BY THE SAME AUTHOR.

-~ UNIFORM WITH THIS VOLUME.

THE GATES AJAR.

~avol. 16me. $r.s0.

MEN, WOMEN, AND GHOSTS.

1 vol, - 16mo. $1.50.

HEDGED IN.

1 vol, 16mo. $1.50.

JAMES R. OSGOOD & CO., PUBLISHERS, .
Late Ticknor & Fields, and Fields, Osgood, & Co.,
124 TREMONT STREET, BOSION.

-~

AUTHOR OF * THE GATES AJAR," Y HEDGED m," ETC.

“Read not to contradict and confute, nor to believe and
take for granted, nor to find talk and discourse, but to weigh
and consider.” !

" BAcon,

BOSTON:
- JAMES R. OSGOOD AND COMPANY,

- LATE TickNor & FIELDS, aND FieLps, QOscoon, & Co.
LONDON SAMPSON LOW & CO.
1871,

‘i




Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1871,
BY JAMES R. OSGOOD & CO.,

in the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington,

Iy
W
87t

KA

Uwmiversity Press: WeLcy, Bicerow, & Co,
CAMBRIDGE.

NOTE.

i

IN the compilation of the facts which go to
‘ form this fiction, it seems desirable to say
that I believe I have neither overlooked nor-
libelled those intelligent manufacturers who have
expended much Christian ingenuity, with much
remarkable success,"in ameliorating the condition
of factory operatives, and in blunting the edge of
those misapprehension§ and diéaﬁ'ections which
exist between labor and capital, between em-
ployer and employed, between ease and toil,
between millions and mills, the world over,
 Had Christian ingenuity been generally sy-

nonymous with the conduct of manufacturing cor-
porations, 1 should have found no occasion for

the writing of this book. .

I believe that a wide-spread ignorance exists

among us regardingﬂthe_: abuses of our factory

system, more especially, but not exclusively, as
exhibited in many of the country mills.

¥
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I desire it to be {inderstood that every alarming
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CHAPTER I.
ACROSS THE GULF.

HE rainiest nights,.like the rainiest Iives',-‘
are by no means the saddest.
This occurred to Miss Kelso one january.

mght not many winters ago. Though to be N

exact, it was rather the weather than the sm:ﬁle

which occurred to her. The weather may hap— -

pen to anybody, and so serves a purpose Ilke'
photography and weddmgs Reflections upon
life you run your chance of at twenty-three. -

If, in addition to the circumstance of bcl‘lng,'

‘twenty-three, you are the daughter of a gent‘lé; |

m anufacturer, and a. resident of _Bostpn,'
it would hardiy appear that you require the
ceremony of an- 1ntroduct10n A pansy-bed in
the sun would be a dlfﬁcult subject of clasmﬁ—"i'

: cat;pn Undoubtedly, pages might WIth ea.se

I#




10 The Sg’/e%i‘ Partner.

be occupied in treating of Miss Kelso’s gene-
alogy" Her descent from the Pilgrims could be
mdlsputably proved. It would be -possible to
ascertain whether or not she cried at her moth-
er's funeral. Thrilling details of her life in the
nursery are upon record. Her first cdmposition
is still legible. Indeed, three chapters, at the

least, might be so profitably employed in coh~ .
veying to the intelligence of the most far-sighted

Vrea.der the remotest intimation of Miss Kelso's
existence, that one feels compelled into an apol-
ogy to high art for presenting her in three lines
and a northeaster.

Perhaps it should be added that this young
lady was engaged to be married to her father’s
~junior partner, and that she was sitting in her
father’s- library, with her hands folded,.at the
time when the weather occurred to her; sit-
- ting, as she had been sitting all the opaque, gray
afternoon, in a crimson chair by a crlmson fire,
a creamy proﬁle and a creamy hand lift¥
cut between the two foci of color. The proﬁle
had a level, generous chin, The ‘hand had —
rings.
| ‘There are people who never do anythmg that
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is not Wo_fth watching ; they cannot eat an apple

~or button a shoe in an unnoticeable, unsuggestive
. manner. If they undertake to be awkward, they

do. it so symbolically that you feel in debt to
them for it. = Miss Kelso may have been one
of these indexical persons; at any rate, there
was somethinrg in her simple act of sitting be--
fore a fire, in her -manner of shielding her eyes
from the warmth to which her figure was lan-
guidly abandoned, which to a posture-fancier
would have been. very expressive.

She had noticed in an idle way, swathed to
the brain in_ her folds of heat and color, that the

_chromatic run of drops upon a window, duly
_deadened by drawn damask, and adapted nicely

to certain conditions of a cannel blaze, had a .
pleasant sound. Accur'ately,'she had not found

‘herself to be the possessor of another thought
- since. dinner ; she had dined at three.

It had been a long storm, but Miss Kelso had
found no occasion to dampen the sole of her

_dehcate sandals in the little puddles that dotted
the freestone steps and drained pavement.; It °

had been a cold storm, but the library held, as
a library should, the tints and scents of June.
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It had been a dismal storm ; but what of that?
Miss Kelso was ‘young, well, in love,; and — Miss
Kelso. Given the problem, Be riserable, she
would have folded her hands there by her fire,
- like a puzzled snow-flake in a gorgeous poppy,
and sighed, “ But I do not understand !”

-

= To be sure, her father was out of town, aud she
had mislaid the score of Za Grande Duchesse, —

undesirable circumstances, both, but not ‘without ,

their compensations. For the placid pleasantness
of five o'clock paternal society, she had the rich,
irregular delights of solitude in a handsome house,
'—a dream, a doubt, a daring fancy that human

~society would snap, an odd hope -pellmell upon

the heels of an extraordinary fear, snatches of

things, the mental chaos of a liberated prisoner. .

Isolation in elegance is not apt to be productive
of thought, however, as I intimated.

~ Opposed to the loss of Za Duchesse would be

the pleasure of making Maverick look for it.
Miss Kelso took a keen, &appreciative enjoyment
_in having a lazy lover; he gave her something
to do; he was an- occupation in himself. - She
~ had indeed a weakness for an occupation ; suf-
. ‘fex‘*ed passions of superfluous life ; at the Cape

row.
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she rebelled because Providence had not cre-
ated her a bluefisher; in Paris she would make
muslin flowers, and learn the mélier to-mor-

This was piqﬁant in her; her plighted hus-

“band found himself entertained by it always;

he folded her two hands like sheets of rice-
paper over his own, with an easy smile.
The weather occurred to the young lady -

about six o’clock in the form of a query: Was

it worth while to go out to-night? She culti-

- vated an objection to Don Giovanni in the rain,

—and it always rained on Giéovanni, Maverick

~could talk Brignoli to Mrs. Silver, and hold a

fan for Fly, as well without her; she happened
to find herself more interested inh an arm-chair

than in anything else in the world, and slippers

were the solution of the problem of life. Was

it worth while? |
This was ohe of those vital questions which

require imrhedia.te motives for a settlement, and

cof immediate motives Miss Kelso possessed very

few. Indeed, it was as yet unanswered in her
own mind, when the silver handle of her carriage-

“ddor had shut with a little shine like a smile

i




‘-14 ' The 'Sz'Zm‘t Pam‘ner.

upon her, and Flys voice, like boiling candy,
bubbled at her from the front seat.

Maverick had called ; there had been a whiff
of pleasant wet air in her face ; and, after all, life
and patent springs are much alike in doors or out.

Miss Kelso sank languidly back into the per-
fumed cushions ; the close doors and windows
shut in their thick sweetness; the broken lights
of the street dropped in, and Maverick sat be-
side her,

“You have had your carriage re-scented

Perley, I'm sure,” said. Ily, who was just-

enough at home with Perley to say it

“From Harris's, — yes.”

- “ Santalina, unless I am quite mistaken ?”

This, softly, from Mrs. Silver; Mrs. Silver
was apt to speak very softly.

“I was tired to death of heliotrope,” said
Perley, with a weary motion of her well-shaped
head ; “it clings so. There was some trouble,
I believe, to take it out; new stuffing and
covering. But I think it pays.”

“Indeed, yes, richly.”

“It always pays to take trouble for .mc}ze! I
think,” said Fly, sententlously R
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“Perley never makes a mistake in a perfume,”
— that came, of Course,:from Maverick.

“ Pérley never did make a mistake in a per-
fume,” observed Mrs. Silver, in the mild mother-
ly manner which she had acquired from fre-
quently matronizing Perley. “ Never from -the
day Burt made the blunder of tuberoses for
her poor mother. The child flung them out
of the casket hersdlf. She was six years old

“the day before. It was a gratification to me

when Burt went out of fashion.” _

Perley, it may be presumed, feeling always
some awkwardness at the mention of a dead
parent for whom propricty required her to
mourn, and in connection with whose faint mem-
dry she could not, do the best she might, acquire
an unhappiness, made no reply, and sacket and
Mrs. Silver dropped into silence together. Fly
broke it, in her ready way: “So kind in you
to send for us, Perley!”

“It was quite proper,” said Perley.

She did not think of anything else to say,
and fell, as her santalina and her chaperone
had fallen, a little noticeably out of the con-
versationT T




16 The Stlent Pczﬁk_eﬁ

Fly and Maverick Hayie did the talking.. Mrs,

Silver dropped in now and then properly.
Perley listened lazily to the three voices; one
sometimes hears very noticeable voices from very

- unnoticeable people ; these were distinct of note -

~as a triplet ; idle, soft, and sweet — sweetly, softly
idle. She played accompaniments with them to
her amused fancy. - , _

The triplet rounded into asehord presently, and
made her a little sleepy. Sensitive only to an
occasional flat or sharp of Brignoli or Kellogg,
she fell with half-closed eyes into the luxury of
her own thoughts.

What were they ? 'What does any young lady

think about on her way to the opera? One
would like to know. A young lady, for instance,

who is used to her gloves, and indifferent to her

stone cameos; who has the score by heart, and
is tired of the prima donna; who has had a
‘ season ticket every winter -since she can re-

mémber, and will have one every winter till

she dies ?

The ride to the theatre was not a short one,
and slow that night on -account of the storm;
. which was tiﬁickening a little, half snow.

Across the Gulf. 17

Perley, thi‘éugh‘the white curtains of her fall-
ing eyelids, looked out at it; she was fond of

watching the streets when no one was watching

her, especially on stormy nights, for no rea-
son in particular that she knew of, except that

- she felt so dry and comfortable. Sa clean too!
There were a great many muddy pedple out that

night ; the sleet did not wash them as fast as the
mud spattered them; and the wind at the cor-
ners sprang on them sharply. From her carriage
window she could look on and see it lying in
wait for them, and sece it crouch andnbound.and
set teeth on them. She really followed with
some interest, having nothing better to do, the
manful struggles of a girl in a plaid dress, who "
battled with the gusts about a carriage-length
ahead of her, for perhaps half a.dozen blocks.
This girl struck out with her hands as a boxer

would ; sometimes she pommelled with her el-

bows and knées.like a desperate prize-fighter ;
she was rather small, but she kept her balance;
when her straw hat blew off, she chased head-

long after it, and Perley languidly smiled. She
‘was apt to be amused by the world outside of

her carriage. It conceived such original ways
)
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of holding its hands, and wearing its hats, and
carrying its bundles. It had such a taste in
colors, such disregard of clean lmen, and was
always in such a hurry. This last especially
interested her; Miss Kelso had never been in
a hurry in her Vliife. '

“ There!” said Fly.

“ Where 2 ” 'said Perley, starting.

« I *ve broken my fan; made a perfect wreck

of it! - What  shall I do? No, thank you
‘Mr Hayle; I am in blue to-night. You know
you could n't fail to get me a green one if you
tried. You must bring me out-— but it’ s too
wet to bring fans out. Mother, we must go in
ourselves.” . |
So it came about that in the land of fans, or in
the region roundabout, Maverick and the Silvers
disappeared in the flash of a fancy-store, and
Perley, in the carriage, was left alone.
“ Dear me!” said Mrs. Silver, placidly, as the
_umbrella extinguished her, “ we are making our
friends a great deal of trouble, Fly, for a little
| thlng
Now Perley dld not find it a trouble. She
~was rather glad to be alone for a few minutes.
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‘Ih fact, shé took it-very kindly in Fly to break

that fan, and, as she afterwards thought, with
reason.

" The carriage door was left open, by her ordz%gs
She found somethmg plea.sant in the wet wildness
of the storm; it came near enough almost to
c‘ia.mpen her cheek as she leaned forward towards
it ; and the street came into the frame that was

'ieft, in a sharp picture.

The sidewalk was very wet; in- spots the
struggling snow drifted grayish white, and went
out into black mud under a sudden foot; the
eaves and awnings dripped steadily, and there

was a little puddle on the carriage step; the

colored lights of a-druggist's window shimmered
and broke against the pavement and the carriage
and the sleet, leaving upon the fancy the sur-
prise of a rainbkow in a snow-storm; people’s
faces dipped through it curiously; here, a fellow
with -2 waxed mustache struck into murderous
red, and dripped so horridly that a policeman,
in the confusion of the storm, eyed him for half a
block ; there, a hale old man fell suddenly‘ into
the last stages of jaundice ; beyond, a girl strag-

gling jealously behind a couple of very wet, but
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very happy lovers, turned deadly green; a little
this way, another stepped into a bar of lily
white, and stood and shone in it for an instant,

Wlthout spot or stain, or any such thing,” but
stepped out of it; quite out, shaking herself a
little as she went, as if the lighted touch had
scorched her.

Still another girl (Miss Kelso expressed to

herself some languid wonder that the'night;

should find so many young girls out, and alone,
and noted how little difference the weather ap-
peared to make with that.class of people) — the
girl in plaid, whom the storm had buffeted
back for the last few moments — came up with
the. carriage, and stopped, full against the drug-
‘gist’s window, for breath. She locked taller,
“standing 'in the light, than she had done when
boxing the wind at the corners, but still a little
undersized ; she had no gloves, and her straw hat
hung around her neck by the strings; she must
- have been very cold, for her lips were blue, but
she did not shiver.

Who has not noticed that fantastic fate of
galleries, which will hang a saint and a Magda-
lene, a Lazarus and Dives, face to face ? And
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: .\&;ho has not. felt;swith those transfixed glances,

doomed by sunlight, starlight, moonlight, twi.”-

light in crowds and in hush, from year unto

year, to struggle towards each other,~—vain bulld- |
ers of a vain bridge across the fixed gulf of an

irreparable lot, —a weariness of sympathy, which

wellnigh extinguished the artistic fineness of the

chance? Something of this feeling would have

struck aAkeen observer of Miss Kelso and the

little girl in plaid. '

Their eyes had met, when the girl lifted her
arms to tie on her hat. Against the burning
globes of the druggist’s window, which quivered
and swam through the sheen of the fall of ,. sleet,
and just where the perfect prism broke_abo:ut
her, sheimade a miserably meagre figure. Miss
Kelso;from the soft dry gloom of her carriage
door, leaned out resplendent, .

The girl's lips moved angrily, and she sgld-
something in a sharp voice which the wind must
have carried the other way, for the druggist

" heard i, and sent a clerk out to order her off.

Miss Kelso, obeying one of her whimsical im-
pulses, —who had a better right, indeed, to be.
whlmsmal ? — beckoned to the girl, who, after
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swearing a little at the drti‘“ﬂ‘f"?ist’s clerk, strode
“up rather roughly to the carriage.

“ What do you want of me? and what were
you staring at? Did n’t you ever see anybody
lIose his hat in a sleet-storm before ? ”

“1 beg your pardon,” said Miss Kelso; “ I did
‘not mean to be rude.”

4

She spoke on the instinct of a lady. She was

nothing of a philanthropist, not much of a Chris-
tian. Let us. be honest, even if inbred sin
and courtesy, not justification by faith, and con-
science, induced this rather remarkable reply. 1
call it remarkable, from the standpoint of girls in
plaid. That particular girl, without doubt, found
it so. She raised her-eyes qulckly and keenly to
the young lady’s face.

“I think I must have been sorry you,”'

observed Miss Kelso ; “that was why T looked at

you. You seemed cold and wet.”

% You re not cold and wet, at any rate,”

This was raggedly said, and bitter. It made
‘Miss Kelso feel singularly uncomfortable; as if
she were to blame for nor being cold and wet.

She felt a curious impulse towards self-defence,"

and curiously enough she followed it by saylng,
“I cannot help that!”
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“ No,” said the gir], after a moment’s thought.
«N-no; but I hate to be pitied by carriage-

folks. T won't be pitied by carriage-folks !”

«Sit down on the steps,” said Miss Kelso, “and
let me look at you. I do not often see people
]llSt like you. What is youf name ? "

“ What ’s yours ?”

“I am called Miss Kelso.”

“ And 7 am called Sip Garth.”

That ragged bitterness was in the girl's voice
again, much refined, but distinct. Miss Kelso, to
whom it seemed quite natural that the small

‘minority of the world should feel at liberty to

use, at first sight, the Christian name of the large
refnainder, took little or no notice of it.

‘But what could.'bring her out in such a
storm, asked Miss Kelso ‘of Sip Garth.

“The Blue Plum brings out better than me.
Who cares for a little sleet? See how wet I
am! 7 don’t care” She wrung out her thin
and dripping shawl, as she spoke, between her
bare, wet hands. |

“Thé Blue Plum?” Miss Kelso hesitated,

taking the thing daintily upon her lips. What

did she, or should she, know of the Blue Plum?
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“ But the theatre is no place for you, my poor
girl” She felt sure of as much as that. She
had dimly understood as much from her father
and the newspapers. No theatre patronized by
the lower classes could be a place for a poor
girl. | ,

“It’s no place for you,” she said agaln “You
had so much better go home.”

Sip Garth laughed. She swung herself upon
the highest step of Miss Kelso's carriage, and
laughed almost in Miss Kelso’s fine, shocked
face. .

“How do yox know whether I had so much
better go home? Wait till yox’ve been working
on your feet all day, and wait till yox live where
7 live, before you know whether I had so much
better go home ! Besides” — she broke off with
a quick change of tone and countenance —«1I
don’t go for the Plum.  The Plum does n’t make

much odds to me. I go to see how much better
T could do it.” ' '

“Could you?”

“Could 't 117

“I don’t quite understand.”

“T don’t suppose you do. Give me the music,
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give me the -Iights, and -the people, and the.

poetry, ‘and 7'd do it. . 1'd make ’em laugh,
would w’'t' I?. I’'d make ’em cry, you may make
up your mind on that. That’s what I go to the
Plum for. Idoit over. That’s what you think
of in the mills, don’t you see? That’s so much

~better than gomg home,—uto do it over.”

“You seem,” said MISS Kelso, with some per-
plexed weariness in ‘Iher expression, — perhaps
she had carried her whim quite far enough, —
“you seem to be a very singular girl.” _

Evidently Miss Kelso's coachman, whose hat-
brim appeared and peered- uneasily over the box
at disgusted intervals, thought so too. Evidently
the passers, stch of them as had preserved their
eyesight from the ravages of the sleet, thought
so too. Evidently it was qulte time for the girl
in plaid to go.

- «] wonder what yox seem like,” said Sip
Garth, thoughtfully. She leaned, as she spoke,
into the sweet dimness of the carriage, and
gravely studied the sweet dimness of the young
lady’s face, Having done this, she nodded to
herself once or twice with a shrewd smile, but

said nothing. Her wet shawl now almost brushed
2
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" MISS Kelso’s dress ; ; the girl was not filthy, but

the cleanliest poverty in a Boston tenement-
“house fails to acquire the perfumes of Arabia,
and  Perley sickened and shrank. Yet it struck
her as odd, for the moment, if you will believe it,
-that she should have santalina in her carriage
cushions ; not as ill-judged, not as undesirable,
not as in any way the concern of girls from tene-
meﬁt-houses, not at all as something which she
would n;it do again to-morrow, but only as odd,
. She had thouglit no rore thah this, when the
disgusted coachman, with an air of infinite per-
sonal relief, officially announced Mr. Hayle, and
Fly came laughing sweetly back It was quite
‘time for Sip to go.

In the confusion she dripped away among the
- water-spouts like one of them, before Miss Kelso

- could speak to her again.

The street came into the frame that v was left in
‘a sharp picture. The sidewalk was once more
very wet; in spots the struggling snow drifted,
grayish white, and went out. lnto black mud
under sudden feet ; the eaves and awnmgs

dripped steadily, and there was a little puddle -

on the carriage steps.
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Miss Kelso had a young, fresh imagination,™ .

a little highly colored, perhaps, by opera music,
and it made these things a vivid background
for the girl in plaid, into which and out of which
she stepped with a fanciful significance.

' With the exception of her servants, her seam-
stresses, and the very little members of a very lit-

~ tle Sabbath-school class, which demanded of her

very little thought and excited in her very little
interest, Miss Kelso had never in her life before
—1 think I speak without exaggeration — had
never in her life before exchanged a dozen words,
with an example of W(l?at"Maverick Hayle was
pleased to term the 3% woAMof, thereby evincing
at once his keen appreciation of the finer dis-
tinctions both of life and letters, as well as the
fact, that, though a successful manufacturer, he
had received a collegiate education and had not
yet forgotten it. And, indeed, as he was accus-
tomed to observe, « Nothmg gives a man such a
prestige in soc1ety A

The girl in plaid then, to repeat, was a novelty
to Perley Kelso. She fell back into her cushions
again to think about her. '

“ Poor Perley! I hope she found herself amused

a
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# while we were gone;” sympathized Fly, fluttering

in with her new fan, Perley thanked her, and |

had found herself amused, much amused.

Yet, in truth, she had found herself saddened,
singularly saddened. She could scarcely have
understood why. Nothing more definite than an

uncomfortable consciousness that all the world -

had not an abundance of sachet and an apprecia-

tion of Brignoli struck her distinctly. But how

it rained on that girl looking in at her from the

carriage steps! It must rain on many girls

while she sat in her sweet, warm, sheltered . dark-
ness. It must be a disagreeable thing, this being

out in the rain. She did not fancy the thud of )

drops on her carriage-roof as much as usual; the
wind waiting at corners to crouch and spring
on people ceased to amuse her; it looked cruel
and cold. She shivered and looked SO chilly'
that Maverick folded her crmines like a won-
derful warm snow-cloud tenderly about her, and
drowned the storm from her hearing with his
tender, lazy voice. ' ‘
In the decorous rustle of the crowd winding
down through the corridors, like a glittering
~snake, after Giovamni that night, Fly started
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with a little faint scream, and touched Perley

on the arm.
“ My dear Perley ! | — Mr. Hayle, there is a girl

'annoymg Perley.”

At Perley’s elbow, trying quietly but persist-
entlyl to attract her attention, Perley was startled-
and not well pleased to see the girl in plaid. - If
the heat and light and scent and soft babble of
the place, she cut a jagged outline. The crowd
broke in beautiful billows about her and away
froﬁl her. It seemed not unlike a radiant sea
out of which she had risen, black and warning as
a hidden reef. She might have been thought to be -
not so much a foreign horror as a sunken danger
in the shining place. She seemed, indeed, rather
to have bounded native from its glitter, than to
have forced herself upon it. - Her eyes were very
41arge and bright, and. shé drew Perley’s beautiful,
disturbed face down to her own with one bare
hand. '

“Look here, young lady, I want to speak to
you. I'want to know why you tell se the Plum
is no place for me? -What kind of a place is
this for you? —now say, what kind of a place?

" You don’t know ; but I do. I followed you here
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to see. I tell you it’s the platmg over that’s
the difference ; the plating over. At the Plum
‘we say what we mean ; and we mean bad enough
very like. 'We ’re rough, and we 're out with if.

Up at this place they 're in with it. They plate

over. The music plates over. The ‘people plate

over. . It’s different from us, and 1t ain’t different -

from us. Don’t you see? No, you don’t. I do.
‘But.you'd ought to, — you’d ought to. You'’re
old enough and wise enough. I don’t mean to
b:e saucy ; but I put it to you honest, if I have
n.t seen and heard that in this gfand place to-
mght — all plated over — that’s no more fit for a
- lady like you seem to be to sit and see and hear
than it s fit for me and the like of me to sit anci
'see and hear the Plum. I p“ut it to you honest,
and that’s all, and I’m sorry to plague you with
all your fine friends about, for I liked the looks
of you right well when I sat on your carriage
‘steps.  But it ain’t often you 'll have the chance
to hear truer words from a rough girl like me ;
and it ain’t likely you hear no more words true
nor false from me; so good by, young lady. I
put it to you honest!”

Hush 1" said Miss Kelso, somewhat pale, as
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Maverick “stepped up to drive the girl away.
« Let her alone. It’s only a girl I — amused
myself with when you went’ with Fly for the fan.

‘Let her be. It was only a whim of mine, and, as

it has ?roved, a foolish one. I am not used to

such people She was coarse and hurt me. But

let her go.”
« ] should advise you to choose your amuse-

ments more wisely another time,” said Maverick
Hayle, looking angrily after Sip, who was edging
her way, with a sharp motion, through the ra-

_ diant sea:. She disappeared from view on the

stairway suddenly, and the waves of scent and
light and heat and babble met and closed over
her as merrily as waves are wont to meet and
close over sunken reefs.

The ripple of Miss Kelso's disturbed thoughts
closed over her-no less thoroughly, after the
momentary annoyance was past. She had done
a foolish thing, and been severely punished for
it.' ' That was all. As Maverick sald, the lower
classes could not bear-any unusual attention from
their betters, without injury. Maverick in his

_ business connection had occasion to know. He

must be right. |
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Maverick in his business connection had occa-

sion to know another thing that night. . Maverick.

in his business connection was met by a tele-
gram, on returning with Miss Kelso to her
father’s house. The senior partner held the
despatch in his hand. He was sitting in Miss

Kelso's parlor. His face was grave and dis-
‘turbed.

“ Losses, perhaps,” thought Perley, and left

father and son alone. They did not seem in-
clined to remain alone, however. She had not
yet taken “off her wraps in the hall, when she
‘heard Maverick say in an agitated voice, w1
can’t! "I cannot do it!” and Mr. Hayle the
senior came out. The despatch was still in
his hand, “ |

“My dear Miss Perley,” he said, w1th some
hesitation.

“Yes, sir?” said Perley, unfastemng her
corded fur,

“Your father—-

“Wait a minute!” said Perley, speaklng fast,
She unfastened the fur, and folded the cape up
into a white heap with much pains and precision.
~ She was struék with a childish dread of hear-
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i.r[lg a horrible thing, She felt singularly con-
fused. Snatches of Giovanni danced through
her brain. She: thought that she saw the girl

ith a world-
in plaid sitting on her front stairs, w

ful of rain upon her head. Her own thought

came curiously back to her, in words: Ho!v::
disagreeable it must be to sit out in the remz1
Her youth and happiness shrank with a sudden
faint sickness at being disturbed. It was with as
much ‘fright as grief that she took the paper from
her father’s old friend and read :—

“« Crushed at six oclock this aftermoon, in the
frezg/zt dqbot at Five Falls. Instant death.
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CHAPTER II.
THE SLIPPERY PATH.

NOTHING is more conducive to one’s sense

of personal .comfort than to live in a fac-

tory town and not be obliged to answer factory

bells. This i is espec1a11y to be said of those misty

~morning bells, which lay a cloudy finger upon
one’s last lingering dream, and dip it and dimple
it .into shreds; of those six-o’clock winter bells,
whose very tongues seem to have stiffened with

the cold, and to move thickly and numbly against .

 their frosted cheeks. One listens and dozes, and
would dream again but for listening again, and
~ draws one’s silk and eider shoulder—robe closer to
one’s warm throat with a shiver of rare enjoy-
ment. . Iron voices follow and pierce the shoul-
der-robe. They are distinct in spite of the eider,
though a little hoarse. One turns and wraps
onc’s self again. They are dulled, but inexorable.
One listens and dozes, and would dream again
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but for listening. " The inexorable is the delight-

‘ful.  One has to take only the pleasure of listen-
| ing. A dim consciousness of many steps of cold

pechIe cutting the biting, sunless air, gives a
crispness to the blankets. The bells shiver in

- sympathy with the steps, and the steps shiver in

response to the bellss The bells hurry, hurry,
hurry on the steps. The steps hurry, hurry, .

“hurry to the bells. The bells grow cross and
* snappish, — it is so cold. The steps grow pert

and saucy, — it is so cold. Bells and steps, in a
convulsion of ill-temper, go out from hearing to-
gether, and only a sense of pillows and two hours

" before breakfast fills the world.

Miss Kelso, waking to the six-o’clock bells of a
fvinter morning, appreciates this with uncommon
keenness ; with the more uncommon keenness
that she has never waked to the six-o’clock bells
of a winter morning before. She has experienced
the new sensation of spending, for the first time,
a February night in her July house, and is so
thoroughly convinced that she ought to be cold,
and so perfectly assured that she is n't, that the
dangerous consideration of the possible two hours
before mentioned, and the undeniable fact that
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:she has invited Maverick to breakfast at seven
~ Incite between her delicate young flesh and hexj
delicate young conscience one of those painful
and prolonged struggles which it is impossible for
any one who is obliged to get upin the morn-

in ci i |
g to appreciate.  Conscience conquering, after

a protracted contest, the vanquished party slips
reluctantly and slowly out of silk and eider
ml‘zo ;Iréplms and Persiana, just as Mr: Maver-
ic ayle’s self-
thmughyth‘3 hous:ossessed ring plays lelsureiy
The ghastly death of the managing partner
has had its effect upon his business and his
daughter, without doubt. Upon his business —
as might be assumed from the fact that Maverick
Hayle should ‘breakfast at seven o’clock —a con-
| fusing effect, requn'lng care and time to adjust
with Wlsdom Upon his daughtel -—whatJfor
instance? If he slipped from her life, as he slips.
from her story, so heart slips away from heaft
and love from love, with the slide of every hour
" To cross the gap from hfe with a father to I1fe:
without, very much as ‘the F ‘cbruary night
descended upon the july house, were not in-
naturgl Qne must be warm, at all events
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Her grief was wrapped in- swaddling-clothes.
It was such a young grief, and she so young a

griever ; and the sun shone, and the winter air

was crisp. f
- Perley had been fond of her father, — of course ; .
and mourned him,— of course: but fondness is

not friendship, and mourning is not desolation.

- Add to this a certain obstinate vein in this

young woman, which suggested it to her fancy
as a point of loyalty to her fathers memory
not to strain her sorrow beyond its honest
altitude, and what follows? To be at first very
sadly shocked, to be next very truly lonely; to
wish that she had never been cross to him |
(Whlch she had), and to be sure that he had never -
been cross to her (which he had); to see, and
love to see, the best of the departed life and.
the sweetest of the departed days; and then to
wander musing away, by sheer force of con-
trast, upon her own’ - unfinished life, and into
the sweetness of her own coming days, and re-
pent of it next moment; to forget one after-
noon to notice the five-o'clock solitude because
‘Maverick comes in; to take very much. to her.
PrayerwBook the first fortmght and entlrely to
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Five Falls ‘the second and to be pourlng out‘

‘her lover's coffee . thls mornmg, very lovely, a
Ilttle quiet, and less unhappy.

“But pale?’ suggested Maverick, leaning
back in his chair, with the raised eyebrow of a
conneisseur, to pronounce upon the effect of her.
‘The effect was good, very good. Her black
dress, and the little silver téte-d-téte service over
which she leaned, set one another off quamtly ;
and a trifle more color in her face would have

left the impréssion of a sketch finished by two |

artists who had failed of each other’s idea.

Perley did not know that she was pale did
_ hot feel pale; felt perhaps — and paused
How did she feel?

Apparently she did not feel like explammg

- to Maverick Hayle, Something in the delicate

motion with which he raised the delicate nap-
kin in his well-shaped hand to his dehcately
trimmed mustache acted perhaps as a counter-
irritant to some delicate shading of her thought,
It would not have been the first time that such.
a thlng had happeried. He was as necessary to
Perley Kelso as her . Axmlnster carpets ; he
sulted her in' the sameé way; in the same way‘
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ile _ sometimes — wearied her. - But how did

she feel ? )
« As nearly as I can make out, said Perley,

-« feel like a large damask curtain taken down

for the first time off its cornice,” with a'gla'ncex
at the heavy walnut mouldings of her wmdows‘.
« All in a heap, you know, and surprised. Or
like a — what do you call it? that part of a
plane that- runs in a groove, W when you stop the
groove up.. AndI’m not used, you know, Maveri-:
ick, to feeling at all; it’s never been asked o

i
3

- mé before.”

She smiled and playfully shook her head ; but
her young eyes were perplexed and gently sad.

“It was commg to this cold house; under the
circumstances,” suggested Maverick.

No; Perley shook her head again ; the house
was not -cold ; never mind. Was his cup out. ?
Tile milk was cold, at any rate ; he must 'wsst
a minute; and so sat thoughtfully silent while
she touched the bell, with the little silver ser-
vice shining against her shoulder and the curve

of her arm. ’
«What did you come down here for ?” asked

Maverick, over his second cup.
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Perley did nt know

“When shall- you go back?”

Perley didn’t know that.

“What are you going to do?” :

Perley did n’t know that, either. Perhaps 1
shall not go back. I am tired of town. Per-
‘haps I shall stay here and look after—thmgs :
! “Things? For instance ?”

- “The mills, for instance. My property, for

instance.” 4 |
Maverick lazily laughed ; pﬁshing back his
chair, and raising  the connoisseur’s eyebrow
again at the little shining service, and the black
curve of the womanly, warm arm,
Perhaps she would take his place this morn-
| ing; he was late,” now ; she could rake over a
- shoddy-heap, he -was sure, or scold an overseer.
He would agree to sit by the fire and order din-

ner, if she would just run over to father’ s for him
and bring him hlS slippers. ‘

“I ' 'run over to the counting-room with you, -

and bring you to repentance,” said Perley ; “the
air must be like wine thls morning, and the sun
like heaven.”

The air was so much like wine and the sun like

\
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heaven, that Perley, u"pbh leaving the junior part;

ner at the mill-gates, strolled on by a path on the
river's brink through and beyond the town, find-
ing herself loath to go back and sit by the fire
and order dinner ; the more so, possibly, because
she was a bit annoyed that Maverick should have
hit with such exactness her typical morning ; it
had, somehow, a useless, silly sound.

A usecless, silly sound in this town of Five

‘Falls was artistically out of place. She almost

felt herself to be a superfluity in the cold, crisp
air filled _t;) the full with business noises ; and
took a pleasure in following the river almost. out,
of hearing of the mill machinery, and quite into’
the frozen silence of the upper stream.

“Though the stream was large, the town was
not ; neither had the mills, from that distance, an
imposing air. Perley, with a sudden remem-
brance of the size of her income, wondered at

this for the first time. “ The business ” had been

a standing mystery in the young lady’s careless
fancy, the existence of which she had dimly un-
derstood from her father, as she had dimly under-
stood the existence of “ The Blue- Plum” ; per-

~ haps both had been about equally withheld from -
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%er comprehension. That there was some cotton
in ‘it she felt sure ;-that it was a responsible busi-
ness and a profitable business she understood ;

- that there were girls in little shawls, ragged men,
and bad tobacco, an occasional strike, and 2 mis-

sion Sunday school connected with it, she remem- -

bered.

Upon the cool of her summer rest the hot
whir of the thing had never breathed. F actory
feet had trodden as lightly as dewdrops upon her

* early dreams. ,

- She put on Five Falls for 2 few months every
_year as she put onh a white dress, — a cool thing,
which kept wash-people busy.

Five Falls in July agreed with her, and she
fancied it. Five Falls in February entertamed
her, and she found it suggestive ; and indeed
Five Falls in F cbruary was not a barren sight.

She had wandered, it might be, half a mile up
stream, and had ‘turned to look behind her, just
at the spot from which the five cascades, which
named the town, broke into view ; more accu-

| rately, there were four cascades — pretty, smft
slender things — and the dam. The stream was
a deep one, with a powerful current, and Perley
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n’otliced the unusual strength of the bridge belﬁovv |
the dam. It was a county bridge and well built ;-
its stone piers, freckled and fringed wi'th heavy
frost, had the‘sombre, opulent air of time-worn
frescos, behind which arches of light and sky
drew breath like living things, and palpitated in
time to the irregular pulse of V‘the water. N
The pulse of the water was sluggish, ha]f
choked by swathings of beautiful ice; the falls,
caught in their tiny leap, hung, frozen to the heart,
in mid-air; the open dam, swift, relentless, and
free, mocked at them with peals of hollow laugh—
ter; and great puffs and palls of smoke, which
overhung the distant hum of the little town, made
mouths, one fancied, at the shining whiteness of

" the fields and river bank.

Miss Kelsb, turning to retrace her steps with

her face set thoughtfully towards this sight, was

disturbed by a qulck loud tread behind her; it
came abreast of her and passed her, an-d in so
doing, thrust the flutter of a dingy pla;d dress
against her in the narrow path.

Either some faded association with the faded
dress or with the energetic tread, or both, pu.z—
"zle;i Miss Kelso, and she stopped to consider it.
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Apparently the girl stopped to consider some-
thing, but without turning her head. Miss Ke]so
after a moment’s hesitation, stepped up and
touched her on the shoulder. :

“I knew you,” said the girl abruptly, still with-
out turning her head, “I did n’t suppose you 'd
know me. You need n’t unless you want to.”

- “I /lad forgotten you,” said Perley, frankly

“But I remember now. I remember very well.

I am surprised to see you in Five Falls.”

“You need n’t never be surprised to'see factory

folks anywhere,” said Sip Garth. « We’re 3
restless set. Wanderers on the face of the earth.”
“Are you in my father’s — in the mills 2
“Yes,” more gently, and with a glance at Per-
ley’s mourmng “in your mills, I suppose ; the
brick ones, — yes, - I supposed they were yours
when I heard the names. But folks told me you

only come down here in summer-time, Ididnt
€xpect to. see you. I ‘ve ‘been here three

weeks.,”

“ You like it here ?” asked Miss Kelso, ‘some-
what at a loss how to pursue the art of conversa-
tion under what she found to be such original cir-
cumstances, — she and Sip were walking towards

\
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the town now, in the widening path, side by
side. |
« T hope you like it here ? ” she repeated. |
' “rCa.tty likes. It does n’t make much odds to

»

me.
“ Who is Catty ? )
« That’s my sister ; we're the last of us, she

and I. Father got smashed up three weeks ago
last Frlday caught in the gearing by the arr;
They would n’t let Catty and me ‘look at hlmh e
was smashed so. But I looked when there
was 't anybody round. I wanted to see the last

of him. I never thought much of father, but I

wanted to see the last of him.”
In her controlled, well-bred way, Perley sick-

ened and shrunk again, as she had sickened a:nd
shrun}( from this girl before, but said quickly, “O,

I am sorry!” ) ,
“ You need n't be,” said Slp Garth, “ Haven t
I told you that I didn't think much of father? I
never did neither.” . .
“ But that is dreadful 1”  exclaimed Mtes
Kelso. «Your own father! and now he is |

dead!” .
Somethmg in their kindred deprwatlon moved
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Perley ; an emotion more like sympathy than
recoil, and more like attraction than disgust,
" took possession of her as they- walked slowly
and ‘more slow]y, in the ever—mdemng path, side
by side into the town. .
“He beat Catty,” said Sip, after a pause, in a
low voice. “He beat me, but I did n’t make so
- much of that. He used to take my wages. I
" had to hide ’em, but he used to find 'em, He
spent it on drink. You never saw a man get
drunker than my father could, Miss Kelso.”
- Miss Kelso presumed that she never had ;
thinking swiftly how amused Maverick would
be at that, but said nothing.

“Drunk as a beast,” continued Sip, in an in-
terested tone, as if she were explaining a prob-
lem in science,— “drunk as a fool. Why, so
drunk, he’d lic on a rummy’s floor for twenty-
four hours, dead as a'door-hail. I’ve seen them
kick him out, down the steps, into the ditch, you
know, when they couldn’t get rid of him no
other way. Then” — lowering. her voice again
— “then he came home and beat Catty.”
~ “You seem to be fond of your 31ster, ob-
served Miss Kelso. . ”
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« Yes,” said Sip, after some silence, — “ yes,
I love Catty '

«YVou have not been to work this morning ?” -

asked Perley, for want of something better to
say. : -
« No, I asked out to-day. Catty’s sick. I've
just been up river to Bijah'’s after some dock-
weed for her; he had some dock-weed, and he
told me to come ; he’s a well-meaning old chap,
Bijah Mudge.”

Not having the pleasure of the acquaintance
of Mr. Mudge, Perley was perplexed how to
follow the topic, and did not try.

“] suppose you think I was saucy to you,”
said Sip, suddenly, “in the Opera House, I mean.
I did n’t expect you’d ever notice me again.” |

“You ‘put it to me honest, certainly,” said

. Miss Kelso, smiling. “ But though, of course, you .

were quite mistaken, I did not think, as far as
I thought at all about it, that you meant to be
impertinent. The Opera question, Sip, is one
which it takes a cultivated - lover of music to
understand.” '

“Oh!” said Sip with a puzzled face.

. “ Poetry, fiction, art all are open to the same

i
1
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objections which you found to Giovannui. People
are affected by these things - very dlfferently
Superior music is purlty itself ; it clears the air;
and only — '

Miss Kelso remembered suddenly that she was |

talking to an ignorant factory-girl; a girl who
went to the Blue Plum, and had never heard of
Mozart ; wondered how she could have made
suchka blunder; collected her scattered pearls
into a hasty change of subject, — something about
the cold weather and mill-hours and Catty. J

“ Catty ’s deaf,” said Sip again in her sudden
way, after they had walked in silence for a few
moments down the shining, slippety, broadening
way. She lifted her little brown face sidewise to
Pcrley’s abstracted one, to watch the effect of
this ; hesitating, it seemed, whether it were worth
while to bestow some lingering confidence upon
her. - . |

“Ah!” said Perley; “poor thing!”

The little brown face fell, and with it fell an-

other pause. It had been a thoughtful pause for -

Miss Kelso, and she broke it in 2 thoughtful voice.
“Can you stop with your dock-weed long
enough to sit down. here a minute? It is
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warm in the sun just here on these rocks, and

.we are so close to town; and I want you to talk

to me.”
“] haven't got anythmg to say to you,” said

Sip a little sullenly, s1tt1ng down, however, upon
a broad, dry rock, and spreading her hands,
which were bare and purple, out upon 1‘1er lap

“in the sun.

“Don't you earn enough to buy you gloves ?”

asked Miss Kelso.

“Catty had my gloves,” said Sip, evasively.
“ What do you want of me? I can't stay long.”
“Why, I hardly know,” said Perley, slowly.

“] want you to talk without being questioned,

I don't like to question you all the time. Butl
want to hear more about you, and — you did n't
speak of your mother; and where you live, and
how ; and many other things, I am not us‘ed to
people who live as you do. I presume I do not
understand how to treat you. I do not think it
is curiosity. I think itis— I do not know
what it is. I suppose I am sorry.”

“You need n’t trouble yourself to be sorry, as
I’ve said before,” replied Sip, chafing her purple

‘ﬁngéfs. % Besides, I have n’t much to _tcfll.

3. : D
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Therfe s ‘f;jll'c"s in your mills has enough to tell,
. that would make: stories in newspapers, I bet
you ! Foreigners mostly, If you want stories
to amuse you, you've come to the wrdng place.
I'm a Yankee, and my mother was a Yankee.
Father wasn't ; but I don’t know what he was,
~and I don’t believe he knew himself. - There’s
been &x of us, put together; the rest died,
- babies tostly, of drink and abuse. I wish

Catty and me’d been two of 'em ! Well, mother .

she died with one of ’em four years ago (it was
born of a Tuesday, and Thursday morning she

was to work, and Saturday noon she was dead),

and father he died of the gearing; and Catty and
me moved here where there was easy work for

Catty. We was in a hoop-skirt factory before, at

Waltham ; I used to come in nights to the Blue
Plum, as you. see me in your carriage. I guess
that’s all. I'’ve worked to cotton-mills before
the hoops ; so they put me right to weaving. I
told you we 're a restless lot. But we 're always
-at factory jobs someways, from father to son and
‘mother to daughter. It’s in the blood. But I
- guess that’sall. |

“ You have good prompt pay,  said Miss Kelso,.

properly. I suppose that you' ol ;
a better or healthier- occupatwn. e You ,g&
much exercise and air.” i

" She had heard her father say thlS, in times
lpng past. o
| Sip shrugged her shoulders with a suppressed
laugh ; the unmistakable, incorrigible, suPpressed
laugh of “discontented labor,” but said nothing.

“I should like to see your sister Catty,” said
Perley, obliged to reintroduce conversation.

“We're on the Company board. You can
come when she gets well.” -

“ How long has she been deaf?”

“It may not please you to hear,” said Slp,
reluctantly.

Miss Kelso was sure that it would not displease

" her to hear.

“ Well,’ they were running extra time,” said
Sip, “in the town where we was at work be-
fore Catty was born. They were running four-
teen hours a day. Mother she was at work,
you know. There was no two ways to that.
Father was on a spree, and we children were
little shavers, earning next to ‘nothing,  She -
begged off from the extra; but it was all, or
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quit ; it’s always all or quit. .Quit she could n't.

I'll say this for Jack Bench, — he was our boss,

— Jack, he hadn’t got it through his head what

condition she was in. But- she worked till a

Saturday‘ night, and Catty was born on a Mon-

day morning. Father came off his drunk Sun-
day, and Jack Bench he always laid it on to
~ that; but Catty was born deaf Father did

fly round pretty well that Sunday night, and
—maybe it helped. But he didn’t strike mother,
I was round all day to see to it that he should

~ n't strike. But Catty was born deaf — and,”
half under her breath, “and — queer, and dumb,

you know; but I've taught her a little talk.
She talks on her fingers. Sometimes she makes
sounds in her throat. But I can always under-
stand Catty Poor Catty ! - It’s never her fault,
but she’s a world of care-and wear.”

“But such things,” said Miss Kelso, rising
with a shocked face from the sunny stone, “do

not often happen in our New England fac-

tories !” _ |

“I only know what I know,” said Sip, shortly ;
- “1 didn’t blame anybody. I never knew any
other woman as it turned out so bad to. They
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e

're mostly particular about women in that state ;
fact is, they 're mostly more particular than the
women themselves. I’ve seen a boss threaten
a woman with her notice to get her home, and
she wouldn’t stir. But it’s all or quit, in
general.” :

“ But these people cannot be in such need of
money as that!” said Perley. '

« Folks don’t do such things for fun,” said
Sip, shortly.

“ But in our mills —” ,
 «Your own mills are your own affairs,” inter-
rupted Sip. “ You'd" better find out for yourself.
It ain’t to complain to you that I talk to you.”

They had come now quite into the town, and
stopped, at the parting of their several ways.
Miss Kelso held out her hand to the girl, with
a troubled face. The mills were making a
great noise and confused her, and she felt that
it was of little use to say anything further than
that she should try to come and see Catty, and
that she thanked her for < but she was sure that
she did not know for what, and so left the sen-
tence unfinished, and bade her good morning
instead. ‘ '
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Sip Garth stood still in a snow-drift, and -
rubbed her hands, which had grown pink and
warm. Her brown little face was puzzled.
“It wasn't all the sun, nor yet the touch., -
It was the _newness, I think,” she said, CHAPTER IIT.

She said it again to Catty, when she got home |
- with the dock-weed, 4 : A GAME OF CHESS.

“Eh!” said Catty She made[ a httle harsh » w BEG your pardon?” said Maverick Hayle.
sound like a croak, | I

He 'said it in simple bewilderment.
‘Perley repeated her remark.

“You wish—-excuse me — do I understand .

“ O, no matter,” said Sip, ta.lkmg upon her
fingers, « you could n’t understand! But I think

‘it must have been ”
the newness. you to W1sh -

«Partner’ was undoubtedly the word that she
used, Maverick,” said Mr. Hayle the senior, with
an amused smile.

“T want to be a partner in the firm,” reiterated

- Perley, with great distinctness ; “ you're verystu-
- pid this morning, Maverick, if you'll excuse e
I thought 1 had expressed myself clearly. Iwant
" -to be a partner in Hayle and Kelso.”

"They were sitting - the two gentlemen and the
young lady — around a table in Miss Kelso’s par-
lor: a little table which Perley had cleared to

~its pretty inlaid surface, with some indefinite idea,
“which vastly entertained Maverick, of having.,
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room in which to “conduct business” ' Seme
loose papers, a new glazed blank-book, and a little

gold pencil lay upon the table. The pattern of

the table was a chess-board of unusual beauty :

~Miss Kelso’s hand, slightly restless, traced the
little marble squares, sometimes with the pencil,
sometimes without, while she talked. The squares
were of veined gray and green,

“T sent for you this morning,” said Perley,

. turning to the elder gentleman{ “ because’ it
seemed to me quite time that I should understand
the state of my affairs as my father’s-death has
left them. I am very ignorant, of course. He
never talked to me about the business ; but I
suppose that T could learn. I should prefer to

learn to understand my own affairs. This'is not
inconsistent, I am sure you will appreciate, with _'
that confidence which it is my dehght to feel in

you and Maverick.”
Maverick, at the sound of his-own- name, looked

up with a faint effort to recail what had preceded

it, having plunged suddenly and irretriévably into
the depths of a decision that Story, the next time
he was in the country, should make a study of a’
hand upon squares of gray and green. In self-
defence he said so.
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& Whatever responsibilities,” said Perley, with
a slight twitch of annoyance between her eyes,
and speaking still to the elder gentleman, —* what-
ever responsibilitids rest upon me, as sole heir to

‘my father’s property, I am anxious to fulﬁl in

person. Whatever connection I have with the
Hayle and Kelso Mills, I am anxious, I am exceed’-’
ingly anxious, tomeet in person. AndlI thought,

added the young lady, innocently, « that the sim-

= plest way would be for me to become a part-

«Now I don’t know another woman,” said
Ma\rerick, rousing, with an indulgent smile, “ who
couicllr"h‘aire originated that, father, if she had tried.
Let us take her in. By all means take her in.
As she says, what could be simpler ?”

“Miss Pérley will of course understand what
would be in due time legally and suitably ex-
plained to her,” observed Mr. Hayle, “that she
has, and need have, no responsibilities as heir to
her father’s property that she has, and can have,
no such connection with the Hayle and Kelso
Mills as requires the least exertion or anxiety
upon her part.”

" “But I don’t 'undersgand at all,” said Perley.
3*
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“T thought I fell heir to all that, with the money.
At least I thought I could if I wished to.”
~ “But we 're private, not corporate, don’t you
see ?” explained Maverick, careleésly.‘ “You
don’t fall heir to a partnership in a company as
ybu would to stock in a corporation, Perley.
You must see that.” . '
Probably Perley did not see that in the least,
The little gold pencil traced a row of greens and
skipped a row of grays in a sadly puzzled, un-
business-like way. |
“You could not fall heir to the partnership

even if you were a man,” continued Maverick, in

his patronizing fashion. “ The choice of a new
- partner, or whether, indeed, there Shall be a néi‘;v
partner, is a matter resting wholly with the Senior
and myself to settle. Do I make it clear?”

“ Quite clear,” said Perley, brightening; “s

- clear, that I do not see anythmg in the world to

prevent your choosmg me,”
Both.. gentlemen laughed ; about as much as
they ‘séemed -to think was expected of them.

- Maverick took up the pencil which Perley-had |

laid down, and jotted green squares at his end of
the table. Perley, at hers, slipped her empty
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fingers musingly along a soft gray vein. She
was half vexed, and a little mortified. For the
first time in her life, she was inclined to feel
ashamed of being a’ woman. She was seriously
interested, — perhaps, again, for the first time in
her life, seriously interested — in this matter. A
faint sense of degradation at being so ignorant
that she.could not command the respect of two

‘men sufficiently to the bare discussion of it pos-

sessed her.

“ One need not be a child. because one is a |
woman ! ” she said, hotly.

“The case is just this, my dear,” said the
Senior, kindly observant of her face and tone.
“Your father dies ” — this with a slight, decorous
sadness in his voice, but mathematically withal, as

‘he would propound a sum.for Perley’s solution:

A man buys a bushel ; or, A boy sold a yard —
“your father dies, Maverick and I reorganize
the firm in our own way.: that is our affair. You
fall heir to a certain share of interest in the busi-
ness: that is your affair. It is for you to say
what shall be done with your own property. You
are even quite at liberty to withdraw it entire
from the concern, or you can leave it in our
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hands, which, I am free to .say, we should, in the
existing state of affairs, prefer —”
“And expect,” interrupted Maverick, - pleas-

‘antly, making little faces on Perley’s pink, shell-

like nails with the pencil. -

“ Which we prefer, and very naturally, under

the circumstances, expect,” continued the Senior.
“You then receive certain dividends, which will
be duly agreed -upon, and have thus the advan-
tage of at once investing your property in a safe,
profitable, and familiar quarter, and of feeling no
possible obligation or’ responsibility — business

obligation and responsibility are always so trying

to a lady —about it. You thus become,.in fact

and in form, if you prefer, a silent partner. "In- \

deed, my dear,” finished the Senior, cheerfully,
“I do not see but this would meet your fancy
perfectly . ‘

- Espemally as you are going to marry into
the firm,” observed Maverick.
| “Has a 'silent partner a voice and vote in ——
questions that come up?” asked Perley, hesitat-
ing; and rubbing off the little faces from her nails
with a corner of her soft handkerchief.

“No,” said Maverick; “none at all. An ordi- -
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aafy, unprivileged dummy, I mean. - If you have o
your husband’s, that’s aadther matter. A wo-
man’s influence, you know ; you 've heard of it..
What could be more sultable 27 |

« Then, if I understand,” said Perley, «I invest
my property in your mills. You call me a silent
partner, to please me and to stop my asking
questions. I have nothing.to do with the mills
or the people. I have nothing to do but to s;?end
the money and let you manage it. ‘That’s all it

amounts to.”

“That’s all,” said Maverick.

Perley’s light finger and the Junior's pencil
skirmished across the chess-table for a few mo-
ments in silence ; the finger from gray to gray;
the pencil‘ on green‘ and ;green ; <-the finger, by
chance, it seemed, pursuing; the pencil, uncon-
sciously, it seemed, retreating, as if pencil-mark
and finger-touch had been in the first idle stages

of along game.

“ Who will go 1nto the ﬁrm if I can’'t?” > asked
Perley, suddenly,

« Father. talks of our confidential clerk,” said
Maverick, "'lariguidly, “a fellow we’'ve promoted
from East Street,-but smart. Smart as a trap.
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Garnck by name. You ve seen him, perhaps, —

Stephen Garrick. - But nothmg is settled ; and

this is submitted,” bowing, “to the close confi-
dence of our silent partner.”

Perley did not seem to be in a mood for gallan-
try; did not smile, but only knitted her soft brows

“Still, I do not see that there is anythmg to
prevent my becommg an active partner. There
is nothing the matter with the law, T suppose,
which forbids a woman becommg an active part-
ner in anything ?” -

Maverick assured her that there was nothing
~ the matter with the law; that the matter was
~ entirely with the existing firm. Excepting, in-
~deed, some technicality, about which he ceuld
'.not ‘at the moment, be precise, which, he ‘be-
lieved, would ‘make formal partnerships impos-
sible in the case of husband and wife.

“ But that ease we are not conmdermg, said
Perley, quickly. “That case it will be time
enough to consider when it occurs.  As long as
I am unmarried and independent, Maverick, I
‘am very much in earnest in: my wish to manage
“my mills myself I do not like to: thmk that a
- great many people may be affected by the. use
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of my'property in ways over which I can have no
possible control. Of course, I don’t know what

else to do with my money, and if it must be, it

must be,” — Perley noticed with some wonder
here an amused glance between father and son.
¢« But I shall be very much disappointed ;.

L "
‘T am much, T am very much, in earnest.

« 1 verily believe she is,” said Maverick, with -
sudden conviction. "‘-Now_,_I admire that! It
is ingenuous and refreshing.” |

« Then why don’t you take my part, Maverick,
instead of laughing at meé ?” asked Perley, and

~was vexed at herself for asking immediately.

«Q, that,” said Maverick, “is another matter.
I may ﬁn_d,fnysélf entertained to the last degree
By the piquancy, originality, esprit, of a lady,’
when I may be the last man upon earth to con-
sent to going into business with my wife. Seri-
ously, Perley,” for Perley did not bear this well,
«] don’t see what has given you this kink, not
why you have become so suddenly reluctant t¢
intrust the management of your property to me.”

«It is not my property,” said Perley, in'a low

i voice, “ which I am relactant to intrust to you.”

“ What, then, may it be ?”
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“My people,—the people. Perhaps I have

thought of them suddenly.. But it. may be better
to remember a thing suddenly than never to -

remember it at all”

“People! O, the hands, the mill-people.
A little Quixotic fanacy“ there. Yes, I under-
stand now; and very pretty and feminine it is
too. My dear Perley, you may set your kind
heart at rest about the mill-people, — a well-
paid, well-cared-for, happy set of laboring people
as you could ask to see. You can go down into
our mission school and take a class, if that is
what you are troubled about.”

“ Suppose I were to withdraw my share of the
business,” suggested Perley, abruptly. “ Suppose,
upon being refused this partnership for which I

have asked this morning, I should prefer to with-

~draw my interest in the mills ?”

“We should regret it,” said Mr. Hayle, cour-
teously ; “but we should have nothing to do but
' to make the best of circumstances.”

“I see, I see now ! ” Perley flushed as the eyes

of the two gentlemen met again and again with

~ suppressed amusement in them, «1I ought to have
- said that before I told you that I did n’t know
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what else to do with the money. Of course!
I see, I 've made a bad business blunder. I see

that you -think I should always make bad busi-

ness blunders. Now,- Maverick Hayle, I don’t

believe I should!” ‘
“My dear Perley,” said Maverick, wearily,

«just listen to reason for reason’s sake. A

lady’s patience and a gentleman’s time are too

‘valuable to throw away at this rate. Even if

you possessed any other qualification, which you
do not, or all other qualifications, which you can-
not, for this ridiculous partnership, you lack an
absolutely essential one, — the acquaintance of
years with the business. Just reflect upon your
acquaintance with the business!”

« T will acquire an acquaintance of years with
the business,” said Perley, firmly.
~ “Begin at the spools, for example ? ”

«I will begin at the spools.”

“ Or inspect the cotton ?”|

« Or inspect the cotton.”

“ Wear a calico dress, and kegp the books

"in a dingy office?”

“ Wear a dozen calico dresses, and keep books

in the dingiest office you have. I repeat, I amin
E
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earnest. I ask for the vacant partnership, or
~ a chance to fit myself for a partnership, in Hayle
and Kelso. Whatever my disqualifications, T.am
reaidy to remove them, any and all. If you refuse
it to me, while I suppose we shall all go on and
be very good-natured about it, I shall feel that
you refuse it to me because I am a young lady,
not because I do not stand .ready to remove a
young lady’s disqualifications.”

“ Really, Perley, this is becoming absurd, and

the morning is half gone. If you won't take a
gallant dismissal of a foolish subject then I 4o
- refuse it to you because. you are a young lady.”
“ We must refuse it to you certainly, on what-
ever grounds,” remarked the Senior, with polite-
ness, “however unpleasant it may be to refuse
you even the gratification of an eccentric fancy.”

Perley’s pursuing finger on the little gray

squares. thoughtfully traced the course of Mav-
erick’s retreating pencil on the green. Pencil-
~ mark and finger-touch played faster now, as if in
the nervous stages of a shortening game,

“ What do you do,” asked the young lady, 1rre1-

evantly, and still with her llght ﬂngers thought-
fully tracking the chess-board, and still watching
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tflle little gold pencil, which still retreated before
it, “ in your mllls, when you have occasion to run
extra time ?” |

“ Run 1t,’{ said Maverick, laconically.

« But what do you do with the people, —the
operatives, I mean?” -

« Pay them extra.”

« But they are not obliged, unless they desire,
to work more than eleven hours a day ? ”

- “No,” said the Junior, nonchalantly ; “they
can leave if they prefer.” =

Perley's face, bent over ‘the squares of gray and
green, changed color slightly. She would have
spoken, it seemed, but thought better of it, and
only played with her thoughtful finger silently
along the board.

«Your remark will leave an unfortunate im-
pression upon the young lady, my son,” observed
the elder Mr. Hayle, “ unless you explain to her
that in times of pressure it would be no more
possible for a mill to thin out its hands in extra
hours than it would be for ‘her to dismiss her
cook when she has a houseful of company. The
state of the market is an inexorable fact, an in-
ex-orable fact Miss Pcrley, ‘before which em-
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ployer and employé, whose interests, of course,
" are one, have little liberty of choice. Tle
wants of the market must be met. In fast times,
we are all compelled to work pretty hard. In

dull times, we rest and make up for it. I,can |

assure you that we have almost universally found

_our hands willing and anxious to fun an extra -

hour or so for the sake of extra: pay.”

“How long a day's work has the state of -the
market ever required of your mills ?” asked
Perley, still with her head bent and her finger
moving, ‘

“ Perhaps thirteen hours and a half We ran#
thirteen hours and a half for a week last July,
- was n’t it, Maverick?” .

“ What is the use of talking business to a wo-
man ? ” said Maverick, with such unusual ‘anima-
tion that he said it almost impaﬁenﬁy.

“I understand then,” said Perley, with the same
abruptness which had characterized her words so
often that morning, “ that my appiication to look
after my mills in an official capacity is refused ? ¥

“TIs refuged.” | '

“ In any official capacity ? ”

“In any official capacity.”

‘ner.
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L But that,” with a faint sxﬁile, “of silent part-
« But that,” with a bow, “of silent partner.”
«It is quite impossible to gratify me in this

respect ?” pursued Perley, with her bent head

inclined a little to the Senior.

“ Quite impossible,” replied the Junior.

“ So, out of the question. ”.
~“ And so, out of the question.”

 The. ﬁnger-touch brought the pencil-mark ab—
ruptly to a stop upon-a helpless square of green.

“ Checkmate ? ” asked the young man, smiling.

“ Checkmate,” said the young lady, smiling
too. . B B
She closed the pencil-case with a snap, tossed
the little glazed blank-book into the fire, and rang
for lﬁncheoh, which the three ate upon the chess-
table, — smiling, '
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CHAPTER IV.

THE STONE HOUSE.

T F you are one of “ the hands ” in the Hayle and

Kelso Mills, you go to your work, as is well
known, from the hour of half past six to Sé‘\%en,
according to the turn of the season. Time has
been when you went at half past four. The
" Senior forgot this the other day in a little talk
which he had with his silent partfler, - very nafu-
rally, the time having been so long past ; but the
_time has been, is now, indeed, yet in places.l Mr.
Hayle can tell you of mills he saw in New

Hampshire last vacation, where they ring them’

up, if you'll believe it, winter and summer, in

and out, at half past four in the morning. O no, '

‘never let out before six, of course. Mr. Hayle
disapproves of this. Mr. Hayle thinks it not
humane. Mr. Hayle is confident that you would
find no mission Sunday school connected with
- that concern. '
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If you are one of “the hands” in the Hayle

- and Kelso Mills — and aigain, in Hayle and Kelso,

— you are so dully used to this classification, “ the

‘hands,” that you were never known to cultivate

an objection to ‘it, are scarcely found to notice its
use or disuse. Being surely neither head nor
heart, what .else remains ?  Conscious scarcely,
from bell to bell, from sleep to sleep, from day to

.dark, of either head or heart, there seems even a

singular appropriateness in the chance of the
word with which you are dimly struck. Hayle

~ and Kelso label you. - There youare. The world

thinks, aspires, creates, enjoys. There you are,
You are the fingers of the world. - You take your
patient place. The world may have need of you,
but only that it may think, aspire, create, enjoy.
It needs your patience as well as your place.
You take both; and you are uséd to both, and the
world is used to b(#h, and so, having put the label
on for safety’s sake, lest you be mistaken for a
thinking, aspiring creating, enjoying compound,,
and so some one be poisoried, shoves you. into
your place upon ifs shelf, and shuts its cupboard
door jupon you.

If you are one of “the hands,” then, in Hayle
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and Kelso, yoﬁ have a breakfast of bread and
molasses probably ; you are apt to eat it while
you dress ; somebody is heating the kettle, but you

cannot wait for it; somebody tells you that you'

~ have forgotten your shawl, you throw it over one
shoulder, and step out, before it is fastened, into
the sudden raw air ; you left lamp-light in-doors ;

you find moonlight without ; ‘the night seems to-

have overslept itself; you have a fancy for try-
ing to wake it, would like to shout at'it or cry
through it, but feel very cold, and leave that for
the bells to do by and by. “You and the bells are
the only waking things in life. The great-brain
of the world is in serene repose. The greaf heart
of the world lies warm to the core with dreams.

The great hands of the world, the ﬁatient, per- F

plexed, one almost fancies at times, just for the
fancy, seeing you here by the morning moon, the
dangerous hands, alone are stirring in" ‘the dark.

* You hang up your shawl and your crinoline,

and understand, as you go shivering by gaslight
to y'our-looméq, that you are chilled to the heart,

and that you were careless about youf shawl, but

do not consider carefulness worth your while by
nature or by habit; a little less shawl means a
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few less winters in which to require shawling,

You are a godless little ci‘eatufe, but you cherish
a stolid leaning, in these morning moons, towards
making an experlment of death and a wadded
coffin. ‘

By the time that gas is out, you cease, perhaps,
though jrou cannot depend upon that, to shiver,
and incline less and less to the wadded coffin, and

f more to 2 chat with your neighbor in the alley.

Your neighbor is of either sex and any descrip-
tion, as the case may be. In any event, warm-
ing a little with the warmmg day, you incline
more. and more to chat, If you charce to be a
cotton-weaver, you are presently warm enough.
It is quite warm enough in the weaving-room,

L The engines respire into the weaving-room ; with

every throb of thejr huge lungs you swallow
their breath. The weaving-room stifles with

‘steam, The window-sills of this room are gut-

tered to prevent the condensed steam from run-
ning in streams along the floor ; sometimes they
overflow, and water stands under the looms ; the
walls perspire profusely ; on a damp day, drops
will fall from the roof. | ‘
The wmdows of the weavmg—room are closed
4
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the windows must be closed ; ‘a stir in the air
will break your threads. There is no air to stir.
- 'You inhale for a substitute motionless, hot moist-

ure, ' If you chance to be a cotton-weaver, it is.

not in March that you think most about your
coffin. o

Being “a hand” in Hayle and Kelso, you are
- used to eating cold luncheon in the cold at noon,
or you walk, for the sake of a cup of soup or
coffee; half a mile, three quarters,a mile and a
half, and back. You are allowed three quarters
of an hour in which to do this, You come and
go upon the jog-trot. |

You grow moody, being “a hand” at Hayle
and Kelso’s, with the growing day; are inclined
to quarrel or to conﬁdence with your neighbor in
the alley; find the overseer out of temper, and
the cotton full of flaws; ﬁnd ‘pains in your feet,
your back, your eyes, your arms ; feel damp and

stlcky lint 1n your hair, your neck your ears,

your throat, your lungs ; dlSCOVCl‘ a monotony
in the process of breathmg hot morsture, lower
your window at your risk; are bidden" by some-
body whose threads you have broken at the other

end of the room to put it up, and put it up; i
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aré .conscious that your head swims, your eye-
balls burn, your breath quickens; yield your
preference for a wadded coffin, and consider
whether the river would not be the comfortable
thing ; cough a little, cough a great deal, lose
your balance in a conghing fit, snap a thread,
and take to swearing roundly.

‘From swearing you take to ‘Singing; both
perhaps are equal relief, active and diverting.

. There is something curious about that singing

of yours. The time, the place, the singers,
characterize it sharply, — the waning light, the
rival din, the girls with tired faces, You start
some little thing with a refrain and a ring to it ;
a-hymn, it:is not unlikely ; something of a River

 and of Waiting, and of Toil and Rest, or Sleep,

or Crowns, or Harps, or Home, or Green Fields, or
Flowers, or Sorrow, or Repose, or a dozen things,

but always, it will be noticed, of simple, spot-

less things, such as will surprise the listener who
caught you at your oath of five minutes past.
You have other songs, neither simple nor spot-

- less, it may be ; but you never sing them at your

work, when the waning day is crawling out from
spots between your looms, and the girls lift up
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their tired faces to catch and keep the chorus in
the rival din.

You like to watch the contest between the

chorus and the din; to éee—you seem almost to
see — the struggle of the melody from alley to
-alley, from loom to loom, from darkening wall
to darkening wall, from lifted face to lifted face ;
to see —for you are very sure you see — the
machinery fall into a fit of rage. That is a sight!
You would never guess, unless you had watched
it just as mé.ny times as you have, how that ma-
chinery will rage. How it throws its arms about,
what fists it can clench, how it shakes at the
. elbows and knees, what teeth it knows how to
gnash, how it writhes and roars, how it clutches
at the leaky, strangling gas-lights, and how it

bends its impotent black head, always, at last,

without fail, and your song sweeps triumphant,
like an angel, over it! With this you are very
much pleased, though only “a hand,” to be sure,
in Hayle and Kelso. '

You dre singing when the bell strikes, and
singing still when you clatter down the stairs.
Something “of the simple spotlessness of the
little song is on your face, when you dip. into
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the wind and dusk._ Perhaps you have only
pinned your shawl, or pulled your hat over your

face, or knocked against a stranger on the walk ;

but it passes ; it passes and is gone. It is cold
and you tremble, direct from the morbid heat in
which you have stood all day ; or you have been
cold all day, and it-is colder, and you shrink ; or
you are from the weaving-room, and the wind
strikes you faint, or you stop to cough and the :

- girls go on without you. The town is lighted,

and people are out in their best clothes. You
pull your dingy veil about your eyes. You are
weak and heart-sick all at once. You don’t
care to go home to supper. The pretty song
creeps, wounded, back for the engines in- the
deserted dark to crunch. You are a miserable.
little factory-girl with a dirty face.

A broken chatter falls in pieces about you ;
all ‘the’ melody of ‘the voices that you hear has
vanished with the vanquished song; they are

hoarse and rough.

“ Goin’ to the dance to-night, Bet ?”

“ Nynee. Mell! yer. alway speerin’ awa’ after
some young mon. Can’t yer keep yer een at’
home like a decint lassie? ”
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“An’ who gave yox lave to hoult a body’s
hand onasked an’ onrequested, Pathnck Donna—
von ?”

“Sip Garth, give us ¢ Champagne Charley '
can’t you?”

“Do you think the-mules will strike ?”

“More mules ‘they, if they do. Did ye never
see .a mouse . strike a cat?” ' ‘

“There’s Bub beggin’ tobacco yet! How, old
is that little devil?”

“The Lord knows!”

“ Pity the Lord don’t know a few more

things as one would suppose might fall in his
line.”

“A tract?”

“ A tract. ‘Bless you, four pages long. . Says
I, What in -—"s this? for I was just going in
to the meetin’ to see the fun. So he stuffs it
~into.my hand, and I clears out,”
o« Sip; I say! Priscilla! Sio' Garth —"

But Sip Garth breaks out of sight as the
chatter breaks:outof‘ hearing ; turns a corner;
turns'another ; walks wearily fast, and wearily
faster ; pushes her stout way through a dirty
street and a dirtier street ;- stops at ‘shadowy

a0
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-corners to look for somethmg which she does
ot find; stops at lighted doors to call for

somethmg that does not answer; hesitates a
moment at the dismal gate of a -dismal 11tt1e‘
stone house by the water, and, hesitating. still
and with a heavy sigh, goes in.

Itlis a datnp hoilse, and she rents the damp-
est room in it; a tenement boasting of the
width of the house, and a closet bedroom w1th .
a - little cupboard window in it; a low room
with cellar smells and river smells about it, and
with gutter smells and drain smells and with

_unclassified smells of years settled and settling

in its walls and ceiling. Never a cheerful
room ; never by any means a cheerful room,
when she and Catty —or she without Catty —

- come home from work at night.

Something has happehed to the forlorn little

room ‘to-night.  Sip stops with the door-latch

in her hand. A fire has” happened, and the
kerosene lamp has happened and drawn cur- .
tains have happened and Miss Kelso has hap-
pened, _dof&vn on_her kices on the bare floor,

“with her k1d glov;:s oﬁ and a poker in her

i va@
hands. LAY

Wl
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So original in Perley |- Maverick would say;
Maverick not being there to say it, Perley
spoke for herself, with the ‘poker’ in her hand,
and still upon her knees,

- “I beg your pardon, Sip, but they told me,
the other side of the house, that you would be
in in five minutes, and the room was dark and
so I took the liberty. If you would n’t mind
me, and would go right on as if I hadn’t come,
I should take it very kindly.”

“All right,” said Sip.

“ The fact is,” said: M1ss Kelso, medltatlvely‘

twirling her poker, “that that is the first fire I
ever made in my life. Would you believe it
to look at it?” .

“1 cerfainly should n't,” said Sip..

“And you re qulte sure that you would n't
mind me?” * ‘

“No, not quite sure. But if you n stay
awhile, I'll find out and tell you.”

“Very well,” said -Miss Kelso.

~“See how dirty I am,” said Sip, stopping in |

the full light on her way to the closet bedroom.
“I hadn’t seen,” said Miss Kelso to the
poker. | ’
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«(Q, well. No matter. I did n't know but
yau ’d mind.” :

There was dust about Sip, and oil about her,
and a consciousness of both about her, that
ga;ve her a more miserable aspect than either.
In the full light she loocked like some half-
cleared Pompeian ,statue just dug againsﬂt the
face of day.

“ We can't help it, you see,” said poor Sip;
« mill-folks can’t. Dust we are and to dust do

" we return. I'’ve got a dreadful sore-throat to-

night.”
~ «Have you taken cold ?”

«0O no. I have it generally. It comes from
sucking filling through the shuttle. But I don't
think much of it. There’s girls I know, weavers,

" can’t even talk beyond a whisper ; lost their voices

some time ago.”
Sip washed and dressed herself after this in.

) silence, She washed herself in the sink ; there

was no pump to the sink; she went out bare-
headed, and brought water in from a well in
the yard ; the pail was heavy, and she walked
wearily, with her head and body bent to balance
it, over the slippery path. She coughed while

4* r
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. she walked .and when she came in, -—a peculiar,
dry, raéping cough, which Perley learned after-
wards to recognize as the “cotton-cough.” She
- washed herself in a tin basin, which she rinsed
~carefully and hung up against the wall. While she

~was dressing in the closet bedroom,. Perley still

knelt, thoughtfully playing with the' poker beside
the fire. ‘

- “I don't: suppose,” said Sip, coming out pres-
ently in. her't plaid dress, with her hair in a,..net,
-and speaking as if she had not been interrupted,
— “ 1 don’t suppose you’d ever guess how much
difference the dirt makes. I don’t suppose you
. ever, conld. Cotton ain’t so bad, though.  Once
I worked to a flax-mill. 7%aet was dirt.”

- “What . difference ? ”
“Hush!” -said Sip, abruptly, “I thought I

heard —” She went to the window and looked .

out, ralsmg her. hands. against her eyes,. but
came back with a disappointed . face.

- “Catty has n’'t come in,”, she gaid, nervously. -

~ “There’s times she. slips away from me; she
works’in the Old Stone, aiid I can’t catch her.
There’s times she -does n't come till late. Wil
. you stay.to tea?” with a quick change of voice.
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« Thank you. I don’ t understand about Catty,”

with another.

Sip set her table before she spoke again ; bus-

= tled about, growing restless ; put the kettle on

and off the hob; broke one of her stone-china
plates ; stopped to sweep the floor a little and to

- fill her coal-hod ; the brown tints of her rugged

little face turning white and pmched in spots
about the mouth, '

She came, presently, and stood by the fire by
Miss Kelso’s side, in the full sweep of the light.
“Miss Kelso,” her hands feldmg and unfolding .
restlessly, “ there’s many things you don’t undetr-
stand. There’s things you could n’t understand.”
“Why ?” - - |

“1 don’t know why. I never did quite know
why.” - o
 “You may be rzght you may be wrong.
How can you tell till you try me!? 2

“How can I tell whether I can skate on run-

B mng ‘water t111 I try 1tP-—I w1sh Catty would

come"’

Sip Walked to the wmdow again, and walked
back again, and took a look at the teapot, and
cut a shce or two of bread o
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“So you 've left the Company board,” ob- -
served  Miss Kelso, quite as if they had been

talking about the Company board. “ You did n't
like it ? ‘
“T liked well enough”

“You left suddenly?”

“I left sudden.” Sip threw her bread-knife
down, with an aimless, passionate gesture. “I
suppose it’s no good to shy off. I might as well
tell o't first as last. They turned us oﬁ” 1

“Turned you off? ” "

“On account of Catty.” -
~ Miss Kelso raised a confused face from the
poker and the fire. :

_“You see,” said Sip, “1 told you there’s things
you could n’t understand.  Now there ain’t one
of my own kind of folks, your age, would n’t have
understood half an hour ago, and saved me the
trouble of tellmg Catty ’s queer, don't you see?
She runs away, don't you see? - Sometimes: she
drmks, don’t you understand?  Drinks herself
the dead kind. That ain’t so often, Most times
she just runs away about, streets. There S some-
times she does — worse.”

“ Worse?” The young lady’s pure, puzzied
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face dropped'Suddenl)‘f% «Q, I was very dull! I
am SOITY. T am not used —" And so broke off,
with a sick look about the lips,— a look which
did not escape the notice of the little brown,
pinched face in the firelight, for it was curving
into a bitter smile when the door opened, bang-
ing back against the wall as if the opener had |
either little. consciousness or little care of the

. noise it made.

“«There’s Catty, said Sip, doggedly “ Come
and get warm, Catty.” This in their silent lan-
guage on her rapid, work-worn fingers. .

«If you mind me now, I’ll go said Miss
Kelso, in a low voice.

«That’s for you to say, whether I shall mind
you now.” o

“ Poor Catty !” said Perley, still in a very low
voice. “ Poor, poor Catty!”

Sip flushed, — flushed very sweetly and sud-
denly all over her dogged face. “ Npw I don't -
mind you. Stay to supper. We”ll have supper
right away. -C ome here a minute, Catty dear.”

Catty dea&would not come. - Ciatty dear stood |
scowling in the middle of the room, a sullen, ill-
tempered, 111-controlled, uncontrollable Catty dear
as one could ask to see. '
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“For love’s sake,” said Sip, on her patient

- fingers ; “here a mmute, for love’s sake, Catty.” -

“ For love’s. sake?” repeated Catty, in her
pathetic Ianguage

“Only for love’s sake, dear,” said Sip.

Catty came with this, and laid her head down
with a singularly gentle motion on Sip’s. faded
plaid lap. Miss Kelso could see her now, in the
- light in which they three were sitting. A girl

possibly of fifteen years, —a girl with a low fore-
@head with wandering eyes, with a dull stoop to
" the head, with long, lithe, magnetic fingers,
- with a thlck droppmg under lip, —a glrl walled
up and walled in from that Iabynnth of sympa-
 thies, that difficult evolution of brain from beast,
the gorgeous perll of that play at good and evil
.which we call life, except at the wandermg eyes,
and at the long, llthe, magnetlc ﬁngers An ugly
- girl. ' \
~ She lay, for an ugly gir], very stﬂl in her sis-
ter's lap.”.. Slp softly stroked her face, talklng
now to the child and now to her v151tor Wound

~about in a pretty net of soft sounds and softer |

_ emotmns A pleasa.nt change had fallen upon
L her since. the deaf mute came in, o
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% See how pleasant it is to.come home early,
Catty.” (She won't talk to-night, because you re

_here)) “For ﬁve s sake, dear, you know.” (That

' the way I get along with her. She likes that.)

“‘For love's sake and my sake, and with the lamp
‘.and ﬁre,brlght - So much better—" (It’s never

her fault, poor dear! God knows, I never, never ‘
laid it up againstr her as it was her fault) “ Bet-
ter than the dark street-corners, Catty —

“ There ’s light in the shops,” said Catty, on
her long ﬁngers, with a shrewd, unpleasant smile.

“And supper at home,” said Sip, quickly, ris-
‘ing “For love's sake, you know. And company
to supper ! i '

“ For love’s sake?” asked Catty, rising too.

-« J don’t know for whose sake!” sald Sip, all
the pleasantness gone in a minute from her.

The young lady and Catty were standitig now,
between the lamp-glow and the fire-glow, side by
side. Th_e&_ were a st!art;ling‘pair‘ to be standing
side by side. -They stood quite still, except that
Catty passed her. ﬁngers curiously. over MLSS
Kelso's dress, — it seemed that she saw quite .as

much W1th her fingers as ‘with her eyes,—and

that she nodded once or-twice, as 1t' _ ehe were
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alkmg to herself, in a stupld way. - Perley s ﬁne,
fair, finished smlle seemed to blot out th:s miser-

able figure, and to fill the room with a kind of
* dazzle.

“ Good God 1” cried Sip, sharply, « You asked’

me for the difference.” Look at that!, You
asked what difference the dirt makes. 7, kat’s
the difference! To be born in it, breathe it,
swallow it, grow on it, live it, die and go back to

it—bah! If you want to go the devil, work in

the dirt. Look at her ! §”

I look at her,” said Perley, w1th a solemn,
frightened look upon her young face,— “I look
at her, Sip. ~ For love’s sake. Believe me if you
can. Make her understand I look for love’s
sake.” '

Is it possible? Is Miss Kelso sure? Not for.a-

- whim’s sake? Not for fancy’s sake Not for
the sake of an idle moments curiosity ? Not to
| gratlfy an eccentric taste, — ‘playing: ‘my Lady

Bountiful for a pretty change in a pretty life { >

: Look at her; it is a very loathsome under’ Ilp

“Look well at her ; they are not pleasant eyes "
- Anugly gir, —a very ugly girl. F or loves sake,

‘Miss Kelso ?
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éafty sat &own to snpper without washing her
face. This troubled Sip more than it did her

" yisitor. . Her visitor, indeed, scarcely noticedit.

Her face wore yet somet_hing of the solemn fright
wnich had descended on it with Catty’s com-
ing’ in.

She noticed, however, that she had bread and
butter for her supper, and that she was eating -
from a stone-china plate, and with a steel fork

and with a pewter spoon. She noticed that the

bread was toasted, it seemed in deference to the

- presence of a. gues;t,' and that the toasting had

feverishly flushed Sip’s haggard face. She no-
ticed that Sip and Catty ate no butter, but dipped
their bread into a little blue bowl of thick black
molnss‘es. She noticed that there was a kind of
coarse black tea upon the table, and noticed that
she found a smgle pewter spoonful of it quite
sufficient for her wants. She noticed that Slp.
made rather a form than a fact of playing with
her toasted bread in the thick black molasses,
and that she drained her dreadful teacup thirstily,
and that she then leaned, thh a sudden sick look, -
back into her chair. , CL |
Everythmg tasted of oil, she said,  She could -
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not eat.
day nor night for a long time,
‘was not sure.

How long ! ? She

nothing passed her lips.
There were times that she
came home and got -right into bed, dlrt and
all. She could nt undress, no, not if it was to
save her soul, nor eat. But, generally, she man-
aged to cook for Catty Besides, there was the
work. K

“ What work ? ” asked- Miss Kelso, 1nnocently

“ Washmg - Baking, Sweeping:

tea, it was longer.

Ironing.

Dusting. Sewing. Marketing. Pumping. Scrub--

bing. Scouring,” said Sip, drumrﬁing out her
periods on a teaspoon with her hard, worn ﬁngers
 «“Oh!” said Miss Kelso.

“ For two, you see,” said Sip.

“But all this, %you cannot have all this to do
after you have stood eleven hours and a half at
your: rloom 27 | ‘ o

« When should I have it to do !' There’s Sun-
day, to. be sure ; but I don’t do so much now Sun—-
days, except the washmg and the brushmg up.

I like,” with a'gentle, quick look at the deaf and |

dumb girl, who still sat dlppm_g bread crusts into

There were times that she could not eat

It had been often two days that
Sometlmes, Wlth the .
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':hlac'k molasses, absorbed and still, “to make it a

kind of a comfortable day for Catty, Sunday.

‘I don’t bother Catty so much to help me, you

know,” added Sip, cheerfully. “T like,” with an-
othier very pleasant look, “to make it comfortable

for Catty. o

« T went into the mills to-day, .said Miss Kelso,
in reply. It was not very much to the point asa
reply, and was said with an mterrogatory accent,
which lessened its aptness. :

“ Yes ?” said Sip, in the same tone.

-« never was in a mill before.”

“No?

“ No.”

 There was a pause, in which the young lady
seemed to be waiting for a leading question, like a
‘puzzled scholar. If she were, she had none. Sip
sat with her dogged smile, and snapped little paper
balls into the fire.

“T thought it rather close in the mllls

“Yes?” .

« And — dlrty And—% there was one very

warm room ; the QVErseer advxsed me not to goin,”

“ Tt was very good advice.”
«T went mto the Company boardmg-house too.”
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“ For the first time ?” -

“For the first time. I weﬁt to inquire after
you. Thelandlady took me about. Now I think
of it, she invited me to tea.”

“Why did n’t you stﬁy 2

“Why, to tell the truth, the— tablecloth was
~ rather dn‘ty ”

“Ohl”

“And I saw her wipe her face on — the dish-
towel. Do the girls often sleep six in a room ?
They had no wash-stands. I saw some basins
set on trunks, They carried all the water up and
down stairs themselves ; there were two or three
flights. There was n't a ventilator in-the house.
I saw a girl there sick.” |

“Sick? O, Bert Bush. Yes. Pleurisy. She’s

going to work her notice when she gets about

again. Given out.”

“She coughed while I was there.' I thought
her room was rather cold. I thought all the
rooms were rather cold. I didn’t seem to see

any fire for anybody, except in the’ common sit-

ting-room. * But the bread was sweet,”
“Yes, the bread was sweet,”
“And the gingerbread.”
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o« Very sweet.”

« And, I suppose, the board —

« The board is quarter of a dollar cheaper than
in other places.” |

~ Sip stopped snapping paper balls into the fire,
a.nd snapped instead one of her shrewd, 31dew1se
glances at her visitor's face, '

The fine, fair, finished face! Howﬁhzzled it
looked ! Sip smiled. ' *

‘Catty had crept around while they. were talk-

ing, and sat upon the floor by Miss Kelso’s chair.

She was still amusing herself with the young
lady's dress, passing her wise fingers to-and fro
across its elegant surface, and nodding to herself
in her dull way. Miss Kelso's he.nd, the one with
the rings, lay upon her lap, ahd Catty, attracted
suddenly by the blaze of the jewels, took it up.
She took it up as she would a novel toy, examined
it for a few moments with muchf; ‘
removed the rings and dro’ppé

-and laid her cheek down upon

was such a dusty cheek, and such a beautiful,
bare, clean hand, that Slp started anxmusly to
speak to Catty, but saw that Perley sat quite still,

" and that her earnest eyes were full of sudden tears.
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L ing I can’t come any nearer than thlS This

she said smllmg
“ ook here 1”? said Sip ; her brown face worked

and altered She said, “ Look here!” agam, and -

stopped “That ’s nigh enough. I’ll take that,

I like tha& T like you. Look here! I never

said that to one of your kind of folks before ; I
like you. Generally I hate your kind of folks.”
“ Now that, » ‘said Miss Kelso, musing, “per-
plexes me.~ We feel no such instinct of aversion
to you. As far as I understand ‘my kind of
folks, they have kindly hearts, and they have it
in their hearts to feel very sorry for the poor.”
“Who wants their pity? And who cares
“what ’s in their hearts?” '

Slp had hardened agam hke a llttle growmg '

, erley, fallen into another revery,
“you see how llttle 1 know o

Sip nodded.

« About — people who work and — have a
hard time.”
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“« T hey dont none of 'em know., Thﬁ;t
I hate your kind of folks. ' It ain’t beca,ase t
don’t care, it’s because they don’t éﬂaw,_ hy
they don’t care enough to know.”

“« Now I have always been brought up to be-
lieve,” urged Miss Kelso, “that our factory-
people, for instance, had good wages.”

“I never complained of the wages. Hayle
and Kelso could n't get a cotton-weaver for
three dollars a week, like a paper—factory I
know about in Cincinnati, I knew a girl as
worked to Cincinnati. Three dollars a week,

~and board to come out of it! Cotton-weav-

ing 's no play, . and cotton-weavers are no
fools.” . .

“ And I always thought,” continued Miss Kelso,
“that such people Were—mwhy, happy and com-
fortable, you know. Of course, I knew they must
economize, and that, but —” '

She looked vaguely over at the supper-table ;
such uncertain conceptions as she might h‘ith-‘- |

~erto be said to have had of “economizing ” ac-

qumng suddenly the form of thick, black mo-
lasses, a little stxcky, to be sure, but tanglble
Slp made .-ho reply, and Perley, suddenly aware
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of the latene;-*,s of the hour, started in dismay to
take her leave. It occurred to her that the sticky

stone-china dishes were yet to be washed, and'

~ that she had done a thoughtless thing in impos-
ing, for a novel evening’s entertainment, upon
‘the scanty leisure of a worn-out factory-girl.

She turned, however, neither an entertained
nor a thoughtless face upon Sip when she tried
to rise from her chair. Catty had fallen asleep,
with her dirty cheek upon the shining hand, from
which the rings were gone. Her ugly lower lip
protruded, and all the repulsive lines about her
- eyes came out. Her long fingérs moved a little,
as is often the way with the deaf and dumb in
_sleep, framing broken words. Even in her
dreams, this miserable creature bore about her a
dull sense of denial and distress. - Even in her
dreams she listened for what she never heard,
and spoke that which no man understood. -
- “Mother used to say, said Slp, under her
breath, “ that it was the noise.”

“The noise?” . .

“The noise of the wheels. She said fhey
beat about in her head. She come home O

nights, and says to herse-lf,""l‘he :b.aby "ll;never
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' hear in this world unless she hears the wheels’ ;

and sure enough " (Sip lifted: Her face to Perley’s,
with a look of awe), “it is true enough that
Catty hears the, wheels ;. but never anything
besides.”
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CHAPTER V.

BUB MELL.

T was a March night, and a gray night, and a
wild ni‘ght; Perley Kelso stepped out into

it, from-the damp little stone house, with some-
thing of the confusion of the time upon her. Her

"~ head and heart both ached. She felt like a

stranger setting foot in a strange land.” Old,
home-like boundary lines of things to which her

smooth young life had rounded, wavered before .

her. It even occurred to her that she  should
never be very h:appy again, for knowing that fac-,
tory-girls ate black molasses and had the cotton-
cough,

- being so suddenly and violently jerked by the
elbow that she preserved. herself with difficulty
from a smart fall into the slushy street. Striking

out with one hand to presei‘ve her balance, she

She meant to tell Maverick about it. She-
might have meant many other thmgs, but. for
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foﬁnd herself in the novel position of collaring
either a very old young child or a very young
old man, it was impossible at first sight to tell

which. Whatever he was, it was easy at first

sight to tell that he was filthy and ragged.

“Je gol” yelled the old young creature,
writhing. “Le€ go, I say, dern yer! Le’ mebe!”

Perley concluded, as her eyes wonted to the .
dark street, that the old young. creature was by
rxght a child. _

“If. yer hadl 't le go I’°d ’a’ made yer, yer .
bet,” said the boy, gallantly. ¢ Pretty way to
treat a cove as doin’ yer a favor. You bet.
Hi-igh!” '

This, with a cross between a growl of defiance
and a whine of injury. -

“Guess what I’ve got o’ yourn? You couldn’t.
You'bet” |

“But I don’t bet,” said Perley, with an amused

face.

“Yer don't? 7 do. Hirigh ! Don’t I though?
You bet ! Now what do you call that? Say!”

“I call that my glove. I did not miss it till |
this minute, 'Did you pick itup?  Thank you”

“You need n't thank me till you ’ve got it, yox

R
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need n't,” said the child. “7/’m a cove as knows
a thing or two. I want ten cents, You bet I do.”
-“Where do you live " asked Perley.

He lived down to East Street. Fust Tene-
ment. No. 6. What business was it of hern,
he’d like to know.

“Have you a father and mother ?”

Lor yes! Two. of ’em. Why should n’t he?
©« T believe T will go home with you,” said Per-
ley, “it is so near by ; and— I suppose you are
poor ?” -

. Lor, yes. She might bet.’
“And I can make it right about the recovery'
'of the glove when I get there?” |

“ N-n-oo you don't!” promptly, from the cove

as knew a thing or two.. “You’ll sling over
to the old folks, I'll bet. You don’t come
that!” .
~ “But,” suggested Perley, “I can, perhaps,
~give your father and mother a much larger
-sum of money than I should think it best to
give you. If they are poor, I should think y—od
would be glad that they should have it. And
I can’t walk in, you know, and give. your father
and mother money for nothlng
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“You give me ten cents,” said this young old
man, stoutly, ¢ or what do you s’pose I’ll do with |
this rere glove ? Guess now!”

* Perley failed to guess now.

«1’1l cut 'n’ run with it. I’ll cut’n’ run like

mad. Yox bet. 1’1l snip it up with a pair of

- shears I know about. I'll jab holes in it with
a jackknife I've got. No, I won’t. I’ll swop

it off .with my sister, for a yaller yaggate I've got
my eye on in the 'pothecarry’s winder. - My sis-
ter's a mill-gal. She’ll wear it on one hand to
meetin’, an’ stick the t'other in her muff. That’s
what 1'll do. How'’ll you like that ? Hi-igh!

You bef!” : R -

«At least, I can go home with you,” said
Perley, abse-ntly effecting an exchange between
her glove and a fresh piece of ten-cent scrip,
which the ‘boy held up in the light from a shop-
window, and tested wit'hl the air of a middle-aged .
counterfeiter ; “you ought to have been at home
an ‘hour ago.”

“ Lor now,’ sa.1d this promlsmg youth, “ I was
]ust thinkin’ so ought you.” :

-« What is your name?” asked Perley, as they
turned their two faces (one would have been
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o _struck, seeing them together, with thinking how

~ much younger the woman looked than the child),
toward East Street, the First Tenement, and
No. 6.
“My name 's Bub. Bub Mell They used to
call me Bubby, for short, till I got so large they
“give it up.”
“How old are you?”
“ Eight. last Febiverry.”
“What do you do?”
“Work to the Old Stone.”
“But I thought no children under ten years
of age were allowed to work in the mills”
. “You must be green!” said Bub.
“But you go to school ?”

“I went to school till I got so Iarge they

give it up.” ,
“But you go a part of the time, of course ?”
“No, T don’t neither. Don’t you s'’pose 1

‘knows ?”

o« What is that you have in your mouth?”

 asked Per]ey, suddenly.

Bub relieved himself of a quld of fabulous 51ze,

making quite superfluous the concise reply “ Ter- :
~ baccer.” '
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«] never saw such a little boy as you chew
tobacco before,” sald Perley, gasping.

“You must be green ! 1 took my fust swag a
y.ear‘aﬁcli a half ago. We all does. I’m just

/ out, it ha’ppens,” said Bub, with a candid smile.

“That’s what I wanted your ten cents for.
I smokes too, added Bub, with an air of
having tried not to ‘mention it, for modasty’s
sake, but of being tempted overmuch. “You
bet I do! Sometimes it’s pipes, and sometimes
it’s ends. As a gener'l thing, give me a pipe.”
“What else do you do?” demanded Perley,‘

faintly. |
“What else?” Bub reflected, with his old,

. old head on one side. "He bet on marbles.
"He knew a t:p—t?p gin-sling, when he see it, well -

as most folks. | He could pltch pennies, He -
could ketch a raF ag’in any cove on East Street.
Lor! could n't he?

“But what else ? ” persisted Perley.

Bub was puzzled. - He thought there warn’t
nothin’ else. After that he had hlS supper.
~ “And after that?”

Lor. After that he went to bed.

% And after that P
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After that he got up and went in.
“Went in twhere ?”

She must be green. Into the Old Stone. _

- _Spoolin’, you know.
Did he go to church?

She might bet he did nt' Why, when

“should he ketch the rats?.
Nor Sunday schoel?

~ He went to the Mission once. Had a card

with a green boy onto it. Got so old he give
it up. '

 What did he expect, asked Perley,\ i a

sudden, severe burst of religious enthusmsm,'

would become of him when he died?
Eh? _ o

 When he died, what would become of him ?
Lor. ' ' '
Could he read? - .

" Fust Primer. Never tried nothin’ else.
Could he write?

No.

Was he going to school agam?

. Could n't say. ‘

Why did n’t his parents send him?_
Could n’t say that. Thought they was too old ;

i

" no,
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thought he was too old ; well, he did n’t know;
thought somebody was too old, and give it up.

Was this where he lived ?
| She must be green! Of course he did.

"Comin’ in ? | : ,
Perley was commg in. With hesitation she

came in. .
She came into what struck her as a very

unpleasant place ; a narrow, crumbling place;
a place with a peculiar odor ; a very dark place.
Bub cheerfully suggested that she 'd better look
out. o :

 For what ?

~ Holes.

Where ?

Holes in the stairs. He used to step into’em
and sprain his ankles, you bet, till he got so old
he give it.up She’d better look out for the
plaster too. She’d bump hef head. She never
saw nothin’ break like that plaster did; great
cakes of it. Here, this way, - Keerful now!

By this way and that way, by being careful
now and patient then and quite persistent at

!

~ all times, Perley contrived to follow Bub in safety
; up two flights of vﬂlanous stairs and into the

5%
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sudden shine of a low, little foom, into Wthh he

shot rather than introduced her, with the unem-
barrassing remark that he did n't know what
_she’d come for, but there she was.

There were six children, a cooking-stove, a_

bed, a table, and a man with qtooped shoulders
in the room. There was an odor in the room
like. that upon the stairs. The man, the children,
the cooking-stove, the bed, the table, and the odor
quite filled the room.
~ The room opened into another room, in which
there seemed to beé a bureay, a b‘ed, and a sick
woman,

Miss. Kelso met w1th but a cool recept:on in
these rooms. The man,lthe children, the cook-

ing-stove, the bed, the odor, and the woman thrust’

her at once, she could not have said how, into
the position of an intruder. The sick woman,
upon hearing her errand, ﬂung herself over to
the wall with an impatient motion. The man sul-
lenly invited her to sit down ; gave her to under-
stand — again she could hardly have told how —
that he wanted no money of her; no doubt the
boy had had more than he deserved ; but that, if
 she felt mcllned she mlght sit-down.
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'« To tell the truth,” said Perley, in much con-
fusion, “ I did not come so much on account of

" the glove as on account of the boy.”

What had the boy been up to now? The
sullen man darted so fierce a -look at the boy,

-who, sat with his old, old smile, lighting an old

pipe behind the cocking-stove, that Perley has- )
tened to explain that she did not blame the boy.
Who could blame the boy ?

‘ But he was out so late about the streets, Mr.
Mell, 'He uses tobacco as most: children use
candy. And a child of that age ought not to be

in the mills, sir,” said Pérley, warming, “he ought

to be at school |-

O, that was all, was it? Mr, Mell pushed back
his stooped shoulders into his. chair with an air
of relief, and Bub lighted his pipe in peace. But
he had a frowning face, this Mr. Mell, and he
turned its frown upon his visitor. He would like -
to know what business it was of hers what he did
with his boy, and made no-scruple of saying s0.

“It ought to be some of my business,” said the

- young lady, growing*bolder, “when a child of

eight years works all the year round in these

‘mills. T have no doubt that I seem very rude,
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sir , ‘but I have in fact come out, and come out
alone as you see me, to sec with my own eyeé
and to hear with, my own ears how people live
who work in these mills.”

Had she? Mr. Mell smiled grimly, Nota pleas-
ant job for a lady he shopld think ; and uncommon.

“It’s a job I mean to finish,” said Miss Kelso,
ﬁrmly “ The stairs in this house are in a shock-
ing condition. What is — excuse me — the very.
peculiar odor which I notice on these premises ?

It must be poisonous to the sick- woman,—your :

wife ? ” _

It was his wife. Ves; consu'mptioh ; took it
weaving'; had been abed this four month; could
n’t say how long she’d hold out. Doctor said,
five month ago, as nothin’ would save her but a
change.” So he sits and talks about Florida and
the South sun, and the folks as had been saved
down there. Tt was a sort of a fretful thing to -
hear him. Florida ! Good God! How was the
* likes of him to get a dyin’ wife to Florida ?

She did n't like strangers overmuch ; better not
go nigh her; she was kind of fretful ; the chil-
dern was kind of fretful too; sometlmes they cried
like as his head would split; he kept the gell

#
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home to look- after ’em ; not the first gell he
could n't keep her to home at all; she. made
seven : he did n't know’s he blamed‘ her ;"1t was
a kindl of a fretful placef let alon’ the' stairs 3.1'16T
the smell. It come from the flood, the smell did.

« The flood ?” :

Ves, the cellar flooded up every spring frgm the
river ; it might be drained, he should think ; but
it never was as he heard of, There was the
offal from the mills floated in; it left.a sm.ell
pretty much the year round ; and a kind of chill.
Then they had n’t any drain, you see. There was
that hole in the wall where they threw out dish-
water and such.  So it fell into the yard under
the oid woman’s window, and made her kind of
fretful. Tt made her fretful to see the children
ragged too.. She greeted over it odd times. She
had a clean way about her, when she was up and

~ about, the old woman had.

«Who owns this house ?” asked Miss Kelso,

~ with burning eyes.

The man seemed unaccountably reluctant to
reply ; he fixed the fire, scolded Bub, scolded a
few other children, and shook the baby, but was
ev1dently unwilling to reply
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Upon Perleys repeating her question, the sick
woman, ~with another 1mpatlent ﬂmg against the
wall, cried out sharply, ‘What was the odds? Do
tell the girl. It could n’t harm her, could it?
Heér husband, very ill at ease, believed that young
Mr. Hayle owned the house ; though they dealt
with his lessee ; Mr. Hayle ha.d never been down
“himself.

For a sullen man, with a stoop ih the shoul—l

ders, a frown in the face, seven children, a sick
wife, and no-drain-spout, Mr. Mell did very well
about this, He grew even' communicative, when
the blaze in Miss Kelso’s eyes went out, paled
by the sudden fire in hér cheek. )

He supposed he was the more riled ‘up by this
‘and that, he said, for being English ; Scotch by
breed, you know; they’'d named the first gell
after her grandma,— Nynee ; quite Scotch, ye
sce ; she was a Hielander, grandma, —but married
to England, and used to their ways. Now there
was ways and ways, and ore way was a téﬁ-hour
bill. = There was no mistaking that, one way was
a ten—hour bill, and it-was a way they did well by
"in England, and it was a way they 'd have to walk

1_n this side the water yet— w-a-l% in yet!)
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He’d been turned out o mills in this country
twice for goin’ into a ten-hour strike; once to
Lawrence and once up to New Hampshire. He’d

-given it up. It didn’t pay. Since the old wo-

man was laid up, he must get steady work or

starve.
He 'd been a factory operative * thirty-three
years ; twenty-three years to home, and ten years

" to the United States, only one year as he was
into the army ; he was forty-three years old.

Why did n’t he send that boy to school? Why
did n’t he drive a span of grays! He could 't
send the boy to school, nor none of the other boys. -
to. school, except as mayhap they took their turn
occasional. He made it a point to send them
till they was eight if he could; he didn't Lke
to put a young un to spoolin’ before he was eight,
if he could help it. The law? O yes, there was
a\'law, and there was ways of getting round a law,
bless you! Ways enough. There was parties
‘as had it in their hands. to make it none so easy,
and again to make it none so hard.

“What parties ?”

* Mr. Mell’s testimony ” may be found in the reports of the
Massachusetts Bureau of Labor.




112 . The Stlent Partner.

Parties as had an interest in spoolin in com-
mon with the parent. '

“ The child’s employers?”

Mr. Mell suddenly upon his guard. Mr. Mell
trusted to the good feelin’ of a young lady as
would have a heart for the necessities of poverty,
and changed the subject., '

“ But you cannot mean,” persisted Perley, “ that
a healthy man like you, with his grown children
earning, finds it impossible to support his family

without the help of a poor baby like Bub over

there *” -

Mr. Mell quite meant it Did n’t know what

. other folks could do; he could n’t; not since the
‘rise in prices, and the old woman givin’ out.
Why, look at here. There was the gell, twen_ty
year old ; she worked to weaving ; there was the
boy as was seventeen, him reading the picture
paper over to the table there, he draws and
twists ; there was another gell of ﬁfteen' you
might say, hander at the harnesses into the
dressing-room; then there was Bub, and the
babies. | . :

Counting in the old woman and the losses,

he must have Bub. The old woman ate a power- . -

. employ.” — Statistics of Labor.
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ful sight of meat. He went without himself when-
soever he could ; but his work was hard ; it made
him kind of deathly to the stomach 1f he went
without his meat.

‘What losses did he speak of? Losses enough.
High water. . Low water. Strikes. Machinery
under repair. Besides the deathly feelin’ to the
stomach. He’d been out for sickness off and on,
first and last, a deal ; though he looked a healthy

'man, as she said, and you would n’t think it

Fact was, he’d never worked but ome whole

.month in six year; nor he’d never taken a

week’s vacation at a time, of his own will an’
pleasure, for six year. Sometimes he lost two
days and a half a week, right along, for lack of u
work.* Sometimes he give out just for the heat..
He’d often seen it from 110° to 116° Fahrenbeit
in the dressing-room. He wished he was back
to England. He would n’t deny but there was
advantages here, but he wished he was back,

(This man had worked in England from 6 A. .
to 8 o'clock p. ., with no time allowed for dinner ;

* « We may here add that our inquiries will authorize us to .
say that thrée out of every five laboring men were out of

H
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he paid threepence a week to an old woman who

brought hot water into the mills at noon, with

which she filled the tin pot in which he had
brought tea and sugar from home. He had, be-
*sides, a piece of bread. He ate with one hand
and worked with the other) ' _

He warn’t complainin’ of nobody in particular,
#0 nobody in particular, but he thought he had a

kind of a fretful life. He had n’t been able to lay-

by a penny, not by this way nor that, considerin’

his family of nine and the old woman, and the
feelin’ to the stomach. Now, that made him fret-
ful sometimes. . He was a temperate man, he 'd
like to have it borne in mind. He was a member
of a ten-hour society, of the Odd Fellows, Good
Templars, and Orthodox Church.

Anything for him? No; he d1d n't know of
~ anything she could do for him.  He’d never
taken. charity from nobody’s hands yet. He
might, mayhap, come to it some day. He sup-

posed it was fretful of him, but he ’d rather lay in

his grave. The old woman she would n’t never
know nothmg of that ; it was a kind of a comfort,
that was. He was obliged to her for wishing

him kindly. Sorry the old woman was so fret-
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ful to-night ; she was oncommon noisy ; and the

childern. - He’d ask her to call again, if the old

woman was n't so fretful about strangers. Hold

the door open for the lady, Bub. Put down your
pipe, sir! Haven't ye no more manners than to
smoke in a lady's face? ‘There. Now, hold the
door open wide. :

Wide, very wide, the door flung that Bub.
opened to Perley Kelso. As wide it seemed to
her as the gray, wild, March night itself. At the
bottom of the stairs, she stood still to take its

 touch upon' her burning face.

‘Bub crept down after her, and knocked the

~ashes out of his pipe against the door

« Ain’t used to the dark, be ye?”
No ; not much used to the dark.

« Afraid ?”

Not at all afraid. |
Lor. He was goin’ to offer to see her home,—

for ten cents. He used to be afraid. Got so old
he give it up.

Half-way home, Miss Kelso was touched upon |
the arm again ; this time gently, and with some '
timidity. Sip Garth, with a. ‘basket on her arm,
spoke as she turned she had been out market- -
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ing, she said ; getting a little beef for to-morrow’s
- dinner ; had recognized and watched her half up .

the street ; it was very late ; Miss Kelso was not
so used to being out late as mlll-gzrls were ; and
if she cared for company —

“1I do not know that there i any reason why I
should not be out as late as mill-girls are,” mused
Miss Kelso, struck by the novelty of the idea. But
; she was glad of the company, certainly ; fell into
step with the mill-girl upon the now crowded walk.

“This is very new to me,” she said in a low
voice, as they turned a corner where a gust of
oaths met her like an east—wmd and took away
her breath. ‘ _ !

“You’ll see strange sights,” said Sip, with her
dogged smile. -

She saw strange sigh_té, indeed ; strange sights -

for delicate, guarded, fine young eyes; but so

pitifully familiar to the little mill-girl with the

- dogged smile! As familiar, for instance, as
Maverick and Axminster carpets to Mms Kelso,
Miss Kelso wondered.

The lights of the little town were all ablaze ;

- shops and lounging-places full Five Falls was
as restless as the restless night,

Bub Mell T

o« Always is,” said Sip, “ in a wipd. Take a
good storm, or even take the moon, and it 's
different. 'When mill-folks have a man to hate,
or a wife to beat, or a child to drown, or a sin to

~ think of, or any ugly thing to do, you may notice,

ten to one, they’ll take a windy night; a dark
night like this, when you can't see what the

“gale is up to, when you ’'re blown along,

when you run against things, when you can'’t
help yourself, when nothing seems to be any-
body’s fault, when there ’s noises in the woﬂd
like the engines of ten ‘thousand factories let
loose, .Vou can’t keep still. You run about.
You 're in and out. * You 've got so used to a

noise. You feel as if you were part and parcel

of it. I do. Next morning, if you 've lost your .
soul, — why, the wind ’s down, and you don’t
understand it.”

Sip’s dark face lighted ﬁtfully, as if the gusty .
weather blew its meaning to and fro; she gestic-
ulated with her hands like a little French woman,
It struck Perley that the girl was not far wrong
in fancying that she could “do it over” at the

Blue Plum. _ ,
' But Perley saw strange sights. Five Falls in
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‘.l:he‘ gusty"wgathef‘wals full of them. Full of

knots of girls in bright ribbons singing unpleas-

antly ; of knots of men aticorners drinking -

heavily ; of tangles where the two knots met
with discordant laughter ; of happy lovers that
~ one sighed over; of haggard sinners that one
- despaired of praying over ; of old young children
with their pipes, like Bub; of fragments of mur-
derous Irish threats; of shattered bits of sweet

. Scotch songs ; of half-broken English brogue ;

-of German gutturals thick with Jager ; only now
and then the shrewd, dry Yankee twang.

It was to be noticed of these people that the

girls swore, that the babies smoked, that the men,
more especially the elder men, had frowns like
Mr. Mell. | |

© “One would think,” said Miss Kelso, as she
'_watched the growing crowd, “that they had no
homes.” ,

- “They have houses,” said Sip.

They passed a dark step where something lay

“curled up like a skulking dog.

“What’s that ?” said Miss Kelso, stopping and
stooping. It was a little gitl, —a very little girl.
‘She had a heavy bundle or a pail upon her arm;
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had been sent upon an errand, it seemed, and
had dropped upon the step asleep; had been

"trodden on once or twice, for her clothes bore

the mark of muddy feet. ‘
«That ’s Dib Docket,” said Sip. “ Go home,

Dib!”  Sip shook her, not ungently. |
The little thing moved away uncertainly like a

sleep-walker, jostled to and fro by people in the

. street. She seemed either too weak or too weary

to sit or stand. o

“That’s Dib Docket,” repeated Sip. “That
child walks, at her work in the mills, between
twenty and thirty miles a day. I counted it up
once. She lives three quarters of a mile from
the factory besides. She’s not so bright as she
might be. It'’s a wicked little devil; knows
more wickedness than you 've ever tought of,
Miss Kelso. No, you’d better not go after her;
you would n’'t understand.”.

Women with peculiar bleached yellow faces

passed by. - They had bright eyes. They looked

like beautiful moving corpses ; as if they might
be the skeletons among the statues that were dug
against the face of day. Miss Kelso had noticed
them 'since she first came out.
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“ What are they ?” .

“ Cotton-weavers. You can tell a weaver by
the. skin.” ‘ |

Threading her-way-through a blockade of loud-
- speaking young people by the railroad station
. (there was always plenty going on at the station,
Sip said), Miss Kelso caught a bit of talk about
_“the Lord's day.” Surprised at this evidence
of religious feeling where she was not prepared
to expect it, she expressed her surprise to Sip.

“Q,” said Sip, “we mean pay-day; that’s
all the Lord’'s day we know much about.”
' There was an old man in this crowd with very
~white hair. He had a group of young fellows
about him, and gesticulated at them while he
talked. The wind was blowing his hair about.
He had a quavering voice, with a kind of mum-
ble to it, like the voice of a man with a chronic
toothache. R

“ Hear him !” said .Sip.

Perley could hear nothing but a jargon of

“ Eight hour,” “Ten hour,” “Labor reform,”
“ Union,” “ Slaves and masters,” “ Next session,”

and “Put it througﬁ.” Some of the young fel--

lows seemed to listen, r'nAore laughed.
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« Poor old Bijah !” said Sip, walking on; al-
ways in a row, — Bijah Mudge ; can’t outgrow it.
He’s been turned out of half the mills in New
England, folks say.  He’ll be in hot water in
Five Falls before long, if he don’t look out. But
he ’s a lonesome old fellow, — Bijah.” '

Just beyond the station Sip suddenly stopped.
They were in the face of a gay little shop, with
candy and dry goods in the windows,

“ And rum enough in the back room there to
damn an angel !” said Sip, lpassi—onately, “and he
will have her in there in five minutes! Hold on,
will you?” She broke away from Miss Kelso,
who “ held on” in bewilderment,

A pretty girl- was strolling up and down the
platform of this place, with her hand upon the
arm of a young fellow with a black mustache.

“The girl had a tint like that of pale gold about

her hair and face, and large, vain, unhappy eyes.
She wore blue ribbons, and looked like a Scotch
picture. .
~_Sip stopped-at the foot of the platform, and
called her.  The girl came crossly, and yet with .
a certain air of relief too.

“ What do you want, Sip Garth ?”

. . 6 . ) -
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o« I want you to go home, Nynee Mell.”
“Home!” said Nynee, with weak bitterness.
“Yes, home ; it’s better than this.”

“It frets me so, to go home !” said N ynee, im-
patiently. “T hate to go home.”

« Tt is better than this,” repeated Sip, earnest-
ly. “Come. I don’t set up to be a preacher,
Nynee, but I 4o set up that Jim ’s no company
fit for a decent gir et |

“I’'m a decent girl,” said poor Nynee, trying
to toss her silly head, but looking about her with
~ an expression of alarm. “ Who said I was n't?”
Sip’s reply Miss Kelso lost. The two girls
- talked together for a few moments in low tones.
Presently Nynee walked slowly away.

“ Jim’Il be cross to-morrow, if I give him the
slip,” 'she said, pettj,shly, b_ut stlll she walked
away. |

“ There ! exclalmed Sip, stoppmg where she
stood, “ that will do. Dirk ! Dirk, I sayl”

Dirk I say stopped too. He had been walking
rapidly down the street when Sip spoke. He was
ayoung man of perhaps twenty-five, with a strong
hand and a kindly eye. He looked very kindly
at Sip. ' ‘
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“I want you to go home with Nynee Mell,”
said Sip. - ’ :

“I’d a sight rather go home with some o‘thers
than Nynee Mell,” said the kindly young man,

“I know what I’'m about,” said Sip. “I know

who 'll k.eep Nynee Mell out of mischief. Go

quick can't you ? ” ,
‘The kindly yOung man kindly went ; not so

~quickly as he might, but he went.

| “Who was that young man?” asked MISS
Kelso, as they climbed the hill.

“Jim? A miserable Irishman, Jim is; hasn’t
been in Five Falls a month, but long enough to
show his colors, and a devilish black mustache,

as you see. You see, thé'y put him to work next

to Nynee ; he must go somewhere ; they put him
wheré the work was; they didn’t bother their
heads about the girl ; they're never bothered with
such things. And there ain’t much room in the
alley. So she spends the day with him, pushing
in and out. So she gets used to him and all that.
She’s a good girl, Nynee Mell ; wildish, and
spends her money on her ribbons, but a good girl,

'She It go to the devil, sure as death, at this rate.

Who would n’t ? Leastways, being Nynee Mell.”
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“ But I meant the other young man,” observed
Miss Kelso. _
- “Him? O, that’s Dirk Burdock watchman
up at the Old Stone.”

“ A friend of yours?”

“I never thought of it,” said Sip, gravely.
“ Perhaps that’s what you’d call him. I like
Dirk first-rate.” | : |

Sip pointed out one other young man to Miss

Kelso. before they were quite at home. They

were passing a dingy hall where the mission, Sip
said, held a weekly prayer meeting. The young
man came out with the worshippers.. It was Mr,
Garrick (said Sip), the new partner. He’d been
in the way of going since he was in the dressing-
room himself; folks thought he’d give it up now;
she guessed it was the first time you 'd ever
caught the firm into the mission meeting ; mean-
ing no offence, however. ‘
He was a grave man, this Mr: Garrick ; a man
with premature wrinkles on the forehead ; with a
hard-worked, hard-working mouth ; with a hard

hand, with a hard step; a man, you would say,

in a hard place, acquired by a hard process; a

man, perhaps, who would find it hard to hope, and
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harder to despair. Buta man with a very bright,

‘sweet, sudden smile. A man of whom Perley

Kelso had seen or heard half her life ; who had

~ been-in and out of the house on business ; who

had run on her errands, or her father’s, — it made

little difference —in either case she had never

troubled herself about the messenger ; but a man

- whose face she could no more have defined than

she could, for instance, that of her coachman.
Her eyes followed him, therefore, with some
curiosity, as he lifted his hat in grave surprise at
passing her, and went his way.

Perley counted the people that came out from
the mission meeting. There were six in all.

“ There must be sixty folks within sight,” ob-
served Sip, running her quick eye up and down

- the gaudy little street, “as many as sixty loafin’,

I mean”

Miss Kelso made no answer, and they reached
and entered her own still, clean, elegantly trimmed-
lawn in silence.

“Now I ’ve seen you safe home,” said the mill- -
girl, I shall feel better. The fact was, I did n't
know but the boys would bother you ; they're a

rough seét; and you 2in’t used.to em.”
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- “I never thought of such a thing ! ” exclaimed
~ the young lady. “ They all know me, you know.”

“Yes; they all know you.”

~«T supposed they would feel a kind of interest,
or respect — ” '

“What reason have you ever given them,”
said Sip in a low tone, “to feel aﬁy. special in-
terest or respect for you?”

" “You are right,” said Miss Kelso, after a mo-
‘ment’s thought. ¢ They have no reason. I have
given them none. I wish you would come in a
- minute.”
“ Have I been saucy ?”

“No; you have been honest. Come in a

minute ; come, I want you.”
The lofty, luxurious house was lighted and

still. Sip held her breath when the heavy front

door shut her into it. Her feet fell on a carpet
like thick, wild moss, as she crossed the warm
. wide hall. Miss Kelso took her, scarcely aware,
it seemed, that she did so, into the parlors, and
shut their oaken doors upon their rovel guest.
_She motioned the girl to a chair, and flung her-
self upon another.

- Now, for a young lady who had ﬁad a sea-
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son ticket to the Opera every winter of her
life, it will be readily conjectured that she had
passed an exciting evening. In her way, even
the mill-girl felt this. But in her way, the mill- .
girl was embarrassed and alarmed by the condi-
tion in which she found Miss Kelso.

The young lady sat, white to the lips, and
trembled violently ; her hands covered and re-
covered each other, with a feeble motion, as they
lay upon her lap ; the eyes had burned to a
still white heat ; her breath came as if sh% were
in pain. .

Suddenly she rose with a little crouch like a
beautiful leopardess and struck the gray and
gréen chess-table with her soft hand ; the blow
snapped one of her rings.

“ You do not understand,” she cried, “ you peo-

" ple who work and suffer, how it is with us! We

are born in a dream, T tell you! Look at these

rooms! Who would think —in such a room as

this——excépt he dreamed it, that the mothers
oftvery little children died for want of a few
hundreds and a change of climate? Why, the
curtains in this room cost six!. See how it is!
You touch us -—— in such a room — but we dream ;
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we shake you off. It you cry out to us, we onIy
dream that you cry. We are not cruel, we are
only asleep. Sip Garth, when we have clear eyes
and a kind heart, and perhaps a clear head, and
are waked up, for instance, without much warn-
ing,'it is #ature to spring upon our wealth, to hate
our wealth, to feel that we have no right to our
wealth ; no morfe moral right to it than the
opium-eater has to his drug!

“ Why, Sip,” rising to pick up the chess—table,
- “I never knew until to-night what it was like to
be poor. - It was n’t 'that I didn’t care, as you
- said. I didn’t rzow. 1 thought it was a respect-
~ able thing, a comfortable thing; a thing that

couldn’t be helped; a clean thing, or a dirty -
thing, a lazy thing, or a drunken thing; a thing

that must be, just as mud must be in Apnl
thing to put on overshoes for.”

And now what did she think ? . |
- “Who knows what to think,” said Peﬂey'
Kelso, “ that is just waked up?”

“ Miss Kelso?” said Sip.
% Yes,” said Miss Keiso.

“I never knew in all my life how gra'm'd’ a'
room could be till I come into this grand room"
to-night. Now, you see, if it was mine —" '
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‘f What would you do, if this grand room were
yours ? ", asked Miss Kelso, curiously.
“@ Just supposing it, you know,—am I very

~ saucy?”

“ Not very, Sip.”

« Why,” said Sip, “ the fact is, 1°d bring Nynée
Mell in to spend an evening!” |

An engraving that lay against a rich easel in a -
corner of the room attracted the girl's attention

- presently. She went down on her knees to ex-

amine it. It chanced to be Lemude’s dreaming

Beethoven. Sip was very still about it.

 «What s that fellow doing?” she ask,cd after a
h11e — “him with the stick in his hand.”

She pomted to the leader of the “shadowy or-
chestra, touching the btmm_ ‘through the glass,
with her brown finger. ,

“1 have always supposed said Perley, “that
he was only floating. with the. rest; you see the

. orchestra behmd him.”

“Floating after those women Wlth their arms

up? No, heisn’t!”
“« What is he doing ?”
«Tt’s riding over him, — the orchestra. He

_can’t master it. Don't you see? It sweeps him

b* o 1
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along. He can’t help himself. They come and
come. How fast they come! How he fights
and falls! - O, I know how they come. That ’s
the way things come to me ; things I could do,
‘things I could say, things I could gdet rid of if 1
hgd the chance ; they come in the mills mostly ;
they tumble over me just so; I never have the

chance. How he fights! I did n’t know there
was any such picture as that in the world. I’d

like to look at that pxcture day and nlght See !
O, I know how they come.” |

“ Miss Kelso—” after another. s11ence and
still upon her knees before the driving Dream
and the restless dreamer. ',“ You see, that's it,
That ’s like your pretty things. I’d keep your
 pretty thirégs if I was you. It ain’t that there
should n’t be music anywhere. It ’s only that
the music should n't ride over the master. Seems
to me it is like that”
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"CHAPTER VL

MOULDINGS AND BRICKS.

AVERICK!”
« At your service.”

“ But Maverick —”

“« What then ?”

“Last year, at Saratoga, T paid ﬁfteen dollars
apiece for having my dresses done up 1"

« Thus supporting some pious and respectable
widow for the winter, I have no doubt.”
- “Maverick ! how much did 7 think -about the
widow ! ” a '

“I \'Shoul_d say, from a cursory examination of
the subject, that your thoughts would be of less

‘consequence — excuse me — to a pious and re-

spectable widow, than—how many times fifteen ?
Without doubt, a serious lack of taste on the part o

of a widow ; But I fear, a fatal fact.”

- % But, Maverick | I know a man on East Street
whom I never could make up my mind to look in
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the face again if he should see the bill for san-
tahna. in those carrlage cushions ! ”

The bill was on file, undoubtedly, suggested
Maverlck Allow her ‘friend an opportunity to
see it, by all means.

“ Maverick ! do you see that shawl on the arm

of the #te-d-téte 2 It cost me three thousand

| dollars.”

Why not? Since she did the thing the Honor :

to become it, she must in candor admit, amaz-
ingly. |

“And there’s lace up stairs . in my bureau
drawer for which I paid fifty dollars a yard. And,
Maverick ! I believe the contents of any single
~ jewel-case in that same drawer would - found a

free bed in-a hospital. And my bill for Farina -

cologne and kid gloves last year would supply a

sick woman with beefsteak for this. And Mav-
erick !'”

“And what ?” veryelangu‘idly from Maverick.

“ Nothing, only—-'why, Maverick ! I am a
member of a Chr1st1an church. It has just oc-
curred to me.” ’

“Maverick | again, after a pause, in whlch
Maverick. had languished quite out of the conver-
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sation, and had entertained. himself by draping
Perley in the shawl from the #éfe-d-téte, as if she
had been a lay-figure for some crude and gOrgeous
design which he failed to grasp. Now he made a.
Sibyl of her, now a Deborah, now a Maid of Or-
leans, a prlestess, a prlncess, a Juno; after some
reflection, a Grace Darlmg ; after more, a proph-
etess at prayer.

« Maverick | -we must have a library in our
miils,”

« Must we ?” mused Maverick, extinguishing
his prophetess in a gorgeous turban.

« There ; how will that do? What a Nour-

‘mahal you are ! 7 :
« And relief societies, and half-t1me schools,

-and lectures, and readmg—rooms, and, I hope, a

.dozen better things. Those will only do to start

with,”
“ A modest request — for Cophetua., for in-

stance,” said Maverick, dropping the shawl in a
blazing heap at her feet.

« Maverick ! I’ve been a lay- ﬁgure in life long
enough, if you please. Maverick, Maverick! I
‘cannot play any longer I think you will be sorry
‘if 'you play with me any longer.”
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Cophetua said this with knitted brows. Mav-

erick tossed the shawl away, and sat down beside
her. The young man’s face also had a wrinkle
between the placid eyes.

“Those will only do to start with,” repeated
Perley, “but start with those we must. And,
Maveriék ” With rising color, “some tenement-
houses, if you please, that are fit for human beings
to 1nhab1t more particularly human beings who

- pay their rentals to Christian people.”
 «Tt seems to me, Perley,” said her lover, pleas-
antly, “a great blunder in the political economy of
Hayle and Kelso that you and I should quarrel
over the business. Why skowld we quarrel over the
business ? It is the last subject in the world fhat
collectively, and as comfortable and amiable en-
gaged people, can concernus.  If you must amuse
yourself with these people, and must run athwart
the business, go to father. Have you been to
father ?” ‘
“I had a long’ talk with your father, said Per-
‘ley, “yesterday.” -

“What did he say to you )n

“He said something about Polltlcal Economy ;
he said something else about Supply and Demand.
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He said sorhefhing, too, about the State of the
- Market.” '

« He said, in ‘short, that we cannot afford any
more experlments in philanthropy on this town of
Five Falls?”

« He said, in short, just that.”

“He sé;id undoubtedly, the truth. It would
be out of the question. Why, we ran the works
at a dead loss half of last year ; kept the hands
employed, and paid their wages regularly, wheg
the stock was a rug in the market and lay like
lead on our hards. St'nall- thanks we get for that
from the hands, or — you.”

“ Your machl)nery, I suppose, would not have
‘been improved by lylng unused ? ” observed Per-
ley, quietly. ‘

« Tt would have been injured, I presume.”

“ And it /4as been found worth while, from a
business pointw of view, to .retaih employés - even
at a loss, rather than to scatter them ?”

« it has been, perhaps,” admitted Maverick, un-
easily. One would think, however, Perley, that

- you. thought me destitute of common human-
. ity, just because you cannot understand the

ins and outs of the thousand and one questions
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‘which perplex a business man. I own that I do
" not find these people as much of a diversion as
you do, but I protest that I do not abuse them.
They go about their business, and I go about
mine. Master and man meet on business grounds,
and business grounds alone. Bub Mell and a
young lady with nothing else to do may meet,
without doubt, upon religious grounds; upbzi the
. highest religious grounds.” o

" «These improvements. which I suggest,” pur-
sued Perley, waving Maverick’s last words away
with her left hand (it was without ornament an.]

. had a little bruise upon one finger), “ have been

successful experiments, all of them, in other mills ;
most of them in the great Pacific. Look at the
great Pacific!” | |
. “The great Pacific can afford them,” said
‘Maverick, shortly. “ That’s the way with our
little country mills always. If we donF bankrupt
ourselves by reﬂectmg every rlsk that the great
~ concerns choose to run, some soft-hearted and
soft-headed philanthropist pokes his finger into
‘our private affairs, and behold, there’s a hue and
cry over us directly.” '

“ For a.little country mill,” observed Perley, |
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making certain figures in the air \with her
bruised white finger, “I think, if T may judge
from my own income, that a library and a read--
ing-room would not bankrupt us, at least this

“year. However, if Hayle and Kelso cannot

afford some few of these little alteratlons, I think
their silent partner can.”

“ Very well,” laughed Maverick; “ we'll make
the money and you may spend it.”

“ Maverick Hayle,” said Perley,-after a silence,

“do you know that every law of this State which

regulates the admission of children into factories

. is broken in your mills ? -

“Ah?” said Maverick. |

“I ask,” insisted Perley, “if you know it ?”

“Why, no,” said Maverick, with a smile; «I
cannot say that I know it exactly. I know that
nobody not behind the scenes can conceive of the
dodges these people invent to scrape and screw
a few dollars, more or less, out of their children.
As a rule, I believe the more they earn them-

- selves the more they scrape and screw. I know

how they can lie about a child’s age. Turn a
child out of one mill for his three months’ school-

ing, and he's in another before night, half thé
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time.  Get him fairly to school, and I’ve known
three months’ certificates begged or bribed out
of a school-mistress at the end of three weeks.
Now, what can I do? You can't éxpect a mill-
master to have the time, or devote it to running
round the streets compelling a few Irish babies
to avail themselves of the educational privileges
of this great and glorious country ! ”

“That is a thing,” observed Perley, “that I~

can look after in some measure, having, as you
noticed, nothlng else to do.”

“That is a thing,” said Maverick, sharply,
“which I desire, Perley, that you will let alone.
I must leave it to the overseers, or we shall

be plunged into confusion worse confounded. -

That is a thing which I must insist upon it
that you do not meddle with.” '
Perley flushed vividly. The little scar upon

her finger flushed too.  She raised it to her lips

as if it pained her.
“There is reason,” urged Maverick, — “ there

is reason in all things, even in a young lady’s -

fancies. Just look at it! You run all over ‘Five
Falls alone on a dark night, very improperly,

to. hear. mill-people complain of their drains,
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and%unrébuked by you-—of their master. You
come home and break your engagement ring and
cut your finger. Fbrthwith you must needs turn
my mill-hands into lap- dogs, and feed them
on —what was it? roast beef? —out of your
Jewelry-box ' ”

«1 do not think,” said Perley, faintly smiling,
“ that you understand, Maverick.”

“I do not think I understand,” said Maverick.

«“ You do not understand,” repeated Perley,
firmly but famtly still.  « Maverick ! Maverick !’
if you cannot understand, I am afraid we shall
both be very sorry!” | o

Perley got up and crossed tl}e room fwo or .
three times. There was a beautiful restlessness

" about her which Maverick, leaning back upon

the #¢te-d-téte, with’ his mustache between his
ﬁngéi‘s, noted and admired. |

«T cannot tell you,” pursued Perley in a low
voice, “ how the world has altered to me, nor how
I have altered to myself, within the past few

" weeks. I have no words to say how these people

seem to me to have been thrust upon my hands,
—as empty, idle, foolish hands, God knows, as
ever he filled with an unsought gift!”
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“Now I thought mentioned Maverick, grace-
fully, “ that both the people and the hands did
well enough as they were.” _

Perley spread out the shining hands, as if in
‘appeal or pain, and cried out; as before, “ Maver-
ick! Maverick!” but hardly herself knowing,
it seemed, why she cried.

“ One would think,” pursuéd Mavefick with a
jerk at his mustache, “to hear and to see you,
Perley, that there were no evils in the country
but the ev1ls of the factory system; that there
was no poverty but among weavers earning ten
dollars a week. Questions which political econo-
mists spend life in dlsputmg, you expect a mill-
master —”

“ Who does n’t care a fig about ‘them,” inter-
rupted. Perley

“Who doesn't care a ﬁg about them admxtted

the mill-master, “you are right; between you

‘and me, you are right; who does n't care a fig
about them — to settlé. Now there’s father ; he
is au Jait in all these matters ; has a theory for-
every case of whooping-cough, —and a.mission
school. Once for all, I must beg to have it
-understood that I turn you and the State com-
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mittees over to father. You should hear him
talk to a -State committee!” _

« And yet,’; said Perley, sadly, “your father_
and you tie my hands to precisely the same ex-
tent by different methods.”

«No ?” said Maverick, “really 2”

“ He with Adam Smith, and you W1th a téte-a-
t#te. ‘He is too learned, and you are too lazy. 1
have not -been educated to reason with him, a.nd
I suppose I am too fond of you to deal viqth
you,” said. the young lady. “But, Mave.rlck,
there 75 something in this matter which neither
of you touch. There is something about the
relations of rich and poor, of master and man,
with which the state of the market has nothing
whatever to do. There is something, —a clo.im,
a duty, a puzzle, it is all too new to me to know
what to call it, —but I am convinced that there
is something at which a man cannot lie and twirl
his mustache forever.” . |

Being 2 woman, and ‘having no mustache to

twirl, urged Maverick, nothing could well be more
natural than that she should think so. An appro-
priate opinion, and very charmingly expressed.
~ Should he order the horses at half past ten?
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\%‘"ﬁ‘ ~<“ Ma‘verlck'” cried Perley, thrusting out her were a biting breath in the young 1! etk ,’ ;

':} : e : A . -
% jh?.nds as before, and as before hardly knowing, it B voice, if a curl as light as a feather fell & 055

‘¥
A
séded, why she cried,—* Maverick, Maverick ! ”

o
¢ Possibly it was a week later that the new
partner called oﬁ_‘é evening upon Miss Kelso.

He was there, he said, at the rngest of Mz,
Hayle the junjor ; was sorry to introduce busi-
ness into a lady’s parlor ; but there was a little
matter about the plans-—

“Ah, yes,” said Miss Kelso, hastily, “plans of
the new mill ?” .

“A plan for the new mill; yes. Mr. Hayle
desired your opinion about some mouldings, I
believe ; and, as I go in town to-morrow to meet
an appointment with the architect, it fell to my
lot to confer with you. Mr. Hayle desired me to
express to you our- ‘wish—1 think he said our
wish — that any preference you might have in

the ornamentation of the building. should be‘

rigidly regarded.”
- “Very thoughtful in Mr, Hayle sa1d Perley,

%“and characterlstlc. Sit down, 1f you. please, Mr.

Garrick.” :
He was a grave man, this Mr, Garrick ; if there

.unsmiling mouth, one would suppose that oy

Garrick, sitting gravely down with mill plans in
his hand, beside her, was the last man upon earth
to detect either.

“ Now,” said Miss Kelso, pulling towards her
across the table a marvellous green mill on a
gray }azfndscape, with full-grown umber shade-
trees where a sand heap rightfully belonged, and

. the architect’s name on a sign above the counting-

room,  “what is- this vital question concerning
which Mr. Hayle desires my valuable opinion?”

“ The question is, whether you would prefer
that the mouldings -— here is a section ; you can
see the design better about this door — should be
of Gloucester granite or not.” ‘

«Or what?” asked Perley.

“Or not,” said Mr, Garrick, smiling.

“I never saw you smile before,” said Miss
Kelso, abruptly, tossing away the plans. “I did
not know that you could. It is like —"

“ What is it like?” asked Stephen Garrick,
smiling again.  +

«It is like making a burning-glass out of a
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cast-iron stove. Excuse me. That mill has
tumbled over the edge of the table, Mr. Garrick.
Thank you. Is Gloucester granite of a violet
tint ? ” . . &

“ Qutside of an architect’s privileged imagina-
. tion, not exactly.. What shall I tell Mr. Hayle ?”

“You may tell Mr. Hayle that I-do not care

whether the mouldings are of Gloucester granite
or of green glass. No; on the whole, I will tell
him myself. |

“You see, Mr, Garrick,” said Miss Kelso after
an awkward pause, “ when you are a woman. and
a silent partner, it is only the mouldings of a
matter that fall to you.”

Mr. Garrick saw. '

“ And so,” piling up the plans upon the table
thoughtfully, “ you become a little sensitive upon
the subject of mouldings. You would so much
rather be a brick-maker ! ” |

“I suppose,” said Stephen Garrick, “that I

have been what you would call a brick-maker.”
“I suppose you have,” said Miss Kelso, still

~ thoughtfully. “Mr. Garrick ?”

- Mr. Garrick lifted his grave face inquiringly.

“I suppose you know what it is to be verypoor?”
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“Very poor.” :

“ And now you will be very rich. That must
be a singular life1”

“It is in some respects a dangerous life, Miss
Kelso.” o

“It is in other respects a privileged life, Mr.
Garrick.” . |

“It is proverbial of men with my history,”

_said Garrick, slowly,—“ men who have crawled on

their hands and knees from the very quagmires
of life,~— men who know, as no other men can
know, that the odds are twenty to one when a
poor man makes a throw in the world’s play —”

“ Are they ?” interrupted the lady.

“ Twenty to one,” said Stephen Garrick, in a
dry statistical tone, “against poverty, always. It
is proverbial, I say, that men who know as God
knows that it is by ‘him who hath no money *
that the upright, downright, unmistakable mis- -
eries of life are drained to the dregs, — that such

‘men prove to be.the hardest of masters and the

most conservative of social reformers. It has been
the fancy of my life, I may say that it has been
more like a passion than a fancy,” said the parvenu
in Hayle and Kelso, laying his hard hand hardly
T - J
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-clenched upon the colored plates that Perley had
piled up beside him, “as fast and ds’ far as Igot
out of the mud myself to bring other people with
me. T cannot find any dainty words in which to
put this, Miss Kelso, for it is a very muddy thing
to be poor.”

“I have thought it — but.very lately — to be
a hard thing,” said Perley. .

The hard lines about Stephen Garrlck's mouth
. worked, but he said nothing. ~ Perley, looking up
suddenly, saw what hard: lines they were; and

when he met her look he smiled, and she

thought what a pleasant smile it was.
- “Mr. Garrick, do you think it is possible, —
this thing of which you speak ? Possible to be

Hayle and Kelso, and yet to pick people out of :

the mud?”
“1 believe it to be ﬁossz&le ¥
- “You-are not in an easy posmon, it strlkes
me, Mr, Garrick.”
“It strikes me — I beg your pardon — that
you are not in another, Miss Kelso.” |
Stephen Garrick took his leave ‘with this;
wisely, perhaps ; would have taken his leave with

a ‘gravely formal bow, but that Miss Kelso held
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~out to him a sudden, warm, 1mpulswe woman'’s

hand.
Walking home with his pile of colored plans
under his arm, Mr. Garrick fell in with two of the

" mill-people, th¢ young watchman Burdock and a

girl whom he did not recognize. He said, What a

 pleasant evening for a walk it was! as he went
by them, cheerily. |

“It’s nothing to say ‘A pleasant evening,’ I
know,” said Dirk as he passed thiem ; “but it’s a

way I like about Mr. Garrick. A man thinks

better of himself for it; feels as if he was some-
body—almost I mean to be somebody yet, Sip.”
“Do you?” sald Sip, with a patient smile. He
said it so often! ‘She had so little. faith that he
would ever do any more than say it.
“It’s a hard rut to wrench out of, Dirk, — the
‘mills. How many folks I’ve seen try.to get out

~of the mills! They always came back”

“ But they don’t always come back Sip. Look

at Stephen Garrick.”

~ '“Yes, yes,” said Sip patiently, “I know they
don’t always come back, and I ’ve looked at Ste-
phen Garrick; but the folks as I knew came
back. 1'd go back., I know I should.”
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“It would be never you that would go back,”
urged Dirk, anxiously. “You're the last girl I
know for that.” ' C

Sip shook her head. “It’s in the blood, may-
bé. T know I should go back. What a kind of - °

a pleasantness there Zs about the night, Dirk 1”
There was somehow a great pleasantness to
Sip about' the nights when she had a walk with

Dirk ; she neither understood nor questioned

how ; not a passion, only a pleasantness ; she no-
ticed that the stars were out ; she was apt to hear
the tiny trail of music that the cascades made

. above the dam ; she saw twice as many lighted

windows with the curtains up as.she did when
' she walked alone ; if the ground were wet, it did
did not trouble her; if the ground were dry, it
had a cool touch upon her feet; if there were a
geranium anywhere upon a window-sill, it pleased
her; if 2 child laughcd,' she liked the sound; if
Catty had been lost' since supper, she felt sure that
they should find her at the next corner; if she
had her week’s ironing to do when she got home,

~ she forgot it ; if a rough word sprang to her lips,

it did not drop ; if her head ached, she smiled ;

if a boy twanged a jew’s-harp, she could haye
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dancéd to it ; if poor little Nynee Mell flitted
jealously by with Jim, in her blue ribbons, she
could sit down and cry softly over her, — such a

. gentleness there was about the night,

It. was only pleasantness and gentleness that
ever lay between her and Dirk. Sip never
flushed or frowned, never pouted or coquetted
at her sparse happiness; it might be said that
she never hoped or dreamed about it ; it might
even be that the doggedness of her little brown
face came over it or into it, and that it was not
without a purpose that she neither dreamed nor
hoped. Miss Kelso sometimes wondered. Dirk
dully perplexed himself about her now and then.

“I wish,” said Sip, as they came into the yard
of the damp stone house, “ that you'd look in at
the window for me a minute, Dirk.” o

“What shall T look at?” said Dirk, stepping
up softly to the low sill, “ ker2” -

Catty was in view from the window ; sitting on
the floor with her feet crossed, stringing very
large yellow beads ; she did this slowly, and with

‘some hesitation ; now and then a kind of ill-tem-
- pered fright seemed to fall upon her repulsive

face ; once or twice she dropped the toys, and
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_ once she dashed them with a little snarl like an
annoyed animal’s upon her lap.

- «I give them to her to try her,” whispered Sip.
“Do you see anything about her that is new?

anything, Dirk, that you never took a notice of

‘before ?” ,

“ Why, no,” said Dirk, “ I don't see nothin’ un-
common. What's the matter ?”

“ Nothing! TIt’s nothing only a fear I had.
Never mind !”

Sip ‘dreW a sudden long breath, and turned
away. "

with Dirk. ,

“Look in again,” she said, with a low 1augh,
“over on the wall beyond Catty. Look what is
hanging'on the wall.” : ;

“Q, that big picture over to the left of the
chiny-closet?” Dirk pointed to the Beetho-
ven dreaming wildly in the dingy little room.
~ “Alittle to the left of the cupboard, — yes.
One night T walked in and found it; Dirk! She
| 'hung it there for me to walk in and find. I laid
" awake till three o’clock next morning, I laid and
looked at it. I don’t know anybody but -you,

Now it was pleasant to Slp to share even a fear
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Dirk, as could guess what a strangeness and a

“forgetting it makes about the room.”

Now it was very new to Sip to have a.“forget-
ting ” that she could share with even Dirk.
“It looks like the Jiudgment Day,” said Dirk,

. looking over Catty’s head at the plunging dream

and the solitary dreamer.

There chanced that night two uncommon oc-
currehces; for one, the watchman at the Old
Stone was sleepy ; for another, Miss Kelso was
not. o | |

The regulations in Hayle and Kelso were inex-
orable at night. Two fires and three drunken
watchmen W1thm the limits of a year had put it
out of the questlon to temper justice with mercy.
To insure the ﬁdehty of the watch, he was re-
quired to strike the ‘hour with the factory bell
from nine at mght till four o’clock in the morning.

Now upon the night in. question Miss Kelso’s
little silver clock struck twelve, but the great
tongue of the Old Stone did not. In perhaps
twenty minutes, Old Stone woke up with a jerk,
and rang in the midnight stoutly.

To be'exact, I should have said that there
chanced that night three uncommon occurrences.
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For that a young lady should get up on a

chilly and very dark spring midnight, dress her-
self, steal down stairs, unlock the front door, and

start off alone to walk a quarter of a mile, and
save a sleepy yéung watchman from disgrace, is
not, it must be allowed, so characteristic an
event as naturally to escape note.

It happened, furthermore, that it did not es-

cape the note of the new partner, coming out
on precisely the same errand at the same time.
They met at the lady’s gate: she just passing
through, he walking rapidly by ; she with a smile,
he with a start.

“ Miss Kelso!”

“Mr, Garrick ?”

. “Is anything wrong ?”

“With the watchman? Yes, or will be. I had
hoped I was the only person who knew that mid-
night came in at twenty minutes past twelve.”

“ And I had hoped that I was.” =~ i

“It was very thoughtful in you, Mr Garnck o
said Perley, heartily, .

‘He did not say that it was thoughtful in her.
He turned and looked at her as she stood shiver-

ing and smiling, with her hand upon the gate, —

Mouidings and Bricks. 153

the bare hand on which the bruise had been.

- He would have liked to say what he thought
‘it, but it struck him as a difficult thing to do.

Graceful words came so hardly to him’; he felt
this hardly at the moment.-
«1 suppose T must leave the boy to you then,”

~said Perley, slowly.

“You are taking cold,” said the mill-master, in
his hard way. It was very dark where they
stood, yet not so dark but that he could seg, in
bowing stiffly, how Miss Kelso, with her bruised
hand upon the gate,.shot after him a warm, sweet,
impulsive woman’s smile.

Dirk was sitting ruefully upon an old boiler
in the mill-yard. He rubbed his eyes when Mr.
Garrick came up. When he saw who it was, the

‘boy went white to the lips.

“ Burdock, the bell was not struck to—mght at
twelve o'clock.”

“ Certamly, szr, " said Dirk, desperately making
his last throw.

“Not at twelve 0 clock ? .

“Punctually, sir, you may be sure; I never
missed a bell in Hayle and Kelso yet.”

“ Thﬁ bell rang,” observed Mr. Garrick, with

ok
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quiet sternness, “at 'twenty-one minutes past
midnight, exactly.” *
. “Mr. Garrick — " begged the watchman, but

stammered and stopped.
“ Of course you know the consequences,” said

the master, more gently, sitting down upon the
rusty-boiler beside the man, “of a miss in the

bell, — of a single miss in a bell.”

~ «T should think I’d been in Hayle and Kelso
long enough to know,” said Dirk, with his head
~ between his knees. “ Mr. Garrick, upon my word
and honor, I never slept on watch before. I-was
kind of beat out to-night.” The truth was, that

Dirk had been carrying in coal for Sip half the |

afternoon. “ Had n't so much sleep as common
to-day ; but that’s no excuse for me, I know.”

He thought he would not say anything about,

the coal, “I would n’t ha' cared. so.much about
keepin’ the place,” broke forth the young man,

passionately, “but for a reason I had,— I worked-

so hard for the place! and so long, sir! And,
'God knows, sir, I had such a reason for lookin’
on. to keep the place 1 '
- “Infidelity on the part of a watchman, you see,
Burdock,” urged the master, “is not a matter that
his employer can dally with,” -
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“I’m no fool, sir,” said the man; “I see that.
Of course I look to lose the place.”

“ Suppose I were to offer to you, with a repri-
mand and warning, the trial of the place again ?”

“Sir!” - Dirk’s head came up like a diver's
from between his knees. “You 're — your re
good to me, sir |- I--I did n’t look for that,
sir !’

Mr. Garrick made no reply, but got up and
paced to and fro between the boiler and a little
old, disused cotton-house that stood behind it
absorbed in thought

“Mr. Gamck,” said the watchman, suddenly,
“did you get out of bed and comé over here to -

‘save the place for me?”

“ For some such reason, I believe,”

“ Mr. Garrick, I did o’t look to bé\treated like

~that. T 'thank you, sir. Mr. Garrick —’

“Well ?” said the master, stopping his walk
between ‘the boiler and the cotton-house.

“I told you the first lie, sir, that I’ve told any .
man since I lied sick to stay to home from the
warping-room, when I was n’t much above that

* boiler there in highness I think I°’d not have

been such. a sneak, sir, but for the reason that I
ha ",
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It seemed that the master said « Well ?” again,
though in fact he said nothing, but only stood

between the boiler and the cottqn—hduse, gravely

looking at the man,
* “There’s a— girl I know,” said Dll'k wiping
rust from his hands upon his blue overalls, « I
~ doh'’t think, sir, there ’s a many like. her I don’t
indeed.”

“Ah!” said Stephen Garrlck restlessly pacing
to and fro again, in the narrow limit that the
* boiler and the cotton-house shut in.

“Idon’t indeed, sir. And I 've always looked
to being somebody, and pushin’ in the mills on
account of her. And I should have took it very
hard to lose the place, sir, —on account of her.
There don’t geem to be what you might call a
fair chance #r a man in the mills, Mr. Garrick.”

“ No, not what might be called a fair chance, I
think,” said Mr. Garrick.

“ Not comparing with some other calls in life,
it don’t seem to me,” urged Dirk, disconsolately.
- “The men to the top they stay to the top, and
the men to the bottom they stay to the bottom.
There is n't a many sifts up like yourself, sir.
It’s like a strawberry-box packed for market, the
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factory trade is. And when there’s a reason,

" —and a girl comes into the account, it’s none

50 easy.” |
«No, it’s not easy, I grant you, Burdock.

 What a place this is to spend a night in!”

« A kind of a churchly place,” said the young

| watchman, ,glancmg ovér the cotton-house at the

purple shadow that the mill made against the
purple sky ; and at purple shadows that the si-
lent village made, and the river, and the bridge.,
« Takin' in the screech of the dam, it’s a solemn
place ; a place where if a man knows a reason, —

~or a girl, he thinks o’ ’t.. It’s a place where, if a

man has ever any longin’s for things’t he can
call hisn,—w"ife,' and home, and children, and
right and might to make ‘em comfortable, you
know,--——he 11 consider of 'em. Itis akind of a
surprisihg thing, sir, — the feelin’s that a man |
will have for a good woman.”

“ A surprising thmg, sald Stephen Garrlck
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CHAPTER VIL
CHECKMATE !

“‘I DO not love you, Maverick Hayle.”

May sweetness was in the bregkfast-room ;

- broken, warm airs from the river; a breath of
yellow jonquils, and a shadow of a budding bough ;
on a level with the low window-sill a narcissus
with a red eye winked steadily. The little silver
service was in the breakfast-room, in shé.rp
élievo against a mourning-dress and the curve of
a womanly, warm arm. Maverick Hayle, struck
dumb upon H1s feet, whete he stood half pushing
back his chair, was in the breakfast-room.

On either side of the tiny teapot the man's
face and the woman’s lay reflected; it was a
- smooth, octagonal little teapot, and the two- faces
stri_zck upon it without distortion; hung, like
‘delicate engraving, as if cut into the pretty toy.
- There was something very cosey and homelike.
- about this senscless little teapot, and there was’
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something very lonely and cold about the man’s
face-and the woman’ s, fixed and separated by the

wee width of the polished thing. -
Both faces in the teapot were a trifle pale.

' Both faces out of the teapot were a trifle paler.

«Jt is not possible!” exclaimed the man,

instinctively.
«Jt is quite possible,” explalned the woman,

calmly

His face in the teapot flushed now scorching
red. Hers in the teapot only whitened visibly.

The young mari fiung himself back into his -
chair and ground his_teeth. The young woman
sat and looked at the teapot and trembled.

- «T do not believe it, Perley !” said her plighted
husband, fiercely.

« T donot love you, Maverick,” repeated Perley,
firmly.. “I have been afraid of it for a long time,
T am very certain of it now. Maverick, Maverick,
I am very sorry ! I told you we should both be
very sorry ! But you could not understqu,”

«If it was your foolish furor over a parcel of
factory-girls that I could not understand —

began Maverick.

But Perley sternly stopped h\im.‘

4
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“ Never mind about the poor little factory-girls,
Maverick. It is you that I do not love.”

- This was a thrust which even Maveriék Hayle
ccould not lightly parry; he was fond of Perley

and fond of himself, and he writhed in hlS chair
‘as if it actually hurt him.

“1 do not know how it is nor why it is,” said
Perley, sadly, “but I feel as if there had been a

growing away between us for a great while.. It
may be that I went away and you stood still ; or
that we both went away and both in different
-~ ways ; or that we had never, Maverick, been in
the same way at all, and did not know it. You
- kissed me, and I did not know it!1”

“ And if I kiss you again, you will not know

it,” said Maverlck with an argument of smoth-

ered passion in his voice.
] would rather,” said the lady, evenly, « thal:
you did not kiss me again.” , ,
Her face in the teapot shone as if a silver veil
fell over it. His face in the teapot clouded and
dropped.
“We have loved each other for 2 long time,
Perley,” said the young man in'a husky voice,
“ A long time;” sald Perley, sorrowfully

-G heckmate !

"« And were very happy.”

“Very happy”

« And should have had —1 had thought we
should have had such a pleasant life!”

« A miserable life, Maverick ; a most miserable
life.” |

“ What in Heaven’s name has come over you,
Perley !” expostulated the young man, ¢ There
is no othér man —"”

“ No other man,” said Perley, thoughtfully,
«could come between you and me. I do not see,
Maverick, how I could éver speak of love to any
other man,” This she said with her head bent,
and with grave, far-reaching eyes. “’A woman
cannot do that thing. - I mean there’s nothing in
me that understands how she can do it. I was
very fond of you, Maverick.”

« That is a comfort to me now,” said Maverick,
bitterly. ”

“1 was fond of you, Maverick. T promised to
be your wife. I do not think I could eversay that

" to another man. The powerto say it has gone

with the growing away. There was the love
and thé losing, and now there’s only the sorrow.

I gave you all I had to give. You used it up, I
‘ K
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think. But the growing-away came just the
same. I do not love you.” . |
“You women' do not understand yourselves

any better than you do the rest of the world |”

exclaimed the rejected lover with a bewildered
face. “Why skould we grow away ? You have
- n’t thought how you will mis$ me.”

“I shall miss you,” said Perley. “Of course I
- shall miss you, Maverick. So I should miss the

piano, if it were taken out of the parlor.”
Maverick made no reply to this. He felt more
humiliated than pained, as was natural. When
a man becomes only an clegant piece of furni-
ture in a woman’s life, to be dusted at times,
and admired at others, and shoved up garret at
last by remorseless’ clean fingers that wipe the

cobwebs of him off, it will be generally found

that he endures the annoyance of neglected fur-
niture — little more. - The level that we strike in
the soul that touches us most nearly is almost
sure to be the high-water mark of our own.
Now Maverick, it will be seen, struck no tide-
-mark in Perley. It had never been possible for
him to say to the woman, “Thus far shalt thou
go.”

‘Men say that to women, and women - to .
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men - The flood mistakes a nilometer for a

boundary line, placidly. It 1s one of the bitter-
sweet blunders of love, that we can stunt our-
selves irretrievably for the loved one’s sake, and

be only a little saddcr, but never the wiser,

[}
for it.

Perley. Kelso thus swept herself over and
around her plighted husband ; and in her very
fulness lay his content. He would probably
have loved her without a question, and rested in v
her, without a jar, to his dying day. A man
often so loves and so rests in a superior woman,
He thinks himself to be the beach against which
she frets herself; he is the wreck which she has
drowned. ‘ ,
 Maverick Hayle, until this morning in the
breakfast-room, had loved Perley in this unrea-
sonable, unreasoning, and, I believe, irreclaimable -
masculine manner ; had accepted her as serenely
as a child would accept the Venus de Milo for a-
ninepin. One day the ninepin will not roll.
There is speculation in the beautiful dead eyes
of the. marble. . The" game is stopped. He
gathers- up his balls and sits down breathless.

“ But you love me!”.cries the player. “It
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must be that you love' me at times. It must Ze
that you will love me in moods and minutes,
- Perley. I cannot have gone forever out of all
the moods and minutes of ybur life. I have
filled it too-long.” ' |

He filled it, forsooth ! Perley slfghtly, slowly,

sadly smiled.
“If there is any love in the world, Maverick,
that ought to be independent of moods and

master of all moods, it is the love that people
matry on. Now I’'m neither very old nor very

wise, but I am old enough and wise enough to
understand that it is only that part of me which
gets ‘tired, and has the blues, and minds an
easterly storm, and has a toothache, and wants
to be amused, and wants excitement, and — some-
body the other side of a silver teapot — which
lovés you. 7 do not love you, Maverick Hayle !”
“In that case” said Maverick, after a pause,
“it is ra.ther awkward for me to be 51tt1ng here
any longer.”
CcA little.”
. “And I might as well take your blessmg —
and my hat.” .
“ Good by," said Perley, very sadly

\
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“ Good by,” said Maverick, very stiffly.
“You ’11 tell your father?” asked the young

\

lady. | A S

«“We ’re in, an awkward ﬁx a11 around ”? said
the young man, shortly. “I. suppose we' shall
have to make up our minds to that.”

“ But yéu and I need not be on awkward
terms,— need we ? "' asked Perley. |

«Of course not. ‘Mutual thing; and part
excellent friends,’ ” bitingly from Maverick.

« But I shall always be — a little fond of you!”
urged the woman, with 2 woman’s last clutch ail:

" the pleasantness of an old passion.

« Perley,” said Maverick, suddenly holding out” (
his hand, “I won't be cross about it. I’ve
never deserved that you should be any more
than a little fond of me. You’ve done the hon-
orable thmg by me, and I suppose I ought to

thank youn.”

He shut the door of the breakfast-room upon a
breath of yellow jonquils, and a shadow of a bud-
ding bough, and the narcissus winking stead%ly;
upon the little silver service, and the curving,
womanly, warm arm, and the solitary face that
?hung engraved upon the senseless little teapot.
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.CHAPTER VIII,
A TROUBLESOME CHARACTER.

LD Bijah Mudge stepped painfully over a

- tub of yellow ochre and crossed the print-

room at the overseer’s beck. There had been an

order of some kind, but he was growing deaf, and

the heavy engines were on. The overseer re-
peated it. A

- “Sire”

«I said your notice, did n’t I? I say your

notice, don’t I? You'll work your- notice, you
will,” ~ “ |

“A-a-ah!” said Bijah, drawing a long breath.
He stood and knotted his lean fingers together
.Watchmg the yellow dye drop off.

“Ts there a reason gwen, sir?”

“ No reason.” o

“Folks my age ain’t often ‘ordered on notice
without reason,”_\said the ‘old man, feebly.

" “Folks your age should bé more particular
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how they give satisfaction,” said the overseer,
significantly.

“T’ve known o' cases as where a boss has
guessed at a ;easonﬁ on his own hook, you know,

Jim.” ‘

Irish Jim was in -’[Fhe print-rooms at Hayle and
Kelso at that time, Some said the new partner
had a finger in getting him out of the weaving-
room. It was a sharp fellow, and belonged some-
where. Here he would be brutal to old men and
little boys ; but there were no girls in the print-
room, o - |

“On his own hook and at a guess,” said the

“hoss,” “a man mlght ‘ask who testified to: Bos-

ton on a recent little hour-bill as we know of.”
“[ testified,” cried the old man, shrilly, “be-

fore a committee of the Legislature of the State

of Massachusetts. I'ddo it ag'in, Jim! In the
face of my notice, I'd do it ag'in! At the risk
o’ the poor-us,I’d do it ag’in! I call Hayle and

Kelso to witness as'I’d do it ag’'in! In the‘na-/me,

of the State of Massachusetts, 1'd do it aglin!”
“Do it again'”'said. Jim, with a brutal oath.
“ Who hinders you? ”
o« But there were no reasons !” added the over-
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“seer, sharply. - “You fail to give satisfaction,
that ’s all ; there’s no reasons.” o

“I am an old man to be turned out o work
sudden, sir.”  The thin defiance in Bijah's voice
broke. He made an’ obsequious little bow to
the Irishman, wringing his dyed hands dry, and
lifting them weakly by turns to his mouth.

“It's not always easy for an old man to get

work, sir.”

But Jim was at the’ other end of the print-.

room, having some trouble with the crippled
tender, who always spilled the violet dye. The

boy had cut himself upén a “doctor,” it seemed,

to-day. Bijah saw blood about, and felt famt
and slunk away f

# Can ‘T have work ?”

% What can you do?”

“ Anything.” - .

“Where from?”

“Five Falls.”

“ Hayle and Kelso 27

“Yes, sir.”

“You talk like a man with a toothache.

“Ay? Folks has told me that before. - An
old hablt, sir,” .
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“ You ha',ve been printing?”
<« Yes, sir.” :

“ For three months e

« Just about, sir.” -

«There’s yellow ochre on your clothes, I
see.” : ‘ |
«7’ve none better, sir. I—1'd not have trav-
elled in my working-close if 1°d had better; I'd
not have done it once. But I’'m an old man, and
out of work.”

“ Your name is Bijah Mudge ?”

“1'd not told.you my name, sir.”

“No, you’d not told your name; but you're
Bijah Mudge. We ’ve got-'no work for you.”
" “I am an old man, sir.” |

“You're a troublesome character sir.”

“1I’m- quite’ out of work, sir.” '

“You’ll stay qulte out as far as we’re con~
cerned. We've got no place for you, I say, on
this corporation.” ,

“Very well, sir,” bowing with grim courtesy.
“Good evenlng, sir.” I can try elsewhere.”

“Q yes,” with a shght laugh “you can try

_ elsewhere

“It’s a free country, sir!” ¢ried the trouble- '
. A
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A Y

some character, in a little spmt of his Shrlll

defiance.

“Q.yes; it’s a free country, without doubt;
quite right. You ’ll see the door at your left, there.
— Patrick ! the door. . Show the man the door.”

'« And this is the end on’t”

The old man said. that ‘to Perley Kelso three
IW‘Eeké, later. He said it in bed in the old men's
ward of the almshouse at Five Falls. There was
a chair beside the bed. .

“The room was full of beds with chairs bemde

them. These beds and chairs ran in a line along

the wall, numbered nicely. In general, when you
had taken possession of your bed, your chair, and
your number, and sat or lay with folded, thin
hands and gazed about with weak, bleared eyes,

~ and so sat or lay gazing tilb you died ; you com- h

- manded such variety and excitement as consist

in being bounded on both sides by another bed,

another chair, another pair of folded hands, and
“another set of gazing eyés. Old Bijah's bed and
chair stood the last in the line. So he lay and

looked at the wall, when he said, “ This is the -

end on’t”
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He liked to talk, they said ; talked a great deal ;
talked to the doctor, the paupers, the cat; talked
to the chair and the wall ; talked to Miss Kelso
now, because she came between the chair and the

" wall; had talked since he was brought struggling

in and put to bed with nobody knew what

- exactly the matter with him. He was dead beat

out, he said. |

He must have talked a great deal upon his
Journey ; especially. in its later days, since
the earnings of the last « Lord’s day” were
gone; since he had travelled afoot and gone
without his dinner; since he- had taken to
sleeping in barns and under fences, and in
meadow-places undisturbed and wet with ebbing

| floods ; since he had traversed the State, and

ventured into New Hampshire, and come back
into the State, and lost heart and gained it, and
lost it again and never gained it again, and so
begged his way back to his old shanty up the
river, and been found there by Stephen Garrick,
in a driving storm, dozing on the floor in a little
pool of water, and with the door blown 'dowp\
upon him. by the gale. | -
He had talked to the fences the sky, the
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Merrimack, the sea when he caught a glimpse of

it; the dam at Lawrence, and the Lowell bells,

and the wind that sprang up in an afternoon, and

_gray clouds, and red sunsets, and the cattle on
the._road,ﬂ especially, he said, to trees; but always
rather to these things than to a human hearer.

“ They listened to me,” he said, turning shrewd

“eyes and a foolish smile upon his visitor. “ They
alway;‘ listen to me. It’s a free country and I'm
a troublesome character, but they listen — they

“listen. It’s a free country and there’s room for

them and me. I’m an old man to be turned out -

o work. One night I sat down on Lawrence
Bridge and said so. It was coming dark, and all
the little trees were green. No, marm, I'm not
out o’ my head. I’m only a troublesome char-
acter out of work in a free country. The mill-

gals they went by, but 1’d rather tell the little

trees. I hadn’t eat no dinner nor no supper. It
was dark ag'in the water and ag'in the sky; all

the lights in the mills was blazin’, and the streets
was full ; if I°d been a younger man I’d -not have
took it quite so hard, mebbe. A younger man -

might set his hand to this and that; but I’ve

worked to factories fifty-six years, and I was very
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~ old to get my notice unexpected. I'm sixty-six

years old. _

“*We know you, says they to me, ‘we don’t
want you!’ says they. Here and there, up to
New Hampshyre and back ag’in, this place and
that and t’other, ¢ We know you,’ says they.

“So I set on Lawrence Bridge ; there was cars

and ingines come screechin’ by ; ¢ We know you,’

says they; and the little trees held up like as
it was their hands to listen. ‘They know me,

says I, ‘I’m a troublesome character out o’ work !’

There was a little Irish gal come by that night
and took me home to suppet. She lived in one
o’ them new little houses adown the road.

“ There, there, there! WelI; well, it s oncom-

- mon strange how much mote cheery-like it is a
talkin’ to women-folks than it is to trees. And

clearin’ to the head. But you’d never guess,
unless you was a troublesome character and out

0 work, how them trees would listen —

«7 like the looks of you setting up ag'in the

~chair ; it makes a variety about the wall. You'd
~ never know, onless you’d come to the end on'’t,

how little of what you may call variety there is .

about that wall.
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“Now I remember what I had tosay; I remem-

ber clear. I think I’'ve had a fever-turn about
me, and a2 man gets muddled now and then from
talking to so many trees and furrests, There ’s
a sameness about it. - They 're good listeners,
but there’s a sameness about em ; and a lone-
~ someness. .

“Now this is what I had to say ; in the name of
- the State of Massachusetts, this 1s what I’ve. got
to say: I've worked to factories fifty-six years.
I have n't got drunk not since I was fifteen year
old. - I’ve been about as healthy, take it off ‘and
on, as most folks, and I guess about as smart,
I'ma moral man, and I used to be a Methodist
class-leader. § 've worked to factories fifty-six
- years steady, and I’m smty-sm year old, and in
the poor-us.

“I don’t know what the boys would say if they

. see me in the poor-us. ,
“] 've married a wife and buried her. I've
brought -up six children and buried ’em all, " Me
and the bed and the chair and the wall ah'e the
end -on’t.
“It kind o' bothers me, off and on, wonderin’
what the boys would say.'
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~ «There was three as had the scarlet fever, and
two as I lost in the war (three and two is five;
and one —) there’s one other, but I don’t rightly
remember what she died on. It was a gal, and
kinder dropped away.

“I’ve worked fifty-six years, and I ’ve earncd
my bread and butter and my shoes and hats, and
I give the boys a trade, and I give "em harnsome
coffins ; and now I’m sixty-six year old and in
the Iiaor-us. |

“Once when I broke my leg, and the gal was
sick, and the boys was in the tin-shop, and their
mother she lay -abed with that baby that kep’
her down so long, I struck for hlcrher wages, and
they turned me off. *There was other times as I
struck for ‘wages, I forget what for, and they
turned me off. But I was a young man then,
and so I sawed wood and waited my chances, and
got to work ag’in, and bided my time, in the
name of the State of Massachusetts. -

“ Now I 've testified afore the Legislature, and
I ’_vé got my notice ; and away up in New Hamp-
shyre they knew the yellow ochre on my close,
and I could n’t get the toothache out o’ my voice,
and I would n’t disown my honest name, — in




i

2 '3.‘

" &N

e l‘gai’&e of the State ‘of Massachusetts, I would

8
% ;}?3::? n't b@g /for honest work, unless I got it in my

Jouest name, — and so I am smty—mx year old,
and in the poor-us.

“Tell Hayle and Kelso,— will you P—thatt
I’'m sixty-six year old, and an honest man, and
dead beat out and in the poor-ns! Curse ’em !

“ All the leaves o’ the trees o’ the State of Mas-
s'ac‘hu's‘etts knows it. All the fields and the rivers
and the little clouds and the winds o’ dark nights

and the grasses knows it. I told ’em, I told’em !

And you’ d never know how they listened —

See here, marm. I 'm no fool, except for the fever
on me. I knew when I set out what I’d got
to say. I’m no fool, and I never asked no
favors from the State of Massachusetts. See

here! A workingman, as is only a workingman,

and as lives and dies a workingman, he ’ll earn
enough to get him vittels, and to get him close, .
and to get "him a roof above his head, and he' '
genrilly wont earn much more; and I never

asked it of the State of Massachusetts as he
should. But now, look here! When I was to

Boston on my journey, I picked up a newspaper

to the depot, and I read as how a man paid forty

* his house. Now, look here!
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thousand dollars for the plate-glass wings

I say there ') g®
thing out o kilter in that Commonwealth, andedg
that country, and in that Iot of human creeturs,
and in them ways of rulin’, and in them ways of

thinkin’, and in God’s world itself, when a man .’

ken spend forty thousand dollars on the plate-
glass winders of his ‘house, and I ken work
industrious and honest all my life and be be-
holden to the State of Massachusetts for my
poor-us vittels when I’m sixty-six year old!

“ Not but what I 've had money in the bank in
my day, a many times. I had forty-six dollars
laid by to once, I went into the dye-rooms that
year, and my rubber boots was wore out. We

stand about in dye, and it’s very sloppy work,

you know. I’d been off work and out o’ cash,
and so I tried to get along without ; so I wet my
feet and wet my feet, st'andin‘g round in the stuff.
So,there_ was lung fever and doctors’ bills enough
to eat that bank account out as close as famine.
“Why was n't I far-seein’ enough to get my
boots to the first place and save my fever? Now

‘that’s jest sech a question as I’d' look to get

from them as is them of property That’s jest a
8 * ' L
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specimen o the kind of stoopidity as always
seems to be a layin’ atween property and poverty,
atween capital and labor, atween you, settin’ thar
with yer soft ways and yer soft dress ag’in you,
and me, and the bed, and the chair, and the wall,
and the end on’t. .

“ How was I a goin’ to get into that thar bank
account forty mile away in East Boston? Say!
You’d never thought on’t, would you? No,
nor none the rest of you as has yer thousands,
and the trust as thousands brings, and as- would
make no more of buyin’ a pair o’ rubber boots
than ye would o’ the breath ye draws. I was a
stranger to town then, and it’s not for the likes
of me to get a pair of rubber boots on trust. So
I'd had my lung fever and lost my bank account
afore I could lay finger on it. ;

“So with this and that and t’othér, I've come
~ into my old age without a dollar, and I'm 2
troublesome . character, and my boys are dead,

and I'm in the poor-us, aid I’'m sixty-six years

old.

. “Iwon’t say but there’s those of us that lays up
“more than I did ; but I will say that there’s not

a man of us that ever I knew to spend his life in
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~ the mills, and lay by that as would begin to keep
~him in his old age. If there’s-any such man, 1'd

like to see him.
«1 tell you, marm, there s a many men and wo-

men in Hayle and Kelso, and there ’s a many men

and women in a many factories of this here free
country, as don’t dare to testify afore a Legisla-
ture. When their testimony tells ag’in the inter-
est of their employers, they don't Zare. There’s
them as won’t do it not for nobody. There’s
them as does it on ‘the sly, a holdin’ back their
names onto the confidence o' the committee, out
o' dread and fear. We'’re poor f'olr_ks.‘ We can’t
help ourselves, ye see. We re jest élutchedup
into the claws o’ capital tight, and capital knows
it, jest as well as we do.- Capital says to us,
‘Hold your . tongue, or take your notice It
ain’t a many poor men as can afford to say, ‘1’1l
take my notice, thankee!” 7 done it! And
I'd do it ag’in! I’d doitag’in! In the name o’
the State of Massachusetts, I'd do it ag’'in!”

Old Bijah lies for a while, with this, blankly
gazing at the wall and at the visitor with the
“soft dress ag’in her,” and at the paupers, and at
the cat. Now and then he shrewdly nods, and
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now and then he smiles quite foolishly, and now
the rows of beds and chairs file into hickory-trees,
he says, and lift up their leaves in the name of
the State of Massachusetts, and listen — And
now he sees the visitor again, and turns sharply
on her, and the hickory-trees ﬁrle off and wring
their hands in going.
“I heerd the t'other day of a man as give
thirty thousand dollars for a fancy mare !”
All the trees of the State of Massachusetts are

filing out of the old men’s ward of the alms-

- house at Five Falls now, and all in going’ wring
their hands and listen — ,
“ Thirty thousand dollars for a mare! Jest fur

the fancy of the fancy creetur. Thirty thousand

- dollars for a mare!”

He lies quite still once more, till the last
hickory hands have passed, wringing, out of the
almshouse, and some one has shut the door upon
them, and the visitor softly stirs in going after
them. He notices that the visitor does not wring
. her hands, but holds them folded closely down

~ before her as she stirs.
He cries out that he wonders what the boys -

‘would say, and that he give ’em harnsome coﬂins,k
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and that she is to tell I—Iayle and Kelso, curse ’em, |
as he’s sixty-six year old, and out o’ work, and in
the poor-us; and when she opens the door in -
passing out, half the forests of New England jostle

~over her and jostle in, and fill the room, and stand

and listen —

The visitor unclasps her hands on stepping
into the heart of the. southern storm ; it may be
fancy, or it may be that she slightly wrings them,
as if she had mistaken herself for a hickory-tree. |

“They are cold!” exclaims Stephen Garrick,
who waits for her with an umbrella and an enig-
matical face. He takes one of the hands upon
his arm, and folds the other for her in her cloak.
Apparentiy, neithef the man nor the umbrella
nor the action attracts her attention pointedly, till

- the man says: “It is a furious storm, and you
‘will get very wet. What have you been about ? ”

“ Feeling my way.”
“1 am afraid that is all you will ever do.”
« T presume that is all I can ever do.”
© «But that is something.” -
“ Something.”
“ You are not expected to cut and carve a
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quarry with tie;if hands. You have at least the.

advantage of not being responsible for the
quarry.” ‘

“Who can hold you responsible for a case like
‘this?  You are one of three, and, as you say,
tied by the hands.” ‘

“ That old man will hold me responsible to his

dying day. Half our operatives will hold me -

‘responsible.  Miss Kelso, I am one of those
people of whom you will always find a few in
the world adjusted by fate or nature to a posi-
tion of unavoidable and intolerable mistake and
pain,” 7

His face, through the- gray of the growing
storm, wears a peculiar and a patient smile which
Perley notes ; there being always something note-
worthy about Stephen Garrick’s smile,

“ A position,” he repeats slowly, “in which a
man must appear, from force of circumstances, to
pass the —the wounded part. of the world by
‘upon the other side. -And I !:__)"elieve,.before God,
_)that I would begin over again in East Street to-
morrow, if I could help to bind it up, and set it
healthily upon its way 1" ‘

“

Perley believes. he would, and says so, solemnly,
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She says too, very earnestly, that she cannot
think it to be true that a man who holds to such

~a purpose, and who holds it with —she falters—

with such a smile, can permanently and inevita-
bly be misunderstood and pained. She cannot
think it.

Stephen Garrick. shakes his head

“I suspect there always are and always will
bea few rich men, Miss Kelso, who just because
they are rich men will be forever mistranslated
by the suffering poor, and 1 suspect that I am
one of them. I do not know that it matters.
Let us talk of something else.” |
.« Of something else than suffering and poverty ?
Mr. Garrick,” — Perley- turns “her young faee
against the west where the sultry storm is
crouching and springing, — “why, Mr. Garrick !
sometimes I do not see — in God’s name I do not
see — what else there can &¢ to talk about in
such a world as this! I’ve stepped into it, as we
have steppeci out into this storm. It has wrapped
me in, —— it has-wrapped me in!”

The sultry rain wraps them in, as they beat
against it, heavily. It is not until a little lurid
tongue of light eats its way through and over the
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hill, and strikes low and sidewise against the wet

clovers that brush against their féet, that Perley -

breaks a silence into which they fall to say, in a

changed tone, “It is not an uncommon case, this .

old man’s ?” and that Mr. Garrick tells her, “ Not
an uncommon case”; and that she leaves him,
nodding, at the corner of the road, and climbs the

h{dlé, alone; and that he stands in the breaking

storm for a moment there to watch her, brushing
gllded wet clovers down about her as she climbs.

A Fancy Case,

" CHAPTER IX.
A FANCY CASE.

HE oculist shut the door. For a popular

- oculist, with a specialty for fancy cases,
he looked disturbed.

A patient in waiting — a mild, near-sighted
case — asked what was the matter with the
girl. L
“Why, the creature’s deaf and dumb!”

“Not growing blind, I hope?”

« Incurably blind. A factory-girl, a charity
case of Miss Kelso’s. You know of Miss Kel-
so, Mr. Blodgett?”

Mr. Blodgett knew, he thought. = The young
lady from whom Wiggins bought that new house
on the Mill-Dam. Anp eccentric young lady,
buried herself in Five Falls ever.since the old
gentleman’s death, broke an engagement, and
was interested in labor reform, or something

of that description.
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“The same. ~Enthusiastic, very ; and odd.
Would send the girl to me, for instance ; natu-
rally it would have been a hospital case, you see,
I have to thank her.for a hard morning’s work.
There was a sister in the matter. She would be

~told then and there; a sharp girl, and I could
n't put her off.”
Ah! Mr. Blodgett weakly sighs. Very sad!
Worn out at the looms perhaps ? "He seemed to
 have heard that the gaslight is trying in factories.
“ ThlS 1is wooLplckmg, Sir ; a‘. clear case, but
- a little extraordinary. There’s a disease of the
hands those people acquire from 'wool-picking

sometimes ; an ugly thing. ‘The girl rubbed her .

eyes, I suppose. The mischief has been a long
‘time in progress, or she might have stood a chance,
which gaslight-work has killed, to be sure ; but
there ’s none for her here, none !”

Sip and Catty, in the entry, sat down upon the
office stairs. Sip was dizzy, she said. She drew
‘up her knees and put her face into her. hands.
She could hear the doctor through the door
saying, “None for her!” and the ‘near-sighted

patient babbling pity, and the rumble of the
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street, as'if it had been miles away, and a news-
boy shrieking a New York wedding through it. A
singular, painful, intense interest in that wedding
took hold of her. She wondered what the bride
wore, and how much her veil cost. Long bridal
parties filed before her eyes, and flowers fell, and
sweet scents were in the air. It seemed impera-
tive to think about the wedding. The solid earth
would reel if she did not think about the wedding.
She clung to the banisters with both hands, lest
she should not think about the wedding.

The newsboy shricked the wedding out of
hearing, and Catty touched her on’th‘e arm.

“ Good God!” ¢ried Sip. A whirl of flowers
and favors shot like-a rocket by and beyond her,
and a ragged newsboy chased them, and all the
brides were blind, and she thrust out her hands;
and she was sitting in the entryon the stairs, and
the wind blew up, and she had frightened Catty. |

So she said, “ There, there ! ¥ as if Catty could
hear her, and held by the banisters and stood up.

Catty wanted to know what had happened,
very petulantly ; the more so because she could
not see Sip's face. She had been very cross

since the blur came -over Sip’s face.
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“ Nothing has happened,” said Sip, — “nothing
‘but a— pain I had.” '

“I’ve got the pain,” scowled Catty. She put
her hand to her shrunken eyes and cowered on
the stairs, whining a little, like a hurt brute.

“ Well, well,” said Sip, on her fingers, stiffly,

- “very well. Stop that noise and come away, -

Catty! I cannot bear that noise, not for love's
sake, I can’t bear it. Come!”

They crept slowly down the stairs and out into
the street. It was a bright day, and everybody
- laughed. This seemed to Sip very strange.

She tried to tie Catty’s face up in a thick veil
she had; but Catty pulled it off; and she took
her hand upon her arm, but did it weakly, and
Catty jerked away. She was qiite worn out
when they got to the depot and the cars, and sat

~with her head back and shut her eyes.

“What’s the matter with the girl? Blind,

ain’t she?”
A curious passenger somewhere behind her

said this loudly, as the train' swept out of
the station dusk. Sip turned upon him like a

tiger. She could not remember that Catty could
not hear. The word was so horrible to her ; she
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‘had not said it herself yet. She put her arm

about Catty, and said, “ Don’t you talk !”

“Dear, dear!” sald the curious passenger,
blandly, “ I would n’t harm ye.” |

«T hadn't told her,” said Sip, catching her
breath; “I had n’t gone away — by ourselves with

"the doors locked —to tell her. Do you think I’d

have it said out loud before a carful of folks?2”

Miss Kelso met her when she got home;
looked at her once; put a quick, strong arm
about her, and got the two girls into the carriage
with the scented cushions immediately. Catty
was delighted w1th this, and talked rapldly about
it on her fingers all the way to the stone house.
Sip pulled her hat over her eyes like a man, and
sat up straight.

The little stone. house was hghted and supper
was ready. . The windows were open, and the

- sweet sprmg night airs wandered in and out.

The children in the streets were shouting. Sip
‘shut the window hard. She stood uncertainly by
the door, while Catty went to take off her things.

“If I can do anythlng for you—— sald Perley,

gently
Sip held up her hands and her brown face,
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“Do you suppose ’ she sald “ that‘ y%u could

—kiss me?”

Perley sat down in the wooden rockmcr-chalr
and held out her beau‘tlful arms. ' .98

Sip crept in like a baby, and there she began to
.cry. “She cried and cried. Catty ate her supper,
and nobody said anything, and she "criéd and
cried.

“My dear!” said Perley, crying too. ‘

“Let me be,” sobbed Sip,—“let me be for a
minute. Il bear it in a minute. I only wanted
- some women-folks to .cry to! I hadn’t any-
body.” '

1
v

She sat down on the edge of ‘the bed with
Catty as soon as they were alone. She bad
- dried her 4eyes to bear it now, Catty must
understand, She was quite determined to have
it over. She set her lips together, and knotted -

her knuckles tightly, .

The light was out, but a shaft of wan moon-
light from the kitchen windows struck into the
closet bedroom, - and lay across the floor and
across the patch counterpane. Catty“sét in it

She was unusually quiet, and her face indicated

T
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some alarm or uneasiness, when Sip held up her

trembling hand in the strip of light to command

her close attention, and touched her eyes. Catty
put out her supple ﬁngers and groped, poor
thing, after Sip’s silent words.- Walled up and
walled in now from that long mystery which
we call life, except at the groping, lithe, magne-
tic fingers, she was an ugly girl.

Sip Boled at her for a Hinuge figrcely. <.:.

« T should like to know what God means!” he
said. But she did not say it to Catty. She,

- would not speak to Catty-till she had wiped her

dry lips to wipe the words off. Whatever He
meant, Catty should not hear the Wdrds.

She tried, instead, to tell her very gently,
and quite as if He meant a gehtle thing by Catty,
how it was.-

In the strip of unreal light, the two hands, the
groping hand and the trembling hand, inter-
changing unreal, soundless words, seemed to
hang with a }Sitiful “significance.  One might
have thought, to see them, how the mystery of
suffering and the mystery of love grope and
tremble forever after one another, with no speech
nor language but a sign.
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tired of!

“There’s somethmg I've got to tell you,

dear said the trembling hand. _
- “For love's sake?” asked the ‘hand that
groped
“For love's qake said the trembling hand
“Yes,” nodded Catty, with ‘content.

“ A long time ago,” said Sip ; “ before we went-

to Waltham, Catty, when you picked the wool —”

“And hurt my hands,” said Catty, scowlihg.
-« Something went. wrong,” said the trembling
han&, “with your poor eyes, Catty. O your poor,
poor eyes, my dear! All that you had left,—
the dear eyes that saw me and loved me, and
that I taught to understand so much, and to be
so happy for love’s sake! The poor eyes that I
tried to kegp at home, and safe, and would have
died for, if they need never, never have looked

upon an evil thing !

find pretty thmgs for, and pleasant things and

good things,'and that I never had anything for

but such a miserable little room that hey got so
" The poor dear eyes!”

. The shrunken and disfigured eyes, that had
been such wandering, wicked eyes, turned and

The dear eyes, Catty, that 3
"I would have hunted the world over, if I could to
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strained painfully in the half-light. Sip had said
some of this with her stiff lips, but the trembling
hand had made it for the most part plain to the

u groping hand: Catty herself sat and trembled

suddenly.
. When should she see the supper-table plain
again ? the groping hand-made out to ask. And

~the picture by the china-closet ? And the flies

upon the window-pane?
“Never!” said the trembling hand.
But when should she sce Sip’s face again with-
out the blur? |
«Never! O Catty, never again !
The trembling hand caught the gropmg hand
Sip could not,

T”

to sting it with quick kisses.

‘wouId not, see what the poof hand might say.
~ She held it up in the streak of hght

God might
see. She held it up, and pulled Catty down upon
Eér knees, with her face in the patch counter- .-
pane, - TR

When Catty was asleep that night, Slp went
out and got down upon the floor in the kitchen, -

She' got /do'wn,. with ‘'her hands around her
knees, in the wan lightness that fell about the
picture behind the china-closet door. The driv-

- . | M
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ing dream seemed to'fill the room. The factory-
girl on the kitchen floor felt herself swept into it.
Her lips worked and she talked to it.

“I could ha' borne it if it had been me,”
she said. Did the pictured women, with their
arms ‘up, nod as they drove wailing by? Sip
could have sworn to it, :

“We could have borne, if it had been we,” they
said. o ,

“ What ’s the sense of it ?” asked Sip, in her
rough way, half aloud. She had such a foolish

way about that picture, often talking to it by the

hour, upon the kitchen floor.

But' the women only waved their arms and
nodded solemnly. That which they~cou1d not
- know nor consider nor understand was in the
question. They drifted over it ‘with the help-
lessness of hopeless human pain.

“You re good for nothing,” said Sip, “and:

turned the picture to the wall,

 She stumbled over something in doing this,
~and stooped to see what it was. It was .an
abused old book that Catty had taken once
from the Mission Sunday School, and had never
returned, —a foolish thing, with rough prints.
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Catty had thrown it under the table in ten min-
utes. It opened in Sip’s hands now, by chance,
at a coarse plate of the Crucifixion.

Sip threw it down, but picked it up again, lost
the place, and hunted for it; bent over it for a
few minutes with a puzzled face.

Somehow the driving dream and the restless
dreamer hushed away before' the little woodcut.
In some way the girl herself felt quieted by the
common thing. For some reason — the old, the
unexplained, the inexplicable reason — the Cross
with the Man upon it put finger on the bitter lips
of Sip’s troublé.. She could not ask a Man upon
a Cross, “ What was the sense of it?” So she

' onhy said, “ O my poor Catty! my poor, poor .
Catty!” and softly shut the foolish little book

and went to bed.
Beethoven did not stay mth his face to the

~ wall, however.. Sip took a world of curious com-

fort out of that picture; quite perplexed Perley,
who had only thought in sending it to do a
pleasant thing, who had at that time never

‘ O‘uessed how should she? ——that a Ime en-

graving after Lemude could make a “ forget-
ting” in the life of a factory-girl.
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“Sometimes now, when Catty is so bad,” said
Sip one day, “there’s music comes out of that
picture all about the room. Sometimes in the

night I hear ’em play. Sometimes when I sit
and wait for her, they sit and play. Sometimes
when the floor’s all sloppy and I have to wash, up

after work, I hear ’em playing over all the dirt.

It sounds so clean!” said Sip. _
“Is Catty still so troublesome? ” asked Perley.

-Sip’s face dropped.

“Off and on a little worse, I think. The
blinder she grows the harder it is to please
her and to keep her still. I come home all beat
out; and she’s gone. Or, I try so hard to make

~ her happy after supper, and along by nine o'clock - .

~she’s off. She’s dreadful restless since she left

off workin’, and gets about the street a’most as

. easy, for aught I see, as ever. She’s so used to

the turns and all ; and everybody knows her, and-

turns out- for her. I've heard of blind folks that
‘was like her; she wasn’t stupid, Catty wasn't,
if she ’d been like other folks. There’s nights I
sit and look for her to be run over and brought
in. There’s nights she gets at liquor. There’s
nights I follow her round and round, and follow
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her home, and make as if T sat there and she’d

just come in. That’s the worst, you see.
What was that you said? No; I’ll not have
Catty sent anywhere away from me. There’s no
kind folks in any good asylum that would make it
comfortable for Catty away from me. You need
n’t think,” —-Sip‘ set her tough little lips together
— you need n't think that you nor anybody
could ‘separate me and Catty. She’s never to
blafne, Catty isn’t. 7 know that. 7 can work.
7'l make her comfortable. It’s only God in
heaven that will separate me and Catty.”

It was about this time that Miss Kelso at-
tempted, in view of Sip’s increasiﬁg care, a long-
cherished-plan of experiment in taking the girl
out of the mills.

“It is not a.girl to spend life in weaving
cotton,” said the ybung lady to Stephen Garrick.
“That would be such exorbitant waste.” |
o There’s waste enough at those looms,” said
Mr. Garrick, pointing to his mills, “to enrich a
Commonwealth perceptibly. We live fast down
there among the engines. It is hot-house
growth, There’s the difference between a man
brought up at machinery and a man brought
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up at a hoe, for insianbe, that there is between
forced fruit and frozen fruit. Few countries

understand what p0551b1htles they possess in .

their factory populatlon We are a fever in the
national blood that it wﬂl not pay to neglect'
there ’s kill or cure in us.”

“What's the use ! ” said Sip, with spllen, un-

responsive eyes. “ You’ll have all your bother
for nothing, Miss Kelso.. If I get away from my
lootn, I shall come back to my loom. Look at
the faétory—folks in England! From father to
child, from children to children’s children, —a
whole race of 'em at their looms, It’s in the
blood.”

“Try it,” urged Perley. “Try it for Catty’s
sake, at least. There are so many ways in' which
it would be better for Catty.”

. “I should like it,” said Sip, slowly “to get
Catty among some other folks than mill-folks.
It seems as if I could have done it once ; but
it’s too late now.”

Now Sip was barely twenty-one, She said
this with the unconscious assurance of fifty.

“I'd try anything for Catty; and almost.
anything for you; and almost anything to get
out of the mills ; but I'm afraid it’s too late.”

fully.

. |
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But Perley Wasé persistent in her fancy, and
between them they managed to “ftry it” faith-

Sip went out as somebody’s cook, and burned
all the soup and made sour bread. She drew
about a baby's carriage for a day and a half, and
left because the baby cried and she was afraid
that she should shake it. -She undertook to be a
hotel table-girl, and was saucy to the house-
keeper before night. She took a specimen of
her sewing to a dressmaker, and was told that
the estabhshment did not find itself in need of

another seamstress. She stood behind a dry-
goods counter, but it worried her’ to measure off -
" calico for the old ladies. Finally, Perley put her

at the printer's trade, and Sip had a headache
and got inky for a fortnight. |
Then she walked back to her overseer, and

~ «asked in” for the next morning.

«T told you it was no use,” she said, shakmg ‘
‘her head at Miss Kelso, half whimsically, half

" sadly too. “It’s too late. What am I fit for ?

Nothing. What do I know? Nothing. I can
weave ; that’sall. I'm used to that. I’'m used

to the noise and the runmng_ about.” I’m used to -
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the dirt and the roughness. I can’t sit still on
a high stool all day. I don’t know how to spell,
if I do, They 're too fussy for me in the shops.
I hate babies. It’s too late. I’m spoiled. I
knew I should come back. Mj-father and mother
came back before me. It’s in the blood.”

Perley would have liked even then, had it

seemed practicable, to educate the girl; but Sip
shook her dogged head.. '
“It’s too late for that, too. Once I would
have liked that. There’s things I think I could
ha’ done.” SlpS sullen eyes wandered slowly
to the plunging dream and the solitary dreamer

~ behind the china-closet door, and, resting - there,

flashed suddenly. “ There’s things I seem to
think I might ha’ done with #4ef,; but I’ve lost
‘em now. Nor that ain’t the worst. I’ve lost the
caring for’em, — that’s the thing I ve lost. If I
~ was to sit still and study at a grammar, I should
scream. 1 must go back to the noise and the
dirt. Catty and me must stay there. Some-
‘times I seem to think that I might have been a
little different someways; if maybe I’d been
‘helped or shown. There was an evemng school
to one place where I worked. I was running four
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looms twelve hotrs and a half a day. You're so
dull about the head, you see, when you get home
from work ; and you ache so ; and you don't feel

" that interest in an education that you might.”

« Sometimes,” added Sip, with a working of
the face, “it comes over me as if I was like a —
a patchwork bed-quilt. - I’d like to have been
made out of one piece of cloth. It seems as if

-your kind of folks got made first, and we down

here was put together out of what was left.

« Sometimes, though,” continued’ the girl, “I
wonder how there came to be so much of me as
there is. I don’t set up for much, but I wonder
kwhy I was n't worse. 1 believe you would your-
self, if you krew.”

“ Knew what ?”

«Knew what ! ” echoed the factory-girl. “Knew
that as you know no more of than you know of
hell! Have n’t I told you that you caz's know ?
You can't understand. If I was to tell you, you
could n’'t understand. It ain’t so much the
bringing up I got, as the smooch of it. That’s
the wonder of it, You may be ever so clean,

~ but you don’t fee/ clean if you 're ‘born in the
black Why, look here; there was my mother,

. 9%
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into the mills off and on between her babics.
There ’s mo,—Afrom ‘the time I run alone, #us-
“ning alone, She comes home at night. I'm
off about the street all _d.ay.' I learned to swear
when I learned to talk. Before I’d learned to

talk I’d seen sights that yox 've never seen yet in - |

all your fine life long. That’s the crock of it,
And the wonder. And the talk in the mills —
for a little girl to hear! Only eight years old
—such a little girl — and all sorts of women

working round beside you. If ever I'd like to.
call curses down on anybody, it’s on a woman .

that I used to know for the way she talked to
little girls! Why did nobody stop it? Why, the

boss was as bad himself, every whit and grain,

The gentlemen who employed that boss were
professbrs of religion, all of them.  «

“But I ’ve tried to be good!” broke off Sip, -

with a little sudden tremor of her bitter lip. «I
know I’'m rough, but I 've tried to be a good
glrl 1

morning. .

Economical,

CHAPTER X
ECONOMICAIL. }

HERE is something very pleasant about
the town of F1ve Falls early on a summer

There,wa.s something very pleasant about the
town of Five Falls on one summer morning when
Bub Mell got up at five o'clock to catch a rat.

" To pluck a Five Falls morning iri the bud, one

- should 'be up and. in it before the bells, — like

Bub. Until the bells~are awake, there is a still-

 ness and a cleanliness about the place that are
" noticeable ; about- the dew-laid dusty streets
~and damp sidewalks bare of busy feet; about

the massive muteness of the mills; about the
very tenements on East Street, washed and' made |
shining by the quiet little summer shower that

fell. perhaps Iast night, like old sins washed out

by tears ; about the smooth, round cheek of the
sky before the chimneys begin to breathe upon it ;
‘ : b |
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about the little cascades at play like babies upon
the bosom of the upper stream ; about the arches
of the stone bridge, great veins, one thinks, for the
pulsmg dam ; about the slopes of buttercups and
clover whmh kneel to the water’s edge with a

' reverent look, as if they knelt for baptism ; about
some groups of pines that stretch their arms out

like people gone wearily to sleep. The pines, the

clover slopes, the dam, the streets and houses, the -

very sky, everything, in fact, in Five Falls, except
those babies of cascades, wears, Upon a summer

morning, that air of having gone or of having -

been wearily to sleep,~—an air of having been
. upon its feet eleven hours and a half yesterday,
and of expecting to be upon its feet eleven hours
.and a half to-day.
"~ Bub has been awake for some fifteen minutes —
he sleeps upon a mat, like a puppy, behind the
door, —before he shakes himself a little in his
rags (the ceremony of a toilet is one of Bub’s lost

arts ; he can, indeed, remember famtly having been

formbly induced to take certain jerks at the street
pump on mild mornings, at some indefinite past
period of juvenile slavery, till "his mother was
nicely laid up out of the way in the bedroom; and
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he “ got so old he give it up "), and trots down the

" wretched stairs, and out with the other puppies

into the clean stillness of the early time.
-The sick. woman is troublesome this morning ;
there is a great deal of coughing and confusion

~ going on; and the husband up since midnight.
_ Bub finds it ‘annoying to be ‘broken of his sleep ;

suffers from some chronic sensitiveness on the
dangers of being at hand to be despatched for the =
doctor ; and finds in the rat at once an inspira-
tion and a relief. ”
There is indeed peculiar ~inspiratidn in the case
of that rat. Bub chuckles over his shoulder at
‘himself as he trots out into the peaceful time ;
there is a large three-cornered jagged rag among
Bub’s rags ; the rat bit it yesterday it hangs down |
from his little trousers behind and wags as he
trots. He put the rat into a hogshead to pay for
it; and shut it down with that piece of board
fence with which he provided himself last week
(from Mr. Hayle’s garden) for such emergencies.
There is a richness about going to sleep over-
night with the game for your morning’s hunt in
a hogshead, which is not generally appreciated
by gentlemen of the chase. There is a kind of
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security of happiness, a lingering on the lips of
a sure delight, a consciousness of duty done and
pleasure in waiting, which have quite an indi-
vidual flavor. : -\7
~ None the other coves know about that rat.
You det. Not much.  Hi-igh. |

Bub’s right shoulder chuckles at his left shoul-
der, and his left shoulder chuckleé at his right
shoulde'r, and the jagged rag behind wags with
delight. Won't he jab him now ! Hi-igh, there.
Hi-igh! See him! He thinks he's a goin’ to
cut 'n’ run, does he? He must be green,

Away goes Mr. Hayle’s board fence into the-

bean patch, and down goes Bub into the hogs-
‘head. There’s a contest for you! All Bub’s poor
little puzzling soul is in his eyes. All his old
young face — the only old young thing in the

dawning time — is filled- and fired. Won't he

have that rat ? Five hundred cascades. mlght
play upon the pure bosom of the river, and all

the buttercups in Five Falls kneel for baptlsm,

— but he ’1l have that rat.

The smooth, round cheek of the sky seems to

stoop to the very hogshead, and lay itself ten-
derly down to cover the child and the vermin
from the sight of the restful time. |
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Presently it begins to be very doubtful who
shall.cut 'w’ run. And by and by it begins to be :
more than doubtful who must be green. "

At one fell swoop of anguish, Bub finds hls
dirty little finger bitten to the bone, and himself

" alone in the hogshead.

Hi-igh !

Bub sits down in the bottom of the hogshead
and grits his teeth. He does n't cry, you un-
derstand. Not he. Used to cry when he got
bit. And holler. But got so old he give it up.

"Lor. Ain't he glad none the other coves knows

now. Vou bet.. Hi-igh.

All the foreheads of.the buttercups and clovers
seem dripping with. sacred water, when Bub lifts
his little aged yellow face with the dirt and -
blood and tobacco upon it, over — just over —
the edge.of the hbgshead to see what became of

. therat. The cheek of the sky blushes a sadder

red for shame. The sleepy pine-trees stretch their
arms out solemnly towards the little fellow. The
cascades are at play with each other’s hands and

_feet. The great pulse of the dam, as sad as htfe,

as inexorable as death, as mysterious as both,
“beats confused meanings into the quiet time. .
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“ Lor,” says Bub in the hogshead, looking out,
half pausing for the instant with his gashed finger
at his sly mouth, —* Lor, it ’s goin’ to be a boozier
of a day. I'll bet.”

~ But the bells have waked, with a cross cry, and .

Five Falls starts, to stand for eleven hours and a
half upon its feet. The peaceful time ‘ha’s slipped
and gone. The pine-trees rub their eyés and
sigh. The pulse of the dam throbs feverishly

fast. The sun dries the baptismal drops from the

heads of the buttercups and clovers. The dew-
laid streets fill and thrdng ; the people have dirty
- clothes and hurried faces; the dust flies about ;
the East Street tenements darken to the sight in
the creeping heat, like the habit of old sins re-
turned to darken a sad and sorry life ; YOu see
~ that there are villanous stairs and no drains ;
- you- hear coughing and confusion from the
woman’s bedchamber overhead. You see, too,
that the spotless cheek of the sky is blackened

now by the chlrnneys all about, and how still and :

patlently it 11es to- take the breath of the t011-
worn town.

.Only those tiny cascades play feternal chil-
dren — upon a mother’s bosom ; as if the heaff

-
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of a little child, just for being the heart of a little
child, must somehow, somewhere, play forever in
the smile of an undying morning.

'By means of stopping to h_ave his finger bound,
and of a search in the bean-patch for the rat, and
of another search in the cellar for the rat, and of
the delay occasioned by a vindictive kick or two

~_at the hogshead, and by forgetting his, breakfast

and remembering it, and going back for it to find
that it is all eaten, if indeed there has ever been
any, which the confusion in the sick-room ren-
ders a probable theory, Bub is late this morning.
Nynee was cross about the finger, too; pulled
the thread and hurt him ; wanted herfown break-
fast probably. Bub’s little old face wears an extra

“shade of age and evil as he trots away to work,.

and he swears roundly by the way ; swears loud

- enough to be heard across the street, for Mr.

Garrick, on his way to the 'station, turns his head
to look after the child. Bub shies away; has
been a little skittish about Mr. Garrick, since they
tried to put him to school and his father swore .

- him off for ten years old. It is generally under- r

stood now in Hayle and Kelso that the firm occa- |
sionally pull in different ways ; Mr. Mell knows -
S N
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where to trace any unusual - disturbance of his

family government which is calculated to arrest

a child’s steady stride to ruined manhood ; every-

body knows; Mr. Garrick is unpopular accord-
ingly. He has his friends among his work-pcdplé,
chiefly of the kind that do not easily come to
the surface. The young watchman at "th-e.Old
Stone is one of them, you may be sure. But he
is not a popular master so far. |

- Bub, with his sly eyes, and tobacco-yellowed
skin, and his pipe in his mouth, and the blood
and dirt upon his clothes, and the little rag be-
hind, and his old, old smile, trots away to the
mills, whose open door has, to Mr. Garrick’s
fancy, an air of gaping after the child,
~ “As a prison-door will do in the end,” muses
Mr. Garrick, |
_ He takes a note-book from his pocket Jottmg
something in it; about the child, perhaps He
has been making an estimate this week of the °
suﬂ”erlng and proﬂlga.te children in his mills.
There is- scarcely a vice on the statute-book
which he has not found in existence among the
 little children in those mills. .

The leaf of the note-book turns, in ciosing; to
recent entries, which run like this ;— |

.. Economical.

« Said the chaplain of an" English prison, after
showing the cost of ninety-eight juvenile crim-

inals to the State, in six years, to have amounted,

in various ways, to £ 6,063 ($ 30,31 5): ¢ They kave
cost @ sum of money which would have kept them

ata &oawdz;zg—sc/zool the whole time.

« Said the Honorable, the late Clerk of the Police
of Fall River, Mass., in answer to an inquiry as
to the number of chlldren in that town pecuharly

.. ¢TI should say,
after consulting” the docket of our Police Court,
and inquiring as to the. subsequent expenses, that
the cost of such juvenile offenders as ultimately
reach the State Prison would avera‘two,hun-‘ |
dred and fifty dollars.. We have had some who

-have cost much more than this; one as much as -

- five hundrcd dollars.””

Mr. Garrick glances over them w1th his pecu-
har smile, just as Bub'and the little wagging rag
dlsappear in the yawn of the mill-door.

" There is another noticeable entry, by the way,
m Mr. Garrick’s note—book It lies against little

Dib Docket s name : — \
«In H the Chief of the Police estimates the

number of openly abandoned women at not less
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- than seventy-five, besides an equal number of‘ a'

less notorious and degraded class. ‘They are
said he, ‘brought beforé the Police Court agaln
and again. Most of them are under twenty years
of age. They come from,. the country and the
manufaciuring towns. They are the chﬂdren of
drunken and vicious parents.’”

Bub dips into the mouth of the door and crawls
‘up the stairs on “all fours,” so much, so very
much like a llttle puppy! Heis a little afraid

‘of ‘his overseer, being so late. At the tOp of the '

stalrs he loiters and looks down. In the blue
distance beyond the. windows, the cascades are
just to: befen at their eternal play.

The machinery is making a great noise this
‘morning. The girls are trying to sing, but the
engines have got hold of the song, and crunch
it well. Bub, on the threshold of the spooling-
room, stops with a-queer little chuckle like a sigh.

He wishes he need n’t go in. It looks kinder

jolly out,: Lor! don’t it? Would a’most go to
school fur the sake uv gettin’ out But guesses
he must be too old.

_ Won't that boss jaw this mornin’! Hegll bet.
Hidgh! - Y
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" The strain from down stairs stru_gg]es' and faints

as Bub goes in to work ; as if the engines had a
mouthful of it, and were ready for more.

The “boss” does “jaw” this morning, Bub
expects it, deserves it, bears it, hangs his head
and holds his tongue, glad, on the whole, that it is
no worse. A cuff or a kick would not surprise
him. The overseer is a passionate man, of a race

of passionate men; an overseer by birthright ;

comes from a family of them, modernized, in a

measure, to be sure. He can remember when his
father, being an overlooker in a Rhode Island mill,
carried to work a leathern strap, with tacks in-
serted, for thf: flagellation of c_hlldrer’Thls man
himself can tell you of children whom he has run,
in some parts of the country, at night work, when
the little creatures dropped asleep upon their
feet, and he was obllged to throw water over
them to'ke'ep them awake and at work.

The girls down stairs are singing something
this morning about a« Happy Day.” Bub, dimly
hearing, dimly wonders what ; having never had

~ but one'green boy at the Mission, does not know ;

thinks it has a pretty ‘sound, wishes the wheels
would Iet it alone, hopes the boss is out of the way
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“now, wishes he had a, chew, finds himself out of
tobacco, and recovers sufficiently from the morti-

fication of the “ jawing ” to lift his little, wrinkled -

face — it seems as if it never before had borne
such wrinkles — to see what he can do about it.-

Another little wrinkled face, old, yellow, sly,
and sad, works close beside him. It has mouth
and pockets full of quids,

“Give us a chaw,” says Bub,

“ Not much,” says the little face, with a wink;

“ Seems as if I should choke!” says Bub “I
must have a chaw, Bill.”

“’You don’t do-none of my chawin’,” says Bill,
“less’n fify cents down.” |

“ Fact is,” says Bub, ruefully, “I’m out o cash
just now. Never you mind, though.”

Bub minds, however. He goes to work again

'with one eye on Bill. Bill's pocket is torn down.

Hé must bg green. You could a'most get a quid
out and he’d never know it. Bub watches his
chance. He must bave tobacco at any chance.
The child lives upon it, like an old toper on his
dram. Every inch of his little body craves it.
~ He is in a dry, feverish heat. He thinks he shall

\ burn up, if he does not get it - To work till |
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nooning without it is not to be thought of He
meant to have sold that rat to a chap he knew
and to have been supplied. - 0
 Think a cove of his size can work all day
without it? You—bet— not— ‘
There is a spring and a cry. Bub has pounced

‘upon Bill's torn pocket.  Bill has backed, and

dragged him. The wagging rag on Bub's little

- trousers has caught in a belt.

All over the spooling-room there is a spring
and a cry. | e ‘
All up the stairs there seems to be a spring
and a cry. They come from the song about the
Happy, Happy Day. The engines clpse teeth on -
the song and the child together. )
They stop the machinery ; they run to and
fro ; they huddle together ; they pick up|some-

“thing here, and wipe up something there, and

cover up something yonder, closely ; 'the'y look
at one another with white faces; they sit down
sickly ; they ask what is to do next.

There is nothing to do. Bub has saved the
State his two hundred _and fifty dollars, and has
Bill's quid of tobacco in his mangled hand.
Thefe is nothing to do. Life, like everything
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else, was quite too young for Bub. He has got
so old, he has given it up.

There is nothing- to do but to carry the news
- now; nobody Ilkes to carry the news to the sick

' Woman ; nobody offers -the overseer, half wish-

ing that there had been an oath or two less in
the “ jawing,” volunteers to help about the — the
— pieces, if they 'l find somebody to go on ahead.
That’s-all he objects to; goin’ on ahead.

“Mr. Hayle the senior, who has been summoned
from the counting-room, takes his hat to go in
search of some one ; wouId go himself, but the
fact is, he has never seen the woman, nor the
father to know him by name, and feels a dehcacy
about obtrudlng his services. = He mentions the
~matter to his son, but Maverick - succmctly re-

leSes remembers just now, for the first time .

since it happened, some long—'past allusion of
Miss Kelso's to a drain, and concludes that- his
personal sympathy can hardly be the most
desirable to offer to Mr. Mell.

“Just without the mill-yard, bent upon some
early errand of her own, the two gentlemen
chiance upon’ ‘Pérley.” - T
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« Ask her,’ saye the younger man, in a low
voice ; “ske would do to break ill news to the
mother of the Maccabees.”

They pause to tell her what has happened;
their shocked faces speak faster than their slow
words ; she understands quite what is needed of
her ; has turned the corner to East Street, while

. their unfinished explanatlon hangs upon their,

decorous lips.
The young man stands for a moment lookmg

after her swift, strong, helpful figure, as it
vanishes from view, with a sense of puzzled los_s

upon his handsome face, but shrugs his shoulders,

and ‘back in the counting-room” shrugs them
again.

Perley is none too soon at the First Tenement
and No. 6. |

The overlooker and his covered burden, and °
the little crowd that trails whlspermg after it,
arc just in sight, as she climbs the villanous
stairs. “

‘The overlooker, and the covered burden, and
the whispering crowd, are none too late at the
First Tenement and No. 6.

Mr. Mell comes out from the s1ck—room on.
io
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tiptoe; the children crouch and hide their faces
behind the door ; the doctor, who has been, has
gone, and the coughing and confusion are quite
_over. |

. Mr. Mell stands still in the middle of the =

kitchen, with his hand at his ear.” Whether he
is listening to a thing which Perley says,—a
gentle, awful thing, said in a ‘gentle, awful voice,
—or whether he is listening to certain sounds of
feet upon the stairs, it were difficult to say. |

He stands still in the middle of the kitchen,
with his hand behind his ear.

- The feet upon the stairs .ha\_\"re climbed the
stairs, have passed the stairs, have passed the
. door, have paused. : o o

The overlooker, with his hat in his hand, has
laid the covered burden softly down upon the
mat behind the door, where the little burden,

like a little puppy, slept last night. -
" Mr. Mell'sits down then in the nearest chalr
He points at the open bedroom door. He seems
to be” weak from watching, and the hand with
which he points trembles badly.‘
| “Do you see?” he says. ¢ Look there. See,
don't ye? I'm glad ye did n’t come ten. minute
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sooner. It would ha’ ben such a fretful thing for
- fer. Shé ‘'would ha’' greeted sair, I'm feared.

[R5

Keep the laddie well covered, will ye? I wald
na’ like so much as her dead een to seem to sce.
it. It would ha’ ben sae fretful for her; I wald
na’ likit to see her greetin’ ower the laddie. 1
wald na’ likit yon ; kéep him covered, will ye?”
It is very touching to-hear the man mourn

in the old long-disused Scotch words of his

youth, and very touching to hear what a cty
there is 1n the words themselves.

But it is not heart-breaking, like the thmg
which he says in broad English, next. It is after
the overlooker has gone, and the covered burden
is laid decently upon a bed, and Perley has been
busied in and out of the bedroom, and the chil-
dren have been washed a little, and the “fust
gell,” crying bitterly over a cup of coffee which
she is trying to make, has been comforted, and a
cleanly silence has fallen upon the two rooms,
and upon the two beds with their mute occupants,
It is after he has sat stupidly still with his face
in his hands. It is just as Perley, seeing nothing
more that she can do for him, is softly shutting
the door to go-and find flowers for little Bub.




220 The Stlent Partner.

- Look a herve. Sap! What damages do you

tink the mills 'll give me? I'’d ought to have
damages on the loss of the boy's wages. He was
earnin’ reglay, and growin go.

At the foot of the stairs Perley finds a glrl
Wlth large eyes, and soiled blue ribbons on her
hair, sitting and sobbing in her mill-dress, rub-
bing the dust about her pretty face. |

“Iwould n't sit here, Nynce,” suggests Perley
gently ; “go up and help your sister, and do not
cry. f
“ It seems as if everything fretful happened to
me,” sobs Nynee, pettishly. “The mills was bad
enough. Then it was mother, and then it was
somebody c.min’in to tell me about Bub, and
now it ’s both of 'em. I wish I’d tied up Bub's
ﬁnﬂer pleasant this morning. It’ll be fretfuller
than ever to home now. I wish I was dead like
them two; yes, I do. I had other things that
bothered me besides. I did n’t want no more!”

1

“ What other things ? ” asks Perley, very gently |

~ sitting down on the stairs, and very wisely taking
no heed just now of the little miserable, selfish
sobs. :
“ Q, different things. Things about some-
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body that I— like, and somebody that T don't
like, and some folks that like some folks better
than me. I was bothered to death before ! ” cries

Nynee.

- «Some time,” says Perley, “you shall tell me all

about them. Run up to your sister, now.” '
Nynee runs up, and Perley, in going for Bub's

flowers, thinks that she would rather gain the

" hearing of that little love-story, sitting on the

dirty stairs, than to get the girl to church with

~her for a year to come.
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CHAPTER XI.
GOING INTO SOCIETY.

« DELI’GH’TED, Perley, T am sure, and shall

be sure to come, Nothing could give

‘us greater pleasure than a day with you in your
lovely, Quixotic, queer venture of a home. Mam-
ma begs me, with her love and acceptance, to
assure you ;ha.t she appreciates,” etc., etc. -

“As for my friends, the Van Doozles of New
York, you know, (it is Kenna Van Doozle who is
-engaged to Mr. Blodgett) they are charmed. It
was. just like you to remember them in your
kmd " etc. ‘

“ And actually to see for ourselves one of your
dear, benevolent, democratic, strong-minded 7
unions, of which we have heard so much | What

~could be more?” etc. .

“I promise you that I will be very good and
considerate of your protégds. 1 will wear nothing
gayer than a walkm«r-sult and I Wlll inform myself
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beforehand upon the ten-hour question, and I will
be as charming as I know how, so that you shall

not regret having honored me by,” €

“ And now, my dear Perley, I carinot come to

Five Falls without telling you myself what I

should break my heart lf you should hear from
anybody but myself

« T know that you must have guessed my little
secret before now. But Maverick and I thought
that we should like at least to pretend that it was
a secret for a little while. !
~ « Ah, Perley, I see your great wise eyes smile!
Do you know, I suspect that you were o0 wise for
him, dear boy! He seems to think a little, fool-
ish, good-for-nothing girl like me would make
him happy. :

« And I know he wants me to say, ‘dear Perley,
how we have neither of us ever had any hardness
in our hearts towards you, or ever can. How
can we now? We are so very happy! And I
know /ow wise he thinks you still, and how
good. «-S‘o very gﬁod ! A great deal better than
his ridiculous little Fly, I have no doubt; but
then, you see, we don’t either of us mind that,”
etc., etc., etc. |
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Fly’s note preceded- Fly by but a few hours; it
so chanced. That evening Miss Kelso’s patlors’

presented what Fly perhaps was justified in call-
ing. “ such a dear, delightful, uncommon appear-
ance.” | |

- Kenna Van Doozle called it ontré, * She was -

sitting on a sofa by Nynee Mell when she said so.
It was a stifling July night, and closed a stifling
day.‘ Mrs. Silver, in the cars, on the Shore Line,
and swept by sea breezes, had “ suffered agonies,”
so she said. - Even in the close green dark of
Miss Kelso’s lofty rooms, life had ceased to be de-

sn-able and the grasshopper ha.d been a burden, _

until dusk and dew-fall,
| “In the houses from which my guests are
coming to-night,” she had said at supper, “the
mercury has not been below 90°, day nor nlght
for a week.”

 Her guests seemed . to appreciate the fact;
shunned the hot lawn and garden, where a pretty
,show of .Chinese lanterns and a Niobe at 2 foun-
tain (new upon the grounds, this year) usually
attractéd them, and grouped in the preserved
coolness of the parlor. '

Her guests, in those parlors, were worth a ride .
 from town in the glare to meet
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" There were some thirty, perhaps, in all ; fami-
lies, for the most part, just as they came. Mr
Mell, for . instance, in decent clothes; the * fust’
gell,” with- one of the children ; Nynee, in light-
muslin and bright ribbons ; old Bijah Mudge in
a-corner with little Dib Docket, — they sent Dib.
to the poorhouse by especial permit to bring
him, always ; Catty, closely following the crisp

 rustle of the hostess’s plain ‘white dress (Sip was

delayed, nobody knew just why) and Dirk Bur—-"
dock, apart from the other young fellows, drift-
ing restlessly in and out of the hot, bright lawn ;
little knots of young people chattering over pic-:
ture-racks ; a sound of elections and the evening
news in other knots Where their fathers stood with
hands behind them; the elder women easily
seated in easy—chalrs . a tangle about the piano, |
‘where a young weaver was domg a young waltz
very well. '

Now there "was one very remarkable thing
about -these thirty people. With the exception

* of a little plainness about ‘theif,dross (plainness |
. rather than roughness, since in America we will

die of bad drainage, but we will- manage to have-

a “best suit” when' occasion requlres) and an air
10% - - o
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of really enjoying themselves, they did not, after
all, leave a very different irhpressioh upon the
superficial spectator from that of ariy thirty peo-
ple whom Fly Silver might collect at a musi-
cale.

'The same faces at their looms to-morrow ESIOU
could not identify.

“I suppose they ’re on their best’ behavior,”
: suggestcd Fly, in an opportunity.

“ What have you and I been on all our IIVES ?”
asked Perley, smiling. “ One does not behave
till one has a chance.”

“And not in the least afraid of ﬁs,” observed
Fly, with some surprise. “I was afraid we should
make it awkward for them.”

_“But how,” asked Miss Van Doozle, with
“her pale eyes full of a pale perplexity, — “you
are exceedingly original, I know, — but Zow, for
instance, have you. ever brought this about? I
had some such pebple once, in a mission class ; I

could do nothing with them ; they pulled the fur .

out of my muff, and got up and left in the middle
of the second prayer.”

- “7 have brought nothing abbut sald Perley,
“ They have brought themselves about. All that
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I do is to treat.these people precisely as I treat
you, Miss Van Doozle.”

-« Ah ?” blankly from Miss Van Doozle.

“ For instance,” said the hostess in moving
away, “ I get up thirty or so of those every fort-

‘night. I don’t know how this came here. Put it

in your pocket, please.”
" She tossed from the card-basket a delicate

- French envelope, of the latest mode of monogram

and tint, enclosing a defective “invitation in her
own generous hand, running : — .

« Miss Kelso requests the pleasure of Mr. Mell's
company at half past seven o'clock on Friday even-
ing next.

“July 15.”

« Perley,” observed Mrs. Silver, pensively,
“ought to have been a literary character. I have
always said so; have n’t I, Fly ?”

-« Why, mamma ?” asked Fly.

« That excuses so much always, my dear,” softly
said Mrs. Silver. "

There scemed to be some stir and stop in Miss

Kelso’s “evening,” that hot Friday. Dirk Bur-
~dock, restlessly diving in and out of the lawn,
 finally found his-hat, and, apparently at the host-
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‘esé’s- fequéa excused himself “and disappeared.
‘The young weaver played the young waltz oit,
‘and politics in corners lulled, .
“1It is a Victor Hugo evening,” explalned MISS
Kelso to her frlends from town, “and our reader
has not come We always manage to accomplish

something. I Wlsh you could have heard an 8

‘essay on - Burns from a Scotchman out of ‘the
prmtmg—rooms a fortmght ago. - Or some of our
Dickens readings. Somethmg of that or this
“kind takes better with the men than a musical

nltrht thoudh we have some fine voices, I assure

you. T wish, Fly, you would pIay to us a httle,
- while we are waltlng ' -

Fly, not quite knowing what else to do, but feel-
ing surprisingly ill at ease, accomplished a sweet
little thin - ‘thing,” and was prettily thanked by
somebody somewhere ~but still the reader had
not come. S

- It has been said, upon authority, that the
next thing which happened was the Andante from

~ the Seventh Symphony, Miss Kelso herself at
the keys.

Mrs. Silver looked at MISS Van Doozle Miss
Van Dobzlé locked at Mis, Sﬂ\?er E
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.« She has made a mistake,” said Mrs Silver’s

look.: _
« The people canfzot appreciate Beethoven,”

-was Miss Van Doozle’s look.

Now, in 'truth Beethoven could not have asked
a stiller hearing than he.and Miss Kelso com-
manded out of those thn‘ty work-worn factory

{aces.

The blind-mute Catty stood beside Miss Kelso

while she played. She passed the tips of her

fingers like feathers over the motion of Perley’s
hands. It was a privilege she had. She bent
her-‘ head forward, with her lip dropped and dull'.
L« When she plays,” she often said to Sip,
«“there ’s wings. of things goes _hy.”

«What, wings ?” asked Sip.

«T don’t know — wings. When I catch, they
fly.” S ‘
Miss Kelso's elegant white, without flaw or
- pucker of trimming, presented a broad and shin-
ing background -to the -poor creature’s puzzled
figure, Catty seemed to borrow a glory from it,
as a lean Byzantine Madonna will, from her
gllded sky. Mrs. Silver fairly wiped her eyes.

After Beethoven there was Nynee Mell, with a
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song or two in Scotc¢h ; and then another stop

and stir. The reader, they said, was coming.

o Fly Silver, in the pauses, had done very well,
She was a good-hearted little lady, and nobody

- succeeded in being afraid of her. She had cate-

chised Dib Docket a little, and effected a timid
acquaintance with szah Mudge. The old. man
was in a wise dotage peculiarly his own.’ He
f:ame,rhowever, regularly to Miss Kelso’é “ e'ven-
- '1ngs ’f ; enjoyed his saucer of ice-cream as much
as any other child there ; and yet always managed
to gather about him a little audience of men with
frowns in their foreheads, who lstened to his
wild ravings with a kind of instinctive res ect,
which pleased the old fellow amazingly, g
 He had a paper in his hand which he showed
lto Fly. He always had a paper in his hand fIt-
was a petition to the Legislature of the Sta;e of

Massachusetts, with illustrated margins of etch-

ings in pen and ink. The:designs ran all to foli-
age, — indiscriminate underbrush at first glance ;
upon examination, forests came out in rows ; upon’
study, hands came out from the forests hundreds
. of them, from bough, from twig, from ;tem from -

_leaf The foregt on the left margm_wrur’lg its

clap thelr hands ?”°
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hands, it seemed. The forest on the right mar-

gin clapped them smartly.

“ What for ?” asked Fly, politely.

~ «71s it not written,” said the old man, solemnly,
“ that in that day all the trees of the field shall

-

« But what about ?” persusted Fly. ,
« The voice said, ‘ Cry! '” said Bijah, shrﬂly,
“and ‘I said, «What shall I cry?’” He lifted
his petition to the Legislature of the State of

" Massachusetts in his shaking hand, and fixed his

bleared eyes over it upon Fly’s pretty, fright-
ened face.  “What shall 1 cry? “And thou
saidst in thine heavt, I shall be a lady Sforever ; s0
that thoun didst not lay these things to thy heart,
neither didst vemembey the latler end of 1’7

«“ O dear !” said Fly, and rippled away.

- “A Hebrew prophet and - a canary-blrd
thought Perley, when she heard of it.

Fly rippled out into the hall where the stir
and stop seemed to have centred The hostess
was there, talking to Sip Garth in a low tone.
Dirk Burdock was there, having found Sip, he
said, half-way over ; and a young Irish girl
whom Slp had Wlth her, a fine-featured little
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creature, with heavy sodden c1rc1es about her eyes .

and mouth. -
-She"was sorry to be so late, Sip was saying,

“But Maggie'd set her heart so on coming, you

see ; and there she lay and fainted, and I have
n't been able to bring her round endugh to get
over here till this minute. Her folks was all
away, and I could n’t seem to leave her;’ and
she did'so set her heart on coming ! She has
been garried in a faint out of the mill four times
to-day — out into the air, and a dash of water —
and back again; and down again. ' The- ther-
mometer has stood at 115° in our room to-day.
It has n’t been below 110° not since. last Satur-
day. It s 125° in the dressing-room. There’s
men in the dressing-room with the blood all
Jhc gathered black about their faces, just from heat ;

they look 'like men in a fit; they 're all pur-

ple. You’d ought to see the clothes we wear! — =
drenched like fine folks’ bathing-clothes. ' I could '

wring mine out. We call it the lake of fire, — our
room. That’s all I.could think of since Sunday :
the Last Day and the lake with all the folks i in it.
I have n't been in such a coolness not- since I -
was here last time, Miss Kelso.. It’s most as bad
as hell to be mill-folks in July !”
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" «A blowzy, red-faced -girl,” Miss Van Doozle
thoucrht when the reader came in.

- «My Lords!” began the red- faced reader, “I
impart to you a novelty. -The human race ex-

. ists”

«We have nothing so popular,” whispered
Miss - Kelso, “ as that girl's readings and recita-
tions. They ring well”

-« An unappreciated Siddons, perhaps ?” The

- pale Van Doozle eyes assumed the homceopathic

trituration of a sarcasm. The Van Doozle eyes
were not used to Slp exactly. . '

«] have thought that there might be greater
than Slddons in Sip,” replied Miss Kelso, mus-~
ingly ; “ but not altogether of the Siddons sort, I
admit.” W

Sip followgd Miss Kelso, in the breaklng up of
the evening, after the books ‘and the ices were
out of the way. They had some plan about the
little Irish girl already ; a week’s rest at least.
There was that family on the Shore Line; and
the hush of the sea; where they took such care of
poor Bert Bush. If Catty were well, Sip would

‘take her down.
#T know the girl.--She must be got away til
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.this drought’s over, . She Il work till the breath
1s out of her, but she’'ll work ; has a brother in
an insane asylum, and likes to pay his board

Maggic’s obstinate as death about such things. |

| You'd ought to se¢ her pushing back her hajr
and laughing out, when she come out of those
faints to-day, and at it acram for all anybody
could say. - You would n’t think that she’d ever
take to Jim, would you? But gdt over it, I guess.

Had a hard time, though Look here! I found -

a piece in a newspaper yesterday, and cut it out
to show to'you.”

Sip handed to Miss Kelso, Wlth a smile, a slip
from one of the leading city dailies, reading
thus: — ,

“ What is generally written about Lorenzo fac-
tory-girls i 1s sensational and pure nonsense. ‘They
are described as an overworked class, rung up.
rung out, rung in; as going to their labors worn,
dispirited, and jaded ; as dreading to meet their
task-masters in those stifling rooms, where they
have cultivated breathing as a fine art; as com-

ing home from their thraldom happy but for
 thoughts of the resumption of their toil on the
morrow. The fact is, sympathy. has been offered

B
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where it was not needed. The officers of the mills

and the girls themselves will tell you the tasks

are not exhaustive. No one gets so tired that
she cannot enjoy the evening, every thought
of work dismissed. Her employment is such that
constant attention is not demanded. She may
freéuently sit thinking of the past or planning
for the future. She earns nearly four dollars per

_week, beside her board. The pleasantest rela-

tions subsist between her and her overseer, who
is frequently the depositary of her funds, who
perhaps goes with her to buy-her wedding or
household. outfit, who is her counsellor and pro-
tector. - Her step is not inelastic, but firm
The mills are high studded, well ventilated, and
scrupulously clean. The girls are healthy and well
looking, and men and women, who have worked
daily for twenty or thirty years, are still in un-
d1m1mshed enjoyment: of sound lungs and limbs.”

«T never. was in Lorenzo,” said Sip, drily, as
Perley folded the slip,  but mills are mills. 1'd
‘like to see the fellow that wrote that.”

Fly and hér friends had sifted into the library,
whlle Miss Kelso's guests were thinning. |

“'This, 1 suppose, Mrs Silver was sadly say-
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ing, “is but a specrmen of our poor dear Perley s
life.”

“You speak as if she were dead and buried,

mamma,” said Fly, making a dazzhng httle heap |

of herself u pon a cricketful of pansies.

o So she 1s > affirmed Mrs. Silver, plamtlvely,
so she is, my dear, as far as Soc1ety i1s con-

cerned. I have been struck this. evening by the

thought, what' a loss to Society! Why, Miss

Kenna, I am told that thls superb house has -

been more hke a hosprtal or a'set of public soup-
rooms for six months past, than it has like the
retiring and secluded home of a young lady.

Those people overrun it, They are made wel-

come to it at aIl hours and under all c1rcum-

‘stances She 1nV1tes them to tea, my dear!

They sxt down at her very ta.ble with her. I

have known her to bring out Mirabeau from town

to furnish their music for them. Would you
credit it? Mirabeau! In the spring she bought

. a-Bierstadt. I was with her at the time. I
* have friends in Five Falls who have never seen

a Bierstadt, she said. Now what do you call
that? 7 call'i morbid,” nodded the lady, ma_kmg

: soft gestures with her soft hands, — « morbrd 1”7
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-« don’t suppose anybody knows the money
that shee has put into her libraries, and her model
tenements, and all that, either,” mused Fly, from
her crlcket )
«It does well enough in that Mr. Garrick,”

proceeded Mrs. Silver, in a gentle bubble of de—
spair ; “T don’t object to fanatical benevolence in

a man like him. It is natural, of course. He is

self-made entirely ; twenty years ago might have

come to Miss Kelso's evenings himself, you

know. It is excusable in him, though awkward
in the ﬁrm, ‘as I had reason to know, when he
started to build- that chapel Now there is
another of poor DPerley’s freaks. "What does
she do but leave Dr. %Dremaine’s,. where she
had at least the dearest of rectors and the best
pew—hst in Five Falls, on the ground ‘that the
mlllapeople do not frequent Dr. Dremaine’s, and

_take a pew in the chapel herself! They have a

young preacher there fresh from a seminary,
and Perley and the mill-girls will sit in a row
together and hear him! Now that may be
Chrlstlamty, adds Mrs. Silver, in a burst of
heroism, “but J call it morbidness, sheer mor-

bidness!” |
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But these people are very fond of Perley, |

mamma,” urged Fly, lifting some honest trouble
- in her face out of the pretty shine that she made
.in the dim library. '

- “They ought to be!” said Mrs. Sllver with
unwonted sharpness.

- Now Fly, in her own mind, had meant to ﬁnd
out something about that; she went after the
| Hugo reader, it just occurring to her, and took
her into a corner before everybody was gone.

She made a great glitter of herself here too;
she could not hé'lp it, in her shirred lace and

‘garnets, - Sip looked her over, smiling as she
would at a pretty kitten. Sip was more gentle .
in her judgments of “that kind of folks” than

she used to be.

“ What do we think of Zer?2” Sip’s fitful face
flushed. . “ How can I tell you what we think of
her ? There’s those of us here, young girls of us,”
Nynee Mell's blue ribbons, just before them, were
fluttering through the door, “ that she has saved
from being what you would n’t see in here to-night.
There’s little children here that would be little
devils, unless it was for her. There’s men of us
with rum to fight, and boys in prison, and debts to
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" pay, and hearts like hell, and”lrieve-r a friend in

this world or the other but her. There’s others

of us, that — that — God bless her !” broke off

Sip, bringing her clenched little hands together,
— “ God bless her, and the grouiid she treads on,

‘and the air she breathes, and the sky that is over

her, and the friends that love her, and the walls
of her grand house, and every dollar of her
money, and every wish she wishes, and all the
prayers she prays —but 1 cannot tell you, young

lady, what we think of ker /"

“But Society,” sighed‘ Mrs, Sﬂver, ~— “ Society

‘has rights which every lady is bound’ to respect ;

poor Perley forgets her duties to Society. Where
we used to meet her in our circle three times, we
meet her once now.’

 “Once of Perley is equal to three times of
most people,” considered Fly, appearing with

* Maverick (who' had slipped in as the “evening”

slipped out) from some lovers’ corner. “And she
does n’t rust, you must own, mamma ; and seems
to enjoy herself so, besides.” | o

“T have understood,” observed the elder Miss

Van Doozle, “that she has been heard to saiy )




240 The Silent Partner.

that she could never spend an evening in an
ordinary drawing-room pé.rty happily again.”

This, in fact, was a report very common about "

Miss Kelso at one time. Those well acquainted
with her and with her movements in Five Falls
will remember it ‘

“ Poor’ Perley ” herself came in just in time to

hear it then. :

' “I always forgave the falsny of that, for the

suggestlveness of it,” she said, laughing.
~ “A thoughtful sef of guests you have here,”

said Fly. « We have been ﬁndmg fault with you

all the evening.”

% That is what I expected.”
“ So we supposed. Perley !”
“Well, my dear?”
“ Are you happy ?”

“ Quite happy, Fly.” | |
“I should be so miserable!” said Fly, with a

shade of the hone%trouble' still on" her pretty

face,

- “I have been saying,” began Mrs Silver, “ that
Somety is a great loser by your phllanthropy,
Perley.” ,

- Perley lighted there:
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r Soc1ety'” she said, «y feel as if I had but
just begun to go into society !”

“But, on your theories,” said Kenna Van
Doozle, with a clumsy smile of hers, “we shall

“have our ¢ooks up- stairs playing whlst with us,

by and by.”
"« And if we did?” qulf:tly “But Miss Van
Doozle, I am not a reformer ; I haven't come to

the cooks yet; I am only a feeler. The world

gets into ‘the dark -once in a while, you know ;
throws out a few of us for groping purposes.”
" «XKenna and 1, for instance, being spots on the
wings?” asked Fly.

“ Naturalists msxst that the butterﬂy will pause

- and study its own wings, wrapt in —

“ O Maverick!”

« Adrmiration,” finished Maverick.
~ “But one must feel by something,” persisted
Fly,-“ guess or measure. It is all very beautiful
in you, Perley. But it seems to me such a
‘venture. I should be frightened out of it a dozen
tlmes over.”

"~ Perley took a httle book out of a rack upon one -
of the tables, where Mr. Mell's ice-cream saucer yet
lay unremoved, — Tsaac Taylor in bevelled board.

P
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“Here,” she said, “is enough to feel by, even
if I feel my way to your cook, Miss Kenna.” -

“* 1o tnsure, therefore, its lavge purpose of good-
will to man, the law of Christ spreads out its
claims very far beyond the cirvcle of mere pity or
natural kindness, and in absobute and peremplory
terms demands for the use of the poor, the igno-
rant, the wretched, and demands from '€?;€ij/ one
who names the name of Christ, the whole residue
of talent, wealth, time, that may vemain after
primary claims have been sm‘.z'sﬁed’ ”

Maple Leaves.

"CHAPTER XII.
i\iAPLE LEAVES,

5 N 1nc1dent connected with Miss Kelso’s ex-
periments in Five Falls, valuable chiefly
as indicative of the experimenter, and rather as a

hint than as history, occurred in the ripening

autumn. It has been urged upon me to find
place - for it, although it is fragmentary and
1ncomplete ' 4

A distant sea-swell of a strike was: faintly‘
audible in Hayle and Kelso, |

Hayle and Kelso were in trouble. Standfast
Brothers, of Town, solid as rock and old as
memory, had gdne dowri gone as suddenly and

-blackly as Smashem & Co. of yesterday, and

gone with a clutch on Five Falls cotton, under
which Five Falls shook dizzily. ‘
The serene face of the senior partner took, for
the first time since 1857, an anxious, of, it might
rather be called,- an annoyed groove. All the
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manufacturing panics’ of the war had fanned it

‘ plac_idly, but .St‘andf'ast' Brothers were down, and
behold, the earth reeled and the foundations
thereof.

Two things, therefore, resulted The progress'
of the new mill was checked, and a notice of,

reduction of wages went to the hands.
Tﬁ\; sea-swell murmured.
'Hayle and Kelso heard‘nothing.
The sea-swell growled.

Hayle and Kelso never so much as turned the

head.

The sea-swell splashed out a few delegates and

a request, respectful enough for consultation and
'compromlse '

“We will shut down the mills first!” said
young Mr. Hayle between his teeth.

- So the swell broke Wlth a roar the next Lord’
day. :
The groove grew a little jagged across the
Senior’s face. A strike, it is well known, is by no

»”

means necessarily an undesirable thing. Stock
accﬁmu_lates. The market quickens, You keep
your finger on its pulse. You repair your ma-
‘chinery and bide your time. A thousand people,
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‘living “from hand to mouth, may be under your

finger, empty-handed. What so easy as a little
stir of the finger now and then? Yoz are not
bhungry meanwhile; ypowr daughter has her win-

ter clothes. You sit and file handcuffs playfully,

against that day when your “hands” shall have
gone hungry long enough. - No more striking
presently | Meantime, you may amuse yourself.
There is something noteworthy about this
term “strike” A head would think and out-
wit us. A heart shall beat and move us. The

““hands " 'can only struggle and strike us, — fool-

ishly too, and madly, here and there, and des-
perately, being ill-trained hends, never at so much
as a boxing-school, and gabhmg each other prin-~
cipally in the contest.

There had been strikes in Ha.yle and Kelso
Whlch had not caused a ruffle upon the Senior’s
gentlemanly, smooth brow or pleasant smile ; but

. just now a strike was unfortunate.

“ Very unfortunate,” said Mr Hayle in the

counting-room on pay-day, in the noise of the
_ breaking swell,

. The Company were all upon the ground, silent
and- disturbed. - There was'a heavy crowd at the
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' g"ét‘es, and the sound - of the overseers’ voices in
altercation with them, made its way in jerks to
the counting-room. ;

By a chance Miss Kelso was in the counting-
room ; had been over to put Mill's “ Liberty”
into the llbrary, and had been detained by the
gathering crowd.

She was uneasy like the rest ; was in and out,
taking her own measure of the danger

“ There is nothing to be done,” said Mr. Gar-
rick, anxiously, the last time that she came into
the little gloomy room where they were sitting. It
was beginning to rain, and the windows, through
which growing spots of lowering faces could be
seen -darkening the’ streets; were. spattered - and
dirty. “There is nothing to do about it. If
they will, they will. Had you better stay here ?

- - We may have a noisy time of it.” ‘

. #There is one thing to do,” said the young
lady, decidedly, “ only one. I wish, Mr. Garrick,.

that you had never é_hut me out of this firm. I

belonged here! You do not one of you know
now what it is for your own interest to do!”

- Mr. Hayle signified, smiling across his groove
of---'anxiety, that she was at liberty, of r’coﬁrse, to
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offer- ,any ‘valuable suggestion with - which she .
might be prepared for such an emergency.

“ And fold my hands for a romantic woman
after it. However, that does not alter the fact ;

_there is. just one thing to do to prevent the most

serious strike known in Five Falls yet. 1 know
those men better than you do.” .
. “ We know them well enough,” said Maverick,

with a polite sneer. “ This is a specimen of
~“intelligent labor, a fair one! These fellows

are like a horse blifnd\i in one eye ; they will run
against a barn to get away from a barrel. Logse
the rein, and there ’s mischief immediately. You
may invite them to supper to the end of their
days, Miss Kelso; but when you are in a genuine

difficulty, they will turn agaiﬁst you just as they
are doing now. There’s neither gratitude nor

common business sense among -them. There’s
neither trust nor honor. They have no confi-
dence in their employers, and no foresight for
themselves. | They would ruin us altogether for
fifty cents a week. A parcel of children with the

" blessed addition of a few American citizens at

their head!” - o |
o I,ﬁas about to. propose,” said Perley, quietly,
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“ that their -employers’ should exhibit some trust-

or confidence in #Zem.. I want Mr. Garrick to
goout-and tell them w/Zy we must reduce thelr
wages.” o ' o

‘Senior. _
“1t is none of thelr busmess, ‘said Ma,verlck
“ why we reduce their wages.”
- Stephen Garrick said nothmg.
~“ Such a course was never taken in the com-
pany,”. said the Senior. |
“ And never ought to be,” said the Jumor “TIt
is an unsuitable position for an employer to take,
— unsuitable!  And disastrous as a precedent.
Next thing we know, we should have them regu-
lating the salary. of our clerks and the size -of

our invoices. Outside of the fancy of a co-

operatlve economist, such a pr1nc1p1e would be
im - What a noise they 're making ! ” o

“ 'Evcry minute is precious,” exclaimed Perley,
rising nervously. “I tell you I know those men!
They will trust Mr. Stephen Garrick, if he treats
them like reasonable beings before it is too

Iate 1” :

The counting-room door sIammed there, behmd-‘ |

“Truly a young ladys suggestlon, Sald the
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é:messenger from the clerk: Things looked badly,

he said ; the Spinners’ Union had evidently been
at-work ; there were a few brickbats about,and rum.
enough to float a schooner ; and an ugly kind -of
setness all around ; we were in for it, he thought,
now. Were there any orders ?

'No, no orders.

- The countmg-rocrnjdqor slamried again, and
the noise outside dashed against the sound with
a little spurt of defiance.

- “It would be a most uncommon course to
take,” said the Senior, uneasily ; “but the emer-
gency is great, and perhaps if Mr. Garrick felt
inclined to undertake such an extraordinary —”
Miss Kelso overrated his chances of success,

Mr.-"Garrick said, but she did not overrate the -

importance of-.ésomebody's doing something.  He

“was willing to make the attempt.

‘The counting-room door slammed once more ;
the-spurt died down ; the swell reared its head,

-writhing a little to see what would happen.

Mr., Garr1ck took his hat off, and stood in the
door.
It was an ugly crowd with a dlshcartcnmg

“setness’ -about. it. - He w1shcd when he looked
11 %
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it over, that he had not come; but stood with
his hat off, smiling. :
He -was smiling still when he came back to

- the counting-room.

«Well ?* asked Perley.

“« For -an unpopular master —”

«“ O hush!” said Perley

“ For an unpopular master,” repeated Mr. Gar-
Ile «1 did as well as I expected. In fact, just
what I expected all the . time has Happened
Listen !” :

He held the door open. A cry came in from
' out51de, - '

“ Ask the young' ledc{v 1"

“You see, you should ‘have gone in the first
place, said the unpopular master, patiently.
“ The rest of us are good for Ilttle, wlthout .your
.indorsement.”

“ Call the yong' leddy! Let's hezzr w/zcu‘ tke
'yozmg leddy says to’t! The young leddy ! 7 lze
young leddy 1" o

The demand came in at the countmg—room
door just as the “ young leddy ” went out. |
. The people parted for her right and . left.

She stood in the mud,in the rain, among thém. -
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They made room for her, just as the dark ddy
would have made room for a sunbeam. The

drunkest fellows, some of them, slunk to the cir-

her. OQaths and brickbats seemed to have begn'

sucked out to sea by a sudden tide of respecta-
b‘ilify It has been said by those who witnessed
it that it was a scene worth seeing,

“ She just stood in ‘the mud and the rain,” said

Sip Garth; in telling the story. “If we'd all

been in her fine parlors, we would n’t have been
stiller. ' There was a kind of a shame and a sense
came to-us, to see her standing so quiet in the

roughness before her would ha’ been kicked into
the gutter, T can tell‘]y"ou. It was just like her.
There’s never mud nor rain amongst us, but you
look, and there she is! That day there seemed
to be a shining to her, We were all worked up
and .angered ; and she stood so ‘white and’ still.
There was a ‘minute that she looked at us, and
she looked — why, she looked as if she’d be poor

folks herself, if only she could-say how sorry she

was for us. Then she blazed out at us! ‘Did

Mr. Garrick ever téll any man of uslka word but

.

cumference of the circle that had closed about

‘rain. The fellow that opened his lips for a
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honest fruth?’ she wanted to know. “And has

't he proved himself a friend to every soul of
you that needed friendliness?’ says she. ¢ And
when he told you that he must reduce your
wages, you should n't have sent for me!’ says
she. - But then she talks to us about the trouble

that the Company was in, and a foolishness

créeps round amongst us, as if we wished we
‘were at home.  It’s not that they so much dis-

believed Mr. Garrick,” said Sip, “but when ske

said she could 't afford to pay ‘em, they believed
t/mt "

"« T don’t understand -about these things,” sa.ld

Reuben Mell, slowly stepping out: from the
crowd. “It’s very perplexing to me. It doesn’t .

mean a dollar’s worth less of horses and carriages,
. and grand parties to the Company, such a trouble
as this don’t seem to. And it means as we go
without our breakfast so’s the children sha’ n't be
hungry ; and it means as when our shoes are wore
o'ut, we know no more than a babby in its cradle
where the next pair is to come from. That’s
what reduction o' wages means to #s. I don’t
understand the matter. myself but I m free to
sdy that we’ll not doubt as the- young leddy does
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1’1 take the young leddy’s word for it, this time,
for one.” ‘ |

- Mr. Mell, with this, peaceably stepped up and
took the reduction from the counter, and peaceably
went home with it. -

- There was a little wr1thmg of the flood-tide at
this, and then an ebb.’

Miss Kelso came out of it, and left it to bub-
ble by itself for a while.

Within half an hour it had ebbed away, leav-
ing only a few weeds of small boys and a fellow
too drunk to fleat in sight of the mill-gate,

Until at least next “Lord’s day,” there would

be no strike in Hayle and Kelso, -

By that time Mr. Garrick hoped that we
should be upon our feet again.

Mr. Garrick walked home with Miss Kelso in
the autumn rain.

Unfortunately for the weedof a fellow stranded
in the mill-yard, they passed and recognized him.
It was the overseer, Irish' Jim. Next morning

~ he received his notice. They had borne with

him too long, and warned him too often, Mr,

_ Garrick insisted. ~ Go he should, and go he did.

But Mr. Garrlck walked home with Miss Kelso

in the autumn rain.
1
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" They passed between the cotton-house and
the old boiler, in going out. Dirk Burdock had

stepped through just before them, trying to over-
‘take Sip in the distance, hurrying home.  Either
-this circumstance or a mood’ of “the mill-master’s
- ‘own recalled to his mind his midnight talk with
the young watchman on that spot, and what Dirk
had said of its being a “ churchly place” It was
a dreary, dingy place now, in the gray storm-
light,-'pfosaic-and extre'mély rusty. He held the
lady’s ‘cloak back from the boiler in passing by.
~ His hand had but brushed the hem of her
garment, but it trembled visibly. He touched a
priestess in a water-proof, Fire from heaven fell
before his eyes upon the yellow boiler. Such a
‘“ churchliness ” struck the Imll-yard that the
man would have lifted his hat, but considered
that he would take cold, and so kept it on like a
sensible fellow.

Of course he loved her How should he help

it? Anybody but Perley would have thought
. of it, long ago.

Yet, oddly enough, nobody had thought of it.
Occasionally one meets people, though they are
rather apt to be men- than women, who seem to
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go mailed through life in a gossip-proof ar_mor,é

. Perley Kelso is one of them. Rumor winks and
‘blinks and shuts its eyes upon her. Your un-

pleasant stories, “had upon authority,” pass her

by unscathed. This young lady’s life had been a

pecauliar, rather a. public one, for now nearly two

'years,‘ and in its most vital interests Stephen

Garrick had stood heart and soul and hand in
hand with her. Yet her calm eyes turned upon
him that autumn afternoon as placidly as they
did upon the old boiler. When she saw that
tremble of the hand, she said: “ You are cold ?
It is growing chilly. The counting-room was
close.” c

How could man help it? Of course he loved
her. He had seen the shining of her rare, fine
face in such strange places! In sick-rooms and
in the house of mourning he had learned to listen
for the stealing, strong sweetness of her young
voice. They had met by death-beds and over
graves. They had burrowed into mysteries of

‘misery and sin,in God’s name, together. Wher-

ever people were cold, hurigry, friendless, deso-
lafe, in danger, in despair, she struck across his
path. .Wherever there was a soul for which no
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man cared; he found her footprints. Wherevér
there was a life to be lifted from miasmas to

heights,  he saw the wai}ing of her confident

white hand. If ever there were earnest work,
solemn work, solitary work, - mistrusted work;
work misunderstood, neglected, discouraging,
hopeless, thankless, — Christ’s werk, to be done,
he faced her. o

Now, among several hundred factory-opera-
tives, it naturally happened that he had thus
faced her not infrequently.

The woman’s life had become a service in a

~ temple, and he had lighted the candles for her.
One would miss it, perbaps,* to worship in the

dark ? The man asked himself the question, turn-
ing his face stiffly against the autumn storm.

- There had been no sun since yesterday. The
sky was locked -with a surcharged cloud. A fine,
swift rain blurred the outlines of the river-banks
and hills. . |

« And yet,” he said, ¢ the day seems -to be full
of sun. Do you notice ? There is light about us
everywhere.” |

“It is from the h1ckor1es and maples,” sald
Perley. ‘
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Ripened. leaves streaked and dotted their patth

" wreathed blazing arms about the pine groves,

smouldered over -the ﬁelds flung themselves
scorched mto the water, flared across the dam,
and -lighted the little cascades luridly. "The sin-
gular effect of dying trees on a dead day was at
its richest. - One could not believe that the sun

did not shine.
“ An unreal light,” said Stephen Garrlck hard-

ly, « and ugly. We should find it cold to live
' by.

”

“TI had not. thought of that ” said Perley, smil-

~ing; “I rather like it.”

Her face, as she lifted it to his, seemed to w‘ar‘m’

~ itself at its own calm eyes ;. slowly, perhaps, as if
‘the truant day had tried to leave a chill upon it,

but thoroughly and brightly.

Garrick turned, and: looked it over and over
and through and through, — the lifted haunting
face ! '

What a face it was ! His own turned sharply
gray.

T see no room for me there!” he said, and
stopped short where he stood. | )

No; he was right. There was no room. The:

Q
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womanly, calm face leaped with quick eolor, then

drifted pale as his own,

“ Let us walk on,” said Garrick, with a twang

in his voice. : |

They walked. on nervously. Neither spoke
just then. They walked on, under and through
a'solid arch of the unreal sunshine, which a pha-

lanx of maples made in meeting over their heads.

“I had hoped,” said Stephen Garrick then,
between his breath, “that I had —a chance. 1
have been — stupid, perhaps. A man is so slow
to- feel that he has-—mno chance. I have not
played at love like — many men. There has
been such an awfulness,” said Stephen Garrick,
passing his hand confusedly over his eyes, —
+“such an awfulness about the ground I have

: seen you tread upon. - Most- men love women in .

parlors and on .play-days; they can sing them
Little éon‘gs, they can -tie up flowers for them,
.they can dance and touch their hands. I-—1
‘have had no ‘way in which to love you. We
~have done such awful work together. In it,
through it, by it, because of it, I loved you. I
think there ’s something — in the love — that is
like the work, - It has struck ‘me under a ledge
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 of granite; I believe. ‘Miss Kelso, it would come:-

up — hard.” : ! A
His hand dropped against his. side, very slowly,
but the blue mails clenched the flesh from its .

palm. ' ' _
What did the woman mean? What should he
do with the sight;, sound, touch of her ; the rustle
of her dress, the ripple of her sweet breath, the
impenetrable calm of her grieving eyes ? )

He felt himself suddenly lifted and swung from
the centre of his controlled, common, regula-.
ted, and regulating days. Five Falls operatives
ceased to appear absorbing as objects of life..
How go dribbling ideal Christian culture through
highways and hedges, if a man sat and starved on
husks himself, before -the loaded board? The"
salvation of the world troubled him yesterday.-
To-day there was only this woman in it.

They two, in the mock light of dying leaves,

| they two only and tdgethqr, stood, the Alpha and

Omega, in the name of nature and in the sight

| of God.

“] have loved you,” said the man, trembling
heavily, “so leng! My life has not been like
that of — many people. I have taken it — hard
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and “slowly. I ‘have- loved you slowly; and-—
hard, - You ought to love me. Before' God, I
‘say you ought to love me!”.

- “The fact is —’ 'said Perley, in her sen51b1e
every-day voice. L

- Stephen Garrick drew breath and straightened
himself. His blanched face quivered and set
into its accustomed angles. His shut fingers
- opened, and he cleared his throat. He struck to
his orbit. -Ah! Where had he been? Most
too old a man for that! See how he lrad let
the rain drip on her. He grasped his umbrella,
He could go to a Mission me‘eti'ng'now; All the

. women in the world might shake their beautiful

heads at him under yellow maple-trees in an
autumn rain! ' e

“The fact is?” he gravely asked.

- “The fact is,” repeated Perley, “that I have no
time to think of love and marriage, Mr. Garrick.
That is a-business, a trade, by itself to women.
I have too much else to do. As nearly as I can
_understand myself, that is the state of the case.
I cannot spare the time for it.” |

" And yet, as nearly as ‘she'u“nderstood herself, :
she might have loved this man. - The dial of her
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young love and loss cast a little shadew in her
sun to-day. She felt old before her time. All
the glamour that draws men and women together
had escaped her somehow. = Possible wifehood
was no longer an alluring dream. Only its pro-
saic and undesirable aspects presented them-
selves to her mind.. No bounding impulse cried
within her: That is happiness! There is rest!
But only : It were unreasonable ; it is unwise.

And yet she might have loved the man. In
all the world, she felt as if he only came within
calling distance of her life. Out of all the world,
shé would have named him as the knightly soul
that hers delighted to honor.

Might have loved him? Did she love h1m ?

| Garrick’s hungry eyes pierced the lifted face
'agaiﬁ over and over, through and through. - If

not in-this world, in another, perhaps? In any?
Somewhere ? Somehow?

“T cannot tell, ” 'sald the Woman, as 1f she had
been called ; “I do not peed you now. Women
talk of Ioneliness.” I adl not lonely. They are
sick and homeless. I‘am_ neither, They are
miserable. I.am happy.- They grow old. Tam
not afraid of fgrowi‘ng : oid.; They have nothing
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to do.: - If T-had ten hves, I could fill them' No,
I do not need you, Stephcn Garrick,” ‘

« Besides,”. she added, half smiling; half’ 51gh-
. ing, “ I believe that I have been a silent partner
- long ‘enough, . If I'married you, sir, I should in-
- vest in life, and you would conduct it. I suspect
that I have a preference for a business: of my
own. Perhaps that is a part of. the trouble”

- They had reached the house, and turned, faces
against the scattering rain, to look dol;v
darkening river, and the nestling that the town

_ made ag_ainst_'the hill. The streets were full; and |
the people, through the distance and the rain,-
had a lean look, passing to and fro before the

dark, locked mills, _
. Perley Kelso, with a curious, slow gesture,
stretched her arms out toward them, with a face

which a man would remember to his dying day.

“ Shall they call,” she said, “ and I not answer ?
If they cried, shonld not I hear?” |

“ Mr. Garrick!” 'She faced him suddenly on

the dripping lawn. “If a 'man who loves a

woman can take the right hand of fellowship-
from her, I wish you would take it from me!”

' She held out her full strong hand. The rajn

n at the
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dripped on it from an elm-tree overhead. Stephen
Garrick "gently brushed the few drops, as if they
had been tears, away, and, after a moment’s hesi-"
tation, took it.. . |

If not in this world in another, perhaps? Ip -
any ? Somewhere? Somehow ?

“T shall wait for you,” said the man. Perhaps ‘
he-will. A few souls can,
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CHAPTER XIIL,

A FEVERISH PATIENT.

THE Pompexan statues in Hayle and Kelso .

were on exhibition in a cleared and bur-
nished condition for nearly a week last spring.

- That is to say, Hayle and Kelso were off work, -

for high water. It will be well remembered how

serious the season’s freshets were, and that Five
Falls had her full share of drenching.

* The river had been but two.days on the gallop

before the operétives wandering through their

holidays in their best clothes, began to knot into

little skeins about the banks watching the leap
" that the current made over the dam.

By the third day the new mill was conmdered |

in danger, and diked a little. |
By the fourth day heavy wagons were forbxd—
den the county bridge. . -

The skeins upon - the banks 1nterwound and
thickened,  Fi ive Falls became a gallery. Sun-
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break had flung back the curtain from a picture

which hundreds. crept up on tiptoe to see.
Between the silent, thronged banks and the

mute, unclouded sky, the river writhed like a

- thing that was tombed alive, The spatter of the
- cascades had. become smooth humps, like a

camel’s, The great pulse of the dam beat hor-
ribly. The river ran after it, plunged at it, would
run full 'and forever.” It looked as hopeless as
sin,"and as long as eternity. You gazed and de-
spaired. - There was always more, ‘more, more.
There was no chain for its bounding. There was
no pe'aice to its cries. No sepulchre could stifle
it, no death still it. You held out your hands and
cried for mercy to it

- Beautiful whirlpools of green light licked the
base of the stone river-walls. - Flecks of foam
were- picked up in the fields. People stood for
hours in the spray, clinging to the ‘iron railings.
by the dam, deafened and drenched, to watch the
sinuous trail of the under-tints of malachite and
gold and umber that swung through. As one
looked the awful oncoming of the upper waters
ceased to be a terror, ceased, or seemed to. cease,
to.be a-fact. Mightiness of motion became. re: |

12
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posé The dam lay, like a mass of veined agate
before the eyes, as solid as the gates of the city

whose builder and maker is God ; of the city in’

which sad things shall become joy, dark things
light, stained things pure, old thmgs new.

The evening and the morning were the fifth
day. Between their solemn passing, Sip and

Catty sat alone in the little damp, stone house.

The air was full of the booming -of the flood, -

and Catty laid her head upon Sip’s knee, listen-
ing; as if she heard it. The wind was high and

blew a kind of froth of noise in gusts aga'ii;st the’

closed windows and doors ; but never laid finger's
weight upon thg steady, deadly underflow of sound
that filled the night. A dark night. Sip, goingto
the window, from whence she could dimly see the
sparks of alarm-lights and the shadows of watch-
men on the endangered brldge, felt a little dis-
pleasure with the night. It was noisy.and con-
fused her. It was w‘ildland disturbed her. The

_crowds, still lingered on the banks, where the
green whirlpools had grown black, and where the
tints of malachite and gold and umber, swinging

on their bright arms through the dam, had
“become purple. and gray and ghastliness, and
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wrapped the stone piers in dark files, as'if they
had been mourners at a mighty funeral. Cries
of excitement or fear cut the regular thud of the
water, now and then, and there was unwonted
light about the dikes of ‘the new mill, and on the
railway crossing, which had been loaded with the

. heaviest freight at command, in anticipation of

the possible ruin and attack of the upper bridge.

The water was still rising, and the wind. An
undefined report had risen with them, through
the day, of runaway lumber up the stream. Five .
Falls was awake and uneasy.,
| “I' don’t wonder,” thought Sip, coming back -
from the window. “It’s a kind of night that I
can’'t make out. Can you, Catty?”

It was a night that Catty could hear; or thought '
she could, and this pleased her.

“It is like wheels,” she said, having never
heard but those two things, the machinery in
the mills and this thunder. It carried her round
and round, she signified, making circles with her
fingers in the air. :

She got up- presently ‘and walked. with the

fancy in circles ‘about the little kitchen. It -
seemed to perplex her that she always came back
‘toher starting-point..
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“I thought I was going to get out,” she. said,
stretching out her arms. ,

“Don’t!” said Sip, uneasily, covering her eyes.
Catty looked so ugly when she took fancies!
She never could bear'them ; begged her to come
back again and put her head ﬁpon her knee.

“ But where shall I stop ?” persisted Catty. “I
can’t go ‘round and go round. Who will stop me,
Sip?”

All the stone house was full of the boom of
the river. The two girls sat down again, it
seemed, in the heart of it. Sip:took Catty's
hands. She was glad to have her at home
te-night She kissed her ﬁnger—tlps and her
- cropped, coarse hair.
“Last. mght " said Catty, suddenly, “I stayed at
home.”
“So you did, dear.”
-« And anofher night, besides.”
“ Many other nighi&s," said Sip, encouragingly.
Did that make Sip happy ? Ca@ty asked
Very, very happy.
For love’s sake ?
For love’s sake, dear.

« Never mind,” said Sip. “ There, there!” -
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“I’Il stay at home to-morrow night,” Catty
nodded sharply, —“I’ll stay at home to-morrow
nlght for love’s sake.” :

In the middle of the nlght Sip, with a sense of
disturbance or alarm, waked suddenly. The little
closet bedroom was dark and close. A great
shadow in the kitchen wrapped her pictured
dreamer, and his long, unresting dream. It was
so dark, that she could fairly touch, she thought,
the solemn sound that filled the house. It took
waves like the very flood itself. "If she put her
hand out over the edge of the bed, she felt an
actual chill from it. There seemed to be nothing
but that noise in all the world.

Except Catty, sitting up stra1ght in bed, awake

and talkative,

“ What is it ?” asked Slp, sitting up too.
In the dead dark, Catty put out her hands. In

" the dead dark Sip answered them.

“ Sip,” said Catty, “who was it 2”

“Who was what, dear ?”

“Who was it that made this?” touching her
ears.

-« Him that made this awful noise,” said Slp
~ “And this?” brushmg her eyes.
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“Him that made this awful dark,” said Sip.

“ And this?” She put her fingers to her mute,

i'ough lips.

“ Him that learned the wind to cry at nights,”
said Sip. 7 '

“Did- he do it for love's sake?” asked Catty,

«T can’t find out. Did he do it for love’s sake,

Sip?” . |
“ For —love’'s —sake?” said Sip, slowly. “I

‘ sﬁppose he did. I pray to Heaven that he did. "

When I'm on my knees, I know he did.”
“If it was for love’s sake,” said Catty, “I'll
go to sleep again.” ‘

So the evening and the morning were the fifth

day of the great freshets at Five Falls.
Catty woke early and helped Sip to get break-

fast. She was very happy, though the coffee
burned, and laughed discordantly when Sip made

griddle:cakes for her of the Indian meal. Sip
could not eat her own griddle-cakes for pleasure
at this. = She walked up and down the room with
' her hands behind her, kissing Catty ] ﬁnger-tlps
“and her ragged hair. '

“The Pompeian statues came to the face of the

‘Pday; the cro.wdsr upon’ the river-brinks formed

\ ‘ .
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again, thickened, doubled ; the bright-armed mal-

achite and umber leaped again dizzily down the
dams.

Still the pulse of the river rose. The county
bridge shrunk and shivered in fits to it. The
river had the appearance of havmg an attack of
fever and ague. _

The timber alarm, in the wearing on of the
day, waxed and grew. ‘

Five thousand feet of timber, in the upper
floods, had broken loose, and were on their way
down stream.

Ten thousand feet. -

Twenty.

Five hundred thousand.

A million feet of logs, in the upper floods, had’

_broken their chains, and would be at Five Falls

before night.

Catty was sitting alone in the stone house, in
the slope of the afternoon, She had been out
with Sip, half the day, “to see the flood” ; lifting
her listening face against the spray, with pathetic
pleasure holding out her hands sometimes, they.

‘said, as if to measure the sweep of the sounding

water ; nodding to herself about it, with her dull

| laugh
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Slp would be back at dusk. . Catty had prom- -‘

ised, coming home a llttle tired, to sit still and
wait for her ; would not venture out again among

the crowd would go to sleep perhaps; would be’

a good gxrl,.at any rate ; stroked Sip’s face a little
as she went away. Sip kissed her, and, when she

" had shut the door, came back and kissed her

again. A little shopping up town, and an errand
at Miss Kelso’s, and. perhaps another look at the
~ flood, would not delay her very long; and Catty
had kept her promises lately.  Sip bade her good
by with a light heart, and shut the door again.
Catty sat still for a while after the door was
shut. Then she slept awhile. Afterwards she
sat still for a while again. She got up and
walked about the kitchen.- She sat down on the
kitchen floor. . She'ﬁodded and taiked to herself.
. Sip might have been gone an hour ; she might have

‘been gone a week ; Catty did not feel sure which ;
she lost her hold of time when she sat alone ; she

.put her fingers down on the floor and counted
- them, guessing at how long Sip had been away.

- Her fingers, when she put them on the ﬁoor,
splashed into something- cold.

Had the water-pail tipped over ? If it had, it_
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must have been very full. Catty discovered that
she was sitting in a puddle of water; that
water gurgled over her feet; that water rippled -
about the legs of the stove; that a gentle bub-

" ble of water filled the room.

~ She crawled, dripping, up, and made her way
to the door. As she opened it, she let in a swash
about her ankles. |

She spattered across the entry to ﬁnd the Irish
woman who rented the other tenement ; ; she had
gone, like the rest of the world, to see the flood,
it seemed ; Catty received no answer to her un-
couth calls ; she was alone in-the house.

This disturbed her. 'She felt puzzled about
the water ; alarmed, because she could nei_ther see
nor hear the reason of it; annoyed at the cold
crawling that it made about her ankles, and
anxious for Sip to come and explain it.

She went to the front door and opened that.
A rush, like a tiny tide, met her. She stooped
and put her hand out, over the step. It dipped
into a pool of rising water.

Catty shrank back and shut the door. The

"nmsc like wheels was plain to her. It waited for
her outside of that’ ‘door. It struck like claws

R
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upon her locked ears. It frightenéd her. 'She
would not for the world open the door to it. She
drew the bolt hard, in a childish fright, and sat
down again in the Slow gurgle on the kitchen
floor.

Suddenly it occurred to her that she mlght go
and find Sip. But Sip would not be in the noise.
Where would she be ?

Catty pushed herself along on the floor, push-

~ing out. ‘of the way of the water as she: reflected.
That was how another thing occurred to her.
The farther that she pushed herself the thinner

the gurgle grew. In the closet bedroom it was .

‘scarcely wet.
At this side of the house she lost, or thought

she lost, the noise. -It must be at ﬂllS side of the .

~ house that she should find Sip. Sip had often
lost /er out. of the claset bedroom. She remem-
- bered, with a laugh, how many times she had
climbed out of that little cupboard window after
Sip was asleep.  She felt her way to it eagerly.
It was shut and buttoned. She pushed it, slam-

ming, back, chmbed to the high sill, and let her- |

self drop.
Catty m1ght have remamed in. the closet bed-

4

A Feverish Patient. 275

-rodm, had she but known it, high and dry. The
stone house received a thorough soaking, but not -
a dangerous one. The water sucked in for a

- while at the locked front door, played drearily

about the empty kitchen, mopped the entry floor,
set the Irish woman’s bread-pan and coal-hod
afloat, and dawdled away again down the steps ;

‘the result, it seemed, of a sax}age and transient

shiver on the part of V—tlﬁa,t fitful invalid, the river.
The county bridge;,f in fact, was as good as
gone. The transient shiver in the lower floods

‘had been caused by the sinking of a.pier.

It had been a fine sight. Masses of men, women,

and children hung, chained like galley-slaves, to

either bank, intent and expectant on it. Foot
and horse forsook the bridge. Police guarded it.
A red sunset sprang up and stared at it. An
avalanche of dead-white spray chewed the mala-
chite and umber., Curious, lurid colors bounded
up where they sank, and bruised and beat them-

 selves against the fallen and the falling piers.

' The gorgeous peril of the tinted water; and the

. gorgeous safety of the tinted sky, struck against
-each other fancifully, There seemed a rescue in

the one for the ruin of the other. One was sure
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that the drowned colors held up their arms again,
secure, inviolate, " kindled, living, in- the great
resurrection of the watching heavens. B

- It must have been not far from the moment

when Catty dropped from the ‘cupboard window,

that, on-the beautiful madness of the river, up
where the baby souls of the cascades had trans-

migrated into camels, a long, low, brown streak

A appeared
It appeared at ﬁrst sight to lie qulte stlll At

~second sight, it undulated heavily, like a huge

boa. At the third, it coiled and plunged.
“ The logs! The logs! The logs are here!”
The cry ran round the banks. Maverick Hayle
sat down on a stone and looked at his new mill
~stupidly. Passers cleared the railway crossing.
People ran about and shouted. Thf.:y climbed

" rocks and trees to look, The guards on the:

bridge disappeared. The smooth outlines of the

boa grew. jagged. The timber leaped and tan- -

gled in sweeping down. All through its wounded
arches, the heavy bridge creaked and cried.

The people on the banks cried too, from sheer .

excitement.
“The logs, the logs, the logs! The bridge!”
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“Look on the bridge! Look #ere! Good
God! How did she get there? On the bridge !
Womari™on the 5rzdge /7

Past the frightened guards past the occupied
eyes of a thousand people, on the bridge, over -
the bridge, not twelve feet from the sunken piers,

‘stood a girl with low forehead, and droppmg lip,
- and long, outstretchmﬂ" hands,

“ Catty ! Catty! O Catty, Catty, Catty !” |
The uncouth name rang with a terrible cry
It .cleft the crowd like a knife. They parted, be-

" fore it, here and there and eéverywhere, lettlr&g a

ghastly girl plunge through. - !
“0O. Catty, Catty, Catty! For love’s sake,

stop ! - For dear love's sake ! ” -
It was too late for dear love to touch her. Its

piteo_ﬁs call she. could not hear. Its wrung face

she could not see. Her poor, puzzled lips moved

as if to argue with it, but made no sound. _

 Type of the world from which she sprang, —
the world of exhausted and corrupted body, of
exhausted and corrupted brain, of exhausted and
corrupted soul, the world of the laboring poor as
man has made it, and as Christ has died for it,
of a world deaf, dumb, blind, doomed, stepping-
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confidently to its own destruction before our eyes,

-« Catty stood for a moment still, ‘a little per-
plexed, it seemed, feehng about her patlently in
the spray-sown, lighted air.

One beck ofra human hand would save her ;
but she could not see it. One cry would turn
her ; but her ears were sealed.

Still, in the great dream of dying, as in the

long dream of life, this miserable creature listened

for what she never heard, and spoke that which
no man understood.

- “ She ’s rmaking signs to me,” groaned Sip;
“she 's making signs to-call my name!”

Then Perley Kelso put both arms about her. -

Then the solid shore staggered suddenly.. Then
a ragged shadow loomed .across the dam. Then
there was a shock, and thunder.

- Then some one covered her eyes, close.

When she opened them, timber was tearing by.
Spray was in her face. Dirk was beside her on
his knees, and men had their hats off. ‘

On the empty ruin of the sliced bridge, two

logs had caught and hung, black against the color |

of the water and the color of the sky. They
had caught transversely, and hung like a cross,

Swept and Garnished.

" CHAPTER XIV,
SWEPT AND G-ARNISHED.

T T was Dirk who had covered Sip's eyes when
the timber struck the bridge. - :
She did not think of it at the time, but remem-
bered it afterwards. ' _
She remembered it when he came that evening

~ to the door of the lonely, sodden house, after Miss

Kelso had gone, asking how she was, but refus-
ing to enter lest, he said, he should be “one too
many.” She liked that. They did not want him
—she and Catty — that night. This thing, in
the solitude of the dripping house, had- surprised
her. God in heaven did-not seem to have sep-
arated her and Catty, after all. The silence of
death was spared her. Catty’s living love had
made no sound; her dead love made none
either. A singular comfort came to Sip, almost

with the striking of her sorrow. She and Catty

could not be parted like two speaking people.
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Passed into the great world of signs, the deaf-mute,
dead, grew grandly eloquent.” The ring of the

* flood was'her solemn kiss. The sunshine on the )

,kltchen floor to-morrow would be her dear good-
"morning. Clouds and shadows and springing
green gave her speech forever. The winds of
long nights were ianguage for her. Ah, the
ways, the ways which Catty could find to speak

to her!

Sip walked about the room with dry, burnmg
eyes.  She could not cry. She felt exultant,
excited. The thing which she greatly feared had
come upon her. The worst that ever could hurt
her and Catty was over. And now how privi-
leged and rich she” was! What ways ! ' How

many ways ! * Only she and Catty knew. How
~ glad she was now that Catty had never talked
like' other people !

‘This curious mood — if it should be called a

mood—-—_lasted, evenly, till the poor, disfigured
heap found one day in the ebbing of the flood -

flung upright against a rock, a mile below the
dam, with its long hands outstretched, spelling
awful dumb words, had, been _brought to the

stone’ house and carried away again, and left
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until the day when the lips of the dumb shall

be unsealed, to spell its untranslated message
through a tangle of myrtle into the smoky fac-
tory. air. '

After that she shrank suddenly, like a waked
somnambulist, and went sick to bed.

One day she got up and went to work agam.

That was the day that Dirk Burdock had
watched for, had grown impatient about, seized
impetuously when it came. .

It had been a pleasant day, with a grave sun-
light and a quiet sky. Sip took a grave and
pleasant face outinto it. She wore a grave and
pleasant smile when the young’ watchman’s eager

‘step overtook her, where the rusty boiler (made

rustier than ever by the flood, and since ‘re-
moved) had stood beside the cotton-house,
“1 'm glad to see you out again, Sip,” said

the young man, awkwardly, striding out of step

with her, and falling back with a jerk.

“Yes,” said Slp, «“it is qulte time I should be
at work agaln ’ '

“It's a plea.sant day,” ‘said Dirk.

“A very pleasant day,” said Sip.

‘“Been to see the new mill since the re-

i
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pairs ?” asked Dirk, as if struck by a bright
thought. Now Dirk had vowed within himself,
- that, whatever else he said to Sip, he would say
_nothing about the flood. He had an idea that it
might make her cry. He had another, that it was
about time for her to forget it. He had another
still, somewhat to the effect that he was the man
to make her forget. In the face of these three
ideas, Dirk could have bitten his tongue out for

his questlon., However, Sip did not cry, neither

did she seem to have forgotten the flood, neither
did she seem anxious to forget it or avoid it.-

She said, Yes, smiling, that she had walked by

on her way to work this morning.- There must
have been a good deal of damage done ?

« A sight” said Dirk, with a sigh of relief
~ “They say the young man lost the most out o’
that affair” - ‘

“Young Hayle?”

“Yes; though they was all involved, I sup-

pose, for that matter, — her among ’em. But she
never bothered her head about it at the time
o ’'t. She was all taken up with —”

«T know,” Sip ran on, gently, when poor Dirk

stuck in despair. “I do not think she téaugfzi‘ of

l .
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anything else but Catty and me. It was like her,
— like her.”” 7 ;

« She must have lost” said Dirk, reviving
again ; “I thought the fall lectures would be
broke off, but it seems thcy ain’t.”

Sip said nothing ; did not seem inclined to
talk, and the two young people turned a couple -
of corners on the way to the stone house in
thoughtful silence. They were almost too young
to be so thoughtful and so silent ; more especially
the young man, growing nervous, and taking
furtive, anxious glances at the girl’s face.

It was an inscrutable face.

- Sip had shut her lips close ; she lookcd stralght "
ahead ; the brown, dull tints of her cheeks and

temples came out like a curtain, and folded all

young colors and flushes and tremors, all hope
and fear, all longing or purpose, need or fulness
in her, out of sight. She only looked stralght on
and waited for Dirk to speak,

She quite knew that and what he would speak
When he began, presen;ly, with a (;{ulvermg face,
“Well, Sip, I don’t see that I’'m getting on

. any in the mills, after all” she was neither

surprised nor off her guard. She was not yet

3
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twenty-three, but she was too old to be put off her
gué‘rd by a young man with a quivering face.  If
she had a thing to do, she meant to do it} put
her hands together in that way she had, bent at
the knuckles, resolutely

“No," she said, “ no; you’ll never get any -

“farther, Dirk.” ‘
. “But I meant to,” said Dirk, hotly. “I thought
I should' Mebbe you think it’s me that s the
trouble, not the getting on!”
“ Perhaps there s a trouble about you,” said
- Sip, honestly ; “I don’t know ; and I don’t much
care whether there is or not. But I think most of
the trouble is in the getting on. Mills ain’t made

to get on in. It ain't easy, I know, Dirk. It

ain’t. It’s the séczjzing put of ’em, that’s the
worst of’em. Don’t 1 know? It’s the staying‘
put that’s the matter with most o’ folks in the
world it seems to me. For we are the most o
folks, — us that stay put, you know.”

“Are we ?” said Dirk, a little puzz]ed by Sip’s

. social speculatlons “But I'm getting steady

pay now, Sip, at any rate; and I’ve a steady

| chance. Garrick’s a friend o’ mine, I believe,
and has showed himself-friendly. He'll keep me
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the watch, at least, — Mr. Garrick. I might be
worse off than on watch, Slp

«Q yes,” said Sip; “you 've got a good place, |
Dirk.” |

“ With a chance,” repeated Dirk.

“ With a chance? Maybe,” answered Sip.

« And now,” said Dirk, trembling suddenly,
« what with the place and the chance — maybe,
and the pay ahd the ‘steadiness, sure, I’ve been
thinking, Sip, as the t1me had come to ask
you —”

“Don’t ! ”. said Slp |

All young colors and flushes and tremors,
hopes. and fears, longing and need, broke now
out of the brown curtain of Sip's face. In the
instant she was a very lonely, very miserable
little girl, not by ény means over twenty-three,
and the young man had eyes so cruelly kind!

" But.she said : “Don’t, Dirk! O please, don't!”

“Well!” said Dirk. He stopped and drew

_breath as if she had shot him. '

They had .come to the stone house now, and
Sip began walking back and forth in front of it.
. #But I was going to ask you to be my wife!”

said Dirk. “It’s so long that I haven’t dared -




| 286 | T Jze Silefzf Partner.

to ask you, and now yon say don’t! Don’t? But
Iwil; T’ ask at any rate. Sip, will you marry
me? There! I should choke if I didn't ask.
You may say what you please.” |

“I can’t say what I please said S1p, ina Iow
voice, walkmg faster.

“1 don’t know what’s to hlnder, sald D1rk
in an' injured tone; “I always knew I was n’t
half fit for you, and I always knew you’d ought,

to-have a man that could get on. But consider-
ing the steadiness and the chance, and fhat I —
I set such a sight by you, Sip, and sometimes
I've thought you— liked me well enough,” con-
cluded Dirk, candidly.
I like you, Dirk,” said Sip, slowly, “well
enough.” * . '

“ Well enough to be my wife ?”

“ Well enough to be your wife.” -

“‘Then I'should n't think,” observed Dirk, sim-
ply, and with a brightening face, “that you d
find it very hard saying what you please.”

“Maybe I should n't,” said Sip, “if I could be
your wife ; but I can’t.”

‘Her bent hands fell apart weakly ; she did not
look-at Dirk ; she fixed her eyes on a little clump

‘

I N s -
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of dOCk-Weed'hat her feet, beside the fence; she

looked sick and famt

“I’ll not marry, you,” said the girl feebly ; “I’1
not marry anybody. Maybe it isn’t the way a
girl had ought to feel when she likes a young fel-
low,” added Sip, with a kind of patient aged bit-
terness crawling into her eyes. “But we don't
live down here so’s to make girls grow up like
girls should, it seems to me. Things as would
n’t trouble rich f(ilks trou-bles us. There’s things

that troubles me! I’ll never marry anybody,

Dirk. I'll never bring a child into the world to -
work in the mills ; and if I'd ought not to say it,
I can’t help it, for it’s the truth, and the reason,
and I’ve said it to God on my knees a many and
a many times. I've said it before Catty died, and
I’ve said it more than ever since, and I’ll say
it till I die. I’ll never bring children into this
world to be factory children, and to be factory
boys and girls, and to be factory men and women,

-and to see the sights I've seen, and to bear the

thmgs I’ve borne, and to run the risks I've run,
and to grow up as I’ve grown up, and to stop
where I ’ve stopped, —never. I 've heard tell

- of slaves béfdre the war that would n’t be fathers

1

Lo
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and rmothers of children to be slaves like them,

That’s the way I feel, and that 'sthe way I mean
to feel. I won’t be the mother of a child to go
and live my life over again. I'll never marry
anybody.” |
. “But-they needn’t be factory people ? urged
- Dirk, with a mystified face. « There’s trades and
- other things.”

“I know, I know,” Sip shook her head, — «I
know all about that. They’d never get out of
the mills. It’s from generation to generation. It
could n’t be helped. I know. It’s in the blood.”

“But other folks don't take it so,” urged Dirk,
after a disconsolate pause, *“Other folks marry,
and have their homes and the comfort of ’ em.
Other folks, if they love a man, 'l be his wife
someways or nuther,” ‘

“ Sometlmes, said Sip, “I seem to think that
that I'm not other folks. .Things come to me

someways that other folks don’t understand nor

_ care for.” She crushed the dock-weed to a
wounded mass, and dug her foot inte the ground,
and stamped upon it. |

“I've made up my mind, Dirk. It’s no use
talking, It it hurts me,” with a tender motion of
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~ the restless foot against the bruised, rough leaves

of the weed which she was covering up with sand.
«1'd rather not talk any more, Dirk. There’s
other girls. Some other girl-will do.”

«T°Il have no other girl if I can’t have you!”
said poor Dirk, turning away. “I never could
set such a sight by another girl as I’ve set by

you. If you don’t marry, Sip, no more’ll 1.”

Sip smiled, but did not speak.

“ Upon my word, 1 won't | ” cried Dirk.  “You
think I'm one of other folks, I guess, You wait
and see. I've loved you true. If ever man

loved a girl, 1’ve loved you true. If T can't
~ have you, I’ll have nobody!”

*

But Sip only smiled.
_ She went into the house after Dirk had gone, -
weakly. Thé flushing tremors in her face had
set ‘into a dead color, and her hands came to-
gether again at the knuckles. ,
The Irish woman was away, and the house was
lonely and still. The kitchen fire was out. She
went out into the little shed for kindlings, think-
ing that she would -make a cup of tea dlrectly,
she felt so weak. ‘ .
When she got there, she sat down on the
13 s
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chopping-bldck, and covered her face, her feet
hanging listlessly against the axe. She wished
that she need never lift her head nor look about
again. She wished that when the Irish woman
came home she should just step into the little
shed and find her dead. What a close little

warm sheftered shed it was! All the world out-

side of it seemed emptied, swept, and garnished.

She felt as if her life had just been through a
“house-cleaning.” It was clean and washed, and
proper and right, and as it should be, and drearily
in order forever. Now it was time to sit down in it.

- Sip had what Mr. Mill calls a “large share of
human nature,” and she loved Dirk, and she led

a lonely life. She was neither a heroine, nor a
saint, nor a fanatic, sitting out there in the little
wood-shed on the chopping-block:

1 don’t see why I couldn’t have had that,
leastways, she cried between her hands. I
have n’t ever had much else.
that should go too.”

But she did see.
saw clearly enough to get up from the chopping-
block, and go in and make her cup of tea.

In about ten minutes she

e

I don't see why
- her.
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CHAPTER XV.
A PREACHER AND A SERMON.

SHE saw clearly enough in time to be a very
happy woman. .

Perley Kelso, at least, was thinking so, when

she went the other day with young Mrs. Hayle

~ to hear one of her street sermons.

- Sip had “set up for a preacher,” after all .
she hardly knew how ; nobody knew exactly how ;
it had come about, happened ; taken rather the
form of a destiny than a plan. |

The change had fallen upon her since Catty’s
passing‘ “out of sight.” She was apt to speak of
Catty so. She was not dead nor lost. She lis-
tened still and spoke. She only could not see

“ But she talks,” said Sip under her breath, —

- “she talks to me, There ’s things she 'd have me .

say. That was how I first went to the meetings.
I’d never cared about meetings. 1’'d never been
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'religious nor good. But Catty had such things

to say ! and when I saw the people’s faces, lifted
- up and listening, and when I talked and talked,

it all came to me one night like this. Do you
~see? Like this. I was up to the Mission reading
a little hymn I know, and the lights were on the
people’s faces, and in a minute it was like this.

- God had things to say. 1'd been talking Catty's

words. God had words. 1 cannot tell you how
it was ; but I stood right up and said them ; and
- éver sinc.e(there ’s been more than I could say.”
“What is there about the girl that can attract
so many people?” asked Mrs. Maverick Hayle,
standing on tiptoe beside Perley on the outer edge
of Sip’s audience, and turning her wide eyes onit,
like a child at a menagerie. “There are old men
here, and old women. There’s everybody here.
The girl looks too young to instruct them.”
~ She must judge for herself what there was
about her, Miss Kelso said; it had been always
so; since she started her first neighborhood
meeting in the Irish woman’s kitchen at the stone
house, she had found listeners ¢nough ; they were
too many for tenement accommodations after a
while, and so the thing grew.

-
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Sometimes she used the chapel. Sometimes

- she preferred a doorstep like thls, and the open -
"~ air.

“I undertook. to. help her at the first,” said

. Miss Kelso, smiling, “ but I was only among them

at best ; Sip is of them; she understands them

" and they understand her; so I left her to her

work, and I keep to my own. Hush! Here she
is ; can you see? Just over there on the uppér
step.”

They were in a little court, a miserable place,
breaking out like a wayt from one of the.foulest
alleys in Five Falls; la place such as Sip was’
more apt than not to choose for her “sermons.”
The little court was sheltered, however and com-
paratively quiet. Thére may have been ﬂfty.‘
people in it.

“ Everybody,” as Mrs. Haer said, — old Bljah
with heavy crutches, sitting on a barrel, and
offering his services as prompter now and then,
out of a petition to the Legislature of the State
of Massachusetts ; Dib Docket, grown into long
curls and a brass necklace ; pretty little Irish

Maggie, W1th her thin cheek upon her hand ;

Mr. Mell, frownmgly attentive ; the young watch-
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- man, and his young wife in blue ribbons, making
- a Scotch picture of herself up against the old

court pump; all Sip’s friends, and strangers who
- drifted in, from curiosity, or'idleness or that sheer

+misery which has an instinct always for such .

- crowds. \ ‘
Sip was used now to the Scotch picture, quite.
She had expected it, was ready for it. Dirk was

-one of “other folks,” in spite of himself. She:

had understood that from the first. She did not

| ~mind’ it very much. She framed the picture .

in with “God’s words,” with a kind of solemn
joy. Dirk was happy. She liked to see it, know
-it, while she talked. She was glad that Nynee
~inclined to come with him so often ‘to hear her.
. Sip came out on the doorstep and stood for a
moment with her hands folded down before her,

and her keen eyes takmg the measure of every

face, it seemed, in the little court,

- There was nothing saintly about Sip. = No

‘halo struck through- the little court upon her
‘doorstep.  Florence Nightingale or the Quaker
Dinah would not have liked her. She was just
.a little rough, brown girl, bringing her hands
‘together at the knuckles and talking fast.
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“But such a curiofs preacher!” . said Mrs.

Maverick' Hayle.

The little preacher had a wandering style, as
most such preachers have, Such a stylé can no

more be'caught on the point of a pen than the

rustle of crisp leaves or the aroma of dropping
nuts, There was a syntax in Sip’s brown face..
and bent hands and poor dress and awkward
motions. There were correctness and perspxculty ‘

about that old. doorstep. The muddy little court

was an appeal, the square of sky above her head

.a peroration. In that little court Sip was elo-

quent.- Here on the parlor sofa, in clean cuffs
and your slippers, she harangues you.
“Look here,” she ‘was saying, “you men

'éhd women, and you boys and girls, that have

come -to hear me! You say that you are poor
and miserable. I’ve heard you. You say you're
worked and drove and slaved, and up early and
down late, and hurried and worried and fretted,
and too hot and too cold, and too cross and
too poor, to care about religion, I know. I'm
worked. and drove, and up and down, and hur-
ried and worried and fretted, and hot and cold,
and cross and’ poor myself. - I know about that.
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' Religion will do for rich folks, That’s what you

say,—1I know. I've said it a many times my-
self. Curse the rich folks and their religion ! —

“that’s what you say. I know. Have n't I said

it 2 many times myself?"

“Now see here! O you men and wom\en,ﬁ
and you boys and girls, can’t you see? It ain’t a
rich. folks’ religion that I ’ve brought to talk to
‘you. Rich religion ain’t for you and ain’t for me.
We're poor folks, and we want a poor folks' re-

-ligion. “We must have a poor folks’ rellglon or
none at all. We know that. o

“Now listen tome! O you men and women,
and you girls and boys, listen to what I ’ve got to
tell you. The religion of Jesus Christ the Son of
God Almlghty is the only poor folks’ religion in
all the world. Folks have tried it many times.

" They 've' got up pious names and pious fights.
There have been wars and rumors of wars, and

living and dying, and booké written, and money .

spent, and blood shed for other religions, but

- there ’s never been any poor folks' religion

‘but that of Jesus Christ the Son of God Al-
mighty. . ...

“Q listen to me! “You go on your wmked
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ways, and you drink, and fight, and swear, and

_you live in sinful shames, and you bring your

little children up to shameful sins, and when
Jesus Christ the Son of God Almlghty does you
the favor to ask you for your wicked hearts, you
hold up your faces before him, and you say,

“We're poor folks, Lord. We’re up early, and -

we 're down late, and we 're droved and slaved,

“and rich folks are hard on us. The mill-masters

drive their fine horses, Lord, and we walk and

~work till we’re worn out. There’s a man with
- a million dollars, Lord, and we have n't laid by
fifty yet against a rainy day!’ Then you grow

learned and wise, and you shake your heads, and
you say, ‘Capital has all the ease, Lord, and
labor has all the rubs; and things ain’t as they
should be; and it can’t be expected of us to be
religious in.such a state of affairs’ And you say,
“I’m at work all day and nights, I 'm tired’; or,
‘I’m at work all the week, and of a Sunday I
must sleep ; I can’t be praying’ ; and so you say, -
‘I pray thee, Lord, have “me excused!’ and so
you go your Wickedw;ays. ‘

“Q listen to me! This is what he says, ‘ 7/
‘was up, and down, and drove, and slaved, and’

3%




'598 Tle Silent Partner.

hurried, myself’ he says; ‘I was too’ hot, and
too cold, and worried, and anxious, and 7 saw
rich folks take their ease, and J was poor 11ke
you,’ he says. °

“ O you men and women, and you boys and
girls, listen to him! Never you mind about me
any longer, listen to =im !

“He won't be hard on you. Don’t you suppose’

~ he knows how the lives you live are hard enough
without that heaped against them? Don’t you
'sup‘posel he Znows how the world is all a tangle,
and how the great and the smail,_ and the wise

and the foolish, and the fine and the miserable,

:and the good and the bad, are all snarled in and
out about it? And does n't he know how long it
is unwinding, and how the small and the foolish

- and the bad and the miserable places -stick in his
~hands?  And don’t you suppose he Jnows what
. places they are to be born in and to die in, and

to inherit unto’ the third and fourth generations

of us, like the color of our hair, or the look about

our mouths ?

“I tell you, he knows, he knows! I tell you,

he knows where the fault is, and where "the knot
is, and who’s to blame, and who’s to suffer.
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And I tell you Ahe., knows there’ll never be any

way but his way to unsnarl us all.
“ Folks may make laws, but laws won't do it.
Kings and congresses may put their heads to-

. gether, but they 'll have their trouble for nothing,
- Governments and churches may ﬁnger' us over;

but we ’ll only snarl the more.

“Rich and poor,‘big or little, there’s no way
under heaven for us to gét out of our twist, but
Christ’'s way. ’

“ O you men and women, and you girls and

" boys, look in your own hearts and see what way

that is. That 'way is in the heart. I can’t see it.
I can’t touch it. I can’t mark it and line it for
you. Look. Mind that you don't look at the
rich folks’ wéys! Mind that yoil don’t stop to
say, It ’s.their way to do this, and that, and the -
other, that they’d never do nor think on. Per-
haps it is. But ‘that ’s none of your business,
when the Lord Jesus Christ the Son of God

‘_ Aimighty does you the favor to ask for yox, and -

your heart, and your ways, to' gather ’em up into

"his poor cut hands and hold them, and to bow

his poor hurt face down over them and bless’

- them Sz
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“O you men and women, and you boys and
girls, Christ’s way is a patient way, it is a pure
.. way, it isa way that cares more for another world
‘than for this one, and more' to be holy than to
“be happy, and more for other folks than for itself.

It’s a long way and a winding‘ way, but it’s a
good way and a true way, and. there’s comfort in
it, and there’s joy at the end of it, and there’s
Christ all over it, and I pray God to lead you in
it, every one, forever '

“Christ in heaven!” said Sip then, bendlng

,rher lighted, dark face, “thou hast been Christ” g

on earth. That helps us. That makes us brave
to hunt for thee.” We are poor folks, Christ, and
. we 've got a load of poor folks’ sorrows, and of
_poor folks’ foolishness, and of poor folks’ fe;é.rs,
and of poor folks’ wickedness, and we’ve got no-
- Wherés else to take it. Here it is. Lord Christ,
‘we seem to feel as if it belonged to thee. We
seem to feel as if we was thy folks. We seem to.
.know that th.ou dost understand us, someways,
better than the most of people. Be our Saviour,
. Lord Chrlst, for thme own name’s sake.

Miss Kelso and Mrs. Hayle ‘left the little
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preacher still speakmg God’s words—-— and Cat-
ty’s, and stole away before the breakmg up of her. j
audience. - They walked in silence for a few
minutes up the street.

“ They listened to her, said Fly then, musing-
ly. “On the whole, I don’t know that I wonder.
They looked as if they needed it.” ‘

« There are few things that they do not need,”
said Perley, quietly. “We do not quite under-
stand that, I think, — we who never need. It is

“a hungry world, Fly.”

“Yes? " said Fly, placxdly perplexed; “1 dont |
know much about the world, Perley.”
Perley was silent. She was wondering what

good it would do — either the world or Fly —if .
" she did.

- “Kenna Van Doozle was askmg the other
day,” said Fly, suddenly, “whether you still went -

about among these people at all hours of the day ;

_and evening, as you used, alone. I should be so
timid, Perley! And then, do you always find it
quite proper ?”

“I have no reaaon ‘to feel afrald of my fnends‘
in. Five Falls at any hour,” said Miss Kelso, re-
servedly. There seezned such a gulf between
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her and this pretty, good-natured little lady.

Proper I Why try to pass the impassable? Fly -

might stay where she was. x _

“ And yet,” sighed Mrs. I_\/Iaverick Hayle, “this
dreary work seems to suit you through and
through, That is what troubles me about it.”

Perley Kelso's healthy, happy face took the
quiver of a smile. The fine, rare face! The
womanly, wonderful face! TFly was right. It
was a “suited ” face. It begged for nothing. It
"was opulent and warm. Life brimmed over at it.

Stephen Garrick, on the opposite side of the
‘road, climbed the hill alone. It was a late No-
vember day ; a day of cleared heavens and bared
trees. Yet he looked about for bright maples,
and felt as if he walked under a sealed sky, and
in an unreal light of dying leaves.

THE END.
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