b

- J BOSTON: _
TICKNOR AND FIELDS. 4
o 1866, ' ~

— A E
SRR v T




and Lettera: of Rév. 1‘ W‘ Ro‘bartson. 2 mh;

w&iqs ”,-N‘atural Hlstory By Ermzarerm C.

: }.vol. 16mo. $250

" e iy bookk 18 frasrant wuh Oriaﬁ*iﬂ‘ilib, 6h with its imagery, and fall of{'epiu

X Smmmnhn wit md prmrerbm sﬁsdom ﬁartfnrd Press. .
. " - i

- Atalanta i Calydon. By Amnnwox«r Cnanms Swnmmnm.

1wl '.leo. 32.00. o
s ‘Atalmtw m Ga.lyﬂon 1 may bo tegm'ded 84 t.he conaummnt.e ﬂower of the high-
et eduoa.ﬂnn ﬁz@t imgln.nd can glve its most favored scholats. The hand of geifus
7Y mani!est. in eyerypsse'” —Naw Becv‘ord Mercury. .
- ‘ -'

wtl‘he :.bova booka can, bepmured of all bookaellers, or will be sent post-paid
: -'!sa amr addrm, an reee:pt of advartjsed price, By the Publishers,

TICKNOR AND FIELDS,
124 TREMONT STREET, BORTON.

-
\\’\

7T TROWBRIDGE.(/

BOSTON :
TICKNOR AND FIELDS.
1866.

i
ok




20 BLIC LIBRARY 5
BRS8N
9 E LEROE AND -‘:;‘

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1365, by
TICKNOR AND FIELDS,
i the Clerk’s Offige of the District Court of the District of Massachusetts,

UntveasiTy Pruss: Wricn, Biennow, & €0
. CAMBRIDGE.

COUPON BONDS.

I.
WHAT MR. DUCKLOW BROUGHT HOME IN HIS BOOT-LEG.

ON a certain mild March evening, A. I, 1884, the Ducklow
kitohen had a géneral air of waiting for somebody. Mrs.
Ducklow sat knitting by the light of a kerosene lamp, but
paused ever and anon, neglecting her stocking, and knitting
her brows instead, with an aspect of anxious 'i}istening. The
old gray cat, coiled up on a cushion at her side, purring in her
sleep, purred and slept as if she khew perfectly well who was
coming soon to occupy that chair, and meant to make the most
of it. The old-fashioned clock, perched upon the high mantel-
piece of the low-studded room, ticked away lonesomely, as clocks
only tick when somehody is waited for who does not come. Even
the tea-kettle on the stove scemed to be In the secret, for it sim-
mered and sang after the manner of a wise old- teakettle fully
eonscious of the importance of its mission. The side-table, which
was simply a leaf on hinges fixed in the wall, and looked like
an apron when it was down, giving to that side of the kitchen
a curious resemblance to Mrs, Ducklow, and #ested on one arm
when it was up, in which position it reminded you more of Mr.
Dueklow leaning his ehin on his hand, — the side-table was set
with a single plate, knife and fork, and cup and sancer, indicat-
ing that the person waited for was expected to partake of re-
freshments, Behind the stairway-door was a small boy kicking
off a very small pair of trousers with a degree of reluctance
which showed that he also wished to sit up and wait for some-
body. :
“ Say, ma, need I go to bed now!” he exclaimed rather than
inquired, starting to pull on the trousers again after he had got
one leg free. “He’ll want me to hold the lantern for him to
take care of the hoss.”

#No, no, Taddy,” for that was the boy’s name, (short, for
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Thaddeus,) “you H only be in the way, if you set up. Besides,
I want to mend your pants.” :
“You 're always wantin’ to mend my pants |™* eomplained the
youngster, who scemed to think that 3t was by no means to do
. him a favor, but vather to afford herself a ploating pleasure, that

Mrs. Ducklow, who had a mania for patehing, required the gar- -

ment to be delivered up to her. “I wish there wasn’t such a
thing as pants in the world |” — utterly regardless of the plight
the world would be in without them. '

“ Don’t talk that way, after all the trouble and expense
we’ve been to to clothe ye!” gaid the good woman, reprovingly.

“ Where would you be now, if 't was 0t for me and yer Pa

Ducklow?” ,

«T should n’t be goin’ to bed when I don’t want to'!” he mut-
tered, just loud enough to be heard. ~

“ You ungrateful ¢chald I gaid Mre. Ducklow, not without
reason, for Taddy knew very well — at least he was reminded
“of the fact often enough— that he owed to them his home and
all its comforts, « Wouldn’t be going to bed when you don’t
want to!  You would n’t be going to bed when you do want to,
more likely; for ten to one yon would n’t have a bed to go to.
Think of the sitewation you was in when we adopted ye, and
then talk that way.”

Ag this was an unanswerable argument, Taddy contented
himself with thrusting a hand into his trousers and recklesdy
incréasing the aves of the fortheoming patch. «If she likes
to wend so well, let her !” thought he.

. % Taddy, are yon tearing them pants ?” eried Mrs. Ducklow
gharply, hearing a sound alarmingly suggestive of cracking
'I:hread‘g. . :

“ 1 way pulin”’em off,” said Taddy. ¢T never see such mean
. cloth ! can’t touch it but it has to tear. Say, ma, do ye think
he’ll hring me home a drum 27 _

“ You’ll know in the morning.” ki

“T want to know to-night. e said mabby he would. Say
can’t I set up 27 , ‘ o

“I'1 let ye know whether you can set up, after you *ve been
told so many times.”

80 saying, Mrs, Ducklow rose from her chair, laid down her
knitting-work, and started for the stairway-door with great

energy and a rattan. But Taddy, whoe perceived retribution

approaching, did not see fit to wait for it. e darted up the
stairs and crept into his bunk with the lightness and agility of
a }q11ine1.

“I'mabed! BSay, ma, I'm a-bed!” he eried, sager to save
the excellent lady the trouble of ascending the stairs, “I’'m
most asleep a’ready!” ' .
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«Tt’s a good thing for you you be!” said Mrs. Ducklow,
gathering up the garment he had lefs behind the door. « Why,
Taddy, how you did tear it! I’ve a good notion fo give ye a
gmart trouncing now !”

Taddy began to snore, and Mus, Ducklow concluded that she
would not wake him. .

“ Tt is mean cloth, as he says!” she exclaimed, examining it
by the kerosene lamp. “ For my part, I consider it a great mis-

E”

. fortin that shoddy was ever invented. Ye can’t buy any sort

of a ready-made garment for boys now-days but it comes to
pisces ab.the least wedr or strain, like so much brown paper.”
She was shaping the necessary patch, when the sound of

wheels coming into the yard told her that the person so long

waited for had arrived.

# That you? ” said she, opening the kitchen-door and locking
out into the darkness. i

#Yes,” replied a man’s voice.

“Ye want the lantern 77

tNo+ jest set the lamp in the winder, and T guess T can git
along. Whoa!” And the man jumped to the ground.

# Had good luck ?” the woman inquired in a low voice.
C43°0 tell ye when I come In,” was the evasive answer.

# Tag he bought me a drum ?” hawled Taddy from the
chamber-stairs.

“# Do yon want me to come up there and ’*tend to ye ?” de-
manded Mg, Ducklow. :

The boy was not particularly ambitious of enjoying that
honor. o

“You be still and go to sleep, then, or you Il git drummed !

And she latched the stairway-door, greatly to the dismay of
Master Taddy., who felt that some vast and momentous secret
was being kept from him.  Overhearing whispered conferences
hgtween his adopted parents in the morning, noticing also the
cantions glances they cast at him, and thé persistency with
which they repeatedly sent him away out of sight on slight and
absurd pretences, he had gathered a fact and drawn an infer-
enee, namely, that a great purchase was to be made by Mr.
Ducklow that day in town, and that, on his return, he {Taddy)
was to be surprised by the prescntation of what he had long
coveted and teased for,— a new drum.

To lie quietly in bed under such circumstances was an act
that required more selffcontrdl than Master Taddy possessed,
Accordingly he.stole down stairs and listened, feeling sure that,
if the drum should come in, Mrs. Ducklow, and perhaps Mr.
Ducklow himself, would be unable to resist the temptation of
thumping it softly to try its sound. .
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M. Ducklow was busy taking her husband’s sapper oub of
the oven, where it had been keeping warm for him, pouring hot
water into the teapot, and giving the last touches to the table.
~ Then came the familiar grating noite of a boot on the scraper.
Mzs. Ducklow stepped quickly to open the dear for Mr. Duck-
low. Taddy, well aware that ke was committing an indiscre-
tion, but inspired by the wild hope of sceing a new drum come
into the kitchen, ventured to unjatch the stairway-door, open it
a crack, and peep, .

Mr. Ducklow entered, bringing a number of parcels contain-
ing purchascs from the storcs, but no drum visible to Taddy.

“ Did you buy ?” whispered Mrs. Ducklow, relicving him of

“his load.
Mr. Ducklow pointed mysteriously at the stairway-door, lift-
ing his éyebrows Interrogatively.

“ Taddy ?” said Mrs. Ducklow. “O, he’s abed, —though I~

never in my life had such a time to git him off out of the way;
for he’d somehow got possessed with the idee that you was to
buy something, and he wanted to set up and gee what it was.”
“ Strange how children will ketch things sometimes, best yo
. ean do to prevent !” said Mr. Ducklow.
“But did ye buy?” .
“You better jest take them matches and put *em out o' the

way, fust thing, *fore ye forgit it. Matches are dangerous to |

have layin’ around, and T never feel safo till they re safe.”

And Mr. Ducklow hung up his hat, snd laid his overcoat
across a chair in the next room, with a carefulness and delibora-
tion exhausting to the patience of good Mrs. Ducklow, and no
less trying to that of Master Taddy, who was waiting to hear
the important question answered.

“Come!” said she, after hastily disposing of the matches,
“what’s the use of keeping me in suspense? Did ye buy?”

“ Where did ye put "em ™ asked Mr. Ducklow, taking down
the hootjack. , ‘

“In the little tin pail, where we always keep ‘em, of course !
Where should I pat’em 27

“You need n't be eross. T asked, ‘canse I did n't hear yo put
the cover.on, T don’t believe ye did put the cover an, either;
and I sha'n’t be easy till ye do.” -
- Mrs. Ducklow returned to the pantry; and her husband, paus-
ing a moment, leaning over a chair, heard the eover go on the
tin pail with a click and a clatter which.hetrayed, that, if ever
there was an angry and impatient cover, that was, . .

“Anybody been here to-day ?” Mr. Ducklow inquired, pross-
ing the heel of his right boot in the jack, and steadying the. toe
. under a round of the chair, _ ‘
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 No,” replied Mrs. Ducklow.

«Ye besn anywhere 2"

W 27 mildly inquired Mr. Dueklow.

“ Where ? 7 mil mguired Mr. Due - .

“ Nol:ex:atter,” sauiglr Mgs. Ducklow, with decided il-temper.

Mr. Ducklow drew a deep sigh, as he turned and looked

her,
upgnwlal, you he about the most unegmf’t&ble woman ever 1
see,” he said, with a dark and dissatisfied countenance ‘

«If you ean’t answer my question, 1 don’t see why I need
take the trouble to answor yours,” —and Mrs. Pucklow re-
turned with compressed lips to he11' patc’ymg. “Yer supper
i dy: ye can eat it when ye please. L
¢ ‘I‘.(:a[a\v);s’ aynswerin’ your question as fast as T eould,” said her
Thugband, in a tone of excessive mildness, full of sorrow and dis-
ouragement. ) e
“u Iavae n't geen agy gigns of your answering if.”

And the housewife’s fingers stitched away energetically at the
P 1, wal! ye don’t see everything !”

& al i ye don !

M‘I'Y;Il)hgklow?’ha.ving already remo;ed one boot, drew gently
at the other, As it came off, sognethmg fell out on the floor.
He picked it up, and handed it with & triumphant smile to Mrs,
Ducklow.d 1 i this £ .

&, indeed ! is this the—" _ ]

S}g,v:'as radiant. Her hands dropped their work, and opened
the package, which consisted of a large unscaled envelope and
folded paf)ers within. These she unfolded and examined with
beaming satisfaction. . )

« But what made ye carry "em in yer boot so? .

«Tg tell the truth,” said Mr. Ducklow, in a suppressed voice,
«T was afraid o bein’ robbed. I never was so afraid o’ bein

" robhed in my life! So, jest as I got clear o the town, I took

i ! ocket” (meaning, not the town, but the envelope
lct:)g‘:;igh:zy;l?e papersg, i an’ ticked it down my b’oot-leg. '.[;hegii .
all the way home, I was scaret when I was ridin alone,. an’ gti
more scaret when I heard anybody comin’ after me. You sce,
it’s jest like so much money.”

* l%?thlékarranggd the win}(riow-eurtain in a manner to pre-
vent the sharpest-eyed burglar from peeping in and catching

i of the papers.

* %}gnx?seleeted tc? sgcure the stairway-door, however, . There, '
in his hiding-place behind it, stood Taddy, shivering in s shirt,
but peeping and listening in a fever of curiosity which nothing
could ehill, His position was such that he could not see Mr.
Ducklow or the documents, and his tind was left free to revel
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m the most daring fancies regarding the wonderful purchase.
He had not yet fully given up the idea of a new drum, although
the image, which vaguely shaped itself in his mind, of My, Duck-
lIow “ tncking it down his hoot-leg,” presented diflicultics.

* This is the bond, you see,” Mr. Ducklow explained ; #and
all these little things that fill out the sheet arc the cowpons.
You have only to cut off one o these, take it to the bank when
it is due, and draw the interest on it in gold!”

“ But suppose you lose the bouds 7 queried Mrs. Ducklow,

© regarding, not without awe, the destructible paper representa-
tives of #0 mueh property.

“ That s what 1’ve been thinkin’ of ; that’s what s made me

‘go narvous. I supposed ’t would be like so much railroad stock,
good for nothin’ to noboedy but the owner, and somethin® that
could be replaced, if I lost it. But the man to the bank said
no, — 't was like so much eurrency, and I must Jook out for it.
That’s what filled all the bushes with robbers as T come along
the road. And I tell ye,’t was a velief to feel 1°d got, safe Kome

.t last; thengh I don’t see now how we e to keep the plaguy
things so we sha'n’y feel uneasy ahout ‘om.”

“ Nor I neither|” cxclaimed Mrs. Ducklow, turning pale,
“ Supfaose the house should take fire ! or burglars should break

~in! T don’t wonder you was so particular about the matches !
Dearme !’ 1shall be frightened to death! 1°d no idee 't was

to be such dangerous property | I shall be thinking of-fires and

burglars { — O-h-h-h 17 , ‘

The terrified woman uttered a wild scream ; for just then a
door flew suddenly open, and there burst into the room a fright-
ful object, making a headlong plunge at the precious papers.
Mr. Ducklow sprang back against the table set for his supper
with a foree that made everything jar. Then he sprang for-
ward again, instinctively reaching to grasp and save from plun-
der the'cou}mn bonds.  But by this tine bhoth he and his wife
had become'aware of the nature of the intrusion.

“ Thaddens | ” ejaculated the lady.. “How came you here ?
Get up! Give an account of yourself'!”

Taddy, whose abrupt appearance in the room had been alto-
gether involuntary, was quite innocent of any predatory designs.
Leaning forward farther and farther, in the ardar of discovery,
he had, when too late to save himself, experienced the phenome-

non of losing his balance, and pitched from the stairway into -

the kitchen with & violence that threw the door back agaiust ihe
wall with a bang, and laid him out, a sprawling. figuve, n seanty,
- ghgsvt% apparel, on the floor. .‘

*What ye want? What ye here for ?” sternly demanded Mr.

Dueklow, snatehing him up by one arm, and shaking him.
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« Don't know,” faltered the Iuckless youngster, speaking the .
«ath for onee in his life.  *# Fell” - .
t“%}]’lﬁ‘i‘ﬁ !OHEOI\E did you come to fall 2 ‘What are you out o’

bed for?” Lo o Ty
« Don’t know,” — snivelling and rubbing his oyes. ¢ Did n’t

e M .
k“‘?\f}it‘:;‘;s withous knowing it! That s a likely story 1 How
could that happen you, Sic ?” said Mrs. Ducklow. | Tadd

« Don’t know, thout 't was I got up in my sleep,” e da. z’,
who had on rare occasions been known to indulge in moderate

b ism. ) .

Sm‘l‘nﬂn;gglr sleep 1 said Mr. .Ducklow, incredunlously.

« T guess so. T was dreamin’ you ‘t’)’rought me h(:lme a new
drum, — tucked down yer — boot-log, falteved Tad yi i

« Strange ! gaid Mr. Ducklo.w, with a gla.r;c,f,s at his wife.
« But how could I bring a drum in my boot-leg ? . .,

i Thon’t know, “thout 1t 's a new kind, one that 11 shet up.

Taddy looked eagerly ronnd, but saw nothing new or 1nter-

i i i . klow
. esting, exceptsome curious-looking papers which Mrs. Due

was-hastily tucking into an envelope. ‘
« Say, did ve, pa?” .
“ "Dq:?i 1z }E)E' g)urse T did n't! Wha{t;’ nonsense | But how
¢ down here 7 Speak the truth ! )
cﬂl‘?% ireamt you was blowin’ it up, and 1 sprung to,k(-,atc}} 1t,'
when, fust 1 knowed, T was on the floor, Iike a thousan’ o brlcl_( f
"Mos® broke my knee-pans ! ” whimpered Taddy. “9S,P,y, did
't ve bring me home nothin’ ? What’s them things ?
W Nothin’ little boys know anything about. Now run,ba{:}(
to bed acain. I forgot to buy you a drum to-day, bl}t ”I 1t git
o somethin’ next time I go to town, —if I thl,nk oty .
« 8o ye always say, bub ye never think on 't ! complaine
1dy. S . .
Ta‘(‘ T};1ere, there ! Somebody s comin’! What a lookin’ object
are, to be seen by visitors!”™
ym’i‘here was a knock. Taddy disappeared. Mr. .Ducklo&v
urned anxiously to his wife, who was hastily hiding the bonds
in her palpitating bosom, i N .
« Who can it be this time o’ night 7 i
« Sakes alive | ¥ said Mrs, Ducklow, in whose mind ,bm;glars
were uppermost, ¢ T wish, whoever *t 1silthey ’dkkeep away! Go
door,” she whispered, resuming her work.
ml‘{f{hﬁ gt?é'klow compi?ed ; énd, as tho visitor entered, there Shl(:
sat plying her needle as industriously and liemumlty.as thoug
‘neither bonds nor burglars had ever been heard of in that ve-
‘mote rural district.
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MISS BESWICK.

:;AgilMiss Beswick, I;m]k in!” said My, Ducklow
. , spare, somewhat prim-looking female of mi ‘
with a Sg_awl over her head, entered,%odding a cural‘]t]dsgzg B)fg:
cise go ev}?mng, ﬁrsE to Mr. Ducklow, then to his wife. pre
] riseat"? vz%_l;hyou ? ’smd Mrs. Ducklow, with curiosity and
3 . here on arth did you come from ¢ Set her a
chair, vlghycﬁont ¥o, father ? 7 ‘
- Ducklow, who was busy slipping his ‘feet in j
_ t
016‘1‘ sIh’oes, hz%stgned to ecomply with t]mhhospitable Suggig;?é; o
s lestv%h(;u é’g:sﬁf%g; lijo;pe,” saxdhbe, apologetically, as if {'e‘ar-
: 1 g caught in his stocking-feet shoul
create suspicions : so absurd] ' Boe some oo,
o ‘ o y careful of appearance -
j?le become, when they have anything to-ggnceal. Lsé‘sgfr;;i I;]";il
ime 'I?I(: ln}:k my iIJoots off, you see. Take a seat.”
an, . L} . 4] M b . : !
I - ye.  I'pose you Il think I'm wild, makin’ calls at

And Miss Beswick seated herself, with an angular movement -
]

an‘r} held herse}fdprim and erect in the chair.
by, no, I don’t,” said Mrs. Ducklow, civilly ; whil
%z;.;nsoﬁ]nﬁl:fcsléi cijld thlll'ltk ;‘thvery gxﬁ;ﬂordir;ary agd’ :nvt':n?;;gf
ble condnc e part of her neighbor to be walking th ‘
and entering the dwellings of h o aiah
0’21‘0%’ o %, the hig].t.gs of honest pecple, alone, after eipht
: You ’re jest in time to set up and take a cup o’ i
myd husband ¥: an invitation she ﬂnew would notEbg ;:ge v:g}h
{a%n r].uch ghe }l)llzessed accordingly. “Ye better, Miss Ifi}esz:rIck7
on N}; t% lu:{i?)i}’)f u;1 con}]'):m_ny. ake offéyer things, won't ye? »
teéI.‘,ﬁthi:a ﬁime t %‘] 2 f{‘f‘fl ', to take off my things and drink
88 Beswick condescended, however, t
: 1 o throw

:};ZWI i;om ht}r head, exposing fo view a h,mg, sinewy ﬁgg}l; :}ﬁg
shrc nﬁ ésnes' of wh;cher%;n vép xlxllto ?er cheeks, and ramified into
wrinkles, piving severity to her features. At the I
emerged from the fold of the i e ach s

; i , garment, as it were, a k d
Eug]_l;;]iagf Egtl‘ll,rsai) (l)g& antihngmsw,, and destitute of %hengsﬁaql‘
ormament, ge, that you involuntarily looked twi
to‘assure yourself ‘that it “ Y o ot
»ﬁb{ég“n,,‘ " Fomate hoad i was really that lovely anfl adorable
Wik ve jest run over tol tell you the news,” said Miss Bes-
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« Nothing bad, T hope ? * said Mrs. Ducklow. ¢ No robbers
in town ? for massy sake!” And Mrs. Ducklow laid her hand
on her bosom, to make sure that the bonds were still there.

« No, good news, — good for Sophrony, at any rate 1

« Ah ! she has heard from Reuben 7.

«No!” The severity of the features was modified by & grim
mile. “No!” and the little, high knob of a head was shaken
expressively, -

“ What then ?” Ducklow inguired.
«Reuben has come home!” The words were spoken tri-

umphantly, and the keen gray eyes of the clderly maiden twink-

led.
“ Come home! home !” echoed both Ducklows at once, in
great astonishment.

Miss Beswick assured them of the fact.

« My ! how you talk 1 exclaimed Mrs. Ducklow. “Imnever
dreamed of such a — When did he come ?”

“Ahout an hour '’ a half ago. 1 happened to be in to So-
phrony’s. I had jest gone over to et a little while with her
and keep her company,~ as 1’ve often done, she seemed so
lonely, livin’ there with her two children alome in the house,
her husband away so. Her friends ha'n’t been none too attens

-tive to her in his absence, she thinks, — and so I think.”

«J —1I hope you don't mean that as a hint to tg, Miss Bes-
wick,” said Mrs. Ducklow.

¢ You can take it as such, or not, jest as you please! I leave
it to your own consciences. Y.ou know best whether you have
done your duty to Sophrony and her family, whilgt her husband
has been off to the war; and T sha'n’t set myself up for a judge.
You never had any boys of your own, and 50 you adopted Reu-
ben, jest as you have lately adopted Thaddeus; and I s'pose
you think you 've done well by him, jest 4s you think you will
do by Thaddens, if he’s a good boy, and stays with you till
he s twenty-one.” ‘ .

«T hope no one thinks or says the contrary, Miss Beswick 1”
said Mr. Ducklow, gravely, with flushed face.

«There may be two opinions on that subject.!” gaid Miss
Boswibk, with & slight toss of the head, setting that small and
irregular sphercid at a still loftier and more imposing alfitude.
« Reuben came to you when he was jest old enough to be of
use abount the house and on the farm; and if I recollect right,

ou did 0t encourage idleness in him long. You did n’t give

is hands much chance to do ‘some mischief still’! No, in-
deed | nobody can accuse you of that weakness!” And the
skin of the wrinkled features tightened with a terrible grin.

“ Nobody can say we ever overworked the hoy, or ill-used
him in any way !” exclaimed Mrs. Ducklow, excitedly.
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«No! I dow’t say it! But this T 7l say, for T°ve had it in’

. my mind ever since Sophrony was left alone, — I eould n’t help
seein’ and feelin’, and, now you ’ve set me a-talkin’, I may as
well speak out, Beuben was always a good boy, and a willin®
boy, as yon yourselves must allow; and he paid his way from
the fivst.” :

“T don't know about that ! ” interposed Mr. Ducklow, taking
up his knife and fork, and dropping them again, in no little agi~
tation, *“ He was a good and willin’ boy, as you say; but the
expense of clothin® him and keegin’ him to school —*

“ He paid his way from the first !” repeated Miss - Begwick,
sternly. % You kept. him to school winters, when he did more
work 'fore and after school than any other boy in town. He
worked all the {ime summers; and soon he was as good as a hired
man to you. He never went to school a day after he was fif-
teen ; and from that time he was better 'n any hired man, for
he was faithful, and tock an interest, and looked after and took
care of things, as no hired man ever would or could do, as I *ve
heard you yourself say, Mr. Ducklow!” .

“ Reuben was a good, faithful boy: T never denied that! I
never denied that!” : ‘ .

“ Well, he stayed with you till he was twenty-one, — did ye
a man’s service for the last five or six years; then you giv' him
what you called a settin’ out, — a new suit o’ clothes, a yoke of
oxen, some farmin™tools, and a hundred dollars in money !
You, with yer thousands, Mr. Ducklow, giv’ him & hundred dol-
lars 1n money ! ™~ .

“ That was only a beginnin’, only a beginnin’, I ‘ve always
said | ” declared the red-flushed farmer.

“T know it; and I 'pose you *ll continner to say so till the
day of yer death! Then may-be you ’ll remember Reuben in

" yer will. That’s the way! Keep puttin’ him off as long as

you can possibly hold on to your property yourself, — then,

when you see you 've got to go and leave it, give him what you
ought to 've gi'n him vears before. There a’nt no merit in
that kind o’ justice, did ye know it, Mr. Ducklow ! I tell ye,
what belongs to Reuben helongs to him now, —not ten or
twenty year hence, when you ‘ve done with it, and he most
likely won't need it. A few hundred dollars now ’il be more
useful to him than all your thousands will be by and by.  After
he left you, he took the Moseloy farm; everybody respocted
him, everybody trusted him ; he was doin’ well, everyhody said;

. then he married Sophrony, and a good and faithful wife she s

been to him ; and finally he conclnded to bay the farm, which

you yourself said was a good idee, and encouraged him in ’t.”

u go it was ; Reuben uged judgment in that, and he ’d have
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of along well enough, if 't had n’t heen for the war,” said M.
%ucklow; while his wife sat damb, not daring {o measure
tongues with their vigorous-minded and plain-speaking neigh-
bor. : ‘

 Jest 50 ;" said Miss Beswick, “If it had n’t been for the
war! He had made his first payments, and would have met
the rest as they came due, no doubt of it. But the war hroke
out, and he left all to sarve his country. Says he, ‘I’m an
able-bodied man, and T ought to go,’ says he. His business was
as important, and his wife and children was as dear to him, as
anybody’s; but he felt it his duty to go, and he went. They
did n't give no such bie bounties to volunteers then as they do
now, and it was a sacrifice to him every way when he enlisted.
But says he, ‘11l jest do my duty,’ says he, ‘and trust to Provi-
dence for the rest” You did n't discourage his goin’, —and
you did 0t éncourage him, neither, the way you ’d ought to.”

¢ My! what on “arth, Miss Beswick | — Seemy to me yon

“ve takin’ it apon yourself to say things that are uncalled for, to

say the least! T can’t understand what should have sent you
here, to tell me what s my business, and what a'n’t, this fash-
jon. AsifIdid o't know my own duty and intentions!” And
Mr. Ducklow poured his tea into his plate, and buttered his .
bread with a teaspoon.

«1 'pose she ’s been talking with Sophrony, and she has sent
her to interfore.” *

£ Mys, Ducklow, you don’t &’pose no such thing! You know
Sophrony would n’t send anybody on such an arrant; and you
know I a'n't a person to do such arrants, or be made a cat’s-
paw of by anybody. T an’t handzsome, not partielarly; and I
a'n’t wuth my thousands, like some folks I know; and T never goi
married, - for the best reason in the world, — them that offered
themselves I wonld vt have, and them I would have had did
w’t offer themselves; and I a'n't so good a Christian as T might
be, I 'm aware. I know my lacks as well as anybody ; but bein’
a spy and a cat’s-paw an’t one of 'em. Fdont do things sly
and underhand. “TfT ‘ve anything to say to anybady, I go
right to ’em, and say it to their face, —sometimes perty blunt, I
allow. But I don’t wait to be sent by other folks. I’ve a mind
o’ my own, and my own way o’ doin’ things, —that you know as
well as anybody. So, when you say you s'pose Sophrony or
anybody clse sent me here to interfere, I say you s'pose what
a’n’t true, and what yon know a’n’t true, Mrs. Ducklow ™

Mrs. Ducklow was annihilated, and the visitor went on.

“Ag for you, Mr. Ducklow, I have n't said you don’t know
your own duty and intentions. I’ve no doubt you #ink you
do, at any rate.” ’
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“Very well! then why can’t you leave me to do what I
think s my duty ? Everybody ought to have that privilege,”
“You thinkso?” :
_ % Bartin, Miss Beswick ; don't you ?”
- % Why, then, I ought to have the same.” ‘
# Of course ; nobogy in this house Il prevent your doin’ what
you ’re satisfied ’s your duty.” ' ‘
“Thank ye! much obleeged!” said Miss Beswick, with
gleaming, gristly features. “That s all T ask. Now I ’m satis-
fied it 's my duty to tell ye what I 've been tellin’ ye, and what
1’m goin to tell ye: that ’s my duty. And then it N be your
duty to do what yeu think s right.  That s plain, a'n't it "
“Wal, wal!” said Mr. Ducklow, discomfited ; “ 1 can’t hen-
der yer talkin’, I s’pose; though it seems a man ought to have a
right to peace and quiet in his own house.” -
. % Yes, and in his own conscience too!” said Miss Beswick.
#And if you 'll héarken to me now, I promize you ’Il have peace
and quiet in your conscience, and in your house teo, such as
you never have had yit. T #'pose you know your great fauls,

don't ye ?  Graspin’, — that ’s your fault, that ’ your besettin’

sin, Mr. Ducklow. © You used to give it as an excuse for not
kelpin’ Reuben more, that you had your daughter to provide
for. Well, your daughter has got marvied ; she married a rich
man, — you looked out for that, — and she’s provided for, fir as
property can provide for any one.  Now, without a child in the
world to feel anxzious. about, you keep layin’ up and layin’ up,
and 7l continner to lay up, I s'pose, till ye die,. and leave a
greab fortin’ to your daughter, that already has enough, and jest
a pittance to Renben and Thaddeus.” ‘

¢ No, no, Miss Beswick ! you 're wrong, you 're wrong, Miss
Beswick ! ' T mean to do the handsome thing by both on "em.”

“ Mean to! ye mean to! That ’s the way ye flatter ver con-
seience, and cheat yer own soul. Why don’t ye de what ye
mean to do to once, and make sure on ’t?  That s the way to
-git the good of your property. I tell ye, the time ‘s comin’
whes the recollection of havin’ done a good action will be a
greater comfort to ye than all the property in the world. Then
you 'll look back and say, ¢ Why did »’t I do thiz and do that
with my money, when "t wag in-my power, *stead of hoardin’ up
and hoardin’ up for others to spend after me ?’  Now, as T was
goin’ to say, ye did n’t disconrage Reuben’s enlistin’, and ye did
D't incourage him the way ye might. Youn ought {o *ve said to
him, ¢ Go, Reuben, if ye see it to he yer duty; and, as fur as
mgney goes, ye sha'n’t suffer for . T 've got epough for all on
us; and Il pay yer debts, if need be, and see 't yer fam’ly
kep’ comf’table while ye 're away.’ But that ’s jest what ye

W
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did n’t say, and it 's jest what ye did n’t do. All the time Reu-
ben’s been sarvin’ his country, he’s had his debts and his family

* expenses to worry him ; and you know it 's been all Sophrony

could do, by puttin’ forth all her energies, and strainin’ every
narve, to keep herself and children from goin’ bungry and rag-

od. You 've helped ’em a little, now and then, 1n driblets,
it’s troe; but, dear me!” exclaimed Miss Beswick ; and she
smote her hands, palms downwards, upon. her lap, with a look
and gesture which signified that words utterly failed to express
her feelings on the subject.

Mrs, Ducklow, who, since her annihilation, had searcely ven-
tured to laok up, sat biting her lips, drawing quick breaths of
suppressed anger and impatience, and sewing the patch to the
trousers and to her own apron underthem. There was an aw-
ful silence, broken only by the clock ticking, and Mr. Ducklow
lifting his knife and fork, and leiting them fall again, At last

- he forced himself to speak.

% Wal, you’ve read us a pretiy smart lectur’, Miss Beswick,
I must say. I can't consaive what should muake ye take such
an intevest in our affairs ; but it’s very kind, in ye, — very kind,
to be sure!”

“ Take an interest]! Haven’t I seen Sophrony’s struggles
with them children? And haven’t I seen Reuben come home
this very night, a sick man, with & broken constitution, and no .
prospect before him but to give up his farm, lose all he has paid,
and be thrown upon the charities of the world with his wife and
children # And if the charitics of friends are so cold, what can
he expect of the charities of the world ?  Take an interest! I
wish you took half as much., Here I'vé sot half an hour; and
you have n't thought to ask how Reuben appeared, or anything -
abont lim.”

% May be there’s a good refison for that, Miss Beswick.
T was on my lips to.ask half a dozen times; but you talked
so fast, you would n't give me & chance.”

“ Well, I’'m glad you 've got some ¢xcuse, though a peor one,”
said Miss Beswick.

“How is Reuben ?” Mrs. Ducklow meekly inquired.

« All broken to pieces,—a mere shadder of what he was.
He’s had his old wound troublin’ him agin ; then he’s had the
fever, that come within one of takia’ him out o’ the world. He

“was in the hospitals, ye know, for two months or more: but

finally the doctors see *t his only chance was to be sent home,
weak ag he was. A scrgeant t});at was comin’ on brought him.
all the way, and took him straight home; and that ’s the reason
he got along so sudden and unexpeeted, even to Sophrony. O,
if you could seen their meetin’, as I did! then you would n't
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sneer at my takin’ an interest.” And Miss Beswick, strong-
minded as she was, found it necessary o make use of her hand-
kerchief. “1I did o't stop only to help put him to bed, and fix
things a Httle; then I left "em alone, and run over to tell ye,
It a pity you did nt know he was in town when yon was there
to-day, so0 ag to bring him home with ye. But I s’pose you had
your investments to look after. Come, now, Mr, Ducklow, how
many thousan’ dollars have you invested, since Reunben’s been
off to the war, and his folks have been sufferin’ to home ¥ You
may have been layin’ up hundreds, or even thousands, that way,

this very day, for aught I know. But let me tell ye, you won't

git no good of such property, —it Il only be a cuss to ye, —
. till you do the right thing by Reuben. Mark my word !”

There was another long silence.

“Ye a'n’t going, be ye, Miiss Beswick ? " said Mrs. Duck-
low, — for the visitor had arisen. “ What s yer hurry?”.

»No hwry abt all; but I've dore my accant and soid my
say, and may as well be goin”. Good night. Good night, Mr.
Ducklow.”

And Miss Beswick, pulling her shawl over her head, stalked
out of the house like some tall, gaunt spectre, leaving the Duck-
lows to recover as best they could from the comsternation into
which they had been thrown by her coming.
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IIT,
A COMFORTABLE INVESTMENT.

“Dip you ever ?” ssid Mrs. Ducklow, gaining courage to
speak after the visitor was out of learing.

“Bhe’s got a tongue,” said Mr. Ducklow.

# Strange she should speak of your investing money to-day !
D’ ye g'pose she Knows ?” '

“T dont see how sho ean know.” And Mr. Ducklow paced
the room in deep trouble. “I’ve been careful not to give a
hint on’t to anybody, for T knew jest what folks would say:
¢ If Pucklow has got so much monecy to dispose of, he ’d better
give Reuben a Lft’ ¥ know how folks talk.”

* Coming here to browbeat ms!” exclaimed Mz, Duckiaw.
« T wonder ye did 't be a little more plain with her, father! I
would n’t have sot and been dictated to as tamely as you did!”

“You wouldn't? Then why did ye? She dictated to you
as much as she did to me; and you scurce opened your head ;
you did n't dars’ to say yer soul was your own !”

“Yes, I did, T—" o

#You ventur'd to speak onee, and she shet ye up quicker *n
lightnin’. Now tell about you would n't have sot and heen die-
tated to like a tamo noodle, as I did1” -

“«1 did n'% say a tame noodle.”

“Yeg, ye didh. T might have answered back sharp enough,
but I was expectin’ you to speak. Men don'’t like to dispute
with wemen.” '

“ That *s your git-off,” sald Mrs. Ducklow, trembling with
vexation. “ You was jest as much afraid of her as I was. 1
never gec ye sa cowed 1n all my life.”

“ Cowed! I wasn't cowed, neither, How unreasonable, now,
for you to cast all the blame on to me.” :

And Mr, Ducklow, his features contracted into a black scowl,
took his boots from the corner. ’

#Ye La'n't got to go out, have ye?” said Mye. Ducklow. #1
shonld n’t think you’d put on yer boots jest to step to the barn
and see to the hoss.”

#I’m goin’ over o Reuben's.”

“To Reuben’s! Not to-night, father!” ‘

# Yes, I thinlk I better. He and Sophrony "Il know we heard
of his gittin® home, and they 're enough inelined a'veady to feel
we neglect ’em. Have n'i ye got somethin’ ye can send 7 ”
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“1 don’t know,” —curtly. “I’ve scurce ever been over {o
Sophirony’
and mighty little thanks I got for it, as it turns out”

“Why did n't ye say that to Miss Beswick, when she was
runnin’ us so hard about our never doin’ anything for em ?”

“"T'would n't have done no good ; 1 knew jest what she’d say.
‘ What’s a pie or a cake now and then?’ — thai s jest the reply
she’d have made. Dear me! what have I been doing ?”

Mys. Ducklow, rising, had but just diseovered that she had
stitched the patch and the trowsers to her apron.

“ 8o much for Miss Beswick!” she exclaimed, untying the
apron-strings, and flinging the united garments spitefury down
opon a chair, “ I do wish such folks would mind their own
business and stay to home!”

“ You’ve got the bonds safe 77 said Mr, Ducklow, putting
on his overcoat. '
~ “Yes; bot I won't engage to keep ’em safe. They make me
a¢ narvous a3 can be. T'm afraid to be left alone in the house
with ’em. ~ Here, you take ’em.”

“ Don’t be foolish. What harm ean possibly happen to them
or you while I'm away ? You don't s'pose T want to lug them
around with me wherever I go, do ye?” '

“I'm spre it’s no great lug. Is’pose you're afiaid to go
acrost the fields alone with ’em in yer pocket. What in the
world we re goin%I to do with'em T don’t see. If we go out we
can't take enr with us, for fear of loging 'em, or of being robbed ;
and we sha'm’t dare to leave ‘o to home, fear the house Il burn
up or git broke into.” ‘

H Y%el can hide "em where no burglar can find ‘em,” said M.
Ducklow.

“ Yes, and wliere nobody else can find *em, neither; provided
the house burns and neighbors come in to save things. " 1 don’t
know but it’ll be about as Miss Beswick said : we sha'n’t take no
comfort with property we ought to make over to Reuben.”

“ Do yow think it ought to be made over to Reuben? If you
do, It ’s new to me.”

~ “No, T don’t!” replied, Mrs, Ducklow, decidedly. «T guess -

we better put *em in the clock-case for to-night, had 0t we?”
“*Jest where they ’d be discovered, if the house is robbed !
No: I've anidee. Slip "em under the settin™room carpet. Lef
;lne take ‘om: I can fix a place right here by the side of the
001‘-” '
With, great care and secrecy the borids were deposited be-
tween the carpet and the floor, and a chair set over them.
"“What noize was that?” said the farmer, starting,
% Thaddeus,” cried Mrs. Ducklow, ¥ is. that you?”

s but I've carried her a pie or cake or something ; -
‘tow,
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1t was Thaddeus, indeed, who, awaking from a real dream of
the drom this time, and, héaring conversation in the room be-
had once more descended the staiys to listen. What were
the old people hiding there under the corpet? It must be those
curious things in the envelope. And|what were, those things,
about which so much mystery seemed mecessary 7 Taddy was
peeping and eonsidering, when he heard his name ealled. Ie
would éane glided back to bed again, but Mrs. Ducklow, who
sprang to the stairway-door, was too guick for him.

« What do you want now ? ” she demz,a;nd(;d. ‘

«] —T want you to scratch my back,” said Taddy.

As he had often come to her with this innocent request, after
undressing for bed, he did not see why the excuse would not
pass as readily as the previous one of somnambulism, Bnt Mra. _
Ducklow was in no mood to be friffed with. )

« 1R serateh your back for yo!” And seizing ber mﬁms:i
ghe iaid it smarily on the troublesome part, to the fervor and.
pain of poor Taddy, who concluded that too much of 2 goo
thing was decidedly worse than.nothing. “_Th‘e”re, you sir,
that’s a scratching that Il Tast ye for one while! .

And giving him two or three parting cuts, not confined to the
region of the back, but falling upon the lower latitudes, w_hicg
thzy marked like so many geographical parallels, she dismisse
him with a sharp injunction not to let himself be seen or beard

rain that night. . .
aﬂ?i‘:dfly%obeied, and, erying himself to sleep, dreamed that he
was himself a drum, and that Mre. Dueklow beat him.

#Father!” called Mrs. Ducklow to her hushand, who was ai‘:
the barn, “do you know what time it is? TIt’s mne,oclock.
1 would n't think of going over there to-night; they i be all
Ioclked up, and abed and asleep, like as’?ot.” . .

« Wal, I ’pose T must do as {&31 say, r_epl,led_ Mr. Ducklow,
glad of an exeuse not to go, — Miss Beswick’s visit having left
im in extremely low spirits. )
hmi&ccordingly, 3zfmf‘ter bledding_ down the horse and -fastening
the barn, he returned to the kitchen ; and soon the prosparous

e vetired to rest. .
cm‘l‘pY%Vhy, how reglesa you be!” exclaimed Mrs. Dgcklow, in
the middie of the night, « What’s the reason ye can't s}eep?

1 don't know,” groaned Mr. Ducklow. ~“I can’t help
thinkin’ o’ Miss Beswick. I never was so worked at any llttle
thing.”
«Well, well ! forget it, father; and do go to sleep!”
“ﬁ‘eef Tought to have gone over to Renben’s! And 1 should
one, if ’t had n’t been for youn.” R .
haxe ow how unreasonable to ){alalne me!” said Mrs. Duck-
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low. “Ye might have gone; T only reminded ye how late it
tH

wad, ‘
Mr, Ducklow groaned, and turned over. He tried to forget

Miss Beswick, Reuben, and the bonds, and at last he fell asleep.
« Father ! whispered Mrs, Ducklow, awaking him.
# What s. the matter 77

sounded like somebody gitting into the kitchen winder!”

"« Tt’s your narvousness.” |Yei Mr. Ducklow listened for fur-
ther indications of burglary. “ Why can’t ye be quiet and go
to sleep, as you said to me?” )

“I’m sure I hoard something! Anybody might have Jooked
through the blinds and seen us putting — you know —under
the carpet.” :

% Nonsense | "t a’n’t at all likely.” :

But Mr. Ducklow was more alarmed than he was willing to

“confess, e saecceded in guieting his wife’s apprehiensions
but at- the same time the burden of solicitude and wakefuiness
seemed to pass from her mind only to rest upon his own. Bhe
goon after fell asleep; but he Jay awake, hearing burglars in all
parts of the house for an hour longer,

“What now?” suddenly exelaimed Mrs. Ducklow, starting
up in bed. ) . .

T thought I might as well git up and satisfy myself,” replied
her husband, in a low, agitated voice.

e had risen, and was groping his way to the kitchen.

«Is there anything ?”* she inquired, after listening long with
chilling blood, expecting at each moment to hear him knocked
down or throttled.

He made no reply, but presently came gliding softly back

ain.
ag“I can’t find nothin’. But I never in all my life heard the

#] think —1’m pretty Tm‘e—hark-l T heard somcthing -

floors creak so! X could have sworn there was somebody walkin’

over "em !”
* T gmess you 're a little exeited, a'n’t ye ?”

“ No, — 1 got over that; but 1 did liear noises

Mr. Ducklow, returning to his pillow, dismissed his fears, and
once more composed his mind for slumber. But the burden of
which he had temporarily relieved his wife now returned with
redoubled force to the bosom of that virtuous lady. Jt secmed
as if there was only a certain amount of available slecp in the
house, and that, when one had it, the other must po without;
while at the same time a swarm of fears perpetually buzzed in
_aad out of the mind, whose windows wakefulness left open.

¢ Father!” said Mrs. Ducklow, giving him a violent shalke.

é Hey ? what ? ¥ — arousing from his first sound sleep.

“ Don’t you smell something burning ?”-

|2
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Ducklow snuffed ; Mrs. Ducklow sauffed ; they sat up in bed,”
and snuffed vivaciously in eoncert. ,

“No, I can’t say I do. Did you?”

“Jest as plain as ever I smelt anything in my life! Bnot I
don’t so ¥ ——snuff, snuff — “not quite so distinet now.”

“# Scems tome I do smell somethin’” said Me, Ducklow, imagi-
nation coming to his aid. #1i can't be the matches, can it ?7

“¥ thought of the matches, but I certainly eovered ’em up
tight.” C

They snuffed apain, — first one, then the other, —now
serics of quick, short snuffs, then one long, deep snuff, then a
snufl’ by both together, as if’ by uniting their energies, like two
persong pulling at a rope, they might accomplish what neither
was cqual to singly. : )

“ (zood heavens!” exelaimed Mr. Ducklow.

“ Why, what, father 77 .. .

“Tt s Thaddeus! He's been walkin’ in his sleep. That's -
what we heard. And now he’s got the matches and set the
house afire!” e

He boanded out of bed; he went stumbling over the chairs
in the kitchen, and clattering among the ting in the pantry, and
rushing blindly and wildly up the kitchen stairs, only to find

- the matches all right, Taddy fast asleep, and no indications

anywhere, either to eye or nostril, of anything burning.

“'T was all your imagination, mother.”

My imagination! You was jest as frightened as I was. I'm
sure I can’t tell what it was I smelt; I can’t smell it now. Did
you feel for the — you know what ?

Murys. Ducklow seemed to think there were evil ones listening,
and it was dangerous to mention by name what was uppermost
in the minds of both. _ '

&I wish you would jest put your hand and sec if they 're
all right; for I've thought several times I heard somebody tak-
ing on ’em out.”

r. Ducklow had been troubled by similar fancies; so, getting
down on his knees, he felt in the dark for the bonds.

“(Good gracious!” he ejaculated.

“What now ?” cried Mrs. Ducklow. «They a'n't gone, he
they 7 You don’t say they re gone !” °

_“Sure’s the world ! — No, here they be! T did o't feel in the
right place.” - ‘ :

“How you did frighten me! My heart almost hopped ot
of my mouth!” Indeed, the shock was safficient to keep the
good woman awake the rest of the night.
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IvV.
THE RETURNED SOLDIER.

DAYLIGET the next morhing dissipated their doubts, and
- made hoth feel that they had been the victims of numecessary
and foolish alarms.

“1 hope ye won't git so worked up another night,” said Mr.
Ducklow. #It’s nouse. We might live in the house a hun-
dred years, and never hear of “a robber or a fire. Ye only ex-
cite yerself, and keep me awake.”

« 1 should like to know if you did n’t git excited, and rob me
of my sleep jest ag much as {did you!” retorted the indignang
housewife, o

“You began it; you fust put it into my head. But never
mind; it can’t be helped now. Y.e’’s have breakfast as soon
as ye canj then I’li run over and see Reuben.”

“Why not harness up, and let me ride over with ye?”

“Very well; mabhy that 'll be the best way. Come, Taddy,
ye must wake up. Fly round. Youll have lots o chores to
do this mernin’” :

“What ’s the matter 'th my breeches ?” snarled Taddy.
# Bome pllgaﬁgy thing ’s stuck to em !”

It was . Ducklow’s apron; trailing behind him at half
magt, —- at sight of which, and of Taddy furning round and
round to look at it, like a kitten in pursnit of her own tail,
Ducklow burst into a loud laugh.

“ Wal, wal, mother ! you 've done it! You’re dressed for
méetin’ now, Taddy |*

“I do declare!” said Mrs. Ducklow, mortified. %71 can’t, for
the life of me, see what there is so very funmy about it And

" she hastened to cut short Taddy’s trail and her husband’s laugh-
ter with a pair of scissors.

After breakfast the Duckiows set off in the one-horse wagon,
leaving Taddy to take care . the house during their absence.
That each felt secretly uneasy about the eoipon bonds cannot
be denied ; but, after the experiences of the night and the re-
criminations of the morning, they were unwilling to acknowl-
edge their fears even to themselves, and much less to each
other;'zo the precious papers were left hidden under the carpet.
. % Bafe enough, in all conscience [ gaid My, Ducklow.

=+ Taddy | lgaddy! now mind !” Mrs. Ducklow repeated for

- the twentieth time. ¢ Don’t you leave the house, and don’t

3
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you touch the matches nor the ﬁref and don’t go to ransacking
the rooms neither, You, won't, willye ?”

« No 'm,” answered Taddy, also for the twentieth time,—
secretly resolved, all the while, to take advantage of their ab-
sence, and discover, if possible, what Mr. Ducklow brought
home last night in his boot-leg. |

The Duck%ows had intended to show their zeal and affection
by making Reuben an early visit. They were somewhat cha~
grined, therefore, to find several meighbors already mrived to
pav their respects to the returned soldier. ‘The fact that Miss
Beswiek was among the number did not serve greatly to
heighten their spirits. ' .

“1’ve as good a motion to turn round and go straight home

ain as ever I hatd to eat |” muttered Mrs, Ducklow.

It *s too late now,” said her husband, advancing with a show
of confidence and eordiality he did not feel. -« Wal, Reuben !
glad to see ye! glad tosee ye! This is a joyful day I seurce
ever expected to see! Why, ye don’t look so sick as I thought
ye would! Does he, mother ?” ‘ -

« Dear me | said Mrs. Ducklow, her woman’s nature, and
perhaps her old motherly foelings for their adopted son, deeply
moved by the sight of hig changed and wasted aspect. “1°'d
no idee he could be so very, so very pale and thinl Had you,
Sophrony ?” . 5

#1 don't know what I thought,” said the young wife, standin
by, watching her returned volunteer with features surcharge
with emotion, — deep suffering and sympathy, suffused and
lighted up by love and joy. “T only know I have him now!

@ has come home! He shall never leave me again,—never!”

“ Bat way n’t it terrible to see him brought home so ?” whis-
pered Mrs. Ducklow.

“Yog, it was! But, oh, I was so thankful! I felt the worst -
was over; and I had him again! I can nurse him now., Helis
no longer hundreds of miles away, among strangers, where I
cannot go to him, -— though I should have gone long ago, as you
know, if I could have rased the means, and if it had nw’t been
for the children.” .

“ [ —T— Mr., Ducklow would have tried to help you to the
means, and I would have taken the children, if we had thought
it best for you to go,” said Mrs. Ducklow. - “ But you see now
it was n't best, don’t you?” .

+ Whether it was or not, I don’t complain. I am too happy
to-day to complain of anything. To sce him homse again! But
I have dreamt so often that he came home, and woke up to find

it was only a dream, I 'm half aftaid now to be as happy as I

¥ 3
might be.
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«Be as happy as_you please, Sophrony | gpoke up Reuben,.

‘who had seemed to be listeninig to Mr. Ducklow’s apologies for

not coming over the night before, while he was in reality strain-.

ing his ear to catch every word his wife was saying. He was
dressed in his uniform and lying on a lounge, supported by pil-
lows. “I’m just where T want to be, of all places in this world,
— or the next world cither, I may say; for I can’t conecive of
any greater heaven than I'm in'now. I’m going fo get well,
to0, spite of the doctors. Coming home is the best medicine for
. a fellow in my condition, *Not bad to take, either! Stand

here, Buby, my boy, and let yer dadc% look at ye again! To

think that s my Ruby, Pa Ducklow! Why, he was amere baby
when I went away!” :

# Reuben ! Reuben!” entreated the young wife, leaning over

him, “you are talking too much. You promised me you
would n’t, you know.” ) :
. ¢ Well, well, I won’t. But when a fellow’s heart is_chock-
full, it ’s hard to shut down on it somotimes. Don't look so,
friends, as if ye pitied me! Ta'n’t tobe pitied. 1’Ll bet there
i %% one of ye half as happy as I am at this minute!”

% Here % Miss Beswick, Mother Ducklow,” said Sophronia.
« Have o't you noticed her?” ‘

« Qh! how do you do, Miss Beswick 7 said Mrs. Ducklow,
appearing surprised. B -

« Tryin’ to keep out o’ the way, and make myself useful,”
replied Miss Beswick, stiflly, . .

4T don’t know what I should do without her,” said Sophronia,
as the tall spinster disappeared. “ She took xight hold and
helped me last night ; then she came in again the fist thing tlus
morning. . ¢ Goto your husband,” says she to me j ¢ don’ leave
him a minute. I know ke don’t want ye out of his sight, —and

ou don’t want to be out of his sight, either; so you 'tend right
%o him, and Il do the work. There ‘Il be enough folks com-
in® in to hender, but I *ve come in to help,” says she. And here
she % been ever since,-hard at work ; for when Miss Beswick
savs a thimgy-thers s no use opposing her,— that you know,
Mgther Ducklow.” '

« Yes, she likes to have her own way,” said Mrs. Ducklow,
with a peculiar pucker.

& Tt seems she called at the door last night to tell you Reuben
had come.”
@ Called at the door] Did 't she tell you she came in and
made us a visit?” '
«No, indeed! Did she ?” ) .
«~ Mys. Duecklow concluded, that, if nothing had heen said on
that subject, she might as well remain silent; so she merely re-
marked, — ‘
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# 0 yes, a visit, — for her. She a'n’t no great hand to
make long stops, ye know.” ‘

“ Only when she 's nceded,” said Sophronia ; © then she never
thinks of going as lons as she sees anything to do. Reuben!
you must n't talk, Reuben i

“I'was saying,” remarked Neighbor Jepworth, it 1 be too
bad now, if you have to give up this place; but he —7”

Sophronia, ungeen by her husband, made anxious signs to

" the speaker to avoid go distressing a topic in the invalid's pres-

enece. -

“We are not going to worry about that,” she hastened to
say, “ After we have been favored by Providence so far, and
in such extraordinary ways, we think we can afford to trust
still further. We have all we can think of and attend to to-
day ; and the future will take care of itself” .

% That s right ; that ’s the way to talk!” said Mr. Ducklow.
% Providence 'll take care of ye, you may be sure!”.

“] should think you might get Ditson to renew the mort-
gage,” observed Neighbor Forring. “ He can’t beé hard on you,
under such circumstances. "And he can’t be so foolish as to
want the money. There ’s no security like real estate. If I
had moncey to invest, I would 't put it into anything else.”

¥ Nor L,” said Mr. Ducklow; “ nothin’ like real estate!” —
with an expression of profound conviction. R

“ What do you think of Gov'ment bonds ?” asked Neighbor
Jepworth. - ) ‘

“Y don’t know” Mr. Ducklow scratched his cheek and
wrinkled his brow with an expression of thoughtfulness and
candor. “I have 't given much attention to the sabject. It
may be a patriotie duty to lend to Gov'ment, if one has the
funds te spare.” . ‘

-% Yes,” said Jepworth, warming. “ When we consider that
every dollar we lend to Government goes to carry on the war,
and put down this cursed Rebellion —™

“ And to pay off the soldiers,” put in. Renben, raising himself
on his clbow. & Nobody knows the snfferings of soldiers and
soldiors’ fawilies on account of the Government’s inability to
pay them off. If that subject was felt and understood as some
I know feel and understand it, I 'm sure every right-minded
man with fifty dollars to spare would make haste to lead it to
Uncle Sam. I tell ye, 1 got a littlé excited on this subject,
coming on in the cars. I heard a gentleman complaining of the

“Government for not paying off its creditors; he did n'f say so.

much about the soldiers, but Le thought contractors ought to
have their claims settled at once. At the same time he said he
had had twenty thousand dollars lying idle for two months, not




26 COUPON BONDS.

knowing what to do with it, but had finally concluded to invest
it in railroad stock. ¢ Have ye any Government stock ?” said
his friend. ¢ Not a dollar’s worth, said he; ¢I’'m afraid of it”
Sick ds I was, I conld v’ lie and hear that. *Anddo you
know the reason,’ said 1, ¢ why Government cannot pay off its
creditors ?. 177 telt ye, said L ¢ 1t is bocanse it has »'t the
money. And it has n’t the money, because sueh men 83 you,
who have yoor thousands lying idle, refuse to lend to your coun-
try, becanse you are afraid. “That s the cxtent of your patri-
otism: you are afraid! What do you think of us who have
gone into the war, and been willing to risk everything, — not
only our business and our property, but life and limb? I’ve
ruined myself personally,’ said I, *lost my property and my
health, to be of service to my country, I don’t regret it,—
though T should never recover, I shall not regret it. I'm a

tolerably patient, philosophical sort of fellow; but I have n't’

patience nor philosophy enongh to hear such men ag you abuse
the Government, for not doing what it s your duty to assist it
in doing.’”

“ Gogd for you, Reuben!” exclaimed Mr. Ducldow, who
really felt obliged to the young soldier for placing the previous
day’s investment in such a strong patriotic Light.  (“I’ve only
done my duty to Gov'ment, let Mi
thought he.) “ You wound him up, I guess. Fact, you state
the case se well, Reuben, I believe, if T had any funds to spare,
¥ should n’t hesitate a minute, but go right off and invest in
Gov'ment bonds.” )

« That might be well enough, if you did it from a sense of
duty,” said Neighbor Ferring, who was something of a croaker,
and not much of a patriot. * But as an investment, 't would be
the wust ye could make.” ’

_# Yo think so?” satd Mr. Dueklow, with guick alarm.

« Clertainly,” said Ferring, “ Gov'ment 'l vepudiate. Tt’ll
have to repudiate. This enormous debt never can be paid.
Your interest in gold is & temptation, jest now; but that won’t
be. paid much longer, and then yer bonds won’t be wuth any
more 'n so much brown paper.” '

« T don think sc,” said Mr. Ducklow, who nevertheless
— turned pale, — Ferring gave his opinion in such a_positive,

. oracular way. “1Idon’t believe I should be frightencd, even if
I had Gov'ment securities in my hands. I wish I had; I really
* wish T had a good lot o’ them bonds | Den’t yon, Jepworth.”
« They ’re mighty resky things to have in the house, that s
_ one objection to 'em,” replied fcpworth, thus sdding breath to
Ducklow’s already kindled alarm.

"« That’s so!” said Ferring, emphatically. « 1 rcad in the.
‘ g, emphatcally

s Beswick say what she will,” ~
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papers almost every day about somebody’s having his cowpon
bonds stole.” .

1 ghould be more afraid of fires,” ohserved Jepworth,

« But there ’s this to be congidered in favor of fires,” said
Reuben: “If the bonds burn up, they won't have to be paid.
So what i8 your loss is the country’s gain.”

& But is n't there any ~-is n't there any remedy ? ” inguired
Ducklow, scarce able to sit in his chair.

"« There ’s no risk at all, if a man subscribes for registered
bonds,” said Reuben. ¢ They ‘re like railroad stock. But if .
you have the coupons, you must look out for them.”

“Why did n't I buy registered bonds ?” said Ducklow to

- himself.” His chair was becoming like a keg of ganpowder with
" a lighted fuse inserted. The familiar style of expression,—

% Your bonds,” * youwr loss,” “you must look ouf,” —used by
Terring and Reuben, was not calculated to relieve his embar-
rassment. Flo fancied that he was suspeeted of owning Gov-
ernment securities, and that these careless phrases were based
upon that surmise, He could keep his seat no longer.

“Wal, Reuben! I must be drivin’ home, I gpose. Left
everything at loose ends. I was in such a hurry to see ye, and
find out if there s anything I can do for ye.”

i As for that,” said Renben, “1 've got a trunk over in town
which could n’t be brought last night. If you will have that
sent for, I °Il be obliged to ye”

“ Sartin! sartin 1”7~ And Mr. Ducklow drove away, greatly
to the relief of Mre. Ducklow, who, listening to the alarming
conversation, and remembering the bonds under the earpet, and
the matches in the paniry, and Taddy’s propensity to mischief]
folt, herself (as she afterwards confessed) ¥ jest ready to fiy.”

V.

MR. DUCKLOW'S ADVENTURES.

Mr. Duckrow had scarcely turned the corner of the street,
when, locking anxiously in the direction of his homestead,
he saw a column_ of smoke. It was direetly over the spot
where he knew lis house to be sitmated. He guessed at a
glance what had happened. The frightful catastrophe he fore-
boded had befallen. Taddy had set the house afire.

“ Them bonds! them bonds!” he exclaimed, distraciedly.




28 . COUPON BONDS.

He did notthink so much. of the house : house and furniture
were insured ; if they were burned, the inconvenience would be
great indeed, and at any other time the thought of such an
event would have been sufficient cause for trepidation, — but
now his chief, his only anxiety was the bonds. They were not
insured. They would be a dead loss.  And what added sharp-

ness to his. pangs, they would be a loss which he must keep.

a secret, ag he had kept their existence a secret, — a loss which
he could not confess, and of which he could not complain. Had
‘e not just given his neighbors to understand that he held no
such property ? And his wife, — was she not at that very mo-
ment, if not serving up a lie on the subject, at least paring the
truth very thin indeed ? ' . _

“A man would think,” observed Ferring, *that Ducklow
had some o them bonds on his hands, and got scaret, he took
such a sudden start. He has, has n't he, Mrs. Ducklow?”

« Has what ? 7 said Mrs. Ducklow, pretending ignorance.

# Some o them cowpor bonds. I ruther guess he ’s-got
some.” .

« You mean Gov'ment bonds? Ducklow got some? T
a0t at all. likely he d spec’late in them, without saying some-
thing to me about it! No, he could n't have any without my
knowing it, I 'm sure!” ] .

How demure, how innocent she looked, plying her knitting-
needles, and stopping to take up a stitch! How little at that
moment she knew of Ducklow’s trouble, and its terrible canse !

Ducklow's first; impulse was to drive on and endeavor 4t all

hazards to snatch the bonds from the flames. His next was, to
veture and alarm his peighbors, and obtain their assistance.
But & mimgte’s delay might be fatal; so he drove on, sereaming
“Jire ! fire |” at the top of his voice. 7

But the old mare was a slow-footed animal; and D}mklow

had no whip. He reached forward and struck her with the
8.

re.l‘l‘lGit up! git up!— Fire! fire!” screamed Ducklow.  Oh,

them bonds! them bonds! Why did n’ ¥ give the money to

Reuben ? Fire! fite! fire!” )

By dint of screaming and slapping, he urged her from a trot
into a gallop, which was scarcely an mmprovement as to -speed,
and certaini)y not as to grace. It was like the gallop of an old
cow. “ Why don’t ye go ‘long!* he cried despairingly.

Slap, slap! _He knocked his own hat off with the loose ends
of the reins. It fell under the wheels. IHe cast cne look be-
hind, to satisfy himself that it had been very thoroughly run
over and crushed into the dirt, and left it to its fate. .

Slap, slap! *¥ire, fire |” Canter, canter, canter! Neigh-
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borg lookéd ont of their windows, and, recognizing Ducklow’s
wagon and old mare in such an astonishing plight, and Duck-
low himself, without his hat, rising from his seat, and reaching
forward 'in wild attitudes, brandishing the reins, at the same
time rending the azure with yells, thought he must be insane,

He drove to-the top of the hill, and 'looking beyond, in ex-
pectation of seeing his house wrapped in flames, discovered that
the smoke proceeded from a brush-heap which his neighbor
Atkins was burning in a field near by.

The revalsion of feeling that ensned was almost too much for
the excitable Ducklow, His strength went out of him. Tor a -
little while there seemed to be nothing left of him but tremor
and cold sweat. Difficult as it had been to get the old mare in
motion, it Was now even more difficult to stop her.

#“ Why ! what has got into Ducklow’s old mare? She s run-
ning away with him!I' Who ever heard of such a thing 1” And
Atkins, watching the Indierous spectacle from his field, became
almogt as weak from laughter as Ducklow was from the effects
of fear. ' :

At length Ducklow succceded in checking the old mare’s
speed, and in turning her about. It was necessary to drive
badk for his hat. - By this time he could hear a chorus of
shouts, “ Fire! fire! fire!” over the hill. He had aroused the
neighbors as he passed, and now they were flocking to extin-
guish the flames. _

“ A false alarm! a false alarm !” said Ducklow, looking mar-
vellongly sheepish as he met them. ¢ Nothing but Atkins's
brosh-heap | ¥

“ Seems to me you ought to have found that out *fore you
raised all ereation with your yells!” said ong hyperholical fel-
low. “You looked like the Flying Dutchman! This your
hat? T thought 't was a dead cat in the road. No fire, no
fire !” — turning back to his comrades, — ¢ only one of Duck-
low’s jokes.” ‘

Nevertheless, two or three boys there were who would net be
convinced, but continued to leap up, swing their caps, and”
scream “ Fire |” against all remonstrance. Ducklow did net
wait to enter into explanations, but, turning the old mare about
again, drove home amid the laughter of the hystanders and the
sureams of the misguided youngsters. As he approached the
house, he met Tad(%r rushing wildly up the street.

“ Thaddeus | Thaddeus! where ye goin’, Thaddeus? ”

“ Goin’ to the fire I 7 cried Taddy. :

‘ There is n't any fire, boy |”

“Yes, there is| Did n't ye hear em? They.’ve been
yellin’ like fury.”
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#t It s nothin’ bat Atking’s brush.”

“That all ?” And Taddy appeared very much disappointed.
# 7 thought there was goin’ to. be scme fun. ¥ wonder who was

" sach a fool as to yell fire jest for a darned old brush-heap !”

Ducklow did not inform him.

“I’ve got to drive over o town and git Reuben’s trunk.
Yon stand by the mare while I step in and brush my hat.”

Instead of applying himself at once to the restoration of his
beaver, he hastened to the sitting-room, to see that the bonds
were safe. -

“ Heavens and "arth [ ” gaid Ducklow. .

The chair, which had been carefully planted in the spot where
they were concealed, had been removed. Three or four tacks
had been taken out, and the carpet pushed from the wall

«

There wae straw scattered about. Evidently Taddy had heen -

interrupted, in the midst of his ransacking, by the alarm of fire.

JIndeed, he was éven now crecping into the house te see what

notice Dacklow would take of these evidences of his mischief.
In great trepidation the farmer thrust in his hand here and
there, and groped, until he found the envelope precizely where
it had been placed the night before, with the tape tied around
it, which his wife had put on to prevent its contents from slip-
ping out and losing themselves. Great was the joy of Duck-
low. Great also was the wrath of him, when he turhed and
discovered Taddy.
¢ Did o't I tell you to stand by the old mare?”
- & She'won’t stir,” said Taddy, shrinking away again.

“Come here!” And Ducklow {r'asped him by the collar,
ok .

“ What have you been doin’? Look at that!”
“*T wa'n’t me !|” — beginning to whimper, and ram his fists
into his eyes. ' '
“ Don’t tell me & wa'n’t you:” Ducklow shook him till his
teeth chattered. “ What was you pullin’ up the carpet for?”
% Lwost & marble ! 7 snivelled Taddy. :
“ Lost a marble ! Ye did n't lose it under the earpet, did ye ?
Look at all that straw pulled out ! ” — shaking him again.
_ “Did 0t know but it might "2’ got ander the carpet, marbles
roll so,” explained Taddy, as soon as he could get his breath.
“Wal, mir}” Ducklow administered a resounding box on
his car.  “Don’t you do such a thing again, if you lose a mil-
Iion marbles!” . : .
“Ham't got a million!” Taddy wept, rubbing his cheek.
“ Ha'n't got but four! Won’t ye buy me some to-day ?”
~ “o'to that mare, and don’t you leave her again till T come,
" or Il marble ye in a way you won'’t like !
Understanding, by this somewhat equivocal form of expres-

-
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siom, that flagellation was threatened, Taddy obeyed, stiil feek

_inz his smarting and burning ear.

Ducklow was in trouble. What should he do with-the bonds ?
The floor was no place for them, after what had happened;
and he remembered too well the experience of yesterday to
think for a moment of carrying them ahout his person.  With
unreasonable impaticnce, his mind reverted to Mrs. Ducklow.

“Why a’n’t she to home ? - These women are forever a-gad-
din'! Iywish Reuben’s trunk was in Jericho!” -

Thinking of the trunk reminded him of one in the garret,
filled with old papers of all sorts, — newspapers, letters, bills of
sale, ehildren’s writing-hooks, — accumulations of the past quar-
tor of a century. Neither fire nor burglar nor ransacking
youngster had ever molested those aneient records during all
those five-and-twenty years. A Dbright thought struck him.

1 °H slip the bonds down into that wuthless heap o’ rubbish,
where no one 'w'd ever think o’ lookin’ for 'em, and resk ’em.”

Having assured himself that Taddy was standing by the
wagon, he paid a hasty visit to the teunk in the garret, and
concealed the envelope, still‘bound in its band of tape, among’
the papers. He then drove away, giving Taddy a final charge
to beware of setting anything afire. :

He had drivon about half a mile when he met a pedler.

" There was nothing unosual or alarming in such a circumstance,

surely ; but ag Ducklow kept on, 1t troubled him.

¢ He "Il stop to the house now, most likely, and want to trade.
Findin’ nobody but Taddy, there ’s no knowin’ what he ’ll he
tempted. to do. But I a'n’t afgoin’ to worry. Il defy any-
body to find them bonds. Besides, she may be home by this
time. I guess she 'll hear of the fire-alarm, and hurry home:
it "Il be jest like her. She i be there, and — trade with the
pedler ?” thought Ducklow, uneasily. Then a frightful fanc
possessed him, ~  8he has threatened two or three fimes to sell
that old trunkful of papers. He Il offor a hig price for "emn,
and ten to one she ')l lot him have’em, Why did n't I con-
sider on 't ?  What a stupid blunderbuss I be!”

As Ducklow thought of it he felt almost certain that Mrs,
Dacklow had roturned home, and that she was bargaining with
the pedler at that moment. Ife fancied her smilingly recciv-
ing bright tin-ware for the old papers; and he could see the
tape-tied envelope going into the bag with the rest. The re--
sult was, that he turned about and whipped the old mare home
again in terrific haste, to cateh the departing pedler.

Arriving, he found the housc as he had-left if, and Taddy
occupied in making a kite-frame. ’

% id that pedler stop here ?”




:
|
|
i
i
i
I
;

e

|
5.

sz

32 ) COUPON BONDS.

# 1 ha'n't scen no pedier.” .

# And ha'n't yer Ma Ducklow been home, neither ?”

“No.” ) K :

And with a guilty- look, Taddy put the kite-frame behind
him, :

Ducklow considered. The pedler had turned up a cross-
street : he would probably turn down again and stop at the

house after all:  Mazs, Dueklow might by that time be at home:

then the sale of old papers would be very likely to take place.

Ducklow thought of leaving word that he did not wish any old
papeis in the house to be sold, but feared lost the request might
excite Taddy’s suspicions.

#] don’t see no way but for me to take the bénds with me,”
thought he, with an inward groan.

He accordingly went to the garret, took the envelope out of
the trunk, and placed it in thegbreast-pocket of his overcoat, to
which he pinned it, to prevent it by any chance from getting
out. He used six large, strong pins for the purpose, and was
afterwards sorry he did not use seven. - )

 There ’s suthin’ losin’ out of yer pocket!” bawled Taddy,
ag be was once more mounting the wagon,

Quick as lightning, Ducklow clapped his hand to his breast,

Tn doing so, he loosed his hold of the wagon-box and fell, raking

his shin badly on the wheel. ‘
“ Yer side-pocket! it s one o’ yer mittens !” said Taddy.
« You raseal | how you scarct me1”
. Beating' himself in the wagon, Ducklow gently pulled up his
trougers-leg to look at the brused part. -
% Got anything in yer boot-leg to-day, Pa Ducklow ?” asked
Taddy, innocently. )
"4 Yes, a barked shin [—all on your aceount, too! Go and
put that straw back, and fix the carpet; and don’t yo let me
héar ye speak of mf' boot-leg ag,ain, or I'll boot-leg ye!”
So saying, Ducklow departed. ‘
. Instead of repairing the mischief he had done in the sitting.
room, Faddy devoted his time and talents to the more interest-
“ing occupation of constructing his kite-frame. Ie worked at
that, until Mr. Grantley, the minister, driving by, stopped to
inquire-how the folks were.
“ A'n't-to home may I ride ?” cried Taddy, all in a breath.
Mr. Grantley was an indulgent old gentleman, fond of elul-
dren ; so he said, ¢ Jump in”; and in a minute Taddy had
scrambled to a seat by his side.

ELl
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ViI.
MRS. DUCELOW'S ADVENTURES.

AND now oeeurred a eircumstanee which Ducklow had fore-
geen. The alarm of fire had reached Reuben’s; and althongh

- the report of its falseness followed mmediately, Mrs, Ducklow’s

inflammable fancy was so kindled by it that he could find no
comfort in prolonging her visit.
% Mr. Ducklow 'l be going for the trunk, and I must go hiome

" and see to things, Taddy s such a follow for mischief] I can

foot it ; I sha’n’t mind it
And off she started, walking herself out of breath in her .
anxioty. .
She reached the brow of the hill just in time to see a chaise

* drive away from her own door.

“Who can that be? ' I wonder if Taddy ’s there to guard
the house ! - If anything should happen to them bonds !”

Out of breath as she was, she quickencd her pace, and
};mdgcd on, flushed, perspiring, panting, until she veached the
touise. :

“ Thaddeus ! ” she called.

No Taddy answeved. She went in. The homse was de-
serted. And lo! the carpet torn up, and the bonds abstracted.

Mr. Ducklow never would have made such work, removing
the bonds. Then somebody else must have taken them, she
Feasoned. . .

“ The man in the chaise!” she exclaimed, or rather made an
effort to exclaim, suceeeding only in bringing forth a hoaxse,
%rasping sound. Fear dried up articulation. Voz fuicibus
LeEsit,

And Taddy? IHe had disappeared; been murdered, per-
haps, — or gagged and carried away by the man in the chaise,

Mrs, Ducklow flew hither and thither, (to use a favorite
phrase of her own,) “like ‘a heh with her head cut off 73 then
rtﬁs}}ed out of the house, and up the street, screaming after the
chaise, —

¢ Murder ! murder! Stop thief! stop thief!”

She waved her hands aloft in the air frantically. If she had
trudged before, now she trotted, now she cantered: but if the
cantering of the old mare was fitly likencd to that of a cow, to
what thing, to what manner of motion under the sun, shall we
liken the cantering of Mrs. Ducklow ? It was originalj it was
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unique; it was prodigious. Now, with her frantically waving
bands, and all her undulating and flapping skirts, she seemed a
species of huge, unwieldy bird attempting to fly. Then she
sank down into a heavy, dragging walk, - breath and sirength
ali gone, —no voice left even to scream mumeder. Then the
awful realization of the loss of the bonds ence more rushing over
her, she started up again. “ Half running, half' flying, what
progress she made!”  Then Atking's dog saw her, anﬁ, natu-
rally mistaking her for a prodigy, came out at her, bristling up
and bounding and barking terrifically.

“ Come here!” eried Atking, following the dog. « What s
the matter 7 What ’s to pay, Mrs. Dueklow 2" -

Aitempting to speak, the good woman could only pant and
wheeze.

#Robbed I ehe at last managed to whisper, amid 'the yelp-
ings of the cur that refused to be silenced.

“Robhed? How? Who?”"

“The chaise. Kefeh 6.7

Her gestuves expressed more than her words; and Atkins’s
horse and wagon, with which he had been drawing out brush,

_being in the yard near by, he ran to them,'lea,peg to the seat,
drove into the road, took Mys. Ducklow. aboard, and set out in
vigorous pursutt of the slow two-wheeled vehicle,

“ Stop, you, sir!  Stop, you, sir!" shrieked Mrs. Ducklow,
hﬁ@ng recovered her breath by the time they came up with the
chaise.

It stopped, and Mr. Grantley the minister put out his good-
natured, surpriged face. - ' ‘

“ You *ve robbed my house! You ve took —”

Mrs. Ducklow was going on in wild, accusatory accents, when
she recognized the benign countenance. '

“What do you.say? I 'have robbed you?” he exclaimod,
very much astonished. ‘

“No, no! not you! You wouldn't do such a thing!” she
stammered forth, while Atkins, who had laughed himself weak
at Mr. Ducklow’s plight earlier in the morning, now langhed
himself into a side-sche at Mrs. Dueklow’s Indicrous mistake.
“ But did you -~ did you stop at my house? Have yoa seen.
our Thaddeus ?” ) )

“ Herse I be, Ma Ducklow !” piped a small voice; and Taddy,
who had till then remained hidden, fearing punishment, peeped
out of the chaise from behind the broad back of the minister.

“Tad u.I.{ ! Taddy ! how came the carpet — "

“1 pulled it up, huntin’ for a marble,” said Taddy, as she
paused, overmastered by her emotions, ‘
“ And the —the thing tied up in a yaller wrapper ?”
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# Pa Ducklow took it.”

“Yegare ?7

% Yes, I scon him.

# (3 dear ! said Mre. Ducklow, T never was so beat! M.
Grantley, I hope — excuse me—1I did n't know what I was
about! Taddy, you notty boy, what did you leave the house
for? Be ye quite sure yer Pa Dueklow-—"

Taddy repeated that he was quite sure, as he climbed from
the chaise into Atking's wagon. The minister smilingly re-
marked that he hoped she would find no robbery had been com-
mitted, and went his way. Atkins, driving back, and setting
her and Taddy down at the Ducklow gate, answered her em-
barrassed %Much obleeged to ye,” with a sincere “Not at all,”
considering the fun he had had a sufficient compensation for
his trouble. And thus ended the morning’s adventures, with
the exception of an wnimportant episode, in which Taddy, Mrs.
Ducklow, and Mrs. Ducklow’s rattan were the prineipal actors.

|9

VII.
THE JOURNEY.

At noon Mr. Ducklow returned.

« Did ye take the bonds ?” was his wife’s first question.

« Of course I did!  Ye don’t suppose I’ go away and leave
‘em in the house; not knowin’ when you 'd be comin’ home?”

«Wal, I did n’t know. And I did »’t know whuther to be-
lieve Taddy or not. Oh, I 've had such a fright !”

And she related the story of her pursuit of the minister.

« [ow could ye make such a fool of yerself? It’ll git all
over town, and I shall be mortified to death. Jest like a wo-
man, to git frightened 1 .

“If you had 't got frightened, and made a faol of yaurself,
yelling fire, 't would n't have happened !” retorted Mrs. Duck-
low. ' , ’
« Wal! wal! say no more ahout it! The bonds are safe.”

¢ T was in hopes you’d change ‘em for them registered bonds
Reuben spoke of” :

« I did try to, but they told me to the-bank it could 't be
did.. Then I asked ’ém if they would keep ’em for me, and

* they said they would n't object to lockin’ on ’em up in their

safd; but they would n't give me no receipt, nor hold them-
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selves responsible for 'em. I did n't know what else to do, so T
handed em the bonds to keep.”

* 1 want to know if you did now !” exclaimed Mrs. Ducklow,
disapprovingly. :

“ Why not? What else could Tdo? T did n't want to lug
’em around with me forever. And as for keepin’ ‘em hid in the
house, we *ve tried that!” and Ducklow unfolded his woekly
newspaper.

Mrs. Ducklow was placing the dinner on the table, with &
look which seemed to say, “ / would »’t have left the bonds in
the bank ; my judgment would have been betfer than all that.
. If they are lost, 7 sha'n't be to blame!” when suddenly Duck-

low started and uttered a ery of consternation over his news-

aper. - .
M Why, what have ye found ?*

 Bank robbery t” :

“ Not your bank ? Not the bank where your bonds — "

“ Of course not; but in the very next town ! The safe
blown open with gunpowder ! Five thousand dollars in Gov'-
ment bonds stole I - b

‘; How strange!” said Mrs. Ducldow.  “ Now what did I tell

a £ ’

“I believe you ’re right,” cried Ducklow, starting to his foet.
“They 'IL be safer in my own house, or even in my own
poeket 1™

“If you was going to put ’em in any safe, why not put ’em
in Josiah’s ¥ H% ’s got a safe, ye know,” ‘

“So he has! ‘We might drive over there and make a visit
Monday, and ask him to lock up — yes, we might tell him and
Laury all about it, and leave *em in their charge,”

“ Yo we might!” said Mrs. Duecklow,

Laura was their danghter, and Josiah her husband, in whose
honor and sagacity they placed unlimited confidence. The
plan was resolved upon at once. -

“ To-morrow 8 Sunday,” said Dueklow, pacing the floor..

“Hf we leave the bonds in the bank over night, they must stay
there till- Monday.” =

# And Bunday is jest-the day for burglars to operate ! ” added
Mrs, Ducklow.

“I've & good notion— let me see 1” said Ducklow, Jooking
at the clock.” © Twenty minutes after. twelve! Bank closes at
two! An hour and a half, —1 believe I could git there in an
hour and a balf. I will. I’l tako a bite and drive right back.”
- Which he accordingly did, and brought the tape-tied envelope
home with him again. That night he slept with it under his pil-
low. The next day was Sunday; and although Mr. Ducklow

r
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did not like to have the bonds on his mind during sermon-time,
and Mrs. Ducklow * dreaded dreadfully,” as she said, *to look
the minister in the face,” they concluded that it was best, on the
whole, to go to meeting, and carry the bonds. With the envel-
ope once more in his breast-pocket, (stitched in this time by
ﬁrs. Ducklow’s own hand,) the farmer sat under the droppings
of the sanctuary, and stared up at the pood minister, but with-
out hearing a word of the discousse, his mind was so engrossed
by worldly cares, until the preacher exclaimed vehemently,
looking straight at Ducklow’s pew, —

“ What said Paul? ‘I would to God that not only thou, but
also all that hear me this day, were hoth almost and altogether
such as 1 am, except these bonds.” + Except these bonds’] ™ he
repeated, striking the Bible. “ Can you, my hearers,— can
you say, with Paul, * Would that all were as 1 am, except these
bonds™ 2™ ' )

A point which seemed for a moment so personal to himself,
that Dacklow was {illed with confision, and wounld certainly
have stammered out some foolish answer, had not the preacher
passed on to other themes.  As it was, Ducklow contented him-
self with glancing around to see if the congregation was looking
at him, and tarelessly passing his hand across his breast-pockes
to make sure the honds were still there.

Early the next morning, the old mare was harnessed, and
Taddy’s adopted parents set out to visit their danghter, — Mrs.
Ducklow having postponed her washing for the purpose. ¥t was
afternoon when they arrived at their journey’s end. Laura re-
ceived them joyfully, but Josiah was not expected home unti
evening. Mr. Ducklow put the old mave in the barn, and fed
her, and then went in to dinner, feeling very comfortable in-
deed. .

“ Josiah’s got a nice place here. That’s about as slick a little
barn as ever I see. Always does me good to come over here
and see you gettin’ along so nicely, Laury.”

“T wish you’d come oftener, then,” said Laura.

#*Wal, it’s hard leavin' home, ye know. Have to git one of
the Atking boye to come and sleep with Taddy the night we 're
away.”

« {Ve should n't have come to-day, if 't had n't been for me,”
remarked Mrs. Ducklow. ¢ Says I to your father, says I, 1 feel
as if T wanted to go over and see Laury ; it scems an age gince
I've seen her,’ says I ¢ Wal! says he, * ¢’pos'n’ we go!” says
]13.’ That was only last Saturday ; and’this morning we start
ed.” .

* And it ’s no fopl of a job to make the jouwrney with the old
marel” said Ducklow. .
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. % Why don’t you drive a better horse ?  said Laura, whose'

ride was always touched when her parents came o visit her
_with the old mare and the one-horse wagon, T

%0, she answers my purpese. Hoss-flesh is high, Laury.
Have to economize, these times,” )

“T’'m sure there’s no need of your economizing !” exclaimed
Laura, leading the way to the dining-room, ¢ Why don’t you
use your money, and have the good of it? ’ ‘

“ So I tell him,” said Mrs. Ducklow, faintly. —“ Why, Lanry!
¥ did o't want you to be to so much trouble to git dinner jest
for us! A bite would bhave answered. Do see, father!”

VIII.

WHAT MR. DUCKLOW GARRIED IN THE EXVELOPE,

AT ¢vening Josiah came home ; and it was not until then that
Ducklow mentioned the subject which was foremost im his

thonghts.

“What do ye think o' (fov’ment bonds, Josiah?” he inci-

- dentally inquired, after supper.

“ First-rate ! ” said Josiah. ) L

“ About as safe as anything, a'n’t they ?” said Ducklow, en-
couraged. )

“ Bafe ?” oried Josish, ¢ Just look at the resources of thig
couttry | Nobody has begun Uyet to appreciate the power and
undeveloped wealth of these United States. It’s a big rebel-
lion, I know ; but we ve going o put it down. It’ll leave us a
big debt, very sure; but we handle it now easy as that .child

that stool. It makes him grunt and stagger a little, not be-
cause he is 0t strong enongh for it, but because he don’t under-
stand his own strength, or how to use it: he’ll have twice the
strength, and know just how to apply it, in a little while. Just
s0 with this country. It makes me laugh to hear folks talk about
repudiation and bankruptey.” )

“ But g’pos'n’ we do put down the rebellion, and the States
come bac]li): then what 's to hender the South, and Secesh sym-
pathizers in the North, from j'inin’ hands and votin’ that the

. debt sha'n't be paid ? * ‘ . ]

" “Don’t you worry about that! Do ye suppose were going

, ~to be zuch fools as to give the rebels, after we’ve whlplge‘d ‘e,
_the same political power they had before the war? Not by &
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long chalk! Sooner than that, we Il put the ballot into the
hands of the freednien. They 're our friends. They *ve fought
on the right side, and they Il vote on the right side. I tell ye,
spite of all the prejudice there is against black skins, we a'n't
such a nation of ninnies as to give up all we 're fighting for, and
leave our best friends and allies, not to speak of our own inter-
ests, in the hands of our encmies.”

“You consider Gov'ments a good investment, then, do ye??”
gaid Ducklow, growing radiant, '

“I do, dectdedly, —the very best. Besides, you help the
Government ; and that ’s no small consideration.”

“ 8o 1 thought. But how is it about the cowpon bonds?
A’n’t they ruther ticklish property to have in the house ? ”

“ Well, T don’t know. - Think how many years you’ll keep
old bills and documents and never drcam of such a thing as
losing them! There’s not a bit more dangor with the bonds.
I should 0t want to carry ’em around with me, to any great
amount, - though I did once earry three thousand-dollar bonds
in my pocket for a week. I did #'t mind it.”

“Ouri’s1” said Ducklow: “I’ve got three thousan'-dollar -
bonds in my pocket this minute!”

“ Well, it s so much good property,” said Josiah, appearing
not at all surprised at the eircumstance. B

“ Beems to me, though, if I had a safe, as you have, I should
lock *em up in it.” -

“I was travelling that week. I locked "em up pretty soom
after 1 got home, though.”

“ Suppose,” said Ducklow, as if the thought had but Jjust oc-
curred to him, — * suppose you put my bonds into your safe: 1
shall feel casier.”

1'1: Of course,” replied Josiah. “1'H keep 'em for you, if you
i e.”

“1t will be an accommodation. They ' be safe, will they 7>

“Safe as mine arc; safe as anybody’s: 1l insure 'em for
twenty-five cents.”

Ducklow was happy. Mrs. Ducklow was happy. She took

- her husband’s.coat, and with a pair of scissors cut the threads

that stitched the envelope to the pocket.

u gave you torn off' the May coupons ? ” asked Josiah.

(13 0.”

“Well, you "d better. They 'll be payable now soon ; and if
you take them, yon won’t have to touch the bonds again till the
Interest on the November coupons is due.”

“ A good idee!” said Ducklow.

He took the envelope, untied the tape, and removed its con-
tents. Suddenly the glow of comfors, the gleam of satisfaction,

faded from his countenance, R T P
. L\j,‘:_;} 0821
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# Hello! What ye got there ?” exied Josiah.

% Why, father ! massy sakes!” exclaimed Mrs. Ducklow.

As for Ducklow himself, he could not utter a word ; but, dumb
with consternafion, he Inoked again in the envelope, and opened
and” turned inside out, and shook, with trembling hands, 1ts as-
tonishing contents. The bonds were not there: they had been
stolen, and three eopies of the * Sunday Visitor” had been in-
serted in their place.

IX.
FOOD FOR REFLECTION, .

VERY early on the following morning a dismal-faced middle-
aged couple might have been seen riding away from Josiah’s
honse. It was the Ducklows returning home, after their fruit-
less, their worse than fruitless, journey. No entreaties could
prevail upon them to prolong their visit. It was with difficulty

even that they had been prevented from setting off immediate-.

ly on the discovery of their loss, and travelhng all night, in
their Impatience to get upon the track of the missing bonds.

“ There "I be not the least use in going to-night,” Josiah had
gaid. “If they were stolen at the bank, you can’t do anything
shout it till to-morrow. And even if they were taken from
your own house, I don’t see what ’s to he gained now by hurry-
ing back. It is n’t probable you ’ll aver see ’em again, and you
may just as well take it easy, — go to bed and sleep on’t, and
get a fresh start in the morning.” ‘

8o, much against their inclination, the unfortunate owners of
the abstracted bonds retired to the luxurious ehamber Laura

ave them, and lay awake all night, groaning and sighing, won-
ﬁering and surmising, and (I regret to add) blaming each other.
So true it 18, that “ modern conveniences,” hot and cold water
all over the house, o pier-glass, and the most magnificently

canopied conch, avail nothing to zive tranquillity to the har-

zssed mind.  Hitherto the Ducklows had felt great satisfaction
in the style their daughter, by her marriage, was enabled to
support. Lo brag of her nice house and furniture and two ser-
vants-was almost as good as possessing them. Remembering
" her rich dining—room and silver serviee and porcelain, they
= were. prond.: Such things were enough for the honor of the
family ; and, asking nothing for themselves, they slept well in
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their humblest of bed-chambers, and sipped their tea eontent-
cdly out of clumsy earthen, But that night the boasted style
in which their “darter” lived was less appreciated than for-
merly : fashion and splendor were no longer a consolation.

{If we.had only given the three thousan’ dollars to Reuben 1”
said Ducklow, driving homewards with.a countenance ag long ag
his whip-lash. T would have jest set him up, and been some

“compensation for his sufferin’s and- losses ooin’ to the war.”

“Wal, I had no objections,” replied Mys. Ducklow. T al-
ways thought he ought to have the money eventooally. - And,
as Miss Beswick said, no doubt it would ’a’ been ten fimes the
comfort to him now it woull be & number ¢’ years from now,

- But you did n’t seem willing.”

“1 don’t know ! °t wag you that was n't willin’!”

And they expatiated on Reuben’s merits, and their benevo-
lent intentions towards him, and, in imagination, endowed him
with the price of the bonds over and over again : so easy ia it
to be generous with lost money !

. Bub it’s no use talkin’!” said Ducklow., T ha'n’t the least
idee we shall ever see the color o' them bonds again. If they
was stole to the bank, I can’t prove anything.” -

“It does scom dtrange to me,” Mrs, Ducilow replied, “that
you should have had no more gumption than to frust the bonds
with strangers, when they told you in so many words they
wc:?%fl o't bpi; resp(;{nsibie."

If you have flung that in my teeth once, you h
times!”  And Ducklogw lashed thi old mare, as ff‘ she,a:L?dﬁIixz

" Mry, Ducklow, had exasperated him.

“ Wal,” said the lady, “ don’t see how we "re going to work
to ﬁnd,’em, now they ‘re lost, without making inquiries; and
Eve c}e:nt make inquiries without letting it be known we had

ought.”

.“j been thinkin’ about that,” said her hushand. % O dear!”
with a groan; “T wish the pesky cowpon honds had never been

- invented!”

They drove first to the bank, where they were of course told
that the envelope had not been untied ‘there. # Besides, it
was sealed, was 05 it 2 ” said the eashier. # Indeed!” He ex-
pﬁesslgdhgreali) surprise, when informed that it was not. Tt
should have been: I supposed any child would o
to look out for that!” o d now enongh

And this was all the consolation Ducklow could obtain.

“Just as I expeeted,” said Mrs. Ducklow, as they resumed
their jowrney. I just as much believe that man stole your

“honds as that you trusted ‘em in his bands in an unsealed

wrapper ! Beats all how you could be so careless!”
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“Wal, wal! 1s'pose L never shall hear the last on ’t1”

And ‘again the poor old mare had to suffer for Mrs, Duck-
low’s offences. ; ‘

They had but one hope, now, -~ that perhaps Taddy had tam-

- pered with the envelope, and that the bonds might be found

somewhete about the house, But this hope was quickly ex-
tinguished on their arrival. Taddy, being accused, protested his
innocence with a vehemence which convinced even Mr. Duck-
low that the cashier was probably the guilty party.

#1Jnless,” said he, brandishing the rattan, “somebody got
into the house that morning when the little scamp rup off to

_ ride with the minister!”

“ (3, don’t lick me for that! I’ve been licked for that once!
ha'n’t I, Ma Ducldow ?* shrieked Taddy. .

The house was scarched in vain. No clew to the purloined
seeurities could be obtained, — the copies of the “Sunday
Visitor,” which had been substituted for them, affording not the
least ; for that valuable hittle paper wak found in almost every
household, except Ducklow’s. ,

“F don’t see any way left but to advertise, as Josial said,”
remarked the farmer, with a deep sigh of despondency.

“ And that’ll bring it all out!” exclaimed Mys. Ducklow.
“If you only had n’t been so imprudent [

“ Wal, wal | ” said Ducklow, cutting her short.

X.
REUBEN'S MISFORTUNE.

Brroxe resorting to public measures for the recovery of the
‘stolen property, it was deemed expedient to aequaint their
friends with their Joss in a private way. The next day, aceord-
ingly, they went to pay Reuben a visit. Tt was a very different
meeting from that which ook place 'a few mornings before.
The returned soldier had gained in health, but not In spirits.
The rapture of reaching home once more, the flush of hope and
happiness, had passed away with the visitors who had flocked to
offer their congratulations, FHe had had time to reflect: he
had reached home, indeed; but now every moment reminded
him how soon that home was to be taken from him., He looked
at his wife and children, and clenched his teeth hard to stifle
the emotions that arose at the thought of their firture. The
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swoet serenity, the faith and patience and cheerfulness, which
never ceased to illumine Sophronia’s face as she moved about
the house, pursuing her daily tasks, and tenderly waiting upon
him, deepened at once his love and his solicitude, " He was
watching her thus when the Ducklows entered with counte-
nances mournful as the grave. .

“ How are you gittin’ along, Reuben ?” said Ducklow, while
his wife murmured a solemn ¥ good morning ” to Sophronia.

# [ am doing well enough. Don't be at all conéerned about
mel It a'n’t pleasant to lie here, and feel it may be months,
months, before I'm able to be about my business; but I would
vt mind it, ~~T could stand it first-rate, —1 could stand any-
thing, anything, but to see her working her lifa ont for me and
the children! To no purpose, either; that ’s the worst of it.
We shall have'to lose this place, spite of fate!” '

“Q Reuben!” said SBophronia, hastening to him, and lay-
ing her soothing hands upon his hot forehead ; % why won’t you
stop thinking about that? Do try to have more faith! {fVe
shall be taken care of, I 'm-sure!”

“ It I had three thousand dollars, — yes; or even two, — then
I°d have faith!” said Reuben. « Miss Beswick has proposed to
sond a subseription-paper around town for us; bub I’°d rather
dic than have it dome. DBesides, nothing near that amount
could he raised, I'm confident. You need n’t groan so, Pa
Ducldlow, for T &0’ hinting at you. I don’t expect you to help
me ort of my trouble. If you had felt calied upon to do it,
you’d have done it before now; and I don’t ask, I don't beg of
any man !” added the soldier, proudly. :

+ “'That’s right ; I like yer sperit!” said the miserable Duck-
low. - “But I was sighin’ to think of something, — something
you have n’t known anything about, Reuben.”

“ Yes, Renben, we should have helped you,” said Mrs. Duck-
low, % and did, did take steps towards it— * ’

“ In fact,” resumed Dueklow, ©you ‘ve met with a great mis-
fortin’, Reuben. Unbeknown to youwelf, you've met with a
great misfortin’!  Yer Ma Ducklow knows.” ;

“ Yes, Reuben, the very day you come home, your Pa Duek-
low made an investment for your benefit. We did n’t mention
it, — you know I wounld 't own up to it, though I did n't exact-
1y say the contrary, the morning we was over here —”

# Bocause,” said Ducklow, as she faltercd, “ we wanted to
surprise you ; we was keepin’ it a secret till the right time, then
we was goin’ to make it a pleasant surprise o ye.” .

“What in the name of commonsense are you talkin
about ?* cried Reuben, locking from one to the other of the
wretched, prevaricating pair.

*
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«Cowpon bonds!” groaned Ducklow. ‘Three thousin-dol-
lar cowpon bonds ! The money had been lent, but I wanted to
make a good investment for you, and I thought there was nothin’
s0 good a8 Gov'ments —~

.« That '8 all right,” said Reuben.: © Only, if you had money
to invest for my benefit, I should have preferred to pay off the-
mortgage the first thing.” _ ‘

# Sartin | sartin !~ sald Ducklow ; “ and you could have turned
the bonds right in, if you had so chosen, like 'so mach cash. Or
* you could bave drawed your interest on the bonds in gold, and
paid the interest on your mortgage in currency, and made so
much, as I ruther thought you would.” - !
. . %DBut the bonds?” ea%erly demanded Reuben, with trem-

. bling hopes, just as Miss Beswick, with her shawl over her head,
entered the room,

. % We was just telling about our loss, Reuben’s loss,” said Mrs.
Ducklow, in a manner which betrayed no Lttle anxiety to con-
ciliate that terrible woman. .

“ Very well! don’t let me interrapt.” And Miss Beswick,
glipping the shawl from. her head, sat down.

er presence, stiff and prim and sarcastic, did not, tend in
the least to relicve Mr. Ducklow from| the natural embarrass-
ment he felt in giving his version of Beuben’s loss. However,
assisted occasionally by a judicious vethark thrown in by Mus,
Ducklow, he succeeded in telling a sufficiently plausible and
candid-seeming story. :

“Tseol Tree!” said Reuben, who had listened with astonish-
ment and pain to the narrative. “You had kinder intentions
towards me than I gave you credit for. Forgive me, if L.
wron%ad you!” He pressed the hand of his adepted father,
and thanked him from a heart filled with gratitude and trouble.
«But don't feel so bad about it.  You id what you thought
best. 1 can olily say, the fates are against me.”

)
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XI.
TADDY'S FINANCIAL OPERATIONS.

“ Hrw ! eoughing, Miss Beswick stretched up her lon
and cleared her thr%at;. “ 8o them bonds ouphad boughgef%%-
Reuben was in the house the very night I caﬂed I

“Yes, Miss Beswick,” replied Mrs. Ducklow: “and that s
what made it so uncomfortable to us to have you talk the way
you ﬁi‘l.’ ’! ™ '

4 Hom |7 e neck was stretched up still farth
fore, and the redoubtable throat clearepii again. t‘?fTﬂ‘l:t:; E;
bad! Ye onght to have told me. You’d actooally bought the
bonds, — bought ’em for Reuben, had ye?*® :

“ Sartin! sartin ! ” said Ducklow.

“ "1;}(_) héz sure !{;’ said Mrs. Ducklow. -

“We designed ’em for his benefii, a surprise, i
time eome,” said both together, prise, when the right
. “Hem! well!” (It was evident that the Beswick was elear-
mg her decks for action.) * When the right time come! yes !
That right time was o't somethin’ indefinite, in the fur futur’,
of course! Yer losin’ the bonds did n’t hurry up yer benevo-
lence the least grain, I s'pose! Hem! let in them boys, So-

-phrony !

_Sophronia opened the door, and in walkedt Master Dick At-
kins, (son of the brush-burner,) followed, not without reluctance
and concern, by Master Taddy.

“ Thaddeus! what you here for 7" demanded the adopted
parents.
) “Because T said so," remarked Miss Beswick, arbitrarily.
¢ St?p! alo:ﬁg’,‘boys, step along. Hold up yer head, Taddy, for
ye an’t goin’ to be hurt while T °'m around.” Take yer fists out
o’ yer eyes, and stop blubberin’.  Mr. Daeklow, that hoy knows
so??%li;m{ {ﬂ)ou’t Reuben’s eowpon honds,”

addeus!” ejncutated both Ducklows ag  did y

touch thent bonds "; . : onees *did you

“ %d w't know what they was!” whimpered Taddy.

“ Did you take them?” Amnd the female Duck i
s i yau wmale Ducklow gr"l,sped

e Hands off, if: you please!” remarked Miss Beswick, with
frightfully gleaming courtesy. 1 told him, if he ’d be a good
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boy, and come along with Richard, and tell the truth, he should
't be hurt,  If you please,” she repeated, with a majestic nod ;
and Mrs, Ducklow took her hands off.

“ Where arc they now ? where are they ?” cried Ducklow,
rushing headlong o the main question.

“Don’t know,” said Taddy. ,

% Don’t know? you villain!” And Ducklow was rising in
wrath. But Miss Beswick put up her hand deprecatingly.

“If you please!” she said, with grim civility ; and Ducklow
sank down again. :
. “What did you do with 'em 7 what 3id you want of 'em 77
said Mrs. Ducklow, with diffienlty restraimng an impulse to
wring his neck. ¥ .

“To cover my kite,” confessed the miserable Taddy.

-« Cover your kite! your kite!” A chorus of groans from the
Ducklows.  # Did n’t you know no better ? ¥

«Did 't think you 'd care,” said Taddy. I had some news-
Eapers Dick give me to cover it ; but I thought them things 'v'd
e pootier,
per.”
“Did ye-cover yer kite?” :
. % No. When 1 found out you cared so much about ’em, I

o I took ‘em, and put the newspapers in the wrap-

dars'n’t ; 1 was afiaid you ’d see ’em.”

% Then what did you do with "em ?” o

.%When yon was away, Dick come over to sleep with me, and

I—1 s0ld ’em to him!”

“Sold "em to Dick!” . ‘

% Yes,” spoke up Dick, stoutly, “for six marbles, and one wag
a bull’s-eye, and one agate, and two alleys. Then, when you
come home and made such a fuss, he wanted "em ag’in. But
he would n’t give me back but four, and I wa’n't going to agree
to no such nonsense as that.” -

41 ’d lost the bull's-eye and one common,” whined Taddy.

“ But the bonds)! did yon destroy 'em ?”

# Likely I'd destroy 'em, after 1'd paid dix marbles for ’em !”
said Dick. I wanted "em to cover my kite with.”

« Cover your—oh} then you *ve made a kite of "em P said
Ducklow. i

“ Well, I was going to, when Aunt Beswick ketched me at it.
She made me te%l where I pot ’em, and took me over to your
house jest row; and Taddy said you was over here, and so she
put ahead, and made us foller her.”

ain, in an agony of impatience, Ducklow demanded to

know where the bonds were at that moment.
“If Taddy’ll give me back the marbles,” began Master

Dick.

r
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“That 'll do!” said Miss Beswick, silencing him with a ges-
ture. “Reuben will give yon twenty mar‘l:ﬁes; for 1 behieve
you said they was Reuben’s bonds, Mr. Ducllow ?”

“ Yes, that is — ” stammered the adopted father.

“ Eventooally,” struck in the adopted mother,

“Now look here! What am T to understand? Be they
Reuben’s bonds, or be they not? That ’s the question!” And
there was that in Miss Beswick’s Jook which said, «If they are
not Reaben’s, then your eyes shall never hehold them more !>

“Of course they re Beuben’s!” “We intended all the
while —” ¢ His bewefit —” «To o jest what he pleases
with 'em,” choruszed Pa and Ma Ducklow.

“ Wal! now it s understood! Here, Reuben, are your cow-
pon bonds{” ’

And Miss Beswick, drawing them from her hosom, placed the
precious documents, with formal politeness, in the glad soldier’s
agitated hands. '

“Glory!” aried Reunben, assuring himself that they were

envine and real. “ Sophrony, you 've got a home! Ruby,

arrie, you 've got a home! Miss Beswick ! you angel from
the skies! order a bushel and a half of marbles for Dick, and
have the bill sent to me! O Pa Dueklow! you never did a
nobler or more generous thing in your life.  These will lift the
mortgage, and leave me a nest-ogg besides. Then when I get
my hback pay, and my pension, and my health again, we shall
be independent.”

And the soldier, overcome by his feelings, sank back in the
arms of his wife,

“We always told yon we ’d do well by ye, you r »
said the Duclﬁows, tri);mpha._ntly. ¥ ¥, you remember ¥

The news went abroad. Again congratulations poured in
upon the returned volunteer. Everybody rejoiced in his good
fortune, — especially certain rich ones, who had been dreading
to see Miss Beswick come round with her proposed subseription
paper. ;

Among the rest, the Ducklows rejoiced, not the least; for
sellishness was with them, as it is with many, rather a thing of
habit than a faplt of the heart. The catastrophe of the bonds -
broke up that life-long habit, and revealed good hearts under-
neath. The consciousness of having done an act of Jjustice,
although by aceident, L{n'cwed very sweet to them : it was really
a fresh sensation; and Reuben and his dear little family, saved
from roin and distress, happy, thankful, glad, was a sight to
their old eyes such as they had never witnessed before.. Not
gold itself, in any guantity, at the highest premium, could have
given them so much satisfaction ; and as for coupon bonds, they
are not to be mentioned in the comparison. :
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“Wont you do well by me some time, too ?” teased little

Taddy, who overheard his adopted lpar nts congratulating them-
gelves on having acted so generously by Reuben, “I don't care
for no cowpen bonds, but I do want a new drum !”

% Yes, yes, my son ! ” said Pucklow, patting the boy’s shoulder,

And the drum was bought.

Taddy was delighted. But he did not know what made the
Ducklows so mnch happier, so much gentler and kinder, than
formerly. Do you? .
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