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RESOLUTION.

CHAPTER I.

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1871, by

G. W. CARLETON & CO.,
In the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington.

&ereosyped at
TilE WoMEN'S PRINTiNG Housu~,

Eighth Street and Avenue A,
New York.

C) doubt, often, while passing in the oars from New York
to New Haven, the eye of the traveller has, been
caught by a snug homestead situated on one of the
estuaries that dot the shores of the State of Connect~.

icut. lit was not remarkable for anything beyond a certain
homelike look, that made one think of quietness and peace,
and substantial living. The building was of stone, one story
in height, broad on the ground well proportioned, with snug-.
looking outbuildings, a lawn in *~ront, with large trees scattered
around, looking like guardian angels, sheltering the retired
location front the blazing sun of summer and the cold and
storms of winter. The house stood upon a plateau which lined
the shore, and from it was not only a pretty view of the waters
of the inlet, but also of the Sound itself~

It might have been taken for the abode of a wealthy farmer,
or of a retired sea captain, and had, in fact, embraced tenimts of
that description. It was evidently an old place, bwt~ had been
well preserved, and in appearance was good for a century or
more of reasonable service yet.

A large family had been reared here, whose members, having
scattered far and wide over our vast country, their interest in
it had been lost; and it had been 'sold, first to a retiring mer-
chant, who, mistaking a desire for rest from the activity of mer-
cantile life for a love of the country, soon left it in disgust,
selling it, for comparatively a small sum, to a sea captain and
with the family of the latter our story begins.

Seamen make their money by hard work and great exposure,
(5).
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but are seldom careful in the spending of it; and such, unhap-
pily for the little ones he left behind him, was the case with
Captain BeIlfield. He had married rather late in life for one
of his profession, but, no doubt, this fact was the reason that
he had married so well. Having risen to the~command of one
of the line of packet ships between New York and Liverpool,
he had been thrown in contact with gentlemen and ladies, and
had in a great measure laid aside the roughness of the sailor
and assumed a refinement of manners that gave him ~clat
among his passengers; and he was often mentioned in public
as the gentlemanly Captain Bellfield.

On one of his return voyages from Liverpool he had com-
mended to his charge a~ young lady who had. been abroad with
heir father. The father had died in England, it was said of a
broken heart, from misfortunes by connection with a large
London firm. His all had been swallowed up, and he was
about returning to his native land, a ruined man so far as prop.
erty was concerned, when a sudden sickness seized him, and,
his mind already prostrate, the disease had a double advantage,
and soon laid him in the grave.

The delicate attention of Captain Beilfield to the unfortunate
young lady during the voyage won her good-will and sincere
respect, and the lovely manners and lovely person of the lady
took a strong hold of the heart of the Captain. The intimacy
being kept up after their arrival, the result was, that the accom-
plished Miss Ransom accepted the hand, as she had won the
heart, of the noble seaman. He was worthy of the prize he had
gained, and manifested his nobility by offering a home to the
widowed mother, who, by the misfortunes of her deceased hus-
band, had been left penniless. Unfortunately, the Captain, at
the commencement of his new relation in life, threw up his com-
mand; he had accumulated a pretty property, and thought he
had battled the storms of Ocean lone enough to entitle him to
rest for the remainder of his life. Awhile the little family lived
in the city. After the birth of their first child, .Captain ~ell-
field Iinding an addition to his income somewhat desirable,
formed a connection, rather privately, with a house in the cit
doing a fair business in the grocery line; he took no active
part in the business, nor was his name published as a partner
~n the concern: only, for a certain amount of capital which he
acivanced, he was to receive a share of the profits. The busi-
ness was apparently profitable, and perhaps really was so; but
that fact was absorbed in the destruction which occurred from

the great fire of 1~36, which swept away so large a portion of
the business part of the city.

In the course of a few years, three children were born to
them, and at the birth of the last, Mrs. Bellfield's health failing,
he resolved to try the virtue of country air; and hearing of the
plaice which has been already described as for sale, and at a low
price, purchased it, and thither removed with his family.

But not to tire the reader with these particulars, which have
only a relative connection with our story, we will merely say
that Mrs. Bellfield lived barely long enough to impress her own
lovely character upon her children. It was done during years
of weakness, but done effectually - their minds received an
impulse for improvement, their manners were refined, and,
above all, their hearts had been trained to the most tender
attachment to each other. No doubt she anticipated their loss,
and felt desirous to bind them together by. the power of a
strong natural cord, that would prove a defei/ce to them against
many evils in ~e,.a stimulus to effort, and a solace uncter the
bereavement she anticipated for them.

Her death occurred when the oldest child was in his twelfth
year. And after two years of mourning, and with a dark
shadow on his earthly prospects, although not without hope in
his death, her loving husband followed her to the spirit-land.

CHAPTER II.

E will now enter the dwelling, at whose external ap-
pearance we have glanced in our first chapter. A
wide hail receives us, opening upon which are four
large rooms. We enter the first on our right - a well-

proportioned apartment, and neatly furnished. A few elderly
people are gathered hereand are clad in mourning; they are
seated near each other, and deeply engaged in conversation.
The principal speaker is a gentleman of rather fine appearance,
and with an open, kindly countenance; he is addressing his
wife, who sits nearly opposite to him -~ a lady of commanding
figure, of middle age, good-looking now, and in youth no doubt
was distinguished for her beauty. There is, however, at pres-
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ent, a stern aspect to her features, and a mark of coldness that
would make one cautious in taxing her benevolence. She is
richly dressed for a mourner, and holds herself quite erect, and
one would think feels herself of more consequence than the
other two ladies seated near her, who are plainly dressed.

"I think, Margaret," said the gentleman, "you do not feel
just as you ought about this matter, seeing you are the nearest
relative these children have. Now, for nay part, although merely
connected with them by marriage, I cannot bear to think of
their being put out to trades. Think how delicately they have
been brought up!"

"I know that, Mr. Tyson; and that was all the fault of their
mother~ She wanted to make them fine ladies and gentlemen,
when she must have known that James had no means to carry
out her high notions; and I've no doubt it was nothing but
her extravagant ideas and her poor management that brought
James to poverty."

"Not quite right there, my dear. I have heard that the
house with which Captain Belifield was connected in New York
was really making a good deal of money, and his share of profits
warranted a fair style of living, but the great fire swept every-
thing off."

"Were they not insured?"
"Yes, to the amount of eighty thousand dollars; but the

insurance companies have been ruined, and will be able to pay
but a moiety of the demands against them."

"It seems to me, sister Margaret," replied the lady sitting
next to her, "that the case is this: Here are these three
children; their parents is dead; we are their nearest kin.
My husband is, to be sure, but half-brother to Captain Bellfield;
but he tolled mewhen I left home, to come on to the funeral!
'Charlotte,' says he,'if things is as IL hear they be, them chil-
dren have got to be took care on - and we must do our part,
if the rest is willing to do their. We are plain folks, you
know, but we've got enough to eat and drink.' That's just
what he said; and now it seems to me we had better just
make a division of 'em amongst us. I ain't got no daughters,
and so, if you are willing, I'll take Maggie, and mebby James
might be took by Mr. Tyson - that is) if sister Margaret can
make up her mind to it; and if Aunt Lucinda will take little
Tom, that would just make an even thing of it, and be done
with it. And as to putting them out to trades, if sister Mar-
garet will just think a minute, they ain't none of them old
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enough for to do that; nobody would have 'em. James, the
oldest, ain't but just fourteen; and then he is delicate like: he
ain't never been used to hardship, i~hat I know."

The lady called Aunt Lucinda - a lady quite advanced in
life-felt called upon to reply:

"It seems to me, Charlotte, you speak without considera-
tion, when you talk of my taking thait~ child, - a woman of my
age, sixty-seven last March, and never having been used to
children, as you all know. it ain't the expense of the thing;
for, as to that, I have enough to do with, - that is, I ain't par-
ticularly straitened; but a boy, you know, will want to be here
and there, and everywhere, a-running all kind of risks, like
as not getting drowned in the water; for, you know, we live
close to the Sound, and it's dreadful tempting to boys to see
boats a-sailing, and it would keep me in a twitter the whole
blessed time; and my nerves ain't n~ wise strong as they used
to be: your uncle's death and other things have clean broken
me up, so that I ain't nothing like what I once was. No, no!
I feel. for the childbut as to taking such a charge upon me
as that, I tell you IL ain't equal to it. But now I think of it:
there is the widow Salter - you know her, Charlotte?"

"What! Joe Salter's widow?"
"Yes, he died, you know, a year ago - no, it's a year coming

Christmas; it's eleven months he's been dead."
"I guess she wont be ~t widow eleven months to come!"
"I can't say how that will be, but she has said there couldn't

no man persuade her ever to change her name. I know she
is rather well-favored, and has got a sprightly way with her,
and she's got a snug property into the bargain; so there is no
telling what might happen. Men like pretty faces, and they
like money too, and women sometimes are easily persuaded.
But be that as it may, she is a likely young person, and she
said to me only the other day, 'How I do wish somebody would
give me a child, boy or girl, I don't care which; for it's so lone-
some without a chick or child, - nobody but the servants! '-

'What would you do with it? 'I said. - 'Do with it?' says she.
'Why, I'd just bring it up as my own -just asif it was my own,
and when I died, just give it all I've got; for as -to letting
them as -are hankering for it have a ceut of it, they never
shall.' Now it's my belief, that, if she was to see the child,
and that he's come of a good family, there ain't a doubt in the
world but she would jump a~L the chance."

This proposal seemed to meet the views of all parties, so
1*
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it was finally arranged that Mr. Tyson should take James;
his wife consenting thereto the more willingly, as she had
been apprehensive, from the free and easy character of her
husband, and the fact that his circumstances were far above
those of the other relatives, and she herself more nearly related
to the children than were the other kindred, that all three
of them would be saddled upon her. To take the one boy, then,
was comparatively a light matter. Mrs. Charlotte l3ellfield
was to take Maggie, and little Tom was to be taken by Aunt
Lucinda Wainwright, and bestowed by her, with consent of
the other parties, as a gift to the widow of the deceased Joseph
Salter.

While this arrangement was being made, the three individ-
uals more particularly interested were forming their own
plans, - children-like, and we will now take a look at them.

It was a few days after the funeral, and towards the close of
the day. Although the latter part of November, the weather
was mild, and the children had resorted to a favorite seat upon
a rock, over which spread the thick branches of a large apple-
tree; the sun was declining in the west, and his slanting rays,
just swept beneath their covering. Maggie, the darling of the
two boys, sat between them,~ Tom, the younger, leaning
against her, with his arm upon her shoulder; while James, as
though he already felt the responsibility of his position, sat
very erect, with one arm thrown around his sister's waist,
while one of her hands rested on his lap. It was a beautiful
sight; and if those friends who had,. in their cold calcul
way, been apportioninct them to a separation of many miles,
distance from each other, could have witnessed it, or could
they have known how strong was the loving cord which bound
them together, they might possibly have felt that other reasons
Than those of mere convenience had a rightful claim upon their
attention.

"Shall you, brother James," said Maggie, turning her sweet
face up to her brother as she spoke, her auburn hair, in long
ringlets, at the same time almost covering the face of little
Tom, -"shall you go back to school, do you think?"

"I don't know, dear; but I think not."
"Oh, I am so glad! it is so dreadful lonesome when you

are away!"
James made no reply, other than bending over and kissing

the little ruby lips that were so temptingly near; and as he did
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so, a slight sigh escaped him, and Maggie saw his dark eyes
were dliii, as though tears were about to gather.

"Do you feel. sorry, brother James, not to go back to school
a~arn?"

"Not particularly on that account, although I like my
school well enough; but, sister dear I fear there will be no
means to enable me to go back. Aunt Sophy told me to-day,
that, fro'm what she heard Uncle Tyson say, our house must
be sold, and our furniture too, and we have all got to go some-
where else."

"Where, brother?"
"I do not know."
"And Aunt Sophy too?"
"She, you know, has a home of her own; she has only been

living with us as a nurse, and to take care of the house."
"Can't we go and live with her, then?"
"Oh, no! She is poor, and has to work for her living No

- I do not know where we can go; I only hope, wherever it is,
we shall all be together."

"But why?" said Maggie, "must our house be sold? and
why cannot we live here as we have always cannot Aunt

~ Sophy take care of t1~e house, and see to our things just as she
has done; wont you. tell Uncle Tyson. not to let them sell our
house, and that we had rather all live together here? Please,
brother James do tell him so."

"It would do no good, dear sister. Uncle Tyson could not
prevent its being sold, without lie should pay the pric9 the house
would bring, and give it to us. Perhaps, one of these days,

~when I grow up, and go into business and earn money, I shall
be able to buy it, and then we can come here and live together,
and you can see to things, just as Aunt Sophy does now."

"I don't see why the bad men want to sell our house, and
make us go away. Why wont you tell them, brother James,
that we had rather stay here, and that we have got no ..other
house to go to?"

"It would do no good, dear Maggie; and we have no right
to think them bad men, because they take away our house.
There is a great deal of money owing to them, and our house,
and our furniture, and our homes and carriage, and 'cows, and
everything we have got, won~they say, amount to half what
is owing them so Aunt Sophy says."

"Well, children, you have got a nice seat here, but are you
not cold?"
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This address started the children to their feet, and little
Maggie caught hold of her uncle's hand, and looking up to him
in a beseeching manner,

"Oh! Uncle Tyson, James says that some men, I don't know
who they are, are going to sell our house and all our thin s.
Now wont you please tell them, that we don't want to have it
sold, nor the horses, and cows, and things; we want them to
be just as they have been, for we have not got any place to go
to. Wont you, now, uncle?"

Mr. Tyson felt badly, for he was a kind-hearted man; and the
earnest look of the child, as well as her pleading words, deeply
moved hun. He had come to them for the purpose of unfold-
ing the plan which had been arranged 1y the friends. It was
not a task he would willingly have chosen, but he had been
selected as the proper one to make the communication; and al-
though his wife would willingly have been the bearer of the
tidings, yet he thought~he could himself, perhaps, break the
matter to the children in a manner that would be less startling
to them. His design was to begin by revealing to them the
condition in which they had been left, and in that way prepare
them better for a separation, and state of dependence upon
their friends. This revelaticni, he found, had already in some
way been made to them. So far, it was an unexpected relief;
but that look of Maggie's and those pleading tones startled
him. It was an unreasonable and childish request, but he saw
that her heart was in it, and he did not know but her elder
brother united also in the strange appeal.

As the uncle did not immediately reply, the child, no doubt,
thought an impression had been made upon him favorable to
her request, and she continued to urge her plea.

"Oh, do, dear uncle, let us stay here! You don't know how
happy we are here~ my flower-beds are here, and the pretty
arbor where all my playthings are, and the little trees my dear
papa mit out for me, and my little room he furnished for me so
prettily, where I can pick the apple-blossoms right from my
window; you don't know, dear uncle, how sweet it is in the
morning, when the sun shines inAhrough the leaves. Please
don't let them sell the house, and drive us away; and James
says, too, he don't know where we can go to."

James would have stopped her in her plea, but the mention
of the things that were so dear to her had recalled to his more
matured mind the many things which made the place dear to

him too; so he sat down upon the rock, and, covering, his face,
let the tears have vent.

Mr. Tyson was not a religious man. He could not sit by
them, and talk about a Heavenly Father, and repeat to them
the precious words of Scripture, and the promises it contains
for those who, like those little ones, had been written father-
less. Such a course would have had a mighty influence, for
they had been religiously trained by their faithful mother. All
he could do was to try and explain to them, in the hard words
of business dialect, the exacting of necessity.

"You are surely old enough, James," -Mr. Tyson now ad-
dressed himself to the brother, - C~ to comprehend the state of
things, and to realize the impossibility of preventing the sale of
the house. Your father's estate is bankrupt, and what, prop-
erty he has left, of course, belongs to the creditors. I am sorry
to see you do not know better than to unite in the childish
request of your little sister."

James wiped away his tear~, and, turning towards his uncle,
in rather a broken voice, replied,-.

"I did not unite in Maggie's request, Uncle Tyson. I have
heard the place must be sold, and have endeavored to make her
understand the reason why we must leave it. We have been
very happy here, and you muse not wonder if we feel sorry to
leave it.'

"Oh, yes, that is very natural; but you will soon get over
that feeling; and you ought to be very thankful that you have
friends that are able and willing to provide homes for you.
Now we have been consulting together, and we have come to
this conclusion: You, James, will go home with me; your
Aunt Margaret is willing to take charge of one of you, and she
prefers that you should come and be witji us; your cousins will,
no doubt, be very glad to have you with them, and you can go
with them to school. Maggie is to be taken by your Aunt
Charlotte. Your Aunt Charlotte is a kind-hearted woman, and
though she has several children, and their circumstances barely
comfortable, yet seeing you have got to be supported somehow
or other, she is willing to take the Tburden of supporting one
of you, and she prefers taking Maggie. And your Aunt Lu-
cinda will take Tom, as she knows of a person who wants a
child of that age to bring up. So, you see, you are all provided
for and I hope you will all behave yourselves, and make no
fuss about leaving the place, and all that. Many children in
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your circumstances might have been thrown upon the town, or
been put out to service.,~

By the time Mr. Tyson had finished his communication, the
tears were all dried. The cold, business-like tone in which their
uncle spoke had checked their emotion. They sat perfectly
still; even little ~VEaggie's face was settled into a calm, although
for her a stern aspect. She had caught a look at James, and
saw his fine face all aglow; but the feeling displayed was far re-
moved from that which excites the tears, and she knew how he
felt, and she had caught the spirit of resti~aint that she saw he
was exercising. It was the first taste they had been allowed of
the cold, stern world into which they had entered, and their
young heads, shivering under the influence of its chilly atmos-
phere, folded their warmer feelings close within. It was an
impulse of nature.

There was a moment's pause on the part of Mr. Tyson; he
looked at each of the children in turn, as if to ascertain the
effect of his communication, and then, in a mild tone of voice,
said,~

"The air grows chilly. Had we not better all go in?"
They arose at once, and followed their uncle into the house,

and then made for the room where they knew Aunt Sophy was
to be found. -

Mrs. Sophia Haines had in her early life lived in the family of
Mr. Ransom, first as a little girl to wait on their daughter, and,
as she grew up, to assist in the lighter work of the family, and
be near Mrs. Ransom, to aid or give advice in the little matters
of domestic economy. She was never kept at a servant's dis-
tance by the mistress or master of the family. She had such an
innate sense of propriety, that prevented the necessity for that
reserve m general requisite for the maintenance of due respect
on the part of domestics.

In process of time she was sought for by a worthy young
mechanic, and, with the approbation of those with whom she
had lived so long, was married. The husband dying soon after
their marriage, and about the time that Miss Ransom gave her
hand to Captain Beilfield, she again took the place of an assistant
with the daughter that she had filled with the mother; and
a valuable assistant she proved, for the poor health of Mrs.
Bellfield prevented her from attending closely to the supervi-
sion or domestic affairs, and almost the sole care of household
matters devolved upon Mrs. Haines. After the death of Mrs.
Beilfield she had taken the sole charge of the children, and of

1.

the house in general. Being naturally of an amiable disposi-
tion, and ~fond of the children, it is no wonder that, in their
present trial, they should cling to her for sympathy and advice;
and it was well for them that she was so well fitted to be a
comforter.

As the children entered the room, she saw at once they were
under some strong excitement; and as Maggie came up to her,
and putting her arms around her neck, burst into tears, Mrs.
Ilaines asked, -

"Has .your uncle been talking to you, dear?"
"Oh, Aunt Sophy! what shall I do? what shall I do?"
"Tell me, James, what is it?" said the good woman; at the

same time pressing little Maggie closer to her, and smoothing
the fair brow that rested on her breast.
- "We have got to go away, Aunt Sophy."

That's what I've been expecting. Does your uncle say
where you are to go?"

"I am to go to his house; and I had as lief go to prison I
I don't like Aunt Margaret, and Rudolph I hate, and Joe is a
mean fellow and will lie like anything: he told wicked lies
about me when I visited there last summer; and Aunt Mar-
garet believes every word he says."

"And is Maggie and Tom going there with you?"
"Maggie, he says, is going to Aunt Charlotte's; and Tom,

Aunt Lucinda is to take, and she is going to put him with some
woman or other, I don't know who, that wants a boy of his
age."

Aunt Sophy did not make an immediate reply; she was, ap-
parently, busy soothing Maggie, who became more and more agi-
tated as her brother was giving particulars as to the disposition
to be made of them. Aunt Sophy was thinking, though, all the
time - thinking how sad it was that the little brood, which
had hitherto been nestled together in love, should be so widely
separated - at distances, too, that forbade all intercourse with
each other, except at rare and occasional visits. She thought,
too, of the different circumstances under which each was to be
placed: for Mr. Tyson was a rich man, and lived in a style
superior to any in the village where he resided; while Mr. Bell-
field, the half-brother of Captain Beilfield, was a plain farmer
comfortable in circumstances, no doubt, but living in a part of
the country where fe~v~ advantages for culture were enjoyed,
where manners were rough, and the schools of the simplest
kind - how great a change for her darling Maggie, from the
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sweet influences under which she had hitherto lived! As to
Tom, she could not guess how he was to fare -whether he was
to be nurtured as a child in the family to which he was going,
or reduced to the station of a "took boy," to labor and get
along as he could. It all looked unfavorable for them, one side
of the great evil, as she esteemed their separation. But Mrs.
Haines was a Christian woman, and a firm believer in a divine
and particular providence. She did not believe that this trial
to the children had come without a design, and that in the, end
for their best good. In much less time than we have takeii to
record her train of thought, she had concluded what she ought
to say to them.

"Well, well, my darlings! perhaps, if you and I had had the
planning of all this, and had the means of doing what we liked,
in some things we might no doubt have fixed it different. But
you know what your dear ma often taught you, 'That the
Lord's way is best.' He sees, you know, all round, and all the
way to the end'; and lie knows what is for our good. I don't
mean only what is good for us just now, but what is going to be
the best for us in the long run. And now, darlings, you must
all of you, when you pray to God every night and morning, ask
Him to give you patience, that you may bear with the ways of
them you are to be with. I know Aunt Margaret has her
ways, and they are not like the ways of your .dear ma; and
maybe James may not find his cousin just like his own brother
and sister; but I hope he will try to do right himself, and who
knows how they may come round and do right too. And then
I want James to think how soon he will grow up to be a man,
and if he is a good boy he will be a good man; and if he minds
his lessons and is industrious, by and by he will get into some
business; and if he is honest, and careful, and saves his money,
maybe he Will be able to buy your old home back ao~ain and
then you can all come back and live here; and then y~u will be
so happy you will forget all the trouble you now have."

"And oh! Aunt Sophy, you~will come and live with us too,
wont you, Aunt Sophy?" And Maggie's eyes sparkled

through the tears as she raised her head and looked into the
face of her good friend.

"And I mean to do it," said James, his countenance bright..
ening up, "I mean to do it, Aunt Sophy; see if I don't!"

"I hope I may live to see it, my dear boy; but stranger
things have happened than that you should all be living here
together again, and a prettier place to live there ain't that ever
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I see. And now, children, don't you take on bad, and be s~y;
but try to put on a cheerful face, and do what you are bid, and
let them all see that you ain't forgot the good things your dear
ma has taught you.

It was a happy thought in Mrs. Haines to have thrown out
the hope that they might all one day again occupy a place so dear
to them. Its effect upon James was like the breaking of day
upon a night of darkness and gloom; a spark of hope had been
kindled in his breast; he felt stronger --stronger to bear and
stronger to do; and the change in his mind was evident in his
brighter, calmer look. Maggie was affected by it most happily,
and the sunshine was playing about her lovely face where but
a few moments before were clouds and rain.

The.next morning the children were up with the rising sun;
not because they were in such a joyful mood for it was the
morning of their departure, and of their separation from each
other and the home they loved so well; but Maggie was anx-
ious to take a last look of her flowers and trees, and the friends
wished to b~ on their way as early as possible.

James was with her,- his arm resting on her shoulder, and
hers entwining his waist. First they visited the tree she
called her own, - a pear-tree which, a few years ago, she had
held upright, while her father with his own hands threw in the
dirt about its roots, and he called it hers: it had thrive wet!,
for it had been tended with care, and no weeds or grass allowed
to grow around or near its smooth, shining trunk; then to a
peach-tree, from which she had this year plucked some luscious
fruit; and then to a cherry-tree, tall and straight, and giving
signs of vigorous growth. This last she laid her hand upon
saying, as she did so, -

"Is it not pretty, brother James? Do you think they will
ever cut it down?"

"They would not be likely to do soif it should prove to have
good fruit."

"But, dear brother, it bears most beautiful cherries - large,
light-colored cherries, and oh! how sweet and juicy. I wanted
to send you some, that you might just taste how good they
were, hut there was i~o chance then."

"Yoi~ need not fear, then; their own interest will forbid
them to~ cut it down."

"And now let's go to the arbor. I want to see my roses."
The arbor was a simple affair, made by James, with the aid

of their coachman, from small trees cut from the woods, the
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bark stripped off; and their branches twisted together above. It
was rustic in appearance, but being placed alongside of a small
brook of clear, sparkling water that ran outside the garden,
it was a pleasant resort for Maggie, and for hours she would
sit there reading or sewin~ enjoying the murmur of the little

H 4-
suream and the music of the birds. Here, too, she had placed
some of her house-plants, in order that they might be sheltered
from the direct rays of the mid-day sun.

As they entered the' bower James exclaimed,
"Why, sister dear, how beautiful your plants look! What

good care you have taken of them! The roses, too, are full of
buds, and that heliotrope scents the whole arbor. What a pity
you cannot take them with you!"

Maggie could not at once reply: her heart was too full.
These plants, to he~ were almost endowed with consciousness;
they had been nurtured by her from small beginnings, and had
epaid her care by rapid and thrifty growth; and every bud

as it opened and sent forth its fragrance had a voice that her
exquisite sensibility could hear - it was the voice of her
Heavenly Father. It told her of His love, of His regard to her
enjoyment; the beauty was His; the perfume had been dropped
by His hand upon those soft and delicate petals, - their perfec-
tion, the4 purity were emblems of His own spotless being.

"Brother James," she said at length, "do you think Aunt
Charlotte would object to my carrying these with me?"

"All ofthem?" -

"All of them, if possible."
"You can ask her."

"Well, I will ask her. Let us go in at once."
"You must not be too sanguine, dear; if I am not mistaken,

Aunt Charlotte has ~no taste for flowers, - bnt you can ask
her."

The sweet child hastened into the house to find her aunt.
She was in the large parlor, looking, but with no feeling of ad-
miration, at some flowers in vases. To be sure they were fall
flowers, but pretty of their kind. They had been gathered some
time since, and in the confusion caused by sickness and death,
and the care about the funeral, had been overlooked and left.
Aunt Margaret was also in the room, seated near a window, and
looking, with jaundiced eyes, at the fair scenery without, As
the child entered the room and bade her pleasantly "Good-
morning," she turned and gazed, but made no response. The

little darling was too like the mother, whom she had never
loved.

"Please, Aunt ~h~rlo~te,-have you seen my flowers in the
arbor?"

"Flowers, child? I ain't seen no flowers but these faded
things; and I wonder Mrs. Haines could have left them here,
- during the funeral, too. I don't; care much for flowers."

"But those in the arbor are so sweet and beautiful, and I
want you to see them; and if you thought best, I would so
like to take them with me. There are only 'four pots of them."

Mrs. Belifield looked at her niece with an air of astonish-
ment.

"Flowers, child? four pots of flowers! Why, what do you
want them along for, and how are we going to carry them? I
am willing to do anything reasonable; but to be lugging a par-
cel of flowers along with us, how would it look? It ain't no
condition of things to be thinking about flowers; we've alPj~ot
something else to think about; and, besides, when we get home
there won't be much time to think about flowers, there is so
much work to be done to get ready for winter; you can sew
and you can knit, can't you?"

"Oh, yes, aunt!"
"Well, then, you will find plenty to do; for the boys, I don't

believe, have got a woollen stocking to their feet, and it will
soon be cold weather. The flowers will- only be a bother to
you, and to me too. As things are as they be, we've got to
think about what is necessary; flowers wont put food into
our mouths or clothes on 'our backs."

Maggie made no further plea for her flowers. She went at
once into Aunt Sophy's room, and although she shed no tears,
there was sadness upon her countenance.

"Anything trouble you, my dear?" said Aunt Sophy.
And when she had gone over with the account of the inter-

view she had just had with her aunt, Mrs. Haines replied,-
"Do not let that trouble you, dear; I will see to the flowers.

You see, I can take them with me in the boat all the way to
York, and it ain't fur from the city where my home is. I will
get them there somehow, no fear; and they will be a great
comfort to mefor I shall think I see you, c~e~ar, whenever I
lobk at them."

"Oh, Aunt Sophy! if I was only going to live with you!"
And she hid her face upon the shoulder of her good friend.
"Well, dearit ain't so to be~ not just yet; we must keep
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up a good heart, and be chirp and patient. The good Lord
knows all about things. There is no doing anything but what
He sees, and when it is best that our wishes should be gratified
they will, and all the world can't hinder it; and when it's
better that we bear the cross, we must bear it as patient as we
can. This is a cross to you. I know some would think it a
very little one; but I know it presses as hard on your young
heart as a heavy one does on many that axe older. And now,
children, I want to say a word to you both. I've learned
some things since I saw you last night. I fear as how you
may have some trials you may not be able to think of now. I
know you are not going among strangers; yet uncles and
aunts sometimes are very different from our fathers and moth-
ers. Things what your parents might overlook, other friends
might take you to do for; but you must try to bear it - you
must pray God to give you patience. It is a great thing for us
all to exercise patience: it saves a world of trouble; but you
will need it very much, and must remember and pray God
every day to give you patience - you, more especially, James;
for you know your feelings are very strong, and you are quick
to feel when any one puts upon you; but try and bear and
keep in, and don't answer back. God will see to righting
things; leave that to Him."

"I will try, Aunt Sophy," said James.
"And so will I,,' said Maggie.
"That is right; try hard, for I think, like as not, when you

have been there a while, and things become an old story, why-
well, it ain't no matter- only remember what I say. And
then there is another thing I want to say to you, James:
you are the oldest; in a few years you will be able to do for
yourself; there ain't no fear but you can take care of yourself;
but don't forget that you have got to take care for this little
darling too."

"Oh, Aunt Sophy!" and James looked at her with a coun-
tenance suffused with feeling, "need you tell me that!" And
Maggie sprang to him, clasping him round the neck, while the
ardent boy, overcome by the emotions excited by the words
spoken to him, and the fond embrace of his sister, stood look-
ing fixedly at~ Aunt Sophy, while the tears streamed down his
cheeks.

"There, James, there!" said the good woman, seizing his
hand; "I know how you feel; maybe I had not ought to have
said it. I know you think more of her than you do of your.

self; but I have seen so many young men, that, Awlien they got
of age, seem to feel that they have only themselves to care for,
and leave their sisters, and maybe younger brothers, to shift
for themselves But there, dear
with you, so don't think no more about it."

Just then little Tom came into the room; he paused a mo-
ment, and then said, -

"Aunt Margaret says it is time to be getting ready."
"Well, then, children," said Aunt Sophy, her voice rather

broken, "now is the best time to say good-by to one another:
you wont want to do it before folks. And don't you feel cast
down: they can't separate your hearts, though "- but here
Aunt Sophy broke down. She did not break into crying; only
her voice failed her and her lip trembled very much, and her
eyes grew red. But she knew things must not be allowed to
go any farther for the children's sake.

Tue good-by was a silent one; from Aunt Sophy down to
little Tom, not a word was said. A warm embrace, a fond
pressure of the lips, a sudden breaking away~ and the little
band of young loving hearts was torn asunder.

CHAPTER III.

Jim, you come, too!" This was said by his
cousin Rudolph, whom he met on the back piazza, a
short time after his arrival at the home of his uncle.
There was a sinister smile on the countenance of

young Tyson, which, in connection with the words of his salu-
tation, affected James most sensibly. He made no reply;
merely gave his hand, which Rudolph took without any cor-
diality in the grasp.

"I thought Maggie was to come here! Why didn't she
come?"

"Maggie is with her Aunt Charlotte," replied James.
CC J wish she had come here," answered Rudolph. "Ma said

she should bring her."
"Then I presume she has changed her mind, for I under-

stand it was her wish that I should b~ here; if it had not been,
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it is not very likely II should have troubled you." The bright
eye of the youth was fixed in a keen gaze at his ill..mannered
cousin; and as he said this, the latter quailed beneath it. He
turned suddenly round, and seeing his brother Joseph coming
in from the garden, called out, -

"Here, Joe, come and welcome your cousin Jim; he's come
to live with us instead of Maggie. Ain't you so happy?"

'~Who says so ?" replied *Joe,* as he ~ascended the stoop;
and then approaching lAs cousin said, in rather more bland tone
than his brother had used

"Well, Jim, how goes it?" There was also a more hearty
grasp of the hand, which was met by James in a cordial man-
ner.

As they' were now called in to supper, nothing further tran-
spired of an unpleasant nature. Only, James noticed that his
two cousins, who lingered behind, were quite merry over some-
thing, for they were whispering and giggling together.

Mrs. Tyson was quite fatigued with her ride, and Mr. Tyson
having been engaged before supper in bestowing some hard
epithets on one of his men, who had not accomplished the
amount of ditching which he thought might have been accom-
plished during his absence, was not in a mood calculated to
make the evening meal a pleasant one. He was not an ill-
natured man, nor was his temper easily ruffled; but when any-
thing occurred to stir up the angry feelings, they did not easily
subside, and those about him who might be perfectly innocent
of the cause of irritation were made very uncomfortable. his
first attack was upon the boys. As has been said, they lingered
after the call to supper, and when at length they came to the
table, those present had already been served. a

"Why is this, Rudolph?" His voice was stern, and his look
angry. "Didn't you boys hear the bell?"

"I heard the bell," said Rudolph, looking down towards his
plate, but at the same time casting a side glance at his brother,
while a slight smile was visible as he caught the frightened
look of Joe.

"Why did you not come in then at once? You know the
rules; you both deserve to go without your supper. None of
your smiling, sir, or I'll give you something to smile at the
other side of your month!"
* "Do, Mr. Tyson," said his wife, who was always ready to
justify the boys when any one besides herself was finding fault
with them, and more especially if the fault-finder was her hus-

band. "DO Mr. Tyson. Where's the use of putting your-
self intQ a passion about such a trifle; and blaming your
children before strangers, too! (James was the only stranger
present.) I suppose you have got angry with some of your
men, and you want to vent it on your children. Try to be
reasonable!"

Now there is nothing more trying when a man is angry than
to be told of it, and especially to ask him to be reasonable,
just as if he was not acting in the most proper ar~d rational
manner. The fire raged worse than ever.

"Mrs. Tyson!" He said nothing more, but fixed upon her
a look of anger and intense astonishment.

The lady retiirnea his gaze at first with a scowl on her brow
which relaxed into a contemptuous smile, when, turning her
eyes to her boys, she said, -

"Do, Rudolph and Joe, eat your supper, and get through
with it. For my part, I don't want any; I have had enough.
Oh, dear! how strange it is!"

"What do you mean, Mrs. Tyson? What is strange ? -

that I should insist upon having order in my house?"
"Order!" said Mrs. Tyson, with a slight smile around her lips.
"Yes, order! I insist upon it there shall be order in my

house, and every one shall obey the rules of the house!"
"Oh, Mr. Tyson! I am sure you are the last person to

talk about order. Oh, dear!"
"The d-.l!" And Mr. Tyson pushed his plate from be..

fore him.
* "Don't swear, dear; think of the children!" And Mrs. Ty-
son assumed a look of severe piety, and gave a deep sigh.

"1k is enough to make a saint swear!"
"What is, my dear?" No one who did not know how

great a change the human countenance can exhibit could have
believed that her usual physiognomy could assume such a meek
and martyr-like cast.

Mr. Tyson saw that he was getting the worst of the fray,
and concluded that it would be wisdom for him to go no
farther; and by degrees his appetite returned, the plate was
drawn back, the knife and fork resumed, and silence reigned.

"Shall I replenish your cup, my dear? It must be cold."
"No; it is well enough." Mr. Tyson was the martyr now;

his eye was fixed upon his plate, and his voice soft and husky.
"Joe, pass your fathers cup."
Mr. Tyson said nothing; the cup was passed, at the same
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time the boys' plates were replenished with abundance of
chicken-pie, and Mr. Tyson took the liberty of replenishing his
own; and Mrs. Tyson, after sending back her husband's cup,
began, in a very moderate way indeed, to help herself to the
hitherto untasted supply upon her plate.

James had gone on eating during the whole scene. He
kept his eye steadily fixed upon his plate, and the work before
him, lest he should appear to notice the family disturbance.
It was a new scene to him, although he had made short visits
at his uncle's before this. Probably, while his parents lived,
some regard was had to the report he might make on return-
ing home, and a consequent restraint pukupon untoward con-
duct; but he was not now a visitor. He had no home nor
parents to return to; he was a fixture where he then was, his
opinion of no consequence, and his dependence a guarantee
against his telling tales. But James Was thinking, while
apparently solely engaged with his meal. A dark cloud was
gathering about him. "If so little consideration was exercised
towards the rightful members of this family in these social
relations, how could he expect to be dealt with, and what a
contrast to the circle in which he had been nurtured 1" But
he dared not think much on that head: his feelings might
get the better of him. He must be alone when thoughts of
his own home were to be indulged. He felt sad, and longed
to get by himself.

The lights had been placed upon the table when they began
supper, and as some time had been consumed in that meal, he
thought probably it was later in the evening than it really was;
and he sat waiting in the parlor until his aunt should come in,
that he might ask to be shown to his room. That parlor had a
cheerless look to him; it was so unlike the cosy room of that
character at home. It was square, with high ceiling; a paper
of dark ground, with gilded spots, covered the walls; the furni-
ture costly, no doubt, but looking dark and gloomy to James.
It was not large between the walls, and had a stiff and unsocial
appearance. His heart sickened, as he sat there alone, thinking
of the past; and perhaps tears may have started, but he was
not conscious of them. At length the door opened, and his aunt
came in.

"What! are you here, James? Why don't you go with the
boys?"

"If you please, aunt, I should like to go to bed, if I knew
which room I am to take."

"Oh! you will sleep in the boys' room; I have had a small
bed made up for you there. But it is not bed-time: you had
better wait until the boys go, as one light will answer for all of
you."

James made no reply~; he had been in hopes of having a room
to himself, he did not care in what part of the house, or how
small, if he could only be alone.

"You had better go out and be with the boys; they have
gone into the back room to get their lessons. I suppose you
begin school to morrow, so you can be looking over thc lessons
with them."

James would have preferred a day or two of rest, that he
might get a little used to things, and his mind become somewhat
settled. The trial of separation from his home, and those so
dear to him, occurring so soon after the death of his father,
had for the time mitigated the pain of bereavement; but now
the combined trouble began to press upon his young heart;
he had no one tp look to for sympathy - no one near him who
seemed to regard his situation as even calling for sympathy
but felt' that he was rather lucky in getting so good a place of
refuge. His uncle had even told him as much when he said,
"Many children left in their situation would have been put
to service or sent to the town-house." James remembered with
sickening interest that address, and he felt from every mani-
festation he had witnessed, both on his journey and by his
reception, that he was regarded as peculiarly fortunate in hav-
ing so respectable a shelter, and that no manifestation of sym-
pathy was in the least necessary. Such being the case, it was
perfectly natural that he should prefer being alone.

So far as his character had developed, no very striking traits
had been manifest. Nurtured in love, with those whose hearts
were lovingly in unison with his, had given him no occasion
for the development of any bad passions. The government of
his parents also being of that gentle character that shrinks from

*usinc~ the check or holding a tight rein, he had no conscious-
ness of restraint; his wishes had ever seemed to meet those of
his parents, and all things had worked in harmony, and neither
he nor any one with whom he was now acquainted could tell
"what manner of spirit he was

His personal appearance for a boy was prepossessing; of fair
size for his a~ebright, , a good form, easy and self-possessed in manneropen countenance; a clear, dark eye, that had never yet
been cowed by sternness, or by the consciousness of a mean or
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unworthy act. lie looked at you with a firm and unflinching gaze,
and yet without ha't&temr or boldness; his laugh was hearty and
full of cheer, but the settled aspect of his countenance quite
sober, and not often yielding to a smile. He would have been
noticed by a stranger as a manly, active, bright boy; and such
he was, although as yet the energies of his nature had not been
called into exercise.

The inj unction of his good nurse, "that he must try to exer-
cise patience," was not lost upon James. Sorely had he been
tempted at the first interview with his cousins, and had come
near breaking through the resolution to follow her advice; but
he saw more and more that his best course was to submit
quietly to the condition of things, however contrary to his feel-
ings. So, immediately rising, at his aunt's request, he went into
the room where his cousins were supposed to be learning their
lessons.

As ho opened the door he heard a noise like the rattling of
marbles or dice, and met the gaze of the two boys with marks
of confusion on their countenances. As he closed the door behind
him, they burst into a loud laugh.

"0 Jim!" said Rudolph, "how you frightened us!"
"Why so?" said James, utterly at a loss to comprehend the

cause of their fright.
"Don't tell him," whispered Joe.
"Yes, I will; who cares? Ii don't! Well, to tell the truth,

Jim, we thought it was the old man or woman."
"What old man or woman?"
Another burst of laughter followed.
"0 Jim! you are greener than I thought youwas!"
"lie is making believe, Ru; he knows well enough. It's the

old folks. Now do you know?" replied Joe.
James did comprehend at last, and was sadly shocked, but

had sense enough to make no remark as to its coarseness or
impropriety.

"You see," said Rudolph, "Joe and I were having a game of
dominos, and when we heard the latch turning we hustled them
off the table in no time, but the blamed things made such a
noise we knew they must have been heard. But come, let's have
a game; we can all play."

"Thank you," said James, "I should only trouble you, for I
never learned the game; and besides, Aunt Margaret requested
me to look over the lessons with you, as she says I will com-
mence school to-morrow."

"Hang the lesson; I've been looking at it. I can't do the
sums - I know Ii can't; and old Flatfoot must show me; he's
paid for it. And the grammar lesson is easy; I can get along
with that, Ii know; and besides, you wont know what class the
old fellow will put you in. Have you studied grammar?"

"A little."
"How far?"
"I have been through the rules, and commenced parsing dif-

ficult passages."
"How far in arithmetic?"
"I had commenced compound fractions."
"By George, Joe, he'll get in the first class."
"No, he wont, Ru, for he never puts the new boys up there

unless they're something more than common; but maybe he is."
James took no notice of the rudeness of the closing remark

of his cousin Joe. He began to think that they were so accus-
tomed to rude speeches, they were not, perhaps, conscious when
they used them, orAid not realize their effect upon others.

"Here is the grammar and the arithmetic; you can study what
you please in theni. Come, Joe, let's have another game."

James looked over what he had already learned, that he
might assure himself of~being perfect so far as he had gone;
but it was with difficulty that he accomplished his task, for the
two boys kept up a constant conversation between themselves.
They had no confidence in each other, and the rude words used
by them to one another at times brought the flush of shame
upon his cheek.

Bed-time at last came, and in a noisy, boisterous way they
rushed up to their room, and then commenced a playful scuffle
between the two before they began to prepare for bed. James
sat silently down by his bedside: he was in a great doubt what
to do. To kneel down in the solemn act of prayer, amid noise
and laughter, was abhorrent to his sense of propriety; and to
go into his bed without the act of prayer, he had never been
accustomed to. He could not remember the time when he had
omitted that duty, or when he commenced it, for he had been
taught to pray as soon as he could lisp the words of prayer.

He sat still watching his cousins, until Rudolph, noticing
that he was making no preparation for bed, called out, -

"What are y~u about, old fellow? Are you not going to
bed?"

"Yes."
"Why don't you undress, then?"
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"I will, presently."
"Don't you like your bed?"
"I presume I shall like it."
"Ain't waiting to say your prayers, are you?"
"II 'was waiting for that purpose."
"Then pray away. Joe, come, be still."
And they ceased their noise, and seated themselves on their

bed, with their eyes fixed upon their cousin. It was a trying
ordeal for James, - a perfectly new event in his young life. But
either divine grace or the strong force of habit enabled him to
face the trial. Deliberately .he knelt, and offered up his silent
prayer. For a time, unseen by him, they amused themselves by
smiling at each other; but their merriment was put on. The still-
ness ni the room, the supplant youth bending low, with covered
face, before the unseen God, had its influence. They ceased to
smile, and both looked down, and a flush spread~ over their
faces; they knew and felt that he was right, and they were in
the wrong. And when he arose from his knees, and began to
undress for bed, they felt so thoroughly ashamed, they turned
their backs unwilling to meet his eye, and without word or
noise of any kind, retired to their bed. In the morning he arose
before the othei~s, and when dressed, bowed down and commit-
ted himself to God, and sought his blessing for the day. His
cousins were awake, but they lay in perfect stillness until he
had arisen and left the room.

"I say Joe, Jim is better than we are; you nor I wouldn't
have had spunk enough to have acted so."

"We never learned any prayer. I guess Aunt Sally was a
good woman; what makes ma always speak against her as she
does?" asked Joe.

"I don't know" said Rudolph; "she has got some prejudice,
I suppose. But I tell you what, Joe, we both behaved like fools
last night. I shan't dare to look Jim in the face; I have a good
mind to tell him I'm sorry."

"I wouldn't do thatRu; he will think he's got the better of
us, and hold his head up higher than ever."

How little it takes sometimes to prevent the carrying out
of a good resolution! An impression had been made upon the
elder of these boys, by the manly conduct of his cousin; and
if his expressed intention of making an apology had been
carried out, very happy consequences might have resulted;
but an idea had been suggested, involving humiliation on their
part, and the elevation of their companion, and the further

idea that he already thought himself their superior, lit was
enough; and the jealous feelings which had so long been in-
dulged by Rudolph against his cousin were aroused in all their
strength. These feelings, it is sad to say, wore first kindled
by his mother: she had never liked the wife her brother
James had chosen; not for any fault that she had discovered,
either before or after the marriage; but she knew that Miss
Ransom had been accustomed to move in the first circles of
the city, and she, Mrs. Tyson, had never enjoyed any advantages
beyond a very plain circle, in a very plain country village;
and having a suspicious temper, she had taken for g~antod,
that she was looked down upon by her sister-in-law. She
never felt easy in her company, and misconstrued the polite at-
tention of her sister, when visiting at her house, as wishing to
show off her "city manners." There was such a vast dif-
ference, too, in the mental acquireinents of the two ladies - of
which Mrs. Tyson was sensitively conscious although the other
never manifested, by her treatment, that she felt her superior-
ity that they never separated, after a visit at each other's
home, without an increasing dislike, by Mrs. Tyson, of her gen-
tle, accomplished, and lady-like sister. I

having such feelings, she did not hesitate to let them have
vent in her own family; and hence was engendered inthe minds
of her boys a jealousy of their cousins, and especially of
James, who was of their own age, and whose manners, in con-
sequence of very different training, were in strong contrast
with theirs.

James had taken quite a walk that morning; the air was
cool and bracing, and his spirits, depressed and sad when he
left the house, gradually revived. He knew not what was be-
fore him, but he had a consciousness of dependence on God, and
a belief, in a general way, that if he did right he would be taken
care of how it was to be done, he did not yet consider; some
vague idea had got into his mind, in spite of all whicb~ he had
heard of the situation of his father's affairs, that there would
be something left, from which his uncle would be paid for his
board and clothing. It is hard for old or young, who have
never known, what it was to feel dependence, to realize at once
the full meaning of the word; and more especially is it difficult
for the latter. The child who has been accustomed to have
every want supplied by an indulgent parent, and one who seemed
never straitened for means, becomes so used to relying on the
bounteous store, that the question, perhaps, never arises in his
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mind: "Will a time ever come when this supply will cease?"
So at least it had been with this youth. It was no doubt a fault
in the management of his parent, that the idea of self-depend-
ence had been wholly kept out of view; and at present, without
scarcely a thought on that subject, his mind is occupied with
the painful fact of separation from his sister and brother, and
the rude treatment of his cousins. A mere boy of fourteen,
perhaps more could not be expected of him.

At breakfast that morning a new trial awaited him. In conse-
quence of hi~ prolonged walk, he was not at the table until the
family had been helped round: he at once apologized.

"I ask your pardon, Aunt Margaret, for not being here in
time; I walked farther than I at first intended; I will try to
be more particular in future."

"Ah, well! "his aunt replied, "we like to have all ~he family
in when we sit down, or else Mr. Tyson has to be hindered
after he has begun to eat. Ii know you have never been used
to be regular at your house, but we are different here; it saves
a world of trouble. Nothing I hate so much as irregularity."

James felt reproved, but was not conscious that the habit at
his own home had been exceptional in that respect; certain
he was, it had not been the cause of his preselit delinquency.
He took the reproof in silence, however, determining to guard
against the necessity for it in future.

"There is another thing," continued Mrs. Tyson, "I want
to say to you boys - and I was afraid it would be so when I
edlacluded to have you all sleep in one room: I mean as to the
noise made when you go to bed, and when you get up. I was
really ashamed last nightandthis morning too:Jcannot have
it; it i~ really disgraceful."

James made no reply; conscious of his own innocence in
that matter, he continued eatin~ his aunt in the meantime
watched him closely, but perceiving that lie took no notice of
her remarks, either by word or look, and having worked herself
into a severe state of mind, she must let out on some one; so,
turning upon her own boys, she said, in quite a stern manner,

"Do you hear what I say, Rudolph? you needn't smile - I
say the disturbance was a disgrace to the house; and if other
people don't regard what I say, I trust my own children will.
You may well blush, Joe; I 'am glad to see~ that you at least
feel some shame about it."

"Oh, mother!" said Mr. Tyson, who hdd recovered his usual
calm and peaceful state of mind, "don't say any more about it;

RESOLUTION. 31

when a parcel of boys get together, you must expect a little
noise; that's so - is'nt it, James?"

"I believe so," replied James, looking toward his uncle, with
a slight smile on his face~ incited merely by the pleasant look
of his uncle and the pleasant maimer in which he had spoken
to him.

"Mr. Tyson! "and Mrs. Tyson looked at her husband a
moment in silence.

"Well, mother, what is it? I hope you are not going to lay
the blame on me; I did not make any noise, that's sure."

"Mr. Tyson, it is no laughing matter; and I wish James to
know that I have some little right to regulate matters in my
own house. He thinks now, no doubt, that he is at perfect lib-
erty to treat all I say with contempt. I saw how he smiled
when he looked at you, and how perfectly indifferent he looked
while I was reproving him, as well as the others, for their very
unseemlyconduct; it is not treating me with commondecency."

Poor James was utterly confounded; he could not reply, for
he knew not what to say. He might indeed have cleared him-
self from all blame in regard to the noise in their bed-room,
bu~ he thought it would be dishonorable in him to do so, espe-
cially as they were present, and had it in their power to set the
matter right; and in fact he was expecting every moment to
hear them acknowledge their fault; he felt sure that he should,
if in their case, not allow an innocent person to suffer for what
he was alone to blame.

He had never before known, either, what it was to be re-
proved in so harsh a maimer; his feelings began to get the
upper-hand of him, and in spite of all his efforts, the sears
started. His uncle saw how he felt, and, sympathizing with
him, lost his own temper; he looked at his wife a moment, and
then broke out, -

"The deuce take it all, wife-what is the matter?"
"There's matter enough, Mr. Tyson! I am not to be insulted

in my own house, and that by those dependent upon ~
"Who the--wants to insult you! you make m~ sware,

whether I will or no. What has got into you! Can't you let the
boys eat their meals in peace, but you must be dining at them
about some foolish thing or other? Let them fill their bellies,
and then, if you want, take them out of hearing and cowhide
them."

At that moment Joe snickered aloud.
"There! you see, Mr. Tyson, what you've done! Leave the
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table, sir!" turning to Joe, who, glad to be relieved, hastened
from the room. Rudolph rose to follow him.

"II didn't tell you to go."
"I'm done."
"Sit down, I tell you !"

Rudolph, in sitting down, had like to have missed his chair
and fallen, but grabbed the table-cloth to save himself:, and made
a general jumble of things on the table, and then snickered
louder than Joe had done. Snickering is very catching, espe-
cially with b9ys. James, in spite of all his bad feelings, was so
affected that he responded at once; he made a strange chuckle
in his effort to restrain a laugh, and Mr. Tyson burst into a
loud "ha, ha!"

Mrs. Tyson sat a moment, silently looking at her husband.
"Well, Mr. Tyson!"
"Fire away, my dear."
"Are you not ashamed of yourself? How am I to manage

the children, if you set them such an example."
James had now recovered himself, and turning towards his

aunt,-
"Aunt Margaret, I am very sorry to have done anything to

offend; I assure you I have not intended any disrespect. Will
you please forgive me?"

"By George!" exclaimed Mr. Tyson, "Jim, you're a man!
That shows your bringing up; you've got the gentleman in you.
I've always said your mother was a lady, every inch of her.
Now, ma, say you forgive him, and let all be square again.

Mrs. Tyson had settled back in her chair, and looked steadily
at her husband. He had planted an arrow in her heart that
would rankle there for many a day. He could not have done
a worse thing, than to have said a word in praise of James's
mother - and to praise the boy too! It was the most unfortu-
nate thing for poor James that could have happened.

As Mrs. Tyson did not reply at once, her husband said again.
"Come, ma, say the word. Accidents will happen; but when an
apology is made - in such a handsome maimer too - come, say
you forgive, and that will square all up!"

"I don't see as there is any need of my saying anything;
the young gentleman has had praise enough, I think; all I ask
is decent behavior at the table, and. decent behavior in the
house."

"Come, boys," said Mr. Tyson; "let's go; I'm done, if you
have; it will soon be time for school."

"James," said Mrs. Tyson, as he arose from the table, CC

had better put on your every-day clothes before you go to
school; I suppose you have got on your Sunday suit?"

"No, aunt, I have a better suit than this!"
"Well, I should think those you have on are too good to

knock round in at schoo~L Have you no common clothes?"
"Do, ma," said Mr. Tyson, "let the boy go as he is; he looks

well enough now; the first day or so, you know, boys like to
look a little mce going among strangers. I ain't forgot my boy-
ish feelings yet, though I have a few gray hairs; and besides,
boys and men are apt to pay a stranger a little more attention
if he is well rigged out."

"I will do as you say, aunt," said James, looking at her with
a countenance expressive of his perfect willingness to abide by
her decision.

"Ohwell, Ihavenothingto say; I suppose your uncle knows
best."

"Yes, yes, Jimmy; go just as you are to-day, and iii a little
while, if you've a mind to put on your old duds, you can do so.
I've no doubt you wont lose your gentlemanly manners, dress
as rough as you may."

Mrs. Tyson smiled contemptuously at this latter remark, but
James did not notice it; and although not quite satisfied that
his aunt approved the decision Mr. Tyson had made, he con-
cluded, as she made no further remark, to do as his uncle said.

"Well, James," said his uncle, as they were all at the tea-table
in the evening, "how did you get along to-day?"

"Very well, sir."
"Didn't get a knock side of your head?"
" No, sir.~~
"What class did Mr. Stevenson put you in?"
" The first class, sir.~~
"Yes, pa," said Joe; "and he's got up head in that."
"Well done, Jimmy! Have you been much to school ? -

but now I think of it, there were not any good schools near you.
How long were you at boarding-school ?"

"Only six months, sir; but mama used to teach me. I
learned more with her than I did at school."

"I tell you what, boy, you don't know what you lost when
that mother of yours was taken away. She was a true lady;
she made it pleasant for every one that entered her house; and
she seemed to know about everything,-history, religion, poli-
tics, and what not; and so gentle too and such an easy way she
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had! No wonder your poor father doted on her; I believe it
killed him at last; he was never the same man after her death
- his spirits broke all clown."

Mr. Tyson had a kind heart, but very little sensibility. He
did not seem to realize that James had but just buried his father,
and that the wound was still fresh on his young heart, He
meant well, but did not consider .that, thus even in kindness,
bringing the remembrance of his lost parents to his mind, that
the sore was yet fresh. James had been greatly excited all day.
The scene at the breakfast-table left a gloom upon his mind;
the strange faces at school, the rough appearance and rough
manners of the boys, so different from those of the school he
had so lately left, and the novelty of his whole situation, had
been operating upon his sensitive mind; the fact, too, of his
utter loneliness had been weighing upon him. He saw no one
to whom he could look for sympathy either at school or a~t
home; his cousins had lost his confidence; he thought they
disliked him, and he certainly felt no regard for them; and his
aunt had treated him so strangely that he even dreaded her
presence. He felt alone and a stranger; and to have the names
of the dear ones he had lost thus brought to mind, and with
them all the associations of his own lost home, was more than
he could bear just then. He felt the storm coming, and not
caring to expose his feelings to those present, some of whom he
thought would only ridicule his weakness, he arose from his
heat, and, turning towards his aunt with a flushed face and tears
already gathering,-

"Please excuse me, aunt," lie said, and hurried from the
room.

"What ails the boy?" said Mr. Tyson, astounded at the
sudden move, and wholly unable to comprehend what had
caused it.

"He is homesick," said Rudolph, smiling; "he'll soon get
over

"It is all your own doing," said Mrs. Tyson to her husband.
"What have I done? I'm sure I spoke in the kindest manner

about his parents."
"It was that worked him up so, pa," said Joe; "for I was

looking at him all the time; and I see his face grew redder and
redder, and then the tears began to come. How he went, though,
Ru! - like shot out of a gun!" and both boys laughed quite
heartily.

"I think, Mr. Tyson, it is hardly worth while for you to be

forever talking so much about James or his mother either;
he thinks enough of himself already; he'll think by and by
that he is of more consequence than any one else in the family.
It don't do boys any good to praise them to their face."

Mr. Tyson said no more, but ate his supper in silence.

CHAPTER PiT.

T did not take James many weeks to learn that however
kindly his uncle felt towards him, a.nd however wel-
come he might be to the comfort of a home under his
i oof'~ yet to his aunt his being there was a source of

annoyance. Why he could not please her was a mystery to
him; for lie was careful to comply with all her regulations, and
he was enabled to follow the ad vice of Aunt Sophy, and bear
patiently her unreasonable rebukes. But although a mystery
to him, it need not be to my readers. Captain Beilfield was,
as has been said, originally from a very low family; he had
raised himself into a position of respectability, and been enabled
to connect himself with a lady of refinement and education.
His sister, Mrs. Tyson, remaining at home, grew up under all
the disadvantages of vulgar society. She was in her youth
very handsome, and attracted the attention of young men in her
own station. Among them was Mr. Tyson, a laborer in a cotton
mill. Being prudent and industrious, he rose by degrees to be a
foreman, and then an agent; and from that to be principal owner
of a mill of respectable size. Before he had taken any step on
the upward scale, he married Miss BelIfleld. Her education was
of the simplest kind: she could read and write; her moral train-
ing was merely calculated to enable her to maintain, in general,
external propriety. She was fond of show; jealous of those
who moved in a higher circle, while anxious to be noticed by
them; her temper was almost ungovernable when aroused, and
like all ignorant persons, easily prejudiced, and when once biased
against an individual, retaining her dislike with great tenacity.

As has been said, she had from the first taken a dislike to
James's mother. The vast difference between a refined and cul-
ti-yated mind and that grace of manner which can only be ac-
quired by familiar intercourse~~ with polished society from early
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years, and her own attempts at imitations, were too palpable not
to be realized to her own consciousness: the effect was to excite
hostility; it was unreasonable, but it was real. Mrs. Beilfield
had always treated her with unfeigned kindness, and with true
generous hospitality; but the bitter feeling never subsided, not
even when the grave had closed upon the lovely object of her
hatred. It was no doubt unfortunate that her husband viewed
the character of Mrs. BeIlfield in such a different light. At
least it was unfortunate that he had not prudence enough to
restrain his praises of one with whom he knew his wife had ~
no sympathy; as it only aggravated and increased her ani-
mosity.

James resembled his mother not only in his look, but in ease
of manner and natural politeness. He was not forward, yet
never abashed when suddenly brought into company of stran-
gers; if they were young persons, whether boys or girls of his
own age, he had no difficulty in entering at once into conversa-
tion, and keeping up an agreeable chat; while his cousins would
be skulking in a corner, twittering to each other, or refu~ to
come into the room at all.

"That Jim," said Mr. Tyson one evening, after s~me com-
pany which had been assembled there by accident, had departed,
"is .a real little gentleman; he kept the young folks going all
the time."

"Yes," responded Mrs. Tyson; "he's full of gab; he is all
Ransom; there is no Bellfield about him."

"I don't know about that; I guess he's got some of the old
Captain's spunk; but as you say, he must have got his polite
disposition from his mother. She was a lady, every inch of
her."

Then there came occasional invitations to James by boys to
attend parties at their homes, which were not extended to his
cousins: this was unfortunate, but not the fault of either James
or those who invited him. Boys at school, as well as elsewhere,
will choose their associates; and James had become acquainted
with one or two of his own age who did not attend school, and
they belonged to families where Mrs. Tyson did not visit - fam-
ilies that she pretended not to like, although in heart she would
have been glad to be on visiting terms with them. This was a
cause of much irritation.

"Ii don't know what you mean to do with that boy," she said
one evening to her husband; "he is only fit for running about
into company. I should think it would be better he should be
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put to some trade, without you mean to bring him up to do
nothing, and make a gentleman of him."

"There is a good deal of the gentleman about him now; but
he is a boy, yet. I think he has spunk enough in him to take
hold of business when the time comes."

"Well, you'll see: he is getting high notions every day; and
I don't think it is doing him any good to be visiting as he is
with rich families. Rudolph says, since he has got intimate
with those Pearsall boys, they are always together, and that
he don't keep with the school-boys hardly at all~"

"Oh, well, you know, wife, 'Birds of a feather will flock
together.' But I saw him the other day sitting on the stoop, at
the window ; Porters and he and Sam were talking together
sociably as if they were intimate friends. Now Sam is a good
boy, but he don't belong to the rich class; you know that."

James was not blinded as to the feeling of his aunt towards
himnor to the fact that his cousins participated in her dislike;
and often, when alone, his mind was deeply agitated, and the
question would come up to him, and a very serious one it was,
"What is before me? and how long must I bear it?"

One day, after some rather cutting remark by his aunt, which
reflected upon his dependent condition, he walked away from the
house, crossed the woods, and seated himself on a rock under a
large chesnut-tree which stood a little apart, and near a road sel-
dom travelled. There was quite an extended view from this
spot; and a very pleasant view it was, embracing not only a
glimpse of the Sound, although a distant one, but of a range of
mountains far in the west; while the foreground presented a
pleasing view of fields and farm-houses, enlivened by a sparkling
stream winding in and out, and losing itself in a large pond,
whose pent-up waters made the power which supplied the factory
establishments of the place.

James had often sought this spot when he wished to be
alone, but never before had his mind been so disturbed, nor his
feelings wrought up to such a pitch; he did not take a look
at the scenery, but seating himself upon the rock, leaned his
head upon his arm as it rested against the tree, and gave vent to
his feelings in a flood of tears. So absorbed was he by the rush
of feeling that he did not notice the approach of a person who
had just turned into the road from a lane that crossed it but
a short distance from where he was seated. This person was
a young girl of ps twelve years of age. She was neatly
dressed, with a small basket in her hand, into which she had

9-
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already placed some of the wild flowers that warm days of
April were bringing forth. She did not notice that any one
was at the place towards which her steps were tending, until
she was close to the tree, and then she stopped, and was on the
point of turning back, when James, aroused by a slight excla-
mation which slipped from her unconsciously, turned, and at
once arose, and, advancing to her, extended his hand. The
burst of feeling was over, and his tears had been dried. But
the smile upon his lips could not altogether hide the tokens of
the storm which had passed. She took his hand and smiled in
return, but her countenance at once assuming a serious cast, she
said, -

"What is the matter? - are you not well ?"
"Oh yes!" was his reply.
"But something is the matter! You must be in trouble!"
"Come, and sit down, will you not?" was his reply.
"I was intending to sit on that rock, 'and sort my flowers,

not expecting to find any one there - it is such a pretty spot,
and there is such a fine view from it.

"Come, then, and I will assist you, if you will let me."
Without further reply, she suffered him to lead her to the

seat, as he had not relinquished his hold upon her hand.
"What a pretty variety you have gathered!"
"Beautiful, ai~e they not!" she replied, as she held up the

basket, and looked at him with her face all aglow with pleas-
ure. His sombre countenance again attracting her notice, she
said, -

"Do please tell me what is the matter?" The look she gave
him was so marked with interest, and the words were empha-
sized with so much earnestness, he could not resist the
appeal.

Before, however, we proceed any further, it must be said, that
between these two young persons, there had, within a short
1)eriod, sprung up quite an intimacy. She had come to the
place on a visit to one of the families where James was fre-
quently invited, and, as it often happens among persons of their
age, a gentle liking for each other had taken place; On the very
evening previous to this interview, he had attended a party at
the house of her friends, and had her as his partner during the
dance, and both seemed more than ever pleased with each other,
and indeed were so sociable together, that her young friends,
after the company had left, more than once rallied her for so
completely absorbing the attention of Beilfield; and it may be

further said, that James so far forgot his aunt's strict rules, as
to overstay her regular bed-time, so pleased was he with the
company. And this had caused an outbreak of Mrs. Tyson's bad
feelings, and led her to say things that brought on the trouble
that caused his present sober look. His reply to her appeal
was, -

"I am very unhappy.~~
"I know that by your looks; but what makes you un-

happy.
"Oh, there is a great deal - everything."
"You were not unhappy last evening, were you? You was

the most lively of the company.~~
"I was not unhappy then, because you were all kind and

social, and I forgot everything else."
"Were your parents displeased because you staid so late? it

was near, eleven when you went away."
"My aunt was displeased with me."
"Oh, well, Mrs. Bird said we kept up rather too long, but we

ought not to be unhappy because sometimes we do wrong and
are scolded for it. I know it ain't pleasant, but we can only
try to do better another time. I suppose, though, it is harder
for boys to bear scolding, than for girls."

"I don't mind being reproved for my faults, that is - that
alone would not make me unhappy. I could, as you say, try
to do better, and avoid such trouble; but that is not all."

There was a pause here; the young girl did not like to urge
him any further, and James hesitated to enter into the particu-
lars of his case; so they sat a while, asserting and arranging the
different colored flowers, but neither speaking.

At length James, heaving a sigh, said, -

"It is a terrible thing to be dependent!"
His companion looked at him with some astonishment.
"What! you do not mean it is hard to be dependent on

parents! what should we do? I don't know what I should
do. I am sure I should have to beg, I guess." And a smile
played around her pretty mouth.

"No; it would not be hard to depend on such - but I have
no parents!"

"Oh, dear! excuse me; I did not know that."
"And supposing yourself thus left, and without any property,

and thrown upon the charity of relatives, and obliged to hear
the fact brought up, and to have it kept in your mind continu-
ally by hints and sometimes told plainly of it."
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"Oh, dear! I don't know what I should do; I believe I
should run away and try to do some kind of work for a
living."

"That is what I intend to do. I shall not need to run away,
but I shall go away. I don't know, indeed, what I can find to
do; if 12 knew anything about farm work, I might get some place
to do chores. But I don't know how to milk, and I don't
know how to do anything that is done on. a farm nor any-
where else."

"Oh, that is dreadful kind of work, farming is; it's dirty
work, and they have to work so hard, and they seem so rough
and coarse! It seems to me, if I was a boy, I should go into a
city and get a place in a store. Why, I have heard my pa tell
us how he went to New York, a poor boy; he had only five
dollars left when he got there; but he got a place somehow, and
now he is rich- so people say; he never talks about it himself;
anyhow he seems to have enough to get all we want. I know
he lets me have all I want."

"That is what I wish to do; but they tell me I am not old
enough yet; that II could not even get my board there; but I
mean to do something. If I can't do anything else, I mean to
go to sea.~~

"Oh, dear! that is a dreadful business ! it is ~so dangerous,
and they say sailors are so wicked 1"

"I don't think it would be so bad as living with people I
hate."

"We ought not to hate any one, ought we?" This was said
after a short pause, the young girl being somewhat astounded
at hearing this announcement 'with such a strong emphasis on
the word.

He quickly replied: "How can I help it! my aunt dislikes
me, and is continually snubbing me in some way, and my
cousins will any time tell falsehoods and misrepresent my do-
ings, and she believes all they say,- how can I help hating
them! They are mean liars!"

James had worked himself up now into a passion, and had
forgotten all the proprieties; th~ countenance of his companion
fell, a sad expression was manifest, a flush suffused her cheeks,
and she could make no reply. James was looking intently at
her while he had been speaking, and coul~1 not help noticing
the efli~ct of his rude language. In a moment his consciousness
returned, and he felt that he had done violence to her delicate
feelings. In a voice completely changed, he said, -

"Do forgive me; I spoke rudely; I forgot whom I was
speaking to. Will you pardon me?"

11cr beautiful bright eyes were lifted up to him as she re-
plied, and he could see they were dimmed with moisture.

"Oh, I don't mind about myself; but it must make one very
unhappy to have such feelings, because the Bible says we must
not hate our enemies; we must love them."

"I know it says so; but how can I love them that treat me
so?"

It was a little time before any reply was made; at length she
said, but with a hesitating manner, -

"I suppose it must be hard; but don't you think we might
try? I am sure I don't know ;~ut it must make one feel so
bad to hate any one. I am so sorry for you !"

James leaned upon his knees, and covered his face with his
hands; remorse and shame were at work, with a plentiful mix-
ture of pride; the girl began gathering up the flowers that had
been strewed upon the rock, preparatory to her departure.
Having gathered them into her basket, she arose, and in a low
and trembling voice, said, -

"I believe I must say good-morning."
James started up and seized her hand.
"Oh, please don't go yet; please don't leave me so!"
"I fear I shall only make you unhappy by staying any longer."
"Please don't go; forgive my rude speaking; I am so sorry

I said what I did; please sit down again. I want so much to
have some one like you to talk to, I promise not to make any
more hard speeches.~~

Again they were seated on the rock; James was the first to
spe~&.

"It is so long since I have had any one to correct me in a
kind manner and I have been of late so used to hardships, and
rough speeches, that I am afraid if you had not shown me, by
the effect my conduct had upon yourself I should, in time, have
become as rude as those I am finding fault with."

James now took advantage of a question she asked, to go
into particulars as to his past life, and how he ~eame to be liv-
ing where he now was. After he had finished, she said, -

"I know it must be very hard, after the home you once had,
to suffer such treatment; but maybe if you try hard to put up
with things, and don't answer back, and try hard not to break
any rules - and don't the Bible say it is better to suffer wrong
than to resent it, or something like that?"

N
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"Yes, it does."
"Well, maybe you will find, after a while, that things will

change."
"Maybe so; at any rate I shall try to do as you say: and I

thank you ever so much for your kindness in checking and
showing me my faults."

"Oh, but I did not mean to do that; I have faults enough
of my own; only, I thought, if you indulged such feelings, they
would make you unhappy. But I must be going now."

They arose and walked together until they reached tvhe lane
from which she had come; it led immediately to the dwelling
of the friends she was visiting: there they stopped.

"I suppose I shall not see you again, as I leave to-morrow
morning."

"So soon! "said James; and the deep color that suffused his
cheeks told not only his surprise, but how ~iliuch he was af-
fected. A moment's pause, and he added, "I am so sorry!"

"My vacation is nearly over; and I must spend a few days
with a schoolmate, a few miles from here."

"Then, perhaps, I shall never see you again!"
She made no reply; indeed she could not have spoken with-

out manifesting more feeling than she cared to exhibit.
"Can you no.t," said James, "give me some little token for

remembrance; I don't mean anything of value - any trifle will
answer."

Without the least show of prudery, and with a serious coun-
tenance, as if about to do the thing for a near relative, she at
once drew from her pocket what seemed a needle-case, and un-
clasping it, took, from some nook within, a large cornelian
bead; a deep red with a i~ein of white nearly circling it.

"This is the only article I have by me; will it answer?"
"Oh, thank you I thank you! it is beautiful! can you spare

it?"
"Oh, yes; but have I not a right to ask for something in re-

turn?"
"You do me a great favor by making such a request. I wish

I had something of value, but I fear not." And he drew forth
his pocket-book.

"No matter,~~ she said, "about the value; what I have
given you is not worth much in money.~~

"That may be," said James, "but no money could buy it of
me now. ilere is something I have found, and whenever you
look at it, you can think that the countenance you behold will

never fade from the mind of him who gives you this token."
And he placed in her hand, a small tortoise-shell case, about
the size of a twenty-five cent piece.

"I will show you how to open it," and he touched a little
catch, and the lid sprang open sidewise; and within was set a
mirror, very diminutive, but so cut as to present the whole
face in miniature.

She looked at it a moment.
"Ii will not refuse it, although it is much more valuable than

my bead. You must not be discouraged; my pa says, with
pc~tience and perseverance we can accomplish almost anything."

Their hands were. clasped, and James, raising hers to his lips,
as he saw the tears had started, said with much earnestness,

"Shall I never see you again? may I not call upon you if
ever I go to New York?"

"Oh, yes, do! and maybe my pa can help you to a situation.
Our house is in Liberty Street, No. -

And with another silent embrace of the hand they parted.
James retraced his way through the woods with a more elas-

tic step than when he had crossed theni an hour or two before.
The scene through which he had just passed, had given new
strength to every good resolution. His better feelings had been
aroused; he felt as if he could bear anything from his aunt now;
and he determined, if it was possible, that he would avoid every-
thing that could give offence to her or to his cousins.

The manifestation of interest on the part of these two youths
for each other, was at the time a reality. If they had been
farther advanced in years, it might not have been so demon-
strative; but they were at an age when the purer feelings alone
are in play, and friendship need not act behind a mask. They
were too young to be lovers; and yet, a gentle flame, somewhat
akin to the more intense blaze, had kindled in their breasts. It
may increase and swell into the higher, richer emotion, or
flicker a little while, and then die out, as in general it does.

'V
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CHAPTER V.

ATURDAY being a holiday, James took the opportunity
to call at a cobbler's, one of his shoes needing repair.
Old Salter, as he was usually called, was a man much
respected in the village; he was known as an honest,

industrious, and thriving man. Besides his special handicraft,
he owned a few acres of land, which he tilled in a profitable way,
keeping several cows, and selling milk and butter to the em-
ployes of a manufacturing establishment. Mr. Salter was
known likewise as a professing Christian, and one who was not
only well acquainted with the scriptures, but made them his
rule of life. James was somewhat known to the old man from
having seen him in the last visit he had made at his uncle's.
He had gone there in company with his cousins; and Mr. Salter
had noticed the boy, because of his quiet and gentlemanly de-
portment in such marked contrast to that of his companions.

His pleasant salutation, as he now entered the little shop,
caused the old man to turn from his work and look at his visi-
tor; it was not his custom to do so, but he would in general reply
to the rude address, which too often was made by the boys in
the village, without turning his eyes from his work.

"Will you be able to do a little job for me, this morning,
Mr. Salter'?"

"IL think it very likely IL can, my son, if it is not too long a
job." Still continuing to gaze at the boy, he continued,-

"It seems to me I've seen you before; but for the life of me,
IL can't just this minute recall your name."

James had not until now had any occasion for the services of
the old man, since his home had been at Mr. Tyson's.

"My name is BelIfield James Bellfield."
"BeIlfield! you don't live in the village?"
"IL have been living here this winter - I am at Uncle

Tyson's."
"Oh! ah! now IL remember. You have been in the shop be-

fore; yes, yes, IL remember now; you came here once or twice
with the Tyson boys - IL remember now; sit down, sonny. Take
a seat on that bench; IL will finish the little job IL am at now
pretty soon, and will then attend to your want."

James took the seat assigned him, and for a few moments the
old cobbler worked away at his stitching.

"Yes, IL rem ember you now; and IL see you have not forgotten
the mannerly ways you had when you was here before; it i~
such a strange thing nowadays to have boys take off their hats,
or speak even civilly, that when one does come &long that has
been brought up right, in that way, IL am. apt to notice it.
Then you've come to live here?"

"Yes, sir; IL have been here all winter."
"Where is your home?"
"My home was near Northbrook."
"Lost your pa?"
"Yes, sir"
"Is your ma living?"
" No ~
Mr. Salter perceived from the trembling tOnes of the reply

that he had touched a sore spot, was silent a moment, and then
said, -

"The Psalmist says: 'When my father and my mother forsake
methen the Lord will take ~ne up;'and again: 'a Father of
the fatherless, and a judge of the widow, is God in his Holy
Habitation. It is a sad thing to lose our parents in our young
days. But if God takes us up, that helps the matter very
much. He is a real helper when he undertakes. I hope you
have learned to pray to Him?"

"Yes, sir."
"That's clever; don't ever forget to do that; j~~g a. blessed

the ~ that we can commit our ways to the Lord, for we have
promise that they who seek Him early shall find Him,

and they who trust in Him shall never be confounded."
Mr. Salter had completed the job before him, and James

handed him the boot which he had taken off.
"Ah, IL see ! a rip in the sole; we will soon fix that. IL guess

these boots must have come from the city; they don't make
such work short of that."

"Yes, sir; they came from New York."
"Have you relations there?"
"No, sir, no relations; we visited there sometimes.
Mr. Salter was soon through with the job, and was just un-

strapping the boot, when the door was opened rudely, and two
boys rushed in. They were Rudolph and his brother; they had
been running, and in their haste had almost broken the latch.
Mr. Salter looked at them with almost an angry scowl, but
calming himself in a moment, he said,-

"Boys, boys, what's the haste?"
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Without taking any notice of the proprietor of the shop,
they called out, -

"Come, Jim! we want you; the fellows are going to have a
game of ball, and we want you to make up the number."

"I thank you for the offer; I should like to play well enough,
but I want to write two letters to-day to my brother and sister,
and it will take me about all day."

"Oh, never mind about the letters! you can write them any
day.~~

"I have no time on any other day; and besides I promised
to write them a letter every month."

"Never mind about the promise; you can tell them you was
too busy to write, or you didn't feel like it."

"Tell them you forgot it," said Joe.
"I could not truly tell them any of these things; but to

oblige you, I will play one game in and out, and then after that I
must leave;" and then turning to Mr. Salter, -

"How much shall I pay for this?"
"Ah, well, it was a small job - say six cents."
"There is six cents, sir; and I thank you very much."
"You are quite welcome, sonny; and when you want another

job done in the mending way, give me a call. I take it there is
good, deal saved by mending little cracks and tears* and seeahere" (the two boys had now left the shop): "once in a while,

when you have a leisure hour, will you not just step in and
see me?"

"I should like to, sir, very much."
The boys began shouting for him to come along, and James

hastened after them.
The game of ball had gone on with great glee for an hour.

James was a good player; he wa~ active, and clever with the
bat, and expert in dodging the ball. Each party was desirous
of having him on its side. But his. cousins succeeded in gain~
ing him. The party opposed were good players, and having
the first innings, had kept the others out for nearly an hour.
James had forgotten all about his letters in his eagerness at
play, when once fully engaged. At last, through his correct
throwing, an adversary was hit, and he took the bat. Two
rounds were run; again he struck the ball, but it was not a full,
fair blow,~and the ball received a shy, and fell short of the first
run. One of the outers gained it, and threw quickly. James
was near his goal - within a few feet. A loud shout was given
by his party as the ball flew past him, and some pretty severe

words were said by some of the outers at the failure of the
thrower, as he was so near the runner.

But in a moment the scene was changed, for James was re-
turning leisurely towards his cousin Rudolph, who stood bat in
hand, ready to send it as much askew as possible.

"What's the matter?" cried several voices on both sides.
"We are out," said James.
"How so ? - the ball didn't hit you."
"It did, though," said James.
"That's a lie," said Rudolph. "I saw it pass you; it was

half a rod off.
"I thought it came pretty near," said Sam Blauvelt, the boy

who had just been undergoing the reproofs of his mates.
"I say it didn't go near him," said Joe Tyson; "I was look-

ing all the time; it didn't come within a yard of him."
"There is no use in talking," said James; "the ball grazed

edge of my arm."
"Just as if you could feel it just grazing your coat!"
"I did feel it, though," said James.
"I believe it's all a lie you've made up- you want to get us

out."
"Why should I want to lose the game, Cousin Rudolph?"
"I'll tell you why," said1 Joe, who was quicker than his

brother in the matter of invention, especially of bad motives;
"he wants to go home and write those letters, and he is just
mean enough to say the ball hit him, when it didn't come near
him, just for the purpose of breaking up the game."

"Yes, that's it," said Rudolph.
"You are very much mistaken, both of you. I do indeed

intend to go and write those letters, but I would hardly descend
so low as to endeavor to accomplish my purpose by a fahe-
hood."

"You are just mean enough to do it," said Rudolph; "and
you did it - you lied about it; the ball never touched you."

James had a high temper - it had never as yet been so se-
verely tried. He had been trained to abhor falsehood, even in
the form of prevarication; the abnse of his cousins was a little
more than he could bear; he thought not of consequences, and
as Rudolph reiterated the base charge, James rushed at him
with all the impetuosity of a frenzied boy, and before Rudolph
had time to strike a blow, he was on his back and crying for
help. Joe at once sprang to his assistance, but the other boys
kept him at bay.
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"It's a fair fight," said one of the larger boys. "Rudolph
is the biggest and the oldest, and he has abused the fellow
shamefully; just as if he couldn't tell whether the ball struck
him or not."

"Let me up, let me up!" cried Rudolph, struggling with all
his might, and trying his best to strike James in the face.

"I will let you up just as soon as you take back that lie, and
not before."

James had not struck his cousin; he knew nothing about
giving blows; he had merely tripped him down, and meant to
hold him there if he could. He had received some blows be-
fore he was able to secure hi~ antagonist's arms, and one of
them in the mouth, that was rather severe; but still he would
not strike, though Rudolph had hurt his own face by a violent
effort to free his arms.

"Let me up, I say!"
"I will let you up just as soo~n as you take back the lie."
"I do take it back."
James at once arose. But Rudolph had merely feigned a re-

traction-he only wanted to regain his legs; for the instant he
was up, he ran with great fury at his cousin, and struck, with
all his might, a blow at the face. James luckily parried it, and
again clinched his antagonist, and soon had him under.

"Now give it to him!" cried the other boys. "Pummel him
in the face - he has played false - give it to him, Jim!"

James, however, had no idea of doing any such thing, and
proceeded, as before, to do what he could to prevent injury to
himself. His anger had passed off; he felt more like crying
than fighting; he wished the scene was over, but felt the neces-
sity of maintaining the advantage he had over his antagonist,
for his own security.

Just then a gentleman was seen approaching, and there was
a general whisper among the boys.

"You had better let him up, Jim Bellfield, or you'll get it!
Pa is coming," called out his cousin Joe.

But James held on; he thought he was not in the wrong,
and therefore did not fear his ~icle's presence. Mr. Tyson was
on his way home, and crossing the green where the boys were
at~ play, when, attracted by the squabble he saw going on, he
turned his steps toward the group, intending, if possible, to
stop the struggle; but as he came up and saw who were the
contestants, and mortified, no doubt, at finding Rudolph~ thus
prostrate, his temper rose at once. lIe caught James rudely by

the arm, raised him up, shook him violently, and was proceed-
ing to strike him with a small cane he had in his hand, when
several of the boys called out, -

"It wasn't his fault, sir."
"Yes, it was his fault," said Joe; "he threw Ru twice."
"He came at me like a wild cat," said Rudolph, whimpering

out his words.
Mr. Tyson would, no doubt, at this representation, have

vented his anger in a severe infliction upon James, for he was
quite enraged; but at that moment, a young fellow of Rudolph's
age stepped quickly up. He presented quite a different appear-
ance from the other boys; for he was well dressed, and in his
bearing showed plainly that he was not one of the town boys.
Mr. Tyson remembered having seen him in company with a
gentleman who resided about a mile from the village, a man of
wealth who had removed lately from the city. The lad was a
visitor there, and had stopped on his stroll through the place,
to watch the game.

Said the youth: "That young gentleman was not to blame,
sir. I will tell you how it was; for ~I was not engaged in the
play, but was merely looking at them, and therefore have no
prejudice either way, and if you will listen to me sir I can
tell you just how the.affray came on."

"Well, let me hear it2'
The lad then went through with a recital of the whole affair,

and ended with these words:
"You know, sir, any one would resent being called a liar,

and that repeatedly."
"How do you know but he did lie ?" said Mr. Tyson, still

very angry, at finding his son so much in the wrong.
"I think," replied the youth, "it was not for his interest to

tell the truth, for he lost the game by it; and besides, Ii felt
sure myself, when the ball passed, that it must have grazed
him, and was rejoiced to see how honorable he was to acknowl-
edge it, when none of the boys supposed he had been hit."

Rudolph, enraged at the interference of the youth, rudely
broke in:

"It's none of your business you wasn't playing."
"That is very true. I merely wished to let this gentleman

know the truth."
"The truth!" replied Rudolph with a sneer.
"Yes, the truth 1" retorted the youth; "and if this gentle-

man thinks I am mistaken, I appeal to all the boys here."
3

a~.
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"Who cares who you appeal to? He lied - he knows he
did; and there .is no use in you or any one else a-lying for
him."

Rudolph had scarcely uttered the words, when the youth flew
at him, but in a very different manner from James, for there
was such a shower of blows about his head, that Rudolph was
fain to retreat, in order to get a chance for self-defence; but
instead of endeavoring to use his lawful weapons for that pur~
pose, he caught up a stone, and although his father called loudly
to him, and even ran to prevent his throwing it, he was not
quick enough: the stone was sent with what force the boy
had, and it struck the youth on one side of his head, and he
fell to the earth.

Mr. Tyson was now greatly alarmed. He flew to the boy,
raised him a little, felt his head, and found a lump had already
formed. At once he called out to the boys, -

"Run some of you, quick, and bring some cold water!"
The nearest house was that of the old shoemaker, and several

started with all haste, and James among them, and he was the
first to reach the shop. A kettle of water was soon procured,
and its application not only seemed to stop the swelling, but
relieved th~ pain; for when the boy got over the stun which
the blow had occasioned, and was asked by Mr. Tyson, how he
felt, he replied,-

"My head pains me rather severely, but the water feels
good."

James manifested intense interest, sitting on the ground be-
side him, and holding one of his hands in his, as though he
had been a near friend.

Mr. Tyson had been greatly alarmed, for when the boy fell,
he did not (know but he had received a fatal injury; and he
therefore made no objection to the manifestation of interest on
the part of James, while, in a stern voice, he had ordered his
two boys to go immediately home.

"Had you not better let me help you to my house?" said
Mr. Tyson.

"Thank you, sir. I think I had better go home."
"But you are not able to walk so far. Is your carriage in

town?"
"No, sir, but I can walk it very well. That blow, somehow,

made m& feel a little sick; but I am much better now."
"May I not go along with him, uncle?" said James.
"Perhaps ou had - part of the way at l~ast."

The youth made no objections to this proposition, for he had,
as youths are apt to do, taken a sudden fancy to James. He
had noticed him during the play, and was pleased with his
skill and energy at the game, and witb his gentlemanly deport-
ment and appearance, but especially with his regard to truth;
and as he had met with no boys that appeared to him desirable
as companions, he was anxious to form an acquaintance with
one of whom he had received so favorable an impression.

Once over~ the shock, and with no other inconvenience than
that of considerable soreness in the part injured, and the diffi-
culty of wearing his cap with the handkerchief which was
bound about his head, the two boys started off together.

Mr. Tyson stood a moment watching him, but soon perceived
from his elastic step that his strength was not impaired. He
would have recalled James; he feared, however, that it might
have the appearance of incivility if he did so, and, therefore,
turned his steps homeward, thankful that things had not re-
sulted much more unfavorably.

Rudolph and Joe, on their return home had given their
mother a version of the affairin explanation of the injury to
the former's clothes and face, which were quite apparent, that
waked up her wrath against her nephew to such an uncomfort-
able degree, that if James had been present he would, no doubt,
have experienced terrible treatment at her hands.

As Mr. Tyson entered his parlor, on his return home, the
first words that met his ear were, -

"What has become of that little scamp?"
"Who do you mean James?"
"Yes, I mean James. I hope you gave him a good trounc-

ing."
"What for?"
"What for! I wonder you can ask such a question, Mr.

Tyson, when you saw how he had been abusing Rudolph. Joe
says he acted like a wild-cat, and Rudolph's face is all scratched
up, and his clothes are a sight to be seen. Let me but get hold
of him, he wont forget it the longest day he lives! I'll teach
him to behave himself~, I'll warrant him! To think that a poor
little beggar, as he is - that he should maltreat one of my chil-
dren as he has, is more than human nature can bear! But wait
till he comes in!?'

Mr. Tyson had now got over his anger, and having had time
to reflect upon the whole affair, had come to the conclusion that
James was not so much to blame after all, and felt disposed to



52 RESOLUTION.
RESOLUTION. 53

pass it over as a boys' scuffle, a1t~o~gh a little mortified that
his son had not shown a little more manliness; he therefore,
in a moderate tone of voice, replied, -

"You know there are always two sides to a story, and one
of them is good until the other is told. You have worked
yourself into a passion against James, when he really was not to
blame. No one likes to be called a liar, and will resent it if he
has any spunk in him, and Jim has got that. I guess he takes
after his father for that, and maybe his aunt too."

This answer did not by any means tend to mollify Mrs. Tyson.
"Did you see how the quarrel begun?"
"No, I did not."
"Then how do you know anything about it? I suppose that

fellow has been telling his story to you, and has made it
smooth enough; and you are just silly enough to believe all
he says. He'll lie fast enough, I'll warrant, to throw blame on
to others. But he wont get round me with his smooth
tongue."

"James has not said a word to me about it, one way or
another. A very gentlemanly young fellow, who was present,
but had nothing to do with the game, saw the.whole affair, and
he gave me, I have no doubt, a true statement of the matter.
Both of our boys were very much to blame, and we may thank
our stars that things haven't turned out worse than they have.
If that stone Rudolph sent had struck that boy in the temple,
it would, like as not, have killed him, and then there would
have been a pretty muss, for he is a visitor of Captain McIn-
tosh; the gentleman who has lately. moved into the Gage

Mi>. Tyson did not immediately reply. She was rather con-
founded; for being an ambitious woman, and hearing that this
new family was supposed to be wealthy, she had intended to
call on them and cultivate their acquaintance. This was on
that account quite a mishap. But she was not one that could
readily or gracefully slide from a stand she had taken; so, after
a few moments' pause, she replied, -

"But how do you know that he didn't lie? You seem to
think because he probably was well dressed and had a smooth
tongue, that all he said was gospel. He was just as likely to lie
as the rest of ~em."

"But, wife, do be reasonable. What object could the young
fellow have in misrepresenting the matter? and, besides, all the
other boys confirmed what he said."

"All the other boys! You know they have all got a spite
against our children, merely because they are a little better
dressed."

"I don't believe that, Margaret; and as I am more and
more convinced that James was not to blame, I shall insist
upon it that he must not be punished."

Mrs. Tyson knew that her husband was in earnest, and that
it would not do absolutely to go against his express command.
She, however, was in no degree appeased, and inwardly resolved
to make her nephew as uncomfortable as she could.

She merely replied to Mr. Tyson's injunction, -

"If lie doesn't feel ashamed of his conduct, and guilty, why
does he not come home?"

"He has gone home with the young fellow that was hurt."
"Did you send him?"
"No: he asked if he might go with him; and I thought

maybe under the circumstances that it might be as ;well."
"And let him tell his own story, and make th~ family feel

angry at our children and at us. I shall never dare to put my
foot into that house. It seems to me, Mr. Tyson, that you do
act the strangest that ever was."

And here Mrs. Tyson resorted to her usual revenge when
things went against her wishes - she gave way to tears, at the
same tim~ exclaiming, "that she was the most miserable crea-
ture inexistence~and that when she was dead and gone he
would be sorry for his treatment;" and adding, "that the
sooner she was in her grave the better."

Mr. Tyson said not a word in confirmation of the latter idea,
whatever he thought; for it must be said, he led rather an un-
comfortable life of it; he merely replied,

"iii do wish, Margaret, that you would try to govern your
temper, and not allow yourself to get into a passion. whenever
anything happens a little criss-cross."

He was very unfortunate, if he intended this thrust as a
means of allaying the tempest, for it broke forth with redoubled
vigor, until, quite dismayed at its violence, he rose and abruptly
left the room.

We must for a while leave Mr. and Mrs. Tyson to settle their
difficulties as they best can, and follow our two boys on their
way to the home of the one who had received the injury. As
the young man complained of being thirsty, James at once led
him to the shop of the cobbler. Mr. Salter was busy on his
bench, as usual. He stopped work, however, on the en-
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trance of the boys, and in reply to the pleasant salutation,
asked, -

"Is this the young gentleman that got hurt?"
I am not so much hurt, sir, as I feared at first. It pains

me some, but not quite so bad as it did."
"Let me see it. Is the scalp torn any?"
"I really don't know, but I think not. I believe there is

no blood on the handkerchief."
Mr. Salter had risen, and was examining the wound.
"No, there is no blood; but it must have been a hard knock

to have made such a swelling. What have you put on it
nothing but water?"

"No, sir."
Well, cold water is good, and, perhaps, the best thing you

could have; but it needs to be renewed very frequently for
some time. Ice would be better; but if you will wait a mo-
ment, I wiJi get something that may possibly be better than
either."

So saying, Mr. Salter stepped into an adjoining room, and
soon returned with a large phial in his hand.

"I always keep opodeldoc on hand; it is, to my notion, the
best thing for wounds and bruises that I know of."

After rubbing it for same time, the old man put the hand-
kerchief on again, and having supplied them with a drink of
fresh water, the youth expressed his gratitude in a very hearty
manner.

"You are heartily welcome, I assure you; but if you both
are not too much in a hurry, I wish you would sit down a mo-
ment. I want to know a little about this matter, for I can't
* quite understand how young gentlemen, as you seem to be,
both in your looks ad~d your behavior, should have happened to
get into a squabble. I know it's common among boys as are
rude brought up, to cuff and maltreat one another~but, as I
take it, you two have had a different training. So, if you've no
objections, I should like to hear the truth about the matter."

James very readily gave a statement of the whole of the
affray, and then left it to his companion to explain how it was
that he became involved in the difficulty. The old man listened
patiently to their stories, and when they had finished he looked
at them fixedly a moment.

"Can you - either of you, tell me who it was, that 'when He
was reviled, reviled not again; when He suffered, He threatened
not; He gave His cheek to the smiters, and to them that
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plucked out the hair; and who prayed for those who were tor-
turing Him unto death?'"

Both boys hung their heads. Mr. Salter was not given
to much speaking. So when he saw what effect had been pro-
duced, he began very quietly to fix the strap over his knee,
preparatory to the work of finishing the job he was busy at
when they came in. James stepped up and offered his band;
he would have said good-by, but he dared not attenipt it, for
his heart was full. Mr. Salter gave him a kindly look, and a
warm grasp. The other youth then stepped up, and as he put
out his hand, said,-

"I thank you, sir, very much, indeed; my head feels much
better for what you have done for it."

"I am sorry," said the cobbler, "for your hurt; but maybe it
will fasten this upon your mind, that 80 long as you keep truth
a~d honor unsullied in your own heart, the upbraidings of
others can't harm you."

The boys walked together in silence for some distance, after
leaving the shop. At length, the stranger youth remarked, -

"He seems to be a very good sort of a man."
"Yes, he is! "said James. "I am sorry I ot into such a

passion; his calling me a liar didn't make me one, and if I had
not minded what he said, and had gone right n my way
home, there would have been no difficulty, and t would
not have got hurt."

"Oh! as to that, I don't mind the hurt; for otherwise, we
should not likely have become acquainted. I have been so
wanting some fellow of my own age to talk with; the boys
around are so shy, one has no chance to get hold of them.
The old man.in the shop, I suppose, was right; but it is rather
tough work to stand still and hear a fellow give one the lie,
and not pitch into him."

"Is this your home?" said James, as he saw his companion
about to enter an avenue leading to a large house a little dis-
tance off.

"Yes; and you will go in. I want to introduce you to my
uncle and aunt, and the rest of them."

"Thank you!" James replied. "At some other time I
should be much pleased with an introduction; but I think I
had better lose no time in returning home. I hope you will
soon get over your bruise."

"Oh! it don't hurt at all, now; it will soon be all right
But you will come soon, will you not?"
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CC ~ will try to, certainly."
James started off at a much more rapid gait than he and

his new friend had maintained. They were so pleased with
each other, as to seem willing to prolong the time. But James
could not help feeling a little anxiety in reference to his own
matters at home. He knew, from past experience, that his
cousins would be likely to give a version of the affair to suit
their own ends, and that his aunt would, no doubt, believe them,
and would be very angry. But he had resolved, whatever were
her feelings, to tell her how he really felt. He had been consid
ering the whole matter, and had come to the conclusion, that
he had not done right in resenting, in the manner he did, the
insult offered him; and his intention now was, to acknowledge
his fault as soon as he shoujid see his uncle and aunt.

Mrs. Tyson had been wrought up to a very uncomfortable
state of feeling by the remarks of her husband, and his appar-
ent upholding of James. But that was not the whole of her
trouble. The unfortunate conduct of Rudolph, had, as she
thought, placed an obstacle in the way of her ever getting on
visiting terms with the new family. Their boy, who had been
injured, would tell his own story, and with James to confirm it,
they of course would believe all the boys said; and judging
others by herself, concluded, of course, that their minds would
be prejudiced strongly against the parents as well as the chil-
dren.

It was while in this state of feeling that James came in.
He met his uncle in the parlor, and at once went up to him,
acknowledging the wrong he had done in getting angry and
attacking Rudolph as he did.

His uncle was somewhat confounded by this frank confes-
sion, and yet, pleased with the manly conduct of the boy, re-
plied,-

"Oh, well, Jimmy, accidents will happen. I know you
must have been provoked pretty bad. Rudolph has got a
sharp tongue, I know -he gets it from his mother naturally;
and then, I guess, he don't learn much good at the school."

James then asked,-
"Where is Aunt Margaret?"
Mr. Tyson hesitated a moment. It was in his mind to say,

"You had better not see your aunt now; she is not in a very
good humor;" but he did not say it. He answered,

"She is in her room."
James went up immediately; his mind was much relieved by

the interview with his uncle. He was really sorry that he had
got into a passion, and was ready to make the acknowledgment,
and felt much happier for having dcne so; and was now on his
way to complete his manly purpose.

As he entered his aunt's room, he was somewhat startled by
the severe look which met his eye; but it did not hinder his
progress. He walked up to her, and had only time to say, -

"Aunt Margaret" -when she quickly interrupted him, speak-
ing in a loud, angry tone.

"Don't call me aunt, you good-for-nothing little scoundrel!
And how dare you poke your brazen face in upon me! Out of
the room with you in an instant! and don't ever let me see the
sight of you again!"

"But, aunt, I want to -.-- "

"Didn't I tell you not to dare call me aunt, again?" And
like a fury, ~he arose, and seizing a cowhide from behind her,
which she had placed in readiness for the opportunity, flew at
him, laying on the blows with all her strength.

James stood perfectly still, his proud spirit rising above the
pain. Not a word did he utter, nor could the virago perceive
that her violent blows had the least effect. This stubbornness,
as she called it, irritated her the more; and losing all command
of herself she abused him in the vilest language she could
master. At that moment, her husband entered the room; he
had feared for the interview, and was somewhat on the watch;
and hearing her loud voice, left the room below, and with all
haste ran up the stairs.

As he entered, he rushed to his wife, and by main force
wrested the instrument of torture from her hands, and forced
her into a chair. He then turned and looked upon James.
The little fellow stood perfectly still; his face was highly
flushed, his eye sparkled, his fine mouth was closely shut, his
lip curled, and every feature of his handsome face expressive of
the indignity he had suffered.

James at length spoke:
"As my aunt will not allow me to address her, I now say to

you, Uncle Tyson, what I attempted to say to her; and ~that is,
that I am sorry I suffered myself to get into a passion at the
rude and ungentlemanly treatment I received from my cousins.
That is all I have to say about that. And now Uncle Tyson,
I thank you for all the kindness you have shown me, and will
now bid you good-by."

With that, he turned and left the room. Mr. Tyson was so
3*
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astounded by the whole manner of the boy, that he allowed
some time to elapse before he made the attempt to recall him,
and when he did, it was too late. James had left the house,
and forever.

CHAPTER VI.

HEN James left.the house of his uncle, he really knew
not where to go. He had a little money in his purse;
not over twenty-five dollars. His first thought was
to go to the tavern, and spend the Sabbath; but when

he called to mind what an unlikely place it was to be in during
the hours of that holy day, his mind revolted at the idea.
He then thought of the families with whQse sons he had
formed an acquaintance; they would doubtless, any of them,
receive him with a hearty welcome; but he could not bear the
thought of asking for a lodging as a gratuity; he could not
dare to offer a remuneration there. His aunt had, in her rage,
called him a little beggar, and it had aroused a spirit of inde-
pendence that made him resolve that never again, so long as
he had a cent in his pocket, or strength towork, would he be
under obligations to any human being. And then he thought
of Mr. Salter, the shoemaker; he 'might be willing to receive
compensation - lie was probably poor. So he turned his steps
in that direction.

Mr. Salter was in his shop, bending over his last. He re-
ceived the boy kindly, and bade him take a seat.

"Thank you, sir I I came here, Mr* Salter, to askyouif
you would be willing to accommodate me with board and lodg-
ing until Monday morning. I should prefer being with~ you,
to going to the tavern, and I wish to pay for the accominoda-~
tion."

The old man looked at him a moment, and then asked, -~

"What is the matter?"
"I have left my uncle's. I shall never spend another nigld

ii. 'ler the same roof with my aunt, nor eat another meal of her
pro\. 1ing; I will starve first."

"Tha~ is pretty strong language, sonny. Come! sit down,
and calm yourself a little."

James was mu2~ excited. Hi,~ voice trembled, his face was

flushed, the tears were filling his eyes, and just about to fall.
He took a seat.

"You will be entirely welcome as to the matter of stopping
here over Sabbath; as to the pay, that ain't of no conse-
quence."

"But I wish to pay, Mr. Salter; nay aunt has called me a
poor, dependent beggar - he stopped here. The idea was so
hateful to his sensitive mind, so foreign to any thought that had
ever crossed his mind in ~regard to his situation, that the men-
tion of it overcame him.

Mr. Salter at once entered into his feelings.
"Well, sonny,~ you shall pay me, then; and I am glad you

feel as you do. It will help you along amazingly, that feeling
will. But let me ask you how the trouble was started."

James then related circumstantially, everything as it occurred,
to the moment of his leaving the house.

After thinking a while, the old man replied, -

"Upon the whole, then, I think you have got the right on
your side. Your handsome acknowledging of what in your
conduct was wrong - the people in general would say, you
wasn't wrong in making an attack upon your cousin. But I
think it had better not been done; and yet, your acknowledging
to your uncle and aunt that you regretted it, and asking their
forgiveness, has set you in the right; and when you are in the
right, sor&ny, you are on safe ground: you can say your pray-
ers then with a clear conscience. And now make yourself
easy; we'll have a talk by and by, and we will rest over the
Sabbath; and when Monday morning comes, mebby the way
will be clearer what is best to be done."

It was just in the edge of evening, at the close of the Sab-
bath, that James received a call from his uncle. As he had
done what appeared to him richt he m
less heart. ~, , et his uncle with a fear-

"Why, James, what does this mean?"
"To what do you allude, uncle?"
"Why, that you should leave my house so strangely. I knew

you was angry at the time, and didn't wonder at it; but to re-
main away all night, and all Sunday - why how does it look?"

"It looks all right to me, uncle; and all I regret, is, that I
have stayed to be a trouble to my aunt so lone"

"Pooh, pooh! you shouldn't mind everything she says. She
is all over it now, and wants you to come home. So get your
hat, now, and come along with me, and let it all pass."
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"Thank you, uncle; I cannot do that. My aunt has talked
to me in a way, that, if you knew, uncle, you would not ask me
to stay. I suppose it is as you have told me, that my father
has left nothing, and that I must either depend upon my friends
for support for the present, or be cast upon the town, I pre-
fer to do neither, but mean to take care of myself."

"But how can you do that?"
"I can do as other boys do who are situated as I am. There

are several in this place, who do chores for their board, and
have the privilege of going to school."

"But you cannot do chores."
"Why not, uncle?"
"Because you have never been used to doing work of any

kind."
"But I can soon learn -- I know I can."
"Oh! it's all nonsense, Jam6s; you must doas Isaynow-

go home with me." This was said in rather a commanding
tone.

James made no reply to him, but manifested no disposition
to comply with the mandate.

"Come! get your hat."
"Thank you, sir - I prefer not to."
"But I tell you you must and shall go. You are under my

care, and must do as I say."
"I do not feel that I am under any one's care, uncle, but my

own. I acknowledge your kind intentions in taking me under
your roof. But I do not acknowledge your right to compel me
to submit to abuse. My aunt dislikes me, and has uever given
me a kind word since I have been there; and unless I am car-
ried by main force, I will never put myself under the same roof
with her again. She has called me a beggar, and she shall
never have a chance to do it to my face again, nor shall any
one else, while I have strength to work."

Mr. Tyson did not wonder at the feeling the boy manifested.
He knew well that his wife had a most unruly tongue, and
would at times use hard language; but what would the
world about him say, under the circumstances? Especially
should James go around the town seeking the situation of a
menial, and all knowing who were his relatives. He began to
feel a little nervous about matters.

"I know, James, you have reason to feel bad; your aunt has
been hard to you, but she is heartily sorry that she has gone so

RESOLUTIOY 61

far. NoW, I promise you, things shall be different. Just go
home with me, and let everything pass."

"Why, uncle, I have already said I would never again be
under the same roof with Aunt Margaret, without I was car-
ried there by main force; and I have been thinking of my sit-
uation a good deal since last evening. I see clearly that I
must either depend upon the bounty of friends, or go to work of
some kind for a living; as I had never known before my father's
death what it was to feel dependent, I went to your house in
0icrnorance. I have had a taste of it since tlieii, and it will sat-

isfy me for life; and so long as Ii live, and my health is spared,
I will live or& no morn's bounty. If I cannot find work on
land, I can find it on the sea, as my father did before me."

Mr. Tyson saw that it was useless to urge him further-
there was a calm, self-sustained determination in the manner of
his address, that could not be mistaken. He therefore turned
abruptly away, uttering an oath, accompanied with an impre-
cation against somebody or something' James
tinetly who or what. did not hear dis-~

The plan which James had. marked Qut for himself was a
simple one. He had not yet acquired that knowledge of fig-
ures which he thought desirable, nor was he so well versed in
the English branches as he wished, his attention having been
turned almost entirely to the classics while at school. He there-
fore resolved to obtain a situation in some family for the sea-
son, where his services out of school hours might be an equiv-
alent for his board. He did not wish to remain in , for
the reason that he did not like either the teacher or the schol-
ars. The former was rough in his treatment of the boys, and
they, in general, were of a class so different from that with
which he had been in the habit of associating, that he preferred
trying his fortune in some other town; and here he found the
advantage of having by his civility gained the good-will of old.
Mr. Salter.

About thirty miles from , a free school of a high class.
had been founded by private benevolence, for the benefit of the
residents of the town. It had so good a reputation, that many
families had become residents there, for Jhe purpose of claim-
ing the benefit of the school. Now, in this place lived a sister
of Mr. Salter. She had married a farmer in good circum-
stances; they had no children, and they were in the habit of
taking a young man to do chores for his board, and go to
school. Whether his brother-in-law had engaged a person for
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the coming season, of course Mr. Salter could not tell; but he
would give James a letter of introduction which might be a
benefit to him, even if he did not find a vacancy in that partic-
ular family.

James had sent for his trunk, and it was yielded up without
any opposition, and he concluded to leave it at Mr. Salter's
until he had procured a situation, taking with him a few light
articles in a bundle.

Mr. Salter had become deeply interested in James during the
time the latter had been with him; for he had drawn out pretty
much the whole of his history, and the principles of the boy,
too, so far as that could be done by question and answer.

As the stage drove up to the door of the small house, Mr.
Salter came out with him, and as they parted, pressed his hand
cordially.

"You will keep in mind the talk we have had together."
"I will try to, sir. I feel the better for it already. I have

not been so happy for many a day."
"That's it - a trust there makes one strong and resolute.

Now, good-by, and I mean all the word sign1fies.~~ This con-
versation was held in undertones.

Mr. Salter had not, as many might have done under the cir-
cumstances, expressed his compassion for the boy thus left, at
an early age, to take care for himself; without earthly friends
or helpers; but plainly told him that it was probably the most
fortunate event that could have befallen him - that more than
half the difficulty in getting along in life is overcome when we
are brought to feel that our own head and our own hands are,
under God, our sole reliance. He had told him stories of men
who had risen to emine~oe, and some of these were so exciting
that James felt the stimulus which novelty gives to youth. He
was even anxious to begin work; he felt more resolute and
manly than ever before, and wondered he could ever have con-
sented to accept the proposition to become a dependent on the
bounty of his uncle.

His first business on reaching 0- was to call on the fam-
ily to whom he had a letter. They were living on the out-
skirts of the village; but he soon found they were not only
provided with help, but could give him little real assistance
in getting such a situation as he required. All they could
do was to direct him to a few families in the vicinity, where it
might be possible such services as he could render might be
needed. He also soon learned that it was the wrong time of

year for procuring a situation for doing chores merely. Al-
most the entire community lived by farming, and they must
have such help as could endure the severe labors of the season.

His chance for schooling until early the next winter he saw
was hopeless; and as he inquired from house to house he be-
gan to despair of obtaining any situation whatever. Most
farmers were already provided with help, and one or two who
wanted a laborer were deterred from endeavoring to make any
engagement on account of his appearance.

"They didn't want," they said, "no sich help - his hands
was too delicut!"

A few miles from the village, he stopped at a plain-looking
establishment. A man was drawing a bucket of water with a
well sweep. As James came up to him, and put the usual
question, the farmer looked at him a moment, surveying him
from head to foot. At length he asked -

"How much wages are you expecting to get?"
"I am ignorant, sir, of what might be the Wages of one of

my age."
"Oh! well, as to your age, you are mebby sixteen or there-

abouts. Boys m general of that age might aim from six to
eight dollars a month; but I am pesky feared you couldn't
more than aim your board. You ain't never done a mortal
thing in the way of work, I don't believe, not since you was
born."

"That may be true, sir," replied James; "but I have as
much strength as most of my age, and should not fear, when I
had learned a little the way of doing things, that I could ac-
complish as much as any one of my size."

"Now jist look here, mister, I want to know. Here, Sam,
step here."

And Sam, a rough-looking chap, with bare feet; and frowzy
head of hair, stepped up, while the man placed him near
enough to James to compare sizes.

"Now, mister, there's a chap a your age, and I swow I
believe he could throw you over his head. Couldn't you, Sam?"

"I guess I could throw him down faster 'an he could pick
himself up. Ain't you a mind'to try a wrestle?" So saying,
he clapped his hand in a rough way on James' shoulder.

"I will thank you to remove your hand, sir. I have no
wish for any trial of strength or skill in that way."

But the youth, paying no heed to this request, clapped another
hand on his other shoulder, and was making motions to see

62 63



04 RESOLUTION. RESOLUTION 65

what he could do in the way of tripping, when he suddenly
found himself lying on his back, and his head brought into
contact with the groiAnd, in a way that for a moment rather be-
wildered his ideas.

"I swow! who would have thought it?" exclaimed the man,
as he looked at the discomfited Sam, who for the moment
seemed to be in a maze as to the ways and means by which he
got there, and altogether at a loss as to whether it was best to
try and get up.

James, completely disgusted with the whole concern, was
about to leave the premises, when the surprised man of the
plough and hoe caught him by the arm.

"See here, mister! Hold on a bit. Mebby we may strike
a bargain yet."

James stopped.
"Ii am ready to hear what you have to say, sir."
"Well, I'm a notion of tiyin' how we can git along together,

and if it turns out that you can handle a hoe and a pitchfork
as easy as you did that lubber, why, I think I might afford to
give you six dollars a month, for say six month, board and
washing' thrown in."

"I accept of your offer, sir."
"Then come in; take a bite; it's nigh on to lunch time, so

we might as well take a bite, now we are up here."
"I hope you didn't get hurt much by your fall," said James,

as he saw the discomfited Sam scratching his head, as he
stooped to pick up his cap.

"Nonot much; but itwas something of a jounce,~ tell
you."

"You cannot blame me for it."
"Oh no! It was all fair play; but you're stronger than

you look to be.
The lunch was not 'a very inviting one to a youth who had

hitherto been accustomed to delicate fare, but James had made
up his mind to overlook all such matters. He had begun the
tussle of life; he did not, indeed, realize the full extent of the
struggle, but he had sense enough to know that it would in-
volve mortification and self-denial, and perhaps at times severe
trial; and if the present entertainment had been nothing better
than hard brown bread, it would not in the least have damped
the elasticity of his spirits. He had found a place for labor -

he would be earning his daily bread-. he would be free from

that humbling state of dependence that had begun to pierce his
so I during the latter part of his stay at his uncle's.

he family in which he had now become a member was not
fair sample of Connecticut farmers. Mr. Stanley and his

wife belonged to a class that Jaid great stress on manual labor
and a plain style of living. Everything like taste in the
adornment of their house or their persons was eschewed, and
all improvement of the mind, beyond the simple rudiments,
spelling, reading, and arithmetic, was considered useless, and
as tending to give false notions, and as they said, uppishh
ways." There are not many of this class to be found in the
old State in this' day, not even in its most barren spots; and
well it is that the change has taken place, for such farmers
have done much to give a bad repute to one of the noblest
pursuits of maai; the very name has become synonymous with~
contracted mind, rude manners, and ignominious toil.

Mr. Stanley had worked hard and lived on poor fare, and
his family with him, for no ostensible purpose but to make
the two ends meet, and if that was done he was satisfied.

me wife worked even harder than he did; for her work was
never done, nor did she seem to care to have it done: it saved
her the trouble of changing her dress through the day, and af-
forded material for grumbling at the miseries of life and the
slavish condition of women.

Two sons had left the paternal abode to seek their fortunes
in the Far West. One daughter had married, and was following
in her mother's steps - working and complaining from day to
day, and never getting things quite done up. A younger daugh-
ter was still at home. She was about sixteen years of age.
She attended the district school in winter, and in ~ummer had
little to do but pick berries in the season of them, and carry
them into the village for sale; with the proceeds hoping to get
enough to purchase a new dress for Sunday.

One son, the Sam already introduced, was working on the
farm, and longing for the time when he should be of age, and
free to look out for himself.

There was apparently little of affection between the different
members of the family. They did not quarrel or treat each other
unkindly, but there was no pleasant linking of interest. The
parents required the labor of their boys until they were twenty-
one; 'then they would pay them wages as to any other hired
help, and if at home any time without working, they would
be charged as boarders. Or if they wished to have their time

*..A~' ~
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before reaching their majority, they must pay as compensation
what their i~ime might be estimated as worth to the parents.
Brothers felt no sort of responsibility for their sisters, and un-
der no more obligation to support them in case of need than
they would those of perfect strangers. The romance of life had
been completely ground out; and life with them but an aim-
less jog-trot round.

James had indeed taken the "bull by the horns" when he
decided to enter into the service of Mr. Stanley. He would
never, in all probability, be called to meet life under circum-
stances of more bare, naked reality.

The work to be done at present was not very hard or difficult.
It was hoeing corn and potatoes. Sam and he worked side by
side. James could handle the hoe well, for he had assisted at
times in his father'~i garden, and especially in tending his sister's
little bed of flowers. But there was a vast difference between
the labor of an hour merely for the pleasure of it, and the
steady pull for ten or twelve hours a day.

"I guess," said Sam, as lie found his companionn getting two
or three lulls ahead of him, "you will get sick of that afore
long.~~

"Why so?" said James.
"'Caze, you see, you'll get tired out afore night. And another

thing, you take too tight a grip o' your hoe. I guess you ain't
never hoed in a field; you oughter let it hang easy like, and
jest draw it along like that. You see the way you work brings
all the strain on your back; you should take it easy."

James watched the process and tried to practise it, but it
took him some time to acquire the sleight-of-hand that his com-
panion had; but as he learned it more and more, he perceived
the value of it.

"I thank you very much," James said, "for your hints
about handling my hoe; your way is much easier."

"Oh! that ain't anything; I seed as how you hadn't been used
to long work very much. It's well to be quick in a wrestle"
(and Sam turned a smiling look at James as he said this. Sam
was a kind-tempered fellow, ansi never bore malice, and~ the
pleasant way in which James conversed with him as they
worked had quite won his good-will), "but in a day's work
you've got to take it easy."

"I am glad you do not seem to lay your fall much to heart."
"Oh, no I that was my 'fault; 'twarn't no blame to you, but it

made the sparks fly; I seed stars, I tell you."

The two boys worked alone through the day, as Mr. Stanley
had some business that called him from home, and he did not
return until near sunsetting. They had got along quite pleas-
antly together; Sam seeming much gratified that his companion
was so sociable, and not at all manifesting any uppishh ways,"
as he told his mother in the evening. And James was con-
stantly amused with the droll expressions of his mate, as well
as pleased with the disposition he showed to be kind, and even
courteous. It would have been but natural if one so conversant
only with the ruder things of life had taken advantage of the
knowledge practice bad given him, to have lai~ghed at the blun-
ders of a novice, and taken pride in his own skill; but Sam ex-
hibited no such trait.

"I guess," said Sam, "it's about time to git the cows up and
be seeing about the chores."

James was quite willing to stop; for, to tell the truth, what
with his efforts to do as much as his companion, and his awk-
ward handling of the hoe, and the heat of the day, his arms and
his back, and his legs too, were manifesting a degree of weari-
ness to which he had hitherto been a stranger.

"If you will go and let down the bars under, I'll go and
hunt up the cows; they are over in the bushes, I guess."

James looked over the large field towards the bushes which
Sam had spoken of, and perceived that it was quite a distance,
and judging his companion's feelings by his own, he felt that a
spirit of benevolence must have prompted the former in making
the arrangement, for the bars were close at hand. They were
soon reached, and being let down, he took a seat, right glad to
have a little rest.

It was some time before he perceived the cattle coming out
into the open lot, and wending their way in a line one after the
other. A short lane led from the pasture to the barn-yard;
the gate was open, and as soon as the creatures entered, James
closed the gate and walked back to meet Sam, who was not far
behind them.

"I am thinking, "he said, as they met, "that you went after
the cows instead of letting me go, because you supposed I was
tired.' I thank you very much."

Sam smiled good-naturedly.
"You'll get used to it after a while; but I know i1~ must come

hard to you at first."
The milking was now to be done, and Sam picked up a stool

and placed it by one of the cows.
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"I guess you'd better try this cow; she milks proper easy;
jist sit down here and I'll show you how to do it. You'd bet-
ter hang your hat on the fence first; it will bother you if you
don't."

James could not see how his hat was going to interfere with
the process, but lie did as. Sam told him; and when he came up
to the cow, Sam was sitting on the stool, his head leaning
against the cow's flank, and both hands grasping the teats and
the milk pouring in streams into the pail. James looked on,
wondering how he would direct the two streams, so as to make
them meet in the pail. But the work itself seemed the easiest
thing in the world.

"Now," said Sam, "I've got it a~goin'; I guess you'll be able
to get the most of it out,~ and when you've done, I'll try and
see if she's clean."

James, though, soon found that milking could not be learned
by merely looking on, and that, it was harder work than it
seemed to be; and while he was trying various ways of per-
forming the operation, and endeavoring to learn the right
one, Sam had finished the other two cows, and had come
up to see how his companion got along.

"I cannot see," said James,"how it is that you made the
milk come so easy."

"Oh! it will come natural to you after a while; you've done
pretty well for the first time. I guess you've got the most of
it. P11 just strip her now, if you please."

James relinquished his seat, and again, to his astonishment,
the milk came forth plentifully.

"It will be easier for you next time; I see you've got the
right way of doin' it. This is a good cow to learn on, she milks
so easy; you'll do first-rate after a while."

"I never thought," said James, "about my not knowing how
to milk; I don't know what I should have done if I had gone
to a place where they might have had no one else to do the
milking."

"It would have been bad in that case, but it ain't much mat-
ter here; I can do it all just as well as not, only mebby you'd
like to learn."

"I should, indeed; and I thank you very much for your
patience in teaching me."

"Oh! that ~iin't nothing. "
No, Sam, it is not much, to be sure; but the generous dispo-

sition you manifest is a great thing. It is unfolding to your

liESOL UTION. 69

companion, who has hitherto seen but one phase of life, that
true I)oliteness is not confined to gentle breeding and polished
manners. Your companion has noticed how you gave up to
him your stool, while you yourself flapped down upon your
knees and threw your hat up~n the ground, while advising him
to hang his upon the fence; and how you slurred over his igno..
rance of such matters as are well known to you, and instead of
trying to make him feel your superiority in work that he is
obliged to resort to for a living, you are doing what you can to
encourage him. No, Sam, it is not so little a matter as you
think it is! A deal of prejudice is being removed, and kind
feelings are kindling towards you, and prepai~ing him to enter
upon the new situation in which he is placed, with a light
heart!

James enjoyed his supper of bread and milk that evening
with a good relish, and after supper he and Sam sat on the
stoop in pleasant converse, until the old clock in the entry re-
minded them that it was time for bed.

Their sleeping room was something of a novelty to James.
It comprised the whole of the upper part of the house. From
the outside, the house presented the appearance of a two-storied
building; but within the first story alone had ever been fin-
ished: from the floor of the second story to the roof all was
open. Ten glazed windows, without curtains or blinds, gave
free admittance to the light. A stone chimney of immense size
ran up through the centre, and the naked beams which con-
stituted the frame of the building were all exposed. In one
corner, indeed, a small room had been enclosed with rough
boards, which James soon ascertained was set apart for females,
and was now occupied by their daughter. It was close by the
stairs, so that whoever slept there need not intrude upon the
sleepers on the outside. Grain, some in bags, and some in
heaps on the floor, together with scythes, cradles, saddles, and
parts of harness on the beams, with a scattering of broken house-
hold furniture, helped to relieve the nakedness of the apart-
ment; while bundles of herbs dangling from the large pegs in
the timbers sent a peculiar odor through the spacious apart..
ment.

Two beds were visible, one on the north and the other on the
south side of the great chimney, which afforded sufficient screen
to each. The one to which James was led was, he saw, prepared
with much more care than the other, and was elevated con-
siderably above the floor.
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"This," said Sam, as he placed the candle on a small stand
beside the bed, "is for you."

"Thank you," James replied; "but where do you sleep?"
"Oh! on t'other side, yonder."
James looked in the direction in which Sam pointed, and by

the dim light in which that part of the large apartment was
shrouded, perceived a small bunk but slightly elevated above
the floor. It did not have a very inviting look, and he felt
almost ashamed that there should be such a strong contrast in
his own favor, and the more so as his companion evidently
seemed pleased that the bed in which James was to sleep was
so respectable in appeaEance.

"lam afraid now,"said James, "that you have given me
the best bed."

"Well, I guess the best ain't near as good as *you've been
used to."

"But," said James, "I am going to get used to anything, and
I do not wish you to think I must have anything done for me
better than is done for you. I am the poorest of the two."

Sam x'i~as evidently touched by this remark; with his rough
exterior he had a very tender heart, for he at once said,-

"I don't like to hear you talk so."
"But it is the truth, and I may as well tell it as try to hide

it. You i.have parents, and you have a home; and I have no
one to depend on but myself and no place that I can look to
as a home, only as I am able to earn a temporary refuge by
my labor."

"It must come pretty hard to you to work, as you've never
been used to it."

"But I 'can get used to it, and that is what I mean to do.
I mean, Sam, to earn my own living, and never to eat anything,
or wear anything, but what I feel I have honestly earned by
my own labor.

"Well, I s'pose it ain't pleasant tobe too much beholden."
"Only for kindness, such as you have manifested in

teaching mc how to hoe, and trying to make everything as
easy for me as you could. I am not ashamed to own my obli-
gation to you, and if I can do anything to return it any time,
I know I shall be glad to do it."

"Oh, pshaw! that wasn't anythjng.~~
"Yes~, it was - a good deal. It shows me that you are kind-

hearted, and it has made me feel a great deal happier and more
at home than you can think."

"Well, good-night! I hope you'll like your bed. Shall I
call you in tha morning?"

"Oh, yes, please do. I want to try that mill4ng again."
"Oh! you'll soon learn that; but I'll call you if you say so."
It was not a night for sleeping, for the moon was nearly full,

and her beams had a clear play through the numerous win-
dows; and the great space around and above his bed, with its
curious garnishing, was a fair field for the imagination to work
in. But James was too tired to think much beyond the act of
worship, and the moment he laid his head upon his pillow,
nature's sweet restorer gently stole away his sense of outward
objects, and he was at rest.

The next thing that attracted his notice was the image of
Sam standing by his bed, his hair terribly dishevelled - Sam
eschewed night-caps - and his eyes hardly yet fully opened.

"You told me to call you."
James stared a thim a moment. He had not yet got back to

the reality of things.
"Oh, yes! thank you! Is it morning already?"
"Yes, but you needn't mind; I'd just as lief do the milkin';

you're tired, I know."
"Oh, thankyou! no. Iwantto help; Iwill bedownina

minute. Are you dressed?"
"Pretty much; but you'll have time enough afore I git the

kitchen fire a-goin'."
Sam's dressing did not amount to much not in warm

weather; it was only slipping on a pair of pants, and a vest that
had lost all its buttQns. but one somewhere in the middle, and
he was busy feeling ~or that when James awoke. So he made
his way at once to the work of morning chores.

James was down just as the fire had been kindled and the
tea-kettle put on, and with their two pails the boys, in fine
spirits, proceeded to the barn-yard. Dissimilar as they were
as to dress and manners, and as to their advantages for culti-
vation, there was one particular in which they were alike:
tJ~ey had both kind hearts, and they were both influential in
imparting to each other a degree of animation and pleasure.
To James it was encouraging to find that where he had reason
to expect rudeness and vulgarity, he met 'with all that consider-
ation for his peculiar situation, and a delicacy of feeling, that
he might have anticipated from one who had been accustomed
to refined society. His heart at once was drawn towards his
companion, not only feeling very kindly, but sincerely respect-
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ing him. Sam stood very much higher in his estimation as a
gentleman than did some others he knew, from whom much
more might have been looked for. To Sam, the presence of
James was like an inspiration. It was a new thing to him, to
find one in the garb of his companion so affable, and ready to
be ~leased with little attentions, and so far from putting on
airs of superiority. Sam, like most boys in his circumstances,
had imbibed a jealousy of those who were in higher life: he
thought they looked down upon rude clothes and hard work.
He therefore felt shy of them, and if an opportunity had been
afforded, would have been very willing to have put them to a
disadvantage or seen them humiliated; and it was with some
such feelings that he so readily attacked James on their first
introduction. The wholesome fall he got inspired respect for
the strength and skill of his opponent, and that made the way
more easy for the polite behavior and affability to have their
true effect upon him.

J'ames succeeded much better on his second trial at milllrng.
"Why, you've done first-rate," said the good-hearted fellow,

as he was stripping the cow that James had just milked. "I
swun, you've got about the whole on it. I guess you've
milked a little afore now."

"No, never. I do not remember that I ever touched a cow's
teats before last evening."

"Then you learn pretty easy; it took me all of three weeks
afore I could milk a cow from beginning to end"

The breakfast was a plain affair some fried pork, boiled
potatoes with the skins on, rye bread, rather stale and stiff;
but there was a liberal supply of butter, and a bowl of milk
stood by each plate. ~am had seen pork so lung, and eaten so
much of it, that if there was anything to fill up with besides,
he preferred passing it by; and so he made his meal partly of
bread and butter, and partly of bread and milk. To James,
pork was a rarity; he relished it well, and, upon the whole,
made a hearty meal, much to the satisfaction of his employers.
They formed quite a favorable opinion of him, from the readi-
ness with which he partook of their fare; for if he liked the
present meal, he would be likely to get along well enough.
There was little variation in the materials that made up the
breakfast at Mr. Stanley's; the dinner differed from the break-
fast in having pork boiled instead of fried, potatoes and
green s, with, occasionally, a boiled Indian pudding, with mo-
lasses.

But James had made up his mind to be satisfied with any
fare; this, he knew, was not his life business; his eye was fixed
far ahead; a goal was before him. He, might, indeed never
reach it; but the vision of it which played before his imagi-.
nation, lifted him abova the petty inconveniences and hard-
ships of the present. And another item added greatly to his
resolution, and that was the fact that he was earning the food
he ate. He felt under no obligation for it, and he would not for
any consideration have exchanged his present situation for the
luxurious table and the well-furnished dwelling of his uncle;
and every day he labors, and finds his strength increasing, and
his knowledge enlarging, he feels more and more thankful that
he has been led to take his present step. Independence is a
soul-satisfying feeling, whether in man or boy; it places one in.
a natural position, and gives freedom to action and thought.

It required but a few days of training to make James the
better worker of the two. Sam noticed it, and his father re-
marked about it, and said to his wife:

"I tell you, malnmy" (the usual title he gave her), "that's
a 'nation smart boy. He will do more work in a day than Sam
can do, try his best."

"Well, but I guess he slights it over, like."
"No, but he don't. I've watched him pretty close; he

don't slight nothing ; his rows of corn look as chirp agin as
Sam's; I've been clean tuk ir~ by him. I thought, seem' Ii
wanted help .putty bad just then, I'd try and see what he
could do; but he's bunkum, I tell you, and they get along
fust-rate together; Sam seems to like him."

"Sam and Sue are both addled ever since he's been here.
Sue must run and prink up every time before she comes
to the table, and she will put on the best knives and forks
and teacups and spaces, and her %est shoes and stockings has
to be on all the time, and she says she ain't a-goin' to go barefoot,
no more; so you see your hiring young gentlemen to work for
you is agoin' to cost you something. "

Mrs. Stanley was not, in general, apt to make the best of
things; her mind had yielded, perhaps a little more than, was
necessary, to the rude circumstances in which she had so long
lived. Everything with her had resolved itself into a bare-
naked reality. Food was merely something that was necessary
to sustain life, and enable her family and herself to perform
their daily round of work; it was of no consequence how it
was served up. Olothes were a necessity, too; but so long as

4

72 73



*

74 RESOLUTION.

they answered their original design, the quality or the make
was to her a matter of indifference. A house was a shelter
from the weather, a place to eat and to sleep in; whether it was
inviting to appearance, she cared not, so long as the roof shed
the rain, and the doors and windows kept out the cold. There
was nothing beautiful in life to her: no fancy scenes ever
played before her mind; imagination was dead. Indeed, it is
very doubtful whether it had ever lived for her; it may have
brightened, in a feeble manner, her day bf childhood, but soon
failed away under the influence of her jog-trot, treadmill round.
But she is not unjust: she can perceive that James behaves
with propriety, that lie is obliging, that he tries to give as
little trouble as possible, that he takes no airs upon himself,
and seems perfectly satisfied with his fare and his lodgings.
It would have been, I am sorry to say, rather pleasing to her
to have found our young hero putting on what she supposed
the airs of a gentleman to be: it would have gratified her to
have seen him leave his pork untouched upon his plate, and to
have manifested a disposition to avoid them all, never entering
into conversation, and keeping by himself; and to have heard
from S-am that he had made fun of his large bed-room and his
low bedstead. It would not only have confirmeck her in the
opinion she had hitherto indulged, of those wh~ had been
brought up in what she called high life; but it would have
given her occasion for findincr fault with her husband, or with

* 7,
her; but she has been "took in asthings in' general around

well as her husband; she feels it, although she does not say
much; and to tell the truth, she allows Sue to put her best
foot forward, and to make the best of things on the table, and
in the house, with less opposition than could have been ex:
pected.

On one side of the dwelling, within the distance of a few
rods, ran a small stream. After crossing the highway, it
curved gracefully around the premises, giving ~a picturesque
aspect to the north of their grounds, and affording not only
convenient watering for the cattle at home, but, in its course
through the farm, adding greatly to the value of the land, in
its supply of water to different pasture - fields. So far as it
added to the beauty of the place, no thought had entered the
minds of any of the family - it was handy for watering the
cattle, and that was all. But to the eye of James, it was some-
thing more than a mere convenience. He admired its green
slopingCt~j~)nd the clear, sparkling water, as it ran over its
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gravelly bed, and its graceful turns hither and thither, as it
meandered through the fields; and he had spoken of its beauty
more than once, but without receiving any answer that mani-
fested a similar view. One evening, Sam missed him from the
stoop which had been the usual rendezvous after the labors of
the day, and calling aloud his name, heard a response from
the direction of the brook. Immediately he bent his steps
thither, and found his companion seated on the surface of a
rock that cropped a little above the greenswa
the foliage of a large chestnut-tree. rd, and beneath

"You here, are you?" said Sam.
"Is not this a beautiful spot'?"
"I guess you love tQ see Water?"
"Don't you, Sam?"
"I don't know; I never thought about it."
"Well, come sit down here on this rock." Sam did so.

"Now see how prettily that water sparkles, as it run~~ over
those stones that rise just above its surface, and what a sweet,
lulling noise it makes! I could go to sleep any time,~with that
music in my ears. And are not those branches of that willow
beautiful, as they droop so gracefully over the bank? And see
those little waves formed by that stick that projects above the
water: how they wash along the bank! This is a fine brook,
Sam."

"tb's real handy for the cows and horses. It runs through
all three of the pasture lots.

"The sight of water is always pleasant. Don't you think
so?"

"When it ain't too deep."
"Oh, but the deeper, the better; and the larger and broader

the more I like it."
"I guess you must have been used to it."
"Yes, I have. Our house was close by the water, and I

could see from the hill back of it, the open Sound stretching
away off, as far as you could look, and no land to be seen."

"Did you ever ride in a boat on it?"
"Oh, yes! my pa had a beautiful sail-boat. She was as stiff

as a pilot-boat; and when there was a good breeze, he would
take me, and would'run down to the mouth of the harbor, and
then out on the Sound for some miles."

James's voice began to droop before he finished the last sen-
tence, and he fell into a reverie. His thoughts were far away
from present scenes, and his young heart was aching. Sam
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asked him a question, and receiving no answer, looked towards
him: a tear was stealing down his cheek.

"I feel real sorry for you," said the good-hearted fellow.
At once, the words in the tone of true sympathy, went to

the heart of the young sufferer, and he had to give full vent to
his feelings. It was the outburst bf homesickness, the first of
his experience of that heart-malady. Hitherto, his mind had
been so absorbed in an effort to obtain the means of support-
ing himself, independent of his relatives, that all the peculiar-
ities of his situation were for the time almost forgotten; but
for some cause which he could not have explained, he . had
through the day been dwelling upon the past, - his old home,
so bright and peaceful; the love of parents, and brother and
sister; the sudden change that had come over his prospects;
his present lonely condition - all had at times come up to his
mind through the day, and it required all his resolution to pre-
vent an outburst of his feelings; and it was on/ this account
he had stolen away from Sam, after supper, as he wished to in-
dulge his train of thought in solitude, and give vent to his
feelings without restraint. Sam's presence, for the moment,
checked the current, but as he began to relate some of the past
scenes in his life, and especially when his lips pronounced his
father's name, the rush of feeling was too strong to be re-
sisted* and when the simple but honest expression of sympa-
thy from his companion, fell upon his ear, he gave up all effort
at restraint, and he wept freely.

Sam would have liked to have said something, but he knew
not what to say; so he sat still, and picked the grass that was
growing around the edges of the rock, not daring even to turn
liis face toward the sufferer. ILLis heart was, however, deeply
moved; and a sacred respect was kindling in his bosom towards
James,. which made him feel the distance there was between
them, more than ever. He had no experience, indeed, of the
power of the gentler emotions; they had never been exercised
towards him, by either parents or brothers and sisters, nor had
he been trained to the exercise of them towards those near
kindred. He worked for his father, because he knew his father
had a right to his service until he was of age; after that, he
was to look out for himself ; and instead of feeling that a sepa-
ration from them would be a trial, he rather rejoiced in the idea
of such an event, as an apprentice might, because the bond by
.which he was held . to service was at an end. He did not coin-
prehend the full idea of the cause of this outbreak; but he
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knew it must be something more. than common, for he knew
James was no whining, girlish boy. Sam looked upon him
more as a; man than a boy, he had such, a resolute bearing; ap.
patently afraid of nothing; neither shrinking from toil or
danger.

It was some time before the storm abated; but when it began
to subside, it cleared away rapidly. James held up his head,
wiped away his tears, and turning to his companion, -

"Sam, you are a good fellow! IL thank you for your sympac
thy. IL have had my cry out. I have felt bad all day; but if it
had been one of my cousins that had been by me, I should have
held in if I had suffered ever so much; but your saying you
felt sorry for me, set me a-going, and then I couldn't stop. I
shall always remember you for your kind expression; for I
know you meant just what you said."

"I hate to see yov~ ci~*," said Sam," ~cause you don't seem
one of the cryin' sort; ~4 so I thought it must be something'
pretty tough."

"Yes, when it all came up to me how things used to be,
and only a few months ago. But I tell you, Sam, I am not going
to look at the past any more; I am going to look ahead - right
straight ahead. I mean to work early and late, but what I'll
get ahead; and I shan't give up so long as my hands, and m~
feet, and my head will let me. In our country, Sam, any young
man can get a living if he only buckles to it, and is honest;
and he can get up in thef world too, if he tries."

"Some can, I guess, better than others; but there wouldn't
be no use in such as me a-tryin' to get any higher than I be."

"Why not, Sam?"
"'Cause there's no chance for no sich thing. I ain't got no

larnin', nor nothing . It's clean another thing with you. You
know ever so much, and you take things quick, and pap, says
you have got a deal of spunk in you.

"You have got spunk too, Sam. Didn't IL see you the other
day, hang to that steer, and let him drag you around the yard,
rather than give up, and let him get away from you?"

"Well, you see, if he'd got the upper hand then, we couldn't
have done nothing' with him; he'd a been for pulling' away, and
running' off every time we went to put the yoke onto him."

"But all fellows would not have had the resolution you had.
IL don't think IL should."

"That's 'cause you ain't been used to handling' sich critters.
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When you begin with 'eni you've got to stick to 'em and make
'em see they've got to come under.?'

There was a pause now for a few moments. Sam was the
first to speak.

"I believe it's larnin' makes the difference in folks."
"It does, no doubt, help a great deal; but every one here has

a good chance for education. You have schools here all win-
ter, do you not?"

"Yes, we have schools, such as they be."
"How far have you gone in ~
"About as far as rule of three"
"Have you studied grammar?"
"No. Pap says it ain't of no use."
"You have studied geography, I suppose?"
"No. Pap says, reading , writing , and arithmetic , was all he

lamed at school, and he thinks that's enough."
"But he would have no objections, if you should wish to

learn grammar and geography?"
"I don't know as he would."
"Do you mean to go to school next whiter?"
"I don't know how it will be. I guess I shall have to help

chop the wood and haul it in."
"But you might study in the evenings."
"Yes, if there was, any one to teach me. Now, I wane to

know how it was you lamed all about them place~ you was
tellin' about the other evening' - about Columbus, and the In-
dians, and so on."

Why, I learned in geography about it mostly; and then I
have read the 'Life of Columbus."'

"Does geography tell about sich things?"
"Oh, yes. It tells about all the different countries - where

they are, and how they are bounded, and what things they raise,
and what people inhabit them, and how they are governed.
Don't you, when you read in the papers, see the names of places
that you don't know about?"

"I don't often read much in the paper, without it may be a
story, or something of that sort."

"There is a good deal to be learned out of the papers; and
if you were acquainted with geography, you would be more in-

terested in readinor"
"Maybe I should."
"Have you ever read 'Robinson Crusoe?"'
"

"Oh! then you must read it. I have got it in my trunk.
I know you will like it. Then. I have got 'Cook's Voyage
Round the World,' and 'Parry's Journal.' I know. you'll
like that."

"Who was he?"
"Parry ! - why, he sailed up to the north pole, and got fas-

tened in the ice, and it was so cold during the six months of
night, it would most take the skin off; to expose their hands or
faces to the air."

"Six months' night! who ever heard of such a thing as
that! "

"Yes, they were so far north that they didn't see the sun for
six months."

"Have you read all them books you speak about?"
"Oh, yes! some of them twice over.
"No wonder you know so much."
"Oh, I know but very little, Sam. But I like to read; and

you will too, when you. once get at it."
"I should like to try. I never thought about an~ sich thing

till you came; and I couldn't make out how it was you knew
so much more than I did; but I see now. I mean to try, though,
if you've a mind~ to help me. I know I don't know nothing' but
about pigs and cows, and sich things."

"I'll help you, Sam, with all my heart. You have helped
me about things you was better acquainted with than I was;
and if I can do you as good a turnit~l be a real pleasure to

And Sam did begin in earnest; and every leisure moment was
occupied with reading; and when he and James were working
together, Sam would begin talking about the story he was read-
ing. He wanted many things explained; and James, in most
cases, was able to give the information he needed. And it was
a great satisfaction to James to find that a change was taking
place in his companion, in reference to, many things. He be-
came manifestly more particular about his personal appearance.
His hair, which had formerly looked like, a great mop npon his
head, was now carefully arranged, and soap and water was plen-
tifully used, ,and his coat always put on at his meals, and his
knife and fork handled with more propriety; for he watched
the motions of James closely, even in little things. He had an
idea that as the former knew so much about books, he must
know about everything; and to be like him, was Sam's highest
ambition. But the greatest change in Sam, and that which grat-
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ified James the most, was that which was taking place in his use
of language. Many improprieties in gramnia~, of which Sam was
perfectly ignorant, were avoided. This was brought about by
his reading, and .by constant intercourse with one who in gene-
ral spoke correctly. Sam, indeed, did not know why, but he
liked the way in which James conversed, better than that of his
parents or others of their standing; and although when talking
for any length of time, or giving a recital of any event that had
occurred, he would naturally fall into his old habit, yet in gene-
ral his language was much more according to rule than for-
merly; in fact, one great end had been accomplished by his in-
tercourse with one so much above him in regard to family edu-
cation. His ambition had been aroused; he had seen that there
was a higher, and as he thought, a better plane than that in
which he had lived, and he ~meant to rise to it if possible. All
the prejudices he had indulged against those whom he had been
taught to call "stuck up people," had been completely de-
stroyed. James was one of that class, and he had found him
not only willing to work, but able to endure, and quite as effi-
cient as himself and with manners and habits much more pleas-
ing, and in consequence of his reading, living in a world which
Sam had known nothing of~, and which world, now that he was
getting a little peep at it, looked much more inviting than the
one in which he had been living.

The power of unconscious influence is very great; "no man
or boy liveth to himself;" we act upon others, whether we de-
sign it or not, for good or for evil.

The summer had passed and the fall had commenced, and the
time was approaching which would close his engagement with
Mr. Stanley, and James was much in doubt as to what he
should do for the coming winter. He had increased in size dur.
ing the past season. Exercise had developed his frame so that
clothes which he had been saving were now almost useless to
him; and it would take a good slice out of the amount which
would be due to him to furnish a suitable outfit for the winter.
He could, no doubt, with his present ability to do chores, find a
situation at C-.--, where he could earn his board. But still
there would be some incidental expenses at the school, and
otherwise, that would probably absorb the little remainder of
his purse; and then how would he be able to bear his expenses
to New York, and sustain himself there until he could find a
place? Had he not better go at once to the city, and try what
he could do? But if he should not succeed in getting a place,
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and the winter Coming on when not much business was doing
there, what then? He knew but little about the city or about
the world in general, but this much he knew that money was
necessary wherever he might be; an&he had learned already,
that even in the plainest way, it cost considerable to find even
his own clothes. For until he had begun to purchase such
articles as he stood in need of', he had no idea of their cost.
His father's purse had always supplied his wants without his
thought or care.

The more he thought, the darker things looked. The re-
sponsibility he had taken upon himself by leaving his uncle's
home, and the provision he might have had there, began to
manifest itself. Was he wrong in leaving as he did, especially
after his uncle had entreated him to return, and the assurance
given him that his aunt was sorry for her outbreak of passion?
Right or wrong, he oould not go back now. His whole nature
arose against the suggestion. The indignity he had suffered
was still too fresh in his mind, and the pleasure of earning his
own brea4 too fascinating. It was so good to feel that he was
under no obligations, that no one could say he was a dependent,
living upon, their bounty. The sweet taste of liberty, too, he
had enjoyed. Could he again relinquish his independence?
His heart said, "No, never, while I have strength to labor."

His engagement closed the first of November, and, of course,
as soon as he should receive his pay, lie would be again adrift.

Mr. Stanley was a rude farmer, and not a very thrifty one;
yet could not be called a poor man, and he was not niggardly.
A few weeks' board he did not mind, especially as his family
had become so fond of James. So, on the day James's time ex,-
pired, he said to him:

"You needn't be in no hurry about starting' away. My~Sam
tells me as how you ain't made up your mind yet as to what
you are goin' to do~ the comm' winter - whether you'll be after
goin' to C-, to the school there, or mebby to York; and
more an' that, it will be some days afore I can muster the pay
for you; so, if you ain't no objections, you can just stay a bit,
and I shan't charge you no boat'd."

"Thank you, sir," James replied; "I should be glad to ~stay
a few days and look round a little. I want to see if I can
find a place at C-, where I can do chores for my botu'd this
winter. But I will by all means pay for my board while I am
here."

"Notabitof it, not a bit; but if you feel like work, why
4*
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you may, on rainy days, when you can t be about - that is, if
you're a mind, you can jist help Sammy a bit at the husking.
The ears, you know, is all pulled and under Liver; so it will be
dry work, if it does rain."

"Well, sir, IL will stay on those conditions, and thank you
besides."

Mr. Stanley had formed a high idea of James's proficiency as
a scholar, and had talked a good deal about him to the neigh-
bors; and one day, about a week ai'ter the above conversation
one of them met him as he was going to mill, and stopped hin~
on the road.

"INeighbor Stanley, you know I've been made district com-
mittee for this winter. IL wish IL hadn't took it, but they all
insisted so strong, that, like a fool, I gave in. But it's more
than IL want to do, with all my other business; and the plague
of it is, IL don't know where to go to find a teacher. Jim
Parsons is gone: he's taught two winters past. But IL don't
think much of him - at any i'ate, I don't think the boys learned
much, and there ain't no one else in the village IL can think on.
Don't you know some one that might do?"

"Me? no; how should IL know? IL don't know of none no-
where."

"What is that young fellow going to do that's been with you
this summer. You've said, you know what a great education
he had, and how smart he was."

"Yes, that's true; and gin he would do sich a thing, there
ain't no one as IL know on as can come up to him in the way of
larnin', without it be the minister. Why, la! Bolton, he's set my
boy and gal too so a-studying and reading of books, that they
are at it airly and late; and Sam says he knows how to explain
things and make 'em easy; arid he says he's lamed more at odd
times a-talking with him this summer, than all he's Ilarned at
school two winters past."

"Well, don't you think he can be got?"
"IL don't know. He's been a-thinkin' of goin' to the big school

at 0 this winter, and then he's thinking' some of goin' tq
York to go m a store; and Sam tells me he's at a loss which of
the two it's best for, him to try. It bought be he would be
willing to try it: you can ax him."

That very evening, two gentlemen entered the sitting-room
of Mr. Stanley. One was Mr. BoltQn, the district committee,
and the other the parish minister. The former, not willing to
trust his own judgment, had induced the latter to accompany
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him, who was also the appointee for examining the teacher as to
his qualifications.

The reverend gentleman was a young man, who had been
settled there about two years; he had a pleasing countenance
and an agreeable manner. And as James arose from the table
at which he and Sam1 and his sister were seated, with their
books before them, and gave his hand, the gentleman said, -

"IL have not had the pleasure of an introduction before, but
your countenance is quite familiar to me from seeing you in
church; you have been quite a regular attendant."

"You may well say that," rejoined Mr. Stanley. "IL don't
believe he's missed a Sabbath, rain or shine; have you, James?"

"Not that IL remember, sir."
After some, commonplace remarks, and the company was

seated, Mr. Bolton turned to Mr. Stanley, and asked, -

"IL suppose the young man knows what's the business we've
come about? The reverend here being, you know, examining
committee; IL thought mebby he could tell about matters better
than IL could; so IL just persuaded him to come along with me.
You hAve no doubt told him about~it?"

"Me? no. IL ain't said a word. IL ain't much used to school
business, and IL thought as how it would be better to have you
tell your own story; you can do it better 'an me."

"Ohwell, it ain't much of a story anyway; so IL can as well
let the young man know at once. You see we are looking for
a teacher for our school this winter, and seeing that we've
heard you bad abilities, IL thought maybe you would be wgling
to undertake it."

James was not exactly reading, but his book was before him
on the table, and he was looking to'&~ards the Iir6. As he made
no reply, Mr. Stanley spoke:

"You hear, Master James, what Mr. Bolton says?"
"Excuse me, sir," turning towards that gentleman; "IL did

not know you were addressing me."
"Yes it seems Mr. Stanley hasn't told you; but we are in

earnest about it. We are after a teacher for our school, and
from what Mr. Stanley has told us about you, we've come to
see you about it."

"About my being a teacher, sir?"
"Yes; that is it." /

James looked at Mr. Stanley and then at the gentlemen, his
countenance deeply flushed.

"IL am very much obliged to Mr. Stanley for his good opin-
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ion, and I thank you, sir, for the trouble you have taken to
come and see me. But I could not think of such a thing."

"Well, I know the pay ain't much; but we give four dollars
a week, and board the teacher. it makes a little lump when
the four months is up. Maybe you are thinking to get higher
pay?"

"I have had no thought ~ibout the pay, sir, for I am by no
means qualified to teach."

"That's a point for other folks to decide." -

" ~1 sir, but I ought to know something of my own de-
ficiencies. I need schooling myself, sir, very much, and should
feel it was great presumption in me to allow myself to take the
place of a teacher of others. You must excuse me, sir, if I say

cannot for a moment think of taking such a step."I Mr. Bolton was now at the end of his arguments, and he
turned towards his colleague, as much as to say, "I've done;
you try your hand."

The reverend gentleman had been looking very intently at
James, and listening to his replies, and had become quite in-
terested in him. And when Mr. Bolton turned the matter over
to him he addressed himself to Mrs. Stanley.

"Have you any objections, Mrs. Stanley, to my asking this
young gentleman to accompany me into your next room? I
wish to see him alone a few moments."

"Sammy, take a light in; it's all dark there now."
James smiled, as he rose and followed the young minister;

the whole thing seemed to him so like a farce.
When the two were seated together, James said,
"I am very sorry, sir, you have been put to all this trouble;

it is so foolish for any one to have suggested the idea."
"Not so out of the way, my young friend, as you imagine;

but first let me ask you about your future plans, that I ~inay
be able to judge as to the propriety of urging the matter at all,
- that is, if you feel~ free to do so."

James, with perfect willingness, unfolded all his plans, and
even explained his peculiar situation; for he felt a confidence
in his listener that he could not in many a one so much a
stranger, and the effect of it was to give his questioner a deep
interest in him, an& a strong desire to gain his consent toaccept the office.

j "As to your qualification, my young friend, I have no doubt,
from what you tell me of your progress m the English
branches, that there need be no difficulty on that score. I

taught school myself when I was no older than you are, and
did not think I knew. a~s much."

He then went on to give his reasons why ~he thought it
might be the very best thing for James himself to take the en-
gagement as a means of improvement, and his reasoning had
the effect of producing somewhat of a change in the views of
the former.

"And now," he said, as he rose to return to the sitting-room,
"you had better think the matter over, and if you are willing,
call at my house to-morrow evening, and let me know your
decision."

"I will do so, sir; and I thank you very much for the in-
tere~t you take in the matter, and the advice you have given
me. I will call upon you, sir, with pleasure."

"I cannot help feeling an interest in~ you, after what you
have told me of your circumstances. I was left an orphan
myself when very young, and have had to work my way as
best I could; but I am also interested for the people, and I
~nly wish I could see persons of your stamp in all the schools
of my parish. You have reason to thank the Lord for a supe-
rior family education;" and then, in a ldw voice he said, "Do
you not see what you have done for this family? Why ~for-
merly, if I ~i~ould have come in as I did this evening, I should
have found them huddled together in the kitchen, with their
working-clothes on, and everything at sixes and sevens; the
boy, maybe, skulking in a corner, or perhaps running out as I
came in; and the girl sitting on a stool, and trying to hide her
bare feet by pulling her frock down over them. You must
notice the change, yourself."

"I know there is a cliatkge, sir, but I am. sure it has been at
no suggestion of mine.~~

"Doubtless not; y6ur sense of propriety would have pre-
vented your saying anything. The influence has proceeded
from you, though, in your gentlemanly deportment; they
re~pect~you, and have been desirous of making a decent appear-
ance before you; it has excited their ambition, and especially
has it been the case with the younger ones. Why, the other
day, as I passed that young man in the road, he raised his hat,
and made a respectful bow - a mark of politeness I have not
received from any other youth in the place since I have been
here; and better things will come of it yet."

As they re-entered the room, the gentleman said,
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"Well, Mr. Bolton, our young friend will consider of this

matter, and let. me know to-morrow evening~"
"'Glad to hear it, sir; glad to hear it."
"And I guess there will be some others that'll be glad to

hear it too," said Mr. Stanley, looking at Sam, whose pleasant
face was lighted ,up with a smile. "And I tell you, Bolton, and
the reverend too, gin you git this chap ahead of the school,
there wont be no turning' the master out of the school, and
shuttin' the door. on him. II swow, they'd find themselves
a-goin' first ; lie's no chicken-hearted, he ain't, when it comes to
tussle."

"Oh! I hope, Mr. Stanley, there will be no occasion for any
exertion of physical strength on his part. I anticipate a very
different state of things; boys know as well as we men when
they are well treated, and in general they can tell when it is
safe for them to impose upon a teacher. I do really antici-
pate a peaceful time, this winter."

"I hope it will be as the reverend says; but if there should
be a row, there will be more 'an one a-sprawlin', I tell you."

Mr. Stanley had formed a high opinion of James's physical
power as well as of his mental ability, and the former he
seemed to think of as much consequence in thd business of
teaching as the latter.

The remarks which James had listened to from the reverend
gentleman, although they had not convinced him of his duty
to accept this office, yet they had the effect of causing him to
look at things in a more practical light than he had been in
the habit of doing.

Youth is naturally sanguine and hopeful, and to this fact
can be attributed their many rash adventures. How rarely
does the child in a state of dependence' think of the care and
labor on the part of his parents necessary in the daily supply
of his varied wants; and how ready he isin a moment of
excitement, to throw himself beyond the parents reach, and
beyond his own power to retrace his steps, and has to learn the
bitter experience which life has in store for those who, with-
out that natural help which all need in beginning the battle
of life, at tempt the warfare alone, It is no disgrace for a new
beginner to receive assistance; all that can 'be honorably de-
manded of him is, that he should so apply his energies, that the
aid afforded shall enable him in due time to take his stand on
the firm foundation of personal dependence.

We cannot blame James that he had cut himself loose from

it
it1'
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his natural protectors; few boys of spirit but would have
acted as he did. It was, nevertheless, a serious venture. lie
has not regretted that he took the step, but *has of late been
more and more aware of the responsibility that he has under-'
taken; he has learned that now, an equivalent must be given,
for every want he has, and every comfort he enjoys, and that
equivalent must in his case be the labor of his hands, and that
he has found no mere play. Many, a night, especially in his,
first efforts at work, has he retired to his bed, too lame and
sore, from the toil of the long day, to be able, for many hours,
to lose himself in sleep; and when the morning came, and he
arose at the break of day, nothing but the necessity of perform-
nag the work assigned him enabled him to shake off his drow-
siness, and urge his wearied limbs to their duties. Latterly the
work had been lighter, and his frame had become stronger, and
the fatigue less. And yet he had to realize that the real work
of life, such, by which a living could be obtained, was a serious
matter.

When' the next evening had come, that James was to give
his final answer, he had not yet quite made up his mind; he
was somewhat more inclined, to accept the offer, and yet he
was so anxious to begin what he designed to be his lif6 business,
that he could not bring himself to the point of assent. He
would, however, see the clergyman, and have another talk' with
him.

"I am very happy to see you," was the salutation he re-
ceived, as the gentleman met him at the door, and also a hearty
grasp of the hand.

"Come up with 'me' into my study, where we can have a
good long talk, and no one to. disturb us."

As soon as they were in the study, and even before James
had taken the seat placed for him, the gentleman commenced.

"I have been thinking a great deal of your case since last
evening, and the more I think of it the more I am persuaded
that the very best thing you can do is to. accept this offer, and
I hope you have concluded to do so."

"IL think more favorably than I did, sir; but I cannot say I
have decide(I."

"Well, now, thei~e is one thing you must make up your
mind to; and that is, that money is a very necessary article,

'II know I have to preach against the love of it; but it is, for all
that, in itself a~ good an absolute necessity. I will not say
tk you, as it is said the Scotsman advised his son, 'Get

86
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money, honestly if you can; but at any rate get it;' but as the
world now is, and especially the world in a large city, it is
next to a goo~l moral character, and without it there has been
many a good character wrecked and lost forever. I wish,
instead of preaching against riches, as many do, that there was
more done and said to throw around money a sacredness that
would place it in a right position; it is a safeguard against
temptatwns and a helper to manliness~and youth ought to be edu-
cated to regard money as a help to true independence. Now,
in your case, if I have understood you aright, you have no one
upon whom you wish to depend."

"That is true, sir."
"And you have no friend~.in the city, with whom you could

stay until you could find a situation."
~7

"That is so.
"Then the moment you reach there you will begin to need

means, to supply your wants. You may be so fortunate as to
accomplish your wish in a few days - but you may not, and
in all probability will not for some weeks; for unless you have
friends there to whom you can refer, or who are willing to
help you in your efforts, you will labor under disadvantages,
and will find it perhaps very diIfk~ult to procure such a situa-
tion as would be desirable. Against such a contingency you
will need to be provided. You ought to have at least fifty dol-
lars in your pocket; a hundred would be safer, but less than
fifty I should not dare to venture with."

James was now looking very sober and downcast; he knew
that more than half now due him would be absorbed in pur-
chasing suitable apparel for the coming winter; and if'he should
spend the winter at school, he would, no doubt, by the spring have
but a mere trifle left - not more than enough to pay his fare to
the city.

The gentleman continued:
"Now, if you take the offer that :i~ made you, you will re-

ceive at the close of 'the term about fifty dollars - perhaps a
few dollars over. And that is not all: you will find that by
teaching you will yourself be learning in many ways; and I
should almost say you would find it full as profitable as to
spend the winter at the school you have thought of attending."

"I fear, sir, if I should accept the offer, I shall not, upon
examination, be found qualified to teach."

"That we can soon determine,, if you are disposed to let me
question you a little."

I'
"I should be very glad, sir, if not too much trouble to

yourself."
"No trouble to me, I assure you; and as I look upon read-

ing as quite an important part of primary education, please
read me a page in this book - the 'Edinbtirgh Review."'

James was a good reader; he had been taught that accom-
plishment by his mother. While he read, the eye of the
gentleman was fixed upon him with much.., interest, and as he
closed, asked,-

"Who taught you tor read?"
"My mother taught me, sir."
"I thought it must have been some one who wag interested

enough to take extra pains."
"She did, sir, take a great deal of pains in teaching me to

read."
"It is a great pity that reading is not ranked higher as an

accomplishment: it is really a more valuable accomplishment
than music; the pleasure it gives is full as exciting. iViany
a young lady, who can play well on the piano, and sing well.
too, cannot read the simplest narrative with any propriety;
whereas correct reading would raise her higher in the estima-
tion of any gentleman, or lady either, than any ability she
might display at the piano. Will you please parse a short
sentence on the page you have read? it is rather a severe test,
I know. Your scholars will not be very likely to need your
help, except in simple examples; so if you should be puzzled
by this test, you need not be discouraged."

James was rather dubious as to his success, but he ventured
upon the shortest sentence, he could find, and that was longer
than, he feared, he~. should be able to master; but he did get
through it, not very rapidly, but to the satisfaction of his ex-
aininer. An arithmetic was then produced, and likewise a
geography. His knowledge of the latter was fair; in arithmetic
he had only been through simple fractions and the rule of three.

"You will not, very likely, be called to teach beyond the
rule of three; but you will no doubt be anxious yourself to
advance as far as possible in arithmetic, so that you can, at any
rate, keep ahead of your scholars, and if you find any sums
you cannot master, come to ~

"I thank you, sir, very much."
"It would be very desirable that we should have persons in

our primary schools far in advance of Buch as are generally
employed as teachers; but the remuneration offered will not
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command the services of such as are properly qualified, so we
must take the best we can get for the money. And now let
me tell you, I think you better fitted for the office than any I
have examined since I have been here. Now, then, let us to
business. I may say %o Mr. Bolton, then, that you accept his
offer?"

"I don't know, sir. If you think I can fill the place; but I
had better do so, taking all things into consideration."

"I am glad to hear you say so; and let me say a few things
to you about the school. Your greatest difficulty will be in
government. There is so little of the right kind of home' disci-
pline among us, that when a number of our boys and girls get
together in school, there is apt to be more or less disorder and
rudeness, and teachers at times resort to harsh measures, and
that has led to outbreaks on the part of the scholars, which
might all have been avoided by a little patience and gentlemanly
deportment on the part of the teacher. You will have an ad-
vantage over some of our teachers in this, that there is a gene-
ral impression that you know a good deal. I know you may
smile at the idea, but although they may give you credit for
more than the reality, it will do no harm; it will be quite a
help in gaining their respect. Another advantage you will have,
will be from your manners. It has become so easy for you to
be polite, in consequence of your early training, that you will
not be likely to lay aside your natural deportment; and there
will not be anything assumed or put on, or as they call it here,
"stuck up," about you; and boys are quick to notice such mat-
ters. What you will require most will be patience; axid do not
assume too hastily, that what to you may appear rudeness is
designed as disrespect to you personally. You must make al-
lowance for the want of proper home culture. You have seen
what has been the effect of your influence in the family where
yoi~t have been living. The same course carried out in the
school will not fail, I think, to show~tself there - not at once,
perhaps, but gradually; and I cannot but hope with a perma-
nent good result. It will not be so pleasant for you boarding
round, as if you had a steady place of abode; but Jam glad that
it is so arranged, for while you will not be so much discommoded
by the style of living, having learned to get along with pretty
plain fare, and manners too, it will be' good for most of the
families you ~vill stay with, to have you mingling socially with
them. So, you see, I consider you have quite a mission to per.
form among us this winter."

"I fear, sir, you are making wrong calculations. I don't feel
as if I could do much anyway; but I thank you very much for
the hints you have given me."

What was the result of this engagement to James or others,
must be left for another chapter.

CHAPTER VII.

AMES spent the intervening fortnight in revising his
English studies, and endeavoring to prepare himself
for the task he had undertaken; Sam and all his
family were much pleased at the decision he had made.

Only Sam said, -

"There was one bad thing about it-he wouldn't be with
them in the evenings any more."

"Well, I've been a-thinkin', Sammy," his mother replied,
"gin pap is willing , that we might just ax him to make this
kind of a home, like, to stay Sundays and 'odd times. Why,
he's got to have some place where he can keep hii~ trunk. He
can't be a-luggin' that round wherever he goes; and more 'an
that, I mean t~o do his washing' for him, anyhow."

"I most know pap would be willin'," Sam replied.
And when Mr. Stanley came in, the question was put to him.
"Me willing ! sartain of that. I've been a-thinkin' of the

same thing. I kind a like the fellow, and mostly hate to have
him cutting' loose on us. But he'll want to be payin' you, wife.
He's no sponger, I tell you. He wants to pay his way, ho
does; and I likes him all the better for it."

"I don't want no pay, for my part, nor for the washin' nu-
ther."

"Well, I'm agreed, wife, if you be; and you and he can settle
it atween you as' you like. And that makes me think - Bolton
is busy as a bee, ~ up things, and flxin' up the old place.
He's had Joe Par~6ns there all day a-whitewashin', and Je-
mime is to go to-morrow and scrub her out, and he's bought a
new pail. * I tell you, Bolton is quite stirred up. I never ~ee
him so in earnest' about anything afore. But where is he gone
to-night?"

"He's gone to the minister's. They axed him to come to
tea there."

I
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"Well, ~ glad on it. The reverend seems to be, arter all,
a pretty likely kind of a man. Fm glad he's takin' a notion to
him."

On the evening previous to the commencement of the school,
there was an unexpected call from Mr. Bolton, the district coin-
mittee.

"I've come in," said Mr. Bolton, "to talk a little about the
hoarding. You see, my. young friend," addressing himself to
James, "our people are most on 'em plain folks, and they feel
shy of having a strange~ come in upon them unawares; so they
like to know a day or so forehand when you're a coming. So
it will be better jist to say to the boys or girls, that you will be
at their house to-morrow or next day. You see there ain't a
large number, and you will stay at each house four days for a
scholar, and maybe where there are maybe three scholars from
one family, it might be better to divide the time, and stay,
maybe, three days at a time; maybe better for them, and better
for you too. But you can judge as to that. Well, then, there's
some of them that ain't in no ways situated as to board you at
all. There's the Rileys - you know, Stanley?"

"Do, la! sure enough. They ain't no place for him to
sleep," Mr. Stanley replied.

"And not much for him to eat, I guess, either. And there's
the Simmonses; they ain't much better off."

"That's so. It ain't no place for a decent chap to stay, no
how."

"Well, in such case, we must have some place provided, and
I thought, maybe, when their turn came, you could accommo-
date him here; and I will see it is made right with you at the
end of thetermif this would suit both parties."

"It will suit me right well," said Mr. Stanley.
C~ I am sure it will suit me" said James.
"Well, then, that is fixed. And now as to the first place

you're to go to: that will be the Widow Lansing's."
"What!" said Mr. Stanley, in some surprise; "she ain't

a-goin' to send her darters?"
"No. But she's got two that she's took a boy and a

girl. You see I called on some of the folks; and I found
they wasn't quite ready. Some hadn't got their sauce made
yet; and some made one excuse, and some another. You see
they feel a little shy, like. They didn't mind Jim Parsons; they
all knew him. But they've got an idea that seeing the present

teacher is a stranger, like, that they must be more particular;
and they want to put the best foot foremost."

"Well, I can tell 'em," interposed Mr. Stanley, "they needn't
be afeerd; .he ain't half as likely to turn up his nqse at their
livin' as Jim Parsons was; and we all know that afore he come
here, he'd been used to a rather guess stile of livin' than among
us farmers, I'll bet. La! he'll go into pork and potatoes just
as hearty as our Sam, here. Can't you?" turning to James.

"Yes, sir, when they're cooked as nicely as Mrs. Stanley
cooks them."

This set Mrs. Stanley into quite a fidgety state. 11cr knit-
ting-needles flew faster; she moved round in her chair,' smiled,
and almost blushed; but mightily pleased was she. Stanley
laughe~l out loud, and turning to his wife, -

"There, main, you hear that. By the hokeys! you'll be
prouder than ever."

When the laugh had subsided a little, Mr. Bolton continued:
"Well, as I was saying, as our folks made objections, I

thought I would call at the widow's. I knew it couldn't make
much odds with them; only maybe they might have company,
and their beds may be all full. But it happened she had only
one young girl there a-visiting her daughters. You see they've
been to the school at C..-.-., and I suppose, as it's vacation there,
they have brought home a schoolmate to visit with them. In-
deed, she told me so; and I think she said she lived in New
York; but that, she said, would make no difference, as they had
plenty of spare rooms, and the gentleman could come whenever
most convenient to him: so that is all clear. You know, of
course, where she lives?" turning to James, - " the large house
opposite Meeting-house Square."

"Yes, sir, I believe II know the place."
"And I guess they know who you be, so you wont have any

trouble about an introduction."
"I cannot think they know me," said James. "I do not re-

member ever having seen any of the family."
."Well, all I know is, the 'lady seemed pleased when I spoke

to her about your coming; and she asked me was your name
BeUfield, and Ji said yes; and then she said, "I heard that was
the name ;" and she looked at one of the girls and smiled, and
the young folks smiled; and one of them, I thought, seemed.
rather 'bashed, for she turned as red as a rose. I guess, though,
you'll find civil treatment there, anyhow. Well, I must be
going."
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James was yery much puzzle4 by what the gentleman said
about his being known, and fQr some time sat thinking how
such a thing could be possible. lie had kept himself secluded
entirely fro~i company while at Mr. Stanley's, not even making
any acquaintance among the farmer, boys, as his leisure mo-
ments were always spent with a book or talking with Sam. He
might, however, have been noticed by them at church; so, after
a while, he asked, -

"Does Mrs. Lansing's family attend at your church, Mrs.
Stanley?"

"La, no! they don't attend meeting : they goes to the Church.
They are Episcopals."

"I guess you're a little dumbfounded about what Bolton telled
you," interposed Mr. Stanley, "about their a-knowin' on you;
but it's my guess it's come from the reverend. You see he's
quite to home there. He and their priest is quite cheek by jowl
together, and it rather pleases me to see it. Our minister and
him, I've heerd, was in college together; and somehow they hitch
horses together better than the ones that were here some years
ago, and I've often seen the reverend a-goin' into the widow's,
and it's my notion he's said ~ about you, and as he's
took~ a likin' to you, he'd be like, you know, to say a good word.
That's my guess as how it's come."

James made no' reply, but resumed his hook. He could not,
however, be quite satisfied that the sc6ne which Mr. Bolton had
described could be accounted for by the explanation of things
Mr. Stanley had made; but as no better solution of the matter
presented itself to his mind, he had toilet it go, or at least try
to.

The eventful morning at length arrived, and James, arrayed
in his best suit, started for the school in company with Sam
and his sister. Sam, indeed, hung back a little, as though it
would be more proper for the teacher to go alone. Sam already
began to feel the power of office. James workingg with him in
the field was one thing; but James his teacher, dressed, too, as
he might have#been going into company, was, in Sam's estima-
tion, quite a different matter. And Sam lingered, and whis-
pered to his sister,

"Let him go ahead."
But James had no such feelings troubling him; so he waited,

a~d Sam had to give in, and they all went together.
"Mr. Bolton was there, ready to see that all things were

right, and to introduce the teacher to the school, and make a

few remarks suitable to the occasion. The school was not a
large one, numbering but about thirty. It was a trying moment
for James, when Mr. Bolton finished, an~d he was left alone
with his charge, and every eye fixed upon him, as the one on
whom all responsibility rested t~o direct the exercises. He had
uever himself attended a district school, and such schools as
he had attended were those of a high grade and under strict
discipline. The clergyman had indeed endeavored to unfold to
him the difference, and to instruct him as to the various things
he would have to do. Yet, when he found himself before a
motley collection of boys and girls, varying from those, of his
own age, and one or two even older, down to those, of four and
five, and with evident signs of heedless independence, he was
alarmed, and wished he had never undertaken the task. But
it was too late now for regret; the task was upon him, and his
native resolution was aroused to his help. He would not flinch
in the face of duty, come what might.

After making a few pertinent remarks, he took up a Bible
which lay on the table before him, and said,-

"As I shall commence the school every morning with a re-
ligious exercise, IL hope you will all give attention while I read
a few verses out of the Bible."

Most of those present at once stopped whispering; but he
could not help noticing that a few of the older ones looked at
each other and smiled, and he distinctly heard one of the larger
boys say to his seat-mate, -~

"I wonder if he is going to px'ay too."
He took no apparent notice of the rudeness, but commenced

at once his reading. He was soon through with that, and lay-
ing the book again on the table, he said, -

"As you, no doubt, all know the Lord's prayer, it would
please me to have you repeat it With me. Will you all rise?"

All the school stood up, except two of the older boys. He
closed his eyes, and very deliberately repeated the prayer; a
few faint voices were heard, but enough to satisfy him as a
beginning, and he felt encouraged.

On arranging tlie school, he found not only a variety of
books, but such a difference in attainments, that if the scholars
were to learn anything, he must divide them into as many
classes as would have sufficed for three times their number.
But there Was no help for it; he should have to work the
harder - that was all; and he was willing they should have all
his time. The forenoon soon slipped by, mostly occupied in

It
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arrangements for business. The moment twelve o'clock hadarrived, and he gave dismission, it was indeed "Hurrah! boys,"
and who will be out first - a little bedlam. 'He was so sur-prised, that he could make no efforts to stop~'the' confusion, and
was only too glad that they got out without inj~iry to some of
the little ones.

His heart sank a little as he walked on his way to dinner,
and he quite forgot about the circumstance of the self-introduc-
tion which jie would be~ obliged to undertake until he found*
himself walking up the path, and within the fr~it yard of Mrs.
Lansing's premises.~

A pleasant-spoken young woman answered his summons.
"Is Mrs. Lansing at home?" he asked.
"No, sir. She and the young ladies have gone away to-day;"

and seeing James look somewhat confused, she immediately
asked, -

"Are you the young gentleman that is to teach the school in
this district?"

"I am," James replied.
"Will you please walk in, sir?"
When conducted into the parlor, she said to him, -

"Mrs. Lansing desired me to apologize to you for her
absence to-day, as she had to fulfil an engagement she hadmade before she knew you was coming; but it will make no
difference - I suppose you would like to dine soon."

"If convenient: I suppose I must be back by one o'clock.
But I hope you will not put yourself to any trouble on myaccount; a lunch of bread and butter will be all-sufficient.'

"Oh! sir, it is no trouble at all. Mrs. Lansing would 'feelmuch hurt if we had not provided you a good dinner; it will
be ready in a few minutes."

James would really have preferred the lunch he had pro-
posed, and was almost ashamed when, seated alone at the table,
he found such a bountiful provision spread before him, and a
servax~t ready to wait, on him. His mind, however, was toomuch agitated by the new business in which he had engaged tothink about food. He was not hungry; and it was rather out of
courtesy, than for any other reason, that he had come £Qr hismeal. Mr. Bolton had told him he would be expected, and
therefore he went.

The real business of teaching commenced on his return atone o'clock, and by the close of the afternoon he was able to form
some estimate of the labor devolving upon him. One thing
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at least was satisfactory to him - and that was, the conipensa..tion he was to receive would be fully earned, lie would not be
eating his bread for naught, he felt sure of that; and he waspleased with that idea. Whether he would be able to beat
instruction into some of their heads, was to him very doubtful;but the fault should not be his. And another fact suggested
itself in a way he could not misunderstand -~ and that was, hewould need all the patience he could command. With some
of the scholars he was much pleased: there was not only mani-fest ability, but a respectful attention to him, and an evident
desire to do their best; so that, upon the whole, at the close ofthe day he Was in a much more hopeful frame than in the
earlier portion of it, and walked on his way to his new ab&le,
somewhat congratulating himself that the worst was over.

Mrs. Lansing received him very cordially, and by her kind
manner made him in a few moments feel quite at home. Shewas yet in the prime of life, good~looking a lady in every
respect. Her youngest daughter was with her
child of nine years. room, a.

After James had been for a little while answering the lady's
questions as to his past life, family, etc., the little girl asked,

"Mamma, shall I not go and call the girls?"
"They will be here soon, my dear; they know it is near our

tea-time. They nre coming ~now."
As the two young ladies entered the

Mrs. Lansing at once said. room, James arose, and
"Mr. Belifield, Mary my daughter lVIIary'
The young lady approached, and gave him her hand.
"Miss Lucy Chauncy Mr. Beilfield."
James started; he had not looked at her as she entered tho

room, being entirely taken up by the one to whom he was first
introdijoed

Miss Lucy gave her haiid in silence, although a sweet smileof recognition illumined her facepwhich was suffused with adeep blush. Neither did James speak for a few moments ; his
confusion was also manifested by the high color that mantled
his cheeks,

Mrs. Lansing caine at once to their relief; for she saw that
both seemed embarrassed.

"I suppose it is somewhat a surprise to you both; for al-though Lucy has suspected, from the account Mr. Gould (the
name of the clergyman who had taken such an interest in
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yet she could not make out how it could be that you should
be in this place, and a teacher too."

"It is a great surprise to me, ma'am, and a very happy one,"
ii said James. But the last sentence startled him; for he saw at

once that Miss Lucy seemed more confused than ever: it had
come out without proper thought. The ringing of the tea-bell
however, came happily to his relief, and that of Lucy too, and
the pleasant social converse at the table, which turned very
much upon the experience James had gone through the past
day, and which caused hearty laughter all round, broke up allIt stiffness, and set things in a more comfortable shape for the
rest of the evening.

In order to understand the cause of embarrassment, on the
part of these youths, we must look into matters a little during
the time that has intervened since their separation.

Without hinting at any idea of their being seriously in love,
If yet there had been such a fancy for one another as is very apt

to take place at their age, if in a moderate degree of susceptible
IL dispositions. And James had a weakness that way, if it is
In

right to call that a weakness which is often a token of pure
feelings, and one of themore hopeful traits in the character of a
youth. He had a susceptible heart; and their former intimacy,
and more especially the scene which transpired at the time
of taking leave of each other, had left a strong impression onhis mind. A beautiful image, embodying in his imagination

ih every pure and delicate and generous quality, had been set
up. If he did not worship it, still he liked to look at it; it
was before him in his day dreams, and, like a presence, had an
influence in buoying up his spirits, and stimulating his ener-
gies, and aiding his self-respect. In fact, it threw a romantic
halo around his present, but more especially his future, He
hoped to meet her again, and suffered his imagination to frame
all sorts of bright pictures, in which this beautiful image
always made a: conspicuous ~gure. He had never mentioned
her name, nor spoken of her to any one; for there was no one
with whom he had been associated since to whom he wished to
communicate his feelings, or could have sympathized in them.
Had his sister been with him, he would no doubt have made
her a confidant. But he could not do it by writing; his lettersmight be seen by others, and the subject was to him too sacred
to be the sport of indifference or ridicule.

All we can know of the feelings of Miss Lucy is, that his
name and person were remembered; for she had expressed "a

wonder" to her companion, Miss Mary Lansing, after she had
heard his name mentioned by Mr. Gould, and what he said
about him, "whether he was not one she knew."

"Where did you see him, Lucy?"
"At my aunt's, in -; he was there quite often."
"But what makes you blush,,Lucy?"
" Do I? Oh! I suppose it is because the girls teamed me so

about him."
But Lucy said nothing about the parting scene, nor about

the keepsakes they had exchanged; hers being carefully con-
cealed in her trunk and never exhibited, while other presents
were freely shown.

But when Miss Mary saw James, she was not surprised that
Lucy manifested some feeling. She herself was affected by his
appearance. His countenance, naturally prepossessing, was
now radiant with the healthful glow which labor and exposure
to the sun had imparted; and his ease of manner, together with
his fine form, threw a charm about him which ladies, young or
old, are apt to feel.

"He is very handsome"alone that evening. , said Mary, when the two girls wereDon't you think so?"
"I have never thought about it," Lucy replied - and Lucy

spoke the truth. And that fact, perhaps, reveals to us more of
Miss Lucy's true interest in James than anything she could
have ~aid; for when the heart is touched, such matters as fine
looks, black hair or brown, black eyes or gray, are of no conse-
quence. There is an ideal image, embodying to us an ideal
character, which our minds have embraced and which we cling
to until death, unless disabused by some terrible development
that breaks the charm and dissolves the spell.

James had no opportunity for any private interview with
Lucy that evening, nor did he wish it - nor are we to believe
it would have been by any means agreeable to her; indeed, it
would have been embarrassing to them. They were both six
months older than when they parted; and six months at their
ages, especially to a girl, makes quite a difference. But Lucy
could not help noticing a little token that James wore upon
the bosom of his shirt, that reminded her of the past; and
whenever addressed by him, and her eye was directed towards
him, it was almost impossible for her, do her best, not to get
a glance at it. And then a flush would come, and she would
put her handkerchief to her face lest others should notice it.
This cause of her emotion was merely a plain gold pin, headed

I
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with a cornelian stone. The stone she recognized as the one
she had given him; and the fact that he had thus taken pains
to make an ornament of it, and one that he Wore daily, and of
course turning it into a continual memento, how could she
help feeling a little abashed. The idea that it would ever be
put to such use had never for a moment occurred to her, and
now her act in giving it appears more serious than ever before,
and she was almost ready to regret it; and yet she was pleased,
although hardly willing to acknowledge the fact, even to her-
self.

The evening passed off very pleasantly, and so did the seve-
ral evenings of the week. Lucy was to leave early the next
week for her home;. she had closed her term at C-, and was
to spend the coming winter at Troy, and the next year, indeed,
at Miss Willard's school.

James had but one opportunity to be alone with Lucy; it
was not sought by~him, but was purely an accidental meeting
on the part of both. He had risen early, and the morning was
so very pleasant, and looked so inviting abroad, that he felt
like taking a walk. At the end of Mrs. Lansing's garden was
a wooded knoll. The trees were not large, but they were of
thrifty growth, and being properly thinned out, formed a de-
lightful grove. Over the knoll, a woods commenced of some
extent. In the centre of the woods was a pond; the bushes
around it had been cleared off and the grass encouraged to
grow; a small boat was kept there, which the children used
occasionally, but it had already been taken away and housed.

James knew nothing of the pond or the boat. He walked
through the garden up over the knoll, and struck a well-beaten
path, not knowing whither it led, until he suddenly came upon
the pretty sheet of water; it lay like a mirror reflecting the
trees from its smooth surface and the blue sky above. Charmed
with the sight, he seated himself beneath a rustic arbor, which
he found a little distance from the spot where he had come
upon the lake. How long he sat there, and upon what airy
dreams his fancy rested, is of no consequence. The reader can
give a good guess, though, as to the latter, when he is told that,
while lost in thought, doubtless not at all conscious of what he
was doing, he drew hiy~ breastpin from his bosom, looked at it
intently for a while, and then deliberately put it to his lips;
then replacing it, looked at his watch, and started quickly up.
It wanted a little more than half an hour to breakfast time.
As he walked back with a quick step, still, however, absorbed
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in thought looking rather at the gayly colored leaves that lay
along his path than at surrounding objects, he was startled by
hearing somebody say,." Good-mornino"

He turned quickly, and saw* Lucy just emerging from behind
some alder bushes close at hand.

"Oh !good morning," he replied; "what have you been
gathering?" seeing a bunch of greens in her hand.

"I am very fond of wintergreen, and I like to gather it in
the morning while it is fresh; are you fond of it?" handing
him a bunch with the red berries hanging to it.

"Thank you, I do like it; but let me gather more for you."
"Oh no, thank you! I have sufficient a

near breakfast time." , nd I suppose it is
"It wants half an hour yet. Mrs. Lansing tells me you are

to leave next week."
"Yes, I am going home, and from there to school again~ I

suppose I must go to Troy this time. I wish I had not to go."
"Do you not like going to school ?"

"Yes, I like that well enough, but it is not pleasant going
among strangers."

"If we do not go among strangers, we shall not have a
chance to form new acquaintances."

"Yes, but old ones are better; do you not think so?"
"We need not give up old friends because we happen to

meet with new ones."
"No, perhaps we need not; but you know, when friends are

separated for a long time, they forget one another."
"Not where true friendships are formed."
Lucy hesitated a moment, and then said,-
"Perhaps not."
They had now reached the knoll, and as they passed over it

saw Miss Mary coming through the garden towards them.
"Well done," she said, as she approached; "you two have

been taking an early ~ralk, hey?"
"I went out to look for: winteroreen* will

said Lucy. ~ , you have some?"
"And I suppose Mr. James" (he had so protested against

their calling him Mr. Bellfield, at they yielded to his wish)
"went along to keep off the bears ~nd other wild beasts," said
Mary, laughing.

"Indeed, Miss Mary," James replied, "I should have been
but too happy to have been asked to escort Miss Lucy or any
of you ladies, although I think I should not have had much
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chance to exhibit my valor against the wild beasts; but I
went out for a stroll alone, and had the good luck on my re-
turn to meet Miss Lucy among the bushes just beyond the
grove here. But what a pretty pond you have in your woods!
I sat in the arbor enjoying the scene so much, I had like to
have forgotten the breakfast hour.

"It is a romantic spot; I like to go there myself in warm
days but that reminds me that mamma is going to give us a
ride to-morrow, to witness some very romantic scenery a. few
miles from here; she wishes Lucy to see it before she goes, and
she has requested .me to ask you to accompany us you do not
keep school to-morrow, do you?"

"No, the school does not keep on Saturdays. I thank your
mother for the invitation; but will there be room? I should
be very sorry to intrude."

"Oh! there is plenty of room in our carriage. You will
be no intruder, I assure you."

"It will give me great pleasure, then, to go."
It was a beautiful morning on which the party started

for the ride. It consisted of Mrs. Lansing, her two daughters,
Lucy, and James. The carriage was a double IRockaway, with
three seats, open in front, with curtains at the sides and back;
the curtains on each side in front were rolled up, those behind
and in the rear were down; Mrs. Lansing, who, with Lucy,
occupied the back .seat, being somewhat afraid of the sharp air.

James sat beside the driver, a young fellow' not much older
than himself.

As James had a full view of the surrounding country, when
the hill scenery was entered, he was continually pointing out
to the ladies some fine view that caught his fancy.

"He has an appreciative taste for fine scenery," whispered
Mrs. Lansing to Lucy.

"He likes still scenery mamma," replied Mary, in a low voice,
"like our lakelet in the early, morning, when he can lose him-
self in reverie;" and a roguish smile played round her lips as
she looked at Lucy. As the latter blushed, Mary gave a sig-
nificant shake of her head, as much as to say, "I wont tell."

"Peter," said Mrs. Lansing, addressing the driiter, "I hope
you will be very t~areful in descending the hill just before us:
it has such an ugly turn in it."

"Never fear, madam; I will be careful."
"Have you ever driven this way before?"
"Yes, marm, twice before I came to live with yOu."
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He had only been in Mrs. Lansing's employ a few weeks.
They were now at the top of the hill and about to descend.

The danger in descending was caused by a sudden turn in the
road, about half-way down, at an acute angle - a deep gully of
some fifteen feet running on one side without any protection ex-
cept the wild shrubs growing on its border, and some small
trees intermingled at intervals. As they reached the turn in
the road, the horses refused to obey the reins, and kept straight
on. The driver, greatly alarmed, and losing his self-possession,
sprang from the carriage, leaving the reins behind him. James
caught them at the instant, and exerted his strength to almost
superhuman might to arrest their progress. His effort, however,
would have availed but little had not the end of the neap
caught in the crotch of a small tree, but that, he saw, could pre..
vent the catastrophe only for a very short time; he called to
the driver with great earnestness, -

"Cut the back curtains - get the ladies out, quick!"
Mrs. Lansing, by'a desperate effort, tore the curtain from its

fastenings, and hurrying the girls out, immediately followed.
She at once called to James,-

'Jump out! do, quick - let the horses go. Oh, do jump 1"
the girls uniting in the cry in most beseeching terms.

James, however, knew that to jump now was an impossibility,
for the moment he should slacken his hold the whole concern
must go down before he could extricate himself. The only
hope for him was in arresting the carriage and letting the
horses go down, so he called to the driver,-

"Cut the traces - quick- quick!" He felt his strength
going.

The driver, trembling like a leaf; caught hold of one of the
traces, but before he could accomplish the deed, the branch on
which the neap rested gave way, the horses were plunged oil;
and the carriage followed, rolling over as jt '~vent down, and
resting bottom upwards.

The scene that followed can be better imagined than de-
scribed. Mrs. Lansing stood a moment as if transfixed wit'h
horror, and then rushed after the driver down the declivity.

The two girls clasped each other, as if for mutual support,
Mary exclaiming, "Oh, he's killed! he's killed!" Lucy mak-
ing no outcry, nor shedding a tear but leaning heavily on her
companion.

In a few moments more Mary again exclaimed,"' Oh, he's



104 RESOL UTIO7~ RESOLUTION. 105

alive! there he is! they've got him out! Oh, dear Lucy, ain't
you glad ! 7'

But Lucy made no reply, except by a deep sigh, and a faint
"Oh, dear ~"and then Mary felt her slipping from her em-
brace. She would have fallen, had not her companion sustained
her, and laid her gently on the ground.

Mamma! mamma! ~>Oh, come quick! Lucy is dying!"
Mrs. Lansing made the haste she could, and James after

her. He was very weak and sore from his bruises, and the ex-
citement he had been under; but Mary's cry of alarm aroused
him to exertion.

Lucy was not dying, but she had fainted so as to be insen-
sible.

Mrs. Lansing understood the case too well to be alarmed, and
at once began to do what was needful, and at the same time to
quiet the apprehensions of Mary and James, the latter nearly
as pale as the dear girl beside whom he was standing.

Water was soon procured, and, after a little, signs of return-
ing vitality were manifest; and James, fearing his presence
might be an obstruction to their operations, and perhaps trou-
ble Lucy when full consciousness should return, retired to the
edge of the ravine and there seated himself.

When Lucy opened her eyes she looked a moment at Mrs.
Lansing. The look was intensely earnest. In almost a whis-
per, she asked,.-

"Is he -" She seemed unable to say what she meant.
Mrs. Lansing understood her.

"Yes, my dear, lie is alive; he has escaped without serious
injury. The noble fellow; he has saved, no doubt, all our
lives."

Lucy closed her eyes, but tears were seen to drip from them,
and her lips moved. Mrs. Lansing now raised her head upon
her own lap, and then very soon Lucy was able to sit up,
and Mary was busied rearranging her dress, which had been
loosened; and soon Lucy was standing with Mary's arm around
her, and holding private converse, no doubt concerning the
scene which had just transpired.

Mrs. Lansing, as soon as released from the care of Lucy,
came up to James. He seemed quite agitated; the strain upon
his nerves by the physical energy he had exerted in holding
the horses, and the shock he had received from the fall, added
to his fears for Lucy, was a little more than he could bear up

under with perfect self-possession. Mrs. Lansing noticed his
appearance.

"I fear, my dear boy, you are more hurt than you are will-
ing to confess."

The deep and tender interest the lady manifested had like to
have unmanned him entirely; but he made a desperate effort.
and choked down the emotion. The tears how
to start as he replied, - , ever, were ready

"I don't care for myself; I am so glad you all got out. Did
Miss Lucy get hurt in getting out?"

"Oh, no! We all got out safely. But come, let us get our
hgich-basket; we shall all feel the better for some refreshment.
I know you will; and in the meantime Peter must go and try
to procure a conveyance to carry us home for
day is at an end." our excursion to-

The basket was soon ~-hand. Things were rather in a mess
inside of it, but that only excited merry feelings, and the lunch
was enjoyed perhaps as much as if eaten under more favor-
able circumstances. Miss Mary had quite recovered her spirits.

"Jam awful hungry," she said; "I've been so stirred up to
think of Lucy's cutting up such a shine, and frightening one to
death, and that, too, after it was all over."

"Yes, but, my dear," replied her mother, "how could she,
or any of us, know but that our deliverer here was badly hurt,
or even worse."

"Oh, but you see, mamma, I'll tell you just how it was. As
soon as you ran down into the hollow, she started right after
you; but I caught hold of her, and then, when I saw Mr. James
coming through the curtain and I cried out, dHe is alive, 'in a
minute, yes, and less than a'minute she sat ricrht down. That's
the thing of it! to think, after she knew he was alive, that
she should have gone off then; I felt awfully until I saw him."

"Please, Miss Mary," said James, "don't let us say any more
about it - it's all over now. I am sorry, though, for the car-
riage. If Peter had only had his wits about him, and cut the
traces, and choked the wheels with stones, I think it might have
been saved."

James said this in order to save Lucy's feelings, and his own
too.

"He has not much resolution, I see; but the poor fellow
feels badly, and I think we had better say nothing to him
about it," said Mrs. Lansing.

Peter had succeeded in hiring a team, and leaving him to
5*
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bring the horses, they all started for home, and right glad were
they to reach it once i~ore.

After supper that day, James commenced to take leave.
"Why," said Mrs. Lansing, "you are not going; you will

surely spend Sunday with us."
"III thank you, ma'am; it would be very pleasant for me to do

so, but Mr. Stanley's family will expect me, and as they kindly
offered me a home there on Sunday, they might feel hurt
should I not come."

"You will be back, though, on Monday!"
"If perfectly convenient to you, ma am. I believe, according

to the rules, you must be taxed with my company another day."
"No heavy tax, I assure you; and more than that, I think

our experience to-day has brought you into a nearer relation
'than mere acquaintanceship. I shall expect you to visit us fre-
quently as a friend. I shall never forget your brave and manly
conduct."

"That young man," said Mrs. Lansing, after James had left
the house, "' is a true gentleman; he has such consideration for
the feelings of others. Now he would, nb doubt, much prefer to
stay here with you girls, and spend the Sunday; but he knows
That Mr. Stanley's family are poor, or comparatively so, and he
thinks it might hurt their feelings should he seem willing to
slight their invitation. Ii respect him more than ever for his
manifestation of such just feelings."

All were delighted to have James once more seated among
them at Mr. Stanley's. Mr. Stanley was not in when Jam~s
came, and all were seated around the table with their books, as
they had been accustomed to do before James left.

"What!" said he; "you here! right glad to see you, I
swum - it look~ like old times. Then they didn't ax you to
spend Sunday with them? I mostly expected they would,
though."

"Yes, pap, they did," replied Mrs. Stanley,. quickly; "the
lady did ax him, but he thought he'd come home, he says;
and I'm real glad on it; it seems so natural to see him round."

"You don't say! Well, I thought, like as not the widow
would ax him. She's a real clever woman, but we can't give you
no sich fare as you git there; but you're welcome back, I tell
you. But do tell: is it all true what Pete Johnson's been
a-tellin' round, about the mishap today? He says you was all
huve over into Smith's gully - horses, carriage, and all, and that
you was fool enough to hang on, and so went down with them."

"It is true, sir."
"Why didn't you jump when Pete did? He said you could

as well as not."
"If I had jumped when he did, the horses and carriage

would have plunged down at once, and the ladies would have
gone with it. My pulling as I did helped keep them up a few
moments until the ladies got out. You wouldn't, Mr. Stanley,

~ have had me try to save myself at the risk of their being very
much injured, or killed, perhaps?"

Mr. Stanley scratched his head a minute.
"Well, I swum, -it was a tight place, that's sure. f rather

guess, come to think on it, I do believe I should a hung on;
by the hokeys, I believe I should, gin main and Sue had been in
there; I know I should. But I'm glad you' wasn't hurt; it's e'en
almost a wonder you wasn't killed, or your bones broken at the
least; Pete says the carriage rolled clean over and laid heels up."

"I swum. Well, I'm glad it's no worse. But how coined it
to happen; what made the horses act so. Peter says he couldn't
make them turn, no how."

"The horses behaved well enough, sir; but one of them, the
nigh horse, in tossing his head, got the rein somehow over the
end of the neap, and of course that prevented their turning."

"Ay, ay, that was it, hey! Well, well, now I think on it, I
got coached so onst myself. I had druw down to a pond to let
the critters drink, and when they'd done, I hawed 'em round;
but the deuce a bit would they turn, but kept a-goin' right out
into the water till they was up to their bellies, and more, afore
I could see what the matter was. So Ii stopped 'em, and I swum,
I had to gui on to their back and reach over afore I could un-
loose 'em; and it's well I stopped 'em when I did. If I'd have
gone a rod farther, it would have been a swim all round."

Lucy was to leave on Tuesday morning, and James would
finish his term of boarding after dinner on Monday, but Mrs.
Lansing would insist on his coming to tea, and spending the
evening there.

James had not ventured in any way to allude to the little
scene between him and Lucy at their parting in Bradford; he
was almost certain she had recognized the token she had given
him, and he thought, for. some reason, that it was not quite
pleasing to her that it should have been thus made use of. So,
in the course of the evening,, he took advantage of an opportu..
nity of being alone a few minutes with her to refer to it.

]
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"Do you recognize this?" he said, handing it to her.
"Oh, yes," she replied; "but why do you not wear it?" lie

had taken it from a small case which he then held in his hand.
James answered, with manifest confusion, -

"Please excuse me but I feared it might not be agreeable
to you4."

"Why not? I am sure it is very prettily mounted."
~ot so prettily as I could have wished, but the best I

could afford. Then I have your approval; you are still willing
I should keep it?" He wished very much to be assured that
there was no regret on her part that she had ever given it to
him.

Lucy hesitated a moment, and a bright blush suffused her
face.

"Yes," she said, "without you wish yours to be returned."
He was going to make some enthusiastic reply, when Miss

Mary entered the room. Lucy handed him the pin, and he
placed it away. ~It was now more sacred than ever - a renewed
token of her kind feelings toward him; and, with all the ardor
of youth, he took to himself the assurance that a tie had been
formed between them that could never be loosened. And, very
happily for him, no opportunity was afforded for any private
interview before their separation; for he might, and probably
would, have said something that might have alarmed Lucy,
and caused a reply that would have dashed all his fine hopes
into air, and destroyed all foundation for the lisight vision
which had a mighty influence in buoying up his resolution
under the difficulties and dark scenes which his young life, had
yet to encounter.

He parted from her with no demonstration of feeling that
was not accorded to others of the family; but his heart was
very light. He regretted, indeed, that he should no longer meet
her in that family circle where he was now expected to visit
as a friend; but he carried with him a tokeit that had been
sanctified by a ratification of eternal friendship. So he consid'
ered it: such is youth!

CHAPTER VIII.

E must go back again to the school, and see how the
young teacher gets along there.

The greatest difficulty he met was, as Mr. Gould,
the young minister, had told him it would be, with

the discipline; and the very next evening after that on which he
had left Mrs. Lansing's, he called upon the reverend gentlegtan
as he had been invited to do if at any time he needed advice.

"Well, ~ how do yoit get along?" said Mr. Gould, as
they took their seats in his study.

"Thank you, sir - better than I feared on some accounts
but not so well as I could wish in other respects. The larger
boys seem disposed to give trouble."

"In what way?"
"Well, sir, in several ways - they manifest such a disposition

to disregard my requests. I commence my school every day
with an act of worship. I read first a few verses of Scripture,
and then I request the school to rise and repeat with me the
Lord's Prayer."

"Good - that's good! Do many of them repeat it?"
"Quite a number - I should say the most of them. But

some of the larger boys two or three of them.-. have, from
the first paid no attention to my request to rise, and contrive
in some way to manifest their disregard, not only to my re-
quest, but also for the solemnity of the act of worship."

"Have they thrown paper squibs at you, or kernels of corn,
while you have been praying?"

"No, sir" said James, looking with astonishment at Mr.
Gould, that he should have 'asked such a question.

"You have reason to be thankful, then. They did so to a
teacher they had before the last; but he, to be sure, made
pretty long prayers, which was unwise in him. The fact is,
where children, especially boys, have no better family goy-
eminent than some of them have in this place, it is very diffi-
cult to bring them tinder any decent regulations in school.
But is that all?"

"That is not all; but their example is affecting some of
the boys of the next younger class. I notice that some of them
that rose with the school at first now refuse to do so."
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"Yes, that is likely to be the case. Have you said anything
to them about it?"

"No, sir; not yet."
"That is just as well. I suppose you might possibly be au-

thorized as a teacher to give positive orders in the case, and
if they~ did not obey, punish them. But no good would result
from such a course. If they should refuse to recite their les-
sons, or should make disturbance in the school so as to hinder
other scholars, or do any act of insubordination that might
interfere with good order, then you can rightly inflict punish-
ment. And you must do it. But in regard to religious matters,
that is a concern one side of what is required of you. You
have adopted the plan of opening the school with an act of
worship. I highly approve it, as calculated to make a good
impression on the minds of children; but children as well as
grown-up people are more likely in such matters to be benefited
by persuasion than force. Your wish, if I mistake not, is to
do them good. You must therefore use mild measures. Let
patience have its perfect work. Notice as little as you can
any annoyance, and in time, with God's blessing, there may be
a change. Any other trouble?"

"I anticipate trouble to-morrow. The largest boy in the
school has been from the first very negligent of his lessons,
and for these two days past has scarcely answered a word of
them. This afternoon I told him I could hear no further recita-
tions from him until the last lesson I gave him was learned, and
that he must spend the rest of the afternoon in studying it; and
that he must do nothing else until that lesson was learned. As he
took his seat he slammed his book down, and I heard him say,
'I shall cipher in spite of him.' And he very deliberately
took u~p his slate and went to work. I took no notice of the
matter, and pretended not to see him. Now what shall I do?"

"I am afraid you will have trouble with him. Could you
master him in a tussle?"

"I do not know. I have never seen one yet of my own size
I could not master: but would that do any good?"

"It might do good in this way. If he found you were the
strongest, it would compel him to submit to your authority;
and it would affect all the other boys so as to make them feel
that you could not be trifled with safely. Sometimes such an
influence is a mighty help to moral suasion."

"I should like to try moral suasion first,".
"There can be no harm in that. You can try what you caA

do in that way; but you must see to it that your orders are
obeyed, or you will find the whole school getting into confusion.~
Now my advice to you is, that you procure a good hickory rod
and place it where it can be seen, as an emblem of authority.
Sometimes the sight of bayonets is sufficient to deter a mob
from violence, and does wonders in aid of a mayor's proclama-
tion, and prevents bloodshed."

"I should hate to use it?"
"Yes, no doubt; and many a sheriff hates to lock up a pris-

oner; and it must be always a very painful task, indeed, to put
* the rope round the neck of a fellow-creature and swing him
off into eternity. But the safety of the community demands
it. A school cannot be profitably conducted without order is
maintained, and the authority of the teacher respecte~L"

On his way to his lodging that evening, James thought over
the advice he had received; and although he believed the
argument of the gentleman might be correct, yet the idea of
the rod was so hateful to him, he could not make up his mind
to resort to the .experiment until some milder measures he de-
signed to make use of had utterly failed. One happy thought,
howeVer, occurred to him in his dilemma: "If~any man lack
wisdom, let him ask of God who giveth to all men liberally,
and upbraideth not."

James, on reaching his room that night, not only followed
this injunction, but he examined his Bible, to gather, if possible,
some light from that fountain of instruction. And in the Book
of Proverbs he found so much to corroborate the advice the
minister had given him, that he be to think, after all, he
was right. He came across such passages as these:

"He that spareth the rod hateth his son; but he that loveth
his son chasteneth hii~ betimes."

"Chasten thy son while there is hope, and let not thy soul
spare for his crying."

"Strike a corner, and the simple will beware."
"Judgments are prepared for scorne~rs, and straps for the

back of fools."
"When the corner is punished, the simple is made wise."
"Foolishness is bound up in the heart of a child, but the

rod of correction shall drive it far from him."
"Withhold not correction from a child, for though thou

beat him with a rod; he shall not die."
"Thou shalt beat him with a rod, and save his soul front

hell."
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"The rod and reproof give wisdom."
Although these instructions were addressed more directly to

parents, yet James reasoned rightly when he concluded that
he was for the time being responsible for the conduct of those
under his care, especially during school hours, and in every-
thing, that related to the proper government of it; and that
the good of the whole must be considered, and not his own
feelings, or the feelings of one or two individuals in the
school.

And as he thought of other parts of Scripture, he felt more
and more convinced that mercy and judgment were alike promi.
nent in God's government of the world, and of individuals also.
God was wiser than he. Moral suasion was powerful, but the
rod was iiecessary too. He had hoped that a mild, gentlemanly
demeanor would be all-sufficient to keep order, and that per-
suasion would be a surer stimulus to improvement than severity.
His conclusion would have been correct if all under his care
had been of the same temperament with himself.

James had made himself somewhat acquainted with the
character of this boy and the circumstances of his family.
The boy had a character for rudeness and insubordination.
He was intimate with some of his own age who belonged to an
adjoining district, and had given great trouble to teachers, and
were quite boastful of their exploits in that way; and he being
the largest in this school, and a sort of leader,, had no doubt
thought it would be a pretty thing for him to maintain a certain
independence of the teacher, and let him see that he was 'not
to domineer over him. Another crooked idea had got into his
mind in reference to James personally. Because James was
polite in his manner, and always came to the school neatly
dressed, "He was proud, and felt himself above them; and
he meant to let him see that he felt himself as good as him
any day."

The parents of the loy were respectable and well - to - do
farmers but had not been careful as to the companions they
had ,alloW~ him to associate with, until, to their sorrow, they
found he had acquired rude ways, and a turn for low tricks,
and habits of carelessness in his general demeanor; regard-
less how he appeared, and too often what he 'did

James could hardly credit all he had heard, because the
countenance of the boy was quite agreeable. He could not but
think there was good in him if it could be got at.

James followed the advice of Mr. Gould so far as to procure

the rod, and place it in a conspicuous position. The smaller
boys looked at it with serious faces, and kept their eyes more
steadily upon their books. And one or two of the larger ones
rather smiled at first, but evidently were more sedate, and'
more busy with their lessons. Perhaps, also, the countenance
of their teacher had something in it rather ominous. James
had been thinking a great deal. He was rather pale; but
there was a look of fixed purpose, not easily mistaken. It
was a serious moment to\ him. He would conquer, or he
would give up the school.

But he would do nothing rashly, nor would he do an thing
to provoke a contest.

The tones of his voice were low, ~nd more mild than usual.
He called the class for geography.
As soon as they were all before him he said,
"Musgrave, have you learned the lesson of yesterday?"
There was no reply.
"Have you studied it?"
"Not much."
"Have you tried to get it?"
"No, I haven't."
"You can take your seat."
There was no movement. James laid his book on the table,

and fixed his eyes steadily on the culprit.
"Musgra~you hear me. Take your seat. It will oblige

me, and the cI~ss also; for we cannot go on if you remair~."
James spoke so mildly, and his manner was so' far removed

from anything like anger, and so much in the form of a request,
rather than a command, the boy was probably ashamed, under
fhe circumstances, to go any farther in his rebellion just
then. He stepped from the class and went to his seat. James
went on with the class,, paying no attention to his recusant
scholar, although he could not help noticing that he looked
rather mortified and crestfallen. In fact, things had turned out
differently from wh~ the boy expected; when he came up
with the class, he was prepared to make trouble. He antici-
pated severity on the part of James, and meant to resist; but
the mild yet firm manner in which he was addressed and thatobligeit would him and the class too, and there being several
girls in the class, all combined to touch what good feelings he
had, and caused him to feel somewhat ashamed; and he was
glad, rather than otherwise, to take his seat..

When the class was called in the afternoo~a, he did not come

*
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up. No notice was taken of this act, nor was anything said to
him until near the close of the school, when James stepped to
where he was sitting, and said in a pleasant way, -

"Ivtusgraveif you are willing, I should be glad to have
you remain a few minutes after school is dismissed."

There was no reply. James waited a moment, and then
added, -

"It will oblige me very much, if you will."
There was still no reply. James returned to his desk, and

very soon thereafter dismissed the school. He felt sad; he did
not believe the boy would stay, and what step he should next
take he could not think.

iMiusgrave took his hat with the rest and went out as far as
the little lobby of the school-house; there lie lingered a moment
until the school had passed out, and then stood, hat in hand,
near the door. James walked towards him.

"Come, will you sit down a moment?"
He walked back and took his usual seat.
"I thank you for complying with my request," said James.

"I want to have a little talk with you; there is some misunder.
standing between us which oi~ght to be cleared up. Now J
want to ask you, what am I hired here for?"

"To teach the school, I s'pose."
"Yes, and it waa none of my seeking. Your committee called

upon me and requested me to take the school. I at first
utterly refused. I wished to go to school myself in order to
be better prepared to make a living in the world; for I am
poor. I have no father, as you have, to help me in the world, nor
have I any kindred to whom I can look for help. I have or~1y
my own head and hands to depend on. So when Mr. Bolton told
me what he would give me for teaching here four months, I at
length told him, if the examiners should conclude I was fully
qualified to teach, I would accept the place. I should need the
money, Ii knew; and now II am here placed over this school, and
it is expected of me not only to teach, but to maintain good

/ order in the school. That is my part of the business; you came
here to learn, did you not?"

"I s'pose so."
"Have I said or done anything to you personally that should

make you offended with me?'~
"No, you haven't."
"You are one of the older scholars, and if you set an exani

plc of disrespect to me as teacher heredo you think I shall be

able to keep order? I know it will be impossible, and therefore
I have made up my mind that you and I must have an under-
standing together. I do not intencF to exact anything of you or
of any other scholar that is unreasonable, but so long as Jam.
teacher here the lessons must be learned. Now you do not cer-
tainly wish to have a contest with me before the school? You
certainly would not feel any happier, and I should regret it most
truly. Iii wish to have the good will of each scholar in the school,
and to feel pleasantly when I meet you in your houses. Now
in a few days I expect to be staying in your family, and how bad
it will be for both of us if there should be difficulty between us!"

"I don't want to have difficulty. I know I ain't done right;
I shan't do so no more."

"Then give me your hand; it is all settled between us."
He gave his hand, and James saw that tears had started from

his eyes.
"You don't know Musgrave, how happy you have made me.

I shall now feel that I have a valuable assistant in keeping
things as they should be, and all the aid I can render you at
any time in your sums or other exercises I will afford it with
pleasure."

James had no further trc~uble with his school that winter; and
if he had been alone in the world, and had no one dependent
upon his exertions, he might have concluded to make it his
business to work on afa~rrn in summer, and teach in wintc~r; it
was an independent way of living, and a small sum could be laid
by from his earnings every year. But a responsibility was
resting upon him which affected him more and more as he ad-
vanced in age, and learned more of life. He liked the country.
He was a lover of nature, and enjoyed the changing seasons;
and his judgment admired the independence which country life
afforded; but the social habits of the farmers as a class were
repulsive to him. They were kind, they were hospitable, and
some few among them intelligent; but their manners were uncul-
tivated, their intercourse restrained, their knowledge confined
to the common concerns of the life about them, or to the little
they had learned at school. If he should cast his lot among
them, his sister must of course be with. him or remain where
she was, and either alternative was abhorrent to his views as to
her at least.

James had not yet seen Maggie since they had been separated,
now eighteen months, for they were at a distance of nearly
a hundred miles from each other, and he had no means at corn..
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mand until now that he could spare to make the journey. But
they had corresponded; that is, lie had written to her faithfully
every month, and sometimes oftener, while he had received
from her but three or four letters during all that time. The rea-
son which she gave was that she had no time. He could, not
comprehend how that could be, and began to fear that their Sep-
aration was weaning her from him; and yet her expressions of
tender affection were apparently sincere.

As soon as his school closed and he had received his pay, he
resolved to go at once and see her before he took any steps as to
his future course.

"What be you going to do this summer?" Mr. Stanley had
said to him the evening after his school had closed. "Do you
feel like going to work agin?"

"Yes, sir, I feel like work of some kind."
"Mebby you've made up your mind to go to York; but gin

you hadn't, and was willing to take hold with Sam another
six months, I wouldn't mind giving you ten dollars a month
this tune. What do you say to that?"

"Thank you, sir," James replied, after thinking a few mo-
merits. "How soon would you wish for an answer. My reason
for asking that is, I must go to Litchfield and see my sister;
and I should not like to decide, before I have seen her, what it
would be best fomz me to do."

~" Oh, well, you know, we don't generally begin work afore the
first April. Any time between this and that time will answer
all the ~

"I shall probably be able to give you an answer in a fort-
night, then."

"All right ! that'll do; that'll bring it to, say, middle of
March or thereabouts; that'll do."

James had formed no idea of the circumstances in which
Maggie was living at his aunt's. Her letters were short, and
very few particulars in them. Nor had he any knowledge of the
pecuniary situation of his uncle; he had never visited there,
and in fact had never seen his uncle.

Nor did he remember that his uncle had ever visited at his
father's, although he knew that his father had once at least
since his remembrance gone to see him. All he knew about him
was, that he was a farmer; and from what he had seen of that
life, it did not impress him favorably, so far as his little sister
was concerned.

But he is on his way there now an
judge for himself. d will soon be able to

"Do you know where Mr. Bellfield lives?" he asked of the
driver, as they drew near the town.

"What! Joe Bellfleld?"
The reply did not afford him much encouragement as to the

social standing of his relative.
"Yes, Mr. Joseph Beilfield," James replied.
"Do you want to stop there?"
"Yes, sir."
"Well, it's well you spoke. If you'd have got out at the

tavern you'd have had a 'nation of a walk - e'ena'most two
miles, and it would have been dark as pitch afore you got there.
Wait till we get to the cross road just ahead, and I'll show you.

They were now ascending a hill, and on reaching the summit
a road crossed their path, at one corner of which stood a post
with a guide-board, "To Litchfield," painted on it, and a finger
pointing north; James looked in that direction, and could see,
quite at a distance, two steeples rising above the trees of a for-
est that intervened, and which completely obscured any view of
other buildings of the town.

The stage stopped.
"You see," said the driver, pointing with his finger in a

south-west direction, "a house there aw
trees there?" , ay over that clump of

"I see a chimney, I think," said James.
"Yes, and if it. were lighter you might see the roof. But

that's where Joe lives; youjust go down this road about, say, half
a mile, till you come across a lane turn
will bring you to it." to the right, and that

"Thank you; please reach my carpet-bag."
As the driver handed him the bag from the top of the stage,

he said, -

"It's well it ain't any bigger. Look out for the stones, that
you don't stub yourself agin 'em; the road there ain't first-rate.
Good-niolit; you'll find it easy, I guess." -

"Good-evening, sir, and thank you."
"That's a pleasant kind of a chap," the drivQr said to the

other passenger, who, with James, had occupied a seat outside,
the stage being quite full. "I wonder if lie's akin to Joe; he's
a most too smart-looking, though, I'm thinking , for that."

The road was not in very good condition, as the driver had
intimated, for it was not only sprinkled with loose stone; but.
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was gullied by recent rains, and as the twilight was fast fading,
the way w~s not so easily travelled.

The lane, however, was soon reached, and as James turned into
it, the outlines of the house were plainly to be seen, and lights
were visible in one end of it, which seemed to be a kitchen or
L part. As he drew near he could not but notice that the fen-
ces, which were all of stone, were somewhat dilapidated; but he
thought not much of that at the time, his feelings being absorbed
by the thought of once more seeing his dear Maggie. He
opened the front gate and looked up at the house. It was of
stone, two stories in height, the upper windows, though, only
one half the size of the lower ones. It had a bare appearance, as
there was' no front stoop, nor anything to break the monotony
of its plain, rough face - not even a casing to the door.

lie saw there was no path to the front door, the only one vis-
ible leading to the back part of the house. But as even at Mr.
Stanley's strangers were almost always introduced by the front
passage, he thought it best to try that Way first. Three times
he had to knock with his knuckles before any signs were man-
ifest that his summons had been heard, and then there seemed
so much difficulty in unfastening the lock, that he regretted
not having gone round. This way of entrance, he felt assureSi,
must be seldom used.

At length the bolt yielded, and the creaking door was opened.
his aunt stood before him with a candle in her hand, which she
held , up over her head, that she might see the better whom it
could be.' Some stranger, she felt sure, it must be, or he would
not have sought an entrance in that direction. She said noth-
ing, but stood looking at James, who for a moment hesitated.
He was not quite sure it was his aunt; he had never seen her
but once and then she was so differently dressed, and wear-
ing a cap, that now, with her hair in no orderly condition, and
the plainest of dresses on her person, and a soiled handkerchief
hanging loosely round her neck, that his hesitation was quite
reasonable. He was the first to speak, though.

'~ This is Aunt Bellfield, I believe?"
"My name is BeIlfield; why! it ain't James, is it?
"Yes, ma'am."
"Why, la me! how you've grown! I shouldn't never have

known you if you hadn't have spoke and said Aunt Beilfield.
But come in.; we're 'all in the back kitchen. I couldn't make
out who upon earth it could be, for all the folks round here
know the way round so well, they never come to the front door;
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and I thought I should after all have to call to you to go round,
for the lock, Ii guess, is got rusty. I'd about give up trying to
open it."

"Maggie is well, I hope, aunt?"
"La, yes, hearty as a buck."
These words passed between them as they were g!Ang through

the rooms towards the rear of the house. Just before they en-
tered 'the kitchen, however, a young girl, who, hearing their
voices, was looking through the kitchen door, no sooner caught
sight of them, than she sprang forward and threw her arms
around James.

"Oh, brother James! My dear, dear brother!"
"My darling Maggie! is it you?"
For, a minute they thus clung to each other, Maggie weeping

aloud, and James letting his tears drop silently from his cheek.
Like a flash of electricity the past had come back to him - their
once happy home - their lost parents all the fond endear-
ments which they once enjoyed thelast fond embrace, when
torn asunder at that sad parting scene - all was fresh now.
He had hitherto manfully resisted all morbid feeling, never
allowing himself to brood over the sad change in his lot, while
serving himself for the task before him; indeed, even as far as
was possible, forgetting that he had ever been dandled in luxury,
or possessed the rich love of dearest kindred. But her soft cheek
closely pressed to his, her tears of joy, her warm embrace,
all told him of what had been, and the freshness of domestic
love is again a reality.

Their aunt placed the candle on the table and left them.
"She didn't see the use of sich a fuss as they were making,"
she said, as she entej~ed the kitchen. "But I s~pose it's the
foolish way they've learned to home."

"Who is' it, ma'am?" said a strapping boy about the age of
James, but stouter. He was cracking nuts on the hearth.

"Why, it's your cousin Jim, and they're goin' on like two
fools."

"What was Mag bellowing so for?"
"You must ask her. I'm sure I don't know."
And that was true; she did not know. No such feeling had

ever moved her to tears. Life to her was a bare, naked reality;
its work must be done; the family must be clothed and fed, the
house must be attended to; and in sickness care must be taken
that all necessary attention was paid to the doctor's directions.
The machinery of the family must be kept going, but there the
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matter ended. No fragrance from the warm affections was ever
wafted upon the atmosphere of her home. Imagination had no
place in any of its arrangements. She was a cold-hearted, Cal.
culating woman, prudent in managing, niggardly in expending,
and ambitious only in hoarding the small gains which her careless
husband could realize from a not very productive farm.

After Mrs. BeIlfield left the room, they did not wholly relax
their embrace. Maggie raised her head, and looking into his
face, said, -

"Dear brother, how well you look! you are handsomer than
ever." Kissing him again.

"I am well, very well; and I feel strong enough to work for
you and myself too."

"Oh can't you take me with you somewhere? I don't care
where it is - anywhere to be with you or near you."

~' Hush, dear, we will talk about that. Had we not better
go and see uncle?"

"He is not at home yet. But let me dry my eyes first. I
do not wish to let Alfred see I have been crying; he will be
making fun of me."

"You must not regard the ridicule of any one, d~ar Maggie,
for such a cause as that."

"I know he is not worth minding. But -"

"They treat you kindly, do they not?"
"Uncle is very kind to me."
"Is not your aunt?"
As she made no reply, James asked ,-

"Do you always dress in this way, Maggie?"
The contrast between her present appearance, and that which

she had presented at their old home, was so great, James could
not help noticing it. The frock was a plain calico, and very
clumsily made; a coarse apron, such as he had seen house maids
wear; and thick shoes and blue woollen stockings, formed her ap-
parel. There was nothing but the clean, fair face, and sparkling
eye, and the neat arrangement of her hair, the light brown curls
still dangling on her shoulders, that reminded him of former days.

Maggie blushed a little at his question, as she looked down at
her apron in front, and as if that was the offending article, she
began to untie its strings.

"I was in such a hurry to see you that IL did not think about
how I looked. I was doing up the things when I heard your
voice."

The apron was removed, but to the critical eye of James the

change made no material difference; but he said nothing fur-
ther on the subject.

"You do not like living here Maggie?"
"I want to be with you; is it not possible?"
The look she gave him, as she laid her hand on his shoulder

and fixed her eye, glistening with tears, upon his, at once de-
cided James.

"Yes, dear Maggie, you shall; or at least you shall be nearer
to me than you can be here."

"Do not speak so loud they will hear you; and if they think
you are going to take me away, it will make trouble for you.
We must say nothing about it until you are ready to go. There
will be such a fuss."

Maggie spoke in a low voice, scarcely above a whisper.
"But why should they make objections?"
"Oh, well, you know aunt took me to be a help for her, and

she says I was given to her."
James was about to say something expressive of his indigna-

tion, when the door from the kitchen was opened, and Mrs.
Belifleld entered.

"Why, Maggie, you shouldn't be keeping your brother here.
I don't believe he has had any supper yet. You haVen't, have
you?" looking at James.

"I have not had supper, aunt, but I am not at all hungry;
please do not put yourself to any trouble."

"Oh, it ain't no trouble; and Bellfield, your uncle, I mean,
will be home soon, I guess, though there's no tellin' when, for he
isso irregular; so IL have to keep the table a-waiting. You had
better come in and take a bite. And the things are all stand-
in', Maggie, just as you left 'em."

Maggie started at once to her work, and James followed to
"take his bite," withoutt further words.

"This is your cousin James, boys."
James stepped up and gave each of them his hand, as they

made no movement towards him.
"That is Alfred; lie's the oldest. Which on you is the

tallest? AIph, hold yourself up - straight up, why don't you?
Well, I don't know but James has a little the advantage, though
not much. Peter, put out your hand; why don't you?" Peter
put out his hand, but hung his head down. "That's Sammy.
He and Peter are twins." Sammy gave his hand readily, and
looked up with a bright smile on his face. "And that's Josy:
he's the baby. That's your cousin James, Josy, Maggie's

6
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brother. Josy thinks all the world of Maggie. Come here, and
let me blow your nose. Here, Maggie, have you got your hand.
kercher with you? I've laid mine down somewhere." Maggie
came up and performed the duty required of her. "Your apron,
child, where is that? you ain't washing' them kettles and things
without any apron on? Never mind about your. brother: he
wont mind about tl~at so long as he sees you looking' so well and
hearty. There! Bellfleld's come. Alph, go help your pap with
the horse."

"Mag, hand me the lantern; it wants a piece of candle in
it too."

"You go get the lantern yourself;" said his mother. "Don't
you see she's got her hands in the sa~ids?"

Alfred left his seat and went into the buttery, which ran out
from the kitchen; and as he passed Maggie, who was standing
there busy with her work, he stopped, and putting his hand on
her shoulder whispered in her ear. She quickly turned away
and released herself from his touch. He then caught one of
her ringlets and gave it a pull. She resented this as well as
she could, without apparently wishing to excite attention. But
James saw she had turned quite red in the face, and seemed
annoyed by the insult. He was himself very indignant, and
almost tempted to speak, but was prudent enough to restrain
any manifestation of feeling. The circumstance, however, af-
fected him deeply, and he inwardly resolved that his little sis-
ter should never be left where she might be thus tried, and her
sensibility exposed to insult. He could have shook the young
boor, as he thought his cousin to be, with a right good will.

It was some time before Mr. BeIlfield came in, but his salu-
tation of James was very cordial. .

"Ah, my boy, how are you? Well, I declare," giving James
a hearty shake of the hand, "I'm real glad to see you. You
was only a baby when I was to your house. Who'd have
thQught it? Why you're taller than Alph. Ain't. he, ma'am?"

"No, he ain't no taller naturally - not if Alph would only
hold his head ~

"Ain't much Bellfield in your looks. I'm a thinking you
favor your mother more than your father. I can see her looks
plain enough. If she wasn't a nice woman, it's no matter; a
real lady every inch of her, and pretty as a posy.~~

"Come," interposed his wife, "sit down now and git your
supper; for James has been a-waiting here ever so long."

"Ain't had no supper yet, boy? You shouldn't have let
him 'wait for me, ma'am. You know I'm very uncertain."

"Yes, I know that; there's never no tellin' when you once
git out, when you'll git home, and it keeps things in a muss
all the time."

"Well, I'm here now, and hungry enough, too. This is a
driving world Master James, though I .s'pose you don't know
much about it yet; but when you come to be knocked about
as I have been all my life, you'll find it's a pushing kind of a
place. By the way, ma'am, I've made a grand bargain to-day."

"IL hope it's better than the last one; you said. that was a
grand bargain, and you lost all of fifty dollars by it."

"Yes, I was awfully took in that timeno mistake. I saw
that fellow to-day and if I didn't give him a piece of my mind,
no matter. A man can't cheat me in a horse if it's anything a
body can see. But how can any man know whether a horse
has got the blind staggers or no, with out they should happen to
come on when he is trying him. But the one I've got now~-
hain't no staggers about him nor nothing else. I've drove him
fifteen miles on one stretch, and he's come in as fresh as a colt.
Wasn't he, Alph?"

"Yes; he's puffed, though, some."
"Puffed! That ain't anything; he's a little too much flesh

on, that's all. Been fed too high. We'll soon cure that."
Mr. Bellfleld was not, in the common meaning of the phrase,

a horse-jockey. But he was fond of horses, and liked to drive
a good smart horse, and was always ready for a bargain when a
proposal for a swap was made. Being an honest man himself;
he was not infrequently taken in. He was also fond of trading
in general, and would ride off sometimes for miles, to the det-
riment of his work at home, to make a trade for a cow or yoke
of oxen, and thought five dollars gained in this way compensa..
tion enough for a whole day's absence from home. He was a
jovial, careless, free-and-easy person, hail fellow with every one;
indifferent as to his appearance, so long as he drove a good
horse, and not much respected, for the reason that his farming
affairs, where his real business centered, were not properly at-.
tended to.

After he and James had finished their supper, he took his
pipe, and seating himself in his corner, began talking to him.

"Well my boy, I hear that you and Aunt Peggy couldn't
hitch horses together; you've quit 'em?"

"Oh, yes, sir; I left nearly a year ago."
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"Well, II can't blame you; she's a critter, I tell you. I don't
see how Tyson stands it - got used to it, I guess. Darn it all!
if it had been me, I should hay ~cut stick and quit."

"Now, Bellfield," interp his wife, "you oughtn't to speak
so about Margaret; she is particles, maybe, about the house, but
she keeps things nice and snug; and people that is particles, how
can they help finding fault sometimes? Men and boys will be
careless, and it's enough to drive a body crazy sometimes, when
you want to have things regular and snug like, to have the men
folks a turning things topsy-turvy, and heels over head. Mar.
garet has good things about her; and besides, bein' your sister,
you hadn't ought to talk so agm' her."

"Well, ma'am, she's only half a one, make the most of it. I
know there never wasn't no love lost between us. But I tell
you, it's true as the Bible. She was always a buster; and
it's my guess she always will be. Don't you say so; Master
James?"

"I do not wish to say anything against Aunt Tyson. I left
my uncle's because I did not wish to be dependent, and I am
glad I did so, for I find I can earn my own living; and it is a
great pleasure to feel that you are under no obligations to any
one for the food you eat and the clothes you wear."

"That's so."
Mr. Bellfield was silent for a few moments. Perhaps he was

thinking how it was with himself; and whether he could really
feel that in a true sense he was doing that. His farm had come,
he knew, by his wife; and although he worked it after a fashion,
yet he could not help knowing that it had not improved much
under his management. But perhaps, like all light-hearted
people, who are not very fond of close application, he estimated
the little work he did, so highly, as to feel that upon the whole
his labors were a full equivalent as an offset against what
might have come to him under favor of his wife. His counte-
nance, that had fallen a little as James was speaking, soon
brightened again, and he asked, -

"Is it true you've been keeping school this winter?"
"Yes, sir."
"How did you git along? You're pretty young for that

business. Scholars mind you?"
"Oh, yes, sir; I had no trouble. Yes, I may truly say I

had no trouble. I got along quite pleasantly."
"Make much?"
"I have cleared about sixty dollars."

*1
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"You don't say! for how long ? - only for the winter?"
"Yes, sir; a little over four months."
"I want to know! well, that's doing well. And then, as I

hear, you worked for wages last summer too."
"Yes, sir. My wages were small; but I saved some out of

them."
"Well, well; I see you're a-goin' to do. You'll git along;

no fear of that. A young fellow that can work in summer, and
teach in the winter, I tell you, may snap his fingers in any-.
body's face. They can't starve him no how
follow it up?" . Do you mean to

"No, sir. My plan is to try for a place as clerk in the city.
I may stay in the country another year, though. I am not yet
decided. The man I worked for last summer wants me again,
and offers me nearly double what he paid me before; but I feel
anxious to get into the city. There will be a better chance for
me there to get ahead, so that I can not 6nly support myself
but Maggie too."

"Oh, la!" quickly responded his aunt. "You needn't feel
no consarn about Maggie. She's do in' well enough; you needn't
have no trouble for her. When I took her, I meant to do by
her as by my own."

"Yes, I kuow it was very kind in you, aunt, and I thank
you much. But I have made a resolve that I would not only,
so long as my strength was spared, earn my own living, but
take care of Maggie too."

"That's your sorts!" exclaimed his uncle. "I like your
spunk, my boy. Not but what Sis is just as welcome here as
one of our boys; and you nor she needn't feel beholden neither,
for she's downright smart, and, I really think, even pays her
way. You know that, ma'am," looking round at his wife, who
was seated nearly behind him, her eyes bent upon her knitting,
and the needles going as if impelled by machinery. Being
thus appealed to, she turned her face towards James, and an-
swered the question to him. The remarks her husband had
been making had aroused her indignation towards him, so that
if she dared, she would have said, "Bellfield, you're a fool !"

"As to Maggie, there ain't no use at all in bringin' her up."
Maggie, as soon as James had brought up her name, had left the
room. "She is doin' well enough, beholden or no beholden.
That ain't nothing' to do with the question. I took her when
there wasn't no one else to take her. Aunt Margaret didn't
want ~er. I took her, and all the friends was satisfied that she
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should be gived to me, and there needn't be no more said about
it; and it wont be no use for any one to be putting' any new
notions into her head - she's doin' well enough; she's well and
hearty; she ain't never been sick a day since she's been here;
and I don't want to hear a word more said about ft, no ways;
so there now, that's the end on it ;" and turning quickly round,
she set her needles going again, as fast as ever.

Be~lfle1d kept his eye on James all the time his wife was
speaking, and as soon as she had turned to her work agaiD,
winked at him with one eye, at the same time giving a signifi-
cant nod with his head, as much as to say, "You see how the
cat jumps.'~

James made no reply to his aunt. He did not wish to make
any disturbance, especially on the first evening of his arrival;
he had as yet no definite plan in his mind as to where he should
place her if he shoi.ild take her away.

He was convinced, however, that his aunt would not parb with
her, if she could help it; and he saw clearly that her temper
was not so much milder than his Aunt Margaret's as he had
hoped.

In a little while Maggie returned to the room, and, taking her
seat beside him, laid her hand on his lap, which he seized with
both of his; and at times she would lay her head on his~ shoul-
der; and then again look up in his face, especially if he was
talking'; his uncle keeping up a lively chat. with him, although
carefully avoiding the dangerous topic. She would, no doubt,
have kissed him too, if no one but her uncle bad been present.
She evidently knew that such a token of affection would not be
pleasing to her aunt. The latter, however, was restless, and
occasionally glanced a look at her, and not a kindly one either.
Maggie noticed it, but it only made her cling the ~loser to her
brother's hand. She seemed to feel that he was her protector
now, let what would come. At length her aunt said, -

"Maggie, have you seen to things in your brother's room to-
night?"

"Yes, aunt; everything is ready."
"You had better take your knitting, then; the evenings is

getting short, and there's a deal to do."
"Do, ma'am," said her husband, "let 'em alone; they ain't

seen one another so long. You don't fcel like doing anything,
do you, Sis? Do, ma'am, let the everlasting work go for one
night."

"Yes, and when you are calling for stockings, and there ain't

none on hand, what'll be to pay then? Men are just so; they're
all alike. S'pose I should leave my work, and be hanging
round you like them two fools, Ned Stanlon and his wife -

how would you like that? "

"It would be real fun, I vow. But I should be awfully
frightened."

"What would frighten you?"
"Why, I should think the Day of Judgment was come, sure,

£f' such a thing as that should happen."
A loud laugh on the part of the two boys who were in the

room, united with a smile from James, and a slight twitter
from Maggie, and a good "ha, ha!" from her husband, started
blood to the face of Mrs. Bellileld.

"Ralph, do you and Pete take your candle, and go right
straight to bed. ~Do you hear me? I'll see if I can't be
minded in my own house - right straight off."

Maggie had taken her knitting at her aunt's request, but re-
sumed her seat close beside her brother, asking him questions in
a low voice, and looking up at him with such confidence and
love in her countenance, that her uncle, who was watching her,
at last said, -

"You love him, Maggie, don't you?"
"I guess I do."
"That's right! stick together, I say; there's nothing like it.

La, what is the world good for, if there wasn't no love in it?
And it's just because people don't stick together that so many
turn out shiftless, and go to rack and ruin. Now you take a
family of boys, say - yes, and girls too, and let them stick to
one another, working into each other's hands, and doing their
best to help one another-whenone gets down in the world,
and has hard tuggin', all take hold and help him out of the
mire. There always will be one at the least, in a family,
that hadn't got as much gumption as t'others. Help him along,
Isay; try to get him on his legs; maybe he'll be able to go
alone after a while. Now there's Tom Little in this place, a
real fore-handed fellow. His father left him a flue farm and
deal of money at interest, and he's been laying up ever since;
and there's his brother Bill had a nice farm gi'n to him too, and
he's made a mint of money - rich as a Jew. Well, one sister
married Joe Thompson. Joe worked hard, but somehow didn't
seem to get ahead. Some can't; luck seems to be agin' 'em.
Well, Joe died, three years now, coming April; and all he
left, after all was settled, was the house, and say six acres of'
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land; and his widow and two little boys have to scratch along
as they can. Them fellows hadn't never lifted a finger to help
'em, and that poor woman has to work day and night; do her
own chores, milk her own cow, winter and summer, and even
hoe in her garden; and she has to scrimp, and save, and live as
she can, arid, two rich brothers a full and plenty of everything,
and not even think of helping her, or doing for her, than if she
wasn't of the same flesh and blood. I swow, it goes agin' my
grain every time Ii think on it. So I say, stick together."

"Do, Bellfleld, sit down, and not get yourself worked up so."
Mr. Bellfleld had risen from his seat in his excitement, and was
gesticulating violently.

"Well, I'll sit down; but it makes me mad every time I
think on it. You wouldn't never do such a thing as that?"
looking at James.

"I don't; think I should."
"No, I guess not. Stick together I say."
"Well,~~ said Mrs. Bellfield, "you've preached enough from

that text, I guess, about people s~4ckin' together ;butlguess
it wont; make much odds. Folks will do pretty much as they
like; you can't alter their nature."

"No,- that's true, ma'am,-without you break their necks;
but what I say is, stick together; that's the beauty."

"I think that James must be pretty well tired out with his
ride to-day, and mebby he would like to go to bed." Mrs.
Bellfleld was tired of her husband's talk; the drift of it was
not pleasing to her, and she was anxious to get both James and

~ Maggie out of hearing.
"Thank you, aunt, I should like to retire if it is conven-

ient." James was not sleepy; but he had much to think of;
and he wished to be alone."

"Maggie, you just light the candle, and show your brother to
his room; and then you can go to bed yourself."

No sooner had they left the room than Mi~. J3ellfleld ex-
claimed, -

"I swow, I like that boy. He knows manners; and he's
got real spunk in him."

"Yes, he's got spunk enough - no fear for that; and I guess
you'll find trouble enough with him. It's a thousand pities he's
come; it's a-goin' to set Mag all in a nettle, and make her dis-
contented."

"I o~uess~ not, ma'am."can see - they can't blind me; but you'll see how it'll be.
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He'll be for takin' her off; but I shan't have it -just as she's
got to be of some service, and learned how to do things. I
ain't a-goin' to have it, say what they will."

"Well, I must say, I should hate to have her go; and yet they
take to each other so, it would be deuced hard to part 'em;
they had ought to be together, gin he could manage it so."

"Yes, and I s'pose you'll be fool enough to give in, and let
her go. Didn't you as much as say it, when you talked right
afore 'em about folks sticking' together, and all that nonsense?
But I've made up my mind, and go she shan't, let who will say
the contrary."

"Well, I guess he wont be fur taking her off just yet; but
gin he should be set on it, and she a-wanting to go too, I don't
see how you can help it. You can't hold on to her agin' her
will. You ain't got no writing' nor nothing. "

"She was gi'n to me."
"But the masses! who guve her to you? Aunt Peggy, nor

Tyson, nor none of 'em, hadn't no power to do no such thing."
"Power or no power, it was agreed all round; and that's

enough; and I don't want not a word more said about it. She
ain't a-goin' and that's the end on it."

"There ain't no use in gittin' mad about it, ma'am. lie
ain't said he was going to take her yet; time enough to git
worked up when the trouble comes. There ain't never no use
in looking' too fur ahead."

"Yes, I know that's your way - it ain't my way. P can
see through 'em, if you can't. You mind my words; it'll be
just as I say. He'll be after whisking her off, and he wont get
her, that's all; only don't you go to uphold 'em, and be soft-
hearted, and think, 'Oh! it's a pity to part 'em!' and all that.
It'll only make it wusser for them and me too."

Leaving Mrs. Bellfleld and her husband to settle the matter
between themselves as they best can, we must follow the brother
and sister to the room where James was to lodge for the night.
As Maggie entered the room, James closed the door.

"Now, dear, come sit down and let us have a free talk. I
want you to tell me all about things. How you like it her;
and how you are treated. Is aunt kind to you?"

" She is not very kind to any one.~~
"I suppose you have to work?"
"Yes; but I don't mind that."
"What is it, then? you are not happy here."
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"Not very; but I don't mind that. I don't expect to be
happy until such time as we can be together."

"I know that, dear, and I mean we shall be' together just as
soon , at particu-

as possible. But tell me all how it is and wh
lar annoyance you have."

"Well, you know, Brother James, it is all so different from
what it was at home. There ain't any kind words. Aunt is
always in a hurry, from morning to night, and she frets and
scolds if everything is not done just as she says; and if I try
to please her ever so much, it seems to make no difference; and
then it seems so bad not to go to church."

"Do they not go to church?"
"No. I have not beei~ inside of a church since I have been

herd. Two or three times I have been to a meeting in the
neighborhood, of an evening; that is all."

"Why do they not go to church?"
"It is too far, they say, to walk; and then uncle does not like

to let Alfred drive his horse. He does not care to go himself
I suppose; but there is another thing troubles me. Alfred
keeps round me so all the time, and I don't li/ce him. I sup-
pose he don't think it's rude; but I cannot be alone any time
when he is in the house, but he will get where I am; and if I
don't do just as he says, he will get out of humor and do all he
can to tease me; and then again he talks so foolish. I know
I ought not to mind him, but it is provoking to have him call
me his sweetheart - it is hateful! I can't bear him. I don't
want him to talk so to me!"

James saw that Maggie was much excited; her cheeks were
flushed, and her eyes were dimmed with tears.

He sat still, holding her hand, and thinking hard. It was a
minute or so before he spoke.

"You would feel very bad, dear, to have me go away and
leave you here?"

Maggie looked at him a moment, and then threw her arms
about his neck, hiding her face in his bosom.

"Don't cry, dear; I wont leave you; I shall take you with
me. God will take care of us. I will think of some place to take
you to; you shall not stay here - it is not right you should be
where you cannot go to church. There, hush now ;Ican earn
enough to support us both."

"I can workdear brother. I know if I could only get into
some nice family, I can do enough ti pay my board any day."

"No, Maggie; not while I live and have my health. No, you

shall not do that. All I want you to do, is to study and im-
prove yourself."

"Rave you had any time to read since you. have been here?"
"Not much, only Sundays. I wanted to go to the district

school this winter, but aunt said she could not spare me. She
said Ii could read and write now, better than she ever could,
and there was no use in my going."

"Well, dear, it is high time we were away from all our rel-
atives, and taking care of ourselves; and we will take care of
ourselves. I feel sure I can get a place in New York, and
then I shall send you to school; and you would not mind if
I got some place near New York, where you could board for a
few weeks until I got a-going there?"

"Oh no, indeed! that I would not."
"Then, dear we will make the venture together; and after

this we will earn our own living some way. It is no. shame to
be poor, and it is no shame to work. Let us keep up a good
heart. You know the Bible says, 'When my father and my
mother forsake me, then the Lord will take me up.' Let us
cast ourselves upon ~

And motioning to Maggie, they knelt down together, and
solemnly commended themselves to the Father of the father-
less. As they arose, Maggie's face, though dripping with tears,
had a cheerful light upon it; and taking another fond embrace,
they parted for the night.

James was resolved to open the subject at once to his uncle;
and seeing him go out after breakfast towards the barn, he
followed him.

"I want to talk with you, uncle, a little, about Maggie," lie
said, as soon as he came up to him.

"Come in here, then, my boy, where we can be by our-
selves." And he led James into the barn floor.

"Now, let's hear it."
"I have always determined, uncle, that as soon as Ii could

support myself and Maggie, that I would have her near me.
We are all alone, you know; and it seems right we should be
together. You and aunt were very.kind to take her as you
did, and I thank you for it; but she will be very unhappy,
should I go away and leave her behind; and I cannot bear the ~
thought of doing it."

"I don't blame you. Maggie's a nice girl - a real good,
sensible girl; good-tempered too. I don't believe she's given
lna'am a saucy word since she's been here; and that's sayin' a
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good deal; for ma'am is worrisome and plaguy cross if things
don't go to suit. I swow, I have to hold in onto the tight
rope myself, sometimes. You see, I like to have things go
along smooth and easy like -- where's the use of chainn? It
don't do no good. Things will go as they will; you can't stop
'em by rarin'. and stormin', and team' things. Where's the
use! S'posin' the world is crooked, and itis crooked as a
ram's horn. But why not take it easy? Drat it, I say! Let
'em slide; who cares! I ain't agoin' to fret. 113 ain't but one
life we have we~ve got to live, and short enough at that.
Where's the use of keeping' up a tantrum all the time? Easy,
easy, I say. Let 'em slide - don't worry. Drat the worry;
it kills more 'an it cures.'

As soon as his uncle came to a breathing spot, James asked, -

"Do you think, uncle, that aunt will make any serious objec-
tions t~o my taking Maggie away? I thought, from some things
she said last evening, that she did not seem to favor it."

"I'll tell you what, my boy, women is curious fish to handle,
they flounder so; and they're set in their ways. They don't hear
to reason; when they once git their spunk up, it's all fire and tow.
A hurricane can't blow harder than they can, git 'em once a-goin'.
Soft sodder's the best thing, gin you can git a chance to lay
it on; but mostly you have to wait till the blow is over."
Then, pausing a moment, he asked, -

"You don't mind a storm? - you've got used to it, I guess,
at Aunt Pecrory's. I've seen her in a hurricane many a time."

"1 should be very sorry to do anything to make aunt feel un~
pleasantly towards me or Maggie either, but Maggie must go
with me. I cannot go away and leave her behind me; it will
break her heart."

Mr. Beilfield looked at James a moment; he saw that he was
in earnest, and feeling deeply. Mr. Bellfield, with many failings,
had a tender heart; he asked, -

~" When do you want to go?"
I should like to go as soon possible. I have a great deal to

do, and must be back to give the man I have been working for,
an answer as to my stay with him this summer; and the stao~e
starts at nine o'clock thl~ morning."

"Well, now, Jimmy, imy boy; I'll tell you what to do. You go
back to the house and jist begin easy-like - soft and easy, that's
the best way,-smooth things along, you know, and come to it
gently like, jist as you would gin you were goin' to put a bridle
on a colt - pat 'im on the head and all that; mebby ma'am,

when she comes to hear your story, she'll soften down and make
things all straight and as slick as ~ whistle; but gin it comes to
the worst, why, man alive, you'll see! I don't blow for nothing,
not 1. By the jingos, I can rip, though, and they all knows it;
and when it comes to that, they've got to stand round, I tell
you. ft ain't best in the general way to be snapping back atkevery
growl; don't mind it in the general way. All Ido is to let the
reins go slack till there's gittin' a little too much headway, and
then I pull up, and it's whoa, or the old cat's to pay; but mebby
I'd better go in with you, and jist break the ice - like~ Come,
we'll jist try 'em."

But there was no need for Mr. BelIfield's breaking the ice;
it was already broken. Unbeknown to the father, when he led
James into the barn floor, Alfred was in the stable, and, as soon
as he heard the purport of the interview, slipped out and came
to his mother in great haste.

"Ma'am, ma'am, what do think! Jim' is going to take Mag
off with him; don't let her go, will you?"

"How do you know that?"
"'Cause I heard him tell pap so out in the barn."
"I'll see to that."
"You wont let her go, will you, ma'an~?"
"Let her go?- no never! where is sh~?" and thus saying,

she started for Maggie's room. She had 4 suspicion that prob-
ably Maggie was there, possibly packing he~ things. Alfred fol-
lowed her. As she opened the door, she ~tood a moment look-
ing at things; she saw Maggie's better dress laid on a chair, as
if ready to put on, and the child on her knees over her trunk,
arranging things in it~

"What are you doing?"
"Packing my trunk."
"Who told you to do that?"
"Brother James told me I had better get my things ready, as

he wished if possible to get away to-day.~~
"And what right has he to say anything about your things?

I am the only one to say about that."
"Aunt, James says he is going to take care of me after this."
"He'd better take care of himself first ! " exclaimed Alfred;

he'll have enough to do to
you arter him." , do that, I guess, let alone dragging

"Now, miss, come right out a-here !" and saying this, her aunt
caught her by the arm and forcibly took her from the room.
"Now go down-stairs and wash up the things, and don't never
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let me hear a word more about anybody's takin' care on you~
you've got to ~xind me, nobody else."

Maggie we as directed. She was trembling like a leaf; and
the tears running down her cheeks, and almost convulsed with
mortification and fear; the taunt against her brother from Al.
fred, and the angry grasp on her arm by her aunt, had wrought
her up almost t~ hysterics. She tried to wash up the cups as
directed, but could with difficulty hold them in her hands;
while her aunt as though wishing to deepen the impression of
her authority, was going over, in a loud voice, with a long
string of reasons why she, and she alone, had any right to her.

"What the dickens is to pay now?" said Mr. Belifield, as
he and James were about to enter the house, and the loud and
angry tones of his wife's voice fell upon his ear. lie hastened
in, and James after him. James, seeing the condition his sister
was in, rushed to her; she threw herself into his arms, sobbing
too violently to be able to utter a word.

Mr. Belifield looked wild, as he for a moment cast an eye over
the scene.

"Confusion!" he spoke with a determined tone. "What
the d-l is it ! Wife, what is this? what have you been a-doin'
to that child? I woiit have it! Blood and thunder! I
wont see that poor fatherless thing abused, no how!" and lie
brought down his fist with a thump on the table. "Not while
there's breath in my body, she shan't be abused no how / and Fm
goin' to settle this hash pretty ,quick. Now you Aiph, you jist
make a bee-line to the stable, and tackle Buster to the wagon,
do you hear? Do it quick, too; do you hec~r me?" Aiph for
the moment seemed to hesitate, casting a look at hi~ mother as
though expecting some interposition on her part might turn the
scale; but the last do ~you hear me came out with such a ring
and a look, that he fairly jumped, and was at once oii his way.

"They're my flesh and blood; and, by thunder, I'll stand be-
tween the mand harm, let be who it will!" Turning towards
his wife,-

"What's made this rumpus, I want to know?"
"The rumpus is all of their making; he's gone and put it into

her head that she's to go away with him, and she ain't a-gem'
to do no sich a thing."

"She is a-goin' to do sich a thing, and right off too. Is your
trunk ready, Maggie?"

"Yes, sir, almost ready."
"Then you go and git yourself ready, and we'll be off; and I
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~h0uld like to see the one that'll stand in the way of my doin'
the right thing to them two fatherless young critters-I should
like to see 'em!" The last sentence was addressed to his wife,
who, fairly cowed down by the determined look of her husband,
forbore to reply. She had never but once before se#en him.
so stirred up and she knew all resistance on her part would not
only be useless, but merely tend to make things worse.

The horse and wagon were now at the door, and the trunk
being placed in the wagon, when James, taking Maggie's hand,
said, -

"We had better go in and bid aunt good-by."
As they entered the room, James spoke, -

"Aunt, we have come to say good-by."
"I Aon't want any of your good-byes; you've made trouble

enough: I wish you'd never stepped a foot in this house, a-comm'
here and setting' your sister up agin us all; but you'll pay for it
yet. And she, poor thing, to be dragged off among strangers, and
you no place to take her to! It's a sin and a shame on you, and
you'll rue the day yet, mind my words: I don't wonder Aunt
Margaret was glad to get rid of you."

"Come, Jimmy, come! it's time to be off: we'll be too late
for the stage.~~

Hearing this call from his uncle, and seeing that his aunt was
in no mood to give them any parting salutation, he merely
said, -

"Good-by, aunt."
"Good-by, aunt," said Maggie, her voice trembling with

emotion. The whole scene had quite unnerved the poor girl,
and as she left the house she was weeping bitterly.

CHAPTER IX.

T was a dark, lowers day in New York. Heavy
clouds were rolling over the city, and gusts of wind
were stirring up the fine dust from the streets, annoy-
ing the eyes of the bustling numbers as they hurried

along, most of them towards their homes, for the day was
drawing to its close.

A young man was walking down Dey Street, towards the
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North River. He seemed quite weary; for his step was heavy;
and very unlike the natural gait of one so young, and appar.
ently of vigorous frame. There was a dejected look, too, upon
his otherwise peculiarly fine countenance; he was either
very tired, or very sad; and one or two persons, after passing
him, turned and took a second look at him. What their con.
clusions were, we cannot tell; but may guess that son~e chord
of sympathy was touched, whose vibrations brought back 5OU~je
scene in their own life, long ago; for they were men of mature
years - probably, men who had a stormy time in their first
venturing upon the ocean of business life. Near the foot of
Dey Street he stopped; and, looking up at a sign over the
door, apparently to ascertain that he had reached the right
house, he at once ascended the two or three wooden steps, and,
without knocking, entered the house. The building was of
Wood, and no doubt in its day had been the habitation of per.
sons of respectability; but its best days had passed, and by the
sign over the door, it was now used as a tavern. It was not,
however, just such an establishment as that term generally
indicates; but was simply a plain boarding-house, where farm.
ers, and persons from the, country could have plain~but com*
portable accommodations fo~ a moderate charge.

The youth,~ on entering the house, went immediately up.
stairs; and, entering a small bed-room, closed the door, and
throwing himself into a chair, exclaimed, -

"It's of no use! I have tried, and tried, but I see there is
no use in my trying any longer; it needs friends, I find, in
this great city, even to get a berth where one can work!"

After sitting a while, looking listlessly out upon the street,
he gave vent again to his feelings in words:

"Yes, all seem busy; they have something to do - at least,
they have a home to go to! even that old cripple is whistling,
as he stumps along on his crutches!"

Just then the supper-bell rang. The youth arose, washed
his~ hands and face, arranged his toilet, brushed the dust from
his clothes, and went down to supper. He had probably but
little appetite for food, as his stay was very short. He was
soon back to the little room; and on resuming his seat, pulled
out his pocket-book, and very deliberately counted its contents.

"Ten dollars only left out of my twenty-five! and five of
that will be due to-morrow evening, for my board, which will
barely leave me enough to pay my way back to my home!"
As he pronounced the word "hQme" he almost started. lie

put his hand to his head a moment, as though a dart of pain
had passed through it.

As his hand came down again upon the arm of his chair,
he reiterated the word, while a smile of despair, or chagrin,
feebly played about his finely cut lips;

"Home! home! I have no such place! I may indeed go
back to 0-, and go to work on a farm, and be content to
drag through life as a clown, and have my dear little sister
grow up amid rudeness and ignorance, a mere drudge!" As
these words escaped him, he arose from his seat, and paced his
little room. The evening was now set in, and the storm that
had been gathering all clay, burst angrily upon the city. The
rain, driven by a fierce wind from the south-east, beat furiously
against his window. The lights in the~street flickered in their
cases as if about to be extinguished. The wind howled through
the streets, and the roar of its passage through forests of masts
along the wharves, was like that from the sullen waves of Ocean
rolling on a rocky shore.

James Bellfield - for it was he -had seen dark hours before,
but never one so full of gloom as this. He had been now
nearly three weeks in the city, lookixig for a situation as clerk.
He had called upon all whose names he had read in the papers
as wanting clerks; these, however, were but few. There had
been a sudden check to business, and clerks were being dis-
charged, rather than new ones engaged.

He had in some streets gone from store to store, but in
vain. He did, indeed, find two places where an assistant was
wanted; but one of them 'wished an experienced hand, and the
other might possibly have engaged him, could he have referred
them to some house in the city, as to character. This he could
not do, as no one knew him here.

On this day he had been unsuccessful as hitherto, and, what
was worse, he had become completely disheartened. It may
have been that the weather had something to do with it, for to
a stranger in a large city, clouds and wind and dust have a
depressing influence. But his courage had left him; and as
he retraced his steps towards his lodging-place, he had given
up the struggle as a vain effort; and in a state of utter des-
pondency he was now pacing his room, while the stormy ele-
nients that were raging without seemed a fit counterpart to
the tossed and desolate state of his young mind.

As the darkness increased, he lighted his candle and threw
himself again in his chair, and rested his head upon the table,
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on which he had placed his light, and the big tears fou~
vent.

When somewhat relieved - for tears are a relief to the over.
burdened spirit - he arose and opened his trunk; from thence
he drew a small Bible, and proceeded to read it.

Alas! in our day of prosperity how apt we are to slight our
Bible! We may indeed regard it with reverence, and perhaps
read a portion of it daily as a matter of duty; "and as one
who looketh in a glass and beholdeth himself and goeth away
and straightway forgetteth what manner of person~ he was," so
do its holy teachings slip from our minds amid the engagements
of business or pleasure.

But when the dark hour comes, and we bow beneath the
pressure of disappointed hopes - and worldly helpers are afar
ofi; and the way before is shadowy and forbidding, and the
heart sickens and faints - then this blessed word unfolds its
richness - then light beams from its page, and we grasp its
promises and shelter ourselves beneath the wing of Eternal
Love.

James, as has already been said, had been religiously edu-
cated. He had been taught to pray, and he had continued the
practice daily, and his prayers were offered in the name of his
Saviour; and in many things he was exemplary, and had what
is called a Christian hope; but the great idea of a filial relation
to God, and that the great Jehovah was truly his Almighty
Father, he had not, in its glorious meaning, fully compre-
hended.

The passage of Scripture to which James had turned, was
the ninety-first Psalm. The leaf had been turned down, prob-
ably by his mother's hand, for the Bible had been given to him
by her in her last sickness. He noticed also that several verses
in the chapter had been marked with a pencil. He knew these
passages must have had some special significance to her; and
as he read them, he paused and meditated upon their meaning.
"Had he ever read them before? life thought likely he had,
but lie did not know. They seemed perfectly new to him;
and oh! what precious truths they unfolded!"

Over and over he read this Psalm, and then the book lay
upon his lap, and he gave himself up to thought.

The writer of these words was once a man - a human being
like himself; one who had given himself to God, and, it might
be, was in trouble, and felt the need of an Almighty refuge,
and was comforting himself by repeating the many circuui'
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stances in which he might be placed - in apparent danger, or
in real trouble. But his God and Father would not forsake
him- He was his ~refuge, his fortress, his shield, his buckler,
his God. Angels were his messengers, and they would hover
around the path of him who trusted in His fatherly care.
What a blessed privilege was this! to have such a friend and
protector - almighty, ever-present; ready to hear the cry of
His children when bowed down under oppression or sorrow!

And as these thoughts were passing through his mind, like
new lights from heaven, he fell upon his knees, and with a
purpose of heart and an energy of faith to which he had
hitherto never attained, threw himself upon the love and care
of his Heavenly Father; and there, amid the howling of the
tempest, and under the pressure of his untoward worldly cir-
cumstances, he felt the burden of life fall off: .ffe was helpless,
but his Father was strong; he could not see his way through
the darkness, but his Father knew the way, and would lead
him: he was no longer alone and friendless; he had grasped
the hand of one who sticketh closer than a brother.

Wearied by the walk and, excitement of the day, he retired
early to rest; and when he awoke the next morning, the sun
was shining brightly, and Nature, so far as she could be seen,
appeared to be rejoicing that the cleaning-up and clearing-off
process had been accomplished.

So far as he could see, it seemed to be his duty to return to
the country; another week would find him with an exhausted
purse, and no means whereby he could gain that part of the
country where he was known, and likely to get employment.

His determination, therefore, was to visit Peck Slip, and as-
certain at what time a boat would sail for Woodville, the
place where he had left his sister.

One effort more he had made that day, but in vain; and wa~
now on his way to Peck Slip. As he was walking along
through Water Street, he was attracted by the rather severe
remarks of a plainly dressed man, to two negroes who were
lying in the sun, on a cellar door. From a few words the man
dropped in his hearing, lie understood that he was desirous of
obtaining their assistance, but was unable to get them to move
from their snug berth in the sun. Suddenly a new thought
caine into the mind of James, and he stepped up to the man.

"Are you in want of assistance, sir?"
The man looked at him a moment.
"I wanted to hire a~ man to help me hoist some barrels; but
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divel a bit could I get either of them lazy niggers to stir an
inch; though I offered them eighteenpence an hour; the lazy
vagabonds."

"I should be glad of the job, if you think I can answer your
turn."

"But you are no laboring man; though I don't know but
you've pluck enough to make up for want of heft. But how
comes it, my boy, that one of your appearance, that seems better
fitted for a counting-ho use, or sich like, should be asking for
work like a common laborer. Do you live in the city?"

"No, sir. I am from the country; and have been here for
three weeks past, looking for a situation as clerk~ but have
not been able to find one."

"And so you've made up your mind to take up anything
that comes along, to earn a penny?"

"Yes, sir, anything that is honest,"
"That's your sorts. 'Come along with me, then, my boy;

it shan't be said that Tim O'Connor refused to give a chance~ to
a body that was wanting to make his hands earn what his
belly craved. Come along."

Tim O'Connor, as he called himself:, now stepped. briskly
along, and James beside him. After passing a few rods, they
reached a store, in front of which lay a quantity of barrels.

"Now, my boy, we'll soon see what you're made of. These
barrels is to go in there," pointing to the first floor of a spa-
cious store, at the front of which they were standing. And
then, fixing a light pair of skids upon the steps, called out,
"Now my hearty, bear a hand!"

As soon as James saw what was to be done, he threw off
his coat and laid it inside the door, and sprang with a good
will to the work. It was not straining work; and several
times his good natured-employer had to tell him "to take it
easy, and not try to do more than his part."

While thus at work, there were several passers in and out
of the store; and among the latter, was a gentleman who, as
he descended the steps, stood on the sidewalk a moment and
looked at the youth who, too busy with his work to look at
anything besides the skids on which the barrel was rolling,
that he might carry his end straight, did not note his keen
and scrutinizing gaze. The gentleman was neatly dressed,
without any attempt at display. He was of middle age, and
had a mild and rather pleasant countenance, which was relieved,
from want of an expression of energy, by a dark, piercing eye.

As he fixed his look upon James, he commenced a peculiar
process with his mouth, as if he were chewing a bit of tough
steak. As he turned to go on hi~way, O'Connor remarked, as
though speaking to himself:, -

"I wonder what the boss is chain' at now?"
"Did you speak to me, sir?" James asked.
"I was just sayin' to myself; that I wondered what our

boss was a chain' at now. He's got a way with him, when
he's thinking' hard, or may got a little riled about something' or
another. Why you see he'll begin a movin' his jaws, and work-
in' them as if he had got hold of a bit of grissle, and was tryin'
his best to git it into shape for swallerin'. He's a fine man for
all that, and a generous too; but a feller must be up to the
chalk, when he's round. He ain't no mealy-mouth, not he."

"Is that gentleman the owner of the store?"
"Well, there's two on 'em. But I guess ho's pretty much

the owner. The younger one has been took in, you see, about
a year ago; so he can't have got no great deal ahead; though
they've did a power of business the last year. And now my
hearty, we~ve got them all in we'll go to the hitting. And if you'll
jist hitch these slings to the barrels, and haul away here below,
I'll go up in the loft, and take them off, and stow them away.
And you needn't go to straining' at the rope, for you see I can
do pretty much the hauling' myself."

James, however, was ambitious to let his employer see that
he was able to do his share, without any favoring, and laid
out his strength with a good will.

While thus laboring, activity and energy manifest in every
motion, the gentleman above spoken of, re-entered the store,
and passed leisurely by, merely pausing long enough to witness
the elastic motions of the youth, as he rolled a barrel under
the fall, attacked the slings, and then sprung to the rope. The
gentleman had not been in his office long, before, if James had
looked that way, he might have seen the same gentleman, with
a much younger man by his side, peering through the glass
window of the back office, and watching his motions; the
elder one moving hisjaws as before, and the younger with a.
pen behind his ear, and turning, with a smile upon his face,
towards his companion.

Presently, the younger man leaves the office,~ and coming
near to the fall where James is at work, speaks pleasantly to
him, and is replied to by a gentlemanly salutation on the part
of the boy, whose fine open countenance, flushed by his exercise,



142 1?ESOL UTIOM RESOL UTIOR. 14311

I!
h

at once interested the former so much, tha~t, after calling
Master Tim to step into the office, he remarked,

"You will be glad of a rest for a few minutes?"
"Thank you, sir, I am not at all tired."
As Tim had now come down, the young gentleman accom-

panied him into the office while James, having rolled a barrel
under the fall, and attached it in readiness for hoisting, seated
himself upon it.

"Who is that young fellow you have got at work with you,
Tim?" asked the elder gentleman.

"Upon my honor, Mr. Chauncey, I can't tell you. You see,
sir, as I was givin' sometbin' of a blessin' to a couple of lazy
niggers as was layin' sprawling' in the sun, down to the cor.
ner of the slip, - 'cause when I teller them I had a job on hand
and waited one on 'em, do you believe me, sir, the devil of a
bit would either on 'em stir, though I offered eighteenpence
the hour, which is fair wages for sich light work, - well, jist
then, as I was givin' them a piece of my mind, this young
gentleman happened along. And as I was about to go on my
way, he steps up to me, and says in his pleasant way, 'Are
you wishing help ? '- Says I, 'I was wanting to hire a man
for o~ few hours.' 'Can't I serve your turn?' says he. So
I looks at him a bit, and says I, 'But you ain't no laboring'
man; you looks more fitted to be behind a counter, or at a
desk. 2Do you live hereabouts?' says I. -' No, sir,' he says;
'I am from the country, and have been for three weeks looking
for a place, but can find none.'- And so,' says I, 'you are goin'
to put your hand to anything that turns up? '-' Yes,' says he;
'anything that's honest.'

"Well, do you believe me, I felt my heart warm to the
youngster, and I see by his eye that he had the spunk in him;
and I thought mebby it might make up for lack of heft; and
it's true as the Bible, sir, he has worked to full satisfaction for
any man."

"You are nearly through with the job, are you not, Tim?"
"Yes, sir; it may take a half-hour longer."
"Well, when you are through, just let the young fellow come

in here; I want to see him."

So the work of hoisting the barrels, continued; and every
now and then, Mr. Chauncey could be seen looking through
the window at the young worker, and chewing away on the
lump of grizzle.

It took more than the half-hour, which Tim had calculated, to
finish up the job, and when he came to reckon up the time, he
found they had been occupied just three hours and a quarter.

it's , ty cents will"Well, no great sum you've aimed but sixhelp along -just come with me to the office, and I'll git you
the change." Tim did not tell him that he had been requested
to bring him there; ho had taken quite an interest in his
fellow4aborer and knowing that he was anxious to get a situa-
tion, he did not care to excite any hope in the mind of the
youth. He knew the boss, as he styled Mr. Chauncey, was a
very particular man, and did not think he would be very likely
to engage a person m. his employ, of whom he had no knowl..
edge; and was not likely to have any, seeing he did not belong
to the city.

Nothing was said to James, until the sum he had earned
was placed in his hands; and this was done by Mr. Chauncey
himself.

"And now, my young man, if you can spare me a little of
your time, I should like to ask you a few questions."

"Certainly, sir."
"Sit down here by me in this chair."
James seated himself, as requested.
"Our porter, with whom you have been working, tells me

you are looking for a place. Is that so?"
"I have been looking for a place, sir, the last three weeks;

but not being able to find one, had concluded last night that I
had better go back into the country again. But the thought
came into my mind this afternoon, that since I was here, I
might better stay, and try to support myself by working with
my hands in some way, until the times should be better. They
say the times are very hard now, and there is no business
doing."

"But you found something to do as soon as you made up
your mind to do something, did you not?"

"Yes, sir."
"Yes, and if many of these fellows that are spending their

time and money, and idling at hotels, and pretending they
can't find employment, would just strip off their coats and go to
work, they would soon find employment enough. You needn't
laugh, Sammy," -looking at his partner, who was busy at the
desk, and who, knowing the peculiarities of his senior, could
not help being amused at the earnestness of his manner, for he
was gesticulating quite violently. "I say it is so. If people
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would only go to work, they'd find work enough to do. When
I first came to the city, I carried bundles, trunks, anything I
could get hold of, to earn a shilling."

After a few moments' pause, the gentleman commenced again.
"You say you are from the country?"
"Yes, sir.
"Where is your home?"
"I cannot say that I have any home, sir?"
"No parents?"
" No, sir.~~
"Well, now, if you have no particular objections, I should

like to hear about you - how you are situated, and how you
have got along, and what induced you to come to the city. Let
me hear the whole story -4hat is, if you have no objections."

"I have no objections, sir." And James gave him an ac-
count of the last two years of his life, omitting but few items,
and these such as he supposed of no consequence.

Mr. Chauncey was silent a few moments.
"Do you not suppose you could get a living in the country,

by working on a farm. You have done something at that -you
cannot get a living here without hard work - not only work
with your hands and feet, but your head must work too, I can
assure you, for I know all about it. Our merchants work
harder than any farmer you can name.~~

"I don't mind work, sir, whether it be in the country or the
city; but it has seemed to me, as I have no father to give me
land to work on, and no means of my own to purchase land,
that if I could get a place in some good house, and could by
faithful conduct, after some years, establish a good character, it,
would be worth more to me in the city than it could possibly be
in the country."

"A good character is of great value in either the city or the
country; but you are right in thinking it would be of more
value here. Then that is your plan, in the first place, to estab-
lish a good character?"

"That is what I have thought, sir."
"And you think it would be better for you to get into some

good house where you could learn business, and whose word
as to character and efficiency would be of value to you, than to
be going from pillar to post because you might get larger pay.
You think the character would be better to you than the
money?"

"Don't you think it would, sir?"

"Yes, my boy, I do think so."
Mr. Ohauncey now arose and walked to his desk, and after

writing a few moments, he returned, holding a letter in his
hand.

"I don't like to be taking your time without compensation;
so, if you will take this letter to this address - you see, No. -

John Street. Do you know where the street is?"
"I can find it, sir. I can inquire.~~
"That is right; learn to use your wits. Well, take this let-

ter, and ask for the lady of the house. Give it to her, and she
will send an answer back by you; and here is twenty-five cents
for your trouble."

"Oh, thank you, sir; I will do your errand with pleasure. I
don't wish any pay."

"Oh, yes. Your time is of consequence to you, and I have
kept you now longer than I ought, talking to you. Take all
the money you can get honestly."

"Well, Sammy," said Mr. Ohauncey, turning towards his
partner as soon as James had left the office, and after watching
his spry, elastic step until he had disappeared at the outer dcor,
"what do you think of him?"

"I must say, sir, that I feel very favorably impressed to-
wards him. I like his countenance, too - it expresses energy
and honesty. I guess the poor fellow has seen some hard times.
There were some parts of his story that he seemed to gloss over;
bi~tt I noticed that his countenance flushed, and his eye spark-
led as though he remembered, though he didn't care to speak of
them. Don't you think there is a good deal in his looks and
ways that reminds one of Henry ?"

"It was that very thing that first attracted my notice" (two
years ago Mr. Chauncey had lost a promising son of about the
age of James). "That boy has had a good early training, depend
upon it. There is truth in his very look. You know my plan
has always been to have the boy that I take live in the house
with me."

"Yes, sir."
"And therefore I think it right that Mrs. Chauncey should

be consulted before I make any engagement of that sort. She
was so tried by Tom's clownish ways "(the Tom referred to here
was their present book-keeper - we shall introduce the gentle-
man in good time);" so I have sent that line to her, that she may
have a chance to talk with him, and say how she likes him.

7
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You feel satisfied, then, that I should make a bargain with
him?"

"I do, sir, perfectly."
"The fact is, Sammy, Tom is not just such a person as I

like. I know he is a good accountant; and that is all you can
say about him. But there is nothing congenial about him. He
seems to have no heart. I don't believe, for all my wife and
myself have done for him, that he cares one straw about us, and
I believe he would leave -us any day if he thought he could get
a little more salary than we give him."

The idea conveyed in the sentiment, "that he has no ~
gives a clue to the character of Mr. Chauncey. He was a
prosperous merchant, and rigid in all that pertained to busi-
ness matters. Those who served him must do their work faith-
fully; and they all knew this. But that was not all he wanted:
lie wanted their good will; he wanted to be interested in
them, and have them interested for him. It was his happi-
ness to contribute to the happiness of those about him; and his
clerks, as well as those who served him in a lower capacity, were
objects of his solicitude, and he sought opportunities for their
advancen~ent without regard to his individual interest. His
present partner had been brought up with him, and advanced
from one position to another, until he found one day upon his
desk a note enclosing an advertisement which he was to carry
to the Ever&ing Post, provided the purport of it met his own
views. The advertisement was a notice that James Chauncey
had that day taken Samuel Tinkham into copartnership, under
the firm of Jas. Chauncey & Co.

Other clerks had been assisted to connection with other
firms, or into business on their own account; he, feeling that
one who had reached a safe standing himself, was bound by
every principle of justice and right feeling to give a helping
hand to those especially who have been under his own care.

Mr. Chauncey never had a partner before he gave that posi-
tion to young Tinkham. Of that young man he had become
very fond. He had been with Mr. Chauncey since he was
fourteen years of age, and had made himself so agreeable in
the family, and~was so faithful and efficient in the store, and
withal seemed to have such a warm, generous, loving disposi-
tion, that he was loved by Mr. and Mrs. Chauncey almost as a
son. He therefore, soon after the death of his only son, made
up his mind to take one into close alliance with himself, who

might share duties and responsibilities, which, as he was ad-
vancing in life, were becoming somewhat onerous."

"I rather guess, Mrs. Chauncey is having a long talk with
our boy. It is time he was back. Ay, here he comes."

James had walked fast, for, as he entered the office, his face
was q~iite flushed, and he seemed short of breath.

"The lady requested me to say to you, sir, that she had no
time to write, but thaj I might say 'that she was perfectly sat-
isfied.'"

"All right. Now sit down, andwe will finish our talk. You
say you are looking for a situation. Have you any choice of
business.~~

"I do not know that I have, sir; only, if I could have a
choice, I should prefer being in a situation where I could have
an opportunity to learn general business, than where I could
only learn the prices of goods, as in a retail store; but I am
not particular. I suppose I can learn in any place if I try.

"Well, now, to cut the matter short, how would you like
being here?"

"I should like it very much, sir."
"You think you would? Well, your disposition to work,

and to make yourself useful, induces us to give you a trial at
least. So I make you this offer. You are to live with me.
By the way, how did you fancy the lady to whom you took that
note?"

"Very much, sir."
"Well, we shall not either of us know how we shall like one

another, until we have a trial together. My proposition to you
is, as I have just said, that you live in my family - that, of
course, provides you with board free of cost to you. In addi-
tion to that, we shall allow you one hundred dollars for the
first year. That sum ought to provide you with clothes and
spending money. This arrangement we propose for the first
year; what shall be done after that, must depend upon your
conduct and efficiency. Now, what do you say about it?"

"I can only thank you, sir, for your offer; and hope I may
be able to please you."

"I might now say some things to you by way of advice; but
as you have anticipated the need for that by your acknowledg-
ment of the necessity of a character for honesty and efficiency
to- a young man, I will spare myself, and you too, all that
trouble. Mr. Tinkham here, my partner, will take you more
especially under his charge, and put you in the traces. His
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will here is law as much as mine. When 'will you be ready to
come?"

"I am ready now, sir.'
"But you have a trunk, I suppose; you will need to have

that removed to my house."
"I have a small ti unk, sir, that I can carry there whenever~

you think proper I should do so."
"Perhaps you may as well go and attend to that now. Have

you anything special, Mr. Tinkham, that you wish done?" ad..
dressing himself to that gentleman.

"There are a couple of letters to be copied, but there will
probably be time to do that in the morning.

"Could, I not get my trunk in the evening, sir?"
"Yes, yes, if you feel anxious to get to your work."
So James mounted to the station assigned him at a side desk,

and commenced the great work of a tussle for character and
independence.

CHAPTER X.

R. CIJAUNCEY'S family was not large. It consisted
merely of his wife, himself; a niece, the sister oE' him
whom we have named Tom the book-keeper, and
her mother. The lady was a half-sister of Mrs.

Chauncey. She was now a widow. It had been a source of
trial to her that young Mr. Tinkham had been taken into the
concern. She had hoped, as her son Tom had been brought up
by his uncle, that of course at proper age the place would have
been kept for him. Tinkham was indeed two years older; b~ut
she thou~t, as her son was so near a relative, his uncle could
have wai~d a little. But whatever h~artburnings she had they
were carefully concealed. Like many mothers, she was blinded
towards the faults of her children. Mr. Chauncey, however, was
not a person likely to be blind in a matter that concerned him
so nearly, both as to interest and comfort, as the character of a
partner m business, and therefore made his own arrangementss
independent of relationship.

The other member of the family was a daughter,~ now in her
fifteenth-year; she was at present, however, away from home at
boarding school; so that the whole family consisted of five
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persons besides the servants. A sixth member was now to be
added, in the person of James Bellfield.

While James was busily employed copying his letters, he
scarcely noticed the fact that some one had entered the office,
so absorbed was he in his work; and that he did not turn his
head to look was noticed by Mr. Chauncey, and a good mark
scratched down to his account in Mr. Chauncey's mind. He
liked to see mart or~ boy give his whole mind to the business of
the present moment.

The person who entered the office was a young man about
twenty years of age, dressed in a style rather showy than gen-
teel, He wore his hair long so as to cover his ears, and even
the collar of his coat; it curled a little at the ends, and seemed
to be an object of much care to its owner, for the curls at the
sides, which dangled over the ears, had evident signs of being
assisted by artificial means; the color was light, and the gloss
upon it proceeded from a lavish use of bear oil. The features
were well enough; there was not any one of them that marred
the beauty of the others, as will sometimes be the case; and
yet the combination was not peculiarly attractive. In fine, he
would certainly not have been called handsome, while there
was nothing decidedly uncomely.

Mr. Chauncey addressed him as he came in and put his hat
upon the peg.

"Well, Tom, when did you get back?~~
"About an hour ago." The voice was not clear and cheery,

nor did its low tones manifest the respect due to the head of the
house. It appeared as if it was a matter of little consequence
whether he was heard or not.

"How did you find matters?"
"About as you expected."
"Well, I should like to know some particulars, if not too

much trouble." Mr. Chauncey now spoke in a more decided
manner, and the young man. evidently felt reproved, for a slight
flush suffused his cheek, and he replied in amore clear and
distinct tone.

"The house has not failed. They had a muss with a man
about a disputed claim. The man attached their store; but
they gave security until the thing is settled by law."

"Will our note be paid?"
"So they say."*
There was a moment's pause, when Mr. Chauncey, perceiving

that the eye of the young man was turned father inquiringly
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towards the desk where James was busily engaged in writing,
remarked, -~

"That is Master James Belifield, our new hand. James, this
is my nephew, Mr. Thomas Hendricks.

James, at the first mention of his name, had turned round and
bowed to the young man, who took no further notice of the
new hand than by an unmeaning stare. But when Mr. Chauncey
formally introduced his nephew, James quickly left his desk
and advanced to the former, bowing, and cordially giving his
hand. All the notice he received in turn was the projecting
of two fingers, which James might grasp or not. No other
motion was made, and not a word said; and as quickly as he
had left his desk, James returned to it.

This little affair did not escape the quick eye of Mr. Chauncey,
and it did not increase his favorable view of Mr. Tom.

After James had finished the work assigned him, as the day
was drawing to its close, Mr. Ohauncey said to him, -~

"Now, James, you may go and see about your trunk, and J
will be at the house to introduce you to Mrs. Chauncey. Try
to be there by half-past six o'clock, for that is our tea-time."

"Thank you, sir; I will be there in time."
As James left the store, he met on the sidewalk his friend

Tim. Tim had taken a wonderful liking to the youth, and had
been all along indulging a hope that he would either be em-
ployed there, or that the interest of the boss would be exerted
to procure a situation for him elsewhere. So the first question
Tim asked him, as he laid his hand upon the youth's shoulder
was,

"Have they took ye?"
"Yes, sir."
"And you're to be here in the store?"
"Yes, sir."
"Now, I tell ye, my boy, thank God for that; it's a chance

among a thousand ye've got; mind my word. But where are
ye goin' to stop?"

"I am going now to my boarding place to get my trunk and
carry it to Mr. Chaun~y's."

"Yes, sir.
"Well be praised! ye are in luck indeed. Well, now ye

may think it not of much account, but I'm as glad as if it was
my own brother. But thank the Lord, my boy; it's a rare
chance you've got. But how are ye goin' to carry your trunk?
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Can't you jist wait till the store is closed, and I'll go wid you,
and shoulder it for you free of cost?"

"Oh, thank you, sir. I would not trouble you to do that.
I can easily carry it."

"Well, God bless you."
And James hastened on his way. What a new aspect every

object presented from that of the previous day! Hope was now
exerting her influence, quickening every t~erve in his body, and
shedding light on his whole path. Who of all he met and jos-
tled in the crowded street was so happy as himself? He almost
felt like telling to the passers-by his great success, and what
bright prospects were before him. He almost thought they
were acquainted already with his secret, for some bright faces
that he met seemed to smile upon him as he passed.

It was drawing very near the hour for tea, and Mr. Chaun-
cey, being a little peculiar on the subject of punctuality, both
in his business and family arrangements, was standing by the
window, looking out as he heard a cart coming, which, he sup-
posed, might he the bearer of the trunk; but the cart passed
rapidly on. In a moment more, a boy with a trunk on his
shoulder, passing the window, quickly turned up the stoop.

"I declare!"
Mr. Chauncey said nothing more, but hurried from the room,

and was just in time to meet the ring of the bell and open the
door.

"What! could you not find some one to carry your trunk?"
"I did not need any one, sir; it is not heavy."
"I am afraid it took all your change to settle for your,

board. I ought to have spoken to you about that."
"Oh, thank you, sir, I had enough to pay my bill, and five

dollars over. But I thought I might as well save a shilling as
not."

Mr. Chauncey was well pleased with this explanation, but he
made no reply to it. He had, in his day, done the same thing
himself. It confirmed him, however, in the opinion he had
formed of the boy, and that gratified him.

The girl now came whose business it was to answer the bell.
"Jane," said Mr. Chauncey, "please show this young gentle-

man to his room;" and then, turning to James, "Our supper-
bell will ringing afew moments."

"Although the girl offered to carry his trunk up the stairs,
James would not allow her to do so. It was a. small matter -

too small, perhaps, the reader may think, to mention at all; but
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it had its influence, and at once affected the mind of the ser-
vant favorably towards the new-corner, and the good-will of a
menial is sometimes of serious consequence.

At the ring of the bell James entered the dining-room, and
received a very gracious reception from Mrs. Ohauncey.

"1 suppose," she said, as she took his hand, "you did not
anticipate, when we had our interview this afternoon t
would be this evening a member of our family?" hat you

"N6, ma'ain; I did not then imagine such a thing could be."
"Well, I hope the arrangement will be for our mutual com-

fort." Her sister, Mrs. Hendricks, just then entered the room,
followed by her daughter. "My sister, Mrs. Hendricks Mas-
ter James BeUfield, sister, - my niece, Miss Louise Hendricks."

James made a polite obeisance to both ladies, but as their
salutation to him was quite formal, and, as he imagined, rather
cold, he did not venture to offer his hand. Mrs. Chauncey no
doubt noticed the coldness of their reception, as she immedi-
ately said, -

"Master Bellfield is to be a member of our family, sister.
Mr. (Jhauncey has taken him into his office."

The color now was very visible on the face of Mrs. Hen-
dricks. She had taken her seat at the table; she and her
daughter occupying one side, and James the opposite side.

"Indeed!" There was a moment's pause as though in doubt
whether~ to give the rest of her thoughts; she then continued:
"IL had no idea that any more help was needed; at leastso I
understood from what was said the other day when young Samp-
son was talked about."

Mr. Chance now felt called upon to explain matters. He
spoke in a calm, deliberate manner.

"Tim Sampson was not such an one as I thought would fill
the place we need filled in the office, nor is he such an one as I
think your sister would like in the family; therefore I an-
swered to your application, Sister Hendricks, that we had no
place for him."

"Oh, well," the lady replied quickly, "you know it's nothing
to me; only Mrs. Sampson might think strange of it, seeing so
soon after you had taken some one

James began to feel quite unpleasantly, and Mrs. Ohauncey,
herself possessed of keen sensibility, entered at once into his
situation.

"You know, sister, that gentlemen in business have their
own notions of what they want in a clerk, and IL fear Master

James here may feel unpleasantly if he should be made to feel
that he had interfered with any one else; and I can assure you
he did not even apply for it."

"That is true," immediately responded Mr. Chauncey; "the
place rather sought him. So he stands on strong ground, and I
hope he will retain the good opinion we have all former of
him."

The conversation was now turned upon Qther subjects by the
ingenuity of the lady of the house.

Mrs. Hendricks and her daughter did not retire immediately
after supper, but remained with the family most of the even-
ing; and perhaps feeling that her reception of James had not
been as cordial as politeness demanded, she seemed desirous of
atoning for it, and was qtiite social with him, much to the sur-
prise and gratification of both Mrs. Chauncey and her husband;
for although the latter was in business matters straightforward
and self-reliant, yet it always annoyed him to feel obliged to
carry out his own views in opposition to those connected with
him, especially if they were in any measure dependent upon his
good-will. * He was therefore much pleased to find that the new
member of the family was like to prove an acceptable inmate.

The self-possessed, easy, and pleasant way in #v'hich James
answered all questions, and related so much of his history as
was called for by inquiry, was highly gratifying; and when
he was retiring for the night, the unaffected politeness of his
"good-night" assured Mr. a~d Mrs. Ohauncey that they had
met with one~ after their own Tieart.

The room assigned to James was the front chamber of the
third story, of good size, and neatly furnished; and the various
little comforts it contained reminded him most forcibly of his
childhood's home. Placing his candle on the stand where lay a
neatly bound Bible, he opened to the passage that had afforded
such comfort in his dark hour the night before. He read it
now with increased interest, he felt that he liad been taken by
the hand and led to that room. It had not been his own skill
that directed, nor his own unaided effort that had accomplished
his success. And yet he could not but see that his resolution
to do whatever his hand could find to do that was honest had
met with a reward. "He had been in the way of duty, and in
that way God had interposed for his help." Here was a lesson
for him to remember, - a life-lesson he meant it should be, -

"to do what seems present duty, - to attend to it earnestly,
with the whole energy of body and will;" then he could leave

7*
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the result to Him who has all hearts in His hand, and all events
at His disposal.

James had been in the habit of rising early; it was no hard-
ship for him, therefore, to be up with the dawn and get ready
for his day's labor. It had been the business of the porter to
call at the house of Mr. Chauncey in the morning and get the
key 6f the store, and to sweep the store and office, and put
things in order for the business of the day. But as it was giv-
ing Tim an extra walk night and morning to bring the key and
get it again, the duty of locking up and opening the store was
assigned to James, as well as that of sweeping the office; Tim
to be there as usual ~to attend to things outside. But this
morning he found everything already done to his hand, and the
office especially in the most perfect order.

"I'm a-thinkin'," said Tim, as he looked round at things,
"ye~re an old hand at the business, -~ ye've been in an office
afore now?"

" INo, never.~~
"Then ye lam easier than most folks. Now there's Mr.

Tom, for all the years he was boy here, never could lam to do
things up to please the boss. But between you and me, it's my
guess he didn't put his mind intil it. But I tell ye, ye're on
the right track, and there ain't a man in this town as looks
closer into things as the boss. When man or boy is up to the
chalk, he knows it, and he remembers it. And if they go at
their work in a devil-may-care kind of a way, he can see it, and
what's more, he can remember it too. Ye'll git credit for the
looks of things here this morning. "

"I am glad if you think it looks as it ought."
"Ah, it's as nice as nice can be! But how did ye manage

to keep yourself' from the dust? Ye're clothes is as free from
any foul as if they'd jist come out of a box?"

"I took the liberty of making use of an old pair of overalls
I found under the stairs. I believe you wore them yesterday."

"Well, I'm right glad if they served your turn."
"I can get me a pair, I suppose, at the slop shops?"
"That ye can, and if ye'll step in, as ye're goin' or comin'

from the house, to the store of Jerry Lackland it's at the cor-
ner of John street and William, ye'll be suited to a T, and
chape too. And now, I'm a-thinkin', it must be breakfast time;
be on your way, and I'll be here to see to things till Mr. Tom
comes, he's no that regular; though, like as not, Mr. Tinkham

will be the first on hand. Tom, I'm a-thinkin' - well, it don't
matter now, and mebby ye'll be late to the breakfast."

As James left the store, Tim went on talking to himself,
according to a habit he had when his mind was exercised. "A
clever young chap, that; but if my guess is right, he'll see trouble
jist for his cleverness. I could see Tom don't fancy him: Toni
ain't no fool, heavy and dull as he seems; the more the boss
shows any likin' to the youngster, the more Tom's back will be
up; he'll sarcumvent some mischief- see if he don't; he's jist
devil enough to do it." This monologue was cut short by the
entrance of Mr. Tom.

"Good-mornin'!" says Tim, in a pleasant, cheery voice.
"Ye're airly this morning. "

"Are you here alone? - the youngster not come down yet?"
"Bless you! he must a been here by daybreak; for when I

came, he had everything to rights as nice as a new pin. It's
my opinion, ye'll have rare help in the office, when he gets
lamed to the ways of business."

"Where is he from?"
"The country, away somewhere."
" Who introduced huxa? "

"Jist his own self. The boss took a notion to him for see-
ing him as he helped me git in the barrels of sugar."

"Don't he know anything about him?"
"Only what his own eyes seed. No; he's took, hit or miss;

but I guess he's made a right hit this time."
"What do you know about him? how can you tell how he's

goin' to turn out? I suppose he's wheedled Uncle Chauncey
by a parcel of lies."

"Niver a bit of a lie iver comes out of his mouth. No, no!
he's none o' that sort, Mr. Tom: mind me for that; he's a raal
bred and born gentleman."

Without further speech with Tim, the young man walked
into the office, and taking up the morning paper, sat down as
if to read; but he merely opened and laid it on his lap; he was
thinking.

There are few of the human race, especially among those who
have had a chance for early training in the moral code of the
scriptures, who can indulge either bad passions or vicious prac-
tices, and enjoy an~ easy mind. The fountain within is polluted,
and its emanations are apt to make the individual an unpleas-
ant companion to others, because the source of feeling is cor-
rupt. Tom Hendricks was not congenial with the spirit of



156 RESOLUTION RESOLUTION1. 157

those he associated with through the day, because he was un-
happy: he was civil, because he was obliged to be; he attended
to his work, because he knew strict and careful attention
was a necessity, if he meant to retain his place; and lie also
knew that his salary was larger than he could obtain elsewhere.
He was unhappy, because he was not pursuing an open, pure,
and upright course; he was conscious of wearing a mask. His
uncle had been a good friend to him, but it would not have an-
swered for that friend to have looked behind the mask; nor
would it have answered for that friend to have followed him
to his evening engagements; and Tom was conscious of this.
his disposition, naturally, was unsympathizing. When a boy
in the family of his uncle, he seemed to keep aloof from all fam-
ily interests; he never positively refused to do an errand when
called upon by his aunt - tlba~ would not have answered, and
he knew it; but he did not reply to her request with complai-
sance, nor did he take any pains to make himself agreeable in
general. If possible, he would aVoid being present when there
was company; he seemed to despise all forms of politeness. He
was especially unwilling to be in the society of young ladies,
and when his cousin Leonora and his sister Louise had visitors
of their age, he would, if possible, secrete himself with the ser-
vants in the kitchen; he felt more at ease and at home with
them.

in the office, he performed the task assigned him in a mechan-
ical way, doing pretty well what he attempted, but without
manifesting any desire to comprehend anything further about
business than to make correct calculation of figures and write
a good hand. He was, as Mr. Chancy said, a good book-
keeper, and that was all, and all he was ever likely to be.

When the books were committed to his charge, his salary was
raised to its maximum, and being more than sufficient for his
maintenance, he of course sought a new boarding place, much to
his own relief:, as well as that of his uncle's family.

Mrs. Hendricks had great faith in her son Tom; the very
peculiarities which made him unpopular with the rest of his
family, she construed as signs in his favor.

"Tom" she would say, "is no lady's man; he has no palaver
about him, and I'm glad of it."

"But, sister," replied Mrs. Chancy, "it surely would be
better for him and pleas~inter for others if he were to be a little
more complaisant. I know his uncle has regretted it very
much."

CC It is better to be honest than polite; and Tom is honest I
know that," replied Mrs. Hendricks with a little more spirit
than seemed called for.

"The two are not of necessity disjoined, sister. No one
that I know doubts his honesty; neither, I think, does a~y one
doubt the honesty of Samuel Tinkliam, and yet he is courteous
to every one.~,

"Oh, yes!" it's all very well to bring up Tinkham - he has
played his cards very well. Poor Tom, I suppose, if he had
have cringed, and bowed, and been soft-spoken and mealy-
mouthed; might have been something more than a mere book-
keeper."

"There is no doubt, sister, that Tom has lost a fine chance,
and all through his own wilfulness; often and often have I
begged him to take more pains to suit his uncle."

"He never could suit him; I saw that plain enough, years
ago. Mr. Chauncey was prejudiced against him from the first
- bttt it's no matter; people that are dependent upon friends,
even if it's near relations, have to feel it."

When Mrs. Hendricks began to talk in this strain, her sis-
~er would either retire, or forbear to reply. She knew how lit-
tle reason the former had to justify her in such an expression;
how really unkind and perfectly unjust the idea conveyed, so
fal' as she or her children were concerned. No own brother
could have done more to make her feel at home t}~ian Mr.
Ohauncey had done; and had Tom manifested even moderate
business talents, and an accommodating, genial spirit, he would
not have wanted for encouragement and aid.

Mr. Chauncey, although a shrewd man as to business matters,
was not of that class who are on the watch for evil. He pre-
ferred thinkincr well of those about him until their delinquen-
cies should be forced upon his notice. When Tom Hendricks
left his house to procure board elsewhere, Mr. Ohauncey did not
feel called upon to watch over him beyond the precincts of his
office. Tom had been brought up in the city; he was not ig-
norant of its ways; he had a mother and sister who appeared
to be deeply interested in his welfare, and who had selected
a boarding-place for him; and as the family was respectable, and
one with which Mrs. Hendricks was intimate, of course it
would have been thought a work of supererogation for Mr.
Chauncey to be peering into the whereabouts of the young man
who was his book-keeper, after the close of the day, under these
circumstances.
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At the time of which we are now writing, Tom had been his
own master for about six months - two months of the time of
age, and, according to his own idea, responsible to no one. He
seldom visited his uncle and aunt, nor did his mother and sister

Isee much of him. He would call upon them occasionally, but
rather to get some assistance in the way of clothes mending,
than out of respect or affection. At least, so it appeared to his
sister.

"I don't believe, mamma," said Louise, one day, after one of
those short business calls, "that Tom cares much about us."

"Why do you speak so, Louisa? you are very unjust."
"I do not wish to be unjust, mamma; but does he ever come

and sit down with us, and allow us to have a little social chat?
He half the time does not even take his hat off, he is in such a
hurry; and I don't think I ever heard him thank you for any-
thing you did for him."

"You talk very strange, Louise; I wonder what has set you
up so against Tom. Your Aunt Sarah don't like him, I know,
-she never did, nor your uncleeither; but you ought not to
let their speeches prejudice you against your brother.".

"Why, mamma, I never heard Aunt Sarah speak a word un-
kindly towards Tom m my life, nor uncle neither. Sometimes
of course, Aunt Sarah was tried, because Tom behaved rudely
when we had company; and you know, mamma, how you
scolded him yourself on that account."

Mrs. Hendricks knew ~vell enough the truth of all this, but
she could mnot bear to acknowledge the faults of her son, and
tried to hide his delinquencies by charging his want of success
in gaining the favor of friends to their unjust prejudice.

The family where Tom boarded lived in Franklin Street, and
consisted of a widowed mother and two children - a son and
daughter. The mother had been left with a small income, be-
sides the house which she owned. As herincome was not quite
sufficient tc~ enable her to educate he~ children as she wished,
she had generally a couple of boarders - young men, who, for a
reasonable board, were willing to occupy one room. The room
was on the ground floor in a back building, and as a small alley-
way led from the street into the back yard, access could be ob-
tained to the back building as well in that way as through the
house. Mrs. Granger, the lady just spoken of was highly re-
spected, and very careful in her watch over her own children,
and of course particular as to the character of those she admitted
to her family as boarders. The young man who was associated

as a room-mate with Tom was from the country. He had been
recommended to her by a commission merchant in the domestic
goods line, and with whom the young man was a clerk. Torn
she knew, and had always known, as she was well acquainted
with his mother - in fact, an old friend. She was also a visi-
tor at the house of Mrs. Ohauncey, and although not on §uch in-
timate terms with the latter as with her sister, yet the fact that
Tom had been so long in her family, and that he was in the em-
ploy of Mr. Chauncey, gave her assurance that all was right with
him.

It was about a month after James had been taken into the
family of Mr. Chauncey, that Mrs. Hendricks received a call
from her friend Mrs. Granger. Louise was not at home, so that
the two ladies had an opportunity for private conference, which
was what Mrs. Granger wanted. She had come for that specific
object. She had come to talk about Tom, but as the communi-
cation she wished to make tended towards a suspicion that all
was not right with him, she found it more unpleasant than she
had anticipated to open the conference. Her feeling as a
mother shrunk from saying to one in her own situation what
her own heart would be grieved to learn. She was, however,
somewhat relieved from her embarrassment in opening the sub-
ject by a direct question from Mrs. Hendricks.

"Well, Susan," - they were nearly of an age, and still, as
formerly, called each other by their first name, - "how do you
get along with Tom? I declare I have not seen him for a
month past. I expect he finds it so pleasant at' your house of
an evening, that he can't break away to visit his mother; but
I'm glad of it - poor fellow! he never felt at home here. I
am glad he has a place that he likes, though I wish he would
just run in once in a while, ifit is only to satisfy Louise. She
scolds about it sometimes -~ but I tell her she needn't fret, for
she has got a beau now."

"What, Louise! surely not - so young, too, as she is?"
replied Mrs. Granger in surprise.

"Oh, I didn't mean anything serious, so don't be fright-
ened; it is only the boy Mr. Chai~icey has taken in his office.
He lives here, and as he seems to be quite ready to wait on
ladies, whenever Louise wants to go out of an evening, why he
is very willing to wait upon her. Tom was never a lady's man."

"Well, I did not know how that was when he was younger."
"No, he never was." And as the reply of Mrs. Granger

seemed to suggest a change in that respect, Mrs. Hendricks

4



160 RESOLUTiON RESOLUTION. 161

caught at it, and asked in continuation, "Does he seem to be
more particular in attention to ladies now?"

"IL should think, perhaps, he may be not so shy of them as
you say he once was."~i1 "IL am glad to hear that. IL noticed, when IL last saw him,
that he was pinked up, and looked quite stylish-like. IL sup.
pose he feels more free at your house than he did here."

"IL don't know as to that; we very seldom have company.
I ~ Susie is very young, and Alfred and she have such long lessons

to study of an evening, that IL do not encourage their having
company much on that account. No: it is not from anything

'44 IL have noticed at our house. But IL know tnat he and young
Tyson are fond of the theatre; they go pretty often, and they
speak sometimes of the girls that accompanied ~them. I have
refrained from asking any questions on the subject, and in gen-

eral divert the conversation, as IL do not care to have the sub-11 :i ject of theatres, and actors and actresses, dwelt too much upon
before the children."

Mrs. Hendricks was silent a moment; she was somewhat dis-
turbed. She had sense enough, and knowledge enough of
theatres in New York, to know that circumstances alter cases, as1I~
much in regard to that amusement as others of a kindred
nature; it might be a harmless recreationor the most direct
road to ruin. In rather an agitated tone, she asked, -'II "Do you know what ladies accompanied him there?"

4 "IL do not. AIIIL know about it is this: Ihaveawomanto
wash for me once a week. As IL keep but one servant, as you
know, Janette, and as she is such an excellent girl, IL do not like
to put too much upon her, for.she is not very strong; so IL hire
for washing. Well, last week Janette asked me one day, when
she was dusting the parlor, if IL knew anything about Mrs. Pal-
lis's family? IL told her IL did not; but IL had heard that her
husband was a cartman, and that he was a dissipated character,
and did very little towards the support of his family. She then
asked if IL knew anything about her daughters? IL answered,
no: IL knew nothing of them. IL then said, Why do you ask,
Janette? She replied that Mrs. Pallis had told her the last day
she washed for us, that ~our young gentlemen visited at her
house very often, and that they had taken her girls to the
theatre, and that they often took them to ice-cream gardens. IL
told Janette that IL thought there must be some mistake; IL
could not believe the young gentlemen who had been used to
such different society would visit among persons of that class.

Janette said, she could hardly believe it either; but Mrs. Pallis
had insisted upon it that it was so."

Mrs. Hendricks was much excited, and replied quite tartly, -

"IL don't believe a word of it, and IL don't want to hear
stories about my children that come through servants, and IL
almost wonder that you should listen to such a story a niinute."

"Perhaps IL have done wrong to say anything to you about
it, but IL thought it might be better you should know what was
told me."

"IL shall see Tom, and askh~;he~tellmethetruth:he
always does. It seems so strange that people are always picking
at my children; and now, IL suppose, you will go down-stairs,
and tell all this to Sister Chauncey, and she will believe any-
thing that is said against Tom, for she hates him.~~

"IL don't believe that it is in the power of your sister to hate
anybody. But you need not fear that IL shall mention the mat-
ter IL have told you; because you asked me, and, as a mother
you had a right to know if there was anything wrong in the
conduct of your son."

"IL don't believe there is anything wrong. In the first place,
I have no faith in servants' stories; and in the second place,
even if it was true, it was no doubt a mere frolic on the part
of the young men. You don't suppose either of them would be
seriouss in their attentions to girls of their standing?"

"IL do not pretend to express any opinion; the matter con~
cerns yourself personally, and it affects me only as IL feel in-
terested for you."

"My friends seem to manifest their interest for me in a
queer way. Ohauncey pretends to be very friendly; but what
does he do? ILnstead of taking Tom into business with him, as
everybody expected he would when he was of age, he goes and
takes young Tinkham, that smooth-faced hypocrite, IL call him,
and makes him master over my son. IL wish IL hadn't a friend
in the world."

"IL fear you will not have long, if you receive their attempts
to befriend you as you have ~

"IL don't call it an act of friendship to listen to servants' tattle
about my children."

"Well, I must bid you good-morning, but there is one more
question IL must ask you. Do you suppose Messrs. Ohauncey
& Go. are so straitened for money that they cannot pay Tom
his salary?"

"No: what makes you ask such a question as that?"
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hf "Because the arrangement with my boarders has always been
to receive the board once a month; now Tom has not paid one
cent of his board for the last three months."

Mrs. Hendricks was now evidently much alarmed; she turned
very pale, and for a few moments was silent. At length she
asked, -

"Will you tell Tom I want to see him? Ask him to call here

to morrow, either morning or evening."And thus the interview closed.

CHAPTER XI.

NE morning, after James had finished clearing up
things in the office, Tim entered, and took a seat,
an act he seldom ventured upon, except when alone.

"Mr. James," he said, "if you have a spare minute
Ii ~ or two, I wish you would just sit down a minute. I want to

have a word with you."
James at once complied with the request.
"What is it, Mr. O'Connor? You look as if you had some

bad news to communicate?"
"Well, Mr. James, to tell the truth, it ain't a matter that is

I~ ~ very agreeable; but it's been on my mind off and. on now for
some days, and I've been in a kind of worriment about, thinking ,
mebby, I might be wrong in my suspicions; and then agin
thinking' whether or no I hadn't by rights to speak about it to
the boss; and then acwin I feared to do that, lest I should be

disturbanceafter makin' a great , and getting' my head in a hor-
net's nest. But I have it in my mind, that if so be, I should
just let the thing out to you: it might mebby save you from
getting' into trouble; and it's the livin' truth, as I si.t here, that I
wouldn't see a harm come to you, my boy, than if.you was my
own brother."

"Thank, you, Mr. O'Connor; but what is it you fear on my
account?"

"Well, ye'll think queer mebb
tion; but how do ye get y, at me asking you the ques.along with Tom?""Very well."

"You fancy him, I'm thinking? "

"He seems rather clever; he was rather unsocial at first, and
I took the idea that he didn't like me; but he is quite friendly
now."

"Ay, ay, jist so, - that's jist what I've been a-thinkin'."
Tim was silent after this, as if in doubt whether to say any-

thing further. At length he asked, -

"Does he never ask you to lend him any money?"
"James hesitated a moment, and then replied,
"What makes you ask me that?"
"Ohwell, Imerely wanted to know; but if you are loath to

answer, ye'll pardon the question."
"I have no objections on my own account to answer the

question, but I hope you will say nothing about it; it's but a
small matter, and if he should hear it, lie would think it un-
generous in me to have said, anything to any one about it: I
did lend him five dollars."

"You needn't fear of my tellin': I give ye my honor fur that.
And has he paid you agin?"

"No: I haven't asked him for it."
"Well, now, do you know how he stands on the books? ~'

"No: I never look into the books, only when ordered to make
out an account, or to call off when he writes them up."

"Well, now, Master James, I am no ill-minded towards
Tom; he ain't, indeed, so civil-spoken as a body would like - not
as yourself, or the two bosses; but I cares little for that. But
1 caution you, be on your guard; he ain't a young man as is goin'
the right road, and he ain't one that a young fellow like you,
as knows but little about our city ways, can safely fellow.
Things ain't right with Tom; I'm afeard he is goin' to the bad.
You jist heed what I say, and don't give him a chance to git
yourself into a snare

"I don't see how he can do that?"
"The devil helps them as sarve him; there's no tellin', but if

you will take my advice, ye will no be too intimate with Tom.
Mind your own business, and keep a sharp watch agin harm."

At times it was necessary for James to go down to the store
in the evening in order to call off the books for the month; and
a few evenings after the conversation with O'Connor, as above
related, he was thus engaged, when, the woik having been ac-
complished Tom says, -

"There, Bellfield, that's done with. Now let's have a smoke;
take one?"- handing his box to James.

"I think I bad better not. No, thank you."
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"Why not? I want to smoke, and it's unsocial to smoke
alone. Take one, man; I've plenty of them. Don't you ever
smoke?"

"I have not since I have been in the city. II knew when I
came here that IL should have to screw pretty tight in order to
live at all, and so I concluded I would do without everything
that was not absolutely necessary.~~

"As to screwing, my dear fellow, that's true enough. A man
has got to put the screws on himself, or some one else will put
them on for him. But a segar now and then don't cost much.
You had better take one. I want to have a good talk with you.
Come, don't be so set."

"I thank you; but please excuse me. I should feel unhappy
after it, for I should lose confidence in my ability to keep my
resolution. And we can have a talk without the segar."

Tom made no further attempt to urge compliance, and light.
ing his own segar, took a seat, and after a few puffs turned to
James.

"Now, do you make out a stung of resolutions to govern
yourself by?"

"Not much of a string," replied James, laughing.
"How many?"

Only two or three."
"Not to smoke is one of them. Give us the others."
"Oh, they are little private affairs of my own, not worth re-

peating.~~
"I suppose, then, not to drink anything stronger than water

is one, at any rate?"
"No: I never thought that necessary, as IL like water better

than anything else. But don't you think one ought to have
some few principles to go by and to stick to under all circum-
stances, especially when you have no one to depend upon, and
have got your own living to make and a character to establish,
and that, too, among stranger~?~~

"I'll tell you what my principle is, says Tom, turning tow-
ards James, as he brushed the dshes from his segar. "The world
owes me a living, and IL mean to have it. What do you say to
that?"

James did not answer. He was thinking to reply, "I hope
you mean to get it honestly." But he hesitated to say it, as it
might imply a suspicion that such a qualification had not been
included. Ho was anticipated, however, for Tom very soon
added,

Ii
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"I mean an honest living, though."
"Of course you do," said James.
"An honest living, of course. I don't mean to cheat nor to

steal. What I mean is, the world owes me a living, and I
mean to have a good one. I ain't a-goin' to scrimp things. A
good living is all the world has got to give a fellow. Who will
ever thank you for wearing mean clothes or denying yourself
pleasures. I can get my ten or twelve hundred a year and'
thank nobody. IBut, of course, I've got to work for it. But is
a fellow got to dig over a set of books all day in a dumb old
office, and then go ~ato his room and shut himself up till bed-
time; and then up in the morning, and at it again, the same
old round? A fellow might as well be dead and buried at once."

"Yes, but," replied, James, "one need not always be a clerk.
Would it not be better to save all we can for a few years, and
then, perhaps,.by having a small capital, there might be a chance
to get into business."

"D-h small chance. Not such a business as this. Ding
it all - you wont let me swear, but Ii must use some sort of
out-of-the-way words to express my feelings. But I tell ~you,
Bellfield, I have been cheated out of a good berth here. I
ought to be something more than book-keeper here; and I
should if it hadn't been for an oily tongue and a smooth face."

"Perhaps you did not take pains enough to please your uncle.
And you must not feel hard to me if I say to you now, that I
don't think you are as respectful to him as you ought to be.
1t is not my place to mention it, I know."

"Have you heard him speak about it?"
"No; IL have not. But I thought sometimes he felt it. He

seems a very kind-hearted man."
"Yes, he is. You are right there; he is a kind-hearted man. I

He has been kind to me. But I tell you, Bellfield, when I hear
so much soft-soaping going on, I know how it is that I've been
jostled out of my place by a smooth but no matter: I wont
say what I was going to. But I tell you, I get so stirred up
sometimes, I don't care much what I say or what I do. I tell
you, Bellfield, that Tinkham is a

"Stop, please, stop;" and James laid his hand on Tom's arm.
"I must not stay and listen to any hard names you m~Ly call Mr.
Tinkham. It would not be right. I would not sit still and
hear any one speak rn of one with whom I am living, either in
the house or the store."

I
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"Well, I suppose that is all right. But wait, my boy, and see."
Tom sat silent for a while, puffing away upon his segar, evi-

dently a good deal excited. The subject he had been upon Was
a sore one to Tom. By degrees, however, his mind seemed to
calm down, and when he resumed conversation the tone of his
voice was quite altered. He asked

"What do you do~ with yourself every evening?~~
"When Mrs. Chauncey has no errand for me to do, or your

sister does not wish to go out, I generally go to my room and
rcad or study."

"What do you study?"
"Principally French. I read a little in Virgil every evening,

just to keep up my knowledge of Latin."
"Can you read French'?"
"I can read it better than I can speak it. It is so much like

the Latin that it comes quite easy to me to translate; the great
trouble is to get the true pronunciation. But I mean, as soon
as I can save money enough, to take a quarter's lessons from
some good teacher."

"And that's the reason you wont buy sears, eh?"
"That is one reason. But another is, I have a little sister

to support."
"Heavens and earth! A sister to support? Where is she?

in town?"
"Oh, no. I could not support her here. She is up in the

country.
"But how can you do it on one hundred dollars?'
"I could not do it long on one hundred dollars, to be sure.

But you see, before I came here, I worked six months for a
farmer; that gave me thirty-six dollars. Then, in the winter, I
earned about sixty dollars more teaching a district school. ~So,
when I took my sister away from my relatives, with whom she
had been staying, I got her boarded at a cheap place, - a decent
place, but very plain, for two dollars a week. Then I paid her
board ahead for three months, and left her besides twenty dol-
lars, so that I can, by saving my salary, by the time her money
is out, have some more to send her, so as to keep things a-go-
ing through this year at any rate."

"How do you do about clothes?"
"I have to be very careful about them. To be sure, I have

a pretty good stock on hand; I guess they will last me for six
months yet. It will be tight squeezing, I know; but if I cannot
do any better, I have a gold watch in my trunk and a diamond

ring. The watch was my father's, and the ring was my mother's.
I should hate awfully to part with them; but I know they
would wish me to do so, rather than we should be dependent
on relations."

"You have got relations, then. Are they rich?"
"One of them is."
"Ain't they willing to help?"
"I don't want their help."
"Spunky, ha!
"I feel spunky enough to work for my own living, and for

my little sister too. I would live on bread and water, Mr.
Hendricks, before I would let my little sister be dependent on
our relations, or live anywhere where we could be twitted for
it." James was much excited, and spoke with a force Tom did
not think him capable of."

"I tell you what it is, my boy; do you stop calling me Mister.
Call me Tom. That's the name I go by; and a poor devil of a
Tom at that. You are more of a man than I am this very
minute." And jumping from his seat and throwing the stump
of his segar away, he began upbraiding himself as the greatest
fool that ever went on two legs, and letting off a string of datlis
that made James exclaim at last, -

"Don't, for goodness' sake, use such words."
"How can I help it? Ain't I the~ You don't know, Bell-

field. I feel like such a fool that I would thank any one to
kick me. Only just think of it-what a fool I've been! Here,
for a year past, I have been receiving a salary of one thousand
dollars a year; and I don't believe nowif my board bill was
paid, I have enough money due me to pay it."

"I suppose it costs you considerable to support your mother
and sister."

Tom walked up and down the office two or three times with-
out speaking. At length he resumed his seat, and looking full
at James, -

"How has it come about that you can go to work and
skimp and keep steady digging at work and study just like a
grown-up man, that had a prospect ahead of making a fortune
by it: say nothing about the store-that's all well enough. You
get a small salary now, but will get more, no doubt, another
year. But I mean, how can you sit down in an evening, ham-
mering over French and Latin? What good will they do
you?"

.1
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"French may do me some good; at any rate it is a living
language, and so is the Spanish. I mean to learn that, too."

"Yes, but what I mean is, who trained you to keep so steady
- to knuckle down to work, where other fellows of your age
would want to be out somewhere, having a good time?"

"Nobody trained me to it; but when one is situated as I
am, with n& human being to look to but himself; it makes one
feel rather sober. I don't care much about amusement, and as
I said before, I must save every cent I have. And besides, I
want to improve myself; I had to leave school when my father
died, and if I don't read or study now, I shall never know any-
thing."II Again Tom was silent. Conscious of his own ignorance, be-
yond the mere routine of his daily work, he could not help
feeling a momentary compunction on account of the time he

~ had squandered in idle gossip with his companions, to say noth-
ing of the money he had wasted at theatres and bar-rooms.He knew James was right, and that he was wrong. He would
justify himself; when censured by those in advanced life, by theii ~11 ~ plea, that they had foro'otten the feelings of youth. But this
simple exposition of the better way~ by one much younger than
himself; making no charges, but merely narrating his own course
and the motives which influenced him, threw a flush of shame
upon his heart. Tom had some reflections, that, if followed up

ii an4 acted upon, might yet be of great benefit.
,~ ~ After quite a pause in the conversation, he again turned to

James.
"Don't you sometimes git down-hearted when you think what

a row you've got to hoe?"
"You mean the work I have to do?"'
"I mean the whole tug of life. It's a hard row to hoe, any-

how; and then, at your age, to have to trust to your knuckles to
provide for two of you! I should give up, quit, and let things
go as they might."

"Oh, I don't know! I don't feel discouraged. I have got
along, so far. It was pretty tough, to be sure, when I first
took hold of work on a farm; but I soon got used to it, and
then it was so good to feel I was earning my own bread and
butter, and dependent upon no one. I tell you, Mr. Hen-
dricks ___"

"There you are again!"
James smiled, but went on. "I tell you after the first week,

and I began to get used to the work, ana felt sure that I could

maintain myself by my own hands, I felt as if I had got; into
a new life. I was happy, I tell you."

"Plain fare, I guess."
"I did not mind the fare; working makes a fellow hungry-

it makes everything taste good."
Tom again relapsed into silence, and in the meantime lighted

another segar he puffed away for a while, and then in a sort of
musing way began to let out his feelings.

"Yes, I suppose it would have been better for me to have
been tossed upon the world as you ha~~e been, and had to
scratch and dig as I best could. I don't know as it would have
made much difference. I believe some folks take to the devil
naturally. Don't you never feel ?" turning towards James with
an earnest look - "like having a spree once in a while - that
is, going it jolly with a parcel of fellows?"

"I never fried; I never had a chance to." -

"I 'most wish I had never had the chance. Now tell me,
honestly, are you happy?"

"I feel pretty happy; why should I not? I am sure I ought
to be; I have a comfortable home, and so far I am not faulted.
I try to do the best I can, and your uncle has told me that
when he saw anything wrong in me he would tell me of it, and
that until he did I might keep my mind at rest. The only thing
that troubles me is the thought that my little sister has not as
snug quarters as I have; I feel bad about that, and when Igo
to bed in my nice room, or sit down to a good rich meal at your
uncle's table, I cannot help feeling bad, because J know how
different she is living. I had rather live on bread and cheese
myself, and sleep on straw in a garret, if by that means she could
be living as comfortably as I am."

"Why not let her learn a trade or something, so that she need
not always be hanging on to you?"

James colored deeply as he replied,
"I don't know what she might be obliged to do if I should

die, but while I live she shall never be forced to work for a liv-
ing in that way."

"But you will want to get married one of these days, and a
fellow wouldn't care to have a sister tagging after him then."

"I never think so far ahead as that. My little sister is in
my charge now, and so long as she is dependent she shall lean on
me, and I believe God will help me to take care of her and that
I mean to do, if I have to do it by laboring as a porter or roll-
ing a wheelbarrow."

8
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"Well, there is no use in getting spunky about it."
James spoke earnestly, for he was greatly excited His sister

seemed to him such a sacred charge, that the idea of turning her
off to seek a living for herself was like casting from his heart all
that was entrancing in the memories of parents and home and
childhood's joys. The suggestion had given him a lower opinion
of Tom than he had hitherto indulged. The more earnest, too,
James appeared to be, the more did TonVs conscience stir up
accusations against himself. If the views and feelings of James
were right, then his must be wrong.

"Well, Ii suppose you think I am a mean scamp because I
let uncle support my mother and sister."

"Why, Mr. Hendricks! "- James spoke quickly, - "such a
thought never came into my head."

"Well, maybe it didn't, but I can tell you it came into mine.
Darn it, Bellaeld! let's shut up and go home; I'm getting
spooney.~~

"I guess it is getting about time; your uncle likes to have
us all inhy nine."

"He didn't always get me in at that hour. rns nice elder
clerk, though, wouldn't have run the risk of staying out until

7five minutes after nine o clock, if he had to pass a poor fellow
who was dying in the gutter for want of a little help."

Tom wished to prolong the conversation with James, and as
they left the store, he insisted that James should go round with
him up through Beekman Street. As they drew near to Nassau
Street, they noticed a young man come out of a porter-house in
Nassau Street, and as he attempted to cross the street, he stum-
bled and fell. As he laid still without making any effort to rise,
they both ran up to him, thinking he had injured himself.

Tom was the first to take hold of him; he lay with his face
on his arm, which concealed his features.

"Are you much hurt?" Tom asked, as he was raising him
up.

"Hurt? no; let me alone. Who asked your help? Let me
alone: I s'pose you think I'm drunk, do you?"

These words were interspersed with language not worth while
repeating. Tom, however, had recognized him as his fellow-
boarder, and seemed really distressed. He was still supporting
him, for he was utterly unable to stand, and really~ did not know
what to do with him. To try and get him home in his present
condition on foot would be a difficult task, and he did not fccl
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like being seen walking up Broad~vay with a drunken man on
his arm. At length he said, -

"Belifield, wont you'run to the Park and get a hack?"
James started off on th~ run, while the young man kept

swearing at Tom, and doing his best to throw him off.
"Who is that fellow? - Bellfield! Bellileld! Is that Jim

]3ellfield? Don't let him come near me; the mean scamp, I'll
wring his neck for him. Let me go, Tom llen.dricks: I'll let
you know." With that he struckTomablowinthefacewhich,~
landing on the nose, stirred up Tom's wrath.

"You dirty vagabond, if you don't be quiet, i'll call a watch-
man and have him take you to the watch-house and lock you
up. Be still, I tell you." And Tom, seizing botir hi~ shook
him until the fellow,, feeling his helplessness in the p of 'his
companion, vented his spite in swearing roundly und h~ began
to whine and cry.

"The carriage was soon there, and after much difficulty Tom
contrived to get him in, and then jumped in himself.

"Shall I go with you, Mr. Hendricks?" James asked.
"No; I'll manage him well enough now." But he had to grasp

him again, for h.e began to make a desperate effort to get out and
attack James, at whom he had been swearing vengeance ever
since his return with the carriage. Whether he really recognized
James either by his voice or his countenance, was very uncer~
tam; but he had got hold of the name, and that, even in his
almost unconscious condition, was enough, it seems, to makeup
revengeful feelings.

James, however, fully recognized in the unhappy youth his
cousin Rudolph! There were no feelings of hostility working in
the breast of the former; he was filled with sadness, and as he
walked with rapid steps towards home, his thoughts were on
his uncle and aunt. He sorrowed for them, he pitied them, all
his kind feelings were worked up towards them; and he only
thought 4iow it would be possible for him to exert his influence
in order to prevent the utter ruin of the son he knew they loved
so much.

The next evening, just as they were about to close the store,
Tom asked James if he was not willing to come down after
supper; he wanted to have a talk with him.

"Certainly," was James's reply.
Tom had appeared 'peculiarly sober that day, and there was

nothing of his usual brusque, short manner of speaking nor of
acting; but he seemed absorbed in thought. His replies to his
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uncle were also much more in what James thought a right
strain.

When James came in, Tom was seate~ with the paper on his
lap, and enjoying his segar.

"IL say, Belifleid, I'm glad you've come. I was afraid you
might find that you was wanted to go somewhere. I suppose it's
no use to ask you to take a segar?"

"No, thank you."
"Well, I wont urge you, forl don't know but IL may give up

smoking myself yet; there's no telling. Darn it all! why is it
that it's so easy to learn bad habits, and it goes so against the
grain to practice right habits?"

"Is it, you think?"
"Darned if it ~jfl~~* Now I know swearing is wrong just as

well as you do, but it's just as natural to me to let off an oath
as it is to eat, and I have .to watch like a cat after a mouse to
keep 'em from coming out. How did you manage to leave it
off?"

"I never learned the habjt."
"Never! Didn't you never, when the boys made you mad,

* rip out at them?"
"Yes, I would be mad, to be sure, and give them as good as

they sent; but I never swore at them."
"You've got spunk; did you never fight?"
"I don't remember ever striking any one with my fist; we

used to take it out in wrestling. When I went to school, that
was the way we settled our quarrels get a fellow down and hold
him there until he cried enough. I've done that many a time.
I nevar saw one of my size I could not master, and some even
larger than I was. IL am strong in a grip."

"You say you never swore?"
"No, never."
"Didn't other boys swear - those you played with?"
"Some did - not many of them."
"Well, didn't you want to say, when you was mad."
"IL can't say I did."
Tom was silent a moment, puffing hard on his segar.
"That shows me, Belifleld, that the devil gets hold of some

easier than he does of others. He's had pretty easy work with me,
anyhow. He's never got me to lie yet: not much. IL may have
beat about the bush sometimes; but a straight up and down lie,
that he ain't got me to do yet; and he ain't got me to cheat nor
steal, nor to get drunk - not quite, by George, though I've
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come near it. What do you suppose the devil was ever made
for?"

"I am sure IL don't know; but if we resist him, he will fly
from us."

"How do you know that? ever try it?"
"IL don't know that IL ever thought about resisting him par-

ticularly. IL never think about him any way; but the Bible says,
'Resist the devil and he will fly from ~

"Well, then, he and IL have got to have a fight, for you see IL
am going to quit - turn over a new leaf, as they say. But it
will he a hard tussle, anyhow. Darn it, Bellfleld, if IL could only
had some one to have just taken hold of me when IL was a young
chap, and started me rightjust as you. was."

"IL don't pretend to be right."
"IL know you don't pretend; but you do the right, and it's

just that makes me respect you, and makes me ashamed of my-
self. Do you know you are the only fellow I've ever come across

hat IL could really respect. IL can see you are no soft,yet t
spooney, milk-and-water chap. You've got spunk and vim
enough to make a very devil oft, but you go right straight~ahead
on a bee-line to do right. I've watched you closer than you
think for, since you've been here. IL felt shy of you at first,
for I thought you was one of the Tink - one of the sort of
fellows that had two sides to 'em; but IL soon got rid of that
notion."

"IL am sure IL am very glad to have your good opinion."
"Well, my. opinion ain't worth much to anybody. IL've been

such a poor fool. But I tell you now, Bellfleld, I want to turn
about. IL must do it, or by George it will be a gone case with me.
IL see it; can't you help me?"

And as he said this, Tom threw away his segar, and leaning
Qver, covered his face with his hands.

James. was deeply affected; he felt that his companion was
in earnest, for his whole manner was so different from what
he had ever witnessed in him; but how could he help him?
They were both silent for a few moments. At length James
said, ~

"IL am sure anything IL can do, IL would do with all my heart.
Do you think of any way that IL could be of any service to
you?~~

"Well," said Tom, again raising his head, " IL am going to tell
you all. You may think it strange that IL should ask your help:
you are at least three years younger than I am, and if all was
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as it should be, why I ought to be able to help you; but as it is,
there is -no one I can look to but you. You see I have lost the
good-will of my uncle, and my aunt too, no doubt. Then I
have got a set of acquaintances that are no better than I am
and many of them, if anything, a good deal worse. I can't go
to any of them; I don't want to go to them; I want to get rid
of them; they are only a curse to me. Now see how it was last
night. That fellow boards where I do. I had to go home with
him; the lady who keeps the house sent him off this morning
wouliln't have her family disgraced by keeping such a fellow a
single day. And then she told me that she wished I would look
out for another boarding place for myself when my month was
up. You see how that looks! - ain't fit to be in a decent house:
that's the meaning of it. So here I am - not one friend in the
world; only a set of fellows keeping round me who axe going to
tha devil themselves, and I along with them."

After a few nioments' thought, James replied, -

"Now, Ithink you are mistaken about the feelings of your
uncle and aunt; I will tell you what I believe to be true about
it, you will let me."

Bellfield, I want you to do it; tell me just what you please,
as if I was your brother. If I only had such a? - no, I
wont say that, for it would disgrace you."

"Please don't talk so: it makes me feel bad; you think Worse
of yourself than there is any need for. But as to your uncle, I
knowand I have told you so before,.-J hate to say it to your
face, - but you are not respectful enough to him. 'And shall I
tell you, he thinks you do not care anything for him, and that
you do not manifest any interest in the business. I heard him
say the other night, 'I do wish Tom was different; how glad I
would be to have him in the place of Benson in Antigua. He
might make a fortune for himself.~"

"Did he say so?"
"He certainly did. And now I believe that if you would

only change your course towards him - be free with him, ask
his advice, and take an interest in his concerns - why, Hen..

* drinks, you don't know what he might do for you yet. I'll
bet you would be a partner here in less than two years from
now."

"No, no, BeIlfield, that will never be, never while that -.

But no matter, you wont let me call folks names in your hear-
ing; but though I've been a fool in most things, I've got sense
enough in a certain way. I am not such a fool that I cannot

tell what a fellow is made of. I know some people better than
some older folks do. You'll see some day, when the rub comes;
you are not in anybody's way - not just yet. If Uncle Chaun-
coy should manifest as much interest for me as you think he
might murder certain circumstances, this place would soon be
too hot to hold me. But no matter for that: I believe you
are right about my treatment of uncle; but the d-l is in it -

you must let me rip a little - how can you expect me to feel
any interest in the business here, when that fellow Tinkham
has a share in it. It's asking too much of human nature; you
may believe it or not, Bellfield, that man has been the ruin of
me."

"Well, then, laying aside all about your interest, is it not
right that you should be kind and attentive to your uncle? If
only as a just return for his kindness to your mother and sis-
ter?"

"Yes, you are right there; no doubt of that."
"I'll tell you what I would do if in your place. I should

have a free private talk with your uncle, and I would tell him
just what you've told me.

"What! make a clean breast of it?"
"Yes; tell him just how you feel."
Torn was silent a few moments.
"That's a strong dose you want me t~ take. I don't know

as I c~in swallow it."
"You'll feel happier after it is done."
"Maybe so-I believe I should, after it was over; butT

tell you, my boy, that is bringing one down on the marrow
bones a little too much. I must chaw on that awhile. I've
never knuckled to any one yet - I don't know how I should
feel; whew!" And he arose and moved about the office.

"I tell you what, Bellfield, I can't stomach it to-night;"
he kept still walking about. "You must give a fellow 'time to
think; but I tell you what I am going to do - I am going to
burrow.~~

"How is that; not get underground?"
"Not yet, I hope; but I am going to quit the fellows -

keei~ out of their way. Would you mind coming down here, or
having nie spend sonic of my evenings in your room?"

"I should like it much"
"Well, you see, I want to cover my tracks, for a while, at any

into; by the hokeys, I must get out of the slum some way.
They're a mean set any way. But I want to tell you one thing
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- I don't want you to think worse of me than I really am
that's bad enough; but I never gambled. IL have been with
the fellows to the shops, and sometimes played a game or two
of cards or billiards, but never for any stake. No, as there is
any truth in me, I never did that, and I never will, so help me -

I saw too well how it would end. I have lent them money,
though; but if I can only get well rid of them, they are wel-
come to it. Blame it all, Bellfleld, when I come to look back
through the past year, and see how my money's gone and how
they've spunged me IL feel like asking some one just to take a
cowhide and lay it on my back till they're tired. You may
laugh, my boy; I like to hear you, there is such a good hearty
ring to it. I haven't laughed a good hearty laugh, that came
from a light heart, in a good while. A fellow must have a
clear conscience, I'm thinking, to laugh as you do. But now
Jtlj~inkof it, did you ever know that fellow we picked up last

"Yes, he is my cousin, and I intended to ask you about him,
but you brought up this other subject. It seems lie remem-
bered me."

"I don't think lie recognized you, but he heard me call your
name, and the name set him a-going like a wild cat."

"Did he speak of me this morning?"
"Not a word, and I don't believe he remembers anything

that happened last night; 'but he seems to ha4e an awful grudge
against you. Why is it?"

"You remember I told you of the circumstances which
caused me to leave my uncle's, and that led me first to take
care of myself?"

"Yes, I remember. That is it, ha! Well, he is not good for
much, and Coats & Co. don't like him; but they sell the goods
his father manufactures, and IL suppose that's the way he got
the, place. But he's going to the dogs; he is a mean fellow,
anyhow - asking your pardon."

"I am sorry for my uncle's sake as well as for his own.
They think a great deal of him at home"

"Well, they ought to have kept him there, then. Why,
Bellfield, to send such a fellow, with the turn of mind he has,
to this city, with no one to keep special watch over him, it is
dike sending to - to the bad place at once. But I am going to
quit the whole gang. And now as to what you say about
uncle, you must let me think about it a little. It's a big pill
to swallow, but maybe I'll get it down."

We must now leave James a while to work his way, and take
~a look at Maggie in the situation he had procured for her.
He has found for himself a desirable place, and apparently his
future is safe; but there are elements in the situation which
may in time develop trials of no ordinary kind. He is quite
unconscious now of any danger, and the only burden~ upon his
mind is the feeling that his darling sister cannot enjoy the com-
forts which meet him at his pleasant home.

CHAPTER XII.

HERE comes that Ned Bascom on his pony. I should
like to get a lick at him."

~ "What for?"
" V~Thy, because.~~

"Has he ever hurt you?"
"No, he hasn't ever hurt me; but lie's proud."
"Edward Bascom proud! Oh, Bill Sanders, you don't know

him, or you wou ln't' say so; why, he is just as clever as can
be."

"Why doesn't he, then, speak to a fellow whei~ he meets
him?"

"Do you speak to ~
"Speak to him! no; catch me at that till he speaks to me."
By this time the pony and his rider had reached the place

where, the two boys were sitting, - one on the top of a stone
fence, and the other on a bare rock that abutted against the
fence, and nearly on a level with it. They were plainly dressed,

the one addressed as Bill Sanders a little better clad than
the other, who, from the variegated patches which adorned both
his upper and nether garments, showed plainly that those who
provided for him had to be contriving, in order to make things
answer the purpose.

The pony was a pretty, spirited creature, not much under
common size, a roan, with a light-colored inane and tail; his
rider, a bright-looking boy of about fifteen years of age, well
dressed, and apparently a good horseman, for he seemed quite
at ease during the friskiness of his horse, who, being unwilling
to be checked in his career, was prancing from side to side of
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the road. He had stopped opposite the boys, and rather sud!
denly brought his horse down from a free canter.

"Sam, how are you?" he called out. "Come here, please."
Without hesitation, the boy with the patched garments

sprang from his seat, and with his good-looking face aglow with
smiles, came up to the rider.

"Do, Jupe, Jupe, stand still a moment ;" - this to his rest-
less horse. "Oh, Sam, I am so glad to have met you. I was
going to your house to see you. What are you busy at?"

"I ain't doing nothing just now- only baiting granny's cow.
You see Mr. Golding keeps his gate open, and if I don't watch
her, she makes right for his yard, because the feed is good
there and it's pretty close nibbling in the highway."

"Why, have you no pasture but the highway?"
"Not just now. Our little home lot is most ready to mow,

and if we turn her in there, we shan't have no hay to winter
her on; but, if you want me for anything, I can drive her
down to the common and I guess she will stay there rest of the
afternoon."

A new thought seemed to have arisen in the mind of young
Bascom, which so occupied him that he did not, for the mo-
ment, make any reply to Sam's proposition; it was, indeed, a
new thought that had sprung into the mind of this favored
child of fortune. It was like an electric flash, but not like that
to pass as quickly off. He looked at his companion a moment.

"I suppose, Sam, your co~w is of great service to yoi~?"
"She gives a power of milk when the feed is good, and the

butter buys 'most all we want to the store. Granny 'lots every-
thing on the cow; only I tell her sometimes, I 'most think my
earnings would be worth more than the butter, this time of the
year too.

"How so?"
"Why, you see, I could be getting all of forty cents a day,

and when having time comes, any of them would be glad to
give me fifty cents a day, and dinner into the bargain. Squire
Jones asked me yesterday if I wouldn't engage myself to him for
the month of July, but granny thinks the cow will suffer if I
don't see to her and drive her round where she can ret the best
picking; and then you see, too, the pig fats pretty much on the
skim milk and a little corn in the fall; an~l then, you know,
bread and milk and spawn and milk makes good breakfast
and supper." And a bright smile illumined Sam's face as he
thus alluded to his individual interest in Brindle's good feed-

ing. "But shall I drive Brindle on the common? it wont ta]~e
me long."

"Thank you, Sam. No, I wont have you do that now. I
will be over pretty early to-morrow morning to see you.
There - I see your cow is edging up to Mr. Golding's gate!
Good-by, Sam: I will see you, I guess, in the morning " and
turning his horse round, the sprightly beast carried his rider
off on the way he had come, at a lively gait for some little
distance, and then his pace slackened to a walk. Ned was
thinking. He was in no haste now - business of more real im-
portance occupying his mind than that which had brought him
in search of Sam.

"Well!" said Bill Sanders, as Sam returned to his seat on
the rock, ~after turning his cow's head in a direction that would
lead her away from the tempting yard of Esquire Goldings
"what did he want of you?~~

"I don't know.~~
"Didn't he tell you?"

"What did he call you for, then? Sam, I believe you're
lying now. Didn't he come full drive down the road; and as
soon as he had got through talking to you turn right back, and
scurry off again? Very likely he didn't want you."

"lie did seem to want me for something or other; but when
he found I was baiting my cow, he said he would see me in the
morning, though I offered to turn Brindle down on the common,
where she could be quiet, along with other cows."

"Why should you, take all that trouble to oblige him? He
wouldn't do as much for you.~~

"I never asked him to do anything for ~
"No; and if you did, he wouldn't be like to do it."
"Now, Sam, why should such a fellow as he come and ask

you to do a favor for him? why didn't he go to the Golding
boys or the Sampsons? they are cronies of his. No doubt, if
he was going to have a party, he would invite such fellows as
them; do you think he would ask you or me?"

"I shouldn't want him to ask me. How would I look in
among girls and boys all dressed up? I should feel streaked
enough."

"And why can't you have good clothes as well as him? Take
and strip you both, and you're as good-looking as he is; it ain't
nothing but the clothes that makes the difference."

/



180 1UffsOLUTIO.y~

"I don't know about that; clothes does make a difference, I

"I tell you what it is
all proud." , Sam, I hate these rich folks; they are

"Ned Bascom ain't proud; it ain't his fault he's rich; it was
gave to ~

"Guve to him! Well, why ain't we as well off as he is? why
don't somebody give us money too? Here you and I have to
work for a living, and that fellow can go riding about on his
fine horse and have servants to wait on him, and never have to
lift his finger to anything."

Sam's philosophy was at fault here; and as he could give no
satisfactory answer, he began to whittle.

"I tell you what my pap says," continued Bill. ~C lie says
things is all wrong; this is a free country, and it ain't never
a..goin' to do to have the rich domineerinct
keeping them down." over the poor and

As Sam did not see clearly how it was that those who were
better off than himself had anything to do with keeping him
down, or that their being rich made him poor, he allowed his
companion to go on without interruption. There were some
things he might have said in reply - some things which he
had heard his good grandmother say in reference to this very
pap, whose wise sayings had just been quoted, expressing her
fears "that he spent too much time at the ale-house for the
good of himself and his family; and that he might be well
off if he would attend to hi.s trade, and that it would be better
for Bill to be put out to some good farmer or tradesman, than
to be idling round 'so much." But Sam had too much sensibil-
ity to say anything that would wound the feelings of a com-
panion. He was relieved, however, from his embarrassment at
not being able to make any reply by the approach of Bill's
father.

"There comes the old man," said the hopeful son. ~'lI Won-
der what he wants?" This was not all he said; there were some
intermediate words which startled Sam, and caused a flush of
shame not on his own account to suffuse his line counte-
nance.

As the man came up, his face, Sam noticed, was unusually
red, and his look was angry.

"Here you are, you lazy skunk, lounging about, and I've been
running round the town a-hunting everywhere to find you."
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"What do you want?" was the short and rather surly
answer.

"You'll see what's wanting when you once get home; there's
your main been a-waiting these three hours for the meal she
sent you to the store for; hain'V you been there yet?"

"They ain't got no meal."
"They lie, then, for II see a whole load go in there this morn-

ing; have you been there?"
"Yes I've been there; or I met Brooks, and he told me I'd

better go to the mill, as thef was about out."
"Well, why didn't you go to the mill?"
"'Cause."
"'Cause what?"
"It's a whole mile down there, and then I hadn't no money

with me."
"No money! You go right down there and git it right off,

and 'tell Joe I'll pay him next week. He needn't be feared
for twenty pounds of meal; it's no killing matter."

"He says you owe him for forty pounds. ~
"No matter about that. I'll see he has his money; he is

rich enough, so ~go right off."
Grumbling to himself, Master Bill caught up the bag which

he had [been using for a cushion upon the stone wall, and
walked off in the direction of the mill, while his father, turn-
ing to Sam, who was busy with his whittling, -

"That's the way with these fellows; as soon as they git
above board, they kick, the ladder down that helped them to
git up. I've traded enough with such fellows; they wont git
no more of my custom."

Perhaps the gentlemen felt that custom which only kept in-
creasing a debt, with small prospects of pay, was not in the
long run very profitable.

"And I tell you what it is, Sammy: I'm sick and tired with
these rich fellows. They ain't got no soul: not one on 'em.
What would they care if you and I was starving? It's a pretty
hard case when a man wants a little flour, and maybe he ain't no
change handy. Now take your case: your granny's as good a
soul as ever lived; ready to lend a helping ~iand to rich or poor,
day or night. Maybe she's out of money; must you and her go
to lied hungry, 'cause them rich varmints wont trust her for a
little flour? You know that ain't right."

"Granny wont have anything charged."
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"She wont, hey! How does she do then let you go to
bed with a hungry belly?"

"No; not so bad as that; we keep plenty meal on hand."
"But you have to buy sometimes?"
"Yes, sometimes; but we mostly find everything with the

butter; butter is as good at the store as money."
Mr. Sanders was silent a moment; there seemed to be a

mystery here he could not see into? At length he inquired,
"Does that cow a yourn make butter enough to pay your

store bill, besides all you eat? Why, our Bill will eat half the
butter our cow makes; yes, half on it at the least goes to
grease his belly."

"Yes, but we don't eat much butter at our house."
"What under heaven, then, do you live on? Choke down

dry bread?"
"Oh no! Granny uses a little with her tea, but I like bread

and milk, or spawn and milk - mostly spawn: it's real good."
"You can't work on it?"
"I do, though- that is, when I can have a chance. But the

butter ain't all granny sells; she keeps a-knitting all the whole
time when she ain't got no mending nor sewing to do, and she
takes a heap of stockings at a time there."

"And so you don't have no store bill ?"

"I guess not, for I heard granny say they owed her now
all of ten dollars,"

"Owed her?"
"Yes, sir; so she said."
"Why don't they pay her the money, then, the mean scamps?"
Mr. Sanders wanted to find fault with somebody, and was

quite elated when he thought he had a hitch upon the villain-
ous storekeepers.

"Oh! she says she would rather let it lay there in case of
need; because she might be sick, or against the time when the
cow would be dry for a month or two."

Mr. Sanders paused again for a while.
"118 that your cow a-feeding yonder?"
"Yes, sir."
"And you're a-watching on her? She's got a good bag;

pretty good feed along' here - better than the commons. Do
you come here every day with her?"

"Sometimes I take her down Long Lane; it's pretty dry there
now. Sometimes I go on the road to the mill. I thought I
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would try it here to-day; the commons are pretty short now,
so many cows there."

"That's the reason, then, our cow don't give no more milk.
Oh, dear! that lazy fellow, Bill, would never think of doing
such a thing as looking out for better feed, not if she was to
go clean dry. But I'll make him. Oh dear I Well,~1 must be
a-going along."

Poor man! Things did not go prosperously with ~him. Some-
body was to blame; and he was ready to charge everybody
and everything but the right one and the right thing. He
had a good trade; he was a carpenter and in former days had
plenty of~ employment, but for some years past things had been
going wrong with him. His promises for work to be done were
not kept, and people got tired of calling day after day, merely
to 1~nd the article that was to have been 'completed not yet
begun; and When engaged to commence a job on a neighbor's
house or barn on a certain day, and all arrangements made by
his employers in expectation that he would be on hand, it
would be found either that he had forgotten his promise alto-
gether, or had delayed the work previously engaged, so that
he could not come. Such management lost him all the best
custom in the place.; and now he was only called upon when
no one else could be obtained. The cause of this unfortunate
state of things was, no doubt, originally, a careless disregard of
his promise. He did not sufficiently prize the value of Truth;
and that when he engaged to have a certain piece of work done
at a certain time, or to commence a job on a specified day, that
nothing but an unforeseen necessity should have prevented him
from being up to his word.

This was the blasting error of his life, and that which led
to other evils. No man or boy who has not a sacred regard to
his word can expect to retain the confidence of his fellows, or to
prosper in life by honest means.

When Mr. Sanders found that customers were leaving him,
and that time began to hang heavily on his hands, he would
call in at the tavern in an evening or on rainy days, where,
especially of an evening, he would find quite a number of per-
sons collected to talk about politics, or to complain of hard
times; and as others around him were seeking comfort at the
bar, not to be singular, he would join them. It was a danger-
ous kind of comfort; and* seldom does any one resort to it but
he finds bitterness and sorrow in the end.

Mr. Sanders might not properly be called a drunkard; but
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the habit of visiting the tavern was becoming fixed upon him,
and the ale which satisfied him at first was now substituted by
something stronger, and he suffers from a want of something in
the mornings until he has made a call at the bar.

It will be very easy now to understand. why Mr. Sanders has
lost his credit, and is so dissatisfied with things around him.

We will leave him for the present, that we may follow young
Bascom, ard find out what it was that led him so suddenly to
change his purpose in regard to engaging Sam in his service
that afternoon; for that he had come on purpose to get his help,
there can be no doubt.

Edward Bascom was not only the son of wealthy parents,
but he was heir to a large property bequeathed to him by a
deceased uncle. His father had died when he was about nine
years of age, and left him an equal ~share with two sisters in
another considerable estate; so that if he reaches the age of
twenty-one, he will be possessor of a large fortune; a comely,
active boy, ready for play or book; although the former is
on his mind at present, as he ~has just returned from school to
enjoy the long summer vacation. One of his most engrossing
pastimes was boating, althou4Yh he was fond of his pony, and
enjoyed riding~ especially in company with his sisters* et to
be on the water was generally his choice amusement. He had
this day, for the first time since his return home, lowered his
boat out of the boat-house, and used her a little, but soon found
that she took in more water than was agreeable, and that she
needed a little tightening. Some oakum and 'tar he thought
was necessary. None of the servants about the house knew
anything of such matters. They could do all the lifting
that ~was necessary; but as to caulking her, or tarring th~ bot-
tom, they were not equal to the task. Sam, he knew, was an
expert at that business. From his infancy almost he had been
about his grandfather, and witnessed the process of boat-build..
ing, and had, in fact, made quite a good skiff himself. So soon
as Edward found that his boat needed repairs, he at once re-
solved to go in pursuit of him. But ~ had another object in
seeing Sam than merely the repairing of his boat; he wanted
his company in sailing her. He might, indeed, have obtained
boys enough of the same station in society with himself: but he
liked Sam; he' had always known him to be obliging, kind-
hearted, full of courage, efficient to do anything, ready at ex-
pedients, never out of temper, and with as much true wit as
any of the boys who were in better circumstances, and inno
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wise addicted to profanity. There was nothing vulgar about
Sam, nothing low or mean or underhanded, and he would not
lie, - not even in jest; it was in most cases enough to decide
matters among the boys of the town, "Sam Tellfair says so"
As to Sam's poverty, Edward never thought of that. Nor do
boys in general think of such matters in choosing their play-
mates. If he is a good fellow in the main, they are not par-
ticular whether he has a few patches more or less upon his
clothes. Rags they are a little squeamish about; but Sam's
garments were always whole, even if the patches were not of
a unifoi~m color with the main article.

Edward not only liked Sam for his many good qualities, but
lie had more confidence in his management of. the boat than in
his own skill; ar~d, as hQ sometimes ventured out of the harbor
into the open bay, he felt a good deal safer to have Sam at the
helm.

But why did Edward Bascom desist from making known his
errand, when Sam so readily agreed to place his cow where
there would be no special need for his watching her?

It was because of one of those sudden impulses which often
~ffect the mind, - sometimes for good and sometimes for evil.
In this case it was for good.

As Sam was giving his reasons for baiting the cow there, and
the necessity for watching her, Edward perceived at once that
Sam, though apparently idle, was attending to a necessary duty;
and the thought at once occurred to him that it would be very
selfish in him, who was seeking amusement merely, to call Sam
away from his post, and take advantage of his willingness to
oblige. Then, as he made some inquiries as to the use the cow
was to them, the fact was revealed to him that it was necessary

* almost for the subsistence of Sam and his grandmother that the
cow should have an abundance of feed. Edward had never
known what it was to have any thought about a livelihood.
He had never, even, at his home, heard such matters talked
about; it therefore came to him as a new idea that so much
care had to be taken to get food and raiment. And there came
another thought: "What sort of a living could be got out of
one cow?"

After he had turned and left Sam, he soon reduced the speed
of his horse to a walk. He wanted to think, and he could not
do that so well on a canter.

It will not be necessary to give all the thoughts that came

I
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into his mind; but the following will be sufficient to indicate
their general tenor:

" Why is it that I have never thought of tiiis before ? I
have known that Sam was poor; for I have often been at his
house, and he has been at mine, and we have played together
and sailed together, and I have always liked him for his good
nature and obliging disposition, and his handy ways; and I have
everything I want, -- good clothes, a fine home, a handsome
boat to sail, a nice pony to ride, money always in my pocket,
and all without being obliged to do anything but contrive
how I shall enjoy myself. Sam is as good as I am, and I
believe he is a good deal better; for I know he once spoke to
me about using bad language whenlIgot vexed at something;
and that is more that I have ever done to any of my play-.
mates, though some of them do swear pretty bad sometimes.
And then he knows more than I do about many things ; he
is worth two of me in a squall of wind, or at setting snares
or traps, or climbing trees, or catching fish ; and I don't see
why it should be that I should have so many things all at my
hand without my having to do anything to get them, and he be
obliged to wear poor clothes, and be confined whole days, either
hard at work or watching his cow, in order that he and his
grandmother may get something to live on; and that pretty
plain, too, I guess, for he spoke about supaun and milk. I bet
he lives on it mostly. Why shouldn't I give him some of my
money ? They say I am rich. I don't know, indeed, how rich
I am, though one of the boys says I am worth over two hun-
dred thousand. I don't know how he found that out ; ma has
never told me nor any one else at home. I don't think they
ever talk about money there; I never hear them, anyhow. But
I guess there is enough for Sam and me too ; and I mean to
ask her about things. I mean to do something for Sam: see if
I don't."

And now, being quite pleased as well as somewhat excited by
conclusion he had arrived at, he started off at a good canter

for home.; but, after proceeding a little way, he remembered an
errand his mother had given him, and immediately turned his
horse into the. road that le4 ast the mill. He was in a very
happy frame of mind, - full as happy as when he left home in
pursuit of Sam. He had forgotten all about himself and his
own pleasure, and his heart was enjoying the first taste of that
happiness that comes from the exercise-of benevolence.

The distance he was going was soon passed over, at the speed

he made, and his errand accomplished; but, as he started on
his return, he saw that if he did not. care to be caught in a gust,
he must make his pony use his legs rather more lively than he
had yet. A dark cloud was rising in the west, and coming up
rapidly. The mill was passed, and the lane which led to the
main road nearly gone through, when he overtook a-boy carry-
ing, something in a bag on his back. The boy was making all
the haste he could, and Edward noticed that he kept turning
his head every little while to look at the clouds, which did
indeed have an ugly appearance. The boy was very pale, and
seemed either alarmed on account of the coming storm, or in
trouble of some kind.* Edward felt at once interested in his
case, and, after having passed im, suddenly checked his horse,
and'turned back and came close up to him.

" Are you going far ?" he asked.
" Going home."
" It is going to rain soon. Cannot I carry your bag for you?

have you come from the mill? "
" Yes ; and I'm afraid the meal will get wet and spoiled."
a"Let me, then, take your bag in front of me, and you jump

on behind me ; it's going to rain like everything. Rui up to
the fence - here, give me the bag first."

The poor fellow seemed so frightened, he hardly knew what
he was about. The bag was placed in front, on the horse's
neck partly, and partly on the front of the saddle. Jupe mani-
fested .some displeasure at this novel; load, by tossing up his
head and frisking round ; but his young master was not afraid
of him, and in a few moments got him alongside of the fence.
Here a short parley took place.

" Will he carry double ?"
" I guess so. Come, jump on, please, quick."
" You know where to go to? "
"Yes. Is not your name Sanders ?"
" Yes."
" Well, please jump on."-
" He looks darned skittish."
" Never fear ; I can manage him. There - hear that."
A clap of thunder, breaking in jerks like the discharge of

heavy cannon one after another, settled matters at once. Bill
was afraid of the horse, but he was more afraid of the thunder,
and in his desperation gave a spring, and landed astride of the
horse.

"KZeep tight hold of me, now."

I
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There was no need for Ned to have said that, for Bill had
grasped him with almost the grip of a drowning person; and
well he had. Perfectly indignant at this new accumulation on
his back, and on a part, too, where he had not been accustomed
to carry weight, Jupe first reared, then threw up his hind legs,
then reared again, then up again with hind parts; in the midst
of which doings Master Bill in , pt
qdling out, , an uproarious manner ke

"Let me get off- let me get off! Whoa, whoa!"
"l)on't halloo so. You'll frighten him."
"You stop him, then, and let me get off."
But Jupe, finding that neither by kicking nor rearing could

he get rid of his burden, gave a desperate plunge forward, and
set off at full speed.

Edward would not have cared how fast Jupe went if it were
not for his straitened circumstances; but with one hand hold-
ing fast of the bag, and his cAnpanion behind clinging to him,
and pressing upon him, and bouncing like a ball first one side
and then the other, it required all his skill to keep in his seat

"IL tell you stop your horse, and. let me get off."
But here his wish was accomplished in a way he did not

mean; for bouncing a little too much on one side, as they were
at a turn in the road, he lost balance entirely, and in an instant
was lying on his back one side the road. As the distance he
had to fall was not very great, he soon picked himself up. He

' was not hurt, but he was very angry, and to relieve himself
began swearing roundly. A stop was put to this, however, by a
vivid flash of lightning, followed almost simultaneously by a
crash of thunder that seemed to rend the very earth on which
he stood. This was at once followed by a furious gust of wind,
a cloud of dust, and a pouring down of rain. From swearing,
he began crying for mercy and blubbering like a baby. In the
midst of his trouble, however, he heard somebody call out, -

"Bill, is that you?"
He had now reached the edge of the commons. These com-

mon were waste lands on the outside of the more settled por-
tion of the town, and scattered on their borders were a few
small houses, not contiguous, but at considerable intervals. In
one of them lived the Sanderses, and not far from them was the
home of Sam. Sam had seen the storm coming, and had
driven his cow away from those parts where he would be obliged
to watch her motions, and into the, commons, designing to re-
turn to the house before the storm should burst; but it came

on faster than he had anticipated, and with such fury that he
did not care to venture through it, and had therefore embraced
the best shelter that was nearest to him, and this was the east-
ern side of an old pound, which had been erected on the side
of the common nearest the highway. It was built of loose
stones, and somewhat higher than a fence. Crouching close
uhder the wall, the storm had little effect upon him, as the wind,
being from the ~vest and very violent, carried the rain-drops
beyond his snug hiding-place. Bill had been in such trepida-
tion that his outcry reached the ears of Sam, and looking~ up,
he saw his neighbor pushing his way along as best he could
against the wind, and at once called out to him.

"Bill, Bill Sanders, come here."
As soon as Bill heard the voice he called out,-
"Where are you?"
"Here, here. Don't you see - under the wall."
In a moment more he came up, and without saying a word,

crouched down as close as he could under the shelter. It being
but a summer shower, the violence of the wind did not last
long, but the lightning and thunder seemed to increase as that
lulled.

"What makes you keep your eyes shut?" said Sam.
"Such awful lightning I ain't you afraid?"
"It's pretty sharp. But it ain't very near just now."
"How do you know that?"
"Because I counted ten between the last flash and the clap

of thunder."
"What odds does that make?"
"Because when it's very near the thunder comes almost as

soon as the lightning, and when a person is struck, they say you
don't hear the thunder at all, and I believe they don't see the
lightning neither. How quick it must kill a fellow, hey?"

"Do, Sam, stop talking about it. I wish there wasn't never
thunder, or lightning neither."

"Why not?"
"'Cause - who wants to be struck down dead in a minute,

and not know nothing' about it?"
"Granny says if we are prepared it don't make much mat-

ter how we die; and besides, it can't strike us without God or-
ders it, and that He knows best when we should be taken out
of the world."

"Sam Tellfair, I wish you would just shut u~, and not be
talking about such things. I've been most frightened to
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death this afternoon besides being hey off of' a horse's back;
and ____ "

"Thrown from a horse?"
"Yes. Ned ]3ascom's horse, the ugly d-l!"
"I should think, Bill, if you was really afraid, you wouldn't

be using bad words. Suppose you'd been struck a few mm.
utes ago when you was swearing so. Ain't you never read the
swearer's prayer? But how come you on Edward Bascom's
horse2 "

Bill then gave him the particulars of the horse affair, ending
with a very harsh expression about the horse, and his ridcr
too.

"Now, Bill Sanders; you ought not to speak so. Wasn't it
very kind in Edward to stop and try to help you

"Help me along! Much it helped me, to be flung on my
back, and left there, layin' in the road. It might have killed me,
and he knew well enough before he asked me to get on that his
horse wouldn't carry double. What are you laughing at?"

"I can't help it, Bill. But what has become of Ned?"
"I don't know, and don't care."
"And the bag of flour. Did that stick on?"
"How can I tell. I had enough to do to take care of my-

self. I tell you what it is, Sam, you may laugh. I see you
are on a snicker all the time; but if you had been on that
horse's rump, and him a .rarin'. and kicking , and running , and
you a-bouncin one side and t'qther, and then to be hey off and
not knowing where you'd land, you'd laugh other side of your
mouth. I'll lick that fellow yet - see if I don't."

"Then you'll have to lick me first or afterwards. Ned is a
good fellow, and he showed his goodness in stopping and trying
to help you along, and you know it too, Bill Sanders; and if
you don't stop calling him hard names, I'll pitch into you be-
fore you know it."

As Bill knew too well what Sam could do in a tussle he
thought it best to be quiet. Sam would quarrel with no one
willingly; but if urged to a squabble, he put his whole strength
to the business, and was found to be a tough customer,

The wind had now lulled; but the rain continued, and as it
came down nearly straight, the stone wall ceased to be much of
a shelter; so Sam thought he mior
for home. ~,ht as well be making tracks

"V/here are you going?" said Bill, as Sam arose to his
feet.
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"I am going home. There is no use in staying here. The
rain comes right down on a fellow. We shall get wet anyhow."

"I don't want to go home."
"Why not?"
"'Cause. Pap and all of 'em will begin swearin' at me, be-

cause I haven't brung the meal."
"Never mind; you did the best you could. The meal, maybe,

is there already. Maybe it's a little wet, though. Come; I'm
a-going.~~

Rather reluctantly, Bill hauled himself up, and off they
started.

We must now go back to our young hero, Ned Bascom, and
see how he and his bag and Jupe got along."

Jupe did not at once pause in hi~ race because the hinder
portion of his load had gone. The bag on his back annoyed
him still, and he was making tracks for home as fast as his lit-
tle legs could carry him, when an unexpected event gave relief
both to him and his rider. As Ned was~ holding fast to the
bag, and trying to keep it from falling, all at once it seemed to
melt away under his hand, and casting his eye for a moment at
ithe perceived that his own legs as well as Jupe's mane and
shoulders were white, as if they had been riding in a snow-
storm, and on attempting to raise the bag its remai~ng con-
tents fluttered out, and he held in his hand only a useless rag.
The motion of the horse had rent the cloth in twain; it being
a cotton pillow-case, and old in the bargain, the strain was
more than it could bear.

Just then the storm came -wind and duat and rain, all
driving in their faces. H~ let go the rag; it could be of no
further use, and the wind soon made sport of it. Both hands
now freed, he soon made out to bring Jupe to a halt, and all
the more readily for the reason that horses dislike going against
a storm of wind and rain as much as men. So soon as Jupe
yielded to the rein he was instantly put to his speed on the back
track, until he came to a cross road, and turning up to a ~tone
fence, Ned sprang off; and he and Jupe were somewhat shel-
tered from the violence of the gust. While standing there,
notwithstanding the lightning and thunder, Ned could not help
thinking what to do about the meal. It was not exactly his
fault, he thought. He intended t& do an act of kindness; but
things had gone contrary to his expectations. Jupe had not
acted well; he ought to have behaved better, but he hadn't and
now the meal was gone, that was sure, and the bag too; and the
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boy was not in sight he had, no doubt, hurried off on his
way home; but for fear he may have been disabled by his fall,
the moment the wind should lull, he would ride back and see
about it; and so he did. He was a brave little fellow, and at.
thot~gh the rain poured down, and the lightning and thunder
startled Jupe occasionally, Ned had resolution efiough to go
back to the place where his companion had been spilled, but
saw no traces of him.

"I guess he wasn't hurt much," said Ned to himself; "he
has run for home, I guess. But what shall I do about the
meal? like as not they want it for supper. I'll put for home,
and ask ma to let me have some to take to them, and as soon
as it holds up a little, I'll take it down there."

Thus resolving, Jupe was put for home at a lively gait.
But as Ned was about to pass the store, the thought occurred to
him, that, as his house was all of a mile and a half out of the
way to the house of Mr. Sanders, it would be better to stop at
the store and buy some flour; it could be got to the place it
was wanted so much sooner. So he checked Jupe and turned
into a shed adjoining the store. He and Jupe w~ere by this
time well soaked with the rain; the latter~ with white streaks
on his mane and forelegs; while the blue cloth of Ned's
trousers, and the front of his roundabout,. presented a very
speckled and dingy appearance. The rain had made paste of
the flour that had been sprinkled upon him. After tying
Jupe, he began with his handkerchief to wipe off the muss;
but that only increased the difficulty, by spreading the spots.
It was a gore case, he saw, with his clothes, but it could not
be helped now. So, leaving the shed, he entered the store.

"Why, sonny, where have you come from?" said an
elderly man, who was sitting in a large arm-chair, and wjio
looked the very picture of repose and good-nature. He had a
full; round .face, hair combed back smooth and gray, a full
person, breeches buckled at the knee, and large steel buckles
on his shoes; he was the owner of the store.

"And what have you got, on to you- been down to the
mill?"

"No, Mr. Parsons, I have not been to millalthough I have
been past." And then Ned gave an account of his catastrophe,
adding as he closed, -

"Could you spare me a bag, if I buy some flour to put into
it?"

"I guess we can; how much flour do you want?"

"That is what I don't know - I should like to have a~
much as was in the other bag."

"How large a bag was it?" This was asked by a young man
behind the counter.

"'I should think it was the size of a pillow-case."
"Then, I guess," replied the young man, "there must have,

.~been about thirty pounds. Was it wheat or rye?"
"I don't know, but perhaps you. had better put up wheat."
Edward then took out his purse and was about to pay for

it, when the elderly gentleman spoke.
"Edward, come here."
The boy at once went up to him.
"You won't get any thanks for doing all this."
"Oh! Mr. Parsons. I don't want any thanks."
"But that is not all. You will make enemies to yourself

of all that family."
"I hope not, sir; why should they be angry with me for do-

ing them a kindness?"
"Why should they? Because they are ugly and lazy and

proud."
"But I thought they were poor!"
" So they are; too poor to pay their debts, and too ugly. to

work for a nian because they are in debt, and too proud to
acknowledge their inability, or that they are under any obliga-
tions for any kindness or liberality shown them." Mr. Par-
eons was a kind-hearted man, and would sooner suffer himself
than oppress or harass the poor; but he had been treated very
ill by Mr. Sanders. They kept an account at his store, and it
had run up to quite an amount; and in order to help Mr.
Sanders to liquidate the debthad engaged him to erect a small
building, as an extension to his store. The man had promised
to begin the work at a certain time, but did not come;
he would begin next week. The next week came and went,
and no Mr. Sanders. But he would send to the store for such
things as they wanted. His boy Bill had been sent there that
day for rye-flour. He met one of the hands belonging to the
establishment, and asked if they had any flour. The answer
was, I believe not; but you can go in and see. Bill did not
go in. He was, in fact, ashamed to go. He knew something
how matters stood, and was glad of any excuse to get over the
errand; and strolled off up the road where Sam was baiting his
cow, and where we first met with him.

"But," continued Mr. Parsons, "I would not discourage
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you, Edward, from doing a kind act; only remember what I
say. When you do a kindness to such people, you must not
be surprised if you should meet with ill-treatment instead of
thanks."

Edward had not thought about any reward on account of
the trouble he had put himself to. His only motive was to
get t1he flour to the family, because he thought they might be
wanting it. A new idea had come into his mind that after-
noon; it was received from his interview with Sam. Strange
it may seem, but. true as strange, he had never before thought
of poverty; it had never come into his mind that some people
have to contrive from day to day how they were to get some-
thing to eat, and the idea was painful to him, and he would
have encountered a much harder storm and greater difficulties
rather than have failed in getting this bag of flour to its place
of destination.

Bill Sanders had a good mind to have gone in with Sam, as
he had to pass his house before reaching his own home; but
the flour was on his mind, and although he expected trouble on
account of it, yet matters might only be worse by delay. So,
refusing Sam's invitation to go in until the rain was over, he
continued on his way-not making much haste, indeed, for he
was already as wet as he could well be, a the prospect before
him at the end of his walk not very inviting. As he entered
the house he heard quite an altercation going on between his
father and mother, and soon found that the unfortunate flour
was the cause of it.

"For a strong hearty man to be keeping his family from
hand to mouth - not a morsel of meal or anything in the house
to eat; it wasn't so at my father~s.~~

"I wish you'd have stayed at your father's, then."
"A pity J hadn't; we always had enough to eat."
"Ain't you always had enough to eat here? Blame it all!

because it rains and the boy has stopped somewhere, would you
have him come in the rain with it and get it wet? You'd
make a fuss then, I'll warrant you. What are you dining at
me for? I didn't make the rain;" and Mr. Sanders puffed
away at his old pipe, feeling that he was an ill-used man..

Just then Bill entered the room; he had halted a minute or
so in the entry.

"Well you've got here at last!" said his mother. "Where's
the floury"

"I don't know."

"You good-for-nothing, you," said his mother," hat do you
tell me that for?" and coming at him with a rush, caught him
by the collar and began tq shake him merrily. As Bill knew
this was a prelude to something worse, his tongue loosened in-
stantly.

"Ned Bascom's got it."
"Ned Bascom! What is he doing with it? You are a-

lyin' now; you know you are, you good-for-nothin', you,~~
shaking him. What is Ned Bascom a-doiu' with the flour?
Tell me, or I'll shake it out of you."

As soon. as the shaking stopped, Bill began to tell all he
knew about the flour, closing with,-" and that's the last I seed
of it."

1~Irs. Sanders now turned and looked at her husband, who sat
quite composedly in his chair, holding his pipe in his hand and
witnessing the scuffle, rather relieved than otherwise that his
wife's anger had something to vent itself upon besides himself.

"Do you believe any sich stuff as that?"
"You say you was flung off?" asked the father.
"Yes, he did fling me off, and Ned Bascom knew he wouldn't

carry double when he made me git on; for he kicked and reared
and carried on like a mad cat, and I kept hollering to him to
let me git off; but instead of that he set his horse off on a dead
run. He knew I had no stirrups nor nothing' to hold me on,
and when I was flung off he never stopped to see if I was killed
or no, but put for home just as hard as the horse could tare."

"Yes, yes," replied Mr. Sanders; "that is just like 'em.
What did that fellow care whether you broke your neck or no?
Not he; that's the way with them rich fellows; it ain't enough
that they keep us down: they want to ride over us and stamp
on us."

"I mean to lick him the first time I git him alone; that
horse of his shall pay for it, see if he don't."

There was no reproof on the part of either parent for this
threat; perhaps they did not hear distinctly what was said.

"Well, now" said Mrs. Sanders as she took a seat, "I
should like any one to tell me what we are to do; not a mite
of bread in the house and no meal to make anything of."

A pretty young girl came into the room just as Mrs. Sanders
was speaking. She was plainly dressed; but her hair was
neatly combed and lay in curls behind her ears. Her dress was
short, exposing her feet, which were small and prettily shaped
as was the ankle above them. Her countenance wa~ pleasing
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in expression and her features finely formed. With the ex.
caption of her dress, which was plain calico, she seemed very
much out of place in that company. A finer copy for a
painter, of a beautiful girl, could not easily be found. Her
age was about thirteen. She must have heard what was going
on, for she immediately asked, -

"Shall I not run down to Mrs. Tellfair's and borrow some
flour. I know she has some."

"No, no, Maggie," replied Mr. Sanders; "it ain't no fit
weather for you to go out. No, no, let Bill run there; he' sail
wet already."

Mrs. Sanders had taken a seat, and, somewhat exhausted by
the shaking operation, seemed disposed to let things go as they
might.

"I don't care who goes or who stays, it's all one to me.
Things has come to sich a pass a body may as well be dead as
alive. It's a miserable world anyhow! You needn't pooh!
pooh! Sanders. So long as you can puff that old pipe you
don't seem to care whether there is any victuals to put in our
mouths or no."

"Why don't you go right oW you sir?" said Mr. Sanders,
addressing Bill; "the rain is about over."

"Give me a bag, then," responded Bill.
"There ain't no more bags to spare. Get a tin pail out of

the closet; and mind and tell Mrs. Tellfair how it is, and that
I will send it back with the other I owe her just as soon as
your pap gits some from the store, or the mill, or somewhere."

"Do you owe her some already?" said Mr. Sanders, taking
his pipe from his mouth, and looking as if quite surprised by
this intelligence.

"Do we owe her some already? Just as if you didn't know
it! We owe her all of a pailful like that he's got in his hand
there," -pointing to the tin pail Bill had just taken from the
pantry and was dangling in his hand without making any mo-
tions towards the door. In fact, Bill did not want to do the
errand; he had pride enough to feel ashamed of thus adding to
obligations already incurred.

"Mebby, if that's the case he better not go," said Mr. San-
ders.

"Better not go! tell me then, in the name of goodness, what
we're to do, then? Do you want any supper?"

"Here, William, give me the pail. It does not rain now.
As no one made any objections, Miss Maggie took the pail,
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which Bill yielded quite willingly. She had already procured
her hat, a round, straw, gypsy-shaped little article, trimmed
with a band of red ribbon, with modest streamers dangling on
one side. If any one could have refused the little beauty any-
thing she asked for, he or she must have had a very hard h~art
or utter inability to meet her request.

Off she started with. a light step, but she had not proceeded
farther than the front stoop when Edward Bascom halted his
horse at the door.

The two looked at each other a moment, and then Edward
raised his cap, and she smiled and spoke:

"You did not tell me your name the other day; but I think
I know it now."

"Nor did you tell me yours. But I suppose I can guess it
now. Has your brother reached home yet?"

"I have no brother here."
"Is not your name Sanders?"
"Oh, no! my name is Bellfield - Maggie Bellfield."
"Does not Mr. Sanders live here?"
"Oh, yes! Is that the flour you've got there?"
"It is. Is there any one in who can help me off with this

bag."
"Cannot I help you? Let me take it."
~C Oh, no, you cannot lift jt."
Just then Mrs. Sanders, followed by her husband and son,

came to the door. She was the first to speak.
"Well, you've got here at last?"
"Yes, ma'am: I had to wait a little for the rain. I hope

your son was not hurt by his fall."
"As good luck would have it, he wasn't killed; but he might

have been. I'd 'a thought you'd ha' known better than to get
him on behind you, and then set your horse off on a dead run."

"I assure you, Mrs. Sancfers, it was not my fault. My
horse got the advantage of me, as I had only one hand to man-~
age him with. I had to hold fast of the bag with the other
hand; but if your son had only held fast of me he need not
have fallen. I kept telling him to hold fast."

"That's a lie!" called out Bill, who was standing behind his
father in the doorway, "and if you say it again I'll give you a
lickinct"

"Go along out there, you villain, and lift off that bag;" and
Mr. Sanders accompanied his words with a grasp of Master Bill
by the coat-collar, and after a shake or two sending him down
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the steps by double-quick speed; "let me hear you again speak
of licking anybody, and I'll trounce you till the. blood comes."

As Bill was carrying in the bag, Edward addressed himself to
Mrs. Sanders, who was still standing on the stoop.

"Will you please, Mrs. Sanders, to empty the bag, as I
promised Mr. Parsons to return it immediately."

"The bag! what bag? ain't this my bag?" looking at it a
moment, and catching hold of Master Bill in readiness to give
him' another shake. "What have you done with my puller-
case, you good-for-nothing you? tell me quick!"

Poor Bill was as much amazed as herself. He was conscious
the bag was a good deal heavier than the one he was carrying
when relieved by that unlucky horseback affair. And as lie
now looked at it, he saw clearly that it was not a pillow-case.
How it had come to pass he could not imagine; but fearing
trouble, he answered very quickly, -

"I don't know nothing' about it. I handed the miller the
bag you gin me. He must have changed it?'

"Mrs. Sanders, it is not his fault," called out Edward, as he
saw Master Bill about to be dealt with; "he is not to blame.
I will tell you how it has happened."

And while Mrs. Sanders still kept her hold of Bill, Edward
related the whole story. The moment he paused, Mrs. San-
ders vociferated,

"And where is my piller-case?"
"Indeed, I don't know, ma'am. The wind took it off like

nothing. It maybe has lodged on the commons somewhere."
"On ~he commons somewhere! Well, well, young gentle-

man, I s'pose you think you're one, but it ain't very gentleman-
like to play a trick on that poor, silly boy, and make him get
on behind you, and then set your horse a-runnin' and a-kickin'
until he was flung off; and then, as if that wasnt enough, you
must tear my new pillow-case to pieces, and then tell me to go
look for it on the commons."

Edward was in no condition to reply to the unreasonable
woman. He was be~ng to feel very uncomfortable in his
wet clothes, as the wind was coming up quite cool after the
shower, and the sun was near setting. He was quite tired with
the exei;tion he had made to get the flour to them; and then to
be accused of a malicious intent when his whole conduct was
induced by a spirit of accommodation; altogether, he felt more
like crying than making a reply. Mr. Sanders, however, had
some little sense of propriety left. He had been a silent spec-

tator for a while, but seeing that Edward looked rather crest-
fallen and worried, and being himself but too happy to have the
flour, bag or no bag, he felt that there was no use in quarrell-
ing over it now.

"Why don't you go take that bag in and empty it, and let
~he boy take it home again, and not keep a-talkm' all day?
When a thing is done and gone, where's the use of whining?
The piller-case is somewhere, no doubt. The wind couldn't
a-taken it fur, I know. Do you hear me, you sir? In with
it!"

In went the bag, and Mrs. Sanders in high dudgeon followed
it; and Mr. Sanders stepped down from his place in the door-
way, and came up close to Edward.

"You say you got the flour at Parsons', -how much was
there ~

"I got thirty pounds. I didn't know how much there was
in the other bag, but if there was more than that, I will either
get more or pay for the difference."

"Oh, that ain't no matter. I s'pose they put it down to me,
as I keep account there. Is it wheat or rye? other was rye.~~

"I told them to give me wheatas I did not know which it
was."

"Aliright, all right! wheat costs a little more; but I tell our
folks it's cheapest in the end. You did right; and they was
willing to charge it?" Mr. Sanders was quite elated at this
idea, for he had been thinking, that perhaps that source of sup-
ply was cut off.

"Oh! I did not ask them to charge it, sir, to you or anybody.
I paid for it."

"You didha! Well, lam sorry for that. Dearme! what
shall I do? I ain't no change about me just now. Pity you
hadn't just let 'em charged it. How much did it come to?"

"Oh, sir, only a dollar and a half. I don't want you topay
me at all for it - only I am sorry about losing the bag. But I
will go there to-morrow morning, and try to find it."

The conversation was here interrupted by little Maggie, who
came running down the steps with the empty bag. As she
handed it up to Edward, she said, -

"I thank you very much for the ride you gave me. I should
have bean caught in the shower if not for that. But are you
nQt wet through?"

"Oh! no matter for that."
"Wont you please take this. It's from my own bush."
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CC Oh, thank you -~ it is a beautiful rose. I will try to keep it
as long as I can."

"Have you far to ride?"
"Nearly a mile and a half."
Edward raised his cap as she pleasantly said good-by, and

went off on a good gallop. Mr. Sanders had taken the Oppor-
tunity, as soon as Maggie came out with the bag, to scud into
the house. He did not wish to prolong the conversation with
young Bascom the flour was safe, at any rate, and a larger
quantity than he had bargained for.

Maggie stood and watched the retreating horse and his rider,
saying to herself, "I wish I was on behind him, and going to
his home. I wonder if he has any sisters? I guess he has,
though, because he is so civil and polite. I mean to ask him
when I see him again. Oh, dear! I do wonder what they are
all quarreling about now. I wish James would come and take
me away. Oh, what a beautiful cloud that is! I must go up
in my room and look at it."

CHAPTER XIII.

DWARD BASCOM reached his home at last; but in
no very good plight, and not in very good spirits. He
was wet and cold and hungry; but he had a home of
comfort and love when he did get there. It was not a

showy home -the house was a plain stone building; respecta-
ble, indeed, in appearance, but with no lavish expenditure of
ornament about it. It was large and well proportioned; and
with its attachment of outhouses, and the venerable trees that
were clustered about and scattered through the lawn in its
front, presented a home look that many more showy houses fail
to do.

Edward rode immediately up the lane or carriage path that
ran one side of the lawn, to the barns in the rear.

A man stepped out of the stable just as he reached the shed
which ran in front of it."

"Aha! my boy.. Ain't I glad you've come. I was just
a-goin' off on Old Towzer to look after you. The mistress has
been a-wonderin' why you tarried so. She was thinking' mebby
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Jupe had got affAghted at the thunder, and mebby heeve you
into the creek. Arrah, you! stop that. Bedad! he'll nip some
one yet, Mr. Edward."

Jupe, if he felt a little cross, or had an idea that he could
frighten any one by the manoeuvre, had a habit of snapping
when his bridle was seized near the bits.

"Jupe, Jupe," said Edward. "Did he catch your hand
then, Uncle Tom?"

"Arrah, you! Indeed, Mr. Edward, he's a dangerous beast.
Arrah! you little vicious -"

"Don't fear him, Uncle Tom. He can't bite while you hold
him that way. I guess he don't feel in a good humor; he and
I have had a time of it. We've had a soaking, I tell you, and
I guess he is a little hungry. Here, let me hold him while you
take off the saddle."

Edward sprang quickly off; and Uncle Tom, as he was called,
gladly released his hold, for which, indeed, there had been no
occasion whatever; at least so it seemed, for the moment Jupe
was free from restraint, and Edward stood near his head and
was feeling in his pocket for something, Jupe quite lovingly
rubbed the side of his head on Edward's shoulder.

"Here, Jupe, here's something for you, my good fellow ~ at
the same time caressing him, pressing Jupe's head up to his
own.

"Indeed, Mr. Edward, I wouldn't do the like o' that for the
worth of the beast in pure gold; one wallop of his teeth, and
there wouldn't be much of a cheek left. But save us! Mr.
Edward, what's this on the new saddle-cloth? spoilt it is! Oh,
dear! One would think you'd been rolling in a meal heap."

"There was a heap of meal rolled on to me, rather, Uncle
Tom."

"Onto you! Where, n, under heaven have you been, Mr.
Edward? And them nice do es, too! ye're ~ll plastered wid
it! Oh dear, oh dear!"

"Never mind, Uncle Tom; it can't be helped now.
"Ye may well say that! them trousers! Dear me, to think of

it; so span new you looked when ye left here this afternoon;
And this pretty saddle-cloth - they're past help, sure enough;
but how comed it?"

"You see, Uncle Tom, as I was coming along the lane that
crosses the mill stream, - I had been over to Middleton's, on an
errand for i~namina, - I saw a boy ahead carrying a bag, and he
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was hurrying along, and kept turning his head every minute to
look at the clouds; you know they were awful black."

"I tell you what, Mr. Edward, I was frighted myself~, and
I teller Bridget there must be a hurricane a-brewin'~"

'F Well, when I came up to him, Ii saw he looked dreadful
pale, and just then the clouds had got over our head, and the
rain would be coming on soon, and then his meal would get wet
and spoiled; so I took his bag in front of me, and made him git
on behind; but he was so long getting on, that the storm had
most begun when we started. But you see Jupe didn't like it;
so he began to rear and kick, and the boy began to helloa, and
then Jupe set off on a full run. I couldn't hold him, you
see, for I had to hold on to the bag with one hand, and I couldn't
guide ~~either; sohe put right round the corner forhome,
and he turned so short, the fellow lost his balance, and off he
went."

"What was his name?"
"Sanders Bill Sanders."
"Was he kilt entirely?"
"Oh, ilo!"
"Ah! that's a great pity; gin he had broke his neck, you'd

have done a service to the whole place, Mr. Edward. He's the
worst boy of his size I ever seed yet; he's bound for the gal..
lows, is that fellow. Well, what become of the bag?

"It split right in two, Uncle Tom, and just then the wind
and the rain came on; so I let the old thing go, and took hold
of Jupe, and the wind and rain, you see, being right in our
faces, he was glad to si~op. So I wheeled him round, and got be-
hind the stone fence till the flurry was over, and then put for
Parsons', and got a bag there and some meal, and took it down
to Sanders's."

"You oughtn't to done that Mr. Edward."
~~

Why not, Uncle Tom? tney are rather poor, I guess. I
was afraid they might want it for supper."

"They don't deserve supper nor nothing' else. The old man
is lazy, and proud into the bargain, and the boy is an ugly
sarpint; a thousand pities Jupe hadn't made an end on him.
Did they thank ye for doing them sich a turn as that?"

"Oh, well, I tlidn't want any thanks; they didn't say much
about it." Edward felt ashamed to tell just how he was re-
ceived.

"Jist like 'em. I tell you, Mr. Edward, it ain't no kindness
to be after helping the like of them. But, my boy, ye must

not be tarrying here: ye are sopping wet. I'll take care of the
little beast till the coachman comes. Arrah, you! ah, you vil-
lain! bite, will you? Faith, Mr. Edward, he'll do a mischief to
some one yet."

Oh, he is only playing, Uncle Tom. You mustn't seem to be
afraid of him. Jupe, Jupe, be still, sir!"

But Jupe knew his man; and the moment Edward left for
the house he commenced a series of capers that soon caused
Uncle Tom to release his hold, when Jupe sprang into the sta-
ble, and running into old Towser's stall, ther& began a rumpus
that so alarmed Uncle Tom that he called loudly for the host-
ler.

"What is it, my old boy? what's to pay now?"
This was said by the hostler or coachman -he carried both

titles.
"There's the Old Kick to pay! That young devil of a horse

of Mr. Edward's is got into Towzer's stall, and they're a bit-
ing -' and yelling, and kicking. Arrah, you! there, you see
that! Bedad, them legs of his will be death of some one yet."

"Jupe, Jupe, my boy, come back out of there, you rogue,
you! back with you!"

Jupe knew the voice, and, backing out, was in his own place
in an instant, and began eating his hay as demurely as if he had
done nothing out of the way, and was the best-behaved horse in
the world.

"I tell you what it is, daddy," - Patrick, the coachman, being
quite a young man, generally gave the person in question this
title, - "you mustn't never let a horse know that you're afraid
of him; he might be the death of you."

"He'll be the death of some one yet; his legs is too nimble
for me, and he come nigh nippin' my fingers off."

"Oh, it's only play like; see how quick he minded me!
Jupe, my pretty fellow; I must give you a good rubbing; J~
should think you had a hard time of it this afternoon. I wonder
what's on his mane, here? it is all plastered up."

"Look here, Patrick; look at this saddle-cloth.?'
"By the powers! that is bad, though, ain't it? Is it meal

he's got on it?"
"Yes, and what do you think? - it all come of helping that

good-for-nothing Bill Sanders carry a bag from the mill; it
busted, and spilt all over everything right in the midst of the
rain, too."

"Helping Bill Sanders?"'p
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"Ali! the poor boy didn't know much about him; and he is
so mindful to do right himself, he never thinks there can be
wrong in other people."

"Yes, and Bill was spilt on the ground, too."
"Did he take him on too?"
"Yes; and Jupe got mad, and kicked and run, and at last

walloped the fellow off."
"Hurt him much?"
"No; a thousand pities it hadn't put an end to him"
"I am sorry it has happened. I tell you I know that feb

low; he will have a grudge against Master Edward now, and
he will try to do him a mischief."

"And after the boy has gone and. bought meal for him with
his own money, and carried away down there to his own
home?"

"Did he do that?"
"Indeed he did."
"One wouldn't think a fellow could harbor any bad feelings

in sich a case; but he is a sly, mischievous rogue. You know
how he treated the Widow Gaines, a nice lady as ever lived.
She hired him, you know, to do the out-door chores for her last
winter, and in three weeks he dried up two of her cows, and
he'd have dried up the other if she hadn't got rid of him; and
every one thinks it was him that set fire to her haystack and
had like to have burned everything up."

"It's a thousand pities Jupe hadn't made an end of him!"
"It wouldn't a been no great loss. But I shall keep the

stable door locked 'after this; he'll have a spite against the
horse at any rate, and he wouldn't be a bit too good to injure
him. in some way if he got a chance."

As Edward entered the house, he was met by his mother,
who, on seeing him, exclaimed,-

"My dear Edward, I have been quite uneasy about you;
were you out in the storm?"

"I was out in the worst of it, mamma."
'*What is the matter, my dear boy, with your clothes? they

are ruined! What has happened to you? Has Jupe thrown
you?"

"No, m~nma. I will tell you all about it by and by; I be-
lieve I had better go and change them; I am wet throuoii"

"Do, my son, as quick as you can."
"Oh, Eddie, I am so glad you have come!" exclaimed his

youngest sister, a lovely creature about twelve years of age,

who came running up, and putting her arms around his neck,
kissed him as warmly as if iie had just come home after a long
absence. "Oh,.how wet you are! But where did you get this
beautiful rose?"

"Will you not take it and put it in water for me?"
"But where did you get it? Did Kate Middleton give it to

you?"
"Let me see it, Julia," said the mother; "it is indeed very

pretty: what a lovely color!"
"Mamma," said Edward, "who is that young girl at the

Sanders's - Maggie Bellfield is she a relation of theirs?"
"Where did you see her? But no matter now. IRun up,

without a moment's more delay, and change your clothes. Julia,
dear, let your brother go; he will tell you all about it by and
by."

Edward,, as Julia released him, whispered something in her
ear, and hastened to his room.

Mamma,~~ said Julia, "don't you remember Edward told us
the other day about his taking up a very pretty young girl as
he wa~ riding home from Shoreville, because he thought she
would get caught in the shower, it was so far from any house?
And he told us, you know, how beautiful she was, and how
very lady-like, and how pleasantly she thanked him for her
ride?"

"Yes, my dear, I remember the circumstance."
"Well, it was she who gave him this rose; and I mean to

take all the care of it I can."
Edward had a request to make of his mother, and as he knew

that in general, though ever ready to listen to his requests, she
did not always see things as he did, and therefore sometimes'
was denied a gratification upon which his heart had been set,
he began by a roundabout way to get his proposition before
her. It was just on the edge of evening; the clouds had all
vanished; the air was soft and balmy; his two sisters, Mary
and Julia, were promenading the broad, smooth walk that led
through the front lawn to the highway, and enjoying a view of
the rising moon as she emerged from the ocean, and threw her
pale beams in a silver streak on the long stretch of water spread
out as far as the eye could reach. His mother had taken her
seat by the window, and Edward, drawing his chair up beside
her, asked,-

Mamma, did you ever have to think how you were going

II
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to get a living? I mean did you ever have to do anything
to earn anything, I mean."

"No, my dear. What makes you ask?"
"Oh, well, I've been thinking how a person must feel that

has to think from day to day how they are to get'things. II
mean food and such things."

"We all have to exercise thought about such matters, -that
is, those who are heads of families or have the care of providing
for themselves or others. For instance, I have now to see to it
that meat is got from the butcher, and that there is plenty of
flour in the house, and that there is tea and coffee and sugar in
the house, and that you children have a good supply of cloth-
ing on hand, and all that."

"Oh, yes; but that ain't what I mean. You do not have to
think where the money is to come from to buy them with.

"No, that is true; no, I have reason to be thankful I have
never had any anxiety on that account."

"Well~ then, how do you think you would feel if you had to
think how you was going to get these thing; and had to con-
trive to do with as little as possible so as just barely to live."

"I cannot say, my son. I have never thought of such a
condition; and I do not see any use in imagining myself in
such circumstances, because there is no human probability that
we shall ever be so situated as to want any of the necessaries
of life."

"I know, mamma; but some people do have to contrive and
save even to get enough to eat, and good people, too."

"What has led you to think of such matters, my son? You
are not likely to be in any such circumstances, without'you
should turn out to be a spendthrift, which I trust you will
not."

"I hope I never shall; I should rather try to save and help
those who are poor. It must be a dreadful thing to be poor,
don't you think?"

"All cannot be rich."
"But ought not those that are rich to help them that are

poor?"
"Yes, in a cerLain way. I always give when I am called

upon."
"Yes I know we always give something to beggars; but

there are some people who are poor who would scorn to becr"
"The poor are generally very careless and wasteful, and have

no gratitude; and if you do not do for them all they think you

ought to do for them, they will like as not turn round and
abuse you. You have told us how ~rou was treated by Mrs.
Sanders and her son this afternoon, after all the trouble you
took to accommodate them."

"I think like as not William told them a wrong story about
the when they find out the truth they will feel differ-
ently about it. I am glad, anyhow, I got the meal there. I
think they must have wanted it, or they would not have sent
off so far to get it. We ought to be very patient with poor
people, ought we not?"

"One has to exercise a good deal of patience with them; in
general they are very unreasonable."

Edward began to be discouraged. He found, instead of get-
ting nearer to the subject that was upon his mi~ad, the conver-
sation had taken a turn in no way, as he thought, favorable.
He, however, tried another tack.

"You know Mrs. Tellfair, mamma?"
"Sam's grandmother?"
"Yes."
"I know her. What about her?"
"She is quite poor, is she not?"
"I do not think she is so very poor; she keeps a cow, and

seems to have things comfortable about her?"
"I know things always look clean there; but do you not

think they must have to be very saving, in order to live from
what the cow 'brings them? Suppose we had nothing but one
cow, or say three cows, to live from?"

"Edward, I don't see what has got into you. How strangely
you talk! What have our circumstances to do with those of
other people? Because Mrs. Teilfair has one eow or a dozen
cows, it is nothing to us."

"She couldn't have a dozen cows, because she has no pas-
ture for them. Sam has to spend all his time baiting the one
cow."

"Why does he not let her feed on the commons?"
"He says the feed is so short there; there are so many cows

feeding there they have eaten it close."
"Well, his time, I suppose, is of no consequence; he may as

well spend it that way as any other."
"But he says he could be earning forty cents a day if he

had not to bait the cow.~~
"Well, how can we help that? Do you want that we should

pasture her for them?"
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CC Do you not think wc could?"
"Pasture their cow?"
"Why not, mar~ama?"
Mrs. Bascom looked at her son a moment, and then, taking

his hand, for she saw his eyes were glistening with tears ready
to fall, -

"My dear boy, how much you do feel on this subject! What
has excited you so?"

"I cannot tell you, mamma; but it came into my head this
afternoon when I was talking to Sam."

"Did he ask you to speak to me about it?"
"Oh, no; he has no idea of suchathing."
"Well, my dear, you will have to ask Uncle Tom about it;

he has charge of the dairy, and can tell about the pasture bet-
ter than I can."

"And I may say to him that you are willing, mamma?"
There was such a brightening up of Edward's countenance

as he looked into his mother's face on asking this question, that
she put her arm about him, and pressed him to her.

"Yes, my dear, you may; and tell him, if it can be done, I
wish your request to be gratified."

"Oh, thank you, mamma, thank you."
And throwing his arms about her neck, he gave her a hearty

kiss.
Mrs. Bascom held her son in a silent embrace for some mo-

ments. Some new thoughts had started in her own mind; we
cannot stop to attend to them just now, for Edward is in a
hurry to go and see Uncle Tom, and we must go with him.

Uncle Tom occupied a small tenement not far from the man-
sion of Mrs. I3ascom, and belonging to the estate. It was a
neat-looking building, and everything around it in keeping.

"Ah, 2~1r. Edward!" exclaimed Uncle Tom, as Edward
opened the little gate of the front yard, and was advancing up
the walk to the stoop on which the former was seated enjoying
his pipe.

"Good-evening, Uncle Tom. How beautifully it has cleared
off!"

"Indeed, you may well say that; but it was a black-looking
tempest as ever I see. Are you no the worse for being
whetted?"

"Oh, no! I am all dry. Mamma thinks, though, that my
trousers are a gone case."

"Ah! that's bad- and span new they were!"

~C J had worn them a little."
"And I'm fearing, Mr. Edward, the saddle-cloth ain't much

better. A thousand pities ye hadn't jist made your way home
and no minded that fellow. Patrick says that Bill Sanders will
owe you spite for his fall - the good-for-nothing that he is."

"IL guess not, Uncle Tom."
"Ay, he's a sly rogue that. The less any one has to do with

sich people the better."
"There is no harm in doing them a kindness when it comes

in your way.~~
"Ah I Mr. Edward, I tell ye that sich as them, the better you

treat them the worker they be. They think ye have some bad
motive that moves you till it; better give 'em a kick than do
them a favor.~~

"I have come to ask you, Uncle Tom, how we are off for
pasturing."

"Pretty fair, pretty fair, Mr. Edward."
~CiDo you think there is room for another cow
"I'm thinking there is, surely; does your ma think of

getting another?"
"No, but I wanted to know; because I thought, if we could, I

should like to let Mrs. Tellfair put her cow in our pasture. The
feed is very short on the commons, and Sam has to spend all
his. time baiting their cow."

"That's a good thought on ye," said a voice that came from
the window close by. Edward turned his head, and seeing
Bridget, said, -

"Good-evening, Mrs. Maloy." Bridget wa~ much younger
than her ~rnsband, a second wife, and had not been long in her
present situation.

"Good-evening to ye, Mr. Edward, and I am right glad to
hear the proposal ye are making. There ain't a nicer woman
in the town than Widow Teilfair, and her boy is raaLl civil and
well-behaved."

Uncle Tom, ever since he heard the reason for Edward's in-
quiry, had been scratching his head the thing was not the
most agreeable. Uncle Tom had a cow of his own, and the
privilege of pasture was one of his perquisites, and he was just
trying to trump up a reason against the proposition, when
Bridget's voice broke in upon them. He saw it was a gone case
now; so he was determined to lose no credit with Edward, and
therefore chimed in with his wife.

N"That Sam is a worthy boy, and a dabster at work when he
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can get it. I'm a-thinkin', Mr. Edward, there will be feed
enough. In the morning I shall put the cows in the north lot,
and that will be handy for the boy to driv~ his critter back and
forth. And is your ma willing?"

"Oh, yes, Uncle Tom; she says I might tell you, if you thotight
it could be done, she would be glad."

"Tell her yes my boy; I'll answer for it there'll be feed
enough. And besides, I'm a-thinkin' it might be a good thing
to give that boy a chance during our hayin'."

"Oh, thank you, Uncle Tom, that will be first-rate; I am so
glad you mentioned it. I know Sam would rather come here
than go anywhere else. Shall I engage him for you? I am
going to see him early in the morning."

"Well, mebby you might as well. I'm thinking' the mistress
will approve it; she leaves it to me in general. Yes, Mr.
Edward, tell him we can give him work all July."

"Thank you, Uncle Tom; and now I must run home, for
mamma wished me to come back as soon as I could. Good-even-
i.ng, Uncle Tom - good-night, I~Irs. Maloy."

"A good-night to you, and God bless you, Mr. Edward, and
4ve you good dramas the night," sounded out in clear, ringing
tones from the window, for Edward had already stated on his
way with a quick step.

"I'm a-thinking what's got into the boy," said Uncle Tom to
his young wife as she came out on the stoop and took a seat on
one of the steps. "lie's bent upon doin' a kindness to some
one or another."

"Blessings on him for that;" said Bridget. "A kind heart
ain't no loss to him nor any other body. IDo you not think it
yourself? "

"Sure you're right there, but he'll be some troubled in
getting much thanks for the same."

"AhI that may be, husband; but it's my mind them that's
for doin' a good turn to a fellow-creetur ain't much minded about
the thanks."

"Mebby not, but it's kind a natural to be lookia' for the same.
Ye know yourself' ye like to be praised for your smartness.
Didn't ye tell me but the day gone, how the mistress said there
were no hands like yours to do a thing to a nicety."

"And who wouldn't be proud to know that sich a nice leddy
as she is approved of your doing's? ye are fain to please her
yersel'; ye know that, husband."

"Well, I am no spakin' agin, your bein' proud of the same.

Sure am I she's kind and reasonable, and no stint wid the pay.
But there's many a mistress ye could no plaze, do the best yur
hands could do; and it ain't no very pleasant the doin' for the
like of sich. And I fear me Mr. Edward will no git thanks for
all his trouble to sarve them Sanders folk; that Bill will owe
him a grudge, and I'm fearing will do him some mischief in a
sly way. He's all for the bad, is that Bill."

"He must be a raal imp of Satan gin he should harbor mal-
ice to sich a boy as that - to think of his goin' through all the.
lightning' and thunder and rain to sarve them, 'cause he thought
they might be in straits for their bread. I'm thinking' it's be-
cause ye're so odd, Mr. Maloy, that ye are so feared for evil.
They say ould folk are fain to look ~on the dark side."

And as Bridget said this she turned a roguish look at her
husband. Uncle Tom was somewhat sensitive on the subject of
age. He may have been over sixty, or not quite fifty - nobody
knew besides himself and whether he could have told the very
day or~ year is rather doubtful. There was no record of it that
his young wife could find, ~and she had hunted carefully aniong
the few books and papers in his possession, and when she had
put the question to him he had answered so indefinitely, that
she found a large margin for figuring in, and her womanish
curiosity was not satisfied.

The look which she now gave him caused a slight screw of
his mouth to one side which was the nearest to a smile that
Uncle Tom generally attained. It was near enough, however, to
signify to those who knew him that he. was rather pleased than
otherwise. What pleased him now was the sly way in which
he saw that Bridget was trying to get at the matter of his
age.

"Have ye no found out yet?" he replied.
"Ay have I; ye're on to the last stretch, my man - sixty

and odd."
"I'm wondering ' then, ye should ha' took up wid an ould fellow

when ye might ha' had many a young chap; for ye know, Biddy,
ye be well favored."

"Ay, that's just the way ye cum round me at the fust; ye
are full of blarney - and ye know it. But look, husband;
what are they about you? Is that Patrick?"

Uncle Tom looked in the direction Bridget had pointed, and
noticed two persons, apparently boys, just about to climb over
the stone wall that enclosed a small pasture-field, and on the
south end of which lay the barns and stables of Mrs. Bascom.
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In this field were a few apple-trees of choice early fruit. The
apples were not yet fit for eating, but as they were already of
good size, and as Uncle Tom knew that boys were not particular
about apples being ripe if they were only grown, he made up
his mind that the individuals in question were after the fruit,
and as Mrs. Bascom prized it much, he felt it his duty to go and
see about things; so laying down his pipe and taking up his
hat, he at once started off'.

"Shall I not go wid ye?" called Bridget.
" No, no ; bide where ye be."
But Bridget did not feel easy, and resolved in her own mind

to be on hand. They looked to her like pretty large boys, - at
least one of them, - and she feared, if brought to bay, they
might be too much for Uncle Tom. So stepping within, she
seizedastoutoxgadthatstood~ one corner ofthekitchen,
and started iii pursuit. The moon was up, but as an orchard
lay between their house and the enclosure, into which the two
persons had been seen to enter, it was not easy to have much
of a view ahead. Bridget, however, was able to mark where
her husband got over the wall; and in a short time she was at
the place, and peering cautiously over into the enclosure. She
could neither see nor hear anyone, however, but resolved to
stay where she was, as she knew the bars by which she stood
would be the most likely place for those who were in there to
seek to pass over, for the wall beyond the bars was too high to
climb with ease; and in order that she might ~ot be seen, she
seated herself on a stone by the side of tl~e wall, near the bars,
to be in readiness should any persons attempt~ to pass over them.

When Uncle Tom reached the field into which he saw the
two persons entering, he was surprised that he could see no one
there; he walked about it a few moments, and then a new
thought came into his mind. He at* once started for the
stables, opened the gate which led into the barn-yard, and was
startled to find that it was already unlatched and ajar. He
crept cautiously along beneath the shed which lined that end of
the barn-yard, towards a door that gave entrance into the barn,
and also into the stable appropriated to the horses. As he
reached this door he thought he heard voices, and pausing one
side of the door which was partly open, he listened attentively.
The two persons were there. They were in some difficulty, and
were talking over matters in a low tone, not much above a
whisper, but loud enough for Uncle Tom to catch most of what
was said.

"Is there no other door into the stable?"
Only the outer one.~~

"I thought you said they didn't lock the doors."
"They didn't use to. Can't you find something to get out

the staple with?" Here the elder of the two let out a string
of profanity, cursing his companion for leading him on such a
fool's errand.

"Pry out the staple? It can't be done; and then, like as
not, we shall get our brains kicked out. Come, I'm going back; it
ain't a-going to pay."

Just at ~J1at moment, Uncle Tom, without being able to stop
the operation, had to sneeze; he stiffed it all he could, but it
was a veritable sn6eze. In an instant there was a rush to the
door; it was thrown open with violence. Uncle Tom went
with it, for he was standing against it, and he brought up rather
hard on the bones of an ox. He was not hurt, but his anger
was kindled to the highest pitch. As he recovered his feet,
some rather strong expressions burst forth, and a quick chase
was made after the fugitives. What was to be done with them
if he caught them, he did not stop to think; if he had a gun, or
a club, or a stone, there would have been a messenger after them
without delay. But as he was empty-handed, he could only try
to catch them, leaving the result to be determined when he got
hold of them; and he came pretty near accomplishing that part
of the business.

When Uncle Tom came through the outer gate, he had closed
it, fearing the cattle jn the yard might take a notion to go out in
search of apples. The intruders in their haste (which was some-
what quickened by the threatening words that were poured forth
after them), seeing the gate closed, did not stop to open it, but
essayed to climb over. One of them, the taller, accomplished it
without much ado; but the other in his haste and fright made
a slip, and before he could recover himself, Uncle Tom was up
with him, and had caught him by one foot, just as he was throw-
ing himself over. He gave a desperate kick; the foot was bare,
and somewhat slippery from going through the wet grass, and

'Uncle Tom lost his hold. The youngster fell heavily on the
bare ground, head first, and face downwards. He must have
hurt himself for he uttered a pitiful cry; but he sprang up, and
was off, blubbering as he went, and Uncle Tom in full chase.

As Bridget anticipated, they both made for the bars by which
she was seated. She saw them coming, and Uncle Tom in pur-
suit, and growling like an angry bull. She stood ready with

'I
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her weapon, resolved that they should feel the weight of her
arm. The first, however, made but one spring, and was over
before she could bring her forces to bear. He saw her, but he
did not stop to ask questions, and was out of reach in an instant.
The other was at once on hand. He saw her as he put his hand
on the top rail, auid seemed for a moment at a loss what to do;
but feeling that death was behind him - for Uncle Tom kept up
his threatening growl - and seeing only a woman before him, he
jumped to climb; but he doubtless had little idea of the power
in a woman's arm, or ~he speed she could make in laying it on
thick and fast.* Bridget was not particular where she struck -

face, back, legs, or anywhere. She did her best; it was quick
work, and soon over. The fellow made a great outcry, and no
doubt had good reason for so doing; but he did not stop to argue
matters, and flew out of reach of the terrible stings as fast as his
legs would let him.

"Whare be they?" said Uncle Tom, as he came up growling
and panting.

"Well on their way, I'm thinking; and a sore hide one of
them has, if there is ony virtue in this saplin'."

"But how comes you here, woman?"
"I e'en thought ye might be worsted in a tussle wid the

youngsters, and bedad one of them is as tall as yourself- a strap-
ping loon. lie jumpit the fence in a leap afore I could raise my
weapon intil him; but I've scored the one: he'll no want to be
after stain' no more apples in these parts."

"Ah! the villains; it was no apples they were after - there's
worse mischief as that in their heads."

"Where did ye grapple 'em?"
"Ah! I didn't grapple wid 'em Ye see they got the start

o' me, whiles I was standing' agin' the stable door and wide-
awake to hear what deviltry they would be at. I was jist took
wid a sneeze, and they flew agin' the door like mad, and away I
went doon on the auld ox; but as luck would have it, struck in
his belly instead of the horns. But I forgathered mysel' in time
to catch the youngster by the leg; but he slipped from my grasp
and over, down head first from the top of the gate, and then
away like the ould one was after him."

"Then it's in the stable they was?"
"Sure, no; the door was locked. But it's my milid they were

after doin' a mischief to Mr. Edward's pony, and if I'm no de~
ceived, the younger one was that imp of Satan, Bill Sanders.
But I couldna swear to it. Did you notice 'em?"

"Ay did I, and I'm thinking' he has a sore token from this
same;" shaking her long gad.

"Lather 'em, did ye, wid that? Bedad, I'm thinking' he'll
carry the marks, gin you got a fair lick at him; but it's my guess
there'll be mischief a-comm'. Ali! it was a thousand pities
that fellow didn't break his neck when he fell from the horse!"

"Hout-tout ye mustn't speak so, husband; he ain't no fit
to die, and 'wid no warning , ye are no merciful. But ye are
no sartain it was that same; ye say ye couldna take oath of
it?"

"I couldue' jist take oath of it; but I'm thinking' ye had a
better look at him as I had. Could ye no affirm to it?"

" Me affirm to it! why, I knows him not. I never seed that
Bill Sanders you're spakiri~ of; but he's got a reckoning , whom-
soever he be. They ain't done no harm, you say! and I'm
a-thinkin' he'll no be after visiting this ways agin. So let's jist
go in, and git to rist, for ye must be sore harried wid the race
ye had. And was ye no hurted wid the fall?"

"I'm no hurted in body, but I'm sore vexed in mind There'll
be mischief out of this yet; see if there ain't."

During this conversation, they had been leisurely walking
towards their home, and had just reached it as Bridget made
her proposition "to git to rest." With a heavy sigh, Uncle
Tom ascended the stoop and entered his dwelling, and all was
soon quiet in their humble cottage.

CHAPT]~R XIV.

DWARD was in fine spirits when he arose the morn-
ing after the events recorded in the last chapter. He
was to see Sam, and tell him not only that he would
no longer be under the necessity of baiting his cow,

but that an engagement was ready for him during the month of
July. The joy that filled his heart was different from that
which he had ever experienced before. It had no immediate
connection with his own amusement or selfish gratification.
lie was absorbed in the idea of the pleasure it would give his
humble friend Sam, and Sam's grandmother. It was the first
taste to him of the luxury of doing good; and if he had entered
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very closely into the comparison between his feeling then, and
the feeling he had ever before experienced from any of his
pleasures, he would no doubt have come to the conclusion, that
it was a richer happiness to benefit others than to merely amuse
and please himself. But he did not attempt any such analysis.
lie did not think of himself at all; he thought only of others.

"Where are you going after breakfast, Edward?" said his
younger sister, as they were taking their seats at the table.

"Well, Sister Julia, I am going, in the first place, to see Sam
Tellfair about some business; and then IL am going to see if I
can find that bag or pillow-case which I lost yesterday."

"What to do with it?" said his elder sister.
"Why, to take it home to them, Sister Mary."
"I should think it hardly worth while to give yourself all

that trouble. You had bother enough with getting the meal
to them. It must have been very old, too, or it would not have
torn so easily.~~

"I think, Mary, I had better try to find it. Mrs. Sanders
seemed quite out of humor about it. Perhaps they may want
it."

"It would be as well, perhaps, Mary," said their mother,
"that Edward should look for it, and take it to them if he
finds it. But I will give you a bag, my son, to take to them.
The family has not a very good name, and I do not care to give
them any occasion to feel that they have in any way been in-
jured by us. And besides, as Edward says, they may be in
want of it. I believe they are quite poor."

"Thank you, mamma, I should feel a good dealbetter to take
a nice whole bag along with me; the other, if I find it, will be
in rather a sad plight, I guess."

"Mamma," said Mary, "who is that young girl - what is
her name, Eddie?"

"Maggie Beilfield."
"Who is she, mamma," continued Mary.
~' I cannot tell you, my dear; I never heard of her before

Edward mentioned her flame."
"She seems to have taken quite a fancy to Edward, to think

of giving him that rose," said Julia.
"La, Sis, she merely did it because I gave her a ride the

other day. I saw there was a shower coming, and she was just
coining out of the Pines, and most two miles from any house,
and I knew she must certainly get wet. It was right, was it
not, mamma, to ask her to ride?"

CC Certainly, my son; it was what any gentleman would have
done."

"I wish I could~ get a slip of that rose. IDo you think it
would grow from a slip, mamma?"

"I fear not, my dear."
"Perhaps there may be shoots from it. I know she would

give you one, Julia, if there are any," said Edward.
"I should pay her for it, then," said Mary.
"Well, I don't believe she would take any pay, and I should

hate to offer it."
" Why, mamma says they are poor.~~
"1 know; they are poor, perhaps, but,
"But what, Eddie?"
"Oh, well; you know there is a difference in people. Sup-

posing we were poor, Julia would not like to have money of-
fered to her for a rose-slip, or a bush even."

"Eddie," said Mary, "I feel very curious to see that girl.
Are you not willing to have me go with you there this morn-
iiig? Ican have a good excuse to call there by asking her to
let me see her rosebush; and I can manage the inati~er about
getting a slip from it."

"I wish you would go, Sister Mary. I will just run down,
first, and see Sam Tellfair, and then I will go and see if I can
find that bag. About what time shall I tell Patrick to have
your horse ready? ~

"About ten o'clock."
Jupe was not long in galloping over the one mile which was

about the distance between the two houses. Mrs. Tellfair was
just entering her door as Edward rode up.

"Good-morning, Mrs. Tellfair."
"Good-morning, Master Edward. All well at home this

morning?"
"Thank you, ma'am all ye

Mrs. Tellfair?" , ry well. Is Sam about home,
"He will be home shortly. Won't you come in?"
Edward had alighted from his horse, and, hitching him to the

fence, was soon in the little house which served Sam and his
grandmother for a home. It was, indeed, a small concern, con-
taining but two rooms on the ground floor, - the one in which
they lived, and about twelve feet square, and a smaller one
opening from it, the bedroom of Mrs. Tellfair. An open gar-
ret above served Sam for a sleeping apartment when the
winter weather was not too severe; at such times he would
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bunk in their sitting-room. Sam could sleep anywhere. lie
was a jovial, light-hearted boy, free from bad inclinations; and,
as he kept a clear conscience, rough fare of any kind never put
him out. The greatest trouble with Sam was about clothes;
he never complained or made mention of them before his
grandmother; he knew that she did the best she could, and
that it took pretty much all she could earn by knitting and the
produce of her cow to get provisions, and to keep a little store
on hand against sickness. He might indeed, if alone, have
procured a situation where he could have earned decent clothes
and good board, but his grandmother was too old to go out to
service herself and she could not have taken care of her cow
or tended her garden. In fact, if Sam should leave her, she
would be obliged to go upon the town, and Sam knew that
would be to her worse than death, and he himself felt that any
privation he could endure would be nothing in comparison
with such disgrace as that. The little house and the two acres
of ground attached belonged to Sam, and he never meant to let
his grandmother want for a home, if he could help it. The
place, poor as it was, had a pleasant location- it stood on the
bank of the river that ran past the town, and a few old trees
stood about it, shading it from the mid-day heat of summer as
well as sheltering it from the storms of winter; the grounds be-
longing to the house ran along the banks of the river, and were
enclosedbyastonefence;nota very high or substantial fence,
for they were for the most part round stones. Sam kept it up
as well as he could, and in spots where it was too low to keep
cattle from intruding, he had placed old rails and stakes, and in
some spots branches of trees; while in other places, wild
bushes had grown up beside the wall, and these formed resting-
places for poles or bits of board. It required, sometimes, all
the ingenuity Sam possessed to defend the weak spots against
the unruly cattle and hogs and geese that roamed at will over
the commons, which ran all around his premises. The fence,
therefore, was not a very sightly object, but it protected their
lot from marauders, and enabled Sam to gather a crop of hay,
sufficient, by close feeding, to keep their cow through the win-
ter. The little garden was also within this enclosure, and on
the south side of the house; and Sam made this available, be-
sides such vegetables as they needed for their own use, for roots
and squashes, to make the hay go as far as possible. It was a
tight squeeze; anyhow, both in the house, and the stable; but
they got along in4ependently of outside aid, and as Sam told
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Mr. Sanders, "they didn't owe the store anything." This sort
of pride his grandmother had cherished and nurtured in Sam,
and, also, she had a prejudice against rags. Sam's clothes were
always whole; but if he could have helped it, he would 'have
liked at least that the patches should have been of the color of
the trousers or coat; but, as such were not always on hand, it
had to be that there was somewhat of a variety.

Sam was not only a civil, well-behaved boy, and well disposed
- he was also good-looking. lie had a fine, fresh, honest look,
very dark eyes and dark hair, and when not cut too short, quite
disposed to curl. us countenance, staid when at rest, or when
thinking, but lighted quicklyby a pleasant aspect when spoken
to.

"We are dreadfully pestered with our neighbors' critters
a-gittin' into our mowin'," said Mrs. Tellfair, as Edward, at her
request, took his seat. "Sammy does all he can to fix up the
fence, but the commons is dreadful short this season, and the
critters are put to it to get enough to eat; and that cow of
Sanders's, our next neighbor, I guess, must have been left out
all night, for when we got up thi~ morning, she was in our
mowin', and Sammy has gone to drive her home, for he says
he don't believe she was milked last night. I'm 'most feared
there's something the matter there, he stays so long. Ah, me!
I'm feared things ain't in no good shape there."

"Are they quite poor, Mrs. Tellfair?"
"Well, Mr, Edward, it ain't altogether that: they are poor,

no doubt; but in the country, you know, if a body has but a
little, if they take a little pains, and manage to save, and no
git too much in debt, they can git along somehow; but when
they git into bad ways, and there ain't no agreement together in
the family, and one pulls one way, and another pulls another
way, and there ain't no head nor nothing, things can't go*
right no how."

'Can you tell me, Mrs. Tellfair, is that Miss Beilfield a rela-
tion of theirs?"

"La, bless your soul! he ain't no kin of their, no how.
She is a real gentleman's daughter; and I'm 'most sick at heart
sometimes, when I think of her. Poor thing! she hadn't
ought to be in no sich place; and I'm feared, Mr. Edward, the
money what her brother left to pay her board for two months,
has been all used up, or taken to pay debts of one kind or
another; and I guess the poor child has to fare pretty hard
sometimes."
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"Has she parents living?"
".No: her parents be both dead?"
"She has brothers and sisters, then?"
"Only one brother. I have never seen him, but they say

he's a spunky boy." (By that Mrs. Telifair meant that he was
bright, and full of energy.) "But I don't see why Sammy doesn't
git along; he ought to be here to take the cow out to bait; you
see, it ain't no use a-turning her out into the commons - they
are clean eat off; you see, some have got to turning their sheep
out on the common; and they nibble it clean down into the
ground."

"Well, Mrs. Hatfield, I came here this morning to tell Sam
that he could turn his cow into our pasture; Uncle Tom says
we have plenty of feed."

The old lady had taken up her knitting as soon as she was
seated, and her needles were going briskly all the time she had
been talking; but, as Edwaid said this, she dropped her hands
upon her lap, and fixed her bright eye full upon him.

"Has my Sammy been asking for sich a favor as that?"
"Oh, no, Mrs. Ha ; he has never said a word about it."
"How comes it about, then? Sure Mr. Maloy did not pro.

pose sich a thing as that!" Uncle Tom was not regarded by
people generally as being very liberal in his feelings.

"Why, Mrs. Hatfield, I heiwd Sam say yesterday, that he
believed he could earn good wages during the month of July,
if it was not that he had to bait the cow; and I knew we had
plenty of pasturing, and so I asked mamma about it when I
went home, and she was quite willing; and Uncle Tom says
there is plenty of feed."

"it was very kind of you, Mr. Edward, to be so thoughtful
about us, and it was very kind in your mamma to give her con-
sent; and you will please tell her I thank her very much, and
I thank you, dear boy, for the kind intention; but we haven't
never yet been beholden to any one; and though we are poor, we
can make the ends meet. The- cow does pretty well as it is,
but I thank you all the same."

Edward began to. feel that this business of meddling with
other people's affairs, without first being solicited, ~as not very
pleasant, nor very profitable either. He got no thanks for his
endeavor to help Bill Sanders along with his bag of meal yes-
terday, but curses rather; and now even Mrs. Tellfair is almost
angry with him for offering her a free pasture for her cow.
She thanks him, indeed, for the offer; but he can see plainly

from her looks and manner, that she is not pleased. He was
about to tell her that Sam could get employment at their place,
too, for the month of July, but concluded that he had better
say nothing about it; so as soon as he could, without seeming
to be offended, he arose, and bade her good-morning.

In a few moments after he had left, Sam came in; he was
almost out of breath running, for he had seen Jupe at the door,
and was in haste to get there; but Edward, when he left the
house, was in rather a thinking mood, and did not look around
to see whether Sam was coming: he jumped quickly on his
horse, and was off, like a shot, the way he came.

Sam's first inquiry was, -
"Did Edward Bascom want me, granny?"
"Well, he asked for you."
"Did he say what he wanted?"
"Well, I s'pose, he told me pretty mu4~h what he wanted;

but I don't see what's put it into his head."
"What was it, granny?"
"Well, he seems to think we are so poor that it would be a

charity to let us pasture our cow in their lot with their cows."
"Did he say we might?" and Sam's eyes fairly sparkled

with joy.
"Yes: he said he'd axed his ma, and she was willing. "
"Oh, good! ain't he a good fellow ! and did you tell him we

would, and thank 'im for it greatly?"
"I thanked him for his kind intentions, but I teller him we

had got a long so fur without bein' beholden to any one, and that
the cow was doin' very well as it ~

"Oh, granny!" and Sam threw himself in a chair, and gave
his cap a fling~ that landed it on the other side.

"What now, Sammy! what do you say, "Oh, granny," for?
Do you want to be beholden to them rich folks, and people all
about sayin', 'The Bascoms are very good to Mrs. Tellfair,
to pasture her cow for her, and they, no doubt, help her in
many ways.' I don't want to hear no sich talk as that."

Sam's heart was full, and he was on the point of letting out
his feelings; but ~he had great respect for his grandmother, and
if he had spoken out then, he feared he might say some things
he would be sorry for, so he sat looking out of the window.
One thing, however, he could. not help, and that was wishing
heartily that the old cow was dead.

"What's to pay at the Sanders's this morning?" asked his
grandmother. She wanted to change the subject.
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CC Bill didn't come home last night, and I had to stay and
milk their cow- she hadn't been milked since yesterday morn-
ing; and then I had to feed the pig. Mr. Sanders has been off
since daylight looking for Bill; Mrs. Sanders wanted me to go,
but I told her I did not know where to go to look for him, and
besides, ~t was time the cow was eating."

"Yes, Sammy, that is true; and now, sonny, git your lunch
there it is, all ready, in the cupboard. The cow does nicely

by baiting; I guess we'll have a churning' by to morrow."
Sam got his lunch, picked up his cap, and in as pleasant a

manner as he could command, just then, - for he was in no
good humor, - bade good-morning, and went off on his tedious
task of baiting the cow, not forgetting to take his arithmetic
with him, and a piece of a slate, which he carried in his basket
with his lunch.

To an active, ambitious boy, as Sam was, this employment of
baiting the cow was very galling. He was fond of work, and
of choice would much rather have been busy with his hoe in
the field or the garden all day, than lolling on the ground or
the fence. He was not so ide, however, as he seemed to be to
those who might notice him as they passed on the road. He
was fond of arithmetic, sometimes calculating in his head, and
sometimes using his piece of slate. He was fond of reading,
too, when he could get hold of a book; but books were not
plenty with him. He had also a lively imagination, and was
fond of building air-castles; they were not, however, splendid
castles that he pictured to himself- nothing finer than a neat
cottage in place of the old one, and a few more ~rooms to it, and
a substantial stone fence in place of the low ricketty one sur-
rounding his premises; a pony and wagon, and a good tight
stable; but as these luxuries could not, by any stretch of
imagination, be obtained by lolling on the ground all day, bait-
ing the old cow, he pictured to himself various pursuits by
which a change in his circumstances might be effected; so some-
times he would be a sailor-boy dressed
over collar, all figured round in blue, with ~a turn-the edge, a glazed cap, and snugpur~ps on his feet,* coming home from a long voyage, with a
bag of dollars in his hands, and from that to the captain 6f a
brig or ship, with a chest full of gold eagles. He would i~ave
beautiful weather, and moonlit nights - no storms nor dowdy
skies ever; and he would come into port with a good breeze,
and all sails set, and a host of folks crowding the dock to
welcome him home, and old granny a-crying for joy. Then~

again, he would go off to the great city to seek his fortune; he
would get into a store; he would work hard, be very prompt
and P~dthful and honest; he would keep books, and finally, be
taken in as a partner; and then he would come back to the old
place dressed like a gentleman, and build a new cottage for
granny, and fix up everything nice around it, and maybe live
there. And thus he would amuse himself until a sight of 1~h~
patches would bring him back into a state of reality, and he
would find the old cow just about to get into some forbidden
place, and off he would start on the run after her.

We must now leave Sam for a while, and see what has
become of Bill Sanders; for although he is not a pleasant char-
acter to deal with, yet he is necessarily connected with the
events of our story.

Mr. Sanders might have looked a long while for his son
to no purpose, if he had not met with a man he knew who
was coming into the town with a load of wood. The man
stopped his team for the reason that Mr. Sanders owed him for
some wood he had carted to him some time since. The man
was not in a good humor, and he called out in a stern manner,
"Ililloa, Sanders! "

Mr. Sanders was walking quite fast, for him, and haa no idea
of stopping to hold any conVersation with this person. He
knew, too well, what the subject of it would be; but seeing the
team stop, and hearing his name called in such an earnest tone,
he came to a halt, and stepped up by the side of the teamster.

Mr. Goble was in general an easy sort of a man, and, l~eOPlC
said, lost more than he made by carting wood. He had entered
into a wood speculation, by buying some acres of wood to be
cut off and cleared from the land within a certain specified
time, and being anxious to get rid of it, anti realize his profits,
had been tempted, he said himself; of the "D-D-D -1" (when
Mr. Goble was in a hurry, or much excited, he stuttereci badly),
to sell to Sanders, and some others of his stamp, and as yet had
received only promises in payment. As Mr. Sanders came up,
Goble looked at him a moment without saying a word. San-
ders, in the meanwhile, with a smile on his face, or rather an
attempt to put on a cheerful look, as though he was quite glad
to meet such a good friend, was wishing "Good-morning," "A
pleasant day," "Up early this morning," etc. Goble's lips
were moving, but no sound came from them. At length, hold-
ing out his arm, at the end of which was a good stout fist,
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~tightly clenched, and shaking it at the same times a very
OminouS manner,-

"I want rn-ni-my rn-rn-money - do you hear?"
Mr. Sanders might have heard, had he been on the other side

of the road, for the voice was loud, ~and there were some words
as accompaniments, which we omit, a~ not necessary to an
understanding of the demand, but which manifested on the
part of Mr. Goble a terrible disturbance of his mind.

"Don't be angry, Goble; you and I have always been good
friends."

"B-b-bali for yoar friendship! I want in-rn-my rn-rn-money."
"You shall have your money, Goble, just as fast as I can

git it; times are hard, you know that. I ain't been able to do
nothing' for a month, with a pain in my back. I can't sleep
a nights; I ain't slept a wink all last night, and Jaminagreat
deal of trouble this morning. I 'most wish I was out of the
world; everything goes bad with me. I've no peace to home;
that you know as well as I do. Sall is cross, and lays all the
blame onto me because the children have turned out as they have.
lit ain't my fault that Jamime has gone off as she has; and
there's Ben Tompson been a-beating Sue and raisin' Old Ned in
his house can I help that; and now here's Bill, he's off some-
where - ain't been home all night; dead, maybe, or something or
other the matter of him. I've been up since afore daybreak a-
hunting after him. I've been down to the river, and up to the
pond, and all round; and what's become of the boy, or where to
look, I don't know; and Sall is about crazy, for he's her pet. I
tell you what, Goble, if you knew half the trouble I have, you
wouldn't think of bein' hard on a fellow. I want to pay you.
I know yoa ought to have your money; but I ain't enough by
me to buy a paper of tobacco."

Mr. Goble's anger had gone off with the hard words he had
used, at least he had been somewhat relieved; and the pitiful
story poured into his ears helped greatly towards mollifying his
displeasure, and by the time Sanders had finished, lie was
almost ready to have let him have half the load of wood he had
with him' if the former had told him he was outand hadn't a

~stick to burn. But there was a favor he could do for him, and
1i~e pitied his debtor enough to do that.

"I saw your B-B-B-Bill, about a-a-a-eight o'clock last n-n..
night."

"Where? do, for heaven's sake, tell me, Goble!"

Mr. Sanders was so relieved by the 'altered tone of voice of
his friend Goble, that he became quite excited in turn.

"Up n-n-near the B-B-Bascom place."
"Anybody with him?"
"Y-y-y-yes, that g-g-g-good for n-n-nothing scamp, Jim T-T..

Tucker."
"Jim Tucker?"
"You h-li-had b-b-better look out and n-n-not let him go

with such a f-f-fellow as that."
Poor Sanders did feel bad now, and looked down on the

ground as if lie thought, things were running in that direction
pretty fast. Goble moved his team along without saying an-
other word, and left Sanders standing.

Jim Tucker was the son of a man who kept the poor of~ the
town. The poor in this town were let to the lowest bidder,
and all the latter could make out of the pay he received, was
his gain for keeping them. He had held the position for many
years, and it was said did the fair thing by those under his care.
The number was small, and composed of various characters;
and in all probability, as they mingled together with the
family, their habits and conversation had done much to vi-
tiate the character of this son. At any rate, he was known as
a bad young man, and one whom the decent people in the place
avoided. Mr. Sanders had indeed been careless, and was really
getting on the road to ruin; but the idea that his son was as-
sociating with such a character as Jim Tucker gave him a
shock that made his heart sink within him. After the wagon
had moved, off Sanders turned his steps in the direction of the
poor-house, thinking his son might be there, or at least that he
might find out something about him.

All he learned was that Bill had come there late in the eve-
ning, and had staid the night, and gone off, as they supposed for
home, early in the morning. As Sanders turned to go away.,
the ma~n who kept the poor, left the house in company with
'him, and after proceeding a few rods, stopped under the shade
of a large maple-tree.

"Sanders," said he, "I want to have a few words with you.
It ain't, maybe, any of my business, you may say; but we are
neighbors, like - that is, we've always known one another frDrn
boys. We ain't neither on us done more than just so, but I'm
feared our boys ain't a-goin' to do even as well as we have.
My boy, I'm feared is past all help. He's grown up to be a
man; I can't control him. He's got a bad name, I know he

10*
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has, and he deserves it. He has took to drink; he's saucy to
me; he wont work, only maybe do a job here or there, and git a
few shillings, and then he'll lounge round the tavern and spend
it, and then come home and turn the house into a bedlam; and
sometimes his mother and me are ~nost feared for our lives.
But what I wanted to say to you is, keep your boy out of his
company. Do you know your boy drinks already?"

"My boy, Bill? no."
Well, he came here last night drunk as a fool ; and he's

gone off this morning afore any of us was up. 1 s'pose he was
ashamed, like, for he was all battered up, as if he had been in a
fight."

Sanders looked probably as he felt. A terrible vision had
suddenly spread itself before him; he stepped against the
fence; he felt the need of something to lean upon; his knees
trembled; his face was pallid as if death had touched it.

"I wouldn't have telled you this, Sanders, to make you feel
bad; but I thought you ought to know it. Your boy is young
yet."

"I thank you, Tucker," he could speak with difficulty
"I thank you."

"Come, go in and take a little something? You look pale
and weak."

"Thank you, Tucker, no. I do feel as if the life had gone
out ofme; but before I'll touch another drop of liquor, I'll die
first."

"Well, I don't say but you're in the right about that; ~I be-
lieve it kills more than it cures in the long run."

Sanders had been casting over things in his mind during his
walk that morning. He was not a bad man; he loved his fam-
ily; but he and his wife were not happily mated. She was at
times unreasonable; and rather than be subject to her unruly
tongue, and it was very unruly at times, - he had sought re-
lief frequenting the tavern, and by degrees had become addicted
to drinking. He did not, indeed, get drunk; but he was fast
on the way to ruin by what amount of liquor he did use. his
means were wasted; his ambition was dying out; his strength
to labor was diminishing; his customers were leaving him; his
credit was about gone; and everything at home was in a bad
state.

All these things came up to him on this morning walk; and
he coi~ild see very plainly that unless a change was made at once,
there was nothing before him but disgrace and misery. The in-

formation he received from Mr. Tucker was the crowning blow.
Then and there, he at once resolved that no more liquor should
pass his lips. That resolution had been made in his own mind
while his neighbor had been talking; but when he made the
avowal in language that another could heart seemed to give
him strength of purpose; and the fact that he was able to resist
the teiiiptation right on the spot, was another help; and he
left Mr. Tucker to go in pursuit of his boy, not indeed happy,
but with one drop of comfort in his bitter cup, - a determinct-
tiom to change his course of life.

When Edward Bascom left the cottage of Sam Teilfair, he
started in the direction of the scene of yesterday, where he
threw away the torn bag, in the hope of finding that, and clos-
ing up that unfortunate adventure. As he drew near the spot,
he was about to pass a gully that ran through the commons and
opened on the shore of the river. Turning a look in that direc-
tion, he thought he saw a person lying under one of the small
dwarf oaks which grew there. He stopped his horse, satis-
fied that, whoever it was, he must be in some trouble, for he
kept continually in motlQn, drawing himself at times all into a
heap, as if in pain. He saw to, that it was a young person - a
boy not much larger than himself. At first he had supposed
it must be some poor drunken creature, and he merely inten-
ded to take a look to gratify his curiosity; but when he per-
ceived how young he looked, and also that he seemed in pain,
he turned his horse and rode along the edge of the gully a few
paces, and then struck a footpath that led by a zigzag course to
the bottom of the ravine, on to a fine smooth turf. It was on
this smooth bottom the person lay. In a few moments he was
up by the sufferer, who was then groaning piteously. Edward
sprang from his horse threw the bridle of Jupe over the hind
part of the saddle, and left him to take care of himself; he
knew he would not go off so long as he himself was near him.
He then stepped close to the boy; he knew him -it was Wil-
liam Sanders.

"Are you in much pain?"
"Oh, dear!" was the answer. -

"Are you in pain? what can I do for you?"
"Oh, dear! I shall die; I know I shall."
"Have you fallen and hurt you?" He asked this, as one ey~

was much swollen, and on hi~ temple a streak of black and blue.
As Edward asked this question, the boy looked a moment at the
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speaker, and then covered his face with his hands, and turned
over as if to hide away from him.

But Edward was not to be thus put away; he kneeled down
beside him and put his hand on his shoulder.

"Do let me help you; tell me what I can do?"
"You had better go away from me."
"Why should I go away? I don't want to go and leave you

in pain."
"It ain't no matter about me; let me die."
"Shall I go and call your father?"
There was no answer but a violent burst of weeping. Ed-

ward again spoke.
"Do please tell me what I can do for you? I will do any-

thing in my power to help you."
"I don't want any help; least of all from you. I'm in dread-

ful pain all over me. Oh, dear! I shall die; I know I shall."
EdwaPi .was about to leave him and go in search of assis-

tance, when, to his surprise and joy, he saw a man coming down
the path by which he himself had entered the ravine; and as
the person drew near, to his great relief he recognized William's
father.

Mr. Sanders had searched in vain for his son among all the
haunts where he thought itmight have led him, likely that wretched Jim Tuckerand was on his way home, when, on passing
the ravine, he described Edward's horse, and also two persons
near him; one was on the ground, and the other kneeling beside
him. The thought occurred to him at once, that his son was one
of them, and either dead or drunk. The latter he thought more
probable, as at a low drinking shop where he had called he was
told that his boy had been there early in the morning, in com-
pany with Jim Tucker; and on asking whether he had asked for
any liquor, was answered,-

"I can't say the boy asked for it, but Jim did; and helped
hin~self and the boy too; at any rate he paid for two drinks."

" I shouldn't have thought,~~ said Sanders, "you would have
let a boy like him have liquor."

"I don't know nothing' about that; I never ask any ques-
tions; they pay me the money, and whether they drink it or
throw it away, it's all one to me. Don't you never take a drop
yourself? and ain't boys a-right to do what they s9e their paps
do'?"

Sanders felt the reproof, but he made no reply; his inward

resolve, though, had received an additional impulse in the right
direction.

As Mr. Sanders came up, Edward said, as he met him, for he
advanced a little towards him, -

"Oh, Mr. Sander! I am so glad you have come; I didn't
know what I should do. Your son seems to be very ill."

Mr. Sanders, without making any reply, stepped up to Bill
and stood looking a moment at him; and then, turning to Ed..
ward, -

"How came he to be here?"
"I cannot tell you, sir. As I was riding by the upper end of

the gully, I happened to notice some one lying here; I didn't
know who it was, so I thought I would come down and see,
for he seemed to be in some trouble; he kept rolling about;
he says he is in pain all over."

Sanders now stooped and tried to turn him over.
"Let me alone, I say."
"William," said Edward, "it is your father; he has come.~~
The boy still persevered, however, in keeping his face down,

resting on his hands.
"Bill, it's pap. Tell me what's the matter; how did you git

here?"
"How do I know. Just let me alone, will you?"
"Are you hurt?"
"Oh, dear - d-o-o-o-n't."
His father was trying to turn him over, but on his crying

out so, desisted, and again arose to his feet.
"I wonder," said he, "if it can be he's fell?" And saying

this, he looked up at the bank near which his son lay. The
side of the gully here, for some ten or fifteen feet from the bot-
tom, was quite steep - almost perpendicular. A person might,
by clinging to the shrubs that lined the bank, have possibly let
himself down; but it would have been a troublesome way of
desce~it. Above this, the bank had a gentle slope to the top.

"II believe," said Sanders, "here is the very place he's come
down; just look here."

Edward stepped up to where Mr. Sanders was putting aside
the branches. He perceived very clearly that some of the
smaller shrubs had been bent over, and some quite broken off.
It was evident that some body had passed down there, and that
very recently, for the broken twigs showed their injury to be
quite fresh.

"He must haye had an ugly fall," said Edward; "had we not
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better try a~d get him home as soon as possible? The ground
down here is pretty damp."

"That is true, my friend. But how we are to git him out
of this hole is more than I can see. He can't walk, I don't be-
lieve, and as to carrying him, it is more than I can do with this
here rheumatic in my back. Oh, Lord! what a trouble I am
in. What to do I don's know."

"Don't you think, Mr. Sanders, that he could sit on my
horse, if you could lift him into the saddle? I could lead the
horse, and you could walk by his side and hold him ~

"But if we got him on, how under heaven are we a-goin' to
git out o' here up into the road. The path up yonder ain't
hardly wide enough for a cat to crawl through."

"Oh, but, Mr. Sanders, we needn't go up the path at all;
we can go right through the gully down to the river; I know
the way, for I've been through. It is stony some part of the
way, and the ground is a little uneven, but Jupe is surefooted*

~ ~lrrnihe will go through, no dancer and then we can go all ~

shore 'most to your house."
"That would be a good thing, my young friend, if it could

be done. I thank you much for thinking' of it, and for your
offer to help. It's good in you to be willing' to help a fellow-
critter in trouble; and the Lord knows if there ever was a man
in trouble, it's me Joe Sanders. I've seen tight places afore,
1)ut none equal to the doing's of this day. But if we can git
out o' here, I hope to be thankful. We will see first how his
legs is, if they ain't broke nor nothing. "

While Edward went to hying up Jupe, Mr. Sanders went to
manipulating Bill. He soon found, how ever, that he could use
his legs lively enough; and he then tried lifting him bodily,
so as to get him to stand on them; but he was really too weak
to use theni in walking. He was indeed ill, and lie was alarmed.
He was not possessed of much resolution. He had, no doubt
bruised himself by his fall, which, together with his debauch the
last night, and not having eaten anything since noon the day
before, made him now weak and faint. The stimulus of the liquor
he had so foolishly taken, was going off; and his mind and body
were alike debilitated. He niade no violent opposition to the
means of transport, but was a dead weight to lift. As his father
raised him up to his feet, and he really felt how weak he was,
he began to cry.

"I wish I was dead," ~he whimpered.
"So, so, sonny," said his father, "keep up heart; think of

* this good. friend here, how he's trying to help us. Help all you
can while I lift."

Mr. Sanders made a desperate effort. He was not very strong
himself; he had eaten nothing that morning, and his long tramp
and worry of mind, together with the want of his usual stimu-
lant, made him feel weak and miserable. At the first lift he
made out to get Bill on the saddle, but with both legs on one
side; and the boy feeling insecure in that position, as if by
instinct, grasped the horse's mane with both hands; Jupe, not
understanding what was going on, and not accustomed to hav-
ing his mane thus handled, began to throw up his head, and
manifest symptoms of uneasiness.

Steady, steady I" cried Mr. Sanders.
"There, Jupe - there, Jupe! Whoa, my boy, whoa! "said

Edward. "Hold fast, Mr. Sanders. There, Jupe, there!"
But Jupe didn't like things, and kept stepping round pretty

lively, Mr. Sanders flying around with him, and holding on to
the boy, who was clinging to Jupe's mane with the grip of a
drowning person.

Edward began to be ~nuch alarmed lest if Mr. Sanders
should make a misstep, or not be up with Jupe in his move-
ments, the boy might fall and get seriously hurt. He managed,
however, to get the restless creature at last by the side of the
bank, and that prevented his whirling round.

"Now, Mr. Sanders," said Edward, "if you can get him to
let go the horse's mane and get one leg over this side, we shall
do well enough. Try to do it, quick!"

Mr. Sanders was by this time in a high staten of excitement;
the perspiration was pouring from him, for that gully was a
hot 'place in summer, and he was in a tremor from the violent
exercise and strain upon him in holding fast to Bill, and he.
also felt the necessity of doing what was to be done in quick
time.

"Let go now - let go the mane," and he seized Bill's hands
with a jerk. "Now your leg - give us your leg."

Bill cried out with fear and pain, and made a noise that
echoed through the gully; but the leg was got over, an~d the
feet placed in the stirrups.

"Now," said Edward, "you hold the reins; that will steady
you; and I will lead the horse. Look, out Mr. Sanders, and
hold fast of his arm; Jupe steps quick. Now - all ready."

It was indeed a quick \step they had to keep, and very soon
the ground became broken and stony, and in one or two places
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Jupe made a jump in spite of all Edward could do to prevent
it. But the gully was at length passed without accident; and
when they came out on the shore, and they felt the refreshing
air from the water, they drew long breaths.

"Now, sonny," said Mr. Sanders, "we have got plain sail.
lug. Keep up good heart."

"You feel better now, don't you?" said Edward, looking up
to Bill, with his bright face wreathed in a pleasant smile.

Bill looked at him; it was only a glance, and then the tears
started and ran freely down his face. He was coming to a sense
of his condition; and feelings to which he had hitherto been a
stranger were at work, and we hope doing a good work. He
was beginmug to feel the mighty influence of love. Hitherto,
from the wrong way in which he had been educated, and the
unhappy state of things at home, all the better emotions of
the heart had been stifled. He had become used, to hard words
and reproof and fault-finding. No encouraging word or smile
to stimulate him in doing right, and very unhappily taught to
regard with distrust and envy, those who might be in pros.
perous circumstances. No wonder, then, that he had little am-
bition to do right, or, at the instigation of boys older and worse
than himself, he had done things that gave him a bad name,
and caused many to avoid him as an evil thing.

That kindly look of Edward's has touched the better feelings,
and those tears announce the fact that there is some good thing
even in Bill Saunders.

His father's language, too, was having a softening influence;
the tones of his voice such as he seldom remembered. They
were feeling and tender, and manifested love rather than anger.
He had reason to expect a beating, and to be called a lazy, good-
for-nothing dog, rather than to hear the tender epithets his
father was using.

It was a happy thought in Edward - this going along the
shore. It prevented exposure, and saved the feelings of the
family, and, as it happened, they were able to get to the house
without meeting a single person from the town.

"Where did you find him?" exclaimed his mother as she
ran down the steps, just as his father had lifted him from the
horse. "And what's happened to him? has he been thrown
from this plaguy horse again? He's all scratched u . What's
the matter of him can't any of you speak?"

"Jist take hold one side, ma, and I'll help this side," said
Mr. Sanders.

"Can't he walk? Speak, Will - what's the matter of you?
Was you thrown? And how comed you to get on that horse
again? Tell me what's broke about you?"

"Let's git him onto the bed, wife, and let him r~st There
ain't nothing broke, I guess. He wants to rest. I'll%~IVvou
all I know about it to rights." "A

"Drat that horse! I hate the sight of him."
Mrs. Sanders had got the idea, that all the trouble, in some

way, had come through Jupe and his master, and no one present
had as yet time to undeceive her. Edward had not entered the
house, but was outside the gate holding his horse. As he was
about to mount, however, and ride off Mrs. Sanders stepped
to the door and called, -

"Come in, wont you? He wants you."
Edward, as soon as he had hitched Jupe, entered the house

and was beckoned by Mr. Sanders into the back room. As he
went in, Mr. Sanders left; Mrs. Sanders remaining in their
~itting-room; talking to herself:, and as soon as her husband
entered beginning to let out upon him.

"What is it Will can have to say to that fellow? I think
he's had trouble enough from him."

"You don't know nothing' about it, wife, or you wouldn't talk
so. Tbat boy has saved the life of our Bill. He fell over a
steep bank into the south gully and he saw him there a rollin'
about in pain, and went down to help him, and he has been a
real help."

"Was it there he's been all night?"
"How long he was there I don't know. But as I was com~

ing home by the gully, I see that little horse down there, and
nobody on him; and so I thought that was queer; and so I
looked again, and I see the boy standing by some one on the
ground, and I thought I'd go down and see; and sure enough it
was our Bill; and the boy came up to me with the tears in his
eyes, he was so glad to see me, for he didn't know what to do,
and I didn't know what to do, for Bill couldn't walk no how,
and, I couldn't carry him with my rheumatic - not to save me.
But the boy proposed to put him on the horse, and so we got
him alon&'

Mr. Sanders was careful to say nothing about the drinking;
he had reasons of his own for not wishing to bring that matter
up.

Just then they I' '~ird the door of the next room open, and
on going into the entry they met Edward coming from Bill's
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room. They saw he had been weeping. Mrs. Sanders at once
said:

"You think is he goin' to die?"
"Oh, J hope not, ma~am; I think he feels better."
Edward had indeed been shedding tears. He had been

through a scene entirely new to his young experience; when
going up to the bedside of Bill, the latter looked at 1dm a mo-
ment, and then put his liands over his eyes. The sense of
shame would not allow him to meet the clear brPrht 1
his young helper. . ~ ook ~f

"I want you to forgive me!" were the first words he said*
and they were in broken accents, and Edward could see the
tears trickling down below the hands that still shaded his eyes.

"Oh, I have nothing to forgive! You have not done any-
thing to injure me."

"Yes, Ihave; I hated you! I wanted to -" He paused
there, as though the deed was too bad to utter.

"Oh, but," Edward replied quickly, "I knew you was mis-
taken; and I can assure you it was not my fault you was
thrown from the horse.~~

"That wasn't nothing; you wasn't to blame; but I wont
never be ugly to you again! I'd die first!"

" Well, it makes me glad to know that you don't blame me
for your fall; and I am so glad we were able to get you home.
Did you fall down that steep place?"

"I believe I did." And then the thought of the situation
he had been in caused an outburst of weeping.

Edward knew not the cause for the bitter remorse that was
wringing out these tears; but he saw that he was suffering,
and his sympathies were deeply excited, and silent tears ran
down his cheeks.

"I think I had better leave you now; you had better get
some rest."

"There ain't no rest for me, nor nothing ! I am a poor,
miserable -" Tears again stopped his utterance.

"You must not talk so! I am sure I do not lay up the
least thing against you. I feel very sorry that you have got
hurt so; but I guess you will soon feel better. I will come
and see you to-morrow. Good-by."

Bill made no reply; but Edward saw him wiping away the
tears, as he turned towards him, on leaving the room.

Mr. Sanders followed Edward to the gate. He wanted to
say something to him which he did not care to let his wife hear.

~CI feel very thankful to you, my young friend, for all the

trouble you've been to; and if there is anything I can ever do
for you, or any of your folks, I will do it with right good
will."

"Oh, Mr. Sanders! it hasn't been any trouble to me at all;
and I am so glad I happened to see your son as I did! I hope
he is not much hurt."

"I hope not. Did he say anything particular to you? He
seemed to want to see you alone."

"I believe he had some idea that he. had not treated me right,
or something of that kind; but I told him that wasn't any-
thincv2'

"Well, I'm glad he feels so. And about that money for the
flour I shan't forget it; and as soon as ever I get some
change, you shall certainly have it."

"Oh, Mr. Sanders! I wish you wouldn't think any more
about it; indeed I do!"

"Yes, but right is right; and as fast as I am able, I mean
to git things straight and right, if there is any such thing 1"

Edward saw nothing of Maggie, as he was in hope Qf doing;
for somehow her bright face and pleasant manner was a'good
deal in his mind. He had never yet come across one so near
his own age to whom he had taken such a fancy. He was, like
most boys, pleased with a pretty face, anclperhaps a little more
susceptible of tender fancies than many, and sometimes had
to bear the jokes of his sisters on that account; but while his
mother would sometimes unite in the laugh which his blushes
excited, she would generally close with saying,

"I am pleased to see you so sensitive, Eddie, but you need
not be ashamed of your fancy; it will never do you any harm
to admire a well-behaved, pretty girl!"

Mrs. Bascom knew that there was no greater safeguard for
a boy or youth than a readiness to yield to the attractions of
the gentler sex; these youthful feelings being in general the
outspring of the softer and purer elements of our nature, and
although rarely leading to any serious result, keep the sqnsibili-
ties alive, and are a barrier against all that is gross and unseemly.

As Edward was on his way to his home, riding at a gentle
pace, on turning the corner of a road, whose borders were
lined thickly with bushes, he perceived a young girl stooping
near the hedge, and picking berries of some sort. As he ad-
vanced, hearing no doubt the approach of some person, she
raised herself, and looked at him. He saw at once it was
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Maggie; and drawing up, sprang from his horse, and gave his
hand.

"What sort of berries are you picking?"
"I came to look for strawberries; but they seem to be

almost gone. But blackberries are beginning to ripen. Do
you like them?" and she held the little basket out towards
him.

"Thank you: I like them, but IL do not care to rob you; II
will take one or two, however."

"Oh, dear, take more! take them all! it will give me pleas.
ure to have you eat them. I can easily pick more; hold both
your hands."

"Indeed, no! I will eat a few, and then I will help you fill
your basket again." And he took the basket from her, and
began eating.

"I don't care much about filling the basket. I only came
out to walk a little; it is so much pleasanter being out here
than in the house, and the birds are so like company to one!
Don't you think this is a dreadful lonely place?"

"iii don't know," Edward replied; "it is a pretty still place,
but I never thought about its being lonely. Have you no
companions?"

"I don't know anybody. Nobody comes to Mr. Sanders'
house, but rough, unpleasant people."

"Have you been there long?"
"About a month. I am expecting every day to hear from

my brother. He went to New York, to look for a place; and
when he got a place, he was to send for me."

"How old is your brother?"
"I guess he is about your age."
"I am fifteen."
"I believe that he is seventeen; maybe he is sixteen - I

forget; but he is about your size."
Edward had stopped eating, and was engaged in picking.

Maggie did not seem to care about gathering any more berries,
and 4ie told him so; but Edward's curiosity had become ex-
cited; he wanted to find out more about her.

"Where is your home?"
"Just as if you don't know!" RAnd she smiled, as he looked

up at her. She was standing, holding one of the branches of a
bush, and plucking the leaves.

"I don't mean at Mr. Sanders'; but your own home, and
your brother's home."

"We have got no home!" She did not reply immediately;
and when she did, he saw that her lip trembled, and that a tear
had started.

"Please excuse me," he said at once; "I had no right to ask
you any such questions."

"Oh," said she, "I don't mind telling you~ /" laying quite an
emphasis on the last word. "I had just as lief tell you all
about things, only when I speak about it, it makes me feel
bad."

"I am sorry then that I asked, for I do not wish to make
you feel bad."

"No, I don't believe you do; you don't want to make any
one feel bad."

"What makes you think so?"
"Oh, because, I can tell. One thing is, because you are a

gentleman; my brother is a gentleman tooand you seem just
like him."

"I thank you for your good opinjon.~~
"And I thank you for filling this basket; it is fuller than it

was; you have picked more than you have eaten!"
"That is what I intended to do."
"Why, Eddie! where have you been?"
This sudden break upon the conversation, made both the

young people start, and turn round; their faces had been in a
direction different from that in which the intruder had ad-
vanced upon them, and they so absorbed in conversation, as not
to hear her approaching footsteps.

"Oh, Mary! exclaimed Edward."
"You may well exclaim 'Oh Mary,' my truant; I thought

you were to be ready to wait upon me by ten o'clock. Kate has
been saddled this'hour, so I thought I would jump on and look
after you - is that Miss Maggie?" this last was said in a
whisper.

Edward's face was covered with blushes; he had sprung out
into the road on seeing his sister, and was standing close be-
side her. He felt the awkwardness of his situation; for although
he was conscious of having a good apology for not being home
in time, yet he could not so well explain everything at present;
he merely replied to her last question,

"Yes; will you not jump off and see her?"
Mary complied at once; she had caught a glimpse of Maggie's

face, and was very curious to see more of her."
"I am very glad to see you," said Mary as she took Maggie's
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hand; "IL was so charmed with that rose you gave my brother
yesterday, that I made an arrangement with him to accompany
me to your house this morning, to see if you could give mea
slip from it."

"I will give you a slip with great pleasure; will you go with
me now and get it?"

"I do not wish to interfere with your picking berries; and
can come any time you may propose.~~

"Oh, IL came out merely for amusement, and your brother
has filled my basket you see - will you not eat some of them?
you may take the whole basket with you home; I haveeaten,
as IL picked, all I care for."

"Oh, thank you, you are very kind. No, IL will just take a
handful of them - how fresh and sweet they are I Eddie, I think
we must make up a company for berrying - are they plenty
round here?"

"Not very not so plenty as they are in the Pines fi
six miles from here, so I hear." ~ ye or

"Eddie, if you will ride Jupe, and lead Kate, I will walk
with Miss Maggie."

The result of this walk together of the two young girls must
be left for a future chapter; in~the meanwhile we must see how
Mr. Sanders and his family get along under the new state of
feeling that seems to be manifested by both father and son.

CHAPTER XV.

is a great thing for men or boys to rise out of a low
condition, when they have fallen there by a course of
improper conduct; they find so many things to con-
tend against; firstthe bad~habit, especially if it be

drink, is to be overcomeand that is no trifles those affirm
who have had experience of its power; then, there is the bad
condition into which their affairs have gotten - the penury
and uncomfortable, shiftless state of things at home, discourag-
ing to one, even who had nothing else to struggle under; again,
most probably, there are debts to be attended to, small perhaps
in amountbut none the less heavy as a burden and hindrance;

and last of all, though not the least in importance, is the lost
character to be retrieved.

All these difficulties poor Sanders had to contend against,
but as though the experience of the last twenty-four hours had
started new life into him, no sooner had he seen Bill comforta-
ble in bed, and taken something to eat himself, than he went
immediately to work in his yard, and around his premises. His
well-curb was in a loose and dangerous condition: he at once
repaired that and made it strong and decent; then he took hold
of the garden fence, put a wanting hinge to the gate, straight-
ened the leaning posts, and cut away wild bushes that had been
forcing themselves through the palings, and making things look
wild and untidy; he then went to his wood pile, arranged the
cut wood in order, and gathered some stray logs that had been
lying round for a long time, too long and too large round to be
used as they were, and made them into good firewood, and it
gave him great satisfaction to see how largely they added to his
pile of wood; and then he raked the chips and splinters in a pile
for use also, and could not help admiring how much more com-
fortable everything looked for a little mending and ch~aring up.
Frona the yard and garden, he went to his pigsty, and cow
stable, and put things in proper shape there; and all the while
he was thus occupied, his mind was running on other matters
of serious concern to him; and one of these of most importance
was the debt he had accumulated at the store.

Mr. Parsons had been very kind to him, as he was to every-
body; that is, he had a kind heart but not a. very patient spirit;
a( times, when things xvent wrong, or he thought a man was im-
posing upon his forbearance, he would raise a storm that was
troublesome to those about him who were perfectly innocent,
but it did not last long, and when it was overall bad feeling
subsided with it; there was a perfect clearing of the atmos-
p here.

He had been very patient with Mr. Sanders, and let his bill
run on. for some time without really looking to see how large it
had become; but being l)ut out of humour, in consequence of
Sanders neglecting to keep an engagement to come and do some
work for him, lie ordered his clerk to look over and see how much
Sanders owed. This was soon done and the amount stated.

"Fifty dollars, do you say'?"
"Yes, sir; it has been running some time."
Mr. Parsons said nothing further, but took his seat and be-

gan taking snuff rather violently, which was, generally a sign
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that he was getting stirred up. After working in this way for
a short time, he called again to his clerk,-

"George!"
"Sir?"
"Make out that fellow's account, right off; don't stop to put

up those goods - do you hear me?~~
"Yes, sir!"
"Then do it right ofl~, this instant - I am in a hurry, for I

want to get that rascal in jail; I'll have him there before to-
morrow morning. The lazy, lying scoundrel, I'll teach him the
villain, to trifle with me the lazy, lying scamp!"

Mr. Parsons was now walking up and down the store, with
one hand under his coat-flap and the other gesticulating furiously
when not engaged in punching the snuff up his nose.

Just at this moment the subject of his wrath entered the
store.

Sanders had been thinking over his affairs, as has been said,
and the conclusion he had come to was, that he had better go
at once and see Mr. Parsons, acknowledge his wrong in not at-
tending to his engagement, and offer to do any work he had got
to do; and by faithful performance in the future endeavor to
get a character upon which not only Mr. Parsons but others
might rely. It was, indeed, another move in the right direc-
tion, for he well knew that a word in his favor from that gem.
tleman would do more for him than that of any other man in
the place. As Sanders entered, Mr. Parsons was on his return
trip from the back part of the store, where he had sent his
clerk to make up that unlucky account.

Sanders of course did not enter with that confidence in his
look which a reversed state of things might have inspired.
There was a heavy burden upon his mind, and it was manifest
in his countenance.

Mr. Parsons paused in his walk, and as~Sanders took off his
hat and said, "Good-afternoon, Mr. Parsons! " the latter spake
no word, nor made any sign in return; he merely stood with
his hands both now under his coat-flaps, and his keen eyes
glaring upon his visitor.

Thus matters remained for perhaps a quarter of a minute;
when' Mr. Parsons blurted out,

"What have you come here for-- come to pay your bill?"
"I have come, Mr. Parsons, to have a talk with you about

it."
"Talk! yes, talk, - talk, talk I" turning and walking away a

few steps and then back again. "Do you know that you have
talked and talked, and lied and talked till you've talked your-
self into jail, sir - do you know that Y"

Poor Sanders felt ready to drop. ille was indeed so faint
that if he had not taken advantage of a bench that was placed
there for the benefit of customers, he would most likely have
fallen. He made no reply.
- Mr. Parsons continued walking, and at times throwing out

some cutkng remark. At length he paused again and fixed his
eyes upon the sufferer. Sanders was indeed suffering badly.

"Why don't you speak? Why don't you say something?"
"I have nothing to say, Mr. Parsons."
"Nothing to say! Don't you know I can send you to jail?"
"Yes, sir, if so you please."
"You make me do it, - yes, you make me do it." Mr.

Parsons was beginning to soften down.
"I know it's my fault, Mr. Parsons; you ain't noise to

blame."
"I don't want to send people to jail; you know I don't."
"I know you've been very kind to me, Mr. Parsons."
Mr. Parsons now, after a few more silent promenades, be-

came so self-composed that he resumed his chair, drawing it up
near to Sanders.

"Now, Sanders, what have you got to say? You said you
wanted to talk; now let's hear it."

"I have not much to say, Mr. Parsons. I have done wrong,
I've been on a wrong track for some time; but I've made up
my mind to alter and do different. I've done wrong, but now
I want to try and do right; but I don't know as it's any use.
When a fellow gits down, every one is ready enough to curse
him, but no one is ready enough to give him a lift, and it's
hard gittin' out alone."

"Now, Joe,"-Mr. Parsons had Mways given him that title,
-. " you know I am not a man to hold back when a neighbor
wants help."

"I know thatMr. Parsonsand I thought no one would be
more likely to give me a helping hand; and as I knew I owed
you pretty much all I did owe, I could come straight to you
here Mr. Sanders had to stop; the more kindly manner, as well
as look, of Mr. Parsons touched his feelings.

"Well, now, Joe, tell me what I can do for you?"
"I didn't know but you might have some work to do, so

that Imight not only be paying off my bill but __"

:1.1
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"But what, Joe?"
It was a little while before the reply came.
"IL 'wa~nt to let you see that IL can be prompt to my word,

and do my work as it ought to be done."
"In other words, Joe, you want to make a new character?"

That is it, sir."
There was silence for a few moments. Mr. Parsons was

looking at Sanders. He noticed his sad look, and he also no-
ticed what he thought to be a more natural character to it.
Sanders of late had been ~most of the time under the excitement
of liquor; he was never, indeed, seen drunk, but the marks of
stimulants were quite visible. There was no such mark there
now.

"Now, Joe, I understand things. You want to begin anew.
It is no easy matter, - not half so easy as if you had never left
the right track, -yet it can be done. But, as you say, a man
needs help. And now, Joe, I tell you right off I am going to
help you. I have work to do, and you may begin on it to-mor-
row morning. And as to the account, II will tell you how we
will fix that. Every week your wages shall be reckoned up;
one half shall be paid you in money and the other half shall be
credited to your account. How does that suit you?"

Poor Sanders found it hard to make any reply. It was so
much better than he had any reason to expect; there was so
much kindness in the manner too that his emotions almost over-
came him. As soon as he could speak, all that he could get
out was, -

"May God bless you!"
But Mr. Parsons had more to say.
"Now; Joe, Iwant you to be a man again. Bless my soul!

I remember when you was a brusque, smart young follow, - as
smart as any around. Things, as you say, have been wrong of
late, and you have been disheartened, and cross, and careless,
and have lost ground. But let that all go; look ahead, don't
look back. Go right straight forward; keep yourself busy, be
prompt to your engagements, and when you want a friend,
come to me."

These were blessed words to pour into the ear of a poor,
weak, trembling fellow-creature, coming as they did from the
lips of one who was strong in his own character and in the
opinion of his fellow-men, and whose friendship was indeed a
pillar of strength. Mr. Parsons was known far and wide. He
was an upright, honorable man, and quite independent in his
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circumstances; and when he told poor Joe Sanders to come to
him when he wanted a friend, it was making use of that broad,
substantial foundation on which his own feet were placed to
support and encourage a weak and tottering brother. And
Sanders knew its value, he felt its power energizing his whole
mind and body as no stimulant had ever done before, and when
he left that store and walked on his way home, he felt more
like a man' than he had done for years. His gait was altered,
a burden had dropped from his shoulders. Hope was alive,
and pointed encouragingly to a future which had hitherto been
as a dreary, forbidding waste.

It was toward evening when he reached home; and as he
looked round upon the premises, he could not but feel a satis-
faction in the improvement his labors had accomplished. His
chores were attended to with alacrity, aa~d as Mrs. Sanders saw
him stepping through the yard behind the cow which he was
driving home, she paused and looked at him through the win-
dow, saying to herself, -

"What upon earth has got into him? He's done more work
to-day than he's done afore for a twelvemonth on any one day,
and yet he walks as chirp as a boy."

Mrs. Sanders was naturally a bright, stirring woman, not de-
void of kind feelings, but somewhat excitable and tinctured.
with suspicion and jealousy. These natural traits had' been ag-
gravated of late years by circumstances. People do not in
general realize hQw much easier it is to exercise the kindly
and more amiable emotions when everything about them is in
an easy and prosperous condition. It must be an unhappy
spirit indeed that frets and worries when every want is sup-
plied and every reasonable desire gratified. Poverty brings
out many bad traits that would never have been suspected in
a condition of ease o~r affluence. Thus it was at least with
Mrs. Sanders. When Sally Wentworth married the smart
young carpenter, Joe Sanders, no one who knew her ever
anticipated she could make a fretful, scolding wife, or a jealous,
suspicious neighbor, and if things had continued prosperous it
is very likely these faults would never have been exhibited.
But things did not go on for many years as they promised at
the beginning. A change gradually came on, proceeding from
bad to worse, until at the time the reader is first introduced to
them, they had become positively poor, and Sally Landers was
almost a byword for a cross, scolding wife and mother, and an
unpleasant neighbor. They had three children. Two daugh-
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ters, both married very young and against the will of 9the
mother. It was said they married in order to get away from
home. Bill was the youngest child and the mother's favorite.
She no doubt did love him, and althoirgh very unwise in her
management of him, yet the affection she manifested proved
that all the better feelings had not died out. There was some-
thing left for more favorable influences to work upon.

Almost immediately after supper that evening, Sanders began
lighting a candle. It was an unusual act; in general he would
take his seat, and lean back his chair, and there sit smoking
and yawning until it was time to step to the tavern and and
meet his cronies. Mrs. Sanders had an eye on him, and said
in a quick manner, -

"What's to do now?"
In general he would have replied in the same snappish way;

but now it was, -

"I want a light, ma, in the shop, a little while to-night."
"In the shop?"
"Yes. I had like to have forgot that I promised Mrs. Gage

to have that flower-stand done for her by to-morrow noon, and as
I am going to work for Mr. Parsons in the morning, I thought
I would finish the stand this evening, and then I can take it
along with me and leave at her house, as I go right by there
on my way to Mr. Parsons's.~~

Mrs. Sanders made no reply, and he went on his way. It
was, however a mysterious matter to her, and when she saw
him go into the shop and heard the hammer going, she said to
herself, -

"I don't see what's come over him; he ain't done sich a
thing as that this many a day. Going to work to Parsons, too!
That's queer! I thought that jig was up, and that he wouldn't
never git another day's work there. Yet it wont do us no
good; it's only payin' for a dead horse. I s'pose old Parsons has
wheedled him into working' only jist to git his pay, and we may
all starve in the meantime; the old rip, its jist like him! Yes,
I'm coming."

This last was in a louder voice, and in answer to a call
from Bill in the next room.

"What's the matter now?"
"I feel bad all over me; my head is dizzy, and my back pains

me, and I feel so faint. Where is pap?"
"Oh, he's to work in the shop does your head ache?"
"Some."

"Are you cold? what makes you shake, like?"
"I don't know; put more cover on ~
Mrs. Sanders began now to be in earnest, for she was

alarmed. She would shave dispatched Sanders at once for the
doctor, if she had not known it would be useless at that time
of the evening, as he seldom reached home after his day~s cir-
cuit until nine or ten; but she went immediately to giving him
warm drinks, and doing what she could to excite perspiration;
in about two hours Mr. Sanders came in, having finished a job
in that time which he had been a whole day thinking about,
~nd had not resolution to begin.

He ~vas quite alarmed about Bill, and started at once in pur-
suit of the doctor, who promised to come in the morning. The
doctor came, but only to pronounce the boy in a pretty bad
state. He had an ugly pulse and rather bad symptoms, and
would likely have a run of fever.

" And i~ovv,~' said he to the mother, as he was about to leave,
"don't let there he any noise about the house; keep him as
still as you can; attend closely to the prescriptions- keep
strangers out of the room. I will be in again this evening."

Mrs. Sanders was alone when the doctor came 'that morning,
Sanders having started early to his labors for the day. The
first thing she did after the doctor left, was to sit down and
have a good cry. It seemed to her the worst evil that could
happen had come upon her, and how was she to get things for
the comfort of the sick boy - only a scant supply of the barest
necessaries were in the house. Sanders would not get a cent
of pay from Parsons, that she felt sure of; little things she had
borrowed from one neighbor and another had not been returned;
and, worse than all, she felt conscious that there was no one she
could look to as a friend on whom she could call for help. She
had made no friends, at least she knew she had not acted so as
to havt, any claim to kindness and sympathy.

While Mrs. Sanders was in this responding state, she heard
the tramp of a horse at the gate, and looking from the window,

saw Edward Bascom fastening his horse and about to come in.
In spite of some remaining dislike she had to him, it was some-
thing of a relief to see him. She started at once to the door,
lest he should make a noise by knocking.

"Come in ~ she said in a low voice, pointing at the same
time to the front room where she had been sitting.

"How is William this morning, Mrs. Sanders?"
"Well, he's pretty bad! lie's '~ and then she had to put
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her apron up to hide the tears. Edward, out of respect, said
nothing until the paroxysm was over.

"Do you think he is very ill?"
"Well, the doctor says he's got to have a run of fever."
"1 told him yesterday I would call this morning; will you

please give this to him from me?" taking a large orange from
his pocket and handing it to her.

Mrs. Sanders could hardly credit her senses; she had so lost
faith in kindness, that this token of good feeling on the part of
that bright boy whose face was turned up towards h~r with
every mark of truth and honest good-will beaming from it, took
her by surprise. She almost hesitated to receive it; her hand
oame towards it slowly, but she took it, looked at it a moment,
and then said, -

"It is very good of you to think of my boy like this; it will
please him I know."

"Is there anything I can do for you, Mrs. Sanders, any
errands or anything?"

Again she looked at him. A crowd of thoughts rushed upon
her. This was the boy whom she had united with her son in
abusing, by speaking ill of him, calling him proud and full of
self-importance, despising them because they were poor; she
remembered also how rudely she and William both had treated
him, and how she had almost hated the sight of him. All this
rushed upon her; it was indeed a "heaping of coals of fire on
her head."

She almost felt like telling him of her wrong feelings; but
shame was too dominant. She was however about to answer
him kindly, when a call from the next room was heard, and she
left him.

Edward did not leave; he thought from her waiting and hesi-
tating to reply that she was thinking of something she wished
done, but almost afraid to trouble him with it, and so he remained
until she should return; it was but a few moments, though, he
had to wait; as she came into the room, she said in a trembling
voice, -

"Maybe you wouldn't care to go in and see him?"
"If it wouldn't disturb him, 1 should be glad to."
"Well, he's heard your voice, and seems possessed to see

you.
"Oh, I will go in with pleasure."
Mrs. Sanders led the way to the room, and then closing the

door, returned to the sitting-room.

As Edward came up to the bed-side, he noticed that William
looked at him with a different expression on his countenance
than he had ever met from him. It was an earnest, confiding
look; there was a faint smile as he held up the orange
which his mother had given him in token that he realized from
whom it had come, but he did not speak.

"Are you no better to-day?"
He shook his head, and tears started to his eyes. Edward

asked, -

"Are you in much pain?"
"I feel bad all over - I believe I shall die." And the tears

began to flow freely.
"Oh, I hope not!"
"Yes, I shall."
"My mamma always tells me when I am sick that I must not

worry myself, but must keep up good cheer."
"But you are good. You ain't wicked as I am. Oh, dear

if-"
"Can I do anything to help you?"
There was no answer for a few moments. Bill lay with his

face turned towards the wall - then changing hi~ position, he
looked up at Edward.

"Do you ever say your prayers?"
"Oh, yes, every day."
"Couldn't you say 'em for me? "

Edward blushed deeply, and for a moment was silent ; . it was
so unexpected I Such a strange request; something, too, so
sacred as a prayer to be uttered before any one! it was some
years since he had even said one in the presence of his mother.

"Don't you say your prayers every day?"
"I don't know any - I never learnt any."
"Don't you know 'Our Fat1~ier who art in Heaven'? can't

you say that?"
"No, I don't know nothin' about it!"
"I can teach you how to say it, and then you could say it by

yourself."
"But that wouldn't be like your saying it - it wouldn't do

no good for me to say it."

"Because you are good, and I ain't."
Edward was somewhat startled by this reply. It seemed to

intimate that William thought his prayer would be heard
because lie wa~ good. It shocked him! he had never thought
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on the subject; he had been trained in a certain way religiously
- he had been taught the catechism and the Lord's Prayer, and
had been taught from infancy to say his prayers night and morn.
ing, and had continued the practice after he became too o!d to
repeat them at his mother's knee; he had also been trained o
regard the Sabbath and the church with respect and reverence.
The amenities of life, too, he had been taught to regard man
especial manner. He was a true gentleman, young as he was,
and no doubt to others he appeared almost faultless. But when
the idea was suggested that his prayer would be more beneficial
because he was good, he felt there was something wrong. He
was not good - he felt ashamed to hear the words; he however
replied, -

"If it will be any comfort to you to say the prayer for you, I
will do it, but you have just as much right to say it as I have.
I ain't good. You have just as much right to say 'Our Father
who art in Heaven' as I have."

"Oh, please do say it."
Edward knelt beside the bed and in a low tremblino~ voice

repeated the Lord's Prayer.
It was a trying task, but he went through with it -~--.his own

emotion no doubt affected his listener, for when he rose from
his knees, William was weeping again, and looking up to
Edward said, -

"Ain't them good words! wont you say 'em for me every
day

"I will bring you my catechism, and then you can learn it
and say it for yourself; that will be better, you know. I hope
you will be better when I come again."

"Wont you come again to-morrow?"
"Oh yes, I will try to come."
As Edward came out of the ro9m into the entry, Mrs. San-

ders met him and beckoned him into the sitting-room. As he
stood looking up at her to hear what she had to say, suddenly
she caught up her apron and covered her face.

"I've cheered you! you blessed child! you are too good to
come among the like of us. I am a poor wicked creature' I
ain't never done anything right, and I ain't never learned my
boy to say his prayers nor nothing , and now mebby he's a-goin'
to die."

"Oh, I hope he is not going to die, Mrs. Sanders; I guess he
will be better to-n~iorrow. Is there anything I can do for you,

~4Lrs. Sanders. I have plenty of time; if you have any errands,
I can go just as well as not!"

"Well, you are real kind, and I am real sorry I spoke ugly
to you the other day. I don't deserve to have you so willing
to help - mebby you'll forgive it. When a body is in trouble
and hardly known' which way to turn to get victuals to put
into the mouths, and everything goin' down hill day after day,
it sours them, a they don't care for nothing' nor nobody, what
they say, nor what they do. But it makes me feel real bad to
think a' my treating you so rough-like, but mebby you'll for-
give me."

"Oh, Mrs. Sanders, please say no more about that. I am
sorry for your trouble, and I want to help you all I can."

"Well, you're a blessed child, and II shan't never forget your
goodness. I don't like to ask you to do it, 'cause it's a long
way to send, but I should like to git word to my darter Sue.
I don't know as you know where she lives, but it's the first
house this side the Pines, on the river road.

"What, the Thompson house?"
"Yes, Ben Thompson, he married my Sue; he ain't a very

likely man, but she's got to make the best on it ~he can now.
It seems right she should know that Bill is sick; she don't set
much by him, I know, but he's her own brother for all that;
but it's a good ways, and I don't like to ask you to take so
much trouble."

"I can go just as well as not, Mrs. Sanders; it is a pleasant
ride there. Shall I say anything besides, or merely let her
know that he is sick?"

"WellI don't know as there is anything else to say; though
mebby you might say, if she could as well as not send pap the
money he let Thompson have last spring, as there is no tellin'
how long Bill will be sick, and there be many things to git;
but you needn't say nothing' about it if Thompson is by."

A call from Bill soon broke off the conference, and Edward
soon mounted Jupe, and was on his way'to the Pines.

That river road to the Pines was indeed a pleasant road.
One or two small farm-houses lay at-consideraible distances apart;
the river was in full sight all the way; for the most part clumps
of cedars lined the sloping banks, with here and there fields
spotted with rocks just cropping above the grayish turf; pic-
turesque to the view, but offering no great temptation to the
tiller of the soil.

As Edward reached the house, he saw young woman pick'
11*
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ing up sticks from a pile of small wood, near the premises.
She stood and looked at him. She was not a very picturesque
object; her hair was loose and hanging down her back and
over her shoulder, and partly covering her face. She had
but ~ in the way of covering for the upper part of her person

her undergarment, leaving her arms and shoulders, of course,
exposed; her feet and legs were bare, the dark-colored skirt she
wore being rather short.

As she saw Edward about to stop, she threw back the hair
from her face and looked full at him; her face was comely, and
there was a slight smile upon her features, ~s though she recog-
mzed him. If he had ever seen her before, her present ap-
pearance had entirely obliterated all recognition; he therefore
asked,-

"Is Mrs. Thompson at home?"
"I guess I'm the one you mean. I know yot&, though

you've grown some. Was you wanting anything a me?"
"Mrs. Sanders requested me to call and tell you that your

brother William was sick."
"Is he much sick?"
"The doctor says he will have a run of fever."
"A run of fever! well, then, I guess he'll die."
"I hope not," said Edward, "although he is pretty sick."
"Well, I know, one maybe ought to hope he wouldn't die,

but when folks git down poor, and all things are goin' agin' 'em,
it ain't much use a livin';" and rubbing her hand across her
eyes, she wiped away some rebellious tears; and then a thought
seemed to strike her, - "How comes it that you should come
on such an errand?"

"I went to see how William was this morning. Yesterday I
was there and he was quite sick, and so I thought I would go
this morning and see how he was; and I asked Mrs. Sanders if
I. could do any errand for her?"

"Well, it's real good in the like a you, to ~be putting your-
self to sich trouble for poor folks like us; you're real good."

"Oh, it is no trouble, Mrs. Thompson."
"Did ina'am say she wanted me, or anything?"
"Why only this, that if you could send her some money she

said, which Mr. Sanders let Mr. Thompson have last spring,
she would be glad."

The young woman- she was not more than seventeen, an~
had already been married a year - came up close beside him.
She looked round, aPparently to see that no one else was near,

and then, looking up at Edward, a deep flush upon her county.
nance,

"Wont you please tell ma'am I hadn't got a cent in the
house, and Thompson " -here she paused, as though unwilling
to make known her troubles. "Oh, dear! she ought to have
the money, but "- and now a full burst of weeping overcame
her. "It's bad enough to be poor, but it's worse "- another
break do*n. Edward felt very unpleasantly, and wished he
had not said anything about the money.

"Don't trouble yourself; Mrs. Thompson, about the money.
I will see that William does not want for anything."

There was such an earnest sympathy manifest in Edward's
tone of voice, and in his look, that the poor young woman was
completely overcome; the principle of kindness was a novelty to
her - she had not been used to it; at her parents' home, rude
and rough speech and uncouth manners were the rule; and since
her marriage, the rule was about the same, and perhaps a little
more manifest. Her husband had been born and brought up in
~ community where but little regard was had to the amenities of
life. The Pines constituted a large tract of woodland, distant
about five miles in its nearest contact to the village of
covering in its whole area about five miles square; the timber
was principally yellow pine, but there were spots somewhat
marshy, on which grew the tall sumac, mingled with black birch
and alder. There were occasional clearings of a few acres each,
on which were located a few mean dwellings; there may have
been scattered over the whole region about a dozen of these set-
tlements. The principal means of livelihood was the gathering
of sumac berries, which commanded a certain price from dyeing
establishments, and the burning of alder into charcoal for powder-
mills - the latter quite a remunerative business, but requiring
considerable care and labor, as the trees were not only small, but
each stick must be stripped of its bark before being put into the
kiln, and therefore it was followed by only a few of the more in-
dustrious, and not to much extent by them. The cleared spots
were cultivated slightly; there would be a little garden patch
round the house a small patch of rye, and. another of corn, and
a little field of wild grass, which might, with the corn-stalks
and rye-straw, keep a cow alive through the winter; although
in the spring her appearance indicated that there had been a
struggle even for life.

A community like this, where all were poor, isolated, too, from
the stirring world, is not favorably situated, either as to morals



RESOLUTION. RESOLUTION. 253

or 'manners; there was nothing to excite ambition or to arouse
energy, and yet to those who lived there, a certain fascination
attended it; there was a freedom in their loose and careless
way of living, which made those from among them who ven-
tured to go abroad, to seek employment as domestics or field
laborers, restless under more civilized restraints, and generally
returning after a short experience.

Part of this wild tract, and the more valuable part, bordered
on the river, and here one or two of the better sort of buildings
had been erected; one of them on the very edge of the Pines,
and the other about a mile distant, the former being the one
occupied by Thompson - a one-storied house, quite fair for a
common farm establishment; some twenty acres of land was
connected with it, and, rightly managed, might have yielded a
fair living. But the present proprietor paid little attention to
farming, and sought a living by hiring himself as a ferryman to
to the proprietor of the latter establishment. This was a house
of more pretension than any in that region, and the owner, or
rather lessee, of the place, was noted as a shrewd, money-making
man, not remarkable for honesty, if in any underhanded way he
could get an advantage, but making great professions as to fair
dealing. He was a smooth-faced, mild-spoken man, and ready
to do everything for the benefit of another, without any regard
to his own interest; that is, if his own word could be taken as
proof thereof. Opposite to this establishment, was a village of
some size; and considerable trade was carried on there, two
manufactories being in operation, employing several hundred
hands. Two sloops also sailed regularly, one each week, for
New York; and the country round, occupied by thrifty farmers.

A ferry was established here, and Ben Morgan, the name of
the person last described, was the lessee thereof; and he, having
other business on hand, hired ThompsQn, at rather small wages,
to do the work. It suited Thompson very well, foi~ there was
not much to be done; and it suited Morgan well, because, for
the most part, the drinks which Thompson found essential to
his comfort, left vely little due at the end of the week to be
paid in cash, or taken up in goods; for Mr. Morgan, besides a
tavern and and bar, kept an assortment of common articles for
family use, and had the run of all the custom from the Pines.

But we cannot stop any longer at present with Mr. Morgan,
and must go on with our story.

The feeling manifested by Edward had touched the heart of
the young woman as nothing had ever done before. He was

but a boy, indeed; yet she was very young, not much his senior;
and it was such a great thing to her it was, to unburden her~.
self where she could hope for sympathy; it was a new cn~cum-
stance in her life.

"Oh," said she, "you don't know what a hard time I have;
'am was hard, I thought; but it's worse now. I always had

plenty to eat to home,"- here she had to pause again, - "but
it's dreadful hard to be scolded, because I don't have supper or
breakfast ready just when he comes in, and nothing in the
house to git 'em with!" Here she quite broke down, and wept
so pitifully, Edward had to say something, although utterly at a
loss what to say or do.

"Please, don't cry so, Mrs. Thompson."
"I know it don't do no good, but I can't help it; it's foolish

inme, too, to be telling you my troubles; but you seem so civil
spoken, as if you had some feeling, and cohld pity one that is in
trouble, that it seems good just to tell it out. There ain't no
living soul I can tell my troubles to; there ain't never a living
soul spoke a kind word to me like you has, and it clean breaks
me down."

Just then a man was seen coming through the Pines; the
trees being large, and nothing but the trunks to obstruct the
view, objects could be seen at quite a distance. He was on
foot, and walking on one of the paths that led to and from the
settlements already mentioned.

They both noticed him, and at once the young woman began
clearing away, as far as she could, all traces of the tears.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "there comes Daddy Jack; wont you
please wait one minute - I've got something to give you -just
one minute;" and in she ran. Before the man reached the main
road she was out again, and looking much improved - a dress
had been slipped on, her hair smoothed back, and her appear-
ance very much improved. She was really good-looking. She
had a basket in her hand, but as it had a cover to it, Edward
could not see its contents.
* As she came up again close beside him, she said, in a very
low voice

That's Daddy Jack; he~s our minister in these parts."
Edward looked inquiringly in the direction of the stranger,

'who was now close at hand; he was certainly the oddest speci-
men of a minister he had ever seen. On his head was a straw
hat very low in the crown, with a brim of unusual dimensions,
which kept flopping up and down with every movement of his
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person; below this, his hair hung long and straight, resting on
his shoulders; a species of cloak enveloped his person, fastened
at the neck, otherwise swinging loose. The garment was no
doubt originally of yellow nankin, but through long use and
many washings, was now bleached to a dirty white. As this
outer garment swung open, it disclosed a check shirt and dark.
colored pantaloons; neither coat nor vest was to be seen, and
in fact were wanting. A stout crooked cane was in his right
hand, but not used as a staff for it rested on his shoulder,
bearing on its end a bundle, which contained no doubt the
wanting coat and vest. As he came up, his only salutation was
a loud "hem!" so loud that the echo might have been heard
fror~i the surrounding woods if Edward had listened. He was
otherwise engaged; for as the man came straight towards them
with long, regular strides, which did not in the least slacken
even when close at .hand, Jupe seemed to think somebody must
make way; and as he did not fancy the flopping hat, nor the
flying cloak, was quite willing to make room; he pricked up his
ears, gave a slight snort, and began wriggling himself out into
thQ road; and Edward had to coax and pat him, and rein him
up, and at last touch him with his heel to keep him quiet.
He felt that it was ill-manners in Jupe to behave thus, and
fairly blushed, as though he himself was implicated in the bad
conduct of his horse.

"You needn't be afraid, young man; I shan't hurt you."
This was his first salutation.

"Oh, Daddy," Mrs. Thompson replied, as Edward was still
doing his best to bring Jupe back to his position, "it ain't
him as is afraidit's the horse; I guess it's the wind blowing' the
cloak so - that's what's frightened him.~~

The man looked keenly at Edward a moment, surveying the
dress of the boy, and the beautiful form of Jupe, and his pretty
trappings.

"Ay! I see," aside to Mrs. Thompson; "I see he ain't used
to poor folks; he's been used to fine feathers; we ain't stylish
enough."

"Oh, Daddy!" (this was in a whisper), "ybu don't know
how good and kind-hearted he is; do speak pleasant to him -

do, Daddy, he's so lovely!"
By this time, Edward had overcome Jupe's scruples, and got

him up to the place near the house from which he had started,
and immediately removing his cap, politely saluted the reverend
gentleman; for in spite of his uncouth appearance, having

heard him announced as a minister, he was ready to pay him
all due respect. Just then the gentleman had begun a con-
versation with Mrs. Thompson.

"How is it you wasn't to meeting last Sabbath?"
"Oh, Daddy, Will - wouldn't let me."
"He wouldn't, ha! Well, I shall see to him. You're sure

you didn't want to stay to home yourself? Ah, these ~
here his voice became quite. elevated. "Do you know the
world of woe is paved with excuses? It's this thing, and that
thing, and t'other thing, anything, no matter what; andyet
sinners are pressing on, hurrying along, all helping each other,
laughing, and dancing, and frolicking on the broad road to per-
dition - yes to perdition. Do you know you are going straight
there? a little more and you'll drop over into the great deep
black pit - the pit of blackness, and dai'kness, and despair, and
misery, and torment. Where will be your excuses then Y what
will you do then? who will hear your excuses! Daddy Jack
can't help you then; no, no, you can't cling to my skirts. I, a
poor sinner, will have to answer for myself; I can't do nothing
to help you then. All I can say will be, 'I warned them, I
coaxed them, I tried to drag them out of the broad road, and
they wouldn't heed a word I had to say."' His voice had
reached an exceedingly high pitch, and the tears were streaming
down his cheeks. The young woman at first had turned very
pale, and then, as he proceeded, began to weep; and. as Edward
looked at her, he perceived that her whole frame was in a
tremor. The address, from the very earnest manner of its.
delivery, and the dark images presented, had also affected him,
but by no means as it had her; it had thrown a gloom around
him; he felt a~ if a dark cloud had suddenly spread before the
face of the sun. As the man saw she was weeping, he paused
and lowered his voice.~ "How long will those tears last! only
just till my back is turned, and then you'll dry them up, and
go on your way singing your light songs and dancing as careless
as ever on the road to eternal woe I"

"Oh, no, Daddy Jack; I wont - I promise you I wont."
"And you say Will kept you to homey WellI'll see to

him."
"Please Daddy, don't tell Will he'll be dreadful mad, and

then -"

"Don't be 'feared, child; I .sh~fl only put it to him why he
staid away; he'd no business to stay away. Here am I going
through heat and cold, wet and dry, living from hand to mouth,

tf
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laboring in season and out of season, and what for? It ain't
for your money, it ain't for your victuals; it is for your souls
II labor, trying to pull you out of the fire, and you all a-trying
as hard as you can to get in. Oh, it's awful I" Here his voice
was raised. again, and the last sentence came out with a loud
ring.

"Oh, Daddy I will be good; I will mind what you say."
Having apparently got through with what he ha4 to say to

the young woman, he came up to Edward, and putting his hand
on Jupe's mane, a little too near his head, before Edward could
stop him, Jupe snapped at the cloak and caught it between his
teeth.

"Jupe, Jupe! let go - let go sir!" But Jupe had to suffer
a good slap one side of his head before he would consent to
loose his grip; he seemed to have a spite against that ungainly
concern.

The man took it very coolly; he merely looked to see that no
rent had been made, and then said, -

"The dumb beast don't know any better; some one has
learned him that trick; he is a pretty beast, though, and Jam
pleased to see that his young master is a gentleman. II have
met with many in my day, of your age, who would have liked
no better fun than to have their horses snap at me, and if a
rent had been made, the merrier they would have been. Do
you live in ?"

"Yes, sir, a little south of the village; my name is Bascom."
"Oh, ah! yes, I know! I understand now. Well, sonny, God

has been very good to you; he has given you plenty of this
world's goods. I hope you will give Him your heart in return--
your heart - mind that. It ain't much, is it? Our hearts ain~t
very good; there ain't much good in 'em, anyhow, but God asks
us to give them to hint, and better do' it now when you are
young. Good-by, my young gentleman; good-by, Susey."

"Good-by, Daddy."
Edward bowed respectfully to the gentleman, although he

said nothing; his feelings had been singularly touched by the
address thus personally made to him. The manner of the man
had changed so suddenly into a mild, soft, and kind demeanor,
and his voice lowered almost to a whisper, that its impression
was the greater. He had sent an arrow at a venture, and it
had touched this young heart; how lasting the impression, time
will develop.

As the stranger turned from the road into a path that led

towards the ferry, Edward kept his eye'upon him; he almost
wished he would come back; he had questions to ask him; and
yet, in all probability, lie would not have put them had the op-
portunity offered.

This man's real name was John Blydenburg; he had been
ordained as a minister in the Methodist church, but for some
cause Lad broken off from ecclesiastical connection with that
branch of the Christian church;and did not act u~ider authority
from any particular denomination. He was laboring on his
own responsibility and it was his choice to labor among just
such a class as he found in the Pines, and that vicinity. He
had made himself very popular among them; and as they knew
he neither worked for food nor pay of any kind, supporting
himself from a small income of his own, his influence was very
great in all that region, and he could say to even the most rude
among them, plain things to their face, which, they would have
resented from any one else; and although his addresses were in
general intended to work upon their fears, and not therefore
calculated to do the most good, yet there is reason to believe
they had a wholesome restraint upon a state of society that
otherwise would have been little better than heathenish. lIe
was not n.iarried, and lived in a small house which he had
erected on the edge of the Pines - a pleasant location to one who
could enjoy the music of the wind in its varied tones so pecu-
liar when playing through a forest of large growth, and its
solitude and deep shade and fragrant odor. He lived alone
with an old and faithful housekeeper, a distant relative ~'ho
had known him from his childhood. Much of his time was
spent in going among the different little settlements, visiting
from house to house, exhorting, advising, instructing, and at
times scolding - taking truly a patriarchal interest over them;
often from his own small means administering to their wants.
In sickness he was their main dependence as to medical ad-
vice, and except in extreme cases, a physician seldom was seen
in that region. No wonder, then, that he was respected and
loved, and that lie could in the most fearless manner attack th~
most reprobate among them and tell them plainly, face to face,
of their wrong-doings. Daddy Jack was indeed a power in
that place; and a rude hand raised against him would have been
resisted and avenged by the whole community.

"Wont you please take this," said the young woman, hand-
ing Edward the basket which she had been holding in her hand,

I
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"and give it to your folks; they are nice and fresh. I picked
them myself this morning; they are real sweet."

"Blackberries!" said Edward, as he lifted the cover. "How
very large! they are beautiful! But you must let me pay you
for them; my mother wants to buy some, ]~ know."

"Oh, no, I don't want no pay from you; your kind words
have done me more good. I feel as chirp agin as I did; it's so
good to hear a kind word from such as you. No, no," seeing
Edward take out his pocket-book, - "no, no, I don't want no
pay; jist you take 'em, and you can leave the basket any time
you please at marm's."

"Well, said Edward, have not I as much right to make you
a present as you have to make me one? I thank you very much
indeed for these berries; and now, if you do not take this as
a gift from me, I shall feel hurt," at the same time holding out
his hand.

Very reluctantly - there was no affectation about it; she
really did want to make him a present of the berries she re-
ceived it; it w~s a gold piece of the value of five dollars. He
had wished to give it before he left her, but felt reluctant to
offer money merely as charity; as a return present, the affair
had a different aspect.

A moment she looked at him, then seized his hand and
kissed it. Edward felt the warm tears that accompanied this
unexpected salutation; and his heart was full.

"I wont never spend a cent of this as long as I live; I'll
just keep it to remember you by."

"Oh, but I want you to spend it; get anything you want
with it. Do, now. It will not give me any pleasure unless you
do; promise me now?"

Oh, well, I know I want many things bad enough; but I can't
bear to part with it. I'll bet it's your spending money."

"It was mine, at any rate, to do as I pleased with; and if I
thought you would get what you may want with it, I shall
be much happier than if I spent it for things I do not need.
But let me ask you, are berries plenty round here?"

" Oh, thousands of 'em."
"I thought of making up a party to come and get some."
"Oh, do; and just come here and I can show you where they

are as thick as hops. Do, will you?"
"I will; and~maybe you can show us where it will be a

good place to ~oil a tea-kettle and eat our lunch? we shall
bring lunch wfth us." I

"I guess I can. Oh, do come; I'll do anything to help you
along; and if you want to sail, I'll get my husband to bring the
boat down from the ferry. They've got a nice sail-boat there,
and it ain't hardly ever used. Oh, do come!"

"IL think we shall be here day after to-morrow, if the weather
is good."

"Oh, good, good!~"
"Good-morning." And Edward lifted his cap with as much

grace as if she had been one in the same circumstances as his
own.

"Good-by. Oh, bless you bless you!" she exclaimed. "Oh,
ain't he a dear!" and then the tears came again. She stood
and watched until a turn in the road hid him from her sight;
and then, with a spring, as if a new life had been given to her,
started into the house.

No one can reahze but those who are under the dark cloud
which broods over so many of the human family, what a chilly
atmosphere surrounds them, turning all the social ties into
bonds that gall and fret the heart, until it becomes callous to
every tender feeling, and life a round of weary plodding.

This young woman was just beginning to feel the chilly air;
and already had its influence begun to press down her youthful
spirit. Tier careless dress showed that the evil had taken hold
of her. Her first feeling on seeing Edward was that of repul-
sion. It would have been a sort of satisfaction to her to have
treated him rudely. At her parents' house, she had been used
to hear the rich accused of oppression and as trying to keep
down the poor; and since her marriage the same idea had been
fostered and strengthened by hearing her husband and others
speak of the man Morgan, who was the only one about that
vicinity who was comparatively rich; and whom they all be-
lieved to be unscrupulous in his exactions, and ready at any
time to take advantage of their necessities; and even Daddy
Jack himself was not as careful as he ought to have been in
this respect. There was a bias in his mind against the richer
class; and it cropped out in the first remark he made in ref-
erence to shying of Edward's horse.

The pleasant address of Edward at once dissipated the hostile
feeling and drew forth the better emotions which had been dor-
mant in the breast of the young woman. A common nature
asserted its power; the wall of separation was demolished and
the greater the distance at which she had imagined he felt him-
self above her made the reality of a common kindred& as mani~
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feasted in his sympathy more touching to her feelings. A new
spring had been given to her life. Ambition had been aroused,
kindly emotions awakened; life had some beauty yet. There
is a silver lining to the dark cloud.

CHAPTER XVI.

MAGGIE BELTJFIELD.

HE reader will remember that as soon as Mary Basconi
had been introduced to Maggie, she proposed that Ed.
ward should take charge of her horse and she and
Miss Maggie would walk to the house of Mr. Sanders,

Maggie's present home. Mary was induced to this by the im-
pression which the appearance of the young girl had made upon
her. Edward had spoken highly of her beauty; but she knew
he was quite apt to be taken by a pretty face, and therefore did
not anticipate any remarkable discovery. But Maggie's beauty
was of a different order from the common; it grew upon you as
you looked and talked; it was not tame, consisting of merely reg-
ular features and finely tinted complexion. There was a spirit.
nality to it, as if the complexion and the features had received
their hue and form from the soul, and were but the symbol of
the inner life. Her eye was soft, a light-brown in c9or, as was
her hair, which hung in curls beneath her gypsy bonnet. Her
lips were beautifully arched, and the mouth by no means small
or contracted, as if you might expect to hear a simpering voice
issuing from the narrow aperture; and it did not surprise you
when she spoke, to hear round, clear tones that fascinated the
ear like strains of music.

Mary was not surprised, when she had taken Maggie's hand
and had a full look into her face, and a few words had passed
between them, that Edward should have said "she was the
prettiest girl he had ever seen." At once her curiosity was
aroused to know something more about her; and especially h6w
it had come to pass that one like her who had evidently been
accustomed to refined society, should be living with a family like
that of Mr. Sanders. Therefore she proposed the walk. And
almost th~ first remark made by Maggie after proceeding but
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a few steps on their way, afforded the opportunity to gratify
the latter wish.

"I feel almost ashamed to havc~ you go with me to Mr. San-
ders."

"Why so?" said Mary; "are they very poor?"
"Oh, not on that account; they are poor, so I think, but

that would make me pity them; and I do feel very sorry for
them sometimes, as they do not seem to have money enough
by them to get, even common things, such as meal and tea and
such things. But they are very rude people~; they never speak
rudely to me, not very; but they do to one another; and Mrs.
Sanders is apt to speak rudely to strangers; she did to your
brother yesterday, and it made me feel quite ashamed."

"Have you been there for some time?"
"About a month."
"Are they relatives of yours?~~
"Oh, dear, no and I hardly know how my brother hap-

pened to get me boarded there. You see he has gone to New
York, to look for a situation as clerk; and as soon as he got a
place he was to come for me and take me there, but he has not
come yet. I hope he will soon, though, it's so lonesome here."

"Have you no friends in this place?"
"Oh, no! you see when my father died our friends, or rather

our relations, took us. One aunt took James, that's my brother,
a~danothertook me. WellJamesstaidawhilewithAuntMar-
garet; but she and his cousins treated him so badly, he left them
and went to some other place, and hired himself out to a farmer.
Well, after a few months he came to Litchfield to see me; and
he saw I wasn't treated well, and he could not bear to go away
and leave me there; and I felt very bad to be separated from
him. But uncle felt sorry for us, and he helped us off. So we
got into the stage and came to this place; and James thought it
would be better for me to stay here than to take me with him
to the city, until he could get a situation."

"Was your father a farmer?"
"Oh, dear, no! my father was a merchant. I don't know

how it was, but when he died they said all our things must be
sold, and our beautiful place and everything, and that we must
go and live with our relations. But James says he means to buy
it back again one of these days; for only think, there are the
beautiful cherry-trees that our dear pa set out for James and
me; and there is the pretty arbor he built for me right alongside
a little brook where I kept all my plants. Oh, such pretty onesI
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as I had! and when I wanted to take some of them with me,
my aunt said no, she could not be bothered with plant~. But
James begged her to let me take one little one, and she finally
consented. And that is the very one that I'm going to give
you a slip from."

"You must think a great deal of it?"
"I guess I do; it is the only thing I have that makes me

think of home; I kiss it sometimes."
Mary smiled at the idea and the warmth of feeling manifes-

ted; and her heart yearned towards the young orphan, and the
thought occurred to her she would like her mother to see her;
and therefore she asked, -

"Are you not willing to go home with me and make me a
visit after you have given me that slip? I will let my brother
lead my horse home and you and I can walk; it is only a mile
and a half; would you mind walking that distance?"

"Oh, dear, no! I often walk much farther than that. I thank
you very much. I should like to go with you."

Mrs. Sanders, contrary to Maggie's fears, not only manifested
no uncivility, but was quite ready to help her array for the visit.
Maggie s usual dress was quite plain; but she had such as were
suitable for visiting, and Mrs. Sanders told her that where she
was going, it would be proper to appear in her best.

It was a great change for the young girl, from the dull, rude
home of Mrs. Sanders to the abode of comfort and refinement
to which she was now introduced. But the change did not
have a happy effect upon her spirit. There was too great a
similarity to the home she had formerly enjoyed. The beauty
of the location, the order of the family, the polite attention
shown ~o her by each member of the household, the affection
displayed on the interchange of kind epithets between mother
and children, and sisters and brother, were all reminders of a
past in her own young life; and they brought that past too viv-
idly before her. In the latter part of the afternoon, as Mrs.
Bascom wished to have some conversation with her in private,
she stepped into the girls' +oom, expecting to find her there.
Upon her asking "where was Maggie ?2' Julia replied, -

"She asked leave, mamma, to run out into the garden while
we were dressing."

Mrs. Bascom looked over into the garden, and not seeing her,
concluded she had gone into the summer-house - a small build-
ing, ~roofed and latticed, near the farther end of the garden, but
almost hidden from view in consequence of a slope in the

grounds on which it was erected, a brook that ran around
that part of the premises affording a delightful spot for such a
retreat, the presence of some large trees giving a complete
shade; while the large stones which formed an obstruction to
the waters, not only dammed them up so as to form a diminu-
tive lake, but made that music so lulling to the senses, as the
sparkling waters rushed around, and between, and over their
well-worn surfaces.

The noise of the water no doubt prevented Maggie from
hearing the approach of Mrs. Bascom. She was seated on a
bench, with her head leaning against one of the posts of the
building.

"You here all alone, my dear?" said Mrs. Bascom.
Maggie started, and seeing the lady, began wiping away the

tears that had been freely flowing. Mrs. Bascom silently took
a seat beside her and taking her hand said, -

"What troubles you, dear?"
"I don't know, ma am."
"Nothing has occurred since you have been here, has there,

to grieve you?"
"Oh, no, ~a'am." A short pause, and then she resumed: "1

don't know why I should feel so; but I have felt bad ever
since I have come. I have not had any such feelings ever be-
fore. I don't know why it is, but I keep thinking about -"

here she burst into tears. After a few moment' silence, Mrs.
Bascom said, -

"Is it about your old home?"
"Yes, ma'am. Everything here seems to remind me of it."
"I should like to have you tell me of your home at some time,

my dear; not just now, but when you feel like it. You will
stay some days here, I hope?~~

"I had thought to go back this evening, ma am.
"But I think Mrs. Sanders will not object to your staying

to-night, and to-morrow morning I will see her myself and
arrange matters."

"I thank you, ma'am. I am sure I should like to stay, every-
thing is so pleasant here."

"I am glad if it seems so to you,~~ and as Mrs. Bascom said
this, she put her arm around the sweet girl, pressed her to her
breast, and kissed her.

Maggie fixed her eyes upon the lady, their expression pecu-
liarly tender; there was a beseeching look to them; a question
was in them. Mrs. Bascom asked,
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"What is it, my dear?"
"May I love you?"
The heartof the lady was deeply touched. Again she pressed

her closely.
"And would you like to have me love you also?"
"Oh, so much! if you only could."
"I think it would not be hard for any one to love you, my

dear."
"But I may love yo~ with all my heart, may I not? You

seem so like -"

"Your dear mother! You think so?"
"Without being able to reply, Maggie rose from her seat,

threw her arms around Mrs. Bascom, pressing her face against
her bosom.

As the child lay there, all the mother's heart was stirred, and
clasping her own arms about the young motherless being, she
let her know by her warm embrace, that she had accepted the
heart thus yearning for a resting-place. Nor could she keep
back the tokens of emotion thus excited. She knew now, as
well as if Maggie had explained her life's history, she had
been tenderly brought up; her affectionate disposition had been
nurtured in a home of love and refinement. She had lost that
home. There had been a vacancy in her heart, a yearning that
had met with no sympathy even from kindred. How could she
refuse a place in her own heart to this motherless child, to these
young affections that so strangely had found the repose they
craved? The interest manifested by Maggie had a powerful
effect upon the heart of Mrs. Bascom. It seemed like a call
from heaven to extend a brooding care over this niotherless
younghng.

Mrs. Bascom did not at once come to a decision in her own
mind what she would do in reference to the young girl. It
would be time enough for that when she had seen more of her
and knew more particulars respecting her history.

The next morning, Edward drove his mother to the house
of Mrs. Sanders. He was very anxious to take a variety of
good things to Bill, but his mother had a good stock of pru-
dence, and while she would have been glad to furnish any
amount of necessaries for that family, or ai~y other that needed,
yet she was quite a stranger to them, and therefore wished first
to ascertain whether gratuities of that kind would be accept-
able.

"You will find, Edward," she said in reply to his request,
12

"that persons who are, poor, that is, many of' them, are sensitive
about receiving aid from those who may be called, in com-
parison, ricL They would sooner receive favors from those
more nearly allied to themselves as to means. Remember your
experience with Mrs. Tellfair as to the cow."

This silenced Edward. That rebuff from Sam's grandmother
ad made a sore spot in his mind, and in fact he found from all

his late experience in that line, that is not best to be too for-
ward in offering assistance unasked. The spirit of independence
is strong in the minds of most persons; and it ought rather to
be fostered as a stimulus to enterprise and energy.

Edward, however, slipped another orange in his pocket; Bill
seemed so gratified with the one he had previously given, he
felt no fear of a rebuff from that source.

It took some little time to alight and fasten the horse, which
afforded Mrs. Saunders, who had seen the carriage approaching,
time to make some slight preparation. And Edward noticed,
as Mrs. Sanders met them at the door, that her countenance
wear a more genial aspect, very decidedly in contrast with that
which had met him at the first.

Now, had Mrs. Bascom and her son made such a call a week
previous, the probability is Mrs. Sanders would not have con-
descended to rise even from her chair, nor have raised the
latch. The reply to their knock would have been "Come in,"
in a hard, indifferent voice, and they would have met a stern
cold look, and probably not been asked to take a seat. The be-
havior of the lady translated into plain English would have
been:

"Who cares for you, if you are rich? You look down upon
me, and I can show you that I care as little about you~. I have
never been invited to your house, and now you have come
without an invitation to mine. I can let you see that I am
neither awed nor flattered by it. You can help yourself to a
chair, if you can condescend to take a seat. I shan't ask you."

But a great change had come over her. She not only seemed
gratified at seeing Mrs. Bascom, but she was more respectably
clad than Edward had hitherto seen her.

"I'm so glad you're come," she said to Edward; "he's been
a-worryin' ever so much. You can go right in there, if you
please. Will you please come in this way, ma7am?" opening the
door of her front room. "I don't know as ever I see the like
afore," addressing herself to Mrs. Bascom, who had taken a seat
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by the window. "The boy seems possessed after your son.
He don't seem to care for the doctor, nor no one else."

"Is your son quite sick, Mrs. Sanders?"
"Well, marm, he is pretty considerable ailin'; the doctor

thinks it may run a week or two."
"Fever, is it?"
"Yes, ma'am~low fever. I'm feared it's been brought on

by a fall he had down a steep place in the gully. I s'pose your
son has told you about it. It was him who found him there."

"No, ma'am. I have heard nothing."
"Hasn't he told you nothing' about it? Well, I guess he

thought mebby William wouldn't like to have it told about.
It is real considerate in him. He is a real dear good young
gentleman. Oh, ma'am, you don't know -~' And Mrs. Sanders
paused, trying to choke down her feelings. But the tears had
started. After a little she went on: "I wouldn't a believed it
if I hadn't heard it with my own ears. But it's true, ma'am, as
you are sitting there. I heard him myself a-prayin' with my
poor boy." Here the poor woman burst into a flood of tears.

Mrs. Bascom was deeply affected. "Her Edward to have done
that! He already a Christian comforter at a sick bed? She
knew he had a generous heart. He was her pride and her com.
fort. But that he should have taken such a stand as that?"

Just then Mrs. Sanders, who was seated at some little distance
from the lady, and nearer the door which led into the back-room,
looking earnestly at Mrs. Bascom, raised her hand and beck-
oned to her.

"There, ma'am, you can hear for yourself." This was said in
alow voice, not much above a whisper. The lady at once arose
and stepping near the door, listened a moment, then returned to
her seat, and covering her face, gave vent to tears.

It would be difficult to analyze the feelings that had been
aroused in her breast. There was self-condemnation. "What
had she ever done to encourage this dear son to such an act?"
She did mot herself profess to be a Christian. She had indeed
taught him in infancy to say his prayers; and as was usual in
that day, had heard him in company with his sisters recite the
catechism. She had not even thought of training him up in
the fear and admonition of the Lord. She had indeed set her
children an example of good order and propriety. She had
paid an outward regard to the Sabbath, but more from custom
than because it was God's command. Her children had been
baptized in infancy, or "christened," as sho called it; not as an

act of solemn consecration on her part of those precious souls
committed to her trust, but because it Was custom. And all the
vows she had taken in that act, she seemed to have thought
quite satisfactorily fulfilled by teaching them their prayers and
hearing them repeat their catechism. She had never prayed
with them or for them. She had made very solemn promises
in reference to them but had never realized the obligations she
had come under. A new light was breaking in upon her; its
present influence is not cheering. A consciousness of guilt
has been awakened; it may lead to better things. Time will
develop.

After Mrs. l3ascom had somewhat recovered herself, she ad..
dressed Mrs. Sanders:

"My special object in calling upon you this morning, Mrs.
Sanders, was to inquire whether you would have objections to
my keeping Maggie a few days at my house?"

"Lat no, ma'am: not in the least. Indeed it would be a
great help to me, ma'am; seeing my boy is sick. But she had
ought to have some of her clothes."

"That perhaps would he well, and if you ~l be so good as
to put them up, I will take them in my carriage. And may I
ask you, Mrs. Sanders, if there is anything I can do for you?
Sometimes when sickness is in the family, many thing are
wanted which in health are not necessary. I hope you will ex-
cuse me for asking; I do it in all kindness."

"I believe you do, ma'am, and I thank you very much; but
somehow, things seem to be a~gittin' a little better with us.
Sanders has taken a new turn; he's to work now all the time,
and he don't spend a cent at the tavern, nor nowhere, only for
the family, and I believe it's all come about of that blessed
boy of yours; for the very day they all come home, a~fetc~g
my Bill on the horse - I 'spose he's told you about it'?"

"Edward has not said a word to me about it, unless you
mean his bringing some flour here the day it rained so."

"La! ma'am, that wasn't it; but that wa~ real kind in him,
and lam ashamed howl treated him that day; and if it wasn't
that he is so good, he'd never have darkened my doors again;
but, ma'am, when a body is poor, and things are all in confusion,
and nothing' to do with, one gets all riled up, and they don't care
much what they say, nor what they do, nor what becomes on
'em; but I'm real sorry I done as I did. But he don't seem to
lay it up agin' me, and I hope you wont, ma'am."

"You need not fear on that account, Mrs. Sanders. I feel
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that I have too many deficiencies of my own; and I hope you
~will feel free at any time, to let Edward know if we can be of
any help to you."

Mrs. Sanders really felt the kindness of this offer; and thanked
Mrs. Bascom the best she knew how.

In a short time, the clothes for Maggie were procured, and
Edward coming from the sick-room, they departed for their
home. It was a silent ride they had; Mrs. Bascom was busily
engaged with the new thoughts that had been started during
her call, and Edward was troubled with questions which Bill
Sanders had asked, and poor child, he was unable to answer.
He was several times on the point of asking his mother, but as
such a subject had never been hinted at between that parent
and child, he felt a reluctance to proposing it; he most heartily
wished, though, that she might say something that would afford
him the opportunity.

The next morning, Edward was on Jupe, and galloping on the
road to the Pines. He stopped at the house of Mrs. Thompson,
and was about to alight, when she, seeing him, rushed out to
meet him. Her appearance was much altered for the better; for
she had a snug dress on her person, her hair was in order, and
'shoes and stockings, instead of bare feet and legs. A bright
smile illumined her good-looking features as she came and took
his offered hand.

"Wont you but just come in I'm so glad to see you."
"Thank you, Mrs. Thompson; I only stopped to leave your

basket, and ask if you could direct me where to find that
gentleman I met here the other day."

What! Daddy Jack! ah, la, yes! You go on this road a bit,
you'll find a path turning to th~ right; you'll know it by a big
chesnut-tree to the corner of it; you just follow that path, and
it will take you right straight to his house. But I do wish
you'd come in; but mebby you're in a hurry; but I do want to
tell you so about things. Thompson has quit the ferry, and he's
come home to work the farm; that good Daddy has had a real
smart talk with Will, and he's gi'n Morgan a blowin'-up, and
he's persuaded Will to quit the ferry, and come home; and then,
you see, as you would make me promise to spend that money,
I got things nice and comfortable for the table, you know, and
slicked things up round the house; and see here - I got these
too," - exhibiting her foot, which was small and well shaped,
with the close-fitting shoe. "I felt so ashamed that day you see
me a-lookin' so but I don't mean to go so no more. I'll work

my fingers oft; but I'll earn enough to keep tidy; and Will's
gone to work right smart this morx4ng. But how is Bill ? -
have you heard?"

"Not to-day. I was there yesterday; he seemed to be
better."

"I hope he wont die he ain't no ways fit to die; but it is
real good in you, to go to see him so; but you'll stop here
when you go back? I've got something for you."

"Thank you I will, if you wish me to."
"Bless him!" she saidas he cantered off "isn't headerr"
Edward had no difficulty in finding the path, and after enter-

ing it, was soon at the house. It was a small building of one
story in height, with a wixig at one end; it had a neat appear-
ance - everything around it in perfect order; a small garden in
the rear profusely ornamented with flowers, and well cultivated,
spoke of industry, as well as taste on the part of its owner.
The house was pleasantly situated, in full view of the river,
and an extensive prospect beyond. As James dismounted, the
gentleman came from the house, and through the small door-
yard, to the gate.

"Good-morning, my young gentleman, good-morning; I am
happy to see you.

"Thank you, sir," said. Edward, as he raised his hat, and
presented his hand. "I have taken the liberty of calling upon
you, for some special business, if you ha~ve a few moments' lei-
sure to spare."

"Yes, yes, as many as you please, with great pleasure; walk
in, walk in; right glad to see you. Do you know I've been
thinking a great deal of you since our meeting the other day?
I have wanted to tell you how much good you have done that
poor young thing, by your kind treatment. Sit down, sir.
Your name is Bascom your first name?"

"Edward, sir.
"And my name is Blydenburg. I suppose that was. not the

name you heard me called by?" and a smile accompanied this
question.

"No, sir."
"I thought not. Well, they seem to like the name they have

given me - and so long as I can do the poor souls any good, it
matters little; but as I was saying, Master Edward, - excuse
my familiarity, - your kind treatment of that young woman has
given a new spring to her life. You cannot think, my young
friend, how terrible a thing poverty is! Riches are dangerous,

lii
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II know; not from my own experience, however, for meyer
possessed them. The Lord has given me neither poverty nor
riches - I have enough; but poverty is a terrible evil! It
takes away all ambition, it presses down the spirit, it engenders
distrust and envy and jealousy; it leads to careless habits, and
it tends to harden the heart towards God and man. All poverty
cannot be prevented, but a great deal of it might be alleviated
a little; it don't often need but a very little, given in a kindly
way by those who have abundance; just a little, with a sym-
pathizing heart, just letting the poor things feel that you care
for them, that you acknowledge the brotherhood, that you own
them as kindred, in spite of their rags. Oh I tell you i~ would
do a world of good."

"I think it might, sir."
"Now that young woman fairly worships you; she would do

anything for you, at the risk of her own life; and it was not
merely the money you gave her.-you must not mind my speak-
ing about it." He noticed, at mention of the money, that
Edward grew quite red in the face. "It wont go any further,
they all make me their confidant, poor things! I know all their
joys, and their sorrows; but it goes never from me, except some
good can be done by letting it be known. Now that young
thing has some good qualities naturally; but take you or me,
and let us be situated as she has been, and there's no telling
what a different turn might have been given to our feelings
and our characters. We are if weindebted, under God, ~o the' have any right views, morecircumstances which surround us
than we imagine. We are all by nature pretty much alike;
there is not much room for boasting. But now for your busi-
ness, my young friend let me hear it."

"My first business was to ask you if you could possibly
make a call at the house of Mrs. Thompson's parents; their son
is quite sick and his mind is very much troubled."

"What about?"
"Well, sir, I suppose he is afraid he is going to die."
"Did he ask to see me?"
" No, sir.~~
"Do his parents wish me to se& him? I ask these questions

because I dQ not wish to obtrude myself beyond the circle
where I pretend to labor. Some people are jealous of the
ground they occupy. I don't wish to trouble any one; I have
but a small field to work in, but there isagreat deal to do in it,
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in consequence of the nature of the soil; let me know then,
what call I have to make the visit."

Edward was somewhat confused, and hesitated for a moment.
"I cannot say, sir, that any one has sent me on this errand,

but I. felt that some one ought to see him; he wants to
know what to do, and I could not tell h~,but I thought you
could.

"What to do to be saved! is that it?"
"Yes, sir," and Edward gave way to tears.
A moment the gentleman looked at him.
"And my dear boy, could you not tell him?"
"INo, sir," still weeping.
"And if I mistake not, you are yourself anxious to have an

answer to that question- is it not so?"
"Yes, sir, I am very anxious to know it."
"Have you been long wishing to know?"
"Some things you said to me the other day first led me to

think of it, and then William being so troubled, has made me
think more about it."

"Well, now, my dear child, there is only one way to be
saved - only one way for us all- for the old and the young, for
the greatest sinner, the vilest, most guilty sinner, and the youth
who has been trained as you have been, to virtuous habits -

only one way. 1V~ must go to Jesus. Our correct lives wont
save us; our tears wont save us; our prayers wont save us.
J~sus alone is the Saviour. But you know that, don't you?
You have learned that in your catechism?"

" Yes, sir."
"Yes, you know that; but you want to know what you must

do."
"Oh, yes, sir; that is it."
"And there is something you must do. We do have a part

to perform in this great work. Jesus has died for us. He
wants us to be saved; He is able to do it; He holds out his
hand to us. Take my hand, He says; don't be afraid; trust to
me; just give yourself up to me. Do you see now how it
is?"

After a few moments, Edward replied, -

"I think I understand, sir, what you mean; but "

"But how are you to do this - to take his hand? that is
your question, is it not?"

"Yes, sir; that is it."
"Well, now, IL will tell you how to do it. You have no doubt
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read about Peter; when he felt himself sinking in the angry
waves -how he cried out, Lord, save me, or I perish!"

"You know also, that at once, Jesus caught him by the hand
and he was saved?"

"Yes, sir."
"You see it was not much Pete did; he cried to Jesus; he

did not cry to his shipmates, he d~d not try to swim. Peter
could swim, but he gave up all hope of being saved that way.
He saw his Master; he believed in His power; in his extremity,
he cried to mm; and he was saved. And you have read about
the thief on the cross too?"

"Yes, sir."
"The thief had no doubt been a great sinner; but he be-

lieved that i3eing, who was dying with Him, had power to save
him, and he cried, "Lord remember me when thou comes into
thy Kingdom, and he was saved. You see there was not much
either of them did, only they believed in His power to save,
and they cried to Him; you see how it was?"

"Yes, sir."
"Well, nowmyyoung friend, you do as theydid; you go to

your room; cry to Jesus for salvation; cast yourself upon Him;
give yourself to Him, body and soul; and all the powers of
hell cannot keep you from salvation. Will you do that?"

"I will, sir!" and Edward grasped his hand. "Oh sir, I
thank you so much! And that was what you meant when
you asked me the other day to give my heart to God?"

"Yes, that was what I meant. And as to my seeing that
young man, I will go this very day."

When Edward reached his home, the family was at dinner~
he knew it, but he did not care for food; he retired at once to
his room. A little while after dinner, Mrs. Bascom, somewhat
anxious about him as he had returned for answer to the ser-
vant, who had been sent to call him, "that he did not wish any
dinner, went to his room; he was sitting by the window and
looking out upon the beautiful prospect.

"Edward, my dear, are you not well?"
"Oh, yes, mamma, I am very~ well; how very lovely every-

thing looks! 1 cannot keep my eyes from looking at the trees
and the grass and the water. I never noticed before what a
splendid view we have from this window."

"Yes, my son; the prospect is a very fine one; but we are so
used to it is no doubt the reason we do not oftener notice it."

I never, I am sure, noticed it before; how good God must
be to have made everything so beautiful !"

"Yes; certainly, God is very good."
"It is so strange, mamma, that I never thought of it before."
"That God was good?"
"Yes; I know He is good, but I never~ felt it."
"But you have often read in the Psaltery, and you know

there is a great deal said there about the goodness of the
Lord."

"Yes, I know I have, and it is a wonder I never thought of
it; I wonder if we do not read the Bible many times without
thinking what we read?"

"Have you been reading your Bible now? I see it lying on
the window-sill by you."

"Yes, ma'am, I have been reading about the thief on the
cross. How wonderful that was!"

"What part of the story do you allude to, my son?"
"Why, it is so wonderful to think that all the thief did, was

to ask Christ to remember him when He came into His king-
dom; it was so strange! Christ said nothing to him about his
past sins, and he must have been very wicked, for he said to the
other thief himself; 'We are reaping the just reward of our
deeds;' but Jesus tells him at once, 'To-day shalt thou be with
me in Paradise.' How kind and forgiving Christ must be!
how-" but his feelings had become too much excited to say
more.

"My dear Edward," said his mother, taking his hand, "you
are greatly excited; what has troubled you so?"

"Dear mamma, I am not troubled! I am happy; I never
was so happy in my life."

"You think so?"
"I know it, mamma. I never knew what it was to be happy

before no I don't mean that, for I have never known what
it was to be unhappy. I have been happy, I know I have;
but I can hardly tell you what I mean.. It seems as if God
was everywhere about me, and he is so good!"

His mother was deeply affected; she saw the bright face of
her boy as he uttered the last sentence, so radiant with joy, it
seemed as if an unearthly glory was upon it. She could not
speak; she pressed his hand to her lips a moment, and then
threw her arms about him and pressed him to her bosom and
wept.

"Tell me, dear Edward, tell me what has brought about this?
12*
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what has made you feel so? I would give all the world to feel
as you do. Tell me, my dear son, how you obtained such a state
of mind?"

"I cannot tell you, mamma; it has come of itself, or Jesus
has done it; dear mamma, I have given myself t~ Him."

Again she pressed him to her; there was not a word uttered
while tears were flowing freely - tears of joy. For although~
the mother was conscious of an agonizing want in her own
heart, and did not really comprehend the true idea of a change
of heart, yet she could not but sympathize in the happiness of
her son; he had found the pearl of great price, and she could
bless God for that.

The berrying party was to take place the next day, and in-
vitations were extended to one or two families of more intimate
friends so as to make up an agreeablee company.

It proved a lovely day, and as the party consisted entirely
of ~routh, with the exception of Mrs. Bascom, who~for reasons
of her own decided upon going with them, there was no lack of
sprightly converse and joyous hilarity, and no one seemed to
be more full of glee than Edward; riding his pony, he would
join one wagon and then another, keeping up a lively chat
with the two circles, but the most of the way attached him-
self to that in which Maggie was riding; his highest pleasure
seemed to be in drawing her attention to objects of interest, or
eliciting a merry laugh from her by some remark of his own.
Maggie, too, seemed very happy; it had been a long, long time
since any opportunity for a pleasure excursion had been afford-
ed her and without care or thought of her precarious and de-
pendent situation, drank in full draughts of unsullied happiness.
Blest season of young life! who can have the heart to damp
your buoyant spirits or scowl at your merry laugh! let it ring
out its peal and echo from the forest or upon the shining river;
it is but in harmony with God's beautiful creation.

Not only was Mrs. Thompson ready to receive them with a
bright smile upon her face, but her husband was there also,
ready to take charge of their horses; he was a good-looking
young man, and quite decently dressed for a farmer, and
seemed as ready as his wife to bid them welcome.

"Susie told me," he said 'to Edward as he was pointing him
the'i~~to the barn shed, "that mebby you might like to take
a sail, so I've cleaned out my boat and gin you want her, she
lays down there close by that hedge:"

"Oh, thank you, thank you; you are very kind; we should
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like it dearly; Tom," he said to one of the youths, "this gentle-
man has been so good as to say we can have his boat for a sail."

"Good, good - thank you, sir, very much."
"And if you wish," said Thompson, quite cheered by the re-

spectfiil behavior of the boys, "gin I can find time this after-
noon, - my work is got a little behind hand, but I guess I'll
fetch her up, - but if you like, I'll go and lend a hand."

"Good, good!" again responded from several voices; "we
should like it first rate; it will be a great favor."

"And I guess mamma will feel a little easier to have you
with us, and the girls too," said Edward; "that is, if you can
spare the time; but you must not put yourself to inconven-
ience; it is only play with us, you know."

"I guess I'll find time."
Mrs. Thompson was ready to lead the way to the more

pleasant spots for picking, and the little party scattered about
in groups just as it happened; sometimes two or three would
keep together for a time, and then as if tempted by a thicker
cluster of bushes, one would wander off and another, and then
draw together again, or join other groups, intermingling, pick-
ing, comparing baskets, to see who had the most, cal~g to each
other from distant companies, laughing, shouting, and making
the forest resound with a continual burst of merriment.

"I think, mother," said Edward,"now would be a good time
for us to make the call you wished; they are all so engaged they
will not miss us, and here we are close by the path that leads
to his house."

"Well, my son, perhaps we had better; it will be an hour yet
before they propose to lunch; let us go at once, then.

As they passed the garden, Mr. Blydenburg, who was at work
there, noticed them, and at once proceeded to the house, in order
to receive them, and by the time they reached the front gate,
was at the door of his house, and leaving the stoop, advanced to
meet them.

"~y mother, Mr. Blydenburg."
The gentleman made a respectful obeisance, and took the

offered hand of the lady but as he did so, their eyes were for a
moment fixed on each other as in utter amazement.

"Can it be?" said Nirs. Bascom; "am I mistaken?"
"We have met before," replied the gentleman. "I feel very

confident that Ii am holding a hand I once held amid the splen-
dor and gayety of the ball-room; Lucy Benson has not changed
as much as John Blydenburg."
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. , "You are changed, but not so much but I can easily recog-
nize your look; but how strange we should meet thus?"

"Strange to you, no doubt, but please walk in; my abode, you
see, is a very modest one, but it answers every purpose, and I
have no doubt is a much better one than often sheltered our
Saviour when He was here upon earth. I hope you as well as
myself have found out that this world cannot satisfy the crav-
ings of the soul."

"I believe I can say that," replied Mrs. Bascom.
"And yet, from what I have heard, you are surrounded with

abundance and can command every luxury?"
"That is true, but-~~
"It don't meet the full desire - is not that what you would

say - it cannot fill the void; you have found, I hope, what can
fill it - to fullness - to its utmost capacity of enjoyment?"

Mrs. Bascom shook her head.
"No, no; I have not."
"And yet when I had the pleasure of conversing with this

dear boy yesterday, I did not imagine indeed that he was the
son of Lucy Benson, but I felt assured he had been nurtured
in the knowledge of the truth; he seemed so well acquainted
with the scripture references, and of course concluded he had
a faithful Christian mother."

"Nononot so; ~havenotbeenfaithful as I ought. What
religious knowledge he has must have been derived from his
catechism, and the regular reading of the Scriptures in our
liturgy; I confess with shame my part has not been per-
formed - and I have come this morning to thank you for the
instruction you gave him which has led him to .- "

Mrs. Bascom could proceed no further; she put her handker-
chief to her face and sat in silence.

The gentleman then turned to Edward, and taking him a
little one side, asked him a few questions in a low voice; and
as Edward answered, with his bright eye fixed upon him as in
confirmation of the hope he enjoyed - he looked a moment at
the beaming countenance of the youth.

"To God be all the praise!" Saying this, he returned to
Mrs. ]3ascom.

"What you tell me of the way in which your son has re-
ceived his knowledge of the Scriptures, is another proof to me
of the value of your form of public worship; the church there-
by does its part in making up for the neglect of parents and
guardians; children must of necessity in that way get a knowl-

edge of all the essential truths of the gospel, but knowledge of
truth is one thing - a very important thing - its acceptance
by the heart is altogether another. Devils know, but they do
not love; it is one thing to believe that Christ died to save
sinners; the important thing is to receive him with all our
heart, as our Saviour."

"I see! II feel the difference," said Mrs. Bascom, looking at
him in a very earnest manner; "but how to obtain that state
of mind 1" and she pressed her hands together, casting her eyes
down as in deep thought.

"Ah! that is a great question. I cannot give it you, nor any
other human being- man is helpless her&- the Holy Spirit
alone can do that; and He is the gift of the risen Saviour.
Go to J~sus, my dear friend - He has promised, and His word

is sure. Plead with Him; no poor hungry sinner ever went
to Him in vain."

As if he had now said all that was necessary, and all he had
to say on the subject, he turned again to Edward.

"I have been thinking much, Master Edward, since I saw
you yesterday, how happy it will be for you, and for many
you may come across in life, if you are enablt~d to exercise the
same benevolent disposition that you have manifested in your
treatment of that Sanders family. I verily believe your perse-
vering kindness toward them, under circumstances of peculiar
harshness on their part, has been the means of lifting them out
of a state that was as near ruin as need be. I do not allude
merely to the act of your giving money - that was a great help
and has had its effect; often, indeed, the destruction of the
poor is their poverty, - but I allude more particularly to your
kind manner, your gentlemanly deportment, Mrs. Sanders has
told me all about it - I never saw a woman more ashamed of
having been rude than she is; and the idea that Mrs. l3ascom's
son, the highest in the place, for wealth and respectability,
should pay so much attention to her poor, almost outcast boy,
has melted her all down, and. more than that, in some way it has
given a new tone to the character of the family - things are in a
promising state there now, and Thompson and his wife have
taken a new tack too; you have great reason to bless God who
has given you a mother who has instilled into your mind the
true principles of a gentleman: a true gentleman cannot be a
bad man.~~

Mrs. ]3ascom now rose, and giving her hand to the gentle.
man,
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"1 thank you most heartily for all the advice, and instruc-
tion you have given to my son and to me too. I trust it will
not be lost; I mean to act upon it but may I not hope to
see you at my house? there are so many things I have to talk

"Yes, no doubt there are many things we could talk about,

and many questions you would have to ask. It must seem very
strange to you to meet me under present circumstances; but I
believe God has brought me here by a way I never should have
chosen myself. But the world and I have parted and I am con-
tent. I live here alone, and yet I am not alone. As to your
kind invitation -- on some accounts it would be gratifying to
me, but I fear would result in pain rather than pleasure. I
have no wish to recall the past. I have taken my lot among
the poor and outcast. I do some good here. My wants are
few, and I have enough to sustain myself in comfort. Thank
you much for your invitation, and if I do not accept it, it need
be no obstacle to your coming to see me, whenever you have
the wish to do so, and your son too."

"I think Edward will hardly be willing to stay away from
you long at a time, if not disagreeable to you."

"I should be glad to see him every day, and yourself too,
as often as you may find it convenient."

As Edward took the gentleman's hand to say good-by, he
looked up at him with great earnestness. "I do so want you
to visit us!"

"I believe you do, my dear boy; but you can come here, and
I promise you always a hearty welcome, and more than that

I wish you would come."
"Then, mamma," said Edward, after they had left the house,

"you used to be intimate with Mr. Blydenburg?"
"Yes, my dear, lie was a gay young man and was engaged

to be married to an acquaintance of mine. She beloncted to a
wealthy family, and I believe, through the interference of
friends, the match was broken off- it was after I removed to
the country. I believe he was very fond of her, and perhaps
his disappointment has been the cause of the great change in
his life."

And now for the lunch! The stragglers are coming in, throw-
ing themselves on the ,shawls that Mrs. Thompson has spread
for them around the improvised table, which has been arranged
out of boards raised a few inches from the ground, covered
with a neat white cloth. Their bright eyes glisten with pleas-

ure, as the various good things are produced from the baskets
and placed on the table. Never can food taste so good as under
the free and easy circumstances of a lunch in -a forest, after
the excitement and exercise of a joyous ride, and the walking
and talking and speaking and laughing of the merry outgush
of pure young hearts, and the active movement of limbs un-

* trammelled by conventional proprieties. Dresses are torn,
hands are scratched, shoes have ripped, and locks of hair in a
tangle; but each disaster only excites the merriment of all.

Mrs. Thompson has been very busy, and seems as full of life
and enjoyment as any of them; it is a holiday for her too.
But when all is arranged and the eating commences, Mary
]3aseom calls out, -

"Come, Mrs. Thompson, here is a place for ~
"Oh! no, thank you. I'll just step to the house a moment.

I'll be back soon to see if you want more water, or anything."
Edward sprang up, and one of the boys with him, and tak-

ing her each by a hand, in spite of her opposition compelled
her to take a station at the table.

"I am glad," said Mrs. Bascom, "to see that our boys havemuch gallantry; it would be a fine business indeed, after all
the trouble you have taken for us, that you should not share
with us the good things you have arranged so nicely"

The young woman did not seem at all out of place, although
she felt so; her pretty face none the less pleasing for the
blushes that suffused it, made no unpleasant contrast with
the best looking among them. Her confusion, however, was
soon lost in the general good cheer, and the care taken by all
that her plate was supplied with the best on the table. This
mark of their kind feelings was little to them, but it was a
great deal to her; it was another lift from her low estate, an
addition to the stimulus her young heart had already received,
and which she had so much needed. The prejudice derived
from education was taken away; "circumstances alone made
any distinction between herself and the favored, children of
fortune, and for that they were not to blame - their hearts
were just as kindly as her own"

And now for the sail! Mrs. Bascom declined going with
them, as she foimd Mr. Thompson was on hand to take charge
of the boat.

"And remember," she said to him, "I appoint you captain
over these young folks; you must keep them in order and
bring them back within two hours."

I
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"I'll obey you, madam, about the bringing on 'em back h
time, but about t'other part, I guess there wont be no 'casion
for my services."

Mrs. Bascom had taken quite an interest in the young
woman. She seemed so very young to be married - not
older than her Mary, and she chad manifested such a desire to
please, with no disposition to intrude or take liberties.

It took some time to clear up things, and stow away plates
and cups and the et center that had been brought from home;
all but the sandwiches and pies and cake that remained beyond
what was needed - these she compelled Mrs. Thompson to
carry home.

"And I am going with you," she said '

they return" 'to rest a while until
"Oh! I'm so glad," was the reply.
"I guess you ain't much used," Mrs. Thompson said, as she

handed a chair to her guest, "to see things looking' so; but I'm
in hopes we shall do better after a while. Thompson has left
the ferry, and he ain't touched a drop of anything since; and
he's to work like anything on the farm now, and he seems as
chirp again and good-natured as be was when be worked to the

* ferry; and he's promised Daddy Jack that he wont never drink
another drop of liquor, and he says home seems as pleasant agin
to him as it ever did. You see that money Mr. Edward gi'n me
- bless his dear soul - I took and bought ever so many things
with it. I got a nice cloth to cover the table, and some nice
cups and saucers, and a pretty teapot, and that pair of andirons
- we hadn't only bricks afore to put the wood on. And those
shoes, too, I bought. And Thompson was real pleased when he
come home and see how things looked. But there's many
things I mean to git yet, just as soon as I can earn the
money."

"What way have you of earning money?",
"Why, mostly by knitting ; but I'm going to look for some

sewin'."
"Can you show me some of your sewing?"
"Yes, ma'am; here's the table-cloth I told you about,"

opening a drawer and taking it out..
"Very neatly done, very neatly, indeed. I have some work

of this kind I should like to have done."
"Oh, dear how glad II should be to do it. I'd do my very

best, and I wouldn't charge a cent for it - you have been so
good to us."

"I am sure, my child, I don't know what I have done for
you only to cause you a good deal of trouble - I and my com-
pany

"Oh, yes, you have done for me. Ain't Mr. Edward given me
ever so much, and then ain't you come here, and all of 'em treated
me ,jist as if we were as good as other folks, and "-The tears
had come; she wiped them away with her apron, but her feelings
were so wrought up she could not speak. Mrs. Bascom was
silent a moment - a new lesson was being taught to her; she
now saw what she had never thought of before - that the posi-
tion in which under the Providence of God she had been placed,
was in itself a power. Her independent circumstances, her ed-
ucation, her standing in society, all combined to invest her
with an influence of greater moment than the mere imparting
of physical aid. This young woman was more deeply touched
by the attention she had received; by the fellow-feeling mani-
fested for her by those in a higher sphere of life, than by the
material aid which had been afforded.

"Well, my child," said Mrs. Bascom after some, moments'
silence, "I should have been ashamed of my young folks if they
had been remiss in their attention to you, after all the civility
you manifested and the pains you have taken to make things
pleasant for them; but I am very glad an opportunity has
been afforded me of becoming acquainted with you; and it
may be we can help one another. You are just beginning life,
and are ambitious, I see, to have things comfortable about you;
and it is right you should, for your husband's sake as well as
your own. Now 'perhaps I can find many things in my house
that are of no use to me, but may be to you - such as carpets
which have been used, but are whole, and chairs and other
things; and if you would not feel hurt by my offering them
to you, I would gladly let you have them."

"Oh, dear! you are too good! and I'll sew for you or do
anything"'

"You know sometimes people do not like to receive presents
from those who are supposed to have more means than them-
selves."

"Yes, ma'am, I know 4hat; but it's more in the way it's
gi'n. Now I wouldn't never have touched that money Mr.
Edward gi'n me, if it had been some people; but he wasn't
proud and distant like - he was pleasant mannered and spoke
so feeling . Why the tears was 'most in his eyes; he had a
true feeling , jist as if I were one of his ~dand as good as
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any one. I could have kissed the shoes on his feet. it ain't
the money- it's the treatment, whatgoes to the heart," and again
the tears had to be wiped.

"I can enter into your feelings, my child, and am very glad
to have this conversation with you; and if you will let me be
your friend, perhaps there are many ways in which I can help
you, and it will make me very happy to do so."

The young woman looked at her while she was thus offering
her friendship.

"Oh! " said she, "it's too good! I've never had a living
soul to speak so to me. Ma'am was always blaming me, and
finding fault about everything, and never told me what was
right to do. I'm sure I want to do right! but it's too much to
ask such as you to take the trouble to tell me; but, oh! I
would take it so to heart.

"I believe you are ambitious to do the best you can; you
must keep. up a good heart. I can get you as much sewing as
you can d6; and when you go to see your mother, run up to
my house, and we will try to treat you as civilly as you have
treated us * and if you want any advice or any help that I can
give you, speak freely always as to a friend."

"Oh! it's too good! it makes me so happy, I can't tell it.
This is the blessedest day I've ever seen in all my life. I'll
pray the good Lord to bless you every night and morning, so I
will."

"I shall be glad of your prayers, my child, for I need them;
and it rejoices me to hear that you do pray."

"Oh! yes, ma'am, I do try to; but sometimes it doesn't seem
to do arty good; things have been so bad, it didn't seem no use
a-trying to be good. But oh, dear I feel so chirp now - it will
be right good to do it."

"And now you must let me make a little compensation to you
for all the trouble you have taken for us to-day, and for your
time, also."

"Oh, please don't," seeing Mrs. Bascom take out her purse;
"please don't speak about sich a thing; I am paid already
t~n times over."

"You know, though, that I am to be your friend; and you
are to let me help you. And besides, I shall feel that I have
not dealt justly by you. I am well assured you have not done
what you have for pay you have done it out of good-will;
and you must take this as a token of good-will from me - we
will say nothing about its being for pay. And now I must say

good-by, for I see the young folks are coming," and Mrs. Bas-
corn eVended her hand. The young girl seized it, and pressed
it to her lips; and as Mrs. Bascom felt the warm tears drip-
ping on it, she was deeply affected. She leaned forward and
pressed her own lips on the fair forehead of her companion.
It was something beyond all that the good lady had done yet;
the girl caught her arm, hugged it close, pressing kiss after kiss
upon it.

"Oh, ~ I wish I could be with you always. Mayn't I
love you?"

"Oh, yes; as much as you can.~~
Mrs. Bascom had seen many happy days; but never had she

experienced such lightness of heart as during that ride home;
and well she might, for she has thrown light and comfort into
the heart of a young child of sorrow - lifted her out of her
low estate, given a spring to her whole being, and left the
blooming flower hope there, to cheer and stimulate her efforts
amid life's hard tasks. Oh, dear reader! if fortune has smiled
upon you, amid the rich pleasures in which your heart is rev~
selling, think of the many around whom unfavorable circum-
stances have built a hedge that is shutting them from all the
pleasant things of life, pining for human sympathy and obliged
to plod on without means and without hope. They are not
far from you; a little searching will find them; a little aid
will cheer them; a look, a word of kindiies, may reach their
chilled heart, and warm it into gladness and give energy and
life to their now hopeless efforts. Go - go, quickly, and do
likewise.

"Oh, Maggie, here is a letter for you," said Edward, as he
rode up to the piazza on which the girls were assembled after
their return.

"Thank you, thank you! where did you get it?"
"Why, you know I left you at the cross-roads; I thought I

would run down and see how William was to-day, and Mrs.
Sanders handed me this letter."

Maggie looked at it a moment, pressed it to her lips, and
then ran into her room. She knew it was from her brother,
and she wished to be alone when she ~read it; and although
much of the information it gave is already known to the reader,
yet it may be well for other reasons to unfold its contents.

"My DEAREST MAGGIE:

"I cannot tell you how very sad I felt when I parted from
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you and left you among strangers, but IL saw no help for it. I
dared not take you with me to the city, which plan IL had in
my mind when we left uncle's. IL knew it might be difficult for
me to find a situation in the city, and the board there would be
high, and if IL should fail in getting a place, my money would
soon be gone, and then what should we do! IL was glad, how-
ever, that IL had paid your board for two months, and was able
to leave you enough to pay for two months more; it did not
leave me much, however, to sustain me in the city, and IL had
out of it to pay the expense of getting my trunk to the city
from the place where IL had been living; and as it was an out-
of-the-way place, it cost me over two dollars; that was the
reason I did not take you ther~ - it was so far from the city, and
no stage nor any other direct communicationn with New York;
but where you now are IL can get to you and you ~n get to me
* direct by boat or stage.

"Well now, for the news. IL have got an excellent place. I
get my board free and one hundred dollars besides, a year; and
if IL suit, shall get more next year. IL live in the gentleman's
family - a Mr. Chauncey. They are excellent people, and IL have
a nice room and every comfort IL can desire, and IL do my best
to please; that is, IL try my best to do what is right. IL feel as
if IL was working under God. IL feel that if IL do what is pleas-
ing to Him, He will take care of me and you too. ILt seems to
me that God provided this place for me. The night before I
got it, IL felt clear down; IL had tried for three weeks, but to no
purpose. IL had but five dollars left; in my trouble IL threw my-
self upon God and asked what should IL do - should IL go to sea
or go back and work on a farm? IL thought maybe the first
would be best; but how could IL leave my dear Maggie! So I
concluded IL would go up and see you, and perhaps could get a
place on a farm near you. Well, the next day, when on my
way to inquire when the boat sailed for your place, it come
into my head all at once, as IL heard a man asking some negroes
to help him do a job and they declining, IL asked could not I
serve his turn; he looked at me a moment and then said, 'You
don't look as if you'd been used to work; you look more as if you
should be at a desk.' IL told him IL had been looking in vain for
such a place, but would be glad of anything to do to get a
living. 'Come along,' he said, 'then IL'll give you a job.' After
the work was doneIL was called into the office; and after many
questions were asked, the gentleman offered me the place on the
terms IL have mentioned. Wasn't IL happy then!

"Now all that troubles me is, that you, dear Maggie, are not as
comfortable as IL am, and at present IL can do nothing as to
getting you boarded here. How is it with you? write to me
at once and let me know. They seemed to be decent peol)le; but
IL had some suspicion that the man took more liquor than was
good for him. IL did not notice it until after IL had paid the
money in advance for your board. Oh, it is a sad thing to be
left as we have been! hut let us trust in God; maybe all will
be best for us in the end. ILf you, dear, was only comfortable,
IL should not care for myself. IL hope you read the books IL left
you, especially that history, and your Bible; and that you
write every day to improve your hand; keep on with your
grammar and arithmetic. Take some. of the money IL left you,
dear, to get clothes. IL have made a close calculation how we are
to get along, and IL know IL can make out to pay yoifr board, and
a little over. IL shall not want any clothes for a goQd while.
Oh, is it not good to feel that we can pay our own way, and
that no friends can twit us for being dependent on them!
and you never shall be, dear ~Iaggie, if God gives me strength
to work; all IL want is to make you comfortable, and see you
growing up as our dear parents could have wished. But IL
want to hear fiiom you at once, all about how you are situated.
Direct to John Street

"Good-by, my dear, dear Maggie. God bless you.
"From your loving brother,

"JAMEs BELLFIELD."

After Maggie had read this letter, she was sitting thinking
over its contents, shedding a few tears over the fact that she
must for some time yet be separated from her dear James, and
yet happy in the thought that he had procured a good situation~
when a gentle tap at the door aroused her and she sprang at
once to open it.

"IL heard, my ~ said Mrs. Bascom, ~that you had
received a letter from your brother, and IL felt anxious to know
whether he had succeed& in getting a situation.~~

"Oh, yes, ma'am. Please read the letter, and then you will
know all about him."

"IDo you really wish that IL should read it, dear?"
"By all means; IL have nothing but IL wish you to know."
"All your heart too, Maggie I" at the same time kissing the

sweet girl as she looked up at her with such perfect confidence
imprinted on her countenance.
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"Yes, all my heart, if I could show it to you."
"Thank you, dear; well, I will read i1, since if~ is your wish."
As Mrs. Bascom perused the precious document precious

to the dear girl beside her - she was deeply interested and even
much affected. The simple out..breathing of brotherly love
touched her heart; and then the fact of these two young
orphans, thus struggling together to maintain themselves
independently of foreign aid, togetli~er with the manly bearing
of the brother, who joyfully would take the whole burden on
himself, and seemed to regard his sister's comfort as of para-
mount importance to his own, excited in her breast strong
emotions of respect and sympathy. After she had carefully
read it through, she said,~

"Maggie,~ my dear, this brother of yours is a noble fellow.
I do not wonder that you love him so."

Maggie threw her arms around the neck of Mrs. Bascom,
and leaned her head upon the shoulder of her kind friend.

"I only wish you could see him; I wish you knew him,"
she said.

"I think I know him, dear; this letter has unfolded .hi~
character, and a beautiful one it is, and I shall hope yet to see
him likewise."

A few moments neither spoke.
"Take a seat here by me, Maggie," at length Mrs. Bascom

said. "I want to have a talk with you. You know, my dear,
that both my daughters, Mary and Julia, are soon to leave me
for their boarding-school; Edward, too, will be away, and I
shall be entirely alone; now how would you like it if IL propose
to you to remain here with rue, and be my little companion;
would it be too lonely for you?"

"What, Ionely with you! Oh, dear, I could never be lonely
where you was, if there wasn't anybody else in the world only
you and James too, but __ "

As Maggie seemed to hesitate, Mrs. Bascom asked,-
"Are you thinking, my dear, how Mrs. Sanders might like

your leaving there?"
"Well, I don't know how that might be; I was not thinking

about that, but I suppose I ought to have thought about it~
but you know I must try and save all I can, and if I board
here it would cost a good deal more."

Mrs. Bascom smiled as she made answer,~
But, my dear, while I am glad to know that you wish to

pay your own way, yet my proposition is made to you with-

out any idea of your paying anything. I want you to be my
little companion, or rather my' little daughter; I think we
could be quite happy together; do you not?"

"And would you let me help you, just as Mary does, and
would you tell me when I did anything wrong, just as you do
Mary and Julia?"

"Yes, my dear," and Mrs. ]3ascom put her arm around and
drew her close to her breast; "yes, I will, and I will watch over
you, and care for you just as I do for them; and please God we
may live long together and never part until you go to some
home of your own that God may appoint for you. You once
told me I reminded you of your own dear mother, and you
asked if you might love me! and my heart embraced you then,
dear Maggie, and I wiU try to do for you as your own dear
mother would."

Maggie could not speak, but her silent tears and the utter
abandonment with which she yielded to the embrace of her
loving friend was a sufficient testimony that this covenant was
ratified by her whole heart.

This act on the part of Mrs. Bascom was not a sudden
impulse. It is true that she was suddenly drawn to the child
at their interview in the garden, but since then she had been
considering the subject in all its relations, both in regard to the
object of her interest and her own duty. This young girl was
at an age when a mother's care was greatly needed; no one
seemed so called upon to take this place as herself, her inde-
pendent circumstances, her love for her, and the attachment of
Maggie to herself, all combined to influence her in making the
proposal, and in addition to these, were the new views which
had within a short time opened to her, and the new feelings
which had been aroused to action. She had as yet only lived
for herself; as a wife and mother she had been faithful and
affectionate; not doing all she now saw that she ought to have
done, even in that circle of interest; but never reaching beyond
it for objects of care or love. She now began to feel the
responsibility of her station in life, and the experience of that
very day had shown her how much she might do, and how
much there was to be done, and that beyond the confines of
home there was a wide field for the exercise of that charity
"which suffereth long and is kind," and that her responsibility
was as unbounded as the want and suffering of humanity and
her power to alleviate. "How knowest thou but thou hast
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come to the kingdom for such a time as this!" had now a
voice that sounded in her ear with deep emphasis.

This motherless orphan thus providentially thrown in her
~way, with her loving, confiding heart, not only interested the
warm maternal feelings, but those kindred sensibilities called
into action by the incipient working of divine grace.

CHAPTER XVII.

AMUEL TINKHAM was a good-looking young man
- rather a soft expression to his countenance, a sort
of feminine affability of manner, and an apparent
desire to have you think well of him. This had been

his peculiarity from a boy, apparently an inordinate desire to
please.

While living in the family of Mr. Chauncey no one could
have been more attentive to all the rules of the family nor
more ready to comply with every request; and in the office he
manifested unwearied zeal in all the details of business, and
untiring efforts to make himself useful.

These qualities were such as took a strong hold of the
unsuspicious mind of his employer; and as his assiduous atten-
tion to all the details of business was a great relief to the
former, it is not 8nrprising that he should have soon after the
young man had reached maturity associated bim as a partner.

Mr Chauncey was a good business man, Thoroughly ac-
quainted with the trade in which he was engaged, which was
more particularly that of the West India traffic. The business
was not large as estimated by the guage of the present day;
but was safe and steady, and as the gentleman lived in a plain,
unostentatious way, he had at the time our story embraces,
accumulated what was then esteemed an independent fortune.
He had no notes out, and always a good balance in bank.

He was not, however, a shrewd man in estimating character;
he did not pretend to look deeper than the surface; if a man
was up to his engagements, prompt at his work, and of regular,
prudent habits, that was enough; he estimated diligence and
prudence as marks of a reliable character.

Having made his own way in life, he had acquired a strong

confidence in his own opinion and judgment. Somewhat tena-
cious and sensitive on those points, and rather too open to
flattery on their account, and yet by no means prejudiced un-
reasonably against those who might differ with him, still very
likely to think too highly of one who appeared to consider his
views as right and wise, he was kind-hearted and forbearing,
and very much disposed to help forward those who were new
beginners, provided that he saw in them what he thought to
be elements of success.

Young Tinkliam had from the first laid himself out to please
-not from a sense of gratitude to the man who had given
him a berth in his office, and a home under his root~, nor from
a principle of duty; his mind was intent alone on his own
interest. "Do your best to please your employer, humor his
prejudices - get the right side of him, and you will make your
fortune," were the instructions he received from his father on
leaving his home in the country to enter the service of Mr.
Chauncey. And he had throughout his course hitherto acted
upon this principle. And thus far he had prospered i- he did
gain the good-will if his employer and of his wife also, and was
now in a situation that warranted an expectation of the fortune
he had been laboring to win.

But his desire to please went not beyond his own personal
interest; to outsiders he was civil, but not too ready to suffer
any inconvenience for their sake; and as all base passions
(and no meaner one can be named than selfishness) are in-
dulged, their intensity is increased - so had the subject in
review become not only sensibly alive to every influence that
might possibly interfere with his present interest but
forward to grasp all future possibilities. ~ reaching

Poor Tom Hendricks had not indeed acted wisely, and was not
far wrong when he called himself a "darned fool," and he had
lost the confidence of his uncle; but this was no cause of
regret on the part of his uncle's business associate; it must
rather be said, it was a ~r
to mitigate his ratification; nor was any pains taken
in his favor. peculiarities, or sway the mind of Mr. Chauncey

Tom in Some things was not a fool -he had formed a just
estimate of Mr. Tinkham, and could have given8 James such
proofs of the peculiarities' of the junior partner as would have
startled him, if James bad not positively forbidden him to can-
vass in his presence the character of one under whom he was
serving. He had indeed thrown out strong hints, but they

13
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were lost upon his listener as merely the effect of prejudices
aroused by disappointed expectations.

Tom had also a whim in his head that had originated from
some few straws in the wind which had of late attracted his
notice, and it was nothing less than- this, - that Tinkliam was
intent upon getting himself into a. nearer relation to his uncle
than that of junior partner; and it is not at all unlikely that
Tom's whim was ~a correct idea. Mr. and Mrs. Chauncey, as the
reader may remember, had now an only child, a daughter. She
was at present and had been for some time, except for short
intervals, away from home at school. She was a fine girl, and
would from all appearance make not only a very handsome
woman, but from the qualities of heart and mind which she
exhibited, gave promise of future excellence. In addition to all
this, she was an only child,, the darling of her parents, and pecu-
liarly dear to them now since the death of their son had left
them but this one object upon which they could rest their affec-
tion and their hopes. She would be an heiress too, of no small
amount of wealth. It would therefore be a very nice thing for
a junior partner to ally himself to his senior, by a tie that
would not only secure an extension of the term of partnership,
which was limited, but absorb in the end the whole business and
its large accumulations.

The young lady was at present only in her fifteenth year,
and of course no serious advances could be made beyond little
friendly attentions and the manifestation of such interest in a
child of parents who had done so much for him, and of whose
confidence he was so well assured.

Tom had noticed that when his cousin Leonora was last at
home, the junior partner was a very frequent visitor at his
uncle's, and was very solicitous to make her vacation pleasant
by waiting upon her toplacesofamusementandinmany
little ways manifesting a desire to add his mite to her enjoyment
of home. He had also overheard some conversation between
his uncle and the said junior, in- which the latter earnestly
argued in favor of letting the young lady have the privilege of
a year more at least of being at boarding-school; her father
anxious for the society of his daughter, being of opinion that
home was the best place for her. And Tom readily believed, so
suspicious was he, that motives of self-interest alone could oper-
ate m any advice Mr. Tinkham gave - that the latter wished
to keep her away from the circle of youngsters who were but

too ready to wait upon their sisters in their calls at Mr.
Chauncey's when she was there.

Tom probably was not far out of the way in his surmise.
One day, while James was writing at his desk, a servant

entered the office with a request from Mrs. Chauncey, that if he
could be spared, a lady at her house wished to see him.

At hearing the request, James at once looked at Mr. Chaun-
cey, as if awaiting a reply to the message.

"Yes, go, my boy, by all means."
On entering the parlor, Mrs. Chauncey arose, and taking his

hand led him to a lady by whom she had been seated.
"This lady is Mrs. Bascom, James, with whom you have

been corresponding. She is an old friend of mine."
The lady received him most cordially.
"You cannot think," she said, "how much pleasure it gives

me to see you and take you by the hand; your letters have given
me a very high opinion of you, and the report of you by my friend
here, I am happy to say, confirm's me in my judgment. Please be
seated, for I have come to town on purpose to have a Lalk with
you."

As James took a seat he replied,
"I have been much afraid, Mrs. Bascom, that I must appear

very ungrateful to you. It may seem so; but if you knew all
that I have suffered from a condition of dependence, you would
not wonder - that I wish to keep m~ little sister free from any
reliance but on my own exertions."

"I do not wonder, my dear boy; excuse my familiarity, but
you have made me love you - your noble feeling in wishing to
support yourself and your dear sister excites my warmest
admiration, and I would not, for any consideration, do anything
to blunt that feeling; but I have sought this interview for the
purpose of unfolding more fully than I could by letter my own
feelings, and also some reasons that may set your mind at rest
on the subject; and moreover, I had a suspicion that Mrs.
Chauncey here, of whom you speak so highly in your letters to
your sister, was one with whom I was once intimate, and if
so, you would no doubt feel more assured if she could speak a
good word for me."

"Oh, Mrs. Bascom, I assure you I have perfect confidence
in your kindness; you are very kind; it was not that__ "

* James paused; his feelings were beginning to be much
excited.

"I will tell you, James," interposed Mrs. Chauncey. "I have
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had a long talk with Mrs. Bascom; we both admire the manly
views you have, and we enter into your feelings; but we both
know as you cannot; how very desirable it is that your dear
sister should have a mother, and II am sure IL feel as if it was a
most merciful dispensation of Divine providence that the heart
of this dear good lady has been so drawn towards your sister,
that she wants to protect and guide her with the same care and
love she exercises towards her own children. She really loves
your sister, and your sister loves her."

James had been sitting with covered face, while Mrs. Chaun-
cey had been speaking; the moment ~he paused he rose and pre.
scented his hand to Mrs. Bascom.

"You will forgive the apparent coldness of my letters. IL
a~m grateful to you. I feel that it is a great mercy that you
are willing to -" but he could go no further. Mrs. Bascom
rose and laid her hand upon his shoulder.

"My dear boy, I have nothing to forgive; and here in the
presence of this good friend of yours, and in the presence of our
Great Friend above, I pledge myself to be a true friend to your
dear sister, and to you, if you will let me, and I wi.ll try as far
as in me lies to take the place of the mother you have lost."

"I thank you from my heart, and I thank God too."
"Let us, then, seal this covenant with a kiss," she said, em-

bi~acing him. "And I may tell Maggie that we have your hearty
assent."

"Yes, and my ardent wish that she will be an obedient,
loving child, and prove her gratitude to so great a benefactor.
I do feel your kindness - I do thank you; I had not thought
of it before, but it will be a great thing, I know it will, for
Maggie to have a in-" he could not speak the word so
precious to his memory.

"And I know well," Mrs. Bascom responded, "yours has
been one of no ordinary character. Cherish her memory, my
dear boy, and may her mantle fall on me;" and after a
moment's pause, "and you will come up and spend your vaca-
tion with us, whenever that may be?"

"IL have not thought about any vacation -"

"Oh, yes, James," interposed Mrs. Chauticey, "Mr. Chaun-
cey always gives his clerks a vacation; that will be delightful
for you."

"It would be very pleasant, indeed!" James replied, and
then with both, hands grasping the hands of Mrs. Bascom, and

looking full in her face with an expression of gratitude and con-
fidence, without speaking, took his leave.

"No common youth that," said Mrs. Bascom, after James
had left. "What an expressive eye! I could read his heart as
he grasped my hand to say good-by; words were not needed to
tell what he felt."

"We think a great deal of him; and Mr. Cihauncey thinks
he has in some way had a most happy influetice on a young
man a nephew o~ ours, who is in the office; he was not very
promising, and 1~Ur. Ohauncey thought at times he must turn
him ofi; but he seems of late to be very much changed for the
better."

"Such a brother as that will be a blessing in any relation of
life; 'a good brother and a good son,' you know what the saying
is.

"Yes, I know, and I believe in it."
Mrs. Chauncey thought lightly of the question at the time,

and of the reply she made to it - the time may come when her
faith in the proverb may be tested.

"Mr. James," said Tim O'Connor one morning as he came
into the office and took a seat (Tim never ventured on su~ch a
liberty except when James happened to be alone), "can you tell
me what's come over Mr. Tom of late?"

"In what way, Mr. O'Connor?"
"Well, faith, in many ways. You know I got him a new

boarding place?"
"IL knew he had a new boarding place, but I was not aware

you had procured it for him.
"Faith and I did, and I'll jist tell you how it was. It was

jist as Mr. Tom was a-goin' out towards eve, and he comes to
where I was sitting on a~ sugar hogshead. 'Tim,' says he, 'do
you know of a nice dacint pl~ce IL could git to board in a.
private house?' Says IL,' MrQTom, what fur do you lave the
place you've got; sure it's dacint as can be.' - 'Yes,' says lie, 'I
know that, but II want to get where the fellows .can't be running
after me.'- ' What fellow? 'says J.'.-~-' Why,' says he, 'darn it
all, Tim, I've been a great fool.'-' Well, asking your pai'don'
says I, and it's my opinion you bean't far out of the way about
that, but how is changing the place to be any betterment? '-

'Tim,' says he, 'I tell you I want to cover my tracks, and git
away from the fellows; if I don't, they'll lead me to the deil
altogether.'~' Ah, ali!' says I, if they're a-doin' the like a' tktt,
then sure as my name's Tim O'Connor, I'll be after helping' you,
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my boy.' And so I spake to the folks, and he's there now,
but what's brought it about, that he should take such a turn,
is a mystery to me; and don't you remark he's no that grum
and jerky as h~ used to be? Faith and it's been a wonder.
nient to me how the boss had the patience to bear with him*
but Mr. Tom has a bitter grudge agin' the young boss, and
its my opinion there'll be trouble on that score yet; do you no
think Mr. Jan~ies, that there's some folks as has two sides to
'em?"

"I believe there are such people."
"Yes, and it's my guess there's .them that ain't far off that

can be blarney enough to them that they think can be of sar-
vice to them, and grouty and ill-mannered and overbearing to
them as they have the upper hand on."

"You don't think Mr. Tom has two sides to him?"
"Mr. Tom! no, no, he ain't no cunning to do that; he's out-

spoken maybe, and rarein' at times, but he's no double-faced, is
Mr. Tom, and his ways is wusser as his heart. No, no, I ain't
nothing' agin' Mr. Tom, only awhile since I was feared he was
gem' to the bad as I telled you, but gin he's comed round and
like to do well, it's real glad I am; it's no of him I was thinking. "

As Mr. O'Connor found that James did not seem by any
means anxious to know who it was he had in his mind, and as
Jamgs began to busy himself at his desk, he thought best to
drop the subject, and with a "God bless you, my boy!" he rose
and left the office.

We must now pass over to the latter part of the month of
July. Kora was coming home, and the day she was expected
appeared to be a jubilee in the family, and great preparations
had been made in the way of cake and flowers for her reception.
Mr. Tinkham had called in the morning and left a beautiful
bouquet with a little note of welcome attached to it. Mr.
Ohauncey was more than usually restless and seemed to have
something peculiarly hard to chaw upon all day.

James sympathized in the happiness of the family, but it was
no special matter of interest to him personally; if they had
been expecting a son instead of a daughter, he would perhaps
have had his curiosity more excited, and perhaps indulged
a hope of forming a pleasant acquaintance; he had not
since he had been in the city manifested any particular in-
terest in young ladies' society, and Miss Louise often rallied
him on the subject. To her he was very polite, and ever
ready to wait upon her; and she seemed very happy in his
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company, and would evidently have been pleased to feel that he
was happy in hers. James had never forgottPn the little friend
of his, with whom he had passed keepsakes. Since he had
come to the city he had kept his safely wrapped up in his
trunk, not even wearing it on Sundays; once alone he put it on,
and, that was when he accompanied Miss Louise to an evening
party. Louise noticed it and asked him why he did not wear
it always.

"Why, because," was his reply, "I do not wish to wear trink-
ets in the office; and besides, in working I might injure or
destroy it."

"You value it highly, then?"
"Ido; it was given me as a token of friendship."
Whether he should ever see the giver again he doubted;

she was to be two years away at school, and he knew that two
years might be long enough to erase from her mind all
thoughts of him. Still her image was never for long absent
from his mind, and every word she had spoken and every kind
look she bad given him were at times fondly dwelt upon.

He had looked into the directory but could find no name of
Chauncey as, living in the street she had named to him, and
once he asked Mrs. Chauncey,-

"1-Jave you relatives living in the city of the same name?"
"No," was the reply; "there are a good many of the same

name, but not related to us; Mr. Chauncey is from Connecticut;
his relatives are there."

Mr. Tinkham came into the office that morning with more
than usual animation and an unusually pleasant manner, and
even addressed Tom.

"Well, Tom, how are you?"
Tom looked at him a moment before replying.
"I am well-what makes you ask?"
"Oh, I suppose there is no harm in a civil question?"
"No harm, but rather unusual."
As Mr. Ohauncey entered and took his seat tQ look over the

paper, the junior partner remarked,-
"I am commissioned by Mrs. Chauncey to wait upon Miss

Nora up from the boat; I feel quite honored."
"Oh, well, I was going for her myself~ but it makes no

difference; you can go, if it's Mrs. Chauncey's wish."
It was not any special request on the part of Mrs. Chauncey

either, but as Mr. Tinkham had been so kind as to bring
a bouquet in honor of the occasion, and as he made the request
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that he might have a part in contributing to their pleasure by
escorting her to her home, of course Mrs. Chauncey could not
but consent that he should do so, and thus gratify his desire to
please his benefactors.

When Mr. Tinkham thus made known his commission to his
senior partner, Tom turned an expressive glance at James, as
much as to say,-

"Remember what I told you - darn him!"
The boat was to arrive at about six o'clock,* and Mr. Tink.

ham was on the dock with a carriage in waiting a full half-
hour before her arrival. Never did he appear in such a happy
frame of mmd as when he entered the house with this treasure
of her parents' hearts; he was all complaisance, and seemed
overflowing with sympathetic joy.

"Sammy, you'll stay to tea with us to-night," said Mr.
Chauncey.

And Sammy was very willing to stay, and to spend the
evening too; but in the midst of all Sammy's glee there would
at times come a cloud over his mind, and it might have been
witnessed in his countenance had any one noticed it. Kora

* had not only grown a little in stature, but her beauty was
developing. She would attract notice; admirers would be
flocking round; when a year or two older, he could not expect
to pluck this flower without an effort; and then again the
cloud would pass off. "I have the confidence of her parents;
they like me; and surely she can't object to my looks! and J
mean to get her good-will at any rate before she goes back to
school again. I am almost sorry, though, she is so good look-
ing."

"I wonder why James don't come to supper,~~ said Mr.
Chauncey.

"He will be here soon, I guess," replied Mrs. Chauncey, "he
is generally so punctual there he has come now."

As James entered the room he made a slight obeisance to the
company, who, some standing, and some seated, had arisen
from the table.

"I must introduce you to our daughter," said Mrs. Chauncey,
taking James by the arm, and leading him up towards her.
She was at the time occupied in admiring the bouquet which
Mr. Tinkham had called her attention to. Hearing her name
mentioned she turned suddenly round, and approaching James
and looking intently at him a moment, put out her hand, which
he took, saying as he saw her smile,-

"I cannot be mistaken ! - Miss Lucy, is it not?"
"Have I changed so much?" replied Lucy.
"Oh, no, but the name! "turning to Mrs. Chauncey. "I un-

derstood you expected your daughter Nora."
"You must know, mamma, that the girls at school at C-

would call me Lucy, and I went by that name all the time
II was there."

"Her name," said Mrs. Chauncey "is Lucy ]Leonora. We
prefer for special reasons the last name, and have abridged that."

The effect of this scene was different on the several persons
present; that both parties were deeply moved, all could see.
James taking his seat at the table and Mrs. Chauncey after
pouring out his tea, turning her eye occasionally at her
daughter, and then at James; what were her thoughts it would
be hard to guess. That something affected Nora, she could
plainly perceive, and James was remarkably silent, with anof seriousness his countenance he wasexpression on , generally
bright and cheerful. Miss Louise was quite restless; she did
not know what to think of things. Sammy was very still and
seemed absorbed in thought; while Mr. Chauncey, without
noticing anybody, was busy with the "Even'ing Post."

After James had finished his supper, which was a very light
o~ie that evening, he stepped up to Mrs. Chauncey, who was just
then in another part of the room, about to ring for the servant.

"Have you any errand this evening, Mrs. Ohauncey?"
"No, James, nothing that I think of; you are not going

away?"
"I will apologize to Miss Nora; but if you will excuse me

a while, I should like to go down to the office again."
"Certainly; but come back as soon as you can."
James then stepped up to Miss Nora.
"I must ask you to pardon my apparent incivility in not

congratulating you on your return to your home. I was so
utterly surprised, my senses seemed to have left me, but I do
most heartily sympathize with you and your friends in this
happy meeting."

"I was full as much surprised as yourself~, and ought to ask
pardon of you for not telling you how very very glad I was tQ
find you had got su~c1& a place;" and she smiled as she em-
phasi~zed in a marked manner the last word; but I want to
know all about it,; it seems so strange."

"I shall be happy to tell you. at some future time. Is there
anything I can do for you this evening?" turning to Louise,
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who was sitting close beside her cousin holdinor on
hands upon her lap. of her

"Yes, there is. Just get a chair and come sit down here, and
let me hear all about things - where you two have met, and all
about it."

"Miss Lucy - excuse me, Miss Nora, I mean, can tell you
all about it; and that reminds me that I have to apologize to
you for leaving this evening. You will excuse me?" bowing
to Nora.

"Certainly, if you must go."
James could not honestly say that there was an imperative

necessity for his going, so he made no reply other than a
slight obeisance, and then left the room.

"ilViamma," said Nora, "how strange it is!"
"What, my dear?" Mrs. Chauncey was then talking to

Sammy, who, as James left the room, had hitched his seat nearer
the sofa.

"Why you will remember my telling you last winter when I
was home about an accident that happened while I was visiting
at Mrs. Lansing's; how the carriage and horses were thrown
down a precipice and the young gentleman who was riding
with us seized the reins of the horses, when the driver got
frightened and jumped out, and how at the risk of his own life
he held the horses up until we all got out and how he was car-
ried down with them when they fell. Oh, dear, it makes me
shudder now, when I think of it; it is such a wonder he was
not killed~ "

"You don't tell me, my dear, it was James!"
"Yes!" Poor Nora was so excited at recalling the scene,

she could say nothing further.
"I don't wonder, my dear," said her mother, "that you and

James seemed to feel so much when you met this evening; that
explains it; and his seeing you has recalled that scene, and
made him look so sober. I shall think more of him than
ever."

"Please, mamma, you will not say anything to him about it;
I fear he may not like that I have mentioned it. He wouldn't
let Mrs. Lansing speak of it; he said any one in his place
would have done the same thing, rather than let us be hurt;
and then you know the next day I left and did not know that
I should ever see him again; only he told me he intended
coming to the city to look for a place."

"I should have thought you would have told him where we
lived."

"I did, mamma, but only think! we lived in Liberty Street
then. IL directed him to Liberty Street; IL wonder if she has in-
quired there!"

"I should not be surprised if he had; I remember one day
he asked me if we had relatives living in the city of the same
name. I wondered then what made him ask; our calling you
always Nora when we spoke of you, has of course made him
think you belonged to some other family of the same name; I
have no doubt he has been trying to find you."

James had no special business to call him away that evening,
but he wanted to be alone, and thought it would not answer to
retire to his room, as his absence then might give occasion for
remark; and yet when he stepped up to Nora to make his
apology for leaving, her manner was so cordial, and the look
she fixed upon him so reminded him of past scenes between
them, that he almost regretted he had said anything about leav-
mo'. And when he reached the office it was as impossible to
dJanything with his thoughts as if he had remained in the com-
I~Y~ The poor fellow had been troubled with an idea and
perhaps more than one - that came upon him while he was
holding the hand of Nora, and getting assured of the fact that
the Lucy who had never been out of his mind for many hours of
any twenty-four he had lived since their first parting and
Nora were one; and he thought he saw reasons why it would
be best for his peace of mind, and his interest too, that the
fancy he had indulged for her and which by indulgence had
become something more than fancy, must ba put away - killed
at once - and she must be to him nothing nearer than any other
member of that family, or any other young lady of his acquaint-
ance. But he soon found that reason was one thing, and love
was another ; and the latter by no means ready to yield her
sway to reason~, or anything else; and for once he found his
strength of resolution, which had carried him through many
tough places, deficient here. It would be a useless chase to
attempt following his round of arguments; he landed just
where he started, only a little more confused in his thoughts,
and his resolution - nowhere. He was about starting for
John Street again, when who should come in but Mr. Thomas
Hendricks, looking very much mystified.

"What are you doing here, old chap ! "
"Nothing just now; I was about going up to the house.

flw
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"Well, all I can say is you're a queer chick! What under
the moon are you doing here in this old office all alone, when
they are all as lively as crickets up at the house? all but Tink..
ham, and he's clear down in the mouth about somethino-"

"Have you been there?"
"Yes, I thought I must call an~d see Nora - and a pretty

little coz she is; but why, Qld boy, have you never told me that
you knew her? I begin to think you are a little on the sly."

"How could I have known that Miss Lucy Ohauncey and
your Cousin Nora were the same?"

"And you never told me about that head-over-heels scrape
of yours down that hill!"

"Pshaw I have they been telling that?"
"Yes, and I tell you what, my boy, it seems to stick in IN"ora's

crop; her face was as red as a turkey's comb when aunt was
telling me about it. Why, Jem, you and Nora would make a
grand match, come to think of it; you'd cut out Tinkham; he
wouldn't stand a chance alongside of you; but there would be
the old Sancho to pay.~~

"Mr. Hendricks, please stop; if you have any regard for me
you will never mention such a thing again."

"Why not, old fellow? you needn't look so glum about it;
she's A No. 1, and you are as good as she is any day; you just
pitch in, I'll back you up but where ~re you going?"

Going ~home."
"No, you don't!" catching him by the arm, "not looking

mad as you do now! Come, sit down, I want to tell you some-
thing; come here on purpose - you see they told me you was
down hereand soIL got off as soon as IL could. What do you
think! Uncle is going to send me to St. Croix! ".

"Oh, IL am so glad!"
"Want to get rid of me, hey!"
"You know better than that; but it is just what I knew

your uncle wanted to do for you.~~
"Well, IL may thank you for it; that was a hard dose you

prescribed for me, but IL took it, and IL tell you what, if IL didn't
see the tear~ in uncle's eyes! Beilfield, IL shall feel to you as
IL never felt towards any one in my lif&~ you've done more for
me than father or mother, or-"

"Don't talk so."
"You must let me talk, I can't hold in; when you first caine

to this office, IL was as near going to the going to ruin, body
and soul, as a young man ever was. IL almost hated you at

first, but IL soon began to see into you; it's no 'matter what you
did, or what you said, but as there is truth in me IL say it now
to your face, and IL have told uncle of it, too, that you have
been the means of changing my whole life; and IL don't tell it
to flatter you, but it is right you should know it."

James could make no reply, his heart was full; he did not
feel flattered, nor in anywise lifted up; but the idea that he
had been made an instrument of good to one human being
filled him not only with joy, but with a. feeling of gratitude to
God-it was too good!

"And now," Tom continued, "IL will tell you what IL set out
to do. Uncle wishes me now to take hold of outdoor business,
to see to the buying of outward bound cargoes, and also to
make myself acquainted with the different grades of si~igars and
molasses, and keep well posted about the markets, and I mean
to; I'm going to throw my soul into it. I tell you, Bell-
field, I never felt as IL do now; IL feel as if IL was two men in
one, and I am going to let that good old soul see that his
kindness has not been thrown away.~'

"But how about the books?"
"There is another story aboat that; you see IL am not going

until January; you know I have been showing you about book-
keeping, and you have written some in the journal;~ uncle saw
what you had done, and he was mightily pleased. "Keep him
at it," he says; "Tom, let him go ahead, get him into the
ledger as soon as you please, and like as not before you go he
will be able to go alone; if not, Tinkham can help him."

"Did he say that?"
"Yes, and more than that; IL ain't going to tell you all he

said, to have you pooh-poohing at me; but I'll tell you this much:
as soon as you can keep the books, you are to have a good
round salary, but he is not going to have you poking forever
over the books, as IL have been; he says there is business talent
in you, you was made for something better than book-keeping.
So, my boy, study away at your French and Spanish; you will
have use for them yet. By the way - IL wish you could have
seen uncle's jaws going the other day while you was translat-
ing the French letter that poor fellow brought in here; IL
thought the old grizzle would have been chawed to mince-
meat -but come, let's be trampling."

"But do you think Mr. Tinkham will like my being put to
the books?"

~C There is no telling what he really likes or dislikes; one
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thing is certain, so long as he thinks you are not in his way all
will be smooth enough; the fact is, Bellfield, you must let me
talk now; I have no thought of slandering, but truth is truth.
Uncle Ohauncey has been Tinkhc&m's god; he has had one steady
aim ever since he came here as a boy -just to please him, and
he has done it; he has got the right side of uncle and means if
he can to keep it. What uncle likes he likes, or pretends to;
you just keep that in mind; but you or I ma~ get a sly thrust;
an innuendo, you know will sometimes have more power than
an out-and-out charge; one thing is certain, it will not please
him, and you will see it, that I am to do any buying or selling
- some dollars will be taken from that young crony of his,
Parker, the broker - and the sending me abroad wont sit well
in his crop; not that he cares for my company here, but you
see if I should happen to make a hit, and things went to suit,
why you see it leads to something higher. Tinkham's term ex-
pires in three years from January next, a good many things
may take place before that time - before then-" what Tom
said was whispered close in James's ear.

"Oh, you are crazy," was the reply, as James jumped up; "it
is time to go."

"Yes, you may well say so; you'll get a hatchelling, my boy;
you will have Nora about your ears."

CHAPTER XVIII.

is a dangerous thing to indulge a wrong passion; to
ay our plans for success in any business of lifQ upon

a false foundation. Self-interest, as a motive, is not in
all its bearings to be utterly discarded; ,it has its part

in all our incentives to action, but when it is the sole idea,
the ruling principle within, no more dangerous foe to our peace
or to our character can be harbored in the breast; it narrows
the mind, it deadens the affections, it weakens the moral sense,
it isolates the individual from the comn4n brotherhood of hu-
manity.

It was well enough for Samuel Tinkliam as a boy to do his
best to please his employer, and the more so as the latter re-
quired nothing of him but what was right; but when the sole

RESOJlITION.

motive which incited him was the benefit he would derive from
the good will of his employer, every act became tainted with
meanness and duplicity.

lie had now arrived at manhood; he had become a partner
in business with the man he had served from his boyhood, he
was trusted by him as a friend, he was looked upon as a model
for any youth to imitate, so regular had been his habits, so un-
tiring his zeal. Hitherto everything had gone smoothly with
him; even death itself had proved a stepping-stone to his ad-
vancement, and the tears he shed over the grave of young
Chauncey, although tears of joy, had sealed the bond that united
him to the heart of the father, and mother, too, as they thought
forever.

But is Samuel Tinkham happy? is he satisfied? has Self
whose interest he has been so untiringly seeking and serving,
ceased calling for "more"? Far from it-nor will the cry
abate one jot in its demand while there is more to be obtained.
And there is something beyond all that has as yet been gained;
his eye has been upon it now for some two years; he has
thought of it by day and by night, until it 'has become an ab-
sorbing passion; it could not be love, for the object of it was,
when first thought of~ too young to have inspired a man of his
years; but it would be a most desirable acquisition for him;
a marriage with Nora Chauncey would complete the reach of
his ambition.

Do we need any fuilher insight to his present state of mind
to decide the question, "Is he happy?" The past and the
present of his condition are as though they were not. "All this
availeth me nothing, so long as I see Mordecai the Jew sitting
at the king's gate." Poor, covetous, envious, discontented
Haman! how many suffer from indulging the same unhallowed
passions, although they may escape your tragic end!
* The morning of that day on which Nora reached her home,
so fraught with exhilaration to Samuel Tinkham, did not by
its brightness truly prefigure its closing hours. A shadow,
dark and foreboding, had come* over the mind so elate with
confidence; nor does it matter that the spectre that haunts is
only a shadow, it is sufficient to harrow the feelings to in-
tensity; and when he retired to his room that night, it was not
to peaceful rest - the young man, whom, perhaps, many en-
vied for his present position and future prospects, was lying
awake, restless, agitating, planning, surmising, fearing.

It seems that while James was away that evening, his
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name was brought; up, and his character quite freely canvassed.
It was a family circle; none but dear friends were there
Sammy was one of them interested in all that interested them!
Nora had many questions to answer, for Mrs. Chauncey was
very curious to learn particulars, James being generally
reticent as to all personal matters; and Louise seemed no less
anxious than her aunt to find out all about him, and l~ow Kora
had become acquainted with him. Kora, however, manifested
much sensitiveness on the subject. More than once Louise
rallied her for blushing when answering a question. All this
was of no moment to any one present except Tinkliam -~ he
saw, he comprehended, he was annoyed, and it is very likely
his imagination magnified trifles into threatening dangers; it
was enough, however, to cause much anxiety and a restless
night.

The next morning an additional drop or two was added to
his cup of unrest.

"Sammy," said Mr. Chauncey, after James and Tom had
gone out on various matters of business, "if you have a little
leisurenow the boys are out, I wish you would take a seat by
me. Ii want to talk over matters a little, that concern us
both."

Sammy could spare the time as well as not, so he took a seat
as requested.

"I want to tell you what I have been thinking about Toni
-you have noticed, no doubt, what a great change has taken
place in Tom of late?"

As Sammy did not reply, except by a look of astonishment,
Mr. Chauncey continued, -

"Haven't you noticed it?"
"Well, sir, I cannot say that I have noticed anything par-

ticular."
Mr. Chauncey was a little nettled by this reply, and answered.

rather quickly, -

"Well, I ha ; and I know for very good reasons that he
is very much changed for the better - very much, indeed -

and all his friends ought to be very glad of it"
"I am sure," Tinkham replied, quite alarmed, "I most

heartily rejoice to hear it - most heartily."
"Yes; I think you might have seen it, too; but no matter

for that now! 'tis matter of great joy. But maybe I was a
little too quick! for you couldn't know all about it as I do,
that's true! You see, Sammy, - now, this is in strict confi-

dence, - Tom and I have had a long talk together, a full,
open, frank confidence. I wont enter into particular. He
feels that he has been going wrong- he acknowledges it
and now he wants to do right - he wants to be a man, and Ii
want to help him, and so do you, II have no doubt."

"Why, my dear sir, there isn't anything I wouldn't
"I know it, Sammy, I know it; you needn't say a word; I

know it. You and I both feel alike about it. We want to
help him, and we can help him, and we will help him! And
now, this is what I am going to do - I've told Tom already
I am going to set him at outdoor work, buying and selling,
and attending to shipments, etc., and we will in this way let
him get his hand in, and then I am going to send him to St.
Croix. You understand, now, what's to be done!"

Sammy did understand, and he could look as far into the
future, where his own interest was concerned, as his senior
partner could, any day, and he saw very clearly where all this
was going to lead; but the announcement was so astounding,
that for the moment he was at a loss for a response..

Mr. Chauncey kept his eye upon him, and finally repeated:
"You understand it now
"Oh, yes, sir; perfectly."
"And you approve of the plan?"
"How could I do otherwise, sir?"
"Ti'ue, true; I knew you would; and now we will both try

to get Tom on his legs - we will make a man of him. And
about the books, that is another thing I must speak about.
That James is a smart fellow, and full of ambition; he writes
a fine hand, too. Tom has been now for some time initiating
him into the principles of book-keeping. You see Tom - and
no wonder - that this young fellow has been the means of
saving him, Tom says, from going to the d 1 1 use his
own words; and Tom says that anything he can do to give
James a lift, he would do at the risk of his own life, even;
and I must say I feel a strong desire myself to help him
ahead. He has talents for business, he has energy - a real
go-ahead young man, and his character seems without a
blemish."

As Mr. Ohauncey paused a moment, Tinkham could not
withstand the impulse to put in a word of caution.

"Yes, sir; seems fair, as you say; it takes some years to
be sure, however.

"Yes, yes; to be su~re, as you say." This remark, somehow,
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seemed to throw a damper on the ardor of Mr. Chauncey,
and for a few moments he was silent. At length he re-
sumed:

"Yes, that is true; we cannot, as you say, be sure; it
takes time to establish a character; but we must always hope
for the best. You haven't as yet seen anything, have you,
that looks wrong?"

"Oh, no - nothing to speak of; he is rather 8till - I have
feared sometimes he was not open; you know what I mean-
frank, open-mouthed? Boys, you know, generally let them-
selves out; there ain't quite enough of the boy about him.
He has talent, as you say; but when boys put on so much of
the man, I am disposed to feel that there is something not
quite natural about them. I like to see boys boys."

"That's true; I know he is not like most boys of his age,
but he is getting on to nigh eighteen. La, Sammy, when I
was eighteen I did the work of a man, I felt I was a man; and
this young fellow, you see, has had to shift for himself- why,
Nora tells me, or she has told .her mother, that he has kept
school, and was thought a great deal of in the country."

"Oh, I have no doubt he is smart, and maybe it is only
my fancy, but when any one of his age keeps things so to
themselves - so close-mouthed - and seems to walk so straight
and careful, it always looks to me as if they were looking
ahead, in fact, were thinking of their own interest and watch-
ing every chance to further their own interest; and you know,
what you want is one who will throw his whole soul into the
interest of his employer. I wouldn't for the world say a word
to prejudice your mind, and hope he may prove just what you
want, and what I wish; but it is well, you know, not to be too
confident in any one until they have been thoroughly tried."

"I know, I know; but hang it all! Sammy, you mustn't
think all boys or young men can come up to your notch - I don't
expect it. But when a young fellow is doing his' best to get a
foothold in the world, and shows a fair character, and has a
tact for business, and ain't afraid to put his hand to anything~
I feel bound to give him a boost. What would the world
come to if 'those who have got up should never put their
hands out to give a lift to the new. beginners? Your head is
getting too old, Sammy - let's hope for the best!"

As Sammy thought, no doubt, he had gone as far at present
as was prudent, he dropped that part of the subject, and Mr.
Chauncey went on explaining his design in reference to the

books; and as no plausible objection occurred to him, he, as
usual, acquiesced, and apparently with great willingness.

But the whole thing nettled him; hitherto his track had not
been crossed; a new phase was being put on the aspect of
affairs, that indicated n& especial advantage to him, and made
things ahead appear precarious. Whether conscious of it or
not, he had no real talent for business; the details he was
familiar with, and it was by close attention to them he had so
far succeeded. Mr. Chauncey was himself the soul of the
concern, and* Tinkham knew it. When others should become
as useful as himself- others in whoi~n the head might feel a
deeper interest than in him, what might then happen?

It is painful to follow the track of an evil mind, to listen to
its unhallowed surmises, or its iniquitous designs. We will not
trouble the reader by an exposition of a heart set on mischief,
but will go oa with our story, and, in doing so, will let a year
slip by, with but one short episode.

James had formed a resolution, after much reasoning and
counter-reasoning, to be wary in all his intercourse with Nora;
he could not, with all his reasoning, put her out of his mind,
he could not be indifferent towards lier, but he determined
there should be no manifestation of regard on his part beyond
that polite attention which to the daughter of his employer he
was bound to pay.

Nora had no trouble on her part as to how she should be-
have towards him. The fact of his being her father's clerk,
and, as she knew, poor, and with nothing in prospect beyond
what might in time be attained by talents and energy, had no
weight with her; whatever feeling she had for him she felt no
desire to conceal, beyond that natural reticence which all girls
of her age possess. She would as lief as not her mother
should notice her regard for him, and therefore felt no neces-
sity for constraint; for instance, she came up to her mother
one day, a few weeks after her return~

"lYlamma" said she, "don't you think papa could spare
James this afternoon to go with Louise and me to Hobo-
ken?"

"I cannot tell you, my dear; you will have to ask your
papa. Perhaps, if he cannot be spared, Sammy would go with
you - he has spoken about taking you~ there. I suppose that
would do just as well, would it not?"

"Not quite as well," smiling. The mother, smiling in re-
turn, said, -



308 RESOL UTIOXV 309RESOL ?JTION.

CC Beginning to have your preferences, hey?"
"How can one help it, mamma? I suppose you had a choice,

when a girl, as to whom you wished to wait on. you."
"I suppose so; it is so long ago I have almost forgotten.

Well, if you wish to go this afternoon, you had better run
down to the ofEce and see about it at once; but how do you
know that James will care to go?"

"Oh, Twill risk that."
," Have you said anything to him about going?"
"Not yet; I am not afraid but he will go; he is too polite,

you know, to refuse anything I should ask of him."
"But you surely would not ask him to do what might not

be agreeable to him?"
"Oh, but you see I know, mamma, just as well as anything,

it would be very agreeable to him."
"Well, indeed, you have a pretty good share pf confidence

in. your own attractions, I must say."
"Oh, mamma, it is not that, but you see we are old friends

- has he never shown you the keepsake I gave him?"
"Keepsake? no."
"Oh, well, sure enough; he did not know until I came

home that I was Lucy no wonder he has never said any-
thing about it."

"And did he give you a keepsake too?"
"Of course he did, and I will show it to you some time -

they are not either of th~em of much value, only, you know, as
keepsakes. Well, I will run down to the office and see about
things at once."

"Well, well," said Mrs. Chauncey to herself, after Nora
had left the room, "I don't know as I can. blame her; young
ones must have a choice as well as older ones."

When Nora entered the office there was much surprise on
the part of all present. Sammy immediately stepped from his
desk to receive her.

"A most unexpected pleasure! What can we do for you?
'Even unto the half of the kingdom.' ~

"Oh, thank you, I don't ask for so much as that. Papa,
may I speak with~you a moment?" The father, who had been
looking at her, immediately rose and followed her outside the
office.

"I have come to ask you, papa, if you could spare James
this afternoon. Louise and I want to go to Hoboken."

Certainly, my dear - that is, I don't know, I must ask

Sammy - I will see," and Mr. Ohauncey stepped back into the
Qifice.

"How will it be about sparing James this afternoon?"
"Sparing him? - oh, I suppose so lie has a pretty long ac-

count current to make out, though. D Nora want him?"
"Well, the girls wish to take a sail o Hoboken. this after-

noon. How is it, James? could you not make the account out
as xvell in the evening?"

"I could, sir, certainly."
"I don't like in general to have young men leaving their

business for the sake of waiting upon ladies; but you have not
had a single holiday yet. If you think you can do the thing
in the evening, you had better step out and tell Nora you can
go."

In the meantime Tinkham had stepped there, and was hold-
ing converse with the young lady; but as James came up he
left - looking not over and above pleased.

"You see, I 'have taken for granted that if you could be
spared you would be, glad to go. Have I done wrong in not
asking you first?" said Nora.

"You have done perfectly right, and I thank you for your
confidence in my readiness to oblige."

"Oh, iAt that was not what I meant4 I thought it would
be a pleasure."

"It is a pleasure a very great pleasure -I assure you it
7~is.
"Then we will go right after dinner."
James was very happy, but no one could have surmised as

much from his looks. His face was flushed and its aspect very
sedate; he almost looked troubled. Nora's sweet, confiding
look, her pleasant voice and pleasaid~ words, had waked up, or
rather stirred up, the tender interest for her that for prudential
reasons he had been trying to allay.

Tinkh~m's face was very sober, too; but for very different
reasons.

Nora left again in September for school. It was to be her
last term. During all her vacation she noticed that James had
never worn his hreastpin. She was curi&us to know the rea-
son, and yet when on the point of asking, her resolution had
hitherto failed her.

It was the evening before her departure; they had recurred
to some scenes at previous interviews, when she, in a sort of
careless way, asked,

308 309
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"You don't 'wear your breastpin any more."
C' J have not since you came. I wore it on one occasion pre..

viously, I believe."
"But why not at all since I came?" She manifested much

emotion as she asked this question.
It was his turn now to feel the blood fly to his face - he

was evidently much embarrassed.
"1 did not know - I thought- you remember it was given

under peculiar circumstances I thought - perhaps you
might not care to be reminded of them -"

She had been looking at him. Suddenly her eyes drooped.
He saw at the instant that something was wrong.

"Pardon me- perhaps I was mistaken! If you still wish
me to keep it, I shall value it more than ever. May I still
look upon it as in my possession by your consent?"

~CJf you value it as you say you do, I have no objections to
your keeping it; but your suspicion hardly does me justice."

"Will you not pardon me? I am very sorry for saying
what I did, and for feeling as I have."

"Yes; and until I ask you to return it, you may keep it.
Wear it or not, just as you please.~~

In the course of that same evening Nora noticed the little
pledge of friendship on his breast. She smiled as she perceived
her notice had attracted his attention; but very soon went by
herself and had to wipe away some tears. Why they had
come she did not know - probably in anticipation of leaving
home again.

If James had regulated his daily life upon the principle of
merely trying to please, he would have had but little encour-
agement to stimulate his endeavors. He saw clearly that
he was not in favor with the junior partner, and as the latter
was almost sole director of the details of business, and espe-
cially of all office work, very little that he did was com-
mended, and every blunder noticed, even if the offence was of
trifling moment. Many long accounts current had to be made
over after having taken extra pains - they did not quite please
the very critical taste' of Mr. Tinkham, although James was
consciou~ of having seen many go from the office, even from
the hands of the gentleman himself, that were no better, and
not quite so well executed. He never murmured or made ob-
jections to these unreasonable demands; but he became more
and more convinced that his berth there was held by a very
precarious tenure; for he well knew that neither he nor any

other young man could retain his situation long where one of
the partners of the concern was opposed and ready to magnify
deficiencies. Tom was away, having sailed early in Jaziuary.
James, therefore, had no one to whom he could even lisp a hint as
to the danger he foresaw. To Mr. or Mrs. Chauncey his good
sense and natural pride prevented his ever speaking a word
that might convey the idea that Mr. Tinkham did not favor his
being in the office. His only resource was that on which he
had thrown himself when, at his first effort to procure a situa-
tion in the city, he had been brought to extremities - the care
of his Heavenly Protector. The firm trust he had in Al-
mighty Power enabled him to pursue , day by day, his steady
course; conscious of a sincere desire to do his whole duty to
those who employed him, as under the eye of a greater than
any earthly master. His spirit never for any length of time
drooped in despondency, nor did he allow his sense of injus-
tice to lead him to an outbreak. His proud spirit was with
great difficulty kept in restraint; but he was enabled to hold
a strong curb on the rising passion, and to bear his annoyance
in patience. It was not from any desire to retain his situa-
tion, at all events, for the sake of prospective advantage. But
he believed a Divine hand had placed him there, and until
something occurred more than petty annoyances, he did not
feel justified in throwing himself out of his place into the state
of uncertainty and dependence from which he had been res-
cued.

Energy and perseverance, too, were accomplishing much for
him., He was daily getting the mastery of books and business
in general; and he began to find, as the winter wore away, that
the difficulties of his situation, in many respects, had been sur-
mounted; and although there was, he had reason to think, the
same disposition to give him trouble, his proficiency prevented
the opportunity.

The month of July had again come round. Nora's school
term was about closing, and as she was to complete her course
of education, her parents concluded to be at the closing exer-
cises, and then take her with them to Saratoga to spend some
weeks.

James was not by any means indifferent to the prospect of
again seeing Nora at her home, although he did not allow him-
self to anticipate the happiness which some in his situation
might. He was too much of a man now to build strong hopes
on the few tokens of interest he~ had received from her. He
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knew how he felt himself; but he also knew that Nora was
now a year older than when they last parted. She was a young
lady now, and might have very different feelings from those
which had been indulged as a girl and yet he had so much
faith in the stability of her character that he did allow his feel-
ings considerable play in the prospect of meeting her so soon
as perhaps a month's time.

But against all the anticipation of pleasure was a strange
apprehension of evil. His reason did not justify it; but rea.
son could not drive away the phantom. It came over him as
soon as he heard that Mr. Chauncey was to be absent five or
six weeks. The presence of that gentleman had always been
to him as a safeguard; he was glad when he was in the office;
he never felt under any restraint when he was by. It was,
perhaps, not a manly feeling, but the morning on which he
took leave of him and Mrs. Chauncey, at their home, he felt a
depression of spirits that did not leave him until well engaged
in the business of the day. Nothing occurred to give him any
trouble through that day, nor through many succeeding days,
until about a week after the departure of his friend, when, on
his return to the office from attending to some outdoor errand,
and about to resume his place at the desk, Mr. Tinkham
pointed to a letter J~ying there, saying, -

"A young woman has brought that letter here for you, and
she wishes you to call at this iiumber, Cherry Street, this even-
ing." As Tinkham handed James the strip of paper on which
the address was written, and which he had taken down from
the messenger, he fixed his eye upon James with a peculiar
look, which, together with the circumstances, caused James
some excitement, and his face became quite flushed. Nothing,
however, was said by either. James opened the letter, and on
reading it, not only lost his color, but seemed disturbed. He
put the letter in his pocket and went on with his writing.

As he was about to go to the bank, he asked Mr. Tinkham
if he would please draw him a check for one hundred dollars,
for his own account.

"Certainly; you can have more, if you want it."
"Thank you, sir; that will answer."
The check was drawn, and James left the office.
"I think I have got him now," said the wretch- we can

give him no better title - to himself. "Number - Cherry
Street - hey! One hundred dollars, toot That looks encour
aging!"

He then took a. seat, and after thinking a few minutes, left
the office, telling Tim, as he passed through the store, that he
would be back in a short time.

"Parker," said he, as he encountered that gentleman, about
to enter his own place of business, "are you engaged this
evening?"

"Not particularly."
"Then will you put yourself under my charge for an hour

or two?"
"Certainly. Where to go?"
"I will tell you after we have started."
"Call for me
"Yes; at seven o'clock."
"I'll be ready."
Number - Cherry Street was not a reputable place. The only

sign over the door was, "J. Simmons." No especial business
was advertised, nor were any goods exhibited. The door was
generally open; but a green blind screen was '~placed a few feet
within, which effectually secluded its inmates from observation
by passers along the street. There was on one side a bar, hav-
ing on its shelves a plentiful supply of decanters, and on the
other side a row of tables, some of them standing out free to
view, and others within enclosures. At the former might be
seen men of various ages, from youths of eighteen to old men
of sixty, playing dominos. At the enclosed tables it would
not be so easy to see what was going on; but the rolling of
dice could be heard, and more or less profanity.

But this did not comprise the whole of the business carried
on there. There was, in the rear of the building, an establish-
ment more private still, where gambling was carried on by
those who feared exposure. In addition, a boarding and lodg-
ing house was kept above stairs, although no sign indicated
that such accommodations could be obtained. An entrance to
the upper part of the house could be had through a narrow
alley and up a covered stairway, or through that part of the
establishment already described.

It was not much after seven that Tinkham and his associate
reache~l that part of the city in the vicinity of what was once
called ~George's Street, ~nd took a position a few doors south of
Mr. Simmons's establishment.

James usually took his supper at six o'clock, and hen re-.
turned to the office and closed up - sometimes at half-past
seven, or later, according to his own pleasure. This evening

14
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he no doubt closed at the earlier hour, for it was nearly eight
o'clock when he reached Cherry Street.

Tinkham had begun to fear that his prey in soma way had
escaped his notice, when suddenly he touched the arm of his
companion:

"Joe, Joe, you see that young fellow - there, just passing
the lamp at the corner?"

"IL see him."
"Do you know him?"
"Why, it is your clerk, is it not?"
"Keep your eye on him watch where he goes - let's

walk along - don't lose sight of him.~~
"IL see - what I you don't say! Whew! that's the game,

is it? By George, who would ever have thought it? Simmons
has hooked him, hey? and that is what you wanted of me?"

"I thought IL wouldn't say anything to you beforehand, so
that you might be an unprejudiced witness.

"Tinkham, you ought to'talk to that young fellow at once.
He is a ruined man, if he is in the habit of going there!"

"You saw that he went in as if he knew the place."
Yes, IL saw that. By George, Tinkham, something ought

to be done! Hadn't we better go in? it may alarm him at
any rate; and let us both get him out, and by talking to him
and letting him know that he will lose his character, it might
put a stop to it."

"As to talking to him, it would do about as much good as
talking to the wind. He is full of pride and self-conceit; but
if you have a mind we will go in; although I don't' like very
much being seen in such a place."

So they went in and stood a moment by the bar, Parker
looking round the room while Tinkham asked for some sears.

"IL don't see him here," whispered Mr. Parker; "he may be
in one of the boxes."

"The young man that came in here last, Mr. Simmons, said
Tinkham .-.-- " did you notice where he went?"

"He went upstairs."
"AhI he did, hey? ILn here pretty often?"
"Well, as to that, I can't say. I don't keep the run of mat-

ters upstairs; I leave that for the women folks; IL guess he
knows the way, though."

"That's enough for me," said Tinkliam to his companion, as
soon as they got into the street.

"I am sorry," replied Parker; "I should' have a good talk

with him at once, and let him know that a stop must .be put to
such proceedings right off~. It's a thousand pities; he's a smart
fellow. But you must head him off here, Tinkham, or he'll go
to the dogs.~~

"I'll do it, IL tell you."
And keep it from Chauncey. The old man, you know,

is quick sometimes; he might rear up and turn him off in ajiffy;
and you have a hold upon him in that way by telling him you
would say nothing to Mr. Chauncey about it, if he will promise
never to go into any such den again."

Tinkham made no reply to these remarks, except a general
one about the character of young men nowadays.

Mr. Tinkham knew well enough that the advice his compan-
ion was giving as to the course to be pursued was the proper
one - the course of mercy the course which any right-minded
man would have pursued. But such a course did not suit the
views of Mr. Tinkham; it would very likely frustrate his main
object. He had been long watching for some opportunity such
as the present afforded. The truth is, he believed that James
was in the way of his interest, and that if he could be got rid
of, i~o obstacle would then interpose to the accomplishment of
his 'wishes. This idea had become a possession with him, and
like most unhallowed passions, had rendered him callous in
feeling, as well as reckless of consequences. He believed the
time and the circumstances were now in happy conjunction, and
he was firmly resolved to embrace the favored moment.

As James entered the office the next morning, and pleasantly
bade "Good-morning," there was no response from Mr. Tinkham
in the way of salutation, but in somewhat of a sterner tone
than he had ever used before, he said, -

"Take down the ledger, and turn to your account."
James, without reply, did as requested.
"Make up your account to this date."
In a few moments James handed him a slip of paper with the

required estimate.
Mr. Tinkham then took the check-book from his own desk

and wrote a draft for the amount.
"There," said he, "is a check for the balance due you; and

you are at liberty to go as soon as you please, and the sooner
the better; your services are no longer needed."

James was stunned, but he neither lost ~iis presence of mind
nor his temper. He merely bowed in acquiescence to the mane
date, took down his hat, and left the office.
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The affair was so sudden, so unexpected, that he had no time
to get up much feeling on the subject, nor to dwell upon the
consequences.

As he left the store, he saw Tim O'Connor coming from
breakfast. He stopped him; giving his hand, he said,

"Good-by, Mr. O'Connor."
Tim, holding on his hand and looking much amazed, -

"Good-by! and for what? Where be ye goin'?"
"IL do not know. But IL am dismissed from the concern."
"Dismissed I and for what? Have ye had words wid the

young boss?"
"Not a word."
"Whau reason did he give you?"
"No reason at all. He may have reasons of his own, but he

gave me none.~~
"Jist sent you off, and no reason whereby ye might know

what your offence may be?"
"This just as IL tell you."
"There'll be jist the divel to pay, then, when the old boss

comes home. That's jist it. The old man sets store by you."
"IL jhink it has not been done without Mr. Chauncey's con-

sent.' Mr. Tinkham is careful to do nothing that might dis-
ples~se Mr. Chauncey. But do you think IL could get board
for a shorl3 time at the place where Mr. Hendricks last
stopped?"

"There is not a doubt of it, But shall IL spake for you?"
"Thank you; there will be no need of that. I know the

lady."
"Oh, dear, oh, dear! It's all too bad, too bad! It's all bad

luck in the boss going away. But God bless you. I ain't a-
goin' to say good-by. It's my opinion there is a divel behind
the bush somewhere, and you'll see it's no the boss's doing's.
He's a bit fractious at times, but he's no unjust, or unraison-
able. It's past my comprehension. But there's a divel bid
somewhere. Oh, dear, oh, dear! Bad luck to them as has
treated you ill. But IL'll be stopping' to see you, my boy."

Mr Tinkliam had accomplished his purpose. He had got rid
of James and he well 'knew it was a final riddance, and .that
the proud spirit of the young man would prevent their ever
being under the same relation again. His treatment was de-
signed for that ends He meant to insult him as far as was in
his power.

But Mr. Chauncey might not be satisfied? This must be
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attended to, and without delay. So the first business he turned
his mind upon was the writing of a letter. And it required
all his ingenuity so to frame it, that the mind of that gentleman
should be satisfied that the act he had accomplished was one
that could not be avoided. The following is a true copy:

"J~IEs CHAUNCEY, Esq.: You; Tu~y 20th, 18-.
"Respected and dear Sir, - I take my pen in hand to write

you about a very unpleasant subject, and one that has given me
much pain. I have been compelled to dismiss our ~lerk, James
Beilfield; and in doing so I am very sure I have done what
you would have done yourself if you had been here. And I am
on the whole glad that you was not here, for your kindness of
heart is so great, that however unworthy the person might be,
it would, I know, have been a trial to you to send him away.

"1 believe you are aware that my confidence in that young
man was not so great as yours; but still I was not quite pre-
pared to find out, as I have, how corrupt he was. And even now
it pains me to mention it.

"IL found out quite accidentally that he was in the habit of
visiting a well-known establishment in Cherry Street, where
gambling and other vices are daily and nightly practiced a
vile place. In order to satisfy myself more perfectly in regard
to the matter, IL was determined to watch near the place, and
to be more sure, I took with me a confidential friend, and one
who knew the young man well, so that there should be no mis-
take. One thing which determined me to watch on a par-
ticular evening, was the fact of his asking me that day for a
check for one hundred dollars, which you yourself sirIhave
no doubt, would have been surprised at.

"Well, about eight o'clock we sighted him, and behold he
walked along and entered the place with as much readiness as
if he was entering the store, or your house in John Street.
And it makes my blood boil to think how he has abused the
hospitality of that most pleasant home, and dared to place
himself in contact with the lovely members of your family. Ii
felt so indignant at the time, and ever since, that I have had
hard work to keep my hands off from him, and chastising him
for his insolence in thrusting himself even into the company of
your dear daughter.

"To make matters more sure, we ventured into the place,
and I questioned the keeper of the den. He, of course, was
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not very communicative, but I found out enough to satisf~r me
that he was in the habit of visiting there.

"Now, my dear sir, what else could I do under these cir.
cumstances than to dismiss him? I hesitated much, but at
length concluded that it would save you and your family
the pain, of seeing him again, by discharging hun before your
return, and I believe you will, on reflection, agree that I have
done right.

"This unpleasant affair need not by any means hasten your
return; I c~n get along well enough - you know what I can
do upon a pinch - and Tom is expected now every day. If I
come across a good book-keeper I shall hire him, but after
this I think we ought not to take one who is not well-
known in the city. With my kindest regards to Mrs. Chaun-
cey and Miss Kora, I am as ever,

"Your faithful and ever-obliged humble servant,

This letter was immediately dispatched to Saratoga, and we
must follow it there.

After Mr. Chauncey had carefully perused it, he called
Mrs. Chauncey aside, and showed it to her.

A while they sat in silence - they were perfectly astound-
ed. Mrs. Chauncey was the first to speak.

"'Can there not, dear husband, be a possibility of mistake?
It is too dreadful! It seems to me if ever there was virtue
and truth in a young man, James possessed them."

"So I thought."
"Had we not better return at once?"
"No; it will do no good now, and, as Sammy says, I am

glad we were not there."
"Nora will feel dreadfully."
"Why so, any more than the rest of us?"
"Well of course she is so young that if his character is

really bad, she would get over it."
"Why, what do you mean, my dear? Get over it! Why,

you don't mean to say that Kora has any partiality for him!
My heavens! that is worse than all!"

"There is no use in getting excited, my dear; we may as
well look at things as they are. To be sure, Nora has always
spoken in a playful way about it, and I have treated it in the
same manner, but I can see plainly that she thinks more of
him than of any other of the young gentlemen of her ao

quaintance; how much she feels, of course, no one can tell;
probably she has no idea herself."

"Well, of course that subject is *not worth a moment's
thought; his name must never be mentioned in the family
again. Sammy is right, and he has shown proper regard to
our feelings by sending the fellow off before we returned."

"I cannot, dear husband, feel as you seem to. I feel so
sorry for the poor young man; only to think he has had no
father or mother to watch over him! I wish I could see him

but the more I think of it the more I believe there is some
great mistake it cannot' be that James has deceived us!"
And Mrs. Chauncey had to give way to tears, while her lius-
band, deeply grieved as she could possibly be - for he had
become very fond of James - arose and walked the room in
silence.

"Ah, mamma~~~ said Nora, coming in with haste, "'what a
beautiful afternoon to ride to the lake!" And then pausing a
moment, as she looked first at one and then at the other

"Mamma, what is it? Anything happened? Tell me
papa!"

"Your mamma will tell you.~~
Nora went up to her mother.
"What is it, mamma?"
"James has been dismissed."
"That is no more than I have anticipated ever since I was

home last winter."
"But why should you have anticipated it?. Did you dis-

cover anything wrong in him?"
"No; nothing wrong in him, but something very wrong in

others."
"Tell me what you mean, my dear?"
"Samuel Tinkham dislikes him; I only wonder he has

dared to do it without papa's consent."
And as she said this she looked at her father, as if asking

whether she was~ right in her conjecture that it had been done
without his knowledge.

"It was done indeed without my knowledge, but was done
to spare me pain. I am sorry to say it, bi~t James has dis-
appointed us all sadly - he has proved to be a worthless char-
acter."

"Who says so, papa?"
"Your papa," answered the mother, ~ has just received a

letter from Mr. Tinkliam."
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"Nora," said Mr. Chauncey, C~ ~ wish no more said about it
- I do not wish ever to hear his name mentioned again."

Nora sprang to her father and embraced his arm, while she
fixed her eye steadily up at his face.

"Dear papa, do not say so! If you say you know James
to be a worthless character, I must believe you; but if you
only know by what Samuel Tinkham says, I will not believe it!
He is a false man, he is a deceitful man, he is artful and-"

"Kora, Kora, stop, my dear!" exclaimed her mother.
"Dear papa, will you not grant me one favor- let us go

home at once- will you not, papa? There is some great mis-
take, or some dreadful falsehood, and you will repent it all
your life if you do not go' at once and see to it."

"I think Nora is right there, my dear; you ought to go;
and I am sure we shall not enjoy anything here after this."

"I am willing to go as you are both so anxious for it, but it
gives me great pain to have my dear Nora speak so rashly.
We have known Samuel from a boy, and we have never found
a flaw in him. I would trust him __"

"Dear papa, don't say it! I know him better than you
do!"

"Nora, Nora!" replied her father, in almost a stern voice.
The poor girl, now greatly excited, burst into tears., Both

parents were alarmed; they could hardly remember seeing her
in tears since she was a little child.

"Ma," said Mr. Chauncey to his wife, who, with her arm
around Nora, was trying to soothe her distress, " we will say
nothing more on this subject at present, and to-morrow morn-
bag we will start for home."

Mr. Chauncey passed a restless night on the way down from
Albany; his mind disturbed not a little~on Nora's account.
The idea that she should be so deeply interested for one who,
he truly feared, had proved recreant to virtue, created no little
uneasiness. And then, too, the harsh epithets bestowed by
her on his partner, kept haunting him in spite of every at.
tempt to discard them as the result of prejudice - the effect of
the influence of his sister-in-law Mrs. Kendrick, whom he
knew always disliked Tinkham.

They reached home about seven o'clock in the morning, to
the surprise of all the members of the family, who were not
expecting them for some weeks.

Almost the first person to meet them was Tom. He had ar-
rived on the last evening, and it was a gieat relief to his uncle

that he had come just at that time. He knew how Tom felt
towards James, and he believed Tom would know better than
any one else whether the habits of James might in any mea-
sure confirm the opinion Tinkham had formed of him.

"I suppose your mother has told you the news?" said his
uncle, as soon as thei~' first salutations were over.

"You mean about James' dismissal? Yes; and it has taken
away all my pleasure at reaching home."

"has she told you the reason?"
"She does not know the reason. She says James came here

for his trunk, and when she asked why he was wanting his
trunk, he said he had been dismissed from the office. She
asked him for what reason. He said he could not tell her; that
Mr. Tinkham had not given him the least hint as to the nature
of his offence."

Is that so ?
"That is what mother told me."
"There, Tom, read that," handing him the letter he had re-

ceived from Tinkham.
Tom read it, and, handing it back to his uncle threw his.

head back and looked up towards the ceiling - a way he had
when anything puzzled him. As he made no reply, his uncle
asked

"Could you have suspected James would ever have sunk so
low?"

"James sunk so low, uncle? No, never! not he. If there
was ever honor and truth and virtue in any man, young or
old, they are in him! I'll stake my life this moment upon the
purity - yes, the spotless purity of his character!"

At once Nora sprang up to Tom and threw her arms about
his neck.

"You dear, good cousin Tom! Oh, I am so glad to hear
you speak so," and then ,kissed him.

Mr. Chauncey made no remark at this exhibition of passion
on the part of Nora, as he was getting more and more confused
and uncertain about things. Tom's remarks had staggered him.

"Can you" - turning to Tom -" explain in any satisfac-
tory manner how the circumstances mentioned in that letter
can bt~ construed so as not to imply guilt?"

"No, I cannot; but I have no doubt James can. I think,
uncle, I have heard you say there are always two sides to a
story, and that it was never best to decide until we had the
two stories together."

14*
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Mr. Chauncey felt the point of this homethrust on the
part of Tom. He ought, indeed, to hear both sides before he
threw away from his heart this unfortunate youth.

"I wish I could see James. Does any of the family know
wjaere he is?"

Tom ran up to his mother's room, and soon returned with
the tidings that she did not know, but that two or three days
since Sarah saw him ride past there in the gig with Dr. 1k-.

"Dr. li---?" said Mr. Chauncey. "Tom, you run round
to Oortlandt Street, and see if you can get any information
about him.~~

Tom was off at the instant; but stayed so long that breakfast
was over, and Mr. Chauncey became rather impatient to get to
liis office. He came at last, rushing into the house and into
the room under great excitement.

"0 uncle! uncle! James is all right!" and then his feel..
ings overpowered him, and bursting into tears, he sat down
and covered his face. All in the room were deeply affected;
but no word escaped their lips. Nora sat with her hands
clasped upon her lap, her countenance lighted with an expres-
sion of holy joy, her eye brilliant with the dew-drops of in-
tense emotion; Louise and Mrs. Ohauncey both weeping, and
Mr. Chauncey walking the room with a moderate pace, deeply
engrossed in thought.

It was some time before Tom could recover himself so as to
speak. At length he broke out,

"Uncle, I knew it - James is an angel, if ever God sent
one upon earth. He has been an angel of mercy to me," and
again he broke down and left the room.

After the violence of his feelings had subsided he came back
and began his story:

"I asked the Doctor if he had seen James Beilfield within a
few days. 'Yes,' said he, 'he and. I have had quite a time to-
gether; and, by the way, Hendricks,' said he, 'that is a noble
young fellow "'- Tom had like to have broken down again.
"'He is going to make a splendid man; I have got fairly in
love with him. You see, he came to me to ask what he should
do. Mr. Chauncey, he said, was out of town, and he had no
one that he liked to mention the matter to, and he also wished'
to have me, if I was willing to go to the place - it was a very
disreputable place up in Cherry Street; but he had a relative,
a cousin, there, who was very sick - he had been taken with
hemorrhage of the lungs - he did not like to go there; but

he could not bear to have the young man lying there with no
one to see to him but the wretched inmates of the place. "I
will go with you, my boy," I said. "When do you wish to
go?" He said he could only go in the evening. "That will be
more convenient for me," I replied, '-'than the daytime, and we
will go at once, if you wish." So I ordered my gig and off we
went. On the way I found out by questioning him that he had
done all he could to persuade his cousin to change his course of
life, but instead of following his advice, the last time he had an
interview with him he abused him, and told him to mind his
own business; but when he got taken sick there~, it seems he
sent for James. Well, when we got there we found him mis-
erable enough. He has a rapid consumption, and must die
soon. The question, then, was, what should be done with him

should we take him to the hospital? No; he would not
hear of that; he wanted to go home; he wanted to die there;
he could go in the sloop. James at once said, "I will go with
you and take care of you, if I can get leave of absence for a
day or two." I saw the young fellow felt that for the tears
started. But in a few moments another difficulty was started.
He was in debt there. How much, he could not tell - prob-
ably about fifty dollars. "I will pay that - don't worry your-
self about that;" but James found, when they sent the bill
down to him the next day, that it was pretty near one hun-
dred -"'

"Stop, Tom; I don't want to hear any more. Where does
the Doctor say he is?" interposed Mr. Chauncey, with much
earnestness.

"He does not know. And when I told him he had been
dismissed he was utterly amazed. He supposed he was still
living here."

"Come, Tom, we will now go to the office. I suppose you
have not seen Tinkham yet?"

"No, sir," and was about to add "I don't wish to;" but
Tom had learned prudence.

"By the way, Tom, you. must make this your home now.
Your old uncle wants you near him."

"But do you not intend to have James back?" -

"intend! he shall be back here before night, if I have to
search every boarding-house in the city."

"Dear papa," said Nora, running up and throwing her arms
aborit him, "let me kiss you."

Not only one, but several were given and returned. The
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father said nothing, but he pressed her to him and patted her
head; and if she had looked up at him she might have seen a
redness of the eyes not very usual with him.

Whether Tinkham had repented his hasty act, it is impossi-
ble to say. There was no manifestation of it.

The truth is, that he had so long been accustomed to indulge
his passion of self-interest, it had become his master. The
drunkard, who has by his continued use of ardent spirits de-
stroyed the. integrity of his system, is not a more pitiable
object than the man who has lost his moral integrity in the inor-
dinate pursuit of his own selfish ends. Mr. Tinkham had, in
his blindness, overrated his influence with his senior partner
and the estimation in which he was held by the family. He
had made a great mistake.

As Mr. Chauncey and Tom entered the office there was an out-
'~ burst of feeling on the part of the junior partner. Tom was

received with an exubera~ice of joy.
"My dear fellow, how you have improved! I am so happy

to see you, sir," turning to Mr. Chauncey; "but I hope my
letter did not hasten your return1 "

"I should not have come certainly for some weeks but for
that."

"I am so sorry. Why, I think ]~ mentioned in it that you
need not shorten your stay at the Springs. I get along very
welL"

"Tom, you had better see to that errand I wished you to at-
tend to."

Tom took the hint. He knew his uncle wished to be alone
with Mr. Tinkham, so he went in pursuit of Tim. He thought
possibly he could from him get intelligence of James.

"Mr. Tinkham," said Mr. Ohauncey, as soon as Toni had
left the office. Tinkham started and grew pale at once; never
did Mr. Chauncey thus address him when alone. "Sammy"
was now dropped. A most oirdnous token!

"Mr. Tinkham, I wish you would sit down and give me the
particulars of this affair about James; I don't altogether
understand it, and it has troubled me very much."

"Not more, sir, than it has me, I assure you-it has given
me a great deal of pain."

"Well, now, let ine have the particulars."
And Tinkham, as well as ho could, did give the particulars
although he found the naked facts when relating did look

rather different from the same facts as embellished by writing.

CC You say you knew that the house to which James was
or which you had reason to think he was going, was in

"Yes, I know it to be so - Simmons' house is notorious
a terrible gambling hole."

"Knowing this, did you say anything by way of caution?"
"No, sir; I did not, I knew it would do no good."
"We cannot always be certain about that; a word of advice

sometimes has its effect, especially from a partner to a clerk."
"I don't think it would upon him."
"I wish you had done it, though; I should if I had been

in your place; it would have looked better at any rate. We
should always do what is plainly our duty, and we owe ,to
those under us a certain amount of paternal care. I suppose
you told James the reason why you felt compelled to dismiss
him?"

Tinkham colored deeply at this question; he began. to see
how the thing looked; he hesitated and stammered as he at-
tempted to reply.

"Well, as to that, I don't remember that I stated my reason
in'so many words; butlie knew, there is no doubt, the reason,
for he made no remark whatever; he evidently felt guilty."

"He did not make any remark then ~- said nothing?"
"Not a word, sir.~~
CC Then it seems there were no explanations between you of

any kind. I must say it was pretty short-hand dealing."
"Why, Mr. Chauncey, there was no other way to deal with

such a person; he has a great idea of his importance, he is
very high-spirited, and the way in which he has been put
forward in the office, and the manner in which he has been
treated in your family has made him feel, that he is as good as
anybody and a little better; I have no doubt from what I have
seen that he feels quite on a par with Miss Kora even."

"As to that matter, one side of any bad habits you think he
has acquired one side of his moral character, he is on a par
with you or me or any one; perhaps you do not know that he
is a grandson of old Benjamin Ransom, one of the first men in
the city of his day. But that is neither here nor there -if
his character is bad, his family standing is of little conse-
quence."

"You say, Mr. Ohauncey," Tinkham replied, "if his charac-
ter is bad as I think, how can there be any doubt of it; would
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any young man of decent character be in the habit of visiting
such a place as Simmons"?"

"No, he would not; the only thing in question is, was he iu
the habit of going there? Now I want proof of that."

"I saw him go there and the person who was with me saw
him."

"Let me ask you who it was that accompanied you?"
"Why it was one we both know, and I thought' you would

be better satisfied than if my single testimony was given - it
was Parker."

"But why to satisfy me? I have always taken your word.
Do you think if James had been your brother you would then
have run the risk of making his error notorious; would you
not rather have kept the matter to yourself and tried to pre.
vent his going, or if not, to have talked with him afterwards
and endeavored to save him?"

"He was not my brother by a good deal, and I didn't feel
bound particularly to act as his guardian."

Mr. Chauncey was silent after this. This last remark stunned
him. The tone of voice was in strong contrast with the usual
address of his young partner; but the bold expression of self-
ishness revealed to him the true character of the man he
had nurtured and favored as few young men had been. It
threw light, too, upon the whole affair. The design evidently
had been to entrap and ruin, not to save, either the deluded
youth or A protect the good name of the firm he served; it
was cold~blooded heartlessness. From that moment Mr. Chaun-
cey cast him from his heart. A mistake he could have looked
over; an act under the influence of passion or excitement of
any kind, he could have pardoned, but heartless selfishness never.

As he seemed to have nothing more to say, Tinkham arose
and went to his desk, his mind irritated and confused; many
fond expectations had dropped from his vision during the last
half-hour and a spirit of bravado was beginning to work ;~ he
began to throw himself upon his rights as a partner, and was
vexed with himself that he had submitted to a catechizing
on a matter where he had as much right as his questioner to
independent action; "he would never submit to it again!"

Mr. ()hauncey very soon left the office; he was calm and
self-possessed and determined. But he would examine all
points before taking any positive step. lie was now on 'his
way to see Parker; he found that gentleman in his office and
received an unusually earnest reception.

"Mr. Ohauncey, I don't know any one I could welcome so
heartily as yourself; I have been so wishing you were in town
or had not left it."

"I have been myself regretting I had left town, but why are
you regretting it?"

"Well, sir, it is not my business to be meddling with other
people's concerns, but as I have been unwittingly mixed up
with the affair of discharging your clerk; I have felt anx-
ious to see you; there has been a terrible mistake made.

"Nothing very terrible is it, the mere sending off a worth-
less fellow?"

"Mr. Chauncey!" said Mr. Parker, much excited, "you
have been most egregiously deceived. I don't know who has
done it, but that young man is not worthless! He is a fine
young fellow; as Heaven is my witness, I believe him to be as
pure and virtuous as yourself, and if you knew the truth, sir,
as I do, you would feel that your house has done a dishonorable
act in discharging him off-hand, wit3h no reason given, no
change for explanation, a young unprotected fellow with a bad
mark upon his name! By all that is sacred, had he been a
brother of mine I would have cowhide the man that served
him so, within an inch of his life."

"Parker, give me your hand; come, sit down." The gen-
tleman in his excitement had risen, and was gesticulating
violently and letting off some words he was not in the habit of
using. I have generally liked you as a business man, but
your true nobility of character was never so manifest to me
before; your views and mine exactly coincide if that
any relief to you." will be

"It is a great relief to me, I assure you, for I have always
hadsuchconfidence~yourjustnessandhonorandwisdom,
too, that, knowing, as I do, the whole affair I could not under-
stand how you could indorse the proceedings."

"I do not indorse them; far from it; but I want to move
with caution and judge understandingly; so please tell me all
about it; you went with Tinkham to watch, I believe."

"Yes, sir; he made a cat's-paw of me, but for the last
time."

Mr. Parker then gave an account of all he saw and heard,
and then added, "I urged Tinkham at the time to have a talk
with James and to warn him of his danger and try to save him,
for he was a smart fellow and worth trying to keep from going
to the dogs; but he did not do it, and I verily believe he did
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not want to do that; ant James feels confident that he has
been wishing to get rid of him."

"Did James tell you that?"
"Yes, sir; the next morning, as James was passing my store,

I was at the door and called him in. I felt as if .1* must say
something to him; as he came in he said -

"'Mr. Parker, if you wish to see me about business, II must
tell you I have nothing further to do with the store.'

"'Why so? 'III said.
"'I have just been dismissed,' he answered.
"'By Tinkham?' I said, 'and for what reason?'
"'He gave no reason,' he replied.
"'Have you po idea?' I asked.
"' I cain. surmise,' he said 'but for peculiar reasons I cannot

name the thing; but I am very sure he has for some time been
wanting to get rid of me.'

"'And he said nothing why he sent you off.'
"'Not a word.'

Are you conscious, Bellfleld,' I said, 'that you was last
evening in a very disreputable house?'

"'Certainly I am,' he said.
"'And do you not know that for a young man, or a man of

any age, to visit at such a place is certain ruin to his character?
"'1 am fully aware of that,' he said;'butifyouhadarela

tive - one whom you was trying to save from destruction, who,
when sick and helpless and in debt, should send in his distress
for you to come to try and help him to get away to some place
where he could die in peace, would you hesitate to go?'

"'And was that the only reason you was there?' I asked.
"'For no other reason - as God is my witness I'
"Stop, Parker - stop! There is no use in saying any more.

His statement only confirms what I have already learned from
Doctor IR-, our family physician, who went there with
him. 'But can you tell me where he is? I must see him and
take him straight back to his desk again.~~

"I do not know where he is; I made him promise to come to
me if he wanted' help, money, or anything else I could do for
him. But he will never go back to that office again. You see,
when I found out the truth about things, I wanted him to go
with me, and I promised he should be reinstated in ten min-
utes; that Tinkham would injure himself not to do it. 'Mr.
Parker,' said he, 'before Ii would ever work under Mr. Tinkhain
again, I would take out a porter's license and make my living

by rolling .a wheelbarrow.' Tinkha~m, Mr. Chauncey, must cer-
Vainly be wrong in his head."

"He is wrong here, Parker," said Mr. Chauncey, laying his
h~ndon his heart; "here, sir, is the ailment. I have discovered
tliatat last, and Parker, let me say to you, I feel that you and
I know one another as we have never done before. I wish you
to come to my house this evening. I wish to have some private
conversation with you, and we can be sure there of no interrup-
tion."

As Mr. Chauncey returned to his office and was about being
seated, Tinkham asked,

"I suppose you have been to talk with Parker?"
"I have, sir - any objections?"
"I have objections to Parker; he insulted me yesterday, and

he will get no more commissions with my consent at least;
'and I think, Mr. Chauncey, that it is not treating me with due
respect as a partner, to make such an ado about so small a matter
as turning away a clerk whom IL, at least, have no confidence in
- I don't wish any more said to me about it, at any rate."

"I will say no more to you, as you request, but only this -~

if you had acted as a man in this matter, you might without
the least difficulty have learned that this young man was
worthy of your highest respect, instead of rude and ungentle..
manly conduct, a have saved me and my family a great deal
of needless suffering. That is the last you will hear from me on
the subject."

Tinkham made no reply; he understood from Mr. Chaun-
cey's calm and studied manner, that he was in earnest - he was
not to be brow-beaten. He little thought, however, what was
coming. -

Mr. Chauncey left his seat, and after writing a few moments
at his own desk, he handed a slip of paper to Mr. Tinkliam, the
purport of it as follows:

"The partnership heretofore existing between James Chaun-
cey and Samuel Tinkham, under the firm of James Chauncey
& Co., is this day dissolved by mutual con~ent~ The business
will be continued by James Chauncey on his own account.

NEw YORK, ~Tuly 24, 18-."

"If that form does not suit you, I can alter it."
Tinkham was so surprised, that for a few moments he could

not speak. He saw as by a lightning-stroke the fabric he had
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been rearing with such assiduous zeal, and which he hoped
was near completion, tumbling into ruins, and all by an undue
indulgence of his ruling passion. Self had been his idol, and had
caused the ruin of his hopes.

Recovering a little from the shock, he fin ally remarked, -

"I believe our articles of agreement specified five years as
the term of partnership - only two have expired."

Mr. Chauncey turned to his private desk, and drew forth
the document m his possession, and handed him to read.

"You have a copy in your possession - see if they do not
agree; if they do, you will see that the term depended upon
my option - its limit was five years. I have worded the
advertisement with reference to your own feelings. If more
agreeable, I can change it for one more literally true. One way
or the other, it must go at once, to be in time for the evening
paper."

"If it is to be so, you may as well put in that as any - you
have got the power; use it as you please. It is the old story,
'Might makes right.'"

"Now, sir, give me the balance to your credit on the ledger,
and what may be your estimate of your share of profits since
January last, and write a receipt in full of all demands."

The account was rendered, a check drawn, the receipt signed,
and Samuel Tinkham left the place where he had labored and
thrived but by a principle that had no higher motive than 8elf.
It had betrayed him at last! He goes forth, to be sure, with
a few thousand dollars in his pocket, but with the knowledge
that he has lost the confidence of those who had been his most
valuable friends. He may yet thrive, but unless he works with
a higher aim in the future than he has hitherto, he can never
be happy nor truly loved.

Tom came in soon after Tiukham had left; he looked very
sad..

"Can you learn nothing of James?" said his uncle, who was
busy talking with Tim O'Connor.

"Ye; sir, I have found him; but there is no use in trying
to get him back here; he has been so strangely treated, he wili
never place himself under the power of Tinkham again."

"Yes, I know that; Parker has told me how he feels."
"I am glad you have seen Parker. Why, uncle, Parker has

proved himself a noble fellow. James says he offered him
money, or to help him get a place, or do anything for him in his
power."

"Parker has acted like a man - a man that has a heart and
soul in him."

"One thing has troubled Jame8 very much, uncle, and that
is, he has got an idea that you, for some reason, had given
Tinkham liberty to dismiss him and it has worked upon him
so that he has been looking for a berth on board a ship.

"Hoot-toot! why should he think I had anything to do
with it?"

"Because he says Mr. Tinkham seemed so careful not to
do anything to displease you.~~

"You have convinced him to the contrary, of course?"
"Yes, I have tried to ; but I wish you could see him; he

thinks so much of you, one word from you would do more
than all my talking."

"Well, tell me where to find him, or you can go with me; I
have news to tell you both. Tim will take care of things until
we return."

As they entered the room, James rose to meet his old em-
ployer, and as they clasped hands, Mr. Chauncey alone spoke.

"I have not come, my boy, to talk about the past. I have
settled that matter, forever. After this you are to be my son,.
and I am to be your father - do you agree to it?" As he said
this, he laid his hand kindly on the young man's shoulder, and
drew him to his breast.

James yielded at once t& the pressure, and his tears told the
rest.

"Now that is settled, we will go home and put their minds
at rest. Tom, you must go to the store and see to things there
until I come down. Mr. Tinkham and I have settled up our
affairs, square and forever. He is no longer my partner."

"Oh uncle!" exclaimed Tom, "it is the happiest hour I
have ever seen."

"I hope, sir," said James, "I have not been the cause of
this; I should wish I had never come to the city."

"Be perfectly easy on that score. You have not been the
cause, only incidentally. He has, indeed, in the explanation to
me in regard to your dismissal, exposed in such an open man-
ner the utter selfishness of his heart, that to be any longer as-
sociated with him was too abhorrent to my feelings. He is

/ gone, and we will let his name pass unmentioned. You two
are to be my dependence for ~he present. In a few days I
shall hope to have an assistant that you will both be pleased
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with. Come, Tom, you have cut capers enough for the present,
let us be going."

We will pass over the scene which again introduced James
to the family he loved so well. It at once set his mind at rest
- he felt, indeed, at home and happy.

"My dear," said Mr. Chauncey, "will you please step with
me into our room; I wish to see you alone; I have something
serious to talk about."

This was said after the scene which took place at the meet-
ing between James and the family on returning to his old quar-
ters.

As they entered the room, Mrs. Chauncey took her usual
seat m her rocking~.chair. The gentleman, however, was too
much excited just then to be seated, so he walked about the
room, "chawing" rather vigorously upon the grizzle. Mrs.
Ohauncey said nothing; she could not imagine the cause of
disturbance nor what new trouble was about to be revealed.
But her fears were beginning to be aroused, when suddenly he
stopped near her.

"You noticed the meeting between those children - babies
I call them?"

"You mean James and ~
"Yes what makes you snille? It is no laughing matter.

I do believe, Sally, you are rather pleased; to me it appears
perfectly ridiculous."

Mrs. Chauncey could not help it - she laughed outright.
Somewhat nettled, and yet perhaps secretly pleased that his
wife did not see things to be so serious as they had appeared to
him he asked,-

"Do you think it was all right? and there is no danger of
anythincr 9 "

0~
"Of what, my dear?"
"Of what I Why don't you see - why - why, it looked to

me just as if they had been two lovers. I thought every mo-
ment Nora would throw her arms about his neck."

"But she did not, dear husband. It seems to me they both
behaved with great propriety. No doubt their feelings were
greatly excited."

"Yes, but that is the very thing I want to talk about. I
believe they are fond of each other, and something has got to
be done. But I see there is no use in talking to you; I believe
you are at heart glad of it. But what are you going to do
about it. I should like to know that."

After Mrs. Chauncey had relieved herself by another laugh,
she said, -

"Why, really I do not see any necessity for doing anything.
They both have behaved with so much propriety hitherto, as
to their being fond of one another, I don't see well how we
can help that or they either."

"Has Kora told you that she loves him?"
"Not directly. But you noticed how she acted at Saratoga,

and I have no doubt if we should ask her she would tell us
the truth."

"I wish you would call her."
In a few moments Mrs. Chauncey returned leading Nora by.

the hand. As they entered the room, seeing her father walk-
ing about and apparently agitated, Nora went immediately up
to him, and fixing her fine, clear eyes full upon him, as she
took his hand, she asked-

"Dear papa, what troubles you?"
"Oh nothing ~troubles me very seriously; but your mamma

and I have been talking about you, and I want to know a little
how things stand between you and James."

"hi. what way, papa?"
"Oh well, you know you have manifested a good deal of in-

terest in his case; you have shown a good deal of feeling"'
"Not more than any of the rest, papa."
"I know we have all felt a good deal, but that is another

thing. Now I want you to tell me Kora
feel - I mean towards James." , dear, just how you

"IL think very highly of him."
"I suppose you think you love him."
"Would there be any harm in it, papa? would it be displeas-

ingto you?"
This question rather puzzled her father. So instead of an-

sWering it, he asked
"And do you think he loves you?"
"I do not knew, but I think he does."
"Has he told you so?"
"Oh, no, papa! never. But you know, I suppose mamma

has told you I gave him a keepsake some years ago, and he
gave me one. We didn't know then we should ever see one
another again, and when I came home and found him here, I
noticed he did not wear it; and so one day when we were talk-
ing about things that occurred when I was at Mrs. Lansing's,
I happened to ask him why he did not wear his breastp~i.
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He said he did not know but it might be displeasing to me to
be reminded of the past "

Nora had become quite excited and could go no further.
"And what did you tell him - that he might still keep it?"
She threw herself upon her father's breast, and burst into

tears.
"Yes, papa, I did."
The mother now came to her help. It was so unusual for

Nora to cry, that when she did, it was as though a torrent had
burst its barriers.

"Dear papa," said Mrs. Chauncey, "we must leave this to
Nora's discretion. She will never do anything that you or I
disapprove."

The two parents now united their efforts to appease the dis-
turbed feelings of the dear child they loved so much. And
Mr. Chauncey~ before he got through, realized as he had never
done before, that it was a very delicate matter to meddle with
the sacred sensibilities of the female heart. A very different
matter from business in general.

But being a man of business, he could not rest satisfied until,
as he said, "things were all straightened out." So he had an
interview with James before the day was out; the particulars
of it not being divulged by either party, can only be conjec-
tured. But towards evening he got the two parties alone in
his wife's room she being present, and he thus addressed
them:

"Now you two babies no doubt think that you love one
another very much, and I don't know but you do, and more
than that, I don't care. I have no fault to find with either of
you on the score of behavior, one to the other. Continue to
act as you have done - you may' taJk together, and walk to-
gether, and ride together. But there must be no talking about
love or anything of that kind. No making of any promises or
anything~ like an engagement. You are both too young to
know y6ur own minds, or to be under anjT sort of bond.
James has to bend his whole mind to business, and you, Nora,
to improvement. You may both, in three years from now, feel
very different. Nora may very likely find that she loves some
one else better than she does you; and you may meet with
some one more agreeable than Nora. You may shake your
heads, but I tell you from experience that it is very likely to
be the case; and each is to be at perfect liberty in that respect.
If.in three years from now you both are so disposed, you can

then be at liberty to make what arrangements you please. But
until then you understand there is to be nothing beyond the
pleasant interchange of attention common between ladies and
gentlemen.

"Now do you agree to this? If so, each of you give me a
hand

"Now then, I feel at rest; and shall trust you with perfect
confidence."

"I will never abuse your confidence in this matter, sir, let
what will happen to me," said James.

"I shall not say anything, papa, only give me one of your
sweetest kisses."

"And now I turn you over to mamma; she must look after
you both. And what has passed between us here must be kept
a sacred secret until some final arrangement is made if it should
ever come to that."

The next morning, just after breakfast, Mr. Chauncey re-
marked-" I propose, mamma that as you and Nora have been
cheated out of your visit at Saratoga, and James has been
through some unpleasant scenes and ought to have a change, I
therefore suggest that you three make Mrs. Bascom a visit?'

"Oh, good, good!" exclaimed Nora and her mother.
"Oh, James, will you not be so happy to see Maggie?" ex

claimed Nora.
"But, Mr. Ohauncey," said James, " there will be so much

to do in the office; Mr. Hendricks will be all alone."
"At your old tricks, my boy. I don't want any Hendrix.

ing me; my name is Tom; but, as to being alone, I can work
like putting out fire when my mind is easy, and nobody round
to stir up the bile. You go along, and leave me to keep the
mill going."

"As to that, boy," said Mr. Ohauncey, "I have made an ar-
rangement for a new hand, who will be with us in a day or
two."

"Who is it, uncle?"
"Our friend Parker; I think you will both like him."
"Oh, dear!" said James, C~ ~ not that good?"
"I say it's more than good: it's better and best that's

enough for me; I am off now, so good-by all."
Exit Tom.
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CHAI'TER XIX.

B,. OHAUNCEY had, as he supposed, "straightened
things out" between James and Nora; but like all
attempts to regulate such a delicate matter as the af-
fections by mechanical laws, his plan proved a decided

failure.
The babies, 'as he called them, had been doing well enough

hitherto; their interest for each other had originated in a mutual
liking, and had, as they advanced in years, grown int~ a strong
attachment, and might, no doubt, if let alone, have been a source
of rich enjoyment to them both, and a stimulus of mighty power
to the unfolding of their spiritual nature in its more beautiful
form.

But the sensitive plant had been touched by rough hands.
It was done in kindness, no doubt, but none the less did it
trouble what it designed to benefit.

Mrs. Chauncey's views were undoubtedly the more correct
ones. She had not been blind to the exhibition of feeling on
the part of Nora or James either; but as their conduct had
been marked with so much propriety, and whatever feeling had
been manifested had been open and in the presence of the pa.
rents themselves, and on occasions of peculiar interest, and had
been drawn forth without any design, as it were forced from
them by the natural excitement of circumstances; a~d as there
was no reason that she could perceive why the matt~ should
be meddled with, it was better to do nothing about it. If they
were fond of each other, she did not see how they, the parents,
could help it, or the parties themselves either.

Mr. Chauncey had, by his manoeuvre to prevent a prema-
ture engagement, virtually accomplished the very thing he de-
signed to hinder. He had brought them into a relation with
each other by a cold, business-like method, which ought. and
probably would in time have been brought about by the deli-
cate and heart stirring influence of the ethereal heavenly flame.

James, in the ardor of his feelings, did indeed thank the gen-
tleman for his confidence, and for his consent to love Kora, but
at the time thought little about the pledge exacted in return.
He meant faithfully to keep it, of course; but how love was to
fare, with no manifestation on either side beyond the common
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courtesies of life, he did not think, nor could he, with his young
experience, realize.

Nor was Nora any wiser in this respect. She also gave the
pledge and sealed it with 8 kiss, and meant to keep it too, and
was very happy.

Those, however, who may read this story, and have a l~nowl-
edge of life, can very easily comprehend what a very difficult
task has been assigned them.

They may love as much as they please, but there must be no
manifestation it! Kora may listen to the whisperings of
love from others, but the mouth of her present lover must be
shut!

Can love exist on no richer food than mere civility, espe-
cially in its tender age? lit has no doubt in mature years
survived through cold neglect and harsh treatment; but such
cases even are rare, and perhaps what seems the holy af-
fection, may after all be nothing beyond a principle of duty
acting on a tender conscience.

Why should there. be such aching of the heart until there
comes the free interchange of fond expressions? Eye meeting
eye in tender glance, hand clasping hand in warm embrace
soft whispering tones breathing forth the pent-up emotions of
the heart! Take these away, the flame becomes a consuming
fire or expires for want of air.

Take away from the husband and wife all endearing epi-
thets, all gentle attentions, all manifestation of tender emotion

the tear at separation, and the smile of joy at meeting, and
the fond caress and w1~at is there to distinguish that blessed
union from a partnership for business?

Love .is not a fancy or a dream; it is a vital power
Heaven's choicest gift! It has survived the Fall -* tainted,
indeed, but ei~ough of original purity and power left to pro..
claim its heavenly origin; and to those who cherish it with
tender care, and realize its quickening power, a talisman it
proves, to mollify the ills, and brighten to its close the path of
life. But its sensitive emotions must be nurtured, and the
cold blasts of indifference shut out, and its atmosphere warm
with demonstrative sympathy, or it will droop and die.

James and Nora very soon began to realize what they had
done, or rather what had been done to them; and it seemed as
if a drop of bitterness had been thrown into their cup that
became more and more palpable as days and months passed on.

James determined most religiously to keep his part of the
'15
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pledge, and like the man who, attempting to carry himself
very erect, bent over backwards, so, in his effort to avoid a
breach of promise, he became less attentive to Nora than was
by any means required. And as the secret of their, situation
was known only to the parents and themselves, it is not
strange that when one was at hand who looked upon James
with quite as much favor as was compatible with female deli-
cacy, under the fact that there had been no demonstration of
special regard on his part, noticing an apparent coldness be-
tween her cousin and him, should be very ready to take every
fair advantage of this state of things.

Louise was not handsome, but she had an agreeable counte-
nance and very sprightly manners, and although not so well
educated as Nora, nor possessing a mind of such character,
yet of pleasant temperament and a ready flow of words, and
very ready at all times to oblige. She had from the first
manifested a kindly disposition towards James, and being of
the same age, the two had gone on very pleasantly together,
although James had never manifested any special interest, for
the reason that he never felt any. Of late, the change in her
brother Tom, and the strong regard he felt for James, had
brought the latter and herself into a more intimate relation.
"James," she often said, "seemed very near to her more
like a relative." This was all well enough, - the mere expres-
sion of grateful feelings for the benefit he had been to her
brother; but when what seemed at one time a decided case of
love between James and Nora had relaxed into merely studied
politeness, she saw no reason why she might not resume the
old free-and-easy intimacy she had enjoyed before Nora re-
turned.

But who cannot anticipate the complicated trials to which
the youthful lovers must be exposed under the circumstances
in which they were placed. Nora, surrounded by youths
eagerly seeking her favor, receiving attentions from those
whom James knew to be far above him in the estimation of
the world, and, for all he knew, in the estimation of Nora's
parents; and Nora seeing little of James, except during meal-
time; or if occasionally he spent an hour at home in the even-
ing, his attention mostly engrossed by the ready tongue and
playful sallies of her cousin Louise.

The result was, that at the expiration of the first year they
were apparently in a state of estrangement from each other,
and what intercourse they had, especially if alone, rather pain-

ful and embarrassing. A word from either might have re.
moved the difficulty, but that word could not be spoken.

CHAPTER XX.

HE new hand whom Mr. Ohauncey had engaged at his
dissolution with Tinkham proved indeed a great ac-
quisition. Mr. Parker although a young man, was a
complete master of business, and especially of that

branch in which Mr. Chauncey was engaged. New life was
imparted to the concern, a more extended field opened for
commissions from abroad, and more caution exercised in im-
portations on their own account.

Tom had done very well on some accounts, but there were
reasons why a different agent should be sent to represent the
house, one whose manners were more engaging, and whose
capacity for business was more enlarged; and besides that, Toni
himself did not like the climate, and was never in health dur-
ing the spring and summer months. James was very ready to
take his place, and, in Mr. Parker's judgment, was just the
one to make his mark abroad, and, in time, to become of
material advantage to the concern.

James was to sail the first of December. Nora was from
home, having gone to make a visit at Mrs. Lansing's, but was
expected home the last week in November.

am sure she will be here," said Mrs. Ohauncey to James
but two days before the time appointed for sailing, and while
she was overhauling his wardrobe, and arranging things in his
trunk, "for I mentioned particularly to her in my last letter
the day you were to sail."

James made no reply he had made up his mind that her
delay was intentionaL Rumors of late had reached him,
through whom we need not say, which made her prolonged
stay at this particular time especially ominous.

The morning of the first of December had come, and no
tidings from Nora.

After breakfast, as Mr. Chauncey arose from the table, he
said to James, -
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"Parker and I will accompany you to the vessel, so I will
not say good-by. Will you call at the office?"

"Oh, yes, sir, by all means."
"Papa," said Mrs. Chauncey, "I want to see you a mo-

ment." And following her to her room, she thus began,
"My dear husband, I feel so sorry, I don't know what to

do!"
"About what?"
"Why, that Nora has not returned. James~ I fear, is almost

broken-hearted."
"Pooh, pooh! nonsense!"
"Only think, dear husband, how these two children have

been situated! Have you forgotten all about our early days?
You know in your heart that you love James, and that you
had rather give our dear Nora to him than to any one we have
ever seen."

"Well, haven't I said as much as that, and don't he know it?"
"Yes; but, dear, only consider how th&y have been situ-

ated-just think of it! The arrangement you made them
come under was well enough if they had no true love for each
other, but feeling as they have, with no opportunity for ex-
pression, nor even at times for explanation, it has been hard
indeed- very hard!"

"Well, my dear wife, what can I do about it? The thing
has got to work its own way, for all I see."

"Yes; husband, if we had only let the thing, as you call it,
entirely alone, it would no doubt have gone on well enough;
but now just think a moment how matters stand - there is
really an estrangement between them. Yet they love one
another, - I know they do. And now here is James about to
go away, feeling most wretchedly, and Nora staying away, I
have no doubt, because she dreads taking leave; and there is
no telling when they may see each other again ~- perhaps
never!" And Mrs. Chauncey began to wipe away the tears
her sympathizing heart had started.

Mr. Chauncey had now become worked up too, and was
walking back and forth, and "chawing hard."

"Tell me what I'm to do, then?~~ his voice now quite
earnest. "I can't fly to C and bring Nora here before
12 o'clock, and if she were here what could .1 do with things
then? It must somehow work its own way; hang it all, it's a
bother all round; I wish I'd never meddled with the thing
any way.~~
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"Why not just say to James that you take off the restric-
tions laid upon their intercourse, and let them at least write to
one another what they please, or let me tell him."

"Tell him what you please, only let me get rid of the thing;
botheration to it! a man might better play with fire than
meddle with such things; he'll get his fingers burnt any way
anything more?"

"No, only a kiss."
Mr. Ohauncey walked off

sion, botheration, , muttering as he went, "Confu-
A short time after Mr. Chaimcey had left the house James

came down from his room and entered the sitting room where
Mrs. Chauncey was. She seemed much agitated, for she was
walking about, her hands clasped and her eyes filled with
t~~rs. As soon as she saw James her feelings overpowered
h'~ and she sat down and gave full vent to her grief.

James walked the room in silence a few moments and then
stepped up to Mrs. Chauncey. She looked up at him.

"Must you go so soon! the vessel will not sail before 12
o'clock!"

"I must~ leave before long; I have some few things to
arrange yet; but I wish to place in your hand this little token
(handing her the breastpin, which of late 'he had constantly
worn), that when Miss Nora returns you may give it to her. I
think my keeping it may not be any longer in accordance with
her wishes, and yet it may trouble her to make a personal re-
piest for it."

Mrs. Chauncey took it; she did not at the moment compre-
hend his meaning. She had been told once by Nora that she had
given James a keepsake and had received one from him; 1~iit
that was some three years ago, and had not been treasured in
her memory as anything beyond children's play, and was now
entirely forgotten; and her mind at the time intent upon
communicating what she considered very important intelligence,
this matter seemed of little consequence.

"I am very sorry," she replied, "that Nora has not been able
to get 'home in time; I know she will feel very bad, but, you
must write to each other; and my husband has given me leave
to say to you that you need not consider those-~ restrictions
which he laid upon your intercourse any longer binding; you
are both at liberty to communicate as you please."

James took her hand.
"Mr. Chauncey is very kind and you are very kind. I

I
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cannot tell you all I feel; you have indeed been father and
mother to me, and if ever I fail in duty or love to you both,
I shall have fallen so low that my regard will be worth nothing
to any one. I fear, though, that you will find when Nora
returns that she will not care for a fuller and freer interchange
of views and feelings than we have hitherto enjoyed."

James was greatly excited; it was with difficulty he spoke;
thethoughtindeedhadbeeninhismindandhehadsuffered
intensely from it; but when be attempted t~ bring out in
words the terrible idea that Nora no longer loved him, his
manly heart gave way, and he hastened to his room that he
might give vent to his feelings in secret.

Mrs. Chauncey saw how deeply he was affected, and most
truly did she feel for him. She believed still that Nora loved
him; but that she had failed to return m time to bid him
farewell or had not sent a line to that effect, looked ominous!
And if separated under present circumstances how could a cor-
respondence be commended or carried on?

While thus reflecting in bitterness of spirit she was suddenly
aroused by hearing a carriage drive swiftly to their door.
She ran to the window, and then to the street door, and as she
opened it Nora flew into her arms.
* "Has hegone yet? amltoo late?"

"No, my darling; but come in quick: I want to speak with
you."

It did not take long to make necessary explanations. Nora
had been unavoidably detained, first by missing the regular
stage from C.-, which put her back liwo days, and then by an
accident to the steamer from Hartford.

Other matters were then dwelt upon, and although of a
delicate nature yet perfectly proper between a loving mother
and confiding child.

"Has he gone to the office? has he bid you good-by?" Nora
asked.

"No; shalllcalihim?"
"Yes, I must see him -I must see him alone."
In a few moments James entered the room. Nora arose

to meet him; their hands were dasped, not a word spoken;
their eyes alone told the deep feeling that stirred their hearts.
If there had been doubts in the mind of James, that look of
Nora's must have scattered them at once.

He raised the hand he held and pressed it to his lips; she

made no resistance; gently he drew her to his breast and
whispered

"Mine now forever."
"Yes, dear, forever."
A while they stood entranced in the bliss which true lovers

alone can ever comprehend or enjoy; and then Nora took the
little token of their early friendship which her mother had
placed in her hands and deliberately fastened it on his breast.

"It was a token of kind and tender inLerest once - now a
pledge of my warmest love."

"My dear children!" exclaimed Mrs. Chauncey as she
now entered the room. A glance at them was all-sufficient.
She sawhow it was, and throwing her arms around them both

How happy you have made me!"
"How unspeakably happy you have made me!" said James.
"And me, too, dear mother," said Nora, kissing her again

and again.
"Hoity toity! what's all this? what's to pay now?"
"pear papa!" said Nora, running up and embracing him,

"Oh, how good you are! James and I will bless ~ou all our
lives."

James tried to say something as Mr. Chauncey grasped his
hand, but his feelings were too highly wrought up. Words
however were not needed.

"Well, well, well," said Mr. Chauncey "I see, I see; I hope
the thing is all fixed to your minds it'
any rate." ~ ~ off my shoulders at

"But what brought you home, my dear?" said Mrs. Chaun-
cey.

"Why Parker told rue he had met Nora riding in a hack in
Pearl Street &nd the driver going it like Jehu. So I thought I
would run up and try to help a little to get things 'straight-
ened out like,' but it's all the same; so long as the botheration
is done with; and now, my boy, it's time to be making tracks
for the vessel."

Partings between dear friends, even under favorable circum~
stances, are not agreeable, so we will not dwell upon the scene,
and will pasa to our closing chapter.
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CHAPTER XXI.

o years and more have slipped by, and on a b~auti.
ful day in July, a carriage, with four persons besides
the driver, was passing the village of Rye, on the
stage road to New Haven. The travellers seemed

very happy - conversation was lively- the country around
them pleasant to look at, and each of them in the hey-day of
life. When a. few miles had been gone over, after leaving the
above-named village, one of the young men within the carriage
spoke to the driver,-

"Please take the next road that turns to the right."
"How is it, Edward," said the other gentleman, "that you

should know where to turn off? I had almost forgotten it my-
self."

The young man blushed a little, but answered after a mo-
ment's hesitation,-

"Your sister Maggie pointed it out to me as we came down."
"I remembered it, brother James, by the old button-ball

tree that stands at the corner. Now, Nora, look; you can see
the house!"

"I. see -I see," was the reply. And then taking the hand
of him who sat beside her, "I almost fear it will make you
feel badly, dear James, to see your old home in possession oC
strangers."

"I hardly know how I shall feel," was the reply. "If
things have been altered much or suffered to go to ruin, I shall
feel sad, no doubt. But God has led both me and Maggie so
graciously, and with this band in mine, too, I should be very
imorrateful to allow very sad feelings. I do indeed love the
old place, and although I have never been there, it has never
been long out of my mind since the day dear Maggie and I and
little Tom were torn from each other. Come, no tears now,
sister t~

That the reader may the better understand maVt~ers, we will
relate a few circumstances as to this journey. Edward Bascom
had won the heart of Maggie, and had accompanied her to
New York the week that James was expected not only
to welcome him, but also that Edward might obtain the sanC-
tion of her brother to their union. A. fortnight had been spent

at Mr. Chauncey's, and they, in company with Nora and James
are on their way to Mrs. Bascom's, where the wedding of Ed-
ward and Maggie is to be celebrated; and soon after the same
ceremony is to be witnessed in New York between James and
Nora, immediately after which both parties are to sail for
Europe. At Edward's suggestion, they were to make a call at
the old homestead so dear to Maggie and James.

They had now turned into the road,. a were drawing near
the premises. Edward seemed rather restless, but James and
Maggie were silent and motionless -their eyes fixed on pass~
ing objects that no doubt recalled their days of childhood.

As the carriage stopped before the door, James spoke,~
"Not a thing altered! even the fence, although new, is of the

same pattern!"
Then James looked over into the garden.
"~,declare! look, dear Maggie: would you not think that

was old Jerry?"
"Why, yes! can it be! do let us get out."
They soon alighted, and while James and Maggie hastened

across the lawn into the garden, Edward and Nora walked
about the grounds, admiring their neatness and the beautiful
prospect from them.

"Can I be mistaken! is this Uncle Jerry?"
"Jerry's my name, your honor."
"And you have forgotten us!"
"Ye'll pardon me: my eyesight is none the best. May I

ax the name
"Surely you have not forgotten me, Uiicle Jerry, you have

not forgotten little Maggie?" and Maggie laid her hand on his
arm.

"Rless my soul! it's - no can it be! are you the very
childer? and is this Master James?"

"The very same, Uncle Jerry ! "giving his hand and shaking
it heartily.

"Who would have thought of your making sich a man.
Ye're taller, I think, as the ould captain rest his soul. Aha!
aha! could I ever have thought to see your faces akin!"

A call from Edward now compelled them to leave the old man.
"We will see you again before we go," said James.
"I suppose," said Edwar'i, "we ought to speak to the peo-

ple of the house pretty soon, or they may think strangely of
our intrusion."

"You are right. I did not think."
15*
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"You and Maggie had better ~o in first, as you are the ones
particularly interested in seeing the place."

The door was' openedby a young girl.
"Is the gentleman or lady of the house at home?"
"Walk in, if you please. I will call her."
They entered the parlor, and looking about a moment,
"What does it mean, James? Why the furniture must have

been sold with the house; the carpet alone is new - oh dear,
how natural it looks!" and Maggie began to wipe away the tears
that fond recollections had started, when the door was opened,
and an elderly female entered. There was but a moment's pause,
and then Maggie rushed toward her;

" Aunt Sophy! Dear Aunt Sophy!"
"My dear children!" and her arms were around them both.
"Tell, me, Aunt Sophy, what it all means? how is it you are

here? and the furniture all here?"
"Not all, dear I He got what he could of it, though."
"Who?" said James; "who got it?"
"This gentleman can explain it to you better than I can

pointing to Edward ]3ascom, who had just entered the room with
Kora leaning on his arm.

Edward smiled as he took the hand of James:
"Pardon me, 4ear brother, in acting a little widerhanded in

this matter; this place has been yours for some months, but I
durst not reveal the secret until I had gained not only Maggie's
consent to be mine, but your approval of our union; it is yours
entirely; and all I ask in return is your consent to the arrange-
ment I have made with Mrs. Hayes; and that is, that she is to
be housekeeper here, aiid whether you ever make it a perma-
nent home or not, that at least we meet here every summer and
spend some months together; I think Aunt Sophy will not let
things get far out of the way, and you and Maggie will feel
happier for knowing that one you love so. much has a home
and a permanent support for life."

"My dear, dear Edward!" exclaimed Maggie, as she grasped
his hand and pressed it to her lips.

"He deserves a warmer embrace than that, dear Maggie,"
said James; "the heart that could devise such a plan of love
and generosity js worthy of all the affection you can bestow."

"He knows he has all my heart."
"Yes," said Edward as he folded her in his embrace, "I do

know it, and prize it beyond all other riches."
"And I may have a sister's share," said Nora, kissing them

both; "and I thank you for my dear James, as he seems to be
unable to speak for himself."

"Words, you know dear Nora, are not always needed to con-
vey the feelings of the heart; he well knows how happy he has
made us, and that is all his noble heart 'desires."

"And now, Aunt Sophy," said Edward, "do you think you
can get us up a dinner that will satisfy some hungry folks?"

"That I can, and very soon, too; in the meantime, Maggie can
take a run in the garden afid look at her flowers that I have
brought back, they are mostly slips, though, from the old
plants, but they are thriving."

"Oh, do let me see them!"
"Uncle Jerry will show them to you."

* "Now, Brother James," said Maggie, as they were all walking
in the garden, "this is but a sample of what he has been doing
ever since I first knew him; he cannot be easy without he is
making somebody happy."

"But I have not always succeeded as well as I have in this
case; but this is no gratuity on my part, only a personal gratifi-
cation; for I expect to share in all the happiness enjoyed here."

Maggie was correct in her statement; the boy Ned who
helped Bill Sanders with his bag of meal, and tried to help
Sam Telfair by pasturing his cow, had not yet lost the impression
so suddenly made upon his mind, "that those who had money
ought to aid those who -had none." He has at times been dimp..
pointed in his efforts, but never quite discouraged; and many
are blessing him not only for pecuniary aid, but for the gentle-
ness of his heart that made his bounty a double blessing.

Sam Telfair is now living in a very pretty cottage, and the
old fence has been removed so that no stray cows can intrude
upon the mowing lot; and Sam is captain and in good part own..
er of a fine sloop that sails to and from New York; and his old
grandmother is very proud of her home and of her boy, and
thinks Sammy has done it all, and is "beholden" to no one.

Sam lets her enjoy her belief~, because Edward admires the in-
dependent spirit of the old lady, and enjoys seeing her needles
at work and listening to her praise of Sammy. Sam is doing
well and needs no help now but he and Edward are warm
friends.

Bill Sanders has learned his father's trade and is a thrifty
young carpenter; and, it is saidisabout to put himself up a
house; people think he is getting along rapidly for a young man,
but he is industrious and saving, and has been employed a good
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deal about Mrs. Bascom's premises, and is preparing materials
for a handsome dwelling which young Bascom is expecting to
erect in the next spring.

Mrs. Thompson and her husband are doing well on their
farm, and are a great comfort to Daddy Jack, and help him
much in his labors among the pines.

And there are many more who have arisen from a low estate
in that vicinity, who seem to feel a strong attachment to Mr.
Edward, as he is usually called.

And now let the shadows pass away, and what of substantial
truth has beeu mingled with their airy forms remain a fixture
on the heart.

I Ffl~I5.

P. S. - The story of little Tom has been purposely omitted,
and left for a separate narrative. Causes beyond the control
of his brother and sister had placed him out of their reach for
t1~e period to which their history extends.

1~


