bride, my gentle mother, and on the rough bark of the tow-
ering maples, by the side of his own and his brothers’ names,
were carved those of his children, all save little Jamie, who
died ere his tiny fingers had learned the use of knife or ham-
mer. No wonder, then, that his head grew dizzy and his’
heart sick as he thought of leaving it forever ; and when at
last the trying moment came, when with trembling hand he
signed the deed which made him homeless, who shall deem

' him weak, if he laid his weary head upon the lap of his aged
mother and wept like a little child ?

A small house in the village was hired, and after a few

- woeks’ preparation, one bright June morning, when the

flowers we had watched over and tended with care were in

. _bloom, when the robins which, year after year had returned

to their nests in the maple tree, were singing their sweetest

songs, and when the blue sky bent gently over us, we bade

adien to the spot, looking back with wistful eye until every

trace of our home had disappeared. Iarewell forever to
{3
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thee, dear old homestead, where now other footsteps tread
and other children play than those of ““anld lang syne.”
The lights and shadows of years have fallen upon thee since
that summer morn, and with them bave come changes to
thee as well as to us. The maple, whose branches swept
the roof above my window, making oft sad music when
tuned by the autumn wind, has been cut awag, and the
robins, who brounght to us the first tidings of spring, have
died or flown to other haunts. “The moss-covered bucket
which lmng in the well” has been removed ; the carb, wlhose
“edges were worn by childish hands, iz gone ; while i in place
of the v1olets and daisies which once blommed on the
grassy lawn, the thistle and the burdock now are growing,
and the white rose bush by the door, from whence they
plucked the buds which strewed the coffin-bed of our baby
brother, is dead. Weeds choke the garden walks, and the
moss grows green and damp on the old stone wall.  Even
the brook which ran so merrily past our door has been stop-
ped in its course, and ifs sparkling waters, bereft of free-
dom, now turn the wheel of & huge saw-mill, with a low and
“sullen roar. All is changed, and though memory still turns
fondly to the spot which gave me birth, I have Jearned to
love another home, for where my blessed mother dwells, *tis
surely home to me. By her side there is, I know, a vacant
chair, and in her heart a lonely void, which naught on earth
can fill ; but while she lives, and I know that there is in the
world for me a mother and a mother’s love, can I not feel
that I have indeed a home, though it be not the spot where
first she blessed me as her child ? ‘

“OUT WERSL."

CHAPTER XVI,

“oor ween”

Whaar a train of conflicting ideas do those two words often-
times awaken, bringing up visions of log cabins, ladder stairs,
wooden latthes, fried hominy and maple sugar, to say nothmg
of the hobgoblins in the shape of bears, rattlesnakes, wolves,
and “folks who dor’t know anything ;” the latter being
universally considered the “staple prodnction” of every
place bearing the name of ““ out West.” Even western New
York, with her hundreds of large and flourishing villages,
her well caltivated farms, her numerous schools, her edu-
cated, intelligent people, and her vast wealth, is looked
upon with distrust by some of her eastern neighbors, because,
forsooth, her boundaries lie farther towards the setting sun,
and because she once bore the title of “way ont west in
the Genesees.”

Of course'I spealc only from observation and personal
experience ; for at Meadow Brook, ten years ago, many fears
were expressed less Anua should miss the sociely to which
she had been accustomed ; and when after the sale of the
homestead, she wrote, asking me to come and live with
her, I hesitated, for to me it scemed much like burying
myself from the world, particularly as she chanced to
mention that the schoolhouse was a log one, and that there
were in the mneighborhood soveral buildings of the same
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material. Never having seen anything of the kind, I could

not then understand that there is often in a log house far
more comfort and genuine happiness than in the stateliest
mansion which graces Fifth Avenune or Beacon street ; and
that the owners of said dwellings are frequently worth their
thousands, and only wait for a convenient opportunity to
build a more commodions and imposing residence.

At last, after many consultations with my parents, I
concluded to go, and about the middle of November 1 again
bade adien to Mecadow Brook ; and in company with a
friend of my father, who was going West, I started for
Rockland, N, Y., which is in the western part of Ontario
county, and about fourtcen miles from Canandaigua, at
~which place Herbert was to meet me. I had never before
been west of Springfield, and when about sunset I looked
out upon the delightful prospect around Albany, T felt a
thrill 'of delight mingled with a feeI[ng of pain, for I began
to have a vague impression. that possibly Massachusetts,
with all her boasted privileges, could not outrival the
Empire State. It was dark, and the night lamps were
already lighted when we cntered the cars at Albany; for we
were to ride all night. In front of us was an unoceupied
seaf, which I turned towards me for the better accommo-
dation of my band-box, which' contained my new bonnet ;
and I was about settling myself for a nap, when a gentle-
man and lady came in, the latter of whom stopping near
us, sald, “ Here, Richard, is a vacant seat. 'These folks
can’t of course expect to monopolize two ;" at the same
time she commenced turning the seat back, to the great
peril of ‘my bonnet, which, as it was made in Boston, I
confidently expected would be the envy and fashion of all
Rockland !

1 was sitting with my hand over my eyes, but at the

l
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sound of that voice I started, and, looking up, saw before
me Ada Montrose, and with her the “dark gentleman”
who had so much interested me at the theatre. Instantly
throwing my veil over my face, for I had no wish to be
recognized, 1 watched him with a feeling akin to jea-
lousy, while he attended to the comfort of his companion,
who demeaned herself towards him muech as she had
done towards Herbert Langley. All thonghts of sleep had
left me, and throughout the entire night I was awake,
speculating upon the probable relation in which he stood
to her: and once when it suddenly occurred to me that
possibly they were married, the tears actually started to my
eyes.

As the hours Sped on, he sald to her a few low spoken
words, whereupon she laid her head upon his shoulder, as-
if that were its natural resting-place, while he threw his
arm around her, bidding her “sleep if she could.” Of
course she was his wife, I said, and with much of bitferness
at my heart, I turned away and watched the slowly-moving
lights of the canal-hoats, discernible on the opposite side of
the Mohawk, along whose banks we were passing.- Whether
Ada liked her pillow or not, she clung to it pertinaciounsly
until it seemed to me that her neck must snap asunder,
while with a martyr’s patience he supported her, dozing
occasionally himself, and bending his head so low that his
glossy black hair occasionally touched the white brow of
the sleeping girl.

“Bride and groom,” I heard a rough-looking man mutter
as he passed them in quest of a seat, and as this confirmed
my fears, I again turned towards the window, which I
opened; so that the night-air might cool my burning cheeks,

That night I made np my mind to be an “old maid.”
Nobody would ever want me I knew, T was so homely ;
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and with calm resignation I thought how much good I
would do in the world, and how I would honer the sister-
hood ! Very slowly the morning light came struggling in
through the dirty windows, rousing the weary passengers,
who, rubbing their red-rimmed eyes, Jooked around to sec
who their companions were, It was nearly noon when we
reached Canandaigna, and so carefully had I kept my face
hidden from view that Ada-had no suspicion whatever of
‘my presence. At Canandaigna I' took leave of my com-
panion, and stepping out upon the platform in front of the
dépot, looked anxiously around for Herbert, but he was
not there. Thinking he would soon be there, T found my
way to the public parlor, which for few moments I occupied
alone. I bad just removed my dusty bonnet, and was
brushing my tangled hair, when the door opened, and I
stood face to face with Ada Montrose, who started back,
and for a moment evidently debated the propriety of recog-
nizing me, Thinking: she might do just as she pleased, T
simply nodded, as I -wounld to any stranger, and went on
with my foilet, while throwing hersclf upon the sofa, she
exclaimed, “ Dear me, how tired T am: I Do yon live here

“ Of course not,” I answered ; “ I am on my way to visit
my sister Anna, whom you perhaps remember,”

She turned very red, and replied by asking if I were in
the train which had just passed.

“Yes,” I answered; ““I occupied the seat directly behind
you and your Ausband—is it not ¥’

I felt that I must know the truth, and hence the rather
impertinent question, which, however, did not seem to dis-
please her in the least. Affecting to be a little embarrassed,
she said, “ Not my husband—yet. He came on to Boston
to accompany me home, and wishing to see a friend of his,
who lives here, we have stopped over one train.”
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I know not why it was, but her words gave me comfort ;
while at the same time the state of single-blessedness
appeared. to me far less attractive than it had a few hours
before ! I was on the poist of asking her about my aunt,
when the door again opened and there stood before s 2
slovenly-looking man, attired in a slouched hat, muddy
pantaloons, grey coat, and huge cow-hide boots. B0 com-
plete was the metamorphosis that neither of us recognized
him, until he had exclaimed, as his dye fell upon Ada,
¢ (3ood Heavens, Ade ! Tow came you here 77 Then we
kuew it was Herbert Langley !

So astonished was I that it was some time ere 1 found
voice to return Lis rather noisy greeting, Try as he would,
Le could not conceal the fact that he was rather discon-
certed at being sccn by Ada in such a plight, and after a
little e stammered out an apology, saying he was a former
now, and lived in the country, and of course could not be
expected o dress as he used in-the city. This, 1 knew, was -
no excuse, and I trembled lest he might be changed in more
points than one.

“ How is your wife, MIS Langley?” asked Ada, in a mock-
ing, defereitial tone, .

Instantly the whole expression of Ierbert’s face was
changed, and there was a look of tenderness and pride in his
eyes as he ‘advanced towards Ada, and whispered in her car
something which I did not understand. " Whatever it wag, it
made her blush, as she replied rather sneeringly, “ Of course
1 congratulate yow.” ‘

It has always heen nry 1n1sf01L11ne to be rather stupid in
some matiers, and I had not the least idea what either of
them meant, or why Herbert was to be congratulated.
Possibly T might have asked an’ cxplanation, but just then
the town elock struck the hour of one, and turning towards
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me, he said, it, was time we were on our way, for the fall
rains had made the roads almost impassable, and he was
afraid we should not reach home before dark. “So put on
your things quick,” he added. “The carrigge is all ready.”

This last he said laughingly, for the carriage proved to be
a long lumber wagon, such as is scldom found in Massa-
chusetts, or at least, 7 had never seen one like it hefore, and
it became a serious question in my mind as to Aow 1 was
expected to enter it, there being no possible way of doing
so, save by climbing over the wheels, which were recking
with mud. Herbert seemed to enjoy my embarrassment,

for he asked me if “I didn’t think I could step from -

the ground into the box,” a distance of several feet? I
was soon relieved from my difficulty by the porter, who
placed before me some wooden steps, on which I mounted
safely, and scated myself in the large arm-chair, which, with
its warm buffalo-robes, was really more comfortable than
the old-fashioned one-horse wagons of New England,
though I did not think so then; and when the spirited horses,
at a crack from Herbert’s whip, sprang forward, while I,
losing my balance, pitched over baekward, I began to cry,
wishing in my heart that I was back in Meadow Brook.
It was a cold, raw, autumnal day. The roads, as Herbert
had said, were horrible ; and as we ploughed through the
~ thick mud, which, in some places was up to the wheel hubs,
I took, I believe, my first lesson in genuine home-sickness,
which, in my opinion, is about as hard to bear as love-sick-

“eifess | Indeéd, I think they jfeel much alike—the latter

being, perhaps, a very little the worse of the two! It was
in vain that Herbert pointed out to me the many handsome
farmhouses which we passed, expatiating upon the richness
and fertility of the soil, and teltliug me how gi‘eaﬂy saperior-
In everything New York was to New England. T scarcely
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heard him, for even though in all Massachusctis there was
naught ,save the rocky hills, and sterile plains, it was my

~ home, and from that spot the heart camnot easily be

weaned.

Rockland is & large, wealthy town, embracing within its
limits more than the prescribed rule of six miles square,
while scattered through it are two or three little villages,
each bearing a distinet name, by which they are known
abroad. Tirst, there was Laurel Hill, famed as the resi-
dence of certain families who were styled proud and aristo-
cratic—to say nothing of their being Lipiscopalians, which
last fact was by some regarded ag the main cause of their
haughtiness. Next came the “ Centre,” with its group of
red houses, and its single spire, so tall, so straight, and so
square, that it scarce needed the lettering over the entrance
to tell to tle stranger that Presbylerians worshiped -
there. Tastly came Flattville, by far the largest village
in Rockland, and the home of all the ésms in the known
world. To the south of Fiattville is a small lake,
renowned for its quiet beauty, and the picturesque wildness
of its shores. Bounded on three sides by high hills, its
waters sleep calmly in the sunlight of summer, or dash
angrily  upon the sandy beach, when moved by the chill
breath of winter, ,

On the brow of one of the high hills which overlook the
Honeoye, and so near to it that the sweep of the waves can
be distinctly heard in a clear, still night, stood the home of
my sister. It was a huge, wooden building, containing

- rooms innumerable, while even the basement was large

enough to accommodate one or more families. DBeing the
first frame house erected in the ftown, it was of course
looked upon with considerable interest, snd as if' to make it
still more notorious, it bore the repatation of heing Aaunted,
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and by some of the neighbors was called the “Hmnted
Castle”

Years before, when the country was new, it was a sort of -

public-house, and a young girl was said to have been mur-
dered there, and buried in the cellar, from whence she was
afterwards removed and thrown into the lake. TFor the
truth of this story there was no prool, save the faet, that in
the dark cellar there was a slight excavation, supposed to

have been the grave of thé ill-fated lady. All this Herbert |

very kindly told me, as we rode leisurely along, saying, when
I asked if he believed it, “ Believe-it ! No! Of course
not. To be sure, it’s the squeakiest- old rattletrap of a
house that T ever gaw ; and were 1 at all superstitious, I
could readily believe it haunted, particularly when the
wind blows hard. But you are not frightenced ; are you! G
he asked, looking in my face, which was very pale.

I hold that there is in every human breast a dread of the
supernatural, and though I do nof by any means believe in
ghosts; T would certainly prefer not to live in a house where
thiey are supposed to dwell. Still, I dared not tell Herbert
so, and, consequcntly, I only lau(rhcd at the idea of a
haunted house, aying, it was very romantic. It was after
sunset when we at last turned. into the long aveuue, shaded
on either side by forest maples, which the first proprietor of
the place had suffered o remain ; and as my eye fell upon
the large, dark building, which Herbert said was his house,
I involuntarily shﬁddered, for to me it seemed the very spot
of all others which goblins would choose for their nightly
revels, The wind was blowing from the west, and_as T fol-
lowed Herbert up to the door, my ear eaught a.dgll, moan-

ing sound, which caused me to quuzken my fontqtepc; «while
T asked, in some. trepidation, what it was. -
“That ? Oh, that's the roar of the lake. Don’t you see
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how near it is fo us, directly at tho foot of ﬁhe>h1ﬂ ¥ and he

pointed out to me th(, broad sheet of water, Just C‘hspermble
in the gathering darkness. ] oy

A sudden gust of wind swept past me, and agam T eaught
the.Jow murmar. There was something, l]uman in"the ‘tone, J
and though for three years I almost daily hearil thzit sound .
I could never fully rid myself of the impression tllqt it was
the spirit of the murdered maiden which thus, to the swell-
ing waves, complained of the erime long unpunished.

“(Come this way, Rose,” said Herbert, as I entered the
narrow ‘‘entry” se common in old-fashicned bousesy and. fol-
lowing him, T was soon ushered into a large squave Toom,
where a bright wood fire was blazing, casting a somewhat
cheerful aspect over the sombre, wainscoted walls of an-
cient make.

In one corner of the room was a bed, and on it lay Anna,

who, the moment she saw me, nttered & cry.of joy.:

“Have you told her 7”7 she asked of Herbert, W'hr;ﬂ the ’
first pleasure of our meeting was over. T
He replied in the negative, wherenpon she ’brought- up

- from under a pile of pillows, coverlets, blankets and sheets,
- a [ittle tiny, red-faced, wrinkled thing, to which she said I

was Awnt! 1 knew, then, why Ada congratulated Herbert,
and mentally chiding myself for my stupidity, T took the
bundle of cambric and flaunel in my arms, while Anna said,
“ We call him Jamie Lee, and we think he looks like you.
Isn’t Lie a beauty

He did look like me, and knowing that I Wondeled ab
Anna’s question ; but where js the young mother who thmks
her first born ba,by homely ?—though his nose be flat—his
forehead Jow—and bis mouth extend from ear to ear ! Not
Anua, most certainly. He was 4er baby and Herbert’s, and to

* her partial eyes he was beautiful, even though he did resem-
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ble me, whom but one person had ever called pretty. As
for myself, I hardly knew whether to be pleased with my
new relative or not. Babies, particularly little tiny ones,
had never been my special delight, but on this occasion, feel-
ing that some demonstration was expected from me, Ikissed
my little nephew, who returned my greeting with a wry face,
and an outery so loud that Anna, in great alarm lest he wag
“ going into a fit,” summoned from the kitchen, where she
was enjoying @ quiet smoke, Aunty Matson, who boasted of
having washed and dressed two hundred and fifty babies,
and who confidently expeeted to do the same service for two
-hundred and fifty more ere her life’s sun was set.

Wearied with my vide, I asked permission to retive early;
wherenpon Dame Matson volunteered to show me the way
to my room. Up the narrow stairs, which creaked at cvery
step, and on through one gloomy room after another, she
led me until, at last, we came to a chamber, lighter and
more airy, which, she said, my sister had papered, painted,
and fitted up for me ; adding, as she sct the candle upon the
table and closed the window, “You ain’t afraid of spocks
nor nothin’ #”

“ Spooks?” was to me a new word, and in some surprise I
asked what she meant, 7

“ Now, du tell,” she replied, seating herself upon-the foot
of the bed. ¢ Now, du tell a body where you was brought

“up, that you don’t know what a spook is | Why, it’s a sperrit

—a ghost—and this house, they say, is foll on’em. But I -

“don’t Wlieve a word on’t. S’posin’ a gal was murdered near
forty Years ago, 'tain’t likely she haunts the place yet, and
then, too, she warn’t none of thc best of girls, I guess, from
what D've heard my mother say.”

The wind was blowing hard, and as Dame Matson uttered -

these last words, the door, which she had left ajar, came to-

“OUT WEST.” 189

gether with a bang, while from the lake I heard again the
wailing cry, which, this time, had in it an angry tone, as if
the maiden were indignant at the wrong done her by the old
dame, whose eyes seemed to expand and grow blacker at

‘the sound: - Overcome as I was with fatigue, I could not

sleep ; and for hours I lay awake, listening to the rain as it
fell upon the roof, and to the howling wind, which, indecd,
produced the most unearthly noises I had ever heard. At
last, however, nature could no lIonger endure, and I fell into
a deep slumber, fromn which I did not awake until the sun was
high up in the heavens, and preparations were going for-
ward in the kitchen for dinner, which was served exactly at
twelve. Greatly refreshed, I was ready to langh at my
fears of the night previous; and with childish joy, 1 explored .
every nook and corner of the old castle ; finding many a rat-
hole, which threw some light on the sounds over my head,
which T had likened to the trampling of horses.

It took but a few days for me to discover that Herbert
was exceedingly popular at Breeze Hill, as the neighborhood
in which he lived was called.. His free, social manners had
won for him many friends, and made him almost too much
of a favorite. At least, T used to think so, during the long
winter evenings, when Anna sat with her baby upon her
lap, listening for the footsteps of her husband, who, at some

"neighbor’s fireside, was er acking the merry joke, and quaffing

the sparkling cider ; which, at Breeze Hill, was considered
essential to hospitality. Gradually, too, as the winter wore

" on, my sister’'s eye took the anxions expression I hpd so
. often seen in my Aunt Charlotte ; and sometimes, when he

stayed from her longer than usnal, she would steal down to

~ the foot of the long .Avenune, and there, alone, would wait

and listen for her, husband’s coming ; while the spirit from
the lake would %lnsper sa,dly in her ear of the darkness
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and desolation hovering near. And all this time Herbert
professed to be strictly temperate ; and when, about the
middle of March, a travelling lecturer held forth in the old
log schoolhouse, thundering his anathemas against the use
‘of all spirituous lignors, Herbert was the most zealous
of all his listeners, and at the close of the lecture, arose
himself and addressed the assembly, pouring out such a tide
of eloquence as astonished the audience, who rent the air
with shouts of * Langley forever 1”
 Knowing this, T was greatly surprised, after our return
home, to see the young orator go up to the sideboard and
drink off, at one draught, a goblet of the porter which had
been ordered for Annal She saw it, too, and for ‘an instant
her face was pressed against that of her sleeping boy ; and
when next the lamp-light fell upon it, I saw there traces of
tears, while a faint smile played around her month, as she
said, “I am afraid, Herbert, your andience would hardly
think your theory and practice agree, could they sce you
now,”
The words were ill-tined ; for they awoke the young
 man’s resentment, and with a flushed brow he retorted an-
grily, that *if porter were good for her, it was for him ; he
“Saw no difference betweeen a drinking woman and a drink-
ing man+ except, indeed, that the former was the most
despieable.” -

The next morning, the bottles of pmte; were gone from

the sideboard ; but out in the orchard, where the grass of
an early spring- was just starting into life, they lay shattered
in & hundred pieces. Would, oh, would that she, the wife
of little more than a year, could thus eagily have broken the
habits of him she loved better than her life. But it could
not be ; and all through the bright spring days she drooped,
and faded, and struggled hard to keep from me the fatal
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truth ; and when the warm breath of snmmer was over all
the land ; when the robing’ song was heard in the maple
trees.; and .the roses blossomed by the open door, they

" brought no gladness to ker heart ; no love-light to her eye,

save when she looked upon her baby ; now a playful, hand-
some child, the pet and idol of the house.

At last, Aunt Charlotte wrote to me, asking to be assured
of her son’s satety ; and then peor Anna. begged me not to
tell that the wine-cup was his companion at morn 3 his so-
lace at noon, and his comfort at night. Yielding to her
enireatics, I answered evasively ; and thus the shock, when
it came to that mother's heart, was harder far to bhear, from
the perfect security she had felt. At Meadow BIOOk, too,
they little dreamed how their absent daughter wept and
prayed over her fallen husband, who, day after day, made
rapid strides down the road to death ; for, on her bended
kuees, Anna implored me to keep her shame a secret yet a
little longer ; and with this request I also complied, doing
whatever I could to smooth the thorny pathway she was
treading, ‘
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE DARE MAN.

Tag long summer days had merged into autl.lmn, Wh_ose
bazy breath floated Jike a misty veil over the distant hills.
Slowly and noiselessly the leaves were dropping one by one
from the maple trees, strewing the withered grass with
a carpet of gorgeous hue. The birds had sung their fare-
well song to their summer nests, and were off for a warmer
clime; while here and there busy hands and feet were seen
gathering in the antumnal stores.

On Herbert’s farm, however, there was a look of decay.

The yellow corn and golden pumpkins were yet in the field;

the apples lay in heaps upon the ground; the gates swung
loosely in the wind; while the horses, uncared for and unfed,

neighed piteonsly in their stalls as if asking why they
were thus neglected. Alag! their master was a drunk-
ard. Anna was a drunkard’s wife ; and mine a drunk-
ard’s home! It was no longer a secret there, and the
old men shook their heads, while the young men sighed to

think how he had fallen. Night after night we sat up for

him, my sister and I lifting him from the threshold across
which he would fall, and bearing him to his bed, where we
would lay him beside his innocent son; whose blue eyes
often opened with wondét at being thus distarbed. A

night’s debauch was always followed by a day of weakness
and debility, in which he was 111capable of exertton and so
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everything seemed on the verge of ruin, when he suddenly
conceived the idea of advertising for an efficient man, who
would take the entire charge of affairs and relieve him from
all care, ‘

~About this time I went back to Meadow Brook for a few
weeks to be present at the bridal of my oldest sister. Anna,
t00, Was urged to accompany me, but she declined, extort-
ing from me a promise that if' it were possible I would not
divulge the real state of things, Tell them I am happy
and do not regret what I have done,” said she, as she fol-
lowed me down to the gate. :

“ And would that be true ?” I asked, looking her in the
face.

For an mstant she hesitated, while her pale cheeks flushed
and the tears started to her eyes; then glancing at little
Jamije, whom she held in her arms, she answered, “Yes, it
would be true. T do not Iewret it. 1 had rather be Her-
bert’s wife as he is, than not to have been his wife at all.”

Ab, who can fathom the depths of woman’s love, and
what pumshment shall be sufficient for him who wan-
tonly tramples upon it. Thus I thought as I turned away
from my sister, pondering upon her -words long after I
reached the cars, and wondering if I should ever love as she
did. Involuntarily the doctor rose up before me-—a drunkard,
and I his wife, and from my inmost soul I answered, “ 1ath61
death than that {”° Then, though I blushed as I did so,
I fancied myself the wife of “the dark man” and fe a
dronkard. “Yes, T could bear that,” I said, and as if to
make the old adage true, that a cerfain individual is always
near when we are talking about him, the car door opened
and the subject of my meditations stood before me |
There was no mistaking him. The same tall, manly form,
the piercing cyes, the coal black hair and the same deep

. : 9
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cut between the eycbrows. I knew him in o moment, and
an cxclamation of surprise escaped my lips, whick, how-
ever, was lost by the rush of the cars, The scats were
nearly all oceupied, and as he passed down the aisle, my
readers, I trust, will pardon me, if 1 did gather up the skirt
of my dress and take my travelling bag upon my lap, while
I myself sat nearer to the window, looking out in order to
hide my face, which I thought possibly might not attract
him !

“Ts this seat occupied, miss ¥’ said a heavy voice, which
seemed to come from some far off region.

“ No, sir,” I answered, timidly, without venturing to turn
my head, until I felt myself uncomfortably crowded ; then I
looked around, and behold ! the dark stranger was sitting
behind me near the door, while at my side was a man of
mammoth dimensjons, with immense moustaches, watcry eyes,
~ and a brandy breath flavored with tobacco |

I wanted to ery, and should pxobably have done so, had

not my companion immediately commenced a conversation by
asking ¢ if I had come very far, and where 1 was going ?”
He was exceedingly loquacious, and for several hours
plied me with questions as to my own name—my parents—
my grand-parents—my brothers—my sisters—our standing
in the world—our religion—our politics, and our opinion
of gpiritualism, of which last he was a zealous advocate.
At length just ag it was growing dark, he gathered up his
huge proportions, and fo my great joy bade me adieu, cx-
pressing his regret at leaving me, and also assuring me that
T would one day be a medium, which assumption he based
upon the fact of my having admitted that sometimes when
falling away to sleep I started suddenly and awoke. = Zhis,
he said, was a spirit shock, and would in the end lead to
great resulis. |
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About nine o'cloék we stopped for refreshments, and on
re-éntering the earg, I found fo my joy that the dark
stranger’s seat was appropriated by a son of Erin, who
seemed nowise inclined to surrender it, inasmuch as he

~ had with him his wife, baby, and bundle. This time the

fates were propitious, for after looking around him awhile,
the stranger asked permission to sit by me, saying he should
not discommode me more than two or three hours, as by that
time he hoped to reach his journey’s end, a remark which
gave me more pain than pleasure, for every nerve thrilled -
with joy at being thus near to ome who, though an entire
stranger, possessed for me a particular attraction. It was
quite dark where we sat, and the night lamp burned but
dimly, so he did not once obtain & full view of my face. Ile
proved a most agrecable and attentive companion, opening
and shutting the window just as often as I evinced an in-
clination to have him, holding my sachel in his lap ; placing
his own travelling: trunk at my feet for a footstool, and
offering mo his furdined overcoat for a pillow; besides ex-
pressing many fears that I would take cold whenever the
window was open. At almost every station, too, he asked
“if T wished for anything,” but I did not, except indeed to
know whether he was yet the husband of Ada Montrose,
and to obtain that information I would have given ahmnost
anything. At last I hit upon- the following expedient. He

‘made some remark about the country through which we

were passing, and I replied by saying that ““I believed it
wag not the first time he had been over that road, asg, if 1
mistook not, I saw him in the cars Wit? his wife the year
hefore.” . ‘

The wrinkle 'in his forehead grew deeper, and his face
flushed as he said quickly, “I do not remember of meeting
you before, though I was here last fall, but not with my
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wife, for 1 have none, It Wa,si my ward, Miss Mon-
trose.”

"~ Nothing could ha.ve given me more satisfaction than.this
announcement, for if Ada were his ward, it explained, in a
measure, his attentiohs to her ; and as I cast stolen glances
at him, 1 felt more and more convinced that there could be
no affinity between him and the haughty, imperious girl to
whom he was guardian., It seemed to me a very short time
er¢ he arosc, and offering me his hand, said he ‘must go,
adding, “ We shall undoubtedly meet again, as I occasion-
alty travel this way.” ‘ -

Yes, we should meet agam I felt sure of that, though
how and where I could nof fell.

It was nearly noon of the next day when I reached
Meadow Brook, where I found my father at the dépit,
waiting to receive me.. Very kindly he greeted me, inquir-
ing eagerly after Anna and her boy, his grandson, whom he
expressed a strong desire to see. * But I never shall” he
said sadly, as he walked slowly heside me up the long hill
which led to the Viliaée. Of Herbert he spoke not a word,
though my mother and my sisters did, asking me numberless
questions, some of which I answered, while the others I
managed to evade, keepmg them ignorant of the existing
state of things.

I found them all buswd with the preparatlons for Juliet’s .

wedding, whieh took place within a week after my return,
T officiating as bridesmaid, while the groomsman was none

. other than my old enemy, J oEN THOMPSON, NOW 2 tall young -

U'mau ‘“©f eighteen, and cousin to Juliet’s. hushand. When

first the plan was suggested to me I refused, for I bore him

no good 'will'; but my objections were overruled by Juliet,
‘who told me how mach he had improved, and that T would
find him very agreeable, which was indeed true. He was
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very polite and attentive, referring laughi'ngly to the “freaks -
of his boyhood,” as he termed them, while at the same time
he Iaid his hand uwpon his ckin, caressing the beard which
was there only in imagination, and even apologizing to me
in a kind of ofthand way for his conduct of three years
before. Of course I forgave him, and we are now the best
of friends, So much for ehildish prejudices.

In the course of the evening I asked him about the doc-
tor, and was told that he was still in Boston, and doing
remarkably well. “ And do you know,” said Jobhn, “he
imputes his success to you! I verily believe he thinks yon
a perfect angel !  Any way, I know he likes you better than

“he does Dell, for he told me so in plain English, and I den’t

blame him either ; the way she cuts up is enough to kill any

~man. Why, if T were in his place, I'd get a divoree from
~her at once, and offer myself to you I”

" 41 wouldn’t have him,” said I, quickly.
“ Nor me either 2 Wouldn’t you have me ?” asked John,
playfully. : :
“No, I wouldn’t,” was my 1ep1y ;" whereupon he Iaughed
heartily, saying “ he was glad he knew my sentiments hefore
he committed himself ;” and there the conversation ended.
After Juliet had left us for her new home, in an adjoining

town, there ensued at our house a season of lonely quiet, in

which we scarcely knew whether to langh or tocry. There is
always something sad in the giving up of a danghter to the
care of another, and so my parents found it, partienlarly my
father, who, broken in -spirit and feeble in health,

sually cast down. He could hardly suffer me to 1

sight for a moment, and still he seemed to {ake spe

sure in finding fault with whatever I did. Nothing pleased
him, and gradunally there returned. upon me with 'its full

. foree the olden fancy of my childhood, that I was not loved
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like the vest. It was a most bitter thonght, wringing my -

heart with a keener anguish than it had ever done before;
and once, the very day before the one set for my return to
Rockland, my pent up feelings burst forth, and in angry
tones I told him ‘it was useless for me to try to please
him—he didn’t love me and never had—and I was glad that
the morrow would find me away, where he would no longer
be troubled with my presence, which was evidently so disa~
greeable to him,” .

He made me no answer, but a fearful look of sorr ow,
which will haunt me to my dying day, passed over his thin,

white face, and his hand, which was hard and brown with. -

toil for me, was raised beseechingly as if to stay the angry

torrent. Oh, how I repented of my harshness then, but I

did not tell him so; I would wait till morning, and then,
ere I left, T'would seek the forgiveness, without which I well
Cknew I should be wretched, for something told me that
never in this world should we meet again.

Next, morning when I awoke, the sun was shining
brightly in. at my window, and hurrying on my clothes, I
descended to the dining-room. In silence we gathered
arodnd the breakfast table, and then I saw that my father
was absent. “ Where was he ¥’ T asked, and was told that
having business in Sonthbridge, a town several miles distant,

be had left early, telling my mother to bid me good-bye for -

him. All my good resolutions were forgotten, and again I
said hastily, “I think he might at least have bidden me
aye himself, and you may tell him so.”

#aiish, Rose, hush,” said my mother.  “ Your father isn’t
the man he was before we left our old home. He is broken
down, and it may be you have seen him for the Jast
time,” :

“1t is hardly pmbable " answered and with a swelling
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hoart I bade my mother adien ; but Ileft no message which
would tell my father how much I repented of my rash-
eSS, :
Upon hig grave the tall grass is growing—howling slorms
have swepb across it—wintry snows have been pilede upon
it—the summer’s mellow sunlight has fallen around it—
{flowers have blossomed and faded—changes have come to
us all—and still T have never ceased to regret that last inter-l
view with my father, or to mourn over my distrust of his

love for me,
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CHAPTER XVIII

THE DEATH OF THE DRUNKARD.

Dorive my journey back to RocLIand I did not again -

mect with the stranger, although I locked for him at every
station, and when at last 1 stepped from the cars at Canan-
daigua, I must confess to a feeling of disappointment. I
had expected Herbert to meet me, but he was not there,

I was just wondering what I shonld do in case he failed o

come, when my attention was attracted towards a ‘tall,
athletic-looking young man, who was inspecting my trunk,
which stood upon the platform. Fearful lest my best
clothes should be carried off before my very face, I started

quickly forward, demanding what he was doing with my
baggage.

The stranger stood up, and fixed upon me -2 pair of sin-
gularly handsome hazel eyes, which had in them an expres-
| sion so penctrating that I quailed beneath them ; while at

the same time there swept over me a strange, undeﬁned
feemas if somewhere in a dream, perchance, I had met

thalElance before.

““Are. you Miss Lee?” he asked, and the tones of his
voice thrilled me like an echo of the past. |

I replied in the affirmative ; and withont once taking his
eyes from my face, he said, “I am Henry Watson, Mr.
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Langley’s hired man. He sent me for you, and the wagon
is at the other door.”

Mechanieally T followed him to the place desmmted and
then, as if T had been o feather, he took me in his arms and
placcd me in the wide chair, wrapping the buffalo-robes

. around me, and in various ways seeing that I was com-

fortable. e did not seem to me like a hireling, for his
language was good, his manners gentlemanly, and ere we
were halfway to Breeze Hill I was very much prepossessed
in his favor, cxcept, indeed, that he would look at me so
much. He was quite talkative, asking me of my parents,

" of my brothers, and appearing much gratified when I told

him how well Charlic was -doing as elerk in a dry goods
store in Worcester, »

“ And Mr. Langley is only your cousin by marriage ?”” he .
gaid at last.  Have you any other male cousius?’ he
asked. ‘

T had a'boy cousin once,” I said, *“but he i3 probably

. dead, for we have not heard from him in six long years.”

Forgetful that Mr. Watson was to me an entire stranger,
I very briefly told him the story of “ Cousin Will,” who re-
turned not with the vessel which bore him away, and who
had deserted the ship at Caleutta. Ior many days they
soarched for him in vain, and at lzst left him alone in that

" far-off land, where he had probably met an early death.

“Te must have been a wild boy, and I dare say you felt
relieved to be rid of him,” said Mr. Watson, who had
appeared deeply interested in my story.

“Yes, he was wild,” I replied, “but T liked hind” vely,
very much, and cried myself sick when he went away.”

Again the stranger’s eyes fell upon me with a look I could

" not fathom. I grew uneasy, and was not sorry when about
' sunseh we turned into the long, shady avenue which led up

9* !




202 MEADOW BROOK,

to the house. As if by magie, a wondrous change had been
wrought in my absence ; for everything around the building
wore an air of ncatness and thrift, which betokened that
there was now a Aead to manage and direct. Herbert, too,
was perfectly sober, while Anna’s face was far_happier than

when I last saw her. The cause of this she explained to

me the first moment we were alone. Herbert had signed
the pledge | Had become a sober man, and all through
the exertions of Mr. Watson, whom she pronounced an
angel in disgnise. Aund, truly, his influence over Herbert
was wonderful ; for never did an ‘anxious mother wateh
over her sickly child more carcfully than Mr. Watson
watched over his employer, shielding him from temptation,
and gently leading him in the path of rectitude ; until the
wine-flush on his cheek gave way to a hue of health ; the
_redness of his eyes was gone, and conscions of the victory
he had achieved, he stood forth again in all the pride of hig
manhood, sober, virtuous, and happy. '

Such was the state of things, when, early in April, we
received invitations to attend a wedding party at the house
of Judge Perkins, whose broad acres and heavy purse of gold
had purchased for him a fair young girl, just his eldest
daughter’s age ! It was to be a splendid affair, for all the

_élite of Rockland were bidden, and, as a matter of course, J
forthwith commenced looking over my wardrobe, and declar-
ing I had nothing to wear! Auna, on the contrary, did’
not seem at all interested, and when T questioned her for
her indifference, she replied, * What if they have wine, and
Herliert should drink 7 ‘

“They wouldn’t have wine,” I told her, for J udge Perking
was a staunch temperance man, and it was not probable

that he would do anything so inconsistent with his profes-
sion. '
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After a tiine she became convinced that her fears were
groundless, and began with me to anticipate the expec’fed
pleasurc. Henry Watscn was not invited, but }19 ca}'rled
us to the door, going himself to the hotel to_ wait until wo
were ready to return, Just as he was Ieavmg- us l‘;‘e whis-
pered a few words to Herbert, who replied, gaily, Never
fear for me, Judge Perkins isn’t the man to throw tempta-

ion in my way.” ,
th‘I} 1181, \jxrroulg it had been so ! Would that the sparkling
champagne, the ruby wine, and the foaming ale had not
graced that marriage feast, for then, perchance, one .gm*e:e
at least would not have been made so soon, nor the widow’s
weeds worn by my sister ere the bloom of youth had faded
from her brow. ‘ :

I saw her cheek pale as we entered the supper-room, but
when amid the din and uproar which succeeded thta drawmg_ of
the corks, Herbert stood firm to his plgdge, refusing to drmk:
though urged to do so, the color came back to her face, and her
eye proudly followed her husband, whose easy manners made
him s favorite, and who, with ready tact, moved among the

guests, doing far more towards their entertainment than the

master of the house himself. He wasstanding near the bri(%e, 8
beautiful young creature, with a sunny fa.ce? and radiant
gmile. Diamonds were wreathed in her shining c'urls, and
shone upon her snowy arms, while the costly Yell a,lnfost
swept the floor, and enveloped her slight fqrm like a misty
cloud. Very affable and polite had she been to Herbert,
and now as he approached her, she took from the table two
goblets of wine, and passing one to him, said, “ Mr: Langley,
1 am sure, will not refuse to drink with me, the bride " .
To refuse would have scemed uncourteous ; and so, witha
hasty glance at his wife, he drank the hf:alth of the _Iovefly
woman, who, in an angels guisg, uncongciously tempted him

s A e A A e L A ST AT .
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to ruin. * Involuntarily, Anna gasped as if for bredth, while:

~ she started quickly forward to stay the rash aet; but she

was too late, and with' & faint moan of anguish, she turned
away to hide her tears. One taste awoke the slumbering
demon, and set his veins on fire ; and when at midnight Mr,
Watson came for us, he took the insensible man in his arms
and. placed him in the wagon, beside the weeping wife,
whose fond hopes were now wrecked for ever,

From that time Herbert made no further attempt at re-
f(_)rm, but night after night, came reeling home, sometimes
singing a bacchanalian song, and again rending the air with
curses, until at last poor Anna learned to tremble at the sound
of his footsteps; for he daily grew more and more violént and
unmanageable, defying every one save Mr. Watson, who
possessed over him a singular power. Thus the spring and
sammer passed away, and when the autumn came few would

have recognized the once handsome Herbert Liangley in the

bloated creature, who, weak and feeble, lay all day long in

bed, begging for ** brandy—more brandy” to fan the flame

which was feeding upon his vitals. Sometimes in his fits of
frenzy he would sprmrr upon the floor, and shriek for us to
save him from the crawhng serpents, which, with forked
tongues and little green eyes, hissed at him from all parts
of the room. Again he would say that the spirit of the
murdered maiden was before him, whispering to him unut-
terable things concerning the drunkard’s home beyond the
grave, while gobling of every conceivable form beckoned
him to come and join their hideous dance.

Once, when he was more quiet than usual, he said to me,
“ Rose, do you remember what I once told you about my
mother’s joizing the church and reading her prayers #”
~ lreplied in the affirmative, and he continued—* Do you

know I'd give the world, were it mine, if T could hear her
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pray for me once more. It would cool my scorching brain,
and if T dare pray for myself, I know I should be healed ;

Lut I cannot, for the moment I attempt it, there are 160‘10118
of imps who flit and grin before my face, while one, larger
and more unseemly tian the rest, shonts in my ears, ‘ Lost,
LOST, 10 ALL EPERNITY ! there—Iloolk, don’t you hear it ™ and,
shivering with fright, he covered his head with the bedclothes.

But I heard nothing save the heaving swell of the waves,
and the sullen roar of the lake, which came in through the
open window, seeming to his disordered imagination an ac-
cusing spirit from another world. At last looking up timid-
ly and speaking low, as if fearful of being overheard, he said,
“Tg there a Prayer Book in the house ?”

T answered in the affirmative. Raising himself upon his
elbow, and glancing fearfully around, he continuned, “ Bring
it quick, while they are away, and put it under my pillow.
‘Who knows but it may operate like a spell !”

1 comp'llicd with his request, and brought the book, which
he placed nnder Lis head, saying, *“ There—now 1 can pray,
and God wow't let them mock me, will he, think 77

T could only weep as he folded his long white hands one
over the other, and said reverently the prayer taught him
years and years before, commencing with—

“Now Ilay me dowa to sléep,” efc.

As if the words, indeed, had a soothing power, he almost
instantly fell into a deep sleep, from which he awoke re-
freshed, and better than he had been for several days. They
said he could not live ; and though'it was a painful task, An-
na wrote to his mother apprising her of his danger, and bid-

ding her hasten, if she wounld see him again.
During the few remaining weeks of his life he was subJect

to strange fancies. For a time the Prayer Book bencath
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his pillow had the effect of keeping him comparatively quiét ;
but, anon, it lost its power, and one day he awoke with a

fearful shriek. The imps, as he calldd them, had again re-

turned, and were mockmn]y taunting him with the victory
he vainly imagined he had obtained.

“Keep off, ye devils ” he shonted, drawing the volume
from beneath his pillow, and holding it to view.. * Keep
off ; for, sce, this book is full of prayers,.which my mother
Das said, My mother ! Do you hear? Ha! They laugh
at the idea, and well ‘they may. Had she learned to pray
sooner, I might not have been the vile thing that I am. But
she tanght me to drink. Ske set the example ; so go to Jer
with those horrid faces, besmeared with the smoke of the pit.”
" There was a bitter groan, and then the wretched woman,
his mother, fell half fainting upon a chair. She had just ar-

rived, and eager to see her hoy, had entered the room in
 time to hear what he said. “He knew her in a moment, and
starting upright in bed, exclaimed, * Woman, look—this is

- your work——the result of your example. There was a time,

long ago—how long ago it seems—Dbut there was a time,
I say, when I loathed the very smell of the liquors, which
" daily graced our table. By little and by little that loathing

was overcomé, - You drank and called it good ; and what
~ one’s mother saysis trae. So T, too, tasted and tasted again
until here I am, Herbert Langley, husband of Anna Lge,
ruined body and soul—body and soul ! What do you say
to that, mother 77

He sank back upo.. the bed exhausted while Aunt Char-

lIotte, who had swooned entirely away, was faken from the
rocm. The shock was too great for her, and for two days she
did not again venture into his presence. The next time, how-
“ever, that she saw him, his mood had changed, and winding
his feeble arms around her neck, he wept like a child, asking
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her to take from his heart the worm which was knawing
there. Oh, how I pitied the heart-broken woman! for
I well knew she would gladly have lain down her life conld
that have saved her son. For three days longer he lingered,
and then there came the closing scene, which haunted me
for months.

. Ile had been restless daring the night, muttering incoher-
ently, and occasionally striking at the fancied shapes which
surrounded him; but towards morning he grew more violent,
and at Jast with a shriek which chilled my blood, he sprang
from the bed, and pointing towards the window, whispered,
“Hark! Don't you hear it P—music from the infernal re-
gions ! They are come, every demon of them, for me. - It’s
a grand turnont, There ! Don't you see them with their
flaming eyes looking through the windows, and that shriv-
eled hag, whose hair is curling snakes! See!l She beckons
me with her bony claws, and says I am to be her son. Do
you hear that mother 7 Herson ! Go back {” he shouted,
leaping towards the window. * You don’t.get me this time.

" T won't die yet. Give me the Prayer Book, and let. me hurl

it at her head—that’ll settle her, I reckon.”
Ie would have gone through the window, had net Mr,
Watson taken him in his arms and borne him back to the

 bed, where he held him fast, soothing him as best he could

by assuring Lim there were no such wnearthly objects in the
rooln as he sapposed.

“I know it,” said Herbert, for a moment comparatively
rational. I know what it is. It is puLIRIUM TREMENS, and
I know what causes it, too ; shall T tell you ?” v

Mr. Watson nodded, and Herbert continued : “ Cider,
leer, wine, bramdy—bEara : that’s the programme which
keeps the fire of hell eternally burning. ~ Where is my boy
—Anna’s boy and wine 7 he asked after a pause. - ]
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“Do you wish to sce him,” asked Mr. Watson.

“See him? Yes. I want to do one good deed before I
die. I would kill him—murder my only child, and send him
to Heaven, where rumsellers never go—where women, with
witching eyes and luring words, never tempt men to drink.
Bring bim in : why do you loiter ?” turning to Anna. “Is
it that you would have him Iive to he the wreck I am—to
curse the mother who bore him and the day he was born |
Bring him quick, I tell you, for time hastens, and in the dis-
tance I hear the clank of the hag’s footsteps.”

‘ Oh, Herbert, Herbert, my poor husband,” was all Anna,

could say, as she wound Ler arms around his neck and laid .

her colorless cheek against his fevered brow.

In a moment he grew calm, and drawing her to his bosom,

his tears fell like rain upon her face, while he called her his
“ wounded dove,” and asked her forgiveness for all he had
made her suffer. “You will live with mother when T am
gone,” he said. “ You and Jamie. God forhid that I should
harm our beautiful boy ; but I would see him once more.
Don’t be afraid,” he added, as he saw her hesitate. T will
not hart him.”
Disengaging herself from her husband’s embrace, Anna
glided from the room, to which she soon returned, leading
little Jamie, now two years of age. Very lovingly the dying

man looked upon his son, aud then laying his shaking hand -

upon the golden eurls, he said, “ God keep you, my boi*,
from being what I am ; and if a drunkard’s blessing can be

of any avail, you have mine, my precious, precions child.”

“Would you like to kiss him ?” asked Aunt Charlotte 5 to
which he replied, “No, no; I am too polluted to touch
aught so pure.. But take him away,” he continued, growing

excited, ‘““Take him away, for the demon on my pillow is
again Whlspermg of murder,”
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Hastily the wondering child was taken from the room,
and’ then Herbert fell into a disturbed slumber, in which he
seemed to be holding converse with beings of another world,
inquiring of them if they had enough to-drink, and chiding
the rich man for asking wafer, when he might as well call
for brandy P’

About noon he awoke and inquired for me. With some
trepidation I approached him, for his eyes were those of a
madman ; but he meditated no harm, and only asked if I
supposed Lhat the Prayer Book laid upon the outside of his

* pillow, where the han' could see it, would have the effect of

keeping her away.”

“ Perhaps so,” I said, at the same time placing it so thab
his heavy brown hair fell partially on it. ‘ :

“ Now, will some one pray—mother, you ?” and his eyes
turned imploringly towards the half erazed woman, who
essayed to pray for the departing spirit.

“ That’ll do—that’ll do,” he exclaimed, 1nter1upt1ng her,
“ Tt's of no use spending your breath for me. It’s too late—
too late—so the hag says, and she’s coming agaiﬁ, with
myriads on myriads of fiends; but they can’t burt me as
long as this is here,” and his hand clutched convulsively for
the book which lay beside him.

“The hymn book—the hymn hook—bring that too,” he

" gasped, while a cold perspiration stood thickly upon his

forehead.

It was brought and placed on the 0ppos1te side of his
head.

“Pwon’t do—'twon’t do,” he sobbed, “ All the hymns
Dr. Watts ever wrote can’t help me, for they come nearer
and nearer, as wolves hover round their prey. Is there
no help, no escape ¥ he eried, with the energy of despair ;
adding, as a sndden looh of joy lit up his ghast[y features,
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“Yes—the Brsie! Strange I have not thought of that
before. The Bible will keep them at bay. Bring it, Aunna,
quick, for they are almost here.”

She obeyed ; and grasping the word of God eao*erly in
his hands, he laughed aloud, saying, “ Now, do your worst,
ye fiends incarnaie. The Bible will save me.” ‘

There was a moment of perfect silence ; and then, with a
groan so full of anguish that I involuntarily stopped my ears
to shut out the fearful gsound, the Bible was loosed from the
clammy hands, which for a brief instant fought fiercely in
the empty air, and then dropped lifeless at his side.

HEerBERT WaS DEAD !
Lok * * - * #* *

At the foot of the garden, near the long avenue where
the shadow of the maple trees would fall upon his grave,
and the moan of the lake be always heard, we bul,led him ;

and then, the broken-hearted Anna, widowed thus early,-

went back to her accustomed duties, performing each one
quietly and gently, but without a smile upon her white,

stony face, or a tear in her large mournful blue eyes. Aunt -

Charlotte, too, utterly crushed and wretched, went back to
her city home, having first won & promise from Anna that
in the automn she would follow her. And then we were
left alone with our great sorrow, wholly dependent, as it
were, upon "Mr. Watson, for support and counsel.-

There had always been about him a mystery I could not

fathom, and greatly was I surprised when one evening, a week
after Herbert’s death, he asked me .to go with him to his
room, as there was something he wished to tell me. I com-
plied with his request, and was soon seated in the large
willow chair near the table on which lay many works of our
best authors, for he possessed a taste for literature, and de-
voted all hig leisure moments to study. Drawing aseat tomy
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side, he said, taking my hand in his, “ Rosa, what do youn

think I am going to tell you ?” x

1 tried to wrest my hand from his grasp, for the unwonted
liberty angercd me., But. he held it fast, smiling at my
fruitless endeavors, and after & moment continued : “ Why
do you fry to remove your hand from mine? I have held it
many & time, and I have a right 80 to do—a cousin’s right
Look at me, Rosa, don’t you know me ?” '

involuntarily I started to my feet, gazing earnestly upon
him, then with a ery of joy I threw my arms around his
neek, exclaiming, * Cousm Willt Cousin Wil P

It was indeed he, come back to us when we had thought
of him as dead. A few words will suffice to tell his story.
Perfeetly Qisgusted with sea life, he had deserted at Cal-
cutta, where he kept himself secreted until the vessel sailed,
But it was not hig wish to remain there long, and the first
time an English ship was in port he offered to work Lis pas-
sage to Liverpool. The offer was accepted, and while we
were mourning over his supposed death he was threading
the smooky streets of London, doing sometimes oi# thing
and sometimes another, but always earning an honest liveli-
hood.

“ Never, for a moment,” said he, dld I forget your
family, but T have fancied they were glad to be rid of me,
and hence my silence. When at last 1 returned again to
New York, I went one day to a rcading-room, where I
accidentally came across Mr. Langley’s advertisement, and
something prompted me to answer it in person. If I had
ever heard of him before, I had forgotten it ; consequently I
neither recognized him nor his wife, who has changed much °
since I saw het ; but when I accidently heard them speak’
of “Rosa,” and “ Meadow Brook,” my curiosity was roused,
and I hecame aware of the relationship existing hetween
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us. Why I have kept it a secret so long I can hardly tell,
except that there was about it, to me, a kind of pleasing
excitement, and then, too, I fancied that Mr. Langley would
not so well bear restraint and direction from me if he sup-
gposed me an interested party ; but %e has gone, and con-
cealment on that score is no longer necessary. I have told
you my story, Rosa, and now it is for you to say whether

I am again received and loved as the “Cousin Will” of

olden time,
He was a big, tall man, six feet two inches high, while I
~ was a young girl scarcely yet seventeen; bunt notwithstand-
ing all this, I threw my arms around his sun-burnt neck
and kissed his sun-burnt cheek as I had often done before,
This was my answer, and with it he was satisfied.
- After leaving his room I went. directly to my sister, to
whom I repeated the strange story' I kad heard. $She was
pleased and gratified, but her faculties were too much be-
numbed for her to manifest any particular emotion, though
as time wore on I eould see how much she leaned upon him
and confided in his judgment. It seemed necessary for her
“to remain in Rockland through the summer, and as she
would not consent to my leaving her, I was rather com-
pelled to stay; although almost weekly there came to us
letters from home wurging our return, and at last, near the
middle of September, we one day received a letter from
Charlie, which, owing to some delay, had been on the
road two whole weeks. ' In it he wrote that our father had

failed rapidly within a few days and we must come quickly if

we would again see him alive, adding that he talked almost

constantly of Rese, asking if they thought she would come.” _

Oh, how vividly I recalled the past, remembering with
anguish the harsh words I had uttered when last I saw him.
It was true T had once written, imploring pardon for my fault,

1
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~ and Lizzie, who avswered my letter, had said “ Father bade |

me say that you were freely forgiven ;” but still I felt that I

- could not let him die until I had heard my forgiveness from

his own lips. It was iiupossible for Anna to accompany me,
and, as William would not leave her, I started alone, my
heart filled with many dark forebodings, lest I should be too
late. . ,
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CHAPTER XIX.
THE DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS.

Art around the house was still ; while within, the cbildren
and the neighbors trod softly as they went from room to
room, and their faces wore an anxious, troubled look, as
if they already felt the presence of the shadow hovering

near. 'The heavy brass knocker was muffled, and the deep-

toned éhurehbell across the way no longer told the hours of 12
and 9, for at each stroke the sick man had turned upon his
pillow, and moaned as if in pain. So when the Sabbath
‘came the people went up unsummoned 1o the house of God,
where they reverently prayed for him, who wus passing
from their midst, and who, ere another week rolled round,
would be *where congregations ne’er break up, and Sab-
baths never end.” '
For many days he had lain in a kind of stupor from which
nothing roused him save the rush of the engine as it swept
across the meadow at the foot of the hill. Then he would
start up, asking eagerly if “they had come, Anna, Rose,
and Jamie.” Much he talked of the absent onmes, and as
day by day went by and still they eame not, he wept like a
little child, as he said to his wife, “I shall never see them

more.”
« And if you do not,” she asked, ‘what shall T tell

them 77
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F‘c.n' a time he lay as if hor qustion was unheard—then
opening his eyes he answered, “Tell Anna, my stricken one
that there is for her a balm in Gilead ; that whom t]:u;
Lo?d loveth he chasteneth, and though the waters through
which she is passing be deep and troubled, they shall not
overflow, for the everlasting arms are beneath her.”

‘“ And Rosd, have you no message for her 77 asked m
mother as he ceased speaking. W

‘“ Oh, Rosa, Rosa,” he answered quickly, © Tell her—tell
her everything—but not here—not in this room. She thinks
I do not love her, and when she comes and finds me gone
go with her to my grave. She will believe you if you teli
her there how dear she was to me, and how, through the
long weary nights before I died, I wept and prayed for her
that she might one day meet me in the better land, I
n.ever‘mea,nt to love one child more than another, but if I
did—tell her she was my pride, the one on WhOI’E: I doted
S.hc thought me cold and unfeeling, because I stayed not tc;
bid her adicu that morning. Ah, she did not know that

with the first dawn of day I stole up to her chamber to

look on her once more for the last, last time, There were
tears on Ler check, I kissed them away ; tell her that, and
perchance her heart will soften towards her pOOI', old
father.” :

From that time he sank rapidly, and one bright Septem-
tember day, near the hour of sunset, it was told in Meadow
Brook that he was dying. On such occasions, in a small

,country village, the liveliest sympathy is felt ; and now

those who knew and loved him spoke to each other softly
and low, while even the little children ceased their noisy
play upon the common, and Wwith a timid, curious g]aﬁce
towards the open windows of the sick room, hastened home‘ |
where they kept closely at their mother’s gide, wondering—:
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asking of her what death was, and if she were sure that he,
the dying one, would go to Heaven.

Meantime, the sun was almost sef, a,mi as its last golden
rays fell upon the face of the sufferer, a radiant smile lit up

his features, and he exclaimed aloud, “’Tis the glorious light

of the Eternal shining down upon me. Do not weep,
mother. We shall not be parted long,” he continued, as he
felt upon his forehead a tear from the grey~ha,ned wrinkled
woman, on whose bosom his head was pillowed, just as it
" had been, long, long ago, when first a tender babe he lay in
that mother’s arms. To her it seemed not long, and yet
it was fifty years since he was lent to her, and now, when
God would have his own again, she said submissively, *“ Thy
will be done.” Once before had a great sorrow fallen upon
her, leaving her henceforth to walk alone, and then her soul
had well-nigh fainted beneath the blow, for she was younger
far by many years. But now she was old, and flheady she
heard the roar of the deep dark river on whose very banks

ghe stood and down whose swift current her first-born was -

_floating ; so she stifled her own grief, for, as he had said, she
knew it would not be long ere they met again.

“ Where is Fanny 7 he asked, and his arms closed fondly
around his wife.

It mattered not that time and care had dlmmed the lustre
of her eye, and robbed her cheek of its girlish bloom ; to
him she was beautiful still, for throurrh weal and woe she

had been faithful to her marriage vow, and now the bitterest

pang of all was the leaving Aer alone.

“The God of the widow and the fatherless watch over
and keep you all so that at the last, when I ask for my
children, there shall not one be missing,” he said, as his arms
unclosed, and then, with a low, wailing moan, the mother
bent over the white face of her son, so that the wife might

T eI LT Ta fracie B LT o D T S PP

THE DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOQUS. 917

not see the fearful change which had come upon it, for my
father was dead !

You who have kept with me while I described the death

" scene of the unfortunate Herbert, and of my sainted father,

ean you not—do you not say, “ Let me die the death of the

~ righteous, and let my last end be like his ?”7

Lonely and desolate was the home at which I arrived one
day too late, for they had buried him, and there was nanght
left to me of my father save the lock of hair which they
severed from his head as he lay in the coffin. Yes, he was
gone ; but so long as life and being endure, so long shall fond .
remembr@nces of him linger in my memory, and if at the
last T meet him in the better world, will it not be in a
measure the blessed influence of his dymg message, which
has led the wanderer there ¢
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CHAPTER XX.
GOING SOUTH.

~ Arrer the first shock of our sorrow was over, the question
aroge as to what we were to do in future for our support.
Grandma was already old, while mother wag not go young
as she had been once, and neither could do much towards
" their own maintenance, which necessarily would devolve
upon us their children, It had ever been a pet project of
mine t0 go South as a teacher, and when one day in looking
over a Boston paper I accidentally came across the adver-
tisement of a Georgia lady, Mrs. A, D. Lansing, who wished
for a private governess, I resolved at once to apply for the
situation, greatly fearing Iest I might p‘e too late.

I was not, however ; for after wmtlng impatiently for a '

few weeks, I received a letter from the lady herself, who,
after enumerating the duties I was expected to perforin and
the branches I was to teach, added, in a P. S.: “Before
making any definite arrangements with Miss Lee, Mrs, Lan-
sing wishes to be informed if, either by her friends or herself,
~ ghe is cofisidered pretty, as a person of decidedly ordinary
looks will be preferred.”

“ Spiteful, jealous old thing !” exclaimed Lazme who was
looking over my shoulder, “I wouldn’t stir a step.”
" But I thought differently. My curiosity was roused to
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know the cause of her strange freak ; and then, too, six
hundred dollars per year would amply atone for any little
peculiarities in my employer. So I answered her letter
forthwith, assuring hér that neithér my friends nor myself
had ever been guilty of calling me pretty—in short, I was
decidedly homely, and trusted that on that point at least I
should please her.

“'What a fib, Rosa,” said Charlie, when I told himn what

I had wiitfen. *You know you are not homely. You used | ’

to be, Ill admif ; but you are far from being so now. 'To be
sure, you are not what many would call handsome, but you

_are decidedly good-looking. Youve got handsome eyes,

splendid hair (and he pulled one of my short, thick curls by
way of adding emphasis to his words) and your complexion
is not one half so sallow and muddy as it used to be.
Depend upoy it, this * Mrs. Angeline Delaficld Lansing, of
Cedar Grove’ will think you have deceived dier.”

“ Nonsense 1”7 I replied, seating myself at the piano, which
was now my constant companion, Mrs. Lansing having
written that she was very particular about music.

Now, to tell the truth, I was met very much of a per-

former, but looking upon the South very much as 1 did

upon the far West, I fancied that a small amonnt of showy
accomplishments would pass for the real coin. Still T deter-
mined to play as well as possible, and so week after week I
practised, until, when I had nearly given up all hopes of
ever hearing from the lady again, I one day received a letter
bearing the W post-mark, and containing a check on a
Boston bank for money sufficient to defray my expenses.
There were also a few hastily written lines, saying that
“ M Lansing considered our engagement as settled, but
she should hot expect me until the latter part of April, as
she could.not immediately get rid of her present governess,
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a painted, wmsipid creature from New York, and the veriest
humbug in the world.” : :
“A sweet time yowll have of it with madam,” said
Charlie, “ and once for all I advise you to give up going.
Why, only think, April there is hotter than pepper, and of
- course yow'll take the fever and die.” ‘
Bat I was not to be persuaded. The “sunny South” had
for me a peculiar fascination ; and then, too, there was
another reason which, more than all others, prompted me to
go. (Georgia was the home of the dark man, as 1 called
him, and though there was hardly a probability ofi my ever
meeting him there, such a thing was still possible, and like
Longfellow’s Evangeline, who, on the broad Mississippi, felt
that each dip of the oar carried her nearer to her lost
Gabriel, so each day 1 felt a stronger and stronger convic-
tion that somewhere in the sonthern land T shonld find him.
In the meantime, Anna had been with us for a few
weeks, but greatly changed from the Anna of former times,
Listlessly she moved from room to’ room---never smilihg,
never weeping, and seldom speaking unless she were first
addressed. To her, everything was dark, deep night, and
such a gloom did her presence cast over us all, that though
we would gladly have ept her with us, we still felt relieved
when she left us for a home in Boston, where litile Jamie
goon became the idol of his grandmother, whose subdued
cheerfulness had ere long a visible effe¢t upon Anna. Cousin
‘Will, too, had visited us, and after spending a short time
had sailed with brother John for California, promising him-
self a joyous future, when he should return with money suffi-
cient to purchase the old homestead, which he said should
be mother’s as long as she lived.

It was a cold, dark, snowy morning in the latter part of -

April, when I at last started on my journey. The surface
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of the ground was frozen hard, the trees were leafless and
bare, while but few green things gave token that spring was
with us. It is not strange, then, that I almost fancied
nyself in another world, when after a prosperous sea voyage
1 one morning went on shore at Charleston, and first
breathed the soft, balmy air of the South. Dense and green
was the foliage of the trces, while thousands of roses and
flowering shrubs filled the air with a perfume almost sicken-
ing to the senses, ¥rom Charleston to Augusta was a weari-
some ride, for the cars were crowded and dirty, and there

~ wag to me nothing remarkably pleasing in the long stretches

of cypress swamps and pine barrens through which we
passed. o

Tt was late in the evening when we reached the town of
(——, from whence I was to proceed to W , by stage.
Tt was a most beautiful night ; and| for hours I watched
the soft‘moonlight as it glimmered among the frees which
lined either side of the narrow road, and whose branches
often swept against the windows of our lumbering vehicle.
Tt was long after sunrise when we arrived at W , but
so thickly wooded is the country around, that I obtained
not a single glimpse of the town until I suddenly found
myself ““ thar,” as the driver said, dismounting and. opening
the door of our prison-house. The hotel into which I was
ushered, would, perhaps, compare favorably with our coun-
try taverns at the North ; but at each step I took, I felt
& more and more painful consciousness that home, my home,
was far away.

After shaking the dust from my travelling-dress, and
glaking my thirst from the big gourd shell (my speciq.l
delight), which hung by the side of a bucket of cool water
which stood on a little stand in the parlor, I inquired for
some one who would take to Mrs. Lansing my card, and
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thus apprise her of my arrival. The landlord immediately
summoned . a bright, handsome mulatto boy, who, after
receiving my orders, and favoring me with a sight of his
ivories, started off bare-headed, and for that matter bare-
bodied too, for Cedar (irove, which the landlord pointed
ont to me in the distance, and which, with its dense sur-
‘roundings of trees, looked to me delightfully cool and pleas-
Jant.  After waiting rather impatiently for an hour or more,
e%a. large, old-fashioned carriage, drawn by two rather poor-
looking horses, stopped before the door. It belonged to
Mrs. Lansing ; and the footman, jumping down -from the
rack behind, handed me a note, in which the lady begged
- me to come directly to her house, saying she was herself
indisposed, or she would have come down to meet me, and
also adding, tha!?., if I would excuse her she would rather

not see mé until supper-time, when she hoped to foel

better. - i

At the exfremity of Main street, we turned in at a pon-
~ derous gate, and after passing throngh two or three fields
or lawns, stopped at last in front of Cedar Grove, which
stood wpon a slight eminence overlooking the town. In

perfect delight I gazed around me, for it seemed the.

embodiment of my childish dreams, and involuntarily I
exclaimed, “This is indeed the sunny, sunny South.” It
was very beautiful, that spacious yard and garden, with
their winding walks on which no ray of sunlight fell, so
securely were they shaded, by the cedar and the fir, the
eatalpa, the magnolia, and the fig tree, most of them seen
now by me for the first time in all their natural beauty,

reminded one so forcibly of Eden, The house- itself was ,

a large, square building, surrounded on three sides by a
‘piazia., which I afterwards found was the family sitting-
rogm ;* it beiné%-- there tl}atsthey congregated both morning

GOING SOUTH. - 223

and evening. The building had once been white, but the
paint was nearly all worn off, and it now presented a rather
dilapidated uppearance, with its broken syutters and decayeG
pillars, round which vines and ivy were twining. The floors
within were bare, but scrupulously clean ; while the rooms
lacked the costly furniture I had confidently expected to

~ see. |

‘Qearcely was I seated in the parlor, when I heard a sweet,
childish voice exclaim, ¢ She’s in thar—she is,” while at the
same time a pair”of soft, blue eyes locked through the

* crevice of the door, and then were quickly withdrawn, their

owner laughing aloud as if she had accomplished some
daring feat, and calling out, “I seen her, Hal—I did. And
she don’t look cross neither. - You dassn’t peek in thar,
dast you?? - , |

They were my future pupils, I was sure ; aJ |- already my
heart warmed towards them, -particularly her with the
gilvery voice, and I was just thinking of going out to find
them, when I heard a light foolstep on the stairs, and the
next moment a tall, dark-eyed girl, apparently fourteen or
fifteen years of age, entered the room, introducing herself
as Miss Lina Lansing, and welcoming me so cqrdially that
I felt \myse‘lf at once at home. ‘

“ Mother,” said she, “is indisposed, as I believe she wrote
ydﬁ, and has seit me to receive you, and ask what you
would like.” ‘ , ‘

T had searcely slept a moment the night previous, so I
replied,. that if convenient, I would go immediately to- my
room. Ringing the bell, she summoned to the room & sho?t,
dumpy mulatto, whom ghe called Cressy, and who,.she said,
was to be my attendant. Following her up the stairs, I was |
nshered into a large, airy chamber, which, though not

- furnished. with elegance, still containgd gverything for my

#
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comfort, even to a huge feather-bed, the sight of which made
me wipe the perspiration from my face,

“Shall T wash missus’ feet first, or comb her har,” askcd
the negress, pouring a pitcher of water intg a small bathing
tub,. : - - ' |

tomed to wait upon myself, so I declined her offers of assist-
ance, telling her, “I preferred being alone, and could de
everything for myself which was necessarp?

“ Laws, missus |”-she answered, rolling " The whites of her
eyes, “’taint no ways likely yon can bresh and ’range all

dat ar har” peinting to my .thick and now somewhat -

tangled curls. ““ Why, Miss Lina’s straighter dan a string,
an’ Ill be boun’ she never yet tache a comb to it hezself.”

- With somé difficulty I convinced the Afr;cr_w - that her
gervices w ot needed, and staring at me’ ‘a8 if 1 had
been a kind of ‘mounstrosity, she left the room, the door of
which I bolted against any new intruder. ’I‘he_ windows

of my chamber looked out wpon the garden, where now

‘were blossoming roses and flowers of every possible hue
and form. - A little .40 the right, and @B&ut a guanter of a
mile away was, another building, larger and more imposing
than that of Mrs. Lansing, while a great deal of taste seemed
to be displayed in" the arrangement of the grounds. As
nearly as I could judge, it stood upon a little hill, for the
trees appeared to rise regularly one above the other, the
fir and the cedar forming the outer b_ouﬁdary; while, as I

afterwards learned, the inner rows consisted of the graceful

magnolia, the wide-spreading catalpa, the beautiful china
tree, and the persimmon, whose leaves in the antumn wear
. 8-mogt brilliant hue, and present so fine a contrast to the
- dark green of the pine and the fir. Very, very pleasant
it looked to me, with its white walls just discernible amid

This was eﬁtiréfy new to me, who had always beé_"li aceus-
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the dense foliage which surrounded it, and for a long time
I stood gazing towards it wondering whose home it was,
and if the inmates were as happy as it seemed they might
be, : , : A
- At last, faint with the fatigne of my journey and the odor
of the flowers, which, from the garden below, came in at the

~ open window, I threw myself upon the lounge (feather bed

looking altogether too formidable) and was soon fast asleep,
dreaming of Meadow Brook, of the white house on the hill,
and of the dark man, who, I thought, told me that it should

© one day be my home. When at last I awolee, the sun was

no longer shiffing in at my windows, for it was late in the
afternoon, and the fiercest heat of the day was past

Springing up, T commenced. dressing with some trepidation,

for 1 expected to meet the mistress of the house at supper-,
time. My toilet was nearly completed when I heard in thie
hall the patter of childish feet, while a round, bright eye
was applied to the key-hole. It was the same which had
looked atme in the parlor, and anxious to see its owner, I
stepped out of the door just as a fairy creature with golden
curls started to run away. I was too quick for her, how-
ever, and catching her in my army; I pushed back the clus-

~ tering ringlets from her brow, and gazing into her sunny
~ face, asked her name.

Raising her white, waxen. hand, she did for me the office
I had done for her, viz. pushed back my curls, and looking
in my face, answered, “ Ma says it’s Jessica, but Lina, Hal,
and Uncle Dick call me Jessie, and I like that a heap the
best. You are our new governess, ain’t you t” :

. She was singularly beautiful, and yet it was not so much
the regularity of her features, nor the clearness of her com-
plexion which made her so. It was the light which shene in
her lustrous blue eyes, which gave her the expression of an an-

10*




- 226 | MEADOW BROOK.

‘gel, for such she was—an angel in her southern home, which,
" without her would have been dark and cheerless. Her
brother, whom she called ZZal, was three yéars older, and
not nearly so handsome. He was very dark, and it seemed
to me that I had seen a face like his hefore ; hut ere I

could remember where, a faint voice from the piazza, which -

faced the east and was now quite cool, called out, “ Halbert
Halbert, come here.”

“That’s ma,” said .Jessie, getting down from - my arms,
“ That’s ma—come and see her,” and following her, I soon
stood in the presence of Mrs. Lansing, who was reclining
rather indolently in a large willow chair, while at her back
was 8 negress half asleep, but appeaung wide awake whenever
her mistrass moved.

She was a chubby, rosy-cheeked woman, apparently thirty-
. five years of age. Her eyes were very black, and she had a
habit of frequently shutting them, so as to show off the long,
fringed eyelashes. On the whole, I thought, she was quite
prepossessing in her appearance, an opinion, however, which
I changed ere long ; for by the time I reached her, there
was a dark cloid on her brow, evidently of displeasure or of
disappointment. - Still she was very polite, offering me her
- jewelled hand, and saying, ¢ Miss Lee, I suppose. You are
welcome to Georgia ;” then, after an instant, she added,
“You dor’t look at all like T thought you would.”

I was uglier than she expected, I presumed, and the tears
started to my eyes as I replied, “T wrote to you that I was
very plain, but after a little T shall look better ; I am tired
now with travelling.”

- A strange, peculiar smile flitted over her face, WhlIe she
intently regarded me as if to assure herself of my sanity, I
was puzzled, and in my perplexity I said something about
returning howme, if my looks were so disagreeable. * They

i
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were used to me there, and didn’t mind it,” I said ; at the
same time leaning my head against the vine-wreathed pil-
lars, I sobbed aloud. Lithe as a kitten, little Jessie sprang
up behind me, and winding her arms around my neck, asked
why I cried, :

“Did ma make you cry ?” she said. - “Uncle Dick says
she malkes all the governesses cry.”

“ Jessica, Jessica, get down this moment,” said the lady.
“1 did not intend to hurt Miss Lee’s feclings, and do not
understand how I could have done so. She is either acting
a part, or else she strangely misanderstands me”

I never acted a part in my life, and, somewhat indignant, |
I wiped away my tears and asked “ what she meant.”

There was the same smile on her face which I had noticed
before, as she said, “ Do you really think yourself ngly 7

* Of course I'did. I had never thought otherwise, for
hadn’t T been told so ever since I was a child no larger than
Jessie, and the impression thus early received had never
been eradicated. Thus I answered her, and she believed
me, for she replied, “ You are mistaken, Miss Lee, for how-
ever plain you might have been in childhood, you are not
so now. . Neither do I understand how with those eye'é, that
hair and brow, you can think yourself ugly. I do not be-
lieve you meant to deceive me, but, to tell the truth, T am
disappointed ; but that cannot now he helped, and we'll
make the best of it.” .

Perfectly astonished, I listened to her remarks, giving her
the credit of meaning what she said, and for the first time
in my life, I felt as I suppose folks must feel who think they
are handsome! After this little storm was over, she evi-
dently exerted herself to be agreedble for a few moments,
and then rather abruptly asked me how old T was.

“ Not, quite eighteen I” she repeated in some surprise.
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“Why T supposed you were fwenfyfive at least | Don’t yon
think she looks older than Ade?” turning to Lina, who an-
swered quickly, “Oh, no, mother, nothing like as old. Why,
1 shouldr’t think her over seventeén at the most.”

-Now among my other misfortunes I numbered that of
“ Jooking old as the hills,” so I didn’t care particularly for
what they said, though it struck me as rather singular that
Mrs. Lansing should thus discuss me in my presence ; but
this thought was lost in the more absorbing one as to
who the Ada could be of whom she had spoken. Pos-
sibly it was Ada Montrose, though I avrdently hoped
to the contrary, for well I kpew there was no hap-
piness for me where she was. Thinking it would beon &

par with the questions put to me, I was on the point of ask-

ing who Ada was, when we were snmmoned to supper, which
 consisted mostly of broiled chickens, strong coffee, iced milk,

| egg bread, and hoecakes, if I except the row of sables who

grouped themselves around the table, and the Sfeather girl,

- whose efforts to keep awake amused me so much that 1 al-

" most forgot to eat. We were nearly through when a hand-
some mulatto boy entered and handed u letter to his mis-
tress, which she immediately opened, holding it so that the
address could be read by Halbert, who, after spelling it
out, exclaimed, “ That’s from Uncle Dick, I know 1”

“Ts he coming home ?” asked Jessie, dropping her knife
and fork, while even Lina, who seldom evinced much
interest in anything, roused up and repeated the question
which.Jessie had asked. ’ ‘

“Yes., He is in New York now,” said Mrs. Lansing ;
“ and will be here in a week.”

“ Good 1” exclaimed Halbert,

¢ Oh, P'm right glad,” said Jessie, while Lina asked if
Ada was with him.

’
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“No,” returned Mrs. Lansing. “ She is still in Parig
with her cousin, and will not return until antumn.”

“J;"I’m glad of that,” sald Lina, to which Hal rejoineds
A 3(1 so am I She’s so prond and stuck up, T can’t bear
“ Children, children,” spoke Mrs. Lansing, rather sternl
at the same time rising from the table. ’ &

It was not yet sunset ; and as soon as we were again
assembled upon the piazza, Halbert and Jessie, who were
never still, asked permission to “run np to Uncle Dick’s
and tell the servants he was coming home.” ,

Mrs. Lansing made no objection; and then they proposed
that I should accompany them. Feeling that a walk would
do me good, I turned towards Mrs. Lansing, for her consent.

. 1t was given, of course ; but had I known her better I

should have detected a shade of displeasure on her face.

“ '&.’ou had better go too,” said she to Lina; but Lina was
400 listless and indolent, and so we went witheut her, little
Jessie holding my hand, and Jjumping instead of Walkir’lg.

“Lva’s mighty lazy,” said she, at last; “don’t yon
think so 1” '

“ Who's lazy 77 T asked ; and she replied—

“’T}.:lar, I done forgot again, and called her Evs. Her
name is Hvangeline, and we used to call her Eva, until
mother read a bad book that had little Eva in it, and then
she ealled her Lina.” '

‘ ““Twan’t a bad book, neither,” exclaimed Halbert,' stop-
ping suddenly ; “Uncle Dick said ’twan’t ; but it made
mother mad, I tell you, and now when she gets rarin’ he
calls her Mrs, St. Clare,”

I needed no one to tell me that it was * Uncle Tom,” to
which he referred, but I said nothing except to chide tho

_children for their negro language,
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«1 know we talk awful” said Jessie, brushing her carls
from her eyes. “Uncle Dick says we do, but 1 mean to
learn better. I don’t talk half like T used to.” :

1 could not help smiling in spite of myself upon the little
creature bounding and frisking at my side. Undle Dick
seemed to be her oracle, and after looking around to make
sure that no one heard me, I asked “ who he was ¥

“ Why, he’s Uncle Dick,” said she ; “ the bestest uncle
in the world ;” while Halbert added, “ He’s got a heap
of money, too ; and once, when ma thought I was asleep, I
heard her tell Lina, that if he didn’t get married it would
be divided between us, and I should have the most, ‘canse
T'm named after him, Richard Halbert Delafield Lansing, and
and they eall me Hal, for short. I told Uncle Dick what
mother said, and I tell you, he looked blacker'n a nigger ;
and somehow, after that he took to ridin and foolin’ with
Ada, wonderfully.” | :

As yet everything with me was comparatively eonjecture.
I did not know positively that the Unde Dick of the chil-

dren was the * dark man” of Rosa Lee'; but the answer to
my next question would decide it, and half tremblingly was
it put. “ Who is this Ada. 'What is her other name i

“ Add Montiose, and she lives with us. Uncle Dick s
her guafdian,” said Halbert, throwing a bit of dirt at the
negro boy who accompanied us;, and who veturned the
young gentleman’s salate with interest.

" 1 was satisfied, and did not wish to hear any more. I

shonld meet him again; and tinged as my temperament is with
a love of the marvelloas, I could not help believing that
Providence had led me there. By this time we had reached

“ Sunny Bank,” as it was very appropriately called, and -

never before had I seen so lovely a spot. The grounds,
which were very spacious, were surrounded on all sides by a
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hedge of the beautiful Cherokee rose, and, unlike those of
Cedar Grove, were laid ont with perfeet taste and order
Mr. Delafield, as I afterwards learned, had spent much time’
at the North, and in the arrangement of his house and
grounds, he had not only imitated, but far surpassed the
style of the country seats which ave so often found within a
few miles of our eastern .cities. Tor this he was in a
measure indebted to Dame Nature, who at the South scatters
her favors with a lavish hand, sometimes beautifying and
adoruing objects far better than the utmost skill of man
could do.  The gate at the entrance of Sunny Bank was a
huge wooden structure, having for its pests two immense
oak trees, aromnd whose trunks the graceful ivy twined, and
then humg in fanciful festoons from several of the lower
branches. -

‘As T had supposed, the house itself stood upon'a slight
elevation, and the walk which led up to it was bordered on
cither side by the mock orange, whose botghs, meeting over-
head, formed an effectual screen from the rays of the san.

~ The building, though fashioned in the same style ag that of

Mrs. Lansing, was much larger, and had about it a far more
stylish air.  Much of the furniture had been broaght from
New York, Halbert said ; adding that ““all the floors were

,covered with maftting in the summer, and elegant Turkey

carpets in the winter,”

In. the rear of the house were the cabing of the negroes,
who were lounging idly about, some on the ground, some in
the doors, and some stretched at full length upon the bLack
of the piazza, evidently enjoying the eool evening brecze,
At sight of us, they roused up a little, and when Halbert,
after announcing that T was Miss Lee, the new governess,
further informed them that their master wag coming home in
a_feW days, they instantly gathered round us, evincing so
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much joy as to astonish me, who had heretofore looked
upon a southern slaveholder as a tyrant greatly dreaded by
his vassals. :

“ You must like Mr. Delafield very much,” I ventured to
remark to one old lady, whose hair was white as wool.

¢ Like Mass’r Richard I” said she, rolling up her eyes. -

- “TLor bless yon, miss, Zke don’t begin to ’spress it. Why, .
I farly worships him ; for didn't I tend him when he was
a nussin’ baby? and bain’t these old arms toted him
" more'n a million of miles ?”

Here her voiee was drowned by the others, all of whom
united in declaring him the *berry best mass’r in Greorg)r.”
This did not, of course, tend in any way to diminish the in-
terest which I felt in the stranger ; and, ere I was aware of.
it, I found myself anticipating his return almost ag anx-
jously as the negroes themse]ves. :

Tt was dark when we reached Cedar Grove ; and as there
was company in the parlor, I went immediately to my room.
1 had not been there long, however, when a servant was sent
ui), saying, that * Mrs. Lansing wished me to come down

d play.”
anThIi)s \zas an ordeal which I greatly dreaded ; for,.f}'o_m

" what T had seen of Mrs, Lansing, I knew she would criticise
my performance closely ; and fearing inability to acquit my-
gelf at all ereditably, I trembled violently as I descended to
the parlor, which was nearly full of visitors. . '

« Miss Lee, ladies,” said Mrs. Lansing, at the same time
motioning towards the music-stool as the seat I was expected

o occupy. ‘ .

’ Thergj;vas a film before my eyes as I took my post z.md
nervously turned over the leaves of a music—b_ook ; Whl(ﬂ.l,
by the way, was wrong side up, though I é_hdn’t know it
then! T have heard much of stage fright, and sure am I,
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that never did poor mortal suffer more from an attack of
that nature than did I during the few moments that I sat
there, trying to recall something familiar, something which
1 knew I could play. At last, when the patience of the
company seemed nearly exhausted, I dashed off at random,
playing . parts of two or three different tunes, changing the
key as many times, using the loud pedal when I should have
used the soft, and at last ending with the most horrid dis-
cord to which my ears ever listened. The audience were,
undoubtedly, thunderstruck, for they spoke not for the space
of a minute ; and, with a feeling of desperation, T was about
to make a second effort, hoping thereby to retrieve my cha-
racter, when Mrs. Lansing said, in a cold, sarcastic voice,
“That will do, Miss Lee ; we are perfectly satisfied.” Then,
turning to a hanghty-looking young lady who sat by the
window, she continaed : “Come, Miss Porter ; you cer-
tainly c¢an’t refuse to favor us, now.”

With a very consequential air, for which I conld not
blame her, Miss Porter took my place, and, without any ap-
parent effort, killed my poor performance outright ; for she
executed admirably some of the most difficalt music. When
she had finished, the ladies rose to go, Mrs. Lansing follow-
ing them to the door, and whispering (I know she did)
something about.“ her being humbugged again.”

When she returned to the room, I stole a glance at

her face, which was very red, and indicative of any-

thing but good-will towards me. I felt the hot tears rising,
but when, with a bang; she closed the piano, and turning
towards me, demanded “how long I had taken musie les-

sons,” I forced them back, and answered promptly, “ five
quarters.”

“ Ouly five guarters |” she repeated, in “evident amaze-
ment. “ Why, Lina has taken three years, and she wouldn’t
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consider herself competent to feach, even were she poor, and
obliged to do s0.” ‘

The latter part of this speech 1 did not faney ; for even
if a person is poor, and obliged to work, they do not often
like to be taunted with it ; at least, 7 didu’t, but 1 couldn’t
help myself. I was at the merey of Mrs. Lansing, who pro-
ceeded to say, that “ she bad often been deceived by North-
ern teachers, who thought to palm themselves off for better
scholars than they really were ; and now she had almost
come to the conclusion that they were not so well educated
ag the majority of Southern girle.” |

“ I at least, never intended to deceive you,” said I; “1
told you in my letter that I was mof an accomplished musi-
cian, and still you consented to employ me.” :

Here Ibroke down entirely, and wept passionately, telling

- her, in broken sentences, that ‘‘ however mortifying it would
be, T was willing to go back, if she wished it.”

At this point, little Jessie, who all the time had been pre-
sent, came to my side, and winding her arms around my

neck, said, “ You sha’n’t go home. We like you, Hal and

me, and you sha’n’t go—shall she, Hal ?”

Thus appealed to, Hal took up my cause, which he
warmly defended ; telling his mother “she made every go-
verness ¢ry, and told them they didn’t know anything, when
they did, for Uncle Dick said so; and Ae knew ; and that, as
for music, Miss Lee played a Aeap better than Lina, because
she played something new—something he never heard be-
fore.”

“Nor any one else,” muttered Mrs. Lansing, while Hal
continued, * Uncle Dick says, the best teachers sometimes
don’t play at all, and Miss Lee sha’n’t go home,” '

Very faintly, 1 repeated my willingness to do so, if Mzs.
Lansing thought best ; to which she replied, “ I will deal

[
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fairly with you, Miss Lee. I am disappointed in your musi-
cal abilities, and if I find that your are deficient in other
things, I shall be obliged to dismiss you ; but for a.fow
days I will keep you on trial,”

“Unecle Dickl won’t let you send her away, I know,” said
Hal ; and this, I am inclined to think, determined her upon
getting rid of me before his return.

Still, I was ostensibly upon #rial, and whoever has becn
in & similar situation, will readily understand that :I;counld

- not, of course, do myself justice. With Mrs. Lansing’s pry-
.ing eyes continually upon me, I really acted as though I
were half-witted ; and Dy the close of the second day, I my-

self began to doubt the soundness of my mind, wondering
why the folks at home had never discovered my stupidity.
Continual excitement kept my cheeks in a constant glow,
while the remainder of my face was guite pale, and several

- times, in-their mother’s presence, the children told me “ how

handsome I was 1” This annoyed her—and on the morning
of the third day, she informed me that she would defray my
expenses back to Magsachusetts, where I -could tell them I
was oo young to suit her ; adding, that I might as well go
the next morning. This was a death-blow o my hopes ;
and so violent was the shock, that I could not even weep.

. Hal and Jessie were furious, declaring I should not go ; and

when T convinced them that I mast, they insisted upon my.
teaching that day, at all events, ,
To this I coasented ; and as Mrs, Lansing had now no
object in watching me, she absented hérself from the school-
room entirely, leaving me to do as I pleased. The conse-
quence was, that my benumbed faculties awoke again to life,

. everything which, for the last ten days, I seemed to- have’

forgotten, caine back to me; while even the children no-
ticed how differently I appeared.

T
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CHAPTER XXI.

UNCLE DICK.

Tae day was drawing to a close. The children’s lessons
were over, the last I was to hear. Their books were piled
away awaiting the arrival of my suceessor, and at my re-
quest I was left in the schoolroom alone—alone with my
grief, which was indeed bitter and hard to bear, for T knew
that injustice had been done me, and most keenly I felt the
mortification of returning home in disgrace. Very beauti-
ful to me seemed that fair south land of which I had dreamed
go oft, and I felt that I could not leave it

Through the open window I heard the shouts of the chil-

dren, but I did not heed them, nor observe that throughout
the entire house there seemed to be an unusnal eommotion.
An hour went by, and then in the hall I heard the voice of
Jessie, and the words she uttered sent an electric thrill
through my nerves, and brought me to my feef, for they
were, * Come this way, Uncle Dick. I reckon she’s in the
schoolroom.” :

The next moment he stood before me, the dark man, scan-
ning me curiously, but still without anything like rudenessin
his gaze.

« Uncle Dick’s come. This is him,” said Jessie, leading
him towards the spot where I stood.

A bright heautiful smile broke over his strongly marked
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features, and I felt as if a gleam of sunlight had shone for

an instant over my pathway. Taking my hand in his, he
‘bade Jessic leave us, as he wished to see me alone. She
started to obey, but ere she rcached the deor, she turned

* back and asking him to stoop down, whispered in his ear,

loudly enough for me to hear, “ I want you to like her.”

“ Of course I shall,” he 1ephed and again that srmle broke
over his face.

I did not expect him to recognize me, for with the excep-
tion of the night at the theatre he had never fairly seen my
[features, and still I was conscions of a feeling of disappoint-
ment when I saw that he evidently had no suspicion of ever
having met me before. When I spoke, however, and he

" heard the sound my voice, he started and looked me more

fally in the face ; but whatever his thoughts might have
been, he seemed to be satisfied that he was mistaken, and
seating himself at my side, he commenced cbnversing with
me ag familiarly as if he had known me all my life. Gradu-
ally our conversation turned upon books, and ere I was
aware of it I passed through what I now know to have
been a pretty thorough examination of all the branches
which Mrs. Lansing had wished me to teach, but so adroitly
wak the whole thing managed that it seemed like a quict,
pleasant tall, though I did wonder at his asking 80 many
questions. Fremch was the last subject discussed, and here
I was at fault, for my pronuneiation I well knew was bad,
although Mr. Delaficld, who was himself a fine French

- scholar, told me it was quite as good as the majority of the

Awmiericans who had neither- lived in Paris, nor had the ad-
vantage of a native teacher. ‘
“You play, I believe. I would like to hear you,” he sald

“at last, laying his hand on my shoulder, as 1f he would lead
‘me to the par101
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Instantly the blood rushed to my face, for since the night
of my disgrace I had not touched the piano, neither did I
wish to again. So I tried to excuse myself, and when he
insisted, I finally said, with my eyes full of tears,.‘ Please
excuse me, siv, for T can’t play. I failed before your sister,
and I shall do the same before you”

“ No you won’t,” he replied, at the same time drawing my
arm within his and leading me towards the door. “ You
have nothing to fear, Miss Lee, and if you acquit yourself half
as ereditably here ag you have elsewhere, I shall be satisfied.”

A faint perception of the truth began to dawn upon me,
and Tlooked up at him so earnestly that he stopped and
smiling down upon me, said, ¢ You have taught a district
school in New England, T believe ?” '

“Yes, sir,” 1 answered.

“ And you were examined, of course?”

“ Yes, sir, and got a certificate, too,” I said eagerly.

“1 presume you did,” he continued, “and if necessary I
can give you another, for I have been doing nothing more or
Jess than trying to find out how much you know. As Ihave
before hinted, I am perfectly satisfied, and unless you leave
from choice, you will remain at Cedar Grove.”

He spoke as one having full authority to. do as he pleased,
and I instinetively felt that though nominally Mrs, Lansing

. wag mistress there, ke, in reality, was the leader, the kead,
whose bidding every one obeyed. The change from utter

despondency to almost perfect happiness, was too great, and -
withdrawing my hand from his arm, I sat down upon the

stairs and cried like a child, while he stood, looking down
upon me and thinking, I dare say, that I was a very foolish
girl. At last, when I thought his patience was nearly ex-
Lausted, I wiped my eyes, and starting up, said, ** You have

made me very happy, Mr. Delafield, for T could not have’
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borne the disgrace as being sent! home as incompetent. T
can play for you now, or for Mrs. Lansing either.”

And the result proved that I was right, for T exceeded my E
own expectations, and was astonished at myself.

“Angeline,” said he, in a slightly commanding voice, as
that lady looked curiously in at the door, ‘“ Angeline C(;me
here ;” and she crossed over to his side, where he de,tained
her by placing his arm around her waist, '

' For a moment then I wavered, for thongh I could not; see
I could feel the haughty gaze of the large black eyes wilicli
I koew were bent upon me. ’

“You have done well, Misg Lee,” be said, when at Jast I
arose from the instrument, at the same time playfully touch-
Ing my cheeks, which were burning with feverish exciie-
inent,

That night, after I had retired to my room, Halbert and
Jessic came to the door, requesting permission to come in.
I admitted them, when Jessie, jumping into my lap, said
“Oh, Pm so glad you are going to stay. Hal says so.;’ ,

“Yes” put in Hal, “ Uncle Dick told me that ".you.

.
- mustn’t be sent away, for you were a heap better scholar

than she had represented you to be.”

“ Perhaps it will not be as Mr, Delaficld says,” 1 re-
marked; and Hal quickly rejoined, * Yes it will ; ma does
just what he tells her to do; and then, too, he pays the

- governess, for I heard him say so, and he told her if you

were dismissed ‘twas the last ‘one he’d hire. And he said
she must treat you better than she did Miss Rawson, for you
were very young, and little things hurt your feelings, and
when Ada came home, she musto’t domineer over you, for
he wouldn’t allow it. Oh, I like Uncle Dick. Don’t you ?”

The moonlight was streaming across the floor, but it did
not reveal the blush which deepened on my cheek ag I
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faint]y'aﬁsWered “Yes,” bidding him at the same time‘flot
to tell of it, for T began to feel afraid of the boy’s loquacity.
That night I dreamed of “ Uncle Dick,” whose name was the
last which sounded in my ears when I fell asleep, and the
" first of which I thought when I awoke in the morning. l%s
I was dressing, I heard little Jessie on the piazza, ginging in
her childish way, “Z love Uncle Dick, I do, and s0 does Hal,
and se does Mis-ses Lee I” ' :

“ Who told you that, Pussy ?” asked a voice w.hich I
recognized as Mr. Delafield’s, and very nervously I listened
for Jessie’s answer, which was, © Ok, I know she does. Hal
asked her didn’t she like you, and she said she did.” )

“ Rather early to avow a preference, I think. I shouldn’t
wonder if a Miss Rawson performance were to be enacted &
second time,” said another voice, which 1 knew to be that
of Mrs. Lansing, who had joined her brother upon the
piazza. : : ‘ o
¢ Angeline,” said Mr. Delafield, somewhat sternljf, “ don’t
be foolish. If IHalbert asked Miss Lee if she liked me,
wast’t it the most natural thing in the world for her to say
‘Yes?) T do wish yow'd rid yourself of the impression that

every girl who looks at me is in love with ‘me, or that I am

in love with every lady to whom I choose to be polite.”

“Po you think Miss Lee pretty?” asked Mrs. Lansing,
without paying aty attention to his last remark, - - .

Up to this point I could not well help overhearing their
conversation, for I was arranging my hair before the mirror
which stood near the window ; but now there was no longer
any Jnecessity for my remaining there, and I resolutely
walked away, though [ would have given much fo have
heard his answer. He had gone home when 1 went down to
the breakfastroom, where I found Mre. Lansing, who
greeted me rather coldly, and appeared slightly embarrgssed.
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I had purposely donned my travelling dress, for though Mr.
Delafiéld had said I was to stay, I felt that she too must do
.the same ere I had a right to remain. The sight of my
dress seemed to annoy her, for it brought to her cheeks two
bright red spots which grew deeper all the while we were at
breakfast. When it was over, and the children had gone
out, I very composedly asked her ‘“‘how long before the
stage would call for me.” ‘

Turning her flashing black eyes upon me, she said, “ Do
you mean to insult me, Miss Lee 7 The stage has been gone
an hour. I supposed you knew you were to remain.”

“Mr. Delafield intimated as much,” I answered ; “ but
my engagement was with gou, not Aim, and until I hear from
you that 1 am expected to stay, I do not of course fecl at
liberty fo do s0.” '

She brightened up perceptibly, and after saying something
about Richard’s meddling in /fer affairs, replied, ““I presume
you were embarrassed when yvou first came, and so could not
appear to advantage ; and as my brother thinks you are a
tolerably fair scholar, I have decided to keep you.” .

I bowed in acquiescence, and she continued. “There is
something, however, which I must first say to you ; but as
this is not the proper place, you will go with me to my
room.” \

I complied with her request, and closing the door, she
began with a long pre'amble as to the proper way for a
young lady to conduet herself in the presence of gentlemen,
especially those who were every way her superiors. ¢ For
instance,” said she, * there’s my brother Richard, who is
rather noted for his familiar, affectionate manvier towards
the ladies. As long as he confines himself to his equals I do
not so much mind it, but when he lavishes his attentions
upon Iy governesses, I think it wrong, for he might, you

' 11




242 MEADOW BROOK.

know, raise hopes which of course could never be realized.
Now, Miss Rawson was a very silly girl who thought lier-
self beautiful, and ere I was aware of it she was deeply in
love with Richard. Of course, he cared nothing for her,
even if he did play with and caress her. It is his way, and
he means nothing by it. Then, too, Miss Rawson was
rather handsome, and' Richard has always been a passionate
admirer of beauty. He used to say, when Lie was younger,
that he never could love a woman who was not beautiful,
and Pve sometimes thought that the sight of a pretty face
completely upset him, For this reason I prefer having a
plain-looking governess. Miss Rawson was far too pretty,
and after my trouble with her I determined to employ none
‘ but ugly ones. This is why I wrote to you concerning your
personal appearance, which is, I am sorry to say, so much
more prepossessing than I had reason to suppose. Still I
do not apprehend any diffieulty, provided you are always
reserved and distant.in Richard’s presence, and decline any
attentions he may occasionally offer you. Miss Montrose,
‘of whom you have heard us speak, will probably be home
this summer, and then his time will be occupied with her, I
do not think he will ever marry any one, but if he docs, it
will undoubtedly be Ada. I won’t detain you longer,” she
added, as she saw me try to suppress a yawn; “ I won't
, detain you auny longer than to warn you once more against
‘being as silly as Miss Rawson wag—the foolish thing—only
think of it, my governess in love with my brother, and % a
Delafield 1"

It was very absurd, I thonght ; and meutally resoly-
ing not to fall into a like error, I repaired to the school-
room, where in due time I was joined by the children, little
Jessie bringing me a beautiful bouquet, which she said
“ Unele Dick had ar ranged for me.”
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Feeling anxious to please Mrs. Lansing, my first impulse
was to send the flowers' back, but upon second thoughts, I

. eoncluded that this would not come under the head of

“ gttentions,” and so all the morning they stood in the tiny
vase, which Ialbert brought to hold them, all except one
rose-bud which Jessie selected from the group, and twined
among my curls. This at the dinner-table attracted the
watchful eye of my employer, who, without any apparent
motive, casually remarked wupon its beauty, saying, “It
looked like & species of rese which grew in her brother’s

‘garden,” and adding that “she did not know as there were .

any of that kind on her grounds.”

I blushed ecrimson, while Jessie answered, “ It didu't
grow here. Uncle Dick bronght it to her with a heap
more.” ' - :
Casting upon me o frowning glance, Mrs, Lansing said,
“ Seems to me you have forgotten the conditions on which
I kept you” :

This was the first I had heard of conditions ; but s0
anxious was I to retain my situation, that I resolved to
please her at all hazards, and stammering out that “Jessie
put it in my hair,” T tore it from among my curls and threw
it upon the floor. Then, as soon as diuner was over, 1 went
up to the schoolroom, and removing the bouquet from the
vase, threw that too, from the window. Very wonderingly,
little Jessie looked up in my face, asking ““ why I did it,”
and if # I didw’t love flowers.”

“Very, very much,” I answered; *but your mother don't
want me to keep them.”

That afternoon he came to visit us “ officially,” he said,
and when I saw his winning manner, and how much of sun-
shine he brought with him, I did not wonder that one as
susceptible as Miss Rawson was represented to be, should
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have fallen in love with him, But with me it was different.
I had been warned against his pleasant, affectionate ways;
and 80, when in conversing with me and Lina, he threw his
arm around her waist and laid his hand carelessly upon my
shoulder, I moved quickly away, while T was sensible of a
deepening flush upon my face. He seemed puzzled, and for
- an instant looked inquiringly at me, as if to ask a reason
for my conduct. He was showing Lina a book of engrav-
ings, and after a while called me to look at a picture which
he thought was particularly fine. | I ‘complied with his
request, and wishing to see more, took a seat at his side,
when eithed purposely, or from force of habit, he threw his
arm across the back of my chair, The action reminded me
of Dr. Clayton, and I was feeling somewhat annoyed, when
looking up, I met the haughty cyes of Mrs. Lansing, who
was passing the door, and had stopped to look in. This of
course embarrassed me, and hardly knowing what I did, I
said rather angrily, “ You will oblige me, Mr. Delafield; by
taking your arm from my chair. It does not look well.”

“ Certainly,” said he, instantly removing it s “1 was not
before aware that it was there,” and a very peculiar smile
was perceptible about his mouth, as he, too, caught sight of
his sister, who, with an approving nod for me, passed on.

I could have cried with vexation, for I feared he would

- think me very prudish, and I knew well enongh that his:

familiarity was only the promptings of an unusually kind
and affectionate nature. After staying a few moments
longer, he arose to go, saying as he turned towards me,
“ Jessie gave you my flowers, I suppose.”
. “Yes sir,” I replied, while my face again grew scarlet,
“ They were beautiful, and I thank you very much.”

“I am glad to hear it,” he continued, looking me steadily
in my eyes, “1T thought perhaps, you did not like them
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when 1 found them on the walk, withered and dried by the
sun.”

T was tr ying to think what to say by way of apology for
thuy treating his gift, when little Jessie came to my relief,
by saying, “ She didn’t like to throw em away, }mt ma
didp’t want her to keep ’em.” :

“ Ab, yes. T understand it now,” said he, adding in an
undertone, as lie shook my hand, in accordance with the
southern custom of bidding good-bye : “1I hope, Miss Lee,
you will exercise your own judgment in such trivial matters
as that.”

That night I cried myself to sleep, half wishing I had
never come to Oedar Grove, for 1 knew Mrs. Lansing
would prove an exacting, unreasonable mistress; and when
Ada came home, my situation, I thought, would be anything
but agreeable ; while, worse than all the rest, was the fear
that T had displeased Mr. Delafield, and appeared very

ridiculous in his eyes. Supposing he had put his arm on my -

chair, was that any reason why I should get angry and
speak to him as I did 7 Tt was his way, and as he had said,
he was not himself aware of what he was doing. Of course,
then, he would think me very foolish, and would ever after
treat me with coolness and indifference. How then was I
surprised, when the next morning, in the presence of his
sister, he handed me a much Targer and handsomer houquet
than the one of the preceding day, saying, as he did so, “1
want you to keep this and not throw it away, as you did my
other one.”

Mrs. Lansing’s face, which had been unusually placid and
serene, now looked clondy and disturbed ; but she said
nothing; neither did she ever again make any allusion to
the flowers which so frequently came to me from Sunny
Bank. One reason for this might have been that she was
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otherwise perfectly satisfied with the conduct of her brother,
which, by the way, was not wholly satisfactory to me! I
is true, he was very polite, very kind ; but there was about
him a reserve which I could not understand, for after that

little affair in the school-room, he never treated me with

the same familiarity which mzuked his deportment towards
the other young ladies, who came to the house. He did not
‘like me, I said, and the thought that I was disagreeable to
- fum made me very unhdppy. To be sure, he was almost con-
stantly at Cedar Grove, where he gpent most of the time in
the school-room, * superintending us,” he told his sister, who,
believing me rather inefficient, made no objection o his
supposed supervision of Lina’s studies. He did not often
talk much to me, but I frequently met the earnest gaze of
his piercing dark eyes, particularly when little Jessie sat in
my lap, listening to my instructions; and once when Herbert
agked him for “ a copy,”—something beginning with “ R,”
he wrote ‘“TRosa Lee, Meadow Brook, Massachusetts.”
Still he disliked me—I was sure of that ; and thongh I did
not then know why it was, the impression that I was to him
an object of aversion made me unhappy, and almost every
day I cried, while Mrs. Lansing more than once told me
that “ she did not believe the South agreed with me, for I was
not half so plump and rosy as when 1 first came.”

About this time, too, a Miss Dean, from the village, who
had evinced quite a liking for me, told me, confidentially,
~ that Mr, Delafield and Ada were certainly engaged ; add-

* ing, that it was sometimes sickening to see them together”
—ua fact I could not doubt, knowing him as I did, and re-
membering Ada’s demeanor towards Herbert when they
were engaged. From the same source, too, I learned that
Mr. Montrose and the elder Mr. Delafield had been warm
friends ; and that the latter, who died when bhoth Mrs.
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Lansing and Richard were quite young, had commmtted

! them to the care of Mr. Montrose, who was to them the

kindest of fathers until the time of hig death, which occurred
a few years after Mrs. Lansing’s marriﬁge, when Richard
was just of age. To ks guardianship, thercfore, as to that
of 2 brother, had Mr. Montrose left his daughter, then a
beautiful girl of seventeen ; and since that time she had lived

"with Mrs. Lansing, who, though she appeared to love the

young orphan, still opposed her marriage with her brother ;
not from any aversion to Ada, but because she did not wish
Richard to marry at all, ag in case he did not, his property
would, in all probability, fall to her children, she being the
only heir. When I asked her why Mr. Delaficld was worth
so much more than Mrs. Lansing, she replicd, that the elder
Mr. Delafield, in his will, had left two-thirds of his property
to his son, bequeathing the other third to his daughter,
whose husband had wasted nearly the whole in his extrava-
gont manner of living, Cedar Grove, too, she said, was
mortgaged to . Richard for more than it was worth, and it
was wholly owing to his forbearance and extreme generosity

that Mrs. Lansing was enabled to support her present style .

of living. This, she said, aside from Mrs. Lansing’s hope
that her children would one day inherit her brother’s wealth,
wag a sufficient reason why she wished him to remain a
bachelor, ag the presence of a wife at Suany Bank would, in
all probability, lessen his hbemhty towards herself. Miss
Dean, who seemed to be well posted, also told me that, in
casc Mrs. Lansing saw her brother was determined to marry,
she would, of course, prefer‘that he should marry Ada, who
was quite @ favorite, inasmuch ag she had morey of her own,
and was connected with one of the first families in South
Carolina. 2

All t]m I bLelieved, and when T saw how anxious' Mrs.

é

e e AN e R T S A R

R et TR

b o PSR T

RS o e L D

ARl




248 MEADOW BROOK.

Lansing appeared for Ada’s return, and how much interest
Mr. Delafield, too, seemed to take in her, T felt sure that
matters were at last amicably arranged, and that, for once,
ramor was right in saying that Sunny Bank would, in the
autumn, be graced by the presence of a mistress. Latterly,
Mr. Delafield had been making some repairs, and only a few
days before, when I chanced to be there with Jessie, he had
taken me through his library into a little, pleasant, airy
room, which he was {itting up with great elegance.

“ This,” said he, laughingly, “I design as the boudoir of
Mzs. Delafield, when 1 shall he fortunate enough to boast
such an appendage to my household; and as a woman’s taste
is supposed to be superior to that of men, I want your

opinion. How do you like it ? Do you thmk it would suit
my wife, if I had one 77

“Of course he meant Ada, and in fancy I saw her reclining
upon the luxurious lounges, or gazing out npon the vine-
wreathed piazza, and wealth of flowers, which greeted my
view when I looked from the large bay window. For an
instant I dared not trust my voice to speak, and when at
last I did so, T am sure it must have trembled, for he came
to my side and looked me earnestly in the face, while he
smiled at my answer,

“It ought to suit her, unless her home heretofore has
been Paradise,”

After that T had not the least doubt of his engagement
with Ada, and I began seriously to think of going back to
Meadow Brook to take charge of a select school, which wag
about to be opened there. Ihad now been in G‘emgm about
four months, and one night I went down to the pleasant
summer-house at the foot of the garden. It was a beautifal
moonlight night and the air was almost oppressive with the
sweet fragrance of the flowers, Why I went there I hardly
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know, only I fancied I could better make up my mind as to

my future course, if I were alone and in the open air. No- .

body likes me here” 1 said to myself, as I took a
seat within the arbor, “nobody but Halbert and Jessie.
Mrs. Lansing is freaky and cross. Lina, selfish and
indifferent, while Mr. Delafield  thinks only of Ada’s re-

turn, which I so much dread, and to be rid of meeting her,

I will go home .before she eomes” So 1 decided that on
the morrow, I would make known my determination to Mrs,
Lansing, who I fancied would be glad, while Mr. Delafield
would not be affected either way, [ was nothing to Aim—
he was nothing to me—so I reasoned, and then I made plans
for the futuve, just as other maidens of eighteen have done,

. when their heart was aching with a heavy pain, whose cause

they did not understand. I should never marry---that was
a settled point—J should teach school all my days, and by
the time I was twenty-five (it scemed a great way off then) I
should have a school of my own, “ Lrr SzaNary” T would
call it, and I had just completed the arrangement of the
grounds; which- somehow bore a strong resemblance to those
of Sunny Bank, when I was roused from my reverie by the
sound of a footstep, and in a moment Mr. Delaficld stood at
the entrance of the summer-house. He evidently did not
expect to find me there, for he started back at first, and then,

Loping he did not intrude, came to my side, saying, A

penny for your thoughts, Miss Lee, provided they are 1ot
as gloomy as your face would indicate.” .
“You ean have them for nothing,” I returned, elevating my

eyebrows, and drawing down the corners of my mouth asif

1 felt that in some way ke had injured me.

“Your are blue to-mght and have been so for several
days. What is the matter ?” he asked, at the same time
throwing his arms around my waist with his olden familiarity.
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Quickly remembering himself, however, he withdrew it,
saying as he did so, “ I beg your pardon, Miss Lee. I am

go in the habit of taking snely ljberties, that I forgot my- -

self 1 and he moved off a little distance. I could have cried
with vexation, for though it might have been improper, T
was perfectly willing to sit there with his arm around me !
It might have dispelled all idea of the * Ler Semtvary ” of
which T was to be Principal | But he gave me no such op-

portunity, and folding his arms as if to keep them in their.

place, he continued, “But tell me, Miss Lee, what ¢s the
matter. You do not scem yourself

It was pexfectly proper for me to tell him, I thought, and
very deliberately I unfolded to him my plan of returning
home within a weck, if Mrs. Lansing were willing, which 1
was sure she would be, ag she had never been quite satisfied
with my acquirements, When I had finished speaking, I
turned towards him, not to see what effect my words had
produced, for I had not the most remote idea that he would

care. (reat then was my surprise, when I saw the blank’

cxpression of his face, which looked darker than ever.

‘Starting ap, he walked two or three times rapidly across the
- little arbor, and then resuming his seat, sald geatly, “ Have
you been unhappy here, Miss Lee

I could hardly repress my tears ag I told him how much
I liked the south land, and how I should hate to leave it.

“ Why then do you do so?” he asked; and I answered
T can do more good at home ; nobody likes me here.”

He came nearer to my side, as he said, “ Nobody likes
you! oh, Rose, there is one at least who more than
likes”

It was the first time he had ever ealled me Rose, and it
thrilled me with an indefinable emotion ; but so impressed
was I with the idea of his engagement with Ada, that I
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never dreamed of interpreting his words, ag I now think he
meant I should ; and ere he could say more, I interrupted
him with, “ Yes—Ilittle Jessie loves me, I know, and when I
think of her, I would fain stay.”

Still nearer to me he came, as he said, * And think you
Jessie is the ouly one who loves you

If ever Mrs. Lansing’s belief that I was non compos men-
tis was verified, it was then ; for with the utmost stupidity
I answered, “ Why, no ; Halbert likes me, but both he and
Jessie will forget me when I am gone, and learn to love
another.” ‘

I think he was quite disgusted . for with a slight gesture
of impatience he changed his manner, and in & very business-
like way began to reason the case with me, urging a great
many reasons why I shounld not leave ; the most potent

.one with me, being the fact that ie wanted me to stay—'‘he

would miss me very much,” he said, “for he liked my
society—it was a pleasure to talk with me, for he was sure
I meant what I said ; I was natural—truthful—so different
from most of the young ladies (of course he excepted Ada),
and then, too, it seemed as if he had known me always, or
at least, had met me before, for my voice was familiar.”

I could not tell him of our meeting in Boston, but I saw

no harm in reminding him of the night, when for a few -

hours I was his travelling-companion, and so to his last
remark, I answered, “ We have met before, in the ecars
between Utica and Albany.”

In some surprise he looked earnestly at me a moment,

and then said, “Ts it possible? Why have you never

mentioned it before 1”

“ Because, sir,” I replied, “ I did not suppose you would
remember me.” :

He appeared thoughtful for a time, and then again, look-
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ing closely at me, said, “I did not, I believe, get a glimpse
of your features then, and still it seems as if T had seen
them before—or something like them. At all events, I
sometimes dream of a childish face, which must resemble

- You as you were a few years ago.”
Once T half determined to remind him of the little girl
who fainted at the theatre ; s but ere I did so, he continued, -

“ When I met you in the cars, if I mistake not, you spoke

of Miss Montrose. Did you ever see her ? but of course.

not,” he added, ere I had time to reply. T cannot tell why
I shrank from acknowledging my slight acquaintance with
Ada, but I did, and for a moment I said nothing ; then
thinking it would be wrong to give him a false impression, I

_said, “Ican hardly say that I am acquainted with- Miss

Montrose ; but I have met her several times at my uncle’s
in Boston, where I spent the winter, four years ago.”

Again he bent forward as if to scan my face, while he’

replied, ““Indeed! ~'Were you in Boston then? It is
strange Ada never spoke of you, or you of her hefore.
Was there a mlsunderstandmfr between you 77

““Oh, no,” I answered quickly; “she was a fashionable

young lady, and I a mere school-girl ; so, of course; we

knew but little of each other.”

“What was your uncle’s name P he inquired; and I
answered ““ Lee,” noticing the while, how the shadow which
had settled upon his face at the mention of Boston, passed
gradually away.

For a moment he was silent, and then rather abruptly, he
asked, “Did yon like her ?”

I remembered the time when Dr. Clayton hqd agked me a
similar question concerning Dell Thompson, and now, as then,
I answered evasively, that “I hardly knew her——she was

very beautiful and accomplished.”
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Here he interrupted me by saying, “ I did not ask if you
thought her beautiful. I asked if you liked her.”

1 felt a little annoyed, for I thought he had no right thus
to question me, and forgetting that she was to be his wife,
I replied, “ No sir, I did awot like her. Neither do I think

she liked me, or my-sister who was with me; and this is one

reason why I wish {o leave before her return.” -

I supposed he would be offended at hearing me speak
thus of her, but he was not; he merely smiled as he
answered, ©“ Ada has many faults, I know, but I do not

believe your situation will be less pleasant on account of her -

presence.  If it is, just state the case to me. 1 am compe-
tent to manage it, I believe ; besides that, it is uncertain
how long she will remain at Cedar Grove.”

He commenced plucking at-the green vine-leaves which
grew above my head, while T turned my face away to hide
my emotions ; for of course, when Ada left Cedar Grove, it
would be as his bride, I thought, and wag surprised when
he continued, “ The cousin with whom she is travelling in

- Burope, has won from her a half promise that she will spend

next winter with her in New Orleans, and if so she will
Teave in Oectober 5 so you see, she can’t annoy you long;
and now you must promise me not to lea,vc us unless she
prove perfectly disagreeable.”

There is not, I believe, the least coquetry in my nature,
and I replied frankly that I wonld stay. ‘

“You have made me very happy, 1 Miss Lee,” said he,
rising up snd laying his hand upon my head, just as a
father might caress his child, for he was thirty-one and I
was eighteen |

That night I pondered long upon what he had said,
recalling every word and look, and at last, when a ray of
light faintly glimmered upon my &efogged mteiiecf I hid my
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face in the pillow, lest the moonlight, which shone around
me, should read thereon the secret thought which I scarcely
dared to harbor for a moment. Could it.be possible that
ke loved me, and but that for my unaccountably stupid
blunder in thrusting first Jessie and then Halbert in his face
he would have told me so | But no—it was impossible, Hc;

was probably engaged to Ada. She was beantiful and rich-

—1 was homely and poor. It could not be. And then my
reader, did I first awake to the consciousness of how mu,ch I
- loved him ; and how, when he was wedded to another, the
world would be to me nanght but a dreary blank, An::'n I
remembered my former affection for Dr. Clayton, and ther; 1
grew caim. I had outgrown that, I said, and in all proba-
bility I should outlive this, my second heart-trouble. So,
falling back upon the ““ Lee Seminary ” as something Whicli
was to comfort me in my lone pilgrimage, I fell asleep and
dreamed that Mr. Delafield’s children, amounting in all to

& dozen, were every one placed under my special charge !

"CHAPTER XXIL
ADA.

Sur was now daily expected, the vessel in which she had
gailed laving landed at New York, and numerous prepa-
rations in honor of her arrival were in progress at Cedar
Grove, where she was evidently regarded as o person of
consequence. 'The best chamber in the house was appro-
priated for her use; Mr. Delafield himself taking much
intevest in the arrangement of its furniture, and bringing
over each morning fresh bouguets of flowers, which, in costly
vases, adorned the apsrtment. Every one seemed anxious
and expectant, save Jessie and Halbert, the former of whom

did not wish her to come, as she took up so much of “ Uncle

Dick’s ? timeé, while the latter openly avowed lis dislike,
saying, he wished she'd stay in Furope always.

As for myself, though there was no particular reason why
I should do so, I dreaded her arrival, and when ab last,
word came to the school-room that she was in the parlor,
and the childven must come down to see her, I stole out
into the garden, in order that I might put off the interview
with her as long as possible. I knew I must mect her at

. the supper-table, and so after a time I went up to my room

to dress, donning a plain white muslin, which 1 had often
heen told became me better than aught else I could wear.
Before my toilet was finished, little Jessie came in and
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insisted upon twining among my curls a few simple buds
- whieh, she said, looked mighty nice,” adding, as she steppeé
back a pace or two to witness the effect, “ I think you are
a heap prettier than Ada; but Uncle Dick don't, ’cause T
asked him, and he said ‘Of course Ad was 1:he hand-
somest” . Hal says how he’s her beau, and I reckon he is
for he kissed her like fary 1” ’

“He kisses everybody, don’t he?” I asked : and she
replied,— ’

“ Mighty nigh everybody but youw.” I never scen him' Tiss
you, and when I asked him why, he said you wouldn’t let
him-—wor’t you 77 " |
. “It wouldn’t be proper,” I said, smiling down upon ;nhe
lhtﬂe fairy, who, poised on one foot, was whirling in circles
and then looking up into my face, with her soft dreamy:
eyes. . '

At that moment the supper bell rang, and bounding away.
she left me alone. For full five minutes T waited tr;inn- tc’»
summon sufficient courage to'go down, and at last chi?iino'
m‘yself for my weakness, 1 started for the dining-room.. M;
footsteps were light, as they evidently were not aware of my
approach, for they were talking of me, and as I r-eaf-ched the
door, I heard Jessie, who was giving Ada a description of

her teacher, say, “ Why she’s the properest person in the
Woyld, for she won't even let Uncle Dick kiss her.”

“ Somewhat different from Miss Rawson,” said Ada join-
ing in the general langh ; at the same time lifting her ’Iarge
languid eyes, she saw me, and started slightly, I fancied as,
she recognized me, ’

She had changed since I saw her last, and her facé- now
wore a weary, jaded look, while the dark circle beneath her
 eyelids told of late hours and heated rootns,

“ Migg L_ee———Miss Montrose,” said Mrs. Lansing, and the

ADA. o957

proud Ada bowed haughtily to the humble governess, who
with heightened color took ‘her accustomed seat at the
table.

“ You have seen each other before, I believe,” said Mr.
Delafield, looking curiously at both of us, while Mrs. Lansing,
in much surprise, exclaimed, “Seen ecach other ! Where,
pray ¥’ o ,

T waited for Ada to answer, and after staring at me a
moment, she replied, quite indifferently, “ Miss Lee’s face
does seem familiar, and if T mistake not, T met her once or
twice in Boston —and this was all she said, if I except a
glance, half entreating, half threatening, which she threw at
me from beneath Ler long, drooping eyelashes. This glance
T did not then understand, but I now know it to have heen
prompted by a dread lest I should tell of her engagement
with Herbert Langley, and thus betray her to Mr. Delafield,
to whom, it seems, she had positively denied the whole, solemn-
ly assuring him that there had never been between thom any-
thing more serious than a mere friendly acquaintance. When,
therefore, she saw me, her fears were awakened, and know-

ing that I bad her secref in my possession, she looked upon

me with' suspicion and dislike, while I, wholly unconscious of
her feelings, had not the least intention of ever spesking of
the past, unless circumstances should render it necessary.
But of this she was not aware, and that night, in the pri-

vacy of her room, she communed with herself as to the

best means of counteracting anything which 1 might say
concerning her conduct in Boston, deciding at last that the
surest way of accomplishing her object was to brand me as
a person whose word could not be trusted | And this she
deemed an easy task, inasmuch as no one there had ever

seen or heard of me before. Strange, too, as it may £iem,.

there was mingled with her distrust of me a slight shas e of
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- Jealously lest Mr. Delafield should in any way notice me.
True, T was a poor obscure girl, earning my daily bread, and
on no point could I compete with her save one, and that was
age, I being, as she well knew, eight or nine years ler ju-
nior. To be old and unmarried was with her almost g crime,
and ag year after year passed on, leaving her still Ada Mon-
trose, her horror of single blessedness increased, while at
the same time she seemed to look upon those much younger
than herself as almost her enemies, especially if they came
between her and Mr. Delafield, who, as the world goes, was
at the age of thirty-one mors likely to choose a gfrl of
cighteen than one of twenty-seven. 'This, then, was my
fault. I was young and had also in my possession a secret
which she did not wish to have divalged, for well she knew that
one as upright and honorable as Mr. Delafield would despise
a woman who could stoop to a falsehood as she had done.

“ No, it shall not be |” said she, as she sat alone in her
room with her face resting upon her hands ; “ it shall not be !
I will thwart her and she shall never triumph over me, as did
her pale-faced sister, but for whom I might now have borne
the title of Mrs. instead of trembling lest some one should
ask how old I 4m 1”7 And the proud belle felt pang of envy
towards my poor widowed sister whose heart was buried in
the grave of her unfortunate husband.

Not that she (Ada) had ever cared particularly for Her-
hert Langley, but women of the world sometimes bestow
their hand where the heart cannot be given, and thus
might she have done had not circumstances prevented, for
she had then no hope of ever winning her guardian.

Here, ere we proceed farther, it may be well to relate
briefly her past -history, going back to the time when on
his death-Ded her father had ,not only given her to the
charge of Mr, Delafield, but had also made a request that, if
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it were consistent with his feelings, Richard would one day
make her hig wife. As we have said clsewhere, Mr, Delafield
was a 'gwat admirer of beauty, and when he looked upon
the exceedingly lovely face of the youthful Ada, and thought
of her as a loneiy orphan, his heart was touched, and he
found no difficnlty in promising to protect her, and also to
make her his wife, if, upon a more intimate acquaintance,
he found her all he could wish her to be. That he did not
find her thus was proved by the fact that nearly ten years

- had elapsed since her father’s death, and she.was Ada Mon-

trose still, while he, as he grew older, seemed less likely 1;0;
find any one who fully came up to his standard of excellerfce
beauty, in reality, now being of minor importance, notwith-

~ standing his sister’s assertion that he would never marry

one who had not a pretty face. .
Upon this point, however, Ada had some doubts ; for if
beauty were what he desired, she still possessed it to an un-
common degree; and it did not geem 0 move hint in the least.
Rumor, indeed, said they were on the eve of marriage, but she
knew better, for never yet had he really told her in earnest
that he loved her. It is true that years before, when she
first came & weeping orphan to Cedar Grove, he had devo_t—
ed himself to her entirely, feeling, perhaﬁs, a little proud of hig
ward, to whom he sometimes talked of love, or hinted vague-
ly of the time when she would be his bride, as they wander-
ed together beneath the whispering pines, which grew around
his home, and once, when she was in Boston, he had actu-
ally made up his mind to offer himself immediately an(.l take
her to Sunny Bank as its mistress. To this resclution I}e
was urged by her cousin,’a strong-minded wonsan, who, in
vigiting at Cedar Grove, had labored to impress upon him
the sense of the duty he owed not only to her father but to
Ada herself, who was represented as loving him devotedly,
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and who was said to have made a vow never to marr Yy un-
less if were her guardian, Very ar tfully, too, did Mrs, John-
son insinuate that her illness, of which they had heard, had
its origin in “hope deferred which maketh the heart sick.”

The knowledge that a beautiful girl loves you—nay, is
dying for you, is sufficient, I suppose, to touch the feelings
of men less susceptible to female charms than Richard Dela-
field, and acting upon. the impulse of the moment, he started
off without, however, leaving any word as to his. destination.
Arrived in Boston, he went to the Revere House, where, as
we know, he casually heard of Ada’s engagement with Her-
bert Langley. To'say he was not disappointed would hard-
Iy be just, for his self-pride was touched in knowing that
Ada had given her affections to another, and that other not
a very worthy object, if the word of hlS gossiping informeyr
was to be trusted. Too much displeased even to see her, he
had left the city immediately, declaring tha,t he would never
again think of marriage with any one,

As the reader will remember, Ada heard of him through
one of her acquaintance, and from something her cousin had
‘written, she half guessed the nature of his visit, According-
Iy on her return to Georgia she several times in his presence
laughingly referred to the gossiping story, ‘whieh, she said,
some of the Bostonians got up concerning her and a million-
aire, positively denying it, and wishing people would let her
alone | But all this wag to no purpose. Mr. Delafield’s
impulse had subsided, and though his manner towards her
was always kind, affectionate, and brotherly, he never spoke
‘to her of love or marriage, except sometimes to ask her teas-
ingly if “if they were not both of them almost old enough to
get married.”

Stiil she did not despair, for of his own aceord he had ac-
companied her and her cousin to Europe, whither he had
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always intended to go, and though he had left the.m some
months before, Mrs. Johnson was willing to leave Paris, whejre
Ada’s beauty attracted much attention from the polite
Trenchmen, she would not believe he was at all weary o.f
hier, bub rather, as he had said, that his business requived his
immediate return to America.

Latterly Mrs. Lansing had in a measure espoused her
cause, and knowing, as she did, of the recent repairs at Sun-
ny Bank, said by Rlchard to be for the benefit of his bride,
she began again to entertain sanguine hopes of eventually
becoming Mrs. Delafield, provided the governess did nof, by
her foolish tattling, mar her prospects.

Such, then, was the state of affairs when I was the bur-
den of Ada’s thoughts, as she sat alone in her room on the
first night after her return home. Ior a time she mused
with her face in her hands, then lifting up her head and
throwing back the silken tresses, which fell over her brow,

. she gazed long and earnestly at herself in the opposite mir-

TOr. 3
“Yes, T am fading,” she said at Iast, “and each year my

chance for winning him grows less, and if this Lee girl siwulld
tell, it would take from me every shadow of hope-——but_ it
shall not be. T can prevent. her foolish tattling from doing
me harm, and I will.” .

Then the better nature of Ada Montrose whispered to her
of the great wrong she was meditating against a poor, de-
fenceless girl, who as yet had never injured her, and for
a moment she wavered. ' ‘ |

«If T only knew she would never tell,” said she ; *“but
she will, accidentally if not intentionally. Low-bred people
like her are always bold, and as she becomes better acquainted
with me, she may possibly say something to -me abo-ut Her-
bert in the presence of Mr. Delafield, who will question her,
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perhaps, abd thus learn the whole. So Pl be prepared.

She’s nothing but a poor governess, and my word will be
preferred to hers, provided I first give her the character of
a deceiver.”

On awaking next morning her resolution was partially
shaken, and might, perhaps, have been given up entirely, if,
in looking from her window, she had not seen a sight which

awoke within her the demon jealousy, by whose aid she could -

do almost anything. The governess had arisen carly, as was
her usual custom, and gone forth into the garden, where she
came unexpectedly upon Mr. Delafield, who, after expressing
his’ pleasure at meeting her, very quictly drew her arm
within his own, and then walked with her several times
through the garden, casting often admiring glances towards
the drooping figure at his side, who, trembling lest the Ar ous
eyes of Mrs. Lansing were upon her, would fain have been
left alone. All this Ada saw, and as she thought how dif
ferent was his manner towards Rose from what it had ever
been towards her, a sudden light flashed upon her, She had
not lived twenty-seven years for nothing, and like Dicken’s

- woman with the ‘mortified bonnet,” she knew the signs,
and with a sinking heart, she exclmmed “Ts it possible that
he loves her 77 .

The thought was maddening, and now streugthencd ten-
fold in her purpose of working the young girl evil, she went
forth into the garden to meet them, nodding coldly to Rosa,

~ and bestowing her sweetest smile upon her gliardian, who
wound his arm around her waist and playfully kissed her fore-
head—a liberty he would not dare to have taken with Rose,
who, thinking that of course she was not wanted, made an
effort to withdeaw her hand. - But Mr, Delafield’s arm was
strong, and he pressed it closely to his side, at the same time
giving her a look which bade her stay, notwithstanding that
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Ada two or three times hinted to her the propricty of
going.

“ Why don’t you ask Miss Lee ahout your .- Boston
friends 7”7 said Mr. Delafield, when they had taken a few
torns in silence,

Ada tossed her head scornfully, and replied, I don’t
think I had any acquaintanees in common with Miss Lee,
ualess, indeed, it were her old awnty ;” and with a little hate-
ful lanugh she leaned across Mr. Delafield, and asked, « How
is she ? Richard, you would like to know.”

1 was provoked at her manner, but I answered civilly that
nmy aunt was well, adding, a5 one would naturally do, *“ Her-
bert Langley, I suppose you know, is dead.”

The news was unexpected, and coming as it did, it pro-
duced upon her a singular effect, blanching her cheek to a
marble whiteness, while her lips quivered spasmodically, Mr.

_Dela,ﬁeld was startled, and stopping short, demanded of her

what was the matter.

“ Oh, nothing much,” she answered, recovering her com-
posure, and pressing her hand upon her side, “ nothing but
an ugly pain, which is gone now. I have felt it often late-
ly,” and her face looked as wnruffled and innocent as if she
really thought it was the truth she had uttered.

I knew she told a falsehood, but Mr. Delafield did not, and
leading her to the summer-honse, which was near, bade. her
sit down, while he made minute inquiries concerning the
pain, asking how long since she first felt it, and saying Le
would speak to Dr. Matson the first time he came to Cedar
Grove, adding that a blister, he presumed, would help it |

«“ Oh, mercy 17 she exclaimed, again growing pale. “You
make too serious a matter of it.” '

But he did not think so—he was very tender of her, a8
a brother would be of his orphaned sister ; and knowing that
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her mother had died of consumption, he watched narrowly
for the first indications of that disease.in her. Just then
little Jessie came bounding down the walk, saying that
“““breakfast was ready,” and leading her by the hand, I re-
turned to the house, followed by Mr. Delafield and Ada, the
latter of whom made some remark concerning my gesf, which
she pronounced ““ wholly Yankee and cowntrified.”

‘“ And graceful,” rejoined Mr. Delafield, at the same time

telling her he did not like to hear one female sPeak dispar-

agingly of another.
Ada bit her lip with vexation, and when she took her seat

at the table, she was evidently not in the best of humors. At

Mrs, Lansing’s invitation her brother remained to breakfast,
and I could not perceive that he was any more polite to the
‘beautiful lady in elegant F'rench muslin on his right, than he
was to the plain-looking girl in a shilling calico on his left.
Indeed, if there was a difference, it was in favor of the lat-
ter, with whom he conversed the most, addressing her as if
she had at'least common sense, while towards Ada he always

assnmed the trifling, bantering manner which he seemed to

think was saited to her capacity.
Breakfast being over, 1 started for my room, accidentally

dropping upon the stairs & handkerchief, which had been

given me by Anna, and which had her name “ Anna Lec”
marked in the corner. In honor of Ada’s retarn, there was
no school that day, and as the morning advanced and the
heat in my chamber grew oppressive, I went with my book
to the sitting-room, and took a seat by an open window,
where I soon became so absorbed in reading as not to ob-
serve Mrs. Lansing and Ada, who came out upon the piazza
and sat down guite near me, but still in such a position that
neither of us could see the other. After a time they were
joined by Mr. Delafield, and then for a moment I thought
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of stealing quietly away, but thinkipg my remaining there
could do no harm, I resomed my book and forgot my neigh-
bors entirely, until my attention was roused by the sound
of my own name, '

It was Mrs, Lansing who spoke, and she asked, “ What
kind of folks are those relatives of Miss Lee 77

“ Oh, about so so,” answered Ada, and Mrs. Lansing con-
tinned,  Aud she was then at school 7 I believe.

“ At school I” vepeated Ada, apparcntly in much surprise.
“Mercy, ro ! ‘Why, she wasa grown up woman, as much as
twenty-two or twenty-three years old.” ’

“There, I thought so,” answered Mrs. Lansing, who the
reader will remember had, at my first introduetion, taken me

~to be twenty-five. ‘I thought she must be more than
] eighteen,'didn’t you, Richard #7

“ Eighteen I” repeated Ada. It isn't poscible she ecalls
herself eighteen. She dare not do it in my presence. 'Why,
she had been a teacher, 1 don’t know how long, and, besides
that, 'twas said that she had once been engaged to a Dr.
Clayton, who, for some reason, jilted her, and was then a
married man as much as thirty years old. Eighteen, indeed.
T'd like to hear her say so.” :

I was confounded, but supposing she had mistaken me
for Anna, my first impulse was to go out and tell Ler so, but
fearing lest she should think I had intentionally listened, my
second thought was to go away where I could hear nothing
further, and then, when Mrs. Lansing questioned me, as
1 felt sare she would, I fancied it would be an easy matter
to exonerate myself from the falsehood Ada had pat upon

.~ T had reached the hall, and was half-way up the stairs,
when Mr. Delafield, who had arisen and was walking back
and forth on the piazza, espied me, and called me back.

There was & troubled look ou his face, and fixing his

12
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piercing black eyes upon me as if ho wonld read my inmost
thou.ghts, he said with something of bitterness in the tones
of hIS. voice, ““ I did think I had found one female who, on all
occasions, spoke the truth ; but if what Ada hag ,sa-id is
trufa, I am mistaken ; though why you (and his hand involnn-
tarily clatched my arm) or any other woman should stoop
to a ?alsehood, or seek to deny her age, be she a hundred oi'
less, is & seeret which Heaven knows, perhaps, but I do not.”
T lelt my face flush with indignation, and tarning towur(is
Ada, Wllq, Bot having expeeted a scene like this Dwas very
- pale, I said, ‘It is not necessary, Miss Montrose ,for yon tf)
repeat what you have asserted coneerning me, for’I accident-
ally overheard it, and I thank Mr. Delafield for giving me
an opportunity to exoncrate myself from the charge yom arc
pleased to bring against me.”

“Been listening,” muttered Mrs. Lansing.

“ S.ilence, Angeline.  Go on, Rose,” interrupted Mr. Dela-
field, in a voice which we both obeyed, she resuming her
needlework, while I continued, “T had taken my seat by
the open window ere you and Miss Montrose came out herg
and not thinking it necessary to leave, T remained Without’
however, hearing a word of your conversation until’ I éauo’ht’.
the sound of my name. Then, indeed, my senses were shac;" -
ened, and I heard Miss Montrose’s étatcment,' which I ‘aﬁl'
Zizeasllfisvz;g.ﬁi never hgve made were she not laboring un-

}.Iere Ada, who was not in the least prepdred for the oe-
casion, began to stammer out something about “lettine the
matter drop—she did not wish to harm me, and had gsaid
what.; she did inadvertently, without ever, dreaming of
making trouble. She didw't see why Richard Wishe% to

make it such a serious matter, for she was sure she didw’t
care whether I were forty or eighteen.”
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“But f care,” he said, glﬁa,Spiﬁg my arm still tighter, “ .1
care to have justice done. I have supposed Miss Lee to be
frauk, ingenuoiis and truthful, and if what you assert is true,

she is the reverse, and should suffer accordingly, while on
' the contrary if she be innocent, she shall have an opportu-

nity of proving herself so.” :

By this time Ada had collected her scattered scnses, and -
resolving to brave the storm she had raised, veplied, “ Cer-
tainly, Miss Lee has a vight to clear herself if she can, and
prove that she is really Rose. instead of Anna Lee”

¢« Rose instead of Anne ! What do youmean 7 thundered
Mr. Delafield, while £ was too much astonished to speak.

Ada was not very deep, and in all her plotting she had -
vever thought, how easy it would be for me to prove the
falsity of her asscrtion by writing home ; 80 with the utmost
coolness she replied, “I mean this :-—there were fwo Lec
girls living at the house of their uncle where I occasionally
visited : one was Anaa, & young lady of twenty-two or twenty-
three, the other was Fose, a school-gitl of fourteen or fifteen.
The oldest of these two I have every reason to believe stands
before us—at least #4is, which I found upon the stairs,

would indicate as much,” and she held to view the handker-
chief which 1 had dropped and had not missed.

Glancing at the name, Ms. Lausing said, “I have ob-
served a similar mark upon several of her garments, and
rather wondered at it.”

This was true, for Anna had dealt generously with me,
giving me many of her clothes, some of which bore her full
name, while others had merely the initials. I was about to
tell of this, when Mr. Delafield prevented me by asking if I
could prove that I was what I represented myself to be, and
that T was a mere school-girl when I saw Miss Montrose in
Bogston. |
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“Yes, sir, I can,” I answered firmly ; “Dby writing home,
I'ean prove it, if in no other way. Bat Miss Montrose
knows better than to confound me with Anna, whom she
surely has reason for remembering.” ;

Fearful lest her darling secret was about to be divulged,
Ada roused up and in a tone of angry defiance, answered,

‘“Yes, T have rcason for remembering you, for you did me -

good service by taking off my hands a worthless, drunken
fellow, about whom the Bostonians were annoying me. I
thank you for it, Miss Lee, and only wonder how you eould
suppose I would forget you. I recognized you the mement
We met at the table, but T did not then dream of your call-
ing yourself eighteen when you are certainly fwenty-siz 7
I was confounded and remained speechless, while with re-
newed strength my accuser continued, “ Perhaps you will
deny having heen a teacher at that time, when according to
your statement you were only fourteen.”

“No,” I answered, “T do not deny that ; I /ad taught,
but T was only #hirteen when 1 did so, as any one at home
will testify.”

“ Thirteen ! how improbable I” exclaimed Mrs., Lansing,
while Ada continued, “ And what of your engagement with
Dr. Clayton. T heard it from the lips of your amnt ; but
perhaps she told me a falsehood 7 and she looked malicious-
Iy at me, while with a stamp of his foot Mr. Delafield said
sternly, “ Ada, you have no right to question her of that.”

“But - am glad she did,” T said, “for as I live, T have
never been engaged to any man.” :

“Nor in love with one either? Will you say you were
never in love with Dr. Clayton ?” persisted Ada.
It was a cruel question, but I could not deny it, and T re-
mained silent, while I cowered beneath the hurning gaze of
Mr. Delafield, who still held me fast; but who now loosened -
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| i roni hi ainst
Dis hold, and slightly pushing me fiomlhlm,_leanbei ‘:g;; o
? . L
ith folded ar ad dark, lowering brow,
the pillar, with folded arms, ar 3 : v
M?c;l Lansing and Ada exchanged glances of tuump{l - bu};
ha,{kl‘by my silence gained a partial advantag? ogell ] I, but
lone as I fels the clasp of Mr. Delafield’s af{ 1, L
af y D1:0 defy them. Now, however, that had aai (;3 abﬂ,
strot e b L mo
:,rid rrgirl-like I began to cry, tellmg therfl they cg:)ston 0{:
:cest bthe whole matter by writing either to
; Brook.” ;
Mfﬁl?i?litermtive had not ocenrred to Ada b.efore, but r:; '
Me readily saw how easily T conld prove myﬁ nmi)eef]lgg, -
s e met Mr. Delafield’s inquiring glanc{e, she ur A very
ajaiz and laid her hand upon her side as if the pan b
! £
o ish for
tm‘:Roée » said Mr. Delafield, © you would 1]11:;62; ;V&S o
) ) o
dow Brook were you g )
e b0 e ;)hould do so, T am inclined to hope {ﬁl.la,t
- o
i 1e, stand by me (and reaching
2 be mistaken. Come, 8 : ching
Ai%h?;aiand he drew me to his md?) ajlc'l tei}[ n‘tr(i.oz.e e
Ourtieulm‘s of your acquaintance with Miss f‘ou ,d‘;d ) e
plao about that sister with whom you are con 01:11 unt,ﬂ ”
o (turning to the other ladies) are not to speak, i she
?sollhrouwh when Ada can make any corrgctwn or exp
1 S
tion necessary.” o
Tt was an act of justice W
and wiping my eyes, 1
ising i kingly,
rising up, said mocking -
gion T will leave, as I do mot \dm:h to
ich [ am sare will be uttered. .
‘Vliﬂ:ain Mr. Delafield’s long arm was extende.d, at;d (\E}Zre
ing ida as she was passing, he drew her t? jms suA eé,l hore
1‘1%1 ld’her firmly, saying, ** It looks suspieious, a,h that
3
heu ];re not willing to hear Miss Lee’s defence. You ,
yo ‘

geerm willing that we

hich T owed to myself, T knew,
I was about to commence, when Ada,

« With the Hon. Judge’s permis-
hear the falsehoods
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either by mistake or design (the former, I liope}, preferred
against her serious charges, and you must listen to her
nation. Commence,” he added, looking
in a firm, unfaltering manner I told both
of Anna, who, I said, had elopsd with He

Was now a broken-hearted widow, liv
Boston. ;i

At this part of my uarrative Ada’s hand was pressed eon-
vulsively on her side, while with par
she leaned forward, looking at me anxionsly ; but when she
saw that I did not speak of her ever having been engagédd
to Herbert, the color came back to her face, and with a sigh
of relief she listened more composedly, nodding assent when

“I'referred her to our meeting at the dépdt at Canandaigua,
and falutly admitting .that “she might have been mistaken,
I looked so much like Anna that "twas not impossible.”

This T knew was false, but T did not contradict Lier, and
proceeded with my story, until suddenly recollecting the in-

cident at the theatre, T turned to Mr. Delafield and asked -
“if he remembered it ?

He thought a moment,

expla-
down upon me, and
my story and that

ing with his mother in

and then the arm, which had grad-
ually been winding itself abeout my waist, clasped me to his
side, while he exclaimed, * Remember it? Perfectly, and you
are that little girl. They called you Rose =—and this is
why your face has puzzled me so much. I see it all now.
You are innocent, thank Heaven,” and the hand, which,
heretofore, had held Ada fast, now 1

rested caressingly upon
my head and parted back my curls, as he said, more to hin-
self than to me, *

and you have remembered me all this time.”
Then, turning towards Ada, he said sternly, “ We w
.you now.”

Ada was caught in her own snare,
prevent me from doing

ill hear

She had thought to
her injury by branding me as a lar,

rhert Langley and

ted lips and pale cheeks

' [
ADA. ‘ ‘ 2%1

and now that I was proved innocept, it filled 1},“ witl;;:o}x;
fusion, and she remained silent until Mrs. Lanmni c\imw :
her aid by saying, ¢ 1 Id’o 11011; th}ilnk Sii(}:rn:ll{f;?;t;m (1)-) mnde\;,;
1y mistook Rose for her sisier,
Sh?[‘ﬁzso ];;E::fg Ada courage, and crossing 0\-761“ t‘? ‘111}@,;32; {}oczl;
my hand, begging my forgiveness and saying -b](? arrem !
mistaken-—she certainly did not me‘a‘n to do .mt(: bi)ik ot o
wrong, and she hoped I would forget it and t11 )lrl g 0 I
her as my friend, for such she Wonlllld‘thm:;gf"ioilt t ) (ai;hi%t "
ot quite verdant enough 10 ; J. Ad
saiil ‘:aliui; I qrep]ied I was willing to forgive 11{?1‘; axfilﬁ:;zi
she asked permission to iss me, 80 that the 1:3}(10;1 Aution
might be perfect, I offered 1110 ics;sttl?:lﬁ:, l\t{li‘m}ijchﬁem ot
: i 1eh i . {
wggge?i;g ilzl.lsltl:ugl;%a?r;; much in his face. During tha
gf’l‘og,ﬂ‘e;ss of my story Ada hadt. alfllia;eiilf:ﬁz zdupl;(ll I;.zr‘
vhi articalarly at the points waere L1 ) \ .
\géllltte ’ l';fali:s did n{Jt escape the observation o't‘er. ]1)()11?{‘1;(31]-(]1,‘
and suspecting more than Ada thought he d;q"dii vlia:lced -
ously, half playfully asked her ¢ vs,rhy she m, vineed =
much feeling whenever Mr. Langley’s 11:3&1}0 W (Ls) mUHVid hu.e
" Tnstantly the color lefo her face, w,?flucn wore o o {w.;
and her hand went up to her side as 1f.the cause 0 hls S&?d
tation were there, while Witl} a half stifled moan, 8 ,
“ ~—the pain ¥
%lf’ (?;:u‘tse Mrs}. Lansing asked what she. mean"n, ‘5‘1,211 11‘:})11
in answering her, managed to dwell so0 1011%; 1'113(')11 . th];t -Mr
rid pain, which she feared would become ¢ nomct,o e ues._
Delafield conld not reasonably ct:;{pe(f: ?Zdanizgrwmn Iqsaw
" fion. SHIL T think, he was not satisfied, a
tll?en mischie,vous look in his eye, as he 'told heé' i s;t;e; dmll;xz:
certdinly be blistered,” I fancied that he, too, undersio

as I did.
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That afternoon we were again assembled upon the piazza,
Mrs. Lansing, Ada, and myself, the former nodd
~large willow chair, while the latter sat upon a little stool at
- my feet, and with her elbow upon my lap was looking up
into my face with the childish ~simplicity she knew so well
how to assume. She wag Just asking me to assure her
again of my forgiveness when Mr. Delafield joined us, and

tng in her

coming up behind me leaned over my chair, while he hand- -

ed to Ada a Iittle oblong package, saying, “I was in the
village just after dinner, and seeing the Dr, [ asked him
about your pasn.  Ag | expected, he prescribed a blister, and
at my request he prepared one, which you are to apply at
night when you go to hed 17

I could not see him, but I absolutely pitied poor Ada,
who began to realize that the way of the transgressor iy
hard. The tearg started to her eyes, while with a look of
dismay, she exclaimed, « Q, Richard, how could youn? T
never was blistered in my life. It will Iijl me, I can’t do
it,”—and she eried aloud, ‘

Very gently, Mr. Delafield soothed her, telling her that
so far from “killing her,” it would certainly ¢
knew it would, and he insisted wpon her trying
as an idea, perfectly natural, ander the cl
dawned upon her mind, she looked up yery submissively
at him and said, Ty please you, Tl try it ; though the
remedy, I think, is worse than the disease.”

T hardly know whether he bad any faith in her words—
1 certainly had not, and when next, morning she came down

‘1o breakfast in a lpoge wrapper, with a very langnid look, T
could not bring myself to agk her concerning the . dlister,
which the livelong night had drawn nicely-—on the back of
the jireboard, in her room ! As 1T expected, Mr. Delafield
soon made his appearance, and after inquiring how his pre-

cure her,” he
it. At last,
reamstances,

. 278
ADA. A

3 ion? I
horschack with me out to Mr. Parker’sl plm’l,tatlon
or : ere pla
;)“ business there, and do not wish to go alone i and
mv‘e()h charming 17 exclaimed Ada, J\irﬁpmgimd s
u , | r but little su
ing her hands in a manne -
;311‘13[;1;1123 side : “that will be grand, and I can W
1 ! - » - ’, -
new riding-dress, which ({its 50 mczl{f; i M. Delafeld
‘v Ada, what do you mcanf : Py
,‘ XVhy’t gravity. My invitation was mteudeclll f;);b%k
T %1;;3' zJcaau’t of course, think of r1d11.1g ”on dohis ek
L.Bgi b?;:tm* {Tou must have fqrgotten it! an than”ghe
Wltsl ?e tedl upon her face with a deeper meaning '
cyes Teste |

. L] - , -
e

dee the deception she was practising.
=]

resolved to acknowle ehood,

ho despised a fals

ichard Delafield was one. w ! turned

But, Richarc d not confess to him her error, 80 she to e
and sho caret | gned indifference which illy accor

away, saying with afelf her face, ©Surely, I forgot al},

with the expressiog 0
about it.”

Alone in her roo ide off together, and 1l
ification as she saw us ride charred by &
.mortlﬁmhla iness from which she was dulzart withyher
of the .pp hich had never come in contac a
fancied blister, whic or the fireboard,

“ flesh. But whether it drew upon ber Sfdefor seldom again
it i .a, mensure wrought the desired e Wonld it not be
1;1 én Ada attempt to deceive her ’guir?;‘az.should be blistored

oung ladies .
if more of our modern y ‘ .
jfi:z'l];:}lne same disease that afflicted Ada Montro

m, however, she she of an ough

dark when we returned, and Mrs. Lansing

It was nearly 1o
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and Ada were in their accustomed places qipon the piazza,
the latter holding an open letter which she had that after-
noon received from her cousin Mis. Johnson, who was
spending some time in Mobile, and who wished Ada to join
her there, before going on to New Orleans, . They were

evidently discussing the matter, and when we came up, Ada
handed the letter to M, Delafield, bidding him read it and

tell her what to do. Hastily running it over, he said, “ Go,

by all means : you have never seen Mobile, and it will be a
good opportunity.” _

“But I have been thinking of giving up my visit to New
Orleans,” she continued in a kind of beseeching tone; “ Mrs,
Lansing had rather I’d remain with her this winter.”

It was not so dark as to prevent me from secing the
expression of Mr. Delafield’s face, and I fancied the propo-
sition did not altogetir please him. She evidently thought
80 too, for rather pettishly she added, “ but if you wish to
be rid of me, of course I'll zo.”

“Ada! How foolish I” he said, sternly. “I’ve often
heard you express a desire to spend a winter in New
Orleans, and now that an opportunity is presented, ¥ think
you had better accept it I shall be there a part of the

time, perhaps all” he added ; and then I turned away lest
my face should betray what was passing within,

“And will you go with me to Mobile 7 Ada asked of
him, as & child would ask her father.

“Certainly,” he answered ; “T do not propose letting
you go alone. But how is that side ? I'd almost forgotten
to ask.” .

“Tt has pained me 3 good deal,” said she, “hut Martha,
dressed it nicely this afternoon, and it feels much better,
I'm so glad you made me apply it, now the worgt is over,
for I believe it will do me good 1” i '

. it surprise
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it! ; . f candor, and much as
' oke with every appearance o : s
S d him, Mr. Delafield wasg, I thought, partmélyti]ﬁt
ot wholly, convinced that what she said was true, 8.,nf ‘ hai,s
Ee had sus,pected her of more than she- dese?ved, or e
manner towards her changed, and as if trying to maél “
amends, he devoted himself to her entirely f(ig the 1§rgslilhey
voning. telling her where they would go wh
of the evening, telling : lans for her ples-
e in New Orleans, and laying many plans T ple
wute, 11Once in his zeal he thoughtlessly threw his at 31
:T(.)iud her waist, but she instantly gshrank back, saying,
don’t;—don’t—you hart 1"
is convinced him thoroughly, .
thtlju‘}lll]‘;igcht ere the sound of their voices ceased upon the
&

i i nce
piazza, where their long interview was qupt 13 S?;;lt;;l;ing
H : . ! n |
i t up until he left, &
Mrs. Lansing, who sa ‘ ! .l
Tda’q cheek, told her she thought * her prospgcts .W
ightening.” o t
brllg thou v;t g0. 0o, and there was a shadow on my}llle?r“,r
’ 2 i .
hen I i,jaw how much they were together r}urm% 1 eIteiS
:';zkswwhich elapsed before her departare for Mo;ol e.ver N
true he was still kind to me as ot‘kolﬁ ,d angwgtézneme‘ o
) look, had slig ,
hat Ada, by word or , :
fq‘md stmaanaged, to let her know how much he d{ss;I?prol\T;aéi
? wagonduct g0 that in his prescnce she was usualIy p:sl t (;
‘;EZugh she ’could not quite conccal the fack that I w
her an objeet of dislike. .
It was nearly the middle
left us for Mobile, accompatt
| pidding us good-hye, said we n
not return in several weeks.

and I glept and wolce twice

of October, when Ada ﬁnal%y
jed by M. Delafield, who, rfn
eed not be surprised if ht:ﬁ did
1 considler it to be my milsf;)?-
aner. etrays all I feel, and with his
h;m?sigﬂa]foﬁfc fa;;svv%s;l elh?:auycsuld Zxot fail to see the e,gz(;t
fvgwh ghis words produced upon me, for well I knew I
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lonely Cedar Grove would be without him ; and when after
he was gone, little Jessie climbed into my lap, and layin
I}er head upon my shoulder wished “TUhnele ’Dick neve%:
would go away,”-I mentally responded to the wish. The
wholfz household scemed more or less aﬁ"ecfed , Mrs
Lan§1ng was cross ; Lina careless ; Halbert fretfu’l ; anéi
Jessie unhappy—while T began to be haunted wiﬂ; m
old project of returning home ; and I should perha sy
h}ave proposed it to Mrs. Lansing, had it not bee,n that( pai;
;ﬁ) e close, of the fifth day, we were greatly surprised at ’Mr.
f_zlaﬁelds unexpected return, He dido’t like Mobile, h
said, and would much rather be at home, o
N' umerous were the questions asked by Mrs. Lansing con-
cerning Ada and the pain in her side, which last, Mr
Dela,{.ield said, had left her entirely, owin’g he he}iekvéd tl.
the timely application of the blister. He ,W(’LS dccoive’l (;
) thou.ght, and I must confess {6 a slight feeling of: 1fa’t°~
ﬁcatllon :at an oceurrence which thoroughly convincedghinll
(I);' '1?15 ml‘stake. One night, a few days after his return, old
'agar, his head cook, came over to Cedar Grove 1‘0a, ing
WIth‘”rheumatism, which she termed *a misel,'yg in “;:;:‘i
bacl}{l: Lina, to Whom.hér complaints were made, lstened
& while, and then opening an_old paper-box which stood
under the table, -drew forth a plaster, which she said she

“had done found in Ms Ada's room, on t'other side the

ﬁre—boa}'d, oncet when she was clarin’ the fire-place.”

As Afla.was gone she thought there was no harm i
ﬂ;p]i‘ll'opl"la;tlﬂg: it to herself, which she according] d';
Ia.y}ng it carefully away until it should be needegdy Tll ,
rocital .of Hagar’s aches and pains reminded her of it .so Ile
urged .1t upon the old negress, assuring her it must b’e Sde
or white folks would never use it | With many thg;r?ké

Hagar hobbled hom.‘é, si,pplied her plaster, and went to hed !
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But, alas! for the expected relief, which came only in burning
seusations and stinging pains, eliciting many a groan from
the poor old lady, who heroically bore it until morning,
when she found herse}f unable to perfornmi her aecustomed
duties. ‘

For a long time Mr, Delafield waited for his breakfast,
which was at last served up by Hagar’s danghter, who gave
such a deplorable account of her mother’s condition that the
moment breakfast was over he went himself to the cabin,
where he found the old lady moaning over her blistered

_back, which she said, wag a heap harder to bar than the

rheumatics.” :
A few words explained the whole, for Hagar never con-

" gealed aught from her master, and 8o she gave the history

of hier plaster, which now lay upon the hearth in the ashes,
where she had thrown it. Quick ag thought the trath burst
upon Mr. Delafield, who laughed so long and loud, that Aunt
Hagar, thinking that he was making light of her misfor-
tunes, began to cry, saying she “never thought Mars’r
Richard would poke fun at her misery.”

« Neither am 1 making fon of you;” said he, adding fur-
ther, by way of atoning for his error, that for the remainder
of the week she should ‘be freed from all houschold service,
and devote her whole time, if she liked, to her acling
back. - -

This had the effect of restoring Aunt Hagar to good
humor, and in the midst of her thanks, Mr. Delafield re-
turned slowly to the house, thinking that when -a habit of
deception is once firmly fixed, it required more to cure it
than & blister applied to the fire-board ! ‘
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CHAPTER XXIIIL
DR. CLAYTON.

RAPIDLY., and to me very happily, did the winter pass
away, for it was enlivened by the presence of Mr. Delafield
who was with us so often, that it became at last a seriou;
debate among the blacks as to whether Cedar Grove 0;:
Sumfy Bank were really his home. More than once, too
was it whispered in the village, that little Rosa Lce ’plaili
:‘}:nd unassuming as she was, had stirred in the heart ,of the

stern old bachelor” a far deeper feeling than Ada Mon-
trose had ever been capable of awakening. And sometimes
sfu:’, foolish child that she was, thought so too, not from any-
Fhmg‘ he said; neither from anything which h:a did ; indeeg
1? would have been hard for her to tell why her hez;rt sme:
times beat so fast when he wag near, for though his manner
was always kind and considerate, he never sp%ke to her of
Zo;ve—nevgr: appeared as he had once done in the summer-
house, when she gave him such silly answers |
And still, occasionally, Rosa dared to hope that her love
was 'returned, else why did each day find him at her side
.where.' he lingered so long, saying to her but little, but
watching her movements, and listening to her words ’as he
W'Ollld not have done had she heen to him an objecé of in-
d;ﬁer.ence. "N ot naturally quick to read human nature Mys
Lansing was wholly deceived by her brother’s cold exti:—ri(;'r,.
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and never dreaming how in secret he worshiped the humble

© girl she called her governess, she left them much together.

Why then did he never speak to her of the passion which
had become a part of his being? Simply becaunse he, too, ,
was deceived. Onee, indeed, he had essayed to tell her of
his love, and dreading lest his affection should not be re-
surned, he was the more ready to construe her evasive r¢-
plies into a Dbelief” that it was indeed as he fearcd
Then, too, her shy, reserved manner, while it made him
prize her all the more, disheartencd him; for not thus was
he accustonmed to being treated, and with ‘that jealousy
which seems to be the twin sister of love, he ofttimes thought
he read aversion and distrust, whene there was, on Rosa’s
part, naught save a fear lest he should discover her seeret,
and despise her for it. Added to this was the remembrance
of what Ada had said econcerning her former engagement
'with Dr. Clayton. True, Rosa had denicd the engagement,
but when charged with having loved him slie had remalned
silent ; thus proving the story correct, And if she loved
him when a child, was it not probable that she loved him ,
still, married man though he was, Ie had heard of such
things, or, at least, he had read of them in books, and for
many days Mr, Delafield’s brow was literally tied up in
knots, while he tried to solve the guestion as to whether,
having loved once and been deceived, Rosa Lee could love
again.”? . o

At last he decided that possibly she could, and his mind
was fully made up to talk with her upon the subject, when
an unexpected arrival blasted his hopes at ouce, and dark-
ened the glimmering sunlight which was dawning upon his
horizon. It was a dark, rainy night, toward the last of
April, that 1 sat with the family in the pleasant little sitting-
room. As usual, Mr. Delaficld was with us, and this even-

e T e £ BT Ve
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i{{lg be was re‘ading aloud from Longfellow’s wonderful poem
€ was just in the midst of Hiawatha's wooing, and I fa.n:

* Hand in hand they went together,
Through the woodland and the meadow,
Left the old man standing lonely '
At the doorway of his wigwam,

Heard the falls of Minnehaha

Call.ing to them from the distance, -
Tying to them from afar off,

Fare thee well, oh, Laughing Water,”

Scarcely had the last words left his lips when a heav
tread upon the piazza and a loud ringing of the bell stwrtlec)ir
us, for it was not often that we were favored with visitors
on such g night as this, Zillah, the colored girl, hastened
to the door where she found a stranger, who, ste : ving int
the hall3 asked, “if Miss Rosa Lee Hve}d thel"e ” prite Tuto

. Starting from my chair, T tarned very white .for I reco
nized the voice of Dr. Clayton, who the next Iabment’ t gci
befo;'e me ! I forgot the past—Tforgot that he had beesn m
lover~forgot that Ricliard Delafield’s eyes were ﬁpou memy

forgot every thing except that he had come from dear New

l]:];g;l(;mgh'—had lgreathed the air of my native hills—haq
e sound of my mother’s voice—and h
% -— ad brought
f1‘ne undoub.tedly tidings of that mother’s welfare. Sprin il-
Szr;::}zd with a ery of‘ Joy Ttook his extended hand gno?‘
ohre away when, with unwonted tenderness, he sto’opcd
OTISS my lips, low whispering as he did 80, *“ Dear Rosa? :
1 hen, indeed, I blushed, for T knew he had no rig'ht- tol
:;ai.flhrzj t}ll:ls? bui; the next moment it was forgotten, and
h something of pride in my manner, T’ i
et , 1 presented him to
i\ll_rs. Lansing and Mr. Delafield, the Iatter of whom greeted
im rather coldly, and after s fow words of common cour-
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tesy, bade us good night, but not until he had learned what,
until that moment, was news to me, viz. that Dell Clayton:
had been dead nearly six months! As he passed me on
his way out, he said so low that no onc olse could hear him,
« Tare thee well, oh, Laughing Water,” referring to the line
he had last read. There was a deep scowl upon his dark
face, and as I gazed upon him, I could not help wondering

. if it were thus the old man looked, when from his lonely

wigwam door he watched the departing footsteps of his
daughter. ‘

“(Jome again to-morrow, uncle Dick,” said little Jessie,
following him into- the hall ; but he made her no answer,
save his accustomed good-bye kisy, and I soon heard his
heavy tread ag he strode down the winding walk and out
into the open field, muttering to himself, as I afterwards

learned :
“And she will follow where he leads her,
Leaving all things for the stranger,’

Yes, My, Delafield was jealons—terribly jealons of Dr.

- Olayton, the nature of whose business he readily divined,
though I did not, and nothing was further from my mind

_than the thought that he intended honoring me with a
chance of becoming Mrs. Clayton 2d. And yet it was

thig alone which had brought him to Georgia, he taking

the precaution to send on in advance & letter, in which he

" had made known his wishes, and -asked for a return of the

affection which, for five long years, he said, had never
known ‘one moment of abatement, even though another had
slept upon his bosom as his wife. But ske was gone, and in
her place, he would see blooming, he said, the Rose he had
loved so long. Owing to some detention, this letter had
failed to Teach me, henee I was wholly unprepared for the
scene which followed when, at last, we were left alone.
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W?II‘ skilled in the signs, Mus. Lansihg had purposely
retired, not long after ler brother’s departure, while I
? H

suspecting nothing, made no objection when Dr. Clayton

t(.)ok his seat upon the sofs at my side. I was talking to
him of Anva, and from speaking of her, and poor I*Ierbc(;rt’s
d?aﬂ’l, it was an easy tramsition to ]jell, of whom he spoke
kindly, nay, even affectionately, as he told me of her last
days ; how much she suffered, and how gentle she became
never chiding him, in the least, for a thing unskillfully done’
but seeming satisfied with everything, and loving him'[ai;
last with a love which, had it been earlier born wguld have
shed happiness over his comparatively cheerless, life. Then

he told me of the little child, not yet three years old, whom -

he had called “Rosa Lee,” and gently pushing back my
curls,' and gazing down into my face, he said, “ It is a fancy
of mine, perhaps, but I love to think she looks like von
who should have been her mother.” o
. Wi’fh all my stupidity, I understood him then, and blush-
ing crimson, I moved away to the eud of the sofa, whilé he
co.ntmued, “What did you think of my letter?J You re-
ceived it, T suppose 7 \

I had received no leiter, and so I said ; whereupon he
proceeded to tell me its contents, a part of which the reader

already knows. Utterly confonnded and powerless to move |
- - . L3 '
I sat motionless, while, with his armi around me, he went /

over with the past, recalling to my mind, with a vividness
which made it scem real again, the time when first Le had
found me weeping in the sombre old schoolroom away to
_the northward ; the night when, with the soft m,oonbeamq
 falling around us, we sat together beneath the tall oak trcek
while I laid before him my childish griefs ; and, lastly the’a
many pleasant hours we had whiled away togethér Iisf;e’nin
to the sound of the running brook, which ran past ,the twirf
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ing grape-vine, whose broad leaves had rusiled above our

heads.
“ On -these -oceasions, Rose,” said he, ““did nothing ever

“tell you how much you were beloved 1.

«Yes” T answered bitterly, my woman’s nature rousing

“up as I remembered the times to which he referred. ‘¢ Yes,

and what did it avail me, even though I was hcloved
Ambition proved the stronger attraction of the two, and
you wedded another, “You, who, now that other has gone,
would talk again to me of love ; but Rosa Lee is no longer
o child to be dececived, and you mistake her strangely, if
you fancy you can cast her off and take her up again at

will? | |
Here, overcome with emotion, I burst into tears. My

. words and manner misled him, for in them he saw only

resentment for his former treatment ; and this inspired him
with hope that the fecling T once cherished for him counld
again be nourished into life. Very tenderly, then, he telked
to me, and, as I listened, a numbness crept over my heart,
for T knew he was in earnest now, and T felt that it was nob
the Dr. Clayton of old—the fickle, selfish man of the world
— with whom I had to deal, but Dr. Clayton purified, and
made better by the trials through which he had passed—a,
noble, true-hearted, and upright man—who now laid at my
feet the love which I knew had always been mine. Very '
earues’tly he implored forgiveness for the wrong ho once had
done me, saying that for it he had been terribly punished,
inastuch as he had suffered far more than 1. And still he
breathed no word of censure against his erring wife, who,
he said, was perhaps more sinned against than sinning, and

- who, when thd last great agony was upon ber, had whis-

pered in his ear, as her white, clammy hand rested on the
flowing curls of little Rose, *“ Her mother, T know, will be

hw
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:]01?’ whose name she bears, and T am willing it shoald bhe
cIO: A]:;l 1:‘..’_33. da.she n(i;v right 2 he continued, drawing me
closer 1s side. “ Will '
tho mother oty chilt 1 you not be the angel of my home,

And then again he told me how much T had been loved :
.how he had striven in vain to cast me from his heart wh’eri
lt. was .ma,dness and sin to keep me there ; and how, when
hl:s h?rlzon had been darkest with want and care the,re was
still in the distance a ray of sunlight, the rémen’abr\ance of
me, wlhic:h had kept his soul from fainting. And now that it
was r{ght for him to speak to me of love, would T not listen
and give him an opportunity to atone for the wrong he had’
once done me ? He paused for my reply. There was silence
in ‘fhe room, and I counted each pulse of my beating heart
as it throbbed with the intensity of my excitement, ;

- “ Will not my darling answer me ?” he said, and I felt
his breath upon my cheek; his lips upon my bro‘:\r
Not thus could T sit and tell him what duty ba(.ie me say

So I moved away, and standing up before him, I said.
SIOWI:V, and distinetly, ‘“Dr. Clayton, 1 loved you :}nce buiz

the time has gone by, the love has died out, and I W,Olﬂd

not awaken it if I counld.” ! h

There ‘was a firmness in my mauner, & decision in the

to.nes of my voice, which startled him more than what T

sa,ld,' and with a faint ery he too arose, and coming to

my side, said, “ God forgive you, Rose, for the cruel words
you have uttered, but you cannot be in earnest.”

And then, with the firelight flickering over his pale face, -

- he plead with me “to think again, to revoke what I had
sald, and not to send him away utterly hopeless and
~wretched.  The love T had feli for him once, though chilled
and dormant now, would bloom again, for ke could bring it
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back to life, and T.must be his; he could not live without
me. I need not decide then, that might,” he said, “he
would give me time,” and again he pressed for my answer,.
which was the same as before ; for, much as I pitied him,
there was between us a dark shadow, and the substance of
that shadow bore the form and featfires of Richard Delaficld !

Sinking into a chair, he laid ‘his head upon the table,
while, burying my face in the cushions of the sofa, T wept
bitterly, stealing occasional glances towards the bowed
form which, in its despair, gave no sign of life, There was
no acting there, for it was the grief of a strong man which I
saw. Without, the storm had ceased ; the wind had died

* away, and the rain no longer beat agaiﬁst the' casement ;

but within, there raged a wilder storm of human passions,
and as it swept over me in its full force, I eried, mentally,
“ Ought 1 thus to deal with bim? I loved him once, per-
haps I conld do so again. 1 would at least try.” And,
rising up, I glided noiselessly to his side. He did not hear
me, and, for a time, I stood gazing down upon him, while I
thought of all he had suffered, and of his lovo for me, which
T could not doubt. The shadow no longer stood between.
us ; it was gone, and, strengthened by its absence, I laid
my hand upon his shoulder. He shuddered as if it had
‘been a serpent’s touch, but when I whispered, in his ear,
“Took up, 1 have something to tell you,” he raised his
head, disclosing to my view a face over which years seemed
to have passed since last I had looked upon it.
« 1 will try,” I said, “ but give me one day for reflection,
and to-morrow night you shall have your answer.”
As the clouds are dispersed by the soft rays of the sun, so
the shadows passed from his brow at my words, and clasp-
ing me in his arms he wept over me, as Heaven grant I may

Never se¢ man weep again,

-
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The fire on the hearth had long sinee gone out. The:

?amp was burning dimly, and the moon-beams came faintl
in through an eastern window ere I bade him good ni hi‘:}j
and S?ug‘ht the solitude of my room, where my resolutiof al-,-
P;OSt Instantly gave way, for the shadow was there, and in
| ; Ostpll(')e::'nce I felt T would rather die than wed a man I did

“Qh, for a female friend with whom to counsél in m
need,” I said, as I nervously paced the room. ’
I thought of Mrs. Lansing. " She was a woman—she
h‘ad been kind to me of late, and after a fow moments’ reflec-
tlon.I determined to ask her adyice. This being scttled, T
fell ino a disturbed sleep, from which T did not wake un’til

the bell was ringing for breakfast. I met him at the table
and my heart beat fast when I saw how anxious] ; h ,
scanned my haggard face, ‘ >

“y, : s '
on are s i i
ick this morning,” he said, when at Iast we

were alone,
. Taking my hand he felt my quickened pulse, and con-
tmued-, “ This must not-be.” Calm yourself down f,'or I would
not wish you to answer me under all this exciterilent "

Soon after this he left me, going down to the hote;l where
he had first stopped on his arrival at W . As soon as
he was gone I sought an interview with Mrs. Lansing, to
whom I confided the whole story of my former love for br
G!a.yton, and of my feelings now, asking her to tell me as a:
frle_nd what I shoald do. 1 did not dare look herin the face
while I was talking, and when T had finished I waited with
‘c?lvowncastheyes for her answer, which was characteristic of a
; o;;}:r}; ::. ;)hilizfezfaver known what love was, save as she felt

“Do! Why, marry him of course, I should not hesitate
& moment, for ’tis not every girl in your eircumstarices who
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has an offer like that. He seems to be a perfeet gentleman,
—is certainly very fine looking—is refined, polished, highly
edueated, and has a good profession, What more can you
desire 7
« Tove for him.” T replied; and -she continued, ¢ Pshaw !
That will come soon enough, depend upon it. There are
many happy marriages wheére one of the parties had at first
no particalar affection for the other, as I myself can testify.
I vespected Mr. Lansing, when I married him, but 1 did not
love him, and our union was, I am confident, far happier
than threefourths of those where love is the ruling motive,
for in nine cases oub of ten they grow sick of each other as -
faults and peculiarities are brought to light, of whose exis-
tence they had never dreamed. Take your own case for an
example. Suppose you had married Dr. Clayton when you
fancied him so much, you would undoubtedly bave been dis-
gusted with him by this time, whercas, now that youn know
he is fallible, you can safely link your-destiny with his, feel-
ing sure that in good time the love you once had for him
will return.” ’ ‘

1 knei there was some truth in this argument, but it failed
to convince me, and I remained silent until Mrs. Lansing
startled me with, * You do not of course love another i

1 was taken by surprise, and without a thought of the re-

sult, T answered “1 do.” _
« And that other ?” she continued, fixing her eyes upon

me. :
T know not what possessed me, but.a power I could not
resist impelled me to answer, “Is your brother.”

She did not send me from her presence with scorn and
loathing as I thought she would. Nay, she did not even
speak, but for a time stood mute with astonishment. As I

) now recall that scene, I understand her better, and I know
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that the #rutk, just as it was, da,wncd upon her mind, and
suggested the falsehood which she uttered.

Coming closely to me, she said, “I cannot see why it is
that all my governesses have fallen in love with my brother,
vet such is the case. I did think, Miss Lee, that you were
an exception, but I find I am mistaken, which surprises me
greatly, inasmuch as he has never paid you the slightest at-
tention, and even if he had, I do not understand how you
could think him in earnest. For years the world has looked
upon his union with Ada as sure, and though for certain

“reasons [ have sometimes opposed it, I am anxious for it
now, and it is well that I am, for I suppose it is a settled
thing.” & ,

T held my breath for fear I should lose a single word of
what she should say mext. Perhaps she was unused to false-
hoods. Be that as it may, her voice trembled shﬂhtly and

she spoke hurriedly as she said, “ They are engaged, and-

have been ever since she went to Mobile, and they will pro-
~ bably be married next autumn; hence, you see that the love
you have presumed to feel for him would be useless, even
were you his equal.”

~ She started to leave me, but turned back while she said,
“1Itrust that what I have told you will be kept a secret,
for Richard does not wish to have the matter discussed.”

I nodded assent, and the next moment I was alone with
my sorrow, which was far easier to bear now that uncertain-
ty was made sure. So long as there remained a lingering
hope that my love for Mr. Delaficld might possibly be recip-
rocated, I shrunk in horror from marrying another. But
now that hope was swept away, for I never thought of
doubting Mrs.. Lansing’s word, and a kind of torpor crept

over me, suspendmg for a tlme both my judgment and my
will.
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“1 will marvy Dr. Clayton,” I said, and with that deci-

sion came a fecling of gratified pride as I thought I should
thus prove to Richard how little I cared for him !
_ Ah, 1 knew not then that the heart I coveted enshrined
no image save that of *“ Rosa Lee,” for whom Richard Dela-
field would almost have lain down his life, so great was the
love ho bore her,  He had readily divined the object of the
stranger’s visit, and the thought that it might be successful
was terrible.  All the night long he, too, had been sleepless,
pacing the length and breadth of his spacious halls and mur-
muring occasionally as, peering out into the daglkness, he
saw the glimmering light from the windows of Cedar Grove,
“ Oh, Rose, Rose, how can I give you up 1”

I’uhapb I am superstitious, but I cannot heIp faneying
that as often as these words rang out on the midnight air,
the shadow was over and around me. But alas! it faded and
I was left to do the rash act I meditated. With the coming

- of moru My, Delafield grew ecalm, for he had resolved upon

an interview with Rosa Lee, who, if it were not too late,
should know how much he loved her, and perhaps (his

. heart thrilled with joy as he thought it), perhaps she might

yet be won from that fancy of her childhood. DBut first he
would if possible, learn from his sister how far matters had
progressed.  He had seldom imparted to her his secrets, but
he would speak to her now, for he could not keep silent.
She was seated at her work in her own room, when he
entered, and with a feeling of alarm at his pale, haggard
face, she started up, asking if he were ill. Motioning her
aside, he said, abruptly, “It’s of no use, Angeline, to de~
ceive you longer. I love Rosa Lee, and if it were not for

- this acemsed doctor, I should tell her so at once. Do you

know aught of his attentions ¢ Ias he come to seek her
for his wife 7 :
13
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Mrs. Lansing had now a double part to perform. The
falsehood she had fold to Rosa, made it necessary that she
should tell another to her brother, which she did more

readily, for her proud nature revolted at the thoughts of

receiving her governess as her sister-in-law, So, thidking
any means excusable which would prevent so disgraceful a
catastrophe, she answered with well feigned surprise, “I am
astonished at you, brother-—astonished that a Delafield

"~ should stoop 5o low as to think of wedding a girl like Rosa
Lee. You cannot, I think, be in earnest; but if you are, I
am rejoiced that I have it in my power to tell you there is
no hope. I have just Ieft Miss Lee, who has made me her

_ confident, asking if I thought it would be contrary to all
rules of propriety for her tor marry Dr, Clayton so soon after

~the death of his wife. It seems he has always preferred her,
and could you have heard her tell how much she loved himy
Tam sure you would have no hope of winning her, even were
she your equal.” :

The wicked woman paused, trembling at her own wicked-
ness; while her brother, burying his face in his hands, groancd
aloud. It was an hour of bitter trial, for Rosa Lec aloue
had touched his heart, and could he give her up just ag he
had found how dear she was to him ? For a time the selfish
1ture of the man prevailed, and then there came a moment
of calmer reflection : if Rose loved another, would it be
right for him to mar her happiness by intruding wpon her
his affection ? Should he not rather rejoice in knowing that

~ she was happy with the man ghe had chosen, and if, hence-
forth, the world to him was dark and cheerless, might he
not occasionally gather a gleam of comfort from knowing
that no shadow wasg across fer pathway ! Thus he reasoned,
and when his sister ventured at last to say, " You will not
be foolish enough to talk with her,” he answered, “ No—no
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—-—of course nob i then, with no visible sign of the ﬁeref(?
storm which had swept over him, save the cxtreme Ilaallor ]o. .

‘ ' i nt back to hig
his face, he arose, and with a firm tread went

" home. unconscions of the tear-wet cyes which followed his
’ i

retreating footsteps, as from her window Rosa Le.c watched
him with a despairing heart and henumbed faculties. '
Not acain that day was Cedar Grove gladdened by his
a .

| i ‘as was his wont, .
presence, aud when next morning he came as ,

I was the betrothed of Dr. Clayton, who, with joy beammjg
in every look, sat by my side, talking to me of the plt;asmc
we should experience in our projected ].]m'opeau tom',' or we
were to visit the 0ld World, and he msl.led our marriage to
be consummated at onece, so we could sail th.e lIast of June.
In 2 measure I had dealt candidly with h}m,.fran.kl);] a(;
knowledging that the love I had felt for h1.m in Chllld. 00
was gone, but saying, as was true, thra,:o I respected mn;-
yes, liked him, and if he was satisfied with 1;haif, T would be
unto him a faithfal wife, hoping that the affection of former
Srears might ere long awake again in my heart. And he Wafs
content to take me thus, blessing me for the utterance o

words which had made him so happy.
Tnvoluntarily I shrank from him, for T knew I was unde-

i i science smote me for
. serving of such devotion, and my con

withholding from him the knowledge of my love for Richard
Delafield. But that was a secret I counld m.)t }'ev?al, 50 I
kept it to myself; and with a kind of apathetic indifference

. Tistened while hé depicted in glowing colors the joyous fu-

ture which he saw before him when I shounld be- indeed _his
wife. He was going to New Orleans on business, which

" would detain him for three or four wecks, and on his return

e asked that the ceremony might be perfofmed, and I go
 with him to Meadow Brook as his bride.
¢« No. not so soon,” T exclaimed. “ Lcave me my frecdom
?
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a little longer ;” but he only smiled as he waived aside

ever ject
¥ objection and won from me a promise that if Mrs

Lansing were willi
g were willing, we would be married there as soon as

h it
¢ should return from New Orleans, whither he would start

the next night,

mo];ll{zht;r by design or accident, Mrs. Lansing herself at that
Sa in011:1 ]fntered the room, apologizing for the infrusion b
ini ; E edﬁé?nted a book which lay upon the piano Ha\f
g secured the volume, she was about leavine . —
i i caving, when, glanc-
;r;{g-} rz:g_the f(’io.c.tor, she playfully remarked upon the fappy
pr(l) res ion o0 his fac?, saying, she should judge his suit wasg
Suc:e ssu:ﬂg, and adding that he had her good wishes for his
e ss.d mboldel:jed' by her familiarity, Dr. Clayton at once
| ihs el;'ed to her his wish that we might be made one under
shadow of her roof ; we wi
¢ : ] ; would make no trouble, I
Zzlil;h?:hwe WISheC} for no display, simply & quiet ceren;o;;
no one should be : i
et o one present save herself, her-children,
A . .
o t ;h(? }r:nentmn of Zim I started as if smitten by a heavy
t w, for :s’hought, “I'cannot in Zis presence give m self
! l;)i;nothtir i ?iud I used all the arguments of which gwas
mstress to induce Dr. Clayton to d i
A cfer our marriag i
-we reached Meadow Brook. B is 1 o or
* Teached ) 2. but to thiz neither h
_}]iﬂs. Lauslllng would listen, Glad, that I was thl:It‘s oitn(;);
er way, the latter seemed unuéuafl i
. y kind, offering to gi
$:S a,I bx:;da,l party as & * testimony of her’ respecﬁ” fl’gttzg
v 51.enceff{, while they arranged the matter as the
fiased’ it ‘bemg finally decided that the wedding wag ty
ﬁa ::3 place immediately after the doctor’s return. as he hag
rst proposed.  So overcome and bewi N :
irst pro ewildered was T wi :
;}S:cztzmg scenes throngh which I had passed, that “;f;fhz
¢ b g
® :d n;ay seem, I slept soundly that night, dreaming ’tco-
s day-break that I stood on the deck of a noble vessel
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gazing upon a most glorious sunset, which, however, had
less charms for me than did the man at my side, whom [
called my hushand, and whom I loved again as I had done
long ago, When with my face buried in the grass beneath
the old grape-vine I had wept over his inconstancy.

With the remembrance of that dream still haunting me,
it was quite nataral that T should in the morning meet Dr.
(layton with more cordiality of manner than I had yet
evinced towards him. Quickly_perceiviug@the' change, he
said, as he kissed my brow, ‘“ My Rose is learning to love
me, I see.” '

And for a brief moment I, too, fancied that he was right
—that T skould love him—nay, that T wag beginning to love
him, when suddenly in the doorway appeared the form of
“one, the very sight of whom curdled my blood for an instant

" and then sent it: bonnding through my veius !Xt was Mr

Telafield. He had nerved himself to sce me, to stand face
to face with his rival, and bravely did he meet the trial,
bowing courteously to Dr. Clayton and smiling kindly down
upon me as he bade me good morning. 1 glanced at him
once and saw that his eyes were riveted upon the plain band

~ of gold, which encircled my fourth finger, confirming the

truth of what he had just heard from his sister. At last, as
if he would test his strength to the utmost, he took my
hand and said, as he slowly twirled the ring, which was
rather large, “ And s0 you are going from us I
I could not answer, nor was i needful that 1 should, for
without waiting & reply he placed my hand in that of Dr.
~ Clayton, aud continued, © As a brother commifs a dear
sister to the care of another, so commit I to your care my
Northern Rose, charging you to watch tenderly over her,
for "tis not cvery one who winneth such a treasure.”
This was all he gaid ; the next moment he was gone, and
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when, Dr, Clayton, drawing me to his side, told me how he
would treasure up the words of my friend ; 1 involuntarily
shrank away, for the shadow was again around me, and turn
which way I would, it whispered to me of another love—
another Aegr¢, which I fain would have called my own.

That night Dr. Clayton left us, and the very morning
after his departure we were surprised by the appearance’ of
Ada, who came unexpectedly to us all.  “She was tired of
living with that old fidgety Mrs, J ohnson,” she said, “ and
would rather come home” Much as Mrs, Lansing liked
Ada, she would rather she had stayed away until T was
gone, for she was in constant dread lest the falseliood she
had told me concerning her brother’s engagement should in
some way be betrayed. But there was no help for it, and
as one sin always calls for another, so she must now conjure
up something with which to meet the emergency. Accord-
ingly, Ada was told that somehow or other I had received
the impression that she was engaged to Mr. Delafield, and
that it was as well to lot me think so ; for though I pro-
bably liked Dr. Clayton well enough, she (Mrs, Lansing)
fancied that I liked her brother better, and that if I
supposed there was the slightest chance of winning him, I
would not hesitate to discard the doctor.”

Very readily Ada fell in with the views of Mrs. Lansing,
who proposed further that they should continnally ring in
my ears the praises of my affianced husband, of whose

-virtues Ada was supposed to have heard from Mrs. Lansing;
while at the same time, I was to be interested as much as
possible in the preparations for my wedding, which was to
be quite a grand affair, and to which many of the village
people were to be invited.  And so the days. wore on,
during which I could hardly be said to exist, so lttle diq I
realize what was passing around me, I dared not };hink,
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e tumult of thought which erowded upon me

for if I did, th each morning T

i i fire, and when
ning my brain to fire, wh ung ¢
Seemedftu:;l HE unrefreshing slumber, 1t; was always wi he
awokehs 0“ What is it ? This load which oppresses im; Oul.d
th?;fn ,a,s the stern reality came up hbefoIre 13;,11} " oue
bary m o i i d ask that 1'mi , B
; face in the pillow an : : o,
Eﬂly :;gapic the living death which awaited me, and w
1048

was now but a week or two in the distance.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE CRISIS.

gz' was the night before the | one ap
and in the solitude of her ch
] amber, g yo gir i
m A . , & young zirl wept in tl
Woufdhlg)pelessness of despair. At the morrow&;s e&rlypdfmwn ; ¥
wou ed there to claim her as hig bride, and though I;e w o
¢ and good, there was in her heart no answera a

4 ing ch
of love, and she knew that without such love the%'r in?gg

ars had she

pointed for the bridal,

would be usholy. Yarnestly, and with many e

striven to awaken again th
rive ' gain the deep affection she had fol
him in the time gone by, but it could not be, and shtfdtdz(:

ingly she thought of the long weary

. years when she should

‘wife, bearing a crushed i
b0 an e, and ach ¥
wherein was enshrined the memory of one, of who 6 s
soon be a sin to think. ’ i would,
On the table at her s ’
or side lay her bridai dvess, the oi
. - ~ e f
Rlchayd ]?elaﬁeld, who, without a shadow on In':: brougfI erf
iv:avemng;r 1;1 the tones of his voice, had asked her to a’ccepil
as a token of the esteem he should
Aine, poor oy hould ever feel for her !
\ , your tears fell like rain i
_ ell upon th
gig.ngg"suw;eath Wfl‘uc}h seemed t0 mock your woe htl)Jw littls
ream of the angnish it cost the g ,
b s onor {0 sa
you the words he did, or that your sorrow was naugh: c);zzo

Pared to his, for you could weep, while to him this privilege

R e e T ittt s i
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was denied, and his was the hard task of enduring in silenceo
the burning _pain which no tear-drop came to moisten.
Slowly the hours of pight wore away, and as the moon
yrose higher and higher in the heavens, her rays fell upon
the bowed form of Rosa, who, with clasped Lands and

~ bloodless cheeks, sat just where first we saw lLier——praying—

wecping—thinking, and praying again, until at last there
came over her troubled spirit, a calm, which cre long,
resolved itself into a fixed determination. “ She would tell
him all—how she loved Richard Delafield, and how, though
that love were hopeless, she could not eall another her hus-
pand? And he would releasc her—she knew he would.
“Put if he should not ¥ scemed whispered, in her car, For
an instant her heart stood still, and then she answered
aloud, « T will not do this great wickedness and sin against
both God and man.”

It was strange how calm this resolution made her.
Rising up from the crouching posture she had assumed in
the first abandonment of her grief, she walked to the open
window, where she stood gazing out upon the starry sky,
until at last, sick and faint with the swect perfume of the
night air, she turned away, and shuddering, she knew nct
why, sought her pillow. It was now the first of June, and
in that sonthern elime the alr was already hot, sultry, and
laden with disease, For two weeks a fearful cpidemic,
whose nature the oldest physicians did not understand, had
heen raging in the towns adjoining, and many who in the
morning rtose up full of life and vigor, were in the evening
no longer numbered among the living, so rapid was the
work of death. In great alarm the terrified inhabitants had
fled from place to place, but the destroyer was on their
track and the “brain fever,” as it was termed, claimed

them for its vietims.
13* k
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As yet, there had been ne cases in W——, but the people

were in daily dread of its arrival, and a feeling of gloom
pervaded the’ village. Mrs. Tansing, on the contrary,
though usually alarmed, even at the mention of & conta-
~ glous disease, expressed no fear, and went on with the pre-
parations for the party, unconscious of the dark cloud
hovering near. But when on the morning succeeding the
night, of which we have spoken, she heard, in passing Rosa’s
door the sound of some one talking incoherently, while at
the same time a negro girl came rushing out, exclaiming,
“The Lord help us—young Miss has now got the brain
fever, and gone ravin’ mad,” she fled in wild alarm to the

farthest extremity of the building, and gathering her -

frightened children together, with Ada, around her, she
called to the terrified servants from the window, bidding
them go for her brother and tell him as he valued his life
not to venture near the infected room, but to hasten with
all speed to her. And there, trembling, weeping, and
wringing her hands in fear, the sclfish, cold-hearted woman

stayed, while parched with fever and thirst, the suffering girl
lay moaning in her pain ; now asking for water to cool her

burning brain, and again clasping her thin, white hands
convulsively upon her brow, as if to still its agonized
throbbings. | ' '

But ong there was who did not forget. In her excitement
Mrs. Lansing failed to notice the absence of little Jessie, who

going fearlessly to the bedside of her béloved teacher, gently

bathed the aching head, and adminstered the cooling draught,
while with childish love she kissed the ashenlips, and smoothed
 back the long tresses which floated over the pillow, Tn the hall
below there was the sound of footsteps, and the bridegroom’s
voiee was heard, asking for his bride, but his cheek blanched
to a marble whiteness when told that she was dying in the

'precious Ros
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had her in hig arms—hig

e abo;’iﬂ;ﬂ:_“;;ﬁ‘;iﬁ: believed, for he, too, had
heard of the sl;ramg:aD disease, and he thought ther.e was ir;lo
hope. With a.bitter cry, he bent over the unczOEscun:1 ga‘ n(i
who knew him nof, for the light of reason was obscar

. n her vision. .
dm“}ig)ji “;?:tlll?r)l(;- be. done? TIs there no h(_alp 7 he ez—
claimed wildl}, and littie Jessie, awed by h,lS grle]i', agsv:f‘elga é; .
as she 1aid her soft, white hand on Rosa’s fore eatc; God
cam help her, and maybe Uncle Digk can. i ;meau o (;gon o
him,” and gliding noiselessly f.rom t%le room, 81:; wauﬂs o o
her way to Sunny Bank, looking, with T-her golden cindeed i
ing over her bare white shoulders, as is she were |

"angel of mercy. -

Alone in his library sat Richard Delafield, his arms ireé::-
ing upon the table, and his face buried in hlsd};an(]f:t ) Afl tmi
o ; i of the futur

i t there thus, musing saaly
night long he had sa L
' he should be alone. Why
when she would be gone, and . e
i ittle, humble gir], and why
_ she crossed his path—that little, .
i dly, or to dream of &
ermitted to love her so ma ' am of &
. En;) (;flr:ef he could eall her “ Ais own, his Ros;,. his &mﬁl.d
i i ted those words to himsell, |
Again and again he repea e
1d be when anothe
he thought whose she wou \ othe
zﬁzzlgshave set, he groaned aloud, and in despmrm? tones
H 17?
* cried ont, “ How can I give her up . -
cmTh: Zun had risen, and, struggling throughbthe ;101;133 01;1(1;1;
i i his bowed head, but he di
tained window, fell upon ead. pot
| i i last, and in his dreams ano
heed it. He was sleeping af last, . s -
imed Rose for his bride, ev
than Dr. Clayton had claimed Xh . i e
i laid her in her coffin, an
Death, and without a tear be ffin, and k
rizz h:ar where the soft sighing cedar and the whispering ping
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would overshadow her grave. From that dream he was
ropsed by Jessie, who shricked in his ear, “ Wake, Uncle
Dick, and come. Miss Lee is dying with the fever, and there
is nobody to help her.” ) ‘

For a time the selfish part of Richard Delafield’s nature
gained the ascendant, and he said aloud, “ Thank God !
Rather thus than the bride of another.” ‘

Still this feeling did not prevent him from action, and with
a firm step and composed manner he went with Jessic to
Cedar Grove, going immediately to Rosa’s chamber, where,
for a moment, he stood appalled at the scene before him.
She had fearfully changed since last he saw her, for the dis-
ease had advanced with rapid strides, and now utterly in-
seusible, and white as the wintry snow, she lay with her
head thrown back, and her lips apart, whils her hands nor-
vously picked at the bed-clothes around her | Many a time
had Dr. Clayton heard that this was & sure omen of death,

- and though he had ever laughed at it as an old woman’s
whim, he shuddered now as he saw it in her, and bowing hig
head upon the pillow, he wept like a child. " For a moment
Richard Delafield stood gazing upon the apparently dying
girl and the weeping man, who scemed whoily incapable of
action ; then rousing himself, he went in quest of the black
women, commanding themn a voice they dared not disobey
to come at once to the sick-room. He had heard that
nothing but violent and continual perspiration had as yet
been of any avail in such extreme cases, and calmly giving
orders to that effect, he himself assisted while the hemlock
and the bottles of hot water were applied, then, administer-
ing a powerful tonic, he bade Jessio go for her mother, while
he took his station at the bedside to watch the resuli,

Quieted T measure by the cool demeanor of his com-
panion, Dr. Clayton, too, arose, and after hurriedly pacing .
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{he room, resumed his post, and there‘on e.ach 'Sldz ofdi(:fl(;
they stood, those two men, the one with his fair | 1an ome
face stained with tears, praylng. earne:stly that she rg ;nd
live ; while the other, with dark, lowering count;:il?aqce ond
wrinkled brow, stood with folded arms, and 1.111 y o
pressed lips, struggling to subduae .the evil pasa‘(;)l} Wee i
whispered, *“ Let her die ! There W;ll he a comfo;* in v‘; 1121
ing over her grave, and knowing that she sleeps there in @

or maiden purity.” ; )
he}ﬂ’“&:g iﬁeﬂitﬂn{e Jossie had been missed, ﬂi-ld a servant d;ls-
patehed to find her. But this the Woman‘falled to do z;s s :_
was then at Sunny Bank, and Mrs. Lansing Wa:% abo};h Vlfier
turing to go in quest of her, when 51-18 appeavleddw.l L
uncle’s message, saying, *“she knew Miss Lee was dying,

dreadfully.” !

100‘%(.3}(1esss:)ie—child,”yscreaméd' the affrighted Mrs. La;xsmg,
_shrinking from the little %iﬂ as 1i‘ ;SEI: 1]:;.3;)?31 b‘ﬁ?g a Joathsome

hing, £ u been there-—Iin : ! '
thm“%i,thoia:ii)}rr Oattenlpt at concealment, Jessic told what she

. o
" had done, and when her mother exclaimed, You are a
!

dead child,” she answered fearlessly, “1 am got afraid to
Tt .

d“} ust then the negro, who had b.een- sgnt to the VII{a-g:;e :Icl)z
the family physcian, returned, b'rmgmg the news}l t tlan e
fever had broken out there the ng.h’b befo.l'e, and t 11& (1,. ) one
family two were already dead, while' a i}hl.l‘(]. was t 13;;15““0(;{1
be dying. In the utinost disn}ay, Mrs, Lansing now-ra: pounen!
her intention of leaving the place at once a:nd ﬂeelgb_ tot ae
ty to her brother’s plantation, which was distant about tw .
mll‘?imd eave Miss Lee alone ? oh, mother 1”7 said Jessie,
Deginning to cry, while Halbert, frigh’r:ened as he was, re-
monstrated against the unfecling desertion.
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N B;t‘Mrs. Lansing was determined—* ghe couldu’t help her
o aldlf she stayed,” she said. ¢ And the colored meen
algt;le d'zhaI]I;hat was necessary ; it wasn't like leaving her
one wi . Clayton, for there were a dozen able-hodied
n‘z‘a Aes m-the house to wait upon her.” : -
WC.lﬂdnd 1;115' she dies 77 suggested Jessie ; but her mother
- lessn;)' ]:};tzar td(l) reason, and wrged on by Ada, who wag
rightened than herself, she order the
o . . ed out the travel-
11D§ hcamage, which soon stood lc,nefore the door. " frovel
b kz wm;ld fain have had her brother accompany her, but
ot be;;; it 1;vvas useless to propose it. Still she Wdulé see
e she w. iti i o bri
i ent, and _h?r Waltlng:matd was sent to bring-

“«p gd Let me go.” sai
: ¢ go,” said Jessie, an '
conlzéd detain her, she Wa; half way th:are  ere her mother
moﬂ?etzufeszlsz roon;L ;ln tiptoe, she gave her uncle her
‘mothes ®, and then stealing up to R
arms round her neck, and laying s sof e chec eareas
;lr;glyl atgalgst the white, thin face of her teacher wept
r last adien. They would never ’ |
, never meet again, f;
1e:}ll'e ti}:e summer flowers were faded, one would be g&fely fxf '
grgen oIs)ZISr; of the dGood Shepherd, who would lead her in
ures, i i
e and beside the still waters of the betier

1]
Bury her under the tall magnolia, a little ways from

father,” was Jessie’s last injunction to Dr. Clayton, wh
;:lears. burst forth afresh, for not il then had he 1;hou 0181::
ow he must leave her alone in that far south land .
- miles away from her native hills, and that to himw;iza;;z .‘

denied the solace of weeping over her early grave

It was in vain that Mr, Delafield attempted to digsuade

her soft, warm cheek caress-
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hig sister from going. She would not listen, for their lives,
she said; were all endangercd by remaining in town, and asg
several other families were going to leave, she should follow
their example—then bidding him hasten to them the moment
Rose was dead, she entered her carriage and was driven
rapidly away, followed by Halbert and two or three negroes
on horseback.,  Unfeeling as this proceeding seemed to
Richard, he still experienced a sensation of relief at the ab-
sence of the family, and thinking they would probably be
gafer at ¢ The Pines” than at Cedar Grove, he returned to
the chamber above, where Rose still lay, in the same death-
like unconsciousness, perfectly still save when a movement
of the head, or a faint moan, told how she suffered. Every-
thing had heen done for her which could be doune, and now
there was naught for them to do but to wait and watch,
which they did in perfect silence—Dr. Clayton, with his
head bowed upon the pillow, while Mr. Delafield leaned
against the wall, with compressed lips, and eyes dark as
miduight, fastened upon the white, still face before him.
The elock in the hall struck the hour of eleven, and then,
with a feeblo moan, the sick girl withdrew her hand from
beneath the covering, and when the stern man took it withia
his own he forced back an exclamation of joy, for it was
moist with perspirafion ! There was hope, and his fivst im-
pulse was to tell the good news to his co Jpanion, but the
demon, which all the morning he had hugged to his bosom,
whispered, *“ not now—Iet him suffer yet a little longer 1”
Soon, however, casting this thought aside as anworthy of
him, he said, “Look up, Dr. Clayton, she is better. She
may live. See!” and lifting the damp bair from her .
brow, he pointed to the dewy drops which stood thickly
upon it. - . : : |
¢« Thank Heaven 1” was Dr. Clayton’s exclamation, and
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) I?ending down, he said, “Rose. m
ILVIG, and you have saved 11_31‘,”’
: )“Vf}f‘dg the dark statne, whose
0 you the credit is due. f; ;
» lor yon worked wh pair
::Jnd(;;ed me powerless fo do, but now T am zrtlrgliipml hud
hyse again, and if T have any skill it sl 1l g ! &-IH
er behalf.” . iall be exerted in
Ther. ‘ :
his "3}'6: :f::(si a 01%1'1 on .Rlehard Delafield’s lip—a blur before
from anéwerin&n ]C‘};} ?hﬂl at his heart, which prevented him
apon Lim an-dg-WhiChltIger ‘F;fere the thoughts which erowded
! . € sirove to put .
w0 . put away. If g s
uld it not be in & measure owing to the gfﬁci oo live,

he continued advancing to-
hand he pressed to his lips.

ent means he

had employed—snd
-—and why should e wi
ke not rather seo her dead ? ftwvf;lqto ave fer . Would.

;{c:unsellcled with him thus, bat ere lone
-Richard Delafield conquered, and whe;lj

an evil spirit which
the noble nature of
at last her e

4 yes un-
Dr. Clayt
posed, . ayton, whos
athed, asking for her bridal dress, he Iook‘efl 3::11;:1 SI}le

mly

while his rival kissed b .
er again and agai :
should . X ain, telling h
she sh yet wear it and be his bride, b?lt when heg e
o 8 Egdered at these words, feebly ¢ saw how
ave : !
another ht;}; cﬂot fold you that T cannot be your bride, f;
ome betweenus 2 a thrill of joy ran thron };hc‘,r
&h his

he thought it wag merely the

closed, and turned towards.

All that Gay. d#d ni
. day. 4 ght they stood o i

o . ‘ ‘ ver her, appl ‘e-

Whellleihsmd to :be n'losf; efficient in cases of }:}jg Iglg]e re

o | Siixllle?tt morning came she was unqmesticmably'bétfﬁmfl

o thb ) in g:reat danger from a tendency of the dj -

b ;30 zl?gir:'hlch,éxowever, wag less to he fezired’th‘m iig?"

. Very carefully and watched

hor aud by y ¥ and tenderly they watched
\ i r. Delafield been bling i

‘ ded b
love for anotber, he miust have seen how mue,l;;r 1111@;'1'2“1}'2)?15'(13&
, adily

AR R R T
N A2 3 o

Y precious Rose—she will
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she took things from him than from Dr. Clayton, following
lim with her eyes whenever he moved away, and sceming
ronch tore qiiet when he was at her side. By the close of
the third day she was nearly free from the brain fever, but
much fear was felt by Dr. Glaytoﬁ lest it should assume the
typhoid form, which it did ere long, and then for three
wecks she raved in wild delivinm, driving Richard Delafield
from her presence, shuddering when he came near, and beg-
ging of Dr. Clayton, whom she called her brother Charlie,
“tp send the black man with his ugly face away.”

This state of affairs was almost intolerable to Richard,
who, if he had loved Rose before, felt that she was t#nfold
dearer to him now, and so, though he dared not come in her
sight when awake, he watched by her when she slept, stand-
ing over her hour after hour, and enduring with almost
superhuman strength the care which Dr. Clayton could
hardly be said to share, so absorbed was he in grief af
the thoughts of losing her at last. Thus the days wore.
on until her frenzy abated, and she sank into a stafe of
apathy from which nothing could rouse her, not even the
sight of Richard Delafield, from whom she no longer shrank,
but for whom she seemed to have conceived a kind of pity,
asking him sometimes * if he hated her because she did not
love him, and telling him how hard she had tried to do so,
but could not, and that he must go away and leave her
alone 1”7 And all this while it never occurred to him that

che fancied fe was Dr. Clayton, thongh he did marvel at her

never mentioning her affianced lhusband, in whose arms she
would fall asleep, and whose hand she would kiss, calling -

Lim Charlie, and asking if he had come to carry her

home. .
~ Matters were in this state when one day, towards the

dusk of cvening, he was surprised by the appearance of
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II.albert, who said that th
P’mes, and he must coms i
his mother and Ada had
blacks werg dead, and th
had been sent to Cedar
Greatly alarmed for the
started at once for the

e cholera had broken out at the
minediately, adding farther, that
both had if, that several of the
at the man, who two days before
Grove, had died upon the road

safety of hig people, Mr. Dela,ﬁehi

_ Pi i i
we will follow him., tnes, whither, fn another chapter,

THE ANGEL OF THE PINES.

CHAPTER XXV_.

THE ANGEL OF THE PINES. o

Tae unexpeeted arrival of their master’s sister and her
cortége at ‘The Pines,” as Mr. Delafield’s plantation was
called, produced quite & sensation among the blacks, who
hastened to Tcceive their gyests with many demonstrations
of joy, rather more affected than real, for Mrs. Lansing was

“not very popular with them. Halbert and Jessie, on the

contrary, were general favorites among the servants, who
thought them little less than angels, particularly Jessie,
who, with her sweet, young face, langhing eyes, and wavy
hair, flitted like & supbeam from cabin to cabin, asking
after this old Aunty, or that old Uncle, and screaming with
delight when in one hut she found three babies, all of an age,
and belonging to the same mother, who boasted of having

given to her master “ fifteen as likely girls and boys as there

were in Georgy.”’

As yet the triplets had no names, but the arrival of the
family suggested . a new idea to Hannah, who, seating her-
solf by Jessie, proposed that they be called, “Richard
Delafield, Ada Montrose, and Jessie Lansing.” '

With the first and last the little girl was well pleased,
but she objected to the middle name, and taking one of the
infants upon her lap, she told the story of her beloved
teacher, who was dying at Cedar Grove, and asked that
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the child she held might be ealled for her. So, baptized
by Jessie’s tears, which fell like rain upon its dark and
* wrinkled face, the babe was christened ““ Rosa Leo.”

The house which Mys, Lansing termed hor country resi-
dence (for she always spoke of her brother’s possessions ag
her own), was a large, double log building, containing
Aothing very elegant in the way of farniture, but stil] pre-
senting an air of neatness and comfort ; for Aunt Dinah,
who had charge of it, prided herself upon keeping it neat
and: clean, as her magter was likely to' come upon her at any
time withont warning, and she liked to impress bim with
her rare qualifications ag housekeeper.  With Mzs, Lansing,
however, she was less pleased, hut still as the sister of

down to kiss little J. essie, who being of rather g domestic
turn, followed her from place to place, herself assisting in
spreading the supper table, which, with its snowy cloth, corn
cake, iced milk, hot coffee, and smoking steaks, soon pre-
sented a most juviting aspect, '
Relieved of their fears and thinking themselves beyond
the reach of danger, Mrs. Lansing and Ada gave them-
selves up to the enjoyment of the hour, talking and lIaughing
gaily, without a thought of the sick girl they had lefg
behind, and who that -night wag to_have been a bride. .
Once, indeed, when after sunset they were assembled upon
- the rude piazza, Ada, spoke of her, wondering if she were
dead, and how long it would be e Dr. Clayton would
marry another | Such is the world, to which Ada formed
10 exception, for how often do we hear the future com-

.
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ted man selected, even before the

» is siecht 1 .
ife of his bosom is removed forever on:;el;S \ilih Ada and
wife - :
ng time Mrs. Lansing sat astonally
1 Foi'laéi-i?lng;:alking on ndifferent Sub']zas agdr(e):;zs of the
er chi ’ , ere beyon .

R . ,rself thﬂut they w . N hSh
congt atuiatzﬂgingzed Jessic had contracted it }g’ rllleilef;g. o
fevell" I;Eezssi "Ou her lap rested the little ig o“ C(E‘he Happy
careles ‘ : tches 0

: a8 humming 8§04 - and
the child, who was ' > uncle had tanght her, a
y rite song which her uncle ; ous
| L?l-ldﬁ” }imefla;zgljfien sﬁng with her teacher, asking numer
- 8 } .
:;uié:tions concerning the better world, where

panion of a broken-hear

¢ Saints in glory stand, .
Bright, bright as day,

'

to g, «Worthy is our Saviour King.”
reverted to her gover-
Mt natmtauli; Ili?s‘:t;ulcl‘,zr t?(:;‘;lih:shispering wind sighgfldg-
e, ? es; she fancied it was the voice o.f Rose b
o t}}e e t,o the Happy Land.” Sweet little ;eslslle,
e oios of angel childven, which you heard thus
. 1}"_“‘5 1;1111?‘(:11001‘?168;}118 pinc:as ; for from their shining ranks one
caliing g

. tive sk, . i |
bag{ " lign[cl)zflt‘:)etheysaddest part of my story. Beneath the
Come

is o little mound, over \Vhlf:h
e hinn g tthr(; Sllilélei}yﬁ;tz?, :lel(l the cypress spreads. its
e ey hon hs, while the children of the plantamo'n,
. B db (t)kl:fugil they are, tread softly near that grave,
dﬂl:k ey daily strew with flowers, speaking in 1?w tones
Whmhhthzyu w;l if the Pines,” as they term the fair iyoung
of “the Ang |
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- girl, who passed so sudden-ly from their mi

dst. It was now

nearly five weeks since Mrs, Lansing had fled from the

pestilence which walked at noonday, and

though it had in

& measure abated in the village, there were still frequent

cases, and she would not have deemed

it safe to return,

¢ven if typhoid fever, which she feared nearly as much, had
not been in her own house. So there was no alternative
but to stay, uncomfortable though she was, for the weather
was intensely hot, and she missed many of the luxuries of
her home.  Still it was healthy there, and this in g measnure’
reconciled her to remain. - Occasionally, it is true, she heard
rumorg of the cholera, on some distant plantation, but it
seldom visited the pine regions—it would not come there ;.

she was sure of that ; and secure in this bel

ief, she rested in

comparative quiet, while each day the heat became more
and more intense. The sun came up red, fiery, and. heated
like a furnace ; the clouds gave forth no rajn ; the brooks

were dried up ; the leaves withered upon

the air was full of humming insects, which at ni

their helpless, sleeping victims,

the trees, while
ght fed upon

At the close of one of these scorching, sultry days, Mrs.

Lansing and Ada sat-upou the piazza, panting for a breath
- of pure, cool air. At the side of each stood a negro gir],
industrionsly fahning their mistresses, who scolded them gg

if they were to blame, because the air thy
was hot and burning as the winds which
great desert of Sahara. Ag they sat the:
man came up from the negro quarters, sayi

s set in motion
blow over the

'e thus, an old

ng ““ his woman

done got -sick wid the cramps,” and he wished “his mistig

jest come down see her.” ,,
* But Mrs. Lansing felt herself too Jangnid

for exertion of

any kind, and telling Uncle Abel that she herself was fully as

sick as his wife, who wag undoubtedly feignin

¢, she sent him
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: . < old
back with a sinking heart to the rude cabin, whclre 11;1151 I;:éd
wife 1ay groaning' aloud whenever the cv'a@g si,l as 8 1(;0&3' et

’ en

ized rcely, however, had he
hem, seized her. Scarcely, had the
J}fov?v éoorway, when a fairy form came flitting dqwnhthf1 ur:;:
row pathway, her white dress gleaming throqg.h dt eIL ‘:m);
twilight, and her golden hair streaming out behm_ . LS
littlebjéssle who, from her crib, ‘had hearfl her mo o
refusal to accompany Uncle Abel, and, stealing a,vs.rag uhom
served, she had come herself to see Aunt Chloe, with w
Bl ’ ' ) €

was quite @ favorite. '

Sh%nacﬂgstomed as Jessic was to sickness, lshe iaw daotwi

g i i case, and, kneeling

lance that this was no ordinary - o

%eside the negress, who lay upon ﬂfe ﬁom,l shlf, t;);)tl; e
head upon her lap, and gently pushing bac {,d enhere e
gay turban, the matted, grizzly hair, she asked w ‘

: / |
pal‘l‘llz'at;:s de sweet chile,” answered Cliloe, “you, Cfu::tt
tache me with the pint of a cambrie needle whar ’tain’t,
lz::ul seems ef ehery jint in me was onsoderin’ when de c;almp
; ” ' | |

i 0.!11&, if to verify the truth of this remark, she suddeglyll;ilét |
’ i her face, groaned aloud.
early double, and rolling upon i 0
1:3: I:t(;his ymoment a negro, who had gained some notmlﬁ;{
among his companions as a physician, came in, and a ;
looking a moment at the prostrate form of ChIoF, who \\ja;l
y ‘v%)miting freely, he whispered a word which clea&c
3511(1): cabin in a moment, for the mention of cholera ha 3
ower to curdle the blood of the terrified blacks, who fle
E their own dwellings, where they cried aloud, and pray-
'Ow some of them, “that de Lord would have mercy 0{;
:2;1’ and take somebody else to kingdom come, ef he mus

dant J 9 .

‘e o nigger anyway. ‘ :

ha%ettirlya fgearless, Jessic stayed by, and when Jokw, or as he
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‘;:ras more familiarly known, “Doctor,” proposed going f(ﬁ‘
foerr Iilnother, sI;)e answered, “ No, no ; Uncle Abel has t’been
er onee, but she won't come : and i |
nd if it i
cholera, shell take me away.” ’ the Kaows 1t i
prTTs c:ﬁwinced the “Doctor,” who proceeded to put in
actice the medical skill which h i
7 e had picked inter:
vals, and which was consi y o oapacitn
4 siderable for one of his eapacity,’
By this time, 5 f aring then 1hr
» & Tew of the women, more dari
rest and curious to know th , i e
e fate of their co i
tured near the door, wh ; ronderinet
, witere they stood gazi i
! : gazing wonderingl
ﬂi}eonbtvhe poor old ereature, who was 'fast floating out upgoﬁ
road river of death. It was a most violent attack
)

and its malignity was increased by a quantity of unripe

fru‘it. W}lich she had eaten that morning,
o Will :eomebody make a pra’r 7 she said, feebly, as she
((;h‘; h(;’r life faslt ebbing away.  Abel, you pray f(;r | 00
o g;;l dand} her glassy eyes turned beseechingty towardspher
,» Who was noted at camp-meetings for pravin
loudest and longest of any one, priveetings for. proying the
. Bqut his stre-ngth had left Lim now, and kissine the ghriv
e ea-fa(fe of'hfs dying wife, he said, *“’Scuse me cDChloe ; de
simi'nt s Wllhﬂ-’, but de flesh part is might); weak J.zmc‘l
sha ¢y like. Miss Jessie, yon pray [” he continued
child came to Lis side. - ' e the s
" ;(_es, ho.ney, pray,” gasped Chloe ; and, kneeling down
e .1tt1(? gl{'l began the Lord’s Prayer, Occasionaﬁy inte .
Spersing 16 with a petition that “ God would take the de -
‘Ing soul to heaven.” st
. “SﬁZes, dat’s it,” whispered Chloe ; “dat’s better dan all
demf ne words.’bout kingdom come and daily bread ; dey'll
_.0 or white folks, but God bress old Chloe, de th! 0‘? \
niggers to die on.” oo

45 i '
ino . ” : )
g, honey, sing,” she said, at last ; and, mingled with
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the lamentations of the blacks, there arose on the evening
air -the soft notes of the Happy Land, which Jessie sang,
bending low towards Chloe, who, when the song was ended,
clasped her in her arms, and calling her “a shining angel,”
went, we trust, to the better land, where bondage is un-
known, and the slave is equal to his master.

Loud and shrill rose the wail of the negroes, increasing
in violence when it was known that into another cabin the
pestilence had entered, prostrating a boy, who, in his agony,
called for Jessie and mas't Richard,. thinking they could
save him. TLate as it was, Mrs. Lansing, Ada, and Lina,
were still upon the piazza, which was far more comfortable
than their sleeping-room, where they supposed both Halbert
and Jessie were safely in bed. They were just thinking of
retiring, when suddenly the midnight stillness was broken
by a ery so shrill that Mrs. Lansing started to her feet, ask-
ing what it was.

From her couch by the open door, Aunt Dinah arose, and
going out a few rods, listened to the sound, which seemed
to come from the negro quarters, whither, at her mistress’s
command, she bent her steps. Bat a short time elapsed ere

" ghe returned with the startling news that, “ the cholera was

# thar—that Chloe was dead, and another one had got it and
was vomucking all over the night-dress of Miss Jessie, Who -
“was holdin’ his head.” 4 o

Wholly overcome with fright, Mrs. Lansing fainted, and
was borne to her room, where, for a time, she remained
unconseious, forgetful of Jessie, who stayed at the quarters
long after midnight, ministering to the wants of the sick,

of which, before morning, there were five, while others
"showed symptoms of the rapidly spreading disedse. As

soon ag Mrs. Lansing returned to consciousness, she sent for

Jessie, who came reluctantly, receiving her mother’s reproof

14
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In silence, and falling away to sleep as calmly as if she had

Early the next morning, & man was sent in haste to -

g‘e;ga;i fl;?eéh;v&f;ld ke gle.ver reached, for the destroyer
. and in one of -the cabins of i
boring plantation, he’ died, forgetting, in th i a_llelgh'
his sufferings, the errand 0;1 which ]:1eg ,h:l e s
zs.thos,e who a.ttend.ed him knew nothing ifbifll*ls.sg:n’si: 11’2
emg at the Pines, it was not until the second day afte t%l
‘ apPearance of the cholera that she learned the fate 0; hef'
sel.vant. In a state bordering almost upon distraction, she
:ralted‘ for her brother, shuddering with fear Whenev,er a
f;:r:afjt}zv:,fgfp;gff tczhher, and refusing to visit the suf
rets, although g them were some who had played
with her in ‘childhood ; and one, an old ~hai ! o,
gho. hadrsa}red Ler from a watery grafeiey;vifgeinm‘?l?,
avannah River she bad fallen overboard. But th X
no place for gratitude in her selfish heart, and the mf o ":}35
creatures were left to die alone, unc‘heeréd by the Is'em .
of a pale face, save little Jessie, who won her 11;551?:1(;:

Jlreluctant consent to be with them, and who, all the dav -
ong, went from cabin to cabin, soothing the sick and f]ying

by her presence i
it , and embolde?mg others by her own intre-
ma’.;.‘;;ar:jdsun.izt, Mrs, Tansing herself was seized with the
] g with a wild shriek, she called
mala , ed on Ada to hel
; 0er h,e b(;ltﬂt]hat young la(f'ty was herself too much intimid‘ateg
ok ; : e call, and in an adjoining room she sat with
© tl? or at. her nose and brandy at her side, until a fierce
‘ lar Ing pain warned her that she, too, was a victim Nc:
btliizr :jr:,;d of Mrs. Lansing, she made no resistance when
| e same apartment, where for hours they lay,
]
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bemoaning the fate which had brought them there, and
trembling as they thought of the probable resylt.

_On Mrs. Lansing’s mind there was a heavy load, and once,
when the cold perspiration stood thickly upon her fage, she
ordered Jessie and Dinah from the room, while she confessed
to Ada the sin of which she had been guilty in deceiving
both her brother and Rose. ‘

«Tf was a wicked falsehood,” said she, # and if yon sur-
vive me, you must tell them so, will you 7
~ Ada nodded in token that she would, and then, thinking
lier own conscience might be made easier by & similar con-
fession, she told how she had thought to injure Rose in Mer.

Delaficld’s estimation, and also of the blister, which had

drawn on Hagar's back instead of her own ! This done,

the two ladies felt greatly relieved, and as the cholera in
their case had been induced mostly by fear, it ‘began ere

Toug to yield to the efficient treatment of Dinab, who to her

housckeeping qualities added that of being a skillfal nurse.

Towards morning they were pronounced decidedly better,

and as Jessie was asleep and Dinah nodding in her chair,

Mrs. Lansing lifted her head from her pillow, saying to Ada,

«If you please, you needw’t tell what T told you last night,

when I thought T was going to die 1” 7

Ada promised to be silent, and after winning a similar
promise from Mrs, Lansing, they both fell asleep, nor woke
again until the sun was bigh up in the heavens. So much
for a sick-bed repentance | .

That day was hotter and more sultry than any which Lad
preceded it ; and about the middle of the afternoon little
Jessie came to Dinah’s side and laying her head upon her
lap complained of being both cold and sired. ‘Blankets were’
wrapped around her, but they brought to her no warmth,
for her blood was chilled by approaching death, and when
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at dusk the negroes asked why she came not among them,

they were told that she was dying | With streaming eyes

they fell upon thsir knees, and from those humble cabing

- there went up many a fervent prayer for God to sparc the

child. But it could not be ; she was wanted in heaven ; and

" When old Uncle Abel, who had also been ill, erept on his

hands and knees to her bedside, celling upon her name, she

did not know him, for unconseiousness wag upon her, and in

. infinite merey she was.spared the pain usually attendant up-
on the disease.

Almost bereft of reason and powerless to act, Mrs. Lan-
sing sat by her child, whose life was fast ebbing away. In
a short time all the hegroes, who were able, had come to
the house, their dark faces stained with tears and expressive
of the utmost concern, as they looked upon the little girl,
who lay so white and still, with her fair hair floating
over the pillow and her waxen hands folded upon her
bosom. - '

* Sing to.me, Uncle Diek,” she said, at last, « sing of the
Happy Land not far away ;” but Uncle Dick was not there,
and they who watched her were too much overcome with
grief to heed her request, -

Slowly the hours wore on, and the spirit was almost home,
when again she murmured, “Sing of the Happy Land ;»
and ag if in answer to her prayer, the breeze, which all the

- day long had been hushed and still, now sighed mournfully
through the trees, while a mocking-bird in the distance
struck up his evening lay ; and amid the gushing melody of
that wondrous bird of song and the soft breathing notes of
the whispering pines, little Jessic passed to the ¢ Happy
Land,” which to those who watched the going out of her

short life, seemed, indeed, *not far away.”

“ With a bitter cry the bereaved mother fell upon her

17
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3 i« d m
face and wept aloud, saying, in her heart, My God, my

¥ d.
’

long her brother was with her, weeping as only strong
ere

; i hich returned him no an-
avoring OZ: ' gileellllt:ziesseiflﬁig idol, and for.a x-nomlf.nt he,
oo, o c’?’ rene;i the justice of God in thus afflicting 11m. o
too: ] one, Rosa Is going, and I shall be left.a on ,t
h ‘t}'lj(? S;Ilftls %‘ VV,hat have I done to deserve a chastisemen

e thought.

like this 17

Soon, however, he g
i he

he tenderly kissed ¢ . .

who seemed to smile on him even in de
ong his people, he comforted them & ey

i more than one tear to the memory o

ping

-1 were dead, and who numbered eight in a}lll. f;te::
o h“fl o e from, the house was a tall cypress where Jex
S?Ofaglsot;t;zs sported, and where now wa?r a]; playl;l;ollﬁz, b
by ) fore. ere,
by hex h.ands 1:1;1;0: iz‘:yd;fd{? E;:uar a grave, and WI{C‘:E ;l:((;
o Sﬁver)ﬁts rayé fell upen the pile of earth Wl:nb i
E‘lﬂ W:Sa\:rl lziuls s'un'ny face and soft blue eyes of Jessie,
'rom g

Angel of the Pines.”

3 WJ7
rew calmer, and saying, ¢ It' is Wel.lla
lips and brow of the heautiful chi "5
ath ; then going ou
s best he could, drop-
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CHAPTER XXVT. |

RETURN,

I.i‘on nearly a week after Jessieo
mained at the Pines, doing what
fort of his servants, and ag at the

- ease had wholly dissappeared, he
accon:}pa/nied by his sister anéf Ad
it::.xpt_arlen(na that the dangers fro ,
ime:
ter,e; i{;s:t:ﬁanutil:os;a-to which we'go. They found Rose bet
left her, neit}?ér i[rzw’l;::;ginas o j;ever — e;itil':]):
oy . g nor Ada ventur
oo f;fn;]:rsr:;eithzmselves in their own apartzin];e&;hher
iy o 1€ ‘tr::;a ?he sympathy of her friendé, Wilichefe
loved and s o J sincere, for Jessie wag univerga]] b .
pved dmgs of her death carried sorrow 1 oy
. ’ O many

" Over Dr. Cla ;
g yton a chan
ha . . ge had come.
2 look o ngoron of his face was goue, and i ity pi
foars Jest RO:GI S];C:)l:sf;s;ness which at first ro‘used %;Lciag?s
- - i S
if it'were so, © Worse, and in much alarm he asgked:

“No, no.” o
» 10,” answered the doctor, whi
passed over his handsome fup. or, while a shadow of pain

Then hurrying t0 the window he Toope o

tears fi i ow he looked o T
rom bim whom he knew to be hig rival uatngowll?de -
: s 0; Now

e end of that time the dje.

'
The hopeful, '

’s death, Mr. Delaficld re-

ver he eould for the ¢om-
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that he was anobserved, bent over the sleeping Rose, kigs-
ing her wasted cheek and mourning for her as he thought
how she would weep when she learned the fate of her favo-*
rite. Oh, could he have known the whole, how passionately
would he have clasped her to his bosom. and held her theve
as his own, his darling Rose ! But it was not yet to be, and
he must bide his time. , '

She had seemed greatly relieved at his ahsence, and on
the sceond day after his departure, she called Dr, Clayton
to her side, fancying him to be her brother Charlie. Tak-
ing his hands in hers, she told him the whole story of her
trials ; how she had tried to bring back the old affection of
her childhood, but could not because of the love she had for
Richard Delafield. -

« Oh, Charlie,” she exclaimed,  he would forgive me, I
know, if he knew how much I suffered during those terrible

* days, when I thought of giving my hand without my heart.

The very idea set my brain on fire and my head has ached,
oh, so hard since then, but it’s over now, for I conquered at
last, and on the night before the wedding, 1 resolved to tell
him all, how I could not and would not marvy him. But a
dark cloud, which seemed like the rashing of mighty waters,
came over me, and I dow't know where T am, nor what has
happened, only £¢ has been here, hanging like a shadow over
my pillow, where sat another shadow tenfold blacker, which
he said was death ; but grim and hideous as it was, I pre-
forved it to  life with him, when my whole soul was given
to another. IHe, too, was here peeasionally, and in his pre-
gence the shadow grew less and less, while his voice called
me back from the deep darkness in which 1 was groping.
Once, when I was almost home, so near that I heard the
song which little Jamie sings—Jarmie, who died so long ago
—he laid his cool hand upon my forehead, which was wet :
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with the waters of the rolling river,
some one, ‘ Look up ; she js better,
Inoment he was gone, but I

and I heard him say to
she will live.” The next
struggled with the wayes and

. Clayton, who, when he thought
nobody heard him, whispered in my ear, ‘my bride—my
owe.” Bat from my inmost g

oul T answered, ¢ Never, never,’
while I looked again towa,

rds the river which is still iy
sight, though slowly receding from view.”

She paused a moment and then continued ; * Whep I am
dead, Charlie, you must tell him how it was, and ask him to
forgive and think with Pity of poor little Rose, who would
have loved him if she could

. If he will not listen—if he
still persists in marrying me, tell him I would rather die ten

1 I do not love, and thep hig

never visit my grave or think wit
far away from home” _
Then followed a message for the loved omes of Meadow
Brook, but this Dr, Clayton did not hear,
lyzed, he had listened to her story until his reason seemed in -
danger of leaving him, and long ere she hag finished he
knew he must give her up—but not to death ; and as Rich. _
ard Delafield had dong, 5o he, in this his ko
felt how much rather he would seo her in her coffin than the
wife of another. Then iy his ear the \‘tempter whispered,
“ Why need these things be ?  She is not yet out of danger.
A little relaxation of care on yo

ur part, and Richard Delg. .
. field will never call her his.”

Perfectly para-

Ouly for a moment, however, did Dr, Clayton listen, and
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; ide that of Rose, -
s upon the pillow besi
thl?u hﬁ:lr%egli;iaierpstory, had fallen asleep, he wept as
W 0, w by

: he would,
; h. Turn which way .
' he shadow of deat spair ;
over he‘r tnzumhf, before him save the dar%mes.s | (;)f gftlljoacki
fhere WaSave a?'ter wave broke over him, his ml;ll. iv_when he
anﬁi; i: the time when she mightbh&ve be:;ld ir11S piteous ac-
w his bosom—
thered her to il an
cO“id Eaveiiig afoud, “ My punishment is greater than I ¢
cents ne
o fil he
bear.” t expends its fury, so
st storm soones ) ht.
But o tl::wﬁzziem and capable of sober, sserloussS egs]:;ghel‘
ere 10Egegwas very dear to him, and to ha-ve 1:10;31 N a; that
Rosa . e ould have given almost everything ’f her happt
love, he w ' ynd in the way o .
ought he to stan an
coue n‘(]); b}fl,]ewgshe was deceived, for h'e remembfei;ﬂhag‘
thin ? he Ead geen in Mr. Delafield, which, tht?l]lnir Fection
thmgli ht of it then, convinced him now tha o, and at the
hov ¢ 0]']glrocza,te(‘l . and should he not tell hel:G St, of affairs ?
- 1:ec'lpe disclo’se to Richard the true 5 g ; anner had
. m
same’ tnﬁiet unobtrusive, and rather reserve e hae
R?st %{icha’wd no doubt, or he would long ere thE u
misle ’
- . . . d
decla?;ed 'Ias ?:im;felping me, T will do right,” E?Isa;(iiil ﬁ:‘tlc .
“Yes, txo is feverish brow.

. : ds over his feve ot is care
clas}? e xﬂ;]i? l},;sa I11retu“1"n, and then committing her to his ¢
by her w ” . _
I Wﬂ]}l leave :(;r ;?;::iént at his side—Rose was dreaming,

There wa

h r’

i d shut out the hated sound. In
e o Stopgigk};l::l?irzglged for water. . It was br(l)uﬁgh:;
pmomer” Shle:: er supported her in his arms—no ]:' ged
el bad %h tangled curls from her brow, or Kkiss
gmoothed back the o




822 MEADOW BROOK.

her white lips. “ Sho is not mine, and it were wrong to ca-
ress her now,” he thonght, and his tears fell upon her face
as he laid her gently back upon the pillow, Wonderingly

she gazed upon him, and lifting her hand, wiped his tears
away, asking why he wept,

- “ Heaven help me from going mad ” he exclaimed aloud,
as he walked to the window, where for along time he stood,
trying to school himself for ghe part he was to act.

He sacceeded at last, and never gid 8 tender brother
watch more carefully over g darling sister than did he over
her during the few days which elapsed ere M. Delafield’s
refure.  He was alone with her when he came, and with
Comparative calmness he greeted Dis rival who, as ‘'we have
before stated, wag surprised at the change in his looks,

b night, in the solitnde of hig chamber the doc
two letters ; one for Rog

tor penned

RETURN. 823

good-bye a8 comfosediy'as if no inward fire Werehconsuminbg‘
R i zed why he left them so ab-
im. In much surprise, she asked w . .
i'l;mtly and he replied, ‘ something which has 1'ece’1,1t1y come
topmy’knowledge makes it necessary for me 1:0. £0- . oo

{Youn will of course return ere long forh M:ssiee, co

: icion of the truth.
inued the lady, who had no suspici "t
tm‘lf If Ido not, come T shall send her brother asksoon Zs :gxi
i ““ 8he does not know th

ig able to be moved,” said he. © ! b
]:n? going, for she would not understand me if 1 told' }1e1, $0
I leave it’with you to tell her when you think she. will com
end it.” S
pr?ﬁl‘i:n leaving a few divections as to how she mus_t be.tlteat
ed, he hurried away, never looking back, and tarning in (.) a
siée gtreet when in the distance he saw Mr. Delafield coming

towards him. Half an hour aftetward and the puffing en-

ine, which now cach day thundered into town, was-]oearmi
‘lglim ’away from a place whither he had come for a bride, an

his heart to do 80, ke I
gently witl her,
- ~there g burer,

from which he bore only a crushed and aching heart.

» when a colored womsan
ad given her.up., Scarcely had he left Rose’s chamber when

“ Deal very, very
” he wrote to M. Delafield,  for nevey was

love than she,

The letter:

| '3 being written he but them away untii sych
time as he should need.t}

; em. Onee he thought te talk with
Richard face to face, but this he felt he could not do ; 80 one

burning kiss upon her forel,
the little dressing bureau w
diate attention of Mr, Del
be there, he went

here they would attract the imme-
afield, who, he knew would soon
in quest of Mrs, Lansing, whom he bade -

entered it to “set it to rights” as was her‘ d'a.lly El;i?i'
She was near-sighted, and g;)ingd_up zzdt ;2 gﬁgﬁ?:i 1 Fau:
carelessly brushed off the letter direc : o
i i u,it lay concealed from view, w :
;iiies]sn;gozgsdzgriiﬂ’l hery duties, nnconscious of the mis-
Ch?i Slisa]za;iri?ils?]%ichard heard of Dr. 01{&3’7@011’8 sudd}e:
depargéure. “ There must be something twgng, ’ l,le tﬁm;% ;r,
though wha,tn he did not know. Going up to dlicfsa, :hz SEL rmm’;
he found ber still asleep. The room was i or ; 5111-— ot
one, and on the bureau lay the leiter Wl?lc-. so1 conghs
lgﬁs :mttention. Glancing at the .superscrlptfonh 18 o
was for Rose, and thinking to keel? it s.afely until sil e c;:;{in -
derstand its contents, he placed it in his pocket ; en ga
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book, he sat by her bedside unti she awoke.
parently better, but an nunatura] brightness of
that her mind was still unsettled. So he saj
her concerning the doctor’
to her wants, :
In the course of & few days Mrs, Lansing was induced to
visit her. This she did more willin

gly, for Rose had loved her
little Jessie ; she would weep bitterly when she knew she
was dead ; and the prond nature of the haughty woman gave

way to the softer feelings, which ofteq prompts a mother to
take & deeper interest in whatever was once dear to g lost,
a precious child, So casting aside her nervous fear, she at
last went frequently to the sick-room, her own white, deli-
cate hands sometimes arranging the tumbled pillow or hold-
_ing the cooling draught to the lips of her formerly despised
governess—despised, not for anything which she had done,

She was ap-
her eyes told

d nothing to
§ desertion, but himself ministered

but because it was hers to lahop for-the bread she ae,

CHAPTER XXVIL
LIGHT .

S o
Ir was early morning., The Wmdng OE éngeiioglu:;:d
itti y 1 air, which ha ¥
n, admitting the fresh, cool alr, k et
?Jpeone of those terrific thunder storms,.so GDmI.nOI; ;; >
sguthern clime. For many weeks T had lain there in

inte 1 a dreamy -
of unconsciousness, save at intervals when I bad y

iri i hysi-
realization of what was transpiring aroutd me.d 'l‘l{r:‘acpfC g&n
cian who was called in Dr. Clayton’s stead had m

i i iti imi ases which -
once hinted of continued insanity, citing similar ¢

i in spi is opinion
had come under hig observation ; buf in spite of his tc‘)r[; hing;
I, that bright August morning, awoke from a re

1

sleep' ith pe‘rfectly restored faculties. At first I thOllg ;
o

i ' » - . A d
was alone, for there was a deep sulln?isstlﬁl i;l;zkiio;n;% a:;e
,' distinctly heard the
from the ‘hall below I : e
clock, reminding me of the time, years ago, Whena(S)I;(]:l > b
fore T had hovered between life and death.-‘ N c;lw, s but, :
experienced the delieious feeling of: returning eaI t,hought
milssed the familiar faces of my friends, and a.si o
how far I was from home, and all who loved me, 1 s )
N Ione, alone.” - .
| I“a§ otaalone, Rosa, for I am with you,” answereffl I?ic(:.: ;1%
voice near, and the next moment the dark form o |
lafield bent over me. . . o
De]?agerly seanning my face, he said, ** Do you know me |

it

S T R

T sty
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“Yes,” I answered,
membrance of the past

came over me, I lifted my head and
looked. around the room

for one who I knew had not long
since been th’ere, : & -

Divining my thought, he said ve
houncement would of ¢
Rosa.

ry gently, as if the an-
ourse give me pain, “ He is not here,
He was obliged to go home, but I dare say he will

soon 1'eturnfmeautime I will take care of you.. Don’t feel
80 badly,” he continued, ag

tears of genuine Jey at Dr. Clay-
ton’s absence gathered in my eyes,
- I could not tell him the

trath, and when I next spoke it
was to ask him concerning my illness, how long it had been,
ete. |

After telling me all ¢
and sai

letter from his pocket, d, “Dr. Clayton left this fop

you. Have you strength to read it now

“ Yes, yps,” 1 replied eagerly, at the same time stretching
out my hand to take i,
* There was a blor up

on my eyes as I read, and I pitied Dr.
vlayton, who had thus laid bare to me his wretchedness, bat

hat he thought proper, he took the

~ an‘exclamation of delight,
him.. But he made no stgn

“Mr, Delafield.” Then ag a dim re-
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i I told him af last “ to let me
. knﬁg‘ﬁ ini;:;{ge’g:g I{Jetter without him thim mit;h
?I'?Itlli ﬂI'D safd. “and he would oblige me by leaving the
iim,” . .

» .‘

1'0?;1 ' next moment I repented my harshness, which Iolliln;:z
had (lzz,used him pain, for there was a look of iﬂ;orzc;v: ;lé)pmud
face as he complied with my request. But. . w s oo e
to call him back, an-d for the ;&:}xt gtlféﬁ;;on (;llfﬁmk nd fret
e alone’l?rsfi:itniltxgjzznﬁg, a% Dr. Clayton for me@dli;:g
m'e Wh(;“ t gidn’i: co’ncern him, and lastly, at\mysglf, for te;
f"lth Wf y lish as to eare whether anybody loved me or 1o .
A 51(1)@ ggd of that time Richard came back. The‘ ‘clt?uId ;112;1
:;Lii;appeared, and very good-humoredly he asked i

] ”
got over my pet, and if I wanted anything.

rmer ill-
1 did not, but wishing to make amends f(.)r my fe.»ldm(; o
hamor, 1 as’ked him fo shut the windows, which hcf d,-l , ‘ ?m.i
i C -
i uv‘ th:)m arain in less than five minutes, and faunmbhm ot
uﬁ:ly I W;s “go hot and fidgety.” For sleveml Izusaw :
- rie d then, as h
ims and caprices, an ' .
ored all my whims an - N s
hl-l? tiring myjs(elf out, he began to exereise 11101}.1{;,.11;:113 . i
gj@r me ?eiling me onee, 1 remember, “to lic su
| ' »n ‘
: 1f worse |
awve, or I would make myse .
ha;z,timidated by his voice and manner, saukf down aswe 5,
i rai til T awoke from a
illows, nor stirred agaln un 1L av a e
niyep into ;vhich T had fallen. This time he j?v‘as-fe Seémed
;f sp Lansing was with me, and the tones o.f her voi eemed
un];';uaa‘ly kind as she addressed me. Rmhard:ﬁzd e
i iaearing a beautiful bouquet, which !Je pres{de(i 1 tome
l‘?’ a, peace offering,” he said, * for having sco
a8
H b ’ . —
th‘;%mfgiglz%g‘ht I was 5o much better that Ada, Lina, and ?;Iv
e - a
hert came in to see me, each expressing their pleasure at my
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me a vague recollection of a fairy form, a seraph I thought it
to have been, which, when the dark river was running fast at
my feet, had hovered near, whispering to me words of love,
and bidding some one bury me heneath the tall magnolia.
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convalescence, Bnt '

AL, one there was wh

me, and 4t waoe came not to

ov e’r been th:Vfli?z?siet :Eﬁ::se I greatly marvelleq, Sheg;::dt
me i :

leave me at night, Why. i tho morning, and the last to
L

a ministering spirit

of her presence, for if I;vzl:: n}ssge gllf.ddened by the sunshine
whom T lone ' Was Jessie whom I missed—Jegsi
ringing | Baed—gtrglulng my ear to catch the sou; ssie for
At I ? ugh, or bounding footsteps sound of her
i - "
for her 3 :dﬂs the day wore on and she did not
and why she stayed so long away come, I asked

Wringing her hands, Mrs. TLansin

" Rich : o exclai 4
_ ard, I cannot. It will kill me. Oh, Jezf(fl , Je;l;?ll I}:er,
, Jessie

But I had no n
eed for furth
had not . further knowledge. I
thoss amul;e;'ore obser.ved, viz., the inourning Z?'W et
A e, and in tears of anguish. I ¢y garments of
mg is dead 17 guish, I eried, “ My darl-
“Yes, Jessie i '
8 dead,” ‘answ i
nev; Y * ered Rich I
Wh'e; see her again, for she is safe ig the aﬁi. We shall
IIC yoa so often told her” appy Land, of
could not wee )
I p- My sorro
and eoveri W was too
wasits 1 aepoqoce I thought for a long, g time. 5
near 1;19 7 hadn;.‘fself, * that always when death h‘ui ho vy
the case, of Jessi een Spar('ad, and another taken,” for Ver(?d
had died, whil Ie’ so had it been with brother J,ami e
to Hea.ve’n Wh?ch }lllad lived, and with g fervent thank::ﬂ'ley
that it ot » ad dealt thus mercifully with giving
G ! dmlght not be in vain J With me, I prayed
radually, as T could b T ‘ )
sad story— ear it, Mr. Delafield tol
ol olss ]fad IEOW she had hung fearlessly over m Oﬂ? e the
eserted me—how she had come f{; 1; h?w when
f im—and -

how naught b
" ut her mother’ :
‘ takeI} her from my side, oS perémptory commands had

As he talked, there came back to

Then he-told me how she had stood like
by the rude couch of the poor Africans, who, with their dy-

ing breath, had blessed her, calling her “The Angel of the
Pines.” From her head he himself had shorn her beautiful
shining curls, one of which he gave to me, and which I prize
as my most precious treasure ; for often as I look upon it, I
see again the little gleeful girl, my © Georgia rose,” whao, for
a brief space, dwelt within her fair southern home, and wasg
then transplanted to her native soil, where fiow she blooms,
the fairest, sweetest flower of all which deck the fields of
heaven. ‘ '

The shock of her death very naturally retarded my recov-
ery, and for many weeks more was 1 .confined to my Toom.
About the middle of October, Charlie, whose coming I had
Jong expected, arrived, bringing to me the sad news that
death had again entered our houschold, that by my father’s
and Jamie’s grave was another mound, and at home another
vacant chair, that of my aged grandmother, whose illness,
he said, had prevented him from coming to me sooner, add-
ing further that they had purposely kept her sickness
from me, fearing the effect it might have. Of Dr. Clay-
ton he could tell me but little. He hed not visited
Meadow Brook at all, but immediately after hig return to
Boston, he had written to them, saying I was out of danger,’

and Charlie must go for me as soon as the intense heat of
This was all they knew, though with

mother and my sisters conjec-
and Charlie’s first question
inquire into the existing

SUmmMmer was Oover.
woman’s ready tact, both my
tured that something was wrong,
after telling me what he did, was to
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state of affairs between me
illness alone which had defe
“Don’t ask me now,
from here, and then T wi
This silenced Charlie,
tioned him concerning
not come for me, he replied evasively,
culated still farther to misleaq Mr. D
suspicion of the truth, though he fancie
wrong. In the meantime he wag t
friend, ministering to all my wants, a
osity procuring for me eve

rred the marriage.

Il tell you all.”

L]

One day Charlie, with his
‘“ Rose, why didn

should much rather have him than a widower p7

The hot blood rushed to my cheeks as I replied quickly,

“He is engaged to Miss Montrose. They were to have been
married this fall Mrs, Lansing said, but the marriage is, I
presume, deferred on account of thej
least I hear nothing said of it,”
- “If T am any Judge of human nature,”
Mr. Delafield cares far more for you t
trose, even if they ase engaged. But t
while she Is rich, and that | sappose makes the difference.”

I knew Mr. Delaficld too well to suspect him of mercenary
motives in marrying Ada, and so [ said, “ He loved her, of
course, and it was natural that he should, for though she had

some faults, he

probably saw in her enough of gaod to over-
balance the bad.”

And still T could not help
said, his attentions to me w
vwere towards her,

| returned Charlie,
“ han for Miss Mon-

hen yon are poor,

thinking that, as Charlie had

ere far more lover-ike than they
But then I fancied that his kindness

and the doctor, and if it Wre my
” T replied, “not until we are far

and once when Mr. Delafield gues-
Dr. Clayton, and why he, too, did
ely, but in s manner eal-
elafield, who had no
d there was something
0 me the same king
ad with a lavish gener-
ty delicacy, however costly i
might be, '

usual abruptness, said to me,
't you fall in love with Mr. Delafield. I

I Tecent affliction, Af

331
LIGHT. .

‘ ? 0';11'1
: V ich he felt for me, a younyg &
by the pity whic ing me de-
was prompted ‘ davs wore on, leaving
home. Thus the day : behind
. fal(.lfromrid %im deceived, while the letter still lay
ceived—a _ ‘ :
] . ood-
theﬂlzulf;uthe morning dawned on WIhlch It ;V?:&iz i?f; %sun-
' o well, 1 was g N
nes I loved so well, . ring vines, iis
byestouzh?’ S;?th its dark evergreens, 1ts ﬂi]‘:w;tg;tv?utum“
ny Soutdt, ‘ him, who, ere the ne .
ir. I was to leave » WHO, . g, bride.
pany j\:;‘re falling, would take to his beautlfll? 1;1‘)1;“?11&& ot
18&“31 thoucht of little Jessie’s grave, W 1<131 and taking
Then ; onowhich my tears would never fi_m ’I oot ovor
o iﬁcﬂ hiding-place the tress of shining halll,l ) MI; Dela-
from 1t8 last &Ddieu, Tt was later than usual w ehe Wa:S very
:ih?; mypez.wed aud as he came in I saw that
e ap . . . .
. erspiration
pakj'A you sick ?” T asked, as he wiped the perspirs
from his face. ] d : at the same time cross-
” he hur.iedly answered ; . large
o 22?9" side table, he poured out and drank two iarg
ing over = ! g
ice water. m hand,
go"ﬁﬁti (;i:u1ﬂing his former seat near me’-ge :1:(?‘;];56 Jershall 1
and fokir;g mo carnestly in my face, sald, ’
ana 1001 o
here again?? o urse we
ever ?ee y;ﬂcould answer, Ada chimed in, Oflz;me o
.Bf .Or%o coax the doctor to br_ing you }1ere S;)él&m m ’
?1]: EJS see how you bear the honors (:;' bemf;‘ Ig‘om My, Dela-
¢ k passed away T
the earnest look p lich remained
ﬁellc}il’sst?an;lay and was succeeded by aksco\:}:t;ﬂ;]‘;hdépﬁ t was
’ X . ¢ m : :
X fage which was tp take : oo
until thedCﬁfrTlgfn the whole expression of hl?‘ucgun::l:a:jiy
- ]
annoinge and for a brief instant my he'a.rb t?;l e10 ;\; e b
Chmiafm;ld not mistake the deep meamlrllg ol his -
‘fl?;.nt over me and whispered his farewell.
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“God bless :
| you, Rose,” he said
to call you, But it cam&ot be, :

A F
. There was one burning kiss up areweli 1”

ment he was gone, on my lips, and the next mo-

7 AI‘B you .
going to .
,wa,s Ieaving the I'Ogc‘) o the dépot e,
“ NO 110,' no.” h ’ "
Y0, ,” he replied, and th _ /
mne. co : ’ en as Ch .
Mes, T "0 bowildered to my foot hardlarhe again bade
ﬁaibanzlng’ Ada and Lina bade me’adieuy realizing when
ers went with me i - .
Charlie. Iook e In the earriage, and to i
ed in a,"w}?is ezrwf‘"-lﬂ(}ermgly ab me, as T unCOHseioi:herr s
Ada who Stéi.)nd, o Rose T once hoped to call ()y GPEQ,.t.
my face with mS 0 the way,” I said to myself, anﬁ fl:c.wel‘t N
when Richard DY lVell, T wept as T thought of all T J drmg
love me, ] elalield offered his heart to anothe a Io:iat
-+ Was sure of that, but what did it amill‘. He ﬁd
I me, He

-

ing heart, alone, bearitig the burden of an ach--

“ Oh, I have loved m A
_ 4 you so »
his arms about my neck— b
another teacher ” and
A th ! ‘
o good-hye, e boy’s tears flowed fast ag he bade

One parting ol
g glance at C :
look at Sunny Bank, one edar Grove, one last lingering

said Halbert, windi
« - r 11
loved you as I shall never Iov§

. . hou ht of .
the h . wht of Jessie’s

beiingsmi eng:me shot out into the woods 15;‘3:; , an,d then
veil ‘ov:er eapfmg back on Charlie’s arm ,a,nd driv:‘hem o
should my' f!-ce, I thought how impossible i Ing my
‘should ever visit that spot again e it was that I

“ My Rose T once hoped

asked his sister, as he
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To the meantime a far different scene was being enacted
in the apartment 1 had just vacated, Scarcely had the
whistle of the engine died away in the distance, when a troup
of blacks, armed with boiling suds and serubbing-brushes,
entered my chamber for the purpose of cleaning it. They .
had carried from it nearly every article of furniture, and
nothing remained save the matting and the bureau, the lat-
ter of which they were about to remove when they were sar-
prised at the unexpected appearance of Mr. Delafield, who
could not resist the strong desire which he felt to stand once
more in the room where Rose had spent so many weary
weeks. For a moment the blacks suspended their employ-
ment, and then Linda, who seemed to be leading, took hold
of the bureau, giving one end of it a shove towards the cen-
tre of the room. The movement dislodged the long lost let-
ter, which, covered with dirt and cobwebs, fell upon the
floor, at her feet. She was the same woman who, weeks be-

 fore, had carelessly knocked off the letter, which she now

picked up and handed to Mr. Delafield, saying, as she wiped
off the dirt, “ It must have laid thar » heap of a while, and
now I think on’t, *pears like ever so lonfg ago, when T was bresh-

" i’ the bureaw, I hearn somethin’ done drap, bus I conldn’t

find nothiw, and it must have been this.”

Glancing at the superseription, and recognizing the hand-
writing of Dr. Clayton, Mr. Delafield broke the seal, and
read ! From black to white—from white to red—from red to
speckled——and from speckled back agein to its natural color,
grew his face as he proceeded, while his eyes grew so dazzling-
ly bright with the intensity of his feelings that the negroes,
who watched him, whispered among themselves that he
¢ must be gwine stark mad.”

" His active, quick-secing mind, took in the meaning of each
sentence, and even before he had finished the letfer he un-
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derstood everything just a
S0 Elatrangely when she roa,
realized perfectly what 1
| ; er feelings
attor g e Hgs must have heen gy day

“But she is mi i T ot
i e now, thank Heaven ! and p hi
er from me,” he exclaim At

d aloud :
Presence of © ud, unmindf
of his 3 'the negroes, who, confirmed i’n theip | ul of 'the
tnsanity, looked curiously eir impression

the stairs, down the walk, and ater bim 45 ho wont down
’

- : ' . out int
ing with rapid strides towards the de’pﬁc;: .

THE CHASE.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE CHASE.

Tag railroad which passed through W, was only
a branch of the main route leading to Charleston, and con-
sequently there were but two passenger trains each way per
day 3 and as Mr. Delafield’s great object now was 1o reach

Charleston before the boat in which Rose was to sail should

leave the landing, it seemed impossible for him to wait untit
night, for not until then was the next train due. Suddenly
he remcmbered that the express train left Augusta about
four o'clock . m. It was now ten, and he could easily reacli
it in time for the cars, provided there had been no change
in the time table. To ascertain this, thevefore, he hastened
to the ddpdt, where to his dismay he learned that the train
left Augusta at fwo. , ‘

But with him to will was to do. Flying rather than
walking back to his house, he called out Bill, his coachman,
startling him with the inquiry as to whether it would be
possible, with his best horses, a span of beautiful dappled
greys, which were valued at a thousand dollars, to drive to
Aungusta in less than four hours. N :

Besides being naturally lazy and unwilling for exertion of
any kind, Bill was also remarkably tender of said greys, who
were his pride, and whom he had named Fred and Ferd. OQn
hearing his master’s inquiry, therefore, he looked perfeetly
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- the stables, he brought out the poui
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aghast, and diving both hands into his mat
nast, an it ted wo
(I)f égzsf:ﬁnyoorj] ul:ltliou‘?tedly, replied, “ Mighty tough(i;r:fcl‘;i’y
el ex’e,iz ;I;S . Them ponies hain’t been driv 0n13;
o ran el g " em for health, for hettern g month’ and
No, mars’r, can’t tlf;;c,o;::;nf;fng W.O“id”km e éead.
. ] " & minit,” and as if thi '
E;ngﬁ;s;rs, s:nd hlS. word the law, Bill stuffeq hisﬂ;lsfg:iss ?rnetrc?
Do S%*O rou;e]l]s-, and was walking quietly away, when Mr
So et o tEpe ‘1fn, sa’ylug, “Ishall try it at all efrents.
oot ot l::t caiim?,ge immediately, and mind you are not
vocsimry (3;1 m;ng 11;.' Ask some one to help you, if
— , .ack, alfld he called to a ragged mula:tt
nesy; i was doing nothing, and bade him agsist Bill i .
b the hoo 18t Bill in har-
Rolling his white eyes 1 i
seemed to him the folI;yc?fS') hlilfr;l n‘;;‘;el' "B b - WAt
lafn::,,S‘.‘1 Lor, mars’er, you kill .
uence, and do as I hid ” saic |
tone which Bill thonght best tg Dcl)]f)eliazlidl\ilz;u}r?te;;iegldr;ﬁi'nta
0

s, who pranced and
their flowing manes

ter, Bill began to expostu-

pawed the. ground, while h i
¢ adm
and smooth shining coats, e
Then seeing Jack standi . -
. . 1ng near, ready to he ‘
" ! ) ¥ to help, h -
t; éfhgrgfred h.lm away, saying, “ Nobody but m}f)s’elfe‘ig E‘Lﬁ?tgh
. rese critters.  They’d know.in a minit if i "
nigger like you came a neayr o o omlived
Nothi :
Sureg,t};gli loth, Jack wal?ed off, while Bill proceeded lei-
arness the beautiful animals, talking to them ag fI"
i

they were intelli i
E gent belng‘S’ and telli s
fear—they wan’t a gwine to be dray t;ng o mever fo

oar—ih . ‘ Gusty in tw y
no sich thing. Bill sot on the box, and ’{W&S noilﬁz?ltsc;

maﬁ;’r, }:\-rho was lollin on the cushions ingide.”
this point he was startleq by the voi.ce of Mr, Del
. Dela-
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field, who, having ‘hastily packed a few articles in his port~
mantesu, and written a line to his sister, had come out to
superintend in person the movements of his servant, whose
peculiarities he perfectly understood., o
“ S0 ho,” said he, ““ you mean to cheat me do you ?” at the
same time signifying his intention of having the horse go as
fast as he liked. D
¢ The Tord help Fred and Ferd then, for Bill can’t,” was
the mental ejeculation of the negro as he saw the fire in his
master’s eye and knew he must be obeyed.
Still he managed to be as slow as possible, insisting that
¢« Terd allus had to drink two buckets and a half, or he
war't wuth a dime,” adding in & conciliatery tone, that * with
two buckets and a half in him he’d run like lightnin’.”
" Very impaticntly Mr. Delafield waited for the disappear-
ance of the requisite amount of water, consulting his wateh,
counting the minutes, and at last remarking that it took
Ferd o wonderful while to drink.

« That's ’case he’s sich a ’strordinary beast every way,”
answered Bill, who for some little time had been holding an
empty bucket to the horse’s mouth. :

He was going to replenish a third time when his master
ordered him back, telling him he could wait no longer ; with-
another glance at his watch, he entered the carriage, while
Bill, loudly lamenting the half bucket, without which Ferd
would surely-die, mounted the box, where he spent quite a
while in comfortably disposing of his long, lank limbs and in

* adjusting his palmleaf hat. ' .

““ (o on; you raseal,” shouted Mr. Delafield, beginning to
lose his temper ; and gathering up;the reins, Bill whistled to
the spirited animals, who dashed off at a far greater gpeed
than their driver thought wasat all conducive to their well

being.
: 15
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“Hold on dar, Ferd ! Stop dat foolin’, will you, Fred !
Easy dar, both on you, for you come mighty nigh histin’ me
off de box |7 ‘ -

This last was said quite loud for the benefit of Mr. Dela-
field, who, perceiving that their speed had slackened, for
they were well trained and readily obeyed BilPs veice, call-
ed ont, “ Drive faster, I tell you. Give them the ribhans,
and let them run.” ,

“Lor’ a’mighty,” answered Bill, now coming to a dead
halt in order that his master might be better impressed with
what he said.  “ You don’t understand Lioss flesh. At thig

rate you kills ’em in less than no time, Ferd never *ill stan’

it with them two buckets of water, ’case you ses how shakin’

him up dis way dey’ll get bilin’ hot and nobody can live
with bilin’ water in ’em,” ‘ ,

. Provoked as he was, Mr. Delofield could not repress a,
smile at the subterfuges of Bill to spare his horses, but he
bade him drive on, saying, however, that he need not drive
them at the top of their speed immediately, as they would

. be more likely to give out, “but after g mile or two,” he
continued, “ put them through with the whtp if necessary.”
“Lor’ marg’r,” answered Bill from the box,
ing an .inch, “T never tache them with 5 whip in de world.
Fred would Jump clar out. of his skin, AH dey want to
make ’em kill deyselves is a loose rein and a whistle—so.”

Suiting the action to the word, he whistled long and loud,

whereupon the horses started forward as if a volley of artil-
lery had been fired at their heels, while mingled with the
roll of the wheels, Mr, Delafield heard the distressed Bill,
saying. ‘' Whoa, dar, Ferdinand, can’t you whoa when T tell
you. Think of the bilin’ water, and keep easy. Come Fred-
-erie, you set him a'xample, That’s a good boy, no ’casion
for all dis hurry, if we misses one train we catches another,

without movy-

R P B e S
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" ATl de same thing. We ain’t chasin’ o run-away gal, a8 I

g of.” . .
kni:?ter a little he succeeded in stopping them, and for the

next ten or fifteen minutes they procceded o:tl r?ll:;erco};;
i ; beginning to think his master
1y, and Bill was beginning ;
izr;ijsr’senses when he was startled with the stern coinlal;ni; '
1 ) ) '
«T,et them ronnow as fast as they will,  Don’t check them,
H 2 & t ” .
t all until we reach the dépot. N
" Accordingly, for a mile orso the horses ruszled (3;1 atﬁ:;;ly
1 i i i me
i thizing with them deeply an _
long speed, Bill sympa ' i ey
ising hi ‘ hty keerful to pay for

omising himself “ to tend ’em mig .
. At 1as£i when he thought it safe to do so, he .hezld thenil 111:,
taking th’e precaution, however to say f,loud,arsgzti: ;)ici

; » lazy tricks here when m
dar, Ferd-—none your lazy
a i‘l,m'ry Can’t you get along dar, I say.. An’ you Freq,
: 1 n
wake up yer hones to de merits of de case.

" But if in this way he thought to deceive . o man
inside he was mistaken, Perceiving that their spee s
considemblj slackened, and hearing Bill loudly reproz;c &
horses for their laziness, Mr. Delafield softly opel;egl t}getla:;

y " i learned the cause of the .

inge door, and leaning out, .

;2;; upriW{}t upon the box, with his braway feet firmly braceac};
i i i wer, §
i -boarc to give him more power,
inst the dash-board 50 ast - ‘ oot
;SIS clutching the reins with might and main, foltflhet holzis:;sp
! » -

' it requived his entire strength to
ettle was up and it require ire : g
lsllaem from runtiing forviously ! All this time, too,- the cun
ning negro kept chiding them for their indolence in moving -
- go slowly ¥ Co
#Bill” said Mr. Delafield, sternly, “ stop the carriage in
tl .,’ I - - - -
Sm‘r‘lL{)rd a massy, mars't,” exclaimed the frightened Bill.
¢« Yon almost skeered me off de box. Ferd jvo_n’t get along
po how. T tells him and I tells him how you’r in de hurry—

the resolute man
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don’t you mind how I keeps telling him to get along, I
reckons he wants dat t'other half bucket of wator,” ‘
“I understand you perfeetly,” said My. Delafield, alight-
ing from the carriage, and to the utter astonizhiment of Bill,
mounting the box and taking the reius in his own hands,
uuderstand your tricks, and for the rest of the way I shall
drive myself [ ' S
Rolling his eyes~wildly in their sockets, the crest fallen
Bill folded his arms and resigned the horses to their fate,

saying mentally, “I shall war mournin’ for em, I shall,
and he may help higself.”

Over rough and ston

¥ places—over smooth and sandy
roads—over hills, over

plains—through the woods, through
the swamps, and through the winding valleys, on they sped
like lightning, the excited horses covered with foam, their
driver stern, silent and determined, while poor Bill, with the
perspiration streaming down his shining face, kept up a con-
tinued expostulation, “ Now, mars’r, for de dear Lord’s sake,
. Stop ’em ‘fore dey draps down dead, Look at de white
specks all over Ferd’s back—he'll never staw’ it without
- dat Yother half bucket, You kills ‘em sartin, and dar goes

a thousand dollars, smack and clean.” .
But Bill

at its height, when fortunately
in another channel, At a sudden turn of the road a gust of
wind lifted the old palmleaf from his woolly head, and car-
ried it far away, <N ow, dear Mars'r,” said Bill, laying Lis
hand on that of Mr, Delafield, “ you'll 'sartin let *om breathe
while I picks up my hat, ’case you see how’ll you look
gwine into town wid g barheaded nigger. In de Lord’s

name, stop,” he continued, as he .saw in his master no signs
of relenting., ‘-

!

s entreaties were all in vain, and his distress wag

his thoughts were diverted

G‘rlaucing over his shoulder Mr. Delafield saw the hat away-
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. . . d
. er the fields, and quietly taking a bill from his pocket an
over ,

placing it in the negro’s hand, he replied ;  That will buy

five such hats.” . . i
g Y‘;s but de hosses, lor’ a mighty, de ht}sse; !iseic;li?e -
’ ticall; ’ e Fer
Bill almost frantically, * l}ont you se g

| e ) i to
gu;\ti{:l Delufield feared so, too, and more 130 himselii; ' tg&gme
his se;:vanf be said, « perhaps the cars will be behin )

1 3 s ( |
snally are.” : e

th%ihoutionsidering the consequences, Bill answered,

they won’t ; ease I hear how they hired a tarin’ Yankee for
- o)

enoime. and he drives all afore him—gits ahead of de
an engine, a

i d all dat.” . ‘
tlm;hf;“ncm minute he repented a speech whose disastrous

flects he foresaw, and he was about to deny it zlbs a {::rbslilclslxs
e f his own brain, when his master, who reaf} y sa hg >
tlf? I; . ‘nor in the nervous, fiery Ferd, said, “ Bill, yhou Z:
N t%fliai whistle with -which you spur up thc’a’ 10TSe
s it ow s Terd has run himself almost (_1own: .
mfﬂfe : novg,have maséy on us,” groaned Bill, wiping away
o L(‘EI as Mr. Delaficld repeated his order, he said, in
. te&l: : t mf:) e, “ (an’t, mars't, no how ; case you see¢ r?y
-{t}hwiltm‘;g dr:;ﬂ’e sore, ridin’ barheaded so in the breeze
To e ) : . ‘
i icke up—-can’t, no how/
Wh‘l‘c Euiogoilﬁist?’ persisted Mr. Delafield. L the fou
Bill still refused, until at last, as they approatcl er011 " em;
they heard a heavy, rumbling sound. It W@Z ;3 o
in the distance, and starting up, Mr. Delafie st O
negro by the shoulder and in thunder tones 3
o Whi n ‘ . . .
W?j::ld?mars’r T will, T will,” gaspe@ Bﬂl,h Ferzﬁtﬁhaz 1:.311-2
fiery gleam of his master’s eye, a,n(.il‘ i:rtilm. i::} e
issned a most unearthly sound, which ming
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shriek of the fast coming engine, urged on the jaded horses
to one more desperate effort, .
A few more mad plunges and they reached the dépot,
covered with foam and frothing. at the mouth, just as the
~ train was moving slowly away. With one pitying .farewell
glance at his dying greys, Mr. Delafield exclaimed, “ Cut
the harness instantly,” #nd then with a bound sprung upon
the platform, which he reached just as Bill ealled after him
in mournful accents, “Ferd’s dead, mars’r, Ferd is,” while,
mingled with the roar of the machinery he caught the faint
echo of something about “ t'other half bucket of water |’
But little cared he for that. Rosa Lee was to be over-
taken, and to accomplish this, he wonld willingly have sacri-
ficed every horse of which he was owner, even were they
twice as valuable as the dappled greys. _

So, wishing him a suecessful journey, and leaving him- on

. the same seat with a Yankee peddler, who saw him when he
came up and “guessed e was after a runaway nigger,” we
return for a momeut to Bill, who with tears streaming from
his eyes, watched the struggles of Fred until the noble ani-
mal was dead, bringing him water which he vainly coaxed
him to drink, while the bystanders, who crowded around.
asked him innumerable questions as to why they drove so
fast and where his master was going. _

To the first' Bill could not reply, bu to the last ie prompt- -
ly answered, as he patted the remains of the departed Fer-
dinand, “ Gwine to the devi/, in course | 'Whar yon spect a
white man to go, what treats hosses in dis kind of style,
won’t let ’em hev all the water dey wants and drives em till
dey draps dead in der tracks.”

The story of the half bucket was duly rehearsed, Biil
firmly believing that if Ferd had drank it, he would undoubt-
edly have lived “dis minit and been as spry as a cricket.”

L S e e S ey

e

© neek of the insensible Terd, the ne
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1 Fr » eontinned the negro, as
's dead and Fred, too,” © -
Butlnzzzrhgesased to move. **Sich another span of hosi?fé
e u it inall Georgy,” and laying his black face upon
e e oro cried like a child. 1
boy,” said a gentie-
. 19 one comfort, at least, my bog, _
ook who ,stood near and who knew Mr. Dela.

. ing man v -
. : didw't suffer, for they were 100 Imuc

field, ““your horses
excited.”

This in a mea .
asked what he was to do with them, sa
dig thay grave.”

" My negroes
and in a short time several "
adjacent field making a grave for the

they carefully huried, while on a stuwp, Wi

: i «s. sat Bill as chief mourner.. ;
fng on his K0 at By 7 he whispered to himself, « for if

“ 71 wish T knew a prar, o
ever hosses sarved it they do ) but.the rz(i? if]; sl
ver prayed since he was 2 little child, ana th
ne »d since

i -ose up from the stump, just a8 his
- Oljn;ﬂc?n:eghlsvlilfg ’ﬁlxlne‘:slllzflc_tﬁ)cir task, were begipn;x;%{izg_
, ‘ - i
:fdni]fule his ’bm‘e head, telling him he ‘mfl?:cl)axda N
master, judging from his own appularc;dﬁsea oA,
fates of the horses, while one of therp !

away. )
This was touching
had loved the horses much, he

’ - - . jS
' Bill, who, wiping his eyes,
e yir;g he “ néver could

shall do it for you,” answered the stranger,

stalwart men were busy in an
dappled greys, which
th his head vest-

Bill in & tender point, for though he

Joved his master more, and he
would not hear him censured ; according}y be rgujr;ed I;;t;r-l
lantly that thar warn't o better master in fﬂl \ (’f g;)y}; (;dy,s
azrsyr Dick, not a richer one neither,—and *twan lx:i o
?Jlusiness if ile killed five huadred horses—he ;ou L
jt-—twan't as thomgh he was poor and owned Do

o few low trash like the "Gusty niggers 17
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A1

anTi‘:llglzl tlns;?;atlon the ¥ Gusty niggers,” chose to resent ag
being th:a Weaie?egular negro fight ensued, in which Bill,
oot ek 1h p:ri;y, came off rather badly beaten, his
 received a,ghn 0Fr che m. se_veral places, while his pants
personal appeZ:all;iit, WI\Ifl[la?Ti m EOOWiSG Fced to improvo his
ed, the vietorious party returnod heme, st Bt pr
o 18 ome, while Bill, who
toe;llii;;tt]iﬂgeeﬁ In Augusta with his master, Wendéd his 3;:3
of a second-hinoé) ’ bWhere he soon- made himself the owner
monted by & weud :aver, which at his request was orna-
favorite ords 'T](j crap.e as a badge of monurning for his
oved o . en seeing that the carriage was safel
way, he started on foot for home, stopping at thg

negr
gro quarters of almost every plantation to relate his won-

derfi
e ;alsa;‘;:ntures. As he was perfectly trusty and faithfal
ho ¥ ays allowed to carry a pass by his good naturedi
» toeork-an% thu§ he found no difficulty in his Jjourney, which
ook 1gjtute lelsgrely, never reaching Sunny Bank u’ntil the
€ secon o
o day after the one on which he had left
anén the meantinf}e M}‘. Delafield, with closely knitl brows
o c;mpressed-hp, his usual look when he was in d
Wigug ]:,. sat musing of the time when Rosa Lee would be?e'p
o ;,] (;w ile at his side the Yankee peddler, with his basket ;1;
; e carefully stowed under the seat, was casting curi
iﬂa;)t;{r:ies at ?Sls companion, whose history he Was’deéroﬁsm(?fs
kue nﬁ;: ut there was something in Mr. Delaficld’s a
e which forbade familiarity, so for ‘once the I¢ cions
Yankee was silent, - " Siacions
Chz'geytwere now 'about half way bétween Augusta and
Ohar es; ;;;; eaz;i golng at great speed, when sudctl’enly at a
ere was a violent commotion
. -—th -
gers were pitched forward and backward, while t]:?e}:aajg?i?e

‘plunged down a steep embankment, th

car, which
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rowing the train
from the track -and dragging after it the baggage
in some way became detached from the
rest. The new * Yankee engineer ” was a daring, reckless
fellow, who at the North had been discharged for careless-
ness, and had come to try his forfune ab the South. Fortu-
nately no one was seriously hurt except Mr. Delafield, whose
injuries were simply mental, as he knew this accident would
probably detain them for many hours, In a perfect storm
of excitement he stalked up and down the track, asking the
conductor every few minutes how long it would probably be
before they could go on, and at last growing so dark in his
face that the Yankee, after looking over hig essence basket
and finding but few of his bottles broken, ventured fo say,
“ Now, Squire, don't git mad at a feller for askin’ a sassy
question, but I raley du want to know if there aint a little
atom of black blood in you ¥’ -
“ Very likely,” answered Mr. Delafield ; while the Yankee,
now that the ice was broken, continued to ply him with
questions, which, though very annoying to the haughty
Southerner, tended to relieve in a measure the tediousness
of waiting. .
The sun had long been set and the stars were shining
brightly ere they were able to proceed, and it was after mid-
‘night when they at last reached Charlestou. Driving
immediately to the landing, Mr. Delafield to his great joy
found that the steamer bound for New York still lay at the
wharf and would not start antil morning. But was Rosa
Lee on board ? That was a question which puzzled him, and
as there was no way of satisfying himself until morning, he
sat down in one of the state rooms and rather impatiently
awaited the dawn of day.
* * * #* # % * *
15%
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The hurry—the confusion—and the excitement of starting

was over, g
We were out upon the deep blue sea, and from-

the wi
o it:ffgf;vrzie?}; siatewoom I watched the distant shore
ed from view, and felt the . i
the land of sunlight , st
ght and of flowers. Notwith i o
;e of sy . INotwithstanding |
fszl:l}m? jour _ne)’r of the previous day, I was bettef t?ii
b ning than I had been for many months before, for I h d
slept quietly through-the night. e
. ;::yl;)ur i:?r two after breakfast Charlie came to me with
ecullar expression on his face and
. ; 1l asked me t
1;1))011 deck, saying the fresh breeze would do me goodo g;
) I;)s;znt;d willingly, and throwing on my shawl ané a
o 1; fg eghorn flat which had been of much service fo
e at € ec%)ar Grfave, and which Mr. Delafield had often said
s y fecommg, I went out with Charlic, who led me to
o d.e?r E the l:oat: where he said we were not so liable to
oo :; llllg'e de(; &e;z_tmg me upon a small settce he asked to
for & few moments, saying I shoul ’
alone. The motion of the b ’ e slighe. A
. oat prodaced a slight dizzi
in my head, and leaning m ( ' 5 iho sot
) v elbow upon the ar
: g 1 e-arm of the set-
ee } shaded my eyes with my hand and sat lost in thoueht
until I heard the sound of a footstep ;
1] H - ) .
. Si v;as Chf;rhe,” I said, so I did not look up, even when
own by my side and wound hi ,
: d -. 118 arm around
3 ;;rrappmb my shawl closer together, oh, so gently | « Cha?;?’
. Vﬁrfj tender of me since my sickness,” I thought anlg
) Bt}:;zn onqed'tl?fmt he shou'd thus caress me. It thr?lle:i me
o thiev)ir;l bl‘lngl:}%‘ ;:)a,ck to my mind the night when I sat
, e-wreathed arbor, where I should i i
/ , § never git again,
o (;:E‘:)r at‘moment the?e was perfect silence and T coal-dghezr
rem‘ eating of Charlie’s heart. Then leaning fofwafd and
) Sovmg_ my hand from my eyes, he pressed a kiss upon m
ps and whispered as he did so, “ My own Rose 1” o
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Ounce, when 1 was apparently dying, the sound of that
voice had called me back to life, and now with a ery of joy
I sprang to my feet and turning round, stood face to faco

th Richard Delafield, who, stretching his arms towards me, -

wi
Henceforth it is your

said, © Come to my. bosom, Rose.
resting-place.”

The shock was too mueh for me in my weak state. A
faintness stole over me, and if I obeyed his command, it was
because I could not help it !

When 1 returned to consciousness, Richard’
aronnd me, and my head was resting upon his bosom, while
he whispered to me words which I leave to the imagination,
as T dare not give them to the world, lest he ( Unele Dick T

call him) should be angry in his way, and I have learned
to be n very little afraid of him since $hat morning when
on board the steamer Delphine we sat and talked together

of the past.
I Hstened while he told me how long he had

‘Wouderingly
loved me—how once he had thought to tell me of his love,

‘but the manner in which T answered his leading guestion
“disheartened him, for he fearcd his affection was not returned
__how it had filled his heart with Ditter grief when he saw
me about to marry another—uiow hig sister had deceived
Jiim or he shonld have gpoken to me then—and how in a
moment of temptation when he stood over my pillow he had
asked that T might dic, for he would far rather that death
should be his rival than a fellow man. Then as he thought
how mear 1 bad been to the dark valley he shudderingly
drew me closer to his side and told me how he had wondered
at Dr. Clayton’s leaving me 80 abraptly and how sometimes
when a ray of hope was beginning 0 dawn upon him, if had
been chilled by my manner, which he now understood.
t« You cannot conceive,” said he in conclusion, * what my

§ arms were
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feelings were yester morn when I bade you adien, nor yet
ean you comprehend the overwhelming delight I experienced
when I read that Ietter and felt that you would at last be
mine,”

"When he had ceased to speak I took up the story and
told him of all my own feelings, and that nothing would ever
have induced me to think for a mwoment of becoming Dr.
Clayton’s wife, but the belief that he was engaged to
- Ada, a story which I told him his sister affirmed when I
went to her for counsel.

‘ And so Angeline played a doubte part,” said he, sighing
deeply ; “ I never thought she could be guilty of so much de-

ception, though I have always known she wag averse to my

marrying any one.” .

Of Ada he said that never for a moment had he been en-
gaged to her. ‘“ She is tome like asister, ” said he, ¢ and though
T know she has many fanlts, I am greatly attached to her, for
we have lived together many years. She was committed to

my caré by Ler father and I shall always be faithful to my

trust, And if, dear Rose, in the future, circumstances should
render it necessary for her to live with us, shall you object 7
She cannot harm you now.”

He had talked to me much of his love, but, not a woxd
before had he said of my sharing his home at Sunny Bank,
so I rather coquettishly answered, “ You talk of my living
with you as a settled matter, and still you have not asked
me if T would.”

A shadow for a moment darkened his face, and then with

a very quizzical expression he made me & formal offer of

himself and fortune, asking me pointedly if I wouid accept
it—and—and, well, of course, I did what my readers knew
I would do when I first told them of the dark man at the
theatre—I said ges, and promised to return with him to
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calth would permxt which he
few weeks, for be ghould be

he said, would work mn‘a-

5 soon s My b
ould be in a very
and “love,

Sunny Bank a
was positive W
my daily physmmn:

; I!
de;?hus you ge0 We Were engaged—chkard and




CHAPTER XXIX

TeE sun had set op (
broad. ai ) n Cedar Grove, g |
tiontly Wﬁiff::f;afslmm_ Lansing ;ndnid?gf;gi;oy the
left them so zbru\ ;C ffu‘? » whom they had ot seen si o
the absence of onepwg In the morning.  Greatly I_PH;I_]C; Le
rival, Ada began to Iom she had in a measure dre:Ldedc "
ian would novt:r be a e tha.t the conquest of her o wa
knew the effec \Afh’it:lfo;;J p?zl‘a‘?lvely easy matter, and ;: ?Ld
 hiad upon him, she had Sppletty face and a becoming dres:

. ; et a er :
evening’s teilet, and looked great deal of time upon this

in her pale . ed unusually youn
whit pale blue tissue, with her soft; y' z &I;ld handsome
ite uncovered neck J curls fallmg over
( ) i

That day she h

ad talked a lone
whf) had not culy expressed he: n“?i
a sister, but had also promised to

forward the
matter. Believi
more influence _believing Mrs. Lansing
began to enltlcet over her brother than she 13311130 have far
sho. thowe ertain hopes of soon becomi & ¥ had, Ada
ought no one cou ng a bride, aud when

N . ld see I .
card, *‘ Mr. and Mrs. R. Delaficld 7;:31', actually wrote upon s

look ! Tt1 just to see how i
Lrow o frown o g lought, and smoothing from 1
ich h&d been caused by her ﬁnd'D rom IlBI'
ing among

Irer

If}me with Mrs. Lansing
7

p Ingness to receive her ag
© whatever she conld to
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her waving tresses u long white hair, she went down to the
piazza to await Richard’s coming.

« He has not been here since morning, and I am sure he'll
come to-night. ‘You know he has latterly bheen a most con-
stant visitor,” remarked Mrs. Lansing.

«“ Yes, but possibly the attraction which kept him so much
here s gone,” faintly suggested Ada.

4t Tijg 1 returned Mrs. Lansing, with & toss of her head.

-« know Richard better than that, and though he may at one

time have felt a slight interest in Miss Lee, L am positive
*tis nothing serious, oT Jasting. Only think of it, Richard
Delafield marry my governess, & poor schoolmistress ! What
would his fashionable acquaintance in Augusta and Charles-
ton gay, setting aside our friends in New Orleans I '

" And on the proud woman's face there was a sneer at the-

very idea of her brother’s thus disgracing himself. . '

« Hark | T do believe he's coming,” said Ada, as she heard
approaching footsteps, and she had just time to adjust her
skirts gracefully when there stood before her, not Mr. Dela-
field, but the servant 10 whom had _been intrusted the note
for Mrs. Lansing. ' '

This the negro had entirely forgotten until it was recalled
to his mind by the continued absence of his master, whose
réturn they had confidently expected before night, Taking
the note from his hand, Mrs. Lansing hastily glanced at its
contents, and then, with an exclamation of surprise, handed
it to Ida, who tarned deathly pale as she saw her new-horn
hopes crushed at once and forever ; and if now she clasped
her hand upon her side, the action was not feigned, for a
pain, Which Liistering counld not heal, was indeed there—the
pain- of wounded pride at seeing a humble, obscure girl
preferred to herself. - For several minutes not a word was
gpoken, and then Mrs, Lansing, who knew it would not be’
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politic to quarr ,
Bb Richarc%s P;(fiewé[?h her brother, said, “I am aston;
it, and we may ‘aus edings, but I suppose thers js 1 Slomshed
the Worst o] well make the hest of & an 0 belp for
villanore il in the world.  She had man Miss Lee ain't
on S:; ¢—was well edueated, and wigh a?any
! Zl;le”pomts of etiguette she ma ew le
Delafi ‘;: ’ an:gpily retorted . Adg ¥
“Azg :&W:fe etiguetie I shal] 1;9 ol
. al you would '
a Iéttle sarcastically. 1 not eare to
he was a womar .
oman, who if . .
could turn w ’ , 1L essential to hep . )
pleased Withvgsh every breeze, and thouh? OIWn Interest,
sable to Provoki EP other’s choice, she dig ngot dsele “Zas not .
once roused, but fles anger by quarrelling ahout i?ﬂf 1? advi-
mined spirit, Then ;V could cope with his resoh,lte01 IWhen
and would not ob" 00, Rosa Lee was yielding and ) defer-
half his fortune UPOJ ecl?‘ even if her husband shoulg egel‘ous,
1 ister:
to have her the mistre;S sister; so after a estory

ssons from ug
do very well.” :
When 7 tegeh Dick

der than T am now.”
be 37 said Mrs, Lansing
A r

1 it might be b
s of Sunny Bank than one like Ztézl
't

ﬂlaking up
d Rosa, when

loud sobbi .
& violently. 1ng, and looking

‘ . 3 sia C .
her attention wag :smtstractedlblf_;jrl.gr [er to sai

rozg;d she saw Ada, weepin
8 well ag
guardian, ang t;i;ekcould love any one, Ada haq |
overcame her for .nowledge that he was now 1 oved her
cho criod alouy a time, and covering her face 1?v1'thc.ls1t t];) e
‘ - Lansing had never 'realf; zﬁd?i
L&

" deeply, and as 0
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looked weary, pale and old, as she languidly took her sead
at the breakfast table, Still Ada was not one to love very
n this occasion her pride was tonched rather
than her heart, she ere long grew calm, and with Mrs. Lan-
o make the best of it. Then, too, there
arose the very natural desire to conceal from Richard that
she had ever cared for him, and to do this ghe thought she
must pretend to be pleased with his choice. Accordingly
when Mrs. Lansing wrote to her brother, Ada inclosed a
gilt-edged note, in which she congratulated him upon his.
intended marriage, telling him she had foreseen it from the
first, and. ended by sending her love t0 “ Rose” 'Thus, be-
cause she thought it would be for her interest, did Mrs.
Tansing deem it best to change her tactics, while Ada was
too proud to evince any open hostility, thongh in her heart
¢he Lated the future bride and lamented the fatality which
had decreed that she should be rivalled by “both of those

Lee girls.”

sing wisely resolved t

G

S

Sk g
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when I showed him the bench where 1 had lain when the
faintness came over me, he wound his arm eloser-around me,
—though wherefore I do not know. Together too, we had
gone over the old farmhouse, he lingering longest in the
room where T was born, and when he thought I didn’t see
him, gathering a withered leaf from the rose bush which grew
beneath the window, and which I told him T had planted
when a little girl.

Tvery woman, young and old, in the neighborhood and

CHAPTER XXX,

&
THE SOUTHERN :
UTHERN PLANTER'S NORTHERN BRrIDg.Y
OvER the B

New E .y , E :
glorious Ingj ngland hills the hazy light of a mo . : in the village had seen him, either face to face or from be~
\ S -

an Sum .
o Eummerfmt-‘.s shining, while the forost ¢ hind the folds of a muslin curtain, some calling him “ black
ondly ag {fothcl'lmsm and gold, jifted theip rie;’ .: and ugly,” while others pronounced him * splendid,” and all 1
voice of coming €y heard not in the distance tie 3 believe united iu saying that, “ Rosa Lee had done wonders,
‘ considering she had no great amount” of beauty to do it

with 1”7

v bt ) ; Once, when a remark Iike this came to Richard’s ear he
Y bridal had come. Wo had he ® B | smiled quietly and said, ¢ Rosa Yee is beautiful to me, for
old Mea d:n ' though her face may Jack perfect regularity of features and
i brilliancy of complexion, she has beauty of a higher order, a

and v associations . c s . :
ery, very dear to Aim be- . beauty of the mind, which is seen in her laughing blue eyes

in their gorg
heads as pre

. .

Brook farm
. ; sacred to me -
which clustered around itfm the many halloweq

cause it was my chilc
. lli}hOOdrs I .

stood for the last time bene O:;:e’ S0 he told me when we 1 and sunuy smile” - : )
ath th li f Thus you see, 10y reader, that Richard thought I was

I had lain in the long gr handsome, while strange as it may scem there were others
ness of one who Wa,sg e grass and wept over the fek] . who said so too, and cven I was sensible of a thrill of pride,
friend, =~ . baught to me now, save g e: : such as I supposc.conscious beauties feel, when 1 stood up be-
) ' foa fore the mirror and saw how well Tlooked in my bridal dress
in the big arm chair g dthe old brown SChOOIhduse —h of satin and lace—Ais gift, but not the same which he had
when I told him of th:a lflttl I_bu‘t’ no matter where :[ . © i : purchased' for me some months before. At first T had pro-
tte romping girl with yellow haﬁt : posed wearing the one intended for Dr. Clayton’s bride, but

’ Richard would not suffer it, s0 1 gave it to Lizzy, who, a8

soon as John Thampson was of age, which would be in Jan-

uary, would probably have need of it/ This same John

was to be our groomsmaﬁ and much he amused Richard by

Together we had sat ig
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telling him of the tall, hateful boy who had once been a ter-
ror to a little schoolma’am thirteen years of age, who nows
with & heightened bloom upon her cheek and a strange light
in her eye, stood waiting the summons to the parlor below.
It came at last and as I laid my hand on Richard’s arm he im-
printed a kiss upon my lips, ““the last,” he said, * he should
ever give to Rosa Lee” : o

Of what came next 1 have only a faint remembrance.

There was a rustling of satin upon the narrow staircase, -

down which Lizzie and I went a little in advance of Richard
and John Thompson, the latter of whom said something in
a low tone about Zeops and the space they occupied ! this
remark shocked me inexpressibly, but Richard didn’t seem to
mind it at all, As we passed the front door, the cool night
wind (for it was evening) blew over my face, reminding me
of the South, it was so soft and balmy. When we entered
the parlor, I was conscious of a goodly number of eyes fixed
upon me, and as I crossed over to a vacant spot under the
looking glass 1 heard more than one zay in a whisper, “ Tsn’t
she pretty ?” meaning Lizzie, I suppose | -‘Then o man, whom
- I recognized as the new Episcopal clergyman (I believe I've
never said that Richard was an Episcopalian) stood up be-

fore us and said something about * You Rickard—and You
Rose,” after which Richard placed a ring upon my finger -

squeezing my hand a very little ashe did so. Then follow-
ed ashort prayer, in which I fancied the minister made a
mistake in our names, inasmuch as he spoke of Tsaacand Re-
. becca instead of Rickard and Rose! This being done I
glanced at the bridegroom. There was no scowl upon his
forchead now, and I could see the light.shining out all over
his face as he bent down and gently whispered “my
wife ! '

This dispelled the clouds at once, and as guest after guest -

| v i SR
«PHE SOUTHERN PLANTER’S NORTHERN BRIDB

fheir congratulations, while (.}_harhe
: ther in repeating MYy

ed with each o
that I was no longer Rosa Lee,

crowded around, oﬁerm-
and John Thompson Vi
pew name, 1'began tor

put Mrs. Richard Delaﬁeld.

ealize

i




. thought T was leaving it

‘with his arm around me, was
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CHAPTER XXXI

BUNNY BANE.
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For a fow days we lingered at my mother’s fireside, ane
then, with the fall of the first snow-flake, we lefi for oup
soathern home ; Richard promising my mother, who wags
loth to give me up, that when the summer birds came baek
and roses were Lloming again by the door, he would bring
his Rose to breathe once more the air of lier native hills,
We stopped at New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore and
Washington, and it wag ot until the holiday

§ were passed
that we landed at last at Oharleston and took the ears for
W—— which we reached about dark.

With a loud cry of joy, Bill, w
comed back hig master, and then g
gers in his big black hand, said, with g sty wink, which he

meant should be very expressive, “ I know, now what mas
kill dem hosses for | ot the

ko was Waiting for us, wel-

most crushing my fin-

8T
salie time making some apology
g animals he was compelled to
eceased Ferdinand and Frederie,
own I conld not help eontrasting
those of the year before, when I

forever, Then, weary, sick and
wretched, T had looked through blinding tears towards

Sunny Bank, which wag now my home, while at my side,
its owner—my hushand.

Iny present feelings with
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“You tremble, Rose,” said he, as we drew near the house,
dl OlIlnde me ,be calmer, saying the meeting between my-
and he bs '
ig sister n be over.
gelf and hig sister would sco _ e
beligut it was not that which I dreaded. 1t was the pl:e;; e
ion to his servants, to whom I bore the fo1‘m1dab(jllefle a on
1011 1 H ? S ‘ for or
tc’)f mistress, and for whose good opinion T cm-e T o
than I did for that of the haughty Mus, Ifz(LinsmO.th% o
i i il to Richard, who assaréd me tha
ing like this I sajd to Richard, wao 0 mo that s
JIChmtD hlold would love me because I was Ais wife, i’ for
house

" i 3 se brilliantl
the -yard, we were sarprised at seeing the hOIlb(; bril e:r
Phin i { nan -
lightid i;rhilc through the open windows forms of many p
¥ . L i
sous were seen moving to and. fro. chand ol 1t s Augel
In a displeased tone of voice Richard st ,1 s Augek
ik, ike it, for res
{ ot like it, for you need , .
ine’s work, and L don \ nd o
m nuch ,fa,tigued to sce any one to-night, but I‘-su“ oo 1t
oo t he ivoided Ho, Bill,” he called to the driver,
c4anno : - Ho . |
B ‘ 2 Bi di “ Miss
e ‘
; }}?;‘30 ne de quality,” answered Bill, adding that
= H n
\ i see de bride. -
ine done ’vite ‘em to se e aid
An“gglu might at least have consulted my w1s];§;, e
18 cor e e
Richard, while my heart sank within me at being oblig
L] ‘ ? 3 ., -
meet strangers in my ‘]aded_com.htton. B
Mrs. Lansing, it seems, had in Ler mind & }d o
S, [ s i " 1 s |
Li l their pr(?s’ent one being rather old fa,sl.n_oneld, a s B
o / i " thought to please her bro-
| ' rocuring one she thoug
surest means of procuring : o e
V UET?E) noticing his bride. So, in her zeal, sl}et{atﬁﬁldwers
¢ & ) ] ; ‘
:Ci'd'thz matter, inviting to Sunny Bank many o el\wem bmt,
?
(ime of whom were friendly to me aud 8211 ool
:h ueh all, T belicve, felt curious to see how el
Y;)nlgee ” ’(thus Ada termed me) Would. demea

. wife o southern planter.-- . | }
thfi)mfzeyafaces with white shining eyes, peered round the
us ,
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corner of the building as the carriage stopped before the
‘door, and more than one whisper reached me. *“ Dat’s she—
de new Miss, dat mars's’s liftin’ so keerlully.”

Upon the piazza stood Mrs. Lunsing, her face wreathed in
smiles, while at her side, in flowing white muslin, were Ada
and Lina, the former of whom sprang gaily down the steps,
and with well feigned joy threw herself into the arms of her
guardian, who, after kissing her affectionately, presented her
to me, saying, “ Will Ada be a sister to my wife ?” ,

“ Anything, for your sake” answered Ada, with rather
more emphasis on your than was quite pleasing me,

Mrs. Lansing came next, and there was something of hau-

teur in her maunner as she advanced, for much as she desired D

to please her brother, she wus not yet fully prepared to meet
me as an equal.  But Richard knew the avenne to her heart,

and as he placed my hand in hers, he said, “ For the sake of

Jessie you will love my bride, I am sure.”

It was enough ; Jessie was forgotten by many who had
‘wept Dbitterly when first they heard the sad news of her
death, in the mother’s heart there was an aching void,
and as %tle, bine-eyed child were pleading for me
from her little grave, the proud woman’s . eyes were moist
with tears as she said, “ Yes, for Jessie’s sake do I 1 ”
she paused, for with that sacred pame upfon Ler Iips even she
could not utter a falschood and say, “1 love you,” so she
qualified it, and after a moment continued, “I will learn to
love you, Rose, for such I know would be our angel Jessie’s
wish,” ' ,

- From Lira I expected no demonstration. She was too sel-
fish, too listless to care for any one, so when she coolly shook
my hand and called me s, Delofield, T was quite satisfied,
particularly as the next moment Halbert caught me round
‘the neck, shouting ont & noisy, but genuine welcome to his
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« Anunt Rose,” and telling me “he was mighty glad I'd come

pack to.stay for good.” .

“ You have quite a party;” said Richard to his sisfer as -
we entered the spacious hall, I shrinking behind him so as to
hide myself from the curious eyes which I knew were scan-
ning my dusty travelling dress.

‘?Only a few friends, who I thought would be glad to

meet Miss Leo—I beg pardon—your wife,” she hastily

added as she saw the gathering frown upon his brow. '
With o look in his eye which made her quail, he said,
« Never make that mistake again, Angeline.” (Anfi she
never did 1) “Rose is too much exhausted to appear in the
parlor to-night,” he continued, as we entercd my room-—
owr room—the pleasant, tosteful apartment, which I once
thought had heco fitted up for Ada. “You onght t:o have
had more tact than to invite company on the first night of
fy arrival—when you must have known how weary Rose
would be. She don’s look like hersclf, so pale and way-
worn,” he continued, himself removing my bonnet and ten-
y oking my aching head.

delliTyoiltjligglngulg pleasegAda better than to present me just
as I was, pale and jaded, with dark rims ?eneath my cyes,
induced by the seyere headache from which I was: geall;r
suffering. It would show her own charms to .gregtfal 'a ‘vanci
tage, she thought, as she glanced at an opposite mirror an

saw the contrast between us. ' .

&'L‘: Oh, Richard,” she said pleadingly, “‘ pray don’t object to
her going down, it wouldn’t be polite, and then they are all

ing to sec her.”
dyl‘?%\fhy then didn’t they, some of them, iAJprove the OPPOI;;
tunity when she was here before, and on show every dspr,
id Richard, moodily. o
.Smitﬁll( Ada:* forget{ing herself, answered in a low tone,
‘ 16 .

. _ R dn e T TTwm emocso St T we TR e i Lo . . .
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“Why, that’s plain enongh, Mrs. Richard Delafield ig g yery
different personage from Miss Liee, gov ™ =

Ada P sternly interposed my hushand, “ Never a reni¥k
like that in my presence.” ’

“ Why, Uncle Dick,” said Ada, smothering her anger and
winding her white arms around his neck, “how you
frighten me. T didn’t mean anything, only I do want Rose
to go down, so much, can’t you, dear 7’ and she furned
towards me. , E

With ber, I felt that it would hardly be polite to refuse,
so I replied that “after a cup of tea and half an hour’s rest,
I would try to do so.”

Supper was brought to our room, the servant almost

touching ber knees to the floor, solow was her obeisance to

the “ New Miss.” As I have once before remarked, my head.

was aching dreadfully, and as I looked at the soft, downy
pillows which lay piled upon the snowy bed in the adjoining
room, I thought how much rather I would throw myself
among them, than join the gay company below. But it
could not be, and with somethiug like fears in the sound of
my voice, I asked Richard to send up my trunks.”

Closely inspecting me for a moment, he answered. “ There
s 0o necessity for you to dress. You look well enongh just
as you are, and you must not fatigue yourself any more. T
shall get you excused in a little while, and sometime after
you are thoroughly rested, Angeline shall give a large party
at her own house, where youw'll have an opportunity to dis-
play all the ‘fizins,” and he laughed, thinking, I suppose,

- he had said something smart. ’

My dress was a dark blue merino, trimmed on the basque

and sleeves with black velvet., It fitted neatly, and was, I |

knew, unusually becoming ; o after arranging my curls and
donning a clean linen collar, I took my husband’s arm and

SUNNY BANK. , 338

went down to the drawing-room, where 1 found about forty
people assembled. With a few of them I was already
acquainted, while the majority were only known to me by
sight ; for though I had often seen them at Cedar Grove,
they had not thought.it worth their while to notice a mere
governess. Now, however, as Ada had said, matters were
changed, and Richard Delafield’s wife could not be slighted
with impunity. Consequently I was for a time overwhelmed
with compliments and attenfion ; some with whom 1 had
never before spoken, expressing their delight at seeing me
back again, while others said that a bride was just what
was wanting to give ¢clat to the winter gaieties,

Close to my side kept Ada, assuming a kind of patronizing
mauner- and answering for me whenever she thought the
conversation beyond my depth.. Of course she threw me
quite in the shade, and in a measure she had her reward, for
she, as well as I, heard a lady, a stranger in ‘W , 5ay,
“ ITow much more beautiful Miss Montrose is than the bride.
I wonder Mr. Delafield did not prefer her.” &

There was a Iook of exultation on Ada’s face as her eyes
met mine, but it passed away as we heard the answer made
hy Miss Porter, a lady whom Ada thought excecdingly
aristocratic.  “ Yes,” said she, “ Miss Montrose is rather
pretty, but she is fading fast, and I suppose Me. Delafield
preferred the-freshness of youth to the decay of beanty, and
for my par$, T approve lis. choice, and think her a very
pretty little creature.” : ‘

I glanced at my husband—he, too, heard the remark and
it pleased him, I knew, while Ada erossed over to the oppo-
site side of the room and 1 saw her no more, for Richard
soon asked for me to be excused ; a request which the com-
pany readily graunted, saying, “ I must of course be tired.”

1t was late when Richard eame ap to our room, and I saw
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in & moment that something was the matter, for his face
“wore the dark, hard look it sometimes did when he was dis-
turbed. I did not then ask the cause of his annoyance, buf
afterwards I learnced that {he moment the guests were gone,
Ada, whose ' feelings were a good deal ruffled, not only at
the attention I had received, but also at the remark of
Miss Porter, commenced censuring my husband for having
suffered me to appear in the drawing-room in my travelling
dress. “’Twas an insult to the company,” she said, “and
they could excuse it on no other grounds save the supposi-
tion that I was entirely ignorant of etiquette in any form.
I didn’t blame her so much,” said she, “for I suppose
she didw’t know any better, but I was astonished - at
JO% ”

Ada had quite forgotten herself, or else she mis-
understood the man with whom she had to deal. Very
quietly he listened, but the storm was gathering within, and
when she had finished, it burst upon her with a yengeance;
he bidding her never again, either in his presence or the
presence of any one, say aught disparagingly of his wife.
“ Her actions shall not be questioned by you,” said he, *“ and
you shall treat her with deference, for in every respect she
is your superior, save that of age, and there, 1 admit, you
have the advantage.”

This decided the matter at once, for Ada was afraid of
him, and though she could not conceal her dislike from me,
she was in his presence always kind, considerate and some-
times even affectionate in her demeanor towards me, coming
at last to call him *“ Unele Dick,” in imitation of Albert,
and me ““ Aunt Rose,” particularly if there were any stran-
gers present,

The morning following my arrival I was fmmally pre-
gented to the servents, who received me with many
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demonstrations of joy, the older portion ‘‘ bressin’ de Lord

“they had lived to see Marst Richard look so happy and

peart like as he did with the new Miss” Only one eyed me
at all askance, and that was Aunt Hagar, the housekeeper,
who saw in nmie a rival—one who would henceforth wear
jingling at her belt’ the huge bunch of keys, which for so
long a time had been to her a badge of honor.  Then, too,
the old lady, like my other new relatives, had some fears
¢ that Miss Rose didr’s ’long to the quality, and that Mars'c
Richard had done histed hissell’ down a peg or 50 by marry-
in’ one who was brought upin de frec states, whar dar warn’t

. nary nigger to fotch ’em a drink of water or fan when de

sun was reastin’ hot.”

With a look of injured dignity, wlnch made the steeple of
a turban on her head tremble, she undid from her wmst the

" bunch of keys, and offering them to me, said, * I’spects these

are yourn now.’

I drew back, for to me there was nothing pleasing in the
idea of being disturhed every time a lump of sugar, a piece
of coal, or a pan of flour was wanted, so I said, “If my
Lushand is willing I’d rather you'd keep them yourself, as T
know you are trusty,”

Hagar’s face b ightened pereeptibly and T am induced to
think she forgot in a measure niy misfortune in having heen
born in a free state! At all events T have not now a more
devoted servant than Hagar, who declares me to be a “ per-
fect lady,” and who has more than once ventured the {reason-
able remark, that 'if all de Free Stage folks is like Miss Rose,
ghe’ll be houn’ she’d like to live thar!” Regularly cach
morning she comes to me and asks * what Miss would like {or
dinuer,” and regularly cach morning * Miss ” answers, *“ Dear
me, Hagar, I don’t know ; get what you like :” feeling
confident the while that the programme is already made out

T ome
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and that any material suggestion from me would be super-
fluous. So much for mistress and slave. _

With his usual generosity, my husband made all of the
negroes presents ie honor of his marriage ; offering for Bill’s
acceptance a silver watch, which he had pmchased for himn
in Charleston. Taking the timepiece in his hand, Bill exam-
ined it attentively, held it to his ear, put it in his pocket,
looked at the key, and then handing it back to his naster,
‘said, “ no fence, mars’r, but if you' please thm 8 somethm’
I'd like better.”

“Very well, what is it ?” asked Richard ; and Bill answered,
‘“ Why, you see, Mars’r, how dem hosses, Fred and Ferd, has
never had proper ’spect showed to thar memory., To be
sure, I wars a weed on my hat and I 'fused to gine in de
dance Y'odder night, but that’s nothin’, TFerd had too high
blood in him to keer for an ole nigger’s mournin’, and what
I wants is for you fo paint de stable black, and that I reckons
will show ’em proper ’tention. What do you say, Miss
Rose 7 :

As the horses had fallen in my cause, I readily espoused
- Bill's project for the novelty of the thing, if nothing else ;
and should any one of my readers visit Sunny Bank, wluch
I wish they may, they will see the stables wearing 2 lhue
as dark as Bill himsclf, who has now a pair of iron-greys,
which he calls “Richard” and “ Rose,” notwiths standing
that both are of the masculine gender. These, particalarly
the latter, are the pride of Bill’s heart, and when the year
- of mourning has expired, he intends, he says, to have the
stable painted “yaller,” that being the color of a young
girl who has lately made sad havoc with his affections |

Here I may as well say that Mrs. Lansing managed until
she procured the desired piano, which came in eompany with

another, a mueh nicer one, on the front of which was -
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inscribed © Roau, from her  husbhand.” In return for her
brother’s gift, Mrs Lansing made:a large party, where I
had an opportunity of wearing my bridal dress, together
with a costly set of diamonds, which I fownd upon my table,
when I went up to make my toilet. , It did not neced the
simple word * Riclard” on a bit of paper to tell me whence
they came, and the tears started to my eyes when I thought
how kind he was, while I was conscious of a glow of pride,
when T saw little Rosa Tee flashing with diamonds, which
encircled her arms and neck, and shone among the eurls of
her hair. Bertha, my tasteful walting maid—for I am get-
ting quite southernized—pronounced me beautiful, as she
gave the finishing stroke to my toilet, while one, for whose
judgment I cared still more, and who all the time had been

- coniing his evening paper, apparcatly oblivious to the pre-

sence of white satin, point lace, orange flowers and diamonds,
responded, “ Yes, Bertha, your young mistress és beantiful.”

. Dress does make a vast deal of difféfence in one’s looks,
and if that night two-thirds of the three handred particular
friends, whose hands I shook, pronounced me ‘‘beautiful,
handsome, charming, lovely,” and ‘all that, it was owing
clifefly, I think, to the fitness of my robes, and the brilliancy
of my diamonds.  These last were the subject of much
remark, they being the finest which had ever been worn in
W——, Ada very good-naturedly saying; “she hoped my
good f01 tune wouldn’t quite turn my head {7

Mrs, Lansing’s party was followed by many more, and ere
I was aware of it Mrs. Richard Delafield was quite a belle—-
what she said, what she did, and what she wore being pro-
nounced aw fait by the fashionables of W——  TUpon all
this Ada looked jealously 5 never allowing an opportunity to
pas¢ without speaking slightingly of me, though always care-
ful that Richard should not know of it. In his presence she

{
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was vastly kind, sitting at my‘feeb, calling me ““ Aunty,”
and treating me as if I had been twenty years her senior.

At first she spent much more of her time at Sunny Bank

than was at all agreeable to me, and I was not sorry when a
little ineident oceurred which in a measure tended to keep
her away. She had always been in the habit of treating
my husband with a great show of affection, and now that he
was, as she said, ‘“an old married man,” she seemed to think
it no matter how much she caressed him. Kven 7 dared not
seat myself upon his knee as cooly as she would, and her
temerity troubled me, particularly as I knew it was annoying
to him. This I must have manifested in some way, for one
morning, when as usual she entered our room without knock-
ing, and perched herself on Richard’s knee, he pushed her
off, saying, half in earnest, half in jest, ““Don’t act so foolish,
Ada, you make me sick, for now that I have Rose to pet
me I can casily dispense with your caresses, which are rather
too much of a good thing.” |

Ada was angry, and with a little hateful laugh, she said,

turning to me, “jealous, 1 suppose, and have read your bet-
‘ter-half & lecture on propriety. When [ marry, I trust 1
shall have faith enough in my husband’s love for me, not to
care even if he does chance to look at some one else.”

I knew Richard would vindicate my cause, so I remained
silent while he answered, “ You do Rose injustice, for never
have we exchanged a word concerning the manner you have
assumed towards me, and which I should suppose your own
sense of propriety would condemn. Were you my wife,
‘twould be different.’ '

“ Your wife,” interrupted Ada, with bitter scorn, “I am
rot your wife, thank fortune, neither did I ever aspire to be,
and I have yet to see the man whom I would for a moment
think of marrying.” : '
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There was not the slightest cause for this speech, but Ada
was angry; and, as if to exasperate her still more, Richard
coolly asked, “ Didn’t you think of marrying Herbert Lang-
ley when you engaged yourself to him '

1Te had heard the whole story at Meadow Brook, but tlns
was the first time he Mad hinted it to Ada, who turned very
pale and without another word left the room, going back to
(edar. Grove, where for three weeks she pouted and eried
aliernately. At the end of that time, however, she conclud-
ed i better to “ make up ;7 so she wrote a note to us both,
asking my pardon for ler rudeness and begging my Lusband
to forgive her for the many falschoods she had told concerning
Ler engagement with Herbert, which she now frankly con-
fessed. Of course we forgave her, and as she was not one
who remembered anything long, she soon began to visit us
as of old, though she no longer sat on my husband’s knee,
or wound her arms around his meck. Ilis rebuke did her

B good, and she profited by it, while the fact that he was faily

aware of the deception she had practised tended to humble
her, and on rainy days, when Richard was necessarily away
from home, T found her quite an agrecable companion.

Thas the winter and spring passed away, and my mother’s
letters began to grow urgent for my return, but for varions
reasong Richard did not think it advisable .ur me to under-
take so long a journey, and as Sunny Bank was all the world
to me, I very cheerfully consented to wait until another
season ere I-visited my New England home. About this
time [ was again seized with my olden desire for authorship,
induced in a measure by my knowing how much Mrs. Lan-
sing reverenced anything which savored of a book-writer.
To be an authoress, then, and make her proud to own me as
her sister, was a subject over which I grew pale and “ ner-
vous,” Richard said, while the negroes called me * fidgety ”

16%
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and wondered “ what done ailded Miss Rose.” At last, after
many wakeful nights and restless days, after sick headaches,
nervous headaches, and all kind of headaches, the plan was
marked out for a story. - 7 would be the heroine myself and
give to the world as mach of my history as I thought proper,
and if I failed—if no railroad, steamboat, or stagecoach
passenger ¢ver pointed me out as ““ the woman who wrote that
book,” or if my publishers “ vespectfully declined” another
bearing my signature, I thought I should still have the
satisfaction of knowing I had tried to benefit the world, and
I felt almost sure that in Meadow Brook at least there were
people stupid enough to buy my book and possibly to like
it, just because little Rosa Lee, who used to climb fences
and bunt hen’s eges with them in her childish days, had
written it. So, one sunny morning in June, when my hus-
baud had left me to be gone for two weeks, T shut myself
up in my room, donned a loose wrapper, tucked back my
curl, opencd my writing desk, took ou$ a quire of foolscap,

and had just written “meapow prook,” when the bell rang -

. and Bertha announced “a lady in the parlor.” . With a
deep sigh, as I thought Bow “wr writers distiked to be dis-
tarbed,” T arranged my curls, resumed my cambric morrﬁng
gown, and went down to redeive my visitor, telling hor that
I was very well, that the weatlier was very warm, that I
expected to be very lonely without my husband, that her
bounnet was very pretty, that's didn’s think negroes as annoy-
ing and hatefal as she did, after which she took her leave ;
and I went back to my room, this time locking the door

and writing the first chapter of my book before the bell rang

for dinner.

_To Bertha T imparted my secret, reading to her each page -

as I wrote it, and though - she was not, perhaps, the most
appreciating auditor one could have, she was certainly the

P A e T L .
sm%wm@gdmmamwwp~.-‘--is~g-!:+'.v‘~'».'-'«--€-u-i---:w RN e i

o A Y I T S L i

SUNNY BANK 31

most attentive and approving.” It is true she objected to
my- describing myself as such a homely child. ¢ Jest tell
de traffe and doune wid it,” she said ; whereupon I assured
her that T Aad told the trath, and then she suggested that
in order to make amends for my ugliness I should represent
myself as having been “peart like and smart.” So, if the

reader thinks T have made myself too precocious, the fault:

is chargeable to Bertha, for I did it to please her !

For two wecks I wrote, scarcely allowing myself a
moment’s rest, and Bertha, who, when she saw how it wore
upon me, began at last to expostulate. “Thar wasn’t no
“casion,” she said, “to kill myself, when thar was beaps ’o
niggers kickin’ round under foot, and if miss ‘sisted on

- writin’ a hook, why didw’t she make some dem lazy eritters

do it for her I”
At the end of two weeks Richard returned, asking me as

~ he looked in my face * what was the matter, and how I had

speut my time 77 -

Before I could answer, Bertha, who was quite incensed
against my book, said, “she’s done writin’ a spellin” book, or
somethin’, and sits up ‘most all night. I tell her how, *twill
kill her, but she pay no ’tention

The secret was out, and with many blushes I plead guilty,

and producing my manuseript, watched Richard while he -

read it. Over the first chapter, where he thought I was
going to die, he cried—or th: . is, terrs came to his eyes ;
the third he skipped partially, the next entirely, and the next
aud the nex$ (I hope the reader has not dode likewise) 5 but
when hé found Dr, Clayton he read every word, his forchead
tying itself up in knots, which, however, cleared away the
moment he came upon himself at the theatre, though I
believe he didn’t feel much conmplimented by my description
of his personal appearance !

f
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There, just as 4¢ was introduced, the story ended, and for-
tunate was it for me that it did so, for he declared I should
not write another word after I got through with him ; and I
promised that I wouldn’t, mentally resolving that it should
be some time before I reached thét *point.” This thes, my
reader, is the reason why I said no more |of him, when first

I presented him to your notice, but left him for a while in

mystery. I knew Richard was anxious to hear what did
become of himself, and I fancied that if I wrote considerable
before I said anything very definite of him, he would be more

likely to let me finish the book, as he would not wishme to

waste so much paper for nothing ! And the sequel proved
that I was right. Regularly each day I wrote, Richard
- always stopping me the moment he thought I was tired, and
invariably breaking me off in the wrong place, so if thg
should be any parts of my story which do not join togethel
smoothly, you may know it was there that Richard took my
pen from my hand, or hid the inkstand,

Towards the middle of Angust, invitations came for us to
attend a laige wedding in Charleston. I was exceedingly
anxious to go, having heard much of the bride, who was a
distant relative of my husband, and though both he and Mus.
Lansing raised every conceivable objection to my leaving
home, T adroitly put aside all their arguments, and ere Ricli-
ard fully realized that he had been coaxed into doing some-
thing he had fully determined not to do, we were rattling
along in a dosty Charleston omnibus towards one of the
largest hotels, where rooms had been engaged for us. The

morning after our arrival, I went into the public parlor,.

and as I seated myself at the piano I saw just across the room,
near an open window, a quiet, intelligent-looking lady, ap-
parently twenty-six or twenty-seven years of age, and near
her sporting upon the carpet, was a beautifal little girl,
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with flowing eurls and soft dark eyes, which instantly riveted
my attention, they were so like something I had seen before.

At the sound of the music she came to my side, listeniug
attentively, and when I had finished, she laid one white,
chubby hand on my lap and the other on the keys, saying,
¢ please play again, Rose like to hear you.”

“Afid 5o your name is Rose 7 I answered, *“ Rose what 27

“ Rosa Lee Clagton, and that's my new ma,” she replied,
pointing towards the lady, whose usually pale cheek was for

.an instant suffused with a blnsh such as brides only wear.

I knew now why I had felt interested in the child. It was
the father which I saw looking at me through the eyes of
brown, and taking the little creature in my arms, I was
aboub to question her of her sire, when an increasing glow

~ on the lady’s cheek and a footstep in the hall told me he was

coming !

The next moment he stood hefore me, Dr, Clayton | his
face perfectly unrufiled and wearing an expression of con-
tent, at least, if not perfeet happiness. I was conscious of
a faintuess stealing over me, but by a strong effort I shook
it off, and rising to my feet, I offered him my hand, which
he pressed, saying, “ This is indeed a surprise, Rose—I heg

~ your pardon, Mrs. Delafield, I suppose ?”7

I nodded in the affirmative, and was about to say some-~
thing more, when another footstep approached, and my hus-

. band’s tall figure darkened the doorway. ¥or an instant

they both turned pale, and Dr. Clayton grasped the: piano
nervously ; but the shoek soon passed away, and then as
friend meets friend - after a brief separation, so met these
two men, who but the year before had watched together
over my pillow, praying, the one that I might live, and the
other that I might die.

Wonderingly the little girl looked up into her father’s
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face, and pulling the skirt of my dress, said, “ Who is the
~lady, pa? with the pretiy curls so much like mine 7
Never before, I believe, did I like Dr. Clayton as I did at
that moment when 1 saw the deep tenderness whieh broke over
“his features as he took his daughter in his arms, and pressing
his lips to her forehead, answered, “ It is RRosa Lee, my child,
the lady for whom you were named.”
“Don’t you love her, pa ? I do,” sheasked, smetchmg her
little fat arms towards me.
I glanced at my husband—his brow was dark as midnight.
I looked at Dr. Clayton, there was a slight guivering of his
lips, while his wife was pale as a water lily, and then T burst
‘into a merry laugh, in which the,gentlemen soon joined,

though it would have puzzled us all to have told at what we

were laughing,

After a few words of explanation as to why we were
there, Dr. Clayton suddenly remembered himself, and lead-
ing me towards the lady, introdaced her as ** My wife, Mrs.
Clayton.” She had been living in Florida with a cousin, at
whose hounse they were. married, about two weeks before, and
they were now on their way to Boston, stopping for a few days
in Charleston to see the city. I found her a very quiet, sen-
sible woman, but as different from Dell Thompson, or Rosa
Lee, as a person well counld be, and I was wondering to my-
self how it was possible for a man to love 50 many people
of opposite. temperaments, when she sald something about
New England, and I asked if she were ever there,

“ Oh, yes,” she answered, ““1 was born there, in Wilbra-
ham, Mass. I was living with the grandmother of the fivst
Mrs. Clayton at the time of her deathl””

In a momentit all came to me ; Dell had told me of Mabel
Warrener, who had inherited her grandmother’s fortune, and
now she sat there before me, Mrs. Clayton 2d. Surely the freaks
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of fortune are wonderful I Naturally refined and intelligent,
Mabel had employed & part of her money in giving herself
a good education, graduating at Mount Holyoke Female
Seminary, and going thence back to her home in Wilbraham,
which she had fitted up with much taste, and where she was

living when Dr. Clayton met her on his return from Georgia.

Of her then he only thought as of a pleasant, agreeable wo-
man ; but when time, absence, and my marriage had soft-
ened the keenness of his disappointment, he often found his
thonghts wandering towards the fair Mabel, who, upon in-
quiry, he learned had gone to Florida. Rose needed a
mother, and he needed a wife ; so, after an interchange of
letters, he one morning started with his little girl for the
“land of flowers,” where neither sickness, nor death, nor

-yet a Richard Delafield, came befween him and his bride.

They seemed very happy, for after a little Dr. Clmyton re-
covered his equanimity, and appeared perfectly natural.

Not a word, however, did he say of the past, or in any
way allude to Georgia, except once when he asked me if 1
Qid not think Rose resembled Jessie in a measure. I had
thought of the same thing, thongh Rosa’s eyvs were darker
and her hair more of a chestnut Lrown. 5She was a sweet
little creature, and if anything could have reconciled me to
being the wife of Dr. Clayton, it wonld have been the fact
that she was my daughter. But as I contrasted the twoe
men, as my eye fell on Dr. Clayton’s handsome face and cur-
ly locks, and then rested on the dark featares and raven hair
of Richard, I felt that in him there was more of the true, the
‘noble man, and my heart warmly approved me for the choice I
liad made..

Nearly all the morning we sat there talking on indifferent
subjects, and when dinner was over, Mrs. Clayton came to

1
v
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my room, staying a long time, and gaining fast in my good
opinion, when I saw how kind and friendly she was, She

had heard the whole story, for she told me so, holding 11btle "

Rose upon her lap and smoothing her silken carls.

“We cannot all love the same person,” she said in con-

clusion ; “and I am so glad you refused him, for otherwise
he would not have been my husband ;” and her quiet eyes
lighted up with a look of bappiness which plainer than words
conld express told me that she had brought to Dr. Clay-
ton no divided affections.

At the making of my toilet for the wedding she was pre-
sent, aiding Bertha greatly by her own tastetul suggestions,
- and when at last T was dressed with perfect childish simpli-
city, she ran for her husband “ to come and see if 1 didn’s

look pretty.” - ‘

* Mrs. Delafield was always pretty to me,” was the doc-

tor’s answer, and that was all he said. :

They were to leave early next morning before I would be
up, and so when the carriage was announced we went to bid
them good-hye.

“ May 1 kiss your wife, £” asked the doctor of my. husband,
as he held my hand.

“ Certainly, sir,” answered Richard, “ an even exchange
is always fair,” and instead of once, e kissed the blashing
Mabel twice, which of course gave Dr. Clayton liberty to do
the same by me. _

Suddenly remembering something which I had left in my
room, I went up for if, and on my way back glanced-into
the parlor, occupied by Dr. Clayton. He was seated upon the
sofa by the side of his wife, around whose waist his arm was
affectionately thrown, while partly on his lap and partly
upon that of her step-mother was little Rose, her long eye-
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Tashes drooping sleepily over her eyes of brown. Ii was ‘a

Deantiful tableau, and whenever I think of Dr. Clayton now,

it is as I last saw him, happy and contented, for he has not
only won & most excellent wife, but also secured that $10,000
after all !
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OHAPTER XXXIL

NOVEMBER 2571H,

_DEsr REapes,

J gst one year ago to-night the orange wreath and bridal
veil were twined among my curls, and with a loving heart I
stood up before the man of God and took upon mysclf the
vows, which made me Richard’s forever, The orange flowers
are faded now, and the bridal veil looks soiled and worn ;
bat the sunlight of happiness which shone upon me whcu
first he called me his wife has grown brighter and brichter
as each day has unfolded to me some new virtue Wh?ch I
knew not that he possessed when, he became my hushand.

No shadow, however slight, has ever fallen betﬁ'een ug
for though he has a fiery temper and an indomitable WiH,
they are both under perfect control, and so much conﬁdcncé

“have I in his love for me, that should T ever in any way come
in collision with his temper or his will, T have faith to believe
I could bend the one and subdue the other. Every comfort
and luxary which affection can dictate or money procure has
been gathered around me, until my home seems to me a
second paradise.

The fervid heat of summer has passed, and the hazy light
which betokens the fall of the leaf hascome. On the north-
ern hills, they say, the November snows have already fallen,
but we are stlll baskmg in the soft sunlight of a most glori-
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ous autumn ; and as T write, the south wind comes in through
the open Wmdow whispering to me of the fading flowers,
whose perfume it gathered as it floated affmg Just oppo-
site me, in a willow chair, with her head buried in a towering
turhan of royal purple, sits Juno, a middle aged woman,

" nodding to the brecze, which occasionally brishes past her

5o fast that she lazily opens her eyes, and with her long-heeled
foot gives.a jog to the rosewood crib, Wherein lies slecping a
little tiny thing which was left here five weeks ago to-day.
Oh, how odd and funny it seemed when Richard first [aid on
my arm a little bundle of cambric and lace, and whispered
in my ear, “Would you like to see our baby ?” She is a
great pet, and should this book never reach so far as Geor-
gia, Mrs. Lansing, I am sure, will like me all the same, for
her words and manner have been very kind since the morn-
ing when T said to Richard, “ We will call our baby Jessie.”

So Jessic was shie baptized, Mrs. Lansing’s tears falling
like rain on the face of the uncenscicus child, which she
folded to her bosom as tenderly as if it had indeed been her
own lost Jessie come back to her again. Upon Ada the
arrival of the stranger produced a novel effect, overwhelm-
ing her with snch a load of modesty that she kept out of
Richard’s way nearly two weeks, and never once came to seo
me until T was sitting up in my merino morning gown, which
she had embroidered for me herself, Ada has a very nice
sense of propriety !

Bus little more remains for me to say, and that I must say
briefly. I am determined to finish my story, and as my hus-
band for the first time since my illncss has left me alone for
an hour or two, I am improving the opportunity, having fivst

" bribed Bertha to bring me my writing materials, by promis-

ity her a dress which she has long coveted.
The 1oyal purple turban by the window has becomc some-
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what displaced by the strong west wind, and now wide
awake, beging to gramble at * Miss Rosy’s émpudence in ’xer-
tin’ herself to write trash which is of no kind o’ count, and
which no Auman will ever read.” '

I hope her prediction is a false one, for I have lately con-
ceived the idea of devoting the entire proceeds of this book
to the benefit of Rosa Lee,” who, of  course, has no part in
the $10,000 which her father has married !

There is a rustling in the erib—the baby is waking, and
at my request Juno brings her to me, saying as she lays her

on my lap, “ She’s the berry pictur’ of tother Jessie,” and

as her soft blue eyes unclose and my hand rests on her curly
hair which begins to look golden in the sunlight, I, too,
think the same, and with a throbbing heart I pray the
Father to save her from the early death which came to our
lost darling—¢ Jessie, the angel of the Pines.”

RosE DELAFIELD.
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LENA RIVERS.
o BY MARY J. HOLMES, .
Anthor of *Tempest and Sunshine,” “The English Orphans,” “The Homestead
on the Iillside, ete, ete. . ’

In One Velume, 416 Pagesy, 12mo. Price $1 0.

As the social and domestie relations are the great sources of happi-
ness, or its opposites, so those romances that properly treat of those re-
lations—of the virtues that adorn, and of the vices that deform themn
—are clearly the most interesting, impressive, and useful.

*LENA RIVERS is an American Domtestie Story, unveiling in 2 mas.
terly manner the sources of social and domestic enjoyment, or of dis-
quiet and misery. By intermarriages of New England and Kentucky
parties, a field is opened to exhibit both ¥Yankee and Southern domestic
{ife, for which the talented anthoress was well prepared, being of Yan
kee birth and early education, and having subsequently resided in the
South. She was thus especially fitied to daguerreotype the strictly do-
mestic and social peculiarties of both sections. ,

'LENA RIVERS AND THE PRESS.

A work of unusual promise. Mrs, Holmes possesses an enviable talent in the study of
American character, which is so perfectly developed by acute observation from fife, that
it wounld now be impessible for her to write an uninteresting book.——Phila. Sat. Bulletin.

There still lingers the artist-mind, enlivening, cheering, and consoling by happy
thou,c_,;hts and pleasant words; moving the heart alternately to joy or sotrow, convalsing
with laughter, or bringing tears to the eyes.—Rochestor dmerican.

The characters are well drawn, and the tale is one of interest, It will find many well
pleased readers.~—Abany Statesman, ’ .

Tha story is simple, nataral, trathfut—Roohester Daily Advertisar,

Before we were aware, we had read the first two chapters, We read on—and on—and
it was long after midaight when wo finished the volume. We could not leave it, We
know of no work with which we could eompare *°Lena Rivers "—so0 a3 to forun a just
estimation of its merits,—Merrickville Chrondcle. .

It is not the first of the author's worls, but it is the best—State Begister.

To the sex we commend it, on the assurance of its merit, volunteered to us by ladies
in whose eritical acumen we have the fullest confidence.—Buffalo Express,

The story op.ns in New England, and is continued-in Kentucky, with very lively and
characteristic sketehes of acenery and character in both States, 1tis both Goup and INe
TERESTING.—Neww York Daily Time:,

The moral of the plot is excellent, Cowardly vittue, as exhibited by 'Lena’s father,
may biere learn a lesson without suffering his bitter experfence; while the rashness of
youth may be warned against desperate dets, before a perfect understanding is had,—New
Bedford Eopress. ’ :

FJust Publishedy, uniforui with the abovey a NVew Fdition of

The Donestend on the Billsive, wd Oty Tales,

BY MARY J. HOLMES.
In One Volume, 380 pp. 12mo. Price %1 00,

This earlier work of Mrs. Holmes received the highest praise of Re-
viewers, and has proved a great favorite with all classes of intelligent

readers. .
’ MILLER, ORTON & CO., Publishers,
25 Park Row, New York, and 107 Genesee-st., Auburn,

For Sale by the distributer-of this Cireular |




GREAT AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY!

WEBSTER

HIS MASTER-PILCES.
His Life aud Gueut Speeches.

BYB.F. TEFFT,D.D., LL. D.

Stecl Portr’f'iit, Two Volulnes, 1032 pp. 121!1&:9. Price, $2 50.

THE LIFE EMBRACES

. Y. The Webster Family, . 6. Webster the Legislator,

2, Webster the Boy and Youth, 7. Webster the Citizen,

8. Webster the Student. - . 8. Webster the Scnator,

4. Webster the Lawyer. 9. Webster the Orator.

§. Webster in his Domestic Relations, 10. Webster the Tixecutive Officer.

THE SPEEOHES EMBRACE

1. Argument in the Dartmonth College [ 7. The Character of Washington, :

Case, - 8. Bpeech at Niblo's ‘Garden, New Yeork,
2. Piymouth Orstlon—First Settlement of | 9. Letter on Impressment,

New England, 10. Reply to Hayne on Foot's Resolution.
8, Bpeech on the Greek Revolution, 11, Constitution not a Compact--Leply to
4. Bupker IIiH Monument Oration. Calhoun,
5. Funeral Oration—Adams and Jefferson. | 12, Constitution and the Union—Ttk of
6. Lcc%lret before Mechanic's Institution, Mareh Speech.

oston, -

We raceive these volumes with especial satisfaction. Dr. Teflt’s book, we donbt not,
will be a popular one. Tt has that brilliancy of touch and that vivacity of style whicl
are always popular with the great body of readers.—Boston Trdaveler, :

Sach a life of the great statesman was needed. Thete s no other as cheap yet elegant
form in which Webster's great offorts are to be found. They will sell well, we doubt not,
The moreof them there rre distributed, the better it iy for our intelligence, our political
virtue and the public weal.— N, ¥. T¥mes,

Dr, Teift bas displayed much industry, versatility and diserimination in his biography,
and good taste In the selection of Mr, Webster's efforts, and these volumes eannot but
meet with a favorable reception from the public.—Beston Atlas,

Thers i3 no donbt but the book will be very generally sought and read by an sppre-
cinting publie. It must be regarded as a valuable addition to the standard literary works
of the times, Tie anthor is execedingly happy in his use of language. There is nothing
. laborfous, dull or diffleult in the perusal: but on the eontrary, it posscsses an affable,
congenial spirit which is entirely winning. We have been peenliarly interested will
the description of Mr. Webster's character contained in the Jast chapter of the Biography.
The author enfers into the subject with his whole soul, detineating faithrally those traits
peculiar to the man, expanding wpoen those qualities of mind whieh constituted his groat.
ness.  The work is handsomely got up, and is {it to sdorn any library.—Buzfulo Rep,

Wo doubt whether a heiter biography will ever meet the eyes of the student, or ea.
rich the library of the man of letters. The styie is polished, clear, and interesting in a
high degree.—DBoston Kve. Gazelte,

Tlhe best lifo of 'Wabster that has ever appeared. —Buffulo Demoomqy.

MILLER, ORTON & CO., Publishers,
25 Park Row, New York, - ‘

New Worky Unrivalied for Interest, Value and nstructions

The Book of the Age!
RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME,

MEN AND THINGS I HAVE SEEN IN EUROFE ARD AMERICA.

BY 8. ¢. GOODRICH, .
Tha veritable 4 Pater Parley,” suthor of “The History of All Nations,” &o. &,

In two volumes, 1105 pp. large 12mao., 25 Original Engravings, including
an acenrate Steel Portrait of .the Author, Price, Black or Scarlet
Cloth, $3 00; Scarlet Cloth, Gilt Edges, $4 00; Half Calf, Marble
Fdges, $3 00; Full Calf; Gilt Edges, $7 00.

Thig work embraces the prominent public events of the last half century, both at home
and abroad; n complete Autobiography of the author—his carly days, educatinn, and lit-
erary career; and an smount of original eurious, and valuable Personal Incident, Anec-
dote, and Description, seldowm, if ever, met with in a single work, It i3 the Aurnors
Lire-1.ox¢ WoRE, and nothing superior, if anything equal to it, in blended amusement
and instruction, bas ever been published. Mr, Goodrich is the author and editor of
170 YVolumes, of which over seven miliioms of copies have been sold] and
this. the great work of his life, embodies the condensed substance of his ample Literary
and Practical Baperience; the War with England in 1812-14, in which Mr, Goodrich
was a private soldler; the Hariford Convention, whose operations took place under his
immediate obeervation, and with maost of the members of which he was personally ac-
quainted. Fmbracing curlous and interesting details respecting Old Jefgrsonimn Lrea
mocracy, Okl Federalism, and Connecticut Blue Lights; curious and marvell.s
eventy connected with the rise and progress of Rericious Secrs in the United Btates;
with desciptions of the French Revolution of 1348, and Louis Napoleow's Coup d Elat,
both of which the author witnessed. Also, & full aceount of the “PETER PARLEY'S
TALES,” of which Jrour Millions have been sold,

In the course of the work will be fornd a Gallery of Pen Anp IKK Ponrrrarrs of
over ‘Two Hundred Celebrated Persons—Presidents, Vice-Presidents, Kings, Queers,
Emperors, Soldiers, Poets, Wits, Enthusiasts, Physicians, Preachers, Lawyers, Politi-
cians, Diplomatists, &e.~-all deseribed from personal sequaintance or observatiocn—among
whout are the following s

Georga IV, Lamartine, . Ienry Clay, Duke of Wellington, Benjamin West,
William IV, Victor lluge, Dan’l Webster, Lord Brougham, — Fenimore Cooper,
JPrince Albert, - Alex. Dumas, M. Van Buren, 8ir J. Mackintosh, Percival,

Queen Vietoria Mad. Catalini, M. Fillmore, Kiag Rbio Rhio, or Brainerd,

8ir W, Scott, Mad, Malibran, J. C. Fromont, Doz of Dogs, Willis,

Lord Jetfrey, DPasta, - General Seott, Louis Phitlippe, Hawthoine,

J, G. Lockhart, Talma, Prof. 8iiliman, Leuis Napoleon, Mrs, Sigourney,
W. Blackwood Mlle. Mars, Xli Whitney, Thos, A, Emmett, Miss S8edgwick,
Ilannah More, Rachel, Judge Kent, Bishop Beabury, Mra, Child,

Pr. Chalmers, Ristori, Geo, Oabot,  Bishop Wainwright, Charles Sprague,
LEdw. Irving, PeopePius IX, H. G. Otis, Dr, Muson, Longfellow,

Thos. Hood, Pres't Monroe, Jas. Iillhouse, Dr. Romeyn, Plerpont, :
Louis XVIIL J,Q Admns, ~ Uriah Tracy, Archibald Graele, T. Buchanan Reed,
Charles X, . Dr, Dwight, Nath'l 8mith, Minot 8herman, daceb Perkins,

To all which i3 added, the Author's recent

ANECDOTES OF TRAVEL,

In England, Beotland, Ireland, France and Italy, together with & CoMPLETE OATALOGUN
oF THE AUTHOR'S Works, now for the first time published ; with curious cemmentariss
on the CounTrerElT PARLEY Books, got up in London.

&5 The Publishers wiil send this work, Postage Paid, to any Post-Office in the Uni-
ted States, on receipt of price as above.

MIILLER, ORTON & CO.; Publishers,
25 Park Row, Wew York, and 107 Genesee-st., Auburn,




THE LIFE S
LADY JANE GREY

BY D. W. BARTLETT.
In One Volume, 298 pp. 16mo. Price 75 Cents.

Few women have ever lived whose unfortunate history -
has more deeply enlisted the sympathies of the world than that of
Lady Jane Grey. The beauty of her person, the activity of her mind,
the sweetness of her temper, and the purity of her character, were
alike subjects of universal praise. That one so byrilliant, so lovely, and
so pure, should have fallen by the ax of the executioner, excites, even
at this day, in all readers, a thrill of horror. Her history is peculiarly
interesting, and embodies the story of one of the most charming hero-
ines of history,

Her melancholy fate will ever constitute one of the most
striking illustrations of the cruelty, the madness and folly of religious

bigotry and persecution, and of the recklessness of unscrupulous politi-
cal ambition, .

"WHAT REVIEYWERS SAY,

A work which will bo eagerly sought, for the reader bosin this volume one of the
mest interesting portions of English history.—Cayuge (Tigf
‘A judiclons biography of cne of the most charming herolnes of history.—New Fork
Daily Times.
This is ‘s charming book. We have read it with the most thrilling interest~— Religious
Herald, ' ’
Mr. Bartloit always writes well, and he snstains his high reputation in this work, which
Iz well set oft by the publishers.—Boston Olive Branch.
A very readable book.—Hartford Courant. ! - )
‘We could wish that this volume might find a place i\n evéry young lady's library, to
the displacement of some of the pernielous novels of thelday.—dibany Courier.
Very woll written, and certalnly worthy of hecoming widely known~drthur's Ifoma
Gazette.
His chaptars and sentences are symmetrically construeted, while Lis ready pereeption
appropriates all the points of interest in his sub]ect, and rejects that which is irrelevant
or not authentle.—Hariford Tines.
An easy, graceful writer, he seldom falls to add intevest to the sabject on whick ke
, writes—Christian Sseretary.
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