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¢ After dinner, Father Brighthopes was sitting on the
shaded grass,” &e. —page 79.
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PREFACE.

. “ (o through the gate, children,” said my aunt,
“if you wish to see the garden.”

I looked out upon half a dozén merry urchins scal-
ing the gorden fence. One had already jumped dow;%
into a blackberry-bush, which filled him with disgust
and prickles.  Another, having thrust his curly head
between two rails, stuck fast, and began to cry out
against the owner of the grounds —my benevolent
uncle —as the anthor of his calamity.

- Then it occurred to me that the prefatory leaf of a
volume is like yonder wicket. The garden is not
complete without it, although many reckless young
people rush to the enclosure, creeping under and
climbing over at any place, in order to plunge at once
amid the fruits and flowers. But the wise always go
through the gate; and the little fellow who leaps

- among the briers or hangs himself in the fence has

only himself fo blame for the misfortune.
So I resolved to put together this littlo wicket of
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: and now, as I throw it open to my friends,

a preface
few words about the garden—walks I

let me say a
have prepared.

That they contain
as useful, is my sincere frust.
ardent youth, and thee, romantic m

find no hot-house plants, no frail exotics, here. Imay’
out sun-flowers, however,—

some things beautiful, as well '
Yet'I warn thee,
aid, that you will

promise you somo st
pinks, pea-blossoms
roses, born in the free country air.

. Scorn not these homely scenes, my friends ; for you
may perchance find the morning-glory of Truth bloom-
ing at your side ; the vine of Hope overarching your
path like a rainbow ; yéa, and the. tree of Life grow-
ing in the midst of the garden.

» T hope no one will complzin of the gay birds sing-
ing and fluttering among the boughs; for theycan
do but slight demage to the sober frait, and the

owe it to their cheerful strains if he is

and peonies, — 2also 2 {few fresh

visiter may
presexrv
poppy-beds.

ed from drowsiness amid the odors of the
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A “UNITED Happy FAMILY,”

Twa
e ERIIJI Was an unpleasant seowl on Mr., Royden’s
» 89 16 got out of his wagon in the yard, and

walked, with a quick
! q ace, tow. ‘
of his house, Pace, towards the rear entrance

“ Saiuel ! ” gaid he,
“ what are you about ?”

HGT::; Slﬁli‘lllzp tone of voice gave Samuel quite a start
ng a small flour-sack with wal .

8 bushel-bagket 1] o, 1o
Placed upon the work “hi

left hand holdin e
eft | g the mouth of the } ile hi
right made industrious use of a tin d?ppz% e b

“Q, nothing, — nothing much 1 he gt

losing his hold of the sack, and making a hasty at

looking into the wood-shed,

mmered,

| 5 ‘tempt to recover it “There ! blast it all + »
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" The sack had fallen down, and spilled its contents -

all over his feet. o yoa
« What are you doing with those nuts?” de

manded Mr. Royden, impatiently.

‘ ied tk inning sheep-
.« Why, you see,” replied the lad, grinning
Ky asyheybegan,to gather up the spilled treasure,

“ A what?” ’ ,
«w A piller, —to sleep on. There an’t but two

" foathers in the one on my bed, and they are so lean

| 't foel 'em.” |
' G‘E:%Vhat foolishness ! muttered Mir. Royd?g,
smﬂing notwithstanding his ill-humor.: ¢ Bus e;;
your pillow alone for the present, and take care of
the horse.” . - -
«The bag won’t stand up, if I leav? it. .
«Then let it fall down; or set it against the
wood-pi bid youw.”
wood-pile. Goanddoas I ' .
Saiuel reluctantly left his occupatlon, and w;nt
lazﬂy to upharness- the horse, while Mr. Royden

entered the old-fashioned kitchen. |

The appearance of her uncle was anything bub

agrecable to poor Hepsy Royden, who stood on 2

stool at the sink,—her deformed little body being

very short, — engaged in preparing some \{egetfm]c;il;as
* for gooking, Tears were coursing down hm‘ sickly
and her hands being in the water, it was no

- ohogks,
o

ent to wipe her eyes. But, knowing !mw .

A ““UNITED HAPPY WAMILY.” 9

- Mr. Royden hated tears; she made a hastj snatch

at a towel to conceal them. He wag Just in time
to observe the movement,

“ Now, what is the matter 2 he exclaimed, fret-
fully. I never see you, lately, but you are cry-
ing.” . -

Hepsy choked back her swelling grief, and pur-
sued her work in silence.

 « What ails you, child 27
“Lean’t tell. T—T wish T wag different,” she

- murmured, consulting the towel again; “but I am ="
- not very happy.” '

“ Come, come! cheer up!™ rejoined Mr, Roy-
den, more kindly, feeling a slight moisture in his
own eyes. “ Don’t be so down-hearted ! ”

His words sounded to him like mockery, Tt was
easy to say to a poor, sickly, deformed girl “Be

cheerful ! but how eould cheerfulness be expected

of one in her condition 2

- He passed hastily into the adjoining room; and
Hepsy sobbed audibly over the sink. She wag
even more miserable than he could conceive of. Tt
was not her unattractive face and curved spine, in.

: themselves, that caused her deep grief, — although

she had longed, till her heart ached with longing, to

be like her beautiful cousing, — but she felt that she -
wag an unloved one, repulsi%;even to thosggg}vkﬁ "
regarded her with friendly pity. A

3]
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Mr. Royden had left the door unlatched behind
him, and Hepsy heard him speak to his wife.. Her
heart swelled with thankfulness when he alluded to
herself; and the fecling with which he spoke sur-
prised her, and made her almost happy..

«You ghould mot put too much on the poor

child,” he said.

«Q,la!” replied Mrs. FRoyden ; ¢“she don’t hurt

herself, I hope.”
«She is very foeble and low-spirited,” continued

s the other. « You should 0t send her out there in-
" the kitchen to work alone. Keep her more with
you, and try to make her cheerful. Her lot would * 8

be a hard one enough, if she had all the luxuries of
Life at her command. Do be kind to her!”
Had Mr. Royden known what a comfort those )
_few words, s0 easily spoken, proved to Hepsy’s sen-
sitive heart, he would have blessed the good angel
that whispered them in his ear. She wept still; but
now her tears were a relief, and she dried them
soon, She felt happier than ghe had done in many
dnys before; and when she heard his voice calling
‘her in the other room, she ran cheerfully to learn
what he wished of her. ‘
~ “Sarkh has got a lether from Chester, and he

. sends his love to you,” said he. ¢ Read what ke

vs{;rit‘es,‘ Sarah.”
- Satah stood by 2 window, eagerly running her

£

&
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clear blue eye over her brother's letter. .Hepsy
. 2

| trembling with agitation, looked up at her rosy face

and shrank into the corner by the chimney to avoid

8 . observatiom. At first she had turned very pale, but

now her cheeks burned with blughes.
“Why, he says he is coming home in a week ! ”

E cried Sarah,

Mrs. Royden uttered an exclamation of éurprise,

E i'ool;ilng up :rom her sewing; Hepsy shrank still
B8 lurther ;n the corner, and Mr. R ‘od. }
3 patiently, . r. Royden asked, -

“ What boyish. freak is that?”
“He does not esplain, There is some mystery

g obout §,” replied Sarah, «I
X . -
1 getting into trouble,” L warrant he has been

- % If he has, he shall stay at home and work on t)e

BB form!” exclaimed her father, in 2 tone of displens
BB U “Read the letter aloud, now, so that o
o ull hear it.” ’ e
Sa;'ah commenced at the beginning, and went
. t.hrough with the fourghastily-written pages. The
listeners were very attentive; Hepsy esp;;ciall? '
| She fixed her expressive eyes on her cousin with N
 look of intense interest. When -allusion was mad:
10 her, the poor girl's countenance lighted up with

F pleag ' .
?all. ure, and. hef tears gathe;'ed again, but did not

«() .
“U,aletter ! e " eri inging voi
- who from ?” cried a ringing voice.
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- The interruption Wwas a relief to Hepsy. The
children had returned from the ficlds ; they entered
the sitting-room like a little band of barbarians, with
Lizzle — a girl some twelve years old —-at their

" head, laughing, talking, screaming, in an almost

frightful manner. ,
« Hush ! hush!” exclaimed Mr. Royden, putting

down his foot, impatiently.

_ «Children!” said Mrs, Royden, with contracted
brows, “you dont know how your noise shoots
through my poor old head! You drive me dis-

tracted ! ” |
« Lizzie runped away from me 17 bawled a little

bare-headed fellow, with a faco red asan I dian’s,  §

and not very clean. The old thing! I’ strike

her!”

And the young hero, wiping his face with his
sleeve, made a savage dash ab his sister, with intent
to sorateh and bite. But Lizzie repelled the attack,
holding him af a safe Jistance by the hair. Upon
this, he shifted his mode of %%;tack, and resorted to

“ ? - » ’ - -
kicking, with even WOIS® guccess ; for, losing his

balance, he fell, ond came down upon the back of
‘bis head, with a jar which showed him many stars

_ in the firmament of his eranium. :
«T pever saw such actions ! ” muttered Mrs.. @

Royden, putting aside her sewing with an oxpinous

gesture, and hastening to the scene of the disaster.

! bay,” he rejoined, coaxingly.

7] r
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Lizzie dodged, b in .
‘ , but not in time to avoid
: void g
smart cuffs which her mother bestowed o
- owed on her
T could n’t help i :
! p it, — he threw himself down!”
ex?}a;‘rfn;d th.e, girl, angrily, and with flaghin 0: I;' ‘
at did you run away from him for ?%'" =

“«I didnt! He
. - stopped to thro
birds, and wanted us to wait. Di‘g;}fnﬁ: a.(; the ‘
y reéor-

giB?”
“Yes, he did,” said Georgie. *And he said

Lke’d tell that we
¥ " . N
wait? an away from him, if we didn’t

“I didn’t!” exclaimed the boy on the floor

§  kicking at a furious rate.

e gbo Tt » ‘
p that!” said Mr. Royden. *“Willie, do

8 you hear 27

~ Willie kicked harder

. ' than ever, and b
fear his collar with his dirty hands’ M %: e
could not stand and see that e Hoyden
“Why don’t hi |
- Ak t you govern him, whe
B 1% she asked, rather sharply, of hernhlfsz;ni:t o

“There! there ! Willie will getup and be a gdod

But Willia 17 -
ub Willie did xiot; and his mother, picking

chﬁtetﬂavfﬂ suddenly, shook him till his teeth
nd it seemed hi
then set him down in a littlls head must fly off;

o ¢ chair, so m“ghl_y-_that |




A “ UNITED HAPIZ{ FAMILY.”

the dishes rattled in the pantry as if shaken by
.an earthquake.
« Mother! mother!” said Mr. Royden, hastily,
« youll injure that child’s brain!”
"« helieve in making children mind, when I set
about it,” replied his wife, winding up her trea-
ment with a pair of well-balanced cuffs on Willie’s
ears, *There! — how does that set?  'Will you be
so naughty again?” ‘
The urchin was quite breathless and confused;
' but as soon as he had gathered strength, and col:
lected his senses, he set up a yell of rage, which
might bave been heard half’ a mile ; upon which
Mzs. Royden snatched him up, and landed him ina
clotﬁesepress, before he knew what new disaster was
going to happen.  His eries grew fainter and fainter
to. the ears of the family in the sitting-room, until,
the dungeon door being closed, they were muffled
and smothered altogether. ,
THis mother, having disposed of him, redppeared
in one of her worst humors. |
&Go about your work, Hepsy!” she cried.
« Ligzie, go and wash George’s face. Stop your
snivelling! 'What are you running off for, Sarah 27
«Fo get out of the noige,” said Sarah,
«T've as good a mind- to hox your ears as ever
I had to eat!” exclaimed her mother. ¢ Sit down
# and finish that seam, you saucy thing!”.

-

< : .
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. Szra,h Isat kjlown, with & very wry face, while Mr
oyden, Jookin i ’ .
hdh);e. » looking melancholy and Adzspleased, left the
t By dinnzr-;ilme the children had worn off their ill
emper, an .
nimﬁy.’ 13 Roydenlhad recovered her equa-
“ Come, now, let us sce if we ’
e, now, can’t have peacein
t;le family, smd‘ Mr. Royden, as he sat dlz)wn at
the table, addressing the children, but intending the
words for his wife's ear as well. ' ’
1 “ Szn%ngl keeps making faces ‘at me!” com-
plaine ie, whose e e st ith
D , , yes were still red with ery-
“0, I didn’t!” exclain ) i |
s xe aimed Samuel, with great
“T seen him ! gaid Georgie,

“I was only doing s0,” — and Sam, throwing hig

B lead tc one side, winked with his left eye and

looked up at the ceiling with the other.
“What did you do that for2” asked Mr. Ro
den, beginning to fec] iritated again, B
“I'was thinking how the old goose does when
Eshe thinks it ’s going to rain,” replied Sam perform
ing the operation again, to the amuseme:zt of tht;

R children,

Mr. Royden smiled.
7 T— wthing
Haven’t you anything else to do but to watch
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the old goose?” he asked, pleasantly; “ How

about that pillow ?”
. «Q, that’s fized! I’m going to sleep on it to-

night, to try it. "
« Hepsy,” — Mr. Royden seemed Just to have

" discovered that she was not at the table, — ¢ there’s

room for you. Why don’t you sit down?”

«Q, she’d just as lief wait and tend the baby,”
gaid Mre, Royden.

« But the baby is still.”

¢ She wants to read our Chester’s letter,” spoke
up James, a lad of fifteen, so loud that Hepsy could
hear him  the next room.

« Come, Hepsy! come and eat your dinner,”
eried Mr.- Royden.

She said she was not hungry ; but. he insisted ;
and she sat down at the table, looking very pale, and
‘with really no appetite. :

Mr. Royden then procceded to disclose the news
* - which had probably occasioned the unpleasant scowl
on his features, at his return from the post-office,
two hours 'before. He said he had received a letter
~ from his cousin Rensford, the clergyman, who pro-
posed to visit them in the course of oneor two weeks.

« His health is feeble, and he wants a vacation in

" the country. He expects me to write, if it will be

perf'eetly convenient for us to have him here a month
or §0.”

i |« If yowd do half a5 much for
B Dr you, the
¥ them.”

8 Ing his sistey’

. sternly ;
f table 1.

43
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“T don’t know how We can, any way iI; the world,”

said Mrs. Royden.

“ 0, I hope he won’t come 1 »
he does,

face.”
“ Ministers are so hateful ' added Tizgie,

* He shan’t come !
o cried Geotgie, flourishing his

. ¢ Hush, ehildren " said Mrs,
“Put down that knife, Georgie !

“We want a
’ good, respectable
to keep the young ones gtill,” ety o,

cried James, . « f

We can’t have any fun, — with hig long

Rayden, petulanﬂy

P quietly remarked

You used to be just like them,” said her mother,

them as I have dope
re would n’t he much trouble with

11 1 7
How does that fit 2 slyly asked James, pinch-

“Qoma gIE ‘ |
am one - “pexclaimed Mrs, Roydeﬁ :
your p*]ate and go away from the,

L]
Why, what has he done now? ” inquifed her

He put a piece of potato in Willje's neck,

- ,‘ amuel do you hear?”

m Ye »” TN L
| s ’m, smd Sam, gzgglmg and preparing to
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‘Willie had laughed ab first at the tickling scnsa-
tion, b he began toery.  ° L
thﬂsll::‘; Igl?):e clean?down 1" he whined, pressing his

o ; ”
clothes tight to his breast. = You old ugly —fovin

He struck at Sam, just as,the latter was re’m 1 tg;_
fvom. the table. The. consequence Was, Sam’s pia

cked out of his hand and broken in piefzes
‘Mhe lad saw Mrs. Royden smrtmg

r, and ran as if for his life. .

% mother! Let me manage.” said Mr.

was kno
on the floor.
~ from her chai
« Now, don

| den. .
Roghe sat down again, as if with a great effort.

« You are welcome to manage, if you ch:oset;;;
Willie, stop kicking the table! Take th(;l n}:) *
, out of his clothes, Sarah. Hepsyl,(.lvc;ltg on't y
\ ith ing told 27 -
ean up the floor, without being ‘ -
cle:‘L‘P_SeE ‘how much mischief you do, with your i‘oolt
ing,” sﬁid Mr. Royden, with g severe loo | a
H . N
Sam. _—
The boy cagt down his eyes, kic doq;' pos
. with his big toe. : | .
ﬁl « Come back, now, and eat your dinner. See if
you can behave yourself.”

BoF]

? imed 8
«He don’t deserve to have a mouthful, exclai |

’ \ took him to bring
. Royden. *What you ever h {
?i)rsfor, i can’t conceive; I should think we ‘had

o
 children enough of our own, to {nake us trouble "B

—
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“He’s old enough to know better. Come and
finish your dinner.”

“ I don’t want no dinner !” muttered Sam.

But he did not require much urging, Half
ashamed, and grinning from car to ear, he took his
place again at the table, Hepsy having brought a
fresh plate. . Meanwhile Sarah had pacified Willie,

- and recovered the fragments of potato that had wan-
dered down into. his trousers.

Peace being restored, the subject of the clergy-

- man’s visit was resumed by Mr. Royden.

“I don’t know how we can refuse him ; it will
be disagreeable, on all sides, for him to be here,”

“He will not suit us; and T am sure we shall
not suit him,” replied Mrs. Royden. < He will want
to- study and be quiet; and, unless he stays in his
room all the time, and shuts out the children, T
don’t krow what he will do. More than all that, I
could n’t think of having him around the house, any
way in the world.” .

“I wish I knew what to do about it,” muttered
Mr. Royden, scowling,

“l want you to do just-as you think best,
now that you have my opinion on the subject.”

This was 2 way Mrs. Royden had of shirking
responsibilities. Her husband smiled bitterly.

“If I decide for him to come,” said he, “ and his

i | %yisit proves disagreeable, I shall be the only one to
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blame | But I suppose there is but one course to
pursue. We cannot refuse the hospitality of our
house : but I sincerely wish he had chosen any
’ b tion,”
other place to spend his vacation .
“ IE is so strange he should think of coming among
plain farmers, in the country!” observed Mrs.

Royden. | .
| ‘j‘r 0, dan’t have him here!” cried the younger

ildren, in chorus. o
ehlJ!ﬂtho’ugh there was a large majority of voices
against him, Mr. Royden concluded that- 'Sarah
rright reply to the clergyman’s letter, afzer filtmntelé

im pr i uld be situate
* telling him pretty plainly how he WO . d
:E'H]l;eg camep; an)t; say that, notwithstanding their
circumstances, they would be glad to see hlm.. e

« Aftor this,” said he, ¢ I should hardly thin ¢
would come. But, if he does, we must try an

make the best of it.”

1T,
CHESTER,

It was on a warm and beantiful afternoon, several
days subsequent to the scenes Just described, when
little Willie, who was catching flies on the sitting-
room window, saddenly cried out, at the top of his
voice, _

“ There comes Ches’, full garlick! T guess the
witches are after him1” ' ‘

There was a general rush to the window, | Willie
had spoken truly.  There, indeed, was Chester, rid-
ing down the road, full gollop, yet hardly with the

‘air of one pursued by hags. He sat the horse
bravely, and waved his graceful hand to the faces at’
the window.

Serambling and screaming with joy, the children

B 1an to the door to meet their brother. Only Hepsy
B remained in the sitting-room., Her poor heart beat

fearfully, her breath came very short, and she was

B ‘pale, faint and trembling. She had neither strength
B nor courage to go forward and welcome her cousin,
+"Samuel came from the garden, James from the barn,
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and the three younger children from the house, to
meet Chester at the gate. The latter swung him-
‘gelf from the saddle, and catching up Willie, who
had climbed the fence, tossed him playfully upon

the horse’s back. o
 « How are you, chuck 2” he cried, kissing Lizzie.

“Folks all well? Why, Jim, how you have

9

own !
gr“ 0!roror” scrcamed Willie, afraid of fall-

ing, a8 Sam led the horse into the yard ; ¢ take me
down !’ |

« Don’t you want to xide 2 asked Chester.

«No! Il&l! O

Chester laughed, and teok him off, kissing hxs
tanned oheek, before he set him upon the turf.

« T want to ride ! ” cried Lizzie. .

« Do you ?” laughed her brother. He threw l}er
* up so suddenly that she found herself in a position
rather more becoming to boys than girls. The
children- shouted while she hastily shifted side-

wise on the saddle, and Chester put her foot in the

stirrup-strap. ~

“T want to ride, too!” cned Georgw, chngmg
to his brother’s legs.

« Well, we’ll see if the pony will carry double
Hold him tight by the bridle, Sam.” :

Sam liked no better fun, ‘He held the horse

‘while Chester put up George behind Lizzie. - The‘;}‘ »
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-animal curled back hls ears, but did not seem to
mind it much.

George was so dehghted with his position, that
Willie, who had ahdicated his seat voluntarily, now
hegan to ery with envy.

“Do you want to ride now?” said Chester.
“ Hold fast to Georgie, then.”

He put him up, and the child laughed glecfully
before his tears were dry.

James looked as if he would like to ride, too

-but; was too manly to speak of it.

“Hold tight, Willie! ” said he.
“Lwill!” eried the urchin, hugging Georgie
with all his might,
%0! you hurt!” roared Georgie, « There S a

pop-gun in my jacket pocket, and you squeeze it
right into my side.”

Chester reached up, and removed the pop-gun,
much to Georgie’s relief.

“ Now lead on to the barn, Sam,” said he, —

“slowly. Don’t let the young ones get hurt, when

you take them off.”
“ Let me drive,” cried Lizzie,
Sam looked up for Chester’s approval, and aban-

| B doned the reins to the young lady. The horse
" moved on towards the barn, good-naturedly; as if he

was used to such nongense,
Chester could not help laughing to see Willie
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‘hug Georgie with all his might ; his brown cheeks
_ pressed close against his brother's jacket, and his
little bare feet sticking out almost straight on each
side, his legs being very short, and the animals
back very broad. , |
. 'While the young man stood there laughing, some
‘one clasped him from behind, and kissed his cheek.

« Sarah ! any dearest sister!” cried Chester,
folding her in his arms;. “L am glad to see you!
How beautiful you grow!”
 «You can well afford to say that,” replied Sarah,
gazing with undisguised admiration at his handsome
face, and curling black whiskers. “Q! I should
hardly.have known you!” '

“Chester laughed, well pleased with the praise
_implied, and, clasping her waist, was dancing with
her towards the house, when the screams of little
" 'Willie attracted their attention,
~ Looking round, they saw the boy Sam, who had
a rare genius for mischief, tickling the bottom of
Willie’s foot with a twig. The latter could net
help himself; kicking was impracticable, considering
his position, and to disengage a band from George's
waist would have endangered his meck by a fall.

‘The little fellow was completely at the mercy of -
Sam, who walked by the horse, plying the twig, and

laughing with infinite good-nature.

B altogether,
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“ Sam ! you rascal!” oried Ch . “A
- boy alone.” ‘ o ester; “let that

“I’m only keepiria the flies off b 7 ward?
Sam, candidly. ° o hi fOOt" replied

“Well, if' you don’t take care, I ’H
) : ) keep the fli
off your back with a larger stick than thaf! Wlf;

do you want to spoil the little shaver’s ride in that

way ?”
X By this time, Willie, fecling deeply injured
t<3{?1fzmn to bceiﬂow, and Lizzie was obliged to driv;
wice around the big wood-pile, in th
yard, to pacify him. ’ oot of the
- Mrs. .Roy‘den met Chester in the door-way, and
ISS(.id him aff:cctxozutely._ She proposed half a dozen
leading questions with regard to his conduet, hig
h;altgh‘ and his designs, almost in a breath ;, all
of which he answered equivecally, op postponed
“ thare is He.ps.y? ” he asked, throwing himself
on & chair, and wiping the sweat from his fine fore-

<head with g perfumed handkerchief

“She Il come soon enough.” rep};
,oh gh,” replied his mothe
2 disagreeable tome, « Haye you got to (:Js'er,
perfumes, Chester 27 e
The young man flirted his h
_-Lhe andkerchief, smili
disdainfully, and said he * supposed he had ”Smﬂmg

¢« For my pal‘fj, I think the I L 5
the admiring Sarah, Y are very nice,” added

3
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« Do you, Sis? Well, you shall have as much
of them'as you want, when my trunks come.” .

' Where are your trunks?” asked Mrs. Roy-

den.
« At the tavern. I was in & hurry to come

home; so-I hired a saddle and galloped over the
road. Let one of the boys harness up, and go for
the luggage.” '

« Why, your father has gone to the village him-
self. Didn’t you meet him?” '

« No; he must have gone by the west road. 1
wonder if he will stop at the tavern? If he does,
the landlord will tell him my traps are there.” -

« ] presume he will go to the tavern, child. We
are expecting his cousin Rensford, the clergyman,
to-day, and your father went as much to bring him
oyer as anything.” _

« Pehaw! the old minister?” eried Chester.

»

« How long is he going to stay ?

«T hope not a great while,” said Sarah. Any-

. thing but a minister —out of the pulpit.”
« He ']l just spoil my visit,” rejoined her brother.
« Ho has been here, hasn’t he ? T think I remem-
ber seeing him, when I was about so high,” meagur-

ing off the door-post. !

"« He spent the night here, several years ago ; but
we don’t know much sbout him, only by heargay.
‘He’s a very good man, we are told,” said Mus.

CHESTER, : 27

Roydcp, with 2 sigh; “but how we are going to
have him in the family, T don’t know.” 7
Chester changed the topie of conversation by
once more inquiring for Hepsy. The girl did not
make her appearance ; and he expressed a desire to

. “gee a basin of water and a hair-brush.”

“You shall hav y oy -
Sarah. all have the parlor bed-room,” said

“ But if’ Mr. Rensford comes —” suggested her

~ mother.

“ 0, he can go up stairs.”

“I won’t hear to that!” cried Chester. “ Qive
the old man the luxuries. I want to see the inside
of my old room again.” o
nm: il,%ut Hepsy and the children have that room

*“ Never mind ; T want to look into i, §
‘ ;- ok into it. So bri
up & basin of water, Sis.” i bﬂﬂg
The young man went up stairs, Ho heard a flut-
'ter as he was about entering his old room. He went
in; and Heps itating '
iy ,t e of‘p Y, pa}e,‘ palpitating, sgeechless, caught
arranging her brown hair, —which, like

her eyes, was really beautiful, - shr . s
behind the door. y——shrank from his sight

“ ]%Iillo ! 50 I've found you!” he exelaimed
heartily, I ’ve been hunting the house” througli
for you. Are you afraid of your cousin?”

The blood rushed into the poor girl’s face, as she
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5‘.'.55‘.,1“-,_ -
gave him her quivering hand. He did not kiss her,

as he had Kissed his sisters ; but he pressed her hand
kindly, and spoke to her in a very brotherly tone,
inquiring how she was, and expressing delight at
seeing her again. -

As soon as she had recovered: her self-possession,
her eyes began to beam with pleasure, and her
tongue found .words. When Sarah came up, the
two were sitting side by side upon a trunk; and

Chester was rattling away at a great rate, telling

his poor cousin of his adventures.

He went into another room to perform his ablu-
tions, and Hepsy was left alone, her veins thrilling,
her head dizzy, and all her nerves unstrung. The
meeting, the surprise, the agitation and the joy, had
been too much for her sensitive nature; and she
sought relief in a flood of tears. S

Chester was very restless. Scarcely was he
seated again in the sitting-room, with his cravat

freshly-tied, and his hair and whiskers newly-cuiled, -

when he thought of a call he wished to make before

_pight. His mother seolded him dreadfully for run-
ning off 5o soon ; but he did not mind it, and ordered
Sam to bring his horse to the door.

The children were all around him, begging him
ot 10 go; bﬁt Willie encouraged the idea, provided
he could go too, and ride behind.
~ «Q, you can’t ride this time,” said Chester.

CHESTER.

“Yes, I can. Sam tickled my foot; I could n’t
ride good before,” whined the child.

But his brother did not acknowledge his claims $o
indemnification; and mounted the horse. Willie
began fo. cry, and, seizing a hoe, charged upon
Samuel furiously, as the author of all his woes,

Chester laughed ; but his mother cried ont from

the door-way, Do let him ride! Why can’t you ¢”

and he called Sam to put the little® hero up. He
took him over the pommel of the saddle, and gal-
_loped away in fine style, leaving George crying with
envy.

Willie was delighted, feeling no fear in Chester’s
arms; and when the latter asked him, in a coaxing
tone, if he would go back, the little fellow said he
would; and his brother swung him dawn by the
arm from the saddle-bow. e went trudging
thyough the sand, to meet the other children,t;md

~ brag of his ride, while the young man galloped gayly

over the hill, - :
g%
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" Ir was duske when Chester returned. Riding up

to-the barn-door, he found Sam trying to make the
cat draw a basket of eggs by a twine h'arness.r Sam
jumped up quickly, having cast off -the traces, alfd
began to whistle very innocently. Tl}e cat in
hatness darted around the cormer, and disappeared
in the shadows; while the mischief-maker swung
the eggs on his arm, and, appearing suddenly to have
observed Chester, stopped whistling, oub of respect.

« What are you -doing to that cat?” .cried the

L]
young man.

“ What cat ? O!” said Sam, candidly, ¢ she’s
| got tangled in a string somehow, and I was trying

to get her out.” - - , |

« What. a talent you have for lying!’ 4Iaughe.d
Chester. “Now, do you think you can take this
horse over to the village without getting into some
kind of a serape?”

4] 0, yes P

« Will you ride slow ?”
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«T won't go out of a walk,” exclaimed Sam,
positively. | |

“0Q, you may trot him, or go on a slow gallop,
if you like; but don’t ride fast, for he is jaded.
Leave him at the tavern, and come home as fast as
you like.” |

Sam was delighted with the idea; and, having put
the eggs in a safe place, mounted the horse from the
block, and galloped him slowly down the road.

In a little while he began to look back, and touch
the animal gently with the whip, when he thought
he was out of sight. Racing appeared to Sam to be
capital fun. Instead of taking the nearest way to
the village, he turned at the first cross-road, along
which he could pursue his harmless amusement in a
quiet and unostentatious manner. _

In a few minutes he had lashed the horse into
what is familiarly termed a “keen jump.” The
fences, the stones, the grove, with its deepening
shadows, seemed to be on a * keen jump ” in the op-
posite direction. The hoy screamed with delight,
and still plied the whip. Suddenly his straw hat
was taken off by the wind, and went fluttering over

~ the animal’s crupper.

This was an unforeseen catastroﬁhe; and, fearing
lest he should not be able to find the lost article on
his return, Sam attempted to slacken speed. But
the animal manifested a perfect indifference to all
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" hig efforts. Ife sawed on the bit, and cried whog,
in vain. Frank was not a horse to be whipped for
nothing, and he now meant to have his share of the
fan. e scemed almost to fly. The rider became
alarmed, and, to increase his fright, his left foot
slipped out of the stirrup. In an instant he found

himself bounding in a fearful manner over the pom- -

mel, then on the animal’s neck. He cleared his
right foot, abandoned the réins, and clung to saddle
and mane with all his might. DBut he somehow lost
his balance ; he then experienced a disagreeable sen-
sation of falling ; and, after a confused series of dis-
asters, of whick he had but a numb and sickening

consciousness, he made a discovery of himself, creep-

*

ing out of a brier-bush, on the roadside.

The first object that attracted his attention was a
riderless horse darting up the next hill, a quarter
of  mile off; and here we must leave the bold ad-
veniturer, limping slowly, and with much trouble,
over the road, in the dim hope of catching, at some
fature time, a fleet animal, going at the rate of fif-
teen miles an hoor,

After sending Sam with the horse, Chester
walked towards the house; but the family there
agsembled appearing to be in a sad state of confusion -

generally, he stopped before reaching the door.
Willie was shrieking in the shed, and striking “his
cousin Hepsy, because she insisted on washing his

. Son,
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feet before putting him to bed.  Georgie was in the
kitchen, blubbering sullenly; he had seen Sam trot
Frank out of the yard, and was angry at losing the
ride he had anticipated on. Chester’s return.  Lizzie
wag trying to get a book away from Sarah, with
much ado, and Mrs. Royden was scolding promis-
cuously.

“What a home to cheer a fellow, after six
months’ absence ! ” murmured the young man, feel-
ing sick at heart; “and it would seem so easy to

- make it cheerful and pleasant ! ”

He turned away, and, walking mto .the orchard,

~meb his brother James.

“ Has n't father returned 2” he asked.

“0, yes; two hours ago.”

“Did he bring my trunks [

“Yes,” said James; “ and a load he had of 1t,
The old minister is come, with baggage enough of
Lis own to last, I should think, a year or two.”

Chester expresqe§ some disagreeable sentiments
touching the old clengyman’s visit, and walked with
James into the lam% behind the barn, to ﬁnd his
father.

* Mr. Royden was rejoiced to meet his long«absent

“You milk the old red cow yet, I see;y” said
Chester. ,
A ‘Yes,’l’ replied his father, continuing the humble
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occupation; “ I suppose I shall have to as long as
we keep her.” ‘
« How many tires that foot of hers has knocked
over a frothing pail for me!” rejoined Chester.
-« T don’t know why it is, but nobedy except me can
do anything with her,” said Mr. Royden. *The

~ hired men arc as afraid of her foot as of a streak of .

lightning, Sometimes, when I am away, the boys
try to milk her; but she thinks she has a perfect
right to knock them around as.she pleases. I
believe it is because they are not gentle; they fool
with her, and milk so slow that she gets out of
patience; then, when she kicks, they whip her,
That ’s no way, James. You see, I never have any
trouble with her. I1’d rather milk her than any
cow in the yard; I never knew her to kick but
onge or twi—"

«This is the third time!?” said Chester, laugh-
ing.. ‘ - '
While his father was speaking the cow’s foot had
made one of its sudden and rapid evolutions. The
pail was overturned; the milk was running along
the ground, and the anmimal was running down the
lane. =~ - o :

Mr. Royden got up from the stool, and looked at
the mischief she had done, with a blank expression.
- *You did n’t get spattered, I hope ?” said he,
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“No; I think not;” » passed hi
hand over his clothes. i Oheeter Pass?d "
“ Shall I head her off 2 " asked James,
“ No. I had just finished.”
“That ’s just the time she always kicks, father.”
“1 knowit; and T oughﬁ to have been on'the

 look-out. She don’t like to have any talking going

on during the business of milking, (!
to the houge,” e T e
The children had been pub to bed; t
. he candles
were lighted, and the sitting-room ,I d qui
oo g ooked quite
. “ “El:tdmade you stay so long, Chester 2” asked

1s. Royden, “You haven’t h
A ‘haven’t had any supper,

“ Yes; the Dustans invited me to tea.” |

“ And did yon walk home 2 »

“Walk! No, indeed, I rode.”

. “ But you are ot going to keep that horse over
night, on expense, I hope,” said Mrs. Royden.

Chester replied that he had sent Sam with him to
the village, -

“ Now, that hoy will do some mischief with him,
you may depend! Why could 0t you walk over
from the tavern in the first place, instead of hiring
a horse? You shouldn’t be so careless of expense,

‘Chester.”

The young man began to whistle, The' entrance
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of Sarah scemed a relief to him ; and he imniediately
 proposed o game of whist. His mother opposed him
strenuously, saying she wanted him to talk, and tell

“all about his fortunes and prospects, that evening;
* but it was his object to avoid all conversation touch-
ing his own conduct, in presence of the family.

« Come, Jim,” said he, ¢ where are the cards?
Will Hepsy play 27 ’

« Hepsy is busy,” replied Mrs. Royden, curtly.
« If you, must play, Lizzie will make up the set.”

« But the minister ? " suggested Lizzie,

« Yes,” said ber mother. It will not do to‘play |

before him.”
« He has gone to bed, I am pretty sure,” cried

Sarah. - He was very tired, and it is all still in

his room.” \
« Lot us have a little sport, then, when we can,”

said Chester.

The table was set out; the players took their
places, and the cards were shuffled and dealt.

~ “They don’t know one card from apother over at

Deacon Smith’s,” observed Sarah, sorting her hand,
« [ never knew such stupid people.” :

«« What is that, —a knave or a king?” inquired
Lizzie, hiolding up one of her cards.

“Don’t you know hetter than to show your
hand 27 cried James, who was her partner. « It’s
a knave, of course. The king has no legs.”

4

EVENING AT THE FARM-HOUSE, 37

“You needn’t be so cross about it‘! ¥ murmured
Lizzie.

“If you don’t know how to play,” retorted her
brother, « you ’d better let Hepsy take your placé.” '

“Children®” cried Mrs. Royden, “if you can’t
get along without quarrelling, I will burn every’
card I find in the house. ' Now, do you mark my
word ! ' |

. To keep peace, Chester proposed to take Lizzio for
his partner; a. new hand was dealt, and the play
went on,

“I wish,” said Mrs. Royden, as her hushand
entered the room, “I wish you would make the
children give up their whist for this evening.”

But Mr. Royden liked to have Lis family enjoy
j;hemselves ; ‘and, as long ag cards kept them good-
natured, he.was glad to sce them play. He sat
down by the side-table, opened a fresh newspé.per ke
had brought from the village, adjusted his glasses on
his nose, and began to read.




IV.
THE OLD OLERGYMAN.

Ix a little while, Hepsy came in from the kitchen,
having finished her work, and, timidly drawing 2
chair near the whlst-table, sat down to watch the

e
« T don’t want Hepsy looking over my shoulder ! ”

- exclaimed Lizzie, with an expression of disgust.

«If you would let her tell you a little about the
game, you would get along full as well,” observed
James, sarcastically.

«T don’t want Aer to tell me!”

« Hepsy,” spoke up Mrs, Royden, “why don’t
you take your sewmg? You won'’t do any good

there.”
% Do let her look on, if it mterests her,” said M.

| Royden, impatiently putting down his paper, and
lifting his glasses. “Don’t keep her at work all

the tlme.”
But Hepsy, the moment Lizzie slnoke, had shrank

away from the table, with an expression of intense
pain on her unattractive face.
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“ Come here; Hepsy,” said Chester, drawing a

- chair for her to his side; *you may look over my

shoulder, ,Come!”

The gir] hesitated, while the big tears gathered in
her eyes; but he extended his hand, and, taking
hors, made her sit down. After he had played his
card, he laid his arm familarly across the back of her
chair, Her face burned, and scemed to dry up the
tears which had glistened, but did not fall.

Mr. Royden took up his paper again with an air
of satisfaction ; his wife looked sternly reconciled,

- and plied her sewing vigorously. The play went on

pleasantly ; Lizzie feeling so thoroughly ashamed of
her unkindness to Hepsy — which she would not
have thought of but for Chester’s rebuke — that
she did not speak another disagreeable word during
the evening.

“ Put the cards under the table,—-—— quick ! sud-
denly exclaimed James,

“ What’s the matter 2 asked Sarah.

“The minister is coming!” he added, in a fear-

ful whisper,

Footsteps were indeed heard approaching from
the parlor, The young ®people were in a great
flarry, and Sarah and Lizzie hastened, to follow
James’ advice and example. But Chester would
not give up his cards. ‘

% Let him come,” said he. * If he never saw a
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pack of cards, it is time he should sce one. It is
your play, Sarah.” ‘

Thus admonished, the children brought out their
cards agam, and re-commenced playing, in a very
confused manner. - Chester’s example was hardly
sufficient to give them courage in the eyes of the
minister. They heard the door open, and there was
not a face at the table, except Chester’s, but burned
with consciousness of guilt.

- “Ah, how do you feel, after your _]oumey?”
asked Mr. Royden. ¢ Hepsy, place a chair for Mr.
Rensford.”

“No, no; do not trouble yourself, my child,”
said the old- gentleman, smiling kindly wpon the
girl. « Let me help myself,”

-He sat down in the seat she had vacated, behind
Lizzie’s chair,

“I feel much rested,” he added cheerily.
“ That nice cup of tea, Sister Royden, has made a
new man of me.”

- Mrs. Roydenwcknowledged the compllment with a

smile, and Mr. Royden proceeded to give his vener-
able relative a formal introduction to his son Ches-
‘ter.. The young man afouse proudly, and, holding
the cards jn- his left hand, advanced to offer the
other to the clergyman.

“Ah! my }ouno' friend ae-a,m"’ cried the old

v
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‘gentleman, with a gleam of genuine sunshiné on his

face. “T hardly expected to meet you so soon,”

Chester’s manner changed oddly. He recoiled a
step, and, although he maintained his proud bearing,
his eye fell, and his cheeks tingled with sudden heat.
But, recovering himself almost immediately, he ac-
cepted the proffered hand, and murmured,

«This is a surprise! My compliments to you,
sir. I am glad to sce you looking so well, after your
tedious journey.”

“ You have mct hefore, I take 162" suggested
Mr. Royden.

« Only this morning, and that without knowing

each other,” replied the clergyman. He looked over

Lizzie's shoulder. ¢ What is this, my dear?
Whist 2

“Yes, sir,” murmured the girl, f’eebly, and Wlth
2 blush of shame, |

In ber confusion she threw down the worst card
she could have played, DBut James did not do
much better; and the trick was Chester’s. He
smiled as he took it up, and gently admonished his
sister to be more eareful of the game. )

- The old gentleman éntered into conversation with
the parents, and the children gradually recovered
their nerves. But all were now anxious that the
play should be brought to a close. It so happened
that ‘the victory, to Chester and Lizzie, depended

* . .
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upon one trick. She played wrong, and they lost
it; when, to the astomshment of all, Mr. Rensford
exclaimed,

“Ah! that was-a bad pIay, my dear! You
should have led your ace, and drawn Sarah’s queen,

then your ten of trumps would have been good for:

the next trick. Don’t yon see 2

“ Yes, sir,” murmured Lizzie, submissively.

“One would say you were an old hand at the
game,” eried Chester.

“Q, as to that,” replied the clergyman, smiling,
41 used to be considered a good whist-player in my
younger days.”

“Won't you take a hand now, sir?”?

“No, I thank you,” laughing good-humoredly ;
“I gave up the amusement twenty years ago. ~But -
~ let me take the cards, if you are done with them,
and T will show this listle girl a pleasant trick, if T'
have not forgotten it.”

¢ (ertainly, sir,” said Chester.

The family began to like the old gentleman
already. Lizzie gave him her seat at the table, and
looked over his.shoulder. He sorted the cards with
his thin, white fingers, and gave a number of them
historical names, telling her to remember them.
He called the game ¢ The Battle of Waterloo.” T
proved eminently interesting to the older children,
as well as to Lizzie ; and, in such a simple, beautiful
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‘manner did the old man go through with the evolu-

tions, that all, even the proud Chester, afterwards
knew more about the last days of Napoleon’s power
than they had learned in all their lives.

«There!” exclaimed the clergyman, ““is n’t that
as good as whist?”

«1 like it better,” answered Lizzie, who found
herself already leaning fondly on his shoulder.
« But what did they.do with Napoleon 7

“ Would you like to know ?”

“(), yes! very much.”

« Well, then, I will tell you. Or, since it is get-
ing late, suppose I lend you a little book in the
morning, that relates all about it 2” |

-“T would like to read it,” said Lizzie.

“Then I will teach you the game, and you can
teach it to your little brothers, when they get
older,” continued the clergyman.

“ Lizzie!” spoke up Mrs. Royden, “ don’t you
know better than to lean upon  your uncle’s shoul-
der?”

- %1 didn’t think,” rephed the girl, the smiles

- suddenly fading from her warm, bright face.

“0, I love to have her!” cried M. ansf’ord,
putting his arm around her kindly.

“ But I thought you must be verylweary," said
Mrs. Royden.
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“ It rests me to talk with happy children, at any
time.”
~ “You are not much like me, then; for when I
am tired I never want them round.”

“Ah! you lose a great deal of comfort, then??
softly observed the old gentleman, kissing Lizzie’s
cheek.. “T had a little girl once, and her name
was Lizaie, too,” he added, his mild blue eyes begm-
ning to glisten.

«Whero is she now 2 " asked Liztie.

*In heaven.”

The clergyman’s voice was scarcely raised ahove

a whisper ; ‘but so deep was the silence in the ‘room,
that he was heard distinetly. Tepsy's cyes swam
with tears; and the rést of the family were more or
" less affected by the pathetie reply,
“ Tt 19 a comfort to think she s there, tsn’t 1£2
- he continued, with a smile of happiness radiating his
eal and hopeful countenance, « How good Glod is
to us! " he exclaimed, fervently. |

Afterwards, he engaged in cheerful conversation

with the parents; but soon expressed a wish to
retire, and, kissing Lizzie again, and shaking hands Jm{.

with all the rest, Wlt-h # pleasant word for each he
took his candle, and withdrew.

But he seemed to have left the warmth of his
presence behind him, The family had never sepa-
 rated with happier faces and kinder words than on
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that night; and Sarah, James and I.uzzxe, went lov-

ingly up stairs together.

Chester remained with his parents, to have a little
private conversation hefore going to bed. Mrs.
Royden broke the silence. ‘

“Tt i strange what has become of that hoy, -
Samuel, It was time he was back, half an hour
ago.”

“I've heen thinking about him,” replied Ches-
ter, with an anxions look. “If he is riding that
horse all over creation, I wouldn't give much for

him, in the morning.” .
«T never knew the little raseal to do an errand

 without doing some wischief with it,” added his

father. « But he does not mean anything ver y had.
There ’s no danger of his doing much damage ; 0
let ug forget him for the present, Chester, and talk
over your affairs.”




V.

CHESTERIS CONFRSSION.

Cuzerer could no Jonger evade the leading ¢ues-
tion, ¢ Why had he left the academy 2” Much as
he dreaded giving anl account of his conduct, he
could not put it off,

As he auticipated, his father was inexpressibly
irritated, and his mother decidedly cross, when he
confessed that he had been expelled.

*What did you do to bring such diswraee upon

your name?” groaned Mr. Royden, more grieved
) &

than angry.

“ Well," replied Chester, with a burning face,
yeb without descending from his proud demeanor,
“J suppose I transgressed some of their old fogy
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* pal having been intimately coneérned in his trang-
“"gressions.' Chester had met her elandestiﬁely, won

her affeotions, and brought about an engagement of
marriage between them, contrary to her father’s will
and commands. .

When Mrs, Royden learned that the young lady
wag heiress to a comfortable: fortune left her by a
near relative, she was quite ready fo forgive her
son’s rashness. But; his father reprimanded him
severely.

“1 hope you have given up the foolish idea of
marrying the romantic girl,” he said.

“ No, sir,— never!” exclaimed Chester, fer-
vently. “If I lose her, I shall never marry. I
have her promise, and I can wait, It will not be
long before she ean marry without her f‘ather 5 com
gent as well as with it.”

“ But what do you intend to do, in the mean
time ?” asked Mr. Royden, in a rather bitter tone.

. T would like,” replied Chester, more i:umbly, as
if anxious to propitiate his father,—* I would kke to

Jaws.” __commence with the next term at the Li—— Insti-
“ Broke their regulations! But 1t: must hay ; te,"” S ,
been something outragcous, to result inan expul- « A beautiful way you have gone to work to en-

sion. Tell the whole truth, Chester.”

The young man hesitated no more, but made a
“ olean breast ” of the affair, His expulsion had
not been a public one, the daughter of the prinei-

courage me in what T am doing for you!” iuter-
rupted Mr. Royden. ¢ No, Chester! I shall not
hear a word to your going to L——. You must
stay at home now until you are of age.”
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The young mar leaned his head upon his hand, .
and Jooked gloomily at the floor, His father broke
the silence.

A boy of your years to talk of marrying! Pre-
posterous !’

“Y have no idea of it, within a year or two,”
soid Chester. % But let things take their course.
Do you expect me now to stay at home ¢

“Why not 2"

« And work on the farm 2

“Are you getting too proud for. that, — with
your heiress in view ?” asked Mr. Royden, with
sarcasm. -

« Tt seems as though I might be doing somethmg
moro-profitable, to prepare me for entering life.”

«“Yes! You might be at another academy, on-
eupying your time in making love to another silly,
romantic girl ! ®

“ Nobody will say,” rejoined Chester, biting his
lips, ‘and- speaking .with forced ealmness, — ¢ my
worsh ememy cannot say,—that I have not ira-
proved my opportunitics of study. I hope you will

believe me, when I say I have always stdod at th‘

- head of my classes,”

Mr. Royden was considerably softened,

« Well, well ! ” gaid he, T can make some allow-
ance for your young blood. I will see what ought

i
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to be done. We Will talk the matter over at
another time.”

"« But while you do stay at home,” added Mrs
Royden, who had remained silent for a length of
time quite unusual with her, “ you must take bold
and help your father all you can. He has to hire a
great deal, and sending you to school makes us feel
the expense more than we should. James is not
worth mueh, and Samuel, you know, is worse than
nothing.”

« Speaking of Sam, I wish he would show his
face. Tt’s getting very late,” obeerved Mr. Royden,

looking at the clock:

“ The old gentleman is always ab the door when
his name is spoken,” said Mrs. Royden. ¢ There he
comes.’ .

‘Sam was creeping into the kitchen as silently as
possible,

“Young man!” eried Mr. Royden, opemng the
sitting-room door, * come in here.”

Ve, sir,” said Sam, in a very fecble and weak

~ tone of voice.

. But he lingered a long time in the kitchen, and
‘during the conversation, which was resumed, he was

nearly forgotten, At length Mr. Royden thought

" he heard a strange noise, which sounded very much

like a person erying,
5
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“Do you hear, Samuel?” he cried. “Come in
here, I say! What is the madter 2

T ’m— coming ! ” replied the boy, in a broken
voice. '

He made his appearance at the door in a piteous
plight. .He was covered with dirt, and with all his
efforts he could not kegp from erying.

“You have been flung from the horse! * suddenly
exclaimed Chester. ¢ Is that the trouble?”

¢ 1 haven't been flung from the horse, neither! ”
said Sam, doggedly. =

# Did you leave him at the tavern?”

“Yen, — I left him at the tavern”

«“Whiat did the Jandlord say 27

- % He did n’t say nothing.”

% Sam, you're Iying ! ' cried Chester,

« True as T live —" began Sam.

« T know what the trouble iz, said Mys. Royden,
who was very much provoked ab seeing the boy's
goiled clothes. “He has been fighting. And, if he
has, it is your duty, father, to take him out in the
shed, and g:ve him as good a dressu’xé2 as he ever
had in his life.”

Sam was on the point of confessing to the charge,
as the best explanation of the distressed condition he
was in, when the added threat exerted its natural
influence on his decision.

# No, I han’t fit with nobody,” he gaid.

L

“The -
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boys in the village throw'd stones at-me; but I
didn’t throw none back, nor sass 'em, nor do noth-
ing but come as straight home as I could come.”

“ What is the matter, then?” demanded Br.
Royden, impatiently, taking him by the shoulder
and shaking him. “Hpeak out! Whatisit?”

“ Holl dowa,” mumbled Sam.

' «Tell down 2"

“Yes, sire and hurt my ankle, so't I -can’t
walk,” he added, beginning to blubber. :

“ How did you do that ?”

Sam began, and detailed the most outrageous
" falschood of which his daving genius was capable.
He had ‘met with the most dreadful migchances, by
falling over a “ big stun,” which some villanous boys
had rolled into.the road, expressly to place his Hmbs
in peril, as he passed in the dark.

“But how did the boys know how to lay the
stone so exactly as to accomplish their purpose?”
asked Chester, suspecting the untruth.

Tor o moment Sam was posed. But his genius

©_ did not”desert him.

# <0, said he, « T abways walk jest inone track
along there by Mr. Cobbett’s, on the right-hand
gide, about 2 yard from the fonce, I &'pose they
knowed it, and o rolled the stone up there.”

“You tell the most ahsurd stories in the world,”
veplied Chester, indignantly, “ Who do you ex-
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pect is going to believe them? Now, let mo tell

‘you, if I find you have been lying about that horse,
and if you have done him any mischief, I will tan
you within an inch of your life! ®

Sam hastened to declare that he had spoken gos-
pel truth; at the same time feeling' n dreadful
twinge of conscience af the thought that, for aught
he knew to the contravy, Frank might still be run-

ning, riderless, twenty wmiles away, *

"+ Mis. Royden now usurped the conversation, to
give him n severe scolding, in the midst of which he
limped off to bed, to pass a sleepless, painful ang
unhappy night, with his braised limbs, and in the
foar of retribution, which was certain to follow, when
his sin and les should all be found out.

" # T wigh,” he said to himself, fifty times, « I wish

I had told about the horse; for, like as.mot, they
would 't have lieked me, and, if I a7 to have a lick-
ing, I'd rather have it now, and done with, than
think about it a week.”

VI.

MORNING AT THE FARM,

Ox the following day Samuel's ankle was so
badly swollen as to make a frightful appearance.
Mrs, Royden had to call him three times before he
cou}fl fsummon courage to get up; and when, threst-
ened with heing whipped out of hed, he finally

-obeyed her summong, he discovered, to his dismay,

that the lame foot would not bear his weight.

With great difficalty Sam succeeded in dressing
himself, after a fashion, and went hopping down
stairs, e
“You good-for-nothing, lazy fellow ! began Mrs.
Royden, the moment he made his appearanee, * you

_deserve to go without eating for a week. The boys

were all up, an hour ago. What is the matter?

. What do you hohble along so, for#”

« (lan’t walk,” muttered Sam, sutkily.
“ Can’t walk ! ¥’ — in a mecking tone, — * what
is the reason you eannot 2
«'Chuse my ankle’s hurt, where I fell down.”
«There! now I suppose you'tl be. laid up &
B ‘
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. week!” cxclaimed Mrs, Royden, with severé dis.
pleasure, ¢ You are always getting'into some dife
fieulty. Let me look at your ankle.”

Crying with pain, Sam dropped upon a chair, and
pulled up the Jeg of his pantaloons.
. When Mrs. Royden saw how bad the huxt was,
her feelings began to soften ; but such was her habit
that it was impossible for her to refrain from up-

braiding the little rogue, in her usual fault-finding

tone,

“You never hurt that foot by - fallmg over a
stone, in this world!” said she. *Now, tell me
the truth,” .

Sam was ready to take oath to the falschood of
the previous night; and M. Royden, declaring
‘that she never knew when to believe him, promised
him a beautifal flogging, if it was afterwards dis-
@vered that he was telling an untruth. Meanwhile
she had Hepsy bring the rocking-chair into the
kitchen, where Sam was charged to “keep quiet,

and not get into more mischief,” during the prepara- ’

tion of some. herbs, steeped in vinegar, for his
ankle,

The vein of kindness visible under Mrg. Royden’s '

habitual “ill-temper affected him strangely. The
* consciousness of how little it was deserved added
to his remorse. He was crying so with pain and
unhappiness, that when Georgie and Willie came in

*
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from their morning play out-doors, they united in
mocking him, and calling him a ¢ big baby.”

At this crisis the old clergyman entered. He
wag up and out at sunrise, and for the last half-
hour he had been making the acquaintance of the.
two little hoys, who were too cross to be seen lthe
previcus night.

« Bxouse me,” said he to Mrs. Royden, who
Tooked dark at seeing him in the kitchen ; “my lit-
tle friends led me fn this way.”

«Q, you are perfectly excusable,” replied she;
“hut we look hardly fit to be seen, in here.”

¢t Dear me,” cried the old man, with one of hig
delightful smiles, “T am fond of all such familiar
places. And you must not mind me, at any rate.
T came to be one of the family, if you will let me.”

Mrs. Royden replied that he was perfectly wel-
come; he did them an honor; but she was sure it
would be much pleasanter for him to keep the pri-
vacy of his own room, where the children would not
disturb him,

“There is a time for all things under the sun,”
answered the old man. «There it even a time to

"be a child with children. But what have we here? |

A sprained ankle ?”

« Yeq, gir,” murmured Sam,

«Ah! it is a bad sprain,” rejoined the elergy-
man, in s tone- of sympathy. “How did it bap-
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" pen?” s1tt1ng down by Samuel,"and taking Gieorgie
and Willie on his knees.

. Sam mumbled over the old story shout filling
over a stone.

“And you were mocking him?” sjd the old
man, patting Willie’s cheek,

“ He cries,” replied Willie, grinning,

* And don’t you think you would ery, if you had
hurt your foot ay he hag??

The hoy shook his head, and declared stoutly that
he was sure he would not ery. But he, as well as
Greorgie, began actually fo shed tears of sympathy,
when their new friend made them look at the
sprained ankle, and told them how painful it must
be. ‘

They were not heartless children; their better
foelings only required to be drawn out; and From
that time, instead of Janghing at Sam, they appeared

‘ready to do almost anything they thought would
please him,

“1 havew't had such an appetite in months,”
said the clergyman, as he sat down at the brea,kf'ast~
table with the family.

And’ his happy face shed a pleasant sunshme on
~ all around. Mr. Royden invited him to ask a bless-
ing on the food; and, in & forvent tone, and an ear-
nest, simple manner, he tifted up hig heart in thank-
falness to the great Giver.
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'As Mrs. Royden poured the coffes, she a,ppeaared
to think it necessary to make some apologics.
They did not often use that beverage in her family,
she said, and she was not skifled in its preparation,

« T am afraid it is not very elear,” she added,

«No,” said the clergyman, “it is not clear
enough for me. ‘The only drink that is clear
enough for me * — holding up a glass of pure cold
water — “Is this.” ’

s But you will try a cup of coffec? Or a eup of
tea, at least 2"

«J never use either, except when T need some
such restorative, Last night a fine cup of tea was a
blessing, This morning I require nothing of the

. klnd "

« But you eannot make out a breakfast on our

* plain fave, without something fo drink besides

water.”

The old man smiled serenely. .

« Your fare cannot be too plain for me. T often
breakfast luxuriously on a slice of brown bread and
a couple of apples.”

“Brown bread and apples!” exclaimed Mrs.
Royden, in surprise. “ Who over heard of apples

for breakfast 2™ -
«T paver foel so well as when T make them a

large proportion.of my food,” replied the- clergy-
man, “People commit & great error when they
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use fruits only as lusuries. They are our most

simple, natural and healthfal food.”
«“You bave never worked ‘on a furm, I sce,” ob-
served Mr. Royden.

“I understand you,” —and the old man, per-

haps to illustrate his liberal views, ate a piece of
fried bacon with evident velish, ¢ Different natures
and different conditions of men certainly demand
different systems of diets. If a man has animal
strength to support, let him use animal food. But
ment i¢ not the best stimulus to the brain, With
regard t0 vegetables, my experience teaches that

they are beautifully adapted to omr habits of life, ».

Lot the man who digs beneath the soil consume- the
food he finds there. But I will pluck the grape
- or the peach as I walk, and, cating, find myself
refreshed,” : .
“That iz a rather poetical thought,” remarked
Chester, “But I doubt if it be souad philosophy.”
“0,T ask no one to accept any theory of my
own,” answered the old man, benjgnly, «If T talk
reason, consider my words; if not,” — smiling sig-
nificantly, with an expressive gesture, — Job. the
wind have them.” '
“But I think your ideas very interesting,”
said Sarah.  “ What do you think of bread 7 * .
“It is the staff of life. The lower vegetable
- productions are suited to the grosser natures of men,
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VThose brought forth in the sunlight are more suit-

able to finer organizations. I place grains as much
higher than roots, on a philosophical scal-,e, as thg ear
of corn is higher thon the potato, in & literal sense.
Therefore, as grain grows midway between vegeta-
bles and fruits, it appears to be wisely designed as
the great staple of food, But the nearer heaven the
more spiritual.  If I am to compose a sermon, let
me make a dinner of nats that have ripened in thcl
broad sunlight, of apples that grow on the highest
boughs of the orchard, and of grapes that are

= found sweetest on the tops of the vines.”

“ Very beautiful in theory,” gaid Chester.

« When you have studied tho subject, perhaps you
will find some grains of truth in the chaff,” replied
the clergyman, with 2 genial smile. .

¢ In the first place,” xejoined Chester, with the
confidence of o man who has a powerful argument
1o advance, * speaking of nuts, — let us look ab the
chestnut.  You will everywhere find that the tallest
trees produce the poorest nuts.” :

«] grant it.”

«Then how does your theory hold ?”
Mr. Ronsford answered the young man's triumph-

" ant look with a mild expression of countemance,

which showed a spirit, equally happy in teachiag or
in being taught.
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“T think,” said he, ¢ your tall. chestout-tree is
found in forests 27

« Yes, sir; and the spreading chestnut, or the
second growth, that springs up and comes to matu-
rity in cleared fields, is found standing alone.”

«T ‘strikes me, then, that the last is cultivated.
You may expeet better nuts {rom it than from the
savage tree. And there is goo& reason why it should
not be of such majestic stature, Its body has room
to expand. It is not orowded in the selfish society
of the woods; and, to put forth its fruits in the sun-
light, it is not obliged to struggle above the heads
of emulous companions.”

“Bub chestnuts are very unhealthy,” said’ Mis.
Royden, to the relief of Chester, who was ata loss
how to reply.

« They should not be unhealthy If we had not
" abused our dlgestlve organs, and destroyed our
teoth by injurious habits, we would suffer no incon-
venience from o few handfuls of chestnuis, As it is,
masticate them well, and use them as food, —and

- not as luxuries, after the gastric juices are exhausted .

by & hearty dinner,—and I doubt if they would
do much harm.”

‘VII.

CLOUDS AND SUNSHINE;

“ Dear me!” cried Mrs. Royden, as the clergy-
man declined tasting the pie Hepsy brought on as a
dessert, “you. have n't eaten anything at all!
You’d better try a small piece 27

The old man thanked her kindly, adding that he
had eaten very heartily.

L am afraid you will not be able to get through

the forenoon,” she-repliad,
. “Nay, don’t tempt me,” he said playfully, as she
insisted on the pie. My constitution was never
strong ; and, with my sedentary habits, I should
never have reached the age of seventy-two, if I had
not early learned to control my appetites. It i is
hetter to go hungry from = loaded table, th:m run
the risk of an indigestion.”

“ Are you seventy-two?” asked Mr. Boyden, in
% sad tone, ’

“The twelfth day of Qotober next is my seventy-

6
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second birth day,” replied the old man, cheerfully,
- % Don’t you think I have lasted pretty well 77

“Ts it possible that you are twenty-eight yoars
older. than T 27 exclaimed the other.

“Do I not look as 01d?” ‘ '

“When your countenance ju-in repose, perhaps

oit do; but when you talk, — why, you dow’t look
over fifty-five, if you do that.”

- T have observed it,” said Sarah. « When you
speak your soul shines through your face.”

“ And the soul is always young. God be praised
for that!” zeplied Mr, Rensford, with a happy
smile on his lips, and a tear of thankfulness in his
eye. *“God be praised for that!”

-« But the souls of most men begin to wither the
day they enter the world,” remarked Chester, bit-
terly. “Perhaps, in your sphere of action, you have
avoided the cares of life, — the tarmoil and jar of the
noisy, selfish world.”

« Heaven has been merciful to me,” said the old
man, softly. “Yet my years have been years of

labor; and of sorrow I have seen no little. Perse-
"cution has not always kept aloof from my door.”

% (), few men have had so much to go through!™
spoke up Mr. Royden, in o tono of sympathy,
“The wonder is, how you have kept your brow so

free from wrinkles, and your spirit so clear from

clouds.”
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% When the frosts have st:ﬂen upon me, when the
cold winds have blown,” replied Mr, Rensford, in a
. tone so touching that it was felt by every one. pres-
ent, “ L have. prayed Heaven to keep the leaves of
my heart green, and the flowers of my soul fresh
and fragrant, The sunlight of love was showered
upon me in return. I managed to forget my petty
trials, in working for my poor, unhappy brethren.
My wife went to heaven before me; my child fol-
Towed her, and T was left at one time all alone, it
seemed.  DBut something within me said, ‘They
whom thon hast loved ave in bliss; zepine not,
therefore, but do thy work here with a cheerful
spirit, and be thankful for all God’s mercies.” ”
#] understand now how you got the familiar
,name I have heard you called by,” seid Mr. Roy-

~ den, with emotion,

“Yes,” ~~and the old man’s fine ecountenance
glowed with gratitude, — it hgs pleased my friends
‘to give me an appellation which is the only thing
in the world I am proud of, — Futher Brighthopes.
Is it possible,” he added, with tears in his eyes
« that I have deserved such a title? Hasmy work
heen done so cheerfully, has my faith been so man- -
‘ifest in my life, that men have erowned me with
thiz comforting assarance that my prayers for
grace have been answered 27 -
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5 .
«Then you would be pleased if we called you by
this name ¥ -
« You will meke me happy by giving me the
honorable title, No other, in the power of kings to
_bestow, could tempt me to part with it. As long
as you find me sincere in my faith and conduet, call
me Fuather Brighthopes.,. When I turn to the dark
gide of life, and waste my breath in complaining of

the clouds, instead of rejoicing in the sunshine, then

disgrace me by taking away my title.”
- 4T wish more of us had your disposition,” said

Mr. Royden, with a sad shake of the head.

¢ There i3 no disposition so easy, and which goes

g0 smoothly through t‘ae world " replied the old
man, smiling.

Mr. Royden felt the force of the remark, hut,
being & man of exceedingly fine nerves, he did not
think it 'would be possible for him to break up his
habit of fretfulness, in the midst of all the annoy-
ances which strewed his daily path with thorns. Ife
said as much to his aged friend,

"« Do you never stop to consider the utter insig-
nificance of all those little trials, compared with the
immortal destiny of man?” replied Tather Bright-
hopes. ** I remember when a blot of ink on a page

T had written over would completely upset my -

What was the lahor of copying the spoiled
What are all the trivial accidents of

temper.
manuserips ?

]
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life? ‘What even is the Joss of property? Think
of eternity, and answer. Afflictions diseipline us.
Sorrows purify the soul. Once an insulting word

" would throw e into a violent passion ; but to-day

I will do what.I think right, and smile calmly at
persecution.” '

The old man’s philosophy bed evidently made an
impression. M. Royden went about his work in
a more calm and self-sapported manner thin was his
wont ; and the children had never known their
mother in o betier humor, at that time of &ay, than

~when diresting the household affhirs, after break-

fast,

Lizzie did not fail to remind Father Brighthopes
of the book he promised her; and, in opening his
trunks, he found not only what she wanted, but
volumes to saib all. tastes, from Sarah’s down to -
Georgie’s, and even a little picture-book for Willie,
He also put his hand on something which he thought
would interest Sam, laid up with his Jame ankle ;
and selacted one of the most attractive books in his
possession to cheer the heart of Hepsy.

By this time the children were growing danger-
ousty attached to him. Willie wanted to sit on his
knee all the time, and Georgie was unwilling to go
and rock the baby, which was erying in the sitting.
room, tnless the clergyman went out there too,

- But Father Brighthopes had a peculiar faculty
6%
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- -of governing young people. ~With a few kind words,
and a promise of following soon, he despatched
Georgie to work at the -cradle, with a good heart ;
and, telling Lizzie and Willie that he wished to
he alone a little while, he sent them away, well
contented with the books and kisses he gave
them, '

Mrs. Royden’s household affairs progressed un-

usually well that morning, and she was remarkably -

pleasant;‘until Sam, who could not keep out of mis-
- chief, even with his sprained ankle to take care of,

occagioned a slight disaster, He had made a lasso

of a whip-lash to throw over the children’s heads
when they should pass through the kitchen, and
. commenced the exercise of his skill upon the unfor-
tunate Hepsy. 'Every time she passed he would
cast the loop at her neck, but entirely without suc-
cess in his experiments; and at length the bright
idea occurred to him to make an dttempt upon her
foot.  Spreading out the lasso in her way, he
pulled up suddenly as she walked over it, and, after
several efforts, perseverance resulted in a capture.
The loop caught Hepsy’s toe.

Sam had not reckoned on the disastrous conse.
quence of such a seizure. The unsuspecting victim
was stepping very quick, and the impediment of the
whip-lash threw her head-foremost to the floor. She
wag not much hurt, but an earthen dish she was
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carrying was shattered to pieces. Frightened af
the catastrophe, Sam hastenfd to undo thg loop ;
bat Mrs. Royden was on the Spot befo?e he had put
the fatal evidence against him out of his l'land. ‘

« You careless creature!” she exclaimed, m a
sharp key, regarding Hepsy with contl:a,cted fea;-
iirés, « can’t you walk across the floor without fall-

ing down? If you can’t—7" .
« Samuel tripped me,” myrinured Hepsy, gather-
i dish, |
ing up the fragments of tle . ‘

g“ 0, T didn't!” cried Sam, putting up his elbows
as Mrs, Royden flew to box his ears. , )

« What are you doing with that lash?” she _de-
manded, after two or three vain attempts to get 1n a
blow. .

« Nothing; only, it was lying on the ﬁ?or, and I
went to pick it up just as Hepsy was going along;
and, you see,” stammered Sam, ¢ she ketehed her

foot and fell down.” . -
“Give me the lash!” said Mys. Royden, an-

rily. .
¢ ‘FI won’t have it out any more!” and Sam put 1
in his pocket.
“ Give it to me, I say ! ”
¢« dont wan’t ter; you’ll hit me with it.” .
Mrs. Royden could not bear to be argued with -
“on such oceasions. She made a seizure of one of




68 "CLOUDS AND SUNSHINE.

- Sam’s. ears, and pulled it until he soreamed with
pain. :
“There!” said she,“will you mind next time,
when I speak 2 o
“Yes. Tdont want the old thing!” and Sam

threw the contested property across the room, under
the sink. . |

He knew, by the flash of Mrs, Royden’s eye, as J

she Lastened to grasp it, that danger was impend-
ing; and, starting from his chair with surprising
agility, he hopped out doors. But his lame ankle
incapacitated him to endure a long chase. Mus.
Royden pursued into the yard, and, coming up
- with him, laid the lash soundly upon his head and
shoulders, until he keeled over on his back, and,
holding his lame foot in the air, pleaded for mercy.
- There, as she continued to beat him, he caught
hold of the lash and pulled it away from her ; upon
which she returned, in her worst humor, to the
kitchen, o o
Tt.was sad to see Fames escape™ to the barn when
-he saw the storm, and Sarah make an errand up
stairs.  Poor Hepsy went silently and industriously
to work to avoid reproofs, while her blue eyes filled
with sorrowful tears. Georgie got his ears boxed
for some slight offence, and his erying awoke the
baby, which be had but just rocked o sleep.
At this crisis, Mrs. Royden called Lizzie ; bug
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d hid in the garden,
szzie dreaded ber presence, an . :
L}ifllih: ebook Father Brighthopes had gweq her;
WqLd ghe made Willie lie down behind _ tlfe ‘curralft-
;:lzshes and look ab the pietures in his -primer, while
she read.
phx:: Royden was casting around for some one
hesides the weak Hepsy to'vent her ill-humor upon,
‘hen Chester made hig appearance.
" 1‘(:IHI wish you would take that baby, Chester, ax;:}i
wot it still!  You must not be afraid to take ho
ind help while you stay at home. What .hav’f yél;
ot on those pantaloons for, this busy morning = &
gnd put on an old pair. You need n’t think you
day.”
are to walk about dressed up every o
«T am going to take Father Brighthopes to ride,
hester, briefly. o
ans‘fv;ze?sc j:sst as I expected !” exclaimed hﬂ]i
mother. « Half your father’s time and yours ;v ;
be taken up in carrying him around, and bal ot
mine in trying to make him comfortable here a
hm'r‘li:. hope ke children will learn s little swee.atn;:;s |
of tempef of him, in return,” said Chester, mgn -
tly. _‘ .
GM'I“ Yy'ou impudent fellow ! This is the returr; yo;
make me, is it, for fitting you out for Schp{;}; 222_
working my fingers to the bone to keep you e' e

We’ll gec "
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““Hush, mother! dgo1» .. .
With a black frown, Chester strode acros the
- room, having warned his mother of the clergyman’s
approach.  With great diffioulty she held her peace,
as Father Brighthopes entered.

The advent of the- old man’s serene countenance
was like a burst of sunshine through a storm.
Without appearing to remark the darkness of Mys.
Royden’s *features, he took up the baby, and hegan
to toss it in his arms and talk 4 it, to still its erfes.

The little creature was quieted at once,

“Itis singular,” said the clergyman, “T never
yet found a child that wag afraid of me, How I
love their pure, innocent looks!»

Already ashamed of her ill-temper, My, Roy-
den hastened to take the babe from his arms; but

he insisted on holding it, Georgie meanwhile had

stopped crying, and Sarah came down from the
chamber. To the latter Father Brighthopes finally
relinquished the charge, and, taking his hat and cane,
left the house with Chester. |

James brought out the horse, and helped his
father put him into the wagon-thills,

“ Where are you folks going?” asked Sam, hob-
bling along on' the “grass, with his foot in the
air, : :

“Qver to the village,” replied James.
" Sam’s heart sank within him ; and if was with
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sions of calamity that he sa,;;
f with Chester and th_e 0

ould’ not go far, he was sure,
tire mystery of his lame
med too dreadful to

sickening apprtahen
Mr. Royden ride ©
n. They e
clergyman. LA€y
Withgo{lt discovering the en
leg; and the consequences ee
9

cpntemplate.




VIII.

COUNTRY BCENES.

Ix was a beautiful balmy morning in June; the
whole earth rejoiced in the soft sunshine and sweet
breezes; and around the sumachs and crab-apple
trees, by the roadside fences, where the dew was
still cool on the green leaves, there were glad birds
" singing joyously, as the wheels went humming

through the sand. |

No careless child could have enjoyed the ride
more than the good Father Brighthopes did. It
was delightful to hear him talk of the religion to be
drawn from fresh meadows, running brooks, the
- deep solitude of woods, and majestic mountain erags.
“And to think that the good God made all for

us to enjoy ! ” he said, with his clear blue orbs tremu-
lous with tears. '

“““ You give me new ideas of religion,” replied Mr. '

Royden. “It always seemed tome a hard and
gloomy thing.”

“ Hard and gloomy 2 — The old man clasped his
hands, with deep emotion, and his face . radiated

'
i

ki
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with inexpressible joy.- 0! hovr: 'softening, how
bright itis! The true spirit of rehgmn _makes men
happier than all earthly comforts and triumphs can
do; it is a cold and mechanical adherence to the:
mere forms of religion, — from fear, or a dark sense
of duty, — which appears gloomy. Loaok at the
glorious sky, with its soft bllﬁa\@epths, and float-
ing silvery clouds ; pass into the shadowy retreats of
the cool woods; breathe the sweet atr that comes
from kissing sreen fields and dallying on beds of
flowers ; hear the birds sing, — and you must feel
vour heart opened, your soul warmed, your iqmost
;houghts kindled with love: love -for God, love
for man, love for everything : and this is religion.”

So the old clergyman talked on; his simple a‘n.d |
natural words bubbling from his lips like crystal
waters, and filling his companions’ hearts with new
and refreshing truths.

Chester drove up hefore a handsome white cot-
tage, which was one of a thin cluster of hm.zses
grouped around an old-fashioned country meeting-
house. | ‘

«Here our minister lives,” said Mr. Royden,
« You must see hinm, first of any.” .

He helped the old man out of the wagon, while
Chester tied the horse. ,

“What & delightful residence!” said Father

7
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Bnghtthpes. “ Ah! let me stop and take a look
ab these busy bees !”

There were two small hives perched upon a bench,
under a plum-tree, and the happy insects were in-

cessantly creeping in and out, through the small

apertures, — flying abroad, humming in the flowers
of the sweet thyme that loaded the air with fra-
grance, and eoming homie with their legs yellowed
from tiny cups and bells. The old man was so
charmed with the scene, that he could hardly be pre-
vailed wpon to leave it, and walk along the path
towards the cottage door.

“ We see so little of such delightful exhibitions of

nature, in city life,” said he,  that in the country
I am like a child intoxicated with novelty.”

They made but a brief call on the minister, who
was 2 young and boy:sh-lookmg man of about twenty-
five. He received them in his study, a luxurious
little room, with a window open upon the little gar-

*den in front of the house, and shaded by thick jas-

mines, trained on the wall. He showed no very

warm inclination to SOGla.billty, but deigned to treat-

the old man with an air of deference and patron-

*%:%ge, for which he no doubt gave himself much credit.
It scemed quite a relief to him when his visitors

arose 0 2o, and he politely bowed them to the door.

“If any man leads an easy life, Mr. Corlis does,”
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muttered Chester, as they went through the little

ate.
¢ « Fush, boy!” said his father, good-humoredly

«You can’t expect a minister to go into the fields,

to work with his hands.”
«T don’t say what T expect him to do; but I can

tell pretty well what he does. During the week,
he compiles commonplaces, which he calls sermons,
drinks tea with his parishioners, and patronizes the
sewing-circle. On the Sabbath he certainly labors
hard, preaching dulness from the hlgh pulpit, and

mesmerizing his congregation.”
¢ What do you talk such nonsense for 2”’ returned

- Mr. Royden, laughing inwardly.

“Young men learn the ministers’ trade, in order
to live lazy lives, half the time,” continued the
young man.

«Too often — too often ! — Father Brighthopes
shook his head sadly, — “but judge not all by the -
few. Idleness is a sore temptation to young clergy-
men, I know. Their position is fraught with pej:il. |
Alas for those who prefer their own case to doing
their Master’s work ! This consists not only in
preaching Christianity from the pulpit, but ‘ig
preachmg it in their daily walks; in acting it, liv-
ing it, carrying it like an atmosphere about them,
and warming with its warmth the hearts of the
poor and sorrowful. O, Lord, what a lovely. and
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boundless field thou hast given thy servants! Let
them not lie idle in the shade of the creeds our
fathers planted, nor cease to turn the soil and sow the
seed ! 7
- The earnest prayer thrilled the hearts of -Chester
and his father. It may be another heart was
touched with its fire. Mr. Corlis overheard the
words, as he listened at his study-window, and his
check and forchead glowed with a blush of shame,
Mr. Royden and Chester took their old friend to
make one or two more calls, and returned home for

dinner.  Sammuel Cone felt very faint, as he lay on

the grass in the yard, and saw them coming,

IX.

MARK, THE JOCKEY.

« Woar have you run away from that churn for 2”
eried Mrs. Royden, appearing at the door. * G_o
right back, and fotch the butter before you leave it
again !”

1 ’m tired,” muttered Sam.

« Don’t tell me about being tired ! You can churn
just as well as not.”

¢« Hurts my foot ! ”

¢ You can lay your foot on a chair, and Do
you hear ?” exclaimed Mrs. Royden, growing 1mpa-
tient of his delay. ¢ Don’t let me have to speak
to you again!”

Sam hopped into the wood-shed, and began to move
the dasher up and down with exceeding-mode.ratlon.
When the wagon drove up fo the door, he listened
with a sick heart to hear if anything was said about -
the stray horse. Not -2 word was spoken on the
subject. Fiven the silence frightened him.

He had never worked so industriously as when

Chester entered the shed ; and, as the latter passed :
%
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by without looking at him, he felt certain that retri-
bution was at hand, He listened at the kitchen
door, and trembled at every word that was spoken,
~ thinking the next would be something about his un-

pardonable offence. But higagony was destined still

-to be prolonged.

“ They an’t, going to say nothing about it till
my foot gets well,” thought he ; * then they Il Jest
about kill me.”

Mrs. Royden had been considerably fretted in
getting dinner, and her fanlt-finding had worried
‘poor Hepsy almost to distraction, when the arrival
of the clergyman lent quite a different aspect to
affairs, 'He drew the attention of the young children,
who had been very much in their mother’s way, and
dropped a few soft words of wisdom from his lips,
which could be taken in a general sense, or under-
stood by Mrs. Royden as applying to her own an-
noyances in particular. Soon the table was ready,
and the entire household, excepting Sam and Hepsy,
gathered around it. The former, supposed to be
churning, havisg been warned by Mrs. Royden
that he could have no dinuner until he had « fetehed

the butter,” was listening to hear if there was any -

conversation about the horse; and the poor deformed
girl, who had preferred to wait and take care of the
baby, was shedding solitary tears from the depths of
her unhappy heart.

MARK, TOE JOCKEY.

After dinner, Father Brighthopes was sitting on
the shaded grassin the yard, velating pleasant stories
to the children, when an athletic young man made
his appearance ab the o‘ute, leading a handsome

¢ gorel horse.

« Hillo, Mark !” cried James, *“have you been

trading again ?”
«Ts your father ab home 2" asked the man with

the horse.
Juames answered in the affirmative, and the other

led his animal into the yard, making him dance
around him as he approached the little group under
the cherry-tree, :

Even with hunger in prospective, Sam could not
apply himself to the churn when he thought there
was any fun going on out-deors. He hobbled out,
and took his seat on the grass,

All the children were praising Mark’s new horse,
which he took especial delight in training before

- their eyes, At length he led him up to the tree,

and talked to him coaxingly, smoothing his face and
patting his shining neck.

“ Where did you get that plaything 27 asked
Chester, coming out of the house.”

“ Ha, how do you do, Ches?” rephed Mark, turn-
ing around. % When did you get home 27

He tied the halter to the tree, and began to feel
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of the animal’s slender ankles, still maintaining 2
mysterious silence on the subject of his trade.

“Did you put away the brown horse for this 2”
asked Chester.

“ Where is your father 2 ” was Mark’s unsa.tlbf'ac-
tory rejoinder.

Mr. Royden made his appearance. He was a
famous judge of horse-flesh, and his shrewd eye ex-
amined the colt’s admirable points Wlth evident
satisfaction. :

“ Where did you get him ?” he inquired.

% How old is he #” asked Mark.

Mr. Royden looked in the horse’s mouth a second
time, and pronounced him to be four years old.

“Have you been trading ? " :

“ On the whole,” said Mark, “what do you think

of him2”

“It’s afine colt; but I think here is a f'.nnt
~ appearance of a nnﬂr-bcme ?

Mr., Royden pressed the animals leg.

“ 1’1l bet you a hundred dollars on it!” cried

Mark, quickly, his eye kindling,

He was very sensitive about his horse-property,
‘besides being a choleric man generally ; and Mr. Roy-
"den only smiled, and shook his head,

“ Have you got rid of Jake 2”

“Never mind that; tell me what the colt is

worth,” '
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Mr. Royden expressed a favorable opinion of the -
beast, but declined to commit himgelf..

« Well, it don’t make no difference,” sald Mark,
with a smile of satisfaction. “He suits me very
well,” he added, with an oath.

The clergvman’s countenance changed. The
smile faded from his lips, and he glanced anxiously |
from Mark to the little hoys who sat on the grass
at his feet. |

« Better look out about swearing *fore the minis-
ter,” said Sam, in a low tone, to Mark.

For the first time the latter regarded the old man
attentively. At sight of his thin white locks, the
color mounted to the jockey’s brow ; and when Fa-
ther Brighthopes raised 1115 clem, sad eyes, Mark’s
fell before them.

" But Mark had some manly traits of character,
with all his faunlts.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said, frankly. «I
would n't have used profane language, if I had known
there was a minister within hearing.”

“ My friend,” replied Father Brighthopes, in a
kind but impressive tone, “ you have my forgiveness,
if that is of any account; but it seems you should
rather forbear from using such language before chil-
dren, whose minds are like wax, to receive all sorts
of impressions — good or bad.”
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“The tluth is,” said Ma,rk, «l thourrht nothing

of it. It was wrong, I know.”

To conceal his mortification, he began to brush the
dust from the colt’s feet with a wisp of grass, But
his cheek was not the only one that tingled at the old
man’s words, Chester was very warm in the face;
but only the clergyman ohserved the fact, and he
alone could probably have understood its cause.

“To tell the truth,” said Mark, laughing, ¢ the
colt is n’t mine; he belongs to Mr. Skemtt over on
the north road ; he hag hired me to break him.”

“I don’t believe that,” replied Mr. Royden,
half in jest, and half in earnest. * Nobody that knows
you would trust you to break a young horse.”

“ Why not 2”

“You 're o rash and passionate. You can’t keep

. your temper.”

“I believe in whipping, when a horse is ugly,”
muttered Mark, as if half a mind to take offence,
- that ’s all.”

“You must n’t mind my jokes,” said Mr. Royden.
- “ Come, how did you trade ?”

“I put away the brown horse, and gave some
hoot,” replied Mark. By the way, you have n't
heard of any one’s losmg a horse recently, have
you?” .

« No what do you mean ?

MALK, THE JOCKEY.

«“ Why, Skenitt's boys saw a stray one in the
road last night.” -
“ Nobody this way has lost one,” saui Mr. Roy-

den.

Sam’s heart beat with painful violence. He was
very pale. &

« Ile was running, with a saddle, and with the reins
under his feet,” continued Mark, ¢Somebody had
probably becn flung from him, or he had got away
by breaking the halter.”

“ Was he stopped ¢ asked Chester.

“ Not in that neighborhood, at any rate. It is
hard stopping a horse after dark. 'What ’s the mat-
ter, Sam 27 '

¢ Nothing,” murmured Sam, faintly. '

“ What makes you look so white 2”

“I 1T 've got a lame foot.”

“And I know where you got it!” thundered
Chester, seizing him by the shirt-collar. It ig
just as T thought, last night.”

- “Stop, Chester,—don’t be rask ! ” cried Mr. Roy-
den. ¢ Sam, tell the truth, now, about that horse.”

« I fell off,” blubbered Sam.

“ You incorrigible, lying raseal !”* ejaculated Ches-
ter. “Why did n’t you say so last night?” '

“I could n’t help it,” and Sam wiped his face
with higsleeve. «I did n't run him — and — and
he got frightened.”
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“That has nothing to do with the question. Why
did n’t you tell the truth, the first thing 27
“Cause — L was n't looking out — and he was

going on a slow trot - when'a stump by the side of

the road scar'd him — and I fell off,”

“ But what did you lie about it for 2 demanded
Chester, fiercely. -- :
- T was afraid I'd git o lieking,” muttered Sarn.

“ And now you’ll get two of ’em, as you richly

“deserve, If father don’t give ’em to you, I will.”

« Hush, Chester, I 'Il attend to him,” said Mr.

Royden, more calm than usual on such occasions.

“ James, put the saddle on Old Boy. One of us
must, ride after the stray horse, and see where he is

to bleound Sam, go and finish that churning, and

prepare for a settlement.”

With a sinking heart, the rogue obeyed. Mark
went off, lea,dmg his colt ; Chester rode to hunt up
Frank ; Mr. Royden proceeded to the field, and Father
Brighthopes sought the privacy of his room to write.
The boys elamored a little while at his door, then
went cheerfully away to pleuy with Lizzic in the
garden.

X.

COMPANY,

Tr was near sundown when Chester returned,
having succeeded in ﬁnding Frank, and returned
him to his owner.

Meanwhile Father Brighthopes had had a long
talk with the distressed and remorseful Sam., The
old man’s kindness and sympathy touched the lad’s
heart more than anything had ever done hefore.
He could not endure the appeals to his better nature,
to his sense of right, and to his plain reason, with
which the clergyman represented the folly and
wickedness of lying.

«T am sure,” said Father Brighthopes, in conclu-
sion, ¢ that, with as much real good in you as you

~ have, the falsehood has cost you more pain than half

a dozen floggings.”

Sam acknowledged the fact.

« Then, aside from the wickedness of the thing,
is not falsehood unwise? Don’t you always feel

* better to be frank and honest, Jet the consequences

be what they will 27
- 8
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« T knowed it, 4ll the time,” sobbed Sam, but T

. dars 't tell the truth! T wished I /ad told it, but

Ydarswe!” |

“ Then we may conclude that lying is 13tsua,llyx the
mark of a coward. Men would tell the truth, if they
were not afraid to.”

“I wpose so. But I never thought of what you
say hefore.  'When I lie, T git licked, and folks tell

me I shall go to hell. I don’t mind that much;
but when you talk to me as you do, I think I never
will tell another lie, as long as I live, — never !

Sam now confessed to all the cireumstances of the
last pight’s disaster, and, at the old man’s suggestion,
repeated the same to Mr. and Mrs. Royden. He
gsked for pardon ; and promised to tell no more lies,
and to keep out of mischief as much as he could.

He was so softened, so penitent and earnest, that
even the severe Mrs. Royden was inclined to forgive
him. Her hushand did more, He talked kindly to

the young offender, declaring his willingness to over-

 look everything, and to do as well by Sam as by his
own children, if he would be & good and honest boy.
The latter was so overcome that he eried for half
an hour about the affair in- the shed; that is to say,
until the cat made her appearance, wearing a pot-
tion of the old twine harness, and he thought he-
~ would divert hls mind by makmg her draw a brick.
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“In mischief again!” exclaimed Mr. Royden,

coming suddenly upon him,

““ No, sir!” cried Sam, promptly, letting pussy
go.

“ What were you doing ?”

t You sec, this butter won't come, and I’ve been
churning stiddy on it all day —

“ What has that to do with the cat?” demanded
Mr. Royden.

« Nothing ; only I expect to have to go fo help
milk the cows in a little while; and I was afraid
she would jump up on the churn, and lick the cream,
while I was ‘gone; so I thought I1'd tie a brick to
her neck.” '

Mr. Royden laughed secretly, and went away.

“That was only a white lie,” muttered Sam.
“ Darn it all! T’ve got 0 used to fibbing, I can’t
help it. I did r’t think then, or I would n’t have
said what 1 did.”

The boy really felt badly to think he had not the
‘courage to speak the truth, and made a new resolu-
tion to be braver in future. '

The velief of mind which followed the bursting of
the clouds over his head brought a keen appetite ;
and he remembered that he had eaten nothing but
an apple or two sinee breakfast. Hunger impelled

him to apply himself to the churn; five minutes of
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industrious labor finished the task, and he was pro-
pared to go to supper with the family. =

* In the evening a number of young' people, living
in the neighborhood, called, in honor of Chester's
return from school. The parlor was opened for the
“ company,” and the “old folks” occupled the
sitting-room,

- Chester was very lively, for he was fond of
sociability, and loved to be admired for his grace
and wit; but he seemed at length to find the eon-
versation of his old acquaintances insipid.

« Father Brighthopes,” he said, gayly, entering
the sitting-room, ¢ I wish you would go in and teach
our friends some hetter amusement than kissing
games. I am heartily sick of them.”

«“If Jane Dustan was here, I guess you would
like them,” said Lizzie, who had preferred to listen
to the clergyman’s stories, rather than go into the
parlor.

Her eyes twinkled with fun; but Chester looked
displeased. .

“It’s nothing but « Who'll be my judge?
¢ Measure off three yards of tape with so and so,
~ and cut it ;* ¢ Make a sugar-bowl, and put three
- lumps of sugar in it, with Julia ;’ < Go to Rome
and back again ;’ ¢ Bow lo the prettiest, kneel to
the wittiest, and kiss the one you love best,’ and

such nonsense,”

COMPANY, 89

“Ches has got above these good old plays, since
he has been at the academy!” and Lizzie laughed
-again, mischievously. * You used to Iike kissing
well enough.”

“So I do now,” said he, gmng her a smack, by
way of illustration; “ but stolen waters are the sweet-
est. Some public kissing I have done to-night has
been like taking medicine.”

His vomarks were cut short by the entrance of a
tall young lady, with thin curls and homely teeth.’
She affected unusual grace of manner; her smile
showed an attempt to be fascinating, and her lan-
guage was peculiarly select, and lispingly pro-

~ mounced,

“ What! ave you here?” she cried, pretending
to be surprised at seeing Chester. “I thought I
left you in the parlor.” '

Chester smiled at the innocent little deception
her modesty led her to practise, and, as a means of
getting rid of her, introduced her to the old clergy-
man. ‘ '

‘T helieve T had a glimpthe of you, this fore-

¢ noon,” said Miss Smith, with an exquisite smile. -~

“You called at our houthe, I believe. TFather was .
very thorry he wasn’t at- home. You mutht call

~again.  You mutht come too, next time, Mrs. Roy-

den. You owe mother two .visite. What glori-
outh weather we have now! I never thaw tho
e
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magpifithent a thunthet as there was this evening;
Did you obtherve it, M1thter Royden (3 addressmg
Chester.

“ It was very ﬁne ”

« Tt was thurpathingly lovely! What thuperb

cloudth! Will you be tho good,” ~— Miss Smith

somewhat changed her tone,-—“will you be tho

good as to help me to a glath of water 27

Chester was returning to the parlor, and she was

just in time to catck him, He could not refuse, and
~ she followed him into the kitchen.

¢ She has stuck to him like a burr, all the evens

mg,” whispered Lizzie. ¢ He can’t stir a step, bus
she follows him ; angl he hates her dreadfully.”
Mrs. Royden reprimanded the girl for speaking

50 freely, to which she rephed “sghe did n't care; it £

was true.”

Chester was not half so long getting the water
as Miss Smith was drinking it. She sipped and
talked, and sipped and talked again, in her most

dangerously fascinating manner, until he was on the

point of leaving her to digest the beverage alone.

« Theems to me you’re in a terrific hurry,” she
eried. "« I hope you an’t afraid of me. Good-
neth! I am as harmleth as a kitten.” )

Miss Smith showed her disagreeable teeeh, and
shook her consumptive curls, with great self-satis-
faction. When Chester confessed that he was

COMPANY. 91

afraid of her, she declared herself « mﬁmbeiy

amathed.”
“But I doo’t believe it. Thomebody in the

parlor has a magnetic influence over you,” she said,

arehly. “ Now, confeth ! ”

- On returning to the sitting-room, they found that
two or three other young ladies had followed them
from the parlor.

% 'What a magnet thomebody ig!” remarked Miss
Smith, T wonder who it can be.”
«T should think you might tell, since you were

-the first to be attracted from the parlor,” remarked

Miss Julia Keller.
“ 0, I came for a glath of water.” MISS Stuith

. shook her curls again, and turned to Father Bright-

hopes. “I am ecthethively delighted to make your
acquaintanth, thir, for 1 am ‘mmenthly fond of

‘minithters.”

The old man gmiled indulgently, and replied that
he thought younger clergymen than himself might
please her best.

“Young or old, it makes no dlﬁ'erenth,” said she.
“ Our minithter is'a delightfully fathinating man,
and hé is only twenty-five,”
~ ¢ Fascinating 2
- % Q,yeth! Heis extremely elegant in his dreth,

-and his manners are perfectly charming. Hislan-
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guage is ectheedlngly pretty, and thometimes gor-

geouthly thublime.”

“I wish you would let Father ,Brlghthopes finish

the story he was telling me,” said Lizzie, blantly.

“A story ?” cried Miss Smith. ¢ Thertainly.
- Let me thit down and hear it too. I’m pathion-
ately fond of stories.”

In taking a seat she was careful to place herself
in cloge proximity to Chester, who was engaged in
conversation with Julia, .

The clergyman resumed his narritive, in which

not only Lizzie, but her father and mother also, had .

. become interested. It was a reminiscence of his
own early life. He told of afflictions, trials, all
~ sorts of perplexities and struggles with the world,
in experiencing which his heart had been purified,
and his character had been formed. ‘ -

- As he proceeded, his audience increased. The
company came from the parlor and gathered around
him, until the scene of the kissing games was quite
deserted. Only one person remained behind.
Hepsy, with her face hehind the window-curtains,
_ was sobbing.

Chester thought of he1 and, stealing out of the
sitting-room, to find Her, stood for some seconds by
her side. before she was aware of his presence.

X1I.

TILE LOVELY AND THE UNLOYED,

Wrem all his vain and superficial qualities, the
young man had a kind heart. He thought of Hepsy
most when she was most neglected by others. He
knelt down by her where she sat, and took her thin

hand in his.
«Come, you must n’t feel bad to-night,” sald he,

gently, |
She was startled ; her heart beat wildly, and she

hastened to wipe her tears.
“ Has anything unpleasant happened ?” he asked.
Hepsy tried to smother her sobs, but they burst
forth afresh. )
«I’ve come-for you to go and hear Father
Brighthopes tell his stories,” pursued Chester.
“ Will you come 27’
She was unable to answer.
“ Tt the best joke of the season!” he continued,

cheerfully. “ Our company made the sourest faces
in the world, when they learned that the old cIergy-

- man was to be within hearing. <O, we could n’t

|
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have any fun,’ they said. They wished him a
thousand miles away. And now they have left their
silly sports to listen to him.”

“1 was much happier out there than after you
brought me in here,” murmured Hepsy, in a broken
voice.

“1 wish, then, I had left ypu there,” rejoined

Chester. “But I thought you would enjoy the

company, and madeé you come in.”

“I couldn’t play Wlth the rest,” said the unhappy -

girl.
- “Whynot? You eould if you had only thought
80. n

Hepsy smiled, with touching sadness. -

“ Who would have kissed me? I must have such
a-hideous face! Who could 2”7

She cried again; and Chester, feeling deeply
pained by her sufferings, kissed her cheek.

“.I could; and I have kissed you hundreds. of
times, as you know ; and I hope to as many more,
There are worse faces than yours to kiss hers to-
mght "

“0, you are always so good — so good ' mure
mured Hepsy, with gushing tears.

“ Now, tell me what has occurred to make you
feel bad,” insisted her cousin, very kmdly.

THpoor girl required much urgmg, but at length
she confessed.
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« Josephine Smith called me stupid and sour, be-
cauge I sat in the corner watching the rest.”
~ «.Josephine Smith did?” eried Chester, indig-
nantly. “But never mind. Don’t cry about it.
Do you know, you are as much better — brighter
than she is, as light i brighter and better than dark-
ness?  You are ten times more agrecable. She has
nothing to compare with your pure soul.” '

« You aré so kind to say so! But others do not
think it, if you do,” murmured Hepay. #O!”

- she exclaimed, with a burst of passionate grief, ¢ it

was cruc! in her, to be Henry Wilbur’s judge, and
sentence him to kiss me!”

“Did she?”

«Yes; then they all laughed, and she ran out in
the sitting-room after you; and the-rest thought.lt
such a joke, that anybody should have to kiss
mel?”

Hepsy spoke very bitterly, and Chester’s blood
hoiled with indignation.

“T can’t believe they were making fun at your
expense,” said he, in a suppressed tone, “If I
thought they were so heartless —’

« O, they did not know how 1 would feel about
it, T am sure,” interrupted the girl.

“ Did Henry laugh ?” o

“«No,” — with a melancholy smile, ~— « it wds no

‘8 laughing matter with him! — No ! —Henry was'
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very gentlemanly about it. He did not hesitate,
althongh I saw him turn all sorts of colors; but
came right up to do penance, like a hero. I thanked
him in my heart for the good will he showed; but
T would not let him kiss me, for I knew it would be
dxsagreeable to him.” \ -

«That is all your imagination,” eried Chester,
cheerily. “So think no more about it. Remem-
ber that therc is one who loves. you, al any rate,
_ let what will happen.” ‘

« T know there -is one very good to me,” replied

Hepsy, with emotion. * « 0, you don’t know what a

comfort your kindpess is! I would not —1I could
not — live without it! I sometimes think every-
body hates me but you.” L
«You are too sensitive, coz. But since you
imagine such thmgs, I’ tell you what when 1 am

married, you shall come and live with me. How .

“would you like that ?”
A quick pain shot through Hepsy’s heart. A
faintness came over her. Her cold hand dropped
from Chester’s, and fell by her side.

«T will tell my wife all about how good youare,” |

he continued, in a tone of encouragement ; * and she
must love you too. She cannot belp it. And we
will always be like brother and sister to you.”

He kissed her white check, and went on hope-
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“I have a seeret for you, which I have not even
revaled to Sarah or James. T will tell it to you,
because I know how it will please you.” He took
her hand again. “The truth is, I am — engaged.”

Hepsy did not breathe ; her hand was like stone.

“To a glorious girl, Coz. O, you cannot help
loving her. You can form no idea how sweet and

V beautlf'ul she is. She’s tall as Sarah, but more

slender and graceful. You should see her curls!
When she speaks, her soft eyes —— But what is
the matter 2

“ The air — is —close ! ” gasped Hepsy.
¢ You are fainting!”
“No'; Iam— better now.”
Hepsy made a desperate effort, and conquered her

emotion.

. Chester, always delicately thoughtful of the feel-
Ings of others, except when his enthusiasm carried
him away, proceeded with his description, every
word of which burned like fire in the poor gixl’s
heart. And he— fond soul! — deemed that he
was pouring the balm of comfort and the precions
ointment of joy wpon her spirit! Foi how could he
pause to consider and know that every charm he
aseribed to the professor’s daughter demonstrated
to the unhappy oreature more and more vividly, and
with terrible force, that she was utterly unlovely |
and unblest? Contrasted with the enchanting valley

. 9 -
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of his love, how arid and desolate a desert seemed
‘her life !

Meanwhile Miss Josephine Smith had early dis-
_ covered the absence of Chester from the circle, and
looked about to find him, She could not rest where
he was not. Becoming thirsty again, she made
another errand to the water-pail in the kitchen ; but
she drank only of the cup of disappointment. As
‘goom, therefore, as she could do so, without making
her econduct marked, she sought her loadstar in
the parlor.

« How dreadfully tholitary you are to-mo"ht i
she exclaimed, with a smile which showed all her
teeth., “ Do extmea,te yourself from that frightfully
lonethome corner.’

She suddenly dlecovered that, still beyond the
chair in which Chester was seated, there was another,
not unoccupied.

“ Ho, ho! what eharmer have you there? You

are getting to be an awfully dethperate flirt, Cheth-
ter Royden. O nobody but Hepthy!”
« Nobody but my good cousin Hepsy,” replied

Chester, coldly.
“ Dear me! T wouldn’t have thuthpicioned you

could be tho fathinated with her!” she ecried, in a

tone she deemed euttingly sarcastic.
¢« Miss Smith,” said Chester, quietly, © you need
not think, because yow . happen to have peculiar
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charms of person, that no others have graces of a
different sort.”
“0, what an egregiouth flatterer!” returned

- Josephine Smith, shaking her meagre curls.

« Come ”—and she boldly seated herself, — ¢ let me
know what your interesting conversation is about.”

“We were Just speaking of going into the sitting-
room,” answered the young man, rising.

He stooped, and WhlSPGled to Hepsy.

“ Leave me alone a fow minutes, then I will
come,” she murmured.

He pressed her hand, and walked away.

“ Don’t you thuppose, now,” said Miss Smith,
following, and taking his arm familiarly, ¢ I think
you have grown wonderfully handthome, thince you
have been at school 27

Chester made some nonsensical reply, and, having
condueted her to the sitting-room, coolly ‘turned
about, and reéntered the parlor.

"Hepsy’s face was hidden in her hands. She was
weeping convulsively.

“T thought what I said would make you ha,ppv,

he Whlbpel ed.

Hepsy started ; she choked back her sobs; she
wiped her streaming eyes., !

“ 1t should make me happy,” she articulated, in
broken tones. ¢ But,— leave me alone a little while,
— I shall feel better soon.”
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« You are too much alone,” said Chester. ¢ You
must come with me now.” .
“ My eyes are so red ! ”

“The company is so much interested in Father ‘

Brighthopes’ story, that nobody will see you.
Come ! — you must.”

Chester was oliged to add gentle force to persua-
sion, to accomplish his kind design, Finally, she
told him to go before, and she would eome directly.
He took his place in the circle around the old cler-
gyman, and presently she glided to an obsoure posi-
tion, behind Mr. Royden’s chair. There, unob-
served, she indulged in her melancholy thoughts,

until they were diverted by Father Brighthopes’

remarks.
“ Thus, my fmends,” said he, “you see that I

“have reason to bless the wisdom that rained upon.

my head the grievous sufferings of which I com-
plained so bitterly at the time. Traly, whom the
Lord loveth he chasteneth. Steel gets its temper
 from the furnace. What is gold good for, _uhless it

has been fused and hammered ? All our trials are
tdachers; then temptations form themselves into a

sort of examining committee, to see how muach we
have learned by the discipline, — to see how strong
we are. If all our worldly circumstances were
* pleasant and smooth, who would not be contented
with them? Dut storms come; winds blow, and
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raing pour ; then we turn our eyes inwardly. Whep
carth is dark, we look up. When men prove false,

- we remember the Friend who never faills us. In

the gloomy valley of the present, we joyfully turn our
sight to the soft blue hills of an infinite fature.
Clouds now and then overeast the sky; but the sun
shines forever. So there is an eternal-sun of Love
pouring floods of blessed light upon our souls eon-
tinually, notwithstanding the misty sorrows that
sometimes float between, and cast their momentary
shades.

“Yes,” continued the old man, warming and
glowing with the theme, “ I bless God for all I haye
suffered, as all of you will, some day,” — his" clear,
hright eye fell upon the miserable Hepsy, — “ when
you look back and see the uses of affliction. It
scems to me that the happiest souls in heaven must
be those who have suffered most hele patiently, I
mean, and not with continual murmurings, which
harden and embitter the heart. Even in this life,

the poor and affficted eateriorly may always, and

do oftenest, I believe, enjoy énferior happiness and
peace, with which the superficial pleasures of life
cannot be compared, The great secret is, Love ! —
love to God, — love to man,—and a sercne and
thankful temper,

“But I find that my story has relapsed into a
sermon,” said Father Brighthopes, smiling, “ You
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were all 5o attentive, that I quite forgot myself, I
hope I have not been dall.”

«Q, no! No, indeed!” cried half a dozen’

voices,

- All agreea_ that they could hear him talk all

night. They had never heen so well instructed in
the use to be made of afflictions. They had never

seen £0 clearly the beauty of a serene Christian .

Iife.
«Tt’s all excethively pretty!” said Miss Smith.
“ Well, I am glad if you have been entertained,”

said the old man, with moist but happy eyes.

% Good-night! good-night! God bless you all!?”

"His fervent benediction was very touching,
More than one eye was wet, as it watched him going
to hisroom. There was not much more wild gayety
among the little company that evening, but every
heart seemed to have been softened and made deeply
happy by the old man’s lesson.

Hepsy stole away to her room. His words still
echoed in her soul. They stirred its depths; they
warmed her, they cheered her strangely, All night
long her tears rained upon her pillow, — when she
slept, as when she lay awake,——but she was no
longer utterly wretched. A ray had stolen in upon

the darkness of her misery. ,

“TLove! " she repeated to herself. ¢ Love to God,
and love to our neighbor. But love must be un-
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gelfish. Tt must be self-sacrificing, O, Lord 7
she prayed, with anguish, “purify my bad heart!
purify it ! purify it ! purify it!”

She felt herself a broken-hearted ehild, humbled
in the dust. But a feeling of calmness came over

her. Her hot and throbbing heart grew cool and

stil.  Angels had touched her with their golden
wings; and her spirit scemed to brighten and expand
with newly-developed powers of patience, endurance
and love. -

Meanwhile, Chester was penning a passionate let-
ter to his affianced, wholly absorbed, and forgetful
even of the existence of poor Hepsy.
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY. .

As Father Brighthopes entered the sitting-room,
on the following morning, he found Mr. andl\h;.
Royden engaged in a warm and not very good-

aatured discussion, o B
-« Clome, wife, let us leave 1t to our Wise old

friend,” said the former, the frown passing from his
¢ he says.”
brow. «I agree to do as . .
~ «He cannot possibly appreciate my feclings on the
subject,” replied Mrs. Royden, firmly, © B}lt you
can tell him what we were talking about, if you
like.,” ‘ o
The old man’s genial smile was suficient encour-
agement for Mr. Royden to procced ; but his wife

added, quickly,

«T don’t know, though, why you shfnuld weary
him with details of our troubles. It is oar busi-
ness to make him comfcrtable,lain_d not to call on

i 1p usoat of our diffcultics.”
hut:a: ;Z; e%lé)ear sisteg,‘"’. said " Father .Bri.ghthop?s,
warmly, ¢ the joyful business of my life is to Aelp.
T did not come to see you merely to be made com-
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fortable, T shall think I have lived long enough
when L cease to be of service to my great family.
These hands are not worth much now,” he continued,
cheerfully, “but my head is old enough to be worth
something ; and when I am grown quite childish,
if' T live to see the time, I trust God will give me
still a use, if it i nothing more than to show the
world how hopeful, how sunny, how peaceful, old
age can be,” | .

“I cannot think of a nobler use,” said Mr. Roy-
den, “since to sec you so must lead the young to

- consider those virtues to which you owe your happi-

ness. Selfish lives never ripen into such beautifyl
old age. But to our affair. To-day is Saturday ;
next week commences a busy time.  'We go into the
hay-field Monday morning. I shall have two
stout mowers, who will board with us, and, as' they
will probably want some more solid food than apples
and nuts,” said Mr. Royden, with quiet humor, « the
consequence Will be an increase of labor in the
kitchen.”

“1 should think s0!” eried the old man. * What
delightfully keen appetites your strong laborers
have!” »

¢ And Mr. Royden insists on it,” added the wife,
“that I should have a girl to help me!”

< Certainly, I do; isn't the idea rational, Father
Brighthopes 27
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¢ There are a go'od' many objections to it,” said

Mrs. Royden. - In the first place, the children -

recommence going to school Monday morning, and 1
shall not have them in the way. If ever I was glad
of anything, it is that Miss Selden-is well enough to
take charge of the children again; she has been off

a fortnight; and I have been nearly crazed with -

noise ; but, the truth is, Father Brighthopes, girls
- are generally worse than no help at all. Not once

in a dozen times do we ever get a good one. I have -

had experience; besides, Hepsy is very willing and
industrious.” :

“ She works too hard even now, wife— you must
see it. She is weakly ; before you think of it, she
goes beyond her strength.” .

“ I don’t mean she shall hurt herself” observed

Mrs. Royden, incredulously.  Sarah will apply
berself more than she has done ; and, for at least a
week, Samuel will be too lame to go into the field,
and be can. help around the house.”

Her hushand laughed heartily.

“ With your experience, I should not think you
- would expect t0 get much out of him,” said he,

“To tell the plain truth, then,” added his wife,
“we cannot very well afford the expense of a girl.”

“ What ’s a dollar and a quarter a week 2”7

“We cannot get a good girl for less than a dol-
lar and a half, ab this season of the year ; and that

- Mr. Royden.
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is a good deal. It runs up to fifty dollars in a few
months, I don’t mean to be close, but it stands us
in hand to be economical.” '

“There are mio ways of being economical,” said
V.

“ ]t is not the right way to be running up a bill
of expense with a girl who does not, in reality, earn -
more than her hoard, which is to be taken into con-
sideration, you know. We have kept either Sarah
or Chester at a high-school now for two years; in a
little while, James will be going-— then Lizzie —
then — nobody knows how many more.”.

“ The more the better ! ”

Mrs. Royden answered her husband’s good-
natured sally with a sigh.

¢ You would bring us to the poor-house, some day,
if you did not have me to manage, I do believe,” she
said. -

“ Somehow,” replied Mr. Royden, “we have
always been able to meet all our expenses, and more
too, although you have never ceased to prophesy the
poor-house ; and I see nothing rotten in the future.
Come, now, Lam sure our old and experienced friend,
here, will counsel us to rely a little more than we
have done upon an over-ruling Providence.” '

“ We must help ourselves, or Providence will not
help us,” retorted Mrs. Royden.
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“ '.lhere i3 a middle course,” remarked I‘ather
Brighthopes, mildly.

“ Define it,” said Mr, Royden.

« Have a reasonable care for the things of this
world; but there is such a thing as a morbid fear
of adversity. I am convinced that we please God
best when we take life easily; when we are thank-
ful for blessings, and do not offend the Giver by
distrusting his power or will to continue his good
gifts.”

¢ There, wife! What do you think of that 2”

“It sounds very well, indeed,” said Mrs. Roy-
den ; ¢ but even if we forget ourselves, we taust think
of the future of our children.”

“ My experience is wide,” answered the old man,
smiling, “and it teaches me that those young people
get along the best, and live the happiest, who com-
mence life with little or nothing. Discipline, of
the right kind, makes a good 'disposition; and a
good disposition is better than silver and gold.”

Something in- the tone in which the words were
uttered, or in the old man’s simple and impressive
manner, struck Mrs. Royden, as well as her hus-

band, very forcibly. And when Mr. Royden added |

that “ they had always got along better than they
expected, #o far, and he did not see the wisdom of
hoarding up money for an. uncertain future,” she
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gave a partial consent to the arrangement he pro-
posed.

“That is enough!” he cried, triumphantly ; « I
am sick of seeing house affairs rush forward in
haste and confusion, whenever we have workmen.
I mean to take life easier. than I have done; and I
see no reason why you should not. 'What cannot be
done easily, let it go undone. Things will come
around somehow, at the end of the year. I have to
thank you, Wather Brighthopes,” said he, “ for a
clearer insight into this phllosophy than I ever had
before.”

The old man’s face shone with gratification.

“IfI’mto bave any girl,” spoke up Mrs, Roy-
den, I prefer the Bowen girl, if I can get her.” -

“T 71l ride right over for her, after breakfast,”
replied her husband ; « and Father Brighthopes shall
go with me, if he will.”

The old man desired nothing hetter, and the
arra.ngement was resolved upon. '

As moon as breakfast was over, Mr. Royden went
to harness Old Bill. He brought him to the deor,

and inquired for the clergyman,

“ He went to his room,” gaid Sarah; ¢ ghall I call
hl.m 2n»
“No; I will go myself” _
On entering the parlor, Mr. Royden heard a voice
Proceeding from the bed-room heyond, and paused.
10
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‘A strange feeling of awe came over him. He was
not a religions man; but he could not hear the

‘forvent soul of the clergyman pouring itself out in -

prayer, without being deeply impressed. He had
never heard such simple, ehild-like, eloquel_lt exprres-
sions of thankfulness, gush from human lips. The
old man prayed for him; for his fanm:ly ; for th'e
blessings of peace and love to fall thick upon their

heads, and for the light of spiritual life to enter into .

their hearts, His whole soul seemed to go up in
 that strong and radiant flood of prayer. _

When he ceased, Mr. Royden might have been
seen to pause and wipe his eyes, before he knock_ed
" gt the door. Father Brighthopes opened 'V?'lﬂl
alacrity. His face was glowing with unearthly oy
and there was & brightness in his eyes Mr. Royden
had never observed before,

XIII.

TALK BY THE WAY.

Ir was another lovely day,— sunny, breezy, and
not too warm for comfort. As Mr. Royden and the
old clergyman rode along together, the former
said,

“You scem to have brought the most delightful
weather with you, Father. Everything bright in
nature seems to be attracted by you.”

“There is more philosophy at the bottom of your:
remark than you dream’ of” replied the old man.
“Your words cannot be interpreted Iiterally; but
the attraction you allude to is real, if not actual.”

“I do not understand you,”

“I mean a bright spirit sees everything in nAture

bright ; it has an affinity for sunny colors, On the
other hand,

¢ He who hides a dark soul and foul thoughts
Benighted walks beneath the noonday sun.’

A gloomy heart sees gloom in everything. Truly
Milton has said,
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<The mind s its own place, and in itself
Can make of heaven a hell, of hell a heaven.’

The principle holds universally, Potwi.thstand,ing
apparent contradictions and exceptions in various
instances. I have seen more pure and perfect hap-
piness, nestled in poverty, in a laborer’s cottage, than
I ever met with in the houses of the rich.” ‘
" «Then the fault lies with me,” said Mr. Royden,
* thoughtfully, “whenever my home appears l,e;ss
agreeable and attractive than it might, I suppose.

“In a great measure, the fault is yours, undouhf,.-
edly. Do you not think that an establ.lshed habit
of Iireservihg‘a serene temper, in the midst of th:ﬂ:
most trying scenes, would produce blessed results?

“ But the power is not in me.”

«“ Tt is in every man,” said Father Brighthopes.
. Only exercise it.” q

¢« You can have no conception of what I have had
to -gb through,” . replied M. Royden, .gloo?}'ily.
« Fverything has conspired to ruin my disposition.

My nature has been soured; I could not help it. I

have become irritable, and the least thing moves me.”
The old man expressed so much sympath:y, and
spoke so encouragingly, that Mr. Royden contlfn.xed,-
«You remember me, I suppose, an ambitious,
warm, impulsive youth |
- .«Well do 1! And the interest I felt in you ha
never cooled.” .
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“ Hope was bright before me, I believed I should
make some stir in the world. A1l my plans for the
fature were tinged with the colors of romance, But
the flowers I saw in the distance proved to be only
briers.” C

“You found life & stern and unromantie fact,”

~ said Father Brighthopes, smiling, *The same dis-

enchantment awaits every imaginative -youth. It is

- sad—1it is often very bitter ; but it is a useful lesson.”

“ The blue hills T climbed grew unusually rugged
and rocky to my undisciplined feet,” resumed My,
Royden, shaking his head. T came upon the ledges
very suddenly. The haze and sunshine faded. and
dissolved, even as I reached the most enchanting
point of the ascent.” '

“It is plain you allude to your marriage.”

Mr. Royden was silent, His features writhed
with bitter emotions, and his voice ‘wag deep and
tremulous, when at length he spoke, _

“My wife is the best of women at heart,” he. said.
“I fecl that I could not live without her. Bub she
never understood me, and never could. With the
aspirations dearest to my soul she has had no Sym-
pathy.” -

“It is her misfortune, and not her fault, I am
sure,” replied Father Brighthopes,

“I know it is—1T know it is! We did not
understand each other before marriage. Our attach.

16%
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ment was a Tomantic one. She had no thought of
what was in me; she saw me only as a lover attract-
ive enough to please her girlish imagination. She
was very beautiful, and I loved her devotedly.
But — " Mr. Royden s voice was shaken — ¢ when
I looked to find my other ideal self glowing beneath
her brilliant exterior, I saw a stranger there. 1
found that it was not her character I had loved.”
& And she, probably, made a similar discovery in

- you,” said the old man, cheerfully, but feelingly.

“ No doubt—no doubt! But I do wrong to
speak of this,” murmured Mr. Royden, brushing a
tear from his eye. “ It is a subject I could never

talk upon to & living soul, and bow 1 have come to.

let you into my confidence I am at a loss to know.”
«“Some good angel prompted youw, perhaps,”

replied Father Brighthopes, “in order that some-

thing may come, through me, to counsel or comfort
you'”

« I would gladly think so!” exclaimed his com- -

panion. “ T want consolation and instruction : and
you are so wise an old head!”

He coughed, spoke to the horse, to ufge him into
a faster pace, and, having silenced his emotions,
resumed the subject of conversation. :

T had little idea of being a farmer, until T was

married. . It was necessary o engage in some pur- _

suit, and I had not prepared myself for any learned
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profession. I fondly dreamed that some way would -
be opened for me by the magic of my genius ; for I was
passionately devoted to music, in which I beljeved I
might excel. Delicious dreams of a bright career
were followed by naked, every-day life — farmers’
cares and farmers’ toil, I could not be reconciled to
the reality. I murmured because Sarah wasso cold,
practical, and caleulating; I know I made her
uthappy. I was constitutionally irritable, and a

habit of fretfulness grew upon me. This was not
designed to soften her rather harsh nature, or benefit

her temper. With children came an increase of
cares and discords, which sometimes almost maddened
me. O, why was I formed so weak, so infirm a
mortal ?” groaned Mr. Royden. I have tried in
vain to govern my spleen. It rules me with a finger
of fire.”

« o you know,” said Father Brighthopes, feel-
ingly, I have a disposition naturally very much
like yours 2”

“You!”

. “Your mother was my father’s sister ; we inherited

from the sime stock the same infirm temper. The
Rensfords are constitutionally nervoms. Our sense
of harmony and discord is too fine; we have bad
spleens; and we lack fortitude. Tll-health, of which
we have both seen somewhat, aggravates the fault.”

“ But what can cure it?” exclaimied Mr. Royden.
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«T never saw my remedy until my eyes were
opened to the sublime beauty of Christ’s character.
The wisdom he taught filled me with the deepest
shame for my folly of fretting at the trivial perplexi-
ties of life. I cried out, in agony, ¢ O, God give me
strength !’ Strength came. It will come to those
who ask for it with earnest, unselfish hearts.”

Observing that Mr. Royden was thoughtful, and
plunged in doubt, the old man changed the conversa-
tion. He spoke of Mrs. Royden. He expressed
his syjnpathy for her, and indirectly showed his
companion how tender he should be of her, how
charitable towards her temper, how careful not to
make her feel the hedge of thorns which their ill-
matched dispositions had placed between them. He
~ went so far as to teach how, by mutnal forbearance,

~ forgetfulness of the past and hope for the future,

pleasant discourse and ‘serenc contentment with the.

ways of Providence, these briers might be made to
blossom thick with roses.

“Talk with her — talk with her!” said Mr.
Roy&en, with gushmg emotions, O, if you could
ereate such harmony between-us, I would bless you,

not for our sakes alone, but for our children’s, We
gre spoiling them; I see it every day. I am mot.

severe with them; but one hour I am fretful, and
the next too indulgent. My wife thinks it neces-
_sary to counteract my too easy discipline by one too
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strict, She punishes them sometimes when she is
angry, and that is sure to make them worse.”
If Mr. Royden had said she never punished the

children except when she was angry, he would not
have gone far from the trath.

£




X1V,
DEACON DUSTAN'S POLICY..

Our friends met a ruddy farmer on horseback.
He reined up on the road-side, and stopped. Mr.
Royden also stopped, and said,

“ Gtood-morning, Deacon Dustan,”

% Good-morning, good-morning, neighbor,” criéd

Deacon Dustan, heartily, hig sharp gray eyes
twinkling as he fixed them on the old clergyman’s
_face. * Good-morning to you, Father. Mr. Rens-
ford, I believe? I heard of your arrival, sir, and
intended to call and make your acquaintance.”

The old man acknowledged the compliment in his
usual simple and beautiful manner.

“We thought of getting around fo your place _
_yesterday, deacon,” said Mr. Royden. “ But we

found we had not time.”
“Try again, and better luck!” rephed Deacon
Dustan. * By the way,” he added, in an off-hand,

- eareless manner, “ I suppose you will put your name-

‘on our paper for the new meeting-house?”
¢ Ig the thing decided upon?”

L]
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“0, yes. The old shell has held together long
enough. The other society has got the start of wus,
at the village; and we must try to be a little in the
fashion, or many of our people will go there to
meeting.” '

“I don't know; but I suppose I must do some-
thing; if a new house is built,” said Mr, Royden.
“The old one seems to me, though, to be a very
respectable place of worship, if we are only a mind
to think so0.” ‘

“«TIt would do: very well five years ago,” said
Deacon Dustan. “ But our society has eome up
wonderfully. 'We have got just the right kind of
minister now. Mr. Corlis is doing a great thing

for ws. T dow't think we could have got a more

popular preacher. He is very desirous to see the
movement go on.”

M. Royden said he would consider the matter ;
a few more remarks were passed, touching the busi-
ness of farmers, the favorable state of the weather
to commence haying, and so forth; and the deacon,
switching his little black pony, pursued his way.

“ I am not much in favor of building a new meet-
ing-house,” gaid Mr. Royden, with a dissatisfied
aif, driving on. * Although I am not a church-
member, T shall feel obliged to give in proportion
with my neighbors towards the enterprise.” o
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« Ts not the old house a good one?” asked Father
Brighthopes.
~  Ag good as any, only it is old-fashioned. Our
people are getting ashamed of the high pulpit and
hlgh-backed pews, since Mr. Corlis has been with

us, Deacon Dustan, who has some fashionable

daughters, and a farm near ‘the proposed site of the
new house, appears to be the prime mover in the
e \-;‘He ‘probably views it in a purely business hght
) theh L

“Yes,” said Mr. Royden “The vanity of his
daughters will be gratified, and the price of his land
enhanced. I ought not o speak g0, — laughing, —
~ «but the truth is, the deacon is the shrewdest man
to deal with in the neighborhood.”

« A jolly, good-natured man, I should judge ? ”

« One-of the best! A capital story-teller, and
eater of good dinners, But he has an eye to specu-
lation, He is keen,. Mark Wheeler, who is a cloge
jockey, declares he was never cheated tlll the deacon
~got hold of him.”

~ Father Brighthopes shook his head sadly. He
was not. pleased to pursue the subject. Presently
he began to- falk, in his peculiarly interesting and

delightfal way, about the great philosophy of hfe,

and Mr, Royden was glad to listen.
In tlns manner they passed by the mmlsters
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cottage, the old-fashioned meeting-house and the
pleasant dwellings scattered around it; and finally
came to & large, showy white house, shaded - by
trees, and surrounded by handsome grounds, which
Mr. Royden pointed out as Deacon Dustan’s resi-
dence.

A little further on, they came to a little brown, - -
weather-beaten, dilapidated house, built upon &
barren hill. Here Mr. Royden stopped.

* This is one of Deacon Dustan’s houses,” said he.
“Job Bowen, an old soldier, who lost a leg in the
war of 1812, lives here, He is now a shoemaker.

I hope I shall be able to engage his daughter Mar-

garet to come and live with us. 'Will you go in, or.
sit in the wagon?”

“ I shall-feel better to get ous and stir a little,” -

replied the clergyman.
. Mr. Royden tied Old Bill to a post, and, Iettmg
down a pair of bars for his aged friend, accompanied
him along a path of saw-dust and rotten chips to
the door, _

They were admitted by a bent and haggard
woman, who said * good-morning ” to Mr, Royden
and his companion, in a tone so hoarse and melan.
choly as to be exceedingly painful to their ears.

“Will you walk in?” she asked, holdmg the
door open.

S
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~«Thank you, Is your daughter Margaret at
home now "

% Yes, she is.”
Mrs. Bowen talked like a person who had lost all

her back teeth, and her accents seemed more and
more unhappy and forbidding.

+ . «T called to see if you could let hér come and

help us next week,” said Mr. Royden.
- «T don’t know. Sit down. Il see what she
says.”

Having placed a couple of worn, patched and
mended wooden chairs, for the callers, in thé business
room of the house, Mrs. Bowen disappeared.

- Father Brighthopes looked about him with a

softened, sympathizing glance; but, before sitting
~ down, went and shook hands with a sallow individ-
val, who was' making shoes in one corner. He was
ashort, stumpy, queer-looking man, past the middle
age, with & head as bald as an egg, and ears that
stood out in bold relief behind his temples. Sitting
upon a low beneh, his wooden leg— for this was
Job, the soldier — stuck out straight from his body,
diverging slightly from the left knee, on which he
hammered the soles of his customers.

“ Ah! how do you do?” said he, in a soft, de-

liberate half-whisper, as Father Brighthopes- ad-
 dressed him,

. Wzth his right hand, — havmg carefully wiped it
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upon his pantaloons, or rather pantaloon, for his .
luck in war enabled him to do with half a pair,—
he greeted the old clergyman modestly and respect-

fully, while with his left he raised his steel- bowed

g]asses from his nose. ,

“ My friend,” sald Father Brighthopes, « you
seem industriously at work, this morning,”.

“ Pegging away, — pegging away ! replied Job,
with a child- hLe smile, ““Always pegging, you
know.” : o ‘

- There was an evident attempt at so much more
cheerfulness in his voice than he really felt, that the
effect was quite touching. _

“That s my mother,” he added, as the clergyman
turned to shake hands with a wrinkled, unconscious-
lookmg object, who sat wrapped in an old blanket,
in a rocking-chair, “ A kind old womat, ‘but very
deaf.  You Il have to speak loud.” :

¢ (Xood- mormng, mother,” cried Father Bright-
hopes, raising his voice, and taking her withered
hand.

The old woman seemed to start up from a sort of

. dream, and a feeble gleam of intelligence erossed

her seamed and bloodless features, as she fixed her
watery eye upon the clergyman.
“0, yes!” she cried, mumbling the shrill words

~between her toothless gums, I remember all about

it. Sally’s darter was born on the tenth of June, in

/
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eighteen-’four. Her husband’s mother was a Hig-
gins,” Co

The clergyman smiled upon her sadly, nodded
assent, and, laying her hand gently upon her lap,

turned away. :
“ Her mind’s a runnin’ on old times, and she

don’t hear a word you say, sir,” observed Job, in
his peculiar half-whisper, slow, subdued, but very
distinet. “She don’t take much notice o’ what’s
goin’ on now-days, and we have to screech to her to
make her understand anything. A kind old lady,
gir, but past her time, and very deaf.”

Mr. Royden squeezed a drop of moisture out of his

" eye, and coughed. Meanwhile the aged woman re-
lapsed. into the dreamy state fromr which she had
beeh momentarily aroused, drawing the dingy
blanket around her cold limbs, and whispering over
some dim memory of the century gone by.

XY.
TIUE PHILOSOPHY OF A WOODEN LEG.

“You have a good trade, friend Bowen,” said
Father Brighthopes, drawing his chair near the shoe-

" maker’s bench.

“It does capital for me! ” replied ‘Job, cheer-
fully. «Since I got a bagonet through my knee at
Lundy’s Lane, I find I get on best in® the world
sittin’ still,” ‘

He smiled pleasantly over this feeble attempt at
humor, and arranged some waxed ends, which, for
convenicuce, he had hung upon his wooden leg,

“Did you learn shoe-making before you went
soldiering 27 asked the clergyman, - |

“L’d been a ’prentice. But I tired of the mo-

~motony.  So I quarrelled with my trade, and fought

my last at Lundy's Lane, as I tell people,” said
Job, with tWinklinieyes. |

“You got the warst of it?27 =

“All things considered, I did. This ﬁghtillg is

1%
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‘bad business; and, you see, I decidedly put my foot
in it.” . " '

Job touched his wooden leg significantly, to illus-
trate the joke. '

« You seem merry over your misfortune,” ob-

served Father Brighthopes.
« Better be merry than sad, you know. There’s

1o use o’ complainin’ of Providence, when my own -

folly tripped me up. My understanding is not so
" lame as that.” \ ‘

Tt was amusing to see with what a relish the poor
follow cracked these little iokes of his over his in-
~“firmity, To get hold of some one who had never

heard them before, and could laugh at them as well

- as if theyswere quite fresh and new, scomed a great
happiness to him ; and the clergyman did not fail to
appreciate and encourage his humor.

«On the whole,” said the latter, ¢ you made &
bad bargain when you traded your hammer and awl
for a musket and cartridge-box 2” -

Jol's eyes glistencd. He rubbed his hands to-
gether with delight, The old man had given him a

“capital opportunity to get in another of his jokes,

just like an impromptu.

"«1 might have made a worse bargain,” he said.
« As long as I had one leg left,” — he touched his
solitary knee, — T ought ‘to call it a good bargain,
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You see, I did not come off altogether without gome-~ .
thing to boot.”

“I hope you were contented to return to shoe-
making ?  remarked the clergyman, laughing. :
“Well — yes,” replied Job, in his cheerful half-
whisper. I did not find the change so difficult as
many would. I can say, truthfully, that, with me,
there was but one step between the battle-field and

the shop.”

Father Brighthopes took time to consider the
enormity of this far-reaching jest, and replied,

“ Well, brother! I trust you get along pretty
well now.” o

“ Passable, passable. Better than I should, if I
was a lamg-lighter or a penny-postman, I would n’t

- make a very good ballet-dancer, either. Do you

think I would?” |

Father Brighthopes replied that, in his exi)eri-
ence, he had learned to regard a contented shoe-
maker as more blessed — even if he had losta leg—;
than a miserly millionaire, or an ambitious tnon-
arch,
~ “I’vehad considerable to try me, though,” said Job,
“Two fine hoys, ’at would now be able to take eare
of me and the family, got the small-pox both % a
time ; one was nineteen, t’ other fifteen ; 1°d rather

lost a dozen legs, if I°d had 'em,” he murmured,

thoughtfully, ¢ Then I ’ve one darter that ’s foolish
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and sickly. She an’t able to do nothin’, and it %
took more 'n my pension was wo’th to doctor her.”
“ You have seen affliction: thank God, my
friend, that you have come through it so nobly!”
exclaimed Father Brighthopes, smiling, with tears
of sympathy running down his cheeks, :
- He patted Job’s shoulder kindly; and the poor

fellow could not speak, for & moment, his heart was

touched so deeply. z
- «Tt’s all for the best, I s’pose,” said he, coughing,
and drawing his shirt-gleeve across his eyes.

“Yes; and you will get your reward,” answered
- the old man.

“80 I believe! I find so much comfort in
these good old leaves.” v

Job ‘pointed to a worn Bible, that lay on the
mantel-piece.

“ Right! right!” cried the Plergyman, joyously. |

¢« Job Bowen, there is a crown for thee! Job
Bowen, in my life T have not met with- twenty men
5o blessed as thou. But thousands and thousands
of the rich and prosperous well might envy thee,
thou poor Christian shoe-maker, with one leg!” -
¢ Thank you! thank you, for saying so much!”

bubbled from Job’s 11ps, like 2 gushing stream of glad

water,

- He laughed; -he shed tears: he seemed warmed

through and through with the sunshine of peace.

. . Kl\
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The clergyman clasped his hand, weeping silently, -

with joy in his glorious old face. =
“ Yes,” said Job, rallying, “I knowed it *u’d be all

right in the end. I tell folks, though I an’t good at‘é.,

dancing and capering, and turning short corners in
life, and dodging this way and that, with my wooden
stump, T shall do well enough in the long run.”
“ And, considering how well afflictions prepare us
for heaven, we may say,” added Father Brighthopes,
“ you have already put your best foot forward,”
“That I have! that I have!” cried Job, de-

lighted.

t

“ How does ‘your wife bear up, under all her .

trials ¢ asked the old man.

At this juncture the old woman in the corner
started once more from her dreams, and eried out,

“On the left-hand side, as you go down. There
was thirteen children of ’em,—all boys but two,
The youngest was a gal, born the same day we sold
our old brindle cow.” -

Mr. Royden and the clergyman both started, and
looked at the speaker,

“Don’t mind her, —don’t mind the poor crea-
tur’ 1 said Job, softly. “ Her talk is all out of
date; it’s all about bygones. A kind old lady,
but childish again, and very deaf.”

Father Brighthopes. returned to the’ sub3e0t they

" were conversmg upon.
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« My wife has seen a mighty deal of bad
weather,” said Job, very softly. O, she has got
through it amazin’ well, for 2 feeble woman. She
_ astonishes me every day o’ my life. But, then, you

* see, she’s a good deal broken, late years.”
« T am sorry for her, — sorry for her ! exclaimed

the clergyman, warmly: ¢ But there’s a good time

coming for all of us old people,” — looking up, with

a peaceful smile, _
- 8o I tell her,” replied Job. ¢ DBut she han’t

- got the animal sperrits she once had. And that
an’t to be wondered at. O, she’s a good soul ! and -

if she’d pluck up heart a little, — gracious!”
‘exclaimed the shoemaker, doubling his fists, and
compressing his lips with hopeful firmness, * I think
I would n’t like any better fun than to fight the
world ten or a dozen years longer!”

“ My bold Christian hero!” '

« Thank you, sir! To- be that is glory enough
for me; though I did n’t think exactly so when I'stood
strong and proud on two legs. I believed then I
was destined to do wonders with barronets and gun-
‘powder.”

- The clergyman patted his shoulder kindly, and
,sznd,

“ Do you not feel it is better as it is 27

“ Well, yes. T think of that a good deal. ¢Sup-

- posing I had got to be a real, genuine bloody hero?’
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Isay tomyself. ¢ What would it all have come to, in
the end 2’ T expect it was the best thing the devil
could have done for me, when he knocked me off my
pins. Ah! here comes mother, with Maggie.”
Mrs. Bowen entered, accompanied by a plain, #
good-natured, wholesome-looking girl, modest, but -
not awkward, coarsely but quite neatly attired.
She advanced to shake hands with Mr, Royden, and

~ inquired about Mrs, Royden and the children.

“They will all be glad to see you,” he replied.

_ “What do you say to coming and helping us, next

week 27

“I don’t know how I can come, any way in the
world,” said Maggie. ¢ Ma’s health is so poor now,
I ought to be at home.”

“ I s’pose I shall have to gpare you, if you think
you would like to go,” added Mrs Bowen, in her
sepulchral tone of voice,

Maggie colored very red. She secmed to know
hardly what to say. Fortunately, the grandmother
in the cornmer attracted observation from her, by
erying out, with a shrill, childish laugh,

“So she did! he, he, he! Kggs ten cents a

“dozen, and all the hens a settin’! That beat all the

jokes T ever heardon! Eggs ten cents a dozen, and
five hens 8 — 5 — g — 5 —" .

The words died away in the old woman’s toothless
jaws; but her lips continued to move, and her mind
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" seemed to float lightly upon the waves of an inaudi-
ble laugh. Mrs. Bowen broke thel silence which
d.
felf?:l‘?r;e truth is,” — what a ghostly tone !— « Mag-
% gie did 't like to work for Mrs. Royden any too
~well, when she was there before.” o
%0, ma!” spoke up the girl, entreatingly.
¢«It’s the truth, She liked your folks well

enough, but there’s pleasanter f@ilies to }?01‘1; \

for.” , |
’ « Fie, mother ! ” said Job, softly, ¢ Let bygones

ones.”
g ‘}Sjigam glad you-spoke of it,” add:ad Mr. Royden,
frankly, ¢ My wife means to be kind, but ghe has
a good deal to try her, and she gets fretﬁl,l’,- now
and then. I am troubled the sau;‘e wa?',’toczu .
-« Q, Maggie never said & word ag'in’ you,” re-
. joineg’Mrfg];owen,; “¢nor any real han,n of Mrf.
Royden, for that matter. But, as I sald, there’s
pleasanter families to work for.” . |
¢« Well, well ! cried Mr. Royden.. desuous. of
getting away from the disa.greea,ble.toplc', “I .thmk,
if Maggie will try it again, she will find things a

little different. At any rate, she mustn’t mind too

much what my wife says, when she i3 irritated.”
« T suppose you will give a dollar and = half a
 week, in the busy season?” . ,
I.f,Mr. Royden hesitated af this reasonable sug-
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-gestion of the girl’s mother, it was only because he
knew his wife would bardly be satisfied to pay so
much. But a glance around the room, in which a
struggle with poverty was so easily to be seen, de-
cided him. What was a quarter, a half, or even a
dollar a week, to come out of his pocket? How:
much the miserable trifle might be, falling into the
feeble palm of the ghastly woman, whom trouble had
erushed, and who found it such a hard and wretched
task to toil and keep her family together !

“I can’t come until the last of the week, any
way,” said Maggie. - ‘
- «T am sorry for that,” replicddr. Royden.

“I might get along as early as “Wednesday ;
Monday I am engaged to Deacon Dustan’s —

“1I should n’t care if you broke that engagement,”
said Mrs. Bowen. ¢ Rich people as the Dustans
are, they an’t willing to pay a poor girl thirty-
seven and a half cents for a hard day’s work a wash-
ing!”

g‘;‘ I must go; since I have promised,” 'quietly ob-
scrved Margaret. “Tuesday I shall have a good
many things to do for myself. So I guess you may |
expect me Wednesday morning,” S

“ Well, Wednesday be it; I will send over for -
you before breakfast,” said Mr. Royden. ¢ Now, I
want you to make up your mind to get along with

12- -
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us as well as you can, and you-shall have a dollar
and a half, and a handsome present besides.”

~ Having eoncluded the bargain, Mr. Royden took
leave of the family, with his companion.

«Lord bless you, sir!” said Job, when he shook

hands with the clergyman. ¢ You have done me a
vast sight of good! I foel almost another man,
Do come again, sir; we need a little comfort, now
and then.” ' ‘

« T hope your minister calls occasionallyé ” sug-
gested Father Brighthopes.

« Not offen, sir, I am sorry tosay. He’s over to
‘Deacon Dustan’sgevery day ; but he never got as
far as here bub once, And I’d justas lives he
would n’t come, Ie didn’ seem comfortable here,
and I thought he was glad to get out of sight of

“poverty. * He’s a nice man, — Mr. Corlis is, sir, —
but he hasn’t a great liking to poor people, which I

- g'pose is nat’ral,” :
.« Well, you shall see me again, Providence per-
~'mitting,” cried Father Brighthopes, cheerfully.
- % Keep. up a good heart,” he added, shaking hands
- with Mrs. Bowen., ¢ Christ is & friend to you; and

there s a glorious f‘gture for all of ws. Good-by!

good-by ! God bless you all !

He took the grandmother’s hand again, and
pressed it in silence. His face was full of kindly
emotion, and his eyes heamed with sympathy:
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“Yes, T guess so!” cried the old woman. -
“ About fifteen or twenty. The string of that old
looking-glass broke just five years from the day it
was hung up. It was the most wonderfulest thing
Tever knowed on! T telled our folks something
dre’fal was going to happen.”

She still continued to mumble over some inaudi-
ble words between her gums, but the light of her eyes
grew dim, and she settled once more in her dreams,

Mr. Royden went out; the clergyman followed,
leaving the door opep, and a stream of sunshine
pouring its flood of liquid gold upon the olden floor.
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GOING TO MEETING.

]

Ox the following morning the Roydens made
early preparations for attending church. The cows
were milked and turned away into the pasture; the
horses were caught, eurried and harnessed ; and the
great open family carriage was backed out of the

‘barn. .
Meanwhile, Hepsy and Sarah washed the boys,

combed their hair, and put on their clean clothes,
Willie's bright locks curled naturally, and in his
white collar and cunning little brown linen jacket
he looked quite charming. It was delightful to see
~ him strut and swagger and purse up his red lips with

a consciousness of manly trousers, and tell Hepsy to
do this and do that, with an air of authority, 8COWl-
ing, now and then, just like his father. (reorgie was

more careless of his dignity; he declared that his

collar choked him, and * darned it all” spitefully,
calling upon Sarah to take it off, that he might go

" without it until meeting-time, at any rate.
Mrs. Royden busied herself about the house,

hled
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cleaning up, here and tl ith 1

i, , here, with her usuél cnergy
“ pome, wife!” exclaimed her husband, who was

;hz(xiv;)ng at .the looking-glass in the kitchen, « you

ad better leave off now, and get read v

pad be W, get rea y.,‘ We shall

“I can’t bear to leave things all at looge ends,”
?

 replied Mrs, Royden. I shall have time enough

to c!nange my dress. Hepsy! If you let the boys
get into the dirt with their clean clothes, you W‘i’ll
deserve a good seolding.” |
- “Isn’t Hepsy going to church ?” asked Mr. Roy-
den. | ’
(;‘ No; sgn?i says she had just as lief stay at hb;;cae
and someho car you
N y must take care of the baby, you
“If Sam was n’t such a mischief-maker, we might
leave the baby with him,”
| “Dear me! I’d as soon think of leaving it with
the cows! And, Hepsy, do you keep an eye on

~Samuel.  Don’t let him be cracking but’nuts all

day. Where’s Lizzie? Is she getting ready 2

) I think she is,” replied Hepsy. ¢ She was
tending the baby; but that is still now.”

“I can’t conceive how we are all going to ride,”
added Mrs. Royden. “«I don’t know but 4 _ha,d
bettcfr stay at home. The carriage will be crowded
and it seems as though I had everything to do.” ,

12% Lo
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«« There will be plenty of room in the carriage,”
said her husband, taking the razor from his chin, and

wiping it on a strip of newspaper. © Tather Bright-

hopes and I can take Lizzie on the front seat with
us, and you and Sarah can hold the boys between
you. ~Chester and James are going to walk.”

“Mrs. Royden continued to work, until she had
but a few minutes left in which to get ready. The
“second bell was ringing, and carriages were begin-
ning to go by. S

« Clome, wife!” again her hushand exclaimed ;
 “ywe shall be late. There go Mr. Eldridge's

Tolks.” :

«They are always early,” said she, impatiently.

10
.

- ©Do let me take my time!”
But Mr. Royden called her attention to the

_ elock.

g0 late?” she cried. “ Where the morning has

ne toI can’t conceive. Hepsy, come and help

me slip on my silk dress.”

« Willie wants to ride his stick,” said Hepsy;
¢ and it is all dirt.” - '

«« Willie cannot ride his stick to-day!” exclaimed
Mrs. Royden, sharply. * Do you hear #”

Willie began to pout and mutter, I will, too!
g0 there ! ? and kick the mop-board. - _

His mother’s morning experience had not pre-

¢ Dear me ! who would have thought it could be
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pared her for the exercise of much patiénce. She

rushed upon the little shaver, and bozed his ears

violently. -~ ' |

“ Do you tell me you will2” she cried. * Take
that ! » ‘

Wiilie. blubbered with indignation, being too
proud to ery outright, with his new clothes on.

“Stop that noise !

Wil]ie could not stop ; and his mother shook him.
T%ns was too much for his dignity, and he bawled
with open mounth. |

“You shall stay at home from meeting ! 7 mut--
tered Mrs. Boyden. “Take off his collar, Hepsy ! »

- * She shqn’t! " sereamed Willie, throwing him-
self on the defensive. ¢ I'II bite her!” -

“ Comg, come!” said Mr. Rdyden; “ Willie is.
going to be a good hoy, and go to meeting Jike a
man,” :

“ He shell g into the closet, and stay there one
hour ! 7. exclaimed his mother, snatching him u
roughly. ' | P’

Wil-lie ..met with a providential escape. While he
was kxfalclng and sereaming in his mother’s arms
the noise of a dire disaster filled the kitchen anti
eontributed to drown his erjes. ’

Georgie, rf:aching up to the water-pail which
stood on the sink-shelf, to get a dipper-full of drihk,

* had somehow pulled it over. Iis entire contenis
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spouted upon his face, his bosom, his fresh eollar
“and nice clothes, and the pail came with him to the
foor. After the shock, and the jar, and a little -
gasping, he began to shriek. Mrs. Royden dropped
_Willie, and zan to the rescue. 1t wag well for the
drenched boy that his father arrived first at the
spot, and lifted him up. IHepsy was terrified ; but
Sam, who had hobbled to the door, to tell Mr. Roy-
den that the team was ready, laughed till he was too
weak to stand. \

Mrs. Royden, incensed by the lad’s insolence,
made a rapid dash at him; but Sam dodged, and
rolled down the steps. Willie, diverted from his

~ own woes by the mischance which had befallen hig
brother, crept into a corner im the sitting-room,
where he hid away from his mother’s wrath.

" How the storm would have ended it is impossible

~ to say, had not Father Brightixopes made his ap-
pearance, serene and glowing from his morning
devotiong. :

« Ah! what has happened to my little friend 2"
he cried, as Mr. Royden held Georgie up to let him
Cdrip. |

Mr. Royden had kept his. temper with astonish-
ing success ; but he was on the point of giving way
4o his irritable feelings. The old mn’s appearance
was timely. The perplexed father remembered &
- yesolution he had made, and was calm in a moment.
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40,” said he, “ Greorai .
“0, rgte has bheen takin: i
| drmlf at the water-pail. It wag rath o g
oot | er t00 much
“ Accidents will ha 1
| ppen,” cried the clergyma
g:)c:rﬁ?ﬂy.‘ “Bear it bravely, my fine ;jlown:
1 Wi Eg,et dry again soon. Tt helps nothi -
cry about it, my little man.” e
as}f:or{gxg was hushed almost instantly. He seemed
o ‘t haec to n-zake a greab ado about his disaster, and
. oc-lered his cries into sobs.  Meanwhile ’M S
o ' . , Mrs,
boﬁ);nen, “Z{th' a {mghty effort, had controlled her
g and bursting temper, and hastened
room, - o
i} I:;i was how impossible that Georgie should gb to
ceting. Hepsy undressed him, while Mrs Roy

- den got herself ready with nervous haste. All the

?exg,:l;bors bound for church had gone by before th
a,m’t yb(?gan to pile into the carriage. Mr. R X
dep sOpatlence was fast ebbing away i
“Uome, come, wife!” he gai . |
:7 he 8 ¢
you would be too late.” Tl
She flew around conf i -
ai i hos s nfusedly, doing everything
Three times, when i
. len on the point of getting i
;3)1: c:rrxage, she went back for somethiig s[ii:; 1?:;
o nglt; tkc:n Then. Greorgie, unwming -to’ stay at
o ié[egan to whimper aloud, and strﬁggle fiercely
With Hepsy, who restrained him from running after
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 the family. To make matters worse, the yearling

colt got out of the barn-yard, Sam having afforded
him an opportunity by leaving the doors open on

both sides of the barn. Mr. Royden had to get
him back ; for it would not do to let him follow the
team to church, and Sam, with his lame foot, could
not have kept him out of the read.

Mrs. Royden took advantage of this delay to ar-
range some portion of her dress, which she had
noglected in her haste. Her hushand had shut the
colt up, and returned to the ‘Thorse-block, before she
was ready. His temper was now on the point of
bursting forth, as-the clergyman saw by his fiery
face, knitted brows and quivering lips.

« Calmly, calmly, brother!” said Father Bright- |

hopes, cheerily. “Take it easy. Keep cool.
Heat and passion always make bad things worse.” *.
¢ I know it !” exclaimed Mr. Royden. I will
keep cool.”
He laid down the reing, and took his seat quietly
on the horse-block, wiping the perspiration from his
brow.

¢ Let affairs take their course,” gaid he, < If we

don’t get to meeting at all, it will not be my fault.
I have done my best.”

« Mothter, why don’t you come?” cried Sarah,

impatiently. .

Mrs. Royden bustled ont of the house, pullmg oo B
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her gloves. Her husband helped her up very
deliberately, then took his seat calmly and coolly
with Father Brighthopes. At length they started,

Sam holdmg the large gate open as they drove
through,

“ Hepsy ' cried Mrs. Royden, looking back.
Mr. Royden stopped the horses.

“You need n't stop. T can tell her what'I want
to n”

«If you have any dlreetlons for her, we may as

- well wait,” said he, quietly.

“Drive on, if you are in such a hurry,” re
torted Mrs, Royden., “T only wanted to tell her
something about the spare-rib. I thought I could:
make her understand.”

They now flew over the ground at a rapid rate,
until Willie began to scream. ¢

“ 0, my hat! my hat!”

¢ Father, why don’t you stop?” exclaimed Mrs,
Royden, grasping her husband’s arm.

- “Whoa! whoa! What is the matter?”

“ Willie’s hat has blown off.”

This seemed the climax of disasters. Willie's
hat lay in the road, already forty yards behind.
Mrs. Royden began to scold Sarah for not attend-
ing to the strings, and tying them so that it could
not be lost,

Meanwhile Mr, Royden, struggling with his tem-
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ot dovin and went bugk for the bat. On his

* per back fo
ot his wife seized it, and, in no very pleasant

return,

mood, put it on Willie’s head, — reprimanding Mr

Royden for moving so slowly. .
‘J;I have made up my mind that it is best never

to be in a hurry,” he replied, in a gentle.tone.
However, he drove very fast, and arrived at the

meeting-house steps shortly after the last pealsof

the bell died upon the air. Nothing he disliked

. more than to go in late; but he was a little cheered _‘

at seeing the Dustans, who lived o near, roll up to
. the gravelled walks, in their grand carriage, while he

was helping his family out.

XVII.

FATHER BRIGHTHOPES IN THE PULPIT,

.

Durixe all the unpleasant hurry and confusion
of the morning, Father Brighthopes had remained
beautifully serene. He seemed to enjoy the ride
on that still Sabbath—so different, in its calm

. and quiet loveliness, from all other days in the.

week —as ‘much as if nothing inharmonious had
occurred. But he wag more thoughtful than usual,

‘talking little, as if his meditations took a higher and

holier range than on common oceasions.

His venerable aspect attracted gencral attention,
as he entefed the aisle with the family, at the close
of the prayer. His aged form was slightly bent,
his calm eyes downcast, and his step very soft and
light ; while his countenance beamed with a meek
and childlike expression of reverence and love,

The old man seated himself with his relatives, in

: - & humble attitude; but Mr. Corlis, after reading

the hymn, invited him, through Deacon Dustan, to-
come up into the pulpit. "He could not well refuse,.

although he would have preferred to remain in his.
| 13 -




o "‘r%jig.
R
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obscure position, He ascended the hidden stairw;m'jg,
i chil-
1 5 d so mysterious to young
which always looked s o young chi
i ble head, with its exp
en, and soon his fine, no : .
Sil‘.re ’forehead, and thin, white locks of hair, appeared
above the crimson cushions of the desk.

From the pulpit, he glanced his eye over the -

ongregation, as they arose with the singersl ar;:i

:too% during the hymn, He was very happy, ooh-
ing kindly down upon so many strangers, who
ing kindly down up  mav o he

' ' ~and sisters to s g
seemed all dear brothers-a d "

J : i ds, no less than they

rt, — near relations and friends, /
:vixa; sat in Mr, Royden’s pew, and Sarale and Cbes
ter in the choir,

The sermon was one of the best Mr. C§rlxs hag
~ever preached, It was not so flowery as many o

his- discourses, nor so deep in doctgil. Orisr(iz:f;l:ys
others, but it contained more prac sy
an any of his previous productions. . When Fath
%righth}c;pes, who was agreei%y f;::ptioﬁ;e;oi g1;:
\cter, expressed his gratifica )
;1::;1?::, a,t itsp close, the latter s.hould, perh.aps,t{ljla‘}f;z
confessed how much of itS"‘me{‘}f'S' wero 0\;\7113%a i
“influence ; for, after his interview with t'he gb {; o
gyman, Mr. Corlis, touched ‘to~ the ’qmclf t'y o
eonvictions of duty, had: re-written a large I?ior mnmal
the-germon prepared .during: ﬂfe.week, ang é)zzuth
into it something of the vital sx-)mt.of' Iq?e an rut
which had been awakened within him.
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DBrighthopes read the closing hfrnn in
cal, feeling tones of voice, while the con-

gregation listened with unaccustomed attention and
pleasure. When the

and dine,  But there wag a Sunday-schoo] between
‘morning and afternoon services, angd he expressed o
desire to remain and witness the teachers’ Inbors,
“ Perhaps,” said he, smiling, « with my experi-

ence, I can throw out some useful hints, However, .
25 I think a breath of air will do me good,” he ad-
ded, turning to Mr, Oor]is, who had asked him to -
walk over to the barsonage, “I accept your king
invitation. I can return in the course of half an
hour, and still have time to utter a great deal more
wisdom than I shal] he capable of, I fegp.»

Mr. Corlis had hardly expected this, and, it may
be, he was not very pleasantly surprised. Ty bhad
been impossible for him to foster any resentment
from overhearing the old man’s remarks, two days
before, touching the duties of clergymen; yet he

ble in his presence,

sensation of uncongeniality conld not

Father Brighthopes wag so frank, g0

» 80 full of love and kindly enthusiasm, thag

in ten minutes hig conversation had swept away the
Parriers between them. Mr. Corlig really began to
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like him, and feel that his eounsel. and support might
be of great assistance to him in his 1abo¥s. ion
~ After partaking sparingly of slm] teg:gt;lnf o ami
i relcomed by the brig d .
to which he was welcom | oyes and
i ld man propose
lips of Mrs. Corlis, the old n
zz:zrripto the Sabbath-school ; and the young preacher
volunteered to be his companion.

The appearance of Father Brighthopes in the .

‘ t, The teachers
- as 9 memorable even .
Scho‘?l;f’g‘uw the business of thelr,-clagses', to listen
igonlfa: he Ead to say. All was attention, ;; he
aro‘;é‘ venerable, yet simple and smiling, to address
, .
: l‘ . )
thelﬂ::iim, this had been of a rather gloomy chmlra;i
‘ chers had fallen into a melan-
. Many of the teachers . a mela
t‘;::)l 'droiing manner of talking to thenf %1135{:
cb i’ the horrors of sin and the awfulnless of Go :
; xf::h " The old clergymian’s cheerful discourse ha
wrath. ‘

" so much the better ‘effect, from the contrast. How

igi i is faith !
i ligion, according to his

happy and bright was relig !
| ggﬁyglorious was truth! How lfnutterably W er(:d

was the conviction of God’s infinite goodness a

1. : | . ‘

lov]?t.wés like the pouring down of sunshine 'tluough
murky clouds, — that earnest, besutiful discourse.

The children never forgot it; and, happily for them,

the teachers tréasured it in th_e:ir hearts.l I
Mrs Royden thought it did not do. er

[
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good to go to meeting,  She wag so nervous, during
the morning service,
ble for her to fix her
the singing. | o :
“I may as well give up going to meeting alto-
gether,” she said to her husband, on their way home
at noon. “There is so much to be done, every
morning, before we start, that it igall hurry — hurry
—hurry; and if T take my time, then we ave late.”
He could not make her believe that she did a
thousand things, on such oceasions, which she might
just as well leave undone; and, to
he gave over the argument, L
The baby had been very cross, and Mrs, Royden
concluded to stay at home in the afternoon, This
was melancholy intelligence for' Sam, who had en-
Joyed a fine season of fun in the morning, playing
with the cat, cracking “but’nuts,” and plaguing
Hepsy. With the old lady around the house, fun
was out of the question on the Sabhath.
Hepsy got ready, and returned with Mr. Royden
in the afternoon. Father Brighthopes preached, and a

that it had been quite Imposgi-
mind on the sermon, or enjoy

“lhave Peace’”

his sermon was just such a one as the poor girl

needed, to cheer her hopeless, doubting heart, In

listening to it, she quite forgot how many eyes re-

(garded her deformed figure and plain fice with

scorn and dislike; she remembered nog the  pangs
which had shot through and through

her sensitive
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heart, when Chester told her of his intended mar-
the world faded, with its selfishness, pride

riage; sell
1 and heaven opened, with its angels of

and envy,

¢ t sermon
eace and love. The old man’s eloquent sexmon

| delighted old and young; but there were few faint-
ing, thirsty souls, who drank in its glorious thou.ghts
wﬁh such intensity of feeling as did the afflicted

Hepsy.

XVIII.

. MR. KERCHEY.

*

Curster, in the mean time, had made the ac-
quaintance of a new resident in the neighborhood.

This was a somewhat singular individual, about
thirty years of age, unmarried, and very rich, He
was the son of a merchant in New York; but, in
consequence of feeble health, together with certain
eccentric notions with regard to society, he had re.
solved to become a gentleman farmer. He had pur-
chased a valuable estate, lying not far from Mr,

Royden’s farm; and there he now lived with a

trust-worthy tenant, of whom he was learning the

‘agricultural art,

Mr. Lemuel Kerchey was not easy to get ac-
quainted with. The admirers of wealthy young
men, in the neighborhood he had chosen, courted
his society in vain. He was not timid, but exceed-
ingly taciturn; he was a good listener, but as a
talker he failled, His sociability was of the nega-
tive or passive sort. He could do justice to any good
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dinner to whigh he was invited, but somehow he
could not be got acquainted with.

Mr. Kerchey sat alone in one of the most ex-
pensive pews in church; and every Sunday he
looked directly at the minister during sermon and
prayer, without once. removing his eyes; and ap-

peared just as intent gazing up at Sarah Royden’s

rosy face,*in the choir, during the singing.

At noon Mr. Kerchey accepted an invitation to
call at Deacon Dustan’s, and partake of a lunch;
on which occcasion he met Chester, Being intro-
* duced to him, and learning that he was Sarah’s

brother, the bachelor made 2 mighty effort to talk;

but he found it so difficult to express his ideas, that
it was really painful to listen to him. However,
Chester inclined to encourage the acquaintance, and

spared him the trouble, by talking so fast himself, -

that even Jane Dustan, who was a famous chatter-
box, could hardly get in a word.

- Mr., Kerchey had driven to church alone in an
elegant  buggy,” and at the close of the afternoon
services he invited Chester to ride with him. In
veturn, the latter asked the bachelor to call at his

father’s house. _.
«T shall be — much — ah —— pleased,” said Mr.

Kerchey, in his usual hard way of expressing him-
solf, ¢ to— to —ah—get hetter acquointed with

—-ith — your people.”
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.Mrs. Royden Was preparing a sumptuous meal.
Dinner and supper were condensed into ope grand
Eepast on Sundays. She liked to have the chil-
dren come home with keen appeti i

! ppetites, which
their food so delightful a relish, E =

.-But. ](l}eorgie, that afternoon, had burnt his fin-
gers with a wire Sam was heating to per

_ perforate an
elder-stalk for a fife; the baby was unwell and

cross, and? by some unaccountable oversight, Mrs,
Royden had let the spare-rib cook a little too hard
m}d brownon oneside. Everything had gone wrong
with her that day, and when the family came home
they found her flushed and fretful.

“Hepsy,” said she, “ do you change your dress
a8 soon as you can, and help me set the table. Put
on your apron, Sarah, the first thing. Why do you -
scream out 50 loud, Lizzsie? You almost eraze
me !

“ Why, there eomes Chester, in Mr. Kerchey’s
buggy! He is heckoning for” %am to go and open
the gate, T guess.”

Mirs, Royden was interested. She had a liking

- for wealthy young men, and was not displeased to

see Mr. Kerchey drive into the yard, Hastily tak-
Ing off an old tire, assumed to protect her dress, she
bustled about to prepare herself to do eredit to the
family. |
“Take him right into the parlor, Sarah,” said




154 MR, XKERCHEY., -

she. ¢ Willie, you may keep on your new clothes,
if you will ‘stay in the house. If you get into the

dirt, I shall box your ears.”
«T wonder what Chester invited that disagrecable

old bach to stop for?” murmured Sar‘:mb, not 0

well pleased. - - | ‘ ‘
She received him politely, however. Mr. Ker-

chey, in her presence, was painfully stiff and inca- |

pable of words. His position would have been mosh
embarrassing, had not Chester come fo his reliel.
Afterwards Father Brighthopes made his appear-
ance, and Sarah, begging to be excused, was scen no
more until supper was announced.

Hepsy, Sam and the two younger children, stayed
away from the table; the first from choice, the
others from compulsion. The little boys especially
were hungry, and made a great clamor because they
could not sit down. V o o

" «Do let them come, wife!” said Mr. Royden.
'« There ig plenty of room.” 4

« May we ?” asked Willie, with big grief in his

voice, and big tears in his pleading eyes. |
“ No; you can wait just as well,” replied Mrs.

Royden. If you tease or cry, remember what

we do with little boys that will not be good. Hush,

now ! ” ‘
Notwithstanding this dark hint-of the closet, Wil
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Iie. burst into tears, and lifted up his voice in lament-
ation,
. ;iiiz f” 01‘1§d Murs. Royden, “take him into

Lxtreme severity transformed Willie's grief into

rage, The cake which had been given him as a
slffght .:f)mpf;:sation and comfort for the martyrdom
of waiting he thre

bereath s ot w upon the floor, and crushed

Mus. Royden started up, with fire in her eyes :
but her hushand stayed her. o

*“ Who blames the boy 2” he said.  He is hun-
gry and cross.  Come, Willie, bring your chair, and
sit here by me,” ) , |

The idea had, by this time, insinuated itself into
Mr. I?erchey’s brain that the children were made’
to. walt out of deferemce to him. Mrs, Royden
might consider him as one of the calumniated class -
of bachelors who detest the light of little blue oyes
and ‘hate the prattle of innocent tongues. A?ter,
one or two attempts to speak, he succeeded in artic-
ulating, -

“I—1 think it would be —would he — ah —
Pleasant to have the children at the table.”

“It is so anmoying to bo troubled with them
when we have company ! murmured Mrs, Royden,
relenting. ¢ Well, Hepsy, bring their plates.;’ ,
| To see the happiness shining in the little fellow’s
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eyes, which were ag yet hardly dry, must have been
sufficient to soften any grim old bachelor’s heart.
Mr. Kerchey struggled to express his gratifiation,
in order not to be outdone by the cheerful and talk-
ative clergyman ; but he could only smile in an em-
barrassed manner upon the-boys, and coin these
tough and leaden syllables :

« T — rathor — ah — like  young people of this

deseription.” ' |
~ Mrs. Royden was glad to have peace, for she saw
how much the few unpleasantwords which had been
spoken vexed the proud and sensitive Chester, and
was not desirous to have a family scene enacted in
presence of the stranger.

The meal was a very cheerful ome; Father
Brighthopes being in.one of his most delightful
moods, and the family in good humor generally.
Sarah manifested a large talent for quiet fun, in
her mischievous endeavors to draw Mr. Kerchey
into conversation. ‘

The poor bachelor did his best, but he had never
found the exp'ression of ideas a more difficult and
laborious task.  In vain the kind-hearted Mr. Roy-
den winked for Sarah to desist; in vain the good

clergyman delicately filled up the painful pauses in -
Mr. Kerchey’s ¥emarks with natural observations, -

suggestive. and helpful: Sarah persisted, -and the
guest was forced to talk. :
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When young ladies are suspected of being objects
o.f‘ attraction, they think they have a legitimate
right to make fun of all newly-developed admirers |
They may marry them next Year; they perhape;
look upon such an event as probable and desirable ;
but they will laugh about them to-day, alike regard:
Iqss of the pain they inflict on their victims should
they perceive the ridiculs, and eareloss of ;he dis-

+ tress of prudent mothers and friends,

For.tunately for Mr. Kerchey, his talent for ob-
servation was not remarkable. Phrenologically
speaking, his perceptive faculties were small, as well
a8 “ language ” and ¢ concentration.” He was
ralt-her flattered by Sarah’s attentions than other.
wise, a.nd very readily accepted an invitation to pro-
long his call until evening, | '

t Would you — ah—would you like to — ride
-—f:- g htltle ways —ah — after my pony 2" he asked
of barah, as they were sittineg in th
iy g e parlor, after

« Thar'xk you; but I hardly think I ought to o
this evening,” replied the ready girl.

‘What a relief it was to hear her silver-ringing
Yomeir after Mr. Kerchey’s painful efforts to speak !
,‘You-—you. are—you are not-— partial -
riding — perhaps 2 » ‘ - prrtil 0

“0, Ilikeit well ; but a carriage seems monoto-
nous.  Horseback exercises for me ! ”-

14
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« You — like — you like it 2 ” :

« Passionately ! ? cried Sarah. ¢ O, how I love
a spirited, prancing, bounding pony ! ”

“With bis usual labor of enunciation, Mr. Kerchey
said that, if she could inform him where a side-sad-

dle was to be obtained, he would be  most — ah —

happy " to give her his best horse to ride that even-
ing. He was five minutes oceupied in expressing
go much. o | o

« We have a ladies’ saddle,” said Sarah; ¢ but
T°d rather not go and ride on Sundays merely for
pleasure.” ‘ '
 «Ah! a thousand —ah — pardons ! ** rejoined
Mr. Kerchey, conscious of having committed an
indiscretion. * Some — some other time #”

Qarah excused his freedom, and gayly told him
« glmost any time ; ” and when he finally took his
leave, declared that she had “got well rid of him,

at last.” _
Meanwhile, Sam had decoyed Willie and Greorgie

into the orchard, and betrayed them into a game of

ball. He made his lame foot a good cxeuse to sit

upon the grass and enjoy all the « kiocking ™ or
 Jicks,” while the boys threw and ¢ chased.”

«« What are you about there, you rogue 2" cried

" Mr. Royden, who had enough natural religious feel-

- ing to desire that his family should behave decorously

on the ’Sabbath; .
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“ 0, nothing much,’
~ ball a little.” '
“Do you know what day it is 7 ”
It an't Sunday after sundown, is it? You
always let us play then.” |
- But the sun isn’t down yet,”
Mr. Royden po ' |
pointed to the great luminary whi
[ . Wh -
still glowed amid the trees in ?he west. 7
“Golly ! T thought it was!”
“ What. a story that is! The sun is nearly half
an hour high.  You couid not help seeing it.”
Sam looked with amazement, squinting across his

bal_l,-club, and d(.)dging his head this way and that
as if to assure himself that it was no delusion. "

14 5 1
It an’t down, s it 27 he said, honestly, “I’m

a little cross-eyed, I ex '
xpect ; and that’
could n’t see it before.” o ks why 1

> sald Sam; «only piaying
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MONDAY MORNING.

«] am not going to put off was.hing’ un.til the
middle of the week, to wait for any girl 17 said Mx:.
Royden, positively. «We shall have _enough t}c]) 0
after Margaret comes, without keeping a great | egp

£ dirty clothes to be washed.” - .
’ ‘-‘Iwyell, do as you like,” replied her hushand, with

o dissatisfied air. * But T know just how it? will be.
You and the girls will wear yourSfalves O}It bei‘.’or(e1
noon. If you would only take things quietly, an‘.
* not try to do too much, you WDl.lld get along betfel; ;
but you see so much to accomplish, that you ﬂ?r fm 0
o heat and a hurry, which you seldom recover iroil
v three days.”

forl\;‘g. ?Iioyden Wis resolved. Th? regular' 1\:.[1011-
day’s work was to be done, and nczthmg could in u}cia
her to postpone it. The great boiler was put on i
kitchen stove before breakfast, and the clothes go

l
ready for the wash. |
It scemed her mature to be.cross on such days,
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and the children. knew what to expect. There
could be no fun on Monday morning. Al must do
something, — even Greorgie must pull out the stitches

~of a scam, and Willie must rock the baby. It

seemed that poor Hepsy did everything, and gave
satisfaction in nothing, '

That was a hard day for Sam. The mowers
came, one after the other, and he had to turn the
grindstone for them to grind their seythes in suc-
cession. They were good-natured, energetic men ;
and, not wishing them to know how lazy he was, he
worked industriously at the crank, before and after
breakfast, But the last man “bore on enough to
break the stone,” Sam said ; and he groaned under -

- the infliction, asking, from time to time, if the scythe

was ¢ ‘most finished.” , _

At length, to his great joy, it was well ground
from heel to point, and its master fastened it to the
snath.  Shouldering it, and thrusting a rifle”
into his belt, the jolly mower went whistling to the
meadow, to join his companions and Mr. Royden,
who had gone before. -

In the midst of his rejoicing, Sam was dismayed
to see Chester make his appearance, with another
seythe. It was to be ground, and Sam was just the

fellow to help do that work, with his lame ankle.

“ Lot me hold the soythe and you turn,” whined

lﬁ the lad,

14%




162 MONDAY MORNING.

«Tarn away !” exclaimed Chester, authori-
tatively. .

Sam turned very slowly, groaning with each revo-
lution of the crank. .

«You lazy scamp! 17l cuta sprout,‘ ind lay it

Xk, if you don’t work smarter .

" “y g‘;i}:‘!c” ,mug;aered Sam. *’Most dead. Ha'n’t.
done nothing but turn grindstone since sunrise.
Did n't eat no breakfast, nuther.”

The crinding apparatus stood under an a}.}ple-
tree, behind the house. The spot was ret.lred,
offering conveniences for the adjustment of prw?.te
differences ; and Chester, who did not return to
farm labor, after being so long ab school, in very
good humor, quietly clipped a thin green sapling
from the roots of the tree.-

« T have n't settled with you for the caper you cxfﬁ
“up with Frank, the other night,” he said, between his
teeth. © Now go to work, and hold your .tongue,(
or Il make you wish the horse had run with you

to the end of the world, and jumped off!
« Better not hit me with that!” muttered Sam,

. growing desperate.
« Will you turn the grindstone?”

There was something dangerous in the flash of

© Chester’s eye, and Sam was afraid to disobey. A,
minute later, he was glad to see M. Royden com-
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ing th.rough the orchard, with his. hat in his hand,
and his sweaty brow exposed to the summer breeze,

“I am afraid you don’t know how to grind &
tool,” said. he, smiling indulgently,
the edge of the scythe. :

.“I t.vill go and mow in your place, if you will
finish it,” replied Chigster.

- Very well ; carry some drink to the men. I

will get it for you,”

Mr. Royder went to the well, drew up a dripping .
b‘ucket of clear, cold water, drank from the mossy
rim on the curb, and afterwards filled a stone Jjug.

Carrying this, Chester went to the field with
gloves on, and his cravat Jooped loosely ahout his
neck. , ,

Hepsy’s tender eyes beheld the young man as he

wont through the orchard, How handsomewhe
looked, in his tow trousers,

as he examined

straw hat and snowy

 shirt-sleeves! To her mind, nothing became him so

well as his farmer’s rig; and ag he disappeared over
the hill, she clasped her hands with intense emo-

* tion, and wept,

“‘I’m tired just about to death!” said Sam, pre-
tending that he could with difficulty get the efank
around.  « Them men bore on al] they could, only

t? make it hard for me, But Ches was worse than
etther on ’em,” B

“Pshaw ! turn away 1 7
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. i ick me.”
« And then Ches was going to Lic
" «No, he was not. Chester would not hurt you,”

! turn faster.”
1d Mr. Royden. ¢ Come, come: aste |
ﬂal“I' can’t !3:’ groaned Sam, «But he was going to;
that’s what he cut this switch fox:,” . .

« Well, T shall have to use it in his place', if you
don’t stop talking, and work better,” replied Mr.
Royden, with good-natured impatience. |

| f He ,said 't was "cause T got flung from the horsey’
muttered Sam. ~ « You won’t let him lick me for
that, will you?” |

«No; not if you behave yourself,” answered Mr.
Rbyden. « What makes ybu so lazy 2 I shal} not

H

et this scythe ground to-day.

: Tt se emed such hard work for the boy to turn iohe
grindstdﬂ“"é, that the kind-hearted farmer, taking

il on "him, brought the tool to an edge as soon a5

:ossib‘le, and let him go. - .‘
! ¢ Now, you must be a good boy, ar_xd lielp t.;h.e
women,” said he, dgjving the wedge which married

the seythe to the snath.

«Help the women!” repeated Sam, with an’ ex- ‘

pression of disgust. ¢ 1’d rather go and spread

hay.” |
¢« But your foot is lame.”.
« Well, I can’t pound clothes half so well as I can

spread hay. T have to walk around the barre] —”

« No more of your nonsense ! ” said Mr. Royden.

MONDAY MORNING. 165

“Hepsy ! » he eried, seeing his niece in the door-

way of the shed, “you can have Samuel to help -

you now.”

There was no eseape for the unhappy youth. He
saw Mr. Royden -depart towards the meadow with
dismay. He was left in the hands of one who
knew no mercy. Mrs. Royden was driving business
with furious energy. She had commands for all,

~and kind words for no one. Tt was interesting to

see hor seize upon Sam. His complaints of being
“tired to death” were like chaff sown upon the
wind, The tompest of her temper seattered them
inexorable fate controlled the hour ; and Sam
hopped from the grindstone to the « pounding-barrel”
with despair and discontent in his soul.

He worked pretty “well, however, until Mrys.
Royden was called to sco to the children, who were
about starting for school. The moment she was out
of sight, he began to swing lazily upon the pound-
er,” and make fun of Sarah, at work over the wash-
tub close by, | o

“You’ll get your pay for this,” said the young
lady, rubbing away, industriously, * Mother will
be back in a minute.”

“S’posin’ Mr. Kerchey should pop in, jest now ! ”
retorted Sam, grinning. “I°d like to have him
ketch you over the wash-tub ! ”

“I would not care if he did; I am not ashamed

*
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of it,” replied Sarah. 1 1 °d rather do anything than

wash clothes; but when I am about it, I’m not
lazy.” :

ghe Tooked beautiful, with her rosy cheeks_, brown_
* Tair, and fair, full brov., shaded by tl.ae plain hood
 thrown loosely upon her nead; her white arms bare,
and her hands. all covered with the thick, snowy

foam of the suds. Sam made some saucy rcjoinder,

and, laughing, she stepped up to him quickly, x;ii‘h a
garment dripping and soapy from the tub. | ] efore
he was aware of her design, she had covered his face
with it, rubbing vigorously up and down, and to and
fro, with pleasant malice.

Sam struggled, gasped, and screamed ;.he :sumbled
down, and, clawing the disagreeable application fra:?m
his face, spit like a cat; whi}e Sa}'ah stood over hlml
Jaughing, and threatening him with another similar

-experiment. o R
«There!” exclaimed Sam, waxing angry,

won’t work now, to pay for it! And, if you do that;

again, 1’11 —" o '
Splash went the garment into his face once move,

. ' ) ) .
across his eyes, and over his open mouth! It was

just as he was getting up from the floor. At that
moment Mrs. Royden resppeared in the shed. She
could not have chosen a worse time, To see “ such
actions going on,” Wwhen there was so much WOI:k t:
be done, was “ enough to try the temper of a saint.
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Her hands must have ached, from boxing Sam’s ears ;
her heart must have ached, with such a storm of
passion bursting it, L -
It scemed with a mighty effort of self.control that
she refrained from striking Sarah; but the latter,
making no reply to the deep tones of her displeasure,
quietly resumed her work, and, burning, palpitating
with anger, she returned to finish preparing the
children for school.

Ten minutes later, serene from his morning medi-

tations, Father Brighthopes came out of the parlor,

His face was full of tranquil joy ; but a noise of dire
confusion assailed his ear, and he paused upon the
threshold, o

Lizzie, neatly dressed for school, but smarting
and burning under the pain of bozed ears, was
marching sulkily out of the sitting-room, with a
satchel of hooks; Willie, rubbing both fists into his
red eyes, was crying grieveuslj; ; and Georgie was
walking very straight, with a book under his arm,
and hig looks downcast, fearful and watchful, as if
momently expecting the afffictive dispensation of his
mother’s band. |

As soon a3 the children were well off, the old
clergyman came forward,  Mrs. Royden was tossing
the baby in her arms, and endeavoring to still its
cies. The storm was yet raging; she seemed
angry with the innocent infant even ; when, looking
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she saw Father Brighthopes, with countenance

saddened and pale, stand before her.

~«Will you let me take the babe? T think I may

soothe it,” he said, in a very goft and earnest tone.
Tt was like casting oil upon raging waves. Mus.

offort, and appeared more calm,

¢ of the angry sea was smoothed;
p and

up,

But only the surfac
still the depths of her soul were broken u

troubled. .
« No,” said she ; « T will not inflict the trial upon
“you. What can I dp, to quiet it 2” she added, im-

patiently. S

¢ Perhaps my nerves arc calmer than yours,” re-
plied the old man, still extending his hands. “A

eat deal depenids upon that, Babes are very sus- .
ceptible to mesmeric influences.” <L

The idea astonished Mrs. Royden. She doubted
if there was any truth in it; Iuit, abandoning the
babe to his arms, she saw the thing demonstrated ab
The child seémed to feel itself in & now ab-
and what the mother failed to do, in her
astranger accomplished by the exer-

once.
mosphere,
nervous state,
cise of a tranquil will.
.« am infinitely obliged to

laid the babe in the cradle, now perfectly still and
niet. A great deal must depend upon the nerves,

and T acknowledge mine were in a bad condition.”
« T cannot tell how much I grieve to see you §0,”

you,” said she, as he

NING
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replied Father Bri '
righth :
could not take oﬁ‘enceg opes, so. kindly that ghe
“It was wrong : } .
: g; 16 “was ver
mured, « Y wrong,”

But I could not help it g’EShe m.ur-
goes wrong to-day.” . - verything
“Ts not such aly -

ways tl
much work on hand 3’ S the case, when you have too
“«Y, .
knom €%, é‘hdeo be}ill;a;e 1. Whyisit? I'dlike o
' cmldren are obstinat
y 1:? n I have most to do.- I e and frotfl
it. cannot understand
s I‘I 3 3] . -
band a}; élear 31s.ter, said the old man, tgkin h
earne’st emifiiikmgdm 2 voice full of', tendef a;;
» “a0 pardon me for m T
y freedom,

when T tell T thi
you I : .
yourself.” think everything depends upon

“ Upon e 2 »

“ Your cxamplé dear si 1
. le, sister, is all- '
e;z::t z;c;ésotx;]qiptmn of the immenge P;ngl;f;‘i; -
o ore ﬂt’o:,e yozmg and impressiye minds ygu

el R;) L(inded, if I am plain with you 17 .
o 1‘3; f: i'i(()lld him to g0 on; she needed hjs

Ero li)u ”not- be offended, :
ot er,” said he, “makes the moral at
e er houseifold_. She is the sky ov:r-l
ghi‘}er andyﬁ;rf} lambs in the pasture-.r How the .
wd ! rink beneath the shelter of the fen Y

ullenly at the ground, when the sky is blzzllg:,l

]

15
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- ind blows cold and raw and .
s S?fmS;]?: ii:ﬁfalwzitz-east! But look ;vhe;
damp 'rm;;n rain i3 over, when the‘ clouds re:»h :
- dmli ngthe wind shifts around into the sou "
t, Whp;x the bfighﬁ sun pours floods of §oft, w?:'
V:'eSta o theearth ; how the grasses then liftupt 53111;
o upontalks ond shake their heads, heavy w;; :
beaaefi hsbw th’e streams Jaugh and babbh? ; ll:ov:; i
t?ars,l bs skip about, and erop the .mcnst ;r. i;
lltgei:j?iee that the sky is blue agam, the bree
an

balmy and mild!” ..
¢« Bubt storms Wi
7 . '8
Bﬂ??ﬁu cannot control the weather out of doors,

e j kind of weather you

.you may make just the | o

zzzosiogri fgtrxr household. Obrily keﬁn;h; :ﬁycan

loudless and blue. e

Yﬂy.z.rt OW% vz:;rt{;e can. Parents, of ‘all pfsfsg:e?
gﬁ(:iiti do this, They owe it to their children ;

g ] g
0

. s h
children, to trsin aright h. Sister, you do not

affections, in their ter}gfallfgout e e elly
ize responsibility. b2 7
ie?lizeofy::l;lay "Eompared with theér immortal de
ria -day,

i ‘a " \ ] . . )
| tmg‘l; old man went on in the same kind but plain
e : .
and impressive manner.
been impatient to return

3 3 M TS,
1l come, sometimes, said M

to her work ; but the words

¢ vines of their wayward

At first Mrs. Royden had |
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“of wisdom, each a golden link, formed a chain to hold

her gently back. Her hands ful] upon her lap, her
eyes sought the floor, and it was not long before her
cheeks were wet ‘with downward-coursing tears,

And still the old man talked.’ Such sweet, sin-
ple, carnest and touching eloquence, her soul had -
never tasted, He did not forget to plead for
Hepsy, — the lonely, unhappy and oft down-trodden
girl, for whom her pity was seldom moved ; and now
she wept to think how thoughtless and cruel she
had sometimes heen, o ,

Mrs. Royden was altogether softened, — wag
quite melted. Then the old man added words-of -
hope and comfort; he drew picture of her sensi-
tive, irritable, but loving and noble-hearted hushand,

‘made happy by her cheerfulness, aided and encoyy-
aged by her to conquer hig impetuous and petu-
lant temper ; he described the children growing up
under mild influences, with such sunny dispositiong
and gentle natures as reap the golden grain of con-
tent, and love, and. tranquil joy, in the rich, wide
fields of life. ,

He ceased at the right moment, Pressing her
hand affectionately, he took his hat and went forth,
She returned to her work, The angels must have
smiled, for what a change was there! No more
ﬁ'etting, no more scolding,' no more angry looks and:
impatient words, no more impetuous rushing into
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‘ tleness of manuer,

arms of labor; but gen emnery
et Od now and then, thoughtfulnes;, :;h
R ched Hepsy and Sarah,

fow silent tears, aston oy B e

vy Sam to think

‘ ity
nd led the gw 7‘
2a,1mness. boded ruinous st

den eruptions of thunder an
| upon his devoted head.

orms, to burst with ‘f’ud'
d quick cross-lightnings

XX.
THE HAY-FIELD.

Farwer Brrenrmorss felt muck refreshed in the
open air. His heart expanded, his soul wen up on
wings of light towards God.

“I have done my duty, thanks to the Giver of
strength ! he murmured, with deep inward peage.
“0, Lord, bless unto her the seed of truth thy ser-
vant has seattered upon the thorny ground of her
heart!”» . .

Birds sang avound him; foarless squirrels chattered
at him, from fences angd Limbs of trees, with fap.
like, handsome tails euryed proudly over their backs
and the heautiful sunshine kissed his aged cheek,

In the distance he heard the cheerful sound of tho
mowers whetting their scythes, in the sweet ajr of
June. His heart leaped with joy, as he followed
along the grassy orchard path,  In a little while he
oame in sight of the hay-fild. A pleasing picture
met his eye, and he stopped to look upon it,

A sturdy laborer stood manfully erect, bis seythe

at his foct, with the blade buried in a fresh swath,
15%
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and the water-jug clevated at right angles from his

- perpendicular, with its nose jus beneath his own.
Chester, 108y, perspiring, his straw hat set carelessly
upon one side of his head, stood Jeaning on his scythe.
His father was whetting the obstinate tool which he
had been deterred from grinding properly by the
{11-timed laziness of San. The second hired laborer
was seated upon a heap of grass, under the fence,
fanning his brown face with his broad hat-brim ; and,
gtill nearer the orchard, James was seattering the
swaths with a pitch-fork, tn the midst of the wide
space which the mowers bad already gone over.

Tt was a handsome meadow ; the ground high and
rolling, the grass waving in the distance, a corn-
feld on the right, a hilly pasture on the left, and a
green grove il further to the south. The old
clergyman stood in the midst of the orchard trees,

“admiring the picture, antil Mr. Royden, uttering
gome pleasant Jest, SWUng his seythe into the tall
grass, followed by the twO hired men nd Chester in

 yegular succession, at each other’s heels.

Tather Brighthopes found a fork by the orchard

fonce, and went to help James spread hay. Having
gone once across the field with one of Chester’s light
cwaths, he took off his coal, and hung it upon the
fence by the pasture: having gone back again, he
removed his vest; and one more turn brought off his
neckeloth.
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“You'go to work 1i

work like an old £

‘ . ar 3 .
Royden, coming out with his swath e el M
’

his scythe. and shouldering

“Yes,” gaid T l '
ather Brighth
ought to, at least, for I wag Ered(;pf’s,
now I am old, sure enough,” ’

eheerily ; «1
rmer’s bﬁy, and

“Well, I would advise voqy i
:: :]'; :In:agl to; .risk' me f‘of thatto! Tke:t -
ol tg;: le fd:anger :of your hurting yourself
T i ol 18,” said the eareful farmer
ol t(;:,y,rn:im th:fnked him for the kind .
g pped to pick some berries in the c::;j
ner

of the fence ‘
: . Mr. Ro : ;
mowers to get out, yden waited for. the other

‘ b} u O
1 -
3 .

with practice,” h
* e added, e -
try to cut too.wide a SWatil,’:] couragingly. ¢ Don't

as you bring i

shout, and, looki
. ! ing up, Mr. Royd .
q en
nztg at f'uH. speed towards the pa);tu i‘aw bim run-
What is the matter ? » re fence.

“That :
| confounded mischi
Tames, mischievous colt!” cried

“I declare!” exelai |
7 exelaim
“that eunning brute h el Mr. Royden, suddenly,

Father Brightbopes ! as got bold of your coat,
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‘ « My coat? That
«Tfa !" said the clergyma DRI 12.7
.“- He: (S;:; ab all.  Where is the little ra%calden
" will ’]3)3?9:3 ch!ase bim, James! " crled :Ml'.u oy - ;
¢ 1 } ) a0,
uﬁf (;'viﬂ only make the matter WOI=® 1t, with the
Bu James did not hear. The coit, oring
But 9«, wost between his teeth, was c P iy
clergst'}f:;anhsm * James ran after him, tl.lro(;vﬂl‘fbol; ors
OVel't nes aﬁdqﬂhoutiﬂg’ while the h;,refence and
| ‘1013'363 their great strong arms upon the ’
ean |
fun. . )
laugheib;mdl;l:;fﬁe animal!” exclaimed F?t%a;
« What a - D any. ¢
ohi heartily as
. 8, laughmg as 7 sk Y
Bl:}g“l;thﬁgis doing a wonderfo Pl'.ett{hi;m arment,
| ﬂnguddenly the colt ".Stopped’- dl}?@?ﬁile had gistancéd
oking round at James, whom & Ratt | £ the
- 1001;125;% vods, darted from the top.0 ant-
D This was notll. Whilethe o
hi ’ . ed to the ’ ;
s up the  acclivity, he return _ . bus
;ﬂg uptzh:e;mit wi{h his teeth and fore-feet ; bu
egan

f his neck, upon
i to the very centve O o v
alzfedh i:;nfnigchievous animal sna;tcl?ed. :}F itt_(zo gthe
le:t again, and went galloping off Wi to
xtremity of the field. .
fmﬁer ;%f;gen,y(}hester and one of the 1;13 egv(x: th;
d:t; o to the assistance of James, a;)l drive £
halt i tf a corner, hefore the booty could be
colt in

nder -
When it was finally seized by Chester .from

young men,” replied the farmer.,
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7
'hi§ very feet, it was not worth much, It had been
shamefully trampled and torn, .
But Father Brighthopes lau
they brought it back to him.
“The shrewd dog!” said he;

kept at work, he was too eonscientious to touch my

coat ; but the moment T stopped to pick berries, he
thought he would teach me lesson,”

“I am sorry, — sorry ! ” exclaimed the mortified
farmer,

ghed pleasant] ¥, a8

“as long as

“0, it is not a great loss! Tt will not ruin me,
I think T shall recover from the damage. Bad
work he made with it, didn’t he2» laughed the ¢ld -
man, holding up the wreck of cloth, « It is fortu.

nate I did not wear my best coat out here. It
50t s0 bad as if Ihad not another to my back,
You have no more colts

over in the corn-field, to
take as good cave of my vest, I trust 2

As the men looked in the dirqction of the vest,
they saw Mark Wheeler, the jockey, coming towards

them, across the lot. ITe was walking very fast,
and passion contracted his features.

- “Mr. Royden,” said he, with forced
“are you pretty busy just now 2

“You see T am holding my own with these h

calmnesg,

garty

L3

uI

I work for you 'e'nough to make up for lost
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i b
time,” said Mark, «if you will go over and loo};_a
ime, |
ew horse.” o
m):‘nWhat% the matter with him?’

¢ his eye.”

“‘ %ziaii:f;e? Iiow 7 asked Mr. ﬁzzdzr;;v’”
“‘You will see; I can’t stop to expl o
4 Mark, showing more and more g ation
ﬁ?ﬁ can, I wish you would go right wfi " n,le
B i,
?ﬂ,%ﬁﬂjg%iighth@es, would you like to take 2
g Walfl? ”an thinking he had exeroised ab;ut
Thix l:f)' r olzé i:orenoon, willingly left the me;I 0‘;;
n ompa with Mr, Royden, Chester and - ta,rf
m c'omlfan? having first, to the great amusemen tio

:111: Js;e:tii:ors, put on the farmer’s loose coat,

avoid getting cold in his aged bones.

XXI.
THE SWAMP-LOT.

“Waar is the matter with your

colt's eye 2”
asked Chester,

as they walked amid the young corn.
“1 am aftaid it is spoilt,” replied Mark, between
~ his teeth,
“Spoilt !  Not your new horse, — the
sorel eolt you got of Mr. Skenitt 27
“Yes; the splendid sorel colt; if ’t was cither
of the others, I would n't care so much.”

“How did it happen 27 cried M. Royden,
deeply pained. -

11 By 3

splendid

The oath came out before Mark thought of it.
“Ibeg your pardon, sir,” he added, with emo-
tion, burning to the old clergyman. “T’m so in the.
habit of swearing, that I swear without knowing
what I am about.”
“ My friend,” replied Father Brighthopes, laying
hig hand kindly upon his shoulder, «I forgive you,

from the bottom of my heart. But it is not of me
you should ask pardon.

I know the slavery of
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habit. It is only.by resolutely breaking its ehaing
- nant. ;

» ‘
-we can be free. . ‘ )
tha: Xe coath must shock you,” muttered Mark,
n - »

| Pe?ii;f‘nzt;y' my friend. I look upom profanity as
1 T , .

) E
.

* St} N

is the sin.”
our own soul, is  sin” .
GQdIand;rzr thought about the sin being 80 v:a‘ry g;::; ’
113 e : ‘
“ .t:t Teast,” said the old man, kmdly,I s:; i
+< not wise. You purehase no pleasure, 1 & )
" 18 no . |

N a.tl .'.l’ | . rt §
b? “:“‘1?‘;31119 Ygut it is not so easy to break off the h§h1 ,

repli;thirEaar& a story of a converte(;. sailor,”lsez;:lsd
et ‘ ] an unpieas-
he he subject seemed an-
ter, — to whom 1 | o
Chtesoie’ without spice, — who, 'from ;::: ey' o
" rds’ had made profane expletives ah Cgame -
upt?on‘;f his conversation, 80 th.at, wL:en : ]:;imself,
,P.°:,, thé favorite oaths would, i splnge f:)he myed
| g:s-x;i-nklé- the piety of his pray_er. z's sinﬁ -
ti o soul convulsed with anguish for ]11 i ,ht -
?r;th profanity on his lips, pleaded thaf. e might
 pardor of swearing.”
.Pﬁfﬁﬁfﬁg ;tev:‘:lyﬁardoned! believe it, that prayer

. accepted and angwered ! ”’ exclaimed f,he_
) WM - .‘ - \ 0

- larg! ®

Joung man, helping the clergym
“Btep on this dead Limb

“What a fine thing it would be,
Dath of life, we could
easily!” ’
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man, with enthusiasm, ¢ Tt is.the
— the heart, the heart !
“I was going to tell
Mark, after a pause.
found him picking som
corner of the fence,

heart God reads,
you about the colt,” said =
“I went into the yard, and
& spears of grass out of the
Hoe did n’t see me, and, without
thinking, I spoke to him quick; he flung up his
“head,” continued Mark, with emotion, “and the
point of a rail struck him right in the eye,”

“Did it put it out 27 |

“Iam afraid so. I would n't have had it hap-
ben—" another oath—“for one hundred dol-

Beyond the corn-field wag g swampy lot, over

grown with coarse, wild grass, and partially drained
by a black, sluggish stream. Mark led the way,
treading upon stones, sticks and slabs; in springy
spots, or walking upon logs, that Iy rotting upon

the gromnd. Mr, Royden followed, and Chester,
with Father Brighth

opes, came after;
“I hope you will not wet your feet,”'said the

an over a bad place,
3 1t is solid.”

“That is well passed,” cried the other, cheerily.
if;in the difficult

get over all bad habits as

. *There is one habit,” rejoined Chester, in a low
16
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me, — thanks
tone, “which I trust I have overcome, “

our timely counsel.” | ,‘
t'o ZAh? It s gra.tif'ying to me te hear you say

‘SO:T“ . nd T feel that I owe you an applogy.”
B «Me? How so0?” asked the old man.

«The trath is,” replied Chester, coloring very .

i ift it w t effort and a
- speaking ag if it was a grea .
';(;idi:aff'L 11;1)' Zzeacand%&, «] haven’t beeg easy ni n]u;y
conscience since the unlucky — or ratlt?r ucky

day T met you outside the stage-coach. )

E—“g never speak of it. Itis all forpotten,” ex-
Jnimed Father Brighthopes. - N
?la:‘m Not" with me, Father, I have been heartily

ashamed of my conduct, It was kind in you to re-

1 taken it £0.

buke me for swearing, and I should hana :d o

What you said appealed to my reason: & o
f'e‘elings But I was too proud to acknowledge .

£ ) : he
ustice of your reproof; and, as I did not know y "

JI thought to carry out my assumed recklessness by

h of insolence.” o .

: d‘iw]:forgmne i at the moment, my son. I under

itall” | . o
Sto“)‘dllh:pe you will not think I have been in the

habit of using. profane language,” said Chester.

« Tt i my misfortune to be easily influenced b% tl;:
Kind of society I am in. You remember, 1w ;
conversing with a wild fellow, who was by no mean
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sparing of oaths, I have lived in the atmogsphere
of too many such; and, somehow, I have learned to
imitate their habits unconsciously.” *

“ Our only armor against such infiuences is firm
principle,” answered the old man,

“No warm-blooded young person,
world, i3 safe without this,”

“ It must be so, Father. But why is it that the

sight of viee does not always strike us With the same

disgust or horror as the mere contemplation of
it f ‘

encouragingly.
entering  the

“ We can accustom our
of vile drugs, by. persistin
“T see,” said Chester.

palate to any deseription
g in- their use, I suppose.”

“¢ ¢ We first endure, then pity, then embrace,’

the vices we come in contact with,

But vices we
witness for the first time — they do not always shock
ug,” - :

“The more pleasing the devil's coat, the more
dangerous he is,” replied Father Brighthopes.
“And there is another thing to be considered.
Persons following intellectual pursuits are apt to
take purely intellectual views of great as well as
Petty erimes. - The independent arnp can analyze
the nature of a murder, coolly as the anatomist
dissects hig human subject. Eugene Aram hag too
much intellect, Perhaps his heart is not had,
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| ut its vi is negative.
i it, — but its virtue 15 negau
what there is of it, i its virtue 1 >
g;? we silence the conscience, 10 Ju_dgmg, :)f' rig
sl tray.
i lead us astray
- yeason ig sure to ‘ "
am?‘vlvrgzg,erstand now, better than evef'1 beﬁ;x;ar; an{{
A e to smile u
inds are so prone | o
explindl;a;indr;l with crime,” said Chester. ]i‘ml:;g:;}i
! 12
iltllz iz‘éellect, to the negleet of the goul, weine oL
to become shrivelled, like a flower growing

 great tree.” : -
Shﬂdzﬂi‘itﬁr my young friend, every student should
1] )

) S d gy

Chester walked along before him, on & thiok frag-

‘ ‘grassy knoll, in silence.

o bar];;r?r?; ::he; ;v%;s tgat the gentle old
- Wasdwoiined such a power over him, .to conguer
bis, hf:i 'gnd-to call out his deepest feelings. o
- ‘pmde, ’1 kﬁow why it is,” said he,'.as they cu‘):szet
- 21[ o t()):;dge, thrown over the s.lugglsh blrf;:ok,freetlzJr
o though I could talk with you more :
. a'sh 3 %ody else. Perhapsit is well that t z
g :;ch: glcident oceurred. I felt that I mus

e you for my ungentlemanlj conduct ;

apologize to

evwas |
and T see that what was so unpleasant to m B

i wide
only the breaking of the ice. It must be )1;(;2:-: e
‘ d:_[ enial charity that has had sucb an e o
o, Clergymen are generally such grim m |
me. on. ax

”
hey make me shudder. o -
thaf $§in i:consi’der the calm benignity, the %nc
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fably sweet wisdom, the infinite I
said, ‘Go, and sin no more,’
should condemn a brother 27
hopes, with suffused features,
Chester was deeply touched.
“I am not a wilful sinner,” he muttered, from °

his heart. «T do love purity, goodness, holiness,
I kate myself for my bad nature!* he exclaimed,
bitterly. o
. “ Ah, that will never do
and kindly. « My son,
But the nature God h
hate not that.

ve of Him who
what am I, that T
sald Father Bright-

»” replied the old man, softly
Ifeel for you. I feel with you. -
as given you in hig wisdom, —
It is the soil in which your soul is -
planted.  You must be content with it for a season,
It is a suicidal thought, to wish your roots plucked
- up, because they reach down amid weeds and rotten.
ness.  No; cultivate the ofl,
fully purify it, and subdue its ran
your spirit, grafted with the
flourish like a goodly tree,
some sustenance from below,

it shall blossom and bloom,
leaves,

Carefully, prayer.
kness. Then shall
scion of holiness,
It shall gather whole-
and at the same time
and put forth green
straggling upward, upward, — higher, higher,
still —in the golden atmosphere; its fruits shall

ripen in the beautiful sunlight of heaven, and it
shall be blessed forevermore.” ‘

“But the flowers fade, the leaveg fall, the fruit

drops off and decea ys, and the tree isa naked, desolate
16% o )
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object, when the storms of winter wheel and whistle
avound it,” said Cheszer, darkly.

< Not go with the TrEr oF LIFE,” cried the old
man, with fine enthusiasm,  Earth is but its nur-
sery.. In his-own good time, the Husbandman
transplants it into the pure soil of his eternal gar-
dens.” ,

« And the weeds are burned in everlasting
fire ! ” " ' o

“ The weeds — yes ; let us hope so! Letus pray
that the good God will deliver us from the weeds
of all base passion, which continually spring up in
the most carefully tended soil of earth. What re-
membrance do we need of this swamp-lot, when we
are once out of its mud and mire?” | ‘

T mean,” said Chester, « those trees which the
weeds do choke, — those wild crabs which bring forth
no good fruit, — they are cast out.”

« And can the good Husbandman plant them side
by side with the better trees, in his ‘garden 2 ” asked
the clergyman. ¢ Indeed, would they flourish in a
soil so different from that they loved here too well ?

Nor would they choose that soil. If they are not -

prepared for the companionship of the cultivated
grafts, other and lower places will be found most
appropriate for their unsubdued natures.”

Chester remained very thoughtful. By this time
they had come in sight of Mark’s house, — a wood-
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colored _building, situated on g pleasant rise of
ground, in the midst of ay orchard, My, Royden -
and Mark were already climbing the fence. built

about the enclosure, in the mid .
barn and stableg, 1dst of which stood the




XXII.
THE FIGHT AND THE VICi‘ORY.

" Farmer Bricurmorms and his companion found
Mr. Royden examining the injured eye of the sorel
colt, which Mark held by the halter in the yard.

« Can anything be done forit ? " asked the jockey,
anxiously. ,

Mr. Royden shook his head, with a pained ex-
pression. He loved horses above all other domestio

animals, and a fine colt like Mark's he regarded

almost as a human being. He could not, it seemed,
bave felt much worse, had he. witnessed the effects
of a similar injury upon a fellow-mortal.

“ Spoilt, an’t it %" "

«Yes,” said the fa.rmer, «I see no help for

lt »
« T know,” rejoined Mark, “the sight is ruined,

But is the eye going to look very bad? Will he

show it much 27
« Ah, Mark!” said Chester, rather harshly, for

a fresh suspicion had entered his mind ; that hurt
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can never be covered up,  You can’t trade him off
for a-sound horse, if you try.”
~ Mark turned upon him, with a fierce oath.

“ An’t it enough for me to know it, without hav-
ing it flung in my teeth 2’ he demanded.

“ You deserve | it all,” retorted Chester, kin-
dling.

“T do? ” muttered Mark, with clenched fists.

. “ 0, I am not afraid of you,” said Chester, turn-
ing slightly pale, but not from fear.

His lips were firmly compressed, and he fixed his
fine dark eyes upon the Jockey, with a look of defi-
ance.

“ Boys, boys!” exclaimed Mr. Royden, impa-
tiently, « what is all this about? Chester, leave
the yard ! ”

“ If you say so, I will go,”

“1 say so, if you can't stay and be on good terms
with your neighbor,” ]

“I only tell him calmly what I thmk ¥ said
Chester, with a resolute air.

“And if older persons had not been present,”
cried Mark, with another oath, “I should ha:re
flung you over the fence, like a puppy, — as you
are!”

“ Be calm, my son! bridle your tongue,” said the
clergyman, gently, to Chester.

But the young man’s pride was touched, and his
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wrath enkindled. He did not pause to consider the
consequences of a rash word. :

«T ghould really have liked to see you try that
game!” he replied, with cutting sarcasm in his

‘tones. .

The jockey uttered a stifled growl, like an enraged
bull-dog, and, flinging the halter over the colt’s
neck, aimed a blow with his fist at Chester’s head.
But the latter was not unprepared. Avoiding the
attack, he skilfuily took advantage of Mark’s im-
petuosity, grappled with him, and flung him almost
instantly to the ground. -

The jockey came down with a tremendous. jar,
Chester falling upon him. In a moment the latter

~ was upon his feet; when his father, alarmed and
highly displeased, seized him by the collar.
« Let go!” muttered Chester, in an excited man-

ner, but not disrespectfully.
« What are you going*to do, you fool-hardy

' boy ? "
..« Nothing ; unless T am compelled to. You will
let me defend myself, T hope? I don’t want to
hurt Mark Wheeler; but then Mark Wheeler must
keep oft.” :
Meanwhile Mark Wheeler had regained his feet,
mad from the fall, His red-burning eyes were like

a wild beast’s. Father Brighthopes took his arm, -
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with a mild and soothing word ; but he shook him off
ﬁercely. ,
‘ ?‘he jockey was a much stronger man than his
quick and determined adversary; but either he
fffared the latter's agility, or blinding passion made
hlfll forgetful of every feeling of honor and humanity
H;S eye fell upon a dangerous weapon, a fragment
;I a hl(;kory fork-handle, that lay within his reach

e made a spring for it; but the clers !
picked it up before him. gren bod

“Give it to me, old man!” M '
through his teeth, . i mutierd

“ Nay, my friend | i

% y you must not have it,” replied
Fathgr Brighthopes, firmly, but kindly. S
, ‘I'must not? You mean to govern me like a
oy, on my own ground ? 7 hissed th |
“ Let go your hold! ”’ e

“‘I enfreat you, pause one minute to consider,”
sald the clergyman, meekly, ¢ Then you shall ha*;e ‘
the elub, to use it as you pleage.”

His v;t()rds had o effect, exeopt to turn the tide
of I\.Iark's.; f'gry against him. The angry man raved
;t: him thhya, tempest of oaths; shaking his fist in
hIS- face, he swore that, were it not for his white

3.1‘1'8, he would have crushed him beneath his heel
) God.have merey on you!” said Father 'Briglit-
01‘7:35, with solemr; earnestness, and with tears. -
None of your pious nonsense here!” thundered
i .
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Matk, convulsed with passion, ¢ Let go the club,
or I shall break your arms.” '
«You will not break an old man’s arms,” e-
~ plied the clergyman, with sublime energy. ¢ No,
. Mark Wheeler! I know you better. You eannot
injure me.” o :
The strong hand of the jockey seized the old
‘man’s shoulder. The latter seemed but a frail child
in his grasp; but still he did not shrink, nor loose
his hold of the club. To Chester and his father,
who sprang to resoue him, he said, "
_ « Do not touch him. I am not afraid. Te dare
- not hurt me. I a@m in the hands of my God.”
- Mark’s fist was raised to strike. |
«I shall tear you to pieces!” he articulated,
hoarse with rage. _
«The Lord pity you! The Lord forgive you, for
raising your hand against his servant!” exclaimed

_ Father Brighthopes, with tears coursing down his -

pale cheeks. “Mark Wheeler, you cannot hurt
me, — not if you kill me. But your own soul is in
your grasp. My friend, I love you, I pray for you!
" You cannot make me angry. I will bea Chrisfian
towards you. I will pray for you! You cannot
prevent that, Strike the old man to the earth, and

" his last words shall be a prayer for your darkened

soul!” | N
Mark’s clenched hand fell to his side; but with
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the other he still held the clergyman’s shoulder

looking full in his face,

“My friend,” said the old man, “you know I
have but done my duty. I would not harm you, nor
see you harmed. Tt is to defend you against ’0
rqelf that I hold the club from you. You {nm‘-
indeed, hurt my body, which is old, and not wog;
much, bt you will hurt your own soul a thousang
thousand times more, O, my God!” prayed :;]h, :
:)‘Id man, raising his streaming eyes to JIrns;zivene

have n’lercy upon this my poor erring brother ! »
ThMa;k 8 hz}nd d.ropped from the old man’s shoulder.
¢ tlame in his eyes began to flicker. . His lipg
quivered, and his face became pale. Father Brighli)i- '

- hopes continued to pour out the overflowing waters

;)f' his heart, to quench the fire of passion, Af
;Egtht }i\latil;’s eyes fell, and he staggered backward |
en the o i ' .
o man took his hand, and put the elub
“ Our minute is u i X
N : p» Here ig th » sai
he. “Use it as you will.” " esponsid
E’he clu-b dropped upon the ground.
Take it, and kill me with it ! ” muttered Mark.

“I am not fit to live.”

He sat down u ;
pon an overturned trough, and
covered his face wi i o b
i is aée with his hands, gnashing his
“ Ate you fit to die ?” asked the-old man sitting
17 ’
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«Would you enter the tomb

o side.
don By ing gulf of passion”

through a boiling gul
" Mark started up.

« (hes is to blame

provoked me, When I was mad

1 7 ho said, with an cath, H,e
from losing my colt’s

dee it.” o » gdded
%]i?%“;?okge what T thought just and Frue? *

' ng. romptly. . .
| thi‘.)’r\%‘;[;gj?sa’;n;n% tl‘l]I.; 27 ochoed Mark, his passion
blazing‘up again..
~ «You will be angry,
% No, T won't.”

“«Then T will speak plainly

1o lose the beauty and value of

if I tell yon.”

1 said you deserved
your colt, Perhaps

T was wrong. But I did ot helieve .hig ”eye was
h V::‘ by any such accident as you descrxbg .
u“ How then ?” muttered the ;cgteyt.er tiding b
? answere ester, i
« Tt seemed to me;’ answered g b
| rjas « you got mad training him, and knocke
arms,
eye out.”
’ « Do you mean that? ”
- «Yes. I saw markson

his head, where you had

_been(whipping him.’ [ whipped him,” said Mark,

w1 ackﬂOWlGdge
11 Bu‘[} —_? "
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+ « Come, come, boys! ” eried Mr. Royden, « drop .
the subject.  You, Chester, are to blame ;- for, even

though your suspicion was correct, you had no right

to speak it. T am mortified beyond measure to
think your folty has fallen upon the head of our good
old friend,” '

“ Father Brighthopes, what shall T say to express
my sorrow and shame for what has taken place? *

asked Chester, with deep humility.

“Promise me that you will never again speak

unkindly to one who has erred,” answered the cler-
gyman, with a sad smile, pressing his hand. « T3

was not well that you should use the cutting tone
in which you hinted your suspicion.”

“I know it,” said Chester, frankly, « Mark, T
hope you cherish no ill feeling. Tere is.my hand,
if you will take it.” '

Mark had covered his face again ; he did not look
up nor move,

. %I don't know but T was wrong in my thoughts,”
proceeded the young man. « I hope I was. But
my blood boils when I see cruelty to animals, and
I have not yet learned self-control.”

“Which you must learn,” added Father Bright-
hopes, with tender earnestness.

“I am sorry, Mark, I can’t do anything for your
colt,” observed Mr. Royden, who, to change the dis-
agreeable topic, had eaught the animal, and led him
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by the halter to the spot where the jockey was sit-
ting, «I wish T could.” - \
«T don’t deserve if,” muttered the other, with
his head down. “Itis good enough for me. Ches
was right. [ nocked that eye out with the butt of
my whip.”
He gnashed his teeth again,

 hair with remorse.
Father Brighthopes whispered to Chester and his

father, who presently went away together, leaving
him alone with Mark. They returned to the hay-
geld, It was noon before they saw the cletgyman
again, He arrived home from talking with Mark
just a8 the mowers were washing their hot faces ab

the well, in preparation for dinner.

©— And still Mark Wheeler sat upon the trough, with

his face in his hands; no longer gnashing his teeth

* gand tearing his hair, but sobbing as only strong men

~ sob.

and began to tear his

XXITII.
SATURDAY AFTERNOON.

| Lgifil ﬁ;; }w;eather continued during the week,
" Suny Sh;] : 2ydgn and his men “made hay while
astonished at what Wzt;uziii s and they were
[44 3 ’ |
i Itﬁzv;a:;id rtny m.a'w system pretty thoroughly,”
e fu r I;)' his 'aged -guest, that morning,
e Wn t Ings in an easy way, deeidedl;,
L ek .de o;L h.as gone ahead amazingly., The
e s ep, but it ran smoothly. The hay-field
Buieilhhke a Play—ground to all of us.” 7
Bat e crisis was to come. Saturda A
b S was
El ;?:t d;i;ir‘ungg day. Mz, Royden wasi cauti::;:
tinu; dows 1;/? whether the fine weather would con-
e i 2 ondl-;zy, he -was anxious to see every
ks Heyhn:i lt 0 sf:aok, or under shelter, before
e - haz} aid his .plal‘]s with great foresight,
o ! c\;e accomplished them beautifully, had
- 1zlmg.e of Wgather in the afternoon oc-
“;3 , tejthrow his affairs into confusion
hen Father B{'ighthbpes mounted th(; hay-rick
T : ,




198 SATURDAY AFTERNOON.

- ‘ heir
i ith the laborers, after &
to silo 10 1 ﬁeldm:;ked that he * smelt a storm

brief nooning, he re
brewing.”
« Lt it come,’
N
to be prepared for it
The air was close an

howed their ead
Zm' CIOZdiiISn like grim giants meditating battle.
orizon’s 1im,

Pp ¥ 1 0
ofions amonb them i
There a B&red a.ngr comm g I W
and then 'and some low glOWlS Qf thlll.lder came to
L

theBe\?: . overbéa({l the yellow sky was clear.

» gaid the farmer. « We will try

d sultry. A few dark west-
sullen forcheads over the

In the

east, in the morth, in the sou \-
e was to be seen. . _—

ﬂeﬁz?‘}:" may rain by evening,” said thfa ia::ex ,D%nt oi
hing the flanks of the horses with the p

touc

stohfork.  «We have gob our stint, boys; i
a pitchfork.

}

1 9.
- hqurl:i:; threw themselves into 2 lazgf ;:'T,tl
e n rattléd down the lane, and went joil dg
e L oround at the entrance of t}{e mes
or. ﬂ'}eh:m:fen gjﬁmped out and took  their rakes,
owW.

followed by Chester ; while Mr. Royden and James
o

resumed their work of drawing.
Mhe farmer pitche
the load, and the clergyman

\ o
fal and spry as any of them. The smell of tlule hay

th, not even a white

d up the cocks, James sh@pgd
«yaked after,” cheer- §
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field had a fascination for the old man. He folt
new strength since he had breathed its healthful
odors. His cheek had browned, and he had learned
to eat meat with the men.

Suddenly one of the great clouds shook himself,
slowly reared his mighty form, and put his shoulder
up against the sun. A cooling shadow swept across
the meadow. At the same time he hurled a swift
thunderbolt, and growled in deep and wrathfl -
tones.

“Itis going to rain, father,” cried J ames, from
the top of the load.

*“ Drive on,” answered the farmer, pitching on the
last of 2 large hay-cock. _ ,

Father Brighthopes scratched up the fow remain-
ing wisps with his rake, and followed along the -
wagon-track.,

While Mr. Royden and James were transferring
the load from the rick to the growing stack in the
midst of the meadow, the old man lay upon the grass
in the shade to rest. He heard a foot-step, and,

| looking up, saw Mark- Wheeler approaching,

=¥ Do you think it is going ¢o rain 2” asked the
jockey, talking up to Mr, Royden.

“I should not be surprised if we had a shower
this evening,” replied the farmer, heaving up a
heavy forkful to James. “T don’t think those
clouds will touch us yet a while.”
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«T can help you just a8 wel,lLs not, if you think
there is any danger,” rejoincd Mark. .
 «Very well,” said Mr. Royden. ¢It’s always
.~ safe to be beforehand. If you're a mind to take
hold, and help the boys get the hay that’s down
into shape, 1’11 do a8 much for you, some time.™

«] owe you work, T believe,” replied Mark,
throwing off his vest. ¢ Are you going to pitch on
to the load out of the win’row 7

Yes; unless there comes up 2 shower, If it
looks like it, you'll have to get the hay into cocks
the quickest way you can.” ' o

Mark found a rake by the stack ; but still he lin-

gered. He had not seen the clergyman since Mon-
day, and he appeared desirous, yet somehow ashamed,
to speak with him.
« How do you do to-day, friend Mark ?” Father
‘Brighthopes said, reading his mind. ,
The jockey came up to him, where he lay under
the stack, and gaye him his hand. ' |
«T am well, L thank you,” he replied, in 2 low
tone. 1 was afraid to speak to you.”
« Afraid!” _ :
««Yes, Father, I knew you must despise me and

hate me.” .
« No, my son; you misjudge me,” answered the

~ old man, with a kindly smile, sitting up, and press-
ing Mark’s hand, as the latter stooped down to him.
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“On the contrary, I am drawn toward you, Mark
There. is much in- you to love; only overcome .étheS(;
besetting faults, which are your worst enemies.”

.“ I shall try—thank you,” — Mark’s .voice
qu:avered with emotion, T have n’t forgot what you
said to me ¢ other day. I shall not forget it.” ’

“Do not!” exclaimed the clergyman, earnestly,

- smiling through the mist that gathered in his eyes

u Go;‘ a?ld God bless you! » he added, tenderly.

The jockey turned away, humble, and much
affected. When he came up to where Chester was
ab work, he spoke to him in a friendly tone, and
agked where he should commence, ,

“ Follow after me, if ' i ng -

. you please,” said th :
man, with real kindness in his tones, ST

The quarrel seemed forgotten.

.In a ¥1ttle while, Sam came limping to the field
W1th'i1 jug of fresh water. He was beginning to
use his Sp.rmned ankle again, but he made awkward
;vork Zlfl‘ it.  Mr. Royden ecalled him, and drank
rom the jug, having first it
e g first offered it to Father

6 ‘Any mice, Jim ??” asked Sam, slyly.

“We have no time to think of mic ”
said the elergyman, ' o

At that moment one of the little animals in ques-
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“I 1] ketch him !  said San, with eyes sparkling
mischief. -

« CJome, come ! no nonsense this afternoon,” cried
Mr. Royden. «Go and carry the jug to the men,
They 're wanting it by this time.”

« T ’m going right along, sir,” replied Sam, start-
ing, but looking back for the mouse.

M. Royden went on. Turning prosently, he saw
the boy in hot pursait of the unhappy mouse. He
had forgotten about his lame foot, He was leaping

about on the mown sward, and dancing this way

ond that, with surprising agility. -
" The truth is, his ankle had been nearly well for
_ two or three days; and he had cherished the con-
venient habit of hopping and juraping only to excuse
himself from labor. Betrayed into running by a
" mouse, and by his passion for mischief, he confirmed
a suspicion which had already entered Mr. Royden’s
mind., -

« Here, you little rascal 1 cried the farmer, pro-
voked, but at the same time not a little amused.
« Sam Cone )

Sam did not hear, or would not heed, so enthusias-
tio was he in the pursuit of fun. At length he
made a seizure, with his hand in the turf, and
brought up the mouse, sereaming with delight.

«T got him! I got him! I g—— Blast your

L

pietur’! ”
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tiéi{ls ;?;g changed suddenly from joy to lamenta-
tion. The mouso had bit, his finger with it sharp

' teoth, and would not let go, Sam flirted yelled

Z::d ﬁlnally shook him off, with much ado. Th
imal escaped, while he, reflecting probab]y.that i(:

Wask g i '
- wasta small affair to ery about, became silent, and

i;l;:e.zed the oo‘zing drops of blood from his wounds

glancing sheepishly around, to see who was looki :

at him, 1 forking
i ot 1 \

. ”So,.dyour foot is well enough to chase mice, is

¢7 said Mr. Royden, with quiet humor, « Nc;w

]

supposing you should take
With th{}se Win’r ows 27 a2 ra.ke, and help the men

“Got bit!” m '
. ut ‘
mouse ! » tered Sam. ¢ Darned -ol

: ?113311 we send for a doctor ?” laughed James
is teeth went clear through!” complain.ed

Sam, limpi ai
Sam, imping again worse than ever, and sucking

his finger.

B s
ﬁ‘lrm::*;(éij;i»:;z; arg}‘{f the propriety of obeying the
8. He carried the j
i vent sy, ligingly, to vk,
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XXIV.

THE THUNDER-STORM., .

Mz. Roypex got upon the stack with James,
E.

i £ the afterncon’s
this department O :
and;;liﬁb?\:Jheeler and one of the laborers pitched
“P;;‘eyl ‘fad now commenced drawing from lgaet\(;)m:ge
. f exposed
j had been longes
s Wherge;:l g the sun. On their.return, ihesh;
curmigaili:)d of Sam’s laziness, declaring that he W .
comp | |

in the way. L .
| 9111‘3! il:n: lameyand you know it,” gaid Sam, 1n
L

inj tone. A | B -

ml:tr?ery lame, I know, you an;%zﬁlo;:volfo;our
12 gid Mr. Royden.

c‘m‘;};mllegSald Here, if you can't rake hay, lg:;

Tmom(;nthe r.iek with James. Seeif you two can

up

o fast as Mark and I can pitch.”

Gt up,” eried Mark, ¢ We’ll find something
113 e X

» | t
for]y{o:kt;}viga giant ab pitching. He rolled up vas
&

d.
forkfuls, with which he inundated Sam ab every 10
orkfuls, !
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The latter had no time for fun; the moment he
paused, up came a perfoct cloud of hay, which he
must dispose of, or be buried, ) :
A towering load went to the stack, By the time
the rick was emptied, the clouds, which had made
no show of hostilities for some time, sent out a de-
tachment that swept across the sky, black and
threatening, wheeling and darkening the field. .
“I vow,” said Mark,  that looks like rain!”
“Rain—sure enoigh!™ artionlated M.
den, with a troubled expression,

“ A big sprinkle struck me right on the nose,”
cried Sam.,

“I wish we had got up the hay that was down,
the first thing after dinner, and left the cocks,” said
the farmer, pricking the hoises, «I would have
risked it in the stack, if T had known it was so well
cured. If there should come up 2 rain, it would he

Roy-

spoilt.”

There was real danger, and each man went to
work as if the hay was all his own,

“Don’t pitch so fast as you did afore, Mark»

whined Sam,
sixteen times.” .
“ It do you good,” replied the jockey, heaving
o large fraction of a ton from the heavy windrow
directly upon Sam’s head, * Tread it down!”
Father Brighthopes, who had been some time sit-

“You ’most covered me up, fifteen or

18
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| ting by the staclk, to rest his old Timbs, observed the
1N 3 :

- - .S
threatening clouds, and came out again with hi |
r

rake.

«YVou’'d better go 1o the .house, Tather,” said .

’ i tod tope. T would mnot
:Iﬁie I;zidegz’t ?etaargur:ake cold for ten times the
quth tht: zlgag{; would not leave the field, Whid(;
wafrl:;w a busy and exciting scene. The stotl'lin_tsr:iid
- ovitable. Getting the hay into cocks tha rould
e (Chester and the wen worked almo ¢
Sh'ed \:la 12;1 Tt seemed as if they had _h.usbande
::srllller?rcst:engyﬂ.a during the week for this crisis. They

) d
wore not jaded and ‘disheartened laborers, but bol

ive workmen. o

anmﬁ:lﬁle the new load swelled and loomed up
igiously. ‘ . -
pr(‘}:i%eni give the word, J: amesil‘ cnedol;lz.a fxg)
der o b jcht as y .
« drive to the stack as straight as J! »
%inx;mstr;)e topped off somehow, bef:ore it g;ts WP;_[} "
- The clouds roared and wheeled in thf1 § ﬂitr e
Jichtnings wete vivid and frequent. 'The SULry N
: w rapidly eool, and there was a gale rlsmgi. i

%Z?ap gloom had s ttled upon all the earth, colo

- . » S
the scene of hurried labor with a tinge of gwfulnes )
a8 if some dread event were impending. _

A fow heavy drops came hissing down upon the

hay.

THE THUNDER-STORM.

. “Drive to the stack, James ! ” eried the farmer.
“ (o with what you have got.” .

“Take the rest of this win'row,” said Mark ;
“had n’t we better . I can heave it upin 2 minute.”
“ Be quick, then ; for we must secure the stack.”
“If the shower will hold off ten minutes, I do
believe-the boys will have the rest of the hay safe in
the cock,” observed Father Brighthopes.  How.

they work !” . ’

The shower did hold off wonderfully. Mark and
Mr. Royden threw on the remainder of the wind-
row, making a large, _unsha,pely load. ,

With a feeling of triumph, the, farmer saw the
horses start at a quick pace for the stack. |

“ The rain is coming ! ”” said the jockey, glancing
ab a dark fringe of showers dropped from the thun-
der-clouds over the woods. -

“It must come, then!" returned Mr. Royden.
“We can pitch enough on the stack, though, to

- make it shed rain, I hope. The rest of the load we

will run right into the harn.”

The farmer sprang to a stone-heap, where he had

left his coat, seized it, and threw it over the old
clergyman’s shoulders.

“ Walk fast,” cried he, “and you will get to the

barn before the shower.”

“ A little rain won’t hurt me, if I keep at work,” |
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« Tl stay and help-

replied Father Brighthopes.

the boys.” ,
Mr. Royden remonstrated in vain. A cry from

Mark called his attention from the 6ld man,

« That Joad will be off }”

The farmer uttered an exclamation 0
The great bulk of hay, thrown on in such haste,
trampled down without much regard t0 shape or
order by the boys, Was recling over the side of the
yrick. James, encumbered with the reins, scrambled
to the left as fast as he could, to keep the balance,
ealling upon dam to do the same. But the latter
was too busily engaged in tying a straw around a
large horse-fly to heed the danger.

Mark and Mr. Royden ran to steady the load with

" gheir forks; bub suddenly one of the wagon-wheels

fell into a little hollow, and they had scarcely time

to escape from the avalanche, as it plunged over
¢tled like a cloud upon the ground.

them, and settled
of the load remained on the

‘About a third
wagon, which fortunately did not upset; and James
only to stop the horses,

had skilfully managed, not
but to avoid falling off, when the great bulk went

Not go with Sam.
was too late to save himself,

e reality of the danger. It
upon Mark’s fork, As it
with a very small portion

f impatience.
and

over.
bed -he had made, he

when he diseovered th
was lucky he did not fall
~ qas, he came down easily,

L

Deep buried in the soff
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of the load under him, and a ve
. . " :
?-;izpthf?‘? upon him. He wag ltifliee I;)O::;Z:ll
o th: biilo “171%, 1fn & moment his head appeared
ani s of hay, and he floundered u
oud pon the
Sam hardly knew what had taken
) : lace.
(]?:ﬁizs:lrt(;d about him, looking at the I;fagon, .:xf&ﬁgf:
conte thn;l the {;round;_ then he examined th
: » Which he still held firmly clasped i s right
o ped in his right
“ Thunder and broomsticks ! * cried
‘ l , } 19 oried he. «if ih
dq%lji.ofozioad 1an’t off! and I *ve lost my hz,rsejgyt'hﬁ
el g Why; else, exeept this thoughtless lover c')f
iy Roj;dent }:mness;tlad the disaster, expected to sce
Brihtms £ rown into e.x violent passion. Father
o Bup; :h ez}re.d that his patience could not hold
por durin‘; 1;:;tzi$(l}ekfatrmer had not exercised his
is}lids everybody by hiseeoo(l)nzgs.purpose. e e
Ou(rhton ;:1;;31;1 for being in a hurry,” said he, «I
o : ot o] “z:vle :xpected such a load to ride across
o o Now et us be more deliberate, and do-
At e ohat all.  There’s no use of crying
o aeerlon tL at cannot be helped.”
eyt illr took hold, and threw on encugh
o} -uf: at was left on the rick; and Jamis .
" . , _]‘ st as a sharp shower was commencin
very dark, and they topped off the stack ;
o ack :n

s
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th ;ain But the clouds acted very capmcmusli(;
e rain. : :
After sifting a little water, thle:ly JhZ:LTS;Za ]Zi"ng
1 e
th, where the rain cou :
fihivrf(}:%er: the woods. But there was no mor; o:‘ i:
031 the meadow for some time; and when at las

began to come down in volleys, the stack was

coured, the ‘hay left in the field was t‘l;rowr; fFI;V ;1;
sha ely, cocks, the load which hz:d fal enb e
) 'I; more on the rick and going into the a;:é}, ‘
iﬁf‘ﬂes on 1 keen trot; and the laborers, shouldering

. their rakes,-were hastening from the field.

‘in better humor than
Mr. Royden was never in e et

when he found the old clergyman, sOme

. - an.
and perspiring freely, wrapped ;y in :z éiitg Znand
ki ttling w
le, in the kitchen corner, pra !
tWeiliie who had just come home from school
, i

XXY.
A STREAM OF PEACE.

Sixce Monday, Hepsy had heen quite unwell,
She had lost her appetite, of late; and although she
scemed more cheerfully resigned to her unhappy lot
than ever before, it was easy to perceive that con-

 tinually she had to struggle with some great pain, -

Father Brighthopes talked with her a, good deal
during her illness, and his conversation was an un-
speakable comfort to her suffering heart. He im-
parted a strange power of endurance to her weak
nature ; he lifted the dark veil from her future ; he
showed her, opening at the end of the rugged, steep
and thorny path she travelled, a paradise of purity,
odorous with orange groves and flowery ficlds,
murmurous with falling fountains, and bright' with
the sunlight of the Saviour’s love, There stood
angels, too radiant for the weak eyo of the doubting

spirit to look upon, smiling to weleome her, beckon- s
B ing with their snowy hands, and chanting psalms of i
| ' DPraise to the Being who had given them this labor ..~

of love to do. And soon one among them, ealled

u
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" ‘Hbpe, with luminous wings, and a f"fxce hkgs ;};z
morning star, came down to her: scatter ing o o
“tufts of softest moss upon thfa ‘Jagged stlones u; e
way, and bound a pair of shintng sanda :s up; bor
bleeding feet. - Love, ant}z:ngillefZOEOItzs bfhom
ens descended to earth, wher !
illzz‘g;;?ine countenance but dimly, through tuhe (;m}s\te{ :
exhalations of their impure nat'ures, twme. e
entle arms about her neck, and kissed her, pogl ; 1%
upward to the infinite Father of all. Therll1 -;:nd’
a sefaph serene and strong, too}c 'he.r byl .t el thé
and baghed her pallid brow and falilt{I;? es1ps in
.o, civine light of her own immorta .
hf%i};lmﬁictires the clear vision of the hzlmpp.); hdi
man perceived, and discoverecd t'o her sou Wlf :
i)ower which seemed like inspiration. 'Z.[‘ears ; j ;zrl
stole down her Sallow cheeks, as her mind o osve
his. And when he chowed her another path, a

' Tlittle removed from the roeky steeps she climbed, —

o cirouitous, tempting road, shaded with treest mang
of which bore fruits lovely &to lool'c wpon, .utt }?t
" ashes to the taste, and bordered with fowers tha
faded continnally at the touch ; a long, easy w?[_:y;
peopled by the fairest.ones she knew, who, s;opper:
momently to eab of the fruits and pluck the flowers,

: — ds the heav- 8
R 1—0, how slowly ! — towax .
Rt and when she saw that what seemed™ B ¢

7 enly fiolds; _
| -egrllifiering gems under their feet were only flakes of
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mica, while the very rocks she trod upon, now worn

a little, began to sparkle with native di:_lmont?:s,

burning beneath her gandals; she no longer repined

at her destiny, but thanked God for the discipline
which led her soul thus early up to Him. |
Already Hepsy began to understand the substan-
tial meaning of these pictures. It seemed that
everybody was kinder to her than before. Chester
nover came to the house without sitting down, if
only for 2 minute, by her side, and speaking some
tender and brotherly word for her tremulons heart,
But others were more changed than he; for in
others there had heen more need of change. Mrs.
Royden seemed a different being,  She had become
singularly thoughtful and careful of the poor sick
gitl; and, for some reason, which nobody knew so
well as the clergyman, I suppose, she appeared un-
commonly even-tempered towards the children, re-
Aninding them, from time to time, that “ poor Hepsy
was sick, and they should do all they eould o com-
fort her, and not disturb her with their noise,”

On Saturday evening, when the rain lashed the
claphoards of the house, and streaked the window-
panes, it was pleasant for all to loot' back upon the
week which was past. The rolling ball of time runs
smoothly in the golden grooves of peace. There

. M ‘had heen so few jars and discords in the family, that '_
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“even the children seemed conscious that they had
entered upon a new era of life.

Owing to the gloom of the storm, the candles
were llghted all of an hour earlier than usual, and
Father Brighthopes, taking his place by H'epsys
side, who occupied the rocking-chair, with.pﬁlm:vs,
in the sitting-room, told his pleasant stories, with
the family gathered abous him, and the little ones
on his knees. The beating of the rain was music to

all hearts - that night ; and when the children went = |

to bed, Tater than was their custom, their happy gouls
sank softly inte slumber, lulled by the rain on the
~ roof. B _ :
On the following morning, the sky was elear, and
" the sun shone freshly upon the wet earth. The
storm broke away a little before dawn, and when the
Sabbath threw open its gateway of gold a thousand
birds came fluttering through to announce, in songs
* of joy, the appearance of the heavenly visitant. - A
gentle breeze shook the beaded rain from glistening
boughs, and dried the drenched grasses, while shin-
ing mists stole out of swampy hollows, and faded in
~ the sun.
" Margaret Bowen, the wooden-legged shoe-makers
+  danghter, who had worked very faithfully and
cheerfully. since Wednesday without hearing an

unpleasant word from Mrs. Royden, wished to g0¢ N

home that morning ; and after breakfast James
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carried her over in the wagon. Willie went too ;
and the little follow, overjoyed at his mother's in-
dulgence, togk great delight. in listening to the
birds, in looking at the sparkling leaves and grass,
and'in watching the wheels as they cut through the
puddles and furrowed the softened sand of the
road.

Al the family went to meeting, except Hepsy,
Mrs. Royden and the baby. Sam rode behind on
an extra seat, —a board placed across the wagon-
box, —and fell off twice, without doing matc:ial
injury to his person; after which trifling accidents
he became cautious how he suffered his devotion to
fun to send him wheeling over backwards when the
horses started suddenly. Chester and James, who
walked, witnessed cne of his falls, as the wagon
passed. them on the road. They thonght Sam’s neck
was broken, and ran to pick him up; but, after
brushing the moist sand from his clothes, and get~
ting him in the wagon again, they found that he was
about as good as new.

In the afternoon, Mr. Kerchey took pams onee more
to invite Chester to ride with him ; and, in no way
discouraged by his painful deficiency in the- brilliant
graces of conversation manifested on a former ocea-
sion, readily consented to gratify the family with
his presence ab supper.

Mrs. Royden was pleased with Mr. Kerchey’s
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condescension.  Her fears that he might h'av.e'taken
offence at Sarah’s freedom were happily dissipated ;

and, speaking with the latter aside, she told her, in .

a kind and motherly tone, that «she ”sincerely
hoped she would treat their neighbor .Well. d
Mr. Kerchey took them by surprise. He wma e‘
some strikingly-original and s?nmble remarks, w;utl}ll-
out any of his ordinary hesitaifmn. At \the talf) ; ¢
expressed some sentiments with regard to.ch.ll ren
which were quite refreshing, and his (?:escrlptl?n of
the storin on the previous day was rather pictur-
esqu't no shrewd observer, like Sarah, could fail to
see that his language was studied and elaborate.
«He has got a little handful of speech.es by
heart,” she whispered to Chester. “He will use

them all up soon, — tken we’ll see if he can talk!” o

She was confirmed in her suspicions whén,uques-
tioning some ideas he advanced, she found him ut
terly unable to answer her in the same easy str'agin
as before. To excuse himself, he, with great difi-
culty, confessed that those thoughts had beer;dftl:lrm~

"ing themselves in his mind, and that ht.’: would | a.\tre
to consider her argument before making a deﬁpl 6

reply.

-« My — ah — words — you see — they ave very [
slow,” he observed. I — frequently have to—

+

A STREAM OF TEACE. v 217

ah —note down what I —intend to— express —
on particular times — or occasions.” ,

“Words are the husk, and thoughts are the corn,
of our conversation,” said Father Brighthopes, with
an encouraging smile. “Too many persons bring
only the husks, which they heap upon us in rather
‘uncomfortable abundance.” \

“Yes, sir;— very-—ah — true,” returned Mr.
Kerchey, gratefully. T think I have — ah —

Here he broke down, appearing utterly inca-
pable of finding the words he wanted.

“You have considerably more of the corn than
the husk,” rejoined the old man; “an exeellent and
quite excusable fault,” ‘

“1 think, i there is anything disagreeable, it is
an everlasting talker,” remarked Sarah, her bright
eyes sparkling with fun.

Chester asked her if it was because she wished to
usurp the conversation herself; upon which M.
Kerchey managed to observe, in his very hardest
way, that there were some persons of whose talk he
could never tire, '

He looked intently at Sarah,— just as if he

.meant her, Lizze suggested, in a low tone, fo

James.
At this moment Willie diverted the conversation
by erying out,
“Sam’s pinching me! ?
19
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«0,T didn’t!” said Sam. |
“ Why do you tell such a story ? i’ dem.anded l\‘I‘xi
Royden, with a slight degree of impatience.
gaw you pinch his arm.” o
' @ i was only brushing a fly off, replied Sam(.1 )
« TTe agked me how thick my sleeve was, an . e
took right hold of skin and all !” whined Willi,

rubbing his arm.

Sam was reprimanded and Willie was consoled

with a xind from his father’s plate.

XXVI.

THE RAINY DAY,

Moxpay was showery. Tuesday was fair, and on
Wednesday there was a sobtled rain. It was any-
thing but fine haying weather, The mowers got
down & good deal of grass, but it was mostly lefi
lying in the swath.

The Roydens took advantage of the dull time to
visit at Deacon Dustan’s, on Wednresday, with the
ol clergyman. There was quite aMarge company
present, consisting of old and young people, among
the choicest families in My, Corlis’ society.

After dinner the rain «held up,” and towards
evening the clderly gentlemen of the party went out
to walk.  Deacon Dustan took great pleasure and
10 less pride in showing his guests the faivest
portions of his goodly estate. Meanwhile he was
t0o shrewd to neglect introducing the discussion of
o subject which lay very near his heart. 4

The company were in excellent humor for a favor-
able consideration of the project of the new Meeting-
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house; end Mr. Corlis became very eloquent on the
¥

subject.
+ (Come,
-+t you are the . o
hays not expressed a decided optnion, one
her.” | , - o
) «Tt is because I have n'd a decided 0p1m‘0§,l
suppose,” replied Mr. Royden, laughmlg. - T;

Lave heard the casé, Father,” he adde:d,. tugr’;,ma

‘thé' old clergyman: “what is your opinion : )
«T have hardly come to any conclusion yeb,” re-

Neighbdr Royden,” cried Deacon-Dustan, |
only influential man in the society who

plied Father Brighthopes. ¢ I have some ideas about

"
ach projects, however. ‘
S- ik \g'eljl, wc; would thank you to let us hear them,

3 ¢ They must be
Tather,” rejoined Deacon Dustan. They

‘ experience.”
£ value, from your long experience..
Ofi Is ,this Job Bowen’s house?” agked the old

' i i ast the shoe-
man; for they were walking leisurely pa,st. the

* maker’s residence. .
ma“ Yes: hore lives patient Job, the wooden-legged

philosopher,” returned g)eacon Dustan, good-humor-

ly. “ What of him ?” N
edlf -I wzzhta'jere, the other day, and promlsedb t:
come again. 1 don’t know when 1 shall havefa .i;: .
ter time. After I have said good-day to the ;lmsg;:
T will tell you something about n.e“; ingetmg- ouses.
Will yed go in too, Brother Corlis?

way or the -
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M. Corlis could not refuse, although he would
much rather have remained without.

“ We will all look in at the deor, if you please,
gentlemen,” said Deacon Dustan. “Job is a curi-
osity.” | |

“I was just thinking that Job's family would
have considered a dish from your generous table to-
day a very pleasant curiosity,” observed Father
Brighthopes, -

“0, Job is not quite a stranger to my dishes,” re-
turned the deacon, quickly, T ghould be sorry to

say that he was; and I should be sorry to have you
think s0.” ' L

With a smile of sunshine, the old man disclaimed
the remotest idca of insinuating sugh a suspicion.

- ' A fat dish may be donsidered a curiosity to a
poor man at any time, you know,” he added, with
tender humor. “Even a cold potato and a crust
of bread are often great sources of delight, when
accompanied with a kind word, and a cheerful, en-
couraging smile, from the charitable giver.”
Deacon Dustan opened the door, without knocking,
“ How are you to-day, Job?” he cried, with his

 great, strong, energetic lungs, : ‘

- “Ah! my kind friends!” said Job, rubbing his
hands, T wish T could run to welcome you; but
you will excuse me, and come in.”
Ie spoke in his usual sofs and subdued voice, He
19%
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as éittinﬁ on his bench, with the wiu.dbw %;okl;ge |
oot :he west behind him ; and his tza‘ p
ol o ly defined, with a pie-

) 1 e clear
nd prominent ears were cX i
li‘txre:)que effect, upon the crimson back-ground

ds. , .
B s of us, Brother Job,” said the
gy, mait:y I,e of sympath‘eﬁe pleas-
1 mi .
d clergyman, with 2 8 _ o
(1)11ré : “;irhap,s you would not like to see us a
‘your little shop at once ?”
« The more the better, e 1
soldier shoe-maker, in a sorb of glow 1,1 o
gorry we have n’t chairs enough for all o1 y B "
« Never mind chairs,” observed Tather Brg r
. .
hopes, taking Mrs, Bowen’s hand, as she \zv;;s -
raltl)gi;lg what available seats there were, Wil : e
» 0 "
customary melancholy air. « And how are y
day, sister 2”
« T ’m pretty well
woman, in her broken vo
pushed for means this we

Bless you!” rejoined the

for me,” answered the - poor
ice.  Butwe 've been hard

ek ; and, besides, since Mar-

avet has been to Mr. Royden's, tay other dm:(ir

ias been wo'se, and everything has come 'U.pOfl ::n .ut

" «'Yes; she’s had a rather hard time on ’t, p1 :

in Job xi,lildly, and with a faint smile. ¢ But sh
)

does remarkable, that woman does, my friends —

remarkable !

L} ) 7
’ﬂnﬁgﬁe t he! he!” laughed the grandmother

She means to make the best of every-
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starting up in the corner, and drawing the blanket

around her. “That was a chicken-pie not to be

ashamed of,” she mumbled, in shrill tones, between
her toothless gums.  “T han't tasted nothing like it
these forty year. Our company was wet and hug-
gry enough when they got there ; and you °d better
helieve that ‘ere pie had a relish ! ”

% Bygones, bygones!” whispered Job, touching
his forehead, with a tender glance at the old woman,
“You must n’t mind her, my friends : we never do,
She is a nice old lady, but all out of date, and very
deaf.” - '

“ How does Margaret got along?” asked Mrs,
Bowen, in her most ghastly tone. |

“0, very well indeed. She is the best girl we
ever had, by all odds,” replied Mr. Royden.

“I don’t know but I shall have to have her come
home for a few days,” proceeded the other. *1 shall,

if my other darter continues so sick. I ghall
‘want her help more than the money, though we need
that"bad enough, Lord knows, We *re all ‘out of
flour ; and, if *t wan't for the potatoes you sent over
Sunday morning, I don’t know what we should do.”

“0, we shall do very well, my good wife ! ” eried

Job, cheerily. “The Lord won’t forget us! He ig
our friend : he is on our side, he is. It Il all be
right in the end —glory be to God for that

B thought ! »
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« And for every suﬁ'ering you will have your re-
ward, my noble Christian brother,” exclaimed Father
Brighthopes, with kindling enthusiusm. Believe
it: you will come out of the fire all the puver and
brighter for the ordeal.” | '

* Job squeezed o tear from his eye, and, looking up
with a countenance full of emotion, as the red light
from the western clouds fell upon it,"took a book
from the bench by his side.

« T don’t know how I shall thank you for all the

comfort I owe you,” he said, with a tearful smile, .

« What you tell me is wonderful consoling for me to
think about here at work, and to repeat over to my
good woman, when she has her trials, But I take
it as kind ‘as anything your sending me the books
by Margaret. I don’t have much chance to read,
~and they will last me a good while : the better for
me, I s'pose. You see, I read o sentence, then
1 hammer away at my work, thinking 1t over and
over, and explaining it to my good woman ! it does
her good when she ’s having her bad spells.”
« Which of the books do you like best? ”‘ asked

the clergyman.

~ «The story of the Pilgrim’s Progress isa glorions
thing for a lonesome and fainting traveller on the |8
same road, like me!” exclaimed Job. But I had §

read that before, and got it pretty well by heart,
Now, this Barnes” Notes interests me as much a8
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anything ; there was so many things in the Testa- -
ment I wanted to have explained.”a -
“I am delighted to think you are comforted by
any of the books,” said the old clergyman, warml ;
. ,“ 0,1 'gl?t. a world of good out of this :)ne es Z.
c;all‘}t. Wile sometimes tells me * an’t no :13 pt-
?ead. it ; but,” said Job, with a gleaming intelli : .
in his queer face, as the sunset glow dee enedg on
1t, “ what do you think I tell her 27 ’ i
_Futhe.r Brighthopes knew some pleasant sall
was coming, and encouraged him to proceed ’
“I tell her,” said Job, quietly. chucklin" “th
study' of Barnes makes my faith stable,” ¥ i
fdrihls littlel jelslt appealed to the sympathies of the
armers, and the it with
s gt i §0 )lrl.onored 1t with a laugh. Job
“I wish the Notes was condensed into half the
nunber of volumes,” he proceeded, under this en
couragement. “If I had time to read them th‘
more the better. But I find them like the ors
of a deep stream,” ' e
- Father Brighthopes saw a joke in Job’s twinkli
eyc:,‘s, and asked him to explain the comparison *
o ,I-Ia! hfL!” Job laughed, in spite of himself,
t's a little conundram I made to amuse m
good woman, in one of her bad turns. Wh arz
Barnes’ Notes like the waters of a deep strjf:am ?

*
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Answer, — because -one would find them easier to
get over, if they were a-bridged.”

" The company laughed again; and the clergyman
‘thought it best that they should take leave at the
moment when Job was elated with his brilliant

B11CCESS.

« Tt was in the year ’seventeen,” spoké up the
- grandmother, rousing from her dreams, as they were

going'away; I remember it as well as if 't was
yesterday.” -

« Poor woman!” muttered Job, with fecling,
« T *ve no doubt but she remembers it a great deal
better, whatever it is.” '

« Clome again, and I 11 tell ye all about it,” pro-
coeded the old lady; with a shrill laugh. I actu-
ally gi'n that creatur’ three pecks of inions and a
pan of dried apples; and she never said so much as

thank'e, to this day! T might have expected it, -

though; for she was a Dudley on her mother’s
side, and everybody knowed how ‘mean that race
of Dudleys always was, partic’larly the women folks.
Airly in March, in the year ‘seventeen.”

She relapsed again into her dreams; Mys. Bowen

bid the visitors a hoarse and melancholy good-even-
ing ; and Job stumped to the door on his wooden
leg to see them off. ‘

pressed in three
il ; words,
much 27

XXVII.

“OLD ¥OLKS” AND “YOUNG FOLKS,”

“Now .then about the i
| , » b new meeting-house,” re-
mz.nrked. Father Brighthopes, in a spirited tone .
ryl;g his hat in his hand, ’
be sun was down, th
» the fiery glow was fadi
lfli:oxil the clouds, and, as the dying light foll au zf
t.11'%1 arge pale fc?rehead and thin white locks of h:fir
hl:imf them faintly with gold, Mr. Corlis though;;
had never seen g0 striki 1 ti
o yermahi ng a picture of beautiful
:: ;’rg’euhe;ar you,” said Deacon Dustan,
ell,” proceeded the old man, ¢« I
- - . m .
simply ,thfS: if' your society can aﬂ"ord {Om;:zg;l:
ne\‘m‘r meetmg-h?use, build it, by all means.”
g There’s wisdom for you!” cried the deacon
lumphantly, ¢« My own ideas simplified and ex:
If we can afford t
. i 0
and who will say we cannot afford so

car-

“What is it, to afford 27 asked Mr. Royden, per
, per-

§  plexed by the old clergyman’s decision.
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~“Have you the means to spare for the purpose ? (A
ested Mr. Corlis.

Elug“gAy, that is the question,” said Father Bright-
hopes. “I don’t know but you have. I hope you
have. - But you must consider that to do this thing
for your own glory, and not in the service of our
Saviour, will be other than acceptable in his sight.”
«We trnst to do all things, connected with the
church, to the praise and glory of God,” returned

~Mr. Corlis. .
«Then your labors will bring their reward. But

there are still important considerations claiming our

attention. I think the TLord is better pleased with
other things than pretty meeting-houses. They who
build up his cxorcm find more favor in his sight
_ than the mere constructors of clegant places of
worship.” .

« But, to build up the chureh, we must commence
with the frame-work to shelter it,” observed Deagon
Dustan ; * at least, it appears so to me.’

«The true church of Christ is in our own
hearts,” reburned the old man, with a gentle

gmile.

.- Deacon Dustan’s mind was of too material a cast §

fally to appreciate this truth; so he only nodded
mechanically, and said,

¢ Tn one sense, certainly.”

«To bulld that up, should be our ﬁrst care.

s

e
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That we can do without carpenter’s tools, plank or
plaster.  Righteousness is the great building mate-
rial, and Love ig the head workman. Christ has not
said, ¢ Rear me stately edifices, and. make my houses
pleasing unto me with velvet, gilding and paint.’
But he has told his followers to feed the hungry, to
clothe the naked, to visit the.aflicted and. comfort
them, to lift up the down-trodden. My brethren,”

* said the old man, “this do as long as ye have any in

poverty and distress among you; then, I say, if you
can gfford it, build a meeting-house of gold, and the
Lord will be pleased with the work.”

The rebuke, although uttered in all kmdness and

" love, came home, with overwhelming force, to all .

hearts at that time, when they had just witnessed
the squalor and rags of a faithful Christian brother
in their very midst. Mr. Corlis, who was expected
to reply, was struck speechless,

‘¢ There is a great deal of truth in what you say,”
observed Deacon Dustan, after a. painful silence.
“Some of it -applies to us, without doubt; but not
so much as you suppose. Inour own society, you will
not find any one left to suffer poverty. If we have
ever neglected poor Job Bowen, —and, I confess,
I, for one, have not been 50 thoughtful of him as I
should be, even if he were the vilest sinner in the
world, — our exzcuse i3, that he differs from our
persuasion. He is not one of our brethren.”

20 | '
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¢ Qurist knows not one-sect from another; it is
the Aeart he judges,” caid the old man. « ¢ Whoever
doeth the will of my Father, the same Is my
brother.” ¥or my part, I never thought to inquire
into the creed of our poor Christian friend, J o.b
Bowen. It is cnough for me to know that his
Saviour is my Saviour.”

Nobody made answer ; and, after a pause, Father
‘Brighthopes added, |

« Ah! how sweetly the evening comes on! Look,

there is the evening star in the soft blue sky! You

will have fine weather for haying to-morrow.”
The subject of the new meeting-house was not
renewed. -
By way of contrast with the foregoing soenes, let
us now turn to others, of a different nature.
Scarcely had Déacon Dustan and the elder por-

tion of his gentlemen guests set out on their walk,

when Mr. Benjamin Smith, a brother of our olsl ac-
quaintance, Josephine, drove up fo the door with a
load of saddles. - e
Benjamin had been to- collect them arout.ld the
neighborhood. The young people were going to
ride. Eouestrian cxercises had been hinted at by
~ Mr. Kerchey, whose fine, spirited horses were at th%
disposal of the party, and the girls had caugh

eagerly at the idea. . :
ng.y Kerchey was not used to the saddle; but
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Sarah Royden was, and that was enough for him to
know.  He himself was a little afraid of mounting
a mettled horse; but, since she was so fond of the
recreation, he had no desire to consult his own feel-
ings in the matter, '

“I—1I wish you would tell me how —ah —
these girths go,” he said to Chester, after laboring
hard for a quarter of an hour saddling his hand-
somest horse for Sarah, T wish — one of my —
ah —hired men was here—so that I —ah— ,
would not have to — would not be obliged to trouble
you.” - _

“No trouble at all,” eried Chester, who, mean-
while, had saddled four horses in front of Deacon -
Dustan’s barn,

He stepped to the stable to see what Mr. Ker-
chey was about,"and, at a glance, burst into a roar
of laughter. The amateur farmer had put on the
side-saddle, not exactly bottom upwards, but turned
Square around; and he was trying to buckle the
girths upon the stirrup-strap,

“I think Sarah would hesitate to ride with the
saddle just in this position,” said Chester, checking
his merriment,

He skilfully made the required change, and
buckled the girths with such rapidity as struck Mr.
Kerchey with amazement, and quite discouraéed
him from ever touching a side-saddle again.

L
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“You see—I—I—T am not —ah— aceus.
tomed to this sort of — of business,” he stammered,
coloring very red.

A dozen horses were saddled and led to the
door. In the mean time the girls had prepared
themselves for the sport.

« (1" soreamed Miss dJosephine Snnth, as the
gallant Chester helped her mount from the Dblock,
“my nervth are tho delicate ! ”

How different Sarah ! She sat Mr. Kerchey’s

handsome horse like a queen, holding her head |

proudly, as he playfully pranced and reared.

] —T.—hope—TI hope there is no-—ah—
danger ?” artlculated the amateur farmer, as he
reluotantly loosed his hold of the bridle.

Sarah laughed merrily, and boldly struck -the
amimal with her whip. It made Mr. Kerchey
gasp to see him bound and plunge. But she kept
her balance miraculously.

After seeing that every girth was well f'aatened
and every fair rider safely mounted, Chester leaped

into his own saddle from the turf, without touching

foot to stirrup. But he dismounted again im-

" mediately, smothering his laughter as well as he

could. :

All the gentlemen were mounted except Mr.

Kerchey. His horse, excited by seeing his mate,

governed by Sarah, dance about the yard, would
; *

“oLD FOLKS” AND “voundg FOoLES.” 233

not stand still an instant, or come up to the block.
Harry Dustan, laughing at his distress, had -can-

_ tered gayly away with Miss Sedley, the *school-

ma’am.”  Quly Chester was thoughtful enough to
go to Mr. Kerchey's relief.
- The latter, heated, agitated, and wofully per-
plexed, was beginning to see that riding horseback
was a far more serious affair than he had imagined.
He witnessed the bold riding of his neighbors with
dismay. Gulloping was to him a perfect mystery.
His courage and ambition had never gone beyond
a gentle trot. The mere thought of dashing
off side by side with Sarah made im dizzy. |

“Can’t you mount?” asked Chester, soberly;
considering the circumstances,

“ No — I — that js — perhaps — on the whole
- 1°d better not — ah — attempt it.”

“ 0, that won’t do! What will the girls say 27

“But, you see —1t is all— ah — new to me,”
stammered Mr., Kerchey.

“ You’ll getinto the way of it at once,” replied
Chester, in an encouraging tone. “ It’s as casy as
running down hill, or running up—an account.

Now,” —he wheeled the horse to the block, —

“put your leg over the saddle. No! the other
leg, —your right one,—unless yon waut to ride
backwards.”

20%
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| MR, KERCHEY'S DARING EXPLOIT.

Arrer . considerable trouble, Mr. Kerchey was
. mounted, with his feet thrust into the stirrups up

to the ankles.

Chester, perceiving the smxhng faces of the old

Tadies at the windows and at the door, watching the
# performance, was so convulsed with mirth that he
could with difficulty get once more into the saddle.
But the girls had now all galloped up the road, and,

“with no inducement to make a display of agility and
strength, he braced his toé¢ in the stirrup, and lei-
surely mounted.

Mr. Kerchey was a little ahead of him, making
too ludicrous an appearance to be easily deseribed.
Te looked like an animated bag of flour, Chester

said, awkwardly balanced, jolting painfully, and

seemmg momently ready to tumble off,

«(), you do bravely!” cried the young man,

dashing past him, on a smart gallop..
Mr. Kerchey groaned, and gmped the saddle
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with his left hand, despera,tely, resolved to ride
faster.

The party had halted a little way up the road,
and Chester made haste to send Sarah back to keep
Mr. Kerchey company. At first she refused to 20,
but conceiving the idea of some fun, consented to the
arrangement, and rode to meet her admirer.

In order that he might not observe the mirth in-
dulged at his expense, the rest of the party galloped
on, Chester riding by the side of the sociable Jane
Dustan. ‘

“What a delightful creature thls iv!” cried
Sarah, wheeling sharply around Mr. Kerchey. I
could ride him night and day without wearying,”

“ Ah! glad to h—h — hear it ! ¥ said the ama-
teur farmer, still holding the saddle with a.fearful
grasp.

“I see you are very careful of your horse,” she
added, letting her animal prance dmntlly on before.

““Yahe lame 2

“ No — not — not exactly — ‘
“Ha'ha! I'see! You are preserving his wind
in order to outstrip us towards the close of the

xide! T shall look out for you, Mr. Kerchey!”

“ I — beg — to — assure — you —” replied the
tortured man, each word jolted out of his lungs by
the hard-trotting horse, « I — have no —no such
intentjon.”
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«How I envy you the advantages of livingin a

city ! 7 exclaimed Sarah. “ You have riding-schools
there; you must have emjoyed them a great deal,

Mr, Kerchey.”

If, on ordinary oceasions, it was difficult for the
amateur farmer to express his ideas, what shall we
say of him in his present painful situation? All
his faculties were called into activity by the threat-
ening danger. His own horse was beginning to
prance and amble sidewise ; and it was only by the
exercise of great vigilance that he kept his balance

‘at all. Let the reader endeavor to carry on a °

sprightly conversation with a sauey girl and add up
a long column of figures at the same time, and he
may be able to form a dim conception of the ordeal

through whick Mr. Kerchey was compelled to

pass.
« T — I — never — rode much,” he managed” to

articulate.
~ «Indeed ? you surprise me,” cried Sa:ah care-
fully committing the trifling mistake of touehing kis
‘horse with the fip of her whip.

The animal leaped into the air, bréaking so sud-

denly into a gallop that Mr. Kerchey barely escaped

being thrown to the ground

¢ Whoa — whoa —whoa ! ” he eJacuhted inan

agitated voice, letting go one of the reins, in his
confusion,
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The horse dashed to the corner of the fence, and
stopped so suddenly that Mr. Kerchey, thrown
clear over the pommel of the saddle, rested on his
neck.  Fortunately, baving come to this stand,
the animal did not move until he had had time
to regain his seat; for, as it was, had it not been for
the proximity of the rails, on which he braced his
hands, the rider must have plunged head foremost to
the ground.

Sweating a cold sweat, and trembling in every
limb, Mr. Kerchey seized both reins, one in each
hand, resolved io hold the animal “in,” at all

- hazards.

“ Whoa — whoa — whoa ! ** he kept repeating, in
tremulous tones, as he once more got into the
road.

Sarah choked with emotion.

« Wouldn’t you like a whip?” she asked, as
goon as she could summon sufficient gravity to
speak.

# () — no — thank you,” gasPed Mr. Kerchey.

“You'd better. You’ll manage your horse
much more easily with one. Will you take
mine ¢” '

Sarah rode up to him, and extended the frightful

‘whip, at sight of which Mr, Kerchey's horse

hounded to the side of the road like a frightened
deer. Off flew his hat ; his hands grasped saddle and
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mane ; and he cried ¢ Whoa — _whoa' * again, with
all the energy of fear.
But some horses, after submitting to a degree of

insult, will have their revenge. Mr. Kercheys | i

thought he would try what virtue there was in run-
ping away. Thanks to his feet, thrust ankle-deep
in the stirrups, the rider kept his seat this time, but
he could not manage the reins and keep his hold of
the saddle at the same time, He went by the
amazed party of equestrians on the speed of the

wind, The horse turned up to the meeting-house,

and made for one of the sheds.
s« He’ll break his head ! ” cried Sarah, tex rified at

the mischief she had done, reining up to Chester’s

side.
Chester spurred forward to do what he could to

avert so uncomfortable an accident. But already
Mr, Kerchey saw his danger, and pulled the bridle
with his left hand, still clinging to the saddle with
his right. The horse was sufficiently under control
to obey the directioh. Ie deseribed a beautiful
curve, and went around the meeting-house, reap-
pearing on the opposite side of the green.

The immediate danger passed, the spectators
began to laugh. Mr, Kerchey reminded dJane
Dustan of the celebrated monkey, Andrew Jackson,
who rode the pony in the eircus-ring “ last fourth
of July.” Mr. Kerchey’s performance was more
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publie. Ife rode in view of the whole neighborhood,
his hat off, his feet thrown behind, in the stirrups,
his hands still holding on desperately. Around the
meeting-house he went again, faster than before.
A third time the horse consented {0 perform the
amusing evolution, then rebelled. Wheeling sud-
denly, he threw Mr. Kerchey sprawling into a black
puddle of indeseribable water, near one of the sheds.

Tt was well for both horse and rider that the
latter had instinctively extricated his feet from the
stirrups.  As it was, the animal, more indignant, it

seemed, than terrified, quietly turned under the

shed, and stopped.

A magnificent splashing of the water celebrated”
Mr. Kerchey’s descent into the element. He came
down like an immense frog, with outstretched arms
and legs, sublime, DBut like anything else than a
f‘mg he began to scramble and gasp, and flounder
in the puddle.

Chester dashed to the spot, dlsmounted and
helped him out.

To describe the ludiorous appearance of the
strangling, drenched, muddy, hatléss equestrian, or
the effect it had upon the convulsed spectators,
would be superfluous. With the exception of Ches-
ter, only Miss Sedley, a young lady of the finest
feelings, and Sarah, whose conscience upbraided  her
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for the mischief she had done, were at all able 4

control their mirth. |

00“ Take me — somewhere! ” gasped Mr. Kerch.ey,

- seeking his handkerchief, to wipe his stf’eammg
_face. “I’m— hurt. My shoulder — O !

* «“ You haven’t put any bones out, I hope?” il &

Chester,” .
« I don't know. I’m afraid,” moaned the eques-

trian, with a most ludicrous expression of mingled
| grief, pain, fright and mud, O dear! :a:flat a—
a-mournful termination to — to my fol}y ' N
He sank upon the ground, and sat with his feet in
the puddle, a picture of utter woe.
“I;Bxcus:e me,” he said, feebly, “ I — I am very
~— faint.” . ‘ .
¢ He is seriously injured, I fear,” observed Miss
edley. . /
° & Yyou won’t let me — die — here m'the ﬁlth'-_}:
will you?” groaned Mr. Kerchey, looking up wit
a despairing expression into the faces of the spec
tati{l)i;‘;n Chester had to hide his face for laughing,
But Sarah, more and more alarmed, felt never less
gugeeptible to merriment. | ’
“ .]l;o take him right over to Dr. Sackett’s ! ”’ she
exclaimed, with deep solicitude, e e
“ Yes,” murmured the unhappy man, *if y?”
o can get me there, I — T can’t walk — 1 am sure!
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~“We can carry you,” replied Chester. - % Clome,

boys ! '

- “ Be careful that T—T don’t die by the way! »
whispered Mr, Kerchey, on the point of swooning,

The young men fastened their horses under the
shed, rolled up their sleeves, and “took hold.”
Happily, the doctor’s house was close by, and they
arrived seasonably at the door, with their compan-
lon still groaning and moaning pitcously.  No
wonder ! The doctor found his excuse. Mr. Ker.
chey had broken an arm, besides doing some exten-
sive damage to his shoulder,

“When informed of the true state of the ease, the
company were sobered at once; and Sarah, espe-
dially, was very much Qistressed. |

“ I was the cause of it a]] ! » she exclaimed, with
strong feelings of self-reproach, -

“To make ample reparation,” said Jane Dustan,
“all you have to do is to take care of your victim
during his recovery.,” |

“And I’ll do it, laugh ag you may ! ” exclaimed
Sarah. ‘ '

She kept her word as far ag practicable. M.,
Kerchey was carried home the next day; and every
afternoon, during the long week he was confined to

his room, she called to inquire about his health, and

often stopped to make his broth with her own hands,
or to read the newspaper for him.
21
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Mz, Kerchey loved the broth only because she
made it, and when she read he was entertained by
the sweet tone of her voice alone. Of course, he
forgave her for frightening the horse; and if ever
~ there was a poor fellow in love with a kind-hearted,

' mischievous, merry girl, it was Mr. Kerchey, conva-
lescent, in love with Sarah Royden.

XXIX.

MRS, ROYDEN'S DINNER-PARTY.

How fast the time fled! How quickly, yet how
smoothly, the old clergyman's vacation rounded to
its close!

Liooking back to the day of his arrival, it was
hard to realize that more than three weoks had

glided away. Yet when he and his friends re-

membered what had been done, and how many happy
and profitable hours they had spent together, the

‘wonder was that so much could have been crowded

within so brief a space of time. ‘

The present chronicle of the old clergyman’s vas
cation i3 necessarily meagre. It would require a
larger volume to do anything like justice to the
scenes which opened, shifted and closed, during his
stay. I have only seized upon a few salient points,
that presented themselves to my mind, and portrayed

- them with as fow hasty touches as I could, without

order, and with little® study for effect. How mu‘ch’
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must be gone over in silence, arid left entireiy to the

- imagination ! J
m;’ghe day before that which Father Brighthopfas had
set for ‘his departure, Mrs. Royden gave 2 dinner-
party. - He had become so extensively .known and
so widely beloved in the society of the nelghbo'rhoo.d,

. that old and young wished to assemble and bid him
' ionate farewell,

" %ﬂ;:sc. 1aever a more cheerful gathering? We doubt

it. Tt was a jolly, democratic party. Fat?xer

Brighthopes was grand-master of the ceremonies.
If there was one present more humble than anoﬁher,
he made it his business to take him encouragmgl:y
and lovingly by the hand, and lift him up. \If it

‘was a sister, how delicately, how tenderly he talked

to her, and showed her that bright angel of Hope, = -8

his guardian spirit, or genius, and the ready consoler
~ of sorrowing hearts! |

. Deacon Dustan was there, without his new meet-
| ing-house schemes; his quiet wife, f,md.Harry. and
Jane, who were not so quiet, came in his carriage.
The Smiths were present; the deacon and his lady,
Benjamin, and Josephine, who was so ectheth-
ively fond of minithterth,” and who was sure she
" could not ¢ thurvive the Joth ” of so delightful an
old man as Father Bri%hthopes. .

Mr. Corlis came early, and hnd a long and earnest

- conversation with his elder brother, to whom he
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already owed so much for his khndly warnings and
wise suggestions. Mark Wheeler was invited, but
he did not come, being unused to such society ; but
there was one, still less acoustomed to the ways of
the world, who could not excuse himself, when Mr.
Royden sent to have him brought by main foree.

It was Job, the soldier-shoemaker. He came,
with his wooden leg, his subdued voice, his sunny
old face, his queer bald pate and prominent ears,
and the exhaustless fountain of good humor within
his heart.

It was the first honor of the kind Job had ever
received at the hands of his neighbors, But of late

a good deal of interest had been taken in his family, =

and some who had laid up money to aid in the new
meeting-house project had been induced to invest a
little of it in comforts and necessaries for the poor
man. He felt as though he could Feally afford to
abandon his hench for that day, and enjoy himself, his
only objection being the impossibility of Mrs. Bowen
leaving the house and going with him. But she
was comfortable now at home, and Job was easy in
bis mind about her.

We should not forget to mention that the old
soldier made his appearance in an entirely new suit
of clothes, and with his Sunday leg on. He joked
% good deal about these externals, and amused -the
company by his genial humor, His coat was one

21%
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presented him by Mr. Corlis; the waisteoat had be-
longed to Deacon Dustan, and the trousers were a
gifs from Father Brighthopes.: Job acknowledged
half a dozen shirts from the fair hands of Miss Sed-
ley, the school-ma’am, Sarah Royden and Julia
Keller ; one of which he had on his back. The
handkerchief he wore was a present from Chester,
His boot alone was the product of his own labor,
Job had cut off the trousers to fit his wooden leg,
and made a jaunty cap of the fragment. The leg
itself was an extra one he had kept by him a long

time, using it only on Sunday, Fast Day, Thanks-

giving and the Fourth of July. It was quite a

handsome stick, elegantly finished, and ¢ well mea- - M

soned,” Job declared.
“Tam careful of this leg,” he said, in his subdued

voice, and quiet, cheerful manner, when the old cler-
gyman joked him about it. ¢ I always keep it on
the top shelf at home, with a newspaper around it,
‘to protect it from dust and flies. If you had the
gout, sir, you could n’t be more careful of your
limbs.” -

This was after dmner J ob wag sitting in the
easy-chair, out doors, where the shadow of the house
sloped .across the grassy lawn. The guests were
forming a circle around him and the old clergyman,

gome gitting upon the green sward, others support-
W : : :
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ing their dignity upon chairs, and a few of the young
pecple lying at their ease along the ground,

Mr. Kerchey, who happened to he standing near,
with his arm in a swing, exerted himself o speak,.
and made a comparison between his useless and
painful member and Job’s comfortable leg,

“Get a wooden one, get a wooden one,” said.
Job. “But, then, an arm of that sort would n’t be
so convenient as a leg. I don’t think T could make
shoes with only one hand. Dear me ! when I think
of it, how thankful I ought to be that only my leg
‘was taken off ! Supposing I had lost an arm, — or
my head, —and been obliged to get a new one?”

“ You would n’t be the first man to go about with |
a wooden pate,” said Chester. «There are plenty
of block-heads in the world.”

“ I believe I was one when I enlisbed ” laughed
Job.

- “ At least, your head was turned,” quietly ob-
served Father Brighthopes.

_ Anythmo- the old clergyman said in a facetious -
vein was sure to raise a laugh, 'When sxlence was
restored, Job replied,

“Very good! capital ! ? —in his soft half'-whis- -
per, and rubbing his hands, “And T am thankful
that, although my head was turned then, only my
leg has been turned since. My folly was cut off

|
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 with my oﬂ"end'ing member, and my ambition was
buried with it.”

The company let Job talk in this way a good

while. Tt was refreshing to hear him; and he (}e-
lighted to be garrulous. There was not a .happler;
heart present than his; ‘and its sixf:ple pl.nlosophy :
and genial humor flowed out and mmg}ed in such 8
sunny, babbling brook, thatno one desired it should
be checked. - .

But at length Job himself refased to talk any
" more. &

«T’m pumped dry,” said be. “ If you Waflt-
anything more from me, Father Bmghth:apes will
have to prime me. I haven't another joke that
© is o't musty; and now, I say, we’ll have a.regulz:.r’-,
built speech from the old patriarch. Sﬂence..
eried Job, tapping his wooden leg; “'attent‘lon,
every one! TFather Brighthopes, we wait to hear

from you.” |

The old - clergymah, having sat down upon the

gross, was so tangled up in the children, who -clung
to his neck and arms, that he could not arise to
respond. = _ . . .
« Georgie,” said Mrs. Royden, in a tone of gontle
veproach, « you should n’t lie upon Father Brlgh.t-
hopes. Get down, Willie, Lizzie, you are too big
to be hanging around his neck.” )
"« She is crowning him with a wreath of flowers,
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murmured Hepsy, who was comfortably seated in the
midst of the group.

The poor girl’s health was much improved ; there .
was a faint flush on her cheeks; but, although in
good spirits, she had scarcely spoken before since
dinner, having been absorbed in weaving the wreath
for the old man’s venerable and beloved head.

At length he was crowned, the children released
him, and he got up, radiant and beautiful, with his
young and hopeful spirit shining through his glori-
ous old face.

We wish there had been a reporter on the spot.
That speech would well be worth preserving, word
for word. But we are able to give onlya meagre . -
outline of it, very imperfect, and without regard to
the order in which the sentiments -— like so many

waves of liquid light — rippled upon the hearts of
his hearers,




XXX.
THE OLD cmnen;;m’s FAREWELL.

"THE speaker was about to bid farewell, he said, to
all those kind friends. (Sensation.) He would

" leave them, and be soon forgotten. (Cries of ** No, |

00! never!” from old and young. Job smites his
‘wooden leg, and exclaims, with enthusiasm, ¢ Not

- that, by a long thread!”)

“Well,” continues Father Brighthopes, W“lth suf-
fused features, “I thank you. T hope you will
remember me, as I shall remember you. God has
been very good to me, in giving me friends, all my
life long.” :
 «You deserve them, if anybody does,” whispers
Job, loud enongh to be heard by the entire audi-
ence, -

He rubs his hands as if he meant it.

“ Lot me give you a little hint about getting and
keeping friends,” adds the clergyman, smiling
arctind upon the old people in the chairs, and the
young people on the grass or standing up. “I
thank Brother Job for suggesting the thought.”
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. Hear, hear!” says Mr. Royden, pulling Willie
away from the speaker’s legs, and silencing Georgie,
who is inclined to blow his grass ¢ squawker.,”

“My friends have generally been of the right
kind,” proceeds the old man. ¢ If you wish to have
your friends of the right kind,” — glancing at the
younger portion of the audience,— Il tell you
how to go to work.

“Be always ready to lend a helping hand to
those, who need assistance. Do so with a hearty
good will, not feeling as though you were throwing
something away; for, although you get no material

return, -— which should be the last thing to expect,\\\

— you will find in the end that you have been ex-
ercising your own capacities for happiness, which
grow with their use. Do good for the sake of good,
and you will see that the bread. thus cast upon the
waters comes right back to feed your own hungry
souls.

« Be ready to sacrifice all externals to friendship,
but maintain your integrity. Give the glittering -

bubbles of the stream, and the current will still be

yours, clear and strong as ever. 'What I mean i,
abandon circumstances and outside comforts for the
sake of those you love, but never desert a principle
to follow any man or set of men., If you do, few
friends will be obtained, and they will not be firmly -
attached ; while many who would' soon have come
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round to.you will be lost forever. . But plant your-
-gelf on the rock of principle ; and, however men may
shun it at first, it shall in the end prove a magnet
-f0 draw all true souls to your standard. Royal
hearts shall then be yours. They can rely on you,
~and you on them; so there will be no falling off,
‘when the wind shifts to the north-cast. Truth i
the 'sun which holds friends in their orbits, like re-

volving planets, by the power of its magnetism. If-

- the sun forsake its place in the heavens, and go chas-
ing after the bright tail of some gay comet, what

- will become of the planets Let the sun be true to

. 1tse1f' and even the comet comes around in time.”

- The old man looks at Chester w1th a smile which
. agks, * Is it not so 2”

«Your philosophy is excellent for men of cour-
‘age, like yourself,” says Chester. . But few can
bear to be hated all their lives by the mass of their
~ fellow-men, as many have been, for the sake of the
truth.” , v :

¢ Those men who do bear that cross are martyrs
of the noblest sort,” returns Father Brighthopes.
% They are not only men of true courage, but men
of fortitude, which is a sort of enduring and per-

_ petual courage. Tothem the truth, and the few who ;

_see and love that truth, — if only a handful of poor
fishermen gnd three or four pious women, — will be
. more - precious than all the kingdoms of the earth.
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If the devil of ambition whispers that by forsaking

the former- the latter may be gained, they can re-
sist the temptation; for they know the value of in-
ternal convietions of right, and the worthlessness of
external shows and shadows and happiness.

.« “Gireat truths, when first revealed to mankind,

need such martyrs. - Opposition assists in the de-
velopment of principles, as- alternate frosts and
heats in spring heave and loosen the moil. New
truths, like sheaves of .grain, must be well threshed
by the flail of persecution, and winnowed by the
wind of criticism, to separate the pure whea,t from
the straw and chaff, :

“ But to none of us, I am confident, will be given .
the crown of ma,rtyrdom. Mankind is too enlight-
“ened to make many martyrs now-a-days. We'
gravitate to trdth, and we erucify no more the
prophet who reveals it to our sight. This is an age

~in which principles may be demonstrated, and will

always bé respected. Then let us embrace them,
and have that ballast to steady us in the stormy
voyage of life.” '
“ Men of principle, even to-day,” Chester replies,
“are accused of fickleness and inconsistency, and all

~ sorts of unworthy motives, by those who do not

‘understand them.” * |
“Very well; I can bear to be misunderstood for

a little while,” says the old man.  “ Those who are

22
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nut estabhshed on the same grﬂund of truth imagine
!that I waver, while it is themselves who are con-
tinually shlf'tmg It took the earth a great whils
to learn that the sun and stars did not revolve
around it every twenty-four hours. What cared
the eternal sun? A ledge upreared in the midst of
a swift river seems to be swimming up-stream ; but
it is only the water moving. Look up at the moon

on a windy night when a storm i3 breaking away,

- and she appears to be flying wildly across the floor
of heaven. It is the clouds that hurry, and the

moon feels nothing of the optigal delusion. Let us-

take example of- the stars, the sun, the moon and
the planets, in order that the true astronomers of
the heart inay know how to measure our ehstances
and compute-our orbits.” ‘

¢ That’s my idea, well expresseil o says J ob who
rubs his hands, feeling that the right kind of friends
. have finally come around to him ; “and that ’s what
- T've always told my good Woman,”

The old man pats Job -on the shoulder, and says
some pleasant word, which makes everybody laugh.
He'then proceeds with his speech. He goes from
the great principle of integrity to the exercise of the
minor domestic virtues. He' dwells upon the hap-
piness of the home in which love and contentment
dwell, contrasting it with the raw atmosphere which

pervades houses of the opposite stamp. _How plainly
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his philosophy demonstrates the necessity of an even
temper and a sweet disposition ! ‘

“You can keep house without silver spoons, but
not without these,” he says. Charity and kind-.
ness are the soft, music which regulates the march
of llf'e, and cheers the hearts of the soldiers.” .

This allusion to his old profession reminds Job
of his wooden leg, which he pats affectionately,
whistling Yankee Doodle very softly.

The old clergyman goes on. He has a good deal
to say to the young folks about the active life upon

! which they are just entering, — its perils and tempt-

ations. IHe warns them against selfishness, and
tells them how it narrows and shrivels the soul.
But his favorite theme is Love; and he dwells
much upon the beauty of its offspring, kindness,
contentment, cheerfulness, His language is so sim-
ple that even Willie can understand all he says.

“ Well,” he remarks, in conelasion, ¢ T am talkmg
too long.”

« Not a bit of it! I defy you!” cries Job
Bowen.

“Go on! goon!” exclaim a dozen voices,

“I must take leave of you soon; and we can

- spend the little time that remains to us more

pleasantly than in speechifying, or listening to a
speech. It is doubtful if T ever meet you again.

| Lam growing 01 * says Father Bnghthopes, with
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o ferene smile. - «T have hut o little while to stay

here on earth. I am going home. OQur Father has
given me my work to do, and it is almost done. O,
would I could tell you how joyfully I shall put off
. corruption for incorruption, and exchange mortality
for immortality! |

¢ But I shall see you all again, even though wei
meet here no more. Let us'hopeso. Let usso live

that it shall be so. The Saviour’s loving arms are
. outstretched to receive us all in his embrace.”,
A pause; silence and tears. = Mrs. Royden en-

deavors to conceal her emotion by arranging Hep-

sy’s cape. Others resort to' their handkérchiefs,
The speaker’s voice is choked, and there are shining
' drops gliding. down his aged cheeks. * To fill up the
pause, he Tifts Willie in his arms, as that young

gentleman is tying long grass around his feet, and

murmuring something about keeping him always;
. kisses him, and presses him to his heart.

“ What are you ecrying for?” asks the boy,
breaking the silence. S

With -his little broyvn hand he touches a straw

- to one of the crystal drops on the ‘old man’s face,
~ and strings it off upon it like a bead,

“ Thus may all our tears become bright gems!”
says Father Brighthopes, smiling tenderly upon the

child. “Bub you cannot realize this, my darling.

You teach us a lesson quite unconsciously to your
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- young heart. You show us‘how«hope is born of

aftliction, and how joy springs from the dark soil
of distress. . My frionds, let us look up. Never
lqok down, Remember what an eternity opens
above us, beyond all the clouds of this life, And
may. the good God bless you all 1» |

22%
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THE DEPARTURE,

Tr was evening when the company dispersed.

Father Brighthopes took affectionate leave of each’
individual, and had a kind and hopeful word for-

every one. They seemed to be bidding farewell to

some beloved old patriarch, who had lived all his

- days amongst them.

" The clergyman was left alone with his friends,
- the Roydens.  The evening was spent in sober,
Sweet communion. In the morning the family was

. up early; for the old man was to be off at elght

o’clock.

“ O, we cannot expreas how much We owe to you, :
good Father ! exclaimed Mrs. Royden, with tears

of thankfulness in her eyes, on meeting him in the
parlor. * My husband seems a different man since
you have been with us. And you have taught me
a lesson I shall endeavor to profit by, It is hard
to overcome fixed habits, and T know I shall often
and often —as I do now every day —yield to the

THE DEPARIURE.

dictates of my harsh temper; but I trust I shall
come off conqueror in the end!”

“We are all weak, of ourselves,” said the old
man, affectionately. “ But there is One who giveth

. - strength.”

Father Brighthopes found an opportunity to have
a farewell talk with poor Hepsy. She could not
bear the thought of his going away. This was now
her only sorrow; for he had filled her soul with im-
mortal hopes, and taught her to endure patiently all -

~ the ills of life. But she feared lest she might go

back into the dark, when he was no longer near to
reflect the light from above upon her spirit. Had
he not promised to write to her, she would hardly
have been consoled for his loss; as it was, it seemed
as 1f the sun was going into a dense, cold mist.

At length the breakfast was out of the way; the
old man had offered up his morning prayer in pres-
ence of the family, as, by request of the parents, he
had been accustomed to do, of late; his trunks were
packed and ready, and the time had come to say
the last farewells. |

James brought the horse to the door, at sight of

~ which Willie just began to comprehend that the old

man was really going.
“I want to go too!” he cried, clinging to his
knees. -
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Father Bmghthopes stooped to kiss his plump
brown cheek,

“Q,let me go!” exclaimed Georgie, who had
not thought of such an arrangement before,

“ Would you go and leave your father and
‘mother, and Chester and James, and all?” agked
the clergyman.

»

“ You show me how to do my sums better than
they do; and you give*me story-books,” replied

Georgie, bashfully.

« And they do o thousand times more for you,”
said the old man, embracing the boy. ¢ They give
you clothes, and food, and send you to school, and

do more things for you than anybody can think of””

“ O, you will come again next summer, won’t you,
Father 2” cried Lizzie, kissing him impulsively,
when his head was down.

“Iam too old and feeble to make any promise
for another year,” replied Father Brighthopes,
sxmhng tenderly  * But I shall come and see you
all again, if Providence grant me that indulgence,
Be this as it may, 1 shall always remember you and
love you.”

How gently then he kissed the affectionate girl!
He turned and" gave his hand to Sarah, whose eyes
filled with tears as she received his blessing,

Mr. Royden took the old man’s arm, and led him
to the wagon.
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«But where is Samuel? I must not neglect
him ” said Father Brighthopes.
At that moment a groaning was heard behind

the shed, under the tree where the grindstone stood.

« T3 that S4m 2 asked Mr. Royden.
“ Yes, sir,” replied James. ¢ Something is the
matter with him; I don’t know whatit is. He was

{aken sick when we were harnessing.”

“ What is the matter, my son?” asked the old
man, cheerily, looking over the gate.

Sam lay upon the turf, with his head on his arm,
for a pillow. / '

“ Nothing,” he muttered, in a ghastly tone, with-

out looking up. .
“(Come, I am going away. I want to bid you:

good-by.”

Sam groaned again; hut endeavoring to conquer
his malady, he sat up, and raised his swimming eyes.

* Mr. Royden took him by the shoulder, and helped

him to his feet.

« What is the matter ?” he demanded.

¢ Nothing, sir,” said Sam.- “I’m a little sick,
that’sall. I shall have to set down again.” |

He sank upon the turf, and groaned, with his face
in the grass.

Father Brighthopes was expressing a great deal
of sympathy for him, when Chester came and . ex-
plained the mystery.
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- ,“-He has been chewing tobacco,” said.he, with a
eruel Jaugh, “I told him it would make him

gick.”

“You foolish }'ellow! " exclaimed Mr, Royden; -

“what did you do that for 2"

« I only jest wanted to learn how,” moaned Sam.

“ Learn how!” 5

«(og all the men chew,” added the hoy, sitting
up again, and burying his face in his hands, as the
deathly feeling came over him once more.

“ Well, well,” said the old man, in an encourag-
ing tone, “let this experience be a lesson to you.

Let alone the weed. You can be a man without

it, if you try. Good-by, good-by, my son!”

He got (into the wagon, leaving the unhappy lad
still moanihg and writhing with anguish on the
green-sward. \ :

Mark Wheeler arrived at the gate, having come
to take leave of Father Brighthopes, just as Ches-
ter and his father were driving away with their aged
friend. o
The jockey rode the one-eyed colt, which he still
" retained in his possession,—a perpetual remem-

brancer of a memorable day in his rugged and uneven

life. |

He dismounied, and shook hands with the old

man, Mark was much affected by his kind wishes
~and gentle admonitions; but the presence of Mr

A
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Royden and Chester embarrassed him, and he could
not express his feelings, :
“ Come,” said Mr. Royden, observing the state

~of affairs, “I suppose we have not much time to

lose.” ‘
“l will ride along with you,” replied Mark,

- throwing himself uwpon the hack of the one-cyed

-

colt.

Mis. Royden, Hepsy and the children, watched
the little party as they rode away, Chester driv-
ing, while his - father sat with the. gray-haired
clergyman on the seat behind him, and Mark
trotted his colt along on the road-side, at their right

* hand; and they who were left at home felt strange -

emotions of loneliness steal over their hearts, at the
thought that the venerable and beloved form then
vauishing from sight might never more repose bes -
neath that roof, , : . J

There was no quarrelling nor loud words among. = -

‘the children, that morning, as they set out for

school ; but their faces were expressive of wnusual
soberness, and their young hearts qute sad; until
the bright birds singing by the way-side, the
breezes playing in their hair, and -the sunshine
flooding' all the earth, dispelled their gloom, and _
led them to forget that the gentle old man they
loved was riding on his journey, to his field of labors
far away., o

. - .
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REUN;ON:

A. vrrriE more thah two years had passed away.
It was in * peach-time.” There was a merry group

of young people in Mr. Royden’s orchard, one mild -

September afterncon. .
There was Chester, proud, happy, overﬂowmg

with wit. ‘He was just married, and had come

home, to pass a few days, with his fair bride.

She was a perfect doll; "beautiful to, look upoﬂ,’

ith her soft eyes, fair checks, ringlets and sym-

,tncal form ; but thele was not much character in * §

er face. Her love for Chester was of the roman-
tic kind, Although they had been a week married,
‘she could not relish a peach unless he gave it her
with a smile, having taken out the stone and tasted
it himself first.
 Sarah was there, too, — now Mis. Kerchey, Let
not the rveader be surprised. Having broken that

gentlema.h’s arm, she could not make up her mind
to break his- heart also, when he came to woo. He‘
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‘had qualities which she was bound to respect ; and
at length she saw that, casting all prejudice and
false pride aside, she could bestow upon him a large
portion of love. Yet she never would have married
him, had it not been for her mother’s persuasion.
Parents like to see their children well situated in
life, Mrs. Royden could not rest until she heard
Sarah addressed as Mrs. Kerchey. This amiable

_young couple had been married eighteen months;

they were very comfortable, and quite happy; Mr.
Kerchey had greatly improved in personal appear-
ance ; afnd the sweet little baby, that Lizzie seemed
to carry forever in her arms, and devour with
kisses, was their property. C

Lizzie was a “great girl.” DBut she was very
lady-like in her mamners, She gave promise of:

becoming a noble woman. Already she was begi

ning to have beaux, but she was sensible enoughg
to care much for them. She was an msat:
reader, and a superior scholar.

James, now a blushing, amiable young man, with
a little down on his chin, had quite fallen in love
with his new sister. How happy, he thought,

Chester must be with his heiress, whom he had won

in spite of the cruel professor !

" Georgie was now a stout Jad, big enough to climb
trees and shake off the peaches, and polite encugh to
pick the handsomest omes for Mirs. Chester ; and

23
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Willie was what his father called him, * quite a

Jittlo man.” He felt himself quite a big one, and
tyrannized over the turkeys and chickens accord-
ingly He had a little snster, ‘about three years old,

— a sweet child to kiss, except that, on the after- -

‘noon we are describing, her face was stained from
ear to ear, and from nose to chin, with peachqmce
*We must not forget Hepsy. She was there, sit-
ting on the grass, and knjtting a purse for Mrs.
Chester O, how her poor heart throbbed when she
gazed apon ‘that pretty face!” How her eyes had
rainéd tears of late, when they saw only the gloom
of her own chamber ! But she had conquered that
wild passion which once devéured her heart, and

banished selfishness from her breast. She loved the -

fair byjde very tenderly, and folt that to see her

ester happy would console her. for all she

. endured. Hepsy s health was good, for her,

; ugh she was never strong, and oftenthe disease
~ ofher spine caused her hours of secret pain..

Chester was the life of the company, — brimfull -
of good spirits and fun. Every word he spoke was -

treasured in Hepsy’s heart. 'With a somowhat dif-
ferent feeling, yet with no less admiration, his fair
~ Sophronia caught at the merest drops of nonsense
that dripped from his lips, thinking them pearls.
She was 1ot very witty herself, and ahe naturally

Bt
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looked upon Chester ag the most brilliant and

talented man then existing in the known world.

“ There s Deacon Dustan’s carriage!” suddenly
cried Georgie, from the top of the peach-tree, look-
ing towards the road. -

The boy had been lately reading stories of the
whale-fishery, and he. fancied himself a man at the
mast-head, on the look out for blowers.

“We must go over and see the deacon’s people
to-morrow, Phronie,” said Chester.

“ 0, yes!” exclaimed Phronie, clapping her lit-
tle hands with childish glee, “anywhere you
please.”

“The carriage has stopped " observed Lizzie,
listening,

Willie-ran off towards the fence to see. His little

sister, following him, fell headlong into the grass,

and burst a great juicy peach on her bosom, at "

which she began to ery. L
“ 0, never mind, Jenny ! ” cried Sarah, picking

her up, and using her handkerchief to remove the

~ effects of the disaster from the child’s clear skin.

“You look 2s though a slight application of water
would do your face no harm, sis. What a monster

" you are, in peach time!”

At that moment a tall, awkward: youth, with a

- good-natured grin on his -brown features, came
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~, through the gate, at the corner of the shed, and

shouted,
« Hlllo! ”

What a voice! It was rough as the bark of a

hickory-tree.

“You can’t guess who is come,” said Sam, — for

. -it was he, — with a broader grin than before.

¢« Anyhody to see me?” asked Chester.

« Wal, you as much as anybody,” replied Sam,
throwing his head aside to spit.

- “Whoisit?” Sa,rah inquired.

“Guess!”

« How provoking you are, Sam Cone!” exclaimed
~ Lizzie. % Why can’t you tell? Georgie said it
was Deacon Dustan’s carriage that stopped.”
| “Sost was; L opened the gate for the deacon to

~ drive through; but somebody came with hlm---
you can’t guess who.”
Sam spit again, and wiped his mouth with his
slecve.

“0!” sid Sophroma, with a Tock of disgust,
-turning away her face; ¢“he chews tobacco!”

“ What of it?” rejoined Sam, who overheard

 her. m

And he rolled the weed in his cheek, with the |

air of one proud of the accomplishment.
- « Do spit out, the filthy stuff!* exclaimed Chester,
« Tt an’t no worse than smoking,” retorted Sam.

PR
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This ﬁfas a home thrust. Chester, during hig

last year at"school, had become addicted to clga.rs, '

which his silly httle W1f'e thought deho'htf'ul in his
Lips.

“ (), there’s no compauson’” she cried, indig- -
nantly. :
Sam was not convinced ;»but he eould not be
indifferent to the opinion of so pretty a - creature;
80, with-a sheepish look, he flung the quid on the
ground behind him. . |

“ Well, if you can’t guess who has come,” said
he, “ I'll tell you. It ’sthe old thinister, — Father
Brighthopes.”

“ Father Brighthopes!” echoed the chlldren, in
chogus. -

- “Yes,” said Sam; “Deacon Dustan was over
to town when he came, and brought him stralght
here.”

There was a general rush for the house. Lizzie
— for the first time voluntarily — abandoned the
baby to Mr, Kerchey’s arms, and ran to greet her
old friend. Georgie, who had not forgotten the
clergyman, came slipping down the tree, regardless
of damage done hig clothes.

¢ What else could have happened, to giveusa
more delightful surprise 2 cried Chester. * Come,

L4

“Phronie.  Now you willsee, and judge for yourself,

- 23%
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the glorious old man you have heard me tell so
much about.” - f

Hepsy was not the last to start. But she stopped
to take Jenny with her.
~ “Come, dearff said she, “ you must have your

face washed now. What are you doing ?”

The child, seated upon the turf, was absortcd in
the anatomy of a grasshopper. It was one of the
oldest of its race, - a large, respectable fellow, over
an inch long. In pursuing her investigations, how-

 ever, Jenny bad taken its head off; and it had

thus fallen a victim to infant science.

“ Why, Jenny!?” exclaimed Hepsy, * you have
killed the poor thing!”

“ Are you sorry ?” lisped the little girl, with
- beautiful simplicity. * You need n’t be,” she added,
cheerily, ¢ There’s enough more of ’em.”

t It took Heépsy a good while to explain exactly -

why children should not indulge a passion for de-
capitating insects; and Jenny was sadly troubled
when allusion was made to the gentle removal of her
_own fair head from her shoulders, in order that she
‘might judge how grasshoppers felt under the circum-
gtances. |

XXXIII.

CONCLUSION.

It was a joyful meeting, and that day was ome
of the happiest in the old elergyman’s life. He
took the children to his bosom with all the warm
affection of his sunny nature, with tears of thankful-
ness in his eyes.

He had lasted wonderfully. You Qo.ul.d hardly ‘k
- discover that he had grown old at all. There wag

the same serene face, — agéd, indeed, but with a spirit
cternally young forever shining through.

He had come to pass only a few days with hig
friends. And those days — would we had space to
describe them { — flew swiftly by. Once more the
time came for his departure,

Butshe remained long enough to remark, and
rejoice over, the change in Mrs. Royden's housé=;
hold since the day when he first came there to
spend his brief vacation. There was sunshine be-
neath the roof. There was music in the air of the
house. There was beauty ail around.

“We owe it all to your teaching and ezample,”
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said Mr, Royden, one afternoon, spedking grate-
fully of the change. ¢ Before you came, we never
~really knew what religion was. It seemed some.

 thing separate from the business and every-day affairs -

of life, and we thought we could not well afford
to try its utility. We learned from you that it was
the sweetener of every thought and every act of the
day. Wife and I have been practising it as well ag
we could, and we find that it pours the oil of happi-
ness into the machinery of life, which often creaked
so drearily before.” |
~ How the good old man poured out his soul in
thankfulness, that night, to his- Master, inspired with
inexpressible joy by this evidence that his Christian
labors of love had been blessed in the hearts of his
friends!
. And so, having been almost worshipped by the
Roydens during his stay, and honored with abun-
dant attentions from Mr. Corlis and his society,
Father Brighthopes went his way rejoicing and
praising the infinite Giver for such abundant bless-
gs. ' -
##tChester and his bride, having prolonged their
visit on his account, departed at about the same
time. ‘
- Some months later, this young couple sent for
" Hepsy to come and live with them, in their new
home, in Sophronia’s native town. The poor girl
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gladly went. Henceforth she was resolved fo devote
herself entirely to the happiness of Chester.

He needed her, and he was able to appreciate her
self-sacrifice. He would not have had much of a home
without her. Sophronia wasarweet girl ; but of the
art — more valuable than all other arts in a wife —
of making a comfortable home she was lamentably
ignorant. Having been petted as an heiress, she
was a complete child. Wealth can purchase certain
luxuries, and insure an outside show ; but the talent
for making home kome lies in the heart of the wife,
and transcends in value all the riches of the globe.

Had it not been for the good Hepsy, Chester ‘ u

must have led a miserable life, with his unsatisfied

- domestic feelings, after all the romanee of love was

over. She made his fireside, and, with the influence
she speedily acquired over Sophronia, drew her
within the sphere of peaceful home delights, teach- .
ing her a higher, holier love for her husband than
had ‘ever entered the heart of the giddy young wife
before.

And was Hepsy happy ?

There are two kinds of happiness. One consists
1in the gratification of our wishes and desires, the at-
tachment of friends, the admiration of the world.

Another sort of happiness lies in that noble and
unselfish love, which devotes itself to promote the
welfare of others, quite forgetful of all the thorns that
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plexce it as it treads the path of duty, f;nd never
.,kn?wxfzg ‘the poison of envy or the gall of hate.
This is the highest, purest happiness known on

- earth; for it approaches the bliss of the immortals,

‘whose home is in the heavens,

Or the former, Hepsy -— the poor, sickly, de-
formed girl — certainly had not much; but the
latter was showered wpon her in rich abundance

falling like the sweet dew, for want of which the
th.irs_fy flowers gasp and wither in the sultry sum-
mer day, but which steals softly down, to bathe their
Tosy cheeks and lily lips, only when they bow their
 heads under the gloom of night, |
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