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We meet ‘again. One, of whom Carlyle sa,lth
that he was “the greatest soul in all Engla,nd ” said |
of his great Work that it was Wntten, f‘not in the soft
obscurities of retirement, nor under the shade of “aba-
demic bowers; but a.inid_ inconvenience and &iﬁtrédtibn;-‘,'l .
in'sickness and in sorrow.”’ | If ke could thus apologlze‘,‘,“ -
for posalble 1mperfect10n, mll you not have pa,tlencef_

mth the shortcommgs of A
* Your humble servant,

-
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GREcORY SEAWORTHY.

Philadelplia, February, 1852.
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?‘CHAPTER I

LYNDE W'AGETH WA'R WI'}.‘H THE KOUS’EKEEPER—AND IE FLWGED&
“ THERE' your: father 8 eome, now! i e i
 «Idon’t care if he has!” I replied;.rather stoui:ly,,
~to tlhe housekeeper ; though if -the truth must be said,
‘with mortal fear at- my heart. I bad quarreled with
‘her that'day, and this was no unusual occiirrence ; for

‘Ann West was 'the grand-priestess -of the penetralia. -

after iy mother's death. “And right pontifically :did
she preside over the mysteries of- the' domestie temple.
She was, beﬁttmgly, a vestal ; somewhat aceustomed: to
“the shady side of : the thrrtzes.- ‘She . wag- of middLe‘
stature dark:eyés and hair; good form;..and, i in,. the.
“main, good-lookmg She- had - loud, shnll ‘pulse-
‘stirrihg voice, that fell on your ear like the eaﬂy eook-
crowing.. She was restless, ever-inoving, fussy; fidgety ;
“a Young Rapid. sort of a notable housekeeper: .-A spot
. on-the curtains, a stain on" the well-sarided. floor; or-on -
“the’ usua,ny imizaculate table-linen, were tribulation and
_anguish to her ;-and ‘broken crockery. was, gnashing-of
“teeth. " An’ édonomist, .’Eeonomy would hawe -shruak
abashed at her superior saving! :-The attic was;a.Babel
of savings. There werewclosetag%eartgbal |3 what not -
stuffed, to ‘plethora, with thé -bame.: ,Gombs,\pms, -
strings ; shoes, and boots,-and: ‘hats, with-other articles '
of dress; nigh unto the fall of their last leaf; ag, ‘WQIL a8
“otheér thmgs ‘a8 the: grasshoppers for: m;ﬂm@%ggr .
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which, personally, she could, by no possibility, over

~ find use, did she remorselessly cram into the over-
- gtuffed receptacles. The avenues to these were worn
‘much in the same way, I fancy, as the marble monu-

ments of the Holy City by the kisses of ever-thronging
pilgrims. . Was any thing lost ? . You might “qualify”

(as they say in- Virginia) that it or its counterpart
would' come ‘forth, in visible resurrection, at her all-
potent conjuration. - - : ’

On sundry days, during every week, you might see

"“Hher, with her gown most upromantically tucked up, and

hanging around her like a gaff-topsail when the sheet
has parted, mopping the floor which, to the ken of less
sharp-sighted mortals, was already immaculate. Where-
upon, my father, a business-worn man of fifty, would
start testily from his arm-chair, and, with divers re-
* .mavks and expletives not proper herein to be set forth,
Jeate the domestic priestess to her man-banishing sa-
‘turnalia.; At such times, too, the iron entered my soul.
“Hey! Presto!~. Vamos! I was bound to make sail,
~ with no time to clear up.decks, or get the anchors on
-thé'bows; thinking myself blessed if she victualled me
“with an economically-treasured piece of pie, and. a trifle
- of ‘ragpberty-jam, instead of a somewhat more compul-
© ‘gory jam in'my egress from the kitchen.

-« Meanwhile, her tongue moved in aympatheti.ci activi-
. -ty, its complaining notes-falling tinheeded on ears hard-
 ened, 1ike those of smiths and.millers, against its eternal

Clitter. < Was.my cap left on tlie table, or hung on the

twrong mail ? It was a text for a discourse. Were my

! skates found in a chair? They moved therefrom faster
~ “than any skates “have. ever. been seen: to move legiti-

“mately ‘and on -ice. ~ Did I soil or tear my jacket. or

"trowsers? " T-was:past benefit of elergy. = .

- - Peviodieally;. too, there was..a white-washing ; on

»':Which-*b’fé'é&éiops.my'fathér always had some urgent call
"40 4 meighboring town on"matters of business ;. while I -

i fain to Hidé.'my diminished 'head in any. possible

“took-¢f ‘safety. When my father returned, there was
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a storm. His pens, papers, razors—what not ?—were
mislaid ; and the storm was long in subsiding, On
these occasions, Ann West would put on as martyr-like
a look, as I have seen reformers wear at a county

o meeting. - :

And then! in the morning at cock-crowing, might
her voice be heard, high-nprais;d in matin -shi-illgziess;g 1
‘hear it now. .~ - : : o

“Lynde! Lynde! Lynpe! LYNDE!”

“Un I : :

“TLynde !” |

- “Eh

“Lynde!”

- “Hello!” :

“Come! Getup! Lynde!”

“Eh!” - o o

“Lynde " .

" ¢Hello !”

#Lynde !”

“ Well, what.¢s it 7"
~ “Come! are you getting up ¥’ .

¢ Yes.”’ o . T o :

“Well, make haste! Daylight! -Coming?”

4 Yes.” A n

“ Right away?” o o ‘

“Oh! go to mischief. - Yes, yes; I'll be dressed in '
a'minute.” : - BT
- Oh! how sweet was the slumber which she so ruth- .
legsly broke ! and oh ! how, from the very bottom of y
heart, did I hate her: unappeasable matin activity!

- Yet, dear reader, she was one of the very best women

in the world. Industrious, neat, frugal, benevolent,
warm-hearted, faithful, just, temperate, discreet;a

~ ‘regiment of such . epithets would. vot “do’ her- justice.

Heaven -forgive me for all the .unkindness I showed
her b I'would give the world to recallit.. . . .. -
. On the dayof which I have spoken, we had qunarrelléd, -
and I had thrown the shears at her, to the partial de~ -
triment (I can never forgive myself: for it) of her leff
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" cheek. The words that begin this chapter were the
Jast shots of the belligerents. I slunk sulkily away,
conscience-smitten, all abashed ; yet smarting under the

sense. of arbitrary power unjustly exerted. She had
hid my bali, and she seemed to enjoy the sense of

_superiorify and_ control.. ‘How I dreaded my father’s
coming! He entéred, and, with the :care-worn look of
a busy day, passed me withous notice, and went directly
to the office.. . Ann West followed him, and' my first
impulse was to follow %er. and defend myself.  Pride
- said— ‘

“No; if he will listen to her, and condemn me un-
“heard, so be it. It is but another flogging.’ ’

It was an unlucky day, that, for my father. -A bale

of his best goods had been carelessly dropped from the -

gangway-plank, in discharging ¢ The Empress” at the
wharf. Fogg & Gibson had failed, and rumour said that
claims against them would not pay. forty cents on the

dollar. Henry Parker, the best of his teamsters, had
got drunk, and lamed Dash, his favourite horse ; and it

is, therefore, no matter of marvel that he was not very .

well prepared-to sit in judgment on the grave complaint
so unexpectedly presented. 1 was called to the oﬂlce
¢ Come here, sir!”

I obeyed. :

% What have you heen doing ?"’

“ Ann hid my ball, and”-— <
% 0Ob-h-h-h!” exela,lmed Ann, i la Kemble “‘I don’t
kﬁow nothin’ about his ball. I"— - " -
.. “And o you threw the grldrron at her ?”

#¢No, sir; only the shears.” .

. % Did- you hide his ball Ann L

4 Tm sure I - :

% She did, father!”
“Hush! Go.and:cut a Stnck ?

I obeyed—and was flogged,  Ohl how the meiiory
of: my floggings stings'me, evén now!. But the fault,
my dear reader, was not my father’s. It belonged to
thé-day. It was. the régzme of the rod, and I do not
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(Grod forbid me that I should 1} write a reproachful |
word of him at whose feet, were.he alive, I would gladly .

~ kneel and beg to be; fergwen He was one of the

world’s great hearts; generous, honest, unsuspecting,:
warm-hearted ; full of all noble and man]y impulses. . He
wag tall, and of commanding presence; somewhat . in-.
clined to corpulency. He was well-formed and erect
and his native energy gave a fine expression to his well-

. cut and somewhat remarkable features. He was im-

pulsive, yet ever benevolent, considerate, and just; yet
he was not self-trustful enough to appear to others, unless
they knew him well, in his true character. Hence he .

' was sometimes theught haughty and proud thm:gh

never overbearing.

I crept away that night to my bed, sobbing in the
bitterness of boyish grief. It was long eve Islept, and
my pillow was drenched with tears. At length I rose,
dressed, and went to the office. "

“I‘a,ther " 1 said, t1m1d1y
“ Be off to bed, sir " was the reply,

I had gone to him with my heart full, pemtent
longing to tell. him why I had quarrelled with the house-
keeper. T did not know then, as I know now, of that
day’s catalogue of misfortunes. "Was it a marvel that
the warm current of good feelings was frozen into tear-

P

less anger and indignant rebellion? To this feeling

sudcesded calmness. With calmness came reflection ;
and, as-I reviewed the scenes of the day, and of recent
llfe, (boyhood does not look far back,) and recalled my
father’s kindness, I wept bitterly.  Sorrow does not

. long brood over young hearts. - I fell asleep.

When I awoke next inorning, I looked out at the
narrow window of my little chamber: the sash was
covered with snow. The day was just breaking, I

sprang- eagerly from my bed. 'I remember giving a

delighted glance at my skates, which my father had
given me a few days before, and promising myself a
merry winter. Going down to the sitting-room,.I raked

- open’ the ceals in the huge ﬁreplaee, (those were the .
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primitive days of Boylston,) and built what we called, .

in those days, “a rousing fire.”” There was a recess

on the eastern side of the room, which my father al-

ways diredted ‘“the hired man” to keep filled with
wood ; and, as the wood for that winter had providently
- been cut & year previously, it was but a few moments
*before I had the room comfortably warm. )

As T was trying on my cap, my father came 1n..

“Ah! Lynde; so you've beaten me this morning " .

and he bent over me and kissed me. “You are up

early. How do you propose to spend the day, Liynde?”
“T don’t know, sir.” o o '
¢Js there any school ?”’
¢“No, sir.” = | . N
“Would you like to go with me to Fairfield ?”

- T hesitated. -

4] would rather go and see Mrs. Warren,” I said,

at length, seeing that he waited for my decision.
“T could have sworn it,”" said my father, a little bit-
terly. “You love your father and mother Warren, as
you call them, better than you do me, I'm afraid.” .
T hung my head, and made no reply.
“ Would you cry, if I refused?” -
- “No, sir.” R S _
- ¢« Well, you may go and spend Thanksgiving with
‘them. Let me see. To-day’s the twenty-third—the
twenty-third ‘of November, and not a stick of timber
ready yet. -How will you go?” - :
" ¢ Paul will be here this morning.™
¢ Sure enough.. There he is, now.”

i

k4
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CHAPTER II.

PAUL WARREN.—BUNDLING UP.—THE RIDE,

T 1ooKED out at the window. There was Warren.
He was a labourer; one of the true nobility of “this

* work-day world.” Well is it called so; and Shaks-

peare can hardly have been the first to give it the
happy appellation. A great deal #nore than six-sevenths -
of the suns that make up the circle of the year, look
continually upon the ploddings of toil; and night often
has few hours of rest for'it. - By far the Jarger portion
of ¢ the great family” have fulfilled, most literally, the
doom of labour—a doom wherein, if our mother-earth
were accursed for the sins of her children, she hath in
meekness turned her cheek to the smiter; while she '

- hath overwhelmed us with blessings. How few of her
millions have left us their names or hi_stbriesf to swell the -

¢ Short and ‘simple annals of the poor !”

Paul Wé,rren was not one who talked much about
lJabour. He had not learned the fashionable phrases in

- which many “a brave stringer of words” has sought to
- deify it. He was a practical worker, worth Whgf}le re~

giments of its rhetorical eulogists. ‘ :
I see him now as I gaw him then. His homely
teamster’s hat (a hat is one of the first. things that

- catch your eye in looking at a man) was, the least in

the world, set aside from the perpendicular towards .

the right ear. His black eye sparkled; and his cheek
" was flushed with his morning’s walk; (he had come
three miles, through the snow, from his mountain-girt

cabin;) and the ends of his long, raven hair were covered

. with the half-melted snow. Iis usual smile it up his

.

i
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/intelligent face as he laid his long birchen Whip.a,droséi

the necks. of the oxen, as if some pleasant thought [

. of Mary Warren and her rosy-cheeked children had

crossed his mind. I could watch him no longer: I |

know not how I could do it so long. I bounded from
~the door, and plunging through the show, which had
fallen, already, to the depth of more than a foot, I
leaped upon his back just as he was placing an axe, in
a hole cut. purposely for it, in the radl of the huge
- lamber-sled. o - '
“Hello! Lynde, my boy! long life to you!”

And the teamster hugged me in his brawny arms |

with the heartiness that characterized all his actions,
4By the powers! Lynde,” (it was his favourite af-
firmation,) “I'm glad to see you. Why, it's & week, my
boy, since you've been to see us! Good morning,
Uncle George.” (Everybody, almost, called my father

go.)  “I think we'll have to make a lumberman o’

Lynde.” L
‘I shall be glad if we are ever able to.make 4ny
thing half so good of him,” replied my father. He
lacked trust, reader. It was one of his few faulis ; and
there were few.who would admit that George Weiss
had any faults, o f
. “Never you fear that, Uncle George. Never you
fear ! - Give him to me, if yow don’t want him.”
“¢T suppose I might as well do so, Paul,” said my
father; ¢ for you've bewitched the boy, in the moun-
“tains. . ¥ believe lie would rather stay there than at
home with me.” . - :
“To be sure he would ; for’— ,

.- He gaid the remainder of the sentence in so lowa [

tone that I could not hear; but I was sure I knew the

import of ‘it. ‘I did prefer living with Paul Warren - i

and his excellent wife to remaining at home with my
father and sisters. - Nor was this at all a matter of
marvel.. T had lost my mother in early infancy. For

~ several years succeeding that calamity—the worst that
can happen to's ¢hild—I had been under the care of §
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Paul and Mary Warren, in their romantic home among
the mountains, There, I had never -heard an-angry
tone, never seen an angry lock, or a blow in chastise-
ment.  There, I was sure of kindness, uniform and
constant. There, I had found one to whom I was dear,

-and who -loved me {woman-like) all the more for my
-great and irretrievable misfortuue.. There, a hearty

smile, a kiss, an embrace, or, what is better; a genuine
maternal hug, (that's the good old Danish word for it,
worth a thousand -classical substitutes,) was ever my
welcome. There were no arms-in’ which -my bruises
(I was always falling headlong) were so soon robbed
of their pain; none wherein the storm of sereams.and
sobs was so gently lulled to stillness, rest, peacefulness
and sleep. My playthings were cared for religiously.
Neither Charles nor Ruth Warren,~—not the.youngest
children .even, (there were seven of them all,}—were al- .
lowed to molest Old Troy, the dog, because L loved -
him. - Was there any species of food that I expressed
a preference for ¥ 1t was sure to be near my plate. .

Your pardon, reader. I should eéxtend the deserip-

‘tion to pages, were I sure that any words of mine could

make Mary Warren stand before you in fresh, loving,
matronly, pure, religious LIFE, as she is now present to
me,—as she has been present to me, waking and in my
dreams, in many a clime of the earth. S
““ What shall I do to-day !’ asked Warren. N
“ As to-day is Saturday, Paul, you had best spend it
in getting your family supplies, and 'in haugling and
cutting a good supply of wood for your wife. "1 hope
she and her little ones are well.” o
“As hearty as bucks.” - T
“Well, call at the store,” (shops in the country are

invariably so called,) “as you go along, and Henry will

hand you a little package of winter-comforts.” Ask °
Mary to ‘accept it from me. There, no thanks, Paul. .
I can never repay her for all she has done for me and
for this youngster. By the way, he wants to go home
with you.” - L SR
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“Of course he does, Uncle George. Let hun g0,

Bundle up, Lynde, and we’ll be off. Where's your

coat and mittens? By the powers! I'd almost forgot
it, boy! + Here’s a pairs of bran’-new mittens ‘that
: Mary 8 been knitting you.’

I ran, with boyish eagerness, for my capacious coat.
The omnipresent housekeeper met me. at the door.

“ What's to pay, Lynde 4

“I'm going home.” : -

“ Home?  Why, you're at home now.’

“Well, to Paul Warren’s, then.”

And now commenced the process of bundlmg up—=a
process which has a great deal of profanity to answer
for by-and-by. - I would rather have gone with merely

an additional coat. But no! -Ann’s kindliness now

- labouringly and fermentingly found vent in the prepara-

. tions for the ride. First, the, ear-pmces of ‘my cap

were les down and tied under my chin. ' Then I donned
an overcoat big enough for Cardinal Wolsey, who,
everybody knows, was

¢ A man of unbounded stﬁma.eh 7%
A

‘Then a pair of yarn stockings, desplte my remon-
strances, were drawn over my boots ; .then a comforter
wasg tied, fold on fold, a.round my neck; and, over all,

the la.rge-hearted Ann would fain have plled an old

camlet cloak; which had been visible from time whereof
the: memory of man runneth not to the 'contrary.
Against this- last Altnean imposition, however, I suc-
cesafu}ly rebelled. “But, then, a bundle was to be pu
up, consisting of fruit, cakes, candy—what not-—for
‘the children. Thus frelghted and fortified, (against
the. cold ) des;nte an outpourmg of lIlJllDOthﬁB touchmg

o One of the hea.rtxest laughs I ever had or saw, was in readin
that remark of Griffiths’ to an elderly, fat lady, not particular!
well read in the drama—or any thmg else—who gave it its hteml
and most obvious interpretation.
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the wetting of my feet, I survived Ann’s assiduities,
and sallied forth unmeldlly towards. the sled. .~ -
“BStay to breakfast, Paul,” said my father.. ;
4 Thank you. 1 breakfasted two hours ago. But

_thls little shaver must have’'—

“No, I don’t want any!” said I, ea.gerly

“Well, then, off we: g Good morning, Uscle
George.”

“ (ood morning, Paul. -My love to Mary and the

~ youngsters; and take good care of this boy, will you?”

¢ Never fear for that!” said Paul, heartily; and,
with a loud, rmglng “Whoa! haw, Buck' back, Brlght'
come along here, I say!” he set his cattle in motion
towards the mountains. - I ceased to fret at the lbun-
bling process which I had survived ; and when we were
out of sight from the house, I thzew off the overcoat
and comforter; pulled the stockings from off my new.

“cow-hide boots, (of which I was ‘as proud as my lord-

mayor of his new-coach ;) leaped from the huge lumber-
sled into the snow, and followed the merry woodman

beside his team. The cold had no terrors for me; for

I had been ridiculed into defying it..
We jogged onward but slowly'in the yet untrodden
snow, ' The sie:gh-bells were already heard in-

/

-4 The tmtmnq,bula,tmn that go musmally swells”

' m their merry peal. Paul hummed the air of one of

the raftsmen’s songs. - The cattle swayed their huge,
clumsy frames in an ungainly gait. The runners
grazed roughly and gratingly over the frozen hobs,
which were not yet beaten down ; while from the neigh-
bouring woods rang, sharply and merrily, some: stout

woodman’s axe. And, nowand then, you might hear

a hearty laugh or a distant shout, or the sharp ring
from the rifle of 'a hunter ear]y astlr Wakmg the Woods,

" leagues .around, with’ ethoes.

We halted at the store: Hehry Towner, the clerk, -
handed to Paul a goodly package and I took the op-
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portunity to stuﬁ' still fuller my a,heady tolerably be-

-stuffed pockets with presents for the children. Agaln
we turned the snail-paced cattle to the road. -
'The reader who 1s. familiar with the geography of

North-ea.stern New York,—any one, indeed, who has
ever been on Lake Champlain,—knows right well that,.

-as . you sail from Split Rock northward, you see the
Green Mountains on your right—Mansfield and Camel’s
" Hump usually covered with snow ; and, on the left, the

low, but many-shaped- and plcturesque mountams of
Essex. DBoylston, as every body knows, is situated on

the Bouquet—a small; but most beautiful . river, which
winds romantically among the' inequalities of the hill-
country towards Lake Champlain. The village is, per-
haps, a mile and a half from the mouth of. the river;
- dnd, in rowing ‘to the lake, you. pass between shores
‘ OVerhung with the beautiful vegetation of the Northern
forests, descrying new beauties in every furlong of the
way; here, a point. studded with the dwarfish pines,

hemlock, spruce, birch, or*ir; there, a. bay with its -

eddies and shadows, in Whlch the fish are leaping above
the surface; and again; an-islet where Blannerhasset
fnight have been content to dwell. - One of .these, by-
‘the-by, is the scene of a story of whick I may some
day. give the reader the . details. And then, as you
reach the mouth, the lake is hefore you. . Ohr that I

-could see it agam [N

I've roamed in lands of southern suns;
: Far o’er the heaving main;
" But fairer than the waters. there
Is mounta.m-glrt Champlain.
The prairie-turf las been my couch,
T've passed its seas of grain; -
- But fairer far than they to me, .
IB isla.nd—gemmed _Champla,in.

' At solemn altars have I knelt,
In many-columned fone ;

But nobler altat'a gre the hills -
-'That fiown o’er blue Champlain.
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The ashes of the hohoureg.dead,
‘At Freedom’s altar slain,

Rest there in silence on the shore
of gl('nious Champlain. -

Red Battle shoofs have trod its banks, '
And left their gory stain;

And ¢ hearts of oak” died glonously
In story-famed Champlam ,

In life’s dim gloamin’ may my feet
Pread those old hills again |

My ear be gladdened by the swell
~ Of beautiful Champlaani

Over hill and through valley dld ‘we plod the, way,

~ while Paul gave me some account of the _plans | for. tho

winter. “The Empress” would soon be laid up. The
Lumbermen’s Lodge was to be put in repair; and;

 during the following week, twenty stout choppers. were

to be sent into the woods.- ,
% We shall have fine times. this. Wmter, Lynde,  Said

‘he; “and I'll coax the old gentleman to let you spend
8 Week with us at the Lodge. Hang the school !

shouldn’t go near it these five years, if ‘I had my way
The schoolmasters are- but 4 pack of aséis, to my thmk-
ing, a8 a general thing—and I'd like to see you free.
Eh, Lyndé?” (heére he slapped me. furiously on the
back) ¢ Nothing like. freedom, hoy; and the school-
masters-are g0 jealous of their dignity, that they make
poor, erouching slaves of boys, where they should make .
men—stout-hearted, fearless, free. I shall die a. hater
of all tyranny, Lynde at- home, at’ school-——every-
where.”

“There’s the brldge P 1 shouted a8 We came in

- sight of a brooky but a short distance from the: house.

“Sure enough, Lynde! And there’s the house. |
Yes; and, by the powera I there 8 Charles comlng to

meet sl "‘ -
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CHAPTER IIL

s - " mHE woonium’s HOME.

- He was right. We had emerged from the Woods
into a small “clearing,” containing, perhaps, twenty
acres. In fierce and somewhat gloomy contrast with
the stamless, untrodden snow, rose, in grim stateliness,

the black, fire-charred pines, with countless stumps be-.

tween them, over which they stood with a sentry-like
sterniness that used to make my heart quake with un-
.Some of them were branchless,
while. others. stretched gropmgly, ‘with a blind man’s
awkward’ almlessness, into the wintry space around
them, as if yearning; in their bereavement, for their
scions ruthlessly cut down by the stalwarh reapers of -

“Those gra.nd old woods.” -

ThlS clearmg ‘Was ‘on the right of the road.’ On the
left; the woods were yet untouched by the axe; and

-~ thiis, With the forest on one side, and the clearmg on .

the pthet, Wwe awere approaching ° the house., Thls was

" nowplainly in sight. . |
“On the brow of a recently cleared hﬁiock on whlch

the blackened stumps were still standmg, was Charles

Warreti; * He wasa fine, rosy-cheeked little. fellow, one
- year-: o¥der than tyself; and -he was now waddling
stoutify,‘"but elimsily; towards us, through- the yet un-
“peaténi-snow. : He had:Jearned, practically, the: wisdom
of the Asses’ Bridge ; for, instead of keeping the high-
way, to gain which he must have gone some two hun-
dred yards from the house, in a direction perpendicular
to the road, be took the hypothenuse of the right-
angled trmngle, and was approachmg us through the

- under the weight of a huge yarn fassel. -
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.fields:  On he came, puﬁng like & grampus ; ‘his coni-

cal woollen cap leaning jauntily over, and bending low:
-With a b01s-,

terous shout, he mounted the- rude fence, and-leaped -

E}  from the topmosl: log (for of logs wag it bulh’) into the:

SNOW. -
“ Well done, Charley ! “That's rlght my.: boy'
Never be afraid of the snow' Here 8 Lynde come 0

see you!” .

Our greeting was rlght hearty. ‘We had been play-
fellows  together, over- hill and through ‘valley and:
woodland. He - had, unlike myself, 'a very -retentive.
memory ; and it was stored with long-hoarded treasures:
of nursery lore. These he was ever ready to relate to
me, in & monotone which rings in my ears as I write;
and countless were the nights when he related, with.

 the patience and prolixity of the narratress of the Ara-.

bian: Tales, stories of ‘witches, ghosts, goblins, . fairies;:
and giants, parts of which I still imperfectly remember:
'The house was now plainly in sight.. It was.of logs-—
a single story, with small, narrow windows. At each
end was a rude chimney. of sticks, covered with plaster;
one of ‘them white-washed. In front of it was a;large
pile of green. wood, with' the day’ s supply -cut into
sticks about a fathom in length. Some of these were
maple—the finest wood in the world to burn—and not: -
less than fifteen or twenty inches.in diameter. Near
this wood-pile was.an unfinished well.. To the Jeft was..
a stable,  with a-capacious hay-loft. .The building. was;
always called “The Hovel.” - Still- farther in the same
direction wag the barn.:. This, as well as the Hovel, wasl
of logs; and the roofs of ‘the three bmidmgs Were of
rough, veiny pine boards. =~ -~ -~ Lo,
Turning abrnptly around the corner of th fﬁnee, we
were in full view. of the house. . Old Troy, who was
lounging about the yird, coeked his ‘ears as: e caught
sight of us, and set out at the pas de charge towards
the intruders,. He did not.stop until withinja fathom
of the headg of our cattle, when it saemed ta oceur. to

-
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him that he might have mistaken the character of the
new-comers; and he therefore set both his fore-feet
down together, coming to an abrupt halt, witha half-
suppressed ugh! His quick eye caught that of his

master, and he commenced a series of frolics around:

the gled, eyeing: each of us in turn, wagging his tail
most furiously, barking now and. then, and performing
divers antics not. announced in any bill 6f canine the-

atricals. We interpreted. them all (and he néed never.

have been at so much trouble) into a very emph&t_ic
agsurance that we were as welcome as the flowers in
May. -He was a'large, fine-looking, shaggy Newfound-
land, and, I need scarcely add, a great favourite. .

.~ As Paul brought the team to a stand with a loud

¢« Whoa !’ Ruth’s. curly head emerged from .the door,

and with a “Oh! oh! oh! oh! father’s come back "
. she bounded along, bare-headed, through the snow to
meet us. Her shout attracted the notice of .the other

youngsters ; and forth, in no very military order, came

“her three sisters, Mary, Judith, and Jane. Little Paul

followed, and, in a moment more, Mary Warren ap-

peared at the door. There was little noise in our
greetinge. More than any household I have ever seen,

Paul Warren's was noted for its cheerful quiet. Not-

that the children had been taught to sit erect and silent

in their several chairs; not that fear kept them still.-

Nothing like it. It was the mother’s silent and unseen,
but controlling tone of manner, which, by a kind of

mesmerism 1 cannot explain, gave character to the
whole. - If T-may venture to say what seems to me to.
have. been the secret of her influence, it was affection ;-

“and; ‘with a pardonable alteration of a single word, 1

tion of Ion:: . RN :
) e - -4 Love, the germ
. .Of her mild nature, hath shed graces forth,
. Expanding with its progress; as the store -
Of rainbow colour which the seed conceals
. “Sheds outits tints from its dim {reasury-
© . 1Y flush and.circlé.in the flower.”

1 5o neatly and tastefully, though plainly clad. There

" might here use Talfourd’s beautiful lines.in his desorip- ‘was harmon; visible'in. her whole nature,- -
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We were soon .at the door. It was a rude onme, of
pine. The latch was of wood, and a. stout- leathern =
string hung: outside, wherewithal to lift it.. In one
corner of the door was ‘a little .trap-door, cut for the
sole benefit and behoof of & huge gray cat, and so con-
trived that puss had but to apply her head to it, and
enter or leave the house. N

It was but a few minutes before I was rid of my
huge coat, my cap ahd mittens, and seated with the
children, just as near the mother’s chair as it was pos-
sible for us to get. - Would- that you could have seen -
her, thus surrounded by her children! .She was, per-

- haps, thirty-five ;. yet 8o hardily had she been nurturedy

in the clear air of the mountains, that you would. have
said shé could not be older than twenty-five osix.
She was faultlessly formed, and her figure was admira-
bly developed into- that style of healthful beauty for
which Englishwomen are so remarkable.” You would

‘notice, sooner and oftener than any thing else, her

head. There was a beauty of symmetry in its classic
outline, which you would "have gazed.upon again and
again, wondering - the while-what it could be that so
thrilled your pulses with the sense of beauty. -And
then the large, love-speaking. eyes, which no shade of
anger: ever dimmed, and which need never have fallen-
for the thoughts of the heart which spoke in every
glance. Ier long, dark-brown hair was combed back,
as you see it in the pictures of the Madonna, (I never
saw one that equalled Mary Warren in that style: of
matronly beauty which artists so ‘much covet. as a.
model,) and gathered in-a knot. - Then she was always

O Mary Warren, my more than mother, God bless
you!  How often, in the darker hours of my life, have
I felt :the: influences :of your early teachings! How
oftenhave ¥ felt that there:must-be truth in the

| . doctrine of a sensible intercommunion of the spirits of .

those who love one another, though. leagues apart..
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. Life has been dark to you, but you have done what you
could ; and the peace which passeth all- understanding
 awaits you at every frésh trial of -your thorn-planted
way. God bless you! S co
.. Paul came in and announced. to us the unwelcome
hews that e must-be off to the woods to haul a supply
of firewood, as he would be absent for several days of
the énsuing week. -, ' -« K
. I was once.more at-home. I felt that there I wad
loved in spite of my faults—~and they were many. I
" do.not-doubt that my father, my brother, and my sis-
ters also loved me; but (I shall have more to say of
“#hem presently) they were not what I beliéve it is usual
to call demonstrative. Why they were not 8o, it is not
for Mo to say. The fault may have been wholly mine.

Certain it- is, that I”would sooner have given my last

erust or copper . for Mary Warren than for any of my
kindred. . I believe I could have died for her. At
home 1 was never caressed. There was no kiss, no
embrace for me there, There was no care for my
tastes and whims. My toys were rudely kicked out of
the way, or hid, or threwn in the fire. My better na-
tare was not appealed to. I was under the régime of
FORCE ;. and every.fibre of my puny frame rebelled as

~heartily as did Lucifer. ‘They did not trust me; and

they are 8o kind as to assure me that I was the black-
. est,-homeliest, worst-tempered brat that ever lay in a
eradle! - - T

. Yes; I was once more at home. The magic of that
mother’s. smile disarmed every feeling of stubbornness

and ill-temper. I was in a new:atmosphere. The old

story.it is, in brief: I loved and was loved. - Oh) how
supremely happy was I; as I looked around me for the
familiar . objects- of my. infant: home. -There was the

almost as many feet high. An -iron-wood -pole ran

across it, on which were hung divers rude pot-hooks,

_and. 4 fragment of a log-chain, The hearth was of
-wide, -flat stones. <There were.two large stones that

- huge old: fireplace, eight feet wide if it -was one, and:
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served for -andirons, (for- Paul Warren was poor;) and

above them were hug‘e_ blazing logs, .that  kept the

house comfortably warm. In one corner-of the room
was a bed. Secattered here and there were a few rude

site corner ‘of the apartment was s large. cupboard.

chairs; and in one corner-of the hearth was a bench :
capable of seating two or three persons. - In the oppo-~

Near this was a deal ‘table, and over it was suspended -

a ‘small old-fashioned mirror. Near. this -hung. an
almanac. Overhead were hooks and poles, on which
were hung divers articles of dress. On one of them

| were some strings of apples, hung there to dry; and on

another ‘were bits of pumpkin already dry, and: shri-
velled into grotesque shapes—the pleasant omens of fu-

ture feasts. - Over the door, on two wooder hooks; Wwas

an old-fashioned: musket, with a bayonet and belt, pows

der-horn and shof-pouch. The eat was: purring guietly

in the corner; and near Mary Warren, where she. could
reach it with her foot, was a capacious cradle, wherein
Susan, the baby, was asleep. o

The lower part of the house was
deal- partition into two apartments, thus. affording a

room for the family stores, and another for'a lodgmg-

room. A ladder, in one corner, gave access to-the

loft; and & trap-door, with an iron ring in it, to the

cellar. . .

divided by-a rade

- Occupying & moment in looking at the familiar ob~

jects, 1 bethought me of my pockets; and, pulling.out

the secreted stores, I distributed them, with boyish de-

light, to the children around me. That day was a

jubilee. How often, in the toils and hardships of after .

life, have I recalled the scene, and lived.it over again -

in the land of dreams! Forth into.the snow we sal-
liel—Charles, Lttle Paul, and myself, reinforced by
0ld Troy, who was that day pressed into the commis-
sary department, and did much transportation on a big.
sled. Poor old Troy! He sleeps the last sleep. Short
and simple afe the annals of-dogs. Vale! ¢ .Ihum—

| ] f‘ll;?:t A

-
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" In the evening Paul came home. - Hauling several

- of the hige maple-logs into the house, and clearing

away the brands, coals, and. ashes from that part of the

hearth which was next the chimney-back, he imbedded

one in the cavity thus made. The coals and ashes were

~ thrown.back upon it; and on this he piled another and

#

another. Then he threw upon. these the half-consumed
brands, with a goodly supply of smaller sticks of wood;
and, ere long, that little cabin blazed with the roaring

™ - fire. . We gathered around it.  Going into 2 committee
* ‘of the whole, the children (myself among them) and .
- the dog commenced a series of operations.which made
" the. roof ring with merriment, and which might have

thawed the crustiest bachelor heart in Christendom.
Mary Warren smiled happily upon us, as-she restlessly
lied her knitting-needles, or touched, now and then,

the rocker of the cradle, while Paul’s eyes twinkled

and flashed with fun 'as he watched our mad antics.
The hours sped. We retired to our.beds; and then, in
glaring, panoramic distinetness, did Jack the (iant-
killer re-enact his doughty exploits. _Charles was the
story-teller of the household. I learned from him all

the _earlier exploits of the yery remarkable slayer of

giants; but somehow the monotonous tone of .the story
got the better of me about the middle of Jack’s history,
and my next conscious movements were at daybreak.

. -dt 1s,/““in contempt of question,” owing to this last-
mentioned fact, that I have, to this day, no definite
idea of the later exploits, sickness,-and death, or dying

speech and confession, of that very blood-thirsty per-

sonage, Jack the Giant-killer, The loss to tradition
ig irreparable. . BT : S
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onivER IV. | ..

 BOYLSYON.—THE TUMBERMEN.—A MAN!.

BoYLSTON is now . far different place. from. the

Boylston of’ my boyhood's recollections. It was:then
& very sumall village, containing;’ possibly, some four.or
five hundred . ighabitants.  The. conntry was: comparas

. tivelynew. My father had been, until of ‘age; 5 resi-

dent, as he was & native, of the State-of Rhode Island.

‘He was bred an anchor-smith, and he attained his?ma-

jority just in time to take the tide of emigration which
wag then beginning to set towards Northern New. York;
He. had heen. hardily nurtured, had been accustomed
to_the constant, thankless toil of an apprentice,’snd
owed -his really extensive stores of practical krowledge -

mare to his habits of study ot the anvil than to e
-apology for. a school to which he was permitted tosgo
for a few weeks anpually. - He often ‘waded throngh

mud, and sleet, and snow, to the school-house, after
havi Ldg performed & host! of household: labonrs that
would |

to makes good schoolmaster.”  And the-theory seemed
to be rather.practically-carried-out; for, in those days,
the, compensgtion, 58 it generally is: now, was. s most
consideration the actual toil of teaching from sixty 4o
one huridred pupils, shut up in a shabby struotare of
logs, throngh whose. crevices the rude winds of winter
giggled at the defences that were. meant. to.be barriers
to their ruthless invasion.: T T AR

“Amid all these didadvh.xsa'tagéa, George Weiss oon-

have. required .half the day, had.he been less .
‘eager to obtain a good. elementary education. .. Thoge

- were days, good reader, when it was a common expres.
sion. in the mouths of practical men, It takes a fool
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- trived to acquire, by evening study after the toils of -
.~ the day, and by reckoning with a piece of chalk upon™
* the gooty bellows, while his brawny-armed master and

‘his brother Vulcans were hammering the shank or fluke

of a huge anchor, sufficiéntinforiation to enable him .

't carry on an extensive business for many years.
Accompanied by a few soinpanions as hardy and ad-
 venturous as himself, he went to the western shore of
.- Lake Ohamplain, dnd pitched his tent on the bank of a
beautifal river- that wound 'its way from -the neighbour-

ing* mountains to the: lake. Boylstonis about Kalf a

Jeague from’the lake; and midway between it'and the
‘nountains. The little village=—(it js still'small; nofwith:
staniding many natural advantages, which ‘might; under

better ‘auspices, have made it s considerable manufae- .

turing fowaj~~was built upon both beinks of the river—
then, a8 ‘now, crossed’ by & rude apology for a bridge:
Tt-nestled "cosily in a-little valley, there- being barely
roomn ‘engugh bétween the river (sofie Frenchman had
nanied ‘it < The ‘Bouquet”) and-the Kills for @ single
streot’ on_ gach baunk. ‘Tt boasted ‘an inn, ‘s school:
~ hoiise, aud two stores.-Orie of the latter belofiged to my
father; the other to Fogg & Gibson;, who were Jumber-

merchants.” “Then there was a “forge,” containing two -

blopmér’s fires for the manufacture of wréught'iron,
and ah anchor-fire to-convert's part of the raw mates

- ridk into’ ancHors. -Thé remainder was drawn’ under

the” liuge ‘hammers into bay-iron or “wagol-tites—this
148t being ‘tn- operation requitingrno little skill: -+ There
Wwas alfo a'sitthy, & grist-mill, and a saw-milly and these,

_ with'some ;‘;f;y';‘dwe ling-houses, composed the Village.
- Naw, a8 it was, hiowever, it was weil built;’ and, from

ite"“position, not_only pretey, but picturesque.  The
hills “that ‘looked “down upon ‘the little villdge were

eovered with a* Beantiful growth of wood, muchof it
evergreen ;- and its diversity of “hills tind vallies, with
the winding of ‘the*'quiet Bymguet, gave it an air -of*

beauty, of much of which o Time hds mercilessly
CpebBed it I 4 D e

.*\Afﬁ‘

o
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3 | »\_"Thﬁ original‘,-settiement was ,maqdé by; 8 company ,,'Qf.

New York merchants, who had sent their agents, with
“ gangs” of - lumbermen, for the purpose .of obtaining
the excellent timber which then. covered much of the
western. shore. of Lake Champlain, in much: the same
abundance which. was: visible, a very.few years since, in
Maine. - Fogg & Gibson were,.at. the time of which 1 .

‘am writing, the accredited agents of a company then in

being. | Giooda were shipped . to them in-large quanti-
ties, which were readily sold to the lumbermen at large
profits ; and,.in this way, & most.Jucrative business was
carried: on for many years. . The timber (! spars’’. were
then the.great-object) was. cut in.the fall and winger -
the: lumbermen living :in, .shanties, or. lodges, in -the

‘woods, and going to *“ The Falls” (as the village was.

more ‘cumonly called) on. Saturday ; night,. for. such
supplies as they wanted from.-the’ stores. - In this way,
they continued to expend, nearly, or-quite, ill ‘of the.
week's hard earnings.. A jovial set werp those.same:.
lumbermen. - Besides . their: femporary shantiés, they
had a large, comfortable -structire .of dogs, built by
themselves; known -as * The- Ledge.” = Here. their sa-
perfluous olothing was: kept. . Here were depogited.the
provisions énd: tools; and here of an evening did: they,
sometimes gather for a frolie. - Everybody drank rum.
in those days; and .it was so.cheap.an. indulgence that

the thoughtless lambermen were never without a.sup-

‘ply." Forgetting:the fatigues of the :day, they gomey

times went #6 % The Falls” to.join.a rustic dance ;. bus -
oftener passod  thoir eveninigs ai.* The Lodge, Whape,
excited by eggnogg and apple-jack, they made the rogf

ring ‘with their. boisterous_merriment, These frolies "

sometimes ended somewhat tragically. * There are soing.
wild.tales of their orgies, which I may have some ecoa-
sion to tel}, some day, for my reader's benefit. . o
.My father was engaged in the.cutting of spars, as
well ag inthe manufacture of wrought iron and anchors, . -
and the sawing of logsiinto boards, lath, and plank. -

B The spars and square timber were formed into small

&
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rafts, eight or ten abresst, and floated over the rapids
during the heavy rains of the - spring, which, with the
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melting ‘of the snow in the mountains, swelled the river

to a great height. - -The raftsmen-guided these over the
rapids, and afterwards united them into a larger_one,
upon which a deal shanty was built. - ZE}nmense.qua.n.tl-
ties. of boards, plank, and *scantling,” together with
“shingles in similar abundance, were placed upon ‘the
raft. - A mast and sail were rigged, with huge oars and
setting-poles; and, the shanty being stocked with bar-

- relsof flour, pork, and other provisions, the raft was

.

‘navigated to Whitehall or St. John's for a market. - The
lake, at that time, boasted quite.a la.l:,ge fleet of sloops,
schooners, and scows, (*The Empress™ was my favourite
of them all,) which"were kept busy when the lake was
navigable—say from May to December—in the trans-
portation of lumber and merchandise.. -* The Empress™

was built for my father, “to order,” by an excellent

shipwright; and; with all due allowance for my boyish

-~ prejudices, she was assuredly what Captain John Gayger
- adways called her—* a beauty

Rk
.

" Prominent among the rude, but hearty, jovial, manly
Jumbermen, was Paul Warren. A hearty smile—a face
on-which no man ever saw sadness ab rest—a strong
arm—a Stout heart-—a .cheerful, ringing, mirth-pro-
voking laugh,~—made him a universal favourite, for
whomn scores of ‘stout woodsmen would have fought. to

the death. God had stamped his.own impress of no--
 Bility upon him. Tt was eloquent through the ‘“hodden-

tay;” and the bard of “'0ld Coila’s Hills” might well
Eé?esaid-'-ofhim— o N
fo—. < The rank i but the guined’s sTAMP;

| TheMAN'S the aowD, for & thatI?

L e,
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M{E VISIT, MY srsimi;s.’-—-emfmms.——m AUNT.—-JEssm.L

‘Rrenr merrily did’ I pass the Thanksgiving,” Some
of the relations of the Warrens visited them during the
~week—their parents among the number. I spent most
of my brief visit with. Charles, in playing lumbermen

| in’ miniature. -We owed much of .our success to old

Troy, who worked patiently in-hauling the sled. When

i in-doors, we amused ourselves.in the zood old game of

“Fox and Geese.” Paul went to The Falls” on the

- following  Saturday, and I returned with him.  Kate .

and Lucy, my sisters, received me kindly. - My aunt
Caroline lifted her glasses over the border of her prim -
cap, and smiled Yne a right hearty welcome; and Ann
West, the housekeeper, so far made cessation of hos-
tilities as to simply sdy, in a kindly tone, . .-
“Don’t track the floor, Lynde!. Please! there’s a

\'good boy!”

. And I was quite ready for a diplomatic_interchange
of promises, by way. of treaty. Jessie Grayson, too,
was in the drawing-room with .the rest; and I bashfully
sidled up to her and kissed her. . - _ o

“Why, Lynde!” exclaimed Ann West and my sis-
ters in chorus; but my aunt Caroline reassured me- by

© patting'my head, and telling me ¥ had done right., - .-~

An excellent old lady was. Caroline Lynde. . She

- usually spent a.few months with us every year, and I

became . much attached to her. She defended me in
the domestic hattles, though she never-spared me when
I wag really at fault. - She was always busy, nsuslly in
kuitting ; and she frequently hummed some wimple

i me}o@y at inten_'als, m j;heh, tpe’m“}pﬁg; tones: 8103 m o ‘
teristic of old age. It . ggyg. her- the. appeurance: of . -
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thinking of scenes far distant. "No doubt such was the
case; for my uncle Mark Lynde, they told me, was a
sailor some years before, and was shipwrecked on the
Isle of Shoals. - S o

~ My sister Luoy was thought pretty. She certainly
appeared so to me; for though she was not very pa-
tient ‘with her wayward brother, I loved her dearly-—as
well, almost, as I did my sister Kate, When animated,
she was-what is-called’s showy girl, and she was quite
a favourite among the young men of the village. ~She
wore her hair in carls; (it ¢urled most beautifully,) and,.
83 it was dark, it threw her somewhat strongly-marked

features finely into relief. - Her complexion was fair,

Her blue eye. was a pleasant one, though-not betoken-
 ing any very great depth of feeling. - 1t is more ex-
pireséive now; her experiénce ‘as a wife and mother
having given it character and toné. All in'all, she
‘a8’ a well-tempered, fine-looking gitl.~ - - o
. ‘Kate ‘was not at all like her. Shg had dark, very

dark hair and eyes. - Both were called black. - Her

~vomplexion was not nearly 80 _fair as that-of her elder
‘gister, - Besides, she was frail as'a lily. She was sen-
~ gitive, shy, reserved. "Her step “was noiseless——her
voice low and musical—and her smile, though not- fre-

ytent, Wak-a strangély sweet one: when you had once

provoked it.* Bhe was thought homely ; but to me-—to
- all; indeed, who- kiew her “well—the ' thought of ‘her
plainness never occurred. ~ She could well afford to be
plain-~homely, even ; for “her-mind made you indiffer-
%itt'ot thatweore. ~ Shie hatl & great-deal of influence

with -g0y “father ; ‘and, in his melaneholy moods, {they -

S¥ere eonstitutiotial with him,) Kate’s presenee was ‘the

only 0116 He would ‘tolerate. . To her he never gave any -
eomiiahids: A stamp of his foot would frighten Lucy, J

#rkiile ‘Kate: would quietly defy all arbitrary power.
¢ T'was getting on ‘terms with Jessie, when my father
ot g, T T
% Well, Liynde, you'vé got back, eh?” - S

.- Suek -was the -gréeting.’ Countless have been the

@ . o -
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subsequént- proofs of my fathet's #ﬁ‘ecﬁen?; but such |

~ waa hisg manner ; and, for the life of me, just so long as-

that manner remained, just so long I felt that I must
lack the feeling towards him which gushed unbidden at
the glance of my foster father and mother. I feared

: my father most intensely. . - -

Such was our greeting. Jessie _aﬁd‘ mjéelé as well

B a3 my aunt, the housekeeper, and my sisters, -became

very suddenly silent. When we did:speak, it: was in
whispers ; and this is among the reasons why I think
my father appealed to the wrong principle for his au-
thority. - Luckily, a8 I thought, my brother: Grifiths
camein. He was some years my senior; ‘so much 80,
as to be taking a very considerable interest in the de-
tails of my father’s extensive business. He had out-
grown, if he had ever experienced, his fear-of parental
authority. - He was, by his constant association with
mg:i fagher, thehﬁrst to discover the affection that lurked’
under“so much apparent sternness. . Alone of us all
Griffiths was fraﬂé?gvith*him.‘ T ‘ ous i l;,
‘A noble fellow was that same Grifiths; a prime fa-
vourite with young .and-old. . Handsme, athletie, ams
bitious, companionable, possessed of much-sound sense,
cautious, but generous, what wonder that he was popu-
lar? At the very inention of his name there comes
to me the well-defined recollection of many a’ jaung
with him among the hills iind lakes of the new country.
He. loved~the woods, and. was: famous' for his. success
with hil giin ‘and: fishing-tackle.. He could' sing; too
and play passably upon ‘the flute. - + Adtégether, ho ‘wWas
what T first'called him-—a' noble fellows and whenever
my father wished to"contrast my. deficiencies with-their

.p_dt‘itgglgaﬁﬂiﬁ'g;f ﬁiﬂt@ies;: {which -he: was unwise! to de;, as
T think;) he alwayspéinted to my brother & the modek

The- feeling this provoked - is not -always: -the :most
afniable in-the woild: : A% I havé said before, my faher
laicked ‘truss-corifidénce in his children.~. In teaching -
me, it was his custom o do u thing for me, instead of .
suffering me-to do it wiyself -And-then, sf  Iidid fiot
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7 - N 4 B a h ) . ) ; t
omprehend- readily—if I blundered, he was very apé
: ::nigtl;;hé:tme, insytead of giving me,the necessary en-
.couragement. Of course I.could gain but.slowly any

in myself—or in him. This, however, l_,et

Er?: gg;é;: 0;106, “gaa\;a. pardonable defect of my faﬁger,sf ,
He was a self-made man, to use_ the. curx:enti]g l-';l.sm_\,_
and as there were few things connected with ll;g usi-
ness . transactions which he-could not do well, 1t watg
»2]-1 ite natura] that he should be somewhat impatient of

lunders of others. e
‘ ?[?3:: making a very amicable arrangement with Jes-
gie Grayson to give her. a ride on my new sled, as soon
as the -river -should be froge}& .over, ‘when my father

rned suddenly to me and sai e
tmﬂl@eﬁ?liynge, you'll have a short vacation. The
eommitte:a have hired Mr.. Wigglesworth"te k.eep-t%e
gchool this winter, and, by all accounts, he’s just the
manforit” . .

¢ When will school begin ?”’ said 1.

. % Next Monday." I shall tell Mr. Wigglesworth. to

oD 8 : look-out for.you; so you'd best min:i Wh‘at
I;ﬁ?é::ﬁlﬁﬁt, .If you ge};" flogged at :?Ehoql, i ﬂqg
you when you get home. Do you hear T o
8 g L
g 3.‘:§§?1’s fn‘ut e a good boy, Liynde,” said my aunt,
i indlytone. .- ... . o o
I,P‘;---slfal?vflgate.’s thin lips compressed as she heard the
mention of flogging ;-and Jessie pouted, and. smd,w |
-« He'd better not flog me. I'd tell. my father ! bout
. Angd thet little: expression set me -to thnkxng? Eu
- the: confrast,: in:family- discipline; between-amy father
. and kind, gentle; excelfent:old. Allan Grayson. The
. My father was in- good. temper -that evening.. T

e

neous, that his. loss would be a.mere trifle, if any thing.

Dash: had, -vecovered from :his lameness, and was as

o com o Hariy -the teamster, had been
* frisky:as -ever. . Harry Parker, the teamster, had be
as soor 10 a tempareaco sociey al tho week, and but

3. feiv of: the goods in the ;box that was dropped over-

L going home ?”
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board from - “The Empress” were seriously injured.
He chatted cosily with Griffiths—told queer stories of .

~ his younger days in Bristol, and about the Taunton

berring-fisheries—patted ‘Lucy on the head when she
asked him for a new dress: for. the Christmas ball— ,
called her an-extravagant.jade, and declared that she

was bent on ruining him. . .- ‘
“There's Kate, now,” said he; “she doesn’t ask me
for a new dress once atiage” - - .
- “No, father,” said Lucy, stoutly, “but she goes to
the store and gets just what she likes.” =~ - _
“Ahem!” said ‘my father. It was a home-thrust. .
“Well, have your own way about.it, Lucy. It’s the .
way always with the ladies. Why, Jessie, you're not _

“Yes, sir. It's alinost dark.” -
“Mayr’t I go with her ?’.said I tinii_dly;

. NO’ Birc” .

. % Oh, let him g0, George,” said my aunt .Carolx;n-e-.‘ E
“Let him go, father,” said Kate, quietly, laying

?sige-iher needle-work, and looking earnestly at my

ather. ' e

“But he'’s but just gOiwhom{af’ e
4 And what of that, father? - Jessie and he are cro-

nies; and you know how glad they are to have him: at

Mrs. Grayson's,’ ‘ R :
“For -niy: part,” chimed Ann West, “I’d be right
glad to have him out of the way, for I've got the iron-
ing to see toy to-might.” . -7 - - -
“Well, you may go, Lynde. But you must.come
back at nine o’clock. ~ I'll 'send Jerry for you.” - - -
-Jessio was'soon ready, and we left the house. - She
was muffled to the chin. She had on & hoody too, that
hid every thing but’ her eyes: but they twinkled and

8 glistened, as we jogged briskly along, with suclf mesnre-

ric witchery as has held its. sway over me throtigh
every vicissitude of my somewhat eventful life, . . -
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CHAPTER VL

THE GRAYSONS. |

« SHALL you go $0 school, Lynde ?” asked Jessie, as
we tradged. a.lo:ag. S :

“I must go.” =

C ' ' - ) o
- «Bug don’t.you like to go? Don't you want to go? |

N -
o “Whytt .
¢ Because I get whipped. o -
- «That’s becaise you are naughty sqmthmes,_Lynd}eﬁ
«1 Jnow. I g sometimes ; but sometimes they whip.
me when I’m not naughty. I've got a great scar now,
" where Mr. Birch hit me the week before Thanksgiving.
" See there!” - s o
Seg;l:le;i bent my head, and showed: her & long purple
"sear-on the back of my neck.
“Poor Lynde! I'm so sorry
show: it to your father?”
¢ What did he sayt” o .
- ¢ He laughed; and said it would make me grov.”,
«Thon I don’t like him a bit, and I won’t go to see
him any more. - I'm sure my fahher-—;.fthere: he is now,
coming for me.” -
- T looked up. - _
moodily, as-we were chlattu
was Tight.-

for you! Did you

-

s ?
- Jessie home to us, eh?”
) _‘G‘_Yes, Bir.” :

% Ab,” Lyndei! ig that -,ybt_i? 90, yo;lfre ‘bringing

.« Well, that's -neighbéurly, Ljnde. You'll go home .

with us, won't you?”
“Yes, sir.”

had been carrying my head down,
T had ng abg_utgthe sohool. - She
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Tt was not lorig before we were seated around

| blazing fire -at Allan Grayson's: He was the village .
£ clergyman. Like most of the inhabitants of Boylston,
i he was poor. He had been what is called a charity-
£ siudent.  He had gradoated with honour, and had been |
. once comfortably settled at a little village. some few
* miles from Boston. He madrried, soon -afterward, &

beautiful girl as poor as himself; and, being an’inde-
pendent “thinker, he formed: and - broached opinions

B which some of “the most straitest’ considered hereti-
8§ cal. Asa matter of course, he wis obliged to seek a
f new home.. By the merest accident in the world, he
f met my father while on- his way northward, and, catehs
B ing some portion of his -enthusiasm in' the glowing ac:
f count he gave of the new country, Allan Grayson pro-

posed to his wife to accompany the. emigrant-party.:

§ To his delight, she cheerfully acquicsced, and, in' thrae
§ days afterward, they turned their backs upon the pretty -
" village of W—-., ' SRR

To me he had 'alv&aiys shown @ gre‘a:i deal of kind~

§ ness. - My-father’s business habits had enabled him: to
§ befriend the excellenitclergyman and- his -wife—and
8 this he was never weary of doing. - It was quité natural
| that & warm friendship should spring’up, as'it did, be-
| tween the two families. Indeed; there was no place
| ‘where my father was so fond of going, especially if 'he
| were gloomy or perplexed, as to the Graysons’. Mrs,

Grayson was a remarkably still, -quiet sort of woman-—

 and my father loved quiet.” But, though quiet; and
| almost taciturn, she was not reserved. She had a
b world of housewifé tact in having one’s ¢hair in the
| right place; the ‘favourite dish upon the 'table; the
. exact proportions-of Jamaica, and sugar, and egpl, and
| huémeg, and créam in the egg-nog. Clergymen drank
| egg-nog in those days. She knew, too; how-t¢ humour
| 1y father's” whims—he ‘ was. iriclined ‘to be dopmatic
{ 20w and then—and, without knowing why, ke Was
| fully persuaded that such-another instance-of wonahly
 Perfection was never seen. Accordingly, he was sorely
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disappointed if the clergyman and his wife did nof re-
~ gilarly eat their Sabbath-dinner at his house, and
spend at least one or two evenings in the week with my

sisters. ., o B S

No matvel, then, that the good clergyman was kind
to me. Jessie was the only child; and he often said
that he would give the world if he had but a boy.

. «Never mind, boy,” he would say, “you shall be my
son. .. I'll teach you Latin and Greek, and give you an
inkling of - Bounyeastle; and when you have got your.
diploma, you shall have Jessie.” o '

. My sister Kate was' a favourite with his. wife, and
thus the two, families had formed, in the trials and pri-
vations of their, forest home, an intimacy and friendship
_%vhich contributed very largely to the happiness. of

oth. : : ’ C .
At nine o’clock my father came for me. He was
glad, he said, to have an excuse to drop in and see
them all. - , ST ;
%I am glad you did, Uncle George.” (He had
eaught the universal appellation:) Glad you did. I
don’t get out much this cold weather, and Eliza is no
gad-sbout. She makes. Jessie an excuse for all her

short-comings in repaying our neighbours’ visits.
rou seen the new schoolmaster ?” . _
“No.” o ‘

‘ Have

deal this winter. You will, won’t you, my. children ?”

¢Yes, sir,” said we in chorus.

¢I've just been telling Lynde,” resumed he, langh-
ingly, “that as I've no boy of my own, I shall have to &l
him. - And.I am_to teach him Greek and Latin, [

adopt’

and when he: gets his diploma, I'm to give him Miss

Jessie.for awife.” . : :
«Bravo, Lynde! Do you hear that, my son?”

¢ Yes, sir.”’

“It might. be, after all,” said my father, inuéingIY-

“The cbmu’;ittee\ g'i{re..me‘é‘.' good accouﬁi_‘. of him. I &
hope Lynde and Jessie will like him, and learn a great §8
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¢TIt might be, indeed, - . -
my ,oldgfrien d’ deed Stranger fhmgs have happened,
“I've been thinking, by the way,” said the olergy- %

- man, “that we ought to suggest to Mr.—Mr.—1 forget .

his name,”

. LR

L

“ngiggw?smrth g

“Mr. Wigglesworth, yes. - I have thought

gestxng to Mr, Wigglesworth—a  queer n‘:.gme't %gfﬁg-
y—+to let these little folk- go home when the school ig

~ half done, every day.. ' Don’t you think -1t too-long,' to

kq?‘p“trhem. sitting six hours on those hard benches " .-
] , venture to do it, myself:? - " - R
Ty 04 i
*Ob, they’re so da——1T beg Tour pardons=5o very
B , your pardon-—se very
dlgkm%ed, that I would sooner go to 11G?V'a.shingt;an v:;g
as kt e Pres;dént to 'dredge. ﬁuﬁ' th@{Bouquet than.
make any appeal to a sohoolmaster I e
““ They are sensitive, to be sure, Unele George. T¢
can t& '?f?l dénied, and they are a.pt’ to e a little’ 'éonf
celted ; ‘but’ think " of ‘their* trials—sixty trchif§. to

‘manage, at ten dollaty a month, and boarding ardund:"

. “True, Mr. Grayson. . ‘It-must be hard. ~ Thev: look
::)hln and weak -as?ykitténs-;f and }j jek’nbrgz'éﬁl:%:g;}ﬁg
Iclthersom? enough to fret any one.. But:itis gettin
da. e. We'll expect you to dinner to-morrow. An
on’t let Eliza and Jéssie stay at home, ag they did last

Sunday. None of ‘that, madam !”’ added ay father,

sh aki hi ; F .
Good might 1o o0 2 Mis. Grayson. - I on't allow .
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CHAPTER VII. .
A é}iﬁl;l{'m 1N THE thiicgw.rﬁﬁ.hwjiﬁ : I;Eshﬁm.-h}knnﬁbi;ipﬁ.——.
b oo ':wwq-mcm"s-dﬁﬁnn;;t_:lnaw. o B Ce
. Mug next day was the Sabbath. - It dawned over the
rude homes of - the foresters in: beauty. It has always
seemed to.me that men-are more religious among ‘the
hills: ‘Whether-it be because T was born among them,
_that the remembered forms and tones of those whose
pamesare | Lo o oo
L ‘4‘*‘Wm§n i_'n‘tht;,:rﬁbr;ss of ihe heart”. . '

cliffs—every rock, and hill,

have madeevery. arag of it :
ry.rood of its love-hallowed ,

and: vailey, and stream—eve
sward;es dear to me ag the ne
there 1 knew and. loved one. wh o (real !
e, eveén, when the physical form ,is far - from me)
waked -and nurtured all. the better impulses of my

pature, until .. .

stling to its mother; thak

i “’-‘; ) RERETIRT ; _
; T T . ¢ My Lieart,
7o L Eplavged by itd new sympathy with one,

- ol ¢ Grew bounéiful to sl
hether it be that I associate it with “the hill coun-
try” of the Holy Land, where the pilgrim’s kiss has
left its visible impress upon the marble of the monu-
ments, I know not. But the Sabbath never comes in

orw

robe o purely spi

all its soberness, and with steps so noiseless  and

) hen I sce them beautiful upon the

angel-like, as W
mountains.”’

., There was no bel
people gathered ear

1; and, as is usnal in such-cases, the

ose. -presence. (real to -

ritual, with smile’ so gladdening in.

ly at the demure-looking school-
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house, and seated themselves up ' '
156, and seated themse pon: some rude, benches,
‘which were made se of whenever. the. Ehousehhapl;’%ieéﬁ A
0 ,_gfl'thronged«.‘ This hippened but seldom. .. . ... °
There were ‘a .score, at least, chatting tog, as T
e, e i Lt o
sistors wero with me. _Grifithe was alroddy thoro. 7
‘ L’th ood ~morning, * Uncle- George,” -said.~ one - and
another, as my father passe. -He returned the greet-
ing in b hoarty way, and entored the house, ..~
T r bl 35, o G,
“Unele George,” said Thomas Thayer, (he, was: al-
wave oalled el . Thayer, (he: was; al-
vays lled Syito heyor ing ' S of s
P ﬂ‘l,:is;niorﬁing,??ni fgl};xn, .z?‘,: htetlg abfynt Parson. Q{ayﬁ
“ What 4 it, Squire Thuyer?. Of course, y_?d_ can’t .

| say any harm of him.”

“No. I'd like to dee;thé;‘!n'ﬂ:li; WhO:--ﬁ'f‘aul‘d.é dare todo

‘that here. No; we’ve been talki

 that here. X L ing the matter. over;
ﬁnd ha,jr? about -concladed ta«h’nild%ﬁimi ?11‘;?!;‘ i:?ll:;
- barn. . T'vé - agreed to fm‘*r‘iish,himza«homﬁe.;,;"Nﬁi‘gl(lbduiz

Wilson will give him a wagon ;: iny. friend. Townsend,

here, will furnish;the haruess and a comfortable slej ahs

and I understand Fogg & Gibson to.say that they will

§  furnish buffalo-robes, and provender 'for, the winters

Pty 4 B
hador owo to help put it togethen.” o mber, and &

Well, then,”” said Colonel: Abraham Miles. the. tnn.
koopr, T B i ot wih g
- “And 1" said Paul Warren, “am willix tadowha&

- Iean for him. 1 can-sparé him a fow-hushels of: pota-

toes, a little corn, and a load of .firewood.”? . . .;. -
the “way,

~ #Bo it 80," paid. the Squire. “And, by

. heighbours, not & word to him ill we. are ready-to de-

liver the articles all ¢ .

Heﬁlhb comes .noi“w-!-’:’fﬁ%?t-l‘wﬁ"fay noxt Monday week.

. Allan-Gragson- looked :as T fancythe ‘old patrischa

mast ava loaked. - i Jomg ‘haly whthe ol iy
| WA U ithing

LRSI fY ]
(R R 1
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though ‘he was ‘not  yet threescore, was moved by the
_wintry. air. - His. step” was slow; -his mien solemn,
" though not sanctimonious; and his face was lit up by a
é’m-ile guch as the Christian alone can wear. He was
aceompanied by Mrs. Grayson and Jessie, =~ .
The kindly greetings over,all entered the house. As
if ‘by magio, the low whisper, the shufiling of feet, and
the. rustle of drésses was hushed, and every eye was
fixed upon the clergyman.  He seemed utterly absorbed
in. the work of his calling ;. uncouscious of every thing
_but the fact that he stood as a priest in the presence
of the Great High Priest, feverently to do His bidding
and utter His message to the people. A portion of
Scripture was read: - A prayer and.a hymn followed.
He began very abruptly. ¢ My friends,” said he,
%there iy a great want.of charity in the world.. We
~ judge one another harshly.. Our blessed Master was
sccustomed’ to teach, you remember, in parables. . Let
me recall one of them. - - . -~ .~ '

%W gre in Jerusalem. The mountains. are’ round
about it. It is morning. The dew is still glistening

upon the flowers, and the city is.basking in the rays.of
the. morning Gun. It is the hour of prayer, and from
every streét and lane of the'city gather the early.wor-
shippers.. Amid ‘the throng, unheeded by the lordly,
self-righteous Pharisee, the scribe, or the gloomy.Sad-
" duéee, there comés a plainly clad personage to the gate
of the Temple. Many pags him by without notice ; yet
you cannot do:so, for there is infinite love in that calm,
benignant eye. There is majesty in his mien ; there i
l¢fe 1u-his smile.. SRR o P

-+ % Hush !-a tumult in the thygng;! . Some Qf them are

\"f‘,dely @Fﬂggiﬁ_g a woman— .-

A S A A ..,.:\.5-,;.;:_‘.; B e
vl st A wandering, wreétched, ‘worn, .and. weary thing'—. . - .
RN

towards the Temple. They approack. The Pharisee;
- in hig-robe :of pride, scowls:fiercely at. the,shrinking,
- tremibling culprit ; the;throng gathers around her, while

o
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her a¢cusers drag hor - £6-thé presence! of - the-hitherte
unnoticed stranger, and loudly and angrily make their

-accusation. The ‘testimony is overwhelming. ¢ The

very act’ i sworn' to by.a number.of ‘witnesses; and
the assembly is hushed itto- silence ‘aé the loudest of
the accusers says, in husky tones— -
- ¢ < Now, Moses, in'the Law, commandnd. us that such
should'be stoned : but what-sayest Thou 2. . . ...
- % And again all is ssill.” The Judge. answers not;
and a thousend eyes flash fiereely and angrily upon-the
criminal,: ad, with a’timid glanee of ;inquiry, she lifts
her tear-bedimmed -eyes to His face.: All is yet. still
as the house of death.  The benignant Judge jsﬁjqi}'a
down, and with his finger writes. in' the dust, as
though he heard themmet. . .. ' . . 0.
“ Poor, sorrow-stricken, guilty soul!” exclaimed. the
preacher, abruptly, fear not.- Thou hast a‘.-‘Jti?dgé_ﬁﬂb
can be: touched with, the. feeling of ithy infirmities.
Tempted: in-all points like thee, he knoweth: oyr. framo
that we arecbut dtist: - . . o ;-::\i? e {,
_“Hark! . They cry:.out again in frantic clamour, for
the sentence! . The Judge hes avisen:- Listen!..: . 1
%< He that i3 without sin among you; let hip, first
cast a gfoné-at fer . -And again.he stpomgéﬁdiw}iﬁe;;

E®  upon the ‘ground.. There is a. moment’s pause,. aid

then, self-condemned; -guiltily; ‘one by - one: they steal

away—sand the Judge and the Qﬁg}g&:lgi@fg;ghnifﬁ_ ?
“{Woman !"said He; $where are.those thine ae-

cusers ¥ Huth:no man'condémnedithee?s . .+ .- .-
e Ng man, Lord." .. v $ R,

[}
Lolate o

“Jesus saith-ynto. her, Jﬁ’lﬁiﬁké@- do

Go and sin no more!’ "

oI condemn, thee!

2 ~

Vet
i EX N ey
SEL 7

S A

o ,‘1 AT ‘ PR ';:’.-:: £ L;»,\—_}»}_‘g av :‘:,‘{;{g{ ‘, & '
| 1 have but lamely, and with rude dashes of the pen-

¢il; painted - the picturerwhich: old'Allen Grayeon, diew
in "':wyf;d;-;% startling, tear-proveking Hdelity.. Moved: h?
hig: eloqueriol; you: cotld aéh- the  oroneling eriminal-r
the; ‘bi&oéﬁtihlirsﬁyfsamuéerk:ﬁhe’: eaget’ curiogity .of -one,

e ¢ . .
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and " the heartless indifference - of ‘another. in the

throng

,* * . +Thé blunt monster with uncounted heads, L
b The still-discordant, wavering multitude,”.

Your folt' the almost -breathless silence. -You scarcely
drew your own breath; as, in & fever of excitemerit, you
awaitéd the fate of the poor wretcl, trembling in the
fiercé ‘clatch of “her accusers. ~“You saw the benignant
look of pity in the eye of the Judge.. You saw the
“throng slink guiltily away-; and the hot tears gushed to
’ '?"d@if eyes as you heard the words,  Neither do-I con-
demn 'thee! -Go, and gin no more!” o 7
A hymn was now sung, and the roof rang with the
ildste of hundreds'of voices. =~ - - . - .

1 . va

¢ After anoth

+wad' fronomiced, and the congregation 'broke up. . . .
Tt had been very. cold during Saturday night, and
the Bouguet was frozen over. There were still-many
‘placés; however, where® the current was so strong that
the ice-Wad yet thin, while-apparently it was of uniform
‘thickness, Lo v aca oo T L e e

&' My 'father was jn’ hospitable mood. that day. Be-
Igideg the dquire aid’the clergyman, with his-wife and

‘daiighiter; Fogg 'and Gibson accompanied us home. -Of

course; there: was 1o room for the:little folk: at the
-table: -+ Thie. dinner was: 8don in readiness; and, -the
guests having tasted my father’s Jamaicd,all sat-down.
Meanwhile Jessie and I went into. the: office; from''the
MEGWS‘M which wer could-look dut upon the xiver.~ It
was now high noon. U o

T wag always restless, or, as-a phrenologist would .

3
2

S @fav%ry sotive tetnperament: . “As.T-looked
it uplon 'thHé ice, glistening in. the’ sunbedms,i (for it
FHhd frodén in’ ihirrorlike smoathness,) it sirucl me that

-g- Bhidéttipon the ies was, ofall things-in the:world, pre- )

ceigelyothip kifid of: dmuserhent: that - suited - my: faricy at
that particular moment. ~~ -

i

or brief prayerjthe sol‘emﬁ‘bénedictiog‘
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- % Jessie,” said I, suddenly. . o e, oo

. “What!. . Why, how you frightened me; Lynde.”...,

“Let’'s go and-slide on the ice, will you?” . ..
 “No, Lynde—it's: Sunday.” . - - . . & ..

- “What of that, Jessie?”, -~ . " .. .
. :; Wh’q, of course it 'would be wrong. - Father always
BalR 80, . o LT- T e e
- ““Well, but we won’t slide moré: than five minutes;
and'we can get back before dinner is over.” S

Much against her. better: judgment, I coaged her to
go.. The weather was how mild, and the day was one
of those sunny winter-days when Jt is hardest to:stay
in doors. We:soon reached the ice. :Jesste canght the
excitement after I had:proved: the strength of. the ice
by a few slides,and :we.ventured out farther and farther
every time. - Bésides,; I had takenia stick: in-my hand,
and I showed: hér -how“strong ;the .ice was: by the at-

~ tempt to break a hole  through-it; - T ¢ontinued te uge.

it as:iwe. went '-jfai'tflierf out,-and; as it did ‘not_break
through, we lost all fear of aceidénts. . It ko happened
that there was a place in the main chahnel of the river

~where a;bed of rocks swerved: the: ¢urrent- from. its

course, and served to'keep-the watér in' such:commo-
tion,: that it. was usually the last apdt 4o be frozen. ..;
-4 Don’t igo out there too far,” said I, as:1 saw Jessie

. - venturing beyoud where'I had gone. -:}f"‘,Wagii; Aill Iiry

the ice with my’ stiell’s - -0 0 LT e T
~ “Qh,no, I'm not afraid, Lynde,” was the reply; and,
running: back: & little'way,.she staried’forward. again
with-all:her-strefigth. I :Notto: be: distanced,. I. followed

berv.o As, fortane’ would -have!! it;: however; my oot
slippdd:‘just s I had:gathered ‘all my énergies for the

last spring, and I went sliding along with: half wmy nsual
yelocity.« ;A sharp cfacking of the:1ce:caught; my ecar.
With ‘a startling shriek, Jessie went throwgh: the. ige;
My own-momentuin- ¢arriéd’ mé: within & yard of ‘the
place where she ' had: fallen but; before I could ¥each
the little hand that was Siretched imploringly - towards
e, she sank, and: the current gwept kor UNDER/thel ice !
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She ﬂoated s]owly along,. hior:form #isible benesth’ the
ice, While; in® an’ Mg ny.iof : terrory 1. had’ not: ‘power to
utter a word, , My first “iihpulse was to Tun “to ‘the
~ house for help, and, as I tumeﬁ t0 go, I saw; three eor
four fathoms below, an open: spot:in. the ice; (su@h as
theboys call “air-holés;) whidhchad: net:yet frozen. To

that—scarce knowing what I-did, my feelings wrought

ap to's frenmed pnch af excsueement—e-l cautfousl y made
my way. i

-0 God ! what moments Were: fhose to me’ Persons
fwhb ‘have narrowly ‘escaped .drowning; say that in B

nifigle’ minnte ahost :of thoughts: cross the mind with -

‘the. mp:ﬂm “of lightning, --It.was-s0 -with me, - Theé
thiotght of My folly- in~ enticing- her: away from' the

hﬁ’ﬁﬁeu—dof liér: being so dear-to mé—and of the icer:

faiine§ plmost'that she was lost to me-for ever—of her
ﬁareﬁzts, ‘berenved: aﬁ&fcomfortlesa-ohy what & tomnt
of’ a ony-poured in upon my soul'! . :

T gained the edg&‘of* the. air-hole bafore the eurrent

Imd Hotwe the! strapgling gird to it, and; lying down on -
th iice, I'strotehed the pols, shich. I still ‘held in:my .
hand; aerosy the opening. -As Jeasie floated past:it, 1

%ﬁght thieskirt of her dress, arid; breaking the: edge of
the iee; I hauled ‘her head: abﬂve the: surface..of the

foter, A gasp bud-a ‘frightened glance told me: that
’&hé wadistilf in"possessiqn-of her/sensés; and;  thrill -of

joy went’ through my frame as‘fL‘smd ito hrsyself “'I

ha#é&%ﬂd‘ h&?f’ " ~'§ -"; SITNER T 1 ix Ve,
. F wagreckoning oo ﬁaesh.,v Twais tiot: stmg enngh

i:a "pﬁﬁ ‘her. ‘out mf the water; dnd a8 often: &9 gheclpine -

Iered;partially-wpon: thevick, the: ,edge of b gave way.

Fhis happened. Jpeveral ! m;g ahd "X W tha’a %wr' 3

btveng @m&givmg Wl 5oz o] i
X4 ﬁ@%l&hm&dxﬁmgr Iaynﬂ.a‘ qDad? E.ynd\e;,damft
mimﬁgaﬁﬁﬁ“wﬁ i ] -Ti A ‘ L e 33

% Jowomity Jessioll Ban 4 b ﬁﬂghztemedh Leﬁw 0 thm

%&ﬁd atid ude youriright hand:to) help youna@if,” gaid
iw‘Tl'yr&IwB mam, Jess’lei” Fangd G i (1‘% ;f-[.‘rf,i

Fofhe didy and wais: faivly:on the edge of thes ioeywhen

“HUSH—GO AND CUT A ST-I_fcx p
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it agam gave way, nearly precipitating me .into: th’
water. The hole was now so large that the stig
would no longer reach across it. - Jessie was clingis
to me with a frantic grasp, and I now began to .think
that both were destined for the same awful death whezl
suddenly a loud shiout reached my ‘ear. BT
. “Hold on, Lyndé!- Hold gn-for your LIFE, my bqy.g T
Don’t let go, my brave fellow! Hold hard ! P :
And with a long plank on his shoulder, Paul Wa.rren

came running towards us. He stopped a little. way
from us, and, running the plank’ to the edge of -the ice,
crawled to us. . Girasping both of us, he drew us away
to the firm ice. Taking Jessie in his arms; and: sexzmg |
-one.of my hands, be led me off the ice. In ] few o~
~ ments we were beside a blazing fire. . -

‘Great was the commotion. ~Ann, West was ‘th& ﬁrst
to hear the bustle in the office, ~She: gave-me & volley .
of réproaches as she led Jessie away to hes.own room
for a change of clothes; and my father, heamu sthe. -

“out. :

“Hello! how's this ? Wha.t 8- to pay ‘?”
“TLynde has been on the ice, and §

little girl ;—might as well have drown

she as she shut the door. . '

In came the guests—Mr. Graysomand 1115 wife_half
frantic with terror. 0y 5
“Where 75 she?
Grayson. :
“She’s safe, maamflmnw—-»asaf'as
alarmed. Ann is takin 2
But before he could ﬁ' ’

ice? Go out and cub lﬁ

- “Ob, don’t flog . himj-Une

Wa,rren “ He savedherhis
“ Saved her, indeedt!":

unusual noise, entered the office Just as. ‘she Was. gqmg' L
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by the interference in his domestic’ management. “T
flatter myself, Paul, that I know how to manage my
own family. ~He deserves a whipping for disobeying
mg{r orders about going on the ice, and he shall have
‘i‘t“” ,. - . : \.f., - ) . C -
* Paul made no reply; but I saw his black eye flash,
his face grow pale, and his nether lip gathered between
his teeth, in'a way that betokened the strife of passion.
. «Why don’t you go, sir 2"’ said my father, in a voice
of thundeér. -~ e :
.- T did not stir. For the first time in my recollection,
T Zooked at him in his anger. I grew strangely calm
and ' self-possessed, while L saw his herculean frame
quivéring with passion, - B
«“ Won't you go, sir 2" gaid he, fiercely.
«No! I won't go!” said I, stoutly; and I caught
Paul Warren'’s-hand, and clung to him for safety.
“«You won't go? We'll see, sir. You shall go!
Here's a horsewhip will serve the turn.” - ‘

< «But, Uncle George!” said Squire Thayei' and the

clergyman in a breath, ¢ you surely”—

«ontlemen, stand back! Stand back, I say! Am
I in'my own house?”. - R -

Ho raised theiwhip.  Quick as lightning, Paul War-

“ren thrust me behind him, and said in & low tone, while
his breath hissed between his clenched teeth, - .

“No, sir! There shall be no flogging here, unless
you flog .the boy over a dead man’s body. George
Weiss, stand back ! or by”-— _ S
"My father raised his brawny arm, (he had the
strength of three common men;) and aimed a-blow af
Paul Warren which might have felled an ox. '

" His arm was caught from behind by the gentlemen
who had left the table, and had silently. witnessed the
-geéne in the office. = T
« For shame, George Weiss !’ exclaimed the clergy-
man. “I'm ashamed of you! Think! The Sabbath-
day, sir] My daughter just saved: from death! - For
. shame, sir! “Areyoumad?’. -
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- ¢Unhand me, gentlemen !” said my ,
husk}y}f tone. E'I'.‘?hgr still-held him, w7 fat?er, malow,
“Won't you? Then there with you !” he hurle
both to theyﬂoor. P th (v'uth_ jou. g he huﬂ?d
I bad seldom seen my father in a passion—never in
such a one -as then mastered him. Whenever I fad
thus seen him, I obseryed that the moment he had
struck a blow, or discovered that he -had wounded the
feelings of his antagonist, he was disarmed and ready
to beg forgiveness. It was so now. No sooner had he
thrown the two men to the -floor, than the revulsion
took place, and, falling backward into a chair, he buried
his face in his hands, and wept. | o
“Leave him to me,” said Paul to Mr. Grayson and

. the squire; and they left the office. . Fearful was the

paroxysm of my father’s grief. It was long before he
could regain his self-command.

“Paul, my old friend, forgive me!” said he, as he
rose, at length, from his chair. “Lynde 'm,y son
come here.” ' : ’ o
Weﬁ}gtobeyed, and put my arms around his neck and
“Don’t ery, my son,” sai ' o« |
goodl\;boy, aixj@rd 3,—_..‘7 " aid he, gfanﬁly- | You are a

“No, father, I'm not.a good boy. I dis ' ]
and I ought. to be whippedf.;”‘ 7 sobeyed ym,l,’

“Say no more about it, my soi. There, wipe away
the tears, and let us go to the sittingroom,”

We went. The squire and the clergyman were gone.
My aunt Caroline was sitting with Ann West and. my
sisters in a silent circle about, the fire. Griffiths came
in. He had not heard of the accident ; and he looked
inquiringly at us as he saw, by the unusual expression
on the faces around, that something unpleasant had
occurred. He said nothing, however, but seated - him-
;;elf near my sister Kate, and took a book In, his hand.

aul took his leave. The afternoon wore silently away,

] ;md all of us were ill at ease. Kate, however; managed .
1o restore good humour at tea-time; and in the evening
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the. squicé;. Mr.- Grayson, Mrs.. Grayson, and Jossio
“came in, and spent the evening. . No allusion-was made
to’ the séene in. the  office ; ahd;.as-the gentlemen were
free and sociable, my father saw that he was forgiven.
‘He regained his ysual flow of spirits. Jessie sat, mean-
‘while, with:me, between her mother and my aunt. Her
‘hand wah in mine. - We talked of the accident; and-a
thrill of joy flew along my veins as she pressed my
hand in bidding me good-night, and said, in a -‘lowtq,n?,
«. %It was you that saved me, Lynde, and I sha'n’t
forget it as Jong as T live™ . - ' ol e
- -We were unnoticed in the bustle of leave-taking.
My father’s arm-chair was. between us'and most of the
“persons in the reom’; and, hastily and stealthily—there
were two faces under the pink-lined hood ! - W

. 'CHAPTER VOL .

' SCHOOL-DAYS.—JONAH. WIGGLESWORTH.—EXPERIMENTS,

TrE next week I went to school. = My;recollgcrtioﬁs
of thiose ddys ‘are of mingled pleasure and pain—of
ambition and hopeless serfdom—of . the keenest delight
and of utter ‘disgust. * T .confess, however, that I think
the pictures’ we' have; in ‘most -of our’ modern por-

. traitures of schoolmasters, are unfavourably overdrawn,
T have read not a few books in which it seemed to be
the ‘aim’ of the suthor to concentiate every thirig'dis-
gusting’and revoliing i the charactor of the téacher ¢
B0 far' as my chservation and  experience sefve me,
teachors ‘are’seldom cofidciotsly unjust—sgardoly ‘ever
40, except’in ‘dases Whiere o pupil lias worn ous thié ‘ordit
nary, a3, fhe dultivated stock-of human eqdarance.
am free 10 donféss] bitterly as I hated the schookroom,
dosperatel 4 Ltns threntond ot upon thetnh
s who flogFed me; that T was in most cages deserving
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(and riclily 80) of all the chastisement I received. -The

faults of teachers then were the faults of the day:

The rod was the great panacea. Children were sent
to school (as they often are now-a-days) to get them
out of the way. That is to say, the teacher was paid
a beggarly pittance to do what the parents wWere too
lazy, or stupid, or weak, to do themselves—to govern
the child—to produce a hundred-fold, not only in the
good ground, but in the thorns, upon - the rock, and
by the wayside. He was valued as the ass is valued—
for his capability of endurance of hardship and toil,
and his- (unthanked) fidelity beyond other animals.of
his class ; and they who were never in good-humour at
home were those to whom a moment’s irritability, pro-
voked by nastiness, stupidity, laziness, or mulish obsti-

- - nacy, was the unpardonable sin.

But to my story. Mr. Wigglesworth was the .anti-
podes of all I had been expecting in the person of the
new schoolmaster. He was a short, squatty, and some-
what corpulent man, from Vermont. The ‘wrinkles
about his eyes were eloquent of fun, and the more so
by contrast with his assumed gravity. His learning
was confined within exceedingly narrow limits. Not
80 his vanity ;. but this last was so good-humoured a
feature in him, as to be very pardonable. - He wore a
very wide-brimméd hat, underneath which he wore his
hair brushed up fiercely on end. He wore green-spac-

tacles, too; and used a huge, queer-looking cane, with

a fox’s head ecarved on the handle. I never saw him

‘save in one dress, winter or summer, the same being
about the rustiest, most antiquated and dilapidated

structure of cloth and stitches which it has been my lot
to behold in this ¢ vale of tears.” His trousers barely
reached ‘the tops of a'pait of cow-hide boots, which
might have served as pontoons for the ferriage: of
ordnance, and which were only allowable in a new
country, with a sparse population, where land is not
sold by the square foot. ~They (the trousers) were of
a rusty, brownish yellow. 'aThe “nap” was worn off,
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snd a perceptible gloss pervaded the principal points
© of exposure. . : ‘

’ Hig coat was of light blue, with well-worn brass but-
tons, and of the cut yolept “swallow-tail,” with a collar
- réaching up to the philoprogenitive organ of his .cra-
pium. A white neckeloth, and a collar that seemed
to be doing outpost duty, as a supporter of his ears,

threw his round, full-moon-like, rubicund visage into .

full relief. , | B
Some two or three score of us were assembled when

he came. He walked directly to the desk, (it did ser-

vice ag a pulpit on the Sabbath,) without the slightest

greeting. - There arrived, he commenced operations by .

faking a hige old-fashioned watch (whose weight was
little more than sufficient to prevent the massive chain
and saperabundance of seals from hauling it out from
" the-fob) and hanging it on a nail.” His coat was simi-
larly disposed of; and when he had brushed his hair
yet more stifly on end, his: keen, shrill, nose-twanged
tones rose high above the urchin-din, in the abrupt
order— ‘ _ . .

“There, naow ! git yer seats, all on ye! I'm goin
fur to read the rewls/” ‘

He read them, and praceeiled to read a chapter from-
the Bible. Then the classes were f_'orm,ed. It came

my turn to read.
 “Who are yaou?”
“My name’s Lynde Weiss.” w . ,
«Git aout! I never heerd such a name. What's
the first name, d’you say.?” 4 .
“Lynde.” .
-$%Wal, I trust yaouw'll get yer cranium lined this
winter 2 and hé Jooked up to see if anybody perceived
the pun. “Never heerd t'other name either, as I

. knows on. Anyhow, it's & darned queer 'un. Hold

up yer head, and read aout—Loup !” :
I got through the first day. ,nme:ly; but the days
- were. few, during that long winter, in which I dzﬁ not
- gomehow provoke his ire. ~ “I declare tew man!” was
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his favourite expletive when irritated, and no one called

it forth oftener than I. I learned easily, and therefore

deferred learning my tasks until the latest moment.
There was a row of urching on the sameé seat with me,
and tired (oh ! Aow tired I used to get on those.strait-
backed, deal benches!) of sitting so long, we would
either imitate the Irish in :

“ Fighting for conciliation,”

- or else contrive to get into a general titter of laughter.

Once excited, my risible muscles were beyond my con-
trol, and I laughed even under the whip. S
“I declare tew man!” said Mr. Wigglesworth, (his
prenomen was Jonah, but he always wrote his name
J. Wigglesworth,) * them ’ere boys pester me tew death.
I say, there! yaow! LynDE! ¢'m ’ere to me!”’ '

_ He would then ply bis whip with praiseworthy vigour,
breathing, meanwhile, with an' asthmatic wheeze, until

‘his wrath was appeased. I grew careless of the rod

and his admonitions, and bethought me of some plan of
revenge. With two or three other urchins, equally the

- victims of his occasional ire, (heralways tried persuasion

and ghostly counsel before resorting to the whip,) I
finally matured a plan, which I considered not only very
ingenious, but highly original. I was familiar with the
plan of sticking pins in the bench on which he sat—of
putting a brick in his coat-pocket as it hung against -
the wall, while his attention was absorbed by a “sum”—
of pinning papers to its skirt when it was on him—and
other similar plans of -annoyance.” I now Sfattered
myself, however, that I had concocted a scheme which
would amuse the school and defy detection. - B
Accordingly I prepared, with the assistance of &

‘blacksmith, a thin piece of iron, with holes for nails, to

serve as a spring, and bent it perhaps an inch out of

the horizontal line. This I nailed heneath the bench

where he usually sat. I then bored a very small hole,
through which I passed 'a large darning-needle, and
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tied the needle to the spring by passing a stout thread
through the eye. of the needle- and around the spring.
To the same spring I tied a bit of small cord, and

assed it through a hole in the floor. * I then went out-
gide the school-house, and passed the string up through
ashole'in, the floor, (bore ‘to let the water off when the
house was scrubbed,) near my usual seat. There were
other- similar holes in different parts of the house.

At length my plan was matured, and every thing
was in readiness. I never shall forget the day and the
scene.. It was a dark, rainy, foggy, disagrecable morn-
ing, during the January thaw.”  dJonah was mani-
festly in the doldrums. He came in with a very digni-
fied air and took his seat. He looked around with an -
ominous.-scowl that had wellnigh frightened me from -
my. purpose. I put on my ‘demurest look, however,
and awaited my opportunity. It came. He opéned
the Bible at a chapter in the Old Testament, and I re-
member that he had just read the words, ¢ All flesh i
grass,” in his deepest twang and nost drawling tone,
vhen, suadente diabolo, I gave the strmg a most
vigorous pull, and let it go.

- %Qm!” shouted, or rather roared, Mr. ngglesworth
as he dropped the Bible and sprang “high in_air,”
after the manner of an Indian chief in a war-dance:
“Ou! Murder! dod ding it all tew dingnation! Who
done that 'ere 2"

The school now burst into one general roar of laugh-
ter, de profundis, loud, long, irrepressible. Jonah's
. face erimsoned with rage as he looked beneath the
bench and saw the spung His rage mastered his cau-
tion.” He pulled the string, as I expected he would,
through the hole, and, of course, lost all clue to the
offender. . The chapter was not finished: that morning.
The story got. abroad, and Jonah Wigglesworth de-
camped to.the more congemal atmosphere of the Grreen
Mountams :

" In reviewing the scenes of my school-days, I look,
with a regret which I have no words to express, on the
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folly, and worse than folly, of which I was guilty, in
* thus adding to the cares and perplexities of the most
* harassing toil beneath the sun. I would that I could
recall them, or, if that be impossible, that I could see
the men who were ‘disposed to be kind to me, and
would have been so but for my waywardness and folly;
nay, who were kind to me, and patient with me, despite
my faults and misconduct. When I think of the toil
and care—the fault-finding of patrons whom nothing
can please—the hopelessness of fame or distinction— -
the grudgingly-given, pitiful stipend of his. toil—the
want of all sympathy for the teacher’s triald, and =
thougand other désagrémens of the profession, (if I may
so dignify it,) which experience has revealed to me, I
may be pardoned for saying that I so deeply regret
those errors and follies of my school-days. - .
As I may not have occasion to refer to Mr. Wiggles-
worth agair 5} may not be amiss to say fhat I saw him
a year or twd'since, during a trip from Burlington to the
Notch of the White Mountains. .He had married soon
after he left Boylston, and had a family of fine, ckubby
children. - I -confessed and received absclution for my
practical experiment on the elasticity of .iron; and he
told the story, laughing till the tears ran down. his
cheeks, to his wife. S : o
«“Yaou was rather a frisky chap, I guess, in them
days,” said she to me, as he finished the story. o
“I'm afraid I was,” said I, penitently, and I bade
them a good-morning and drove on. o
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CHAPTER IX.

THE ACADEXY.—COMPANIONS.—LYNDE BECOMETH ATTENTIVE TO
. MR, CLAYBANE.—LYNDE'S IMPROVED SYSTEX OF SMOKING,

WE eX'chaﬁged King Log for King Stork. The suc-
cessor. of Jonah Wigglesworth was & genuine Tartdr. I
received: 3 severe. flogging the first day, and- something

like & Score.of my compeers received a similar earnest

of -the policy of the new administration. - I wag pretty
thoroughly got into harness by his lynx-eyed vigilance

and uncompromising exactions. Months -rolled away.

Yoirs passed. . Political excitement made its way even
to the quiet. village of Boylston. The State was tossed
on the billows of faction in the mimic war of the Clin-
tonians and Bucktails, My father took a warm interest
in' politics; and was elected to the. Legislature, or As-
sembly, as the: New Yorkers. are wont to call it. = Sub-
sequently he-was sent to Congress as a'member of the
lower house, :and: gave, as-far as I can learn, very
~ general satisfaction to his constituents.” -~ -
- .Tn the meantiine, I had left the district-school for-the
academy, or 'perhaps I should say. boarding-school, as
the-institution. combined: more of the features of that
class of schools. The Reverend :Theophilus- Winter
was my instructor. He was a most worthy man. He
was of exceedingly small stature—neat, precise, and of
a heart that overbalanced his head ; for, like most stu-

dents, he was no financier, I shall never:forget the .

careworn expression that met my eye when I first saw
him. The exercises of the school had already com-
menced. He was surrounded by about forty pupils,

from the age of eight to twenty; and all were in a

small, low, hot, unventilated room. HHe was initiating
a class into the mysteries of Fisk's Adams’s Latin
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Grammar. I stood sadly embarrassed; while my Uncle
Hugh (who superintended my fathet’s business while
he was absent) made the necessary arrangements, . It
required all my firmness——and I could muster a deal of.

it in an emergency—to prevent my eyes from telling

tales of me when my uncle left me among that throng
of strange faces. I found it impossible to'study. The
keen, piercing, yet kindly eye of the teacher met mine

-occasionally, as I looked around on the group of faces;

and the furrows on his ample forehead, worn there by

the toil and cares of years, won for him my ready and

hearty sympathy. I became attached to him.. =
The first and most striking contrast I noticed be-

~ tween my. old and new home was in the meagre fare~=

the apology for tea and coffes—the quantity of butter,
(greater than nothing by ¢ no assignable difference,”).
and usually rancid, and the scanty allotment of.other
palatable food.. This, let me say at once, was not pro- -
perly chargeable to Mr. Winter, for his“terms were so,
very low, that to have furnished us good food, in proper
quantity and variety, would have more than exhansted
Lis scanty revenues. R
R I soon made acquaintances.. All my previous stiffer-,
ings under the rod had not yet taught me self-governs
ment, and my pranks began to-attract the attention of.
Mr. Winter.- I was astounded one morning by, an
abrupt summons to. go forward to his.desk. * = . |
. “Was it you who put the agafeetida on Mr. Clay-,
bank’s (’&he usher’s) stove ?”’ said he, with some stern-
ness. o
“No, sir.” L
- “Had you any thing to do in hiding his boots, ‘this
morning ¥4, - o LD e
“No, sir.” . . '

" %D you: kiaow who:
- Tagt i Thursday .. -
- Yes, sir.”” '-

“ Who was it ?”’
I made no reply.- .

P '

illed the stove-pipe.with grass,




56 LYNDE WEISS.

«Had you any hand in it ?’
" «Tn the pipe, sir 17 o
“ ANSWE%pn;e,- sir! Did you assist in filling the
ipe?” L S
P\ b Nb, ‘Si-l'-” - ’ ‘ " ’ - . .P"
'+ «Perhaps somebody assisted you. Wasitso?".

¢ Yes, sir.” R . ) | |
¢ Well, Master Lynde Weiss, permit me to say to
you, that I've heard of your pranks before, and that if

ou de mot alter your course, you will be dlsn;lggedl

from this institution.”” |
_ This public reprimand was -of some temporary ser-
vice. 1 was for a time a model of hard study, and of
the profoundest and most respectful deference to both
the excellent clergyman and his somewhat unamiable
wsher. S . .
-+ Tt was at this- school that I became acquainted with
gseveral boys iho ‘were subsequently my clagsmates in
college. There were two with whom I was more espe-
olally intimate. -One of them was a son of Mr. David
Fogg, of the firm of Fogg & Gibson, with whom I was
‘already acquainted ; the other, a son of-a clergyman
~ gettled in'a village some thirty-five miles from Boylston.

Barney Fogg was the-most studious of all the pupils at -
-the ‘AHenville Academy.  He was my sntipodes in -

almost every thing. . - - ] P
“ Barney,” I would say to him sometimes, “let’s go

and have a skate on the lake.,” (Allenville was on the
Take-shore.) - . |
“Jcan’t,” .
- «“Why, Barney ?”’ o |
’ “I’ve‘y‘,a Greelz lesson to get,” and without further
reply, he would mutter in a be",e,-’hive, trqumﬂl*hk&
monotone,  Tupto, tuptess, tuptei ! L
%k, hang the Greek; Barney ! Let's have o skato.”
« You can go if you've a mind to. - Etupsa, etup-
sas”___ ‘ .
“Won't you go, Barney!”
“No! Tetupha, tetuphas, tet"—
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I did not ususlly wait beyond the declension of the
optative mood; and while I left him, vexed at his
dogged, indefatigable, hum-deum devotions to the
Greek divinities, he was: a3 unruffled as the surface of
his favourite lake among the mountains. Despite all
our -diversity of habits'and tastes, we were (as indeed
were Mr. Fogg 'and my father) fast friends. I had

- come opportunely to his assistance one day, when two

latge boys were endeavouring to beat him ; and he had,
on one occasion, pulled me, half-drowned, from a rift
in the ice. ' : c
James Allen was a somewhat more-congenial spirit.
We were chums and clasgmates. ~ Fe was a small, thin,
frail, but very intellectual lad; whose moral and intel-
lectual nature had an undisputed sway over the animal.
With me, the two principles were in almost ceaseless

~ warfare. I envied him his quietness and self-control

They seemed inborn. = On his part, hg became very
warmly attached to me, in spite of my wayward freaks
and unaccountable moods; and we built many a score
of those airy chateaux which, by all accounts, must

- cover very nearly the whole of the broad lands of Cas-

tile and Arragon. We kept journals. We walked and
rode together, and he used to'go home with me at vaca-
tions.” We were almost constantly together. His habits

- of study, however, were of a cast far better, than mine.

His lessons were learned uniformly well, and he studied
the prescribed number of hours. - I, on the contrary,
studied intensely and with scarcely any exercise or re-,
laxation, (sometimes without regularly going to my
meals,) for.days in succession, and then I did nothing
worth mentioning for a week. He waxed pale and thin
with study and confinement, and -was troubled with a
cough in winter time that gave his friends much un-

~ easinessy while my active habits made me more robust.

The memory of my reprimand wore gradually away,
and my appetite for mischief returned. Several small
offences were insufficient to shake -Mr. Winter's. confi-
dence in my recent reformation. An accession of
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pupils came in one morning, and I was billeted upon
Mr. Claybank. There were two beds in the room. The
usher was a very prim, fastidious sort of man. An
offensive smell, an unusual bustle, a mistake in a
lesson, a.:soiled hand, or a rumpled collar, were his
utter abomination. Nervous, irritable, whimsical, he
was my favourite subject of experiment. Many a jere-
miad. did the chambermaid listen to, in consequence of
divers unsightly stains upon his pillow; constant re-
movals of his books (it frétted him to have a book or a

pen, even his paper-cutter, removed) from the position’

which it was his wish that they should occupy, and
other similar annoyances. Pins were found m his
sheets. His razor escaped, now and then, from the
- gagse. The chambermaid protested (as well she might)
her entire innocence, .= © & , -
“Ts it me ye mane, Misther Claybat”— ,
¢« Mr. Claybank-—Claybank is my name, Margaret.”
¢ Claybank “thin, or Clayshank—it’s the same to
me—av ye lay the bla’gard thricks to me!”
“ Well, but. who does them, if you don’t 2
. %Qch! botherashin ! Don’t be afther accusin’ a poor,
lone woman as niver dhramed of doing the laste taste
in life o’ mischief till anybody in the world.”

And with the air of injured innocence she would
stalk out of the room with a. swing “aiqual to the
queen.” I'snggested that the boy Tim, who made our
fires, might be the offender. Mr. Claybatk called Tim
and questioned him. Tim lifted his. hands in mute
astonishment. o , , L

«Did I lifs the books, is it, Misther Claybank ?”

"« Yes, Tim, that's the question I asked you. Here

are my books all bottom-side - up. My pen. is two
inches déep in the ink, and I am certain that I left the
inkstand corked; for. the ink evaporates so, and gets
thick when it’s exposed to.the air. Did you move my
books ¥’ L | ‘
“ Av coorse I didn’t, Misther Claybank, I~ =
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«That will do, Tim; you may go. Who can it be,
Lynde?” : B : : : :

“Sure enough,” said I, - N

«Qf course, Lynde, you wouldn’t anney me in this
wayt” - T . -

“ Mg, sir 2 S ST

“No, it couldn’t be you. Forgive me! But, really,
this is too bad. There was a kind of powder on the.
pillow-case last night that kept me sneezing till two
o’clock.” : : o S

‘ What could it have been ?” said I, démurely.

¢« The Lord knows! There’s a kind of snuff, I be-
Lieve, which sometimes has that effect. And besides,
now I think of it, do you use tobacco, Lynde ?”

“No, sir.,” - T

%80 I supposed. But there has been a strong smell-
of tobacco about the room to-day; and if there is any
thing I do detest more than any other, it is that nasty
weed.” . el : .

Mr.  Claybank’s olfactories did not deceive him.
Knowing his aversion to the weed, I had- bought a-
pound of fine-cut tobacco, and sprinkled it plentifully
under the cloth that covered his table. He kept smff-
ing at intervals, with every sign of extreme irritability.

“Don’t you smell it, Lynde ?” I

“ What, sir?” - _

“ Why, the nasty tobacco?”. C e

“Yes, sir,” said- I, also sniffing, “I think I do smell
something like tobacco.” = = - -

Mr. Claybank retired early that night, leaving the
window a little way open. Not content with what L -
had done, I now devised a new and more terrible an-
noyance. The little table at which I sat in Mr. Clay-
bank’s apartment was near the window. - In one of the
lower ‘panes a small hole had been broken, which Mr. -
Winter had been promising to repair, but which he:con-
stantly forgot in the thousand other cares of the house
and school. The window was directly beneath a semii
circular window in the gable, and in that also there

"‘?-
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was a broken pane. The stove-funnel went through an
aperture in the ceiling consuierably larger than the
funnel. '

When Mr. Claybank had fallen mto a sound sleep, I
cautiously opened my trunk and took out the *paper”
of tobacco. I then left the room, and ascended the

stairs to the attic. - Taking a piece of board, I covered

it with tobacco, and raised it to so sharp an angle of
inelination, that & very'slight movement would be suffi-
cient to send a portion of the tobacco down. through
the aperture in the ceiling directly upon the stove. I
then tied a thread to the board, passed it out of the

window in -the ga.ble, and, going to M. Ula,ybank’ '

room, 1 hauled it in.
He had not been asleep more than an hour when he
woke with a violent colic. My organ of benévolence

(phrenologlcally speaking) was excited. I ran down
stairs for the peppermint, and had the pleasure to dis-

cover that it gave him almost immediate relief.
““You're a good boy, Lynde,” said Mr. Claybank. I
winced. “You were ' rather raughty, though, when
you first’ came here, and I'm.sure there’s no one who
more sincerely reJomes to see the mnprovement in you

than I. I feel as if I could go to sleep agaln now.

Grood night, Lynde.” s ‘
“ Grood mght Mr. Claybank "
“A’n’t you going to bed?”

¢« Yes, gir; I'm on my last lesson now.’

~ Iblew out the light, and lengthening the Vstrmg 80 .

that I could take it into bed with me, I was preparing
_ to retire. when Mr. Claybank startled me by saying,
“rather abruptly, -

“T say, Lynde, hadn't you better bury the fire in

‘the stove with the ashes? - It's confounded hot here.

Cover it up, won’t you, Lynde, there 88 good boy [
"¢ Certainly, sir.”
I now got into bed, and cautlously pulled the string.
I lay qmetly for a moment awaltxng the result, when

do :hate—by-the-by !
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‘the poor usher began . most wgorous and . 1rasclble
snifing, -

“ What is. ’00 pay now? There must be somebody
among the boys that smokes. . If there’s any:thing I
do hate, it’s tobacco-smoke. And where -on’ G&rth it
comes from is the question. . Lynde"’ o

I did not answer, ‘

« How quick these little feliows drop a,slgep‘ Nxce
little fellow, that Lynde! .Fm afraid I'm rather hard
on him sometimes. Hiff! : Hiff! (snzﬁing) *Well, I

should desire to know——however, I mustn’t get angry.

" Stephen! (addressing himself,) you've.resolved-to keep

your temper, you know, though it's-provokingly hard
sometimes.. But where does this nasty smell come from?
Perhaps Mr. Winter is smoking his pipe. - It's a terri-
ble, habit in anybody—in a , clergyman especw]ly T
go down and see.. - Where in the world is my dressmg~

 gown? Thatstupid. chambermaid eternally moves it-

out of the place where I invariably hang it.” s
" Mr, Claybank now went :down stairs. I got ouf; of ‘

bed, and broke the string Xnear-the window. I: then

blew the tobacco oﬂ' the stove, and got into. bed. .

“ Well, if this a'n’t strange!” said the usher; on hls
return. . - The.queerest thing L ever heard.of!" - Ishall
begin to think ‘the ~house - is. haunted Lynde. - -Howi
soundly. boys slaep ! Liynde!" I.say, Lyndel. . Forgot
all Ais troubles, that's eertain. . There’s that: new coat: -
of mixe ’1l be nicely Perfumed . If therg's any thing I:

@erhaps there’s some ‘tobpcco
about -the “stove. - May»be it's:a quid. on .the hearth:;
Tim left one there last-week. - I'll'see. . Noj there’s ng:

" tobacoo about the stove. It beats all creatxon. Ido
‘ beheve I sha'n’t get any sleep to-night.”

With a chapter of such incoherent mutterings, Mr.
Claybank talked himself asleep, while I lay with the
corner of the pillow-case stuffed into my mouth, to pre-
vent myself from laughing outright. There was such
an air of serious, martyr-hke pa.tlence, together with &
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- puzsled expression, quite a3 comic, on the face of the
poor usher, as he stood, candle in hand, trying to fathom
the mystery, that I was delightfully relieved when I
heard hig first, low snore. o S

T had intended to rise early in the morning, and ré-
move all traces of the experiment. ~ Unfortunatély,

“however, I slept late. Margaret had occasion to'visit

the attic in her matutinal round of duties. - She dis-
covered the board, and ‘the tobaceo, and the string;
and looking out at the window in the gable, saw it
‘reaching precisely to the hole in my window. The
truth ‘flashed vividly upon her mind. The usher was
informed of the discovery. ‘ R

»

'About nine v'clock that morning T was summoned to

‘Mr. Winter’s study, and politely requested to pack
up .y things;” g8 Tim would be ready at half-past
nine t0 driv‘e‘meﬁg;z; Boylston, And thus ingloriously
- did I quit the academic shades of the Allenville Aca-
demy. - : I )
E ‘_"'{'}ood-by', Lynde,” said Barney Fogg.: ¢ Served
you right! I always told you 0.’ ‘
James Allen came to the sleigh and shook my hand.
& Qorry you was found out, Lynde. By Jove! but

you. otight to “have a monument. - ¥ shall be mighty.

lonesome. - However, good-by, old fellow.”
. Tim maintained utter silence for the first mile of the

way; ind thes, as if ‘the joke had just come filly into

his kread, he burst info a horse-laugh. -

- “Be jabers! Misthier Waush, av that’s yer name; but
that wur:the ‘hoith (o’ fan. ~And wurn't he tearin’,
though " and again Tirk roared: with laughter.
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'CHAPTER X.,

LYNDE REFORMS.—GOES T0 COLLEGE.—THE HANDKERCHIEF,

WaEN I got home; my uncle Hugh ,ﬁa_lkedﬁth me
very geriously about my dismissal from school, and
gave me a great deal of good advice. o

“‘These are golden hours, Lynde, as.you will see by-

- and-by, though you may not see it now. You are

getting too old for these things, now; and T am sincerely
sorry that this -has occurred. The session is already
over, and we are expecting your father home every
day.. Now, my boy, promise me to leave off the boyish
tricks, and be a man.” - o
-:‘%m:viil, uncle,” R " :
‘That’s a fine fellow ! . I'll try to explain matters-to
z:;nﬁ _iie;ther ; \?\;1?1 we'll %et.you’ inz) Mr.%;hiliips"s schc'i"tbl
‘Milton, Will you do me the favour to earry thi
note to M?--Grajg)n v ,O. to carry this
“ Certainly, uncle, with pleasure;” and. I left the
room. I heard him, as I passed the windows .of the
sitting-room, roaring with- langhter; and I shrewdly
guessed the cause of it. . - - . o
My father arrived the next day. As X-expected; he -
lectured” me with mugh severity, and threatened me
with a,ﬁog%:n‘g if he should ever.again hear of any
similar pranks. I.spent a day at Paul Warren’s;_and,

| i a day or two afterward, I was placed under the care

of Chester Phillips, A. M., in the pretty village of Mil-
ton. I remembered my promise to my uncle, and -kbpt-
it. Dear, good old man! how I loved him! He was
a man of giant stature almost, but of admirable pro-
Portions. . He was a benevolent, large-hearted old gen-
tleman, full of good-humour, and possessing; with an
inexhaustible fund of anecdotes, the very highest skill
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and tact as a narrator. Simple he was as a child ;
and we all loved him. He had the rare power of adapt-
ing his manner to the tastes and humours of those with
whom he associated. He was as dear to the light-
hearted, gay, frolicsome Luecy, as to her graver, and
more thoughtful sister. No one could so convulse my
father . with ‘long, loud, roisterous laughter; and while
the housckeeper declared he was a ¢ fusty old fellow,”
she would suffer nobody to take the charge of his room,
or his wardrobe, except under lier direct: supervision.
He had 2 way, too, of téasing my aunt Caroline about
some love-affairs of her,younger days, that rendered
him quite as much:a favourite with her. . N
I studied hard at Milton, -I- remained there two
years ; and not once did I receive a-harsh word or an
Yinkind look. ~With what pride did I'give to my father
Mr. Phillips’s letter of warm commendation, in which he.
announced that I was now prepared: to present’ myself
for examination, preparatory to entering cellege! I
veturned home in’ time to spend- my seventeenth birth-
~day. By invitation, Paul. Warren, his wife and ehil-
dren; and the good clergyman, with Mrs. Grayson-and
Jessie, spent the day with us. I was now well-grown;
 perhaps somewhat overgrown for my age; and Mary

Warren flattered me not a little by saying, :
<. «I'm: proud of youy Liynde.. - You're getting to be a
man, almost. Will you forget-your mother Warren,

when you come back fromi-college a learned man?”’
- «Torget you, mother 7"’ exclaimed I, (I do not know

that T had ever-called her so before,):“No, not while 1 -

live. .- You have been more-than a mother-to me, if that
is possible ; and may. God bless you for all your kinds
noss.” - LT ' R AR

~ She tﬁrned hér‘-head hastiij 'a;ﬁay'aéﬁd- walked to the

window, as I spoke with more than my-usual-earnest-

ness ; end I'saw her lift her-handkerchief' to her eyes.
Jessie, for gome reason or other, seomed .constrained
and reserved.. ‘What eould dt.mean? I felt half vexed}

for among the brightest of the visions of - home, during
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~my absence, was the long-wished-for meeting with. her.

And now that I had returned, not a littlep%outli of t(;ll;
honours I had won at the academy, she was the only
one whose face did not respond to the general emotion
of pleasure. - She hung her head, too; bashfully,
almost ; and I had always known her to be remarkably
fraukﬁ, easy, and self-possessed, I was puzsled. More
than that, I was annoyed. I sssumed a dignified air; .
and when Mr. Grayson and his lady left us, I suffered -
J es];;e to lg)go. home w:ithout other attendance, -

- From . being vexed with her, I now grew vexed wit
myself. - I had,’ never before. s’uﬁ'ei'ed %er to- gi 5‘;;?;
from my.father’s house without going with her. Then
I t‘z;l%(ri to laugh at myself, and asked myaelf aloud,
sout h;t; ;fdshedzpdvefed? - What is Jessie Grayson to

es, didn't you see her ridi i *
Tibson, yoster éay? Hu{n ! I?,e o r;dmg mth. .,Fragk
meI ;?ltékwmy gun, ﬁpd-,tc?ill(iing Munch, who stood eyein%-

agging his tai ing ief goli
strode away to ghe woods. -urm.g o briet sOh-lo.quy’ :

"Ilove the woods. Well saith Bryant,

- “To him who, in the love of nﬁfure, holds
. Communion with her visible forms, she spesks
A various langnage.” L

Even so. I spent the earliest years of my life in -

: my life in th
woods. Ihave sought their Stiliyréeesses gl the hpui
of joy; and thiﬁgmm-gldea,ks'.and pines seemed to me
to be conscious of my irpulses. . Their leaves seemed
to rustle more gleefully in the breeze as I looked aloft
through their giant branches. I have gone. there in

- 8adness ; and in the quietness of the scene, only broken

by the low wail of the wind through the tops of.th
wa\émg'pmes, peace came to my trougble'd Spinia I hav’g |
gma e me. a couch in the woods, of their evergreen
oughs; and while I sank travel-worn, penniless, weary,
a,}xlld ahungered upon the rude bed, I felt a sense of
shelter gnd companionship. - I have gone.there in the

-dark: hours of life; when the blackness of darkness

6%
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hung' over my pathway, and affliction, -bereavement,
agony, despair ‘almost, crushed my spirtt to the dust;
* stealing away from" - L

| '-;—f‘tThe throng, to haunts watrod,

To hold communion there with God;”

and the ealm of the forest fell upon me.. I trod its
. aisles with uncovered head, in humble reverence.- I
was not alone. - There was ‘around me'a Presence, like
that which passed before the face of the- patriarch, “in
thoughts from visions of the night ;™ and the storm
was hushed ; the billows sunk to rest; the day-star of
hope twinkled above the hills; and there dawned upon
‘the tempest:strained spirit the light of peace. -

" I did not shoot any thing that aftérnoon. It hap-
pened, somehow, that I wandered in the direction of
Mr. Grayson's, instead of - returning. directly home.
Directly in- the rear:of -his. house, and but- a'few rods
distant, was o hill which was generally called: ¢ The

Tedge.” It extended nearly, or quite, a furlong along °

the eastern bank of the Bouquet, and from its summiit
you could see the entire village. AsI emerged from
the woods, the gleam of a white dress caught my eye,
and a few steps brought me in full view:of the wearer.
T was within a very few yards of her before ghe saw
- me. : S L :
« How you frightened me, Lynde!” said Jessie, for
it was she. She had-called me Mr. Weiss at home.
- Please to cut me a branch of this wild rose-bush.”
. Vith pleasure. . Any servi¢e that I render Miss
Grayson”— S e x
- -¢“Lynde!” v o
© «Forgive me, Jessie! You were so distant at our
“house, that I was almost vexed with you. Am I for-
- given; Jessie " I added, taking ‘her -small; white hand
in mine. There was a tear glistening on her long, dark
oyelashes: “Tell me I am forgiven, Jessie. T leave
you to-morrow, and Idon’t:know when I shall see you
“again. I can’t> bear: to beat odds with gyou, for. ever

- of you.”
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since that terrible time on the ice, and all .'

‘ \ the ¢
have been away at school, there has beén no dayfgoI
nor iffur, 1?1];3"5 I haven’t thought of ” ’
ere she is now~—the runaway!” exclaimed Mr.

Grayson, as he came around a'clump of pines, in fu;.i
11;'1ew of gs. “Ah! Lynde, my boy! youre just in
v;i;ttlg, 11(:.1’1’ 80 are you, thought I;} come and take tea

And, chatting good-humouredly, he |

| - dly, he led the way t
the 1house. - The evening did-no’l;_’ wear. a,wag,r-asilf;zrlea:z
lsanlzﬂ a8 I-had hoped. - Mrs. Grayson,.I. tho"ug«h‘t
looke as if something oppressed her spirits. ..Ithought’
too, (it might have been an idle fancy,) that:Mur. Gray:
son’s face seemed flushed, and it struck me that there
was something very like harshness in some of his re-
plies to Mrs. Grayson and her daughter. - - .

I togk leave of them at an early hour. I had ﬁofop-
gortumty. to speak with Jessie. I caught her eye as-I
.t,a‘de them good-night, and there was an expression in -
1t of mingled tenderness and uncertainty, and sadness
and—I know not what—that puzzled me for the time,
and which I had occasion to recall after an -interval ofz
Years. - I did not then know——but I anticipate. .

‘I‘ left Boylston the next day for Clinton College.
Hﬁgilerei your-imndkerchief, Lynde,” said my uncle

rh, as I was about to_mount the b ' the st
coach, to ride with the driver. ... - o box of the Stagw_‘}-

1‘\‘({]’@ handkerchief? - I"— . :

My untle gave me a wink, while his' eye - gli {
WIE?Ya mischievous twinkle. . 1e - eye_ gllﬁté ned
teag7rs 1pPod it on the Ledge, I fancy, Lynde. At

“(od bless you, Unele Hugh! - I hope you may live
a thousand yea{rs!”’ . e hOpe..you_ i he

“Good-by, Lynde. -

I shé,ll “expect a good account

“ All ready!” said the-driver, wifh é.;‘?.;grand fouris ”

of: the whip, and ‘a  H'yup. there, Bill{| Leave town!

make sail, now, blast yer picters!” wo left Boylston.. -




LYNDE WEISS.

CHAPTER XL

COLLEGE-DAYS,~LYNDE LOSETH HIS RECKONING.~—EARLY RISING.—
- . A WALE WITH BARNEY FOGG.

QOprtEcE days! How mighty a throng of pleasant
memories rise up, Waxing distinct. and palpable, from
- the mistiness of years gone by, like the genii of the

. Arabian. 'Eighﬁa’. Entertainments, sumgnoned .sturdﬂy

forth by the despotic spell of lamp, or ring, or incanta-
tion, ‘as familiarly as Boots or the ehamlzqr-;ma.;d.
True, they are but words—skeletons——capabilities of
life and reality; yet are they to the:brotherhood of
word-treasurers—genii of the realm of books—they,

and the other slaves of ‘the lamp”—of a power mogt ‘

marveilous. - - | o
I rubbed my eyes for some moments, on the morning

after ‘my arrival, ere I could get--~to use a marine

phrase——a good observation. I was sadly out of my

" reckoning. Where was I? A brief *“tour of inspec-
tion,” in my night-costume, restored me to the full re-
collection that I was in the third story of the Anglo-

" Saxon Hotel. I had inquired of one of the passengers
in the stage-coach, the day before, for the best hotel
in  Clinton; and. he -was pleased to say that hp had
“put up” at both the United States and the Massasoit,
and that “ neither were. to be mentioned on the same

_ day with the Anglo-Saxon.” Accordingly, with none

of ‘the din of hackmen— Hack, sir?” “Go-to the
United States P’ ¢ Massasoit, sir?”’ ¢ Take your
valise 2 ‘which you may now hear at the Clinton depbt
some five or six times a day, I was quietly set down at
the Anglo-Saxon. .. - , ' Lo

.‘t 45 En%er, your name, sir 2"’ asked the clerk, very. po-
litely; and he turned the register round _‘&B;,d .offered me
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the pen.. - The first name thatmet -my eye was that of
an old acquaintance: - . .~ . .
- “ Barney Fogg, Boylston.- No. 38, T.”

So, Barney is going to-enter college, thought I, He
had been talking about preparing -to enter the sopho-
more class, and when I Jeft home it was under the im-
pression that he-would remain another year with Mr.
Winter. T

Having ascertained, to-my entire satisfaction, where
I was; I proceeded to-dress; - This, I have sinze‘ lgarn-
ed, was a very improper. step. - Nothing so lowers you
in the estimation of the chamber-maids and porters as
to rise before six o’clock when days-are at the longest.
The Brummel-like coloured-boy; who had taken off -his

. cap to me the night before,.barely touched it with his
forefinger as he answered my ring. - - L

“Waiter !

“Sah!” - IR

“Bring me my boots; if you pleage.” - -

“ Dey 1sn’t black yet, so airly in de mawnin’!” =
~ “Well, I want them. Will ¢hat enable you (I handed
him a'shilling) 40 bring them here in five minutes 2’

‘“Bartin, gah I - o

A door opened on the opposite side of the passage. -

“Waiter > - - oo T T

“Sah !” _

$ Come here!” SERUREE NI, ‘

I was a little vexed to see the boy, negrolike; at-
tending first to the last-received -commission,: and .I
went to the door to remonstrate. I was.on the point
of opening-a somewhat formidable battery on.the :un-
known occupant of the neighbouring room, when, much

_in the same way that-the wind takes-away your breath

in turning a corner, I.was stepped. short in ‘my!bellige-

rent ‘operations-by the-shrill,. wiry “tones- of : Barney

Fogg. . .t -0 Ty T
- * Hello, Lynde! you don’t say so I Is this:you -
“T believe it !S,”Ba.ld .\I,;a,;dlittie, tﬁl‘tly‘;.- a o

% Welly, so.it appears,- Lynde. . W-fh_e'n"‘-td’ﬂyou; ‘éom}e
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down ? - I've been here a week. . Lord! such a time 43
" I've had.. You didn’t expect to see me here, eh? I
~ changed my mind. . Talked it all over with the old
‘wan, (his father,) and. concluded to enter this session,
You were at Milton when I was at home. Would fiave
written to you, but you didn’t answer my last three
letters. Took it rather unkind of you. Not exactly
neighbourly, eh? Had a fine time at home. What a
splendid girl Jessie Grayson’s got to be. Waitér I you

needm’t wait.- I want to have a little talk with my

friend Weiss. Speaking of Jessie”— -
& believe I must ask you to excuse me, Barney. I
.am going out. I have”"—. . o
~ «Wal, I'll go with you, in half a minute. . Do you
know Frank Gibson has taken a great shine to Jessie?
f:act. Rode out with her twice while I was at home,
“I'm in a hurry, Barney, and"— :
“Well, I'm all ready but this plaguy boot. There!
that's on, I guess. NowI'mready.” .-~ . =~
" We (for I couldn’t get rid-of Barney) walked for an
hour about  the streets of  Clinton.- We went {o the
college-buildings. - There was, here and there, an open
window, with the héad of some matutinal student Just
visible. With what awe did I gaze on the walls of the

edifice—the features of my future Alma Mater. To

my inexperienced eye they were not very promising—
a plain physiognomy, whose hard: brick-and-mortar ex-
pression would puzzle wiser disciples of Lavater than I,
The very trees that stood, seniry-like, in front - of it,
had somehow a presence that the sacred groves are said

t0- have had for the half-religious Greek. . There was

something awe-inspiring in- the very- stillness that
reigned -around. A pale, emaciated .student passed us
~with-& huge book under his arm. He was apparently
unconscious ‘of our presence, an
assed, before my. face, I stood in-silent, solemn, spirit-
absorbing awe.. ‘The :plain. unornamented wallg—the
tin-covered dome—the vacant. halls—the weird-like

d, as if a spirit had.
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stillness~the éfieetre like forms. £ gl
ness -like ‘forms. that, at short inter:
7 fw:qls,da%)ea:red 'aﬁ‘nd “vanished ! .EVeI; my u?:f;ogfﬁ;l '
Iriend barney Foggr was impre o :
asked, with Ferdi‘ngnd,' SR :§sed.‘. . ‘_c_ouléd ‘ha\vq
S ..: v 7- .“BI Ib ;
To thiik these :g'iritse?’l’mld' R

_ “D’you spose we'll ever get 9" said Barne
in j?t wbis’ﬁ.eg," as we left the %ﬁglg;§;1;§h? S@l‘d‘]}‘a{mey, |
wag about ten o’clock: that morning that.I fo

myself, with- Barney, James Allen, a,?llt;lgt\:}?toi ‘f;ﬁg‘r;d
?ther‘ &andldates for admission, in" the study of Pfi
b;z?:or I-I—-(i— I had gone there with fear and trem.
Phin eg. [a 1 1t been the Delphic Oracle I'could not
. gorlxe there o ask a revelation of the fature, with

. lnore pulse-arresting terror ; and, to all appéﬁra,ric’e m
companions were scarcely more atiease, The eXamin 4
tion begaq, and the first glance and tone of ‘the "kimaiﬁ' '
hgarted,‘ s;mplc.e professor banished my fears. : I 'dl"'é‘T
a long breath in serisible relief. A fow questions dé%w
our preparatory course of study, and we were -in‘formeg
that our examination was over, and that we wero ad
f!'?)i-ttid raoe; ;-tuge?ts oé' Clllinton College. 1In tﬁy“»searel:z
: m, I found that nearl in the
college-buildings' was oceupied, J{I‘devﬁg'e Oziemalgi:
wfas, therefore, out of the question, and to “room’ out
zneco:(l;%qlwap not to be thought of. " There was but
e urce: ;Rz?,ifnﬁy '-Fogg and I becdme ' ehums
Never were - chums more unfortunately mated., - Heo

sat up until the short, small hours.” I hdd

P N LY e . - \, . . - ad ‘ ‘ \
beeniacct.ist‘qme'{d to rise early; at day-break in sfémr?
(and, oh! how did I detest the' shriil voiee of the

* housekeeper, that rang, as loud snd shrill' 48 the bag:

pipes; and as sharp as a trombone, to Youse e wii

» angd as sharp as a trombone; to reuse, e withal

ggm til}e_ “deep, drowsy, lid-oppiessing, -but -delieious

for °p ot %hefsz\l{mme:r mornings,). and - séldons later than
our in the' winter. - I often- rose, indeed; 4s:did my

fathev, a8 early as one o’'clock. The. bing in the cellur
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A i livious apples; ider was o be
" wero stored with, delivious apples; and cider ‘be
g:ﬁfi?r:hefgrawing. The pantry was ;unltoi‘keg(ll, : amfll
stored with country ,_a,bundgnce;- taf t?ﬁflieg 1{323 ';;,waiy
huge odily made, and then I whiled away
il]‘:eg eh(ﬁ::s v1;‘?;:‘,3]1sifjsc)‘t)irxzon Crusoe, (little dreaming that

I should ever see his island;) ZBsop's Fables, and vhat-

" : 5 d. Some-
, - literary tréasures I could comman >on
O b g e

PRSI ficients in smithcraff; by
those of the Altnean. profl ii of the place, passed
aiocht and day. . Huge forms; genii 0 place, § i
. f;ghf{gnf%oifn'ow, ingduSkY-Sh&QOanqw coméng; “a lig
ther soot-covered faces, into the g‘me’q{’ the nded oro
throwing lavishly-the dusty cia‘l' aé?;i ﬁ,ﬁiﬁ Ol;he fires.
: ir . blazing maw. - Loudly roa 27 an
1]';‘;“ité(;'éet}}‘;re1']::1a,ti(;le;reﬂ:].g.1:he,..~,_;rest;less o :01‘9~St.a.mpeg?r’oh i‘vt;g
. ﬁrhén, ,hissi'ﬂg and sparé{ling, theblymtghee I;gﬁl ;~o;s' orane
sried. its bed, and swung by b i 4
'g‘li?ge %‘zﬁnlxer, the grim- ﬁr'e(ikm%s wouéd l?ri?]:?; ;ﬁz ;‘;
SR day dawned, breakiast wa
et o ; the horses-had been fed, and &
smoking on the fable; the b briskly over.the creak-
Iumbermen were away, gliding briskly over.the o1ea%
g snow towards tho woods. Suchworp 1o hots
kepyand oo
.o dofh breed o habit fn s men.”

| As 't‘heimorhi:hg‘wafé*my f&voul‘..l.te‘“_tlile ff‘“fhf‘t;:‘ggédI
bogan, the term Ly retiring early.  As the night vaned,
iBﬁrﬁey would fill the little stove with wo " of Greck
. he became ahsorbed,.in. the “culmam’.l}:v“ vius,)
:gbtsf(l" used to wish-him; at the: roots of Vesuxius,

the .xom,  which was some ten feet by twelve, would §

i sax’s, furnace., Hrom
ome 28 hot, 4s. Nebuohadnezzar’s, furnace.. -
Eﬁgﬁ;ﬁ oléirESDmie:;hO;%xifk dream.of a past d.l_‘idg@@l‘::’
and: of, my_fire-and;brimstone doom, would- I awake,

. - - 2 - i .A- wt h
drenchéd with perspiration, and gasping, for air. , When

N to. the Jight to §

 my eyes became sufficiently: acenstomed to. the light to g
o i e to see any thing, the flickering tallowSendlo
in its tin stand,”. the roaring, red-hot -stove, and e
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other familiar furniture, convinced m¢ that my manes
were yet this side Tartarus, and that the shape m:
imagination had magnified into the giant statue of

- “Anld Sootie” himself, wag verily no other than Bar-
ney Fogg, “present, in the flesh,” though absent in
spirit among the more intricate than Cretan windings
of the Greek verbs. Remonstrance was in vain, Not
Atlas nor an angry mule so “get” ag was Barney; and
I bore the horrors of the night in no very pious frame
of resignation. We quarrelled, remembored that we.
were townsmen, and compromised, -

CHAPTER XII,

LYNDE 'ASKETH FOR AN EXPLANATION OF CONIC SECTIONS.——GETS

IT.~—MAKHETH THE ACQUAINTANCE OF OLD BURTON ‘AND SIR
THOMAS BROWN,.—THE WARNING. ’ .- o

lI STUDIED 'h‘ard the first y"ear.' ‘As T advanced, I
found- my mathematical . studios growing difficult and

irksome. ~ Qur professor of mathematics was reputed a
profound schelar—justly so, I have no doubt, - He had
not, however, (meipso judice,) the art of explaining
well. I went to him one day for assistance. He took
- the hook, (Caleulus, or Conjc Sections,) and -looking
. for & moment at the page, began straitway a harangue
of some ten- minutes’ duration, in which a tornado of
technicalities poured restlessly forth for. my-admiring

ears. Choctaw, Patagonian, Nukahivan, Feejee, hea-
then Greek was it all to me, B '

“You understand it all now, don't yqu;‘ Weiss ?
“Not quite, sir!” . L .
“Humph !

He began again. Shades of the patriarchs a{ld

~Prophets! what a second Nile-like overfiow !

“Now you see it, don’t you, Weiss ¢’
7 ,
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. . 1 3T ani l the recit&tion—
. Yeg, sir, perfectly,” said I, and lefi_; el e
Xes, air, PO gétiﬁcation, confusion, irritation—

room in, utter fog, m
disgust. o .
- T grew heedless. I was repz:lmande_d. ,
'-:‘{‘%Veis's, haven't you got this lesson?’ was 'tgne rle-
l I ‘-‘ i ) ’ . Py | .t
thﬁ‘%%zt’s an ellipse?”’ said he, one day, after pro-
ounding several other questions. ' :
« An ellipse, sir 7”7 . |
“Yes, an ellipse.” S .
“ Wh}, gir,” ]Il)replied, scarcely thinking what I said,

3.

« the most important feature appears to me that it is

very much like a goose-egg; and thatt’}vhereas circles
have but one centre, ellipses have two .

A roar of laughter was the reward of my effort at |

mathematical definition. - ,‘
m?JIn the classics 1 was more successful. I thought

e v : ’ . od
1 bore; but I was delighted with Horace; and,
131‘31 a'f:we_ be:ga,n the Greek drama, 2 new WOI‘]%. vl\;a;
opened to me, on the acecessible treasures of whic ¥
looked much ag I fancy Ali Baba must have gaze
“upon the. up-piled” treasures of the Forty Tﬁneves.
With-all my study, however, James Allen angi Barney
Fogg distanced me—the one by his genius, (he wyasblas
fine classical scholar,) the other by his: m(%o_lrlmtq ;
habits of study. I was less studious than either.
~ began to write verses, and-to
tious signatures; to the mewspapers. ;
correspondence, and ‘wrote a great many letters, e
sides, as at the academy, I studied hard, or not ? a ;
as the humour seizeéd me. "I roved over the hills an
through the woods.. I ransacked ~thelcollege-hb1"ar£
for the oldest and mtustiest books. Qld Burton and
. Sir Thomas Brown’s Vulgar Errors were prime favour-
ites. n0rous . h
ich my -productions provoked, repaid me for the
E}::gring ylogks of the conclave of the powers—the

college council. ‘

I was fond of

send them, under ficti- .

Be- |

T waxed humorous in my style, and the smile
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At the beginning of the winter-vacation I went
home. Much to my surprise, the committee of a
neighbouring school-district -offered me the post of
- teacher in their school, and without so much as a visit
- to Paul Warren’s, or an hour’s chat with Jessie, I hur-
ried away. After a most critical examination, in which
I was questioned in the occult mysteries of Daboll
and Lindley Murray, from the number and sounds of
the letters to the grammatical arcana of Thomson’s
Seasons, and ‘the equallyprofound secrets of cube
roots and the rule of three, I received a certificate,
which. assured ‘all whom it might concern, that Mr.,
Lynde Weiss had been duly. examined, according to
the statute in' such cases made and.provided, and was, -
in the opinion of -the committee, qualified to teach the
school in District No. ~— for the space of one year.
They were -excellent people, those plain _moun-
taineers, and I was happy among them. All called
me “Master,” without any intention of violating the
injunction of the New Testament. I had pupils much
larger and older than myself. 1 was consulted on all
knotty questions in law, politics, the sciences, religion,
and my decision was much of the same weight with
them a8 was ‘the reply of Counseller S——, who used
to say to the presiding judge, when he quoted the
Aicta of bis predecessor, “I am older, sir, than: that
decision.” . - - |
A bitterly cold winter was that. But there were
roaring fires—merry hearts and good cheer—moonlight
sleigh-rides, and witchery more potent and dangerous
than the very inmocent bells were chargeable withal.
- I returned to college. Months- rolled away, and I
was wellnigh through the sophomore year. The cus-
tomary. ‘exhibition” came on. I wrote my oration
with care. I remember but little about it save that
there were some very crude notions in it on the subject
of eloquence. It had (as did all my productions) a
spice of humour, and was very tolerably written.
The day came, With trembling knees and a quiver- _

5
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sne voice I aseended the platform. ~ The chapel (for in
ﬁi% vchap‘el was the exhibition) was thronged. Iz};s I
began my oration in low and trembling accents, -
pened to look towards the throng of faces ‘nea:zL e
 door, and caught the glance of Jessie Grayson. }:vagé
went all timidity; and with a flashing eye, my g:,
“erect, my heart swelling and throbbing with an 1:mcx e;
ment that would have made “a forlorn hope” tdetpols(
I coutd most covet, I went through the allotte 1 a.f1 .
There were hearty congratulations for me on all. %nbs,
and I now trod the streets with a prouder s,t;epi ule-
an to comprehend the tendency and the natural res lts
of study. I grew ambitious. I began to paypartl-l(:q ar
attention” to the study of rhetoric—Jamieson being
my favourite author. I took unwearied pauns;i in
' writing, using as few words as _possible of Greek:-or
Tatin' derivation, and Ssubst:’%‘ltmlg,hv;henever it was
icable, the simple Saxon Knglish. '
_praﬂxc:}?e close of Pmy second year, I went home to

spend, the vacation. - It was late at night whe?ol ar-

rived. Munch soon exchanged his furious bark hr the
most extravagant caressesix 1'11‘1(119 fa;mllg, W%Sl}:e tugr::;
tion of my uncle Hugh, had retired. |
::I:I:icllclml\funchyand the: stage-c?lach contrived to make
in concert, brought him to the door. .
" %i;c:an&e }ieagtiness which had always d;stmguxshg
him, gave ténfold value to his greeting. S
‘hl'n‘]"V%TeIcome home, Lynde " said he. “I am glad
you happened to be late’ in your arrival, for 1 have
much to say to youi-;’?” ~ : o
« How are you all! _ _
"‘Wzﬂ; a8 yare Jessie and the Warrens. I have
something to say to you,” said _Wher
- peated, “ga.bout your fatherh.:a,nG:P ’I’us affairs.”
« Nothing wrong about him?” .~ .-~
“ 1§V(:a shaﬁl goe. g-In‘ the first place, what 1 say is-for

a The reader will find afi eloquent tribute to the Anglo-g.axon in
Mr. Coit’s ‘preface to his Arrangement of the Bible.

‘gaid he, when we were
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_.your ear alone. Your father is seriously embarrassed,

- and I grieve to say that I am somewhat at fault in’the
matter. T urged him, about a year ago, to extend hig -
business, “He has dore so. Now, any ordinary
times, he could soon- pay-every dollar to his creditors
without difficulty. The_times, however, are unusually
hard, and"unless Messrs. Buckley & North are indulgent, -
Ido not see how he can possibly escape bankruptoy.
This, however, if it ocour at all, will not happen sooner
than spring, perhaps not until midsummer. Now, say
nothing to any one of what I have told you. More—
do not think of it, except a8 an inducement to-improve
every.hour in faithful study. Try to accustom your-
self, too, to the thought of self-dependence. If we can
avert the blow, well and good. If not, you would be
unwilling to burden your father, and-it is well to-be
thinking of some resource for your support. I need
not caution you, I am sure, to have a care that you do
not involve others in your own difficulties. And now,
good-night. Be cheerful, for your father is not in the
best of spirits. Good-night.” S

~ “Good-night, ancle.” . _
1t was long ere I slept. I tried to-picture to myself
the probable results of such a misfortune. How would

‘my father bear the blow? and my aunt and sisters?
My father was sure of a competence for his family.
My brother could make ks way in the world, and such
& woman as Ann West would never come 1o want.
What should I do? What should I say to Jessie
Grayson? These, and a thousand similar thoughts,

~ kept me awake until nearly daybreak.

- When we met at breakfast, however, I believe I was
successful in the attempt to appear cheerful and uncon-
cerned. I resolved that I would see as little of Jessie
as possible. So far as I knew, the atténtions of Frank
Gibson: were not unwelcome. If they were not, and if

~ he were a favoured suitor, I should thus ‘Bpare myself

and her the pain of a rejection; while, (and ‘my heart
leaped at the thought,) if sh? loved me, the year that was,
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probably, to decide my father’s fate, would not place
me in a less favourable position. To carry out my in-
tentions, therefore,<L. went, that very day, to see my
foster-parents. I passed three days with them. Charles
had gréwn to a fine manly-looking fellow. Paul was
scarcely less changed. ~ Ruth had grown, teo, almost
out of my remembrance. Mary, whom 1 remembered
as plain, and almost- homely, had become one of the

loveliest girls. in Boylston. I could now trace in her a

very strong likeness to the mother. There was a love-
liness about the mother which is seldom seen, and. as
seldom mentioned, because it exerts a power which is
difficult to be analyzed. It was the loveliness of pro-.
portion—harmony in moral and physical character.
* She had a fine head, to look upon which gave you a
gensation of -indeseribable pleasure; and the luxuriant
braids of her golden hair—her exquisite proportions—

her fine, eloquent blue eyes—and, above all, her smile, -

which wag the lightof Paul Warren’s home, made her
_one of the loveliest women I have ever seen. Joined
to such qualities, conceive the patience, self-sacrifice,
affection which characterize the sex, and you will not
wonder, worthy reader, that I loved her.

Mary had, as I have said, grown into a strong re-
gemblance to her mether. The younger sistérs were
yet small, though they, also, had changed very much.

" On my return home I found Captain Gayger with

my father, in the office. He was standing, hat in

_hand, as if ready for his departure.

« Where are you bound, Captain Gayger?” I asked,
o/

“To Whitehall.” - |

¢ Would you like to havea passenger ?”
¢ Yourself ?7 L '
¢« Yes Vo C . ‘
© ¢ With pleasure; but you' must be aboard in an
hﬂur'.," . : ‘ :
“Very good.” . . : ‘
And he left the: office. In an hour I had every

¢

cal

L
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thing in veadiness. I put Dash to hi :
. 3 . ) ¢ ' ’ I R ’
T, o off ahs o board, o opeed, aad as
- “Cast off -that bow-fast | shouted the ski |
keeping fast. the stern-line, he cast *The Eggfgés?’ng;
starboard. - In five minutes more we were under-way
with a fine breeze on our larboard quarter. ... 4
hM{ heart smote me, as we logt sight of the lanﬂingb
that I had been so precipitate. I had. not seen Jessio
ﬁt all \ What would she think of me? Had I not used
er ill? I was thinking about asking Captain Gayg'ei"
Ei)aset me ashﬁre,l When hé came up to me, and, with'a
3 ! d, wit,
S&ig, n my shoulder which was none of Fhe\_gentle_st,
“Belay all that stadyin’, (thinking,) Lynde! T
{L that -studyin’, (thinking,) Lynde! I'll
g}t;t; tsyou CO}? a trlang-le,t _azi(rl set you-,to s{rapin’ the
. eer up, man! Never get i '
unless you're beca’lm_ed.”: | rlget 1(1130 the doldrams
And he began, in tones that waked the echoes a;ldng

Biscay.” - . . _

'~ the wood-covered banks of the Bouquet, “The Bay of

¢ Ag she lay, :
On that day, .
In the Bay of Biscay 01"

-

roared his crew; and, not to burden them with my

difficulties, I joined them in the chorus. W%}iltl?ﬁ (}iﬁ
breeze from the north-west we soon reached the lake,
and, running well out to give the bar a berth, we bore
away towards our port of destination.  We had a long
passage. What with calms, and some difficulty &bout
our freight, ten days had elapsed ere we -arrived -af
Boylston. -On the evening of my return there was 4

- large party assembled at Mr. Gibson’s, and among the

guests were the Graysons. Frank Gibson was most

pointed in his attentions to Jessie, and it so happened

that I saw but little of her. The next ‘

1 er. e next day my. father
requested me to go to a neighbouring coznt; to ar-
Tange some matters of business. I was absent several
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days, and when I returned, there were but four days
of the vacation at my disposal. =~ o
~ I could defer it no longer. I must and would see
Jessie, I said to myself, be the consequences what they
might. I called at Mrs. Grayson’s in the evening, and,
much to my surprise, Jessie wag absent. To my in-
- quiries Mrs. Grayson replied—and somewhat coolly, I

thought—that she had gone to a'neighbouring village,

and would be absent several days. . Ileft them at an

early hour. o :

With a heavy heart did I return home. Parrying,
as well as I could, the remarks about my evident de-
" pression, I spent three of the remaining holidays in
_ hunting and fishing. On the fourth I took my gun,
as usual, and, calling Munch, I set out for the moun-

tains.” I met with little success. Going by Paul War- -

ren’s on my return, I bade them good-by. It was near
sunset ‘when I reached home, and, as I entered the
house, the first object that caught my eye was Jessio

* Grayson, seated in my father’s arm-chair. Never had

she appeared so lovely. I shook hands with her, and
muttered some incoherent, blundering apology for
having been so unneighbourly. I know not what I
paid, and ghe seemed as.much embarrassed as myself.
She took leave of my sisters at an Sarly hour, and I
accompanied her home.

It. was .2 beautiful evening in the latter part of

August. The river was glistening in_the moonlight,

and the tall old elms along its banks threw their huge

shadows upon the road. ~We said little on the way;
but when we reached the little wicket, beneath a huge

elm that overshadowed the parsonage, I pointed to the
river; the surface of which was broken into countless g

glistening ipples by:the cool west wind, and we stop-
ed. The scene recalled many a pleasant recollection

of my boyhood, and we spoke of the past. :

-« Jessie I” said I, at length, and I took her hand in

mine. It was withdrawn, and she made no reply.
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 Jessie " said I, again, “you ha ght |
o Tod L gain, ‘“you have though-t:, hardly

“1It is late, Mr. Weiss. I must bid d-ni
: . -hid you good-night-—
a good-by, indeed, as you tell ing
in the mo;‘ning. 1 Wisyh yos”-—-r-n v IO e gehg amey.
Tt S :
why'II?gfs—lf’ hear me! If you‘k‘pew a,ll.--l‘f you knew
:: Hush ! There’s some one coming.”
‘o t}?iood evennrag, Miss Grayson,” said the new-comer.
ello, Liynde ! how are you, old-fellow ? Thought it
was Frank., Fine evening, Miss Grayson.”
“]gery, sir.” ’ - |
“Evenings always fine this time o ing
nin , -year. Goin
léack to-morrow, Lynde? Of course youywill, though%
bqach goes at four,  Youwll have to be up an’ doin’,
a{;%:}ﬁ% ?gs.sarlty. No lna.mes' booked but ours. Have
ide to o . s : Mi
Gt u_m{e ves. Ho_w s all the folks, Miss
““Quite well, I'm obliged to you.” - |
“Glad to hear it. Heard jour mother was
. ther .
Just left Frank. Says he’ll hgve th buggga;fngéggs
f}j yﬁqr door in the morning, for the promised drive to
i e %thdge. ’By Jove ! it's eleven o’clock ! Going
eﬁe, ynde? I've something to say to you.” |
nd -thus was I obliged to say a simple good-night,

lod -off by the button by—Mr. Barney Fogg! The

13 1 27 ——
thfson}etlnng,g to say” was a request from Frank Gibson .
at 1 would write some verses for him, as he wished to

- give them to Jessie Grayson'!
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CHAPTER XIL |,

A
LYi\]DE I$ IN LOVE—AND TROUBLE.—THE JOURNEY.—LYNDE SEER-
PETH EMPLOYMENT,—HIS PURSE IN THE LAST STAGES OF DECLINE

_ AND FALL.. ‘ :

I RETURNED to college. The journey was not parti-
cularly agreeable, for I was suffering with headache
and Barney Fogg all the way. I recommenced my
studies ; but ever, as I opened a book, there came the
features of Jessie Grayson. Her voice, too, rang in

my ears—not in the gentle, musical tones of other

days, but in the cold sounds of our parting: ¢It is
late, Mr. Weiss.” * Most. truly could I say, |

«Thou %% hast metamorphosed me; '

. Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, ,
War with good counsel, set the world at nanght; "
‘Made wit with musing weak; heart, sick with thoughf.

Months passed.l ' The customary exhibition of the
junior class was drawing mnear, and I had already
written my oration, when I received the following let-

ter from my uncle:— .
' “ BoyLsrow, July 9th, 18—,

«My Dpar Lynpe:—It is as I feared. Megsrs.

Buckley & North have foreclosed the mortgage. Your
father has lost heavily on the last shipment of lumber,
and there is no longer any hope. Bear it, my dear
Lynde, as well as you can. I know not what to advise
you, Come home, and we will see what can be done.
- ¢« Your affectionate uncle, ‘ S
. . “Huem WEerss.”

I was always impulsive. ‘Without giving myself
time for thought—stifling every suggestion of the pro-
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bable consequences of the step-—I sold books, farni-
ture, & part of my wardrobe even, and, at sunset, I was
ready for my, departure. The president very kindly

‘gave me a letter of introduction to a friend of his in

Washington, and at nine o’clock that evening I was on
my way to the South. . ”‘ - :
It was late the next morning when I reached White-

hall. I followed the throng of passengers, and jumped.

upon the deck of the nearest packet. = As the horses
started, the rain began to fall in that regular drizzle

‘'that promises a long period of rainy weather. I went

below. Such a throng of passengers! Now that they

had all left. the deck, and collected in the cabin, there
wag scarcely room to contain them. The windows were
closed to keep out the 'rain. The lamps were lighted,

| and they filled the cabin with the sense-intoxicating.

odour of fish-oil. The atmosphere became almost in--
supportable. Some of the passengers were smoking.
Some of the ladies were sea-sick. Thé helmsman was
cursing, on deck, about, some short-comings of the

" driver; and some of the passengers were grumbling at

“the miserable tub of a packet.” - Oh! the miseries of
that- long night! Unable to endure the oppressive air
of the unventilated cabin, I went on deck, and seating
myself on the baggage, I sat, drenched -with rain,
chilled, uncomfortable to the last degree, and heeding,
at short -intervals, the helmsman’s gruff warning of,
“Heads! -Bridge!” - - ' '
Tawaited the dawn. I thought it would never come.
It came, however, and it heralded a brighter day. We

-reached Troy at nightfall.

As the day dawned on the following morning, T
reached New York. T slept until late; and when I
entered Broadway the living tide was mpon its pave-
ments. Oh ! what a sensation of loneliness and soli-
tude did I feel in the midst of that mighty throng!.
Never have I felt so strongly the utter insignificance of -
a single human heart, as I did -on .that memorable.
morning. - On, -on, restlessly poured the human tide;
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and the eye sought in vain for the kindly glance of
friend, kindred, or acquaintance. It is undeniable that
there is far less hearty social, feeling in the city than
in the country.. The stern necessity which sits glaring
upon the thousands of congregated poor—the grim
skeleton of Want, that makes one at the poor man’s
feast—the struggle for bread, for Iife,—these freeze
the better sympathies, just as they are blunted and de-
stroyed .in the open boat, leagues away at sea, Where
" hunger absorbs all other sensations. Pray to Heaven,
good reader, that you may never meet want in a city.

As T was going down the Delaware, I met, on board
the steamer, a gentleman whom I remembered as an
old friend of my father’s. In our conversation he
mentioned that he was going o Washington. The in-
_cident decided my course, and I travelled in company.
with him. | :
. It was late in the evening, owing to a detention of
~ the cars, when I reached Washington. We were not

long in finding quarters at Mrs. Van C——-s, on 4}
street. ‘The next morning I called upon the gentleman
to whom my letter was addressed, (a lawyer, and for-
merly a clagsmate of the president of Clinton College,)
and having presented it, made some inquiries about the
chances for employment. . - : e

. ¢You have not selected the best place in the world,”
gaid the, lawyer, in a kindly tone, removing his specta-
cles, and holding them in his hand ; *there are a great
many hungry mouths to feed in a city, and the capital
abounds in them. There is a.school at Bladensburg
now vacant, and perhaps you can find employment
. there.” N : L ‘
* With a letter from him to the trustees, I walked to

Bladensburg—to be disappointed.. Unaccustomed to
walking, I was sadly exhausted when I returned to the

~ city, and retired supperless to bed. Mr. K——, my
considerate and gentleman-ike fellow-traveller, came
to my chamber to learn whether I were sick. I very

" frankly told him of my plans<the history of my some-

the other buildings,
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‘what Quixotic journey—the horrors of a purse én ez-

tremis—and the failure, thus far, of my efforts to find
employment. With a kindness which I can’ never for-
get, he at once began to make inquiries in my behalf.
Alag! he, too, met with no success. What should I
do? There wéré others at Mrs. Van C—-’s looking
for employment. One was an applicant for an-ap-
pointment in the army. Another was in search of a
clerkship in one of the departments. A third was in
search of another office. But they were not penniless.
They had friends to aid them. - S

To my mexperienced eye there seemed no possible
avenue of escape. I thought .of the West. Could I
not ““work™ my ‘way thither? - Ag & drowning man
clutches a straw, so did I at the thought of the mo-
ment. I had money enough to discharge my obliga-
tions to Mrs. Van C——; and, packing a portion of
my wardrobe (now somewhat scanty) in a small bundle,
I turned my steps westward.  Crossing the Potomac a
little above Georgetown, I walked several miles—1I
know not how far—on the Virginia side, until fatigue -
compelled me to stop. Isat down on a log by the
wayside, "and again pondered upon what was to he
done. If I could not endure the labour of walking,
could I hope for employment as a labourer? "I re-
traced my steps to the city. Mr. K~—— had met
with better success in his second effort. An advertise-
ment in “The Intelligencer” led him to make applica-

 tion at the Columbian Academy, on Ninth street. - The
“next morning I was duly installed as second usher of

the school, at a salary of one hundred and fifty dollars
per anuum. - S e '
The building was large, and painted white. ' It had
green shutters, and was surrounded by small shade-
trees. It was nea.tl(y fenced, too, and, together with
t

: he classical department, lodging-
room, and recitation-rooms,) presented a very neat and
pretty appearance. The walks were nicely gravelled,
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and the shrubbery and flowers made the place far more
atiractive than is usual in the grounds of a-school.

Tt ‘may be readily supposed that I looked somewhat
eagerly at my new employer. He was truly a remark-"
able man. His head was already white as snow, yet
there was a military erectness, activity, and vigour,
oftener belonging to thirty-five than to sixty. He was
dressed, too, in .a blug coat of military cut; and his
white hair was brushed erectly, giving him a somewhat
stern- expression. This, however, was contradicted by
the kindly glance of a gray eye and one of the plea-
santest of smiles. . - - o
- The academy was divided by a half partition, sepa-
. _rating, but not concealing from each other, the pupils
of different sexes. . Midway on the west side, between
two doors, (one for the girls, and the other. for the
boys,) was .the principal’s own
ascended by a number of steps. In front of this, and
Jower, was the desk of the principal usher, and, in

front of that, a chair, around which the clagses came

in succession. On each side of these desks were
geveral rows of forms, capable of seating about, two
hundred pupils. In the rear were the recitation-rooms,
which were provided with black-boards, and the lodg-
ing-rooms. - : -

- T had not obtained a sinecure. A furious ringing of
the bell at daybreak summoned me to my toil. Full
of. life and ambition, the pupils came, thronging in. 1
assisted in hearing the morning tasks until seven
o'clock. We then breakfasted. At eight we recom-
menced our labours, At twelve we dined. At one we
again entered the school, and remained there until

about fve in the afternoon. In addition to all this, I - |

-had eopies to write, and from fifty to one hundred pens
to make, daily, besides -aiding my employer in making
out bills. He was ‘the most industrious man I ever

knew. IHis school was a model of order, neatness, and

regularity. . , . .
Although not » man of extensive acquirements In

desk, to which he
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those branches which he professed to teach, the Church
of Rome could prefer no stronger claims to infallibilit:
It put him in a passion to call his dicta in qﬁestiog.
He maintained, on -all occasions, that his school 'Was:‘
the best in the Union, and the inference was irresisti-’
ble, (and- I have sometimes thought, correct,) that he
was the best teacher. He was so, undoubte.dl} in ver
many respects. He had—as had his pupils-—-tfm genu'Tf
ine esprit de corps. He was active, vigilant, indefati-
gable. - He had served in the army, and his schoo)
like his dress, had a military cast. ~He was proud. of
his profession, and that pride was the J:ndiringprimi le
of his life. It gave tone to every word, and look ‘alr)ad
action. It never slumbered. Of course he was suo-
cessful. He built no less than three academies in
1?I?\.faslm:ig;t()x;\, the grounds of which, through his indus-
ci%r .an ,taste? are now among tﬁhe ornaments of the _
This professional pride, hy- by, i |
greater or less exténi in ,allynftlalaf. byit uiss» f:;td,intoth:
undue estimate .which & man puts upon his own pro-
perty, simply. because it is his. He has—so yoﬁpbe-

lieve him on his own showing—the best wife, house,

horses, lands, dogs, in the world, though, bef:

i:?ple Into his own possession, they" Weregoi' littloeri&';?tiy
hlS country is the greatest of countries; his residence
the model of residences. Though his domicile be sur-

rounded with swamps, . whose malaria is death- to the

?anger, he thinks his home the very temple of health.

I Is boys are geniuses; his girls. beauties, You shall
ear the first, if you chance to visit him, recite

My voice is still for war!”

spiritual fructification, "

while the last, miracles of one quarter, shall, -f"qAr;yaour

~—¢ Pluck thelzlayes-,‘of Sentiment f
And doek the tail of Rhyme; "

A_nd crack the voice of Melody,
And break the legs of Time.”
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If he be a farmer, his Durham is the greatest of
Durhams:; if a musician, Paganini himself had not such
a violin. Has heason? Vicious as all the world may
“think him, he is removed from gchool to escape the
contamination of bad company. The Boston Mutual
Admiration Society was, after all, the exponent of a
great fact. : - ’

- T am digressing. To return to my employer. |
- e had one fault—thé fault of his day—that of oc-

casional severity. ~Baut, on the other hand, he was im-
partial, just, honest, patient, faithful, prompt, generous,
He was one of the United Irishmen, and came to
America in 1808, if I remember well. If the citizens
of Washington ever build-any local monuments, let the
first be erected to JouN McLEoD.

Irksome as was the toil of the school-room at first, I
became accustomed to it, and loved it. As there was
no school on Saturdayss I had opportunities to visit
the capitol, and to see the lions of the three cities. I
was far, however, from being contented. I was de-
sirous to return to college and graduate, and the salary

I was then receiving would not allow me to think of -

doing so sooner than three or four years. Accordingly
I inserted an advertisement in *The National Intelli-

gencer,” as follows :— :

© « TgacnEr’s NoTroE.—A young man from Clinton
College, who has spent three years in that ‘institation,
wishes to procure a situation as a teacher. Refor to
the Hon. Messrs. A—-— and H ;- of the House of

Representatives.”

The é,dvertisement was SQ far successful as to obtain -
me, through the kind offices of my friends, a small
school in the country, at a salary of four hundred dol-

lars. I bought the necessary books, and recommenced
my studies. 'Too eager, however, to be prudent, I rose
before day and studied late at night. The very. natural
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consequence was il health, and T left my school and
went home, - ‘ o
It was a little after nightfall' when I reached my
native village. I'had left my trunk ‘at the little village
some four miles distant, where the steamboat touched,
and travelled to Boylston on foot. Leaving the roa,-d"
as I entered the village, I walked along the Ledgé -

~until I was opposite Allan Grayson's, and, without any .

_de'ﬁnite purpose, descended and passed the house. = On
‘a rude bench beneath the patriarchal elm, that threw

- its long branches over the house, I thought I could dis-

E;ltgl;::hda 1hmcm.an form. I approached, and there; with
ad leaning, as in ' . Ines "
hand, sat Jessie %:ra,yslolil.sadness or weariness, on _hel'
- “Jessie I said I, in a low tone. :
“ Dear Lynde! is it you? - When did you come ?* -
‘I have just -arrived here, and if you knew how
glad—-Jessie! dear Jessie! Blove you! I Zave loved
you for years. -Will you be mine?” o
“Lynde! hear mo, Had you, a year ago, said to
me what you have now uttered, I could have made but
one reply, and the sooner because misfortune had fallen

‘upon you and yours. Events have occurred, however,

during your absence, (I know not whether i
‘ bsenc ou lave
heard of them,) which leave me but one repllyj*r--—l can-
not be yours, and we must not meet again!” :
€ But’,—“ i ‘ . N o )
“Donot try to change my decision. It is or-
able. Farewell! and m‘ga,y- Gy(;d bless you!” N unaltfe;'
Before I could reply, she had left me and entered

the house.” I stood for a moment benumbed—paralyzed

by the crushing sense of misery that followed her part- -
ing words, and then, with frantic speed, I retraced my
steps to the Ledge, and entered the woods. - I plunged
through its recesses in a delirium of excitement, taking
no heed of the direction, and at length, exhausted by

‘my furious speed, sank upon the ground. at the foot of
an enormous pine. e D e

I recalled -the scene,begeath :tl'n‘a elm -Goulﬂ I gb |

-
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home? No. What object had life for me now?! None. -

How should I best find an oblivion for the past? "The }

ide world was before me.
WI"‘I will go,” said I, aloud, and

ward. . I was near the la.ke.‘

T rose and went on-

GHAPTER XIV.

—AN -ﬁNﬁXPECTED MEETING.~—MR, LYNDE WEISS

# DEPARTURE.
" ARRIVES IN ALBANY.

* APPROACHING the s £ the .
along at a rapid pace. - The lights of the steamer were

v visible, and I had barely time to reach the
ﬁ:ﬁg y at All_:ahville_ wl]?‘:an she arrived. 'dSh?i can(:lies
swiftly along until she Wastwnhx? _::hféawl; eiﬁmhzg W;{la{;rels

.wha at a tap o ell, wh
:fogggdfvh%tﬁvhﬁg; headwag' sensibly chgcked, sl;e
younded ‘to quietly and gracefully,-while her pr?(iily
yaw] shot from beneath her quarter, and came ragn g
%o the shore. As she left the wharf, a band }c:n Ooa,rn
struck up the familiar air of “A Life on the _l,lceaS
Wave,” and, as the notes swelled out upon the }?l}l rﬁss
of the night, they gave a new direction to my thoug th‘
" Yes, thought I, as. we left the wharf, the sea is tf ‘i
‘home for me now. The hissing of the steam dntc‘:] '
ceased. The boat was run up, as if by magic, an
beautifal steamer glided away to the air of |

© *«What fairy-like music_
R :  Steals over the sea.” -
- e iusic,«the throng of passengers, and the excite-
'«’gzzt'?gg%ge'new. sc'en%, restored me to some_thuﬁg hg;e
quiet, and ‘y heart smote me for having thus ?1 tiil];’n éy
* turned iny back upon kindred, .and friends, and home:.

hore of the lake, I followed it -
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I stifled reflection, however. Like Young Rapid, I was
always restless—always disposed to “keep moving,”’

 for the motion’s sake, The speed of the cars, when

they are making thirty miles in the hour—the topmost
speed of a fine horse—the bounding of a ship over the
billows two hundred and fifty geographical miles in a

“day,—are to me sources of the keenest sensations of
- physical pleasure. At midnight I retired. S

- When I awoke the day was breaking, and' the me
were warping the.steamer through the Elbow. We
were soon at the wharf. A few steps brought me .to
the packet, and, in ten minutes more, we wWere under
way upon the muddy canal. We had a merry passage.
There was an Irish eomedian on board, whose humour
provoked humour in everybody. He kept the table i
a roar at dinner-time; and when, after the tables were
removed, he tapped a vender of patent-medicine fami-

liarly on the shoulder and seid, “I say, Sarsaparilla,

let’s go on deck!” the vietim himself was obliged to
join in the boisterous peal of laughter.

-1t was nearly. night when we arrived at the borough
where we were to.take the ¢ars for Troy, As-we left
the packet, a peor, weary-looking woman sat on the
deck, holding in her arms a- pale, emaciated child. - The
passengers rushed past her without so much as a kindly
glance. The Irishman, however, stopped for a moment
as he passed them, and, laying his hand gently upon

- the head of the little sufferer, said, in a low tone,

““Poor little thing!” The mother locked up at the
unexpected greeting. She made no reply, but her fine

+eyes filled with tears as she looked Ler thanks. I shall -

not. soon forget that glance. - o
It was somewhat late when I reached Albany. AgI
sat in the bar-room, a tall, pale young man came.in,

-and sat down quite near me. Two or three other

young men soon followed. They must have been. ac-

- quaintances, I imagine, as he accosted one of them in
. this wise: \ A :

“ Hev you got any-corns ?"’
‘ you gos any .




92 : * LYNDE WEISS,

- ¢Yes; why?” S . '
v Got some salve here that’ll

“’Cause I can cure 'em.
cure ‘em. in a week; and no mistake, Like to git a

box ¥’ . .
¢ Thank you, not this morning.”
-« Don’t you want to go a whalin’?" agked the corn-
exterminator, finding that his nostrum was not in de-

mand.
“A whalin’?”
“Yes?” . , :
«Why? You a'n't no agent, are you?”
«No, but my uncle is. S’pose you go round and
see him.” \
- «No, thank you! B’lieve I wor’t go a whalin’ this
~ hiteh.” - o -
The young man who had come in last now left the
hotel, and I found myself alone with the corn-doctor.
«Did you say that your uncle was an agent for a
“whaling company " T asked. ’ ‘
“Yes; "ud you like to go?”
«Perhaps so. What are the inducements 4 _
¢ QOh, good pay—good livin’~—no work to do—goin’
and .comin’ all the time in fine weather. S’pose you
go round and see Uncle Tom.” . S
“ We went to the shipping-office, Conspicuously upon
the door shone a flaming advertisement in capitals and
exclamation-points. \ \
“« NOTICE !

| 4 oNE HUNDRED MEN WANTED!!l

“The sﬁbscribér wishes to obtain 100 active, able-
bodied young men, (Americans,) to go on a whaling
- «Tgomas Tusss, Agent.””

"‘,““Gé[;d ‘morning !’ said Mr. Tubbs, as we entered.
His urbanity wag truly Parisian. ¢ Glood morning,
~ gir! I wpose you've come to inquire about - the
whalin’ business. - It's very lucky you-come’ to me.’
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don’t "hev nuthin’ tew dew with right-whalin’

the fog is as ‘thick as a blanket, and the summ::rwll;zzg

but four weeks. - Whalin’ away up there in 100 degrees

and 110 degrees north is a bisnis I don’t hev nothin’
-tew dew with. I'm an agent for sparm whalin’, which

is carried on under the equinoxious line, where it's. all

summer, and ‘no longitude! Good pay, good grub,—

-~ all the time in warm weather. Very likely you might

make a thousan’ dollars the first vo ‘
‘ _ . b voyage. Some go out
%xl'leen ha,nds,sqnd come back mates or cap’ns. gFact!
ere ’
e was Simon Armsﬁropg——mebbe ‘you know'd
"¢ No, sir.” _ o .
“Wal, anyway, he went out, and come back a boat-
g::];a:r:r;, alrll_ youTLook_ a8 if you was a nation sight
rter’n him, e way them whalemen
beats all-natur.  You’d {ettér go.” mke money
:: ,How long are the voyages ¢’
~ “’Bout eighteen months ; mebbe tew years. Here's
the shippin’-papers.’”
“XVhere- is the ship #”’ o
“At New Bedford. No particular shi |
: dford. 1p, ye know.,
YO‘I‘J sign the articles, and the agents find I:y)”ol-;.Y a ship.”
]’But I have not money enough to go to New Bed-
ford.” \ g B
“Oh, that's nothin’. Bless your he '
| . your heart, the agents 'l
pay your expenses there, and i '
e o abeees , and your bo—ard Whlle 301.1 are
:: %le]d how about clothes ?”’
.. 1he agents, man——the agents. They furnishes yew
‘V;’llth close, and a good chist, and tubacker to trade \{’rith
the natyves. They’ll trust ye for all out, till ye come

| back.”

The corn-doctor’s attention, it would seem, had bee
pyrevx_ously drawn to the attractive features of iﬁg
whaling-service, and the powerful imagination of the
eloquent Mr. Tubbs had so far deepened. the impres-
slon, that, with a little persuasion on my part; he con-

‘sented to.»sig;: ‘the articles and go with me.. We left
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Albany that very evening by one of the river-boats,
and, at sunrise the next morning, we were in the-office
of one of the New York agents. After examining us
very much as a butcher would examine a bullock, he
‘decided that we “would do,” and at five o’clock in the
afternoon he shipped us on board ome of the Sound
steamers for Providence, Qur passage wWas paid by a
man who had s (in company with half a dozen other
tgreen hands”) in special charge. : : .
When the bell rang for supper, I took my seat at
the table. I had nearly finished a hearty meal when
the steward saluted me with—
« Your ticket, sir, if you please.”
« ] haven't any.” o
« Fifty cents, then, will do.”
Y haven’t 80 much about me. N
¢ Thenswhat the devil are you doing here?”’
¢ There’s a man on deck that has charge of me.”
- % Hag charge of you?”" .
“Yes.” ' ,
¢ Qh, you're a whaleman ?”
“T’m going to be.”

]

¢« Wal, jist allow me to insiniate, in the politest way -

wrong box. You take

ini the world, that you're in the
t o’ right in this cabin,

a deck-passage. You've no sor

“mor be-aft the wheels.” o
+ I went on deck—forward. There were a score. of

oor Irishwomen lying about on the baggage and
freight. They looked half-starved, emaciated, sick,
hopeless. ¢ God help them!” I said to myseif. The
pight was cold. It had been a “raw, rheumatic day,”
and the night—ugh! I shiver to think of it. Our
driver did not engage berths for us,and I had no
money. - The cold, raw wind rushed through the gang-
ways in freezing currents, and, drowsy, weary, shiver-
ing with cold, wet, (for the rain began to fall abous ten
o’clock in the evening)——oh ! what a night wag that!
‘T had been ‘confined, for many months, to the school-
room, and: was scarcely more hardy than a girl. T stole
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oft and lay down, leani ' 1
e ¥y down, leaning my head against a pile of
“Don’t you belong for'ard ¥’ gai : .
. " said some. one t
in tones not the gentlest in 0
il 'but”—-g the world.
7] T e e ‘
Al: (ievgrﬁmg i%ze buts; you wust stay for'ard,”
: ard I went, and looked gloomily ¢
upic;m my fellow-sufferers, God help 'th% ‘;5‘:3‘:)1;1; etII;}ound
}I:Errjim; day when we arrived at Providence. We wt?s
ed into a dirty, half-warmed car, which was ﬁlleg

with smoke by a filthy tin lamp, that emitted a faint,

- phosphoric gleam, but a most decidedly
“ Ancient, and a fish-like smell!”;

: &«© g’
Eg;ne 82 et}i: greenies” waxed jocose over our mise-
ries. One was a journeyman tailor. - Another had been
Thegra,i; g};‘;ﬁl-‘aﬂ%mf- A third was a blacksmith "
_ ered furiously agaj
at length dawned. o "ganst the panes.  Day
“T—I! and blazes!” said one,
. Zes . sa “sha’
git to Bedford 2’ ‘ id one, ©sha'n’t We never

“I'll be darned of I'm in any 'hu,rry to git -there!”

_said another,

;;T]lil‘ére 'tis now !” said a thfrd. | |
ad rsl?chlxp;n, who had hitherto kept silence, now
a};gedr the “of a venerable snuff-box, and havin
sshrugl t}\lr;zyhgohtelgz 6to his neighbours, averred Witlgl

hrug, th was “ bien aise dat w ive,”
WG it @1se dat We was arrive,”
- m:a dat ) ch New Petford!” said a Dutchma,n be-

The cars sto |

| pped. We were huddled :

Rﬂi, Isjfter z’msslil)ort d(!riwi; we were set downni(t) taiwc ORagI;a

r. L——'s boarding-house. He was a nan,

‘t)lgougfl.l irritable to the last degree. His Blr)ﬁlgrmap,

ho::sok the most generous men I ever knew. The W?g

ﬁcati?.) neepfgr _Ems a clever body, (in the American si ?ﬁ '
tion of that word,) and there were some twog o; |

three y T
¢ younger women. There were, at least, a score
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of boarders, and such a medley I never saw. Divers
t“kindreds and tongues,” a variety of size, and all
complexions, from Day & Martin_to Caucasian. Maf-
fit’s and Knapp's melodies were then in vogue, as much
as the Ethiopian strains now-a-days, and o broth of a
boy from the Emerald. Isle declared it to be the
“Toith o’ fun,” when he could engage all hands in
singing o :

173

«Qh! Fm bound for the ls;(nd of Canaan

ina r‘ois‘terly'chorus, so loud as to bring old L— to
the door in a tearing passion.

«T do declare I” he would say, 1 do declare, T will -

not have such a disgraceful noise kept up here.!”

It is a somewhat significant fact that Mr. L
gelected the very leader of all the numerous instruments
of household disturbance, to act as moderator in his

absence! . The said moderator being none other than

my friend the eorn-doctor. . :

" “Phose were memorable days,—~marked by no im-
portant events, mot stamped with blood-thrilling in-
cidents,—but they were a strange page of my book of
Jife. ' T wandered through the busy streets of the city
of palaces, pondering on the chances that had brought
me there. 1 saw much of Zife in those days. Before,
T had looked more intently on the mere mechanism of
‘gociety. Now I began to examine, with a hungry man'’s
earnestness, ¢ the' living creature within the wheels.”
As I wandered about the streets, an occasional gleam
of life’s sunshine caught my eye. It wasa curly-headed
child, mayhap, at play among the flowers; a home-

soene ;—sire and mother and child in a group; dimly,.
and but for a moment, seen through an open door or

window. It was, perhaps, a little band of worshippers
in some “upper chamber,” (I have an especial liking
for life in chambers,) joining in some stirring hymn
that conjured up many a Sabbath-scene of home; or

the simple annals of the fishermen of Galilee. A coach
~ rolled by me, and a fair face was visible. A fine eye,

»
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arrested by the earnestness of mine, sought, in that

passing glance, to interpret it. Childre |
along kthe sidewalks. They had forgottennifg?libogeg
f::;ingngvg% ;J}-:‘e -llllear(z,, t}l;)il:a.t_dwant ihalduye’t her aﬂtax?a
| g W ‘heart’s blood of hecatombs. The love
and his mistress passed me. Ienvie X o
- Age passed me, and looked kin&lydu;i‘:lmi;ﬁlznf%:lfhed.
mexlxgtmand- passed on. The merchant saw me '!1?\?[0”
gorb fold bim my destination. Ho: looked as if hi
ought were, ¢“The sea is no place for you;” g g
passed on. I learned much of life, and  verty wai
my Mentor. S » B2C poverty was

CHAPTER XV.

W:AI‘I‘ING FOR A SHIP—-—LIi‘E N ﬁEW- D .
'HAND-WRITING ON' mnnﬁ?fgg.n TR moneE—
. Ef]gfn;s,apgrhapsé dno class of men that is made u
( nd g0-odd: varieties as that of sailors.
;sc ;ﬁgi :ttrg; ‘ ;Iilé}z:g .' th;;s landsman remarks on b:gz;:éin :
‘ sea-taring men. There is, it is readi
with s g men. is rea
lg;?;x;:d, "dl;)rersmy of character among all blassesdg%
burniners,_.. ut .af‘, sea, Just‘as”you go 'abruptfy from
— ogfsgx:egafﬁlaﬁ s-ngw”s 5 80 you leave the middle
i8¢ 01 unremarkabie characters for the very poles
;:lutttgfa g:gm aa.lli;yfz and inconsistency. ' Thig iﬁs%%lésal?;
r men-of-war ; where a sprig of nobility jos:
tles a sprig of the 1 ’ R ion ot i d0%
. aw, where all parties and sects, :
e AL TETR 2 i sec
lsi;g;ier;ds a&}l(]i tongues are more or less adéquately ::;:;}
. e decayed or rupaway gentleman messes

| :r)lrtsh_ba?:ii ind V%l:x’at.g'coal-.vende'rs‘.‘ Clergymen and doo-
—thelr occupations gone—feast intellectuslly sis ,
?ges‘l‘(rif_,-l preaching practioal homilies with the ggly}-rs:;g:
rlle, or testing' the effect of reirroviiig”"thé*e;‘iidér-'

mis ‘of the foretopm@st,' and making an external appli<
: .9

P im'ﬁ; - -
B P S B
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cation of “slush” (grease) to the same spar. Every
trade and profession is represented. Qceasionally you
find before.the mast a skilful navigator. - Indeed, it is
considered one of the last of possible dangers, at sea, .
that, were the captain and officers to die, no one can be
found to navigate the vessel to her destination, or to the
nearest consulate. e R S
. T make these remarks by way of preface to the state-
ment that T found at my boarding-house 2 medley of
characters, the.oddity and diversity of which were won-
derful.. There was a musician, a young man of fine
acquirements, who played the flute fo perfection. * An-
other was an accomplished violinist. There was a

blacksmith, a schoolmaster, a stage-driver, a brick-
layer, a crier of charcoal ; a Dutchman, a Frenchman,

three Portuguese, a Spaniard, two South-Sea Islanders.

Among others, was the corn-doctor of whom I have
spoken. He was something of a character. He was a
bundle of inconsistencies. He had, apparently, the
veiry nicest feelings of honour, yet I had more than one
roof that he was unscrupulous in the pursuit of any
cbject in which he- was really interested. e was a.
_new phase of character to me. He was ceagelessly
 scheming. “He could see, in the simplest actions of
others, parts merely of some preconceived plan. He
could not conceive of any action without an express de-
sign. He had a snmattering. of law, theology, French,

- chemistry—what not? - He loved large words. He

spoke mysteriously of his ancestry. . L A
" «You don’t know me, Weiss; you never will;” he
said to me one day. . o
T do not seek to,” L :
~ %You would be surprised, if you knew my ancestry.”
«No doubt.” .. o

well-formed, and singularly easy-and gentleman-like in
 his bearing; yet inclined to he authoritative, overbear-
ing, and self-important. With all his faults, he was
strictly temperate. He had.a keen sense of the ludi-

-

' And then he would leave the subject. He was tall,
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orous 'ima a fund of humour withal, that made him g
h‘my % easailnt companion. I took a strong liking to
tl I ot that. I was blind to his faults; but he see§n d
tg ave. ;I specml liking for me. He was a-new volun?e '
ablme.o‘ f % by design, or otherwise, put me on remark-

Oury.g 0¢ terms with myself; and what with this, and

tach;r&e:;ti?g tga;b% association, I became so much at-

ached to him that I was never ha him.
sHugps:cimﬁiilﬁeq}a!ly‘devoted to me.Pp%- 3::520%0;01;]?@;

_ m of interested motives: :
Inseparable friends. We walked, af:;idso hi ;lbecame
sotiarable  walked, ¢ sai ed to-

- New Bedford is a charming city. Its streeés are well

laid out, comfortably"
y C Y paved, and beauti
I:h: sea-approach to ‘it is ﬂv,ery ﬁne.e au&‘lﬂgllgcesz?;‘de@.
i};lcauzéeis‘s%g:_.t- Tl;‘eit_auasre no grand features; but thj;::
2 diversity of hills, islands, capes, and '
meke it a gem of a sce’nei mer: Wo fore) 4y nat
1 of n summer. “We found, in o
rambles, some-half-a-seore ioWs of it, among. which
) of views of it, am 'hi
;;31 :va.s lxlacyt easy to sellegt-the best. vThesé: a;ndoilhge T'(]:;gh
houz-"lgforﬂ]lzz ?111:;,0?(11% w%ods, whiled ‘away many ars:‘.
- us ‘would otherwise have hung heavi
upon our hands. The sprin ripening intesimern
! . TINZ was Tipening into suimme
g;l;edgel;ffsdwa; green again in the ﬁe%‘ds; gthe':vi?fé?)::
crs de ed the hedges; the birds were singing ; and
b%myﬂes zf;féet ﬁ)utn&g 0111 ‘their summer dra,pex,'y of
. - 4AAnd then the glorious sunshine! T
;tlsixsst,g;f{;??nb?fkgn into c&‘untless ripples by thglli)?‘egzg"
listen 1ts beams. The fiereer winds of March had
given place to airs as gentle and i2h 28 warme
°n place and wellnigh ag
fahlfx ,t}:;alcile.s of the Sout@ Sea; and I fre-t‘tgd a; -tg: 1;21 y
‘ l\/(f lfe_‘pt: é'ﬂe & pensioner upon the outfitters. - - y
. yd riend, the doctor, was not so enthusiastic. He
a 1; efﬂztga‘éns iticen;:ncities,- eminently a -p-rt;,cticai
an. - \d vastly the advantage of me in th ;i
fg::‘:a ﬁ[e acted on- system in all things ; Whifesivg::
iy T ked i 3 well, "W ol et Yonder
oy 1 liked: well With all my warmth of feel-
ing, I was never popular among my asgopia,tes.» \ uﬁ@fg;le :
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took liherties with me. - No one sought my company, as
a general thing. The boarders always prefixed the Mr.
to my name; while Tom, Dick, Joe, Harry, and the like,
were in the current style of address. o
#n this respect the doctor was my opposite, He had
glways a knot of listeners about him. He could tell
< g good story.”.. I could mot, - o
* He contrived, somehow, to be always-in funds; and
he seemed angry if I would not aecept from him such
trifling amounts as these cheap enjoyments usually cost
us. He won from me, gradually, my whole history.
With a boy’s earnestness 1 told him, over and over
again, of my native village ; of my earlier history; and
my ¢whole course of love.” And he was so courteous
a listener that I was never tired of repeating to him

what seemed, for some reason, to be of 5o much interest

‘to him. . o .
The weather was unfavourable for the carpenters,

and. we waited long for the good ship, ¢ The Whale-

‘Tunter,”.to be pronounced ready for sea. Week after
week passed, during which I tried to - become accus-
tomed to going aloft, and to learn something of ¢ the
ropes.”” Meanwhile, Doctor Dodge, (such was his name
at the boarding-house,) on more than one occasion, pro-
osed to me to run away. He also hinted to me the
foasibility of projects of his.own, which would infalli-
bly enrich us both; and when he spoke of my home, he
had nearly won me to-his purpose. What they were I
knew not, nor do I know now. Iamin doubt. whether
“he had any well-defined purpose. It was his nature to
"scheme, and what he sought to do was never done b{r
direct means, so Jong as indireet agencies were at all
practicable. He constantly asserted that he was going
to sea, and in the same ship with me. -The ““ W hale-

‘hunter,” he said, was his especial favourite, and,
though he. did-not wish to enter-the whaling-service, he
would sooner do so than part. with me! . - -

. When, at-length, the ship wag ready to haul out into

the stream, Captain Beverly was announced to be gick.

LYNDE WEISS. ' 101

It was more than a.fortni 3
 Was more a:Tortnight before he recovéred. - Oh,
howrv:eamly, the days dragged their * lingerin eii : 013:
away | _ ‘ gering length’
| Whjgglsxilegégoctoi't])odge, there was one other persbn‘ to
whom bo&rd.me 1:;u;tached. This was the superintendent
of the bo Ing-house. He was a quiét and ungssumin
man, and a general favourite among the boarders.: Hg
wosdr.e?a.rkably unselfish. .'He had a smile and a kis 3
word (;r ew}rlgrybody. -He did not admire my fri;n'd
octor; however, and he warned me $o be. ¢ n
ol d he e to be on my
With these two exceptions, I had. littlo ) .
h i teptions, I had littl say to
:;Ia{i i<1:>f the househpld. I do.’not4make-a.§q1:;ihiggrc:o
Y, a8 a general thing. T retained my pride notg
, niot-

'~ withstanding my change of ‘ ‘
W : nge garb, (the o
l given me & sailor suit,)and althc,:u(gb"l ?;efsﬁ t:xirts cﬁ?ﬁ

:gg::gnres;ryefi, my bookish habits and manner, or
could ﬁof'e sg(,ikept' the boarders aloof from me. The
of my new em Ilmm*'m‘("? 1y efforts to learn something
Forming 11 %mé)_ oyment. "I found myself graduall
stage ff a:t' abit of regarding thie sea as my futilrg
day, by heaﬁ?,-’;’ oi%dd g t;;msi) . noti1 a little gratified, - one
wo N aearing one or the boarders say to |
e foller, that. Smart feller, tZW,.fggggglz,

? - the o . in N
days, I thikin’.” er- Do a skipper, ane o’ these.
strea‘,ni daﬂ was banlnouncgd for hauling off into ‘the
that ﬂi‘y frieggswﬁlg few days before that oceurrence,
mo and said— eet, the superintendent, camé to

:: Weiss, what say you to a walk {”" i )
“‘g}?e‘r& do you propose to go 7’ © I
¢ Oh, not far, B I:,_Want you to see and hear a friend

of mine.”

““ A cler man ?u
113 YBS._” gy L
“These are not

church with,” -
“‘ Oh! d(}n!b -h‘ L N .’ .. L . ) .
_ \ think of ,-thga;t.. It's in the country—in

'prec,isely the g&rmenfé to go into' .

g
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. _at display ; and”
tmouth. You will see no attempt. at display ; an
ﬁ;ri!ﬁzn& G will think quite as well of you in
these as in the finest.” |
Afi-‘ Well, I will go. - Why not ask alf th
«Thave” .0
- ¢ And they will go?’ | |
“Yes - o o ' y
" Arm‘in-arm we- departed, nigh a score of us, and,
afterlilwalk: of .about a mil;,,We found ou‘rs.elvgsl at 4
small, neat chapel. The bell had ceased’ ringing ere
we a;'ri\fed, and we entered in-the same orfler 88 we
had -come. The services had already commenced. - The
worshippers were singing to a sweet air, full of energy -

e boarders 7’

o« -Aw;"ke;. my soul ! ‘stre'tch every nerve,
" And press with vigour onl!”

* T'looked at the occupant of the desk.  He was a
"man of small stature. . H¢ had a fine head. ‘His eye
- was full of ‘earnestness and 'de\;opgn,' and his manm(a}r
" ingpired me with a reverence akin to awe. He -R?,ye., ;
the little congregation all kneeling. I can never forget
the soft, low, earnest, musxg‘@}: tones of h;s‘ \er;ce}..1 g
Happening to raise my ¢yes, I saw on the wa
above his head— .
- «pIME ROLLS ON; ETERNITY HASTENS,”

in :la;rge ca,pit,a}é.'ﬁ,l‘ghali fno(t soon forget the impres-
gion'those words made upon me. S
' Aﬁ‘éloquent sermon followed, and then the worship
pers sang the beautiful .air which may he known tq my
readers as Naomi: _ R e
e - wffathér) whato'er of édft_lﬁy bliss,
" Thy sovereign will demlels“,” e )

- o ‘ G
- As we walked along homeward, the clergyman’ joine
me; and, putting his'arm in ming; he chatted with Hn:;e
until we had walked as far as County street, when Wg
séparated. I had never:seen him before.. We ha

LY
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known no.more of each other than we could learn in
that evening’s acquaintance; but he looked earnestly:
at me when he bade me good-night, and said— -

“You and I would never guarrel; I think.” . And -
he left me. I had, years .afterwards, cause to recall

" the remark.

The, next evening there was a,;r‘néetiggéip,-rcmjven—
tion, it was called—of the . abolitionists, = I found

- Liberty Hall thronged, and Wendell Phillips was thrill-
~ing the multitude with his eloquence. Jove ! in what

a delirium of excitement did his burning eloquence
leave me!. - He' speaks, and lectures. even, without
notes. . But his memory is so. tenacious, his reasoning
faculties 80 strong, his command of language so.extra-
ordinary, that you sit entranced by the astonishin
union of so much grace and elegance with ,profpunﬁ
and critical learning, B
My motning walk was usually to the ‘wharf, where
“The. Whale-hunter” lay. She was a beautiful ship
of about four hundred tons. T accustomed myself- to

_ going .aloft, in order that it might be ‘a less irksome

task at sea, It was some- timp, however, before I ven-
tured above the cat-harpings, and when I did accom-
plish that memorable feat, I elung with might and
main” to the topmast rigging, and looked tremblingly
downward upon the deck, as distant, to my lubberly

_vision, a8 the realms of Pluto from upper air. I soon

overcame this timidity, and was quite at home aRy-
where about the ship' except the 'Jib-boom—a place
which, though I never shrank from going there, I
dreaded when I had been months atsem. . - . -
- I was fond of conversing with the patient, paing-
taking old carpenters who were sheathing “The Whale-
hunter’s’”: deck. . They. told: me, one of them particu-
larly; somie fearful’ tales of the sea. Tojthesg,.,s;ailqrgg
who were arriving now, and. then, gave me horrid addi-
tions, recommending ;me. to stay at ‘home and dig
ditches, rather; than, go to sea, My answer was ready,
Noj Ihad resolved to go at least one voyage. . Agc-
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éordingly, when we weré summoned one morning to
liavé an interview with the captain, I went with several
others to the office of Messrs. Twist & Screw, the
agents, I must do them the “justice to say that they
troated me with ‘uniform kindness, and, so far as I
could discover, the utmost fairness. Both were ge tle-
inan-like, and stood fairly-among their fellow-citizens
as merchants and as men, So far, therefore, as T am
concerned, and so far as I am acquainted with “‘outfit-
térs,” they are not always the’ ghouls they have been
represented to be. | | o
Captain Beverly appeared well. He was of large
 stature, and somewhat inclined to corpulency. His
features were regular; and he was decidedly handsome.
He logked manly and good-humoured, and, from all I
could see, I set him down as' being conscientious, firm,
and decided, but well-tempered ; such a man as sailors
mean to describe when they say, “You al'ays know
where to find him.” S '
""T'do not know how far I-was distinguishable by my
wn dress and habits, but my obseérvation. soon -taught
tne to know a candidate for the whaling-service at sight.

He goes to New Bedford in ‘quite a flow -of animal -

spirits, with pleasant visions of *a home on the rolling
deep.” He his heard, and perhaps sung, the chorus
of ‘the fine old song— - o ‘ T
d ' ‘ | ““,So haﬁpy. are we, .

Fearless and free,

' "Pullin'gr- a}wa,y_,: o'er the dark blue sea.”

i

He has heard of the. preen fisles-houri homes, of the

South Seas—of the fruits of -the tropics—of lands of.

endless summer. .But he has'seen only one side of the
pictire. He'has not yet dreamed, even, of ‘sharks—of
ftérminable - night-watches—:of pulling all day like a

ggi‘lé*yéslaf‘vé, at the  oar—of 'scanty, broken test—of -

eing flogged like & dog, with'a zope's end—of poorly-
dressed food, without so much as salt-and pepper (the

first of these, luckily, is not often needed, for the beef.

LYNDE WEISS,

and pork are as salt as salt can make them).to give ita
re.hsh.' : H&Laﬁ not dreamed that.captains, of the ima-
7o omis on bosed o s, o et the ortter i

‘ .8hip. Some-disheartened whale-
man; who has returned from a fi ' voyag i
less; tells him?“his,experience,gu.r< ﬁ:riy:gylaﬁ:éf: 1}1111-1-
crést, forswears thin potations, and taketh to gin -
smokes a pipe—gswears. lustily—doffs hig ¢ shore t% .
and calls everybody ¢ shipmate.” At lasthi&ve%ss,l
.ha,l_zls‘:‘ off into tl}? stream, and an hour or two in gring-
gzignasgige);rgns' (he bei_x:‘g employed in turning the
& itsromancee{.;lns to rob “ the deep, blue seaf’ of some

&

CHAPTER XVI.

TUNEXPECTED ARRIVAL.—@RI?’ACHERY.—THE QUARREL, ‘
o A fE.«w days before the one appointed for hauling into
e stream, I was surprised by a- most unexpected oc-
currence. Mr, Wellfleet came in about sunset.one
f;r:ir_::hn% ?n;ii l:iaxg_ded me a note. ' I was still more as-
: ed to find it'in my uncle Hugh’s h: id with-
out a postmark. d B g8 band, aad itk
“Of course, he is in town ?” I said | |

£ I said to Mr. -
:: Yes! at.the Parker House.” . i Wellfoet.
‘, You have seen him, perhaps.” |

“Yes, several times,” ,, -

I opened the note, and read as follows ; -

b

. “Panker Houss, Thursday event

3 | ening.
i hg‘ D-EAR-LYNDE,.:_——We were. uneasy?ﬁbout gou;
Bed’fbrdgr ?\T@ae, dqya«‘fxrgquxry, we traced you to New
o vnth  Now, we (Mr. Grayson, Jessie, and Kate
are with.me) have not- come to interfere with your plang
i any way. - Your father’s- recent difficilties have
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affected his health and spirits ;- so much so, indeed, that
he felt unequal to a journey from Boylston to this city.
"I need hardly say to you that, under these circur-
stances, it is very desirable for you to accompany us
home. - Do .not desert us, Lynde. We have interest
enough to establish you in business ; or, if you so pre-
fer, Counsellor §-—— will give you a seat in his office
as a student. . Come.and see me, or shall I wait upon
you at your quarters? - B
SRR “Your affectionate uncle, . -
- ‘ L “«Huen.” .

1 was long in coming to a decision. .1 tﬁough-t of my

father, and resolved to go home; and then Jessie Gray-

son’s rejection of my suit deterinined me to go to sea.
Was it. possible, I asked myself, that she knew the pur-
pose of my uncle’s coming ? No. She had too much
native delicacy for that. - Had my uncle relied on the
sight of her face, and the calm unanswerable logic of my
-~ gister Kate, to persuade me fo forego my purpose
Again I thought of my father, and decided to go home.
Mr. Wellfleet came in, as T closed the debate, and ad-
vised me very earnestly to abandon the idéa of going
to sea.. ' - N L e
“You have for many years been a student,” said he.
The habits of your whole life unfit you for the la-
bours and hardships of the sea. ~You have been deli-

cately nurtured,—you will be exposed to_hardships al-.

most beyond the power of endurance. You have been
_accustomed to good society; you are going among the
lowest and most filthy, vulgar, and obscure of the dozen
nations which you will éind represented in the forécastle.
You have never known the want of wholesome and
palatable food; -as-a sailor, you must know it. You
have been accustomed to: regular. and unbroken sleep,—

four hours-one night, and eight the next, on deck, will -

be your lot in good weather. Inbad weather, and when
‘cutting-in ‘and " trying out,” you get little or
Go home, Weiss, go home !” . T T

‘ Bonev_ .
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“T will,”
“You will ?”
“Yes,” . : S :
“That’s right. I congratulate you. - e
. . , e you. -Come, let’s go
to the Parker House; and see T 8
“grﬂt in this dress,” - your l}ncle.- o
“ Never mind the dress.. Walk by the hotel with me,
. ! o ; teI w th :
and if you would rather not go in, .'{’II call yourz- untgf'e:
~out, and you can walk with him. = If you want .money
or clothing, that is very easily arranged : I can supply: -
dyou, and you may pay me at your leisure. By-the-by,”
d;ngg"l’ know that your uncle has been here for several

“He came on Monday. It was with éon:!;é difficulty.
that .he found you, and : " say Xved
to begin the nejéotiatioﬂ.?b’le wardly kaew, ho saye, hpw

:: That is surely no very difficult matter.” . '
 “Why, I do not know,” said Mr. Wellfleet, with a.
significant smile. “Boys are obstinate, yi)l,l know;:

* sometimes. By-the-by, now I think of it, where’s your

friend Dodge 17
‘: %I am unable to say.”
) H:rlrlﬁ; ;(,i,gcaxgpe-d, I suspgct.'-’ . -
_ “At any rate, he has not been at th
Monday, and this is Thursd oroning.  Hoam Sinoe
. k a’ 1t’
tm]1§ We were going.” - o ?Vemn.gf _‘H'owev.e_r, v
‘Drawing my arm through his own, Mr: Welld -.
walked with me to the Parker House. Heelef: e;:x:hilz
ths‘}‘ %oor and entered the-hotel, o
ome in, Weiss,” said he, as he came back.
“f[I‘hey re all at tea, and nobody,will see you.” ek
o followed him into the hotel, and up 2 single flight
“Stfi[l"ifa,s;;’s‘ f}fe ‘advanci%d a few steps and then paused.
e room, No. —,” gai e poi '
&nIOpeI;kd?ior,  Foo é'lef‘t = gald he, _as ke pointed to
walked quietly along (my step is a very qui
towards. the’ door, and was( agout go enter, ghgzl%fhg;ﬁ}




108 "~ LYNDE WEISS.

‘ ices. For ome of them, I could have
o SI:"iltlzL i#a%ftﬁzzcz? one who was still dear tp-mfé ;tI
Bwlfll;i‘ hear the throbbing of my heart as I s;que eg
f’oten There was a man’s voice in reply. 1 s t(a}pp ‘
.f;sfwd;'d. - There, kneeling-at the. fees cg' 'l'{i‘?smeon ;*agrf
son, dressed in Parisian elegance, and fO" Hég one of
her hands in his own, was——my friend,

:D‘:.Iél %ﬁs.hed down the. stairs and left the hotel. Conceal-

ing myself behind a pillar of the church opposite the

hotel, I awaited his egress. He came at length, and I

followed him. Between Cheapside and the City Hall I -

overtook him.

«Villain! scoundrel!” I exclaimed, as I grasped

his collar. .~ ) o N
b «Ha! ig that the tune?”’ he asked with a snee

3 u understand it?% . .
::]? se]i(;uﬁf ij'fe%i henoured in receiving a lessop 2 1):3
there- are a couple ofhthe pqllmeo?aﬁtggiﬁsgh'u;a,lignity
ight " added he, with a smile of fi , ..
:lﬁl:,tl ghall néver_i'o‘rget. “. Good night ! ‘I 1l remem
| l” \ ) | . : | . . I
bﬂiyrri?iu he raised his hat from his head, bowed 1(:;}' t(i‘
‘'me, and disappeared. I returned to my lzoar ing:
" hm;se, and wrote to my uncle Hugh as follows:

| “ Thﬁfs&ay Evening.
«My DEar Unore:—I have made up m%r_. gllzlzdfeigci
nter the whaling-service, and must go. m‘th’ ool
gbliged to you if you will not further interfere wi

stionate nephew,
plans of Youtf affectionate nep P
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CHAPTER XVIL

DE. DODGE DISAPPEARS—@UTFIT&—-H’AULING OFF—A DAY ,IN THE
l SPREAN, - - A

MY uncle, it seems, knew me too well to remonstrate,
and I did not see him atzall. Doctor Dodge. disap-
peared. Two days after the occurrences . of the last
chapter, the outfitters seng for us to select our -putfits,

. My own allotment wag 5 monkey jacket, round Jjacket,

trousers for warm and cold weather, shirts, stockings,
tarpaulins, blankets, and hay bed. I am but an in.
different financier, but I thought the prices reagonable,
The outfitters were certainly very liberal, and they dis-
armed me of my prejudices against them. . = =
The day came to haul into the stream, Our gky-
blue chests were high up-piled on a stout trick. We
bade the outfitters good-by, and left the shop in g
straggling order, much like & fleet jn a gale of wind,
otley was the * wear,” Our chests were soon huddled

- into the forecastle. ‘The fasts were cast off, A war

Was passed to the steamer Telegraph, (of which exploiI;_
ars magna fui /) and we were speedily under way, The
pilot leaped up to the night-heads, and testily issued his
orders, - ‘ . L ‘ SRR
“ Starboard I’
- % Starboard, sir 1"
“Port 1” ,
¢ Port, gir "’
“Steady!”
“ Steady, sir 1"
“Port!”
. *“Port, it s, gir |’

“ STEADY ! Where the— gre you going—all over
the ocean I’ . | o -

i1

10
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Such were some of the elements of the hubbub. We
anchored opposite the light-house on Clark’s Point.
The steamer left us, and we were left to amuse our- .
selves as best we might. = :

I discovered that there were many on board whose
faces I had not before seen. It was the understanding.
(I know not whence it came) that we were to have on
board the Whale-hunter a picked crew of young Ame-
ricans. = We had, indeed, undergone a. petsonal inspee-
tion by Captain - Beverly, and 1 supposed that 1 was’
going to see a rather “select society.” I found in the
forecastle, however, one Dutchman, one negro, one
Canadian, one Spaniard, one Portuguese, one Chilian,
and a South-Sea Islander, in the number of my ship-
mates. The scene was a queer one. From such oeca-

sional glimpses as I could catch while I arranged: my -

berth, I tried to form some idea of my future mess- -

mates, There were some good faces .among them.
They were occupied in divers ways. One was playing
 the .violin. - Another wearied our ears with a wheezing
accordion.. Some were playing cards, Some slept.
Some were mending, “ fixin’ for Cape Horn,” as they
expressed it. -~ - : | o
" 'Phis, by-the-by, is a singular trait of sailors. You
_may see them, in the earlier part of the voyage, putting
patch upon patch, until you cannot divine the original
colour;. Thrift herself would blush at their superior
cconomy. Well, months, perhaps years, pass away.
Jack comes home with some hundreds of dollars due
him. A thousand to one he is-drunk in six hours after

_he gets ashore, and his money goes in three days or

six; and then he goes to sea again—to economize. -
On the following day the wind was directly in our
- teeth, and we lay at anchor all day. The Whale-hunter
began to show her mettle, as the long gwell rolled in
from seaward, tossing uneasily at her moorings, and
fretting like a chained mastiff in his- kennel.- We
gave her the best bower and a goodly gcope of cable,
and she behaved better. There were some faint fore-
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shadowings of sea-sickness duri "
vings of uring the day.- :
1a;.evg:-(;)ymnofslceableﬂscﬂemni.t;c,r. on d%vers ,fa,ges Tlllf riii;ﬁ:
grave reflections. It was, more prol
“shadows before” of events e mhn o e
. ! . ev to come when we. sh
2? %;I;E; at siea;;vefg}: ing OWn p?lrt, I stified all thoﬁglﬁg
me, vernauled my chest, an invaluabl
sourse to all sailors.” I climbed the rissir T weote
-in S;y JIournaI; and so got threough‘ :Ii?%i'mg’ + wrote
L Oni zztfollgy;rlﬁl% moraing ét bllew. great guns from the
£, aptain and pilot came on -board
we got under way. The wind was s tha e
. T as 80 fresh
2;:3(};00;? :hovg I\;rfhgle tc&psails. The Wheil:-shu:ii]z: W‘Zg
: port. - She bounded, as she fell off, with a cux
iﬁcee ;agil;ehénﬁe, anci& myhveins tingled with piefsﬁl:;‘::
_ way. As the pilot left us, I happ:
look over the bulwarks, A od passinoen o
. yacht wad passing us, In
3 group that were seated in the stern-sheef I s o
face that was familiar to me Ae Lot o L oaw o
ace 1 _ 1ar to.me. I looked, h [
liberately, lifted his hat, a o tho 8 Tow e
ber fted hi , and made me a low salaa
;J)vé{;ilnz_ I:;qu;dlf)yo gnd a rza,ligna,nt smile t‘ha.'tkcmsg ?)?1{1;
: ge. vague presentiment. of evil
2;0;8;%2:3’ gmr;g, a%i 1 ;;lurned in disgust to It]heogu(:i‘;lél»
erth, ‘the time we got th T
the bows and the degks o0 it was Doy o
. cleared up, it was blowi
fresh].{ that Captain Beverly thoughé it pruden(:;v:;?%e:g
o;;sa,x $,—and Bow came my first trial.  We were well
l(;::.n taetrs;?éc%ng tllxle lq,]nd was growing dim. -The Whale-
ur ed heavily in the angry sea. In cc o
Lwth otléers, I felt very decided syu{ptoms o? s‘;{;ilii(l}s |
ess. Some had already gone below. One-and an-

-

‘other were looking astern, and murmuring “ Good-bye

to New Bedford!” when, wi 1
\ W Dbeatord .’ with |
ho?‘,ftxhe e shouten’ S the ‘voice of a young
“Hands by the topsail halyards! Lo vay |
i‘fan tl%e .topeail éle\ylines ! Q{éw %;‘wét‘;[? wﬁazyaﬁ
o reef-tackles! Tay aloft there, and take a reef in

-the topsails! Two reefs there in the mizzen-topsail !

0 you hear 2"
“Ay, ay, sir]”




'
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“ Bear a hand there, now !’ o
: I'I?oeif‘;dzt;l after a boat-steerer into the main-rigging,
and followed him to the topsail-yard, ~ A faint, death-
like ‘sensation came over me as I crawled out on' the
foot-rope, and looked down on the foaming sea. I was
at “the dog’s ear,” which is to say, next to Phe boat-
steerer, who had the post of honour——the earing. Hoe

looked around at me as I was trying to assist him in

hauling the sail out “ to windward,” and seeing how sick
- I was, he shouted fiercely— .
o “Tay denl !Gla_y i;itzwn,' man !
{i § - reek to me. :

‘ ‘?gléi"gﬁv:lon deck, 'you lubber! You ha'n’t got the
- strength of a kitten!  Lay'down on deck, afore you

fall overboard! If ye do fall, it’s all day with ye ! LW
| &6@1'1»"?1"'@311-1@ lay down " : _

»

L

o

~ Amid the smiles of the ‘captain, officers, and all the
old. “?éed'-ﬁégs,” I crawled wearily to the lee-scuppers,
and, in company with half-a-score. of poor greenhorns,
paid my matriculation fee by way of initiation into the
occult mysteries of ‘getting my ““sea-legs.” Of these
I stood in most imperative need, as my limbs were of
little use to ‘me. ‘I was resolved that I would not go

below, I staggered—fell—crawled about deck. I ate

broiled codfish in its quintessential saltness, I drank

sea-water——all to no purpose! | '

Seal&non the people were called aft, and the watches

were formed. -I was chosen in the captain’s watch.

Of this I was very glad, as I had taken a decided liking
. to him. This accomplished, the order was given—

. “Gobelow, the starboard watch,” and I crawled for-

ward, and descended the ladder into the dark forecastle.
v(gil,. how sick Twas! ~-Could T but have died! And, to
comfort me, a Yankee gréenhorn, as sick as myself,
QXC:EQ}:EIHEW,! heow sick I be! I wish .I was tew hum!

3
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CHAPTER XVIIL

A sHIP i3 the world in miniature,’ Especially is this
true of a man-of-war—where, it has passed into a pro-
verb, every man finds his level. The sailor whom you
select for your hammock-boy may have been, in more
prosperous days, a man ef wealth and distinction.” The
man who helps to pull you ashore in a cutter, or the
dinghy, may have been a man of some eminenes in pro- .
fessional life. You meet with men of all countries, and
the most marked and startling contrast in _habits .and
character. In one man you find the mere-animal,—
dull, lifeless, soulless; & machine almost-—not many
degrees above the. dray-horse, or the “treadmill—one
whose brain is not often visited by ideas that are-not on

 ternos of ‘the very closest intimacy with his rations .of

beef and grog and his wateh below. In another you
see the Jubber, who trembles. in' a whole-topsail breeze,
and to whom the royaliyard.and the Jib-boom are purga-
tory.. His messmate is the ambitious man-—who makes
hig way patiently, and step by step, from the rate of
Johnny Raw to that of able seaman, captain of a. top,
or quarter-master. Another is the jovial ““good fellow,”’ -
who can sing a good song, and spin a yarn as long as

- the skysail-halyards—whiling away .a ‘dreary- night-

watch of four hours, in relating what -another man
would finish over a cup: of coffee. - Still another is your
“heart of oak,” who knows and does his duty ; ‘who,
when other men’s cheeks blanch with terror—when the
storm is at its height——when the face of-0ld ocean is white
in his wrath-—and sail after sail is rent in shreds from the

-bolt-ropes—when, in the midst of rayless darkness, and -

above - the howling . of the gale, the appalling cry is

‘heard, “BreAkErs! UNDER THE LEE!” stands as

10%
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firmly as Atlas or Gibraltar at his post, in the face of
almost certain death. R :

But to my story. _ ' .
Night came on. Oh! that first night at sea! The

ship plunged and reared like a restive horse impatient
of restraint. The sky was heavily overcast, and as
night settled upon the sea, rain added its raw discom-
fort to the accumulation of other diversities of misery.:
~ At eight-o’clock, P. M., just as, in utter weariness and

exhaustion, “an exposition of sleep’” came over me, I

heard, in Cyclopian accents, at the scuttle—
% Eight bells, there: below !. Tumble up here, now !
‘No sick-list to-night! Come on deck, all of ye! D'ye
hear, there ¥’ :
¢ Ay, ay, sir!” growled one of the few “old salts’
who had shipped before the mast. -
.The forecastle-lamp had gone out, and there was some
delay and a great deal of swearing in lighting it.
«Plague take the bloody ole lamp !” exclaimed the

doctor; (the cook,) who wWas waiting for Portuguese Peter

to light it. - It was lighted at last. I turned out. I
found my jacket “over to leeward,”” and one of my
shoes half-full of lamp-oil. - With an heroic effort, how-
-ever, I dressed and went on deck, the first of my watch.
I could see nothing in the surrounding darkness, but I
groped my way to the weather-rail, and staggeringly
crawled aft. - '

«“Come aft here ! all of youl’ ’ shouted the captain ;

and we were glad to get out of the way of the floods

-of water- that -were- dashing over the bows at every -

~plunge of the ship. -Faint, ‘sick, almost exhausted, I
“erouched under the weather bulwarks, somewhat alarm-
«ed, i the truth must be said, by the loud, sharp thud
.of the swell against the bows, the quiyering of the hull,
and the creaking of -the bulkheads.  The- gale ‘abated,
‘aiid we made sail to top-gallant sails. Wearily passed
‘the first long night-watch, and my heart leaped with
~joy when the second mate (the captain had retired -at
gix bells) shouted—" o w
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:: gigllx)i; ib'ells!h Call the watch I’ .- :

- ““Go below, the watch !” was the order a fow minute
i.ater, and we went below. With a keen sense’ cﬁfmcl;ﬁs-
v{\)fx:t- I crawled (how, I hardly know) into my berth

- With a miser-like consciousness of my ability to sink
instantly to sleep, I remember a coquettish delay to

_ “Stretch the tived Hmnbs” -

upon the Elysian downiness of my hay-bed A th

) M { : CL 1
ggufglmg aﬂd Jessie Grayson, an:‘yI slept, Ioslggg
soun y. was not yet seven bells in the mid watch .

“ Starboard watch, 1" i seuline yel

started me from a Er’ezglo‘gf" ,];:ma;.s-hnu’ma‘scuhl'}e yelh

“All hands! A squall, boys! Make haste!”

‘. With a beating heart I bounded up the ladder. As

I stepped upon deck, the wind took my. very. breath
~away, and I staggered into the lee-scuppers. 1 crawled
with dsome difficulty to windward. The rain was. poﬁr-
:111%1 ) :;)wn 1}:::- torrents, and the ship was heeled over
: -Eli on her bg:_xm—~_ends. The. wind whistled Berce-

J through the rigging. The green hands stood in
gluf,eTterror, utterly at loss where to go and what to
¢ r(:;i heh:,-v arsasfile, It could readily.gee, was himself alarmed,
ort:i[erg yas br;):t 1llr.lg and swea.;mg, giving two or three

-may remark here, in passing, that it i 0 1 ‘
uncommon for _whale;r_zenpto sa.iigl,.fﬁaxfz IESitbv{i:;f aI,I-3 ::eri:%
m,wlgmh there are not more than four or five able sea-
men in the forecastle.. Such was our own predicament
Indeed,, I doubt whether there was one in the Whale-
hunter’s forecastle who would have rated as an able
geaiman in the m(fi'chant-service or the navy. - .

1 now receive my first lesson.in the management of
a'ship. * As I stood near the booby-hatch, %naﬁ?:r ﬁ
understand the orders of the mate, who was’yelling- like
& hyena to the mien, I saw dimly in- the darkness the

tall, manly form of Captain Beverly. He throw calmly -
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a look aloft, and, in a tone of voice, little, if any, louder |

than his ordinary gruff, heavy accents, he said qu1ck1y,
¢ Maints'gallant-yard, there!” -
“8ir!” n .
“ What's the trouble with that sail?”
“The clewline ’s jammed, sir.” -
«Mr. Pintle, see that cleu’r}me clear !
“ Ay, ay, sir. - All clear!
“Clew up !” T . |
& N Bir!” , :
: “%ﬁ’xﬁz’ g; the topsail halyards! .Lower away!
Clew down! haul out the reef-tackles! Who's that at

the wheel 7 -
.. “Tom, sir.” =
¢« Luff, half a point&”_t -
“Av ay,sir. Luff 1t . . 7
E Tﬁey :5131%’ ;as now safe. The squall abated, and we
made sail again: - I ‘can never forget the calm, ylet
prompt and seaman-like style, in which Captain Beverly
restored confidence to the men, and reheyed the writhing
-gpars of a strain that would have: carried them by thﬁ
‘board, had they not been of the best material and we
"s't 315;8 being our morning watch on deck, we serubbed
decks, (a new and very interesting operation to me,
which, in my greénness I supposed to be a sort of Sltlln(-i
- day scrub,) and made sail to royals. Of course, we ha
» the forenoon watch below. I again sought my'be;th, as
"-did several others, among whom was one David Lee, a
‘Dutchman. The ‘name, by-the-bye, has not a very
Dautchish-sound ; but :suck was his -mgn-manual‘ on the
shipping-papér. Some of the watch preferred to.remain
awake. -Some smoked. . Some played.-cards. One

sang, and Jim Hopper extorted notes. from his rickety

old violin, the shrillhess of which would have forced
discord herself to ‘put her fingers to her ears. . My
phlegmitic friend bore the din very philosophically f}(:r

g while; and then he said, in coaxing tones, to the
men— .- .
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“Mein Gott, poys! it ish more noise as te tower uf
Papel ; unt it ish not possible to schleep ‘mit te noise.
You acts like schildren (children) !” -

In vain did he remonstrate. The card-players were
staking plugs on plugs of tobacco, and the game went
merrily on. S ,

“ What's trumps ?”  “T beg!” <« 7] give ye one!” -
“Whose’s* deal ?”  “Spades no more!” were among
the expressions that met my drowsy ear. I slept at
last. It could not have been long; for when I awoke,
the players were still intensely. engaged. My Dutch

- neighbour was smoking his pipe, and watching the gam-

blers. At last they, too, turned in. The little fore-
castle was still. The Dutchman’s eyes were drawing
drowsily together, when, suddenly, a rooster that had
escaped from the hen-coop and strayed forward, set up, -

just at the scuttle, his very loudest and shrillest crow.
The enraged Dutchman rose on one elbow, thrust his
head out of his berth, and, looking fiercely up the scut-

- tle, he growled—

“Ach! by tam! are YoU there ?’ ' -

A roar of laughter followed ; but, at last, about six
bells, the Dutchman snored, and broad chests around
him also snored; and puffed, and ¢ phew”-ed, and snorted
i orchestral vigour ‘and variety, in laughing at whie
I, too, slept and—dreamed. I never snore. -

O sleep! O dreams! your empire is at sea. The ,
ship might have gone to that immense receptacle df
things marine, Davy Jones’s locker, and we never
the wiser. I could bave hugged my hay-bed for the
delicious sense of weary drowsiness with which I closed

_my eyes in sense-absorbing slumber. Shall T'ever sloep

again as I slept at sea ?
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 CHAPTER XIX.

FLORES.,—FAYAL.—LIFE AT SEA.—THE FIGHT.

Fine weather succeeded the storm. I recovered
slowly from my sea-sickness; and, as I grew more ac-
customed fo my rew home, I began to love the sea. So
it is ever, A wise Providence has so formed us that,
be our abiding-place where and whiat it may, we learn
to love it. There is always, in every possible condition
of }iﬁe, the relative good and evil, joy and sorrow,.
which settle dnto the ordinary share of happiness which
falls to our lot. Panting beneath the equatorial sun,

or shivering in polar snows, in freedom or in bondage,

there is so nice an adjustment of the balance of joy and
sorrow, that little. ground is left for choice among the
diversities of human condition, There is no shade of
hardship or sorrow but has its corresponding intensity
of comfort and delight. - I loved my little berth. I cut
éngravings from the papers and magazines that had been
given me, and pasted them upon its rough sides. I fitted
it with a world of bachelor conveniences; and, were
there no other tie, the animal luxury of the delicious
sleep I enjoyed in it would have endeared it to me.

I set myself at work to learn the names #nd uses of

“the ropes.” I was constantly looking aloft to ses -

where the braces, sheets, and clewlines “led.” Iin-
quired restlessly the names and uses of every thing.
I was the first among the green hands to take a trick
 (alone) at the wheel ; and Captain Beverly complimented
me on my skill. When I was not “looking out” aloft,
or at the wheel, I contrived to be at hand where the
officers were fitting the boats, getting their ¢irons”
(harpoons, spades, and lances) in order; or setting up
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rigging. In this way I learned a great deal of sailor

. lore in my first month at sea.. The fourth mate, a

negro, was a huge, brawny fellow, and, by report, a
good whaleman. *Seeing my desire to learn, he took a
special liking to me, and was never weary in answering,
%again and again, my countless questions. I also took
especial pains, on all occasions, to be first in executing’
an order. In bracing the yards, in making or taking-
in sail, in relieving the wheel or the look-out, it was |
my pride to be prompt, active, ever ready. This ob-,
tained me the good-will of the captain and officers.
The former would often call mé aft to assist him in -
taking an obervation; and the latter would select me
from a- knot of idlers to assist in working upon the
rigging, What wonder I began to love the sea? ,Day
after day, in almost uninterrupted sunshine, we bounded
on towards the Azores. | ' ‘

We had two passengers on board. They were Por-
tuguese, and bound to Flores. As we drew nearer
the islands, one of them (a gray-haired old- man, who

‘had been for many years away from his native- islaﬁﬁ‘:&)

was in a fever of excitement. He was: constantly
watching the binacle, and asking a thousand questions
about the course, the latitude and longitude, and the.

‘rate of sailing. Indeed; I began to share his excite-

ment as we drew nearer Flores. ~ S

Amid ‘all the novelty, however, of life at sea, my
thoughts wowld wander homeward, In the busy hours
of the day I could drive away such thoughts easily
enough ; but at twilight, in night watches, and in
dreams, my fancy was ever busy with the scenes of
home ; and ' |

5 “My heart, untravelled,”

sought a solace for the present in the recollections of
the past.. I remember that I lay down upon my chest
one day, after dinner, and fell asleep. I dreamed of
home. I was at the well-remembered board, -and

x
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around it were my father and his family, with good old
~Allan Grayson and his daughter. I was seated beside
Jessie. - It seemed to me, in my dream, that I had won
her heart and hand, and that she looked blushingly at
me as I recounted my hardships and adventures since I
left my native village. Suddenly there was.a peal ofe
thinder., Jove! how faithfully did my fancy recall
the familiar features of every face, wearing a look of
surprise at the sudden approach of the storm !. Knives,
- forks, spoons, were dropped, and we looked now at one
another, now at the window, through which we eould
~ discern the vivid flashes of the lightning, My elysian.
dream was rudely interrupted by Simon Nehemiah, the
blacksmith, who bawled hoarsely in my ear—

] gay, yaou! Weiss! Rowse out here! Your trick

at the wheel !” L L
I bounded up the ladder, discovering, as I did so,
that the cook was grinding coffce, and that he had tl;us
unintentionally furnished the thunder for my dream !
. % Land ko !’ was the cry the next. morning, and by
1oon we lowered the captain’s boat and went ashore.
Qur, passengers were half frantic, as well they might
be, for Flores deserves its name. It is one of the most
beautiful islands I have ever seen. True, it la,qks the
:vegetation'of the tropical islands of the Sol}th Seg.; but
then it is so well cultivated, that it looks like one vast
floating garden, in the sea-approach. I could have
kissed the earth, so delighted was I to see, once more,
the beautiful gréen of broad ﬁg}ds,,mstea,d of .the wide,
monotonous expanse of sea and sky, on which I had
gazed for the past forthight. I had become so much

accustomed to the motion of the ship, that, at first, I

“could not walk on land without staggering.
While the captain was busy in bargaining for a sup-
~ply of fresh provisions—potatoes, onions, fruit, hogs,
and- chickens—1I pawned divers little superfluities for
oranges. - One ill-looking fellow, whose *‘ complezion”
was “perfect gallows,” singled me out for his victim,

" -and, with wealth of smiles, and an urbanity that would §
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‘ha¥e made him a prime favourite at court, he contrived

" to cheat me most villainously. There was a skill in

hig tactics which stamped him a great cheat. He might
have sat for the portrait of Cool, in “London Assu-
rance,” and young Courtly’s words might very appro-
priately have been written beneath it: “'There is a
pungency about his invention and an originality in his
equivocation that are perfectly refreshing !”
__We got our supplies on board, and sailed for Fayal.
We stood off and on, while the.captain went ashore.
On his return we filled away, and, with a sigh, I bade
farewell to beautiful Fayal. = Years have passed, yet I
still recall the beautiful Azores—their hills, valleys,
fields, groves, cascades, and neat white churches and
cottages that decked the hillsides. e

I have neglected to say that, for some days pre-
viously to our reaching the Western Islands, there had

~ been some ill-feeling between the larboard and star-
‘board, or mate’s and captain’s watches. As I have

already stated, the greater part of the foremast hands
were “green horns.” Some of them complained very
bitterly of the noise, at night, over the forecastle, made
unnécessarily by the watch on deck.  There was very
reasonable ground for complaint; though, for my own
part, I was so weary with the labour of the day and
my loss of accustomed sleep, that a national salute
would not have waked me, except at the regular hour
for calling the watch. Such is the case with all expe-

.rienced seamen. The watches retaliated upon each

other successively the real or imaginary wrongs of the
last sleepless watch, until, at length, the quarrel be-
came general, . ‘ L
One night, when we weére running down the south-
east trade-wind, one of the wateh on deck came below,
(I was in my birth,) and struck a light. It proved to
be Simon Nehemiah, the blacksmith. He made so
much noise and remained so long" that he was sus-

‘pected of trying to keep us awake.

“Time yaou was goin’ on deck!” said Brown, a
' 1
-
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broad-chested shoemaker, who stood six feet .in *his
stockings. '

"% Go when I git ready!”

- Go mow I ‘

“Yaou be ——!" , _

Brown sprang from his berth and struck the in-
truder. The watch on deck heard the noise, and
rushed below. The watch below bounded from their
berths, and the fight became general. They fought
like tigers. The contest was at its height when there
were three heavy raps on the scuttle, and Captain
Beverly shouted— - ) .
. ““Avast, there! Come on deck, all of you!”

“ We can’t do it, sir,” answered Brown,

Like a lion springing upon his prey, the ecaptain
leaped into the forecastle. He was a man of enormous
strength, and, striking right and left, he scattered the
combatants as if they were children., I saw him throw
four:men headlong against the berths and bulkhead.

- ¢ On deck ! shouted he, in a voice that might have
roused -the dead, and they obeyed him. He followed
them, and went aft. S -

“Send Brown aft !” said he to the mate.

- ¢ Ay, ay, sir. . Brown, lay aft here!”
~. He came. . :

# Seize that man to the mizzen-rigging !”

The order was obeyed.

-¢* Now, sir, what say you?” said he to Brown.
- “Forgive me, sir!” . - :

“ Cast off the lashings. I forgive you, but remem-
ber one thing—I'm the caPTAIN of this ship. Go
forward.” « ' |
- There was no more fighting on board the Whale- -

Lunter.
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CHAPTER XX.

CRUIBING,~HOMEWARD BOUND.~—LOOKING FOR EMPLOYMENT,—AN
UNEXPECTED MEETING.

ONE moming, when we were , about three days sell
from Rio Janeiro, I heard, during my watch below,
loud ery from masthead—

«There. she blows! . There she blows! There she’
.blows !"" in that quick and regular succession which is,
to the practlsed whaleman, an unerring indication. of
‘the vicinity of the much-coveted spermaceti whale.

“There she blows!” was the outery again, when
Captain Beverly came into the waist, and asked—

 Where away ?”

« Four points on -the lee bow, sir. There she
blows !

~“What does it look liko?” contmued the ca.ptam,
while the old sea-dogs whispered one to another—

“ Sperm whales! - Sperm whales for a-thousand !

% Sperm whale, sirl - Regular low spout, sir.”

“ Keep the run of them. Sing out when she blows.
Call all hands! Clear away the boats! ' See every
thing clear! Keep her away three points !

Ay, ay, sir,” answered the man at the wheel.

¢ Maintopmast erosstrees, there !’

% Sir.”

i« How far off is that spout?”

‘“’Beout tew mﬂes, gir.’

Such a bustle! The Whale- hunter carried - four
boats ; and the mates and boat-steerers . were get-
ting lines, irons, oars, and a host of other buatsa;p-
pliances, in reatiness for service. When within. about
a mile of the-shoal; we hauled by the wind, lowered the
boats, and started in pursuit. - My post was at the bow-

'”
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oar of the-captain’s boat. .We pulled lustily for a few
moments, and then made sail..- When within a short
distance of the whales, the sails were lowered, and we
took ‘the paddles. In this way we approached, almost

noiselessly, a huge old spermaceti whale that lay with .

his back above the surface of the sea, reminding me, in
~ the single glimpse I caught of if, of the adventure of

Sinbad the Sailor. L .
- When we left the ship, the fourth mate, who was hold-

ing the steering-oar, constantly urged us to the greatest

ssible exertion, by such expressions as L
- “DPull, my bullies! Well you pull! Weiss? What
- d'ye say, there? Sperm whale, boys! Do pull! Say

youw'll pull !’ S . '
And while he steered with one hand, he aided our
little after-oarsman with the other.. He had gradually.
lowered his voice, as we drew near the whales, to a

whisper.

. . - y
““There they are, boys! Sperm whales! Old set-

tlers. - Two hundred barrels apiece! Two years, and
a full ship!. What’s the news, now? Will you pull ¥

‘When within a few fathoms of the whale he had .

selected, he said in a low voice, to the boat-steerer,
“Stand -up, Ben! All ready! Stan’ by, now,
boys! One minute more! Softly! Giveit to him,
now, Ben!” - L L
. The boat-steerer threw his harpoon with coolness and
skil. We were ‘“fast.” The huge monster settled
heavily down, threw his flukes (tail) lazily aloft, as if a
flea had annoyed him, and * sounded.”

<% Mind the line, there, boys!” shouted the f‘o_urzh'

mate. “Johnson, (the boat-steerer,) come aft, now."”
The boat-steerer (whose provinge it is to throw the
harpoon, and who does not steer the boat until after he

hds' done s0) now took the steering-oar; ‘and Mr..

Butler took his place. By the time he had taken -the
sheath off his well-polished lance, the whale ceased
“gounding,” and started for the surface.- We peaked our
oars, and hauled in the slack of the line. As soon s
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he reached the surface, his spout told us where he ~la,y; :
and'we hauled the line rapidly inbosrd.’ When within
a few-fathoms of him, Mr. Butler threw his lance. - It

.struck the whale a little abaft the fin, and with-his next,
“spout came the blood. Lo

~ “Spouts blood, boys! He’s ours!” shouted the ex-
cited mate; - *“Two hundred bar——Juump, Weiss, for
your life I’ o o
I sprang instinctively from my seat, and was in the
act of following Mr. Butler, who had leaped overboard,
when the tail of the huge monster struck the bow of the
boat, giving me a blow that paralyzed one of my legs.

. I fell helplessly into the sea: - The mate had seen the

occurrence, and he caught my arm ;. supporting himself
by clinging to the boat. The waist-boat happened to be
nearest to-us, and she picked usup. By the time we
were safely on board, the whale turned upon his side—
dead. He was towed alongside, and secured by heavy
“fluke chains” to the ship. : E A

Signals were ther made to the other boats to return;
but the officers either could not or wouid not see, and

. they kept on in pursuit of* the whales. I can give the

reader no idea (and he cannot form one adequately) of
the interise excitement of such a chase. The race-course
or the gambling-house may give some notion of it. One
of the boats was “fast” to a young whale, (the young
whales are always the most troublesome,) and-he was -
dragging the boat at a fearful ratg away from the ship.
I barely- caught a glimpse of her, as I was lifted on
deck. I was carried below. Night came on. -The
doctor (the cook) reported to me that ‘‘de boats done
gwine ouat o’ sight, and de cap’'n ben make & light on de
try-works,”. o ot ety
~ The boats ‘did - not, reach the ship until ten “o'clock.
The ‘crew then shortened sail, and preparations. were -
made for “cutting in.’” -1 should but weary:the reader

by a detailed description of the process which has already

heén so-off#ii"described. - The fires were soon kindled ;

thie kettles were filled with the blubber ;. the oil-casks

11#
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were got. on deck, and the work of the ¢ whaling-
ground” was fairly begun. Though "suffering much
pain from the blow I had received, I crawled to the
~ seuttle, and-looked out upon deck. The officers and

men were gathered around the try-works, the blaze of

the fires throwing their forms into clear relief against
the surrounding darkness. The.smoke was whirling
away in huge volumes, to leeward, and hundreds of
storm-petrels were chattering in our wake. ‘
We cruised in’ that region for several days. During
that time the severe pain I suffered brought on a fever,
~ by which I was so much reduced:that Captain Beverly
decided to touch at Rio Janeiro, and leave me for medi-
cal treatment. It was desirable, moreover, to touch at
that port, in order to-send home the oil we had taken,
amounting to some two hundred and seventy barrels.
This was obtained from the large whale captured by the
fourth mate, and two smaller ones subsequently taken
by the larboard and bow boats, ' :
. * On arriving at Rio Janeiro, Captain Beverly placed me
under the care of the consul, to whom he-gave my pass-
port,-and said to. me that he proposed to cruise for s
month- off Rio Janeiro. 1If, at the expiration of that
period, I should be able to resume my berth, he would
reserve it for me. If not, the consul would find me a
passage home. - The month passed: The Whale-hunter
returned ; hut I was yet an invalid, and I sorrowfully
watched the brave ship as she sailed past the Sugar-
loaf and disappeareéd. A few days later-I took passage
on board the.barque Julia, of Salem, for the United
States: We-had a pleasant passage of fifty days. If
wag. on a cold, raw, cheerless day in February that we
landed,. Of the money left in the hands of ‘the consul
for me:by Captain Beverly, I had fifteen dollars remain-
- ing. -I went to a sailor’s boarding-house, and, as I Jaid
10y head upon my pillow, my heart throbbed fiercely
‘when I asked myself what I should do. Go home?
-Never! unless in better plight than I was at that time.
Of course, I must get employment. But how? where?
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- T was not yet sufficiently restored to be «capable of hard

labour. Should I try to get a situation as a teacher ?

- Alag ! L'was an utter stranger, and. I had not a single -

leiter of recommendation. I spent several days in the
invention and consideration of different plans of action.
All to no purpose. Sick, disheartened, despairing, I
left the boarding-house one evening, for a walk on the
beach. I crossed the bridge, and walked towards.Mar-
blehead. On my return I stopped at the wharves,
where a little fleet of “jiggers’’ and ¢ pinkeys’ (fish-
ing-vessels) were lying side by side. As Istood gazing -
at them, I saw a bright-eyed Yankee girl busily engaged
in cooking supper for the crew. She looked' search-
ingly at me for a moment, and I fancied that there was
a gleam of sympathy in her dark eye, ag she said—
*Come aboard, friend! Come on deck a 'minute,.

 John !” added she, turning towards the cabin-doors.

“ Here’s a craft in distress, or I'm no prophet, Come

aboard ! come aboard! - You're as welcome as a fair

wind!" | o

I complied with the request. ~ -~ .
“On a lee shore, shipmate ?” asked the man, (the

captain, as I soon discovered.) B :
“Yesg!” . _
¢ Wal, walk below.. John Manchester’s my name. I

command this jigger, the Norma. . Let me make you

~ acquainted with my wife.”

I bowed.. = . o
“ What-may I call your name ?”

.I.—%‘&;ve T R
£ Wal, that’s strait for’ard. I like your looks. Make

 yourself tew hum."  To-morrow, ef I kin dew any thing

for ye, why jest say so. Stop aboard with us to-night.”.
. I agcepted the invitation. We had some little chat -
the next morning, while breakfast was in preparation,
about matters.of general interest; in which, with gen-
tlemanlike delicacy, the captain asked me no questions
touching my history, or my existing -embarrassments.
After breakfast, we walked. As we passed my board-
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ing-house, on our return, he again invited me to go on
board the Norma. -~

- ¢ Are you a fisherman ?”’ I'a}s.ke\_d,- as I took his hand, |

to bid him good morning. .
~“Yes; amack’reler.”

“ Bound out "

‘“ Boand out; to-morrow.”

“Fall crew 1 '
B 14 NO.,"

% Do you want & hand ¥’
- “Yes” ‘ '
~ “Will o green'hand do?” -

“Yes."” , |

“Will you take me 2"

“ With all my heart.”

“ And give me until to-morrow fe decide ¥ -

- %Yes; until nine o’clock in the morning.”

He left me, and I entered the boarding-house. ~The
fime hung heavily upon my hands. I read the Pirate’s
Own Book, three old almanacs, and all the newspapers

"I could find. At nightfall, weary, dispirited, unde-

L)

cided;: I left the house, and walked slowly through the .

more frequented streets. . I pondered for a long time
upon my different plans for - obtaining employment.
Should I go-home? I had not money enough to pay
foy passage. ' Should I write to-my father for money ?
I had but a few months before left -him a bankrupt.
Could I go home penniless? Pride whispered ¢ Never!”
T turned on my heel to go on board the Norma, with
the intention to ship as a fisherman, when some one at
my- elbow exclaimed— o I

_ “Hallo! 8trike me surprised ! if it a'n't——no, it

can't. be; yes, it és Lynde Weiss!” - V
T looked at the speaker ; and there stood, unmistake-
ably,” Mr. Barney Fogg. ' S

& Where in natur’ have you ben, Lynde? Heard |

you'd ben to sea.”
41 have”

1

- “8hort voyage, eh?

LYNDE WEISS.

“Yes.”
¢ Like it?”
“Yes.” -~
“Goin' ag'in 7"
“Yes.”
% Not till you've ben home 7" -
“Yes.”
“ Then you ha'n’t heerd from home lately?”
“T’ve just returned from Rio Janeiro.” :
“Wal, your father’s mighty poorly, They’ve written
to you to come home.”” L '
“Indeed!. How are
Jessie) are the rest?’
% Oh, all well.” . e
“How is your friend Frank Gibson?”
“Bright as a.lark. Speakin’ of Frank, do you know
he’s rather cut out, so to speak ¥’ -
“How?”. . e
“ Why, a tall; black-lookin’, mysterious chap came to -
Boylston 'bout three months ago, scraped acquaintance
with-Parson Grayson, took a clags-in the Sunday-school,
and now he’s hand and glove at the parsonage.”. '
¢Is he——does——that is to say, is Miss Grayson -
pleased with him ?” ‘ | '
“ Wal, some say so; some think not.”: -
“Do you think s0 2’ i :
“You're too hard on me, Lynde. Do you know, I

how (I longed' to ask about

‘had rather a fancy for Jessie, myself 2

“You?” .
 “Yes”

“Bah!” *

 What's the matter ?"" .

*Nothing, When are you going home ¥’ .-

“ Not for a fortnight.  Visiting my cousing here.”

ﬁ"left him. I was sick to nausea with his- twaddle;
and I wished myself again at sea. A thought of home,
however, decided me at once. I went to my boarding-
house ; sold my chest, hammock, and every thing else
that I could spare, by which financial operation I pro-
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: e sum of eight dollars and seventy-five cents!
%u;i%tthon board tl%e Norma and made the necessary
explanations to Captain Manchester. I then sought
Mr. Barney Fogg, from whom I wished to obtain one
more item of information. - I found }’1’1m. o

“Tallo, Liynde ! how are ye now #

“ Quite well, I'm obliged to you.” .

“ Groin’ hum

“Yes.” - o ‘
~ “@Glad to hear it! My love to the governor, and all

Ar’ if you could say a kind word for me to.

“ Of co‘urse'.“"’ ‘ 7 ' .,
% Wal now, that’s very kind of ye. Any thin’ I can
do for ye 1’ -
O“N(E———yes, there ss. What is the name of that
tranger you spoke of 77 o ‘
T Ogh t{e stganger! Let me see. Um! Rogers?
No. »‘l\foggs‘? No. Wal, 'pon my word, it escapos
me.” - And he put his finger very forcibly against the
ide of his enormous nose. - o
él «Ah! T have it! Dodge. Dodge is the name.
Doctor Dodge.” L
“ Doctor Dodge ¥’ o
¢“Yes. May be you know him?”
T have sgen him. Good morning. s
“ Gtood morning, Lynde, Take the cars, I s'pose ?
- “No.” Co _ : :
“ Ah, the stage-coach !’
“No.? - -
« WhY, how in natur’ —
“ Good morning, Barney.
¢ Good morning, Lynde. S
And I left him looking the very personification of ques-
tion-asking wonderment. The next morning, at day-
break, I was trudging homeward.
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE JOURNEY HOMEWARD,

" THERE was a raw, frosty cﬁilliness— in the air, that
quickened my footsteps, as I set out on my long jour-
ney. It was the last of September. There had been,

~already, several frosts ; and the woods that skirted the

road had put on their many-coloured garb of crimson
and yellow and brown. These shades were thrown
beautifully into relief by the dark foliage of the native
spruce, cedar, hemlock, and pine, which abound in the
interior of New England. I passed through Nashua,
Keene, Walpole, Bellows’ Falls, and other towns, on the
much-travelled stage-route, taking the southern pass
through the Green Mountains, through Rutland. -

Despite the circumstances under which I wa8 return-

ing home, .every hour’s travel lightened my burden of -
care and anxiety. Isuppose that I must have travelled,
one day with another, about twenty miles a day. . Occa-
sionally, my pride rebelled against my resolution to go
home in my sailor garb; but I mastered the feeling;

“consoling myself, to some extent, to say the truth, with

the thought that my unshorn hair and beard, together
with the bronzed complexion I had acquired at sea,
would prevent immediate recognition. At Rutlend I
encountered a somewhat serious difficulty; nome other
than #he utter exhaustion of my little stock of ,money.
I pondered long upon the means of relief. I had re-
solved that I would not, under any circumstances, write
home for money. ShouldIbeg? Could I? - I.walked
until noon, when, weary beyond expression, Isat down
on a log by the wayside. A careful examination of my
pockets brought to light & solitary shilling.~ With this
I stopped at the door of the first farm-house; and,
having eaten my bowl of bread and milk, offered the

coin to the good housewife.
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¢ No, sir! we don’t take money for trifies like this.
You seem worn out—almost sick. Stay, won’t you?
Remain here until morning. Have you far to go
“ About a hundred miles.”
- “Well, you will accomplish the distance quite as
soon if you remain here to-night.”
I thanked her, but declined the kind invitation, and

- told her of the urgency of my journey. Her gentlo g

-eyes glistened as she said good-bye, and my voice re-

fused all utterance, as, with the hot tears on my own

cheek, I pressed the extended hand, and resumed my
Journey. As I left the house, it began to rain. From
an impalpable drizzle it grew to a cold, raw, easterly
storm, that beat ruthlessly upon me as I trudged, with
aching limbs, towards home. At length, after many a
weary hour’s travel, night came on. There was no
‘dwelling in sight. The rain had ceased falling—and,
exhausted by the day’s travel, I went into the woods
by the roadside, broke a quantity of boughs from the

low hemlocks, and stretched my tired limbs for a-night’s -

repose.

1 slept. When I awoke it was broad day. I was

covered with the yellow, withered leaves. I shivered
with cold—and, on attempting to rise, I was almost
frantic with the stinging, aching, nerve-palsying pain
that besieged every joint. Any one who has travelled
through those regions of southern and western Ver-
moni, where the prevailing soil is clay, especially if he
have done so after a protracted *“spell” of rainy wea-
ther, will readily understand how slowly and pamfully
I forced my way onward through the yielding, slippery,
glue-like mud.. A hot, feverish feeling succeeded the
‘death-like chilliness I had experienced when I awoke,
and I was on the point of yielding in despair to the
feeling of utter helplessness and hopelessness, when I

heard behind me the dull tramp of a horse. I did not

turn my head. -I discovered, however, as his large, un-

wieldy horse trotted past me, that it was & man on |

‘horseback. He was a hearty, ruddy, good-humoured:

his horse, and said—

T told him.
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looking man of forty-five. -Iobserved that he eyed me
with a somewhat keen glance of scrutiny as he passed.
I did not speak, however—contenting myself with the
mental e¢jaculation— - '
“Jove! had I but a mule!” 3
He must have been a reader of faces, for he checked
“So you'd like to ride, eh ?” .
“Yes. I'd give the world to ride.” -
“You shall keep your share of the world, and have
the ride besides.” e : L
“ While you walk 7"

“Ay. I've a frame of iron. You're as frail as a

. girl; and there are girl’s tears ready to overflow your
"cheeks, now. Pshaw! Cheer up, man. Here! put

our foot in the stirrup. What! you can't? Well

~ then, this will do as well, I take it.”” And, so saying, he

lifted me, as I would have lifted an infant, into the saddle.

« ¢« Never look sad ; nothing’s so bad
As getting familiar with sorrow ;
Treat him, to-day, in a cavalier way,

And he'll seek other quarters to-morrow I ”

continued my companion, a8 we jogged along. .
“ Where do you live ¥’ he asked. - .
“Iw Boylston.” =

% Across the Imake?”

- LKL Ye's.,’ .-
“Do you know George Weiss "
“T'm his son.” - ‘
«You? his son?”’
“Yes.” o ' - o
“W-h-e-w!” (A long whistle of surprise) * Why,
how came you in this plight ?” _ ,

4

“Well, I'm as glad as"if I'd discovered the north-
west passage. Your father did me a kind turn when I
was a boy, and I've a chance now to pay him a small-

instalment. Hurrah!” -
‘ 12

»

L
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And he threw his hat high into the air, in 2 somewhat
Trish-demonstration of his eminent satisfaction.

“There’s the lake; see it?” .

“Yes.” , . ,

¢ And there’s my house. You will stay there with
me to-night, of course.” ' _

“T can’t possibly.” L

111 Why ?” . ‘ o “

“Why, father ig ill.” -

“:Ahl-that indeed? That alters the case. By-the-
by, will you oblige.me by handing this trifle to your
father ?”’ ‘ A ' o

“T thank you, sir. You can pay him when you visit
Boylston.” \ | |

‘“ Hang it ! how sharp you are! Ilave you got any
money t” - , g ‘

¢ No.” 3
. “Well then, how do you propose to get across the
lake 7" ' o :
«I will be your debtor, so please you, for a shil-
Iing.” - | :

¢« You'll take supper with the Great Mogul as much.
Here!” \ -
And again he proffered me the notes.
“No, sir ; only a shilling, if you please.”

. “You're an obstinate cub. There’s a dollar, If

ou won’t take that, you may swim the lake for mie.”
I laughed as I dismounted. | A
“That laugh’s a good sign, I'll see you aguin, ere
" long. Good-bye. Cod bless you!”

And, with a hearty shake of the hand, he left me.

It was about four in the afternoon when I found my-
golf on the western shore of Lake ‘Champlain, a little
to the south of Crown- Point. I made my way to the
black, craggy mountain that rises at the head of Bull-

waggy Bay, (“Oh! the names that things take on!”)g

* bounded wup- its' side, and, urging ‘my way rapidly.on-
" ward, reached Port Henry at twilight. A night’s rest
gave me new energy—and, as the sun rose the mext
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morning, I begaﬁ my last day’s travel. It was but

twenty-five miles—and though it was the Sabbath, I
hurried on towards home. The sun had just-set-as I
reached the brow of the hill from which you descend as

you approach Boylston from the south. Iieaving the
highway, 1 walked slowly along in the thicket that

crested the Ledge, (it is cut down now,) until I was op-

posite the home of Jessie Grayson.. In my “fulness
of heart,” I knélt upon the green sward, bared my tem-

ples to the cool west wind that swept down from the

mountains, and thanked God that I once more beheld
my native village. I arose, and walked slowly home-

ward—when, suddenly, in a cluster of huge pines, I

saw the gleam of a white dress. I heard the sound of

voices, as I drew nearer to the spot—and, as I ap-

proached still nearer, I heard, in tones that I could not

mistake, the words— '

“Leave me, sir. It is not yet your privilege to-com-
mand.” . :

A tall form was just visible in a retreat through the
neighbouring underwood. Whose it was I needed no
special revelation to inform me. o

¢ Jessie |”” said-I, as she turned to go home.. -

“ Dear Lynde! is it you?” she exclaimed——and she
%ﬁv_e me both her hands. ¢ Oh, I was so frightened !

She stopped, suddenly, ’

“Where have you been, Mr. Weiss ? * When did you
return?”’ o o coe

“ Mr. Weiss ?”” I echoed bitterly. .

“ Forgive me, Lynde. I know not what to say. You
would pity me, if you knew all.” - B

“All, Jessie? What is it ?”

I have promised to tell no one.”

“But you can explain all by-and-by ?”

She shook her head. -

“It-is time I was at home, Lynde. Do not think

hardly of me.” ,

- “Think hardly of you? Do jou still reje#t me ' .
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“T must.” ' : |
¢Then you love me, Jessie. You '— :

.« When Miss Grayson requires your special attention,
gir,” said some one at my elbow, ‘“we will very grate-
fully avail ourselves of your kind assistance. At the
present time, you will excuse me for saying that ghe is
not in need of your services.”

¢ Father !’ exclaimed Jessie, reproachfully.

¢ Come, my daughter. It is time you were in-doors.
I hoped that your knowledge of this young man’s pro-
fligacy”— - - - ,

“ Profligacy, Mr. Grayson ? Profligacy, did you say?

How, and when, and where?” . -~

«1 did say profligacy, sir; and I beg to. add that I
meant it. Good-bye, sir!” " _
-, I heard a stifled sob, as they left me; and I sank
wearily down upon the earth, heart-sick, despairing—
‘ag one bereaved. I remained there—I know not how
" long—until 'a thought of my father nerved me with new
energy. I rose hastily and strode homeward.
At the northern extremity of the Ledge was an enor-
mous pine. - Next the path, it had the appearance of
being seund; but the northern side-of it had been so
much burned as to leave a large cavity, still black and

charred, as it had been for years. As I passed it, a

glight rustle in the leavés arrested my attention. I

turned, but saw nothing ; and thinking that it was the .

wind stirring the dry leaves, I paused a moment and
looked over the village. It was, as far as I could see,
unchanged. It was now quite dark, and the lights were
gloaming cheerfully from many a remembered window.

¢ Oh, my father! is it thus I come home to you?”
said I aloud; “in rags, penniless; you wellnigh as
poor, spirit-broken, ill 7 Pshaw! This is mere boyish
whining. There are no difficulties in your' path which
time and energy cannot surmount. -Courage! All
may yet bewell. THE WILL Is THE WAY; be that your
motto. You dre young. You have health, energy,
-oducation. What, of who, shall rob you of the heart
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whose affections you now know to be your own ? C:
rage, I say! Jessie Grayson shall be yo To-mor.
TOW'S Sun ;Zhall find you’ ’z_on shal} ‘be you S[‘O‘*mor‘
“DEaAp!” hissed & voice fiercely in my ear. A
sharp, burning, stinging sensation caused me to put my
hand to my side, as I turned to discover the. person
whose footsteps I heard in the underwood, and the warm
blood gushed forth from the wound. I remember a
feeling of dizziness and nausea, and a momentary sensé
of pain, as I fell upon some 1dose stones at the fob% of the
pie. The assassin had done his work wjth some gkill.

CHAPTER XXIIL

HOME, A8 I FOUND IT—A VISIT TO PAUL WARREN—THE
CIRCLE BROKEN. ‘

I 5AVE & dim recollection, as of a dream which I
but half recall,-in the bustle_’of the day’s toil, of a da.(flt{13
ened room; of white, fringed curtains; the form and
proportions of which evaded my efforts to define them;

~now distinct and natural, and then vague, shadowy, im-

palpable. I remember closing my eyes with a si;
exhaustion at the fruitless eﬂ’ogrt. yI zem:;tl?eg I:Lgalxl-ig;
my name pronounced by a familiar voice; and after
that is another chaos.” When my consciousness was
again ‘restored, I remember fgeling an accession’ of
strength. I could see more distinetly. I raised m
hands, and looked at them. And then T asked myselg
where I was, and how I came to be- in that particular
room. Turning my head, I saw, hanging against the
wall, a barometer and an -old military chapeau; one
of which articles I recognised as my father’s; the other

. as my brother Griffith’s, The key was found, and I

soon recalled the incidents of my return to Boylston
On a light stand, by the bedside, were divers cu}y;‘s and

phials; and among them was an ancient-looking silver-

12% . .
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bowed pair of spectacles, with a much-faded crimson-
morocco case, which I at once remembered as the pro-
perty of my aunt. I was wondering why I had been
left alone ; and was about to make an effort to call some.
one of the family, (it would have been fruitless,) when I
heard a light footstep at my bedside. Oh, how my pulse
leaped as I turned my eyes! There, pale, sad—ill, to
all appearance—stood the idol of my life-long worship.
Lying, as I did, in- deep shadow, she did not discover
“that I had opened my eyes. She looked down upen
- the phials and cups that covered the light stand, and
sighed. 7 | '

« Jessie I I said, in a hoarse whisper.

“Lynde! do you know me?”’ she exclaimed.

“How long"— '

“Hist! not a word! The doctor says you must not
- attempt to talk. Thank-God! he’s saved !” she mur-

mured ; and, bowing her head, she wept. A moment
afterward she left me. "She returned with my father, -

Griffiths, and my sisters. A
“ My dear boy !” murmured my father. * God bless

you! You have had a narrow escape. There, don’t

try to say any thing.. Keep perfectly quiet, and we'll .

have you up in a few days.”
My aunt Caroline, Ann West, and my uncle Hugh

_came in a8 he enjoined me to be quiet; and as I looked,

in almost infantile weakness, at the familiar faces, there

were tears answering the hysteric flow of my own.,

“JLeave him now, said my father. ‘ Brother Hugh -

will sit with him awhile, until Dr. Blair returns,”
. They left me. Wearied by even so slight an exertion,
I again sank into a profound slumber. When I awoke
‘again, the dodtor was at my bedside, and near him
stood the elergyman, Allan Grayson.

. “ Gletting stronger, you-see,” said the doctor to his
companion. - : L |

. “Qh, decidedly,” was the reply. |

- “Well, Lynde, you have had & pretty sick time of it.
You're doing nicely, I see. Let me caution you to be
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quiet. Don’t speak to anybody, for a day or two yet.
I suppose you are lonely ; tired, eh ¥’ . :
Inodded. - o -
“Well, Griffiths may read Robinson Crusoé to you.
Here’s Lucy and J essie, though; we'll press them into
service. = Here, Jessie ! read this forlorn young gentle-
man a full, true, and particular account of Robinson
Crusoe’s sickness, and his grand tfobacco panacea.

" Coine, friend Grayson, the ladies are the ‘best nurses,
~you know. Here comes Kate; and, if the three ean’t -

cure him, he’s beyond my skill. Ha! ha! ha! Don’t
have the dumps, my boy! You won't die, this time !”

And the gentlemen lefs me. With the gentle minis-
trations of home, I recovered apace; and in a week I
was able to sit in my father’s arm-chair. Paul Warren
and his family were among my first visitors. My old
playfellows and neighbours came in as soon as the
medical taboo was removed ; and their friendly sympa-
thy removed the unpleasant thoughts of my unexpected
arrival and my penniless condition. )

My uncle Hugh relieved me one day of a burthensome
anxiety, by quietly telling me that my father’s creditors,
on a careful .examination of his affairs, were so well
pleased with his upright dealing, and so thoroughly
satisfied of his ability to pay all he owed, that they had
given him “an extension.”  The price of iron and lum-
ber, he added, had recently risen with a rapidity and

1o an extent almost without precedent, and my father

did not, at that moment, owe five hundred dollars. The
11s¢ in the value of real estate had been very consider-
able ; and his property, real and personal, would' com-
mand fifty thousand dollars, - o
At last,'after an interval of some three weeks, I could

walk. With my father and my uncle Hugh, or with
Griffiths and my sisters,—occasionally with the- house-
keeper and J. essie Grayson—I strolled languidly through
the garden and into the fields. On one occasion, as we

-were passing  Fogg & Gibson’s store, Barney Fogg

rushed to my side.
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“Hallo! Lynde! Got out ag'in, eh? ‘Pon my

word, I thought you'd a-died. Who do you ’spose it was
that struck ye 7" : n

Griffiths checked the. flow of Mr. Barney Fogg's short .

sentences, and we walked home. : . 7

“Do jioﬁ know. who struck. you, Lynde?” askgd
Griffiths. S

i NO.?V . 4

¢ But you suspect.” : o ’-"

-« We'll talk of that by-and-by, Grifliths. o

The recollection of this conversation was speedily
banished by the occurrences of the next few weeks. I
now remember—what I did not then notice—that no al-

lusion was made to the occurrences connected with my -

return. . Besides, there was a great deal to absorb my
attention from day to day. I had no sooner recovered
than I rexisited my home among the mountains. The
lapse of a year-and a half, though its effects-were not
noticeable in Paul and Mary Warren, had effected a
- decided change in Charles, who was one of the lustiest

‘and most active among my father's lumbermen, and in -

young Paul, who, by dint of persevering study, had
succeeded in passing a very creditable examination at
a neighbouring college, and was then winning golden
opinions from the faculty and the students. 1twas on
the very day of my visit that his mother had received a
letter from him. She had scarcely ended her eager
inquiries as to my fortunes during my absence, when,
with a mother’s joy swelling her heart and speaking in
her eloquent eye, she placed it-in my hand, with the
simple announcement— S . e
“From Paul.” -~ .
. T opened it, and read as follows:

: . - % M——y, December 21st, 18—,

- #My Dear Moragr :—1shall be with you at Christ-
mas. - The days are dragging their length very tediously
away, 88 you may well imagine, but the day after to-
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‘morrow will set me free, and then, dear niother,'_I shall

soon be with you.. Rejoice with me. Although I am
the youngest of my class, I have been elected to the
censorship of the literary society to which I belong. . I
am so fortunate, too, as.to have pleased the president
and faculty, and they speak—somewhat vaguely; to be
sure, but definitely enough to set my heart bounding
like that of a thorough-bred in a fox-hunt—of good news
for me, which will not be very tardy in coming. Be-
sides, (and I say this because you will be glad of it,) the

-~ little trifle I wrote in the summer vacation has received

the most flattering comments from the editor of '
Magazine, and it recently came to me'in an English re-

_print.  Oh, if I can but succeed ! dear, dear mother. I
thank God that I yet Aavé a mother. How will T con-

jure up a spell that shall relieve grim poverty of her

“long and unthanked sentinelship at your door? Do

you know, I am proud, and that I step proudly when
I pass the starched and gloved, fashion-aping nonenti-
ties—the rich votaries of science—in my class, who
only know geometry from the, differential calculus. by
the title-pages of their text-books?
“How are you all at home? Oh, I am'so impatient to
see you! My books grow irksome to me as the time
draws near; but, for all that, [am early. and late at my

" toil.  Iiref a little at this long, probationary study, for - -

I long to do something; yet my better judgment says,

- ‘ Wait. Be patient. Lay deeply and firmly the founda-
| tion; and you've a lifetime to uprear what superstruc-
ture you will." Enough. I must take my books in

hand. Give my love to all. Give Sue a kiss for me,

and accept a missive thousand for yourself, from
‘ “ Your affectionate son, S
B “Pavn.”

He arrived on the followiﬁg ‘d'ay. - Decided as was
the change in himself and Charles, I was surprised by
the greater alteration in the appearance of his sisters.

-
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Ruth was now twenty, and #ag, as. I soon learned, soon
~ to be married. Mary and Judith were like. their elder

sister, fine-looking girls, nearly grown, and great

favourites among the young folk at the Falls.. Amidst
some idle badinage with Ruth about her approaching
nuptials, I noticed that a shade of unpleasant feeling
_clouded the features of the mother, while Judith hung
“her head with a deep blush. Paul happened to come in,
however, at that moment, from his work; and the inci-
“dent was forgotten. The young student, too, arrived
that evening, and, in the joy of our greetings, I should
not probably have given the matter a second .thought,
had not an occasional look: of deep sadness and-some

long-drawn sighs recalled it. I was at once satisfied '

that Judith had given her heart’s wealth away. " To
whom, wag a question for time {o answer. ‘
The Christmas holidays went merrily by, and, at the
urgent request of Paul Warren, I consented to prolong
my visit until after New-year’s, ¥oung Paul was then

to leave us, to take charge of a country school, and

Charles was to return with his father to the Lumber-
men’s Lodge. The days went merrily by, The young
farmer to whom Ruth was betrothed came on the day
after Christmas, and, what with musie, dancing, and
sleigh-rides, there were few dull moments for the happy
occupants"pf the cabin. * New-year’s came. .

“You must excuse me this morning, Lynde,” said
- Paul, as we left the breakfast-table.. * I've a few loads
of wood to haul to-day, and by-and-by, if* you have no-
~ thing better to do, why, cross the old rye-field, and
come into the clearing where I am chopping. I shall
_ commence hauling in time to.get home with a load of
wood at dinner-time.. Good-morning ! .

“ Good morning, Paul,” I replied; and, as he turned
away with his cheerful smile, his -eyes flashing with
good-humour and beaming with kindness, his hearty
ringing tones falling welcomely upon other ears be-

sides my own, I sighed, as I stlently asked myself if

a&-.
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T too should ever have such a home, with such an
angel-wife to gladden it with heaven’s. own joy and
peace. : S |
- _The morning wore away. Charles accompanied John
Williaws, the young farmer, to the Falls, while I sallied
forth with-young Paul. through the snow towards the
clearing. ' o & :

¢ Father must be loading,” said Paul, as we-left the

—-rye—ﬁeld‘an(l entered the narrow thicket that separated -

it from the place to which we were going. ¢I-don’t
hear the axe. It seems early, though, for him to begin
hauling.” . D o .
- We soon came in sight of the cattle. They were
standing quietly beside a large pile of wood. - :
_““Your father has gone to the brook for water, pos-
sibly,”” I remarked; as we approached the sled. ¢ No,
here he is! He is Aurt, Paul.” -

We both sprang forward. There, stretched- at full
length, face downward, in the deep snow, lay Paul-
Warren. :

“Paul!l” I exclaimed, as I grasped the collar of his
coat, and attempted to raise him. = .

. “Father!” screamed my companion, hoarsely. There
was no reply, no motion. The limbs were-stiff. The
face was ghastly, and the eyes set. He was pEAD |- He
lay as he foll. ' There was not a vestige of the slightest
struggle. We knelt in the snow beside him. We chafed
his hands and temples. We loosened his clothing, and
rubbed the broad chest with snow, We bé&ught him
to speak, to.give some sign. Alas! alas! Wo to the.
Wldgw and orphans—he was dead | o
ok K x *

Will my reader spare me the record of the incidents .
that followed ?~—his removal to the cabin—ihe wailing..
of bereaved widowhood and orphanage—the sombre
preparatory ceremoniey of the burial-~the gathering
of hundreds at the funeral—the falling of stern men’s
tears—the preacher’s half-choked utterance-—the part-

N
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ing look at tﬁe familiar features of the loved al;d. lost,
when . :

: ¥ Women’s tears fell fast, .
’ " And children sobbed aloud,”’—

the dull clatter of the clods upon the coffin—the closing

prayer and’ benediction,—and the sad return to the
broken circle of the home-fire! I am unequal t_o) the
task.. My eyes are dim these many years, and the
thin locks are snow-white upon my temples; yet the
dim eyes wax never so nearly sightless, and an old
man’s weary loneliness n
sinking weight, as when I re
days of my younger years.
«'His life was géntle; and the elements

So mixed in him, that Nature might Stand’:ip
And say to all the world, This was @ man !

call those sorrow-darkened
“ S0 may he rest!”

~

CHAPTER XXIIL

A MYSTERY SOLVED,—A DISCOVERY.

- «tLet us be 'patieﬁt; these severe afflictions

Not from the ground arise;
& But oftentimes celestial benedictions

Assume this dark disguise.”

8o writes one whose tone 1 ‘
¢ the severe afflictions” of which he speaks.

purpose did I strive,

as I could command to the stricken mother.
‘cirele was broken. The chair was vacant.
ful smile no longer enlivened the
remembered voice rang no longer at
“dust gathered on the favourite books.

ever comes with such heart-

e betrays that he has felt
To such |
when ‘the first violence of grief " §
was ‘chastened, to give such poor words of corﬁcie?ﬁg
" The cheer-
board; the well-
the hearth. The
The spinning-
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- wheel was silent. The necessary household duties w,afre?

silently performed. ' Now and then the mother and her

children leaned their heads mournfully together, but-

the tears fell in' silence, and were stealthily wiped
away. ‘ - : T

I remained for some weeks at the cabin. Just before
my return to the village, my father had dismissed his
clerk, at his own request, and Charles Warren was in-
stalled in his place. ~This was s most fortunate occur-
rence, as 1t served to divert the widow’s thouglits from
the all-absorbing subject of her great and irreparable
loss. Paul was successful in his schq,dl, and the friends

of the faﬁ;ily' found means to relieve them from all
fears of pecuniary embarrassment. A short time after

I returned home, the family removed to the Falls, By
a little exertion on the part of his friends, the appoint-

ment of postmaster was obtained for Charles Warren -y

and thus, for the time, all was well, i
L was, more than ‘once, urged to reveal the partiou-
lars of the attack upon me; but, feeling that I conld

. Dot swear positively to the commission of the act by .
Dodge, I refused to do so. My recollection was, of

course, imperfect; and, besides the want of ‘positive
testimony, the citcumstantial evidence. was by far too
meagre t0 conyiet a man on so grave an accusation.

‘Oh, how tediously that long winter wore away] I
saw Jessie but seldom, and never alone. Dr. Dodge‘ .

had become an inmaté of the family, and it was cur- -

rently reported that. the marriage would take place in’

May. Wiifep‘,‘ at leﬁgj:h, spring came, I resorted to ‘my.

skiff with"the geritle ‘current of the' Bouquet. Some- .

favourite amugements. - “Sometimes, I floated in my

times I éﬁﬁxj,ed ‘hito ‘the woods' with Munch gnd. my. "
fowling-piece, and’ oftener put Dash throu h his paces -

on'the rough mountain-roads. It is needléss to, add, »

bowever, that there was no sest in any of my pleasures.

[ found: much greater satisfiotion in, contributing, s
far as lay in'my power, to the happiness of my foster. -

mother; in assisting Charles Warren in his somewhat
13 S

e A i
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burdensome duties; and in encouraging Paul, by occa-
sional letters, to diligence in his studies.. He had re-
cently been writing for the —— Maganne, and, al-
though he had not written much, had already acquired
g very enviable reputation. He had, moreover, written
a tale, and offered it to a New York publxsher._ The
reply. to his letter was just what any more experienced
man might. have expected. It was to thig effect: that

his manuscript was ¢ well-written; spirit¢d, and. inter-

esting, but” (oh, what & word is that same BUT in the
critic’s vocabulary !) ¢ that the author followed some-

what too closely in the wake of ——.” It wag just

~after his reception of this decision th.at I received from
him the following letter: . ,

- « M——, March, 18—.

« My Dear Wgiss:—Thank you! thank you a
thousand times, for your last letter. It is full -of good
things—full of encouragement—ifull of kindness,—and
¢I thank you is all I can say, by way of an attempt

to tell you how welcome was your letter; and how my .
energies have been arcused to new life by your words
of cheer. I will work. I widll wait. .1 thank that

publisher that he did not ruin me by giving my crudities

to. the ‘world. I was angry with him at first; but,

henceforth, T shall always think less of the wit of

Byron, in his mutilation’ of the Bible, by which he .

made it read to good old John Murray—* Now, Barab-
bas wag—a publisher.”” . - .
“ How are they all at home? Do you kngw? I

suspect there i something wrong there! Judith; does

not write to me at all ; and——yes, T myst: be frank with

you. 'Some one has sent me an anonymous letter, ac-
cusing you of trifling with her affections.. I would not
mention thig, but for the fact that I scorn the artifice. .
I Znow you, Lynde, for something nobler—better. It

is ‘a lie on the face of it. Lef it put you on your

guard: . It'can only.be the cloak of a dishonourable. de- -
pign.” Lodk to it. " I'am far from home. Charles is

-
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busy. Be you our sentinel; for there is one tan at
Boylston. whom I believe to be capable of any enormity

- that might serve his purpose. No one but such &

wretch could wrong unprotected orphanage. No one
shall do so, and escape his merited retribution. Say
s0 much for.me to—I will not pollute my paper with
the name of the cowardly assassin—and Know and re-
member that no trifle shall ever shake the friendship
and confidence of Yours, always,

' “PAUL WARREN.”

I had but just folded the letter, when Jerry entered
my room. With a profound bow and a most deferen: -
tial scrape of the foot, he announced his mission. with—

“ Misther Lynde, honey, yer sisther Lucy’ll be
wanthing ye.” : o

“Where is she, Jerry ?”’

“In the gairdhin jist.”

“Very well, Jerry.” , '

I met both my sisters near a little nursery of peach-
trees, which had been the object of our especial care,
and which promised to bear fruit in the course of time.
" “Why, Lynde!” excliimed Lucy, with a very good-
natured frown, “you're as slow as the peach-trees.
How long is it since I sent for you " o

¢ Possibly five minutes.” | -

“Five mihutes, sir? That’s an age to me! Instant
obedience, if you would have my favour. Your wor-
shipful escort, sir, is very respectfully requested as far
as the parsonage.” . L -

¢ I must decline, Lucy.” -

“You must go! Get'my bonnet, and Kate’s, and be
gure you ake quick about it.” . - D
“Why, Lucy !” exclaimed Kate, in a tone of remon-
strance. . ‘ S
“Tie, Kate! ;He shall go. I never had my way

before in my life!

" A merry peal of laughter from Kate denoted: full
acquiescence, and I obeyed the bohest with what gracg
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I could. The bonnets and shawls were.soon_ adjusted,
and we set forth for the pa.rsenage We fou;nd Allan
Grayson alone.

“Where are Madam Grayson and Jessie: 2" asked
Luey: . _
- <«'In the garden, my dear.”’

My sisters passed on, and I was in the act of 1eav1ng '

the room when the clergyman called me.
- “Dr. Weiss.’ * (He had never called me so before )
. Slr 18 .

«“Be seated, if you please. I have something to say
to you—of importance ; and oppertumtles do not oceur
every day.”

, “ Mr. Grayson does not mean to Say that that dlﬁ-
culty Ties at my door ?”

“I mean what I say. Do not bandy words thh me. |

You are doing a great wrong.’
“ How, and to whom ?” -
“You know, of course, that my . frxend Doctor
" Dodge, is now suspected of having attacked you?” -
“Yes,”
“You do not believe hime gmlty e

“ T—excuse me, sir. ThlS is not the proper time for_

me to answer that question.”
" “You do not mean-to say that you sdw him ?”’

“I do not mean to say any thing, now, Mr. Gray-
son. I am decidedly of the opinion that I had best
~ leave the thatter as it is, for the present.”
“Do you suspect him ?”’ \ o
“Pa.rden ‘me, Mr. Grayson.. I cannot answer that

question
"~ ““Well, young man, 1 can ferglve this irreverence to

{

a gray—helred pastor,. who. 1s, at least, entltled to °

civility.” :
- «Mp, Grayson, I"—
“Permit me to say to you, sir, tha,t I have Iy own

';oplmons as to the pretended unprovoked attack upon
yeu

“ Prei:endledT ‘Mr. Gra.yson —

~

yau
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“Do not interrapt me, sir. Doctor Dedge will bé
proved innocent. He is to become s member of my
family, as' my son-in-law; and, notwithstanding your
relentless persecution, I shall do. all in. 1y power to
dlssuade him from demg hzmself Justlee by exposmg

“My dea.r gir, 17— - : ,
«“ Excuee me, if you please. Will you- do yourself
the pleasure to join the ladies ?”
He resumed his writing. I left him, and enteréd

- the garden. I met Jessw, very unexpeetedly, ad; the
‘gate.

“Excuse 'me a moment she smd ‘a8 We shook
hands.- | . :
“ Stay, Jessie. I know all ! 1"
«T.fear not.”
“ But your father has told me.’
“ He does not know all.”"-
~ ¢ (Can you give me no clue? ?
- ¢Not without secnﬁcmg another.”
¢ And you will marry thisg—felon ?”
“Never! 'But excuse Ine. Lam gomg for my
¢ Flora’s Lexicon’ for Lucy.”
, And go saying, she tnpped hghtly pa.st e into the
ouse.

 CHAPTER XXIV.

. AN A¥FAIR WITH THE Lﬁ'MhERHEN.

© MoNTS passed Sprmg had come agam. "It was
late in March. " The snow was melting rapidly, and the
lumbermen were looking for thé breaking up of the ice. -
The titaber for some fifty rafts lay upon the banks 6f
the Bouquet; gnd the JOlly old raftsmen rubbed theu-
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hands in genuine glee; as they recounted their exploits .

on the rapids, and looked forward to.another trial of
their skill.
had, that winter, escaped. the restraints of -the school-
room, and they were looking forward. to the perilous
descent of the rapids as the test which should give
them character and standing among the rude but
manly lumbermen, or overwhelm them with the dis-
grace of failure. There was, among the lumbermen,
an old crony of Paul Warren’s, whom I had always
liked, (none the less because Paul lo. d hxm,) and who
seemed equally attached to me.- He was known as
Morris Farr. . He was a tall, ungainly, black-looking
. personage—a jovial, hearty fellow, yet precisely the
sort of man whom you would prefer as 4 friend, and not
as an enemy. - I met Morris one day, after the ice had
broken up, as I was hunting with Munch near the
Lumbermen’s Lodge, and he gave me his usnal hea.rty
greeting,

"% Hallo! Lynde, my boy! Thought I was never
gm?n to see ye no more! Why ha’'n’t you ben to gee
us ) ) '

“1 hardl know, MOITIS I
4 You don t know. Well, I do.”

«Hardly.” _

“Then my name’s not Morris Farr. Come closer,”
added he, in a whisper, and he looked very cautiously
around him. “You love Jessie Grayson !”

I know-not why, but the expression fell gratingly
upon my ear, and I was angry with the man for hls
abrupt remark. =

“If T do, I replled somewhat tartly, “I do mot
chgose to have my private affairs meddled with by any-

body.”

o “y You don’t, eh?” replwd the lumberman, a little
netﬂed a8 Well he might be, hy 80 rude an answer 1o &
rema.rk Whl(}h he had made i all kindness. “Wal,
don § glt ini'a puncheon about It, for a dlmmyJohn ’u’d

” .

There, was half-a-score of young men who
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hold ye!” added he, and, as he spoke, Charles Warren:
and Doctor Dodge approached us. ;
“You ean try your hand at measunng me, if youa
go choose,” said I, angrily, not heeding the approach
of the doctor and hxs companion.
“Why, Lynde! you and Morris Farr are. too good‘ ,
What are. you domg with that

friends to quarrel. -
n??’

«T have been huntmo all day

“Well, come, Farr, “make up. 1 thought Lynde

was your best friend.. Shake hands and make up.’
- “I flatter myself that Morris Farr and myself  aro
competent to settle our own difficulties.”

“Oh, well, if he’s 50 touchy, let us leave him,” said

Doctor Dodge, and they walked on towards the Lodge.
- T know that "ere Dodge,” said Morris. -

“I think it quite -likely,” said I abruptly, and I
stalked away into the woods. ‘

An hour’s walk and a few shots calmed my ruffled
temper, and I tixrngd towards the place where I had
met him, for the purpose of asking his fpa,rdon AsT
did not care for further sporting, I left my gun un-
loaded. Munch went bounding along before me——now

following some track upon the surface of the snow—
- now gambolling about my feet, to my no small annoy-

ance, in a style that had more than once wellnigh sent
me headlong. = I followed the river’s bank until I was
opposite - the p]aee where Farr had been ehoppmg

There I found a small raft, confined to the bushes on

the bank by a single withe, The fastening seemed in-
secure, and I was about. to- adjust it when I heard. the
report of a gun. I sprang hastily up the bank, think-

ing that Charles Warren, or his companion, might have -

started a deer, and made my way in the ‘direction of
the report: I observed that the peal of Morris Farr's
axe.had ‘ceased, and hurried forward towards the place
wheré I had- Ieft him.. A sad sight awaited me.. At

the foot of a buge pine, which he had nearly ent
through lay the stalwart lumberman, and from & small,”

{
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but unsightly wouad in his' temple, the blood was
trickling down upon -the snow. ~He was still- warm,
and, laying my handupen his breast, I thought'I could
detect a feeble pulsdtion. Laying down my gunm, I
tried to staunch the wound, although, from its position
I thought it scarcely possible to save him. - His dinner-
basket was near him, and- along with it a piteher, such
as the lumbermen were accustomed to use for bringing
water from the river. Seizing this, I ran to the bank,
and leaped upon the raft to fill .the pitcher. My mo-
mentum, it seems, loosened the already frail fastening,
for when I turned to jump ashore, the furious current
had swept the raft at least ten feet from the bank into
the- boiling current. Throwing the-pitcher into the
water, I grasped, .instinctively, a setting-pole, which,
fortunately for me, lay- upon. the raft, and, for a few
minutes, every thought was- absorbed by my perilous
situation. For a considerable -distance there were no
very abrupt turns in the river’s channel, and there was
little danger, provided I could regain the shore before
the raft should reach -the. rapids. I strained ‘every
nerve' to guide it to the nearest point; but the river
was swollen to a' great height—the setting-pole was un-
wieldy---the current was very strong—and, in utter
despuir, ] passed the point. There was yet another
chonce for me. A little below:the point was an eddy,
into' which there was a possibility that I might guide

the raft. ~If I failed, there was'but the perilous alter-

native of leaping into the boiling current and attempt-
ing to swim to the shore. Exerting all my strength, I
succeeded in gaining the eddy. A loud shout greeted
my ear as I approachied the shore. e

% Hallo! Lynde, is that you?’ exclaimed Barney
gogg% as I leaped ashore. Beside him stood Frank

ibgon.. - o - e R %

& VWerthought it was all day with you, Lynde,” said
the latter. ¢ You have ‘had a narrow escape. - Why,
- yow've hurt -yourgelf, - Where - does this blood come
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from? Your hands are both bloody!-—and this sleeve
and your vest!” .. " '
- I shuddered 2s I thought of my gun, left by the
body, and of the possibility that my{ilogody, appealza.nce |
together with the fact of its. being found there, :migh;:
direct suspicion to me. Confused for the moment, I
replied— | ' 7
“I—T—Morris Farr is killed !’
:: %Iorris Farr! Killed ?”
- “ Yes—that is, I:believe he is not qui ?
:: %Iow did it happen " | quite dead, ‘
g cannot tell. Will one of you or Dr. Blai
while I return to the shanties ?”’ ’ & for Dr Bla;r,
“I'll go,” replied Frank. Gibson, hastily; “and.
maybe the constable wouldn’t be amiss. Eh, Lynde?
You are looking pale to-day.” T
And he bounded away towards the Falls. Leaving
the bank of the river, I led the way for my companion
to. a narrow lumber-road, along which we urged our
way at a rapid pace towards the Lodge. As we ap-
proached the body, we heard the sound of voices, and I
shuddered as I heard Charles Warren say—
“Qb, I am certain of it. - I know his gun as well ag I
do my own.” : L \
““Had a bit of a quarrel, you say?’ |
“Both were in evident il-temper,” replied -Doctor
Dodge. ‘Ah! here he is, boys!” he added, as hé saw
me approaching. - ¢ The blood isn’t dry on him.” =
“Is he alive?” I asked, almost breathless with my
walk. : L - o
“As dead as his axe!” answered one of the lamber-
men, With a scowl. ¢ Better for you, I'm thinkin’, ef he
was alive. . Killed the best feller in the settlement
since Paul Warren died. Shouldn’t wonder ef you-‘-he(i
a%?i‘_imfth]:a.” ' S
“‘Liar!” I retorted, and I levelled a.blow at hi
which would have. felled him to the grbfnd hafl nc?ilz
some’one caught my arm, .~ e

1

- “So! So-0-0! hissed tho fellow through his teeth,
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“No man aims a-blow at Sam Saxton for nothin’.
What d’ye say, boys, don’t he deserve strlngm up for

this ‘ere ¥
¢¢/That he does!. Yes’ Jost rlght for hm 1 sho,uf,ed

gome of the men, and, several othér lumbermen ‘coming.

up, the vote was: “taken again.

* “This won’t do, boys,” said Charles Warren. “Gwe
him his trial. - The court sits-the first Monday in next
month.” : ' __—

“So .1 say,’” -added Doctor Dodge. b Fair 'play.
Give the devil his due.”

. “Who are gou: 2” rephed Sazton, J est rein in yer

“hosses, or we'll string you up,-too! Ef it hadn’t ben
for you, he’ d ben better off. So jest shut up, or you’ll
fare worse.”’

« For God’s sake, Sam, you're not in earnest
olaimed Charles Warren.

- @AWt I?  Jack, get me that trace-chain. No, the
Dinder Il be better. Give us the bmder. Blll ---tie his
flippers !””

' Stand off! Tt me go‘ Men ! will you hear mo?
I did not shsot him!” I exclalmed, as Blll Fergusou
. #ried to’'seize my hands. .

- “You dido’t doit?” - r

‘No, as God is my judge.”

“Wal who did, ef you didn’t ?”

“T.am-sure I do-not know.”
 “Don't. know? Whose gun is that?"”

¢ % Mine.” . :

P)

% Whose tracks 15 them, gom down towards the

river?” © _

¢« Mina.” . -
¢« Where’ d tha,t ere blood come from ? A’n’t 1#: Mor-
ris Fart’s 2"

“Yes, but’—

« Never mind the buté Freeze to hlm, boys' Hold
him fast 1?
* He was obeyed ‘With his own hands he put the
10086 over my head, and drew it. tightly upon my neck.

- “FREEZE TO HIM BOYS! HOLD HIM FAST i
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“You're chokmg hlm " exclaimed Charles Warren,

¢ Wal, he'll be worse choked soon. Bill Ferguson,
pull out your watch We'll give him ﬁve minutes to
- say his prayers.”

I again appealed to the mfurla.ted men, but was at
once silenced. I knelt in the snow, and tried to lift
my thoughts to the great and good Judge of all, _
- “(Come, s, t1mes up !” shouted Saxton. «Bill,

throw the eend o’ the binder over the limb of that "ere
beech. Now, clap on to that. Are you ready 2"’

111 Ay— ay

“ Any message, sir?” said he, turning to me.

. “Yes. Charles, tell my father that I died innocent !
I"'—'-" )
“ Hold! there! Siop, 1 say' Fools ! Brzites '
VinLaixg ! shouted some one, and as I turned, my
brother Griffiths leaped, with the fierceness of a hung1 ¥
lion, upon the astonished Saxton. A single blow laid
him senseless. I.tore the rope from my neck and’
rushed into the throng, where Griffiths was struggling.
unequally with several of the lumlermen. As I grap-.
pled with one, my father rushed, barcheaded, from the.
woods, and, running in among the combatants, scaf-.
tered them nght and left w1th the ferocxty of atigress, -
bereft of her young. .

“ Brave work this!”” shouted he, as the cowardly fel-
lows skulked away. ¢ Lynde, my boy! Thank Ged
I was in time! Whose work ig- that, my son 2" ha;
added, pointing to the lifeless b ‘

“I do not know.” . ‘ S

“J knew you did not. But you_will be arrested, .
Lynde. Here comes the: constable, now!” :

I was arrested, and . conveyed. to the Fa,lls and a$.
nightfall T left the village; in.the custody of the sheriff,
for the county jail. I caught a. gllr,qpsa of Jessie.
Grayson, as I passed. the- parsonage..” She was standing.
by her father at a wmd@w, and, as I looked. up, she:
“buried her face in the curtains. T leaned faintly back

in the sleigh and wept. - ] S
. _ -
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CHAPTER XXV.

"A WEEE IN JAIL-—THE TRIAL.

Ox that week in prison! I would not pass another
such for years of life. - True, I was allowed the use of
books and paper. My father, my uncle Hugh, and my

aunt Caroline, Griffiths, and my sisters visited me—as
did many others. I was supplied with every imaginable
comfort, and was partially reconciled to my confinement
by the assurance that few, if any, thought me capable
of the commission of such a deed as was laid to my
charge.- Counsellor S——, whom my father had em-
ployed as leading counsel, visited me, and heard my
detailed statement of facts. Kate whispered in my ear
a kind message from the parsonage. Yet, notwith-
standing all this, I passed the week in agony. I could
not read, or write, or think. I could not rest. I have
no words—nay, there are no words—that can ade-

* quately express my wretchedness. Not merely that 1.

was charged with the comndision of a foul crime; not

that my defence seemed almost hopeless; not that I

was, in all probability, to die a dog’s death by the hang-
man; but that I'was fettered. ~Against the probable
result of the trial I could nerve myself; but the being

chained, like a sheep-slaying cur—oh, that was what
- goaded me to madness. The snow meltéd from the

earth. The mild air of spring came in at my grated
window. I'could hear the robin’s song at daybreak, and

I strode angrily, in my clanking fetters, to and fro-in.
~ my cell,—I have lain for weeks upon the couch of sick-
ness. I have been confined for weary days and nights

to a narrow berth in a ship’s forecastle; but, in all my

life, I remember nothing that sc ‘gnawed at'my very .

life-stringd as that week’s confinement in jail.

=,
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It wore away, and at length came the day appointed
for the trial. It was about nine o’clock that I was con-
ducted by the sheriff to'the court-house. . There was an
immense_concourse of people around the jail. They
Erere gathered in' knots and engaged in éager conversa- -

10h. o H '

“ Here he comes ! said somebody, as I left the yard
of the jail ; and, instanily, all eyes were turned upon

~me. The crowd approached as near to me as the guard

would permit, and: I heard not a. fow declaring their |
belief in my innocence. L
“Keep up good heart, Lynde !” said Paul Warren,

~ Who, it seemed, had come home to attend the trials and

the gords provoked a murmur of approbation in: the
erowd. g Lo

« ghipt;’ttge old bl‘%cé{ !” said one. . .

, that he is. at ’d old * said-
like o’ythis 2" said another. oid Pau.; * s%!,lci. o t'h?
- As I entered -the court-house, I turned to.catch the
eye of the young student; when, directly hohind him,
I'met the glance .of Dr. Dodge bent upon me; with a
smile of malignant satisfaction.. It was but for an in-
stant, We passed on, and I was placed in the.dock. I
looked around me; and as I found every eye bent upon
me, a sense of my own innocence and of the wrong
about to be done me, gave me the air of proud defiance
as I looked aroupd me. The tedious empanueling of

. the jury was at last got through with, and the indiets .

ment read. : : S
“What say you, Lynde Weiss ?” ‘asked the clerk,
‘““are you guilty, or not guilty s
“Not guilty !” I answered. @~ . .

“ Are you ready, gentlemen ?"’ asked the district at-

forney. . - . :
“We .are, sir,” replied Counsellor S——; and the
former addressed the jury, - . - A e-‘
He began with some general remarks about their Ter
sponsibility, in the trial of an offence involving. the
reputation and liberty—perhaps the life—of the pri-
: 14 ‘
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‘soner. He reminded them that the court would in-
struct them- to give the aceised the benefit of any
_ rational doubt of his guilt. ¢ But, gentlemen,” he said
in conclusion, “while you must not suffer yourselves to
" be 'prejudiced ‘against the prisoner, it is my duty to
‘caution you not to suffer your previous acquainfance
with him, or ‘your previous regard for him, to interfere
with your solemn duty. We will-now proceed with the
evidence.. Samuel Saxton !” | ‘

-« Samuel Saxton !’ repeated the sheriff,

“Here !” B '

“ Take the stand.”

- ¢ Now, Mr. Saxton,” said Mr. Harper, the common-

wealth’s attorney, when the. witness had. been sworn,
¢ tell the jury what you know of this affair.”

* The witness stated, in a-surly, dogged tone, that, on
the day.of the murder, Morris Farr had been ordered

to fell a large pine; that he went directly to the place

and began the task; that about two o’cloek, he heard
geveral shogs, and- the barking of a dog; that he paid
no-attention to it ; that a few minutes after this, Charles
Warren and Dr. Dodge came to the Lodge, with their

dogs and guns; and that he invited them in to drink with

him; that they did so; that immediately afterward, on
leaving the Lodge, the dogs struck each a different trail,
and that Charles Warren said to the doctor, ¢ Dodge,

you follow that trail, and 'l follow this ;. that they both

disappeared in the.woods; that, some twenty minutes

later, he heard a single shot; immediately after which |

- they retuined, both &t the:same time, in the same direc-
tions in which they left him; that:he heard Doctor Dodge
gay, « Come, Warren, this is-dull sport ; let us go home;”
that Le:started with them from the Lodge, on their way
homeward, to see how Farr was getting along; that
they found- him  lying at the foot of the pine; dead;
that the prisoner’s gun lay beside him in the:snow, and
that there wete fresh tracks both towards and from the
river:; .that they followed.the tracks to the bank, where

i
¥
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they could be traced no farther; but saw no one, and
therefore returned to thedody. ~ . . L
““Are you aware of any ill-feeling between the de-
cessed and the prisoner 9’ | . L
“ Why, I've hearn tell”— . . S
“Never mind what you have heard. Do you know
of any.” : : '
~ “No, sir; they was al’ays uncommon good friends
fur a3 1 knowed any thin’ ’gout it.”” & ’
“That will do. - Mr. S
to ask the witness ?” :
“One or two, Mr. Harper.  What were you doin
when Warren and Dodge found you at the Lgdge [ g
“ Mending a sled, sir . . |
:: %‘{hej’r, went in different directions, you say ?”
e, - . : : :
“ And returned at the same time ?”’
- “Yes.” , ' L :
“Would yh_e'cou'rse taken by either of them lead yoil
ne?‘rIthe pllface vgxere-Farr‘was chopping "’ ‘

It would. Doctor Dodge must have gone might
nigh in sight o’ the spot.” . _g' | .g._ T
Here there was a general turning of heads ; but Doc-

tox;‘%%dgej\yas not in thé court-room. :
ey returned, you say, in th irections in
which they started’??: ¥ . e same ‘dl.recmns "
“Yes.” - k
“Did you see any thing peculiar in the manner of
either of _thos_e gentlemen .?g’ P;. o n.n e? of .
“No, sir, I can’t say as I did ; though I thought Doe-

N

, have you aﬁy questions

 tor Dodge seemed to be in: consid’ble of a hurry to start
for hum,” ‘ -

“Very well; you may go down.” - . . .
Charles Warren was then called. He stated.that, on
the day set forth in'the indictment, he went to the
lumber settlement with Doctor Dodge, with two dogs and
guns, for a fow hours’ sport; that they found Farr and
the prisoner in an altercation. e
“Some hard words ?”’ | -

N i
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. ¢ Not very. Farr said, ‘Don't get into a puncheon,
for a demijohn would hold ye;’ and the prisoner replied
¢ You ¢an measure me if you choose.””’ ,

- “You left them, then ¥’ -

“Yes.,” z ‘

¢ Heard no more hard words ?”’

“ No, sir.” 7
- “Did you hear any threats?” asked Mr, §——.

- «T did not. The prisoner said they could settle their
own difficulties.” . » .
© ¢ That will do.”

“ Doctor William Dodge !” called Mr. Harper.

“ William Dodge !”” echoed the sheriff. .

“Here !” replied the witness; and he made his way
to the stand. : , : )

_His testimony, as elicited by the prosecuting attorney,
was of the same tenor -ag that of Warren, and he was
handed over to my counsel. o

« How long were you gone on the- trail which you
followed from the Lodge ?’ asked Mr. S—.

¢ Pogsibly twenty minutes.”’ .

“Did you see Farr?” - .

¢7 did not.” . o .

The witness smiled, ag if ridiculing the idea of his
being suspected. ' : \ o

I turned to the court. _ )

¢ May I ask the witness a question, your honour?

- ¢ (Certainly.”

“ Doctor Dodge, -d_id you ever know Morrierarr‘, be-

fore you came to Boylston?” S
" He turnied pale for an instant, but answered firmly,

¢ Never.” . o
Young Gibson and Barney Fogg were then called in

succession, and testified-to the facts already known to

the reader. 'There was a murmur of satisfaction as they
stated I had requested them to go for the doctor; bus
this gave place to gloom and doubt when it was further
elicited that my marner was confused, and ‘that my
hands, sleeves, and vest were bloody. The coat, vest,
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and gun were then produced and identified. The boots
that I wore were produced, and several witnesses swore
to the exact correspondence of size with the tracks near
the body, and those going to and from the river.. It
wag: further proved that the pitcher belonging tb Farr
had been found in the channel of the river, a short dis-
tance below the Lodge, but a day or.two previous-to
the trial. \ : S
Having got through with. the witnesses, the district
attorney arose and addressed the jury. He had under-
taken, he said, the discharge of an unpleasant duty, at
the opening of the case, with the hope—almost with the
belief, that the prisoner was innocent. ~Yet so full, so
unbroken was the chain of testimony, that (however

painful it might be to him, ag an old friend of the
prisoner’s father,) he must say that there was no doubt

‘of his guilt. It was proved that there were hard
- words—that the parties were lofi together—that the

gun, the tracks, and the spots of blood had been sworn
to by unimpeachable witnesses. *“Iwill not now say

~more,” added he; ““we will see what the prisoner’s

counsel has to urge in his defence.” .
Counseller S—— rose slowly, as if overwhelmed by
the weight of adverse testimony, . = | -
“ May it please your honour and-the gentlemen of
the jury,” he began, “I frankly confess to you that the
testimony against the prisoner at. the bar.is very
strong.  Yet I say to you, in all sincerity, that I -be-
lieve him to be as guiltless of the murder of Morris
Farr as Iam! Let me beg you to bear in mind that,
up to the day of that melanchely occurrence, you your-
selves knew the prisoner to be of irreproachable cha-
racter; carefully educated by a man whom every one

: honours-—-our*worthy.fellow—citizen, George Weiss.”

“Silence "’ thundered the sheriff, as a'low‘mﬁrmur

of applause ran through the court-room.

“You are told, gentlemen, that- hard words passed.
Were they g0 ? - To the co;atrary; they seem.: to me-but
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" aboy's petulant reply.- The eircumstances which have
occurred’ during the last few months, and .which, you
will pardon me for saying, have had somewhat to do
with the prisoner’s manifest depression of spirits, are
well known to you. : Educated from infancy, side- by
side with & fair girl, whom no one could see and not
love—separated from her by some untoward -occur-
rence—driven thus almost to madness, he rushes forth
from the quiet of his boyhood’s home, and, in an hour
of 'want, signs a ship’s drticles for a voyage to the
Pacific. Well, gentlemen, it is further in evidence
here, that, at Albany, he became acquainted with
- Doctor William Dodge. He accompanied him to New
Bedford, became attached to him, and gave him -his
full confidence. Abusing that confidence,this-Doctor
Dodge endeavours to supplant him. You have the de-
positions of the landlord and ol at Dodge was at
the Parker House repeatedly; and that he was seen to
leave Mr. Grayson’s apartment immediately after the
prisoner left the office. The door of the apartment
was open, and Miss Grayson testifies that she recog-
nised the prisoner, as Doctor Dodge attempted to take
* her hand, in declaring that he loved her. The prisoner
goes to sea in despair—is gone some months—and,
after o yariety of hardships, he- comes home penniless,
on foot,-travel-worn, heart-broken, to see his -aged
father, who was then confined to his sick-chambey. He
meets Miss Grayson on the Ledge, in sight of her
father’s honse. He sees some one leaving her as he

approaches. It was Doctor Dodge. He' is somewhat

rudely separated from her by her father, and is found
late at night by his faithful servant, wounded and
-senseless. ~ Gentlemen:!” exclaimed Mr, 8——, raising

his voice till the court-room rang with it, ““who struck

that cowardly blow?®? . . .~ -~ . -
“No one knows,” said the district attorney. .
-%True, gentlemen, no one knows, and why? The

prisoner lingered for weeks. in delirium and fever, and
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‘since he has recovered, he resolutel 18
whose hand dealt the blow.” clutely refosca. to B}W

“‘I]goes ke lltlno‘w 'l?l” asked the court. . .

*He says he will not swear to it, your hen
therefore I will not dwell on this, yI will 02111;, :a];rd
who else but Dodge could have struck the blow?- Hé
never had an enemy at Boylston, and Dr. Blair~tells
us that the blow could not possibly have been struck
by hll\rlnself.” : » - ' --

‘“ May it please your ho 7 i
cuting aﬂtorgeﬁ ¢ gll this’flﬂl & lnte?ruptgd the. prose-

“Is relevant to the issue, sir,” resumed Mr. S——.
“I have but little more to say. ~The prisoner recovers.
The former familiar -intercourse is broken off -between.
him and Miss Grayson, while Dodge manages to ingra-
tiate himself with the unsuspecting father -and mother.

- The prisoner resorts to his favourite amusements— .-
 hunting, fishing, and the like—and is proved to have
‘been in the habit of meeting Farr, with whom he was

always on the best of terms. On the day of the mur-
der, it is proved that his tracks led away from the
body towards the river, but they were also found leav-
ing the well-beaten lumber-road, which led directly
from the body. ~ This was not two yards from the road
when found. The tracks are further found on the bank
of the river, though the witnesses decline to swear that
they believe them to have been fresh. Admit that
they were, and all is clear as the day. = He has arrived

at the raft—hears the shot—rushes up the bank—runs

to the wounded man—lays down his gun—attempts .to
staunch the wound--seizes the pitcher—runs to. the
river for water, and goes upon the raft for that pur-

. pose. The fastening gives way, and the furious cur-

rent sweeps the raft from shore, beyond his reach. He

‘drops the pitcher where it is subsequently found. How

came that pitcher - there, gentlemen? Would Farr
throw away his.own pitcher? Well, the prisoner suc-
ceeds in gaining the eddy, and leaps ashore to go for
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“assistance. . He meets-two of the witnesses, Shocked
by their evident suspicion, and knowing how much ap-
‘pearances were against’ him, he hesitates—stammers,
one . witness says—but, mind you, begs one to go -for
Dr. Blair, while he voluntarily returns with the other
to the very scene of the murder. Gentlemen, could
gu#tt have done that ?”’ 2 . .
~ “No! Bless you! bless you, Mr. S——!  He is
innocent !’ said Lucy, as, with streaming eyes, she
“clasped the hand of the speaker. . o
“QOrder! Silence!” said the sheriff, mildly, but his
~ eyes, and hundreds more, were wet with tears.
%] believe she is right, gentlemen,” resumed Mr.
S——, when he had gently reseated my sister. ‘But
there is one other point to which I beg you to give
heed, and which will show the court and my learned
~-friend over the way, that my remarks have not been so
irrelevant as they may have seemed. It is in.evidence
that Dodge left Saxton, and went into the woods in a
direction which must have carried him nearly, if not

fully, in.sight of Farr. Now, I am not’ permitted to-

show you that Farr had, a few moments -before, de-
clared that he knew Dodge.” 7 A
% Really, your honour,” interposed the prosecuting
attorney, #I["—  ° ‘ - 4
“ Well, let that ‘pass. But I may show, and I have
shown, that Dodge was in a very remarkable hurry to
get home. Who 48 this Dodge? .Does anybody know?
Gentlemen, I.must close. I confesg that I cannot.give
you positive proof of the prisoner’s innocence, butican

you doubt it? I think not. There is no positive evi-.

dence of guilt—no pretence of previous malice—no

| proof whatever of any adequate cause for the murder.

If you have any-doubts-of his guilt, gentlemen, bear it

well in mind that you cannot bring him in guilty, The

attorney. for the commonwealth kas’reminded you of
your duty in bringing in a verdict according to the
~-evidence. - And what ¢ the evidence ? Wopld any one
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of yow think it just that his life should hang upon so
frail a thread? <Is one man to be hung merely because
you do not know whor -else you shall suspect ! Oh, no,
gentlemen! You are too intelligent, too manly, too
christianized, to do so merciless. an act of injustice. -
Admit for & moment. that, in a paroxysm of passion,
the prisoner had committed the erime. It were then

‘but homicide, and his life, at least, were safe. But

will you even deprive him of liberty on so frail a tissue
of evidence? 1 cannot believe it. No, gentlemen, .
even where there is positive proof of guilt, justice is
not a soulless stock—a mere Juggernaut, underneath
whose ruthless wheels whosoever falls must be inevita-
bly crushed.- You may admire the artist’s conceit in
painting -her blind; but she need not, therefore, be
deaf, - If justice and punishpent be synonymous, why,
then, be the reeking aze, and not the scales, her em--
blem. - Let the lowly, self-righteous Pharisee, the
ceremony-begotten, form-nurtured saints, whose ¢ fine
linen’ :is their ¢righteousness, say what they will;
Humanity and religion say that the deed alone shall
not constitute the crime. - The'scales were, else, as well
the ghastly gibbet, stationary, senseless, merciless; ag
well the guillotine, that never moves but at the behest
of death. Justice! . She weeps scalding tears over the
deeds done in her name. Why, gentlemen, Merey held

“her arm when—if the popular orthodoxy be- true—she

would have sent earth’s quivering millions to a hope-
less eternity of agony. Mercy is -the right even of
the guilty; how much more his right whose guilt you
can but surmise. o '

L ¢ It hecombes ‘
The throned monarch better than his crown.
His sceptre shows the foree of temporal power,
The attribute to awe and majesty, - o
Wherein doth sit the dread und fear of Lings ;
But merey is above this sceptred sway,
It is enthroned in the Aearis of kings; -
It is an attribute of God himself.’ ™ -
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He took his eeat, and the- district attorney rose in
reply. He began by saying that he must acknowledge
that hig friend 8 had never more eloquently ad-
dressed a jury in behalf of a prisoner. How good 2
compliment he had paid the jury, on the present occa-
sion, by appealing to their feelings, instead of their
judgments, he left for themselves to decide. Were his
own feelings to bring in the verdict, the prisoner should
go free, for it was no case of hardened crime. But he
and they were there to uphold the law—to discharge
duties upon oath—to give in a verdict according to the
evidence, and not in accordance with their feelings.
He then reviewed the testimony, and sat down.

The judge charged the jury to the effect that if they
had any reasonable doubt—and this he took care to
define very carefully—they were to ‘give the prisoner
the benefit, of it; and with some feeling remarks on the
solemn responsibility under which they rested, he closed
-his. remarks. ' ' '

- Oh, -what terrible moments were those which suc- -

ceeded! The jury retired, and I was remanded to my
cell. All access was denied to.me, and 1 paced the
stony floor in utter despair. To increase the gloom: of
wy cell, a fierce storm came on, accompanied by the
first thunder that I had heard since the coming of
spring. The lightning flashed, sending its fierce glare
into my narrow iron-barred window, almost blinding
me with light, and then leaving me in rayless darkness.
It was wellnigh day ere I slept. . S

At the opening of the court I was again ushered to
-, the dock. Some preliminary business was attended to,

.and the clerk then said to the jury— -

4 Gentlemen of the jury, are you agreed?”

“We are,” replied the foreman.

_“What do you say? Is the pr'isohe'r ab the bar E

- guilty, or not guilty?”
< Qualty I

I remember hearing a loud .shriek, and then a feel--
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ing of dizziness came over me, as I heard thd an-
nouncement. It could have been but momentary, for I
heard the sheriff exclaiming— Y
t “Bilence in court!” in a loud and auF;horitativé
one. ' : '
““Bilence !” thundered he again, and the tumult was
hushed. ' ) -
Jessie Grayson and. my sisters were removed, and
the court-room became still as death. e
“Lynde Weiss,” exclaimed the judge, “stand up.
Have you any thing to say why sentence of death
IBth‘Jél’ii not be pronounced against you according to
aw S *
¢ Nothing.” o .
_“You see, young man, to what end they come who
give rein to passion.  You have-been tried by a. jury
of your own selection, and found guilty. It is the
sentence of the court that you be reco'mmi,tted"to the .
jail from whence you came, there to be safely kept
,until the twentieth day of August next, and then to be
hanged by the neck until you are”— o .
“Silence !”” shouted the sheriff, as the court was in-
terrupted by a tumult at the door. - )
“Let me pass, I say!” exclaimed some one, as he
eu"?v{\?f} his way. ) S
What means this " exclaimed j orily,
“ Sheriff, remove”’— | the Judgs, .at'lgrlly.
_ “Stay, sir! The prisoner is innocent! I saw him,
sir.  He did not leave the bank of the river until dfte;
the shot,”.  -. _- IR
He went on to say that he had been ill—that he Kad
gone from his cabin to the bank of the river on the day
of the murder—that he heard the shot, and saw me
climb the bank—that he had been again taken -ll, and -
had been delirtous until two days previous—that, heat-
ng-of the trial, he had come to give his. testimony,
though he was scarcely able to walk. - S
I was discharged! = -~ .
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| CHAPTER XXVI.

. For a few days there was a great deal of talk about

the trial. It was urged by some that Dodge should
be arrested and tried, while others asked, **To what
purpose P’ What new fact could be elicited ?. True,
it was proved that I was innocent ; but. where was there
any thing better than circumstantial evidence against

Dodge ? . The excitement wore away gradually, and, as.

is usual in such cases, many took sides with the doctor
as an ipjured man-—the more readily, since Allan

Grayson and his wife remained his staunch friends. He

was still an inmate of the parsonage, and it became a
settled understanding that.his marriage with Jessie

Grayson would “positively take ‘place ere the moon.

swaned. So reliably. did" this rumour come to me, that

I, at length, gave 1t credence, thinking that, with Jes-

sie, pity had given place to a warmer feeling. Accord-
- jngly I did’ not visit the parsonage. I resumed my
" gports in the woods, and upon the river I refitted my
“gloop. Paul Warren' remained a few days at home to
recruit his health, and we were ever together. In this
way it happened that I was scarcely ever at howe.
‘None of the family molested me, and § felt grateful for
their forbearance—the more so, as it seeméd the tacit
“reward for my abandoning a recent intention to go to
sea. Ibecame a constant visitor at my foster-mother’s,
and the former éoolness wore away. There was appa-
. rently but-one of the family who had not, to some ex-
tent, recovered from the shock of the father's death—

and that was Judith. I observed that she became a

constant visitor at the parsonage, and that my sisters
scarcely ever went there; while both they and Griffiths,
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my father and my uncle Hugh, especially. the Iatter,
became, every day, more attached to the. widow and:
her excellent family. I saw, too, with the keenest
K}easure’, that Griffiths was becoming very attentive to

ary Warren, while Charles Watren, to -whom my’

father was gradually resigning the entire management

of his large and prosperous business, was more than -
suspected of making advances to my sister Lucy. In:
this manner three weeks passed away. It was near.
the last of April, and but a single week remained be-
fore the ‘expected wedding. 'I'had peréuaded Paul to
remain at home until that time, on the c¢ondition that’
half of our time should be devoted to study.. One
evening—it was Thursday, I remember-~we were pass-
ing the inn, when a traveller rode leisurély to the door
on horseback. Tt so happened  that neither mine host
nor the ostler was at hand to receive him. ~ He’dis-
ngnﬁed‘, and patting the neck of his jaded horse, he .
said— ' ' PR
“Poor welcome this, Priam, for those: who. have
travelled- sixty miles between sun and sun. Is thiy »
speciien,: gentlemen, may I ask, of the usual sort-of-
entertainment for man and beast at this.tavern?”
Ok, no,” replied Paul, laughing, - “I'll call the.

“ostler. Here! you Jack Collins! Where-are you 1",

“You Jack Colling [ - Jack Colling,.I say!” shouted
the innkéeper. T
¢ Comin’, sir,” was: the. reply; and. that functionary:
speedily made his appearance. = - . . - . .
“Walk:in, sir,” said mine host. ... ool 7 L
“Thank ‘you, I'll-remain: outdide: awhile, :if. yon! -
please; and you may order:the best pessible fare, for
my horse first, and then for'myselfs” - <70 . o
-“Very well, sir,”” “replied--the- inrikeéper; snd" he,
V&HlS’hEd.” - SN SRR ',, ; vl
_ “Can you-tell me, gentlenen,” asked- the. strangery
in a low toxe, “whether or ‘no:one Nathan Small lives
hereabouts ¥’ o o e et
16 "

+

Pt g
Credel
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-« Not to my knowledge,” I replied. Do you know
any such person here?” I added, addressing: Paul. . -
“No.” = ' o SR :
¢« Well, I understand,” continued the stranger, “that
* he has passed under the names:of Captain Syme and
Doctor Dodge.” -~ . . - .
~«There 43 a person here calling himself Doctor.
Do‘-dge"”l ’ . . R . . .. T R T
LY Y R
“Yes.”

. #Long, black, wiry ‘ilaﬁr,. cémﬁed ‘éﬁrait' back l_over‘ _.

his eranium ?”
- $Yes.” . | -
¢ A goft voiee and a noiseless step ¥’
».¢The séme.” o L
“Fond of a big-word ?""
“‘Yeﬁs\;" - . o . .. . “‘."-.' w . )
- %Tges, or rather abuses French phrises—‘Je ne.
sais pas,’ for I don’t know 2”
- % 0On all occasions.” - . o
% The very man. QGentlemen, say nothing. I am.

much indebted to you. Landlord,” added he, as mine

host came to the door, ““lay three plates, if you please,.

that & Christian-con drink?” . 0. .
L% Some port of ’96, if that will serve your torn.’” .- -

€ Oh, to a fraction, so you have‘enoug}} of it.. Gen-
tlemen, I orave iyoir company at supper.” . .. -

Somewhat amused by the: stranger’s-oddity, we ac-
cepted the invitation. .: We were soon geated: at a table

and have enough to fill them: Have ,yoqfanywine' |

loaded ‘with. flie: good fare for which taine host of ¢ The-

Washington Inn". was famous... The gggs were. done to
a fraction. The coffaé might have delighted the sultan
of Turkey;. the'bacon would have seduced a Jew ;' the
bread was perfection; and all were laid upon 2 cloth
whose whiteness ‘might have shamed the. snow. In
short, ‘the suppeér was capital, and the port.might have
been advantageously added to our more modern . dis
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_golving views. As its genial inflience -affected the

stranger, he became chatty and communieative, He
became very particular in his inquiries about Doctor
Dodge, and invited iine host to take wine with ‘us for
the purpose of obtaining all possible information. -

“If it’s a fair question,” said the-latter, whose. curi-
osity was aroused by the stranger’s queries, “why do

acquaintance, ¢h 2" - -
. ‘;‘ Yes. But,you seem to know less about him than
o Aicaashend ekt

“Bless your heart, stranger, we don’t know any

thing about him. He came here a little .more’n a year

ago, and stuck up his shingle as a doctor. He ha'n’t

dotie much in that line; but he lives well, and has

plenty o’ money.” , -

. “That he has, I'll be bound.” ¢

- “How he gets it, no one knows.”

“I think I can tell you.”

“Well, how?” -

“He is a professed gambler.” -

“You don’t say so.” S S

“Fact.  But, I say, does he mix in society here ?”

“ Bless you, yes. * Great-ladies™-man, though I won-
der that ladies will associate with a man who won’t tell

who ke is, where he comes from, nor nothin’ else. He’s -

going to marry Parson Grayson’s dasughter. Wh
Whags‘ the matt;gr, Lynde "’ ,y" S yj
“Qh, nothing.” =~
““ Why, what made you start so?” .
- “Nothing—a momentary pain in my side.”
“ Married, do you say?” exclaimed the stranger,

while he fixed his kéen glance upon me. -

“\YeSo,, ,,' s . . . W ) L e,
¢ V&Eh{l:e‘ has a wife already, and two children,”
f¢Are you sure of it ¥ o T

_“As sure as I am that T'sit heve. - I live in the town

from whieh-h ran away. - Between you and I, gentle-

you inquire 5o particularly about Doctor Dodge. Old

G L T RN SRR T S




172 ' LYNDE WEISS.

men,che owes me a good round sum, and I have come

to collect it‘-”l ol
: “f;{?fi ,gssai?i %e, “he owes me for six Il}?njs,hs’ board,
and I don’t.expect to get a farthing of it.”

“ But: I shall get mine.” S

«How?” : .. ~ o
- «Maybe Il tell you before I go. I'm tired an
sleepy. L1l trouble you for & light and a pair of
slippers.” S ‘ B

lli‘liw stranger retired, and we left the hotel. =
- «Joy for you, Lynde,” said Paul, grasping my
hand. '? LT .

'“Wh 'n N ‘ RS . .._
. ngr? Can’t you expose -the villain, and save
Jessie Grayson !

“u Would the Graysons believe any thing to his dis--

advantage?”’ .y ,

% But here is proof.” ) g \
“ Ay, the a,ssgrtion of a somewhat -,snha.bblly,—dresged
" traveller, whom nobody knows.” L
«“ But we can write.” \ S
¢ And receive the answer after the wedding.”
“Sure enough. But perhaps the stranger has

proofs.” -

“ Hardly. However, we will see him to-morrow,

and if Allan Grayson.and his wife are not blindly in-
fatuated, we may 'succeed.” o

fa,:: VerSr well.y_By-the-by, you will take a bed at
our house to-night; won't you? . Come—Hush ! Asl

live, Liynde, there, is some one ‘under Judith's window. .

Jove! T'll teach him”"=—~ e

B}:‘l{doé‘;,%r, Paul 1’ I whispered. to him, a5 1 caught his
“arm.  “May I tell you my suspicions?’ . ..
& Yesj; but let. me setile with that fellow firgt.”"”

~And he struggled to get free. L
%Ay and f-g%%il every thing by your haste.. 1 have
strong suspicions. that this same Doctor Dodge has at-
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tempted to win——perhaps ke has already won—the:af-
fections of  your sister.” o -
“ Judith ¥’ .
“Yes.,”. . o R
- “Then, in God’s name, let me go and beat him
- within an‘inch of his life.” S .
““Stay. That were but to make your. sister wretched.
Let us listen to: the villain; and if, by the stranger’s
assistance, we can nnmagk him, your sister will hardly
grieve for one whom she must soon have reason to
despise.” A '
“You're right, Lynde. Let’s go nearer.” -
We did so. For a moment all was still, but, a
moment. later, wo heard the sharp click of a peb-
ble against. the window. The sash was cautiously
.raised. ' _ . .
“ William, is it you ?”’ said Judith. . :
. “XYes." Speak softly. Come down—I want to see
youIalone'.” . o o o
« “‘I-cannot to-night. * It is late.” -
“I must see yof, Judith,” - - \/ -
- “Not to-night. If my mother, or”—
" Good-night, then—and. good-by.”
-“You'll coms to-morrow?” . . .
“Neover again!” o
“ Stay, dearest. I will go down.”
She disappeared from the window. = - . SR
“Now, Lynde,” said Paul, “give me a ‘chance at
that fellow.”. - ..~ . S
“No, Paul.. ‘Wait... Lot us watch: them.. If they
walk, we will follow. thénr; and if he: daies:insult her,
you shall have your revenge. . To interrupt them is-to
spoit all.” - T P T e
¢ ‘?’Vell, I'll try to be.patient. Have they.come
Jow?” ' L A

-,

-~ Judith appeared at the door, and,-éhﬁtﬁpg,it'care-

gate, where Dodge met cl_ler-é R
. _ 15%*

fully, she: walked, with. a.noiseless step, toward the




‘
TT4 ° LYNDE WEISS.

- «¢¢Bhall we walk 2’ he asked. - -~ -~
- 4T cannot go far, William. Why did you domse to
my window again 7" : . A
“ Because I/cannot live away from you, Judith.”
- 4 The villgind"" hissed Paul.” "
“Do you lové me, indeed 2" .
- 4 Better than my life. Come this way, towards the
Ledge. We shall be'seen if wo keep the road.”
“But' everybody says you: are going to marry
Jesgie:” - - 7
“ Haven't I told you it was false ?”
“But you stay there so much; and I hardly ever see
E 0‘1._,!‘ ) R ) . e ) X ) .
d 4% Well, Judith, don’t I board there?: Would you
have me come here every day, and betray all ?” -
“ Oh no, William, but"— :
“You doubt me ?” o . . ,
¢No';-but; indeed, I eannot go any farther with you
to-night. Come, let us o home.” S
“As you please, Judith, though I wished to have
gome conversation with you." T
“Well, come to-morrow might. You would not
surely have me take any step to”'— . . -
“ Compromise you? No, Judith. ~But will you meet
" me to-morrow night ¥ R
“Yes." '
“ And walk with me ?”’
- “Yes” . . I ‘

- And, bidding him good-night, she passed us, a3 we
‘$toed ‘aJoof from the path, and entered the house. The
. ¥illain -eontinued to’ walk, with. his stealthy tread, in

the diveetion of the Ledge. =~ -~ = . |
“ What’s to be done, Lynde ?" said Paul.
286 Wip viust/ prevent this meeting.” = -
%Yes, of course.” _ ‘ NS
- 4 But:indireotly, Paul... We will -zee the stranger in
_ the morning, and,if he has as 'much to:tell as’you sup-
poee, we will manage to effect o meeting hetween him

-

-ov divarshin wid the Tmpress, I'm thinkin’,”. . .

\
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and Dodge, while Kate shall see that Judith is.in hear-

ing %f the;r conersationJ" ; P S
- “Excellent ! Capital! By Jove! Lynde, we'll earth
this ‘fox-—expose him-—defeat - him .—aty ﬁise,b:n ge:;:e.
Have you a good ¢owhide ?” e
“Yes. Good-night.” SRR N
“Qood-night, Lynde.” R\

'CHAPTER XXVIL =
THE nxctmsrﬁu.‘—mn STORY,

_ I was semewhat abruptly awakened the next morn-
ing by the good-humoured Jerry. It was his. custom
o call me by name simply. - On this occasion he had
laid his hand (it was none of the lightest) on my shoul:
der, and wag giving me a rude shake, whey I sprang
upright in bed, with some vague idea. of peril. - o
“ Saints defend wsi” exclgi::édf Jerey. “Don't ate
me, Misther Lynde, av ye plase!” -~ =~ = . -
-~ “What do you mean, sir 1"
“What do I .mane, is it 77 -
“Yes,” e ‘ &
“Yer oonele’s callin’ yo.” . -~ ..
:: gall gme? I -.I-eoani’lt hear. ﬁnya;hi_ng.”ﬁ e
.v-¢oorse, _I'm callin’ ye by diputation, honey.”
“ Well, what does he wang 2 y pu n,h qy
“Sorra one o’ me knows. They'll be havin’ & bit

Here gome.one ealled Jerry, and be diga;ppearéd..:‘ g

“We've: been plenning an exeursion, Lynde,” said

wy upole Hugh, a8 we seated ourselves:at breskfast. .

=
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.. «YWhere and:how?? - Loov o o0
_“To South Hero, in ¢The  Empress.” - Captain
Gayger is:going there: for a small freight of grain, and
we have all ‘agréed to go except Griffiths, sister Caro-
line, and yourself. Will you go?”- S
tion.” g )

“With all my heart, Liynde.” - .

¢« And why not invite the Graysons ?” asked Kate.

«To be sure,” added Lucy; ““and we must include

that hateful Doctor 'Dbdg@\,. or Jessie won't be per-
mitted to go.” R ' .

“Then we will not invite any of them,” said my
father, gravely, and the matter was dropped by gene-
ral consent. R

The sun had not long been above the Green Moun-
tains when we' got under way.  Paul Warren, his
mother, and Judith were with us; and, seeing the

- gteanger, whom I had-met the night before, watching:

the motionsof the crew in making'sail, I invited him
16 ‘ag¢eonipany us. He leaped on board, and expressed
himgelf delighted. to-have an opportunity to see some-

thing:of Lake Champlain:” I olaimed- the helm, ‘as the -

prerogative of my very brief ‘salt-water voyage. The
wind was from the north; and; as' there were soms two
or three reaches of the river where we could not lay
our course, I felt a sailor’s: pride ‘in-putting ¢ The Em-
press” through her paces—now running with the wind
abeam, heeling, gunwales under—now close-hauled,
and running almost in the wind's: ge',- until the jib-
boom struck the- brushwood onthe bluff bankiof the
river.’  When wewere fairly clear of the bar at the
mouth of the river, I gave the helm  to Captain

Gamser.

You're o gailor,.every inch o’ ye,”-8aid he, as he

'tqok?iﬁip‘é helm, and ‘heaccompanied the compliment
with a hedrty:lap on my shoulder.” ¢ You may trim
- them' head-gails--4 - leetle, if you:please; -Liynde,” ‘he

. “Yes, if you'll include the Warrens. in- the invita-

.. 4

4
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asdded, and I went forward. The stranger. followed
me. SR : : .
“You've been a sailor, it seems,” he-said, as the last
sheet was belayed. , | :
“Yes.” \ :
“Atseal?” = L ‘
“Yes; but I owe all my sailor-craft to Captain Gay-
ger. “The Empress’ and I are old cronies.”p Y
““Bo it seems. By the way, have you seen Doctor
Dodge this morning ?” S P
“No.” . o >
“You say he’s about to be married 7"’
“Yes,” s a
. ““That must be prevented.”
“ Can it be ?” :
“Yes, and I'm the man to do it.”
“You are confident ?”
- “My life on’t.” .
I then explained our-plan to him. . .- . -
~ “CapitalI” he exclaimed. By the way, will you
make any stay at the island ?” : ‘
“Two hours, possibly.” -
“Very well. - We'll'have a walk, eh? I've s story
to tell you.” S Ce
a‘ft“I am at. your gervice, sir,” I replied, and we went
The wind hauled a little to the westward, and' by
ten.o’clock we ‘were at our destination.. We ran into 3
little bay; which was so effectusily sheliered by a pro-
Jecting: point, that we laid ‘‘The Empress”: alongsidd
the rocks, (for there was no wharf,) so near; that we

b

‘easily threw a plank ashore, and landed without diffi-

culty. - As none of the party except myself, had-ever
been on the island -be‘fore,‘weyleft the vegsel‘ for 5 walk:
Any one who has ever' seen South Hoero, oven in sail-
ing past it, will readily understand the enthusiasm of .
our party as ‘they roved through the-low woods, and
along the miniature bays along the shore.. ‘I contrived
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~ to separate the stranger from - the rest; and:-we crossed
the ridge and descended to the opposite shore. .
o 4 Nowforthe story,” said I, as we seated ‘ourselves
on the trunk .of a fallen pine. S -
% You shall have it in few words. But, first of all,
my name is James Van Ornan. I live in Frankfort,
Maine: .-About’ four-years ago, as near as I can re-
member—yes; it was four:years ago, in March—I was
standing. on the wharf at-Frankfort, (it had ‘but, one
then,) chatting with two or three of my neighbours. -
« ¢ Blowin’ great guns,’ says one. e
¢ ¢ The rivér-craft can’t show & rag,’ said another.
“¢T'll make you a bet on’t, gentlemen,’ says I,

¢Cap'n Harlow is due to-day, and if he's inside ‘of .

OwY's Head, he’ll come up the river in spite o’ any
wind that ever blew in Penobscot Bay.,” ~, = !~
«¢J'd like to see him try,” said some-one. :

- ¢t ¢ Woll, there’s a chance for ye, neighbour,’ says I,
¢for if that a'n’t the Jane A. Hersey comin’ round the
p'int,; Il buy me apair o glasses.” . - .

1 was right. There was the Jane, under reefed
foretopsail and courses, beatin’ ‘up on the fload tide,
and’ the water .foamin’ and splashin’.over her-bows: in

. great style.. Well, in a'few mirutes she Was moored
Tlongside the wharf. 'Cap’n had a passenger, and who
d'ye think it was? Why, this 'ere same Dodge. He
took - lodgin’s at the tavern. No ¢ne .could ever:find
out- who-he was. --He got acquainted; though, and.as

~ he: was: ¥ell-dressed, ‘and paid for .every thing regu-
* larly, he was.well received. - Well, by-and-by, he: falls .

in love: with one of . the prettiest: gitls in Frankfort:
The old folks made & great to-do about-it; but it wa'n’t
no usé. . She was bent-on havin’ him, and so she did,

Well, he-conducted himself very well, and matters went -

on quietly. - There was one thing, though, :that he was
in the halit:of doin’, that'didn’t: suit meither «the old
© folks: nor-his wife. Before his marriage, he:used to
go. away from-Frankfort, and -be goue several days.

- moorings, i . :
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Where, nobody knew. - After: he gob-matried™it was-
the same thnﬂng. .Weli-, he :qua;rre}lef with the old: feﬁ;ﬁw
and they determined to watch him. ‘They- hired & man;
to follow him—and where do you think he went ? Why ':
to & den: of gamblers-in Boston, where he seemed to-be
hand: ax;d- glove ‘with the whole set.: ;He 'was . either.
mighty lucky, or else he played foul, for:-he won lots o
‘money.. - Things went on' worse. an’’ worse,. until, 'at
last, they had a grand blow-up, and ‘Do'é'torf,Dﬂdge’,rhs%

- he calls himself, come up missin’. He was. owin’ me

;l;i ;1;(,:9 little sum o’ séventy dollars, and I've.come to
:: Of course you have the proofs of these. facts 2. -
Nevet fear, sir. I've somethin’ better’n proofs,
When I come to- Boylston, I thought I would let the
feller go on his own way, provided he'd pay me; for I
felt sure he'd git hung in the end. But.I won't see
another woman deceived by him. You miist know. that
nigh a year arter he run away, a schooner- from
Charleston, down in South Carolina, comes to' Frank- -
fort.. - The skipper ‘inquires 'bout this ‘ere Dodge, and
what do you thinks he turns out to be? Why’ the’
same feller that committed the big forgery to Cligtles-
ton, & fow years ago; and here,” added Van' Ornan,
‘is the doskyment what'll -bring. Doctor. Dodge . to: his
bearin’s, - You come to the .tavern 'to-night, with .the.
lady you spoke of, nnd station yourselves'in: the next
room; and ‘then -see if I don’t make: that ’ere villain

strike his colours.” L R ST ST
We returned to- “The Empress” in titwe; forsan ex-
;e[zlle_nt dinner, and:at two. d’clock . got; yoder: fway.
Eavmg f}xe wind well on:our stirboard gugidet, < Fhe
mpress” was but two hoirs in reaching ker.home
In the ev'eningma-tr e s e e
_ » at an .early hour, Iisaw Van Orpin,
gatgrmng from the parsonage, a.ccomi:‘aniéd,,"*'};ﬁ;,.;vgf,'ci}i)r;
lodge.... My sisters; By some-means; hads persiaded

¥

Jgssie -and Judith Warren ‘tocall on.. the. innkeepei!s:
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wife. . The" Ia.ttar ‘was intrusted. with the gecret of
our plan, and. we were soon stationed in an apart-
ment adjoining -the one: ‘which was ocoupled by the-
stranger.:

- “Daetor Dodge,” saidVan. Ornan, “ what say you.
to.a bottle of old: port, e eh 7" |

I thank you sir, I"— .

¢ Pshaw! here’s a couple in- good old dust-and-cob--
web.: Good, eh?” - “ .
,  “Excollent.”” “

. ¢ When do you propose to go back to Frankfort

¢ Never.”’
“ @in up Ellen a.nd the chlldren, eh ?”
“ No, not exactly.”
I hearn’ you was gom to be ma.med Im'e.
“Me?" -
- “Yes, you 2
4 1t's s liet [28
-« You-don't think. of it ?”
P 1 NO ” .

Mlssa——wha,t 8 her name 7"’
¢ Miss Grayson v
“Yes”

‘ % Oh, she's a- eountry gu-l that seemed «dlsposed to
. make love to me; and I couldn’t very well help xt. SN

“She’s the only oue,-iyshe?” .~ . -
“ Well, no." There- zs one more that I ﬂu‘t a httle

'mth to amuse myself.” ‘
& You: wou,ldﬁ timarry’ either: of them ?”
“¢ Marrysany: grandmother as sdon,” - :
“}Ybu’wlﬁﬁe Eilan fo*s geod ’3" SR
. 6, YGS.” L

villdirbiig: cfowardliy scoundvel Proo

¢ What! #ir?”

! :Qhyyoul needn's ﬂare ups Perhaps you remember:; :

a;hﬁtie ebt yow owe me P
“Yeg."

“ Well, thén, what do you pay your addresses to

TR

“Well, leir:'nie tell you, Doctor Dodge, that you re- a';' ‘

-
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. “Well, lf it'’s entn-ely convenient, I'd like- to ‘Trave
1%,
- “DBut, my dea.r sir, I haven’t got 80, much in the

“world.”

“ Oh, yes, you ha.ve I must ha.ve 1t o
“ Must 27 _ . o
“ Must !
“Well then, get it if you can.” - -
’ ’Stay a mm,ute, my hearty You’d better pay
me. " '
“I’ll gee you —_— ﬁrst P
“ Well, then, how do you like the looks o’ tlns? '
Perhaps you've seen it afore ?”
There was a pause of a moment.
“For God’s sake, my dear sir, don’t betray me!”
“Will you pay me ?” - -
“Yes."” .
“To-night " =
.« Yes.”
“Well, on that condition, I promise to tell o one
that T hold in my possesswn thm”——- :
“ Hush 1"
“ Oh, nobody’ll hear--thm handbﬂl oﬂ'erm two

| thousan .dollars-for the reward of one”’— =

e Hush’ Bon t rea.d it. Same ‘one: may overhear

4 Well, I spa.re ye. You dan. have. ono- hour to ge
me th§ money. Butlmmd ye nmﬁ, )| kﬁep an -pye.on
ye. No ‘more rasea Lt or ou'll .tr e:
haps the cord!” . y, 7 ! cag&—pen-‘
. Here the converaatmn ceased, anﬁ we hem:d tha door.
open and shut: ' The villain had.gone:; ... . ‘
“Is this the mystery-? I whispered, to Jaasxe,, po.mt-

ing to'Judith ‘as’ she walked - homewand wish her: hﬂaﬁ

doygn;asﬁ, and lea.nmg uponeher bmthew i
€8. T Ate SL
, :: gou are: free now, Jesme.: Wlll you ba mme I”
es 't : Ty
16
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N ileft Kate and: Luey-at “our -own doory and

walked towards the parsonage. ~We stopped a moment
trndernenth ‘the tall ¢ld elm. | There were low words
spoken, that_told of long-cherished and long-thwarted
love.  ARABat was dark before, was'made.clear. . The
little hand in my own trembled, and a low sob met my
ear. - T N . .

. % Dogr Jessie!” said:Lo = 7o 0
.- Bhe looked up.” I ¢lasped her in one long, fond em-
brace, and beneath “the: cold light of stars” did our
lips seal the life-long vow. . - S

CHAPTER XXVIIL

* - THE FOO’{'-BRIDGE.*—-‘RETRIBUTION. ’

~ Now that there was undeniable’ proof of -the' true
charactér  of ‘Doctor Dodge, ‘that eminently original
personage was Tequested to find: other quarters. - He
Taft' the parsonage, and being: refused -accommodation
at the inn, he found it a matter of some difficulty o
procure: lodgitgs: ~Furthermore, it was intimated to
Himi “that he would be allowed one week te leave the

illaws. - He seerned; however, in-no haste to depart. -

Three days of the allotted week passed; and still he

‘3id" riot g0, "The rain may-have been the cause, for it -

had fallen steadily for several ‘days in sucéession. - It
Wag on the fourth: that the river began to attract gene-
st-nttentivi; 'Tt:had béen swollen by the recent rains
to a grest:height ; 8o much;. indeed, a8 to have obliged
. one family, whose dwelling was near the bank, to're-

~ move to the housp '0f ‘4 neighbour. The water.was- dis-
coloured with mud, and swept angrily along, covered
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with logs and driff-wood. Before noon. the:bridge wag
swept away, and the only rema,iﬁing;iues;;iéhéf;c'réégihg
the river was a narrow and ‘Bomewha.tj'frailf‘fobt-ﬁﬁ‘dg"'e;; |
which had been built for the convenjence of. the work-
men at the forge, and which was but a few yards.above
the dam. , It was built somewhat in the -manner of &
‘suspension-bridge, being supported by .iron:rods, and it
was sufficiently strong for; any ordinary purpose. " In-
deed, it was thought to be amply strong to support _the
weight of thirty or forty persons, though it was seldom
that more than two or three were. ever seen upon it at

- the same time.. The workmen had been a little shy of

it at first, but the feeling wore away, and it came; to be -
considered as_safe, for its intended. purpose, as the
more substantial bridge shove it.. ... - .. .
It* so happened that the annual ‘toﬁn;ihééti’né;};ﬁél{i
for the election of officers, and for, other matters per-
taining to the welfare of the little commonwealth, had
been appointeéd for that day, and, as the meeting was
to be held in the school-housé, on the eastern bank of
the river,-a large portion of “the residents (the lamber-
men. among them) Were obliged to make. use of the
little foot-bridge. - Accordingly, during the early:part
of the day, yout could see little knots.of people. pausing
on the bridge, as:they.crossed, to look upon the swollen

- current that rushed and boiled and foamed below., A%

noon the yain ceased. falling., The sun was once more
visible, and the spectacle.was then sublime,, My sisters
resolutely encountered some hundred y@,rgis{ogf “mad. for
the purpose' of seeing it. .- The river-had.now,swollen
80 muoh, that the:dam, some eight feet.in hieight,

%y thab feet ight, was
- only distinguishable: by a slight undalagion in ‘ﬁm’;m ‘0

mass of water that poured ceaselessly.on. tewards;the
foaming cauldron of the lower mp:dgg'l‘h;;-:go;ea:
was the declivity, and so. rocky the channel, that you
saw but one vast-sheet.of snow-white. foam whirled and
tossed into thin and scarcely palpable sprag, . .. i..:.
At. length ‘the ‘meeting adjourned.. Mine, host. of
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for his“guests, and what with the earlier potations of

the day, it was no.great marvel that they grew noisy
and somewhat troublesome. The dinner, however,
passed without any serious disturbance. The' politics
of ‘the day tlien engrossed: the attention of the village
politicians, who discoursed learnedly to the Tumbermen
of ‘State-rights and the tariff, democracy and federal-
ism—much, it must be confessed, to their mystification.
As the afternoon wore away, the potations of the
throng grew deeper and more frequent. Loud words
were now heard; and feeling confident that the usual
quantity of fighting was about to commence, by way of
-vent ‘to the exeitément of the occasion, I turned to
Paul and asked him to accompany -me home.

‘¢ Sha'n't wo stay, Lynde, and see the opening of the

. bear-garden?” he said, laughing.
. *“No, go home with me.,”" =~ © - .

 “Well, you'llidrink a glass of wine-with me ?""-
We:stepped. to the bar,’and were lifting our glasses,

wherf;]?a’"ng

his elbow. = " < ) , B

" “What do you mean, sir ?”” asked Doctor Dodge,

| (foit; it was he.) “You knocked my tumbler out.of my
¢ It was entirely accidental. - Pardon me.”

% Accidental, you say. - Perhaps-so.” |

- “You'can take it as you pleage.””

“Then take that!” exclaimed he, and, quick a8

lightuing, he dealt Paul a blow that made him reel

againdt me. My arm was caught as I attempted to
punish the miscreant, - -~ -~ . .
- “Stop -« minute, Liynde !’ exclaimed ‘Bam Saxton,
the lumberman. ¢ I’ve a small account to settie with
this gentléman,” and he laid his iron: grasp upon his
vietim's  throat, - e Co

- ¢ Hold on’,’f-S.a.m'!-‘ ‘Don’t choke him i W a settle-

N

‘was very rudely interrupted by some one at
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ment to make with that feller,” said another, and pre-
gently the doctor was surrounded by seme half a score
of angry lumbermen. At this juncture one of them
shouted— T
% Throw him off the bridge !”
., “Right! right!” exclaimed others,
stab Lynde?’ - .~ . -
“ And shoot Morrig Farr ?’
. ¢ And deceive the minister ?"
The trembling wretch was now hurried a

“Didn’t he -

a}, towards

the bridge.. Knowing the certain doom that awaited
him, without some more powerful intérference than T
could command, I begged the innkeeper to.run for

. Allan Grayson, while 1 hurried home to apprize my
B - father and Griffiths of what was Jgoing on. Both had

Despatching Jerry for them, at the

g gone to the forge. ] _
/j p of his speed, I met the lumbermen at a short ‘dis-

. ~dance above the bridge. SR

" ¢ Let hifa %o, Sam,” I said to Saxton.. ¢ You have
no proofs of his guilt, and you surely wouldz't kill an
innocent man !”’ . S

“Get out o’ my way!” . oo

- ¢ Remember how nearly you had murdered, me.” -

“Yes, I'do;-but this ’ere’s » villain a8 don’t deserve
to live,” F
“That is for the jury to say, Sam.” . -~ =
“ Boys, jest take Liynde away; will-ye ?"” said Sam,
who still retained his hold of Dodge. - . -
“ Here comen minister!” éxclaimed.one, ~ :
Before ‘Allan Grayson could reach the spot, the
lumbermen, to-the ‘number, perhaps; of twenty, had
dragged their viotim upon the bridge, and when. the
clergyman ¢4me;, his remonstrances were unheeded.
~¢There comes Uncle George!” cried” one of the
crowd, and, hearing this, the enraged lumbermen were
-lifting the struggling man to the railing of -the -bridge.
'My father had® already reached it. - By this time the
Jumbermeén- had ‘raised th;ag “victim -to” the top of .the




.‘ 186 . LYNDE WEISS.

railing, -and were in the act.of throwing him over, when-
the: -bridge. broke in the middle, and. fell with.a loud
_'plash into. the. river.. The parts of the bridge swung
patiently round, so that the ends were not more,than
thirty feet from the shore,.. The short. planks which
composed. the footing of the bridge fell from it and
floated away, and thus there was no way to reach the
three persons who were clinging to-the extremity near-
est the eastern shore. ' \As the bridge swung round,
we..discovered that.Dedge -was clinging to the iron
. raiting, while his body was under the surface-of the
" water. ‘Sam Saxton was clinging to. him, and to Sam
his crony Bill- Ferguson was holding, by the skirt of
his huge lumberman’s coat: With : such a current it

was impossible- that-Dodge could  long sustain. his own -

weight, and we-could’ see: him giving an appealing look
to -those who were clinging to .him. . The lower one
“succeeded, at last, in climbing over the shoulders of hig
companions, and had-nearly gained the bridge, when
he slipped-and fell. - A convulsive: struggle—a look of
agony—and he was gone! Tl a0
Meanwhile, on shore, all was consternation. A score
of plans were. suggested. I ren for:a.ladder, while
Paul Warren went for a boaf, and some.one¢ else pro-’
cured a rope. This was attached to the boat. "T'wo of
the lumbermen leaped into.it, and ere they could reack
the end of “the. bridge, it was swamped by the furious

current, and the noble fellows were lost. One of them

had been noted for his piety, and he.sang, as he floated
away; the air and words of a favourite hymn. . - -

_, L6 was plain thot Dodge was now wellnigh. xhaustod.
His .companion, though he had. not sufficient strength

to.climb over him .and reach the bridge, still clung to

him with-the ;_jdesper_ate. grasp of a drqwgigg man, - We
could see that Dodge was trying to shake. him off, and
that he was expostulating with him.. The poer fellow
- at last let.go his hold, and Dodge .made.an effort to
gein & footing on; the bridge. .- Exhausted as he was, he

LYNDE WEISR. : 187

had nearly. succeeded,. when- a ‘huge log struck the
broken bridge, and hé; too, disappeared... -...t: -

For 2 long time the villagers stood silently'on the =
shore, awe-stricken by the warning providence that. had
thus rebuked the attempt to.mete out justice to.the
guilty, The sun went-dowx in: a dark -mass of clouds.
The rain “again fell in -torrents. - Night came on,.and

| iho throng dispersed.

THE - LAST,—THE -WEDDINGS.

THUS, ﬁiy'deiir' reader, have I‘télmdfg’ybi;-;qf 'somé of

- the vicissitudes of a. somewhat eventful 1life. It re-.

maing but £o tell you, so far as I am concerned, that,
& few days after. the occurrence related in the pre-
ceding chapter, Allan Grayson gave his consent to my
marriage with “Jessie. - Griffiths -and Mary Warren
were married on the same day as ourselves. A few
months afterward, Mrs. Warren gave her hand to my
uncle Hugh, and my sister Lucy became Mrs. Charles -
Warren. Barney Fogg is a petty attorney, and Paul
Warren is one of the first lawyers in his native State.
My father—peace to his ashies !—died the year after
my marriage; and, two years later, good old Allan
Grayson was followed by his bereaved flock to the
grave. . o - S
My sister Kate declares her intention to live and die =
an old maid ; and Ann West, who still restlessly “sets
things to rights” for my howsehold, will probably bear *

| her company in that regard. My aunt Caroline sur-

!
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vived my father something more than four years, and

- was buried by his side. L ‘

And now, having kept your ear so long, I will re-
lease- you, ‘dear reader, from an old man’s garrulous
detail of matters which, with the usual infirmity of
age, have possessed more interest for me than for you. -

Yet these pages may not have been written in vain.

‘They will have proved worth something if they shall [
have lightened the burden of a dark hour of life—if i -
they have taught, in sny degree, the danger of follow- B
ing impulse—if they have led any one to think more

'soberly and earnestly of the duties and responsibilities”:
of those social relations in which all must find what-
ever happiness belongs to their lot in life. May I bid
-you farewell in the golden lines of one of England’s
most favoured sons of song? They will make my

“homily the briefer. . ‘ S

¢t To suffer woes which hope thinks infinite; -
To forgive. wrongs darker:than death, or night;
_ To defy power whieh seems omnipotent;
To love and bear, .till Hope creates .
From its own wreek, the thing it contemplates ;
~ Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent;
This, like thy glory, Titan, istobe -
Good; great, joyous, beautiful, and free;
~This is alone life, joy, empire—victory.”




