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CHAPTER I.

YOUNG man of twenty-five or thirty, descending the steps of

the Junior United Service Club one bright, blowy, dusty March

afternoon, turned right, into Regent Street, and walked towards Pic

cadilly. He was slightly above middle height, and strongly built,

well dressed, but not fashionable-looking. There was a roll in his

walk that did not seem like the gait of a man habituated to streets, and

i118 aspect, his tanned face, his good-humored but resolute gray eyes,

showed none of the immobility of an experienced man of the world;

rather they seemed pleased with everything they looked upon. This

was natural enough, for Lieutenant Norman Adair, R.N., had lately

inherited a handsome and unexpected fortune, and so, after a boyhood

and youth of very straitened circumstances, suddenly found himself

possessed of ample means, while life was still fresh.

He walked along leisurely, pausing every now and then to look up

and down the street.

“ Not a hausom in sight,” he said, half aloud. “Town is wonder

ful}? fllll. Halloo, there’s an old Kilhurn Red, by Jove! I’ll try the

kmfe-‘board once more, for old acquaintance’ sake. A very familiar

acqumntance it used to be.”

_He hailed the omnibus and clambered actively to a seat on the

:}3::rs left, ht a cigar, and was soon in high chat with the shrewd old

It Was more than four years since Adair had been in London, and

there were many changes and improvements to discuss. Gradually,

_owever, the conversation slackened, as visions of many a by-gone

Joufney along the same route came crowding up from memory’s stores.

l‘l_1ank God, he thought, he had been able to send his mother

and sister to spend the winter in Italy, away from the monotonous

3



4 MRS. CRICHTON’S CREDITOR.

mediocrity of a small abode in the neighborhood of Maida Vale, the

goal of his present excursion, undertaken to fulfil a promise to his

mother that he would call on a next-door neighbor of his, to whom

they were indebted for much kindly attention.

“Do you still change horses hereabouts ?” he asked, observing the

driver tighten his reins and press his foot on the brake as they neared

Church Street.

“Yes, sir. They do talk of changing at the Cock, but, for my

part, I don’t see as how the 'osses is to do it.”

Here they came to a stand-still, and Adair recognized the archway

into a stable yard, whence an hostler was leading a pair of rough but

not ill-conditioned horses. He had stopped there often before, and

knew the physiognomy of the place. An exceedingly odoriferous fish

shop was at the farther side of the arch, and on the side next him a well

stocked pawnbroker’s shop, the large window crowded with parcels of

knives and forks, 0 en cases showing silver cups, spoons, ornamental

implements for nee lework, jewelry, birthday- and christening-gifts,

clocks, umbrellas, mathematical iustruments,—nothing too precious,

nothing too insignificant, to escape the voracious maw of inexorable

necessity.

“What tragedies the contents of that window could reveal!”

thought Adair, gazing down upon it, for his feet were nearly on a

level with the higher panes. As he gazed he found he could see into

the interior of the shop, between a dish-cover and an Indian china vase.

His attention was caught by two figures within: one, a greasy dark

young man with a very large nose, was bending over the counter, in

specting the contents of a jewel-case; the other, a lady,—yes, certainly

a lady,—-with well-defined but delicate eyebrows, glossy fair hair, and a.

sweet curved mouth, which, as Adair watched intently, smiled pleasantly

on the dark young man and said something, of course inaudible to her

unseen witness. he wore a black lace bonnet with something blue in

it, and some dark covering on her shoulders. Her eyes were hidden

from him, looking down as he did, but there was something in the

shape of her face and the pose of her head which seemed oddly familiar

to him and strangely fascmating.

While Adair looked, the dark young man closed the jewel-case

and went away.‘ The lady sat down by the counter, put her elbow

upon 1t, and rested her head on her hand, displaying a white throat,

the graceful bend of which Adair fancied expressed despondency.

At this point in the drama the omnibus gave a sudden jerk, and

he was swept away from the contemplation of the curious little scene,

which roused his most profound interest.

Twenty theories sprang up in his imagination, between the pawn

broker’s_ and Wincliester Avenue, his destination, as to what could pos

ilbl)1'.:)1‘lI'lg so highbred-looking a gentlewoman into such an unsuitable

oca 1 y.

_ “But, after all,” he mused, “the chances and changes of impecuni

osity make all alike liable to seek favors from the universal relative.

She may have a spendthrift husband or brother, or an ‘habitual in

ebnate’ for a father. At all events, it is an infamous shame that :1
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refined, delicate creature like that should be obliged to come in contact

with low fellows and be forced into so trying a position. Poverty and

difficulty are deucedly hard on women, well-bred women especially.”

This sage reflection brought him to the corner of Winchester

Avenue.

Norman Adair was on the surface a good-natured, good-humored

fellow, and not inclined to waste energy or opposition on trifles; he

was therefore easily detained by his mother’s rather garrulous friend, ‘

and induced, by much pressing, to swallow a large cup of very sweet,

hot, weak tea; but at last he escaped, leaving a most agreeable im

pression on the mind of the tea-maker.

He was glad to walk briskly away towards town and let his imagi

nation dwell upon the face he had seen framed in between the dish

cover and the china vase, which had fixed itself so firmly in his mind.

It was fair and fresh, and yet it was not girlish. There was a certain

strength in it. He wished he could see it again ; but that was not likely.

Adair was a great admirer of beauty, in a hearty, honest way;

indeed, his heart was quite accustomed to be lost and found again, in

many climates and latitudes ,' but no charmer, charm she never so

potently, ever long diverted his thoughts from his profession. Even

now he intended going to sea again as soon as he could get a berth.

Here he turned at the tinkle of a cab-bell, and saw an approaching

tlglllgsoilr; but it had a passenger, and he lowered the cane he had raised

:11 1t.

The next moment a voice he knew called to the driver to stop, and

then cried, “Halloo, Adair! Going my way? Come along.”

Adair recognized a young dragoon ofiicer whose acquaintance he

had made abroad and renewed since his return to town, where they

had become rather chums.

"Pm going to look at a horse somewhere near Regent’s Park.

Come along, if you have nothing better to do; though I don’t suppose

110I'ses have been much in your line.”

_ _‘‘No, not of late years ; but as a boy I was desperately fond of

riding. We lived in a hunting country, and I often got a mount, for

I by; no means disdained the friendship of huntsmen and grooms.”

own"Lucky fellow, to have the means of setting up a stable of your

“ It will not be much good to me when I am afloat.”

_They bowled away, talking with animation about the various

subjects dear to the hearts of young men; and time flew fast in the

congemfll occupation of examining the horses exhibited by the dealer

they went to see.

b It was late when Adair reached his hotel, and he found he had

arely time to dress and drive to Harley Square, South Kensington,

.wh<§re he was to dine. He was a good deal struck by the number of

mvltiltlons he had received since his return to London. Every one he

fld ‘fver known seemed to be delighted to see him and to lavish hos

Pltallty upon him. He was quite aware that it was by 110 means a

personal trrbute, but he accepted everything as it came, without any

cylllcal reflections, but valuing these attentions at their proper Worth

.
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As he expected, Adair was the last to arrive, and while the host

shook hands with him he uttered a short emphatic “ Dinner” to the

servant. “Afraid I am a little late, Mrs. Grey,” said Adair apolo

getically to the hostess, a plump, richly dressed woman, with many

jewels disposed about her person.

“ Oh, you are just in time,” she answered, benignly.—“ Here,

Marian,” to a very slim, elegant girl in white, “let me introduce Mr.

Adair to you. He was on board the Firefly with your brother Frank.

-—Will you take my daughter down to dinner ?” At the same moment

the solemn tones of the butler sounded above the buzz of conversation,

“Dinner is on the table,” and the guests began to move off. It was a

large gathering, and Adair had advanced but a very few paces from the

door when the elders of the party began to file past him, and he was

at once addressed by his new acquaintance with some tender inquiries

respecting Frank, so he did not notice any one till they were all

seated at table.

Mr. Grey was commercially connected with Calcutta, where he had

amassed a considerable fortune, and they were now succeeding in a

fairly good class of London society with the facility which awaits those

yyhose purses are well lined and who are liberal in distributing the

1n1ng.

;'Where is your brother now ?” asked Adair, as he unfolded his

nap /1n.

“ He is on board the Calliope.”

“Ah! she’s on the Mediterranean station. He is lucky. It’s a

delightful ” He paused abruptly, forgetting what he was going

to say and to whom he was going to say it, in the extreme surprise

which seized him as his eyes encountered those of his opposite neighbor.

She sat on the host’s left, a somewhat ferocious-looking dowager occu

pying the place of honor. She was distinguished in style; her small,

well-set-on head was decorated only by its own blond shining tresses,

which were sufficiently wavy and profuse to form an abundant coilfure.

Extremely fair with a rich creamy fairness, her eyes were deeply gray,

with long lashes and straight eyebrows, both darker than might have

been expected from her hair and complexion. The curves of her

mouth were sweet but firm. She wore a dress of fine black lace over

silk, also black, made in demi-toilette fashion, then much rarer than at

present, her snowy neck showing through the filmy covering. Her

only ornament was a brilliant star of diamonds which fastened a black

velvet ribbon round her throat, and two or three Marshal Niel roses

with their glossy dark green leaves, fastened where the lace of her

bodice crossed low on her bosom.

Adair had often seen more faultlessly beautiful women, but never

an; whose expression, so animated, so winning, charmed him as hers

1 .

YVhile he -gazed, she addressed her host with a smile which turned

Admr’_s surprise and hesitation into astonished certainty. Yes, this

charmmg, queenly woman was the same he had beheld that afternoon

In a petty pawnbr0ker’s shop in Edgware Road, and the pity he had

lavished on her was probably thrown away. What business had 3
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woman of her means and position to be in such a place? It was prob

ably some reckless, disgraceful extravagance which drove her there.

But, after all, who could tell? Somehow, her face and the turn of

her neck as she inclined her head to her host were quite familiar to

him. Where had he seen her before?

By this time the soup was over and the salmon was going round.

Adair felt that he had neglected his fair neighbor, so started afresh :

“And how does Frank——your brother—like the Mediterranean ?”

“Oh, very much indeed. I want papa to take us to Malta next

winter. Frank says there is a great deal going on there in the winter.”

“Yes, there is,—lots. Pray, who is the lady in black opposite? I

fancy I know her.”

“ In black lace? Oh, Mrs. Crichton. She is considered very

handsome and agreeable.”

“Ah, indeed. I don’t think I know any one of that name. Who

was she before her marriage?”

“I haven’t an idea. I think mother knows.”

_ Baflled for the moment, Adair resumed his study of the lady oppo

site him, while the talk grew more fluent and general.

“I must say, if D or L could look out of their graves,

they’d be glad to go back to them,” cried a. thin, bony, well-set-up old

man with a safi"ron complexion and large gray moustache. “ The way

the natives are allowed to talk, and swagger, and publish their native

press, and abuse their betters, is enough to raise the shade of Olive.

We are cutting a stick to beat our own backs.”

' “The extraordinary development of aesthetic taste,” said a lady

with a wild growth of dark hair, through which a gold bandeau

gleamed, while a garment like a white satin night-gown hung from her

shoulders, “is the great feature of the age, and is no doubt the pre

cursor of a burst of heroic poetry.”

“I assure you I have it from the best authority that the prince has

taken five to three against Gloriana for the Derby.”

“Hock or champagne,” whispered the butler, in confidential tones.

Through the babble Adair caught the voice of his opposite neighbor,

SOR, I‘lCll, somewhat deep tones, though he could not exactly distinguish

her Words. A large épergne stood between him and the object of his

Observation, but he was fortunate in finding a loop-hole between the

branches and blossoms that decorated it, through which he could See

without being seen. Mrs. Crichton was evidently much interested and

amused by the conversation of her left-hand neighbor, and Adair

thought he had never before watched so bright and speaking a face.

Miss Grey did not find him a very satisfactory companion. He

was so preoccupied that she was obliged to take refuge with the gentle

man on her other side and leave Adair to his own thoughts.

Shortly before the ladies left the room there was a momentary lull,

fllfd Adan distinctly heard Mrs. Crichton say, “ No, I do not agree

glib y_0u. I think it is mere special pleading ;” -and then he recognized

r iilvmce, and knew why the face seemed familiar to him. The mist

0 edawa)’ from his memory: he had a swift vision of a little ivy

covered Parsonage with an old Norman village church close by ; Of 8

k
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meadow and bit of pasture where the parson’s cow grazed peacefully ;

of autumn—tinted woods beyond, ‘through which a trout-stream from

the distant blue hills ran babbling and chafing against big gray stones;

of his own early home, a rambling old-fashioned house at the entrance

of the village; and of happy, heedless, boyish days. Ah, he knew all

about his charming, puzzling neighbor now : he would introduce him

self in the drawing-room. How changed his former playfellow was!

She had developed into a woman of the world, mistress of herself,

ready of speech, guarded, but gracious.

How mterminably the men sat on ! \Vhat bosh they talked about '

politics, and stocks, and the probabilities of war in the East! The

only object of interest to the impatient sailor was a gentleman who

had moved up nearer his host when the ladies left the room, and who

was addressed as Mr. Crichton. He was short, or his breadth made

him seem short, yet he was not fleshy ; his size consisted of bone and

muscle. He was very dark,--a handsome man, with regular features

and nearly black eyes. Adair didn’t like them ; they were impatient,

almost fierce, eyes, yet shifty, and never quite steady under another’s

gaze. His accent sounded rather Scotch to Adair, but he spoke little,

and that little chiefly about India, while he smoked diligently.

At last the old Indian colonel made a move, and Adair gladly fol

lowed him up-stairs.

Miss Grey and a young sister were performing a somewhat noisy

duet on a fine new Erard piano, to which Mrs. Crichton sat listening

in the comfortable corner of a sofa at some distance. Adair paused a

moment, and then went straight to her.

“May I venture to introduce myself to you ‘P’ he asked, with a

frank smile and an admiring glance in his steady eyes.

Mrs. Crichton looked up, a little startled, and bent her head, saying,

with a certain gracious gravity, “ Certainly.”

“Then let me remind you that in days gone by Constance Hill

and Norman Adair were very good friends, in spite of many quarrels

and great difl"erences of opinion.”

“Norman Adair!” she exclaimed, in great surprise, straightening

from her semi-recumbent attitude. “Do you mean to say you are

Norman Adair? You are greatly changed: that large moustache, and

your height ! You have grown so tall! Ah, yes, it is Norman.”

She stretched out her hand to him with a smile. “I am very, very

glad to meet you.” And she gathered her gown closer to make room

for him beside her.

_Adair, his heart heating with a degree of triumph and pleasure at

wlnch he was himself amused, gladly accepted the tacit invitation.

“ You puzzled me all through dinner,” he said. “ It was only when I

heard your voice distinctly that I remembered. You are changed, too,

—vcry much changed. You seem older, and ”

“.1 have always heard that sailors are the bravest of the brave,”

she mterrupted, laughing; “but your daring is something quite ex

traordmary,_ to tell a woman to her face that she looks older.”

“Yes: 1sn’t it uncouth? But it is true; and I don’t know that

any one would willingly exchange your present for your past.”
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“Except myself, perhaps,” she said, with a quick sigh. “How

long is it since we met, Norman?”

“Close on twelve years. After my mother left Altringham and

settled in London, I quite lost sight of you. One is afraid to inquire

for any one. I did hear you had lost your father: what a capital

fellow he was I But Mary, your sister, who was so delicate ?”,

“She still lives and sufi"ers,” said Mrs. Crichton, looking down,

while a slight quiver passed over her lips. “ Where are your mother

and sister?”

“I insisted on their going to St. Remo for the winter. My mother

always has a terrible cough, and Edie is not strong.” He went on to

tell her of his good fortune, at once adopting a friendly familiarity of

tone that she readily reciprocated.

She questioned him as to his career and prospects. “I am glad

you are rich, Norman,” she said, after a short pause. “ I have lived

for the last eight or nine years in an atmosphere of wealth. Not that

Mr. Crichton is rich,—at least, rich enough to please himself,—but

we live among rich people, and at any rate I have learned to think

filthy1 Jucre the most important, the most essential thing in the

wor .

“Then you must be changed,” he cried. “You used to be the

most exalted heroine possible. Don’t you remember how we used to

guarrel, and how heartily you despised me as a low-minded practical

mdividual? You were quite cruel.”

I “ My cruelty made but small impression on you,” she said, laugh

lng. “You were a most unsentimental pickle of a boy. But you

must come and see me, Norman. I have three sweet babies,—at least,

very sweet to me: the eldest is seven. When will you come?”

. “To-morrow,” Adair returned, promptly. “At what time?”

“I am always at home at tea—time,——five o’clock. Write down my

address.”

“Trust me, I shall not forget,” said Adair, emphatically.

-“Don’t trust your memory. Nineteen, Sutherland Gardens,——at

the other side, the unfashionable side, of the Park.—George,” she said,

{Hi her husband approached, “I have found an old friend. Let me

mtroduce Mr. Norman Adair to you : perhaps I ought to say Lieuten

ant Adair.”

_Mr. Crichton bowed and shook hands cordially; then he drew a

chair near his wife and joined in the conversation. Adair watched

lum closely.‘ His manner was plain and rather heavy, but in no way

i>QI11Inon or ill-bred. He was not very fluent, and Adair noticed that

"5 Wife frequently gave him a lift over small difiiculties with Wonder

fully delicate tact.

At last Mr. Crichton looked at his watch and remarked that it

;‘;‘(;1lvev(i1sh<;I(11l)l; a quarter to eleven; whereupon she immediately rose

- ' ' uSee me.” er old acquamtance good-mght, addmg, Pray come and

“ You must settle with Mr. Adair what day he will dine with us,

and get one or two of our Indian friends to meet him. I think you

‘We been 8 good deal abroad,” said Crichton, hospitably, and, again

.¥
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shaking hands with him, followed Mrs. Crichton to make their adieux

to the hostess.

Adair left soon after. It was a fine clear night, so he lit a cigar

and strolled homeward in deep thought. Yes, it was true that in the

old times he was often at war with Constance Hill. She thought no

end of herself; and her tongue was both sharp and quick,—far quicker

than his; but she was a brick in spite of it all. And now what a

charming woman she had become ! That Crichton was a lucky fellow.

Why, if she were free, Adair thought, he would have been inclined to

have a try for her himself; but she was married, and there was an

end of 'it. How he wished he had never pried into that infernal

pawnbroker’s! What extraordinary chance could have taken her

there? Did Crichton know it? No, he felt pretty sure Crichton did

not; though they seemed very good friends. Stay: he had always

heard women would go into queer places in search of bargains. Some

thing had caught her eye in the window; some bauble, dirt-cheap.

What a blockhead he was not to have thought of this before!

This idea gave him great comfort. Adair’s idea of what a good

woman ought to be was very exalted, and that a creature who had so

suddenly captivated his imagination should have any dealings, save

picking up a bargain (and eve11 that she had better have left alone),

with such people and in such a place, was infinitely revolting to him.

She was evidently the wife of a rich man: she could have no legiti

mate need for transactions with a pawnbroker.

CHAPTER II.

TIME seemed to drag frightfully next day.

Adair had to see his solicitor and stockbroker; for property, as

well as poverty, has its cares. These engagements helped the moments

to pass till five o’clock. The last strokes of the hour were sounding

Srom a neighboring church when he rang the bell at Mr. Crichton’s

oor.

Sutherland Gardens, in the front, were nothing more nor less than

a street, but behind the house lay a large piece of ground, well planted

and laid out, on which most of the best rooms opened. It was a large,

comfortable abode, but not exactly a mansion. Adair was admitted

by a typically neat parlor-maid, who ushered him up-stairs past a

pretty conservatory to a solemn drawing-room oppressively furnished

with buhl cabinets, velvet-like carpets, richly-covered chairs and sofas,

heavy portieres and curtains, elaborate china, bronze, and ivory orna

ments, among which Indian productions prevailed. The blinds were

down, and the general aspect of the apartment was funereal. With a

request that he would sit down, the servant left him to his own reflec

tions. Before he had time to do more than glance round, Mrs. Crichton

entered. She was very simply dressed in a gown of dark blue cash

mere and velvet, but nothing could make her figure look other than

graceful and stately.

“Very glad to see you!” she exclaimed, giving him her hand.
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“You ought not to have been put in this dreary room. I should

commit snicideif I sat alone here. Come down to my little sanctum.”

“By all means,” Adair returned, and he followed her down-stairs

to a pleasant parlor with a bay-window which opened on the garden.

It was larger than back rooms generally are in London, and abun

dantly furnished,—a large useful table, dwarf bookcases, a comfort

able sofa, a small cottage piano, a big work-basket well filled, some

glasses, a bowl full of flowers, and plenty of sunshine,—evidently the

abode of an active, industrious woman.

“There, that is a comfortable corner. Mr. Crichton likes that

chair whenever he comes in here,” she said. “Do you know, it is

very good of you to come all the way from the gauds and gayeties of

fashionable life to this bourgeois quarter?”

“Very good to myself,” he returned, taking the place assigned

him, and looking attentively at her, to trace what was the change

which left her so unlike, while still so like, what she had formerly

been. “You know I am a stranger in London: I never stayed here

long: it was too expensive a pleasure to indulge in, formerly. Now

I intend to enjoy it, at any rate for a while.”

“And then go to sea again ?”

“Yes: that is the life I like best.”

dI}Ile€e tea was brought in, with a dainty dish of buttered toast, crisp

an o .

“I hope you don’t disdain tea?” asked Mrs. Crichton.

“It is my favorite beverage.”

cup“ And tell me more about yourself,” she continued, handing him a

_ “I don’t think I have anything to add to what I told you last

mght. I have got on fairly well, considering I had no interest. I

came home every three years or so, to have a peep at my mother and

sister, and then about a year ago my father's cousin :1 bit of a miser,

died rather suddenly, and left no will, so I came in fdr all he possessed,

Which is a good lot more than any one expected. I was away on the

South American station when that happened and I only got home in

December: so it’s something very new and I must say delightful to

find_mYself permanently flush of cash.,” , , ,

.“ Well, it is quite possible that by and by you may grow accustomed

to it and think you haven’t enough. Oh Norman try never to grow

greedy about money: it is a terrible hmlver! but’ I am so glad you

ave‘ it: the want of it is cruel, degradim?miserab1e.”

“ I am glad to see, Mrs. Crichton "0 said Adair looking round

thzt You are not afiilicted in that way.”’ ’ ’

Q11, "0, Of course my husband is well ofi'- but that is not like,

not guite, like, having money of one’s own.” ,

Shoulgslgt it?” said Adair, opening his honest eyes. “I fancy I

as hers t:0\::?I‘y much riled if my wife didn't consider my belongmgs

“ Would you?” cried Mrs. Crichton. She laughed as if much

Zmusedi )"‘el; there was a curious ring of sadness about the sound as it

eaSed- I suppose some men are like that. But if your Wife

~

14mA
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brought you in long milliners’ bills, you would not like that? You

would prefer her keeping within the limits of her allowance.”

“I fancy the woman I an1 going to fall in love with would be too

well principled to run heavy bills.”

Mrs. Crichton slowly shook her head. “ It is hard to tell in

advance who or what will take your fancy.”

“Why should I not marry a woman like you? I am sure you

could be trusted with anything, and ”

“ Hush!” she interrupted, with a quick flush, and then with an air

of solemn mockery added, “Ah, you see, the difficulty would be to

find anything like me anywhere.”

“I am quite ready to believe that,” Adair replied, with laughing

eyes, as he doubled up a thin slice of bread-and-butter. “ I remember

what a first-rate girl you were at the parsonage long ago,—how you

used to do everything for every one,—ay, and took command of every

one into the bargain.”

“ Ah, Norman, that girl has disappeared : she has been swept away

down the rapids of Time’s stream. This is a woman who has learned

the limits of her own power and capabilities. I have been at school

since we met. You know I married a man older and richer than

myself. He was very generous and disinterested; he took me for

myself alone; and it was my duty and pleasure to mould myself on

his ways and wishes.”

“It would have done him a deuced deal more good if he had

moulded himself on yours,” said Adair, abruptly.

“ What a compliment!” she cried, again laughing, this time with

unmixed amusement. “ Believe me, I am a much wiser woman than

I was. Now for another source, an inexhaustible source, of wisdom.

I hear the children ; they have just come in.”

Adair heard a confusion of young voices in the hall. Mrs. Crich

ton rose and opened the door. “Come here, darlings,” she said. A

boy and a girl, one seven or eight, the other a couple of years younger,

followed by a toddling rogue who was barely three, answered her call

immediately.

. “ O11, mother dear, Georgie was such a naughty boy! there was a

big, big dog came jumping and barking at the p’ram ; and Georgie

went to strike him with his hoop-stick. Nurse said he might—the

dog might~ha.ve torn him to pieces!” cried the girl, a pretty flaxen—

ha1red child with big, dark, wondering eyes and a sweetly curved

mouth like her mother’s.

“ I was afraid he would hurt baby,” said George, coloring.

_ “And you tried to beat him off? That was a brave little chap,”

cried Adair. “Come and sit on my knee. You ought to be a

sailor.”

Georgie, after a minute’s hesitation, accepted the offer of a seat,

and replied, with a serious air,—

“ N0; I _would rather be a groom than a sailor.”

“No, Wmme dear,” said Mrs. Crichton, lifting her on her knee

and-takmg off her hat, “Georgie must not quarrel with big barking

dogs; but he was not naughty: he tried to take care of baby.”
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Here Nurse, a very important-looking elderly person, observed that

Master George was quite too venturesome.

“Go and kiss that gentleman,” said Mrs. Crichton. “ He used to

play with mother when she was a little girl.”

Winnie got down, her mother passing her fingers lovingly through

the child’s long hair as she moved away to Adair to displace her

brother. She looked. very searchingly-at him after holding up her

mouth for the prescribed kiss, and then asked,—

“Are you as old as mother ?”

“I am just two years older.”

“That is like Winnie and me,” said Georgie, who was contem

plating them. “Yet Winnie never will do nothing I tell her.”

“ Of course not,” said Adair, laughing. “I assure you I always

did everything your mother told me.”

_ Here baby, who had scrambled on his mother’s knee, perceived

Escuits and bread-and-butter on the table, and began to scream for

em.

N “He’ll not eat a morsel at his tea if you give him those, ’m,” said

urse.

t‘}ZBabs shall have biscuits for himself at tea,” temporized the

mo er.

“Give him to me,” asked Adair. “What a jolly little chap!”

Baby looked at him solemnly for a moment, and then slapped his

face with all his might.

::()h, you rude boy !” cried Winnie, scandalized. , .

I_)0esn’t like to be taken liberties with, eh?” said Adair, laughing,

and giving him back to his nurse, towards whom he was struggling

with arms and legs.

“_He hasn’t had time to learn manners yet, sir,” remarked that

functwnary, and disappeared with her charge.

_ The two elder children remained for a short time, Winnie content

mg herself on Adair’s knee, examining the charms which hung to his

Watch-chain, and putting many questions to her new acquaintance,

while George rummaged about the room, asking for this and upsetting

that‘; At last he lifted a solid-looking book.

Take care, Georgie,” cried his mother’ “that is father’s book,

and his mark is in it.” ,

th The boy instantly replaced it, and turned away with a celerity

£1021; itruck Adair. “ Father,” he thought, “is a terror t0 evil

::Are you going to live with us ?” asked Winnie.

homeillo such luck, Winnie. I am an unlucky beggar Without 9

chestvillllie cuddled close to him, pressing her curly head against his

 

xllgother dear, let him live with us,” she cried, appealingly.

-I r- Ad_alI’s own mother will be coming to live with him soon,”

sa1<“Mrs. Cnchton, smiling.

e 1 ave) you a mother?” asked the child, incredulously. “‘ Old

P 0P e doll I: often have mothers, do they ?”

k
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“Anyway, father wouldn’t let him stay here. He doesn’t like

people,” cried George.

“ Oh, he likes Mr. Adair,” returned his mother. “ He wants him

to come and dine here.”

“ Do, do, do come!” exclaimed Winnie, who had evidently taken a

sudden fancy to Adair. “ I will show you my best big dolly. It has

nice fair hair like mine.”

“ Then it must be charming.”

Here the under-nurse came in to say that tea was quite ready.

“ You must go, dears,” said Mrs. Crichton.

“Oh, I am so hungry !” cried George, and scampered oif without

saying good-by. Winnie, also in haste, clasped her arms round

Adair’s neck and kissed him heartily, then bestowed a rapid hug on

her mother, and was gone.

“VVhat jolly little darlings!” exclaimed Adair. “Nice children

are enchanting.”

“They are profoundly interesting,” she returned, with a slight

sigh, “ but don’t fancy they are an unmixed pleasure: they are so

streaked with good and evil, it is a revelation to live with them. I

suppose I see this so clearly because I am not naturally a maternal

woman.”

“Not maternal!” cried Adair, astonished. “VVhy, you seem

wrapped up in them. And how they love and cling to you !”

“God knows I love them,” she said, with a thoughtful, far-away

look in her eyes, “but I haven’t that feeling of personal possession in

them that some women enjoy—I suppose it is enjoyment. They are

quite separate entities—little individuals—to me. I fancy the older

they grow the greater pleasure they will give me—if they do not give

me pain.”

“I should not have thought you would admit such a doubt,”

cried Adair.

“ Ah! I doubt so much !”

He looked earnestly into her eyes, while he thought, “She is not

happy: happiness does not doubt.”

_ There was a brief pause; then Mrs. Crichton, speaking with a

sl1ght effort and in a changed tone, said, “ You remember my sister?

She was very pleased to hear of you. I was with her this morning.”

Then, with some slight hesitation, “ If you have the time to spare, I

should be so glad to take you round to see her. She lives quite near;

and she has such a dull, sad ]ife.”

“ Yes, of course. I shall be delighted. I have plenty of time.”

“ Thank you,” said Mrs. Crichton. She did not add another word,

but she let her eyes speak to his. What a world of sorrowful grati

tude he read in them !

_ “ It is fortunate that I am free this evening,” she resumed. “ Ml‘

Cr1chton.d_1nes out with some friends, and does not return to dress, SO

I shall divide my evening between my sister and the children. I shall

just guide you to her house and introduce you ; then, if you will stay

a httle while and talk over old times ”

“It will be a pleasure to me,” Adair interrupted.
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“I shall not keep you long,” she returned, and left the room. She

was soon back, and wore the same black lace bonnet, the same dark

silk mantle, which he had noticed the day before. It gave him a

curious thrill of pain to recognize them. She said, “I am ready,”

and they left the house together. .

After reaching the Bayswater Road they followed it for a few paces,

and then turned down a narrow lane or street of very small houses

with diminutive gardens adorned by somewhat blackened old poplars.

The street was neat and well kept: it was evidently a relic of the days

when Bayswater was a country place entitled “ Myrtle Grove.”

“I must not forget to fix what day you can dine with us,” said

Mrs. Crichton.

“ Pray consult your own engagements, Mrs. Crichton.”

“Oh, we have very few. Don’t imagine we lead a gay London

life. Will Wednesday next suit you ?”

“ Yes, perfectly.”

“Do you know Mayne, the explorer, who made that journey

through Thibet people talked about some years ago?”

“No, I have never met him.”

“ He is a friend of Mr. Crichton’s, and rather amusing, considering

the solemnity of his book. I will try and get him to come. I don’t

want _a big dinner: they are generally so dull. I was rather lucky

last night in having Mr. Langley for a neighbor. He is a very clever

hamster, and a little good talk does brighten one up wonderfully.”

_ Here they paused at a neat little abode. Mrs. Crichton smiled and

kissed her hand to some one in the window whom Adair did not see,

use he was looking at his companion.

A small servant-girl opened the door and ushered them into a front

parlor, where a very slight, almost attenuated woman lay on a sofa.

drawn up to the window. Her eager dark eyes seemed too large for

tl1e_[»1le,th1n face they illuminated; her thin gray hair was neatly

brznded under a pretty little lace cap, and a bright-colored eider—down

coverlet lay upon her feet. She held a piece of knitting and a pair

of: large ‘wooden needles. The room looked comfortable and cheerful

;_Yld1_spring flowers; a small fire glowed in the grate, and, though the

unuture was common enough, there was a touch of good taste in all

the arrangements. The folding doors between the front and back

r°‘_)m5, always hideous, were concealed by portieres of gay—flowered

chmtz, prettily draped.

_ “I have _brought our old friend Norman Adair to see you, dear,”

Sald“Mrs. .Cl‘lCl1lZ0l1 as she entered the room.

ho1din£IB0lStVf]l‘y good to let himself be brought,” returned Miss Hill,

friendi}; 11 er hand. It is many a long day smce I saw an old

‘fl am very glad to have an o ortunit of comin , ” returned

idair’ tllkmg her hand warmly, iiiid feeliiig himself ga lumbering

Otifter In that tm)’ room beside so fragile a creature as the invalid.

I d 9 have all seen a good many changes since we last met. I am

E 8 “to find yours have been for the better.”

Thank Y°“.—yes, considerably for the better; and Mrs. Crichton,

_.
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too. I have had the pleasure of meeting her husband and making

the acquaintance of those jolly little children of hers.”

“ h,” ejaculated Miss Hill, “ I suppose your husband is all right,

Constance ? I don’t exactly remember when I last saw him.”

“ You know, dear Mary, he is greatly occupied, and it is late when

he reaches home,—much too late to see you,” urged Mrs. Crichton,

gently.

“Oh, yes, I quite understand,” said her sister, in a peculiar tone.

“ The children are fine healthy little creatures ; at least they are strong

enough, if restlessness is any sign of strength. The little girl is rather

sweet. I don’ t care much for the boys.”

“There is a candid and impartial aunt for you,” said Mrs. Crichton,

smiling. “ Now I shall leave Norman with you, and return when the

little ones are safe in bed: we are going to have an orgy of puzzles

and picture-books and stories, as I shall be alone this evening.” She

stooped to draw her sister's coverlet a. little higher, murmuring some

thing to her as she did so. Then she shook hands with Adair, told

him not to forget his engagement for the following Wednesday, and

departed.

The invalid watched her through the window as she opened the

garden gate, and Adair noticed the softening of her keen eyes as she

gazed; then, with a quick sigh, she turned to him and exclaimed,

“ She is changed too i”

“ Yes: she has developed into a more charming woman than I

expected; or rather I was too ignorant, too unlicked a cub to expect

anything,” said Adair, with a good-humored smile.

There was a' brief pause; then Miss Hill began an exhaustive

cross-examination of her visitor, respecting his mother, his sister, his

own career and future plans. She was a shrewd, clever woman, nar

rowed by the physical limits of her curtailed existence, but strong and

enduring. There was nearly ten years’ difference between her and her

younger sister, and more than twenty in appearance. Hers was a rocky

nature, but, given the wand of affection and gratitude to strike it, living

waters of truth and tenderness could be evoked from its stony depths.

“ From the time your mother left Altringham,” Miss Hill resumed,

after a pause, “ we lost sight of her. My father died about two years

and a_ half after: of course we had to turn out. The nearest sphere

of action, a sphere about as big as a. marble, was the county town ; and

we spent nearly three years there. Then Constance met Mr. Crichton,

and after six months they married, and we have all been in London

smce.

“ And do you like being in London?” asked Adair.

“Like!” echoed his interlocutor. “How can I like one place

more than another? My world is within four walls. Had I the power

of moymg about, I fancy I should prefer London to any other dwelling

p ace.

_“ Atfmy Tate,” said Adair, seeking anxiously for some consolatory

topic, “it must be a comfort to you that your sister is comfortably

settled : I fancy Mr. Crichton is well off and—prudent.”

“ Prudent! Oh, he is uncommonly prudent; but I d0u’t suppose
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I should have liked my sister’s husband whatever he was. Indeed, I

never could understand why she fell in love with him.”

“And she did fall in love with him ?”

“She did. There could be no mistake about it.”

“I am quite sure,” cried Adair, “ she would never have married a

man she did not love.”

“Don’t be too sure, then. I’ve known sweet good women driven

into matrimony with mere monkeys of men by the whips of poverty.”

“Ah, you cannot call Mr. Crichton a monkey,” returned Adair,

laughing: “he is a very good-looking fellow.”

::He is,” said Miss Hill, with complete agreement. “ So Ithought

Adair soon after stood up to say good-by. “ I think I shall be

some time longer in town,” he said; “and, if you will allow me, I shall

come and see you sometimes.”

_ “Allow you !” she exclaimed, with a pleasant laugh which re

mmded him of her sister’s. “My dear boy, you know very well it is

bestowing a favor to give half an hour to a miserable recluse like my

self. If I had the use of my limbs and all my faculties, no one would

love the world better than I. I think I am strong enough and honest

enough not to cry sour grapes. Come as often as you can spare time

for charity, and bring me the echoes of that wonderful, interesting,

cruel world away from which fate has shunted me into a corner.”

“ You may depend on it, I will come, Miss Hill.”

He walked briskly back to the Bayswater Road, and, turning, care

fl_llly took the bearings of Myrtle Grove before he went away to his hotel,

his heart and imagination full of the pictures left on them by the last

00uple of hours. A sweeter picture had never been presented to either

than that of Mrs. Crichton and her fair children. Why was it that

a cunous, doubtful hope for her happinas remained with him, rather

than a conviction of its certainty ? That, and impatient calculation as

to how soon he might call again, chiefly occupied his thoughts for the

Test Of the evening, although he went to the theatre with a merry

party, relations of his friend young Vesey of the —-th Light Dragoons,

and was one of the l1]el‘l‘le.‘~3t among them.

d The next morning Adair had a note from Mrs. Crichton: “Pray

_0 ll'0t‘th1nk_ me tiresome. Mr. Crichton, who is very business-like

III hwndeas, insists that if I do not repeat my invitation in writing

You Will forget all about it: so pray remember Wednesday the 30th.

Y P091‘ sister greatly enjoyed your visit, and if you have time to

repeat It, it would be a real boon. You have made a deep impression

°“ my llttle Winnie, who sends you a kiss.”

havA| Izlew world of interest, of curiosity, of conjecture, seemed to

cute 81;} denly opened for Adair, into which he plunged eagerly, with

the ilught of possible harm to himself or others. He possessed, on

thervrlo e; l1owever,'a fair share of common sense and self-control; he

laud9(;)re resisted lns strong inclination to repeat his visits to Suther

cei ardens and Myrtle Grove, especially the latter. He could per

V9 that his old acquaintance Miss Hill did not love her brother—in

law, and felt sure that whatever her feelings she would not long keep

Von. LVII.—2

too

I
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them to herself. It would not be honorable on his part to obtain a.

key to the puzzle which interested him through this illegitimate chan

nel. So he got over the time as best he could. But, in spite of the

many means to be found in London to speed its flight, it did not fly

quite as fast as he wished; and Wednesday seemed slow in coming.

It came at last, however, and the hansom which took him to Bayswater

punctually at the time appointed seemed the very slowest he had ever

met with.

He was shown into the solemn drawing-room, which, being adorned

with flowers, looked a little more cheerful, and was welcomed by Mrs.

Crichton with kindly ease. She had her two elder children with her,

and wore an Indian embroidered muslin over lilac, with lace and lilac

ribbons gracefully disposed about it, and three narrow bands of lilac

in classic fashion round her graceful head. Winnie ran to meet and

embrace him, but George ofl'ered a more sober greeting.

“ Mr. Crichton is a little late,” said his wife, “ but he will be here

directly.”

“I fancy I am early,” returned Adair, and he took Winnie on his

knee. “ Where is the beautiful dolly I was to see?” he asked.

“Pray do not ask,” said Mrs. Crichton. “It has come to a sad

end.” Adair saw that Winnie’s eyes were full of tears and her pretty

little mouth quivered. “ It was all an accident, and we do not want

to annoy poor father by telling him about it.”

“ Shall I bring you another?” whispered Adair to his little friend,

—“ another as pretty?”

‘,"Oh, yes, please; but"—with a deep sigh—“ it won’t be the old

one. >

“Try not to think of it, darling,” said her mother.

Here Mr. Crichton entered and gave Adair a cordial welcome. His

smile was frank and pleasant, but when in repose there was something

grim and lowering about his brow and eyes. The children went to

him frankly enough, and he seemed exceedingly fond of them, ready

to tell little anecdotes of their cleverness and to betray other symptoms

of paternal weakness.

The other guests now arrived quickly. There was a majority of

men, there being but two ladies besides the hostess,—one a pretty, meek,

silent young wife, who came with a somewhat bumptious husband, the

other a very chatty, much travelled, well-preserved widow, who was

gorgeously arrayed and quite appropriated Mr. Crichton.

_The celebrated traveller came last; and Adair was made happy by

takmg Mrs. Crichton down to dinner. The repast itself was simple,

but perfect, ending, Indian fashion, with a curry of the highest merit.

The_conversahon was general and rather above the average, and Adair

admired the unobtrusive tact with which Mrs. Crichton led it, while a

certam good-humored bonhomie made her husband an excellent host.

Once a sudden_ gleam of angry disgust flashed from his deep-set black

eyes towards lns wife, as he said to the traveller, who was about to help

himself to an entrée, “ Don’t touch that, Mayne: it isn’t fit to eat.”

“After all it is a sort of thing an man would sa ” tll0l1 llt
Adair. “ I ani growing crotcl1ety and f‘8.ll’ClfUl.” y, g
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When the ladies had left, though at first, in compliment to the

traveller, the talk for some time was geographical, before long it took

a stock-exchange turn, and Adair discovered that his host was greatly

taken up with a scheme to build cheap marine villas at a newly insti

tuted bathing-place on the Kentish coast. He listened with atten

tion, an odd instinctive desire to establish friendly relations with his

old friend’s husband impelling him to aifect a certain degree of in

terest.

“It’s going to be a capital concern,” said Mr. Crichton, pushing

the very particular port towards him. “ If you have a few stray

hundreds, you could not do better than take shares.”

“I should like to know more about it,” said Adair.

“Look in at my oflice any day, and I'll explain the whole thing to

you. Come—no not to-morrow- that’s rett well bes oke—the da
after, some time before one.” ’ P y P y

“Thank you; I will be sure to come.” Adair left the room as

soon as he could, accompanied by the explorer and a gray-haired epi

curtean _baIchelor who was considered quite a man of fashion in Bays

wa er c1rc es. .

The fair widow immediately captured Major Mayne, and Adair

drew a seat beside his hostess.

“ What happened to the doll?” he asked.

“Ah, that was a tragedy l Poor George has rather a. violent

temper, and quarrels with his sister, who often provokes him. Yester

day there seems to have been a scrimmage in the nursery, and George,

by way of annoying Nurse, who was ironing poor Dolly’s best frock,

~ shook the table violently. Doll was lying on the floor where George

had thrown her; the iron was near the edge; it was very hot - it fell

on Dolly’s lovely face, and you can imagine the rest. I donlt think

George intended to work such ruin, for he was quiet in a moment and

cried heartily: so we say nothing about it for Mr Crichton is occa

sionally very severe.” , .

“What a young Turk Master George must be! Now, Mrs. Crich

ton, I want to buv my little sweetheart a doll and I daren’t on my

own judgment. Will you comevand help me to’ choose one?”

“It is really too kind of you, Norman ”

“Kind to myself, yes.”

:: Suppose we take Winiiie herself to choose ?”

By all means. But the boy : shall he stay behind ?”

:1 think he must, as he has been so naughty.” '

him 9§uPP°5e I promise, if he keeps good a whole week, to take

::Ol1, It would bore you frightfully.”

O, I am Iilever bored.”

on are a a c ! ' ' .”“All right. Illlllborlhetgttlg-lianorrzilvriigllil)1d‘uZ(thr:eli'l’be so good

“Both Winnie and her mother will be delighted.”

‘After some further talk during which Adair noticed that Mrs

grlchtoflb eyes turned some’what uneasily from time to time towards

19 door: MI‘. Maberly (the bachelor) approached to say that he was Sure

5%
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Mrs. Fairchild, the pretty young mariée aforesaid, sang delightfully:

would Mrs. Crichton play an accompaniment?

“Certainly, if I can,” she returned, rising readily and going to the

piano. A great turning over of music ensued, and at last a ballad

was found which Mrs. Fairchild acknowledged she used to sing.

She accordingly lifted up her voice, and went feebly through it, in a

horrid fright, making more than one mistake, which her hostess masked

as well as she could by the accompaniment.

While this was going on, the rest of the men came up-stairs. Wlien

it was over, and the widow was having some curiosities of Thibetan

work explained to her by Mayne, a bright idea occurred to Adair, who

had joined the group at the piano. “ What a lot of pretty things you

have about!” he said, picking up a quaint Japanese bronze. “ I believe

ladies are particularly fond of collecting these oddities,—especially if

they are bargains,—and don’t much care where they go for them. I

remember a friend of my mother’s used to find treasures, dirt-cheap,at

the pawnbrokers’ shops.” He looked at his hostess as he spoke, and

was annoyed to feel his own color rise.

Mrs. Crichton raised her eyes to his, with a slight expression of

surprise. “I don’t think I should ever buy at a pawnbroker’s,” She

said, quietly. “Besides, I have no taste for collecting. Mr. Crichton

amuses himself in this way. All these are his purchases.”

A sudden conviction seized on Adair’s mind, as she spoke, that it was

not to buy baubles she had sought that sordid shop in the Edgware Road.

Adair had no further opportunity of speaking with his hostess,

though he outstayed his other guests. Mr. Crichton talked with him

with cheerful friendliness and reminded him of his promise to call at

the ofiice.

“ He doesn’t- seem a bad sort of fellow,” thought Adair, as Crichton

made some playful allusion to his wife as the commander-in-chief.

He had said good-night and left the room, when he suddenly re

membered he had not asked the address of Mr. Crichton’s office, and

turned back to inquire it. Mrs. Crichton was standing by the fireplace,

and the lights on the mantelpieee fell full upon her. She looked white

and distressed, while from the other end of the room came the excla

mation “Damned mfernal carelessness!” in deep, thunderous tones,

from her husband. The words were arrested for a moment on Adair’s

lips,_ and, when he did speak, both host and hostess received him

smilmgly, and, having entered the address in his pocket-book, he

went off, thmking 1t was bad style to be so furious about a servant’s

mistake, for of course it must have been of the servants Crichton

was speaking. Could his old friend Constance Hill, who was such a

charming tyrant 1n the by-gone days, have grown timid as a wife‘?

Bright and gracious as she was, she had a guarded, watchful expression

in her eyes,—except when alone with him.

The remembrance of her delightful frankness in their téte~d-file

interview gave h1m ‘a curious thrill of mingled pleasure and appre

hensmn,—-apprehenslon that in the well and smoothly ordered family

into which he had been so cordially welcomed “ all was not gold that
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CHAPTER III.

THIS was the beginning of a rapidly growing intimacy. Adair

soon found he was due two or three times a week in Sutherland Gar

dens, where he was received with open arms by the children, with

quiet content which made him feel delightfully at home by their

mother, and with cordiality by the master of the house.

It was like having a home, a charming, restful home, though he

still sought for the inner truth of his old playfellow’s life. Frank as

she seemed, there were discordant, contradictory touches in her scheme

of thought, as she expressed it at times, which puzzled him and sug

gested to him that she rarely letherself go.

He ofi/en paid a visit to the invalid in Myrtle Grove, much to her

enlivenment, but not exactly to his own satisfaction. Miss Hill was

by no means a querulous or complaining sufferer. She bore the many

pains and deprivations attendant on spine disease with grim resolution

rather than resignation. Her brain was still clear and active, and

Adair soon found he could bring her no more acceptable gift than

some new book treating of the social, political, or .religious movements

of the day, or of travels in out-of-the-way places and discoveries of

ancient ruins.

These tastes, and a certain strain of cynicism,—the outcome, prob

ably, of her misf0rtune,—rendered her rather diificult in the matter of

acquamtances. The ordinary class of kindly, narrow, district-visiting

elderly young ladies and serious-minded widows who delight in cosset

lllg such invalids as Mary Hill bored her to death, and in their turn

they shook their heads over her.

_ She enjoyed a talk with Norman Adair, and refrained from sneer

lllg at his bright, unphilosophic, optimist views. He, however, saw

clearly after a few weeks that she was a diflicult charge to her sister,

who bore her fretfnlness and short temper with angelic patience.

_Yet at times Adair could see the profound love and tenderness

wlugh spoke in her eyes when they rested on Constance.

Another supply of flowers, Norman !” she exclaimed, with a

well-pleased smile, one fine afternoon towards the end of May, as he

entered the little sitting-room in Myrtle Grove. “It is a new thing

I°rd1Il1‘9 to have a smart young man presenting me with lovely blossonis.

fill elght in them. Rmg, please. I will get my little handmaid to

the vases.”‘ And she bent her head to inhale the perfume of

Adau’s welcome offering.

2 Well, what news have you for me from the world ?”

d Notlung very new,” returned Adair, who looked more thoughtful

3“; Perlmps 188$ Joyous than when we first saw him. “ I had a long

6 ter from my mother this morning. They are going to the Italian

lakes: and they want me to join them.”

“Shall you ?”

b _“ Not yet. I find London very fascinatiDg- Besides) I have

usmess winch will keep me ”

“ That business of yours is remarkably elastic. When I first saw

I-M
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- you, two months ago, you hoped it would be finished in three weeks.

I suppose you’ll not be afloat this year?”

“No; I don’t think so. I hear there is a place to be sold in my

father’s part of Galloway (you know he was Scotch), and I am going

to have :1 look at it.”

“ You lucky boy 1 VVhat a power money is! Yet rich people are

generally odious: even you will grow disagreeable by and by, and then

you must not come near me.”

“ What a terrible prophecy!” cried Adair, laughing. “ There are

exceptions to this rule, and I hope I shall be one. Your sister, now,

-—she is rich, and I am sure she is not odious.”

“ Rich ! Constance?” in a high key. “ She is the veriest pauper.

Being married to a rich man only emphasizes a woman’s poverty.”

“ Come, Miss Hill ; a woman must share the good things of her

husband’s life. I am sure I should not like to think my wife wanted

anything I could give her.”

“No, I dare say not just at present. Wait,-wait till familiarity

with wealth eats into your nature and subdues it: then you will look

out for a wife with a lot of money, and then she will be welcome to

whatever she can buy for herself."

“ Oh, believe me, If she is not fair to me, What care I how rich

she be?” said Adair, smiling.

Miss Hill looked at him rather indnlgently, thinking what a fine

looking, though not handsome, man her old friend had grown, and

what a good, honest, resolute face he had.

“But I am making myself disagreeable,” she said. “I have been

put out this morning. Constance sent my nephew George here with a

message: she can’t come to me; she has to copy papers or something

for Mr. Crichton. I don’t like that boy.”

“He is a jolly little chap, though, and very like his father.”

“ He is,” she returned, with intense acquiescence. “ The other two

are not, thank God!” ’

“Poor Crichton is in the back of your books, then?” said Adair,

lightly.

Miss Hill paused an instant, and then said, quietly and distinctly,———

“I hate him. He has destroyed what little was left me of life.”

Adair was startled, and felt the awkwardness which always attends

the discussion or avowal of family differences.

“ Of course your sister was a great loss to you,” he said, opening a

way of escape if Miss Hill chose to give an amiable turn to her ob

servations ; “but, after all, a good marriage_”

“ I don’t, on the whole, object to marriage,” she interrupted. “ If

she had married a man like y0u,—like what you are now,—-I should

not have felt it; but that man Crichton hates and despises me,-—

poverty is the one unpardonable sin in his eyes ; and he is jealous of me,

because his wife loves me. Nothing can change that. She is well

named. Constancy is her special gift. I suppose she finds him all

right; at least she never complains to me; but her high frank courage

is all gone. Even with me she thinks before she speaks. What she

ever saw in the man to love I don’t know, but she did love him well.
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He wasn’t so bad in those days. Oh, no: he had still something to

ain. He used to be nice to me. He would see that I never wanted

tor anything. Well, nor have I; but my own pittance pays for a

good deal. He does add something, of course, or I could not get on ;

but then he robbed me of my beloved bread-winner. Ah, I have let

myself go; but you will not betray me. Norman, do you think she is

happy? Can she be happy with such a mammon-worshipper? He

likes you because you are rich,——because you are an old friend who

does credit to his wife and vouches in a way for her original position.

I am a poor creature, a beggar and a disgrace. Do you know, it is

two years since I beheld my brother-in-law l Can Constance be happy

with a husband like that?”

“Good God! you surprise and pain me! Yes, I have always

thought her happy: I believe she is. A man may be peculiar, yet not

a bad husband. He is quick-tempered ”

“Quick !” she interrupted. “If you will not be shocked at such

a word on the lips of an invalid who ought to be ‘ making her soul,’

as the Irish say, he has an infernal temper,—uncertain, treacherous,

unreasonable. There, I am false to Constance, running on in this

way; and I am disappointed in her, too: she is afraid of that man,

her inferior. Now I will not say another word on this subject,

never again. Forget it all, Norman; bury it out of sight.”

_ “I cannot quite forget, but I will bury it, and try to think less

latterly. Crichton is a very busy man: he ”

“No excuses. I will never change my ideas. Wliat have you

there, Jumbo?” (this to the diminutive servant who came in with a

basket of splendid strawberries.)

“glease, ’m, they’re from Mr. Andrews, the fruiterer, for you,

mum.

“From Mrs. Crichton ?”

“ I dunno, ’m.” '

“‘ I suspect I have to thank you, Norman, for these too.”

‘ I saw some as I was passing near this, and went in to get them; ‘

but they were not quite fresh, and the man said he expected others: »

so I told him to send them in.”

“You_ are an admirable young man, Norman,” she said, with 3

sweet snn_le, that for the moment made her like her sister. “ I love

strawberries, and in a monotonous life such as mine one comes to think

3 good deal of what one eats and drinks. Unfortunately, there are so

few things I like.”

“Yes, that’s unlucky. Then I must say good—by- I have Paid

y0ll‘:lIl unconscionably long visit.”

dud done me a world of good. Come again when disposed to

(lo a kmd act.”

Adznr rearranged her cushions for her with kind, deft hands, and

bade her adieu. .

h. It was 1} beautiful afternoon, and he felt he must commune with

tmnself nnmterrnptedly. His ideas had been confused, his views dis

lPrbed7 Of late, and the conversation he had just had had thrown fresh

‘ght on his own mental condition. He turned into Kensington Gardens

 

I
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and struck across them towards Hyde Park. The soft turf, the shade

of the fine old ‘trees, the pretty groups of childreu,—all was bright

and pleasant, but Adair saw none of it. He was absorbed in the pic

ture presented by his own imagination of the terrible life which he

began to fear his new old friend led. His own observation in the few

business transactions he had had with Crichton suggested that his love

and greed for money amounted to a passion, and that there was a

curious shiftiness about the man. Could he be cruel? If so, what a

destiny for so charming a woman as Constance! and what would be

the end thereof? How could she guard her children from the in

fluence, perhaps the caprices, of such a father ? Could it be possible that

a woman of her mental calibre (for she had more than the ordinary

amount of brain-power) was afraid of a man who was certainly her

inferior? Her sister no doubt exaggerated things, but the idea had

occurred to him before she had suggested it. Why, such a terrorized ex

istence must be a hell upon earth. A wild fury rose in his heart against

the brute who could thus trample upon such a beautiful nature. He

felt he could crush out his worthless existence without the smallest

hesitation. And then how clearly he saw her, the rich grace of her

rounded figure, the sweet mouth, the eyes, the fine thoughtful eyes, that

could laugh with so keen an appreciation of humor, or dwell on her

children with such infinite tenderness, or shelter themselves behind a

certain cautious quiet that defied penetration ! What a woman to have

beside you all the days of your life, and to love you as she could and

would love a true—hearted husband! What right had such a man as

Crichton to a noble, adorable companion like Constance? Then the

full light pierced to Adair’s soul in spite of the curtains of plausibility

in which he had wrapped it, and he exclaimed, half aloud,—

“ This is a pretty pass for an honest gentleman, as I hoped I was,

to be fathoms deep in love with another man’s wife! but I am; and

I’d rather bear all, all I can see before me, than forego the delight of

it to he with her, to hear her speak, to feel, as I do in some unaccount

able way, that she trusts me. Perhaps I may be of use to her some

day,” he continued to muse as he unconsciously slackened his pace.

“ She has no brother, no near relative. I might act a brother’s part,——

though with infinite caution. Whatever suffering comes of it, it will

be to me only. She has no thought of me,—-of any one; she is loyalty

itself to her husband ; she has no room in her heart save for her chil

dren. I would never offend her by look or word. I will be her true,

devoted friend, but I will gratify my own heart by loving her with

all my soul and with all my strength.” He walked on for some little

way, absorbed in a heavenly vision of the woman who had utterly

fascinated him and struck to the hitherto untouched depths of his inner

hfe, maturing and developing with sudden electric power the slumber

ing forces of his more serious manhood. He was glad he had not had

any temptation to go to sea again. Indeed, he now knew he would

not have gone. But he would hereafler; he was not going to frittcr

away his life in ease and idleness; but he must ascertain how matters

St00d Wltll Constance, and in what way he could serve her, before he

left England. Then it would be wiser to go. These meditations
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brought him to St. James’s Park. As he passed by the mounted

sentries at the Horse Guards, to his great surprise and annoyance he

ran up against Mr. Crichton, who was evidently in deep reflection.

“What a had countenance the fellow has!” was the thought that flashed

through Adair’s brain as his eyes fell upon him.

“ Halloo, Crichton !” he exclaimed. “ What are you doing so far

west ‘-2”

“What! Adair?” he returned, with the smile which changed his

face so wonderfully. “I have been trespassing on your ground. I

have been interviewing some of the people at the Admiralty.”

fl “Indeed! Have they offered you the command of the Channel

eet?’ '

“No,—a much better offer for my purposes: they want me to send

out a cargo of provisions to the troops in China; and I don’t think

I’ll make a bad thing of it. By the way, would you care to go to the

ltilfansipli-Hoiise ball to-morrow night? It is to be an extra fine

a zur.

“Thank you. I don’t think I should know any one there.”

“Mrs. Crichton and I are going.”

“Oh! I thought you had declined.”

“Well, we had, but I met Black this morning (he is the Lord

Mayor, you know), and he seemed anxious we should go. Very polite

Of him: so I promised we should. I am on my way home now to

tell my wife. I say, Adair, no time for a new dress, eh ?”

“Dou’t be too sure: there’s such a thing as milliners’ magic.”

“I don’t think they could manage it. By the bye, you know we

are gomg to the country on Saturday ?”

Adair nodded.

“I’ve found an old—fashioned little place, near VVelwyn, on the

Great Northern Line. You must come and see us there: pretty

country, nice drives and walks, good air. Shall I send you a card for

to-morrow night?”

:‘ I should be very glad to go, if I am to meet you: you’ll look after

me "1 the Land of the Stranger.”

Cuchton laughed, and said good-by. Adair went on his way. He

had heard about this ball, and remembered that Mrs. Crichton was

very glad to have escaped it. She was busy preparing for their move

to the country, and seemed to enjoy the prospect of the oilleggiatum.

He Was sorry to think she should be troubled and wearied dressing

“Pd gomg to this festivity, merely because her husband’s vanity was

tlckled by it personal invitation from the chief magistrate himself.

Before he reached the rooms where he had established himself, he

?1;11(le_l1p lus mind to pay an early visit to Sutherland Gardens the

E’. °“”“g d11y,a vague impression growing on him that he might be

0 use to Mrs. Crichton. If—if he could but serve her!

The next morning, however, he had himself an early visitor, an old

Illesslnate who happened to be passing through town. They had much

0 my to each other, and, though longing to get rid of him, Adair did

25” like_ to be uncivil : it was therefore half-past two before he reached

I5 dest1nat1on.

,.
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“ Yes, sir, Mrs. Crichton is at home; but she is not very well, and

said she would not see any one.”

A curious sense that there was something seriously wrong made

him‘ exceedingly reluctant to accept this denial. Perhaps if she was

in any trouble Constance might confide in him.

“ Pray take my card. Possibly Mrs. Crichton might admit me.”

“Certainly, sir. Pray walk in.” And he was ushered into the

morning room which had grown to be his elysium.

He paced restlessly to and fro, feeling unreasonably disturbed.

Soon the servant returned, to say Mrs. Crichton was coming down to

see him. Then he stood still, waiting.

In a few minutes she came. He never forgot any detail of her

dress, of her aspect, that day. She wore a loose morning gown of

lilac and white, the long folds of Which made her look very tall; her

hair was looser than usual, as if she had not cared to dress it; and her

face was very white. But her eyes struck him most of all: there was

a strained, terrified look in them that set his heart heating with a wild

desire to carry her away from all sorrow and fear and trouble.

“ It is good of you to come so soon again,” she began, in a measured

tone, as if she was carefully controlling her voice, and with a sort of

sad smile. .

“ You are not well,” he returned, taking the hand she offered, and

shocked to find how burning and unsteady it felt. “ You are not fit to

go £0 this ball to-night.” He looked earnestly into her eyes as he

spo e.

“Oh, yes, I am ; the doctor says I am. Mr. Crichton was rather

put out this morning about my being unwell, so he went round to our

doctor, who, unfortunately, lives close by, and brought him back to see

me, and he says there is nothing the matter with me,—nothingl”

And she laughed.

Her laugh decided Adair. “Look here, Constance—I beg your

pardon, Mrs. Crichton : there’s something very wrong with you. Can

I not help you? Fancy I am your next of kin for the present. I

wish I were!”

“So do 1! Oh, so do I!” She drew her hand over her brow,

and then rested the tips of her long white fingers on the table and

paused. “Have you ever been in Nuremberg, Norman,” she asked,

turmng her eyes away from his, “and seen the terrible Iron Maiden

there ‘?—a woman’s figure that opens, and when the unfortunate

victim was put inside, the doors, which are studded with long spikes,

closed upon him, and he was left to die. Perhaps the worst part of the

punishment was that the whole night before, the criminal was obliged to

kneel in contemplation of the figure in which he was to be entombed.

Norman,” she exclaimed, in a different tone, and clasping her hands

together, “I have been kneeling in contemplation of my supreme

moment of torture all last night and all this day. I am such a

despicable coward !”

_ “Just tell me what I can do,” said Adair, briefly, afraid to trust

himself with speech.

“ I will! I will!” She unconsciously grasped his wrist. “ I am
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I must ask you. Perhaps some day you will understand why I am in

this desperate strait. No, do not look at me, Norman. I only want

money, a great deal of money, and at once,—in1mediately.”

“How much?” He held his arm steady, and did not attempt to

clasp her poor, tremnlous hands.

“More than two hundred pounds. I will tell you why.”

f“lNo, it i; got necessary. All I want is to relieve you from this

aw u state 0 istress.”

“But you must do more for me, Norman, than give me money,

and I must explain. I—I have pawned my jewels, my necklace that

my9l,1,usband values so much, and y0u—that is, will you get them for

me.

“Yes, certainly ; but we must be quick.”

“ You have saved me, Norman 1” she exclaimed, pressing her hand

upon her heart, and then again grasping his wrist with an expressive

shrinking almost against him. “ I am so awfully afraid of my hus

band: he is so fierce,—so strong.” And her fingers pressed upon his

throbbing pulse with more force than he had thought they possessed.

fJ_G(;0d Gzdqlji cried Adair, his eyes aflarne, “ what do you know

0 ms rengt .

_ “.No,' no! of course nothing! It is my own miserable cowardly

lgfilgllzgtionr ta}: Ilhgd1 been stronger and braver I should never have

e e m1s es i and ”

“ But he loves you ? ,he must love you ?” interrupted Adair.

“Yes, yes, sometimes, in his way.” A wave of color passed over

her face, and a slight shudder as of loathing quivered through her

r:l1i!;1f§-sa_§l1e slowly relaxed her hold, and, heaving a deep sigh of

1 l _

“But I shall do better now, now you have set me free. Oh,

°"Pal1, do you understand that I can never repay you ?—that I am

b@g;g‘lIl1\Igthti:S'great sunI1 from you as alms? Oh, how shameful it is !”

oiisnt. f' ld f‘ . 11 -
throw hway far? la1'gera;ll]1u(ilSl(l‘(i)r n}1:e)i'izrs(()elf-eisiidlileltigze IT£:)nli2ii1/‘ll ddfe

this will always be a source of pleasure to me:g to help you in any

“ay 18 all ask. ‘I swear to be your faithful friend and brother.

Stl;;vn,dt,l,1ere is no time to be lost. I must go to my bank in the

wm“b1:l;d I will b(ging yog the tickets which you must show, if y0l1

' .0 very goo as to 0 this f r m .”
“hyéei: °ft'c0l}fl:51e. Go, dear Mrs? Criechton, bring me those things.”

en SW1 _ ‘ ' ' ‘ ' ltigught-h ngi t<in{i:1i,va<l’elic:ihg,al:eEl;i)(ir(i:iliiitilzaiiiisiilliizisl ifieirfiiii §Z§Z§'d

reac . 1-, th . . __ _
2?“? hi? 0r§l1hi‘e‘i:at%ew iiiiliilliigssf 1i<i:)r(iia)\lz](ledfrii)(inf(till1eli:initin1li:>i1Isel:}orI:lli:e

91' I . h . - .WM me knifee $iashll‘§.‘;‘§le?§l)lke§.§iL‘li1]i‘1§l $Z'uii1“§§3ilr.theAil1iei§lsti1§

;:?I1l'f;g years would her children bring her more of pleasure or of

thanked LtI;\;:1: a very open question. His heart bled for her, and be

611 he had acted on the present1mentwh1ch urged ill!!! to

In /.
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call upon her that day. Had he not come to her in her hour of need,

she would never have sent for him. But she interrupted his musing,

and gave him the tickets she brought, adding a few words descriptive

of the jewels, and the address where he would find them.

“ Piccadilly? That’s all right. My bank is in Pall Mall.”

“ You’ll come back as quickly as you can ?”

“Trust me.” He was going, when he paused. “Any chance of

Crichton returning before me ?” he asked.

“ It is impossible to say,” she returned, the color which came back

to her cheek fading so swiftly that he feared she would faint.

“For God’s sake don’t lose heart,” he exclaimed. “ I’ll manage it.

Before I come in I’ll ask for him: if he is at home I’ll pay a short

visit and go on to Miss Hill’s, where you will find your things.”

“Ah, yes! Well thought, dear Norman! But I do hope there

VLllll:)edD0 nesd: Mary has no idea of my transactions: she would he

s oc e and istressed.”

‘_‘ How the deuce does she imagine you are to manage, then ?” cried

bAe(il‘:ir,fiimI)31tie‘iitly,‘ I“hBut I’m1 0%.” You shall see me back again

re ve- ir y i ave any uc .

What words ,could describe that waiting? Every sound of the

bell, the pause of a tradesman’s cart at the entrance or of a visitor’s

carnage next door, the tread of a passer-by who seemed to linger at

the steps, the foot of the distributor of circulars who mounted them

to thrust his announcement into the letter-hox,—each set her heart

beating, her nerves thrilling. It seemed to her that now she was on

the verge of deliverance the danger of discovery was tenfold greater

than it had ever been. What ages seemed crowded into the bare three

hours he had been away 1 And at last when he came she could hardly

latte}: afword dagk SfllE;.)d(();VS lay below her eyes and bespoke exhaustion

0t 0 min an 0 0y._

I Adair came in empty-handed. “ Oh, it is all right !” he exclaimed,

in reply to her eager eyes; “only I would not bring the _things in

till I was sure the coast was clear. Now I’ll get them and dismiss the

cab, ’—wh1_eh he proceeded to do, and Mrs. Crichton strove to recover

herself, while she breathed a thanksgiving for this great deliverance.

Ad‘_‘Justttl_ook fihrough lIzhe gases and see that they are right,” said

air pu ingt em ont eta le bef h .“I will, but in my own room. Iteis elettin late ” She athered

them together and ran up-stairs with then? g . g

She returned quickly. “ They are quite right,” she said, and

Stopped ; then, claspmg her hands together _and holding them out, she

alipizislt V{'{hISfPBI‘Ed;G “I ill/l]1lI;]l( y0lkl) have sayed my life, Norman ! I dare

no in o w a mig t ave een ’

f “Do not tthin‘l‘r]§f it,” he said, and took her hands in both his own

or a momen . ut promise me one favor.”

:: Yes, willin,gly,” she said, without an instant’s hesitation.

You may,’ he returned, with a certain sad dignity. “ You may

safely promise anything I ask. It is, never again to run so great a

risk. Always remember that all I possess is at your service. Now I

had better disappear. We’ll meet at the ball.”
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That evening, as Mrs. Crichton was nearly ready, her husband

came into her dressing-room. “Mind you put on all your jewels

to-night,” he said. “You won't be such a blaze as some of them, but

you've a sprinkling of deuced fine stones, I can tell you_.”

“I cannot put on quite all I have,” said his wife, smiling. “It

would be rather a jumble.” And she drew her jewel—case towards

her.

“Are they all there?” he asked, with a curious gleam in his eyes.

“Yes, except what I have just taken ofll”

Mr. Crichton drew a chair, and began deliberately to examine the

contents of the case, with which he seemed satisfied.

“It is an infernal nuisance your having had that headache this

morning,” he said, rising. “You look pale and washed out. By

George! you were so queer and fidgety, you put some strange notions

into my head.”

“It was a nervous headache. I have had one or two lately,” she

replied, with a sigh. “I have had a good deal to do and to think of.”

“L0rd’s sake, don’t set up nerves!” he exclaimed. “VVhat on

earth have you to do, but to sit here all day and have everything

found for you ?—I say, Sarah,” to the maid, who came in at that

moment, “haven’t you a rouge-pot anywhere about? Your missis

looks as white as a ghost.” And, laughing harshly, he went away.

CHAPTER IV.

A FEW days after the ball the Crichtons left town for their summer

‘7ll"11‘t9I‘S, 1111d_for nearly a fortnight Adair received no communication

from Mrs. Crichton. However, he often heard of her and the children

from Miss Hlll, to whom he paid frequent visits. ‘Apart from the

reflected mterest she possessed for him, he liked to talk with her. She

was_ shrewd and far-seeing, in spite of some crotchets and rather strong

P"9J“dlCeS- Her heart was full of her sister, who had been as a

(laughter. to her, though the difference in their years was not nearly so

859% {B It seemed. But, though willing to talk about Constance and

t e chlldreq HS much as ever Adair liked, she never again mentioned

her brother-in-law.

b (lzlfle lnormug early in June, Adair sat reading the paper after

M 35t,_ 111 an exceedingly restless and dissatisfied state of mind.

bailgvats slck Of London, bored to death with dinners, nauseated with

as,’ easy I'e°f*l)t|0l‘lS, and all social usages, yet anchored to the hot,

mmyrbnollsj my by his mtense desire to see Mrs. Crichton and recewe 1

she W er ips the explanation he was longing to hear and he suspected

her vfifi anxious to gwe. He was burning to look on her face, to hear

yet h°1°e- How was he to live through his life without her? _And

thou fit“? cfllfable of thanking God that she did not give him a

or 8% ft lat Pllght not at most be bestowed upon a sympathetic brother ,

Ian *2? ll fnend. How was he ever to tear himself away from Eng

tronél l;m the chance of being at hand to help her in any time of

9 For she would be in trouble as long as her husband lived,

 

I.
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“and he is as strong as a horse,” mused Adair, throwing aside his

paper and standing up, with the intention of going out,—when a tele

gram was handed to him : “ Can you call here this afternoon ? Reply.”

It was signed Crichton, and dated from his oifice.

Need it be said that Adair faithfully kept the appointment, in a

state of burning curiosity as to the tidings which awaited him ‘I

Crichton welcomed him etfusively, but, except a brief assurance

that the wife and bairns were as “fit as fiddles,” he did not mention

them. His object in sending for Adair was to lay the project of

another company before him and induce him to take shares and join

the direction. Even to the sailor’s inexperienced sense the affair seemed

unsound, and he did not commit himself.

“Give me these papers and calculations. I’ll study them a bit,

and give you my answer in a day or two,” he said. “I am keeping a

few thousands free in case I meet with a chance of buying a ‘residential

property,’ as the agents call it.”

“ \Vhat l” exclaimed Crichton, “ throw away your money on land ?

Couldn’t make a greater mistake. Land has had its day, I can tell

you. Suppose you come down to our little cabin with me by the six

ten train, stay over Sunday, and study this matter in the quiet of the

country. It’s a pretty, fresh little place. The missis will be pleased

to see you. We can’t put you up, but there's a nice clean inn in the

village, where they’ll make you comfortable, not ten minutes from our

place. Say yes, and I’ll let you go; for I have fifty things to get

through before I leave. Meet me at King’s Cross, hey ?”

“ I shall be delighted, and thank you,” returned Adair, wondering

ifbCrichton could hear his heart, so strongly did it beat against his

1-1 s.

So in a moment the meeting for which he had been pining was

brought about.

It was a glorious evening when they reached the small station of

Stanfield, where they found a somewhat battered, dusty, low phaeton

and a rougl1, ungroomed, sturdy pony waiting for them. An equally

ungroomed boy and Mr. Crichton’s capriciously petted son and heir

were in charge of the vehicle. The child ran to kiss his father, and

stood by him while he gave some directions to the porter; and Adair

noticed that the little fellow stole watchful glances at Crichton’s face,

as if toascertain what his mood was. But the father was in a temper

as sunnyas the skies, and tenderly embraced his boy. “ I haven’t a

very styhsh turnout, you see,” he said, good-humoredly. “But we

must have something to go to and from the trains : so I hired this trap

with the house,—got the whole concern a bargain. You see, this place

is quite out of the beat of summer visitors; heard of it by the merest

chance,” etc.: so he went on detailing particulars of his agreement and

chucklmg over his own acuteness, while Adair feasted his eyes on the

nchly wooded undulating country, and the gray-green of the meadows

now almost ripe for the scythe. “ We’ll stop and secure your room as

we pass through the village,” resumed Crichton, “ and leave your bag.”

“ Oh,” cried little George, “ mother and me, we saw to all that as

we came along; then she went back by the fields.”
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“Oh! all right. I’m glad she thought of it. I sent her a wire

as soon as you left to-day. You see she has me under her thumb;

dare not bring home a guest without giving due notice.” And he

laughed exultingly.

Leaving the village, they turned down a delightful green shady

lane, which soon descended to a broad, shallow, clear stream, through

which carriages drove, while foot-passengers were accommodated with

a much-mended picturesque old timber foot-bridge. The opposite

side rose rather steeply. The lower part of the slope was covered

with soft, vividly green turf, bordered by shrubs and flowers, and

crowned by a small old-fashioned cottage so covered with clematis

and roses that no one could see whether the walls were of brick or of

stone.

h_“There’s Riverhill,” said Mr, Crichton, pointing to it with his

w ip.

“ And there’s mother and \Vinnie going to the gate,” cried George.

Adair had already caught sight of some white drapery fluttering among

the trees. But the round-barrelled pony was now scrambling up the

rough, stony, steep ascent from the ford, and soon stopped, standing

sideways across the road, before a little green gate, at which stood

Mrs. Crichton. ‘

“Jump out,” said Crichton. “ I’ll drive round, to the farm-yard.”

The nest moment Adair held Mrs. Crichton’s hand and was striving

to steady his own. As their eyes met, she blushed deeply and her eyes

sunk; but this tempting manifestation did not mislead Adair: it only

filled him with regret that the sense of obligation to him should be

P8lI1fl1_l to her. He covered the momentary awkwardness by catching

up Winnie, who clainored for his notice, and bestowing sundry kisses

on her bright face.

_ “I.l>egan_ to think I was never to see you again,” he exclaimed,

lWith lns ordinary frank cheerfulness, as they walked together to the

l°|1‘5‘9- “But I heard of you frequently from your sister.”

,, Y_eS_; I am so grateful to you for going to see her. Poor dear

tllflg, it is a sad time for her when I am away. I should love to have

fI!Jl‘I dgwn here, or anywhere in the country; but it is simply impos

E{ e- Here baby toddled out to meet them, and steadied himself by

'5 ‘lf10tller’s finger. “ Don’t my little gypsies look brown and well?”

They do, mdeed,—and you too. I am glad to see you have a

touch Of healthy bronze,—sun-kisses.”

§he raised her eyes to his with something of an effort.

h . “"1 mlich_—rnucli better, thank you,” she said, with some em—

guistls ‘fill a smile that conveyed to Adair a world of gratitude and

“itig l_l‘he lawn. is my ilrawing<room on fine days,” she resumed:

OH 8 lttle dark m~doors." And she led the way to the farther side

a dis; °11_5e, Where there was a view over a more open country, with

workbntklne of misty blue hills. Here was a table on which were a

and W127] eb Some books, and Winnie’s doll, with several chairs, large

ver:11t:l's' Crichton and her guest sat down, and fell into ordinary con

ion about the invalid sister and vAdair’s own people. There was

M
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no further sign of embarrassment on her side, and she grew every

minute calmer and more at ease. Yet it was different from their

former intercourse. They had a secret between them unknown to her

husband, and it seemed an indissoluble link binding them together.

Moreover, it gave a secret meaning to every word that passed between

them, a sense of union that separated them from all others.

Mr. Crichton soon joined them. He was in a contented frame

of mind, and got through a very appetizing little dinner with scarce

any fault—finding. He talked intelligently enough on Indian topics.

Mrs. Crichton proposed coffee out of doors, to which her husband

assented.

“ Yes, it’s a pretty country,” he said, in reply to a remark of Adair’s

as they sat smoking their cigarettes in the delicious fragrant coolness

of the summer evening. “Just the country for riding. But I don’t

keep horses now. In fact, a horse and a wife are too great a strain on

ordinary resources; and Ichose a wife, the costlier thing of the two.”

“ How can you allow him to utter such blasphemy, Mrs. Crichton?”

exclaimed Adair, looking keenly at her to see how she took her hus

band’s polite speech.

“ I cannot dispute its truth, you see,” she said, quite placidly.

“Moreover, you cannot sell a wife at Tattersall’s if you wish to curtail

your expenses.”

“ Exactly!” returned Crichton, with a laugh. “ Never mind, Con :

I don’t want to sell you just yet.”

The remark suggested a happy thought to Adair. “ I have been

tempted to buy a couple of horses,” he said, “ and now I scarcely know

what to do with them, for my plans are all unsettled. Do you think

I could find stabling for them here? And perhaps you would help

me to exercise them. We might see a good bit of the country together.

—You used to ride in former times, Mrs. Crichton,” turning to her:

“suppose you try again.”

“Oh, no: I am afraid that rambling about on my poor old shaggy

pony could hardly be considered riding,” said Mrs. Crichton, with a

pleasant, musical laugh.

“No, no: I don't fancy’ she could stick on now: somehow she

seems to_ have lost all her nerve; and she used to be plucky enough.”

Adair kept his eyes on the ground, and did not dare to raise them

for a mmute or two, knowing they might betray too much. “VVell,

we’ll have a look at the inn stables,” he said, “if you like the idea;

and we might start a dog-cart for madam’s benefit.”

_ “Like the idea! VVhy, my dear fellow, it’s first-rate! I should

en_]oy some rldmg beyond everything. I can’t tell you how I missed

my horses at first. But, by Jove, you must drive the dog-cart : driving

I never did care for.”

h While he spoke, Mrs. Crichton rose and went softly away into the

ouse.

Adair looked after her.

“ Oh, never mind,” said the husband. “ She’s gone to look at the

youngsters,—always does. She’s a denced sight too fidgety about

them: she s as weak as water, and gives them their own way.”
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“ I never saw better-behaved children in my life,” cried Adair.

“My good fellow, you don't live in the house with them.”

The stabling proved good enough for Adair’s purpose, and the

lmrses were soon established in the village, much to Crichton’s satis

faction,—-rather too much, it seemed to his guest, for he contrived to

stay away from business very frequently, and rode too many stone to

be quite good for the steeds. Moreover, though Adair insisted on his

riding them alternately, he was glad to let them rest when Crichton

(lid go to town, and so his project of taking Mrs. Crichton out driving

was defeated for some time. Then came a rush of business, an

Crichton went to the city with tolerable regularity. But, in spite of

all difficulties and every contre-temps, it was a heavenly time to Adair.

There were hours of quiet intercourse, of unuttered sympathy, when

the sense of his beloved comp-anion’s trust in him, of her reliance on

him, lapped him in elysium. Yet a jury of the severest matrons

might have listened without a frown to every word they said to each

other. They were very seldom alone together. If Crichton was away

the children were always there,—often the nurse.

“A telegram for you, ma’am,” said the parlor-maid, whom they

had brought with them, coming from the house just as Mrs. Crichton

and Adair began to conjecture that something must have detained Mr.

Crichton.

f‘ He is not coming to-night,” she said, handing it to her com

pamon.

_t ‘_‘dWill not return to-day. Letter by first post to-morrow,” was all

1 sm .

“I had no idea he had anything on hand likely to call him away,”

rem‘arke(l Mrs. Crichton, thoughtfully.

Adai‘rIt seems to me he is not coming back to-morrow,” observed

“No? Well, we shall know all in the morning.”

And they proceeded to dine very cheerfully and happily. Winnie

and George were allowed to sit up till it was quite dark, and Adair

showedithem how to play backgammon. Then he forced himself to

199-V6 i118 paradise earlier than usual, saving he would not come over

next morning till after breakfast. '

f It behooved him to watch over her carefully. She was too innocent

P eifll to heed appearances, and her husband, careless and wrapped up

1“ lllmself, would see nothing save his own pleasure and convenience

until some aemdent roused his jealousy, and then he would be merciless.

5 la)’ long awake, thinking of the life which lay before this woman

W ° h8d_eI1tered into his soul and dwelt there; but this was nothing

i{ew to hun now. Yes, she was in bondage from which nothing could

‘_ me_hel‘, and her master, though nearly twenty years her senior,

mght llve to any age, he was so strong, so careful.

_MI‘3- Cnchton was established in her out-door morning room,

‘Yntlng! when he joined her. “Mr. Crichton has gone to Glasgow,”

Sle Sald! as soon as they had exchanged greetings. “Something has

gone ‘"°“8 about his latest company: he is afraid some one is guilty

Vor.. LVlI.—3

¥
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of double-dealing: so he is gone, breathing out threatenings and

slaughter.”

“ I wish he would stick to his regular business,” said Adair, taking

the newspaper, and throwing himself on the grass, where he could look

up unobtrusively into the eyes he loved. “ These by-ways of money

making so often lead to quagmires and shifting sands.”

Mrs. Crichton finished addressing her letter, and leaned back in

her chair without speaking for a moment; then she said, very gravely,

as if to herself, “I am sometimes frightened at my husband’s eagerness

to make money. It is like insanity.” She shuddered. “ You must

have noticed it, Norman.”

He nodded his head, anxious not to check by any words her in

clination to speak out her thoughts.

“Yes, any one living with us must observe it; but no one really

knows its full extent as I do. I fear, as it increases (and it does

increase),—I fear the effect it may have on the children’s futnre,—their

education.”

“ But he is very well off?”

“ Yes, I believe so. There is abundant internal evidence that he

never spends more than half he might.” And she smiled rather

sadly. “Perhaps I ought not to speak in this strain; but, Norman,

you are very safe, and I have been brooding in silence over so much

that makes me uneasy that the relief of speaking out my fears to a

safe sympathetic friend is too great a temptation.”

“ You know I am both,” he said, in a low tone, not allowing his

eyes to meet hers.

“ Yes. I have never trusted any living soul since I was married.

Mary is out of the question, for ” She stopped suddenly, and

then resumed in a different tone: “Do not join any more of MI‘.

Crichton’s companies, Norman : you must not be robbed by the hus

band as well as the wife.” She flushed crimson.

“Mrs. Crichton, you are unkind 1” he exclaimed.

_ She did not seem to heed him. Clasping her hands, she went on

in a low tone: “ \Vhat would have become of me that day if you had

not saved me? I tremble to think of it. He can be terrible; and he

is so strong.”

“My God! do you mean to say that-—you have suffered from his

strength ?” cried Adair, white with an agony he could not hide.

“ Oh, no, no! not that; he has never quite struck me; but I

always fear And then, you know, he would have been in his

rights, Think, if your wife had pawned her jewels, the jewels you

had given her! Oh, Norman, it was too disgraceful !”

“ That depends. I don’t know why you did it.”

She did not answer. There was a pause.

“ They are all right now?” asked Adair.

“At present, quite right. Do you know he—Mr. Crichton—l1aS

such an extraordinary.prophetic instinct as regards anything that

touches his property, his interest, that he seemed to divine why I W88

unwell—why I wanted to escape that ball ? He turned over the whole

contents of my_“°, not my—of his jewel-case which he lends me.”
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Adair muttered something. “ Imagine, then, how I blessed you. But

I am saying far more than I intended. I am ashamed of myself.”

“For heaven’s sake, snatch what relief you can, and never let

yourself be in such a strait again. You know you need not,” he said,

meaningly. “Now I am not going to let you dwell on these painful

topics, unless you want me to help you out of the lion’s den.”

“That I never shall, Norman : I must live and die in it.”

“Then I propose that after luncheon we take a long drive by

Knebworth, and let Winnie and George come. My groom will take

care of one of them behind: he is a steady fellow. The country will

look lovely after these last two showery days.”

“Yes, thank you, Norman: it will revive me. How good and

thoughtful you are!”

CHAPTER V.

THE barrier of reserve was now quite broken down, and, though

Mrs. Crichton did her best to avoid the subject of her own difficulties

and sulierings, bit by bit the picture of her married life was unrolled

to Adair’s eyes. Nor was she aware how vividly she painted it.

Left wretchedly poor at the death of their father, the sisters moved

from the parsonage to the neighboring county town, where Constance

eked out their small income by teaching in one of the “establishments

for young ladies,” which had at that date been converted into “ colleges”

01"‘lngh schools.” Here she met Crichton, who was passing a few

days with the family of one of her pupils. He was fascinated, and

knew no rest till he had secured what, for the moment, seemed to him

a pearl of great price.

Later the pearl seemed a trifle too costly. His air of disinterested

generosity, the glamour of unconscious deeeitfulness which enwraps a

man dazed and blinded by fierce passion, overwhelmed Constance with

a senseof gratitude, and the responsiveness naturally awakened by the

exhibition of such ardent feeling made her fancy she loved in return.

Had this ardor toned down, as, thank God, it often does, into kindly

°fi"§lderate fnendship, she would have loved him warmly and well to

l 81:; byes end. But his nature forbade such a blessed result.

1 ho woman who is very poor ought to marry,” she said, one day

wien tliey had been discussing an article in one of the graver maga

Zmes 0". lfrench marriages. “She is perhaps felt to be less a burden

I-Y abP°0r'man than by a rich one; she can do more to help in a

mm le menage than in a grand one: still, she is a burden; and to

wed *1 wealthy man when you have nothing is to become a life-long‘

epelndant. I shall never forget how I felt when George said, one

big’ I; wished to ride and had no horse, ‘ You see, Con, if you had

stablllgf some funds into the concern I should not have an empty

(2 9- I was overwhelmed with a sense of misery and beggary I

I1!10t descnbe. Of course that was just at first. Things do not

affect me now in that way.”

“Why did you not threaten to leave him?” cried Adair: “it

k
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would have brought him to his senses if you had shown that you

knew your own value.”

“But, unfortunately, I felt at the moment that my value was as

nothing compared to that of a horse. And as to going away, where

could I go? I had nothing I could call my own, and no relative or

friend who would have helped me or taken my part. Then I hoped

when Georgie was born things would go better; and they did, for a

while. There were interludes of hope and peace; but they have grown

shorter. It was these gleams of hope that destroyed me. Perhaps

had I sooner recognized that I had to fight for my life I might have

asserted myself. But I always wished to win him by fair means,—to

influence him.” She laughed, not at all bitterly. “ As if any one could

influence him who had no pedestal of gold to stand upon. So I sank

lower and lower under his rule.”

Later Adair gathered that on his marriage Crichton voluntarily

promised his wife that her sister should never want for any comfort.

This promise she accepted readily, as in marrying she withdrew her

own contributions to her sister’s maintenance. What, then, was her

dismay to find that the payments of the small quarterly sums he had

suggested as an addition to the invalid’s income were soon very re

luctantly made, then irregularly, then the amount diminished on the

plea of making it up next time,-—which he usually failed to do!

This led to his wife’s first difiiculties. She was tempted to pay

certain little debts incurred for her sister out of her housekeeping

allowance. On telling her husband this as a reason for urging him to

make good his shortcomings, she roused such a storm of threats of

vengeance in the shape of a personal attack on the poor invalid that

she never dared to be candid again, but went on, hoping against hope

to save something from her allowance or to coax an occasional gift

out of her lord and master when he was in a good humor,—an event

which grew rarer each year. Thus Mrs. Crichton got into a tangle of

difficulties, was tempted to try the fatal expedient of borrowing money,

and was charmed to find with what ease she procured it. Then came

the awful necessity for repayment, with interest, and she was driven to

pledge some of her jewels to put herself straight. So she got into a

terrible groove, borrowing to make up deficits in the winter, pledging

her jewels to pay when they went out of town for the summer, until

her life was a continued terror, and every day made confession more

and more impossible, and her sense of degradation more and more

pitiable. '

“_ I grew so accustomed to this system,” she said to Adair one

evening as they sat talking in—doors after the children had gone to bed,

for it was clnll and breezy, “that at any time I would take a brooch

or a pair of_ ear-rmgs to exchange for a little ready money, rather than

ask Mr.ItCr;:chton for it. I do think, Norman, his craze about money

is msam y.

“ What! used you to go all the way to Piccadilly ?” asked Adair,

shrewdly.

“ Oh, no: for small transactions I went to a shabby little place ill

the Edgware Road. I wonder if you could ever realize what my sense



MRS. OR]CHTON ’S CREDITOR. 37

of relief and safety is when I reflect that my jewels are safe and that

I am clear of debt ?” She stretched out her hand frankly to Adair,

who took and held it gently, loyally, for a moment, looking at her

fair sweet face in wonder, as a vision of the long years of continuous

torture which she had endured flashed across his brain.

“You were awfully weak!” he exclaimed; “but, my God! who

could blame you? And you speak of this man without anger !”

“Oh, the period when I felt racking passions of indignation and

despair has long gone by. Mr. Crichton is now a tremendous neces

sity to be reckoned with. And, Norman, 8. mother dares not despair.

I must live on, and live with him, keeping the home as peaceful as I

can, for the sake of my darlings. God knows how bitterly I regretted

the birth of each; but, now they are in life, I give mine to them utterly.

Perhaps the cruellest effect of all is the loss of my self-respect. Shall

I ever win it back ? But at least I have the courage of my cowardice,

and will never attempt to leave my husband, because it would mean

either parting from my children or separating them from their father;

and he is fond of them now. His affection for them may yet humanize

him, if their increasing cost does not displease him. Besides, I don’t

suppose I could get a separation. He has never absolutely ill-treated

me, and I have been fed, clothed, and lodged adequately. Oh, Nor

man! it is half-past nine. I have talked to you the whole evening of

my hopeless troubles; and you are so patient. But, though it nlfifi

bore you, it seems to lighten my load ; and Mr. Crichton will be bac

on Sziturdziy.”

“You never tire or trouble me,” said Adair, rising and pacing to

and fro slowly. “I want you to give me a promise,” he said, pausing

0pp_osite her and grasping the top of the chair on which he had been

sitting. “ Will you '2”

“ What is it?” she asked, with a smile.

“ When you are in any difliculty or strait whatever, let me know.

I ask nothing more than to help you.”

“I earnestly pray I may never want help again, Norman. I will

trY_11°li fi0- As it is, you have given me courage enough to speak

seriously to Mr. Crichton about the allowance to my sister. I am (16

termmed to press for this.”

_ You ought,” said Adair. “Be firm about this. Poor soul! it

is cruel to curtail any pleasure or comfort she can enjoy. Why, he

‘3"I‘l‘(>t be human, to torture any fellow-creature as he does you.”

“ ‘art of the torture he is unaware of,” she said, thoughtfully.

I think, Norman, I shall take advantage of my brief freedom to run

“P and see my sister to-morrow. Mr. Crichton is not pleased when I

spend 3 day c out-a ii

‘‘DO- I will stay here as head-nurse in your absence and look

after the youngsters.”

_ She looked at him with suddenly awakened understanding as the

“I93 dawned upon her of his tender care to guard her against mis

I'Q1>resentatiou.

“ Thank You," She said, in a low voice, as a soft color slowly over

5P1‘88d her cheek. “Yon are a true friend.”

k
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“ I think I may claim that title, Mrs. Crichton. Treat me as one.

I shall feel honored.”

“ I will,” she said, then paused, and repeated, “ I will.”

“ Good-night, then. What train will you take to-morrow ‘P’

‘‘ There’s one at nine-thirty. I should like to catch it.”

“ All right. I’ll be here by nine and drive you to the station.”

The end of September saw the Crichtons settled for the winter in

Sutherland Gardens.

Adair had forced himself to accept an invitation to Scotland, and

another to Yorkshire, for shooting. He was nervously anxious to

avoid rousing Crichton’s or indeed any one’s suspicions as to his own

devotion to his old friend and layfellow. He realized how pitiless a

man they had to deal with, and) that any breach which could possibly

come between Constance and her children would be death to her. He

sometimes feared his own power over himself as time deepened and

broadened the stream of passionate affection which welled up within

his heart. But he underrated his own strength.

At last he permitted himself to return and call on Mr. Crichton at

his ofiice. He found that gentleman looking stern and gloomy and

generally forbidding. However, he welcomed Adair cordially enough,

and asked him to dinner the next day.

“Mrs. Crichton has not been very well,” he said, in reply to

Adair’s inquiries. “The baby has been ailing, and his mother has

been in a desponding mood about him, also about her sister, who is,

she fancies, going to die. It would be a great release if she did.

Whatever you do, Adair, don’t marry a woman with an ailing sister.”

“ I don’t think I should mind that, if I liked the woman,” returned

Adair, good-humoredly; and, gladly taking advantage of a clerk's

entrance with a slip of paper, he added, “ I see you are busy: so I’ll

postpone the rest of my visit till dinner-time to-morrow.”

“ All right,” replied Crichton. “It is my lawyer. His are golden

moments, and, unfortunately, the gold comes out of my cash-box.”

Adair’s heart beat fast as he entered the familiar precincts of his

beloved’s home. He ventured to go rather early; and all the gloom

and probable pain of the future, with its almost inevitable trials, were

swallowed up in the unutterable joy of seeing her again, of feeling her

soft hand in his, and of looking into her inscrutable lovely eyes,——for

to him they were lovely.

She was alone, and trying to read by the fire-light, so he was not

able to see her face very distinctly at first, but there was genuine

pleasure in her voice as she exclaimed, “I am so glad to see you

again!” He had to collect his senses before he could answer with

suitable composure.

“And you, Mrs. Crichton,—how have you been?”

She did not reply till the servant had lighted the lamps and had

left the room; then he saw that she’ looked worn andthin, and that

her eyes seemed too large for her face.

“I? I have not been quite well - but I‘cannot 0 into that now.
Another time.” , g
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Adair bowed. “And the children : am I too late to see them?”

“ Oh, no: they will be so glad." .

She rang for the little ones, and they came eagerly, allowing of no

talk save their own for half an hour, when Nurse marched them off

to bed.

When they were left together, the silence remained unbroken for a

minute; then Adair raised his eyes to hers and said, “ Well?”

Her color rose slowly as she replied, “Not very well: though I

have been trying to live up to the standard you set before me; but I

will tell you the result later. Come and see me soon,—the day after

to-morrow. Now tell me what you have been doing.”

Adair complied, and they were talking merrily when Crichton

came II].

He seemed brighter and more amiable than he was the day before.

He talked freely enough to Adair, detailing how he managed to trace

some underhand dealings of the secretary to one of his companies, and

declaring his intention not to dabble in such concerns any more.

Adair observed that he did not take the slightest notice of his wife,

who preserved her usual steady composure, though now and then he

saw that she stole a watchful glance at her husband when he was

looking away. There was a certain constraint over the trio, though

Adair did his best to talk on all sorts of abstract topics and to be as

anunated as ossible. Crichton, however, always came back to the

City and the tool: Exchange.

At last, to Adair’s relief, it was time to say good-night. Yet he

felt, as he always did when parting with her, a desperate reluctance to

leave Constance alone with her husband. Crichton had an ungovern

able temper, and God only knew what tragedy might occur before Adair

saw her again. Life was growing one long feverish “ waiting” to

him. ,

'l‘own was still en1pty,—it was the first week of October,—and

Adan had therefore fewer calls to make or engagements to break his

constant brooding; but “time and the hour run through the darkest

day, and once more he was at luncheon with Mrs. Crichton and her

children, who were charmed to see their favorite playmate.

‘They have grown since I saw them last, especially George,” said

A(l'*21‘, as they rose from table.

I Oh, George is considerably advanced,” said his mother, stroking

his head and pressing it against her. “He goes to a preparatory

school now nearly all day.”

“ BS,” said George, proudly, “it is ever so much better to have

b°Yf‘t0 play with.”

remember thinking the same thin when I was a oun ter.

Wh(fl‘t, barbarians boys are !” said Adair, laugghing. y gs

1‘hey cannot help it,” returned Mrs. Crichton, thoughtfully. “ It

as always seemed to me that there is no real sympathy between men

and W0men.—Come, children, you must go out while the day is bright

aI1d“wa1-m’: you can leave Georgie at school.”

“I Don t let them come to the door with me, mother,” urged Georgie:

‘an go quite well down the street alone.”

;
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“Very well,” said his mother, smiling.

“Now tell me how it has been with you all these days,” asked

Adair, when they were safe in the comfortable morning room.

He leaned his shoulder against the end of the mantel-piece and

looked down at her as she sat by her work-table embroidering a frock

for bab .
“Iyhave nothing new to tell,” she said, without looking up from

her work. “Things go on in the old way. I did make the effort. I

promised. I asked Mr. Crichton to fix a certain allowance for my

sister, and to pay it regularly. I asked it quietly and reasonably; but,

oh, Norman, he made an awful scene l—-worse than any hitherto. I

was dreadfully frightened, but I kept a better front than I ever did

before. Still, the strain since has been great. Of course he said a

great deal that was fierce and cruel; but the next day when he was

less excited I said that if he would not agree to that I must get her

what was necessary out of the house allowance. He was not quite so

wild then, but he swore a good deal, and, with a degree of composure

which looked like earnest, said he would immediately change his will

and leave his managing clerk, Phillips,—a man I particularly dislike,

—executor and guardian to the children, with a very small life-income

to myself, as he would not leave his hard-earned money to be squan

dered on sickly beggars. Then my baby has been ill, and my poor

Mary has had a terrible attack of pain. It is wonderfully good of

gouqtq come and see me; for I always have a catalogue of woes to

etai . '

She looked up to him with a slight smile, and, laying down her

work, leaned back in her seat, dropping her right hand over the arm

of the chair despondently.

“All that you have to tell has absorbing interest for me,” said

Adair. “I shall go and see your sister when I leave you. This

threat about the will is serious. Now I remember, Mr. Crichton was

engaged with his lawyer when I called on him the other day.”

“ I can do nothing,” she returned; “ and, oh, I am so dreadfully

weary! There is no use in talking of my affairs. Tell me of your

own. Have you made up your mind as to your future? When do

you intend to go to sea?”

“ I don’t know. I cannot leave England at present.”

“But you love your profession, Norman, and I don’t think you

would be happy as an idle gentleman.”

“ I do not think of happiness!” he exclaimed, beginning to pace to

and fro restlessly; “ but, Mrs. Crichton, I cannot—I cannot leave you

unp'r;otected, unaided, to the misery and danger of your life. I Will

no .

“_ Norman,” she returned, after a brief pause, for his voice as well

as hlS words was a startling revelation to her, “this is more than I

ought to ex[)ect,—_more than you ought to offer. You have done me

the greatest service already. Even were you my brother you would

not sacrifice your career for me.” '

_ “Look on me as a brother who is ready to do that—and more,” he

said, pausmg opposite to her. “ I will wait within reach until--until



MRS. CRIOHTON'S CREDITOR. 41

some deliverance, some amelioration of your bitter lot, comes to you.

I humbly, earnestly beg you to accept this service.”

Mrs. Crichton leaned her elbow on the little table beside her,

covered her face with her hand, and kept silence for a minute.

“No, Norman,” she said, looking up to him with calm grave eyes

and a white face, “this is more than you ought to do for me,—more

than, as a true friend, I ought to permit. Our lives must always be

apart, and I could never in any way repay such devotion. I dare not

accept it, Norman.”

"Do you think I would ever ask anything in return?” be ex

claimed, resuming his troubled walk. “ Don’t you see there is a

certain selfishness in my wish to be at hand should you need me?

Great heavens! how could I rest, how could I give my mind to any

thing, haunted as I should be night and day by the picture of you

and those little ones at the mercy of such a——of Crichton. You don’t

know how the knowledge of what you endure has sunk into my heart

and possessed my soul.”

_ Then Mrs. Crichton spoke, earnestly, impressively, of the folly and

mprudenoe of such a line of conduct; and, while he seemed to listen,

ridair collected his thoughts, and perceived the mistake he had made

in showing his hand. He would oppose her no more openly, but he

would act in accordance with his own inclinations.

“You are awfully severe,” he said, at length, in a lighter tone than

he had yet used. “I’ll think of your good advice, and ” He

broke off, and then resumed: “ Even if I were to begin worrying for

a slap to-morrow, don’t suppose I should be appointed to one for

months, however I might try. Anyhow, while I am ashore, for God’s

sake make use of me. Promise me this much.”

. “Yfi, I do promise, if you promise to be sensible, to take up your

hfe seriously, and not let any dreams of helping me—which you could

only do in some masked way, which I ought never to accept, and hope

never again to seek—interfere with your plans.”

“I Wlll be guided by you. I will do anything, if you will only

trust me!” he exclaimed, imploringly.

‘Oh, Norman, you are kind and true. How can I reject the help

that seems sent to me by a merciful Providence?” cried the sorely

:‘l::)el:l]dwoman, covering her face with her hands to hide the tears which

come.

Adair turned away and walked to the end of the room : he dared

not look at her.

in a few _ll10ments she regained self—control.

steadilyou said -You were going to $66 my sister,” she began, not quite

y.
a And you want me 1: 9” h -d t . _ kl

“Yes, Norman‘), 0 go. e sal , urnmg qulc y.

:: Suppose you come with me ?”

No ; not to-day.”

a JAM right: I’ll go. And—I may come and see you again in

Enid” or tW0? Remember, I am going to put myself under your

fines and be sensible, selfish, practical,—what you like.”

k
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“ Very well, Norman.” She held out her hand: it was cold and

tremulous. He pressed it close.

“Don’t- despair,” he said, huskily. “ If we don’t know the evil,

neither do we know the good, which awaits us. Put me out of your

mind, except as a useful servant whom you can summon in time of

need.”

CHAPTER VI.

A COUPLE of days later a telegram was handed to Adair as he sat

at breakfast in the chambers where he had established himself, intending

to make London his head—quarters for some time to come. Opening

it, he read with great surprise that it was from his mother and dated

from Paris; while he had believed she was at Nice. “Meet us at

Charing Cross this evening. Secure rooms at Grosvenor,” ran the brief

despatch.

“ This is sudden,” thought Adair. “ What can have started them

off? Effie can’t be worse, or she could not travel,—not so fast,——and

my mother is not whimsical. Well, I’ll be glad to see them again.

I wonder what they mean to do with themselves this winter.”

Yet he was a little ashamed of not feeling gladder. His first vivid

thought was, “ How will their presence affect my friendship with Mrs.

Crichton?” A little more reflection suggested that it might, on the

whole, be favorable to more frequent meetings,—-meetings less danger

ously delightful because shared by others, yet opportunities of being

with her, the one “ her” in the world then for him.

He ought to let Mrs. Crichton know that his mother and sister

were coming, to explain that he would probably be occupied next day,

when he had intended to call. All this could be said in a note, of course.

Perhaps it would be better to write; but then, as he should lose his

intended visit to—morrow, he had a right to discount it to-day. Be

sides Well, anyhow he would call, and say his say face to face.

First he would walk over to Victoria and secure rooms for his

people, and go on to Sutherland Gardens after. “I am sure to find

her at home early.” But he was disappointed.

The civil smiling parlor-maid informed him that Mrs. Crichton

had ‘taken the baby, who had had a very bad night, to Dr. W ’S,

nammg a well-known doctor who made children his specialty, and she

(the speaker) did not know when she would be back.

Adair was therefore reduced to write and resign himself to a pro

longed absence of a few hours, which seemed an intolerable age to him.

It was _a long, tiresome day, but it came to an end at last, and Adair

stood waitmg on the platform within a few minutes of the hour at

which the Paris express was due.

It arrived with the usual punctuality, and Adair soon found him

self in his sister’s arms, while his mother contented herself with a

hasty kiss and hand-pressure.

“ I hope all’s well with you ?” he cried, heartily. “Your telegram

gave me a start this morning, I can tell you. But I am delighted to
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see you.—Anything wrong, Effie?” to his sister, who was and evi

dently had been weeping.

“ Wrong? Ah, yes. But I will tell you when we are alone.”

These words startled her brother considerably, for Eflie was a quiet,

practiml, “douce-like” creature, who rarely showed much emotion, and

whose delicate health made her an object of constant care to her mother.

Mrs. Adair was a woman of shrewd sense and strong character, who,

perhaps unconsciously, tyran11ized over her submissive daughter.

“Eh, Norman, my dearie ! it does me good to see you again.

Oh, Etiie has been just a new creature, with the change and the fine

air, up to a week ago; and now she is as you see. But you shall hear

all about it when we are alone.”

“What mysteries are afoot?” asked Norman, laughing. “VVell,

come along. Can your maid look after your baggage and see it through

the custom-house ‘.”’ -

“Oh, yes, to be sure : she is as good as a courier.”

“Here, then, get into this cab. I have ordered dinner for you, and

your courier can follow.”

_ “Well, it is nice to hear English spoken all round you, after listen

mg to French and German and Italian for near two years !” exclaimed

Mrs. Adair, half an hour later, when she and her daughter after 8

hasty toilette sat down to an appetizing little dinner, her brow clearing

as she looked at her son. “ I have just been wearying to see you and

take counsel with you.—Eiiie, dry your eyes, child, and eat a bit: you

ought to be famished by now; and it’s my belief that neither mind

I101‘ body works properly if you cannot eat; and you never wanted

the use of your judgment more than at the present time.”

_ “Take a little champagne, old girl,” said Adair, kindly. “ I don’t

hke_to see you in the down-belows. You know if I can give you a

helpmg hand I will. In spite _of the tears, you are looking pounds

better than when I left you at Florence this time last year.”

“Thank you, Norman dear,” murmured Eflie, putting away her

pocket-handkei-chief and sipping her champagne, while her brother,

ztiizlfffging much mental disturbance, continued his dinner with cheerful

n.

d_ Mrs. Adair did most of the talking, and sprinkled her talk with

blm allusions to “ Eflie’s trouble” and “ Eflie’s improvement until she

swine first taken up with havers,” etc. As soon as dinner was over,

I 9 Object of these remarks expressed a wish to go to bed, as she could

not sit up any longer, and, pressing her brother’s hand as she left the

tool}? Whispered a request that he would stand by her.

What is it all about, mother ?” asked Norman, returning to the

table and refilling his glass. ,

u) tlt 1Sn’t well to speak of family matters in a public room. C_ome

wlhilolmy ch_11lI1be1',—it’s like a drawing-room,—and have a cigar,

Connie‘ SXPIQIH things a bit. I’m sure I’m sore in need of a word of

in “BY all means, mother. I’ll just settle for dinner, and follow you

a minute or two.”

“ well; my dear lad,” began Mrs. Adair as soon as her 50“ joined

*
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her, “ we had a beautiful time at first, and I didn’t know myself, with

money enough for everything we wanted, and no need to be worrying

over the pennies; while the color was coming into Efl‘le’s pale cheeks,

and light into her eyes, all thanks to you, my son.”

Adair laughed and waved his hand deprecatingly.

“ We made many nice and elegant friends, as I have recounted to

you in my weekly letters, which I cannot say you have replied to with

the regularity I could have wished. But young men are heedless.

Well, all was quiet and happy till last April. We had, stayed on at

St. Remo, and there our friends Mr. and Mrs. Hooper—very charming

people, just given up to art and music and that sort of thing, having

no bairns—introduced a very intelligent young man, one Mr. Har

grave, rather in delicate health, and looking the worse of wearing his

hair long and having big black uncanny sort of eyes. They said he

was a man of genius. Anyhow, he played the fiddle wonderfully ; but

I found it rather heart-breaking to listen to him. He was only half

English. His mother was Italian, a Countess something, I believe.

He was very pleasant, and took no end of trouble to find us summer

lodgings in the bills, at a lovely spot. I wrote to you about it, you’ll

remember. But I didn’t bargain for his taking a room in the same

ramshackle old inn; but he did, and used to sit upon a rock and fiddle

away by the hour. Eflie said it was divine; I thought it was like a

cat with a pain in its stomach. Then he began to teach Effie Italian;

and really she got on surprisingly well ; but one day, to my disgust, I

found him on his knees in the garden, kissing her hand, and she crying

salt tears. I didn’t show how angry I was: I spoke him fair: they

are a wicked, revengeful set, those Italians: he was brought up in

Romish errors, too, and could pay for a murder, and have it wiped out

as easy as possible. I just asked what it all meant; and he made a

speech as 1011 as my arm about his adoration and devotion to my poor

bit girlie, an talked of the golden glory of her hair,—meauiug herred

head,-—-and she drinking it all in. I did think she was more wise-like.

So I gave him a piece of my mind, and told him that the young lady

had no fortune, but was dependent on her brother, who would likely

marry and not want to be hampered with her. Then—-my word ! but he

threw his arms about, and swore, just awfully, that he only wanted the

angel for herself alone, and none of our filthy lucre; which was vera”

(with emphasis) “ uncivil : people are a good deal more filthy without it.

So then my troubles began; and a weary time I had. At first your

poor sister heard reason a bit, and I took her on to Switzerland and

down to the Italian lakes, and wherever we went my gentleman turned

up, with his long hair and his fiddle. So I came on to Paris, thinking

that would be more than he could manage; but no! the day before

yesterday I had had a hard morning’s shopping at the Louvre, and

when I came into our little sitting-room at the pension whom should

I find butIMr. Elargrave, his tongue going like the clapper of a mill,

and that silly balrnie Efie gazing at him, her two eyes just shining as

if the_sun was behind them. As soon as I opened my mouth to speak,

she cries, ‘ Oh, mother dear, don’t be angry, but I have promised to be

his wife!’ ‘That you'll never be,’ said I, very resolute. ‘ You shall
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come away to your brother: maybe you’ll hear reason from him.’

And here we are.”

“It’s all a confounded nuisance,” said Norman, “ but I am sorry

for Etiie. I don't fancy she has had much experience in love-affairs.

And if she believes in the fellow, why, you and I will seem hard

hearted brutes to her. What do you want me to do ?”

“Why, as her natural guardian, write to this man and forbid

him the house. Tell him ”

“But don't you think it would be fairer to hear what he and Eflie

have to say for themselves first?”

“Oh, if you are going to play fast-and-loose in that fashion my

poor girl will be coaxed away, and there will be no end of troubles.

You surely wonldn’t like your sister to be joined to a Papist, and a

Papist not worth a bawbee into the bargain ?”

_ “Ay, there’s the rub, really,” he returned, laughing. “A Papist

with property might be worth bringing into the true fold."

“Well, Norman, I thought you had more respect for your mother

than to use such expressions.”

“ thousand apologies! I know you are a sincere, good woman;

but circumstances are omnipotent. Believe me, I am as averse as you

can be to a half-Italian, long-haired, fiddling bi-otlier-in-law, but I

must hear Efiie before I can offer advice or take any line of conduct.

I am sorry for her. I wish it had been some honest Britisher. It’s a

hard trial when a love-affair goes wrong,—especially to a woman.”

"‘ Goodness’ sake, Norman, my man, don’t talk like that: it seems

asif you too were making a fool of yourself about some love-nonsense.”

“Of course I am, mother. I should feel quite uncomfortable and

out of the common if I were not in love with some one. You know

ihjlt,” said Adair, laughing. “But I am not going to present you

With a daughter-in-law just yet.”

‘_‘Ah, my dear son, may you be guided in your choice, and not

C3l‘l"l‘6(l away by mere outward seeming !”

Amen, mother. Now you look weary and sleepy; I’ll leave you ;

but 10-morrow I’ll come over early and have a talk with Etiie; then

well decide what’s best to be done. And remember I am really on

Y°"l‘ Slde; only we mustn’t be harsh.” , ,

A note awaited Adair when he reached his rooms:

‘ I

so d‘smcerest congratulations, dear Norman,” it said. “ It will be

00“ e ‘g tfll1.f0l‘ yo1i.to have your mother and sister with you. Of

them you will be quite taken up with them. Let me know where

ml]? art; to be found. If agreeable to your mother, I should like_to

witholll ier. I fancy that in the old days I was not exactly first favorite

Bab’ _‘@l‘- Now I want to make her like me. Send me a few hints.

l 15 much better,—at least the doctor says so,—but the poor little

6:: ‘tag is st!“ restless and suffering. Come and see him when you can :

Etfie e Present’ of course: You belong to your mother. I wonder if

I‘emembei-s mc,—that is, her old love for me?

“ Yours very truly
’

»
“ Consrnucn C.

Q

¥
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Adair read this over slowly more than once. How like her writing

was to herself,—clear, firm, yet graceful! Everything about her was

intensely womanly. How full and-soft the tones of her voice were !

He could hear them speaking the words which his eyes were perusing.

It would be delightful if friendship were to spring up between Con

stance and his womankind. What a help, what a support, his mother

might be to Mrs. Crichton if she proved sympathetic! It was a tre

mendous “ if,” however. Some unaccountable prescience seemed to tell

Adair that this ardent hope would never be fulfilled. His feeling for

all that in any way touched the queen of his soul was too deep, too

keen, not to bestow a. measure of second-sight as regarded what con

cerned her.

He wrote a few lines thanking Constance for her note and grate

fully accepting her otfer of a visit to his mother.

The next morning was occupied by along and tearful interview

with his sister, whose version of the trouble was very dilferent from

the one which he had heard from his mother.

Poor Effie was deeply touched by her brother’s tenderness and con

sideration, though she perceived that he was strongly averse to such an

1mpecunious marriage.

It was finally agreed that her lover should write his proposal and

a statement of hisfinancial condition and prospects, and Adair promised

to take as favorable a view of matters as common sense would permit.

The romantic young lassie was greatly cheered, and ran blithely to her

room to indite a small volume to herfiancé.

Adair was very attentive to his mother during the first days of her

stay, escorting her to her solicitor’s and stockbroker’s oflices, and taking

her to the few “sights” she wished to see.

The evening but one after their arrival in London Mrs. Adair and

Eflie dined with Norman at his chambers, a festivity which greatly

pleased and excited the former. To be a guest in her son's abode

greatly amused the shrewd Scotchwoman.

“ Eh !” she exclaimed, “you have a fine set-out here, and I’m

thinking your housekeeping would keep a family.”

“Oh, I am a strict economist, I assure you. I rarely dine at

home.”

“ Then your cook seems well experienced, for all that.”

“ Oh, so she or he is,” said Adair, smiling, the banquet, of course,

having been sent in from a restaurant.

“Oh, Norman,” exclaimed Efiie, “we had a visit from Mrs. Crich

ton to-day. How handsome and sweet she is! I should never have

known her. She used not to be such an elegant creature, as well 35 I

remember.”

“Fine feathers make fine birds,” remarked her mother. “Con

stance H111 seems to have done well for herself in the way of marriage,

She is a wee airified ; not but that she is very civil and soft-spoken.”

' “ Oh, she is a capital woman, quite devoted to her home and the

children and all that. The youngsters are such jolly little things,

especially the girl, with lovely eyes just like her mother’s,—a thorough

little flirt,-—has made up her mind to marry me.”
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“H’m!" murmured Mrs. Adair, helping herself to a little more

mayonnaise. “I hope she is kept in her place. The way people spoil

their bairns nowadays is just fearful.”

“Oh, these little creatures are patterns of discipline, obedience, and

all the rest of it,” cried Adair.

“I am glad to hear it. It seems to me you are very intimate with

our old acquaintance. I wonder you did not speak more of her in

your letters.”

“But I did. I told you of our meeting at a dinner-party, and of

staying with them in the country, and ”

“I know; but you did not say that you were just like a brother

in the house.”

“Yes, of course. It was very nice to have Et‘fie’s place supplied

when she was galivanting about with fascinating musicians,” returned

Adair, lightly. He perceived that for some inscrutable reason his

mother had not taken to Mrs. Crichton, and therefore decided to say

as little as possible on the subject.

“I must say she is very polite. She has invited us to dinner on

Tuesday first, as she wishes to introduce her husband to me. I’m glad

to hear she manages her children well, for I remember she was a bit

fllghty and too ready with her tongue long ago. She talks fast even

now. She said you were quite a comfort to her,—which was not a wise

hke speech for a young married woman.”

“ Not so very young, mother,” remarked Efie. “She is as old as

Norman.”

“She is nearly two years younger,” returned her brother.

“ And that’s old enough for discretion,” said Mrs. Adair, gravely.

Her son changed the subject by proposing a. visit to the theatre on

the followmg night, and Mrs. Crichton was not again mentioned.

As he anticipated, an invitation to dinner at Sutherland Gardens

reached Adair that evening. A line at the end said, “ If you are free,

come to luncheon to-morrow,”—on reading which he breathed a prayer

that the letter from Hargrave which Elfie so eagerly expected would

not ar_rlve'next morning and compel him to pass it with his sister.

HIS wish was fulfilled, and one o’clock found him in the presence

he longed for.

C _‘‘It is five days since we have seen you, Norman,” exclaimed Mrs.

bmhtoll, greetmg him with frank pleasure when he entered: she was

1115]); with some flowers just arrived from the country. “I cannot

§1a e hands with you: my fingers are wet. I want to put all these

Into water as soon as POSSibIe_»

sheP]I°‘ll: S""eet and home~like the room was! how well and bright

he 11°: bed . Yes, she had bloomed into greater beauty since the day

W 11 eenalole to set her free,—free from the haunting terror wlnch

38 undermining her life, and which she had borne so marvellonsly.

:%]]’eS“!'hat a blessed thing money and the power it gave was, some

If {This b_0x from our summer quarters is a treasure trove of beauty.

are were P10l1_ I should spend a great deal on flowers ; but no flowers

soenchantmg as the flowers you rear yourself. I should deeply

M
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en'o a arden. It is such a healthy joy for children, _too,” standm
ba'i:kya ligttle to contemplate a large china bowl she had Just filled, an

drying her hands on a duster. _ _

“ believe that you view everything in heaven and earth only as

it atl"ects the children!” exclaimed Adlair, with an unconscious feeling

of 'ealous towards those oun eo e.
JShe ldhglied. “ I amy afrgid) that is exactly. what I do not do,

Norman. \Vhen I sit over my work, I do not tlnnk of them as much

perhaps as a mother ought.” _ . h

“ Of whom do you think, then?” he asked, drawing a chair_ to t e

table on which the flowers lay, that he might watch her at his ease.

“ Mr. Crichton ‘P’ .

“Oh, yes, I used to think of him continually; but you dehvered

me from that, dear Norman. I wonder if you know the enormous

deliverance you wrought for me ?” .

Adair did not answer immediately: he was gazing at her long,

white fingers, which were deftly piling up the débns of stalks and

leaves previous to ringing for their removal. ” _

“ Then you don't think so much of Crichton now ? he said, slowly.

“No. You see, I have not so much reason to fear ‘him; but I

pity him often. He is not happy, though he is so determined to have

everything he likes.”

“ H’m! pity is akin to love.”

“ I hope so,” she returned, with a sigh. ,

“ You forget all this time,” said Adair, “that you havent shaken

hands with me.”

“Ah, yes,” giving him her hand. He held it firmly.

“Do you know I am a bit of a ehiromancer? Let me tell your

fortune. I learned the art from an old witch of Thessaly at Port

Said.”

“ Ah, yes, tell me. I am very curious about the future.”

“ Let me see,” bendingher hand back and pretending to read the

pink palm. “Ah, the line of life has been almost severed by some

great blow or trial; but it is past,—thongh there are trials to come.

You have a dangerous enemy, whom you cannot bafiie unassisted: so

a good fairy godmother has sent you a devoted friend, to whom you

must turn in every moment of diificulty.” _

“Norman, you are a transparent impostor !” she exclaimed, laugh

ing, yet coloring and trying to draw her hand away.

“ No, no! I haven’t told you half. A little later,” he went on,

holding her hand in a grasp she could not loosen, “you will be called

on to make an important decision, on which your future Wlll depend.

“ And how shall I decide?” she asked, trying to laugh the serious

ness of his manner awav.

“ \Vell and wisely,” said Adair, suddenly releasing her hand,

“though with some tears of compassion for another’s sufi'ering.” "

“ Really, Norman, these mystic pretensions do not suit you at all,

cried Mrs. Crichton, as the servant entered -to clear away the remains

of the flowers. “You l1ave far too honest a face to put on such airs

successfully.”
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Here the two elder children came running in to hug and kiss their

favorite playfellow, and then they went to luncheon.

It was always a pleasant, cheery meal, though the children needed

attention and repression ; but there was something so confidential and

familiar about the informal meal as to make Adair feel that he was

indeed one with the woman he loved so well and her children.

It was all very wrong and wicked, but that was his fault, his sin

only. He was ready to pay the price: he was strong enough never to

offend Constance, and for the rest he could suffer alone.

“I had quite a long chat with your mother, Norman,” said Mrs.

Crichton, when the children were carried off for their afternoon walk

and their mother with her guest had returned to her morning room.

“She is a very interesting person. How it carried me back to old

times to hear her speak! I remember her voice so well. She is much

more Scotch than you are, Norman."

“You see, I was brought up almost altogether in England.”

“Yes. You are younger than your sister, are you not?”

H I am‘),

“She looks ill, as if she had been crying bitterly.”

“I am afraid she is rather miserable, poor girl,” returned Adair;

and he proceeded to give Mrs. Crichton the Hargrave history: it had

become quite natural for him to tell her everything.

Mrs. Crichton looked very grave. “ It does not sound a promising

afi"a1_r, Norman. I prefer foreigners who are purely foreign to these

contmentalized Englishmen; and then, unless a. musician is a genius,

and an acknowledged genius, it is quite an inferior position. You

must persuade her to give it up.”

“I suppose so,” said Adair. “ But it is rather hard. I don’t

fancy she has ever had the ghost of a lover before. Life without love

1s very dreary.”

_ “Oh, some kind of love one must have, but Iam not sure that life

15 ngt more truly and peacefully happy without the love of lovers.”

_ That sometimes brings plenty of pain, I dare say; but it is worth

all it costs. ‘ At least I fancy so,” he added, checking himself.

Mrs. Crichton did not look up from her needle-work. She sighed

softly, andsaid, in a reflective tone, “ How awfully anxious I shall be

Q3190 the time comes for my precious VVinnie to be sought in marriage !”

“ ere was a pause; then she startled Adair by saying, as if to herself,

I should hke her to marry some one like you, Norman: you seem to

me ‘$‘0'lg;ll1>0dkaud true.”

_ all YQU; you pay me the hi hest com liment ossible,” re

phed Adair, hrs brown cheek flushing a deep iied. “ghall I wait

Or your dainty daughter?”

Oh; no,” she. returned. “ I hope you will be happily settled with

goslzeet Sympathetic companion long before poor Winnie is called upon

the a}01e_the dangers and difficulties of that most momentous choice,

he oice of a husband. What :1 long, long way to look forward I101

it may not happen before!”

Adairl never look far ahead : the present is all-sufficient for me,” Said

{V:)rI1“aLl‘opIr'5)pe, and keeping his eyes on the carpet.

I ..
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“ Ah, Norman, your present is very good, I am glad to think, but

you must think of your t'uture,—your career, I mean.”

“ Yes, I know you want to send me off to sea; but I am not going

yet, even to please you.”

“ No doubt you will do as you choose. But are you coming to

dinner on Tuesday ?”

“ Most certainly.”

“Then let us go round and see my sister.”

“ By all means.”

CHAPTER VII. '

THE next morning’s post brought bitter mortification and floods

of tears to poor EH-ie Adair.

Her lover sent a shuflling, temporizing letter to Norman, in which,

with many professions of devotion and self—sacrifice, he withdrew his

petition for the hand of Mr. Adair’s adorable sister. He could not

ask her to share his poor lot or to resign the luxuries of her exalted

position ; but the memory of the brief happiness enjoyed in her society

would raise him to a nobler stand-point and cast a halo over his past,

etc., etc., etc.

Adair read very clearly between the lines, that the highly gifted

Hargrave understood from his letter that he had a man of resolution

and common sense to deal with, and, moreover, that the fair Efiie was

entirely dependent on her brother,—a fact he probably did not believe

on her mother’s statement.

Of course no reasoning would induce Eflie to accept this explana

tion. No, her beloved Ulrico was the noblest, the most disinterested

of men, actuated only by the purest and highest affection for herself.

He had no doubt been addressed in a hard and cruel manner by her

hard and prejudiced brother, and feared to risk the anger of her family

by calling on the woman he loved.

Norman at last grew tired of her folly. “ \/Vell, EHie,” he said,

“have it your own way. You will come round to my opinion yet. Any

way, the thing is at an end, for the fellow gives you up. I wish you

would put him out of your head. I promise you that the first straight

going British gentleman you accept, I’ll give you a decent ‘ tocher;’

but I hate half-breeds.” With this narrow-minded expression of

opinion Adair left the room and bent his way to the City, as he took

care to call on Crichton occasionally to ask his advice about invest

ments (which he did not always follow) and to inquire into the pro

ceedings of the “Sea-Side Villa Company.” It cost him a good bit

of self-control to cultivate Crichton even in a small degree; but it

was well worth his while to exert it, for Crichton was jealous in a

pecuhar fashion. To suspect his wife of ever giving a thought to any

one save himself never entered his head, nor that any man would

admire her save in the most abstract manner; but that any one, male

or female, should prefer her society, her conversation, her opinions,

to lns, was an astounding and unpardonable error. It was, then, very
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essential to keep well with the master of N0. 19, Sutherland Gardens,

who was master of so much into the bargain.

Adair was always welcome to Crichton, who honestly loved the rich

and inexperienced. He liked to pass as a man of vast knowledge in

money and other matters, and, firmly believing in himself, succeeded in

creating faith in others. But Adair had something of Scotch shrewd

ness as regarded “siller,” and made much show about a small matter

of trust; nevertheless it answered the purpose of the moment.

The ensuing few days were by no means pleasant ones to Mrs.

Adair and her daughter. Norman wisely kept out of the way, with

the horror of disagreeable scenes peculiar to his sex. There was one

matter, however, concerning which he was anxious to jog his mother’s

memory._ It would, he thought, gratify Mrs. Crichton if she called

pn kheir sister: so he opened the subject one morning when he had

00 e( in on her soon after breakfast.

“Oh, by the way, have you called on Miss Hill?”

2 1§Vha£! Mrs. Criehton’s sister?”

es.

tS“\lYelll,1c1lo(:}I didn’t think of it. I thought we might meet her

a at er an ardens to-morrow.”

f “My”dear mother! why, she has not been across her threshold

or years.

“Eh! is she that bad? Constance just shook her head about

l\@P,_11l11li S8l(lv{S}l‘le was no better ; but I did not make out she was quite

a cnpp e. at is it ?”

ZAcute rheumatism, I believe.”

k It? a 'severg1<fi‘iscipline,——a curious dispensation; but we can’t

now w tat 1s goo or us.”

h_ “We are generally at odds in opinion on that subject with the

1gl:fi')p0§vers, must say," said Adair, laughing.

f ont be n;rev_erent, my son. Well, I have a brougham for the

i‘n“]’rn°;)", alld_ I ll just go over and see Mary Hill: maybe, as it’s a

h€d8llCI0l_V kind ot a visit-, it may suit Eflie. Eh, Norman, I have

8 ‘:1 weary,time! she is just off her head about that fiddler man.”

H ,Yes, its hard hues for her. Couldn’t you go somewhere where

_1el‘t:)-‘i 11 preserve of curates? Has she any tendency‘ to go to confes

:l1]<;I:;, She might screw some comfort, and maybe a fresh lover, out of

a am "Qt Pleased to hear you jeer in that way. God forbid that

N0 I of mme should be given to those Romish practices! I Wish,

ollngllllr yollhwould cultivate a soberer spirit.” _ _

Eflie?” fig 1;, mother: I ll behave better in future. \Vhere 1s

:%}1};aitl1‘h;r rotlilm, writing poetry into a book.” ”

“H t ~ ape er troubles turned her poetical? _ ”

“ W110 toot. no. She is wntmg it out of one book mto another.

lot of the)’ 21:2 deuce doesn’t she buy the poems she likes and keep the

m.

a t;;flIt’8bl>_et.ter as it is: it’s more of a play. I am glad to say she is

- e nghter, though, ever since she called on Mrs. Crichton. I

II
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was too busy, and I didn’t like her visit to be left unreturned, so I

just sent Eflie in a cab to Sutherland Gardens. She said Mrs. Crich

ton was a sweet, sympathetic woman when she came back.”

“Ah, I dare say she gave her some good advice, if Eifie confided

in her at all. Mrs. Crichton is a very sensible woman.”

“More likely she talked a lot of sentimental rubbish. Good

advice is never considered sympathetic.”

“Perhaps you are right. Good-morning, mother. Don’t forget

to call on Mary Hill.”

It had been a busy day, the Tuesday on which Mrs. Adair and her

son and daughter were to dine at Sutherland Gardens. Mrs. Adair

had at last decided on going to Torquay for the winter, and found

that she had as much shopping to do as if her destination had been a

desolate island where the resources of civilization were unknown. She

was, therefore, barely punctual, and found her son already arrived.

Mrs. Adair’s general aspect conveyed an idea of importance; she

was impressive, too, in her manner of speech, and was, moreover, well

and richly dressed. In fact, she was the style of guest Mr. Crichton

delighted to honor, and he made himself agreeable accordingly.

Miss Adair was rather cool and stiif to her brother, but looked

better and brighter; while he greeted her with kindly warmth.

“ It gives me great pleasure to welcome you to my house, my dear

Mrs. Adair,” said Mr. Crichton, in his best manner, “ both as an old

friend of my wife’s and as the mother of my young friend here, whom

we find a great acquisition, I assure you. You see the children take

quite possession of him,” waving his hand towards Norman, on whose

knee Winnie was contentedly perched.

“ And sweet wee bairns they are,” ejaculated his guest.

“ Come and speak to the lady, Winnie,” said her father.

Winnie looked with some awe at Mrs. Adair, and hesitated.

“Do you hear‘ me?” he exclaimed, sternly.

Winnie slipped from Norman’s encircling arm and came up with

outstretched hand, her eyes fixed on Crichton.

1“ And what’s your name, my lammie ?” asked Mrs. Adair, smiling

on 1er.

“ \Vinnie,” said the child, and turned away.

“ Stop I” cried her father. “ Don’t run olf, like a little savage, the

moment you have spoken.—I’m afraid, Mrs. Adair, there is very little

discipline in my house. Mrs. Crichton is too soft-hearted with her

children,—lets them do as they like.”

“You are soft-hearted yourself, George,” said his wife, pleasantly

“Oh, I am fond enough of them, but I don’t spoil them: there’s

the difl'erence.——Here, Georgie.”

The boy_ was absorbed in a picture-book at the other end of the

room, and did not hear. Crichton frowned, and repeated his call, but

without reusing his voice. Still no answer. A third time he called,

now in stentorian tones. The boy started, and came quickly.

“Why did you not come at once, sir?”

“ Did you call before?” returned Georgie.
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“ That’s' rather a clever dodge,” said his father, laughing harshly,

“ but it won’t do, my boy. Be off to your bed, for disobedience and

deceit!”

“ But, papa, I did not hear; indeed I did not.”

“I'll be bound you’ll hear another time. Off with you !”

_ “I am sure he did not hear,” put in Mrs. Crichton, who had

flushed up and then turned very white.

“ Oh, I’ll cure his deafness,” cried his father. “ Go, sir !”

The child’s eyes filled with tears. His mother went over to him,

and said, gently, “ You must obey, dear. I will explain to father.”

She went with him to the door, kissed him gently, and closed it

behind him. I

“I am sure you managed your children well, Mrs. Adair, or you

Lvould not have sent out so good a specimen as our friend Norman

ere.’ .

Adair had kept profoundly still, but his eyes had sought Mrs.

Crichton’s, and they exchanged a glance of profound sympathy.

“ By Jove,” he exclaimed, “there isn’t a finer, better little chap

anywhere than your boy, Crichton!”

“Maybe so; but ”

“Dinner is on the table,” said the parlor-maid ; and the brief but

unpleasant episode was over.

Possibly Crichton feared he might have made a bad impression;

but at dinner he was especially amiable and did the host with his most

gracious air of bonhomie. Mrs. Adair was a somewhat profuse talker

in a slow and pertinacious fashion, and her host listened as if to

dl‘0PP1ng pearls of wit and wisdom; he was complimentary to Edie

and cordial to Norman; but he took little or no notice of his wife,

who was rather silent and preoccupied, her heart aching for her boy,

whom she pictured sobbing in his bed, his little heart aching and

bumlng Wltll a sense of wrong and injustice.

B): =1 gallant etfort Adair forced himself to take part in the con

versation and cover the unusual quiet of his hostess.

fI was very pleased to see your sister Mary yesterday,” said Mrs.

Adan. “She is changed a good bit; but, as I was saying to her, most

tlllflgfl are mixed with mercy, and at least she seems to have every

l1ee(l‘tul comfort, which is something to be thankful for.”

h _I am so much obliged to you for calling on her. I have not seen

er jlnce, but I am sure your visit was a great pleasure‘ to her.”

I _Not seen her for twenty-four hours !” exclaimed Crichton. “ l/Vell,

hat is a wonder.—I assure you, Mrs. Adair, I don’t fancy if the house

was on fi_re, or the children at the last gasp, my wife would omit her

dmrpal visit to her invalid sister.”

A IMr. Crichton does not often indulge in such imaginative flights.

Ifib 1am a large percentage of the mercy with which her lot is mixed,

geitiiyl try to see my sister as regularly as I can,” said Mrs. Crichton,

“Pm sure it must be very nice to have a sister,” cried EEG:

“another girl would feel for you so much more than a brother. Men

are hard.”

 

k



54 MRS. CRICHTON‘S CREDITOR.

“ If you ask me, Miss Adair, I should say all men, even a brother,

would be soft to a young lady like you,” said Crichton, gallantly.

“ Ah, Mr. Crichton, you little know !"' returned Eflie, shaking her

head dolefully.

“ Ah, Miss Adair, do they treat you badly ? If so, come and tell

your- troubles to me. Your brother will show you the way to my

office, and I’ll see what can be done for you.”

“Eh! and what will Mrs. Crichton say?” asked the young lady,

coquettishly.

“Oh, she isn't jealous; nor, for that matter, am I. I have no

reason. If I had, I’d make it pretty hot all round, I can tell you.”

“ Dear me, Mr. Crichton! I should be quite afraid of you.”

“ No, no; none need fear me, if they are honest and above-board ;

but I never would forgive deceit.” And, to Adair’s indignation, he

glanced at his wife.

“ Deceit is just intolerable, especially to the Scotch,” observed Mrs.

Adair, solemnly.

“Yes,” rejoined her son : “ at least they have a great objection £0

be deceived. Whether they have an equally strong objection to deceive

is another question.”

“Eh, Norman, you should not speak against your own: it's not

patriotic.”

“I am not speaking against the Scotch. My belief is that if we

could get at the real truth respecting morals (and I suppose truth is

included in morals) among all nations, there would not be a pin to

choose between them.”

“But there can be no doubt, my dearie, that religious truth was

specially given to the Northern Protestants,—a precious gift.”

“A very unfair one!” exclaimed Adair, smiling. “ \Vhy should

the Northerns be so highly favored ?”

“Take another glass of claret, Mrs. Adair,” said the host.

“ No, I am much obliged to you. I cannot say I like sacred topics

discussed at a dinner-table.”

“Shall we go up-stairs ?” suggested Mrs. Crichton.

The ladies were soon followed by Adair and his host. Then Effie,

on being pressed, sanv some Scotch ballads in a high, shrill voice, and

Mr. Crichton applauded. He said he liked songs with some spirit in

them,—-not things that would make you cry your eyes out.

Mrs. Adair, who was sitting by the fire, now begged Mrs. Crichton

to favor them. She good-humoredly assented, choosing a sweet, sad

German air with English words. She sang with simple pathos, and

her voice was sweet and true.

1 “ Thank you,” said Adair, in a low tone, when she returned to her

p ace.

“ There’s ‘a lively tune for you !” said Crichton, contemptuously.

“ Indeed 1t’s a trifle sad,” observed Mrs. Adair.

“ But infinitely sweet,” added her son.

“It's growing late,” continued Mrs. Adair. “ I think we had

better be going homewards. I'll trouble your people to call a cab.”

“ What’s your hurry, Mrs. Adair?” asked Crichton. “You must
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take a little whiskey and soda before you go. I can promise you the

whiskey is real Scotch.”

“No, thank you : it is just the only Scotch thing I cannot abide.”

“When do you go to Torquay ?” asked Mrs. Crichton.

“On Thursday at latest. I want to be in time to secure good

rooms; and Etfie has started coughing again."

“Oh, it isn’t much, mother.”

In a few minutes the cab was announced and adieux were exchanged.

“It has given me great pleasure to make your acquaintance,” said

Mr. Crichton, offering his arm to Mrs. Adair. “I hope to see you

again when you pass through town.”

“Good-night, dear Mrs. Crichton,” whispered Efiie. “You don’t

know how much good you did me by your suggestion that he may

just be waiting till he is in a better position: so I’ll have faith and

patience.”

“ I must see them to their hotel, I suppose,” said Adair, in a dis

contented tone.

“Yes, of course you must; and please go, Norman. I am going

to run away to my poor little Georgie: his heart must be nearly

broken.” Her voice was broken by a halfssuppressed sob.

' “When can I come again?” murmured Adair, catching her hand

in both his own.

“Oh, not for a day or two; not till your mother has left town. I

am going to be busy.”

“Very well. On Friday at tea-time ?”

“Yes, that will do. Go, dear Norman : they are waiting for you.”

She turned and ran swiftly up-stairs.

_ The effect of this evening was irritating to Adair. He was almost

dismayed at the height to which his dislike, nay, hatred, of Crichton

had risen. The dominance of such a passion was sure to darken his

Judgment and weaken his power of befriending Constance. He must

Qgllt against its growth. The man was growing more and more odious.

I as his selfish greed undermining or unsettling his mental balance?

f so,_the consequences to wife and children were incalculable, and the

necessity for his presence in England was stronger than ever. How

would it all end? Well, all he could do was to live from day to day

and meet emergencies as they arose. ,

H Adair hardly saw his mother in the time which intervened between

19 Crichton dinner and her departure for Torquay. The evening

fleforg she started she was again her son’s guest in his rooms, and

I I;n ouud an opportunity before her daughter’s arrival (as that young

If Y had prolonged her shopping) to confide her fears to Norman,-—

firs that Eflie had surreptitiously sent a letter to “ that fiddler man,”

W I found her crying and blowing her nose over a sheet of foreign

n°te‘Pa_P@l‘,” Continued Mrs. Adair, “ and I am not that sure of Jenkins,

°}‘""mal<l: she is a prudent, careful woman, but too fond of the siller:

5 led Post a letter to the deil for half a crown.”

O0nfabf(::‘:Sl::;:;nan could console her, Etfie appeared, and their private

‘
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It was rather a pleasant little dinner. Adair himself was in good

spirits. Indeed, he was half ashamed of the relief his mother’s and

sister’s approaching departure afforded him. His feeling for them was

kind and warm, but he had not before realized that they were an em

bodiment of Mrs. Grundyism and disposed to take the narrowest pos

sible view of any by-path diverging from the beaten track, and-—-in fact,

were in the way.

“And you’ll come down and see us now and again, Norman?”

said his mother, as the “ good-night” time drew near. “ Eh, Eflie, it

will be nice and home-like to have him coming down from Saturday

to Monday.—And you’ll stay with us at the new year?”

“Of course, mother dear. I shall be delighted.”

“ You must mind and tell Mrs. Crichton that I am very sorry I

could not call before leaving. She is a lucky woman to have met with

such a sensible, wise-like husband as she has. Hc’s just a sound, far

seeing man.”

“ Oh, yes, he is all right, with an eye to the main chance and a strong

determination to have his own way.”

“And a very good way it is, Norman. I can't say I think her

quite the angel you do.”

“ Eh, mother, she is a sweet woman,” cried Elfie.

“Sweet or not, she was foolish to back up her bairn against his

father.” '

“I thought she exercised wonderful self-control when Crichton

spoke so brutally and stupidly to the poor little chap,” cried Adair,

incautiously.

“Just you take care, Norman, my man. A fair face oughtn’t to

make up for everything, nor long soft looks asking for compassion,

neither. You just be honest, and do justice to the husband as well as

to the handsome wife.”

“Good God, mother! what are you talking about?” exclaimed

Adair, flushing red even to his brow.

“ What it is my duty to warn you against, my son.” This with a

solemn shake of the head. '

Her words struck him with a sudden terror. What, was he—and,

still more, was she so unguarded as to betray themselves to a oountrified

old lady like his mother‘? And had Constance anything to betray?

But he must not treat her observations seriously. “ ‘ Evil be to him’

or her—‘ who evil thinks,’ ” he said, with a forced laugh. “I think

you may leave Mrs. Crichton to take care of herself, and of me too, for

that matter. What! going already?”

_ “ Well, it’s close on ten O’clock, and there’s something in the London

air that just weighs me down.”

“ What hour does your train go to-morrow ?”

“ Twelve-fifteen .”

“ Well, I’ll be there. And let me have a line to say how you got

down.—Cheer up, Eflie. It makes me miserable to see you look so.”

Eli-ie gave him a hearty kiss in token of forgiveness, and molhel‘

and daughter drove off to their hotel.

His mother’s shrewd remarks gave Adair food for thought, and
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showed him,as if by a flash of lightning, how weak honor, principle,

conscience, would prove as bulwarks against the rising tide of passion

if he mught a glimpse of a response in Constance Crichton’s clear,

calm eyes. But he believed (and tried to thank God for the belief

that she had no love save for her children,—only a kindly sense 0

gratitude towards himself. The faint recognition of his feeling for her

which she had shown when telling him of her troubles at their summer

abode seemed to have passed away and been forgotten. Her manner

to him since his return to town was as frank, as confidential, as un

embarrassed, as at the first. “It must never be disturbed,” was his

firm conclusion.

His mother gone, the rest of the day hung heavy on Adair’s hands.

Town and the club were still empty, at least of his acquaintances.

Still, he was proof against the temptation to run up to Sutherland

Gardens to report his mother’s departure. No, he would wait till

to-morrow, as he had promised. So he wandered into a Regent Street

toy-shop, and laid in some offerings for his little chums. “ It is quite

an age since I gave them anything,” he thought. Then he went to see

a new piece at the Princess’s, was dreadfully bored, and came away

reflecting on the tameness of dramatic passion compared to the tremen

dons force of reality.

Friday was a crisp, russet October day, and Adair walked across

the parks to Sutherland Gardens and arrived a little before luncheon

time, to receive an uproarious welcome from the children, who had

scattered the cargo of toys he had despatched to them the day before

all over their mother’s morning room. She soon joined them, and

thanked him more eloquently with her eyes than with her lips for his

thought of her dear ones.

‘They were rather noisy at luncheon, and eager to take some of

their new treasures to a neighboring square and display them to their

Playmates. After their departure Mrs.' Crichton proceeded to put her

room in order, with Adair’s help.

“Mr. Crichton has gone to Gravesend in a new steamer belonging

to ope of his acquaintances. There is to be a gay party on board. I

dont suppose he will be back till midnight,” she said, after a while.

“ Indeed Then suppose you come with me to the Strand. There’s

a Pfelty musical piece on there. You never seem to go anywhere. I

don: supI)0Se Crichton would mind,” cried Adair, eagerly.

‘Very likely not. But, Norman, I always think my few free

evemngs belong to my poor Mary. Life is so sad. It is too selfish

to d‘e‘pr1ve her of anything I can give.” -

“D0 you ever think of yourself in any way ?”

“ 11, Yes! don’t fancy me a dreadful piece of perfection.”

_N_°, I don’t. May I not come and have dinner, or tea, or what

event is?”

ZYQS, certainly. Why not?”

PM All "ght. I have to meet a man at the club about six: then

00m_e back to Myrtle Grove.”

(megheir talk flowed on about some books Miss Hill had been inter

“1, and after a short pause Mrs. Crichton said,

k
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“You will miss your mother and sister, Norman.”

“ Ya. My mother is not looking very well.”

“Mr. Crichton was quite charmed with her: they seemed very

sympathetic. But, somehow, I don’t think she liked me. Do you

know, I feel a little afraid of her.”

“ She is a little severe; but she has been a capital mother.”

“Ah, she is strong. How fortunate for herself ! I could see she

thought I spoiled my boy. Poor, dear Georgie! I saw you felt for

him, Norman.”

“ I did, with all my heart. I'd have given anything to have

brought him back and comforted——that is, put him into your arms,

which must mean comfort.”

“I don’t know how I bore it. It was one of my bitter moments.

He is growing so capricious with the children. What a bad effect it

will have on them! How helpless they are! How helpless I am!

But I must not lose courage: it is all I have between me and despair.”

d“”Yes. Hold on to it, for God’s sake. But how—how will it all

en ‘I

“ Do not ask that, Norman: I dare not. I live only from day to

day. I never think of next week.”

“,Nor I. What is life to me, except so far as it can be of use to

you?

The words were past his lips before he could pull up, and bhe

stood still, with a sudden sense of guilt and self-betrayal.

The color mounted slowly in Mrs. Crichton’s cheek, and her face

grew grave, but her voice was calm and steady as she said,——

“ Norman, you must neither speak nor think in this strain. Beyond

an occasional passing help, you can do nothing for me: more would

turn the balance from usefulness to harm. Oh, I am not ungrateful.

You rescued me from what I dare not think of ; and, oh, if I am in a

sore strait I will come to you. It is the only support I have,—the

knowledge that you can and will befriend me. But, Norman, do not

give me too much,—not what I can never repay or return. I want

you to be happy.” Her voice broke.

“I want nothing; I ask nothing. Forget any folly I may have

uttered. Use me as you will.”

She stretched out her hand, which he clasped and ventured to kiss

for the first time. “We will meet at your sister's,” he said, and left

the room.

CHAPTER VIII.

_ THE days which immediately followed this interview were em

bittered to Adair by self-reproach. He dreaded the efi‘ect of his self

betrayal; for it was impossible that Mrs. Crichton could mistake the

nature of lns devotion. Suppose she took fright and withdrew her

quiet confidence? he could never forgive himself. He had not the ‘

courage to call on her, though burning to see her again. In this rest

less frame of mind he was delighted to receive the following note:
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“I wish you would look in here to-day or to-morrow. I am not

quite satisfied about the Sea-Side Villa Company. We think of calling

a meeting of share-holders. I want to explain one or two points.

“Yours truly,

“G. ORICHTON/’

It was dated from his ofiice, and reached Adair early in the after

noon. With a vague hope that this interview would lead to the draw

ing closer of the links which he feared had been loosened, he started for

the City at once. “ He will be sure to ask me to dinner,” he pondered,

as he drove along, “and I’ll go. I shall soon see how the land lies.”

. Occupied with his own thoughts, he did not heed the crowded

streets through which he drove, and it seemed only a few minutes after

hedgotilnto the hansom before it stopped. The driver lifted the trap,

an sai ,

“Can’t get no further, sir; there's been a haccident, and the street

is blocked.”

“ All right: I’ll walk,” returned Adair, who paid the man and

jumped out.

There was a confusion of men and horses in the street, in the midst

of which the helmets of several policemen could be descried, and Adair

was naturally attracted.

“What has happened?” he asked a respectable-looking man who

had also paused to look on.

“Bad accident, sir. Gentleman was crossing, and a mail-cart came

by full tilt; the shaft caught his shoulder and hurled him under that

blg wagon. The wheel has gone right over his middle.—-Stay, here

they come.” And the crowd parted to permit the passage of a stretcher,

°al‘l“l‘ed by two policemen, on which lay a covered burden.

I Where are they taking the poor fellow ?” asked Adair.

_ _‘To_ the station, close by. The doctor isn’t sure whether there’s

life in him or not,” returned a man who had been in the middle of the

crowd. _ “You see the streets are slippery, especially on the slope here”

(it was in Canon Street), “and the carter couldn't pull up.”

Urged by a vague curiosity, Adair followed, managing to get near

the. stretcher, round which the crowd pressed so closely that the cloth

winch concealed the injured man was disarranged and the face displayed,

1_°“l¥ fol‘ 8. moment, but that moment sufficed to strike Adair motion

ess, 5118118 powerless, as he recognized Crichton.

he cf‘0W_d_movecl on, jostling and nearly overturning the stunned,

$tupefied_ individual whose idle curiosity was now so strangely satisfied

0r_ a minute or two he could not think,—he could hardly see; but he

mlhed qlllclily, and bent his steps to the station, where he sent in his

Card to the inspector with a pencilled line to say that he could identify

the sufferer.

Aft?‘ What seemed a long time to Adair, during which the doctor

ascertained that life was extinct, he was admitted, and informed the

mfithonties that he was well acquainted with the deceased, the contents

Eooghose P0_Cket-book corroborated his statements. He therefore under

the painful task of breaking the death-tidings to the family.

k



60 MRS. CRICHTON 'S CREDITOR.

Within an hour from the time he set out for the City he was speeding

westward with his momentous intelligence. He felt still dazed, but

his ideas were growing clearer. What an extraordinary change had a

few minutes wrought in the present and future of the woman who was

so dear to him ! She was free. Never again would she tremble before

the despot who was her inferior. Had he executed his new will? No

matter. He (Adair) had, thank heaven, enough and to spare,—enough

to make her a happy tranquil home which should atone for and ob

literate the past, if (what a tremendous if!) she could be won to think

of him as a partner for life. Certainly, so far, even had Adair been

the most self-conceited of men, he could not flatter himself that she

regarded him as anything more than a kind and useful friend. Still, .

he could not help hoping. \Vas it not selfish and heartless to think in

this strain, when he had scarcely escaped from the presence of death?

He did not know; he did not care. How slowly the man drove!

how blocked the streets were with traflic! At last, at last, he reached

the well-known door.

“ Is Mrs. Crichton at home ?”

“No, sir,” returned the servant, startled out of her well-bred im

passibility by his disturbed looks. “She has been out some time.

\Von’t you walk in and sit down?”

“ Thank you. Perhaps Mrs. Crichton is at her sister’s: pray send

round there and say I am anxious to see her.”

“ Very well, sir.”

It seemed to Adair that he paced the dining-room for ages before

the maid returned to say that her mistress was not with Miss Hill.

How mucl1 longer should he have to wait‘? Even while he thought

this, the door—bell sounded, and Mrs. Crichton entered, a slightly

startled look in her eyes. On meeting his, she stopped short.

“Norman P’ she exclaimed. “ What is it ?”

“ I am sorry to tell you,” he began, hurriedly, “ that Mr. Crichton

has met with a-—a—serious accident.”

“ How‘? Where?” she exclaimed. “ Is he very badly hurt? Does

he suffer much ‘Z I must go to him at once.”

“He does not suffer at all,” said Adair, in a low tone.

“Ah !” she cried, catching his arm and looking in his face, “ he

is dead !”

“ He is dead,” echoed Adair.

“ Dead!” she repeated, with a little cry,—“ before he knew one gleam

of true pure pleasure, one touch of real love. \-Vhat. a lost life l Oh,

I might l1ave done more for him, had I been braver and stronger.”

She grew so white that Adair thought she was going tofaint, and

hastily drew forward a chair, into which she sank. “Tell me all.

My brain seems dulled and still,” she said.

Adair’s story was brief, but she did not seem to take it in. The

shock was _too great. She stretched out her hands with something of

the pathetic helplessness of the blind as she rose and moved towards

the door, as if not quite conscious.

Adainwas alarmed, and rang for the servants, to Whom he hastily

told the tidings of their master’s death. Then Nurse took charge of
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her mistress. “ She is fairly overdone, even without this shock,” she

said. “If you’ll tell cook, who is a steady, sensible woman, she’ll

have things ready and send for the doctor: he lives close by. I will

not leave my mistress.”

Adair looked wistfully after Mrs. Crichton, but she did not seem

to see him, and soon he found ample employment, as every one applied

to him for directions and suggestions, until the doctor, who was also a

personal friend of Mrs. Crichton’s, came to share his responsibilities,

and he escaped to tell the particulars of the fatal accident to Miss

Hill.

The days which immediately ensued were fully occupied with the

preparations for the ceremonies and business which death necessitates.

Adair had not seen Mrs. Crichton since the day on which he had

_ brought her the tidings of her widowhood. She had sent the little

ones away with their nurse out of the house of mourning, and had for _

a companion and guest a lady who was a distant cousin of Mr. Crich

ton’s, the wife of a well-ofi‘ manufacturer in Leeds, the only member

of his family he had ever acknowledged.

The widow was a striking and stately figure in her trailing gar

ments of deepest black as she received the funeral guests with a_ com

posed and reverent air, but Adair had few opportunities of speaking

to her. He felt how her hand trembled as he held it, and whispered a

petition to be allowed to call upon her soon.

“I will write to you, my dear good friend,” she replied. “At

present I have scarcely an hour I can call my own.”

Already he noticed that the guarded inscrutable look had gone from

her eyes,—they were franker, softer; and he thanked God that the

shadow had been lifted from her life.

After the funeral Mrs. Crichton went to her room. Most of the

guests dispersed at the cemetery, but Adair and the lawyer returned to

the house, where the latter spoke for a few minutes to the widow,

then he and Adair walked away together.

“After all,” said the lawyer, “ that accident was, on the whole, a

stroke of luck for Mrs. Crichton. Her husband had made a very un

Just Will. He had appointed a man she objected to, and another, a

stranger to her and a busy M.P., executors to his will and guardians

to his children, and bequeathed her a pittance of only two hundred

and fifty a year. He was a very wrong-headed man, very,-especially

0i_‘ late. I have sometimes doubted his complete sanity. I suspect

his wife had a deuced hard time of it. Crichton was on his way to

my Oliice to execute this last will and testament (which I assun -on I

f°"g:‘l1li flgamst as long as I could) when he met with his death.”

I trust Mrs. Crichton will have peace for the rest of her life,”

returned Adair,

“Well, yes, I hope so. But it is more than I expect. She is 8"

uncommon handsome, charming woman, and before a couple of years

£6 over some smart fellow on the lookout for money will snap her up.

1 0 amount of matrimonial misery warns a widow oil‘ the line. Well,

must 53)’ good-day : this is my ’bus.”

t Was more than a week before Mrs. Crichton wrote to Adair;
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then she appointed the next day but one for his visit, and concluded,

“ I still feel strange and bewildered, but the children are with me again,

and I am a little more like myself.”

Adair could not settle to any occupation, so eager and feverish

were his anticipations of the approaching interview. Nevertheless, he

schooled himself rigidly to maintain the kindly calmness of an old

friend in voice and look and manner when he again looked into the

eyes he loved so well and heard the voice which gave a charm to every

thing it uttered.

The morning of the day appointed by Mrs. Crichton, just as Adair

was starting for Sutherland Gardens a telegram was put into his hand.

It was from his sister, announcing the sudden seizure by paralysis of

his mother, and begging him to come to them at once. There were

many matters to arrange in the next few hours, but first he would see

Constance and show her the telegram.

Mrs. Crichton received him with grave, gentle composure, and

sympathized warmly in his distress respecting his mother. “You

must not waste time here, Norman, when you have so much to do.

As to myself, I have nothing decided to tell you. I can make no

plans until I know exactly how I stand ; and I believe our affairs are

rather complicated in consequence of Mr. Crichton’s connection with

various companies. But you will write to me about your mother?

and I will keep you informed of my movements.”

“ Yes, I must not stay. Thank heaven, I do not fear to leave you

now!” exclaimed Adair. “Even if I am obliged to take my mother

abroad, you are safe and free: no harm can come to you.”

“Let us forget the past, Norman,” she returned, with a slight

increase of color: “I wish to bury it in my unfortunate hnsband’s

ig_i£_a\,r,e ; for he was unfortunate, to be color-blind to the true aspects of

i e.

“You promise to write to me, then ?” urged Adair, taking her

hand, and looking long and wistfully into her eyes.

“I shall be glad to write to and hear from you: let me know

directly how you find your mother. Good-by, dear Norman, good-by,

and God bless you !”

He kissed her hand, and was gone.

Mrs. Adair’s illnem proved to be long and critical, and her recovery

exceedmgly slow. When able to be moved, she was advised to try

the_ south of Italy during the remainder of the winter and early

sprmg. Norman could not leave to his sister the task of conveying the

fragile invahd such a distance unaided, and therefore took charge of

the party, mpch to the delight of mother and daughter. In truth, be

was not_ anxious to return to England immediately. He knew that

Mrs. Crichton was safe and well ; she wrote regularly, if not frequently,

sometimes to him, sometimes to his sister, with whom she had renewed

her intercourse, and he felt that if he were often with her, drinking in

the delight of her presence, he could hardly hold back the avowal of

his profound love for her, hardly resist the passionate pleading for a

promise of future union; and this would, he knew, offend her. And
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thus the months rolled past hopefully, tolerably, and early spring had

come round again when Adair permitted himself to return to London.

How delightfully familiar it seemed to him as he issued from his

hotel the morning after his arrival! The interval since he left had

been a period of stagnation, an emotional blank, and it slipped from

his memory like water over a smooth decline. Was it yesterday or a

year ago since he hailed the Kilburn omnibus and on that most prosaic

conveyance drove away to meet his fate‘? A whole year ago,—the

most inactive year of his life,-—the one, the only one, which could

never be forgotten. Even though he ventured to hope for a happy

future, still, happiness does not write its mark upon the son] like the

fever and pain and unrest of a mental struggle. He hoped, chiefly

because he dared not despair. After all, why should Constance refuse

him? Of course she was too good, too fine a creature for him; but

she knew him well, and trusted him,—ay, and liked him in a certain

way. So, even without loving him as he loved her, she might be dis

posed to let him share her life as a tender sympathetic friend who

would care for her children as ifthey were his own, and be a real help

meet. “Of course I shall feel my way and be very prudent,” thought

Adair, as he rang the door-bell, and tried to keep himself cool and

composed, though his heart was beating hard and his pulses were

throbbing.

A_ strange servant opened the door,—a trifle which struck Adair as

an evil omen.

“Mrs. Crichton was at home: would he walk in ?”

He did, and was ushered up to the dreary drawing-room, dreary

now no longer. A bright fire burned in the grate, books and work

layaround; but in the back room was a large packing-case, and a

variety of ornamental articles lay about it. Evidently some change

W8_-s in progress. But he had no time to conjecture further, for Mrs.

Cnchton came in quickly, with both hands outstretched.

“My dear Norman! This is delightful! I had no idea you

would be here so soon.”

“Soon! It seems to me infinite ages since I saw you.”

He stood holding her ha_nds and gazing in delight at the radiant

health, the serene content, that beamed in her fair face. She had evi

dently flushed with pleasure at seeing him, for the brilliant color faded

igfiixetvhat as they exchanged inquiries and then sat down for a long

“And your mother will return in June? How pleased I shall be

to see her! You know, Norman, I used to be a little afraid of her:

she was very stately.”

ishe '3 _"".Y fragile now. I fear I must give up the project of

Settllu her in Scotland, though she would like it: she could not stand

the climate.”

'Here a pause occurred. Adair found it harder and harder to pre

set‘? the calm, friendly tone he had prescribed for himself. Loving,

Pa53l°I1_=lte Words sprang to his lips; and then he knew he could not

eel) his eyes silent while he tried to regain self-eontrol.

13- Cnchton rose, and, crossing the room to a writing-table on
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which lay letters and papers, unlocked a drawer and took out a thick

envelope. “There, Norman,” she said, placing it in his hand, “at

last I am able to pay the kindest creditor any one ever had,—at least

all that can be paid, which is but little. From the full obligation I

never wish to be relieved.”

“ But, Mrs. Crichton—Constance, I do not want this.”

“No, perhaps; but you will find some other poor wretch to help.

There, put it away; and none can ever know how you helped me in

my sorest need.” '

Adair had too much delicacy to refuse, but the little incident

seemed for a moment to raise up a barrier between them; his impulse

to avow his feelings for her was checked, and while he hesitated she

went on to speak of the children.

“You know,” added Mrs. Crichton, “that I have had my poor

Mary with me all the winter. We shall never part again. She is a

new creature, as you will see ; though she suffers at times. I have also

told you that we shall not be so well oft‘ as I at first expected; but I

have quite enough, and we have just succeeded in getting rid of the

lease of this house: you see I am beginning to pack up.”

“ And where are you going ?”

“ I am in treaty for a sweet old house with a big lawn and garden

near W , on the Epsom and Leatherhead Line. I do hope I shall

get it: my darlings will blossom like roses in the delightful air; and

it is scarcely half an hour from town, so you can run down and see us,

Norman, when you are ashore ; for I suppose you will go to sea ?”

A thrill of cold despair shivered through him. What did all

these plans mean, in which he could take no part? Prudence, caution,

all went by the board: he must grasp this lovely, lovable woman for

Whom his heart ached.

“But is it—is it wise to bury yourself alive in a suburban country

place,—the most lonely of all places?” he exclaimed, in imploring

tones. “You, at your age !-—You. so suited to enjoy and charm! I

don’t like to hear of it. I Constance, for God’s sake don’t plan

out your life without leaving room in it for me! You must know

that I am devoted to you heart and soul. Let me give my existence

to you and your sweet children: I love them for your sake and their

own. You could trust your happiness to me, and you can take your

own time. I would not ask you to do what is unbecoming. You

don’t know how utterly you have taken possession of me; but you

must know that I love you,—have loved you almost from the first.”

“Yes, Norman,” she said, softly, while she grew paler, “I did fear

it, even when I felt most grateful to you. ‘ You have been so true, so

considerate, to respect me as you have done in spite of my cowardly

want of respect for myself. But, dear old friend, I have no love to

give you, not the kind of love you deserve. All I once possessed

has been scathed, destroyed, by the terrible degradation of my past

life. N0 words could express to you the loathing with which I

shrink from the idea of marriage; the possibility would make me

hate any man,—even you, for whom I have the highest regard. Ah,

had you been my husband originally, I could have indeed been happy!
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And you, Norman, when you know that I am safe and well and utterly

content, you will throw off this afl"ection ”

“ You don’t know what you are saying!” he broke in, passionately.

“My life will be wrecked. I have existed for the last six months on

the hope of winning you. Don’t, Constance, don't throw me aside.

You are too young to have done with love. These painful memories

will fade and existence put on its spring attire. Do not reject me

without some consideration.”

“It would not be kind to you, Norman, either to hesitate or to

accept you. It is impossible to put into words the horror of marriage

which my married life has stamped deep into my soul. Throw your

self into your profession, and the forgetfulness you prophesy for me

will come to you. Then you will meet some fair young girl whose

fresh heart will be all yours, Norman,—yon are a man whom any

woman might love,—some creature who has never ‘been bruised and

wounded and dragged through the mire as I have been.”

“ You exaggerate!” cried Adair, passionately. “But even if it

were true, bruised, ‘wounded, mire-stained, you would still be my

queen.” And he held out his arms to her.

She turned from him and burst into tears. “ You only grieve, you

cannot change me, Norman.”

And still he pleaded, till her white cheeks, her steady distressed

eyes, suddenly struck conviction into his heart, and he ceased to speak.

A painful pause ensued.

“I feel my words are vain except to vex yon. Constance, can you

consent to lay down your youth ?”

“It has left me for the present,” she said, “ but it will revive agaill

as [my children grow to be companions. Their freshness will be in

fect1ous. The one boon I have prayed for during the past dreadful

years has been peace. I shall have it now. I can watch over my

sister and atone for the desolate past, and I can redeem the weakness

and errors of early days by firmness in the care of my children. Dear

II]‘Lr)‘;',l,11:1n, had I the smallest tinge of love for you, could I have said

He stood for a moment in despairing silence. Then, in a voice

1:g(£)\(riBEi)w,1,tl1 emotion, he exclaimed, “ It is good-by, then,—and a long

_ y_

_“ But not for always, Norman? When—-when you are yourself

“gam, you will be my friend?”

“Farewell!” he returned. “I will never vex you more.”

A long look, as if to learn her face by heart, and, without even

=1tt8:1‘1ptl1ig to touch her hand, he turned and left the house.

1 G°°d‘b.", N0Pman,—good-by. Would to God we had met and

oved before!” she murmured, bursting into a passion of tears.

THE END.

Vo1.. LVII.—6

k
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THE MOONSHINER OF FACT.

OME three years ago, my friend Pencrait made a flying trip through

Dixie. He was writing a novel at the time, in which one of the

characters was a Southern colonel, and, having never been south of the

Potomac, he concluded to take a week in which to familiarize himself

with the type. We met on the platform of the railway station at

Cartersville, Georgia; and while we were waiting for the train, Pen

craft complained rather bitterly of the scarcity of types in the South.

“So far as I can see, you have no types,” said he. “ I’ve been

down here five days now, and I’ve covered the ground pretty thoroughly

from Virginia to Louisiana. In all that time I haven’t met Colonel

Carter, or the Major, or the Joel Chandler Harris darky, or the Miss

Murfree mountaineer.” '

It was certainly exasperating, considering the time spent, and, wish

ing to be helpful, I looked about among the groups on the platform

for something typical enough to assuage Pencraft’s disappointment.

There was a family of country-people standing near us, and, suggesting

the possibility of literary material therein, I stood aside while Pencraft

made his notes. When completed, they read something like this:

“ Southern types :--family Georgians. Father tall, stoop-shouldered

—fifty or more—eotton shirt, brown jeans, discouraged slouch hat—

stands with hands in pockets and stares hard at nothing. Mother—

same type—sa]low complexion, faded brown eyes, thin hair (no par

ticular color), general aspect of dejection accented by snufi’-stick in

mouth. Elder daughter with unwashed baby-—younger edition of old

woman—has lateral curvature of spine from carrying child on left arm

—stands silently, like the others, as if in rapt contemplation. (]lIem.

-—Find out if Southern ruralist has subconscious esoteric leanings.)

Son—awkward youth of voice-changing age—belongs to the rumi

nants, and is slowly surrounding himself with circle of tobacco-juice

—_-IS greatly abashed when sister gives him baby to hold while she ties

ribbon on younger daughter's hair. Younger daughter—magnificent

type country beauty—black hair and eyes—tinted brunette skin—black

eyebrows, nearly straight--nose slightly aquiline and large enough to

harmonize with firm mouth and chin. Is decked out with much care

——e_v1dentl_y going on journey, which others have come to speed. Train

arm/es—s1lent leave-taking in which no one speaks. Black-eyed beauty

kisses whole family, beginning with stoop-shouldered father. Awkward

youth much disconcerted—fights when his turn comes, but is handi

capped_by _baby._ Beauty’s eyes snap—her face lights up with aroused

determ_1nat1on—1s_evidently not accustomed to refusals—grapples with

pnw1ll1ng 1out—k1sses him twice very forcibly—then darts up the steps

into the car.” '

Pencraft read the sketch aloud when we had taken our seats in the

Pullman, and asked for a classification of his subjects. I answered

that the people were most probably Georgia mountaineers.
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“Mountaineers? Not moonshiners !”

“Why, certainly. All mountaineers are moonshiners. Didn’t you

know that?”

“Great Scott! and you never so muol1 as hinted at the possibility !

You're no man's friend. Never mind, though: I can make a story

out of nothing more than that girl’s face.”

He did it; and, so far as the character of the young woman was

concerned, it was doubtless a true picture. Beyond the heroine, how

ever, verisimilitude handed the pen to literary tradition. The old man

became a buocaneer whose regard for human life was a minus quantity ;

the boy was transformed into a promising young cutthroat to whom

all strangers were “revenuers” and as such to be “ killed up” without

oompuuction. And for the minor characters there was a “Jake Man

ders,” an “Anderson” or two, and a young mountaineer whose name

I forget,—a1l as ferocious desperadoes as one would seek to avoid in a

day’s journey. They were the moonshiners of fiction; and, regarded

as artistic conceptions of the necessary accessories to the development

sf _aecdlramatie~and somewhat painful plot, they left nothing to be

esu .

The following year Pencraft made himself a holiday, and spent it

tramping in the mountains of East Tennessee. VVhen he came out, I

look occasion to ask if he had been gathering material for more moon

shmer stories. He appeared to be somewhat disquieted at the question,

and would have avoided it. When that was no longer possible, he

burst out\with some warmth :

“See here: what did you let me make a bally fool of myself for?

You knew there were no such people as I put into that story, and yet

you let me go on a11d write myself down an idiot along with the rest

of them, Why couldn’t you give me a hint ?”

_tI said something about not wishing to interfere with the literary

um 1es.

_ “Uuities be hanged! I went into the mountains at Morristowu

With a Winchester, a revolver, and a guide, determined to sell my life

at a fancy price. On the third day I sent the whole armament back

to town and went on empty-handed and alone. I might have sent my

money back, too, for all the use I had for it. These people are poor

“Pd Ignorant and simple and primitive,—anything you like along that

]{"e,—bl1t they’re as hospitable as the Arabs, as honest as they are

Blmlzle» and as harmless as unspoiled country-folk are anywhere.”

“Tlilen you didn’t meet any moonshiners ?” _

‘ D1dn’t I? I’ve eaten with them, drunk with them, slept in their

cabmsy stood watch with them—in short, I’ve been a moonshiner

guself for the past month. And now do you know what’s going to

feall])§)v9vl1‘:h I do the ‘new books’ for The Literary Junta, anld thflel first

. 0 . . _ e
himself slateigi-51% out with a fairy tale about these peop e W1 g

Zgow about ‘The Moonshiner’s Revenge,’ by Pelton Pencraft ?”

Shuts h: Lord! I forgot that asinine thing. Well, I suppose that

1 "If (_)H'. I can’t commit hari-kari. It would be playing Samson,

W0“ dnt lt?—and I can’t aiford to bury myself in the rums. Just

¥ m
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the same, old man, I’ll owe you a grudge as long as I live; you’ve

stood by and watched me miss the chance of a lifetime.”

Among those who know him best, Pencratt has the name of being

an enthusiast and an extremist; none the less, in the matter of the

moonshiners he told the simple truth. He erred, however, in believing

his experience with the mountaineers to be singular; it was merely

that of every one who has gone among them in any character what

soever save that of informer, spy, or “ revenuer.”

Not to draw too heavily upon the account of hearsay, a leaf from

my own note-book will serve to illustrate further the difference between

the moonshiner of the novelists and the dramatists and the illicit dis

tiller of fact. I had been whipping the streams for reluctant trout all

day up and down the gorges of the great mountain which the fathers

belittled by calling it Walden’s Ridge, when I stumbled unexpectedly

upon a mountaineer who had doubtless been watching my progress up

the rocky ravine. He was armed with the traditional rifle ; his posi

tion commanded the path; and the gorge was wild enough and isolated

enough to form the stage-setting for any scene of .violence, however

lurid and blood-curdling. According to all precedent, I should have

been arrested, tried by summary process, and—it' not rescued by some

mountain Pocahontas—flung from the brow of a precipice, to become

food for the unkindly buzzards. For the sake of the unities in litera

ture, it is to be regretted that nothing of the kind occurred. The man

nodded, gave and received the inevitable “howdy,” and would have

gone about his business without further speech if I had not inquired

the way to a cabin whose owner was my friend’s friend.

“ O1’ Jeff Ande’sou’s ?-—hit’s a good two hour an’ more f’om the head

0’ this yer gulch. Was ye ’lowin’ to put up over-night ’long ’ith Jeff?”

I admitted it, emphasizing the past tense; whereupon the man who

—speaking after the manner of the craft—-should have shot me down

without ceremony, or led me captive to my undoing, invited me to

pass the night under his roof. The invitation was accepted willingly

enough; and, inasmuch as the man’s personality and mode of life were

typical, they may be taken as the part which represents the whole.

The cabin, one degree more primitive than the “two pens and a

passage” of the valley farmer, stood at the entrance to a shallow cove

at the head of the ravine. Logs and split shingles were the materials

used in its construction, and these but sparingly, since there were but

a_smgle room and a loft,—the latter reached by a ladder from the out

Slde. Small as it was, however, the cabin sheltered three generations.

There was the old grandfather in the chimney-nook, a veteran of the

Mexican War, and there were the mountaineer and his wife, with a

gamut of children running up from the toddler under foot to the

eighteen-year-ol(l daughter, whose uninherited beauty and heroic dis

loyalty to k1th and kin have furnished the groundworkfor many a

movmg tale of the story-tellers.

If the cabin and its indwellers were typically primitive, the welcome

was 1n perlect keeping. When the dogs had been pacified by sundry

kits and a well-aimed blow or two from the rifle-butt, I was bidden

en r. .
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“Come awn, come right in, stranger—ef ye kin git in for the dirt

an’ the chillern. We ain't nowise fixed for comp’ny, but tl1ey’s allers

a welcome, sich as hit air.”

In the cramped interior, which at once served the various purposes

of kitchen, dining-room, parlor, and dormitory, the wife and daughter

were preparing the evening meal in front of the wide open fireplace;

but room, and the most comfortable split—bottomed chair in the cabin,

were quickly forthcoming for the guest. In_ the waiting interval, the

grandfather, in whom age had thawed the ice of mountain retioence,

beguiled the time with stories of the pioneers; but the others were

silent, and one who knew them not might have doubted the sincerity

of his welcome.

In a little while the housewife raked the sweet potatoes from the

ashes and drew the corn-pones out of the hearth oven ; but not even

the supper, which was a bountiful one for a mountaineer’s cabin, served

to breach the barrier of reticenoe. After the first invitation, “Make

ye an arm, stranger, make ye an arm an’ reach—-ye’re full welcome,”

the silence which is golden came again and brooded over the table; but

afterwards, when we gathered about the fire to smoke, the spell was

broken by degrees. Being a. hunter and fisherman from necessity, my

host was naturally curious to know why one should turn his back upon

the comforts of the town to tramp uncounted miles through the moun

tmns with a fly-rod; and in the cross-fire of question and answer he

was led by littles to speak more freely of the things concerning him

self and his kind.

‘: Yes, I reckon you-uns’d ’low bit was a toler’ble pore sort of a way

to glt along. Times I ’low that-a-way myself, but hit thess nae-herly

look like there hain’t nothin’ else for we-nns to do. Times I ’low l1it’d

he better to th’ow hit all up an’ go somewhars else—-Texas, ’r the like.

Ever be’n to Texas ?”

_ I answered, and then diplomatically steered him away from the

dwagation.

, ‘fN°, Ular’s toler’ble little that we-uns kin do to raise money.

:1‘1mes hit seem like we-uns cayn’t make enough to pay the taxes

Fhe lan’s mighty pore on these yer mountings, an’ what little craps

we-nus do git cayn’t be hauled nowhars whar they’ll sell.”

At this point in the conversation I ventured to suggest that some

0f the mountaineers knew how to transmute their corn into something

Which was at once portable and salable. My host eyed me in silence

fora while, speaking again when his native shrewdness assured him

that he was not entertaining an enemy unawares.

“’St1llin’ hit, I reckon ye mean. Yes, but thar’s a. heap 0’ resk

about that thar. The revenuers air purty toler’ble thick, an’ a ’stiller

ncv knows what n1inute’s a-gwine to be the nex’. Inev’ could onde1‘

stand why the gover"IMni’s so mighty partic’]ar ’bout that that. B65’

We-uns km do, thar cayu’t be enough liquor ’stilled in the mountings

*9 hurt I10b0dy; more’n all that, we-uns fit for the gover’ment in war

tlmes, all’ hit thess nacherly look like hit ortn’t to be hard on we-uns

utter that thar.”

I agreed with him honestly, and then tried to show that the net of

¥
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the revenue law, though set to capture the big fish, must of necessity

take in both great and small; that the underlying principle of equal

rights would not admit of exceptions.

“I reckon ye’re right; but hit do seem like the gover’ment mought

raise hits taxes ’thout starvin’ we—uns lum out’n the country. I

1-ic’lect a man on this yer ve’y mounting t at nev’ did ’stil nare bushel

0’ corn ’ceppin’ to raise the money to pay his’n taxes; an’ yit they-all

tuk him an’ sent him to the pen’tenshry, an’ the woman an’ chillern

might’ nigh starve’ ’fore-ever he come back.”

Admitting the premises, the argument was unanswerable; and

presently my host went out, and I saw him no more. The reason for

his absence suggested itself at once, and the inference became a con

clusion when the daughter gave me a candle and left me at the foot

of the ladder which led to my bed in the loft. It was a moonlight

night, and the small cornfield filling the cove behind the cabin made a

yellow blur on the landscape. Here was a farmer who appeared to

keep no animals, and whose holding was miles from any market and

practically inaccessible for wheeled vehicles. Why should the man

raise corn under such conditions ? There was only one answer to that

question, and it received its confirmation in the morning when my host

kept his bed during breakfast.

“ Andy he’s sort 0’ porely this mornin’, an’ I ’lowed he’d better not

git up,” said the wife, in explanation; but he seemed to be sleeping

soundly enough, so far as one might judge from appearances, and I

went my way silently incredulous, regretting a little that I had been

so near to a secret still without having been permitted to share the

vigil of its owner.

I have quoted the mountaineer at some length, both because it is

interesting to get the moonshiner’s point of view in his own speech,

and because he sets forth in so many words the reasons for his existence.

Whiskey—making is no new thing to him. His forefathers, the pic

neers, who cleared the way before the advancing army of agriculturists

1n the early settlement of the region west of Virginia and the Caro

linas, were distillers before they were law-breakers. Aside from wood

craft, it was their single art, handed down from father to son from the

days when their ancestors made poteen in the Irish hills or usquebaugh

in the Scottish Highlands.

When the Excise Act of 1791 made their industry illegal, the

mountaineers were already a people separate and apart, insulated by

their manners, customs, and encompassments from their more pros

perous neighbors in the fertile valleys. Hence they were enabled to

ignore the law, and for more than half a century they were practically

unmol_ested in the exercise of what came to be considered an inalien

able right. The moral efl'ect upon the people of this long period of

immunity can scarcely be estimated. To the mountaineer, turning his

corn into whiskey seems as natural and right as changing his apples

mto cider does to the Northern owner of orchards. From his restricted

point of view, the tax on the manufacture of spirituous liquors is a

thing accursed,—an unjust measure directed against his inherent right

to do what he will with his own. For this cause it is next to im
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possible to convince him that an infraction of the revenue laws is a thing

intrinsically wrong; he is not sufliciently in touch with modern civili

zation or the body politic to realize his moral obligations as a citizen.

Moreover, aside from his convictions in the matter, his temptations

to become a law-breaker are very considerable. In addition to the fact

that he cannot market his crop in its natural state,—a condition which

puts him at once in the very forefront of the battle in the struggle for

existenoe,—he is usually remote from towns and so unable to procure

even the small alcoholic basis needed for the simple remedies which he

compounds from the roots and herbs of his native forests. A trifling

need, one may say, yet sickness is a mighty lever; and since the penal

ties imposed by law extend to the carrier of untaxed liquor, many a

mountaineer has been led into wrong-doing by motives which were

quite the reverse of criminal.

To cite an example. In a certain townless district of the Great

Smoky Mountains, an old man once trudged many miles through the

darkness of a stormy night to buy a quart of whiskey at a secret still.

His wife was sick, and the liquor was needed for medicinal purposes;

therefore, in the sight of his neighbors, at least, the man had just

cause for setting aside his scruples, if he had any. He obtained the

whiskey, but on his return home was apprehended with the telltale

bottle in his possession. He thought his case a hard one at best; but

when he was brought into court and there learned that the law made

his punishment three times heavier than that of the men who distilled

the liquor, it is safe to presume that his loyalty as a citizen suffered a

shock from which it never fully recovered. One thing is certain :

when the judge, in view of the extenuating circumstances, exercised

his prerogative and suspended judgment, the old man went back to

the mountains with a story which was calculated to make his district a

(hflicult one for the oiiioers; and so it remains to this day.

‘ Notwithstanding such prosecutions, however, and the consequent

1ll feeling stirred up by them, the moonshiners and their sympathizers

generally offer little more than a passive resistance to the raids of the

revenue oificers. And this is the more remarkable when One remem

bers that the mountaineers come of fighting stock, and that personal

wrongs among them are usually redressed without the aid of judge or

J\II',\'._ A closer study of the mountain character—and one which the

novehst seems not to have made—explains the apparent contradiction,

and also reveals much that is praiseworthy. As a people, the moun

tameers are simple and primitive; but, while they have taken on none

9f the gloss of civilization, they are singularly free from its vices. Theft

IS uncommon, immorality is rare, and truthfulness is the rule rather

than the exception. Their poverty is great, but their hospitality is

unbounded. Their enmity is apt to be lasting, but their loyalty to

lnnsmen and friends is invincible. The latter-day economist may call

them thnftless and improvident, but they take privations as a matter

Of course and ask aid of no man. In the steeple~chase of modem

llrogrtfi they have been left far behind ; lacking the means to en

coumge the schoolmaster, thev have gradually lost the inclination ; the

world around them has moved forward, but they have stood still.

¥
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Out of such material is made the illicit distiller of fact. He is

neither a bandit nor a highwayman, a disturber of the peace nor, in

respect to formularies other than the revenue statutes, a law-breaker.

Least of all, perhaps, is he a desperado. Within a month of this

present writing, a traveller on one of the Tennessee railways entered

the smoking-car of the train. In the rear seat sat an ofiicer in charge

of a “ covey” of moonshiners flushed by him on the mountain the night

before. There were twelve in the party; they had yielded without re

sistance to one man; and—most singular circumstance of all, in the

South——the deputy had not found it necessary to put them in irons.

At their trial the members of this party will doubtless plead guilty

to a man, though a little hard swearing would probably clear half of

them; they will beg for mercy or for light sentences; and those of

them who promise amendment will most likely never be again brought

in on the same charge, for the mountaineer is prone to keep his prom

ises, amendatory or otherwise.

A venerable judge, in whom judicial severity is tempered by a

generous admixture of loving—kindness and mercy, and whose humane

decisions have made his name a word to conjure with among the

dwellers in the waste places, tells a story which emphasizes the promise

keeping trait in-the mountain character. A hardened sinner of the

stills, whose first and second ofl'ences were already recorded against

him, was once again brought to book by the vigilance of the revenue

men. As an old offender, who had neither promised nor repented, it

was like to go hard with him; and he begged earnestly, not for

liberty, but for a commutation of his sentence which would send him

to jail instead of the penitentiary, promising that so long as the judge

remained upon the bench he would neither make nor meddle with

illicit whiskey. He won his case, and was sent to jail for a term of

eleven months. This was in summer. Six months later, when the

first snows began to powder the bleak summits of Chilhowee, the judge

received a letter from the convict. It was a simple-hearted petition

for a “furlough” of ten days, pathetic and eloquent in its primitive

English and quaint misspelling. Would the good judge let him off

for just ten days? \Vinter was coming on, and the wife and children

were alone in the cabin on the mountain, with no one to make pro

VlS10l1 for their wants. He would not overstay the time, and he would

“ certain shore” come back and surrender himself.

His petition was granted, and, true to his word, the mountaineer

returned on the tenth day and gave himself up to the sheriff. He

served the remainder of his sentence, and after his release kept his

pledge so long as the judge remained on the bench. I would the story

ended here, but the truth is pitiless. When the conditions of his

promise no longer bound him, the mountaineer went back to his old

trade; and only a few days since, his still was raided and he was shot

and killed.

Mountain whiskey, known in its habitat as “ moonshine,” “ wild

cat)” “corny ‘f Old com,” Or “ pine-top,” is a colorless liquid, raw and

fieryito the civilized palate, with a faint smoky aroma which is its only

quality iii common with the usquebaugh of the Scottish Highlands.
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Its makers know none of the arts of adulteration, hence it is pure and

free from drugs. As a beverage, it is unique; and as an intoxicant,

for the outlander at least, it is a profound success. Singularly enough,

though the mountaineers themselves drink it freely, over-indulgence

among them is rare, and, in a region where whiskey is rather more

plentiful than the necessaries of life, there are but few drunkards.

Commenting upon its combative properties, an old resident of one

of the valley towns said to me, “ It's a blame’ ugly drunk; I reckon

ther’ ain’t no more fightin’er liquor this side 0’ the Mexican aguardenty.

Now, ther’ was the time when Jim Hallabee got hisself killed up in

that ther’ argyment long with Jud Byars. They’d both been fillin’ up

on pine-top, an’ Jud he—” I had to listen to his pointless narra

tive of battle, murder, and sudden death, but the reader shall be spared.

The mocnshiner’s distillery is a very primitive affair. Occasionally

it is housed in a cave, or in a crevice of the cliff; oftener it is found in

alittle ravine, in a laurel-screened hollow on the plateau, or in the

depths of the forest. Failing the shelter alfcrtled by a cave, the appa

ratus is covered by no roof other than the sky, and shut in by no walls

save those builded by the trees or the undergrowth. The “copper”

is set in a furnace built of stones and plastered with clay ; a stream of

water from the nearest brook serves for a condensing bath for the

worm; and these, with a tub to catch the drippings, complete the plant.

_ Notwithstanding the fact that the still is often the common property

oi an entire neighborhood, its capacity is usually very small,—so small,

1m_leed, that were the law to take cognizance of quantity the moon

sinner would be the most inconsequent of ofl'enders. Stories are not

lackmg to tell of apple-brandy stills made out of a teapot; and in at

least one authenticated case the legend has a basis of fact. An old

mcuntameer was arrested and taken three hundred mila from his

home on Sand Mountain to answer for an alleged infraction of the

revenue laws. The still was produced in court; it was a common tin

teapot, with a series of‘ wooden tubes for a worm. The judge dis

missed the case, sent the old man home, and gave a free rendering of

the law of common sense to the over-zealous constabulary.

In operating a secret still, every man interested bears an equal

§hal‘€._ Sentries are posted day and night, and a surprise by the oflicers

is an infrequent occurrence. A resort to violence in its defence is the

efioeptlon, since the most ignorant of the mountaineers knows that a

smgle olficer has the authority and resources of the government at his

l"-wk-' Strangers, however, whose business is unknown are sometimes

1‘:"ltllm,‘]dated,th0ugl1 this, too, is the exception. Oftener the wayfarer

0 ‘EPPQIIS to Stumble upon a still is invited to make himself useful

W cuttmg 9' stick of Wood, 01‘ by feeding the fire,--services which are

supposed. to ‘Puke him particepa crt'mim's in the illegal industry.

to vIn.d'sP°5l_lJg Of his product the moonshiner is compelled to. resort

‘vi,-Tons amfiees to escape detection. Formerly he used to brmg _h|s

it fls ey to lown 0" “ first Mondays,” or other court-days, dispensing

8 -mm 3 sP1g0t9(l cask in his wagon to all comers and in quantities to

.un’ much as the Northern farmer vends his cider. Later, when an

Increase in the number of deputy collectors made this plan impractica

¥
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ble, it became the custom to sell the liquor through some friendly

valley farmer. When this, in turn, grew dangerous, the mountaineer

retreated to his stronghold and let it be noised about that his customers

must seek him. In some localities a distiller bolder than his com

panions would hold nightly appointments with thirsty humanity on

some lonely cliff; and a modification of this plan was adopted by a

band of moonshiners operating on the plateau of the Cumberlands

above a small mining town on the railway. Shortly after dark on

pleasant summer evenings the townsfolk would hear the mellow notes

of a wooden horn echoing over the valley, and a light would be seen

swinging on the crest of an inaccessible clifi° which rises abruptly

behind the village. It was the signal of the moonshiners; and who

soever would climb to the base of the crag would find a cord dangling

below the light, with a buckskin wallet and a hook at its lower end.

Putting his money in the wallet and hanging his jug on the hook, the

bibulous one had only to wait until the line could be drawn up and

lowered again. '

After a time this plan too became hazardous, and at present much

more circuitous methods are employed. A hollow tree or a stump in

the forest on the mountain is designated by common consent. In this

the purchaser deposits his money and a receptacle for the liquor, and

goes his way in peace for an hour or more. When he returns,—if he

has been acting, meanwhile, in good faith,—the money has been taken

and the jug filled; by whom, the buyer least of all men is able to say.

Here and there, in the remoter districts, a friendly “ fence” is yet to be

found in the neighborhood of a secret still, but in this case the liquor

is sold only to those who are known to be tried men and true; a

stranger will bargain in vain, though he urge in extenuation all the

ills to which the flesh is heir.

These are the ordinary methods of sale adopted when the market

for his product is normally active; but in time of need the moonshiner

who has the courage of his convictions will not hesitate to take greater

risks. Now and then he will venture into town with a few filled jugs

concealed under a load of corn, garden-produce, or split stove-wood,

taking his chances on disposing of the liquor as opportunity may offer.

Again, he will sling a small jug to a stout belt, provide himself with

a tin cup and a funnel, and, With his portable saloon hidden under

a great-coat, will hang upon the edges of a crowd at an open-air

political meeting or other gathering, filling bottles or selling by the

drink. Under such circumstances he takes his liberty in his hand.

If detected, he will usually fight before he is taken; and, knowing

little of the ethics of civilized warfare, he is very likely to make the

struggle a battle royal, as many a less primitive person might under

similar conditions. '

_There are also occasions when he will even resist the ofiicers in his

native mountains; and, admitting his premises, it is a wonder that he

does not always do so. From the mountaineer’s point of view, the

moonsh_mer’s occupation is not only blameless, but it is pursued under

exigencies and harassments that must appear grievous and oppressive.

It is only with the greatest difiiculty that he can procure and assemble
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the various parts of his distilling apparatus; and when it is in work

ing order he must hide it in the loueliest place he can find, remote

from even the scanty comforts of the mountaineer’s cabin. After that,

he must guard it with unremitting vigilance, watching it day and night,

and living the life of a hunted outlaw betweentimes; and all this

when he is only doing what he firmly believes he has a perfect right to

do. Then comes the catastrophe. A band of armed deputies swoops

down upon his secluded retreat; if he surrender, he has to stand

quietly by and witness the destruction of his property, with the com

forting assurance that the jail or the penitentiary will presently make

a longer or shorter gap in his freedom. The alternative is resistance,

and occasionally he accepts it, though rarely with the enthusiastic ardor

ascribed to him by the novelist or the newspaper space-writer. A

precipitate retreat, a running fight through the forest punctuated by

a few dropping shots from squirrel rifles and Winchesters, and the

morning papers announce in leaded head-lines,

FIERCE BATTLE WITH THE WILDCATTERSI

Moonsnrns Jaxn’s SECRET STILL

RAIDED BY THE DEPUTIESl

A Dssrnnars STRUGGLE, IN wurcn THE

FATAL Wmcnnsran oars IN ITS

DEADLY WORK!

After which startling introduction one goes on to the details given in

the smaller type of the despatch with quickened pulse and apprehen

sive 1nterestsharp-set, only to find that the reporter has most unaccount

illlfly 0fu1itted a list of the dead and wounded or any further mention

ereo .

Such battles there are now and then, but their infrequency is the

I t_ possible proof of the mountaineer’s good sense and peaceable

inclinations ; and their bloodlessness becomes evident when it is

remembered that in a single judicial district in Tennessee there are at

Present Over two hundred moonshiners awaiting trial, all of whom

were taken without loss of life, and most of whom surrendered with

out resistance of any sort.

_ Thls, then, is the moonshiner of fact, defined in general terms and

without prejudice to the assumption that here and there in the thinly

P‘~’°Pled and slightly policed mountain region one may occasionally

stumble upon bands of desperadoes who are also illicit distillers. Such

Dds there are, but they are generally made up of escaped criminals

Who have taken to moonshining as an occupation at once less dangerous

and more remunerative than highway-robbery or petty larceny. The

outlaws from whom they are recruited are not always m0untaineers,—

sit“ by ad0ption,—and it is but just to add that they are held in equal

lsrepulte by the men of the plateaus and the farmers of the valleys.

r°_m my study window one may look out upon a forest-clad

mountain whose summit lifts the sky-line of the western horizon, and

Whose gray clifi's are near enough to reflect the rays of the morning

sun- S0lnewhere in one of its many gorges is said to be the haunt of

k



76 NA TIVITY.

a noted outlaw and his clansmen, among whom there are escaped crimi

nals of every degree of turpitude. One is a murderer, two more are

horse—thieves,' others are convicts from the State chain-gangs. They

are said to be moonshiners; and, as they commit no open depredations,

the inference is plausible. But on no account should the simple-hearted

mountaineer, who raises corn that he cannot sell and distils it because

he thinks he has an inherent right so to do, be made to answer for

their sins in addition to his own. He has nothing in common with

them save the occupation in which they are, in a certain sense, his

competitors. In the gang in question, so far as may be ascertained,

the people of the plateaus have no representatives; and I shall have

written in vain if the fact be not clearly established that the sheriff

could raise a posse for its capture or dispersal quite as readily on the

mountain as in the valley.

To the raids of the deputy collectors these escaped criminals often

oppose the most desperate resistance, not because they are distillers, but

because many of them are wanted for far more serious crimes; and in

his reports of such conflicts the war-correspondent may perhaps be ex

cused for mistaking a consequence for a cause. None the less, it is an

injustice to the moonshiner per se, of whom his very judges say that he

is but an ignorant countryman, obstinately honest, perversely truthful,

unlettered but shrewd, and, withal, never a criminal in the dictionary

definition of theword.

And, finally, a word to the fellow-craftsmen of the guild of letters,

from one who, like Pencraft, lacked prescience and so was once moved

to add his mite to the unrealities of mountain literature. Hang not, I

pray you, the wickedness of your mountaineer villain upon the peg of

illicit distilling. Make him a desperado incarnadine and a moonshiner,

if you please, but not the former because of the latter. Moreover,

what 1s written is written, but let nothing herein set forth be taken as

an admission that the sunny Sonthland, urban or rural, mountain or

valley, is deficient in sound, flawless timber for the making of fictional

evil-doers, gentle or simple. The while the rising tide of civilization

laves but the foot of the mountain; so long as the personal quarrel is

fought out between man and man; and what time the ready weapon

anticipates the Anglo-Saxon fist,-—the folk-lore of the South will honor

the draft of the story-teller even though it be filled out to four figures

and written in red ink.

Euncia I/yndm

NATIVITY.

NOT only far away and long ago,

With wondering joy and prescience of woe,

Came God to man on that transfiguring morn,.

But now, but now, with wordless ecstasy,

Yet trembling for a grief that is to be,

In every mother’s bosom Christ is born.

Charles G. D. Roberts.
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THE WOJIAN OF ASBESTOS.

T was the field-day of the life of Marco Torrelli. His play, “ The

Woman of Asbestos,” accepted by a Neapolitan manager, placarded

upon walls, heralded by all sorts of gossip, was to be performed that

evening for the first time.

He was an ardent lover of the drama; in the amateur theatrical

club of his native provincial town he was :1 leading actor and a literary

authority. He had the reputation of knowing the world,—a fame

based, perhaps, upon the reading of current French novels and plays,

and upon the habit of uttering inexpensive epigrams of a cynical

quality which somehow suggwted an impassioned and tender heart

petrified by disillusions. This gave him great prestige with the young

ladies of his acquaintance, who would have liked to repeat the famous

experiment of Hannibal, softening that rock. No, no: Hannibal did

it by means of vinegar; the girls poured only the honey of their

flatteries.

I Afterward, when Marco Torrelli had proved the solidity of his

limty heart, which absolutely would not disintegrate, the honey turned

to vinegar of the sharpest, and they voted him to be a stupid fellow,

H11 _ego1st without true feeling for art. He found himself, all at once,

assigned to unsympathetic r6les,—at first detested rivals, then heavy

fathers, and even comic pers0nages,—while another young man suc

oeeded to the rank of “ first lover,” which had been Torrelli’s preroga

hve. The day when they gave to him the part of an old family

servant with a dust-brush, he silently turned on his heel and renounced

the Fdodrammatici once for always.

He went home, and after serious reflection remained persuaded that

he had indeed a vocation for the drama—but as an author of plays.

Already he had in his desk several quires of respectable blank verse.

_e would write a play that should be his revenge on contempora

rles and his epistle to posterity. It is true that not all the letters to

P0-%er1ty reach their address, for Time is an untrustworthy postman.

owevel‘, that need not prevent one from sending them.

_ In the sanity of the morrow’s daylight, Torrelli perceived that in

thls end Of the century great and primitive passions are no longer in

"°gl_19- The period of romanticism is past, when “ Hernani" could be

girned by acclaim of a generous clique. The public is apt to yawn at

an Verse, and to suspect the comic in Alexandrines, which are all

very Well about a hat or a lap-dog, but are no longer able to elicit l

grand emotions: like the elephant, terrible in the armies of ancient

ersla, but absurd when, in his unwieldy bulk, he is seen nowadays at i

he circus. '

d“If I d0D’i_wish to he laughed at,—and heaven knows that I’ve I

wa_te@fl0Hgh of it with those girls,” said Torrelli to himself,—“ I must } ‘

thnt .111 Prose-_ Psychology, realism, above all, a feminine parad0x,—— ‘ l

a 15 my busmess. First, let us be logical. My French colleagues” ' ‘

-
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(for he had begun by dramatizing himself, so much so that he counted

Signor M. Torrelli in the list which numbers MM. Sardou, Dumas

fils, Coppée, and the others) “ have exploited the problems of love and

of its substitutes, passion and caprioe. There may be a few turns of

the kaleidoscope which ces messier/11's have not yet tried—who knows?

But, meanwhile, a heroine palpitating with verity, yet loveless,—-abso

lutely incapable of the sentiment, impervious, irresponsive, imprac

ticable, non-inflammable-—that’s it! Non-inflammable. A woman of

asbestos; of delicate fibre, which, however, flames have no power to

assail. Yes, my heroine shall be the Woman of Asbestos.”

Which brings the story just to where it began,-—the first represen

tation of the new play in five acts, by the brilliant young author

Signor M. Torrelli, La Donna d’Amianto, etc., etc. (\Vho wants to

re-read a theatre-bill of yester-year ?)

Torrelli was fortunate: the auguries were favorable all along the

line. By influence of a former townsman, his play had been promptly

examined by an eminent manager, who accepted it. (No matter for

the name of the impresario, for he is very busy and hasn't time to read

the MSS. of Tizio, Caio, and Sempronio, nor of their American cousins,

Thomas, Richard, and Henry.) The mile of Bianca—the heroine made

of asbestos—was intrusted to the famous Maria Massimiliani, the ex

traordinary actress with magical green eyes, gifted with a subtle fasci

nation which is the despair of her sisters in Melpomene; she who is

known to pass whole hours before the cage of tigers at the menagerie

in order to imitate the long, lithe step of the terrible creatures made of

steel and of velvet, with tawny hair like her own. Only, that of the

tigers is colored by nature. The “first lover,” Count Riccardo, was

to be played by Teodoro Perotti—en0ugh of himself to attract to the

theatre all the Neapolitan ladies, flattering them by his art which

apparently addresses tender glances and words to every box at the

same time. The treacherous Parisian rival, Victor Dumont, was to be

represented by that clever Egidio Frasca, whose manner of lighting a

cigarette on the stage wins for him a fresh harvest of sentimental

billets after each performance. The box-receipts were promising. It

onlgpremained for the play to make a good impression upon the

pu ic.

Torrelli passed a day of contradictory and exhausting emotions.

He felt himself to be like the india-rubber which held together the

MS. of his drama. First, hope pulled him out to twice his natural

extent; then fear let him collapse, shortened and limp of spirit.

\Vould the piece succeed? Or would it make a fiasco? These were

the questions that tormented and kept him restless; smoking four pulfs

of a cigar and then throwing it away; drinking sips of water, for a

dryness of the month which was really the thirst for fame; looking

out of the window, as if he expected Fortune to come and ring the

door-bell. As the evening approached, nervous shivers and lan uors

assailed the poor young playwright. Who would comprehen his

beautiful Bianca, his white lady, cold among the ardors which she

inspired, dying of that gelid isolation of her spirit? There is a

moment for most plays when the merest chance, the cynical smile of a
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. newspaper critic or the jeer of an ungodly gamin near the roof, can

turn the scale and condemn the piece. “Somebody laughed” is the

real epitaph of many a respectable drama. Even to think of such a

mishap, Torrelli seemed to see his heroine become ugly, insipid, mean

ingless, and fade from his fancy. Stupid creature, why had she

emerged from nothingness to betray him into a blunder? Of all the

frigid conceits that ever entered the mind of a writer, that Woman of

Asbestos was easily chief.

Torrelli, in a panic, would have liked to take the next train for his

native town and there devote himself to the studies of law which

lately he had abandoned. Then returned his Woman of Asbestos in

all her power; he thrilled with premonitions of a great success, ap

plause, women in tears, men pale as the handkerchiefs that they waved,

twenty-four calls before the curtain, more applause, cries of “The

author!” the whole house rising to its feet, a rain of laurel wreaths

and bouquets, a tumult dimly perceived through his intense emotion ;

then managers, actors, journalists, crowding about him with compli

ments and brilliant propositions,—-the entire triumphal phantasmigoria

of the playwright who has conquered his public.

At last it was time to dress and go to the house of the newspaper

man with whom Torrelli was to dine. This friend—the former fellow

townsman—and his wife were to accompany Torrelli to the theatre

where. two dramas would be enacted at the same time,—the Donna

d Annanto, and, still more important, that of the fate of the author.

' At Roberto Giusti’s, Torrelli felt better. The newspaper man took

tlnngs as they came, having lost long ago the self-consciousness and

anxiety of a provincial; and Donna Argemira, the wife of Ginsti, was

§0 frank, so smiling, that the dramatist was somewhat reassured. But

in his heart, deep in that little chamber where our emotions hold

'00mmit_tee-meetings which make no formal report even to ourselves,

Porrelli knew that for the first time he was to measure his strength

rigamst the hard world. Until then, he had lived in a small sphere of

his own creation, where he, enamoured of his incombustible Bianca,

Was yet master of the situation and of her. In those dreams he had

Zlwflys had the upper hand; it is true that he had wept, some great

Pt t§a1‘S, when the Woman of Asbestos killed herself-—at his own

dictation. Before his writing—desk, he had been at once a lover and a

But in the theatre! One can’t reckon on the mood of the

c.

M Meanwhile, Giusti told anecdotes of first performances, of incredible

dllnders of actors which, after all, made the fortune of the piece, of

it Yerse opinions later corrected. Donna Argemira, in her rich tranquil

ioice, confirmed these comforting reminiscences. From all this Tor

relh took courage.

er {F they entered the box, in that theatre full of light and of color,

ow ed wuh people awaiting the new play, Torrelli spoke softly to

09:13 Aigemira:

S$0 you know, signora, I’m horribly frightened?”

e ]a“gl1ed_ without malice. “’Tis the intermittent fever of a

- Who Will invent a moral quinine?”

¥7
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And Giusti, whojhad heard their phrases, added, kindly, “Your

play will please, my dear fellow. But, even if not, yours would not

be the first nor the last failure. And one must always try again, after

having felt the claws of the public.”

Fine encouragement! For already poor Torrelli, face to face with

his public, was under the power of its feline fascination, hypnotized

by all those gleaming opera-glasses turned toward the box where the

author was known to be seated. It seemed to him that he could not

move, under the spell, at once terrible and lnlling.

The overture was played. The curtain rose upon the drawing-room

scene in the house of Bianca. Some “walking gentlemen” came and

went, and talked, to let the audience know about this cold woman, the

despair of lovers whose name was legion. Then the stage was empty,

and the muted violins and ’celli were wailing as Maria Massimiliani

made her effective entrance, in a gown of white silken stuff, trailing in

statuesque folds. Here at last was the Woman of Asbestos as Tor

relli had dreamed her,—all white, cold, diaphanous, blazing only with

the flames of the opals and the diamonds on her hands, her throat, her

hair. Now the servant brings to Bianca a note, which she opens with

a dangerous toy, a little mediaeval poniard which the writer of that

billet, the Count Riccardo, had given to her. (It may as well be

observed, right here, that our good Torrelli had planned a later appear

ance, !) la Sardou, of that gift of friendship.) The count would pay

her a visit in an hour, to present to her M. Victor Dnmont, who had

begged for that honor. Of course the count was the adorer who had

the best chance with the Woman of Asbestos, and equally of course he

introduced his rival.

But, since those who saw the first, and sole, performance of the

Woman of Asbestos know the story, and nobody will ever see another

representation of it, the scenario may be remitted. Enough to confess

that, despite the exquisite graces of Maria Massimiliani, the glances

and the accents of the jeune premier, and the cigarette lighted and half

smoked by that clever Egidio Frasca, the first act was not successful.

The good-natured but not inexperienced public -had already seen adap

tations, more or less direct, from our masters the Frenchmen. They

applauded the excellence of the intentions of the author and of the

actmg of the company. They permitted the play to proceed.

Torrelh suffered mutely. Giusti sought to console him; Donna

_Argem1ra began to point out to him various distinguished personalities

1n the.ho_use. All at once, like a soft ray of the moon, amid that glare

of artificial lights, there appeared to Torrelli the figure of a. blonde

Woman In an opposite box. She, and not that actress with the enam

en,ed_ Whlteness; the tawny hair, the neurotic starts which caused the

bnlhants and the opals to flash out their fires, might have been the

Woman of Asbestos. Young, calm, with fiaxen tresses, wearing a

gown of lustreless white wool, with rows of opaque pearls around

her throat, in her hands a bouquet of odorless white bouvardias, the

imaginary herome of Torrelli was materialized before his sight.

Dodhzvifi-glinirit lady’ dressed in white: °PPOSite ?” he inquired of
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“I don’t know her. Perhaps Roberto can tell us.”

But the journalist could not say. She was perhaps a stranger in

Naples. '

To Torrelli, excited and unhappy, it seemed as if that beautiful

young woman saw and pitied his mortification. He fancied that more

than once when a fortunate point was applauded she turned an invol

untary glance toward the box where he sat. He was no coxcomb;

he did not take for himself the almost imperceptible signs of interest,

but admired in her the womanly gentleness that is sorry for the pain

of any creature whatever. Meanwhile the play continued. Torrelli

came, little by little, to the conclusion that the passions which at his

writing-desk had appeared to him great and imposing were upon the

stage illogical, insufficient, fantastic. The hero now seemed to him

improbable; the Parisian rival was the old conventional type whom

everybody recognizes as soon as he enters the scene. Torrelli had not

yet, however, lost faith in his \Voman of Asbestos; and Maria Mas

suniliani was not to blame for anything that happened, for she did her

best with the part. The audience watched every movement of her

smuous shape, would not lose a tone of her vibratory, pathetic voice.

But first the actors, then the critics, then Torrelli himself, finally

the public,—all but those worthy citizens to whom the theatre is

always the theatre, a real festival,-—knew that the play had failed.

Poor_Torrelli began to hate his VVoman of Asbestos, and also Maria

Masmmiliani. And always the lady of the opposite box unconsciously

ramed balm upon the fever of his lacerated self-esteem. His ideal

changed, then and there, from the tragically impassible \Voman of

Afihestos to a creature more human, sympathetic, moved to tender pity.

In the final scene of Torrelli’s play—those know who saw it that

ev_ening—the Woman of Asbestos makes desperate attempts to light

within herself some flame of love, however feeble, at the generous

blaze of the passion of Riccardo. All the others have left her cold,

even that Parisian with the cigarette, who might have been expected

‘Q be capable of pleasing her. She permits Riccardo to take her in

his arms, to call her his adored bride,—-a phrase which is liked by the

upper gallery,—and to imprint kisses upon her brow. Then, in a

sudden tempest of tears, Bianca declares that all is in vain, that they

have but too truly named her the “'oman of Asbestos, that she never

has loved, never can love. But she is not ungrateful; and she will

prove it to Riccardo.

T_hB.!_1ud_ience knew that something was to happen when Maria

assimihani, still in the arms of the jeune premier, bent suddenly

backward at a gymnastic angle, caughtup from a table the poniard,——

that brave little poniard (1 la Sardou, that wasn’t there for nothing,—

and _tl1_e_Woman of Asbestos stabbed herself to prove that her incom

hustibihty was not her own fault, but the fault of nature that had made

F‘ 30- _ And, since tragedy consists in the expiation of other people’s

inns (thls axiom is one of Torrelli’s invention), his heroine was logical

In her suicide.

_ It had all seemed so natural, so inevitable, to Marco Torrelli in his

vlueflhaded study, in the provincial town. Now, he saw the spinal

Von. LVII._6
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contortions of the actress and the automatic start of the actor, who of

course cried, “ Bianca! Dead! dead !” The curtain came down with

a fall heavier than usual ; there was a pause of indecision; then some

scattering voices called for the author. He, poor fellow, had escaped

in a cab to his hotel. So ended the unique representation of the

Woman of Asbestos; and so the brilliant young dramatist Signor M.

Torrelli fled the theatre.

Giusti and Donna. Argemira, in téte-0.-téte, pitied him. “The fact

is, my dear,” said the newspaper man, “that friend Torrelli this time

hasn’t hit the mark, and I’m glad that I have not to write the critique

of the Woman of Asbestos. To think that we used to consider him a

genius!”

“ I am very sorry for him,” said Argemira.

“So am 1. But one must learn his limitations. I remember

when I was undecided whether to be a poet like Leopardi or a romancist

like the elder Dumas. It appeared to me that Fame held her hands

behind her with a treasure in each fist and invited me to choose.

Later, I was glad enough to obtain a reporter’s place on a newspaper.

Torrelli is several years younger than I ; there’s time for him yet.”

“ It seems to me that he needs to experience life; he knows the

;_vorl;l only in theory. He is too expert in fancy and too inexpert in

act.

“Oh, there is no doubt that he will receive his lesson in time.

Indeed, this evening he has been to the school of a severe master, the

public.”

And they dismissed the subject.

Naturally, the author of the unsuccessful play had a sleepless

night. But Torrelli was not without courage and firmness of purpose

—although the frank exposition of all his inward sentiments may

have made him appear like a simpleton. The scene of his defeat

should be in future the scene of his triumphs. He would not leave

Naples: “Here I am, and here I stay,” he said, borrowing the words

of the Re Galantuomo. He would ask Giusti to recommend him for

some modest place on the newspaper; he would study metropolitan

life; he would, himself, live and experience; working humbly and

with constancy, he would by degrees prepare himself to emerge with a

leonme leap and seize the laurels of the stage. (It is true that lions

don’t care for laurels ; but all the same Torrelli meant that he would

not renounce the dramatic career.)

The next morning he flung himself upon his fate in the daily

papers. The ‘critics evidently wished to be kind to him. They praised

the pure Itahan of his style, his respect for the dramatic unities, the

novelty of his fire-proof heroine. But they did not conceal their im

pression that the play had failed because it was based upon second

hand traditions of the modern French drama, upon fanciful concep

tions of character and of life, and upon a thesis invented, not observed,

by the writer. In brief, youth and inexperience were the extenuating

pleas made by the critks for Signor Torrelli. The tide of public

opmion—come sa di sale !—was against him, and overwhelmed him in

a gloomy flood.
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But as the patriarch Noah had after forty days his dove and the

relative olive-branch, so to Torrelli, the next morning after his mishap,

came the messenger-boy of the theatre with a letter,—a little letter,

white, unscented, written in those tall, angtllar characters which so

many women atfect and which are so diflicult to hold at the right

focus. The lines were very few:

“Storms MARCO TORRELLIZ

“Do not be discouraged. To have spoken clearly and intimately

to one sincere heart is worth more than to satisfy the judgment of the

critics. It would give me pleasure to know that my few words of

gratitude shall have reached you.

(1 O.
“NAPLES, ferma in posta.”

What kind voice was this? Who could this unknown woman be?

0. might mean nothing, or it might signify a whole eternity of fame,

afl'ection—who knew what? But to compute the value of that 0.

there was needed another figure ; at present it was only a cipher.

Within its circle, however, poor Torrelliflonging for comfort, imagined

all sorts of delightful mysteries. He put the letter in his pocket-book.

That evening he visited his newspaper friend. Later, Giusti having

been obliged to go to the ofiice of his journal, Torrelli was moved to

confide to the sympathetic Donna Argemira the letter of O.

;VXhat do you think of it, signora? Do not be severe with the

W1 r.

“I think her an honest woman who has not made a mistake in

addressing you. Your play pleased her; more than that, it touched

her, and she in return wished to give you the comfort of her gratitude.

She IS rather original, it appears to me, and a little impulsive.”

“ Ought I to answer her ?”

“ Perhaps.”

:‘ Because—I have already done so.”

‘And you have said to her ? Pardon me if I am indiscreet,

but half a confession is too little.”

“I thanked her; I told her that now I should not despair any

more; that the praise of one generous spirit was enougl1 to make me

hope everything.”

re“i“”l31avo! For a first letter, that wasn’t insignificant, Signor Tor

“ NOW you are laughing at me.”
- l; as not Roberto told you that I always laugh at people whom I

i e. But I shall not like you any more, unless you promise to keep

me ppsted in this affair of the mysterious Q»

1\‘ml!'2lll_Y, he promised. When Giusti came home, he said that he

ad SW8“ .with the managing editor, who would like to try Torrelli

on some reylews Of new books. The assignment was gladly accepted.

t,atT°rre“l had frfilned his reply to the unknown correspondent so

w- another note from her was almost required. If she would not

me agam? That would be a new disappointment. But she wrote;

M
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and this time somewhat at length, letting herself be divined a little

more clearly, but with a reserve and dignity which left no doubt that

she was a woman of right feeling as well as of heart. The corre

spondence became regular and frequent. Torrelli begged her to permit

him to know her identity, to recognize her even at a distance; but 0.

answered that it would be of no use; she wished to remain for him an

impersonal being who comprehended and would console him from the

clouds that veiled her.

This vaporous and mystical imagery might suit the taste of his

gentle inspirer, but not his own wishes. He complained to Donna

Argemira ; but she had no positive aid to give him.

“ Cannot you guess who O. may be ?”

“ Not even by an idea.”

“ You remember that blonde, opposite to us, at the theatre: could

it be she?”

His face glowed. “ Oh, I have thought of her !”

So, in default of facts, this theory was accepted. Neither Donna

Argemira nor Torrelli talked of it to Giusti, for he, a real journalist,

was sceptical and would have laughed at it. Donna Argemira inquired

among her friends as to the blonde beauty. Somebody said that she

was not a resident of Naples and had left the city. However that

might be, frequent letters from 0. reached Torrelli. He was more and

more enchanted with her wit, her delicacy, her knowledge of the world,

her moments of caprice and of child-like enthusiasm. After a while

he read to Donna Argemira only fragments of the letters. Then he

ceased to bring the papers, but repeated some things which O. had

written ; then he reported the general tenor of her discourses.

Meanwhile the surface scratches of vanity—which really smart

more keenly than deeper moral wounds—had almost ceased to trouble

Torrelli. His VVOman of Asbestos had been a decent and decorous

failure; but his newspaper work, unpretentious and regular, was highly

praised in and out of the oflice. Also he had an idea for a novel, and

wooed it in some of his leisure hours. That romance, however, re

mained unpublished, because the author never found a suitable end to

the psychological problem involved. The genuine sentiments of his

heart, that did not concern themselves with logic or with literary effect,

were those poured out in his letters to O., who also certainly had the

v1_rtue of constancy. For she replied to his hopes, his discouragement,

hrs moments of vanity, or of humiliation, which is merely vanity

turned wrong side out, his scepticisms, his challenges to the universe,

_ —all the precious rubbish of the soul of a young man of letters.

Torrelli adored this O.,—-this love, sister, goddess, handmaid,

mother, queen, child, as in turn she appeared to him. But he ought

toihave known, as the need to behold and recognize her melted into

this ideal and vague worship, that he was not so much in love with her

as _he beheved. He had ceased to pray her to lift the mystical veil

which concealed her; whereas an honest fellow like Torrelli, if he

really loves a woman, wants to see her face, take her hand, accompany

her before the mayor and the priest, and place a chair for her behind

the colfee-urn at his table. Troubadours are out of date. Torrelli
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indeed liked to identify his 0. with the blonde lady of the theatre;

but even the impression of the latter was become rather misty.

Donna Argemira had said, “ I imagine that she may be of Scan~

dinavian race, like the fair Ophelia.” And because O is the initial of

Ophelia, among other nouns common and proper, they called the

imoguita by that name. For to adore a mere letter of the alphabet

would be really absurd. And the blonde of the theatre-box, or the

legendary damsel of Elsinore, either might serve as the image to whom

Torrelli offered incense. It was not a person, but the spirit which

animated those letters, with whom the good fellow was enchanted.

However,'he did not once suspect that his was an affair of the imagi

nation and of the brain, instead of the grand passion which he had

always desired to experience.

But the thing was not to remain suspended among the clouds. One

day, at the ofiice of the newspaper, Giusti said, “Apropos, Torrelli, I

have met at the house of a mutual acquaintance that serious blonde—

do you remember her ?—whom we admired in the box opposite to ours

at the theatre. She is from Lombardy, a charming and accomplished

woman, Signora Ida Olivieri, the widow of an elderly naval oflicer, to

whom they married her fresh from the convent school. He, it is said,

was an excellent disciplinarian on his iron-clad——and also in his house.

Sigiiora Olivieri was much pleased with your review of that new

Volume of poems, and invited me to bring the writer to see her and

receive her compliments. If you like, we will pay our respects to her

this evening.”

At the sound of her name, Torrelli was thrilled with the idea that

0., the mysterious O., must really be the initial of Signora Olivieri.

Amid various emotions, the joy of finding again that elusive beauty,

the additional proof that she was indeed the consoling lady of the

letters, an unformnlated dread lest she might be in some way inferior

to the ideal image of his fantasy, and, finally, a curious shadow of

Jealousy that Giusti had forestalled him in making her acquaintance,

——annd these entangled feelings, Torrelli, as was natural, uttered a

commonplace: -

“_I shall have the greatest pleasure to pay a visit with you this

evening to Signora Olivieri.”

_ The two journalists went off together, arm in arm, to dine at

Gmshfs house. Afterward Roberto said to his wife, “Torrelli and I

are gomg to pay a visit to a lady,—preciselv to that wonderful blonde

of the_ theatre-box.” And he repeated ‘for the benefit of Donna

Argeinira the information about Siguora Olivieri. Then he went to

get his hat and gloves.

h ‘Roberto shall not laugh about her. From this moment I take

er under my protection,” said Argemira, gayly.

t Torrelh was as if in a dream: “What a delight for me some day

° repeat to her, as though without intention, that phrase of hers, ‘ T0

aV:*‘5P0l<}%n clearly and intimately to one sincere’ ”

“ Be silent!” Argemira interrupted him, brusquely.

But what harm is there?”

onna Argemira spoke with severe emphasis, detaching the words:
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“There is this harm: that she would perceive that some second aim

was concealed in your rather lyric expression. She would require an

explanation; and how would you make it? In any event you would

appear to this respectable woman either foolish or impertinent. You

have no right to imagine anything with regard to her identity. If she

be the lady of the letters, it is wholly her own secret, and only she can

take the initiative toward its revelation. Any reference to it on your

part would be indelicate, impossible. If you seem to recognize in

Signora Olivieri the unknown O: of those letters, you insult her. Oh,

I forbid you!”

“But, Argemira,” observed Giusti, appearing at the door, “ why

are you scolding friend Torrelli like this?”

“Because he is too boyish,” she said, laughing.

The two men went off together.

Signora Olivieri proved charming, and Torrelli repeated his visit

to her as often as he could find a pretext. Then he did not wait to

invent excuses, but went to see her every day, paying her ardent and

undisguised court.

After questions on the part of Giusti, his wife had admitted that

the little quarrel with Torrelli had been on account of a mysterious

feminine correspondent of the latter, an elect soul who wished to re

main behind the mask of the initial O. Torrelli was ready to be

rather indiscreet, and she, Argemira, had curbed him with the counsels

of an elder sister. That was all.

“Was the ineognita perhaps Signora Olivieri?” asked Giusti.

“Who knows that this time I have not hit the truth?”

“ He had no right to believe so, as I made him observe,” answered

Argemira.

Just at that moment the door opened. It was Torrelli, who

hastened to tell his friends of his good fortune. He was betrothed to

Ida Olivieri. And he wanted them to marvel, and rejoice, and help

him to turn the world upside down for the occasion.

“Now, Donna Argemira, there is nothing which shall keep me

from showing to my Ida those dear letters and saying to her, You,

with that kind little note, revived my courage; you have sustained it

with all these that are my treasures.”

“If you do so, she will detest you, and forever,” said Argemira.

“But why may I not thank Ida for that condescension of hers?

Pardon me, but this seems to me a fantastic sornple. With that con

solmg note my love began. The beautiful soul that spoke in those

letters enchanted me more and more ”

“ Oh, do not say so!” cried Argemira. “ How do you know that

it was she?”

“Are you two rehearsing a new comedy of Torrelli’s?” inquired

Giusti, with a little malice.

_ The office-boy from the editorial rooms entered at that moment

with a budget of letters, which he consigned to Giusti. The journalist

began to read his correspondence, after handing one of the letters to

Torrelh. It was addressed in a handwriting unfamiliar to the latter.

“ Do you permit me?” he asked of Donna Argemira.
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“Read your letter, Signor Torrelli.”

As people often do, he glanced first at the signature. Then he

exclaimed, in a tone of painful surprise, “Ida Olivieri! But who

then wrote those others?”

“Has she not written to you until now '2” inquired Argemira.

“Never, as it has happened. Instead, we have talked. Now

indeed I find myself in a position which requires serious thought and

all the delicacy of a man of honor.”

“ What does she write ?”

“Nothing particular. That is, merely about an appointment to

ride with me to-morrow.”

“Then— ?”

“This is it. I have done very wrong—as you have warned me—

in permitting myself to suppose that the mysterious O. was the lady

of the theatre-box, was Ida Olivieri. What folly mine has been, to

identify the two without any evidence beyond my own wishes! In

my fatuity of a. playwright, I would absolutely’ insist on importing

into life as it is lived my scenic effects (1 la Sardou. Now I must

think of my obligations to the unknown friend who has been for me a

muse, a saint, and to whom I have expressed so much devotion, as

well as of the bond which unites me to Ida Olivieri.”

“You might have thought of that sooner, it seems to me.”

“Do not reproach me, Donna. Argemira. My foolish vanity is

punished enough in the mortification which I must cause to a good and

gentle Woman.”

“To which of the two ?”

“ Since Ida has said that she cares for me, I have the right to think

Of my own happiness only because it is also hers. And yet for so long

all my thoughts, all my dreams, have been devoted to that unknown

woman who had the noble and generous idea to comfort the author

that failed in presence of the public. Oh, Donna Argemira, you have

been from the first thy confidante,—tell me what I ought to do. I

have known Ida for only a few weeks, and to her I have offered my

l<J\Y_P»,.l11y hand, and my name. To the other woman I have made no

dehmte proffer, and yet—have I a double heart ?-—-it is also true that

I care for her, I adore her.”

“No, no!” Argemira covered her face with her hands. “ It was

I, I, who wrote all those letters over the signature which was meant

for only a zero,--nothing.”

“You!” There was a moment of astonished silence; then Giusti

laughed aloud, like the honest and acute newspaper man that he was.

_“A thousand pardons, Giusti !” stammered Torrelli. “ I meant——

I did not mean_”

“I understand. You did not intend to make love to my wife,”

answered _Giusti, with perfect good humor.

At this Argemira took courage to lift up her face, rosy with em~

barlzflssment and convulsed with laughter.

‘Listen, Signor Torrelli,” she said. “ It is I who ought to ask

Pardon of }’0l1,—perhaps also of Roberto; but that will be for another

t1l11e- You were rather inexpert in the world, and I flattered myself

k
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that I could teach you something. It was a dangerous experiment;

and I beg you to observe that really you never were in love with the

unknown correspondent, and far less, of course, with me, who was

merely the amanuensis of a non-existent person. She was an image of

your brain, and your affection for her was likewise a cerebral fantasy.

The woman that you love is, as you very well know, Ida Olivieri,—

quite different from the others, and very much better suited to you.”

“Argemira, you have been playing with fire,” noted Giusti.

“ Fortunate for me that my wife has been the real VVoman of

Asbestos, and my friend equally acceptable to fire insurance agencies.”

After all, no harm had been done.

It was only when Torrelli had been married for some time that he

ventured to relate the story to his wife. Meanwhile a friendship

was firmly established between the two woinen. Now and then, it is

true,Ida looks with a shade of curiosity at Argemira, as if she would

like to investigate that afl"air a little more thoroughly. Was there not

perhaps a trifle of flirtation between Torrelli and this clever person?

But all suspicions vanish under the frank and radiant smile of Giusti’s

wife, who evidently opines that the world was created on purpose that

her Roberto might chronicle its daily doings in his paper.

It is rumored that next season will be produced a play by the

brilliant young author Signor M. Torrelli, of which the protagonist

will be a new departure in modern drama, or at least the revival of a

type almost forgotten,—a heroine who loves honestly, undoubtingly,

~with her whole heart. Quite the opposite of the \Voman of Asbestos.

Elisabeth [Ocwazza] Pullen.

SOME WOMEN IN DOUBLET AND HOSE.

IN aspiring to rise superior to the limitations of sex, alike in her

pleasures and in her employments, the enterprise of the fin-de-siécle

woman is not altogether a modern instance. A century and a half ago

the comedy of women in doublet and hose—a comedy that occasionally

rose to the rank of dignified drama, but more frequently fell to the

lower range of pitiful farce—was much in vogue. Few actresses on

the English stage at that period did not sooner or later in their careers

feel it incumbent to distinguish themselves by at least one attempt to

portray a male character. “ Full of ambition, an envious emulator of

every man’s parts,” the actress of that day seemed to aim to take a

sweet revenge for the long histrionic subordination of her sex by a

bold invasion of man’s own dramatic domain. From time to time

afterward there were many sporadic instances of such performances,

and fifty years or so ago in the United States and in England there

was a brief period when the ambition of many prominent actresses

thus to unsex themselves in their professional work assumed the impor

tance of a very pronounced dramatic movement.

On the contemporaneous stage actresses who have been inflamed by
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a passion to impersonate male characters have generally found the

widest and most appropriate field for the exercise of their talents in

variety, burlesque, or comic opera. For the most part these appear

ances have attracted attention merely because they have catered to that

unwholcsome public taste that finds a sensuous if not indeed a sensual

delight in seeing women handsomely arrayed as men upon the stage.

When the dame du vcntre or the couchée-couchée is not available, there

are these special features of the modern stage to fall back upon, and

they meet the demand very well indeed. But in any consideration of

the theatre in its best estate such impersonations, Which are quite

devoid of any right claim to histrionic merit, may be curtly dismissed

without serious thought.

Of course there are some exceptions to this sweeping generalization,

and it is only fair to call attention to the fact that of quite different

character has been the assumption by women of male characters in

legitimate opera, as Siebel in “ Faust,” Cherubino in “ The Marriage

of Figaro,” Urbain in “The Hugnenots,” Andreluno in “Mirella,”

Arsaces in “Semirainide,” Orpheus in “Orpheus and Enrydice,” and

others that may be recalled readily. Several female Romeos, notably

Grisi, Pasta, and Malibran, have distinguished the operatic stage, and

Malibran also sang the title role in Rossini’s opera “Otello.” i

But, after all, the honest endeavor of a woman to play a male 1.

dramatic part as a man would play it without factitious appeal to the

incongruity of sex is a matter entirely different from these variety, comic

opera, or even grand opera performances. Many women have aspired to

that distinction, and sometimes with a moderate degree of success, but

the restrictions of this article may not permit an encyclopaedic refer

ence to them ; nor indeed does the character of their achievements often

demand such consideration. It will be snflicient if attention is called

to some of the conspicuous instances in their kind. Most frequently,

in the latter half of the eighteenth century and the early part of the _

mneteenth, these experiments were made in the lighter roles. Peg '1

Woffington, Mrs. Centlivre, Miss Macklin (daughter of Charles Mack- '

1111), Mrs. Abingdon, Dora Jordan, Mrs. Shaw, Isabel Dickinson, Fanny

Wallack, and others played such roles as Sir Harry Wildair, DOD

Camar de Bazan, Norval, Harry Bertram, Harry Hotspnr, Claude Mel

notte) 1011, Jack Sheppard, Francis Osbaldiston, and Sir Charles Cold

stream ; and this list could be greatly extended both as respects actresses

and roles from the time of Peg Woflington down to this generation.

_ The Sir Harry Wildair of Peg Woflington was the sensation of

‘is daY- Wofiington made her London début, in the role of Farqnhar’s

gay,_good-lininored rake, at Covent Garden in 1738, and her success

Was immediate and pronounced. The part soon became her stock charac

ter, and she represented it so admirably that during her lifetime she had

"0 c<)l1‘1}‘1etit'.or in it. Even Garrick, who essayed the role early in his

fmeel‘, forever abandoned it to Wofiington after he had once seen her, so

1ml)I‘@$Sed was he by her impersonation. On the other hand, however,

when, the actress attempted Lothario in Rowe's play “ The Fair Peni

tem,’ another of Garrick’s best roles, she was not at all successful.

Dora Jordan, contemporary and rival of Siddons, was said to have

 

I;
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been very good in several male roles. She played Lionel in “ Lionel

and Clarissa,” Patrick in “The Poor Soldier,” and Arionelli in “ The

Son-in-Law.” She also attempted Sir Harry Wildair, and the imper

sonation, according to the testimony of her day, was very correct, but

exceedingly tame and colorless as compared with that of Woflington.

Yet on the whole she was probably quite as satisfactory in “ breeches

parts,” as Leigh Hunt called them,—including Rosalind and Viola,

as in anything that she essayed.

Mrs. Centlivre, who died in 1723, better known as a dramatist than

as an actress, frequently assumed male roles. A contemporary notice

of her death says that, “having a greater inclination to wear the

breeches than the petticoat, she struck into men’s parts.” Mrs. Abing

don, contemporary with Garrick and Cibber, played Scrub on a. wager

at her benefit in 1786. Genest wrote of that performance, “She is said

to have disgraced herself. Her portrait as Scrub, with hair dressed

for Lady Racket, which she played in the after-piece, is absurd.”

Isabel Dickinson, a dashing spirited English actress of half a

century ago, was also inclined to masculinity on the stage. Her Sir

Charles Coldstream, Claude Melnotte, and Tom Curry in “ Eton Boy”

were immensely popular. Miss Dickinson visited this country in 1848,

making her New York début at Niblo’s Theatre, in Astor Place, as

Claude Melnotte, October 5 of that year. She was a tall, masculine

woman, with good stage presence, and she enjoyed as high a degree of

favor in New York as in London. Another somewhat famous Claude

Melnotte of about the same date was Mrs. Melinda Jones, the first

wife of the eccentric Count Johannes, and leading lady in support

of Forrest, Macready, and other stars. Among the Paulines to her

Claude were Anna Cora Mowatt, Jean Davenport, and Laura Addi

son, a clever English actress who was quite a favorite in the United

States in the early fifties. The beautiful Felicia Vestvali, whose

superb contralto voice was one of the wonders of the operatic stage a

generation and more ago, was also an actress of repute, and played

- such male roles as Henri de Lagerdere.

But, after all, strange as the case may appear, it is Shakespeare who

has always been most alluring to women who have desired thus to

unsex themselves in their dramatic art. The list of such actresses and

of the male roles that they have assumed is more important and

possibly larger from the Shakespearian stage than from all others com

bined. Nor is it in the lighter comedy roles that they have most

sought fame. The leading heavy roles of the tragedies they have more

f1:eq_uently chosen, as though they would annihilate at one bound the

distinction between themselves and their male rivals.

Minor roles, such as Sebastian in “Twelfth Night,” the princes in

“King John” and in “Richard III.,” and some others, have always

been played by women or young girls. Mrs. John Drew made her

début on the Amerimn stage at the Walnut Street Theatre, Philadel

phia, September 26,1827, when she was seven years of age, as the

Duke of York, with the elder Booth in the title role of “Richard

III.” Among others on the English stage, Eliza O'Neill, who be

came Lady Beecher, also made her first appearance in the same part
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when she was only twelve years old; and here in the United States

Clara Fisher, afterwards Mrs. Maeder, played that and other similar

male roles, many of them in company with Mrs. John Drew. Over

forty years ago Susan Denin and Kate Denin were well known to

theatre-goers of this country in roles of this character. They played

together thus in “King John” and “Richard III.,” and frequently

appeared as the two Antipholi in “The Comedy of Errors.” In

Kean’s production of “King John” in 1846 and subsequent years

Mrs. Sutherland was the Prince Henry and Susan Denin the Prince

Arthur. Such roles as Rosalind and Viola may be dismissed with

mere mention as somewhat outside the scope of the present inquiry,

since their masculinity is merely a disguise, and not their real character.

Passing to the more important Shakespearian personages, we find

that Hamlet and Romeo are the male roles that have been most fre

quently essayed by women. Iago, Shylock, Macbeth, Richard III.,

Wolsey, Falstaff, Othello, and Marc Antony have also had their female

impersonators. Twoscore or more famous actresses have invaded this

peculiar and unpromising field of dramatic effort.

Far and away at the head of her class undoubtedly stands Char

lotte Cushman, the greatest female Romeo that the stage has ever

known, and perhaps almost the only one clearly entitled to place in

the same rank with the best male impersonations of the role. Miss

Cushman stands quite alone among actresses as the only woman who

ever made a Shakespearian male character one of the most important

and most popular impersonations of her professional career and one in

which she successfully challenged comparison on equal ground with

the greatest tragedians. Miss Cushman always had great liking for

male characters, and played them many in number and frequently in

the early part of her career. During her second London season, in

December, 1845, she appeared as Romeo at the Haymarket Theatre,

With the special object in view of giving her sister Susan an oppor- l

tumty to play Juliet. She had played Romeo before this time, but not I

to attract attention. On this occasion, however, her performance made '

her forever famous, and from that time forward some of her greatest

stage triumphs were won as the hapless lover of Verona.

Scaroely second to her Romeo was Miss Cushman’s Hamlet. She

regarded it as a superior performance, but critics did not generally

agree with her, although the impersonation was often cordially praised.

Miss Emma Stebbins, her biographer, says, “The performance of

Hamlet gave her great pleasure. She alludes to it in some of her

letters as the very highest effort she has ever made, and the most ex

haustmg: of all her parts this one seemed to fill out most completely

the entire range of her powers.”

The general consensus of opinion, however, seems to be that foiI

°0"_Iplete abnegation of sex Miss Cnshmau’s Cardinal Wolsey was pre

emment in her own répertoire and unrivalled in that of any other

woman. It was a magnificent piece of acting, which never failed to

move her auditors to profoundest enthusiasm. It was felt by many

that at the supreme points of the impersonation no actor or actress on

the stage in her day could equal her. One writer said of her, “She

L-__
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realized to our memory the palmy days of the drama, and made old

play-goers recall the times of Cooke, Kean, and Macready.” She had

less liking for this than for other roles, and that, perhaps, is the reason

why she played it less frequently. According to Miss Stebbins, she

confessed that she found it dilficult to keep up to and above the other

male parts in the play, so that Wolsey should dominate them all. The

strength of her assumption is shown by her success on this point.

A catalogue of the women who have played Hamlet and Romeo,

and a review of their performances, would make a long and inter

esting record. Miss'Cushman’s success inspired others to follow in

her footsteps. For a time, among the leading women of that day,

especially those who adhered to the Cushman school of acting, there

was a craze to be a Shakespearian hero behind the footlights. Mrs.

John Drew, Fanny Wallack (a cousin of Lester Wallack), Mrs.

Melinda Jones, Susan De-nin, Charlotte Crampton, Clara Ellis, Eliza

Shaw, Miss Marriott, Kate Reignolds, Fanny Moran, Annie Clarke,I Louise Pomeroy, Alice Placide Mann, Emma Waller, Charlotte

Barnes, Kate Denin, Mrs. F. B. Conway, and Clara Fisher Maeder

are names that are likely first to be recalled in this connection, though

others might be added to the list. To go further back, Mrs. Scott

Siddons tried Hamlet in 1782, but her success in the part was not suf

ficient to warrant her in continuing it in her répertoire.

To come to the consideration of those Shakespearian male roles

that have less frequently received the attention of women, there have

been performances that were unique. In 1788 Mrs. Webb played

Falstaif at Covent Garden. The chief merit of this performance,

according to contemporaneous accounts of it, was in the fact that the

lady filled Sir John’s clothes without padding. “ And Mrs. Battersby

was foolish enough to personate Macbeth for her benefit," says Ireland,

the veracious chronicler, and few will be found to dispute his conclusion.

Mrs. Battersby, afterward Mrs. Stickney, was an actress of ability who

achieved considerable success in England. She came out at the Park

Theatre, New York, as Juliana, in “ The Honeymoon,” February 28,

1821, on which occasion she Was deceptively advertised as making her

“first appearance on any stage.” Her appearance as Macbeth at the

Park Theatre, June 25, 1823, was, of course, an unqualified failure.

Contemporaneous with Mrs. Battersby was Charlotte Bald win, who,

with her husband, Joseph __Baldwin, and her sister and brother-in-law,

Mr. and Mrs. John Barnes, came from England and made her début

at the old Park-Theatre, New York, in April, 1816. Mr. Baldwin

was an admirable comedian. He died in 1820. The widow remarried,

her second husband being a man of wealth who was devoted to the

drama, and with his money to draw upon she became manageress of

the City Theatre, New York. Upon the occasion of her benefit, July

13, 1823, she appeared as Marc Antony in “Julius Caesar,” and also

as Roxalana in the farce “The Sultan,” an amusing contrast, and it

was difficult to tell which impersonation was the more farcical. Mrs.

_Baldw1n was_ a native of London, and, as Miss Simpson, had played

in the Enghsh provinces and at the Haymarket and Drurv Lane

Theatres. She was a remarkably strong delineator of elderly females.
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Her Nurse in “Romeo and Juliet,” and her Duchess of York in

“Richard III.,” were greatly admired. Her second marriage was

not happy, and the couple soon separated. Mrs. Baldwin grew very

corpulent, and was obliged to retire from the stage in 1837. She

died in 1856, at the age of seventy-eight.

Mrs. Charke, daughter of Theophilus Cibber, played a round of

male parts at the Haymarket Theatre in the season of 1733-34. This

was at the time when Cibber, who had been manager at the Drury

Lane, ha/d headed a revolt of the company at that theatre and gone

over to the rival Haymarket. Among other roles, Mrs. Charke

assumed that of Roderigo in “Othello,” but with indifferent success.

Mm. Henry Lewis, wife of Henry Lewis, a famous pantomimist in

the thirties, played Macbeth, Richard III., and Othello. Richard

III. was her great part, and some old play-goers will even now declare

that she was equal to any of the tragedians in that role, an opinion that

one will be justified in accepting only with liberal grains of salt.

Iago has enlisted the efforts of several actresses. In this country

the most conspicuous female exponents of the role have been Mrs.

Emma Waller and Miss Charlotte Crampton in the past, and Miss

Marie Prescott in the present. Mrs. Waller, who is still living, was a

contemporary and rival of Charlotte Cushman. She was great as Lady

Macbeth, Queen Margaret, Queen Katherine, and Meg Merrilies, and

by many was considered to be even superior to the more renowned tra

gédienne in those roles. She played many male roles, some of them

satisfactorily, but none of them in a manner at all comparable with her

lrupersonations of female characters. Macbeth, Hamlet, and Iago were

her most interesting efforts in this class. In Iago she exhibited a fine

comprehension of the character. Her reading of the lines was intelli

gent and strong in elocution, while her facial expression and stage

movements were good. It was never quite possible, however, to forget

the sex of the impersonator, and this feminine Iago was not a valuable

addition to the stage.

_ Second only to Miss Cushman in her day, and by not a few competent

Judges considered to be even greater, Charlotte Crampton is now dimly

l‘_el11e_mbered as an actress of exceptional power and remarkably effec

tive in male roles. Miss Crampton did not have an imposing figure,

and her succms in male roles was therefore the more remarkable. She

Was only about five feet high, and was often called “The Little Sid

dons.” But she had a fine form, a handsome, expressive face, and a

wonderfully graceful carriage. She was a good swordsman, and few

men cared to fame her in combat on the stage. Macready used to say

that she was the best Lady Macbeth that he ever knew, and she was a

fine The male roles that she favored were Ion, Jack Sheppard,

Collm ll] “Nature and Philosophy,” Carwin the Advocate in “The

orphan of Geneva,” one of Forrest’s great parts, and Don Caesar de

Bazau. From Shakespeare she played Richard III., Shylock, Mac

beth, Hamlet, Iago, and Romeo. She was considered a‘ remarkably

strong Richard, and there were those who used to declare that her Shy

100k in the scene with Tybalt was one of the greatest pieces of acting

seen In her generation. Miss Crampton came nearer to making us

M
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oblivious of herself in her delineation of Iago. The same qualities of

subtle analysis and masculinity that distinguished her Shylock and her

Macbeth made her Iago noteworthy.

Miss Prescott’s Iago is of to-day. It was brought out at the Windsor

Theatre, New York, in February, 1890, and was played several times

afterward. Without being wholly devoid of merit, the impersonation

never rose to the point of being entitled to very serious consideration.

Miss Prescott played the part intelligently and with care, and strength

and fine shading were shown in her delivery of the lines. In her case,

as in others, however, it was the femininity of the role that was most

conspicuous and held the impersonation down to the commonplace.

Simply as a matter of record, and not in assertion of any remark

able artistic merit in the performance, reference should be made to the

production of "‘ As You Like It,” under the auspices of The Woman’s

Professional League, at Palmer’s Theatre, New York, November 21,

1893. On that occasion all the roles, male and female, were played by

women. Mme. Janauschek was Jaques, Mrs. E. A. Eberle, the Duke,

Mrs. Ida Jetfryes Goodfriend, Frederick, Mrs. Marguerite St. John, Le

Beau, Miss Marion Abbott, Charles, Miss Olive Oliver, Oliver, Miss

Roselle Knott, Jaques, Miss Maude Banks, Orlando, Mrs. Chambers

Ketchum, Adam, Miss Kate Davis, Touchstone, Miss Sarah McVicker.

Corin, Miss Grace Filkins, Silvius, and Miss Laura Burt, William.

But the climax of absurdity was capped when a Mrs. Macready

undertook the portrayal of Shylock at the Academy of Music, New

York, September 9, 1872. Mrs. Macready was one of that large army

of misguided, stage-struck females whose powers are not commensurate

with their ambitions. It is said that she was a teacher or a governess,

and, having received a few lessons in dramatic art, started in to eclipse

the great actresses of her day. She hired her own company, and made

her début as Shylock. Of course she was a lugubrious failure. Her

Shylock was stupid and tedious, and the actress displayed neither intel

lectual apprehension, stage-craft, nor elocutionary skill. After Shylock

she tried the title role in Bulwer’s “Richelieu,” but with no higher

degree of success. Then she started on a tour through the country,

and never was heard from afterward. She went out of sight as suddenly

and as mysteriously as she had appeared.

On the whole, the success of women in interpreting the male charac

ters of the Shakespearian dramas has not been so pronounced as to hold

out much inducement to others of the sex to follow in the footsteps of

those who have been the pioneers. There seems to be no immediate

danger that men will be supplanted in the privilege of depicting their

sex before the foot-lights, and it is far from likely that the stage will

ever have any female Keans, Kembles, Booths, or Forrests. The spirit

of to-day, if not opposed to such experiments, is at least indifi"erent to

them, on the part both of the public and of the profession. Even the

remarkable activity that distinguished the Cushman epoch in this respect

quite failed to maintain itself, and has exercised no deep or permanent

influence. That episode, and others that preceded it, are now remem

bered only as curious pages in the history of the English-speaking stage.

Lyman Hirrace lVeeka.
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LONGFELLO W.

IF I were what I am not and never shall be, a writer of essays, per

sonal or impersonal, there is one subject in which I am persuaded

I could interest literary readers, and that is the impressions that men

of genius have made on the minds of those who saw them for the first

time. I should select authors in preference to other men of genius,

and among them I would begin with poets, who have always had a

strange fascination for me. I would take them when they were be

coming conscious of their powers but were not too conscious of them ,

when they were young enough, simple enough, and natural enough to

wonder at and enjoy their gifts, ingeuuously, sincerely, and modestly.

I have known, more or less, most American poets who were worth

knowing, beginning in my early years with youngsters of my own age,

Taylor, Boker, Read, Stedman, and continuing, as the years went on,‘

with Bryant, Lowell, and Longfellow; and among my scanty pleasures

of memory the most precious in my eyes are those connected with the

hours when the orbit of my life intersected theirs in a happy conjunc

tion. I recall as if it were yesterday the day when I first met Taylor,

and the night when, in Taylor’s room, I first met Boker, and other

nights and days when I first met Read and Stedman ; but I am not

so sure of the seasons when I first met the masters, whom I approached

with more reverence and an apprehension that was more than trepida

tion. I never made a poetical pilgrimage in my life, and, judging from

what I have heard from those who have made real pilgrimages, I never

desired to. My meetings with my betters were always unpremeditated

and unexpected ones,—[ may say occasionally unwilling ones, for,

knowing my deficiencies, I was fearful of intruding. 'l‘h:it- I need not

have been, I learned after a time, for the older and greater the poet the

more kind and considerate I found him.

I had two or three good friends in Boston in the old far-away days

when I began to write verse,—the elder Ticknor, Whipple, Fields,—9l1d

I scarcely ever made a summer visit to that delightful little city (I speak

of theBoston of forty years ago, remember) without being asked to join

in their outings to Concord, or Cambridge, or Nahant. I was in Bos

ton on _one of these fairy visits towards the close of the forties, and,

happening to drop in at the Old Corner Bookstore, which was a noted

lapdmark then, I found Fields and VVhipple behind a green baize cur

tain facmg a window on School Street (but was it School Street?) and

Was invited to go with them to Nahant to see Longfellow. Gratified,

as I should have been, but timid, as became one whose spurs were still

to W111, I pleaded an imaginary engagement, but was overruled : S0 We

strolled to the station, and took the cars for Nahant. Where Nahaut

“'35 I had, and have, no idea, except that it was on the sea-shore, and

that the house which the poet and his family occupied was on high

gr0und,‘near the crest of a bluff, I should say, facing the waves and

a long line of breakers. The outlook seaward was fine, and, What with

-;
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the roar of the surf, and the cool fresh wind that blew shoreward, it

was pleasant to be there. Longfellow was very courteous, frank and

friendly in his manner and conversation, and,. as we walked together

along the springy turf on the edge of the bluff, he let me talk about

poetry and question him, Fields and Whipple getting behind us to give

me an opportunity to do so unchecked. “Mr. Longfellow,” I said,

“do you remember some lines in one of Mr. Bry-ant’s early poems in

which he compares a butterfly to a flower floating in the air ?” He

did not remember them, so I quoted from "' After a Tempest :”

And from beneath the leaves that kept them dry

Flew many a. glittering insect here and there,

And darted up and down the butterfly

That seemed a living blossom of the air.

“ He was struck by them,” Fields told me, at a later period, “and

has booked them for use.” Our walk over, we sauntered back to the

house. I was introduced toMrs. Longfellow. We sat down to dinner,

and a general chat circulated around the table, Fields and Whipple dis

cussing new books with the poet and social events with his wife, and I

listening quietly, as was proper. They talked, among other things,

about fantastic and foolish books, for which Longfellow had the fond

ness of a collector, and he quoted from one which he had recently pro

cured, and in which the hero, whom we may suppose to have been a

_j'ailbird, bolted the door—and bolted himself. It reminded me, I said,

of a passage I once read of an irate rustic, who, failing at a ball to ob

tain the hand of the lady with whom he wished to dance, a privilege

that was granted to a rival, observed, “The two made a set, and I

wanted to make a set-to.” It was not a brilliant observation, but it

was received with smiles as a maiden attempt at wit.

Whether the reputation of Longfellow remains at the high-water

mark to which it rose during the early part of his life I have no means

of knowing, for once a poet is dead and gone those who were loudest

in his praise in his lifetime begin to hark back and question the faith

that was in them, and his right to exercise the spell to which they sub

mitted. If the supremacy of Byron was disputed, as we know it was,

before he died, the popular estimation of Longfellow may well have

changed in the ten years that have elapsed since his death. To read

him, as I fancy most of the younger generation of his countrymen do,

by the light of to-day alone, is to read the letter and not the spirit of

his verse, which belongs to an earlier period than this. To measure

h1m by the same standards as Tenhyson, Browning, and Swinburne, is

to measure him by standards which did not exist when he started on

his poet1c career, which was twelve or thirteen years before Swinburne

was born, and when Browning and Tennyson were thumbing their

school-bo0k_s. He should be read by the glimmering twilight of

American hterature in the twenties and thirties of the century, when

Bryant was the only poet and Irving the only prose writer who had

attamed distinction among us.

Longfellow began in his eighteenth year to write verse, which was

pubhshed 1n the United States I/iterwry Gazette, a weekly journal issued
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in Boston, and, I believe, in New York also. It had one distinguished

contributor, Bryant, and it is curious at this late day to read his poems

and those of Longfellow, and note the qualities of each, and the influ

ence of the elder poet over the younger, who clearly looked up to him as

his master. Bryant’s most notable contributions to the I/iterary Gazette,

which began on April 1, 1824, and continued till March 1, 1825, were

“Rizpah,” “The Old Man’s Funeral,” “The Rivulet,” “ March,” “ Mon

ument Mountain,” “Summer Wind,” “After a Tempest,” “Autumn

Woods,” “Hymn to the North Star,” and “Song of the Stars.” We

find in these early poems of his all, or nearly all, the elements in his later

ones, his observation of and delight in nature, his sympathy with the

poetic side of aboriginal life, and his habitual vein of serious reflection.

There is not a word too much in them, nor a word too little; they are

simple and compact, they are manly and mature. The contributions of

Longfellow, which began on November 15, 1824, and ended on April

1, 1826, were immature, tentative, bookish, but undeniably promising.

If they were imitative, the young poet was not conscious of the imitation,

and the most that can fairly be said is that he was for the moment over

shadowed by other poetic spirits,—by Bryant when he wrote “ Woods

in Winter,” “An April Day," “Hymn of the Moravian Nuns,” and

“Sunrise on the Hills,” and by Willis when he wrote “The Spirit of

Poetry.”

That a new poet was coming, if not already come, was the belief

of the readers of Longfell0w’s verse in the Literary Gazette, who were

better judges of the poetic outlook than we can be now. We cannot

compare it, as -they did, with the effusions of his forgotten contempo

raries; if we could, we would be convinced of his superiority to the

best of them,—to all of them, indeed, except Bryant. The literary

condition of the country, which, if commonplace, was expectant, was

favorable to the promise which was in him, and more than favorable to

the promise which eight years later had ripened into performance, in

his translation of the “ Coplas de Manrique.” We can read to-day, if

We care to, all kinds of translations from all kinds of poets, not such

colorless paraphrases as Pope’s Homer, Dryden’s Virgil, Fairfax’s

:-F8880, Mickle’s Lusiad, Cary’s Dante, and so on, but translations,

111 the strict sense of the term, from the French, the Spanish, the

It“l'“n: the German, the Norwegian, the Arabic, the Persian, the San

sknt,—in fact, from all languages and tongues and dialects in which

Poetry has been written and sung and said. It was otherwise with

our American ancestors, to whom, sixty years ago, most literatures

other than their own were a book shut up, a fountain sealed. Long

fellow’s translation of the “Coplas de Manrique” was the revelation to

his countrymen of a noble poem, which must ever rank among the

world's great funeral hymns, and the Essay which accompanied it

introduced them to a knowledge of the moral and devotional poetry

of sP‘1§l1- To do this, as he did, was to add largely to their intellectual

Poflsessions.

L0l1gfellow’s second and third books were the fruits of two tours

lI!_ude by him in Europe in his early manhood, the first in order to fit

lumseli as Professor of Modern Languages and Literature in Bowd01l1

VOL. LVII.-_7
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College, the last in order to increase his fitness for the same chair in

Harvard College. They were in prose, and were entitled “Outre

Mer” (1835) and “Hyperion” (1839), one being a record of travel,

the other a record, or romance, of scholarship, feeling, and medita

tion. Though I have not read either since boyhood, I retain pleasant

recollections of both, “ Outre-Mer,” which used to stand on the same

shelf of my small bookcase with Irving"s“Sketcli-Book,” being the

more vivid of the two. Certain English critics compare it with the

“Sketch-Book,”—I could never see why; for Longfellow’s style

always seemed to me sweeter and mellower than that of Irving,

while his learning was larger and more recondite. More knowledge

of more literatures than was apparent in “Outre-Mer” went to the

making of “I-Iyperion,”—more sentiment, and more understanding

of the emotional in life and character. To lovers of fiction of the

simple poetic kind, particularly the younger ones, the story of Paul

Flemming’s love, as hinted at in “ Hyperion,” possessed an iudefinable

tender charm.

If the literary career of Longfellow had not been settled by the

success of “Outre-Mer” and “Hyperion,” and the certainty of his

poetic powers confirmed by his translations therein, both were deter

mined by “Voices of the Night,” which was published in the same

year as “ Hyperion.” The reputation of no modern poet was ever so

surely made by his first collection of verse as that of Longfellow by

“Voices of the Night.” He was welcomed at once by all poetical

readers, who found qualities in him that they found in no other poet,

and was accepted by most critical readers, who, if they were not

entirely satisfied with him, were tardy in expressing their dissatisfac

tion, the causes of which demanded an examination of canons that

were new to them. It would not do to measure him by the standards

they applied to Bryant, or Willis, or Halleck; and to condemn “A

Psalm of Life,” “The Beleaguered City,” and “ Midnight Mass for

the Dying Year,” because they were unlike “Tliaiiatopsis,” “The

Widow of Nsin,” and “ Marco Bozzaris,” would simply be to attain the

wish of Dogberry. There were many good reasons why “ Voices of

the ight” were so generally read and admired. They were all brief

and mtelligible, each illustrating a single theme, or a single train of

thought, in well-chosen, melodious words. The range within which

they were confined, and which was that of every-day life and emotion,

was familiar to their readers, who were not obliged to go outside of

themselves and their own experience to discover, or divine, the meaning

of the poet. The despondent were cheered by him ; the suffering were

consoled. But there were other reasons why “ Voices of the Night”

were read and admired, and these were not so good. One of these

reasons was a predominance of the commonplace in the selection of some

of the subjects therein, and the way in which they were treated ; another

was an excess of imagery, rather studied than spontaneous; a third

_was a tendency to didactic statements which were neither novel no!‘

important. These blemishes, which are so apparent to us, were not

perceived by the first readers of “Voices of the Night,” or, if perceived

by them, were considered beauties. The world of poetical readers,
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especially the world of American readers, was more impressed by di

dacticism fifty years ago than it is now, more tolerant of platitudes,

more enamoured of tropes, figures, and metaphors.

“Voices of the Night” indicated the quality of Longfellow as

surely as “Endymion” did the quality of Keats and “ Poems chiefly

Lyrical” that of Tennyson. This collection of verse differentiated him

from his contemporaries, reflected the form and purpose of his thought,

and foreshadowed what was to follow two years later in “Poems and

Ballads.” What it did not foreshadow, however, was the spirit of

balladry which distinguished “ The Skeleton in Armor” in this second

collection, and which, if not new among us, as I believe it to have been,

was never manifested so clearly, so strongly, so royally, before. “ The

Skeleton in Armor” had no prototype in American verse, and none in

English verse, unless it were in the Norse ballads in Motherwell’s

“Poems Narrative and Lyrical” (1832), which may or may not have

been reprinted before it was written. If Motherwell was the master

of Longfellow, he was surpassed by his scholar in this noble poem,

which was better than those long-drawn lays of his, in that it was

shorter, more forcible, and more manageable in its wild and stormy

music. The highest praise that can be given it is to say that it can be

read with pleasure after Drayton’s “Ballad of Agincourt.” There was

another and sweeter strain of balladry here in “The Village Black

smith,” which would have been perfect without the didactic applica

tion in the last stanza, and there was a vein of exquisite lyricism in

“It is not always May” and “ The Rainy Day.”

_ In “The Belfry of Bruges and Other Poems” (1846) the old-time

pmturesqueness of the Netherlands was transported to the homely shores

Of New England; the longing of the world for peace found a voice in

“The Arsenal at Springfield,” and the starry mysteries of the heavens

were revealed in “The Occultation of Orion.” The light and life of

song sparkled and shone and danced in “ Seaweed,” “ Afternoon in Feb

Mary,” and “The Arrow and the Song.” The poetry and pathos of

feehng were radiant in “ A Gleam of Sunshine,” “ The Bridge,” and

“The Old Clock on the Stairs.” There was in Longfellow’s next

collection, “The Seaside and the Fireside” (1850), a larger scope in

‘lhre selection of subjects, with a greater dexterity in their handling.

‘ [he Building of the Ship,” for example, was better everyway than

Sch1ller’s “Song of the Bell,” and the perfection of romantic balladry

Was attained in “ The Secret of the Sea’ and “ Sir Humphrey Gilbert.”

Ne_Ver was the heart touched by a tenderer lyric than “The Open

mdow/’ and never the vanished life of the East more vividly re

Stored than in “Sand of the Desert in an Hour-Glass.”

“ But before “The Seaside and the Fireside” Longfellow published

Evangeline” (1847), and in a few years after it “ The Golden Legend”

(1854), fllld “The Song of Hiawatha” (1855), which, unlike the vol

Illnes that preceded them, were not what the old poets called “poems

0" several occasions,” but the first a poetic narrative, the second_ a

medweval romance-dralna, and the third a primitive aboriginal epic.

C°mPfl1‘@d with his younger self, the Longfellow of these elaborate

w°I‘k8 Was alter et idem,—the same in his method of writing, which was

~
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more mature, but another in the objects aimed at, which were larger.

If he outgrew anything, it was the didacticism of his early period:

what he did not outgrow was his fondness for fancies, his love for

imagery, his passion for ornamentation, and his determination to see

resemblances which no one else saw, forcing correspondences which did

not exist, reversing the “pathetic fallacy” of some of his contempo

raries, who compelled nature to reflect their moods, while he compelled

his moods to reflect nature. We have a striking instance of this per

verse ingenuity in “ The Beleaguered City” in “ Voices of the Night,”

and a more striking one in the “ Carillon” of “ The Belfry of Bruges,”

material objects being introduced into both for the sake of spiritual

significances that could be attached to them, the Moldau and its army

of dead in the first representing the River of Life and the phantoms

that beleaguer the soul, the wild chimes in the second representing the

airy rhymes of the poet, and so on. But the most striking instance

of all is “ Seaweed,” the eight stanzas of which are a series of doubles,

and nothing else except fluent words of the most exquisite melody.

Longfellow was long suspected of borrowing this singularity in poetic

conception from some German poet, but wrongfully suspected, for the

trick was his own invention, and was first used by him in a lyricin the

Literary Gazette for November 15, 1825. It was entitled “ Musings,”

and described what a young poet might be supposed to feel as he sat

by his window at night and watched the moon shining on the roofs

of the town, the haze coming over the lowlands, and the stir of life

growing still :

Then I watched from my window how fast

The lights all around me fled,

As the wearied man to his slumber passed

And the sick one to his bed.

All faded save one, that burned

With distant and steady light;

But that, too, went out—and I turned

VVhere my own lamp within shone bright.

Thus, thought I, ourjoys must die,

_Yes—the brightest from earth we win ;

Tlll each turns away with a sigh

To the lamp that burns brightly within.

_I met _Longfellow two or three times after my visit to Nahant,

twice, I tlunk, at the Old Corner Bookstore, and once in his own home

at Cambridge, where, with several elderly men of letters, I dined with

him. Of these meetings I have no remembrance that will bear trans

ference to paper, except that they were very pleasant and that I was

on better terms with myself than before they occurred. It is not so

much what an old man says to a young man that encourages him as

what the_old man himself is to the young man. Words are one thing,

manner 1s another, and the manner of Longfellow was the perfection

of courtesy, kindness, and sincerity.

I have been looking over Longfellow’s letters to me, and cursing
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the folly which led me to sacrifice so many to the importunities of the

Autograph Fiend, who is probably a descendant of one of the daughters

of the horse-leech mentioned in Scripture. The earliest of the few that

have escaped him is dated November 14, 1871, and refers to a young

Englishman, or Irishman, or Irish-Englishman, whom he commended

to my consideration. He had not the pleasure of his personal acquaint

ance, he wrote, but he had brought him a letter of introduction from

Lady Dalling and Bulwer, and he was anxious to forward his plans.

He wished to write for the periodicals, and he asked from me a kindly

hearing for him. I was editing a periodical at the time, and I gave

him a kindly hearing. He was not a prepossessing person, though I

tried to think he was, for I saw by his dress that he was poor, and

there was an air of humility about him that appealed to my sympathy.

He is a stranger in a strange land, I reasoned, and he feels his forlorn

condition here as I should if I were in London under similar circum

stances. I asked him what he had written, and he produced a packet

of cuttings from English magazines, some in verse, which I saw at a

glance was fairish, and some in prose, which I was about to read when

I saw they were portions of Mrs. Gaskell’s “Cranford.” My wife,

who was sitting by, called attention to the fact. He colored, and said

his brother, who had sent the packet to him, must have made it up

hurriedly and mixed with his work the work of others: he ought to

have looked it over carefully himself and selected his own writings

from the rest. We let his explanation pass for what it was worth,

and he soon departed, with a promise on his part to write me a story

at once. After a few days he produced a story, which I read and

accepted. It was mlled “The Blue Boy,” and when I handed him

what he called the honorarium he told me that the idea of it came to

him the night before, on seeing his landlady’s little boy clad in a suit

of blue clothes. I did not quite see how the story could grow out

of that circumstance, but, as I was not a writer of stories, I concluded

not to show my ignorance. He called on me again a few nights later,

and managed, when he departed, to leave a fine new overcoat in my

room, where it remained a week or more. I surmised, afterwards, that

he had conveyed it from the hall-way of some house where he had

called, and made me his receiver for the time being. My surmise may

have wron (1 him, but I hardly think so, for before long I found the

Story I ha purchased from him in an old volume of Littell’s Living

Age. If I had been a severe moralist I would have exposed him to

Longfellow, but, knowing that the ex osure would pain him deeply

and seriously injure his protégé, I ha not the heart to do so. He

might safely be trusted to injure himself without my aid; and he did,

for before many months were over he was detected mutilating books

at the Astor Library. He was mercifully let off, and returned to

England, where, in the course of time, his talent for fiction burgeoned

"Ito 8 historical romance.

In the next letter that I have retained, Longfellow refers to some

B“ggestions that I made regarding “ Poems of Places,” which he was

then editing, and other things which I must have added thereto in the

note that I wrote to him:

k
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~ “ CAMB., Jan. 8, 1878.

“ DEAR MR. STODDARD,—

“ Please accept my thanks for your kind letter, for the poems you

send me, and those you refer to in Griswold.

“ I have not his ‘ Female Poets’ at hand, but shall_lose no time in

getting a copy, and examining the poems you mention.

“Your tribute to Lincoln is beautiful and very just. I will keep

it carefully out of sight till it appears in the magazine.

“As to your estimate of Mrs. Stoddard’s literary abilities, I do

not wonder at it. You do not rate them a bit too highly; and if her

writings have not found that swift recognition which they merit, I

hope it will not discourage her. Often the best things win their way

slowly, but they are pretty sure of being found out sooner or later.

“Some of your volumes I have. The rest I shall find in the

libraries here or in Boston. I thank you for pointing out the pieces

that will be of use to me. I have frequently been obliged to omit

poems of merit because I could not ascertain their localities.

“ I was very glad to renew my acquaintance with you at the

pleasant Atlantic dinner, and am, with great regard,

“Yours very kindly,

“ HENRY W. LONGFELLOW.”

I find by the next letter that I sent Longfellow a set of Griswold’s

books, which I had recently re-edited with additions :

“Cans, Jan. 14, 1878.

“ DEAR MR. STODDARD,—

“The three handsome volumes of Griswold have arrived safely,

and I hasten to thank you for your great kindness in sending them to

me. Though I have not had time to examine them carefully, yet I

have glanced at them here and there, and see that they will be of

much use to me.

“I wish I had possessed a copy of the ‘ Female Poets’ sooner. I

should not then have missed those three striking poems by Mrs. Stod

dard, ‘ The Bull-Fight,’ ‘ El Capitano,’ and ‘On the Campagna,’ whose

absence in ‘ Poems of Places’ I much regret.

“ With many thanks for your careful kindness,

“ Yours very kindly,

“ HENRY W. LONGFELLOW."

In the spring of 1878 I was asked to write a paper on Longfellow

for one of our magazines, and, not being certain in my own mind as

to the accuracy of several statements in the received biographies, I put

myself in communication with him. Here is his reply:

“~CAMB.,A '1 20 1878.“ DEAR MR. STODDARD,— pm ’

“ I_n the ‘Homes of American Authors,’ published by Putnam of

your city in 1853, you will find on page 265 a view of the house in

which I was born. It is still standing, overlooking the harbor, as you

see in the picture.



LONGFELLO W. 103

“Before I was two years old the family removed to a house in

the centre of the town. Of this house, where my childhood was

passed, I send you a photograph. The upper room in the left-hand

corner, with the open windows, was mine.

“ I am glad you are going to take the trouble of writing the sketch

for Scribmr. If there is to be any biography in it, please state that

the family came from Yorkshire, not from Hampshire, as usually stated,

and that my first wife died at Rotterdam, and not at Heidelberg.

“This is perhaps of no great importance, but, generally speaking,

fact is better in history than fiction.

“Any other doubtful points I shall be happy to settle for you, if

you will put them in the form of questions.

“You must greatly miss your friend Taylor. Still, I rejoice in

his appointment. He will fill the place better than any other man.

“ Yours very kindly,

“ HENRY W. LONGFELLQW.”

I omit two or three notes which touch upon “Poems of Places,”

and give an extract from a later one which was dated on May 19.‘

“Accept my thanks,” Longfellow wrote, “ for your generous notice of

‘Kerarnos’ in the Independent, which I have read with pride and pleas

ure. I am never indilferent, and never pretend to be, to what people

say of my books. They are my children, and I like to have them liked.

When I send you the volume of ‘ Poems of Places’ containing China,

which I will do as soon as it is published, I hope you will not think I

have taken too many of your ‘Chinese Songs.’ ”

The next letter from Longfellow, and the last I shall quote, refers

to a poem which I read before the young gentlemen of Harvard. He

came to hear me, but, as I preceded the orator, I missed the honor

that he paid me, for I did not see him, though my wife caught a

ghmpse of him as he stole into Sanders’s Theatre. Here is what he

wrote;

a “ CAMB., June 30, 1878.

DEAR MR. Srron1)Am),_

“ I was very sorry and much disappointed not to see you and Mrs.

Stoddard when you were here last week. But it was such a busy week

that I could not go to town in search of you, and probably should not

have found you if I had gone.

_ '“I failed also to hear you deliver your poem. Being delayed by

;I(:f)1§0:s, and thinking the poem would follow the oration, I arrived

a e.

“ The next thing to hearing the poem is reading it. Thanks for the

°PP°YtunIty of doing so thus early. It is both vigorous and beautiful.

he warhke ages you have described with a tumult of verse finely

adapted to the theme.

(T “F1f'ty,y'ears ago, before the same Society, Bryant recited his poem

he Ages :11 Spenserian stanzas. On the year of his death you take

“P the theme once more, and paint an Historic Picture in the same

metl‘e- Was it accident or design? I know not, but, whichever it

was, the idea is very felicitous. I congratulate you on your success

L_



104 THE WAY OF A WILL.

“I was glad to see Mr. Giflbrd. He made some capital sketches,

with which I think you will be pleased.

“ Yours very kindly,

“ HENRY W. LONGFELLOW.”

To have followed in the footsteps of Bryant, and to have been

praised by Longfellow, is to have pleasant memories.

Richard Henry Stoddard.

THE WAY OF A WILL.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “MY STRANGE PATIENT,” ETC.

I

HE had said it. And he had believed her. All,—with a tremen

dous emphasis ou the comprehensive little word,—all was over

between them. It was as if the door of hope had closed, and crape

was hanging from the knob in mourning for his romance so cruelly

done to death. _

Roger Golden, victim of despondency, sulked in his room under

the eaves of the boarding-house, and would not be comforted. He was

young, and this first great trouble overwhelmed him. Seven long days

had worn away since she had spoken, without dulling the keenness of

the blow she had inflicted. In that dreary week his face had grown ,

haggard, his dress careless ; business hours had been more than ever a

farce in the six-by-ten room in a'tall building down town which he

called his ofiice. The rare client seeking an architect’s advice might

have knocked on its door in vain ; for, even had he gained admission,

in the few minutes in each day during which its tenant occupied the

place, it would have been but to be bidden to take himself and his need

of plans and specifications elsewhere. There was little of the money

maker in Golden, and at this time dollars seemed to him hardly worth

the seeking, even though it was to his lack of suflieient store of them

that his woe might be traced. She was not merceuary,—so much he

realized,—but she understood the cash requirements of love in a modern

cottage and the great truth that steady inroads upon a modest capital

do not open the way to prolonged marital bliss. Again and again had '

she, speaking not from the wisdom of a prophetess, but, as be suspected,

from that of her father, urged him to cultivate the painful virtues

of prudence, thrift, and economy, and as often had he laughed at her

warumgs, as was natural enough; for from the beginning of things

the song of the siren has been of joyous idleness, or it has been sung

to deaf ears. And then the climax had come. Adiamond ring which

had captivated his fancy had charmed her eye, but startled her common

sense. She had rejected not only the gift but the giver, not with the

haste of impulse, which generally spreads the carpet for contrition to

walk upon, but with the gently inexorable deliberateness of well

grounded conviction, which hardly knows the risk of self-reproach.
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Perceiving which, he had gone away sorrowful, and sorrow had been

his portion ever since.

Golden, wasting an afternoon in staring at the month-old ashes in

his grate and finding in them a sort of dumb fellowship of calamity,

was not a pretty picture. Nor was he good to look upon when he fell

to pacing the floor with almost the energy to be expected in a life

prisoner who, anxious for death, is ordered to daily exercise to main

tain his health. After a little, however, the slow tramp up and down

the room ceased. Picking up a book at random from half a dozen on

his table, he threw himself into a chair and tried to read. It seemed

at first that he could not have made a poorer selection than the com

pendium of legal forms which chance had put in his way. He turned

the leaves mechanically, glancing at a line or two here and there.

Suddenly something caught his eye. He read the page from beginning

to end, smiling with grim approval not so much of the phraseology

of the paragraphs before him as of a plan which they suggtsted. He

took a long sheet of paper from his desk and wrote carefully, beginning

with “ In the name of God, Amen,” and continuing, with frequent

references to the book, until he had covered the paper to within an inch

of the lower margin. So much accomplished, he pushed an electric
button: in a few minutes a servant appeared. V

N “lPl,ease ask Mrs. Mack to come here,” said he, “ and come yourself,

ora r.’ '

Presently the landlady hustled into the room, with the maid in her

rvake. Golden added his name to the document on the table, requesting

them to witness the signature. This they did in rather awe-stricken

fashion, subscribing themselves slowly, and going back to touch up a

letter or two where the ink had not flowed freely from the pen. Then

they tiptoed out, with the solemnity of the occasion still upon them.

The young man looked at his watch.

“ Four-forty,” he reflected :"‘ an hour and a half more of the after

noon. I’ll go out: can’t stand this place any longer.”

1*_§vening had come on when he returned from his ramble, and most

of hrs fellow-boarders had dined. It pleased him to have a table to

himself, and, with an appetite slightly sharpened by his stroll, he made

a better meal than had been his custom for the last few days. As he

rose from his seat the maid brought him a telegram, handling it gingerly,

as a thing of fateful possibilities.

“Just come, sor,” she explained. “The bye’s waitin’.”

_ Stepping into the hall, Golden opened the yellow envelope and "111

hrs eye over the message:

“If possible, come to me at once. Don’t delay- My days are

numbered.

“ RICHARD CREIGH.”

“Pm 0fi' to-night,” was the answer Golden scribbled on a blank

P"°d_ll0ed from the messenger’s pocket. Then he dashed rrp the stairs

t_0 hrs room, jammed into a small valise a few articles necessary for 3

Journey, and, picking up his hat and a light overcoat, started for the

h__
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door. There he paused irresolutely, and turned back to take from a

drawer of the desk the document which he had prepared a few hours

earlier, and to enclose it in an envelope upon which he placed his name

and above it the words “ Please hold for.” This envelope he thrust

within a second, upon which he wrote “John Henry Burnett, The

Maharajah, City,” and decorated with a postage-stamp. A little later,

as he hurried along the street to the nearest cab-stand, he dropped the

letter in a corner mail-box. He had two miles to cover in order to

reach the railway station, and his time was brief. The cabman’s face

lengthened when he heard his prospective passenger's demand.

“ There’s just one way ye can make it, mebbe,” he declared.

“That’s by walkin’ the railroad bridge from this side of the river

if ye das’t try it.”

“All right,” cried Golden. “Get me to the bridge, then, as fast

as your horse can travel.”

After ten minutes of rattling over rough pavements, swift dodging

along crowded thoroughfares, and break-neck driving down quiet side

streets, the cab pulled up on the edge of a net-work of tracks, dotted

with many switch-lights and busy in places with the making up of

trains. To the right the shadowy outlines of the bridge showed the

path which Golden had to follow. There were signal lights about the

structure, but they were high above the ground and too faint to lessen

the darkness below them. At its beginning, at least, the passage

promised to be nerve-trying, especially to one who knew of the hun

dred feet intervening between the bridge and the surface of the river.

“Hustle, an’ you can make it, mister,” said the cabman, bending

down to consult his watch by the beams of his vehicle’s lamps.

“ You've got five minutes good. Keep to the left hand, s0’s nothin’

’ull be buttin’ into you before you see it. An’ if the watchman yells

at you, don’t stop for him ; he’s old, and he won’t chase you.”

Golden hurried toward the bridge, with as much speed as was ad

visable in the midst of the maze of rails. The watchman must have

been ofi‘ guard, for the young man neither heard nor saw anything of

him, and he was fairly upon the bridge when a husky voice sounded

almost at his elbow:

“ I shay, ol’ fellow, goin’ crosh? Letsh go together. Hol’ each

other up, you know. What shay ?”

“Can’t stop for you,” Golden answered. The person who had

addressed him rose unsteadily from a resting-place on the end of the

ties, and made a hopeless attempt to catch the other’s arm. Golden

could hear him shouting uncomplimentary things concerning unsociable

folk, long after he had passed the fellow. The thought came to him

that the bridge was a choicely dangerous spot for an inebriate, but it

did not occur to him to turn back. No doubt the clamor the man was

raising would bring out the watchman, who would lead him out of

harm’s way. Meanwhile, the business of keeping his own footing gave

Roger slight chance to worry about a stranger’s predicament. Two

lines of planks laid side by side made a foot-path sufficiently broad for

use by daylight, but unpleasantly scanty in the darkness. Fortunately

for him, his head was clear, and he had had some practice in traversing
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beams, and so, though now and then his heart seemed to pop into his

throat as he advanced into some stretch of particular blackness, he was

able to make steady and almost rapid progress. He was nearing the

end of the bridge, when his toe caught on aprojecting spike and for an

instant he lost his footing. He did not fall, but in the effort to regain

his balance he dropped his valise, which vanished noiselessly between

two of the big steel supports and plunged into the river. Its loss was

annoying, but not serious, and, thankful on the whole to have avoided

a worse mishap, he at last reached solid ground, and by dint of a hard

spurt of a hundred yards or more caught his train, with a margin of a

few seconds to spare. Again he crossed the bridge, but this time in

comfort and ease, and soon was speeding away from the city in which,

as he believed, he had experienced the extremes of happiness and

sorrow.

II.

The afternoon was well advanced, and a cool breeze was blowing

through the open windows of the sick-room, at one of which Golden

stood with a patent pretence of interest in the bit of hill-country land

scape visible to him. Near another window, propped up on a lounge,

lay the invalid, a tall man, sunken-eyed, hollow-cheeked, and with a

face whose ghastly pallor was accentuated by a month’s growth of dark

beard. Beside him sat a little man, round-bodied and round-faced.

The two had been conferring long and earnestly, but their task was

nearly completed. Presently the little man rose, shook hands,witl1 the

invalid, and crossed to Golden.

“I bid you good—day, sub,” he said, cheerily. “I hope I may

have the honah soon to know you bettah, sub.” Then, in a lower

toney “Everything is arranged, the papahs are signed, witnessed, and

legally perfect. And now, suh, I must wish you a very good evening.”

Golden watched him make his way to the road, mount his horse,

and center off toward the town at the far end of the valley. Steed and

nder were disappearing in a little cloud of dust, when the sick man

broke the silence in the room.

“R0ger—no, I mean Richard,” he said. “Ah, it is not easy to

:ernember the name, even though I am your godfather. I want to talk

0 you. ’ .

Ehe young man took the chair beside the lounge.

, l)0n’t overtax your strength,” he urged. “Better try to rest.

Isn t it time for the medicine?”

“Not yet. Besides, the medicine does no good. And as for my

strength, I’d better use it while there’s any of it left. After all, it

oe_sn’ t matter now how quickly it goes. I’ve accomplished that upon

wh1°,h my heart was set. I may die to-night, but the name will live.

You ll bear it, I dare say, far more worthily than I have. IF5 3 s0<?d

old name, and I’ve been proud of it, as I want you to be proud Of It

_°'1 (‘sift comprehend what it meant to me to hear the judge, by

lrtue _of the authority vested in him by the Commonwealth, declare

you Richard Creigh ; for then I knew that the property would pass

H-¥
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directly to one of my name. And I pray the money may be of greater

use to you than it has been to me. You’ll have to go to London

to complete the deal with the syndicate for the coal lands, but- after

that you’ll be free to turn' whither you please. Pi-obating the will will

be a simple matter; the judge will attend to that. He took it away

-with him just now, almost before the ink on the signature had dried.

You’ve plans, I suppose. Will you stick to your profession ?”

“ Perhaps, but not in the old place.”

“Then you don’t like that city ?”

“I hate it.”

“Why, I had thought ”

“ Yes, I know. I did fancy it tremendously until—well, until I

met a terrible disappointment. Life seemed very bitter after that, and

when I came here and found you, the only real friend that was left, so

—so ill ”

“ Dying,” said the other, quietly.

“ Then—you’ll understand me——I can’t tell you how I felt, what I

felt.”

“Yes, I understand.” .

A thin weak hand and a sturdy one came together in a clasp more

eloquent than any speech to the two friends so soon to part forever.

There was silence for a time, and then the older man said, softly,

almost as if the words were for no cars but his own,—

“A week at the most; probably less. That was the limit the

doctor gave me to-day.”

III.

The city was simmering through a hot August afternoon, broiling

like a lobster in its shell, with not enough life left to wriggle under

torture. Even the depths of the dark halls of its great buildings

offered little relief from the pervading heat, while the rooms opening

from them were as ovens or as fire-boxes, according to the directness

with which the sun beat upon their walls. In :1 darkened apartment

of the “Maharajah” Mr. John Henry Burnett was striving for cool

ness with the aid of a fan and a wicker lounge placed just where the

chance of encountering a stray breeze was most favorable, and against

the formidable odds of a tall collar and a tightly-buttoned waistcoat.

H1s coat was 013', but "this was the sole concession Mr. Burnett would

make to the temperature. His collar and waistcoat were not matters

of religion with him, but they were matters of habit. He was tall‘

and angular, with a long face, a high nose, and a square jaw. Every

mob of him expressed respectability, as befitted probably the most

severely reputable resident of the city, a person who from his youth up

had made it a study to follow only the well-beaten paths of established

custom. There were those who ascribed his conservatism to a con

sciousness of stupidity, and avowed that he made no ventures because

he foresaw mevitable blunders; but such 0l‘ltl($ were prejudiced. To

his admirers he was a mode] of all that was desirable in daily walk

and conversation, an oracle of the safely commonplace.
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A rigid youth in buttons brought in a card. Mr. Burnett, rising

reluctantly from his couch, laid down his fan and picked the card from

the tray. As he read the name upon it his face lighted up.

“Show him in,” he commanded, seizing his coat and thrusting his

arms into the sleeves with more haste than he often displayed. He

was posed very effectively with the card between the thumb and» fore

finger of his left hand, when the door opened,and a young man entered

the room.

“Howdy, Burnett?” the visitor exclaimed. “How in the world

do you keep so comfortable? This ro0m’s the coolest place I’ve found

in this town. How are you, anyway?”

He advanced with outstretched hand, but the master of the coolest

room in the town retreated in hot haste to a window, throwing open

the blind in reckless disregard of the light and heat which poured in.

“What’s the matter?” demanded the other. “ Don’t you recognize

me? What are you running away for? I’m warranted not to bite,

even in the dog-days.”

W} “ Roger1 Gollden l:’ gasped Burnett. “ Where did you come from ‘Z

rose car is t- lis ‘Z’

“Oh, it’s mine. I supposed you’d heard of my change of name:

I’m Richard Creigh now.”

it Who ?77

“Richard Creigh. By virtue of an order of court I bear the name

of the best man I ever knew. But what ails you, Burnett? You

look as if you’d seen a ghost.”

_ Bnrnett advanced from the window and stifily extended a hand to

l1lS visitor. A habit of observing the courtesies of life stood him in

good stead, enabling him to do’ the proper thing even if it was done

mechanically. When he took a seat, however, he contrived to have a

desk between himself and his caller.

‘T Pardon me,” said he, with an,efl“0rt to regain his normal heavy

suavlty, “pardon me, but this is most extraordinary,—your reappear

ance, you know.”

“ :‘I don’t know why it should be,” rejoined the younger man.

Its natural enough to return after going away, isn’t it? I was sum

moned to the side of an old friend who was very ill, and of course I

started at once. I found him dying in an old house on some coal lands

he owned down South. He had no kith nor kin, and he desired me to

take l]1S name. As my own meant very little to me, I acquiesced.

Now I’ye come back here for a day or two. What is there in that

Proceefllng to make you—it' it were anybody else than you, I’d say

hysterical ?” _

Pflmett cleared his throat with a nervous little cough.

he unusual feature of your return,” said he, slowly, “ is that I

attezded your funeral about two months ago.” ‘

“MY funeral? That’s a poor sort of joke.”

_ am not given to jokes,” said Burnett, stiflly. “So far as I

Perceived at the time, it was conducted in due form, although, from

your presence here, I now judge that some er—er—irregularity must

have crept into it.’’

M
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“Apparently so. I wish you’d explain yourself.”

“You—pardon me if I use the pronoun in this connection—you

were struck by a train on the bridge and hurled into the river. Your

body was picked up a week later on a sand-bar ten miles below the

city. The coroner and a jury held an investigation, giving a verdict

in accordance with the facts, and your acquaintances saw to it that you

were laid to rest with fitting ceremonies.”

“ Oh, come,” said Creigh, impatiently, “ you don’t ask me to believe

that such a blunder was perpetrated, do you? Who identified the

bod ?”

ZA number of your friends.”

“ But how could they have made the mistake? Surely they must

have forgotten my features very quickly.”

“You don’t understand the circumstances. When a man is hit by

a locomotive and tossed into a stream where he remains for so many

days, he isn’t identified by his face. Perhaps you’d get a clearer idea

from the newspaper accounts. I have all the clippings.”

Burnett took a bundle of printed slips from the desk and passed

them to his companion.

“Halloo!” said Creigh, looking up from the first which met his

eye, “they found my valise in the river, did they ?”

“ Yes; it was regarded as important evidence at the inquest.”

Creigh nodded, and read on. Presently he said, “ So there was a

rival claimant, was there? She seems to have been looking for a miss

ing husband, to have been cocksure that she had found him, and to

have said so very distinctly.”

“It was terrible,” said Burnett, with a shudder at the recollection.

“The newspapers called it a scene. She was not a lady.”

“ And she was at the funeral?”

“Yes, and insisted upon having a front pew. It was most dis

tressing.”

“I believe you,” said Creigh, dryly. Then, after another interval

devoted to scanning the slips, “ My will is mentioned here: so you

opened the envelope which I enclosed in another and addressed to you ?”

“I did, after mature deliberation. The inner envelope was in

scribed ‘ Please hold for Roger Golden.’ When your fate appeared to

be certain I broke the seal, ‘and found in the contents what seemed to

be the crowning evidence needed to end all doubt.”

“Was there any talk of suicide?”

“Some; but I assure you I did my best to refute the idea. The

whole case is generally regarded as an accident.”

' “ I should think it would be. Persons contemplating self-destruc

t1on d0n’t, as a rule, pack valises for the trip to another world.”

f‘So I pomted out. The will, of course, gave rise to gossip, but

I tried to explain your making it upon the ground of a premonition

of your fate.”

“ What’s this?” demanded the other, sharply. “ Here's a hint of

‘ blighted afl'ections’ in this paper. What started that?”

_ “Well, you know, the reporters always put in something of the

kmd, if there’s the least excuse. But I stopped them right there.
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They're not bad fellows at heart, and when a fair statement of the facts

was laid before them they agreed, for the sake of the young lady, to

go no further.”

“Then her name was not dragged in ?”

“N-0; not in the papers.”

“But there was talk about her ?”

“Only among those who knew you both. It’s very painful, I'm

sure, but how could it have been avoided? People couldn’t help

noticing that, though she hasn’t been in mourning, she doesn’t go about

at all. She’s retired so completely that nobody has seen her for weeks.

I happened to hear the other day that she hasn't even gone out of town,

in spite of the terrible weather.”

Creigh offered no response to this bit of information, but evidently

it gave him cause for thought. So long was he silently devoted to his

cogitations that Burnett, after many uneasy shifts of position, was at

last forced to say something.

“This whole matter is most extraordinary,” he declared. “The

testimony of the cahman that he saw you start over the bridge, the

finding of your valise and then of the body in the river, the discovery

that you had hastily drawn up a will just previous to your departure,

the statements of the people at your boarding-house that you had re

ceived a telegram which seemed to agitate you greatly and that you

left the house without telling them whither you were bound,—the case

appeared to be clear enough.”

“ So I should imagine from the results.”

“Why didn’t you write to us, to me, to anybody here?” queried

Burnett. “Even a postal card would have prevented the chain of

mistakes.”

“It didn’t occur to me to write,” Creigh confessed. “I didn’t

Suppose anybody would have suflicient interest in me to care to hear,

unless possibly Mrs. Mack might become anxious about the rent of

my room. But I didn’t send her any word: I heartily wish I had.”

_ “Yes,” the other chimed in, “it would have saved trouble. As it

1s, the situation is extremely awl<ward—for you, I mean.”

“ For me? I don’t see why. I'm alive instead of being dead,—

that’S all,” .

“But, my dear fellow, think of the scandal.”

“ Scandal? Wherein is it worse for a man supposed to be dead

to be living, than for a dead man to be supposed to be alive?”

_ “ Ah, you don’t comprehend your real position,” said Burnett,

lmpfesslvely. “Legally you are dead and buried: the books of the

coroner and the cemetery prove so much. You can have your legal

life restored,—at least I suppose you (1-1n,—but there will have to be

00_11I't proceedings, and all kinds of complications, and the newspapers

Wlll make your name a jest and a byword, and all that sort of thing.
rThats what I meant by scandal. Just consider how trying it will be

for everybody concerned.”

I_ The elder man mopped his brow with his handkerchief. Before

llnn rose visions of the room in which the inquat had been held; of

"mself In the witness-chair declaring emphatically that the body taken
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from the river was that of his friend; of a wild-eyed woman pushing

toward him and shrieking that he was trying to rob her of her dead;

of a jury, impressed by his pre-eminent respectability, accepting his

statements and bidding his hysterical rival go her way; visions of a

funeral where he had taken the place of chief mourner ; other visions

of meetings with reporters at which he had given to the world his

theories of Golden’s fate, and of confidential chats with intimates to

whom he had retailed the curious features of the young man’s will.

All through the investigation Mr. Burnett had been the leader, twist

ing facts to fit his theory; and now before him was living proof that

he, the most conservative and careful of men, had made of himself a

most egregious ass. If the story became public property he would

have to flee the city: the newspapers would grow merry at his expense;

the children would jeer at him as he walked the streets; his associates

would gloat openly over the downfall of his infallibility ; and that

woman—better exile in a desert than the risk of falling into her

avenging clutches. He had reason to dwell with emphasis upon the

“scandal” involved in the young man’s reappearance.

“A drunken chap hailed me on the bridge,” said Creigh, reflec

tively. “Probably he was the victim. I’d see the widow, and tell

her what I think, if only there was time. But I must leave the city

speedily. I'm going to Europe.”

“A good plan,—a very good plan,” cried the other, with inhos

,pitable heartiness. “You’ll enjoy the ocean trip immensely; most

pleasant at this season.”

,“G_lad to hear it. But first I’ll have to attend to some matters

here, give up my room and olfice, and so on. By the bye, I'd like

that will of mine.”

Burnett turned again to the desk from which he had produced the

newspaper clippings, and brought to light a document which he fin

gered nervously for a moment before he passed it to its owner.

“There’s an explanation necessary,” said he. “This is a. copy.

_I’ve been forced to make some use of the original. After your-—that

1s, after the coroner’s verdict, a shyster, who had heard that you

had, left a little property and who conjectured that you’d—well, that

youd died mtestate, applied to the probate court to be appointed your

admunstrator. Getting wind of his scheme, I balked it, but to do

that had to file the will with the court. It would take too long to

describe all the proceedings, but you have the substance of the story.

Smce then I’ve been trying vainly to communicate with the executor

you named. I've sent half a dozen letters to as many addresses, but

without result. Nobody seemed to know where Richard Creigh was

to be found. I say, though, Roger,-—Mr. Creigh, I mean,—here’s a

queer comphcation 1”

‘I;3urnett paused, as if uncertain how to frame the next sentence.

\Vell, what is 1t ?” the other asked, with the patience of One to

whom a fresh tangle made very little difference.

“ \Vhy, you made Richard Creigh your executor.”

to 0‘; t(]§‘i(l1“3taliIll1elI_y",: he was my closest friend, and I supposed him likely
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“And now you yourself are Richard Creigh.”

“No doubt that is the only name to which I now have a legal

right,” the young man admitted. “But it won't be difficult to explain

how ”

“Explain l” Burnett broke in. “ Don't you see the point? Ex

planations will involve publicity, talk, gossip, scandal. That’s pre

cisely the point you fail to appreciate.”

“If I hadn’t lost my head,” said the visitor, regretfully, “ I

wouldn’t have forgotten that I’d named him as executor. But the

news that he was so ill fairly carried me off my feet. All I thought

of when his message came was to get to him without a moment’s

delay. Still, what great difference does it make? He was Richard

Creigh then ; I’m Richard Creigh now. Besides, as I’m alive, my will

doesn’t count.”

“Maybe not; but remember the c0r0ner’s verdict: it’s a matter

of record.”

“Oh, bother the record!” cried the young man. “ Here’s another

to offset yours. Here’s the certificate, or whatever they call it, given

me by the judge who granted my petition for a change of names. Read

it and be convinced.”

He tossed a folded paper to Burnett, who, opening it with consid

erable curiosity, perused it from beginning to end. There was a new

light in his eye as he looked up.

“What’s the date of the will?” he asked.

“May the twenty-fifth. Hadu’t you noticed it ?”

“Yes, I had noticed it,” said Burnett, dryly. “ That is just why

Ispoke,—in order to call your attention to the fact. You see, this

certificate, too, is dated the twenty-fifth of May.”

Creigh rose and snatched the paper from his seuior’s hand.

“Deuce take the careless judge, so it is!” he cried. “ It’s a mis

take, of course. He wrote ‘ May’ instead of ‘ Junc,’—that’s all.”

“Quite enough to make you a lot of trouble,” quoth Burnett,

cracularly. “Tell me, though, at what hour of the day was this thing

signed ?”

“ Between three and four o’clock in the afternoon.”

“And your will?”

“About half-past four, as I remember.”

“ Indeed l” said Burnett, with vast meaning. “If I'm not mis

lalfen, central time, which is an hour later than our eastern time, pre

valls m the region where you dropped the Roger Golden.”

“ What if it does ?”

“ Merely that, on the face of the records, nobody can tell whether

)'0ur Wlll or the certificate was signed first. Going still by the records,

my boy, so nearly as I can make out, it’s a pretty question whether

You haven’t appointed yourself your own executor.”

“That’s impossible.”

. “In fact, yes; in law—I tell you law is uncertain; it's hard to tell

.1“st What, from a legal stand-point, you've done or what you haven’t

d°"<-‘- Yours is a most embarrassing position. No layman can guess

what conclusion the law would reach from such premises.”

VnL. 1.vu.._8

g
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“ Suppose I go into court and declare myself to be Richard Creigh ?”

said the victim of circumstances, with an effort at sarcasm. . “ Do you

think I’d be allowed to qualify as Roger Golden’s executor? Perhaps,

you saly, the law would go to even so absurd lengths.”

“ don’t say that,” Burnett answered, refieetively, “ but I will say

there’s no telling what might happen. Anyway, there would be delays

and delays; you might be held here for months before everything. was

straightened out: you wouldn’t be pleased to postpone your trip abroad

indefinitely. And there’d be a great to-do, and no end of sensational

stories, and scandal, which would please none of us.”

He harked back to the old cry at every opportunity. The repe

tition annoyed Creigh.

“What if there is talk?” he asked, curtly. “It’ll kill nobody.

Personally, I want this dead-and-alive business ended right away.”

“Naturally, my boy, naturally. But you must consider others.

Publicity will be harrowing to me, for instance, and to that woman

who made the scene,—think how it will agitate her,-—and to all your

friends, and ” he paused for a moment to add force to his closing

argument——“ to the young lady who is mentioned in your will. The

papers will surely refer to her. I barely succeeded before in keeping

her name out of them, but if the case is revived they’ll show no

mercy. They’ll print what they’ll call pictures of both of you;

they’ll——”

Mr. Burnett broke down; he could pile no further terror upon

the mountain he had thus capped. In fact, he needed to do nothing

more; for, in a few words, he had carried his point. Creigh, leaning

upon the desk, picked up a pen and absently jabbed its point into the

top of the costly piece of furniture. It was a gold pen, dear to the

heart of its owner, but the latter made no effort to rescue it from de

struction. He would have cheerfully sacrificed even more valued

household gods at that moment.

“Well, Burnett,” the young man said, at last, “I guess there’s

some justice in the way you look at things. I don’t quite see how

thrs publicity you dread so much could harm you, but if there's any

danger of causing her annoyance, why, I yield, of course. Eventually

this muddle will have to be cleared up, but I’ll promise to do nothing

about it until my return from Europe. By the way, can’t you manage

quretly to get that confounded will out of court in the mean time? If

you could, matters would be simplified wonderfully.”

“ Agreed !” cried Burnett, with ill-concealed satisfaction. “ I know

the probate judge, and no doubt he’ll not object to what we want.

We’ll recover the will, and nobody will be the wiser. Don’t worry on

that score. When can you leave town?”

1\'IrS‘.‘%;[\;le:LlIittle Upkeep me here. There’s my ofiice, and the room at

“ I gave them up for you long ago.”

“About the time you gave me up as well?”

“ Yes, approximately,” the other confessed.

“ Much obliged for your forethought. Then I’ve only one errand

to perform before my departure.”
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“You’ll get away to-night ?” ‘

“Possibly,” said Creigh, rising and picking up his hat. “At any

rate, you won’t see me again. I’ll send you my London address, and

you can notify me by letter of events hereabouts.”

When the door had closed behind the departing visitor, Burnett

picked up the ruined pen and surveyed it with a rueful smile.

“ Beyond repair,” he said. “ Well, I can only hope that the gentle

man’s business will detain him a long time in England.”

IV.

An hour later, Creigh, mounting a familiar flight of steps, rang a

bell, the knob of which came as an old acquaintance to his hand. A

maid whom he had never seen before took his card, and brought back

word that her mistress was at home. Presently there was a rustle of

skirts in the hall, a slender, black-robed figure stood in the door-way,

and the caller, all forgetful of the programme of dignified reserve he

had mapped out for the interview, sprang forward. At sight of his

face she gave a gasping little cry, catching at the portiieres for support.

Then, before either realized what was happening, he was beside her,

his good right arm serving to end her need of reliance upon the cur

tains. If what they said was incoherent and fragmentary, each under

stood the other,—which is all that can he demanded in any conversa

tion. And in some way, delightful at the time, but not clear to them

afterward, it was agreed and covenanted that thereafter questions of

dollars should never part them.

“So you believed me killed?” he said, a little later, when there

was opportunity for more sober discussion. “Of course, of course;

you couldn’t help being deceived. It was my fault, all mine. I

should have written—oh, yes, I should ; don’t try to make excuses for

me. But, somehow, I didn’t think of such a thing. You had said

that all was over between us, you know, and I believed you; and I

d1dn’t care what happened after that. Still, when I found myself in

the city again I felt that I must see you just once more.”

“But why, dear, did you send up Mr. Creigh’s card ?” she queried.

“Was it to break the surprise?”

“Oh, the card: I hadn’t thought of that. It’s mine now, you

know. Or rather you don’t. I’m no longer the late Roger Golden;

I In the present Richard Oreigh. Let me tell you all about it.’’

. He gave her his story, suppressing but one feature of it,—his

inheritance.

“Pve come back,” he concluded, “to find a nice complication:

Roger Golden oflicially dead and the court ready to authorize Richard

Crelgll to act under his will. That is, I’m my own executor.”

:‘ What nonsense l” cried the girl.

‘Perhaps it’s nonsense, and perhaps it’s law; and perhaps it’s both.

t any rate, though, I’m going to carry out one of the provisions

The late Mr. Golden, in his will, directed that a certain sum Shvllld

be devoted to the purchase of a certain diamond ring to be presented

 

M
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to a. certain young woman. Pursuant to the terms of this paragraph,

I, as executor, have bought the ring. I have it here.” He took a

case from his pocket, and, raising the cover, revealed the band of gold

and the gem. “ It now remains for me to see that it is properly de

livered to its new owner. Please don’t refuse it again. What? It’s

too extravagant? Not a bit of it. You hesitate? Well, I don’t.

I’ve no option. As executor I must obey orders. Come, let’s try it

on. The left hand, please. Ah! there it is. Pretty, isn’t it?”

“It’s a beauty!” the girl declared. “But, Roger,—yes, I shall

still call you Roger,—how can you afford to make such a present?

\Ve shan’t quarrel again, dear—at least not about money—but, honestly,

shouldn’t you be more prudent? Why, this might mean

“ House-rent for a year, eh ?” said the young man.

“What an idea! Of course I wasn’t thinking of such a thing.”

She blushed so charmingly that he caught her hand and bade fair to

crush the ring and the finger within it.

“I start for Europe to-morrow,” said he, abruptly; “imperative

business, can’t delay. Don’t you think that if--er—er—if I could find

a minister in the morning, we could catch the noon train ?”

Of course she said no. Such a proposal was wildly impossible, a

proceeding unheard-of.

“ Novelty’s a good thing,” said he.

Then she had no trousseau.

“ I’ve heard they've dressmakers in Paris.”

Then the outlay involved in such a trip was an insuperable ob

jection.

“ I’ll guarantee expenses.”

Then a dozen other reasons, all advanced as convincing and all

declared worthless. Then a protest that such a hasty marriage would

set the tongues of gossip w ging.

“ They’ll wag just as ba ly if I tarry in the city,” said he. “ I’ve

Burnett’s authority for that statement. As a friend, he advised me to

go away immediately. You wouldn’t have me reject such counsel as

his, would you ?”

And, as it happened, Burnett’s reputation as a social oracle, so far

without the flaw of exposed fallibility, carried the day. The lady

began to waver, then to yield. The suitor won her consent to his

plan. So there was a wedding the next day, the quietest of functions,

at which a vacationless minister otficiated and the guests were limited

to the family of the bride. As Mr; and Mrs. Creigh drove away in

the carriage which was to hear them to the railway station, the wife

confessed to the husband that everything had passed ofi' delightfully.

“ But,” she added, almost plaintively, “ I half expected you to ask

me to invite Mr. Burnett. You’re such chums, aren’t you ?” -

“Oh, certainly,” said Creigh, promptly; “ we’re great cronies, of

course; but, on the whole, I guess he’d have found the situation most

embarrassmg, as he puts it. He might not have approved of a man

1l;ecom?i’r:g his own executor and marrying his own heiress, don’t you

now

William T. Nichak.
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WITH THE DUOKING POLICE.

STANDING on one of the grass-grown wharves which line the

water front of the old town of Havre de Grace, one moderately

cold December day in the winter of 1893, I noticed a recently painted

and peculiarly trim little sloop tying up at the landing.

“ What boat is that?” I inquired of a typical wharf lounger—half

gunner, half fisherman, and altogether vagabond—who was leaning

against one of the projecting piles.

“Wil’ Goose. New duckin’ p’lice boat,” he sententiously replied,

regarding the sloop with an expression that was not entirely friendly.

“Who commands her ‘."’

“ Cap’n Spencer.”

Recognizing the name as that of an old gunner of my acquaintance,

now in the service of the State and employed in conserving, instead of

destroying, the water-fowl that find a winter home in the great Chesa

peake Bay, I hastened on board the Wild Goose, and received a cor

dial greeting from the captain and his one assistant, who composed the

crew of the tiny vessel.

“Captain,” I inquired, when the inevitable discussion of weather

probabilities had been disposed of, “are you going out on patrol duty

to-night ?"

. “Of course we are,” replied the veteran. “This time of year it

is necessary for us to go out every night. Up to the first of January,

you know, there is no shooting allowed, except on Monday and Thurs

day, and the duck-pirates find it difficult to keep quiet five nights out

Of seven.”

“ Would you object to a passenger on this trip?”

“Not the least in the world. Glad to have you. Jake, there, is

no talker when he has his hand on the tiller, and it will liven things

up to have another man aboard. Put on an extra suit of flannel, stow

'1 couple Of plugs in your pocket, and be back here in about two

hours.”

The early December twilight was beginning to fall as I walked

down to the wharf, after making preparations for a night on the

Wind-swept bay, not forgetting tobacco in various forms,—in suggesting

which I suspected that the captain had spoken one word for the pas

senger and two for the crew.

My reflections during the walk were upon the circumstances which

ed to the establishment of a ducking police fleet in Maryland waters.

Owmg perhaps to the fact‘ that comparatively few of the Common

w'ef\li11’S law-makers were personally acquainted with the actual con

dition of alfairs on the Chesapeake, it was not till many years after the

annual flight of wild ducks had sensibly diminished in numbers that the

Assembly became aware of the necessity for special legislation in behalf

°ft_l1B Waterfowl that find a cold-weather residence in the territory

subject to its jurisdiction. The people of the State fondly clung to

¥
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the tradition that the surface of the Chesapeake was blackened by the

innumerable flocks of canvas-backs and red-heads, and reposed ade

gree of confidence in the stories which related that the boatmen on the

bay were often obliged to sweep the ducks out of the way with poles

in order to make a channel. Suppose a swivel-gunner did sometimes

kill three or four hundred at a single shot, or a fire-lighter come in

with a skitf so full of dead birds that its gunwales were only an inch

above the water; such facts as these were of no significance, for were

not the ducks there in uncounted millions ?

But when at last it dawned upon the legislative mind that the

number of ducks taking part in the autumnal migration had been re

duced by one-half, many stringent enactments were passed in rapid

succession. The courts of counties bordering on the ducking grounds

were authorized to issue licenses to, and to collect large fees from, those

who desired to shoot, either for pleasure or profit. During the period

when the ducks were arriving, including the months of November and

December, gunning was prohibited except on Monday and Thursday,

and for the remainder of the season the number of “open days” was

reduced to four. The pattern and calibre of the guns that might be

used were described by strict legal definition ; and indeed the present

law is so severe in its requirements and prohibitions that citizens of the

State, in whose interests the enactments were passed, find their ducking

grounds forbidden territory unless they are rich enough to purchase

sport at munifioent prices.

It may readily be imagined that the enforcement of laws covering

the surface of the Chesapeake Bay and its numberless island-dotted

and forest-fringed tributaries is a matter of considerable difiiculty;

but, in fact, no persistent attempt is made to enforce them, except in that

particular territory which lies within twenty miles of the mouth of the

Susquehanna River. It is here and here only that the ducks, by feeding

on an aquatic plant not found in the more distinctly saline waters of

the lower bay, acquire that peculiar flavor which gives them an enor

mous and altogether disproportionate value in metropolitan markets.

It happens, too, that these upper waters, being shallow and smooth,

afford greater facilities for unlimited slaughter, as sink-boxes can be

placed so as to cover the whole surface of the flats, which is not pos

sible in the rough waves outside the land-locked coves and rivers. It

is here, accordingly, that the police fleet, including five boats, is con

centrated.

These reflections, historical and otherwise, were interrupted, as I

reached the wharf, by the voice of the captain, urging me to hurry

aboard, as the wind was shifting and he wanted to get to “ The Battery"

without being obliged to tack.

The boat on which I was about to embark would on the Carolina

coast be called “a skip-jack,” and in Maryland waters is specifically

known ‘as “a dead-rise bateau.” This model, combining stability with

great lightness of draught, is peculiarly adapted to the shallow in

dentatwns about the head of the Chesapeake, and to the half-dozen

mud-bottomed rivers which, in the vicinity of Havre de Grace, pour

their wide and sluggish streams into the bay. Small boats of this
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description usually have two sails, fore and aft, in imitation of the

schooner; but in the present instance the boat was provided with one

mast, carrying mainsail, topsail, and jib, from which circumstance she

secured the local appellation of “gaff-topsail sloop.” It is believed

that this rig insures greater speed and more facility in handling, as the

steersman has one sheet-rope to manage instead of two, and it is there

fore adopted for the vessels of the police fleet.

As the big square maiusail and flapping jib were slowly hoisted to

their places on the mast, I could readily believe that with such a spread

of canvas the sloop must be very fast and quite capable of overhauling

the usual Chesapeake boat. The “crew,” in reality a deputy police

man, informed me, in response to a question, that the topsail was never

hoisted except in very light airs and on days when it was desirable to

make an extra display.

“Captain,” I inquired, as under the influence of a moderate east

by-north breeze we went dashing past the diminutive whitewashed

light-house, “ what authority have you in these waters?”

“My commission allows me to prohibit all unlawful shooting, to

seize guns of unusual size, to confiscate unlicensed boats, and to arrest

violators of the game-laws of the State. Those are my written in

structions.”

“Is there much unlawful duck-shooting ?”

“ More than you think,” returned the captain ; “ more than anybody

thinks who has no chance to see it. VVhy, there is hardly a night that

we don’t overhaul five or six boats that have no business out here.

There are plenty of whites and negroes along the Cecil shore and in

Bush River Neck who make their living out of this bay, and who get

most of it out at night. Talk about licenses ! Not one of them ever

saw a license, or would know one if he did see it.”

“Is not that land right ahead?”

_ “‘ That is Battery Island ; so called because in the War of 1812 the

citizens of Havre de Grace built‘ a fort there, in which they mounted a

couple of little cannon. The defence must have been weak, however,

for the British sailed right past the fort and captured the town, which

they burned, in revenge for the shots fired at them. That light-house

which you see to the southeast stands on Turkey Point, at the mouth of

the_Elk River, and eight miles below it is the famous Point No-Point,

which takes its name from the fact that when you are out in the bay

it looks like a point, but when you get in close to it you find that there .

is no point there. It is like the point of some arguments I have heard.”

And the captain did not disdain to imitate Andy Page, a celebrated

Maryland character, who was distinguished for the heartiness with which

he laughed at his own jokes.

‘: Have you a beat—a regular route which you follow?” I asked.

‘ Geuemlly speaking, yes; though it is a course determined entirely

FY 0'11‘ knowledge of the places which offer the best opportunities for

“legal shooting. I suppose you noticed that as soon as we passed the

Battery Jake put the helm to starboard. \Ve are heading now toward

the entrance to that long narrow strait between the mainland and Spee

ntie Island. The channel there is so crooked that it is diificult to get

M
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through against a head-wind ; and this gives the pirates a certain ad

vantage, of which they are not slow to avail themselves when chased

by the police sloops. By the way, did you ever hear how Spesutie

Island got its name? No? Well, you ” ’

But the words died on the captain’s lips, for at this moment there

was a sudden flash, as of lightning, away 01? to the westward, and a

few seconds later a dull but heavy report reached our ears.

“iDo you hear that?” cried the commander, turning to his assistant.

“They’re using that swivel-gun again in the mouth of Bush River.

Drop down into the cabin, Jake, and hand up a couple of Winchesters.

Those fellows are desperate men in their way, and would not hesitate,

should we give them half a chance, to pour a pound of buckshot into

the Wild Goose.”

Taking the rifles, the captain and I placed ourselves in the bow,

and peered into the thickening darkness ahead, as, under Jake’s skilful

management, the sloop rapidly threaded the tortuous channel of the

narrow sound and dashed out into the open water beyond.

“How far to the mouth of Bush River?” I asked.

“About four miles.”

“ How long will it take us to get there ?”

“ With this breeze dead behind us, about thirty-five minutes.”

“ Must have been a heavy report, to carry so far against the wind.”

“ Did you ever see a swivel—gun? No? Well, it is a weapon

made especially for night shooting, and weighing from thirty-two to

forty pounds. The usual charge is twelve to sixteen times that of a

ten-bore shot-gun. If held to the shoulder, the tremendous recoil of

this piece of ordnance would, of course, knock a, man flat and break

his collar-bone, possibly his neck; but this difliculty is obviated by a

steel pivot, half an inch in diameter, which projects from the under

side of the barrel and fits into an iron socket fastened to the stem-post

of the boat. These great guns are not intended for shooting at single

birds, or even at flocks. The instinct of wild ducks causes them at

night to huddle together in dense masses on the surface of the water.

This is for self’-protection, for if one individual in such a combined

flock is alarmed and takes flight, the movement arouses his neighbors,

and so the warning spreads throughout the whole multitude. The

success of the swivel-gunner depends upon his ability to approach such

a congregation of birds so stealthily that no alarm can be taken. His

boat is sculled silently within range, and you can imagine the slaughter

when a pound of number four shot is hurled in one load upon a

‘ huddle’ covering an area of half an acre.”

A low whistle from the stern of the sloop caused the captain to

spring to his feet.

. “ Where is it, Jake ? Never mind : Isee it now.” Following the

direction of lns extended hand, I made out a black shadow gliding

over the Water 1n the direction of the shore. “It is nothing but a

‘ one man’ boat. With the larger game ahead of us, we have no time

to stop and look after him.”

As the darkness became more intense, I lost even the outline of

the scrubby, low—lymg shore; but the vision of the captain seemed to
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pierce the gloom on every side, and his softly spoken orders to the

steersman had a confident accent, that indicated an exact knowledge

of our surroundings.

“Pm looking for the gleam of a lantern, or another flash of that

gun,” he said. “The moon will not rise for two hours, and there is

ood reason to suppose that the pirates will take advantage of the

, darkness to venture out toward the middle of the river, which at its

mouth is two miles wide. This would put their boat nearly a mile off

shore, and if we can get in the neighborhood before they take the

alarm we will give them a pretty chase. It is almost impossible to

catch these fellows so long as they stay. close in shore, for as soon as

they are aware of the approach of a police boat they make for some

convenient cove, where they abandon their skifi' and take to the woods,

through which it is useless for us to follow.”

Suddenly, and, it appeared to me, close at hand, there was a blind

ing flash, lighting up the water for a hundred yards in all directions,

and followed by a roar like that of a cannon. I imagined that near

the central point of the momentary glare I caught a glimpse of the

silhouette of a boat; but before I could be quite certain the picture

was again enshrouded in darkness.

“There they are,” cried the captain, “ and not more than a mile

ahead. We’ve got them, unless they take fright and clear out within

the next five minutes. We’ll be in the vicinity before they can pick

up their dead birds. Hug the windward shore, Jake, for a pirate boat

always goes up the wind, to baflle pursuit. If this is a chase we want

the breeze in our sails.”

“Now lie fiat down on the deck,” continued the captain, turning to

me. “ We’ve got to look for that boat with a lantern, and it is not the

salfeslt1 thing in the world: a light offers a particularly good mark for t

:1 u et. .

Up to this moment the lantern—a very large one, with a powerful

reflector behind the flame—-had reposed in a box, placed at the foot of

the mast, which prevented any straggling beam from giving warning

of our approach. Now the captain lifted the lantern from its hiding

place and turned it from side to side, so that the fierce gleam, moving

in greatquarter-circles, swept the surface of the water. Half a minute

later it became stationary, and then I saw the piratical boat,—a little

fourteen-foot bateau, containing two men.

I immediately became aware that our position was not favorable,

for the steersman had not interpreted the to-windward order in a

St_dfic1ently literal sense, and we were still slightly to leeward of the

pirates, who were not slow to make and act upon the same discovery.

I am qulte certain that, after we made them out, five seconds did not

elapse before two pairs of cars took the water with desperate energy ‘

and the boat shot off toward the eastern shore.

“No_use to chase them, with the wind dead against us,” growled

the captain. “They would be in shore, and laughing at us, before we

made two tacks. Keep the light on them,” he continued, handing me

the lantern and seizing his Winchester. “And you, Jake, luff her all

you can.”

 

M
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“Take in your cars !” he roared, placing his foot on the port gun

wale. “Bring that skifl‘ alongside, or I’ll send a bullet through her.”

Somehow the threat did not seem to produce the desired effect, for

the landward movement of the boat was not for a moment interrupted.

Seeing that the little craft was rapidly losing itself in the darkness,

the captain raised the rifle to his shoulder, and two shots rang out in

quick succession.

“I-Iol’ on thar !” shouted one of the pirates. “ I hearn the singin’

0’ one 0’ them bullets.”

k 5‘ ’(Rome alongside, then, or I’ll give you a couple more of the same

m .

“ We’re comin’.”

As the captured boat slowly ranged up beside the sloop I turned

the light full upon its interior, and enjoyed my first square look at

a pair of typical duck-pirates. The bateau was half full of dead

birds; and seated on the thwarts, with their feet thrust into the mass

of feathers, were two thin-faced, sallow, malaria-soaked specimens of

humanity, whose every look and movement testified to the fact that

they made their living in illegal ways.

“ Hand up your gun,” ordered the captain.

“ We ain’t got no gun.”

“ Well, come up yourselves.”

“ You ain’t goin’ to ’rest us, Cap’n Spencer?”

“ That is precisely what I’m going to do.”

“But we ain’t bin doin’ nuthin’.”

“ Where did you get those ducks ?”

“ Bought ’em.”

“ What were you going to do with them ?”

“We wuz jes’ boatin’ ’em acrost the river, so’s we could tote ’em

to town in the mornin’ an’ sell ’em.” .

“Jake, put these fellows down in the cabin and padlock the hatch.”

“You’s goin’ ter git yersel’ in trouble fer ’restin’ us,” whined one

of the pirates; but the prospect held out in this threat did not seem

to daunt the captain, who hustled his captives into the little cabin,

without paying much heed to their remonstrances. VVhen they had

been made secure, the confiscated boat was swung astern by a tow-line,

and the sloop was again headed up the river.

. “ You are doubtless surprised that we found no gun in that skiff,”

said the commander. “ That is because you are not familiar with the

ingenuity of these men in evading the law. What do you'supp0se

was the first move of these pirates when they caught the gleam of our

lantern ?”

“ To get out their cars, I imagine.”

“No;_ that was their second thought: the first impulse was to

throw their gun overboard. These swivel-guns all have a ring in the

breech, 111 Which a long, stout cord, having a float attached to the other

end, 1s securely tied. At the first intimation of danger, overboard goes

the gun, the pirates relying upon the float to find and recover it at

the first convenient opportunity. It is next to impossible to take these

fellows wlth a fire-arm in their possession.”
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“But why not look for the gun ourselves?”

“It would be useless in the darkness. In fact, the floats are so

small, and constructed in such a peculiar way, that, unless the approxi

mate location of the sunken weapon is known, it is difficult to find it

in broad daylight.”

“You will simply leave this gun?”

“No: my anxiety to destroy it would prevent that. Jake, who

has a wonderful facility for remembering localities, has the place marked

down, and we will make a search for the weapon to-morrow afternoon.”

For the next three hours the sloop tacked slowly back and forth

across the river, and the biting breeze, which was veering to the north

again, did not serve to make the dragging minutes pass more rapidly.

We succeeded, however, in making another capture, but one which was

attended by ridiculous rather than dramatic circumstances. During

the interval of intense darkness which preceded the rising of the moon,

our listening ears were saluted by the rattling of cars in rowlocks, and

as the sound grew louder we became aware that the boat was ap

proaching us. By a deft turn of the tiller the steersman brought the

sloop into the wind, with the sails just full enough to prevent the

flapping of the canvas, and we waited to spring upon our unsuspecting

prey.

The boatman,bending to his cars, was unconscious of our vicinity

until, when about thirty feet distant, the captain turned the light upon

him. The solitary occupant of the dilapidated skiff was a grizzled old

negro, who, springing to his feet and turning to face us, stood as though

transfixed by the shaft of light.

_ “Good Lawd! it’s de p’lice,” he groaned, raising both hands above

l1lS head with a despairing gesture.

“_Why are you so much afraid of the police, Mose?” laughed the

captam.

“Me! I ain’t ’fraid 0’ no p’lice,” replied the darky, struggling to

turn a bold front to the situation. “I ain't bin shootin’ no ducks,

cap n.”

“ I am afraid we will have to investigate that story. Paddle close

up, and let us see what you have in your boat.”

In the bottom of the skiff we found an antiquated musket of the

[839 pattern, and half a dozen black-head ducks.

‘:11\éI0seil1t', you did not shoot them, where did you get those birds?”

0ug t em sah.”

:: What were ,you doing with that gun ?”

Jes tuk hit along, sah, fo’ fear I mou ht run up aw’in’ some 0’
them night duckers.” g D

_ “Your story is just a little shaky, Moses. Hand up your gun and

b1_l'dS. and then come aboard and go down into the cabin, where you

w1ll“find congenial company_»

If I Was to believe all the stories I hear,” said the commander,

when _we were again under way, “ I would be obliged to believe that

there IS an enormous night trade in ducks carried on in these waters. I

?1:We.neve}' arrested an illegal gunner who was not ready to swear that

6 blrds lll his possession were regularly bought and paid for. It 15

k
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quite probable that those fellows in the cabin will at their trial produce

witnesses who will testify that they sold to the pirates the ducks which

we found in that boat. This theory of purchase is invariably set up

before the court, and, unless we have taken the culprits in the very act

of discharging their guns, we often find it diflicult to secure convictions.

Of course the less said about the veracity of the witnesses the better.”

The remainder of the night passed without special incident. A

long run before the wind carried us out of the river and far to the

south of Spesutie Island. The dawn was just breaking as we again

passed “The Battery,” on which I could now see the buildings of the

government fish-hatching station. Long lines of ducks were winging

their way in to the feeding-grounds on the flats, stretching away on

our port bow, and thickly dotted with sink-boxes, each of which was

spouting flame like a miniature monitor. A stranger to the scene would

have supposed that the citizens of Havre de Grace were repeating their

heroic defence of the town and had summoned their naval reserve to

repel invaders. Far off to the eastward a dozen triangular sails were

outlined against the glow on the horizon, indicating the boats that were

engaged in beating up the ducks and driving them landward.

Keeping well out, so as not to interfere with the flight of the birds,

the sloop skirted the edge of the flats, while the captain, through his

glass, closely scrutinized both sails and sink-boxes.

“Your duties here are merely perfunctory ?” I asked.

“Yes. An unlicensed gunner rarely ventures on the flats. Those

who pay heavily for the right to shoot are, of course, watchful of their

own interests and likely to resent any usurpation of their privileges.”

As we approached the wharf from which we had set sail the pre

vious evening, I became acutely conscious that it was time for break

fast, and also that the bay-chill had penetrated to the very marrow of

my bones. There was, however, in my mind a vague consciousness

that in these days of dictionary-making it would be unpardonahle to

allow physical discomfort to interfere with philological research, so I

reminded the captain of his unfinished story concerning the origin

of the name given to the little island which we had circumnavigated

during the hours of darkness.

. “Oh, yes,” he replied. “Well, it was this way. In the early

history of the country, when the land on either side of us was occu

pied by the Susquehanna and Delaware Indians, an Englishman named

Ut1e, attracted by the beauty and fertility of that island, built a small

house on it and became its first settler. He had been a student in one

of the big English schools, and was very proud of the fact that he

could read Greek and Latin. \Vhat is the word for a man who is

always amng his knowledge ?”

“Pedant,” I ventured to suggest.

_“Yes: He was a pedant, and a great coward as well, and so no

tonous did he become for these failings that even theneighboring

Indians became acquainted with his harmless peculiarities. One Sun

day mormng, as he was making his way up Bush River Neck toward

the log meetmg-house, a big Indian, in full war-paint, stepped into the

path, and, with a whoop and a flourish of his tomahawk, dashed upon
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the at.’t'rigl1ted settler, who immediately took to his heels, the blood

curdling shouts of his pursuer lending wings to his flight. The Indian,

who was simply perpetrating a grim practical joke upon the timorous

white man, followed his victim to the water’s edge, where the fugitive

threw himself into his canoe and frantically paddled across the narrow

strait to his island home. Afterward, boastfully relating his adventure,

he said that he had been attacked by four Indians, from whom, on account

of their superior numbers, he had fled, and that while pursued by the

howling red devils he had but one thought, which was that the island

upon which his house stood was ‘ spes Utie,’ which, he would graciously

add, ‘is Latin for Utie’s hope.’ From that time to this the island has

been called ‘Spesutie,’—-at first facetiously, but, as the circumstance

faded from memory, seriously.”

I thanked the captain for his hospitality and for his story, assuring

him that I would long remember the one, and would at least offer the

other as a contribution to the already overcrowded volume of unique

American nomenclature.

David Bruce Fitzgerald.

THE MAN WHO CAME TO TOWN.

HE town marshal, ex-officio editor of the Lariat Eavponent, after

wards declared that his bad luck came that night with the rain.

It first came leaking through the roof about midnight, and, finding a

convenient crease in his blankets, trickled slowly downward, until it

awoke him with a start. Being a man of few words, he simply gave

a grunt of disgust, leaned over to a corner of the diminutive room,

seized an umbrella, opened it, thrust it accurately under the leak, and

calmly fell asleep again.

_ In the morning things were in even a worse state. The bed was a

miniature island, the type-cases were half filled with water, and the

Press, a foot~power affair, stood eheerlessly in a damp corner as if

waiting to be resuscitated from its all-night exposure. Even then,

Hank made no remark,—his first act after sitting up in his blankets

bemg to pull forth slowly a huge plug of tobacco from his hip-pocket,

mike a generous chew, and then, as if fortified against all manner of

dlfiagreeable things, to spring up and begin putting things to rights.

There was a knock at the door.

“Come,” he shouted, gruflly; and there appeared to view a little

9ld gentleman whose black frock-coat, white collar,—an unusual luxury

"1 Lanat-,—and air of quiet dignity accorded well with his gray hair

and moustache.

“Pardon me,” he said, with a slight air of difiidence, “ but is this

the editor of the Ea:p01w1d ?”

Hank nodded.

“ “I am Colonel Stemble,” tl1e little old fellow continued, flflhbllh

and I am up here on special business for the Black Butte Cattle Com

pa_n.Y- NOW, to come to the point, I am very anxious to have a special

edition Of your paper published to-day.”

M
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Hank kicked an empty tin can under the press, and looked hard at

his boots. People were wont to say that he was a cautious man.

“It will pay,” the cattle-man continued; “and this will give you

some idea of my wishes.” He handed the editor some pencil notes and

a new greenback.

“Get the paper out by three o'clock at the latest, and above all

things make it interesting.”

“ I’ll do it,” Hank replied, with éustomary brevity; and then, with

renewed energy, he resumed the renovation of the little one-story

shanty which served as editorial office, press-room, and home.

The old gentleman smiled to himself as he trudged away,—snch a

paternal, benevolent smile as to seem almost out of place in such an

unconventional, wicked little frontier town as Lariat. As far as the

eye could reach were to be seen the temporary structures of canvas and

tarred paper which were the homes of its inhabitants. Up and down

the railroad the first-comers had pitched their tents, and as the town

grew rough streets had been formed, ranging back to the line of low

hills at the east. Lariat enjoyed the distinction of being at the extreme

end of the new railroad which was rapidly pushing its way through

Wyoming towards the great Northwest. Crouch’s, down the road, had

until recently enjoyed that honor. But one fine morning after the first

train had pushed on to the present site of Lariat the inhabitants of

the older town had emigrated in a body, and Crouch’s was no more.

True to its editor’s promise, the Exponent appeared at the time

named, but not until Hank McDougall, a man in whose veins ran a

strain of thrifty Scotch blood, had engaged in several mysterious trans

actions with certain property-owners of Lariat, whereby, in exchange

for some ready money that the editor had been hoarding up for many

a day, the latter became the owner of a considerable strip of land along

the railroad,—an acquisition afterwards explained by the following

announcement which appeared in the Exponent:

“We take pleasure in announcing the arrival of Colonel C. H.

Stemble, agent for, and a prominent stock-holder in, the Black Butte

Cattle Company. This English syndicate, having been struck with

the advantageous location of Lariat, is contemplating the erection of

enormous stock-yards in our city, for the shipment of cattle from the

Powder River Valley. It is needless to comment upon the great in

fluence that this deal will have upon Lariat, the Star city of North

west Wyoming, as the improvements will amount to at least forty

thousand dollars,” etc.

It was all very quickly and amicably arranged. That evening the

colonel held an enthusiastic reception at the Alagazan, the leading

hotel, where there were none so confident of the future of Lariat, so

Jovial, andwithal so lavish with his money, as he. Incidentally, it

may be said that the bar of the Alagazan did a. big business, and

that the landed proprietors of Lariat, Hank McDougall especially,

awakened to the fact that they had a good thing.

The neat morning the colonel, note-book in hand, and accompanied

by the leadmg citizens of the town, inspected property available for the

uses of the Black Butte Cattle Company. In the afternoon—for the
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agent’s time was limited—the purchasing began. The courteous old

gentleman who had entertained them so hospitahly the night before did

not haggle over prices. He paid cash for his new acquisitions in crisp,

new, five-hundred dollar notes,—a proceeding which, to make change,

unfortunately, drained the town in a short time of all its smaller de

nominations.

By evening the English syndicate had acquired a choice tract of

land lying on both sides of the railroad, in the heart of Lariat, for

which it had paid out some twenty—five thousand dollars. McDougall,

editor and town marshal, had made some thousands by the deal, and

had he been a ready speaker would probably have said, “ These Eng

lishmen are the biggest suckers I ever saw.” But, as it was, he con

tented himself with the simple words, “Beats all!”

It wanted but a few minutes of train-time, next day, when the

colonel, carrying his compact little valise, his face beaming with happy

good-nature, sauntered leisurely down to where the big engine was puff

ing and blowing, preparatory to its long trip down the road.

“I must leave just at this time,” he said, “to transact some very

important business in Cheyenne. But I’ll be back in a week or ten

days, and begin work immediately.” And he treated the little crowd

about the train to cigars.

The whistle tooted a warning note, the bell rang, and the colonel

cordially shook hands all around. Stepping on the rear platform of

the train, he turned about once more and waved his good-byes to per

sons in the distance. Just at the moment that the wheels began to

turn, Hank McDougall, his marshal’s star gleaming on his vest,-he

wore no coat,—came running down Wyoming Avenue from the post

ffitg, a yellow paper in his hand, which he waved dramatically over his

1ea .

"Stop that train!” yelled the town marshal. But the conductor

and engineer did not hear, and the train moved on.

_ “Jump, you scoundrel, jump!” again yelled Hank, at the same

time drawing his gun. The eolonel’s only'answer was a polite wave

Of the hand. Then Hank took a snap-shot at the fast departing train,

8I_ld—would you believe it?—that little old man whipped out two

pistols from somewhere, quick as a wink, and for a few moments the

Way the bullets whistled about the heads of the crowd along the track

fvasi something wonderful. And as the train grew smaller and smaller

In its straight-away course over the prairie, the last act of the lone

Passenger on the rear platform was to wave a white handkerchief

towards the little city of Lariat and disappear within the car.

The town marshal replaced his gun in his hip—pocket and turned

Sadly away. Deaf to repeated inquiries as to the meanin of it all, he

d_l-qflppeared within the editorial sanctum; for in the mi st of all ex

utement he still remembered that, ex officio, he was an editor, and—

he was both a thrifty and a cautious man.

An hour later another edition of the Exponent appeared, double

1e8_<led_, as if in mourning, and the copies sold for a dollar apiece. The

edll'0l‘lal was brief and to the point:

“From a telegram received only too late by our town marshal, be
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cause of the necessity of forwarding it by mail from .Crouch’s, it ap—

pears that our late distinguished visitor Stemble was none other than

the well-known desperado and confidence man Ike Rogers, lately a

fugitive from the Black Hills. It is painful to be forced to state that

the greenbacks which Rogers so generously distributed while in Lariat

are clever counterfeits, in exchange for which he carried away thousands

of dollars of our citizens’ earnings.

“ The editor of the Exponent bids farewell to his many friends, and

announces his intention of pulling up stakes and moving immediately

to the Big Horn country.”

Charles Dudley Rhodea.

LANDZIIARKS.

Remove not the ancient landmark, which thy fathers have set.—Paov. xxii. 28.

0 text in Hebrew Scripture is more completely forgotten than

this, and yet it merits as much consideration as the average quo

tation from Genesis to the Apocrypha. Everywhere we are removing

landmarks; nowhere are we rearing them. But I write of the country,

not the town, of which I know nothing. Scraps of old journals and

quaint entries in time-worn commonplace-books have given me an in

sight into the conditions of my own neighborhood two centuries ago,

and it has taken only‘ two hundred years to bring down the beauty

Nature was long in building to the level of the commonplace. In

the struggle for wealth we have made the land poor, and have not en

riched ourselves. My neighbor has a large farm here in New Jersey,

and spends the winter in Florida, that he may see the country. In

other words, he robbed his own home, years ago, to pay the railroad

and his board bill, and now bemoans the barrenness of the landscape.

He deserves to be kicked,'and yet preserves the respect of his fellows;

he even excites their envy. Another of my neighbors cut down four

walnut-trees that he might enlarge his pigsty. After this there seemed

to be no hope; for these men, who even shoot cat-birds to save their

cherries, who stuff their stomachs and starve their ears, are not to be

reasoned with. For years, as I looked from an east window, I saw

that group of walnuts, towering above the other trees, and in summer

their leafy tops seemed like a huge ball that was rolling along the hori

zon, for trees on all sides hemmed me in. Now there is a break. I

can see beyond, where I do not care to look, or, looking earthward,

trace the roof of the new piggery. With the proceeds of his crop of

pork, he too, this enemy of walnuttrees, is going to Florida. But

even worse things have been done. Another neighbor has felled an

old oak because the shade rotted the shingles, and now has a sunburnt

door—yard, with a sickly arbor-vitae near where the old tree sto0d,—fl

very modest green tombstone of the fallen monarch. This neighbor

never thought that his shingle roof might have been replaced by slates

at about the same cost that was required to remove the tree. “ But I
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sold the tree for agood price,” he said to me. “And you gave away

your credit for common sense,” I replied. -

Perhaps there is no landmark so suggestive as an old tree. We

are forever building monuments, but why not let those stand which

Nature set up, even before man appeared upon the scene, and which

were landmarks to our ancestors as well as to ourselves? We cherish

Washington elms, Stuyvesant pear-trees, and Penn’s treaty elm, because

the men named once stood in their shade. Is it not as suggestive that

an Indian once stood, it may be, under an oak and harangued his

people? But, even if forsaken of all men, there is not a tree that has

weathered two or three centuries but is as worthy of regard now as the

scattered growths that happened to become associated with somebody’s

name. No mere association can the more ennoble a majestic elm. Be

cause an oak, still standing, was riddled by bullets during the Revolu

tion, it has no additional dignity. The murmur of the breeze through

its branches is more musical than the whistling of hot lead. There is

many an old tree still standing, but quite disregarded, because, as you

say, it is nobody’s oak or elm. No great man ever saw it or stood be

neath its branches, so why should you? What rubbish! It is every

body’s tree, teaching lessons, if you will but learn, that will greatly

aid you on your journey through life. Tree-worship, once so common,

and still existing. is now accounted among us as trivial and evidence

of a low order of intelleetuality, even among savages; but it is not as

belittling as our modern hero-worship.

A recent summer day bade fair to be all that a rambler could wish,

and I was off early, for an all-day stroll. Long before noon I met an

old man from the town, and stopped a moment at his request. “The

silver bells of the field-sparrows tinkle along the fences, just the same,”

he remarked, “but I hear no meadow-lark, and no wonder; the old

landmark’s gone. In the middle of this field there stood an old oak,

that Was half dead when I was a boy, but it was here a year ago when

I Passed by. Never a May morning that I didn’t hear the meadow

lark that stood on the very top and whistled. I heard him sixty years

ago, and I heard him last spring. It's all changed now, with that

landmark gone. How I wanted to see the old tree just once more l”

And the old man turned away. It was a sad incident, and spoiled for

me a fresh June morning. The old man’s words kept ringing in my

ears, and every warbler seemed to sing the same sad refrain,—“ the old

oak’s gone.”

' I remember the tree. It was not so very large. There were no

Wld9~-spreading branches, but short, thiek-set ones, that bent in upon

themselves until the tree looked like a stout man with arms folded on

his breast. Standing thus, it had weathered the storms of two or three

centunes. It was once a corner tree, and is recorded as such in an old

deed; so we have some clue to its age. But this is prosy history at best,

and true of many others: so what are the claims of old trees to our

regard? Single one out, and studv its career. Go to it in early spring

and watch the swelling leaf-buds. I This is the tree’s busiest time, and

yet how quietly it does its work! No one ever heard of a nervous or

fretful tree. There’s a hint for you. I know a beech that yearly bears

VOL. LVII.—9
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a half-million of leaves, yet their growth never made sufiicient stir to

deflect thistle-down from its course. Millions of drops of sap course

through as many channels, yet there is no sound of moving water. It

is in vain to press your ear against the bark ; you will hear nothing;

but the sap was passing upward all the while. No tree asks aid from

its neighbors. It is self-reliant ; and how much of that virtue can you

rightly boast of‘Z _

We know that ere long the tree will afford us grateful shade; but

did it make you any promise to that effect? You go to it, in fullest

confidence, when the hot July sunshine scorches the fields, and you

never are disappointed. Cannot mankind get a hint from a tree?

Who ever lived that never spake of himself, never despatched a courier

announcing his intentions, and never failed to meet the just expecta

tions of his fellows‘? Death alone is the disturber of a tree, but man,

with all his superiority, is the sole reason for such a word as vacilla

tion. He is a poor student who can spend a day with a tree and go

home none the wiser. I say this with confidence. As the tree is in

structive in proportion to its age, why not let it stand ? Remove not

the ancient landmark.

And what, too, of those mellow autumn days, when the green leaf,

before its fall, rejoices in gay colors at the success of its mission‘?

Though its last days have come, it sees no reason for mourning, but

joins you in rejoicing that the expected--but not promised—fruit has

matured. Who that has gathered nuts, after a stinging white frost in

October, but has learned to love the old shell-barks that are landmarks

in the meadows ? It is not childish to love an old tree. It is brutal

not to do so.

But there are other landmarks than old trees. True ; there are old

houses, and we add, perhaps, old men. The village without its patri

arch is incomplete; and what a difference between Colonial houses and

those that have recently sprung into existence! We breathe in the

odor of unpainted cedar and mossy shingles,-—not strive to rid our

lungs of the smell of paint. \Ve seldom stop to look at a house built

in our own lifetime; but how generally we scrutinize the old house

near by, though we may have seen it daily for many years! Its quaint

porch, the small-paned windows, the low eaves and substantial chim

ney, appeal to us, and we wonder if life is not more restful and soul

satisfying under such a roof. The old man in his high-backed rocker,

dozing by the fireplace, the old Woman knitting in her throne-like

easy-chair, the willow-pattern china in the open cupboard,—what a

picture! But these venerable people cannot long remain, and then

what? The children scatter the furniture, the old house is torn down,

and we have the smell of paint and the chatter of strangers. Can we

not at least preserve one such house in every village, furniture and

old-fashioned garden and all else, keeping it for our childl‘en’s sake,

an 1llu_stration on the page of local history? What a poor exchange

for this is a single chair or an odd plate upon the mantel of a new

house! Detached from their proper surroundings, few objects retain

their real beauty. It is like the caged canary as a substitute for the

free mmstrel of the wildwood.
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The present rage for relics and indifference to landmarks are

strangely inconsistent. I cannot understand that man who chases

after a china teapot that he cannot authenticate, and allows his com

fortable old house to be modernized. No man should be governed by

his children in this. Let them be taught to reverence the old, and not

fall down and worship the new. If you must prove that you had

a great-grandmother, gather up the old crockery; but pry not too

deeply into its history. The cracked tureen that now holds the place

of honor on the sideboard held soap-fat in the kitchen in Colonial

days; but the old house itself was a monument to thrift and intelli

gence and patriotism : so let it stand, if possible, and worry less about

the trifles it once contained. We are not so land-poor that the new

house must necessarily occupy the site of the old. Even in large

cities, an old house, here and there, is as picturesque as an open

“square.” A bronze tablet in the wall of a new structure is at best

but a reminder that we once possessed a treasure and threw it away.

But let us go back to the country. Where do we find those features

that most surely attract attention and rouse more than a passing in

terest? Not on the main thoroughfare so much as along the back

roads. It is rare that any landmark is left when the road is a mere

extension of the city street, without its pavements and long rows of

dwellings. The welfare of vehicles and the convenience of horse

jockeys has alone been consulted, and every tree that encroaches beyond

private grounds has been removed. The world is in too much of a

hurry to go round an old chestnut. Though it has weathered two or

more centuries, it has acquired no rights; no respect is shown to its

age. Happily, matters are better ordered along the by-ways, and there

we have ground free to all and not shorn of all its beauty. I passed

along a back-road, last autumn, where nearly every fence—post was

draped with crimson Virginia creeper,—where dwarf sumachs held

aloft an abundance of ruddy fruit, and trailed between the lichen

coated boards of an old fence were willowy branches of climbing bitter

sweet, laden with crimson and yellow fruit. Not a bird of all the

summer’s host had forsaken the spot. After a wearisome ride along a.

dusty turnpike, with little that was natural to be seen, except the sky

above, that back-road was a veritable elysium,—-a landmark for the old

region thereabouts, which I trust no overseers of the highway will

venture to disturb.

Remove not the ancient landmark which thy fathers have set, lest

you force us to remain forever as strangers in a strange land.

Charles 0. Abbott.

THE IDEALIST.

HIS aspirations penetrate the stars,

And local habitations build on Mars.

Grace F. Pennypacker.

*
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-AWYERS and doctors tell us there are so many law and medical

students that the professions will be scandalously overcrowded in

the next few years. Painters deplore the swarms of ambitious young

men in the studios, and assure us there will be no room for them in

the future. As for writers, they lament about the overstocked condi

-tion of the literary market until one is quite tired of hearing about it.

It is therefore with some trepidation that I make the easily sub

stantiated statement that the increase in the number of students in

these callings is small compared with their increase in that of archi

tecture. About fifteen years ago, for instance, there were sometimes

half a dozen Americans studying in Paris, sometimes one. For the

last five years there have been from forty to sixty, while Americans

have been frequenting, besides, the schools of Berlin, Vienna, Florence,

and Rome. To take an example nearer home, six years ago the long

established School of Architecture of the University of Pennsylvania

contained two students: this year there are over a hundred; and so

it goes, from the Atlantic to the Pacific. Moreover, this increase in

numbers does not include the men who are getting their training in

offices without going to the technical schools at all.

It may seem strange that with this unparalleled amount of serious

work in architecture no one can yet say what the outcome of it will

be as to that much mooted question, the American style. Among

architects, nothing is so much talked about, argued about, almost fought

about. Nor does this field of discussion lie fallow among laymen. The

people of this country never took so much intelligent interest in architec

ture as they do to-day. On every hand one hears discussions over the

merits and demerits of the latest office building or the beauties of the

newest church. This is not to be wondered at in a community eager to

learn, eager to travel, eager to adopt new ideas, and interested, perforce,

in building; interested in architecture, too, for the hordes of young

students now spread broadcast over the land are not slow to dissemi

nate at least some of their newly acquired knowledge among their

families, so that thousands of people who never looked interestedly at

a building before now take issue on the question as to whether Gothic

or Romanesque is'the more appropriate style for a railway station.

Of course, architects laugh -at all this talk, but it would be as well for

them to remember that there can be no healthier sign of the natural

growth and development of good taste in architecture than this earnest

desire for knowledge on the part of the public. After all, it is the

desp1_sed public that pays, and it is the same public that gives itself

the nght to dictate styles as well as other conditions to its. employed

servant, the architect. nquestionably, the more the mass of the

people know of historic styles the less will be the demand for the

nondescnpt and the commonplace, and the sooner will come to the

front those scholarly designers who are worthy of the place.
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In this state of things the vital question is, how shall the designers

themselves be best trained?" The most prominent architects of the

country, those whose work is acknowledged by common consent to be

the best and most lasting, reply that the School of Paris and those

patterned after it -are the proper training-places. There are many

thoughtful people, however, who do not believe this to be the case,

maintaining that the theories of the‘ French school have produced a

monotonous, uninteresting style, quite bad enough in its native country,

and utterly out of place in this.

The immediate outlook, therefore, for the solution of the “ Amer

ican style” is not cheering. But it seems as though we were more

nearly in a position to make a shrewd guess at it than ever before.

Let us see a little what the conditions are. In this country we con

tinued until within forty years or so to copy England in a humble way.

We copied her, of course, when we were a colony; we followed her

faithfully through the reign of the Italian villa, the epoch of Victorian

Gothic, and the so-called revival of Queen Anne. In England itself

these styles were of a forced and unnatural growth, and did not last

long. In this country the flimsy imitations of them fared no better.

For that matter, people did not until within comparatively recent years

think it necessary to employ an architect for domestic work, particu

larly for city houses. Of these latter there were in Philadelphia (which

we may take as a town of average intelligence) practically but two

types of house, the single and the double. These houses were all de

signed to be between party walls, and where a house happened to be

on a corner no change was made in the plan, so that the astonishing

spectacle is presented of a corner house twenty-four feet wide, full of

Windows on the front and back, with an uninterrupted brick wall on

th_e.side, and of course full of rooms either insufficiently lighted or

without any light at all. In these days, when light and ventilation

are so much sought after, it seems almost impossible to realize such a

state of alfairs. It was natural enough then that when men began to

be trained as architects and had learned through books and through

travel of the unlimited possibilities of their profession they should

have burst loose from all conventionality and revelled in unrestrained

hcense of design.

‘Among all the architects of that day, Richardson stood out pre

emment. He had grafted his Paris training onto a deep study of the

R0m_aI1e5qll8 architecture of Burgundy and Auvergne. He reasoned

that in America we were in a position, so far as the ornament of the build

mg goes, very similar to that of the builders of the monuments which

e studied; that is, we were without good carvers, but had vast re

sources in the way of different colors and textures of stone; that there

f°l_‘e fitoues inlaid in patterns of blue and brown and white, with such

Prmlltlve, if intrimte, carving as was adapted to the style, would be

the best means of producing an efiiect. This was undoubtedly good

reasoning, and when he brought to its aid his own skill as a designer,

backed by his tremendous energy, it is not surprising that his work

and the copies of it spread from east to west over the whole extent Of

the Umted States. It came to be a settled fact in the minds of many

I V _
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people that Romanesque was the long-sought-for American style, and

that there was no use in seeking any further. So his school flourished

as no one man’s school has in this country before or since. Yet to-day

his influence is waning year by year, and at the present rate will soon

amount to almost nothing.

He was by no means alone, of course, as the introducer of a style

in this country. All around him there sprung up copies of Venetian

palaces and Pompeiian houses ; there arose Gothic oifice-buildings and

Moorish theatres. Meanwhile there was growing side by side with

the Richardson school something that was in marked contrast to it,—a

strong influence in favor of classic proportions and classic forms. So

far from diminishing in the number of its followers, this school has

been increasing steadily. Whether we like it or not, it seems to be

forcing itself upon us, and no one who has thoughtfully considered

the subject would be at all surprised if classic should become the pre

dominating feature of American design, as it has that of the cities

of the world.

Communication between all civilized countries is now easy to a

point heretofore undreamed of. We know what men wear in the capi

tals of Europe, and we copy them; we know what they build, and we

copy that. The levelling process going on over the world makes men

wear cylindrical hats in Paris and New York, and soon will in Pekin.

Is it too soon yet to say that the same is true of the Five Orders ?

The strongest minds in architecture have struggled against this

apparently overwhelming force. Viollet-le-Duc fought as hard during

his life against Classicism in France as Richardson did here. With the

sanction of his government, Viollet—le-Duc rebuilt millions of francs’

worth of castles and palaces and churches, made roomsful of drawings

that are still the wonder and admiration of the architectural world, and

wrote volumes upon volumes of argument and learning in favor of

the principles of the Middle Ages. In England, Ruskin was fuming

and fretting and composing magnificent treatises against the march of

the Renaissance. Everybody read what he wrote, and a great many

people practised it. But what is the result? The little school founded

by Viollet-le-Duc hardly exists any more, if indeed it exists at all.

His buildings are looked upon as instructive and amusing object-lessons.

Ruskin is quoted as a master of English, and there is not a celebrated

theatre or modern public building in the civilized world that is not

designed after the principles of Classic architecture. It really seems

in vain that men say that there never was a time like the present; that

all architecture will necessarily be frittered away into a thousand dif

ferent styles, because no one knows in what style to design; that we in

America are without traditions worthy of the name, without noble

examples of native architecture to be inspired from, and that for the

first time in the history of man designers have in their hands docu

ments relating to the architecture of all countries and of all ages, and

h_ave,_what is more important still, endless opportunities of travel,——a

situation which makes it possible to have as many styles in America

as there are architects. Hitherto, they say, the designer has never been

under the necessity of making up his mind, as the modems are, whether
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he shall build such and such a building in Rococo or in Early Chinese,

but has simply worked along in the spirit of his age, in the style of

his period, ignorant of the existence of any other, and has consequently

been able to express himself better than we can hope to do, who are

dabblers in all styles and masters of none. But people who argue

on this premise overlook the fact that the French and Germans and

Austrians and Italians are expressing their ideas in the medium of the

day, the nineteenth-century Renaissance, and that we, by scattering

our energies as we do, are leaving an opening which the believers in

that very living style are not slow to take advantage of.

Suppose we examine these general conditions a little more closely.

Beginning with domestic architecture in England, we find conditions

very difi"erent from our own. There is in England no necessity for

porches, for outside shutters, or for the fear of too much light from

long rows of mullioned windows. Thus the English architects can

and do design in the spirit of the old work with the greatest success.

The thorough way in which this old spirit which all men, even those of

Latin race, agree has made old English homes the most charming in the

world, is being preserved in the new designs, in most agreeable contrast

to the servile copying of the externals of style that at one time charac

terized English work. One is struck with the deepest admiration for

such work as that of the late John Sedding, and of such living archi

tects as Ernest George, Bodley and Garner, Basil Champneys, and a

host of men who are really designers in the truest sense of the word,

constantly evolving and inventing, and never straying off into styles

foreign to the one which they have adopted.

Domestic architecture in France is in by no means such a fortunate

condition, either because of the natural tendency that Frenchmen appear

to have inherited to live in houses whose distinguishing mark is for

mahty rather than comfort, or because of the overwhelming influence

Of precedent constantly kept alive by the school training of their archi

tects. The houses are almost invariably devoid of homeliness and

charm. In all the greatest of the other Continental countries the same

conditions hold, excepting that each race exerts its natural influence on

the style. But the style is everywhere the same,——the nineteenth- ,

century development of Renaissance,—-a style of which one phase has

developed into another naturally and steadily, like any normal archi

tectural growth, for nearly four hundred years.

The men who design in this style which seems to us so cut-and-dried

look with the greatest appreciation upon the domestic architecture

of America. They are constantly going to examine it, and are always

loud in their praises of its perfect adaptability to the climate and of

the charm of our interiors. As a rule, they find much more to be

admired in this latter respect in this country than in England. B111:

38 for the exteriors of most of our newest country houses a Frenchman

does not think it worth while to give an opinion, looking upon such

Siralnlng after picturesque-ness as amusing enough as a pastime, but 11011

to be considered as serious architecture. These strictures do not apply

to the class of city houses whose numbers are increasing so rapidly

where the tendency is distinctly Classic. Nor does it apply with much

~
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justice to the so-called colonial country houses. A European naturally

sees in this latter development a cause for nothing but approval, since

it is in his eyes a manifestation of the Classic movement and carries

with it a certain amount of restraint in design and of good proportion.

If we look at the business buildings of Europe and America we

find a difference just as striking as in private houses. In England

the buildings are not very high, and are cut up into a multitude of

small parts following the same styles that are used in country houses.

There is little breadth of treatment, little grasping of what is known

as the grand parti. On the Continent we find the style of the period

used for the business buildings as well as for everything else. The

treatment is broad but monotonous. The buildings are generally

studied as a whole, well planned and well proportioned. There interest

ceases, the detail being, as a. rule, crude and unfeeling, in this respect

materially different from that across the Channel. As for business

buildings in this country, all the world knows what they are. There

is very little good architecture about them, but a great deal of good

engineering. Just now it is very much the fashion to praise the huge

steel cages with their walls carried on the beams from floor to floor and

the weight concentrated into a few vertical shafts, and they are un

questionably admirably adapted to their purpose, but, with very few

exceptions, they are not.architecture. There is not much more archi

tecture in building a tiresomely long row of oflices or apartments, all

of exactly the same height and all devoid of any kind of treatment, one

above the other, than there is in placing them side by side like any

row of brick buildings. Indeed, the architects of some ofiice build

ings are men who have never given thought to the principles of propor

tion, though of course it would be most unjust to the architects of the

greater number not to acknowledge the ingenuity and skill with which

they have grappled with an entirely new problem; while as for the

structural iron-work, it is often as good as can be imagined. From

an architectural point of view the greatest drawback to these dispro

portionate structures—and it is a very serious one indeed—is the fact

that they dwarf public buildings, churches, and everything of a monu

mental character around them, utterly destroying restfulness and scale

and marring the general appearance of a city beyond repair.

When we come to official architecture, we find England not by

any means in the first rank. The designs are sometimes Classic and

sometimes a revival of Gothic, but, as a rule, lack the grandeur and

simplicity of conception which characterize those on the Continent. It

is there that we find the best results from the employment of the

Classic orders.

In these civic and municipal buildings the use of columns and

entablature, so far from being tiresome, is apt to impress one as fitting

and_dignified, while the planning is simpler and grander in its con

ception than anything we have yet an idea of in this country.

As for our own public buildings, with the exception of the Capitol

at \Vashmgton and some early buildings of the School of Wren, they

have until comparatively recent years been of such a character as to

make us a laughing-stock in this respect for the rest of the world.



OUR LADY OF THE ANGELS. 137

We are just emerging from the impossible state of affairs when one

man was set the task of designing all the public buildings in the

country with the actual result that he designed none of them. And

our municipal architecture has not been much better. It was possibly

not the fault of our architects that most of the public buildings in

' America are badly placed. It is no one’s fault but theirs that many

of our towns are saddled with municipal buildings as ignorantly

planned as those of Philadelphia.

But surely a new light is breaking. The mass of young draughts

men aud students that are enthusiastically studying the principles of

design as taught in the Classic schools are getting a knowledge of the

three cardinal points which it is the boast of that school to teach,

planning, proportion, and profile,—-and that‘ knowledge will go far to

raise the standard of our civic architecture in the beginning of the

twentieth century infinitely above what we are used to to-day.

To resume, then, we have seen that our country houses are develop

ing a style in harmony with the exigencies of the climate and the needs

of the people and are often beautiful besides, that architecture is not

necessarily absent from our business buildings, and that the need of

skilled design is felt more and more in those devoted to public use.

Is it not almost a certainty that with the future development of studious

academic architecture throughout the country there is coming a wave of

Classic that will have nearly as much influence over the American style

as it has had for centuries over Europe? And is it not fair to assume

that the fearless vigor that has marked our modern work, both good and

bad; 15 goingto give a distinction to the style of the twentieth century in

America. that will set it apart from that of the rest of the world ?

J0/m i>‘lewarda0n.

OUR LADY OF THE’ ANGELS.

IT \v?lS the year of Hard Times; but it is always the year of Hard

Times to some. She came into the dépot about three o’clock.

She was young, but she had lived with Sorrow so long that her face

Was a reflection of her teacher’s, and Sorrow is as old as the world.

_Sbe had eaten nothing since the day before, but she was not penniless;

"1 her shabby black purse was money enough to take her home,—

money enough, and not one cent over. They were poor and old at

h0me,.but they loved her and were proud of her. It was down in the

country, Where it was still and sweet. Before she reached home she

had tocrose the bridge : she did not know whether she would go home

0i‘ only go as far as the bridge.

. he; crept into the darkest corner of the ladies’ waiting-room to

tlllllk it over, but she could not think. All around her, in and out

tl1r0l1ghii_ie doors ebbed and flowed the human tide; all the passions,

the ambitions, the joys and sorrows of life swept by her. Some she

read; some she could not ; but she gazed impassively at all alike, with

hard, unmoved eyes. i

6?-M-\mr_.:z-r=.,.-.».--

~
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Once a woman stared at her as she passed, and then, going back,

put a tract in her hand. It said in large letters across the top, “Are

You Saved?” The girl looked at it with a bitter smile, and crushed

it in her hand. Once a little child ran to her and leaned for a moment

on her knee. She did not stir, and after one look into her face the

child stole silently away.

Her head ached dully from faintness. Some one had dropped a

few little fancy crackers on the seat beside her. She put out her hand

and took one, then pushed it back, while her face flushed painfully.

The woman in charge of the room looked at her sharply and turned

as if to speak, but some one called her, and she hurried away.

A young girl entered with her lover. She was about the age of

the other girl, but she did not know it was the year of Hard Times.

Her happy eyes looked at every one with a shy appeal for sympathy.

Her pretty golden head nestled against the high-backed rocker as if

she took even that into her confidence.

The other girl in the corner was stirred to a fierce rebellion. She

knew more about this girl than did the girl herself. Could she tell

how much life-blood stained her exquisite garments? Could slw tell

110w many days such gloves could hold of starvation? She trusted

everybody, most of all the man at her side. Would she believe it if

she were told that Hard Times could kill anything, even Love itself,

—would choke it, and choke it, until it was dead? Then the‘ girl

thought of her father and mother, of the tender clasp of the knotted

hard-worked hands, of the unfaltering trust of the faded eya, and she

pushed the picture back, out of her memory.

Suddenly the girl in the rocker looked up and across at the other

girl, and her happy eyes filled with tears.

“ Oh, Allen,” she whispered, “ I wish I could help her!”

The other girl saw the look, and stared back at her with a hard,

defiant glare. Could she not even keep her own sorrow?

The girl’s pretty mouth quivered under the look. She glanced con

fusedly down at the package her friend was holding. Then suddenly

her face changed.

“ I will be back in a moment,” she exclaimed, and was away before

he could answer.

She hurried, almost running, through the main waiting-room, all

unconscious of the many curious glances. Then she ran up the stairs

and knocked at a door bearing the words “Superintendent’s Office.”

Without waiting for a response, she pushed the door open.

A man with a strong thoughtful face and iron-gray hair was sitting

at the desk, and wheeled his chair round as she entered.

“Edith!” he exclaimed, half in greeting, half in despair.

The girl ran over and perched on the arm of his chair and began

speaking rapidly.

“ ‘Yes, I know, papa, I’m a dreadful bother; but you said I might

come if it was very important, and it is this time,——it truly is!”

Her father laid his pen down and leaned back, looking up into her

excited face.

“ What is it now ?” he asked. “A wonderful bargain in gloves?”
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The girl's eyes filled with tears.

“Oh, papa, you don't understand! I know I’m a worthless little

butterfly of a thing, and no good to anybody, but I do think of some

thing besides money and clothes once in a while.” There was a little

break in her voice, and she hurried on to cover it up. “It’s a girl

down in the waiting-room,——a girl with such a heart-broken face!

When she looked at me I felt/—well, as if I had been laughing

where some one had just died. And then I thought of other girls and

people that come here every day, and how sad some of them are,

and how terrible the waiting times must be, and Papa, you know

that lovely copy of Bougereau’s Madonna, Our Lady of the Angels?

—the one we liked so much, with just the half-length of the mother

and child ?”

“Yes,” he said, with a puzzled expression.

“I had it framed for Fanny Keppler’s wedding-present, and I

have it with me: Allen wrried it for me. But I can get her some

thing else she’d like just as well. ‘Papa, I suppose you’ll think it’s

dreadfully silly, but if you could have seen that girl’s eyes! Can I

have that picture put up in the waiting-room and left there always?

Is it too silly?” She was looking down, playing with his hands. She

was a foolish little girl, and she didn’t like to he laughed at. But the

silence made her look up.

“ Why, papa !” she exclaimed.

He drew her face down and kissed it as he never had kissed his

foolish little girlbefore.

1% that all, Edith?” he asked.

‘ es, pa , onl I want it ri ht awa .”
“But I siaiit Thgmson out ongan erra3’d.”

“Oh, I can’t wait !—the girl may go! May I make Allen put it

up? Up on the mantelpiece over the fireplace, you know.”

“If Allen will,” answered her father, with an amused smile.

“Oh, he will if I ask him,” answered the girl, with a shy color at

the sound of the confidence in her voice. “ Thank you so much, you

dear old papa, you!”

She ran down-stairs, hurriedly glancing at the clock. She had

been gone fifteen minutes: what would Allen say? Allen was waiting

for her with a somewhat injured air, and at first demurred a little over

the part he was to play, but finally he agreed. Edith tore the wrap

Plllgs off the picture. There were only a few people in the waiting

momi and they all looked on curiously.

“Be ready to run when this is up,” Allen said. “ I don't exactly

care wait for plaudits.”

His face grew red as he caught the amused glances about him, but

he W0_\lld not back out. He mounted a chair and put the picture care

fully in HS place. There were little stirs and rustlings all around him,

but as he stepped aside and the beautiful Child looked with His grave

tender compassionate eyes over the room, there was a strange hush, and

in the hush the man and the girl stole out unnoticed.

The hours slipped away: the girl’s train had gone, but she did not

know it. She saw no more the crowd about her: she saw only the

*
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Child, reaching out His tiny hands in patient invitation, foreshadowing

at the same time His own cross. She shut her eyes, but she saw Him

still. The hard bitterness of her face was breaking; half unconsciously

she smoothed out the tract in her hand. .

Presently some one touched her, and she opened her eyes wearily.

A plain, loudly-dressed woman was sitting next her, the tears running

down her broad red face.

“I had a baby once,” she said. “He died. He was all I had.”

“Yes,” said the girl, and she was surprised at the gentleness of

her own voice.

The woman put her hand clumsily over the girl’s shabby black

love.
g “ I know it’s queer me speaking,” she said, “ and you only a stranger;

but I kind 0’ thought, somehow, that you knew.”

“I know many things,” said the girl, “ but not that. That is a

beautiful thing to know.”

“Yes,” answered the woman, “I guess you’re right. I’ve got to

go now: that’s my train. I’m going to see my sister. I’m glad I

spoke to you. I didn’t think you’d mind.”

She went out. The girl was left alone, and again the hours crept

by. She knew it was too late to go home now. She must go away,

back to her old lodging, but she felt too faint to move. She didn’t

want to leave—the Child ; and then her thoughts grew dull and con

fused. A touch on her shoulder roused her. She was the last one in

the room, and the woman had come to tell her to go. The girl tried

to rise, but fell back dizzily.

“ You haven’t had any supper,” said the woman.

“No,” the girl answered.

The woman went away, and came back in a moment with a cup of

strong coffee. “Drink that,” she said.

The girl took it and drank half; then she looked up.

“I was going home,” she said. “They’re old and poor, and I’ve

made them think I was doing well here, but I haven’t had any work

for two months. And I eouldn’t write and tell them. I kept hoping

and trying ”

“Yes, I know,” said the woman.

She glanced uneasily at the picture, and then looked down at the

girl. Finally she spoke again.

“I’m going now,” she said. “It’s ten o’clock. I’ve got a little

room, but if you’d come with me to-night you could try again to

morrow.”

“ I’ll come,” said the girl, simply.

‘ The woman went to carry the cup back to the restaurant. The

girl looked around ; there was no one in sight. She went over to the

rocker where the other girl’s golden head had rested, and touched it

lightly with her lips. Then the woman came back, and they went out

in the darkness together.

And the Child in His mother’s arms looked down on the empty

room.

Dorothy E. Nelson.
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. AN EDITORIAL COPY F0UNDR Y.

A PROMINENT trade paper for publishers and printers publishes

the following extraordinary advertisement under the caption

“Special Writing” :

“ D. COPY” saves work, then why should not country pub

lishers use itas well as city editors?

For the last four years I have been supplying it confidentially

to the press throughout the country, at extremely low rates, by an

arrangement explained in a booklet which I will send to any news

paper publisher. '

The information will not be mailed to any but newspaper

men, so that, in writing, the name of your paper must always be

given.

Just look at these prices for a su ply of “ Ed. copy” suitable

for either a daily or a weekly, delivere at your otfice postage paid,

v1z.:

3 Columns Full Political Service, weekly . . . $1.00

2} “ “ Independent Service, weekly . . 1.00

t “ either Democratic or Republican leader,

weekly...4........5O

H “ either Political orlndependent, weeklv .75

11* “ either Political or Independent, weekly .50

i “ Editorial Notes (Independent), weekly .27

The 8-column service consists of one political leader, 4 leaders

on “up to the time” subjects and Editorial Notes.

Bills are rendered monthly, or any of the above will be sent

promptly on receipt of price.

‘EXCLUSIVE copy per column of 1,000 words (su plied_on

subjects selected by patrons when desired) $6.00, payab e strictly

in advance, unless patrons are known to me. If exclusive copy

cannot be supplied in time, money refunded immediately on re

ce1pt of letter. Correspondence invited.

The comfortable assurance reflected in the phraseology of this

mndul announcement of goods for sale proves that the advertiser

knows his field. For four years, confidentially, his editorial copy

follnflry has moulded public opinion to fit particular localities, to suit

particular constituencies, and not only country publishers but editors

"1 Mics have been parties to the transaction. The revelation is a

Suggestive commentary on the journalistic idea]. We have all heard

ma"Y_hmes of the enterprising scribes who write theses, orations, dis

sertutlons, Poems, and what not for anxious boarding-school misses

and undergraduates in colleges; we have come to accept it as true that

the great speech delivered in Congresz-1—the "‘ effort of his life” of some

fervld orator—is often the literary workmanship of some clever news

paper correspondent or private secretary; we have seen some of our

famous preachers defending themselves against the charge of plagiarism

"1 their sermons; a President of the United States has been accused

Of basmg his speeches closely upon the encyclopzedia; a goverllm‘ Of a

kglreat State was said to have had his speeches and messages written for

"11; some of our society novelists are said to employ literary men to

¥
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“polish” and otherwise improve their manuscript; but, so far as I

know, the literary impostor has never before been able to penetrate the

editorial sanctum and ofl'er wares to the public under the mantle of a

calling one of whose loftiest aims and most useful functions has been

the exposure of charlatans.

What a powerful essay upon newspaper degeneracy these editorial

Jeremy Diddlers could write from the book of their own experience!

What‘ huge hoaxes upon unsuspicious subscribers they could tell of—

how that “leader” on “The Duty of the Republican Party” or “ The

Democratic Opportunity,” couched in ringing language by the nimble

genius of the ready-made “Ed. copy” factory, stirred their readers to

the marrow and called forth commendatory letters from “Old Sub

scriber,” “ Vox Populi,” and other admiring friends of all well-regulated

country newspapers! \Vith what satisfaction must these purchasers

of public opinion, “at extremely low rates,” have observed the pro

nounced favor with which the question “ Will Russia Fight Japan ?”

was treated in their columns, and how keen must be their delight in

giving the village sewing-circles and the grocery-store oracles new food

for controversy in the discussion of such “ up to the time” subjects as

“ Should ‘Vomen Vote ?” and “ The New School of Dress Rcformers” !

It would be embarrassing if the editor should be held as brilliant

as his editorials, and should be invited to deliver the Fourth-of-July

oration, or to welcome distinguished visitors with a fitting speech. But

doubtless for both oration and speech he could tap the fountain of his

editorial inspiration by paying a little more than the usual “extremely

low rates.”

It would be instructive to know in which section of the country

the ready-made, guaranteed-to-please “ Ed. copy” finds the most

patrons,--whether in the New England country towns whose thoughts

and ideals are influenced by the near presence of colleges and uni

versilies, whether in the illiterate “black belts” of the South, or

whether in the remote prairie towns of the “fest. One would scarcely

conceive of the traditional Southern editor, who is most often of a

proud and easily wounded spirit, delighting in controversy and wielding

a pen with plenty of “sting” iii it,—-one would not think of him as

feeding his constituency on an editorial diet of cold victuals, as it were,

instead of on the more appetizing and “peppery” food of his own

pecuhar construction. Imagine him buying an editorial on “Negro

Domination” from the workshop of a money-getting Yankee scribbler!

With what contempt would he hurl back the insinuation that he

should substitute the manufactured article for the virgin product of his

own able pen! ‘Nor is the average prairie editor, as we of the East

Judge him by his works, of the pettifogging, servile sort that would

surrender his journalistic birthright at the beck of an itinerant huckster

of copy. Your typical Western editor deals in no false pretenses. As

he glories in the circumambient freedom of his prairie home, so he

glories iii the freedom of his pen, and exults, in his breezy Western style,

in its opportunities for picturesque vituperation. According to popular

report, he is even ready to defend his opinions at the point of a revolver,

a privilege which he shares with his fiery Southern brethren, and which
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is possible only to those editors who are inspired by the divine afilatus

of honest conviction. It is therefore not credible that among the self

respecting editors of the West the wholesale opinion-moulder has many

regular customers.

The sale of editorial opinion to the rural press is in keeping with

the tendency to subject the country editor to complete extinction as an

individual force. The editing is now largely done for him in the city.

We all know that a large proportion of these papers buy their news

other than local in metal chunks of ready-printed matter all prepared

for the press. Being well selected, although from one to three or four

days old, and covering a wider scope than was previously common with

country papers, this is a legitimate method, and a real help to papers

conducted on small capital. But, even with the papers using this

“plate matter” extensively, it is the rule to reserve a certain number of

columns in which the editor may give individuality to his sheet by dis

cussing important matters in the nation, State, or town. In this little

corner of his daily or weekly he may exercise, in a small way, the

powers of a dictator, if he is a man of brains and a skilled writer, or

he may reflect the best sentiment of his fellow-townsmen in a manner

that will give him the prestige of leadership.

_ But many country editors of to-day are mere printers, conducting

a Job printing oflice with a newspaper attachment. Doubtless with

some of them writing is a hardship. They are not competent to ex

press an opinion, and often have no opinion whatsoever. The passing

of the country editor of the old school, who, though his style may have

been ponderous and his dogmatic sense of right and wrong ludicrous at

tunes, yet had the merit of having something to say and of saying it

vigorously, is one of the phenomena of modern journalism. His suc

08SS_ors are men of a different stamp: they conduct newspapers for that

which is “ in it,”—political spoils, or the opportunity, often turned to

profitable account, of being “on the inside” of town afl"airs. Often

they are not even printers. One of these-—I may call them non-pro

fesslonals—said to me soon after he had bought an old and honorable

country weekly that he liked the business well enough, “if it wasn't

for the writin’ part: that comes hard.” It is among these tyros of

Jourpalism, I fancy, that the manufacturer of editorials finds willing

c0adJlJt0l‘S to his business of deceiving the public. It is not conceivable

that an editor who really edits and who enjoys the right of free speech

would pose as the author of editorials which some conscienceless “ hack”

had written for him. Yet there are country papers whose editorial

cohu_nns are vapid enough to require just that “ gingery” and “snappy”

qlmllty with which the producer of “Ed. copy” doubtless invests his

work. ' From this point of view he is not altogether an unmixed evil.

Asjde from the really comic features of this traflic in public opinion,

there IS a serious aspect of it. For it seems to give support to the

theory that editorials, however good, are not read, and are therefore of

lS]I11:1ll account, and that the editorial, in American journalism at least,

88 had its day. This is a fallacy. While it may be true, in a meas

llfe, that editorials do not make‘ public opinion, yet it cannot be de

med that public opinion is reflected in them. The newspaper editorial

~
_
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is the mouthpiece of the public, when it is not its leader. Without

the one the other could not be. How thoroughly the editorial pages

of the best of the metropolitan newspapers are read is shown by the

great labor bestowed upon them to make their judgments worthy of

attention and adoption, and it is also shown by that ever-present re

minder, the mail. Every working editor knows that a slip of the pen,

an error in printing a date, an inaccurate statement of fact, is reported

to him almost in the next mail by some of his watchful readers. The

writers of editorials are pretty good judges of whether their pages are

read, for they are more than careful to keep within the bounds of

rational statement. It may be accepted as true, I think, that the meri

torious editorial page receives a wide reading and is more often a maker

than a. reflector of opinion.

Now, the country editor, by the necessities of his environment, is

under sacred obligation to his subscribers to give them the best of

which he is intellectually capable. In a farming community he is a

guide, philosopher, and friend quite as much as, if not more than, the

preacher. He, more than any one else, is enabled to keep in touch

with the outside world. The new impressions and standards of the

world at large, its great movements and tireless energies, the words and

deeds of its great men, its thoughts, problems, reforms, and inventions,

and all its multifarious human interests, come to the editor’s desk day

by day and week by week through the medium of the exchange list,

however remote he may be from the nerve-centres of the nation. To

study these things and to interpret them in their true meaning, as he

understands it, should be his duty and his privilege. In a community

where books are scarce and social and intellectual intercourse limited,

and where in many households the county weekly is practically the

only reading-matter, he could be, though too often to-day he is not,

relatively as important a public servant as the editor of a metropolitan

paper of enormous circulation. I know several country editors who

stand toward their subscribers in exactly this relation, cultivated, con

scientious, high-minded men, who are proud of their work, and who

strive to make their papers welcome visitors and powers for the right.

I admit that of this class there are few to-day compared with the

number of them who belonged to a previous generation. This is due,

‘ I believe, to the tendency of men of capital, individually or in cliques,

to own newspapers purely as investments, or for political ends, or “ to

help boom the town.” They hire cheap labor, lack a broad, well-de

fined pubhc policy, and place in editorial charge a man who writes what

1s expedient rather than what he believes.

Oliver McKee.
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Make of ti): Month.

The Northern Seasonal named The Evergreen is justifying

;::fli'r;'8;:::°=n; its quarterly existence by the appearance of another number,

Th: Book of Au: this time devoted to the autumn. The exquisite cover of

rum, stamped leather in brown and gray lies before us like some

rich autumn leaf, and the design also bears the impress of

the season of “ mellow fruitfulness.” The table of contents has a fall-like tone

consistent with the accompanying illustrations; and, on the whole, a better

balanced and more beautiful product of press and bindery has rarely met our

eyes.

The feast spread for the reader is divided into five sections, called respec

tively Autumn in Nature, Autumn in Life, Autumn in the World, Autumn

in the North, and a poem, Maya, by William Macdonald, which has a place all

to itself. Among the writers are J. Arthur Thomson, Margaret Armour, Rosa

Mulhollaud, Sir Noel Paton, Sir George Douglas, S. R. Crockett, Abbé Félix

Klein, William Sharp, John Macleay, and Fiona Macleod.

The art of the volume is entirely unique. It stands for one phase of the

wonderful new art-spirit which is overtaking the austere nature of Scotland

and bringing its disciples into the ken of the whole world. Full-page illustra

tions in rich black and white abound, and the head- and tail-pieces, title-page,

and colophon are exquisite examples of the native impulse in design! Some

of the artists are Charles H. Mackie, Helen Hay, Robert Burns, Pittendrigh

Macgillivray, A. G. Sinclair, John Duncan, James Cadenhead, Nellie Baxter,

Marion A. Mason, and E. A. Hornel, the leader of the Glasgow school of

painters.

The Hm_c"" of In this substantial and well-looking volume is condensed

Yum“. By Run with able literary skill the history of the C0rw1th Expedi

c. Mercer. tion, which, under the inspiration and support of Mr. John

White Corwith, recently went into Yucatan for the ex

ploration of the many caves known to exist there. The expedition was led by

Mr. Henry C. Mercer, Curator of American and Prehistoric Archaeology at the

University of Pennsylvania, who has done much successful work of a. similar

nature nearer home. He is thoroughly equipped with knowledge, enthusiasm,

and endurance for just such adventurous enterprises, and his efliciency may be

Judged from the rich results here recorded. That he is further fitted for his

Chosen task in an eminent degree is shown by the clear and fluent English of

ill! text and by the unusual trait of observation which his sentences display.

I ‘The object of the expedition was the discovery of evidences of man’s an

t“l“"Y in what are called the culture layers of the Yucatan caves. The method

Of search consisted in the excavation of deep trenches through the floors of the

caverns, thus turning up the rubbish or bones or potsherds deposited in other

ages and in their order of succession by the dwellers in or visitors of the caverns.

No such phenomenal discoveries were made by this expedition as have been

made in some of the caves of Europe, but much solid work was accomplished,

and a foundation laid which will be increasingly useful to future explorers.

VOL. LVII.-10
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The fervor of a Southern heart beats in the verses of this

1’°‘"' *1" B"°“~ noteworthy volume by Mary Ashley Townsend. Miss

2': :3; :23; Townsend is no new-comer among the poets of her own

Twmend, land. She has been tried in the critical furnace and stood

well the test, and from so venerated a pen as that of Oliver

Wendell Holmes she has received uncommon praise, particularly for her Cap

tain’s Story, which, with some deft improvements, appears anew in the present

edition of her poems. This feeling and artistic tale in verse recounts the last

act in the life of a Southern colonel who discovers that his mother is really a

negress and a slave. The climax which the poem deals with is strikingly novel

and vivid, and Miss Townsend’s strong art is seen at its very best in this favorite

of Dr. Holmes.

Down the Bayou, and other Poems, is the product of the Lippincott press,

and is a charming example of modern book-making. The poems are equally

modern, and through them all blows the balmy air of the South, giving them a

soft texture like that of some subtle and plaintive Creole song,—half Spanish,

half English, and all languor and love.

The pleasant side of life is always the best to dwell upon ;

A Bubble Fortune. the cheerful heart and the happy-go-lucky nature are

37 “"11 T"1°'- always inspiring topics. Such is the point of view taken

by Miss Sarah Tytler, author of Noblesse Oblige, in her last

novel, entitled A Bubble Fortune, just brought out by the Lippincotts.

The fortune in question is that of John Newton, “ ayounger son of younger

sons,” who sought and found untold wealth in the Australian bush. His son

Harry win; to be made a gentleman, and Oxford was chosen for the scene of his

development. But the fortune collapsed before Harry had won his degree, and

under this fate, as under his luckier star, he was serene and content. He married

a tradesman’s daughter and became a respectable clerk in Foxchester. This career

would have satisfied his simple heart and left undisturbed the happiness of his

two motherless daughters, Nan and Nell ; but Fortune’s wheel gave another turn,

and Harry Newton found himself sole heir to five thousand a year and a fine

estate. This he enjoyed in the same tranquil manner till a new claimant turned

up, when he retired with equal serenity. How the fortune came back, led by

love, must be left for the investigation of interested readers, of which the charm

ing story will doubtless have throngs.

With the knowledge of, the child's way of thinking and

English Grammar. Of looking at things which is derived not only from long

By F1m1wsB=etm1- experience but also from warm sympathy, Miss Florence

Beeton presents to us her slender English Grammar, just

published in its second edition by the J. B. Lippincott Company. For home

teaching as well as for elementary schools, this text-book will be found a capable

assistant. It is systematized thoroughly, and is the outgrowth of avery genuine

knowledge of the subject by one who well knows how to make it clear to

younger minds. Some hints to teachers close the book and render it uncom

monly complete.
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G-ROUND—SWELLS.

CHAPTER I.

“ TAY,” said the wonderful woman, imperiously, swooping down

upon one of her guests, a cup of tea in her heavily ringed right

hand, and a note of command in her voice.

Later, she explained blandly :

“My dear, I saw despair written legibly all over you, and I felt I

must administer comfort, if I could, before letting you go.”

_The guest arched her e_vebrows,——handsome brows, each particular

hmr trained in the way it should keep : noticeable features in a notice

able face. .

“ Despair? Isn’t that a very strong word ?”

“Tell me, now,” said the wonderful woman, with apparent incon

sequenge, “ What sort of a gown did Madame Laville wear this after

noon ?

“Madame Laville?”

“Or Mrs. Klapp-Mellin ?”

“Upon my word, I don’t know.”

“There!” triumphantly, “I knew it. Nothing but an over

burdened conscience, or a consuming, hidden sorrow, can obliterate a

woman’s perception of what another woman has on. That is why I

Wantedyou to stay until this tiresome tea came to an end.”

_ “Tuesome !” The arched eyebrows expressed reproach. “ It was

Just lovely. No one knows how to preserve a crowd from imminent

colhsmns of all sorts as you do. What a crush! It would kill me

9) attempt the half of what you accomplish without turning a hair.

A httle bit horsey—but you don't even look tired. You certainly are

11 wonderful woman.”

_“ T11-ed! I am exhausted, prostrated, emptied of all vitality. All

achmg void here.” I
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The wonderful woman tapped her forehead, smiled wearily, and

sank gracefully into a silken pile of sofa-cushions. ‘

“ I suppose every woman’s visiting-list includes a certain number

of imbeciles. They are put into the world for some wise purpose by

inscrutable Providence, and some one has to look after them. I some

times think my contingent of bores is unduly large; but what can one

do about it?”

“You poor dear!” The kept-over guest leaned forward to add

one more pillow to the pile behind her hostess. “ There. That

shoulder needed it.” ,

“Thanks. Now then,” said the wonderful woman, “having

achieved the acme of physical comfort by your assistance, I am ready

to dispense wisdom liberally. But,” she held up a warning finger,

“before you transfer your tale of woe from your visage to your lips,

my dear, one piece of advice. Don't carry your heart on your sleeve

for your friends to peek at. I assure you there is no daw equal to a

fashionable acquaintance for that sort of pecking.”

“But you are so good,—so sympathetic.”

“ I am neither a daw nor a fashionable acquaintance.”

“And I did want your advice so awfully.” ,

“ Oh, I am all right.” Then, with suddenly acquired humility,

“ I mean you are entirely at liberty to show me your heart. We have

a mutual acquaintance of long standing with eachother’s household

skeletons. What I meant was that you should not open your closet

door so wide to the general public.”

“One does not expect to meet the general public in Mrs. Forbes

Mackaye’s parlors, nor do I believe that any eyes less sharp than yours

could have discovered that I was not quite myself this afternoon.

There, the worm has turned at last.”

Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye laughed lazily. Her laugh was the only

languorous thing about her. She was a reservoir of reserved force.

People called her a “ wonderful woman” because she had managed to

retain her position on the crest of the wave that had swept her into

popularity long after any ordinary woman would have been super

seded. She beamed beniguantly on the “ worm” at the other end Of

the sofa.

“ You have been a woman of the world quite long enough, Bessie

Craycraft, to dispense with temper and emotion. Emotion of any

sort,” she continued, judicially, “is a terrible drain upon one’s physical

energies. A hod-carrier could have seen that you were on nettles all

this afternoon.”

The worm flamed out combatively:

“Well, I was.”

“Mrs. John Knowles enjoyed it hugely.”

“ Mrs. John Knowles belongs to your contingent of fools.”

I“ Which does not the least interfere with the clearness of 1191‘

vision or the acerbity of her tongue. I don’t at all doubt that she

has already reported you as having been seen in consultation with a

divorce lawyer.”

“ I am sure I don’t care if she has.”
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“Oh, but excuse me, my dear, you do. We all care, and we all

ought to care, what people say about us. The bulwarks of society, a

species of rampart much discussed, are involved in our caring. We

may cast a certain amount of verbal scorn on public opinion, but we are

stricken with nervous chills that make us shiver all through our terri

fied anatomy at the faintest breath of public disapproval. Of course

I am talking about good women. When a woman is unaffectedly past

caring what people say or think about her, she is a candidate for cre- ‘

mation or—a reformatory.”

The wonderful woman had just got through her last “Thursdays

in November.” “Small and informal” was written on one corner

of the three hundred cards sent out. She was thankful that only four

Thursdays had fallen to November's lot. One more “small and in

formal” would have strained her Spartan nerves past the enduring

point.

But she had been a woman of the world too long to allow any of

her sensations to come to the surface. Only to one or two of her

intirlnates, such as Mrs. Bessie Craycraft, did she luxuriate in the

trut1. -

The two women had much in common. Both were handsome;

both believed in the world, the flesh, and——their conventions; both

were liberally supplied by their husbands with the sinews of war to

carry on their social campaigns; both were permitted large liberty,

and no questions asked ; both were objects of gnawing envy to women

whose husbands were of the ready-made, slop-shop order.

Their husbands were members of one firm, which was another

link. The firm name was L. Mackaye & H. J. Craycraft. It stood

for a good deal in ‘Vail Street.

The visiting-cards of the firm’s wives read, “Mrs. Lester Forbes

Mackaye” and “ Mrs. H. Jaffrey Craycraft.”

Craycraft was the junior member, and had only moved to New

Y_0rk City when his wife’s importunities made life elsewhere impos

s1ble. Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye had coached the junior member’s wife

In the early stages of her metropolitan existence. She had directed

the size and inscription of Mrs. Craycraft’s first visiting-cards, which

guaranteed their correctness.

“All these little things tell, my dear, in the sum total of social

supremacy. The true wisdom of minding oue’s p’s and q’s cannot be

overestimated. A comma may tip the scales for or against success.”

But primer lessons of that sort had all been taught and learned

long before that November afternoon when the two women sat on the

same sofa in the long parlors, among whose draperies the subtle perfume

left behmd by the fashionable crush still lingered.

The wonderful woman clasped her long white hands loosely behind

her head and narrowed her eyes.

“Well, my dear, let us have it.”

“It is about Juliette.”

“ Yes ?”

“She is coming home.”

“Sick?”

k
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“ No, she is quite well, but she is coming home.”

“ Eventually, of course. You can’t keep her at -school all her

life.”

“ College. No, she is coming home almost immediately.”

Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye wrinkled her classic nose refiectively.

“ l/Vhy, let me see: you sent her away six years ago ?”

“ Her father, rather.”

“The same thing. Of course you and Craycraft are one. The

pretty creature was twelve then ?”

“ Almost thirteen.”

“ Almost nineteen now, then. How time does fly !”

Both ladies paid Time in his flight the tribute of a passing

si h.
g “Quite a young woman now.”

“ Her teachers say quite an unusual sort of girl.”

“Then you ought to be an unusually proud mother. Instead, I

should say you look frightened.”

“ Oh, I suppose I have the proper maternal instinct. But I con

fess that unusual people do frighten me._ Do you know I think Mr.

Craycraft made a dreadful mistake in sending the child to that absurd

Connecticut school? Just because his sisters were educated there. So

awfully straitlaced.”

“ The sisters, the school, or Mr. Craycraft ?” ~

“ All of them. Juliette’s letters have such a dreadfully pious ring

to them.”

Mrs. Mackaye permitted herself an inward chuckle. Bessie Cray

craft-, with a pious daughter to steer through the rushing current of

a social existence not remarkable for straitlacedness, might ultimately

be an object for tears. At present she was “immensely funny.”

“Fortunately, my dear,” she said, hastening to administer such

comfort as came readiest on demand, “one’s school impressions are of

the most evanescent character. Five years after Commencement day

one really wonders what one has done with all the things so expen

sively and laboriously acquired. Take my own case. I remember

uite well that, before the white satin ribbons on my Commencement

ress had time to yellow, it would have gone hard with me to work

out a problem in trigonometry or write a thesis on any sensible subject.

And yet I was not accounted a fool.”

“Yes, but you were not pious. Piety, of the school-girl p'attern,

has such dreadfully fast colors. It won’t wash out.”

“ She is handsome?”

“Oh, yes. At least, I suppose so.” Mrs. Craycrafi; slipped the

ribbons on her silken reticule and extracted a cabinet photograph

“ This came in the morning’s mail. Jaifrey asked me to mail it to

his mother.”

Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye scrutinized the photograph critically:

“Her head is superb. Well set on a long, round throat. She has

her father’s brow, firm, straight, strongly marked,—pretty straight

nose,—and, my dear, enough firmness in the corners of these well—cut

lips to make one tremble for you. Her profile would make a lovely
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cameo. She will be strikingly handsome when her figure fills out a

little. She will create a sensation in society. I congratulate you.”

“Thank you,” said the congratulatee, slipping the photograph back

into her reticule. “Yes, she is all Craycraft. The Craycrafts do not

fill out. They become angular.”

She glanced furtively into a mirror opposite the sofa. VVas Juliette

coming home to throw her against the wall forever ‘I

She intercepted a gleam of malicious amusement on her friend’s

face. It gave occasion for a masterly coup:

“I was just thinking how much more kindly Time has dealt with

you than with me. Do look in that glass. Why, I begin to look

like a veritable antique. It all comes of having a grown daughter

instead of a son.”

“Sons,” said Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye, with sharp distinctness; and

if it had not been that she had outlived all emotions, as she herself

declared, “ages ago,” one might have fancied she sighed. She certainly

was not smiling. “Evidently,” she said, plucking absently at the

soft white feathers that fringed her fan, “ you regard poor Juliette as a

superfluous blessing.”

“ Oh, I dare say I shall get used to her being always about, after

a while. I am afraid we shall bore each other dreadfully at first. Her

coming involves some readjustment.”

“ Also some omissions and some relinquishments,” said the wonder

ful woman, a trifle scornfully. Then, more seriously, “I feel sorry

£01‘ ypur girl. I wish you would not take her too seriously, my

ear.

“But if she won’t be taken any other way ‘.7 Oh, it will be unen

durable.”

‘_‘Not necessarily. It is only when the heads of a family will

persist in cutting and drying each hour of the day for every other

member of the household that life really does become unendurable.

Some people can make no allowance for individual bent. They forget

that morally more positively than physically the rule holds inexorably,

What is one man’s meat is another man’s poison.’ ”

‘ “ You mean,” said Mrs. Craycrafiz, gently caressing her kid fingers,

‘that I ought to let Juliette lead her own life, and I lead mine. I am

sure her individual bent and mine are in exactly opposite directions.

You wonderful woman, I knew my troubles would be lightened by

talkmg things over with you. You are so happy at solutions.”

'1_‘hewonderful woman looked a trifle taken aback by this ready

aPpllcatlon of her wise generalizings.

“I_ think,” she said, with her slow, musical laugh, “you are en

gagedin the cutting and drying process already. Why not wait until

Poor httle Juliettc is actually on the scene of her future activities?”

Elm. Craycraft threw out her hands tragically.

’There! You have hit the bnll’s-eye of all my wretchedness.

B"nS‘e.Y@l Shocking, of course, but-—‘ activities’! Think of it, my

dell‘! Think of a daughter with activities! I never worried my

P001‘ dea'r mamma with anything half so horrid. Oh, I am sure I am

golflg to have a perfectly dreadful time.” -i-__

-I .
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“One generally can contrive to have a really bad time, if one

makes up one’s mind to it beforehand.” _

“Oh, that sounds very superior, my love. A woman with an

exclusively masculine household can dispense advice liberally. Your

men are never in the way.”

“No,” said the wonderful woman, shadows chasing the smiles

from her lips : “ they are never in the way.”

Mrs. Craycraft stood up to go.

“I am so much obliged to you for letting me talk to you this way.

I have no one else I can talk to. Craycraft grows more stony and

silent every day of his life. I suppose it is so with every man when

he gets wrapped up in his horrid money-making. I am so relieved

about Juliette.”

And, with a supplementary “coo” of thanks, the junior member’s

wife fluttered gracefully out of sight.

CHAPTER II.

HAVING conscientiously manufactured talk of the most discreet

order straight through a five-course dinner, Mrs. Craycraft naturally

considered herself entitled to some indulgence when the coffee arrived

and the butler withdrew.

She looked at her husband across an intervening arrangement of

ferns and carnations, wondering if he would prove propitious.

He was sipping his coffee abstractedly. When the cup was empty,

he would pick up the evening paper, lying still folded on a side table,

and go to his den to smoke,—provided he did not go to his club. He

was “dreadfully methodical.”

She was at liberty to follow him to the smoking-room, if she wished

to. She never wished to. He used to invite her to do so. He never

did nowadays.

She clasped her pretty hands in supplication, and took the plunge:

“Jatfre ', do give me the real facts of Bradish Mackaye’s case. ‘I

am dying to hear all about it.”

“ I?”

She reddened a little under the cold scrutiny of his eyes.

“Oh, I don’t know. I suppose because I have never heard any

thing but the most mysterious hints concerning him. And I am so

fond of‘ Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye.”

“ It all happened before you knew her,—when we were living in

Connecticut.”

“That doesn’t matter.”

“The scandal is dead, and so is the boy.”

“Oh, no, he is not.”

“How do you know ‘?”

“Because, to-day when I spoke of her son, meaning Louis, of

course, she corrected me quite sharply, for her, and said ‘ sous.’ ”

~ “M—rn .” He was selecting a cigar, with grave attention to

the case which held it.
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Mrs. Craycraft rustled out of her chair, and, selecting the finest

carnation in the dish, perched on the arm of her husband’s cha1r, with

the stem ofhthe fllower in hler mouth, while she searched for a spare

in among er vo ummous aces.
P “ I think,” she said, with a slightly imlpeded ultterdancez1 “ th;t wlhen

a woman consents to dine téte-(1-téle with er hus an an ma es er

self as charming as possible, he might at least contribute something to

her entertainment.”

She drew the stern of the carnation through a bhutton-hole, patting

his coat~lapel back into position with caressing tonc es.

“Now do tell me, Jaifrey. It must have been something_very

dreadful. They say his father has never allowed his name mentioned

in his presence since.”

“Who is ‘they’ ?” _

“Mrs. Klapp-Mellin says Dicky Dangerfield told Cher husband so.”

She ran one jewelled finger through his hair. “ ome now you

precious old oyster, open your reluctant lips.” , ’

Her blandishments cost her 'an effort. She was somewhat out of

practice. But so grave an emergency as this did not often confront

her. “ She felt somewhat as if she was petting a graven image, Jatfrey

was so unresponswe.

Her husband glanced indifl'erently down at his decorated button

hole,smiled cynically at her transparent manoeuvres, and looked bored.

lBut so long as she chose to occupy her perch on the arm of his chznr

Ie was her prisoner. '

“ Well?” she said, inexorably.

:31} fail to discern either good taste or utility in resurrecting a dead

scan a .”

“But I want to know about it, Jafl'rey. I am entitled to know

everything that happens to the firm.”

“That did not happen to the firm.”

“And knowledge is power. That used to be in my copy-book.

Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye has such a superior way of taking one to task

£0!‘ Lheir emotions, and yet I am quite sure she is grieving herself to

881: over that boy of hers.”

“Very slowly. She looked resplendent last night.”

“At the theatre?” ,

“ Yes.”

“I remember. Her cheeks were like poppies, and her eyes like

open furnace-doors. I thought she looked like a milkmaid in a temper,

wlth those red cheeks. She was quite pale to-day.”

“ That was a fine bit of acting Miss Hartuff gave in the third act.

What a superb-looking woman she is !"

“ All animal! But-—Bradish Mackaye ?” -

“Behaved badly, and—went to Canada. It all happened about

ten years ago. I had supposed him dead.”

“ You are not enlightening me in any direction.” Mrs. Craycraft

left her perch, and stood tapping the table-cloth angrily. “And if you

W0n’t tell me, I know somebody who will. I shall appeal to him.”

“Him?”

k
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“ Dicky Dangerfield.”

“ Do you still countenance that cad ?”

“ Countenance him! Why, you dear old crustacean, life would be

insupportable without Dicky Dangerfield.”

“ You put it strongly.”

“ I feel it strongly. Why, Dangerfield is my cream—skimmer.

One does not care to prowl around picking up an item here and an item

there and piecing them together on one’s own responsibility. Dicky

saves me all that trouble. He brings me my daily allowance of gossip,

condensed and ready for immediate use. See ?”

“A more useful member of society than I had taken him for.”

“ And he must know all about the Bradish Mackaye business.”

“Doubtless. I fancy he is a sort of reservoir for social sewer

age.”

“ Jatfrey, you are horrid.”

“ But I should rather you did not discuss Mackaye’s family affairs

with him.”

“Then tell me yourself.”

He had slowly reached the point of exasperation.

“ What has put you on the trail of that old grievance ? Your

curiosity is excessive.”

“ Not at all. I am absolutely without curiosity. I am looking

for leverage. Mrs. Mackaye does take one to task so loftily for having

feelings.”

6‘ !”

f‘Yes,—quite scoffs at one, and all the time is nursing this con

suming grief.”

“ Unnatural mother !”

“I fancy he was her favorite son. What did he do, Jafl'rey? But

never mind, you are so loath always to tell me anything. I can ask

Dicky. He is sure to drop in during the evening. He will want to

know what the women talked about at the tea.”

“ Wants to flush out fresh sewers?”

“ You are not at all nice.” She walked away from him with great

dignity, turning at the portieres which hung before the back parlor‘ door :

“ I think when a man only gives his wife an hour or two out of the

twenty-four, he might make them as little disagreeable as possible.”

“Did you mail Juliette’s photograph to her grandmother?”

“ No. I meant to, but_”

“ I hope you called at the St. Cloud?”

“To see the Murchisons? Heavens, I entirely forgot them! I

will call to-morrow.”

“ They sailed for Europe to-day. Murchison is an old chum. I

should have liked his wife to be treated decently.”

“ Now you are trying to side-track the Mackaye skeleton and crush

me. What did he do, Jaifrey ?”

Often before, Jatfrey Craycraft had found occasion for silent regrets

that his wife’s wonderful persistency could not be turned into a service

able _channel. She was quite capable of questioning Dangerfield, if

he (lld not satisfy her curiosity. He believed she would. Perhaps
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Macka_ve’s interests would best be served by his version. He gave it

concisely: '

“A pretty fool. Wine. Forgery. Canada.”

Mrs. Craycraft received this synopsis of a tragedy with frowns.

“Please don’t mistake me for your stenographer. I am not taking

short-hand notes. Having furnished me with the skeleton of a skeleton,

kindly clothe it with details.”

“ What more do you want to know?”

She smiled innocently.

“ Why, I want to know who the pretty fool was, of course. You

seem to have no idea of dramatic values.”

“I don’t know.”

“I wonder if Dicky does?”

“D-—n Dicky !”

“Ouch! You awful man ! And your grown daughter coming

home soon. How will poor Juliette ever accustom herself to your

masculine rufiianism after six years of unbroken, undefiled communion

witl‘1” the sisterhood of t-he holy spinsterhood? Jaifrey, you shock

me.

“I thought we had long ago exhausted all possibilities in that line.

With your permission ” He took up his paper and walked past her

through the portieres. On the threshold of the door leading into the

hall he paused irresolutely. It was not in accord with his custom, nor

iris inclination, to place any restrictions upon his wife’s social regula

ions.

Just now it seemed unavoidable.

“I have two suggestions to make, Elizabeth, in connection with

Mr. Richard Dangerfield.”

(K cky spy)

' “ One is that you shall not discuss my partner’s private affairs with

him. The other is that you discourage his visits, in view of Ju]iette’s

return.”

“And why, if you please?”

“He is a brainless fop, whose father endowed him liberally with

cash, but left him a pauper in every other respect.”

“He goes with the best people. Everybody likes Dicky. He is

perfectly harmless.”

“So is your King Charles.”

“Now you are being hard—on Charlie.”

I She laughed, and disappeared behind the curtains leading to the

hbrary. Crayeraft Went up-stairs to his den, reflecting upon the absence

°f any promises on her part. But she was in one of her most frivolous

moods, and one might as well address a butterfly in Sanscrit as to

reason with her at such a time.

A picture of Juliette stood on his writing-desk,—one of the recent

ones she had sent home a few weeks before.

After he had finished his paper, he would write a letter to his

mother and mail her one of the photos.

She had never seen “the child” since the family had removed from

Connecticut. Somehow, the time had never come when it seemed

~
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perfectly convenient to bring the old lady to the city for a visit.

\Vould it ever come?

He wrote her a long letter that night. It contained a postscript:

“ I fancy I l1ave written you a rather boyish sort of letter. Some

times I forget that I am a grizzled man of affairs, and you a dear old

septuagenarian in a white-frilled cap. There are moments when I

would willingly turn the wheel backward in very truth, and make it

stand still at the point where I used to write you homesick letters from

college and you used to administer comfort by the boxful. Life has

brought me nothing sweeter than those home-made confections of

yours.

“I hope you will like your grand-daughter’s looks. In the se

renity of her eyes and the nobleness of her brow I see your own

beloved features.”

He did not return to the house immediately after mailing this.

He took a turn or two in the Riverside Park. His home was on the

West End, and all the storied glories of the Hudson were at his com

mandd. He wondered if Bessie ever walked here,—if Juliette ever

woul .

Far down below the noble wooded slope a locomotive went rushing

by, drawing in its wake a long line of ugly freight-cars. He leaned

over the gray stone parapet and counted them, for want of something

better to do. A couple of small row-boats were engaged in a mild

trial of speed out on the river. As they rowed across the moon’s

shining pathway, he could see the oarsmen bending to their task. He

thanked them for annihilating another ten minutes for him.

He frankly admitted to himself that, away from his place of busi

ness, he found it hard to get through with his evenings, unless he spent

them at his club.

Juliette was imminent. He had felt a faint sense of shame at his

own strangeness at home. This evening had proved an abortive first

effort to cultivate domesticity to order.

There was too much man in him for consolation to reach him

through the worn medium of blaming some one else. Briefly, it had

flashed across him, “ If Bessie were different.”

_ Then he pulled himself up with a round turn. “ We’ve made a

mess of the home circle between us. I am sorry for the child. Bah!

I must be moonstruck, sentimentalizing here over the might-have-been.

She will have to take us as we are.”

He turned with a short, quick laugh, and walked slowly home

ward,—“ houseward,” he called it.

He knew pretty well beforehand what would greet him when he

got there: the familiar sight of Dicky Dangerfield’s smart hat, smart

gloves, and _heavy cane in the hall; the familiar sound of Dicky Dan

gerfield’s high-pitched, slightly nasal draw], dispensing gossip to his

wife and perhaps one or two other women.

Bessie had plenty of hangers-on, such as thev were. They did

her no good. Could they do Juliette any positive harm ?

There were more voices than one shrilling in his wife’s sitting-room

as he entered the hall. Something immensely exciting was in course
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of narration. Yes, Dangerfield was on hand. The other voices

dropped into silence.

“ Why, of course I know who she was.”

Dicky was evidently answering a question. His voice was full of

importance. “And you have all seen her.”

“ When? Where? Recently ‘P’

“Those of you, I mean, who went to see Miss Hartutf in ‘ Woman’s

Triumph.’ ”

“I did.” Those breathless eager tones were his wife’s.

“Well,” Dicky drawled, “you found her worth looking at, now,

didn’t you ?”

“ The star?”

“Henriette Hartulf. Brad Mackaye’s wife.”

“ Not wife l”

b “Wife. I happen to be one of the few who know the exact truth

:1 out it.”

“Then that accounts ”

The portieres swung back with a soft tinkle of brass against brass,

and—the unexpected happened. Mr. Craycraft entered the room, and

applied himself most assiduously to entertaining his wife's visitors.

Later on, when they were alone, he received his reward.

“ You can really be charming when it suits you, Jaffrey. You

quite eclipsed poor Dicky.”

1d‘l‘I hope I saved you from a grave indiscretion,” he answered,

co y.

She laughed triumphantly.

“ At last I know all about Bradisl1 Mack-aye. I have found my

lever, and can accomplish an upheaval when it pleases me.”

CHAPTER III.

A_BUNDANT signs of a lady-like orgy were visible in the rooms

Occupied by Miss Juliette Craycraft and her dearest friend, Miss Dolly

Morgan. Commencement was over, and separation was imminent,

two facts which justified a certain amount of recklessness.

Empty ginger-pop bottles lifted their innocent necks high above

all excessively crummy table-cloth ; fragments of iced cake consorted

democratically with tails of vanished sardines; candy-boxes, impotent

for further harm, amiably consented to support heaps of banana.-peeling;

pmkles and strawberry jam ignored all natural antagonism, to insure

the Perfect harmony of the occasion ; pink candles dropped waxen tears

0“ a huge star of forget-me-nots which sprawled over the centre of the

table-cloth. Not being eatable, the forget-me-nots survived.

The orgy was over. Tears, smiles, toasts, and protestations had

marked its progress towards the culminating moment, when, with a

glass of gmger-pop held high in her hand, the mistress of the feast

proposed,_

_ “ 0111: 012185. May it forget nothing which it has acquired under
tins classic roof, and acquire nothing its Alma Mater could blush for.”
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This was considered rather fine, and called for the last drops of

ginger-pop and much enthusiasm.

After this everybody but Miss Craycraft and Miss Dolly Morgan

had gone away. These two looked at the festive wreck and sighed.

Discipline demanded that they should bring order out of chaos. They ‘

deliberately turned their backs upon the table.

“ What is the use of being emancipated, if one cannot break

rules?” said Dolly, leading in rebellion. “I positively refuse to spend

my last evening with you in washing dishes. We have so much to

say to each other yet, Jule.”

“ We might dispose of the bottles,” Juliette said, tentatively.

“ We will dispose of nothing but our few remaining moments,”

Dolly answered, firmly, and led the way towards the alcove, that had

a cushioned window-seat and looked out over a moonlighted lawn.

Muttering feeble protests against the iniquity of such conduct,

Juliette joined the derelict in the alcove, dragging a hassock with her.

Dolly laid violent hands on it:

“You are to sit in the window-seat, my dear. You look absurd

doubled up on a hassock. You are so long, and you carry your head

always as if you expected a ooronet to be dropped upon it at any

moment. Doubtless eventually one will."

“ You are an absurd child,” said Juliette, dropping down upon the

window-seat with a tired sigh. “ I shall miss the horse-chestnuts and

the green grass in the city. It is very lovely here, Dolly, and we

have been very happy.”

“Moderately,” Dolly answered, conservatively, and then, having

located the hassock so that she could lean across Juliette’s lap and

share the attractions with her, she announced herself as quite ready to

map out the future they were about to enter upon.

1 “$1ow, then, I am ready to hear what you are going in for,

( ear.

“ What I am going in for?” Juliette put out a hand to be clasped.

“ \Vhy, I have never thought of going in for anything. I don’t

believe I have any peculiar fitness for anything. I expect to keep up

my music, and I suppose I shall paint a little. I hope to find myself

dreadfully needed at home. I should love to feel that I was absolutely

necessary to somebody’s happiness: wouldn’t you, Dolly?”

“ Why, of course. But don’t you know that already?”

“ No, I can’t say that I do. Father seldom writes to me, except

to _send me my allowance, and mother’s letters are so full of gay society

domgs that I can’t feel that she is pining for me. I don’t exactly see

where I am going to fit in.” Y

_ “_Oh, you will find your niche,—%pecially where you are going

Life is so full and earnest in a great city like New York.”

“ Where it is not empty and trivial.”

“Yes, of course. But yours will never be empty 110!‘ trivial

Every woman has her niche, my dear. Sometimes it may take her a

httle while to find it; sometimes when she first confronts it she may

think.it a misfit. One can never tell at first.”

“Dolly, I insist on changing places. You take the window-seat
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and give me the hassock. I want to sit at your feet; you sound so

dreadfully wise.”

“Borrowed wisdom, my love, every bit of it. I never expect to

dispense any at first hand. You know I was brought up on the niche

idea,-—fed on a mixture of woman’s rights, temperance crusade, and

female suffrage.”

Juliette sighed gently, and turned her serene gaze upon the silvery

cones of the horse-chestnuts. She hoped Dolly was not going to spoil

their last evening together by being strong—minded.

“ Mother”—Dolly continued her explanation—“ is the strong

minded member of our family. Father is just one of your jolly,

laughing, big-souled VVesterners, who asks nothing better than a good

chance to make money for his women-folks, as he calls us, to spend.”

h “Then he does not believe in niches and missions and going in for

t ings ?”

“Oh, he believes in mummer, of course. He laughs at her some

times, but father’s scorn wouldn’t hurt the feelings of a humming

bird. Mother writes me such wise letters, full of counsel. I don’t in

the least know how I am ever to live up to her expectations.”

“What does she expect of you ‘.7 What particular niche does she

want you to go in for?”

“She wants me to be a lawyer.”

A faint gasp floated across Juliette’s lips. Dolly leaned forward in

the dusk to peer into her friend’s face.

_ “Now, Jule, darling, don’t say anything discouraging. Your

lln_es have been cast in different places from mine. You are an only

child, with no end of money in sight. ‘I am the oldest of six, with no

money at all in sight. I must do something,——must go into something,

very promptly.”

_ ‘_‘ Women do all sorts of queer things now,” said Juliette, re

flect1vely. “I suppose one might as well study law as wear trousers

and ride a bicycle.”

“Much better,” said Dolly, with decision. “This is the way

mother writes about it. Will it bore you to have me read a home

letter to you ?” '

“‘ Not at all,” Juliette said, politely, hoping the letter was not long,

while Dolly went to bring one of the weeping pink candles and a chair

to place it on.

_ “M0ther’s handwriting is very sprawly," she said, rapidly assort

Eg file pages of her letter. “She says her ideas always outrun her

“You know,”—adding-still another preface,—“ mother actually

}>QgaI1 the study of law herself when she was young. Wasn’t that

bunny ? Then father came a-wooing. Mother says she is resolved to

avi One child take up the broken thread of her life.”

b D068 your father like to hear your mother speak of her life as a

roken one?”

d D,°llY laughed gayly. “ Oh, he doesn’t mind. He knows it

l(]1e$(I1lt mean anything. Mother is really a very happy woman, only

3 e 098 not seem to have discovered it.-Oh, here it is at last. I just

M
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want to read this part about my niche. ‘ Happily, my dear daughter,

we have reached a stage of civilization which will not tolerate the

purely ornamental woman. The world has work for every one of its

children to do. “Why stand ye here idle?” is its reproach and its

question. It seems the irony of fate that I should be stranded in the

nursery with a never-empty cradle. When I think of all the burn

ing problems confronting my sisters, dearly as I love my husband and

children, I almost feel as if I must don my rusty armor and join the

fighters.’ ”

At this point Dolly emitted a very irreverent giggle.

“ The idea of mummer in armor! Immense !—‘ Heaven has seen

fit to endow me with deathless ambition, while handicapping me with

six girls. You are the oldest of these. I must not leave you to sup

pose that you are coming home to lead a life of luxurious indolence.

You have a niche to fill. Every woman has her niche.’—-Then comes

what I said to you: ‘ I have quite made up my mind as to your niche.

I mean you to be a lawyer; to take up the broken thread of my life.

Mr. Rogers has agreed to give you a course. Later on, perhaps a year

hence, I intend to locate you in New York City, where you will have

the very best opportunities.”

Here Juliette gurgled with delight. “ Oh, I am so glad l Then

we shall not lose sight of each other, you old darling.”

Dolly continued conscientiously : “ ‘ I have written thus‘ fully,

my dear, to prevent unnecessary discussion of the matter when you

return. I am resolved on having a lawyer in the family, and I gladly

dedicate my first-born to a career that shall fit her for righting some

of ,tl,1e, innumerable wrongs under which her sex has groaned for

eons.

Juliette laughed faintly. It really seemed daring to laugh at all

with such solemnly exalted utterances still lingering in her ears.

“ So you are to be a New Woman, dear? I already feel awe of

you creeping over me like a chill. Some of these days I shall find

myself sitting humbly in the thronged assemblage that hangs upon

your lips, and, raising my eyes timidly to your glittering heights, will

ml; if that really is my old chum,—the Dolly I used to room with

an ’

“ Badger to your heart’s content.”

Dolly folded her letter up with a sense of anticlimax. She was

aware that it had failed of effect with Juliette.

“I was thinking,” she said, mournfully, “ if only you could be

induced to go in for things, how perfectly lovely it would be. We

could study law together, and have our own oflice eventually. Cray

cratt & Morgan would make a very swell-looking sign.”

“Dolly !” It almost amounted to a shriek.

“ Well, why not ?”

“ I have a great notion,” said Juliette, refiectively, “ to read you 8

paragraph for your paragraph.”

“ Do,—there’s a darling.”

“Just to show you how differently our two mothers regard our

home-coming.”
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She brought her portfolio from a desk in the corner, and by the

light of the pink candle fluttered through its contents until she found

her mother’s latest. It was written on heavy paper delicately per

fumed and fastidiously monogrammed.

“‘I have been thinking about having your suite of rooms re

decorated, but have concluded to leave it entirely to your own taste.

I am not quite able, at this distance, to tell what color of wall will

best suit your complexion. It will give you something to think about,

moreover. I am afraid, unless you are fond of teas and such things,

you will find us very stupid. Of course youwill have your bud’s

gown to create. Madame Celestine is, however, very autocratic in

such afl‘airs. You will have to——’ But there; I did not intend to

read you anything more. You see my mother evidently foreordains

me to polite society.”

“ Of course you will be a great belle. You are so beautiful,

Juliette, and your mother already a society leader.”

“Are not our mothers a trifle arrogant,” said Juliette, with some

asperity, “to be arranging our future lives for us in this deliberate

fashion, taking no account of any possible personal preferences?”

Dolly shook her head sagely. “I suppose every mother does the

same thing. They treat us as we treated our first dolls,—dress us, and

ooddle us, and dump us down in whatever position suits them. If they

fhng us on our heads, or prop us up on our toes, we are to stay that

way. I often think of a precious old rag doll I used to insult in that

fashion. Foreordination is the parental prerogative.”

“And insubordination the filial,” said Juliette, rebelliously. “I

feel no drawings whatever towards my mother's fashionable set, and I

never expect to see you pleading a case in equity.”

“No? Who knows?”

Then silence fell between them, as with clasped hands they sat

mutely_questioning the future.

Jul1ette’se(profile was clearly cut against the darkening sky. Her

loosely knott hair touched the cushions behind her. Her lids drooped

over her eyes. She was glad it was too dark for Dolly to detect the

hot tears that wanted to escape.

This thing of going away from the quiet shelter of the old college,

—how it terrified her! Who was there awaiting her with even a de

gree of longmg? She was giving up much. What should she receive

1n return ‘Z

5 chnging arm went suddenly about her neck.

, Jule, my darling, whatever comes, you and I know each other and

heve in each other. Promise me if any sorrow comes to you in after

Years you will let me share it.”

" And you ?”

, “ Oh, I belong to the rough-and-tumble ones of the earth. Tragedy

will never mark me for its own. I shall scuflie through somehow,

a1°“8 light comedy lines.”

And Juliette gave the promise asked for, with a vague sense of dis

comfort because of that word tragedy.

VOL. LVII.—11

k
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CHAPTER IV.

“ FASTER, Lipscomb, and don’t lose sight of the victoria that has

just passed us,-the one with the lady who has dark green feathers in

her hat.” ,

Lipscomb had turned his rigid spinal column towards the carriage

seats at the first twitch of the cord in Mrs. Craycraft/s hand. His

stolid face came as near expressing surprise at this order as it was

capable of.

Ostensibly he and his mistress were on their way to the Grand

Central Dépot to meet Miss Craycraft. He had been progressing

decorously up the avenue, not unwilling to keep his handsome span in

evidence until the plebeian precincts of the depot should be reached.

He consulted his watch furtively. His mistress intercepted the act:

“ You have plenty of time. Miss Craycraft’s train will not be in

before six-thirty. I wish you to pass that victoria, Lipscomb.”

Lipscomb’s recovered woodenness was complete. He had his

orders. They were from head-quarters. Miss Craycraft and her

train were elfaced from the map of his obligations. His creed of

action was concise. Nothing ever surprised him into a deviation.

“ Obey orders, if you break owners.”

Locally, he was known as Mrs. Craycraft’s treasure. He knew

how to drive, and his grooming was beyond criticism. He was never

happier than when displaying his horses in Central Park. He feared

no rivalry. Inwardly he sufi'ered from an excess of chagrin in being

told to pass a livery turnout. The lady wearing the green feathers

was riding in a hired vehicle. Given a moment of reflection, and he

could have located the stable from which it hailed. It was hard to

put his horses in competition with hacks!

The lady in the hired victoria had leaned forward and then side

wise to examine his horses. He had approved of her evident admira

tion. But why should he be ordered to shadow her . '

All this time he was driving straight ahead at a slightly accelerated

pace, seeing nothing in particular but the dingy brown back of the

shabby Victoria, with its slowly revolving wheels of dark red.

Mrs. Craycraft leaned back among her cushions, pondering.

The woman, who had shown her face conspicuously when leaning

forward to admire her horses, was unquestionably Miss Hartuif. Her

face was a noticeable one, with a strongly marked profile. Presumably

the victoria would turn at the Grand Circle,—almost every one did,

and then Mrs. Craycraft would get one good look at her face. It was

really very interesting to think of Mrs. Forbes-Mac-kaye having an

actress for a daughter-in-law. \Vhat an awful amount of emotion that

poor woman must have bottled up!

Through the Plaza, into the broad Fifth Avenue entrance, LipS

comb spun at a legitimate rate of speed. The dingy victoria was :1

rod or two nearer.

On, past the full benches of gaping loafers, beyond the tree

sheltered lawn made bright by the silken canopies of countless baby

perambnlators, winding in and out of the tangle of vehicles with un
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erring skill, never once losing sight of the dingy victoria, Lipscomb

guided his spirited animals. Then suddenly he came to a dead stop.

It brought Mrs. Craycraft out of her revery with a start.

“ What is it, Lipscomb ‘?”

“A look, madame. Smash-up farther up.”

“ Not the green feathers ?”

“ No, madame. The lady got through before the halt was called.”

“Then we shall not pass her?”

“ We will pass her.”

But the dead-lock lasted quite a while. There was a serious wreck

to be cleared out of the way,—fainting women, splintered vehicle,

crippled horse. When Lipscomb again touched up his horses there

were no green feathers nor dingy victoria in view.

“I have lost the lady, madame.”

He disjointed his wooden backbone sutficiently to locate this piece

of information somewhere in the neighborhood of the Prince of Wales

feathers in Mrs. Crayon-aft’s hat.

“Shall I turn round ?”

“Drive straight on. WVhen I want you to turn around I will let

you know.”

Disappointment often finds expression in asperity. After that,

Lipscomb would have driven straight into the Hudson rather than

enter another demurrer in Miss Craycraft’s interests.

Fully twenty minutes later, he imparted a piece of information :

“The victoria is coming this way, madame.”

Mrs. Craycraft sat up with a brightening visage.

“But there is no lady in it.”

“No lady in it! Then it is not the same carriage.”

“The same horses and the same driver. A gentleman is in it.”

“Gentleman !”

“Mr. Richard Dangerfield.”

Mrs. Craycraft shifted to the side of the carriage that would bring

1191‘ _l1<%arest to this mystery. If Dicky Dangerfield really was in that

(m'l‘1age, she would not hesitate to make him explain matters to her.

_ he two carriages came abreast. Mr. Dangerfield started so

violently that his monocle swung like a pendulum from its black cord.

Then he obeyed the signal to stop. Mrs. Craycraft beamed on him

fi‘_0m_ under her white silk sunshade. He beamed back from under

hts hfted hat.

“ Come,” said the lady, “ my horses can get over the ground faster

than those. Dismiss your team and take a seat with me. I am just

;’}']1enI1§,y way to the dépot for Juliette. You can have a back seat until

“With pleasure. A moment, please.”

He stood up and gave his own driver an order. “Not a moment

ate:-_ than half-past seven,” he said, in impressive conclusion. Then

he D:mbly clambered into a seat by Mrs. Craycraft.

. ‘ To the dépfit,” that lady ordered. Then she turned upon Dicky

With severity.

“What have you done with her, Mr. Dangerfield?”

 

~
_
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“ I ? Done ? Who ?”

“Oh, come, now, I am quite old enough a friend to merit your

entire confidence. You can confess to me.”

“ ’P0n honor, I don’t know what you want me to confess this time.

On general principles, I presume I am due in the confessional every

da - but if on would kindl be more ex licit ”
.Y : Y Y P

“Did you not pass me on the avenue half an hour ago ?”

“I did not.”

“ Then you did not drive out in the trap I have just rescued you

from ?” _,

“ No; I captured it. I’ve been out to the polo grounds. Under

took to walk home, got disgusted, saw that empty trap, and hailed it.

Anything criminal in that ?”

“No. It all sounds innocent enough, if one could be quite sure

you were telling the trut-h,—which one never is, I am sorry to say.”

“ Thanks.”

“Then what became of her ?”

“ Her? \Vhich ‘her’? The park is full of ‘ hers.’ ”

“The lady with green feathers in her hat. A big Gainsborough

hat. I am quite sure it was Miss Hartufl".”

“Not improbable. I presume she does sometimes take the air.

And possibly she may be the happy owner of a Gainsborough hat

with green feathers.”

“ Don’t be frivolous, please. She was in that victoria.”

“ Then perhaps she was too impecunious to drive both ways. Ride

up,'walk dowu,—see ?”

“ Impecnnious! Why, those actresses make mountains of money.

They are always rich.”

“ This one is said to live like a miser.”

“ What does she do with her money ?”

“Buries it, perhaps, or cats it. Her complexion is something of

old gold in daylight.”

“Dicky, you seem to be very well posted about Miss Hartufl"s

private afi'airs.”

Mr. Dangerfield inserted the gold head of his umbrella between

his lips and looked innocent. Presently he took it out and looked

wise.

“I’m pretty well posted about everybody’s private affairs, don’t

you know. And you wouldn’t like me half so well if I wasn’t.

Come, now, would you ?”

.“ You are an impudent boy, and if your shabby old trap were not

entirely out of sight I should drop you.”

Dicky looked penitent.

“ If you will smile on me again, I will tell you something.”

“ About Miss Hartutf?”

“ About the lady with the green feathers in a Gainsborough hat.”

She smiled upon him : “Then you did see her?”

“ From a distance, yes.”

“And it was Miss HartuiT?”

“ I could not swear to that. She was walking when I saw her,-—
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walking quite rapidly. She had dismissed that carriage, and the

fellow said he was at liberty to take another fare. That’s all.”

“Which amounts to nothing.”

“Not a great deal. But when one has told all that one knows,

positively one ought to be excused from telling any more. Ah, here

we are. Shall I institute a search for Miss Craycraft ?”

“If you please.”

It was a fruitless one. Juliette’s train had drawn into the station a

full half-hour earlier. She could not be found. Her mother looked

distinctly annoyed.

“This whole afternoon has gone wrong. I have accomplished

nothing at all. I think Lipscomb must be getting old and lazy.”

This last in a discreet undertone, when they had once more got under

way. “ Where shall I drop you ?”

“In the gutter, if you see fit,” said Dicky, humbly, and his effort

was rewarded with a bright smile.

“No; I will take you to your club, on one condition.”

“Consider it made.”

“That you will find out for me what Miss Hartuff was doing up

among the hundreds, walking, so far from the theatre where she has

to act within an hour or two.”

“You find Miss Hartutf interesting.”

“She is more than interesting. She is important to me.”

. “Oh!” said Dicky, and fell to sucking his umbrella-handle in

stmctively. It was his one unfailing resource when he had exhausted

the last idea of a somewhat limited daily apportionment.

One who knew him well was accustomed to say that the hour be

tween six and seven generally found Dangerfield in a state of collapse,

and until he was fed it was quite useless to converse with him. And

yet “ Everybody liked Dicky.”

“Where is she ?” Mrs. Cravcraft asked of Richardson, the butler,

(iivho stood at the open door by the time Lipscomb had closed the carriage

oor.

“Miss Craycraft is in her room.”

“ In tears, doubtless.”

This additional information came from the library door-way, where

Crazcfaft stood, a paper in his hand, a frown on his forehead.

nt!Ohd.!Ih Jl't' t'tb fthe weepiiigrsort. I’sl1iill have (r)1l())eneiilv::itl:f‘tsat?Zll.;g’omg 0 6 one 0

“Perhaps she found her home-coming somewhat chilling. The

maids and your pug. Nothing livelier.”

film. Craycraft blushed, and put herself on the defensive

go ,-I was detained unavoidably, and drove to the dép6t, to filld he!‘

ne.

_ “ It does not in the least matter mother. I got here without any

dlfliculty.” ’

T_hel‘e was a soft swirl of skirts on the carpeted stairway, and,

g!“P°"1g Upward, father and mother saw descending towards them a

“$1011 Calculated to fill any heart or home with brightness. 7

All traces of tears had disappeared, and, as she came forward with

~

“—r4;,-—'—--—-'__-___.
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both hands extended, her serene gray eyes were filled with the long

ing that only mother-love could satisfy.

Jaifrey Craycraft felt the impulse to open his arms wide and gather

his daughter close to his heart.

But it was towards her mother that Juliette moved with swift

directness.

“ Mother, are you glad to have me at home with you ?” She laid

her hands upon her mother’s shoulders and kissed her on both cheeks.

Bessie disengaged herself with a nervous laugh, and looked up at

her daughter critically.

“ Why, of course we are glad to have her back: are we not,

Jatfrey? How tall you have grown in the last two years! Did you

have a very tiresome trip? No? I hate railroad travel myself. It

always makes me sick. I expect you are famished, too. School-girls

can never get enough to eat. But I forget; you are a young lady now.

There, take her into the library, Jaifrey, until I get off my things.

We’ll have dinner in ten minutes, my dear.”

And, nodding brightly, she ascended the stairs, much more nimbly

than Juliette had descended them.

Father and daughter entered the library together. He would have

administered comfort, if he had known how. But the case was both

delicate and diflicult. “Bessie should have a fair chance with her

daughter.”

Juliette walked away from him, and stood staring out through the

lace curtains at the street-lamps. Presently she turned towards her

father, and said, conclusively,-—

“My mother is very young-looking, and very beautiful. I hope

she will not find me in the way.”

Up-stairs, Bessie was standing in front of her mirror, with hot

cheeks and frowning brows.

“She is beautiful and—young. She will make me look like an old

hag every time we go out together. One does not like to be eclipsed

by one’s own daughter. And—she is all Craycraft. She is going to

be desperately in my way. If she was only a boy! What am I

going to do with her ?”

That first evening at home proved diflicult to Juliette. She

seemed to have grown out of her place in the home circle. Before the

clock struck ten the eongealing process was well under way. 01108

having reached freezing point, congelation is rapid.

CHAPTER V.

As a rule, it is those who have least to record who are most scrupu

lous about keeping a record.

Dicky Dangerfield kept a diary,—kept it so conscientiously that if

by reason of late hours or overmastering sleepiness he failed of making

his daily entry he suffered keenest remorse.

It was an unsullied record of a blameless life. The Young Person
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might have read every line of it without receiving a shock. But Dicky

madea great show of secrecy in guarding it from public view. Vague]y,

be dreamed ofhis diary some day seeing the light in an édition de luze,

with the delightful title “Memoirs of a Man of the World.”

He liked to think of himself as a man of the world. It suggested

unlimited avenues for naughtiness, into none of which did he ever

stray for an instant in reality.

Keeping a diary gave him a business-like sense of striking a balance

with conscience. It was also a safeguard against social mishaps. His

memory was not first-class. When meditating on the utility of keeping

a diary, he had admitted his aptitude for getting things “ oonfoundedly

mixed up.”

“There would be the deuce and all to pay,” he reflected, “if‘I

should tell the wrong story to the wrong women, or forget whose

divorce is on the tapis.”

That settled it. He made shuddering haste to procure a diary of

the most approved pattern. He opened it with an impressive preface:

“Herein will Conscience and I hold sweet counsel. Nothing conceal,

nor aught set down in malice.”

Dicky Dangerfield holding “sweet counsel” with his conscience

would have been pronounced “immense” at his club. Nevertheless, it

was his not infrequent custom. Sometimes he grew really ferocious

over his own lapses, and put on record, in a neatly precise hand, an

amount of self-abasement disproportioned to any crime less than man

slaughter.

Dicky also kept a valet,-—rather a “rum old chap. In point of

fact, the valet was an old butler, who, with his wife, had fallen to

Dicky along with his fine old English basement house on Stuyvesant

Square. He still called the old house home.

What between Jerome and his diary, he managed to keep in the

Way he should go. Jerome was a reservoir of precedents, and a won

derful authority on neckties. He reserved to himself the privilege of

an old family servant, and “ gave Mr. Richard a piece of his mind”

whenever occasion called for it. Occasion very seldom called for

1t.d Dicky’s offences were, like his features, rather of the negative

or er.

Finding himself with half an hour on his hands, after being put

down by Mrs. Craycraft, he made an entry in his diary.

It fairly bristled with self-accusation. The act of reading it over

filled him with a comfortable sense of having been very naughty.

“If lying is the unpardonable sin, I am a doomed man. But

what the deuce ! one is driven into it. If a man has to take his choice

between giving away the secret of a very unhappy woman to gratify

the curiosity of a very inquisitive one, and lying like thunder, which

ought he, as a man of the world, to do?

“ H. is very unhappy, and Mrs. C. is very curious. See ?”

]_)l€l<y’s confidence in the efficacy of initials was absolute. It

gratified him to think that should his diary fall into profane hands in

case of sudden death—from which, good Lord, deliver him—no one’s

feehngs could possibly be hurt. They would be fully protected by

7)
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those impenetrable initials. If the selection of the nnpardonable sin

had been left to him, he would have named it, without hesitation,

“hurting people’s feelings.”

“ Where the deuce was the good of making people squirm? He

did not like to see a worm squirm. Never could fish in the country

without artificial bait. Then why should he trample on human feel

in s?”
gHis fragile person embodied enough kindliness to supply half a

dozen Societies for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.

Having eifaced the identity of the unhappy woman and the in

quisitive one under their initials, he proceeded with his entry:

“Gainsborough hats are great institutions, though I can’t say I

like to sit behind one at the theatre. D. H.’s big hat and stack of

feathers hid poor little R. D. as effectively as if he had been put under

a bushel measure.

“I wish, by the way, that poor girl had selected some other man

for this business. My youth and inexperience stand in the way.

Never acted on the detective force before. Says she can trust me, and

all that sort of thing. I would be a cad if I refused her what little

help I can render. See? -

“Mrs. C. looked as sweet and gentle as a sucking dove. Mem.,

must ask somebody that knows if doves do suck. Thought they

peeked for a living. Thought she would bore me through with her

eyes. Fine eyes she has. Will never know l1ow near I was to col

lapse when she halted that idiot.. I had told him to drive like the

devil when he caught sight of those chestnuts.

“The recording angel must have had to call in help if he put

‘down all the lies I told in ten minutes this afternoon. I would have

liked to put the Pope of Rome or the Dean of Westminster Abbey in

my place just then.

“Mrs. C. came off second-best. I am going to stand by D. H.

She needs some one, poor girl. I will never betray her trust,-never.”

Dicky ought to have been born in the days when knight-errantry

was a gentlemanly fad. Nothing gratified him more highly than

snccoring the distressed. From a world-forsaken kitten which he had

fished out of a gutter and brought home on the tip end of a walking

stick, a dripping picture of woe, for Jerome’s wife to befriend, up to

“D. H.,’’ be was always alert with his sympathy.

Just as he had finished underscoring that “never” with three

delicate parallel lines, Jerome appeared in the library door with a

rebuke upon his lips:

“ You are not allowing yourself much time, Mr. Richar .”

Dicky looked up at him absently. He was wiping his gold pen

on his blue velvet pen-wiper. Everything about Mr. Dangerfield’s

person and belongings was delicately refined. Jerome’s entrance had

broken the thread of an incipient revery.

“ Time for what, Jerome?”

_ h“’I, thought this was the night for your theatre-party. Mrs. Little

jo n.

“Well, so it is. But what the deuce is the use of being in 8.
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hurry, Jerome? No one hurries, nowadays. Bad form, see? If I

get to Mrs. Littlejohn’s by nine, all right.”

“But you’ve had no dinner.”

“ True, and I’m beastly empty. Didn’t know what was the matter

with me. I’ve been busy to-day, and troubled,—-very much troubled,

Jerome.”

“ Yes, sir?”

r There were times when Dicky felt childishly impelled to confide

more important matters to Jerome than those appertaining to the cut

of his trousers or the color of his necktie, the old man looked so wise

and capable, so altogether trustworthy. Dick could not go back far

enough in memory to picture the old home without Jerome and his

wife as important factors in its welfare.

The “fellows at the club” were valueless to him at this juncture.

SQ) wss Jerome, come to think of it. D. H.’s secret must not be

s are .

He followed Jerome into the dining-room, which was inadequately

grand for the needs of a solitary young bachelor who dined away from

home four or five days out of the seven. “ But Jerome and Adelaide

would be all broken up without the old place to look after, and what

the deuce was the use of breaking their hearts? When the old couple

dropped off, he would give up the house; never before. It was con-'

foundedly out of the way now, but ”

Then he stopped thinking, abruptly. It was always an easily sus

pended operation with him. The time for enjoyment had come. One

of Adelaide’s “little dinners” carefully composed with aview to keep

lfig him is love with the old home, deserved his undivided attention.

receive it now.

_ Jerome selected the closing moments of the dinner for imparting a

piece of information.

rIl1lz1;i,(alled here to-day to see you, sir.”

e .’

“ He called twice.”

“Anything urgent?”

“He seemed to think so, sir.”

:: did you think, Jerome ?”

0 mg, sir. ’

see 9"‘,Oh, but I like you to think sometimes, Jerome. It is your duty,

“Then, sir, I think he wanted help.”

“ Did he ask for it?” '

hen ‘(;,l\i°,kS}I‘- He asked for you. Said he would come back about

e 0e . ’

ZBut didn’t you tell him I wouldn’t be at home?”

I did, sir, but he said he would come back and sit on the front

steps l_1ntll daybreak but what he would see you to-night.”

PICky’s pale cheeks suddenly waxed pallid.

But—but—Jerome, that is most remarkable, don’t you know.

Perhaps you had better have a policeman about.”

N°, 5"‘; Pm policeman enough for this place. But he’s not up

M
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to any mischief, I am sure. Adelaide thinks she knows him, in spite

of his shabby clothes and run-down shoes. She says he 1s an old

f ' d f ours.”U8?‘ W)hy?’——why-—Jer0me, this is most remarkable. I hope I have

no old friend going about the city in run-down shoes.”

“He used to be your friend, sir; not now, of course. Adelaide

says you and him used to run together all the time.”

“ Not—not_’’

“She may be mistaken, sir. I don’t see any likeness.”

“ Not Brad ?”

“ That’s what Adelaide says.”

“ But he is in Canada.”

“ So I told my wife.”

“No, he’s dead. I’m quite sure he’s dead. The papers had all

about it five years ago,—when he died, and what he died of.”

“So I said or as much to my wife sir.”

“It may lie some impbstor that ldoks like poor Brad, don’t you

know, Jerome.”

“So I told Adelaide.”

Dicky fell to ruminating on the chances of Bradish Mackaye’s pos

sible return to New York.

‘Why should he want to return? A disgraced man, a man openly

accused of having forged his father's name for a large amount. Why,

New York was the last spot on earth any fellow in Bradish Mackaye’s

fix would want to return to. Had he—c0uld he have—oold chills ran

the whole length of Dicky’s aristocratic spine-—heard anything of his

friendly interest in Dora Hartufi"? What was Dora Hartufl' to hihm?

What was she to Bradish ‘Z He had cast her ofi" repudiated er

nobody knew why, then left for Canada, alone, broken in health, ili

spirit, in pocket.

“ So he comes back to-night ?”

“ Yes sir.”

Jeronie was waiting for instructions. Dicky looked up at him

helplessly.

“ Why—well, you and Adelaide ought to know how to rid me of

a tramp. Give him food, give him clothes, anything I’ve got that will

fit him.”

“Oh, your things wouldn’t fit him. They would hang loose on

him, sir.” '

“Then,” said Dicky, triumphantly, “it is not Bradish. He was

a much heavier man than I.”

:1 Was‘); _

“Then you too believe it is he?”

“ I have my doubts, sir. But Adelaide is very positive. Women

generally are sharper-eyed than us men.—If he comes back, sir ?”

“ If neither food, nor my best dress suit, nor this”—flinging a five

dollar bill across the table—“ will start him, keep your eye on him

until I get back.”

“I will, sir.” .

“ I will be late. The Littlejohns always wind up with an infernally
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big supper, which no one wants but everybody eats. And-—” he took

his gloves from Jerome and began to draw them on meditatively—“ if

there was any way of making sure, I shouldn’t like to give a man

that’s down another kick. It is barely possible, only possible, that it

is Mackaye.”

“ Yes, sir : so I told Adelaide.”

“I presume it wouldn’t do to ask him if his name is Mackaye ?”

“I think not, sir.”

“ But where the deuce is the use of hurting any poor devil’s feel

ings? One doesn’t care to take in a measly tramp, any more than one

cares to shut his door against an old friend run to seed.”

“No, sir. I’m quite sure of the seed, though.”

“D—-n it all, manage it to suit yourself, Jerome. I can’t spend

the night on the tramp question, with half a dozen women waiting

for me.”

With which violent peroration Mr. Dangerfield slammed his hat

in his head, and passed swiftly through the door Jerome held open for

rm.

But the evening was a failure. The play was interminable, the

players all “ sticks” or “ ranters,” the Littlejohn crowd a trifle “ loud,”

the Littlejohn supper a “ beastly nightmare.”

The clocks in St. George’s steeples were striking one when he

turned into Stuyvesant Square and swung along at a rapid pace. His

evening had been spoiled by “ Jerome's tramp.” He hoped the fellow

had been induced to quit on the strength of five dollars and a dress

suit.

As he neared his own door, his knees threatened to play him false.

He glanced nervously around. That motionless figure on his own

door-step was the only human being besides himself to be seen. But

“as a man of the world” he held straight on his way. He should

like to make a decent showing in the morning paper, if it came to a

tragedy.

‘_‘ But why the deuce hadn’t Jerome kept an eye on him ?” Besides

a famt light shining over the transom of the front door, the entire

house was in darkness. “Those cursed policemen never were where

they were wanted.”

_ He swung through the low iron gate, with his cane held in a tighter

gnp than fashion called for. “The fellow should feel it if ”

_ “ The fellow” got up slowly at sound of his approach and gave

Dicky a surprise.

“You have been an infernally long time coming home, Dick.

D0_n’t you know me? We used to say we could tell 'each other by our

voices anywhere, at any time.”

:‘ And yours belongs to Bradish Mackaye,” said Dick, swiftly trans

ferrmg his stick to his left hand, and extending his right.

“_YPS, I am Bradish Mackaye, and you must give me shelter for

the night.”

“Gl:ully,” said Dicky, keeping a determined hold upon Jerome's

lmllflb and drawing him towards the door. “ But—-what are you doing

Outside ?”

k
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“ Didn’t ring. I didn’t care to undergo Adelaide’s sharp scrutiny.

The old woman suspected me this morning.”

And then the two entered the house, and Dicky turned on the gas,

studiously avoiding the chance of seeing Bradish Mackaye’s run-down

shoes.

CHAPTER VI.

HAVING brought his uninvited guest from outer darkness into

the light, seated him in the most comfortable chair available, and

brought a decanter of sherry from the buffet, Dicky was seized with

sudden dumbness.

What the deuce! how was he to carry on a conversation with a

man who was, presumably, a candidate for a striped suit, if any one

cared to prefer charges ?

Time was when he and that man in that shabby suit of tweed and

the run-down shoes which he was determined not to see had loved each

other better than most brothers do.

It would not do to ask a man who had been in hiding, what he had

been doing all these years. Any reference to his family was equally

out of the question. It was a confounded bore, don’t you know. He

made a luminous and original dash out of the difficulty.

“ You must have found those stone steps deucedly hard and cold ?”

Mackaye looked him squarely in the face, a wintry smile flitting

across his somewhat care-worn features.

“ N0, not particularly. If they were, you have made me forget it

already. Dangerfield, you are the best old chap in the world. We

won’t waste time making talk.”

“ No,” said Dicky, frankly relieved at this prompt settling of his

perplexities. “ Let me pour you out another glass of sherry. I would

join you, but I must pay some respect to my stomach. Am just from

a beastly gorge at the Littlejohns’.”

“The Littlejohns were always heavy on the banquet. The old

lady still at the helm ?”

“ Very much so. But she has steered only one of the girls into

harbor yet. Lilian is still on her hands. I believe you ”

He pulled himself up with a start and blushed violently. There

he was, about to tread on one of Bradish’s tender spots! But what

the deuce! when a man had nothing but tender spots!

Bradish laughed musically. Dicky looked at him in amazement.

He wondered whether if he were under suspicion of having forged his

father’s name to a note for a thousand dollars he could have laughed

that way—-or any other way, indeed.

Maekaye’s mirth was short-lived.

“I could not help it, old boy. You looked so cut up at the idea

of hurting my feelings. I’m not used to that sort of consideration.

I know what you started to say : that the general opinion was that I

gouidfihave married Lilian Littlejohn, if I had not married Dora

ar u .

“ Yes, don’t you know, something of that sort.”
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“General opinion often makes an ass of itself. By the way, Dick,

I suppose you have taken me in for the night? I have a good deal to

say to you,—things I could not bring myself to say to anybody else.”

“We can talk to-morrow,” said Dicky, glancing at his watch, “ if

you would rather turn in now.”

“No, I'd rather have it out now. It has been to-morrow for an

hour or two.”

“Just as you please, old fellow; but—I—-I beg of you not to feel

under any obligation to tell ”

“The truth? No. That is a luxury I have not indulged in for a

good many years.”

Mack-aye stood up immediately under the chandelier and grasped

the worn lapels of his tweed coat with a certain fierceness.

“Dangerfield, look at me,-—closely,—closer,——and tell me what

you see.”

If Dicky had been fluent, or in a mood for empty flattery, he

could have said that he saw under his chandelier a singularly handsome

man, with sad brown eyes, a clear-cut, impressive mouth, and a broad

brovIv full of intellectual force.

nstead:

“Why-—-why—I see old Brad Mackaye,” he said, impulsively,

“as good-looking as ever, perhaps a trifle older, as we all get to be

with years. Your hair, maybe, is getting thin on top, and—yes, y0u’ve

turnpd out a beard,—a superb one.”

But you thmk you would have known me?”

“If I’d seen you in the light? Oh, yes! \Vhy, of course I

would. I did not just exactly expect to find you on my door-step.”

“And I am much obliged to you for not having used that big cane

on me. You have disappointed me.”

“Yes? How? I’m awfully sorry.”

“_By not finding me more changed. I have come back on a

pecuhar mission, and, as there are only two people I am going to see

purpgsely, I was in hopes I should run no danger of recognition.”

e seated himself again, and Dicky, not having any verbal com

fort to administer, poured him out another glass of sherry.

Brad1sh shoved it aside impatiently.

' “N0 more, old fellow. I’ve never taken solace in that shape,

D1cl:.Q Why don’t you ask me some questions?” he said, savagely.

uestlons .’

“YFS-bsOr dgn’t you care to know what I’ve been about these

years 0 a ence?

:‘Wh)'—Why—yes, but, dou’t you know

‘ ‘You think it would be a breach of hospitality. But I rather

think I should like you to be brutally inquisitive. It is your right.

You _have opened your doors to a man under suspicion of the worst

Of crimes.”

“Under suspicion !”

. A small table stood between them. Dick)’ leaned across it to lay

his hand‘0n Bradish’s shoulder. His Pale lwolnineut blue eyes shone

With lovmg tenderness.

7)

 

¥
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“ Brad, old fellow, as long as you have brought that infernal mess

up for discussion, I am glad of this opportunity to tell you I believe

in you. It is just about the worst snarl I ever tried to untangle. I’ve

given it up long ago. I can’t get at the beginning or the end of it.”

“Don’t try,” said the suspected, dryly.

-“ But,” Dick went on, impatiently, “ if there was but one human

being in all the universe to believe you incapable of a scoundrelly act,

I would be that one.”

“ Thank you. There will always be one other.”

“ Your wife ?”

“One whose name should not be mentioned in the same breath:

my mother.”

“ You have seen her?”

“ No. I expect to before I leave New York.”

“Leave New York! \Vhy Now, look here, Brad. Here’s

a great barn of a house, no end of bedrooms. Jerome and Adelaide

would cut off their little fingers before they would blab about my

affairs. Stay on here with me, dear boy, just as long as you choose.”

“ With you! Here! ‘Where my name is linked, and must for

ever be linked, with infamy! It touches me to have you willing to

share a respectable roof with me. My father was less kind. But I

don’t blame him. Doubtless I would have been just as hard on a son

of mine, if not harder.

“No,” he went on, “I came here for an avowed purpose, and as

soon as that is accomplished I shall go back to my village home and

my work.”

“ Village!” Dicky’s face writhed with disgust. “ Village home

sounds deucedly humble, don’t you know. Pigs running around the

street; village smithy under a spreading chestnut; of course one shop

where they sell everything under the sun; old woman postmistress,

deaf and wears spectacles. I’ve passed through villages: they are

good things to pass throngh,—-the faster the better.”

“My village has three stores and a weekly paper. I edit the

weekly paper.”

“Oh, by Jove! You’re in the literary line?”

“ I see you are impressed by the fact. I will give you a still more

imposing one to digest.” '

“ But you can’t, don’t you know.”

“ The people of Abercrombie respect me.”

“ Naturally.”

“Not knowing me for a forger who dare not darken his father’s

doors.”

“Oh, drop that, and tell me something more about Abercrombie.

That’s your village ?”

“Yes. A pretty little tucked-away Iowa town, so remote from

New York that one might never hear of this great caldron if one did

not read up on it.

“I board with a childless old couple who make me very comfort

able at a very moderate rate of expenditure. In the afternoons, after

my work is done, I sit on the front porch with the old man and smoke
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a pipe. There are hollyhocks and dahlias between us and the dusty

village road. We take supper before dark, and breakfast by candle

light. It goes without saying that I sleep well.”

“ Beastly !” said Dicky, his face full of commiseration.

“ By no means. Rational. One does not live rationally ‘in these

great human hives.”

“ Then you are satisfied out there !—happy with your pipe and your

dahlias !”

“Happy—satisfied. Now you are talking in the language of an

alien. I have been putting a little money away,” he went on, prac

tically, “for a certain purpose. It has always been my intention to

claim my daughter when she reached her tenth year. It was under

stood between her mother and myself that she should keep her until

the child reached that age. The time has come when I prefer to

assume guardianship of her. That is what I am here for. I reached

the city to-day at noon. After seeing my mother, which I shall do

to-morrow morning, and getting little Jenny, I shall be ready to return

to Abercrombie and to peace. This place must always be detestable

to me.

“If you will let me stay with you the little while I am to be in

the city, I can avoid the publicity of hotels. Moreover, I shall have

to solicit your services in another direction.”

Dicky sat staring at him vaemtly, every sign of intelligence efl'aced

from his own mild countenance.

What the deucel Here was Bradish coming for the girl, and the

mother declaring that her very life depended upon knowing that Jenny

was well and happy and in good hands! But what did he have to do

with it all? There was Bradish discussing the whole business with

a cold, hard voice, as impersonally as if that Abercrombie editor who

wanted his daughter were a Choctaw chief he had just heard of by

accident.

“Another direction,” Bradish was saying. “I find no address in

the Directory locating Mr-s.—Miss Hartufii I thought perhaps you

would be willing to save me the disagreeable necessity of a personal

interview, and be my ambassador.”

“I?” said Dicky, with starting eyeballs.

“I thought our personal relations had always been such that a

note of ‘demand from me, delivered by you, would obviate bringing a

lllWy_er~1uto the affair. On my mother’s account I should regret any

publicity. You could conduct it with entire secrecy, and, I know,

with delicacy.”

D1cky looked at his guest with mingled terror and admiration. The

terror was inspired by his own complication in this “ mess.” All his

hfe long he had fought shy of complications. The admiration was for

the absolute composure of manner with which Bradish dealt with this

dlsagreeahle episode in his own life. '

_“ He is a thorough man of the world,” said Dicky to himself.

Hlghencommendation he could not bestow.

T0 Bradish he said, “ But suppose the lady won’t give her daughter

“P? Suppose she has already given her up ?”

L ,
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“ We have an agreement to that effect. My daughter will be ten

years old next week,” said Mackaye, ignoring the first question.

Now, to Dicky’s certain knowledge, Dora Hartufi‘ had not been

the personal guardian of her daughter all these years. He ought to

know, as he had been doing amateur detective service in finding the

girl for the mother. Who, then, had been its guardian ‘? Mrs. Forbes

Mackaye? The idea of meddling with anyof Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye’s

private arrangements brought clammy dews to poor Dicky’s gentle

forehead. He looked at Bradish in visible distress.

“I say, old fellow, let's sleep on this snarl. My brain is all in a

whirl.”

“ I have been very inconsiderate.”

His shabby guest rose courteously, and Dicky, taking a flat candle

stick from the table in the hall, led the way up-stairs.

“ You see,” he said, turning at the last landing, “ I don’t intend

you shall go back to your beastly little village, and dahlias, and that,

in too biga hurry.” .

‘]‘)\Vl:>. are mluch nearer the beasts here than there, Dick.”

ic ' smilei luminouslv.

“Oh, yes! I know; Wall Street, and bears, and bulls, and lambs,

and that sort of beasts. But, I say, Bradish, one week of Aber

crombie would reduce me to pulp, don’t you know. Any clubs?”

“None that I have discovered.”

“Oh, come, now: what’s the use of living at all, if you can’t live

like a gentleman?”

“ Standards vary.” They were in the stately guest-chamber on the

second floor. “From Abercrombie to the Avenue is a far cry. At

least I shall sleep like a gentleman to-night.”

Dicky planted his flat silver candlestick on the mantelpiece and

stood twirling the cord to_his monocle nervously. He should like to

ask Bradish one question before leaving him for the night.

“You needn’t turn out, old fellow, until you feel like it in the

morning. Select your own breakfast-hour, and—-oh, yes! I say,

Brad, do you happen to know that Mrs.—your ”

“That Miss Hartutf has gone on the stage? Oh, yes, I know it.

I don’t think she has any special fitness for it. But that doesn’t seem

to be essential nowadays.”

Then Dicky walked meditatively back to the library. Late as the

hour was, he wanted to make a supplemental entry in his diary :

“ Bradish Mackaye turned up this evening. I am in a devil of a

mess. Brad is a perfect man of the world. Don’t believe I could

carry it off with such a cool head if I was reduced to a measly old

tweed coat and run—down shoes. Wish I knew what to think about

that forgery business. Wish I knew what to do about Dora and her

g1rl._ What the deuce! somebod_v’s feelings must be hurt before this

Job is through with. Mine are already lacerated. Wish I had hrained

Brla(l1sh2fE<;)i;,a tramp and then given myself up to justice. Lie No. 10,

v0 ume .

Mr. Dangerfield was just thirty-two years old. Each volume

marked a birthday.
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CHAPTER VII.

EVERY soul has need of a withdrawing-r0om,—the less advanced

its stage of induration, the more imperative its need,—one particu

lar spot where, loosening the stays of formula and slipping the bond

age of conventionalism, it can take its ease, thoroughly, by brief

snatches.. Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye had hers. N0 one ever intruded in it. Her I’

maid was permissible only on call; her husband, never; “daws,” by

no possibility.

It was a beautifully appointed alcove, filling one of those mysterious

wall-interregnums which only architects of highly imaginative faculties

know how to dispose of without offence.

On one side of this pretty satin-lined nest was a bedroom; on the

other, a room whose door was always looked, and whose holland shades

were seldom drawn up.

Once upon a time it had been full of sunshine, laughter, toys, and

disorder. It still went by the name of “the nursery.”

There were rows of toys in various stages of dilapidation ranged

decorously on its closet shelves. Its sunshine might be recalled, but

its laughter was banished forever. The key to its locked door was on

the alcove side of the lock. At irregular periods the wonderful woman,

throbbing with a passion of maternal longing, would turn the key and

visit the empty nursery. It was like tearing away the bandage from

an old wound.

Doubtless Mrs. Jaifrey-Craycraft coming suddenly on Mrs. Forbes

Mackaye fondling a boy's moth-eaten cap or dropping tears over an

old blotted copy-book would have thought it “too funny for anything.”

But, as the only ingress to the old nursery was through her soul's

withdrawing-room, the wonderful woman was quite safe.

In her own chamber, at a small onyx table on which stood a lamp

draped in soft amber silk, Mrs. Mackaye performed her devotions

nlghtly,_Pel‘flll10t0rily, perhaps, but conscientiously. Thomas ft Kem

Pls, in a handsome modern dress, and “ Daily Strength for Daily

Needs,” in gilt vellum, were always on hand. They were her moral

t0nics. She took them immediately after her last dose of hypophos

ph1te. The doctor had ordered the hypophosphite to repair the wear

her nerves were subjected to by the daily whirl of society. Thomas

3 Kempis was, so to speak, her soul's hypophosphite, and in “Daily

St§‘ePgth” she found it quite convenient to have daily portions of

spmtual aliment, arranged according to date. For that day she had

found a morsel of Emerson, served cold. She liked Emerson,—a

shoe at a time. He forced one to think. She was thinking now, With

the book closed over her finger at the day's quotation 2

Teach me your mood, 0 patient stars,

Who climb each night the ancient sky,

Leaving on space no shade, no scars,

No trace of age, no fear to die.

Why should any one fear to die? Why should any one Care

Von LvII._12

M a
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especially to live? There were days when life seemed especially

vacuous. This had been one of them. Perhaps it was because Mrs.

Craycraft had entered into it so largely. What a splendid opportunity

for graceful abdication Juliette furnished her mother! Would she

seize it?

Into her revery fell a sound that would have startled a less well

balanced woman. It was a distinct knocking on the other side of the

nursery door. She was a woman of superb nerve. She laid down

the book she had been readin , and, tying the loose ribbons of her

wrapper about her waist, waiter? or a repetition of the noise.

It might have been the swinging of an unlatched closet door. The

nursery had not been opened for weeks.

It came again. Not an ordinary knock. A vigorous application

of knuckles, a pause, two short taps, and the knuckles again. The

years seemed suddenly to drop away from her as she stood up, leaning

forward with a fast-beating heart. A glad light came into her eyes.

That was Bradish’s boyish signal. When she heard it, she was to

admit him herself. It meant that he wanted to see no one but her.

He had always brought his troubles to her: “ My boy ! my dear boy !”

she murmured, softly.

Nothing doubting, she swept forward swiftly, turned the key in

the lock, and opened the nursery door. One glance at the figure on

the threshold, and her arms were opened like hovering wings.

“ I seem to have been awaiting this moment for centuries. But I

knew it would come,” she said, breathing deeply.

She had drawn him to a sofa by her side. Bradish could feel the

tremor in the arms that still encircled him. He made an effort to

lighten the situation.

“What an incurious woman you always were! You have never

asked me yet how I got into the nursery.”

She looked at him with wet eyes. “I only knew that you were

there. That was enough for me.”

He lifted her hand to his lips reverently.

“Best of mothers. Your faith is still nnshaken ?”

“It is unshakable. But, Bradish, tell me you have come home to

explain things to your father. Have you not? To solve this horrible

mystery. Tell me that you have.”

“Poor mother! No. I have come here for my daughter. You

know I was to have her after she reached her tenth year. Her tenth

birthday will come on Thursday of next week.”

His mother withdrew her arms and looked at him wistfully.

“Then you have not come home to me? You have not come

home to stay ?—to lift the shame from our house?”

“ I have come for my daughter.”

“ What to do with her?” she asked, in a chilled voice.

“ To take her back with me to Abercrombie; to keep her with me ;

to educate her as far away as possible from this hotbed of social shamS

I sometimes think I have done her a great wrong bv leaving her with

her mother so long.” U

‘f I know nothing about mother or child,” said Mrs. Mackaye, con
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tracting her brows in a heavy frown. “ I have seen your wife, once,

—on the stage.”

“For which she has nothing, that I can recall, to fit her,” Bradish

said, calmly. '

“She has much. She is beautiful; she was your wife; she has

notoriety as a divorcee: all latter-day substitutes for histrionic ability.

You know I never approved of your marriage; but, if you take your

daughter away from her mother, and I can be of any assistance to you

in—her—in—a ”

“Thank you, mother.” He came quickly to her relief. “But I

mean never to be separated from her again. I want her with me, out

there in obscure little Abercrombie. You do not know what.it is to

walk through life absolutely alone. I need my daughter.”

“ Do I not?”

Her heart was beating violently. What had life brought her but

disappointments, disillusionment, desolate loneliness? Even now,

when she thought he had come back to lift the shadow from the name

of Mackaye, he had dashed her hopes ruthlessly. She was nothing to

him. He had simply come back to secure the daughter of Dora

Hartnif, the actress, his repudiated wife.

“Not,” Bradish was saying, “at least I hope not, in the sense I

have known it-. You have never known what it is to shrink from the

light of day, to skulk through the world wondering if every man you

meet knows that—that—you are a suspected thief; that ”

“ Hush ! You shall not talk about that old horror in my presence.

Iwill not listen to it. VVhy such a disgrace should come to me I

cannot see. Bradish,” she turned on him fiercely, “ I conjure you, by

:he dgng agony I have borne for eight bitter years, to tell me the

rut .

“And I conjure you, mother, by the slow torture in which my

Whole life must be dragged out, to let the inatter stand as it is. My

father sifted the evidence against me thoroughly. It was damaging

enough to have landed any one but his own son in State’s prison.”

He put out his hand with a gesture of wrath.

“There! Don’t speak about it. Don’t make me sorry that I

came here to see you. To-morrow I shall go back to my little Iowa

village. I wanted to bring you such comfort as I could, dear. I

“lm1t§(l you to have a correct idea of the days as I dispose of them.

I\oth1ng to excite, nothing to fever, nothing to chill. The Weekly

Sunburst is what they call my little paper. It does not require any

great mental strain to edit it. But Abercrombie is satisfied with it.

I have one violent dissipation during the seven days. I play the

Organ in our one church. According to Abercrombie ideas, I am a

218]] of many accomplishments. In point of fact,” with a sad smile,

I have achieved leadership there, among my simple constituents of~

farmer-folks and dairymen. Abercrombie exports vast quantities of

blltte1'_and cheese, as the geographies used to have it. One can grow

0ld‘qn1te placidly with such an environment.”

‘And ls that what my brilliant son has come to? I looked for

great things from you.”
.5
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Her voice was choked with tears.

\ “ VVould you rather I should have stayed on here, mother, brazening

it out at clubs and cafés ?” .

“No! No! Ten thousand times no! ' Tell me more about the

old people you lodge with, about your room, your surroundings.” She

quieted herself by a violent efi"ort.

“ There is so little to tell. My old people are quiet, honest, straight

forward. Mrs. Haskins raises chickens and cultivates dahlias. She is

a splendid cook, and is devotedly attached to Frances Havergal’s poems.

Jenny would be safe in her hands. She might never carry her beyond

the primer of society, but it would be a clean primer. The girl’s life

out there will be pure, healthy, natural. I long to transport my

daughter from this forcing—bed to the sweet, pure air of Abercrombie.”

“ Why may I not visit you there ?” She asked it almost humbly.

“ You, mother!” ~

Bradish turned and looked at her. Even in the disarray of her

dressing-gown she was the distinct exponent of fashionable life in its

most pronounced type. By no stretch of his imagination could he fit

her into the Abercrombie environment.

“Yes, I,” she said, with a pang of jealousy contracting her heart.

“I should think what is good enough for your daughter would be

good enough for your mother.”

“ Oh, it is not that. Abercrombie is good enough for-—for a

princess, if the princess was sensible and knew what things to leave

behind her.”

“ What, for instance ?”

“Envy, hatred, and malice. Diamonds and silken robes. Equi

pages and visiting-cards. Afternoon teas and theatre-parties. When

you think you can get along without these necessaries of life, come out

to Abercrombie to visit me, and the Sunburst will give you a flaming

personal.”

He stood up and drew her towards him.

“Give me your blessing, mother, and let me go. I a.m to see my

little girl to-night. Fortunately for her and for me, she will have

very little to unlearn. I think she will fit into the serene, simple life

out yonder comfortably. I should not like her to be unhappy. She

shall not be.”

The closing of the nursery door upon his receding figure marked

the moment of renunciation for his mother. She fancied she had given

him up years before, when, with bitter denunciations of the world on

his part, and hopeless tears of humiliation on hers, the dark chapter

of the forgery had been closed. '

When his father and his brother had turned against him, she had

gathered him closer into the loving recesses of her heart, cleaving to

him through good report and evil, as only a mother can. All these

years she had thought of him as peculiarly and exclusively her own

And what was her reward ?

He had been growing steadily away from her,—-from the filial into

the paternal. Henceforth she must either consent to come after the

actress’s daughter, or renounce him.
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He had stated his position with unconscious pathos:

“I want something near me that can never sit in judgment on

me,—some one who can only know and love me as the plain laboring

man I am in my new character. Jenny alone will have nothing to

forget.”

CHAPTER VIII.

THROUGH swarms of children, ranging from unkempt young

slatterns of ten, staggering under the weight of greasy babies, down

to the greasy babies themselves, recently promoted to the ranks of pe

destrians, past groups of idle, lounging women gossiping on the steps

of cheap flat-houses, across the malodorous planking in front of a

livery-stable, into the lively excitement of a news-boys’ bloodless battle,

Mr. Dangerfield picked his way daintily, swinging his heavy cane

accurately balanced in his neatly gloved hand.

He walked with his head well up, giving him the appearance of

trying not to absorb any more of the pestiferous social atmosphere

surrounding him than was inevitable in a rapid transit from Sixth to

Eighth Avenue. He did not win the good will of the natives in his

gassage. But his mission was not to the natives. He was there on

radish Mackaye’s business exclusively. He was looking for Miss

Hartuti"s flat.

“What the deuce l” He glanced about him scornfully. He should

like to know why any respectable woman should house herself in such

a vile neighborhood, if she did have to work for a living. It was a

part of the town he had never been in. It occurred to him that he

could have lived his entire life to a placid consummation without ever

having seen it. It should be through no indiscretion of his own that

he ever saw it again.

It hurt his feelings, all that dirt and squalor and unloveliness, and

he wished the demands of friendship might never have forced it upon

his attention.

It was “ beastly.” It was “ nasty.” It was “ghastly.” He ought

to have come in a cab. But that would have stirred up every hag

1n the neighborhood, and his mission was presumed to be a secret

one.

He had worked himself into quite a rage by the time he reached

the dingy apartment-house bearing over its front door the number he

had been given by the theatre manager as Miss Hartutf’s address.

_ The pressure of his finger on one of many buttons decorating both

sides of the small, unscruhbed vestibule resulted in the mysterious

opening of the front door by unseen hands, by token of which he

knew Miss Hartulf was at home and he was at liberty to mount five

fllghts of shabby carpeted steps in search of her. Miss Hartuif ad

mltted him herself, and then stared at him in speechless surprise.

Dicky was speechless himself, at first,—for want of breath. He

Entered a prompt protest in gasps:

“Y,e3; _bl1t—don’t you know, this is something awful. What are

You domg in such a rnbbish~heap as this ?”

g .
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“Don't be disrespectful, Dick. Rents are cheap this side of the

town, and the house is respectable; at least I suppose it is. More

over,”—-she turned on him loftily,——“ I never asked you to come here.

I have never asked any one who used to know me to come here. I

supposed, when I saw you climbing up the steps, that you had some

thing of importance to say to me about—about Jenny. If I had not,

I should have locked the door in your face.”

His breath was coming back to him now, and he was taking quick

note of everything around him. He stared at her in some natural

surprise. How could she have guessed his errand ?

Miss Hartutf was very handsome,-—hands0mer oif the stage than

on it. To-day she looked pale. Her wrapper of blue serge, trimmed

with lace that might have been washed with good effect, perhaps made

her look paler. She had been crying. There was a wet handkerchief

rolled up in her left hand at the moment of his entrance.

What the deuce! he should like to know how she knew he had

come about Jenny!

“ Wait a moment.”

She disappeared in an inner room. He wished she might never

come back again. The room he sat in was in a condition of artistic

slovenliuess. “Poor girl! here was where she studied her part,” he

supposed. He wondered if she would be able to act at all that night,

after he had sprung his errand on her?

She came back with a crumpled piece of paper in her hand. She

sat down and began smoothing the wrinkles out of it across her knee.

Dicky recognized it as a leaf out of his own memorandum-book. She

flashed a reproachful look at him over the slip of paper.

f 1 “Pick, either you were very stupid about this, or you played me

a se.

He flushed angrily, up to the roots of his fair hair, then fell to

polishing his monocle,—a sure sign of mental perturbation with him.

“Now you are showing temper,” she said, eying him critically.

“Temper, naturally. One does not relish being called a trickster,

unless one is at liberty to resent it.”

“You are at liberty. You are resenting it.” She dropped her

eyes to the paper in her hand. “ Didn’t you tell me to keep to the

left when I got out of the carriage, until I came to a long flight of

steps which would lead me out of the Park?”

“ 'Y$.”

“And didn’t you tell me, when I got into the street, to walk six

blocks, turn straight towards the river, and walk on until I came to a

httle gray house perched on a rock and nearly hidden by a big wistaria

vme in full bloom, and there would be an old milk-wagon under 8

horse-chestnut tree in front of it, and the whole business would be in

a hollgw hplow the level of the street?”

“ es.

She folded her hands, and looked at him with intense sadness.

“ I found the house, Dick,—the little red house on the gray rocks,

with great clusters of purple wistaria tumbling over its roof. The old

m1lk-wagon was there, too. A hen had just laid an egg under its seat.
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She and a red rooster were making a great commotion over it. There

was a goat there, too, nibbling at a clot-hes-line stretched from the

horse-chestnut to a ring driven into the wall of the house. A pretty,

peaceful spot. I wish I could spend my whole life there. But it was

empty. No one lives there.”

“No one lives there! Why, that is astonishing. Some one did

live there as late as last Wednesday,—an old, weather-beaten body,

with badly crossed eyes and a cracked voice.”

“Precisely. Old Henriette.”

“And a pretty child of ten or thereabouts. I had seen her a score

of times. I often drive out that way. That day I stopped and spoke

to the little girl."

“ What about?”

“Oh, well, there was an old apple-tree in front of the little red

h0USh”

“ Yes, it is there now.”

“So I suppose. I don’t very well see how it could get away.

And a lot of young toughs were helping themselves to the apple

blossoms. The old woman was railing at them, and the girl was

trymg to shame them, very sweetly. I stopped, and told her if it

would be any accommodation to her I would thrash the boys all

around. Then the toughs ran off, and the girl laughed. Afterwards

she thanked me very nicely. In about ten minutes she and I were

first-rate friends. It was the child’s voice that made me stare at her.

I have never heard but one like it, and that was in a man’s body:

deep, slow, and musical as a church-bell. It sounded queer, coming

from that slender little girl. She would have been perfect, physically,

but for one weak ankle. It makes her drag her right foot.”

“Yes, yes. Poor Jenny’s right ankle was always weak. When I

put her to board with old Henriette she was wearing a brace to her

shoe: But where is she now, Dick‘? What have you done with her,

—w|th them? There’s nothing but chickens and goats at the little

red house.”

“What have I done with her! Come, I like that.”

He had worked himself into quite a creditable rage by this time.

One of his favorite axioms was that it did not pay to get into a bad

humor: it reacted disastrously on a man’s shirt-collar and his digestion,

—two tlnngs for which he entertained a high gentlemanly regard. He

flung out his hands tragically.

“I see a pretty girl. I tell you about the pretty cottage and the

Old ‘cross-eyed woman. I think it has dramatic value. You im

lnediately decide it is your daughter. Never knew before you had one.

Don t know yet why you should have to hunt her up. I tell you how

m find the girl. I get myself into all sorts of complications. Hate

c0mPllC8i'.l0DS. Lie right and left to protect your secret. Naturally

love .the truth, but can’t afford to indulge in it in the sphere of life

Pl‘0\pdence has placed me in. Polite society won’t have the truth.

You Ve got to feeddt on lies, or go into a monkery—-if that’s what

they can a masculine nunnery. Don’t want to go into a monkery, so

I he- Reluctantly, delicately, frequently. Then the devil is to pay
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in another direction : I go home, after putting you on the trail of my

woodland beauty, to find a man sitting on my door-step, who turns out

to be Bradish Mackaye.”

“ Bradish Mackaye 1”

She blanched to the very lips. He could see her clasped hands

tremble convulsively. Dicky rushed on tumultuously. It was the

only way he could get it over. He was floundering in—mud.

“Yes, Bradish. This is all very brutal, don’t you know, but

some things can’t be sugar-coated. He says the agreement, when you

separated, was that you should keep the girl until she was ten years

old. After that, he was to have her. He has come for her. Now

don’t make any trouble, Dora.”

She could only answer him in hoarse whispers: “Yes, I know.

But—but—Bradish is dead.”

“Not much. It would simplify matters all around if he were,

poor devil.”

“But I tell you that he is dead. He died a few months after—

af'ter—you know. He died in a little town in Canada.”

“ Who says he did ? Who told you he did ?”

“ My father. My own father. He followed my husband to—

t0_U

She fell to sobbing convulsively. Dicky grasped his well-groomed

head frantically with both hands.

“Oh, come, now, this is just awful, don’t you know. We are

getting things as badly mixed up as if we were playing lurid melo

drama. I detest melodrama. I detest complications. Bradish is not

dead. Could you produce the old gentleman on demand? He must

be my rival in the fine art of lying.”

Dora made a gesture of protestation. “ Don’t try to make a farce

out of a tragedy, Dick. Yes, I could produce him. He is in there.”

She glanced towards a curtained door-way. “He is never anywhere

else. He is a wreck. Never mind him. He is my cross,—-one I am

trying to bear meekly. Tell me abont—Bradish.”

“There is not a great deal to tell. He has come here for his

daughter. He wants nothing else. I was to take her to him. He

was to go away right off to his Western home. He hates New York

I suppose I would too, in his place.”

She sat listening to him with tense attention. Even after he

stopped speaking she made no motion, spoke no word. She sat like

stopped, and touched her gently on the arm.

“What am I to tell Brad about his daughter? I am waiting,

Dora. He is waiting.”

She lifted her eyes to his. They were full of gloom. Spasms Of

pain contracted her features.

“I have wronged him so wofully. I have sinned against him

beyond hope of forgiveness here or hereafter.”

“ But the girl. Don’t let’s have :my publicity about it. Of course

he can claim her legally. What shall I tell him about Jenny?”
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She seemed to rally all her physical and mental force to make

answer.

“Tell him that I do not know where his daughter is. Tell him

that before she was three years old I believed her fatherless. I had

never thought he would claim her, even if alive. Men waive such

claims so lightly, you know. Tell him that when I made up my mind

to study for the stage the child was in my way. I could not drag her

from pillar to post, as I must be dragged, and I did not want her to

breathe the atmosphere I had selected to live in. I put her to board

with old Henriette. He knows her. Her daughter nursed Jenny

when she was a baby.

“One day Henriette came to me with a note from a gentleman

who had seen my little girl and had been won by her beauty and her

innocent prattle. He otiiered to care for her as his own and to educate

her. Henriette said he was as good as he was rich. I was to make

but one condition, not to interfere with his management of the child

by any counter-theories. I could not even see her. I met him at his

place of business, and I gave my child into his keeping.

“I did it for her good. What sort of a life would she have led

with me? At first I used to go to see her whenever I was not on

the road with my company: that was before she found a friend. I

intended as she grew older and was approaching the age when she

could sit in judgment on me as an actress, to stay away. I have not

seen her for four years. I want her to believe me dead. She is very

l1flppy,—happier than I could have made her. Her life has been an

ideally pure and serene one. When you spoke of her the other day,

the longing to see her took full possession of me. We are going to

London,—the company, I mean,—and I wanted to hold my baby in

my arms once before putting the sea between us. I should not have

told her I was her mother. But she was not there. The little red

nest was empty.”

“ Yes; but I suppose you know to whom you loaned her ?”

Gave her to. Yes, of course I do.”

“Under the misapprehension that her father was dead. It's all

ver)’ S1mple. We are not living in Fe-F0-Fum’s day, when the ogre

of the castle devoured the fair maiden rather than release her. All

you have to do is to give me the ogre’s mime, and Bradish will call

On h1m, prove claims, and take his little girl home with him. He

seems astonishingly fond of her, considering she was so young when

he left her.”

She was silent so long that Dick looked at her anxiously.

hat the deuce! was she going to faint? If she did, what

sIll1]‘(i)l‘l1I!'ddh9 do? He wished he had studied up on First Aids to the

e .

“The gentleman’s name, please, Dora.”

She started up before him, holding the soiled lace on her blue

Wmgper close against her heart with both hands.

‘ That I will never give you.”

‘ Never—give—me I”

“ No. I am glad, glad, glad that I do not know Where she is at

_''‘-__.__x--:2-:l=zg.qr=-A;-;—.:-—"""—'
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this moment,—that you do not know. Some day, when my cross is re

moved,”—she pointed fiercely towards the inner room,—‘‘ I will sweep

out and garnish my home, when all the evil spirits have left it, and

make it fit for my pure, sweet daughter. She will come back to me,

my spotless little Jenny ; and I, even I, can get a foretaste of Para

dise. But if Bradish had her "

“Bradish! Who speaks of Bradish ? He is a dead man. Dead

men tell no tales,—eh, Dodo?”

The portieres were flung violently back by a gnarled, shaking hand,

and, reeling, chuckling, blaspheming, Dora’s “cross” stumbled over

the threshold. _

Before the ghastly old man, reeking foully of beer, had reached

the middle of the room, Dicky seized his hat and beat a precipitate

retreat.

There were limits to his patience. Bradish’s claims on him had

their limits also. It remained for him, Mackaye, to make a formal

application for the name of the man who was acting as his daughter’s

guardian. He, Dicky, did not propose to act any longer in this lurid

melodrama.

So old Hartulf had gone to the dogs. Bah!

His face was full of disgust for the wreck he had left behind him.

His own life was singularly clean. He had all of a fastidious woman’s

loathing for the low crime of drunkenness. He did not draw his

breath comfortably until he had put the Fifth Avenue between him

and Dora’s father.

CHAPTER IX.

IN obedience to a somewhat urgent request for his presence, in

scribed on robin’s-egg stationery and delicately stamped in robin’s-egg

blue with a waxen impression of the design Mrs. Craycraft had selected

for the Craycrafi; coat of arms, Mr. Dangerfieldpresented himself

before that lady a week or ten days after his unpleasant interview with

Miss Hartufii

Figuratively speaking, he was received with open arms. Society

holds its arms permanently in that position towards wealthy young

bachelors. They present possibilities.

Dicky sank gracefully into the chair that best accommodated his

extraordinary length of limb, and sighed contentedly.

He was once more in his native element. It was good to get back

to the surface of things, after his enforced incursion into the sombre

depths where Bradish Mackayeand Dora Hartulf dwelt permanently.

He saw no illumination in the darkness of their lives. He saw no

darkness in the illumination of Mrs. Crayr-.raft’s. Being a child of

this world, he preferred light to darkness. Never had Mrs. Craycraft’s

pol1shed vapidities sounded so delightfully entertaining to him. And

how faultlessly she was always gownedl It was a crime for a woman

not to look her best at any hour of the day.

He had been summoned for the morning, and had been received in

the charmmg little room -which had a whole conservatory-full of tropical
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greenery for a background. Both ladies were there, “ at work,” when

he was announced. He beamed impartially on mother and daughter.

Unfortunately, the smiles allotted to Juliette touched nothing more

vulnerable than the high tortoise-shell comb in which her coilfure cul

minated. But Dicky’s intentions were good. They always were.

Beyond lifting her eyes from the square of linen which she was

open-working, to greet him when he came in, Miss Craycraft had taken

no notice of him.

Mr. Dangerfield was one of the things concerning which she had,

as yet, come to no conclusion. '

Those first few weeks at home had been crowded with conclusions.

She had quite made up her mind about a. great many things and some

mortals. As the conclusions of youth are always final, never to be

reversed, Juliette intended that hers should be very deliberate and alto

gether just.

She had seen Mr. Dangerfield only once before. But she had heard

him alluded to several times. He was one of many subjects on which

her father and her mother never, by any chance, agreed. She knew he

was to be there that morning. Her mother was preparing an affair in

her honor. She had heard her say that she could not possibly make

out her invitation-list without Dicky Daugerfield’s help.

So that was what the robin’s-egg stationery had been called into

requisition for. Before he left she should be in position to decide

whether she agreed with her father or her mother about this social

luminary. .

Her father called him a “ cad.” Her mother called him “ an

angel.” She would try to discover the happy mean between these two

extreme views.

Dicky would have felt delighted to know that he was really being

studied by that quiet, graceful girl who drew her needle in and out

of her drawn-work as industriously as if she were a wage-woman

expecting to be paid by the hour.

' He had a nice taste in perfume, for which Juliette commended him

silently when he drew a fine cambric handkerchief from his pocket,

settmg afloat upon the still air the subtle fragrance of good cologne.

She would have quite hated him if it had been heliotrope or white

rose.

He and her mother made a bright picture, with the open door of

the conservatory giving them a background of glossy green. Her

mother was so young and pretty, it seemed absurd for her to be ar

rangmg for the début of a grown daughter. How much heart she

and Mr. Dangerfield seemed to put into their social duties! They had

Pl""ged.1l1to “business,” as Mrs. Craycraft called it, at once.

“ Is it a question of morals or of millinery ‘P’ Dicky had asked. as

soon as he was seated. “My varied experience qualifies me to deal

with both intelligently.”

His hostess brought him a fan.

“I was quite sure you were having experiences of some sort. You

have not been near me for four days.”

“Four days! It has seemed more like four years.”
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“That is a very pretty speech, Mr. Dangerfield ; but you are not

to be frivolous, please. I have sent for you on serious business.”

He had not meant to be gallant. He felt as if he had been ago

nizing over that Mackaye-Hartuff “ mess” for ages. He thought with

shuddering horror of that stormy interview with Dora in her hideous

little flat; of “that old beast,” her father; of the subsequent scene

with Bradish, when he had delivered his wife’s message to him; of

Bradish’s unanswered letter to his wife, in consequence; his futile

efforts to find Miss Hartufi‘; his final conclusion to send his solicitorto

her. That step was to be taken to-morrow. To Dicky’s excited fancy

enough sensationalism had been crowded into the week to make the

fortune of half a dozen dime-novelists.

“ About the list,” Mrs. Craycraft was saying to him. She fluttered

over to her desk in the corner, and fluttered back with a supply of

pencils and paper. “ Of course Juliette must be brought out decently.”

“ Of course.”

He smiled politely in the direction of the débutantc, by way of

including her in the delightful activity of preparing the list. She

refused to be included, so he gave his undivided attention to her

mother.

How they chattered, and argued, and worked their way down the

alphabet! It was a revelation to the girl. Mr. Dangerfield had a

pinch of spice for almost every name. Juliette was quite sure he

must know every man and woman in New York City intimately.

“Nice people, of course.” No other sort were going on that list. It

was really very good of them to be taking all that trouble for her.

She supposed she ought to show some interest.

She glanced up as a short silence fell between the list-makers. Mrs.

Craycraft was nibbling the point of her pencil abstractedly, and Mr.

Dangerfield was scratching names of the page of Us she had just

submitted.

Mrs. Craycraft leaned across the table to follow his pencil.

“Why, Mr. Dangerfield ! You have scratched the Littlejohns.”

“ Yes,” he said, curtly. “ They’ll have to go. You want harmony,

if you can’t get anything else. Of course Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye is

down ?”

“Dear, yes! Why, I should not think of having anything without

her. She is deeply interested in Juliette.”

“Of course; naturally. We all are.”

_He wrecked another sweet smile on the tortoise-shell comb in

Juhette’s brown hair.

Mrs. Craycraft knitted her brows.

“But the Littlejohus? VVhy, I thought they were some sort of

relatives of yours.”

“ Perhaps.‘ That does not count. They are out. Mrs. Mackaye

and the L1ttle_]ohns cannot go down on the same list, don’t you know.”

“ If you say so.”

“ It’s this way,” said Dicky, thinking it best to make matters clear.

“Mrs. Littlejohn is own aunt to Dora Hartufl‘, the actress, Bradish

Mackaye’s ex-wife.”
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“Mercy! what an abyss you have saved me from ! I never

fancied Mrs. Littlejohn, and it will be no deprivation to ”

“And Mrs. Littlejohn,” said Dicky, composedly travelling down

the list with his eyes, “is first-cousin to my mother.”

Mrs. Craycraft gasped, and remained silent so long that Dicky

looked up with an amiable grin.

“Not that I like her any better than you do. She is loud. Loud

ness is a deadly thing in any woman. But she has been very good to

Dora since her troubles.”

“Do you call her Dora to her face?”

It was really quite charming to think of any of her friends being

on such delightfully intimate terms with the beautiful actress.

“Oh, to be sure. Why not?”

“And she calls you ?”

“Dicky, as half the idiots in the world do. I suppose I must

have something in common with a canary-bird.—Now, have I, Miss

Juliette ?”

Juliette started in a crude, school-girl style, for which she blushed

very prettily.

“I am afraid I was inattentive,” she said, smiling vaguely.

“I was asking you if I reminded you in any one particular of a

canary-bird,—a pet canary-bird, of course, in a nice cage, and with an

unlimited supply of sugar, provided by Providence.”

Juliette’s perplexed eye passed over him and rested on her mother.

Mrs. Craycraft frowned and jabbed her freshly sharpened pencil

through a page of M’s. She wished the girl would not take every

thing and everybody so seriously.

“Juliette has been living with very literal people. I am afraid

your delightful persiflage will be thrown away upon her.”

Dicky beamed on the young lady with unabated good humor.

_ “ If Miss Juliette will just answer my questions, don’t you know, I

Will promise that my communications shall be yea, yea, and nay, nay,

all the rest of the morning.”

_“ Then you will be insufferably stupid,” said Mrs. Craycraft, while

Juhette astonished them by laughing outright.

She had quite made up her mind about Mr. Dangerfield in the last

Pen _m1nutes. He was a good-natured simpletou, with no harm at all

in him. To see much of him would be very tedious, she thought.

_ “ We will never finish the list, at this rate,” said Mrs. Craycratt,

"1 d§spair- “ You are so discursive. And there is so much besides

the list to be arranged for : flowers, and caterer, and ”

ms Craycraft’s costume.”

_Juliette looked up quickly. “ Mother, don’t you think we are im

P0S1‘llg on Mr. Dangerfield unwarrantably ?”

‘Imposing? Why, it is the very breath of his nostrils.-—Do tell

her;flMr. Dangerfield, that you have not been so happy in days.”

_ I ‘fall do that with a clear conscience. I have been shooting the

rapids smce I saw you, and I'm glad to get into smooth water again.”

PS. Craycraft leaned forward, drew a flat ebony box towards her,

sprung back the lid, and took out some slips of cigarette-paper.
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“ One’s nerves need quieting,” she said, rapidly rolling two cigarettes,

and flinging one across the table to him. “ Light it.” The other one

she put between her own red-ripe lips.

Dicky glanced at the girl by the window. Mrs. Craycraft laughed.

“ Oh, I can’ t be expected to give up every comfort in life because my

daughter has come home. If Juliette and I are to move in the same

circle of society, she will find that her education at school was of the

most rudimentary sort. Shall I roll one for you, my dear ?”

“ Thank you, no.”

It was the first time she had seen her mother indulge in the fad of

cigarette-smoking, and she was unduly impressed by the exhibition.

Through the delicate blue vapor circling about his head, Dicky

observed the girl’s consternation. Pity the pretty thing should sit

there in judgment on her mother. There really was no harm in that

cigarette. The tobacco was the very mildest, and all the women were

at it now. He would hurl one lance in the mother’s defence.

Witli his blond head comfortably rested on the blue silk head-rest

of his bamboo chair, and his eyes lazily narrowed, he addressed another

question to Juliette:

“ Miss Craycraft, I want you to explain something to me. You

are just fresh from the college where scientific young women are turned

out taster than barrel-staves from a patent machine. I want to know,

don’t you know, why it is that, in spite of all the physical culture

business, and the hygienic fads that obtain, the women of the present

day are inferior to their grandmothers as—smokers.”

“ As smokers!”

“Yes, don’t you know. Ladies used to smoke pipes. Awful, don’t

you know, but they did. They would slink into corners and smoke

after the respectable members of the family went to bed, or, if they

did not like the tobacco in that shape, they would fall back upon the

jewelled snufl"-boxes. Oh, yes, they did. You look awfully incredu

lous; but some of these days when you and Mrs. Craycraft honor my

old house in Stuyvesant Square by coming to lunch there, I’ll show

you a cabinet full of heirlooms. My grandmother’s snufi'-box, and the

dear old saint’s pipe, are among them.”

“You are very kind,” Juliette murmured, inconsequently.

“But now,” said Dicky, smiling his contempt for the degeneracy

of the day, “if a woman can manage one cigarette at a time, she has

accomplished a feat. I am afraid our grandmothers hold the honors.

What do you think, Miss Craycraft ?”

“ That a taste for tobacco, ancient or modern, strikes me as quite

inexplicable.”

_Self-con'victed of childish vehemence, she blushed furiously and

retired behind her square of linen, feeling very young and silly.

“ You are not to be surprised, hereafter, at anything you see or

hear from my daughter,” said Mrs. Craycraft, acknowledging Dicky’s

lance with a grateful smile. “I am quite sure she will forbid her

father his glass of claret before long. She is going in for reform very

thoroughly.”

Juliette lifted her head haughtily.
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_ “Mother, would you mind my asking you to give the conversation

a less personal turn?”

“Caterers, for instance,” said Dicky, skating beyond the danger

liue with a masterly comprehension of the case that almost induced

Juliette to revise her conclusion that he was “ a good-natured simpleton.”

“They will try conclusions as soon as I am out of earshot, and

the girl will come out second-best,” he said to himself. Aloud, and

with authority, he said,—

“ Riskhardi, by all means.”

CHAPTER X.

HE was very many times out of earshot before the silence of the

- morning-room was broken by any sound less harmonious than the

twittering of the sparrows in the caves of the carriage-house.

Juliette still gave her undivided attention to drawing threads, and

Mrs. Craycraft hers to the guest-list as revised by Mr. Dangerfield.

Juliette looked at the paper-littered table deprecatingly.

“Mother, you are taking a great deal of unnecessary trouble on

my account. It is very good of you, but ”

Her mother glanced up coldly.

“ Oh, it is not especially for you. It is one of the things that one

must do. I shall be glad when it is over. Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye and

I talked it all over yesterday. She agrees with me that you had much

better be brought out on the edge of summer than left over for a fall

début, when the number of buds will be so much greater.”

“ You speak as if I were some sort of perishable stufi", which would

grow stale by being kept over,” said Juliette, laughing faintly.

"‘ Precisely. Virtually, you will be out all summer,—will be in the

social ranks as a young lady. So, if you were to have your début in

Elle fall, you would be stale. That is the reason so many girls hang

re.’

“Hang fire?”

7 “Yes. Which is something you shall not do, if I can prevent.

Ion must not have a whole season counted against you.”

_ “I am afraid I must be awfully stupid. I don’t catch the mean

mg of a season counted against me at all. ‘To hang fire,’ of course,

means not to go off. You 'make me feel very like a‘ projectile, mamma,

Wl1ose only virtue lies in the certainty of its going off.”

“Yes? Well, that is as good a way as any to put it.”

Then she threw down the gage of battle with unexpected sudden

ne5S- “And perhaps while we are on the subject, Juliette, I may as

well say that, unless you cultivate the amenities a little more assidu

°“sl.", your chances of growing stale are most excellent.”

:1 am afraid I am being stupid again, mother.”

Iam afraid you are. You compel me to be very plain. If you

are golng to run amuck against society as you find it, you will not

Ollly have a very uncomfortable time yourself, but I shall enjoy the
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doubtful pleasure of hearing you called ‘peculiar.’ Peculiar women

are always horrid.”

Juliette folded_her slim white hands over her work with a gesture

of infinite patience. She, too, had one or two things she would like to

say to her mother.

“ But, mother, I have no intention of running amuck against society

as I find it. I think it would be awfully presumptuous.”

“But you are already doing it. It is very crude to have violent

likes and dislikes,-—still more so to show them, as you did to poor

Dicky Dangerfield.”

“What did I do, mother, which so annoyed you? I_ should be

sorry to be rude to any friend of yours.” 7

“Oh, I presume you have taken your cue from your father. He

has always been cruelly unjust to Dangerfield, and you were positively

frozen to him all morning.”

“I don’t think he noticed me at all. You and he seemed to be

having a real nice time over that stupid list.”

“ There it is again. ‘ Stupid list’ ! I consider you both discourteous

and unappreciative.”

It was rather a severe chiding for a young woman presumed to be

quite out of leading-strings and with a record at school for “lovely

manners.” Juliette flushed under it, but retained admirable control

of her temper. One of the first “final conclusions” she had come to

in connection with her mother was that she was a gay little person

who did not brook contradiction from any source, and that, unless one

courted a good many bad quarters of an hour, she was not to be taken

too literally. She flung her oil upon the troubled waters of the dis

cussion promptly. -

“ I am sorry I was discourteous, and I am sure I do not feel un

appreciative. I think I should quite have enjoyed making out that

list if father had been in Mr. Dangerfield’s place.”

“Your father!”

“Yes. It seems as if it ought to be settled exclusively among

ourselves whom we should have.” '

Mrs. Craycraft laughed derisively.

“ When you have been at home a few weeks longer, Juliette, you

will have learned that your father is the last person in the world to

appeal to in such emergencies. I used to do it. I once asked him to

revise an invitation-list, just as I asked Dicky Dangerfield, and What

do you suppose was his reply?”

“I have no idea.”

“That he would much rather I had set him to sampling a barrel

of potatoes. He supposed the potatoes were all good and sound.

'lhey looked so at the top of the barrel, and perhaps it was just as

well not to go down too deep, for fear of coming on rotten ones."

“ What a strange answer!” said Juliette, knitting her brows as 8118

used to do over a knotty problem in trigonometry.

. “What an abominable answer!” her mother said, stirred to remi

niscent wrath. “ As if I knew anything at all about potatoes,-—un—

cooked, at least—or—or defective ones. I don’t think rotten is a nice
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word at all. I have always been crazy to know why that lovely drive

way in Hyde Park should have such a nasty name. Of course, after

that, I never appealed to your father to help me with my lists.”

Mrs. Craycraft never, by any chance, went “ too deep” into

thin s.

§Of course,” said Juliette, vaguely.

The second “ final conclusion” she had arrived at with celerity was

that her father was a polite petrifaction whom she was going to find

exceedingly difiicult of approach.

Whether petrifaction had been slow and gradual or brought about

by some great convulsion, what degree of natural malleability had

been overcome, and whether animal petrifactions followed the laws

governing vegetable petrifactions in their irrevocnbility, were among

the idle speculations in which perhaps it was best not to indulge.

Nor did she propose to discuss her father’s shortcomings with her

mother.

“ I suppose Mr. Dangerfield is more experienced.”

“Experienced ! He is a perfect encyclopaedia of useful knowledge.

Society would topple if Dicky Dangerfield were not at the helm.”

This somewhat mixed metaphor seemed to place that blond—haired

young gentleman in a position of such grave importance that Juliette

was sorry that she had not treated him with more veneration,—

especially as she had observed, when his head was bent over the lists,

that his hair was getting thin on top,—a catastrophe which young

people find unduly impressive.

“What does Mr. Dangerfield do, mother?”

“

?”

Mrs. Craycraft was making out a clean list from Dicky’s badly

scratched one. She repeated the word abstractedly.

“ What has he done?”

“Done?”

E Stile brought back her mind from a great distance with apparent

e or .

A change of tense not bringing enlightenment, Juliette altered the

form of inquiry.

“I mean, what business is he engaged in ?”

“None at all. Why should he be? His father was an old-time

tea-merchant. He left him a fortune and that delightful old house in

Stuyvesant Square, where we are going to lunch some time. His

m0tl1er’s sister, an enormously rich old maid, will leave him another

when she goes. Oh, he must be fabulously rich. Why should he do

anything?”

“ To be doing something,” said Juliette, shyly advancing what she

felt to be a very commonplace remark.

“Oh, he has plenty to do. I suppose there is not a busier man

about town. He belongs to half a dozen clubs. Generally he has an

assorted lot of strangers to place,-—people who have come to him with

letters from friends of his. He has friends in nearly every corner of

the.%]°l?e- And no one feels quite comfortable about their invitations

“W Dicky has gone over the list. He leads the german divinely, and

’0L. LVII.—13
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whenever the women of the pious set want a benefit to succeed, they get

him interested in it. I should call that having plenty to do.”

“ So should I. No wonder his hair is getting thin on top. Do we

belon to the pious set, mother?”

“ eavens, no! What is there about me to suggest such a sus

picion ?”

“ I think it hardly amounted to a suspicion. I have so much to

learn, you know.”

“A great deal. As to Mr. Dangerfield’s baldness, it gives him a

highly intellectual head. Most men of brains are bald. He has his

trials, in common with most other mortals, dear fellow.”

“Such as-—- ?”

“Oh, well, the Littlejohns. They must be thorns in his side.

Mrs. Littlejohn is one of those coarse, designing women, with un

marriageable daughters, who know so well how to make life a burden

to marriageable men.”

“ I thought he spoke of her very nicely.”

“He did. He never has an unkind word to say of any one.”

“That is nice.”

This mild commendation of her hero had an irritating effect on

Mr. Dangerfield’s champion. She inadvertently sent her pencil across

three names that potentate had pronounced good, before speaking

agam.

“ If Providence had consulted my wishes, Juliette, I never would

have brought a girl into the world. Their capacity for irritating 0118

is practically unlimited. I am sorry to find you unimpressionable,——

very much so.” Then, with gathering force, “Why, there are girls

in your set who would have considered a morning call from Mr.

Dangerfield the most delightful thing that could possibly have hap

pened, and you take it as coolly as if the ice-man had been sitting here

with us.”

“ I am afraid,” said Juliette, sending her gaze beyond her mother's

ruflled brow to rest on a glossy-leaved leather-plant in the conservatory,

“Mr. Dangerfield is one of the things one has to be educated up to

If you had not taken so much pains to explain him, mother, I should

never have discovered him for myself.”

_ “ Discovered him l A slip of a school-girl talking about discovering

Dicky Dangerfield! The man who can make a débutante the rage in

one season, if he has a mind to! He takes the most friendly interest

in your olébut, for my sake. But I am not prepared to say how gfeali

a stram his friendship can sustain.”

“ I shall not put it to any severe tests.”

Lipscomb’s appearance in the door-way terminated this somewhat

tart controversy over Mr. Dangerfield.

“ A young man with this, miss,” he said to Juliette, presenting his

salver with a note on it.

The girl’s face brightened as she read the short note. “ Father has

sent up a pair of pomes and a phaeton for me to try !” She rushed to

the window to inspect her gift. “VVill you go with me, mother, to

try them ‘P’
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“With you as driver? Pardon me, I have no fancy for having

my neck broken, nor for making a scene in a public park.”

Juliette’s face fell. “ \Ve need not do either. I know quite well

how to drive. We were permitted to drive our teachers out quite often.

Lipscomb can sit in the rumble.”

“The young man goes with the outfit, miss,” said Lipscomb,

lingering to know what immediate disposition was to be made of the

turnout.

“Of course you could make no use of him until he is fitted with a

livery,” said Mrs. Craycraft, with decision.

“Not just to give my ponies a spin to see how I like them ?”

“The girls you will go with, as a young lady, do not take ‘spins’

on their own responsibility. Now, if they had come before Mr.

Dangerfield left l”

“Have the ponies put up, Lipscomb,” said Juliette, turning away

from her window inspection of them. “ I will ask father to drive me

after dinner,” she said to her mother. “ Then I can show him how

much I thank him for his splendid present.”

“ I think I would not,” said her mother, abstractedly clearing away

the litter of papers on the table. “ It would be a dreadful bore to him,

although he might say yes, simply to be polite. Your father is a very

peculiar man. I sometimes wonder if there is another woman in the

world who could get on with him as harmoniously as I do. I am

not at all exacting. I make as few personal demands upon his time

as possible. I never interfere with his recreations, and he never inter

feres with mine. I used sometimes to otfer to take him for a drive

after dinner, but I soon found that it bored him nearly to death. He

is _like all men who get into Wall Street, I suppose,—dead to every

thing outside of it. Of course you might ask him ; but don’t be too

ardent in your thanks for the ponies. Only servant-girls and poor

relatives are expected to show effusive gratitude. Your father is so

undemonstrative himself that I have cultivated a similar manner in

self-defence.”

_And Juliette, thus wordily tutored, let slip the golden moment of

a lifetime.

_She returned to her task of drawing threads with a painful sense

Of tigliteiied straps and buckles. That the straps and buckles were

floclfgltly indispensable, no pupil of the Craycraft school could possibly

on .

_ With a virtuous sense of having acquitted herself rather cred

;"li‘tt))_lyt¢'1s a lecturer, Mrs. Craycraft put a few finishing touches to her

_]€C :

h “But you are no child, to be chidden at every turn, Juliette. I

ave felt it my duty to give you the benefit of my views on one

flublecl _You are entirely at liberty to select your own line of con

c1"ll(():it) P,I,‘0vided your choice falls within the boundary lines of a lady’s

ce.

Ellen, with airy inconsequence,—

th It would have been much more sensible for Jalfrey to have put

ose P°n1es into pearls. Of course you must have a set.”
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CHAPTER XI.

Miss HARTUFF sat writing in the midst of chaos.

Disorder prevailed, as a rule, in her flat. In self-excuse she de

clared that “ in the mornings she was too rushed, and in the evenings

too tired, to care how things went.” On this particular morning dis

order culminated in chaos.

A wild disarray of open trunks, in various stages of unreadiness

for the expressman, bags yawning to engulf all sorts of stuff warranted

to prevent sea.-sickness, other bags big to bursting with the countless

things one needs immediately after putting out, steamer rugs, steamer

chairs, steamer cushions, choked the stufl'y little sitting-room to its

fullest capacity. _

In the midst of it all Miss Hartuif sat writing absorbedly. She

would rather have completed her arrangements for departure before

undertaking the task of writing a letter which involved so much ; but

her father had gone out about ten minutes before, and she “ had better

get it off her hands while he was gone.”

She had been kneeling in front of the trunk which held her

choicest theatrical robes, when the old man had parted the portieres

between her sitting-room and his bedroom, making his first appearance

for the day.

She had got up from her knees and uickly gone towards him with

hands extended, pleading in her beautifu eyes.

“ Father, don’t drink to-day. I am going away, you know,—going

to London with my company. I should like you to go down to the

steamer with me, looking like the gentleman you used to be.”

She had laid her hands on his shoulders, and was gazing down into

his sodden face, with a great pity illumining her own.

“ Almost everybody,” she said, sadly, “has some one of their very

own to see them off on occasions like this. I should like to have

you. It seems forlorn not to have a single handkerchief waving for

you alone, don’t you think ?” .

His bleared eyes dropped before her and rested on his shabby

clothes. He shook his head sullenly.

“ You’ll have plenty of flowers and fellows to see you off. I am

not fit to go among your fine friends. Let me go. I'm hungry. I’ve

had no breakfast.”

She removed her detaining hands.

“But you will come straight back after getting your breakfast,

father, won’t you ?”

“ Yes, I suppose so.”

_ “Say that you will. And promise me that you won’t drink any

thing this morning. Think of it, father: by six o'clock this evening

I shall be on the ooean,—perhaps never to come back: who knows?

You would not let me go away without your God-speed, would you ‘P’

_The _old man’s lip quivered,—-whether with a latent remorseful

thrill, stirred by her affectionate remonstranee, or with scorn of her

sentimentality, it was difiicult to determine. Habitual dissipation had

distorted his features. Once they had been pleasant to look upon
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“My God-speed ! Much good that would do you. You have been

a good daughter to me, Dora. You’ve never failed me. I hope you’ll

get to London all right and score a big hit. Then, when you come

back, perhaps you can make better terms with the skiuflint managers

on this side. They must pay you like the devil, if you are living up

to your income.”

His eyes travelled in slow scorn over the disordered room. Dora

shralpk back from him. Her appeal had fallen very far short of the

mar '.

“I have a great deal to say to you, father. You must come back

presently, and you must come back sober.” There was a chill in her

voice.

“Say it now,” he muttered.

“No, I want you to get your breakfast first,—a real nice one,

with plenty of strong hot coffee to steady your nerves. You could not

give me all your attention now; you would be remembering that you

are hungry; and I want it very particularly.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“ You are d-d mysterious about it. What are you up to, say?”

“I will tell you when you have had your breakfast, father, and

come back to me sober.”

She was trembling. Fear of this hot-tempered, irrepressible old

man had dominated her from the earlimt days of her childhood. It

had not grown less with the passage of time. Her cowardice had

kept step with his brutalization. But, in spite of the tremor of actual

physical fear which ran quivering through every fibre of her form,

she confronted him with a new-found courage. She went on resolutely:

“I intended telling you what I have done, and am going to

(l0, before I sailed. I should have liked to talk with you last night,

after I mme back from the theatre, but, late as it was, you had not

come in.”

“Am I expected to report to you ?”

_“N0, sir. I was only explaining why I had put off telling you

until to-day.”

“Telling me what ?" He flung his hat violently on one chair,

and sat down as violently on another. “You will tell me now or

never.” .

“I will have a letter for you to read, father, when you come back.

It is not written yet, so I cannot show it to you.”

“ To whom?”

“Mr. Dangerfield.”

“The Dicky-bird that was fooling around here the other day with

the cock-and-bull story about Bradish Mackaye ?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“BY George, though, didn’t he skip when I appeared on the scene

Of action? He knew his story wouldu’t hold water. He couldn’t

St,and_ “P _before your natural protector, girl. He fled. D—-n him,

Id hke h1m to-show his flaxen locks here again.”

sudglflifgl this burst of half-tipsy pomposity he got on his feet again
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“ What are you writing to that highly decorated dude for?”

“ He is Bradish’s friend, and ”

“Bradish’s friend! You obstinate fool, haven’t I told you that

Bradish Mackaye is dead ?”

“ But he is not.”

“I tell you that he is.”

“ Which goes for nothing,” she answered, with a daring that amazed

herself. “He has been here twice since Mr. Dangerfield called to

see me.”

“ VVants to make it up, does he ?”

A leer of unutterable cunning, which had at its base a wild flut

tering hope, distorted the old man’s bloated face.

“ No, sir. He has come for his child.”

“Oh, is that all?” he said, with sudden abandonment of his un

tenable position concerning his son—in-law’s death. “I didn't know

gentlemen of his stripe ever suffered from paternal yearning.”

“Don’t add insult to injury, father.” She flung out her hands

passionately. “Father, why did you lie to me—lie to me about my

husband’s death ?”

He lifted his heavy lids in stupid surprise. Was she going to defy

him, after all these years of dull submission?

“Do you happen to know whom you are talking to, girl?”

“Quite well, sir, quite well.” Her voice rose to a volume of

bitter reproach. “I am talking to my father and my partner in

crime.”

“ Imbecile !”

He sprang towards her as if to lay violent hands upon her. She

waved him back with an imperative motion. He quailed before the

look in her eyes.

“I have been such an awful coward, father, and always for your

sake. When I paid your way to follow my husband to the ends of

the world, if necessary, it was with the distinct understanding that

you were to tell him the whole truth. You came back to me and

told me that he was dead. And—God help us both !—I believed you

After that, the truth did not matter. I pitied you so, father; I Pity

you now. Slack pity have you shown me in return. I have given

up everything for you,—even my child.”

“ Your child ? Gave her up for me I”

“Yes. She could not live under the same roof with you. It was

defilement for my little white-souled daughter. I will say with us,-—

an actress in paint and tinsel, a grandfather lost to every throb 0f

decency. I did what I thought best for her. I thought she had no

father. You lied when you said you had seen him in his coffin. And

now I must write him the truth.”

His chin shook as with palsy.

“Him,—Mackaye! The truth!” His jaw dropped.

“Every word of it, father. I am going to write to him under

cover to Mr. Dangerfield. I shall keep back nothing. That is the

letter I want you to come back to read. You must be perfectly Sober,

so as to understand it, father. I don’t want to take any advantage Of
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you, but I am going to do to-day what you promised me to do nearly

twelve years ago.”

“You are an idiot, girl!” he cried, hoarse with rage. “ What are

you raking up dead fires for? Tell him where the girl is, and—and

stop at that.”

A whine succeeded to his bluster. He looked at her with dogged

disapproval.

“ I am going to make a clean breast of it, father, before I put the

ocean between us. If I should never come back, perhaps he will find

it in his heart to pity me.”

“D—n it all, do you propose committing suicide? That’s twice

you’ve said you were not coming back.”

“I said ‘if.’ I think I would like you to go now, father. You

will just have time to get your breakfast and come straight back before

the letter is finished.”

“ Dora ?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“Suppose you don’t come back.”

A softer look came into her hard, hot eyes. Was he going toshow

some natural feeling at the eleventh hour ?

“ Well, father, would it grieve you much ?”

“ Oh, yes, of course I would be pretty well broken up without you.

Bnt—what I wanted to ask-was ” —he dropped his red lids over

his red eyes shamefaeedly,—“ have you left your funds in good shape?

No confusion, I mean, as to the succession ?”

“ None whatever,” said Dora, closing her heart against him finally.

“I have seen to all that, father.”

“ That is right,” he said, rising resolutely this time. “ One should

never leave such matters to chance.”

Remote as the prospect of “ coming into Dora’s savings” might still

seem, it gave him a comfortable feeling to know that she had left things

in such a state that he would have no difiiculty in securing his portion

If anything should happen to her. Of course he hoped nothing would.

_And so, in the midst of chaos internal and external, Dora. wrote on,

filhng sheet after sheet, and laying them aside where they could be

easlly come at when her father returned.

“ “I said I would not reveal the name of Jenny’s friend,” she wrote,

because once taken away from him I should never be permitted to see

her. But I have no right to withhold it. Alter all, I am only giving

up the poor satisfaction of gazing on my child from a distance, as I

might at some pure star in a serene firmament with which I have

nothing in common.” She wrote her name with a free final flourish

below that of Jenny’s friend, and flung her pen aside. The load was

hfted. Her conscience was cleared.

She had found in her letter-box that morning a note from Bradish,

Tcold, business-like, to the point. In it he told her that at “ six

0 Clock to-morrow” (to-day then) his “ friend Mr. Dangerfield would call

On her with a final proposition.” He deprecated any publicity she

mlghf force Upon him, but he should take legal steps to get possession

of his daughter.
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She read this note over again, after finishing her long letter. Then

she glanced at her watch restlessly. Surely her father would keep his

word to her this once. Soon she must be leaving for the steamer.

Belief in a parent dies harder, perhaps, than any article of faith poor

humanity is provided with. It is founded in the very sources of one’s

bein .

She folded her letter, slipped it into an envelope, and addressed

it to Mr. Dangerfield, all with a deliberation meant to give her father

the full benefit of the flying minutes.

Twelve o’clock,—one,—two! At five she must be on board the

steamer. A cab was to call for her at half-past four. If he came now,

he would be in no condition to understand what she had written. She

wanted very much that he should have read it.

She proceeded hurriedly with her packing, stopping to listen to

every foot-fall in the hall-way. Half-past two, and she was still alone.

She glanced at her yawning bags, and then at the stationery still on

the table. If there was time to make a copy of it! She would leave

one for her father. The one already written was to be delivered by the

janitor, in person, to Dicky Dangerfield when he came at six o’clock.

If she could only trust her father as implicitly as she once did, she

might leave the letter for him to deliver. But that was impossible.

She wrung her hands in a frenzy of impatience. How could he treat

her so ? The tears started to her eyes. She dashed them angrily aside,

and, seizing her pen, wrote a short note to her father, putting down

things just as they came into her sore disappointed heart.

“ I did not believe you so lost to all natural affection. I wanted

you to see my letter to Mr. Mackaye. I have told him who has charge

of our daughter. He has a right to claim her. And—I have told

him everything else he has a right to know. This is all I dare put

into a letter which may fall into other hands.”

This she folded, sealed, and placed in a conspicuous position on her

father’s bureau. To-morrow morning, perhaps, he would be sober

enough to grasp its meaning. After that, there was barely time to

finish packing in a rush, to ring up the janitor, intrust him with the

letter for Mr. Dangerfield, bespeak his friendly interest in her father,

and secretly to shed some very bitter tears over this friendless hegira.

It grieved her to think that she must go at last without telling her

father good-by.

The clock in the janitor’s parlor was pointing to fifteen minutes to

six when Hartutf walked in. It was rare to see him sober at that hour

of the day. Peterson greeted him with a reproach.

“Your daughter has left. Been gone nearly two hours.”

Hartufi‘ looked at him calmly. “I saw her off at the pier. She

sent me back for a letter she left with you. I am to deliver it in

person.”

The janitor gazed at him uneasily. He had no means of knowing

that the entire statement was a fabrication. The “ old chap” was Miss

Hartuff’s father, and she always treated him with great respect. In

the days when he had been a gentleman, the cashier for a well-known

firm 1n College Place, Hartutf had mrried himself somewhat impe
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riously. He flung a good deal of his old haughtiness into his manner

now:

“ Well, sir, what are you loitering for? Am I to stand here all

night waiting for my daughter’s letter?”

His bravado told. The letter was delivered to him. He took it

without eagerness, and left the house again. \Vhen he had put several

blocks between him and the flat, he stopped, took the letter from his

pocket, and reduced it to atoms.

“ Fool ! Did she suppose I was going to let her run my neck into

a noose at this late day ‘?”

He was flinging the last fluttering fragments of Dora’s letter into an

ash-receiver he chanced to pass, at the moment Mr. Dangerfield was

pressing the button in the flat-vestibule under the name “ Hartufi".”

CHAPTER XII.

RAPID transit from the apex of Mrs. Craycraft’s whipped-cream

perplexities to the abysmal depths of Bradish Mackaye’s genuine

troubles gave Dicky, that morning, a sensation of immense activity

on the social seesaw.

The descent of that highly polished plank to his guest’s abased end

brought him to a fine old elm-tree in Stuyvesant Square, underneath

which, in fortunate possession of an entire bench, he found Bradish.

Dicky took off his hat to let the soft June breeze blow through his

fair hair, and held it in his hand.

“Jerome told me I should find you out here. He says you’ve

taken no luncheon.”

Mackaye threw away the stump of the cigar he had been smoking,

and flung aside the paper he had made pretence of reading.

_“ It is not his fault if I did not. He and Adelaide take as kindly

an interest in me as in the rest of your menagerie.”

“More,” said Dicky, brilliantly: “you are the only hear in it.

Come now, I’ve answered a fool according to his folly.”

“ My conscience pricks me at staying on you this way, old fellow,

but your home is the only one I can stop at without dodging every

eye,” Bradish said, sadly. ‘

“That’s all right; you know it is all right, Bradish. Wliat the

deuce! isn’t it good for me to have some one above my butler to talk

to when I get home? How have you killed the morning ?”

“I suppose you expect me to say I have been to see Dedham &

Borden ?”

“You said something of the sort.”

_ I“ I did, but, on reflection, concluded to get you to pay her one more

visit. It is impossible for me to stir in this matter and keep my

Presence in New York City a secret. I can see that my mother winces

at any revival of the old talk.”

“ Naturally.”

“Quite naturally. I spent half an hour with her this morning.
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After getting back, I sent aspecial delivery letter to Miss Hartuff. In

that I took the liberty, old fellow, of telling her that you would call

this afternoon, about six o’clock, for her final statement in this matter.

VVill it be asking too much?”

“ Not at all. Not at all. What the deuce! if I should ever

tumble into such a devil of a mess, and wanted a friendly hand, wouldn’t

you extend it ?”

“I hope never to be put to that test.”

“ Of course. Yes, so do I. But there’s no knowing.”

Bra/dish looked at him critically. Dicky was not a handsome man,

but there was a certain courtesy of manner and gentleness of soul about

him that went to the making ofa very winning personality.

“I don’t believe I ever heard your name mentioned in connection

with any woman, Dick. How have you escaped ?”

“ Mention ?”

_ “ No, falling in love, or,” with a bitter smile, “fancying yourself

1n love?”

“Oh, but, by Jove, I have not escaped. I am always falling in

love. Had a fresh fall only this morning, see?”

U !”

“ Yes, indeed. Splendid girl. Sensible, handsome, dignified. I’m

curious to see what she will be after six months of her mother.”

“ You speak of the mother as a menace.”

“That’s what she is. Nice little woman, too, simply delightful to

get away time with, but queer attitude towards her daughter. More

like lying in ambush for a rival. Jealous of her girl’s youth and

beauty. I foresee complications there. I detest complications. Why

can’t people sail straight along under clean sails ”

“ Sometimes the rigging gets fouled, and the devil is to pay gener

ally before the hand supposed to be on the helm can port it.”

“By the way, yachting used to be one of your fads.”

“ VVhen I was a gentleman.”

“ You’ve got a beastly trick of abusing yourself, Bradish. It

doesn’t go down with me.”

“You were speaking about Miss Craycraft, I imagine.”

“ Yes. But what made you hit on her?”

“ My mother was speaking of her very enthusiastically. She shares

your exalted opinion of the daughter and ”

Dicky laughed. “ My anxieties about the mother ? Oh, I suppose

she will get used to the handsome young thing. Just now she is on

the raw, and isn’t sharp enough to hide it.” J

He took out his watch to oonsult it. If he had to invade that

nasty/neighborhood again, he should have preferred an earlier hour.

He was to dine at eight, and He put his watch back with an

almost imperceptible frown.

Mackaye was not noticing him. His eyes were fixed on a laboring

man seated on a bench just across the walk, eating his noonday meal

from a yellow dish. The yellow dish, with a napkin knotted about it,

had just arrived in a baby's perambulator. The baby’s mother was

sitting on the bench, evidently posting the baby's father in all the home
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happenings that had intervened between his early breakfast and his

luncheon. She had a blue straw hat on, lavishly decorated with

buttercups. When she told anything funny, she showed all her strong

white teeth and the yellow buttercups danced. Her coarse blue serge

dress was too short to hide her large, comfortably shod feet. Her

“common—sense” shoes were dusty. She had, perhaps, pushed the

baby’s perambulator, with the baby’s feet pinioned by its father’s

dinner, all the way from First Avenue.

The baby’s feet were more distinctly in evidence than its head.

The latter had almost disappeared under a big stiif hat and a misplaced

pillow. The baby tried to draw attention to this fact by a series of

gurgled protests, which produced no appreciable elfect on any one.

Sparrows came close up to the family group and helped themselves

boldly to the crumbs that fell between the laborer’s legs. He was

mending the asphalt walks in the square, when he was not sitting by

the buttercupped hat. His work was hot, dusty, and arduous. The

hands with which he handled the food the baby had helped to bring

him were coarse, sinewy, grimy.

After he had eaten all there was in the yellow dish, he handed it

back to his wife. She tied the red-edged towel about it again, and

righted the baby in its perambulator. She and the asphalt-mender

nodded a good-by to each other. The nod held half a dozen kisses.

The man went back to his work. The woman and the baby travelled

eastward. The sparrows alone, of the little family party, remained.

There were still some crumbs to be garnered. Your sparrow is an

economist. V

The two gentlemen on the bench had fallen into the silence that is

permissible between friends and intimates quite sure of each other. It

Was ligadish who broke it.

“ a do !”..Whl1,p.,y,, g

Dicky came out of his revery with a start, and put his hat on. He

had surprised himself reflecting on the shape of Juliette Craycraft’s

head and the exact shade of brown that would describe her hair.

“ That fellow just going back to that asphalt furnace.”

Dlcliy adjusted his monocle and scrutinized the back of the laborer.

. “Happy! What the deuce! how can a fellow be happy in a

shirt of such unquestionable antiquity? Doubt if he takes a tub more

than once a week. Bah!”

“Perhaps not so often. Did you notice his wife?”

“The lady in buttercups and large teeth? Yes. Should not call

her especially handsome.”

“ She was plain to ugliness. And the baby ?”

_t l‘;‘l?.,ed legs in gray flannel. Poor little devil. Yes. Wl1at of

1 a .’

. “ _Il7 Was a family,—a simple, united family, with one common end

In existence.”

“ HOW i0 pay rent, perhaps, on a fly-trap, called a flat, at the top

0f'a fire-trap, called an apartment house. Nothing particularly inter

estmg in all that.”
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“ And yet-—I envy that man.”

“ Oh, the devil you do! That’s what comes of an empty stomach.

Nothing perverts a man’s view of life like an empty stomach. If you

have no regard for yours, you must have for mine. If we sit here

much longer I shall find myself envying the possessor of every paper

bag holding digestible possibilities.”

Bradish got up with a laugh. He and “Richard” were very com

fortable together in the big old house just across the park. They did

not spend all their time talking about his troubles. Time had cauter

ized the old wound. He was not conscious of any desire in connection

with his wife. He wanted his daughter, and he meant to have her. ~

“Is it a letter or a message I am to carry?” Dicky asked, as he

and Bradish sat smoking after their luncheon.

“ A message, if you will be so good. Tell her that she will save

herself a great deal of trouble by giving you the name of my daughter’s

friend. As much as I dislike the publicity, I shall put it in the hands

of detectives at once. When it gets into the hands of the detectives,

it follows that the papers will have it. Perhaps, though, that sort of

free advertising may not be displeasing to her.”

“Oh, come now, don’t be too hard on her. She is a woman.

You and she separated, you best know why. But—let up on her,

Brad. She is a woman, a sort of cousin of mine, and I don’t care to

hear her credited with all the vices.”

“You are right. ‘What matters it all now? She is leading the

life that best suits her. I will do the same thing when I get back to

my old rustic couple out yonder in Abercrombie.”

Visions of the idyllic life which he and Jenny would lead “out

yonder” in the little Iowa village followed him all that day,—i"ollowed

him into the gloaming when he sat alone after Dick had left him for

the Hartuif flat. He was surprised at the vitality of his longing, at

the buoyancy of his expectation.

“ Of course,” he said, “I will have to win her love. But I will

do that. I ran. Oh, my little girl, fair lady was never wooed and

won as you will be by your lonely father.”

Into a pleasant vision of how Jenny and he were to study together,

walk together, work together for the good of the kindly villagers

already his friends, a quick foot-fall penetrated. The door of the

library was flung open impetuously. Dick’s voice rang out fretfully.

“ You in here, Bradish ? Why the devil didn't you order lights?”

“ VVhat brings you back so quickly ?”

“ Miss Hartutf sailed for Europe this afternoon at five o’clock.”

_ “ Sailed for Europe? Do you mean that she is gone ?—g0I1e

without a word, without a line ?”

“Gone, n1ost emphatically. As for a line, that idiot of a janitor

says that she left a letter addressed to me, which he was to deliver in

person, but her old beast of a father called for it, and said that he was

to deliver it in person.”

“ Her father ?”

“The old sot I told you about.”

Bradish sank back in his chair, white and trembling.
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“Do you suppose she had told you where Jenny was, and then

e nted ?”r pe“I suppose that drunken old dog has stolen the letter; and, by the

Lord Harry, I will put him behind bars for it, if it takes every dollar

I have in the world; d h W

“He lived with is aug ter.

“Yes,” said Dick, ringing for lights and pacing the floor restlessly.

“By the way, Bradish, do you know anything about the fellow?”

“ Morris Hartutf?”

H Yes‘)!

“Nothing more than that I was so unfortunate as to marry his

daughter. -He was at one time cashier for a firm in College Place.

In good standing until he got to drinking.”

“ He is a beastly-looking object now,” said Dicky, with a remi

nisoent flash of disgust. “ He's cut out a nice job for me.”

“Drop it, Richard. Drop it all. Of course the letter was about

my business.”

“He has a room there,” said Dick, interrupting him without apology,

“and I have told the janitor to lock him up and telegraph for me on

his first appearance. That is about all we can do until we have caught

our hare.”

And Mackaye agreed that it was.

CHAPTER XIII.

ON the very day after Miss Hartutf’s futile excursion to the little

red house up among the hundreds, it became the scene of activities

which the rwident goat and the hen, who had made her own arrange

ments for the season, disapproved of highly.

Shingles began to fly in all directions under the vigorous demon

strations of two repairers on the roof; the clothes-line, which under

normal conditions would have still furnished the goat a good many

“_sq:are meals,” was perverted from its original purpose and swung

hlg above his head, loaded with tin dinner-buckets; the eleven

crfiamy eggs snugly deposited in a feed-box under the seat of the

milk-wagon were jarred beyond all hope of fructification by the

shoving of the old wagon into an obscure corner, against the great

rocks that walled the house in from the grand Boulevard.

Paint-pots stood about on the floors and door-steps. Brand-new

Wooden shutters gleamed in unpainted freshness. The well under the

apple-tree‘was provided with a new windlass. Every twig of the

wistaria~vine was treated with the utmost respect. The picket fence,

which was presumed to protect the tiny flower-garden in front from

the contracted hennery behind the house, was painted a brilliant green.

_ The little red house was founded on a rock. Who had originally

built it no one seemed to know, nor why the premises should be

fifteen or twenty feet below the level of the street.

Gray stone walls encircled it. The walls climbed to the level of
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the street and then stopped. A flight of steps led downward into a

little yard gay with zinnias, hydrangeas, and peonies.

Few passers-by had either time or inclination to peer down into

the stone-encircled cottage. People have so much to do in their own

behalf that curiosity about others slips into a proper insignificauce in

a place like New York.

Those who dwelt in the little red house gave as little heed to the

wayfarers on the Boulevard. There were a few houses close about

them. Such as there were were massive modern homes of wealth.

There was not much to see from the top of the flight of steps but

a shining stretch of river, the gleaming white of a soldier’s mausoleum,

soft bands of green grass edging an asphalted speedway, and a noise

less procession of bicyclers.

Those who dwelt in the little red house had been familiar with

these sights for so many years that the moment must be very empty

of interest indeed that furnished them time for consciously taking

them all in. ‘

Their moments were seldom empty, rarely too full, never rushed.

A curiously placid life was lived the year through under the roof that

was given over to repairers just at the time of Dora’s visit. An ex

periment in soul-culture was being tried in that modest little red house,

—advantageously tried, for the excellent reason that the experimenter

knew exactly what results he desired to achieve, and the experimented

upon was altogether unconscious of the process.

The goat was an experimenter, too. Before the house was declared

ready for reoccupation he had tested every paint-pot, and was pre

pared to pass intelligently on the respective nutritive qualities of wall

paper and old shingles. The apple-blossoms had all fallen away from

the gnarled old tree at the gable end, leaving a shining mass of

greenery to tone down the brilliant freshness of the new red coat.

The experimenter had given his orders before turning the repairers

loose upon the premises :

“ You are to renovate, but not to alter. The place suits me just as

it is. I want it made thoroughly fresh and clean,—nothing more.”

Only one unfamiliar object greeted the returning tenants when they

were summoned home from exile,—a brilliant Mexican hammock

swung between two locust-trees.

The returned tenants were three,—an old woman, a young girl,

and a St. Bernard do , who was companion and protector both to his

human friends.

The old woman was not pleasant to look upon. Her eyes were

crossed, several of her front teeth were wanting, and her voice was

sharp to acidity. She was an excellent illustration of how heavily one

may be handicapped by physical unattractiveness and yet be lovable.

A clean, healthy, lofty soul tenanted Madame Silverman’s crabbed

body. _Perhaps only two creatures in the world credited her with it,—

unless mdeed Sir Roland, the St. Bernard, may be counted in as a

third ;_but his opinion can only be guessed at. Those two were the

Expenmenter and “the Child.”

The child seldom heard the name bestowed upon her in baptism,
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which was Jeanne Evelyn. To have heard herself called Jeanne

Evelyn Mackaye would have given her a sense of unfamiliarity with

her own happy little self. There were very few people in the world

who knew anything at all about her. Of these few, the Experimenter

and Madame Henriette were her devoted slaves.

On Sunday she went to church, a little yellow Methodist church

close by. She attended its Sunday-school, too. By her teacher and

the pastor of the yellow church she was called Evelyn Silverman.

When she was alluded to at all behind her back, it was as “old

Madame Silverman’s beautiful little girl.” Few understood what the

tie between them was; fewer cared. One of the most comforting

things about the rushing current of city life is that it leaves very little

time for prying into what does not concern you.

It was vaguely understood that a gentleman, not a young man,

came to the little red house in the hollow not infrequently. He was

a handsome man, grave and dignified, dressed always with that

gtefntlemanly regard for externals which characterizes the city man of

a airs.

His irregular supervision of the small household seemed to settle

the child’s social status. “Poor little thing!” “But that was no

reason why the doors of church or Sunday-school should be closed

against her.”

“The thing was common,”—-so common as to rob it of all its

terror. Doubtless, if every home in the city could be unroofed,

scores, ay, thousands, of pretty children not half so well looked after

would be revealed.

The child had reached her tenth year, with a few simple beliefs

that filled her heart to overflowing with bubbling happiness. Her

three chief articles of faith were, in their order, these: This world

Was so beautiful that one ought to be happy just because one was per

nntted to live in it; her guardian was the lovingest and handsomest

man in it; and even if Madame Henriette (“Granny”) was less

pleasant to look upon than “ Guardy,” or Sir Roland either, it would

e a sad world without that crabbed old friend.

The child had been all over the renovated house by the time

Madame Henriette had hobbled into her own room and put away her

best bonnet and gloves.

_ “Granny, it is just lovely! The paper in my room is dotted over

With httle pink rose-buds, good enough to smell. And the sweetest

fresh matting on the floor. Oh, it is good to be at home again l”

She heaved a long sigh of contentment, then flung her hair back

on her shoulders with a gay laugh.

:‘NOW Pm going to try the new hammock.”

_ ‘There’s strawberries to be stemmed, and peas to be shelled for

dinner. Am I to do it all?”

I Madame Henriette was tired. The home-coming had been by

1'al1,wh1ch she hated. The child looked as fresh as a dew-spangled

pans.“ She camefar enough into her nurse’s room to put her arms

about the skinny brown neck;

“ NOW, if you are going to be cross half an hour after getting back
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to our lovely, brand-new house, Sir Roland and I will be very much

displeased with you.”

Sir Roland was standing in the door-way, taking silent note of all

the changes that had been made in his absence. It was his habit to

endorse any statement made in his name by the child.

He struck his bushy tail against the door-way now, and looked at

Madame Henriette mildly. The old woman looked mollified.

“I don’t feel cross, but just dead tired, child. I wish I may never

be called to leave home for awhole day at a time again. I do, indeed.”

“ But it was lovely there, too,” said the happy child, looking

vaguely at space. “Such high green mountains to climb. But I’m

glad to be at home,—-oh, so glad! And such a wonderful lot of things

to tell Guardy. I hope he will come to dinner. Where are the

strawberries? I can sit in the hammock and stem them. The house

won’t hold me this afternoon, I’m so happy.”

“If you are going to sit in the hammock, child, wear your hat.

This sun is terrible on complexions.”

“ As if I cared l” said the child, dancing away at a pace which put

Sir Roland’s dignified steps at a discount.

Madame Henriette looked out of the window presently, to see if

her injunction about the hat had been obeyed. A pretty picture was

unfolded by the drawing of her sash curtain.

The child, in her white-ribboned sailor hat, was slowly swinging

in the gay new hammock, in her lap the wooden bowl piled high with

the crimson strawberries she was stemming. Sir Roland stretched his

tawny length on the green grass at her feet, his head resting on his

outstretched paws. \Vith one little tan-clad foot pressed against his

side, the child kept herself in motion. The goat had joined the party

shyly. He stood eying the strawberry stems greedily. There was no

reason why he should not appropriate them, but the knowledge, gained

by bitter experience, that anydemonstrations on his part would be

promptly resented by Sir Roland had a restraining effect.

Madame Henriette dropped the curtain as softly as if she feared to

dissolve the pretty picture by too long gazing, and went about her

household affairs in the recovered equanimity that comes with loosened

corset-strings and discarded boots.

The afternoon sunlight fell aslant through the branches of the

locust-trees. The white blossoms drifted softly earthward. Some of

them fell upon the child’s pink dress. She drew in their fragrance

with along breath of pleasure. The strawberries were all stemmed.

She knotted a napkin about the bowl and swung it to a low branch.

Then she folded her hands behind her head, and swung herself lazily

with her' foot planted on Sir Roland’s side.

Bees hummed drowsily in the hot, sweet air ; from the street above

the gray stone wall the tinkle of car-bells came at short intervals;

through the green lattice of the locust-trees she glimpsed the deep blue

planopy' of a cloudless sky. Everything was so lovely, and she was so

8~PP)' -

Slower and slower the gay hammock swung under the sweet locust

blossoms. Sir Roland opened his eyes, and shut them again. There
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was nothing for him to do. The child was safe. The strawberries

were safe; the goat had retired. He snapped lazily at a fly, closed his

great jaws, and slept.

So did the child.

The Experimenter came down the long flight of steps against the

gray stone wall, with the quick motion of one who goes to meet a

pleasant thing without fear of miscarriage. The gay hammock and

its sleeping occupant caught his immediate attention. In another‘

moment he was kneeling on the grass with his arms about the child.

CHAPTER XIV.

MADAME HENRIEITE spread her fat hands to embrace all the

fresh enohantments of the little red cottage, and looked at the Ex

perimenter.

“And to think how bent you once were on destroying it all!”

“That was before it became a casket. Now it is a shrine.”

h The old woman laughed. It did not add to her beauty to display

er ew uneven teeth.

“ Etfnsive language for a Wall Street man.”

“It is not language that Wall Street could understand. But

that does not aifect its truth. I take sanctuary here from the envy,

hatred, and malice that confront me elsewhere. It is the only spot

whege I pm sure I shall not be confronted with indirectness, greeld,

tric ery, rivolity. It means much to a man so constituted that re

cannot ignore certain moral cravings.”

They were the best of friends, Madame Henriette and the Ex

perimenter. Each recognized what was best in the other. Botl1

united their energies for one object, and by that fact set aside all

nnaginary lines of separation. The Experimenter was accounted, in

lns circle, an aristocrat. Madame Henriette alone knew him as a

gcnaocraltl, withba fine scorn of factitious distinctions. She shook her

ea at im so erl .
“My friend, itymakes me tremble to see how you are centring your

affections on that child.”

“For lack of something nearer home.”

“llf retad the society columns in the morning paper regularly. To

myse ,0 course. Never to her.”

“God forbid !”

“And they say you have a very beautiful daughter of your own.

Is Jeanne defrauding her?”

:2 Of _nothing that she values.”

I hved in the great world once,” she said, refiectively; “ got as

near to those fashionable dames as a governess was ever permitted,——so

near that my robust soul sickened at the emptiness of it all.”

The Experimenter was sitting in the largest chair in the small

parlor; It was newly decorated with a head-rest of the child’s own

manu acture.

She had drawn his attention to it with shy pride. Morning-glories

VOL. LVII.—14
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of questionable proportions, and sweet peas whose counterparts were

not to be found in nature, straggled wildly over it. It had been

worked for him during that absence in the Catskills which brought the

dubious flowers into harmony.

He turned his head now, so as to give Madame Henriette his polite

attention. She was hemming napkins under a hot Rochester lamp. A

shade of amber tempered its ferocity for those at a little distance.

“ Perhaps if I had been handsome my robust soul would not have

sickened so readily.” The old woman laughed at her own expense.

“I think sometimes I must be a hypocrite, I like so Well to read about

the gossip of gay and fashionable women. I see that your daughter

has scored a social triumph.”

“ Then you already class her among the fashionable women ?”

“I don’t know. I supposed her mother’s daughter would bea

queen by right of inheritance. Your wife is a leader,—a most graceful

one. I saw her at the great wedding.”

“Perhaps it is you who are right, and I who do not know. Yes,

my daughter is handsome. She is also very distant. I wish my little

Jeanne could give her lessons in loving.”

There was a note of weariness in his voice. He turned his gaze

away from the hot lamp, towards the window. Just beyond it he

could see the light branches of a hop-vine swaying above the white

lattice arbor. From the dining-room in the rear Jeanne’s voice came

to him, in a mill as soft and sweet as a wood-pige0n’s note:

‘: Sodfather, do you like your lemonade very sweet, or very sour?”

‘ 0t 1.

A ripple of laughter, and presently the child came towards him,

bringing a tumbler in each hand. She laughed nervously as she put

one down before him.

“Granny says it is time I was learning to do something useful.”

“That is manifestly unjust of granny,” said the Experimenter.

“ A young woman who can embroider such lovely morning-glories and

sweet peas has already learned to do something.”

“You would not say they were pretty if you did not think so:

would you, Guardy ?”

She glanced shyly at her handiwork, boldly revealed now that the

handsome gray head was bent over the lemonade.

“No. Why should I? We all tell the truth—here.”

“Granny thought the morning-glories sprawled too much, and I

thought some of the sweet peas looked funny.”

She stood with her pretty head on one side, her small unringed

hands clasped loosely in front of her. Her tender eyes, the deepest

tint of gray, questioned him with an intensity out of all proportion to

the matter in hand.

“ But, if you like it, nothing matters.”

“I hke it most emphatically, and, if I were not busy drinking

lemonade, which I also like, I would give you another kiss of thanks.

But where is your glass?”

“I wanted first to make sure that yours and granny’s were all
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“They are quite right. At least, mine is. You will want a little

more sugar in yours, I suspect.”

When she had disappeared again, Madame Silverman resumed her

subject with singular directness.

“Next Thursday is Jeanne’s birthday.”

“ Yes. Ten, is it?”

“Ten. And very well grown for her years.”

“ I wish we could keep her just where she is always.”

“ Which, of course, we cannot do. She grows taller and more

beautiful every day.”

“She has the face of a Madonna.”

“And the soul of an unspotted child. But”-—the old woman

leaned forward and lowered her voice to an eager undertone—“ what

is to be the outcome of it all?”

“ Outcome?”

“Yes. You are certainly not so unpractical as to fancy we can go

on in this way forever?”

“No, but I am afraid I have been obstinately refusing to look

forward to any change.”

“And yet it must come; and perhaps soon.”

I ('iI‘he Experirnenter put down his emptied glass with an impatient

t1u .

“ You seem bent upon spoiling my first evening for me.”

“ As well this one as the next. It spoils my nights for me, think

ing about the future.”

Jeanne had got into a romp with Sir Roland in the dining-room,

and this was as good a time as any to talk her over with the Experi

menter.

“Between us, we have managed to bring an exceedingly beautiful

child to the age of ten with a nature as free from guile as it was on

the day of her birth. With me for her sole companion, she has learned

to look at life practically, without sordidness ; earnestly, without gloom.

Everything means something to Jeanne. Indirectness, deceit, hypocrisy,

are things she can form no conception of. She has been permitted to

show love where she felt it.” She held up a hand to depreoate inter

ruption. “So far, so well. Your theories and my experience, your

money and my labor, have combined to make your experiment in soul

culture a success. What next?”

“ Is the child growing restless?”

“Restless! Jeanne restless? No. At least, not any more so than

a humming-bird that flits from one flower-cup to another can be called

so. She finds sweetness in everything. No, my friend, it is I, old

Henriette, who am growing, not restless, perhaps, but anxious. We

_cannot go on in this way forever. Presently, almost before we know

It, the pretty thing will be a young lady. The flower we have watched

so tenderly is fast unfolding. \Vhat then?”

Receiving no response, she went on :

“\Ve are not living in the age of romance. Our Beauty will not

Sleep until her Prince comes at the appointed time for her awakening.

If I should die, for instance?”
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“ You are not feeling ill?” The Experimenter looked at her with

such a startled expremion that Madame Silverman smiled broadly.

“ Your tender solicitude for my health, dear friend, shows that you,

too, see what a snarl might ensue. Eight years, now, since my little

nursling won your heart by her beauty and sweetness. Longer than

that since her father and mother forsook her. Surely the Lord did

take her up when he put her in your hands.”

The Experimenter sighed: “ She has done more for me than I can

ever do for her. She has rested me. She has given my heart the

outlet it needed to keep it from freezing over. She has kept alive my

faith in the possibilities of her sex.”

“ And yet she promises to be a very embarrassing problem to you.

You called this dear old home a casket a little while ago, which was

the language of a man extravagantly in love with his own handicraft.

\Ve cannot keep Jeanne, like a veritable gem, always shut up in a

casket for fear of tarnishment or theft. What are we going to do

with her when the inevitable moment arrives?”

The man looked at her in genuine distress.

“You must give me a little time in which to face this problem.

I cannot let Jeanne go out of my life, nor can I transplant her into

the hotbed my wife and daughter flourish in. She would wither like

a wild violet roughly transferred from the shade it loved into the hot

sunshine.”

Madame Henriette was obdurate.

“Yes, it is a problem, but it must be solved.”

She laid aside one napkin, and fell to creasing the hem of another.

The man opposite her watched her blunt finger-tips, without seeing

her or them.

In memory he had gone back to the day, eight years ago, when he

had come up-town to inspect a piece of property he had acquired some

time before, through an agent. The agent had reported that on a

certain section of his land he would find a tumble-down old house,

fit only for firewood. The situation, though, was picturesque in the

extreme, and if he had any intention of building an up-town residence

it would be well to give it his personal inspection.

He had given it his personal inspection, and had found there,

dwelling in the shanty he had purchased, a brown-skinned old woman

and a beautiful child of two years.

The old woman was French, which meant that she was vivacious

and irascible. She had taken a year’s lease of the place. It was not

fit for “pigs to live in,” but the child was pining away in a down

town boarding-house, and she had moved up there to give it the bene

fit of up-town air. She did not propose to move.

Then she had called the child to “come speak to the gentleman.”

And the child had come, lifting tender, shy eyes to his face, and offer

ing her baby lips to be kissed. The new landlord of the old house

had been moved to ask some questions about the beautiful child.

The old woman had not been averse to a little gossip. She gave

him the child’s history frankly.

The father, a. gentleman, had financial trouble of a shady sort,
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left the country, died; the mother had no way of supporting herself

but the stage. Child was in her way. Madame Henriette’s daughter

had nursed the little thing when it was a baby, but she had since

married a floor-walker, and had a baby of her own to nurse. She,

the old tenant of the old house, was glad to take the child for the

little the mother could pay. Now she had come to love it above

everything in the world. Its name? Jeanne Evelyn Mackaye.

The landlord had stared at that, and called the child back to his

knee. That had been the beginning of the loving contract between

himself and the child. Through Madame Henriette he had signified

to the mother that he was willing to do a father’s part by her child,

if she would give her up entirely and keep his name out of the trans

action, as it was of no importance to any one but herself.

Miss Hartutf had agreed to b0tl1 conditions. Eight years of

peaceful possession had followed upon her formal relinquishment of

the child to his care. And now here was Madame Henriette, in the

first blush of his recovered happiness, asking him what he was going

to do with Jeanne in a few years from then.

With his head reclining on Jeanne’s “funny” sweet peas, he went

over the whole field. He had closed his eyes. Madame Henriette

glanced up at him once or twice, then broke his revery in twain with

her sharp, shrill tones.

“ You know it is not time alone we are to count with. Accidents

might happen. I might break my neck, or swallow a fish-bone, or

OI‘ ” She laughed cheerfully. '

“ If the worst comes to the worst,” said the Experimenter, goaded

into utterance, “ there is her grandmother.”

“Her grandmother! Good Lord 1”

And Madame Henriette fell to chuckling so violently that her

spectacles tumbled to the floor. The backward scraping of her chair

in search of them brought Jeanne into the room.

“ You are not going, godfather? Oh, I thought it was you getting

up to go.” She came and perched on the arm of his chair, encircling

his neck with both arms.

_ “Poor Sir Roland is getting fat and lazy. He can’t romp any

time. I saw a lovely greyhound up in the mountains, Guardy. I

WlSlI I had one.”

“D0 You? Well, more unreasonable demands than that have

been gratified.”

“ Oh, I don’t think I really want it very much. I just happened

to think how a greyhound could romp. But I am afraid Sir Roland

would be jealous, and we might have trouble with them. What do

you think about it, granny ?”

_“_That there would be the very mischief to pay,” said granny, with

decision. “Sir Roland Won’t stand a rival. There would never be a

moment's peace on the premises. We don’t want any more dogs.”

“Then we don't want a greyhound, Guardy; but we are very

much obliged to you for offering us one.” '

She was combing her slim fingers through his thick gray hair

Her sweet face was very close to his. He drew her nearer, and klssed



214 GROUND-SWELLS.

her almost solemnly on the forehead. Then he put her away from

him gently.

“ It is late for a young lady just home from a railroad trip to be

out of bed. I think I will say good-night now.”

She went with him to the top of the stairway that led to the street,

and stood there while he picked his way across the gravel towards an

advancing street-car.

He glanced back, and waved his hand to her. The drooping

branches of an elm-tree soon hid her slim little figure from his loving

sight. She stood there until the tinkle of the car-bell died drowsily

away in the distance. Long rows of light beaded the Boulevard, as

far as her eyes could penetrate. The red gleam of cyclers’ lanterns

flashed past her, with the whizzing sound of wings, at short intervals.

There were stars overhead, golden points in a dark blue vault.

Madame Henriette’s sharp voice recalled her. She turned obe

diently and descended the steps.

“ It is so beautiful up there, where one can see the long rows of

lamps under the trees, granny. Then,” with a laugh, “ I might have

alsked, Guardy to get me a wheel. Sir Roland would not be jealous of

t iat.

“ A wheel!”

“Yes : it must be lovely to go spinning through space without any

noise or jostle; almost as nice as flying. Yes, I think Guardy must

give me a wheel on my birthday.”

Madame Henriette belonged to the old school. The old school

holds that a woman’s foot and ankle are things not to be put in evi

dence unnecessarily. Jeanne boldly expressing a desire to wheel gave

her something akin to shock.

It was revolutionary, and revolution was naughtiness misspelled.

CHAPTER XV.

THAT delicate branch of social surgery known as “ picking people

to pieces” can best be performed in the privacy of one’s own apart

ments, with the help of assist-ants selected for their experience and

discretion.

Sometimes these provisions are neglected, and what otherwise might

prove a harmless and safe operation results in pain and disaster.

The atmosphere has a carrying capacity worth manv dozens of that

mythical little bird credited with such a volume of ready-made mischief.

It was the atmosphere that enlightened Mrs. Jaffrey Craycraft on

a subject about which she was naturally concerned.

Enlightenment came to her very much as a sunstroke or an electric

shock_ might have come, with suddenness, accompanied by a pricking

sensation.

_ She was sitting by a window, fanning herself decorously. Her

face was towards the unlovely interior of a hotel parlor. Not her own

hotel : she would have considered it a humiliation to have her name in

any hotel register this side of Paris or Berlin.
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The opening of the Jaifrey-Craycraft cottage at Newport had been

duly chronicled in the New York papers, when she and Juliette, with

the necessaries of life not obtainable out of New York, had come on

over a month before.

The necessaries of life included a companion, Lipscomb, two maids,

and the ponies.

Some people were staying at this hotel whom Jatfrey wanted her to

be polite to. “If the people should prove to be half-way decent,”

she supposed she would have to invite them to dinner. “ Awful bore.”

The hotel piazzas held the usual contingent of women in diaphanous

gowns, reading, yawning, flirting, backbiting.

Two of the last-named sort, losing sight of the fact that an open

window is as good a conductor of sound as of air, were discussing the

event of the week, the ball at the Casino, in their clear, frank, American

voices, suggestive of deafness in their auditors, or of a deathless de

termination to be heard at any cost.

The Casino ball had come off the night previous, and Mrs. Craycraft

recalled the comfortable fact that individually she had scored a most

signal triumph on the occasion. Such being the case, it was natural

that she should lend a languid interest to the piazza gossips while

waiting for “ Jaffrey’s people.”

“The mother is quite nice, and really does know how to dress.

What an exquisite shade of lavender! But the daughter is simply

unendurable,—‘ a Daniel come to judgment.’ ”

Mrs. Craycraft gasped. This verdict from a hotel piazza!

The dissecting-knife was promptly passed into the other’s hands:

“Yes, a regular Lady Disdainful. But perhaps it is just as well.

If the daughter were as fond of admiration as the mother, domestic

harmony would be hopelessly shattered. I rather like the girl. She

IS unusual. She is not always on a smirk.”

“Perhaps she has selected the serious role, as an artistic contrast to

her mother’s kittenishness.”

And then Jafl‘rey’s people came in, and Mrs. Craycraft gave them

all of her attention through a ten minutes’ call. She even went the

length of inviting them to dinner for the coming Tuesday, finding

them more than “ half-way decent.”

_ Rolling homeward in her landau, she circumstanced the gossip the

4111' had brought to her, and located it.

She was “kittenish,” and Juliette was “a Daniel come to judg

ment’_’! Nothing was more fatal to a woman than any assumption of

superiority. People did not come to Newport to be judged : they came

to dress and——i-est.

_Exactly what they rested from was not quite clear, seeing that the

wlnrl of summer activity was merely the whirl of winter activity

mmus furs and plus fans.

Individually, she could afford to smile at the nonsense she had

overheard. Her record was made. Detraction follows success as

naturally and inevitably as the darkness of night follows the noonday

glare. But Juliette! In her first season to be called “ unusual,” and

‘a Daniel”! .It would prove fatal. It was not to be passed over.
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She went direct from her carriage to her daughter’s rooms. She

found her writing letters.

“ May I come in, Juliette? I have something to say.” Her voice

sounded aggressive.

Juliette stood up courteously to receive her.

“Certainly. You have been to see father’s friends?”

“ Yes.” She flung herself into a chair.

“ I would have gone with you had I known.”

Mrs. Craycraft frowned. “I wish you had gone instead of me.

You might have heard something that would have done you good.”

“ Yes?”

“Sometimes it does a girl good to see herself as others see her.

And, Juliette,” she added, with mounting color, “people are calling

you ‘ a Daniel come to judgment.’ ”

“ I should have thought my sex would have protected me from that

charge.”

Juliette’s lips parted in an amused smile, but she retained the perfect

gravity of eye which had won her reputation for seriousness.

Mrs. Craycraft rutfied her plumage angrily. “ Oh, I knew before

hand that you would treat the whole matter from a lofty stand-point

of superiority. You are extremely childish in your determination not

to respect certain social regulations. If you Want to be different from

everybody else, if you are different from everybody else, you ought to

withdraw from association with them. You have no right to mingle

daily and nightly with the circle you belong to by birthright and

virtually condemn everything it says and does. Your‘ unsmiling face

and silent moods make people call you ‘ nnendurable.’ ”

“I think you are right, mother.”

“ About what?”

It was such a surprise to have Juliette’s prompt endorsement that

the inconsequent little woman had to stop to discover what particular

part of her discourse had deserved it.

“ About my mingling so constantly with the people who live only

to enjoy life.”

“ Does anybody deliberately live for any other purpose?” Then,

irnpetuously, “ If you don’t care for things yourself, Juliette, you have

no right to spoil my life in this fashion. You are spoiling it. YOU

are making me utterly wretched.”

“Now the charge is becoming serious.”

“Of course it is serious. I am always serious when you are up for

discussion. I repeat, Juliette, you make me utterly wretched. I have

no fancy at all for being seen in public with a—with :1 Daniel in petti

coats. If you feel so entirely superior to all the world,—my world,

why, I would—yes, I truly would—embraoe tl1e Catholic religion and

put on a nun’s bonnet. I suppose all the women who make guys of

themselves in that fashion have begun just as you have.”

Juliette glanced towards her writing-desk. She had been answer

ing Dolly’s last letter when her mother had swooped down upon her,

scattermg her ideas. The glance was intercepted.

“I see that you look upon me as an impertinent intruder. You



GROUND-S WELLS. 217

would much rather be writing your letters. What I have said counts

for nothing.”

Mrs. Craycraft was showing considerable temper. Since Juliette’s

arrival Mrs.Forbes-Mackaye’s philosophy had been impossible of prac

tice. The girl was a perpetual irritant, with her statuesque beauty,

her childish reaching out after ideals, and her absolute self-control.

She stood for the very things her mother had most laughed to scorn.

That so mean a feeling as jealousy formed the basis of her perpetual

fault-finding was not to be admitted.

Juliette’s calm tones broke the silence :

“On the contrary, mother, what you have said this morning counts

for a great deal. You mean, do you, that I make you utterly wretched ?”

“ Utterly.” She had drawn off her gloves while talking, and sat

smoothing them nicely across her silken lap. “If Levant does not

show better judgment in selecting my gloves, I shall go back to

the Bon Marché; but the Marché is not at all what it used to be.

Well,”——she patted her front hair with a white, plump hand, and got

up slowly,—“ I hope that what I have said to you will bear fruit of
some sort, Juliette, though I don’t expect it.” I

“ It has already done that, mother.”

“ I don’t understand you.”

“No; I am afraid we don’t understand each other. Perhaps we

will some day.”

“Oh, heavens! you are getting into your serious mask, and three

men here for dinner! Letty says I am looking sallow. She wants

me to wear green to-night. What do you think ?”

“That you are beautiful always, mother.”

This candid statement of a very pleasant fact brought the dimples

back to Mrs. Craycraft’s chin, and sent her away in a much better

humor with her daughter.

The first use Juliette made of her recovered privacy was to add a

postscript to her letter to Dolly :

“ It is perfectly charming to know that you will soon be within reach.

You are right, Dolly. Do you remember our last talk that night?

You said, ‘ Every girl ought to go in for something.’ I am going in for

something. Just what, I have not yet decided. But a few months

of a fashionable young lady’s life have satisfied me that one must be

born with a peculiar fitness for its requirements, or else come to grief.

“I have come to grief, dear, promptly, and, what is much worse,

I have brought my poor little mamma to grief, temporarily. I have

already won the fatal distinction of being called ‘peculiar.’ I don’t

fall into line satisfactorily. It would not at all matter, if mother did

not worry over me so.

. “I should like to take my grievances to father. But he is not the

.l°_“)' accessible man you describe yours to be. I sometimes look at

lnm with a positive longing to put my arms about his neck and run

{11y_ hands through his hair. But the impulse freezes at its birth. He

1s hke a beautiful marble statue in our house, and mine is not the skill

to breathe life into him. Mother is always warning me against

‘gushing’ before him. Therefore I don’t gush,—just go on dnlly,
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stupidly, monotonously, with such a great ache in my lonely heart.

Come, Dolly dear, enter in and occupy.”

The three men came to dinner,—unexceptionable young men, who

knew perfectly well how to dress, how to talk, and when to go; men

whom everybody invited to everything;-in consequence of which they

were always well supplied with anecdotes that furnished excellent

returns for a good dinner.

One of these stories developed an unexpected point for Juliette.

It was the story of a New York society girl who had outraged her

entire connection by going into a training-school for nurses. The

narrator touched the ash-receiver delicately with the tip of his cigar

before summing up feelingly:

“Shocking thing, altogether. Inexplicable, ’pon honor. The girl

was rich, handsome, well educated. No insanity in the family—here

tofore.”

Some one suggested that perhaps she had been reading “ Marcella.”

“ Perhaps. There’s where the danger of reading things comes in.

One is apt to absorb ideas. All sorts of ideas get into print nowadays.”

Juliette evoked a maternal glare by suggesting that “Perhaps the

young lady wanted to be doing something.”

Four pairs of eyes were levelled at her in surprise. The narrator

recovered himself politely.

“ Yes, but you see, Miss Craycraft, one has to do such hard things

in that line. I presume so, at least. Glad I've got no sister to dis

grace the family by going in for things. More than half the women

in the world are going about with bees in their bonnets to-day.”

The wit of the trio suggested that the bonnet of to-day would

scarcely accommodate a bee comfortably, at least not more thanone

middling-sized bumble fellow. On the strength of this every one

laughed joyously.

The man who was glad that he did not have a sister to disgrace

him by going in for things was of the opinion that one bee was quite

suflicient to destroy the peace of an entire family, and he thought

young women owed something to their connections,—a sentiment which

Mrs. Craycraft endorsed so vigorously that Juliette blushed, conscious

that a bee had just begun to buzz an idea into her bewildered brain.

She looked so handsome in her pink confusion that the observant

member of the trio came to her rescue dashingly.

He hoped, with so many bees about, no one would be stung. A8

for himself, he deprecated this turning of Mrs. Craycraft’s lovely

drawing-room into an apiary, and moved an adjournment to the

veranda. The motion was carried.

-~_

CHAPTER XVI.

THEdaily mail of a man of fashion who is counted eligible from

many points of view is apt to be heavy,—in a numerical sense only,—

and to furmsh a varied literary programme.

Mr. Dangerfield’s always did. Jerome had grown so wise with
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the passage of the years that he could readily grade the letters of each

delivery into:

Grade first, important; grade second, interesting; grade third,

“N. G.”

Jerome was not superior to slang when it afforded convenient

initials for labelling things that were “ no good.”

Under “N. G.” all the blue-stamped envelopes, with flaps eco

nomically folded in, were piled.

They would be from tailors, importuning Mr. Dangerfield for a

portion of his valuable patronage. “Mr. Richard never monkeyed

with new men in any line.” From jewellers, who had just received a

fresh invoice of gems they “ would like him to inspect at private view.”

From wine-merchants, anxious to control the vintage of his cellar.

From summer-resorts, in every quarter of the globe, setting forth the

superior claims of their own climate, indisputable this side of Eden.

All of which sordid matter Jerome put at the bottom of the pile. On

top were the red-stamped and sealed letters, addressed in type prin

cipally, containing firms‘ names in their left-hand corners,—brokers,

lawyers, and others of that ilk. Sandwiched in between grades one

and three were the delicately tinted, faintly perfumed, square envelopes

which were usually sealed with wax that conveyed monogrammatic

hints to Jero1ne’s trained intelligence.

Dicky’s perverted taste always inclined him to examine his sand

wiches first. The “Importants” could wait, and the blue-stamped

“ N. G.”s might go to the—wa.ste-paper basket, for all he cared.

On a certain morning towards the latter end of June, when the

dingy dustiness of the shrubs in his own large back yard and the

dubious greenness of the Park grass reminded him that he was staying

in town far beyond his usual dates, he found four or five letters in

grade number two, which engaged his attention to the entire neglect

of his breakfast.

In the order of Jerome’s judicious adjustment, he read :

“_ DEAR MR. DANGERFIELD,—-What in the world can possibly be

keeping you in town this stuffy weather? My husband writes me

that the thermometer is frolicking around in the nineties. I am holding

back the date of my féle until I know positively when you will be

here. You know how helpless I am without you. ‘We have had a

lovely season: some adorable foreigners, and some really nice Western

Pe°P1e- When you do come, come prepared to tell me everything you

know. I am dying for a good gossipy hour with you. Jafl"rey is such a

mlserable correspondent, and a worse visitor. He has been on only

twice since we left the city, and was bored to death then. I am afraid

Juhette is going to cultivate his cynicism. You and I, however, know

?Q\V so put a truer valuation on society. Now do hurry up. Your

rlen ,

“ ELIZABETH CRAYCRAFT.”

“ DEAR MR. DANGERFIELD,—I have been aware for sometime

that my $011 Bradish was your guest. It was exceedingly unwise for
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him to return to the city, unless it was to dispel the cloud enveloping

his name. He has unlimited confidence in you, and I appreciate your

loyalty to him at its true worth.

“My son came to see me only once or twice during his stay in the

city. I presume he has left you before this. I had expected to see

him again. He is making a mistaken efl"ort, I think, to discover the

whereabouts of his daughter. The child can have no affection for

him, and will merely be a clog on his hands. That, however, cannot

be altered. I am afraid my son took some things I said during his

last visit amiss.

“ I understood then that it was his intention to return to Iowa and

leave this search in your hands. This will require money. I cannot

think of letting you be put to any expense in the matter. Enclosed

please find my personal cheque for five hundred dollars. Should any

thing of interest transpire in connection with this matter, I would

esteem it a great kindness if you would send me a line, addressing me

at Cornwall-on-the-Hudson.

“Yours, with confidence,

’ “ ELEANOR M. MACKAYE.”

The next was one from Bradish himself:

“ DEAR OLD DICK,—I am ofi". You will come down to breakfast

just about the time I am crossing the bridge at Albany.

“There is nothing to keep me in New York now. The fellow I

have put to work on this case has his instructions to work with the

utmost privacy and to report to you. Of course you will wire me if

anything turns up.

“I visited the up-town fiat with my man last night. Woul(l have

reported, but you had not got back from Staten Island when I came

in. We found that Hartutf had never returned to the flat since the

day his daughter sailed. Poor drunken tramp, he may have wandered

into the country, or into the East River.

“Peterson, the janitor, was preparing to store the contents of the

flat, the lease having expired yesterday, in order to rent it to other

parties.

“He permitted me to accompany him into the apartments. On

the bureau in Hartufl‘"s room I found a pencillcd note from his daughter.

It was not sealed. Under the circumstances, I considered myself war

ranted in reading it. In it she told him that the letter she had written

me under cover to you gave me all the information I was entitled to.

I “ That was the letter the old miscreant made away with. My fingers

tmgle to throttle him.—Stutf! What is the old tramp to me? I

want my daughter, and I want nothing else. I intend to have her.

“You have been as good to me as a brother. Let me take that

back. You have been very much better to me than a brother. Louis,

my only brother, gave ready credence to my confession of fault, and

upheld my father in his savage denunciation of me. Ah, well, let

that go too. That snarl is one which will never be straightened out

this slde of eternity.
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“I slunk into your home, dear boy, and I am slinking out of it,

while you are sleeping the sound, sweet sleep of a man at peace with

all the world. If I should stay to say good-by in person, I should

make a fool of myself. I don’t care to slop over.

“Since you have consented to receive my man's reports and forward

them to me, there is nothing to keep me here. I must get back to my

paper. Detectives don’t work for love or fun. I must keep mine in

funds. I hope it won’t be a bore to you to pay him over the money I

shall send regularly from Iowa.

“Now that I am ofi' your hands, I hope you will get out of town

promptly. You have been put to it to manufacture plausible excuses

for not going before. Quite unnecessarily, for I have known all along

you were staying entirely on my account.”

At the fourth and last sandwich Dicky stared with puzzled intent

ness. He was quite sure he had never before seen that bold, angular

snperscription. He looked at the post-mark.

He had never heard of the place. He opened the letter and glanced

at the writer’s name, He never had heard of the woman. And yet

she began,-

“ MY DEAR Consm RICHARD,—ThiS letter will be something of a

surprise to you, but I am quite sure you will not refuse the request it

contains.”

Then the “request,” sprawled all over eight pages of note-paper.

The writer began by establishing her cousinship: her mother had

married the half-brother of a first-cousin to Dicky’s mother.

Mr. Dangerfield grasped his hair, twisted his moustache, and

polished his monocle fiercely, in a mental struggle to comprehend this

degree of consanguinity. It eluded him. Better admit the cousin

ship, and preserve his mental balance.

From out the fog of reminiscent dalliance Dicky’s correspondent

plunged abruptly into the assertion that she had a daughter, a most

remarkable girl, who was about to establish herself in New York City

for the purpose of pursuing her studies as a law student. The deal‘

child was a brave, self-reliant creature, quite capable of carving out

her own future unaided; but she, the writer, felt a mother’s natural

anxiety about so young a girl’s establishing herself in a great city,

with no friends or acquaintances to call upon. She confessed to having

rummflged Dicky’s name out of a badly cohwebbed recess of her

memory. She took it for granted he was married. But, whether he

was or not, his years made it quite practicable for him to have a general

supervision of her dear Dolly, and she claimed as much on the score

Of a cousinship which his dear mother had always atfectionately recog

mzed. _Her daughter would be in New York within a few days after

that wr1tmg, at the address given below, where she hoped he would

call promptly.

“ I’ll be—electr0cuted first,” said Dicky, violently.

Then he glanced back at the letter to master the crossed lines at

the top of the page.
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She hoped she was safe in sending her letter to the old Stuyvesant

Square address. VVas glad to know he still made it his home. She

had seen it in the papers.

Jerome brought a fresh pot of cocoa. His master sipped it moodily.

His sunny soul was full of a bitter resentment.

Why should he be singled out for such a persecution? Wasn’t

it enough that he should give up the best part of the summer to

the friend he knew? Must he be called upon now to take “a_ gen

eral supervision” of a girl from the wild and woolly West ?—a she

lawyer! a lawyer’s cub!

Resentment carried him quite out of his usual gentle self. Flight

was the only thing left.

“Jerome,” he said, slowly tearing the olfending letter into bits,

“get me ready for Newport by to-night. I shall leave by the first

train in the morning.”

And that was how it came about that Juliette, coming in from an

afternoon drive two days later, heard her mother’s gleeful laugh and

Mr. Dangerfield’s slow, familiar drawl mingling with each other in

the parlor.

She joined them presently. Mrs. Craycraft’s eyes were still dewy

from laughing.

“ Oh, you have missed such fun, Juliette! Mr. Dangerfield has

been driven to Newport,—actually frightened out of the city !”

“ Frightened ?”

“Do tell it over!” Mrs. Craycraft appealed to Dicky. “It will

bear telling several times. It is simply delicious.”

“ To you, perhaps, but not to Miss Craycraft,” said Dicky, bending

low over the finger-tips vouchsafed to him. “I’m sure Miss Cray

craft does not enjoy malice.”

“ Oh, but I do. One cannot do without spice altogether. I have

improved since I saw you last.”

He looked at her quizzically. VVas she falling into line? That

last speech came much nearer the correct social tang than anything he

had heard from her lips.

Juliette seated herself between him and her mother. “I must

lL;_€;?t1‘ it from one or the other of you,” she said, with resolute amia

1 1ty.

“Oh, from him.” Mrs. Oraycraft held herself in readiness for

fresh mirth. “It would be impossible for any one else to do it

justice.”

Dick gazed pensively at the carpet.

‘fI was just telling Mrs. Craycraft about a recently discovered

cousm ‘of mine. She has a daughter,——‘a most remarkable daughter,’

she wntes me: I can vouch for the remarkableness of the mother,-—

and the daughter proposes to be a female lawyer, genus unknown.

The remarkable mother of this remarkable young lady places me all

wrong chronologically, and wants me to take the lady lawyer under my

wmgs. But now, my dear Miss Craycraft, I haven’t any wings: have

I ?” He stretched his long arms on a level with his shoulders. “ Not

even a sign of wings hoped for, not seen. My cousin from the wild
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West presumes I am in the declining years of life. She has got me

all wrong, don’t you know,-—as incorrect as if she were a newspaper

reporter. But how am I to set her right? I come to your mother

for counsel. I get jeered at. Life is a burden.”

“And your cousin’s name ?” Juliette asked.

“How good of you to take so much interest in my persecutors!

Her name—’pon honor, Miss Craycraft, so sorry, but I tore the letter

up in my first uncontrollable outburst of righteous wrath.”

“ You don’t even know the daugl1ter’s name?”

“Imbecile that I am !”

“Was it perhaps ‘ Dolly’ ?”

The cloud lifted from Dicky’s brow.

“It was Dolly, don’t you know. I remember even in my agony

how delightful a combination Dolly and Blackstone appeared to me.”

“ \Vas the mother’s name Morgan ?”

“By Jove! Morgan is the name of my recently discovered cousin.

But Dolly, don't you know! It is charitable to infer that the daughter

has a name of more suitability to her adopted calling.”

Juliette looked at him severely.

“Then it is my dear Dolly, and you will please not hold her up to

ridicule.”

“Your dear Dolly !—a lawyer girl, Juliette!” Mrs. Craycraft’s

horror was limned in every line of her face.

“My very best friend. And”—to Dicky, with reproachful eyes

“you have torn up her address.”

“I tried to. But I have a private Nemesis. My man Jerome will

let me escape from nothing. Don’t you know, he doubtlesI rescued

that address five minutes after I flung it into the waste-basket.”

“ Oh, I hope he did. It must be so nice to have some one always

at hand who is wise enough to oifset one’s own unwisdom.”

It was said with much sweetness, but it was the first hint Dicky

had received of hidden reserves of sarcasm underneath that smooth

exterior.

CHAPTER XVII.

WHEN Mr. Dangerfield next presented himself at the Craycraft

cottage, he was all aglow with a proud sense of achievement.

Miss Dolly Morgan’s New York address was safe in an inner pocket

of his coolly correct morning coat.

Hoping much from Adelaide's rigid adherence to a certain day for

storming the library, he had written promptly to Jerome to examine

the contents of the waste-paper basket until he could reproduce the

bNew_York address of a Miss Dolly Morgan, which he was to forward

y wire.

It was a tribute to the transparent cleanness of Dicky’s life that

such commissions could be given without peril.

The address had come, and he had come, only to find Miss Cray

craft gone. .
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“Gone!” he said, staring stupidly at Mrs. Jaffrey Craycraft.

“ Why, it was only day before yesterday that I was here.”

“Quite long enough for her to have telegraphed to Iowa, got

the address, and left this morning with the avowed determination of

bringing the young woman back with her.H

In an indirect way, Dick was made to feel personally responsible

for this “ kettle of fish.” He withered abjectly under his hostess’s evi

dent displeasure.

“ What the deuce! wish I never had mentioned the stupid letter.

Wish you hadn’t made me tell the story over. There’s where the

trouble began. See?”

He fell to sucking his cane gloomily. It proved barren of tonic

properties.

“If I knew what to say, I would say it. Awfully sorry, don’t

you know.”

“Oh, I don’t blame you entirely. Juliette is very wilful. I'm

sure I don’t know where she gets it from. How do I know that this

young woman doesn’t wear bloomers and four-in-hands‘? Bloomers

originated in Iowa, you know. And of course she is advanced, or

she would not be studying law. Think of having an advanced

daughter, Mr. Dangerfield.”

“ Horrible !” said Dicky, violently.

He was willing to discount reproach with sympathy to an un

limited extent.

“ But, as Miss Craycraft withstood infection through years of daily

companionship, aren’t there grounds, don’t you know, for believing her

fad-proof? Of course my wild and woolly-—I mean my wild cousin

is just playing at lawyering.”

“ I am not so sure. Juliette says she has known of Miss Morgan’s

intention to come to the city for her studies since they were at school.

Nor am I at all sure that Juliette is fad-proof. She is constantly

threatening to do something; talks an awful lot of stuff about the

uselessness of her life, and all that. Doubtless she and that queer Miss

Morgan are at this moment sitting in some queer boarding-house parlor

talking the queerest sort of nonsense about woman’s mission, and all

that sort of stufii”

Which was stating the case hypothetically. As it really was,

Juliette, travelling eagerly back to the city, longing to clasp her “ dar

ling Dolly” once more in her arms, arranged everything en route. Dolly

was not to spend another night in that stuffy boarding-house. She

(Juliette) would go first to the West End home, have a room made

ready, and then fetch her friend to it. Dolly, of course, would have

to do a little shopping before they started back to Newport. The dear

would want a gown for the garden-party her mother and Mr. Danger

field were arranging for the latter part of July, and some other things.

Incidentally, it occurred to her that she would make her father promise

to go back to Newport with her when she and Dolly returned. Her

mother said he hated Newport, and, from the rarity and brevity of his

visits to the cottage, she inferred that he did. Still, she would ask

lum, as a great favor, to go back with her.
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It was all mapped out in her mind by the time she drove up to the

house in the cab she took at the station. The under-butler answered

her ring. Lipscomb was too necessary to Mrs. Craycraft’s comfort to

be left in town when she was at the cottage. The man stared a little,

but promptly relieved her of her bag. The handsome entrance-hall

looked dark and dull. Usually flowers filled the vase on the pedestal

at the foot of the stairway. Instead of the odor of flowers, a sickly

suggestion of camphor, mingling with less familiar scents, pervaded

the close atmosphere. The gleam of a silver-headed umbrella, resting

on the hat-rack, caught her attention.

“Isn’t that father’s umbrella?” she asked, drawing the long pins

from her hat.

“ Yes, miss.”

“Is he at home?” with a note of surprise.

“Yes, mim.” ‘

“Then I will go right up to his study.”

“ Yes, miss.”

The man dropped behind her. It was not his place to furnish

information. He had opened the door, and he was carrying the bag.

He would put it down when and where he was bidden to.

The stillness of the house was oppressive. She missed her mother’s

exuberant personality. It was like inspecting a cage from which some

bright-plumaged thing, all chatter and motion, had escaped. She

wondered if such fanciful notions ever overtook her father when he

came home to the lonely house ,- or was it a relief to him to miss the

chatter and the motion and the gay plumage?

Her mother thought it was.

She pushed open the door of his study without knocking. For

once she would take him unaware, leave him no time to adjust his

mask,—if indeed that frozen exterior were a mask. Her mother said

it was not.

“Jaifrey was always an iceberg, and as he grew more involved in

money-making he cared less for other things.” Wife, home, daughter,

were included among “other things.”

The study was dark, decorously in order, empty. She turned on

the man who was following close on her heels with her things:

“Why, Ackerman, I thought ” -

. . The sound of her voice caused a sudden movement in the big re

clmlng-chair by the study table. The white-frilled cap of a nurse

appeared over its back, and Juliette’s surprised eyes were confronted

by another pair of surprised eyes. Ackerman put down the bag and

discreetly withdrew. Juliette swept forward with a passion of re

morseful pain in her heart.

“Is my father ill,—ill enough to have a trained nurse in the

house,—and we not informed of it ?”

The _nurse was on her feet now, and put up her hands to adjust

2")’ possible disarrangement of her pretty cap. She politely suppressed

yawn:

“I must have fallen asleep. Did you have to call me? I sup

pose this is Miss Craycraft ?”

VOL. LVlI.——l5



226 G120 [IND-SWELLS.

“ Yes; but—father ?”

“Oh, he is all right now.” The nurse smiled and struggled with

another yawn. “ He has been right sick, but I guess after a few days

I won’t be wanted at all.”

“But why was my mother not written to ‘P’

“ Mr. Craycraft said we were not to write to her unless he was in

danger. It was a fever, you know. He said he didn’t care to have

her about. She eouldn’t do any good, you know. I don’t suppose you

ever saw an attack like his.”

“ Yes, I know, I know. I’m only too lad to think he has had

more skilled nursing than hers or mine. I3ut—he might have sent

for us. I have never heard of his being sick before.”

She had seated herself by the study table. On the other side of

it stood the white-capped, white-aproned nurse, very much more at her

ease than she, the daughter of the house.

“VVell, you know, sometimes the family are really dreadfully in

the way,” said the nurse, meaning to offer comfort. “Their nerves

and their feelings get in the way.”

“Has he been very sick ?—I mean, at any time since he was

taken?”

“One or two nights his fever ran pretty high. He was a little

fiighty. But he is all right now. He’ll soon be up and about. I

think you must have been in his thoughts a good deal. When he was

wandering, he was muttering about his little girl and his darling. Not

a very little girl, I should say,” looking Juliette over calmly. “ There,

I don’t want you to cry.”

“Did he, really?” The tears were standing in Juliette’s eyes, but

they were rather of a full, sweet emotion at knowing herself needed,

wanted. “ Then he has wanted me ?”

“ I should think so. How did you hear about him ?”

“I did not hear. I came to the city on other business. I did not

know, until I saw you rise from that chair, that my father was sick.”

There was a volume of shame and self-abasement in her sweet

voice. In sharp contrast with it was the nurse’s calm, crisp, matter

of—fact manner.

“ That so ‘? Well, I guess it’s as well as it is. We really haven’t

needed you. I gather that your mother has nerves, and that you are

inexperienced.”

“ May I go up to him now?”

“ Not yet.” She consulted her watch. “ He is sleeping, and he'd

best not be disturbed.”

“ When do you expect to go back to him ?”

“ At five. It lacks fifteen minutes of that now.”

“ Do you sit up with him at nights?”

. “ Until he drops olf. He was very restless at first. The last few

mghts he has been sleeping soundly after midnight.”

Juliette asked no more (gestions then, but, getting up abruptly,

she went to her own room. olly must wait.

_The clock was ‘on the stroke of five when she entered the study

agzun. Nurse Wlntney was just preparing to leave it for the sick
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room. She could see traces of tears in the young lady’s eyes. She

nodded pleasantly.

“Shall I tell your father you are here?—that you heard he was

sick, and came in ?”

“ No. Don’t tell him that. Don’t tell him anything. Nurse,”—

she swept forward and laid her hands on the other woman’s shoulders,

-—-“ I am going to sit with father to-night, but—but—I want him to

think it is you. You are going to lend me your cap and apron—”

“ Oh, am I ?”

“' Yes. No harm shall come to your patient. You say he does

not require any physio now.”

“That may be so. But what do you want to masquerade for?”

Juliette blushed deeply, and dropped her eyes before the keen,

bright gaze that was fastened upon them.

“ What one says to a nurse is sacred, is it not ?”

“As sacred as in the confessional.”

“Then—then—I want to steal into my father’s heart. Or, if I

am already there, I want to steal a confession from l1im. There is no

great harm in that, is there? I want to masquerade in your cap and

apron and talk to him about—his daughter. He does not know how

she yearns for a closer walk with him. Nurse \Vhitney, will you

introduce father and daughter to each other? He will talk to your

cap and apron, perhaps, as he never would talk to me. So there is all

my little conspiracy laid bare.”

Nurse Whitney’s bright eyes danced sympathetically.

“And a very loving, pretty little conspiracy it is. Oh, I know

the sort of men who never have time to get acquainted with their own

children. You will find some fresh things in the bureau in the third

story back room, Miss Oraycraft. And you shall go on watch at nine

o’clock. There will be nothing to do after that but to hand him water

when he asks for it, or to talk with him if he is restless."

For this concession she was cordially thanked.

_ _“At any rate,” said Juliette, holding her 013' and looking at her

critically, “I intend some day to wear my own caps and aprons. Your

hfe is a much more satisfactory one than mine.”

‘_‘ Now you are talking nonsense,—sheer nonsense. I am almost

afraid to trust my patient in your hands.”

“ But I have your promise.”

“A thing I never break.”

And that was how it came about that Juliette, with Nurse Whit

ney_’s ample apron tied about her waist and Nurse Whitney’s crimped

white cap pinned over her shining brown hair, sat in the darkened

$10l_<-‘room as motionless as a “painted ship upon a painted ocean,”

waiting for her father to wake up and want something. She was so

glad she and Nurse Whitney were of the same size.

What if he should sleep straight through the night and give her

110 Opportunity to put her loving experiment into shape?

But disappointment was not to come to her in that shape. She

Started guiltily when in a voice clear but weak he called for her:

“ Nurse !”
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She was by his side in a moment. In her tremulous excitement

she seized a tumbler of water and oifered it, before trusting her voice

in speech.

“Nothing to drink, thank you,” he said; “ but sit down, please,

close by me, nurse. I want to say something to you.”

“Yes? \Ve1l.”

Having safely delivered these monosyllables, she placed a chair

where the dimly shaded lamp would cast its feeblest rays upon her,

and waited.

“ I have been lying here awake for some time,” the sick man said.

“Between dreaming and thinking, I have been reproaching myself.

I am afraid I have been the cause, or at least my silence has been the

cause, of serious distress to others.”

Juliett/e’s heart thumped so violently that she placed a hand over it.

Surely he must hear it. The moment for entering her wedge had come.

‘,‘ You mean,” she said, with soft eagerness, “your daughter Juli

ette. ’

“ Most emphatically I do not.”

There was a ring of bitter irony in the sick man’s voice. His

words fell like blows upon her heart. She drew back in stunned

surprise.

“ You have observed,” he asked, nervously, “ my injunctions about

not troubling my wife and daughter?”

“ Yes, sir.”

He was too much absorbed by his own thoughts, which were rush

ing to find utterance on a current of suppressed excitement, to notice

the mechanical manner of the nurse, whose cheerful chatter had be

guiled his sleepless hours for nearly two weeks now.

“I might wait until to-morrow, but I find I am very forgetful.

Half a dozen times I have had it in my mind to ask this favor of you,

and I find it goes from me, or I get to sleeping heavily, and there is

danger of a return of my fever. There is always that danger, the

doctor tells me, until some radical change of living is entered upon.

He is ordering me ofl‘ on a sea-voyage as soon as I can travel.” He

stopped to gather energy.

She had to say something.

“ But you will go to Newport first?” _

“ Perhaps. It is not at all sure. I suppose I shall go wherever I

am ordered. But Newport is not pining for my presence.”

“ You are talking too much, sir.”

“ Quite too much. But not enough to the point. To-morrow,

nurse, I shall be quite well enough to spare you for two hours or more.

I want you to go up-town on an errand for me. I want you to see

some parties for me. Bring me my pocket-book, please. There, on

the bureau. Thanks.”

Juliette laid it on the bed with a trembling hand. He handed it

back. His laugh was feeble.

“Why, nurse, what use is the pocket-book without eym? You

know I_can’t endure the lamplight yet. Take two twenty-dollar bills

out of 1t, please, and a blank card.”
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The nurse did as she was bidden, standing by the table where the

shaded lamp was placed.

“ Put the money in an envelope, and write on the card ‘ Madame

Henriette Silverman.’ ”

“It is done, sir.”

“Then come back to your seat, please, Whitney, and I will tell you

what I want you to do.”

Juliette came back and resumed her seat. She felt as if she were

suddenly called on to act a 1‘6le for which she had not prepared her

sel .

He described the little red cottage minutely, and located it.

“It has no number, but you cannot fail to find it. You will know

it by the fresh paint, and the old apple-tree that almost roofs it over.

I cannot trust the mail. You will consider my confidence sacred. I

am getting very tired. Give the money to the old woman you will

find there. Have you got the name right? Madame Henriette Sil

verman. Tell her I have been sick and had no one I could trust to

send to her. I never thought of asking you, until a few days ago.

Tell her not to let my darling little girl be exposed to this hot sun.

Bring me word how the child is. Tell Madame Henriette I am said

to be getting well, but should she hear of my death I want her to take

the child to its grandmother and explain everything to her. I need

not make things any clearer to you, need I‘? You will do this for

me? When I am stronger ”

Juliette interrupted him peremptorily:

“I will do it. Now I insist upon silence.”

Silence in which to lay the shattered hopes of a moment in the

tomb of a bitter disappointment. Silence in which to dethrone the

parent whom she had placed upon a very high pedestal of filial respect.

Silence in which to thank God that she, and not Nurse W'hitney, had

been made the recipient of this mystery, a mystery which bore upon

its face the shadow of a great shame.

Dolly Morgan was utterly forgotten.

CHAPTER XVIII.

“WELL, what do you think of it?”

Thus invited to an expression of opinion, Miss Dolly Morgan

walked twice slowly around the table which her house-mate had con

verted into a thing of beauty.

“I think it displays a great deal of taste and a lavish amount of

recklessness.”

“ It is an anniversary, and recklessness is expected on anniversaries.”

“That depends on two things,—the character of the anniversary and

the aflluence of its observers. I hope there will be spoons enough.

lhere never are on amateur occasions.”

“ I don’t think it looks a bit amateurish. Next year I shall leave

all the arrangements to you.”

“ House-mate, now you are waxing presumptuous. Boast not thy
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self of tomorrow. Who knows what may come between this and the

same day next year?”

“ Nothing more amazing than what has come this year. It would

hardly be possible. I have saved these lovely pale pink buds for the

blue bowl in the sitting-room. And some ferns. Come, they want to

be in water.”

Together they turned from the flower-bedecked table, Dolly with

her unhampered arms about the other’s waist.

“‘The day we celebrate.’ I suppose a toast will be in order.

Richard will have to respond to it.”

“Yes. He was the sceptic who flung all his influence against our

lan.”
P “ He has no influence, my dear.”

“ Had,” said Juliette, giving all her attention to the blue bowl and

the pink buds.

The day they celebrated was the first annual return of what Dolly

called their “Opening Day.” Juliette objected to that as being sug

gestive of a milliner’s s ring display of imported bonnets, and sub

mitted “Emancipation Day.” This was promptly ruled out as a

slavish plagiarism. “ Independence Day” was open to the same

objection.

“ But if an anniversary is to receive dignified recognition, it must

be called something.”

Then the third member of the small household over which Juliette

presided nominally had her moment of inspiration.

“ ‘ Mixed Mates’ Day’-—how would that do? We three have been

working along different lines for a whole year now, without a jostle.

If that is not occasion for celebration, where will you look for it ?”

Her suggestion of a baptismal name for this jubilee was received

in reflective silence. This moved her to an oratorical effort:

“When I advertised for a young lady of refinement and limited

means, to share flat with young lady artist of same description, Provi

dence sent me Dolly Morgan. Providence never did me a kinder

turn. And then when our lovely Juliette gravitated towards us and

cast in her lot with the women who mean to stand for something, the

measure of our satisfaction was full.

“The world opened its eyes when Miss Craycraft renounced its

pomps and vanities to ally herself with two humble bread-winners;

but, as woman’s chief mission to-day is to make the world open its eyes,

she acted in character. \Ve have been mixed mates now for a happy

twelve months, Morgan the lawyer, Craycraft the nurse, and I-Ieadley

the self-styled artist. Perhaps if we had been three lawyers, three

nurses, or three painters, we would have come to grief before the first

month’s rent was paid. As it is ”

“As it is,” said Dolly, in open rebellion, “ we will have to read

the by-laws to artist Headley. By-law No. Seven declares that the

five-minute limit shall be strictly enforced in case of a speech on any

subject by either of the three contracting parties.”

“Headley” here declared violently that she was sure she had not

spoken over four minutes and fifty-nine seconds. “Mixed Mates’
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Day” was voted on and carried. Miss Orayoraft had been appointed a

committee of one on arrangements, Dolly was to issue the invitations,

and Miss Headley was to paint appropriate souvenirs for the occasion.

What they were to be, no one was to know until the last moment.

“I suppose Charlotte is locked in with her paints,” said Juliette,

standing off to observe the effect of the last bud, as it nestled among

the ferns.

Dolly had been following her about the room with loving eyes.

She wished she could be quite sure that Juliette had never repented

her own act in leaving home. She waxed bold under the holiday in

fluences of the hour:

“Jule, dear, I wish I could be quite sure you had no regrets on

this first anniversary of ours.”

“No regrets!” Juliette turned and looked down upon her where

she sat in the window-seat. “Why do you suppose it is possible for

any human being to live as long as I have without accumulating

regrets ‘Z”

“I mean about this.” Dolly cast a comprehensive glance around

the pretty little sitting-room. “About living this way with me and

with Heady. She and I deserve no credit for it. We are poor and

are thrown on our own resources. With you it is different. You gave

up so much.”

“Yes,” said Juliette, slowly, “ I did. I gave up a great deal.”

She came and stood over Dolly, with her hands loosely clasped

about the handle of the basket that had been full of flowers.

“I gave up a father who had no place for me in his preoccupied

heart. He stared at me in cold surprise when I told him what I

wanted to do; said he presumed that in this age of fads I was entitled

to one too; asked me what allowance I required, and dropped me

out of his life as easily as if I had been a poorly written story he had

tried to get interested in.”

A frown contracted the fine line of her straight black brows. This

résumé brought with it a revival of the contempt for her father her

errand to the red cottage had filled her with. The loquacious mysterious

old lady, the beautiful child kept in seclusion. Bah ! If need be that

such offences should come, happily the world was wide enough to put

space between offenders and offended. This was what she had done.

“I have given up a mother who looks at life from a stand-point I

- cannot reach. My pretty mother, how much she does extract out of

existence! It satisfies her. She resented my dulness. I think I was

a dreadful trial to her. She imagined that not being for her, in the

gay whirl of the life that suited her, meant being against her. She

thought I sat in judgment on her. I never did. She was so beautiful,

and loved the sunny side of existence so passionately, it would have

been wanton cruelty to ofl'er her the obverse side of the picture. I

was the obverse. Clouds were gathering to enwrap me, that I could

save her from only by putting myself out of her life. VVhat one does

not know one cannot suffer from. I think mother’s life S!1ifS her, and

I believe it suits her better without me. She stormed, but she did not

gneve over my departure. Perhaps if there had been more children
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the parental instinct might have been kept alive under our roof. As

it was, when they sent me away it froze over entirely, and I was not

endowed with the warmth necessary to thaw it. The fault is all mine.

“ I gave up”—her voice had sunk to a dreary monotone—-“ a posi

tion in society. That means the inestimable privilege of being in

vited to no end of functions which you do not aare to attend; an

unlimited amount of leisure to fill with palsying platitudes as best you

may ; and a visiting-list of appalling proportions.

“I gave up all the social advantages accruing to a glittering nou

entity, for a life of labor with my best-beloved for a daily companion.

Is it for that you are pitying me, Dolly Morgan ?”

A smile of ineifable sweetness broke over her somewhat pensive

countenance. It was like a burst of sunshine in a shaded spot.

“ The renunciation has been complete. The fact that it was volun

tary renders it all the more inexorable. So, dear, we will just go on

as we have begun for years and years, D. V., living our own lives in

our own way, with no one to say so far and no farther. Do you re

member how we used to chatter in our school days about just such an

ideal way of living as this ?”

The clouds seemed to have shifted themselves from her brow to

Dolly’s.

“But, Jule, suppose we—suppose you—should commit matri

mony ?”

“Nothing less likely,” said Juliette, cynically. “What I have

seen of married life has not cast a glamour over me, and this charming

flat-life suits me admirably.”

b dDolly transferred her gaze to the blue bowl of ferns and pink

u s.

“Richard says he knows society would welcome you back with

outstretched arms,-—that you would have all the added piquancy of

this escapade. He believes you are missed.”

Miss Craycraft actually executed a vigorous little stamp with the

heel of her right boot.

“Mr. Dangerfield’s ofiicious interest in my so-called escapade is

offensive in the extreme.”

“ You know he is to be here to-night?” said Dolly, boldly.

“ Oh, I took that for granted.”

“Of course. Our anniversary would not be complete without my

only relative. And, Juliette,” almost timidly, “he has asked me to

let him bring a friend with him to our little supper.”

“ Man or woman friend ?” ‘

“Man. A very unhappy man, with a tragedy in his life.”

“I hope he will leave the tragedy behind. We don’t care for

any Banquo’s ghost business at our celebration banquet. N0 skeletons

need apply.”

“Oh, I imagine this ghost was downed years and years ago. I‘

don’t know anything about it excepting what Richard says, and he

seems to be devoted to his friend. His desire to bring him here is

really quite complimentary to-us. He says he wants his friend, Who,

it seems, pretends to be sceptical on the woman question, to know three
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young women who are actually carving out their own fortunes. I

didn’t tell Dick that the carving was dreadfully like trying to dis

joint a tough goose with a Barlow knife, so far as results went, for”

—valiantly—-“ will never give any man an opportunity to call me

a failure.” '

“Of course not. Well, is the tragic man down on your list?”

“Yes, he is coming. Richard told me something of his story, to

get me to say he might come. He says he is very handsome, and

really an interesting man. He started out in life herein New York

City under the most brilliant auspices, but trouble overtook him in

some dark shape, Richard does not say what. He is a widower. His

wife died in Australia some six or seven months ago. Richard says

they have not lived together since the second year of their marriage.”

“Then your tragedy is of a most commonplace pattern,” said

Juliette, with ungirlish worldly wisdom. “ If you had heard divorces,

positive, possible, and prospective, comfortably discussed over cups of

tea as often as I have, you would not say a man had a tragedy in his

life simply because he and his wife could only endure each other for a

couple of years. You see, Dolly darling, I have the advantage of you.

I have been in society. Society enlightens one liberally along those

linm and along many others. It has its daily domestic comedies, which

only crude little girls like you would think of mlling tragedies.”

It was not the first time that Dolly had been silenced and baflied

by this new vein of cynicism in Juliette.

“ Well, he is coming,” she said, bluntly, “ and I hope for Richard’s

sake you will treat him nicely.”

Juliette looked her in the face intently, then caught the soft pink

cheeks between her palms lovingly.

“Dolly, Dolly !” she said, softly, “who would have supposed you

would be the first deserter ?” '

in which enigmatical speech Dolly’s cheeks turned from pink to

scar et.

CHAPTER XIX.

WAKING from sleep, in obedience to some subtle demand upon her

sympathies, Dolly sat up in bed to listen.

A sob, furtive, smothered, but unmistakably a sob!

_ When one is in touch with gloom and personally acquainted with

grllef, a sob is powerless to startle or distress. It is the matter-of-course

of sorrow, as inevitable as the commonplace act of breathing.

But Dolly was not in touch with gloom. The world, always a

reasonably pleasant sort of world to her, had of late been flooded with

the radiance that comes but once in a lifetime to any Woman; that is,

when she basks in the zenith rays of her first happy love-affair.

That was why this sob, furtive and smothered, floating in to her on

the st_1ll night air, struck upon her ear as might some harsh discordant

note in the perfect harmony of a noble anthem; Grief’s threnody,

throbbing sadly through Love’s full paaan. Her heart throbbed

msponsively.
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Juliette’s sleeping-room was the joint sitting-room of the three

girls. Her bed was a combination of deceit and utility, posing as

a bookcase during the day and revealing itself honestly as a bed by

ni ht.
gPortieres alone separated her from the small extension room into

which Dolly tucked herself of nights, with a rigid regard for every

inch of space.

A second sob found Dolly standing irresolutely on her side of the

portieres. Should she put herself on Juliette’s side, or make believe

she did not hear‘? The dear girl might be ill. The bare possibility

of such a calamity carried her beyond the threshold and into the larger

room, where, by the pallid light of the moon seemingly poised on a

chimney-pot across the street, she saw Juliette sitting by the window,

her head buried in a cushion on its sill. She was dressed as she had

been earlier in the evenin , in the gray surah gown which Dolly liked

so much, and against the bosom of which Dolly had pinned three of

Richard came very nearly every evening. He always brought

roses or carnations. Latterly he had also been bringing his friend

Mackaye. He had been there ten times all told now since that first

visit on the night of the “Mixed Mates’ jubilee.”

It_ occurred to Dolly that she was glad Charlotte was spending a

week at her home in Connecticut. It was a melancholy fact that by

no discoverable method could odors or sounds be kept in legitimate

confinement in that flat. The burning of a piece of toast would “ out”

as inexorably as murder, and the most lady-like sneeze communicated

itself as matter of household interest. Thank heaven, Charlie was not

Itlhere to hear their darling Juliette weeping audibly in the wee small

ours.

She swept forward in the noiselessness of her bare feet, and knelt

by her friend’s side.

“ Juliette, my love, my dear, what is it?”

Juliette lifted her wet face. Her eyes shone in the direct rays of

moonlight.

“ I thought you were asleep. I called to you once or twice.”

_ “I was asleep. But one cannot go on sleeping when one’s dearest

fr1end’s heart is breaking.”

Juliette mopped her eyes and laughed.

“Hearts don’t break nowadays, you silly child. Heartbreak be

longs to the era of quinsy and lumbago and all the old-fashioned ail

ments our grandmothers suffered from. We are more robust in many

respects, organically of a tougher fibre.’"

Nurse Craycraft, I did not leave my bed at half-past twelve

clock to attend a lecture on physiology. If you were weeping be

cause your heart is organically tougher than your grandmother’s was,

I thmk I shall resume my interrupted dream. It was a lovely one.”

“ About Richard, of course?”

“ About Richard, of course,1’ said Dolly, with a composure rendered

somewhat metfectwe by an intrusive yawn.
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Juliette flung out her hands with the gesture that Dolly knew so

well of old. It meant protest.

“ Why did you let him bring any one here?”

“Mr. Mackaye, you mean?”

“Yes. I wish Mr. Dangerfield had never brought him here. I

wish he had never come into my life. I wish I had never seen his

disturbing eyes or heard his pitiful story.”

“Juliette!”

“ Oh, I know,” she went on, with passionate emphasis, “just what

is passing through your silly brain. You think I have fallen a ready

victim to a pair of fine eyes and a singularly musical voice. You

judge just as any one else might judge, Dolly, and you would be mis

taken, just as any one else might be, you stupid dear.”

Dolly got up to fetch a chair. It was not practicable to argue this

thing out on her knees.

She felt a matronly_ sense of responsibility in the premises. Mr.

Dangerfield, to whom she was engaged to be married, had brought his

best friend to be introduced to his His best friend was a

fascinating man under a cloud. And here was Juliette Craycraft, a

woman whom she, Dolly, had always looked up to as a model of

perfectly correct emotional mechanism, tumbling heels over head in love

with Richard’s friend after a fourth view.

“Might be, dear,” she said, judicially; “yes, any one might be

mistaken. But—am I?”

“In thinking that ”

“ That Richard’s friend has cast a spell over my friend.”

“gfitl,i,ing of the sort. Nothing at all of that kind.”
‘I '

“Perhaps if I knew his whole story I would be able to place him

definitely and set him aside. As it is, he disturbs me. He gets in

between me and my work. He is a part of the problem that con

fronted me as soon as I closed the school-room door behind me. I am

perpetually occupied with the woes that face me at every turn.

“They don’t call them ‘ woes’ in our circle of society, Dolly. They

don’t call them anything. They just cover them over and cloak them

and smother them under furs and jewels and false smiles, and go on

trying to deceive themselves and others too.

“It is the honest melancholy that man’s face carries with it that

has touched me to such an absurd depth. But why should it? I am

sure I can’t tell.

_ “ You tell me his father repudiated him because of some financial

dishonesty. Why should I perpetually be vindicating him to myself,

Simply because I cannot trace facial marks of the thief on his brow?

What do facial marks count for ?

“ You tell me that he and his wife lived unhappily together and

s‘§PamY£d- Why should I waste so many precious moments picturing

lnm under ditferent domestic aspects? I am always wondering how

he would look with all these clouds lifted. Sometimes he smiles, and

one mtches faint, far-away suggestions of a sunny nature frost-bitten

and hardened.”
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“ There must be something lovable about the man, for Richard is

devoted to him,” Dolly flung in, inconsequently.

“And yet,” said Juliette, bitterly, “his mother cast him aside,

rather than see the fair page of her social record stained; his father

finds life as full and satisfying as ever with him eliminated; I have

seen them both, Mr. and Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye, when I lived in that

set. There were no scars of conflict visible. There are none on any

well-bred face. My father’s,—-there should be some deep seams

there. My mother’s,—you know I pay her a duty call once a month.

She puts herself to the trouble of asking me sometimes to stay to

luncheon. There are no signs of fractured ties in my home. My

mother’s beauty still furnishes material for the space writers. She

and I meet without any demonstration of pain or pleasure. VVe are

two well-bred women. We can come in contact with as little ado as

two pawns passing on a chess-board.

“Society wears its cloak gracefully. The lining may be of hair,

but the side turned out is soft and smooth. Only once in a great while

some poor bungler will let a sob escape in the darkness of night, or a

rent in the cloak will reveal a gaping wound beneath. Every one dos

not know how to wear his mask. Richard's friend does not. There

is a dumb appeal in his eyes for the birthright of happiness that has

been stolen from him. I wish I had never seen him!

“ Oh, Dolly, Dolly, it is the deep, broad ground-swell of unhappi

ness that keeps the ocean stirred long after the gales have ceased, which

makes living so hard to those who are conscious of its undulations.

If we could help, if we could be of some little service to all the un

happy people about us l”

“Richard shall never bring him again,” said Dolly, violently.

Something had to be said,—she was not clear what.

“That would have no bearing at all on the case. You are not

taking an impersonal view of the matter. Mr. Mackaye and his

troubles are mere component parts of that terrible ground-swell I

was” talking about. It is not the man, but the misery, that stirs

me.

“Oh!” said Dolly, innocently; “then my dear girl was weeping

over a ground-swell ?”

At which Juliette laughed hysterically, and, nnpinning the red

roses from her gray snrah bosom, got up to put them in water.

“ I think we have talked enough for to-night, Dolly.”

Dolly would have been relieved on the score of any further visits

from Mr._ Mackaye, if she could have been in two places at once, which

was mamfestly impossible. VVhile she and Juliette were laying up

headaches and red eyes for the morrow from broken rest, the two men

were smokmg a supplementary cigar before going to their rooms.

Bradish was unfolding a plan to Dicky. A few weeks after his

last departure from New York, a paragraph began the rounds of the

newspapers, announcing the death, in a little Australian town, of Miss

H_a1_~tufl, the, actress. She had been accidentally drowned while out

sailing with a party of friends. Dicky had immediately written on

to the manager of the company for confirmation or denial. As the



GROUND-S WELLS. 237

company was perpetually on the road, communication was difiicnlt, and

a reply unlikely. Nothing had come of it.

Dicky was at that time going through a crisis in his own aifairs.

In his own language, “Dolly Morgan had veni-ed, vidi-ed, vici-ed

him, don’t you know. She was the cutest little thing he had ever met,

—handsome, bright, self-reliant. Should he leave her to struggle with

poverty single-handed, when he began to find the old home in Stuyve

sant Square so infernally empty ‘I See ?”

In consequence of these emotional experiences, he had shoved

Bradish and his complications quite into the background while he went

a-wooing; and here at the end of six months the Iowa editor turned

up suddenly again, with the abrupt announcement that he was going

to start for Australia at the end of two weeks.

“ At the end of two weeks,” he explained, “because I must give

myself sutficient time to leave everything in proper shape here for my

daughter when I find her, or in case I do not return and you find her.”

“Your man has made no report to me,” said Dicky. “I suppose

he would, if he had made any discovery.” Visions of fresh compli

cations already haunted him.

“That is what is taking me to that place in Australia,” said

Mackaye. “ I think it not improbable that she took the child with her

when she crossed the ocean; in which case she may have been left in

the town her mother died in, or is now being dragged around the world

with a theatrical company.”

“ By Jove l” said Dicky, much struck by this new light on an old

vexation, “ why didn’t you think of that before? It doesn’t seem

possible the child can be in the city and your man find no clue. See ?”

“Quite possible,” said Bradish, “seeing that I committed the

indiscretion of paying him a pretty large-sized retainer. But I shall

be better satisfied after a visit to Australia. I want stronger proof of

my wife’s death than a newspaper paragraph affords.”

“Mrs. Enoch Arden, and that sort of thing,” said Dicky, with sly

comprehension. '

“It is not likely,” said Bradish, flushing darkly, “that I should

ever ask any woman to link her name with my smirched one. A stain

on a man’s name is ineradicable. It is the damned spot, that nothing

Wlll cleanse. I am entirely conscious of the degree of blackness mine

wears. So no more allusions of that sort, Dick.”

This was said with so much bitterness that Dicky was glad to

transfer the talk to routes and dates and other points bearing upon an

Immediate departure for a distant country.

CHAPTER XX.

“ YOU are late for clinic. It is over,” said Miss Craycraft, meeting

Nurse Whitney in the cool corridor of the hospital.

“Pve been holding a clinic of my own. The queerest case! At

tendant physician says the woman is perfectly sane, and I say she is
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a pronounced Bedlamite ; ought to be in the insane ward at this

moment.”

“ You seem excited over it.”

“I am. Wouldn’t you be, if an irresponsible old woman, whom

you had never seen in all your life, violently denounced you for pass

ing yourself off for another nurse whom the old Bedlamite wants and

will have no other ?”

“ I am afraid you will have to elucidate before I can pass an

opinion,” said Juliette. “ I suppose sick people are entitled to personal

preferences, even if they show bad taste in their selection of nurses.”

“Unquestionably; and I have seen some nurses that would give

me hysteria in twenty minutes, if I were the patient. But this case is

ditferent. You have time to hear about my old woman, have you ‘?”

“Nothing at all on hand."

Nurse Whitney led the way to a remote corner of the waiting-room.

She was minded to observe the sacred cautiousness of her calling, even

in the case of a pronounced Bedlamite.

“ It is this way. I had a telephone call from one Dr. Shinderman,

away up town, this morning, asking me, if I had no case on hand, to

call at his oflice immediately. I did so.

“He told me that he had been called to see an old woman, gave

me her name and address, and said he had told her she must have a

trained nurse, not because she was in need of much physio, but because

of the loneliness of her situation : just herself, her little grand-daughter,

and a slouch of a helper recently taken in. He says the old woman

said if she must have a nurse she would like him to send for a Miss

Susan Whitney, mentioning this very hospital. So he telephoned, and

I went,——went, my dear, to the quaintest, prettiest little spot, all buried

in vines. Really, you ought to take your friend Charlotte up there to

paint it.”

At this point in the story Juliette’s languid interest flared into

fervid attention.

“Well?” I

“The whole business would form a lovely picture. Rural land

scape, as remote as possible from any suggestion of New York.

Apple-tree, veritable old-timer; stately white hens stalking serenely

about; vmes here, there, everywhere.”

“Yes, but the Bedlamite ?”

“ Oh, I came to her promptly enough. There was not a living

thing visible when I went down the long ‘flight of steps into the valley

of vmes, excepting those white hens. I pushed open the front door;

almost had to stoop my head to get into the parlor. Knew it was the

parlor by the photograph-album on the centre-table and the highly

decorated mantel-shelf. Crossed a funny little hall-way,-—great broad

planks Ill the floor,—-looked as if they had been hewed, not sawed, a

century or two back,—saw a door ajar, and, as there was a sick, white

face lymg among some pillows, presumed I had found my patient.

“She was asleep. Sitting by her, fannin her, was the most per

fectly beaut1_ful child I have ever seen; and have seen more than a

few in my tune. She had just asked me, in the softest whisper, if I
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was the nurse, with such a glad look of relief in her dear, sweet eyes,

when the old woman opened hers and glared at me as if she had caught

me burglarizing the house or trying to kidnap the little angel whom

she calls her grandchild.

“I told her I was the nurse, Miss Susan Whitney, whom she had

sent for. And then, my dear, she opened fire. Nothing else expresses

it. She raved and shrieked, and denounced me as an impostor. Said

I was not Susan Whitney,—that she had seen Susan Whitney, which,

you know, she never has; that is, not this Susan VVhitney. Said I

was an emissary, a spy. Quite, you know, as if that picturesque old

rattletrap held state secrets of vital importance. Told me to take my

false face away. Said if she couldn’t have Susan \rVhitney she would

have no one; that her landlord had given her Susan VVhitney’s name

and address, and told her that at any time she or the child, whose

guardian he is, needed attention, Miss Whitney was to be sent for.

Said Miss Whitney had been there once, which I never have, my dear,

and that she should remember her face among a thousand. In short,

reviled me, persecuted me, and drove me out of her little red paradise.”

“Did she mention the name of her landlord ?” Juliette asked, in a

tense voice.

“And the child’s guardian ? No.” Nurse Whitney laughed

scofiingly. f‘ But we all know what such landlordism and guardian

ship signifies.” _

“Yes,” said Juliette, with narrowed eyes and barely parted lips,

“ we all know. \Vell, after you were routed ?”

“I went back to Dr. Shinderman’s oifice, and told him that his

patient was a lunatic and stood more in need of a keeper than a. nurse.

He disagreed with me entirely ; said there was nothing about the case

to suggest mental unbalance; got hutfy, as some doctors will do if a

nurse ventures an independent view of a case, and said that if the

patient had taken a prejudice against me, as patients sometimes would

through no fault of the nurse’s, I would do more harm than good. That

was the only point on which he and I agreed. So I’ve come back to

see if Nellie Fairbanks will take the case.”

“I will take it myself,” said Juliette, rising with decision. The

name of Craycraft should not be bandied about the hospital, if she

could prevent.

“You, my dear!”

“ Certainly. Why not ?”

“Nothing—only, you know,” said Miss Whitney, with exceeding

frankness, “I can never learn to look upon your nursing as anything

more than a rich girl’s freak, and we have got in the habit of assigning

all the nice easy cases to you.”

“Which is distinctly unfair to the patients and unkind to me.

You know I am not efiicient; perhaps this case——”

“ Oh, really you can manage any case I can. My old foe is aged

and feeble. She is down with a severe attack of pneumonia, Dr.

Shmderman says, but I should sav henlungs were not yet involved,

from the force she exercised in dehouncing me. Do you really mean

to Lake the case, Miss Craycrait ?”
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“ I do, and at once.”

“ I know you will get interested in the little girl. She apologized

so sweetly for the old woman's violence. She is a little angel.”

The cottage lay in shadow when Juliette reached it. The high,

rough stone walls that girdled it shut out the sunshine, while the trees

in the grand Boulevard still shone under its rays. She approached

the vine-hidden door with trembling footsteps. What if her father

and she should meet there‘? It was possible, but scarcely probable.

The day before she had called at the house in ‘Vest End Avenue and

been told by Lipscomb that her father and mother had left town some

days before,—gone to Boston for a visit of a few days. She knocked

twice. No answer. She pushed open the door timidly. A lamp was

already burning on the table in the parlor, where the clock on the

“highly decorated mantel-shelf” had just struck six. She followed

the guiding glimmer of another lamp into the inner room. She found

things there just as Miss Whitney had described them, the sick woman

asleep, the child sitting white and mute by her side. She was not

using the fan now. She lifted frightened eyes to Juliette’s face, then

smiled. This was the beautiful lady she had seen once before. She

met Juliette in the door-way, and with her hands gently motioned her

back into the sitting~room. '

“Granny is asleep. She does not need you now. I am so glad

you came this time. I am afraid granny hurt the other lady’s feelings,

but we always try to do just what Guardy orders.”

-She had pushed forward the chair with the morning-glory head

rest, and Juliette had dropped into it, nervous and trembling.

“Your guardian knows that your grandmother is ill? He has

seen her?”

“No. He is out of town, I am afraid. He always comes when

we write for him, for he knows granny never writes for him unless she

needs him very much indeed, which we don’t often, you know. VVe

have never been sick before. I wrote this time.”

“Perhaps you did not get his address right.”

“Oh, yes, indeed. He always leaves us a lot of printed envelopes.

I will show you.”

She walked softly over to an old-fashioned desk on the opposite

side of the room.

“This old floor creaks so ! This is Guardy’s address. You see I

couldn’t make any mistake.”

She placed an envelope in Juliett/e’s hands. On it, in clear purple

type, she read her father’s full name, his down-town address, and, ill

the left~hand corner, the word “Personal.”

She handed it back with an icy smile.

“ No,‘ you could scarcely make any mistake.”

_Jeanne stood before her, absently twisting the envelope into a

cyhnder.

“ And I sent him one three da s a o tellin ' 1111 assick and I was frightened.” y g ’ g hlm that gm y W

“ You love your grandmother very much ?”

“Next to Guardy,” said the child, with a smile that chased the

r_v
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gloom from her lovely eyes. “I love my guardian more than I do

all the world put together. Sometimes, you know, poor granny is

cross. She was dreadfully cross to that lady who called herself Miss

\Vhitney.”

“ And your guardian is never cross?”

“ N0, indeed. He is just lovely, always.”

“ And you are not afraid of him ?”

“Afraid of him ? Why, no, ma’am. Nobody could be afraid of‘

my godfather, he is so gentle and loving and good. I wish you knew

him.”

“ I wish I did,” said Juliette, clasping her hands until the rings on

them pressed painfully into the flesh.

The child smiled brightly.

“ Maybe you will, some day. Maybe he will come here while you

are nursing granny. Why, I thought you did know him. You know

he was sick,and you nursed him. But I suppose you nurse so many

sick people that you forget some of them.”

“Yes,” said Juliette, letting the child explain away the mystifim1

tion of her own making, “ we do forget them sometimes.”

“But I don’t see how anybody could forget Guardy. He is so

handsome, and good, and—jolly. We have great romps together

sometimes.” '

Juliette let her prattle on, while she listened in stunned bewilder

ment. Was it really her father whom this pretty child was claiming

as the companionable sharer of her romps ? Was the tender, loving,

sympathetic guardian whom this small waif described with such a

proud air of proprietorship the father who had let her loosen the

slender tie between them without a single protest or regret? Could

the frigid husband and father of the West End house, which had been

a splendid domicile but never a home to her, be one with the man

Whose coming made the happiness of this humble roof? And if these

bitter incongruities existed, who was to blame for them?

She, the lawful bearer of her father’s name, sat humbled and sub

dued before the child he loved.

“You have no mother, have you, little girl?”

“No. Mamma died a great many years ago. I don’t even re

member her. I don’t remember ever having anybody to love but

granny and my dear, dear Guardy.”

A faint cough from the sick-room brought Juliette back to her

professional consciousness. She got up heavily and walked into the

sick-room. She was there to prevent any chance revelations to the

m.lu1‘y Of her own name, and consequent hospital gossip. But it was

hard,—bitterly hard.

Madame Henriette was lying with her eyes wide open when Juliette

came into the room, preceded by Jeanne.

_ “ Granny, the right Miss Whitney has come this time, and she is

gomg stay until you get well. Aren’t you glad ?”

Jqllette moved forward quickly. She had detected with skilled

precision what meant nothing to Jeanne. Madame Henriette was a

very 1“ Woman. She looked at the nurse with a dumb pleading in

VoL. LVII.-16
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her eyes. She tried to speak, but no words came. Then she let her

glance fall upon Jeanne.

Juliette interpreted it to her own satisfaction. “She has some

communication to make. She shall not make it to me.” She knew

no name for the child.

“When is the doctor to come again, little girl ‘?” she asked, heroi

wlly resolving at that moment to elf-ace everything from her mind but

the extremity of the stricken woman.

Jeanne looked at her with startled eyes.

“He said he would be here at nine o’clock. Does granny need

him very much? Is she very ill?”

Juliette turned in a listening attitude towards the door. She had

heard a man’s heavy foot-fall on the brick walk outside.

“ Perhaps that is he now. I hear some one.”

Jeanne stood with her hand pressed against her bosom. A light

broke suddenly over her face, irradiating it charmingly.

“ No l That is Guardy, my dear, dear Guardy !”

She turned and sped swiftly through the short hall. Juliette,

from where she stood, irresolute between flight and discovery, saw her

open the door and fling herself tumultuously into a pair of out

stretched arms, saw her father enter the little parlor with the child

clasped to his bosom, heard Jeanne’s convulsive “ Not in there, Guardy,

please, not in there! Granny looks at me so dreadfully. I am afraid

of her. Oh, take me away, out there under the trees. The nurse is

there with granny.”

She was clinging to his neck. He had freed one hand, and was

caressing her shining hair tenderly. He bent and kissed the quivering

lips, and then, taking up the hat he had laid on the parlor table, he

drew the child softly outside with him, and closed the door.

Juliette sighed heavily as the door closed upon the man and the

child. She had seen another in sweet enjoyment of her birthright.

Through whose fault had she forfeited it? She was only “ the nurse."

This was neither the time nor the place for such questions.

A moan from the bed brought her back to the recollection of where

she was and why she was there. After all, that pathetic scene in the

little parlor had brought no revelation with it. What she knew now

she had known at the moment she had resolved to leave her father’s

house. Society winked at such things. Doubtless there were very

many men and very many children all around about her leading just

such lives, idyllic in their semblance of loving purity, diabolical in

their hidden realities. It was but another variant ground-swell of

misery following long after the storm of wrong-doing. Its sad undu

lations rolled near, still nearer, to enwrap her and the beautiful child

in a common inheritance of sorrow.

“ Do you want anything, Madame Silverman ? Do you want the

child, or—hin1 ?”

‘ But Madame I-Ienriette’s term of faithful service was over. That

s_1gh was the last audible sound that ever fluttered across her crabhed

hps. Juliette knew that she was watching beside a dying woman.

There was no reason for summoning the other two. There was
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nothing to be said, nothing to be done. The child was safe. Madame

Henriette’s eyes said as much. The clock on the highly decorated

mantel-shelf struck eight. Its harsh, metallic voice sounded with

startling clearness through the chamber of death.

With the help of the awe-struck maid, Madame Henriette was

made decorously ready for the grave. There was nothing more for

Juliette to do. She passed through the hall-way into the parlor,

stopped a moment, and then, taking her courage in both hands, passed

through the front door into the little front yard.

By the light of the Chinese lanterns swung over the gay hammock,

she located the child and her guardian. Her father sat by the side of

it in a lawn chair; with his left hand he kept the hammock in gentle

motion. With his right arm resting on his knee he supported his

head. His revery was profound. Juliette had reached the back of

his chair before he was aware of her presence.

“Father,” she said, in cold, clear tones, “Madame Silverman is

dead. What are you going to do with that child ?”

CHAPTER XXI.

FATHER and daughter confronted each other for a moment of

Palllllfill silence, surprise predominating in his eyes, contemptuous pity

1n ers.

“Juliette, you here?”

“ In my capacity of trained nurse. My patient does not need me

any longer, and I shall be going away presently. I don’t exactly know

what impelled me to ask the question that startled you so, unless, indeed,

ll] spite of everything, I feel sorry for that little child.”

A softer look came into her eyes as she lowered them to rest on the

sleeping girl in the hammock.

Mental processes occupy infinitesimally small spaces of time. In

that first moment of disdainful silence, Jaffrey Craycraft grasped the

Fntire situation. The rays of the lanterns fell full upon Juliette’s pure

ace.

‘ His daughter, this beautiful young Casta Diva, upon whose patri

clan face scorn of all uncleanness was written so legibly, was sitting in

Judgment upon him. She had already placed Jeanne. N0 one more

ready to credit evil than your pure good woman ! He also intercepted

the softening of her mood when she looked at the sleeping child. There

must be a substratum of womanly tenderness under that frigid exterior.

He would probe down to it then and there. Who could say? per

haps he might end by telling the truth. He did not flinch under her

Steadfast scrutiny.

r ‘_‘I had given orders,” he said, “that in case of necessity Miss

Vi h1tney should be sent for. The child tells me that she did come, but

that Madame Silverman denied ever having seen her before,—which'

Was strange. How came you to be sent?”

h “_'.tI‘hat needs a little explanation. I should not like the child to

ear 1 ..’
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“She will sleep for some time to come. She wept herself to

sleep.”

“Poor child! She fancies that she is going through a terrible

ordeal.”

She took her cape from her shoulders and threw it over Jeanne.

“If you will come with me to that bench under the apple-tree,

' father, I will tell you something I have wanted to tell you ever since I

came from Newport and found you ill.”

He followed her to the bench in silence. It was a crucial moment

for both of them. Sad reflections fitted themselves into a quiet setting.

The darkness of a moouless night brooded over the cottage where

Madame Henriette lay at rest ; Jeanne’s soft white face nestled against

the meshes of the hammock in dreamless sleep; Sir Roland lay stretched

at her feet ; he too was asleep. The sleepy twitter of birds in the breeze

rocked limbs of the old apple-tree emphasized the stillness. The spirit

of peace and rest brooded over the earth. And yet

Forever and forever the sad, slow inevitable undulations of life’s

ground-swell of wrong and misery ! Could she never deaden her con

sciousness to it ? Would she never learn to live on the surface, unmind

ful of its ceaseless surging‘? Then she spoke.

“ I suppose, father, you accept my presence here merely as an

awkwaird act;-ident. And you think I have just discovered—dis

covere ’

“ The child,” he said, coming coldly to her assistance. “ Yes, that

is as far as my suppositions have carried me.”

“ Which is not at all so. I have known about this—this establish

ment ever since you were'sick. I played a foolish trick. A silly,

Then with quick pulsations she told him the whole story of her

personation of Nurse Whitney, with its resulting discovery.

“And that is why I went away from home, father. That is why I

knew you had no love to spare me.”

She stopped and caught her breath as one does when emotions

threaten to overwhelm. His voice came to her in the darkness, cold,

steady, measured.

“And you felt no impulse to give your mother the benefit of your

discoveries ?”

“No, none. Why should I? Had not she and her intimates, by

their dark hints and suppressed mirth, already enlightened me, young

as I was, as to the commonness of this—this sort of thing?” She

spoke with inelfable scorn. “ Is it not a staple of conversation in their

moments of social intercourse, when they rail against the laws that

legalize unclean living, and spice their recitals with personal specifica

tions? Is a girl permitted to remain ignorant of anything now?
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you and I have failed to give him what his heart craved, love and

appreciation of his home, and he has gone elsewhere for it’? It was

that child, father, who taught me that you could love and be loved.

She adores you.

“There was nothing to tell my mother. She had admitted the

possibility of such cases for her friends, and—-laughed at it. I have

even heard her say to a dear friend, who was, of course, ‘never to'

carry it any farther,’ that women who raised a tempest over such things

were silly in the extreme.

“That is society as I was introduced to it, father,—vapid, vicious,

and unsatisfactory. And then when you, the father to whom I would

so gladly have turned with my hungry, disappointed heart, put the seal

of your own approval upon the loose methods of your class, do you

wonder that my soul rose up in revolt, or that I determined to lead my

own life outside of my proper home ?

“It ought to be shocking that I can talk to you about such things,

even in the dark, when I need not look into your face and you need

not see the blush that is staining mine. But nothing is shocking now.

Innocence does not consist in ignorance of evil, father, nor is purity

best displayed by shrinking from a few plain words.

“As I sat there by that dying old woman, I was thinking more

of that child than I was of Madame Silverman, of you, or of myself.

She is young and very lovely,—lovely, I believe, in disposition as in

person. I never expect to marry, father, nor to have anything of my

own to love. It seems to me I have such an awful amount of wasted

heart-capacity. I wondered who the child would have to love and care

for her, now that her grandmother is gone.”

“She still has me,” said her father, almost inaudibly.

“ And—only you ?”

“ me.”

“Her mother is dead ?”

“ Yes.”

A silence fell between them, lasting long enough for Juliette to

sound her own heart and make sure of her own resolution. She

moved near enough to her father to lay her hand on his shoulder.

It was icy cold, and it trembled.

“Give her to me, father. She is so young, and so beautiful, yet

the world has no place for her. She will give me an object in life,—

something to love, something to live for. I should like to write a

message of my own on the clean white tablet of that young soul.”

“_ Am I to understand, Juliette,” he paused to gain better control

of his voice, which threatened to break, “that you want to take my

little girl into your life, your home?”

“ Yes.”

“That, believing her to be my daughter, with no claim upon you

but such as every instinct of your soul must revolt against, you are

Stlllpgilling to give her the inestimable advantage of association with

you .

- “Yes, but she must not know the relationship.” _

The girl’s voice sounded as sweetly solemn as if she were takmg
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upon herself a vow to love, cherish, and shelter the lovely little waif

in the hammock until death should separate them.

“Juliette, I do not need the darkness of night to veil my guilt.

I have never done a deed which would make me ashamed to look you

in the eyes. Cold, reserved, unlovable, I may have shown myself to

you. I have been thrown back upon myself until expression has be

come almost impossible. Not even now do I care to vindicate myself

to you on that score, self-excusing so often carries accusation of others

with it. It is of Jeanne you want to hear. I have for years now been

experimenting on her in my clumsy man’s fashion. I wanted her to

be absolutely truthful, fearless, natural. She is all three,—a loving

hearted child without guile in thought or speech. She came into my

life by the merest accident.

“This piece of property was mine. I bought it for the site. I

wanted to tear that old house down and build here. My agent told

me it was occupied by an old woman who wept bitterly at the idea

of ejectment. I came up to exercise the firmness he lacked. Poor

Madame Silverman wept, and the little girl, standing on tiptoe, tried

to wipe the tears from her eyes. The child was lovely, and the tender

ness of the act struck me. I asked her history. It was not a very

original one. Father dead, mother on the stage. My tenant was

keeping the child for such board as the mother could pay. Sometimes

she did not see the lady for months together. The child needed shoes

then. I called her to me and gave her a bill. She put up her dear

little mouth to kiss me. I do not know why a child’s act of appre

ciation should have made so deep an impression on me, but it did.

“I went away without ejecting my tenant. I told her I would

come again in a week : she must spend that time looking for another

house. She said she had moved up-town to give the child better

air; that the mother had left them in a down-town boarding-house

and knew nothing about this move; that the mother said when the

child got older she would have to be careful about letting her hear

about her profession: she would rather the little thing should never

know her as an actress.

“On my second visit the child toddled to meet me, clasping her

arms about my knee. That settled it. I took her up and kissed her.

She nestled against my heart, entered it, and has kept it from freezing

up entirely.

“Jeanne was healthy pastime for me. I told Madame Henriette

to go down and see the mother, to tell her that if she would give her

httle girl up entirelyI would have her educated. When the child

reached her eighteenth year she should be told her entire history and

the mother should have her back. In the mean time, I was to have

the umque pleasure of rearing a girl on my own plan. I had been

completely ruled out in the case of my own daughter, who was pre

destined to a fashionable woman’s career from her cradle. The poor

mother acceded gladly to my terms. I made it a condition that

Madame Henriette should not give her the up-town address, otherwise

I could not trust her promise not to come here and spoil my experi

ment,—sully the paper on which I wanted to write original matter.
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The mother had been a. frivolous society woman before becoming an

actress.

“She is now dead. The father died when the child was between

two and three years old; and now, with Madame Silverman gone,

Jeanne has no one at all but me. There are those who have natural

claims on her; but they do not wish to assert them. She is a good

child, and she has woven herself about every fibre of my being, God

bless her!”

He-stopped speaking, and presently on the stillness of the night

air the cry of Esau throbbed :

“ Have you but one blessing, my father ? Bless me too, and

love me.”

The heart—hunger of many years was appeased when Jaifrey Cray

craft gathered his daughter into a warm embrace.

And she, with her face hidden in his bosom, poured out her contri

tion for the readiness with which she had believed ill of him.

“After all,” she said, “it is little Jeanne who has taught us how

to know each other. I too can say, ‘ God bless her!’ ”

CHAPTER I.

THE child had been in Juliette’s loving keeping more than a

(month, when Dicky Dangerfield made the snbjoined entry in his

nary:

“Another complication. Of course I am in it. B. M.’s daughter

has turned up in the most amazing manner. I’ve got another secret to

keep. If I did not stand in mortal terror of D. M. I am quite sure I

should give this one away. D. says I am to hold my tongue, don’t

you know, and let events take their course. Might as well begin obey

ing D. now, as it will be inevitable a few months later. We are to be

married in October. She is determined to finish her law course.

“ I fancy the announcement of my marriage to a lawyer will make

the fellows at the club grin. But D. is all right. Believe I would as

soon have a girl play at law as at more legitimate nonsense, if it keeps

her as wise and fresh and sweet as my dear little girl is.

“Spooning on paper, in a diary which no one is ever to see, doesn’t

go. It’s lost literature. Wonder if the world would be any worse

off for losing nine-tenths of its literature?

_ “But to come back to that girl of B.’s. What a chase she has

given him! He is at the antipodes, looking for her, and here she is,

as serene and pretty as a spring daisy, right under my nose.

“D. says she is a proiégéc of Miss C.’s. Miss C. was called in

professionally to the child’s grandmother,—-cross-eyed old party, I

suppose. Cross-eyed party dies, leaving Miss C. residuary legatee. I

believe that’S the legal term for having things left to you that nobody

else wants, neither do you.

“What the deuce! I should like to know what has become of

the party D. H. gave the girl to. D. M. says I'm to ask no questions;
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that the whole thing is in the hands of Providence. D. M. may be

right ; she generally is. All I have to say is that Providence has got

me pretty well mixed up.

“If I knew B. M.’s address, would cable him about the child.

Have never had a line from him since he wrote me that poor D. H.

was really dead. He had seen the parties who were capsized in the

same sailing-boat. Parties said that a young girl was reported as being

with the company, who might be his daughter. He’s gone on a wild

goose chase after the company.

“D. says it will all come right some time, somehow. My faith in

D. is more tangible than my faith in Providence. Nothing to do but

There the entry ceased.

He and Dolly had gone through with rather an exciting interview

that afternoon. He had gone to the flat to see if Dolly and Miss Cray

craft wanted tickets for a Carmen matinée. Just stepping into an open

carriage in front of the house he had seen Miss Craycraft. A little

girl in a white dress and black ribbons, looking very sweet and demure,

was already settled on the back seat.

Juliette had bowed and smiled, without offering to tarry. The

little girl had glanced at him shyly, without any token of recognition,

and lac had field his lifted hat above his astonished head for half kl

secon after t ey moved on' standing stock-still.

_'.tI‘hen in mountfil to 1h)dltly’s a}I>:;rtment, tiwee steps at a time. His

exc1 emen grew WI ‘ 1 eac s ep. was mos remar a e.

f lDolly opeped the dfoor f(l)l[‘ him lfirself. He had entirely lost sight

0 us or1g1na excuse or ca ing. is salutator W —

“My dear Dolly, would you kindly explain 1”’ as,

“ About what?”

‘_‘ Abou_th1\€1iss 9(’l,ra.ycraft and—and the young person I saw in the

carnage wrt er. -

“ Little Jeanne? Isn’t she lovely?”

“ Little Jeanne—who ?”

“ Silverman. She is a protégée of Juliette’s, but if we live together

very long I shall grow as fond of her as Juliette is.”

“Yes, but, my dear girl, you are talking, don’t you know, as if

the young person were a stray kitten that you and Miss Craycraft had

found and tied a blue ribbon around its neck. I’m sure I don’t know

why women always tag their pets with blue ribbons.”

“ VVe do make something of a pet of the little thing. But we have

not put her into blue ribbons ye . She is in a sort of mourning for

her grandmother, her only relative.”

“ Lived in a little house away up town ?”

k “1tfles.t’;” Dolly opened her eyes wide. “But how came you t0

now 1a .

_ “I happen to knowa good deal more than that,” said Dicky, look

mg very important. “ I happen to know that the ehild’s father is at

this moment trottmg wildly over the globe looking for her.”

Dolly laughed scornfully.

“My dear boy! And I happen to know that the child is both

\=-v-:3-=*‘A--—-w-——
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fatherless and motherless. Juliette never would have taken her in

hand otherwise. One need never wonder at anything she does. You

know her nursing is just a fad.”

“Somewhat on the order of your lawyering,” said Dick, with a

grin of malice.

“ Don’t be ungenerous, Richard. Women sacrifice even their most

cherished careers for men, only to hear themselves flouted as ephemera.

But we really have not time for a quarrel this afternoon. Juliette is

coming back for me in half an hour. She has taken the child to have

a tooth treated. I am glad my dear Juliette will have something else

to interest herself in besides sick people when I desert her.”

“ Oh, but, by Jove, my dear, Stuyvesant Square is not entirely in~

accessible. But, but ” His forehead was badly wrinkled by the

perplexity of the moment.

“ I say, Dolly dear, you must decide it. I confess I am not equal

to it.”

“Decide what, Richard? I confess that this morning I am not

equal to you.”

“Well, it is this way. That is Bradish Mackaye’s daughter that

Miss Craycraft has taken in hand, and I must let him know where she

is, as soon as I am find out where to address him.”

Dolly gazed at him in dumb surprise. She had never heard this

side of Mr. Mackaye’s story. Neither had Juliette. All that Dicky

had ever vouchsafed to tell was that his friend had been unhappily

married and separated from his wife.

Neither Dolly nor Juliette affected the theatre. Opera was a pas

sion with them. In her own home Juliette had heard Miss Hartuif

casually discussed, but Mrs. Craycraft’s taste was for fresher morsels

than a domestic tragedy a decade old. Having satisfied her curiosity

about Bradish Mackaye’s lapse, she had dismissed him from her mind

entirely, for something of a fresher date. He had ceased to be a topic

before Juliette came home. There had been nothing of a clue, to

Jeanne’s new friends, of her connection with either the actress whose

accidental death had furnished the papers with a paragraph or two,

or with Dicky Dangerfield’s friend. When accepting the care of the

child as a sacred trust from her father, Juliette had asked,—

“What am I to call Jeanne, father? I mean what surname?"

And without hesitation her father had answered,—

“ Silverman,—Jeanne Silverman. There is no stain on that name;

there is on her own. If it should ever be necessary for her to assume

her father’s name it can easily be done. As it is, it had best be for

gotten.’

‘ He was thinking of the remote possibility of Forbes Mackaye and

ills wife ever relenting towards their dead son sufficiently to claim his

child.‘ He had himself made a recent effort to talk to his friend about

B_rad|sh, but had evoked such a terrible outburst of passion as made

him resolve never to expose his little girl to such explosions.

And so as Jeanne Silverman the child had come into the lives of

her two new friends.

And here was Dick, bringing a horrid mystery and a sensational



250 GROUND-S WELLS.

complication into an affair which she and Juliette had regarded as

rather a pretty incident.

“Tell me all about it,” she said, resignedly, “and then I can judge

better of the exigencies of the case. Juliette brought the child here

with the distinct understanding that it had no living relatives but the

old woman who had just died; and yet,” she laughed, “mummer

denies stoutly that there is a drop of Irish blood in my veins.”

“ Who told her so “I” asked Dicky, politely passing over the Irishism.

“Juliette? Why Oh, I don’t know. The doctor, I suppose.”

So Dicky told her all about it, leaving out nothing at all.

She sighed as he stopped talking.

“I wish you had been as explicit when you first introduced your

friend here.”

“ Yes, but, my dear girl,”—-he flung out his hands defensively,—

“remember I just brought him here merely to show you to him. He

is my friend, and I am fond of him. He was staying with me. I

only thought to brighten a few evenings for him. How could I

know ‘?”

“ You might have known.”

Then, with a note of real perplexity, she went on:

“ But, Richard, this is quite out of the question. If Juliette

should ever hear of your story she would—oh, I don’t know where

she would put our dear little Jeanne. Of course she could not keep

her, you know.”

“ No? Why not?”

“ Because, because_ Richard, if I tell you something, will

you promise me solemnly never to breathe it to a living soul?” .

“ I’ll promise you anything,” said Dicky, with reckless eagerness.

“§Vell, then, come close. I feel as if I ought not to whisper it,

even.

He came very close.

“ I think, I believe, I knoW——that—Juliette is desperately in love

with Mr. Mackaye, without in the least suspecting it herself.”

“ Delightful!” said Dicky, catching his breath ecstatically.

“But it is not delightful. It is perfectly abominable. The idea

of Juliette Craycraft, my superb Juliette, whose head, I used to say at

school, looked as if it were waiting for a coronet, marrying a widower,

a man under a cloud, aud——a big child.”

“ Bradish is a gentleman,” said Dicky, loyally.

“ Y-e-s, and dreadfully handsome. But don’t you see how awfully

awkward it would be to tell her about Jeanne’s father, Richard ?”

“ Yes. But, my dear girl, what am I to do? My first duty is to

my friend.”

“ Your first duty is to me,” said his fiancée, looking at him serenely.

“ Yes, to be sure, of course; but I must do something, my love- I

can’t let that poor devil wear himself out soul and body looking for the

child, when I know where she is. See ?”

“Yes, I see. But he will come back as soon as he catches up With

that company and finds his daughter is not with them. And, Richard;

until then ”
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“ Until then ?”

He was quite willing to shift the responsibility onto Dolly’s capable

shoulders.

“I insist upon your letting events take their proper course.”

Dicky fell into a meditative silence. He broke it after a while by

a series of disconnected chuckles. Dolly looked severely at him.

“Mr. Dangerfield, would you object to telling me what you are

laughing at ?”

“ It is funny, don’t you know.’ He deprecated her possible dis

pleasure by a loving look. “You dear women, ‘ new women’ I believe

you like to hear yourselves called, start out on such high moral and

intellectual grounds that the average man feels in your presence like a

worm, not deserving the distinction of being trodden on by you,

when—flop you go, don’t you know, falling in love like the dear true

lassies that you are after all,—one of you ready to fling Blackstone and

Greenleaf on Evidence out of window for a poor idiot who adores

you, and the other ready to give refuge to a fellow under a cloud but

awfully in need of somebody to love him.”

“ There is where it comes in,” said Dolly, quite unabashed. “You

need us so dreadfully that you never give us time to work out our

careers as we plan them. Poor mummer! I’m afraid there will be

some more broken threads for her to worry over.” And she sighed

tranquilly.

The twitter of an electric bell closed the argument.

“ That is Juliette come back for me. We are going shopping.”

“ May I come ‘?”

“ Most emphatically not,” said Miss Morgan, growing so very pink

that the nature of her business dawned upon his dull masculine com

prehension.

She was going to buy——things !

“ You would be dreadfully in the way, Richard.” And he took

himself off with the docility of a well-trained domestic animal.

7

CHAPTER XXIII.

DINNER under the Forbes-Mackayes’ roof was more of an imposing

ceremonial than a cheerful feeding-time. There were only three mem

berfl of the family, each of whom, as a rule, acquitted himself with

11u_equable dignity which left nothing to be desired from the butler"s

point of view. ,

The olficiating high-priest, otherwise the butler, found occasion

one day to say to himself, in the strictest confidence, that “ there were

such a thing as overdoin’ of things.”

He perhaps had reference to the positive gloom that enwrapped

Ehe dining-room while the meal dragged its slow length from soup to

essert.

He knew, by the hour for which the carriage was ordered, that

Mrs. Mackaye would occupy her box that night at the Metropolitan

Opera-House. Mr. Louis would probably go with her. He had a
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large white carnation in his button-hole. Domestic pigs learn to tell

which way the wind blows by straws. Domestic bipeds are sometimes

as wise. Mr. Mackaye would not go. He never did. He would

spend the evening dozing in the library. At ten o’clock he would

wake up, take a glass of tokay, and go to bed. Not a very exciting

programme, but it had the advantage of having been tried and not

found wanting.

Just as the butler had disposed of the family for the evening to his

own satisfaction, Mr. Mackaye threw his calculations into confusion.

Mr. L. Forbes-Mackaye was a tall man, who bent from the back

of his neck. An inch more of physical abasement, and he would

have actually hung his head. He lifted it now, to ask his wife a

“ Laura, are you going out this evening?”

“I had intended to,” she said. “Lohengrin is on for to-night.”

“And you, Louis?”

“ I was going with my mother, sir; but if you would rather have

me stay with you ”

“ I would like to have you both at home this evening. Provided,”

with his eyes on his wife, “it is not too much of a deprivation. I

have something I would like to talk to you both about.”

“ Certainly, sir,” said Louis, with alacrity. Mrs. Mackaye simply

acquiesced by countermanding the carriage.

It was impossible not to feel some curiosity. It was a thing with

out precedent to_be asked to stay at home after she was dressed to go

out and the carriage had been ordered.

With Louis, cupidity eclipsed curiosity. Such a grave prologue

must have for peroratiou material good for himself. He had always

been a good son, and it was high time his father was recognizing his

filial superiority by a handsome settlement. “Even in that affair of

Brad’s” he “had stood shoulder to shoulder with the old man,” not

withstanding his motl1er’s importunities. Into these Jack-Hornerish

reflections his father’s slow voice projected a great surprise.

“It is about Bradish that I wish to speak.”

Mrs. Mackaye started violently. It was the first time the name

of their son had fallen from his father’s lips since the day when she,

standing midway between her husband and the son he was casting out

with hot, bitter words of denunciation, had tried impotently to stem

the current of his wrath.

“ Bradish !” She repeated her boy’s name, almost in a whisper.

_ Not very long ago he had come to her again, secretly, like a thief

in the night, creeping through the old nursery door. He had come to

tell her that he was going to cross the seas in search of his child. She

had held him in her arms and humbly confessed the pitiful pangs

of Jealousy that had torn her heart. He had spoken manly, loving,

soothmg words to her. He had told her that when he came back hers

would be the first face he would seek. They loved each other so, that

mother and son, and now perhaps death had snatched from her even

the poor satisfaction of those furtive interviews about which his father

had never heard.
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“We will go into the library, Laura, my dear.”

There was an unusual note of tenderness in his voice. It was as

if he would make tardy atonement for his terrible mercilessness.

Nothing but the extremest remorse could so melt that stern, hard face.

Bradish must be dead.

She followed him into the library without any words. He rolled

a chair forward, and waited, standing, until she was seated.

“Don’t keep me waiting, please. I can stand anything better than

this slow torture of suspense,” she said, lifting her eyes to scan his

face.

He had been silent so long that every nerve in her overstrained

system was quivering.

“Perhaps,” he said, taking the plunge awkwardly, “you may or

may not have noticed an advertisement in the papers calling for the

heirs of Dora Hartuff, if any existed.”

“I have, sir,” said Louis.

“I had it inserted several weeks ago. To-day it bore very un

expected fruit. About the advertisement first, however.

“For five or six years I have been receiving irregular sums of

money at irregular periods of time, marked ‘conscience money.’ At

first, Laura, I was foolish enough to imagine that my son was trying

in that inadequate way to make good the sum he had forged my name

for. Poor lad ! as if it was the money I cared for !”

The old man’s bent head dropped still farther forward on his

breast. His hands, stretched the length of the chair arms, twitched.

Mrs. Mackaye left her chair and drew a hassock close to his side.

She laid a soft, cool hand on one of his.

“Lester, go on, please.”

“Yes, yes. I am tantalizing you. I had a call from an obscure

lawyer a few weeks ago. He explained the mystery of the conscience

money. He told me that it had been sent through him by a client

who had just died in Australia. She desired, he said, to pay to me a

certain sum of money,—the exact sum of the forgery, Laura,—but, as

it was money she had to earn first, it had come in irregular sums and

at irregular times. His client was Dora Hartulf.

“The lawyer was of the opinion that I had some understanding

with his client, and so when he heard of her death he considered him

self under obligations to let me know that no more money would be

forthcoming.

“It was rather pitiful, that poor woman’s effort to rectify the old

trouble. I knew she had a child,—hers—and his. It occurred to me

that the child was the proper person to have that money. I advertised

for the heirs of Dora Hartutf, deceased."

“ And you found her daughter?”

“No. I found her father. The advertisement has been running

for several weeks. To-day Morris Hartuff, or the wreck of Morris

Ha1'Plfl', presented himself in my private oifice. You remember him,

Loms? He used to be cashier for Mills & Co., in College Place.”

“I remember him, sir. He drank then, I think.”

“I remember him when he did not drink,——when he was a gentle
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man. He has not a vestige of respectability left. He had come in

answer to my advertisement. He said that if his daughter had left

anything it was his. He was her heir. She had given her child away

when it was scarcely more than a baby, and, if it was not dead, it did

not need the money. He did not know Dora had left anything. His

ghastly greed to handle that money, pitifully small as the hoard was,

stirred my gall. I asked him if he knew how I came to be in pos

session of his daughter’s money. He did not. I told him. He

writhed like a dumb animal under the lash while I was telling it.

Then, I suppose, somewhere in his sodden body a. glimmer of manhood

was still lingering: my story aroused it. He flung up his hands with

a groan, and hid his miserable face in them. And then, Laura,——

wife !—he cried out, ‘Poor girl, my poor girl! Keep the accursed

money: it would scorch my soul! My God, if you hang me for it,

you shall have the truth at last. Life is not worth the price I am

paying for it.’

“ I won’t try to put it into his words, wife: it would take too long.

For it was a confession wrung by remorse from a very guilty soul.

Bradish, our boy Bradish, is—was guiltless of the crime I drove him

out for. I was a brute,—a brute, Laura. I ought to have known my

son, your son, could not have been a. forget.”

“ Yes, Lester, but ”

“Hartufl"s story,—you want that. It’s an old one, so far as his

dabbling in stocks with his employer’s money was concerned. EX

posure was imminent. He lived with his daughter and Bradish. He

says she had often amused him and herself by imitating various signa

,tures,—his, her husband’s, anybody’s that she had seen. The devil

showed him a loop-hole out of his snarl. He put a blank cheque

before her (Bradish had some of mine in the house), and told her it

would be a good joke to write my name on one of our cheques and let

Bradish find it in the book. He would wonder when the cheque had

been signed, and she could then tell the joke. No harm could pos

sibly come of it, as there were no figures in the cheque.

“ She lent herself to the joke. He closed the bank-book, and put

it back in Bradish’s table drawer in the library. She gave it no more

thought, until—until that scene I had with our son, in her presence.

Then she fainted.

. “She knew her father must have filled out the cheque she had

signed in jest to mystify her husband. Her husband believed She

had committed the forgery for frivolous purposes of her own. He

would _not denounce his wife. She could not denounce her father.

She beheved that my son would be forgiven and the matter hushed up,

whereas her father would be dealt with according to the law. P00!‘

girl! Awful strait to be in. Bradish’s sealed lips confirmed my $115

picions. You know all that. Think, Laura, think of what our heroic

boy, our noble boy, was suffering all that time! It was godlike.”

. Tears were running down the furrowed cheeks that had known 110

such moisture for years. Mrs. Mackaye sat white and still, holding

him with a burning gaze.

The old man wiped his eyes and resumed his story.
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“ He would not speak, she could not. She could not send her own

father to the penitentiary. Then Bradish put her away from him.

She still sheltered the miserable man who had wrecked her home. She

made one effort to clear our son’s reputation, Hartutf tells me. She

induced her father to follow him, to make a clean breast.of it. He

was to confess on Bradish’s promise to see that no prosecution should

follow. He went after Bradish; followed him to a little town in

Canada. He had left it. Hartuff’s courage failed. He returned to

his daughter with a lie on his lips; told her Bradish was dead, had

taken his own life to end his misery. It was easy for her to believe.

After that she went on the stage. The rest does not matter. Nothing

matters, Laura, but the awful injustice I did your boy.

“If I could only have him back, wife, for half an hour, to ask

his pardon ! Ten years ago. Not a word ! If he was not dead then,

he is now, doubtless.

“ I don’t think he would be silent to you so long, wife. Your be

lief in him never wavered. I was a brute, an unnatural brute. I can

see him standing in that door-way now, Laura, his head up, his eyes

blazing, his white lips mute. Then I called it bravado. Now I call

it godlike. Living or dead, his name is clean. Thank God, my son

is not a felon!”

Tears of gratitude for this great mercy vouchsafed chased them

selves unchecked down his cheeks. In their current they washed

away the shame that had bent him earthward and ploughed the fur

rows in his face.

Then his wife’s voice brought soothing.

“Lester, who knows? perhaps he is not dead. Why should he

die of this shame, he so young and strong, when you and I have lived

through it? God is no niggard of his mercies. Surely he will not

cheat us of the sweet aftermath of joy we might gather in having our

son back.” Then she told him all she knew.

“He has a friend here, one who has cleaved to him closer than

a brother. Go to him, Lester. Go to Richard Dangerfield to-night,

and see if he can give you any tidings of our son. He can, if any

one can.”

She was looking at him through a mist, that wonderful woman,

who had “lived quite long enough to have outlived all emotion.” But

there were no “ daws” in the Mackaye home that night. Only to Louis

l5l11S apotheosis of the prodigal brought no great joy.

CHAPTER XXIV.

INTO every life there comes a supreme moment, when weal and

woe seem so nicely balanced against each other in Destiny’s smles that

a breath would furnish ample power to incline them for or against us.

We hold our breath and think we are deciding.

Jeanne’s crucial moment came to her early in life. It was left to

her own free choice whether she should stay with Juliette, whom she

had come to love very dearly, and near the self-elected guardian whose
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goodness and mercy had sheltered her forlornest years, or go to Iowa

with a father she had seen but a dozen times, but who had not forfeited

her affection through any lack of it on his own part.

Juliette stood braiding the child’s soft, shining hair with her own

delicate hands. Jeanne had never known the luxury of a maid.

“ ranny” had always managed for her the heavy masses of her yellow

hair.

Bradish was to come that morning for the child’s decision.

More depended upon it than any one but himself conceived of.

If Jeanne should elect to give herself up to him, new spirit would be

infused into his life. Bri ht possibilities might blossom again in the

soil that had been parche and scorched by the fierce ordeal he had

passed through. If she would not come to him voluntarily, he would

accept it as a token that he was not to ask for that fresh blossoming

of affection he so craved.

He was to go to the flat that morning. And Juliette was preparing

Jeanne for the interview. Looking over the child’s head into the mirror

before which they were standing, she took loving note of the softly

rounded cheeks, the lovely tender eyes, with their long curling lashes,

and the sweet red lips parted just then in half a smile. Jeanne was

looking at their blended reflections in the glass. The smile on her

lips broadened until it was swallowed up in two dimples.

“ What is it, Jeanne?”

“ I was wondering,” she answered, “ if I should have to cut of my

long hair if I went away with my father, or if he could learn to plait

it as beautifully as you do. Then a funny picture of my tall papfl

trying to braid my hair every morning came into my head, and made

me smile.”

“ Which goes to show,” said Juliette, gravely, “that you were

thinking more of yourself just then than of him—or—anybody else.”

“Oh, I did not mean that. You don’t mean that. I love you so

;l_early, so dearly. I cannot give you up. You are cruel for the first

1me.

She turned impulsively, and clung to Juliette’s neck convulsively

She was still sobbing when Dolly came to tell her that her father was

In the parlor. She wrung her hands despairingl .

. “What must I do? What must I say? Oh, why did he come

mto my life‘? I had plenty of friends,——ji1st the ones I wanted.”

Juliette took the small hands in her own firmly.

“Jeanne, do you know that you are being shockingly selfish this

mornmg? And you are growing hysterical. I thought you were very

much more of a woman.” ‘

Thus put upon her mettle, the child dried her eyes hurriedly and

rushed from the room before another break-down was possible.

How do you think she will decide?" said Dolly, with the com

posure of one who had no individual interests at stake.

“ It is hard to say. For him, I hope. In any event I shall 1056

21;; hzgltigtdzz rxpggefiiggg hold that child seems to take upon every One

“ It is her beauty,” said Dolly, practically. “ She is a sweet child,
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and a bright one, but we do not love her for that. \Ve love her simply

and entirely because she is perfectly beautiful.”

“Yes,” said Juliette, absently. She was not giving very much

attention to Dolly’s platitudes. She was in spirit with the two in the

parlor. In any event she should lose her little companion. Bradish

Mackaye’s daughter could not be her ward. It was manifestly im

ossible. If Jeanne refused to go to Iowa, she would be given up to

Its. Mackaye. Her grandfather was already clamoring for her.

She walked restlessly around the room, putting in place various

articles she had displaced in preparing Jeanne to look her loveliest for

this important interview.

“Richard says,” Dolly resumed, following Juliette’s movements

lazilywith her eyes, “that he thinks Mr. Mackaye will make a great

mistake in going back to Iowa at all. He says he does not think that

fie really wants to go, but that he is afraid—afraid—to trust himself

ere.”

“Afraid of what? I am sure his vindication has been very full

and very public. It is rather pathetic, his old father’s clinging anxiety

to be seen everywhere in public with him. I don’t see how he can

bear to be separated from them again.”

“Oh,” said Dolly, with experience, “ fathers and mothers are very

dear, of course, but sometimes a man wants more than a father and

mother can give him in the way of companionship.”

" He will have Jeanne.”

“Juliette, at times I think you are really detestable. This is one

of the times. Richard says—-"

“ By the way,” said Juliette, levelling a petrifying look at her, “ I

thought you were to meet Mr. Dangerfield at the photographer's this

morning ?”

“ So I am; at half-past ten.”

“It is twenty minutes of eleven now. But perhaps Mr. Danger

field does not lay any stress on punctuality.”

“Virtually I am dismissed,” said Dolly, rising with great dignity,

and taking herself promptly out of the way.

Yes, virtually she was dismissed. Juliette wanted to be alone.

She was nervous and unstrung. Since the startling moment when her

father had come to her, now some weeks ago, with the strange story

of Bradish Mackaye’s return, his vindication from the crime laid at his

door, and his pitiful pilgrimage in search of his daughter, she had not

known a tranquil moment.

It had brought with it such a rude upheaval of the idyllic life

she and Jeanne were to live together. The message she had “ wanted

to write on the tablets of that pure young life” had gone scarcely

beyond its initial Sentence. It must remain now forever unwritten.

Her own life, which had seemed to take on form and meaning with

the hovering tenderness that enwrapped the kinless child, stretched

blankly ahead of her.

True, thank God, she and her father got nearer to each other every

day, but there was nothing she “could do for him” beyond loving him

and letting him know that she did. There were large and lllltried

VOL. L\"II.--17
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capacities in her nature, of which she was vividly aware, and for

which, so far, she had found no outlet,—capacities for creating, for

directing, for guiding. She had not been afraid, in the freedom of her

new daughterhood, to put some of her regrets into words.

They were talking of Jeanne’s probable departure for Iowa.

“I shall miss her, of course,” Craycraft said, “ but I shall be glad

to feel that Mackaye can have so much compensating sweetness infused

into a life well-nigh wrecked through no fault of his own. I shall

miss her as you cannot fathom. I seem to be such a reservoir for

theories and wishes and plans for perfecting girls’ characters. Awfully

presumptuous, I know you are thinking, but I believe it is those who

are most keenly aware of failure in their own persons who can best

round other characters.”

And to-day, sitting there alone, waiting for Jeanne to come back

to her and tell her how she had decided, she found herself reverting

to Dora Hartuif.

“ Poor girl, no one had ever given her credit for heroism, and yet

what a sacrificial life hers had been! It was pitiful, too, to think of

the poor, mean, sordid conditions she had laid upon herself in order

to send that conscience money to the defrauded rich man.

“ With all my fine theories, could I ever have reached such heights

of self-abnegation ? I do not believe I could.”

She was plunged into one of her self-accusing moods. Dolly

openly declared that if Juliette had lived in the thirteenth or four

teenth century she would have belonged to the Flagellants.

She was still trying to settle that question of comparative sacrificial

attainment, when Jeanne came back to her. She came with very red

eyes, and the fresh handkerchief that had been folded primly in her

little hand was a mere wet wad.

“ You have been crying,” said Juliette, judicially.

“So has he,” Jeanne sobbed, hysterically.

“Then you have disappointed him ?”

t I ‘l‘ I am—afraid——so.” The child hung her gold-crowned head con

r1te v.

“What did you say to him, Jeanne?”

“I told him—I told him that—that—I loved you so dearly.”

“Which was not exactly to the point,” said Miss Craycraft,

smiling pitifully into the little wet face she had lifted. “And What

did he say then ?”

“ He said—that he did too, but that you should never know it.”

“Jeanne!” I

Further revelations were rendered impossible. Juliette had laid a

rosy_palm over the child’s lips. Presently she took it away, and,

lookmg far away over Jeanne’s head out upon a hideous environment

of chimney-pots and dingy Walls, none of which she saw, she asked,

very softly,—

“ Well, and then?”

“I told him that I—could not go.”

“And you have sent him away? You know, Jeanne, he could

take you. You belong to him.”
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“Yes; and he says he had expected to do that, but he did not

expect to find me so happy and so sheltered. He says he has so little

to offer me in place 0f'—of—y0u.” .

“And that made you sorry for him?”

Jeanne looked at her with the unconscious egotism of a spoiled

child.

“ Oh, I have been very sorry for him all the time. But one can't

love just where one ought to always, can they, darling?”

“Sometimes one loves where one ought not to,” said Juliette, ven

turing a reply which left the child unanswered.

“Father wants me to go with him this morning to see my grand

mother," said Jeanne, rising demurely. “ May I ask him to come to

tea with us? Our little teas are sojolly.”

“Yes. And, Jeanne,”—she busied herself with the big bow of

sash;ribbon on Jeanne’s‘ slim waist,—“ you may ask him something

else.“ Yes ?”

“Ask him if he has ever read Miles Standish.”

“ Was Miles Standish a book?”

“No ; he was a soldier. But somebody put him into a book along

with a great, splendid, lovable—coward.”

“ I did not know cowards were ever lovable,” said Jeanne, strug

gling with the ethics of the case.

“Frequently,” said Juliette, laughing softly, and pushing her

towards the door.

In the rear of the flat was a small closet which she dignified by

the name of her library. Into this she shut herself‘ now.

Her heart was beating wildly. Her cheeks were crimson.

“Had ever a woman done so daring a deed? Could she ever

again raise her eyes to his?”

A soft tap on the library door nettled her. She did not want even

to meet Jeanne’s uncomprehending glance just then. She opened the

door reluctantly.

Bradish stood on the threshold. She dropped her eyes in confusion.

There was a light in his she had never seen there before. It dazzled

her with its luminous gladness.

“May I come in?” he asked, advancing with outstretched hands,

—“to—speak for myself?”

She-put both her hands into his. Her lids still drooped over her

shy eyes, but her lips were moving.

Only a lover’s determined ear could have caught the words that

fluttered over them :

“O thou of little faith !”

That was all, but it gave him suflicient courage to say much that

he had been longing to say, and she to hear, for many a day. ‘

On the fifteenth day of October Dicky Dangerfield made a final

entry in his diary. He was very tired and sleepy, for the old home

In Stuyvesant Square had been gay that night. His last bachelor

dmner had been eaten. So had Bradish Mackaye’s.

“Brad and I made a double event of the bachelor dinner to-night.
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To-morrow Grace Church will witness the double event of our mar

riages. The society gossips have had plenty to say about the brilliant

Miss Craycraft marrying the widower of an actress, and all that sort

of rot. But society does not often have the opportunity to attend the

wedding of a woman who is at once such an ornament to it and so

superior to its littleness. She is grand! Dolly’s admiration for Brad

is as extravagant as mine for Miss Craycraft. So that squares the

account. This is the first time I have ever permitted a full name in

my diary. That is because I am going to burn it up before I go to

church to-morrow morning. Diaries are perilous things. Every man

of the world wants to hold converse with himself in some such fashion,

II pgesume, but I should never dare risk this falling into my wife’s

an s.

“Brad will not return to Iowa, after all. The old man has

almost gone down on his knees to persuade them to live with him

until they build. Individually, I should apprehend annihilation if I

were invited to locate anywhere near Mrs. Forbes-Mackaye. But

some people cannot be annihilated. Juliette and Bradish are one of

them. They do not shrivel up before any blaze of magnificence.”

Having duly recorded this specimen of worldly wisdom, with a

careful regard for dots and crosses equalled only by his disregard for

grammar, Dicky hid his diary with his usual secretiveness. It had

always reposed in a vellum envelope, on which was inscribed,—

“ In case of my sudden death before burning, let this be consigned

to the flames without examination.”

This inscription had struck him at the moment as being open to

criticism, but it had grown familiar with time.

The next morning, before drawing on his wedding gloves, he

cremated this innocent record of a blameless life, with much secrecy,

and with a comfortable sense of protecting various members of society

from damaging revelations.

After which he breathed freely.

THE END.
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THE FIRST DAYS OF THE WORLD.

HEN geology took up the world’s history, in early Archai-an days,

three hundred millions* of years had already passed since the

molten rocks of the sun-like earth had formed from the condensing

nebulae.

The cooling of the exterior had gone forward with remarkable

slowness, but at last it was hard, solid rock: the thick, heavy va ors

had begun to condense, and waters, hot and acid, covered the worl , or

at least its greater part.

:Over the continental region the sea was more or less shallow, and

the breaking and grinding of the ocean’s bed laid the nucleus for future

land.

A triangular island slowly appeared above the waste of waters, in

what is now the Hudson’s Bay region ; there appeared, too, a narrow

strip which in centuries to come was to be the Highlands of the Hud

son; there was also a coast-line in the broad area covering the Rockies;

small islands dotted the great northern seas where Norway and Sweden

now stand.

As time passed, the waters slowly became cooler, and at last life,

lowly life, appeared in so'me structureless plants and animals.

A warm and equable climate covered the land, and a clouded sky

tempered the rays of the sun; but the rocks were yet bare, and no

sounds filled the air save those of a lifeless and voiceless nature,—the

surging of the waters and the raging of the tempest. But a gradual

change was taking place; the seas adjoining these primordial islands

became shallower; corals and sea-lilies filled the bays; mollusks and

crustaceans had begun, and for ages mollusk life reigned supreme in

this embryo world. _

As the years passed, New England and New York became dry land.

Europe as yet was only a far-reaching archipelago of many islands.

Changes, too, had become apparent in the vegetable and animal

world : verdure now covered the hills ; high tree-ferns and rushes, with

here and there a pine, made up the old forests.

Fishes began to appear in forms the lowest and simplest, but it was

not long until great numbers of species and kinds, from giant sharks to

the smallest perch, filled the bays and inlets. Never before and never

smce has there been such a world of fish.

Beetles, spiders, and huge may-flies swarmed over the land, and the

“hum of insect life enlivened the strange old Devonian forests.”

No hard-and-fast lines were drawn between the various steps in

* Professor Perry has recently, by certain calculations based on the cooling

0_f lavas, deduced the age of the earth to be something like three thousand mal

l1ons of ears,

L_0r Kelvin admits the validity of Perry’s arguments. Professor Helm

holtrgudged about three hundred millions of years to be the time in reaching

200° entigrade.
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the world’s progress: thousands of years would pass before a change

could be discern , but slowly and surely everything tended to a definite

end, and that end was progress.

Fishes had had their day, and were beginning to decline : as we gaze

through the damp and hazy atmosphere we see the dawning of another

world,—a strange, subtropical-looking land, with its jungles and float

ing islands filled with giant tree—ferns, ground-pines, and rushes.

Reptiles, fishes, and amphibians sported in the waters; no birds

flitted through the foliage, and there were yet no mammals, foraheavy,

moist, and murky air, overcharged with carbon dioxide, rested like a

thick mantle over the earth, death—dealing to beast and bird ,- but there

were spiders, scorpions, and roaches, the insect life of the time.

The croaking of huge frogs, the roaring of the billows, and the

crashing and rolling of tropical thunder-storms were the only sounds

which broke the stillness.

for corals had lived and died within twenty degrees of the pole.

Many changes characterized this age,—one period of great marshes,

and then a submergence ; sand and gravel would sweep over the great

buried forests; centuries would pass, and land again appear, to be again

clothed with trees and shrubs.

This was the age of the coal-plants; in these subtropical marshes

lived the vegetation which stored up the sun’s heat and removed the

excess of carbon dioxide, thereby preparing the world for higher life.

As period succeeded period, the old trees, deep down in the earth,

were changed into coal, and finally became part of the earth’s strata:

thus it was not only in America, but wherever similar conditions ex

isted,—in Europe, in China, in India, and in Australia.

As the end of this era approached, there were great changes in

land and sea.- The beds along the Appalachian marshes had become

thicker as centuries passed, and at last the load became too heavy for

the fragile crust. Then began a series of earthquakes; vast fractures

and foldings of the strata took place, and out of all the continent

emerged with its eastern mountain system completed, but ten times

higher than now.

With the passing away of the great cataclysm North America had

assumed somewhat the same shape as at present. The general contour

Marsupial mammals were just beginning: huge lizards and crocodiles

sunned themselves on the soft mud-flats of New Jersey, and left their

footprints encased in stone. The gigantic lizard-like Atlantosaurus,——

eighty feet long and twenty feet high,——the greatest land animal that

ever walked the earth, peacefully cropped the foliage from trees nu



run FIRST DAYS or THE WORLD. 263

known to us. Frog-like amphibians, twenty times larger than existing

frogs, sported in the marshes. In the sea there was the giant snake

like Mosasaurus, a veritable sea-serpent, seventy-five feet in length.

Perhaps some of those old saurians have survived in the great

depths of the ocean. Why not? One mollusk family of this age

still lives in the waters of the Atlantic.

Add to the landscape the strange flying lizards, and the huge bat

like featherless animals with their long reptilian tails, and the feathered

birds, with their sharp, snake-like teeth, wading in the marshes, and

we have a picture of the world when reptile life was the dominating

feature. As the caterpillar precedes the butterfly, so this demon-like

World was necessary in the grand scheme of life.

Centuries by the hundreds passed ; reptile life had reached its

culmination and began to decline. Slowly and gradually northern

lands became elevated. Arctic temperature and cold winds swept over

the country, and a semi-glacial climate supervened: as a consequence

there was a wide-spread destruction of plants and animals. Species.

families, and even tribes were swept out of existence. The old world

was slowly passing away : a new order of things was about to begin.

The American continent had approximately the same shape as now,

There was no longer an inland sea, -but one wide rolling plain reached

from the Alleghanies to the Rockies, which had now assumed their

present altitude; forests of willow, maple, oak, and palm covered the

land; fishes, birds, and reptiles had forms more or less known to us.

It was a land in everything much like our own, save in the mam

mal life, which was huge and gigantic: monstrous mastodons and ele

phants, huge lions and tigers, roamed over mountain and valley from

ocean to ocean ; hyenas approaching in size to grizzly bears preyed on

fallen carcasses; camels larger than any existing species wandered over

the plains from Virginia to the valley of the Missouri.

A mean temperature of 48° F. covered the land : the Arctic regions

had forests of walnut, oak, and poplar. The temperature of the Caro

hnas had, in fact, moved to the Canadas. .

Just about this time, while mammal life was the principal feature

of the globe and a temperate climate prevailed, n1an——the culmination

of the order, but the lowest of his species—-began to appear,* some

where in the lands of the East; not fully developed man, but a wild,

fierce, unkempt, animal-like being, with only the faint glimmering of

an awakening conscience. As paheolithic man be spread over northern

Europe, but fled southward before the cold of the advancing glacier.

_ _ The earliest human remains have been found in the later Tertiary, and

1t1s udged that man appeared about this time.

_ he recent discovery in Tertiary strata on the banks of the Bengewan

Rl\['9l' Of Java throws additional light on man’s earl origin. These remams,

winch consist of part of a skuli, a molar tooth, an a left femur, have been

carefully studied, and present some striking ape-like features. .

Professor Marsh, in a recent monograph, has written that this discovery

has proved the existence of a new prehistoric form, not human, but in size, bram

P9Wer, and erect posture much nearer the human than any animal heretofore

discovered, living or extinct.
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The genial warmth of this subtropical land which had viewed the

natal days of the race was beginning to fade. Northern lands again

became elevated-—perhaps only at the rate of one foot in a century;

slowly and progressively the temperature began to lower and the winters

to become longer; the line of perpetual snow gradually—so gradually

that the lifetime of a man could hardly have noted a change—crept

farther south; the winter’s snow did not melt with the summer's sun,

and as the centuries passed, one vast snow-field, thousands of feet deep,

covered all Northern America, Europe, and Asia.

As environments changed, so plants and animals sought farther

south the temperate lands which now only bordered the equator; but

hosts were crowded out of existence, and as the great ice age reached

its zenith the species and families which had preceded gave way to

others.

For centuries the North was an ice~locked land, and conditions of

life had changed. From the pole to the southern ice limit, not one

mountain projected its head above the unbroken snow: even Mount

\Vashington was deep down under the surface. '

Manhattan Island lay buried at least fifteen hundred feet under

the ice; a wild, weird stillness rested over this favored spot, inter

rupted only by the crashing of the ice as pieces broke from the end

of the glacier beyond the Narrows and, as icebergs, floated out to sea.

Ages had now passed since man first appeared in his primeval

home. Some progress the race had made, but man was still a rude

and untutored savage: his crude weapons were only pieces of roughly

chipped stone, but it was man with a progressive and endless mind.

And as the years passed, the rude palaeolithic ancestor gave place to

men with a higher degree of primitive art; flint-tipped arrows and

axes of stone now gave man the mastery over every animal: food

was no longer a matter of chance, but a matter of skill. Still, at war

with the elements, wild beasts, and savage neighbors, it was a fearful

struggle: the world at the best was then no Garden of Eden.

For twenty thousand years or more the ice, with its various ad

vances and retreats, covered the North. Then began its final departure;

but it was probably as slow in going as it had been in coming. The

land began gradually to sink, the winters became milder, and the

summers longer.

About this time, when the great glacier was creeping off the North

and gigantic animals were beginning to disappear, men were collecting

themselves into communities in such favored places as the valleys of the

Nile and the Tigris, and there made some advance ;* but far out in the

wild forests of Europe there was little progress, and man there remained

much longer a savage.

3 Professor Maspero in his great work states concerning Egypt that while

the oldest monuments hitherto known scarcely transport us farther than six

thousand years, yet they are of an art so fine and so well determined in main

outline that _we must infer a long past of accumulated centuries behind them.”

He believes in placing the first appearance of civilization in the Nile valley at

from eight to ten t_hou.sand years before our era. This is just about the time

agreed upon by scientists as marking the disappearance of the glacier.
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As the melting of the glacier proceeded, great floods filled our

river valleys and deposited banks of sand and gravel, which line the

course of all rivers which had sources under the ice.

This was presumably the time when men first began to appear

on American soil. They dropped their rude weapons in the swollen

streams, and there they remained until, in the fulness of time, they

were again brought to light, to tell the archaeologist the story of the

a es.g The huge mammals had disappeared, save the few which clung

to the tropics. Henceforth man became the dominating factor on the

earth.

Harvey] B. Baahore.

THE CHILD AND HIS FICTIONS.

ICTION is the fruitful soil in which are rooted the young slips

of knowledge, the magic ground whose products adorn the fruits

of the labors of the philosopher, the historian, and the scientist. The

world accepts their offerings and patiently examines them, stimulated

and fascinated by the elusive “perhaps” that animates and pervades

the whole.

The little child, who quickly learned that all existence is divided

into self and non-self, begins at once to invest that portion of non

self with which he comes in contact with whatever attributes may

please his fancy. Whatever is unreal, inexplicable, he attempts to

bring within the narrow circle of his comprehension,—to account for

its existence, its purpose. He begins to make—believe, to imagine.

He assigns to everything its story, inventing, where he has not been

informed.

His first demand upon the resources of the intellect is a story.

(I1'Iis lessons, his amusements, his religion, are imparted to him in story

ress.

From the easy-chair in the chimney-corner, from the lips that utter

the “ good-night” benediction, from nurse, from amateur, from profes

sional, come all manner of tales,—tales with morals, tales without

morals, true tales, fairy tales, and, alasl ghost tales.

A dusky nurse, loving, devoted, but ignorant and overcome by her

fervid imagination and terror of the supernatural, sat beside the cradle

Of her charge, and, enhancing her narrative by awe-struck tone and

marvellous facial expression, whispered of a headless lady who rode a

white horse every night. Precisely at twelve she might be seen can

ter'mg along the lonely road past the cemetery. She herself had seen

her. Once, returning from church alone, late, she had heard the

horse's hoof-beats, and had fled, not daring to look back.

The tender young nerves ached with terror, the small body shrank

beneath the bed-covers, and there was born a life-long horror of the

dark. From that hour in the nursery, life was invested with an in

definable fear of chance, destiny, the supernatural. Cowards are made,
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not born, and not always made by conscience ; at least young cowards

are not.

It is easy to suggest the possibilities unfolded in the fictions for

childhood. Whittington’s immortal cat has bidden more than one

young heart “never despair;” Jack and his bean-stalk have led to

conquest of giants; Cinderella has proclaimed the reward that comes

soon or late to patience in well—doing.

It is a pity that any story for a child should end with evil trium

phant, or that it should ever be so much as imagined for him that the

good can fail to conquer. Let him never forsake his heroes until they

have driven the evil into disgrace and despair, lest he begin to dream

forbidden dreams out of which is born an arch-enemy of law and order

who will be an outcast by and by.

Even from the calamities which occasionally befall the good, his

eyes may be trained to read that “through the ages one increasing

purpose runs.”

The child learns to look for hidden lessons. He can do this be

cause he is himself a romancer, a. player of make-believe, a poet.

He assures you with earnest glowing glances that his pink and

blue morning-glories are lovely ladies; the winds that set the dead

leaves scurrying down the road-side are little horses galloping away

with them; the brown acorn-cups are boats; a tub of water by the

well-side is a sunny blue sea; the song in the bird’s throat is an im

prisoned spirit. With friendly sympathy he bends over the lady-bugs,

whispering, “ Run home, run home, your house is on fire,” and stands

by the garden listening to the busy song of the solemn-eyed grass

hoppers. He is a myth-builder also; the skies are blue, the wind is

soft; he laughs and stretches out wondering, worshipping hands to the

Spirit who sends them. The world grows brown and bitter, and from

his safe slfelter by the fireside he hears the shriek of the wind. Again

he is glad and thanks the power that shelters him. He places himself

and his idealized world under the sway of that mysterious power.

There are no materialists, no agnostics, no atheists, amon the little

ones. The child is a worshipper. He needs but to be to] whom to

worship. A solitary child whose early lessons have been of heaven

and its beauties has lain hour by hour upon a clover-clad hill-side,

gazing into the cloud-banks high above him, seeing wondrous things,

—honses, men, and angels whose wide-sweeping wings waft them into

the uppermost heavens. He has waited, listened, in an ecstasy of joy,

for a glimpse of the heavens about to be opened.

Heaven lies about us in our infancy;

Shades of the prison-house begin to close

Upon the growing boy.

_The childhas sometimes been deprived of those legends and tales

which are his immortal privilege, lest when his larger vision beholds

their unreality and calls them lies his faith and trust shall have

received a shock.
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giving them opportunity to take root before the great harvest of weeds

and thorns which might crush them. He will recognize the fore

thou ht, and bless the hand that sheltered him.

anger of shock to his trust is further lessened by the fact that he

exercises the faculties of judgment and reason earlier than some sup

pose. He grasps beginnings and endings, and sums up results, com

paring with facts and probabilities already understood.

A boy of three years begged for a story. An aunt, after some

hesitation, began to tell a tale “out of her own head." It was ram

bling, purposelcss, and left its commonplace hero about where he

began. On its conclusion the baby looked up into her face wonder

ingly, and said, “What he do all that for, auntie?” The amateur

maker of fiction realized that even for babies “a tale must arrive

somewhere, accomplish something.”

It is a fact that the children who have had in abundance the old

nursery tales, who have worn out numerous copies of Mother Goose,

to whom Christmas and birthdays mean new books of rhyme and story,

being led thence by gradual steps to the uplands of history, poetry,

and romance, seldom go down before the malignancy of the “blood

and thunder” so freely offered them. It is the starved childhood that

seizes and feeds upon these.

A girl of twelve years had occasion to call at the home of a lady

who had befriended her. Scattered about the floor of the sitting-room

were the books of a small nephew, among them a copy of Little Red

Riding—Hood. Her life, barren and hard, had known nothing of liter

ature save her few school-books. She picked up the volume and was

soon absorbed in the story. When the lady came in, she extended it to

her, saying, eagerly, “Is it true?”

It was her first step in the realm of enchantment, but it came too

late. She had experienced the real ; it was hard, bitter.

The same girl a few years later awaited her turn at the library,

and begged the attendant to choose for her. The lady hesitated, then,

extending a volume by Dickens, said, “ Will you have this?" _

She shook her head, saying, “I tried to read one of his, once. He

wlrites gt‘ rags and poverty and hard times. Give me something livelier,

p ease.

Neither child nor adult can be loosed with impunity in the wilder

ffess of books. If ever guides were wanted, it is here. By the bless

ing of circumstance, each of us can receive but a portion from the vast

Eroduction of literature. Should not the portion of the little child

ave the oversight, the tender care, the loving guardianship, of the

wisest among us?

_ rom his first fictions spring those affections and desires known as

h_l8 hterary taste. It was Bacon who said, “That which we call educa

tl°n'15 in effect but an early custom. Since custom is the principal

magistrate of1nan’s life, let men endeavor to obtain good customs.

The tone is more pliant to all expressions and sounds, the joints are

more supple to all feats of activitv and motions in youth tha.n after

wards, for it is true that late learners cannot so well take the ply.”

Elizabeth Ferguson deal.
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DOMESTIC SER VIOE ON THE PA OIFIO SLOPE.

A-YEAR or two ago I was obliged to spend six months in a well

known health-resort of Southern California, and, as the expense

of the hotels in these “ little bronchial villages,” as some one calls these

small communities given over to invalids and idlers, is equalled only

by their inconveniences, I decided on keeping house.

A rose-covered cottage, pleasantly situated in a grove of eucalyptus

trees, was easily discovered, and here we settled ourselves to enjoy, as

we supposed, peace and plenty in the land of flowers. As we were a

family of women, and as Chinamen are notoriously surly and dis

obedient to women, we decided on the only alternative, Spanish maid

servants. '

We meant to live in the simplest fashion, so we after many trials

and much weariness of the flesh settled on two very pretty young girls

with gorgeous dark Spanish eyes and the most romantic of names,

Madalena and Dolores. It is needless to say that we did not select

thein for the beauty of their names or of their faces, but we were very

glad to have this thrown in, for it seemed to be in keeping with the

quaint half-Spanish town we were stopping in, and to add a touch of

local color.

“Of course you know no Spanish servant will spend the night in

your house,” said the friend who was advising us as to our house

keeping ; “they all go back to the Spanish quarter to sleep, and you

are lucky if you can get one to come to you at all when it rains.”

This was not encouraging, but we still persevered in our intention,

and one glorious, sunny Californian afternoon we moved into our little

house. There was a bright open wood fire in every room, the piazza

was a flowering mass of red and white roses, and from our bedroom

windows the Coast Range was glowing in the afternoon sun. Every

thing looked delightful, and we congratulated ourselves on our wisdom

in keeping house instead of wasting our substance and our tempers

1n the ugly, ill-kept hotel. To be sure, Dolores looked rather glum

when we ordered seven o’clock dinner. There was no Spanish in the

answer, but the familiar tone of the recalcitrant Irish servant, as

Dolores replied,

“ People out here dine early, ma’am, and I must go home at se"en

0’clock.”

“Very well, Dolores,” said I, yielding pusillanimonsly, for had I

not got these servants after many disappointments? and, besides, I was

feeling very good-natured at the pleasure of leaving the hotel; “We

will time at six, and then you can get home a little after seven.”

We knew that nothing like a trained servant could be found ill
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At seven sharp the house was deserted by our handmaidens, and

at seven sharp next day they returned to us. While we were break

fasting, the door-bell rang, and Madalena, after a moment’s delay, put

her head in the dining-room door: “ Mrs. S., the door-bell rang.”

“Well, go to it, then,” said I, rather indignantly. Alas! I was

yet to learn the custom of the land.

Our kind friend and mentor was ushered in. She had come to see

how we were getting on in our housekeeping. To amuse her, I re

peated to her Madalena’s remark about the door-bell. To my surprise,

she took it calmly, merely remarking that all the servants thought it

beneath them to answer the door-bell. ,

Later we got accustomed to see our friends answering their own

bells, and grew quite expert in sliding our cards surreptitiously on the

hall table as our hostess showed us into her drawing-room.

So universal is this custom that one lady told us, “I knew it must

be a stranger when the bell rang twice. N0 Southern Californian ever

rings a second time. \Ve always know there's some good reason if the

first bell isn’t answered, and we just slide our cards under the door and

go away.”

We ourselves made a stand, however, and our door-bell was gener

ally answered, except in the afternoons, when every Californian servant

thinks she is a lady of leisure, and most of them go off and seek

recreation.

Our opposite neighbor’s maid-servant used to have a saddle-horse

tied to a tree outside the house in the afternoons, and generally she

found an opportunity to get a ride of longer or shorter duration, while

her poor mistress stayed at home and answered the bell and did other

menial tasks. Our servants were not allowed to leave the house in

the afternoons, and I have no doubt we were considered to “ grind the

faces of the poor” for this and various other approximations to Eastern

habits which we insisted upon.

Although the maids were kept in-doors in the afternoons, they had

other recreations, and one day after the door-bell had rung several

times I penetrated into the kitchen to see why Dolores had not gone to

the_door. There sat Dolores, as pretty :1 Spanish girl as I ever saw,

busily painting a large oil group of flowers !

My mother, who has a soft heart, suggested, “ Perhaps we ought to

buy some of her paintings to encourage her.”

“Encourage her in what? in being a bad servant?” said I, sternly.

With the slight exception that nothing was properly done in the

house, our housekeeping went on triumphantly for a month or so, but

at_ last I was waked one morning by the unaccustomed sound of the

l‘flll1_. As every one knows, when the rainy season sets in in Southern

Cahfornia it is a practical deluge, which lasts for days and sometimes

for weeks.

Seven o’clock came. No Dolores, no Madalena; no fires in our

bedrooms, no fire in the kitchen. Eight o’clock : silence still reigning

In the lower regions.

AB being the nearest to an able-bodied person in the house, I got

up and set about preparing such a bountiful meal as the alcohol-lamp
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and chafing-dish can supply. After breakfast I started to look up the

missing servants. Having penetrated to the Spanish quarter, a most

damp and malodorous spot on such a dripping day, and discovered

Madalena enjoying the pleasures of leisure over an air-tight stove, I

asked her why she had not come to the house. “ VVere you ill?”

“Oh, no, ma’am, but it’s raining.”

This seemed to be an unanswerable statement. I then went to

see Dolores, and had substantially the same reception from her. She

was pleasant, gentle, soft-spoken, as the Spanish always are—except

when you try to persuade them that seven o’clock of an evening is

rather early to leave a house unattended; but I might as well have

tried to argue with Don Quixote. It was raining. What could I

expect?

As with the rainy season upon us we could not be dependent on

such fair-weather service, I regretfully set out in search of a Chinaman.

Every one says one Chinaman is as good as two servants of any

other nationality, and you certainly pay them as much; they demand

from thirty to fifty dollars a month. So we decided to try what one

Ohinaman would do for us.

Among the many applicants whom I saw, Hung seemed to be the

best. He was a good-natured, clean-looking man, but after I had told

him what I expected of him, when I supposed the arrangements were

completed between us, he turned round and said, slowly and distinctly,

“ You empty slops, I come; you no empty slops, I go.”

This was a little too much, so I told him he need not come, and

began again my task of interviewing these sleepy-eyed Orientals, who

all look as much alike to our eyes as peas in a pod.

Finally Ah Sing agreed to come to us for the trifling sum of thirty

fivc dollars a month, and all his afternoons to himself. >

“ Me go see Joss afternoons ;” and go to see Joss he did, or rather

to some opium-joint to smoke his pipe, with the greatest regularity,

every afternoon. But, on the whole, he was a good servant; he

cooked well,—all the “China-boys” do that; he waited horribly,

they all do that likewise. He kept his kitchen in the most bewildering

cpnfusion, but so had Dolores, and at least Ah Sing was not afraid of

t e rain.

One day as I was giving him some orders, Ah Sing looked at me.

“ Mrs. S., you husband dead ‘I or him run away?”

“ My husband is dead.”

“Oh ! In California most times him run away.”

‘For which delightful comment on the divorce system of Southern

California I found it in my heart to forgive Ah Sing many iniquities.

_ If you can put up with the entire independence of the Chinese,

with their absolute irresponsibility, and with their utter unteachable

ness in every department except the kitchen, you are better off than

with the Sdpanlsh. A Ohinaman is only too delighted to get a new

receipt, an will practise with the utmost patience till he acquires

perfection ; but suggest to him to sweep down the stairs, and see what

a response you meet with !

Some of the stories of the Chinamen are very amusing, but we
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cannot vouch for their accuracy. One lady in San Diego is said to have

had a Christian Chinaman for cook. At Christmas he asked permis

sion to put a text on the Christmas cake. She had no objection, but

was slightly overcome to see him bring in on Christmas day a beauti

fully frosted cake with these words in ink icing decorating it: “ Ye

generation of ‘vipers, flee from the wrat 1 to come.”

A worthy gentleman of the class growing beautifully less accosted

the gardener at the Arlington Hotel in Santa Barbara with, “Yen, do

you love Jesus?” -

“ Don’t know him,” was the reply.

The lack of service in Southern California is so universal, and even

Chinamen are so hard to get in some parts of the interior of the State,

that all who go there to live ought to be prepared to rough it, and to

realize that the day may come when there will be no fire in the kitchen

nnlesskthey make it, and no dinner on the table unless they know how

to 000 .

So many ladies are living without servants in the smaller towns in

Southern California, or at best with only a few hours’ service in the

morning, that one experienced housewife prepared a paper to read

before the Santa Barbara Discussion Club entitled “How to live com

fortably without servants.” One of her audience, an Eastern woman

passing the winter in a. hotel, whispered to me, “ I could write a much

shorter paper on that subject than that one. I should simply take a

large sheet of paper and write on it, ‘ Can’t.’ ”

When after our six months’ experience of Southern California

comforts and habits we returned to the East, we were in a position to

deal very leniently with the misdoings of Bridget and Christine, for,

whatever may be the shortcomings of the Irish and Swedish con

tingent, they are at least generally willing to do after a fashion what

ever they are told to do, which is the last thing the Spanish or Chinese

servant ever thinks of doing.

.MID WINTER HOJ[E'- COMING.

THREE things there be that man holds good,

Nor can he spare them if he would,

Three simple things,——light, fire, and food.

No matter what his moral height,

His intellect how strong and bright,

He may not scorn fire, food, and light.

Beyond affection or desire,

Not things to wish, but to require,

Are these plain three,—food, light, and fire.

Joseph Wharton.

\
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FIFTEEN.

F course he wasn’t named Fifteen no more than me, Amelia Hicks,

was named Five. He said he was called Bijah Nash by the

minister and the folks down ter South Stubbville, where he come from.

It was the minister that guv him the character that got him inter our

store; and he told me about it one day when it rained cats and dogs

and there wasn’t many folks shoppin’.

He was a queer chap, he was. I never seed one like him. Why,

he was as onlike Sixteen and ’Leven and the rest of us as—as Chmy

silk’s onlike sileshy. He didn’t look like us, neither. He was a little

mite of a feller, and his yeller hair was always brushed down smooth

and slick, and his face was brown, and his cheeks was red like the

emery-bags at the noshin counter. He was so good-natured, too!

When he first come, we all put up tricks on him, like we always do on

greenies, ter see what they’re made of. He come the thirteenth of Feb

erary, and Sixteen he says how much funnier it would be, instead of

sending Miss Spriggins of the ribbin counter her valentine by mail,

ter have Fifteen take it over ter her and say it come from Mr. Haynes

of the woollen goods, and that he’d wait for an answer.

If you could hev seen Miss Spriggins’s face when she opened it!

We was all a-watchin’. her from behind posts and people, and we larfed

and larfed and larfed. It was a painted picter—jnst as lifelike-Of

an old maid with corkscrew curls, and Sixteen he had writ the verse

himself:

“Oh, Miss Spriggin,

’Tain’t no use nggin’

Yerself no more.

You jest bet

All the bow you’ll get

You’ll have to make out

Of yer own ribbin.”

It was too comikil to see Fifteen standin’ there jest as perlite,

waitin’ for an answer. Of course he didn’t know what was inside,

and he looked so supprised when he saw her face git as red as fire and

her grip her yard-stick as if she’d like ter lay it onto him. Most folks

would hev run,-—I would myself,——but Fifteen jest stood there and

says,—

“ I hope there ain’t no mistake, ma’m.”

Then Miss Spriggins blazed out and begun ter talk, only We ,00l1ld11,

hear what she said. Fifteen looked more and more supprised, and at

last we seed him put out his hand and take the picter up from the

counter and read it. Then his face got red too, and he tore the Whole

thing inter inch pieces and crumpled ’em up and shoved ’em inter his

pocket. Then he begun ter talk, lookin’ at her all the time with the

most beautiful smile, and after a while she took out her han’ke1‘clJel‘

and gnv her eyes a dab, and then they shook hands and Fifteen tllrned

round and walked off.
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I was dretful busy the next hour, but I kept my eyes out, and

pretty soon I seen Fifteen take Sixteen of in a corner, like he wanted

ter talk with him. I went too, coz I wanted ter hear what he said.

“ I say,” says Fifteen, “ you sent that letter to Miss Spriggins.”

“ Yes, I did,” says Sixteen, squarin’ off. “Do you want ter

fight?”

“No,” says Fifteen, lookin’ at him kind of steady-like,-—“ not

now, and not here. I ain’t workin’ for Sullivan. But I’ll meet yer

after the store closes, if yer likes.”

Sixteen he undoubled his fists and stared. He was the biggest one‘

of the lot and the strongest, and there hadn’t never been a boy before

that had otfered ter fight him. He begun ter larf.

“Good for you, Tom Thumb! I like yer pluck. 'But what’s the

row, anyway ?” '

“ Yer’ve hurt a lady’s feelin’s,” says Fifteen. “ Yer ought ter ask

her parding, and yer will if yer :1 gentleman.”

How me and Sixteen hollered then!

“A gentleman !” says Sixteen. “ I ain’t no gentleman, and I don’t

want ter be. Gentlemen cuffs fellers’ ears and swears at ’em. Look

at Mr. Hilliard ; he’s a gentleman ; he wears dandy clo’es and a flower

in his button-hole, and he never has a decent word for none of us.”

“ Then he ain’t no gentleman,” says Fifteen, gittin’ red. “ It ain’t

what a feller wears ; a gentleman don’t swear at folks, nor hurt their

feelin’s——”

“Cash fifteen,” called Mr. Haynes. And Fifteen he quit talkiu’

and run ofi'.

Well, somehow, after that, ’twarn’t as much fun to plague Miss

Spriggins. 1 don’t know why, but it made us feel sort of mean, and

it seemed to bother Fifteen so when we did it. We'd got terrible fond

of him. Everybody in the store had. He was always doin’ things

for people, and days when we was rushed he never got cross like the

rest of us.

He used to bring us little presents, too. Course they warn’t much,

but it made you feel sort of good ter think there was somebody that

hkeld you well enough ter give yer things, if it warn’t more’n a red

app e.

‘Mrs. Vinton, of the fancy-work department, she says it was his

smile that took folks. So I thought I’d smile, ter see if I couldn’t

take folks too. ’Twarn’t no use. After I’d been smilin’ as hard’s I

could for two days, Mr. Hilliard says ter me that I wasn’t hired ter

advertise a happy home, and I could stop grinnin’ or leave the store.

No, ’twarn’t his smile. It was what made the smile come, and it was

somethin’ none of the rest of us had got. It was that same somethin’

that made him push the little boy away when—-but hold on, and I'll

tell yer about it.

It was Christmas time, and we was gittin’ in lots of new things

screens and vases and sech—in the Jap department, and Fifteen was

as proud of ’em as if he owned ’em all. He was put up there coz he

was so spry and handy about helpin’.

one day a lot of big brass vases come in, and Fifteen was dretful

VOL. LVII.—1B
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excited and wanted us all ter go up and look at ’em. The biggest one,

all shiny, with great long-legged animals crawlin’ all over it, was up on

a bracket against the wall, where it showed off splendid. And Fifteen,

when he wasn’t busy, jest stood near and looked at it.

The day before Christmas I was sent up there ter speak ter Mr.

Hilliard, and while I was waitin’ Fifteen come along. He was waitiu’

for him too. Mr. Hilliard was talkin’ ter a beautiful lady, all dressed

in black, who'd jest come in with a little boy, so Fifteen says ter

me,—

“ While they’re talkin’, let’s us be tellin’ what thing we’d each take,

if we could hev it, for a Christmas-present.”

“ All right,” says I. “ I’ll take that purple-headed dog made out

of chiny.” '

“Yer will?” says Fifteen. “¥Vhy, wouldn’t yer ruther hev the

brass vase? I'd ruther hev it than anything in the whole store.”

And jest as he says that there comes a crackin’ sound, and before

I could see what was the matter Fifteen he made a dive towards it.

The little boy that had come in with the lady was standin’ right under

the bracket where the vase was, and I seed Fifteen give him sich a

shove that it sent him spinnin’ out inter the room. ’Twarn’t a minute

too soon, for down the whole thing come, ker-whack, right on ter

Fifteen. He hadn’t had time to move out of the way himself.

The rich lady, the little boy’s ma, she seed it all from the other end

of the room, and she guv a scream. All the hotty look went out of

her face, and she jest flew acrost that floor and got down on her knees

and put both arms round the poor little chap and tried ter git him ter

his feet. But he couldn’t move. He looked jest like he was dead.

But when Mr. Hilliard come rushin’ up with some water, he opened

his eyes a little, and looked up at the rich lady with his beautiful

smile,—only it didn’t last but a minute. (The shivers was a-runnin’

all over me. ’Twarn’t cold, neither.) Then Mr. Hilliard he picked

Fifteen up in his arms careful-like, and went ofl' with him down the

stairs.

Well, it was cur’us how lonesome the store was them next two weeks.

We_used ter hear from Fifteen every once in a little while, and Miss

Spnggms she went ter see him sometimes. They said he wasn’t gittin’

well, and the rich lady was goin’ ter take him off‘ somewheres as soon

as he could be moved. And one mornin’ Miss Spriggins come in with

her eyes all red, and says he was goin’ that day, and that he wanted ter

bid us all good-by, so they was goin’ ter bring him inter the store at

noon.

Well, he come. He was all wropped up in a fur coat, and the

lady’s coachman was a-carryin’ him in his arms, and when I first

caught sight of his face I thought I should hev dropped. There was

great hollers in his cheeks, that was so round when he come here, and

black shadders under his eyes that made ’em look big and solemn. I

wonldn’t hev knowed him if it hadn't been for his smile.

The ooachman carried him slow down the store, and he stopped at

each counter and shook hands. It made me feel sort of bad when he

come ter Miss Spnggins. She took hold of his poor little thin hands
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with both hern, as if she couldn’ let ’em go, and says she, cryin’ all

the time,-—

“Yer can’t never know what yer was to me, child. Yer was

the only person that treated me as if I’d ever been young and had

f'eelin’s like other girls. And now yer goin’ away and I'll never see

yer again. I know that jest as well’s I know anything.”

Fifteen’s eyes got shiny, but he didn’t cry,-1 never seed him cry,

—and his voice was jest as cheery’s ever, though ’twarn’t very strong,

and says hc,—

“ Oh, yes, yer will, Miss Spriggins. Soon’s I’m well I’m comin’

right back ter the store.” V

Then he looked round at me, and says he, “And here’s Five.

She’s goin’ ter take my place and be good ter yer while I’m away.

Ain’t yer, Five?”

My throat was all choked, and I was a-wlnkin’ hard, but I an

swered up qnick,—

“ You bet I am.”

We cashes all went ter the door with him ; we wanted ter see the

last of him, and we hung round him and begun ter shake hands with

out sayin’ nothin’.

Mr. Hilliard he seed us, but he didn't order us back; he stood

lookin’ jest as sorry as we was, and all the customers was kept waitin’,

coz nobody hollered “ Cash.”

Then the coachman he put Fifteen inter the carriage, and we seed

that beautiful smile for the last time, and we seed him wave his hand,

and—and Where's my han’kercher? My! ain’t it dusty!

.Ma1;7'0rie Ric/mrdaon.

WHAT JIEN DRINK.

IN the beginning men lived simply. When Adam and Eve were con

tent with only the f'rnits that grew in the famous garden, requiring

no greater variety Of foods than was there provided ready to their hand

and table, we may well suppose them to have been equally satisfied

with the liquid portion of their diet. The pure limpid water that

coursed through the streams which adorned their little farm, and made

it fruitful, sufficed. More than this they desired not. But when they

began to eat of the flesh of beasts, and to search the soil that they might

199111 what diverse things it would yield, an unnatural thirst grew up

within them. Strong meat needed as its concomitant stronger drink.

_ All new movements must progress by steps. The menu of man

kmd was not perfected in a day. Perhaps they began with the milk

of the very beasts which they slaughtered to make up the more varied

banquets which their developing tendency toward civilization demanded.

From a temperate and hygienic stand-point this was not a very great

I‘emove from their Original drink, but it was an opening wedge.

Beginning with the milk of cows, of asses, of camels, they drank it

newly drawn, found it fresh and wholesome, and pronounced it good.
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This was all very well. But in some unholy spirit of investigation

they drew the milk of mares, and this speedily brought about a con

dition not unknown in these latter days,-—a condition in which the

supply of a given product exceeded the demand. Thus the milk re

mained unused, and was left to ferment, and, behold, koumyss resulted,

and man first learned from it the delight of intoxicants.

We have taken great strides since then, but it might still be diffi

cult to convince a fiery Tartar, roaming untamed upon the wide plains

of the East, that any improvement has been made upon this his origi

nal and national tipple. To-day he drinks the fiery liquor with the

same avidity that he did a thousand years ago, and refuses to abandon

it for the more etfeminate and refined modern substitutes.

But let us return for a moment to milk, in its natural state. It is

trite to say that it is both a food and a. drink; but it is mainly as the

latter that we wish to consider it here. We are accustomed to the

milk of the cow, but look a little questioningly upon the barbaric taste

that prefers the milk of mares. Yet the cow and the mare are but

two among many. The Arab milks his camel, which is also his beast

of burden; the Esquimau his reindeer; the Cuban or the Spaniard

drives his flock of asses from door to door and draws their milk before

the very eye of the purchaser, to prove it free from adulteration. The

goat, the yak, the llama, and the sheep also upon occasion, and habitu

ally in certain countries, supply mankind—or a portion of it——Witl1

this, next to water, their most universal drink.

Now looking upon milk for a moment as a food also, we find that

the milk of all animals contains the same substances in the proportions

which render ita wholesome and perfect food, suitable for the wants of

the various species for whom it is provided by nature,—although in

different proportions. The milk of ruminants possesses certain phys

ical and physiolo ical distinctions from that of the non-ruminant

animals, which wil account for the virtues of the product from the

various members of the brute family that have been mentioned.

Next in harmlessness to milk, in its natural state, are those drinks

which are prepared from some product of the soil without the adventi

tious aids of fermentation. Such are tea, cofl'ee, cocoa, chocolate, and

other universal table beverages, made from an infusion of the basic sub

stance, or by infusing or distilling and combining with other materials.

Among these the use of cocoa is probably the most ancient in Europe,

as it reached there before either tea or coffee. The Emperor Monte

zuma_must have been extraordinarily fond of it, as he had two thou

sand Jars prepared daily for the use of his household, and fifty for

his pwn consumption. Columbus, who did many other good things,

can-_1ed the knowledge of it to Europe, and it soon became common in

Spam. It was introduced into England in 1657, and about the begin

nmg of the eighteenth century chocolate, which is prepared from the

same plant, became a fashionable beverage there.

(_}ocoa (or cacao) is the product of a small evergreen tree, native in

tropical Amenca, from which cocoa, chocolate, and broma are prepared.

The chocolate cake, as known to commerce, is made by grinding the

roasted seeds or berries and then mixing with other ingredients, such
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as sugar, cinnamon, and vanilla. The drink is made by dissolving a

portion of this in milk or boiling water. The cocoa of commerce is

prepared by merely grinding the seeds, and an inferior product also

from the shell which encloses them.

Coffee, the drink more highly regarded to-day by the entire civil-_

ized world than any other, is the berry from several species of the

genus Cofea, of which 0'. arabica is the chief. The first use of this

berry was in Abyssinia, where it was known A.D. 875. Thence it

was brought to Arabia in the beginning of the fifteenth century.

There both its use and the cultivation of the plant spread with great

rapidity, and for two centuries that country furnished the supply of the

world. In the middle of the sixteenth century coffee-houses were

established in Constantinople, for the purpose of affording the common

people greater facilities for obtaining the drink. In 1652 it made its

first appearance in Great Britain, through the opening ofa coffee-house

in London by a Greek, Pasqua Rossie, who thus immortalized him

self more simply than has ever any other man. But its fame had

reached England before that, for Bacon wrote, “ They have in Turkey

a drink called coffee. . . . This drink comforteth the brain and heart,

and helpeth digestion.”

Tea, which more than any other competitor might dispute with

colfee the claim to universality as a drink, is a native of China, where

it has been cultivated for at least a thousand years. The commercial

article is the prepared leaf of the shrub Thea chinens1'a ; and, while there

are many colors, varieties, and flavors known to the market, all are the

product of the same plant, the varieties depending on the treatment after

the leaves are gathered. The cultivation of tea has been extended into

Japan and throughout the tropics to Java, Australia, Natal, and Brazil.

According to Chinese tradition, the virtues of tea were discovered

by the Emperor Chinnung, 2737 years 13.0. Knowledge of it was

carried to Japan, and it was there cultivated in the thirteenth century,

but we do not find it in use in England until some four hundred years

later. Pepys mentions having drunk it for the first time in 1660,

showing that it was then a novelty. But its_use must have spread

rapidly, for in 1678 it appears to have been in general use.

Next in the ascending scale of drinks we come to beer, which, it

may surprise some of the devotees of Gambrinus to learn, is not in the

least a modern invention. It was made by the Egyptians many hun

dred years before the Christian era, and by the Greeks and Romans.

We have received it from the ancient Gauls, who were vast drinkers

as well as great feeders.

Archilochus, 700 B.C., says the Greeks were acquainted with the

art of brewing in his day. Undoubtedly the um of beer was common

as early as the use of wine from the grape. Among the Egyptians,

Greeks, Romans, and Athenians, beer was made from barley, while in

_Spam and Britain wheat was the grain employed for malting. Tacitus,

1n the first century, said that beer was a usual beverage of the Romans,

and beer and vinegar the ordinary drinks of the soldiers of Julius

Caesar; and by them it was doubtless made known to the Britons.

Before the Roman invasion the latter people were drinkers of water
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and milk, which harmless substances were varied only by the use of

mead, an intoxicant prepared from honey.

So-called beers were made in England a long time ago, by tapping

spruce, fir, birch, maple, and ash trees, and using their juices. This

_ practice is still kept up in some rural districts, both there and in this

country, many a housewife having among her valued domestic treasures

a supply of home-made beer that is as guiltless of intoxicating prop

erties as is water or milk. Ginger, sassafras, and other roots are also

used for making similar decoctions.

Ale, which is more in use in England than here, is a heavier malted

liquor than beer, and contains a smaller proportion of hops. It was a

favorite drink of the Anglo-Saxons and Danes. During the reign of

Henry II. of England the monasteries were widely famous for the

purity and strength of their ales, and many a robust drinking-bout

was held in the old cloisters. It was to the monks of the thirteenth

century that England owed the discovery of the superior quality for

brewing purposes of the waters of Burton-oii-Trent.

A more aristocratic drink than ale or beer is wine, whose use is as

old as civilization. Its origin or invention was ascribed to the gods,-—-—t0

Diouysus by the Greeks (called by the Romans Bacchus), to Osiris by

the Egyptians, and to Noah by the Hebrews. The culture of the vine

began in Armenia and eastern Pontus, and speedily made its way

through the lands of ancient civilization. The most famous of Asiatic

wines was that of Chalyb (Helba), near Damascus, which furnished

the tables of Persian kings. The most famous of the Greek wines

came from the islands of Chios and Lesbos, or from points on the

Asiatic coast.

The vine was carried from Greece into Spain, Italy, and Gaul by

the Phoenicians. Vl/‘inc was not used by the most ancient Romans, but

in the first century Spanish and Gallic wines were carried to and

adopted by them. In the Middle Ages wine began to be produced in

the south of England and in parts of Germany. France, Spain, and

Portugal are now the chief centres of vine—culture.

In early times wine was put into the skins of animals, and perhaps

to a _trace_of this custom is due the fact that in some countries the

favorite wine-press is still a cow-skin, which is hung up by the foul‘

legs, the grapes placed in it, and the juice expressed by treading With

the naked feet. This somewhat primitive method I have observed in

our own Southwest, where the Mexican cultivators say that in no other

manner__can the flavor of the juices be so well secured.

_ _VVlnskey, a more democratic and cosmopolitan liquor than wine, is

distilled from various grains, and from potatoes, and in Scotland and

Ireland also from malted barley. Corn, wheat, and rye are the grains

which furnish the principal basis for its manufacture. It was named

by the Celts of Ireland and Scotland, among whom it came into use

about the middle of the seventeenth century. Like all good things,

it did not long remain hidden in a restricted locality, but became

speedily known and appreciated throughout the world. It is hardly

necessary to tell Americans that our own Kentucky blue-grass country

now holds the palm for its production.
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Brandy, a drink of less universal acceptance, is properly a li uor

distilled only from wine. But the name is applied to a product rom

many other liquors, as well as to the liquor distilled directly from

fruits, as apples, peaches, and cherries.

Gin is a distilled liquor, made from rye grain and malted barley,

flavored with juniper-berries, and sometimes with ti1rpentine. It is

also called Hollands and Holland gin, from the country where it

originated.

Rum is a liquor of not very general use, common mainly in the

West Indies, where it originated. It is distilled from cane-juice and

from molasses, and the name is a corruption of the word “ rumbullion,”

formerly applied in the Barbadoes to an intoxicating liquor.

Among the drinks of limited or local use, not much known out

side the countries where they are produced, are the following :

Arrack, made both in the East Indies and in the ‘Vest Indies, and

much used by the natives, is distilled from the fermented juice of

certain palm-trees. It is also made from a combination of rice and

molasses, in connection with the palm-juices. Rice, it may also be

said in passing, furnishes the basis for the sa-ke of Japan.

The Katfir races of South Africa make a fermented drink from the

seed of the millet, by the same malting process that is applied to the

manufacture of beer.

Kvass, or quass, is a thin sour beer made by the Russian peasants

from barley and rye flour, by mixing with water and allowing it to

ferment.

Sam-shee is a tipple made from rice by the lower classes of China.

Pulque, a universal drink among the common people of all Spanish

Almerican countries, is made from the fermented juice of the American

a oe.

Guarapo is a fermented juice of the sugar-cane, much used by the

negroes of South America. These people also prepare a drink from

rice and honey.

Bousa is a powerful intoxicant, made from the flour of the telf

(Poa abyssinica) and durrha or millet by the natives of Nubia, Abys

sinia, and other parts of Africa. The natives of some portions of

Africa also make a drink from the seeds of an indigenous spiked grass.

From this brief analysis of the drinks of mankind, and their

sources of supply, it would seem that all lands and all peoples have

yaried from the original simplicity of the water-drinkers, and that it

is as natural for men to seek variety in this as in the solids which

make up their menu.

James Knapp Reeve.

EAST AND WEST.

HE East and ‘Vest are one in Allah’s grace:

Which way soe’er ye turn, behold—His face 1

Clinton Scollard.
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PARALYZERS OF STYLE.

THE world will never know how much it owes to that obscure but

beneficent class, the readers of “ copy” and proof. To them many

an author, great or small, owes more of his reputation than he would be

willing to acknowledge. If it were not for them, much of our literature

would appear in forms by no means literary. When they nod at their

posts, overcome by excess of work, the results are painful to the ob

servant. For genius, like the law, is apt to disregard small things;

and talent is generally in a hurry, and “the mob of gentlemen [and

ladies] who write with ease” imitate their betters in points that are not

worthy of imitation. Between the manuscript that issues from the in

ventive brain or the scholar’s workshop and the fair and (comparatively)

flawless page that meets the general eye, what unnoted differences of

detail! Petty and trivial these may appear; but if there had been

no labor of revision, the scholar, the sage, or the poet would often

wonder indignantly who had garbled his thoughts in transit, and S0

sorely mutilated his paragraphs. Alas, the garbling and mutilating

were all his own.

There is reason to fear that the language is degenerating, that the

art of writing (except in a few hands) is suffering a change for the

worse. True, it is practised more widely and freely than ever before;

but excess of quantity may easily step with loss of quality. Of old, our

boys studied grammar, or some apology for it (since the English tongue

is but dubiously provided in that respect); now, their minds are fixed

on football. Our best colleges complain that their entering students do

not understand the vernacular, or cannot express themselves in it: they

may know Greek and Latin, but their translations into our common

speech are fearfully and wonderfully made. By way of mending the

matter, our universities are giving great and increasing attention to

the history and construction of the language, especially in its early

stages: Anglo-Saxon, Middle English, the Gothic element, and what

not, are pursued “ down to the ground ;” but English “ as she is spoke,”

or as she ought to be, is deemed unworthy of attention. That is, the

instruction in this primary subject, in our densely practical age, is theo

retic and scholastic/—-not practical. The subject is primary—-that is the

d1fl'iculty: the preparatory schools ought to attend to it, though as a

rule they don’t. You may learn Gaelic, or Assyrian, or Assiniboiani

these have to be taught, for they are not prevalently spoken among US;

but as_ to our own tongue, Dogberry’s idea is in effect accepted, that

“reading and writing come by nature.” Alas, they do not; and the

learner, bemg thus left to his own devices, is in this respect often like

the self-made man whom his friends pronounced to have been made

but 1nd1fl'erently. The consequence is that we have scientific experts

whose construction of sentences leaves much to be desired, and popular

authors who leave their punctuation to the printer—wl1ich is perhaps

wise on their part, since he knows something about it, and they ap

parently do not.
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The busiuem man holds that the niceties of rhetoric are of no ac

count: all he needs is to make his meaning clear. That is well, if he

did it; but sometimes a second epistle is needed to explain the first;

and sometimes the explanation does not arrive in time, as was the case

with the London merchant who ordered two monkeys from his corre

spondent iu Africa. Orthography had been omitted in his curriculum,

and his idea of “ two” was “ too ;” moreover, he did not cross his t-—

perhaps he belonged to the house that saved a thousand pounds a year

by never crossing it. So his agent replied that because of the unusual

size of the order he could not fill it at once, but sent ninety-four

monkeys by the ship then sailing, and would forward the remaining

six by the next.

However it may be with business, in literature the maxim, De mini

mia mm curat lex, does not apply. This may be disbelieved or dis

regarded, but it is a fact. As Mark Twain says, there is a deal of

dilference between the exact word you want--the one that precisely

expresses your idea-—and the word that comes somewhere near it.

there is a good deal of difference, sometimes, between a comma and a

semicolon, or a comma and nothing: a little point, or the lack of it, may

mark a fine shade of meaning on which a sentence turns. The works

of a reputable poet were reprinted after his death by somebody who

klept the points in a pepper-box and sprinkled them promiscuously,

t1us:

How sad, it is, to see,

True hearts, asunder, torn.

This kind of filial piety is like the tender mercies of the wicked. It

would have been kinder to consign the book to oblivion.

How is one not only to avoid mutilating the small children of his

brain, but so to nourish and clothe them that they may appear to

best advantage? By the exercise of common sense and good taste, of

course. Ah, yes; but since a delicate literary instinct in most of us is

neither born nor easily made, the tricks of the trade—or, if one prefers

to put a finer name upon them, the rules of the art—have to be labo

riously learned by us who write. How? As anything else is learned :

by humility, patience, persistence, and the steady, careful, conscientious

use of such brains as Heaven has vouchsafed us. Our masters, the

geniuses, have not been above this painstaking. Said one to a poet

the tale is told of various poets—-“ This runs so easily, I suppose you

dashed it olf at white heat.” “I worked a week at that one line,” the

poet replied. But now the literary workman must turn off‘his thousand

hues a day (happily in prose by preference), and get paid for them if

possible. Should there be slips in the grammar, slovenly repetitions,

scandalous ill-construction of sentences, or other indications that the

pen has outrun the mind, he says with Artemus Ward, “Keep mum:

they won’t notice it.” Too often they don’t; but a reputable writer

should aim to educate his readers to better things, not depend on their

mdulgence, trusting that they are as careless as he.

AI_H0ng many sins of the lazy and shiftless penman the most fla

grant 1s the overworking of that humble but indispensable word a/nd.
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This abuse is growing rapidly, even with some who might otherwise

claim to be good writers. Nothing is gained by it, of course, and a

great deal is lost. There is neither sense nor humanity in breaking the

back of a harmless and helpful beast of burden, so that it becomes an

object of horrorto the fastidious and of commiseration to the charitable.

For such cases another Bergh should arise and form a new society,

which might protect the injured and prosecute the offenders. A criti

cal journal, noticing the last amusing work of a popular novelist,

pointed out a sentence containing twenty-two (or was it twenty-seven ?)

inflictions of this mild connective. The proof-reader was evidently in

abeyance here, or he would have suppressed most of the and’s, displaced

the commas by periods or colons, and cut the overgrown sentence into

six, or perhaps thirteen. This way of writing is like that of the

preacher who does not know when to stop, or of the magazinist who

exceeds his limits because he had no time to make the article shorter.

Any of these calls to mind the youth of six feet and twelve years only,

all whose strength had gone into his length. Compression, with con

sideration, is a good way to gain force, and inconsiderate expansion and

repetition, even of the mere copula, a sure way to lose it. When Mr.

Fields was editing the Atlantic, he once offered Dr. Holmes one hundred

dollars for an article of six pages (or thereabouts), and less if it was

lplnger. Yet Dr. Holmes could never have indited a sentence like

t 1s:

“He rang the bell and was admitted and entered the parlor, and

took a chair and waited some time, and at length Clarinda came down

and apologized for the delay, and he invited her to ride, and she agreed,

and they started, and the horse ran away and they were both thrown

out, and she was killed and he badly hurt, and ” so on ad

nitum, through details of the funeral and his subsequent career.

Nobody, it may be presumed, Writes this way on purpose; it is

because, like the majority of juvenile delinquents, they “ didn’t think.’ ’

But other devices, no less warranted to paralyze style, are deliberately

adopted by many, under the misguided impression that force is thus

added to their lucubrations. Worthy Hugh Blair pointed out this error

long ago, in a book once famous and widely used in schools; but the

study of rhetoric seems to have ceased from among us. It is not only

boarding-school misses, in gushing effusions to their own kind, who

underline their words by wholesale; the practice is common with femi

nine children of a larger growth and not unknown to fame. Nor are

writers of the sterner sex always proof against the temptation of un

due emphasis. Italics make one’s meaning so plain; they bring the

vital parts of a sentence into such prominence. So they do; but it is

possible to be too plain, too prominent. E.g., “ He said it was so:

she insisted it was not.” Isn’t the antithesis obvious enough without

the fi)nge1--post ‘.’ “ I love you,” he exclaimed; “do you hear me ? Ilove

gout’ “ Yes,” the damsel replied, “ but it isn’t necessary to roar it at

me hke that: there’s nothing so very remarkable about the fact.” N0

more is it necessary to roar things at the reader, as if he were mentally

deaffan extremely stupid fellow, who cannot understand every-day

Enghsh. He Wlll naturally resent the imputation. He does not Want
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a town-crier to show him what to look at, nor a claque to lead his

applause. When he goes to the Academy, he does not care to have

the pictures labelled, “This is a cow :” “This is a house.” It is the

artist's business so to paint a cow that it shall be distinguishable from

a zebra without factitious aids, and a building so that it will not easily

be mistaken for a landslide. Just so the artist in words should be able

to get his meaning into our noddles without gimlet or axe, so to speak

—by ordinary means, reserving the extraordinary ones for rare occasions.

Perhaps those who offend in this respect do not realize what they

are doing. It is so easy to draw the pen beneath a fragment of one’s

handiwork: the mere underscoring looks so simple and harmless. But

the only equivalent of this in print is the deadly italic, which bears

ten times the stress that was intended. It amounts to saying, “ Look

sharp now : this demands your closest attention, or your deepest sym

pathy. Prepare to be astonished, moved, shocked possibly; and if you

have tears, you had better get out your handkerchief.” That is too

much to ask of most of us. When the patient (or impatient) reader

comes upon a passage of this sort: “ It fell upon her like a thunderbolt.

She was fairly dazed with grief: her very heart-strings seemed tom.

asunder,” he is liable to yawn and recall Heine’s experience:

I’ve been through all this anguish

Quite often, long ago.

Italics have their recognized uses, to which they had better be con

fined. They are needed, or at least customary, for brief quotations

from other languages—and of these the fewer the better; for foreign

words not yet fully naturalized; for titles (usually, not always) of

books_,_ships, and the like; and for expressions which really need to be

thus emphasized—which may occur once out of a thousand times that

the unwary are tempted to underscore. A safe rule in such cases is

this: think twice before underlining; and then, if you are wise, you

W0n’t do it. Far better too little emphasis than too much. Leave

something to the reader: take it for granted that he has been at least

to primary school, and is several removes from idiocy.

_ The dash likewise may be abused, with results of weariness and

disgust. It is a good creature, capable of indicating nice shades of

relationship between the parts of a sentence ; a. convenient substitute for

the parenthesis, and much more than this; and therefore not to be

flung about promiscuously. But no rules could be laid down that

would avail to teach its proper use to the people who employ it in place

of the period, the comma, or at random anywhere and anyhow, to

express, like the whistler in a famous line, their want of thought.

' Probably the most grievous misuse of all is that of the exclamation

P°1I1P- We cannot dispense with it entirely, yet one is almost moved

to WlSll it out of existence, so prodigally is it bestowed, even by some

feputable writers. The judicious printer is often too lenient here, and

In certain classes and specimens of literature allows it to march in

cOmpanies, where a corporal's guard would be ample. Note the etfect

Of this liberality on a familiar passage:
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We met! ’Twas in a crowd!

And I thought he would shun me!

These decorations are supposed to be more admissible in verse than in

prose. Take a later example:

All passes! Art alone

Enduring stays to us!

The Bust outlasts the Throne!

The Coin, Tiberius!

The awed beholder, if he reads with his mind as well as with his

eyes, feels that still greater impressiveness might be attained by the use

or two or more points instead of one at a time, thus! !!

These expedients should be relegated to show-bills. Literature

should be externally calm and decorous: whatever passions may surge

within, good manners and good sense prescribe self—restraint in their

expression. Our Anglo-Saxon taste does not run mainly to shrieks and

yells. There are exceptions ; but, as a rule, feeling, to move responsive

feeling, must be indicated, not lavishly reiterated. The clown may

rush on the stage in a broad grin ; the humorist sometimes makes his

_best hits by an air of solemn unconsciousness. An audience likes to

carry its end of the log, to have something left to its intelligence.

Attached to a certain company in war-time was a pious washerman,

whose testimony was never lacking at prayer-meeting, though his voice

was wheezy. To his friends he confessed a mysterious aflliction: his

lungs had once been strong, but the Lord had smitten him, he knew

not how or why. His hearers knew, for it was plain enough. He

could not use the ordinary tones: with the first word of prayer or

exhortation his throat still attempted the bull-of~Bashan roar, or the

suicidal scream, which no human powers could have long mairitaiued.

Thns the straining style breaks and falls exhausted, a vaulting ambi

tion which o’erleaps itself: it is not the reader, but the style, that is

paralyzed. The result, though reached by a different road, is much

the same as that of the laziness that writes anyhow and will not stop

to revise and criticise; a tedious snperfluity of connectives, or italics,

or exclamation-points,-—either a poor tale unredeemed by the telling,

or good work measurably spoiled.

Frederic Ill. Bird.

THE STIRR UP-0UP.

LIFE, at my stirrup, lifted wistful eyes,

And as she gave the parting cup to me,

Death’s pale companion for the silent sea,

“ I know,” she said, “the land, and where it lies!

A pledge between us now before you go,

That when you meet me there your soul may know.”

Charla G. D. Roberta.
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THE AERIAL MONASTERIES OF GREECE

PERHAPS the most singular form of asceticism ever practised was

that of the pillar hermits, who followed a fashion first set by

St. Simeon, surnamed Stylites, a Syrian monk, who spent almost half

of the fifth century on a column some sixty feet in height.* This

unwonted kind of austerity at first gave rise to strong objections, and

a messenger was sent to St. Simeon by a synod of bishops bidding him

descend from his pillar, but with instructions not to compel him to do

so if he showed himself obedient. Such proved to be the case, and,

having thus assured themselves that St. Simeon was not actuated by

spiritual pride, the ecclesiastical authorities of the period allowed him

to remain. And we have it on the personal authority of the wise and

temperate Theodoret that the saint exercised a strong and salutary

influence over the nomadic Saracen tribes, and that he converted many

hundreds, and even thousands, to Christianity, besides being the shrewd

and trusted adviser not only of the peasants, who flocked to him for

counsel, but also of Arab princes, Persian kings, and even Roman

emperors.

Although the fashion set by St. Simeon died out many centuries

ago, it is still practised in a modified form by an order of later-day

pillar hermits, who inhabit what are known as the Monasteries of the

Air, in the northern part of Greece. The most notable of these mo

nastic eyries are located on the summit of a series of natural pillars of

rock which rise sheer out of the plain of Thessaly, and which have

been worn by the action of the weather into all manner of fantastic

forms. They are grouped in picturesque confusion in an area the

entire circuit of which is several miles in extent, and are severed from

one another by deep gorges. Referring to these solitary rock towers

In one of his works, Mr. George N. Curzon, M.P., the well-known

traveller, says,—

“The only site in the world, amongst those which I have visited,

that presents any similarity to them is the sacred Rock of Montserrat

(Mons Serratus) near Barcelona; although, in the latter case, the mon

astery is built, not on the top of any of the bare, needle-like cones,

but in a hollow between them. In nature, the only sight in which I

can suggest any resemblance is in a number of storks’ nests, built as

I have sometimes seen them on the summits of tall steeples and min

arets, or, on a smaller scale, in a colony of penguins, each nesting on

Its solitary pillar of mud.”

There is a picturesque irregularity in the appearance and arrange

ment of the bizarre buildings that have been reared on the top of these

eccentric eminences, with their red-tiled roofs, tiny court-yards, and

vaulted corridors. As might be expected, they afl'ord a superb pano

* The basis of this pillar is still standing in the centre of a ruined church

On Mount Bavakat, near Aleppo.
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rarna of the surrounding country, which is so replete with historic

interest on every side.

During the Turkish régime the authorities never interfered with

these monasteries, and their revenues were sulfered to remain intact;

but since Thessaly was ceded to Greece by the Porte in 1881 (in ac

cordance with the provisions of the Berlin Treaty) the Hellenic gov

ernment has pursued the policy of allowing the existing establishments

to die out, after which time their property and administration will

revert to the state. And the day of their extinction is not far distant;

for, although some twenty-five of these monasteries once flourished in

this neighborhood, only four of them are now tenanted.

The surviving occupants of these four remaining retreats are Ba

silian monks of the Orthodox Greek Church, and are nearly all men

that have lived in the world and grown weary of it. They do not

have to go through any definite course of ' study or to serve a regular

novitiate, as in the Catholic Church, and most of them are given only

the lesser habit. Each of these monasteries is independent of the

other and governs itself. The head of each community is known as

the Hegoumenos (Superior), while the other monks are called Kalogeri

(good old men). The habit of the order consists of a black tunic

reaching to the ankles, with a leathern girdle and a high, stiff beretta,

called Kamilafion. The monks are always bearded, in accordance with

the Greek custom, and usually long-haired, and look rather like sailors or

rustics than like the profound ascetics that they are. For these monks

practise austerity of the most rigorous sort. They never sleep more

than five hours, going to bed at nine, and rising for prayers at two in

the morning. Ordinarily they eat only two meals a day, while there

are upwards of a hundred days in the year on which they take but one

meal, consisting of vegetables and bread steeped in water; there are

still other specified days on which they eat nothing at all. Their

usual fare consists of dried vegetables, salt fish, olives, and black bread

They never taste meat, but are permitted to drink wine and liqueurs.

These they manufacture themselves, there being extensive vineyards,

attached to nearly all these monasteries. During the Xirophaga (dry

eating) or black fast, which occurs in the latter part of Lent, they can

eat nothing that is cooked,—eggs, milk, cheese, fish, oil, and wine being

then forbidden.

The unique interest attaching to the Monasteries of the Air is

considerably enhanced by the fact that access to at least two of them

can be had only by the uncommon method of a net at the end of a

rope, the visitor being hoisted up to the crag cloisters by means of H

capstan which is manned by the monks above. This peculiar process

of ascentand the sensation produced by it are thus described by 11

recent visitor to the Monastery of the Metamorphosis (Transfiguration),

which is perhaps the most famous of this group:

“ Above _us was a sheer searp of rock about one hundred feet high,

and upon this was reared a tower of about the same height, culminating

in a wooden shed, from which it was evident that the rope and the

net were worked. Presently a big iron hook with something hanging

from it was seen to descend from the pulley in the shed. When it
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reached the ground we saw that the something was a rude cord net, in

which we were to ascend. This is spread out on the ground, a blanket

is stretched upon it, the visitor takes his seat upon the blanket, with

his legs curled up to his chin. The outer meshes of the net are caught

up over his head and strung upon the iron hook, a shout is raised, and,

like a trussed quail, he suddenly finds himself contracted into a ball

and being drawn upwards into the air and spinning round, sometimes

softly colliding against the rock. When he gets to the top he is laid

hold of by two brawuy monks, hauled into the shed, and unrolled

upon the floor.”

This hauling-up process occupies about one minute and three

quarters, at this monastery the height being some two hundred and

fifty feet. The ascent at the neighboring Monastery of St. Baar

lam requires nearly double this time, the distance from the base to

the summit of the rock on which the latter monastery is erected being

three hundred and forty feet, although the buildings stand no less

than eighteen hundred and twenty feet high above the level of the

p am.

The Monastery of Hagia Stephanos (St. Stephen’s), hard by, dif

fers from these in that it may be reached by a series of rude ladders,

which are linked together like the joints of a chain. This is in some

respects a more unpleasant mode of ascent than the net, because the

ladders, being only loosely strung together, keep flapping against the

side of the cliff with every movement of the climber. When they are

‘hitched up, the monastery is absolutely inaccessible.

So, again, all approach to the Monastery of the Hagia Trias (Holy

Trinity) is cut ofi' by a deep crevasse some eighteen feet wide. The

drawbridge which spans this chasm is now permanent, although until

a comparatively recent date it was kept hauled up and was lowered only

for trusty visitors.

This seemingly absurd inaccessibility of these monasteries has stood

them in good stead in former years, inasmuch as it has made invasion

Impossible. Had it not been for their isolated position, they would

have been looted many a time and long ago. As it is, they are in some

respects perfect treasure-houses of Byzantine art and antiquities. In

the chapels especially there are some splendid specimens of wood

0lirvillg and goldsmiths’ work, the altar-screens in particular being of

Exquisite design. The walls throughout are adorned with full-length

frescos and medallions, which impart a garish yet gloomy splendor to

the ensemble, not without its charm.

Two or more chapels are attached to each of these monasteries, for,

according to the Greek ritual, only one mass a day can be said in a

chapel, and every monk who is a priest is supposed to say mass daily.

The majority of these monks, however, are only lay brothers. The

V_estments worn by them are remarkably rich, and their religious func

tions, which vary in length and solemnity according to the feasts, are

smgulafly impressive; nevertheless, the Greek ceremonial hardly con

yeys the dignified and devotional grandeur with which the Latin rite

1_l11Pl'e§8es the mind. These monks have preserved the old Oriental

liturgical chant, which at first sounds very disagreeable to the European
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ear, but which when well rendered is quite pleasing to those familiar

with it. They do not employ an organ for accompaniment, as that

instrument cannot well be adapted to the uneven modulations of their

mournful voices. Neither do they make use of bells, either within or

without their chapels. Instead they use, as in early times, small

wooden or metallic planks, called hierosiderons, upon which they strike

with hammers, the sound thus produced being both deafening and

discordant.

The libraries at these monasteries contain many brazen-clasped,

vellum-writ tomes, much befingered by mediaeval monks. At the

Transfiguration there is a set of silver-mounted strong boxes filled with

the skulls of saints, including those of St. Chrysostom and of the

Emperor Cantacuzene, who ended his days as a Basilian monk. Here

too, among other sacred relics, may be seen the sponge upon which the

vinegar was ofi'ered to Christ on the cross.

A strange, almost weird solemnity pervades these dim, crypt-like

refectories, with their circular stone tables and the half-lit fustian cells,

which are now nearly all vacant, although in the Middle Ages their

tenants might have been counted by the hundred.

No woman is ever allowed to cross the threshold of these monas

teries, this exclusion of the sex being extended even to animals. The

rule, however, is suspended at the monasteries on Mount Athos (which

belong to the same order, and which are situated on a rocky cliff pro

jecting far into the Egean Sea) in case of a woman being shipwrecked,

in which event it is provided that the oldest monks must take charge

of her, and shelter her in a lonely part of the mountain, apart from

the other habitations, and as soon as possible send her by sea to the

nearest port.

An incident which occurred in this connection some years ago is

not without interest. A princess of the Russian imperial family do

nated a large sum of money for the erection of a church at the foot

of the mountain, and shortly after the completion arrived at Mount

Athos in her yacht, desirous of visiting it. A solemn council of the

chapter was held to consider the advisability of making an exception

to the rule excluding women; but it was finally decided that it could

not be done. In order, however, that she might not be disappointed

after coming so far, and as a recognition of her generosity, the monks

conceded her the privilege of being present at a mass celebrated on a

barge which was anchored a few feet from the shore, and to which all

the pictures, relits, etc., had been transported from the church in solemn

procession.

Charles Robinson.
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hunks of ti): Month.

When all other subjects shall fail of interest and life pre

Z_::;°';;kJ?.°e::; sents nothing new to allure and quicken the fancy, the

a.,,,,,,_ French Revolution will still retain its abiding position as

a topic which never grows trite, never can be fully written

into tedium. It is a perennial spring of character, dramatic action, and tragic

climax.

Hence it is that such a book as When Greek Ilfeels Greek, by Mr. Joseph

Hatton, just from the Lippincott press, fulfils all the purposes of good fiction

and rivets the attention of the laziest reader upon every page. Mr. Hatton has

given us many delightful and powerful books, notably The Banishmenl of Jeasop

Blythe, published earlier in the year, but we are free to say that he has rarely

exceeded in interest, though he may have done so in power, the tale under

review.

As its sub-title indicates, it is a tale of love and war, opening with the

scenes in Paris on the day of the storming of the Bastille, and running parallel

with the course of the great national tragedy. Jaffray Ellicott, an English lad,

is pursued by the mob because he had espoused the cause of his master, Count

de Fournier, who was conspicuous in defence of the grim prison. He escapes

up a spout in a. quiet court into the chamber of Marie Bruyset, who is the

daughter of a. revolutionary spy, but herself loyal to the king. He eludes his

pursuers, and goes through many perils in the service of the count. The ille

gitimate son of the count’s father is Citizen Grébauval, a friend and lieutenant

Of Robespierre, who himself appears throughout the book, and Grébauval is

the exact counterpart, save in allegiance, of the loyal count. This leads to

many thrilling scenes, both in the love-making of the two men, who are alike

suitors of Mademoiselle Mathilde, daughter of the Duke de Louvat, and in the

adventurous lives of each. Finally, by a. spirited and sudden assumption of

the name and appearance of Grébauval, de Fournier saves himself and his wife

from the menace of the guillotine, and so ends the book.

Mr. Hatton has stepped into a well-tilled field, but he has found there all

the material for a fresh, vigorous, and stirring tale. The illustrations, by B.

West Olinedinst, are not only an embellishment but an amendment to the

capital text.

The kind of book you pick up and cannot drop till it is

Th’ A“‘°bi"B“f‘PhY read through to the finis is A Professional Beauty, by Eliza

;;,a“:y.m;‘:';,',°i::} beth Phipps Train, author of that immensely clever novel

mn Phipps Tm“, ette A Social Highwaymen, which, both as a tale and as a

drama, has been received with many rounds of applause.

Like the latter book, A R-ofessional Beauty first appeared in Lrrnmcorr’s

MAGAZINE, and it is now newly published in the captivating dress of the Lotos

Library for the wide audience which awaits anything new from the pen of its

diverting author.

The story is as clever a. bit of construction as it has been our good luck to

meet with in many a day. Mrs. Hilliard is the widow of a gentleman who has

drifted in and out of fortune several times, and “if Providence had seen fit to

VOL. LVII.—19
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remove him a little earlier or a little later,” so says his brilliant daughter,

“ things might have been very difl'erent,” for he passed away on the eve of his

third failure. A bright idea. came to Paul Sturgis, friend of the family, and

was joyfully adopted. As they had not means enough to stay at home, he

suggested that they should live abroad, and this they took immediate steps to

do. They met some people of title on the voyage, and cleverly manipulated an

acquaintance which stood them in good stead both in Paris and in London.

Here they finally settled after the girls, Evelyn and Elise, had been educated

in a French convent, and here the Professional Beauty began her magnificent

career. She plunged headlong into every social current which eddied about the

throne, and was the toast for several seasons. She was superbly beautiful, and

her saucy American ways enthralled the English aristocrats. She snubbed the

bloated old Duke of Beudesleigh, and was the sensation of the season in all the

papers, at home and abroad. But the duke never forgave her, and when she

placed herself in a compromising position at a house-party where she was

hypnotized by one of the duke's circle and made to reveal a secret about the

jewels of a rival, he tried to ruin her. Her good angel, however, in the person

of Paul Sturgis, whom she really loved through all the amorous passages of her

gay career, saved her from final wreck and brought the tale charmingly to an

end.

“ I have tried to write a book for those who are sufliciently

Thereveuticfof prepared by previous studies to build their therapeutical

:';:‘;‘_'°’1'l;‘:J‘:):‘nlb‘li: measures on the foundation of an exact recognition of the

In conditions they have to deal with,” says Dr. Jacobi, and he

has fulfilled his aim with ample learning and with a di

rectness of utterance which is the fruit of experience and its consequent wisdom.

The plan precludes many recipes, but the intelligence of the practitioner is ap

pealed to and stimulated by heedful counsel. The subjects treated of include

Feeding of Sick Children; Treatment of the Newly Born ; Infectious Diseases ;

Diseases of the Digestive Organs, of the Genito-Urinary Organs, of the Respi

ratory Organs, of the Organs of Circulation, of the Nervous System, of the

Skin, of the Ear, of the Eye, of the Muscles, and of the Bones and Joints. An

ample index concludes the volume, which has been prepared as one of the

standard medical works of the Lippincott house. Dr. Jacobi is Clinical Pro

fessor of the Diseases of Children in the College of Physicians and Surgeons,

Columbia College, New York; President of the Association of American Phy

sicians; Late President of the New York Academy of Medicine, and of the

Medical Society of the State of New York, and is thus eminently fitted to be the

author of an authoritative work in his specialty of children’s diseases.

So much has the vast continent of Africa come to the front

A fries. _Vn1. II. as a field for European aggressions, that this ample Work, in

i‘T“fl‘H.“"]";; a :3’ two volumes, entitled A,/‘rica,——Lippincott,—is extremely up

F_R_G_s_ mwnnd to date, and will be welcome to the general reader, the

Illustrations. student, and the editor, as a storehouse to which to turn as

each new phase of the Oriental struggle for possession re

veals itself. No rival to the work in completeness of detail exists, and it is

doubtful if anything more finished and handy in the same bulk could be

prepared.

The present edition is the result of a thorough re-editing of the former
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single volume, made necessary by the crowding of events in the recent history

of the Dark Continent. The subject of geography has been given unusual at

tention, and the accurate and handsome maps attest the care with which this

work has been done. The illustrations are abundant, excellent, and very

helpful.

To have Don Quixote in so handy and handsome a form as

3°“ %“i‘°‘;°‘:h° in this last edition which the J. B. Lippincott Company

v::;:' Tnnymzg now puts forth is a consideration to every reader who travels

by non" shim, by rail or afoot, or who lingers underneath the pleasant

evening lamp. The four volumes which contain the im

mortal chronicle are each of a pocketable size, bound in substantial and comely

buckram, bearing a neat device, and illustrated captivatingly by a sympathetic

brush.

The translation is that of Thomas Shelton, which has rarely been repro

duced, but which, because it is in the English tongue which was Shakespeare's

and because it was rendered from the original Spanish by a contemporary of

Cervantes, is the very bt that our language affords. Shelton was a master of

his own speech, and his rich periods and happy paraphrases of the original will

be a revelation even to those who have already perused the more recent English

versions. -

The surprising versatility of Marie Corelli has never been

Ounces. 131 mm better displayed than in this varied group of short stories

°°"“i- which run the whole gamut of feeling, sentiment, and pur

pose known to contemporary fiction. Appearing as they do

almost simultaneously with The Sorrows of Satan, that wonderful romance of

nineteenth-century life which is the theme of the day alike in England and in

America, they serve to mark the author's tenderness, love of human sentiment,

and sympathy for human sulfering which are naturally less emphasized in the

more powerful and concentrated novel.

Cameos, brought out, like Bambbas and Ihe Sorrows of Satan, by Miss

Corelli’s American publishers, the J. B. Lippincott Company, consists of ten

stories, some brief, some long, but all within the limitation fixed for short stories,

and the same fascinating style, which is the author’s own charming character

istic, the same independence of thought, and the same wide outlook on life which

her longer books possess, are here delightfully minimized for the daintier setting

appropriate to cameos.

Three Wise Zllen of Gotham, the opening story, is a pleasant satire on the

modern relations of the husband to the fussy and managing wife whose plans

for the amelioration of the world leave out of view the happiness of her own

household. Angel’s lVic/redness is a sketch not incomparable to Dickens at his best.

Angel is dismissed from Sunday-school for saying she “hates God,” but her

heroic little life and death must have won her a place in the heaven which Mr.

Denver in the next story, The Dislant Voice, was not sure enough of entering to

warrant an heroic sacrifice. The Wilhering of a Rose is a pathetic tale beginning

in Switzerland and closing by the Haunted Mere upon Mr. Allingham’s estate

in England, where that poor little rose, almost a bud, his wife, passes out upon

the coming of the spectre. Nehemiah P. Hoakina, Artist, is the tale of an

hmerican artist in Rome, who ends every sentence with the query “What?”

in the national manner, as he runs his fingers through his abundant hair. An

Old Bundle is a touching bit about an aged woman who was wheeled out W 53°
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the queen and died in her bath-chair just as she passed. Mademoiselle Zephyr,

Tiny flampa, and The Lady with the White Carnations are as varied as their titles,

and the book closes with the longest story of the collection, My Wonderful Wife,

who lectures on “The Advisability of Men’s Apparel for Women,” herself ap

pearing as a living example of the theme. There is humor, satire, and perhaps

a dash of cynicism in Miss Corelli, and these short stories are admirably adapted

to bring out her brilliant qualities, and hence to fascinate and amuse her hosts

of readers. The volume is in all mechanical respects equally well-looking with

its predecessors.

English high life has even for us democrats a never-failing

A R“;h1°;l' ‘Em’ interest, and when a tale devoted to it possesses the proper

:2; Y "' on‘ savoir-fa-ire and reproduces the atmosphere with the char

acters, there are numberless readers who will enjoy it. The

J. B. Lippincott Company has just added such a tale in A Ruthless Avenger,

by Mrs. Conney, to its tS'erica of Select Novels, and of its type this brilliant story

is one of the best we have encountered in many a day. It narrates the life and

adventures of Ralph Evelyn, son of a reputed illegitimate son, and, as the reader

must discover for himself‘, heir or not to the vast estates held by Lord Deptford.

That he is in love with his lordship’s daughter, Lady Frances, is merely reciting

a truism, but she has secretly formed an alliance with a rake of the neigh

borhood. How all this works to a close and fulfils the promise of the first

chapters we would not anticipate; but it is safe to say that every reader will

be satisfied, and that he will find himself throughout in high-bred and very

distinguished company—barring Captain Danvers.

Anything that the Duchess sets her seal upon is sure to be

A_ Pain‘ of °°l\~ delightful, but she has rarely given her innumerable readers

;:l°n":;'_m:y :;'; so rich a feast of fiction as in this last book, A Point of

n,,ch,")_ Conscience, fresh from the Lippincott press.

As is usual, the tale deals with high life in provincial

England. Miss Maden Royce has just been engaged as governess to little

Jinnie Verschoyle, who is an imp of charming perversities, and Miss Royce is

too fair and too well-bred for the woes of the oflice which her family trials have

made her assume. She is, therefore, not slow to accept the attentions of Captain

Fenton, a friend in Lady Maria’s place, The Dower House. The captain is fat

tractive to Cecil Fairfax as well; but she is a lady of a far different stamp, and

when Anthony Verschoyle of The Towers finaily marries her there is a dreadful

scene over her partiality for the captain. Miss Royce finds herself deserted by

Fenton, and blames it on Cecil Verschoyle, and the innocent husband of the

latter is also involved in the governess’s downfall in a way which makes it a

point of honor for him to conceal his part in the matter. How Cecil and he

quarrel, and how Miss Royce and Fenton finally come together again, and how

the breezy tale goes forward with never a moment’s break in its intense interest

and picturesqueness, are diversions the unravelling of which we would not

willingly anticipate for the reader.
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A WHIM AND A CHANGE.

I

IT was an April night, and “The Snuggery” was at its best. Out of

doors a storm so fierce as to suggest the fury of belated winter

rather than the treachery of s ring, often miscalled the Gentle, was

raging in a riot of squalls and riving rain, before which a mackintosh

was a delusion and an umbrella worse than a mockery. I had come

in chilled, moist, and hungry, but, now that these troubles had been

remedied, life was beginning to resume a cheerful aspect.

“ The Snuggery” was a mere bit of a room—the first qualification,

Of course, for a snuggery—-by some freak of the architect placed just

where nobody would expect to find it. It was furnished with careful

forethought for its uses. The chairs were deep and easy, the shaded

lamp threw its light precisely where a reader with a desire to save his

eyes would prefer to have it, the tiny fireplace could be relied upon to

preserve the temperature at a happy mean between refrigerator and

oven. There was not a desk nor a work-table nor a suggestion of any

useful occupation within the four walls; for “The Snuggery” was a

httle temple of idleness, and therefore, perhaps, the most valuable

room in the house.

My wife and I were ensconced most comfortably in two of the

Oapacions chairs, with the table which supported the lamp between us.

She had an illustrated weekly in her hand, and I was glancing Over

a newspaper, it being quite permissible to read in the sanctum, pro

tvided, be it understood, that the matter perused should be nothing

to break the holiday spell. Book or periodical which developed a

Serious strain was doomed to prompt banishment from those precincts.

Presently my wife dropped her journal into her lap, a circumstance

I noted easily, for the attention 1 was bestowing upon the printed

columns before me was of the trivial sort. From something in her

291
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manner it was to be inferred that she had news to communicate. So,

laying aside the paper, I watched the smoke from my cigar flo'at toward

the ceiling, and awaited her tidings.

“ I had a letter this morning from Mary Barnes,” she said, after a

little, “and I answered it this afternoon.”

“Good girl!” I cried, with lazy enthusiasm. “Dorothy Morris,

you’re an ideal correspondent! Do you know, I’m more and more

convinced that I must have lost a great deal a few years back. I’m

treasuring up two or three notes of yours: they’re all you sent me in

those days.”

“But that’s not the present question. Why don’t you ask what

Mary had to tell me ?”

“Possibly because I’m not so much interested in her as in some

body else.”

“You say that very nicely, sir.”

“ Maybe I can do still better with practice,” I observed. “ Now, let

us see : suppose I change it to ”

“ It will do very well as it is. Please listen. Mary is coming

back to Trent.”

“ Indeed! I hope we shall see something of her.”

“I hope we shall,” said my wife, meaningly.

“ What brings her here?” I queried. “ VVhen she went to Boston

to study music I supposed she would remain there at least a year. Has

her money given out ?”

“Not quite; but she is returning on the chance of replenishing her

purse. It’s a very odd story she writes. Not long ago a letter was

forwarded to her by the present occupant of her grandfather’s house.

This letter was addressed to ‘ Jos. Barr, Trent,’ and the name so

resembled that of old Joshua Barnes that she felt no scrnple in opening

the envelope. Within she found a note, explaining that the sender was

.sorry to be behind with his interest on a loan, but that he hoped to

avoid similar delays in the future. Mary wrote to the man, and

received a reply which increased her suspicion that her grandfather was

really her correspondent’s creditor, in spite of the difference in names.

Anyway, she is coming back to make an investigation. This may be

a clue which will lead to a discovery of what became of all the prop

erty the old man was supposed to have. He was a very strange

person, you know: he may have called himself Joseph Barr; it would

have been just like him.”

“Umph!” said I, doubtfully. “Pm afraid hers will be a wild

goose chase.”

“ But why ?”

“ Well, to begin with, we don't know that old Barnes was not a

poor man. All suppositions to the contrary are simply guesses. In

the next place, this theory of an alias presents difiiculties. Wllat

Ol.)J€Ct could _he have had in starting such a mystery? Then, again,

there’s no evidence, so far as I have learned, that he was hostile to his

grand-daughter. He didn’t pretend to be fond of her—that’s true;

but, on the other hand, his manner toward her couldn’t be called any

thing more than indifferent. Above all, he had warning of his
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approaching end. Suppose his affairs were in a tangle: wouldn’t be

naturally have done something to clear them up? He was not

crazy ”

“But he was wonderfully eccentric,” my wife commented.

“True; but eccentricity is not madness. Dearly as he loved

money, he realized perfectly that his use for it was almost over. We

know that he made no attempt to conceal the fact that he had an‘

account at the Merchants’ Bank. He told me about it, and explained ‘

that, as Mary was his only heir, there was no need for him to make a

will. And if he posted me as to his possessions, why should he have

neglected to refer to this loan Mary had just heard of ‘Z Come, look at

the matter sensibly.”

“ I am looking at it sensibly,” my wife rejoined, in that quiet tone

of hers which gives me notice that my reasoning has persuaded nobody

but myself. “ Mary evidently believes that Joseph Barr and Joshua

Barnes were one and the same. Now, if she is right, dear, what be

comes of your argument?”

“ Oh, if she is right!” I spoke a trifle petulantly.

“ Well, I have a feeling that she is,-—-an intuition, don’t you know.

And it would be so delightful if she could give her voice the cultiva

tion it deserves, now wouldn’t it ?”

“ Of course it would,” said I, “but that isn’t the immediate point

for consideration. She must catch her hare before she can cook it.

By the way, Dorothy, speaking of cooking reminds me that the lady

below-stairs is improving. She certainly did well with the dinner

to-night.”

But my wife was not to be lured from her theme;

“Did old Mr. Barnes never say anything to suggest that he had

other property than the money in the bank?” she persisted. “Please

try to recall what he told you.”

“Very well,” said I, obediently. “I'll do my best.”

Accordingly I slipped on a thinking-cap and ran over the incidents

of my acquaintance with Joshua Barnes and his grand-daughter. One

day, nearly a year before, he had called at my office. What I could

tell him gave him no cheer, and the medicine I prescribed did him no

good ; nevertheless, when a month or two later he was forced to take

to his bed, he sent for me. His home was a dilapidated old house,

hardly better than a hovel, and furnished scantily. The place gave

every indication of poverty of the kind that wears on body and spirit,

yet in it he had contrived to dwell until he was well above threescore

and ten. After a time I set him down as a miser, principally because

Of the gusto with which he described some of the devices he followed

either to earn or to save a few pennies. They were sorry, sordid tales

of long hflggling and petty sharp practices, with enough of the element

Of dishonesty in them to furnish to the narrator as keen enjoyment as

he appeared to find in anything, Out of all his talk, however, I got

no notion that his avarice had served to make him rich, and when

he mentioned his bank account I regarded it as probably representing

the bulk of his savings. _

He had previously told me a little of his history. In middle hfe
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he had met failure as a merchant. When he said that bankruptcy had

left him poor, I believed him. When he added that with all his later

toil and saving he had managed to accumulate only a few hundred

dollars, I put faith in the statement; for he realized, at the time, that

the shadow of death was upon him, and at such a moment few men

prefer purposeless lies to truth.

He had quarrelled with his only son, Mary’s father, but when he

learned of the son's death he sent for the girl to come to him. She had

been with him for two years when his health began to break, and dis

mal years they must have been for one reared in such a home as hers

had been so long as her father had lived. His death had left her

almost penniless, for his debts had proved to be as great as his estate.

So she had joined her grandfather, and, I dare say, had dutifully en

deavored to love and honor him until he had made it clear that affec

tion was something with which he preferred to dispense, after which

explanation of the situation the two dwelt together on terms closely

approaching neighborly neutrality. For the girl it was a trying period

and a most unhappy one. The old man suffered her coming to make

little difference in his life. He fed her as poorly as he fed himself;

he allowed her no spending-money—just as he allowed himself none;

he showed no concern for her hopes and ambitions, and he repulsed

her efforts to share in his interests. When he fell sick she nursed

him ; when he saw the end close at hand he seemed to be on the point

of manifesting some slight gratitude to her. Then it was that he told

me of the money in the bank, which would form the greater part Of

her inheritance.

“There is nothing else, then, you desire to say on this subject?”

said I, questioningly.

“No. I’v.e pointed out where she’s to look for what’s to go to

her,” he answered, feebly. “ That’s fair, ain’t it?”

“Oh, yes,” said I.

“ There will be no other claimant,” he added, after a pause.

“She is your sole descendant, I believe?”

“Yes. But I bear her no ill will.” He appeared to regard the

explanation as necessary. “Here, doctor,” he went on, “ she is to have

everything she can find. Remember that.”

I There was a faint gleam of amusement in his eyes as he spoke. I

laid it to an appreciation of the slenderness of the fortune he Was

leaving behind him.

“It shall be borne in mind,” I promised, and then I left him.

\Vhen I called the next morning he was very low ; and before another

day had come, he had gone to his reward.

That, in the circumstances, the girl should have acquired any

great fondness for the gruff old sinner Was hardly to be expected;

that she had endured the disagreeable life of his home was something

account altogether to my own satisfaction.

more c‘mgenial to her tastes than the terrible monotony of exist

ence under he!‘ EI'andfather’S roof. Yet, to the best of my knowledge,

She made no elfort to leave him. Curiously enough, too, she never
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impressed me as lacking in self-reliance, nor as wanting the ability to

care for herself in case of need. She made no complaints of the pri

vatious she endured: she bore uncomplainingly with the old man’s

eccentricities. It may have been that, noting his growing infirmities,

she was unwilling to desert him ; at all events, for two years she was

out of touch with the things for which her heart yearned. In such

conditions it was not possible that one should thrive mentally. In

her case the years represented merely so much arrested development.

I had revealed to my wife enough of my observations at the Barnes

house to arouse in her a good deal of sympathy for the girl, and some

weeks before the old man’s death she had sought Mary out with kindly

offers of comfort and assistance. Afterward, when Mary found her

self altogether alone in the world, Dorothy urged her to make our

house her home until her plans should be matured, but the invitation

was declined, and for a time the girl contrived to abide in the old

ruin which had been her grandfather’s quarters. There were legal for

malities involved in the settlement of the small estate, and until they

had been duly observed she remained in Trent. Then, free at last to

go where she pleased, she chose to move to Boston. She had a fine

voice, and it was her design to devote her little inheritance to its

cultivation.

Among his neighbors old Barnes had borne the reputation of a

miser possessed of a considerable hoard of wealth, but diligent inquiry

failed to reveal anything beyond the one bank account and the few

dollars represented by the rickety furniture of the rooms he had so long

occupied. The investigation satisfied me that the gossip about his

fortune had no better basis than such gossip generally has. The lawyer

who looked after the probate court proceedings shared my opinion, and

Mary herself expressed little hope that we might be mistaken. Only

my wife dissented. Argue as I might, she remained firm in her be

lief that there was foundation for the neighborhood talk. Even ridi

cule failed to shake her conviction, and at last, in sheer despair, I

dropped all efforts to bring her to my way of thinking. Again and

again, in our confabs in “ The Snuggery,” she had urged me to endeavor

to recall the exact language employed by the sick man in describing

his property, and as often had I repeated the conversation.

“ No, Dorothy,” said I, on this particular evening when my memory

had been taxed once more, only to yield the same old result, “ I should

be delighted to encourage you if I could, but the probabilities are all

the other way. There's no wisdom in striving to deceive ourselves.

And as for Mary—-well, you know, the sooner false hopes are ended,

the better for her. Besides, I’m sorry to see her interrupt her studies.

Pm afraid that her coming here will mean an abridgment of the time

.she can devote to them; and surely that’s bad policy for one in her

position. Now, isn’t it ?” .

_ “I can’t agree with you,” my wife answered. “ 1 think she 15

doing the very best thing possible. Very likely she has decided that,

unless she can take a far more thorough course than her present means

will permit, she might as well give up her music at once. And of

course she can’t afford to neglect the clue she has discovered.”
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“ Perhaps not; yet it will lead to a disappointment,” said I.

“ Don’t be too certain of that,” said Dorothy. “ One can’t be sure

of what a half-mad old man may do.”

“ Or a wholly sane young woman.”

“ Don’t be nonsensical. I’ll wager that you have the greatest con

fidence in Mary’s good sense.”

“ She is a very nice girl,” I admitted. “ I shall be glad to see her.

More than that, as I have said before, I trust that we shall see her

often.”

“ There's no reason why we shouldn’t,” said Dorothy. “ You

haven’t asked what message I sent in reply to her letter. However,

I’ll enlighten you: I have insisted that she shall be our guest while

she remains in Trent.”

II.

“Here’s a nuisance, Dorothy,” said I,_one evening about a week

later, entering my wife’s room and holding up a note for her inspection.

“I shall not be able to meet Mary at the station. Here's an impera

tive call which will keep me busy until ten o’clock at the earliest. Her

train’s due at nine-thirty.”

“Then I must take your place,” said my wife. “ The carriage—”

“ Will be at your disposal. But I don’t half like the idea of your

going unescorted to the station. The night crowd there is particularly

miscellaneous.” '

“ Oh, don’t worry. I shall get along nicely,” said she. “ Thomas

will be sutficient protection.”

“ I dare say; yet I’d prefer to have somebody else with you. By

Jove! I’ve just the idea. I’ll ask Fred Cook to accompany you.”

“There is no need "

“He will be only too glad to go. I’ll call at his house and ask

him to be here by half-past eight. And then, Dorothy, why not have

a little supper, say about ten-thirty, for the four of us? Great scheme :

don’t you think so ?”

“But Mary may be fatigued by her journey,” she began, rather

doubtfully. '

“ Not at all. A few miles in a railway car is not too much for any

able-bodied young woman. Come, now, a bite to eat won’t hurt her;

probably it will be very welcome. Let’s call it settled for ten-thirty.

1FklLdri,ght, is it? Then I’ll hurry along and make sure of catching

r .

As it happened, this programme was carried out to the letter, and

when, after attending to the professional duties which occupied the

early part of the evening, I reached home, our visitor was there, safe

and sound,and none the worse for her little journey. She was looking

well, remarkably well,—such was my first impression. The next was

that she had changed in many ways, subtly yet undeniably. She had

been away only a few months, but I noted abnndantdifferenoes. Per

haps I should have expected them, just as one looks for growth and

new beauty in one of those plants which are brought forth into the
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spring warmth and sunlight after hibernation in a cellar; but, as it

was, the change took me by surprise. She had gained flesh,—a cir

cumstance hardly to be wondered at, when the starvation allowance of

her graudfather’s table was taken into consideration; her voice, always

pleasant to the ear, had become richer and fuller. But more striking

than these things was the new life in her expression and manner. Of

old we had deemed her strangely reserved, almost stolid at times. Now

there was nothing to suggest such a thought ;~ she was far from a demon

strative girl, but no one could have considered her lacking in a healthy

interest in what was going on about her. She was full of animation

as she talked with my wife and young Cook about her experiences in

Boston, her trip to Trent, and the dozen other trifies which fed the con

versational fire. I noted these fresh phases of hers with a good deal

of interest; and incidentally I remarked to myself that she had come

to be an extremely pretty girl.

She was of medium height, her figure was good, and she carried

herself well. Her features, though not faultlessly regular, were clear

cut. Her eyes were dark, and so was her hair, which she Wore in the

style of the day, a fashion, I remember, which was vastly becoming to

her, although I would venture no other particulars regarding it. Her

black gown, too, suited her admirably.

“ Well,” I reflected, “ Dorothy likes her, and I like her. I wonder

what Fred thinks of our young friend from Boston.”

To all appearances, he was properly impressed ; for he hardly took

his eyes from our visitor, and there was in his deferential attention

something which any girl would have been justified in construing as

the pleasantest of compliments. Fred was not a person to succeed in

masking his feelings. He was young,—he often seemed to us hardly

more than a boy,—-and his face, as a rule, was a telltale index of his

mood. His ingenuousness, from the beginning of our acquaintance

with him, had attracted both Dorothy and myself. He was neither

studious nor brilliant, neither witty nor overburdened with wisdom,

but there was in him the essence of a wholesome manhood which more

than made amends for the lack of more showy qualities. So far, his

surroundings had not been such as to force the development of his

character. His parents, who were fairly well-to-do, had kept him at

school so long as he had cared to remain at his books, and then had

secured for him a clerkship in the employ of an old and reputable firm,

where he had thriven in an every-day way,—that is, to the point of '

becoming self-supporting in the course of a year or two. Two or

three more had carried him up another round of the ladder, and his

prospects were excellent for still another promotion in the course of a

twelvemonth. I doubt if he had ever had an adventure worth re

cording. In short, his career had been commonplace, safe, reputable,

and prosperous enough to satisfy the cravings of a modest ambition.

_After the little supper, which, by the way, was a success, our party

quickly broke up. Fred lingered over his adieux, however, with a

patent desire for a chat with me, which brought him an invitation to

Sluoke a cigar in “The Snuggery.” No sooner were the two of us

alone in that retreat, Dorothy having carried Mary away to her room,
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than he began to question me on lines which showed that my wife

during the ride to the station had given him an explanation of Miss

Barnes’s mission.

“Doctor,” said he, “ what steps do you propose to take to assist her

in her plans?”

“ Eh ?” said I, rather startled at the inquiry; for lack of faith in

the probability of further discoveries of old Barnes’s money had stood

in the way of making projects to effect them.

“Don’t regard me as inquisitive,” he went on; “it is hardly my

affair, I know, but Mrs. Morris said she would be pleased to have me

do anything I could to help Miss Barnes.”

“ Oh! she said that, did she?” said I, with admiration for the

energy Dorothy was evincing at the opening of the campaign.

“Yes; and I shall be heartily glad to be of service.”

“ There is very little chance, I fear, for your good otiices,” quoth I.

“For that reason I’m pleased that you have consulted me at once. I

like Mary so much that I am averse to anything which might bolster

up false hopes. Let me ask this favor: don’t try to encourage her

unless you stumble upon something of importance. And, frankly, I

tell you that that chance is too slim to deserve consideration.”

“ But why? Just remember that Joseph Barr loan.”

“Somebody’s blunder, but not old Barnes’s. So much you may

regard as settled.”

“Are you sure it is a blunder? Suppose—well, suppose that the

oll)d map used the name Barr with full knowledge of what he was

a out?’

“Fred,” said I, somewhat testily, “ the supposition is ridiculous.

What earthly motive could he have had for such a freak ?”

“ You talked with him frequently. Can’t you throw any light on

that question?”

“ No.”

Cook was silent for a moment. Then he asked for an account of

the conversation in which Mary’s grandfather described his possessions.

This I gave him as accurately as memory permitted.

“He talked of pointing out the way,” Fred commented. “There

may have been more in the phrase than occurred to you at the time.”

“What reason could he have had for mystery? A motive, my

boy, a motive?”

“Well,” he answered, slowly, “ I can’t think of one now. SO

much I admit. But he was a strange chap, by all accounts, and he

may have had some crazy scheme in his head. It seems to me that it

is our business to do our best to get to the bottom of this thing.”

“ Dorothy has won you over,” said I, resigned ly; “ that’s perfectly‘

clear. And it is equally clear that any effort to reason with you is

useless.”

He nodded approval of the remark.

“ Well, then,” I continued, “ how do you propose to go to work?”

‘_‘Oh, we’ll find a way,” he answered, clieerilv. “First we’ll ill

vestigate the Barr loan ” '

“And if you run up against a stone wall ?”
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“Then we'll have to go around it, or over it, or dig under it. But

we’ll pass it, never fear.”

Such determination showed Fred in a new light.

“Mary is a very attractive girl,” said I, with a fine notion of my

slyness.

“Very,” he answered, but he failed to meet my eye.

“She is talented, too. Dorothy believes that she will become a

great singer,—-provided, of course, that she is able to secure the proper

training."

“ Yes.”

“She really should study abroad. I suppose that is her idea, in

case she obtains sutficient means.”

“Indeed !” There was less enthusiasm in his tone as he spoke the

word.

“But the Atlantic is still between her and Europe,” I went on,

“to say nothing of the other details.”

His face brightened.

“You’re right,” said he. “Her present interests are all on this

side of the ocean.”

“Yes, the mine is right here in Trent. I wish her good luck, but

the surface indications promise nothing.”

“ Don’t be a croaker. In a few weeks you may be trying to forget

your predictions of failure.”

“When the time comes, I’ll retract cheerfully.”

“ That’s better,” said he. “ And retract you will : I feel it in my

bones.”

“ More likely a touch of rheumatism.”

“Not a bit of it, doctor. I'm not due for that sort of thing for

years yet. Meanwhile I’ve something better to think about than your

evil-tasting doses. I dare say treasure-hunting beats health-hunting

all to pieces. But it’s time for me to be at home and in bed. Good

night to you, and a more optimistic spirit.”

“Dorothy,” said I to my wife, a little later, “did Fred ever meet

Mary before this evening?”

“Never.”

“Then you and she between you have made a fine start. He is

completely converted to your romantic belief.”

“Fred Cook is one of the most sensible, well-balanced young men

I know,” she observed, placidly.

III.

It is, as a rule,—nineteen times in the score, let us say,—-far less

troublesome to feign belief in a story than to risk its frequent repeti

tion; but when one happens at the outset to declare himself an un

believer, self-respect stands in the way of a convenient declaration of

conversion, even when the oft-told tale has become a burden and a

weariness of the spirit. Such was my experience in the matter of old

Barnes’s hypothetical fortune. With the heartiest desire for Mary's
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success in anything she might undertake, I could not pretend to put

faith in the suppositions upon which she and her allies proposed to

act; yet, by force of circumstances, I was fated to hear much of the

matter without interposing the objections which I deemed to be fatal

to her hopes. It came to pass, therefore, that When she had been of

my household for a week I was altogether tired of the speculations,

the conferrings, and the plannings in which my guest, my wife, and my

friend Cook found an unfailing source of interest. Courtesy, of course,

forbade an expression of my opinion in Mary’s presence, although to

Dorothy and to Fred I spoke out now and then plainly and, as it

seemed to me, most convincingly. Nevertheless, I promised both of

them that my assistance should be at their command if ever it might

be needed,——a pledge accepted with an air of something verging upon

pity for my obstinate scepticism. \Vhen I ventured to play the

prophet, my wisdom met the reception expressly reserved for vaticina

tions. Even in my own house the popular majority was against me.

As Fred had observed, the first business of the investigators was

to attempt to get to the bottom of the Joseph Barr transaction. Mary’s

correspondent lived in a village about twenty miles from Trent. She

had heard from him again since her coming to us, but his letter had

merely proved that if she was to learn much of value from that source

a personal meeting must be had, and at last it was decided that, chape

roned by Dorothy, the girl should seek the debtor on his own ground.

The trip would occupy the greater part of a day, and neither Fred nor

I could spare the time to accompany them. So the pair set forth one

morning on their expedition, unescorted, but fully confident of their

ability to accomplish what lay before them without masculine aid. It

was late in the afternoon when they returned, somewhat fatigued by

their journey, part of which had been made in a hard-riding wagon

over poor roads, and a good deal excited by its results. After dinner,

when Cook had dropped in to learn what had been discovered, they

told the tale of their mild adventures.

They had had no difficulty in finding their man, “ Deacon William

B. I’rovost,—‘ Uncle Bill,’ as our guide called him,” Dorothy explained,

parenthetically He was a farmer, and a person evidently of high

repute in the community.

“He treated us very nicely, I’m sure,” my wife went on. “ He

took us into his parlor, one of those state apartments, you know,

where the furniture looks as stiff and orderly as a company of soldiers

on parade. Then he called in his wife,—such a spick-and-span old

lady she was, too, though she apologized for not being ready to receive

unexpected guests with suitable honors,—and the four of us talked

the whole case over. Mary began bv informing Mr. Provost just
what her mission was. i

“ ‘You think, then, miss, that Joseph Barr and your grandfather

Joshua Barnes might be the same person ‘Z’ said he, cautiously. ‘ Wall,

I can't say as to that. All I know is that the interest is overdue and I

’ain’t heard from Mr. Barr ; and one of the letters I sent him somehow

got to you.’

“Then he told us how the loan was made. About two years ago
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he was anxious to secure money to put his youngest son through col

lege. For reasons which anybody can understand, he preferred to get

it in the city rather than in his gossipy neighborhood, so he put an ad

vertisement in one of the Trent papers. In a day or two he came to

the city, and found at the newspaper ofiice, to which he had directed

that answers to his advertisement should be sent, a note signed by

‘Joseph Barr.’ In it the writer asked Mr. Provost to meet him at

three o’clock that afternoon in a little park on the East Side. Each

was to carry a tightly rolled newspaper in his left hand, by which

token he was to recognize the other. It was a curious method to follow

in a financial transaction, was it not? Mr. Provost thought so, but he

was in urgent need of the money, and Mr. Barr’s letter was the only

one awaiting him. So he was in the park at the appointed hour, with

a newspaper in his hand. Soon another man, also carrying a news_

paper, came up to him.

“ Right here Mary interrupted Mr. Provost.

“‘Please let me describe my grandfather,’ said she. ‘This is a

strange case, sir, and I realize that we have everything to prove. It

will be better, I think, for me to try to take up the story at this point.

Then if I am on a wrong track ’

“‘Your idea is a good one, miss,’ said the deacon, and his wife

nodded her approval.

“‘My grandfather was a very old man,’ Mary continued. ‘He

was short and thin, almost emaciated. His shoulders were bent; he

moved slowly and leaned heavily upon his cane. His hair was long

and almost white, his beard thin and a little darker than his hair.

He wore steel-rimmed spectacles. His clothing was old, patched, and

fitted him badly. A shapeless soft hat was drawn far down upon his

forehead.’

“ ‘That’s Joseph Barr to a T !’ exclaimed the deacon.

“‘And when he addressed you,’ Mary went on, ‘his voice was

surprisingly full and firm for one of his years and apparent decrepitude.

He spoke quickly and in short sentences. His hands fumbled continu

ally with the head of his cane as he talked.’

“‘You couldn’t hit him of better,’ cried Mr. Provost; ‘but how

on earth ’

“He paused awkwardly, looking from one of us to the other in

perplexity. Mary herself came to his rescue.

“ ‘ Please tell us, sir, what happened in the park,’ said she.

“Thereupon he went over the interview, which, from his account,

must have been a very odd conversation. It lasted for fully an hour,

ending with an agreement that the two should meet at the same place

a week later. In the mean time Mr. Barr, as he called himself, would

mvestigate Mr. Provost’s standing, and if all was satisfactory he would

then hand over to him one thousand dollars. Mr. Provost really

wanted only about half that amount, but the other declared that it

must be a thousand or nothing. However, he reconciled the deacon to

the mcrease by agreeing to take a note as security and not to ask for a

regular mortgage, which would have to be recorded and thus might get

to the knowledge of Mr. Provost’s neighbors. When they met for the
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second time Mr. Barr turned over the money to the deacon, who signed

the note right there in the park, writing with a bench for a desk and

with pen and ink the lender had brought with him. The interest was

to be six per cent., payable semi-annually. The borrower was to visit

the city and meet Mr. Barr in the park on these occasions. He made

two payments in this manner. When the time for the third came, he

was ill and unable to keep the appointment, but a few days later the

lender visited the village and collected the interest, making the deacon

pay his expenses on the trip. At that time Mr. Provost asked for his

address in the city. After much demur, Mr. Barr seemed to be about

to give the information, when suddenly he changed his intention-if in

deed he had formed it-—and remarked that whenever Mr. Provost failed

to come to the park he would go to the village—at the cost of his debtor.

“ When the day for the next payment arrived, the deacon, who was

temporarily short of ready funds, journeyed to town with the expecta

tion of a hot dispute at the trysting-place, but, much to his surprise,

nobody was there to meet him. Returning home, he awaited a visit

from Mr. Barr. Weeks passed, however, without the expected call,

and finally he wrote a letter and addressed it to ‘Joe. Barr, Trent.’

No answer came. Then he sent a second letter to the same address,

and, a few days later, a third. Uncle Bill’s penmanship is none too

legible, and the post-office people, in the case of at least one of the

letters, mistook ‘ Jos. Barr’ for ‘ Jos. Barnes,’ the carrier delivered it at

the house in which Mary’s grandfather used to live, and by some lucky

chance the present tenant forwarded it to Mary in Boston. Provi

dential, wasn’t it ?”

“Indeed it was!” Fred declared, in all earnestness.

“Let’s hear the rest,” said I, hastily, preferring to await further

details before proclaiming an opinion.

“ We had a long, long talk with the Provost-=,” Dorothy continued.

“They invited us to dine with them, and at dinner and after it we

talked, and talked, and talked. The deacon said that he was now pre

pared to pay the interest due on the loan, and that in another year he

expected to be able to pay ofl' the rincipal. His honesty of purpose

impressed us both, and we parted ¥r0m him with a very high regard

for his character. But he made one thing perfectly clear to us: he

couldn’t accept our belief in the identity of Joseph Barr and Joshua

Barnes until we could furnish him with proof of legal value that it

was correct.”

“ A very natural position for the old gentleman to take,” said I.

“ I think we left him morally sure that we were right” said Mary,

quietly.

“Yes, he almost admitted so muc ,” added Dorothy. “ He was

certainly very kind in all that he said to us. His wife was rather

more cautious, but even she was greatly impressed in Mary’s favor.”

.“Didn’t Mr. Provost learn anything about the money-lender at

their various conferences?” asked Fred.

“Next to nothing,” Mary replied. “ He says that personal matters

were hardly mentioned. Whenever he attempted inquiries in that

direction he was put ofil”
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“ Fred,” said I, “this thing of waiving a mortgage is peculiar.

How would you oifer to account for it ?”

“Ask me that question a little later, and I may hazard an answer.”

“At any rate, we’ve made a real advance to-day,” said Dorothy.

“I, for one, am tremendously encouraged; more so, perhaps, than

Mary. We know nowjust what task is before us.”

“ And the next thing ?” I queried.

“ Is to decide how to go to work in earnest.”

The clang of the oflice bell sounded through the house. I arose to

obey the summons.

“Come back as soon as you can,” urged my wife. “ We’re going

to hold a council of war.”

IV.

The stray patient—a nervous youth inclined to magnify a simple

sore throat into the beginnings of diphtheria—was quickly examined,

reassured, and sent on his way rejoicing, with a prescription for a lotion

to be made up at the nearest pharm-acist’s. I stood for a moment at

the door, watching him trudge away, and speculating, with an eye to

the morrow, on the probabilities suggested by gathering clouds over

head. Then, quite unable to solve the meteorological problem, I_

turned back into the house to learn what wise decision was being

reached by the Council of Three in session over the other problem,

which I regarded as almost as useless of contemplation as the world

old puzzle of the weather’s vagaries.

Brief as had been my absence from the others, I found them well

advanced in their discussion. Dorothy, who had the fioor, waved me

to a chair, upon which I dropped, rather glad, on the whole, that its

position was such as to enable me to study the group without intruding

upon them, or, in fact, exactly joining myself to them. As was to

have been foreseen, the talk was somewhat rambling, turning now

upon some incident of the trip to the village, now upon some peculiar

ity Of Mary’s grandfather, and then going off at a tangent toward the

mfinitesimal chance that all through the negotiations attending the loan

some altogether inexplicable misunderstanding prevailed, by which the

name of the ‘lender was twisted from Joshua Barnes to Joseph Barr.

So far-fetched was this supposition that, despite my purpose to keep

out of the debate, I broke into it.

“Don’t waste time in that direction,” I advised. “There could

have been no mistake of the sort in a financial transaction.”

“ I agree with you there; that is, as to a mistake,” said Cook.

“Well, go on,” said I.

“ I believe that the man who loaned the money desired to be known

as Joseph Barr,” he continued.

“ Because it was his name ?” I suggested.

“ Not necessarily for that reason,” said he, very quietly. Then,

addressillg Mary, he asked, “Would you mind, Miss Barnes, if We

went a little more deeply into your grandfather’s idiosyncrasies?
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There is just a chance that in that manner we may come upon some

thing to help us out.”

“ I shall be glad to tell you anything I can,” she answered.

“Had he any unusual business methods?”

I felt for the girl when Fred put the question. Before me rose

the figure of the old man as I had seen him more than once, prowling

about the streets with swift inspections of the ash-barrels not entirely

due to amateurish curiosity as to their contents. Business methods,

forsooth! Still, after all, the scavenger no doubt dubs his occupation

a business. I remembered the old wretch’s gloating recitals of tricks

of many odd trades. Undoubtedly Mary must have had an inkling

of them ; and they were not stories she could repeat with pride. From

Fred’s query it was clear that he had learned little, except in a general,

indefinite way, of the late Joshua Barnes’s oddities of life and occupa

tion. Possessed of greater knowledge, he would scarcely have risked

.the inquiry; and before the girl had finished her answer I dare say he

regretted his words, though she went through her task very steadily.

Although she had dwelt with her ancestor for two years, her

acquaintance with his money-making projects was far from intimate.

Much of what she related was drawn from inference rather than from

direct knowledge; for, as has been set forth, Joshua was not given to

making her his confidante. All the ordinary devices for making a

penny by the process of saving one appeared to have been at his finger

ends. He knew the discount allowed by the commission men to the

purchasers of badly-cracked or broken eggs, by the bakers to buyers

of stale bread, by the butchers to those who took little-esteemed odds

and ends; be haunted the markets at their closing hour to pick up the

bargains to be had in perishable vegetables; he brought home, now

and then, canned goods which dealers had found to be unsalable to

their regular customers. Moreover, he exercised the most rigid fru

gality in dealing out rations. “Enough is as good as a feast, but

nobody should feast every day,” appeared to have been his motto. He

collected pieces of coal, bits of wood, anything, in short, which was to

be found in the streets and to be carried in the recesses of his capacions

pockets or tucked away under his arms. He conducted a long series

of ingenious but futile experiments to discover a cheap and etfective

adulterant for kerosene. He wasted weeks in tests of methods to cut

down the consumption of fuel in the single fire be permitted in cold

weather. He reduced his laundry-work to a minimum, and then he

did it himself. Such cooking as could not be avoided was performed

under his personal supervision. Occasionally he picked up old books

at the stalls of dealers, but these he neither read nor permitted his

grand-dziughter to read, being in dread that handling might lessen the

market value of the volumes.

“ But, Mary, what did he allow you to do ?” demanded Dorothy.

“ Nothing, except to exist,” said the girl.

“ But your friend ' ?” Fred began.

“I_ had none—then. He cautioned me against making acquaint

ances in the neighborhood, but the warning was unnecessary. When

I look back upon my stay with him, I hardly know how I endured
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its monotony and its loneliness. Sometimes it seemed—it seemed as

if ’ .

She checked herself with an effort. No one spoke for a little, but

I saw Dorothy’s hand steal out and close about that of the girl.

“His sources of income,—what did you think them to be?” I

asked.

“ I have mentioned his purchases of books,” said Mary. “All that

he bought he sold again at a profit. Then, too, he made money on odd

pieces of furniture which he secured here and there. Once or twice

he bought pictures, disposing of them, no doubt, to his advantage. I

think, also, that he made small loans among the neighbors.”

“ At generous rates of interest,” I suggested.

“ So I believe, though, really, I have no proof.”

“Had he no trade, no regular business?” Fred put this question.

“Not to my knowledge. Often he was away from home from

morning till night, but I never learned how he spent the time. I

suspected bargain-hunting, but I may have been mistaken.”

“Surely he must have had friends somewhere in the city,” said

Dorothy. “If only they could be found, we might learn something

of importance.”

“I do not believe that anybody in Trent can give the slightest

information about him. Before going to Boston I made many in

quiries, but without success.”

“And you have no relatives who can help us?”

“None.”

“ Did he never mention anybody as a friend?” Cook asked. “Had

he no visitors?”

“He had one,” said the girl. “ Twice an elderly man came to the

house. I do not know his name, for when I asked who he was my

grandfather gruflfly bade me not to meddle with what did not concern

me. I did discover, though, that he was a stranger in Trent, and in

some way—just why I don’t remember-—I made up my mind that he

was from the West. He and grandfather had a long talk on each

0ccasion,—atter I had been sent into another room and the door

between had been locked,—and when the stranger departed my grand

father accompanied him from the house.”

“Old chums, perhaps,” Fred suggested.

“That was my idea. I think, too, that grandfather corresponded

With him occasionally, for now and then a letter came, which grand

father pounced upon in hot haste, as if he feared that I should notice

the post-mark. There was nobody except this elderly man who was

at all likely to write to him.”

“ I take it,” Fred went on, “that Mr. Barnes was not the sort of

person to write or receive letters except on matters of business. In

that case the Westerner pretty certainly knew a good deal about his

aifmrs. By the way, Miss Barnes, do you think that your grand

father notified this friend of his illness ?”

“I am almost certain that he did not. I was with him so con

stantly after he realized how ill he was that it would have been im

possible for him to write a letter and mail it without my knowledge.”

Von. LVII.-20
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“He didn’t intrust one to your care, did he, doctor?” said Fred,

turning to me.

“ No; nor did he express a desire to communicate with anybody.”

“ It’s a great pity we don’t know where to lay hands on the gentle

man from the West. Worst of all, he might come to Trent, parade its

streets for days, and then depart, leaving us none the wiser. Would

you be able to recognize him, Miss Barnes?”

“ Yes, indeed. His face is not one to be forgotten easily. He had

sharp eyes, little gray side-whiskers, out very close, a long nose, and a

florid complexion.”

“ Is he tall?”

“ Above middle height, I think.”

“ Well dressed?”

“ Both times I saw him he wore a long black coat and high hat.

I judged him to be well-to-do.”

When Fred rose to go, I bore him company to the door, and,

standing on the steps, chatted with him on the topic of the evening’s

discussion.

“ We’ve made progress,” he declared,“ lots of it, doctor, lots of it.”

“ In that you have hit upon a mysterious stranger?” said I.

“ Don’t play the cynic. We may be able to find the man.”

“ This is a large country, with a considerable population,” said I.

“It seems to me that you have a fine needle-in-the-haymow hunt before

you. Besides, granting for the sake of argument that you may stumble

upon this person,—which isn’t at all likely,—what assurance have you

that he knows anything you want to find out? Pile guess on guess,

if you care to, but don’t be disappointed when the lot of them come

tumbling about your ears.”

“The old raven cry, doctor. Good~night to you.”

He ran down the steps, and I heard him whistling cheerily as he

began his walk homeward. In my heart, I think, I had been envying

him his youthful optimism even while I had striven to shake his faith.

V.

In the next fortnight I failed to perceive that the Council of Three

was the better, in respect to practical results, for the descent upon

Deacon Provost and the conference which had followed it. There was

certamly no new light on the probably mythical connection of Joshua

Barnes and Joseph Barr. A brace of notes sent to the deacon had

been honored with replies of excellent sentiment and no immediate

value. Mr. Provost could merely repeat that he was willing to regard

Mary as his creditor so soon as he had legal proof of the identity of

Barr and Barnes, a statement which brought out very clearly the difli

cult point of the situation.

It must not be supposed that my wife and Mary were idle during

these days, or that Fred Cook’s interest showed signs of waning.

There were commgs and goings early and late, expeditions to the shops

of Junk-dealers and tradesmen likely to have had dealings with the late



A WHIM AND A CHANCE. 307

Mr. Barnes, two or three searches of the rooms he had occupied up to

the time of his demise, and other pilgrimages about the city, the object

of which I failed to fathom. In each instance the outcome was the

same,-—failure. The juukmen were without the desired information,

the old premises yielded not a paper of any sort, and the miscellaneous

journeys were barren of discoveries. It was all disappointing, pitifully

disappointing. I had not the hardness of heart to preach as I might

have preached from that most alluring of texts, “ I told you so.” In

truth, I sought the other extreme, saying as little as possible about the

whole matter,—a bit of generosity which I fear was hardly accepted

in the proper spirit; for, although Dorothy reserved her opinion of

my attitude, I could guess from her face, on certain occasions, what

that unspoken opinion was. In other respects the life of the house

hold ran on smoothly enough. Fred Cook was with us daily, as was

fitting in the case of the sworn knight of the two young women. In

fact, had he moved his belongings to one of the guest-chambers, we

could have been blessed with little more of his society.

There came an evening, however, when Fred was missing. We had

looked for him soon after dinner, but that hour of physical contentment,

which for those of us whose digestions have not rebelled and become

our tyrants is to be found following at the heels of dessert and coffee,

had slipped away without adding him to our number. Even on my

return from brief visits to a couple of patients in the neighborhood he

had not appeared. The clock-hands pointed to nine. Mary, who was

at the piano, ceased playing when I entered the room, and looked up

quickly. I think she had mistaken my step.

“Please go on with the concert,” said I. “You haven’t let us

have half the music we'd like. You see, Mary, Dorothy has so poor

an idea of my ear for harmonies that she offers me mighty few oppor

tunities to improve it.”

“ Do go on, Mary,” urged my wife. “ You may succeed in some

thing which has been beyond my power: perhaps you can train him to

distinguish one thing from another.”

“ Don’t believe her,” said I. “ It’s pure slander. I’m too severe

a critic : that’s where the trouble lies.”

The girl began to play a popular air, one of those which are played

or sung or whistled by everybody for a time and then drop out of

favor and are forgotten.

“Do you recognize it ?" she asked, over her shoulder.

“Of course,” I cried; “only I seldom hear it done so well.”

“ The name of it ?” queried Dorothy, a bit mischievously.

But I avoided the trap with the wisdom born of experience.

“Don’t let her deceive you, Mary,” I counselled. “ On with the

music! I’m here to enjoy it, not to pass examinations.”

And on themusic went, now plaintive, now gay, the influence of it

V subtly gaining control of the hearer’s moods and thoughts. Mary was

no prodigy, but she played well,—exccedingly well, Dorothy told me

afterward, for one whose opportunities to cultivate her talent had been

so limited. Just wherein lay the charm I know not, unless it could

be found in a feeling that her music was from her heart, an expression
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of thoughts gentle and steadfast and true. She sang for us, too, a

simple ballad, a little thing, a trifle, made a delight by a voice that was

a revelation in its richness and its sweetness.

Dorothy asked for another, when the song was ended, and I echoed

the request.

“ What shall it be?” said the girl. “ Something new, or something

old?”

“Anything,” said I. “What pleases you pleases us.”

“ I’ve a book with some very pretty selections in it,” said she. “ It’s

in my trunk. I’ll bring it down, and you may make your own choice.”

“ Now,” said Dorothy, rather severely, when our guest had vanished

on her errand, “now what do you think of Mary’s plans? Doesn’t it

seem to you worth while for her to train her voice?”

Here we were, getting back to the old controversy without delay.

“ My dear, please don't misunderstand me,” I protested. “ Nobody

has kinder wishes for Mary than I have. But don’t you comprehend

my position ? Show me a way to assist her, and command me. From

my point of view, I can’t see anything of promise; there's the rub.”

“There’s nobody so blind as those_” she began, but an inter

ruption prevented her from completing the sentence. The diversion

was supplied by Fred, who came hurrying along the hall, pausing in

the door-way to bow and to send a brisk “ Good-evening” in our

direction.

“ You’re late: we’d given you up,” said I.

“I dare say,” he answered. “ Pardon my appearing at this hour,

but I particularly wanted to see you at once. VVhere’s Miss Barnes?

Not away, is she?”

“ She will be here in a moment,” Dorothy explained.

“That’s good,” said he. “I think there’s news for her. First,

though, I’d like to have a talk with the doct0r.—Pard0n me, Mrs.

Morris, if I ask him to go down to his office for a few minutes.”

“ I’m with you,” said I, curious to learn what was in the wind.

“ I've a fellow who knows something of interest to us,” he whispered

as we left the room,—“ Tom Montague, a friend of mine. He’s in the

Trent Savings Bank. I got to pumping him to-night, and I believe

he's able to give us a big lift. By the way, though, what he says is

strictly confidential; it rnustn’t get out that he's talked, you under

stand. Right at the start you’d better let him know that we will be

close-moutl1ed, so far as he’s concerned.”

“ Certainly,” said I. “But what has he to reveal to us? Can he

prove that Barr was Barnes?”

“ Get the story from him. I’d rather you would.”

_ It chanced that Montague and I were slightly acquainted. Once

in the officc, Fred wasted no time in preliminaries.

“ Come, Tom,” said he, “ tell Dr. Morris about that cranky depositol‘

at your bank.”

“Let me assure you, sir,” I added, “that in no case will your name

be dragged in. You may rely upon the assurance.”

The bank clerk—a le l ' t C k" I -
cleared his throat with altmlittlyeocltililgglrillan, a year 01 W0 00 S semor
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“Thank you, doctor, for the promise,” said he. “Probably no

great harm would result in any case, but ”

“ Oh, get to the story, man !” cried Fred, impatiently. “ \Ve won’t

leak : that’s all that need be said.”

Montague gave a stiff little nod. Plainly this prodding annoyed

him.

“ I happened to mention to Mr. Cook,” said he, “ that four or five

years ago, more likely five, an account was opened with us by an old

man whose appearance at first attracted a good deal of attention at the

bank.”

“ Describe him.”

“He was a dried-up little man, not very strong, apparently, for he

had to use a cane. He had long hair, almost white, and a beard to

match.”

“And he wore spectacles,” Cook added.

“As most old men do,” Montague commented, dryly. “He was

dressed not exactly in rags, but very poorly. He was tremendously

sharp about his account, as if he feared he would»be cheated. He

made frequent deposits, and, though the amount in each instance was

small, in a couple of years or less he had a thousand dollars to his

credit. He kept the account at just that level, drawing the interest as

it fell due. When we cut our interest rate——all the savings-banks had

to do so, you remember—he kicked like a mule, and nothing would do

but that he should have every cent of his money at once. We paid

him oil‘, and saw no more of him for two or three months. Then he

came in one day to abuse us all in his old fashion, and to announce

that he’d loaned his thousand at six per cent. He seemed to think

we'd be sorry to hear it.”

“ He made the loan, then—about how long ago?” was the fashion

into which Fred, in his anxiety, twisted his query.

“ I can’t say exactly.”

“More than two years and less than three ?”

“Not much over two, I’m pretty sure.” '

“What do you think now, doctor?” Fred demanded, turnmg to

me.

“I think,” said I, “that it would be an excellent notion to ask

Mr. Montague for the name of this depositor.”

“The name—there’s a hitch there.” Fred’s look lost a little of

its hopefulness as he spoke.

“Indeed?” said I : “ that’s odd.”

“Yes, it is Odd,” Montague admitted. “I’m generally good at

remembering names, and the old chap certainly impressed me. But

his name has slipped me now ; that’s the solemn truth.”

“You can learn it, no doubt, at the bank,” I suggested.

“Certainly. I’ll have it for you to-morrow.”

“But we want it now i” cried Fred. “ ‘Work your thinker, Torn.

\’g]asn’t,it Barr, or Barnes,——Joseph Barr, or Joshua Barnes, one or the

0 er?

“Barnes? Barr?—some name very like ’em, sure enough,” said

the bank clerk. “ But you haven’t quite hit it with either.”
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“ Did the old man ever reveal the sort of trade he followed?” I

queried. .

“No; we knew nothing of him, except that he put his money

with us, and then drew it out in a great huff.”

“ He wasn’t a foreigner, was he?” said Fred.

“Oh, no; a native fast enough.”

“ No accent, brogue, burr, or drawl to distinguish him?”

“None, except the usual twang of this region,” explained M011

tague. “ I say, though, what you just said has brought back the name.

He called himself ”

“Joshua Barnes?” cried Fred, expectantly.

(K No-7)

“Joseph Barr?”

“ No, again.”

“ What then ‘I For heaven’s sake, don't keep us in suspense!”

“The old man called himself—-Jeremiah Burr.”

Poor Fred! At the words, he dropped back in his chair and sat

staring at the speaker. With the best intentions in the world, I could

barely restrain a smile at his woe-begone countenance, as I did my best

to thank Montague for the valuable information he had afforded.

VI.

Long after the bank clerk had gone his way, not a little puzzled

probably by the whole aifair, for Fred had failed to explain to him the

reasons for the inquiries, the Council of Three was in session. So far

as might be, I kept in the background, although I was forced to join

in the discussion occasionally and to give an opinion of the inferences

drawn by the others from various bits of evidence before them. At

least, they called it evidence; for my part, I could make out of it all

very little upon which to base expectation of an outcome of practical

worth. Dorothy, after her first surprise at the introduction of Jeremiah

Burr to her attention, manifested a noble but vague confidence that

good must result from this fresh complication ; Mary knitted her brows

thoughtfully and was somewhat silent for a time; while Fred, pluck

ing up his spirits with irrational haste, fell to speculating upon ways

in which to make the latest piece of information fit into the diagram.

“At all events, Montague’s yarn has given me a suggestion,” he

proclaimed, stoutly. “Suppose we try every bank in the city, turn by

turn. I honestly believe we'll find in some one or more of ’em money

to the credit of Mr. Barnes. Let’s see: there’ll be just about a dozen

institutions in which he may have made deposits. To begin with,

there are the four savings-banks: they’re most likely to have caught

his fancy, because of the interest they pay. Then come the Nationals,

not so promising, but still worth investigating. And, besides, there

are two or three State or private banks.”

“ \Vhat will you do if you find his name on none of their books?”

I asked.

“ Then we’ll have to go on another track, and seek traces of Barr
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or Burr. By Jove, doctor, d’you catch the repetition of the initials,

‘J. B.’? Joshua Barnes, Joseph Barr, Jeremiah Burr? And each

name borne by a little old man of eccentric habits. I tell you, doctor,

there’s a mighty interesting coincidence.”

“ Have you resorted to the city directory ‘P’

‘‘ With Barr, yes. With Burr there’s been no opportunity yet.”

“Did you find a Joseph Barr?”

“Two of him ; young fellows, both. I ran them down, but neither

knew of an older man of the name.”

“If you have no better luck with Burr, what then ?”

“Oh, I’ll get Montague to look up the address he gave at the

bank. By this time to-morrow I’ll have Jeremiah investigated.”

Fred was as good as his word, but the following evening he was

compelled to admit that his researches had only added to the compli

cations. Montague, at some trouble, had secured the address Burr had

left at the bank. Fred, hurrying to the street and number given, had

found a vacant lot. So much he explained for my benefit, adding

that no Jeremiah Burr had appeared in the directory for several years

ack.

“ It strikes me you’ve nothing new,” I observed.

“Well, I hold that no news is good news,” said he. “I’m con

vinced that right here we have reason to devote ourselves to working

upon the notion that old Barnes was fond of aliases and employed

them at every opportunity; that is, he’d begin a transaction under one

name, carry it out, and then drop the name for another which suited

{fin}; better, always, however, retaining his own initials, very likely for

uc .”

“ Truly a fantastic scheme,” said I.

“ Fantastic or not, it’ll turn out to be close to the mark. You've

declared repeatedly, doctor, that Barnes was eccentric but not crazy.

Now, where do you draw the line between the two conditions?”

“I won’t attempt to answer that directly. Instead, I'll say that if

your idea is well founded, and if the old man indulged in such pranks,

I’d like to l1ave a jury of experts pass on the question. In what I

saw of him there was nothing beyond eccentricity.”

“ Would you call him a crank?”

“Well, I suppose so.”

“You’re beginning to hedge, doctor,” said Fred, with a chuckle.

“I dare say you don’t care to admit it, but you are.”

I should have protested against this charge of his, had not a call

to the oflice cut short our talk ; and when I was free again, Cook had

left the house, and the chance speedily to refute the calumny was gone.

When next we met, the boy had just brought in a report of another

futile search for traces of the irascible depositor Burr, and it would

have been sheer cruelty to propose to take up the subject of hedging

_ Meanwhile Dorothy had informed me more than once that some

tlnng in the way of variety from the routine into which we had fallen

smce Mary’s arrival would be of advantage to all concerned. By the

calendar spring was far advanced, but in respect to temperature the

season was sadly backward. A few days more and we might rely
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upon pleasant weather, unles the fickle climate of the region should

indulge in some totally unprecedented freak; but in the interim our

diversions would have to be within hailing distance of furnaces or fire

places. In the way of public amusements the city was in the deadly

lethargy of between-seasons, when the town is as quiet as the country,

and considerably duller. We had, to be sure, that recourse which when

it is congenial can hardly be bettered,—our neighbors; but, as ill luck

would have it, several of the families with whom we were most inti

mate were away from home, while our stay in Trent, to which we had

come as strangers, had not been long enough to widen our circle of

friends beyond the district immediately about us.

“After all, Dorothy,” said I, on the occasion of one of our con

sultations on the subject, “ after all, it is quite likely that Mary doesn’t

care to go about much. Her grandfather’s death ”

“After the shameful way in which he treated her!” said my wife,

impatiently. .

“ Still he happened to be her grandfather; you see she’s in mourn

)7

1ng.

“She’s not in mourning, though. I know exactly how she feels

about it; just as I should,—that it would be hypocrisy to put on crape

and go about as if she’d met with some terrible bereavement.”

“ You’re mistaken, Dorothy,” said I, triumphantly. “ All her

gowns are black.”

“Oh, you wise, wise man! As if every black dress meant mourn

ing! Mary prefers to live very quietly, but the death of her grand

father IS only one of the reasons. Within ordinary bounds you’ll find

her not averse to enjoying herself. Really, she needs something to

make her forget now and then what brought her to Trent.”

“Well, then,” said I, “we’ll do our little best to amuse her de

coronsly.”

Accordingly, we tried cards, with the ever-available Fred to take’

the fourth hand, often at whist, which I like so much that I play

bumblepuppy gleefully, and occasionally at euchre and other games of

penance. Then there were musical evenings, to which, after a little,

Fred brought Montague, who sang in a tenor voice of no phenomenal

qua_l1t1es_. Then, in turn, to balance the party, as it were, Dorothy

invited in Maud Chambers, a friend of hers who was not musical but

who satisfied the eye, if she did not appeal to the ear. She and young

Cook had known each other from infancy, and twice or thrice had

survived flirtatious of unusual length and earnestness. Inasmuch as

the presence of Miss Chambers and the bank clerk effectually kept the

Barnes mystery in the background, I found much pleasure in wel

commg them beneath my roof. It was good to be free of that spectre,

even for a few hours. Dorothy, I imagine, failed to comprehend the

reason of my outspoken approval of the pair. I know that she would

scarcely have given it her unqualified approbation ; for she was loyal

in the _uttermost degree to Mary’s cause, and, though she favored

breaks in the domestic monotony, I doubt if her protégée’s plans were

out of her mind for any consecutive thirty minutes in her waking

hours. Thus is the female heart constant—sometimes.
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Very much to my surprise, however, my butterfly friend Maud

Chambers had a hand in the next development of a phase of the

Barnes inquiry. The church society, of which she was a lively if not

active member, gave an entertainment of the sort which—~it may be

because it brings together people who are not necessarily sociable-—is

commonly styled a “social.” And when with pretty earnestness she

urged us to attend this function, we accepted the invitation on the spot.

So it came to pass that one evening our little party found itself in a

big low-celled room, elbowed by a throng of well-dressed humanity,

representing all the elements of a prosperous congregation. Mary and

Fred soon became separated from the rest ; then Montague, who had

come with us from the house, began to point out some of the notables

resent.
P “ Therc’s McNab,—the thin man over by the pillar,” said he ;

“fine lawyer, you know,—just won the will ease the papers have been

full of. The stout man with him ‘.7 Oh, that’s Clendenning, the big

dry- oods merchant. There’s Rose, the owner of the West Side

foun§iry, going up to them. See the little man with the gray mous

tache coming this way? He’s a banker,—Rolston, President of the

P. S. S.,—Pootatuck Society for Savings, you know.”

“ I should like to meet him,” said Dorothy, quickly.

“I’ll catch his eye and have him here in a jiffy,” said Montague.

“I know him pretty well. He and my father used to be partners

before he went into banking.”

Two minutes later my wife was beaming upon Mr. Rolston ; in

three more she had him enslaved. Miss Chambers led me away to

inspect some decorations whose arrangement was due to her taste, and

for half an hour I saw no more of Dorothy. I spied her then, still

busy with her new acquaintance. He was talking rapidly, and she

was listening with the closeness of attention which is the essence of

flattery, especially when manifested by one of the most attractive of

women. Some time after that vision of a well-pleased old gentleman

had been shut out by the crowd, Fred came up.

“Mrs. Morris sends word that she’s ready to go,” said be.

“Why so early ?”

“She has something to tell you, doctor,——something which can’t

wait. Come along. She’s over near the door now.”

_ Obedient to the summons, I made my way to my wife, who lost no

time in leaving the building.

“ \Vhat do you think I’ve heard?” she asked, as she slipped her

arm through mine. “ You can’t guess—oh, perhaps you could, if only

you would. Quick! Don’t you see I’m dying to have you guess or

give it up?”

“ I suppose Rolston’s your informant,” said I.

“Yes; but that isn’t guessing.”

“ ‘Veil, I’ll take the short cut and give it up at the beginning.”

_ “ That’s better,” said she, with a nervous little laugh. “ He—that

ls, Mr. Rolston—says that among the depositors at his bank is, or was,

a cranky old man who—”

“Looks, or looked, like Joshua Barnes.”
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“Exactly; his very picture. And he put in just one thousand

dollars. The money’s there now, with some interest to be added to it.”

“Rolston was loquacious. I didn’t know that bank presidents

talked so freely. You must have led him on finely. How did you

manage ?”

“Oh, I said that banking must be so interesting, and give one such

opportunities to study queer characters, eccentric people, and all that.

But what I said doesn’t matter. The point is what he told me. The

description fits exactly. And the old man hasn’t been seen at the bank

since the time of Mr. Barnes’s death.”

“ Of course your friend made the tale complete by revealing the

name. Was it Barnes, or Barr, or Burr?”

“Now you’re wrong. None of them. It was Barrows,-—James

Barrows.”

“ Worse and more of it,” said I.

“On the contrary,” she answered, stoutly, “another name is pre

cisely what we’ve expected. As Fred says, nobody can tell how many

‘J. B.’s’ we’ll unearth before we get to the end of the list.”

VII.

Nothing is easier than to secure moving and highly edifying ex

amples of the power of perseverance. Everybody has a number of

them, greater or less according to circumstances, and the relating of

them generally is as grateful a task as often falls to the lot of loquacious

humanity. And, too, as a rule, the hearer is very glad to play his

part acceptably. Old or young, we like to have our stories lead up to

the cheerful, encouraging conclusion which is the soul of a tale of per

severance, whether it deals with Bruce’s spider and a nation’s fate, or

with the newsboy who toils far into the night to dispose of his stock

of evening papers and thus secure money to buy the supper for which

his half-starved little brothers and sisters are crying their eyes out in

some miserable garret. In any case the narrative pleases, and we store

away the moral of it in memorv’s magazine, with a vague notion that

some day it may be brought forth to give encouragement, when en

couragement is sorely needed.

It is a pity, a great pity indeed, that so much more pleasure is to

be found in the history of the overcoming of many ‘obstacles than in

participation in the struggle. To a few, perhaps, is it granted to gain

strength and confidence from each fresh defeat, but only to a few.

‘For the vast majority every rebuff means pain and sorrow, and a lessen

mg in some degree of the spirit of determination. Thus it was with

the members of the Council of Three, as week succeeded week without

apparent ga.1n. Dorothy’s clue had been followed up so far as possible,

but with the result which had attended the previous investigations.

Nothmg had been learned of James Barrows beyond the facts set forth

by Mr. Rolston; another address had been proved to be fictitious,

another search of the directory had left the seekers as badly off as

ever. The same old dilficulty had baffled the three,-—the seeming im
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possibility of obtaining proof of legal weight that Joshua Barnes had,

at various times, figured under four, and possibly more, different names.

They were beginning to appreciate the arguments I had advanced,

although none of them would have admitted so much; repeated set

backs were wearing out their courage. There was less that was real in

the hopefulness they displayed in discussing present plans or suggesting

others to be followed in future. Of the three, Mary was, I think, the

least sanguine of ultimate success, Fred the least shaken in his purpose

of its achievement, while Dorothy might be counted as occupying an

intermediate position.

An obvious proceeding, at this stage of aifairs, would have been to

put the case into a lawyer’s hands. Fred, indeed, made the venture

in a tentative fashion, but the attorney whom he consulted did not

display any marked inclination to interest himself in the matter. He

said frankly that much evidence would be needed to warrant suits

to recover the money deposited in Rolston’s bank, or to establish a

claim to the sum loaned to Deacon Provost, and he gave his caller to

understand that, without a clear case, the expense involved in such

litigation would be a waste of more dollars than he would willingly

see risked by a poor client. He was a busy man with a large practice.

Perhaps had Fred consulted a younger and less prosperous member

of the profession he might have heard more cheering words. As it

was, he brought to us only the old information that many things re

mained to be accomplished before the payment of retainers would be

justified.

Meanwhile the summer had come with a rush, unceremoniously

elbowing poor belated spring out of the way. Well-to—do people were

fleeing from the city, to the envy of those forced to remain behind to

endure sweltering days and close, oppressive nights. The weather was

beginning to tell upon my wife and her guest, neither of whom was

the better prepared to withstand it by the long-continued worry over the

Barnes mystery. Unless they had a change of scene, at least for a

few days, there was a decided risk that the house would be metamor

phosed into a hospital. To my surprise, however, Dorothy turned a

deaf ear to all advice. She preferred, she said, to tarry in Trent.

“Even a fortnight in the country will do both you and Mary a

world of good,” I urged. “ Why don’t you care to go? I can arrange

to run out and spend Sundays with you. Tell me, what's the trouble?”

“It lies with Mary,” said she, after a little pause. “Don’t you

understand how she feels? About the expense, you know. Really,

she has very little money left.”

“ Oh, if that's all, we’ll have you started to-morrow. She’ll go as

your guest, of course.”

“If only she would! But she declares that she won’t increase her

obligations to us in that way.”

“ Nonsense !”

“It is not nonsense,” said Dorothy. “It is a very natural and a

very honorable feeling. I think she’s quite right, although I do wish

she’d consent to go. However, I know she won’t.”

“Which means, I suppose, first, that you will stay if she stays;
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second, that you both will keep figuring away at your pet puzzle;

third, that you’ll break down. Now, Dorothy, this won’t do. I can’t

allow her scruples to play havoc with your health, and her own too,

for that matter.”

“No, dear,” she answered, quietly, “I cannot go,-at least not

now. Please don't argue about it. Instead, promise to take us out to

Indian Glen to-morrow afternoon. We can carry a luncheon, and

have a picnic, and drive back by moonlight. \Von’t it be lovely?”

“And dusty,” said I. “But we’ll l1ave the picnic. I hope the

sample of country air will please you so much that you’ll be willing

to have a lot of it. And do try to make Mary look at things in a

common-sense light. I’m not reconciled to this business of sacrificing

you on her altar, not in the least.”

“Wait till after the picnic,” she said, with a smile, in which

glowed the gentle satisfaction a woman seems to experience in having

her own way.

Indian Glen is the beauty-spot of the region round about Trent.

Local artists rave over it, and paint it, and are exceedingly bitter in

their comments on the vandalism of the itinerant advertising men who

occasionally ply their brushes on its cliffs and other conspicuous

features. It is a deep, narrow, winding ravine, singularly unlike the

gentle sloping valleys among the hills of the district. Great rocks

overhang its steep sides, upon which clumps of dark evergreens barely

manage to retain a foothold. Along the bottom of the ravine runs a

clear brook, tumbling over a series of ledges before it widens at the

mouth of the pass into a broad pool, wherein, as tradition has it, noble

fish were once to be caught. Near the pool is a hillock, upon the

summit of which picnickers are wont to disport in the shade of a

grove of fine old trees, refreshing themselves from time to time with

the view up the glen, which is there beheld at its best.

It certainly seemed to be a charming retreat when our party reached

it, after a drive of a dozen miles from the city. The afternoon was

well advanced. In the depths of the glen the shadows lay thick, a

~fitting source for the cool breeze which swept softly out across the pool

and along the little elevation upon which we were assembled. All of

us—Miss Chambers and Montague had been brought along, and Fred

Cook was there as a matter of course—strolled through the grove to

the side from which the best view was to be had, and for a time stood

gazing upon the scene and paying deserved tribute to its beauty.

“How dark the water looks!” said Mary. “ Of a cloudy day I’m

afraid one would feel very lonely and creepy down on the shore.”

“But it’s jolly on an afternoon like this,” said Fred. “This is

your first visit, isn’t it, Miss Barnes? Let’s go exploring.”

He took a step or two down the slope, and looked back as if ex

pectmg to see the rest of us follow him. But only Maud Chambers

accepted the invitation. She liked to play the tomboy once in a while,

and now the mood was upon her. “Come on-—a race, a race!” she

cried, as she sprang by him and dashed down the hill. There was

but one thing for him to do. Accepting the challenge, with no very

great dehght I fancy, he plunged after her with a fine disregard of the
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possibilities of stumbles and broken bones; but, though he did his

prettiest, the girl was in the lead to the very margin of the pool. She

was fleet of foot, and dearly loved such a reckless contest.

“Why don't you come?” she called back to us. “I've beaten

Fred; now, Mary, give Mr. Montague a brush.”

“Shall we not be after them, Miss Barnes?” said Montague, a bit

eagerly. “ We can go more slowly, you know.”

“Are you not coming, too ?” asked the girl, turning to my wife.

“I thank you, no,” said Dorothy. “The doctor and I will stay

here and have the luncheon ready by the time you’re through sight

seeing. There really is something to see. But don’t overexert your

self, Mary.”

“Yes,” I added; “permit the old folks to enjoy dignified repose

and contemplation. Here’s a piece of turf Nature must have designed

for a seat for two. I’ll light a oigar,—to keep off the bugs and things,

you know,—and Mrs. Morris and I will be very comfortable, while

we watch the progress of your explorations.”

Mary and Montague began the descent leisurely, the young man

guiding the girl’s steps in the rougher places. Miss Chambers and

Fred climbed a little way to meet them, and the four stood for a

moment, apparently debating in which direction they should turn.

“They ll go round the pond, I expect,” said I. “ There’s a plank

which serves as a bridge over the outlet.”

“And how can they cross the brook at the other end ?” queried

Dorothy. “I can’t see a bridge there.”

“There is none; but if the branches of that tree weren’t in the

way you could make out a line of stepping-stones. I dare say they’re

safe; at least nobody has been drowned here lately. There! they've

started toward the outlet.”

We watched the young people move slowly along the shore, at first

in a group, and then in couples. Maud Chambers, who had assumed

charge of Montague, quickly led that youth a little distance from the

others, who seemed to be taking matters very easily indeed. By the -

time the bridge was crossed they were many yards behind the others.

“Fred is such a dear, good fellow,” observed Dorothy, apropos of

nothing which had preceded the remark. “He is doing very well in

business, too, isn’t he ?”

1 _1“So I've been told by others: he hasn't confided in me,” I rejoined,

am y.

There was silence for a moment or two, until, spurred by a sudden

thought, I demanded,—

“Dorothy, don't you think Fred

“ Well?”

“ Is in danger of--of fallin ?”

“ Well?”

“ Oh, falling into the pond!” said I, impatiently.

“You don’t mean that,” said my wife, placidly.

“Perhaps not. I guess you perceive exactly what I want to say.

Why don’t you help me out? Isn’t that a wife’s duty ?”

“Just what is the question ?”

9:;
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“Oh, about Fred and Mary, you know.”

“ I thought you were speaking of Fred alone.”

“ When I spoke of one I meant both, they’re together so much.”

“ Well?” Dorothy repeated.

I determined to end the teasing by getting directly to the point.

“This is my question,” said I : “is be falling in love with her?”

“ No indeed.”

“No!” I echoed, incredulously.

“ Why, of course not. He fell in love with her long ago. How

blind a man can be !”

“ Then are they engaged ? Why didn’t they tell me ? Why didn’t

you drop a hint?”

“There is no engagement. I merely said that he was in love with

her, not that she was in love with him.”

“ Isn’t she ?”

“Really, I’m not sure,” Dorothy confessed. “ Sometimes I’ve

thought—n0 matter what. But there they are at the stepping-stones,

—at least where I suppose the stones are.”

“ Let's move a few paces to the right ; then we can see them

plainly,” said I. “ N0w—here’s a good spot. There they are.”

“Yes, I see them,” said Dorothy. “ Tom Montague’s crossing.

Now he’s on this side.”

“ Mary and Fred have caught up with the others,” I remarked.

“Why, Mary is going to cross before Maud Chambers. There! she’s

half-way over, and Maud is springing after her. By Jove! they can’t

both stand on one stone; what’s that madcap trying to do? Look!

she’s forced Mary to jump for the next one. Thank Fortune! she

made it. And now she’s ashore. Good for her!”

“But she’s limping,” cried Dorothy. “See: she's had to drop on

the bank. The others are standing by her as if they didn’t know

what to do.”

“ I’ll go down,” said I. “ Don’t come, Dorothy. \Ve’ll bring her

up here.”

But before I had taken a dozen steps it was clear that Miss Barnes

stood in no need of my services as a bearer. Fred Cook had picked

her up in his arms, and was climbing the hill at a rate which spoke

volumes for his wind and muscle. The girl was no featherweight, and

I think she struggled fiercely at first: so it was no wonder that when

he reached the summit he was almost used up. Mary’s face was a

study. She blushed furiously as she met my glance; then her eyes

fell, and she paled suddenly, not so much from pain, I guessed, as from

wrath, for her mouth set in a line which meant lacerated temper rather

than aching nerves. Maud Chambers seemed to be on the verge of an

hysterical outbreak of merriment, while Montague’s looks told as plainly

as in so many words that he was altogether puzzled by what had hap

pened. As for Fred, he was pufling hard from his gymnastic perform

ance, but no doubt appeared to have occurred to him that he had done

exactly the right thing at precisely the right time.

A short examination showed that Miss Barnes’s hurt was trifling.

Her foot had struck a sharp stone, and her thin shoe had not sufliced to
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prevent the blow from being painful. And Fred, in his haste, fearing

that I don’t know what terrible injury demanded instant attention, had

picked her up, in spite of her protests and entreaties, and had borne

her to me. When these simple facts had been made clear, an embar

rassed silence fell upon us. One young woman was too angry to trust

her voice, one young man had passed swiftly from intense satisfaction

to speechless horror at his blunder, and four other persons were striving

to discover some decent excuse for giving vent to their emotions. At

last Dorothy came to the rescue.

“ You girls shall help me with the luncheon,” said she. “ Come,

the walk must have given you fine appetites. Let the men hunt up

some cold water.”

“ We’ll spring for some,” declared Montague, as we started down

the hill. It was a poor little pun, but he and I rejoiced over it until

Fred,yielding to the infection, joined in the chorus, laughing until the

tears came to his eyes and he caught breath enough to berate us for

a pair of unsympathetic scoundrels. And up on the hill above there

were sounds going to prove that arranging a cold spread on an im

provised table may be one of the most mirthful pastimes in the lot of

womankind.

Two or three hours later the refreshments had received due attention,

and we were preparing for the ride homeward along the moonlit roads.

“ Mary will sit with you,” whispered Dorothy in my ear as we walked

to our waiting vehicle. “What do you think now of that question of

‘ falling’ or ‘ fallen’ ?”

“You were right, as you always are,” I returned; “ but how about

the lady?”

“ As I said before, I can’t answer for her,--especially after to-day’s

incident.”

VIII.

D0rothy’s allusion to Fred’s display of over-anxiety as an “inci

dent” seemed to me to assign to it just the importance it deserved.

After all, I reasoned, a young woman need find no great fault with a

young man for saving her the muscular exertion involved in climbing

a still" hill, even if the method employed didn’t happen to be the one

she would have chosen. Fred’s intentions, moreover, had been so

praiseworthy that some indulgence could surely be granted in the

matter of defects in the execution of them. I put great reliance upon

Mary’s common sense, fully expecting her to hit upon some course of

restoring the pleasant, informal, friendly intimacy which had existed

among the members of the Council of Three up to the afternoon of

the picnic at Indian Glen, but which had then suffered an abrupt in

lerruption. We saw nothing of young Cook on the day following the

outing, but in the course of the next evening he honored us with a

brief visit of much nervous formality. I dare say he had planned an

apology to Miss Barnes, but she gave him no opportunity to make it;

she took great care to remain close to my wife so long as the caller was
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in the room. I had looked to Dorothy to champion his cause, but she

displayed a neutrality against which I felt bound to protest.

“ Give the boy a helping hand,” I urged. “ Tell Mary not to make

a mountain out of a mole-hill. Between you he is being treated far

worse than he deserves. He made a mistake; that’s all.”

“He has made her ridiculous,” Dorothy answered, as if by this

brief statement she was settling the whole question.

“ What of that?” I demanded. “ No bones are broken.”

“I almost wish a bone had been broken,—a wee little one, you

know, which would have mended easily.”

“ Then I suppose his performance would have been heroic instead

of farcical.”

“ Why, of course it would,” said she, calmly. “But as the case is

—really, I’m very sorry for him, but I can’t find it in my heart to

blame her.”

“I can, then,” said I, and straightway fell to scheming how to

bring about a reconciliation. To what devices I resorted there would

be no advantage in relating; for, on trial, all of them proved to be so

barefaced, so clumsy, and so inadequate that I abandoned my efforts in

despair and in increased admiration for my wife’s perspicacity. In the

field of the affections, what chance has a man who rushes in where a

woman fears to tread ‘Z

After a week or two, however, Cook began to pay his visits in

something approaching the old fashion,—but only approaching it. He

came almost as often as before, and the conferences on the Barnes

mystery were resumed, but there was a shadow of reserve resting upon

the discussions, and the youngster’s manner was somewhat embarrassed.

Anybody could see that he was doing penance. So evident was this

that at length, from belief that he had ear11ed a full pardon, I again

besought Dorothy to interfere in his behalf. Very gently but very

firmly she declined to do anything of the sort. “We must let him

work out his own salvation,” she declared, and all my entreaties failed

to change her purpose.

“Then,” said I, “let us pray that something may happen. I be

lieve I’d go so far as to welcome the discovery of another ‘J. B.’ "

With this parting shot I departed on my professional rounds, in the

course of which I found myself chatting with a convalescent nearly

recovered from a fever. He was a middle-aged man, the owner of a

queer out-of-date chop-house in a side street. His living-rooms were

above his place of business, and, while we talked, the sounds from the

bar below came floating through the open door.

“They’re busy down-stairs,” said I. “You’ll be able to have a

hand in the trade before long,—by day after to-morrow, perhaps, if

you’ll promise to make an easy beginning.”

“ I’ll be careful, doctor,” he answered. “ Anyhow, I ain’t worried.

My th’elper’s been with me for years, and knows just what the customers

wan .

“Good many regulars, eh ?”

_ “ Mostly all regulars ; few young fellows, but old gentlemen who

hke the place and stick by it till they die.”
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“Some odd characters among them, no doubt,” I suggested.

“ You’re right, doctor; though we’ve lost the oddest of ’em all.”

“ Recently ?” I asked, rather because he appeared to be glad to talk

than because I felt any great concern in his patrons.

“ Within the year. He was a queer old codger, he was. Used to

come in mornin’s and sit down in a corner and call for a toby of do

mestic ale. He’d make it go further than any man I ever see, takin’ -

little sips and a long time between sips, you'd better believe, never

speakin’ to nobody, unless ’twas me. Often he’d ask for a pencil and

a piece of paper, and figger away for hours, always puttin’ the paper

in his pocket when he got through. One day he had a stranger meet

him here. They had their heads together for a long time, but some

how they didn't agree about whatever they was at, and the old fellow

sat and mumbled to himself for half an hour after the other man had

left him. ’Twas through that meetin’ I happened to learn the old

chap’s name, he leavin’ word at the bar that if the stranger came back

and asked for him was to say that he’d be in late the next afternoon.”

“Indeed?” I observed, with such appearance of rapt attention as

the narrative seemed to deserve.

“Yes, that was how I came to know who he was. I’d been sorter

wonderin’ about him, he was such a dried-up old man, little, and thin,

and peaked. That’s the kind 0’ citizen old John Bates was.”

“John Bates '?” said I. “‘J. B.’ again. By Jove! I wonder ”

“ What say ?”

“Oh, nothing; only I’d like to hear more about him. He must

have been mighty interesting. Where did he live? Did he have a

family ? Who was he, anyway?”

“'I can’t tell you none of them things. You’ve got all I ever

found out about him. I s’pose he’s dead long ago : I told you he hadn’t

been here for close to a year.”

“Will you do me a favor?” said I, after a moment's reflection.

“A friend of mine is occupied with an inquiry about an old man who

may have been your late customer. If I send him to you, will you

repeat to him what you’ve told me, and add anything else you may

recollect in the mean time ? I shall regard it as a great favor, I assure

”

My patient readily gave the promise, and without delay I set off

to put Fred on the trail. Whether anything resulted from following

this clue or not, this fresh investigation might help him to regain

Mary’s favor. Probably the same thought occurred to him, for he

thanked me warmly for the news, adding that he would visit the owner

of the chop-house immediately.

“I’ll report to you to-night,” he concluded. “If we’re not mis

taken in all our theories, this lead ought to be worth a lot to us.”

When we met that evening Fred was in a strange mood. To my

mind, he had made no discoveries, although in a long talk with the

convalescent he had succeeded in persuading himself of the identity

of Joshua Barnes and John Bates. He had secured a more complete

description of the eccentric customer, and the additional details had

been calculated to increase his confidence. But when_his tale had been

Von. LV1I.—2l
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told there was little of tlie exultation he had displayed on similar oc

casions. Perhaps the novelty had worn ofi',—a fate especially reserved

for the man of persistence as a sort of additional test of his endurance.

Nevertheless, no amount of such philosophizing could make the con

templation of this new phase in the youngster pleasant to a friend of his.

“No, doctor,” said he, in answer to a halting efibrt to put this

thought into words; “I see now where we have been in error. It

was a mistake not to recognize from the first the force that lay in your

arguments. Mind you, I don’t believe your conclusions were correct.

But when you warned us of the difiiculties to be encountered we should

have heeded you ; that’s all.

“I’m not despairing,” he went on, after a pause. “ \Ve’ll win out

in the end. First, though, we’ll have to find somebody who really

knows something about old Barnes’s doings. There must be somebody

who knows. I’ve come across scores of people who remember him

after a fashion, but not one of them has the definite information we

need so badly. VVhat did he do with his papers? Where, for instance,

is Deacon Provost’s note? Where are the bank-books? He didn't

destroy them; that’s almost out of the question. He must have had

them in a safe place, somewhere, With somebody. Now, whom would

he trust to that extent? No one hereabouts, I’ll warrant you. Then

who is left for our calculations? You don’t know, eh? Well, you

remember the man from the West who, Miss Barnes says, visited him

twice: there’s the possessor of all the information we've been groping

for. Once find him, and the mystery will be cleared up.”

“ plausible notion,” said I, though the hope of accomplishing

the feat he proposed seemed too slender to be worth serious consider

ation. “ But you haven’t told Mary and Dorothy. They’re trying to

keep cool on the back veranda. Let’s join them.”

“ Veranda” was an ambitious title to apply to the porch overlooking

the narrow strip of turf which no amount of watering could transform

into anything more beautiful than a sickly city grass-patch ; but fol‘

lack of a better lounging-place we made much use of it. That night,

with the garden-hose doing duty as a fountain, the little back yard was

fairly cool and endurable. A gas—jet burning low in the rear of the hall

threw some light through the screen door,-—enough, in fact, to enable

me to watch Mary as she sat listening to Fred’s story. She had greeted

him with a touch of the coldness which she had maintained toward

him since the day of the excursion to Indian Glen ; but when the tale

was finished and the talk became general she seemed to forget, for a

time, that he was in her bad books. Indeed, few young women could

have been unimpressed by such devotion as he was showing to her

mterests. On the morrow the iciness might reappear in her manner;

for the moment there was no suggestion of it, as, leaning forward a

httle In her earnestness, she talked with him in very much the genial,

half-confidential fashion of the earlier period of their acquaintance

Whether anything more came of it or not, I was heartily glad Of the

qnar_te_r_of an hour's gossip with my patient; for, barring all other

possibilities, it was _well worth while to bring into even brief harmony

two young persons in whose futures I felt a kindly, if critical, concern.
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IX.

What is a man to do who finds himself in a minority of one in his

own household, outvoted, as it were, though his motives be above re

proach and his cause supported by arguments of unassailable justice

and weight? Shall he trust to pleading or to threatening, or shall he

alternate the one with the other ? Shall he hint darkly of exerting an

authority whiclrhe knows to be nominally his only so long as he does

not attempt to enforce it ? In short, what is he to do when the wife

of his bosom is deaf alike to reason and to entreaty, because, forsooth,

she believes herself to be entirely in the right, and has, moreover, the

comforting and enduring feminine joy of self—sacrifice ?

Truly this question became a very real and pressing one as the

summer advanced. Both Dorothy and Mary were drooping under the

sultry weather. No physician’s eye was needed to perceive so much,

nor did it require powers of prophecy to foretell the disastrous results

almost certain to follow delaying in the city. “ Go while you may,” I

counselled again and again, only to have the advice rejected gently but

decidedly. My temper was lost more frequently than was for my good

or for the good of the others, but it was maddening to be balked con

tinually by a girl’s objection to increasing what she was pleased to term

her “obligations” to my wife and myself. The temptation was often

strong to tell her flatly that she was in a fair way to do us more harm

than she could ever make amends for, to repay those obligations most

cruelly; and, although the words were never spoken, she must have

come close to reading my thoughts correctly. Her position, it need

hardly be said, was far from enviable, for, as I learned afterward, her

resources had dwindled almost to the vanishing point, and the time she

had devoted to the quest for an inheritance appeared to have been

wasted. For we all knew that a real working clue had not been ob

tained, in spite of the many coincidences discovered in the series of

Barnes and Barr and Burr and Barrows and Bates.

Rather more than a week had passed since the night when Fred

told what he had learned of one John Bates and when Mary forgot

temporarily that there was such a place as Indian Glen. The pair

were now on good though somewhat distant terms, the girl treating

him very well, so far as I could learn, but sedulously avoiding any

thing like a prolonged téte-11-téte. He was soon to go away on his

fortnight’s vacation, but he had not yet picked out the resort to be

honored with his presence. There were several of nearly equal attrac

tweness, among which he might make his choice. I found a keen

delight in leading him to go over the rival catalogues of charms in

]_)orothy’s presence; for it was no part of my plan to suffer her to lose

sight of the pleasure she was foregoing by remaining in Trent. It is

sometimes the greatest of mistakes to make a martyrdom too easy. So

Fred talked of scenery and bracing breezes, driving and boating, good

fare and pleasant com any, and all the other allurements on the list,

until I, for one, groaned) in spirit at the fate which held me in the city.

HIS own people were spending the summer in one spot, a gay party of

young folk of his acquaintance, including Tom Montague and Maud

'¢-I'--=‘-''_ ..._:I1T___;.
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Chambers, were at another, the bathing was an unfailing joy at still

another, the table somewhere else was justly famous. He really

couldn’t decide which way to turn. I felt for him, but I felt for

myself even more. In talking with him I talked at Dorothy, with

results which had not entered into my calculations. That is, Mary

decided to abandon her mission in Trent and to return to Boston, rather

wit(l; the idea of seeking employment than of attempting to resume her

stu ies. '

This bit of news, announced at the dinner-table, pleased nobody

who heard it. Dorothy protested against the girl’s decision and seemed

liable to worry herself into an illness because of it, while I fell to

repenting; for it was far from any intention of mine to drive Mary

away. Fred, who was dining with us, said very little, but he exchanged

glances with my wife. She must have had an understanding with him

as to what should be done in such an emergency; for no sooner had

we left the table than she made some excuse to get me away from the

others, and led me, all unsuspecting, to “ The Snuggery.”

“It’s pleasanter on the veranda,” I objected. “I’d rather have

my cigar there.”

“ You can have one here,” said she, coolly. “ Besides, the veranda

is pre-empted.”

“ Nobody’s there but Fred and Mary.”

“No, nobody but Fred and Mary,” she repeated, with a smile I

didn’t understand. “Then, too,” she went on, “ it has been so long

since you and I have had one of our cosy chats in this jolly little room.

You can’t imagine how I've longed for them, dear. Now, I’ll select a

cigar for you, and you’ll smoke it, and we’ll enjoy ourselves in the good

old way.” .

Two articles in Mrs. M01-ris’s creed are these: first, that I smoke

too many cigars; second, that my cigars are too large. On this occasion,

however, she brought from my magazine of tobacco a huge, black affair,

one of a box presented by a grateful patient who is rich enough to

import his weeds from Havana. I took the cigar with growing sus

picion that something was amiss.

“ I thought you didn’t like these big fellows,” said I.

“Not always,” she answered, blandly; “ but you enjoy them so

much, you know. Now smoke it all through, and let me tell you such

a lot of things.”

_ In spite of this estimate of her fund of topics of conversation,

Mistress Dorothy’s efforts soon came to an ignominious end, and she

sat watching the smoke from the cigar with an abstracted expression

on her face. I, too, was silent and thoughtful, being anxious to explain

to her that I wished Mary to remain with us, and yet being puzzled

as to the manner in which to frame my statement most effectively

The long cigar was finished before my task was well begun, but at last

I contrived to make my views fairly intelligible to my companion.

The words appeared to make slight impression upon her.

“ Oh, I understand perfectly,” said she. “ You’ve acted for What

you thought. be t f ll f . A d h - -
that way. Ohfif oflyait (:i0el;s!,, n Per aPS, dear, rt Wlll turn out
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“What’s up?” I queried. “Don't keep me in the dark. What

have you been cogitating for the last halt‘-hour? From your rapt

introspection, it might be anything from dinner to divorce.”

“What time is it?” she asked, with a fine disregard of my ques

tions.

“Nearly nine o'clock.”

“Then we may go down-stairs.”

“Yes,” said I, with a weak effort at sarcasm, “the privilege may

be accorded us in our own house.”

Down the stairs we went, and on through the hall to the veranda.

Mary and Fred were seated in a corner, out of the line of the rays

from the hall light. From their proximity one could infer that they

had not been quarrelling. Fred rose when we approached, and came

up to the door-way where I had halted.

“Can you spare me a moment, doctor?” said he, in a low tone.

“ In your otfice, please.”

“Nothing wrong, I hope ‘?” said I, as we entered the room he had

indicated. “This weather is trying, though, very.”

"I’m not ill,” he answered, “ yet I’ve SOmething about which to

consult you. To—night, just now, I—I ” he hesitated for a second,

—“ I asked Miss Barnes to be my wife.”

“The dickens you did !” I cried. “Oh, woman, woman! Then

that’s why I was allowed a big cigar.”

“I asked her,” be repeated, paying to my remark the attention it

merited, “ and she—” He hesitated again.

“Said yes, I trust. Congratulations ”

“No, she did not say yes. Nor did she say no. We talked the

situation over, and—I’m to have my answer in a few days. I’m to

start on my vacation to-rnorrow night, you know. I wanted to wait

for—f'or what she’d say, but she vetoed the idea, and I had to promise

to go. Now, I’ve a favor to beg of you. It’s this: don’t let her leave

Trent until I return.”

“ We’ll keep her here by main strength, if necessary,” I promised.

“Thank you,” said he, earnestly. “ There’s a little more for me to

explain. It seems queer to be telling such things to any man not my

father, but I'd like you to know them. I'll pass over what I said to

her at first,—-wouldn’t interest you, you know. It was like a fellow’s

first swim in summer,—diving in was the hard part of it, paddling

around afterward was easy. Well,—-afterward, you understand,—I

told her just how I stood financially, how we’d be able to get along on

my salary, how glad the governor and mother would be to see me

settled, what nice folks she would find them to be, and all that sort of

thing. Then I tried to apologize for that bull at the picnic, but she

interrupted me, said there was nothing to apologize for, and so on. I

guess the real trouble at the Glen was that I showed my hand too

plainly. \Vhat do you think, doctor?”

“ Very likely you’ve hit the mark,” said I.

“That’s my opinion,” he went on. “She said, too, that she liked

me very, very much ; that’s a good sign.”

“ Very,” I admitted.
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Lull

“ She didn’t care for money, and she did care for me,—c_ared much

more than for any other man she’d ever met,—but for years it had

been her ambition to cultivate her voice. Her father had planned to

send her abroad, but he died, you know, and she had to go to that

assassin of a grandfather of hers, and then her musical edumtion was

cut short. When she was free again she took what he'd left to her

and went to Boston. There she saw her money would hardly carry

her through the term, and she was losing heart, when along came that

letter from Provost to cheer her up. She returned to Trent full of

hope ; you know the disappointments she’s met ever since, and the tight

place sh_e’s now in financially.”

I nodded, and he resumed his history.

“We went over everything. I size up the situation about like

this: her music's leading, but I’m a good second, and if the music

falls down I’ll come in in a walk. I suppose, doctor,”—here he

paused again,-—“I suppose I’ve got to be her main dependence in

tracing the old man’s money. I’m sure it’s waiting somewhere for us.

If I" help her to discover it I run the risk of having music beat me

out.

“ You’re tempted not to try to find it ?” said I.

“That’s the truth ; but I won’t yield to the temptation. Doctor,

if I really—really—love her, I’d show my—er——er—love in a mighty

poor fashion if I did anything to prevent her from going on with the

studies she’s set her heart upon. So I’m bound to find that money for

her, if there’s any way under heaven to accomplish it.”

“Good for you, Fred !”

“ Now you know the situation, and you know why I want things

to go on as they are for a time. Don’t let her go away until I return.

And please don’ t urge Mrs. Morris to go to the country before you see

me again. VVill you agree to that, doctor?” '

Forgotten were all arguments, prejudices, and common sense hear

ing upon my wife’s tarrying in the city.

“ It shall be as you ask, Fred,” said I. “But, my boy, did Mary

know what you were going to say to me ?”

“Not what I was to say, except—well, of course, a sort of sum

mary of things. She gave her consent, though she didn’t seem to like

the not1on at first.”

“ No doubt she’s confiding in my wife.”

“Of course she is,” said he, with a laugh. “ I’m afraid that when

you two compare notes you’ll know everything that happened.”

An hour or two afterward I had an opportunity to confer with

Dorothy.

“My dear,” said I, insinuatingly, “don’t you think you were in

error when you held that Mary was very angry over the picnic episode?

From what Fred says, she really didn’t blame him very much.”

“ Ohl she said that, did she ?”

“ Such was his impression.”

“ Well, _was there anything else she could have said?” qu0tl1

Dorothy, with an air of settling the question off-hand.

l
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X.

When a man learns that two young persons of whom he is fond

have suddenly made up differences the existence of which annoyed him,

and have reached, if not an engagement, at least an understanding with

possible, yea, probable, matrimonial eventualities, he longs to toss his

cap in the air, or to shout, or to chuckle softly, or to give a big dinner,

or to have a solitary nip, according to his nature and his mode of giving

vent to pleasurable emotions. And when be, all unexpectedly, finds

that he has helped to bring about that which has been brought about,

pardon should be his for no matter what eccentric outbreaks. It is

well to suffer him to rejoice while he can ; a little later he may be beset

by doubts whether his interference has not been guided by the chief of

the demons of mischief-making.

I know that I wooed slumber that night in high good humor with

the world at large, and that I sat down to breakfast the next morning

with a much poorer notion of myself and my contemporaries. It was all

very well for Fred Cook to free his soul, and for Mary Barnes to listen

to him; there was no statute forbidding her to give him encourage

ment. So much was clear. But how about other questions? What

would the youth’s parents have to say when their son informed them

of his choice in the way of a daughter-in-law for them? They were

excellent, reputable persons, who had allowed their boy the freedom

commonly granted by American parents to their offspring, but prob

ably they would prefer to have a voice in his selection of a wife.

Neither of them had met Mary. Fred's announcement that he had

acted without consulting them would tend to prejudice them against

her. Moreover, if they adopted the common parental theory that he

had been entrapped, they would surely look upon Dorothy and myself

as accessories to the performance. Fred was young, very young: there

could be no doubt on that score. He had spoken like a boy in bring

ing his news to me; even his determination to do his utmost to enable

Mary to pursue her musical training seemed to be boyishly quixotic,

though I liked him all the better because of it. Not that I put much

faith in his ability to secure for her the moneys her grandfather might

have accumulated : time had served merely to strengthen my belief that

the old mau’s wealth, if indeed he had any, had vanished too com

pletely ever to be brought to light again. From a practical stand-point

the objection lay in the prospect of indefinitely confusing the plans of

the couple, delaying their marriage, and filling their lives with worry

and disappointment.

But here, on which side was I arguing? First I was fretting over

the disadvantages of an early wedding, then over the prospect of a

postponement, and speculating about a marriage as if a formal engage

ment had been achieved. Very likely Cook had given too rosy an

mterpretation to Mary’s answer. Just what had she said, anyway?

Gazing upon her across the table, I could observe no telltale change in

her expression, no blushes, no casting-down of the eyes. There was no

note of ecstasy in her voice: I would have wagered that her pulse was

as regular as clock-work. She was somewhat pale, but so was Dorothy.



328 A WHIM AND A CHANCE.

for that matter. I began to repent my pledge to keep both_ of them in

the city until Fred’s return from his vacation. In short, when I rose

from the table I would have made oath that I had had an active share

in making a mess of things generally.

Patients busied me during the day, helping me to forget part of the

anxieties on the score of my young friends, and sending me home at

last wearied physically but rather more resigned in spirit. Fred was

to dine with us and to go from the house to a late train. He came in

upon us in his every-day fashion, and when he greeted Mary neither

he nor the girl gave much evidence of the change in their relations.

Possibly he held her hand a fraction of a second longer than usual, it

may be that a faint color mantled her cheeks; the light was dim and

uncertain, and I could be positive on neither point.

“ VVell, Fred,” said I, “ you’re off to-night, I suppose? Where are

you going ?”

“I haven’t quite decided between the Springs and the Lake,” he

answered. “The same road leads to both, you know. When I get to

the station I’ll let impulse settle the question. I’ve taken the liberty

to leave my grip as an adornment of your hall.”

h “I;V”hicli train will you take? the nine-fifteen or the eleven

t irty

“ Oh, the eleven-thirty, I suppose.”

“ Of course you will,” said Dorothy. “ It would never do to spoil

your last evening with us.”

“And you won’t risk the blunder I made once upon a time," I

added. “ I had a hurry call to Stalfordville to see an old gentleman

who'd dropped with what his family believed to be apoplexy. I

rushed to the station, and, not stopping to buy a ticket, pushed by the

guard at the gate, jumped on a train that was just moving out, and

discovered presently that my watch was five minutes fast and I was

aboard the nine-ten express for the West.”

“Then what happened 17” asked Mary.

“Much. I left the train at the Junction, hired a conveyance,

and started across country for Staifordville. The roads were rough,

and the night was dark. When I reached my patient’s house he’d

just come to beautifully, and was demanding the supper he’d missed.

He and I had a pleasant meal, but I lost the fame of eifectmg a

miraculous cure.”

_ ‘fHard_linesl” said Fred. “However, I’m not worrying about

missing trains, or fame either.”

I _“ Better go to the Springs,” I whispered, as we moved toward the

dining-room. Mr. and Mrs. Cook were at the Springs.

He nodded in token that he understood the advice, but made H0

verbal promise.

of all eflbrts to improve the ventilation. We streamed out upon the

veranda, and stood for a moment breathing in the fresher air and

};:gi;ii‘3iiigght(<))ft(l1iéelig;ct>pe of the improvised fountain. Dorothy gave a
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“Pleasant, isn’ t it, Mrs. Morris?” Fred observed. “ What’s home

without a hose? A barren desert, a parched Sahara,a burning waste,

where you can fry eggs in the back yard, if you want to.”

“ The water is a great comfort,” Dorothy admitted. “ To be sure,

our hose isn’t fitted with just the right nozzle. It would make the

yard cooler, I’m sure, if it had one of those contrivances which scatter

the stream, don’t you know ?”

“Yes, I know,” said Fred. “ What’s more to the point, I know

where there’s a wonderful bargain to be picked up,—just the thing for

you, too. Tell you what I’ll do, Mrs. Morris,——I’ll get it for you

to-night.”

“ To-night? Don’t think of such a thing!” cried Dorothy. “ We

oan’t spare you for a moment.”

“Oh, but you must. I shan’t be gone long. It’s only a step,

down to Peyton Street and back again. It is precisely the spray

maker to suit you ; and such a bargain.”

He couldn’t have pleaded more artfully. Bargain ! Every woman

understands the fascination lurking in this combination of seven letters.

Dorothy began to yield. “Don’t think of going,” she repeated; but

the protest was half-hearted.

“ Peyton Street’s a pretty long step,” said I. “ Still, by taking the

street-cars, you can be back in half an hour.”

“ In twenty minutes easily,” he declared. “ I’m going to the junk

shop at the \Vashington Court corner. Probably you remember the

place: it’s open evenings till nine o’clock.”

All of us had reason to know that neighborhood. Peyton Street

was a dirty thoroughfare, once important, but now far advanced in its

decadence, and Washington Court was little more than a short alley

- leading from it to nowhere in particular. If the street was poor, the

court was worse, with its broken pavement and its two rows of tumble

down shacks of buildings, in one of which old Barnes had made his

home. It was easy to guess how Fred had become acquainted with

the junk-dealer’s stock in trade. There were few of the old residents

of the district with whom he had not talked more than once, in the

course of his endeavors to learn something about the businem trans

actions of Mary’s grandfather.

When young Cook was off upon his errand, we three fell rather

silent-. Dorothy and Mary seated themselves at one end of the porch,

and I, lighting a cigar, took possession of a chair at the other, a big,

roomy chair, one of the sort designed to improve its occupant’s medi

tations by makiug him particularly comfortable. So, when once more

I took up the threads of the morning’s cogitations, it may have been

the chair which helped to straighten out a good many of the tangles.

With the end of the cigar I had reached the optimistic conclusion that,

after all, things might be worse than they were, when Dorothy’s voice

Interrupted my train of thought. '

“ What can be delaying Fred ?” she asked. “ Surely he has been

gone over half an hour,--more nearly an hour, I should think.”

Pulling out my watch, I held it where the light from the hall fell

upon the dial.
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“Nearly nine o’clock,—eight minutes of,” I announced. “He’ll

be here presently.”

Safe as the statement appeared to be, I was soon called upon to

amend it. Nine o'clock came. Then the minutes wore away, and

it was nine-thirty. _ -

“His valise is still here,” said I, returning from a trip of 1nspec

tion through the hall. “I thought it possible that he might have

changed his plan and taken the nine-fifteen express; but he’d not be

likely to leave his baggage behind.”

“ Nor to fail to bid us good-by,” nodded Dorothy, quickly.

Another hour passed, and still nothing was seen of Fred. Mary

was worrying in secret, and Dorothy openly and with many appeals to

me for possible reasons for his non—appearance. By ten-thirty she was

a hurried trip to Washington Court, where I found the junk-shop

closed and its proprietor deaf to the most energetic knocks upon his

penalty of personal violence. The advice was too sound to be rejected.

At eleven o’clock I reached home. Fred’s valise was still in evi

dence, but nothing had been heard of its owner. Two pale and anx

ions-eyed young women were not to be persuaded that the youngster

had cometo no harm.

“Very well, then,” said I, in desperation. “I’ll make sure that

no accident has happened to him. Very likely he’ll be here when I

get back, telling you how he missed his train, but, just to ease your

minds, I’ll go the rounds of the hospitals and police liead-quarters

You won’t behold me again before midnight.”

Five n1inutes after that hour my task had been completed. Every

where I had gone the same reply had met my questions: nobody

answering Fred Cook’s description had met with any mishap. Fully

expecting to find the young fellow in the midst of the story of what

ever ad ventures the night had brought him, I entered my house rather

more than warm in body and temper. Dorothy met me in the hall,

with Mary following close behind her. The valise stood where it had

n since early in the evening.

“VVhat? Isn’t he on hand yet ?” I demanded.

Dorothy shook her head sadly.

“The mischief he isn’t !” said I. “ Well, don’t worry: what news

I have is good, so far as it goes. N0 accident has befallen him. Not;

a hair of’ his head has been harmed, I’ll warrant you. Probably he

suddenly decided to take the earlier train. No doubt we’ll get a mes

sage m the morning apologizing for his failure to return and asking US

to forward his grip to the Springs. The nine-fifteen is actually the

better train for him; that’s the truth. No harm has come to him:

be perfectly easy on that score.”

Dorothy said nothing, but her look told me that she put little
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faith in such assurances. As for Mary, she gave me her hand as she

said, “I thank you so much, doctor, for the trouble you have taken.”

There was a tremor in her voice which made me suspect that it had

cost her no slight efl'ort to control herself as she spoke the words,

few and simple as they were.

XI.

The household was early astir the following morning, and in con

siderably better spirits thanmight have been looked for after an even

ing of anxiety and excitement. Perhaps the clear, strong light of day

was the most encouraging of influences in such a case, barring, of

course, news of the sort to end all doubts and fears. At all events, as

we gathered about the breakfast-table the prevalent mood seemed to

be much more cheerful than that which had ruled us some hours

before; and when I declared with emphasis that Fred Cook was cer

tainly safe and sound and probably at that moment doing justice to

an excellent repast at the Springs, the statement was received with a

flattering amount of credence. Inasmuch also as Dorothy had gone

over the morning paper without discovering any record of a catastrophe

in which he could have figured, there appeared to be reasonable grounds

for confidence in his having escaped bodily injury.

“Undoubtedly we’ll get a note making excuses and explaining his

change of plans,” said I. “ Let’s see; if he writes promptly, a letter

should be here by to-morrow morning at the latest.”

“Are you going to be near “Washington Court to-day ?” said Dor

othy. “ If you are, why not pay a visit to the junk-shop ?”

“ I’ll do so, very gladly,” said I. “ It will not be out of my way.”

In spite of what I had maintained to the others, I determined to

make this trip to the court without delay. In fact, no sooner was I

out of the dining-room than I seized my hat and threw open the street

door. Lying on the floor of the vestibule was a package, clumsily

tied with cord of almost the diameter of a clothes-line. “ Some small

boy’s practical joke,” I reflected, giving the thing a tentative shove

with my foot. Nothing very notable following this experiment, I

ventured to pick up the bundle. There was no address upon it,—

nothing to explain its presence at my door. From the weight I judged

the contents to be metal. With rising curiosity I slipped a knife from

my pocket, sawed through the cord, drew back the paper, and beheld

what I had no doubt was the spraying hose-nozzle which Fred had

gone forth to purchase.

There it was, battered and rusted in spots, as junk-shop bargains

sometimes are, but evidently still serviceable. Surely there should be

a note enclosed in the package. I searched the folds of the paper, and

eered into the tubes, but found nothing. Stepping back into the hall,

called to the maid, who was passing across the farther end. She

tllI‘lf:d and approached me, sending a curious glance at the opened

pac age.

“What time did you bring in the paper, Hannah?” I asked.

----..R»-'<.
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“ About half-past six, sir,” she replied.

“ You found it in the vestibule as usual?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ You noticed nothing else there?”

“No, sir. An’ if it’s that bundle you mean, sir, I couldn’t have

missed seein’ it, if it had been there at all.”

“Has the house bell been rung, or the office bell?”

“ Neither one, sir.”

To tell the truth, her answers had been such as were to be expected.

I turned my find over to her, with instructions to place it in the oflice,

and then set out post-haste for Washington Court. There was some

thing uncanny about the secrecy with which the bundle had been left

where I had come upon it, something suggestive of mystery. Possibly

the dealer in odds and ends might explain everything; at least I could

think of nobody else likely to know anything of the matter. As it

happened, however, what he had to say was not reassuring. Fred had

come to the shop, he related glibly enough, and together they had

hunted through the stock for the article the young man sought. This

had taken ten or fifteen minutes, but at last the sprinkler had been

wrapped in paper and Fred had paid for it and departed.

“ You used a heavy cord in tying it up, didn’t you?” I asked.

“ Yes: I’d run outer twine.”

“ Did Mr. Cook tell you what he was to do with this purchase?”

“No; we talked quite a lot,—we’re good friends, me and Mr.

Cook,—but he didn’t say nothin’ on that p’int.”

“Did he say he was going out of town ?”

“ No ; we just talked miscellaneous ; ’bout the weather more’n

anything else.”

“ Nothing about your late neighbor Mr. Barnes?”

“Not a word. He pumped me dry on that long ago.”

“ He took the bundle away with him ?”

“Yes, started down the street with it.”

“Away from the court?”

“ _Yes, down Peyton Street to’rds the car line. What’s the trouble?

Nothm’ crooked, is there?”

“ Nothing at all. Thanks for your information.”

_ He mumbled something about being always rejoiced to oblige =1

friend, and followed me to the door, as if he hoped for further light

on the reasons for'my visit, but I left him rather abruptly, and, turn

mg mto the court, hastened to the house in which Joshua Barnes had

hved and died. The woman who responded to my knock greeted me

surhly; for she was one of the class whose members seem to think

that every physician regards a healthy person as a farmer looks upon

his pigs,—that is, as a source of future profit. I dare say that had I

attempted such a familiarity as a poke in the ribs she would have set

down the friendly attention as precisely of the sort bestowed by the

fiarmer upon lns porkers, and would have expected me to remark,

I You ll cut up well some day,” with a blood-curdling chuckle thrown

in for good measure. But I had no notion of indulging in Such

pleasantries. Little as she esteemed me or my calling, she was on very
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amiable terms with Fred Cook. If he had seen her the evening

before, it was almost certain that they had had a chat.

“What’s that ye’re afther ?” she demanded, suspiciously, when I

had stated my errand. “ Misther Cook, is’t‘? What is’t I’d be knowin’

of him, thin, and me a widdy ?”

“He was in this neighborhood last evening, Mrs. Regan,” I ex

plained. “I thought he might have stopped to say good-evening to

you; that’s all.”

“ He didn’t come here, thin,” said she, sharply. “But if he had,

what horm wonld’t have been?”

“ None at all, none at all. I merely asked for information.”

“It’s none I can give ye.” To emphasize her remark she shut the

door with a vicious slam. However, she had said that Fred had not

called upon her, thus corroborating the point at issue. As a bit of

evidence it was worth the unpleasantness involved in securing it.

When, a quarter of an hour later, I entered my otfice, it was with

the purpose of stowing away the sprinkler where Dorothy could not

stumble upon it. In a general way it had occurred to me that such a pre

caution could do no harm and might do some good. The maid should

be warned to say nothing of the bundle left in the vestibule. There

was a chance that she might hold her tongue, at least for a day or two,

by which time we ought to have a very fair idea of Fred’s doings. My

benevolent scheme, however, was doomed to be nipped in the bud ; for

when I reached the room I saw Dorothy and Mary standing by the

desk upon which the opened package lay. There was nothing for it

but to tell them everything I knew or conjectured.

“Too bad the boy should have been so careless,” said I, in sum

ming up my remarks. “ He might at least have telegraphed, even if

he forgot to send us some word by the messenger who brought the

sprinkler. But we’ll hear from him before very long. He will be

too anxious to get his valise to play his joke very much further.”

“If it is a joke,” said Dorothy, slowly. “ Isn’t it very unusual for

a messenger to leave anything at a house without ringing the bell?”

“ Perhaps he employed some boy who thought his task completed

when he dropped his burden at the door,” Mary suggested.

“ You’re close to the truth, I sus ect,” said I. “ Fred left the shop

with his bargain under his arm. uppose that when he reached the

street-car line he happened to remember that the nine-fifteen train was

more convenient than the eleven-thirty: it really is, you know. He

saw a car coming, which would take him to the railway station. Acting

upon impulse, he called a boy who chanced to be near, and hired him

to bring the sprinkler to this house. The boy, for some reason or

other,—because he was a boy, probably,—failed to deliver it until this

mornmg, when, to avoid explanations of his tardiness, he simply de

posited his bundle in the vestibule and took to his heels. Fred mean

Wh_1le, having made the run to the Springs by the earlier train, has

mailed us a note, and is proceeding to enjoy himself with a fairly easy

conscience. Isn't the explanation likely to be true?”

My hearers agreed that it was plausible, and I left them inclined

rather to be hurt by Fred’s apparent discourtesy thanito yield to a re
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vival of their panic of the previous evening. Nor did their courage

sink during the day : a belief that she has been slighted will do wonders

in the way of keeping up a woman's nerve. The evening passed

without a fresh outbreak of anxiety, and they retired consoled by the

expectation of tidings from the missing one in the morning.

But the next day’s mail brought no news. In vain I hastened to

insist that there was no cause of alarm, in vain dilated upon the cul

pable carelessness of modern youth. Argue as I might, my words

had no effect, largely, no doubt, because they lacked the strength of

conviction ; for I, too, was beginning to think that Fred might have

got into some serious scrape. \-Vhat it might be was beyond my power

of imagination. Cook was no brawler, he was not dissipated, he had

no vicious associates. So far as we had learned, he had not been in a

dangerous part of the city on the night of his vanishing; for the Pey

ton Street district, though poverty-stricken, was far from perilous to

those who strayed into it. I sent a telegram to a friend, a person of

discretion, who was spending the summer at the Springs. In an hour

the answer came: nothing had been seen or heard of Fred Cook at

that resort. Then I risked a despatch to the manager of the hotel at

the Lake, only to read in his reply the same lack of the information so

greatly desired. Next I sent a batch of messages, one to each of the

places on the list Fred had discussed ; but from each the wires brought

the response I dreaded. Guarded inquiries at the oflice of his em

ployers were met by the statement that he had not informed them

where his vacation was to be spent. Another raid upon Washington

Court was equally fruitless, Mrs. Regan repeatin her declaration of

ignorance even more brusquely than before, and t e junkman failing

to add a detail of interest to the story he had told. At the railway sta

tion a misanthropical ticket-seller and a pair of gruff rulers of the gates

through which passengers passed to the trains defeated me in short

order. When they saw so many hundreds daily, how could they be

expected to recollect a young man who, so far as they could tell from

my description, looked remarkably like half the other young men in

the country ?

I didn’t attempt to argue the point. Instead, I went home tired,

discouraged, pained by a suspicion which was forcing itself upon me

at every fresh failure, a suspicion which I could not overcome, and

which threatened all my faith in a man whom I had trusted implicitly.

Dorothy met me at the door. There was no need to ask her if any

tidings had come.

“Not a thing have I to tell you,” said I, briefly. “So far as I

know, he has disappeared from the face of the earth.”

XII.

‘Afterward, when what had been mysteries were no longer mys

terious, and we could pick the flaws in the reasoning by which we had

failed to explain them, I blamed myself not a little for losing heart

so readily and for classing Fred's absence as a disappearance, within
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forty-eight hours after his departure on his errand in Peyton Street.

A “disappearance,” in the common use of the term, means necessarily

one of two things: the person in question has dropped out of sight

either through bodily mishap or mental aberration, which, though an

unpleasant matter, may attach no dishonor to his name, or he has

fled of his own volition, thereby pleading guilty in advance to any

and all charges which may be brought against him, and assuring to

himself a good deal more disgrace than he may deserve. There was

considerable evidence that Cook had not been waylaid nor fallen a

victim to the perils of the city streets, and there was no strain of

insanity in his blood. I could hardly defend myself, subsequently,

by a plea that I had not put the most uncharitable interpretation upon

his case. In fact, I attempted no excuses of the sort. A phase of the

matter which concerned me far more keenly was the effect my faint

heartedness had upon my womankind. It was my business to main

tain their courage at all costs, to preach hopefulness to them to the last.

And in this I was remiss, signally remiss, when in a score of hasty

words I blurted out enough to convince them that I feared the worst.

It was a sad blunder, and for it I paid the penalty; for thereafter I

was doomed to see my attempts to encourage them wasted utterly, and

to feel myself in part responsible for their sorrow.

VVe dragged through three more days miserably enough, Dorothy

and Mary faring even worse than I, for my practice kept me occupied

much of the time, while they had little to do but to wait for tidings

which they had come to fear almost as greatly as they had longed for

them. Their ordeal was cruelly hard. It was telling upon them all

the more rapidly because of the inroads made upon their strength by

the unrelenting heat of a city summer, to which they had insisted upon

subjecting themselves. Even Mary, by far the less delicate of the two,

was beginning to look a promising candidate for a physician’s attention.

Both of them needed change of scene, and that, too, at once. I deter

mined, then, to appeal to Mary to forego her objections and to accom

pany Dorothy on a visit to the hills; for Fred’s inexplicable conduct

seemed to have freed me from the obligations of the promises I had

given to him.

It was the third evening since my blunder, the fifth since Fred’s

vanishing. I had had only another series of failures to report as the

net outcome of the day’s investigations. A letter to Cook’s father,

diplomatically phrased, had brought from him the reply that he had

received from his son no hint as to the manner in which the boy was

passing his fortnight’s leave, and that he was surprised to learn that

I was in similar ignorance. Luckily, the old gentleman had not yet

caught the alarm. When he should catch it, I looked for trouble.

Of course he would hold me responsible in some degree for his son’s

disappearance. And a charming tale I would have to tell him.

Dorothy, who was suffering from a headache, had gone to her room,

and Mary and I were alone on the veranda. The opportunity W115 110';

to be wasted. Drawing my chair close to hers, I undertook the task

before me.

“I gave a pledge before Fred went away,” said I. “Perhaps,

_

.-.--1-.~_.
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Mary, you should be informed of it, though when I gave it I had no

expectation of revealing the secret. But Fred's extraordinary conduct—

to call it nothing stronger--puts me at liberty to speak. I promised him

to do everything in my power to induce you not to carry out your plan

of leaving us before his return; and I pledged myself further not to

insist in the mean time upon Dorothy going to the country. Now,

Mary, I want you to help me, to sacrifice your pride, so to say, and to

tell Dorothy that you will accompany her to some quiet place out of

town. Circumstances have changed greatly in the last few days. She

is none too strong, as you know, and this business of Fred’s is wearing

her out. She must have a change of air and surroundings, or break

down completely. There’s the case in a nut-shell.”

To say so much had not been easy. Two persons meeting daily

for weeks, with every condition favoring intimacy, may fail to pass the

bounds of a somewhat distant friendliness, though their mutual liking

may be none the less sincere. Very seldom indeed had Mary and I

approached the confidential in our talks. My scepticism in the matter

of her grandfather’s hidden wealth had been somewhat of a barrier

between us, and latterly her unwillingness to “increase her obliga

tions,” as she put it, had intensified the difliculty of arriving at a satis

factory understanding. Greatly as her reluctauce annoyed me, I could

not but acknowledge, upon reflection, that it might be justified from

her point of view. Moreover, I had hesitated to broach the subject to

her, lest my interference might result in cutting short her stay, a con

summation far from my desire. Even now, when Cook’s disappear

ance had spurred me to active measures, I experienced a good deal of

difiiculty in preferring my request.

The girl did not immediately answer. I could not see her face,

for we were in a shadowy corner of the porch, but I could conjecture

the doubt and perplexity of her thoughts.

“I am glad that you have told me about your promise,” she said,

at last, speaking very slowly. “ It is better that I should know of it.”

“So I think.”

“Yes, it is very much better,” she went on. “Perhaps the best

thing for us would be to be utterly frank with each other. I need

your advice, doctor. Will you not give it before you press me for an

answer to the questions you have asked?”

“As you wish,” said I.

“Just before Fred Cook secured the promise from you,” she

iontinlped, aftpr :3.’ pause, “he asked me to marry him. You must

ave nown tmt.

“So much he told rue.”

“ And my answer?”

“ I judged that it was not definite,—at least that it was conditional.”

“ Yes; it was conditional. He took me by surprise, in spite of-—

well in spite of someth' th-th d ' * ' . I th ltthat,he liked me, but-—li])§t J ”appene 0nce_)0u haw It Dug]

“Pray go on,” said I, encouragingly.

“I tried to be fair and honest and considerate in what I said,”

she contmued. “He had been so good to me. I explained how much
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my music was to me, how for years it had been my ambition to become

a singer, how the instructors in Boston urged me to persevere. He

listened so kindly, so sympathetically. And I told him that I liked

him; but the very telling of it so calmly made me doubt whether there

was anything more than liking, don’t you know? Then he urged me

not to leave Trent, and that reminded me how dependent I was. Oh,

how sharp was the pang of realization! And then came a longing for

some one to cling to. I had never felt it before; I had thought my

self brave and self-reliant, but all in a flash I knew that I wasn’t. I

seemed helpless; my courage was gone. Gladly would I have said the

word he asked me to say, but something restrained me. Even then my

ambition reasserted itself. I liked him better than any one else, but

was I ready to give up all the old hopes? I think he understood me.”

“Perhaps he was too sanguine,” said I. “ At least, to put it plainly,

he appeared to believe that in case you gave up your music you would

become his wife. Was he wrong ?”

“ Not exactly wrong, and yet ” She hesitated.

“ You spoke of advice,” said I.

“ Yes, I am coming to that. But first let me finish the story. He

insisted that I should not leave Trent at present ; but I would not bind

myself to stay. I thought that in a day or two I,could learn my own

misd and decide wisely. Then he went away, nobody knows where,

an 7’

“ You’ve not reached a decision?”

“Not yet: your counsel may help me.”

“Listen, then,” said I. “ Here’s the only course for you to follow.

Go away with Dorothy. We’ll find a place not too far from the city,

where you can be informed immediately if anything is learned of Fred’s

whereabouts. In the mean' time, don’t worry, and don't let Dorothy

worry. You’ve spoken to her of obligations. Now, if you will only

consent to leave the city with her, and do your best to cheer her up by

being cheerful yourself, I’ll count every obligation amply repaid and a

big balance carried over to the other side of the ledger. \Von’t you

promise me this as a very great personal favor?”

“ Yes,” she said. It was the syllable I was most desirous to hear,

even if it was spoken with the utmost reluctance. Once her word was

given, she. could be relied upon to keep her agreement.

“Thank you a thousand times!” I cried. “Mary, I’ll be your

debtor forever. Can you start to-morrow ?”

“To-morrow? Oh, doctor, not to-morrow. Give us two more

days.”

(( ?Y’

“ In two more days it will be a full week since—

paused.

“Since Fred dropped out,” said I, to finish her sentence. “Two

days? Um! I don’t like the idea, but—well, will you go at the end

of them?”

“Yes, if Dorothy is then ready.”

“ I’ll drive her out of the house if she tries to delay,” said I.

“ But with you as a companion she’ll be open to reason.”

VOL. LVII.-22
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Again she
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There was a long pause after this declaration, the girl speaking at

last, and breaking in upon my reflections, the burden of which was

that I had scored a very satisfactory victory.

“ Where do you think Fred is ?” said she. “ Please give me your

honest opinion. Be as frank with me as I have been with you.”

“I'm sorry you’ve asked me,” said I. “I can only conjecture,

and my guess won’t comfort you. Here’s a fellow who leaves a friend’s

house, expecting to return in half an hour. He doesn’t return. All

sorts of inquiries lead to no trace of his whereabouts. He has left be

hind a valise, packed for a trip to some one of several summer resorts,

at none of which is he to be found. No word reaches his friends, who

are able only to satisfy themselves that he has not come to grief in the

city. I don’t imagine for an instant that Fred is trying to play a very

poor practical joke upon us. So, altogether, the unwilling belief is

growing within me that he has run away, why or whither I don’t

know. I haven’t a ghost of a suspicion on either point.”

“I can’t agree with you,” said she, quickly. “ It’s impossible that

Fred Cook should have done anything of the sort.”

“Seemingly most improbable, not impossible,” I insisted. “ There

are queerer cases than his in the list of disappearances. One or two

of them occurred right in this city.”

“Is there nothing more to be done?” she asked.

“Several things will have to be attempted, if he isn't heard from

soon. To begin with, his father will have to be notified: he’ll be

likely to assume charge of the search. Then there are the police. So

long as the barest chance remains that Fred may turn up unassisted, I

want to keep away from them. No doubt they’d do good work, but

publicity would surely follow an appeal to them. I have thought of

putting the case in the hands of a private detective agency, but I’m

not an admirer of the system. Fred’s father, no doubt, will settle

such questions. He will make a row because he wasn’t called upon the

morning after his son left us, and there will be a certain amount of

justice on his side. I realize the false position we’ll be in, but I don’t

see how it can be avoided. So long as we’re not absolutely sure that

Fred’s case is not a genuine disappearance, we can’t afford to risk raising

a hue and cry, which would do him no end of harm in a business and

social way. But the days of grace we can allow him are almost run out.’’

“ Please do nothing more until the week is over,” she urged.

_“ Why the week? Have you a premonition that we shall see him

agam, or hear from him, within the next forty-eight hours?”

“ No premonition, doctor; only a hope.”

_ “ Well,” said I, refiectively, “possibly two days more will make

httle _d1fi'erence. Let it stand at that. After all, you’re entitled to a

Voice in the matter.” -

“ Am I ?” she asked, with a nervous little laugh.

“I trust so,” said I, earnestly. “ If by any chance Fred 6011195

back, and if we find him still the good, straightforward fellow he

has always seemed, I should very greatly like to think that music is

no ‘longer his successful rival. Haven't these days of waiting made

a difference in his favor ?”
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She rose from her chair and crossed the veranda to the hall door

before she answered me.

“Again I shall be frank with you,” she said. “ Have they made

a difference? I don’t know. Sometimes—no, I won’t attempt to

explain. All I can say is just what I’ve said : I don’t know.”

XIII.

Dorothy raised no objections to the proposal to send her to the

country on two days’ notice. I had feared protests on grounds ranging

from dresses to house-cleaning, but none was offered. This spirit of

acquiescence I ascribed, and probably correctly, not so much to anxiety

for her own welfare as to a hope that new surroundings would exert a

beneficial effect upon Mary Barnes.

“You’ll choose the Lake, won’t you ?” said I. “There’s more

doing there than at the Springs. In fact, the Lake is the liveliest

place hereabouts.”

“Mary doesn’t care for gayety. I think some quiet little village

will do her more good than one of the places where the crowds are;

one, of course, where we can be sure of good accommodations.”

“ You are to please yourself. By the way, though, I’m told there’s

an excellent new hotel at North Beach. You wouldn’t meet many

acquaintances there. Though they live comparatively near salt water,

Trent people seem to prefer inland resorts.”

“Yes, they do neglect the shore,” Dorothy assented. “But, do

you know, I’m almost inclined to vote for Rodneytown ?”

“Indeed?” said I, questioningly. Events in Rodneytown a few

years before had marked turning-points in her life and in mine.

Although we had warm friends in the village, we had visited it seldom

of late, for mingled with its leasant associations was the memory of

two tragedies which, though they had served to bring us together, were

saddening to recall.

“Yes, the old town might be just the spot for us,” my wife went

On. “ ‘Vs should be very comfortable either at Mrs. Clark’s or Mrs.

Weston’s. And you could run down occasionally,—over Sunday

anyway.”

“That’s true, though the drive from the railway is a drawback,”

said I, thinking of the ten-mile stretch between Rodneytown and the

path of the locomotive. “However, so long as you’re satisfied, I am

too. Pack such things as you need, and be ready to start. If you

should decide to alter your destination at the eleventh hour, no harm

will have been done.”

This brief conversation took place not long after Mary had hidden

me good-night; for I had lost no time in bearing to Dorothy the

news of her capitnlation. The following morning both of them were

busy with preparations for their outing,—-busy, that is, in a somewhat

languid fashion. Neither had much heart for the work, but each con

sidered herself acting for the good of the other and was nerved thereby.
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.1 Luckily, their preparations were simple, and by nightfall considerable

‘ progress had been made. _

I “You’ll be able to get away day after to-morrow ?” sa1d I, inter

| l rogatively. _

‘ “ Yes,” said Dorothy, “ as early as you please that morning.”

1 I “ We shall ask no more time,” Mary added.

I“ So far, so good. At least one of my cares seemed in a fair way to

- ' be relieved.

The evening passed slowly and heavily. Conversation languished,

none of us finding much food for it in the one topic in which our

interest centred. The field of speculation as to Fred’s fate had been

gone over so often that it was scarcely worth while to meet upon it

again, though there was hardly a moment in which the thoughts of

any one of the three wandered from the young man. I doubt whether

my companions’ reflections were soothing; mine, I know, were acutely

disagreeable, full of forebodings of future complications and of un

certainty as to the wisdom of the course pursued up to this time. But,

so far as personal endeavors were concerned, what had I neglected? I

had even forced the lock of Fred’s valise, a proceeding which had been

rewarded by no discoveries. Among the neatly packed linen and toilet

articles was no note to explain the owner’s plans.

The next day was a repetition of that which had preceded it, but

at dinner Dorothy announced that the trunks had been packed and the

house set in order for the departure of its mistress.

“Are you still for Rodneytown ?” I asked. “ I took the precaution

this afternoon of gathering a collection of time-tables of all the roads,

in order to be posted, no matter whether you changed your mind or not.”

“He's determined, Mary, to be rid of us as soon as possible,” said

my wife.

“Indeed I am,” I declared. “Off you go bright and early to

morrow morning. Your sentence is banishment, and the court never

reverses its decisions. Which shall it be, Rodneytown, North Beach,

the Springs, or the Lake ‘F’

‘‘ Rodneytown. We shall be safe in counting upon some; door

opening to us, even if we haven’t sent word of our coming.”

I picked out one of the time-cards, and fell to studying its columns

of microscopic figures.

“ Train starts at eight-forty-five,” said I. “ You’ll be safely housed

before noon. Please consider your route settled and act accordingly

Now let’s move to the veranda.”

The hose was giving the sickly turf its regular bath. The stand

upon which the nozzle rested was not placed to my fancy, and, steppillg

to the ground, I shifted it a few feet.

“No amount of attention appears to do the grass any good," I

gro“;l,ed. “There’d be more satisfaction in sprinkling a brick pave

men .

“ Why don’t you try the new nozzle?” asked Dorothy.

“ What’s the use?” said I, petulantly; then, repenting, “ Oh, 1,11

have it put on to-morrow. When I come down to see you Saturday

mght I’ll report how it works.”

 



A WHIM AND A CHANCE. 341

Fred's “bargain” still lay on a shelf in the ofiice, neglected and

almost forgotten. The mention of it, however, led naturally enough

to a little discussion of the curious manner in which it had reached us;

and from the purchased to the purchaser was the easiest of transitions.

So we passed to talk of Fred Cook, thrashing over the old straw with

melancholy thoroughness. The night before we had thought things;

now we said them as earnestly as if our speculations had not been

common property for days. It was a final debate of varying argu

ments from uncertain premises, leaving us in the end no nearer a solu

tion of the mystery than we had been in the beginning, yet affording

the comfort which humanity gains from putting its perplexitiea into

words for the tenth, or the twentieth, or the hundredth time.

The clang of the door-bell put a stop to the theorizing.

“I do hope you’ll not have to go out to-night,” said Dorothy.

“We want you to be with us this evening of all evenings.”

“Then I fear you’ll be disappointed,” I observed. “ Anyway, the

evening’s nearly gone: it must be ten o’clock Why, it’s ten

thirty !” I had stepped to the door and taken a look at my watch.

“ You girls should turn in without delay.”

Again the bell rang loudly under a vigorous pull.

“Perhaps you’d better see who is there,” said Dorothy. “Hannah

had permission to go out this evening, and I hardly think she has

come in.”

A third peal of the bell, more noisy than before, stirred me to

action.

“I’ll go,” I cried. “That chap will have the wire down if he

isn't answered promptly.”

Vl/'ith such a possibility in mind, I made record time to the street

door. The importunate caller must have heard me fumbling with the

lock, which was subject to fits of perversity; for, though he had started

a fourth pull at the hell, he changed his mind, greatly to my relief, and

I noted the muflled thud as the knob slipped back into place. A

second later the bolt yielded, and the door opened.

Compared with the hall, the vestibule was dark, and I could make

out little more of the figure confronting me than that it was that of a

man, who sprang forward with such eagerness that I recoiled a step

or two. The visitor was after 1ne so quickly, though, that before I

fairly recognized him he had me by the hand and was pouring joyous

greetings into my ears. It was Fred Cook.

His clothing was dusty, his face grimy; his collar wilted, and his

necktie awry, but there was no suggestion of illness or wound. In

fact, so hale and hearty did he seem, and withal so beamingly content,

that there rose in me a feeling of anger which overcame the joy at

seeing before me alive and well one who, for all I had been able to

learn in the last week, might have been dead and buried. And when

I thought of the sorrow his heedlessness had brought upon my wife

and Mary Barnes, I dragged my hand from his clasp, and, retreating

another step, faced him in righteous wrath.

“What is the meaning of this, sir?” I demanded. “ Where have

you been? Why have we heard nothing from you ?”
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“ Where have I been?” he repeated. “Why have you heard

nothing from me ?” His face fell, and he stared at me blankly.

“ You heard me aright.”

“Why, doctor, what on earth’s gone wrong? You can’t know,

of course, just where I’ve been, but you do know the general direction

well enough. \Vhat’s the trouble, anyway?”

“Mr. Cook, this is the trouble,” said I, softened a little in spite

of myself, but still speaking sharply. “ For a week we have been able

to learn nothing of your whereabouts. My wife and Miss Barnes

have been made ill by anxiety ; I have neglected my patients to hunt

in vain for traces of you. To-morrow I should have notified your

father of your disappearance, and the case would undoubtedly have

gone to the police and the newspapers.”

“ Mary—I mean Miss Barnes,——you don’t say she’s ill?” he cried.

“Nor Mrs. Morris?” he added, as an after-thought.

“They are very far from well.”

“\Vhat nonsense!” said somebody behind me. “Don't believe a

word of it, Fred. I can’t tell you how delighted we are to see you.”

And Dorothy, who had recognized Cook’s voice and had hurried into

the hall, brushed by me and gave the young man both her hands. He

held them, too, an unnecessarily long time, until, in fact, he caught

sight of Mary, when he dropped them to possess himself of one of

hers, which at last she drew from his grasp with some embarrass

ment. Their verbal greeting was commonplace in the extreme, each

expressing pleasure at seeing the other in the formulas which have

become almost meaningless by use. But the girl’s cheek had flushed,

and her breathing was quickened a little. Fred turned to me.

“So you had given me up as lost?” said he, quietly. “There

must have been some mistake, for I sent you a note explaining my

change of plans.”

“It never reached us.”

“ I gave it to a boy who was playing in the street near the railway

p1t_atio,n. He agreed to deliver it at once. I also sent a package by

1m.

“A package containing the patent nozzle was found at our door

next morning. There was no note with it.”

“ Then he must have lost it, and, preferring to answer no questions,

have left the package on the stops early the next day, without going

through the formality of ringing the bell. A boy would be quite

capable of such a trick.”

“ Fred, have you had dinner or supper?” Dorothy broke in.

“ Well, no,” he answered, awkwardly, “but I had breakfast.”

“ And it’s half-past ten ! Cpme into the dining-room this instant.

You must be fannshed. I’m afraid there isn’t very much, but ”

“But there will be plenty, I warrant you,” said he. “ I know the

resources of your larder of old. Before I touch food or drink, though,

I have something to tell you, all of you. Guess what it is.”

“Oh we can’t waste time in nessin with on starvin "’ cried
Dorothy.’ “ We give it up.” g g, y g

“Yes, Fred,” said I, “ we give it up. What’s the news ?"
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He looked at Mary as if he wished her to speak, but she would

not take the hint.

“\Vell, then,” said he, slowly, “I’ve solved all our riddles. I

have found out all about Joshua Barnes and his money.”

“What?” It was a chorus of surprise, incredulity, and inquiry,

condensed into a single word.

“Yes; the mystery is cleared up. And in my pockets are afli—

davits and other documents to substantiate every claim we shall make.

I’ll tell you the whole story.”

“ Not until you’ve had something to eat,” declared Dorothy. “ Then

we must hear everything.”

“But the hour ” he began.

“ Bother the hour!” said I. “ Come to my room and make yourself

pretty while the girls get out the lunch.”

When we were alone I put the question which was most natural in

the circumstances:

“ How much will Mary get?”

“Not a fortune, by any means: enough, though, to complete the

cultivation of her voice.”

“ Humph !” said I, doubtfully.

“ Well, I told you she should have her chance, and now she’s got

it.” And he busied himself with his soap and water and towels, as if

glad of an excuse to interrupt the conference.

XIV.

Fred Cook’s narrative was not completed until an hour which

has the undesirable distinction of being almost too late for going to

bed and decidedly too early for the most eager of early risers. But,

what with the disposing of food and drink, Dorothy insisting that the

traveller’s meal should be finished before the traveller's tale was begun,

and the distracting questions demanding answers before the main thread

of the story could be picked up again, small wonder was it that the

time slipped away unheeded.

When Fred left the house on the fateful night his sole purpose was

to return as speedily as circumstances might permit. His estimate of

half an hour seemed to him ample to cover any slight delays either on

the journey to and from the junk-shop or in the purchase of the con

trivance which was to work wonders in our little back yard. Luck

was not his, however, for, although he arrived at Washington Court

two minutes ahead of the scheduled time, as he had calculated the same

before his start, this gain was promptly lost. First, the dealer was

occupied with another customer, who haggled with him tirelessly over

a disputed dime, and next, when the shopman was free to turn to Cook,

the nozzle was not to be found, nor did it come to light until after a

long search through half the stock of the place. There was no hag

gling in this instance, but the junkman was short of change, and five

mmutes more was required to settle this difliculty.

Fred tucked the package under his arm, and, as the dealer had
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related, walked briskly down Peyton Street toward the car line. He

had not gone very far, however, when he encountered Mrs. Regan,

homeward bound. As has been said, this estimable lady had a liking

for the youth, whose visits to Mary’s old home in the earlier days of

the hunt for Joshua Barnes’s money had made him well ac uainted

with the present tenant. Mrs. Regan hailed him joyously, an Fred,

perforce, paused to parley with her.

“Now, thin, Misther Cook,” she asked, when the courtesies appro

priate to the occasion had been observed, “now, thin, is’t annything

new ye know of ould Misther Barnes?”

“No, Mrs. Regan, I’m sorry to say there is nothing new,” he

answered. “ Have you heard anything?”

“ Divil a woord ; but this avenin’ a gintlemin was afther askin’ me

all about the ould miser. Sure, wasn’t he a friend of yourn ?”

To this Fred made reply that he knew of no one likely to visit

Mrs. Regan for such information. Would she kindly tell him more

about the stranger? Mrs. Regan would, and did. The gentleman

had called at her rooms, evidently in the belief that Mr. Barnes still

occupied them. He had talked with her long and eagerly, plying her

with queries as to the old man’s illness and death, but contriving,

without offending her, to baflle her attempts to discover who he was or

why he desired such information as she had to give. For some reason

which even she would have found difiiculty in explaining, she had

neglected to refer him to Fred Cook as a person likely to be able to

enlighten him further, and, although she mentioned the fact that

Joshua Barnes’s grand-daughter was in Trent, she did not add that the

girl was a visitor at my house, a. circumstance well known to her.

Mrs. Regan doubted whether the stranger would have had time to

seek further in any case, for he had said that he was to leave the city

that night, and had asked her the shortest way to the railway station,

for which he had departed some quarter of an hour earlier, Mrs.

Regan going a little distance with him to make certain that he did not

take the wrong car.

Fred, essaying cross-examination, learned that the caller was tall

rather than short, well dressed, and elderly. His side-whiskers were

gray, and he had a large nose, and a high complexion, Mrs. Regan

admitted upon reflection. Perhaps he drank more than he should, but,

sure, many iligant gintlemin did that same, more the pity. Cook sur

pnsed her by ulling out his watch, glancing at it, and bidding her an

abrupt farewe 1. Mary Barnes’s account of the Western friend who

had twice visited her grandfather flashed across his mind. It was pos

sible that he might overtake the Westerner at the station and learn

from him something worth hearing. At any rate, the chance was not

to be wasted.

-Fred boarded a street-car, and at five minutes after nine was at the

station.’ He could see nobody in the waiting-room answering the

description of _ the man whom he was seeking. A Western express

departmg at mne-ten had been mentioned at the dinner-table; probably

the stranger had already passed through the gates and taken his place

1n one of the coaches. For an instant he hesitated, then reached a
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resolution. Tearing a leaf from a note-book he carried, he scribbled

upon it a few lines, explaining that he had changed his plans and was

going to take a little run out on the Great Midland road; when he

returned he might have some news of interest. Folding the paper, he

wrote upon it my name and address. Then, running into the street,

he pounced upon the nearest boy, and, by virtue of the payment of

half a dollar, secured from the urchin a pledge by all that was held

sacred by the party of the second part that the note and the package

should he delivered at once. So far as we could ever learn, the boy,

reflecting that the morrow would probably serve his employer’s purpose

quite as well as that night, calmly resumed his play, lost the note, and,

happening to remember the address, avoided trouble next day by

leaving the package in the vestibule without ringing the bell. Such,

at least, was the supposition most likely to accord with the facts.

His messenger retained, Fred dashed back into the station. He

was without a ticket, but when the guard at the gate offered to detain

him for this reason the young fellow pushed past him under the lee of

a traveller burdened with many bundles, and ran toward the \Vestern

express. He had but a second to spare, for the train was gathering

headway as he sprang upon the steps of one of the cars.

“ Good spurt, colonel,” commented the brakeman, who had watched

his approach with reat interest. “ Reg’lar grand stand finish.”

“ Had to be,” Fred panted. “ Where’s the smoker?”

“ Car ahead of this.”

Cook's scheme was simple. Beginning with the smoking-car, he

would work through the train. If his man was among the passengers

he would come to him sooner or later. He walked slowly along the

aisles of the coaches, but neither the smoker nor the “ ladies’ car” fur

nished anybody whose appearance accorded with that of Mrs. Regan’s

gentleman. Somewhat disheartened, Fred was about to pass to the

third, when the conductor tapped his arm.

“ I’ll have to pay my fare,” said Fred, fumbling with the change

in his pocket.

“ Where to ?”

“ Oh, the Junction. That’s the first stop, isn't it?”

“ Forty-five cents.”

The conductor accepted payment with the air of one conferring a

favor, and set to work to punch out a rebate slip.

“Any ticket-agent will give you five cents for this,” said he.

Fred took the slip, and laid his hand on the knob of the car door.

“ You can’t go back,” said the olficial. “ Next car’s a sleeper.”

“ I’m looking for a gentleman who is probably there,” Fred expos

tulated.

“ Well, the rules say no.”

“ Not if I pay the extra price?”

The conductor gave up the argument, and Fred groped his way

across the swaying platforms to the long bedroom on wheels. The

berths had been made up in some of the sections, but in the others a

few travellers were reading or lounging on the cushioned seats. In

the smoking-room two young men were burning cigarettes and talking
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baseball. The result of his survey was not encouraging. It was

hardly likely that the man he was pursuing would have retired so

speedily, and he certainly was not among the passengers still visible to

an inquisitive eye. There was a second sleeper on the train, however,

and Fred passed on to examine its company, only to discover that the

curtains hung before most of the sections and that there was nobody

in sight except the porter. While he was formulating a question to

be addressed to that dignitary, the sleeping-car conductor came up, a

pleasant-faced man, who looked him over for a. moment and then asked

to see his berth-check.

“I have none,” Fred admitted, “ but I may want a seat for a few

miles. What’s the rate to the Junction ?”

“Half a dollar,” said the other, with a smile. “We don’t catch

many Junction passengers on this run.”

They were near the smoking-room door. Fred stepped into the

compartment, the conductor following him.

“I spoke of the Junction,” said Cook, “ but it may be that I’ll

have to go further. You may be able to help me out. Have you

among your passengers an elderly man with gray side-whiskers, a large

nose, and rather a red face, I think ?”

The conductor meditated, then he chuckled.

“ \Ve’ve got three that pretty nearly hit the mark,” said he, “ all of

’em in the Trent car.”

“ The Trent car ?”

“ Yes; this one. The train comes clear through from the East, you

know, and we pick up a second sleeper at Trent. It’s open at eight

forty--five, and often people come aboard and turn in before the train

lntches on and carries them off. That’s why you see so many berths

madelup spl early. The three chaps I mentioned are all in here now.”

“ ' t' ?” Fed d ded.“ ll/l1ayvbeKtl1:;§rd0:ssleep. 1Do yfbliialivant to wake ’em up ?”

“Well, I’d like to, that’s the fact. I’ve a very particular reason

for des1r(‘1|ng to talk to one of them just as soon as I can. It may mean

a great cal to me and—er—er—a friend of mine.”

The man in uniform was oflicial, but human. He bent forward,

alpddtouched an electric button ,- a bell rang, and the porter appeared at

t e oor.

“Look here, Jones,” said his superior, “ where are the three oldish

gentlemen you've got in there?”

‘: Lowah three, lowah fowah, and lowah seven.”

‘ Any of ’em awake?”

b ’:‘Numbah seven, sah. I dun hear him cussiu’ to hisself as I come

y

d .]The conductor gave Fred a wink. “Might try him,” he added,

Ty y.

berths till he found N . 7, h t’ ' f 1'] ‘I'll

audible above the noise) of t‘lie(tFi:.i(l)1c.cupan 5 P10 we so I oquy was S 1

“Oh, I say,_sir,” he ventured, twitching the curtains further to

attract the attention of the traveller behind them.



A WHIM AND A czuzvcn. 347

“ Halloo l What’s that? Who are you? What the devil do you

want?” ‘.

A face fringed with gray hair and choleric in expression popped

into view.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir,” said Fred, hastily, “ but I'd like to

know if—if—you ever knew anybody in Trent.”

“ No, demmit ! and don’t want to!”

I‘ If‘__77

“ If nothing! Holy Moses! ain’t it hard enough to miss con

nections and l1ave to lie over in that hole, without being routed out to

answer fool questions? Don’t know a soul there, never did, and don’t

want to! Go ’way, or I’ll call the porter. Oh, porter! Where is

the scoundrel ?”

“That your friend?” queried the conductor, as Fred retreated

precipitately.

“I guess not,” said Cook, ruefully. “I wonder if the others are

as sociable.”

“ Look here,” said the other, after a moment’s pause: “ you want to

have quite a talk with your man, whoever he is. If you can spare a

few hours and dollars, why don’t you keep on with us overnight? All

three men are bound through to Chicago. They'll be here in the

morning, and a good deal more likely to discourse than they are to

night. How does it strike you ?”

“Just right,” cried Fred. With his vacation supply of dollars and

hours, he was free to accept the plan, which, in spite of its evident

drawbacks, seemed the only one from which there was anything to

hope.

XV.

The porter, having been properly subsidized, aroused Fred before

any of the other passengers were astir, and the young man, whose

slumbers had been broken and unrefreshing, emerged from his berth

without loss of time. He dressed leisurely, lingering long over his

ablutions, and then, choosing a corner seat in the smoking-room,

awaited the appearance of his fellow-travellers. His spirits were at

their ebb, naturally enough; for, as commonly happens, the brilliant

scheme evolved the night before appeared futile in the pessimistic re

flections of the morning. Here he was, a couple of hundred miles

from home, journeying he hardly knew whither, and all on the chance

that a series of guesses might be correct from beginning to end. He

had assumed that Mrs. Regan’s visitor was the Wmtern friend of old

Barnes, that he had taken this particular train, and that he was at that

moment snugly hidden in one of the sections of the sleeping-car. The

first point seemed by far the best established of the three; the others

were simply matters of luck. Besides, there was no certainty that

the stranger possessed knowledge of the definite character needed to

establish Mary Barnes’s claims, or that he would even communicate to

a stranger such information as he had.

Fred turned disconsolately and strove to find something to interest;
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him in the scenery; but the prospect from the car window was not

cheering. The train was running slowly, almost crawling, it seemed

to him, across a sparsely settled country of low rounded hills and

shallow valleys from which mists were rising lazily. Here and there

were patches of woods, dark and stunted, but for the most part the

hills were treeless pastures, and the lowlands, when the fog cleared

sufficiently to give him a view of them, seldom appeared to be under

cultivation. The smoke from the engine whirled in black clouds

about the cars, the soot begriming the window-panes and tingeing

everything without with its gloomy hue. Ten minutes’ inspection of

the landscape was all that Fred cared for. '

The friendly conductor, casehardened to such surroundings, came

into the little compartment devoted alike to tobacco and soap and

water, giving the figure 1n the corner a friendly nod as he stepped up

skilfully, polishing off his work with a stiff towel and completing his

toilet by brushing his hair as if he enjoyed the process, and putting

on a clean collar and cuffs. Fred, the luggageless, envied him these

luxuries.

“Good morning for fishing," said the man in uniform, dropping

upon the seat beside his passenger.

“ But not for much else.”

“ Well, if you're an angler, you like such a morning even on the

road‘:Ngi\,I,ts the other fellows at home a chance. Care for fishing?”

0.

There was a pause, broken at last by the conductor.

“ You’ll have a glimpse of your elderly friend pretty quick,” said

he. “We stop for breakfast in half an hour. Halloo! here’s some~

body now.”

But the somebody was a small boy, who filled a basin to the brim

and dabbled in it with vast enjoyment to himself and great damage to

his well-starched waist. In the midst of his performance his father

appeared, and there was a httle scene of more amusement to the spec

tators than to the participants. Then, presently, arrived the occupant

of No. 7, not a whit improved in temper, but passed from the obstreper

ous to the surly stage, and close upon his heels another elderly gentle

man, gray~whiskered and nasally rubicund. Then in turn came a pale

youth with hair hanging to his eyes, and after him a man whom Cook

at once decided to be his most likely prey. For a time the room was

a confusion of splashing water, flying towels, swaying forms, coughs,

grunts, and half-smothered apologies for unavoidable jostlings. There

was a grmding of brakes, and the conductor, stepping from the com

partment, was back again in a moment with the time-honored announce

ment of twenty minutes for refreshments.

Fred’s appetite being unimpaired, he made a hearty meal from

conversation was similarly successful. Over his aftenbreakfast cigar

the stranger would probably be approachable Fred’s programme was

to strike up an acquamtance with him as soon as possible, and the
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smoking-room promised to alford the best scene for his operations. He

studied the other with covert glances. The description of Joshua

Barnes’s friend fitted the elderly man so well that his hopes rose rapidly,

although the expression of the face was not of the sort to warrant him

in expecting an easy accomplishment of his task. The stranger was

not gregarious in his tastes: so much was to be inferred from his

manner toward his neighbors on his right and left. As they marched

back to the car, Fred observed that he seemed to avoid contact with

the others, walking a few feet from the line which the leaders of the

procession had chosen as the most direct. The father of the small boy,

the tenant of No. 7, and the second elderly person took seats in their

sections: the rest of the party hastened to make burnt-oiferings at the

shrine of nicotine. The long-haired youth dropped into a seat near

the door of the compartment, and, fixing his eyes upon a mirror op

posite, inhaled the smoke of his cigarette with automaton-like regularity.

The gray-whiskered person settled himself by the window and fell to

cutting off the end of a cigar with great care and deliberation. Fred

drew a wicker arm-chair to a point from which conversation with him

might be easily carried on, and awaited a decent excuse for venturing

an observation. It came in a few minutes in the shape of a ramshackle

farm-house with tumble-down fences and a dilapidated barn.

“ Slack farming hereabouts, sir,” he remarked.

“ Um,” said the elderly man. It might have meant assent or dis

sent, but Fred felt that, after all, it was a beginning.

“ Poor land, I should think,” he added.

‘I Um.7,

“ Not so good as there is about Trent.”

No answer.

“ Some very good farms near Trent.”

Still silence.

“ Takes a good man to make farming pay, though.”

“ My young friend, you seem interested in agriculture. I regret

that I am unable to discuss the subject with you as its importance de

serves. I know nothing of farming. You need reciprocityin talk, as

well as in trade, to make time spent in either profitable.”

Here were words at last, plenty of them, even if they did not

point to a willingness for further discussion. Fred plunged ahead.

“Beg pardon,” said be, “but I supposed you came from Trent.”

“ Um.” The other had retired behind his favorite monosyllable.

“And knew that district.”

H Um.”

“ And, er—er—-its resources.”

“ Well, I don’t.”

:‘ 'II‘Jben you’re not acquainted there?”

‘ m-7’

“ I thought you might be."'

“

?”

“Well, you took the train there, you know.” _

“What of it? I can walk through a cemetery without knowmg

the residents, can’t I ?”
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“Certainly,” Fred admitted, but his local pride was touched, and

he added, “ You can’t call Trent a cemetery, though.”

“ Opinions differ.”

“ It’s a good town, and the last census shows

“ Um.” He didn't wait for the statistics. And when even a

chance acquaintance quotes figures anybody should listen patiently.

Fred felt that things were going badly. Looking at the other despair

ingly, he noticed that his cigar had become extinguished.

“ You need a light,” said he, profi'ering his match-safe to his gruif

companion. The civility was accepted with a curt “ Thanks.”

“Oh, don’t mention it,” said Fred.

“ VVhy not ?”

“ Because it doesn’t amount to anything.”

“ You think so?”

“ Of course I do. I’m quite honest in that.”

“ Honest ! That's a word with a meaning.”

“ So I’ve always been told,” said Fred, considerably puzzled by

this sudden increase of animation in the conversation.

“ They’ve told you that honesty was the best policy. So it is: only,

like the best of everything else, it’s expensive sometimes.”

“ Well, I’ve been honest in what I’ve said,” Fred declared.

“ Um.” The stranger had gone back to his non-committal remark.

He puffed away at his relighted cigar as if the glowing end of it was

his sole concern on earth. Fred was again discouraged. He stole a

look at the silent youth, who could hardly have avoided hearing more

or less of what had been said, but the eyes under the low-flowing locks

were still fixed on the mirror, and a cigarette was being consumed with

clock-work precision. Nothing in the expression of the face gave in

dication of amusement. Cook turned again to his window, gazing

mechanically at the hills among which the train was making its way,

but giving no thought to the somewhat monotonous panorama unfolding

for his benefit. He was repulsed, but, after all, he would not be beaten

so easily. If he was on a false scent, the sooner he established the

fact of his error the better it would be for him.

“ I said just now that I had been honest with you,” he began.

“ Perhaps I should have put it that my intentions were all right, but

that I did beat about the bush a little to begin with. Truth is, I want

to ask you something. You won’t object, I suppose?”

“ Not knowing, can’t say,” replied the elderly man. The form of

Fred’s address appeared to surprise him, at least to the extent of lead

ing him to glance sharply at the speaker.

T “ \‘X’ell, here’s the question : did you know Joshua Barnes of

rent.

“Um.” It was the old monosyllable, but his look left no doubt

that he was now very greatly surprised.

“Yes, Joshua Barnes,” Fred went on, “or Joseph Barr, or Jere

miah Burr, or James Barrows, or John Bates?”

“ Aliases of the first-named ?”

“ So I have reason to believe.”

The stranger rose from his seat.

7)
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“Young man,” he said, sternly, “young man, such a question is

an insult. My acquaintance with the criminal classes is strictly limited,

more so than yours appears to be, for all the teaching you’ve had about

honesty.”

Having aimed this parting shot, he strode out of the smoking

room with as much dignity as the narrow limits of the place permitted

him to display. Fred, staring after him, caught the eye of the youth.

“ Genial old chappie, that,” said the voice of the cigarette-consumer ;

and then the eye went back to its duty of contemplating the mirror.

XVI.

Fred Cook's disposition is of the best, and it is not to be held

against him as a reproach that the desire grew within him for a

moment to follow his fellow-traveller and subject him to bodily

violence. Fortunately, however, he repressed this inclination. An

open quarrel, he reasoned, could result in nothing of which he would

be proud; and, inasmuch as he would be the aggressor, his chances

of faring badly at the hands of the trainmen would be excellent. It

was better for him to remain in the smoking-room, as he did, and

suffer his anger to exhaust itself in fuming and muttering, which did

harm to nobody and probably amused the taciturn youth in the corner.

In half an hour or less Fred was again in something verging upon a

reasonable state of mind. The approach of the train conductor roused

him, too, to the need of solving another problem. He had paid his

fare to the station where he had breakfasted ; now he must decide

whether it was worth his while to continue the journey westward.

“ Where to ?” asked the ticket-collector when Fred tendered him a

ten-dollar bill.

“ Corinth.” Cook had heard that town mentioned as the end of

the division of the road they were then traversing.

“Three-ninety. By the way, though,” said the conductor, as he

handed back the change, “if you’re looking to make connections there

you’ll find yourself in a hole. The other r0ad’s taken ofl No. 9,—

that’s the train that used to connect with us. D’je know it ?"

“I wasn’t thinking of taking another road,” said Fred. “ In fact,

I expect I’ll head back over this one. How long shall I have to wait

at Corinth ?”

“About six hours, maybe more. There have been some wash-outs

west of here, and east-bound trains are likely to be late.”

“ When shall we get to Corinth ?”

“ We’re due at eleven-thirty, but we’re forty-five minutes late.”

There was still abundant time for another attempt upon the elderly

gentleman. Fred took a drink of water, cleared his throat, and sallied

forth. His irascible fellow-tourist was in his seat near the end of the

car. There was a book in his hand, but his reading was a poor excuse

for occupation.

“ I hope y0u’l1 pardon me,” Cook said, in his politest tones, as he

took the opposite seat. “I’m very sorry if there was anything ID
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what I said, or the way I said it, to oifend you. The question I put

wasn't due to idle curiosity or mere chance, I assure you.”

“ To what, then?” asked the other. It struck Fred that his tone

was by no means hostile, in spite of his demonstration a little while

before.

“ Well, first, to a belief that you knew Mr. Barnes; second, to a

belief that you can throw light upon what amounts to a mystery sur

rounding his life; last, to an absolute conviction that, if you can’t or

won’t give the information I’m seeking, a very great wrong will be

done to a third person, who deserves much from fortune and has

received very little.”

“ Explain.”

“To begin with: a gentleman closely resembling you called last

evening at the house in which Mr. Barnes lived. From his conversa

tion the present occupant of the premises supposed him to be an old

acquaintance of Mr. Barnes.”

“ Go on.”

“ We—that is, I——-understand that Mr. Barnes had but one friend

who knew much of his business methods. That friend, who lived in

the West, visited him at intervals of about a year. He must look

very much like you, sir.”

‘I Um‘),

“Long investigation has satisfied us—me, I mean—that Joshua

Barnes died possessed of more property than the small amount to his

credit in one of the Trent banks, but it has not enabled us to establish

a legal claim to certain other sums which appear to have been his, and

which, if they were his, now belong to his grand-daughter.”

“ Go on.”

_ “She has a magnificent voice. Her one ambition is to give it cul

tivation. Unless she can obtain this just inheritance she must resign

all hope of the career for which she is fitted, and upon which her

heart is set.”

The two men exchanged glances. Fred realized that toward the

last his voice, in spite of him, had broken from the level tone he had

strwen to maintain. Probably the other guessed his secret. For that

he cared little, if by any efibrt of his the stranger might be induced

to reveal anything which should be to the advantage of Mary Barnes.

And he caught some comfort from the other’s face. The elderly man

was certainly not in a passion. He seemed to be doubtful, perplexed;

the hand which held the book was shaking.

“Now you have heard why I approached you. Did you know

Joshua Barnes?” Fred resumed.

“ Yes, I knew him,—knew him well.”

“And will you ?”

“ No, I will not,” said the senior, sharply. “I am not at liberty

to tell you anything further.”

“ But why ?” demanded Fred.

“ That is my affair.”

“ But consider what is at stake. At least give me some reason for

your refusal.”
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“I am under no obligation to do so. Why should I discuss the

affairs of an old and dear friend with you? I don’t know who you

are or what your purpose may be.”

“ I’ve outlined my purpose,” said Fred, his color rising. “ It is to

assist your friend’s grand-daughter to secure what belongs to her. My

name is Frederick Cook. \Vhat’s yours?”

“Mackeuzie,—David R. Mackenzie.” Having made this brief -

statement, Mr. Mackenzie appeared to regret it. Beyond doubt, if his

aim was to escape Fred’s pursuit, he had made a blunder. “How do

you happen to be on this train?” he added, hastily.

“I followed you, and I mean to follow you further,” cried Fred,

spurred on by his adversary’s momentary confusion. “ You can’t

prevent it. I’m free to go wherever you lead. And, what’s more,

I’ll do it.”

“ You may have a journey you don’t anticipate,” said Mackenzie,

savagely.

“Never mind : I’m travelling light.”

Mackenzie dropped his book upon the cushion beside him. His

hands opened and closed as if they longed to find something which

might be choked between them. It was clear that he was repressing

his temper with difliculty, but in the last few minutes Fred had lost

much of his dread of the elderly man. Just why this was the case he

hardly understood ; perhaps the change was due to a suspicion that the

other’s bark was vastly worse than his bite, that the reserve he had

manifested marked irresolution rather than a. stern fixednas of pur

pose. At first sight Mackenzie’s mouth suggested firmness, his jaw

obstinacy ; but closer study failed to bear out this impression. The

rules of the physiognomist are as fallible as any other code of human

invention; they may apply excellently to the majority, but there is

always a minority. And in the present instance Cook began to hope

that he was dealing with one of such a minority. His opponent was

not quick-witted. Startle him, and he either took to his heels or lost

his head for the moment.

Mackenzie himself put an end to the interview. Rising quickly,

he stepped into the aisle, walked to the end of the car, turned, and

sought refuge in the section occupied by the small boy and his father.

Fred looked about him. Two women, one middle-aged, the other

young, were wearing the expression of patient martyrdom which so

many of the sex assume on a railway journey of over an hour’s dura

tion. Neither of them had left the car for breakfast, and neither

appeared to care for aught beyond the possibility of wearing away the

day with a minimum of exertion. The male passengers were reading

or dozing. Fred was glad to go back to his old asylum, the smoking

room. The youth was still there, but he would not interfere with

anybody’s deliberations.

For a long time Fred smoked and schemed, arriving at last at the

conclusion that the simplest plan was the best. He would dog Mac

kenzie, trnsting to luck for something to happen to his advantage. On

the strength of this triumph of reason he lighted a fresh cigar and

strolled out upon the platform of the car.

VOL. LV1l.—23
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The train was halted at a little station, apparently with no expec

tation of a speedy departure, for the engineer had descended from his

cab and was chatting with the baggage-master and a brakeman. The

conductor stood near a window of the box of a station, talking with

the telegraph operator within. “Waiting for orders” was evidently

the title of the picture; there was no need of an explanation.

Presently a slip of paper was passed through the window ,- the con

ductor signalled to the engineer, the group by the baggage-car separated,

and the train lazily resumed its progress. It was behind time, as Fred

knew, and there seemed to be no likelihood that it would not continue

to lose time indefinitely. So far as he was concerned, however, there

was no cause for worry; he was not in a hurry to reach Chicago. He

was even somewhat pleased when, half an hour later, there was another

long stop at a station somewhat more important than the one a few

miles behind, and a junction with a branch line, the tracks of which

he saw curving away to the left. It surprised him a little when the

train, at last under way again, clattered over a switch and steamed

slowly along this branch line. Then came the conductor with an

explanation.

“ You’re the gentleman who wanted to go to Corinth, ain’t you ?”

said he. “Well, I reckon you won’t be able to make it with us,

anyway.”

“ \Vhat’s the difificulty ?” asked Fred.

“The wash-outs down the road are worse than at first reported.

One of ’em’s this side of Corinth. We’ve been switched off to the

old road, which makes a loop round and strikes the main line again at

Delphos, t’other side of your place.”

“ Far beyond ‘!”

“Thirty-two miles.”

“ When shall we get to Delphos ?”

“ Can’t say exactly. There are two heavy freights ahead of us.”

These tidings added to Fred’s satisfaction, “ They can keep us out

for a week, if they want to,” he soliloquized. He took a survey of the

big compartment, saw Mackenzie still under the protecting wing of the

boy and his parent, and returned to nicotine and reflections. Another

slackenmg ot the speed for a crossing sent him to the window, from

“_VVhat’s that road?” he asked of a b akeman who entered the

smokmg-room for a, glass of water.

“Oh, a dinky little affair that runs down to Olympia on the

‘Transcon,’—Transcontinental, you know. Mixed train one way in

the mornmg, t’other way at night.”

The train proceeded, groping its way, as it seemed, along an un

familiar path. The country was hilly, and rougher than that which

had been crossed early in the morning; the woods were thicker, and

the cultivated fields fewer. Fred was Watching a muddy stream along

whose course the road was built, when a sharp squeal from the engine

whistle and the grinding of the brakes gave warning of still another
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delay. This time it proved to be for good and suflicient cause ; for

when Fred, running out upon the platform, looked ahead, he saw as

pretty a wreck as the heart of man could desire. A freight train had

come to grief; four cars were derailed, and a fifth lay on its side fairly

across the line.

Passengers and train-men streamed forward to inspect the ruin, and

to hear that a falling brake-beam had caused the trouble, that fortu

nately nobody had been badly injured, and that it was impossible to

tell how soon traific could be resumed. Whereupon the travellers, as

a rule, slowly wandered back to their own place. Some strolled down

the bank to the creek, others climbed the hill on the other hand.

Mackenzie and the boy were among those who made the ascent, and

Fred watched the elderly man’s movements with a degree of quiet

amusement. They were in a pocket, and neatly pocketed to boot: fate

was doing much to keep Mackenzie within his reach. In a little while,

when the other must appreciate the situation, he would open fire upon

him again. Cook, just then, was hopeful for a speedy capitulation.

Mackenzie returned to the train, talked briefly with the conductor,

and then disappeared within the sleeper. Five minutes passed, then

another five, then still another. Fred decided that the time was ripe

for action. He mounted the car-steps, traversed the narrow passage

beside the smoking-room, and glanced along the rows of seats. Only

the two women were visible. Mackenzie had vanished. So he wanted to

play hide-and-seek ! Fred smiled a bit contemptuously at the thought,

as he wheeled about to make a tour of the train. He passed through

the forward sleeper, then through the day coach and the smoking-car,

proceeding leisurely and getting no glimpse of his man. Next he

walked a little distance up the hill-side to a point from which he had

an excellent view of the people moving about the cars. But Mac

kenzie—nowhere was he to be seen.

Fred’s curiosity was aroused. There might be fun in playing hide

and-seek, after all. Still keeping his eyes busy, he strolled down the

slope to the track, and once more invaded the sleeping-car. Mac

kenzie’s section was unoccupied. Even his book and valise had

disappeared.

“Are you looking for the gentleman that was there ?” said one of

the women. “The porter picked up his things and took them away

some time ago. I don’t know where he was going, I’m sure. When

do you suppose this awful delay will end ?”

“Not for some hours, Pm afraid,” Fred answered. “ They’re

doing what they can with the wreck, but it’s slow work. But, If

you’ll excuse me, I’ll look for my friend.”

He hurried out into the open air, and ran to the conductor, who

was amusing himself by casting pebbles at a tree on the opposite side

of the stream, in the intervals of informing passengers that nobody

could tell just when the blockade would be raised.

“ I say,” Fred be an, “ do you know what has become of that old

man who went into t e Trent sleeper after asking you somethmg or

other a little while ago?"

“Oh, he's quit us.”
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“Quit us? Gone?”

“Yes. He said that it was highly important for him to get to

Chicago quickly, and wanted to know if any other road lay near

this one. I told him if he could get to Olympia he could take the

‘Transcon.’ He asked the distance. I told him it was a matter of

twenty or twenty-five miles, and, likely’s not, poor roads. He said

he'd noticed the steeples of a village from the top of the hill, and per

haps he could hire a team there. Finally he allowed he’d try it, any

how. But there’s the porter coming. He can tell you more’n I can.

He carried the gentleman's valise over to the village.”

The porter’s tale confirmed Fred’s worst fears. Mackenzie and

his escort had walked forward through the cars and escaped without

attracting his attention. They had hurried to the village, where the

fugitive had secured the only horse with a. reputation for speed, and

was now probably well on his drive to Olympia. The pursuer’s heart

sank. Possible victory had changed to seemingly inevitable defeat.

XVII.

Surprise, chagrin, and disappointment, most unnerving of com

binations, overwhelmed our young friend for the moment. Then to

them succeeded a burning desire to do something, to outwit, in turn,

the adversary who had so neatly outwitted him. At the worst he

could follow Mackenzie; he had learned the route the latter had

selected; notwithstanding the proverbial length of a stern chase, he

might overtake him. Obviously, first of all, it was his business to

hasten to Olympia. Perhaps he could intercept the fugitive at the

railway station in that town. If he failed in this endeavor, there

would remain the chance ofi'ered by completing the journey to Chicago.

“There has been a misunderstanding,” said he to the conductor,

with all the coolness he could command. “I’ve only partly finished

some business I had with that gentleman. It’s of the utmost impor

tance to me to overtake him, for the sooner he and I reach an agree

ment the quicker I can return to the East. That's why I was so

anxious about catching a train at Corinth: I’d hoped to round up our

transaction by this time.”

“Then you’ll have to strike out for Olympia.” The conductor

had just hit his mark, and was in good humor. “ If you hustle, you -

may get there before he does.”

“ But the porter says he has the best horse to be had in that village

over yonder.”

“That may be, too, and yet you may beat him. He’s aiming to

catch the ‘Transcon’ Pacific Express. She leaves Olympia at six

thirty, and he can’t count on her being late: so far as I hear, there’s

no trouble on that road. He didn’t get started before two: it’s two

twenty now. The road he’s on is pretty much all hill, with deep sand

op what little level there is; the chap who’s driving him wou’t kill

l]1S horse for a couple of dollars. See ?”

“Then you think he may miss the train ?”
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“ Rawther/’

“But how am I going to overtake him? The roads will be as

heavy for me as for him, and I’ll have a slower nag.”

“ You needn’t depend on horse-flesh. ’Bout four miles back of us

you’ll find a little jerkwater railroad ”

“ Yes, I noticed it,” Fred broke in.

“Well, it’ll take you to Olympia. When luck’s good there's a

train makes the run anywhere in the neighborhood of three to three

fifteen. But you’ll have to foot it to the Junction, and you won't be

able to stop to pick wild flowers.”

“Thanks for the tip,” cried Fred. “I’m otf. Four miles, you

say ‘?”

“ Good four,-—rnaybe four and a half.”

Cook began his tramp without further parley, striding along the

track at a pretty pace. On the whole, he considered his prospects

good for reaching the Junction by three-fifteen, and the odds altogether

favored the probability that the train on the little line would be behind

rather than on time. Not far from the stalled express he passed a

freight train just coming to a stop. A brakeman carrying a red flag,

who dropped from the steps of the caboose, trudged along with him

for some distance, Fred slackening his pace to compare his watch with

that of the railroader. It was two-thirty-three when the two parted,

Cook judging that he had then covered about three-quarters of a mile,

and stepping out with fresh vigor. Very quickly, however, he began

to appreciate the diflicnlties of his undertaking. Railroad-tracks are

not designed for pedestrian record-breaking: to accommodate his stride

to the cross-ties one must be a giant or a dwarf, and Fred was neither.

He stumbled now and then, and the mishaps tried his temper. He

essayed a jog-trot, but the road-bed was uneven, and the added exer

tion involved in keeping his balance told upon his strength. In places

there was foot-room beside the rails, but in others the bank sloped so

abruptly that he was driven back to the ties. The temperature was

not unusually high, but the air was heavy and sultry, and the sweat

poured from his face. He used his handkerchief briskly, but occasion

ally great drops, forming on his forehead, rolled down into his eyes,

almost blinding him. Then, too, he grew hungry. The need of

luncheon, forgotten in the excitement of the wreck and the flitting of

Mackenzie, became painfully evident. There was a sensation of nausea,

then sharp pains shot through his back; his wind deserted him. _He

dropped into a walk, struggling on and on, until his toe caught against

a tie and he fell heavily.

Fred picked himself up slowly and painfully. The tumble had

not injured him seriously, but he was badly shaken. A spring a httle

distance up the hill caught his eye, and he climbed to it and bathed

his face and hands. The chill of the water refreshed him greatly.

Then he was back to his work, plodding along between the rails, but

sensibly husbanding his newly-found strength. At last, as he followed

a lung curve, he came in sight of the Junction. It was, he calculated,

a long half-mile from him. The hands of his watch pointed to three

seven. .

—-_-W_____L



358 A WHIM AND A CHANCE.

 

A string of cars stood upon the other line, and an engine was

coupling to the first of them. Hurrying onward, he heard the clang

of a bell, and saw volumes of smoke shoot up from the stack as the

wheels began to revolve. He shouted and waved his hat in the vain

hope of attracting the attention of the conductor. The panting of the

engine grew shorter and sharper, the bell ceased to ring; the one train

a day to Olympia had begun its journey. When Fred, hot and breath

less, staggered upon the platform of the station the last car was vanish

ing in a cloud of dust and smoke.

The station-master, emerging from his den, took a brief survey of

the late comer, who had cast himself upon a bench in the shade of the

building, asked a question or two about the wreck, and then went

about the duties of his usual routine. He had seen other unfortunates

who had missed trains. He had been sorry for them, as he was sorry

for this young man, but experience had taught him that the sufferers

survived, and that their conversational charms improved when the

early pangs of disappointment had passed. The laborers whom Fred

had observed a couple of hours before, and who were now finishing

the renovation of the platform, chuckled as they looked at him and

exchanged comments on his appearance. To them he was merely a

well-to-do person who had run himself out of breath, but who would

sutfer no great harm through an involuntary vacation at the Junction.

That he should be racking his brain for a method to flee that idyllic

spot within a very few minutes did not enter into their calculations.

Yet Fred was scheming most assiduously. In one way or another he

was determined to press on to Olympia. Presently he pulled himself

together, rose from the bench, and sought the station-master, who

shook his head dubiously at a query whether a horse was to be hired

thereabouts.

“There’s hosses an’ hosses round here,” he admitted, “ but there

ain’t none that’ll do you any good, if you’re allowin’ to catch the

Pacific Express. If you’re thinkin’ of drivin’ over, you’ll do best to

go back to Perry’s Corners,—t-hct’s the place where the wreck is.”

It was Fred’s turn to shake his head.

“”That won't answer,” he declared. “ I might as well walk all the

way. .

“ Twenty-three mile?” said the other, with a shrug of the shoulders.

_ Fred went back to the platform. Two of the laborers were drag

gmg the hand-car toward the rails, while the third, by far the most

muscular of the party, was simultaneously superintending the opera

tion and lighting a short pipe. He was a tall fellow, broad-faced,

with twinkling eyes and a general look of easy good humor. C00k,

encouraged by a new idea, walked up to him.

“ That’s your hand-oar, isn’t it?” said he.

The_big man turned to face the speaker.

“’T1s the comp’ny’s, more loike,” he answered. “Thev’re that

good-hearted, bedad, they lit me roide it for moy divarsion.” '

_“So I guessed,” said Fred. “Now, is there any objection to my

takmg the air with you ?”

“ To where ?”
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“ To Olympia.”

“ Thot’s the wrong doirection ; thot’s our way.” He pointed over

his shoulder to make his meaning clearer.

“Come, now, I’ve got to get to Olympia. I’ll pay you for your

trouble.”

“An’ how much?”

“ What’s it worth ?”

The man cast a quick glance about him to make sure that the

station-master was not within hearing. Then he called,“ Tim,” and

gave a low whistle. One of his fellows joined him.

“Tim,” he explained, “here’s a conumdhrum fer ye. If ye was

to roide a gintlemiu to Olympia on that four-whaled boicycle, how

much would ye be arnin’?”

The second man considered.

“I must be there by a quarter-past six,” said Fred. “Still, you

can cover the distance easily before that.”

“ I dunno; there’s a foine long pull up-hill, and it’s iligint weather

fer perspirin’ it is.”

“ I’ll give you ten dollars. Will you carry me through for ten?”

“Four—no, four an’ a half fer me, an’ four an’ a half fer ye,

Mike,” Tim remarked, reflectively. “ An’ wan fer the dago,” he added,

after a brief calculation.

“ Roight ye are,” said the other. “Come along, sor ; the special’s

waitin’ ye, or will as soon as she’s dhropped on the strakes av rust.”

The hand-car was run upon the rails, Tim and the “dago,” a young

Italian in complete subjection to his companions, taking the two for

ward places. Mike, the foreman, motioned Cook to perch himself

beside him at the back of the conveyance, which with vigorous arms

at the cranks gathered headway, clattering along the track noisily and

far from smoothly. To Fred the experience was novel and not al

together reassuring. The road-bed was somewhat out of repair, and

the jolts were sharp enough at times to threaten to hurl him to the

ground. Moreover, the motion caused the nausea to reassert itself,

and he grew so faint that it seemed that he could not cling longer to

the supports. But after a little the breeze caused by the advance of

the car revived him, and, gaining confidence, he began to look about him

and to note the thoroughness with which the foreman knew his busi

ness. After all, he reflected, his prospects for defeating Mackenzie in

the race to Olympia were extremely favorable; for an average speed

of eight or nine miles an hour would carry him to that town quite as

soon as the fleeing one could expect to reach it by the route he had

chosen. Fred was weary and hungry, very hungry, but otherwise he

was reasonably content with his lot. .

“All right, eh ?” he shouted to the big man at his side, and Mike

nodded assent, saving his breath for the rest of the grade which they

were then mounting.

Beyond this grade was a straight level stretch of nearly a mile,

with a cluster of houses at the end of it, a weather-stained station be

side the track, and a lounger or two idling away the afternoon near by.

As they passed the hamlet the labor of the men at the cranks grew
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easier, for the grade descended slightly. The foreman drew a huge

open-faced silver watch from the recesses of his blue jumper, and,

surveying it critically, gave the cheering news that the special was

ahead of the schedule he had mapped out for the trip. The car was

running swiftly through a cut, which limited the landscape to a pair

of shelving walls of soft, crumbling stone and yellow earth, and Fred

was amusing himself with formulating a speech to be addressed to

Mackenzie, when there came an interruption to the journey so sudden

and so unexpected that he hardly perceived what was occurring.

There was a cry of warning from Mike, a sharp checking of the

speed, and then he was a few feet up one of the slopes of the cut, with

his companions about him, the hand-car in the ditch below them, and

a freight train laboring along the track they had quitted so abruptly.

It had been a close shave, a narrow escape from a bad accident, where

the peril had lain more in their own speed than in that of the train.

The Italian was crossing himself devoutly, Tim was rubbing one knee

as if it had suffered in the rush for safety, and the foreman was swear

ing softly at the luck of meeting an extra on a road on which the

regular trains had no difliculty in handling all the traflic nine days out

of ten.

Yet none of them appeared to labor long -under the excitement of

the incident. In two or three minutes they had dragged the hand-car

upon the rails and were ready to resume their journey as methodically

as if nothing had happened. Fred took his place without delay, but

as soon as the car was again in motion he realized how completely his

nerve had been shaken. Perils seemed to lurk in every curve. The

smoke from the chimney of a farm-house near the line he mistook for

the evidence of another approaching locomotive. Instinctively ‘he

;;l_utched at the brawny arm nearest him ; the arm's owner bent toward

1m.

“ Can’t we get a drink somewhere?” he asked. “ If we can spare

the time I’d like to stand treat. Can’t you manage it?”

To this pleasing proposition Mike made suitable response. Not

far ahead was a village, and in this village was a tavern. There was

time to spare for refreshments, by virtue of which the miles still before

them would be vastly shortened.

Accordingly the car came to a stand-still near the hostelry, and very

quickly thereafter the four men were arrayed before the bar, facing a

black bottle and a row of thick shallow glasses. The whiskey was raw

and fiery,—with pickaxes in it to dislodge the dust from a thirsty mau’s

throat, as Tim appreciatively observed,—bnt it served its purpose.

Then somebody spoke of something to eat, and Fred, on a pledge that

a cold luncheon should be prepared in five minutes, ordered food for

the party. The five minutes grew into ten, and when at last the viands

appeared even gristly ham and thick slices of heavy bread were not to

be scorned. More minutes slipped away over the repast and over a

second inspection of the black bottle, and when the quartette again

mounted their car, Mike, consulting his plump timepiece, set to work

as if haste was advisable. Food and drink had made a new man of

Fred Cook. He commenced to enjoy the ride, to smile at the recol
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lection of the fears induced by the meeting with the extra freight train.

As mile-post followed mile-post to the rear, his spirits rose at the

thought that he was soon to be face to face with Mackenzie.

“ If ye’ll look, ye’ll see Olympia,” said the foreman at last, rousing

him from a gloating contemplation of the satisfaction he should feel at

that instant. Fred raised himself from his seat and looked ahead.

The car, after climbing a long grade, was now running slowly of its

own momentum through the pass the line followed between two hills,

the men resting a little from their labor. Before them lay a broad

fertile valley, with the town nestling on the farther side, four or five

miles distant, Cook judged by the course of the track, which descended

to the lower ground by a series of sweeping curves. A broad highway,

dusty from much travel, came through another break in the hills to the

right of the point preferred by the railway—builders, and stretched away

straight across the valley to the town. It was a pretty view that was

to be had from the uplands, the prettiest that he had come upon so far in

the day’s travels, and Fred lingered over it until the proximity of the

sun to the horizon attracted his attention. The hour must be later than

he supposed. He turned hastily to Mike. '

“It’s all roight ; we’ll make it boy six-fifteen,” the latter declared,

cheerily. “ The rist av the wny’s jist slidin’ down a cillar-dure.”

Anxious as he was, the “sliding” was suflicient to meet all Cook’s

dwire for speed. More than once he called out that five minutes more

or less would make no ditfereuce, but Mike paid no heed to such hints.

Perhaps the rush which terrified the novice was well within the bounds

of what experience had shown the veteran to be safety, perhaps he had

no mind to risk qnibbling over the payment for his services; at all

events, the swift descent continued, the rude vehicle lurchiug about the

curves as if disposed to leap the track on a shade more of provocation.

The passenger, clinging to his place with might and main, saw at

length with heart-felt relief that the worst of the dash was over;

across the bottom of the valley the road was almost level. A hundred

yards distant was the crossing of the highway, rather a danger spot,

he suspected, for bushes almost concealed the track from persons

driving along the turnpike, He had barely time to hope that nobody

was near the crossing, when that which he dreaded came to pass. A

foam-covered horse, a light wagon, a driver plying his whip desperately,

a second man preparing to leap, his own men doing what they could

to check the velocity of the car,—so much he made out, and the crash

came.

It is the one redeeming feature of such incidents in life that no

time is wasted in their occurrence. In less than sixty seconds after

beholding the wagon and its occupants Fred was picking himself up

from the bottom of a deep ditch. Just how he had come to be there,

Whether he had sprung from the car or had been thrown from it,

would have been hard to tell; but there he was with torn clothing and

a bruise or two to show where he had collided with a small tree. (_)n

the opposite side of this tree another victim of the accident was regain

ing his feet so painfully that Fred, out of the goodness of his heart,

passed over to him and gave him a helping hand. The man, lookmg
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up at his rescuer, shook off the hand, and dropped back to the ground

with a cry of astonishment.

Mr. Mackenzie and Mr. Cook had met again.

XVIII.

The bottom of a damp ditch is not an ideal place for an exchange

of confidences, even in emergencies. In a moment Mackenzie had

scrambled up the bank with new-born agility, Fred following close at

his heels and awaiting with curiosity the first remarks of his elderly

acquaintance. Mr. Mackenzie’s eyes ranged over the neighborhood,

as if seeking means of escape.

“ What did you run into us for?” he asked, at last, speaking

querulously rather than severely. “ Did you try to do it ?”

“ Of course not; we did everything we could to avoid a collision.

Are you hurt, sir ?”

“ Not seriously.” Mackenzie’s tone indicated a grievance at the

fate which, after subjecting him to such a risk, had permitted him to

bring out of it nothing more worthy of commiseration than a few

scratches and contusions.

“ That’s good,” Fred responded. “ You’ve fared better than your

oonveyance,—a spring wagon, wasn’t it ?”

There was some ground for the question, inasmuch as, after the

hand-car had smashed the rear wheels, the horse had dragged the body

of the vehicle against a tree and was now kicking in the dashboard.

“ Yes, it was a spring wagon,” Mackenzie assented, grimly. “ The

driver appears to have escaped harm.”

“ The fellow at the horse’s head ?”

“ Yes. Where are the men who were with you ?”

Mike and Tim, both seemingly unscathed, were pushing the hand

car back to the crossing. The Italian was sitting on the bank, moan

ing and trying to stop the flow of blood from a cut on his forehead.

“ Nobody’s killed, at any rate, sir,” said Fred. “ I dare say we’re

both bound for the same destination. Can I offer you a lift to

Olyrppia? I don’t believe your vehicle will be of further use to

you.

“ Mr. Cook, why were you going to that town yonder?”

“ To rejoin you, sir.”

“Was that your only purpose?”

“ The only one.”

“How did you learn my plans?”

“From the porter who carried your valise. I knew that I could

not overtake you if I followed your route, so I tramped to the

junction of the two railroads and chartered the hand-car to take me

to Olympia.”

“ And, once there, what did you propose to do ‘I’’

“ My movements would depend upon yours, sir.”

th “QYVhat is it you wish? What is your object in pursuing me

us.
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“ I have told you, Mr. Mackenzie.”

“Now, sor,” the foreman broke in, “if ye want to make thot train

we’d best be movin’. The ould machine’s dinted some, but she’ll

run loike a scared rabbit.”

“ You had planned, then, to go west by the evening express?” said

Mackenzie to Fred.

“ If you also succeeded in catching it.”

The elderly man hesitated for a moment.

“It seems, Mr. Cook,” he said, at last, “it seems that I am, in a

measure, at your mercy. Circumstances have strangely favored you.

I have been informed that there is a good hotel in Olympia, and as,

after this accident, I am indisposed to resume my trip westward

to-night, I will agree to remain in the town until to-morrow. This

evening you and I can discuss this matter. I pledge you,” he added,

with a faint smile, “ that I shall make no attempt to avoid you.”

“A fair discussion is the very thing I ask,” cried Fred. “I make

such a bargain most gladly, sir.”

“ Um,” said Mackenzie, dubiously. After all, he could scarcely be

expected to share in the young man’s elation.

“Never mind about the train,” said Fred, turning to the foreman.

“My friend and I are going to the hotel. Suppose you carry us to

the edge of the town and leave us there.”

“I’ll take ye clost to the hotel,” Mike replied. “And say, sor,”

he added, with a confidential and appreciative wink, “’tis pleasant, it

is, to mate an ould frind promiscous loike.”

“ There are better things than trains to be caught sometimes,” said

Fred, dropping his voice to prevent Mackenzie from overhearing the

maxim.

“’Tis a poor hook, the saints be praised, that’ll catch only wan

koind av fish.” Then, in a louder tone, “Come along iv’rybody: all

aboord for Olympia.”

The hand-car’s accommodations were somewhat cramped for five

men, but nobody offered any criticism. Mackenzie kept his own

counsel during the completion of the run, which, luckily for his over

taxed nerves, was made at a leisurely pace. In a few minutes the

outskirts of the town were reached, then a more thickly populated

section, and at last a district of shops and factories. The car was

brought to a stop near the principal street of the place.

“ Here yez are,” the foreman announced. “All of fer Olympia!

Stip down, gintlemin; the hotel’s but a bit of a way to the might.”

The passengers obeyed orders gladly enough. As Fred drew his

purse from his pocket as a prelude to paying off the crew, Mike

touched his arm.

“ ’Tis a liberty I’m takin’, sor,” he whispered, “ but what moight it

be that he’s wanted fer?”

“ Wanted for ?”

“Yis, sor: is’t forgery or the loike '2”

“Oh, nothing of the sort,” said Cook, upon whom light was be

ginning to break. “ He’s not a fugitive from justice.”

“ An’ ye’re not a detective?”
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“No, indeed.”

“ Good fer ye, thin! Tim would have it ye was; an’ ’twas onaisy

his conscience was, a-thinkin’ that same. The bist of luck to ye. Tin

dollars,—that’s roight, sor. l/Ve’ll be turnin’ back to wanst. Good—

aveniu’ ; an’ if ye chaust this way ag’in, we’ll be plazed to take ye

roidin’.”

Mike and his helpers remounted their chariot, and with a farewell

shout were off on their journey homeward. Mackenzie and Cook

turned into the street. Near the hotel Fred discovered a shop where

men’s furnishings were to be had, and where he laid in a stock of

various trifles of which he stood in great need. A bath, fresh linen,

and a hearty supper invigorated him, and afterward he watched with

interest the meeting and parting of Mackenzie and his driver. The

latter, who had had much difliculty in bringing in his frightened horse

and shattered wagon, insisted that his late passenger should bear a share

of the expense involved in repairs, and threatened to hold the elderly

man’s valise as security for his claim. There was a hot debate over

the point, and in the end a compromise, which, as generally happens

in such cases, was satisfactory to neither party. When this negotiation

had been completed, Mackenzie strolled to a quiet end of the hotel‘

piazza and sank wearily into an arm-chair. Fred drew up another.

“I guess the proper thing for me to do,” he said, “is to start at

the beginning and tell you the whole story. So far you’ve had only

the argument, so to speak. Now you shall hear just what discoveries

have been made about Joshna Barnes, and what inferences have been

drawn from them. I think you’ll acknowledge that, once I had learned

that you knew the old man, I couldn’t afford to lose touch with you until

—until you had helped to explain things.”

With this prologue, Cook plunged into the tale of the death of

Joshua Barnes, the chance discovery of the loan by Joseph Barr to

Deacon Provost, the clue which brought to attention the name of

Jeremiah Burr, and the third which had led to a certain John Bates

It was not a tale to be told quickly, and Fred did not spare his hearel‘

the details. Mackenzie put no questions, but he seemed to be listen

ing attentively. Then, taking up the reason for his persistence in the

mvestigation, Fred dwelt upon Mary Bar-nes’s ambition, the talents

which justified it, and the sad uncertainty of her position. He grew

still more earnest as he spoke of the girl, and if his voice trembled

and words failed him now and then, his plea thereby gained in force.

Mackenzie, rising from his chair, fell to pacing tl1e floor. Presently

he came back to his old place.

_ “ Mr. Cook,” he said, as he resumed his seat beside Fred, “ I ad

m1tted to you this morning that I knew Joshua Barnes, but declined

to give you any further information. Very foolishly I attempted to

escape you. I can now see the error clearly, for I should have real

ized the fact that you had no power to make me speak. By running

away put myself in a ridiculous light. I assure you, sir, that I

recogmze the point fully. Even as it is, however, you cannot compel

me to_unseal my lips. ark you, I say compel. But your energy in

pursumg me and the freak of fate which brought us together in such
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singular fashion tempt me to do what you ask. It is to own myself

beaten, but perhaps that does not matter greatly. You are young, and

I am comparatively old : were we of equal age the case would be dif

ferent; but, as it stands, there would be little satisfaction for me in

having defeated you. You may not comprehend my point of view.

Probably you care little about it, so long as it results to your benefit.

“ You can hardly perceive, though, what this situation means to

me. Joshua Barnes was more than a common friend to me. In my

youth he was my benefactor, and afterward be consulted me in many

things, under no pledge of secrecy, to be sure, but with a tacit under

standing that his confidences should be respected. He was a strange

man, doing many things in strange ways. It may be you think that

he was out of his mind; but I tell you he was sane, perfectly sane,

and everything he did was with a deliberate purpose. That is true

of his treatment of his grand—daughter—are you to marry her, Mr.

Cook ?”

The ahruptness of the question caught Fred off his guard.

“Oh, I—I—not exactly——not a formal engagement," he stam

mered.

“ Joshua Barnes had great disappointments,” Mackenzie continued.

“In his earlier years he prospered. His father, who was rich, left him

a money-making business; but he lacked the foresight necessary to

continue it. In good times he did well enough, but the first period of

stringency was too much for him. After a time he made a second

start, only to have his experience repeated in a few years. The ex

travagance of his son brought him down in his last attempt to restore

his fortunes, and left him penniless. Moreover, they quarrelled, the

father vowing that he would never forgive the son ; and he never did.

Thereafter Joshua devoted himself to small ventures and to hoarding

his slender profits. In short, he became what might be called a miser.

Upon the death of his son he received his grand-daughter simply

because no other refuge was open to her. He had no love for the

7)

“ But he couldn’t have hated her,” Fred protested.

“No; he did not hate her. He had no strong feeling about her.

She counted for very little with him. He did not drive her out, but

without protest he would have permitted her to leave him.”

“She nursed him devotedly in_ his illness.”

“She did her duty, no doubt; that is the way of good women.

Her grandfather, however, was not the man to yield to such influences.”

“He was a brute.”

“No, not a brute; merely a man of strong prejudices, embittered

against the world, and too old to change. One of his eccentricities was

shown in the handling of the money he slowly accumulated. He

would not risk above a thousand dollars in any bank or investment,

nor would he do business in his own name, perhaps on a theory that

he might thus cheat the fate which seemed to have only disaster in

store for Joshua Barnes. Again and again I tried to persuade him to

abandon his aliases, but his superstition, if you care to call it that, was

not to be overcome. Only in this did I succeed : the bank account he
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was building up at the time of his own death was allowed to stand to

the credit of Joshua Barnes. I presume the grand-daughter secured

this money.”

“She did,—a few hundred dollars. On his death-bed he said that

she was to have it,—that, in fact, she could have what she could find.

He must have referred to those other savings of his.”

“Hardly, unless as a grim joke. He was not playing the miser

for her benefit. He was saving money solely for his own satisfaction.

He never said so directly, for he would not speak of death ; but by in

ference I gathered that he was inclined rather to have his property go

to others than to her,—that is, to Deacon Provost, or the banks, or any

body who might be in his debt. After he was done with it he cared

little what became of it. You don’t understand such a frame of mind ‘I

f]§ToB::.bly not ; you have a greater interest in his grand-daughter than he

e t.

“ Yet he spoke of that bank deposit, and told her she could keep

what she could find,” Fred reiterated.

“I should be happy to adopt your belief,” said Mackenzie, dryly,

“for I am going to let it influence me. But I donbt—never mind

just what. Mr. Cook, all the various names you have mentioned were

among those employed by Joshua Barnes.”

“ Will you help us prove our case in court?”

“ Yes; having gone so far, I may as well complete the operation.

But, let rplevwarn you, the amount at stake is small : you may think it

very sma .

“ There’s the Provost loan,” Fred began.

“ Which was made by Joseph Barr with the thousand dollars

drawn from the Trent Savings Bank by one Jeremiah Burr.”

“And the deposit at the Pootatuck Bank in the name of James

Barrows.”

“ One thousand dollars, plus interest.”

“ And how about John Bates?”

“That will yield you only a claim for a trifling share of the estate

of a borrower who died insolvent.”

“ Is the list ended ?”

“ Yes, practically. In an earlier transaction Mr. Barnes was

known as Josiah Bailey. The investment was unfortunate, and what

was recovered he added to one of his bank accounts. Altogether the

grand-daughter will be able to clear very little more than two thousand

dollars; perhaps less, if she has to face litigation. I can furnish much

of the proof she will need. The documents are at my house.”

“Will you give them to me, sir? I am most desirous to deliver

them to her.”

_ “.I shall have no objection, Mr. Cook, after you have succeeded in

identifying yourself and satisfying me that I am free to treat you as

an authorized agent of Miss Barnes.”

_ “ What evidence do you desire?” said Fred, :1 little dismayed by

this new obstacle, which had not entered into his calculations. “ Wllat

do you wish me to do?”

“ You may return to Trent, and forward me the necessary proofs;
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or you may come with me to my home, and allow me to conduct an

inquiry after my own way. That will not be a long process.”

“Then I’ll elect to go West,” cried Fred. “I want to close up

this business as soon as possible, and to carry the good news back with

me.”

“ Very well,” said Mackenzie, rising; “we shall take the early

train to-morrow for Chicago. And now good-night, Mr. Cook. My

day’s adyentures have been trying, and I’m bidden by aching muscles

to retire. ’

XIX.

In the course of the long railroad ride which occupied most of the

following day, Fred and Mackenzie indulged in a series of many brief

conversations. The elderly man’s manner was subject to as many

variations as the shadows thrown by the clouds overhead, which were

driving across the sky in tumbling, shifting masses, now shutting off

the sun from view, now clearing for a space through which the hot

rays poured upon the earth. At one moment Mackenzie was cordial,

almost confidential; at the next he had retired behind a barrier of

caution. From exprasions indicating faith in the genuineness of his

companion’s mission he rushed to hints of suspicions that some villany

was afoot, only to shift his mood again to cheerfulness and good

humored prophecies. These oscillations from one end of the scale to

the other puzzled Cook not a little, but, inasmuch as they hardly

threatened to defeat him, he bore with them philosophically enough.

Mackenzie had gone too far to turn back. There was ever-recurring

comfort in the reflection.

As evening drew on, the senior’s doubts as to the wisdom of what

he had done appeared to lessen, and his intervals of ill nature grew

fewer and briefer. The process of bettering his acquaintance with

Fred seemed to have a reassuring effect upon him. His knowledge of

human nature, in fact, could hardly have failed to convince him that

the young man was incapable of deception of the sort involved in a

scheme to secure wrongful possession of old Barnes’s savings. He

now spoke freely of his relations to the miser, whom he had counselled

in many matters. Mackenzie had studied law, although he had never

been admitted to the bar, and from him Barnes had sought advice in

the investment of his money. Rarely letters had passed between

them, but whenever business had called him to the East Mackenzie

had visited his old friend, and the two had discussed loans, invest

ments, and banks.

“Repeatedly I urged him to give up his aliases,” Mackenzie re

marked, “but, except in the one instance of which you are aware, I

was unable to move him.”

“ You were not notified of his illness?” said Fred, interrogatively.

“_No; evidently he did not think it worth while to send me word.

Probably he did not know his condition to be critical until it was too

late. He expected to live to a very great age; SO much he told me

again and again. The news of his death took me utterly by surprise.
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It would have been advisable, no doubt, to attempt to see his grand

daughter, even though I was pressed for time. In any other case I

should have done so; but, with my knowledge of his peculiar ideas as

to the disposition of his property, I hesitated to take any immediate

action. You, Mr. Cook, will have the credit of forcing my hand, so

to say.”

“ You call it a credit?” _

“ Well, that’s not the question at issue. I wish, though, you'd tell

me more about the grand-daughter. I saw her twice, I think, but my

friend hardly mentioned her in our talks.”

And Fred, nothing loath, sang his praises of the girl until Mac

kenzie could have had no remaining doubt of the youngster’s feeling

toward her.

They reached Chicago late that evening, with just minutes enough

to spare to buy fresh tickets and to board another train. Two hours

later, Fred, dozing in his seat, was awakened by his guide with the

information that they had reached their destination. Leaving the car,

they passed through a small waiting-room. A few lights were to be

seep, but midnight quiet rested upon the town. Not a vehicle was in

sig 1t.

“If you’ll direct me to a hotel—’’ Fred began, but Mackenzie

would hear of nothing of the sort.

“You’ll be my guest,” he said, sharply. “Come, we’ve a walk

before us that will make you pine for the etfete East.”

Though the town was not large in population, its area was con

siderable, and Cook was convinced that they must have travelled its

liength when Mackenzie climbed the steps of a house and unlocked the

oor.

“ Bachelor quarters,” the host tersely explained. “ Still, I can

lodge you, and the housekeeper will feed you.”

Fred’s room was plainly furnished, but comfortable. He slept

soundly and long, for when he arose in the morning his watch gave

the hour as eleven. Mackenzie, passing through the hall, stopped to

tap on his door and announce, “ Breakfast’s ready when you are.”

Dressing hurriedly, Cook hastened down-stairs with apologies for

oversleeping.

“ Don’t worry,” said his host; “ your watch is fast, anyway.

Central time out here, you know,—hour slower than Eastern.”

“ I’ll keep that in mind,” Fred answered. “It’s barely worth the

trouble to reset the watch.”

“As you please. However, two or three days will be suflicient for

our business.”

Just how an investigation of his character could be conducted at

such a distance from his home in so short a time was beyond Fred’s

understanding; but, inasmuch as this was the other’s affair, he went

to breakfast with a tranquil spirit. That afternoon he devoted to

see1ng the sights of the town, and the following day Mackenzie and he

drove _about the neighboring country. The next morning his host was

busy JD l1lS oflice in the business centre of the town,—his vocation

appeared to have something to do with the mortgages with which a

s
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fair share of the vicinity was plastered,—and Fred read and smoked

in the well-stocked library, and wondered when he could start for

Trent. Not until evening did he behold Mackenzie, who, coming home

rather late, supped with the air of a man who has something of interest

to communicate. The meal finished, the two went into the library.

“ Well, Mr. Cook, you’ve been endorsed properly,” said Mackenzie.

“This afternoon I received a report which bears out what you have

had to say about yourself. There’s no need to go into details: the

long and short of it is that you’re reported to be all right.”

“ Flattering, I’m sure,” Fred answered. “ But how could you get

a statement so quickly ?”

“The telegraph is a useful invention. Besides, I have sources

of information. In my business there is frequent need to investigate

persons—and you’ve been invmtigated at your head-quarters.”

“ In Trent?”

“Yes; in Trent. And on the strength of that investigation I am

going to turn over to you papers, some original, some certified copies,

which, with further evidence if required, will enable you to prove Miss

Barnes’s claims. To begin with, here is an afiidavit inwhich I make

oath that Joshua Barnes, to my knowledge, was the man who figured

as Joseph Barr, Jeremiah Burr, and so on. . Here are copies of various

letters in which he mentions the transactions, and the alias he assumed

in each case; also two original letters bearing on the same matters,

which I do not care to keep. You have said that his second bank

book, that made out in the name of James Barrows, has never been

found. Very probably he hid it so skilfully that it will never be

brought to light. As to the note given by Deacon Provost I can give

you more assistance. Here it is.”

He drew a slip of paper from his pocket-book. Fred stretched

out his hand to take it, but Mackenzie held it out of reach.

“ I’ll tell you how I happen to have this,” said he, “ but I can’t sur

render it just yet. Some time ago—it must have been several months

before his death——Mr. Barnes forwarded it to me. In some way he

had become suspicions that it was irregular, and he desired me to pass

upon the point. He often had panics about his investments. This

note is all right,—no doubt about it. So I told him in a letter, in

which I added that, as I expected to go East in a week or two, I

would return the note to him in person. That was the plan I had

followed in a very similar case, and he had been satisfied with it. My

trip was delayed, however, and when at last I reached Trent it was too

late to restore the paper to him.”

“ Then you had the note with you on the journey westward ‘?”

“ Yes.”

“ If I had known,” said Fred, “I believe I’d have attempted

robbery.”

“ You’ve no cause for complaint. You’re likely to attain the same

result without violence.”

“ What made you leave Trent so hurriedly?”

“I was not prepared to act; I wanted time to think out a course

to pursue. I suppose that sooner or later I should have opened corre

VOL. LVII.—24
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spondence with Miss Barnes with a view of putting the note in her

hands, but just then I was not ready to make an explanation of what

I knew of her grandfather’s aifairs. In short, I thought far more of

him than of her; and so I came away without learning anything of

her whereabouts.”

“ And now ?”

“ Now I’m willing to deliver the note to Miss Barnes, or to her duly

authorized agent; but, since you lack legal power to represent her, I

can’t let you have it. That difiiculty can be overcome easily on your

return to Trent.”

“Certainly, certainly,” Fred declared. “I'd like to start as soon

as possible. When can I get away ?”

“ There’s a train for Chicago in an hour, which connects with another

for the East. If you are in such haste——”

“Yes, I am in haste,” said Fred, gathering up his precious docu

ments. “ There’s only one thing to keep me; and that is to thank you

in behalf of Miss Barnes. She—”

Mackenzie stopped him with a quick deprecatory gesture.

“ Don’t thank me,” he said, almost bitterly. “ I’d rather not hear

the word. What I’ve done for you may have been merely my duty,

but I oan’t help feeling that in doing it I’ve violated the confidence

put in me by the best friend I ever had. I don’t know; I’ve acted

upon impulse, and impulse is a treacherous guide for an old man.”

XX.

That part of Fred Cook’s narrative which dealt with his journey

eastward was the barest of summaries, though he exhibited a lively

satisfaction in the manner in which he had surmounted the financial

difliculties besetting him. The payment of a succession of local fares

on the trip to the West, together with the fee for the services of the

hand-car and its crew and other unavoidable outlays, had made such

inroads upon his capital that when he had purchased his ticket from

Chicago to Trent his cash assets were reduced to less than a dollar. A

berth in a sleeping-car was out of the range of the possibilities, a

square meal was a luxury not to be dreamed of. A sandwich and a

cup of cotfee at an eating-station and an apple or two bought from a

train-boy figured largely in his menus. No wonder the vigor of his

onslaught upon the little supper spread in his honor was something

worth going a reasonable distance to behold.

“Are you sure that your appetite’s appeased ?” asked Dorothy,

solicitously. “ It’s too bad that we weren’t better prepared.”

“Oh, my appetite’s in a state of complete collapse,” said he. “ I’ve

enjoyed the spread lots more than if it had been a regular meal."

“ Yes, it is like a picnic, and picnics are always delightful,” said I.

“ Fact, isn’t it, Fred ?”

In view of her declaration that the incident of Indian Glen was as

good as forgotten, there was no need for Mary Barnes to blush at my

innocent remark, nor for the returned prodigal to pretend to choke



A WHIM AND A CHANCE. 371

and to cough fiercely. I might have said more, had not Dorothy trod

upon my foot so energetically that, for the moment, the fate of my toes

absorbed all my attention. When I again caught the thread of the

conversation, she was asking why t-he wanderer had failed to send us a

telegram.

“Well, it was like this,” he explained: “supposing that the note

had been delivered, I didn’t imagine that you’d be excited about me.

I wanted to be here when you got the news. Then, too, towards the

last, when it came to bea question of sustaining life, Icouldn’t afford to

hand over any cash to a grasping monopoly like the telegraph company.”

“ Why didn’t you borrow money from Mackenzie?” said I. “A

few dollars would have made a great difference to you just then.”

“I preferred not to get into his debt: you can understand why.

He treated me well at his house, that’s true, but he’s a queer chap, and

so long as I could scrape through without his help I thought I’d better

go on short rations. I think he was relieved to bid me good-by, for in

the last half-hour we were together he’d fallen back on his eternal

‘ um's, and they were as discouraging as salt in ice-cream.”

“ You regard the papers he gave you as suflicient to prove Mary's

case ‘P’

‘‘ I’ll submit them to a lawyer to-morrow. In my opinion,-which

may not count for much, though,-—they’re all right. If more is re

quired, Mackenzie will help us out.”

“ As an expiatiou ?”

“Not a bit of it. As a sentimental concession, partly against his

own judgment.”

“At all events,” said I, “the evidence is the great desideratum ;

his motives don’t matter. And now, ladies, as you’re going away

to-morrow,—-or rather to-day,—I advise you to retire.”

“ Going away?” Fred repeated.

“ Yes ; that’s one of the fruits of your disappearance. They were

to be off by a morning train, but, inasmuch as it is close to three

o’clock, we’ll delay the departure until afternoon.”

“ We are bound for Rodneytown,” Dorothy explained. “ Both of

you must come down Saturday afternoon. Surely, Fred, you can

arrange to do so ?”

“ And, as this is Thursday night, you will have time to see your

lawyer and look after any other details before we start,” said I.

“Believe me, the plan couldn’t be improved.”

Probably he ached to accuse me of broken faith, but he was given

no chance, for I hurried him to the guest-chamber and wasted no time

in bidding him good-night. In spite of the results of his adventures,

the memory of recent anxieties was too vivid to reconcile me to listen

ing patiently to reproaches for something in which my course seemed

amplyjustified by circumstances. He and I saw little of each other

the next day, although we met at the railway station when Dorothy

and Mary started on their long-delayed outing.

“ I’ll see you here at this hour to-morrow,” said he, as we walked

back from the train to the street. “ I’ll be pretty busy in the mean

time.”
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“Papers gone to the legal light?” I asked.

“Yes: he’s to let me know in the morning what he thinks of

them.”

When Fred and I fulfilled our appointment on Saturday afternoon,

his face told me that the lawyer’s finding had not been adverse.

“Black sings quite another song this time,” said he, as we took

places in the smoking-car. “ When I went to him before, he was icy;

now he says we’ve got an excellent case, though he rather thinks we’ll

have to call upon Mackenzie. He gave me the draught of a letter Mary

is to send to the old fellow, requesting him to forward the Provost

note, etc. I’ve been to see Rolston, too. He was guarded, of course,

but I guess he'll make no hard fight.”

“That’s good. Mary will be happy to hear how the tide has

turned in her favor. A career will be open for her now. At least, I

presume a couple of thousand dollars will enable her to study abroad.”

He nodded, but said nothing, pufling away at his cigar, and, I dare

say, hardly knowing just how to frame a response. He was taciturn

for the rest of the hour’s ride by rail, and even after we had left the

train at Bassettville and had begun the long ride across the country

he took little part in the talk, the burden of which thus fell to the

driver and myself. This Jehu was an old ally of mine, Sam Carpen

ter by name, as cheerful a soul as ever made horse-trades and main

tained a reputation for honesty.

“Ye won’t notice much change, Doc, down to Rodneytown,” he

remarked. “Ain’t no more growth to that town than there is to a

wig; some dyin’, an’ some takin’ an’ some bein’ took in in marriage,

as is the course of natur’,—that’s all. But enterprise—why, there’s more

enterprise in a bushel of long clams than in the hull of Rodneytown.”

“It is a quiet place,” I confessed.

“Yes, it’s all-fired quiet,” said Sam, reflectively. “ If ’twa’n’t for

some lingerin’ traces of Old Nick, there wouldn’t be life ’nough to git

the folks up in the mornin’. ’Member ’Mandy Rawson? I thought

ye did. Wall, she was ’bout the liveliest gal of the lot, an’ she’s up

an’ married an’ gone off somewheres. Her folks was all upset over it.

They’d looked higher for her than a trav’lin’ photographer. They’d

sent her to school to Trent one term, an’ she’d come hum all full of

art notions,—uster paint the brindled cow, an’ her paw an’ maw, an’

the red barn, an’ all t’other nat’ral curiosities. She uster talk an’ talk

’bout culture till it mos’ driv the old man mad. Ye see, he thought

at first ’twas somethin’ to do with fool city notions ’bout farmin’, an’

that riled him, but when he found out ’twas pictures an’ tidies, an’ so

on, he got uglier than a settin’ hen. ’Mandy’s maw, though, backed

er up, an’, as a married man, ye can guess how paw had to come

down at last. So they settled it among ’em: ’Mandy was to go back

to Trent an’ saturate herself with art,—‘salivate herself with it, if

she wants to,’ the old man said. But she didn't go back, for jes’ then

the photographer happened along with his carryvan, an’ took her like

n_ess an’ herself to boot. Both the old folks kicked, but she wouldn't

hsten ’em. ‘ ’Tain’t art,’ says they. ‘ In art you can make a thing

look hke you want it to look, but a photograph turns it out like the
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Almighty made it.’ ‘What of it?’ says she. ‘Love’s the greatest

painter.’ ‘But he ain't always a good pervider,’ says the old man,

‘an’ you’re used to plenty to eat, ’Mandy.’ Of course, in the end, she

married her tintyper, an’ Lo’d knows how she’s gettin’ on since; bad

’nough, I guess, if a quarter of the stories is true. Them sort of

weddin’s carry a big risk, I’m thinkin’.”

“But you can’t blame her, Sam,” said I. “She’s sacrificed her

ambition to her aifections, that’s all. Do you criticise her for that?”

“ VVall, I guess yes. You don’t read the census reports, Doc.”

“ What on earth have census reports to do with love-making ?”

“Jus’ this: in this State there’s a big surplus of females. This

bein’ so, if a young woman’s set on weddin’ herself to art, or dress

makin’, or enny of them things, make her do it. In that way she’ll

give some superfluous sister ’nother chance. Of course, if poppylation

was more evenly divided ’twould be different. That's my the’ry.”
I stole a glance at Fred. He was leaning forward, and seemed to Y

be about to speak, but, catching my eye, he altered his intention, and

turned to glare at the fields beside the road.

“Amanda was a pretty girl, as I remember her,” said I. “I hope,

Sam, that she will prosper and be happy She must have looked a

charming bride, one of the kind the sun should be glad to shine on.”

“’Twas a bright day, but that don’t prove nuthin’,” Sam re

sponded, soeptically. “ See here, Doc: did you ever stop to figger out

that thing? There’ll be over two hundred sunshiny days out of the

three hundred an’ sixty-five in a year,—a good deal more’n half.

D’you s’pose half the wecldin’s turn out happy? I say, if any matri

monial insuranoe company tried to do bizness on that sunshine basis

it’d bust higher’n a kite, too quick.”

All this was scarcely inspiriting gossip for a youth bound upon

such an errand as Fred's. For his sake I was pleased to find that

Carpenter was ready to chat about other topics than marriage, and

presently our driver was deep in a discussion of crops and stock

raising. He had not exhausted his theme when a bend in the road

brought us in sight of the group of farm-houses which was our

destination.

“Your folks are at Mis’ Clark’s,” Sam announced. “My boy

druv ’em over yesterday.”

“I knew either Mrs. Clark or her neighbor Mrs. \Veston would

take them in,” said I. “ They were to try Mrs. Clark first.”

“ Is that the house to the left?” asked Fred.

“ Yes; Mrs. Weston’s is over the way. Halloo ! the girls are

looking for us. There they are under that big tree in the front yard.”

Carpenter touched his horses with the whip, and, as we rattled up

to the gate in fine style, Dorothy came running to meet us, Mary fol

lowing at a more moderate pace. Greetings had hardly been exchanged

when a dog, dashing across the road, began to race about the horses,

barking furiously in a noble effort to frighten the team, and succeedmg

to the extent of finding himself in range of a well-wielded whip.

“ You caught him prettily, Sam,” said I. _

“I guess he’ll know better next time, that's a fac’,” rephed the
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marksman. “But I’ll have to be joggin’ along, Doc.” And, with a

comprehensive wave of his arm in farewell to the party, Sam drove

off. Dorothy, Mary, and Fred had walked a few paces from the gate,

but, as the vehicle began to move, the young man turned back to assist

me with the valises.

“Well?” said I, inquiringly, for the expression of his countenance

was that of a man with something on his mind.

“Nothing particular,” he answered, in a low tone; “ but I wish

that friend of yours hadn’t told that confounded story. It has set me

to thinking.”

“ Nonsense! stop that sort of thing !” I cried. “ The cases are not

parallel. He was talking for talk’s sake, anyway. Don’t attach any

weight to the yarn. It’s not worth it.”

“Perhaps not,” he said, doubtfully; but there was a thoughtful

look on his face as we walked toward the house.

XXI.

“ Dorothy, I desire information,” said I. “ What is to be the out

come of--well, you know, of everything?”

It was near the close of a Sunday afternoon, a week and a day

almost to the hour from the time of Fred’s arrival and mine at Mrs.

Cla.rk’s door. So low was the sun that, as my wife and I sat on a

mossy ledge near the summitof the long slope behind the farm-house,

our shadows were projected almost to the foot of the hill, two dark

slender pencils sharply outlined upon the stretch of closely cropped

turf. From the bay nearly a mile away a soft breeze blew in our faces,

an ocean-born current of air full of the freshness of the sea. Over

head were scattered bits of cloud, shining brilliantly white in the

slanting sunshine as they drifted lazily landward, like great sea-birds

slowly winging their homeward flight. It was an hour for ease and

hap-hazard confidential talk, broken by pauses when the spell of breeze

and air and sky overcame all else. It was an hour, too, for pardonable

sentiment, when one blissfully content with his own lot might rouse

himself at times to interest in the fortunes of his friends.

I had looked up at Dorothy, as I spoke, for her place upon the

ledge was higher than the broad surface upon which I lounged, but as

my glance met hers my question was forgotten. Never had she seemed

fairer to gaze upon. The country had done its wonders for her; the

breeze had brought a faint color into her checks, the sunbeams were

playing hide-and-seek in her brown tresses. For a little I had no

thought but for her and her sweet companionship.

“The outcome?” she repeated, after a pause. “I hardly know

what to tell you. It is a hard position for her. Often I cannot but

pity her.”

“ Which means, doesn’t it,” said I, thus recalled to the affairs of

Mary) and Fred, “ that things are very much as they were eight days

ago .

“ Not quite: every day makes a difference.”
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“ In what respect? She grants him few téte-d-tétes, at least so far

as I’ve observed. Last Sunday we went to church in a party, and in

the afternoon and evening she kept under your wing. You tell me,

too, that during the week which he decided to stay here they have passed

hardly an hour together except in the company of yourself or one of

the Weston boys. To-day she appears to be determined to carry out

last Sunday’s programme. Look at them now, barely out of earshot

of us, sitting under a tree and each of them pretending to be reading

a novel. I don’t believe they’ve exchanged a dozen words in the last

hour. If he’s going to learn his fate he’ ll have to bestir himself, for

he’s going back to Trent with me in the morning. As it is, he has

overstayed his leave by two days. I don’t understand his hesitation.

Why doesn’t he discover where he stands? We all know just what

Mary’s inheritance amounts to. Black says she’ll clear about two

thousand dollars; and when he gives an opinion in such a case it’s as

good as a decision by the courts. She’s able to determine what she is

going to do, and, by Jove, Dorothy, she owes it to Fred to put him out

of his misery one way or the other. I’ve more than half a mind to

step in and bring them to an understanding.”

“ You’ll do nothing of the sort,” said Dorothy, decisively.

“Well, then, why don’t you stir ’em up ?”

“The idea ! You have the strangest notions sometimes.”

“ Perhaps I have, but after two persons commit themselves to the

extent that pair did before Fred’s vacation began it’s their duty to be

come engaged, or to say ‘Good-by; happy to have met you,’ or some

thing of the kind. By the way, does Mary ever talk to you about her

music?”

“Very seldom, indeed.”

“ She hasn’t changed her plans?”

“ N_0.,,

“She might, now that she is able to carry them out,” quoth I.

“When she had no means for study, she was wild for it; now that she

has some money she’s free to give up her music and become a very

jewel of feminine consistency.”

“ I’m so sorry for both of them!” said Dorothy.

“ Poor Mary and poor Fred !”

“ Yes ; poor Mary and poor Fred. He has done so much for her.

She realizes it thoroughly. And he can’t help guessing her dilemma.”

“ And his sense of decency forbids him from pressing his suit, for

the reason that in doing so he fears that he would appear to be takmg

advantage of her obligation to him ?” ‘ _

“I think you have found the root of part of his perplexities.”

“Does he consult you about her scheme?”

“Now and then he refers to it indirectly. It’s odd, too, that when

ever he's spoken of Mary’s ambition lately he’s branched off to ask

about that Mr. Carpenter.” _ _

“The deuce he has ! Dorothy, Sam Carpenter is a born mischief

maker. He ought to be tarred and feathered.”

“ Why, what has he done?”

“Oh, nothing much. Only when he was driving us over from
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Bassettville the other day he said something in jest which Fred ac

cepted in solemn earnest. He’s let Sam's gossip prey upon him. I

dare say he is in exactly the mental state to make a warning out of a

joke, a mountain out of a mole-hill. Has he ever questioned you

about the Rawson family who live on the other side of the village ?”

“ N0; that is, he hasn’t asked me, but at dinner a few days ago he

spoke to Mrs. Clark about them.”

“ And what had she to say?”

“ Oh, she said that since the daughter’s marriage—you remember

what a pretty girl she was, don’t you ‘?—everything had gone wrong

with them. And there’s a story afloat that the girl is very unhappy,

almost broken-hearted that she gave up the life she’d marked out for

herself. Isn’t it too bad ?”

“There’ll be worse to follow,” said I, grimly,—“ that is, unless

you and I do something. The long and short of it is that I'm going

to interfere in behalf of our young friends, and you’ve got to be a

co-eonspiratorf’

“I? How? What can I do?”

“ I’m going to take the drag off Fred’s wheel. I’m going to offset

the omen. I am going to tell a story. I shall appeal to you for con

firmation. All you will be required to do is to assent. Say yes, any

way, no matter if your memory is uncertain on the particular point.

Don’t fail me; there’s too much at stake. I’ll explain everything

afterward. There’s the supper-bell, and I’ll tell the story at table.

Come on! Mary and Fred have started for the house as if they were

hungry. And, as you value my self—respect, don’t say no when I want

you to say yes.”

Supper was nearly over when my opportunity came. Luckily,

fll/Irs. Clark, by mentioning Carpenter’s name, had opened the way

or me.

“ Sam’s doing a good business,” said I, addressing the company in

general, but with especial reference to Cook. “ He sees everybody in

the county sooner or later, and he gets all the news. He gave Dorothy

and me some of his latest yesterday.”

“ Indeed I” said Mary, with a courteous show of interest.

“ Oh, yes. Dorothy drove over to meet me at the train, you know,

and as we started away from the station we met Sam and stopped to

say ‘Howdy?’ Dorothy always finds Sam entertaining: don’t you,

Dorothy ?”

She raised her eyebrows, and said “Yes” in a tone not half enthu

siastic enough to please me.

“ Sam had to tell us something, of course. By the way, Fred, he

has the very latest tidings of ’Mandy Rawson,—that’s the girl whose

marriage he mentioned when he brought us to Rodneytown about a

xleekwago. Perhaps, though, you don’t recollect the yarn he spun

en .

“I think I do,” said Fred, with a very pretty attempt at uncon

cern; “that is, at least its outlines.”

' “Well, here’s the latest about her. She’s getting on delightfully

Wltll her husband, and is as happy as she deserves to be. The old
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folks are coming round, and there’s likely to be a family reconciliation

and jubilation, with everybody as pleased as Punch.”

“ Now, that is news!” chimed in Mrs. Clark. “ Funny we hadn’t

heard of it, ain’t it?”

“ You see, Sam has splendid sources of information,” I hastened to

explain. “His tales are mighty reliable, though he tells ’em in an

odd fashion : doesn’t he, Dorothy?”

For a second the appeal was unanswered. Then the reply came.

“ Very odd indeed,” said my wife, slowly.

“But effective, isn't it ?”

“ Oh, remarkably.”

When nails are being driven, it is almost as light a task to put in

two as one. So, renewing the attack on Fred, I said,—

“It’s too bad that we won’t have a very long evening, but we’ll

have to be up at five o’clock in the morning. Let’s improve this

glorious air by a saunter toward the village. I’ve something to con

sult you about, Dorothy. Possibly Mary and Fred will follow us.”

Nobody objecting, we filed out of the dining-room. In the hall,

as Fred and I stopped to pick up our hats from a table which served in

place of a rack, be bent toward me.

“ I’m glad you and Mrs. Morris happened to tell the sequel to the

story of ’Mandy Rawson,” he whispered. “It is cheering to learn

that everything turned out well.”

“ Right you are, my boy,” I responded, and then, in a louder tone,

“Come on, Dorothy. Sunday though it is, I’ll get to the gate before

you do.”

She accepted the challenge, the test of speed resulting in giving us

a lead of twenty yards as we dropped into a walk with our faces toward

the village.

“ You’re burning to learn what I was about in dragging you into

that bit of romancing,” said I. “ You shall bear before the evening’s

ended, but I’d rather not make explanations just now.”

We strolled on somewhat silently for a time. Then, after a quick

glance over my shoulder, I gave her the information that the pair

behind us were talking very earnestly. Dusk had come on, but so

much could be made out plainly. Five minutes later another survey

of the rear-guard was even more satisfactory.

“ They’ve stopped, and he's holding her hands,” I announced.

“We’ll turn back in a moment or two. This promenade has com

pleted the good work. Halloo! they evidently think so, for they've

wheeled about, and are returning to the house. Let's do likewise.”

The young people were awaiting us in the ball when we reached

Mrs. Clark’s house. In just what words we learned the good news

they had to give I do not remember : in fact, it may be that there was

little need for speech. But I clearly recall seeing Dorothy’s arms

about Mary and feeling my own right hand gripped with a heartiness

which left me with aching muscles for half an hour thereafter.

Then there was a queer little pause, and then Dorothy took my

arm and guided me out of the door and along the porch to its farther

end. Fred and Mary seemed to have turned into the dark parlor, for
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now and again faint sounds of voices came to us through the open

window.

“A penny for your thoughts,” said I. “I’ll wager ‘And they

lived happily ever afterwards’ rhymes with what you’re meditating.”

“ So it does,” Dorothy admitted. “ Oh, how delightfully it has all

turned out! We've learned the outcome now, dear, haven’t we?”

“Yes; hearts have been made trumps, and they owe us a debt of

gratitude. If we hadn't helped them, they would be talking about

the weather yet.”

“ Really, I’m sure she must have said yes when the time came. In

spite of all her ambition, she couldn’t help yielding to such devotion

as Fred’s. My fear was that he might not plead his cause with sulfi

oient, suflicient ”

“ Energy,” said I; “ that’s the very idea. Fred had quixotic

notions; he wouldn’t stand in the way of her ambition, she should

have her chance, and all that sort of thing. Then he’d brooded over

Sam Carpenter’s idle yarning until he’d lost his reasoning powers.

I'm rejoiced that we ended that foolishness.”

“\Ve?” said Dorothy. “What had I to do with it? Oh! do

you refer to your invention at supper? That was pure invention, you

know, and I didn’t at all like to fall in with it, even when you framed

your questions as you did. Honestly, I very nearly declared that I

had heard Mr. Carpenter say nothing about Amanda Rawson.”

“Which would have played havoc generally. Let me explain my

scheme. The other day Sam dilated upon the misfortunes of Amanda,

who, it seems, gave up all her hopes and aspirations——she wanted to

be an artist—to marry a man she loved. Everything went badly with

her and her family, and Sam argued that such marriages were alto

gether unwise. Fred contrived to get it into his head that Mary’s

ambition put her in the same category with the Rawson girl. I know

him well enough to be aware that, in his state of mind, he’d be liable

to sacrifice the happiness of both Mary and himself; therefore I in

vented another chapter of Carpenter’s story and palmed i_t ofi'-—with

your able assistance-——upon an unsuspecting public. Had not you

backed me up, Fred would never have believed me; but when you

chimed in, all his doubts vanished. There was a. deception, of course;

Sat _i;1st consider the idyllic result. You'll forgive me, won’t you,

car . ’

Her pardon took the form I like best; for she raised her face to

mine, and our lips met. And I shall always maintain that, unless my

ears played me false, something very similar was happening at that

precise moment in the parlor beyond, where Mary Barnes and Fred

Cook were telling over and over again a story which no repetition

could rob of its charm.

THE END.
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THE HORSE OR THE JVIOTOR.

HE horse and the motor have entered the lists in a contest for

supremacy. Both in Europe_and in this country the horseless

or automobile vehicle is announced as the coming means of locomotion,

not only in cities but in rural localities. And the revolution, as its

prophets assure us, will work a change in present methods radical

enough to enable the humblest farmer to furrow his fields with a new

fangled plough operated by its own motor. We shall see, also, motor

driven farm-wagons loaded with produce en route to market, the living

horse left idle in his stall to die a natural death while his successor, the

mechanical horse, does his work, and does it better, more cheaply, and

more quickly.

In the cities we are promised as sweeping a change in methods of

haulage as the street railways experienced when the electric and cable

cars supplanted the horse-cars and caused us to wonder why we had

waited so long for so easy and satisfactory a means of covering long

distances. ‘Vs shall have motor-driven delivery wagons, vans, drays,

and express-wagons. Stage—coaches, cabs, and all other public convey

ances will no longer rattle over the cobble-stones to the clatter of hoofs,

but will glide swiftly along on rubber-tired wheels actuated by a motor

secreted under the seat. All vehicular transportation, even to the de

livery of the matutinal can of milk or the last bill of goods purchased

at a big dry-goods shop, will be accomplished by the magic of the motor.

Even the pleasure vehicle—so it is predicted—will dispense with

the beautiful and stately steeds who now canter gracefully through our

parks, lending rhythm and color to the glittering panorama. We shall

see motor surreys and broughams and victorias and phaetons and Eng

lish brakes, and all the rest of the equipages adopted by fashion; the

horse will have lost his most ornamental, if not his most useful, func

tion. Fashion will start for an afternoon drive, not with the crack of

the whip, but with the noiseless stroke of a well-greased lever. Our

swell coachmen will no longer need to be experts with the ribbons, but

will simply be required to have a good eye and a cool head : the motor

will do the rest.

Extravagant as may seem these predictions of the pioneers of_the

horseless vehicle, there are reasons for their ardent claims. First,

France has recently demonstrated that the motor-vehicle is capable of

making long journeys at a high rate of speed and at small expense.

Second, capital, usually the barometer of all public improvements, is

engaging in the new industry of manufacturing these vehicles, In Europe

and in this country. Third, the successful substitution of the trolley

for the horse on street railways would seem to justify the application _of

the electric principle to all vehicles. Another reason is that the 1n

ventors, in obedience to the demand, are, many of them, hard at work

trying to hit upon the right combination of motive power and yehicle

to insure the best results. Ordinarily we should look to electricity to
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furnish an adequate power in a road vehicle, as it has done in so many

other directions. But it has been found that the electric wagon of to

day is both too heavy and too costly. The cost of the batteries alone

prohibits the general adoption of electricity as the source of power. It

should be borne in mind, however, that thus far the electricians have

given little attention to this form of locomotion.

In the race for horseless vehicles recently held in France there were

seventeen starters, of which eleven used petroleum, five steam, and one

electricity. One of the petroleum vehicles was a bicycle. The course

Was from Paris to Bordeaux and back, a distance of seven hundred and

twenty-six miles; the prizes amounted to sixteen thousand dollars.

Contrary to expectations, the three vehicles first to complete the distance

were all propelled by petroleum. One of these covered the distance to

Bordeaux in twenty-two hours and thirty-four minutes, and the return

trip to Paris in twenty-six hours and fift -tl1ree minutes, or at the rate

of about fifteen miles an hour. Town and country roads in France,

as returning American bicyclists have told, are far superior to those in

the United States, a fact not to be lost sight of in any prediction of the

wide-spread adoption of the motor-vehicle in this country.

Now that this equus ea: machina has arrived, it caps the climax, so

it has been said, of the steadily growing modern tendency to get rid of

the horse. In fact, we hear a good deal of the “ future of the horse,”

as if there were serious doubt whether our faithful friend is not in

danger of utter extinction. The cable and the trolley, it is true, have

displaced him as the power by which our city cars are run. Only

occasionally, in some poor and primitive outlying suburb or country

town, can he still be found, and then it is usually in front of some

dingy “jigger” car that has seen palmier days in the metropolis. The

horse, too, is sold more cheaply than ever before, and the VVestern busi

ness of raising horses has been ruined, the animals actually running

wild on the prairies. In the Northwest these horses are killed for their

flesh, which is canned and shipped to Germany in competition with the

output of the horse-meat canneries and slaughter-houses of that country.

The bicycle, too, has in great degree usurped the place of the horse

among pleasure-loving people. The horse, it is thus apparent, has in

a measure been superseded by science, and in some quarters it has been

questioned whether he ever deserved the place in our affections he has

held so long, and whether he is really so intelligent as we have believed

him to be. He has been written down as a crotchety, timid, unclean,

and unexpeditious animal, with manifold diseases, tender of hoof and

body, with_faults which, once acquired, are never shaken 0fl", and with

madly by on a smooth bit of macadam. The man of science points

exultantly to ponderous tables of statistics proving that electricity and

cables have dnven the_ horse of nine railways out of ten and have
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tabulation, which is said to be authoritative, informs us that there are

in the United States 13,588 miles of street railway, of which 10,363

are operated by electricity, 1914 by horses, and 632 by cable. The

capital stock of all the companies is $748,014,206.

So we shall have to admit that the horse, from this point of view,

has outlived his usefulness. He, like his master in instances with

out number, is the victim of the old conflict between animate flesh

and blood and the inanimate and ever-versatile power of the machine.

As man has seen his proudest handiwork duplicated and reduplicated

again and again by an upright mass of iron and steel, making the labor

of an individual seem ridiculous by comparison, so the horse, the

noblest of man’s animal friends, his most loyal ally and co-worker

among the speechless races, seems destined to go down before the irre

sistible march of invention. And if the time has come when a pane

gyric upon him must be written, who is there who shall refuse him

the honors he has so ably won ? With man the invader he has braved

every danger and suffered with him hunger and thirst; he has carried

the banners of conquerors across mountain wilds impassable without

his stout limbs and unerring step; on many a memorable field he has

responded to whip and spur in a hurricane mvalry char e amid a rain

of bullets or arrows ; the history of war, ancient and m ern, is replete

with achievements of renown which are his not less than his master's;

the opening of unknown lands to exploration and settlement would

have been impossible without him; the great migration westward in

our own country was a triumph of his endurance and adaptability to

his surroundings; with his cowboy rider he has guarded our flocks of

sheep and herds of cattle, and has accomplished wonders for man in

the diflicult task of “ rounding up ;” the miner on his back, seeking

the phantom gold, has crossed waterless deserts and climbed mountain

trails chosen by his instinctive sagacity from among the dense forest

growths and rocky steeps ; he has ever been the mainstay of the farmer,

and in the farmer’s domestic life has played a leading part. It is not

extravagant to say that man, without the horse, would have remained in

a state of savagery. In proof of this is the fact that among the savages

even of the present day—I do not class the American Indians as savages

—the horse has no standing.

But there is a distinct saving to humanity coincident with this dis

placement of the horse, which has not occurred to the men of science.

They rarely look at the results of science other than as a gain for man.

In the case of the horse, all men in whom the very human love of

animals is not wanting will rejoice that at last a substitute for the horse

has been found as a means of locomotion in cities. The horse is capable

of many things, but nature never intended that he should be at the

mercy of so cruel a taskmaster as the average street-car driver. _ ‘Ve

are all familiar with the spectacle of a jaded and trembling ammal,

hauling an overcrowded car through a busy street, with a heartless

driver on the platform who is ever prodded on to make schedule time

by the fear of losing his job; whipped and cursed at, and at the end

of the route, often without even a drink, sent tottering over the road

again, and forced sometimes to keep up a trot to save himself from

L__.<



382 THE HORSE 012 THE MOTOR.

being run down by the car lumbering along behind him. It is there

fore not surprising that the life of the average car-horse is scarcely

more than two years. His release from this bondage of abuse and

overwork is as much a gain to humanity as it is a triumph of science.

And if the motor principle shall be found practicable for the big drays,

loaded with merchandise piled high as a house, that are now hauled

through city streets by straining horses urged on by drivers not less

cruel than those of the street-cars, there is equal reason for rejoicing,

and the late Mr. Bergh’s society will have less to do.

That the wide-spread adoption of the motor-driven vehicle will be

realized in this country is open to serious doubt. In Paris hundreds

of these vehicles, in one form or another, are in use. The motor prin

ciple has also been successfully applied to bicycles, so that the man

who rides merely to cover ground and not for exercise has a method

of propulsion that is not wearying. It is questionable, however,

whether the American bicyclist will prefer the motor method to one

whose peculiar fascination consists in the ease with which it combines a

stimulating exercise with rapid flight. Certainly no athlete will be

content to take his outing on a machine which calls for no muscular

effort. And of the thousands of Americans for whom driving is a

delightful recreation, not the least pleasure of which is the mastery

over a spirited horse, it is smrcely conceivable that any great number

will prefer the inanimate road machine driven by petroleum to the

noble steed whose graceful action is among the most beautiful things

of life. Americans are a horse-loving nation. Here is the horse’s

natural home at the present day, and here he has reached his highest

development as a racer.

He is an animal, moreover, that inspires love and evokes the sense

of companionship. He responds quickly to the kind word and the

cares. Under humane treatment he is not only perfectly tractable,

but he surprises by his intelligence. He has, in fact, all the attributes

Which, in an animal, cause a man’s heart to go out warmly toward

him and to make him a part of his life, aside from any idea of his

utilitarian value. These relations of intimacy have for centuries ex

isted, and their influence is so deep—rooted in us that to-day one of the

first and most natural manifestations of childhood is a tender sympathy

for the horse and admiration for his supple strength and beautiful

proportions,—an admiration which, among those brought up among

horses, increases with years. So that it would be strange, I take it,

should man in the nineteenth century give the cold shoulder to his

ancient playmate and fellow-worker and depend upon a motor-driven

machme for that pleasure and service which the horse has given him

so long and satisfactorily.

_Should this result, in part, come to pass, it will, I fancy, be due

entirely to the economical advantages of the mechanical horse, which

requires not to be fed, although it will necessarily have to be doctored

by the repairer far oftener than a horse requires the veterinarian or the

farmer. And if the question of economy shall determine the future

of the automobile vehicle, the pleasure vehicle, horse-driven, will still

be wlth us, for it is impossible that any other consideration than one
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of novelty will cause our horse enthusiasm to adopt this latest Parisian

substitute for Pegasus. \Vhat an anomaly it would be if the great

English Derby, which is one of John Bull’s most cherished national

festivals, or our own great horse-racing events at Sheepshead Bay or

Morris Park, should be invaded by this new-fangled thing operated by

a can of prosaic oil, and if the vast throng of sportsmen and fashion

able folk should make wagers on the speed of their respective motor

favorites! Can we imagine such a race to evoke the wild enthusiasm

of a neck-and-neck oanter down the home stretch between two blooded

scions of rival Kentucky racing stock? Think of that wizard of

horsemanship, the American cowboy, swapping his fiery “bronk” for

a wheeled horse that neither “bucks” nor breathes, and that couldn’t

throw him if it tried to!

It is true that all our predictions of the great inventions which

have received wide-spreadjpopular adoption fell far short of the limits

of their present use. We never dreamed of the scope the telegraph,

the telephone, the reaper, the cotton-gin, the locomotive, and the steam

engine would assume under the stimulus of competition and in response

to the improvements suggested by every-day use. Reasoning from

this, it may be assumed, upon apparently justifiable grounds, that the

same broad evolution of the powers and potency of the mechanical

horse will be realized; yet one doubts the wisdom of such an assump

tion. When our poets celebrate in verse the praises of the horse, as

they have done since Homer, when our painters devote a lifetime to

the study of his anatomy and his graceful attitudes, and when our

Sculptors, in chiselling the statue of a great man, produce the most

inspiring effect with a figure mounted on a spirited charger, it is within

bounds to say that the horse is a permanent fixture in our scheme of

life, equally with the dog and the bird. Science has done and is doing

marvellous things, but I doubt if it can crowd ofi‘ the earth any of

the descendants of the original company that inhabited Noah’s Ark.

Anecdotes of the horse have filled many a book, testifying to his

intelligence, kindness, and courage. A word of the intelligence and

almost human sympathy of one horse I know. Her master, a valued

friend of mine, was in deep distress over business troubles, and late

one night, unable to sleep, he moaned his favorite saddle-horse and

rode down the valley to the shore: of the lake. Dismounting, he let

the horse wander off by herself while he sat on a fallen tree and

thought. As he sat there, his mind harassed by doubt and fear as to

which of two moves, both fraught with serious consequences, he should

make on the morrow, by some instinctive power the horse seemed to

realize his troubles, and, whinnying, came up slowly and gently rested

her head on her master’s shoulder, as if to comfort and console him.

Professor Alexander Graham Bell has put forth a suggestion which

is worthy of attention. Having observed in Paris the popularity of

the horseless vehicle, as indicating man’s desire for more rapid locomo

tion, he suggests the application of the horse to the bicycle_pr1nmple,

either in the tricycle or the quadricycle. He thinks that if a horse

could be so mounted as to use his limbs in the revolution of wheels

geared as in a bicycle, the multiplication of energy would be such as
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to propel a vehicle very rapidly, and this with comparative ease on the

horse’s part. In other words, he would make a bicycle-rider of the

horse, clear of the ground when in action. The merit of this novel

idea is in the fact that it recognizes the importance of the horse as a

motive power, and that, if feasible, it would satisfy the cravings of

those who insist on more rapid movement. Let our inventors now

tax their wits to fill the gap thus suggested between the horse and the

horseless vehicle.

Oliver McKee.

MIS’ PETTIGREW’S SILVER TEA-SET.

“ DECLARE to goodness, ef ’tain’t the strangest thing I ever

heard !” Mrs. Bassett declared, emphatically. “All that ele

gant silver stole, monnygram an’ all, an’ Mis’ Pettigrew’s hip broke,

into the bargain! Somehow, I didn’t rightly take it in. Now,

’Mandy,” with persuasion, “s’pose you set down an’ tell me jest how

it all happened, over again.”

So Amanda Perkins dropped down on the nearest chair and began

her story once more, with an air of mingled horror and enjoyment.

“\Vell, you see, Mis’ Bassett, ’twas this way; an’ I got it from

Farnum’s boy when he come over with the milk, an’ he got it straight

from Farnum, who see there was somethin’ wrong as he was passin’

’bout daybreak,—her front door standin’ open, an’ hearin’ queer

moanin’ noises. So he went in, an’ there lay Mis’ Pettigrew at the

foot of the stairs in her night-gown an’ cap, groanin’ an’ cryin’ out,

‘ They’ve stole my silver tea-set, an’ kilt me into the bargain,——-an’ it’s

a jedgment on me for my sins !’”

“Poor thing!” sighed Mrs. Bassett. “ Though I dunno ef it

didn’t serve her right, she was that proud of her high connections an’

her fam’ly silver.” ,

“Well, Farnum tried to lift her,” Amanda continued, glibly, “ but

she hollered out awful, an’ fainted dead away. An’ he was that scar’t

that he emptied half his bucket 0’ milk over her, ’fore he knew what

he was doin’! Then he run for the doctor, hard’s ever he could go.

An’, as luck would have it, Dr. Phelps was out, early as ’twas, so the

young assistant come, an’ he said her hip was broke an’ ’twarn’ t likely

she’d survive the shock.”

“ Dear, dear I” sighed Mrs. Bassett, “an’ jest to think of the poor

thing left all alone to the mercy 0’ that young doctor, an’ him experi

mentin’ an’ settin’ her poor bones wrong, no doubt.”

“She warn’t left alone,” corrected Amanda, “ for Farnum run over

for Phoebe Allis, an’ she’s goin’ to stay an’ look after Mis’ Pettigrew

till she gits round again, she says,—which won’t never be, accordin’

to the young doctor,——an’ Mis’ Pettigrew declares herself she’s goin’

to die. I wonder how she likes Phoebe’s bein’ there, after the way

she’s snubbed her—not to speak of the rest of ns—ever sence that

Tlcll old aunt in the city died an’ left her the silver tea-set. She ain’t

never been the same woman sence, an’ she never was a pleasant one to
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git along with, Mis’ Pettigrew warn’t, poor as poverty, an’ proud as

Lucifer, always talkin’ of her rich relations—an’ she takin’ in sewin’,

an’ workin’ out by the day, to git her livin’.”

“But, deary me, who could ’a’ stole the tea~set?” queried Mrs.

Bassett.

“Well, a tramp was seen hangin’ round pretty much all day, an’

they think ’twas him. He’d heard tell 0’ that tea-set, or maybe he

seen her carryin’ it up to her room, come night. You know, she ain’t ~

got a sign of a curtain, an’ I always said ’twas temptin’ Providence to

keep sech valoobles in sech a ramshackle old house, without a winder

that looks or a door that ketches tight.

“ It seems they found the pantry winder open, an’ the thief crept

up into her chamber an’ put the tea-set, every piece, into an old table

cover. My! but it makes crawlers go up an’ down my back only jest

to think of it! An’ hearin’ it rattle, she sprang up an’ hollered,

‘Thieves! murder!’ an’ caught holt of him in the dark. An’ down

they went, rollin’ over an’ over all down them narrer stairs, she holdin’

tight onto him all the time. An’ when they got to the bottom he

jumped up an’ run out, tea-set an’ all. An’ there she lay moanin’,

poor creetur, till daylight come, an’ Jim Farnum come in an’ found

her.

“ Providence has some mysterious ways,” Amanda continued,

piously, “ an’ they do say pride always goes afore a fall.

“An’ now, Mis’ Bassett, I must be goin’, for Mis’ Parsons ’ll be

glad to hear the news,—to say nothin’ of my bread bein’ in the pans,

an’ I guess it’s riz by this time, sure.”

Amanda had gone no farther than the gate when she caught sight

of a girl hurrying down the road, and she paused to hear what further

news was being brought that way so fast.

“It’s Farnum’s darter Mary,” she called back to Mrs. Bassett,

who stood in the door-way watching her departing visitor.

“ Oh, Miss ’Mandy,” the girl cried, breathlessly, as she drew near,

“Mis’ Pettigrew’s dyin’, an’ she wants you an’ Mis’ Bassett an’ every

one to come quick! I’m going for the minister. She says she can’t

go easy till you’vc all heard her dyin’ words.”

It was a strange, awed, solemn group of women, old and young,

interspersed with a few of the sterner sex, who found themselves

gathered together in Mrs. Pettigrew’s small bed-chamber shortlyafter

this unexpected summons. They were waiting in embarrassed silence

the arrival of the young minister, for Mrs. Pettigrew had refused to

speak her dying words until he should come.

The injured woman was lying on her bed with her eyes fast closed,

and the sharp face looked pitiably white and worn. There were those

among the hushed and waiting throng whose hearts were stirred with

a pity they had seldom felt for this poor alien needlewoman who had

come to cast her lot among them three years before, and whose sharp,

boastful tongue had won for her few friends. _

Phoebe Allis, the self-appointed nurse, was not there. It was during

her unexplained absence that Mrs. Pettigrew had sent young Mary

VOL. LV1l.—-26
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Farnum, left there by Phtebe in her stead, abroad with that strange

summons.

Except for the Farnums, Phoebe was Mrs. Pettigrew’s nearest

neighbor, and she had always shown unvarying kindness to the poor,

solitary soul, and had listened patiently to the never-ending stories

of those rich city-folk, those fine connections, on whose grand ways

Mrs. Pettigrew so loved to dwell. And it was Phoebe who had cared

for Mrs. Pettigrew’s abandoned eat when its mistress had suddenly

gone on that eventful journey whence she had returned more over

bearing than ever, and laden with her inheritance of family silver,—

the immediate cause of her recent downfall and her present precarious

condition.

At last the young minister arrived; and Phoebe Allis, coming in

breathless at almost the same moment, regarded the throng which filled

the smalLlow-ceilinged room with an astonishment which more than

e ualled is own.
q He had been summoned, as he supposed, to pray over the depart

ing soul of this wayward sister, so suddenly brought low; and he felt

strangely embarrassed by the presence of this unlocked-for audience.

As he bent over her, Mrs. Pettigrew’s eyelids were suddenly raised,

ii]I1(ldX‘€l‘]7€al6d 3 pair of_dhard, gray, scintillating eyes. With a bony

an s e wave 1m as1 e.

“ I didn’t send for you to come pray over me. That won’t do me

no. good in the condition I am in,” she said, in _her high, ringing

voice.

“ I’ve been a wicked woman, an’ now I'm sufferin’ for it,—I know

all’ tIhat. I senfi foli younto listen to my confession, my dyin’ words,

an want yea to iear. '

Phoebe Allis, breaking through the throng, caught the sufi'erer’s

hand. _“ For goodness’ sakes, Mis’ Pettigrew, don’ t say another word,”

she whispered, anxiously. “ You’ll work yourself into a fcver.—-She

a1n’t qmte herself,” she added, turning to the eager listeners: “S0

won’t you jest quietly go an’ leave her alone with me ?”

“ But Mrs. fettigrew imperiously shook ofl' the restraining hand

P}I1(m|. myself, she declared, sharply._ ,“An’ I won’t be shut up by

I’v§3Zcéii3dd $31 ‘.131 01;?1’eIS(iheai11;o%1Oel1rll iii i.*§§i5my dy"1, Words’ for
, .

“Hush, hush, for mercy’s sake! Jest you wait a minute till I tell

ya?” Phoebebpleaded, but her gentle voice was drowned by the

o er’s rising tre e.

“ I come_ here among you goin’ on three years ago,” Mrs. Pettigrew

went on shnlly, “an’ you tried to be kind to me, but I was that dis

agreeable you oouldn’t stand havin’ me boardin’ round among you for

what sewm’ I could do, an’ so Jim Farnum let me have this tumble

down old house to live in by myself, rent-free ; but I warn’t grateful

pggn then,—though goodness knows it’s the only real home I ever

’ “ Pettigrew deceived me. I married him for a home I never got,

in when he died I left the place where I’d lived a dog’s life, an’ come

ere where no one knew me. I’ve had a quarrel with Providence all
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my life. I’ve always wanted to have things decent an’ be somebody,

but anythin’ I ever undertook to do has failed.

“ So I was jealous an’ hated every one 0’ you for bein’ better oi? ’n

myself. I wanted to get even with you, somehow, so I made a plan,

an’ bragged of my rich relations an’ how elegant they lived.

“An’ all the time I was workin’ my fingers to the bone, an’

pi nchin’ an’ starvin’ to save some money,—the first I was ever able to

lay up,—an’ by an’ by, when I thought I’d got enough, I gave out

that my rich aunt was dead an’ I was called away sudden to her

fun’ral.

“An’ when I come back I brought that silver tea-set. I said it

was fam’ly silver, an’ my inheritance,—but it was all a lie! Do you

hear? It was all a lie! For I never had no rich relations. I never

had no aunt to die an’ leave me anythin’. Why, I never had no

fam’ly at all; I was nothin’ but a poor, miserable little foundlin’ child,

brought up on charity, an’ Pettigrew married me out o’ the work

house.

“That silver tea-set was bought with my own hard-earned an’

saved-up money, an’ jest to prove to you, that didn’t know, that I was

somebody—when I warn’t,—an’ so to take you down. ’Twarn’t

silver, anyhow,” with an inflection of scorn, “ but only plate, an’

second-hand at that!”

There was a murmur of amazement among the listeners, but the

shrill voice went quickly on :

“It’s been the death 0’ me now, an’ it’s a just punishment,—I

don’t deny it. But I wanted you to know. You never liked me, an’

now yon’ll despise me. I give you leave. But you can’t never say

that Sarah Pettigrew died with a lie on her conscience. Them’s my

dyin’ words. I’ve nothin’ more to say. Now go.”

She turned her head from them and resolutely closed her eyes,

while one by one they descended the narrow stairs in astonished and

pitying silence. Not till they found themselves gathered under the

maple-tree in the neat door-yard did the murmur of bewilderment at

what they had heard swell into an audible hum.

The young minister lingered and looked donhtfully across at

Phoebe. But when she shook her head and quietly formed the word

“ To-morrow” with her lips, he also silently withdrew.

The slow minutes passed while Phoebe noiselessly busied herself

both up-stairs and below. At length she approached the bedside, and,

bending above the rigid, prostrate figure, gently touched the hard and

knotted hand.

“Come, Mis’ Pettigrew,” she said, pleasantly, “here’s a bowl 0’

hot broth, jest oi? the fire: it'll do you good. Open your month now

an’ drink it down.”

Mrs. Pettigrew moved her head and murmured rosentfully, “ Phoebe

Allis, can’t you go ’way an’ let a dyin’ woman he in peace?”

“But you ain’t goin’ to die,” Phoebe replied, cheerfully. “I

thought so all along, an’ I know it now.”

“ Ain’t goin’ to die! Phoebe Allis, didn’t you hear what the young

doctor said ?”
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“Yes, I heard. But senoe then I’ve been two miles down the road

to the Sprigginses, where they’ve got a little baby not three hours old,

an’ I saw the old doctor, an’ I told him the whole story an’ jest what

the young doctor said an’ did. An’ he says what he done’s all right,

an’ what he said’s all wrong, an’ _vou’re goin’ to get round again, sure,

’less you go an’ work yourself up into a fever; an’ he’ll be in to see

you himself as soon as ever he gets back.”

“ Oh, dear! oh, dear! what shall I do ?—when I’ve gone an’ said

my dyin’ words!” was Mrs. Pettigrew’s pathetic wail.

“ I tried to stop you,” Phoebe reminded her, mildly.

“ An’ after all I’ve said an’ done an’ been through, to live an’ be

despised ! But I might ’a’ knowed. It’s all of a piece. I never did

succeed in doin’ anythin’ I wanted to, in all my life,—not even in

dyin’ now,” she moaned.

“VVho’s goin’ to despise you ?” Phrebe challenged, warmly. “I

don’t, for one, an’ I can't see no reason why the others should. By

the time you’re able to set up I guess you’ll be surprised to see how

many real good friends you’ve got. We always was ready to be a

deal more friendly than you gave us credit. Come now, Mis’ Petti

grew,” persuasively, “you know I ain’t goin’ to leave till you get

round again, an’ if you want ever to be rid 0’ me you better drink

this broth down quick. It’ll keep your strength up while your bones

is knittin’."

“Oh, but that dretful tea-set! I’m glad it’s gone. But they’ll

never get over that,” Mrs. Pettigrew walled.

“Why not?” said Phoebe, calmly. “I did. An’ let me tell you,

Mis’ Pettigrew, I’ve knowed it warn’t real silver ever sence that night

I was over when the minister stayed to tea, an’ you was flustered an’

upset the sugar—bowl—if you remember? I saw ‘Rogers Plated

Ware’ stamped on the bottom of it, then.”

There was a moment of absolute silence. Then, without further

protest, Mrs. Pettigrew took the broth which her good neighbor was

still holding at her lips.

And Phmbe, as she afterwards smoothed the pillow, saw that the

sharp,‘ pinched face was relaxing its usual grimness, and there were

BIISPICIOIJS quiverings about the still fast-closed eyes.

Just before milking-time Jim Farnum came around to the back

door. He carried a shapeless bundle tied up in what seemed the rem

nant of an old red table-cover.

_ “Mis’—Pettigrew’s—silver—tea-set!” he whispered, explosively,

with an amazing grin. And then he went on to tell Phoebe how it

had been found in the woods about a mile away, where the thief had

evidently paused in his flight to examine his cumbersome booty,

and on finding out his mistake had angrily crushed and wrenched the

pfiated pieces out of all recognizable shape and then had abandoned

em.

“An’ I want to know,” said Farnum, still grinning broadly,.

“what’s to be done with it now?”

_Phoebe suddenly dropped down on the door-step, shaken between a

desire to laugh and to cry. “For goodness’ sakes, neighbor Farnum,
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throw it into the river, or bury it—deep—where it won't never come

to light!" she said, with hysterical emphasis.

“ An’ whatever you do," she added, “ don't never refer to it before

her, in any way. I don't see how she ever thought 0' doin' sech a

thing, but she's awful 'shamed of it, an’ dretful mortified to think,

after all she's said, that she ain't a-goin’ to die. But she'll get round

again, on crutches anyway, an’ she's goin’ to come out different.

You'll see. But she's had a real hard life, an’ so we must let that tea

set rest, an’ make things jest as easy for her as we can.”

Judith Spencer.

THE PILGRIMS.

HEIR path who shall unravel,

Their purpose who unroll?

From out the past they travel,

The future is their goal.

Theirs are the forward faces,

The spring’s Arcadian airs;

The old eternal graces

Of youngling Time are theirs.

Or gold the sky or ashen,

There broods within their breast

The sleepless pilgrim passion,

The sweet divine unrest.

They neither flag nor falter,

They tarry not nor tire ;

Their aim they will not alter

Although 21 king desire.

They fear nor frost nor fever,

Nor fire nor famine they;

They follow fate, the weaver,

For ever and a day.

Now tell their eyes the story

Of more than mortal tears,

Now gleam with starry glory,

Th ' 'l ' ears.e passmg Pl gum yClinton Scollard.
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HOUSEHOLD LIFE IN ANOTHER CENTURY.

HE future is so much the fashion nowadays that the words “ another

century” seem to mean the twentieth century of course, and so at

first glance the sly and tactful title of this article will suggest electricity,

labor-saving machines, the perfect, evoluted servant, etc., and no one

will suspect that the period referred to is the useless, forgotten, unin

teresting, barbarous fifteenth century, or that this article treats of the

ancient customs that made up the household life of men and women

turned to dust these four hundred years. Prophecy is much more to

the taste of this hopeful generation than is history, and the “coming

man” or the “new woman” far more interesting than -the distant

ancestors of these the latest and best specimens of humanity. For

of course there is no doubt that the latest is the best.

Every one will agree that the “coming man” is to be a great im

provement on all that have yet arrived. The enthusiasm which he ex

cites is not as great, however, as that which is inspired by the “ new

woman.” She is not only an improvement on the “old woman,” she

is actually a different kind of being, with new instincts, new forces,

and, grander still, a New Mission. A bold poet, Mr. Andrew Lang,

has dared to hint that the “new woman” is not new; but then no one

ever believes these wrong-headed poets. It is a well-known fact that

they would sacrifice any truth to a rhyme or pretty rhythm.

It is agreed that life in the old days was narrow and confining for

women, and that now it is much broader; but it is not unwholesome to

contemplate occasionally that past life and see how people managed to

exist in such terribly unfortunate circumstances.

The home life of the upper classes in the fifteenth century was the

achievement and possession of the women. They made it a11d they en

joyed it, and, although the man was the lord, the master, the cause of

the institution, it was not he who animated it or who stamped upon it

the impress of his spirit. His life was passed in camps and courts. A

succession of foreign and civil wars in both France and England kept

the knights in the saddle during the greater part of the fourteenth and

fifteenth centuries, and the ladies, left with the children and servants in

the manor-houses and chateaux, directed the domestic life of the time.

I The Lady Joan Berkeley in the whole forty-two years of her mar

ried hfe never made a journey of more than ten miles, except in going

from one of her mansion-houses to another. “She did not humor her

self with the vain delights of London,” or at least if she did it must

have been surreptitiously, for there is no record of it in the account

books of the family. One hopes, though, that the conscientious matron

shpped_away for at least one visit to the wicked capital, or from behind

her ve1l witnessed with beating heart one gay tournament. There is

such a thing as being too good. Her husband, however, led a very

exciting and proud existence. He frequently attended Parliament;

hardly a year passed in which he was not fighting for the king against
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the Welsh, Scotch, or French, and the active lord found time to take

part in twenty‘ jousts and tourneys, besides attending more than twice

that number. The Lady Joan, a “great housewife and a wise over

seer” of household affairs, stayed at home and managed an establish

ment of two hundred persons, while her husband and other women’s

husbands occupied themselves in tearing each other’s eyes out in the

politest and most chivalrous ways. The notable lady was quite ad

vanced in her theory of health, and in her later years kept up her vigor

somewhat after the manner of a. certain great man of the present day,

“ part of her physicke” being the “sawing of billetts and sticks,” for

which purpose she bought yearly some “fine handsawes” to use in her

chamber. History has declared that the “bean role” in the Middle

Ages was that of the knight, but it may be that a retired life like that

of Lady Joan was more useful to her country and to civilization than

the restless, destructive life of her lord.

“ Abraham commanding his family after him” presents to the world

a fine appearance of strength, but this oneness of a man, wife, 0fl"spring,

and servants is to be obtained only at the expense of individuality.

The patriarchal idea of a family is very good from a decorative point

of view. It looks well to see a gray-headed sire followed in all his

actions by an unqnestioning throng of children and children’s children,

and it may be only a very rebellious mind that shies at the phrase “ his

family after him” and feels a sympathy for the wicked few who hated

to be anybody’s “ family” and who became weary of seeing the paternal

robes trailing forever in front of them. That the family should be a

compact organization was a necessity in the troublous times of the

Middle‘ Ages, and the wife's first duty was to uphold the supreme

authority of her husband. His plans for the government and ad

vancement of his family were to be furthered at all costs; the broken

hearts, the unhappy lives, of one or two children mattered little. If

they were so dishonorable as to desire some individual happiness that

did not add to the weal or prestige of the family, they must pay the

penalty. The stern matrons allowed no sentimental affection to weaken

their discipline, and ruled their houses with awe-inspiring inflexibility.

When Elizabeth Paston offended her mother, probably by having

a secret love-affair or by meddling in a marriage that was being arranged

for her, the strict dame kept the rebellious girl with such hard-handed

discipline that “she was never in so great sorrow as she is nowadays,

for she may not speak with no man, whosoever come. . . . And she

hath since Easter the most part been beaten once in the week or twice,

and sometimes twice in one day, and her head broken in two or three

places.” *

Before tears of modern pity are dropped over this harshly treated

daughter, it is well to remember that it was her own mother who was

chastising her, and that the two were made of the same stuff, which

stufl" was less sensitive and covered by a thicker skin than is poor suffer

ing modern flesh. When the mother was going to town she jotted

down carefully among various memoranda that she must tell Grenefeld,

* The Paston Letters.
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a tutor, to “ trewly belassch” her son Clement if he did not do his duty,

for she had rather see him buried than lost for default of studying. In

the next generation of the same family the home door was shut in the

face of a daughter who had contracted an engagement displeasing to

her relatives, and the words in which the mother wrote of the affair to

her son seem even harder than the action of casting off her daughter:

“I pray you and require you that you take it not pensively, for I

wot well it goeth right near your heart, and it doth to mine; . . . but

remember you, and so do I, that we have lost in her but a worthless

hussy, and set it the less to heart.”

Besides bringing up her children in the way they should go, the

mistress of a house had a little army of servants to keep in order. In

Paris there seem to have been as early as the fourteenth century intelli

gence oflices where the references of servants could be obtained.* The

domestic servants were usually engaged by the year, and it was especially

necessary to inquire regarding them whether they talked too much or

drank too much. It was considered proper that at their mid-day

meal they should have one kind of meat and one beverage, and that

they should eat and drink at “one breath, without resting or stopping

or leaning on the table.” As soon as they devoured their food with

diminished zeal the housekeeper commanded them to rise, for there was

a saying that when a varlet preached at the table, or a horse grazed by

the watering-place, it was time to take him away. The servants were

generally uncouth and careless, and only a vigilant mistress could pre

vent their frequent blunders. One dangerous habit which seems to

have been common among the Jeameses and Phyllises of France was

to extinguish the candle by throwing the shirt or chemise upon it as

the lazy, sleepy domestic slid into bed.

Life was not padded with conveniences then as now, and the ladies

were obliged to do a tremendous amount of planning to provide prop

erly for their households. An English country dame must seize the

opportunity of a neighbor going to London to procure a pound of

almonds, a pot of treacle, or a piece of buckram to line a collar; and

if she were so lucky as to have a husband or son who went often to

that town, she could have many luxuries that others must lack. But

the men were, as always, sadly forgetful of these small but very im

portant feminine commissions. A young woman wrote to her husband

about a girdle that her father was to l1ave bought her in London, but

which the faithless parent had not brought home with him, warding

off the anger of the disappointed lady by shifting the blame on his

son-in-law.

“He said to me that the fault was in you, that you would not

think thereupon, to have it made; but I suppose it is not so; he said

it but for a skwsacion” (excuse).

When young John Paston wanted a hat he charged his brother to

buy him one in town and to have a servant bring it home upon his

head, a simple but not scientific method of avoiding possible injury

by packing. The Englishman, ever reverent of his head-gear, was

* Le Menagier de Paris.
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plblig)ed to resort to such expedients before the invention of his precious

at- ox.

In Hans Andersen’s story, the Shoes of Fortune take their wearer

back into past centuries, and a similar magic power is possessed by the

domestic letters and hasty, intimate scribblings that have escaped the

vigorous brooms of countless generations, scornful of the past and

hopeful of the future. If a restless, inventive child of modern life

should put on a pair of magic shoes and step back into the household

of the Duchess Cecily of York, he might find the days long, and it

is even possible that he might be bored in the establishment of that

peerless princess.*

As in all great houses of the time, there were religious services

almost continually. The mother of Richard III. commenced the

morning by reciting with her chaplain the matins of the day and the

matins of the Virgin. Then there was a low mass in her chamber,

after breakfast divine service and two low masses, during dinner a

“lecture of holy matter,” prayer before evensong, at supper a dis

course on what had been read at dinner, and prayer again before

retiring. This was the régime under which Richard III. passed his

boyhood, and it has been argued by his defenders that he cannot have

been very bad after such a holy education. On the other hand, his

enemies might just as well assert that a life so overwhelmingly religious

cannot have been edifying, seeing that it produced such a specimen of

wickedness as he.

The duchess rose at seven, dined at eleven, supped at five, and was

in bed by eight, and she seems to have been healthy, wealthy, and wise,

as the hours of her rising and retiring indicate. There was a certain

economy in those great establishments. The allowance of fire and

candles commenced at All—Hallows and ended on Good Friday. The

spring might be backward, the autumn close in early, no matter: my

lady's stores could not be at the mercy of such a capricious thing as the

weather. This strictness did not, however, exclude a conscientious,

premeditated kindness. For a time after supper my lady disposed

herself “ to be familiar with her gentlewomen to the season of honest

mirth,” and it was understood that sick servants should have “all such

things as might be to their case,” and the same wages as when they

“might do best service.”

The subject of table manners in the Middle Ages is so awfuhthat

it should not be entered into lightly by a person of fastidious dispo

Sition. The mere fact of the non-existence of forks causes pain to an

imaginative mind. It is true that Madame Eglentyne in the Canter

bury Tales wiped her mouth so carefully that in her cup no grease was

seen, but the fact that Chaucer remarked this bit of neatness as a distin

guishing refinement does not speak well for the rest of the company.

Perhaps a mediaeval Zola would have preferred to describe the condi

tion of their glasses. There is a story Written in the fifteenth century

which by chance illuminates this subject excellently.T The herome of

* Rules for the Household of the Duchess of York.

T Le Petit Jehan de Saintré. A. de la Sale.

um
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this romance, a lady of rank and fashion, a cousin of the King of

France, had a lover with whom she had arranged a kind of signal

service. He was a page, and waited on the royal table at which she

daintily feasted. Her regular sign to him appointing a meeting was

(and it is a wonder that it did not nip his budding love) to pick her

teeth with a pin. No more need be said.

It often happened that these women, who were so pitiably inferior

to the women of this enlightened time, were forced by circumstances

to become the stewards of large estates. The dames of Paston, and

also the ladies of Berkeley, repeatedly showed their fitness for aifairs.

They knew how to sell at highest price and to buy at lowest, and were

brave enough to be trusted by their husbands with the defence of their

manors when attacked by covetous neighbors.

“ In good faith ye acquit you right well and discreetly and heartily

to your worship and mine, and to the shame of your adversaries,”

wrote John Paston to his wife, who with a small garrison was holding

her house against the Duke of Suffolk.

Perhaps their familiarity with law is even more astounding than

their pluck. It is well known that there were warrior ladies in the

Middle Ages, but it is not so widely accepted that there were Portias

scattered all over England in those days. Agnes, Margaret, and

Margery Paston wrote with astonishing assurance about Oyer and Tel‘

miner and writs of replevin ; they jested about such a mystery as a

habeas corpus, a pluries, a supersedeas, or a supplicavit, and to distrain

or to swear out a warrant was as easy and simple a matter to them as

to make a pudding or a cordial. Lady Isabel Berkeley was very able

and active in her husband’s affairs when his succession to the Berkeley

estate was contested by the Earl of Shrewsbnry, the “Talbot, our

good dog” of Henry VI.’s wars. In the intervals of fighting abroad

the valiant Talbot found vent for his ardor at home, and the lord of

Berkeley had to “lay about him and defend him.” “ He was enforced

to keep home and man his castle with some strength, for his defence

and preservation: And his sons being also imbroiled in many troubles,

kept close with their father: And the good lady Isabel his wife was

by meere necessity enforced to travell to London, And to become the

sole Sollicitor of her husband's law causes.” From London Lady

Isabel wrote to her lord, telling him how his lawsuit was progressing,

warmng him against the wiles of his enemies, and encouraging him to

hold out,—a letter on which “the new woman” may find it diflicult to

improve :

“Right worshipfull and reverend lord and husband, . . . Thomas,

Roger, and Jacket have asked surety of peace of mee, for their intent

was to bring mee into the Tower, But I trust in God to-morrow That

I shall goe in bayle unto the next Terme, and soe to goe home And

then to come againe; And, Sur, I trust to God and you will not treat

with them, but keep your own in the most manlyest wise, vee shall

have the land for ones and end. Bee well ware of Venables of Al

derley, of Thom Mull and your false Counsel]: keep well your place.

The Earle of Shroesbury lyeth right nye you, and shapeth all the

wyles that he can to distrusse you and yours. . . . Hee saith hee will
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never come to the king againe till hee have done you an ill turne. Sur,

your matter speedeth and doth right well. . . . At the reverence of

God send money or els I must lay my horse to pledge and come home

on my feet; keep well all about you till I come home, and trete not

without mee. . . . Written at London the wednesday next after Whit

sunday. Your wife, the lady of Berkeley.” '

In those days, even in great houses, there was very little ready

money, but it is pleasant to know that Lord James Berkeley managed

to lay hands on some of it, and saved his brave and clever partner

from the painful necessity of coming home on her two fair feet.

Making a noble sacrifice of piety to conjugal affection, he pawned a

gilt mass-book, a silver chalice, a chasuble, and some other furniture

of his chapel.

These learned ladies made no boast of their legal knowledge;

they probably thought, as Dogberry did of reading and writing, that

it “came by nature ;” but they took great comfort and pride in their

skill in medicine. With true professional scorn they looked down

upon the regular doctors as upon quacks. “For God’s sake beware

what medicines ye take of any fyssissyans of London. I shall never

trust to them because of your father and my uncle, whose souls God

assoil.” So wrote a lady in conscious pride. She knew she could

have saved the lives of her unfortunate relativm if she had only had

a chance to dose them with some of her wonderful concoctions, or to

have put upon them some such plasters as those for which Dame Mar

gery Paston was famous. Her husband sent for one of her plasters

for the “ King’s Attorney,” James Hobart, who was suffering with an

ache in his knee, and to whom Sir John Paston felt himself sentimen

tally indebted. “ He is the man who brought you and me together,”

he wrote to Margery, “and I had lever than forty pounds that ye

could with your plaster part him and his pain.”

But no one cares how those old persons lived. They are ghosts

now, and their bodies food for worms. The dead lion is not interest

ing to the live dog, or, to speak more agreeably, the dead dog is not

interesting to the live lion.

Emily Baily Stone.

HENR Y.

IT was in January that we got engaged, and I never saw any one_so

much in love as Henry was. I had been keep1ng'cornpany with

him for about six months, but I never was quite certam in my mind

that Henry wanted me until the words were said. I had no doubt

after that. Now, Joshua Gibson he had a way of asking me to marry

him, sort of free and careless-like, every week or so, and I’d answer

him “ No, not at present,” as if ’twas all a joke. He was a jolly sort

of a fellow, with red hair and blue eyes; real good company, though

not handsome.
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Henry used never to take his dark eyes off my face, no matter

whom I talked to, but he never said much. He was very tall, and

thin, and a little yellow, because he hadn’t any digestion, and was never

without pain. He would eat crullers, because I made ’em, though I

knew it hurt him awful.

He was so quiet as a general thing—except for sighing, which he

did sometimes incessant—that I wasn’t prepared for the burst of elo

quence he let forth when once he’d made up his mind to ask me. He

brought in the moon and the stars, the plants and creeping things,

Leviathan that great beast, and the whole book of Job (for he was

ever a great reader of Scripture), to prove how much he loved me ; and

when he got through, he wept like a babe, and so did I.

He was so overcome that he didn’t even kiss me until the third day

was passed, and then he trembled so from top to toe that I thought

he’d faint, and wanted to go for a bottle of salts to use if ’twas neces

sary. But the action seemed to revive him instead, and after a while

he got so that he’d just hold my hand and kiss it when he found him

self going off, and it always brought him to.

Henry’s mother and sisters came to see me; they were all tall and

dark, like him, but yellower, and they all worshipped him. They

were from the South ; their name was Gamble, and they thought

a sight of themselves. They said that no Gamble had ever married

a Yankee before, but that Henry’s bride should be welcome. Aunt

Martha was as polite as could be to them, but we were both glad when

they went.

Henry couldn’t bear to live away across the town from me, so he

took a room just opposite us, where he could see my goings out and my

comings in. He always came over before breakfast to find how I’d

slept, and then afterwards on his way to work, and when he came home,

and, of course, after supper.

Sometimes we asked him to meals, but it was sort of uncomfortable,

because he was always afraid I’d choke or something. He made me

promise not to eat fish, he was that afraid of bones, and if I had a

glass of lemonade he’d ask me a dozen times if I was quite sure there

weren’t any seeds in it. (He never ate much himself, unless it was

lobster or cheese, his appetite was so delicate.) If I raked down the

stove, he was afraid I’d set myself afire, and if I ran up-stairs he

thought it might give me heart trouble, and if I ran down it scaréd

him, for fear I’d fall and break my neck. I never saw any one so

careful about everything, and I would get all in a shake after a while,

with taking such extra pains to keep from what was dangerous.

He gave me a ring, but I was just a. little disappointed, for I had

set my heart on a solid gold one, with a stone in it. This was a black

ring which he had cut out of a rubber button when he was ten years

old: he thought a sight of it, because he had made it himself, and I

tried to.

He was always bringing me presents of things he had when he was

8 h0y,—p1eces of old stones, and birds’ nests, and willow whistles, and

twisted nails, and acorns, and a broken jack-knife, and a potato his

mother made him carry once for rheumatism. One day I was cleaning
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out my bureau drawers, and Aunt Martha came in, and when she saw

all Henry’s treasures that he’d given me, lying there, she just screeched

out laughing, and for the life of me I couldu’t help joining in, though

my face was as red as fire, and I wanted to pitch the things into the

street.

“ Land sakes!” said she, “ Annie Louise, can’t ye get a bean that’ll

make ye better presents than those? You’re a real good-looking girl,

though I do say it, with them light curls of yours, and your pretty

blue eyes, and dimples, and don’t need to play second to nobody; but

ye don’t seem to have no sense about Henry, if ye did graduate first at

the High School.”

“Don’t you like Henry, Aunt Martha?” said I, flaring right up.

“ Oh, um, Ididn’t say that,” she grumbled. “ If you're suited it’s

nothing to me, and I guess he's got enough money to keep you decent

after you’re married, if he is close now.”

When it came on May, Aunt Martha asked Henry when we were

to be married, for she wanted to go off and make a visit in Pennsyl

vania afterwards. Henry had always spoken of getting married in the

spring, and I’d been making my wedding clothes all winter. Henry

didn't give her any real kind of answer; he said he would talk it over

with me first. We didu’t intend to have any fine doings, he knew

that, for I couldn't aflbrd it, and we’d settled to have the ceremony

plain and private at home.

But that evening when we were sitting close on the side piazza

and the mist was rising up over the meadow and the tree-toads were

going on like mad down by the pond, he told me that he’d always

had a dreadful queer feeling about getting married since he knew

me. He said he loved me so much that he couldn’t get over the idea

that there was a doom about it, and he was sure certain that if the

day was set, and him looking forward to it, that when the minister

came and the words were to be spoken that made us one, he’d just

dgop down dead with joy before he could say, “Annie Louise, I take

t ee!”

“Well, then, ain’t we ever to be married?” I said, a little huffy,

though I could feel his form quiver with the tumultuous throbbing of

his heart.

Then he explained his plan to me. He said the dream of his life

was to call me his, but it was the anticipation which his sensitive spirit

could not stand. Instead of setting the day, he wanted to leave word

with Dr. Macfarren to come in any evening that was convenient and

marry us out of hand. It wouldn’t take but a minute after he once

came, and it would be all over almost before we knew it was going to

be done.

I thought it wasa mighty queer way of doing things, but he talked

to me, low and fondly, until he made me see it all as he did. And

then we set out for a month the like of which I think nobody ever

went through before. Aunt Martha had a wedding-cake made, and I

packed my valise, for we had settled to go right in to Jersey City the

first thing, and from there to Paterson to see Henry’s married sister,

and the Falls (if they were falling); and I kept my blue duck suit,
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and white sailor hat, and gloves, ready to put on and start ofi' with at

a moment’s notice.

It was awful exciting, I can tell you. Every evening I wore my

white dress, for I was set on being wedded in white, and sat on the

piazza or in the parlor with Henry from eight till ten o’clock, waiting

to hear the sound of Dr. Macfarren’s footsteps coming down the street.

We couldn't talk, or even sit in comfort, for just as soon as we did

begin to forget for a moment one or other of us would be sure to start

and say, “ \Vhat’s that sound ?” or “ Didn't you hear the gate click ?”

and then we would watch and listen again.

Henry always came at half-past seven,—-he didn’t visit with me in

the daytime any more, he was working so hard,—and he always whis

pered as be embraced me, “I feel that we shall seal the bond to-night,

Annie Louise,” and if he spoke at all afterwards it was about the

shortness and uncertainty of human life and the vanity of our wishes.

When he left, at half-past ten (for Aunt Martha was very strict), he

would be so affected at the parting that it was a real relief to me to

see him the next evening looking as if he didn’t enjoy any poorer health

than usual.

I couldn’t do a thing that was useful in the daytime but keep my

white frock washed and ironed to be fresh enough to wear every even

ing, and set the parlor to rights so that everything would be in order

for the ceremony, for there were two or three neighbors in the street

who expected to come over when the knot was tied. But I couldn’t

sew a stitch, nor do any housework, nor read any of the novels I got

from the library,—real elegant ones, and just what I’d always liked

before. I did want to go to Coney Island once or twice, to get out of

sight of the parlor and the leather bag and my wedding clothes, but

Henry was too awful fearful of boats to have me go on one, and we

might miss the minister. I got so that I sat in my room a good deal

and cried, life seemed so sort of solemn and real, with Henry.

Those evenings! oh, those evenings! The neighbors began to

snicker when Henry passed down the street, and Aunt Martha was

furious, and I didn’t have any more appetite than Henry, and got so

nervous and shaking I thought I'd go wild. Aunt Martha said that

Dr. Macfarren had forgotten all about us, and she made Henry go

and leave word again. We found then that he had been away on a

vacation; but he promised to come around the first chance he got. _

Two or three nights afterwards Mrs. Leggett’s little boy came to

get some of Aunt Martha’s cough syrup for the baby, who was sick.

While Aunt Martha was making it up, I told him I'd go around to

his house with it, for he had another errand, and I was so wild I felt

as if I must go out for a minute.

. Henry looked at me sort of queer, but he didn’t make any objec

tlon. He offered to come with me, but I told him it was too damp for

him, and I wouldn’t be a moment.

I was gone a little longer than I intended, for who should I meet

on the way but Joshua Gibson. I hadn’t seen him hardly any since I

was engaged, and he seemed real glad to stop and talk a little, though

he watched me kind of curious, I thought. When I ran in the house,
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Aunt Martha was rocking backward and forward in her chair, and

crying.

Henry looked agitated, and he opened his arms and folded me in

them in a solemn embrace.

“ Oh, stop that!” says Aunt Martha. “The minister's been here,

and you out, Annie Louise! I never see no such doings, not in all

my born days. VVe’ll be the laughing-stock of the whole place.”

“ Why didn’t you keep him ?” I said, turning hot and cold. “ You

knew I was coming back.”

Henry shook his head sadly. “He was on his way to visit the

sick, and had only a few minutes to spare for us. This is a cruel,

cruel blow, my own heart's treasure !”

He staggered, but I didn’t take any notice of him, and just went

and hung up my hat on a nail. ' '

“IVe needn’t sit up any longer, that’s one good thing,” I said.

“ Good-night, Henry Gamble.”

I didn’t sleep much that night, for I couldn’t get it out of my head

that Henry had known all the time that Dr. Macfarren was coming,

and I felt sick. Did he want to marry me, or did he not?

The next evening, however, Henry seemed more wrapped up in me

than ever. He brought the wedding-ring in his pocket and made me

try it on, and, though it was pretty big, it was real nice. Aunt Martha

wanted to up and tell him there was to be no more shillyshallying, but

I wouldn’t let her.

Thursday night I felt just as if something was going to happen.

The moon was big and golden, and the air was soft and warm.

I did up my hair on top of my head, with a lot of ’cute little

curls on my forehead, and put on that everlasting white dress again

with the white satin belt, and it seemed for once as if there might

something come of it at last. But after supper I had a note from

Henry, saying that his mother was sick and had sent for him, and he

Wouldn’t be able to see me until the next day. A boy had brought the

note, and while I was standing on the front steps reading it, who should

come past but Dr. Macfarren. He took ofi' his hat, and said,—

“Ah, Miss Price, you are all ready, I see. I wish I could stop

now, but I will be with you later, without fail.”

“ I/V/tat ?” said I.

“ I told Mr. Gamble only a few moments ago that I would perform

the ceremony at half-past nine this evening,” he said: “so good—by

until then, Miss Price.”

I rushed down the yard to the lilac-bushes, where Aunt Martha

couldn’t see me, and hid my face in the leaves. What did it mean?

I just choked, and began to tremble so that I thought I should fall,

when I felt a manly arm steal around my waist. I thought ’twas

Henry, but when I looked up, if it wasn’t Joshua Gibson 1 _

“ Why, Josh !” I said, faintly. He looked so wholesome, and kind,

and like old times, that I just put my head on his shoulder and let it

stay there for a couple of minutes, while he patted me in a comfortable

way that did me good. _ ‘ _

“ Now,” he said, “ Annie Louise, I heard you talklng to the lI1ll1lS
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ter, and I saw you felt so bad that I couldn't help following after you.

There's something up, and I want you to tell me what 'tis. Ain't I

been watching ye for a month past, and seen you losing all your pretty

color, and getting thinner every day, and sort of scared-looking?

Why, I loved you long before that yellow-oomplected fool ever set

eyes on you, and I thought you were going to love me too, before

he came to hand. Tell me all about it."

Well, I did. I just told him the whole thing, and, oh, it was a

relief! I told him how careful Henry had always been of me, and

about the presents, and the month we'd been waiting minute by minute,

as one might say, to be married, and how the minister was coming to

night at last, and Henry had known it all the time, and had given me

the slip; and when I finished I burst right out crying.

“I made up my mind’ this afternoon,” said I, “that if I wasn't

married to-night I never should be!”

“You poor little soul,' said Josh; and, oh, he was comforting,

though I think he swore some under his breath, and he held me up

strong.

“ As for that sneaking lizard, that—”

“ Oh, Josh !” I cried.

“ I'm going to say it, Annie Louise; he's a " Well, there, he

did call Henry some real sassy names, and I knew I ought to be angry,

but I wasn't: I was glad.

“Do you know," said he, “that Henry Gamble is making up to

that rich Mrs. Hunter that lives in Jay Street ‘I She's had two husbands

already, and I reckon he thinks she'll take him for the third. He

stays there all day: he don’t do no work ; he's too lazy."

I began to tremble again, and when Josh spoke his voice was full

and tender.

“ See here, sweety," said he; “ you don't love that idiot any more,

do you ?"

I shook my head, and sobbed.

“ Don't you think you’re going to like me a sight better ?"

I nodded, and stopped crying, for there was something queer in his

tone.

“ Then lets us get married this evening, Annie Louise, lovey, as lon

as you set this time in your mind for it, and the minister coming, an

you shall have a wedding that’ll be a wedding, as sure as my name is

Joshuay Gibson."

“Oh, but, Josh," said I, leaning against him, and starting to cry

zgajq, “he's——he’s—kissed me lots of times, and you wouldn't like

a .

Josh gave a gulp, and then he says,

_ “ Well, I'm going to kiss you now, Annie Louise. I'm going to

kiss you for all the rest of your life, if I have good luck : so that don't

out no ice. And we'll drop that subject for good and all, for ’tain't

healthy. We must go in the house now and tell Aunt Martha, and

you get your things ready, quick."

“Oh, they are ready,” said I. I told him about the travelling

dress and bag, and about the journey we were to have made in to Jersey
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City, and from there to Paterson, and Josh slapped his hand on his knee

and declared that it was all fine.

Then we went back to Aunt Martha, and broke the news to her

gently; at least we meant to, but Josh he just called out,

“Hello, old lady, Annie Louise is going to marry me instead of

that galoot, and we’ve got to hustle now: so give us your blessing,

uick !”
q Aunt Martha couldn’t get it through her head, at first; her agita

tion certainly was great, but she came up to time afterwards, as Josh

said.

He left the house to make his preparations, and, oh, my, how we

flew round! Aunt Martha cried a little, but she hugged me, and she

said,—

“ Annie Louise, I’ve known Josh Gibson since he was a baby, and

I'm glad yon’ve got a man this time.”

I went up—stairs and took off my dress and fixed my hair all over

again. Aunt Martha called out to know what I was doing, and I

said,—

“ I put on my frock before for Henry, and I’m going to dress my

self all over again for Josh.”

I hadn’t hardly got dressed before there was a thundering knock

at the door, and then another, and another. Oh, my! oh, my! how

my heart did jump! If Josh hadn’t sent roast chickens, and hams,

and salad, and a tub of ice—cream, and a keg of beer. And next a

whole army of men trooped in; they belonged to Josh’s singing club;

they had a meeting that night, and they adjourned to see him married.

A perfect crowd of people came up the street and walked in, almost

everybody in the neighborhood, and when I looked out there was a row

sf Chinese lanterns hung on the front piazza that made it as light as

a .
yAnd next Josh arrived, and he did look so handsome: he just

beamed with happiness. He beckoned me into the kitchen and took

out of his pocket two velvet cases with rings in them. They were

both solid gold and weighty, but one had three elegant red stones

in it.

“ Ain’t that a sparkler ?” he said. “That’s your engagement ring,

sweety; you see we've got to do it all up in a bunch, but I’m bound

you shall have all that’s right and proper. You’re the prettiest and

dearest and sweetest girl in the world, Annie Louise, and the trusting

est; and you’ve got the right feller this time, one that’s going to do

his level best to make you happy, if he knows it.”

Then he kissed me once solemnly, and Dr. Macfarren arrived to

tie the nuptial knot. He looked surprised not to see Henry, but Josh

took him aside and explained, and then Dr. Macfarren congratulated

me, and seemed real hearty.

So we were married. There had never been a wedding like it in

town,—such a supper, and such singing, as good as an opera. The club

Bflng “ Sweet Marie,” and “The Watch on the Rhine,” and “Daisy,”

and “ Oh, where, oh, where has my little dog gone?” Josh told ’em to

give us everything, ancient and modern, and I guess they did. We
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made the minister stay to supper, but l1e didn’t look quite easy,

and left right afterwards. Aunt Martha said she thought he had a

toothache.

And we danced—-oh, how we danced! Josh and I were partners

all the time, and the way that cornet played, with the concertina chiming

in! All who c0nldn’t dance beat time with their feet.

It was nearly four o’clock in the morning before every one left, and

Josh and I walked down to take the milk—train for Jersey City. My

blue duck suit was all covered with rice, and an old shoe had knocked

Josh's hat off, so that ’twas a little dusty, but he didn’t mind. Josh

carried our two valises, and my feet felt as light as a feather, they were

so in tune with the dancing, and the day was just dawning over the

salt meadows, all fresh and sweet, and the birds were beginning to

sm .g1 was so happy, without trying to think why, that I could hardly

keep from little bubbles of laughter, and Josh looked at me, and said

I matched the morning.

“But why are we going to Jersey City?” said he, stopping sud

denly, and letting the valises rest on the ground.

“ Why,” said I, “ so we can go and see the Falls, and your—no,

Henry’s married sister, at Paterson.”

“What!” says he, as mad as thunder, and then he burst into a roar

of laughter. “ If that ain’t the best I ever heard l Annie Louise, we

ain’t running on Henry’s plan now. We’ll keep on over the ferry,

sweety, to New York. I’ve a week’s vacation, and lots of money in

my pocket, and my girl shall have a bang-up wedding trip. We’ll go

straight on to a real falls, and that’s Niagary.”

The milk-train was rumbling in before we reached the station, and

we got aboard just in time. But while we still stood on the platform

of the car, and it was moving 01?, two figures came running up, too

late to get on.

It was Henry, and Mrs. Hunter! They stopped short and looked

at us, and Josh he put one arm around my waist, and pointed with his

other hand to Henry,—such a gesture, as if he were the meanest thing

on earth,—and he called him a name, the sassiest I ever heard.

Henry slunk all together, the way he used to when he had a cramp, ‘

and then in a second he was lost to sight. It was the last I ever saw

of Henry, or ever want to.

.Mary Stewart Cutting.

RICHARD WAGNER.

LD deeds, old creeds, for centuries dead, rise out

The grave and swarm beside the storied Rhine:

The thunders of the heaven are girt about

With silver zones of melody divine.

Richard Burton.
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THE TALL OFFICE BUILDING ARTISTICALLY

CONSIDERED.

I.

THE architects of this land and generation are now brought face to

face with something new under the sun,—narnely, that evolution

and integration of social conditions, that special grouping of them, that

results in a demand for the erection of tall ofifice buildings.

It is not my purpose to discuss the social conditions; I accept them

as the fact, and say at once that the design of the tall ofiice building

must be recognized and confronted at the outset as a problem to be

solved,—a vital problem, pressing for a true solution.

Let us state the conditions in the plainest manner. Briefly, they

are-these: offices are necessary for the transaction of business; the

, invention and perfection of the high-speed elevator make vertical

travel, that was once tedious and painful, now easy and comfortable;

development of steel manufactures has shown the way to safe, rigid,

economical constructions rising to a great height; continued growth

of population in the great cities, consequent congestion of centres and

rise in value of ground, stimulate an increase in number of stories;

these, successfully piled one upon another, react on ground values ;—and

so on, by action and reaction, interaction and inter-reaction. Thus has

come about that form of lofty construction called the “modern office

building.” It has come in answer to a call, for in it a new grouping

of social conditions has found a habitation and a name.

Up to this point all in evidence is materialistic, an exhibition of

force, of resolution, of brains in the keen sharp sense of the word. It

is the joint product of the speculator, the engineer, the builder.

Problem : How shall we impart to this sterile pile, this crude, harsh,

brutal agglomeration, this stark, staring exclamation of eternal strife,

the graciousness of those higher forms of sensibility and culture that

rest on the lower and fiercer passions ? How shall we proclaim from

the dizzy height of this strange, weird, modern honsetop the peaceful

evangel of sentiment, of beauty, the cult of a higher life?

This is the problem; and we must seek the solution of it in a

process analogous to its own evolution,—indeed, a continuation of it,

namely, by proceeding step by step from general to special aspects,

from coarser to finer considerations.

It is my belief that it is of the very essence of every problem that

it contains and suggests its own solution. This I believe to be natural

law. Let us examine, then, carefully the elements, let us search out

this contained suggestion, this essence of the problem.

The practical conditions are, broadly speaking, these:

Wanted—-1st, a story below-ground, containing boilers, engines, of

various sorts, etc.,—in short, the plant for power, heating, lighting, etc.

2d; 8 ground-floor, so called, devoted to stores, banks, or other tab

lishments requiring large area, ample spacing, ample light, and great
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freedom of access. 3d, a second story readily accessible by stairways,—

this space usually in large subdivisions, with corresponding liberality

in structural spacing and in expanse of glass and breadth of external

openings. 4th, above this an indefinite number of stories of offices

piled tier upon tier, one tier just like another tier, one otfice just like

all the other otfices,—an ofiice being similar to a cell in a honey-comb,

merely a compartment, nothing more. 5th and last, at the top of this

pile is placed a space or a story that, as related to the life and useful

ness of the structure, is purely physiological in its nature,—namely,

the attic. In this the circulatory system completes itself and makes

its grand turn, ascending and descending. The space is filled with

tanks, pipes, valves, sheaves, and mechanical etcetera that supplement

and complement the force-originating plant hidden below-ground in

the cellar. Finally, or at the beginning rather, there must be on the

ground-floor a main aperture or entrance common to all the occupants

or patrons of the building.

This tabulation is, in the main, characteristic of every tall oflice

building in the country. As to the necessary arrangements for light

courts, these are not germane to the problem, and, as will become soon

evident, I trust‘, need not be considered here. These things, and such

others as the arrangement of elevators, for example, have to do strictly

with the economics of the building, and I assume them to have been

fully considered and disposed of to the satisfaction of purely utilitarian

and pecuniary demands. Only in rare instances does the plan or floor

arrangement of the tall oflice building take on an aesthetic value, and

this usually when the lighting court is external or becomes an internal

feature of great importance.

As I am here seeking not for an individual or special solution, but

for a true normal type, the attention must be confined to those condi

tions that, in the main, are constant in all tall ofiice buildings, and

every mere incidental and accidental variation eliminated from the

consideration, as harmful to the clearness of the main inquiry.

The practical horizontal and vertical division or oifice unit is nat

urally based on a room of comfortable area and height, and the size

of this standard ofiice room as naturally predetermines the standard

structural unit, and, approximately, the size of window-openings. In

turn, these purely arbitrary units of structure form in an equally

natural way the true basis of the artistic development of the exterior.

Of course the structural spacings and openings in the first or mercan

tile story are required to be the largest of all; those in the second or

quasi-mercantile story are of a somewhat similar nature. -The spacings

and openings in the attic are of no importance whatsoever (the win

dows have no actual value), for light may be taken from the top,

and _no recognition of a cellular division is necessary in the structural

spacmg.

Hence it follows inevitably, and in the simplest possible way, that

if we follow our natural instincts without thought of books, rules, pre

cedents, or any such educational impedimenta to a spontaneous and

“sensible” result, we will in the following manner design the exterior

of our tall office building,—to wit:
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Beginning with the first story, we give this a main entrance that

attracts the eye to its location, and tl1e remainder of the story we treat

in a more or less liberal, expansive, sumptuous way,—a way based

exactly on the practical necessities, but expressed with a sentiment of

largeness and freedom. The second story we treat in a similar way,

but usually with milder pretension. Above this, throughout the in

definite number of typical offiee-tiers, we take our cue from the indi

vidual cell, which requires a window with its separating pier, its sill

and lintel, and we, without more ado, make them look all alike because

they are all alike. This brings us to the attic, which, having no

division into ofiiee-cells, and no special requirement for lighting, gives

us the power to show by means of its broad expanse of wall, and its

dominating weight and character, that which is the fact,—namely, that

the series of office-tiers has come definitely to an end.

This may perhaps seem a bald result and a heartless, pessimistic

way of stating it, but even so we certainly have advanced a most

characteristic stage beyond the imagined sinister building of the specu

lator-engineer-builder combination. For the hand of the architect is

now definitely felt in the decisive position at once taken, and the sug

gestion of a thoroughly sound, logical, coherent expression of the con

ditions is becoming apparent.

VVhen I say the hand of the architect, I do not mean necessarily

the accomplished and trained architect. I mean only a man with a

strong natural liking for buildings, and a disposition to shape them in

what seems to his unaffected nature a direct and simple way. He will

probably tread an innocent path from his problem to its solution, and

therein he will show an enviable gift of logic. If he have some gift

for form in detail, some feeling for form purely and simply as form,

some love for that, his result, in addition to its simple straightforward

naturalness and completeness in general statement, will have some

thing of the charm of sentiment.

However, thus far the results are only partial and tentative at

best; relatively true, they are but superficial. \Ve are doubtless right

in our instinct, but we must seek a fuller justification, a finer sanction,

or it.

II.

I assume now that in the study of our problem we have passed

through the various stages of inquiry, as follows: 1st, the social basis

of the demand for tall ofiice buildings; 2d, its literal material satis

faction; 3d, elevation of the question from considerations of literal

planning, construction, and equipment, to the plane of elementary

architecture as a direct outgrowth of sound, sensible building; 4th,

the question again elevated from an elementary architecture to the

beginnings of true architectural expression, through the addition of a

certain quality and quantity of sentiment.

But our building may have all these in a considerable degree

and yet be far from that adequate solution of the problem I am at

tempting to define. We must now heed the imperative voice of emo

tion. .
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It demands of us, What is the chief characteristic of the tall ofiice

building? And at once we answer, it is lofty. This loftiness is to

the artist-nature its thrilling aspect. It is the very open organ-tone in

its appeal. It must be in turn the dominant chord in his expression

of it, the true excitant of his imagination. It must be tall, every

inch of it tall. The force and power of altitude must be in it, the

glory and pride of exaltation must be in it. It must be every inch a

proud and soaring thing, rising in sheer exultation that from bottom

to top it is a unit without a single dissenting line,—that it is the new,

the unexpected, the eloquent peroration of most bald, most sinister,

most forbidding conditions.

The man who designs in this spirit and with this sense of respon

sibility to the generation he lives in must be no coward, no denier, no

bookworm, no dilettante. He must live of his life and for his life in

the fullest, most consummate sense. He must realize at once and with

the grasp of inspiration that the problem of the tall oifice building is

one of the most stupendous, one of the most magnificent opportunities

that the Lord of Nature in His beneficence has ever offered to the

proud spirit of man.

That this has not been perceived—indeed, has been flatly denied—

is an exhibition of human perversity that must give us pause.

III.

One more consideration. Let us now lift this question into the

region of calm, philosophic observation. Let us seek a comprehensive,

a final solution : let the problem indeed dissolve.

Certain critics, and very thoughtful ones, have advanced the theory

that the true prototype of the tall office building is the classical column,

consisting of base, shaft, and capital,—the moulded base of the column

typical of the lower stories of our building, the plain or fluted shaft

suggesting the monotonous uninterrupted series of ofiiice-tiers, and the

capital the completing power and luxuriance of the attic.

Other theorizers, assuming a mystical symbolism as a guide, quote

the many trinities in nature and in art, and the beauty and conclusive

ness of such trinity in unity. They aver the beauty of prime numbers,

the mysticism of the number three, the beauty of all things that are

in three parts,—to wit, the day, subdividing into morning, noon, and

night; the limbs, the thorax, and the head, constituting the body. S0,

they say, should the building be in three parts vertically, substantially

as before, but for diiferent motives.

Others, of purely intellectual temperament, hold that such a de

sign should be in the nature of a logical statement; it should have

a beginning, a middle, and an ending, each clearly defined,—-therefore

again a building, as above, in three parts vertically.

_ Others, seeking their examples and justification in the vegetable

kmgdom, urge that such a design shall above all things be organic.

They quote the suitable flower with its bunch of leaves at the earth,

its long graceful stem, carrying the gorgeous single flower. They

point to the pme~tree,—its massy roots, its lithe, uninterrupted trunk,
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its tuft of green high in the air. Thus, they say, should be the design

of the tall office building: again in three parts vertically.

Others still, more susceptible to the power of a unit than to the

grace of a trinity, say that such a design should be struck out at a

blow, as though by a blacksmith or by mighty Jove, or should be

thought-born, as was Minerva, full-grown. They accept the notion of

a triple division as permissible and welcome, but non-essential. With

them it is a subdivision of their unit: the unit does not come from

the alliance of the three; they accept it without murmur, provided the

subdivision does not disturb the sense of singleness and repose.

All of these critics and theorists agree, however, positively, un

equivorally, in this, that the tall otfice building should not, must not,

be made a field for the display of architectural knowledge in the en

cyclopaedic sense; that too much learning in this instance is fully as

dangerous, as obnoxious, as too little learning; that miscellany is ab

horrent to their sense; that the sixteen-story building must not consist

of sixteen separate, distinct, and unrelated buildings piled one upon

the other until the top of the pile is reached.

To this latter folly I would not refer were it not the fact that nine

out of every ten tall oliice buildings are designed in precisely this way

in effect, not by the ignorant, but by the educated. It would seem,

indeed, as though the “ trained” architect, when facing this problem,

were beset at every story, or, at most, every third or fourth story, by

the hysterical dread lest he be in “ bad form ;” lest he be not bedeck—

ing his building with sutficiency of notation from this, that, or the

other “correct” building in some ot1er land and some other time;

lest he be not copious enough in his display of wares; lest he betray,

in short, a lack of resource. To loosen up the touch of this cramped

and fidgety hand, to allow the nerves to calm, the brain to cool, to re

flect equably, to reason naturally, seems beyond him; he lives, as it

were, in a waking nightmare filled with the dz'sy'ccta mcmbra. of archi

tecture. The spectacle is not inspiriting.

As to the former and serious views held by discerning and thought

ful critics, I shall, with however much of regret, dissent from them

for the purposes of this demonstration, for I regard them as secondary

only, non-essential, and as touching not at all upon the vital spot, upon

the quick of the entire matter, upon the true, the immovable philosophy

of the architectural art.

This view let me now state, for it brings to the solution of the

problem a final, comprehensive formula:

All things in nature have a shape, that is to say, a form, an out

ward semblance, that tells us what they are, that distinguishes them

from ourselves and from each other. _

Unfailingly in nature these shapes express the inner life, the native

quality, of the animal, tree, bird, fish, that they present to_us; they

are so characteristic, so recognizable, that we say, simply, it is “natu

ral” it should be so. Yet the moment we peer beneath this surface

of things, the moment we look through the tranquil reflection of our

selves and the clouds above us, down into the clear, fluent, unfathom

able depths of nature, how startling is the silence of it, how amazmg
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the flow of life, how absorbing the mystery! Unceasingly the essence

of things is taking shape in the matter of things, and this unspeakable

process we call birth and growth. Awhile the spirit and the matter

fade away together, and it is this that we call decadence, death. These

two happenings seem joined and interdependent, blended into one like

a bubble and its iridescence, and they seem borne along upon a slowly

moving air. This air is wonderful past all understanding.

Yet to the steadfast eye of one standing upon the shore of things,

looking chiefly and most lovingly upon that side on which the sun

shines and that we feel joyously to be life, the heart is ever gladdened

by the beauty, the exquisite spontaneity, with which life seeks and

takes on its forms in an accord perfectly responsive to its needs. It

seems ever as though the life and the form were absolutely one and in

separable, so adequate is the sense of fulfilment.

Whether it be the sweeping eagle in his flight, or the open apple

blossom, the, toiling work-horse, the blithe swan, the branching oak,

the winding stream at its base, the drifting clouds, over all the coursing

sun, form ever follows functirm, and this is the law. \Vhere function

does not change, form does not change. _The granite rocks, the ever

brooding hills, remain for ages; the ligl1tning lives, comes into shape,

and dies, in a twinkling.

It is the pervading law of all things organic and inorganic, of all

things physical and metaphysical, of all things human and all things

superhuman, of all true manifestations of the head, of the heart, of

the soul, that the life is recognizable in its expression, that form ever

follows function. This is the law.

Shall we, then, daily violate this law in our art‘? Are we so de

cadent, so imbecile, so utterly weak of eyesight, that we cannot per

ceive this truth so simple, so very simple? Is it indeed a truth so

transparent that we see through it but do not see it? Is it really,

then, a very marvellous thing, or is it rather so commonplace, so every

day, so near a thing to us, that we cannot perceive that the shape, form.

outward expression, design, or whatever we may choose, of the tall

oifice building should in the very nature of things follow the functions

of the building, and that where the function does not change, the form

is not to change?

Does not this readily, clearly, and conclusively show that the lower

one or two stories will take on a special character suited to the special

needs, that the tiers of typical ofices, having the same unchanging

function, shall continue in the same unchanging form, and that as to

the attic, specific and conclusive as it is in its very nature, its function

shall equally be so in force, in significance, in continuity, in conclusive

ness of outward expression? From this results, naturally, spontane

ously, unwittingly, a three-part division,—-not from any theory, symbol,

or fancied logic. -

And thus the design of the tall oflice building takes its place with

all other architectural types made when architecture, as has happened

once in many years, was a living art. Witness the Greek temple, the

Gothic cathedral, the mediaeval fortress.

And thus, when native instinct and sensibility shall govern the
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exercise of our beloved art; when the known law, the respected law,

shall be that form ever follows function; when our architects shall

cease strutting and prattling handcuffed and vainglorious in the asylum

of a foreign school ; when it is truly felt, cheerfully accepted, that this

law opens up the airy sunshine of green fields, and gives to us a free

dom that the very beauty and sumptuousness of the outworking of

the law itself as exhibited in nature will deter any sane, any sensitive

man from changing into license; when it becomes evident that we

are merely speaking a foreign language with a noticeable Amerimn

accent, whereas each and every architect in the land might, under

the benign influence of this law, express in the simplest, most modest,

most natural way that which it is in him to say: that he might really

and would surely develop his own characteristic individuality, and

that the architectural art with him would certainly become a living

form of speech, a natural form of utterance, giving surcease to him

and adding treasures small and great to the growing art of his land;

when we know and feel that Nature is our friend, not our implaca

ble enemy,—that an afternoon in the country, an hour by the sea, a

full open view of one single day, through dawn, high noon, and

twilight, will suggest to us so much that is rhythmical, deep, and eter

nal in the vast art of architecture, something so deep, so true, that all

the narrow formalities, hard-and-fast rules, and strangling bonds of

the schools cannot stifle it in us,-—-then it may be proclaimed that we

are on the high-road to a natural and satisfying art, an architecture

that will soon become a fine art in the true, the best sense of the word,

an art that will live because it will be of the people, for the people,

a d b th 1 .11 Y B PQOP 9 Louis H. Sullivan.

THE EVOLUTION OF THE WEDDING-CAKE.

WHEN in ancient and imperial Rome a maiden was wedded ac

cording to c0nfar1-eatio, she always carried three cars of wheat

in her hand, while over her head was broken a simple cake of far and

mola salsa as a presage of plenty and an ample abundance of the good

things of life.

In this primitive custom we see the germ from which grew the

elaborate plum loaves and daintily beribboned boxes of luscious rich

ness that form so conspicuous a feature of our marriage-feasts to-day.

The bridal wreath of an Early English bride was likewise fashioned

of bearded (and sometimes gilded) wheaten spikes, while, on her re

turn from church, corn and other cereals were showered upon her and

then carefully gathered up and consumed by the wedding guests. In

this, also, we recognize a rude ancestor of a modern fashion, that of

sending a newly married pair off in a small blizzard of hard, snowy

rice.

In the course of time, however, the golden grain was ground and
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made into large, thin, dry biscuits, which were gayly shattered above

the blushing maid’s flowing locks and then distributed among the by

standers. To this day, too, in some portions of Highland Scotland it

is still customary for the best man and the first bridesmaid to break an

oatmeal cake over a young wife as she crosses the threshold of the first

house entered after the marriage ceremony. This bannock is then

partaken of by all the assembled friends and washed down with the

Scotch whiskey in which they drink the health of the bride and bride

groom and of their respective clans.

It is said that the old-fashioned biscuit, or cracker, was seen at

wedding breakfasts in England as late as the eighteenth century; but,

if this be so, it had long been cast in the shade among modish folks by

little rectangular buns of flour, sugar, eggs, milk, spice, and currants.

For these sweet nuptial buns were in vogue when “ good Queen Bess”

adorned the throne; at grand banquets hundreds of them were eaten

with mirth and zest, and more flung to the poor people collected with

out to beg for “ bell-money” and “ largess,” crumbled to bits, squeezed

through the bridal ring, poured upon the bridal crown, or wrried away

in order to induce pleasant dreams at night.

John Evelyn, writing of his youthful days, says, “ When I wasa

little boy, I have seen, according to the custom then, the bride and

bridegroom kiss over the bride-cakes at the table. It was at the latter

end of dinner, and the cakes were laid upon one another, like the

picture of the shew-bread in the old Bibles.”

WVhen, therefore, blocks of cake, enriched with almond paste and

covered with comfits, came to be stacked in a pyramid, the step was an

easy one to a single, solid mass. This, however, did not come to pass

until after the Commonwealth had waxed and waned, and when the

pastry-cooks of the Restoration were called upon to cater for the re

instated exiles who during their years of banishment had acquired a

taste for French cookery.

Many a dainty change did these seventeenth-century chefs make in

the hitherto coarse, hearty English fare, besides introducing numerous

sweetmeats and confections,—one particularly, sucre brztlé, becoming

extremely popular under the corrupted name of barley sugar. It was

they, too, who put the finishing touch to the pile of wedding buns by

icing it with a crust of hard white sugar and decorating it with devices

and “subtleties” figurative of the joys of matrimony.

Still, it was a simple matter to sever this crust over the bridal

wreath, though one might imagine that the tumbling of sticky squares

of fruit and sweetness amidst her festal finery would have been any

thing but agreeable to the bride. But so important was the ceremony

considered that, long after solid loaves became universal, parents fre

quently ordered two for the marriage feast,—oue to be broken above

the g1rl’s head and distributed to the guests, the other to adorn the

table. Even now in certain northern counties of England it is pos

s1ble occasionally to see a wedding among the yeomanry where a

costly Chester cake is ruthlessly knocked about and wrenched to frag

mentff; 5° devoted is Great Britain’s rural population to superstitious

practices and hoydenish social ways.
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It is in the famous plum loaves of Chester that we reach the top pin

nacle of wedding-cake glory. Those marvellous confections are justly

celebrated, and have been for more than a hundred years, while there

is scarce a. portion of the civilized world to which they are not sent,

carefully packed in air-tight, tin-lined cases, West Indian, Australian,

and, of course, American brides delighting to have them, as well as

those wedded within the queen’s domain.

“ The Historic Bride-Cake Makers of the Royal Family”—that is

what George Augustus Sala styled Mr. B and his sons. Indeed,

royalty has, from generation to generation, been pleased to crown its

nuptial banquets with their three-tiered loaves, five feet high, which

often have to be built up on the board by men especially delegated for

the purpose. It is not only in the excellence of their recipe that these

skilled confectioners excel, but also in the clever way they have of

studying the tastes of the bride and groom (whenever it is possible)

and giving a touch of individuality to the ornamentations.

Thus, the cake prepared for the Duke and Duchess of York in

1893 was lavishly garnished with May blossoms and the white rose of

York, among which were deftly intermingled a thistle, a shamrock,

and a leek. In has-relief likewise appeared the bridegroom’s ships the

Thrush and Melampus, as well as a profusion of ocean emblems, dol

phins, sea-weed, and Cupids reposing in shells, all modelled in the

finest white sugar. It was a triumph of confectionary art, as was also

that designed for the duke’s father and mother thirty years before.

That was surmounted by a temple embedded in orange-blossoms and

silver leaves, while above was poised the tiny god of Love holding the

three feathers of the Prince of \Vales. If desired, the characteristics

of private parties are worked out in the same manner.

There are changes of fashion in wedding-cake ornamentation, as in

everything else, and new designs are being constantly devised. Of

late, natural flowers, such as orange-blossoms, lilies of the valley, and

Bride roses, have been much in vogue; but in order to keep them fresh

it is necessary to have narrow white porcelain cups, filled with water,

sunk amid the more substantial decorations.

We have grown far too refined for breaking cakes and scrambling

for the fragments, but the sentiment still lives in the dainty satin-tied

boxes, containing portions of the bridal loaf, which are distributed

among friends and acquaintances far and near. Twenty-five years ago,

these had slices of a white almond-flavored cake as well as the black,

but now the plum alone is used.

At Chester these boxes are frequently sent out direct from the great

firm to those for whom they are intended, and are much larger than

those presented in this country. A Chester box holds fully half a

pound, and is fancifully done up with a favor and a sprig of orange

blossom. Nothing, however, could be more attractive than some of

the little silken and satin cases prepared by our American caterers,

with a graceful silver monogram on top.

The wedding~cake of to-day is a model of modern luxury, and no

marriage festivity is considered complete without the rich, spicy plum

loaf, elaborately decorated, which, during the progress of the ages, has
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been evolved from the three ears of wheat borne by a confarreatio

bride and the plain little cake of far and mola salsa that figured at the

weddings of ancient Rome.

Agnes Carr Sage.

ABOUT WIDO WS.

T often strikes an observer that while Americans are by all odds

the best husbands in the world, universally conceded to be more

generous, more considerate, more attentive to their wives than the men

of any other nation, they do not provide for the “ relict” with the care

and forethought that characterize Europeans. It does not do to take

any chances in Europe, and carelessness or neglect to look to the future

of a wife in the event of death does not result, as in this country it

may possibly do, in her being comfortably supported somehow, some

where; it means the poor-house, or the Serpentine, or worse,—certain

degradation and starvation in some form,—at best the miseries of gen

teel pauperism. The result is that when a European marries he makes

settlements; he buys a home ; he lays by, if he is in business, a rainy

day fgnd ; he keeps his weather eye open; he remembers that he is

morta .

Not so the American, as a rule. He is a man of big projects, of

optimistic temperament, of generous ideas, and of improvident views.

He feels that Smith may die any day, but that he is “good for fifty

years.” He is not surprised in the least to hear that Brown has failed,

but he is confident that he will make (and leave) a million or more.

He hears that Jones has made unfortunate investments and been

“bitten” in Consolidated Midland, but it does not occur to him that

his own hundred thousand in some other stock is by no means secure.

The general hopefulness of a big, young, successful nation affects him

powerfully without his being aware of it, and he feels that prosperity

will always be his portion. If lie is rich, he denies his wife nothing.

He will give her anything she wants or fancies, spend a fortune on her

and never feel the shoe pinch, send her to Europe every year, give her

all the diamonds she covets, allow her to entertain extravagantly, do

anything for her except provide clearly, definitely, for her future in

the event of his own death. If he thinks of such a possibility at all

it is generally in a large, loose, incredulous fashion. “Oh, I’ll pull

through. I’ll keep a stitf upper lip. Doctors don’t know everything.

Or if I don’t, Lucy will be all right. She can go and live with Tom

or Jenny, or get a little home somewhere.”

' Many a man dismisses uncomfortable doubts and warnings with

Just such superficial treatment, and then goes to a supper at Delmon—

1oo’s, or the theatre, or ‘Vail Street, and forgets all about them. And

then what happens is this. One picks up the morning paper and reads,

“Suddenly, at his residence, 559 Hightower Street, of heart disease,

Walter Thompson, aged 69. The friends of the family are invited to

be present at the funeral, which will take place at 3 0’clock P.M.”
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Then, in a great many cases, chaos comes for poor Lucy. Very often

she finds that her Walter has left no will. Or she finds his affairs all

in confusion. Or she discovers that, after having lived for twenty

years in Hightower Street like a rich woman, she has nothing what

ever,—no home, and no money.

When this amazing and distressing fact is made perfectly plain to

her, she sells her furniture and goes to live with Tom, or perhaps to

board. If Tom is a good son, he receives her with a decent show of

cordiality and kindness, while he wonders what his wife Maria will

say and do. She generally says and does a good deal, and does not

in the least resemble that model for all daughters-in-law, Ruth the

Moabitess. Indeed, she makes it painfully clear that she would be

only too thankful to be left alone with her husband, and that she

would gladly allow and arrange for this Naomi to lodge almost any

where rather than in her son’s home. Feeling herself uninvited, un

loved, not wanted, finding that her room is needed for Maria’s friends,

her orders to the servants disregarded utterly, her son alienated, or

allowed to be with her only under protest and strict surveillance, her

friends regarded as bores, her wishes as preposterous demands, poor

Lucy Naomi revolts some day, packs her trunks, and goes to Jenny,

as she has often thought of doing all along. She now exchanges the

active hostility of Maria for the cold civilities and scant courtesies of

Jenny’s husband, perhaps; and so the slow years go by, and bring her

to an unloved, untended, lonely old age, without peace or dignity,

comfort or independence. And all because her husband was too selfish

or too t-houghtless to provide against such possibilities.

As a last resort, she often goes to board. Who has not seen her,

“lone and lorn” and often as “contrary” as Mrs. Gummidge, sitting

solitary at the strange board, or lying ill in the cheerless second story

front, or lingering in the shabby parlor down-stairs for a little human

interest, cheer, and fellowship? Sometimes Tom has borrowed and

spent all that she had, and then allowed Maria to cast her off. Some

times Jenny, being poor, has virtually fleeced her mother, that her

husband and children may have certain luxuries and advantages, nor

troubled herself to be kind or grateful in return.

Sometimes a bare pittance has been left poor Mrs. Thompson.

Society points a moral and adorns a tale with her case, and wonders

what on earth the defunct Walter did with all his money. The only

wonderful thing is that Walter, or any man with good sense and good

feeling, should die and leave his wife to such a fate, when a little love,

thought, care, and business ability might have kept her surrounded

and shielded, as in his lifetime, by honorable and agreeable conditions,

]—her own hearth, servants, and income, however modest the scale of

wing.

Many things contribute to bring about such a result in the case of

ill-matched, semi-detached couples. Where there is no real confidence

and sympathy between the husband and wife, the real state of a man’s

affairs, or health, even, is not suspected by the person most inter

ested. But there are many good wives, gentle, trustfnl, ignorant, who

fare no better as Widows because their proper protectors have left them
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to discover for themselves that there are ungrateful, unloving, selfish

children, adventurers, tyrants, bullies, and cheats, in this sad world of

ours, and that such a bird is as sure to get into hot water and be

plucked of every feather as the sun to shine on the unjust, unless her

husband has had the wit or the forethought to put her in a position

which will insure for her respect, comfort, and independence.

A certain very brilliant legal light, whose experience of human

nature and knowledge of the world had made him thoroughly aware

of this fact, said with a chuckle of satisfaction to a friend, “I have

been setting my house in order. I have been feeling rather queer

lately, and I don't mean to leave my simple-hearted little wife to the

tender mercies of anybody. She would give her last cent to her

children. She thinks every man she meets is fit to be a bank presi

dent. She doesn’t know a thing about business. Well, I have left her

a million, but in such a way that nobody can rob or swindle or impose

upon her when I am gone. I defy the whole human family to do it.

She isn’t a clever woman, but she is the best and sweetest in this world,

and has made me as good a wife as any man ever bad. And the least

I can do for her in return is to see that she remains as happy as she

has made me, so far as money can make her so. It took me a month

to think the thing out, but my will is a jewel. You see, all our

children are as clever and as self-willed as ”

“Their father,” put in the judge's friend.

“ Exactly. And if I were sure that they would love her as I do,

I should not have gone to the trouble of devising ways and means to

tie up my estate as I have done; but I am not,—not at all so. And

if I were sure of them, I couldn't possibly be sure of the men and

women they will marry. So I have arranged things in such a way

that they will all be on their knees to her, and I mean that she shall

confer, not ask, favors for the remainder of her life.”

He was as good as his word, and it is a pity that his will is not the

received legal model for all such documents. Judge Coke's widow is

the envy of every other in her own community. Many, unremitting,

and brilliant have been the efforts and plans of a number of people to

get and spend that million. But the judge was more than a match

for them all. His gentle, yielding wife still lives in her own beautiful

home, to which she was taken as a bride, surrounded by the friends,

the associations, the possessions, of a lifetime. Her children rise up

and call her blessed, for she is always giving them good gifts, and

always lamenting that she can’t lift this mortgage, invest in that

scheme, do fifty things, because of “ dear papa’s will, you know, dear.”

E-ances Courtenay Baylor.

ALAS !

HE blind god is but snow-blind, after all,

And gets his sight when Love’s black night doth fall.

Carrie Blake Morgan.
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A LABOR LEADER.

ES, ’twas me that bossed the strike at Boltonville, and it wouldn't

have happened but for Mary Jane.

I was dumfounded when Mary Jane died. You could have

knocked me down with a feather: she hadn’t give me no quit-notice.

’Twas the fust onrespect-ful thing she’d done sence we was married.

You see, it all depends on how much you know about governin’ a

woman whether marriage is a failure. You must commence as you

are a-goin’ to hold out; and, I must say, she done me proud.

I’d been ’prenticed to an iron foundry when I was young, and had

learned it pretty well, but though I had worked off and on as much

as I could, still I found that any regularity and confinement to work

hours didn’t agree with my constitution. The Suyders is all that way,

and I take arter them more than the rest of kin, so I believed in

lookin’ out fer a rainy day and bein’ judicious.

It’s all wrong to have a wife and kids dependin’ on one poor

laborin’-man fer support, with nothin’ to fall back on if Providence

kicks on him. So in thinkin’ about marryin’ I looks round ’mongst

the women-folks, makin’ out that I didn’t keer fer none of ’em in

partic’lar. I knowed very well that women is only too glad to git a

husband, and all their offish ways and airs is only a bait to ketch us.

I didn’t keer much ’bout beauty, but I picked out Mary Jane on

account of her raisin’. Her mother was one of the best workers in

town, and her pa hadn’t had to do a stroke of work fer years: so Mary

Jane hadn’t no nonsense in her head and was used to bein’ self-sup

portin’. ,

She warn’t troubled with edication, and didn’t think much; she

was used to takin’ her thinkin’ ready-made, which was all right if I

did the thinkin’, and I was always ready to do it, and to answer any

question, if I wasn’t drunk, and she could always wait fer that.

So I married Mary Jane. I told her how weakly I was the fust

thing, that I couldn't stand confinement in shops, nor long hours, nor

too much exercise; all the Snyders had been that way. Uncle Job’s

fust wife's cousin had died of small-pox, and his wife died of gallopin’

consum tion and cancer.

I to d her workin’men hadn’t no rights nowadays; I never got no

job that suited me; the men I worked fer never treated me right;

they hadn’t paid me what I was wuth, and they all had a spite ag’in’

me. Mary Jane was a sensible woman, and seed how it was from the

fust; besides, she was a fust-class washer. She kept up her washin’

right straight along when she found I was weakly.

She warn’t no financier. Women isn’t. ’Tain’t a good plan to

trust them with money: so I took the money and spent it. Mary

Jane hadn’t no reason to complain: I always spent the money just like

I had earned it.

Well, jestas we was gittin’ on in the world Mary Jane up and
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died. I never did see how she come to do it without gittin’ my

opinion on it, and I ort to bear her a grudge fer doin’ it and leavin’

me with the children to pervide fer.

It is a hard world fer a poor man with six motherless children to

look arter, and none of ’em big enough to help him, and some years

before they would be old enough to work.

So I put them in an orphan asylum, and things got wuss and wuss

with me. The widder Jenkins warned me out of her house; but I

didn’t mind till O’Riley at the free-lunch counter told me he’d h’ist me

if I come thar ag’in. I warn’t afraid of O’Riley, but I felt delicate

about goin’ arter sech talk as that.

I used to set on the pork-barrel in front of Davis’s store and study

the situation, but the long and short of it was that I should have to do

somethin’, and it looked mighty like my brain wouldn’t keep me from

work.

Well, times got harder and harder, and thar warn’t no help fer it,

so I made up my mind that I would go to Boltonville to the iron

works. I struck ’em fer a job, and got it, fer they was short 0’ hands.

The head of the firm I jest took a dislike to at once. I had

knowed him when he was a boy. Bolton was middle-aged, and had

sharp gray eyes that seemed to look straight through a feller. He had

jest cut down wages. I found he had been payin’ pretty fair prices,

but the bizness was a—gittin’ dull, he’d lost some big contracts, and the

long and short of it was he’d announced that the scale of wages would

have to be lowered in order to run the mills without losin’ money.

Thar was consider’ble growlin’, and things was kinder ticklish, I

could see. The hull concern, overseers and all, seemed sorter nppish

in thar ways and hard to git along with, and it didn’t take me long to

see that somethin’ would have to be done, and that I would have it

to do: so I studied the men and the situation, and laid my plans

accordin’. I had j’ined the Labor Union, and stood in with some of

the leaders.

Bimeby some of the boys asked me over to one of the meetin’s,

and, as I had always been thought great at public speakin’, I felt tol’

able calm and c’lected when they asked me to speak to the boys. Thar

was a big sprinklin’ of furriners, mostly Hungarians. They didn’t

none of ’em seem to like water, inside or out, but I seed they was a

sklietgish gang that you could make do anything you wanted if they got

r1 .

Sneezosky seemed to be their leader, and I had made it my biz

ness to git the inside track with him. He was a big man, with the

dirtiest face and the biggest voice I ever knowed. I selected him fer

his voice,_ fer I knowed he could outhowl anything in town, and a

strong voice goes a long way towards formin’ public opinion. If I

rtzonlld furmsh idees, he’d keep ’em a-bilin’ afore the public: so I stuck

0 lim

But thar was another man, Dick Halsted, the only man thar I was

afeared of, fer a right smart lot of the fellers looked to him fer idees.

He was for a-toadyin’ to capital; a-tellin’ about our duties to em

ployers, bout steady, honest work, and savin’ every cent and puttin’ it
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in the bank, and readin'-rooms ’stead of saloons, workmen’s libraries,

loan association building, and all sech truck.

He was ’g’inst labor an’ fer capital, ’g’inst workin’men’s rights: so

at the fust meetin’ I gits up and I says, “Feller-citizens and feller

laborers, it does me proud to see you here to-night, all in the int’rust

of united labor. It’s a great thing, boys, this all haogin’ together;

‘e plu-ribus unum,’ which means, ‘united we stand, divided we fall.’

If I’m proud of anything in this world, it’s this hard hand ”

“Show us your paw,” called a voice from some corner.

I held out my hands; they was black enough to suit, so I went

on: “ I tell you, it does me proud to think that labor is a-h’istin’ her

self, and we are all hustlin’ fer the top rail. The time’s a-comin’ when

we can say to these money-hag fellers, ‘You give us the prices fer work

we ask, or you’ve got to drop your bizness ; we ain’t a-goin’ to ’low any

bizness that ain’t run ’cordin’ to our idees ; the day is a-comin’ when

we’re a-goin’ to have our own.’ ” The boys cheered a little, and I

kuowed I had struck water, so to speak.

“Yes, boys, the day is a-comin’ when we’ll have money, and fine

houses, and bosses and kerridges, and hold up our hands with the best

of ’em.” The applause was consider’ble, so I went on. “ We are as

good and better than the men we works fer, and our wives and childeru

is as good as theirn. We'ain’t had no college ediz;ation,we’ain’t stuffed

our heads with no cast-off trumpery languages, nor a-studyin’ to cheat

poor laborin’-men out of their rights”.

Thar was a sorter growl down in the fnrriners’ corner. “No, my

feller-laborers, we 'ain’t edicated ourselves plum foolish, and to fool

others ”

A voice—-Halsted’s—says, impidently, “You ’ain’t no need to

edicate yourself that way.”

That was beneath my notice, so I proceeded, a-fcelin’ my way. “I

can tell you, boys, all ’bout this man Bolton. He went to the same

school with me. He was a poor boy, with nothin’ to brag of. I was

jest as good as he, but he didn’t like to work with his hands, so he

made up his mind to git his money out of the honest sweat of the poor

laborin’-man; so he crammed his head with learuin’, and now look at

him: he is a-doin’ nothin’ but a-settin’ in his otfice, a-planuin’ how to

git the dollars out of us. Now, here Bolton says we kin look at the

books and see that the past year he’s been a-losin’ money; but, my

feller-laborers, it’s easy to fix them books so as to fool us. Don’t you

h’lieve any sech stuff. The Union we b’long to has fixed the scale of

prices fer our work, and Bolton ain’t a-payin’ us ’cordin’ to it. That’s

what we must hang to.”

The cheeriu’ comes in lively on this, but I noticed Halsted and his

crowd sorter groaned. '

“Jest look at me and Bolton : I’m poor, B0lton’s rich. I haveto

earn my bread by the sweat of my brow; Bolton sets up in a fine

ofiioe and writes all day. I have to work in the mills; Bolton goes to

Europe. I jest keep the wolf from the door; Bolton has fine dinners

and wines. I walk; he rides. My poor old woman died in poverty;

his wife has her diamonds. My little childeru is in an orphanage”-—

VOL. LVII.—27
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I stopped and wiped my eyes—“ his childern has everything they

wants.”

“Stufl' and nonsense!” called out Halsted, and his fellers tried to

catcall me, but they was downed by my crowd, the furriners, led by

Sneezosky.

It sorter inspirated me. “Yes, I haven’t bread to give my poor

childern.” (Thar ain’t nothin’ like orphans to stir up folks with.)

I wiped my eyes with my sleeve; my boys come down handsome

with their heels, but Halsted called out, “ Don’t leak, Snyder: ’twould

be wastin’ poor whiskey.”

I made up my mind that I waru’t a-goin’ to have no monkeyin’

from Halsted and his gang, so I spreads out my arms and clinches my

fist, and says,

“I lays it afore my friends. The Constitution gives every man a

right to doas he pleases and to speak his mind. Are you a-goin’ to see

that I have a fair show ?”

“H’ist ’em out!” says Sneezosky. “Down with Bolton’s spies!”

They started like they was a-goin’ to wipe up the earth with Halsted’s

boys, but somehow they stopped in front of their fists and done con~

sider’ble jabberin’ instead. The men in the hall was a-gittin’ oneasy,

and I seed that right now was my time.

“ Who'll jine me in a fight ’g’inst capital? Who’ll speak a word

fer the poor laborin’-man, the bone and sinew of the world ? \Vho’ll

strike fer the old scale prices? Who’ll rise to put down oppression ?”

I was jest a-shoutin’ myself hoarse, and finally yelled, “Down with

the tyrants!”

Sneezosky come to my relief, and howled, “A strike!” The boys

took it up, and yelled ’emselves hoarse. “A strike for our rights l”

Halsted sprang onter a table. “Men, are ye crazy, to be led by

sech talk? \Ve’ve nothin’ to complain of. \Ve’re treated fair and

square. If we does our duty, Bolton does his. He ain’t a-payin’ us

as much as the Union orders, but if we strike we don’t get nothin’, we

lose our job, and our families starve.”

“ A strike! A strike!” yelled the crowd, catchin’ a breath. They

howled and howled, and I hadn’t miscalculated on Sneezosky’s voice

none too much: he drowned out everything. The men that was onde

cided j’ined our side, and we carried the day and ordered the strike.

It turned out that Bolton was a tough customer. When the com

mittee went to his oifice and stated what our minds were sot on, he

says, short and sharp, “ Men, I have just this to say: I am thejudge

of how to run my own business. If you don’t want to work for

these prices, you have a right to quit, and I have a right to hire men

m your places, which I shall do. Good-day.”

After we’d had a council, we decided the mills shouldn’t work.

\Ve had some trouble with Halsted, and did a heap of reasonin’, but we

had ’em II] a tight place : I-Ialsted and his crowd belonged to the Union,

and of course had to quit with us, whether they wanted to or not.

Bolton was as good as his word, and got in a new gang Of

workers, and the mills was a-workin’ full time.
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Sneezosky had sorter follered me till now, but he b’iled up sech a

head of steam that he got plum _crazy, and he talked to the men in

broke-up Enghsh and his own lmgo, and the whole of it was to the

effect that we orter stop them new men Bolton had hired from workm’.

They was a-wrongin’ us. ‘We had a right to Boltop’s money, his

house, and everythmg we could lay Jaws to. \Ve warn t a-gom to be

bothered by laws norhnotlnn’: we gust march on the works. That

was what he kept a- owlin’ fer. neezosky had got beyond me—

Which, as I had trained him, wasn’t respectful. ’

We’d spread the news of the strike for and near, and thar was

squads of men j’inin’ us from all over the country, so we was a-gittin’

stronger every day. _Everythmg was lovely, and drmks was plenty.

Thar had been cons1der’ble sympathy strikes on our account, and I

knowed the eyes of the world was upon us.

I had been a-tellin’ the boys this one day at the Union Hall, when

into the midst of us bust in Sneezosky and his gang, headed by a red

flag. They was a onery-lookin’ set a-carryin’ brickbats shovels

stones, old iron kettles, shot-guns, pistols, clubs, and yellin’ ’like mad:

“ On to the works! Open Bolton’s safe! Git his money and divide!”

and sech-like.

The idee jest took us all; now was the time to rise ’g’inst tyranny

and show Bolton what he had to deal with. Up went the how], “On

to the works! On to the works 1” and off they went. I started too,

but I changed my mind and struck out for Halsted’s- to see what he

was a~doin’.

Ha1sted’s was a little house he’d built fer his ma, who kept house

fer him he bein’ a widderer with a year-old brat. He’d pretty near

paid fer’ it, and folks said he took mighty good keer of the old lady,

and they were sot on each other.

The door was part-way open, and I walked in and took a look

round. The old woman, a meek, quiet sort of bpdy, sot still’ at the

fur eerl1)dtofhth§_:-loop]. Size heltd the baby, a-lagfinsand 2-coointhln ha

arms u s e 1 n seem ono1ce1 very muc . ome ow ong

‘s‘h‘eVp:7as a-pDraylin)”,, tier sll(1:(;d hlook ’sv;]ay1oti‘i,K a(pd !3hG(l1] dtown at ah; baby:i

the bi; S<:losle:r. . “ I-Ia:’s gong; she seaid),oaiid i-i)1l!i1l1ledaawnzi;.au ugge

I went out and started in to find the crowd ag’in. Well, they

purely was a sight to see. We had the pick of;(1(l1 the tough ftiralsh

rom all the towns around and they’d got wor up er a gzt.

Down the streets we went, ,a-whoopin’ and a-howlin’ and a—breakin’

and smashin’ winders.

The rlice was a-comin’ on behind us, a—wavin’ thar clubs and' ’ pe ' " h f IV filled

a-urgm us to be quiet. I never ag 1n expect to see sec nn. _e

up the streets. Some of us walked, some run, some hmped, SOlIl6Jl.1D]I)€d

1n the air and screamed, but with us all 1t was, “On to the works!

On to the works! Pull down the mills! Drivpre the men out ll’ It

On our way we made everybody jine us. e was a-pantin to gr

insideh_Boltpn’s I(I;illS,figIVG hhirn a'lll<nock-down, mash his men, break

open 1ssae an set re to isml s.

I wasn’t ’in front of the crowd, as I wasn’t strong, and the men
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was a-relyin’ on me to direct ’em. I felt obleeged to be keerful, so I

wasn’t fur from the eend of the percession. I’ll never fergit the sight

of that crowd. Thar was thousands of ’em,—a black, swayin’,

bubblin’-over sea of faces, a-hollerin’ and clawin’ the air like hungry

wolves, and foamin’ at the month. On from one street to t’other one

we rushed. Nobody dared to stop us. Everything got out of our

way. The streets was left to us, and on we went to Bolton’s works.

The yard enclosin’ the huildin’s was a square, and had a wall

a good twenty foot high, so the works was somethin’ like a fort, but we

was quite sure that none of the mill men was armed, and we knew our

boys could knock in the walls easy. As we come up the street, we

was jest a-pantin’ and a-prancin’. Sneezosky was a-wavin’ his red

flag, and they was a-shontin’, “ Burn the works! Kill the men ! Blow

up Bolton !”

I looks up to the works, and somehow I wished I wasn’t in it.

Ag’inst our army they warn’t no show fer ’em, and we was a-surgin’

towards ’em. Soon we’d tear ’em to pieces. Still, nothin’ we could

see was a-goin’ on, and we was where we could ’most see the little

man-holes, or turrets on the walls where the yardmen kept watch.

“Down with ’em! Kill the rats! Kill the tyrant! Burn ’eml

On, boys!” Sneezosky give a frantic wave of his flag, and them as

had guns was a-firin’ at the walls. Fer a while thar warn’t no sound

from inside, not a sign of anything, and it give me a kind of cur’us

feelin’, not knowin’ what was a-comin’ next.

All to wunst the big gates swings open, and fer a second the crowd

fell back. I climbed up in a do0I'—Way of a house and looked over the

heads of the crowd. Fillin’ up the gate-way stood a long gray line, a

line that didn’t move nor waver, and the sun a-strikin’ of it flashed

out sparkles of steel all along. The Boltonville Rifles. I ’spected

the crowd would break and run. No; thar was a growl went up, and

then a great angry cry, as old Simpkins, the mayor, stepped forward

to read the Riot Act. “ Stone the rats! Kill ’em !” .

Halsted, down in front of the crowd, jumps up on a barrel and

yells out, “Boys, are ye mad? Are ye crazy, to break law and lose

your own lives ?” The crowd broke out in a great roar like a mad bull,

and swept forrard, a-throwin’ itself on the soldiers like a great wave.

The air was black with stones, clubs, and everything that could

knock down. I could see the flyin’ things a-landin’ in the midst of

the soldiers, a-knockin’ some of ’em down, and a-hurtin’ others.

“ Don't be afeard ! The cowards won’t shoot! They dassn’t !” An

other awful yell from the crowd, and the second time ag’in’ the Rifles

they rushes.

From where I was perched I could see the captain of the Rifles.

I reckon his left arm was broke by a stone or somethin’, fer it hung

helpless-like, but with his right he waved his sword over his head,

and up through the screeching mob I heard “ Fire !”

Somehow 0’ nights I see and hear the mixed-up sights and sounds

of a long line of fire and smoke, of crackin’ musketry, cries fer

mercy, and awful cusses, of groans and screeches, and yells of pain

and rage. The crowd fell back in an instant; they had reckoned on



A LABOR LEADER. 42]

blank cartridges. Then up ag’in howls Sneezosky, “ At ’em, the gray

devils!” Them Hungarians loves fights. The crowd gives another

pull forrard, and I think the Rifles is bound to be done fer, when jest

then I sees somethin’ round and glitterin’ pulled forrard through the

gray line.

“The Gatlin’ gun! The Gatlin’ gun! They'll shell the street!

Run! Run! Run fer life!” These was some of the howls, and

the skeered and panic-struck crowd come a-rarin’ and a-tearin’ back

on itself. The critturs was a-throttlin’ and a-tearin’ one another,

a-wrigglin’, a-twistin’, clubbin’, tramplin’, and grindin’ down heaps

of thar own gang They was like wolves let loose on themselves, as

they come tearin’ backwards. I stove in the door ag’in’ which I

was a-leanin’, run into the empty house, and hid in the cellar. I hadn’t

no constitution to meet that crowd. The Snyders was always weakly.

About dark I crawled out, and, thinkin’ the perlice might ’a’ come

forrard by this time, I crept round the back alley and outer a parallel

street. The place looked sorter deserted, but, lookin’ ahead, I sees a

light at Ha1sted’s and a group of folks around the door. Thinkin’ I

could hear how things was a-goin’ on, I goes forrard and stops. They

didn't notice me, but I heerd one of ’em say, “So fur he's the only

one killed; there’s heaps wounded, though.”

I wanted to hear more about it, and went on up to the door. The

boys didn’t take any notice of me, and I went in. The door of the

little front room was wide open, but I stopped short. Thar was a lot

of men and women huddled close and once in a while whisperin’ to

each other, but still nobody paid any ’tention to me.

I peeps over the shoulders of one of the men, and thar, stretched

out on the floor, his head restin’ in Mrs. Halsted’s lap, lay Dick. He

was plum dead and stiff, and a pool of blood had run from his body

outer the bare floor.

The old woman’s face was as set and stiff as his’n. She was

a-lookin’ straight ahead like she didn’t see nothin’, with sorter glassy

eyes, her gray hair all a-stragglin’ down around her face. Somethin’

in her face skeered me.

The year-old toddler was a-pullin’ at its pa and tryin’ to make him

take notice. I kept very still, a-peepin’ over John Conly’s head, and

didn’t think the old woman saw me, nor nobody. I was mistaken.

Somehow those awful eyes caught mine; then they changed cur’us

like, and she lifted herself to front me. I somehow couldn’t look

away from her, as she unkivered her son’s face. Her voice wasn’t

loud nor screechin’, but it made the cold creeps run over me.

“Look at my son ! This day’s work is yours! You stirred the

men up, you that never did an honest day’s work in your life! You

teched match to the powder what did this! You killed my son!

Murderer!”

Just then the toddler reached down and dabbled its little fingers in

the fast-thickenin’ blood on the floor, looked at me with a wonderin’

look on its face, and then back at its blood-stained little hands.

Clare E. Robie.
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A LITTLE ESSAY ON LOVE.

TEVENSON is the authority for the story of a famous French

theorist who was hotly debating a point in his club, when the

objection was raised by his opponent that he argued without premise,

as he had never experienced the emotion of love. He arose, left the

society, and did not return until he considered that he had supplied the

defect in his education. “ Now,” he remarked on entering, “ I am in a

position to continue the discussion.” He had not perhaps penetrated

very deeply into the subject; but the story indicated right thinking,

and a commendable spirit of self-sacrifice in the cause of humanity

and the advancement of science.

But, even with the assistance of careful research and painstaking

experiment, this subject is a difiicult one for profitable discussion.

Somebody has said that everybody in the world understands the word

“facts” in “ an occult sense of his own,” and surely the same observa

tion applies to the word “love.” We have no fundamental principle

to go upon; for we have the best and most indisputable evidence——his

pgfn word, indced—that each new lover loves as never man loved

ore.

I consulted the most able statistician of my acquaintance, in his

unoificial capacity, as to the probable number of lovers the world has

contained since its creation ; and for once he was at a loss, and could

help me only by a rough guess that it was “several billions, certainly.”

He, however, by careful computation and comparison of statistics ar

rived at the conclusion that each lover averaged three serious and five

semi-serious affairs in the course of his life. This calculation brings

the noble army of lovers up to a number frightful for the rationalist

to contemplate, and reduces the probability of agreeing upon a finite

basis of operation to an almost definite impossibility. There is a very

popular fallacy to the effect that a fundamental principle is necessary

to a reasonable discussion, and there are some orthodox and very con

servative persons who characterize a discussion lacking this agreement

as “inconsequential ;” but these are Philistines in the courts of love;

and, though there is no denying that the statement holds good in most

cases, in this particular case, where, however varied and complex the

emotions aroused, there is a prescribed phraseology for the expression

of those emotions, “catch-words” of necessity acquire an unwonted

importance, and, instead of being only stepping—stones to a common

understanding, almost achieve the dignity of fundamental principles

in themselves.

The _Encyclopaedia Britannica says, in its definition of “love,”

“The principle of sympathetic and pleasurable attraction in feeling

and thmking beings ;” again, “that feeling of predilection or solici

tude for, or delight in, certain individuals ;” again, “ a desire for the

compamonship, the possession, or the promotion, of an object.” To

the well-regulated mind it savors of heresy to dispute such authority,
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but at least we may be allowed the suggestion that our encyclopsedist

would not have been permitted to speak in that excessively severe

French club.

One essayist defines “ love” as “ a decidedly and utterly irrational

predilection for a certain object amongst a‘ great class of similar objects;

which said object to the general sense of mankind does not differ ma

terially from many other objects of the same class.” This definition

may be objected to as cynical, not to say pedantic; but it should be

received leniently, for this essayist’s biography shows that he had a

hard-won reputation as an epigrammatist to sustain, and had besides

been unfortunate with the fairer sex.

A gentleman with the unromantic name of Samuel Daniel advances

his opinion that

Love is a sickness full of woes,

All remedies refusing;

A lant that most with cutting grows,

Klost barren with best using.

Shakespeare says “it is a madness, and as well deserves the madhouse

and the whip” as the more generally accepted cases of insanity. A

more modern writer calls it “ the greatest thing in the world.” Be it

what it may, life would be a howling wilderness without it; and in

saying so I have not only the courage of my convictions, but the ad

vantage of thinking with the majority. This last observation has

what Mr. Stevenson, in speaking of a similar observation of his own,

calls “ an air of simple nobility, not unworthy of Cincinnatus.” But

Cincinnatus is out of date, and Dobson laments that

We shut our hearts u nowadays

Like some old music- ox that plays

Unfashionable airs that raise

Derisive pity.

The times are out of joint, and the world has forgotten how to

love. \Ve feel an “ unreasoning predilection,” but we stop and reason ;

and “let but the faintest gleam of reason play, and fancy’s fairy fabric

fades away.” The fine old day when love-lorn damsels pined, and

gallant knights dared dangers dire and died to win a smile, is gone

forever. True love lies buried in the tomb of Romeo. Doubtless

there are some notable exceptions; else why do we read in the morning

papers of some unhappy kitchen-girl who has cut her throat with the

bread—knife because her sweetheart has fallen a victim to the charms

of the nursery-maid across the way? A paragraph like that tickles

the fancy and rouses the dormant romance which lies deep in every

soul. It has a delicate rococo flavor ; it savors of the heroic.

Most people, if they feel any predilection at all, content themselves

with a very lukewarm preference. It is safer, no doubt, but hardly so

picturesque. Once in a while one hears, or, better still, sees, a man

who goes in for a regular heart-breaking, fool—making, until-death-d0

us-part passion ; and then what a huge interest we all do take in him,

to be sure! How we all pity his despair, and admire his disinter
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estedness, and applaud his public spirit in making such a spectacle of

himself!

The present generation take themselves very seriously, and are live

enough in other matters, but for true love and the graceful accomplish

ment of love—making they have no time, and that man who was born (not

made) for the pursuit of the gentle art tramples his convictions under

foot, and struggles with a fair success to acquire an “ emotional torpor.”

What is the world coming to? I heard the other day of a young

professional man whose mother was advising him to get married, to

get himself a wife, and that young man told his mother he would

rather have a horse and buggy ! But these are generalities. Equally

important with a clear appreciation of the generally accepted meaning

of our word is a certain understanding of the possible cause and prob

able effect of the “pretty madness.” The causes are many; but the

greatest of these are propinquity and ennui. One captions critic and

would-be cynic has objected that these words are synonymes; but per

haps he has been unfortunate in his neighbors. Propinquity does not

necessarily mean one’s next-door neighbor; though there are several

well-authenticated cases where otherwise prudent young men have

succumbed to the fascinations of adjacent damsels because of the steep

and rocky road which led to town. Propinquity means easily to be

got at; and for the other, happy the human being who needs a defini

tion of ennui. When the spirit of boredom takes hold of a man,

does he not find himself investing with an “angel brightness” that

being who is not only easily to be got at, but who seems to offer a

refuge from the horror of rusticity or the haunting cares of business,

and even promises an escape from an enforced and too constant associa

tion with himself? “Love not, love not, ye hapless sons of clay l”

To him who feels the sproutings of this spurious tenderness I say, be

careful of thyself l Stocks may rise, or one may move to town, and

in this world of sorrow there is nothing which brings such cold despair,

which so chills the heart and freezes the blood, as the necessity of

“making love,” with all the time a horrible consciousness of the im

potence and hollowness of all things. It brings weariness to the soul,

and makes of life a bowling wilderness. Often the love—lit smile

hides the grin of desperation. Nothing in life lasts; why should so

much be expected of that which from its very nature kills itself?

Love brought about by such a cause or causes cannot last; it burns

itself to ashes. And the very essence of ennui rises from the ashes

of a burnt-out love.

The effect of love is at all times out of proportion to the cause.

Why should a man stare blankly on the moon because a woman’s eyes

are blue? Why should he take the Broadway car when the Cedar

Street line runs by his ofiice door? Why should he scowl, Othello

like, upon his fellow-men? He does not turn his eyes away when

other women come within their range, but “that she should permit

herself the same liberty seems inconsistent with a divine Providence.”

This is of all things most irrational. For jealousy is not only hu

miliating, but practically inconvenient. Yet there is no true love

without it. Again, there is frequently jealousy without the extenuating
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circumstance or the mental paralysis of love, and the manifestations

of this feeling show the mind of man in all its moral ugliness. It is

a painful and deplorable fact that every man in the world is more or

less jealous of every other man,—or, at least, of every other man who

is possessed of the slightest super-jor attraction or advantage. Let an

unfortunate youth be but a little handsomer, a little wittier, a little

braver,—above all, let him be a little bigger,-—and all his male

acquaintances will worry his bones to shreds. They may be uncon

scious of their weakness; they may even say, and think, theylike him;

but for some strange occult reason praise of his beauty is taken silently,

or with a manly contempt for “ pretty men ;” his “ running long jump”

is questioned; his best jokes are met blankly or with uncertain smiles.

The lover’s jealousy is natural and commendable, as going to prove

the strength and singleness of his attachment; it is a flattering and

pleasing offering at the shrine of the beloved one, and is besides an

excellent preventive of a too monotonous smoothness in the course of

true love.

There is a strong feeling in favor of cowardly and prudential prov

erbs, which is particularly displayed in the popular fallacy that it is best

to be ofi' with the old love before you are on with the new. This applies

perhaps to those walks of life where the manners are not distinguished

by that repose which marks the caste of Vere de Vere ; but in a more

exalted station, where lovers are plenty and suits for breach of promise

rare, it bears its sophistry upon its face. Would you, my reader, could

you, conscientiously tell a man and brother who came to you for advice

to ship his entire cargo in one vessel? Think of it! his little all em

barked in one frail ship, battling with the cruel waves and the mighty

winds of heaven, out on the great trackless ocean of life! Believe me,

in the language of the book-maker, it is best to “ hedge a bit.”

Fiokleness has been decried throughout the ages; and yet a not

too excessive supply of this mental commodity is by no means an un

desirable quality. Numbers are notoriously safe, constancy deplorably

rococo, and a “ too persevering man the most insidious foe in the path

way of woman.”

The simple words “ I love you” mean a great deal, doubtless.

They are very pleasant to hear, and very pretty to say; but when one

person says that to another, he does not necessarily mean “I love you

only,” or “I will love you forever.” I once heard a young lady who

was very orthodox in the matter of the affections rail at fate because a

young man said that to her, when all the time he was engaged to

another girl. I reasoned with her; I assured her that she labored

under a misapprehension ; but her prejudice was uualterable. _We

have no hesitation in saying “ I like you :” why should the substitu

tion of one word make so much difi'erence? It is not an insult, it is

a compliment. But to the dull of wit, or to him who is possessed of

an unnecessarily emphasized ingenuousness,—indeed, to one ‘who would

require a lengthy explanation, or anything more than an_ msmuatmg

preamble,—it would be well to display some circumspectlon, for fear

of misunderstandings. For “ undying hope is co_-ruler of the human

breast with infallible credulity,” says Robert Loms Stevenson.
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I was reading an essay of Alexander Smith’s the other day on

“ The Importance of a Man to Himself,” in which the writer expressed

himself as of the opinion that a man could live a very long life happy

in the companionship of his own thoughts and feelings; in a word,

satisfied in the contemplation of himself, absolutely apart from the

aspect or criticism of outside personalities. The idea was a fascinating

and a flattering one, but on close inspection it weakened: if it were

true, why had Alexander Smith put his inmost thoughts upon a printed

page? But “even with a foot-rule and a theodolite it is not easy to

be exact,” and conspicuous in misfortune is he who writes essays, for

he must deal in sophistries. And this particular essayist is refuted by

another of his like, who says that “love demolishes a man’s laborious

theories with one smile.” A man may be suflicient unto himself in

all things save in this. I do not know, but where the heart is con

cerned, it is the possibly good or bad opinion of another that is the

chief subject of mental discussion. If the essayists were right, there

would be no reason for so much struggling and striving to win the

good graces of the “ object of one’s solicitude.”

Won reciprocity is the surest cure for love, although at first this

apparently insurmountable obstacle in the course of true affection

rouses the spirit militant which lies dormant in every human breast.

After a certain period of time, that which feeds upon itself must of

necessity become non-existent.

A discussion of the cause, the efi'ect, and the meaning of love leads

us naturally to a contemplation of the lover himself; though each new

lover difl‘ers materially in many respects from the last, they may be

roughly classified under the following heads: the Jealous, the Intense,

the Poetic, the Brusque, the Shy, the Awkward, the Sensible, the

Rational, the Ethical, the Commonplace, and the Perfect. Even with

the assistance of this classification it is not to be disputed that each new

lover resembles a composite photograph and has delightful kaleidoscopic

possibilities. Thus, the intense is generally brusque, poetic, and jealous ;

the rational, a happy combination of the sensible, the awkward, the

sentimental, and the commonplace.

Poets have sung, and maidens sighed, of “love’s young dream,”

but of all things to be avoided is that lover who has the fault which

time will cure. What one writer calls “the bright boy of fiction” is

a mixture of all the least desirable qualities in our list. He goes at

his business like a clerk in the circumlocution ofiice, and needs a deal

of management. “A man who has loved once or twice before re

sponds the more readily to a woman’s hand.” “ It is extraordinary,”

says Lord Beaconsfield, “how hourly and how violently change the

feelings of a very young man.” And, though the human mind is a

marvellously constructed machine, it refuses to keep pace with the

intricacies of what is vulgarly termed “ puppy love.”

The rational or sensible lover is an uncertain blessing: he never

submits gracefully; he rails at fate, and struggles with his destiny.

“No girl shall make a fool of him,” he vows, with big round voice.

I am with Stevenson again: “for God’s sake give me the young man

who has brains enough to make a fool of himself.” And the ethical
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lover,—is he to be desired—-he who assumes the adored one’s soul to

be a moral blank, and discourses of the hypothesis of evolution and

the ennobling elfect of a world-embracing philanthropy which dis

regards the importance of individual dimples and curls? The adored

one would ere long, with logic borrowed from his own theories of the

survival of the fittest, ofl'er prayers, not loud, but deep, for the exodus

of ethics and her love.

But the Perfect Lover,—he who stalks mysterious and resplendent

through our dim imaginings, a creature of godlike attributes and nega

tive perfectious,—wait for him,—and mistrust him when he comes.

If he wears a top-boot in his wooing,

If his brow is not whiter than snow,

If he has not the model of noses,

If he don’t stand six feet in his shoes,

If he’s sleepy when you are ca ricious,

If he doesn’t look grand on is knees,

If he talks of the damp or the vapors

\Vhen moonlight lies soft on the seas,

If he dotes not on desolate towers,

If he likes not to hear the wind blow,

If he knows not the language of flowers,

My own Araminta, say, “ No.”

Don’t listen to tales of his bounty,

Don’t hear what they say of his birth,

Don’t look at his seat in the county,

Don’t calculate what he is worth,

But give him a theme to write verse on,

And see if he turns out his toe.

If he’s only an “excellent person,”

My own Araminta, say, “ No.”

Jean Wright.

THE DEOADENT NOVEL.

MODERN historian has observed that political changes seem to

be governed largely by the principle of ebb and flow. For a

time the tide runs all one way. Reform is in the air, and long-estab

lished abuses are overthrown. Then comes a reaction. It is felt that

the nation has been going too fast and too far. No more reform must

be undertaken for the present: there is danger in forgetting the old

landmarks. Something of the same inconsistency may be observed in

our estimate of literature, as the same principle works in literature

itself. There was a flood tide of dramatic genius in the spacious days

of great Elizabeth. From Shakespeare and Jonson it ebbed to the

low-water mark of Shirley and Davenant. In the time of Sheridan

and Goldsmith it rose again; and since then we who are now living

have seen another period of ebb tide. But is our decadent drama very

far below our decadent novel? That is a question of some conse

quence to those who remember the times of flood tide, and who still
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care for the art of fiction as distinguished from the trade of story

tellin .

0%’ course mankind has always taken delight in fiction. The poetry

of Homer, the Scott of the early Hellenes, belongs in this category.

But when we speak of the novel we mean the novel in its present form,

which is of comparatively modern origin; and in discussing the novel it

is quite unnecessary to trace its pedigree through the more naive pages

of the earlier romancers. The English novel really began with Field

ing and his contemporaries. Among them Fielding unquestionably

deserves to be placed first. He it was who, as Thackeray said, first

drew a man. He had a clearer vision, a. firmer grasp on life, than any

of his contemporaries had. Sterne was master of a more exquisite

style, but in spontaneity of method and in breadth of treatment he

was inferior. With him the tide begins to ebb; after him come Fanny

Burney and Horace \Valpole and Mrs. Radcliffe. In the early years

of our own century there were no longer any great novelists. This

wonderful outburst of literary activity had apparently declined to the

vanishing-point. The novel of the day had become both absurd and

immoral. In families of the stricter sort all fiction was tabooed as

harmful. No wonder that a. demure little woman, writing in the

obscurity of a country parsonage, the harbinger of the second great

epoch, courted privacy, and died without realizing how posterity would

honor the author of “Pride and Prejudice” and “ Emma” and “ Per

suasion.” Is there perhaps another undiscovered Jane Austen some

where, in these days of Yellow Asters and Heavenly Twins, patiently

biding her time? But it was not until after Scott had spoken, in the

“big bow-wow strain,” as he himself called it, that the flood set in

irresistibly, and the novel came forth with renewed strength, sweeping

away all the barriers of prejudice and revealing itself as the dominant

literary form of the time. Nowhere else in all literature will one find

such an array of prose writers as here in our own English literature;

and among these prose writers it is the novelists who deserve to be

named first. I do not think that even the great names of Macaulay,

Carlyle, Newman, Arnold, Wordsworth,Tennyson, and Browning mean

more to mankind than those of Scott, Jane Austen, Thackeray, Dickens,

George Eliot, Hawthorne, Charlotte Bronte, Charles Reade, and An

thony Trollope. The list, it will be seen, is incomplete; addition and

subtraction are equally easy in footing up the column of literary repu

tations. Some persons would want to substitute Bulwer and Wilkie

Collins for Reade and Trollope. But, whatever our final roll of

honor may be, it will surely not be brief. We may talk about the

Frenchmen, whether Hugo or Dumas, or Daudet or Zola, all we please;

we cannot find in France a name worthy of a place beside the name

of Scott or the name of Thackeray.

Let us assume that we agree about the dead ; to discuss the living is

another matter. Whom among them can we confidently assign to the

lnghest place in the esteem of mankind? Is English fiction still a

vital force in literature, or are we falling into another period of de

cadence? The signs and tokens of the times point to the more melan

choly conclusmn,—to the passing away of genius and the noble work
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which genius alone can produce. There are great names in fiction

still, but they are the names of those who have already reached the

zenith of their fame. Mr. Thomas Hardy, for example, is a novelist

whom we may fairly place among the gods whose habitation in Par

nassus is not likely to be vacated. He is a little below the greatest,

perhaps; and yet I can think of no one who surpasses him, all things

considered, except Scott and Thackeray. It is not too much to say

that “The Return of the Native” was the finest novel to appear in

English literature since “The Mill on the Floss,” and to add that

“ Tess of the D’Urbervi]les” alone rivals “ The Return of the Native.”

I am aware that such a statement will probably be disputed. But I

will ask any one who disputes it to put aside all preconceived ideas, to

rid himself of the glamour that a great name has thrown over the

later eflbrts of George Eliot (which may be brilliant enough ethically,

but which are surely splendid failures aesthetically), and to read with

an unprejudiced mind every important novel of the generation which

has elapsed since Thackeray died. It would be in part a dreary task,

but I am sure it would be worth the doing. I cannot defend my

estimate of Mr. Hardy’s genius in any other way without transcending

all reasonable limits. I must even assume for the time being that

Dickens was not an artist of the first rank. This is a less dangerous

heresy than it once was.

Next to Mr. Hardy among the living I should certainly place

Mrs. Oliphant. I am afraid that we Americans do not appreciate her

as we ought. Working in a less Titanic vein than Mr. Hardy, her

artistic sense is in most respects quite as keen. Her field is domestic

life, and in it I am inclined to say she is supreme. She has all the

keen observation, all the delicate humor, of Jane Austen, with a

breadth of sympathy and a depth of insight of which Jane was in

capable. There is scarcely a phase among the many phases of modern

English society which she has not touched. She is also, as her name

indicates, equally at home in Scotland. VVhen the extraordinary fer

tility which has characterized her is considered, I think it will be

agreed that her place among the delineators of the life of the age ought

to be very high. Her English novels deal with the people in country

towns, for the most part, with the thousand contrasts that an older

civilization provides. Hers is realism of the most unrelenting order;

but it is not the pseudo-realism of which we have had so many ex

amples of late. She sees life “ as it is,” but her vision is broad enough

to embrace the glory as well as the shame. No one else has drawn the

English or the Scottish gentlewoman as Mrs. Oliphant has drawn her.

No one else can reveal with equal pathos the inconspicuous tragedies

of middle life, the heart of the mother broken by her son, the irony

of jarring destinies. It is to Mrs. Oliphant that we must turn, not

for a chronicle of the rending forces of human nature, perhaps, but

for a record of those hopes and fears whose outcome most influences

our lives for good or for ill.

I must pass by the great names of the author of “Macleod of

Dare” and the author of “ Lorna Doone.” I do not think that Mr.

Black has fulfilled his early promise, despite the charming novels
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which we associate with his name; nor, perhaps, will Mr. Blackmore

be much regarded by future generations, except as his one unique and

remarkable book secures immortality for him. Robert Louis Stevenson,

who is most nearly the lineal descendant of Scott, is indeed a master

of style, and his power of characterization is often vivid; but as an

artist his note does not seem to me to be the note of genius. Compare

“Kidnapped” with “ Rob Roy” or “Quentin Durward,” and you will

be able to perceive why it is that, with all his charm of style, Steven- -

son is hardly to be reckoned among the great novelists. He has one

fatal shortcoming,—inability to draw a woman. He endeavored to

conceal it by seldom trying to draw one. Now, no one denies that

woman is an important fact in life; and the great novelist must see

life steadily and see it whole, as some one has well said. Scott, I think,

does not live only by the romantic adventures which he describes. To

have created Jeanie Deans and Caleb Balderston was the greatest work

of all.

All this is perhaps a rather long preface to the few words about

the novel of the day which I set out to write. I do not think that

any one can assert that the living novelists who still have a place to

make are likely to make that place one among the highest. Clever

enough many of them are ; but there is always wanting the one thing

needful. They seem to lack the supreme artistic sense which great

ness in any art implies. Often they just fall short of possessing it.

Their work is interesting, even powerful ; but it is work which hints

at decadence,—at an ebbing of the creative tide.

It has been generally agreed that there are two kinds of novels,-—

the romantic and the realistic; but I do not know that any one has

hitherto succeeded in defining either romance or realism, or in making

distinctions between the two which hold without qualification. To my

mind, realism is the only supremely important thing in fiction. I do

not mean by that to endorse the common view of the nature of realism.

Perhaps what I do mean can be best expressed in the phrase “ truth to

life.” It is that which should be our touchstone in determining the

value of any novel. Truth to life is as characteristic of Scott, who is

called a romancer, as of Thackeray, who is called a realist. For we

must interpret a phrase in its broadest sense if we would understand

all that it implies and signifies. The pseudo-realists of to-day have

assumed that truth to the obvious and ordinary things of life is all

that the artist is bound to consider. We ought to dissent emphatically

from this provincial and parochial view of art. The recital of heroic

deeds cannot move us unless these deeds have the air of reality. I

think the romancers of our time are prone to forget this essential obli

gation, and to pile up episodes that weary rather than amuse by their

incongruity. Wherever Scott takes us, we feel that we are still on the

solid ground of fact. If Mary Stuart or Prince Charlie or Louis of

France did not say and do the things he attributes to them, we feel

that they might or should have said and done them. There is the same

air of substantial accuracy in Scott’s novels that there is in Shake

speare’s historical plays. That is why I call Scott a realist, and that

is why I argue that between romance and realism there is no great
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. writing novels “with a purpose.” Now, nothing

gulf fixed. The great romancers have the quality of realism, and the

great realists have the quality of romance. To say that what is real

cannot be romantic, or that what is romantic cannot be real, is to deny

a fact which any observer of life can verify for himself.

The younger novelists of our time, those who represent the ten

dencies of the age in fiction, are not to be labelled in the old way.

They fall more naturally into three schools,—the adventurous, the

didactic, and the pseudo-realistic. It may be that this division is as

artificial as the other, but it will at least serve a temporary purpose.

All three schools represent, to my mind, the principle of decadence,

and not that of growth.

The young men who are trying to rival Scott are adventurous and

not romantic. They have not the kindly and generous touch of the

great romancer. One finds in their stories little effort to portray char

acter. They bend their energies not to discovering to us what the

man is, but to relating what he does. Now, adventure may be thrilling,

but it needs to be brought into some large relation with life to make it

truly worth the immortality which art can confer. We are apt to think

that a plea for realism of this kind means a plea for the dreary analysis

that is the chief characteristic of those whom I have ventured to call

the pseudo-realists. But this is not a necessary conclusion. Scott

was not content with putting together a good story. Any tolerably

ingenious man can do that. He created real persons for his imaginary

adventures. That is what the art of fiction is,—to create men and

women out of the artist's experience of life. It does not matter

whether the environment is romantic or commonplace; the reality is

the main thing. The young men of the adventurous school do not

trouble themselves much about the reality of their creations. Their

one care is to provide a rattling narrative, a tangle of exciting situa

tions that can be unravelled in the last chapter. And for that reason

their books have only a temporary vogue. It is one of the few con

solations of criticism that the final and permanent verdict in literature

is sure to be a just one. Temporary aberration of taste leaves little or

no stamp upon the future.

The adventurous school is comparatively harmless. Not so the

didactic. A very large number of persons, mostly women, are now

is more false to the

basic principles of art than didacticism of any kind. It is true that

the artist is also a teacher. But he should teach as nature teaches, by

example, and not by precept. Our fiction is indeed in a state of decay

when every one with a sermon to preach writes a novel. A very large

number of these “ purpose” novels are written by women, whose obser

vation of life is imperfect, and who draw from what they have observed

exceedingly fallacious conclusions. Some of them are designed to

show the intellectual and moral degradation of man. In the words

of a once popular comic opera, these men who have been ruling the

world so long are “a bad lot.” If women could only have their

way, it‘ would be a much better world than it is. I doubt this very

much. Woman in the home is a softening and refining influence, but

history is full of proof that woman in public life is quite as capable
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of the basest crimes as man is. From Fulvia to Elizabeth of Russia

there have been monsters of blood and lust, who have been guilty of

villanies at which a man would shrink. Students of criminology will

admit that the female ofi"enders are the worst. All this is one of the

commonplaces of sociological discussion. ‘ I refer to it here only because

the women who are writing nowadays assume with such exasperating

complacency the angelic superiority of their sex, and recite the wrongs

it has suffered from man without recognizing that man on his side has

also something to complain of. But if some of the charges they bring

deserve to be heard—and I have no doubt that they do—the novel is not

the forum from which to appeal to the conscience of the race. And

yet, as has been said, the artist is truly a teacher, and his lessons are

not the less powerful because they are spontaneous. The “purpose”

novel, in which the moral is advertised in large type, is an artistic

impertinence. Only in a period of decadence could it be widely pro

duced and generally read. If the public taste were healthier it would

be rejected with emphasis.

But if the didactic novel offends against the laws of art, the pseudo

realistic novel otfends against the laws of decency. One is amazed

sometimes at the frequency with which, in an age that shudders at the

outspokenness of Shakespeare and shrinks from the plain-dealing of

Fielding, stories only to be described as inefl‘ably nasty are admitted

to the chastest drawing~room tables. Sometimes these stories are

written by young girls, who prattle with naive audacity of things they

ought not to know; sometimes they are written by grown women, who

believe in emancipating their sex by depriving it of modesty; some

times they are written by men, who have the hysterical tendencies of

women or who are base enough to traffic in corruption. By whomever

written, they sell ; and while they sell they are bound to multiply. I

wish we had a Literary Inquisition,—some means of getting together

all the novels of this kind known to exist, and burning them with

appropriate ceremonies in the market-place.

There is small hope for the future of English fiction so long as it

is made the excuse for every conceivable literary atrocity. If we could

only see in the work of our younger novelists some sign of a return to

the purity of our older novelists,—that essential purity which even in

the depiction of scenes of vice keeps a high ideal steadily before it!

True art cannot be immoral, for nature, to which art must go for in

spiration, cannot be immoral. But the art of most of those who are

trying to win a name beside the great names, to rival Fielding and

Thackeray, Scott and Stevenson, Jane Austen and Mrs. Oliphant, is

based upon false principles and leads to false conclusions. Let us hope

for a fresh turn in the tide before another generation has passed.

Edward Fuller.
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Make of ti): ilflnutb.

The builder and metal-worker of former days were wont to

Chemistry for 311- toil blindly by methods born of tradition, and if they found

g“'"" “ml Mum’ the best means to an end they could not tell how or why.

ncturers. By Ber- _ _

mm Bloun, “,1 This deductive plan has gradually given way to an induc

A. G.Bloxsm. tive one based on scientific knowledge, so that the con

temporary handicraftsman can calculate with appreciable

certainty upon gaining precisely what he desires by the most direct process.

One is instantly struck by this fact in reading sucl1 a work as Ohemislryfor

Engineers and 1l[anu_/aclurere, a practical and explanatory text-book which sup

plies to the learner as well as to the old-time practitioner the newest information

upon the utilities of chemistry in a thousand and one daily connections. The

book is a shapely and compact one, bound in serviceable dark red, and has been

prepared by the English experts Bertram Blount and A. G. Bloxam, the former

consulting chemist to the crown agents for the colonies, and the latter head

of the Goldsmiths’ Institute in London. It has numerous illustrations of a

very helpful order, and is the joint product of the publishing houses of Charles

Griifin & Co., Limited, London, and the J. B. Lippincott Co., Philadelphia.

The contents consist of the following subjects: Chemistry of the Chief

Materials of Construction, as stone, bricks, and concrete; iron, steel, copper,

and brass; roofing materials, and all others which enter into the construction

of the great modern buildings. Then we have The Chemistry of the Sources

of Energy, as in solid fuels, liquid fuels, gaseous fuel, electric heating, natural

forms of kinetic energy, and the methods of manipulating and measuring these.

Next is given The Chemistry of Lubricants, and this is followed by Metallurgy,

treating of every metal used in rearing the gigantic structures which everywhere

overshadow us, and this exhaustive department closes the present volume, which

is complete in itself. Those to whom the work will most appeal are practising

engineers, managers of works, and technical students, and to these it will be an

invaluable storehouse of facts briefly and usefully stated. It will also serve, as

will the two text-books mentioned below, to open the eyes of American manu

facturers and handicraftsmen to the superior methods of their British rivals,

and perhaps enable them to produce work as highly finished and enduring.

The Chemistry M Kindred to the preceding book, and in a manner supple

GM m,,,,,,M,,,,.,,. menting it, though quite independent ofit, is The Chenzisiry

By w. J. Atkinson of Gas Manufacture, a practical hand-book on the produc

B“‘‘°‘'fi°ld' 15"" tion, purification, and testing of illuminating gas, and the

F'c's' assay of the bye-products of gas manufacture. It is essen

tially for the use of students, chemists, and gas engineers, and has been prepared

for the Messrs. Lippincott, in whose useful scientific series it appears, by W. J.

Atkinson Butterfield, M.A., F.C.S., head chemist of the gas-works at Beckton,

London. The work is rendered peculiarly comprehensible by the introduction

of a great quantity of technical cuts. Mr. Butterfield has introduced the fullest

contemporary knowledge on the subject of gas-making, and his thus supersedes

all the older treatises. A brief review of the contents will give an idea of its

Von. LVII.-28
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scope and modernity: Raw Materials of Gas Manufacture, Coal Gas, Carbu

retted Water Gas, Oil Gas, Enriching by Light Oils, Gas Analysis, Photometry,

The Application of Gas, and Bye-Products. There would seem to be nothing

omitted which could be helpful to the beginner, and even the veteran of the

calling will want to verify his methods by this authority.

Another useful manual just put forth by the Lippineotts

B1?‘°'“““: "_“d is this entitled Bleaching and Calico Printing, by George

011100 Prmtmg. _ . . , .

3,, 5,0,." Duem Duerr, whose ofl1c1al place bears witness to his proficiency

in the special line of practical science which he here deals

with. He is Director of the Bleaching, Dyeing, and Printing Department at

the Accrington and Bacup Technical Schools, and Chemist and Colorist at the

Irwell Print Works, England. He has been assisted in the work of preparing

this admirable volume by William Turnbull, a working chemist of ample ex

perience. The book is a complete repository of present knowledge on the sub

ject, made applicable to daily needs by clear and careful statement and by the

service of an abundance of diagrams and over a hundred dyed and printed

patterns, designed to show various stages in the processes described. These are

pasted in groups of six on twenty pages at the end of the volume, and, with the

text, will serve to reveal to American dyers the traditional methods by which

the English have established their universal acceptance in such work.

Exhaustive chapters are devoted to Bleaching, Printing, Mordants, Styles

of Calico Printing, Thickeners, Natural Organic Coloring Matters, Tannin

Matters, Oils, Soaps, Solvents, Organic Acids, Salts, Mineral Colors or Pig

ments, Coal-Tar Colors, Dyeing, Water, Theory of Colors. A Table of Weights

and Measures is appended, and an ample index closes the text.

The love adventures of Mr. Henry Merton, set forth in this

T_l“ Light 111“ pretty little volume and embellished by all the arts known

I}‘I‘;°r'vf; °°°::,‘:: to the maker of books, are as diverting as some breezy

mm, ' comedy. The curtain rises, the chatter of conversation

begins, quick, witty, brilliant, and the farce goes forward

without a stop or a moment of dulness to the end of the last act.

The Light that Lies is the punning title of Mr. Cockburn Harvey‘s tale, and

it is taken from some lines of Tom Moore ending thus:

The light that lies

In woman's eyes

Has been my heart‘: undoing.

Nothing could be more apt than both quotation and title, and this gives

testimony at the start to the clever and light-hearted passages in love which the

reader may expect. The tale is a slender one. Ethelreda Smither-S Wins the

heart of the susceptible Harry, but does not keep it. A dashing widow, Mrs.

Courtly, comes upon the stage, and Harry’s unstable feelings are b0\\-‘led over.

He tries his best to be cast off by the old love, but succeeds only when the new

makes a flat declaration of the double engagement he has entered into. The

tale ends at this tragi-comic point, and the reader will bless Hr. Harvey for his

fun and satire. He has already done some promising work in the magazines,

but this little volume is his first introduction to the patrons of the J. B. Lippin

cott Co.
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FLOTSAM.

PRULOGUE.

I.

MISS SELBY’S' STATEMENT.

I HAVE been requested, for family reasons, to explain the circum

stances under which my grand-niece went to India. It must be

distinctly understood that I object to doing this, and that I consent to

do it under protest. I hate explanations, and, besides, it is quite ridicu

lous to ask me to explain things that ought never to have happened

at all. I have told Arthur this several times; but, like a man, he is

obstinate, and, like a man, he thinks he knows best. I suppose I am

growing old. Ten years ago I should have given him my opinion and

stopped there; now I only protest, and, having protested, I do it.

Very well, then : Mr. Chasuble says it was providential. You can

agree with Mr. Chasnble if you please, of course: I don’t. I have

no patience with people who are always making Providence responsible

for people’s blnnders,—especially their own. Providence, indeed! As

if Providence made my niece, a Selby of Selby, fall in love with a

major in a marching regiment. A likely story, trnlyl But there, I

had no hand in it, I'm thankful to say. Alice Selby might have been

anybody she pleased. She had the beauty of our family, and every

body, I should hope, knows what that is. If my poor brother had

lived—hut there again; of course he didn’t,—Providence again, I

suppose that Chasuble man would say,—and there was I with Alice

to look after. Not that that was such a very hard thing to do: I

should hope not, indeed: Alice was as good as she was pretty, and if

I could only have kept her under my own eye things would have been

very different, I can assure you.

It was the boy who was the cause of it all. He was apgzgipple,
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poor child, and a. very ill-tempered cripple too (Providence again, of

course), and most of my time was taken up in looking after him. I

got no thanks for that, to be sure, but I didn’t expect any. There had

always been a Selby of Selby, and it shouldn’t be my fault if there

wasn’t one still. I did my best. How was I to know that, after

worrying me and everybody else for fifteen years, that unhappy boy

would die? _In the mean time I had to trust Alice, who had just come

out, to Lady Stockton. Everybody knows who the Stocktons are,—a

good old county family, and neighbors of our own. For all that, I

might have known that Adelaide Stockton was a fool. The way she

allowed her own daughters to marry should have taught me better.

Just fancy; a country rector with five hundred pounds a year, a cast

in his eye, and no randfather to speak of! “Such a good man,”

Adelaide said, when asked her if she was mad. I dare say. Good,

indeed! No properly brought-up girl should look at an archangel,

unless he had a grandfather whom somebody knew, and could look at

his wife straight with both his eyes. A good man, indeed! Yes, I

ought to have known better; but of course I didn’t, and so Alice

Selby, with her beauty and her twenty thousand pounds (our girls

always have twenty thousand, you know), went and fell in love,-in

love, indeed !—as ill luck would have it, with Major Ramsey. Provi

dence again, I suppose.

Don’t mistake me, my dear. I don’t object to Providence in a

general way. We owe a great deal to it, I suppose, and I hope I am

always quite ready to admit that ; but when it comes to people putting

all their own silly blunders on the shoulders of Providence, as that

very tiresome young man Mr. Chasuble always will do, it is really

enough to set one against the whole thing. No. Don’t tell me. Provi

dence had nothing to do with the matter, and Adelaide Stockton had a

very great deal. However, there’s one comfort: the rector grew so

high-church that he separated from his wife (Agnes Stockton, you

know) and set up a little monastery on his own account, and, they tell

me, had the top of his head shaved. I set my face against it,—the

Ramsey infatuation, I mean, of c0urse,—but it was quite useless. I

told Alice herself what I thought of it, but she only laughed a little

m her gentle way, and said that she didn’t know that she cared so very

much about what she owed her family. I even went the length of

seeing Major Ramsey myself,—only once, you understand,—and then

I had the satisfaction of giving him a piece of my mind. I am sorry

to say it was the only satisfaction I did have from the interview. He

was polite; he had even the impertinence to make allowances for me.

He had actually the audacity to say that he felt for my disappointment.

Fancy that! A Scotchmau, whose great-grandfather, for anything

I_know, may not have known how to wear trousers, feeling for my

disappointment! I don’t like Scotchmen in general, and I certainly

disliked Major Ramsey very much in particular. But there, I never

made any. secret of whatI thought of him : that's always some comfort.

I have said he was a Scotchman, and I need hardly say that he got his

own way, after all. He married Alice in spite of me. Her guardians

could find nothing to object to in Major Ramsey. I dare say. But
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how my brother could have made that silly old man Lord Caunthorpe

a guardian I never could imagine. He might do for a Cabinet minister,

perhaps,—I dou’t suppose it wants much sense to be fit for that,——but to

be guardian to a girl! Why, the silly old man actually told me that

Major Ramsey was nephew to a viscount, and fully equal in family to

my Alice. After that, of course, I gave the man up. A Scotch vis

count, indeed!

I said good-by to Alice, after all. I know I had vowed I wouldn’t,

but somehow when the time came I couldn't help it. I am glad now

that I did. She didn’t do her duty to the family, I know, but, after

all, she was almost like a child to me, and I never saw her again.

They went to India almost immediately, and six years later they sent

. me home their daughter. I confess I took to that child at once. By

this time, you see, Selby was dead, and I had nobody left to look after.

He had been a great deal of trouble to me, and he certainly wasn’t a

nice boy, but when he was gone I missed him. Little Alice came just

at the right time, and of course I took to her. She was a fairy little

thing, with golden-brown hair and great soft brown eyes. There was

something about those eyes that took hold of one and wouldn’t let go :

I cau’t think what it was. I must admit they were not Selby eyes, but

I will maintain to my dying day that they were not Ramsey eyes either.

I know Arthur says they are the very image of old Lady Grizzel’s

eyes in the gallery at Grimshaw Castle, but I need hardly say I don’t

believe that. An old Scotch viscountess, indeed, dead these hundred

and twenty years too, with eyes like my Alice! Fiddlesticks! I

never saw any other eyes at all like them, they were so large, so calm,

and so deep, like a well of very pure spring water seen far down in

the shade. Even when she was but a little child those eyes seemed to

be full of meanings I could never make out. She wasn’t perhaps at

first exactly what you would have mlled a pretty child ; she was thin

and pale, and her great eyes looked almost too large for her face; but

she grew out of that as she got older. She was a good child, too;

indeed, she had only one fault, and perhaps, after all, one could hardly

blame her for that: she couldn’t forget her father. When she first

came she was forever talking about him, and even afterwards she used

to talk to her dolls about him, years after she had found out somehow,

I suppose, that the subject wasn’t very interesting to me. Then he

used to write the child letters, and she would grow pale with excite

ment until they eould be read to her, and would actually sleep with

them under her pillow. Of course it was extremely annoymg, but

what could one do? You see, he was the child’s father, after all, and

she could hardly be expected to understand that his being only a Scotch

man made any dilference. I believe she would have quite got over

this in time if things had turned out as I had planned and expected—

but there again: Providence, I suppose you’ll say. Nothing of the

sort: rheumatic fever.

My Alice didn’t have it, of course. I should hope not, indeed.imagine I knew better how to take care of a child than that. No ; it

was that Ramsey man who somehow let his wife get it, though I never

heard before that rheumatic fever ran in our family. They say he dld
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all he could for her afterwards. I dare say he did. He was a Scotch

man, and they tell me that Scotchmen are generally fond of their wives,

or of anything else that belongs to themselves. At any rate, if he did

all he could it didn’t amount to very much. After the fever she fell

into bad health and became quite an invalid, poor thing. She was so

for some years, but she wouldn’t come home. Why she refused I

never could understand; but then, to be sure, I couldn’t understand

why she was foolish enough to marry that man and go to India at all.

I know I did all I could. I wrote and asked her to come home to me;

I even let it be understood that I had forgiven her. It was all of no

use: she refused to come. No doubt that man was somehow at the

bottom of it. She had been wrong-headed about him from the first,

and she continued wrong-headed to the last. I might have known she

would be that, but I couldn’t know she would be unreasonable enough

to want to see my Alice without coming home to do it like a Christian.

She did, though, and, what was worse, her husband (I really haven’t

common patience with that man) wrote to Alice and told her so. I

did all I could, of course, though once more I might have known very

well it would be quite useless. I had done the same when Major Ram

sey had the audacity to propose marrying my niece, you may remember,

and he was politely considerate then. He was just as polite now, and

just as determined to have his own way: I call it brutal. I tele

graphed-that the child couldn't go, and I hope you’ll admit that was

definite enough. He telegraphed back that he wished it left to herself.

I telegraphed again that it was impossible she could go alone. He

telegraphed back that if I were unable to accompany her, which he

should greatly regret (fancy me going among Scpoys, and tigers, and

husband-hunting girls, at my time of life too), he had arranged with

Lady Stewart, who was going out next month by the Jumna from

Southampton, to take care of her.

I told Alice herself that she couldn't go. I dare say Arthur knows

well enough by this time that that was a mistake. I had known

Alice for ten years, and I ought to have known better. The child

loved me dearly, I know, but she didn’t hesitate for a moment.

“Auntie,” she said, “you know it will break my heart to leave you

and seem unkind, but I must go, you know.”——“ Goodness gracious,

child, why should you ?” I said.—-“ Papa wants me, don’t you see,

auntie, and of course I must go.”

_ Papa, indeed! But there, Alice had grown from a child into a

girl, and she would soon be a young woman. She had always had a

will of her own (all the Selbys are firm, you know), and now, backed

up by her father’s letter, what could I do really to prevent her? Of

course I tried to, all the same. You don’t find me sitting down and

foldmg my hands and leaving it to Providence: I should hope not,

indeed. The Selbys have always looked after their own affairs, and I

did my best to manage this. I told Alice it was madness. She only

laughed, that low silvery laugh, you know, half troubled and half

mcredulous, which she always had. I told her she shouldn’t go. She

only said, “But, auntie dear, you know I must.” I looked into the

child’s eyes
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ten years ago when I first saw them, but now as I looked I seemed to

see something new in them. I don’t know why it was, but when I

had looked for a moment or two I gave it up: the child had deter

mined to go. '

My heart sank. I knew it would turn out badly, but I knew I

could do nothing to stop it. It had been just the same eighteen years

ago with her mother. I am an old woman now, and I have felt a

good many things in my time, but never anything worse than that.

It is a good while ago, and many things have happened,—with most

of which, thank Heaven, I have had nothing to d0,—but even now I

don’t care to write about it. The child would go, and she went. It

was no doing of mine. I washed my hands of it then: I have been

washing them ever since. If I had had my way, things would have

been very different. Mr. Chasuble says I ought to be thankful that

Providence has brought good out of evil. I dare say. Well, well,

perhaps the young man may be right, after all; only if people would

have listened to me I would have saved Providence the trouble.

When I saw there was no help for it, of course I did what I could

for the child. I went and saw Lady Stewart myself, and was glad to

find that, for a mere army person, she didn’t seem to be at all a bad

sort of woman. I went to Southampton with Alice to see her ofi",

though I hadn’t- travelled as far for twenty years. It was a showery

day in April when I stood on the pier to see the steamer start. My

child stood looking at me over the side as they loosed the great ropes

and the vessel began to move. I don’t know why I did it, but as they

began to move away I stretched out both my hands and cried, “My

darling child, come back! come back !” I know she was crying too,

poor child; I could hear it in her voice. She waved her handkerchief,

and called out, “Good-by, auntie, good-by; I’ll be home again very

soon.” I stood there and looked after her through my tears, but I

couldn’t speak. I knew she wouldn’t: somehow I knew she wouldn’t.

II.

GENERAL RAMSEY’S STATEMENT.

I was in Bengal in 1886. My dear wife was still alive then,

though she had been ill for two years and was in a dangerous con

dition. It was not her doing that our daughter Alice came out _to

see us, though I understand that particularly foolish old person MISS

Selby insists on saying that it was. I sent for her. I thought my

Alice pined for a sight of her only child, and that it might do her

good to have her beside her for a time. Even if it couldn’t do that,

it might give her some pleasure while she was left to us. Ahce was

nearly sixteen at the time, so I decided to leave it partly to herself

whether she would come or not. If the child really wished to see her

mother, she should come; if not, she was better away, and her mother

need never know that I had suggested it. I had the child's letters by

me, and her photograph. I thought she would come.
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Alice came, as I expected. She came in spite of all the opposition

of old Miss Selby. I understand that singularly ill-conditioned old

woman is very anxious to prove that she had nothing to do with

Alice’s coming. She is quite right; she had not. What she could do

to keep our daughter from her dying mother's side she did, but she

failed. Our child was like, and yet unlike, her mother. She had less

beauty than my Alice had; at least I think so, though hers was a

most attractive face too, and one not likely to be forgotten. Her

mother was satisfied, thank God. The doctors say the excitement may

very likely have hastened her death. It may be true, but yet I say

thank God, for at any rate she was happy while it lasted. During the

last few weeks of her life they were never parted, except when Alice

insisted on my taking the child for a ride. She would sit for hours in

her easy-chair, fondling the child’s hands between her own, gazing into

her eyes, or softly and absently stroking her hair as she sat on a low

stool beside her. In these few weeks they learned to know each other.

It was happiness to the mother, and I think it will be something for

our girl to remember all her life. Yes, looking back upon it now,

knowing all it led to that was as terrible as it was unforeseen, and in

spite of the sneers of that objectionable old woman Miss Selby, whose

opinions are of singularly little importance to me, I think I did right

to send for Alice: I think I am glad that she came.

And so my Alice left us,—only thirty-five years old. VVe learned

to know each other in our tronble,—my daughter and I. She was

lonely, of course, poor child, and I——-I must be lonely henceforward,

there or anywhere. She set herself to comfort me, and after a time I

began to find a new interest in life. Can I describe her as she was

then ? I hardly think so, and yet I seem to see her nowjust as she

was when she used to come down for our morning rides at Lucknow.

Her figure, half childish, half womanly, looking its best in l1cr gray

rirling-liabit; her earnest child’s eyes, looking out, large, bright, and

liquid, from below her straw hat and blue veil; her soft brown hair,

shining like gold in the sunshine, floating loosely on her shoulders and

setting ofi" the fairness of the complexion of cheek and throat,—I can

recall all this so vividly that I could fancy I see it all again, but I

know that I cannot convey it to any one else by any words of mine.

To me it remains a sun-picture focussed in the camera of memory, but

I am conscious that I cannot transfer the picture, much less fix it so

that its fresh young charm and purity can be seen by others. There

are some faces that cannot be described, of which the sun itself can

take no likeness,—faces that are not perfect in feature, yet are some

thing more and better than perfect,—faces that are not so much

beautiful as lovable. I think Alice’s face was of this kind. I have

seen two or three women with such faces, generally women with a

remarkable history; but Alice’s was the only girl’s face of the sort

I can remember, perhaps because she too had a history, though its

dcvelxqpmenp was still in the future. '

1 ter a cw months we rew almost ha in irl and I together '
at least I did. I had foungd a new interegli) life,gwhich seerribd not

so much to take the place of the older one as to join on to and in
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some sense complete it. In the child I had not, of course, her mother

reproduced, but something which, while wholly different, was yet in

some mysterious way the same. I think she was happy too, though

in a difl'erent way. Alice was singularly like her mother in some

respects, and it seemed to be happiness to the girl to believe that she

could make me happy, as indeed she could.

Gradually a fear began to grow upon me. I put it from me, but

it came back again. VVhen I was alone I felt it. In the darkness of

the night it haunted me like a spectre. I grew to be a coward in the

matter. I dared not face it, and yet I knew I must. Alioe must

leave me. Her young life must not be passed in India: her fresh

young beauty must not fade and wither in this detestable climate. Yet

how to do it? Life without her mother had a few months before

appeared almost an impossible thing; the child had made it more than

endurable. What would it be when she too should have left me? I

am ashamed to write it, but it is true: weeks, even months, passed,

and still I shrank from doing my duty; still I hesitated to send Alice

away from me.

It was an accident that brought me to myself. \Ve had just come

back from our morning ride. I don’t think Alice had ever looked

more lovely than she looked that morning. I can see her bright

young face now, as she turned on the top step to nod and kiss her

hand before going into the house. Somehow that look and gesture, so

full of the life and vigor of youth, brought back the haunting doubt

that never left me for long, and I turned away in troubled silence. I

knew it was wrong and selfish to keep her there, and yet how could I

send her away? Send her from me back to that selfish woman who

had striven to keep my child, as years before she had tried to keep my

Alice from me? send her to that old woman, with -her ridiculous

family pride, and her childish hatred of myself whom she had hardly

seen? How could I do it?

I turned away and strolled slowly down towards the head-quarters

mess-room. A group of oflicers were lounging about under the wide

veranda in the easy negligence of Indian morning undress, waitin

for breakfast. One of the party-—I knew his voice well, though

couldn’t see him from where I stood—said, as I came within hearing,

“By Jove, Maitland, you may say what you like, but I tell you I

never saw a lovelier girl. It’s a face to haunt one.”

“ Gnde God, mon,”—I instantly recognized the broad Scotch accent

and tone of my old comrade Dr. Maitland, the surgeon-major,

“wha’s questionin’ your taste? The lassie's a bonnie lassie, and it's

jist a refreshment to auld een to see a face like it in this wearifu’

country; but what Ramsey can be thinkin’ aboot to keep her here

passes my comprehension. I’ll tell him as much ane 0’ these days.”

“Come, come, doctor 1” Several voices joined in the quick re

monstrance. “Come, you won’t interfere and spoil sport in that

fashion.” '

“ I daur say i It’s all very weel for you boys to talk aboot sport,

but if she’d been daughter 0’ mine she’d have been half-way to the

auld country by this time, I can tell ye.”
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“ Oh, I say,”—it was the voice that had spoken first once more,—

“ surely there are plenty of beauties in England already, doctor, without

sending them our one little ewe lamb as well.”

“Little ewe fiddlestick !” exclaimed the old doctor, testily. “India’s

nae place for a growing girl. If the general doesna want his daugh

ter to go the way her mother went, he’ll no keep her in this cursed

climate.”

They had none of them seen me, and they didn’t see me. I turned

back and went to my quarters. I knew that my old comrade was

right: I felt with shame that I had been selfish ‘already. It isn’t

much to say that I spent a bad quarter of an hour that morning. It

was that, and I think it was something worse than that. At any rate,

there was no longer room for hesitation. The child must go, and I—

well, I had work to do where I was, and I must stay and do it.

After breakfast I told her. It was hard to do, and the poor child

made it harder. She begged me not to send her away. She told me

that her mother had left her to comfort me, and that nothing in the

world could make her so happy as to be allowed to do what she could

to make me feel less lonely. Poor child, I know she meant it all,

every word. Her tears and entreaties were very real, and they made it

hard indeed to carry out my resolution, but it had to be done. I had

been selfish too long already.

At last I made her see that I was quite sure it must be done, and

then her only thought seemed to be how to comfort me for the pain

I was inflicting on us both. Poor child, she set about constructing a

day-dream, according to which I was to go home in a year or two, and

she was to keep house for me in England. Of course I agreed, little

as it then seemed likely that the dream could have come so near to

being realized as it has. As far as I could then see, I was tied to

India for another ten years or so, for though Selby’s death had increased

my wife’s fortune to some fifty thousand pounds, it all went to Alice,

of course, and, besides, I was still a comparatively young man,—too

young to think of giving up active work. Things have turned out

very differently, in this as in many other ways, but nobody could have

foreseen it, and I certainly did not, though I let Alice fancy I should

be in England in time to carry out her plan. It comforted the child,

so that she grew almost happy again in planning the home we were to

There was no time to be lost, and now that my eyes were opened I

saw, or fancied I saw, that Alice was not quite so strong as she had

been. Isent for Maitland and got him to talk with her, and then I

asked him what he thought. My old friend and countryman was a

man of few words. “Hoots, Ramsey,” he said, “your-lassie’s got

naethmg the matter wi’ her to speak 0’. You've kept her a wee thing

o_wer lung in this deil o’ a country, but a voyage hame will put her a’

ncht agam, I’ll be your warrant. Send the lassie bv a sailing-ship

rooud the Cape, and let the sea—breezes blaw India ad‘ her, an’ she’ll

no be a bit the waur.” Maitland always aired his Scotch when he was

alone with me, although, to tell the truth, its purity was beginning to

suffer from his thirty years’ absence from Caledonia. He would have
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been a bold man who would have said as much to him, however, and

I was only too thankful to get his favorable opinion in any dialect, as

there were few if any better authorities on the subject than he.

The only thing to be done was to thank him and act on his advice,

and I set about doing that at once. I managed to get relieved of my

duties long enough to go down to Calcutta with her, but I couldn’t

stay to see her off. Old Lady Stewart, with whom she came out, was

there, however, and I left Alice with her till she could hear of a good

ship and a suitable person in whose charge she might sail. I dare

say I troubled the old lady by my anxious cautions. I had known her

for thirty years, and at last she gave me the benefit of our old acquaint

anceship. “ Now, Ramsey,” she said, “go and say good-by to that

child, and go back to your work. She’ll be good for nothing till

you're gone; and if you think I’m going to let you worry me into a

fever at my time of life over a chit of a girl, you must have forgotten

the Margaret Stewart that used to keep you in order when you were a

slim sub yourself.” The old lady was right, and I knew it. I knew

also that she would do her very best for my Alice, and that nobody

could do better.

It was hard for us to part, of course. Trouble had drawn us very

closely together, my child and me, and she had brought me comfort at

the time when I needed it most. Life would be very empty indeed

without the soft light of her great brown eyes, and the Indian sun

would never, as I well knew, shine for me as brightly again as when

it turned to gold the brown of my Alice’s hair. But it had to be. I

had been selfish in keeping her so long, and now the bitterness of the

parting was a penance, for she had become the more necessary to me

by my own fault.

We said good-by, my child and I ; and I need say no more than

that. I knew that she would soon get over her sorrow, and I was

glad to know it. How long it would take me to grow accustomed to

being without her was another matter. Partings, I think, while they

are bitter enough to the young, are sad for the middle-aged, and still

more for the old. Bitterness tones down till it leaves a flavor that is

almost pleasant; sadness is apt to leave a permanent impression. I

began this by saying I was not sorry that I had brought Alice out

to India. Looking back now to the sadness of the parting, thinking

of the anxieties that came after, I repeat it still. I was responsible

for it, and I don’t regret it. Miss Selby is perfectly welcome to make

the most of the admission.

III.

LADY sTEwAR'r’s rausr.

I KNEW Allan Ramsey for more than thirty years while he was in

India, and I should hope I’m a better judge of what he was than a

stuck-up old maid with two footmen and a pet poodle, like Miss Selby.

VVhen I knew him first he was a slim Scotch lad just joined, and_I

was the major’s wife. The major took a fancy to the lad, and so did
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I; we became great friends. Then Ramsey saved my life in the

Mutiny, and we became greater friends than ever. He got rapid pro

motion, as a good many did at that time, and not one of them earned

it better than he. He was major at twenty-six, and went home in

valided while we were quartered at Delhi. When he came out the

next year he brought his wife with him. She was niece, I believe, to

this Miss Selby, but a very different person. Alice Ramsey was a

sweet woman. She was very young when she came out, and was quite

the beauty of the station all the time we were at Delhi. Poor tl1ingl

India is a sad place for wives. I thought it would have broken her

heart when she had to part with her only child, a pretty little delicate

girl. We were at Calcutta then, and she came down to send the child

away. I shall never forget the silent agony of the poor young mother

when she parted with that child.

I didn’t see much of the Ramseys after that, as their regiment was

always up country, and of course when he got a separate command

there was no chance of our being thrown together, so it was quite a

coincidence that I should have been asked to look after Ramsey’s girl

when she came out to see her mother. It was then that I made old

Miss Selby’s acquaintance, and I can’t say I took to her at all. No

doubt she was fond of Ramsey’s girl : when I came to know the child

myself I could easily see there was no particular merit in that. What

set me rather against the foolish old creature was the way she had of

evidently fancying that she and her family were something in par

ticular, and that her niece, Alice’s mother, had somehow disgraced her

self by her marriage. Well, well, poor old creature, she was greatly

cut up at having to part with the child, which I suppose was natural

enough after ten years, and I dare say some allowance should be made

for a person who has never known anything but what she could learn

in an old place down in the midland counties, where nearly everybody

she saw took off his hat when she spoke to him.

I brought Ramscy’s child out to l1im, and a nicer child I never

saw. How she had contrived to grow up beside that old frump at

Selby Hall without getting spoiled I don’t know, but she was just as

simple-hearted a girl as ever I saw in my life, without one bit of

nonsense about her. A pretty girl, too. I confess I like pretty girls

and handsome men a good deal better than plain ones. Of course I

know all about “handsome is that handsome does,” and all that kind

of thing, which is very good for copy-book headings. Don’t tell me.

I’m an old woman now, and I can afford to say what all women‘ think,

and what I say is that I like handsome goods put up in pretty parcels.

A_ good man’s ever so much the better for being good-looking, and a

mce girl is ever so much nicer when she has a pretty face and a good

figure. Alice Ramsey was a singularly pretty girl: her face was one

of those that might turn out beautiful, or might just miss it as so

many do; and, what was more, it was a. very attractive face. I know

I took to the child at once, and was able with a good conscience to say

to Allan l11mself, when he met us at Calcutta, that it was a real pleasure

to have had her company.

You know already that Ran1sey’s wife died up at Lucknow soon
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after. He told me so himself in a few quiet lines that read likea

broken heart, and I was thankful the poor fellow had his daughter

with him, for I knew that even if she couldu’t comfort him for his loss

it would do him all the good in the world to have somebody to look

after. Don’t tell me about broken hearts. Nobody ever breaks his

(or, for that matter, her) heart who has plenty to do and makes an effort

to do it. Ramsey was too much of a man in any case to do anything so

weak, but I haven’t a doubt that the child helped him over the first

inch.
P It was about four months later, I think, that he brought her down

to Calcutta to send her home. As things were just at the time, itwas

quite out of the question for a man of Ramsey’s experience and repu

tation to be spared long enough to go with her himself, and besides, as

he told me, Sandie Maitland had been telling him he had kept her a

little too long beside him for her health, and had advised him to send

her home by a sailing-vessel round the Cape to set her up again. Of

course I knew Sandie Maitland well, for he had been surgeon to our

old regiment for twenty years, and I knew that he was pretty sure to

be right: so I undertook to look out for a good ship and some nice

passenger to whose care I could safely trust the child. Ramsey had

grown fond of that girl,—almost absurdly fond,—and he was as fussy

as a hen with one chicken about her. He worried me with directions

and cautions till I sent him oi? about his business. Just as if I didn’t

know better than any man what was proper and safe for a child like

that! I like the idea,—at my time of life, too!

It was some time before I could find exactly what I wanted, for

times are greatly changed from those I used to know forty years ago,

when everybody went round the Ca , and the vessels were all one

could desire. Nowadays the steams ips have spoiled the Cape route,

and the sailing-ships don’t depend much on passengers, and don’t get

the same class, as a rule, when they get any. There were ships to be

had, of course, but it wasn’t easy to find any suitable person to trust

with the care of a girl. At last, however, I was lucky enough to hear

of a good chance. Major Rausome of the Sikh horse had been in

valided home, poor fellow, that he might die among his friends, I be

lieve, and to please his wife the doctors said that a long sea-voyage

might cure him. Of comse the poor creature—she was very young—

grasped at the shadow of a hope, and they had taken passages by the

Tanjore, a fine new clipper ship on her second voyage. The general

had all inquiries made about her, and all were satisfactory. I went

and saw her myself, and thought I should have preferred to go home

in her to one of the P. & O. steamers with that terrible four days of

the Red Sea. So it was settled that Alice Ramsey should go in the

Tanjore under the care of Mrs. Ransome. ‘We made every arrange

ment we could for the child, for the general had grown just as fond

of her by that time as I was myself. She had been with us six weeks

before we found a ship, and, in spite of her being so young, of course

she had got to know a great many people. You can’t shut a pretty

girl up in a bandbox in a place like Calcutta, and Alice was an un

usually pretty one, so it was no wonder we had a good many men as
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well as some ladies-—for Alice was one to have many lady friends

to see her off. I saw the last of her from the pilot vessel, and I never

was more sorry to part with a girl in my life. The last glimpse I got

of her she was standing on the steps to the poop—deck waving her

handkerchief to the general and me, the wind blowing her curls round

her face, and the sunlight shining through it like gold. I can fancy I

see the child still.

I understand that Miss Selby says that I am in some way respon

sible for what happened afterwards. If Miss Selby were here I might

express my opinion of that lady in terms that'might possibly surprise

her. As she is not, and as I am not at all likely to meet her, I have

been careful to state exactly what I had to do with the matter. That

foolish old person may now say exactly what she pleases.

~

BOOK l.—AT SEA.

CHAPTER I.

STATEMENT 01-‘ TOM HART, ABLE SEAMAN.

IT were somewheers about the beginnin’ 0’ December, 1886, when

I shipped for able seaman aboard the Tanjore, then lyin’ at Calcutta.

She were bound for London, and were part loaded when I joined.

She were a good craft, and well found too, an’ her oflicers had a good

name, which I ain't got no call for to say as they didn’t act accordin’

days or so arter I joined, and she were ready for sea as it might be the

end 0’ the second week in December. On the 14th it were as we took

passengers aboard, all but one or two swells as didn’t come oil‘ till

mornin’, when we was under way. ‘Ve gets out 0’ the Hoogly all right,

an’ the pilot he leaves us final at sundown, a-wishin’ of us a good voyage,

which theer wasn’t no reason as we shouldn’t ’a’ had but for bad luck.

The weather it were fine, though the wind were light, an’ we soon

settles down ship-shape. She were a comfortable ship, an’ theer weren’t

no call to complam o’ the treatment nohow. We had some passengers,

I _don’t suppose theer was a dozen on ’em altogether, an’ them mostly

mllllngtary swells. Theer was one major an’ his wife; he were on the

iZ§kiilZt’.§§lt§§r33 iiiil aft-‘hit’ 5"’, ills Ilia’ ii”? M-“””di’d1'.‘-,t d"’s'“”’

, II] o no nn e se u nussm 0 1m. ays

IEntolat:(y1' rpfatf, ‘; 'IJ€1eer’s Ipne ‘as ainjt lill\tIely to want no _landiu’ in Old

aing sa i,n, as Iatrgk muc n(1i|'st(;.o .th for wasn t, ,ne|t,her, thoughl1

.....;~2r;.§;e ‘" ?i;- °"tfi‘:.‘‘‘‘‘t “ bit‘ 1"-"““
. ma or an is

young gal as were the toast 0’ the fo’c’s’le ai1v’]1§o m(i:l‘al::_-e.re Slieegesri 2

beauty, as it might be seventeen year old maybe. Tall an’ lissome

she were, WI 9. sk1n_like milk, an’ eyes that big an’ dark ye might
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ain’t sure as ever I see hair jest that color afore. It were a sort of

a gold color, an’ yet it weren’t that neither, onless it were took by the

sun. But I ain’t rightly sure as I can say what that gal were like, for

I don’t think as she looked not altogether the same not two days to

gether. Anyways, she were a beauty, an’ theer was more nor me 0’

that opinion. Bless ye, tl1eer weren’t not a man forward as wouldn’t

51’ give a week’s ration 0’ grog any day for to get a look an’ a

thank’ee from that gal. Nor, for that matter, it weren’t us only;

she were a favorite fore an’ aft, wi’ pamengers an’ crew, she were.

Nor I ain’t sayin’ but she had her favorite, too: what gal was theer

ever aboard ship as didn’t, I should like to know? He—for in

course it were a. he, as were but natrel an’ ship-shape—were a good

lookin’ feller too, come to that; one 0’ them army oificers as had got

wounded an’ was ordered on the long sea voyage to bring him round,

an’ to keep him out o’ the old country, maybe, till the worst 0’ the

winter was past. A capting he were, as near as I could make out, in

one 0’ them cavalry regiments, an’ a fine young man he must ’a’ been

afore he got hurt, for he were tall, with broadish shoulders. Nor I

ain’t sayin’ but what maybe his face were the best on him, arter all. I

ain’t good at givin’ the bearin’s of a face, not altogether, and I ain’t

sure as I can say jest what it were as took yer fancy when ye looked

at the capting neither. His name were Jervis, Cap’n Arthur Jervis it

were as were marked on his luggage, which I knows, bein’ as how I

carries the same to his cabin when he comes aboard, whereby I gets a

thank’ee, which it ain’t not every swell as gives ye, not to mention a

suvrin, which I keeps aboard my breeches-pocket for luck. ‘Well,

the capting he were not by no manner 0’ means what ye might call

ship-shape when first he come aboard, and had to be looked arter by

his man—which were a soldier chap by the name 0’ Tompkins, an’ a

poor soldier he were at that, too—for the first week or two aboard.

He used to lie in a low chair, one 0’ that sort as ye can have yer book

and yer grog, or what not, alongside while ye lie down, an’ the gal

her name were Miss Ramsey—would throw a bit of a look, half shy an’

half curious, at him as she passed on the deck. By an’ by, in course,

they gets to know each other better, an’ then she gives him a look an’

a smile of a mornin’, an’ he takes off his hat an’ looks arter her when

she has passed, wi’ a look as much as to say he wouldn’ t mind not if

she was to heave to. She might ’a’ seen, or again she mightn’t: Lor’

bless ye, ye can’t say not rightly what them gals sees an’ what they

don’t. Anyhow, by an’ by she heaves to when she comes within had,

an’ says a word or two, an’ looks at the capting out 0’ them brown

eyes. She didn’t say much, not at first; no more didn’t be, but jest

looked at her pleasant, as if it did him good to talk to her, not bem’

strong. I ain’t sayin’ as the capting were altogether a fool neither, for

she looked jest the sort as might ha’ turned out skittish if so _be she’d

’a’ been startled jest at first. Anyhow, I watches of ’em as it might

be for a week when I has my spell at the wheel, near which it were as

the capting lies mostly in his chair. In course I hears an’ sees every

thing, for nobody never minds the man at the wheel, he don’t never

see nothin’, he don’t; an’ I sees them two craft a—sailin’ day arter day
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jest a half-point or so nearer each other’s course, until by an’ by they

joins company. He were all right, were the capting, an’ knowed jest

how mucl1 stronger to grow so as to make her feel as if she were

a-nussin’, or leastways helpin’ to bring him round, though, bless yer

heart, I could see well enough he were a precious sight stronger afore

we’d a—been out a month nor ever he let on to be when she were any

wheer around.

The Tanjore she had good weather, on’y the winds was light and

mostly contrairy, an’ we didn’t promise to make no great passage. It

was nigh on a month afore we was in the latitood o’ Mauritius, all’

another fortnight afore we was nearin’ the Cape. Not as our passen

gers was in any great hurry, neither. It was all good deck weather,

wi’ awnin’s spread, jest the Very weather for curin’ of invalids, an’, for

that matter, makin’ of others wheer theer weren’t nothin’ the matter

afore. I don't mean for to say as theer were much 0’ that last done

aboard the Tanjore, seein’ as how theer weren’t many aboard as were

in any sort 0’ danger, but I weren’t altogether sure as the capting all’

Miss Ramsey weren’t jest as safe and snug as might ha’ been. Not as

they hoisted no signals 0’ distress, nor theer weren’t no signs 0’ them

fallin’ foul 0’ one another, so to speak, in a calm, but they kep’ on gettin’

friendlier an’ more an’ more sailin’ as reg’lar consorts. She’d took to

readin’ to him as he lay in that theer chair, an’ I don’t say, mind ye,

as it warn’t pretty jest to watch him a-lyin’ theer, takin’ an observation

now an’ then out o’ the weather corner 0’ his eye at her face as she was

a-readin’ as earnest as ye please out 0’ the book. Then he’d take a

spell at the book for a bit, an’ she'd jest glance now an’ again at his

face, an’ he’d make believe as he didn’t see,—not him, ye may lay

to that safe. Many’s the hour I’ve a-stood at the wheel a-seein’

nuthin’ but the lift 0’ the main topsle while them two was a-readin’

zlor;{gside, an’ me thinkin’ 0’ things as I’d seen an’ done thirty year

ac .

Well, as I was a-sayin’, them two didn’t hev not to say a bad time,

take it altogether, an’ I ain’t a—sayin’ neither as the capting didn’t‘ hev

rayther the best on it too, seein’ as it stands to reason as he knowed the

ropes the best, an’ she could on’y guess, even if she got the length 0’

dom’ that same, what was up. Neither on ’em seemed not to say sorry

that the winds was light an’ the voyage looked like bein’ a longish one,

an’ I don't say as I couldn’t ’a’ gone on pretty comfortable myself

a-watchm’ of ’em. 0’ course it stands to reason as young folks aboard

ship will go sweetheartin’ if so be theer’s anybody to go along of, but

I can't say, not rightly, as ever I seen a neater job 0’ that same than

what Capting Jervis was a-doin’ of aboard the Tanjore atween Cal

cutta and the Cape, nor I ain’t a-blamin’ of him, neither.

On the 30th day 0’ January we had run down our latitood,—-least

ways so I heard the skipper a-tellin’ of the capting about half an hour

8113,61‘ _elght bells, an’, as be reckoned, we was a matter 0’ two hundred

an ejgllty 1111188 Gflst’ard 0’ the Cape. It was fine weather bein’ as

h0_w1twas summer in them parts, an’ I takes it as how we was,in about

thirty-eight south latitood, wheer it had ought to be middlin’ warm in

summer time. The wind were rather fresher than what it had been
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that day, a-blowin’ as it might be west-nor’west, so as her head were

a-lyin’ to the south’ard 0’ her course, but the sea it were smooth an’

the sky clear, an’ pretty well all hands aboard was on deck till arter

sundown.

It might ’a’ been an hour arter eight bells, an’ in course it were

my watch below, an’ theer I were a-settin’ on the fo’c’s’le, takin’ a

look around afore turnin’ in. It were not to say dark, though gettin’

on that way, an’ I were jest takin’ a draw at my pipe final, when I

casts my eye fore an’ aft along the deck below an’ sees a haze o’ smoke,

or suthin’ as looks to me like smoke, a-comin’ out 0’ the main hatch.

“ Hallo!” says I, an wi’ that I jumps up an’ steps aft. Theer weren’t

nobody theerabouts, but afore I gets within five fathom o’ the s ot I

knowed what it were by the smell. I’d been theer afore ; an’ jest

ups wi’ my two hands to my mouth sharp an’ hollers, “ Fire !”

An’ fire it were, an’ no mistake about it.

CHAPTER II.

STATEMENT OF ARTHUR JERVIS, CAPTAIN ELEVENTH HUSSARS.

I HAVE been in England six weeks, but I find it impossible to

stay. I believe my people think me almost insane, and sometimes I

could fancy they are right; but, sane or not, I feel that I must do

something. In spite of some hardships, my health is almost restored,

and, whatever the doctors may say, I feel that nothing can do me so

much good as to know that I am doing something which may possibly

lead to the clearing up of the mystery that surrounds her fate. People

tell me—they have told me ever since I could ask the question—that

there could be no doubt what her fate has been. They have said it

was madness to suppose that any fate but one could have befallen a

delicate girl cast adrift, alone, on an almost boundless ocean, in an

open boat with hardly any food and, oh, God! without one drop of

water. They have pointed out—even the oldest and most experienced

of them—that the best hope is that the boat went down in the first

high wind and rough sea it met. I know it is true—oh, my God! I

know it is true. And yet—and yet I feel as if it were false; as if,

after all, hope were not yet dead, as if it were still possible that I am

not condemned to go through life with a brand upon me worse than

that of Cain,—the brand of the man who by his own folly destroyed

the fairest and dearest life that was ever given by Heaven into man’s

hands, only to be thrown away.

To-morrow I start for Cape Town by the steamer, in the hope of

setting the question at rest in some way, but before I go I feel that I

owe it to her father, whom I have never seen, to leave some record of

the facts of the tragedy which may perhaps have wrecked his life

almost as terribly as I feel that it has wrecked my own.

I had been an invalid for nearly four months before the doctors

pronounced me fit to be sent home to England, and even then they

insisted that I should take the sea voyage round the Cape, so that I

might not reach England too early. I had been eager to go. Any
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thing had appeared a change to be welcomed after months of a camp

hospital in India, and I believe I had worried the doctors into con

senting to my starting sooner than they really approved of, to get rid

of me. It was not till I found myself fairly embarked on board the

Tanjore at Calcutta that I began to look forward with all the dread of

an invalid to the prospect of three or four months on a ship where,

except my servant, I didn’t know a soul, and where, no doubt, the

passengers were all invalids like myself. I could have wished myself

back again in the hospital that da , as we dropped slowly down the

Hoogly, and I lay under the deck awning more dead than alive from

the unusual exertions I had made in getting on board. As I lay there

I could hear the slow gurgle of the wate_r as it passed us by ; I could

mark the gradual passage of the slow hours by the shadows cast by the

masts and rigging; I could fancy I heard the complaining voices of

invalid fellow-passengers; and more than once I wished myself back

again where at least the face of a brother oflicer might be looked for

from time to time to cheer my loneliness.

Next morning we were at sea, and it was then that I saw her for

the first time. I was just recovering from the exertion of being

brought on deck, and the very sight of one so young and so beautiful

seemed to send the stagnant blood bounding through my veins in a

way to which it had long been a stranger. It was several days before

I made her acquaintance, but at first I hardly missed that. It was

almost enough to see her pass, as she walked the deck with the quick

elastic step of youth and health, to catch a passing glimpse of her

fair young face and of her sun-brigl1t hair, and now and then to see, or

fancy I saw, her cast a passing glance of pity upon me as I lay, un

able still to take more than a languid interest even in so fair a vision.

_ After a day or two, however, I began to grow impatient for some

thmg more than this, and I contrived through the captain to obtain an

mtroduction to Miss Ramsey. Even then it was days before I could

persuade myself that I had made any progress in establishing more

than a passmg acquaintance. Now, indeed, she would nod and smile at

me as she passed, and sometimes she would even say a word or two in

a voice so soft and sweet in its tones that I could fancy I heard it fol‘

hours afterwards.

As men we are apt to be proud of our strength, but few of "5

know how much we sometimes owe to our weakness. It was to my

weakness that I owed the greatest happiness my life has ever known

or can know. I knew it at the time, and was not ashamed of it; I

in my helplessness,

f _ s innocent curiosity in the frank
ness 0 _our acquamtance. To me it was a revelation, I had known

many glfl-‘i, both in England and in India, but never any one like this,

so beautiful, so natural, so lovable. It may have been wrong to try to

lrpake her_ care for me ; it could not have been wrong for me to lo‘/'6

e1‘ I (ha 30 from the first; h0W,iI1deed, could I help it? I am sure
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she had no idea of it: I don’t know, indeed, that she even knew what

is meant by love, as we use the word, but I am sure she did more than

like me as a friend. In my own defence let me say that, whatever I

felt, I never spoke of love to her. When we grew more friendly we

spent much of our time together. She would read to me, and now and

then I would take my turn and read to her. And of course we talked:

what is there to do but read and talk on board ship? It was only for

the last ten days or so that I felt strong enough to walk a little, and

even then I was in no hurry to cease to be an invalid. In those six

weeks we had learned to know one another well; at least I seemed to

myself to have learned to know her well. Little by little I had learned

each detail of her young life. I seemed to know the aunt, and the

English home where she had been brought up from childhood, as if I

had lived there too. I had come to know and understand her love for

her soldier father and for the memory of her dead mother. If I had

been her brother, I told myself, I could not have known her better,

and I know I could not have loved her half as well.

‘We had a pleasant voyage, but the progress we made was slow.

The winds had been light, and nearly all from the southwest. It was

the 30th of January before the captain told me that at last we had

reached our southern limit. I didn’t ask him our exact latitude then,

and both the captain and the log-book were lost, but I understand from

others that probably we were in about the thirty-eighth parallel of

south latitude on that day. It was a lovely day, with a light wind

from the southwest, and the captain said that at noon we were about

two hundred and seventy miles to the east of the Cape. I was much

better; indeed, but for a tendency to get tired after a slight exertion, I

felt almost myself again. That afternoon I persuaded Miss Ramsey to

walk the deck with me for more than an hour, though she seemed

afraid I should overtire myself. After that I lay on my deck-chair

and we read together for the last time—oh, my God, for the last time!

I had begun to teach her to play chess, and she found all the keen

delight of a child in the new excitement. On that evening after

dinner we played until nearly nine o’clock, when she insisted that I

must sit up no longer. We said good-night, and I went to my cabin.

She was right,—I had rather overtired myself that day: I felt it as I

prepared to lie down. Tompkins, my servant, was putting away my

clothes, and in another minute I should have been in bed, when I was

startled by a sudden hail on deck. It was loud, and it had about it

that subtle quality of alarm which attaches itself strangely to some

sounds not in themselves unusual. I paused involuntarily and listened.

It was only a moment before it came again, and this time more urgent

and menacing than before. I could not be sure, because the cabin

doors were shut, but I thought I could distinguish the cry of “ Fire !”

I sprang from my seat and seized my clothes out of the hands of my

astonished servant. Even as I did so that ball reached my ears for the

third time: it was “Fire!” Terrible as the sound is under all cir

cumstances, I felt in a moment how much more dreadful it is at sea.

In an instant the imagination seizes on the idea of the isolation and

loneliness which always appear to lurk behind the mystery of the
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ocean. Fire, which is but a danger and an excitement on shore, be

comes a terror and a horror on the sea, intensified by the impossibility

of obtaining human aid and the utter absence of human sympathy.

It flashed upon me in a moment. As I was hurrying on the few

articles of summer clothing I had but just put off, I seemed to enter

into the full terror of the situation, so that what happened afterwards

hardly came on me as a surprise. My first impulse had been to push

my servant from the cabin and order him on deck to assist. He had

been slow to understand the warning cry, and now that its meaning

had come home to him he stood like a man stupefied. He seemed

scarcely to comprehend me when I ordered him on deck: he looked

me stupidly in the face when I spoke to him. I seized him by the

shoulder and pushed him from the cabin before me. It seemed but

an instant since the alarm of fire had startled my ear, but already it

had reached the other passengers. Figures, some of them but partly

dressed, were hurrying through the saloon. There was a quick tram

pling of feet on the deck outside, and the sound of orders shouted in

hoarse tones came through the darkness. As we emerged from the

poop we were met by the sharp acrid smell of burning and the keen

sensation of smoke.

In a moment I found myself upon the main deck. Behind me

rose the poop, and in front the dim tracery of the rigging and the

ghostly white outline of the sails. It was some seconds before my

eyes grew accustomed to the darkness after the lights of the saloon,

and I peered helplessly into the shadows, made more confusing by the

lines of light that streamed from the windows and open doors behind

us. It was only for a few moments, however, and then I could see all

that was visible of the danger. It didn’t look alarming, and it was

with a feeling of almost indescribable relief that I 11oticed how thin 11

haze of smoke it was that as yet curled upwards from the hatchway

and hung in darker wreaths about the long-boat on the deck. At that

moment the captain’s voice sounded in my ear as he passed quickly by

me: “Is that you, Captain Jervis? Don’t let them get alarmed in

the saloon. We’ll soon get this under.” The very sound of his loud

hearty voice, with its ring of self-reliant confidence, seemed to calm

my nerves. I felt he was right, and in a moment I had turned back

to do his bidding. I had been one of the first of the passengers to

take the alarm, and as I re-entered I could see pale frightened faces

looking out of the state-room doors, and questioning eyes looking fol‘

the assurance of safety which their tongues could scarcely frame the

words to ask. I repeated what the captain had just told me, and for

the moment it evidently relieved the anxiety. Then I turned and left

the cabin again.

I could hardly have been absent from the deck five minutes, and

yet as I closed the door of the saloon behind me and looked out on the

scene agam it seemed to me that matters had changed for the W0l'5e

more than I should have thought possible in so short a time. The

crew were all on deck, and under the direction of the officers were

already passmg buckets of water from hand to hand, which were emp

tied mto the hatchway that now yawned black and wide between the
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two rows of men, while from the middle there rose a steady stream

of black smoke, which stained the clear darkness of the night air witl1

lines and blotches of blacker darkness, as it curled slowly upwards and

showed more darkly still against the dim whiteness of the canvas. I

went forward and offered to take my place in passing the buckets.

“ You can if you like,” was the discouraging reply of the chief oflioer,

to whom I had applied; “it looks as if we’d want all hands, and

that’s a fact; but,” and here he lowered his voice, “let me advise you

to give a hand to keep the women quiet. If things grow worse here

we’ll have them on our hands, and that’s the very devil in a tire. I’ve

been there before.”

I hesitated for a moment, and then I saw that his advice was good.

I had forgotten for the moment how weak I still was, but even as I

hesitated my ear caught the sound of a smothered scream from the

saloon, and I knew that if I could be of use at all it was in the way

suggested. I stood for a moment looking at the smoke as it streamed

up through the open hatch, apparently unchecked by the water thrown

from the buckets. My eye followed the dark line of sailors as they

passed the buckets from hand to hand, and my ear caught the splash

of the water as it was dashed into the hold; then I went back to the

only work for which I seemed to be fit.

Our little party had assembled in the saloon, and a more patheti

cally helpless one it would have been hard to find. The four men

were all nearly helpless invalids, and each of them had his wife with

him as nurse: thank God, there were no children. The terror of the

situation had taken hold on these poor women, and for the first

moment it was hard to recognize the faces, so white and drawn, so

startled and changed they looked in the bright light of the lamps.

Only one woman’s face looked calm and brave: it was that of Miss

Ramsey. A little pale perhaps, the eyes a little startled, and the fair

young face a little anxious, but quiet and gentle and sweet as ever. I

reassured them as much as I could. I begged them not to go out on

the deck, where they would only be in the way and add to the danger.

We waited there, the wives holding their sick husbands’ hands, with

sometimes a whispered word, and sometimes a silent caress: we.wait.ed.

I have waited before,—waited as a soldier for the word to advance,—

waited while the bullets fell around us like bail, and the shells

shrieked as they flew overhead,——but I had known no waiting so

ghastly as this. We listened in a silence that was more terrible than

any words, every eye fixed on the door, every ear listening for each

sound that came to us from the deck.

Suddenly a voice came in the sharp tone of command. It was the

captain’s voice: the words were, “Clew up the mainsail out'of the

way, my lads.” \Ve started, and Major Ransome, who was lying on

a sofa, turned a questioning eye on me, as if in a peal that I should

at least relieve their suspense. I went to the oor and opened it.

With an involuntary exclamation I started back : the ship was doomed.

In those few minutes of waiting our fate had been sealed. The two

rows of sailors were still there, and the buckets still passed steadily

from hand to hand, but now each hard weather-beaten face glowed 1n
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the red light which glanced and quivered upon deck and sails and

rigging and turned the darkness of the night and ocean into a black

abyss by contrast to that lurid glare. It came from the open hatchway,

the crimson flashes mingling with the black smoke that now rolled in

a wide stream upward, and the dull red glare showed how the fire was

already raging below. The captain’s face shone out clearly in the

light, as his eye followed the sail which the men were already hauling

up: it was calm, cool, and determined as ever, but it made me shudder,

for it seemed to express nothing of hope.

My exclamation had been followed by a shriek from one of the

women, and several had crowded to the door behind me. The captain

turned and came towards us. There was something impressive in his

deliberate step and steady eye, and we fell back before him. He closed

the door behind him: for a single instant his eye dwelt on our little

party, the helpless women and the still more helpless men, then he

spoke. “ VVe’re in God’s hands,” he said, quietly. “I won’t try to

deceive you, for things look black enough. All I can promise -is that

we’ll do our best, and at the worst we’ll think first of the women and

the sick.” They crowded round him,——a]l, I think, except Miss

Ramsey. They touched his hands, and even his rough jacket, as if

the touch gave them confidence. He put them gently back, as he said,

“ You had better get some warm coverings and any trifies you value

most, in case of the worst. I will let you know before anything else

need be done.” He turned away. I was standing on the side of the

table opposite that at which Miss Ramsey was sitting, and I thought

she glanced towards me, though she hardly raised her eyes. I leaned

across the table and said, “I’m going now to see if I can do anything.

Get a few things, as the captain said, and if there is no other way I

will come back for you here. You won’t go before I come?” I added,

m a lower tone. She raised her eyes to mine, just for one moment, as

she said, softly, “No, I will wait for you.” I stayed for nothing

more. I left the saloon and followed the captain on deck.

\Ve had not been warned a moment too soon. I don’t know what

the_ cargo was, but I conldn’t have believed that anything could have

1gmted so quickly. It had hardly taken the captain a minute to speak

to us,‘and yet when we reached the deck once more it was like the

hghtmng change of a kaleidoscope. The deck looked as bright 118

day,_ but with a brightness that was terrible. Already the flames were

leaping high out of the hatchway, twisting and bending in waves and

tendnls of dancing light. There was a hiss and a. roar as they came

up through the opening, and then the breeze, which seemed to have

grown stronger, caught them and swept them high overhead in spires

and sheets of crimson light which dazzled the eyes and seemed to col!

fuse the senses.

The captain stopped and looked at it for a moment. Then his eyes

fell on the seamen, still doggedly pursuing their task and throwing

bucket after bucket of water on the flames, which now seemed utterly

unchecked by the puny obstruction. Lifting his hand, he shouted, in

a voice that mastered the roar of the flames, “Avast there, men !”

The men instantly fell back before the fire as he added, “ Stand by t0
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provision and clear away the boats.” The men gave a hoarse cheer,

as British sailors will in moments of desperation, and each sprang to

the station which he knew for his own in such an emergency. The

captain exclaimed, “Bear a hand, men; let’s see if we can clear the

long—boat,” and sprang forward through the smoke and flames that

now streamed across what was left of the deck to leeward between the

hatehway and the bulwarks. Several of the sailors followed him, and

instinctively I attempted to do the same. I was met by a blinding

rush of smoke and a flash of crimson flame, and I fell back confused

and scorched in the attempt. Then it flashed upon me that it was

providential, after all. \Vhat if I could not return? What if these

mounting flames should divide me from Miss Ramsey ? I shuddered

at the thought, as I turned to see what I could do where I was. Here

a few-—they seemed to me a very few——sailors, under the direction of

the chief oificer, were clearing away the two quarter-boats, while one

man was clumsily loosening the ropes by which the small boat at the

stern was slung to the davits. I went to this man’s assistance, and

found, to my surprise, that it was my servant Tompkins. There was

no time for talking, so I ran to his assistance and cast oi? the other

line. Tompkins seemed, I thought, hardly to know me, but he did as

I shouted to him, and we managed at last to lower the boat into the

water without accident. I fastened my rope and cast loose the one

that Tompkins held, letting it run through the block. I looked over

the stern, and could make out that the boat had swung round and was

being drawn along in the wake of the ship.

I went over to the chief officer and said, “We’ve got her afloat

all right, Mr. Roberts: what’s to be done next ?”—“ Done, man?” he

asked, impatiently: “get some provisions from below, and put a keg

of water on board, and then stand by for orders. Don’t you know as

much as that yet?” He evidently took me in the half-light for one

of the hands, and, though I had no idea where these things were to

be got, I hurried below to look for them. I knew there was a way to

the lower deck through the saloon, and I took it for granted I should

get what was wanted there. I ran down the steps and through the

saloon door, which now stood wide open. The major still lay on the

sofa, but the others, I suppose, were engaged in collecting their valu~

ables, as had been suggested. There was a light shining on the lower

deck, and even among the babel of noises that now filled the air I

could hear the voices of men calling to one another below. I hurried

down the steps and found myself on the lower deck, amid a strange

confusion of cases, barrels, and boxes, piled one upon another, leaving

narrow passages between. I paused bewildered, unable to make up

my mind in what direction to go to reach the light which glowed and

glimmered, casting weird lights and shadows on the piled-up merchan

dise. Suddenly the light shot up with a crimson glare; there was a

roar, a crash, and at the same moment a thick cloud of smoke rushed

through the passages and dimmed even the fierce glare of the fire.

Then I knew the fire had burst into the after hold.

I looked round me in despair. Where were the food and water of

which the mate had spoken? It was smoke, nothing but smoke; and
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already my eyes were dimmed and my senses confused. I felt that it

was useless, and turned and made the best of my way up the steps.

When I reached the top I found myself opposite the door of the

steward’s pantry. The sight of the open door seemed to give me new

hope: there must be some food at least here. To dart into the place

and look hastily around for what I sought was the work of a moment.

With the bag in my hand I re-entered the saloon, only to find it

empty. I looked around: there was not a sign of its late occupants,

and, more surprising yet, Miss Ramsey too was gone. The smoke was

beginning to fill the place, and the heat was growing stifling. I raised

my voice and shouted: I hardly know what I shouted, but my hope

was to attract Miss Ramsey’s attention. It was in vain; the roar and

up the steps, and stood on the raised deck once more. There was no

want of light now. The deck, the masts, the sails, glowed blood-red

in the wild confiagration. I looked for the passengers, but they had

either not been there or they had gone. One figure, and only one,

was in sight as I strained my eyes. The sails were either clewed up

or hanging loose from the yards, and the wheel was deserted; but

crouched on the grating at the stern was one figure; it was my servant

Tompkins. I sprang to the stern and looked over: thank God, the

boat we had lowered was there still. I turned to Tompkins; I shook

him angrily as he sat. He looked at me stupidly. “ Have you seen

Miss Ramsey?” I shouted into his ear. He only looked helplessly

into my face, and shook his head stupidly in answer to my question.

The man was paralyzed with fear. I looked around in despair.

At that moment a cry reached my ear,—a cry such as I had never

heard before, indeed, but I would have known the voice among a

smoke. I gave it a single glance, then I shut my eyes and jumped

down. The saloon door was open as I had left it, and the smoke was

ruslnng through in coils and wreaths as I darted in. She was there.

I sprang to her side, and she—she turned to me with one glad cry, and

I clasped her in my arms. I didn’t mean to do it: at another time I

would have done almost anything sooner than say it, but I couldn’t

help it then. I whispered, “My darling, my darling!” She did I101:

_shrmk_fr0m _me; she did not look away. Her dear face looked UP

mto mine as if she was happy; her sweet eyes had something in them

as they returned my look, which spoke of a feeling like my own.
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How I did it I cannot remember now, but I know I got her out

through the skylight. I lifted her up and held her in my arms: I got

a rope and lowered her into the boat that swung below. I was just

about to make Tompkins go down and follow him myself, when I re

membered suddenly that we had no water. I leaned over and called

to my darling that I would be back in a minute or two. I told Tomp

kins to wait for me, and I went, determined that if there were water

on board I would get it. I knew that no water was to be got in the

saloon, and that I must seek it in the fore part of the ship. I crossed

the poop to the windward side, and, dashing down the ladder to the

main deck, rushed forward through the fire and smoke that raged

amidships, only saved by the breeze which drifted the flames to leeward.

When at last I managed to look around me I could see that the fore

mast was on fire, and that only a very few men were left on deck. I

rushed towards them, shouting for water, and I suppose they must have

thought me mad, for one or two of them turned and stared at me.

One of them was carrying a keg that looked like water, and, although

I was almost exhausted, I seized it, and grappled with him for its pos

session. VVhether something fell on me or whether I fell I cannot

say, but I remember the sensation of a blow, then a great flash of light

seemed to dazzle me, and I lost consciousness.

When I opened my eyes again I was in darkness. I stretched out

my hand feebly and touched the side of a boat. One glad thrill ran

through my veins: I had reached the boat, then, though I had for

otten it. Then a doubt, a horrible doubt, crept over me. “ Alice,”

whispered, “Alice, my darling, are you there ?” There was no reply,

but a sort of uneasy movement in the boat near me. I shuddered.

“Speak, for God’s sake speak,” I managed to articulate, after a mo

ment’s pause that seemed like an hour to me. A voice, a grnlf but

not unkindly voice, replied, “ I dunno what you mean, sir, but yon’re

aboard the mate’s boat, an’ theer ain’t no one 0’ the name of Alice

aboard here, not as I knows on.”

I gave one great cry, they tell me, when he spoke, and sprang to

my feet; then I fell like a dead man in the bottom of the boat.

CHAPTER III.

ALICE RAMSEY'S RECOLLECTIONS.

IT is all like a strange and terrible dream now, yet as I try to

recall what happened it seems to come back little by little, till I can

almost see the awful sights again, and hear the sounds that once seemed

as if they would ring through my bewildered brain as long as I could

hear anything. It is strange how completely they had passed away, so

that until I sat down to write this I appeared to have only a dim idea

of something strange and dreadful that had happened long ago.

I don’t think I felt very much frightened when the captain told us

we were in great danger. Perhaps it was because he spoke so quietly ;

perhaps because Captain Jervis didn’t seem frightened, but only told
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me to get my things and asked me to wait till he came for me. Of

course I said I would wait, for I knew that if anything dreadful did

really happen he was sure to do everything that could be done, and to

do it better than anybody else. When he opened the saloon door and

went out I think we in the cabin knew for the first time how dreadful

the danger really was. As the door opened, the flames seemed to

spring up out of the deck yards high and to wave in the wind with a

terrible roaring noise that made one shudder. Some of the ladies

screamed, and then he shut the door, but it didn’t shut out that

sound, and I think it seemed even worse to me now that I could only

hear it.

Poor Mrs. Ransome was crying, and wringing her hands over the

major, who seemed to have fainted, and I think that was the first thing

that roused me, for of course I ran to get some water for him, and we

sprinkled it on his face, till after a minute or two he came to himself

again. He only said, “My poor Bessie!” Then I ran to Mrs. Ran

some’s cabin and brought out some of her things, for of course one

couldn’t stand there listening to what they might want to say to one

another. I think it did me good, for when I felt so sorry for them

my own fright seemed to go away, and I only thought what I could

do to help them. I knew quite well that Major Ransome was dying,

and I think poor Mrs. Ransome knew it too, but this seemed so much

worse than merely dying in his bed; and then if we had to go in boats

he could never live through itn The other invalids might have a

chance, but he would have none at all.

I have no idea how long it was, for the shouting of the sailors on

deck, and the terrible roaring of the fire, which grew louder and louder

every moment, seemed to confuse one so that I had no clear idea about

anything; but at last some of the sailors came running in and went

down the little stair that led to the deck below. They left the door

open, and we could see how terribly the fire was increasing. It leaped

up so high now that it seemed to he climbing the mast, and as it waved

and flickered its huge flames in the wind it seemed to hiss and scream

hke some great serpent. One of the sailors shouted, as he ran down

the steps, for us to get ready, for he was lowering away the boats. I

knew that he meant the captain, for I had often heard the sailors call

him that before, so then I knew that there was no more hope for 0111'

dear old ship.

The sailors began to carry things up on their shoulders, and I went

to my cabm to get some of my things to take with me. It was all so

terrible and strange that I felt confused. I leaned my head on the

edge of my bed just for a moment to collect my thoughts, and I am

not sure, but I almost think I must have lost consciousness for a‘ time,

for when looked up again felt so strange and sick, and the red light

frightened then, and just snatched up a cloak and one or two things

and my httle work-bag, and ran out int

. empty. The door must have been left open, for great clouds of black

smoke were rolling in through it, and the whole place was dim and

blurred with a kind of red mist. I looked round he]plessly,and then
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ran towards the door, but as I got near it the smoke grew hotter and

hotter and seemed to blind me, and fierce red tongues shot out of it

and scorched my face. I suppose I screamed then, though I don’t re

member that, only I heard a shout, as if in answer, and in another

moment Arthur—Captain Jervis, you know—sprang in through the

door-way. He seemed to come out of the fire and smoke, and he just

caught me in his arms. It was strange, for I had never thought of

him in that way before; but at the moment I felt quite safe, and so

strangely happy. He held me tight,—oh, so tight,—and he bent over

me with such a strange face, as if he was half afraid to say it but

couldn’t help himself, as he whispered, “Thank God, I’ve found you,

my darling, my darling!”

It was only for one moment, and then he looked round to see how

we were to get out. Then he let me go, and, springing on one of the

tables near the stern, he forced up the skylight; then he held out his

hand to me. “ Come, my darling,” he said, in, oh, such a tender voice:

“you must try to get through here; it’s the only way now.” Of

course I gave him my hand, and he helped me on to the table; then

he took me in his arms and lifted me up till my head was through the

opening. He must have helped me, for in a moment I found that I

was out on the deck. Almost before I could look round he had scram

bled through the window and was beside me. I tried to look round,

but could hardly believe it was the ship; it was so terrible, and yet so

beautiful. At first it seemed as if it was all in one great blaze, though

really it was only the middle part yet. The fire had seized on the mast,

and run up till it had caught the sails. and now it was blazing quite to

the very top, like a great torch, only that the flames were running

along the yards, and the burning sails were blowing away in pieces to

leeward.

I had no time to look at it then, for he seized my hand and drew

me away to the stern, where they coiled the ropes, and I could see a

boat floating below, and looking as if it had been painted red, as it

towed behind the ship in the water. A man was sitting crouched up

on the grating. Arthur took him by the shoulder and shook him

angrily, as he exclaimed, “Get up, man, and help. Don’t be such :1

our, Tompkins !” The man looked at him stupidly, but he seemed to

do as he was told. Then Arthur put a rope round me, oh, so gently,

and fastened it under my arms. Then he bent his head down and

whispered into my ear, “I must lower you, darling, but you will be

brave, won’t you? I’ll be with you in a minute or two.” Then he

lifted me in his arms again, and made me sit on the stern rail, and then he

lowered me down very slowly, till at last I felt my feet touch the bottom

of the boat. He called down to me to loose the rope, and after a mmute

or two I managed to get it loose enough to slip it down over my feet, and

then he pulled it up. After a minute he lowered a little bag with bis

cuits and some other things in it, besides my cloak, which had left on

deck. I was surprised to find that the waves seemed to be quite high, and

the boat rocked a good deal, but I managed to catch the things and loosen

the rope. He pulled it up, and I expected he would come down in

another minute; but instead of that he leaned over and called out,
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“ Don't be frightened. I must run and fetch some water, in case the

boats get separated; but I’ll be back in a minute or two. Tompkins

will stay here and see that nothing happens.” VVhy was it, I wonder,

that my heart sank like a lump of lead as he spoke? I had opened

my lips to beg him not to go, when his face disappeared, leaving a blank

—-oh, such a dreadful blank I

Then I said to myself how foolish it was, and I determined to be

brave, but all the time I felt the tears running down my cheeks as I

sat rocking backward and forward on the crimson water, with the

spray dashing over me in little jerks, and feeling so awfully alone. I

don’t know how long it was: it seemed an age to me. My eyes were

fixed on the place high above me where I had seen his face last, and

above that the sky seemed to be all one sheet of flames that flickered

and roared and scattered showers of ‘blazing sparks, like great rockets

bursting, all over the sea to leeward of the ship. All on a sudden, as

I was looking, there was a bright flash just above me, and a great

tongue of fire shot out of one of the stern cabin windows, and then a

gush of black smoke that prevented my seeing the place where Arthur

was to come. I know I must have screamed then, though I don’t

suppose any one could have heard it in the dreadful noise that was

growing louder and more terrible every minute. I know I sprang up

and stretched out my arms, and then the boat seemed to sway and

rock so dreadfully below me that I lost my balance and fell.

I think I must have struck my head on something, for when I

came to myself I felt so sore and so very stupid that I didn’t even

feel frightened. I was lying in the bottom of the boat, and it was

rocking a little, but not nearly so much as it did before. I laid

hold of the seat that was close beside me and drew myself up by it.

Then I thought I must be insensible still. I looked round, and the

sea was dark, not red and sparkling as it had been just before. Then

I looked for the ship, but she was nowhere to be seen, only, far away

—ever so far, it seemed—there was a great crimson stain on the dark

water, and lights that leaped and danced and quivered before my eyes.

I looked at it stupidly. I rubbed my eyes again and again : I gazed,

as if I could never gaze enough, at the great crimson light in the dis

tance, and the long plain of dark heaving water that stretched between.

I was alone, all, all alone, in that little boat on the wide ocean. My
head seemed to swim round ; the great lightlwavered and quivered, and

then_it went out. I heard a rushing sound like water, and then I heard

nothmg more.

CHAPTER IV.

FROM THE LOG or THE NAVARINO.

February 3, 1887. Latitude 37° 28’, longitude 33° 14’.

FREsH breeze from west-southwest, with long swell from the

northwest. Weather clear, and thermometer in shade at noon 78.

Barometer 29.3.

The weather to-day has shown a marked improvement over that
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of the last forty-eight hours, and the wind fell during the morning to

a light topsoil breeze. The swell is from the northwest, and would

seem to indicate that the weather we have met with was only the outer

edge of a storm travelling from the westward, the focus of which may

probably have been to the north of Madagascar. Our course has been

altered to east~southeast, and she has been making by estimation about

five knots since morning.

At 8.45 A.M. the lookout man reported wreckage on the lee how.

The chief otficer, who was in charge, ordered her to be kept away two

points to leeward to examine it. On approaching it more nearly, how

ever, it appeared to be part of the top-gallant mast and yard of a large

vessel; and, as Mr. Collins judged it unlikely that any information could

be obtained by examining these spars more closely, which had probably

been lost by an Indiaman in the recent bad weather, neither he nor

thought it worth while to detain the ship for the purpose of nearer

examination.

4.30 P.M.—Sighted more wreckage, apparently of some size, on the

windward bow, bearing southeast, half a point southerly, about two

miles off. Bore up to examine same, and on coming up with it found

that it appeared to be the top and a large part of the mast of a large

ship. On a closer examination, which was made by Mr. Collins in the

starboard quarter-boat, it appeared that the vessel to which it belonged

had been destroyed by fire, as the mast was much charred, especially at

the place where it had parted. So far as could be seen, there was no

mark of any sort that held out any hope of identifying the vessel to

which it had belonged, but Mr. Collins reports that, in his opinion, it

had not been in the water more than a few days, as there were no signs

of barnacles or other incrustations of any sort. It might, in his opinion,

have belonged to the same vessel as the spars sighted this morning,

though, as we did not examine these closely, we have no means of

knowing whether they bore marks of fire. The difference in position,

although considerable, may, in his opinion, be accounted for by the

fact that the top stood so far out of the water that it would act as a

sail upon which a strong breeze would act with considerable effect. As

this wreckage appears to indicate a serious calamity at sea, I have set a

lookout at the main royal yard in case anything more should be sighted

which may throw light on the identity of the vessel which it may be

feared has been lost. It is in the highest degree improbable that in

any case we should sight any boats, even if the weather had not been

such as to render the chance of boats living in it a very doubtful one,

because it is certain that the disaster must have occurred far to the

west of our present osition, the wind having blown from the westward

during the late ba weather. Boats, on the other hand, if navigated

by seamen, would have kept as far as possible to the southward and

westward, so as to bear up for the Cape, or at any rate get ll’1iZ0.llJe

regular course of the Australian shipping. It is, however, just possible

that we may fall in with something that may enable us to identify the

vessel, of which it is only too likely there may be no other record.

8 P.M.—The precaution taken by me this afternoon, as set down

above, has proved to be the means, under Providence, of rescuing one
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human being from a death of the most terrible character from thirst

and exposure. It is not even now certain that this life can be saved,

but the doctor, in whose ability I have the greatest confidence, seems

to be hopeful. In any case we have been the means of saving her

for it is a woman, or I should rather say a girl—from the last ex

tremity of suffering. From her, of course, we haveas yet learned

nothing, but the boat tells its own tale. It is clinker—built, has been

painted white with a black bead line, and the name on the stern is

“ Tanjore—London.” Clearly an Indiaman.

It was about six o’clock when the lookout man first sighted her on

the weather bow, bearing some two points to the southward of our course.

When he hailed the deck he couldu’t make out what she was, but we

soon made her out with a glass. We managed to lay her head far

enough up in the wind to fetch within quarter of a mile of her. It

was growing dusk before we fetched her, as the wind had fallen light,

and we could make out nothing aboard of her from the ship. Mr.

Collins took a boat and went after her, but it was dark before he had

her alongside. He' reported the body of a woman found aboard, and

it was only when the doctor went to examine it that we discovered she

was alive. We got her on board with all the care we could, and from

what could be seen of her while they laid her down in the saloon for

a minute, while a cabin was being got ready to put her in, she appears

to be young, and, although her face is much wasted, probably hand

some. From her clothes, and one or two small trinkets she had on,

she seems to be a lady, probably the daughter of some saloon passenger

by the Tanjore.

In the boat there were found, besides the girl, a pair of oars, but

no rowlocks ; a small bread-bag containing nearly twenty pounds of

captain’s biscuit, three tins of sardines, two of cocoa, and part of a

loaf of soft bread, which looked as if some had been torn off; there

was also a lady’s cloak, and a small work-bag containing needles, silk,

and a small piece of embroidery work, besides a small volume of

poetry with the name “ A. Jervis” in pencil on the fly-leaf. The boat

has been carefully examined, but nothing more has been found. There

was no keg nor other vessel that could have contained water, so it is

almost certain that however long the girl may have been cast away

she has had nothing to drink. She has now been removed to an un

occupied cabin, and is being attended by the doctor and the assistant

stewardess.

Feb. 10.—-To-day the doctor reports our derelict passenger out of

danger. He states, however, that her mind appears still to be much

confused, and he considers it still unadvisable to attempt to obtain

from her any information as to the circumstances under which she was

cast away in the boat. He further reports that he hopes that in a few

days she may be strong enough to be brought on deck, and possibly

may have recovered sufficiently to be questioned without risk. I have

had the boat brought on deck, and the few articles found taken e\'eI‘y

care of for purposes of future identification.

Feb. 24.—The doctor now re
recovered. She has been on decports our derelict passenger nearly

k every day for more than a week,
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and is rapidly regaining flesh and color. In deference to the doctor’s

opinion, I refrained from asking her any questions until today,

although it seemed to me that the caution was unnecessary. To-day,

however, I determined to ascertain something of the fate of the Tan

jore, and, though the doctor appeared still reluctant, I spoke to her in

the saloon before she went on deck. I am afraid the doctor was right,

after all. I fear we shall learn nothing from our passenger. She

listened to my questions as I asked them, but did not appear to under

stand in the least what I meant. When I mentioned the Tanjore I

thought a troubled look came into her eyes for an instant, and she

repeated the name after me in a gentle, wondering voice, as if she was

not sure whether she had ever heard it before. She was very quiet

and gentle, and her voice is one of the pleasantest I ever heard, but I

had to give it up. The doctor says he is not surprised, because such

cases of loss of memory as the result of shock or hardship are by no

means unheard of. He says we must wait. I suppose he is right:

there is nothing else to be done.

CHAPTER V.

THE 1)ocroR's PATIENT.

I HAVE had some puzzling patients before, but none quite so diiii

cult to understand as the one I came by on the 3d of February. I

haven’t had much general practice as yet, but five years as house

surgeon to :1 Liverpool hospital make one acquainted, either directly

or at second hand, with a good many queer cases. If it had not been

for that, I might have been even more puzzled by this case than I was.

I never intended to stay in England so long as I have done, so it is

not surprising that after five years spent in studying for my diplomas

at Edinburgh, and five more spent in Liverpool, I should have found

myself a ship's doctor, going home to Australia in the Navarino at

the beginning of 1887. The Navarino is a good ship, and we have

had a pleasant if not a very rapid voyage. Fortunately, the cap

tain and otficers are intelligent fellows, and the passengers, especially

those in the saloon, are a superior lot. Like most sea-voyages nowa

days, our trip promised to be an uneventful one: the usual tropical

sunsets, the time-honored porpoises and flying-fish; the moonlight and

constitutionals on deck, and the whist for sixpenny points in the

saloon. Everything was carried out in the most respectable and old

fashioned style, down to the flirtatious on the poop deck and the

measles in the steerage; and until we rounded the Cape there was not

a sign of anything to render our voyage less commonplace than n1ne

hundred and ninety-nine out of a thousand are in these days of

scientific seamanship and first-class vessels. We didn’t go far south

of the Cape, as we had a run of southwesterly weather. It blew hard

on the 1st and 2d of February, but the wind fell away on the mght

of the 2d, and on the morning of the 3d there was only a light breeze,

with a long swell setting from the northwest.
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That was the state of things in which the event of the voyage

found the Navarino: that was our record on the day on which I fell

in with the most interesting case I had as yet puzzled over. Small

events seem important on a long voyage, so I was not surprised when

I came on deck to find a general excitement prevailing on the subject

of a spar that had been seen floating some distance to windward about

an hour before. Perhaps if it had been to leeward we should have

examined it more closely, but, as it was, the captain and chief ofiioer

had decided that it wasn’t worth while. They concluded that some

edge, and, as there was no chance of identifying the topmast as that of

any particular vessel, they passed it by. It was curious to note what

an interest that piece of floating wood aroused on board ; and yet per

haps it is hardly strange, after all. At first sight a whale or a school

of porpoises would seem to he a much more interesting thing, yet, after

interest in the speculations.

_ We were just recovering from this small excitement when we fell

in with a greater one. It was after four o’clock that afternoon when

the lookout man sighted more floating wreck. It lay to windward,

but, as it appeared to be a large piece, the captain-decided to examine

it. We lay up as near as we could to the wind, and the chief ofiicer

went with a boat’s crew and overhauled it. It turned out to be a large

piece of a ship’s mast, probably a mainmast, and the top stood high out

of the water, so as to attract attention from a distance. The remark

able thing was, however, that it had been burnt nearly through at the

lower end, and was a good deal charred even as high as the top. This

was all the boat’s crew found out, except that it had not been long in

the water, most likely not above a day or two. There was no mark

upon the wreck by which it could be identified; no means by Which

we could guess the nationality of the ship, or the fate of the crew

The captain sent a sailor to keep a lookout from the main royal yard

in mse anything more should come in sight, and the crew and pas

sengers settled themselves down to a fresh discussion of all the hulldred

possibilities opened up by our latest discovery.

on our windward bow, and the captain at once changed our course and

headed in the direction pointed out by the lookout man. Everybody

who possessed a telescope of any kind used it, myself among the

number, and by the time I had got as high as the main top I 00l1ld

make it out pretty plainly. It was a boat. It seemed to lie quite

still, steeped in the brightness of the western sky, which made it 8P‘
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pear larger than it was, as it stood up, the one dark spot on the

golden plain of the western ocean. The breeze was light, and we had

plenty of time to examine the strange waif of the sea before we drew

up near enough to lower away a boat to go off to her. It was begin

ning to grow dark when we did so, and, though I did my best to make

her out clearly, I could not be sure whether the boat was entirely

empty or not. One thing appeared certain : she had no crew on board.

The captain, indeed, laughed at the notion of any one being in her,

and assured me that the boat had no doubt been washed overboard, or

broken adrift in some way, and, being entirely light and left altogether

to herself, had lived through the bad weather, which would almost

certainly have sunk her had there been any one on board. As he put

it, that seemed probable enough, and the only thing we could expect

to learn from her in that case would be the name of the vessel to which

she had belonged. Even this was of sutficient interest to keep most

of us on deck, in spite of the counter-attractions of supper, while the

boat was gone.

It was dark by the time she came alongside again, and we could

only make out the outlines of the two boats, one in tow of the other,

as Mr. Collins answered the eager hail of the captain, “You’ve got

her, then? What ship did she belong to ?”—-“ Ay, ay, sir, we’ve got

her. Name on her stern the Tanjore of London; body of a woman

on board.” They had put a step-ladder over the side, and without a

moment’s delay I mounted on the bulwark and scrambled down. I

jumped into the mate’s boat, and from her to the stranger. It was

true. There was the figure of a human being lying in the bottom of

the boat, and from the clothing it seemed to be that of a woman. It

lay strangely huddled together, and might well have been taken for a.

dead body; but as I went on my knee beside her and bent close I saw

that she was still alive. There was not a moment to lose, and there are

no men like sailors in an emergency. We got a sling rigged, and within

a very few minutes I was hoisted on board with the unconscious girl

in my arms. It was not till she was brought into the saloon that I had

light enough to see her face distinctly. It was a strange one to be seen

under such conditions,—strange, and to my eyes almost beautiful. It

was very young, that of a girl seventeen, or at most eighteen, years

of age; the face was deadly pale, and the cheeks a little sunken, but

the skin was clear and soft, and the outline delicate, refined, and almost

perfect in shape. The eyes were closed, and the long eyelashes, of a

very dark brown color, lay in vivid contrast upon the deadly pale

cheeks.

\Ve put her in one of our largest cabins, which had been abandoned

by some passenger at the last moment before sailing, and I tried every

thing I could think of to restore her. She was in a curious state of

collapse which was new to my experience, but when I learned from

the mate that although there was food there was not a drop of water

on board the boat, I remembered hearing of a similar case from a ship’s

surgeon in Liverpool, and acted on the assumption that exhaustion

from want of water, complicated by fright and exposure, was the cause

of her condition. It was a long and anxious business, and I don't

VOL. LVII.—30
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know that I ever felt more interest in a case. My exertions were well

seconded by one of the stewardesses, who had some training as a hos

pital nurse, and I fancy our patient owed her life at least as much to

the nurse as to the doctor. She came round at last, though very gradu

ally, and it was nearly a week before I could say with any confidence

that she was out of danger. After that, however, she regained strength

rapidly, and within a week she was able to sit up in her cabin, and I

began to think of moving her to the deck.

During all this time I had never attempted to ask, or even to sug

gest, a question. I confess I felt sufficient curiosity myself, and that

of both the captain and the passengers was even more difficult to re

strain. I suppose there had scarcely been a subject discussed since

the rescue but that of the mystery surrounding our new passenger.

Where had this delicate girl come from, and how was it possible that

she had survived the dangers through which she must have passed?

This was, of course, the main question; but behind it there was the

awful background of possibilities suggested by the fire-scarred mast,

the discovery of which had led to the rescue of the boat with its

human survivor.

Again and again, as I sat speaking a few words in a. cheerful way

to my patient, the temptation which urged me to try to learn something

more on these points almost overcame me. One thing, and I think

only one, restrained me: it was something in my patient’s face. There

was a shadow on that fair young brow, and a strange, almost appealing

than likely to afford information. She evidently knew she was on

board ship, but she asked no questions, unless that strange look with

whwh_she followed me as I left her cabin meant an unspoken question

Sometimes it seemed to me that it did; and yet it seemed unaccount

able that she should say nothing, and should not once refer to the

novelty of her surroundings. The passengers were more than ready

to do anythmg for her. There had been almost literally nothing

in the boat, and, except the clothing she wore and a cloak, no clothes

of_ any kind. There was no lack of volunteers to supply this de

ficiency, however, and perhaps the most remarkable symptom of her

she had helped her on with some of the things supplied by the P115

sengers good Wlll. “Why, sir,” she said, “she just looks at them,

wondering and pleased, like a child with a new dress, but she don’t

ask any questions, and, indeed, not to trouble her with conversation at

all,_and I must admit that they behaved admirably. I could see how

CI.lI‘lOl1S they were, but when they looked her in the face it seemed

somehow to affect them as it had done me, and they did as I told them

The change did 111 t' t '

to come back to hf;rp:h:dl<s?8.gr1r(Iai1g:vahl(if good ' the Soft Pmk began

that lopked like the first da '
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I ever heard,—a voice that seemed in some way to suggest tears, al

though she had never once cried since she came on board. The

stewardess could hardly speak of her to me without tears in her eyes;

she was quite devoted to her, and somehow it seemed quite natural. I

confess I never had the same feeling for a patient myself.

It was the captain who troubled me. A capital fellow is Captain

Jackson, I admit, but he tried my temper over this matter. He was

one of your ultra-conscientious people, and he had got it into his head

that he owed it to his employers, and to seafaring people in general, to

ascertain at the earliest possible moment all about the tragedy of which

be supposed our passenger (whom, by the way, he would insist upon

calling “our derelict”) to be the only survivor. Doctors have no

greater trials than these aggressively conscientious people, because they

are generally the only ones who cannot be induced to do as they are

bidden by those who know better than themselves. This was my

trouble with Captain Jackson. I kept him from interfering with my

patient for a week, indeed, after she came on deck, but it was chiefly,

I think, by never letting him be with her except when I was close by.

At last he got a chance one morning. I had been detained dressing a

wound for one of the sailors, and he waylaid her as she was coming

on deck. I found him in the saloon when I got back, talking to my

patient, with the stewardess standing by looking daggers at him. A

glance told me what he was doing; a second glance at my patient’s

face and his own showed me that he had failed. It was like a pic

ture: the look of perplexed annoyance on the captain’s face, answered

by a gentle expression of puzzled wonder on the girl’s, like that of

a child who has been spoken to on a subject which she is unable,

though anxious, to understand. The captain turned away. My patient

looked at me with that suspicion of trouble in her eyes which made

them more pathetic than tears, and said, gently, “I don’t know; I

don’t understand. Perhaps you could tell him what he wants to

know, doctor.”—“ It’s no use,” he whispered to me, as he hurried on

deck; “she remembers nothing, nothing at all !” I had more than

half suspected it before; but, if so, what was to be done with my

patient?

I have thought much of this since then, and I can find no satis

factory answer. What is to be done? In a few weeks we shall be in

Australia, and this beautiful child,—for she is beautiful, and without

a past she is almost more helpless than a child,—who is to provide for

her? I have examined the few trifles that were found in the boat, but, -

except the little book, they aflbrd absolutely no clue. Is it her own

book, I wonder, and is her name Jervis? When I put it into her

hands she looked at the name, and I thought a little tender smile

trembled on her lips for an instant, as if she half remembered; then it

died away, and she sat looking at it with that wistful look which .15 so

infinitely sad. Every piece of clothing she wore has been exammed,

but there is not a mark to distinguish it by. The ladies to whom they

have been shown all say they are of the finest materials, but there 1s

no mark,—none whatever.
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BOOK ll.—DRlFTIN[l.

CHAPTER I.

MISS MILFORD'S VISITOR.

CHARLES had been away from Australia for ten years, and, after

all, ten years is a great slice out of a young man’s life. Perhaps I

need hardly mention that I’m not quite so young myself as I have

been,—if there were any danger of my forgetting it, those forward

girls of my brother's up at the Run would take care of my memory

in that respect,—-but even to me ten years seems a long time.

_ When Charles wrote at last to tell me he was coming out in the

Navarino, I hardly know whether I felt more glad of the chance of

seeing my boy again or more anxious as to what he would be like

when I did see him. For, after all, he was my boy. His father—

well, the less we say about his father the better—had nothing to do

with him from the day when his mother gave him into my care on her

death-bed, when he was only seven years old. I have an idea that I

knew how to bring up a boy,—at least I had then : did you ever know

an old maid that hadn’t ?—-and I did my best for Charles. He W18 14

nice boy, too, but stubborn in a quiet way. What he wanted he

generally contrived to get, and that was how it happened that when he

Was, eighteen Years Of age he managed to go home to study medicine at

he was hardly ever without some bird, or dog, or cat, or even a rat or

mouse, with something broken about it that he was busy doctoring

Yes, I knew he ought to be a doctor, but I thought he might have

done it without going to the other side of the world to prepare for it.

The boy thought differently, however, and at last I gave ill, and he

went.

I admit I was proud of my boy. Why should I not be, indeed,

when he did what no other Australian student at Edinburgh had ever

done in carrying ofi" prizes and honors? He was a good boy, 1200- I

had been afraid to send a lad of eighteen away by hhnself—for we

hadn’t a near relative at home to look after the boy—to a place where

there were sure to be plenty of temptations to go wrong in one way 01‘

another, but Charles turned out as steady as a rock. Yes, I was pmlld

of him, and although I was disappointed when, after leaving Edin

burgh with every distinction a student could possibly have, he Chose

to stay at a Liverpool hospital instead of coming home, I came to See

it was very natural a man like that should think nothing of 50 11111011

Importance as his science.

And now at last he was coming back. I needn’t say I was glad,

but can’t deny that at times I was afraid too. Of course I said

nothmg about my fears, but they were there all the same. Would it

be my boy in any sense at all that would come back to me‘? He had

never missed writing once a fortnight in all these years, and I had been

I k , ; , fter all, letters are not much to go by.
now I went to my room and pulled out the old bundles of faded
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letters from the drawer to compare them with the later ones. And

there was a difi'erenoe: I couldn’t hide it from myself. Of course

there was: how could it be otherwise? Yet it made me uncomfort

able. However, I wrote to George and announced it. I could just

fancy how those girls would discuss Aunt Ellen’s pet lamb, as I know

that irnpertinent chit Elsie christened him long ago. Of course old

Bridget knew of it nearly as soon as I did myself, and very nearly

upset the teapot she had brought for breakfast in her excitement,

excusing herself by the characteristic remark, “ Sure an’ it was nately

caught, or it’s a job there’d hev bin waitin’ for Masther Charlie aither

his own heart, glory be to God.” And so we waited for the arrival of

the Navarino. I used to walk over to the point every day after the

middle of January, just to have a look down the harbor, though of course

I knew he couldn’t have got much more than half-way ; and I know

that Bridget, who couldn’t read, used to induce the cook to read the

shipping news to her every morning before she brought me up my

Herald. February passed slowly away, and nearly the first half of

March, before the ship actually arrived, and I had plenty of time to

work myself into a state of unreasonable anxiety about her safety,

which I think made me almost forget my fear that I should find

Charlie’s return a disappointment.

She was reported by a passing steamer the night before, so that we

knew from the newspaper when to expect her at the anchorage, and I

had some difiiculty in preventing Bridget from going ofi' to “bid

Masther Charlie the toime of day,” as she expressed what would most

likely have proved to be a warm and even embarrassing greeting. I

had long before decided that I would go off to welcome my boy home

again, and I think I was on the very first ferry-steamer that called at

the Navarino in passing. I was glad I went, on every account. My

boy was all I could have wished, and much more than I had dared to

hope, and I never felt so proud in my life as when I felt his warm

kiss on my old cheek and held him at arm’s length to look at the

manly and—yes, in spite of Elsie, I will say it—handsome fellow who

looked down at me with the same kindly and rather quizzical eyes I had

known so well in my boy. I may not he a very good judge, though for

that matter I don’t see why I should not be every bit as good as Elsie,

but Charlie seemed to me then, and he seems to me more to-day, to be

a man better worth looking at than most men. At any rate, I was

something more than satisfied, and I was delighted when he said,

“Now, auntie, you must come and have a look at my diggings before

you go ashore. You won’t see a real doctofs room after his own heart

on shore, where his things are always at the mercy of women-folks.”

I remembered Charlie’s room in old times, and I felt glad to think

that Bridget and I had kept it just as he left it, except the mess he

always used to have everywhere.

I didn’t suspect he had any special reason for his invitation till he

had shown me into the cabin and seated me in his chair, but then I

thought he hesitated. Elsie always says I’m as sharpas a kangaroo in

a clearing, and perhaps I do notice little things quickly, but anyhow

I just looked up in Charlie’s face and I knew there was something he
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wanted to say. It was the old look I had seen a thousand times, and

it all came back with a rush : it was my very boy once more. “ Well,

Charlie?” I said. He laughed, the same old half-embarrassed laugh:

I could have hugged the boy on the spot. “The fact is, auntie,” he

said, “I’m in a hole, and you’ll just have to help me out of it, as you

always used to, you know.” I was startled, and half a dozen ideas

jostled one another in my head. What had the boy been doing?

Nothing to be ashamed of, I felt sure, as I glanced at his face, but

but was there a girl? It was only for a moment; then I said, “Tell

me, Charlie.”

Then he told me the story of the girl they had picked up at sea.

I was sorry it was a girl,—I don’t mind saying that,—but I was inter

ested in the story as he told it. He just told me what had happened,

and then stopped and looked at me. “ Yes,” I‘ said, “poor thing, and

you want me to do something about her, I see, Charlie. What is it ?”

He looked at me, a little re roachfully, I thought, as he said, “YOU

know well enough, auntie. Iwant you to take her home with you.”

I laughed : it was so exactly like Charlie. “Like the old cat with the

broken leg, Charlie,” I said. His face flushed a little,—-I didn’t alto

gether like that flush,—and he said, quickly, “ No, auntie, but you see

it’s my case, and-—and I didn’t think you would mind. Of course it

needn’t be for long.” I looked at him as he spoke, and I don’t think

I liked it any better, but I only said, “Where is the girl ?”—“ MOS!

likely in her cabin, I should think; but you will take her home for a

few days at least, won't you, auntie?” Of course I con1dn’t refuse the

boy, though I had rather at the moment it had been anything else he

had asked, but I only said, “ But on what pretext am I to ask the girl?

Don't you see how very awkward it is ?”

_ It, was annoying, you see, after all, to be saddled with a strange

girl like this, a mere waif of the sea, about whom we knew nothing,

Cha_rlie’s broken-legged cat. “ You mustn’t ask her at all, auntie,” he

rejoined, coolly; “ you must just assume that you have a right £0 1161‘

If you like, I’ll introduce you as her aunt.”

_ The whole thing was such a surprise that I hardly knew what to

think, and I hadn’t at all made up my mind as to what I ought to do

about it even when we left the cabin and went into the saloon in search

of Charlie's prolégée. As we did so, almost the first person that caught

my eye was a young lady coming towards us. I suppose it’s hardly

right to allow first impressions to influence one too much, and I know

George always laughs at me for doing it, but I generally do it all the

same, and I'm hardly ever wrong, either. I did it in this case. I had

never seen a face like it,—certainly never an expression on a face at all

like it. Why, the girl was positively beautiful. Why she was beau

tiful I don’t exactly know. I’ve seen other faces with quite 33 good

features_ as hers,-—our own Elsie, for 0ne,——but this, somehow, W85

quite different. I think it was the innocence of the face, perhaps,

that gave the peculiar impression, Which one hardly ever sees except

in a very rare instance in a child.

There was an eager look on her face when she first caught sight
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of Charlie, and then as she saw me beside him her beautiful large

brown eyes seemed to cloud over, as if with a doubt which she couldn't

solve. Charlie had developed into a man of ready resources, as I

quickly found, for he stepped forward with a smile and exclaimed, in a

hearty voice, “Here’s Aunt Ellen come on board, you see, after all.”

The beautiful eyes turned to me, the puzzled expression in them still,

but with a kind of mute appeal in them that was altogetherirresistible

to me. I didn’t think about it at all then, but just stepped forward

and took the poor innocent child into my arms and kissed her. If she

had been a niece of my own———even that annoying child Elsie—I could

not have kissed her more warmly, I’m sure. Poor child, she seemed

to nestle close to me, and I thought I felt her tremble as she looked

up into my face and whispered the words,“ You'll love me a little,

auntie, won't you ?” Love her, poor lonely innocent! I felt at the

moment as if my whole heart went out to that innocent face and those

wonderful eyes. I know my eyes were very misty—what Elsie would

call “ big and funny,” I suppose—-as I let her go; and as I glanced at

that boy of mine I saw that he had just the old quizzical expression

in hhis eyes, only I’m not sure that they were quite the same as usual,

eit er.

I looked back at the girl. “ We must be getting ashore directly

my dear,” I said, hesitating for a moment as I sought in my own mind

for a name to call her by and found none. Then it came to my mind

in a moment that she had no name,—no name, even. I couldn't help

it, I just turned round and hugged that poor forlorn infant to my silly

old heart again. I think somehow Charlie’s love of poor hurt creatures,

that used to annoy Bridget and me so much in old times, must run in

the family: I’m quite sure the thought that she had nothing, not even

a name left of her own, made me love her more even than her face

and her eyes. I’m sure Charlie knew, for he smiled, as he said, quietly,

“ I think I can be spared now, as the quarantine doctor has gone, and

I daren’t let you and Helen go back to Bridget without me: so we’ll

look out for a boat.” He put just the least bit of emphasis on the

“ Helen,” so of course I knew that for some reason he meant me to

call her that. It was just like the boy to be so quick at seeing my

diificulty and settling the matter so quietly in his own way without a

word. I was thankful to him for doing it, though, and I took the

child’s hand in mine as I said to Charlie, “ Oh, yes, and I suppose you

can see about I-Ielen’s ” I was just going to say luggage, but it

struck me that of course the child could have no luggage, and I hastily

substituted “things” for the more pretentious word.

“ Of course,” he said, rather hastily; “ you must not think of

waiting for anything now. I shall have to come back and get my own

traps presently.” I could see her eyes turn first to one and then to the

other of us as we spoke, and there was a strange puzzled look in them

which made me feel inclined to cry, it was so like the look in the eyes

of a puzzled and rather frightened child. Charlie got his hat and ac

companied us on deck. The girl’s face was a study as she gazed round

at the busy shipping, the ferry-steamers darting hither and thither over

the sunny waters of the harbor, and the houses and gardens that lmed
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the picturesque shores. A thousand half-formed ideas and half-remem

bered images seemed to chase one another over her face as she looked

around, but she clasped my hand almost convulsively, as she every now

and then turned a glance of appeal to my face.

We didn’t put ourselves in people’s way, and, although here and

there one of the passengers would cast a curious look in our direction,

nobody spoke to us in the general bustle that prevailed. At any other

time the scene would have been delightfully interesting, but now I felt

nervously anxious to get away with my new and perplexing charge,

and I was more than relieved when at last we were safely seated in a

waterman’s boat and on our way to Elizabeth Bay.

CHAPTER II.

AT MORUYA srxrron.

GEORGE wrote as soon as he heard of Charlie’s arrival to insist

on our paying a visit to the Station. Of course I was obliged then

to write again and tell them all about Helen,--I had grown quite

accustomed to calling her Helen by that time,—because, of course, we

couldn’t leave her behind, and it was impossible to take her without

an explanation. Bridget, I knew, would have taken every care of

her, for the good old soul had been attracted to her from the first

moment she saw her, and after I had told her the story she couldn’t

do enough for her, for, as she remarked in her own way, “Sure and

it's the blissed angels that do be looking through the innocent eyes of

her, and it’s hersilf will bring a blissing to the house that shilters her,

glory be to God.” I am sure I hoped so, but I confess that even then

I felt uneasy when I saw the way Charlie’s eyes followed her wherever

she went. Not that I dreamed of Charlie being in love with her, you

know, but these men are such creatures of habit. Only let a man-—-a

good man, I mean, of course—-have to be constantly thinking about a

girl that isn’t altogether ugly, and you never know what will happen.

‘Well, I wrote and told Elsie about Helen, for, though she is such

a wild creature and has got such a sharp tongue, I always seem to

know her better than either of the others, and I knew it would be

well to interest her in Helen from the first. Of course I knew there

was no need to ask George, for anything Elsie wanted she could get

her father to want directly: so I only waited for Elsie’s reply before

starting. It was just like the child when it did come.

“ Dnannsr onn AU1\"1‘1E,”—-tliere was no date, of course,—“ Bring

along your pet lamb and his patient. We are all wild to see What that

ugly boy Charlie, who used always to grunt if I went near any of his

dismembered cats and things in the days of my innocent childhood,

has turned out now that he’s a man. I wonder whether he’ll glmlt

now if I_venture near the latest substitute for the woo(len—l0.qg8(l cat

Never mmd, though; brmg her on, for if it’s only memory she wants

I think I have enough for two. Has she red hair ?—you don’t
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mention it, but I have a presentiment,—one of yours, you know,

auntie, that always come true. It doesn’t matter if it is blue, the tint

of the ‘lone blue sea,’ you know; we shall all be delighted to have

her, and more than delighted to have you and Charlie. Come on

Thursday, there’s a dear, and I’ll send papa to the station to meet you

with Danger and Bounding-Boy in the drag: they’re dying to run

away with somebody again, for they haven’t had a chance since he

fetched the archdeacon and Mrs. Taylor and had to go back three milw

for the old lady’s wig and found a sheep browsing on it. Do come,

there’s a darling. I shall send him on the chance.

“ Ensre.”

Charlie insisted on seeing it to make certain Helen would be sure

of a welcome from the girls. He knit his great brows as he read it,

and then he laugl1ed. “The same madcap child as ever,” he said.

“Grunt, indeed? I should think I did grunt. Do you remember

her dressing the lame cat in Bridget’s best Sunday-go-to-meeting cap?

She might do her good, though.” I don’t like to hear a man talk of

“ her,” at least unless it is the particular one that is desirable. When

a man talks of “ her,” or a girl of “ him,” it is generally dangerous.

However, he was satisfied, and we went. I was born at Moruya, and

I suppose it’s only natural I should like it, but to me the old home

seems delightful. I had lived there until after my father died and

George married. As a girl I had dreamed dreams in the old garden

that sloped down to the creek, or sat under the shade of our great

Moreton Bay fig-tree and seen the sun set in a golden haze over the

plains as far as the eye could see to the west. I had ridden races with

my father and with George, and joined in many a headlong burst after

kangaroos, before I began to grow proper and life to grow gray. It

seems long ago now, and yet, when I sat opposite to Elsie in the drag,

and her face lighted up with a sort of glory of youth and spirits, as

she chattered on about the hundred innocent delights of just such a

life as had been my own, now so long ago, it almost seemed to me as

if for the moment it all was mine again. I enjoyed it. I always

enjoyed Elsie, even when she was at her most reckless, perhaps because

she somehow reminded me of myself when I was young, before—but,

ah, there is always a “before” that marks the termination of youth’s

golden age. I didn’t take much notice of Helen, who sat beside me,

though I do think Charlie watched her more closely than was quite

necessary. Of course she was his patient, and no doubt, as he said, a

very interesting case too, but I did think he might have taken just a

little more interest in Elsie’s bright, funny talk, instead of looking so

serious, and keeping a watch out of the corner of his eye, which of

course any girl could see through at a. single glance, on Helen’s face.

I must say Elsie was just perfect. I don’t mean in her appearance,

though I will say that you won’t meet with many prettier girls than

Elsie anywhere, and when I took her to Government House last winter

she made a sensation of which I was proud. But what I mean is in

the way she acted about Helen. She was just as warm and friendly as

could be, without making a fuss, and from her manner I would have
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defied any one to say whether she was a cousin of whom she hadn’t

seen a very great deal or not. She only looked at her now and then

when she was talking to me, but whenever she had anything to point

out as we went along—and it was astonishing how much Elsie always

had to show one—-she was always doubly careful to make Helen see it

too. I felt sure these two girls would get on well together, long before

Elsie rushed into my room while I was taking olf my things, and,

throwing her hat on the bed, exclaimed, “ Why, auntie, did you ever

see such a face in your life ? I don’t wonder Charlie’s as far gone as

a sick owl.” “Nonsense, my dear!” I said, more annoyed than I

could say at her rapid conclusion, for I knew how sharp the child was.

“Nonsense! Really, Elsie, you grow worse and worse, letting your

tongue run away with you. She’s only his patient. That’s only a

way these doctors have of watching anything they are much interested

in.” Elsie laughed long and merrily. “ Oh, auntie, auntie, keep that

for some dear old stupid like papa. But, mind you, I don’t blame him

one bit; he would be a stupid if he didn’t, doctor or not. Why, if I

were a man,—and do you know, auntie, I feel as if a great injustice

had been done me that I wasn’t,—I’d—why, I’d do anything to make

a girl like that love me. Just fancy those eyes, if she once really

cared about a person.”

It was never any use finding fault with Elsie, I knew, and I was

only too glad to see that she seemed so ready to take to her visitor.

Indeed, they all were that, from George, who appeared at first just a

little afraid of her, as if she might break,—George is one of these fine,

big, powerful men who are always like that when they come in contact

with anything that seems weak or unfortunate,—to Kitty, who seemed

to worship her when she was there, and used to cry whenever she

thought of her friends, perhaps her mother or a lover, breaking their

hearts for her loss. I confess I was unreasonably annoyed with the

child when she made that last suggestion to me one day after we had

been at Mornya a fortnight. Of course it was absurd, but, to tell the

truth, I was beginning to think it was no use shutting one’s eyes to the

chance that Charlie might really fall in love with the girl. Of course

it was in the last degree undesirable on nearly every account,-—and,

besides, I had thought—but that doesn’t matter now; but if Charlie

should, it would be terrible for anything like that to turn up after

wards. And yet, as Elsie said, how could one blame him if he did?

Everybody knows what men are about a pretty face, especially if it

goes with a good figure, and there was no denying that Helen—0f

course we all called her Helen, and the girl never seemed to doubt

that it was her name—had both of these. And then there was the

romance of the thing. Every man who is worth his salt likes a spice

of romance, and here was enough of it, in all conscience. N0, fODd

as had already grown of the girl, I confess I didn’t like it at all;

but I began to think it was only too likely.

Being at Mornya had done her an immense amount of good already.

It was_strange to see the way in which she began to take interest in

One_ thlllg after another, and stranger still to watch the wonder with

which she discovered that she could do things that the others did, such
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as fancy-work of some kinds. Other things, again, didn’t seem to

surprise her at all. The first time the girls’ horses were brought out

we were all curious to see what she would say, and we were certainly

surprised when she exclaimed, “Oh, what pretty horses! How I

should enjoy a ride again!” I quite started, for I thought surely

memory was coming back, but she only looked at me with such a sad,

wistful expression ofappeal in her eyes that I could have cried. After

that, however, she rode every day with the girls and Charlie, and

every day it seemed to me there-was some subtle change coming over

her. The strange partition-wall that had seemed to stand between her

and other people, the strange childlike expression of her face, although

both were still there in a degree, seemed to be changing their character.

She was still apart from us in many ways, but somehow it appeared

now more like a gentle reserve and less like ignorance. Her face was

still strangely innocent, but the look of puzzled wonder showed itself

less and less often.

If she could have been spoiled I think we should have spoiled her,

she was such a favorite with the whole household. My brother petted

her in his big, hearty, good-natured way; the girls quarrelled among

themselves which should have the most of her company; even the

stockmen on the Run would make an excuse to come across the party

on their rides to get a sight of her glowing face with the large child's

eyes and the wonderful golden-brown hair. As for Charlie, he was a

little uncertain, I thought. Sometimes he seemed hardly able to keep his

eyes away from the girl ; at other times he would seem almost anxious

to pay more attention to the others, especially Elsie. As for Elsie, I

had never seen the child wilder or more charming. She found endless

interest, apparently, in being with Helen, but she took unlimited amuse

ment out of her battles with Charlie whenever he could be induced to

engage in one, while Helen would look on with a quiet though often a

puzzled smile. For my own part, I watched it all and hardly knew what

to think; but one thing was very certain, I was growing fonder of

;;_hat poor child day by day, and day by day more anxious about her

uture.

Was she growing fond of Charlie? I asked myself the question

again and again. Was she capable of being fond of any one in that

way? Sometimes I thought not, and then again I doubted. When I

looked at those eyes of hers, that always seemed to come back to mine

with that pathetic look of unconscious appeal whenever anything puz

zled her, I felt quite inclined to be angry that any one should be guilty

of joining her even in their thoughts with the idea of love-making.

But then, again, when I saw how she turned to and seemed to rely

upon Charlie in so many ways, and how her eyes would sometimes

follow and rest upon him with an interested though half-wondering look

in them as he was laughing and battling with Elsie, I couldn’t make

up my mind. Of course in any other way there could be no doubt.

So far as appearance went, she was just the girl to turn men’s heads.

Every day she seemed to me to grow handsomer, as her young figure

filled out and rounded off into the more perfect lines of young woman

hood, and her face, if it could be improved at all, seemed to me to be
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growing prett-ier—no, not that, but rather more beautiful, day by day,

as a more natural expression came back to it.

I watched her anxiously, yet hardly so anxiously, after all, as I did

Charlie. After all, he was my boy; except Elsie, and of course the

others, he seemed to be nearly my only interest in life, and his future

seemed everything to me. Of course I had planned that he should settle

in Sydney, and I knew that as a doctor he ought to have a nice wife,—a

, wife to suit him, and, if possible, to suit me too. I hadn’t gone much

beyond that in my dreams while I was waiting for the ship’s arrival;

but perhaps I had justa little. It is so natural to fancy what one

would like best one’s self in these cases, I think, and then it did seem

so natural that he should like what I liked. There would be so many

chances of bringing them together, and, besides, there would be old

memories of companionship. Yes, I almost think I had built up

plans for him to suit myself; and now—now, I really didn’t know

what to think, and hardly what to wish. Again and again I asked

myself the question, was Charlie in love ‘Z He hadn’t known her long,

but that goes for nothing. Men’s love is like measles in a family:

some take it at once, and these very often get over it the first, and

others sicken for it ever so long, and they are generally the worst cases.

I couldn’t be sure about Charlie, partly because he kept his feelings SO

much to himself, and partly, I suppose, because he had been so long away.

We stayed nearly two months at the Station. There was really

no reason why we should hurry away, and George would have been

offended if we had talked of leaving much sooner. As for the young

people, it caused such an outcry when I hinted at going, after the first

month, that I didn’t venture upon the subject again for weeks. I must

confess that latterly I didn’t have a very happy time. I seemed every

day to be growing more puzzled and more anxious. Sometimes I was

afraid for Charlie, and at other times I worked myself almost into a

state of indignation at the thought that perhaps he didn’t really mean

anything more than just a scientific interest in my poor child—and

how was she to know that? And then, again, I sometimes had un

comfortable twinges about Elsie. The girl’s spirits were something

wonderful, and she was the very life and soul of the party, but at

tunes I fancied she was just a little dull and that her fun was a little

bit of an effort to her. Ah, I’m afraid, after all, that I shall g1‘0W

mto a worrying, meddling old maiden aunt, if I don’t take care,—OI1e

of the most unhappy and really useless of human beings.

At last we went home. I couldn’t leave the house forever to itself

and Budget, and I felt sure as it Was Ishould have to dismiss the cook,

who was certain to be spoiled by all this idleness. Besides, it was time

that Charlie were looking about him and making up his mind what he

was gomg to do. As for Helen, I thought, and Charlie said too, that

the change to town would very likely do her good, and if anv inquiries

were ever made about her we should be more in the way of hearing

of them there. _ At the last I pressed Elsie to come with us. At first

she seemed to hke the idea, but afterwards she changed her mind and

said perhaps she would come later. So our visit to the Station came

to an end, and we found ourselves in Sydney once more.
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CHAPTER III.

A NEW DEPARTURE.

WE got back to Sydney in the last week of May. Much as I love

Moruya, I’m not quite sure, after all, that I don’t like my own home

best now. I suppose that’s a sign that I am growing old; but I don’t

mind that one bit if I can see the young ones happy. All the way

home I was worrying myself about that, just as if worrying was any

use, or as if I could do anything. Dear me, how long it does take us

to find out that we don’t know what’s best for ourselves or other people,

and, if we did know, that we cannot bring it about! There was I

troubling myself all that long journey in the train about what was

really no business of mine, and, as I can see now very well, wishing I

could do all sorts of things that would not have been half so good in

the end as what took place without me. As for Helen, she slept most

of the time: it was astonishing what a capacity the child had for sleep

at that time. As for Charlie, he made believe to be asleep more than

half the time: I don’t believe he slept a wink. I can’t say that sur

prised me, for I could see plainly enough that he hadn’t been quite like

himself for some weeks past.

I needn’t say I was glad to get home. The very sight of the sun

light flashing on the waters of the harbor——I don’t think it flashes

quite like that anywhere else—was a pleasure, and the sight of my

own shrubbery and flower-beds seemed to rest me like a lullaby. I

had been right about Helen, too, I think. It was a delight to watch

the girl’s face as we came in sight first of one thing and then of an

other which she recognized, and to see how keen was the pleasure of

exercising the faculty ot' memory, which becomes to most of us so

commonplace and mechanical a thing. Charlie was watching her very

keenly too, I could see, and I couldn't help wondering, after all,

whether it could be possible for a man like him to separate alto

gether the patient from the girl, or to fall in love in quite the same

way with a person of whom he was always making a sort of physio

logical study. I had by this time, you see, made up my mind in a

way that he really was in love with Helen, and what I worried myself

most about now was whether she would care for him as a man like

Charlie ought to be cared for, and how the whole strange business

would turn out in the end.

For the first few days after our return I got rid of my worries, or

rather I got the relief which a healthy change of worry always seems

to bring with it. As I expected, I had to dismiss Mary, who would

do nothing but read penny dreadfuls all day, till I began to think it

at least an open question whether teaching these girls to read is such a

very fine thing, after all. There was honest old Bridget, who carried

her little Catholic prayer-book to mass every second Sunday and

0ouldn’t read a word, as good as ever, with an open-armed welcome,

only too eager to slave for us day and night; while that other girl

but there, it won’t interest other people to hear my opinions, I’m afraid.

Of course the garden was all wrong: when did you ever know any

body that could please an old-maid gardener unless she stood by to
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worry him with directions? Fortunately, Dennis didn’t mind me, but

just scratched his head slowly as he remarked, “Sure an’ it does be

sounding nathrel, ma’am, to hear yer swate voice wanst more. ’Twas

mesilf was a’most did bate for the want of it.” It was ditficult to

scold Dennis properly, though I’m afraid he was very lazy when I

was away, and I know he was very stupid.

It was after I had got over these refreshing little troubles (for I’m

sure that in comparison with the big troubles of life they are refresh

ing) that I began to notice more clearly the difi"ereuce in Helen. She

was just as sweet and as quiet as ever in all her ways, but there was

something new all the same. She liked doing fancy-work, and she

used to sit beside me for a long time without speaking at all, and if

I looked at her without letting: the child see that I was looking I

would sometimes surprise a strange new questioning look on her face,

as if she was struggling hard to grasp something that always escaped

her. Sometimes there would be a dimness in her beautiful eyes, as if

from uushed tears. Yet the child was generally cheerful and almost

light-hearted, and once or twice I heard her when she thought herself

quite alone sing a few bars of some one of Elsie’s songs in a low sweet

voice that somehow reminded me of a little mother-bird. One thing

she would never do ; that was, touch the piano. When Elsie or Doris

used to play,—both of them played well, although it was only Elsie

that saug,—I have seen her come timidly near the instrument and

watch them with a wistful look which was quite pitiful in its intensity,

but neither there nor at home did she ever attempt to sound a single

note, though I often left the piano-open on purpose to tempt her.

_What was it, I used to ask myself again and again, that was going on

1n the girl’s mind‘? What was the meaning of that look of gentle

care that seemed now to be taking the place of the strange look of

cluldish innocence that had been so remarkable when she first came?

IVVe saw Charlie much less constantly now, and I was rather glad

of 1t for his own sake. He had begun seriously to consider what he

was going to do in his profession, and that took him away a good deal

among the other doctors, and particularly those connected with the

medical school at the University. It wasn’t possible for a man like

my_ Charlie not to be quickly recognized by the other men, and I was

dehghted to find how soon he seemed to fall into a position among

them. His opinion was asked on all sorts of cases by men who were

ever so much older than himself, and, although as yet he had H0

regular practice, he seemed never to be without some place where he

was expected to go to see somebody or to consult about something. I

was glad of this for more reasons than one, but the chief one was for

hlS own sake. Men are not like women, I think, in this respect, that

they have more need of active work to keep them from growing stag

nant. _They were meant to do the world's outside work, not to sit still

and think over things, and so sitting still does most of them harm. I

know this is a heresy nowadays, when girls fancy they can do anythillg,r

that men, do, from talking on platforms to riding on bicycles; but I

confess I m only a plain old woman, and I suppose I don’t know any

better. Anyhow, I'm sure Charlie was ever so much the better for
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having plenty of outside interests, and I don’t think Helen and I were

any the worse for it. Sometimes I even fancied it was a relief to the

girl to be freed from his constant attention; but that might beonly

my fancy, for I know it would have made me just deadly nervous to

have had any man—I don’ t care if he had been the beloved physician

himself—watching me as I’ve seen Charlie watching her many a time.

Very likely Helen didn’t notice it, but then one never can tell

what girls do notice, especially very quiet ones. One thing I’m sure

of, however, and that is that she seemed much better pleased to see

Charlie now that she didn’t see him all the time. He was much better

company, too, and used to be really quite amusing in a dry, quiet way

that reminded me so very funnily of his curious ways of thinking and

speaking when he was a boy. I often had good laughs now at meal

times, in which Helen would often join, and I am sure both of us

looked forward with greatly increased pleasure to his coming home.

So things went on with us during June and July. We walked out a

good deal when the weather was fine, and frequently I took Helen with

me when I went shopping, and she seemed to like it, though she was

always very quiet when there were any strangers there, but I never

took her to any parties. To tell the truth, I was nervous about it, and

Charlie was always cautioning me not to be in a hurry. I’m sure

Charlie was very wise, and I often think that, after all, she owes her

complete restoration more to him than to anything.

It was on one of the last days of July that I got a note from Elsie.

It was just like the girl, and yet somehow it made me vaguely uneasy.

I have the note by me still, and this is a copy:

“DEAREST AUNTIE,—I’m coming down to see you. We have all

been as mopy here as winter bandiooots since you left us, and the place

has just been horrid. ‘Whalebone’ has been lame, and the piano is

out of tune. We had a travelling piano-tinker in, with a venerable

head of hair, but no ear and very little brains, and he made it worse;

at least I think so, though Doris will insist it's I that am out of

tune myself. Perhaps she is right, for I notice that papa acquiesoes

with appalling readiness in my departure,—though what the dear old

soul will do without me to worry him into some sort of living exist

ence I can’t fancy. At all events, the die is cast, and I have begun

to pack,—or rather I have begun to make Doris pack for me,—what

an angel that child is, really !—and I shall be with you, as the country

clergyman announced about his service, on Tuesday next ‘D.V., but in

any case’ on Wednesday. Look out for me, and be prepared for what

ever may occur afterwards.

“ Ersrs.”

I wasn’t altogether satisfied about that letter, but I must confess

there didn’t seem much amiss with Elsie when she duly arrived on the

Tuesday. There could be no doubt that a visit from Elsie was an

event in our establishment at any time, but perhaps just now rather

more than usual. It was a little like a hurricane in an up-country

pond : there was no room for very large waves, but she certainly made
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it lively as far as it went. I think, however, that we all enjoyed it.

I always enjoy Elsie, I admit at once, I suppose because she has so

much life; and then I know, what of course other people cau’t, that

the child has any amount of warm feeling and real deep tenderness,

which she would as soon think of showing to outsiders as she would

of crying in public. But it wasn’t only I. It actually seemed to me

as if it was a kind of relief to Charlie, and I wasn’t quite certain that

it wasn’t something of the same kind to Helen as well. Whatever

may have been wanting at Moruya, there was no longer any want of

life at our table in Sydney after she came. Wherever she went and

whomever she met, Elsie always had something funny to say about

them when she came home, and Charlie seemed to enjoy it in a general

way at least as much as any of us. Elsie had a great many friends

and went out a great deal at that time; indeed, I sometimes thought

her spirits carried her away and she tried too much for her strength,

because every few days she would have what she called one of her dark

and dreary days, when she complained of a bad headache and would

shut herself up in her room most of the day. She wouldn't let me

doctor her on these days, and was really almost rude when Charlie

otfered to prescribe for her. I suppose it didn’t really matter, for by

the next morning she was always in as high spirits as ever, and quite

ready for a teasing match with Charlie, or to torment me until I would

order her out of the house to carry her high spirits somewhere else.

I often wondered what Helen thought about it all, for, though she

was quite ready to take part in the talk that was going on when it was

about anything or anybody she knew, it was quite a contrast to Elsie’s

way. She never said anything clever and a little sharp about people,

that one must laugh at but felt just a little bit ashamed to have en

couraged afterwards, as one was constantly doing with Elsie ; and yet

her quiet little remarks often made me laugh nearly as much. I have

seen Charlie, and even Elsie, more than once look at her quickly with

a startled expression when she made one of these remarks, as if they

had discovered some new power in the child. For my own part, I

felt qu1_te sure it was no new power at all, but only the true nature of

the child coming out little by little as her mind recovered from the

shock _Which Charlie said must have paralyzed that part of her brain

that gives the power of remembering the past. I couldn’t quite un

derstand Charlie’s theories about it all, but I think I saw, more than

even he did, how day by day, although the memory didn’t seem to

come back at all, the girl herself was coming back to be more and

more hke what she must have been before it happened. I could see it

in so many little ways that perhaps a man wonldn’t ever have noticed,

—_httle gentle ways of doing things for one, little bright ways of saying

thmgs that were funny but were always kind. My Elsie was as bright

and clever a girl as I ever saw, yes, and a really good kind-hearted

clnld too, but I sometimes caught myself wishing she could be just 9

httle more hke Helen in some of these ways.

It was at the end of August that they asked Charlie to take charge

Of the Ch1ldren’s Hospital. Dr. Edmonds, who was the regular chief

medical officer, was taken seriously ill, and things seemed to be going
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wrong there without some one in regular charge, so, I believe, the pro

fessors at the medical school advised that Charlie should be asked to

take it temporarily. At first he was very unwilling to undertake it,

as he said he had no special experience of children’s diseases, but after

he had been to see it and talked to some of the others he told me it

could hardly be worse than it was in the way it was being managed,

and so he agreed to try it. I was quite surprised at the interest that

Helen took in the whole question, and I really think she had most

of all to do with Charlie taking it. I could see that he was somehow,

almost without knowing it, beginning to lose the old way of looking

at her as something to be watched and protected as one might a child,

and was learning to look at her differently. I was glad to see it, too,

for I felt quite sure that if he really was in love with her it was the

only kind of thing that could ever satisfy her.

It was in the second week in August that Charlie entered on his

new duties at the hospital. He had made it a condition that he should

not be expected to stay there at nights, and I felt sure, though he

said nothing to me about it, that it was because of Helen that he was

determined not to be away altogether. I often wondered whether the

child herself at all suspected it. I often noticed how her eyes would

rest on him quietly when he was not looking, as if she were trying to

make up her mind about something; but she never talked about him

to me, and I always felt nervous about mentioning him to her in any

way that might look like trying to find out what she thought. She

had grown really interested and almost excited about the hospital and

the question whether he should accept it or not, and so had Elsie,

though that was in her own laughing, teasing way, and Charlie had

promised that as soon as he had got into working order we should all

come over and he would let us have a good look at it. The prospect

seemed to excite Helen more than anything had yet done, so much so

that I couldn’t help fancying that perhaps it would lead to some im

portant change in her condition of mind. At last it was settled that

we should go out there on the Monday.

CHAPTER IV.

THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL.

THAT visit to the Children’s Hospital was quite an event in our

little history. It is a beautiful place, to begin with, and we all enjoyed

our visit very much. Charlie seemed quite proud of the place, and

showed us everything, besides explaining what he wanted to do to im

prove it. He is one of those men who are always thinking how things

can be made better, you know, and I tried to understand what he

meant, as I know men like him are always pleased to find people take

a real interest in their plans. But, after all, it was Helen who was

really interested. I conldn’t help noticing the child’s face as she went

through the wards and looked at the little children, son1e of them such

bright little things, and others with poor worn little faces that were

VOL. LVII.—3l
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quite heart-breaking to look at, so white, and so drawn with suffering.

The tears seemed all the time just ready to start from her great eyes,

but she kept control of herself wonderfully, only tl1e way she looked

at the children seemed somehow to draw their hearts to her, and they

did seem so sorry when she had to leave. At last she asked if she

might stay in one of the wards while we went to see the grounds, and

when we were ready to go Charlie had to go and bring her away. She

didn't say one word all the way home, and somehow I didn’t like to

speak to her, for there was such a strange look on her face,—a sort of

uplifted look that I had never seen before.

I was disappointed in Elsie, I admit. It wasn’t only that she made

fun of everything, but I thought there was something a little sharp

and unpleasant in things she said about Charlie, as if she thought him

conceited, that made me rather angry. I had nearly told her so, but

when I looked into the girl’s face I saw something there that made me

stop. The last part of our drive home was very silent, for after that

time I looked at her Elsie somehow didn’t say any more: perhaps she

thought she had offended me; but it wasn’t that.

It was that evening that Helen spoke to me. I think I never was

so astonished in my life, although I had noticed the change that had

been coming over the girl little by little all these months. We were

sitting alone, for Elsie, whose spirits had quite recovered from what

ever it had been that put her out, had gone with a party of friends to

the opera, and Charlie had not come home from the hospital. The

child stopped short in the middle of what she was working at and

looked at me with that curious inquiring look I had seen so often of

ate.

“Auntie,” she said, quietly. I started, because she hardly ever had

called me that, and not at all for some time, and, besides, there was

something new in the tone of her Voice: it was as if she had made up

her mind.

“ Yes, my dear,” I said, letting my work fall into my lap.

“There would be no harm in my learning to be a nurse, would

there?”

“A nurse?” I repeated, feeling my breath taken away; “a nurse,

dear? VVhat has made you think of such a thing ?”

“I'm sure I should like to nurse little sick children like those we

saw to-day, and Charlie could manage to have me taught now, couldn’t

he ?” she said, looking at me with those great soft eyes of hers that

were so unlike anybody’s else.

“But, my dear,” I said, hesitating, “ why should you want to go

away at all? Are you not happy with me ?”

“ Happy? Oh, yes, I think I am very happy with you, and you

have been, oh, so good to me; but you know I ought to do something

now. It isn’t like Elsie, you know.”

I was completely at a loss what to say. It was evident she knew

that I was not what we had always professed, and vet I was afraid to

fly to find out what she really knew. I don’t know exactly how I

said 11:, but somehow I know I promised that I would ask Charlie

about 1t. To my surprise, the child burst into tears, for the very first
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time since I had known her, and cried so bitterly that I could only pet

and comfort her as one mi ht a child, and at last get her to bed ap

parently quite worn out by er feelings. When at last the poor girl

had fallen asleep, I went back and waited for Charlie, feeling more

puzzled and uncomfortable than ever, and wondering more than ever

what would be the end of it all. Old Bridget’s words came back to

me again and again, that she would be a blessing to the house that

sheltered her, but I cau’t say that I felt as if they were going to come

true. I thought of Charlie, and the anxious, troubled look I had

often seen on his face lately, and then the look I had surprised on

Elsie's face that afternoon seemed to haunt me, till I could have put

down my old head and cried in my perplexity.

At last Charlie came home, and I told him just what had been

said, and how she looked and acted. I watched the hoy’s face, as he

listened, and tried to make out the meaning of the various shadows of

expression that passed over it one after the other as Itold him. I

couldn’t make much of Charlie’s face, for sometimes it seemed glad

and at other times troubled, and when I had done he sat quite still

for several minutes.

At last he looked up and said in a. considering way, almost as if he

were speaking to himself, “There will hardly be any inquiries made

now, I should think.”

“But surely,” I said, “Charlie, it wouldn’t make any difference

about that. They could hardly object to her nursing at a children’s

hospital, could they? And the poor girl has so set her heart on it, I

think.”

He looked at me and smiled, a. curious half-sad smile, I thought.

“ No,” he said, “no. It isn’t that, auntie, and you can’t be quite so

sharp as Elsie gives you credit for being, after all, to fancy that was

what I was thinking of. I may as well tell you now, auntie, as later,”

he continued, “and you of all people have the best right to know it: I

can’t let her go to be a nurse; Ican’t bear that she should be anything

but my own, my very own, auntie, and sometimes I’m more than afraid."

I looked at my boy, but I said nothing. I had expected that it

would come to this, and this very night I could have cried my eyes out

about it, and yet now that it did come I seemed quite unprepared, and

‘as if I had nothing that I could say. He looked at me anxiously for

a moment, and then he came round and took a chair beside me—the

very chair she had sat in when she broke down—and laid his hand on

mine very gently. “You could wish for nothing better, auntie,” he

said, “if—if it is possible. Of course that is the only thing. Any

mau—-any prince—might be proud to gain the heart of a girl like that.”

He stopped, as if he had said more than he meant to say, for Charlie

was one of these men that cannot hear to show what they feel : he was

like that from the time he was a boy. Then I recovered myself: I

felt that I must say something.

“But,” I said, “Charlie, we know so little-indeed, we know

nothing—-about her people or anything.”

“We know her, auntie, and we are not likely ever to know about

them.”
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“But we ought to try. Surely you ought to make every effort

before you marry the girl, Charlie,” I said.

He gave a little laugh that somehow sounded bitter. “ It isn’t a

question of marrying, yet, auntie: I don’t know that there’s a chance

of her thinking about me at all, yet. Of course if it did come to that

we could make the inquiries then."

I looked into Charlie’s face, and I think I smiled. Was it even

the very least bit likely the girl, almost any girl, could fail to like him 7

He might not be exactly handsome,—Elsie said he wasn’t, I know,

though I don’t believe she meant it really,—but it was a remarkable

face, that was far better than merely handsome. That great broad high

brow, and those bright eyes under the big strongly marked eyebrows,

that firm rounded chin, and the cleanly cut delicate mouth on which

the smile, when it did come, was so bright and so winning—no, there

was no danger of what he seemed to fear: why, any girl would be glad.

I thought all this in a moment, but of course I didn’t say so.

“ Well,” he added, presently, looking at me anxiously, “ well, what

do you think, auntie? Is there any reason why I shouldn’t? I can’t

have her going away to nurse, you know.”

_ “,But she wants to, Charlie. I am sure it will make her hap

pier.’

“Not half so happy as I shall make her, auntie,” he said, a sudden

look of quiet determination coming into his face as he spoke. “I

must know how it is to be, and then we shall see.”

I knew it was settled then. I knew then that the thing was quite

out of my hands, at any rate, and I was almost glad of it. I only

said, “ You will be very careful, Charlie, not to frighten her ;” for just

at the moment the vision of that face seemed to rise up before me, and

I felt almost as if it was a kind of sacrilege to make love to her as

you might to an ordinary girl.

“Careful!” he repeated, in a tone so soft and tender that the tears

came into my eyes and I turned away. You see, after all, I’m only a

silly, romantic old woman.

my.repeating it now, so I may as well finish what I have to say by

telling just what took place when he got a chance to speak to her. I

told her when she asked me next day that I had spoken to Charlie

himself, and that he would talk to her about it. A glad light came

help me, for he couldn’t be unkind, you know.”

_ He wasn’t home until late that night, but at breakfast next morn

ing, as we were rising from the table, she said to him, “When can

gr: ‘hale a talk about that? You don’t know how anxious I am to

gm.

He hesitated, and colored in a way so unlike Charlie that I saw

Elsies eyes rest on his face for just one moment, and then she left the

r0om_—qu1cltly, I thought. “Perhaps, auntie, you wouldn't mind

rmglllg her,do\vn to the hospital this afternoon: we could get 3

chance_there. He said it in a strange hesitating way for him, and I

felt a httle sh1ver run down my spine, for of course I knew what he
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was going to do; but I managed to say pretty naturally, I flatter

myself, considering, “ Oh, yes, I think we could manage that, if you

won’t be too busy to see us.” He said, “Very well, then,” and turned

‘quickly away and left the house.

I was terribly afraid Elsie would ask some question or make some

joke about our interview, but she didn’t. Instead of that, she found

she had an engagement with some of her friends to go shopping, and

said she would take lunch with them: so we had no trouble about

going, and no explanations to make. We went after lunch, and I

could see that the child was really excited at the prospect of carrying

out her plans, for, though she said hardly anything, she kept clasping

and unclasping her hands as they lay in her lap in the carriage. I

wondered to myself a little whether it would be a help or a hindrance

to Charlie’s plans, but I didn’t interfere by taking any notice. When

we got to the hospital he met us down near the gate. I suppose he

was too impatient to wait in-doors: all men are like that, I think,

about such matters. We got out and walked up to the house together.

I said I should like to sit in the convalescent ward while they had

their talk, if I might, and they went with me and left me there, while

Charlie took her round to his oificial room to have the talk.

Charlie tells me that when they got there she began at once to ask

him eagerly whether he could have her taught to nurse at the hospital,

and he found it almost impossible to bring the talk round to anything

else, until at last he was obliged to say that there was a difliculty, and

then she seemed so disappointed that he had to tell her what he meant

much more abruptly than he had intended. Of course he didn’t tell

me the words he used, nor what she said either, only he seemed to be

satisfied, and yet not satisfied, if you can understand that. What I

mean is that she agreed to marry him, and was very sweet about it all,

but I could see that there was something wanting, and that Charlie

felt that there was. \Ve all went home in the carriage together, and

it was quite a job to get Helen away from the convalescent children.

I couldn’t help feeling that that was strange, under the circumstances,

and I could read in Charlie’s face that he felt the same, though it was

just beautiful to see her with them. When we got home Charlie

brought her to me and told me that she had promised to be his wife.

He looked very proud and very happy when he said it, and looking at

her sweet innocent face I couldn’t but feel glad, too, but yet the very

frank, almost childlike way in which she laughed and said, “ Oh, yes,

and he says I can go down to the hospital every second day for a

while and help with the children, auntie,” seemed strange, and even

while I kissed her warmly I felt as if after all her heart was a good

deal more with the sick children than with the doctor.

I didn’t like to hint at anything of the kind to Charlie, but when

after a few minutes she ran up-stairs and we were left alone I looked

into his face. I suppose he read the thought in mine, for he said,

quickly, “ Oh, yes, she’ll understand things better. You see what

advances she has made in the last month or two, and now you know I

shall be able to do so much more. Nothing quickens the intelligence

like the atfections.” I said yes, but I oouldn’t help thinking it a sad
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sort of love-making for him, after all, and I am afraid I vexed him,

poor fellow, for I sighed, and he turned away. Somehow I couldn’t

help the sigh, for, sweet and dear as the child was, I thought, I thought.

BOOK IlI.—CROSS-CURRENTS.

CHAPTER I.

IN THE TIMES NEWSPAPER.

MISS SELBY always tells me that when I rushed off to the Cape to

look for traces of Alice Ramsey I did the very silliest act of my life.

Somehow I don’t very often agree with Miss Selby, but perhaps the

good old lady is not so very far wrong in this idea, after all. In some

ways it was a foolish thing to do. The only reason, if I can call it a

reason, in its favor was that I had last seen Alice—my Alice—on the

ocean some two hundred and fifty miles from land there; but I may as

well tell the truth at once and admit that reason had really nothing to

do with it. Miss Selby will laugh, I know, and toss her venerable

curls when I say I believe it was some sort of instinct as mucl1 superior

to reason as a woman’s—some women’s—intnitions are to the average

’s laborious conclusions, that made me take that voyage. It didn’t

advance us one inch towards finding Alice, I admit, but I believe it

made it possible for me to be of some use in that way afterwards, and

I think it made it possible that I should personally benefit by Our

success.

I had been rescued from the ocean only to fall into the clutches of

a violent, though fortunately a short-lived, fever on the ship that took

us home. By the time we got there I had recovered, although I was

still weak and was besides sufl'ering from a depression of spirits that

was dangerous to health and perhaps even more dangerous to life in

another way, for I am very certain that a slight aggravation would

have ended in suicide. The return home to my own people, I believe,

saved me. I gained strength rapidly after I got down to the manor

house, and one sign _of improvement was that I conceived a hope which

awful fate to which I had abandoned her. It was this hope, or rather

conviction, for I had dwelt on the hope ‘until it had really become a

conviction with me, that after I had been six weeks or so in Englalld

drove me to the Cape. I Went against the warnings of the doctors,

the opinions of the nautical men I had consulted, and also—I am

almost ashamed to say it now—in spite of the entreaties of my mother

and sisters and the advice of my father. Anyhow I went, and, H5 I

The voyage out did me good and curiousl

. . . y enough I met onboafd with the only nautical man I had ,yet heard of wh?> didn’t seem

}l§)ht_'1nk my h°Pe 0_f Ahce’s escape a delusion that was all but insane.

is was an old sailor who acted as a kind of quai-termaster on board,
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being really past active service. Having been more than fifty years

at sea, his experience seemed to me reliable. His opinion was that

there was no reason I might not prove to be right, but he was careful

to add that the Cape was about the last place where I should be likely

to prove it. “ N0, no, sir,” the old fellow said, when he had listened

to my story to the very end, “theer ain’t no cause, so far as I sees,

leastways, to give the young lady up for lost,”—I could have blessed

the old fellow on the spot for his words,—“ but ye may take old Bill

Morgau’s word for it ye ain’t steerin’ the right course. If she were

picked up,—an’, mind ye, I ain’t got no call for to say as she mightn’t

ha’ bin, for I’ve seen a sight 0’ queerer things than that in my time,—

it were by either an Indiaman or an Australy ship, an’ theer ain’t no

chance wuth meutiouin’ as she'd be brought to the Cape.” This was

Bill’s first opinion, and I may say it was his final deliverance. In the

mean time we had discussed it from every point of view, and I had

got all his reasons as well as his conclusions. The latter pointed to an

Indiarnan as the likeliest, which he gave me to understand might in

clude a sugar ship for the Mauritius, a Frenchman for Madagascar, or

a Dutchman for the far East, as well as a China ship, or a Spaniard

bound for Manila, his reason being that we were rather too far north

for the regular track of the Australian fleet. I shall never forget Bill

nor cease to feel grateful to him, for I owe him a confirmation of that

hope which would no doubt otherwise have soon given way under re

peated disappointments. It was with this strengthening of my con

viction that I bade Bill a warm farewell and began my search.

Bill was certainly right so far as the Cape was concerned. A few

days were sutlicient to convince me that no one answering in any way

to the description of Alice had reached Cape Town or even been on

board a vessel calling there. By Bill’s advice, I went on to Mauritius,

though with no better result, and thence found my way back to India.

I was supposed, of course, to be in England by the military authori

ties, but, as my leave of absence was for a year, that didn’t matter, and

once in India I couldn’t rest until I had seen her father. I felt as if

I must confess to him my share in the tragedy which had cost us both

so dear. I got an introduction to the general from dear old Lady

Stewart, who cried over the story herself like a child, and I went to

Lucknow to see him. That visit was the best thing that had hap

pened to me yet. I shall never forget that noble old soldier, nor cease

to be grateful to him for his kindness. He heard all I had to say,—

and I told him everything,—and then he rose from his chair and put

his hand on my shoulder as he said, in rather a husky voice, “ Look

here, Jervis, you have nothing in the world to blame yourself for. I

don’t blame you for loving my girl,—I don’t see how any one could

have helped that,—and you (lid all that a man could do to save her.

For this I thank you from my soul, Jervis, and hardly less for the

efforts you have made since. It has not pleased God to preserve my

girl to me, nor to give her to you either, and we must bow to his will.

No doubt she is better ofl", and I at any rate have the comfort of think

ing of her as with her mother.” The general turned away and said

no more, and I couldn’t have spoken if I had tried.
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I stayed with him a week, and he parted from me as if I had been

his son. He persuaded me to go home direct to my own people, and

I went. In spite of all, I had not abandoned hope, but it appeared to

me that, after all, I was almost if not quite as likely to hear something

of her in England as anywhere else, and no doubt the general was

right that I owed it to my mother to relieve her anxiety. I started

from Bombay on the 4th of August in the Simla, landed at South

ampton on the 26th after a good passage, and at once ran down to

Derbyshire to the manor-house to see my people. Let me pass over

the rejoicings which greeted my return home, and which, to tell the

truth, jarred on me more than I could say while my mind was still

agitated by the vague and apparently baseless hope of which I said

nothing. I managed to endure the dinner to the tenantry, and even

in some sort to take my share in the ball that followed, but then I felt

as if I must get away, at least for a few days, from those loving eyes

that followed me about so anxiously, for my mother, I need hardly

say, didn’t fancy, as the others seemed to do, that I was, as they said,

cured of these sick fancies of mine, although I had quite recovered

my strength.

It was on my way up to town that I first made the acquaintance

of Miss Selby. Of course I had heard a great deal about her from

Alice in our talks on board the Tanjore, and since then the general

had mentioned that the old lady had, he understood, been ill in con

sequence of our great misfortune. I had a strange longing to see any

one who had known and mourned for Alice, and I actually took the

extraordinary resolution to call and see the old lady at the Hall on my

way to London. I am, of course, aware that nothing could well have

been more.unwarrantable than my intrusion, and my only excuse was

my possession of a tiny morocco case of embroidery scissors and things

of that _sort which, with a little book of Alice’s, I had somehow

shpped into my pocket on that awful night. Nothing would have

mduced me to part with the little book, but I had decided to give the

case to Miss Selby, and to use it as my excuse for seeing somebody She

had loved.

and it was with a curious feehng of home-coming that I found myself

in the old home where she had spent nearly all her life. Miss Selby,

who was very decidedly a t ypical lady of the old school, received 1116

rather coolly, but when I had explained my errand I had no reason to

complam of any want of interest. TWO things were evident at 01106:

the old lady had been quite bound up in her grand-niece, and She had

with Which_she received my suggestion that there was still a hope,

however famt, that Alice might have been rescued. This led to my

telhng her of_my various inquiries, and to the first, but by no means

the last, occasion _on which she expressed the opinion with which I

began this narrative. We parted friends, I am sure, for, although

Miss Selby was by no means the person to commit herself to a hasty

~.__=-

_;15:?
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expression of her feelings, I could see that she had been glad of the

opportunity of seeing and speaking with anybody who had seen her

child, and that she was really grateful to me for bringing her the little

case instead of giving it to Alice’s father.

It was on the evening of the 10th of September that I found

myself for the first time in more than four years in my club in St.

James’s Street. I went there for no particular reason except that I

had nowhere else to go, and, to tell the truth, nothing very definite to

do. I had come to London rather because I was consumed by a vague

feeling of restlessness than with any idea that I should hear or see

anything bearing on the one subject which still filled my mind to the

almost entire exclusion of everything else. It certainly was a surprise

to me, though hardly a pleasure, to hear the loud and would-be cordial

voice of Simpson of the Lancers, whom I had last seen in the hospital

at Peshawur, giving me an effusive welcome. Simpson was one of

those men who would whisper a tale of love so as to be heard at the

farther end of a. ball-room, and more than half the men in the room

looked round at his greeting: “ Ha, Jervis, old man, delighted to see

you ! \Ve all thought that beastly Tanjore had completed the job the

hillmen left half finished, and that there would be promotion for

Bates, after all. You look as fit as a fiddle now, however, after all

your adventures by fire and Hood.” You couldn’t snub Simpson, as I

well knew, and the only course was to pacify him, which I proceeded

to do by explaining how I had been in one of the rescued boats. As

great good luck would have it, he discovered that he was already late

for some engagement, and took his large person and larger voice to

some other place, where it is to be hoped they were more in demand

than they evidently were at the Junior Army and Navy that evening.

I looked round a little nervously when he had gone, feeling very much

as if I owed an apology to those present. They had all, however,

subsided contentedly into their various newspapers and magazines,

except one bristly little man with keen gray eyes that positively

glittered out of a bush of iron-gray eyebrows as he stared at me in a.

decidedly questioning fashion that was barely pleasant. I was still

wondering whether I owed his attention to my late companion, when

he suddenly rose from his seat and came forward, very much as a Skye

terrier might approach another dog of doubtful proclivitics. “ You

will pardon me, sir,” he said, in a sharp, incisive tone, “ but did I hear

you say you had been one of the passengers on the ship Tanjore that

was lost by fire in the Indian Ocean last January?”

I don’t know why, but at the question a strange thrill ran through

my nerves, as though something were about to happen. I returned

the man’s sharp gaze for a moment before I answered, “ Yes, sir, I

had the singular good fortune to be one of those who were saved on

that occasion.”

“ And I presume, sir, there were others lost?” he continued. .

I have no doubt I turned pale at the home question from my 111

quisitor, but I answered, “Most unfortunately there were.”

“Pardon my asking the question,” he persisted, “but were there

any women or girls?”
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I felt myself flush crimson and then grow pale. What did the

man mean ?

It was several moments before I could command my voice, but

when I did so I replied, a little sharply, “ I am at a loss to understand

the reason for your curiosity, sir, which I cannot undertake to satisfy

farther than by saying that there were. The subject is a painful one.”

He bowed, and, turning abruptly on his heel, walked to the other

end of the room, where he turned over the newspapers lying in a heap.

In less than a minute he had found what he wanted, and had returned,

holding out a copy of the Times. “If you will have the goodness to

look at an advertisement at the top of the second column, sir, you may

Endergtand my question, and possibly find something to interest you,”

c sa1 .

I held the paper for several minutes in my hand without following

my new acquaintance’s directions. A strange sense of something im

pending seemed almost to paralyze my will. Then my eyes fell on

the page at the very place he had mentioned, and this is what I read :

“SHIP TANJORE. If the friends of a young lady, name unknown,

apparently a passenger by the above-named vessel, and picked up at

sea by the ship Navarino on 3d February, will communicate personally

with Charles Milford, M.D., Children's Hospital, Sydney, N.S.W.,

they will hear of her safety.”

_The newspaper dropped from my hands, and I fell back in my

chair. “A young lady, name unknown.” My God! what did it

mean. It was, it must be Ali0e,—my Alice. lVas she insane?

-~

CHAPTER II.

IN A HOSPITAL warm.

AT first the shock was overpowering. Was this, then, to be the

end of my hopes, the realization of my conviction ? Imagination ran

riot in horrors that terrible night as it never had done yet, and it W83

mdeed well for me that my health had been completely re-established

by my wanderings by sea and land, from which I had returned only

to be_met by this. With morning, however, calmer reason began to

prevail, and the sanguine disposition which had already done me such

good service came once more to my assistance. I simply could not

behave it in cold blood and good daylight whatever I might do in the

first moment of the shock and the eerie shadows of the night. But,

whatever the truth might be, it had to be ascertained without delay, and

I felt that it lay with me to ascertain it.

It was easy to learn at the Times oflice that there was no ground t0

doubt the good faith of the advertisement, which had come direct to

the office by cable message from Sydney, accompanied by a remittance

a;npleto cover the expense. A visit to the otfice of the owners Of the

l\avarmo enabled me to ascertain that the surgeon on board 011 the
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voyage out in January had been one Dr. Milford, and I was told that

there had some time in March been a confused telegram from Sydney

in some of the newspapers about a derelict boat picked up by the ship

oif the Cape. It was clear, therefore, that there was something in it

that demanded instant inquiry, and, as the advertisement itself de

manded, that it must be personal. By that afternoon my resolution

was taken: I would myself go to Australia. There was still enough

of my sick-leave unexpired, and if the worst happened I knew that

my father had influence enough to get it extended. I would see for

myself; I would myself know the worst or the best: whichever it

ylvasi) it seemed as if it would be preferable to this overshadowing

on t.

I had still three days to spare before I need leave for Brindisi to

catch the outgoing mail-steamer, and these I devoted to seeing my

mother and Miss Selby before I started. I needn’t tell how my mother

received my news. She would not say one word to prevent my

journey, and without a word I could tell how hopeless a quest she felt

it to be. I could see that it seemed to her only a choice of evils, and

her sympathetic eyes told me as plainly as words could have said that

she had rather I found a perfect stranger at Sydney than one who was

henceforth a stranger to me. This time at least I went with her con

sent and blessing, and somehow I felt as if the omen were a. good one.

My mission to Miss Selby was of a different kind, and I feared it might

be more diflicult of accomplishment. I couldn’t conceal from myself

how awkward a position I should be in should I indeed find Alice and

should it for any reason be necessary to exercise any control over her

movements. In such a case I should of course be helpless, and this

doctor would very properly refuse to recognize me at all in the matter.

There was nobody available but Miss Selby, unless the general left his

post to go.

This alternative it was that made my task an unexpectedly easy

one. Miss Selby didn't believe the story, it was evident. The whole

thing was too irregular and improper to have occurred to one of her

family, although it was apparent that she was prepared to believe that

Providence might be less considerate for others of less importance. It

was only when I spoke of getting General Ramsey to go instead that

she changed her mind. Any risk, I could see, would be preferable to

allowing her father again to expose Alice to risks which might not

perhaps be unsuitable for people of purely Scotch extraction, but were

not to be thought of for a moment where a Selby of Selby—and this,

whatever her name might chance to be, Alice evidently was in her aunt’s

estimation—-was concerned. No ; anything was better than such a

risk as that a second time. It was not her Alice, indeed; of that she

felt perfectly certain; but if by some extraordinary dispensation of

Providence it should turn out that she was wrong, then, in spite of

everything, her child should be looked after and brought home by

nobody but herself. As for insanity, that was only one proof more

that it couldn’t be Alice. The old lady brushed the idea aside with a

contempt which in spite of myself influenced and even comforted me:

her Alice insane, indeed! So it was arranged that I should let her
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Alice indeed she would come out for l1er. And so I parted with Miss

Selby, and started on my second quest.

Voyages had become common things with me now, and nowadays

one voyage is very much like another. The steamers are all alike, the

incidents are all the same, and the passengers are hardly distinguishable.

Such a tragedy as we had taken part in does indeed happen once in a

series of years, but to all except the sufferer it reads like a fairy-tale,

and even to those who have experienced its horrors they quickly as

sume a position apart, like the dim remembrances of events in a former

state of existence. I need hardly say I was bad company on my voyage

to Australia. A passenger whose only serious interest in what is going

on is to _be found in the perusal of the bulletin of the day’s run and

on as an acquisition in any society. To me the portly squatter return

ing from his run home, the Queensland sugar-planter full of the

injustices of government‘ inspection of native labor vessels, and the

burning subject of the separation question, were equally uninter

esting. I cared nothing for the old gold-fields reminiscences of the

fifties, and was only bored beyond endurance by the labor problem and

the disastrous fall in the price of wool. No wonder I was speedily

abandoned as a hopeless specimen of the English snob, who thought

himself too good for matters colonial and ought therefore to have the

good taste to stay away.

It was an untold relief to land at Adelaide and feel that I was at

last on the far Australian soil. The torturing suspense of the past

weeks had told on me, and even the fair fresh beauty of the Australian

sprmg could hardly divert my thoughts from their endless brooding on

that fatal expression “name unknown,” Which seemed more and more

to overshadow everything with its sinister suggestions the nearer I

found myself to the place where doubt must give way to certainty, and

Where it was only too likely that my apprehensions would be more than

reahzed. Glad as I had been to set foot on shore and know that 110

forced itself upon me, better, a thousand times better, to have known

her dead than to find my Alice alive, indeed, but lost to all that makes
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with a new sense of hope that I found I had enough of the day before

me to admit of my visiting the children's hospital at once and at least

putting an end to this uncertainty which had grown into a torture. In

another hour I was on my way to the hospital, rolling quickly through

the crowded streets of the mother of Australian cities and the most

picturesque of them all, on the way to the beautiful spot devoted to

the cure of children's diseases by the magnificent Iiberality which is

characteristic of these vigorous young communities. I can’t say that I

had much thought for such matters then, indeed, for my whole mind was

filled with the question the answer to which I had come so far to seek :

should I find Alice here? and if so, how?

Yet it was with a sense of calmness that was surely strange and

unnatural that I found myself alighting before the visitors’ door and

directing the driver of my cab to await my return, as if it was but

a common visit for an every-day purpose. It was with the same dreamy

feeling of unreality that I gave my card to the attendant and wrote on

the back a request that Dr. Milford would see me on important busi

ness. In less than five minutes he returned and showed me up to the

doctor’s room. It was a fine large room, and commanded a view which

I was even then vaguely conscious was one of rare beauty. My eyes

were still almost unconsciously gazing over the panorama of land and

water, lit up with all the glory of the afternoon sun, when the door

behind me was quickly opened and I turned to find myself face to face

with the man I had come so far to seek. It was not only because he

was here or because he held my card in his hand that I knew him.

There was something in the strong, calm face, expectant and, it seemed

to me, a little pale, that not only identified the man for me, but by

some strange magnetic sympathy made me sure that he already divined

my errand. I rose and faced him for one moment in silence; then

he stretched out his hand with the words, “Captain Jervis, I pre

sume ?”

I had suspected that he divined my errand, but now I knew it.

The tone of his voice, the expression of his eyes, the warmth of his

grasp, all confirmed the impression: he knew what I had come for, and

he was glad to see me. But why ‘I The question came as quickly as

the intuition, and for the moment seemed to confuse me so that I could

only stammer out the words, “ There was an advertisement of yours in

the Times,” and then stop.

A shade that might have been anxiety passed over the doctor’s

face as he replied, “ Yes, and you have come in answer to it ?” The

tone implied a question and demanded an answer.

“ I have come to ascertain whether I am interested in the informa

tion you promise. The advertisement says ‘name unknown,’ ” I replied,

my voice, I felt, trembling as I repeated the mysterious words. I knew

that he followed my meaning not merely in the words but in the agi

tation they could not conceal, for there was a gleam of sympathy,

something, too, like a gleam of pain, that passed over his face and left

it calm again. _

“ Fortunately, you can set that question at rest without delay,” he

said: “the lady is in one of the wards here this afternoon.”
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“Ill?” I exclaimed, forgetting for a moment the character of the

place, and going back to my haunting fears once more.

The same quick look passed across his face again, only this time

was I right in thmking that the pain predominated ? “No,” he said,

quietly; “she is not ill : she is engaged in nursing.”

Nursing! Then, thank God, my fears must have been unfounded.

The sudden relief was almost too much for me: for an instant I felt

that I gasped for breath. The doctor looked at me, but said nothing

till I had recovered myself; yet even in my agitation it seemed to me

that the expression of his face implied some emotion that was strangely

akin to my own. “I think,” he said, “it would be better, on the

whole, that you should see her in the ward until, at least, you ascertain

whether it is the lady you suppose.”

I hesitated. “You cannot tell me her name?” I asked, shrinking

from the thought of a sudden recognition in so public a place.

“I do not know her name,” he said, gravely, as he opened the

door and led the way. There was no help for it, then ; I must meet

her without preparation; but why—why should she have concealed

her name if it w Ahce? -

I followed the doctor through the wide corridor, this thought

heating time in my bram to each step I made: Was it not Alice, then,

after all? He paused at a door for a single instant, and then he opened

it, and, standing aside, motioned me to enter. I hesitated: I felt at

the moment as if I could not put my fate to the touch. He stood

holding the handle of the door and looking at me, but he said nothing.

I felt that it was cowardly, and with a flush of shame I forced myself

to go in. It was a long, bright room. On one side, their heads

agamst the wall, was a long row of iron cots with snow-white cover

1ngs and pillows, on which I could see little heads of various colors

Green Venetian blinds shaded the tall windows above, but at the

bottom bright strips of golden sunlight fell across the floor, reflecting

a hazy sort of brightness through the room.

It was through this golden haze that I saw her once more. She

was apparently the only person in the ward except the children, and

she sat beside a little cot about half-way down the room. At the sound

of my footstep she looked up, and I saw her again,—Alice, my Alice

But more beautiful than ever. I would have sprung forward to her

side, but I was afraid of startling her; I would have exclaimed aloud,

but something—what was it ?—in her face seemed to withhold me

She rose and faced me as I came down the room towards her: it was

herself, only more developed, more lovely than before. Her tall figure

was the same, only more queenly; her golden-brown hair gleamed

like a _coronet on her brow; her eyes, those eyes that had looked

into _mme that awful night and '

were not four yards apart as we stood there face to face. For 011e

out my hands to her
Y _ _ _ k, almost a shadow, passed over thosesweet eyes, and the sensitive hps trembled for a moment, but that was

all, and then a look of gentle wonder settled on her face. “ Alice!”
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I repeated,——“ oh, Alice, I have searched for you over half a world,

and at last I have found you.” My voice, I am sure, must have ex

pressed some of the bitter pain I felt at the moment, though I felt as

if I dared no more speak loudly than I could in the room of death,

but she only smiled, a gentle, friendly smile, as she said, “But why?

for, you see, I don’t know you at all.” It was true. Oh, my God, it

was true! She didn’t know me at all.

CHAPTER III.

NEVV ACQUAINTANCES.

THERE are some things of which one cannot write,—things which

long after the event need but the opportunity to spring into new life

and to sting again with the old bitter pain almost as they stung so long

ago. I cannot write of what I felt on that bright spring afternoon in

the convalescent ward, when it dawned on me that I was a stranger

and the fears that had haunted me so long seemed about to be more

than realized. Yes, more than realized, for somehow, such I suppose

is the innate selfishness of man, this seemed to me the bitterest thing

of all. To have found that I had followed a will-0’-the-wisp through

all my wanderings would have been bitter enough; to have found my

Alice only a wreck of her former self, the mere shell without the

spirit or the mind, that would have been terrible indeed; but to find

her thus,—to see her'more lovely than ever, her voice as musical, her

words as reasonable, her eyes as full of intelligence, but not for me,—

this had all the bitterness of an unexpected blow. Even now the re

membrance makes me shudder.

Her gentle question remained unanswered. Had I retained at that

moment the power to speak, what answer could I have found to make?

I think I buried my face in my hands; I almost think I sobbed aloud.

I felt a hand on my shoulder, a hand that was kindly but firm, and

its touch seemed to bring me to myself. I looked up quickly into the

gravely sympathetic face of Dr. Milford. There was something in

that look of warning as well as of sympathy, and it flashed upon me

then that I had Alice to consider. With the thought I glanced back

from the doctor to the nurse. She stood still as I had seen her, only

she had pressed her hand to her heart as if to still a throb of pain, and

her eyes were dimmed with a cloud and seemed to swim in unshed

tears. I was a stranger, yet her tender heart was sore for my disap

pointment. The doctor’s hand was still upon my shoulder, and I felt

that there was insistence in his touch: it was time to go. I looked

into her face in the hope of seeing some change that would have bidden

me stay, but there was none. I muttered something, I don’t know

what, by way of excuse for my mistake, and then I turned away and

followed the doctor from the room.

He preceded me to his own room once more, and pointed silently

to a chair, as he closed the door behind us. He took his own seat at

the table, and began to turn over some papers without speaking. I
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felt that he was kind, and his kindness helped me to recover myself.

This man, I thought, as I looked at his strong, clever face, bearing

that indescribable air of alert self-reliance which one sees in the best

type of doctors’ faces,—-this man, if any one, can help me. He looked

up, and his eye caught mine. “I fear you have had a great disappoint

ment,” he said. “ If you will tell me its exact nature, possibly I may

be able to be of some service to you.”

There was that in Dr. Milford’s face which could not fail to inspire

confidence, I think, in any one who looked at him,—something of

power, yet, I think, something that spoke still more of tenderness for

suffering of every kind. I felt by a kind of instinct that I might rely

on this man: I knew that I could safely trust him with whatever I

had to tell. “Thank you, doctor,” I said, simply; “you are very

kind. Yes, I have, as you say, had a great disappointment.” Then

I paused, rather because I hardly knew how to explain than from any

reluctance to do so.

“May I ask,” he said, after a moment’s pause, “whether I am

right in supposing you have found the lady you were in search of?”

“ Yes,” I said; “yes, certainly ; the lady—Miss Ramsey—who was

lost in the Tanjore.”

“ Miss Ramsey,” he repeated to himself, in a low tone. “And her

lCllhrgitian name is Alice, I gathered from what you said when you saw

er .

I looked at him as he spoke, and at that moment it seemed to me

that I understood many things. There was an inflection in his voice,

a softening of the expression of his eyes, as he repeated the name,

which I seemed instinctively to understand. This man loved my Alice

too. It was a shock, there could be no doubt it was a shock to me all

the moment, and yet as I looked at him it somehow did not destroy, it

did not even lessen, the confidence I had already placed in him.

“ Yes, her name is Alice Ramsey,” I said: “she is the only

daughter of General Ramsey, now commanding at Lucknow.”

“ Ah,” he said, slowly, “and was on her way home, I presume, ill

the Tanjore when she was lost. And,” he hesitated for an instant, I

thought, and I seemed to divine what Was coming next, “and may I

ask, Captain Jervis, your precise relation to Miss Ramsey ?"

I_ had known all along that the question must come, and yet now

that it had been asked I felt as if it was hardly possible to answer it

I hesitated for a moment, my eyes resting on his face and noting What

seemed to me the signs of controlled agitation with which he waited

for my answer. Half a dozen answers passed through my mind, each

of them such as should give me some title to Alice superior, if indeed,

as I thought bitterly, any title could be superior, to his own ; and each

was dismissed, thank God, in turn as dishonorable, Then I said, im

Pulslvelyi “ Pardon my hesitation,doctor ; you will perhaps understand

it when I tell you that I love Miss Ramsey, and until a few minutes

zggothisd thought my love was returned. It would not be true to say

doilbt t;:';\tSIe:(;gl1]1ig(;%({)et3 her, but with her father’s consent I did not

There was a dead silence in the room when I ceased speaking;
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it lasted for a minute or more. I didn’t look at the doctor: I was so

certain of what I had already imagined that I felt as if I didn't dare

to observe how he took it. When he spoke it was in a steady but

rather low voice, some of the tones of which had to my ear a ring of

sulfering in them, but he said, “ You have done me a very great favor,

Captain Jervis, in treating me with such confidence, and I should be

less than worthy of it if I did not speak as plainly in return. Miss

Ramsey is very dear to me also. Believe me, I had no idea that any

body else could have had any prior claim upon her affections, for she

must be very young, but I—~you see, my relations have been so very

exceptional with her—I have done my best to win her affections in

return."

I looked at him as he spoke, and I confess I found myself unable

to withdraw my eyes from his face. There was something very noble

about it. There was an expression of suffering, too, which I could not

understand, but it was the self-control and frank sympathy with which

he spoke that appealed to me and carried me away. I rose as he

finished, for I felt as if it was maddening to sit still, and impulsively

I held out my hand to him. “ And,” I managed to say as he grasped

it, “ and you have succeeded ?” I asked.

His hand closed almost convulsively on mine as he replied,

“ Honestly, I can hardly answer that question; but she has consented

to be my wife.”

I looked at Dr. Milford. I am ashamed to say it, but it is true, I

looked at him with surprise. “ And you advertised for her friends?”

The sound of my own words made me blush, yet for the moment they

had been the ones that came most naturally to my mind. I thought

of Alice,-—Alice as I had seen her standing before me in all the tender

ness as well as loveliness of her gracious young beauty. She had

promised, promised no doubt of her own free will, and in the fulness

of her gratitude for his goodness to her, to give herself to him, and

yet he had deliberately imperilled it all by seeking those who were

only too likely to interfere. I looked at him, and I confess I wondered.

I think he followed my thoughts, for I noticed that be colored slightly.

“ Yes," he said, “I felt that it was due to her as well as to others to

make every effort to discover her friends.”

“Pardon me, Dr. Milford, for my question,” I said; “ it was a

hasty one; and yet—-and yet, I don’t know whether under the circum

stances I should have been generous enough to risk it.”

“Yes, you would, Captain Jervis,” he said, with a half-smile on

his lips that was melancholy, “yes, you would; at least you certainly

would if you were a wise man, and most of all if you had been a

doctor. There was the future to consider.”

“ The future?” I replied, a half-perception of his meaning dawn

ing on me. “The future? I don’t understand you. If she were

your wife of her own free will, what had you to fear from the future?”

“Would you mind sitting down again for a few minutes, till I

explain ?” he replied; “ because it is due to you as.well as to her and

her other friends that I should do so. And besides,” the same half

smile came into his eyes as he paused for a moment, “ besides, I don’t

VOL. LVII.—32
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want credit for a generosity which in the position of another man I

might not have been capable of. Miss Ramsey, as you have seen, has

been the subject of a mental injury which, although very rare, and

perhaps in no two known cases exactly alike in its symptoms and

effects, is not by any means unknown to science. In her case it would

seem as though the effect of some great, probably some sudden, shock

had been the almost entire obliteration of the memory. The effect is

no doubt due to a paralysis of some portion of the brain-tissue. In

some cases such a paralysis extends to everything which enables the

memory to work, and in these cases the mind becomes practically a

blank as much as that of a young child. Fortunately, this is not Miss

Ramsey's case. Her loss of memory seems to extend only to the

events, and with the events, of course, to the actors, in her past life:

in all or nearly all other respects her mind is quite unimpaired. At

first sight this loss, terrible as it is, may seem less important than it

really is, because few people really grasp the truth that we are almost

entirely the creation of our past lives. Now I think you can under

stand my position better. The Miss Ramsey you have just seen is for

the most part the creation of the past few months, and if the memory

of her past life were to return it is probable that this new person

would be swept away as completely as the original one has been in the

mean time.”

I gasped. “And, doctor, can she be cured ?” I asked, in breathless

excitement, a thousand half-dead hopes crowding back upon my mind

as his words seemed to open the door to hope once more.

“No,” he said; “there is no known method of cure; but I am

bound to tell you honestly that she may recover.

“Recover?” I repeated ; “recover; but how ?”

“ That is impossible to say,” he replied; “and I will not deceive

you into the belief that there is any certainty of its happening at all.

The brain is too wonderful and delicate an instrument to be roughly

handled with impunity, and as yet our knowledge of its operations is

in a very rudimentary condition, but experience seems to show that in

most cases of recovery from the effects of shock leading to paralysis

of this kind the recovery is also sudden and seems to be consequent

upon a second shock, counteracting in some as yet unexplained way the

efi'ect of the first.”

It sounded very hopeless, and yet, feeble as it was, it was a hope

still. I sat silent for some minutes, and the doctor, after glancing at

me, returned to his papers, though I fancy with but little idea of what

they contained. At last I rose, saying, “ You have given me much to

thmk about, and very much to feel grateful for, doctor; but I feel as

if I must think it over quietly before I can fully understand it. VVhen

would it be convenient to you to see me again ‘?”

“You can, of course, see me here at almost any time of the day,

but I should hke—that is, if you cared to do so—-to ask you to let_me

introduce you to my aunt. Miss Ramsey has lived with her ever since

we arnved here.”

:: Thank you,” I exclaimed, warmly ; “ you are more than kind.”

To—morrow, then,” he said, “ If you will meet me here at five and
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will accept my invitation on my aunt’s account, I will hope to see you.

We are not ceremonious people in the colonies, as I dare say you have

heard, and we dine at half-past six.”

It was not until I had said good-by and was on my way back to

Sydney that the full significance of this arrangement occurred to me,

and it was with a thrill of delight that I remembered I should thus be

brought into contact with Alice again. True, it would be the new

Alice,—-the Alice who regarded me as a stranger. But might not this

be overcome? Might it not be possible to become to the new what I

thought I should have been to the old Alice? And then the thought

of Dr. Milford came back to me, and I shuddered. Could I attempt

to take from him the reward he had earned so well ‘Z \Vas he not en

titled to the life which I had lost and he had regained?

That first night spent in the far Australian city was perhaps the

worst I had yet experienced. Doubt, indeed,—the doubt that had

racked me so long,—existed no longer, but it had given place to one

which was almost more harassing, because more purely personal. The

doctor himself had suggested a hope on which I scarcely dared todwell :

my own mind had suggested another, which it seemed base ingratitude

on my part to entertain. Morning found me still undecided. I sent

ofi' messages informing the general of Alice’s safety, and summoning

Miss Selby as we had arranged, and even as I did so I felt as if I was

guilty of an act of treachery to Dr. Milford. And so I waited for five

o'clock, and prepared to meet my new acquaintances.

CHAPTER IV.

THE suanow or THE PAST.

CHARLIE had undertaken to write this, but for some reason he has

asked me to do it in his place. I cannot help thinking this a pity, for

I am quite sure he would have done it so much better than I can hope

to do; but I am beginning to fancy Charlie has found out,just as Elsie

did so long ago, that I am very easily persuaded to do things for people

I care for. Charlie says it was all my doin that Captain Jervis ever
came out here at all, and so it is only fair lgshould tell all about it,—

just as if I had sent that advertisementto the Times, a thing I’m quite

sure I should never have thought of as ion as I lived, though it was
the very best thing to do, of course. All Ighad to do with it was sug

gesting that he ought to make inquiries about her friends before he

married our dear Helen-—I ought to call her Alice now, of course, but

I think she will always be Helen to me. He didn’t say another word

about it to me, but just went and telegraphed home that advertisement

after he had spoken to Helen.

At any rate, I was glad when he came home one evening in October

and told me that he had found out all about Helen's relations. I had

heard from Helen herself, who came home more than an hour before

him, that a stranger had come to the hospital and had mistaken her for

somebody else, and, she said, had seemed so sorry when he found out his
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mistake. She had seemed so sorry for him that for the moment I had

been startled; but then, poor chil , she was the very tenderest-hearted

girl I ever saw, so that one didn’t think so much of it-. But when

Charlie came home I knew the first moment I looked in his face that

something really important had happened. When he told me about it

I was glad for his sake, though very sorry for the other poor young

man, and I was almost puzzled to understand why Charlie seemed to

feel it so much. Of course I know what he is about anything that

sutfers, just as he used to be for the broken-legged cats and things he

was always bringing home as a boy; but when I looked at his pale

face, and saw the way he looked at Helen now and then when she was

looking somewhere else, I couldn't help thinking there was something

more in it than even sympathy for Captain Jervis. Helen wasn’t

quite like herself, either, and I am sure Elsie noticed it,—that girl

always did notice everything like a fiash,—for I could see her glancing

first at one and then at the other that evening till she made me quite

nervous.

I didn’t ask any questions, but I was all the more anxious to see

Captain Jervis for myself, and I waited rather impatiently for the next

evening. I told Elsie about him, so far, that is, as to makeher under

stand who he was, though not about his being in love with Helen be

fore; but somehow I didn’t like to mention him to Helen. I don’t

know whether I did wisely in that, but as for Elsie I might just 88

well have told her all about it. There never was any use trying to

keep anything back from that girl where she had ever so small a

chance of using her own eyes and ears: she was perfectly sure to find

it out.

_ I liked Captain Jervis at once. Perhaps I was a. little prepared to

hke him when I thought of his having hunted over the world for the

girl he was fond of, and then finding her in the terrible way Charlie

had described. I suppose .it is true ' ,

mantic old woman; but I feel sure I should have liked him at any

rate. For one thing, he was a gentleman. I don’t mean, of course, a

man who knows how to come into a room and can use his knife and

fork at table; anybody can learn that, as they teach the girls in eutel‘

a carnage at the fashionable boarding-schools. I mean a real gentle

man,—the sort of man one could trust. Then he was good-lookillg

You_ may say what you please, every woman in her senses likes a good

lookmg man,—not a merely handsome one, you know, but one with 8

face that IS good to look at ,- at any rate, I don’t mind owning that I d0

Elsie hked him too, and Elsie is rather ditficnlt to please with gentle‘

men, I’ve noticed.

As for Helen, it was really very strange _to watch her that evening.

Just at first I would have said that if it had been possible for her to

look awkward she would have d
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meet him here, and really I don’t wonder at it. However, she seemed

soon to get over the feeling, and then to like his being here quite as

much as any one else. Captain Jervis, after just the first, seemed to

try hard to make himself agreeable, though I could see that it was an

eflbrt, and no wonder. I think he must be a clever man, however, for

he really was a very pleasant companion in a quiet, gentlemanly way,

and some of his anecdotes of Indian military life were better than

anything I have seen in novels.

We were all pleased with our new a uaintance, I think, and very

willing to see as much of him as we coul . He told Charlie that he

had telegraphed to Helen's father in India, and also to the grand-aunt

by whom she had been brought up, and would wait until he heard

what they decided on doing. In the mean time there seemed to be no

reason at all why the poor fellow should not see as much of Helen as

he liked. Charlie seemed to wish it, although he didn’t tell me why,

and I eouldn’t help thinking it was perhaps as good a way of curing

him of his old feelings as possible to grow accustomed to looking on

her as engaged to somebody else. Not that Charlie and Helen were

much like an engaged couple, perhaps, after all, because, though she

spoke of it quite frankly, it always seemed to me she was too frank

and matter-of-fact about it. I don’t really think there was anything

one could exactly call love-making, such as other men and girls do

and seem to enjoy, and I think Charlie was always afraid to hurry

her by showing how much he felt: so that perhaps after all it was

hardly so likely to cure Captain Jervis as I had thought. I feel sure

Elsie was wiser than I was, for I could see that she thought it a

strange thing for me to do to be forever asking him to the house. Of

course she had shown that she knew so much after that first evening

that I had been forced to tell her about his having been in love with

Helen before ; but she evidently didn’t object to his company herself,

and of course, like a silly old woman, I began to think that perhaps

——but there, I suppose it isn’t necessary to put down all the foolish

fancies I may have had.

And so it went on. It is extraordinary how these army men get

to know one another, and, what is more, seem to know all about one

another. It was no time before Captain Jervis found out that he

knew one member of the staff slightly, and then he was at once rushed

by the military set. It was in this way that we first learned that he

was the eldest son of one of the richest baronets in England, and was,

besides, a distinguished young officer and a V.C. man, things I am

sure we should never have learned from him. I don’t quite know

how it happened, but he managed to draw me into a number of the

smaller gayeties that are always going on in that set. Elsie seemed

to enjoy these polo, cricket, and lawn-tennis matches, which were the

order of the day, and even Helen seemed really to take quite a new

interest in such things, now that Captain Jervis took so much pains to

make them agreeable to our party. We saw a great deal of the cap

tain, and through him of several other young men, and our house was

really quite gay during that six weeks or so after he came. Charlie

said he thought it very good for Helen, and it certainly did seem to
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make her much more like other people, I mean in caring for things

that are natural for young people to care for ; though, after all, I can’t

say that she cared for anything so much as her afternoons at the hos

pital, which nothing would induce her to give up. I fancy Charlie

would have given a good deal to get her to do that, for he seemed to

feel almost jealous of her love for those children, and I think he felt

as if that was the great thing that stood between them now.

I suppose it was natural, too, but every day I grew more and more

sure that he was quite wrong in this. The girl was certainly wonder

fully fond of these children, and I think it was the very prettiest sight

to see the welcome she got from them when she used to go there; but

there was more than that that stood between her and Charlie. I think

she was very fond of him, you know, but it seemed to me to be just

such a fondness as one might have for a very good, kind, elder brother,

not at all the other feeling. After the first week or two I began to

see that she liked being with Captain Jervis quite as well, and as time

went on I wasn’t sure that she didn’t like it even better. It W3Sll’ii

anything one could mention that made me think this, for Helen was

just as kind and sweet in her ways as ever to Charlie and to us alh

but there was a look that sometimes came over her face when he was

there—I mean the captain—which I never saw at any other time; 8

sort of rested, contented look, that was new to me, and made me feel

as if perhaps, after all, there was some recollection lying hidden deep

down in the child’s mind of what had been.

And little by little other people saw it too. Elsie, I am sure, was

the first: I could never be quite certain that she didn’t notice it BS

soon as I did, for Elsie had changed a good deal too, and now one

couldn’t be at all sure what she saw and what she did not see, for She

had somehow learned to notice things and to say nothing. I could see

that she noticed this, for I have often seen her eyes rest on Helen’s

face when Captain Jervis came, and at other times do the same when

Charlie came, and once or twice I saw a little flush on her cheek and a

look in her e'es as if she felt angry at what she saw. Yes, and by

and by, though not nearly so soon, I felt sure that Charlie began to

see it too. Men like Charlie are slow to see some things, especially

- those that concern themselves, I suppose because their minds are owl

pied with other people’s interests and troubles. But he did see it fit

last, I am sure, although he said nothing. I have seen his eyes rest

on her when she was with them both, and it quite pained me t0 See

the quietly observant look that seemed to have less and less of the

hopeful glad expression I had so often seen two months before when

ever lt appeared that she was taking a new interest in anything

There was more of that to be seen now than ever, but I could see that

he felt as if it was not for him.

I don’t believe Helen had the smallest idea of it. She was the

same dear sweet child as ever,jl1St as full of affection and gratitude 110

ps all for the least love and kindness as at first. The change W85 110t

m that_way at all; indeed, I hardly know that one could call it 8

change 1n her. It looked to me rather as if little by little the shadow

of the past was creeping over her, and, while it didn’t alter her to us,
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it was bringing back something of the old feelings that had been there

before she had known us at all. It was the strangest thing to watch

that you can conceive, and if it hadn’t been for Charlie’s grave face,

which grew graver and sadder every day, it would have been a

delightful study. One thing was very curious, too, and that was the

way it affected Elsie. The child was quite changed. Sometimes

you would have thought she almost disliked Helen, and then again

that she liked her more than ever. She was very uncertain in her

humors, too,—mueh more so than she ever used to be,—-until I really

fancied she must have something serious the matter with her. It was

useless to take any notice, however, for that only made her worse,

besides being angry. ,

Altogether, those six weeks were a very disturbing time and worried

me very much. There was really nothing I could do but look on and

wish and hope for some change, though what change I couldn’t have

told myself. Sometimes I wished General Ramsey or old Miss Selby

would come and take Helen of? my hands, for I felt as if the responsi

bility was growing very heavy. At other times I was afraid that their

arrival would only make matters worse for Charlie and all of us, and

was quite willing to put it off as long as possible. And so the weeks

slipped away, and, whether I liked it or not, I knew that one or other

of them was sure to come, and then that something or other would

happen, though I couldn't believe that it would be happy. More and

more, as the days went by, I thought impatiently of poor old Bridget’s

prophecy that Helen would bring a blessing to the house that sheltered

her. I confess it didn't look much like a blessing then.

BOOK lV.—COME ASHORE.

CHAPTER I.

AN UNREASONABLE JOURNEY.

I was very unhappy when my Alice went away to India, and no

wonder. I am not such a very old woman yet,——-I should hope not,

indeed,—and yet I almost cried my eyes out on the way back to Selby.

The first thing that did me any good, I think, was a visit from that

young man Mr. Chasuble to speak about the school. The clergy are

all very well in their place, you know, and of course one didn't mind

his talking about the new school-mistress,—though I do consider her

rather a forward young woman; but when he ventured to console me

for Alice’s going to India, I confess I thought he rather forgot himself.

Just as if a young man like that knew anything about it. And then

to bring in that everlasting Providence. But I think I let him know

my opinion of that kind of thing pretty plainly, that's one comfort.

After he went away I felt better, and I gradually got to live in a sort

of way without Alice.

I will admit that her father showed a very proper politeness in

letting me know by telegraph when she arrived, and then afterwards
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when his wife died he sent me word again ; but you may notice that I

never denied that the man could be polite. What I wanted to know

then, and what I have been wanting to know ever since, is why he

kept that child in India for months, positively for months, after her

poor mother’s death. It’s all very well to say that he did all he could

to see my Alice sent safely home to me; perhaps he did, and it may

have been that old military person Lady Stewart’s fault rather than

his about choosing a ship; but what I want to know is why he didn't

send her two months sooner. However, I have never received any

answer so far, and I suppose I shall get none now, though he did have

the grace to ask me to Grimshaw this autumn, and if I should go

which I don’t think at all likely, in spite of Arthur’s coaxing—l

iaiahfer think I should get an answer to one or two questions before

6 13.

You all know the story of that wretched Tanjore ship already, so

I needn’t go over that again. I had heard from Lady Stewart when

she left, and the woman had the audacity to tell me that Alice couldn’t

possibly have had a better ship. Better, indeed! a vessel that burned

like a box of vestas the moment she caught fire! Then I heard no

more, though every day I went over the shipping in the Times, and,

besides, the agents had instructions to telegraph the very moment they

heard of the ship. At last there was a paragraph in the Times one

morning to say she had been burnt at sea: fancy exposing one of our

family to a thing like that! The moment I saw it I knew how it

would be. The paper said that two boat-loads of passengers had been

rescued, but I felt sure that my Alice was not one of them. I had

known it from the first. I knew it when I stood on the wharf to see

her off and begged the poor child to come back. I had partly for

gotten it afterwards, I admit, but I knew it at the time. A

Of course I was right; but somehow that didn’t make it any

better, and then one couldn’t write to her father to tell him what one

thought of his conduct just then. I did write to that self-satisfied old

woman Lady Stewart, but even that never went, for I got a note from

her that was really so properly expressed that I was compelled to tear

it up, and didn’t even have that small satisfaction. I was very lonely

and very miserable that spring, so much so that I believe even Mr

Chasuble used to call and say pretty nearly anything he liked. I

fancy I must have been pretty low when it came to that. Let me see,

when was it Arthur first came to Selby? I am not quite certain, but

it must have been some time early in autumn that I saw him first. I

was getting a little better, I know, because I had let Mr. Chasuble

know that he needn’t call quite so often at the Hall, and that was 3

good sign; but Arthur’s call nearly made me as bad as ever. It Wi1SIl’l5

his fault, I admit. It was kind of him to come, and all the more

kmd because the subject was such a painful one to him, as I could S86

1n a moment. Under any other circumstances it would have been a

liberty to come as he did, without an introduction or anything, but as

it was I felt really grateful, thou h I I 1 ‘ed 1"

hours after he had left. I liked tghe y<:l1i]ii,r;ud‘1‘:1n,'I]llis(infel:i:s,,ea(Il1lF(l Whgll

I had got over my crying-‘fit and was able to look at Alice’s little
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embroidery-case which Adelaide Stockton had given her—I should

have known that case among a thousand-—without breaking out again,

I looked up the family,—they don’t belong to our county, you know,

—and was glad to find them perfectly satisfactory.

Of course it was natural I should suppose I had seen the last of

Arthur Jervis: so you may imagine I was astonished when he was

announced again only three days after. He may say what he pleases

now, but then he gave one the impression of being hardly responsible.

Of course I am not much of a judge of such things,—thank heaven,

that sort of thing doesn’t run in our family,——but I really thought

when I first saw Arthur that time that he must be in need of soothing

treatment. The time he had come before I had noticed, of course,

that he felt it a good deal, but this time he was excited,—positively

excited. He had been half-way round the world before I saw him at

all, in the hope of hearing about Alice,—just as if he was likely to

hear of my Alice at Mauritius or any of those outlandish places where

they grow sugar and, I am told, wear hardly any clothes,—and now

he was positively going to start again. He had seen an advertisement

in the Times from some doctor in Australia saying that a young lady,

name unknown, had been picked up at sea and could be heard of by

her friends on personal application. It was exactly like one of those

strayed-dog advertisements, and I could hardly help laughing when

he wanted me to believe that it was my Alice. Fancy one of our

family being advertised like a stray poodle !—name unknown, too,just

as if they had been trying a lot of names and she wouldn’t answer to

any of them. It was no use laughing at Arthur, however, he was in

too deadly earnest, and in spite of the absurdity of the idea I am not

sure that after a time he didn’t infect me just a little with the fancy

that it was barely possible it might be Alice.

One thing was plain enough, at any rate, the lad was just madly

in love with my Alice, to be ready to rush off like a madman to the

other end of the world on such a chance as that. I confess I liked

him all the better for it, though of course it did seem very foolish;

but one does like to see a young man nowadays who has the courage

to do foolish things when he is in love. It wasn’t the least use telling

him that it couldn't possibly be Alice, because the lad had made up

his mind already that it must be, and he had gone home and said

good-by to his mother—-it isn't every young man in these days that

has the grace to do that—and was just ready to start of to Sydney.

N0, I couldn’t persuade him that he was wrong, and besides, you know,

there was just the very faintest hope he might not be, and that was

almost worth a journey round the world, even at my age. Of course

it was very good of him to do it,—though, for that matter, you know

men will do a. good deal if they are in the state of. mind Arthur was

in then. Of course he tries to laugh it off now, but there again-all

men are just alike afterwards.

Before he went I told him that if by any wild chance he should

turn out right, and it really was Alice, he was to let me know at once,

and I would come out for her myself. Of course one couldn’t allow a.

child like my Alice to travel on a ship alone, and, though I suppose
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there must be some good people occasionally travelling, it would be

quite out of the question to trust her to the care of any merely colonial

person. Of course Arthur did talk of telegraphing to her father to

come for her. Her father : I dare say ! Fancy my leaving it to that

man to look after Alice, especially after what had taken place. Of

course I put a stop to that idea at once, and insisted that in case of its

being Alice—though I will admit I should as soon have expected to

have a message to say it was an angel, only he had forgotten to

mgntion his name—he should telegraph to me at once. Her father,

in eed!

I never was more astonished in my life than I was when that mes

sage actually arrived. Mr. Chasuble had just called about some idea

the school-mistress had of allowing the children to have their feast in

the grounds, and I was just going to give him my opinion of that

very forward young person for making such a proposal, when it was

handed to me by Robins. To say you might have knocked me down

with a feather is nothing at all: why, to this day that young man MI‘.

Chasuble says that I consented, actually consented, to those children

having their feast under the chestnuts and playing games in the park.

If I did I must have been mad, you know; and perhaps I was a

little, for I really can't remember enough to contradict him, though, as

I have told him, he ought to have known that I couldn’t be myself

when I said such a thing.

The telegram said to come at once, for it really was Alice, and it

added that she was in good health. Just at first I forgot everything

but that, and thought only of going at once, and it wasn’t until I met

that disagreeable and, I must say, silly old man, Lord Caunthorpe, in

London, that I began to have doubts about how things really were.

Of course I shouldn’t pay much attention to him in a general way, and

I need hardly say I wouldn’t have gone near him at all if it hadn't

been that, owing to that extraordinary will of my poor brother’s, he

was still mixed up with the property and Alice. As it was, I thought

he ought to know: so I sent him word that I should be at the Caven

dlSl] and wanted to see him on business. I confess I couldn’t in the

least make out what the silly old man—you know, since he has taken

to wearmg a wig he really is worse than ever—-was looking so tri

umphant about when he called, and I needn’t say I didn’t give him a

chance to e plain until I had shown him the telegram and explained

that I was just starting. He read the telegram and listened to all I

Worse, but it really is very sad, just at this time too, when I was about

to congratulate you.” Was the man mad? He didn’t look like that

exactly, I must say, in spite of that ridiculous wig,—on a man of his

age, too; why, the man must be seventy-five if he’s a dav,—but what

on earth he could mean I was at a loss to understand. I needn’t tell

you that I ,asked him, and I fancy I made myself pretty plain, t00

_Why, don t you see,” he said, smirking at me, positively smirking,

with his old screwed-up eyes, “ the girl’s out of her mind in some W21)’

ow else do you suppose she wouldn’t have known her own name?
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And why doesn’t she telegraph herself?” It was like a blow, for it

had never occurred to me before, and, though it wasn’t very likely I

was going to admit such a thing to him, it was a shock. Of course I

said it was all nonsense, and then the old wretch said, “ \Vell, I only

hope you are correct, Miss Selby, fbr in that case I may congratulate

you on the result of our good judgment, with which, if I recollect

rightly, you didn’t agree at the time. Old Lord Grimshaw is dead, I

hear, and you know his grandson died last year.”

What was the silly old man talking about? Old Lord Grimshaw,

indeed! I knew that the Selbys were not related to anybody of that

name, and of course I said so at once. “ No,” he said, smirking worse

than before, “ I never ventured to hint at such a thing; but Viscount

Grimsl1aw was Major Ramsey’s uncle, and now of course the general

succeeds to the title."

“Oh,” I said, when I had taken just one moment to recover my

self; “oh, that Scotch connection, about which I remember you made

such a fuss long ago. Well, I don’t know that it is of much im

portance, is it?” I do think I annoyed the foolish old man by that,

which was some comfort, but, after all, it was a vexatious thing, for of

course it made it appear as if they had been right about Alice and

Major Ramsey. He didn’t stay long after that, but he had contrived

to make me very uncomfortable ; not about that silly Grimshaw busi_

ness, I need scarcely say, but about my Alice. I thought of tele

graphing to know; but then, of course, one couldn’t send such a ques

tion through the oflice, for all the giggling clerks and operators to see,

—why, it would have been all over London, no doubt,—and Arthur

hadn't sent me any address in Sydney, and I supposed they would

have addresses even in an outlandish place like Australia: so I gave

it up.

I had said I would go, and of course I went, but of all the ridicu

lous and unreasonable journeys that a gentlewoman of sixty ever

undertook to make I think it was the very worst. They tell me the

steamer was a good one; it was the Paramatta, and, as they told me

the governors nearly always went out in her, I thought she must be

endurable. All I can say is that if the governors like travelling by

the Paramatta I don’t admire their taste.

CHAPTER II.

A PR.E'l‘TY STATE OF THINGS.

I AM told that our voyage was a good one. Thank heaven, I never

made one before, so I am not in a position to say, but I can and do say

that if it was a good one I should feel sorry for any one—yes, I do

believe, even for old Lord Caunthor if he had a bad one. Of

course people always will be absurd, and there were actually people on

board, and not by any means such bad sort of people as you might

expect, who were forever finding things to admire. I really don’t

know how often I was dragged on deck to look at things that were
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either silly or ugly, simply because one hadn’t seen them before. Fancy

taking an interest in a horde of screaming savages, with scarcely a rag

to cover them, carrying bags of coal on board, and every one as black

as Satan, and I dare say much less clean. I was actually brought out

of the saloon at Port Said for that. Then there were huge black rocks

at Aden without a green thing on them; just as if one couldn’t see

thousands ofjust as ugly rocks in Scotland any day without going so

far from home. I think I did manage at last to make people under

stand that I really did prefer people——even if they must be black—to

have some clothes on before I was asked to look at them, and that I

took very little interest in porpoises and ugly fishes of that kind.

After that I got a little more peace and quietness.

In spite of everything, we did get to Australia at last. I confess I

was a little surprised to find that it was really not such a very bad place,

after all. It was very hot, certainly, but as long as we were sailing

along the coast and kept under the awnings it was endnrable. I went

all the way to Sydney in the steamer, though most of the people got

ofi" at Melbourne and went by train. That might be all very well for

them, but I knew the worst of the steamer by that time, and it wasn’t

very likely that I was going to risk myself in one of those colonial

trains in a country where, for anything I know, they might have been

always meeting kangaroos and other horrible animals. By the time

we were getting near Sydney I confess I had begun to grow nervous.

Each day on that horrible voyage the awkwardness of the whole thing

had been coming home to me more and more, until I almost felt as if

it would have been better to allow Arthur to send for her father, after

all. I had begun to fancy all sorts of things, each worse than the

other, until I had actually conjured up a picture of Alice in a mad

house of which Dr. Milford was the keeper, and half expected to find

her chained against a wall in a dark cell, making ugly faces at me,

It was an absolute relief to reach Sydney, if it was only that I

might know the worst. People are forever talking about the harbor

of Sydney and all that sort of thing, and I suppose I was asked a dozen

times by as many silly old women—they were generallv old women, I

will say that for them, that troubled one in that way—'what I thought

of their beautiful harbor. Well, I may just say once for all that when

I first got there I thought just nothing at all about their beautiful

harbor, and probably shouldn't if it had been twice as beautiful and

three times as big. Of course I didn’t come there to see harbors, as

they might know very well : just fancy me coming all that way to look

should be in if anything had happened to him since the time he sent

the message. Fortunately, I wasn’t kept long in doubt, for I will do

him the justice to say he was on board the very first boat that reached

the steamer from the shore. Annoying as the whole thing was, I Was

really glad to see Arthur and, thourrh I k l ’t d 't ‘t

I feel certain I told him sb. He sayli I catel<]:(l)1‘1'vse()lehvi|(r)\nbe:fo1::lI letnl(1)i‘rVI;

go into the saloon; and I shouldn’t be at all surprised if I did ask just
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one or two questions. Hadn’t I come thirteen thousand miles to ask

questions? and who had so good a right to know all about things

as I had, I should just like to know? Catechise, indeed! I should

think so.

One thing I will say, that, however many questions I may have

asked, I got not a single reasonable answer to any of them till we were

down in the saloon: then Arthur told me. Lost her memory, indeed l

Lost a fiddlestick! Who ever heard of anybody, especially a girl, and

that girl a Selby of Selby, losing her memory? \Vhy, our family has

always had the very best of memories. Of course I simply didn’t

believe it, and I insisted on seeing Alice at once. I believe Arthur

did try very hard to prepare my mind for the shock, but really the

thing seemed so childishly absurd, you know, that it wasn’t of any

use. At last he lost his temper,—I’m quite sure he must have lost

his temper to do such a thing, you know,—for he took me ashore to

Miss Milford’s house, where Alice was staying.

Now that I knew Alice wasn’t in a madhouse, as that old wretch

Caunthorpe had suggested, and had only lost her memory, as Arthur

said,—why, my own memory’s not what it used to be by any means,

if you come to that, and I should just like to hear anybody hint that

I was mad,—I was able to look about me and enjoy putting my foot

on shore again, even if it was only Australian shore. There could be

no doubt the place was a pretty one, and the drive out to Elizabeth

Bay was a treat after the quarter-deck of the Paramatta. The house

was a nice one, too, and the garden looked as if it was properly cared

for in spite of its being in such a place. VVe were shown by an old

woman—a very Irish-looking old woman she was, too—into a drawing

room that might have been one’s own, except for the view through the

palms and shrubs, that looked as if they belonged to the conservatory.

Arthur had spoken to the servant, and I suppose he had asked for

Alice, for afier a few minutes my child came into the room. I could

have cried out loud when I saw her. It was my very own child, only

she had grown up a good deal and looked older and—yes, really,

though I could hardly have believed it—-handsomer than ever. I just

held out both my arms to the child and exclaimed, “Oh, Alice, my

darling, why have you been so long away?” She stood quite still and

looked at me, while the strangest look came into her eyes,—they were

the same beautiful eyes as ever,—as if she wanted so much to remem

ber, but wasn't able. And there I was standing, like an old goose,

with my hands held out, saying, “Oh, Alice, my child, you do remem

ber me, don’t you ?” just as if I couldn’t see that she didn’t remember

me in the very least. It was quite heart-breaking. I know I was

crying just like a baby, and the big tears were running down my poor

child’s cheeks out of sympathy. It is all very well for Arthur to

laugh now about it, but I know he wasn’t so very far from crying too.

I had never thought of anything like this, and I’m not one bit

ashamed to say that it was too much for me. Arthur says I stood

there with my arms out until I went into hysterics. I don’t believe

that, of course. Hysterics. indeed! Fancy me being such an old

fool as that! But I admit I was very much upset, and I really don’t
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remember exactly what did happen until I found myself lying down

on a bed in a very pretty room with a bow window looking out on the

sea.

Presently a tap came at the door just as I was thinking what an

absurd old goose I must have made of myself, before Arthur too, and

a very pretty girl put her head in at the door and asked me if I felt

better, and if she could do anything for me. I suppose I must have

been pretty bad, for I felt quite glad of her coming and of her help in

getting up, and even when I was up my head ached and swam so that

I was quite grateful to lie down again. Well, that was the beginning

of it, and there I was positively laid up in a strange house, among

people I had never heard of in all my life before, for nearly a fortnight

before I was even decently fit to go down-stairs. And I will say that

they were the best and kindest people in the world. If Miss Milford

had been my sister she couldn’t have been kinder; and as for that girl ,

-—well, people may say what they please, and I dare say I may have

done it myself, about the colonies and colonial people, but I will say

that some of them would look well in the best houses at home. I

must say I liked that girl. She was bright and clever, and when I

was sick and in low spirits—for I don’t mind admitting that my spirits

were low just then sometimes—she was like a sunbeam in the room.

But of course it was no use giving way to that kind of thing. If

Alice had forgotten me, why, it couldn’t be helped, and I had just got

to make her know me again, of course. To sit down with one’s hands

folded wasn’t likely to do much good, so far as I could see, and I had

made more than enough of a goose of myself already about what

couldn’t be helped. Only let me once get her home again to Selby,

and if she didn’t remember things it shouldn’t be my fault. I had

seen the doctor more than once since I had been sick, and I must say

he seemed the sort of man one could trust. A little young, perhaps;

but, after all, there are worse faults than that : look at that old creature

Caunthorpe, now. Fancy any one in their senses consulting him! I

had seen the doctor about myselfa good many times, and now I began

to think it was quite time I saw him about Alice. Of course it was

time to do something, but the difficulty was what to do. Here the

girl was, just as good and sweet and even prettier than ever, and

though she had heaps of money and relations she might just as Well

have had none, for anything the poor child knew about it. She

nnghtn’t even be willing to go home with me; and as for Captain

Jerv1s, of course he was of less than no use in such a state of things

As soon as I began to feel at all like myself, I sent for Dr. Mil

ford, and just told him exactly how matters stood, and asked how he

thought I was to get Alice home again. He sat and looked at me for

a minute, I should think, without saying anything, till I began to

wonder what the man was thinking about. Then he said, Very quietly,

. elby, before you consult me in a

_ Ramsey is en ged to marr me.” I
have been surpnsed more than once in myglife,_I thinlf you will

admlitkl have had reason to be, too,—bnt nothing had ever astonished

me i e that. I just sat and stared at the man. There he sat, quite
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cool and collected too, and the worst of it was that one couldn’t deny

that he was a fine-looking man, just the very man that might have

taken a girl’s fancy. At last I gasped out, “ But, good gracious,

doctor, you know you can’t be. \Vhy, she’s only a child, and—and

her father’s a viscount ; and besides, you know, she doesn’t know what

she’s doing, nor anything.” I dare say I was incoherent,——I know I

felt like it,—and the man only looked at me and listened. I could have

thrown something at him.

He did look sorry, though,—I must say that for him,——-and at last

he said, “ Yes, Miss Selby, I know it is a most painful position for us

all. As for her youth, you know she is hardly younger than girls

often are when they get engaged, and, though I am sorry to hear that

her father is a peer, I don’t think I should accept that as a reason

altogether. But I am not sure that you are not right about the other

thing, however painful it may be to me to say it. I scarcely think now

that she does fully understand, and I hope that as a gentleman I should

not wish to take any advantage of a feeling that is perhaps no more

than one of gratitude for some little kindness.” I don’t know who

the Milfords are, nor where they came from, but I do know that, if I

hadn't lost the use of my eyes and ears, the man was a gentleman. I

got up from my chair and shook hands with him, and when I did it I

saw the tears standing in his eyes, and I felt so sorry for him that I'm

not quite sure that they didn’t stand in mine too.

CHAPTER III.

rnss BELBY owns IT UP.

I HAI)N’T seen Alice while I was ill, and of course I had seen nothing

of Captain Jervis. After Dr. Milford had spoken as he did about that

dreadful engagement of his to Alice, I scarcely liked to speak to either

of them, because I hadn’t a single idea what in the world I should say.

The very thought of such a thing had brought home to me as nothing

else had done how very helpless one must be in dealing with the child.

It wasn’ t only that she had forgotten us all, but she had got new friends,

who were for all the world like relations to her now. She might re

fuse to leave them. She might even take a hatred to us if we tried to

make her come home. I knew that Alice—the old Alice, my child—

had a will of her own; she wonldn’t have belonged to our family if

she had not; and even the doctor didn’t think this horrible loss of

memory was at all likely to have altered that. There she was, engaged

to the man,—and, I must say, owing him and his aunt a great deal,

too,—and it was hardly likely she would throw him overboard because

I wanted her to do so. And then, you know, one could hardly ask

him to break it ofl". I could see that in spite of what he had said to

me the man was fond of her: of course he was: who wouldn't be fond

of a girl with a face like that? And I suppose, like all these men, he

had hopes that she would come to care for him in the way he wanted

her to, if only she had time.
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Upon my word, I wonder that I ever got well at all, when I think

of it; but I did, of course, after a while, and then something had to

be done. I thought perhaps Alice would have forgotten about me

claiming her that day, and I had quite begun to wish that she might, for

it did seem to make matters worse somehow to think that I should have

made such an exhibition of myself before the child. It did seem hard,

when she had forgotten everything one wanted her to remember, that

she should remember this ; but there, what is the use of wishing things ?

Of course I could see the moment I saw her again that she remembered

all about that,—of course she did,—and that she was more than half

inclined to shrink away from me in consequence. She was very gentle

and kind, I admit, but she looked at me as if she was half afraid. I

suppose the child was always expecting me to hold out my arms again

and beg her to know me.

To make matters worse, that father of hers had telegraphed to Arthur

at last. It appeared that he had started for England before the message

sent to him in India got there, and he knew nothing about it until he got

home, and of course saw that old wretch Lord Caunthorpe. Then he

telegraphed to Arthur, and, strange to say, Arthur got it. And now the

question was—so Arthur told me as soon as I was well enough to talk

to hin1—whether he mightn’t be actually on his way out. Fancy that!

Here was a man who had married my niece in spite of all I could do,

and then got us all into this terrible dilfioulty through sending for my

Alice to India, of all places in the world, coming, actually coming out

here to interfere, and of course to make matters worse than ever

Well, he might come if he pleased; of course I couldn’t prevent his

domg that; but on one thing I was quite determined: in that case I

should wash my hands of the Whole business. No, nothing would

induce me to have anything to do with that man ; and so I told

A_rthu_r plainly. I should think not, indeed! To have married my

niece 1n spite of me twenty years ago, and then to have got us all

into this difficulty through his wrong-headed obstinacy in sending

for the child to India, and now to have come into that title, just as

if on purpose to annoy one—for of course you see a title is a title,

Scotch or not, after all. No, indeed; if General Ramsey, or Viscount

Gnmshaw—or whatever his outlandish Scotch title might be—Cam9

out, I was determined to go home and leave him to manage matters ill

his own way.

’He didn’t come, however, so perhaps it isn’t worth while to make

ones self angry now by going over it all again. I know I was all

noyed at the time, and I dare say I showed it, too. I believe Arthur

telegraphed him not to come, though he won’t admit it now, for after

a day or two he showed me a telegram he had received from Alice's

father, saymg that he left matters entirely in Miss Selby’s hands and

should hope to hear of their sailing immediately. I should think 50,

1Il(_leedl So now the thing was how to get Alice home again. The

child had forgotten me, of couI'se,—that was plain to be seen; though

why such‘ a thing should have happened to one of our family I could

'Il°:l°°§'°e‘ve the", and, In spite of all Mr. Chasuble can say, I confess

out at all understand it yet; but, unless the child had lost her
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senses altogether, that was no reason why she shouldn't be made to

remember.

For two or three days I didn’t really know how to begin. It

seems absurd enough now, but I was positively afraid to tell the child

who she was, though she had been like my own child most of her life.

It was partly Arthur’s fault, I think, for he was always begging me

not to do anything hurriedly :—hurriedly, indeed, when here I had

been for the best part of three weeks, and even now my child didn’t

know that I wasn't an old impostor! If it hadn’t been for that girl

Elsie I don’t know that I should ever have done it. I liked that girl,

for there was no nonsense about her, and somehow it always raised my

spirits to talk to her about things. Of course she had known all about

it from the first, so one could talk to her comfortably, and it was quite

a comfort to hear her laugh at my fears. “Oh, nonsense!” she used to

say: “ it won’t do her any harm to hear that she is the daughter of a

viscount. I only wish somebody would come along and tell me that

papa had turned out to be an earl or something. I don’t think I

should faint, or hear an eternal grudge against the person that told me,

—not very much 1'’ Of course one couldn’t help feeling that she was

right, and, after all, I grew almost reconciled to the idea of the vis

countship, if it would only help us out of the difliculty.

I don’t say I didn't feel nervous about it, after all. Somehow I

couldn’t quite get over the shock of Alice not knowing me when I

first saw her; but in spite of that I made up my mind at last to tell

her. It was only two days before Christmas, though, of course, one

could scarcely believe it in the midst of that ridiculous weather,——a

perfect blaze of sunshine day after day, without a cloud in the sky.

. And, as if to make matters worse, the people were just as absurd as

their climate, and seemed to me to spend most of their time out of

doors. One day it was a riding excursion, the next a boating picnic,

and the third a flower-show: so that it was no easy matter to get a

chance to speak to the child. I had made up my mind at last, how

ever, that it must he done, and of course I wasn’t to be stopped in that

way: I should rather think not, indeed! Besides, Alice had grown

much more natural and friendly, and it seemed so much easier now that

she didn’t seem to shrink from me.

So at last I talked to Alice. There was to be a boating party that

afternoon, so I got Elsie to manage so that the child came into the room

Where I was sitting before lunch to do something; then I asked her

when she would be ready to go home. She looked up from what she

was doing, with such a strange, startled look in her eyes, and said,

“ Home? \Vhy, this is home.’.’ I had been a little frightened at that

look in her eyes, I confess, but, when she said that, of course I saw my

way at once, and began to tell her all about our own home at Selby,

and a lot of the little things which I felt sure a girl was quite certain

to remember if she had any memory at all,—-about her old life, and

the things she had done, and the people she knew at home. VVhen I

had once begun it seemed easy enough to go on and on, telling her of

one thing after another, and perhaps I was just a little afraid to stop,

and nervous about what she would say. And all the time the child

VOL. LVII.-33
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sat and gazed at me, her great eyes looking into mine, and shining

with a strange far-away look as if she was following it all, but rather

as if it was a story about somebody else she was listening to than any

thing about herself. Somehow those eyes of hers gradually aifected

me so that I didn’t seem to be able to go on. I felt as if I mustwhat the child was thinking of it all,—as if she must say something,

or I should scream out. ~

I stopped and looked at her, but she only went on looking at me

with that same look in her eyes that was growing so terrible to me I

could bear it no longer, and I almost gasped out the words, “Oh,

Alice, and you know we did love one another so much then.” I sup

pose I am a weak old woman after all, for I believe I sobbed out the

last words. The poor child jumped up from her seat and came Over

to me with her hands held out in just the pretty way I had seen he!‘

do it, oh, such hundreds of times before, and the great tears W-‘l‘e

standing in her eyes. “Oh, don’t cry,” she said, “please don’t: she

will come back, I’m sure she will, some day, and then you will be 50

happy again together.”

I stopped crying then. I looked into the child’s eyes, and ‘then I

gave one great gasp. It was true, then, quite true, and my child was

lost to me. She had heard it all, and this was the end. To her it was

8 story all about somebody else,-—a story to cry over, perhaps, but not

her own. She might go home, perhaps, if we could persuade her;

she might even like the thought of being “My Lady,” as Elsie had

hinted, and she might be willing to go for that; but not for love,—P°l"

because she remembered. She might even learn to love people again;

but what was the use of that? It was my child I wanted, the child I

had loved, the child who had loved me; and now she was gone, gone,

and I could never bring her back again!

It all passed through my mind in a moment. I just gave One

gasp, and then I dried my eyes. Where was the use of crying? It

was all over. I patted the poor child’s shoulder, and managed to say,

“There, there, my dear, don’t vex yourself about it; I dare say you

are right.” She had been kneeling on the footstool beside me, but

then she got up with such 11 sad wistful look in her eyes that I felt as

if I had been unkind, and left the room, Just then lunch was BP

nounced, and I went down-stairs. The first person I saw was Captalll

Jervis. He had been talking to Elsie, I think, for he came forward

with such an eager look on his face to shake hands. “ You are coming

with us this afternoon,” he said, “in the boats?” I looked at him,

and I think his bright eager face made it all seem worse. YES, he

might hope to make her know and love him yet, for he would have all

his life, and hers t00, before him; but with me it was different: if the

past was quite lost then all was lost for me. “ No, thank you,” I Said)

shortly: “ I don’t like boats/’—“ But you don’t object to Alice—Lady

Ali0e—coming? I will take the best possible care of her.”—“N°,” I

Sa_l(l- “No, perhaps it’s as well she should go with you. I know you

will take good care of her, and she knowsyou a little, at any rate. I

don’t think she will ever know me any more.” I turned quickly

away and left him standing there.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS.

IT has fallen to me to tell it,—to me, Arthur Jervis. When Miss

Selby spoke as she did and turned away, I confess that my heart sank

for a moment. I knew that she had told Alice her history then, and

I knew that she had failed to stir any memory of the past. She had

failed,—I could see it in the poor old lady’s face, and hear it in the

tone of her voice; and she had been so certain of success that I had

begun to feel confident too. And now what was left? The old lady’s

words came back to me with a new meaning. The past was really

gone, then, beyond recall, but she knew me a little, and she liked me,

I thought. Why should I not build up a new memory that would

all be my own,—my very own‘!

I glanced at her face when she came down to lunch presently. I

think she had been crying, but the face was bright now, and such a

face,—so innocent, so childlike, yet with such latent possibilities of

all a woman’s tenderne'ss in the future. Yes, if the past were really

gone, it was not all loss, at least for me, if only—ah, if only! It was

part of her new character that nothing seemed to affect her deeply or

trouble her long, and in a very few minutes she was as merry as any

of the party and full of anticipation of the boating excursion on the

harbor. Two faces only of the party were grave: one was that of

Miss Selby, which I couldn’t bear to look at, and the other was that

of Dr. Milford, which wore a quietly, almost sadly, observant look.

It was a relief to lose sight of these two faces and to join the

others who were to form the party and sail down to Manly to the

show of wild flowers, which is said to be one of the sights of Sydney.

It would be hard, I think, to find a scene less calculated to encourage

anything like melancholy than that presented by the harbor that after

noon. If it were only the sunlight on the water, with its gay proces

sion of steamers, yachts, and sailing-boats of every sort and size, it

would have been hard indeed to find a scene more full of life and all

that makes life cheerful to the young at least. And when to these were

added the glimpses of the shore, with its almost endless bays and head

lands, the bright sun flashing upon its summer foliage and its thousand

romantic villas, it-was no wonder that the spirits of our party rose

high and fun and laughter were frequent.

We had seen the flower-show, with all its wealth of wild flowers,

for which the country is celebrated, and had strolled about the romantic

suburb, facing on one side the still waters of the harbor and on the

other the mighty roll of the vast Southern Ocean, until it was time, as

even I was forced to admit, to return. I needn’t say I had enjoyed

myself, for I had taken full advantage of the trust committed to me,

and constituted myself, more than ever before, Alice's companion and

guide; and I confess I had abandoned myself to a species of intoxi

cation in her society. And she too had seemed to enjoy herself. True,

it was in the gentle innocent way in which she always did, like a free

hearted child, but even that was delightful, so long as one could feel that

it was one’s self who was the companion with whom it was shared. At
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last we turned homeward. There were three boats, and we had lingered

so long that only the last was left when we arrived, and our only com

panions were one naval and two military oflicers who, like ourselves,

had been left behind. The breeze was light, and we drifted rather

than sailed up the long reaches of the harbor in the warm glow of the

evening light. Alice didn’t seem at all annoyed at having been left

behind by the other ladies of the party, and enjoyed herself with her

new companions in the same light-hearted way as before; but perhaps

it was this very thing that made me feel uncomfortable. She was so

innocent and cl1ildlike—so utterly without any of the embarrassment

which would, I told myself, have been felt by another girl left thus

alone with us in the slowly drifting boat and the gradually falling

twilight—that I asked myself again and again the question, was she

doomed to a perpetual childhood of feeling, such as would render my

dreams as empty as those of poor Miss Selby?

I don’t doubt that I was but indifferent company, for I certainly

was the quietest of the little party, the other members of which seemed

to enjoy their slow progress as much as the'finest breeze that ever

curled the waters of Port Jackson. The breeze had almost died

wholly away by the time we had drifted abreast of one of the men-0f

war that lay at anchor, its tall spars mirrored darkly in the glassy

water, still faintly colored with the last crimson tints of the evening

sky, and its black hull rising high overhead, like the efligy of a ship

carved in ebony. We had long ago discovered that our improvident

boatman had neglected to provide oars against the contingency Of a

calm, and now the lieutenant, who was one of our party, proposed to

go_ on board the Swordfish and borrow a pair. The suggestion was

hailed as a good one, and after a good deal of coaxing we succeeded in

getting our boat under her stern, and, having hailed the deck and

made himself known, our companion was accommodated with a rope

ladder lowered over the stern, up which he, and afterwards our two

military companions, climbed, leaving us for the moment alone in the

boat with the boatman.

_ Alice, who had been laughing at the efibrts of the military men in

climbing the ladder-,—a feat to which she had incited them by he!‘

expressed doubts of their ability to accomplish it,—had followed the

movements of the last of them as he slowly ascended and disappeared,

and then had grown suddenly silent. I too looked up, moved perhaps

by some subtle sympathy of feeling, at the dark hull that towered

above us. The great ship had swung with the tide, so that she headed

due west, and the water lay black in the shadow around us cast by the

stern of the vessel, while on either side, at no great distance, the crimson

glow thrown by the sunset sky rested redly on the still surface of the

water. I looked, and I almost started. It was so like the last sight I

had got Of that other boat on the wide Pacific. Involuntarily I looked

round )at my companion as she sat in the stern-seat of the boat. I

couldnji See the expression of her face in the dim light, but there was

ilomflilthmg "1 the rigid attitude of her body, in the fixed position of

ber ead _as she gazed upward, that startled me. I spoke to her hastily,

ut she did not appear to hear, for she took no notice and never moved
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her head from its position of painfully rapt attention. I was just

about to speak again more loudly, when suddenly a bright light flashed

out from a stern cabin window high above our heads, no doubt from

an electric light just turned on. The effect was strange and startling at

the moment, as it poured a stream of intense white light across the

darkness into which we had been gazing an instant before; but some

how my eyes had instantly turned to my companion, and it was her

action that really startled me. As the light flashed out overhead she

sprang to her feet, her eyes still riveted on the Vessel above her. So

she stood t'or perhaps half a second, and then, throwing up her arms

wildly above her head, she gave a scream so wild and despairing that

it rang through every part of the ship, and brought a hundred or more

of the crew at a run to see the cause. Then she reeled and fell back

ward, fortunately iuto my arms.

The boatman was by my side in a moment, and with his assistance

I laid her gently down, supporting her head still on my arm. In half

a minute our companions were back, accompanied by the surgeon of

the Swordfish, and a score of questions were hurled at me on every

side. The doctor listened to what I had to ‘tell, and examined her face

by the light of a lantern. “ She has had a severe nervous shock of some

kind, I should say,” he said at last, “and she may be insensible for

some time. The best way would be to get her home at once, and I

will come with you; it’s no distance to Elizabeth Bay from here, and

Milford’s house is quite close to the water.” Two sailors were sent on

board with a pair of oars from the man-of-war, and we were rowed

quickly to the landing-place. She never moved, she never seemed to

breathe, as we glided quickly over the smooth waters, Her head rested

on my arm; her face, white and beautiful, like a statue of the purest

marble carved by the greatest of sculptors, looked blindly upward

into the violet-blue sky overhead, where the first few stars already

glittered faintly like a braid of pearls. In a few minutes we had

reached the landing and carried her to the house, where we were met

by Dr. Milford, who had been summoned from the dinner-table.

I still supported her head as we laid her on a couch in the room

nearest the entrance, and I stood looking stupidly on as her aunt knelt

at her side and sobbed over her in unrestrained misery until Dr. Mil

ford drew her gently away. Then he asked me two or three questions

about how it had happened, and I thought there was a strange mixture

of expressions on his grave face as he listened to what I had to tell.

Then he felt her pulse and placed his ear over her heart, and at last took

a candle and examined her face with a close and critical attention.

The light fell full upon her features as he drew back, and—yes, as I

too gazed into her face I saw a change flit across it for a moment. I

grasped the doctor’s arm oonvulsivelyas I pointed to her and whispered

hoarsely, “ She is coming to, doctor.” He nodded gravely, and held

up his hand to caution me not to speak. So we stood for what seemed

a long time to me, though probably it was but a minute or two, after

all. There was no sound in the room but the low sound of Miss

Selby’s sobs in the background, and I seemed to hear the labored

beating of my heart as I stood and gazed. How was it going to end?
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“A severe shock,” the doctor had said: what if it should have de

stroyed the last delicate fibres of the brain already so severely tried?

‘What if the life that was faintly fluttering back again should be for

ever divorced from all that makes life worth having, and those dear

eyes that were already trembling with the return of consciousness

should open without intelligence? At that moment the childlike inno

cence that had somehow chilled me an hour before, as I thought it might

be all of which her mind was ever again to be capable, seemed a thing

to be prayed for and‘ prized indeed.

It was but for a few moments, after all, yet so quick is thought and

such is the electric speed of feeling that I found time for a thousand

regrets and another thousand fears before her eyes opened slowly to

the light. Mine searched her face hungrily as they did so, to catch

the first sign of returning intelligence. Slowly they seemed to open,

yet wider and wider, with a wondering look of surprise, and almost

of fear, as they rested on Dr. Milford’s anxious face, which bent over

the couch. A troubled, anxious look passed across her face as she shut

her eyes again quickly as if to clear away some vision that still clung

to the awakened senses, and looked again. She moved impatiently;

she looked beyond the doctor, and her eyes rested on my face. As they

did so her face lighted up with a smile—ah, it was the very same smile

I had seen in that dear time that seemed so long ago. She knew me,

she knew me at last! The conviction came to me like a lightning

flash, and I knew. I forgot everything then but her, and in a moment

I was on my knee beside the couch, her hand in mine, and as my

hot tears dropped upon it I murmured, “My darling! my darling!

Come back to me at last l” It. was true.

EPILOGUE.

I DON’T know why auntie should have been so tiresome as to insist

upon my writing this, because I know she was asked to do it, and Pm

qmte_sure she could have done it a great deal better than I shall

Aunt1e says, however, that she has put down her foot this time, and I

know by sad experience that when auntie has done that it is n0 6857

matter to get her to take it up again. I suppose it would disappoint

_Ahce—~A1ice Jervis she is now, of course—if somebody didn’t Write

it, so I suppose I must. After all, it isn’t much to do for her, for She

was the _very dearest girl I ever knew, and I don’t suppose being the

Lady Ahce, or even having got married, will have made one bit of

difference in her. I hope not, at any rate, for we are going home t0 See

them at Gnmshaw Castle, and I should hate to find Alice altered even

the very smallest tiny bit in the world. Did I say we are going?

Well, that’s just like me, and now yon’ll have to wait ever so 1011

before you get to know who “ we” are. Didn’t I say auntie would

have told it ever so much better?

of course it’s no use my going over anything you know already,



FLOTSAM. I 519

so I can leave out all about the party to the flower-show at Manly,

which is just as well, for, however much Alice may have enjoyed her

self,—she had Captain Jervis following her round like her shadow all

day,—I thought it a very slow affair, I can assure you. It wasn’t my

fault that we left them behind, either, though when I got home without

her you might have thought, to look at Charlie’s face, that I had been

the shepherd in charge of a prize lamb and had let it go astray on the

run. We waited dinner for some time, and we had hardly finished

when it all happened. I wasn’t there when they carried her into the

breakfast-room, though I did follow poor Miss Selby to the door, but

of course I was dying to go in, and when I heard the old lady give

almost a. scream, “Oh, my child, my darling child !” I just risked

Charlie frowning me down,——for he could, you know, sometimes in

a very unpleasant way,—and rushed into the room. I stopped just

inside the door, for it was the strangest thing you ever saw.

There she was—Alice I mean, of course—-sitting up on the couch,

and old Miss Selby hugging her in her arms and crying-—actually

crying out loud, you know—over her. That was at the head of the

couch; and further down Captain Jervis was standing, bending over

her and holding her hand in his in a very lover-like way, I must say.

Charlie was standing a little way back, and he certainly did look

rather out of it. He didn’t see me, I think, for he was looking at

Alice’s face with the strangest expression on his own, and when I

looked at her I really was not surprised at it. You never saw such a

strange change come over a face that yet wasu’t changed at all. It

was all in the eyes, I think. They were always beautiful eyes, you

know; indeed, that queer child Doris used to say they were just like

the stars one sees shining in dark spots in the sky, so still and so

steady; but now they were -changed. How it was I don’t quite know,

but they seemed to dance and sparkle with a great light that made her

face look-—oh, so beautiful, I never in my life saw anything like it. I

think she was looking at Captain Jervis, and I don’t wonder the man

looked almost dazed. She knew him now: anybody could see that in

a. moment, and they could see a great deal more too. Such a look as

that was enough to spoil any man with pure conceit, I should think.

Then she looked into Miss Selby’s face and said, just in her own

gentle sweet voice,—that had u’t changed at all,—“ But, dearest auntie,

what does it all mean? Have I been ill, or what?” Then Charlie

stepped forward, and she looked at him so strangely, almost as if she

was afraid of him, as she said, “And this—-this gentleman, who is he,

auntie? Are we on board ship, or where?”

I looked at Charlie, and I could have cried at the look on his face

when she said that, and when she looked at him with that strange

expression of half-fear in her eyes. He turned quickly away, poor

old fellow, and I think his eyes met mine, but he only went quietly out

of the room. It was hard, after all he had done for her. She didn’t

know him; she didu’t know him in the very least. I have found out

since that he had expected it, but, I don’t care what he may say now,

I know that it was very bitter to him at the time, and no wonder at

all.
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It was the strangest thing in the world. She didn’t know any of us,

nor the place, nor anything at all that had happened all these months,

but just took up everything where she had left it that night when the

ship was burned. I don’t feel sure that even now she fully under

stands that it wasn’t Captain Jervis that somehow had saved her, after

all. Of course she didn’t know auntie or me any more than the rest,

but it was astonishing how soon she got to know us all, and, I do

think, to be very fond of us too, for somehow, though I’m sure she

always looks on Captain Jervis as the one who saved her, she mixes

us all up with him, and is, oh, so grateful to us all.

Of course they stayed with us—I mean Alice and Miss Selby

until they left Sydney. We got to know Alice—the new Alice—Lad_V

Alice Ramsey, you know—quite well, almost better than we had

known the old one we had known before, and to like this one even

better, I think. One could really know her more, I think, and had

quite got rid of the old strange uncomfortable feeling that one was

all the time looking at the surface of a mystery that might any day

disclose itself and astonish one in some disagreeable way. Another

curious thing was that we found out she could play beautifully and

sing so sweetly that I was quite ashamed to sing after her. She had

never played a note nor really sung once all the time before.

Well, at last they all went home early in February by the Orient,

and I will say they left us all as flat and stagnant as a water-tank in

summer. I stayed a week or two, just to keep auntie from getting the

blues, and then wasn’t I just delighted when papa came down and

said I must go home with him or he would put the Run up to auction.

All this time, you see, Charlie had been just as melancholy as an Old

bandicoot, and no more company than an old man kangaroo. Sorry

—of course one was sorry for him, but you can’t live on being sorry

for people, and besides, you know—but no, I won’t say that, for per

haps it wouldn’t be quite true, after all. Anyhow, I was glad to get

away for some reasons, although auntie did look at me so reproachfully

out of her dear soft old eyes, and even Charlie woke up and looked as

if he was sorry I was going.

It was delightful to be at home again ; at least it was very delight.

ful at first, for of course there were Doris and Kitty, who were just

wild to have me back, and there were the horses and everything; and

even the boundary riders seemed pleased to see one again. And didn’t

we have a grand kangaroo-hunt, and a dance after it, where half the

people within thirty miles of us enjoyed themselves,—really enjoyed

themselves,—I mean as people can do in the bush. But somehow, I

don’t know why, after all, it wasn’t quite the same as in old times.

One did seem to grow just a little tired of it and to want something

more. I know I felt ashamed of myself when I felt it coming on at

first, and used to scold myself for the feeling, but I didn’t find that it

made much d1fl'erence: it always would come back in spite of me, and

I found myself wondering what auntie and Charlie were doing, and

whether he was getting over it-, so that I often didn’t hear one Word

Of_ What Dons was saying to me till the child got quite annoyed and

Bald I was always wool-gathering since I came home. ‘ I couldn't
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understand it one bit myself, and many a time I have just gone to my

own room and had a good cry over it.

So it went on for mouths. Auntie wrote often, but somehow she

didn’t tell one much about Charlie or anything, only about stupid

people one had known but didn’t care much about. Tl1en we had

letters from Alice—at least auntie and I did, only auntie wouldn’t let

me read hers, which was mean, as I sent her all mine down directly I,

and of course Doris and Kitty, had read them. So we heard all about

the wedding, which kept one going for a. bit, but of course that went

otf and seemed to leave things even more dead than before. But at

last in September auntie wrote to say that she was coming up to see us.

VVeren’t we just delighted! She didn’t say anything about Charlie,

but then she very seldom did in her letters, so I thought that perhaps

he might come just for a little while, if he wasn’t too busy.

He did come, to our surprise, along with auntie, and the moment

I saw him I knew he was all right. I can’t tell you how glad I was.

It did seem such a shame that he should have been treated like that,

and yet of course nobody—nobody at all—-was to blame.‘ However,

we did enjoy ourselves for that fortnight, and then, you know, he had

to go back. It was just horrid, and so I told him that night in the

garden by the great fig-tree. He turned round suddenly and looked

me full in the face. The moon was full that night and very bright,

so I could see the expression of his face, and somehow it quite startled

me. “ Horrid ?” he said, in a tone I had never heard from him before:

“ do you think it isn’t more horrid for me, when I think what I might

have had, perhaps, but for my own folly?” It wasn’t the words, it

was something in his face, that made me tremble all over in the silliest

way: if one could shake one’s self, I’m sure I should have done it

then. I think he must have seen me, or was it something in my face,

I wonder, that told him? but the next moment I was in Char-lie’s

arms, and he was murmuring the sweetest, silliest things into my ear.

There, that is all. I can hardly feel as if it could be true, but

they tell me that to-morrow will be my wedding-day.

THE END.
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HOLY WEEK IN MEXICO.

WHO that has ever resided, or even visited, in the city of Mexico

has failed to realize the charm of its matchless climate, its in

variably beautiful niornings, its bright sunshine? One awakes to new

vigor each day, and forgives the sunbeam that stole in and kissed away

his slumber when he feels how crisp and fresh is the morning air and

thinks of all there is to see and enjoy. There is an utter absence of the

lassitude known to the dwellers in a far higher latitude after a night

of closeness, and one is ready for any amount of effort to carry out a

wish or plan. So it was not surprising to find the streets at eight A.M

on Palm Sunday alive with foreigners, anxious to see all that was going

on in the various churches that day. Rumors of fine music had filled

the air for a week beforehand, and to lonngers in the Alameda, as well

as on the thoroughfares, palms had been offered, and had been freely

purchased by Protestants and Roman Catholics alike. In various ways

interest had been quickened, and the tide of expectation was naturally

largely turned towards the grand old cathedral. But the strangers, most

of whom were lodged in the upper part of the city, found much to divert

them as they wended their way thither,—-beautiful flowers displayed

in the windows, notably rare and curious orchids, native women going

to or returning from the early mass, most of them wearing the be

coming “mantilla,” and many a church worthy of a visit and close

study. In the “ Profesa,” for instance, the scene was most impressive,

—a weirdly realistic picture of the Crucifixion revealing itself amid

the general gloom. There were the rocky ascent to Calvary, rough with

real earth and stones, the fateful hill itself, and the three crosses boldly

outlined against the sky, each bearing its terrible burden. The bodies

of the malefactors were twisted out of all shape, as if by the writhings

of the men in the vain efl‘ort to find some relief from the intolerable

tension, but that of the Christ hung straight, the torture patiently ac

cepted, only the complete relaxation, and the position of the head,

fallen forward on the breast, indicating the utter prostration of the

sufferer. Just beneath the central cross knelt the faithful women and

the beloved disciple, while behind it was the centurion on an upreariilg

charger. All these figures were of wax, larger than life-size, and with

natural coloring, rendering the illusion perfect and causing a beholder

who believed the grandly simple story of the Atonement to turn away

subdued, feeling almost as if he had witnessed the very act.

Outside again, one noted the Sunday aspect of the streets, and

could almost have believed that business was suspended on this “ first

day ;” but the early hour alone accounted for it. The Mexicans never

hurry; they take their time about rising and getting breakfast, con

sequently stores and offices are not opened until the day is well advanced.

Two hours later traffic was going on just as usual,

f '.ll.‘he scene changed when the Zocalo, the great square in front

0 t 1e cathedral, was reached. From every direction the people were
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wending their way to the church, while about the lovely grass-plats

were scattered Indian men, women, and children, each with something

to sell, crucifixes, beads, palms, and flowers; and so generously were

they patronized that few of those entering the vast building failed to

carry with them the triurhphal branch with its adornment of poppies

or roses. About the doors were laid the maimed, the halt, and the

blind, that they might “ solicit alms from those going up to the temple,”

and among them were faces so revolting in their disfigurement, and

forms so distorted, as to cause one to turn away in sickening horror

and to wish that even here He might pass with healing in His touch.

\Vit-hin the portals, one of the first objects to greet the eye, stood the

money-changers’ table, its piles of coins ready for use; and one who

was already under the glamour of the illusion created by his own

imagination, in conjunction with the recall of the scenes of nineteen

hundred years ago, felt as if surely the scourging must come here

too.

Already were gathered about the various altars hundreds and

hundreds of kneeling worshippers, and it was really a touching sight

to behold the old wrinkled Indians in their humble posture, the men

in white cotton clothes, with blankets about their shoulders, the women

wrapped in their rebozas, reverential and devout. Equally in earnest

in their devotions seemed the young peons, and even the little children

were subdued and quiet. Their faith, whatever others may think of

it, is a vital thing to them, and no looker-on in that Mexican cathedral,

largely built by the self-sacrificing devotion of this very class of people,

could have failed to be impressed with their sincerity and reverence, the

simplicity of their confidence in their Church and its teachings. A

very forlorn and hopeless case is theirs, a daily struggle for bare ex

istence, with no chance for betterment, and one must rejoice that in

their religion they find some comfort, something to lean upon.

Those gathered about one altar seemed in no wise distracted by

what was going on at another, but followed their own service, the

nodding palms swaying with every least motion of their bearers.

While the mass was being said here, the blessing of the palms was in

progress yonder, and at the grand central shrine a sermon was being

delivered. Suddenly the swelling peals of the mighty organ told that

the Procession of the Palms had begun, and along the outer walls of

the vast building, beyond the kneeling congregations, its course could

be traced by the crosses, the banners, and the graceful palms borne aloft

by those composing it, but by these alone, for the throng of onlookers

was so dense as to obstruct observation in every direction. The fumes

of the incense, combined with the closeness of the atmosphere in the

ever-increasing mass of humanity, became overpowering, and the

strangers were glad to make their way, with much difficulty and real

danger of being crushed in the pressure at the doors, to the outside

air, a little disappointed that none of the promised fine singing had

been heard, but feeling repaid, nevertheless, for the sacrifice of the

morning nap and the expenditure of energy involved.

Without, one was promptly brought back to the present, and a _

very gay and pleasant present. On the seats beneath the shade of the
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trees well-dressed people sat side by side with the meanly clad, all

enjoying the bright sunshine, the lovely flowers in the parterres, the

moving picture before them, the groups of merry youths and chil

dren playing leap-frog, jumping the rope, or vaulting on the green

around the band—stand, and chiefly the delightful strains from one of

the justly celebrated regimental bands. A leisurely stroll across the

Zocalo, and along the most fashionable thoroughfare, to and through

poor Carlotta’s beautiful Alameda, was a fitting finish to the morning’s

pleasure.

On Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday the constant ringing of the

bells, their curious tinkling filling the air, told that the Church and the

faithful were recalling the events of each hour of the memorable week,

and the pavements were thronged with hurrying worshippers; but

there was nothing marked enough to attract those not of the Roman

Catholic communion. On Thursday afternoon, in the cathedral, the

feet of twelve beggars were washed by the archbishop, and in the

evening there was a brilliant illumination of all the churches,—a cus

tom whose significance we could not learn. Strangers were told it was

the proper thing to visit seven of these churches during the evening,

but when asked “ why seven?” the reason was not forthcoming. Was

it in recognition of the seven churches mentioned in Revelation ? A15

ten o’clock of the forenoon of this day the church-bells ceased to

ring: their chimes were to be hushed until the same hour of Saturday,

Easter Eve; and there was something mournful in this silence.

Good Friday in an exclusively Roman Catholic city one would

naturally have expected to be observed in the most solemn manner;

but the suggestion of the scene about the cathedral on that day was not

of fasting, not of a mournful memorial day, not of men humiliated by

the recollection of the blind folly and ingratitude of their fathers, and

peuitent because of their own failure duly to appreciate the love and

mercy expressed on Calvary, but rather of 1-ejoicing,—of a festival of

mirth and gayety. The Indians from the interior towns had meta

morphosed the great square; their booths lined the pavements, and

great heaps of their wares overfiowed from time away out into the

open space. Buyers thronged the walks, and brisk was the transfer

of lovely Guadalajara pottery, of the paste representations of Mexican

men and women of high and low degree, so true to life, of curious toys,

of metracas and Judases. Huge piles of peanuts attested the fact that

here, as in the States, there existed a partiality for this homely fruit

others walked to and fro, rattling their metracas, or holding On high

the tree-hke frames from whose branches dangled the Jndases. The

two commodities mentioned last needed explanation to strangers, as

they were evidently a part of the season. The metracas were a kind
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or its price at any rate,-—al1 sorts of pretty or curious devices,—-a

monkey made of a kind of chenille, swinging by his tail and holding

in one paw a tiny brass parnsol,—au ivory and sometimes a really

beautiful onyx vase with artificial flowers,—a miniature upright piano

or tiny book-case or cabinet exquisitely carved from ivory,—a pearl

handled knife,—countless couceits. Each vender of these kept one

constantly twirling, producing a harsh, rasping sound. They were

supposed by the ignorant masses to be efiicacious in driving the devil

away. The idea seemed to be that from the hour of the Crucifixion

to that of the Resurrection the powers of darkness held sway over the

earth, and this hideous noise was to aid the faithful in frightening off

the spirits of evil: so everybody purchased one. The Church so far

couutenauces this superstition as to substitute for the silent bells in the

church towers, on this day, huge metracas.

The explosion of Judas is a. custom peculiar to the land of the

Montezumas,—at least if it ever existed elsewhere it is obsolete now,

—and a most curious one it is. The Indians make, according to their

own ideas of ugliness, figures somewhat resembling the human form,

from three or four inches to eight or ten feet in height, of a kind of paste

on a paper frame. To these they attach a fuse, beginning at the finger

ends, extending up the arms, around the neck, and down the sides to

the feet, with strong explosives at intervals along the line. It was

curious to observe the horrible efiigies as they were borne about, and

note each individual maker’s conception of the hideous. Some had the

faces of animals, others had merely grotesque human features, while

others had bat-like wings, and horns, and hoofs; but all were ugly as

sin, which they represented.

The whole scene was suggestive of Christmas Eve in other cities,—

the bustle, the gay stalls, the good-natured crowd, the smiling children

with hands full of treasures, the mothers bearing the most wonderful

creati0ns,—huge ducks with a monkey, a frog, or a dog mounted on

their backs, and similar couceits; and so bright, s0_full of life was the

whole square, that many of those who had doubtless expected to go

into the cathedral loitered until it was too late.

In the evening the “ Profesa” seemed to offer the strongest attrac

tions, and not only was every seat filled, but standing room was in de

mand, aud all available space was crowded with those eager to see and

hear. The Stabat Mater was rendered, not indeed as it might have

been, nor as the imagination of some of the listeners had anticipated

it, but quite impressively; and again, as on Palm Sunday morning in

this church, the scenic effect was striking. Calvary and the Crucifixion

had disappeared, and now the picture presented was a single female

figure standing out from a background of gloom,-—a pathetic appealing

figure, clad in clinging garments of sombre hue, the white face and

meekly folded hands gleaming ghastly white amid the surrounding

blackness; and one felt with a realization so keen as to be painful how

lonely, how utterly forlorn, that poor mother of long ago must have

been at the close of that dark and dreadful day. The young priest

who delivered the sermon had a dark, impassioned thee, and his utter

ance was rapid and vehement, while his expressive gestures and emo
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tional tones, and his frequent glances at the mournful semblance of the

mother, told, even to ears not familiar with his language, the theme

of his discourse. The influence of the Zocalo in the morning was

counteracted; it was not Christmas, but Good Friday, the time for

sorrow and penitence ; the people wended their way homeward subdued

and thoughtful.

On Saturday, Easter Eve, at ten o’clock, the spell of silence which

had held the church-bells for forty-eight hours was broken, and again

from countless towers the curious din rang out. Then began the

explosion of Judas: all over’ the quaint old city the reports were

heard, some weak, as if from ordinary fire-crackers, others sounding

like huge bombs. Those not on the streets rushed to windows and

balconies to see whence the noise came. The effigies were strung on

ropes or wires suspended across the public ways, the fuses lighted, and

as we gazed at the dangling forms and saw them blown to pieces the

feeling was almost as if veritable men were before our eyes, and we

even found it in our hearts to pity Judas. Not so with the natives.

Many of them were wrought up to a pitch of religious frenzy, and if

an arm or a leg was thrown off intact they seized and tore it with

their teeth, as if it were in truth a part of the misguided traitor of

centuries ago.

Thus ended the observance of Holy Week in Mexico. Looking

back over it, the mind was impressed with the vivid manner in which

the closing scenes of that quiet life in Palestine had been brought before

the pe0ple,—how they had been made to feel almost as if they had

taken part in that first Procession of the Palms, had learned the lesson

of humility at the Last Supper, had witnessed the scene on Calvary,

and had sorrowed with the mother in her hour of darkness.

0. L.

PENAL ADMINISTRATION IN PENNSYLVANIA.

mcrease of population, coupled with its diminution in some other

countries which have introduced modern reforms both into their crim

inal Jurisprudence and their penal administration, renders it certain

that there is now no branch of the public service which makes louder

demand for the study of competent statesmen.

In the efibrt to maintain the superiority, both as respects moral

treatment and pecuniary economy, of prisons constructed for the sep

arate coufinement and individual treatment of criminals, the writer has

elsewhere endeavored in a general way to (listinguish three prominent;

classes of COI1VICtS, each with essentially diiferent characteriSti08, and

requiring corresponding discrimination in treatment. These are the

mhrm of Will, who are both deterrable and curable, the accidental

Offelltler, who _is_often reclaimable, and the habitual criminal or crime

class man (recldivist), who, being usually defective in body or mind, is

THE constant increase of crime in the United States in excess of the
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incorrigible, and for whom punishment has no other value than as a

means of segregation from industrious society, upon which it is his

sole object and occupation to prey. Of course such a generalization,

like all others, has its limitations and modifications. The several

classes are separated by narrow boundaries, across which they con

tinually merge, and moreover include peculiar or abnormal cases not

readily reducible to classification. But there are few well-conducted

convict prisons where such an analysis is not consciously or uncon

sciously made; and, whether or not scientific virtue be conceded to it,

no one can fail to perceive the immense practical advantage of recog

nizing facts, whether we like them or not, and basing thereon discrimi

native methods of generic and individual treatment. And it is im

portant always to remember that for such discriminative methods the

cellular or separate system of construction and confinement alone

affords the essential means. ‘

An illustration of the classification referred to is found in the

history of three convicts now confined in the Eastern Penitentiary.

A. 8340 is a lad of twenty-one, who had five years in the public

schools, which he left at fifteen. Bred to no trade, but industrious

and accustomed to steady and productive work. Reasonably intelli

gent. Does not drink. Parents respectable and industrious, and

family affords no crime instance except his own. Having drifted into

too lavish expenditures,—a folly not unusual at his age,—in a moment

of pecuniary straits he stole a portion (not the whole) of his landlord’s

savings, whose place of deposit he had long known and had dangled,

as it were, before his eyes. He was ashamed to return home, was

immediately arrested, admitted his guilt, and received a sentence of

two years. This lad’s contrition was immediate and has been sus

tained. His sorrowful reflections, respectful manners, and willing

obedience all testify his anxiety to atone and satisfy his conscience.

He belongs, of course, to the first class. Though of sound moral

ideas and preferences, he is moderately infirm of will, and may again

yield to temptation in a moment of extreme difficulty, but never with

deliberation. Had hebeen mixed indiscriminately, afier sentence,

with a mass of hardened criminals, his moral standards might, and

almost certainly would, have suffered permanent contamination, and he

would probably have descended to the third class, and become a crime

class man for the rest of his life. Fortunately for him and for society,

the separate system of the Eastern Penitentiary afforded the means of

separating him entirely from such companionship. No other convict

has seen his face since his confinement, or ever will see it in that

prison. His visitors will be of the best, and sufficiently numerous to

keep his reflections wholesome; and when discharged he will be free

to follow his accustomed industry, absolutely uncontaminated by crim

inal association while under State control, and in no danger of recog

nition and blackmail from fellow-prisoners, who are the worst enemies

of the repentant convict. He might even be liberated “under sur

veillance” during the last third of his term with advantage to himself

and the tax-payer, if the prison inspectors possessed legal authority

therefor.
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A. 5291 is fifty years old and on the fifth year of an eighteen

years’ sentence. His army service was good, family respectable, and

otherwise free from crime. He is reasonably educated, and is an

expert machinist, able to earn much more than a living. While in

toxicated and reckless, he committed a shameful offence against the

person, probably quite equal to murder in its consequences to general

society ; yet it was his only crime, and he has never otherwise shown

such tendency. He is undoubtedly honest and trustworthy as respects

property, has retained a certain amount of self-respect, and could be

safely sent alone to any distant place on his promise to return. This

man belongs to the second or accidental class of criminals, and is

probably as safe from crime during the remainder of his life as any

of us. And yet, had he been turned into a congregate prison, subject

to daily association with confirmed, boastful, and jeering criminals, he

could scarcely have failed to fall to-the third and hopeless class, and,

whether he did so fall or not, would have foundit impossible to escape

their recognition after his discharge.

A. 8136 is-a fair example of the third class, or the habitual crim

inal of the hereditary and irreclaimable crime class. His age is sixty

three years, of which forty-eight have been passed in this country, and

thirty-nine in different American jails, on ten State prison and five

county jail sentences for petty burglaries. His son, nephew, and

brother are also low-class burglars, and have been repeatedly 0011

victed. It is believed, and he admits, that he has never followed any

honest occupation, has no other resource but crime for his support, and

does not desire any. Nothing is more certain than his speedy return

after discharge to this or some other prison. Confinement has no

terrors and is no real punishment for him. He has no other ideal or

expectation for the future. He would prefer a congregate prison and

the society of other criminals, but makes himself contented where he

is, as he would anywhere, does his work, and carefully observes the

rules; for experience has taught him the futility of resistance and the

advantage to himself of giving the least trouble to the authorities.

I_Iis depredations when at large probably cost the community mflIJ)'

tunes more than his detention and support in jail, and yet under our

existing system of criminal jurisprudence he will, as long as he lives,

go on in the same career, receiving when caught a succession Of Petty

sentences of a few years each. Is it not perfectly obvious that the

commonest regard for the public welfare demands the permanent

though humane segregation of such a character, where he can do no

further injury to the public and can be made to supporthimself by

such labor as can be got from him ? The separate system can do him

no good, and no other system much harm : hence mere economy should

be the chief care in his detention, accompanied with eflicient precau

tions that he shall not be made worse than he already is by evil aSS00l

ation while under State control.

_It is the continued study of cases like these, reproduced in every

yanety of_c1rcumstance, that has produced the belief, steadily growing

In all_ enhghtened countries, that the separate mode of confinement is

essential for the moral treatment and improvement of the reclaim
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able convict, for the proper and economical segregation of those who

are irreclaimable, and for the reasonable protection of the public and

especially of the tax-payer. -

The pecuniary economy of the separate method is shown at a glance

in tl1e following statement compiled from the Report of the State Board

of Charities for 1893 (the latest report published):

Separate. Congregate.

1893. T

Eastern Western Huntingdon

Penitentiary. Penitentiary. Reformatory.

Average number of convicts . . . 1133 941 413

Number of paid employees . . . 48 79 76

Number of convicts to each paid _

employee . . . . . . . . . . 24 12 5%

‘Salaries paid per convict . . . . $41.71 $75.11 34.81

Cost per convict per day, in cents . .20 .34 .43

The penal institutions of Pennsylvania are now crowded to their

utmost capacity, and another penitentiary is inevitable. If located in

the county of Philadelphia, as it should be for many imperative reasons,

it can be built chiefly by prison labor, like the recent additions to the

Eastern Penitentiary, which were entirely constructed in that manner,

costing tl1e State nothing but the materials. It should be easy of

access, located on gravel subsoil, with independent water-supply, and

should contain at least one thousand cells. In the light of our own

and the world’s experience, there is no longer any excuse for more

congregate prisons. They are costly to build, extravagant to operate,

and make reform practically impossible to the inmates.

It is scarcely necessary to add that the best prison results are only

to be had by keeping them free from party considerations and party

patronage. A prison ofiicial is never done learning. The greater his

observation and experience, the more his value to the Commonwealth

and its prisoners. Struggles for political power through control of

party patronage and spoils can have no just place in prison polity,

where the temporal and eternal welfare of thousands is concerned, and

where training and experience are the qualities most required. In such

a great semi-charitable public interest, where questions of individual

temperament and character hold the first place, the introduction of

selfish considerations would be even more baleful than in a school or

a church, because convicts are subjected to them while under forcible

restraint, and because they are more concealed from public scrutiny

and less accessible for popular correction. Any plan of prison manage

ment whatever must prove a moral and pecuniary failure unless all

personal and selfish considerations can be absolutely and permanently

excluded by effective law.

Isaac J. Wiaiar.

VOL. LVII.—-34
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BETWEEN RELIEFS’.

T all occurred in a moment. Nixon lay dead. He probably never

knew what hurt him. Two of the non-commissioned oificers of

the troop packed Matson off to the guard-house.

“ He’s dead, damn him l” was all he said. He was perfectly sober

and quiet.

The day of the burial he was out at work, strongly ironed and

guarded. The sentinel straightened up and stood at attention as the

improvised hearse (a dead-axle wagon) came creaking and groamng

through the sand en route to the little cemetery on the bluff. _

“ He don’t deserve that,” said Matson, pointing to the flag covering

the pine-box coffin. Then he went on with his work.

There was a Board convened to investigate and report upon the

circumstances attending the killing. After a careful consideration of

all the known facts, the Board found “that Private William Nixon,

Troop D, 11th U.S. Cavalry, came to his death from a pistol wound

at the hands of Private Jason Matson, same troop.”

But then—everybody had known this before.

The proceedings, however, were very carefully prepared, properly

red-inked and ruled, and embodied innumerable alfidavits.

The indorsement of the post commander was beyond compare

The department commander, in forwarding the proceedings, paid a

glowing tribute to the discipline at Fort Lanton, and the division com

mander concurred therein. The demands of red tape had been satis

fied ,- and yet everybody was still wondering why Matson had killed

his comrade.

All sorts of devices and means had been used to get at the truth,

but in vain. The prisoner was stubbornly silent on that one topic.

The civil court of the Territory seemed not inclined to take cog

nizance of the crime. “It was committed on the reservation, and

most properly comes under the jurisdiction of a court-martial,” Said

the United States attorney. “The Territory has no money,” wrote

the marshal. “Act, according to your own judgment,” blandly Said

the authorities at VVashington; but the colonel was a wise man, and

read between the lines. He insisted on definite instructions, and ulti

mately got them: “Send the prisoner to Santa Fe and turn him over

to the civil authorities ;” and it was a relief to the entire garrison.

The killing occurred in July, but it was late in August before the

order for Matson’s transfer came. Previous to this trouble he had

always been a quiet, retiring, and decent man, somewhat superior to

the ordinary trooper in point of education. At the time of the killing

he had been in the troop almost five years. Nixon was virtuallya

recruit. The day previous to the prisoner’s departure for Santa Fé I

was sergeant of the main guard, and had received special instructions

regarding him. For the past week he had not been sent out 150 W01‘k,

shufiiing up and down, up and down,
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The keys to the cells were in my personal possession, and when

dinner was brought from the troop I superintended its delivery.

Never a word. He took what was given him, ate with apparent

relish, and then silently handed back the tin cup and plate.

“ Can I do anything for you, Matson ?”

A shake of the head, and the weary, never-ceasing shufliling began

anew,—up and down, up and down.

It was a relief to get back to the guard-room.

After supper I inspected his irons, searched his cell very thoroughly,

and posted No. 2, whose beat extended around the corridors of the

prison room.

The night came on, hot and stifling, with hardly a breath of air.

It was a parting shot of the almost defunct summer. The members

of the guard were lounging about on the porch, smoking, yawning,

and waiting for the second relief to be posted.

The soldier is always waiting, though at times no one seems to

know for what.

“Fall in, the second relief!” There was a moving and shuflling

of feet, putting out of pipes, tightening of belts, grasping of carbines,

and then, with a rather listless air, the men fell in and were marched

off.

“Corporal of the guard N0. 2.” I answered the call myself.

“ Prisoner Matson wants to see the sergeant of the guard,” said the

sentinel.

The sight that met my eyes is yet before me, vivid, clear, and dis

tinct. Matson was standing close to the cell door, both hands raised

above him grasping the iron bars. The moonlight streaming through

the prison room windows threw an almost uncanny light on his face;

his eyes were shining and blazing with excitement, and every now and

{hen his upper lip twitched nervously. He was ironed, hands and

egs.

As I approached him he moved, and the clanking of his chains

sent a thrill of pity through me. He was a murderer. No doubt it

should have been a thrill of horror, but all things are not plain to one

at twenty.

“My God! I can't stand this any longer. I must talk to some

one,” he said, in answer to my inquiry.

I instructed No. 2 to stay on the other side of the prison room, and

then drew up a small box from one of the corners of the corridor. It

was not altogether unexpected, and my instructions from the otficer of

the day covered this very possible occurrence.

“ Go on,” I said, after I had seated myself.

He shifted his position slightly and commenced. “ No doubt you

are all wondering why I killed Nixon. I know it seems cold-blooded

and unprovoked, but when you’ve heard my story it may change your

opinion somewhat.

“ I’ll have to go back a number of years. No, I never knew Nixon

until he came to the tr0op,”—this last in response to a query of mine.

“ It was six years ago, and I was living back in West Virginia in

one of the railroad towns on the B. & O. I was an engineer on the
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road. When I got my promotion from fireman to engineer I married

a girl I had known all my life. I don’t know when I began to care

for her. Always, I suppose. There was no beginning; there has been

no ending. We had gone to school together, played together, grown

up together, and—well, I married her.

“Did she care for me? She certainly did not care for anybody

else. She never went with anybody else. Every one seemed to under

stand it. I loved her better than anything else I knew, and I married

her. Did you ever care for a girl?” he suddenly asked me. '

My cigarette dropped from my fingers at the abrnptness of his

question.

“ N0.” I could truthfully say it, then.

“Well, you will some day,” he continued, “and when you do,

you’ll understand how I felt. Love her, if you must; worship her;

adore her; but don’t marry her. The chances are she’ll never forgive

you if you do. I married Annie, you know. Did I tell you her

name was Annie? Pretty name: don’t you think so ?”

He was silent for a while, and when I looked up his face was calm

and peaceful in repose, and his eyes had a dreamy, far-away look

But the cruel irons were about his wrists, and he felt them as he raised

his arms above his head.

“Annie,” I heard him mutter, “Annie.”

Some women have a great deal to answer for.

“I married Annie,” he repeated, “and for a year I was the happiest

man in the world. Then I noticed something in her manner that hurt

me. She was always quiet and reserved, but apparently glad and happy

to have me with her.

“ Well, after we had been married a year or so she seemed to grow

more and more distant. Missed kissing me two or three times When I

came home from my run. Didn’t mean much ? Well, perhaps not to

her; but I loved her, you know—I noticed and felt it. Of course I

didn’t say anything. I had heard women were queer sometimes. I

never knew any woman but Annie. But it grew worse. Once when

I put my arm around her, meaning to kiss her good-by, she turned hel‘

cheek to me. Then it was very plain, even to me, and I only touched

her hair with my lips. One day when I came back unexpectedly I

found Annie on our bed sobbing and weeping bitterly. She gave 110

egrplanation: I asked for none. I’m a proud man: the troop knows

t at.

“ The end came unexpectedly. I had been ordered to take a special

through to W , a longer run than my usual one. Annie was very

sweet to me that night, quite like her old self. Just before I left She

came of her own accord and kissed me. ‘Good-by,’ she said, and

kissed me again. It made me very happy. I took that special through

in short order, and came back the next evening about six. I found

the house open, but no Annie.

“ ‘ She’s at her mother’s,’ I thou ht and busied in self li htin the

_ g , Y g glamps and startmg the fire in the kitchen stove.

“An hour or more, and no Annie. It was only a short walk to

her mother’s.
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“She had not seen my wife all day, she said.

“I went back to the house, sat down very quietly, and tried to

think it all out. If anything was wrong I didn’t want it known.

Anything wrong ‘Z What could be wrong ? Annie was visiting some

where, and I was a fool to worry about it.

“ Later I went out in the kitchen and cooked some supper,—enough

for two. When eleven o’clock came I lost heart. Something had

happened to my wife. She was dead, perhaps. I lay down on our

bed and waited until daylight.

“In the morning I had to tell Annie’s people, and of course the

whole town knew it almost immediately.

“ No one had seen her. The river, some one suggested. It sounded

horrible, but hopeful. \Ve did everything possible, but no traces of

her could be found. I had got a substitute to make my runs for me,

and gave up every moment to looking for my wife. I advertised her,

hired detectives, sent out hand-bills and posters, and searched every

where, high and low.

“ A week passed, and then I gave up: Annie was dead.

“How did I know it? I felt it. If she wasn’t dead, where was

she? She hadn’t even taken an extra dress with her. Her money was

still in the savings-bank : one oan’t go anywhere without money.

“The river alone probably knew her secret. I gave up all hopes

of finding her, and went back to my engine; but it was hopeless; I

couldn’t work. The place had grown intolerable to me, and the pity

of the people was maddening.

“ One day, to everybody’s surprise, I resigned. And then ‘I I

changed my name and came into the army.

“What my life has been in the troop you all know. I liked sol

diering, took to it naturally. You know my record in the troop: it’s

an honorable one, isn’t it ‘P’

I nodded assent.

“After a year or two in the troop I had got over the rough edge

of Annie's death, became somewhat reconciled, and determined to go

back to my engine when my time was out. I could have been a ser

geant had I cared to, you know that, but I didn’t want it. I was

satisfied to peg along, do my duty, and give what affection I had left

to my horse. How is the poor old fellow?” he asked me: “does he

seem to miss me ?”

Matson’s affection for his horse had always been pronounced. In

fact, the affection was reciprocal, and the animal had been perfectly

unmanageable the first few days of his absence from stables. Grain is

grain, however, no matter by whom administered, and a horse is, after

all, strongly human in many particulars. He had grown accustomed

to his new master long ere this; but I did not tell Matson so.

“ He missed you very much,” I said, which was not untrue.

“I hardly know how to tell you the balance of the story,” he con

tinued, after a short pause. “ There's not much more to tell, only that

I killed Nixon, and—why ? You remember when he joined the troop

about six months a o ? Well, by some strange fatality he got the bunk

next to mine, and necessarily got to know him pretty well. He was
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a rather helpless sort of a recruit,-—butter-fingered and afraid of work.

I showed him how to clean his piece, polish his kit, and keep his horse

equipments in order. Not a bad fellow in his way; easy-going, gen

erous, and handsome. He called himself a gentleman. I don’t pre

tend to know much about gentlemen, but Nixon wasn’t one, I’ll swear

to that. He talked too badly about women.

“Still, as I said, he wasn’t a bad fellow, and I grew to like him

fairly well. The day that I killed him we were on herd-guard together,

and rode in to dinner at noon. As we entered the dining-room Nixon

said, ‘ There’s that dashed cabbage for dinner again.’

“I laughed: he was always growling about the grub: you know

that. After dinner we came into the quarters and sat on my bunk. I

lighted my pipe, and Nixon rolled a cigarette. We had half an hour’s

time before going back to the herd. We smoked for a few moments,

apd then he said, ‘I was a fool to come into the army: do you know

t at?

“I had enjoyed my dinner, and felt lazy and contented. I pulled

at my pipe and said nothing. ‘It is the cabbage that makes him so

savage,’ I thought, and reached over and moved my revolver and belt

from off the blankets above my head to the bunk. I don’t know why

I did it: it was purely mechaniral on my part.

“ ‘Yes, sir,’ continued Nixon, ‘I left the dandiest little woman in

the East to come to this hell-hole and live on cabbage. Pshaw! I

hate the whole damn outfit.’

“ ‘ I didn’t know you were married,’ I said.

“He laughed guite heartily. ‘Why, you poor old innocent, I

wasn’t,’ he answere .

“ ‘ Engaged to be?’

_f“,‘ Well, I10, not exactly. You see, we lived together as man and

W] e.

“I had always lived a clean and decent life, and I turned from

him with a rather disgusted air.

“ ‘Though Annie wanted me to marry her,’ he continued.

“ ‘ Annie?’

“ ‘ Yes, that was her name: Annie.’

_ “The name rather soft/elled me. It must have been a surprise to

him when I put my hand on his and said, ‘ Go back to her, Nixon,

inarrged or not; go back to her. It’s very hard to lose any one you

ove.

, “He threw away his cigarette and laughed. ‘ No, I don’t think

I ll ever go back to her; she had grown to be such a snivelling little

Wench ; always in tears; always whining, and always pining, I really

beheve, for that brute of a husband of hers.’

“‘Why, was she married?’ I asked, in wonder. I really knew

very little about the ways of the world, in spite of my 1IgE- An

e11g1neer’s World is a small one,—his'engine, and his wife—if he has

one.

“ ‘Yes, she was married when I first met her. She seemed quite

above her station in life very rett d d' t- fi d ,

“ r A bad combinatidn for aphusI)aai1I:1_’ very lssa is e .
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“‘ What’s the use of going into details? She wanted to see the

world, and I was in a position to show it to her. I was travelling for

a large house’in the East, and chanced to run across her in one of my

tri s to .
P“ By God! I knew the truth at last. .

“I was quiet, very quiet, and Nixon suspected nothing.

“‘Here’s her picture,’ he said, taking it out of his blouse and

handing it to me. A glance showed me what I already knew. It

was the picture of my wife. _

“I wanted to know all about Annie,—where she was, what she

was doing, how she looked ; but I knew he could not live long enough

to tell me.

“ There were a thousand devils dancing and jumping in my brain,

—a thousand hot, angry, prodding devils, that cried, ‘Kill him! kill

him !’

“ He was so close that the powder burned his face. When I

picked up Annie’s picture there was a drop of his blood on it. Here’s

the picture.” He shoved it out through the bars.

One sees a thousand such faces in a lifetime,—vain, silly, and

common ; and yet this man had risked his very soul for her.

While I gazed, there was a commotion among the men in the

guard-room, and the next instant—

“No. 1. Eleven o’clock.”

“ No. 2. Eleven o’clock, and all’s well.”

It was time to post the third relief.

“ I’m very sorry for you, Matson,” I said, rising.

“ Would you mind shaking hands with me ?”

I rasped the fingers he stuck through the prison bars.

“ éood-night, Matson.”

“ Good-night, sergeant.”

They hanged him at Santa Fe.

77t01mu H. Wilson, USA.

THE DRAMA OF ONE HUNDRED ACRES.

1.—'I‘HE BEGINNING.

N the darkness the blind earth forms, and finds its path in space,

and over what is now this beloved farm the mountains of waters

roll. Through the blackness the sun at last bursts his way to the sur

face of the sea, and for the first time the stars are mirrored there. No

life !

Now life! The creatures of the slime crawl and swim; and a

hundred billion tiny things live and die to form this rock of lime.

Glaciers, loosened from northern anchorage by the sun, on their travels

scoop this valley and score a way along this rocky ridge, and flounder

and dwindle, to swell the retreating ocean.
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The waters are gone, and the sun for the first time smites, and

breaks his lanoes upon, the loam. These acres are left a horseshoe

ridge of hills shelving inward to a valley. This soil is the sediment

and deposit of the sea.

‘ Lo! the arrows of the sun, sticking in the ground, have sprouted

like twigs of willow, and out from the sides of the hills and from the

vale they rise by millions and clothe the mould in green. Yonder the

cheek of the hill dimples in a spring; a stream trickles clearly out and

cuts its way right down the strath to join its fellows and the river

thirty miles away, and to go west and south two thousand miles to

where the salt water is.

The sun shines; the stars look down ; the moon bends low. The

seasons have their birth in snow and ice, in rain and dew, in heat and

cold. The green shoots grow; and there are grass, the dandelion, the

mullem, the blackberry, the dock, the wort, and the cress. Yonder

wave the white oak, the black oak, the walnut, and the hickory, and on

the knobs of the hills are the beeches. And the sun still shines.

II.—ANIMAL LIFE.

Coming from somewhere are little fishes in the puny stream, and

there are lizards in the spring. In the trees squirrels play, the raccoon

suns himself, and the opossum hides. Moles burrow in the ground,

and the musk-rat digs the banks of the brook, while the ground-l10g

sits erect by his hole. In the thicket the red deer feeds on the leaves,

while the brown bear sleeps in a fallen tree. In the rocks the fox

screens himself‘, while now and then wolves yelp on a Scent and a

panther lurks in wait for the deer. In the weeds glide the snakes, the

copperhead, the spotted snake, the blacksnake, and one small one green

as the grass. There is a buzzing of insects in the air, the note of the

grasshopper sounds, while already the worm gnaws at the root of the

tree. Low down flies the robin, the Woodpecker hammers at the limb,

the thrush sings in the bush, and light glances from the wings of the

bluebird, the redbird, and the blackbird. Yonder the crow caws, the

owl boots, the quail whistles, and the pheasant drums on the storm

thrown tree. And the sun still shines.

III.—THE RED MEN.

Thousands of years are gone, and here are new forms moviflg

among the trees. They are men and women and children, and their

faces are red. They are clad with coverings from the deer, and their

shelter from storm is also these skins stretched upon poles. These men

create heat like the sun : it is fire. They speak to one another; a new

sound is on the air, and it has a meaning. They take the stones in

their hands forlweapons ; they make them bows of wood, and tip their

arrows with flmt. _They Watch the deer when he stoops to drink,

and th_ey_snare the birds and beasts. They gather about blazing logs

when It is cold, and they cook the flesh of their prey before they eat

. . round that it may growWhere they can find it without search, and that %t may bring forth more
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than when it is wild. They take the leaf of the tobacco and touch it

with fire that they may breathe its smoke. They talk and sing, they

tell each other of their deeds, they dance about their wigwams, while

the young braves and maidens sit apart in the shadow of the trees and

look upon each other with eyes glowing with love.

Across the hill-top, from among the beeches, come others like

themselves, with weapons in their hands. A mighty cry goes up, and

as the catamonnt and bear had fought upon these acres, so these men

fight. They send their arrows into each other’s breasts; they strike

with clubs and stones; they shriek and yell and die. There are con

fusion and noise, as when the waters once rolled over these hill-tops,

or as when thunders are loudest.

By the coming of darkness the invaders are driven back ; many lie

still forever, and the others slink away over the hill. The invaded

gather their dead, and watch them through the night. They cut the

scalps from their enemies, and leave them to the beasts which snarl,

quarrel, and bite in haste to devour. The stone arrow-heads and axes

lie on the ground red with blood. \Vhen the day comes again, the

friendly dead are buried, and stones are heaped upon their graves, lest

brutes should desecrate the beloved flesh. And the sun still shines.

IV.—THE PIONEERS.

The tramp of the white race has long been heard on the Atlantic

shores, and in their great strife with nature they have come off con~

querors. War also comes and goes, and its last sound is the plash of

oars of a defeated and retreating foe, as they pull for their ships and

set sail toward the rising sun.

Penn’s forest State, in common with her sisters, gives the soldiers

land for loyal service against the tyrant George,—a goodly gift, and all

she has to grant. Beyond her great backbone of mountains is much

goodly soil, that has known as yet only the rude and sporadic tilling

of the savage. Here lie the acres we have watched emerge from primal

waters, and these are patented to a certain Captain Anegrav, who had

seen the Brandywine red with his own and many another brave man’s

blood. Over the mountains, with the pioneers, comes he to take posses

sion of his tract. On this frontier he helps to fight and drive away

the red men from their woods, and bravely battles to win and build a

home among the trees and beasts. In dangers many and in hardships

more, he clears a space, and gladly sees against the sky his house of

logs, and mixing with the air the smoke ascending from the fire upon

his own hearthstoné. With infinite patience he plants the cherished

seeds, nurses grain for food, and amid all perils stands as guardian of

his wife and babes.

Here on these acres now are tools of iron, powder, bullet, and the

gun. Here now are dog and horse, in the grass are kine and sheep.

Here bloom and ripen now the apple and the peach, the cherry and the

plum. Here wave the wheat, the oats, the barley, and the rye; and

the hill-sides are green with the Indian’s maize.

A new mode of worship of the Infinite is here, other than the red

man knew; while the forest was his temple, these levy tribute on the
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trees and build a house with hands. To this, far through the woods,

the captain with his household walks, in moccasined feet, and with rifle

on his arm.

These stout men crave, too, that knowledge among them shall have

its roots and drop its fruits into their children’s minds. A school is

planted near and nourished in the clearing as men would water and

tend a seed from the tree of life. They have an inspiration from some

books, and through log-chinks the sunlight upon the Bible falls.

From a green island over the sea, Henry Drave, a lover, comes, to

woo and win the daughter of the captain. So in age the settler hears

the music of the harvest song and the strong blows of the chopper’s

axe, while he enjoys the twilight of his years where he had been the

first to break the silence. A larger house, but still of logs, succeeds

the first cabin, as lusty children cry for room. But that spectre that

waits on frontiers, as in ancient towns, for all, soon makes havoc here

as there, and breaks the happy circle, and there are fresh mounds in the

churchyard where before there had been none. ‘

Love comes, but trouble comes, and both these come,—the last in

dan erous forms. The red marauders sometimes bring both fire and

deat . The Insurrection brings the strong hand of law and guns of

soldiery. There are arduous journeyings. There is the shadow of the

War of 1812.

The yesterdays fast multiply, and wooers come, and laughing girl-‘J

bid home good-by. The thirst of knowledge, which seeks and finds

men everywhere, lures two clear-browed boys from the furrows of the

fields to the great school near by, expanded to a. college. Another goes

to live by needle and awl, while one bides by the plough.

_In vacati0n—times the student-boys bring home new ideas within

their heads and books. They excite wonder by telling how far away

the sun dwells and how vast he is in bulk. They call the stars by

name, and know the sciences of rocks and plants. They shout across

the fields in strange tongues, the Roman and the Greek. UndP1"fihe

beeches they sit and read from Eschylus, who wrote so strangely tllflt

the old folk peer through spectacles in vain to understand. The boys

are to their parents prodigies, and they doubt if earth doth hold the

like. Rambling over the fields, they find the weapons of the red men,

and wonder if Hector and Achilles used flint arrow—heads.

The world, when school is done, beckons them away for fame, fol‘

fortune, and for experience. Far from the dimmed eyes of parents

they make their homes, and carve their way in the thick cities of men ;

and by their hearths a new generation rises distant from the farm.

The_ rumors of the war with Mexico only stir the air about the place

But agltations deep strike all these hearts when civil war arises, and

takes some young ones of their blood to front the cannon’s I'0aI‘,—0I1e

tohe forever In the \VilderIleSS, and one to groan for weary months 8

Libby prisoner.

The_ spectre Visits the farm again, and Henry Drave and his Wife

are earned b0 the Ch‘"°h)’f1\r‘d where the other mounds were made. And

I\]ll'ilrtlia.III1, gvlio bode by the Plough, rQmains alone awhile, and then takes

ea to ulld anew’ to ma" ; and to face the coming years. The
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multiplying days and the kindly earth hide him too at the last among

his km.

And the old acres which since the world was made had never been

sold or bought are dickered for in coin, like any common thing, a

coward’s conscience, or a laborer’s tool, at sale. Far away are the

children of the old stock, and a stranger, to whom the farm is but soil

and rocks, buys and owns the sacred ground. From the patent’s date

more than a hundred years have passed, and the acres are an alien’s

goods. And the sun still shines.

V.-—-THE NE¥V ORDER.

On a time, pilgrims, children of the sons and daughters, come

back to muse and look on dwolation. The fields are gone to waste;

the house is tenantless. The ro0t'—tree rots; the briers make a tangle

everywhere; thickets are springing up; weeds hide all. The apples

lie ungathered under the trees; the berries, plums, and cherries wither

on their branches; the spring bubbles up only for the birds.

And as the pilgrims stand with uncovered heads where the pioneer

had come and bravely striven, where their people had lived and loved

and died and passed from sight, they lift their eyes, and see that the

sun is bright as on creation’s day, with no reminiscence on his face and

with no regret.

And reverently the pilgrims unite in the chant,—

We, O Nature, depart:

Thou survivest us,

\Vatchest us, Nature, throughout

Mild and inscrutably calm.

One speaks: These acres have proved a seed-plot for men now

taken and planted in other parts of the earth. New scenes are for

new duties and deeds.

Another speaks: The Drama. of God has the unity of all Time,—

which is History.

Another speaks: The Drama of God has the unity of all Place,—

which is the Earth.

All speak : Let us go.

And the sun still shines.

Calvin Dill Wilson.

LIFE AND DEATH.

OF our own selves God makes a glass, wherein

Two shadows image them as might a breath:

And one is Life, whose other name is Sin,

And one is Love, whose other name is Death.

Madison Cawein.
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DREAJIING BOB.

One misty, mcisty morning,

When cloudy was the weather,

I met an old man

All clad in leather.

Mother Goose.

I.

HERE is often so little of real interest connected with the present

T that it is a genuine pleasure to meet with a person who can carry

us back to times that had or seem to have had charms that now are

lacking. \Ve have lost all the links that bound us to the past century,

and the first decade of the present one does not to so great a degree

suggest “ye good old times.” Nevertheless, it was before coal was

used as fuel, or steam as a motive power, and electricity was httle

more than a name. So ran my thoughts as I approached the old man

who was Walking to and fro over a wet and weedy pasture and occa

sionally thrusting a long stalf vigorously into the mud. _

He was so promising a specimen for interviewing that I imme

diately led off with a question which I hoped would lead to a prolonged

conversation.

“ What are you looking for? a. pot of gold?” I asked.

“Tortles.” _ _

“What kind of turtles? land or water?” I asked, not feelmg (ile

posed to be snubbed, although that seemed to be the old man’s purpose

“Mud,” he growled, even more impatiently than before.

“ Are mud turtles good to eat?” I asked.

“No, nor to look at,” he replied. _

“Then what do you want with them?” I asked, without showmg

a trace of annoyance.

The old man now looked up, and, after staring at me for at least 3

minute, said, “ Young man, do you own this ma’sh ?”

“I do,” I replied, with a smile.

“ 0 you want me to go off?” he asked.

“ Certainly not,” I replied. _ ,

“Then will you please let me alone?” he asked, still starlng 111

tently at me.

“ Oh, yes, if you wish it ; but I saw you were a stranger and an Old

man, and I like to talk to old people,” I replied.

“ Why ?” he asked, in reply to my last words, with a slight change

of tone indicative of a trace of amiability.

“ Because they usually tell me of days long gone by, and of customs

now almost forgotten,” I told him, adding, “ Old people, whether they

do or not, seem to know more than men of my own age, and do know

more of old times, of course.”

“UmPh_!" grunted the old man, and then repeated the half

smothered fgiiculation several times, looking as he did so, towards the

three huge beeches that towered above the other trees on the Wooded
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hill-side near by. “ I’m not as old as them beeches,” he finally

remarked.

“No, I should say not,” I replied.

“Then why don’t you go talk to them? I heard a man say once

‘there’s tongues in trees.’ ”

I was a good deal taken aback. The old man was getting the best

of me, but my interest in him was growing, and I did not feel like

beating a retreat. Still, I could not find anything to say, and I stood

before him feeling very much like a child before a stranger. Mean

while he continued probing for turtles, but eying me at the same time,

I fancied. At last I hit upon one more question, and rather timidly

asked, “ Do you live near by ?”

“ Dog-town,” he muttered.

“ As far as that?” I asked, with some surprise.

“ Just that far; and, if I must talk, instead of tortlin’, why, let’s go

to the hill-foot and sit down.”

“ All right.” And, with this brief reply, I followed the old man

to where a tree-trunk lay upon the ground, and there we sat down.

“ Yes, young man,” he commenced, “ I am a stranger in these

parts, and yet I ain’t.”

“ How's that ?” I, asked.

“I was born back in what’s called ‘ Dog-town’ in '20, and moved

off when not more’n a baby, but not ’fore I had a notion 0’ what the

place was like. It’s been rough-and-tumble ever since, and now I’ve

drifted back. It’s all changed but just round there, and folks ain’t yet

grudged me my shanty.”

“ Do you live alone?” I asked.

“ Say, please, young man, don’t question too close. Do I live alone?

‘Alone :’ that’s a word that means too n1uch for me. I don’t like to

hear it. Yes, I live by myself,” said the old man, in a voice quite

diiferent from his brief words when on the meadow.

Before I could find anything to say, he continued, “ I drifted

back to these parts, and there’s just one thing I want to do ’fore I slip

u 77

“Slip up ?” I repeated after him, in a way that showed I had not

caught his meaning.

“Slip up, yes; die, I mean,” he said, somewhat impatiently.

“Oh l” I exclaimed, adding, “ Go on : I won't interrupt again.”

“ Daddy hid what he had somewhere in the woods, and never let on

to me, ’cause I was too small, and just after mammy died he slipped

up, a tree he was a-cuttin’ fallin’ on him. Bein’ alone, some folks took

me, and I kind 0’ lost all notion of what went on when I had a home,

till years and years slipped round, and then somehow it all come back

to me, sudden-like; but I’d been a fool all the time, spendin’ one day

what I earnt the day ’fore, and it was hard work to get anywhere near

these parts. I got to seein’ in dreams just where daddy put what he

had, but what I see now round here ain’t what it used to be.”

“ Not around Dog-town ?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s sort 0’ the same round there, but the big timber’s gone,

and I can’t place my dreamin’ just as I want to. That dream aiu’t no
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common one. It’s just a-goin’ back to when I was that little feller as

toddled about after daddy when he was workin’ ’bout home.”

“ Tell me how the place looks in your dream. Perhaps I can help

you out,” I asked.

“How can you ?” asked the old man, giving a sudden start, and

facing me.

“I know the history of these parts pretty well, and have some _old

deeds and documents that might throw light on the subject,” I rephed,

with much earnestness. _

“ Old deeds and dockiments: them’s the tools lawyers use to chrsel

folks out 0’ what they’ve got. They’re no use,” he remarked, wlth

much disappointment in his voice and manner.

“ They’re not always that bad, either documents or lawyers,” I

suggested. “ But come, what sort of a place was it ?” _

“You see,” he continued, as if not intending to give me a direct

reply or one at all, “I never saw the real spot to know it, and daddy

never told, and p’r’aps he hadn’t nothin’, but that was my notlon, and

the spot was like this that I see in my dream. There was a big

chestnut, and a squatty-like black oak, and an ash-tree kind 0’ bent over,

and the ground sort 0’ high and mossy-like between ’em. I go there

every night 0’ my life in my dream, and just as I find the thing ”

“.What thing?” I asked.

“It’s cl1est-like, only black, and brass nails in the lid,” he

explained.

k‘(‘]Where was your father’s house? Just where did it stand?” I

as e .

“ That’s just the trouble. I got nothin’ to go by, and only $0115 0’

guess it stood where the big clay-pits now is. I’ve squatted near as I

could get, in an old shanty, and go pokin’ round when folks ain’t t_00

near to get curious; and, by thunder !” exclaimed the old man, With

great energy, “ I’m a fool to give it all away, just because you pestered

me out on the ma’sh.”

“I can keep a secret, sir,” I remarked, with some show of dignity

“ ’Course you can, but can and will ain’t twin brothers by a jllgful,

young man. You can keep it, but are you goin’ to?" he asked, with

a show of incredulit .

“ Yes,” I said, “ I’m going to.”

“Well, I can’t call ’em back, and if I’ve throwed the fat in the

fire it’s my own fault,” he remarked, rather sorrowfully.

“But you haven’t,” I assured him, adding, “I said I would keep

your secret. Did the people digging clay ever find a chest, or havel1’l"

you asked ?”

“If they did, they never let on, for I sort 0’ questioned I‘0llnd

when I was lookin’ at ’em dig,” he replied.

k‘:1Can you find any trace of the trees you see in your dreams ?" I

as e .

he r‘;SiI;l(y one big chestnut stump, but the ground ain’t right round it,”

2 Did you. dig round there ?” I asked.

Only a httle; and I say the ground ain’t right. It’s no use, and I
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guess the dream’s devil’s work just to fool me. Seems a pity he can’t let

me alone on airth, seein’ he’s got a mortgage on me due when I slip up.”

“Don’t get discouraged yet a bit,” I replied : “ go on looking for

turtles, and to-morrow I’ll come see you.”

“What for?” he asked, with a strange look, as if he was both

glad and sorry.

“ Because I’d like the fun of looking for the chest you dream about,

and I’ll look over some documents in the mean time and see when the

big woods were cut off, and so on. I’ll come about noon, and we’ll'

talk it over again.” I said this in a way to show that I meant it, and

hoped he would cheer up a little, for I was now thoroughly interested,

even if the old man was slightly demented, which I did not think.

“ And I’ll go back to my shanty and dream it all over again, and

that’s what it’ll all amount to,” he said, shaking his head.

Leaving the old man to resume his turtle-hunting, I went home,

with no other thoughts than of what I had been told, and all that

evening I recalled the old man’s words, while looking over the early

deeds that had passed from hand to hand, covering the swamp-land

about Dog-town.

II.

It is not strange that I dreamed that night of the old man,

dreamed I was the old man himself and hunting in the woods for

“ daddy’s chest.” I pushed through the painted meadow, breast-high

in weeds,—boneset, iron-weed, and dodder,—all in bloom, and every

ditch I leaped over was marked by plumes of lizard’s tail or clustered

rose-mallow. Never was meadow so beautiful ; but I could not linger

there. Ever ahead the crested tit was calling, “ Here, here,” and I

was forced to follow. Then the brush-land, now a sombre forest, was

reached, and on through the pathless woods I sped, walking by no

natural means, but hurried as if shod in seven-league boots, and stop

ping suddenly where there grew at great chestnut, an oak, and a bended

ash-tree. I looked about for the old man, but he was not there. In

stead, a brilliant cardinal flashed across the open, chased by a hundred

sparrows. Then a black hawk darted by, followed by scolding crows,

and disappeared. It was like an engine and coal-cars rushing into a

tunnel; and all the while the crested tit that had charmed me called

from overhead, “Here, here.” After all, the old man was not de

mented, and I had found his “ daddy’s chest.” Then I awoke.

At the promised time I appeared at the door of the old man’s

shanty, and found him waiting. What a place for a man to live!

Except that he had a fire, there was almost nothing in the hut that we

call the necessaries of life; but the old man gave me no opportunity

to scan his surroundings closely. He came out of the door-way, where

he had been standing as I approached, and motioned to a bench under

the single tree that shaded the spot. .

“I’ve had a different dream, and want to tell about it, for now I

know it's no use to start a-huntin’. I was first in a ma’sh that looked

like a flower-garden, and then in a big woods, and a little bird kept hol~

lerin’, ‘ Here,’ and I follered till I dropt on a bit of mossy ground.
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There was the same trees, but a lot of birds kept goin’ by, and they

seemed to holler, ‘ Fool,’ and I woke up all cold and shiverin’. It's no

use. You seem sort 0’ sent to bring me to my senses or knock me clean

out o’ ’em, and it ain’t much matter which, seein’ I’m about used up.”

“I don’t agree with you, old man; but first let me ask you your

name,” I said, in reply to his pathetic speech. _

“ My real name? No ; but where I lived longest it was ‘Dreamm’

Bob,’ 'cause I used to say I was goin’ to be rich when my dream come

true.” And for the first time the old man smiled as he spoke.

“ Well, I’ll call you Robert, then,” I replied. “And let me tell

you, I had almost the same dream, last night, that you did.”

“You did ?” And the old man looked very sceptical as he spoke

“ I did, and I think when I was a little boy I saw those trees In

the woods. If you’re in the notion now, we’ll start on a hunt, for I’m

a believer now in ‘daddy’s chest.’ ” And I looked very serious as I

spoke, to give him greater confidence in what I said.

“ VVhetl1er you’re tryin’ to make game of me or not, I’ll go ’l0Bg,”

the old man said; “but I don’t go thinkin’ you can help me out.

What about your old dockiments you were talkin’ of? Did they help

you out any ‘I”

“ You made fun of ’em, and of deeds and lawyers and so on, but

I know who you are,” I replied.

“ W110 ?” he asked, stopping suddenly and facing me.

“Bartholomew Quiggle, son of old Aunt Betsy that kept cakes

and beer in her day, when this was a stage road,” I said, with a steady

look into the old man’s face.

“Bartholomew Quiggle. It’s the first time in many a long year

since I heard it, ’cept when I said it to myself‘. Barthol but Pm

too old to think about it now. Let’s find the chest, and then it'll be

time to talk it over.” The old man moved forward.

For the first time since I met him on the meadows did it 00611!‘

to me I might be making a fool of myself. I was interested from

the start, and had made an effort to identify the old man, which

had proved an easy task, but that I should be influenced by 8 dream

was absurd. Had not what l1e had told me been enough to bring

about such a dream? Even “Dreamin’ Bob” was losing faith in

dreams after many years, and now I took it up with his former enthu

s1asm. It was absurd, and here I was, his guide, of my own volition,

and not knowing in what direction to go. I hesitated, and he noticed it.

“ What’s the matter?” he asked : “ gettin’ out o’ the notion a’ready,

when you was so full of it.”

“ Let’s look over the ground you’ve been examining,” I suggested,

not knowing what to say.

“ It couldn’t ’a’ been far from the house, and it stood close on the

road, you know,” he replied, and this was a clue, if we could only

locate the house. No document of mine helped me here ; I could only

guess; and so we moved on, taking what I thought was a probable

course. _We were soon in a tract of sprout-land, and the stumps



DREAMING BOB. 545

elevation, and moss-covered or bright green with a mat of fine grass

that showed the ground was there particularly fertile. All such places

we examined with some care, but to have dug into any one would have

been absurd. Every such spot was counted out because of its position

with reference to the public road. At last we came to where pine

woods had been, a little island of pines once in a sea of white oaks.

“Stop,” cried the old man, who was a little distance off; “ there’s

been pines here, and somehow But my head’s all muddled.” And

he stood by a stout sapling and leaned heavily against it.

“ You’ve been walking too fast,” I suggested.

“No, I ’ain’t; but that dream’s botherin’ me, and I feel sort 0’

queer,” he said, with a trembling voice that frightened me. “I'm

tough enough, seein’ what I’ve gone through in my day. Don’t you

worry: it’s the dream. I sort 0’ feel as if it was comin’ true.”

“ We will rest awhile, anyhow,” I said, “ and have a bite of lunch.”

And I pulled a. small package from my pocket. The old man evi

dently expected me to produce a whiskey-flask, but I did not, and with

a slight show of disappointment he accepted the solid food I offered.

While we were eating, we heard voices near by, and I made a

motion to keep quiet, to which he silently assented. Two men passed

near us, but without discovering our whereabouts. When within

hearing one was talking earnestly, narrating a recent adventure. “My

dog trced something,” he said, “ and I couldu’t call him olf, so I left

my work and went over. The cur was diggiu’ a hole where there’d

been a big tree staudin’ once, and I went up to see what he’d got.

He'd struck a root, I thought, but, lookin’ down, I saw a piece of

board and an iron on it ; and, lookin’ closer, it showed it was a box

that had been buried.”

“ No !” exclaimed his companion, stopping in the path and looking

at his friend.

' “You bet; and I tackled the job quick, seein’ some one might

come and git it out. It was all rusty and rotten and filled with a mess

0’ stuff I couldn’t make out, and a big double handful of money.”

“ Gold?” said the other man, interrupting the narrator.

“Gold! ‘Veil, I guess not. It was nothin’ but pennies and a few

things they told me used to be called fips and shillin’s. It didn’t

amount to five dollars all told, except what I got extra on some of the

old pennies.”

While these men were talking, the old man did not move a muscle,

but his face was the picture of despair. I wished myself a hundred

miles away. The finder of the treasure and his friend moved on, and

when we could no longer hear their footsteps I turned to the old man

and said, “ \Vell, what shall we do ?”

“ I'm goin’ back to my shanty, and you needn’t come. I’m much

obliged to you all the same.” He turned and left me without saying

even “ good-by.”

I did not follow him, much as I wished to do so, and I tried in vain

to turn my thoughts into other channels than those concerning him.

That night Dreaming Bob, otherwise Bartholomew Quiggle, died.

Charles C’. Abbott.
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EASTER CONTR]TION.

THOU hast arisen, Christ, but I

Am tomb-encompassed still;

I cannot move my soul to feel

The Resurrection thrill.

Vague and impossible to me

Thy miracle must be.

Thou hast arisen, Christ, but I,

Insensate, cannot stir;

No angel rolls the rock of Doubt

That seals my sepulchre.

In my hard heart, where faith has died,

There is no Easter-tide.

Thou hast arisen, Christ! Ah, Christ,

Bid me arise with thee.

Triumphant Victor, break my tomb,

And rescue even me.

Restore into my horoscope

The star of Easter’s hope.

Susie M. Beat.

-~

THE VIVISEOTIONIST.

ON a Lake Erie steamer Merivale sat tilted back in a chair, with his

feet on the deck-railing. It was early morning ; the rosy twilight

that precedes a clear sunrise was just beginning to grow golden. The

lake looked like thick, green cathedral glass, a soft ripple breaking

it up into tiny, irregular panes. Merivale half consciously absorbed

this effect, a dim idea forming in his preoccupied brain that it was

monotonous; something seemed lacking.

The old earth rolled over and blinked, finding the sun in her eyes

More passengers came up on deck, pushed the chairs about, 81‘

ranged themselves in groups, and the day had begun.

Meri_vale was thinking. His hands were thrust into his trousers

pockets 1n a most meditative manner. Occasionally he produced 3

note-book from some hidden depths and gazed despondently at its

closely written pages.

“ Confonnd it, Goodwin,” he said, gloomily, “a man can’t write a

_a horrible thing it is to have written UP
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“Of course a man may be a close observer,” Merivale went on;

“he may be an analyst, a physiognomist, and all the rest of it; he

may have perfect models for all his characters; but unless he actually

goes through the sensations himself, he cannot describe them truly.

Now, you know ‘The Way of the Roses’ was a true portrayal of my

flirtation with Dolly Carr. The very words were verbatim. Poor

little thing, she was dead when the book came out, and no one ever

knew. And ‘ A Bubble Burst’ was my romance with Miss Cameron.

She appreciated it, and considered it a compliment rather than other

wise. But those are the only girls I have ever been in love with.

Now, you, you Prince Charming, have had dozens of love-affairs, all

more or less available as material, and you sit there without brains

enough to put them on paper.”

“ I’ll tell them to you, and you can use them,” said Goodwin, lazily.

“No, that won't do at all. It would do for a description of an

afternoon tea, a picnic, or even a wedding. But if a man is going to

write a real characteristic love-scene he has to go through it himself.

You see, you never can tell what the girl is going to say.”

“And is your book all love-scenes ?”

“ No, but the rest is easy. I have my plot sketched, and my note

book is full of bright conversations, epigrams, oynicisms, and all that;

but for my heroine I must have a real live girl, and she must be in love

with me.”

“ And then you would note each blush as it rises to her cheek, jot

down each trembling, timid utterance; in short, take a sort of death

mask from the face of Love’s Young Dream?”

“ Yes,” Merivale assented, eagerly; “just that. And then my book

is complete, and it will be even a greater success than the other two.

The public is clamoring for it, and the critics will shout to the world

that this new volume more than fulfils the early promise of genius in

the author. Old fellow, you don’t know anything about it, this in

satiate thirst for success. W11)’, I would sacrifice my best friends to it,

as I have sacrificed myself.”

“ Merivale, you’re a beast.” Goodwin had risen, and was looking

at his friend with an expression of contempt, which gradually broke

into a smile. “ I know you don’t mean it,” he said, “ but you sounded

so in earnest. Come on to breakfast.”

Merivale looked after him. “Goodwin doesn’t understand,” he

muttered. “ I am in dead earnest.”

Later in the day Merivale noticed a picturesque—lo0king girl standing

alone not far from him. She wore a dark blue Eton suit and a most

becoming sailor hat. It made a clean bit of color, as she stood beside

the white railing, against the blue sky, and she seemed to Merivale’s

critical eye to be correct and thoroughbred. “Why,” he thought,

lazily, and he instinctively felt in his pocket for his note-book, “why

wn’t I put her in my story as a study in conventional girlhood ? She

looks it.” And then he fell to wondering what she would do or say

under the given circumstances of his immature plot. She was certainly

interesting, and Merivale wondered whether her quiet self-assurance

arose from excessive familiarity with the ways of the world or exces
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sive ignorance of them. He was inclined to think the latter. But

Merivale knew women, and he scented romance in her eyelashes.

By noon he was chatting cordially with her, and toward evening

they were deep in a flirtation, which appeared serious to her, and which,

if she fulfilled certain requirements, Merivale intended to make serious.

They were seated on the stern deck. Between the railing-posts

were suspended old-fashioned hanging-baskets of flowers and vines,

which swayed gently with the boat's motion. The soft, white-rippled

wake spread out before them, and Lake Erie was producing one of its

finest theatrical sunset elfects. The round golden disk sank slowly,

until the horizon caught its lower edge and pulled it out of shape and

it looked like a great egg drawn down—down ; then quickly the sea

grew gray, the clouds shifted, and a few stars appeared, making ready

for the moonrise scene which was to come later.

Goodwin, sauntering by, saw the pair in their significant proximity,

and concluded his friend was making rapid work of his preliminaries.

Merivale’s hand rested on the back of his companion’s chair, and Good

win could not resist the temptation to slip a pencil into it. Merivale

tossed him a glance, half appealing and half angry, and Goodwin, wil

fully misnnderstanding, nodded his head sagaciously, and drew from

his pocket a paper, which he tucked under the pencil. Then he fled.

Late that night Merivale sat alone, smoking softly to himself. The

moon, now high above, seemed like a great search-light illumining his

conscience and exposing his soul. For the first time he realized, in all

its enormity, the crime he was committing.

“But,” he argued, “I cannot stop now, she is so exactly what I

want for my model, and poses so perfectly, though unconsciously. And

she is so easy to write up: she positively inspires me with ideas and

descriptions I could never have thought of otherwise. And whem’B

the harm ? She is bound to fall in love for the first time. I’m sure it

is _the first time.” (This he added reflectively and rather vainly.) “It

might as well be with me as with some other rascal, confound him

And I must hear what she will say when I reach the crisis, she is so

‘naive and original.”

And then he remembered a picture he had seen recently, called

“ Before the Dissection.” It had made a great impression on him, the

thoughtful determined face of the man who yet hesitated to use the

kmfe on the dead body of the girl before him. He saw it all so

clearly,—the masses of golden hair, the sweet straight form outlined

beneath the sheet, the cold, outstretched white arm that did notdroop,

though the edge of the table came between the shoulder and elbow

He had had the utmost sympathy with the vacillating figure in the

foreground.

And now, how infinitely worse to calmly dissect the motions and

emotrons of a hvmg soul! Then a cloud passed over the moon ; his

conscience was thrown into shadow, his thoughts leaped forward; he

saw another story that should bring him even more flattery and renown

than he had yet known, and he hesitated no longer.

I dThe next day was divided between tentative flirting with Lilla Fay

‘m tmnsfel‘l”lflg the same to paper. He learned, too, that on the fol
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lowing morning she would leave the boat at Detroit and go by rail to

her home, a small town called Selding, somewhere in the wilds of

Michigan.

Clearly his only course was to follow her: there among her native

surroundings, and away from Goodwiu’s coldly disapproving attitudes,

he could soon bring about the desired climax.

He told Goodwin of his determination, presenting it in the best

light he could, though he had to admit to himself that it sounded dark,

—deeply, beautifully dark. “But you see,” he concluded, “I have

thought it all over, and I am sure I am justified in doing this, for it

is purely in the interests of art.”

“ M—m—m,” said Goodwin, expressively.

“ And,” Merivale went on, “I must go to Selding for local coloring.

My scenery must be adjusted to suit my heroine.”

“ \Vhat is local coloring?” inquired Goodwin, musingly. “Painting

the town red ?”

“Distinctly frivolous,” murmured Merivale, “Your paragraphic

proclivities claim you for their own. But, seriously, my story is nearly

completed, and is far and away the best thing I have ever done. It is

polished and finished up to a certain point "

“The point immoral that adorns a tale?”

“ Goodwin, you are unbearable.” He turned on his heel and

sought the companionship of Lilla Fay.

She heard him coming, and his quick eye observed her surrep

titiously flutf out the little curls on her forehead, which the dampness had

somewhat straightened. This pleased him as an unconscious betrayal

of her interest in his opinion of her, and also gave him opportunity

for what he chose to consider a masterly bit of deductive analysis of

femininity. She greeted him with a welcoming smile, and gave a little

sigh of content as he dropped into achair beside her. “ I am glad you

came,” she said, frankly. “ It is all so like a lovely fairy romance.

You are just the touch of realism needed to give it possibility.”

“ Perfect,” said Merivale, and, heedless of the risk, pulled out his

note-book and wrote down the speech word for word.

Lilla Fay looked up inquiringly.

“ Pardon me,” said Merivale, carelessly. “ I just happened to

think of something important, and made a memorandum of it. You

were saying ”

“Nothing important; nothing worth making a memorandum of.”

“Everything one says is worth that. I often wish I might have

a classified index of everything I ever heard any one say. Other

people's remarks are so useful. They are so unconscious and original,

and—well, they are true. Truth is the only thing, after all. Fiction

cannot be true.”

And then they drifted into generalities, and from those into per

sonalities, Merivale skilfully steering until he guided her cleverly into

the channels he desired. ‘

Lilla looked at him with the meaningless admiration a school-girl

would give to the Sphinx, as she always did when he talked in this

strain. And when he bade her a moonlit good-night he knew his suc
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cess was assured, and felt a sort of baflled irritation that it should have

been quite so complete and so easily attained.

During the night the boat reached Detroit. Merivale went ashore

early in the morning, before many of the passengers were astir. He

did this purposely, for he did not want to rub the freshness off his

acquaintance with Lilla Fay by the bristling vicissitudes of a day of

railroad travel. He knew she would leave on the morning train for

Selding. After a day spent in Detroit he took the evening train for

the same destination.

On reaching there the next morning he congratulated himself that

he had done the right thing. Such a typical, characteristic Westerll

townletl \Vhat a mine of local coloring ! The railroad station itself,

to begin with,—a long, low, unpainted building, basking contentedly

in the sunlight. Merivale looked within. Dingy whitewash, broken

plaster, the only bits of color being the huge red-lettered placards on

the walls, and the iron arms of the settees, which were painted green.

The ticket-agent cast a semi-curious glance at the stranger, and then

relapsed into his normal calm. With the delightful inconsistency Of

Western towns, this effect of simple primitiveness on Merivale’s mind

was broken in upon by the clung of an electric car. The note of

modernity brought him to himself, and he started for the hotel.

The main street of Selding was gorgeous with immense plate-glass

windows and shining signs.

The hotel-keeper proved a character in his way, and Merivale, to

whose net all who rams were fish, greedily caught him and served him

up in his book au naturel.

That evening he called on Lilla Fay in her home. As he walked

along the wooden sidewalks, he was impressed more and more with the

WVestern crudity of the place; this was accentuated rather than dis

guised by the occasional newer houses of brick or stone that l00hed

proudly down on the one-story frame dwellings that surrounded them

A crowd of girls passed him, laughing and talking loudly. Merivale

wondered if everything connected with the West was boisterous. The

sunset sky waved its flaunting banners of gold and purple and crimson

in a lavish luxuriousness of color which, it seemed to him, Would

never be tolerated in the East. He smiled idly at the thought that

Nature, after all, is a true artist.

He turned in at Lilla Fay’s white-painted gate, and walked up the

path between box-trees and oleanders.

The house was a large, low building, with all its rooms on one fi00l'

It was very white, and its window-blinds were very green. It had an

effect of being fresh from its bath. The front door opened immediahely

into the family living-room, and in answer to Merivale’s rather "11

perative summons he was met by Lilla l1erself, who blushed and flut

tered in a way that pleased her visitor mightily. -

Mrs. Fay proved an appropriate and picturesque mother for her

daughter,—a tall, large, capable woman, tightly drawn as to hair,$klP,

and clothing, and, with true Occidental consistency, totally lacking 1“

atmosphere.

She expressed herself much pleased at meeting Merivale, told him
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not to be afraid of her, and confided to him that she was as easy as an

old shoe. This she proved, in regard to her ideas of chaperonage,

by presently disappearing and leaving the young people to amuse each

other.

Merivale, to whom no time was like the present, made the most of

his opportunities, and progressed rapidly in his enterprise. He invited

Lilla to drive the next afternoon, and was in turn invited by her to a

picnic in the evening. The girl was bewitchingly shy, but entirely

free from any trace of conscious coyness or coquetry. When, at part

ing, he kissed her hand ill a mock-gallant manner, she bowed gravely

and graciously with the air of a duchess.

“Where does she get it?” he pondered on his way home, remem

bering her “easy” mother and her simple surroundings. “If she

lived in New York two years she'd be a howling swell, but she’d be

entirely spoiled. As it is, she's a most charming bit of unsophisticated

beauty.”

The days went by, and Merivale pursued his iniquitous course

gradually but surely, until after a week they were almost acknowledged

lovers. They were always together. Selding was alive with gossip,

and Mrs. Fay smiled complacently when the affair was mentioned by

the neighbors.

One evening a picnic had been arranged by the Selding young

people: this mode of entertainment represented to the revellers the

highest form of gay festivity. As Merivale drove along through the

cool moonlight to call for Lilla Fay, he was impressed anew by the

beauty of the scene. Selding, always lovely, was bewitching in the

silvery light, and the ground, as far as the eye could reach, rose and

fell in soft, undulating curves, seeming to Merivale’s fanciful imagi

nation like a lazy, sleepy, beautiful woman, stretching and almost

awakening. As he drew near the house, Lilla came out to meet him,

with a white, fleecy scarf framing her fair face, her eyes dancing with

pleasure.

“ I knew it was you by the odor of your cigar,” she said. “ It is

so different from the other men’s.”

“ Ah, your Indian ancestry speaks in that. You waited for me by

the sense of smell.”

“ I waited for you with all my senses,” said the girl, simply.

“Perfect,” said Merivale, and coolly scribbled the words on his

cufi' for future reference.

Lilla had long since ceased to wonder at these eccentricities on the

part of her lover, though far from understanding them.

Later on that evening, as they walked along the lake-side, away

farther and farther from the gay and laughing crowd, Merivale lived

the last chapter of his new book. He faltered just once, as he put his

arm around the slender girlish waist and drew her close to him. Only

for a moment, though. When he remembered the story that was to

bring him praise and fame, he hesitated no longer. With a sort of

double consciousness he watched her every impulsive gesture, every play

of expression, noting carefully himself at the same time, and making

accurate mental memoranda of it all. He felt a thrill of rejoicing,
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though wondering slightly, that he was able to think so clearly, that

his mentality still rose superior to his sentimentality. She was even

more satisfactory than he had dared to hope, and he made love to her

with an enthusiasm born of a kind of gratitude that this should be so.

All that night he sat writing,—-writing as fast as his hand could

fly over the paper. As the dawn crept in the windows he finished his

last sheet, and his face was aglow with the light of working genius.

At six o’clock in the morning he took the East-bound train for New

York.

Carolyn Wells.

AN EXPENSIVE SLAVE.

REAT historical events and tragedies sometimes originate in

insignificant circumstances, and the seizure of an alleged fugi

tive slave woman once cost this country fifteen hundred lives and ten

million dollars.

The United States acquired possession of Florida in 1820, and the

fertile northern part, from St. Augustine on the east to Pensacola on

the west, was rapidly occupied by white settlers, while the great penin

sula, stretching southward to the keys and coral reefs, remained the

home and hunting ground of the warlike Seminoles.

There ensued ten years of almost constant Indian war, nor can it

be wondered that they fought stubbornly to stem or repel the ad

vancing tide of immigration, for they had a paradise to defend. No

part of the United States furnished so completely all that was neces

sary for happy Indian life; and no part, at that time, offered fewer

inducements to the white man. It was a term incogmta,-—a region

of swamps and everglades, of mosquitoes, rattlesnakes, and malaria.

General Taylor, writing of it from his head-quarters at Tampa,

said, “ It is the most God-forsaken country I ever saw, and if we drive

the Indians out, it won’t be occupied by the whites in the next hundred

years, if ever.” General Taylor was not a prophet; but then orange

groves paying a thousand dollars an acre had not been discovered.

For the savage, it was all that heart could ask. The beautiful pine

barrens afforded healthful abiding places; the fertile hammocks pro

duced maize and cassava in abundance; the lakes and streams abounded

with fish, and the forests with game; the very swamps and everglades

served an invaluable purpose as places of retreat from pursuing foes;

while over all and throughout the year there was a climate like per

petual spring.

Jealously guarding a heritage so fair in Indian eyes, the possessors

could not be at peace with the encroaching tide of immigration to

North Florida, and this immigration, with the acquisitive and inquisi

tive instincts of the Anglo-Saxon, was constantly pushing southward,

each new advance provoking new Indian hostilities.

In 1832 the strong arm of the government prevailed. The Semi

noles were conquered, it was thought, and signed a treaty by which

they were to be removed to reservations west of the Mississippi. A
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number of them were transported, but a considerable part of the tribe

repudiated the treaty made by their leaders and took refuge in the re

mote swamps and everglades. There followed three years of peace,

however,—an entire cessation of hostilities, during which white settle

ments pushed southward and there was friendly intercourse with the

Indians.

The incident referred to occurred in 1835, when a young woman,

with a party of Indians visiting Fort King, was seized and carried 05'

as a fugitive slave, on the ground that her mother was an escaped slave

who had taken refuge with the Indians many years before. That her

father was an Indian and she had been raised an Indian did not count

for anything. Legal claim of ownership in the mother embraced her

also. That was law at the time,—the white man’s law.

Naturally, the young husband, untutored savage that he was, could

not recognize its justice. Proving both eloquent and brave, he soon

had every Indian in Florida on the war-path; nor was it long before

his name, Osceola, was heard with terror in the exposed white settle

ments. There ensued a war long, costly, and bloody out of all pro

portion to the numbers engaged. It is probable the Indians did not

number fifteen hundred warriors, but in the four years required to

conquer them fifteen hundred white lives were sacrificed.

With the Indians it was a battle 0. ouirance. They had many wrongs

to avenge, which lost nothing in the fervid coloring of Osceola’s

eloquence. Defeat meant transportation to an unknown country, far

towards the setting sun. Osceola claimed to have been the friend of

the white man until white treachery and cupidity culminated in the

brutal seizure of his wife ; in digging up the tomahawk he preacheda

war of extermination,—till every white man was driven from Florida,

or every Indian died in the attempt.

They had an enormous advantage in the peculiar topography of

the country, with which they were thoroughly acquainted. Driven

from the upper part of the peninsula, they made homes and camps on

islands in the trackless swamps south of Okeechobee, whence they

sallied to attack a settlement or cut 05' a detachment, and retiring left

no trail that could be followed by hound or hunter. Defeated and

chased down the west coast, they crossed over, by routes known onlyto

themselves, to harry the east coast, and vice verso, until all etfort against

them was directed to penning them in the swamp country south of

Okeechobee, where it was almost impossible for troops to follow.

Once corralled there and hemmed in by a line of United States forts

and stations, they were comparatively harmless; but with dogged per

sistence they watched every chance to cut otf a straggler or scouting

party, and occasionally a band would steal through the cordon and raid

far up the peninsula.

At last General Taylor, with persistence equal to the Indians’, fol

lowed them to their haunts in the everglades, and kept the trail with

unremitting vigor until the tribe was reduced to less than two hundred

Warriors. The descendants of these still occupy the inaccessible ham

mock islands in the 'everglades, where they live, as their forefathers

did, by hunting, fishing, and growing scant crops of corn, potatoes,
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and cassava. How many they are is unknown. They shun inter

course with the whites, and only ask to be let alone.

The war, beginning in an act of injustice, practically ended in an

act of treachery, when a flag of truce was violated, and Osceola, trust

ing to its protection, was made a prisoner by General Jessup and sent

to Fort Moultrie, where he died. He was the greatest of the Semi

noles, their wisest and ablest leader, and his loss was irreparable.

From that time on the war was defensive. There were fights and bat

tles, but no victories, and peace would have been accepted on any

terms short of expatriation; against that the tribe struggled to the

last, and in preference have buried themselves in a region so forlorn

and desolate that to the white man it would be uninhabitable.

R. G. Robinson.

A VIOLET.

‘HERE was a poet of old time

Who dwelt among, and loved, his flowers;

He wove them into many a rhyme,

He marked with them the passing hours,

And lastly, by some mystic art,

Disoerned that every woman’s heart

Hath in a flower its counterpart.

Fancy the curious sense of this

Unguessed-at knowledge in control:

With every fiower’s analysis

He looked into a living soul;

Its passion or its pure repose,

Its sorrow—or its sin, who knows ?—

He knew it as he knew the rose.

Whether the subtle secrets won

From lily or from asphodel

To some fine issue, or to none,

Were purposed, who is there to tell?

Uncounted centuries have shed

Their dust upon the seer’s head,

And maids and blossoms both are dead.

Still an eternal verity

In his fantastic lore must hide:

Whenever one sweet face I see, ‘

The poet’s art is justified :

Its lingering aura gives me yet,

Wherever that sweet face is met,

The vision of a violet.

Mary Bradley.
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ON THE WAR-PATH WITH KIT CARSON.

Y first overland journey to California was made in the summer of

1850,—a journey somewhat different from that of the present

day, when the traveller, comfortably domiciled in a luxurious car and

exposed to no risks worth mentioning, is whirled across the continent

in five or six days; whereas our trip occupied more than four months

of almost constant peril and hardships.

For hundreds upon hundreds of miles we had literally to fight our

way through prowling swarms of hostile savages, in whose eyes rob

bery was a virtue and murder a delightful pastime. Eternal vigilance

was the price of safety; and, in the case of small, weak, or badly

armed parties, even this did not always suflice ; for three several times

we came upon the iron-work of burned wagons and the horribly muti

lated bodies of their sometime owners, who had evidently been boldly

attacked and ruthlessly slaughtered, in broad daylight and on the open

plain, by overpowering numbers of the ever-watchful redskins.

But ours was a very strong and heavily armed party, consisting of

thirty-two men, all, with the exception of the guide, “ Dave” Ingram,

being hardy, stout fellows under twenty-seven years of age. Hence,

though frequently engaged in brisk scrimma s with the Indians, none

of us, up to the time my story opens, ha received anythin more

serious than slight arrow-wounds ; our long-range, muzzle-Ioading

rifles and heavy Colt’s revolvers (the latter a lately introduced and

costly weapon) having, so far, prevented the savages from coming to

dangerously close quarters.

The party possessed one element of weakness, however, or, rather,

a source of much solicitude, in the presence of two young women, one

the newly-married wife and the other the sister of a strapping Ken

tuckian named Frank Ellis, for whose unique wedding-tour this trip

grandly served. .

Both these girls—neither was yet out of her teens—were singularly

good-looking,—Kate Ellis, the sister, might, indeed, have been truly

called beautiful,—and both, from long-continued immunity, had become

so venturesome in making little side excursions, on foot or horseback,

that we were kept in a constant state of terror lest they should some

time come to harm.

More, if possible, than even Frank Ellis himself, one of our com

rades, a handsome young Virginian named Marion Wyatt, took these

erratic wanderings to heart; but all remonstrances were of no avail.

Whenever no Indian “ sign” had been seen for a day or two, the girls,

each of whom had a fast pony of her own, would scamper away for an

independent frolic, forbidding any one to accompany them and laugh

ingly declaring that they were “ old and ugly enough” to take care of

themselves. They might at any time have had an amateur cavalry

escort; for, besides their own, we had twelve excellent saddle-horses,

in addition to the small army of mules required for our eight wagons.
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All the foregoing, perhaps tedious, details are necessary in order

that the reader may understand after-events.

We had travelled two-thirds of the way across Arizona (then a

part of New Mexico), and were one morning toiling along the west

end of Agua Fria Valley, when Mrs. and Kate Ellis, who had been

off on one of their usual explorations, galloped up to the train and

reported that, far in the rear, a horseman was following our trail, but

whether an Indian scout or a white man they had not waited to see.

Cwing to the swell of the plain, from no part of our extended

line was the stranger yet visible: so, after ordering us to close up, the

guide snatched a field-glass and rode back to reconnoitre. Returning

in a few minutes, he said that the lone rider was undoubtedly a white

man,—probably the vedette of a coming party, though to him (the

guide) he looked more like an old plainsman than like an ordinary

By and by the horseman came into full view, when a single glance

convinced us that Dave’s supposition was correct. Bestriding a mag

nificent chestnut stallion, coming on at an easy lope, and clothed from

top to toe in fringed buckskin, the man looked the very beau-ideal of

a veteran mountaineer.

When he had nearly overtaken us, the cavalcade was brought to 11

halt, and all of us—including the young ladies—crowded to the rear to

meet him. Then occurred a very pleasant surprise; for no sooner had

he come within fifty yards than Ingram, uttering a joyful shout and

touching his horse with the spur, dashed forward, and next moment

the two men were shaking hands like old friends, as they really were.

Presently, riding side by side, they came to where we waited, when,

by way of an all-round introduction, the guide simply said, “Ladies

and gentlemen, this is Kit Carson.”

It was enough. On hearing the well~known name we men gave

vent to a round of lusty cheers, while our fair companions chirruped a

graceful welcome to the brave man of whose gallant exploits on behalf

of their sex they had so often read. Then both heartily shook hands

with the unexpected visitor, an example which each one of us followed

At this time Christopher Carson, the famous scout, trapper, hunter,

explorer, and Indian-fighter, was in the very prime of life,—-a medium

sized, light-haired, gentle-mannered, low-spoken man,—one whom 3

casual observer would never have supposed capable of performing the

hundreds of chivalrous deeds which had given him a world-wide fame

Yet a more careful student might well have detected in the resolute

lines of his mouth, in the calm depths of his dark-gray eyes, and in

the firm knitting of his wiry frame, indications of that daring courage

and untiring energy which had rendered his very name a terror to evil

domg red and white men alike.

Though possessed of little book-learning, Mr. Carson—0!' Kit, as

he preferred being called—was by no means an uneducated man. Iile

‘ . _ y; whi 6from long association with such men as Colonel Fremont and Mlle;

well-bred gentlemen, his English was singularly good and entirely free



01v THE WAR-PATH WITH KIT caasmv. 557

from profanity, slang, and vulgarisms. In an after-acquaintance of

some years, I never heard him utter an obscene word nor ever knew

him to lose his temper, though, when aroused by wrong or injustice,

his righteous anger was terribly intense.

He explained his presence by saying that he was now returning

from a trip to the Rio Verde, and, if we had no objections, would

accompany us as far as the California line.

Objections, indeed ! We were only too delighted by this generous

offer ; for, though of extremely quiet demeanor and, ordinarily, very

sparing of speech, Carson was a most agreeable companion, as well as a

tower of strength to a party like ours.

“ But, Kit,” asked one of us, “ don’t you run a fearful risk in riding

alone through this region, where any one of a thousand hostile savages

would rather take your scalp than those of a hundred other enemies?”

“ The risk’s not so great as you think,” replied the old plainsman.

“I know the country so well that I can generally avoid unfriendly

bands, and if I do accidentally come upon one too strong to fight, Hec

tor here” (patting the neck of his beautiful horse) “ quickly carries me

out of danger. Besides, I am, as you see, especially well armed, and

lifelong practice has made me a good shot: so, unless taken by surprise,

I’ve no reason to fear any moderate number of redskins.”

Well armed Mr. Carson certainly was; for, besides a pair of re

volvers, he carried a ten-chambered rifle, an accurate, though, from its

light load, not very far-shooting weapon, constructed on the same

principle as the revolver, but discharged by means of percussion pills

instead of copper mps, and having, like all fire-arms of that period, to

be loaded with loose ammunition, metallic cartridges being then un

known.

Though this gun was brought out by Colonel Colt earlier, I think,

than was his famous pistol, none of us had ever yet seen it, and as it

now passed around for inspection the guide exclaimed, “\Vhy, Kit,

you’ve always got, when loaded up, twenty-two shots on hand !”

“ Yes, and I sometimes need them all in these days; but for many

years I trapped and hunted through this wilderness with only an old

flint-lock rifle. At that time none of the Indians had fire-arms, how

ever. Now nearly every tribe has a few; and, though mostly cheap

flint-lock ‘ buifalo guns,’ they’re a good deal more efficient than bows

and arrows.”

“Do you think, Mr. Carson, that we’re likely to meet any more

hostile savages?” asked Mrs. Ellis.

“ It’s impossible to say for certain, young lady,” Kit courteously

answered. “ I’ve seen no ‘ sign’ for several days, but we’re not out of

the Apaches’ stamping grounds yet; and, for all we know, there may

be hundreds of them within a few miles of us. Still, with proper

precautions, there’s no danger to so strong a party as this, for even a

thousand of the boldest warriors on the plains wouldn’t dare to attack

it openly.”

“That’s comforting, Kate,” observed Mrs. Ellis to the girl at her

side. “I guess we needn’t stick to the horrid old train all the time.”

Shortly before noon that same day, after crossing the north branch
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of the Santa Maria, we corralled the wagons and made camp close to the

base of Mount Hope Range, a mountain-chain extending in a north

westerly direction for more than fifty miles. By Cars0n’s advice, our

guide had purposely left the usually travelled route in order to reach

this locality, not only because of its abundant pasturage and water, but

also because we should thereby cut off a great bend in the old trail;

and here, to rest and refresh our stock, we decided to remain until next

morning.

All around reigned perfect peace. \Vith the exception of a small

herd of buffaloes quietly feeding a mile away, no living thing was to

be seen. Certainly neither white travellers nor wandering Indians had

recently passed this way, for not a wheel-mark, pony-track, or moccasin

print was anywhere visible. Evidently the rich gramme. grass in our

immediate neighborhood had not lately been troddeu by the foot of

man or beast. In all respects the spot seemed admirably adapted for

our purposed eighteen-hour stay.

It was late in August; and everywhere among the foot-hills, Car

son said, might be found great quantities of now dead-ripe red raspber

ries, a wild but most excellent fruit which we had not hitherto met

with.

While the two men whose turn it was to cook that day were build

ing an ante-dinner fire, and the rest of us were busy tethering the cattle

out to graze, the young women slipped unobserved from their “toilet

wagon,” and, each carrying a tin pail, strolled off to the contiguous

hills, having, it seems, determined to surprise us and honor our guest

by making for supper that evening a batch of raspberry pies.

Their absence was not noticed until, when dinner was ready, Frank

Ellis went to the wagon to call them to the meal. Finding the birds

flown, he laughingly exclaimed, “Good gracious, boys! those pesky

girls are off on another of their tramps. Did any of you see which

way they went?”

No one had done so, and even the experienced guide could detect

no telltale footprints. But the moment Kit Carson joined in the

scrutiny he said, “Why, Dave, it’s plain as daylight! Look here,

and here; they’ve gone straight to the foot-hills,—to pick berries,

likely.” And he pointed to the gray-green mrpet of sward, on which

not another man of us could see any marks whatever.

“ Guess I’ll go and hunt them up,” said Ellis. “ \Vomen-folks are

mighty queer; likely as not they’ll forget all about dinner.” And,

from mere force of habit, the young man turned to pick up his rifle,

which rested against a wagon-wheel not ten yards away. But before he

could reach it, a terrified, suddenly checked scream rang out from the

brush-covered slope a quarter of a mile distant, and then all was still.

Disregarding Carson’s instant command, “Corral the stock, me",

quick as lightning!” the alarmed husband dashed otf on foot toward

the ominous sound, but had gone barely twenty yards when Marion

Wyatt, also on foot, tore past him like a madman, frantically calling

upon the rest of us to follow.

“Stand fast all!” sternly ordered the guide. “ Don’t rush into an

ambuscade of those red devils. Now, six of you go with Kit and d0
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exactly as he tells you, while we bring in the stock and get the riding

horses saddled.”

Although absolutely fearless, Kit Carson was always extremely

cautious in the fiace of unknown dangers, never needlessly exposing

himself or others to the fire of unseen foes. Almost in an instant after

the alarm was given he had bridled and mounted his already saddled

horse, and now, telling us to follow in open order, he galloped away,

quickly overtaking Ellis and Wyatt and peremptorily stopping both

in their impetuous rush. When we six came up, he said, “It won’t

do, men, to charge blindly into that cover. Stay here till I signal you.

The young women have surely been captured, but they’re in no im

mediate danger; whereas you might all be picked ofl' before you could

see an Indian.” And, dismounting, the skilled scout threw himself

flat on the ground and disappeared in the adjacent undergrowth, not a

leaflet nor twig of which, I solemnly declare, could we see move as he

wormed his way along.

Twenty minutes of intense anxiety passed away without a sound,

though, as we lay, well scattered, in the lee of the bushes, Frank and

Marion writhed like chained tigers.

Then we heard a low whistle, and, looking up, saw Carson standing

in full view on a boulder and beckoning us to approach.

As there was obviously no need of further caution, we crashed

recklessly through the thicket and quickly came to where he now stood

by a patch of berry-bushes; but not a vestige of the missing girls was

to be seen, nor, to our untrained eyes, even any indication of a struggle.

It was all an open book to Kit, however.

“See here, friends,” he said: “the young women have been kneel~

ing down, picking berries from these low bushes: two Apaches have

sneaked up on them, thrown blankets over their heads, probably, and

carried them oil‘, before they could utter a second scream, to that clump

of mesquite, behind which eight other warriors and ten ponies have

been hiding. Then they’ve hurried away with their prisoners; but, as

two of the ponies will always be double-weighted, they can’t travel

very fast; and, with proper care, we’ll rescue the ladies, unhurt.”

Amazed, like the rest of us, at this astounding exhibition of sign

reading, and perhaps a little incredulous, the half—crazed Ellis said,

“ But, Kit, if your theory is correct, we should find two tin pails here.

They were missing from the wagon, and no one but the girls could

have taken them.”

“Yes,” Carson coolly replied, “I see that a pail has stood near

each young lady as she knelt. Such things are highly valued by

Indians, and the greedy scoundrels have carried them off, berries and

all. Most likely a big band, perhaps half a dozen bands, of Apaches

have their summer camp at Blue Lake, fifteen miles or so back in the

mountains, and these fellows were coming down to pick out a fat cow

or two from that herd of buffaloes, when they ran across the women.

But we've no more time to lose. The poor things must be snatched from

those fiends before night. Let’s hurry back to camp for horses; and

you, Ellis, choose the two men you wish to go along. I want only

three besides myself: more would be a hindrance.”
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Ten minutes later the three fleetest horses of our lot were led from

the corral. Of course Frank Ellis took the young Virginian as his

first choice, and then, to my great satisfaction, the two selected me as

third man, principally, I suppose, because I was considered the best

rifle-shot in the party. ‘

When mounted, we supposed that Carson would put us on the trail

of the marauders at once, instead of which he led us, on a sweeping

but not distressful gallop, along the eastern base of the mountain. On

being asked his reasons for this, to us, strange proceeding, he gravely

said, “ My friends, our only chance of rescuing the women alive is to

intercept and surprise the savages. If we were to follow their trail,

they'd kill both the instant they caught sight of us.”

“ Oh, my God l” groaned Marion Wyatt, while the horror-stricken

husband and brother reeled dizzily in his saddle.

“ But,” Kit went on, “the murdering villains, having no idea that

any of us know these mountains, will naturally expect pursuit from

the rear; therefore they’ll keep the prisoners in front of their line.

Each will be held on the pony of a warrior, and those two men, as

well as the two next following, must be shot down at our first volley,

before they even suspect our presence.”

“ How is that to be managed ?” I asked.

“ Very easily, provided we shoot straight,” he replied. “We are

travelling three times faster than it is possible for the encumbered

Indians to do. About twelve miles from here, by this route, and

about eight by the way they’ve taken, there’s a narrow, bushy ravine,

which they must pass through in single file. Notwithstanding their

long start, we’ll be at its farther end before they come along. Then

we must conceal our horses at a distance and hide ourselves by the side

of the trail. Most likely the heads and necks of the foremost braves

will be exposed above those of their prisoners, so as to make safe

shooting. But, as Ellis and VVyatt, having so much at stake, may be

over—excited at the wrong time, you” (meaning the writer) “and I

had better pick ofi' those two and let our friends drop the next pair.

I’ll then have nine shots left in my rifle, and, as we’ll all have our

revolvers, not one of the band should escape. It’s not a very pleasant

thing to be obliged to kill even such wretches as these; but for our

own sakes and the safety of other travellers, we must give the Apache

tribe a severe lesson.”

During all my association with Kit Carson, this was the longest

speech I ever heard him make; and it was an absolutely necessary one,

under the circumstances, as any misunderstanding of his plans might

have rendered the expedition wholly abortive.

After riding rapidly for nearly an hour, we turned to the left and

entered a mountain defile, by which, in twenty-five minutes or so, we

reached the north end of the heavily wooded ravine our leader had

spoken of. Along its bottom ran a narrow, bush-fringed, but clearly

defined path, and one glance convinced Carson that the hostiles had not

yet passed. V

T8_king' our horses back into the defile we had come by, we secured

them in a thicket of scrub pine, and then so perfectly concealed our
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selves in the matted bushes by the side of the Indian trail that even

the most keen-eyed savage could not have detected the ambuscade.

Our arrangements had been made none too soon. Scarce ten min

utes had elapsed before, breaking in upon the dead silence of the

place, we heard the softly pattering sound of unshod hoofs, and a

moment afterward, slowly ambling in single file past a bend in the

path, came ‘ten bow-and-lance-armed but not war-painted Apaches.

Exactly as foretold by Kit Carson, the first two had in charge the

woe-begoue prisoners, each of whom, with bound limbs and drooping

form, was held in place by the_ arm of her captor, without, however,

obscuring a full view of his own head.

Though all had their bows strung, the savages seemed to have

ceased to fear immediate pursuit ; and, as they came carelessly along,

we could see that two of them had actually placed the stolen tin pails,

helmet fashion, over their ugly heads.

The terrified girls had evidently exhausted themselves by crying

and struggling. Both looked frightfully pale and haggard, at which

pitiful sight only Cars0n’s and my own silently restraining grasp pre

vented our fiercely chafing comrades from making a premature attack

on the abductors.

From the bend to where we crouched, like prey-awaiting panthers,

was about forty-five yards: so that by the time the last Indian had

rounded it the foremost two were almost upon us. This was the

moment for action. As previously agreed upon, Kit touched my elbow' ;

we pulled triggers exactly together, and at the blended report both

brain-pierced warriors fell without a quiver to the ground, leaving

their late captives swaying helplessly on the ponies’ necks. But, though

not absolutely simultaneous, Frank and Marion’s equally fatal shots so

quickly followed ours that, before either of the astounded women could

fall, one was in her husband’s arms and the other in those of her lover,

to whose breast she now, all assumed coyness gone, sobhingly clung.

Meantime, not for an instant distracted from the business in hand,

our gallant leader shot down one after another of the dismayed savages,

all of whom were, for a few moments, too utterly demoralized either to

fight or to fly. I (lid what I could with my revolver, and by the time

our comrades had cut away the bonds of the rescued girls only two

braves were left.- These two at last wheeled their ponies for a retreat,

but, as they went, both drew their bows and sent at us two vengeful

arrows, one of which pierced my left shoulder just above the collar

bone, inflicting a wound from which I long suffered, and the scar of

which remains to this day. That shot sealed their doom. Before

either could gain the sheltering bend, Carson, firing with lightning

like rapidity, brought both down.

This wonderful man seemed equal to all emergencies. He was

never at fault. To resolve wisely and act promptly were to him second

nature. Cutting away so much as was necessary of my clothing, he

skilfully extracted the barbed arrow-head, tenderly dressed and bound

up the ragged wound, and made meas comfortable as any surgeon

could have done under the circumstances.

We had now, as lawful prize of war, ten dead or just expiring
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Indians and a like number of unwonnded ponies, all of which, being

so trained, remained faithfully by their late masters. Following Car

son’s advice, we made a bonfire of bows, arrows, and wooden spear

shafts, gathered up all the tomahawks and knives, selected the two best

ponies for the ladies’ use, formed the other eight into a string, brought

out our own horses, and set off to return by the way we came, not

wishing to shock our gentle companions further by leading them past

the fallen warriors.

Close to the battle-ground we had found a clear spring of water

bubbling out from the rocks. After all of us and the horses had

drunk at this, the two girls bathed their faces, and, with little pocket

combs, always carried, tidied up their hair: so that, when we had got

fairly clear of the scene of conflict, b0tl1 picked up wonderfully. Kate

Ellis, indeed, looked happier and more lovely than I had ever seen her

do, and soon so far recovered her spirits as to observe, archly, “ Well, .

you’ve recovered our precious pails, I see. They were nearly full of

beautiful berries, but those awful monsters ate them all before we’d

gone a mile.”

\Ve learned, in answer to our questions, that the young ladies had

been captured precisely in the manner indicated by Carson. But for

his knowledge of the country and of Indian ways, backed up by

prompt action and good generalship, their fate would have been one

too horrible to contemplate. As it was, beyond the temporarily painful

cord-marks on wrists and ankles and a few slight bruises caused by

their own frantic struggles, neither was at all injured.

Our Virginian friend seemed somewhat more than content with the

turn afl'airs had taken. His days of teasing probation were over, and

as he rode along, closer than was absolutely necessary, by Kate’s side,

no happier fellow could have been anywhere found.

Yet, with all our good luck, we were not to regain camp without

encountering further perils, and it was entirely owing to Kit C-arson’s

habitual caution and singularly keen sense of sight that a single one

of us lived to reach it.

We had got about half-way through the defile, and had come to a

broad, tolerably clear part of it, which, at a distance of four hundred

yards, led into a narrow, rock-strewn, bush-grown gorge, when Kit,

who, as usual, was riding in advance, beckoned me to his side and

qmetly asked, “ Do you see anything suspicious at the mouth of that

gorge?”

Somewhat startled at the question, I gazed earnestly ahead, but,

though my own eyes were at that time remarkably good, could see

nothmg unusual about the place, and I said so.

“Look again,” he said, smilingly. “ Fix your eyes on the top Of

that scrubby pinyon-tree at the right-hand side of the pass.”

After a prolonged scrutiny, I said, “Why, Mr. Carson, there’s

notl_nng_there. I see the tree plainly enough, and part of a big boulder

belllnd it, but, except for a. particularly dense bunch of leaves in its

top, 1t’s Just like other trees of its kind.”

“ Well, my friend, that ‘ bunch of leaves’ is an Indian scout,

watching us. If we’d gone into that trap not one of us would have
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lived to tell the story. There’s a band of redskins hiding in the

gorge,—-probably some wandering party that has heard our firing,

marked our course, and is waiting to take our scalps, which, however”

(smiling grimly), “ I really think We’ll keep for a while.”

“ What’s to be done?” I asked. “ We can’t very well charge on

the reds in a place like that.”

“No: they’d like mighty well to see us do it, but we won’t be

quite so obliging. Give me your gun for a moment. Mine don’t

carry powder and lead enough for such a distance.”

Now it so happened that my rifle had been made expressly for me

by a then famous gunsmith of Buffalo. It was specially designed for

long-range shooting, had a ten—pouud steel barrel, which was usually

loaded with three inches of coarse-grained powder behind a heavy,

elongated, pointed bullet, and, when properly held, was sure death to

any living target within six hundred yards.

Kit Carson took the weapon in his hand, raised the back sight to

the four—hundred yard notch, and, saying, “Watch your ‘bunch of

leaves’ now,” threw the butt, with seeming carelessness, to his shoulder,

and instantly fired.

Though it takes a. rifle-ball quite an appreciable time to fly twelve

hundred feet, the report had not ceased to ring in our ears when my

supposed mass of leaves resolved itself into the form of a warrior,

who, tumbling from his hiding-place, struck the edge of the great

boulder and thence fell headlong to the ground.

“Now,” called the marksman to our hitherto pleasantly loiterin

comrades, “ bring the string of ponies to the front. Place them, head

to tail, crosswise of the ravine, and secure each end of the line. We’ll

dismount for the present and use them as a. breastwork. They’ll prove

a tempting bait; and the redskins, knowing that we’re up to their

game, and seeing how few we are, will, perhaps, charge out on us. If

they’re fools enough to do that, all the rest will be easy; but don’t

pull a trigger till they come within fifty yards. Then make every shot

tell.”

This change of front was quickly made; the women were placed

in safe cover, and we then waited, with more curiosity than fear, to

see if our leader’s diagnosis of the situation was correct. Indeed, as

no outbreak of yells had followed the fall of the tree-perching brave,

some of us believed that he had been the only occupant of the gorge.

But, as usual, the old mountaineer was right. For some minutes

everything remained quiet; not a sound could be heard nor a move

ment seen in the pass. Then, all of a sudden, floated out upon the

summer-air the Apaches’ well-known war-whoop,—that weirdly appall

ing cry which has proved the death-dirge of so many hapless travel

lers,—and next moment, one by one, rode out of the darksome glen

no less than twenty-seven warriors, all, as we could see, in full war

paint, and six of their number carrying guns.

On emerging upon the broader space, they spread out their line

from edge to edge of the defile, and then, yelling like demons, dashed

boldly toward us, those who bore fire-arms being in the centre, directly

opposite our array.
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“Drop four of that lot first, boys. I’ll take care of the other

two,” said Carson, with no trace of excitement in his soft, low-toned

voice, while on and on, faster and faster, came the shrieking savages.

When within about one hundred yards, and still at top speed, they

opened fire; but the bullets from their old smooth-bores passed harm

lessly over our heads, and all the arrows fell short.

The whole force now slacked up a little, while the six braves re

loaded their guns in the simple buffalo-hunting fashion of pouring a

random quantity of powder into the barrels and dropping upon it un

patched round balls from their mouths. Then, perhaps beguiled by

our strange inaction into believing us without ammunition, they came

on again, until the fifty-yard mark was reached, meantime withholding

their fire, possibly for fear of killing some of the coveted horses, or,

if we really could not shoot, intending to despatch us with lance, toma

hawk, and knife.

“ All together, men ; let them have it now !” cried Carson, and at

the word four of the six gun-carriers went down, though I, from the

fact of my left arm being disabled, had to rest my heavy rifle across

a pony’s hack.

Closely following our quadruple discharge came two more shots

from Kit’s repeater, each of which dropped one of the remaining

central warriors. On this the whole band halted, wavered, poured in

a futile shower of arrows, and turned to fly; but before it had gone

fo(r]tdy1 yards the old Indian-fighter’s unerring aim emptied three more

sa es.

“That will do. Let them go, boys,” l1e said, as the screeching

warriors rushed helter-skelter toward the gorge. “ The-y’ll never stop

this side of Blue Lake. The pass is safe as a city street now.”

After joining the nine additional ponies to our stripg, we smashed

the, to us, useless flint-lock guns, threw far away all the other weapons,

except the knives, of the defunct braves, and continued our journey to

camp, where, to the great joy of our stay-at-home comrades, we arrived

safely a little before sundown.

When the eventful day’s story was told, the whole crowd would

have made a hero of Kit Carson; but, with a humorous twinkle in

his kindly eyes, he said, ‘‘Don’t, boys, don’t. The thing was too

simple to be worth mentioning. All the reward I want is to see the

end of friend Marion’s romance.”

And this the noble fellow did see ; for, two days afterward, on the

Old Spanish Trail, we overtook a large party of emigrants, one Of

whom proved to be a. regularly ordained minister of the gospel ; in

consequence of which happy find, Miss Kate Ellis was quickly, but

with all due ceremony, transformed into Mrs. Marion Wyatt, ap

parently as much to the generous Kit’s delight as to that of the bride

groom himself.

Often afterward, when referring to her capture by the Indians, the

young lady would laughingly declare that the only regrettable part Of

the atfair was in being deprived of the chance to show her skill in

makmg the purposed raspberry piw.

William Thomson.

’\
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PARIS SWINDLES.

HERE is probably no city in the world so full of clever schemes

to catch the unwary as the great and gay capital of France,

auberge of the nomads of all nations. There are swindles in business,

in politics, in love; swindles for Frenchmen and swindles for strangers ;

huge swindles like the Panama and Legion of Honor scandals, which

render the doings of the Tweed Ring insignificant, and petty, miserable

swindles like the fakirs who sell disappointing photographs to English

men strolling under the arcades of the Rue de Rivoli.

And out of all these swindles an army of men and women manage

to make an excellent living. Not only that, but they flourish for years

before exposure strikes them, and during that time enjoy the respect

and confidence of some surprisingly decent people. It is amazing the

number of these chevaliers d’industrie who manage to get into the con

fidence of social celebrities and politicians of high standing.

Take for instance the American, Cornelius Herz, that prince of

swindlers, and his confederate Arton. A few years ago, before the

crash came, they were floating on the top of the wave; and yet no one

knew who they were or whence they came. They were clever, had

money, spent it lavishly, and dressed in ultra-fashionable style. Arton

was a great lady-killer, and the smallest present he ever made to one

of his conquests was a diamond necklace. When his defalcations were

discovered and he left Paris he also left unpaid bills amounting to one

million six hundred thousand francs at his jewellers’, and one hundred

and fifty thousand francs at his tailors’.

From a Frenchman’s point of view, everybody who lives well and

dresses better than a bank clerk is put down as a spy in the employ of

Bismarck, unless he is known to have any other occupation. But

among these busy people without distinct professions there are those

who lend their names and imposing appearance to enterprises which

could exist only in a country where the “ gogo” is always on the look

out for a rapid road to fortune. For example, the money-lending

agencies, notwithstanding article upon article which has been written

in the respectable portion of the French press, warning people against

them, still go on and prosper. One has only to consult any day the

smallest French paper which pretends to the largest circulation, to see

the names of half a dozen persons or societies advertising to lend money

on simple signatures. The simpleton replies to the advertisement,

stating his requirements, and is informed that the director will be

able to obtain what he desires, but that he must pay so much per cent.

commission (generally very low), and deposit twenty-two and a half

francs for preliminary expenses. This he does, and hears no more of

the matter; or, if he becomes anxious and worries the “Society,” he

gets a polite letter to say that the “ Board of Directors,” having taken

the matter into their serious consideration, regret that the securities

offered are not such as to justify them in making the advance. His
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twenty-two and a half francs have been expended for the postage on

one letter and for the inquiries, which have probably never been made.

The old, old story of finding confidential employment for clerks at

high salaries, and requiring a deposit as a guarantee for good conduct,

is as familiar as the confidence trick, and yet it succeeds daily ; but the

sufl'erers in these cases have only themselves to blame.

Another scheme, perhaps more interesting than the older ones,

from the fact that it was difiicult at first to see where the immediate

pecuniary advantage “came in,” was that of a certain person calling

himself a baron and the head of a syndicated financial union with a

very pretentious sounding name, who gave himself out as specially

charged by certain crowned heads, or princes about to become such,

to obtain large loans on the royal signatures. He whispered the fact

to persons having high commercial relations in and out of town,

and, the security being considered all that could be desired, offers of

money quickly flowed in to the financial syndicate with the high

sounding name. On various pretences, each more futile than the

other, this noble Austrian director refused the proffered millions, but

kept careful record of all the oifers, and impressed his importance upon

callers by carelessly saying that “for the last business he had in hand

he required only five hundred thousand francs, and received offers of

over one hundred and twenty million.” This gentleman is now doing

six years’ imprisonment.

Women, too, play an important part in the majority of “high

class” swindles. The immediate cause of the arrest of General Cafifarel

was a woman. The circumstances were curious. Madame Emily

Limouzin occupied a fine suite of well-appointed rooms in the Avenue

Wagram, and lived in very good style. She was in secret and frequent

communication with gentlemen of the highest standing-,in the political

world and in the army. She was credited with being on most intimate

terms with General Thibaudin, a former minister of war, and his por

trait formed a conspicuous ornament in her apartment. Madame

Limouzin ofi"ered upon several occasions to obtain decorations in the

Order of the Legion of Honor for a money consideration. A trap

was laid for her: one of the most stylish of the middle-aged men in

the detective police force, disguised as a provincial manufacturer, called

upon the lady, and, after having flattered her as to her powerful in

fluence and high connections, requested her assistance to obtain the

rosette_of the Legion of Honor, the one ambition of his life. “ I will

recogmze your good ofiices in a very substantial manner,” he added

Madame Limouzin paid him great attention, promised him her

support, fixed the figure of the douceur she was to receive, and pro!!!

ised to introduce her new client to General Caffarel, Minister of War

N°t only did she promise, but the next day she fulfilled l1er promise,

when the distinguished-looking detective was, much to his surprise,

presented to General Catfarel in the flesh, who promised to obtain for

film the coveted r_1bbonZ General Cafl"arel was arrested the following

ay. Madame LIIIIOIIZID declared that she had been “peached upon”

by a man who had paid ten thousand francs for a decoration and had

not succeeded in obtaining it. ‘
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An instance was given lately of the ease with which a clever

swindler may obtain money from such people by flattering their vanity.

A man whose real name was supposed to be Arnin began his career in

1889 by calling himself the Marquis d’Alba, a grandee of Spain, etc.

Living in great style at Montpellier, he managed to get capital for

further strokes by swindling a jeweller out of forty thousand francs.

From there he went to Nice and pretended to be a relation of the ex

Empress of the French and of the Queen Regent of Spain. His

grand title and his elegant manner entirely captivated the confidence

of a widow from Lyons, who had two young daughters eligible for

marriage. Under the pretext of investing the money for her in a

mine which he owned in Spain, he obtained from this too confiding

lady the sum of two hundred thousand francs. His next name was

Felix Martenis de Perreira della Tore. With this he went to Havre

and managed to swindle a banker named Larue out of ninety thousand

francs; but here he finished by being caught while he was attempting

to break into this same banker’s strong box. He escaped from prison

two days after his arrest, and is probably now, under some other noble

name and in some other hospitable clime, living at the expense of

people not capable of taking care either of themselves or of their

money.

One more very profitable scheme of swindling is that of the matri

monial agencies, which are now worked in France in a manner entirely

unknown to M. De Foy, who was the real originator of marriage by

intermediary. There are, of course, otfioes where preliminary fees are

asked and where wife-seekers and ladies yearning for lords are quietly

swindled after having been told to go to the Opera, the Salon, or

the fashionable church of Sainte-Clotilde. The strange part of the

matrimonial agency scheme is that you never know, when in society,

whether some banker, priest, or old lady of fierce virtue and mystical

tendencies may not be a husband- or wife-broker. There are young

ladies not too thin-skinned, head-waiters in certain restaurants, livery

stable keepers, cloistered nuns, notaries, and lady doctors of the ob

stetric school. These are only a portion of the army of workers in

the interests of Cupid. There are at present in Paris two wealthy

American girls who have married titles, upon the wedding-day of each

of whom a very handsome commission was paid to one of these inter

mediaries, of course without the knowledge of the wife.

But the cleverest marriage-swindler of modern times was perhaps

Miss Evelyn Leal, a distinguished-looking Englishwoman. She has

been married and given in marriage at least twenty times during the

last three years, while she has been aflianoed as many times more

during the same period, and in every case has succeeded in obtaining

handsome presents of jewelry, which she has immediately sold for

what they would fetch. Her system was to write to some rich bachelor

merchant in the provinces, offering to introduce him to the widow of

an English nobleman with a view to matrimony. Strange as it may

seem, many of the provincial merchants took the bait, went to Paris, were

introduced to the “ widow of the English nobleman,” were allowed to

escort her to t-he theatre, and to make her presents of flowers the first
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day, of gloves the second, while on the third, if the ardent would-be

husband had not yet suggested it, she would choose a wedding-ring

with a handsome keeper, accompanied by diamond necklace, brooch, and

ear-rings, all these to constitute her wedding-present. Then she would

disappear with her jewels, change her clothes and name, and start the

same game with another victim the following day. She would some

times have two proposals of marriage on hand at the same time: she

always calculated upon the frailty of human nature and the great dis

like the victims would have to being publicly exposed to ridicule for

having so simply been taken in by the promises of the fair English

womau. Now she is being boarded and clothed at the expense of the

French state, which, upon the recommendation of a magistrate, has

engaged to take entire charge of her for the next eighteen months.

Insurance is as yet in its infancy in France, yet even that has been

studied and put to profit by some of these ingenious swindlers. Only

a short time ago two distinguished-looking Frenchmen called at the

store of a well-known jeweller not a hundred yards from the Grand

Hotel, and one of them said that his friend had just come into a very

large fortune and desired to invest a ‘portion of it in some such busi

ness as that of the gentleman to whom he was speaking. The jeweller

had no particular desire to sell out his business, but finally agreed to

take this young prince as a silent partner, upon conditions which he

considered advantageous to himself. The two distinguished French

men left, apparently delighted with the arrangement they had made.

The next day they returned and informed the jeweller that one little

formality was necessary in order that the mother of the youth who

had inherited the fortune should consent to her son’s disposing of the

money. The jeweller must insure his life for five hundred thousand

francs. This he did not object to, especially as his newly-found asso

ciate oifered to bear half the cost of the premium. There was no

restriction as to the oflice in which he was to -insure. The policy was

made out, the premium paid, and he waited in vain for the arrival of

the young heir. Finally, when a month had gone by and he had

heard no more of the two distinguished foreigners, he went to the

msurance company and asked them to cancel the policy, as he had now

no use for it.

“Very sorry, sir,” replied the director of the company, “ but we

cannot do that, as we paid the commission upon the policy to the

gentleman who procured us the business.”

“But nobody procured you the business: I came directly to you

of my own accord, because I had heard of your oflice as a respectable

one.

“That may be, sir,” replied the director, “ but five minutes before

your first visit a distinguished—looking gentleman came in and told 1116

that you were coming to insure your life upon his recommendation.

As what he said was fulfilled, We believed him, and paid him the CODI

The jeweller now understood wh_v he had had to insure his life,

and also why he had not again seen his distinguished-looking would-be

silent partner.
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The history of Baron Wilhelm Ludwig Carl Victor von Scheurer

is probably fresh in the minds of most people, as the romantic story

created a great sensation at the time of its occurrence. Von Scheurer,

who was supposed to have died in 1883, was in reality living and

happy in the United States. In place of him, a Dr. Castelnau man

aged to bury a postman, and, by the aid of false certificates, Von

Scheurer obtained the insurance money after the strictest investigation

by the Scotch company swindled. The facts would never have been

discovered had not Dr. Castelnau attempted to “do” one of his accom

plices out of his portion of the commission he received.

But the gullibility of the French has become known outside of

France. For many years after the war, some clever swindler with an

imaginative mind wrote to difi'erent persons in France stating that

upon the- flight of the Empress from Paris she had confided to the

care of a trusty attendant a box containing jewels, notes, and stocks

for an enormous amount. The attendant, fearing arrest, had managed

to hide the box somewhere, generally in Spain, and would reveal the

secret of the hiding-place for a sum which varied according to circum

stances. This succeeded in very many instances, until one person,

more courageous than the rest, began a prosecution which rendered the

whole affair public. ,

Whether or not it is the same gentleman, or only a vulgar imitator

who is attempting to succeed him in business, the letters of which I

give a translation may not be without interest. The first was addressed

to a friend, who showed it to me, and then, replying at my suggestion,

received the second letter.

“ B/uzcnnons, 1st Sept., 1892.

“ MONSIEUR,—

“Knowing you to be an honest man, I have decided to confide in

you a secret of the highest importance, which will bring you a fortune,

will save that of my only daughter as well as mine, and at the same

time render me my liberty.

“Before giving you fuller details, I should like to be assured by

your reply that my letters will reach you, for you might have changed

your address. I am in prison, but, though with some diificulty, I am

able to corres ond with you by the intermediatiou of a person in whom

I have eonfi ence and who will get my letters out of the prison and

hand me yours with perfect safety. Will you, then, address your

letter exactly as follows ?—

Mons. Roblin,

Calle de San Saduini 12,

Barcelona.

Instead of your signature, append to your letters the initials H. A. F.

I will sign in future in the same manner, to provide against the chance

of any letter miscarrying.

“ Waiting your reply with the greatest impatience, please accept my

civilities.

“ Lows LEVARDE,

“ Ex-Banker.”
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An inquiry for further particulars brought the following:

“ BARCELONA, 6th Sept., 1892.

“ Monsrnua,—

“ In reply to your honored letter I am going to explain to you

frankly my position. 1

“ When I was established as a banker in Paris I had a capital of

three hundred- and forty thousand francs, but I was also in possession

of five million francs of stocks and precious stones, being a deposit

that had been confided to my care.

“ I will give you further details of this if necessary. I will only

say that when I decided to declare myself in bankruptcy the first

motive which obliged me to take such a grave resolution was to save

this deposit, for it certainly would have been absorbed by the creditors :

that is why I made up my mind to fly.

“ I realized my assets, which amounted to about two million two

hundred thousand francs, besides the stocks deposited with me. I

placed all this in well-corked bottles; these I placed, with forty thou

sand francs in gold, in an iron box. The iron box I then enclosed in

another made of lead, perfectly air- and damp-tight. This done, I

proceeded to Chaville and buried my box under the ground in the

suburbs of that town, taking all necessary precautions that I was not

discovered.

“ I then took an exact plan of the grounds with the greatest care

by the aid of a tape measure and certain notes about the ground, which

would render it easy for my wife to find the place if I happened to be

arrested before leaving France.

“ I sent the said plan to my wife in Spain, where she was waiting

for me, and a few days later I joined her.

“It is needless to tell you that I intended to return to France as

soon as all danger had disappeared.

“ In order not to lengthen this letter, I will explain to you in another

the reverses that I have had and which have been the cause of my im

prisonment in this town, where I have had to sustain a legal action

which lasted a long time.

“When I was arrested at the station, as I was about to return to

France, my luggage was seized, and among it was found a trunk: in

this trunk is a secret drawer in which are placed the plan, the tape

measure, and the note; to which I have referred above.

“This luggage is going to be sold shortly by auction by order of the

tribunal. The judgment against me condemns me to two years’ im

prisonment and to pay the costs of the trial, which amount to four

thousand nine hundred and three francs and thirty centimes. The

judgment adds that if within thirty days from its date these expenses

are not paid all my luggage will be sold.

“ Now, as it is absolutely necessary, in order to find the place where

I have buned my treasure, to have the plans and the notes Which are

In the secret drawer in my trunk (a secret which has not yet been dis

f3°VPl'ed, but which might be discovered on the day of the sale), it is

Indispensable to pay the above-named expenses in order to prevent
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the sale and to withdraw my luggage. As for me, I cannot pay these

expenses, because I have been robbed by a servant, who after having

had me arrested ran away with all my money. As if I was not un

fortunate enough, some time after my poor wife died and my darling

daughter was placed in an orphan asylum.

“ You already know my situation. In order to bring this business

to a successful result you must be disposed to come to Barcelona at

once, pay all the expenses, and take my luggage before the expiration

of the thirty days’ delay.

“ Finally, I promise you, as a just recompense for the service you

render, that I will give you one-third of the property we are going to

save.

“If you accept my proposal, I will send you all necessary instruc

tions for your journey, as well as an extract from my judgment if you

think this necessary.

“I would also send you some information from memory, so that

you can recognize the place at Chaville.

“ Once the property is in your possession, I hope also that you would

be kind enough to take my daughter and be to her a second father

until I can obtain my liberty, which I can easily do with money.

“ You see, sir, this business is very serious, and necessitates a prompt

solution.

“ Answer me, then, at once. Tell me if you have decided to come

to Barcelona, but, above all, be careful not to commit the imprudence

of mentioning this to any one under any pretence, for I assure you

that nobody but you and myself is in possession of the secret.

“Awaiting your reply, accept my sincere salutations,

“H. A. F.”

A reply to this failed to bring any further communication from

Spain. I need scarcely say I did not go to Barcelona: so the poor

ex-banker is probably still pining in the Spanish prison, and the hidden

millions still lie undiscovered in the suburbs of Chaville.

Cleveland Mofett.

AN OLD-TESTAMENT DRAMA.

THE unalterable definition of the drama is, the representation of

life by means of speech and action; and this definition of the

drama, a definition derived from Aristotle, we moderns can neither add

to nor take away from.

Now, we all know that the origin of the drama was religious, and

that the beginnings of dramatic action were in reality acts of worship.

\Vhen David and all the men of Israel brought up the ark to Jerusa

lem, and David danced before the Lord with all his might, his act

was no less dramatic than religious. And there was but a step, though

that a vital one, between the priest of Dionysos reciting the glory and
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deeds of the god, to the leader of the chorus, who recited the same

deeds and emphasized and illustrated them by means of action.

Only three peoples have attained to the glory of a great national

dramatic literature,-—the Greek, the English, and the Spanish; and

though these literatures differ widely one from another, and are strongly

individual and representative, full of the characteristics, good and bad,

of their respective peoples, yet they are alike in this, that they had

their beginnings in religion, and therefore the fundamental idea in all

is the same. In their ultimate and fullest development, the human

element is most obvious in the English, the fancifully poetic in the

Spanish, the nationally religious in the Greek ; yet at bottom they are

For though the drama in our day has fallen from its first estate,

which was the praise of the most high gods, Whose dwelling is not

with fiesh,—and has descended to the amusement of men, whose dwell

ing is sometimes too wholly in the flesh, yet it should not be forgotten

what its origin and first estate were. For the drama, more than any

other art-form, touches the depths of man's nature. And it is well to

remember that whenever and wherever we see ritual of any kind, from

the most elaborate and symbolical to the rudest and most materialistic,

we are looking upon what is essentially dramatic, and upon man's

attempt to represent by means of action what is to him the deepest

and most vital part of life.

It would be impossible to trace here the beginning, progress, and

development of the drama of Christian peoples.

Greek drama undoubtedly owed its origin to the worship of

Dionysos, and Klein, and others following in his steps, have tmwd

the origin of the Christian drama to the central act of Christian

worship, the celebration of the mass. This for its origin only; its

further development shows many modifications, as well as growth by

accretion.

But to trace Christian drama through Mystery, Miracle, and M0

rality—from the purely religious, so to speak, to the purely humanistic

—would require too great time and space. Moreover, I wish to speak

specifically of what seems a remarkable instance of what may be (filled

(smce it is not actually in dramatic form) potential dramatic energy

Now, the dramatic form, which may be considered the higllest

literary art-form, has not been attained by all peoples. It is this

declaration by many critics concerning the Hebrews, namely, that with

all their genius they did not attain to the drama, which leads me to

offer a word.

Cf the work of the Jews during the Christian era, rich and sug

gestive as so much of it is, it is beside my purpose to speak. Rather

rs ii: the Hebrew national literature as comprehended in_ our English

Bible, the literature we all more or less know, the literature which was

produced while the Hebrews had a place among the kingdoms 0f the

earth, which commands the attention of the lover of the drama

_ ,N°W, a_W0rk may be dramatic in form, yet wholly undramatic in

spirit; or 1t may be narrative in form and yet dramatic in essence

That the ecclesiastics who were the earliest, and for some time the
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only, writers of the Mysteries and Miracles so popular in the Middle

Ages should have been able to dramatize the Old and New Testaments

for the edification and entertainment of the people (giving instruction

by means of diversion, as was also Moliere’s idea) goes to show what a

large dramatic element both Testaments possess.

Job is sometimes spoken of as a dramatic poem; but it is -rather

an admirable instance of the dramatic form without the dramatic

spirit. For no poem is more essentially undramatic than Job. There

is no action, and we do not see life represented by means of action;

the interest is purely subjective, and consists in the manifestation of

soul-life and processes as revealed in the regularly recurring speeches

of Job and his three friends.

There is, however, one short story in the Second Book of Kings

which is wholly dramatic in essence, and the narrative form is so sub

ordinate in feeling to the dramatic spirit that even a casual reader,

if at all critical, must be impressed by this. Indeed, so essentially

dramatic is the story that in closely considering it we may say it falls

naturally into the necessary acts and scenes, lightly and delicately held

together by a thread of narrative which almost serves the purpose of

the chorus, although there is absolutely no comment,—another dramatic

feature,—aud the subject is left to speak directly to the reader's

mind.

The story is the well-known one of Naaman the Syrian and his

recovery from leprosy; and in simplicity, directness, movement, and

dramatic fire the story cannot be surpassed. It is told, too, with such

impartiality that we seem to be looking upon life itself, and such is its

rare art that there is absolute freedom from any feeling of the person

ality of the author. And, though so brief, the narrative holds a great

deal: first, the revelation of the political, social, and religious con

ditions of the times; and then within these, which are always the

necessary groundwork and frame, there is seen that separate and yet at

the same time interdependent play of character which is so essential to

the drama.

Then, too, the narrative falls inevitably into the usual five acts,

and these carry out strictly the Aristotelian analysis of dramatic

tragedy,—the be inning, increase, climax, declension, consequence or

fall,—and all takes place in such a way that that purification of the

mind by calling forth the feelings of pity and terror, the artistic and

ethical aim of tragedy, is fully accomplished.

In this short story, more than anywhere else, the genius of the

Hebrew approaches to that of the Greek, and the passage is easy

between them.

The story opens, as we all know, with the declaration that Naaman

was captain of the hosts of Syria, a mighty man of valor, and honor

able with his master; but he was a leper.

The first act begins, of course, with the scene between the captive

maid of Israel and her mistress, Naaman’s wife. And with fine

dramatic instinct the narrator chooses for actual presentation the most

salient feature of that scene and its chief dramatic contrast,—the inter

view between the least and the greatest,-and by his brief, masterly
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touches he discloses the possibility of a much more varied scene. A

turn of the imagination, and that scene is before us.

An Eastern harem with its slave attendants, men and women, and

for its central figure the wife of Syria’s chief warrior, who is also the

favorite of the king. From the talk of the attendants we learn who

and what Naaman is, and of the horror which has fallen upon him in

the curse of leprosy. Then comethe gentle words of the Hebrew

maiden to her mistress; a spark of hope is kindled thereby in the

breast of one attendant, who, loving Naaman, determines to go in and

tell his lord, who is now before the king.

The next scene is the Syrian court, with the king and his train

about him. The attendant comes in and repeats what he has heard ;

but either the king and Naaman misunderstand, or the words of the

slave-girl are not rightly repeated, for both think that it is the King

of Israel who will cure the leper. They both give a certain amount

of credence to what is said, however, though it is but a forlorn hope

at best; yet Syria will write a letter to Israel, and Naaman will bear

rich gifts as a. propitiatory oifering.

The second act is in the King of Israel’s palace, where the king

and his court are assembled.

The first scene would contain the announcement of Naaman’s

approach upon a special embassy, followed by the entrance of Naaman

and his presentation of the letter and the gifts. Then come the read

ing of the letter, the king’s consternation and righteous indignation,

the wrathful utterance of his belief that such a demand can be nothing

but an excuse for war, and the consequent mortification and disappoint

ment of Naaman, who can, nevertheless, offer no protest.

In the second scene there comes in one, probably Gehazi, from

Elisha the prophet, who has quickly heard of the king’s dilemma (the

coming and desire of Naaman being, of course, immediately n0i5ed

abroad). This messenger asks why the king has rent his clothes,—

literally, why is he confounded,~—and declares that Naaman must come

to the prophet. The message, too, is truly Oriental in its indirectness

and sutficiency: “Let him come now to me, and he shall know that

thege is a prophet in Israel.” The promise of healing is implied, 110$

ma e.

_The third act is before the house of Elisha, Naaman and all his

tram awaiting the coming of the prophet. But Elisha does not come.

By Gehazi, presumably, he sends word to the great soldier, almost

casually, as it were, that Naaman must bathe seven times in Jordan if

he wishes to be clean. Then follow the anger of Naaman, wounded

in his patriotic pride, and his disgust, as a man of sense, at the bald

simplicity, almost foolishness, of the thing imposed upon him. And

how Naaman feels, and how he regards the message and the non

°(t>;Iling of the prophet, are admirably disclosed in the few words he

u ers.

Then draw near his attendants—those who may venture-with

remonstrance and persuasion. Naaman gradually softens and listens,

and finally goes out with but a favorite servant or two, leaving the

chief part of lns train and the gifts before Elisha’s door. Just; here
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the action of the drama, or the story, pauses for a moment, while we

await the reappearance of Naaman. This pause and intensifying of

interest and suspense are found only in the highest dramatic art. Such

a pause occurs in the (Edipus, when we await the coming of the blind

seer Tiresias who shall make all plain; or in Agamemnon, when we

expect the consummation of Cassandra’s prophecies and forebode the

dire fate of the king; or in Hamlet, preceding the full assurance of

Hamlet’s mind by his contrivance of the play which he calls “The

Mouse-trap.” And presently Naaman returns, healed, humbled, and

convinced.

' Then follow the great scene between himself and Elisha, the pres

entation of the gifts and their refusal, and Naaman’s pathetic, self

conscious confession of weakness in that, for reasons of state policy,

while in attendance upon the king, he must seem to be still a worship

per of Rimmon. The prophet dismisses him with the usual blessing,

and the scene closes.

Now, did the story end here it would be but a story,—a story with

strong dramatic elements, it is true, but not a potential drama, not a

great tragedy. The dramatic action, however, goes swiftly on.

Naaman is just out of sight of Elisha’s dwelling when Gehazi,

the prophet’s servant, follows him, lured by a desire for personal gain.

In this fourth act the first scene consists of a brief soliloquy of

Gehazi, and the second, of his meeting with Naaman, a scene in which

Naaman shows the utmost respect for the prophet by alighting from

his chariot to greet the prophet’s servant. He asks the meaning of

his coming, and Gehazi, by a skilful lie, secures a small part of the

treasure; and then he, and they who bear the supposed gift, but real

theft, depart.

Then comes the fifth act, the consequence or close.

In the first scene Gehazi takes the treasure from the Syrians, and,

bidding them farewell, bestows it in the tower. In the second, he

stands before his master. Though so quiet, there is scarcely in all

literature a scene more dramatic than this; there is none of greater

dramatic intensity and reach, none which conveys a more thrilling sense

of crouched and hidden meaning and of inevitable catastrophe. The

dramatic contrast is great between the apparently thought-enwrapped

Elisha, with his seemingly casual inquiry, “Whence cornest thou,

Gehazi?” and the easy self-satisfaction of Gehazi in his apparent

success, as he replies, with all humility, “Thy servant went no

whither.” Then comes the lightning-flash in the revelation of Elisha’s

knowledge of Gehazi’s guilt, followed by its stern denunciation and

prediction of the consequence. And there is worse than death in the

words with which the tragedy closes: “And he went out from his

presence a leper as white as snow.” I

Now, as a story it would have ended naturally and artistically with

the recovery of Naaman ; but as a tragedy it must close, as it does

close, with the doom of Gehazi, a doom identical with that from which

Naaman was delivered.

As a story, ending with the recovery of Naaman, it has all neces

sary dramatic elements, all necessary sequence and movement, together
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with great artistic merit, yet no special moral force or meaning. But

as a tragedy the sequence is closer, the movement swifter, the moral force

and meaning more and more evident at every advance. For a story

has an end, but a tragedy has a consummation. A story is like a line,

with starting-point, direction traversed, and end achieved. A tragedy

is like a circle, and must return invariably to the point from which it

set forth. In a storyjmuch may be left unaccounted for, indications

may be presented which are not carried out, and directions opened up

which are not pursued. But in a tragedy nothing can be left seem

ingly incomplete, and all lines must be focussed upon the consequence

or c ose.

The necessary element of suspense, so vital to dramatic writing, is

nowhere more finely used than in this story, while the unity of the

dramatic idea (the only unity which the drama need really possess) is

absolute.

Not to disclose too fully nor too fast; to keep the relative parts

proportionate and the movement continuous, and at the same time to

increase in rapidity, meaning, intensity, grasp; to unroll and compre

hend more and more, and yet to concentrate upon an inevitable end

which shall be overwhelming,-—these are among the dearest and closest

secrets of dramatic art. And they are all here. So much for the con-'

structive power displayed in the story; while at the same time it has

that note of universality which is -the life of all real tragedy, Of all

true art.

VVe have seen that the fundamental idea of the drama is religious.

And the primary as well as deepest religious sense in man is probably

his sense of justice. Obliged by the conditions of his nature to con

ceive of power in the terms of consciousness and will, man is in a

measure capable of dimly apprehending an absolute consciousness and

a perfect will. But man knows himself to be finite, limited, imperfect,

—infinitely below his own conceptions even. And the common heri

tage of suffering and sin forces upon him continually the sense of

justice and of his own many lapses from it, his many violations of it.

Hence all the great dramas are dramas of expiation; all the finest

tragedies are based essentially though unconsciously upon the sense of

justice. And their appeal to us is because of this ever-living, ever

present sense.

Among the Hebrews, in a far distant past, there lived a great

dramatic gemus, an unknown author, who wrote a tragedy in the form

of a short story,—the story of Naaman and Gehazi.

Ellen Duvall.
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THE WASHINGTONS IN VIRGINIA LIFE.

' N these days, when much importance is attached to the inheritance

of social and family traits, more and more attention is being paid

to the ancestry of our distinguished men. IVe seem to be waking up

to what George Sand wrote many years ago: “The people has its

ancestors as well as the kings. Each family has its rank, its glory, its

titles: labor, courage, virtue, or intelligence. Each man endowed with

some natural distinction owes it to some man or some woman who has

gone before him.”

Without attempting to trace the ancestry of Washington back to

Bardolf, and thus to the Bruce, or to prove that he and Queen Victoria

 

BRUTON PARISH CHURCH, “'II,LlA.\lSBURG, VIRGINIA.

have a common ancestor in Malcolm III. of Scotland, as certain geneal

ogists assert, or to enter into the controversy between the followers of

Sir Isaac Heard upon the one side and those of Colonel Chester upon

the other, as to whether the Virginia Washingtons were or were not

descended from the owners of the manor of Snlgrave in Northampton

shire, it has been proved beyond dispute that George Washington came

of good, if not distinguished, English ancestry.

In the new country, the home of their adoption, the Vifashingtons

Von. LVII.-37
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early impressed themselves upon the community as men of probity,

ability, thrift, and strong common sense. John VVashington, the first

settler, and the great-grandfather of George, was elected to the Vir

ginia House of Burgesses ten years after his immigration to the Colony,

while the Balls, his mother’s family, held positions of trust in both

church and state.

Although President Washington’s reply to Sir Isaac Heard’s ques

tions about his English ancestry, that he had been a busy man and had

GENERAL “'ABHING'l‘ON.——FROM PORfRAl'l‘ 2BY JOHN SHARPLESS, IN PASTEL, 1796.

O\\'NED BY GENERAL CUSTIS LEE, LEXINGTON. YIRGINIL.

paid but little attention to the subject, has been quoted as a proof Of

his indifference to such matters, his whole career evidences a just ap

preciation of the advantages of birth and breeding, as of all other good

things in life. His early associates, as well as those of later years,

were chosen from among the best born and best bred people of hi5

St3;t9, while by marriage Washington allied himself with a family

qmte as distinguished as his own.

Descended upon her father’s side from the Wests, Lord Delaware's
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people, while through her mother, Frances Jones, she came from a line

of scholars and divines, some of whom sleep under the sculptured

marbles in old Bruton Church at \Villiamsburg, Martha Dandridge

belonged to what was considered the most exclusive circle of the Old

Dominion. She made her début during the administration of Gov

ernor Gooch, at what Virginia historians are pleased to call “ the vice

regal court of the Colony,” when she was in her sixteenth year.

MRS. WASHINGTON.-—FR()M PORTRAIT BY JOHN SHARPLEQQ, PAINTED IN 1796.

OWNED BY \]El\'ERAL CUSTKS LEE, LEXINGTON, VIRGINIA.

At this time the sixteen-year-old Washington—for these two young

persons were about the same age—was entering, under the patronage of

his friend Lord Fairfax of Greenway Court, upon the surveying tours

which proved such important factors in the military equipment of the

young Virginian.

Thus, while little Miss Dandridge was perfecting herself in the

graces and accomplishments which fitted her so admirably for the

position she was destined to occupy, the young man who was to be her

second husband was becoming more familiar with the topography of



580 THE WASHIIVGTOIVS IN VIRGINIA LIFE.

his State than with nice points of Colonial etiquette. Later, when his

distinction as a soldier made it a part of his oflicial duty to present

himself at the Governor's residence and enter into its gayeties as well

as into its more serious occupations, the young surveyor from the back

DANIEL PARKE cusrrs, rmsr HUSBAND OF MR3. nnonon WASHINGTON.-—-FROM PORTBAIT IN P05‘

sssswn or Hrs DEBCENDANTS AT LEXINGTON, vmcrms.

woods showed himself to be second to none in the elegant accomplish

ments of a Virginia gentleman.

“ So long ago as the days of the viceregal court at Williamsburg,”

says Mr. Custis, “in the time of Lord Botetourt, Colonel Washington

was remarkable for his splendid person. The air with which he W0re

a small sword, and his peculiar walla, that had the light elastic tread
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acquired by long service on the frontier, were matters of much obser

vation, especially to foreigners.”

MRS. DANIEL PARKE cnsns (AFTBRWABDS WIFE or or-nu-:n.u. \\’A5RlNG'|‘0N).—0IL PORTRAIT,

rxnrrnn ABOUT 1757, BY JOHN WOOLASTON, !N Poss!-mron or HER nsscsnnxnrs er l.nxmorou,

vmcmus.

The Stuart, Peale, Pine, and Sharpless* portraits of General and

Mrs. Washington are so much more familiar, through frequent repro

* These Sharpless profiles in crayon were pronounced, by members of the

family capable of judging, admirable likenesses of General and Mrs. Washing

ton in the latter years of their life.—Recollecliom of Washington, by George

Washington Parke Custis.
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duction, than any of their more youthful portraits, that this generation

is wont to think of them as a couple past middle age, dignified and

perhaps a trifle stern, forgetting those years between twenty and thirty

when Washington, in Virginia, performed the most daring service of

any young soldier on record, or those early days of proprietorship at

Mount Vernon when he delighted in riding his blooded horses, when

he hunted the fox for days at a_time,—-“ hunted him hard,” as Mr.

Lodge says, and often “(-alched him,” according to his own concise

entries in his diary. It is this George Washington, with his clear,

penetrating eye, round, unlined face, and alert but always commanding

form, that appears to us in a portrait painted by the elder Peale at

Mount Vernon in 1772.

Mrs. Washington told Miss Charlotte Chambers, while visiting her

in Philadelphia in 1795, that she had never seen a correct likeness of

General Washington, and that the only merit the numerous portraits

possessed was their likeness to each other. True as this last observa

tion seems to be with regard to portraits of General Washington, a

similar criticism cannot be applied to those of Mrs. Washington. Most

of her portraits are unlike; even those painted at the same period have

little likeness to each other; while a youthful painting by John Wool

aston, which now hangs in the home of her descendants, the Lees,

at Lexington, bears so little resemblance to the older portraits that

some persons have doubted its being intended for the same individual.

\Vhen, however, we realize that twenty-five years, or more, intervened

between these early and late portraits, it does not seem strange that

they should bear little resemblance to each other.*

* An interesting controversy was maintained, several years since, with

regard to this portrait of Mrs. Daniel Parke Custis. Mr. Moncure D. Conway

and Mr. L. W. Washington held that the Lexington portrait represented Mrs.

Fieldin Lewis, General Washington's sister; while, upon the other hand, Pro

fessor . G. Brown, of Washington and Lee University, and Mr. Charles Henry

Hart, of Philadelphia, insisted that the Lexington portrait was of Mrs. Custis,

as had always been supposed.

There certainly is a strong resemblance in general treatment between this

‘ icture and two portraits extant of Mrs. Fielding Lewis, one by Copley, now at

armion, Virginia, and another by Woolaston. There is, however, a much

stronger likeness between these two portraits of Mrs. Lewis than either of

them bears to the Lexington ortrait of Mrs. Custis; and, while we realize that

the final word has not yet heen said upon this important point, Professor

Brown's arguments seem to us to carry the most weight, especially as he and

Mr. G. W. P. Oustis, of Arlin ton, are upon the same side of the question : “Mr.

Custis was born in 1781, an was brought up by Mrs. Washington at Mount

Vernon, where he lived until her death in 1802, he being at that time twenty

one years old. The picture was taken with others to Arlington, where Mr.

Cus_tis died in 1857. Among other pictures taken from Mount Vernon to

Arhpgton was one re resentin Mrs. Washington’s two children, John Parke

Cust1s [the father of W. P Custis and Martha Parke Custis, who died aged

seventeen. Is it at all likely that r. Custis, living as he did from his earliest

childhood _nntil manhood at Mount Vernon, should never have discovered that

the portrait which he believed was that of his grandmother was in fact that

of General_Washington’s sister Mrs. Lewis] ?” Another oint which has not

been especially emphasized is t at the portraits of Mrs. Lewis bear a strong

resemblance to those of General Washington, while there is no such resemblance

1n the Lexmgton portrait of Mrs. Custis.
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The Lexington portrait, representing :\ young Virginia girl in the

bloom of early matronhood, was painted during the life of Mrs.

, Washington's first husband, Daniel Parke Custis. In the same col

MRE FIELDING LE\VIS (BE'l'l‘\’ “’ABHINGTON).-—POR'l'RA'lT IN POSSBSION OF HER GREAT-GRANDSON

MR. R. HYRD I.1'".\\'lS, OF MARMION, \‘IRGlNl.L PAIKTED BY COPLEY IN 1750.

lection is a handsome portrait of Mr. Custis, and here also is the Peale

portrait of Washington in the costume of a Virginia colonel.

It was :1 still younger George Washington who wooed and won the

young Virginia matron, Martha Custis, for Peale’s portrait was painted

at forty, and we know that Washington was married in 1759,when he

Was not quite twenty-seven. It is of this Washington, in all the vigor
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and enthusiasm of young manhood, brave even to recklessness, as upon

the fatal field of Braddock, where he had two horses shot under him

and four bullets through his coat, that we like sometimes to think.

Earnest and industrious he seems to have been in the pursuit of pleasure

as well as of business, enjoying life as thoroughlyas any young country

gentleman with a stable full of fine horses, yet moderate in his pleasures

as in all else, being possessed of a well-balanced Anglo-Saxon temper

ament, and always, according to the simple rule of conduct of his own

Church, striving “ to do his duty in that state of life into which it had

pleased God to call him.”

One of our most distinguished portrait-painters read in Washing

ton’s face, with its large eye-sockets and great breadth between the

eyes, evidence of the strongest passions that belong to humanity. For

tunately for himself and for the world, those passions burned them

selves out in a pure flame, the strongest and most enduring of them

being love for his country. Not that that other passion common to

mankind was unknown to the young Washington, for as early as at

fifteen we find him writing about and sighing over the charms, not for

him, of a certain “Lowland Beauty.” Some clironiclers indeed think

that they have found reference to more than one “ Lowland Beauty,”

and the reader is hopelessly confused between Miss Mary Bland, of

Westmoreland, Miss Lucy Grymes, of the same place, and Miss Mary

Cary, all of whom seem to have been objects of aifection more or less

enduring until 1752, when Washington, in a letter written to Mr.

Fauntleroy, of Richmond, says that he hopes soon “ to see your sister

Miss Betsy and have from her a revocation of her cruel sentence.”

One of these fair ladies, Miss Mary Cary, Washington met at Belvoir,

the home of the Fairfaxes in Alexandria, where she was visiting

her sister, Mrs. George William Fairfax. He followed her home to

her father’s country-seat on the James, and here, so runs the tale, Mr.

Gary listened to the young man’s suit in silence, and when he had con

cluded rose from his chair, made him a low bow, and said that “if

that was young Mr. Washington’s errand at Celey’s his visit had better

terminate; his daughter having been accustomed to ride in her own

chariot.” This allusion to the poor estate of the suitor, who had then

only a younger son’s portion, not yet having inherited Mount Vernon,

is amusing in view of the fact that he was destined in his own right,

and in that of his wife, to become the wealthiest planter in Virginia.

Tradition says that when General \Vashington passed through Wil

liamsburg after the surrender of Lord Cornwallis at Yorktown, Miss

Cary, then the widow of Edward Ambler, was standing by an open

window watching the troops, and that the General saw her, raised his

sword, and saluted her, upon which she fainted dead away. The story

sounds a trifle problematical in view of the fact that all these unrequiting

loves of Washington seem to have been blessed with good llllsbands

and to have lived in happiness and peace, even if they did not attain

to the highest positions in the new republic; but the house where the

lady stood was recently pointed out to a party of tourists, and there

are still good people in \Villiamsbnrg who believe the tale. Some

years after these various “cruel sentences,” Colonel Washington went
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to Boston to confer with General Shirley with regard to the relative

position of Virginia oflicers and those who held a commission from

the king. This was in 1757, when Washin ton was in command of

the Virginia troops, and a certain Captain Dagworthy, of Maryland,

at the head of thirty men, undertook to outrank the Virginia com

mander by virtue of his king’s commission. To have the question de

cided by General Shirley and in his own favor seems not to have been

a very dilficult matter; but on the way to Boston Colonel Washington

stopped at the house of his friend Beverly Robinson, where he met a

sister-in-law of the host, Mary Philipse, a young and beautiful heiress,

who is said to have made a deep impression upon the heart of the

Virginia colonel.

The story of this love-affair has never been fully told, and there is

no especial reason why it should be; but, as Miss Philipse soon after

married her cousin, Colonel Roger Morris, it is reasonable to believe

that her affections were engaged before she met Colonel \Vashington,

and as he was paying his addresses to Mrs. Custis, and inditing letters

to Miss Cary, soon after, despite Colonel Cary’s rejection of his suit,

it looks as if serious cardiac complications had not ensued with either

party. A letter written during the expedition against Fort Duquesne

and recently unearthed by Dr. Edward Neill, of Philadelphia, abounds

in half~sentimental and half-playful allusions to Addison’s “Cato,” in

which Miss Cary was then playing the part of Marcia, and of which

the writer says that he would be “ doubly happy in being the Juba to

such a Marcia as she would make,” etc. As Dr. Neill points out,

many sentences admirably fit the case, as when Juba says,—

And in the shock of charging hosts remember

What glorious deeds should grace the man who hopes

For Marcia’s love.

To which Marcia replies,—

Juba might make the proudest of our sex,

Any of womankind but Murcia, happy.

Lucia.——And why not Marcia?

M'arcia..--While Cato lives, his daughter has no right

To love or hate but as his choice directs.

Cato, in the person of old Mr. Cary, continuing to live, and his choice

still directing his daughter away from glory and the young Virginia

hero, Washington, as if to make good his promise that Miss Cary

should hear something of him before long, planted the British flag

upon the ruins of Fort Duquesne, and a bit of news that “Marcia”

probably did not expect to hear quite so soon announced his approaching ,

nuptials with the widow Custis. Mr. Edward Everett introduces this

letter to Miss Cary into his article in Appletons’ Cyclopaadia on Wash

ington, but concludes that it was addressed to Mrs. Custis, while Dr.

Neill proves that it was written to Miss Cary. M.uch has been made

of this letter,—rnore, perhaps, than is warranted by the expressions of

the writer, which are not those of a lover, unless the following opening

lines may be so construed :
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“ DEAR MADAM:

“Do we still misunderstand the true meaning of each other’s letters?

I think it must appear so, though I would feign hope the contrary, as

I cannot speak plainer without—but I’ll say no more, and leave you

to guess the rest.”

This letter is evidently a reply to one from Miss Cary and sent with

the knowledge of her father, as it contains a message to Colonel Cary.

After giving a detailed account of the recent disastrous repulse

of Major Grant, Colonel Washington enters into a lively discussion of

the news contained in the lady’s letter:

“Your agreeable letter contained these words: ‘My sisters and

Nancy Gist, who neither of them expect to be here soon after our re

turn from town, desire you to accept their best compliments, &c.’

“Pray, are these ladies upon a matrimonial scheme? Is Miss

Fairfax to be transformed into that charming Domestick——a Martin

and Miss Cary to a Fa-re? ‘Vhat does Miss Gist turn to—a Cooke.

That can’t be; we have him here.

“One thing more and then have done. You ask if I am not

tired of the length of your letter? No, Madam, I am not, nor never

can be while the Lines are an Inch asunder to bring you in haste to

the end of the Paper, you may be tired of mine by this. Adieu, dear

Madam.”

Had Mrs. Custis been looking over the writer’s shoulder, she cer

tainly could have made no objection to this badinage, although she

might have asked for an explanation, as‘readers do to-day, of the

opening lines of this letter which was penned by her lover only a few

months before his marriage to her.

In this age of many questions a query has even been started as

to why Washington was so frequently rejected, with the satisfactory re

sults that usually attend such questions. One person suggests because

he was too modest and dilfident to interest the ladies; another that he

was poor in his early youth, and, lamest and most absurd of all reasons,

that he had not received a university education in England,—this last

before the dawn of the century of the new woman, when the chief

requirements that a Virginia girl exacted of her lover were to ride like

a centaur and to dance like a Chesterfield! In both of these elegant

accomplishments it is well known that Washington excelled, and also

that he clothed his handsome person in the most suitable and becoming

attire, if we may judge from the list of goods and articles of ap

parel imported by him, as well as from all descriptions of the young

soldier that have come down to us.

In and about the old town of Fredericksburg there are stories to

the eH'ect that Washington and his future wife met at Chatham during

her first marriage. There exists no proof of such a meeting, yet it is

not at all unlikely, as they moved in the same circle in life and knew

many of the same people. That Mrs. Custis should have been visiting

at the home of Colonel William Fitzhugh, in the sociable Virginia

ffishlon of the day, during the races, which were important social func

tions among the Southern planters, is not improbable, nor that Colonel
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Washington should have been there at the same time. Chatham,

although fallen into decay, is still a beautiful old house, situated on a

high blulf which is gained by ascending a series of terraces in front

and by a winding drive upon one side. The whole establishment is

now so dilapidated and deserted that it is ditficult to fancy it a scene

of festivity and merrymaking; but at one time Colonel Fitzhugh’s

hospitality was proverbial, even in Virginia, and his house was so

crowded, especially during the races, that he finally declared that he

must “leave Chatham or be eaten out of house and home.”

A Fredericksburg antiquary tells of a morning in December, 1862,

when General Robert E. Lee, from his “coigne of vantage” upon

Marye’s Heights, swept with his field-glass the beautiful country on

either side of the Rappahannock. Chatham, then in possession of the

Union army under General Burnside, was filled with Northern soldiers.

“As,” says the narrator, “Lee gazed long and earnmtly at the old

homestead upon the opposite bank, Stonewall Jackson rode up to him

and asked him what he was looking at.

“ ‘ At our brethren across the river,’ replied Lee.

“ ‘ Do you know anything of that fine old place?’ said Jackson.

“‘I should think sol’ exclaimed General Lee. ‘I courted my

wife there, and George did his courting there too.’ ”

General Robert E. Lee, we know, married Mary Custis, adaughter

of George Washington Parke Custis, and a grand-daughter of \Villiam

Fitzhugh of Chatham. His jocose allusion to George having done

his courting there too probably referred to one of the early love

affairs of Washington, most likely to his unsuccessful wooing of Lee’s

own grandmother, that “ Lowland Beauty” of whom the young sur

veyor wrote to his friend Robin at a tender age, and who later married

Henry Lee, Esq., of Virginia, and became the mother of Washington’s

favorite young otficer, Lighthorse Harry of the Revolution.

The first meeting of Colonel Washington and Mrs. Custis which

is chronicled in any history or record of the time was at the home

of Major Chamberlayne, in New Kent County, near the Pamunkey.

This house is still standing, although the White House, the residence

of Mrs. Custis, was destroyed during the civil war. As the story

runs, Colonel Washington, attended by his servant Bishop, was cross

ing Williams’s Ferry, which was directly opposite the Chamberlayne

house, on his way to the capital, where he had some business of im

portance with the Governor. Major Chamberlayne met Washington

at the ferry and pressed him to accept the hospitality of his house for

a day or two. Colonel Washington at first declined, in consequence

of the important nature of the business that called for his presence in

Williamsburg; but when the hospitable gentleman added to his per

suasions the inducement that the loveliest young widow in all Virginia

was under his roof, the young oflicer loosed his bridle-rein, accepted

the invitation to dine with Major Chamberlayne, and gave Bishop

orders to have the horses ready for departure at an early hour in the

afternoon.

Bishop, once the body-servant of General Braddock, had been

bequeathed by him to Colonel \Vashington.



588 THE WASHINGTONS IN VIRGINIA LIFE.

A marked characteristic of \Vashington was his power of attract

ing to himself “ all sorts and conditions of men.” Braddock, although

he unfortunately turned a deaf ear to his young oificer’s advice, was

deeply attached to him personally, which afl'ection he proved by leaving

him his servant and his favorite horse. When the British commander

lost his life in the western wilds of Pennsylvania, it was Washington

who rescued his body and over his grave in tl1e wilderness read the

solemn burial service of the Church of England.

 

MAJOR CHAMBERLAYNEYS HOUSE, NEAR WILLIABl5‘S FERRY, VIRGINIA.

The story of Washington’s brief, soldierly wooing has been often

told, but by no person who had better opportunities of giving a correct

version than Mr. Custis of Arlington, the adopted son of Washington.

He says, “Tradition relates that they were mutually pleased upon this

their first interview, nor is it remarkable; they were of an age when

impressions are the strongest. The lady was fair to behold, of fasci

nating manners, and splendidly endowed with worldly benefits. The

hero fresh from his early fields, redolent of fame,” etc. “The morning

passed pleasantly away ; evening came, with Bishop true to his orders,

firm at his post, holding his favorite charger with one hand, while the

other was waiting to offer the ready stirrup. The sun sank in the

horizon, yet the colonel appeared not, and the old soldier marvelled at

his chiet"s delay : surely he was not wont to be a single moment behind

his appointment, for he was the most punctual of men. Meantime the

host enjoyed the scene of the veteran on duty at the gate while the

colonel was so agreeably employed in the parlor, and, proclaiming that

no guest ever left his home after sunset, his military visitor was, with

out much ditficulty, persuaded to order Bishop to put up the horses

for the night. The sun rode high in the heavens the ensuing day

when the enamoured soldier pressed with his spur his charger’s side and

B}_)QBdBd on his way to the seat of government, where, having despatched

l]lS public business, he retraeed his steps, and at the White House the

engagement took place, with preparations for the marriage.”
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We are all familiar with Mr. Thackeray’s adroit weaving of this

love—story into his “Virginians,” and, re-reading the chapters in the

light of later Colonial research, are surprised at his accurate pres

entation of the life of the Old Dominion, which he says he found

more like the England of the Georges than the England of his own

day. In the hands of this master of style and fancy, the simple mis

take of the gossip, Mountain, who found in Colonel Washington’s

room some lines in which he speaks of his approaching marriage to

a well-endowed widow with two children, assumes the vivid colors

of reality, and, turning to the pages with trembling eagerness, we

feel that the cause of the Colonies hangs in the balance, that at any
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moment the great Virginia soldier may fall in a duel at the hands of

the young George \Varrington, or that the lad’s insolence may prove

even too much for the forbearance of Washington, and that in an hour

of just indignation he may consent to cross swords with the young

fellow who has been like a brother to him. It is all so life-like, so

spirited, that we forget the false chronology of placing Colonel VVash

ington’s engagement before the Braddock expedition, forget, indeed,

that the whole incident is a fabrication of the novelist, and rejoice

heartily over the démmement when stout Mrs. Mountain arrives breath

less upon the scene of action riding Madame Esmond’s pony, to

announce that she has made a mistake, that it is “the little widow

Curtis, not Madam Esmond, whom Colonel Washington is to marry.”

Mr. Lodge, in his “ Life of Washington,” which contains the most

human and balanced picture of the great man that has yet been given

to the reading world, presents a brilliant description of the wedding

of Colonel \Vashington and Mrs. Custis at St. Peter’s Church, New

Kent County. We do not doubt that the bride was attired in silk,
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satin, laces, and brocade, as Mr. Lodge says, or that the groom appeared

in blue and silver trimmed with scarlet, and that the buckles upon his

knees and upon his shoes were of solid silver; but we are inclined to

follow such accurate local historians as Dr. Tyler, of William and

Mary College, and Mr. W. G. Stanard, of Richmond, in their belief

JOHN AND MARTHA Clvsrls, STEP-CIHLDREN or or-zm-nun. wasnnurrou.-—raon ranrrrno,

BY wnsou, m rossrrsmn or usnnn/n. FUSTIS LEE, or LEXINGTON, VIRGXNIA.

that Mrs, Custis was married in her own house, which does away With

the pleasmg pictures of Lodge and Lossing, of the return of the bridal

procession from the church, the bride in a coach drawn by SlX horses:

the groom riding beside her upon a splendid horse, attended ‘by a number

of gentlemen.

As soon as Colonel VVashington’s oflicial duties permitted, he took
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his wife and her children to Mount Vernon, which was ever after a

home to them all in the truest sense of the word.

Nothing perhaps more perfectly reveals the fine fibre of this man

than his attitude toward his step-children, whose interests seem to have

been his from the first. In writing or speaking of them Washington

usually said “the children,” not “Mrs. VVashington’s children,” and

seldom “my step-children,” as if his feeling of proprietorship was

a pleasant part of his relation toward them.

An atmosphere of constraint and severity has always seemed to sur

round the home life at Mount Vernon, perhaps because the historians

of Washington have simply given us the outlines of that life without

those intimate personal details which, like the lights and shadows

in a picture, are as essential to its completeness as the sharper lines.

Then, again, there are certain productions of artists of the period

labelled “ Life at Mount Vernon” that are not calculated to make that

life appear in attractive colors. In one, familiar to most of us, General

Washington, dignified to rigidity, sits beside a table with a map spread

before him ; Mrs. Washington, seated opposite to him, panoplied about

with all the stateliness of which her small person is capable, has laid

her fan upon the map, while she resolutely looks into vacancy; the

Custis children are standing near their adopted parents, their eyes also

fixed upon vacancy; while a negro servant standing behind Madam’s

chair gives a touch of Virginia color to the scene. .

To have the Washington family pictured to us as always studying,

or rather not studying, a map, is about as true to life as to have the

Garfield family or the Harrison family

presented as eternally singing hymns to

the music of a melodeon, as they have

appeared in certain chromos. It is,

however, such pictures in books and in

print-shops that often color our ideas

of persons and places. While great

grandchildren and great-great-nieces of

Mrs. Washingt0n’s are still living, who

can recall the recollections of grand

mothers and great-aunts who visited

Mount Vernon in their youth and who

have told them of the simple, generous

hospitality of that old Virginia man

sion, some picture of the Washingtons

as they lived in their own home may

still be traced upon paper to serve the JOHN P-HIKE cvs‘"s' MRS WAs*""‘=T°"'B
- . sex. sun AIDE-DE-CAMP 10 GENERAL

generations to COKDG. Somethmg sweet \VASHl.\l(-'TON.—FROM SMALL PORTRAIT

and sacred there is in these treasured §,‘,,,"E‘,%',;"§.,f.".‘,‘;"*;‘,;-E,‘.’i,.$:§2;’;‘,.f"’

family recollections, and as they are

opened for us we catch a whiff of lavender and rose-leaves from the

linen-closets of Mount Vernon. ‘We seem to hear the voice of the mis

tress in her hall or garden, directing her numerous servants, or giving the

gardener some directions about her favorite rose-bushes, while she waits

for the General to come home to breakfast. He has been up for hours,
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and yet it is not a late breakfast that is served at the mansion house,

although the master has been riding over his farm and the mistress has

already attended to many household matters. The delicious old Vir

ginia breakfast to which they sit down is done ample justice to by the

General, who, although never a large eater, was blessed with a healthy

appetite, which had been whetted by a ride in the fresh air, which in

the busy season sometimes extended from one end of the plantation to

the other, a distance of ten miles. A most interested, energetic farmer

was General Washington, and the fact that barrels of flour bearing the

Mount Vernon mark were always passed without inspection was a dis

tinction of which the owner was as proud as of some of his military

honors.

The Washingtons seldom sat down to table alone, and there were

always children and young people gathered about the board; in the

early days of their married life there were the two Cuslis children,

Martha and John, and later George VVashington Parke Custis, the

adopted son of the General, and Eleanor, the darling grand-daughter

who was like an own daughter to both husband and wife. Scarcely a

day passed without bringing guests to Mount Vernon, says Dr. Toner,

visitors from the other Colonies, foreign travellers, relatives, or neigh

boring planters. This was so even during the early years of their

marriage, when the Washingtons entered freely into the social life of

the countryside. The General frequently recorded in his diary a visit

or a dinner at some neighbor’s, or going with Mrs. Washington and

the children to Mr. Fairf'ax’s to stand godfather to his third son, or

fox-hunting with Colonel Bassett, Mr. Fairfax, and Jacky Custis, or

coming home to find that a number of guests had arrived during his

absence; and,although the master of Mount Vernon owned a hundred

cows, he sometimes humbly records in his diary that he has had to buy

butter. Such recollections and notes do not suggest dulness, but rather

generous, open-handed country living. In later days, after the war,

so many strangers of note came to visit General Washington in his

home that he wrote to his mother that his house was little better than

a “well assorted inn.”

\Vhatever those who visited this old mansion upon the Potomac may

have thought of the life there, it was ever the dearest spot upon earth

to its master and mistress. General Washington wrote in his diary,

when he quitted his home in April, 1789, to enter upon his duties as

Chief Executive of the new nation, “ About ten o’clock I bade adieu

to Mount Vernon, to private life and to domestic felicity, and, with a

mind oppressed with more anxious and painful sensations than I have

words to express, set out for New York ;” while Mrs. Washingtoll

alw_a_vs spoke of the days spent away from home amid the stir and

excitement of public life as “ lost days.”

Anne H'ollingswort/I VVharl0n.
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35ooks§ of the zlfluuth.

One can fancy the shade of Herman Melville descending to

T1“ Ebbins of the place a wreath of approval on the brow of Louis Becke.

gédej s°“th 8',‘ Here is all of Melville’s rare descriptive quality his ad

uriu. By Laura . ,

Becke. venture and romance, hrs languorous love of the tropical

beauty, and his knowledge of human motive, whether under

a dark or a light skin ; but beside these unusual gifts Louis Becke possesses one

which combines and unifies them all. He has a distinctly dramatic trait which

Melville lacked, and his brief, keen stories impress the mind as when a sudden

flash has revealed a whole dark landscape. Melville wrote lengthy novels to

say what Louis Becke condenses into a ten-page tale.

Those who read By Reef and Palm, published last year through the Lippin

cotts, will eagerly secure this further volume by the same author. The Ebbing

of the Tide is a collection of twenty-one South Sea stories, dealing with the

vagabond whites who drifted there as transported criminals or as shipwrecked

sailors, beachcombers, traders, sheep-raisers, and with the natives of soft dark

face and musical voice that turns the harsh British Brice into Paraisi. Love,

jealousy, maternal afi‘ection, industryI duty, and religious fervor, all are illus

trated as native traits, and when shown as Mr. Becke well knows how; among

the sleepy seas and tall shadowy forests of tropic archipelagoes, the fascination

of this far-ofi' people so like ourselves, yet so remotely different, becomes intense.

Let one story stand for all. It shall be Baldwin’: Loisé. She was a captive,

and, being adopted by a white trader and his wife, assumed the ways of civil

ization. But once a skipper came who told of her distant people, and then her

heart leaped back to the old savage life. She was very beautiful, and the skipper

loved her, so he took her, when she secretly boarded his craft, to her own

people. There on the island of Rikitea she lived with Baldwin, an old trader,

who, growing penitent, at last married her. Then came Brice, young and hand

some, a guest of Baldwin, and her young heart was captured. She loved him

madly, and he loved her in the lawless way of the South Seas, but he was

loyal to his father’s old friend, and shut his eyes against her. One nightas

Baldwin slept he was slain. The long mat-making needle pierced his heart.

Loisé disappeared; but after a while she came back, and Brice married her.

When she came to die she confessed her deed: “ Yes, I killed him; for I loved

you, and that night I went mad l”

The titles of the tales are characteristic, and to quote a few will give the

reader something of the tone of this picturesque and captivating volume.

Luliban of the Pool, a Ponapé legend; At a Kava-Drinking, introducing some

ship’s people on “ a veranda facing the white shimmering beach,” to whom is

told a native tradition while they drink their kava; Auriki Reef, a reminis

cence of the Marshall Group; In Nouméa, an episode of a loyal tar and alight

love who jilted him ; Nell of 1l[ulIincr’s Camp, “ a God-forsaken piece of country

in North Queensland,” and Deechard of Oneaka, which takes us to the Gilbert

Group, “that chain of low-lying sandy atolls annexed by the British govern

ment two years ago.” These are only a few of the tales, and we envy the reader
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who takes them up afresh without a suspicion of the treat which is in store

for him. The volume is a handsome product of the modern art of book-making,

which fits it to take an enduring place in the library, public or private.

There are few women authors of surer literary touch and

Mr" R°“‘“"' 3’ nicer moral tone than Miss Rosa Nouchette Carey, and to

Ross Nouchetta _ .

cmy, announce a new story by her 1s to spread for a multitude

of readers their periodical treat. Her list is a long one

now. There are fourteen novels standing to her credit, and five inimitable

stories for girls; but we venture to say that there is not a sleepy page through

out the list, and the brilliant ones are countless.

This last tale, called Mrs. Romney, which the Lippincotts have just issued

in their popular Select Novel Series, is the record of a. fine titled family in mid

England, whose two sons are typical good fellows of a hearty stock, and whose

wives are entirely deserving of them. But the betrothed of Captain Carfax is

rich, and Mrs. Romney Oarfax was poor,—that is the only difference in a charm

ing circle. Mrs. Romney is the life of the great house where she lives with her

husband and his parents, Sir Henry and Lady Oarfax, until suddenly a cloud

descends upon the happiness of the group. A secret estranges Mr. and Mrs.

Romney, which for a time eclipses the day-dream of their existence. Mrs. Rom

ney visits a strange man, sick and destitute, and Elsie, who is engaged to the

captain, is unwillingly made aware of the fact. She acts like the little lady she

is, and all comes out right; but the reader is pleasantly apprehensive until it

does.

Th ' What a matchless wealth of adventure could Henry Kings
: Mystery of the . -

m,,,d_ 3, m,,,., ley compress into a few hundred pages of prmtl Here, in

Kingsley. Inu|- his tale of “Bush and Pampas, wreck and treasure trove,”

;‘”::;:e by w“"“‘ called The Mystery of the Island, he glides from Australia

' to Pelsart's Island, from South America to England, as

easily and as naturally as if he were navigating some threshold brook, and the

reader, young or old, is never allowed to be fatigued or amazed, because the

pace is so rapid and the narrative so delightful.

No recommendation is needed for such a standard as this, saving to say that

each new generation will want to make the acquaintance of Captain Smythe

and his son Clare, of H.M.S. War-Hawk, and of the gallant Captain Killick,

who loved Mabel Smythe, the daughter. Every one knows how the War-Hawk

was supposed to have gone down with all on board, and how Captain Smythe and

Clare were saved; how James Pritchard was transported for a crime he was

innocent of, and finally escaped from Pelsa.rt’s Island, where, later, he, with

Lord Marcus D'Este, discovered the treasure; but every one has not been for

tunate enough to secure the thrilling tale in so taking an edition as this just

put forth by the J. B. Lippincott Company, and never before has it been so ably

illustrated.

A right Wm: hm \Vhen Mrs. Alexander sends forth a novel for English

By Mrs. Alexnn‘ler_ readers the world over, it is sure to be worthy of her great

reputation. She has never taken a backward step, never

Palldered to prevailing fads, never sacrificed the latest work to the fame of the

e=1l'lik?l'- For good. clean, entertaining, and enduring fiction commend us to the

author of Found Wami"9- For Hts Sake, and of this last of her alluring books,
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A Fight with Fate. Each one is new, each one picturesque in its own character

istic way, and a shelf full of her novels is a perennial well-spring of amuse

ment.

A Fight with Fate (Lippincotts) tells the story of a young English girl

of the middle class who undergoes the immitigable dolor of becoming secretary

to a rich but rather vulgar woman named Mrs. Garston. Mrs. Garston has

earlier, and in India, won the temporary regard of the blasé but impoverished

nobleman Lord Lynford, and now, as a rich widow, she determines to have his

title, if not his love. But the noble vagabond has had an earlier affair of the

heart with a. jilting lady who much resembled Beatrice Verner, and the simple

directness and sweet maidenliness of the secretary give pause to his cynical

moods and make a man of him. There is a counter—plot, in which a rich

Australian and his crippled grandson appear, and these, growing fond of

Beatrice and giving her a lovely home worthy of her deserts, bring her at last

to the consummation of the love-match which is the foreshadowed goal of the

enticing narrative.

The book has all the charm of style and sprightliness of conversation so

characteristic of its author, and it introduces us to a group of English people

interesting in word and deed.

The aspects of English high life are rarely presented in

;F‘;fl1;f“lA::"li"f;'- fiction in a more attractive, real, and lively way than in

Rzwlmzl e H 8 the novels of Efiie Adelaide Rowlands. Her two previous

novels, 1l[_1/ Pretty Jane and The Spell qf Ursula, are familiar

to readers of the Lippincott publications, and they have won for their author a

warm welcome whenever she appears anew.‘

The last story of this gifted novelist is called A Faithful Traitor, just

published by J. B. Lippincott Co., and it introduces us to quite a new circle of

English aristocrats, who oscillate between London and the provinces and do those

things which all British swells are wont to do through the changing seasons.

But around this social nucleus is formed a love-story full of sad and bright

places, which possesses in a marked degree the power that has hitherto char

acterized Miss Rowlands at her best. Elizabeth Druro is the heroine, Sir

Antony Peile the hero. Elizabeth is the companion and supposed heir of her

rich grandmother Mrs. Latimer. This queer old lady dies, and leaves all her

money to Richard Saville, who is the guardian of Sir Antony. Both he and

his ward are in love with Elizabeth, and when Sir Antony seems on the point

of winning her his “dear old Dick” turns traitor and reveals that the youth

has a wife in America.

Based upon this diflicult situation, the story proceeds to a climax which

we shall not anticipate, but it is reasonable to say that in style, character, and

interest readers of light fiction will find A Faithful Traitor one of the very

best novels of its kind.

Novels of provincial England, like George Eliot's and

53);, 1:; Thomas Hardy's, always possess an innate charm for us

Mali“ s,,.g,;,,,, dwellers in a newer and less verdurous clime, and in this

sweet and idyllic story by Adeline Sergeant there is so

much of the quiet charm, so tranquil a background for a turbulent passage in

two noble lives, that we feel the leafy shadows and grassy field-ways, and recog

nize in them the fitting accessories for the people whom we meet in them.



596 BOOKS OF THE MONTH.

The Failure of Sibyl Fletcher would be accounted a shining success by quiet

souls who love the country and whose ideas of marriage have not been devel

oped in the hot-house atmosphere of cities. Sibyl Fletcher was an artist in

water-color who was engaged to Clement Atherley, an art critic in London.

But the swain grew cool in love, and preferred Ethel Brooke, a blonde beauty

with none of Sibyl’s intellect. This drove Sibyl away to Ashdale, where the

chief man of the village was Michael Drage. He fell in love with her, though

far her inferior in station, and she with him, so that they were both miserable,

for neither dared tell the other. Sibyl painted with new feeling and brilliancy

under this stimulus, and her failure was turned into a great London success.

She went back to Ashdale, and Michael still sought her, until at last, in a

moment of mad frenzy, he threatened to throw her into a bottomless pool of

Ashdale caves if she would not swear to marry him. This she did under press

ure; but the scene caused an estraugement. How it all came out must be left

to the devices of the delighted reader, who will be glad of the pleasant ending

to the grim wooing of Michael, and perhaps not be sorry for the unhappy lot

of Clement Atherley.

The J. B. Lippincott Company have published the volume in admirable

taste, and it adds a standard novel of character and idyllic love-making to the

already long list of good stories put forth by this house.

It will be good news to the later friends of Captain King

:“ctY;‘_°°";‘:“°l"‘ that a treat spread by him for the earlier group is to be

Kl;,,g;“{Tt1si_nA_ “cl served up anew. Kitty's Conquest wm not only a triumph

over a loyal soldier, but she conquered a world of readers

years ago, and all these, with thousands more, will thank the Messrs. Lippin

cott for this new edition in paper covers.
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CHAPTER I.

Y father, Hugo Livingston, of Mount Livingston, Philadelphia,

may be compared to a superb annual which, towering skyward,

blooms bravely for a season, but dies rootless, leaving to those who

have loved and admired it tender memories of beauty and fragrance,—

nothing more.

He inherited early in life a good understanding, a fine estate, a

famous cellar of Madeira, and the handsomest legs in America. These,

in combination, furnished himself and his friends with an abundance

of meat, drink, and entertainment. He spent his money like a prince,

and, wherever he went, scattered broadcast both dollars and jests.

Need I add that his purse grew lighter than his laughter‘?—that he

died full of years and honors,-—a pauper?

A brilliant man of the world, he never attempted to make money,

because, as he often observed, the catchpenny cares of a merchant or

banker wore away, by constant attrition, the bloom of high breeding,

-——that exquisite veneer Which distinguishes from the common herd the

gentleman of lineage, leisure, and culture.

My 1nother—sweet soul l I can scarce recall her faoe——-was a

Schermerhorn: her full-length portrait (by the younger West) hangs

to-day in the gallery of Barabbas Boulde. The curious will please

note that it is flanked on the left by a remarkable picture of a sapphire

and diamond necklace, a masterpiece of Meissonier (the great French

man has paid but scant attention to the coarse, putty-colored features

of Martha Boulde, rightly considering that the gems, not the woman,

deserved immortality), and on the right by a Madonna of Andrea del

Sarto. Between these two presentments of things material and things

spiritual stands my dear mother, who settled with the nicest adjustment

1n her own lovely person the conflicting claims of body and soul. My

595
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father has said a thousand times that she loved him tenderly to_ the day

of her death,—I was barely ten years old when this great misfortune

befell n1e,—and he swore fondly that of all the women he had met she

alone had enshrined herself in his heart as the kindest, the truest, and

the purest of her sex.

So much for my elders and betters.

Before my father died, he gave me some advice. He had little

else to bestow.

“Hugo,” said he (I was named after him), “what are your plans

for the future?”

“ The future?” I replied, vaguely: “ upon my soul, I’ve been so

occupied with the present”—I had just been graduated from Ya|€—

“ that the future has not had my consideration.”

“Hugo,” said my father, gravely, “ you are young and ardent;

and to such the choice of a profession is no ha’penny matter.”

“There is the law.” -

“ You would make a sorry lawyer.”

“I might go VVest.” _

“The farmer, Hugo, is the historical fool. Go East, if you WIB_h

to travel: the Pierian spring is not to be found in Colorado or Cali

fornia. If you were an Englishman, I should advise the army 01‘

navy; but you are too old, and our oificers play but a paltry role

As a money-grubber you would have to sacrifice on the altar of Mam

mon your youth, your breeding, your conscience/’—I quote my father

1:erbatim, neither endorsing nor condemning his words,—“and that

precious thing, your leisure.”

“ What am I to do ?” _ .

“Make haste slowly, my dear lad. The small sum you Inherit

under your mother’s will is sufficient to carry you, afoot, all over

Europe. Your face, name, and wits should prove passports to de0ell,t

society. Leave this question of a profession sub jud'ice; but d0l1|5

idle, and, wherever you may be, set apart so many hours each day to

serious study.”

Conceding that my father was a man of prejudice, I submit that

his advice was sound as a Newtown pippin, and came not amiss. I

believe in the conservation of energy, and his words chimed harmo

niously with my own nebulous ambitions. Accordingly, some {W0

months after his funeral I decided to set forth upon my travels, bemg

reasonably certain that he knew me better than I knew myself, and

doubting nothing of his alfection and solicitude for my welfare

“ The Lord help you 1” said my mother’s cousin, a famous bHI_1kel‘,

who had offered me a stool in his counting-l10use. “ You are a bigger

fool than your father.”

“Did you ever tell my father to his face that you considered him

a fool?”

I looked him fiercely in the eye, and he stammered out, “ N-n-no.”

“ I thought not. I have his whip in my possession, sir, and know

how to use it.”

In this Cambyses vein I cut adrift from an influential kinsman
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who had good-naturedly flung me a tow-line. In his wake I might

have steered my bark to fortune, lolling at ease in the stern sheets;

but I was no parasite, and my dear father’s good name was my most

precious possession.

For two years I jogged cheerily along the high-roads of life,

avoiding as much as pomible the by-paths, the vias tenebrosas, and

following the finger of Fancy, surely the most complaisant courier in

the world. The (lame, however, amused herself at my expense upon

several occasions. I ate a haggis in Scotland, and some blutwurst in

Berlin; but, thanks to her, I listened to Tannhiiuser at Bayreuth, saw

the moon rise out of the Adriatic at Venice, floated down the Danube

from Vienna to Bucharest,—an enchanting voyage,—travelled across

Norway in a cariole, and skated through Holland. Finally I settled

down in London to eighteen months’ hard work as a journalist.

But the tramp fever was in my veins, and the daughters of Themis

had a tangled skein to unravel. Thus it came to pass that in the

spring of ’81 I registered my name at the Acropolis Hotel of San

Francisco. I had passed leisurely from state to state, and my small

capital had assumed microscopical proportions. With the exception

of half a dozen magazine articles,—s0me of them not paid for,—I

had done no work. But I carried good letters of introduction, had

accumulated plenty of material, and confronted the future with a grin

upon my face.

In this mood, looking at the world through rose-colored goggles, I

sat down to breakfast upon the morning succeeding my arrival at the

Acropolis, and picked up the morning paper. I was carelessly scan

ning its columns, when the following advertisement met my eye:

“'WANTED—A young, strong, healthy man, graduate of a university

preferred, who must be an athlete, a scholar, and :1 gentleman. Large

salary to right man. Apply Omega, between the hours of ten and

eleven, at the Consolidated Savings Bank.”

Reading these lines, I speculated vaguely in regard to the number

of young men in California who would consider themselves eligible

candidates for the “large salary,” and, pursuing this train of thought,

I reflected that it might be amusing to present myself, between the

hours of ten and eleven, at the Consolidated Savings Bank.

Accordingly I did so.

It was the gratification of an absurd whim (unless we take into

consideration the daughters of Themis), but it involved me in an

amazing adventure.

To my infinite surprise, the bank was not surrounded by a crowd

of athletes; and the cashier informed me, with a silky smile, that

Omega was within and alone.

“The San Francisco youth,” said I, “ must be singularly modest.”

“Admirable Crichtons,” he rejoined, “are scarce as black tulips.

Do I understand, sir, that you are an applicant?”

Up to this moment I had not considered this very obvious question.

None the less I replied, promptly, “ Yes.”
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He looked me up and down, a queer smile curling his lips. Then

he held out his hand for my card.

“My name,” I replied, lightly, “is—Alpha.”

The cashier nodded pleasantly, and disappeared. Wl1en he re

turned, after an absence of ten minutes, his smile was still more

accentuated.

“Omega,” he murmured, “ IS in the President’s private room.

Kindly follow me.”

I obliged him, and found myself inflating my chest and squaring

my shoulders. Upon such occasions a man Wishes to cut as fine a

figure as possible; and I’ll confess that the enigmatic smile of the

cashier piqued me not a little. Feeling that I had embarked upon a

fool’s errand, I followed my guide down a corridor and into a hand

some room.

At a large desk was a small man, out of whose dried-up, wrinkled,

pock~marked face gleamed a remarkable pair of eyes. The owner of

these waved me to a chair. I bowed and sat down.

I‘ Mr. ?”

“Alpha.”

“ Mr. Alpha, let me give you my card.”

Upon this was engraved a well-known name,—Mark Gerard. I

hastened to return the compliment.

“Ah—Livingston. Yes, yes; son of Hugo Livingston?”

“I am.”

“ University man ?”

“ Yale.”

“An athlete?”

“I played right tackle on the football team, and I hold the amateur

record for putting the shot.”

The man of millions lay back in his padded chair and half shut

his eyes. From beneath pulfy lids he scrutinized me sharply, stroking

the while an imperial which sprouted sparsely upon a pointed chin.

“ And your scholarship, sir ?”

“I must refer you to the faculty.”

He grunted approval.

“How are you fixed—financially ?"

“Two hundred and fifteen dollars and thirty-five cents make up

the sum total of my capital.”

“ Aheml and a stranger to our city. Well, Mr. Livingston," he

chuckled softly, “I’ll strain a point and be perfectly frank with you

It happens that I can use a young man like yourself if—if he be pre

pared to encounter danger—I say danger—in my service. Does the

word danger daunt you ?”

“ Not particularly.”

“ ’m willing to pay the right man ten thousand a year.”

“ And the nature of the service, Mr. Gerard?”

' He held up a lean hand. “ ardon me, Mr. Livingston, we Will

dlSOI.lSS that presently. In consideration of the magnitude of the

salary, you may reasonably infer that the services required will be out

of the common. All your energies, capacities, potentialities, must be
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petit.

devoted to my interests. I need, not to put a fine point on it, a faith

ful slave.”

“ I think,” I said, rising, “that I’ll wish you good-morning.”

He frowned and tapped impatiently upon the table.

“ I've no fancy,” I remarked, “ for golden chains.”

“Pooh, pooh, my boy ! Excuse an old man’s bluntness, but don’t

be a fool. This is the opportunity of your life. I like your face, I

like your name, and I am sure you can put the shot. Your deltoids

are admirably developed. You are, possibly, the only man this side

of the Rockies who can fill the bill. What, may I ask,-—now, don’t

get angry,—-do you consider yourself worth as an employee?”

“ I can earn with my pen about two hundred dollars a. month.”

He laughed contemptnously.

“ What a princely income for the son of Hugo Livingston!”

“ Do I understand,” said I, “ that you wish to engage me now and

instruct me in my duties later?”

“Exactly. You are a football-player, Mr. Livingston, an expert

at the game. You must have taken part in many a contest, not know

ing what the outcome would be. You risked your limbs, your life

even, for glory. The services I shall require at your hands may de

mand the exercise of those qualities which distinguished you on the

campus. I can say no more. ’

My curiosity was stimulated. By some freak of destiny a ten

thousand dollar salary was flung in my face. Pauperemque dives me

“ You have said enough,” I replied. “ I can’t afford to let such a

chance slip. If you want me, I’m your man.”

“ Good. Will you dine with me to-morrow?”

I accepted promptly, and took my leave. The cashier eyed me

askance, and I nodded carelessly in response to his unspoken question.

“So he’s given you the job,” he muttered. Then he smiled, de

risively, I thought, and sputtered out,—

“ My congratulations.”

I returned to the Acropolis, and ordered luncheon,—something

worthy of the occasion, to wit: a nice little cold pint of Clicquot, some

pompauo,-—in flavor the mullet of the Pacific,—a Chateaubriand truflie,

and a Parmesan omelet. The old Roman proverb, a favorite of my

poor father’s,—-spero infestia, metuo aeczmdia,——pricked my sensibilities,

and also my appetite. Ten thousand dollars—great Scott, what an

income !—-were not to be lightly earned. A smart tap on my right

shoulder dismissed such speculations.

“ Hello, Hugo,” said a familiar voice. “ VVhat the deuce are you

doing in California? Taking care of yourself, I see.”

He glanced at the débris of my luncheon as we shook hands. I

had not seen George Poindexter for many moons, and I welcomed him

warmly.

“ Of course,” he said, awkwardly, taking the chair next mine, “ I

read of your father’s financial troubles and subsequent death. I trust,

old man, you saved something from the wreck?”

“ Not a nickel.”
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As we smoked our cigars in the court-yard, walking up and down

beneath the palms, George asked me many questions, which I answered.

He was a native son of the Golden West, heir to large interests, and

as good and kindly a fellow as I could wish to meet. Presently he

said, “ I suppose you’re looking out for a berth ?”

“ I have one already.”

“A good one?”

“ Ten thousand a year,” I replied, lightly.

“Phew !—Ten thou You’re joking, Hugo.”

“Not much.” I pulled the Enquirer from my pocket, and showed

George the “ad.” “ I applied for that,” I said, “and got it.”

Poindexter halted, an amazed light in his hazel eyes. Then he

whistled and laughed.

“ \Vhere’s the joke?” I demanded.

“ Not on you,” he replied, “ but on us. The fact is, that ‘ad’ has

been running for six months, and during that time hundreds have

presented themselves at the bank, in vain. Now you, an effete Phila

delphian, carry off the prize. Why, men got tired of applying. Old

Gerard just looked at ’em and gave ’em the bounce. But, Hugo, What

does the old duck want you to do?”

“ That, George, is a secret.”

“Oh ! I beg pardon.”

“ Not necessary. The secret is a secret to me.”

“ It is? You don’t mean to say you’ve accepted the job blindly?”

I detected a note of anxiety in his voice which puzzled me. George,

of course, knew the financier; and upon that knowledge I decided to

draw liberally.

“It was there to take or leave, George. What sort of a man is

Gerard ? Tell me about him.”

“He’s a holy terror, Hugo. And another thing: if he pays you

ten thousand dollars a year, he will expect to get value received. YOU

can gamble on that.”

Poindexter liked the sound of his own voice, and I encouraged him

to talk. It appeared that Mark Gerard was a most singular person

He had accumulated a large fortune by sucking—I quote Poindexter-—

other men’s brains; and this vampire-like quality endeared him to few.

He was generous as a caliph, if he liked a man; but he had no friends.

He was secretive in his business methods, and sensual in his pleasures.

Certain stories, George added in a whisper, were afloat in clubland ;

stories that hinted at a double life,—a Hyde and Jekyll existence

Gerard had been known to disappear for months at a time, leaving no

clue to his whereabouts. Such persons, according to George, should be

handled with tongs.

The nature of these communications was not reassuring; but I had

no wish to cancel my dinner en gement. On the contrary, I cursed

the laggard hours which yawne between apprehension and compre

hens1ou.

“ I wonder,” said George, as We parted, “ if that old fox chose you

use you’re a stranger.” This hypothesis I had overlooked.

Upon the morrow I duly presented myself at the Gerard mansion
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I possessed a suit of dress-clot-hes, in which I arrayed myself with

lively satisfaction. I hadn’t tied a white cravat for over a year, and

my hand had lost something of its cunning; but I felt at home in my

sables and—-I will not say a gentleman, for every son of the Golden

West is a gentleman, but—a gentilhomme.

My patron greeted me with a keen glance. He wore, what he had

worn the day before, a plain business suit; and he received me in the

librar .

“(%‘ocktail ?” he asked, abruptly.

I bowed ; and the butler brought the drinks.

“ To your very good health,” said Gerard, with his queer stare.

“ At your service, sir.”

“I hope so,” he replied, with an odd chuckle. “You’ve a fine

appetite, eh? That’s right. And I’m going to give you a dinner

worthy of it. Yes, yes; a dinner fit for a prince.”

He led the way to his dining-room, and we sat down téte-d-téte. Mr.

Gerard plied me with questions, and his servants with meat and drink.

“ Know many people on this coast?” he asked, as he gulped down

his soup, a wonderful purée of chicken, with asparagus points in it.

“ Not a soul, except George Poindexter.”

“ Ahem !” He frowned. “The less you see of him the better. I

presume he was at Yale with you. Just so. A fool! Leave fools

alone. I’m afraid of fools. Knaves I can handle.”

He gobbled up his fish, and tried a new tack.

“ You ain't engaged to be married?” he blurted out. “ No? Glad

to hear it. And you said you were an orphan—eh ?”

“ I don’t think so; but I am an orphan.”

“ Good ! I mean”—he blinked and grinned at his slip—“ I mean,

my boy, that for the game ahead it’s better for you to b<.h-er—free.”

“ You spoke yesterday of slavery.”

“Ha, ha! so I did, so I did. Well, well, we’re all slaves, ain’t

we? I’m a slave to my millions: you ought to be a slave to your

appetite and--er—the exigencies of youth. You _were brought up in

luxury ? Your father was a rich man ?”

“ Yes."

_“ I ,know all about that. How does this Chateau Yquem suit your

alate ? ’
P I became enthusiastic immediately. My father’s cellars in Phila

delphia were famous, but he had never owned such wine as this, and I

said so. He seemed pleased.

“ I’ll give you a bottle of Lafitte after dinner,” he said, solemnly,

“ which you will appreciate. I’m glad you know the difference between

good wine and bad,—between dining, as we are dining, and mere eating.

You like pictures, eh ?”

“That one belonged to us," I said, glancing gloomily at a fine

Constable.

“ I’ll let you have it—when you want it—at the price I gave for it.”

He named a considerable sum. “ You would like”—he peered at me

from behind his glass—“ to buy back the old acres?”

“Yes,” I replied, with energy, “ I would.”
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“Things are coming your way, my boy. Lucky, now, wasn’t it,

that you read that little ‘ad’? How long, at, say, thirty dollars a

month, would it take to buy that picture, or a dozen cases of this wme

? Eh? eh ?”evenFifty minutes later the dinner (as he said, a dinner fit for a prince)

came to an end, and we returned to the library, where coffee was served

in some wonderful Belleek china cups. Then my host unlocked a gro

tesquely carved Chinese cabinet and produced some curious cigars,

cigars never seen in the market, long and thin, with outside leaves of

velvety fineness, and a fragrance which lingers still in my memory.

These‘ we lighted, and Gerard, sitting near me with his back to the

l m ' hed softl .a Iicsdigifess that>I was nervous. The elaborate dinner, the rare wines,

the talk, turning as it had upon the glory and desirability of things

material, had stirred my senses, but aroused my suspicions. Why, I

asked myself, why this parade of wealth, this worship of the Golden

Calf ‘Z Gerard, watching me with shrewd blinking eyes, mterpreted

my thoughts.

“Contrast,” he said, abruptly, “colors our lives.”

“And the jade,” I returned, “seems to paint blindfold: all the

pigments on her palette lavished upon one fellow, while his brother

man, more deserving possibly, must content himself with a daub of

neutral ra .”
“ Ygurycolorless man,” snapped my host, “is not contented; and,

take my word for it, the under dog in the fight—who seems to have

your sympathy—generally deserves to be bitten. I have tried to-night,

my lad, to emphasize the difference between the rich man and the poor

man. I have done it,—eh ?”

Th h “ h ?” k d e.“Y?e:,’”rI) ar1eswe1'eId1,0cvzilr1iely,ntho11gh my pulse was running _riot:

“ you have made me realize, in a way I could scarcely have beheved

possi‘b1l&e,51ll1that I've lost? d tl t b f d _n ”

‘ n a , my young men 1a may e onn agai .

“Yes,” I returned, bitterly, “ but the cost-, sir ?—-the moral and

l ' ' l ' wh' h ust be aid?”P U ‘s‘KI?mP(:(l)(iiiing]tc(> thit. Yeliterday, as soon as you had left the bank,

I wired the President of Yale, and received his answer before sundown.

It was more than satisfactory. I’m proud to entertain so distinguished

a guest. And now, as my time is valuable, to business! I must con

fide in you. That confidence, no matter what happens, must never be

abused.”

“Not by me,” I answered, firmly. _ _

“ I’m willing to pay you,” he said, slowly, never taking his piercing

eyes from my face, “the large salary of ten thousand dollars a year If

you will take upon yourself the duties and responsibilities Of being-"

he paused, and the pitch of his voice dropped, “of being tutor and

guardian to my only son.”

“ Your son ?” I stammered. “I understood you had no son.”

“Hush! I have a son, a pretty lad,”—-his harsh tones softened,

“ whom I love well,—too well for my peace of mind or body-”
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“But where is he ?” I exclaimed.

He ignored my question, and coutinued,—

“ The reasons which have forced me, sorely against my will, to

keep my child’s existence a secret from tl1e world are these.”

CHAPTER II.

THE reasons, however, remained for a minute or two longer in his

own possession. An idea, a happy thought, brought a strange sparkle

to his eyes, as he rose from his chair, crossed the room, and unlocked

a despatch-box. From this he drew a red morocco case, which he

opened and handed silently to me. It contained a beautiful miniature.

“ A very lovely woman,” I said.

“ My wife, sir.”

I glanced involuntarily at my host’s wrinkled face. \Vas it pos

sible that once he had played the enchanting part of Romeo to such a

Juliet as this? Or had she married him for his wealth?

He held out his lean fingers for the miniature, and, leaving it in the

palm of his hand, continued:

“I met her at Red Gulch, where I made so much money. You

have heard of the Black Gulch excitement; and you know, possibly,

how and why the place came to be re-christened. No? Well, I'll

tell you. It was the scene of a horrible tragedy, one of those blood

curdling crimes which shock the wholewvorld and are then forgotten.

Any old-timer will give you the particulars; but such details are not

to my taste; and to be honest with you,”—-he shuddered,—“ I cannot

trust myself to discuss them. The crime”—his voice sank to a whisper

—“ made a coward of me for life. Do you know, Mr. Livingston,

that one may suddenly lose his grip and never recover it? That hap

pened to me. The man who was murdered and so horribly mutilated

was my partner, and—God l—my emotion will not surprise you when

I add that he was killed by mistake. The assassin intended to murder

me. My partner had arranged to visit San Francisco to buy some

machinery; but at the last moment he was unable to undertake the

journey, and I went in his stead. That night the deed was done,—

done, too, in darkness, which accounted for the blunder in identity.

But the ferocity of the murderer cannot be described. Only a man

inspired by the most malignant hatred could have butchered a fellow

creature as—” ’

“ He was caught red-handed, of course?”

“ N0. He is still at large.”

“And you know him?”

“Yes.”

“ But the motive, Mr. Gerard ?”

He held up the miniature, and sighed.

“Your wife 1” I gasped, overwhelmed with surprise and curiosity.

“ She was not then my wife. She was married at that time to-to

-—the man—the fiend, I say, who killed my poor friend Ferdinand

Perkins. And, fool that I was, I never suspected the truth; and the
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devilish cunning of the monster threw suspicion upon another. When

I learnt the real facts, months after the tragedy had occurred, it was too

late,—too late !”

His distress moved me profoundly.

“The motive was jealousy, the jealousy of an Othello. I had

paid attention to his wife, a blameless woman, Mr. Livingston, good

as gold, and loyal to the rufiian whose name she bore. She must have

known that I loved her, for she came to me one night, two weeks after

the murder, and implored me to take her away. I jumped at the

opportunity, and asked no questions then. We left Red Gulch—it

was called Red Gulch because—you understand—behind the fastest

team in the county, but none pursued. The husband-—I didn’t know

it at the time—was down with brain fever, and raving. Well, sir, one

year later I made that unhappy lady my wife by the laws of this land,

but, at her special request, secretly. She easily obtained a divorce from

her first husband, on the ground of desertion and failure to provide.

He had disappeared. But, to my amazement, my wife refused to live

openly with me. She gave these reasons :”

He paused and wiped his forehead.

“This fiend had killed Perkins believing him to be me, and had

betrayed himself to his wife in his sleep. Small wonder! She dared

not tell a soul, fearing for her own life; but she consulted a confiden

tial servant, a Greek, who was my right-hand man and entirely trust

worthy. Between them they unearthed the evidences of the crime, the

clothes he wore, the knife. The devil—he is alive, as I told you-has

a streak of insanity in his make-up. He has a madman’s cunning, a

madman’s strength, and a madman’s ferocity.”

I began dimly to understand my mission. Sooner or later I might

expect to pit myself against this crazy Hercules. The prospect was

not pleasing.

“Why did you not prosecute,” I asked, “ when you learned the

facts?”

“Prosecute?” he echoed. “Not a jury in the land would have

sent him to the gallows. The testimony was purely presumptive, and

the fact that I had eloped with and married the accused's wife would

have invalidated her evidence. I submitted the case, hypothetically,

to the greatest criminal lawyer in America, and he laughed at me.”

“I understand.”

_ “ I suppose," he continued, dreamily, “ I might have taken the law

into my own hands; I might—I had the opportunity more than once

—have shot him down; but, Livingston, it's a disgraceful thing to

admit, but, as I told you, I am a coward. That awful night’s work

destroyed my nerve, made a woman of me ; and my wife implored me

on her knees to leave the monster alone. I”—he laughed nervously

—“ needed no urging, and appreciated fully my position. ‘ If he finds

us opt,’ said she, ‘ he will kill us.’ And I believed her.

_ I madeumy arrangements, my boy, with that astuteness for which”

—his eye twmkled—“ I’m somewhat famous. Money can work mira

cles,“a§1(‘l)uIr ]‘1:i(}§ei(: 2i1ll1i‘p;y"I,j)oor Lucy with twenty-dollar gold pieces.”
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“ Yes,” he replied, gloomily ; “ but anxiety has made an old woman

of her. Her beauty is gone. She is the wreck of what she once

was. The Greek I spoke of has charge of her and the boy. He has

been well educated, but he cannot teach the lad much longer.”

“ And the name, Mr. Gerard, of the murderer?”

“ Burlington.”

“ What? The writer? The socialist?”

“That is he. I meet him,” he whispered, fearfully, “ at banquets,

at the clubs,--everywhere.”

I thought of that familiar figure, Damoeles and the sword ; of the

wretch in the iron chamber, whose tortures Poe has described ; of many

others whose sufferings have stained the page of history; and, noting

the haggard features of the man beside me, his twitching fingers, his

prematurely gray head, his sunken chest, and in salient contrast to

these his love of life and pleasure, his great wealth, his power and fame,

—noting this and more, I considered my own future, and trembled.

I make certain, looking back, that during this interview I bade

good-by to my youth. The realities of this world, stripped of gloss

and glamour, grinned sourly in my face, cackling derisively.

“ He cannot be mad,” I exclaimed.

“He is mad,” persisted Gerard. “Wait till you ee him. The

glare of insanity is in his eyes,—others have noticed it,—-but his self

control is marvellous. What,”—he leaned forward and touched my

cheek with clammy finger,—“ what will happen when that self-control

gives way ?”

The ten-thousand-dollar salary began to shrink.

“ But your son,” I said, impatiently : “you wish me to be tutor to

your son. VVhat has he to do with this man?” .

“ Burlington,” returned my host, in sombre accents, “ will slay

my boy as he slew my friend. I am certain of it.”

“ Then he knows of your marriage?”

“ He does.”

“ Of the birth of your son ?”

(K Yes.”

“ Of the sanctuary ?”

“ I don’t know. I fear the worst.”

“Mr. Gerard,” I said, “are you sure that you are not the victim

of your nerves? Possibly this man never committed the crime your

wife charges him with. Time has ”

“ Tut, tut l” he retorted, peevishly. “ Do you take me for a fool ?

Burlington knows what he is doing. Look here—and here.”

He drew from his pocket-book half a dozen sheets of paper. These

were soiled and stained by use. The man must have read and re-read

them a thousand times. He spread one out upon his knee, and,

without glancing at it, repeated to me from memory the contents.

“ You cannot escape me,” he murmured, “but I know how to

wait. I shall strike you down when you least expect it.”

He handed me the paper, but I could not decipher the words upon

it. It bore a date, March 17, 1875, and was written upon a printed

telegram form.
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“A telegram!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, and written in cipher, a cipher several of us used at Red

Gulch, and one familiar to Burlington. Here is another message, of

later date. It runs, ‘You have a child. Take good care of it.’ When

I received this,” said Gerard, tapping the faded paper, “ I went nearly

crazy with terror. I had solved the problem which had puzzled me

for five years. My life, in the opinion of this demon, was not worth

the taking. He had reserved for himself a sweeter revenge. Nothing

would glut his appetite but the blood of my innocent child. Of course

I dared not tell the mother, but I removed her at once to a safer place,

and for months ceased to visit her. With the aid of my written di

rections she escaped the lynx eyes of our enemy, and as time passed I

began to forget his threats. He had left San Francisco, and my secret

agents knew nothing of his whereabouts. Then he reappeared one day,

and greeted me on Market Street with a diabolical stare. A few days

later I received this: ‘ You are looking too well. How is your b0)’ ?’

My friend, I fear you despise me, but I, God help me, had seen this

man’s handiwork. I—I ”

“ Mr. Gerard,” I said, earnestly, “you have my deepest sympathy.

Such terrorism is infamous. But, pardon me, I cannot but hope that

this villain is playing with your feelings, destroying not your body,

which might bring him to the gallows, but your mind. This cruel

anxiety will_”

“Drive me mad. I know it, and then those defenceless ones will

be at his mercy.”

“With your immense wealth,” I said, slowly, “you Could have

bribed men to ”

“Kill him for me ?” he said, hurriedly. “Yes, yes; I have

thgught of that; but I couldn’t do it, my lad,—I couldn't do

1t.

With these words fled my lingering doubts as to whether or not I

should accept the perilous position of tutor to young Gerard. My

reception, the words of Poindexter, the appearance of my host, had

filled me with misgivings. These misgivings were banished by pity

and indignation.

‘_‘I insulted you, sir, by the suggestion; pardon me. If my P001‘

services are required they are yours.”

He held out his hand, which I clasped firmly.

“You are very strong,” he said, wistfully. “ Will you stand, if

necessary, between my son and Burlington ?”

“ That,” I replied, grimly, “is in the bond.”

‘f l_3lood tells,” he continued, still clasping my hand, “I have some

qualities which men value, but a bastard strain flows in my veins. I

should have cut a poor figure in the Middle Ages. Well, well, you

have put new life into me,”—the tones of his voice strengthened Per

ceptibly,—“ and I shall not be ungrateful. If you do your duty,” I

know you will, the reward will be commensurate.” '

“Yes,” I said, heartily, “the prize is worth working for.”

He glanced at me queerly.

“ I was not thinking of the money,” he muttered.
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The streets were empty of foot-passengers as I trudged briskly (the

night was chilly) to my hotel. A fog, held at bay by a high wind,

was impending and likely to roll in from the ocean before dawn; but

the sky above the city was clear and starlit. In my pocket was an

address, my destination on the morrow ; in my heart was hope; in 111

head were a score of surmises chasing each other into blind alleys. I

had walked some seventy-five yards, when an impulse moved me to

halt and look backward. Gerard’s mansion, its mansard roofs sharply

outlined against the purple firmament, crowned the top of the hill;

and its massive proportions, in such striking contrast to the bodily

presence of the owner, impressed me sadly. The very stones of his

palace proclaimed the Titanic efibrts which had piled one upon another.

The lust of millions, like a monstrous bat, had sucked from its victim

vitality and virility. To the right and left were other palaces; and I

recalled the histories of the men who built them, and shuddered. The

loneliness of the spot, a solitude grim with spectral activities, was

awful.

Suddenly I became aware that another beside myself was intently

regarding the house above. In the shadows across the street, leaning

against a lamp-post, stood a man absorbed in contemplation. Fancy

urged me to approach him.

It was Burlington.

I recognized him at once from Gerard’s description. His eyes

countered mine savagely; then the heavy lids fell.

“A fine night,” said I.

“ Ay,” he returned, coldly.

“ The temples of Plutus,” I continued, “ make a brave showing by

starlight.”

He jerked his hand in the direction of Telegraph Hill. “ There,

sir, lies Dagotown ; there, the Greek quarter. Hardly a stone’s throw

from us is Chinatown, where opium fiends and pestilence run amuck;

and here”-—he laughed harshly—“ is Nob Hill.”

The sombre significance of his words could not be misunderstood.

Once in Chicago I had heard a famous anarchist address his associates.

At my urgent request, :3. Pole whom I had befriended stood my sponsor

and saved me a broken head, possibly a broken neck. The dominant

note of the speech had been a truly demoniac suggestion. The actual

words of the speaker were void of offence (from an ofiicial point of

view) ; but beneath the velvety periods was the snarl of the wild beast.

Burlingt0n’s apostrophe, commonplace enough, brought to mind the

Chicago den, with its flaming gas-jets and brutal odors.

“Come,” he said, abruptly, “we shall both catch cold loafing in

this bitter wind. I’m chilled to the marrow already.”

We paced a few steps in silence.

“ We might wear each other’s clothes,” he said, answering my un

spoken thoughts; “ but I,” he sighed, “am past my prime. By the

bye, I’ve seen you before. Your name is Livingston,—Hugo Living

‘)7’

ston“. Yes.”

“ And you write,—fairly well for a beginner; but there's nothing
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in it; not bread and butter. My name is Burlington. You are a

stranger here? Just so. As a brother craftsman let me welcome you

to Cosmopolis. There is lots of material here, hard and soft. Do you

propose to work it up?”

His uestions, and a certain warmth of manner, put me on my

guard. wondered if he had seen me leave the house of his enemy.

“ My plans are uncertain.”

“Curse it, I’m frozen. Will you pledge me in a glass of hot

brandy-and-water ?”

“Thank you, no. I’m past due at my hotel. Good-night.”

“ We shall certainly meet again,” he returned, carelessly; “ and so,

Mr. Livingston, au revoir.”

The next morning, sipping my cofi'ee, a paragraph in one of the

dailies seasoned my reflections. It proclaimed briefly the immediate

departure of Burlington for lands unknown. At eleven I had left this

man at the corner of California and Kearny Streets ; and the forms of

the Enquirer went to press at three.

Talk, according to Dr. Holmes, is spading up the ground for crops

of thought. Assuredly my conversation with Burlington had brought

forth already an abundant harvest.

CHAPTER III.

PIOPUBE to yourself, if the pigments on your palette are bright

enough, a landscape blazing with primary colors: stainless skies of

vivid blue, a dazzling ribbon of white surf, red sandstone cliffs, and,

in the foreground, a field of cloth of gold embroidered lavishly with

millions of yellow poppies.

Here, twenty-four hours later, I found the sanctuary, the home of

the Gerards, a comfortable, red-tiled cottage, encompassed with broad

verandas, lawns, shrubberies, and groves of cypress and eucalypti.

The faithful Greek, Demetrius, received me. My first impressions

of this remarkable man are worth recording. In his physical aspect I

could find no clue to his character. He stood before me a colossus,

impassive and impressive, reminding me, absurdly enough, of the Mat

terhorn as I saw it first from Zermatt. How sharply that grim peak

pricked my fancy ! And yet its profile alone was visible. The loveli

ness of the lower slopes, the glory of gorge and glacier, the horror of

crevasse and precipice, were shrouded with shadow, obscured by distance.

I knew from hearsay what lay between me and the summit; but be

tween the Greek and me, between experience and inexperience, was an

abyss not lightly to be bridged.

“ Glad to see you, sir,” he said, respectfully. There was no trace

of a foreign accent. “ I had my master’s telegram, and your room is

prepared.”

He led the way to a comfortable apartment, simply but admirablyI

furmshed, and began to unstrap my valise.
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“Sit down,” I said, abruptly. “ I have something of importance

to tell you.”

I briefly recited my adventure with Burlington. Demetrius listened

attentively, his lower lip protruding, his heavy eyelids lowered. When

_ I had finished he refrained from comment, but inquired politely as to

the state of his master's health. I shook my head.

“ He is extremely nervous; almost completely broken down.”

The Greek touched his own grizzled locks.

“Neither master nor man can stand it much longer,” he said,

gloomily. “Would you like to see Mrs. Gerard? She is in the

parlor.”

I washed face and hands, and Demetrius brushed from my clothes

the dust of Southern California.

“How long, Demetrius, have you known Burlington ?”

“ Twenty years.”

At the name a sinister gleam illumined his heavy face. That he

hated the enemy from the bottom of his heart was plain to be seen.

“ How was it,” I continued, “ that he entirely escaped suspicion?

I did not like to press the point with Mr. Gerar .”

“In the West, sir, there is a prejudice against Chinamen. Mr.

Burlington was editor of the Black Gulch Banner. He said at the

time that the murder couldn’t possibly have been committed by a white

man. We hanged Fong, a peddler of garden-stuff.”

“ Horrible!”

“An easy death,” said Demetrius. “I’m sorry they didn’t hang

me. The life I’ve led for the last few years is not worth living.”

“ It’s the life of your choice,” I replied, bluntly.

He spread out his hands, betraying for the first time the foreigner,

and shrugged his massive shoulders. From these gestures I was at

liberty to infer what I pleased. A curious apprehension quickened

the action of my heart. Was I destined to— I dismissed my fears

with an effort, and followed Demetrius to the threshold of the parlor.

He pulled aside a portiere, murmured my name, bowed, and retreated.

I was alone with the mistress of the house.

The contrast between the outward and visible peace of my sur

roundings (I noted many books, a piano piled high with music, some

valuable mezzotints, chintz draperies, bowls of roses, sleep-compelling

chairs) and the tumult of my mind made me stammer like an awkward

school-boy ; but the kindly welcome of Mrs. Gerard soon dispelled my

embarrassment. Upon her gentle face were the lines of a great sorrow,

but a sorrow so chastened by time and fortitude as to convey to the

observer a pleasing rather than a painful impression. I soon learned

that she had the nicest appreciation of what was good,—brave deeds,

kind words, ennobling books,—and a lavender-scented prejudice against

evil. No longer a beautiful woman, she was distinguished in appear

ance: her figure was still youthful, her carriage erect, her eyes a limpid

blue beneath arching brows, and her hands, the hands of a gentle

woman, long and slender, the skin soft as satin and cool to the touch.

Upon the palms of these (this I discovered later) were innumerable

faint lines, crossing and recrossing, the symbols of a thousand cares,

VOL. LVII.—39
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and representing against her family a debt of love which nothing could

extinguish. She wore, I remember, a dress cunningly fashioned out

of gray cloth : the soft neutral tints emphasized agreeably her person

ality, suggesting a subtile compromise between the sunshine and shadow

of her outward and inward lives.

We exchanged a dozen phrases, and then the boy was summoned.

To my surprise, he greeted me cavalierly, almost rudely, and glowered

when I spoke of our future relations.

“ I hate books,” he said, frowning.

I laughed. Telemachus blushed, scenting ridicule. The mother

sighed.

“At your a ,” I replied, “I hated books myself, and got little

good from them. ’

He regarded me attentively, and I returned his glance with interest.

“ What are you going to do with me, Mr. Livingston ?”

“ That depends upon yourself. I’m under contract to cultivate in

you the three M’s,——Mind, Muscles, Morals. We will begin to-morrow

with the muscles. You have, I see, capital legs, but your arms”-I

pinched his biceps—“ are still undeveloped. We must spar together,

and buy a horizontal bar.”

His eye brightened. '

“ He is very delicate,” said Mrs. Gerard, “and so easily tired.”

The boy winced. I liked him better for the protest.

“ .l’ll make him as stout as a bull,—if,” I added, “ he will sign

articles of partnership. We must work together.”

“I hope,” said his mother, a few minutes later, when the boy had

left thfe hroorp, “I hope, Mr. Livingston, you will be able to make a

man 0 im. ’

“He doesn’t like me. I’m handicapped at the start.”

“He is hard to please, and somewhat spoiled. I fear,” she con

tinued, smiling, “ that you will find us very dull people.”

As she spoke, a peal of laughter echoed through the house, a silvery

laugh, care-defying. I started and lifted my eyebrows.

“ My daughter,” said Mrs. Gerard, a faint blush dyeing her cheeks ;

“ my daughter Nancy.”

A month passed,—a month containing thirty-one enchanting days,

which distilled an essence so subtile, a perfume so sweet, that no mortal

may profanely analyze its elements; but my memory, like an empty

phial of attar of rose, attests its surpassing fragrance. Of course I

was in love. I had looked into the glorious eyes of Nancy Gerard,

and knew that my hour had come. Being a wise fool, I capitnlated at

once, an unconditional surrender.

It is always the unexpected which bafiles our calculations. I had

plunged, as I thought, into a maelstrom of hate; I found myself In

the whirlpool of love. Miss Nancy graciously accepted my homage,

and twanged my heart-strings con b1-2'0, evoking surprising harmonies

and discords. She had a pretty trick of manifesting at once the inno

cence of a child and the knowledge of a woman, a combination which

brought me to my knees in a spirit of humility and adoration. George
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Eliot, describing Catharine Arrowpoint, says that she was one of those

satisfactory creatures whose intercourse has the charm of discovery. I

gratefully borrow this sentence and apply it to Nancy Gerard. The

social instinct in her was amazingly mature. Certain hours were de~

voted to music and books, and the rest of the day to the exercise of

her nimble tongue. We were thrown together from the beginning.

Of course I spent the greater portion of my time with my pupil, and

Mrs. Gerard, a prudent mother, kept her daughter under her own eye ;

but after dinner the dear lady most considerately dozed, and then our

tongues were loosened. My advent spurred Nancy’s curiosity into a

allo . -
g “llvlother tells me you are an author,” she said, on the evening of

the second day.

“ I write a little for the papers and magazines.”

“ How delightful! It seems such a satisfactory way of making an

income. You jot down your ideas,—I’m sure, Mr. Livingston, you

carry a full cargo of ideas,——and then you send them to an editor.

He writes a flattering letter and encloses a check.”

“ Does he ?”

“ Doesn’t he?”

“Not always.”

“ Of course one can’t please every one, but sooner or later you get

the check; and it seems such an easy way of making money. Oh, I

don’t accuse you of writing only for money. You don’t look as if you

cared about the Almighty Dollar. Art, I suppose, is your god.”

“ I have no particular god, Miss Gerard, but I have a goddess.”

She laughed.

“ Have you really a goddess?” she asked, in a tone of the keenest

interest. “Really and truly?”

“Really and truly.”

F‘ Tell me about her.”

“ I will, some day.”

“How nice of you to confide in me! I’m ever so glad to know

it, because_” She blushed, rosy as Aurora.

“A fellow-feeling ‘F’ I suggested.

“Not at all. How absurd! Well, if you must know, because it

will be so much pleasanter for me.”

“ I don’t quite ‘ ”

“Yes, you do, too.”

“On my honor I do not.”

She pouted : such mutinous red lips; such dimples,—nests of

laughing Cupids !

“ I hate to make explanations ; but—but the very few young men

I have met have all ”

“You need not finish the sentence,” said I. “I don’t blame the

young men, and I’m sure you didn’t like it. \Ve shall be great

friends, I see.”

I put out my hand, which she clasped warmly and unalfectedly.

“I’m so surprised,” she said, after a decent interval, “that you

should give up your writing to teach Mark——what do you call them?
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ah, yes,——the three M’s. Here you are alone with two women and a

hobbledehoy. Is it wise?”

“ I’ll answer that question when I tell you about the goddess. At

present I don’t know.”

Mark and I signed our articles of partnership, the former under

protest. He didn’t like me; but, recalling my own youthful antipa

tl1ies to schoolmasters and those in authority, I easily forgave him;

and, besides, he had a sister. The Greek, Demetrius, exercised a most

potent influence upon the lad, an influence, so far as I could judge, for

good. Perhaps it was prejudice on my part, but I fancied that he

avoided me. Certainly he evaded my questions.

“ Why,” said I, “has Mr. Gerard focussed all his anxiety upon his

son ? He has a daughter.”

The Greek replied slowly, weighing his words:

“ Mr. Gerard is not alarmed on Miss Gerard’s account.”

“Strange, he never even mentioned her name to me.”

Demetrius bowed; his Sphinx-like features betrayed neither sur

prise nor annoyance. I could not help admiring the fellow. Never

had I met a better servant, nor one less servile. His dignity was quite

impressive. After all, I reflected, if he wished to emphasize the

difference between us, that was his atfair, and not mine. None the

less his confounded reticence piqued me consumedly.

Miss Nancy, however, consoled me.

A few days later the curiosity of the witch bolted again.

She liked to sit upon the veranda overlooking the ocean. On her

face was reflected the placidity of the waters; in her heart, I knew,

was the restlessness of the tides. Indeed, there was a smack of the

salt sea about the girl, of the sea in all its moods and tenses. Her

blood ebbed and flowed beneath the freshest skin; on her lips, with

the glimmer of teeth white as foam between their curves, was the

many-twinkling smile, in her eyes an enchanting shimmer. One could

swear that those same eyes would flash fiercely in time of storm and

stress, and that the red lips, like breakers, would curl angrily. I hate

a tepid temperament.

“ Mr. Livingston,”—how softly the syllables of my name dropped

from "her mouth l-—‘‘ which do you prefer, action or inaction, peace 01‘

war?

“ Peace, Miss Nancy, at any price. I push my little go-cart along

- the lines of least resistance.”

“ I thought men”-—she emphasized the word—“ preferred war.”

“ Nowadays they leave that to women.”

“ But the love of fighting, of adventure, is natural to man ?”

“ To uncivilized man, yes.”

“Strip a man,” she cried, with a touch of scorn, “of the rags We

call manners, take from him the deference which he pays to the opinion

of society, and what do vou find?”

“ Sometimes, a beast?’

“ _Ah 1” She drew in her breath with a pretty sigh.

“ Sometimes, a god.”
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“ Does he teach small boys?” she asked, demurely. “ Confess,

now, Mr. Livingston, you are something of a fraud. You ought to

be fighting-—with your pen, I mean ; slaying monsters, like Hercules;

and instead you are ”

“ Talking to Omphale. There is a time for everything.”

“Tell me”—she spoke coaxingly—-“ your true reason for coming

here. Don’t attempt to deceive me. I can distinguish truth from

falsehood.”

“ What eyes you must have! How do you do it?”

“It’s very simple. Truth once seen is never forgotten; the poor

dear, you remember, wears no clothes-—that’s why she lives at the

bottom of a well ; but Falsehood is tricked out in the latest fashion.”

“And you have met Truth face to face?”

“I live with my mother.”

It was prettily said, but it set me to thinking; and Thought, like

Falsehood, has many costumes in her wardrobe. VVhere did Miss

Nancy learn to talk? Her mother, sweet, gentle soul, was no conver

sationalist ; her father, confound him, was a money-grubber. The

girl must be still in her teens; but her shrewdness and wit amazed me.

“ No man,” I observed, “incriminates himself. The reason of my

presence here must remain for the present at the bottom of the well.

But beware; I have found out your besetting sin.”

She looked at me defiantly.

“I don’t believe it.”

“ A morbid love of excitement.”

“Wretch! You have laid your finger upon a tender spot. Yes,

I am fond of excitement. The deadly dulness of my life till——till

quite lately has driven me nearly crazy. I have the dramatic instinct

strong in me. Heaven knows where I get it, but I can’t be rid of it.

And my dramatic instinct tells me that there is some mystery here, in

this peaceful house, where you would least expect it; and you, Mr.

Livingston, are mixed up with this mystery. There, it’s out at last.”

Poor child, how I pitied her!

“ Miss Nancy,” I said, earnestly, “the wise old Greeks had a word

which we translate wrongly bitter-sweet. It should be sweet-bitter,

for the bitterness comes last and remains. If you could realize how

sweet and fragrant your present life is, you would be thankfully con

tent. This is really fairy-land, if you only knew it, but the beauty of

it will never come home to you till you have left it.”

“Do you mean,” she said, slowly. “that the gratification of my

curiosity may drive me from Eden ? Very well: I take the hint.”

At the end of the month Mrs. Gerard requested a private interview.

Her face, I remarked, wore a troubled expression, and she twisted her

slender fingers, a sure sign of nervousness.

“I perceive,” she began, softly, “that you are exploring a new

country, Mr. Livingston. The French call it le pays du icndre.”

I was completely taken aback. I am not a man who wears his

heart upon his sleeve, and I had taken infinite pains to keep that un

ruly organ out of sight.
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“ Your silence,” she continued, “confirms my fears. Let me en

treat you to turn back before it is too late.”

“Turn back!” I ejaculated. “Mrs. Gerard, this is no walking

tour. I am travelling—by express.”

“ It is better to walk,” she said, coldly. I could tell by her tone

that she was provoked.

“ It is better to crawl,” I replied; “ but when a man is travelling

sixty miles an hour it is dangerous to leave the train.”

“But you must leave the train—at once.”

“ And break my neck—my heart, I mean.”

“Hearts do not break,” she murmured; “at least, not the hearts

of men.”

“ Mrs. Gerard, you are cruel. Have you anything against me ?”

“No, no; but Nancy is not, as—as you think, the daughter of

Mr. Gerard. Her father”-—the last words were almost inaudible—“ is

Edgar Burlington.”

I must have been blind not to have discovered this fact for myself.

How much it accounted for, physically and intellectually! From him

she inherited those brilliant eyes; from him, the power of speech, the

torrens dicendi copia. And what else?

I took the hand of the poor lady beside me, and kissed it.

“I love her,” I whispered. “For herself, first, and, secondly,

because she is your daughter.”

“Nancy,” said Mrs. Gerard, in frozen tones, “can never marry.

I have given her an education that is given to few girls. She has

abundant material for happiness outside of marriage, which at best

is so often a failure. Her books, her music, her absorbing interest

in humanity, these must fill her life.”

“ Why ? why ?”

“ Her father.” The fear stamped upon her face twisted my heart

strings; but there was a quality in it conspicuously absent from the.

terror of Mark Gerard. This was no coward sentiment. The awful

dread was not for self, but for others. “ Her father, as you know, is 8

dangerous madman : the taint of insanity is in poor Nancy's veins.”

“ I don’t care a rap,” I answered. “I love her.”

“ Mr. Livingston, do you force me to tell the truth to Nancy?”

“ You could not be so cruel; and, besides, I——I have no reason to

suppose that she returns my love. I have taken no advantage of my

position. I have_”

“ You must leave the cottage to-morrow.”

“ Leave?” I stammered. The word stuck in my throat.

We were sitting in the parlor. Mrs. Gerard, feeling that further

conversation was intolerable, rose from her chair and walked slowly

from the room. Through the window I caught a glimpse Of her

graceful figure as she paced down the garden path. Was Nancy

destmed to flit from my life in some such abrupt fashion? Not While

I, Hugo Livingston, had life and limbs to pursue. I waited a couple

of mmutes, choking my emotion, then I followed. I found her at the

end 9f the walk, where 11 flight of steps led to the sands. She stood

shadmg her eyes from the setting sun, her glance straying southward
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I noted, in the mid-distance, a man walking rapidly, probably Deme

trius, for he was tall and well proportioned. Strangers frequently

passed the house (the sands at low tide were a public highway); and

I wondered vaguely what possible interest this pedestrian challenged.

Mrs. Gerard ignored me entirely. She stared intently at the approach

ing man.

I touched her arm.

“Mrs. Gerard, I pity you profoundly; but if I am willing to take

the chances, if ”

“Hush!” she cried, wildly. “In the name of heaven, who is

that?”

She pointed dramatically at the figure striding swiftly along the

sands.

“Some stranger,” I murmured. “Mrs. Gerard, you are over

wrought : let me take you back to the house.”

“It is he,” she said, trembling. “It is Edgar Burlington. He

has found me at last.”

CHAPTER IV.

SHE fled homeward, seeking sanctuary like some hunted creature.

My first impulse was to follow and console, but duty and curiosity

nailed me to the spot. From the shadow of the cypress fence I could

see Burlington, myself unseen. He strode past, looking neither to the

right nor to the left, walking as a man walks when he has his goal in

sight. I waited, thinking hard; then I returned to the house.

Nancy met me as I passed the threshold. Her sweet face was

puckered and lined by anxiety. “ Mother,” she gasped, “is so ill.

Please come to her at once. I am frightened.”

I entered the parlor. Upon the couch lay Mrs. Gerard. Her eyes

were closed ; her breath came and went in short gasps; her pulse was

rapid and feeble. At my suggestion Nancy left the room to procure

some aromatic spirits of ammonia. Before she returned Mrs. Gerard

opened her eyes.

“Mark,” she murmured, faintly,-—“ where is be? This faintness

will pass; but my child—Mr. Livingston, find my child.”

I humored her instantly, fearing hysteria. The sight of the lad,

I reflected, would still her poor fluttering heart more quickly than all

the drugs in Christendom. Mark, of course, was with Demetrius. I

had left the two at the back of the house, building a small sloop upon

plans furnished by me. The Greek was no mean mechanic, and Mark

had proved an enthusiastic apprentice.

Demetrius I found busily at work, but the boy was not with him.

The impassivity of the Greek, as I recited the facts, annoyed me.

He leisurely assumed coat and waistcoat, and proceeded to put away

his tools.

“ Don’t alarm yourself, sir: I can find Mr. Mark. He is around

somewhere.”

“ Somewhere! Of course; but where?”
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“He ran down to the sands to get some fresh water for his

aquarium.” _

“ The sands! Good God, man, and we are standing here ! Follow

1’

I ran at top speed to the water’s edge. Yes, he had left his bucket

and wandered north, searching, probably, for shells in the masses of

sea-grass and kelp which a recent storm had flung upon the shore. I

noted his footprints in the wet sand, and close beside them the large,

deeply indented tracks of Burlington.

Perdition ! \Vhat if I arrived too late?

To the south the sands stretched widely flat for miles, a superb

highway, fringed with low sand-dunes; to the north were the cliffs,

jutting promontories of red sandstone, honeycombed with caves.

These caves could be entered only at the lowest tides, and were

favorite haunts of the boy. In their dim recesses were exquisite

medusas, pink, purple, and green, starfish, echinoderms, monstrous

abalones, and other marvels. One cavern, to which the Portuguese

fishermen had given the melodramatic title Pirates’ cave, had a mighty

fascination for Mark. He listened to the yarns of the ancient mariners,

and believed implicitly, with the glorious faith of youth, that chests of

doubloons, dead men’s bones, and other relics of Spanish buccaneers

were awaiting discovery. Upon the Pacific slope, especially in spring_

time, tidal waves are not infrequent; and Mark had received strict

orders from his mother never to venture alone into the caves. I make

no doubt that he ignored these commands whenever opportunity

served.

As I ran, vagabond thoughts whirled like dervishes through my

brain. I recalled the proverbial patience and cunning of madmen.

Burlington, armed with powerful field-glasses, must have watched and

waited (possibly for a full month) for this very chance. From my

knowledge of the man I shuddered to think what foul use he would

make of it.

When I reached the end of the sand I paused. A cove was di

rectly in front of me,—in fact, a succession of coves, sheltered, each

one, by frowning headlands. At high tide these coves were inaccessible

from the shore; and already the waters were lapping idly at the base

of the cliffs. Sea-gulls screamed overhead. The wet sand was blood

red with sunset reflections. The sun itself was below the horizon, the

day dying fast, and the short spring twilight stealing swiftly from

landward.

Scrambling across the rocks, I scanned anxiously the semicircular

cove in front of me. No human being was in sight. Hurrying on,

I struck again the sand, and on it the footprints. These I followed to

the mouth of the Pirates’ cave. There—where the pebbles hid the

tracks—the spoor was lost.

My worst suspicions were realized.

I listened intently for the murmur of voices. Then, slippin OE

my shoes, I stepped noiselessly forward. My right hand grip the

stock of a'pistol which (at the urgent request of Gerard) I carried

habitually in my pocket. The cave had two chambers, an inner and all

me
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outer, the latter lighted by a small aperture in the roof. I remembered,

with a sudden gust of hope, that it was possible to crawl through this

aperture and regain the cliffs above. I had performed this feat myself

at much personal inconvenience, but Mark made little of it. Here,

then, was a loophole of escape.

The silence, accentuated by the drip and trickle of water, was hor

rible. A more appropriate stage setting for a tragedy could scarcely

be conceived. The dank walls, slimy with fungoid growth, harbored

no echo. What nymph, indeed, would haunt so fearful a grot? The

pools of water courted blood-stained hands. And in the deep crannies

and fissures were hiding-places for a hecatomb of victims.

I am no coward, but horror smote me in the face.

As I glided in the shadows to the entrance of the inner chamber I

heard a peculiar noise,-—a fretting of garments against rocks. Pistol

in hand, I plunged forward. High up, crawling painfully across

jagged rocks, was Burlington; but where was the boy ?

“ Halt !” I cried, sternly.

The sound of my own voice startled me; and it startled the madman

above. He turned suddenly, grasped helplessly at the slimy walls,

lost his hold, and crashed headlong to my feet. He had fallen in the

most awkward possible place, a rift between two rocks. For the mo

ment every feeling was banished save that of pity ; but how to extricate

him passed my understanding. He lay, senseless, upon his back. The

trapezius muscles had borne the brunt of the shock, and saved him a

broken neck; but in the nature of things he must have suffered very

grave internal injuries. But the catastrophe added fuel to the flames

of my anxiety on Mark’s account. Had he escaped through the hole

in the roof? Or I dared not finish the sentence.

A hasty survey of the cavern somewhat reassured me, and I re

marked, with satisfaction, that the hands of Burlington were unstained

save for the patches of fungus, that his clothing bore no evidence of

committed crime, that his features even were calm and peaceful. Bend

ing over his prostrate body in the sorest perplexity, I heard a welcome

footfall, and an instant later Demetrius stood beside me.

“ Mark?” I stammered. “ Have you seen Mark ?”

“He is with his mother,” he replied, coolly. Then he too bent

down and gazed steadily into the face of his enemy.

“ He is not dead, Mr. Livingston.”

The fellow asked no questions. He accepted the situation with

extraordinary stoicism.

“ He is very badly injured,” I answered, curtly,—“ I fear fatally.”

“What are you going to do ?” he whispered.

“ Do? Why, get him out of this—at once.”

He laid a heavy finger upon my forearm.

“ Mi‘. Livingston,”—his hot breath stirred the hair upon my tem

plos,—-“ Mr. Livingston, the tide is coming in.”

The diaboliml suggestiveness of the words palsied my tongue.

“ The tide is coming in,” he repeated, slowly, a horrid smile upon

his clean-cut lips.

It would be wise, I reflected, to ignore his meaning.
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_ “ Yes,” I returned, “ we have not a minute to lose. Take his feet,

Demetrius. Luckily, we are strong men.”

But Demetrius folded his massive arms and stood erect.

“ Take hold, man.”

ll No.”

Then, with a startling change of facial expression, a very petard

of words exploded, a thunderclap from a sullen cloud. This was his

enemy, his master’s enemy, whom Destiny had delivered into our hands.

He had beenstruck down with foul murder in his heart. He deserved

to die. He should have died at the l1angman’s hands a score of years

ago. If we succored him now, and ill came of it, the blood of the

innocent would be upon our heads.

All this and much more, with amazing fluency and vehemence.

When he had finished speaking, the plash of water mingled faintly

with the echo of his concluding words. A wave, the herald of the

incoming tide, had broken with sullen murmur upon the rocks outside.

“I have heard what you say. For the sake of your long years

of faithful service I shall try to forget what has passed. Take hold.”

“No,” said he, for the second time. '

Hot blood flows in the veins of the Livingstons. I prefer peace,

as I have said elsewhere, but my ancestors were men of action,—soldiers.

What followed must be attributed to atavism. At any rate, I pulled

out my pistol and clapped the muzzle to the head of Demetrius.

“Take hold, you scoundrel, or, by heaven, I pull the trigger.”

He looked steadily into my eyes and obeyed. Between us, with

infinite difiiculty, we dragged the still senseless Burlington from the

perilous cave, and thence to a place of safety. Here, perplexed and

perspiring, we rested.

“There is not another house within two miles,” said I. “We

cannot take him home. Demetrius, I’ll stay here, while you—-'’

“ Miss Gerard is coming, sir.”

We were close to the cottage, not three hundred yards at most from

the veranda; but what subtile instinct had sent the girl in search of

us? She approached and gazed pitifully into the face of her father.

With the quick apprehension of a woman she had grasped the truth.

An accident to a stranger? Badly hurt? He must be carried at once

to the house. The coachman could gallop for a doctor.

“Pardon me, if you will order the carriage I will take this gentle

man to the doctor myself.”

“ What 1” she cried, “take him away,—to his death, perhaps? We

are not savages.”

Her eyes flashed indignation and scorn.

“ I shall take him to the doctor,” I returned, curtly.

“Mr. Livingston,” said she, “ you forget yourself most strangely

My mother and I would blush to turn a. wounded dog from Olll‘ doors

I speak for her,—in her name. Ah, how stupid of me to stand

chattering here !” .

She sped away in the gloaming, deaf to my entreaties.

“ MiS_S Gerard always has her own way,” remarked the Greek

“ So 1t seems,” I said, dryly.
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He glanced at the face of Burlington. Assuredly Miss Nancy had

her father’s chin and mouth.

“You knew,” I blurted out.

“I knew,” he answered, quietly, divining my meaning.

“You might have told me.”

“I had no such instructions.”

He closed his lips, and with them further discussion. I decided to

wait for assistance. Miss Nancy, whose heels were nimble as Atalanta’s,

soon returned.

“Here is brandy,” she gasped, “and a pillow. John” (the gar

dener) “ will be here to help Demetrius, and the coachman will go for

the doctor. Mr. Livingston, mamma wishes to see you now. Will

you return with me ?”

“As soon as John comes.”

A frown flitted across the smooth forehead of the Greek. He saw

that I mistrusted him, and resented it.

“I wonder who he is,” she said, softly. “ A handsome man, and a

gentleman. Give him some brandy, Mr. Livingston.”

“ I dare not, till the doctor comes. His pulse is not failing.”

Presently John joined us. With creditable ingenuity he had im

provised a litter, which he brought in a barrow. Having helped to

place the wounded man upon this, I hastened forward with Miss

Nancy. The others followed at a snail’s pace; for Burlington was no

light weight, and I warned them that any jolting might prove fatal.

“ Mr. Livingston,” said the girl, as soon as we were out of earshot,

“I told you the other day there was a mystery here. Then it was

guess-work on my part. It is guess-work no longer. My mother’s

seizure this afternoon was in some way connected with this stranger. '

When I told her what had happened, she said, ‘Don’t bring him here,

Nancy; don’t bring him here.’ ”

“ Your mother’s wishes—”

“Have been overruled by me. This poor man must and shall stay

here till we learn the extent of his injuries.”

“You have taken upon yourself a great responsibility,” I replied,

gravely. -

“ Ah ! you disapprove?”

I thought I marked a shade of anxiety in her tones. I did not

reply at once, for the words of a great and kindly writer were bubbling

up in my mind: “ Whatever comes from the brain carries the hue of

the place it comes from, and whatever comes from the heart carries the

heat and color of its birthplace.” The lobes of Miss Nancy’s brain

were well developed; but her heart——God bless her !—was big enough

and passionate enough for a dozen ordinary maidens. And this,

according to the writer aforesaid, is as it should be.

“ I see that you disapprove,” she continued, piqued by my silence.

“ Your eyes are blurred,” I replied. “You have obeyed, Miss

Nancy, the dictates of your heart; and heart, nine times out of ten,

proves a better guide than head.”

Mrs. Gerard received me in the parlor.

“ Will he die ?” she demanded, anxiously.
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“He has had an awful fall, Mrs. Gerard. And this prolonged

insensibility argues the gravest internal injuries.”

She covered her face with trembling hands. Once, long ago, she

had loved this man, had given him that divine gift, a girl’s immaculate

heart; and now, as the tears trickled through her slender fingers, I

knew that she had turned back the tear-stained pages of the book of

life and was rereading, tenderly and reverently, the sweet story of her

youth. 0 Memory, “active mother of all reason,” what mad pranks

thou playest!

“Nancy is right,” she said, presently. “I cannot turn him away.”

“He is quite harmless, now.”

“Yes, yes. The doctor will soon be here?”

“Within an hour.”

“Nancy is attending to everything. I—I cannot ”

“It is not necessary that you should,” I interrupted. “Mrs.

Gerard, try to think of something else. Save your strength. It may

be needed later.”

“ He was not responsible,” she wailed. “His father before him

was—well, not mad, but very eccentric. And he had been working

like a slave for weeks, sitting up, writing, till three and four in the

morning. That, and his terrible jealousy, wrecked his reason.”

“Happy days are in store for you, Mrs. Gerard. This cruel

anxiety which has preyed upon you and Mr. Gerard is now at an end.

You will be able to take your proper place at his side. He needs you.”

She smiled pathetically.

“ Mr. Gerard can stand alone.”

The coarsest ear might detect a discord. The conviction flashed

across me that the second marriage had proved as disastrous as the

first. I had no right to judge Mark Gerard; but from what I had

seen of the man I was ready to pronounce him no fit mate for the

gentle woman beside me. My heart ached for her.

Of course I said nothing of what had assed in the Pirates’ cave.

She esteemed and trusted Demetrius ,- and t e facts would have shocked

her inexpressibly. It was important, however, that I should seek light

and find it. At present I was in the dark.

“Demetrius,” I remarked, carelessly, “ is a faithful servant. HOW

did you come by him ?”

“Surely Mr. Gerard told you ?”

“ He told me little or nothing.”

She seemed surprised, but answered my question. Mark Gerard

had picked up the Greek in New York, where l1e had found him run

ning the streets, absolutely destitute and starving. He had given him

a. liberal education, and, when he was old enough, employed him 88 8

confidential servant. Demetrius had proved honest, intelligent, and

extraordinarily receptive. Gerard liked plastic servants, and he moulded

the lad to suit himself.

“ Denletrius/’ faltered Mrs. Gerard, in conclusion, “has been with

me ever since that awful time. Nearly twenty years he has given "P

to _me.‘ Mr. Gerard has paid him well, but money cannot cancel Such

obligations. Have you talked much with him ?”
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“ He won’t talk with me, Mrs. Gerard.”

“He is remarkably well informed,—in his way, quite a meta

physician.”

“His philosophy,” I remarked, “does not temper his hostility to

H

“Hostility?” she repeated. “ That is too strong a word. He is

jealous, I dare say, because you have supplanted him, in a sense; and

the poor fellow was not brought up as a Christian. You know Mr.

Gerard’s views. Demetrius is a pagan. When you understand him

better, Mr. Livingston, you will appreciate him.”

“ I have no doubt of it.”

Burlington was needing my attention, so I said no more. My

immediate departure from the cottage was not canvassed, and I gladly

left the matter in abeyauce. With my hand on the handle of the door,

I asked one important question.

“ Shall I send a telegram to Mr. Gerard?”

She hesitated, scanning my face with troubled eyes.

“ Yes,” she answered, wearily, “I suppose so.”

Her thoughts were straying in another direction.

“And you won’t quarrel with Demetrius?”

So, after all, my foolish man’s face had betrayed me.

“ As for Demetrius,” I answered, “ I shall remember, Mrs. Gerard,

how much you owe him, and, if ever the chance presents itself, pay a

portion of the debt.”

1118

CHAPTER V.

WHEN does a man—a young man—begin to take himself seriously ?

Obviously, when he realizes that the integrity of the human rope may

depend upon the soundness of a single strand; that the smallest bolt

in a mighty bridge may not be withdrawn or suffered to rust without

disastrous consequences; that he, insignificant mortal, may make or

mar not only his own life but the lives of others. These platitudes

are proclaimed hourly from a thousand pulpits; but the practical

application of all teaching must come from within, not from without.

The doctor, a country practitioner with average brains and a capital

“bedside” manner, made a careful examination of Burlington and

murmured two words: “Cerebral concussion.”

“Prognosis,” he continued, rubbing softly his pince-nez, “ is quite

out of the question at present. The severe shock to the nerve cells

and fibres of the brain may produce violent symptoms. Upon the

other hand, a really serious lesion may not have taken place.”

Demetrius, who was present, listened attentively.

“Mr. Burlington,” he observed, quietly, “is subject to fits of

violence.”

“ Eh?” said the doctor; “ what?”

“ To fits of violence,” the Greek repeated. “ He’s a very danger

ous man ; at times insane.”

“ But incapable of hurting a fly, now,” I observed.
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The doctor pursed up his lips and adjusted his pince-/rwz. His

mannerisms had begun to irritate me.

“ Is this—er—th./2 Mr. Burlington, the author ?”

“ Yes.”

“Indeed! A singularly handsome man. But this”—he touched

lightly Burlington’s h%d—“ indicates a somewhat unbalanced mind.”

“How long will the coma last?”

“ I cannot say. Possibly forty-eight hours. He may come to

himself in ten minutes.”

Demetrius drew him aside.

“Are you certain,” he whispered, impressively, “that he is abso

lutely unconscious,—senseless ?”

The doctor regarded his questioner attentively.

“ That is a very strange remark, sir.”

“ I know the man,” Demetrius replied.

“He is not malingering,” returned the doctor, with emphasis. “ Of

course he must be watched. I'll send a responsible nurse. Meantime

you can feed him; but no stimulants. I’ll call the first thing to

morrow. I have a most important case; but send for me, if necessary.”

When the door had closed behind his portly person I turned to

Demetrius.

“ Why did you ask that question ?”

“ Mr. Livingston, if you had seen this mau’s work at Red Gulch

you would understand. He has the cunning of a fiend.”

His voice quavered ; and his eyes, the eyes of a frightened animal,

sunk before mine. My suspicions swelled to certainty. The Greek

was a coward. And I, knowing the facts, felt'sorry for him.

“I saw him fall full six feet onto the back of his head. He ought

to be a dead man.”

“ Yes,” the Greek repeated, “ he ought to be dead.”

I dismissed him. Presently Miss Nancy entered the room and

seated herself beside me. To my remonstrance she turned a deaf cal"

It was already late, and I told her frankly that she ought to be in bed

“I shall watch this night with you. Demetrius has told mamma

what the doctor said about—about the violent symptoms. You won’t

have Demetrius, so you must take me.”

“ Demetrius has alarmed your mother most unnecessarily. I @1111

not for the life of me understand—”

“A woman,” she interrupted, deliberately ignoring my real mean—

ing. “Of course not. As for Demetrius, he has done his duty. I

propose to do mine. You can talk or go to sleep, just as you please

For my part, I should prefer to talk. It can’t hurt the patient, and

will serve to pass the time.”

She settled herself, smiling, in the chair.

“The doctor,” she continued, “is an old woman, but I like him

because he is an optimist. He thinks Mr. Burlington will get well.

Oh, I do hope and pray that this may be so. You see, I feel that Mark

was really responsible for the accident. The poor man must have 59911

the boy's tracks in the sand, and followed them out of curiosity into the

cave. Then be naturally wondered how Mark left the cave, and tried
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to follow the same road. And it is so interesting to think that he is

the Burlington. I’ve read some of his articles and one of his books,

and I’m ever so sorry for him.”

“ And why ?”

“ Because it's plain—to a woman—that he has been the under dog

in the fight. Not that he ever was whipped.”

“You are catholic in your tastes,” I observed. “ You like the

doctor because he is an optimist, and Burlington because he writes a

lot of morbid, materialistic rubbish. I know a third person who is

cultivating a wholesome and cheering style. He, possibly, is outside

the pale of your sympathy.”

“ He probably doesu’t need it.”

“ He wants an allopathic dose, to be taken immediately.”

This was true. Flopping about in a quagmire of perplexity, I

realized my dependence upon others.

“ Go to your goddess,” she said.

I had forgotten the goddess, and smiled.

“ Ah, you have had a surfeit from her.”

“ No, my goddess feels as you do. A lame dog limping over a stile

is a sight that never fails to fill her pretty eyes with tears, but ”

“ A big, lazy mastiif blinking in the sun makes her want to poke

him up with a sharp stick. Your goddess is a sensible woman. It is

not sympathy your mastiff wants, but a square meal.”

“That is very true,” I admitted. Under the pressure of circum

stances, I had missed my dinner. My chance shaft struck the target.

Miss Nancy jumped energetically from her chair and fled. When she

returned, a tray, handsomely garnished, testified to the accuracy of my

film

“ Here,” she said, laughing, “is your bone, ‘poor doggie.”

I attacked with vigor some cold chicken.

“ Your mother,” said I, “knows that you are here?”

“ A most violent assumption,” she returned, coolly. “My mother,

as you suggested, should be spared all worry. I’m here on my own

responsibility.”

“ Mr. Gerard will come to-morrow.”

“ And you think he will be angry. I can assure you you are mis

taken. Mark is the apple of father’s eye. He looks upon me as a

vegetable of no consequence, a sort of pumpkin.”

Her indiiference was pathetic.

“We have not seen him,” she murmured, “for more than six

months. He may stay with us for six hours.”

Mark Gerard passed as her father. His long absences from home

were accepted by Miss Nancy, without comment, as commonplace facts,

0onnected—so she supposed--with business affairs. Of his standing

in San Francisco she was entirely ignorant. The girl had been edu

mted in the East and abroad. She read no newspapers. She asked

no indiscreet questions. Custom had atrophied curiosity.

“Of course,” I said, apologetically, “he is a very busy man.”

“ He must be,” she returned.

Then she leaned back and closed her eyes. A mastiif feeding is
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not an aesthetic sight; and I confess that I was hungry. As I munched

away, the two faces almost within touch of my hand challenged atten

tion. The likeness between father and daughter grew startling,~—so

startling, indeed, that I gulped down a glass of wine to quiet my

bristling sensibilities. No wonder Mark Gerard had sent her abroad

and to the East. With that face confronting him, his apprehensions,

poor devil, must have run riot.

I d “ There is thunder in the air,” said Miss Nancy, raising her heavy

1 s.

“ Thunder?” I repeated, incredulously.

“And lightning. Well, it will clear the atmosphere. The ba

rometer has been at ‘set fair’ long enough.”

Her perspicacity confounded me. With men of all sorts and

conditions I was familiar; with women I had come but seldom in

contact.

“Yes, we are smarter than you think,” she said, divining my

thoughts. “By the bye, why do you dislike Demetrius?”

“ Your mother says he is a pagan.” '

“ So was Marcus Aurelius. Mr. Livingston, why can't you talk to

me frankly? Forget that I am a girl.”

She spoke gravely,—with emphasis, without excitement. A man,

I reflected, might do well to pick up the gauntlet she had thrown down.

A friendly contest of wits was just the tonic I needed; but Mark

Gerard had my word, and my tongue was tied.

“ Demetrius, Miss Nancy, is a Greek, with a Greek’s subtlety and

cunning. Unless I am very much mistaken, he has served Mr. Gerard,

faithfully, I’ll admit, because it was to his interest to do so. He b6

lieves in the doctrine of expediency, that the end justifies the means.

That is why I call him_a pagan.”

“ Yes,” she said, thoughtfully, “ you are right. Hush l”

She moved swiftly across the room, opened the door, glanced

keenly to right and left, and returned to her chair.

_ “ I thought,” she whispered, “ that I heard a noise outside. I W115

“ Your nerves are_”

“In excellent order, thank you. Mr. Livingston,”—her voice

betrayed for the first time excitement,—“lookl He is coming

to.

I I sprang to my feet, and together we approached the bed and bent

mquiringly over the patient. His eyelids twitched convulsively, and

then opened. The man was conscious. At the same moment my ear

caught the sound of a distinct creak in the passage. My eyes sought

Miss Nancy’s.

“ That was what I heard just now,” she murmured. “ It’S llotlllng =

all these wooden houses creak.”

Burlington monopolized our attention, and no more was said. The

doctor had left instructions, which were followed to the letter. MlsS

Nancy supported the sick man’s head, while I, with a teaspoon, fed

hI_m slowly with prepared bouillon. Burlington swallowed the broth

Wlth ddficulty, and made no attempt to speak. He was not violent,
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anddapparently was not in pain. We waited patiently for his first

wor s.

“ Where am I ?” he stammered, when the broth was consumed and

his head once more upon the pillow.

“ With friends,” I answered.

“ Friends?” His voice was singularly strong and harsh. “ I have

no friends. Ha! I remember: the cave, yes,—and the boy.”

He attempted to move, and groaned deeply.

“ Mr. Burlington, you know me, I think : Hugo Livingston. Let

me entreat you to keep perfectly quiet. Don’t move, and don’t talk.

I can give you a hypodermic injection ; but you are better without it.

The doctor will be here to-morrow morning early.”

He nodded and closed his eyes. Of course further talking between

Nancy and me was impossible. We sat in silence through the watches

of the night, performing from time to time such otfices aswere required.

The birds had begun to twitter their matins when the doctor drove

up. He had been attending a dying patient. He protested against

Nancy’s vigil, and pronounced the patient in no immediate danger.

“ You will please go to bed, Miss Gerard, or at any rate lie down.

I insist. Demetrius will take your place; and I shall relieve Mr.

Livingston. Perhaps you will be kind enough to ask the Greek to

come to me at once. I expect the nurse in half an hour.”

I glanced at my watch as Nancy obeyed. It was six o’clock, and

the household was already astir. Demetrius, I knew, was no sluggard,

no lie-a-bed. He would answer the summons promptly; and upon

my immediate action might hang the life of Burlington.

Distracted by doubt, I walked to the window and flung up the

lower sash. The fresh air flooded the room; with it came the sounds

and odors of spring. The full-throated meadow-larks (California has

few singing birds) had begun their roulades, to which the staccato

notes of the gulls and the myriad-voiced chorus of frogs from the

marshes east of the sand-dunes furnished a curious and effective

accompaniment. The scent of violet, heliotrope, and jasmine hung

lightly on the breeze. The lawn sparkled with dew. The lanceo

late leaves of the eucalypti quivered against an opalescent sky. Lean

ing out of the window, my tired eyes rested gladly upon the Pacific,

which wooed me to its embrace with a tender murmur of welcome.

From the multitude of sea-birds I could prophesy that the mackerel

and sardines were in the bay. The cormorants were hard at work,

plunging with mighty splashes into the water. I caught now and

a ain the gleam of a mackerel in their monstrous beaks, and noted

i ly the parasites snapping up the morsels of fish carelessly dropped

by their patrons. What a paradise! To me a garden of Eden, with

its tree of knowledge of good and evil, its serpent, its Eve, and, alas!

the angel with the flaming sword.

It falls to the lot of all sons of Adam to wander once down the

enchanted glades of Eden. How many recognize the place too late,

when the gate is closed against them forever!

My thoughts were put to flight by the sound of Nancy’s voice.

She beckoned eagerly from the passage.

VOL. LVIL—40
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“ An extraordinary thing has happened,” she gasped. “Demetrius

has gone. He never went to bed at all. And—and he has taken

Mark with him!”

“Gone!” I ejaculated. So the fellow had turned tail. His nerves

at the critical moment had failed.

“ He has left a letter for mamma. She is reading it now. I must

go to her.”

Flinging these disjointed phrases at my head, she left me, and I

returned thoughtfully to the bedside of Burlington. As yet he had

shown no disposition to talk. The doctor’s second examination had

provoked groans and aflirmative nods in response to important ques

tions. The man was terribly bruised; but his bones, mirabile dictu,

were still intact. Quiet, of course, was imperative; and any excite

ment might prove fatal. I led the doctor to the window and told him

briefly that Demetrius had left the house. “Anything you need,

doctor, I can get. Pray command me.” The doctor, however, refused

my services, and went himself to prepare a liniment. I accompanied

him to the door, and when I turned confronted the melancholy eyes

of Burlington. The fire was out of them; in its place was a ques

tion.

“Am I in the house of Mark Gerard ‘P’ he asked, harshly.

“ You are in the house of Mrs. Gerard,” I replied. It was futile

to evade the truth, but I wondered how he would take it.

He took it, as might be expected, hardly,—in silence. The hot

blood flamed across his forehead, and ebbed instantly, leaving the pale

complexion livid,-—a danger-signal which quickened my own pulses

The situation was intensely dramatic. His next question surprised

me:

“ Is the Greek here?”

“ He was here.”

“Curse him ! Dou’t let him come into this room.”

He closed his eyes and said no more. After all, he had Said

enough. The mere words, coupled with the tones of his deep voice,

horrified me. Manifestly, his appetite for blood was not yet gll1tted

And this man was the father of Nancy!

An hour later the letter of Demetrius was placed in my hands. I

had finished a hasty breakfast, and was sitting, smoking, upon the

veranda. The doctor and the nurse were with Burlington. The letter

ran thus:

‘_‘ DEAR MADAM,—Actlng in accordance with the instructions I

received from my master, I have been compelled to leave your house

and take your son with me. We can camp at the but on the island"

(Mark had described this hut to me with enthusiasm: it hiid been

blllll‘-‘by his father, and well provisioned, for the purposes of duck

shmtmg), “ and Mark, as you know, will be safe and happy there with

me. I dare not take the chances of exposing the boy to the fury Of 8

powerful madman

“ Yours respectfully, madam,

“ DEMETRIUS.”
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Nancy brought me this carefully written epistle, and with it a

message from her mother. Mrs. Gerard was prostrated by the events

of the past twenty-four hours and unable to leave her room. She

approved the flight of Demetrius.

“ He is certainly faithful,” said Miss Nancy.

“ Why are you not lying down ?” I asked, severely.

“I could not rest while—-while the thunder is in the air. Mamma

has just given me the key to the puzzle. She has told me that Mr.

Burlington is a madman,—that he has a terrible grudge against father,

and wishes to murder poor Mark. How horrible!”

“Very horrible,” I said, gravely.

“And you,” she continued, “ were sent down to stand between

Mark and this dreadful monster. I did you an injustice. Forgive

me.”

She held out her hand frankly, with an air of good-fellowship

which argued the lack of a tenderer sentiment.

“ But the monster,” she continued, with a slight shiver, “is surely

helpless?” ‘

“ That, Miss Nancy, we do not know. We think so.”

“Mamma also told me that he had once tried to murder father,

and instead had killed his partner. I could see that the mere telling

of the story upset her terribly. Oh, Mr. Livingston, my heart mis

gives me when I think that I’m responsible for this man being here.

\Vhat have I done in my folly and conceit?”

Her distress was most painful to witness; and naturally I offered

some crumbs of comfort, pointing out that she had acted according to

the dictates of her heart, a woman's wisest counsellor, and doubtless

for the best, ultimately.

“ Why has this man,” she asked, fiercely, “ been suffered to heap

such wretchedness upon the heads of innocent people?”

I was silent.

“ Have you nothing to say?” she demanded, hotly.

“There is reason in everything,” I answered,—“ the inexorable

logic of cause and effect. I believe that the answer to most of our

questions may be found, if we search patiently. The problem of

human suffering is to be solved, but not by random guess-work.' The

sutferings of such a woman as your mother are to me evidence of a

future state of existence.”

She listened attentively to my crude response, a softer light suifusing

her fine eyes. The thou ht struck me that both of us, she as well as

I, had taken life too lig tly and needed the discipline of reflection.

To me personally things in general had begun to assume strange pro

portions; some of my mountains dwindled to mole-hills, and vice

versa; substance melted into shadow; the ideal absorbed the real.

The process is often rapid, and, like a trip across the English Channel,

most upsetting.

“ Yesterday,” said Nancy, after a significant pause, “ I particularly

noticed the sunset. The line of surf, with the light behind it, was

purple, not white; and yet I knew, of course, that it was white. It

is so with the human souls we meet: their color depends upon the
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light, and our own eyes deceive us. And there are always the two

roads, one leading to heaven,—on earth, I mean,—and the other

to_” I

“ The land of regret. May you never set foot there!”

I spoke warmly.

“Thank you: you would "

“ Turn myself into a sign-post for your sake. Most assuredly.”

We gazed calmly and dispassionately into each other’s eyes. Per

haps, all in all, it was the bitterest moment of my life, for I saw that

she had guessed my secret and remained unmoved; and yet—the

leaven of sweetness was there.

CHAPTER VI.

AT the request of Mrs. Gerard, I drove alone to meet her husband,

a passenger on the incoming stage, Which was due at the nearest town

Ea wretched village) about five in the afternoon. Burlington, so the

oetor assured me, was, practically speaking, paralyzed, and unable to

move his limbs without suifering intense pain. During the day he

had spoken to none, taking what nourishment was offered, and sub

mitting without a groan to the treatment prescribed. The nurse was

a powerful man, fully awake to his responsibilities. Gerard doubtless

had much to say to me, and I to him. Under these circumstances I

consented to leave the house.

“ Will he live?” was the first question of Gerard.

“ The doctor thinks so.”

Then I told my story from start to finish, eliminating the murder

ous suggestions of the Greek. Gerard was intensely excited.

“ Good Lord!” he burst out, “ what an escape the lad has had !”

I concluded with the flight of Demetrius, and gave him the Greek"B

letter, Which he read rapidly and placed in his pocket-hook.

“ Well,” he said, sharply, in the tone of a man who is puzzled but

won’t admit it,—“ well, sir, what is your opinion? Mind, your honest

opinion."

“Demetrius,” said I, slowly, searching for a suitable epithet and

selecting the one upon my tongue’s tip, “ is a damned coward.”

“And your reasons?” he snapped. His restless eyes sparkled as

the adjective sputtered from my lips.

“He turned tail to save his own hide. The boy was taken to save

appearances. ‘When Mark was in real danger,—alone on the sands

with Burlington,—Demetrius was indecently indiiferent. But When

the doctor apprehended violent symptoms, and our friend thought that

he might be exposed to them, why, then ”

“ He wilted, eh?”

“ Yes; the naked coward obtruded itself.”

“You don’t know him, young man.”

“ Possibly not.”

“ He is no coward. I have known Demetrius for thirty years,-a

long time. I repeat, he is no coward.”



AN IMPENDING SWORD. 699
-4

I touched up the horses with the flick of the whip; and the action

betrayed me, for Gerard laughed.

“Take it coolly,” he said. “Young men, nine times out of ten,

misconstrue the motives which govern human actions. Remember

that I have made a study, a profitable study, of my fellow-creatures.”

“ All the same,” I said, doggedly, “ he is a coward.”

“ That’s quite right. Stick to your colors, my boy. By the way,

I am sur rised that you should have taken Burlington to my house.”

I could not excuse myself without accusing Nancy, so I held my

eace.
P “However,” he continued, thoughtfully, “ we have the man where

we can watch him. You may yet earn that big salary.”

, “ I expect to,” I retorted, bluntly. I was cursing myself for speak

ing out so plainly. In damning the cowardice of the Greek I had

also, by inference, damned the cowardice of my employer. My tongue,

as usual, had outstripped my halting brain. I was still in my salad

days and a novice in the art of dialogue.

“ I suppose,” said Gerard, carelessly, “ that you have fallen in love

with Nancy.”

The question took me so completely by surprise that my stupid face

flushed scarlet. I began to realize that this man, whose bodily presence

was so contemptible, was, conversationally speaking, dandliug me in

his arms.

“ I don’t blame you,” continued Gerard, in his most matter-of-fact

tones. “She is a pretty girl, and very intelligent. It would interest

me to know whether—er—she ”

“ No: she doesn’t.”

“ Thank you. I like to be posted. No, no: don’t frown. I dare

swear that she will say Yes ; and you may live to wish it had been No.”

He had dropped his tone of banter, and spoke gloomily, in sour,

raucous accents. This man had achieved much that the world prizes.

His keen brain and extraordinary acumen had borne him triumphant

upon the top wave of success. Now that be had brought his heavily

freighted vessel into safe harborage, he had leisure to read the log and

estimate the wear and tear. I watched him as he leaned back wearily

against the well—padded cushions of the buggy, and made a small cal

culation. Divide wealth, as many millions as you please, by health,

subtract time, and what is left? Answer, the man beside me, haggard,

wizened, prematurely gray.

So, after all, he had seen the complication of my falling in love

with Nancy,—-had counted the probability as gain, an extra rivet to

bind me to his service. What a puppet I had been !

“ I’m sorry the boy is from home,” he muttered. “ I should have

e_r:_ijoy,ed seeing him. Demetrius is over-cautious,—a fault on the right

s1 e. a

He asked me innumerable questions about the lad, displaying his

talent for cross-examination, and with it his remarkable love for his

son. Mrs. Gerard, it appeared, had been kind enough to give me more

credit than I deserved; and her husband expressed his appreciation of

my efforts in a characteristic fashion.
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“ You are not giving me value received,” he said, brusquely, “ but

you’ve done all I asked, and more.”

I wondered whether Mrs. Gerard in her letters had mentioned my

excursion into Cupid’s domain, and answered the question in the

negative.

“ I’m a generous man,” Gerard continued, with that curious inflec

tion in his voice which I had remarked when he had pressed upon me

his rarest wines; “and my step-daughter—-you have found out, of

course, that she is my step-daughter—-will be handsomely dowered. I

dare say I shall give her a picture or two,—that Constable, perhaps,-—

if ’

“ If——” I repeated.

“ If she marries the right fellow.” .

What, I asked myself, did he mean? That there was meaning

behind every word he spoke I could no longer doubt. Why did he

remind me of a spider? Why—humiliating reflection !—did I com

pare myself to a fly? These questions were adequately answered later.

Our talk for the present was over. The lights of the house were in

sight. The familiar roar of the surf became louder and louder; and

the dogs, a brace of handsome blood-hounds, bayed melodiously.

“ By Jupiter!” said Gerard, sharply, “ that is the voice of

Demetrius.”

I strained my ears in vain, but a large figure loomed suddenly in

the foreground.

“That you, Demetrius?” my companion shouted.

“ Yes,” came the measured response: “it is I."

The Greek, however, had no intention of stating his business in

my presence. He assisted his master to descend from the high buggy,

and followed him respectfully into the house. I remained with the

horses and helped the coachman, Jap Byers, an excellent fellow, t0

unhitch them—and his tongue. He chattered volubly.

“Slimy kind 0’ cuss, that ther Greek, Mr. Livingston. I’m a liar

if he didn’t scare the puddin’ outer me.”

“ You don’t look as if you were easily scared,” said I.

“I ain’t,” he repliedI ‘‘that’s a fact; but the Greek he done it

An’ it warn’t right, neither. Him an’ me never was frien’s. When

he comes a-sashayin’ along as if he owned the hull earth, I aim tel‘

look jest a leetle mite above his head, as if I didn’t see his royal

highness ; an’ that mads him, an’ tickles me.”

Jap laughed loudly. I had known for some time that he and

Demetrius were unfriendly.

“ So he scared you ?”

“ Yes, sir. Ye see, he bosses it around the house, but I'm the chief

here, an don’t allow no monkey business on my premises. \Velb 5"‘!

after you left, Mary, the housemaid, come out, an’ she an’ me had 3

1‘¢ie;]le howsiy-do. She’s Danish, is Mary, all’ not one 0’ yer scary ones.

y

“Get along with your story, Jap. Pm in a hurry.”

“ Mizryvwas tellin’ me about the doin’s with the gentleman as was

hurt; 9-I1 glvm’ me the hull song an’ dance)’
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“ Where were you, Jap ?”

The honest fellow blushed. By the flickering light of the stable

lantern I could see his freckled face blazing.

“ \Ve was in the hay-mow,” he said, reluctantly.

“ Where you generally sit, eh ?”

“ Yes,” he admitted, with a. sheepish grin. “ Mary likes the smell

0’ the hay.”

“ Go on, Jap.”

“D’ye think,” he demanded, eagerly, “that ther Greek was on to

the racket 0’ me an’ Mary sittin’ in the hay-mow? Gosh! I guess

he was stuck on Mary hisself. Why, that accounts fer the milk in the

cocoa-nut. Of course. Well, sir, when she got through tellin’ me

how the pore feller couldn’t speak nor move, and ”

“She went into all those details?”

“ Why, yes ; an’ she had it straight from Miss Nancy, too. \Vimmen

folks must talk, or they’d naterally go crazy. Well, sir, she’d got at

last ter the end 0’ the yarn, an’ I’d told her good-by, an’ was wavin’

her adoo as she stood in the door-way, when all of a suddent a big

shock 0’ hay comes a-tumblin’ down an’ ketches me right ’twixt wind

an’ water. It come nigh killin’ me, an’ Mary too. Why, the girl

’most split herself a-laflin’. An’, Mr. Livingston,” his pleasant voice

hardened, “ that ther Greek, damn his soul, done it.”

I expressed my astonishment.

“ He done it outer meanness. I never suspicioned the cuss, knowin’

that the hay was kinder poorly piled an’ that I’d bin keerless about

the handlin’ of it. But jest before you druv up I happened ter start

out fer the house, an’ then changed my mind an’ walked around the

barn. Well, sir, as I come around that ther corner I saw the Greek,

standin’ like a statoo on a pedestial. Where did he come from?

Why, from the mow, 0’ course. He piped me ofl" ter the house, an’

then crawled out. He must ha’ known that Danish Mary an’ I was

frien’s, an’ be calkilated ter make an everlastin’ scarecrow outer me

before her,—the son of a gun! I dropped onter his racket right

away, the second I seen him. He come there a-purpose. I’d ’a’

thumped him good, if it cost me this place, but the dogs begun

barkin’, the Greek he speaks to ’em as if molasses candy wouldn’t

melt in his month, an’ the next thing I knew he was talkin’ with Mr.

Gerard. But, cuss him, I’ll git even.”

“ But, Jap, how do you know he was really in the mow?”

“ Why, sir, when I come up with the lantern I see the hay-seed

and sticker-grass on his coat.” ,

I bade Mr. Byers good-ni ht, and walked thoughtfully to the

house. My deductions in regar to this affair difi"ered materially from

those of honest Jap. I could not believe that Demetrius had wilfully

set rolling the shock of hay. If he had concealed himself in the barn

for some specific purpose, would he court detection for the sake of

playing a prank or to gratify a personal spite? Hardly. The hay,

badly piled and undermined, had obeyed the laws of gravitation.

Possibly in the ardors of eavesdropping the Greek had displaced the

shock unwittingly. He had studied the habits of Jap and his “best
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girl,” and, wishing to learn the exact condition of affairs in the house,

had turned his knowledge of sociology to good account. Very slimy,

as Jap observed. An Anglo-Saxon blessed with the Greek’s upbring

ing would have scouted such methods, but the secretive nature of

Demetrius, stimulated by terror of Burlington, accounted satisfactorily

for everything. The fellow was an out-and-out poltroon.

Mark Gerard dined alone with Nancy and me. He was in no

mood to talk, and gulped down his dinner in gloomy silence. Since

we parted in the stable-yard his manner had entirely changed. From

his gestures rather than from his words I inferred that he was intensely

nervous (I laid this to the charge of Demetrius), and unduly irritable.

Nancy, too, seemed depressed and abstracted. She replied in mono

syllables to my few questions.

“ Nancy, go to your mother,” said Gerard, as the coffee was brought

in. “ I wish to talk with Mr. Livingston.”

We pushed our chairs from the table and lighted cigars.

“ Demetrius,” said Gerard, “is not a coward.”

I merely bowed, having resolved, for the future, to curb my

tongue.

“ He proposes,” Gerard spoke slowly, watching me narrowly

between half-closed eyes,-—“ he proposes to take entire charge of—of

this madman. You ”

He rolled up carefully the loosened wrapper of his cigar, and I,

chafing at the delay, forgot my good resolutions and blurted out,

“ What disposition does he make of me ?”

“Pshaw !” said Gerard, frowning; “ what a hot-head it is! I,”-—

he emphasized the pronoun (’twas an effective trick of his),—“ I, my

lad, have pleasanter work for you. I shall send my family to Europe

at once in your charge. Mrs. Gerard needs complete change; the boy

must see something of the world ; and Nancy, of course, will be

counted in. What do you think of my plan ?”

“ Your plan,” I said, dryly, “takes me by surprise.”

Surprise—the word but feebly expresses the condition of my feel

ings. Had Demetrius dared to make this suggestion, in the teeth of

what had occurred in the cave? And if so, in the name of the

Sphinx, to what purpose, knowing, as he must know, that I should

refuse to become a party to his infamous schemes? Was master in

collusion with man ? No. I couldn’t believe that. What then?

The scoundrel was a consummate judge of character, and he had had

abundant opportunity to study the idiosyncrasies of Hugo Livingston.

He probably counted upon my promise of secrecy, and—by Jupiter!

the truth flashed upon me—counted further upon my opposition, and

my subsequent dismissal from the service of Gerard. I would try and

balk him.

“ If Demetrius,” said I, lightly, “is in the house, I should like to

talk this over with him.”

“ Demetrius returned at once to Mark.”

“ How far is it to the island ?” I asked.

“ Not more than two miles.”

I rose to my feet.
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“Mr. Gerard, I must see Demetrius to-night. Within two hours

you shall have your answer.”

He nodded and puffed at his cigar.

“As you please,” he said, indiflerently.

The immortal Lincoln said that you could fool a part of the people

all the time, and all the people part of the time, but that no man could

fool all the people all the time.

In considering the relations which existed between Mark Gerard

and the Greek, this piece of wisdom bubbled up out of my memory

and lent an agreeable eifervescence to my reflections. Gerard was a

brilliant man in his way, but I had come to the conclusion that Deme

trius was the stronger, mentally, of the two, and exercised a potent

influence upon his master. I still clung to my theory in regard to the

Greek’s cowardice; otherwise I should hardly have trusted myself

alone with him. He had no intention, I was convinced, of meeting

or nursing Burlington. He was fooling Gerard. He should not, I

decided, fool Hugo Livingston.

The night was perfect, an idyllic night for lovers. The moon

lolled lazily in the sapphire heavens. The air was soft and odorous,

languid with the perfume of a million flowers. And the voice of

Spring whispered her old, old story.

“ Where are you going ?”

It was Nancy. She flitted towards me, a slender, Naiad-like figure,

illumined by the silvery beams.

“Who would not wish to be abroad such a night as this, Miss

Nancy? I’m off for a walk.”

“I’ll go with you,” she replied. “ Mamma is asleep, and my

father’’—-her voice hardened—“ doesn’t want me.”

I hesitated. '

“If you don’t want me, too—”

My scruples fled.

“ I’m going to the island, Miss Nancy. Perhaps you would like

to see Mark.”

She made no reply, and we started, side by side, not a yard between

us. In silence we paced down the path to the sea and descended the

steps which led to the sands. I forgot Demetrius, forgot the nature

of my errand, forgot prudence, forgot everything save the one intoxi

cating fact that I was walking alone, beneath the stars, with the woman

I loved. But what I forgot Nancy bore in mind.

“ Mr. Livingston,” she said, in confidential tones, “ I have watched

for this opportunity. I want to ask you what I have not the heart to

ask mamma, and what I won’t ask my father.”

“ Is it something I can answer?”

“ I think so.”

“ Is it something I ought to answer, Miss Nancy‘ ?”

“If you have my welfare at heart,” she whispered, softly, “you

will tell me the truth—all the truth—-about this mysterious aifair.

Hitherto, Mr. Livingston, I’ve taken persons and things as I found

them. Effects have interested me rather than causes. There is father,
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for instance, who has lived apart from us all these years. I accepted

that without inquiry, but now it seems odd. Where was the necessity?

The reason, the cause, must be a strong one. Then, again, there is

this mad socialist. What is he doing at large? And what is the

nature of his grudge against us? I don’t ask these questions out of

idle curiosity.”

“These questions, Miss Nancy, I cannot answer.”

“ You cannot ?—-or you will not?”

She spoke impatiently. I hesitated. \Vhat should I say ?

‘‘I’m old enough to know these secrets, if secrets they be, and

strong enough to share my mother's burdens. Poor dear mammal

how old she looked to-night !”

“ You can lighten your mother’s burdens very materially by not

attempting to shoulder them.”

We paced on together, but Nancy had moved farther from me, as

if repelled by my discretion. VVhen she spoke, her voice had lost its

warmth.

“ I shall not bother you again,” said she.

The fiend tempted me to reply.

“ My own secrets, Miss Nancy, I would share with you willingly.

One of them you surprised this morning.”

I could not possibly have selected a less opportune time for such a

bald statement. Truly, when love enters men’s hearts their wits often

leave their heads.

Nancy, with a woman’s consideration, pointed out a loophole Of

escape.

“ Mr. Livingston, is the tide coming in or going out ?”

But my blood was up, and the fever of spring in my veins.

“ Hang the tide!” I replied. “ The tide of my life is setting

towards you so strongly that I can stem it no longer. Nancy, Sweet

Nancy, I love you !”

A tremulous sigh escaped her lips.

“I love you!” I repeated, with a lover's foolish iteration. “I

love you 1”

CHAPTER VII.

THIS premature declaration of feelings which I had sworn to my

self to suppress was brought about partly by the spring fever aforesaid,

partly by a youthful and excitable temperament, and partly by the

encouraging words of Mark Gerard that same afternoon. Upon his

own confession he had anticipated-some such explosion ; and I was 110*»

the man to balk his fancy.

“ I thought," my companion faltered, “that you were in love with

another woman,—the goddess?”

“ You are the goddess,” I said, fervently. “ And I began to wor

ship at your shrine the very moment we met.”

‘‘ Oh !"

“ You seem surprised. If you had fallen in love with me, Nancy,
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that would indeed have been surprising; but that I should fall in love

with you is the most natural thing in the world.”

“ You must fall out of it again,” she answered, gravely.

“ Never !”

“ Mr. Livingston, say you must. Please don’t be ridiculous.”

“ I can’t help it,” I replied. “ You would make a graven image

love-sick.”

“And we were such good friends,” she murmured.

“ I don’t want to press you ” I continued.

“I should hope not,” she returned, her absurd sense of the ludi

crous uppermost as usual. “ Mr. Livingston, I’ll try and forget this

—this indiscretion. I’ve no love to give you. It’s better to be

frank, isn’t it? Don’t frown, and don’t sulk. You are such a nice

boy. ’

“ Boy l” I ejaculated. “ I am twenty-six. Do you know that

Valerius Corvus was consul at twenty-three. Boy, indeed!”

“ You provoke me, Mr. Livingston. Let’s suppose for an instant

that I could return this love of yours: are you in a position to support

a wife ?”

“ I swear I could support a doze-.n—upon the terms you mention.

Your love would spur me to Titanic efl"orts.”

She laughed outright. And I lost my temper.

“If you look at this from a dollars and cents point of view, Miss

Gerard, I have nothing more to say.”

“That is spoken like a man,” she said, mockingly. Truly, the

fiend of mischief possessed her.

“Nancy,” I cried, out to the quick by her scornful words, “why

are you so cruel? Is a man’s love so small a thing, that you can afford

to fling it aside?”

Her mood suddenly changed, and, halting, she confronted me with

flashing eyes.

“For your sake,” she said, with dignity, “I made light of your

love. We are here together, living in the same house, meeting a dozen

times a day. I did my best to patch up the woof of our friendship,

but you have chosen to burst the stitches. I tried to spare you, and a

man of tact would have appreciated my efl"ort. I have no love to give

you, Mr. Livingston, because——because my life is already pledged to

another. I pity you from the bottom of my heart. Good-night.”

She walked swiftly away, leaving me abashed and speechless.

“ Hugo,” I murmured, softly, “ you are a fool.”

Having registered myself among the vast majority of my fellows,

I trudged moodily towards the island. My thoughts followed Nancy,

but my footsteps pointed in the opposite direction,—-a fact which fur

nished me with meat for reflection. \Vas I destined to love this fair

woman and leave her? Morally and intellectually Nancy had become

the magnet which swayed my faculties; what if my wretched body

were constrained to hear me henoeforward from~—not to—her?

Chewing this bitter cud, I rapidly approached the island. Already

I had come to the margin of the lake. Encircled with tules and bul

rushes, it gleamed cold and placid in the moonshine. In the winter
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its surface was covered with wild fowl,——geese, ducks, and occasional

swans. To-night not a living creature met my eye. Solitude reigned

supreme.

Skirting the tules, I came to a point of land so near to the island

that a stone might be thrown from one to the other; and across the

channel I noted a boat moored to a post, and a light twinkling in the

window of the hut. To attract the notice of the Greek I shouted-—

louder than Stentor—thrice. At the third shout the door of the hut

opened, and I could see plainly the huge body of Demetrius filling

the entrance and outlined sharply against the background of light.

“ Who is it?” His bass voioe rolled sonorously across the water.

“ I,—Hugo Livingston.”

He turned and entered the hut, shutting the door. For a moment

I suspected that he meant to ignore my presence; but I was mistaken.

He appeared again almost immediately and walked slowly towards the

boat. A minute later he was by my side.

“ Good-evening,” he said, tranquilly.

“ I came here,” I began, bluntly, “to tell you that I am not the

fool you take me for. You can impose upon Mr. Gerard, but not upon

me. I saved you, only yesterday, from committing a dastardly murder.”

“ I’m not ungrateful,” he returned, softly.

“What lies between you and Burlington is unknown to me. A

furious personal hate upon both sides, I suspect,—a hate which the

facts hardly warrant. Mr. Gerard has sufi'ered torment at the hands

of his enemy, but you are merely a paid servant.” I spoke harshly,

aflame with repugnance. Demetrius listened to my words in respectful

silence. “ I say you are a servant, but you are usurping the functions

of a master. How dare you lay a trap for me ?”

“ A trap ‘?” he repeated. “ I have laid no trap, sir.”

“You lie!”

He displayed no resentment. I thought—it may have been fancy

—that a smile hovered u on his lips.

“ You lie,” I repeated), “Demetrius, as glibly as honest men speak

the truth. You pandered to your master’s fears, and urged him to

send his family to Europe with me, knowing that I should refuse to

leave Burlington at your mercy, the mercy of a coward.”

He spread out his hands with a deprecating gesture.

“ Mr. Livingston, I swear that you do me an injustice. I agreed to

stay here and watch this madman, but I had no intention of arousing

his fury by going near him. The doctor and a competent nurse have

him in charge. I suggested to Mr. Gerard that you should take Mark

to Europe because you know Europe and because you can teach the

boy what I cannot."

“Yes,—honesty,” I said, with emphasis.

“ What happened yesterday, Mr. Livingston, justifies these taunts

I’ve served Mr. Gerard faithfully,—he saved me from starvation, 01‘ 8

worse fate,—and, seeing his relentless enemy at last in my power, I

I lost my head. You saved me, as you say, from the crime of murden

and from the bottom of my heart I thank you.”

His extraordinary fluency of speech took me aback. Anglo-Saxons,
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as a rule, express themselves so unreadily that a freely flowing diction

almost bewilders.

“Keep your thanks till I ask for them. I promised to hold my

tongue about what occurred in the. cave, but your action to-night ab

solves me from that promise. Before I go to bed Mr. Gerard shall be

placed in possession of the facts. We will see, then, what he will say.”

In the moonlight I could see his lips whiten and quiver. I noted

these signs of distress with much satisfaction. They proclaimed the

absence of collusion between the Greek and Gerard.

“ For God’s sake, sir, don’t tell him that.”

“You’ve left me no choice in the matter.”

He began to urge me to keep silence, employing such arguments as

his prolific brain afforded. When he had exhausted these I shook my

head.

“ Will you think this over, sir?” he pleaded. “Sleep upon it, and

remember that five-and-twenty years of faithful service are at stake.”

“ Very well,” I replied. “ I’ll think it over. As for sleep, I

watch to-night in Burlington’s room. There will be no sleep for me.”

He thanked me for the twelve hours’ grace, but I cut him short.

“ Mr. Livingston, pardon me, but are you not afraid of being

alone with that madman ? His injuries are not so severe as ”

“As you could wish, Demetrius. Rest assured, my friend, that

the prospect of spending the night with Mr. Burlington does not scare

me at all. I don’t think he could move if he tried. And, in any

case, I’m stronger than he.”

“ Yes,” he answered, quietly, scanning me from head to heel, “ you

are a powerful young man ; but in a fight the victory does not always

rest with the strongest. I wish, sir, you could trust me. My friend

ship is worth having. Give me your word, Mr. Livingston, that you

will not smirch my character, and make me your friend for life.”

The oily smoothness of his tones disgusted me, and I answered,

roughly,—

“Your friendship, Demetrius, has no value in my eyes. And I

tell you frankly that one night will make no breach in my determina

tion. As sure as I’m standing here I shall tell Mr. Gerard the truth

the very first thing to-morrow morning.”

“ So be it,” he answered, snllenly.

I watched him as he strode to the boat, a stately figure, but a per

sonality that aroused in me nothing but distrust and aversion. He

untied the painter, pushed 0fl' from the shore, pulled across the narrow

channel, made fast the boat to the post, and entered the house. Then

I swung upon my heel and walked rapidly away.

Mark Gerard, I found, had not left the dining-room. He had sat

there smoking cigar after cigar, and the air was heavy with the fumes

of his strong perfeclos. The contrast between the salt breeze from the

ocean and the overpowering atmosphere of that close dining-room was

no more salient, perhaps, than the difference between the Hugo Liv

ingston of a week ago and the tired, distracted individual of to-day.

I accepted a cigar, in self-defence, and a chair.
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“ Well, my friend, you’ve seen Demetrius?”

“Yes.”

“He’s not quite the coward you thought, eh ? I told you—didn’t

I?—that I was a coward myself, and I can recognize the symptoms

in others. Demetrius does not know the meaning of the word

fear.”

“ That remains to be proved.”

“Just so. Will you give him the chance, and take my people to

Europe? Place as many miles between this devil and Mark as you

can. I should think you’d jump at such an opportunity.”

“ You are very generous, sir.”

“Of course I am. I like you, Hugo. I recognize in. you the

qualities which I lack myself,—strength, courage, infiexiblhty. S0

it’s settled, eh ?”

“I’m at your service, Mr. Gerard.”

“And I can use you to the best advantage. I like to use men.

And I pay them handsomely. There is Demetrius.”

“He must have grown rich in your service; and yet

“Speak out. And yet—what ?”

“ He has brains,” I said, “ and he might have aspired to be some

thing more than your more servant.” '

“ He aspired, once, to be my partner. Lucky for him that I chose

another man.”

I waited, and the explanation came, between pufl‘s of smoke:

“I educated Demetrius to assist me in my business. I was not

thirty when I found him running barefoot in New York; but I recog

nized at once in him those qualities and faculties which, properly

trained, bring a man to the front. But Demetrius proved 1:00 smart,

much to my disappointment, and I had to show him his place. We

were at Black Gulch then; and I was engaged in the most extenslve

mining operations. Demetrius was my right bower, but he contmually

overstepped instructions. He thought he knew it all—eh? Well, I

had to have a partner; a man whom I could talk to and control‘; a

conservative man, who would furnish the motive power, the runmng

here and there, and let me do the planning in peace. Such a fellow

was right to my hand,—p00r Ferdinand Perkins. It must have been

a heavy disappointment to Demetrius, but he stood it like a Trojan.

Then came the murder of Perkins, and what followed. Demelirllls

himself applied for his present post, which he has kept. AS you say,

he’s a rich man. He has no kick coming.”

I glanced at my watch and rose.

“ I sit with Burlington to—night, Mr. Gerard.”

“ Yes, yes.” He winoed at the man’s name. “I don’t envy you

VVell, I’ll go to bed. To-morrow I shall spend with Mark.”

His softened tones as he finished the sentence provoked the ex

clamation,—

“You’re a devoted father, Mr. Gerard.”

He sighed.

' “ I live again, Hugo, in the person of my child. I’ve had 8 hard

l1fe,—plenty of shadow, lad, and little sunshine. I’ve peered mm

7)
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most things and found them hollow. Even my love for Mark, as

youh know, has been my greatest joy and my greatest misery. Good

nig t.’

I pitied him profoundly as I walked up-stairs. Community of

suffering, according to George Eliot, is the root of pity; and, smarting

beneath the knowledge that Nancy could never be mine, realizing that

life without her would prove saltless and sterile, I could put myself

in the place of Mark Gerard and say with him, All is vanity.

What a paradox the man was! What a bundle of contrasts ! He

possessed in many material respects a mind of the largest scope—-and

also of the smallest,—a mind at once of the finest and coarsest texture.

His financial combinations had gained him an international reputation.

He was known as one of the pluckiest bulls in the stock ring. He

had the tenderest aifection for his son. But I knew him to be a

sensualist and a poltroon. Perhaps he had the moral equipment

which in these latter days proves the shield of success, the aegis

against which the slings and arrows of a debauched and unscrupulous

press rattle in vain.

The professional nurse assured me that the patient had rested

easily and had taken a surprising amount of nourishment. The slight

symptoms of fever had passed away, and the application of the lini

ments caused less pain. He lay upon his back, eyes and mouth

closed, senseless, apparently, to the outer world. I received careful

instructions as to diet and massage, and then the nurse left me.

The room was the one usually occupied by Demetrius. It had

two doors and a window. One door communicated with the passage,

and the other with Mark's bedroom, now vacant. Here, the nurse

told me, I should find coffee and light refreshments. A drawn portiere

hung between the rooms, but the door was open, and a lamp burned

brightly upon Mark’s table, furnishing suflicient light for the room

beyond, where Burlington lay. The nurse warned me to leave this

lamp where it was: too much light, he said, was bad for his patient.

I took my seat by the head of the bed, with my back to the por

tiere and facing the window. The lower sash was up, and I could see

and hear the ocean. I mention these details as briefly as possible, but

they are important, as the sequel will prove.

For an hour at least I watched Burlington’s impassive features. I

am no physiognomist, but, unless my experience was entirely at fault,

this man had the head of neither a criminal nor a maniac. The brows

were narrow but lofty; the mouth was beautifully modelled, but dis

figured by deep lines running from nostril to jaw-bone. His hands

were the next to attract my attention, and again I marvelled at the

curious concatenation of circumstances which had warped a nature

unquestionably designed for good rather than evil purposes. Perhaps

the fact that Nancy’s father was the object of my examination per

verted my judgment; but sitting there in the dimly-lit room, with the

lullaby of the Pacific in my ears, I came to the amazing conclusion

that Burlington was guiltless of the murder of Perkins, that his wife

had been the victim of circumstantial evidence, that Gerard had fallen
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a prey to his natural pusillanimity. Then I suddenly bethought me

of the telegrams, and my imagination wilted.

As my eyes still rested upon the sinewy hands with their strong

spatulate fingers, Burlington addressed me by name. His voice was

much stronger, and the intonation clear, indicating an uuclouded brain.

“ Are we alone?” he asked, not moving his head.

“ Yes,” said I; “ but don’t talk.”

“ I must,” he replied, impatiently. “I’ve focussed all my strength

for that very purpose. I want to see Mrs. Gerard to-morrow.”

He was certainly mad, I decided, and must be humored.

“ Yes, yes,” I murmured, soothingly, “of course you shall see Mrs.

Gerard.”

“ I don’t know what the devil you mean by ‘of course,’ ” he said,

irritably. “There are serious difliculties in the way. She was once

my wife, the very light of my eyes. And she left me,—me,” I noted

the accent of pride,-—“ for that slave of Plutus, Mark Gerard. I let

her go, damn her, without a word. But she is not anxious to see me

again, I’ll warrant.”

I was too astonished to reply.

“I may have to employ you,” he continued, calmly, “ as a g0

between. Mark Gerard is welcome to my wife, but the girl is mine,

and I want her.”

“Nancy?” I gasped.

. 1‘,"Is that her name?” said be. “Yes, she’s mine. I claim the

gll‘ .

He spoke so calmly, so sanely, that I forgot my duty as nurse, and

spoke out impulsively :

“ You claim that girl, knowing the reason which drove her mother

from your house?”

“ Do you know the reason, Livingston ?”

(K I do."

“Then, in the name of God, share that knowledge with me.

Heavens! how my head reels!”

I tried in vain to calm him, but he demanded imperatively 8"

answer to his appeal.

“Why did she leave me ?” be repeated. “I made her a good

husband. I dare say I was jealous of other men,—Gerard in par

ticular,—bnt that was a proof of love. I worked like a slave fol‘

that woman,—worked till my health broke down, and then,just when

I needed her most, she deserted me. The girl was born months after

that, _and I supposed she was the child of Gerard. To-day-—tl1is

n1ormng—I opened my eyes and saw my face stamped upon hers. She

is a Burlington all over. I swear it. How dared that woman rob me

of my child ? I've lain here, Livingston, all this day, eating what they

gave me, submitting to that awful rubbing, praying, ay, praying for

strength to recover and claim my child.”

“ rind Perkins?” I whispered.

“ 18 eyes met mine with the inquiring glance of a puzzled child.

Perkins ?” he muttered. “ Ferdinand Perkins? The Greek

murdered him. I know it. Don’t let that man come near me. 116,5
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my enemy, I tell you, my bitter enemy! But what has Perkins to do

with me ‘? Are you crazy? Curse that dog! My head is splitting.”

The blood-hound was baying furiously, but suddenly ceased. A

skunk, probably, skirting the barn, had provoked his resentment.

Not daring to pursue the subject further, I bathed Burlington’s head,

but to no purpose. The pain waxed fiercer and fiercer, till the man

positively quivered beneath my touch. The doctor, foreseeing such a

contingency, had sent a composing draught, with instructions. I hastily

administered a full dose, and watched it take eifect. Burlington, be

neath the influence of the drug, closed his eyes, and within five minutes

was peacefully asleep. I resumed my place by his side, and tried to

muster my rampant thoughts. Eolus wrestling with his turbulent

winds had a lighter task.

Outside, the moon and stars were obscured by fog, which had rolled

in from the ocean, thick and dank with the spume of the sea, blotting

from my view the shimmering waters, and banishing the grateful breeze.

One might scarcely believe that one short hour ago the prospect had

been clear,—that with the morning sun these clouds, so clammily op

pressive, would be once more swept away.

Suddenly my ear caught the sound of a footstep, and I sprang

from my chair with a muttered exclamation. Some one was in the

next room !

At that moment the lamp was extinguished, and I found myself

in bewildering darkness.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE brain, if sound, performs its functions more quickly in mo

ments of danger than at any other time, discarding the consideration

of side-issues, and obeying blindly the instinct of self-preservation.

It flashed across me instantly that I was in deadly peril at the hands

of the man whom I had accused of cowardice,—Demetrius. He alone

had access to the house: he alone could quiet Sultan, the blood-hound :

he alone had good reason to fear not only Burlington, but Hugo Living

ston. Mark Gerard, I could no longer doubt, was the victim of a

deep-laid pl0t,—-a plot which already had wrecked three lives, and

which was destined, perhaps, to destroy my own. If the Greek, in

flamed with hellish ambition, had slain poor Perkins, he was capable

of repeating the tragedy of Red Gulch here, in this bedroom. Ob

viously his plan was to kill both Burlington and me, and in such a

manner that it would be supposed we had killed each other.

This conviction asserted itself as I awaited in breathless silence the

attack of the Greek. I had dropped upon one knee between the door

and the bed, and in my right hand was the small pistol which I always

carried on my person. But a pistol is the least efficient weapon in such

a fight as this. What would I have given for a double-barrelled shot

gun, a good sabre, or a knife! If I fired in the dark, the flash of the

powder would prove a death-warrant; the same grim logic applied to

the striking of a match. I was satisfied that such a master-scoundrel

Von. L"’TT.-41
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as Demetrius had laid his plans with extraordinary sagacity. He was

taking desperate chances, but the crisis justified them. These rooms

were cut otf from the rest of the house, and nothing short of a pistol

shot would arouse Gerard and the servants. Demetrius must have

counted upon the moon as an ally. From the darkness of Mark’s room

he might have approached me unseen and unheard, and then—a bold

thrust of a knife would rid him of the man who had dared to unmask

his villany. But the fickle moon had played him false. He probably,

like me, was now upon the defensive. Who would move first ?

I finally decided to take the initiative; for the suspense was in

tolerable. Demetrius, I reflected, was stiff in the joints, his muscles

loss supple than mine, his sense of hearing loss acute. Youth was on

my side, experience on his. The two players in the game were at least

fairly matched.

Had it not been for Burlin on, I could have easily escaped by the

window and alarmed the house 10ld ; but I dared not leave my patient.

His's0mewhat stertorous breathing was the only sound which broke

Ehe slirlence. If I were killed or injured, he was at the mercy of the

rec .

I confess that a certain exhilaration possessed me as I crawled into

Mark’s room, and a sense that I was acting wisely braced my nerves.

The Greek could beat me hollow when it came to scheming, but in a

rough-and-tumble contest I confidently expected to get the best of

him. As soon as I determined his whereabouts, I decided to rush the

ruflian, and, if possible, strike the first (so often the last) blow.

But the unexpected, that element in human affairs which we in

variably ignore, ruled otherwise. I had hardly crossed the threshold

of the inner room when I heard a heavy footfall in the passage. At

the same moment the voice of Jap Byers, calling me by name, echoed

gruflly through the darkness, while a gleam of light pierced the gloom.

As the door was flung open, revealing the thick-set figure of the

coachman, lantern in hand, a crash of glass to my right set my nerves

tingling. Demetrius had leaped through the window, glissaded down

the roof of the veranda, and was already lost to sight. Jap and I

1clongronted each other, our mouths agape, our eyes starting from our

ea s.

“ If this ain’t a picnic,” said Jap, “ what is it ?”

“Attempted murder, Jap. You arrived in the nick of time.”

“I heard that ther hound a-bayin’, Mr. Livingston, an’ I sus

picioned that somethin’—a coon, maybe—was stirrin’. ‘Veil, sir, old

Sultan wasn’t givin’ tongue fer nothin’ ; fer the next thing I knowed,

there was that Greek sarpint a-crawlin’ around the house. Thinks I,

I’ll watch you, mister. an’ maybe take a hand myself in this yere

game. I piped him off as be unlocked the back door, and then I saw,

not five minutes ago, the light in Mr. Burlington’s room go out

Gosh ! I done some tall thinkin’ right then. I dassn’t cry Out;

’cause that ’d ha’ given the hull snap dead away. So I fetclled the

lantern, sashayed across the yard, and tried the door. It was Ull

ilockegi and $he11—why, then I jest follered my big nose till it led me

ere.
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“ How much time do you say elapsed between the putting out of

the light and your appearance in this room?”

" Three minutes, maybe. Not more.”

Good heavens! And it had seemed to me three hours!

Motioning to Jap to remain where he was, I hurriedly entered the

front room and glanced at Burlington. He was sleeping calmly.

“ Jap,” said I, softly, “ something must be done.”

“That’s right,” said he. “ Let’s do it.”

“ You stay with Mr. Burlington. I must see your master at

once.”

Gerard occupied Nancy’s room, who was sleepin with her mother.

In less than five minutes I had recited the facts. e listened atten

tively, his glittering eyes bent sternly upon mine: that he fully assim

ilated my amazing narrative I could not doubt.

“Demetrius,” I said, in conclusion, “murdered Ferdinand Per

kins, partly from jealous rage, partly to pave the way for his own

advancement. Everything else follows in natural sequence. He alone

knew that Perkins, not you, would be left that fatal night; he was in

possession of your cipher; he took advantage of your love for Mrs.

Burlington to render you a service which he thought half your fortune

would scarcely repay; he, with devilish cleverness, played upon the

feelings of a nervous woman and hounded her to your arms; he made

capital out of your shattered nerves; he———”

“Enough,” said Gerard, hoarsely; “I am satisfied. My God!

how cruelly that fiend has used me! And—” his voice failed—“ and

:ny little Mark is in his bloody hands! Come! not a second is to be

0st.

He flung his clothes upon his lanky person, and sputtered out his

fears. Demetrius, he felt assured, would hasten to the island, hold

Mark as a hostage, and make what terms he pleased. I saw the force

of this reasoning. As he said, not a moment was to be wasted.

“ Mr. Gerard,” said I, “you must stay here. Let me act for you.

I shall take Jap with me, and you can rely upon my mother-wit to

rescue Mark and bring Demetrius to the gallows. You are not ”

“Hugo,” he rejoined, impressively, “you think I am a coward,

not fit for such a desperate adventure as this will prove. My lad,

Fate plays queer tricks with us. That night at Red Gulch paralyzed

my nerves. This night’s work has undone the mischief. I’m ready,

by Jupiter, to encounter that monster single-handed. And, Hugo, I

mistrust that hot head of yours. My child’s life is at stake. Deme

trius is desperate. If it comes to choosing between Mark’s life and

the capture of the Greek, how could I hesitate? You might precipi

tate more bloodshed. God knows there has been enough. Come.”

A few minutes later we were on our way, Gerard walking with

feverish strides ahead. The nurse was left with Burlington.

“Je~roosalem !” whispered Jap to me, “ ye’ll let me have one crack

at the son of a gun, Mr. Livingston, won’t ye, now ?”

“ I want more than one myself, Jap. But I’ll try and remember

77 '

you.

Gerard urged us continually to mend our pace. He carried a rifle,
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——a catapult would have served him as well,—and muttered to himself

as he stumbled through the darkness. Jap and I were well armed,

to the teeth, as the dime novels have it,—aud Jap carried his lantern.

I had formulated in my own mind a plan which I dared not share

with Mark Gerard. Left to himself, I foresaw that he would sacrifice

justice to his love for the boy,—that the Greek would go scot-free, to

enjoy his ill-gotten gains. And such a thought was exasperating.

Taking advantage, therefore, of my patron’s long strides, I dropped to

the rear and submitted my scheme to the worthy Jap. He was good

enough to approve it mightily, and eagerly proffered his assistance.

“If we don’t corral the cuss, Mr. Livingston, I swear I’ll—I’ll

never be able ter kiss Danish Mary again—and enj’y it.”

I told him to be of good cheer and to carry out my instructions to

the letter.

Before we crossed the low sand-dunes which lay between the

marshes and the sea, Jap extinguished the lantern, and we held a brief

council of war. It was decided to treat with the enemy under friendly

cover of the fog, the whitest and largest of flags of truce.

“ It would be wise,” said I, “ to advance in open order. The hut

is provided with a large-bore duck-gun, and a charge of swan-shot

might excite a panic.”

“ I’ll take the centre,” said Gerard, “ and do the talking.”

“I’ll take the left,” said Jap, “ an’ do the cussin’.”

“ And I’ll take the right,” said I, “and keep my mouth shut.”

The fog was now so thick that an object a dozen yards away could

not be seen at all.

“ The first thing to determine is whether the Greek is here,”

observed Gerard. “ Are you ready? Then—march l”

Our commander-in-chief halted at the identical spot where I had

stood a few hours before, and I heard him sigh heavilv as he realized

that the boat was on the wrong side of the channel. The Greek had

returned.

“ Demetrius,” he yelled, shrilly, “ come out.”

“I am here,” was the instant reply.

I waited for no more, but ran noiselessly some fifty yards to the

right. It was bitterly cold, but I stripped off coat, waistcoat, and

boots. Then, holding my gun in my left hand, I pushed through the

tules and entered the icy water. The channel was deep, and, all the

place I had selected, broad. A swim was inevitable.

When I reached the island I removed my dripping underclothes

and stole forward, naked as an Indian. I feared that the swish of wet

cloth might betray my approach, and, besides, the clinging garments

might impede the free use of my limbs. Demetrius must be taken, If

possible, alive, and I decided to leave the gun within reach and t0

trust to my muscles and a knife which I thrust between my teeth.

What passed between master and man while I was executing these

manoeuvres I learned subsequently. Demetrius, as we had expected,

submitted a cut-and-dried proposition, worthy, I must admit, of 1115

subtle brain.

He denied nothing, and conceded nothing, but his conditions im
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plied admission of guilt. Briefly, they were as follows. Gerard and

his party were to return to the house and stay there. He and Mark

would take the morning train to the city. There, in San Francisco,

he would leave the boy at some hotel—he naturally did not specify the

hotel—and go his way. If—he laid great emphasis upon the con

junction—if any treachery were attempted, by telegraphic communi

cation with the police, or otherwise, he swore solemnly to kill the boy

instantly. He would use his own judgment as to when and where he

would part company with Mark, and he demanded in addition a

solemn pledge from Gerard that he, Demetrius, should be given plen

ary absolution for his misdeeds up to date.

Gerard, knowing the nature of the man, and trembling with appre

hension for the safety of his darling, was about to accede to these

impudent demands as I crawled within earshot.

“Let me have the boy now,” he pleaded.

Demetrius laughed. The scound rel could twist the famous financier

around his little finger, as a man twists a‘ ring; -and the occupation

amused him.

“ Mr. Gerard,”-—he was never more studiously polite,—“ Mr.

Gerard, I am not a fool. You know that, sir.”

“ VVhere is Mark ?” panted the father.

“Asleep. Shall I wake him ?”

“ Put him in the boat, and you can go—where you will.”

“ You speak for yourself, Mr. Gerard; but there are others, who

are—er—interested in me. There is that very lucky young man, Mr.

Hugo Livingston. \Vhere is he, by the bye?”

“ Here, you damned scoundrel,” said I, “here.”

I had him by the throat as I spoke, and a second later caught the

strangle hold on him,—-the hold which made Evan Lewis famous as

a wrestler. He writhed and twisted ; but the hold can never be broken

between men of equal strength. Before a minute had passed he was

limp as a rag doll. I gave his windpipe a last squeeze and flung him

senseless to the ground. The fight was over.

Meantime Jap and Gerard—the latter could not swim—~had plunged

into the slough, and, the water reaching only to their necks, had lan ed

safely upon the island.

Gerard rushed to the hut, but Jap remained with me. The Greek

lay, an inert mass, at my feet.

“ You’ve had all the fun,” said Jap, reproachfully. “ But I’d like,

sir, to tie him up good an’ fast.”

“ We’ve no ropes,” I replied. The question of securing Demetrius

had already perplexed me.

“ There are ropes in the but,” said Jap. “ I’ll get ’em.”

“ Bring a light," I called after him, “ and be quick about it.”

I could hear the voices of father and son, the ‘breathless explana

tions and boyish ejaculations of surprise. Mark junior had the warmest

affection for the Greek, who, as I have said before, had acquired a

dominating influence over the lad. Obviously, Demetrius had counted

upon capturing the osling as well as the gander.

Jap soon rejoin me with lantern and a coil of bale-rope.
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“ Can you truss him properly ?”

“ Can I ? You leave the cuss to me, sir.” -

Finally, tied hand and foot and still unconscious, we carried De

metrius to the hut and propped him up on the bed. Then Gerard,

satisfied that his enemy was powerless, drew Jap and me aside.

“I’ve told Mark as little as possible,” he murmured. “I did

not wish to frighten him unnecessarily. What shall we do with

Demetrius ?”

The question demanded consideration.

“ Jap can go to the house and as soon as it’s light bring the carriage.

He may as well start at once, eh ?—Keep your mouth shut, Jap. N0

tattling till I give you leave.”

The coachman grinned and shivered.

“Run along,” said Gerard, “ and bring dry clothes for Mr. Living

ston and me.”

The man untied the boat and pushed off. I had found a pair of

overalls in the hut, and an overcoat belonging to Demetrius. In these

I felt fairly comfortable, and my teeth stopped chattering. None the

less it was bitterly cold; and I felt that my patron’s protestations of

gratitude might be deferred. Gerard, however, was feverishly loqua

cious, and could not be silenced.

“Cold?” he exclaimed. “By heaven, I never was so pleasantly

warm in my life. If you want to feel cold, Hugo, get your heart

frozen. My body is a small affair.”

“My body isn’t,” I returned. “ We can discuss these matters later,

sir, unless you propose to thaw out your heart with a burning dose of

pneumonia.”

We had stood for fully ten minutes exposed to the raw fog, and I

cut short his chatter by moving towards the hut. I thought, t00, that

I heard the voice of the Greek.

“Gad !” said I, “Demetrius has come to.”

Gerard, startled at these words, ran nimbly ahead and entered the

hut. I heard an oath, followed by a scream from the boy, and then

a horrid thud. As I burst through the door the Greek met me, 8

bloody knife in his hand, and a glare in his eyes the like of which I

pray that I may never see again. One arm was still tied, and both

legs, but he lunged viciously at my heart as I sprang at him. I turned

the thrust with my naked left arm—I shall carry the scar to the grave

—and countered him full on the point of the jaw. He fell likea

stricken bullock, and, forcing the knife from his clinched hand, I

hastened past him and bent over Gerard. He was lying upon the floor;

mortally wounded, I could guess, but conscious.

“Secure him first,” he gasped.

The boy was crying bitterly. I had to shake him vigorously

before he answered my question.

“ How did this happen ?”

“ I untied him,” he sobbed. “ I untied him. Oh, father, father!

I didn’t mean to do any harm.”

“Never mind, my boy,” said Gerard, faintly. “I’m ready to die

now, anyway,”



A N IMPENDING SWORD. 647

CHAPTER IX.

THE details I learned later.

Demetrius, it seemed, had asked the boy to loosen the rope which

Jap, with hearty good will, had knotted so tightly as to cut the flesh.

Mark, in absolute ignorance of the true nature of the beast, and moved

to pity by the sight of his swollen and bleeding wrists, had consented

to slacken one end. A powerful wrench had freed the Greek’s right

arm as Gerard entered the hut; and Demetrius, faithful to his oath,

had grasped a knife and turned upon the boy. \Vith both feet tied, he

moved slowly and with difiiculty, and Gerard had time to fling him

self between the miscreant and his victim.

He saved his son’s life by the sacrifice of his own, a sacrifice cheer

fully consummated.

Demetrius was arraigned for the murder of his master and convicted.

The day before execution his iron nerves gave way, and he was bap

tized, a trembling penitent,' into the communion of the Greek Church.

Before the ceremony, and in the presence of the warden of San Quen

tin, he confessed to the murder of Ferdinand Perkins. The motive

was a jealous hatred of the man who had supplanted him, and, over

shadowing that, the lust of gold. Familiar intercourse with a Croesus

had aroused a passion of envy. Gerard, doubtless, had dangled his

dollars before the young man's eyes, and had trained his pupil in the

constricted arena of the grossest materialism. But the prize, a part

nership, had been given to poor Perkins. The fastening of the crime

upon. Burlington, who had begun to suspect him, was an after

thought.

He left all his money, a large sum, carefully invested, to the archi

mandrite of his native town; and he faced the hangman with a smile

upon his pallid lips.

Gerard lingered several weeks, the happiest, so he assured me, of

his life. The tangled skein was at length unravelled, and it was

characteristic of the man that he accepted his sentence of death without

repining or remonstrance.

“ If Mark,” he said to me, only the day before the final summons

came, “if Mark profits by my experience I don’t grudge the price.

I’ve always held, Hugo, that reform rises, as I rose, from the ranks,

but I’ve learnt that it falls, like the sunlight, from above.”

Under the terms of his will I received a handsome legacy, sutficient

to insure independence and abundant leisure to scribble, leisure also to

brood. To exorcise the demon of unrest, I turned to sport, and spent

the summer and fall upon the head-waters of the Saskatchewan, hunt

ing and fishing. But around my camp-fire hovered the image of

Nancy, alluring, mocking!

Upon my return to San Francisco a letter advised me of the ap

proaching marriage of Burlington and Mrs. Gerard. I was invited to

the wedding, and assisted at the quiet celebration that followed. Both

Burlington and his wife welcomed me warmly, but Nam-.y—so I

fancied—-held aloof, and greeted me with chilling civility.
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“ I presume,” said I, at parting, with a forced smile, “ that you will

be kind enough to send me a card for your wedding.”

“ My wedding?” she faltered.

“Surely that devotion you spoke of—that night, you remember

will ”

Her bosom began to heave as she turned from me.

“ Nancy,” I cried, taking her hand in mine, “it is well with you,

Nancy, is it not‘? You are happy ?”

“No,” she whispered, “I am not happy.”

“ Not happy ? If sou1e fellow has dared to ”

“ Don’t look so fierce,” she murmured. “Mamma has new inter

ests now, and of course I feel a little out in the cold.”

“ It was your mother, then ? For her sake you re—”

“ Yes.”

“Nancy,”—I took her sweet face between my two big hands,

“ Nancy, I’m going to marry you whether you like it or not. Do you

hear that?”

Her eyes were upturned to mine, and in their luminous depths I

saw the reflection of my own face. Was it mirrored likewise in her

heart?

“Yes,” she murmured, “ I hear.”

“And what do you say?”

“I think,”—a smile rippled across lips and cheeks,—“I think,

Hugo, that I shall like it.”

THE END.
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THE LAST DUELS IN AJIIERICA.

MONG archaic things in this country we have come at last, happily,

to class “ the duello,” as it was once proud to be called. “ The

field of honor,” “the code of honor,” “the satisfaction usual among

gentlemen,” and other such phrases, have become practically obsolete;

and whereas formerly it would have been a very astonishing thing if a

gentleman failed to send his “friend” with a challenge to any other

gentleman who had insulted him, the astonishing thing now would be

for such a challenge to be sent under any circumstances; although it

must be said, in honest truth, that the duel itself (considered apart

from its code) was much less objectionable than are many of the modes

of violence that have succeeded it. So much may be conceded, with

out in any degree lessening the just condemnation of duelling as a relic

of a barbarous chivalry.

It was “the code” which really gave the duel its specially malefic

character. As long as this inexorable law prevailed, every gentleman

was under bonds to honor to resent to the death any impeachment,

however slight, of his truth, honesty, or courage. A few exemptions

were allowed, it is true; but, on the whole, not to recognize the code,

when occasion arose under it, was to be banned as a coward. Reversing

the maxim of the civil code, the duello magnified trifles to wrongs that

could be expiated only in blood. It was not allowed to treat such

things with indifference or contempt; and any attempt to pursue that

course toward an equal in social, political, or professional life, if it

did not at once conclude the matter fatally against the person under

taking it, only shifted the mortal initiative to the other party. There

was no alternative where it was so sternly commanded to fight or be

dishonored. Even men like Clay had to obey the despotic rule; and

beneath it such men as Hamilton had to fall.

England preceded us in abolishing the code ; and if it still persists

pretty generally upon the continent of Europe, it is the less to be

lamented there by reason of the innocuous character of the contests,

whereby duelling is transformed into an amusing sport, much less

dangerous than meetings in the fistic prize-ring. Our newspapers,

indeed, continue to announce duels as occurring among us; but in

every case for over a decade past the alleged duel, on investigation,

has turned out to be either a hoax of the blank-cartridge order, or a

chance rencounter, or, perhaps, an alfray between draymen, armed with

their whips. Several inchoate “ aflizirs” have been “ amicably settled,”

and others have come to inglorious conclusion by the arrest of the

parties and putting them under bonds to keep the peace. The last

real duels in America, under the code, took place in Virginia, during

the bitter struggle between the Readjuster and Funder factions over

the State debt, when so much passion was evoked on both sides. These

were not only begun and ended with punctilious observance of the

code, as far as circumstances permitted, but were fought out “to blood.”
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The last duel occurred in Augusta county, early Saturday morning,

June 30, 1883. The penultimate one came off near Richmond at

sunrise on Sunday, June 6, 1880. Nobody was killed in either, for

tunately ; but one who was a principal in each of them was dangerously

wounded in both. The last fatal duel was that between Mordecai and

McCarty, which was fought near Richmond in 1872, wherein Mordecai

was killed and McCarty very badly wounded.

After “reconstruction” in Virginia, all the political elements op

posed to Republicanism organized as the Conservative party, and in

this party the fight over the State debt and its collateral issues began.

In 1879 the Readjusters of the Conservative party separated from it

' and formed a new party, under the leadership of General William

Mahone. That same year, with the aid of a portion of the Repub

licans (for there were Republican Funders also), the Readjusters carried

the State, securing good majorities in both branches of the General

Assembly. In the year following, the Conservative Funders, in a

State convention, declared themselves the Democratic party of Virginia.

in full afiiliation with the National Democracy. This was the occasion

of an editorial in the Richmond lVhz'g which led to the duel of that

year. The Whig was the central organ of the Readjusters, and it was

the only daily representative of its side on the pending issues. Except

a few weekly journals, the Whig stood alone to battle with the press

of the whole Commonwealth. What it lacked in numbers it sought

to make up by the vigor and trenchancy of its articles. Thus, When

the Conservative Funders formally declared themselves Democrats, the

Whig came out with a leading editorial headed “Political Pirates,” ill

which was the following paragraph : '

“The career of these political buccaneers has been marked by

every perfidy. In 1860 they abandoned the national Democracy in 113

supreme hour of trial, and plunged Virginia into secession, revolution,

and war, to promote their own selfish purposes. Having thus pre0iPl'

tated us into a long and sanguinary struggle, they engrossed for them

selves all the positions of honor, profit, and trust (and of safety as

well), while the masses of the deceived people were sent to slallgllter

and privation. Never for one moment during the whole four years Of

strife did they forget the spoils; never for one moment did their par

tisanry yield to statesmanship or patriotism ; and the Confederacy was

left to drift to ruin amidst their petty jealousy of abler and better men

who did not belong to their faction, and their own hickerings aI_Jd

differences over the plunder which they reserved for themselves, Wlllle

the people starved and the army was unpaid and unsupplied. Even

in the final collapse and catastrophe these creatures were true to the

grovelling instincts of their natures, and the Confederacy, as a civll

and political existence, perished miserably as its President, the Gov

ernpr_ of Virginia, and the whole bomb-proof corps, grabbed the re

maunng swag and sneaked away in humiliating disguise and shameful

trepidation.”

This appeared in the Whig for Tuesday, June 1, 1880. It was

not until the afternoon of the ensuing Friday that Mr. Bernard P

Green, of Warreuton, came to the Whig ofiice and delivered to the
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editor a note from Colonel Thomas Smith of Warrenton, in which,

after quoting the concluding sentence of the editorial paragraph already

iven, it was said, “This is an unmistakable allusion to my father,

%Villiam Smith, who was then Governor of Virginia. I use this, the

earliest opportunity which circumstances afford, to demand the re

sponsible author of this article.

“This will be handed you by my friend, Mr. Bernard P. Green.

“ Your obedient servant,

(signed) “ Tnoms SMITH.”

The editor immediately responded, in writing. After acknowl

edging the receipt of Colonel Smith’s note, he said, “ To its inquiry as

to the responsible author of an editorial article in the Whig, to which

you refer, I have to respond that both as editor and author I am re

sponsible.

“ Your obedient servant,

(signed) “ W. C. ELAM.”

At this late day it may be said, in justice to the editor, that his

references to certain high otficials in the sentence excepted to had regard

to them solely in their representative capacity. However, no explana

tions were theu asked or offered. The next step in “the afi'air” was a

peremptory demand for a public retraction of the matter indicated as

offensive. In his second note Colonel Smith said, “I now demand

from you a retraction of all allusion to my father of an olfensive and

injurious character contained in the article to which your attention has

been called, and I require that this retraction shall be made in the

editorial columns of the Whig.”

The editor made an immediate reply to this demand also, as fol

lows: “As I am not aware of any reason, but your demand, for a

retraction of the matter in question, I must decline to make the re

traction.”

At nine A.M. next day (Saturday, June 5) Mr. Green delivered a

final note from his principal, which concluded thus: “ Mr. Green, who

bears this, is authorized to meet any gentleman to whom you refer

him, and arrange the terms of a meeting.”

The editor had first called in Hon. C. H. Causey, then clerk of the

State Senate, to act for him ; but this gentleman’s official position con

strained him to decline going on the field. In the exigencies of secrecy

and despatch, Mr. James B. Walters, an attaché of the Whig, was

then called in. The place of meeting was fixed at a point between

Oakwood Cemetery and the York River Railroad, not far below the

city, and the time agreed on was six A.M.of next day, Sunday. Mr.

Green suggested Saturday afternoon ; but the demands of a daily

newspaper on the editor and his friend could not be ignored for so

small a matter as a duel. Mr. Walters (since dead) was an experienced

newspaper man, and had been formerly editor of the Norfolk Journal.

As noble a fellow as ever lived, he was as simple as a child in the ordi

nary affairs of this workaday world. But he and James Barron Hope

had once been arrested while preparing to fight a duel, and he fully
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understood the value of secrecy where a meeting was really meant.

He engaged a surgeon and a carriage, and secured a pair of duelling

pistols. The-surgeon originally engaged having to excuse himself at

the last moment, Dr. Hugh McGuire Taylor came to the rescue: he

was nephew and pupil of Hunter McGuire, the eminent Virginia sur

geon, and himself one of the foremost in his profession.

The editor and his friend, accompanied by the surgeon on horse

back, were promptly on the ground, where the other party had already

arrived. They also had a pair of duelling-pistols, and in the toss-ups

of the seconds they won “ the word” and the choice of pistols, although,

in strictness, the choice should have been with the challenged party.

However, the editor was indifferent, and on the way out had expressed

his intention not to fire at Colonel Smith. Thereupon Walters had

stopped the carriage and threatened to get out unless his principal

agreed at least to fire at some portion of the colonel’s anatomy.

A spot was speedily selected and measured off by Mr. Walters, the

positions being ten paces apart. It was afterward learned that this

spot was the same upon which the fatal Mordecai-McCarty duel had

been fought. Mr. Green, in taking his post to give the word, drew a

revolver, and asked Mr. VValters to do likewise, as the terms of the

meeting and the rules of the duello were to be strictly enforced. This

demonstration was probably en régle, but it made the editor smile, in

spite of the serious nature of the occasion.

“ Gentlemen, are you ready?” asked Mr. Green.

Both principals responding in the affirmative, Mr. Green then said,—

“One, two, three—fire! One, two, three—stop !”

The editor raised his pistol no higher than his right hip, aimed

thus at Colonel Smith’s legs, and pulled trigger at the word “One”

after the command to fire. He missed, of course. Colonel Smith

raised his pistol to his eye, took deliberate aim, and fired at “two”

after the command to do so.

The editor reeled around to the left as his antagonist fired, and

would have fallen upon his face, had not his second rushed up and

caught him in his arms. The col0nel's ball had struck the editor pre

cisely in the centre of his chin, crushing that, knocking out four front

teeth, and causing a comminuted fracture of the lower jaw-bone t0

both its angles, right and left. The immediate pain was nothing

The stroke of the ball and its entrance caused a curiously soothing

sensation, rather than otherwise; and the editor recollects to this day

his wonder at the apparently slow progress of the lead after he first

felt it. The ball, by its impact against the chin-bone, had been flat

tened to a disk about the size of a quarter-dollar and as thin as ordi

nary tin, and finally embedded itself in the bottom of the editor's

mouth, under the tongue. Curiously enough, when the istols were

loaded; Walters had urged Green to put in more powder. f that had

been done, and the ball had hit as it did, it would have gone crashing

through the editor’s neck, and he would have fallen dead on the spot

But with more powder the chances are that the ball would have gone

oveli the editor’s head. So much difference does a little more or has

ma e.
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Dr. Taylor, desiring to be involved in the affair as little as possible,

had taken position some distance from the field of battle; but he had

lent his horse to Walters, so that in case of necessity the surgeon could

be speedily notified. Placing the wounded editor in an easy posture,

Walters rode off at a gallop up the railroad after Dr. Taylor. It was

a rough ride for horse and horseman, over ties, cow-pits, etc., and in

leaping a cow-pit the revolver Walters had in a hip-pocket exploded

one of its charges, the blazing powder setting his clothing afire, and

the ball grazing the right hind-quarter of the horse and making him

almost frantic. But Walters was too gallant to be dismayed by any

thing, and on he dashed. Meanwhile, Colonel Smith and Mr. Green

were politely expressing their regret and sympathy to the prostrate

editor, and kindly tendering any service in their power. Almost im

mediately two other friends of Colonel Smith appeared upon the scene,

General W. H. Payne and his brother, Captain Alexander Payne.

These gentlemen had been near at hand all the time, as it had been

mutually understood that any of the friends of either principal might

be. Everything that humanity and courtesy could dictate was said

and done by all these brave men; but the editor could say little, and

' that indistinctly, with ~pain and difficulty. Nevertheless, he managed

to say that he was glad he did not hit his opponent, and that he pre

ferred, if one was to be hurt, that it should be himself. He urged the

party to leave without delay, as witnesses might discover them there

and make trouble for them. They believed him to be mortally

wounded; but he knewr better, as he felt that flattened ball beneath

his tongue. Finally, and with reluctance, they withdrew, leaving the

editor alone; but within a few minutm afterward his second returned

with the surgeon, and soon he was in bed at Mr. Walters’s home, with

his jaw cased and bound immovably. And so he remained for weeks,

taking his only nourishment in a liquid form by suction through a

glass tube.

The secrecy with which the affair had been conducted was remark

able, and it was not until Monday that it became even a street rumor.

The editor’s home was seventy miles from Richmond, as it still is, and

he usually went there every Friday or Saturday afternoon, returning

to his journalistic labors on Monday. On the Saturday of the chal

lenge he had written a brief note home, merely stating that he was

“detained by important business,” so that they knew nothing of the

matter there until Monday afternoon, and his wife did not join him

till Tuesday evening. “He jests at scars who never felt a wound,”

and to all such persons these details may seem petty and trivial ; but

not so to any one who has undergone pain and danger at a distance

from and without the knowledge of the hearts and hands that alone

make life worth living or death worth fearing.

Within a few weeks, thanks to the surgical skill of Dr. Taylor and

the assiduous attentions of the Vlfalters household, the editor was able

to resume his duties, without any disfi uration, save a small whitish

spot where the ball entered the chin, an with no disability, except in

mastication,—the loss of four front teeth and the looseness of several

remaining ones interfering seriously with that important process. He



654 THE LAST puns IN AMERICA.

and Mr. Walters were arrested, and an examination into the affair was

attempted before the Henrico county court (Hon. Edmund Waddill

presiding); but it amounted to nothing,—the witnesses either knowing

nothing, or declining to testify on the plea that their evidence might

implicate themselves. The Smith party escaped all arrest; but it was

understood that they remained out of the State until assured that the

editor would speedily recover.

In a duel the expenses are great, as everything must be done with

all possible despatch and secrecy, without regard to cost. Then there

is the inevitable loss of time, the worry and anxiety of it all, the inter

ruption of all ordinary concerns, the distress of family and friends,

etc.; but if one of the principals be wounded, he feels more than com

pensated for all by the discovery that the vanquished may conquer

mankind by their very disabilities and misfortunes. He sees all the

best traits of human nature, and is forced to forget that it has any evil

ones. All the cream of human kindness is freely his. Not only are

his kin more than kind, but friends, strangers, and enemies strive with

one another to alleviate his injuries and to cheer his confinement. He

is tempted to wish that life were always thus. The truce is soon over,

however; and in the case of this editor he had to resume battle with

his pen before he was able to leave his room.

But a few days over three years had elapsed before the editor of

the W/rig was again called to “the field of honor,” —-this time by a

brother editor. The trouble here arose about the “ nigger.” It was a

leading Funder policy to stigmatize and discredit the Readjusters as

“the nigger party,” and the Richmond Evening State at that period

had seemed to make this policy its specialty. On the 20th of June,

1883, in a leading article, it said, “The Whig, which is the organ Of

Boss Mahone and his hail-fellows-well-met from among negro p0li

ticians and white renegades of the same order, is forever accusing the

Democrats of raising the cry of ‘ nigger.’ . . . For a long time petty

Boss Mahone has striven through his organ to find a, name for himself

and his followers. ‘Liberal’ and. ‘ Administration’ have been tried

without success. Let the Mahoneites seize at once their favorite and

characteristic name, ‘ Nigger.’ ”

The State further said, “ In making this comment upon Boss M8

hone, we wish it to be distinctly understood by all his corrupt henchmen

that what we say and have said of him we mean and have meant Of

them, personally, individually, collectively, or in any other sense they

may choose to feel. A more vicious, corrupt, and degraded gang never

followed any adventurer than those that hang about the petty B055

These fellows it is who, having never a scruple in promoting mixed

marriages and mixed schools, and in opposing honest white men-honest

to be obvious enough; but the editor of the Whig preferred to be

challenged ; and therefore next morning’s Whig contained an article

which, after answering the State on the “nigger” issue, said, “Now

we might be content with simply giving the lie to all this,—aB We do!
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generally, for the Readjuster party, and specially in so far as its charges

are meant to apply to the Whig. or anybody connected with the Whig

in a responsible way ; but we wish further to say that the whole article

from which we make these extracts is a tissue of general denuncia

tion which would humiliate us if it were not accompanied by lofty

pretensions of superiority in manners, morals, and letters, that are

laughably ridiculous coming from a source so pitiable in all moral and

intellectual resources; and we wish further to say that this denuncia

tion is made with an air of such utter ferocity that it might alarm

us. but for our recollection of the fact that the hero (the Bombastes

Furioso) of the State has the singular reputation of having illustrated

his untamed valor only by going on the fie1d—without caps! while, on

the other hand, the humble personage who now, on this occasion, has

the honor to represent the Whig, its editorial corps, and the Readjuster

party, is at least reported to have been so rash, once upon a time, as not

to have forgotten the eaps,—falling before a shot which he met in full

face.

“ Consequently—-unintimidated and not utterly crushed—--we laugh

at the State’-s vituperat-ion and vaporing, and beg to remark that not

only does the Slate lie, but its ‘editor and owner’ lies, and the poor

creature who may have actually written the article in question also

lies,-—all, jointly and severally,—deliberately, knowingly, maliciously,

and with the inevitable cowardice that is always yoked with insolent

bravado.”

The “without caps” allusion referred to the occasion when the

editor of the State, having been challenged by Riddleberger (afterward

United States Senator from Virginia), appeared on the field with his

chosen weapons and all the necessary ammunition except the indis

pensable percussion-caps for the pistols. As Riddleberger had another

duel on hand that morning (with Hon. George D. Wise), he declined

to wait for the caps to be supplied, and a deal of ridicule had pursued

the uncapped gentleman, although the mishap was wholly due to his

second’s oversight.

The wife of the Whig editor was in the city at the time, and he

frankly showed her his response to the State and told her what would

surely ensue. She was much distressed, but agreed to keep counsel

and endure the trouble as best she could. The business-manager of

the Whig was also informed, and instructed what to do. That night,

before the Whig went to press, its editor had secluded himself where

the police would not be likely to seek him, but in easy communication

with friends. After the Whig’s article appeared, no correspondence

was necessary, and none took place. The “owner and editor” of the

State was Mr. Richard F. Beirne. His friends, Mr. W. L. Royall and

Hon. George D. Wise, were speedily in communication with Mr.

Waverley N. Ragland and Colonel A. W. Jones, who represented the

editor of the Whig. The terms agreed on were ferocious: to fight the

afternoon of the next day (Friday), at a spot near Hanover Junction,

twenty-six miles from Richmond, with navy revolvers, at a distance

of seven paces, the parties, after the second shot without result, to

advance and fire at will.
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But the affair did not come off according to appointment. Both

principals were punctually on the ground, Mr. Beirne accompanied

by his seconds and a. crowd of other friends, while the editor of the

Whig had with him only one second (Mr. Ragland), Dr. Lewis Wheat

(a pupil of Hunter McGuire), and two other friends, in case they

should be needed. It had been impossible to obtain a pair of navy

revolvers, and army revolvers had been substituted; but while the

seconds were discussing the weapons, Mr. Beirne was arrested. This

drove that gentleman to desperation. He could not afl"ord to be the

hero of two fiascos caused by default on his part. His chagrin was

so great that he wept. He besought Ragland not to declare the matter

oil", and to allow him another time and place; and to this Ragland

agreed, saying that the editor of the Whig was always at Mr. Beirne’s

service. Soon after, the editor of the State escaped from custody, and

the editor of the Whig went to the house of a friend in the neighbor

hood to await further proceedings. That night the house was sur

rounded by deputy sheriffs of the county, and the editor and his whole

party would have been captured but for the courage of a son of the

house (young Mr. Denton), who stood at the front door and told the

ofiicers that they could enter only over his dead body. During the

night the vigilance of the besiegers so relaxed that the besieged were

able to reach their carriages and get away. Mr. Beirne was already

flying to West Virginia. The editor of the Whig found hospitable

refuge for a few days with Hon. Edmund Waddill (no longer judge,

but subsequently member of Congress), at his residence in Henrico

county.

After some further negotiations, it was agreed that another attempt

to meet should be made, this time in Augusta county, Saturday, June

30. The original seconds on both sides were so closely watched that

they could not get away, and the editor of the Whig had to make the

expedition in a two-horse carriage, accompanied by Dr. Wheat as sur

geon and quartermaster and Mr. John D. Snellings as commissary.

The carriage was well supplied, and the party travelled chiefly at night,

camping in the woods by day. Much of this precaution was probably

unnecessary, but it was said that the authorities and others were making

every effort to prevent the meeting. One dark and rainy night, having

no lamps nor lantern, Dr. \Vheat led the horses, feeling out the road

with his feet, in mud knee-deep. The horses finally refused to go with

out whipping, and the party had to stop and go into camp. Luckily,

the editor remembered where there was an unoccupied house near by,

doorless and windowless, and this, after much groping in the dark, they

found. The horses were haltered, without feed, to the wheels of the

carriage, and the men got such rest and shelter as they could upon the

bare floor. Witliin a few miles was the editor’s residence; but, for

many reasons, it was considered best not to go there.

By daybreak the party were up and away, on a by-road which en

abled them to flank Gordonsville, and a push was made for Charlottes

Vllley to obtain a. necessary relay of horses. Snellings and the editor

flanked Qharlottesville by a long and roundabout walk through the

fields, while the doctor dared the town. Having passed Successfully,
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the editor and his companion got over a stone wall by the roadside,

and sat among some bushes, awaiting Dr. Wheat. As they sat there

an open carriage passed by, in which was Judge T. T. Fauntleroy of

the State Supreme Court, whom the editor had succeeded as Secretary

of the Commonwealth ; but the judge was looking another way. And

here it seems proper to say that the editor in becoming a State ofiicer

never took the anti-duelling oath at all, as, when he qualified, his

former disabilities had been removed by act of the legislature, and the

present oath for such persons, that they will not engage in a duel, etc.,

had not then been enacted. However, he had placed his resignation in

the hands of the private secretary of the Governor, to be tendered and

accepted if deemed necessary.

Dr. Wheat appearing with fresh horses, the party pushed forward,

hoping to pass the mountains that night. But it began to rain again

after dark ; and though Dr. W'heat (having procured a lantern in Char

lottesville) led the way afoot with a light, the ditficulties and dangers

multiplied so in the intense darkness, amidst a storm of wind and

water, with ever-recurring floods, precipices, and chasms, that advan

tage had to be taken of the first open plateau to stop and unharness

the team, the travellers huddling together in the carriage to keep them

selves from freezing, June as it was. Next day, happily, they reached

the residence of John F. Lewis, Jr., not far from the appointed place

of meeting, and in sight of the home of the late John F. Lewis,

Sr., ex-United States Senator, ex-Lieutenant-Governor, etc. In this

pleasant haven the party rested and recruited.

Meanwhile, the Beirne party were making a similar journey from

West Virginia, with like difficulties and dangers.

But where was a second for the editor of the lVhig? Dr. \Vheat

gallantly declared that he would act, if necessary. The difiiculty,

however, disappeared on the coming of Daniel Shefi'ey Lewis from

Harrisonhurg. The eldest son of the ex-Senator, he was then United

States District Attorney for the Western district of Virginia; but he

readily assumed the duties and responsibilities of second to the editor,

and all final arrangements for the meeting in Augusta were perfected.

But some degree of seclusion was still necessary to the editor, notwith

standing he was reported to be “a Mr. Green from Richmond.” On

a visit at Lynnwood was Hon. L. L. Lewis, President of the State

Supreme Court, a half-brother of the ex-Senator; and a meeting be

tween him and the Whig editor just then would have been awkward, to

say the least of it. No doubt the judge inferred everything from

what he necessarily saw and heard. But he was discreet, and made

no s1 n.
Bgefore day on Saturday the Whig editor’s party was on the way to

the appointed place in Augusta county. It was first to reach the ground,

a wooded glade three miles west of \Vaynesboro’. Soon the Beirne party

arrived, and as the sun rose the principals to the affair were in posi

tion, armed with Colt army revolvers furnished by the challenged side,

but which the challengee had scrupulously refrained from handling in

advance. Mr. Beirne, though not tall, was somewhat Falstafiian in

girth, and it was suggested that the largest part of his body should be

VOL. LVII.—42
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fired at; but this his opponent utterly refused to do, declaring that in

no case would he aim higher than the gentleman’s hips. Mr. F. M.

‘Wright acted for Mr. Beirne on the ground. Every one there was

from first to last “ the mildest-mannered man that ever scuttled ship

or cut a throat ;” in fact, for that occasion at least, all were the very

pinks of courtesy, insomuch that one felt that he could hardly meet

death in better company or in a more agreeable way.

Mr. Lewis won the choice of position and “the word.” At the

first exchange, the challengee fired at the word “one,” Mr. Beirne fol

lowing at “two.” Just as Mr. Beirne fired, he flinched, as if some

one had suddenly thrust a pin into the fleshiest part of his person, and

it was afterwards confessed that his adversary’s ball had penetrated his

clothing and slightly grazed the flesh. Mr. Beirne’s ball went wild.

In the next exchange, however, Mr. Beirne made a centre shot, and his

opponent missed entirely. After this second fire there was a moment

of intense expectancy and suspense, for then it was that each principal

was at liberty to advance and fire at will, without any further inter

position of seconds. Both looked at each other steadily during this

interval, and then the editor of the Whig, glancing towards his second,

said,“ I am hit.” Striking the right thigh, the ball had gone straight

forward through the lower part of the body and lodged in the left

thigh ; and so the surgeon and Mr. Lewis were told by their principal;

but Dr. Wheat expressed the opinion that the ball l1ad not gone be

yond the right thi h, and that the feeling in the left was merely sympa
thetic. Meanwhiife, after a brief consultation with Mr. Beirne, Mr.

Wright came forward and declared that his principal was fully satis

fied,—the Beirne party thereupon leaving the field.

When the editor was hit, it seemed to him as if a thrown stone had

struck him, and then he distinctly felt the ball as it crawled on its

way. At first he was about to attempt the further carrying out of the

cartel, when he reflected that not only was it his part to await Mr.

Beirne’s movements, but that he himself might fall if he sought to

take a step. The ball narrowly missed the femoral artery, passed in

front of the thigh-bone, grazed the urethra slightly, and, after entering

the left thigh, had been deflected downward and inward, being found

on the inner side of that thigh Sunday morning by the editor himself.

That day it was extracted, the wounded man refusing to take any

anaesthetic.

As had been arranged beforehand (in case of necessity), the wounded

editor had now been taken to Lynnwood, the handsome home of the

senior Lewis. There he had every attention and comfort. Dr. Wheat

remained constantly with him, and on Monday his wife was also wel

comed to the hospitable mansion. The stream of visitors was constant,

among them being General Mahone, who had not failed to visit the

editor when he was wounded before. Everybody, except the wounded

man himself, seemed to be very anxious about his condition. The

general outcry was that Dr. Hunter McGuire should be called in, and

that great surgeon said that he held himself in readiness to respond at

a moment’s notice, but that this notice must come from Dr. Wheat

Even ex-Senator Lewis, although Dr. Wheat was his nephew, frankly
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told the editor that his case was so critical that he wished a more ex

perienced surgeon should be summoned; but the editor declared he

had the fullest confidence in the young surgeon, and would consent to

no interference with him. The result justified this confidence; for,

although after extracting the ball and supplying a catheter for the con

stricted urethra Dr. Wheat did nothing but apply antiseptics and

watch the case, it was heroic treatment, and the most skilfol possible.

Soon the editor was well enough to be removed to his residence in

Louisa county, and shortly after he resumed his editorial duties in

Richmond, though still confined to his apartments. There visits and

attentions showered upon him from all sorts of people, including the

Governor of the‘State. As soon as he was able to take part in it, a

public reception was given him, whereat several testimonials of regard

were presented to him, and Judge Fauntleroy of the State Supreme

Court delivered an address of congratulation. Every cloud has its

silver lining.

But these duels (and all duels, let us hope) are now “a dream of

things that were.” Poor Beirne is dead; dear Walters is dead ; Col

onel Thomas Smith is a Territorial Chief Justice; Shefl'ey Lewis edits

an influential newspaper; Dr. Wheat is among the most distinguished

and successful of his noble profession; and the former editor of the

former Whig (both going down together with the close of 1885, their

mission, perhaps, accomplished) is “taking life easy” at his old home

near Trevilian, Virginia.

Under the present laws of Virginia, all the parties to a duel in the

State, or who go out of the State to fight one, or who, in either case,

send, accept, bear, or otherwise have to do with a challenge to fight,

are disqualified to vote or hold any oflice in the State, unless their

disabilities be removed by act of the General Assembly,—which has

always been done, however, up to date. Where a mortal wound is

inflicted in either of the above cases, he who inflicts it is guilty of

murder, and the seconds are declared accessories before the fact. But

it all depends upon conviction (except the oaths of ofiice), and testimony

seems impossible to secure; for, although it is provided that seconds

may be compelled to testify (and in such case shall not be prosecuted

as accessories), nobody has been able to suggest a compulsory process,

except the revival of torture.

The general anti-duelling oath required of all Virginia ofiicers is

to the effect that they have not been concerned in any actual or at

tempted duel since May 1, 1882, and will not be so concerned in any

during their continuance in oflioe. The especial oath, where the ofiicer

qualifying has been party to an actual or attempted duel since May 1,

1882, but has had his disabilities removed, is to the effect that he will

not be concerned as a party to any such duel during his term of otfice.

But for the removal of disabilities, anti-duelling oaths would be

potent restraints; but, as it is, the whole body of anti-duelling law is

mere brutum fulmen. It is the happy change in public sentiment that

has suppressed duelling, and nothing but public sentiment can keep it

suppressed. _

An illustration of a vigilance in striking contrast with that of the
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authorities occurred in connection with the last duel, As the carriage

bearing the wounded editor passed out of the gate of the grove in

which the affair took place, there stood Eccles Cuthbert, then the Vir

ginia representative of the New York Herald, and now Washington

correspondent of the Richmond Dispatch. The only arrest of anybody

for complicity in this duel was that of the colored driver of the car

riage in which Mr. Beirne came from West Virginia.

William Cecil Elam.

HIGHWAYS OF THE SEA,

AND THE STEAM-SHIPS WHICH TRAVEL THEM.

FTER his business has reached that prosperous condition in which

it practically runs itself, the average American begins to thmk

of travelling. It dawns upon him that the world is a big thing,

and that if he expects to see much of it there is no time to lose. HES

first excursion beyond the limits of Hoboken and Coney Island is

usually “the grand tour” of Europe. Then he comes home and alter

a while explores the United States and Mexico. Sometimes the treat

ment extends through several summers before a permanent cuI‘<§_ is

effected ; sometimes the man finds that travelling isn’t his pecllllal‘

weakness, and settles down to become an oracle in his own locality

after the first trial. ‘

The class of people he represents are travellers only in 8. limited

sense of the word, but during their amateur journeyings they are sure

to have met, on the various steamers, in railway compartments, and In

the most comfortable quarters of the best hotels, certain strangers who

seem at ease with all mankind,-—who are apparently making no “ grand

tour,” but who, in a comfortable, conversational way, will accurately

describe the uttermost parts of the earth’s surface, and remark, casually:

that they “spent last June at Simla, and are nowjust running out to

Manilla for the winter months.” These are the real travellers, and It

is to those who often express a desire to follow in their footsteps that I

make a few suggestions concerning the highways of the sea.

The North Atlantic voyages are too short. One just begins to

appreciate the restful delight of being at sea when the ship reaches port

and the effect is lost. For this reason, and because the lines are all 5°

well known, I shall not refer to them, except for comparison.

The first requisite in voyaging for pleasure is a comfortable steam

ship; and there are certain details of construction which make :1

steamer more or less so. For instance, a ship of 2000 tons and 1200

horse-power may do very well for a short coasting-trip of twenty-four

hours or so,—especially if well fitted up,—but it is altogether too small

for deep—sea sailing under the considerations of cargo, fuel, and engine

space to which modern steam-ships are subjected. A 4000-ton steamer

aflbrds elbow-room for a sufficient number of passengers to amuse each
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other during a six weeks’ voyage, has ample space for provisions, re

frigerating apparatus, machinery, coal enough to develop 5000 horse

power, half a dozen bath-rooms, large dining- and lounging-saloons,

and may carry a full cargo besides. A ship of 4000 tons may be ac

cepted as of the minimum size for comfortable sailing, and one of be

tween 6000 and 7000 tons, with engines capable of developing 10,000

horse-power, may be considered the standard for any long voyage of

the present day.

The enormous passenger and freight traflic between New York and

Liverpool has rendered our 13,000-ton leviathans a business necessity,

but the atmosphere of home life which one finds upon the somewhat

smaller, long-voyage ships is lacking with them. If two hundred

passengers are shut up on one steam-ship together for six weeks, even

though the daily intercourse be broken somewhat by the ports touched

at, they are naturally more tolerant of each other’s weaknesses, and

become better friends, than when they scatter in every direction after

the sixth day.

As the city of London is the largest in the world, so it is also the

chief centre of navigation. Starting from it, or from its supplement

ary mail ports of Liverpool, Plymouth, and Southampton, there are

eight great ocean post-roads, including the route to the United States.

From San Francisco and Vancouver there are three more,—making a

total of eleven broad highways of the sea.

The two greatest of these are the Orient voyages,—London to

Hong-Kong and London to Sydney. The route, which varies only in

the different ports of call selected by the five leading steam-ship lines

of England, France, Germany, Spain, and Italy, is as follows. Starting

from London, Marseilles, Bremen, Barcelona, or Genoa, according to

the line, from one to three Mediterranean ports are touched at, then

Alexandria, Port Said, Aden, Colombo (Ceylong, Singapore, Shanghai,

Hong-Kong, and Yokohama. The voyage to ydney is identical with

the above as far as Colombo. From there the first port made is Albany

in W'est Australia, then Adelaide, Melbourne, and Sydney.

These two great routes, with their connecting branches, cover the

entire Eastern hemisphere. At Gibraltar the traveller may transfer to

a steamer for any port on the Mediterranean, Black Sea, or Madeira,

Cape Verde, Canary, and Azores Islands; at Port Said, for any port

on the Red Sea or the east coast of Africa, or any city of Turkey or

Egypt; at Aden (which lies at the mouth of the Red Sea), for any port

on the east coast of Africa, Cape of Good Hope, Persian Gulf, Sea of

Arabia, etc. ; at Colombo, for any port of India, Burmah, Seychelles,

Mauritius, Madagascar, etc. ; at Singapore (in the Malacca Strait), for

any port of the East Indian Archipelago, China, Japan, or the northeast

coast of Australia; at Melbourne and Sydney, for any port of Tas

mania, New Zealand, South Sea Islands, China, Japan, Sandwich

Islands, California, Vancouver, Buenos Ayres, or Rio Janeiro.

It should be remembered, however, by the prospective traveller

that each of the five leading steam-ship lines aforesaid runs steamers

direct to many of the ports enumerated. For instance, a person

wishing to go from London to Calcutta would secure a state-room
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on one of the magnificent ships which make that their terminal port,

and proceed over the same course as the Hong-Kong liners as far as

Colombo. This would also apply to Bombay, Kurrachee, Busrah,

Rangoon, Cape of Good Hope, and the northeast coast of Australia.

The connecting points are mentioned for the benefit of the passenger

who sails, as the fancy seizes him, from one port to another.

Now as to the Orient ships themselves. The greatest, and I be

lieve the oldest, line is the Peninsular and Oriental Steam Navi

gation Company, which has a fleet of fifty-eight ships, representing

a total tonnage of 230,000 and 240,000 horse-power. Other leading

lines have larger fleets, but the average tonnage and engine capacity are

smaller. For instance, the Messageries Maritimes, of Marseilles, has

a fleet of about seventy-eight ships, with a tonnage of 226,000 and

185,000 horse-power ; the Norddeutscher Lloyds, of Bremen, seventy

six ships, with a tonnage of 200,000 and 180,000 horse-power ; and the

Navigazione Generale (Florio Rubbatino), of Genoa, one hundred and

ten ships of very small tonnage, with the exception of the four or five

China ships of the fleet.

Besides the P. & O. there are two other great English lines to the

East,——the Orient Steam Navigation Company, to Sydney, whi_ch has

a fleet of eleven magnificent steam-ships (all over 5500 tons register

and developing from 7000 to 10,000 horse-power, excepting the two

smallest ships, which it keeps in commission for yachting trips alone,

and the British India Steam Navigation Company, which has a fleet

of one hundred and four ships, with a total tonnage of 170,000, but

inferior engine-power. ‘

The choice of steamer in which to make the six weeks’ Orient

voyage is to some extent a matter of nationality. I have known a

gentleman to express an invariable preference for the Italian line,

simply because he was born in Ravenna and liked Italian cooking,

regardless of the fact that his national steamers are small and dirty.

On the score of size, comfort, safety, cleanliness, and congenial society,

I should recommend the English ships. The ofiicers on the German

lines are courteous and are unquestionably good seamen and navigators,

but I have a strong antipathy to German cooking, the way the ships

are fitted up, and the fellow-passengers one sometimes meets on them.

The French (Messageries) steamers are, as a rule, scrupulously clean,

the cooking on them is excellent,—especially for the warm climates,-—

and the ofl-icers are gentlemen and experienced sailors; but if I happen

to be caught in an Indian Ocean white squall, or if fire breaks out

between decks at sea, I have a preference for a British captain 011 the

bridge, two stalwart British quartermasters at the wheel, and a Scotch

or English chief engineer below.

The larger and newer ships of all these lines are simply floating

palaces, with every contrivanoe that modern ingenuity can supply for

the_ comf0l‘li and safety of their passengers. As the voyage is almost

entirely through warm latitudes, they are especially fitted up for tile

tr0pus. Each state-room either has a row of glass transoms, which

may be opened to give free circulation of air, around its walls, or, as

on the Orient liners, the walls themselves are made of V-shaped slats;
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between which the air passes as through a Venetian blind. There

are from six to twelve separate bath-rooms for each sex, provided with

solid marble tubs, hot and cold, salt and fresh water. The daily bath

before breakfast is one of the greatest luxuries of tropic voyaging.

The dining-saloons are usually upon the hurricane deck, and are lighted

by large, square windows in place of the usual port. Each ship is

provided with perfect refrigerating apparatus, so that fresh meat, fruit,

and vegetables are daily features of the menu. The oflicers are selected

from among the best families of their respective countries, and are

educated gentlemen as well as experienced sailors. Among the stew

ards there are always enough who are good musicians to form an ex

cellent orchestra, which furnishes operatic selections during the dinner

hour, and dance-music whenever required. A competent surgeon is

also included among the ship’s oificers. One feature which has always

been very popular on the P. & O. ships is the employment of Lascars

and Hindoos as seamen and stewards. Their strange, Oriental costume,

turbans, and manners make one feel that he is at last en route to the

fascinating land of the Arabian Nights.

Of the P. & O. fleet, the handsomest ships are the Caledonia, a

new twin screw steamer of 7600 tons and 12,000 horse-power, the

Australia and Himalaya, 7000 tons and 10,000 horse-power, the Ar

cadia, Oceana, Victoria, and Britannia, 6500 tons, and a dozen or so

more, the very names of which recall many a delightful evening in

the far East, many an Arcadian afternoon under the deck-awnings, to

their former passengers.

Of the Orient liners, the Ophir (7000 tons), Ormuz, Oroya, and

Orizaba (6000 tons) are some of the finest specimens of naval archi

tecture afloat. The Ormuz held for some time, if she does not now,

the record for the fastest passage between London and Sydney, and in

all my wanderings upon ships of every nationality under the sun I

never made such a delightful voyage as the one upon her in 1891.

The unvarying courtesy of her oflicers and the home-like atmosphere

of everything about the ship are among my pleasantest recollections

of life at sea. The Kaiser Wilhelm II., of the Norddeutscher Lloyds,

was built for the Orient trade and formerly ran to Sydney, but is now,

I believe, in the Atlantic service. Other fine ships of this line in the

East are the Karlsruhe, Darmstadt, and Oldenburg (5300 tons), and

the Bayern, Sachsen, and Preussen (4600 tons).

The French (Messageries Maritimes) ships—-A rmand-Behic, Ville

de la Ciotat, Australien, Polynésien, and Malaisien—are twin screw

ships of 6428 tons register and 7000 horse-power. They have been in

commission but two or three years, and are floating palaces, like the

new boats of the P. & O., Orient, Union, and Castle lines.

The great Spanish line, La Compafiia Transatkintica, has several

fine steam-ships running from Liverpool through the Canal to the

Philippine Islands. The largest of these are the Buenos Aires (5200

tons), Isla de Luzon, and Isla de Mindanao (4500 tons). The engine

power on these ships is limited, but passengers will find the wines

exceedingly good and their fellow-travellers possessing much of that

Andalusian charm which makes Seville and Granada green spots in
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one’s memory. There are many far worse islands rising from the sea

than the Philippines.

The smaller steamers in which one travels from Singapore and Ba

tavia through the East Indies and along the northeast coast of Australia

are in the service of the Netherlands India Steam Navigation Company

and Rotterdam Lloyds, the British India Steam Navigation Company,

and the Queensland Royal Mail Line, also the Nippon Yusen Kaisha,

of Japan. The South Sea Islands, New Zealand, and Tasmania are

reached from Sydney or Melbourne by ships of the Australasian

United Steam Navigation Company and the Union Steam-Ship Com

pany of New Zealand. Ports on the east coast of Africa are reached

from Aden, Bombay, or Colombo by ships of the British India Steam

Navigation Company, Messageries Maritimes, and Navigazione Gene

rale, or from Cape Town by branch steamers of the Castle and Union

lines.

Third and fourth among the ocean post roads come the routes from

European ports to South Africa and South America via the Atlantic

islands. The stopping-places are Southampton (or Plymouth), Lisbon,

Funchal (Madeira), Teneritfe and Las Palmas (Canary Islands), St.

Vincent, Ascension, St. Helena, Cape Town, South African ports,

Madagascar, and Mauritius, on the one branch, and Para, Pernambuco,

Bkliallla, Rio Janeiro, Montevideo, Buenos Ayres, and Rosario, on the

ot er.

The two leading lines to South Africa are the Union Steam Navi

gation Company and the Castle Mail Packet Company (Sir Donald

Currie’s). The Union line l1as several magnificent ships, the newest

of which are the Norman, :1 7500-ton twin screw ship of 14,000 horse

power, and the Scot, twin screw, 7000 tons and 12,000 horse-power.

The Norman, which is the latest of the Union liners, has a beautiful

dome above the dining-saloon, similar to those of the Paris, New York,

Ophir, Himalaya, and Armand-Behic. Of the Donald Currie ships,

the finest are the Dunnottar Castle (5500 tons), Hawarden Castle,

Norham Castle, and Roslin Castle (4200 to 4800 tons); and I believe

there are two new ships about to be placed on the line, if they are

not already in commission. Both the Union and Castle lines run con

necting steamers to Madagascar, Mauritius, Réunion, and Zanzibar.

As a matter of familiar comparison, it may be stated that of the

ships entering the port of New York La Normaudie is about 7000

tons, the Lahu 5000, the Spree and the Havel 7000, the City Of

Berlin 5500, and the Aurania 7500; but it must be remembered that

the new ships of the Eastern and South Atlantic lines, while none of

them exceeds a tonnage of 7500, are fitted with every improvement

known in the science ofship-building, and are vastly better ships in every

way than those of the same size which were built a dozen years ago.

The principal English lines to the West Indies and South America

are the Royal Mail Steam Packet Company, sailing out of South

ampton, the Pacific Steam Navigation Company, and those of Messrs.

Lamport & Holt, the funnels of which, with their broad bands of

2il‘a:cé<l:0:\)Ill‘1li)t:],.and blue, are such a familiar sight along the water front
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The Royal Mailers touch at or connect with every port of the

West Indies, the Mosquito Coast of Central America, and the north

coast of South America ; while their ships on the River Plate service,

with those of the Pacific Steam Navigation Company, touch at all im

rtant ports from Para and Pernambuco down to Buenos Ayres and

Plsario, the P. S. N. boats continuing the voyage down through Ma

gellan Straits and up the west coast to Valparaiso, where they connect

with branch steamers of their own company and the Compafiia Sud

América de Vapores (Spanish) for all ports between Valparaiso and

Panama.

Among the finest of the Royal Mail ships on the West India service

are the Atrato (5200 tons), Orinoco (4500 tons), Don, and Para (4000

tons), and on the River Plate service, the La Plata, Nile, Thames, and

Clyde (6000 tons).

The Pacific Steam Navigation Company is connected with the

Orient Steam Navigation Company, already referred to among the

Eastern lines, and runs fine large ships of practically the same size,

among which are the Orellana (5000 tons), Iberia (4700 tons), Liguria

(4700 tons), Sorata (4100 tons), and Aconcagua (4100 tons).

Other steamers belonging to the principal French, German, Spanish,

and Italian lines also run to the ‘Vest Indies and South America. The

Messageries ships Brésil, Plata, and Portugal (5500 tons) sail from

Bordeaux, and stop at Vigo, Lisbon, Dakar (Senegal, West Africa),

Pernambuco, etc. The Compagnie Générale Transatlantique’s steam

ships Amérique, France, Labrador, Canada, St. Laurent, and Ver

sailles (4000 to 5000 tons) sail from St.-Nazaire and Marseilles to all

the prominent ports in the West Indies and on the Gulf of Mexico.

The Norddeutscher Lloyds ships Strassburg, \Veser, Ohio, Baltimore,

etc., run to Brazil and the Plate, but they are 3000 tons and under in

size,—too small for comfort on so long a voyage.

The principal French line to the west coast of Africa (which runs

also to South American ports) is the Chargeurs Réunis, of Havre

and Bordeaux; and in its case I am inclined to make an exception re

garding size. The ships of this company vary from 2500 tons to 4000

(about the size of our own Mallory Line to Texas), but they are models

of neatness and comfort. The middle Atlantic voyage is usually a

mild one, and a traveller might enjoy himself very much with these

genial Frenchmen.

Of the trans-Pacific lines there are three, the Canadian Pacific,

the Pacific Mail, and the Oceanic (Spree-kels’s line), which charters one

mail ship (the Monowai, 3500 tons) from the Union Steam-Ship Com

pany of New Zealand. Most Americans are familiar with the three

beautiful “ Empresses” of the Canadian Pacific (twin screw, 6000

tons, 10,000 horse—power), which are sister ships of the Orient liners

to Australia, and the good old ships of the Pacific Mail, China, City

of Peking, City of Para, and City of Rio Janeiro,—the two latter

having been purchased from the United States and Brazil Mail Steam

Ship Company.

Besides the Spreckels steam-ships to the Sandwich Islands, Samoa,

New Zealand, and Australia, there is another line over the same route
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from Tacoma and Vancouver, but, unfortunately for the travelling

public, the ships of these lines are much too small and too old for the

Australian voyage, which takes from twenty-two to thirty days. These

four lines, with the Pacific Coast Steam—Ship Company, touch at every

Western American port from Alaska to Panama, and connect with the

great English, French, and German lines in Japan, China, Australia,

and the South Sea Islands.

The last and longest of the ocean post roads girdles the world each

voyage. This is the track followed by ships of the New Zealand

Shipping Company and Messrs. Shaw, Saville & Albion. Starting

from Gravesend and Plymouth, these ships touch at Lisbon, Teneritfe,

Cape Town, Hobart (Tasmania), Wellington (New Zealand), Rio

Janeiro (around Cape Horn), Teneritfe, and Plymouth. The largest

of the New Zealand Steam-Ship Company’s fleet are the Ruahine

(6200 tons), Kaikoura, and Rimutaka (4500 tons). The finest of the

Shaw, Saville & Albion ships are the Arawa and Tainui (5000 tons),

and the Coptic, Doric, and Ionic (4800 tons). As a matter of personal

preference, I should recommend these boats, but by either line this

voyage is an exceptionally fine one, and affords opportunity to see almost

every part of the world by transferring at the connecting points.

A description of our own American coast lines to the West Indies and

South America has been omitted, because they are so well known, and

full information concerning them is so easily obtainable of any tourist

agent in the United States. There are also innumerable smaller lines,

the ships of which cross the ocean in every direction.

With the foregoing data, it is a simple matter for people who really

wish to pry into strange corners of the earth to do so at their ease, and

by the time they have purchased their letters of credit, and packed up

a shirt, tooth-brush, travelling-rug, and pith helmet, they will find that

most of the companies enumerated have added yet finer and larger

ships to their fleets. There is a sense of personal alfection which grows

upon one with each succeeding day upon a fine modern steam-ship,——

a feeling of rest, security, and homely pleasure,—until, when one steps

ashore at last, the pang of homesickness is real. Iutensifying this

feeling is the fascination of life at sea, which after the first really long

voyage seizes upon the traveller and grows stronger and stronger year

by year, until to be once more on blue water, out of sight of land,

becomes one of his dearest hopes.

Clarence Herbert New.

TO A SINGER.

THOU hast a gift of gifts : go seek for bliss

In far, strange lands, through long and weary years,

Thou wilt not find a sweeter boon than this,——

The power to move thy listeners to tears.

Clarence Urmy.
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RESA CA.

I.

MANY an old soldier may remember the house: it stood on a hill

overlooking the railroad and the distant bridge across a deep,

narrow Southern river. There was a red clay wagon-road winding

along between some angular fields and the dense bushy woods of the

knobby foot-hills close to the mountains.

In some of the fields the wheat was young and green, and in others

the corn was ankle-high, showing careful husbandry and a propitious

season.

This house of which you are reading was a house of sorrow, for it

had lost its master and his four stalwart sons, all killed in battle, and

at the time when my story begins three women were the occupants of

the place, and they had three faithful negro servants to depend upon.

One must reflect a moment in order to get the full import of the

phrase “a faithful negro servant,” as applied to the slaves remaining

with their masters at a time when it would have been so easy for them

to assert their freedom. I speak with knowledge.

Let no white man for an instant suppose that the negroes were

not keenly alive to their chains and intensely hungry for liberty. In

the secrecy of the cabin the subject of bondage and the possibility of

escape was the burden of discussion. Necessarily the negro was to a

degree deceitful; but he was not treacherous; he simply desired and

discussed freedom furtively while he openly simulated a good-natured

and almost jolly contentment.

The masters of the South were deceived by their slaves in many

instances, but the deception was always of a negative sort. Many

masters actually thought that their trusted and happy negroes would

refuse liberty even if the North should succeed in the war. A few

actually did refuse it, out of great love for master and mistress and a

sentimental attachment for the old plantation.

Mrs. Farrow and her two daughters, Julia and Margaret, had great

reason to trust Uncle Duff, Aunt Saluda, and Sam, three as coal-black

and genial Africans as ever sang their way through slavery; for there

had been a great test when Sherman’s army, on its way from Chatta

nooga to Atlanta, had succeeded in taking away from the Farrow

plantation nearly everything in the shape of chattels except these

slaves, who hid in the woods until all the soldiers were gone, then

came shyly back to their cabin and their humble domestic allegiance.

Sam was a short, stout fellow, neither man nor boy, rather sluggish,

but always smiling, when not guifawing, and perfectly willing to work

if he must. As for Uncle Duff and Aunt Saluda, they were typical

old slaves of the “up-country,” self-conceited, fond of a pipe and a

’possum, and always ready to do some act of kindness in behalf of their

white superiors.

From the Farrow homestead you could see almost to Resaca in one
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direction and nearly to Dalton in another direction. I/Vhen the fight

ing was on, it shook the whole country. Up there at Rocky-Face and

then over at Snake Creek Gap the noise did not seem to be a mile

distant. When at last it began at Resaca, the house felt the concus

sions so much that the glass was broken in the windows and the boards

rattled on the roof of the porch. The first gun down by the bridge

hurled the three negroes into the white folks’ house as though they had

been shot from it. Their eyes were white, their faces shrivelled with

terror, and their mouths agape in utter consternation.

“ De good Lord!" gasped Uncle Dufi‘; “ dey’s er-comin’ ! dey’s er

oomin’, sho’ !”

Aunt Saluda and Sam were too frightened to say anything or even

make a sound.

Mrs. Farrow went to the door and looked forth over the plantation

to the river. A ring of white smoke was floating above and beyond

the bridge. Farther down the stream a body of cavalry was under

shelter of the bank. Just then she could not think of what was hap

pening, for in her heart had surged up the memory of her dead hus

band and sons.

A railway train came up the track, the engine behind, and stopped

in front of the house. A regiment of infantry rushed out of the cars

and formed across a field. The engine whistled, and the train went

back the way it had come.

Uncle Duff, hearing the noise, began to pray; Aunt Saluda joined

him fervently; Sam listened stupidly and in sufl'ocating terror.

Fifteen cannon thundered together, over beyond the bridge, and

a flight of shells in the air made a prolonged whirring noise, fol

lowed presently by a rapid spluttering of musketry in the woods at

the lower edge of the plantation. The regiment went across the field

at double quick step, knocking over the fences as they came in the

way.

“ Oh, good Lor’, ef ye kin spa’ de ole man er leetle bit longer "

began Uncle Dufi', but his prayer was interrupted by an explosion on

both sides of the river, rival batteries thundering at one another, and

opposing lines of infantry exchanging long rolling volleys.

Mrs. Farrow saw the cavalry scurry away from their lurking-place

under the river bank and disappear in the woods, while four or five

heavy field-guns, drawn by panting and overworked horses, trundled

rapidly along the red clay road, the drivers whipping and swearing.

After a few rounds there came a short lull in the bombardment,

during which a singular serenity pervaded the air and sky.

“ Dar, now, Lor’, stop de wa’ right heah, an’ lef’ de ole darky

But Uncle Duff sprang to his feet as another awful cannonade

began, and a shell burst on the railroad-track in front of the door.

He forgot his prayer.

“Hell an’ fury l” he cried, “dat’s dangerous! Gi’ me my hat!

fo’ de Lor’ sake! I’s gwine outen yer!” And he rushed through the

:1)l::p1kAdloI:)tr-smilydgpd across the garden to the woods, followed by Sam

Mrs. Farrow did not notice the flight of her slaves: she W8-‘J

H
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fascinated by the scene before her. As for Julia and Margaret, they

sat on the edge of a bed in dumb horror, clasped in each other’s

arms.

All day the fight raged beyond the river and beyond the woods

and among the hills to the west. Oflicers and couriers rode back and

forth along the road, and now and again a train of cars backed up to

bring soldiers or supplies or to take away the wounded. The earth

shook, and the air palpitated strangely.

The house was not in the battle-field, but stray shells fell near it at

intervals. Some of them burst, others merely buried themselves in

the ground or bounded along with a heavy thumping sound peculiarly

suggestive of energy.

Over in the hills, apparently between Resaca and Snake Creek

Gap, the firing was ceaseless; it sounded like a heavy throbbing wind

with rain and hail and rattling thunder and the rending of forests and

the crashing of rocks and hills. Ever and anon there was a charge

announced by thousands of voices yelling and by the redoubling of

the mnsketry at some point.

All day and into the night the firing was kept up at tempest pitch,

while the women at the Farrow house, huddled together and silent,

listened and listened.

It must have been near midnight when utter silence fell over the

valley and hills, silence quite awful after such a din. It was the

silence of death.

“ I hope it is over at last,” said Mrs. Farrow, her voice sounding

hollow and as if it were lost.

“If our side has gained a victory I thank God,” responded Mar

ret.ga “I have been praying for it, oh, so fervently!” Julia exclaimed,

with her hands still clasped in a supplicating way.

“But I fear, I fear,” faltered the mother, “I fear that we have

lost. Something tells me that our army is going back.”

The young ladies looked at each other and shuddered. They had

read of how women fared who fell in the way of soldiers after battle,

and their imagination was inflamed with the thought. Even at that

moment footsteps were heard at the threshold and grufi‘ voices de

manded admittance.

Mrs. Farrow arose and turned toward the door. Her daughters

clung to her with nervous hands.

“No, no,” they cried, in sharp, desperate whispers; “you must

not let them in.”

“Kick it down if they don’t open it,” exclaimed a heavy, deter

mined voice. “Hurry !”

“ I’ll open it. I’m coming,” answered Mrs. Farrow, shaking her

self free from the arms of her daughters. She had heard a groan.

“ They have a wounded man,” she said, going to the door and unlock

in it.
g Four soldiers, dressed in the Federal uniform and bearing a young

olficer on a litter, came promptly in, followed by a. fifth, who carried a

gun.
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“Put him on the bed there,” said Mrs. Farrow, in a trembling

voice, and she hurriedly smoothed the pillows.

They obeyed. Both the young man's legs were bandaged at the

thigh. He was moaning and in an almost insensible condition. The

soldiers who bore him seemed.to be in a great hurry and nearly ex

hausted.

“They’ll be on us in a minute. Make haste!” the leader said,

fretfully.

“Madam, I trust him to your humanity,” he added, turning to

Mrs. Farrow. “We shall have to leave him. There's nothing else

to do.”

“ Good-by, captain,” they all said in turn, but the hurt man moaned

as if he did not hear them.

“ Please be good to him, madam,” the leader added, in a low, re

gretful tone. “We are sorry to have to leave him; he is the best

and the bravest man in the world. Will you nurse him kindly?”

“Yes, I will,” said Mrs. Farrow. “I will do my best.”

“Thank you, dear madam,” he said, and then they went away as

mysteriously as they had come, leaving their burden behind.

It is diliicult to realize, in this time of peace, a predicament like

that,—a Union oflicer left in an almost dying condition to be cared

for by women whose nearest and dearest ones had died, as it were, by

his hands, and who now felt that an invader was at their door ready

to do worse than kill. This was not an uncommon thing in those

days, however, and many a wounded man was nursed back from the

shadow of death to life and happiness by the bereaved women of his

enemy.

Thus it was that Captain Hugh Long, a gallant Union soldier,

came into the Farrow home. He was wounded in a cavalry skir

mish on the outskirts of the battle of Resaca. His companions, one

of whom was a surgeon, finding it impossible to do better with him,

dressed his hurts as best they could and took him to the house, think

ing that they should report his whereabouts to the proper ofiicer at

once; but they were captured twenty minutes later and were hustled

away to Atlanta.

Next morning there was a fight, a furious struggle, at the ferry, a

mile or two below the bridge, and then Johnston fell back and Sher

man advanced, the two grand armies sweeping on down past Calhoun

and Adairsville, leaving the Farrow place desolate indeed; for the

stragglers and foragers and thieves came and pillaged the house alld

plantation, taking everything eatable and wearable, as well as all the

horses, mules, and cattle.

Meantime, Uncle Dufi', Aunt Saluda, and Sam were hiding some

where in the woods. They crept back to the house, however, when the

armies and wagon-trains and camp-followers had all disappeared. Wild

§.Ve(l1<, haggard, trembling, the poor things came to the door just at

us .

7 “yMissus, mis-s-sus,” whined Uncle Dufi', “’fore de Lor’ we done

mos starve ter def. Is der any col’ brayd er taters in de eubby ?”
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II.

It is a memory set far back in a hazy perspective, but it can never

quite fade from the hearts of those who experienced it,—-that desola

tron left behind it by the grand invading army of Sherman. Pen can

not picture it, words, no matter how cunningly phrased, are powerless

to describe it, or even strongly indicate it. Looking out from the door

way at Farrow place, the view was like that which one imagines when

one reads the Bible words, “Thou art given over to a desolation, and

henceforth there shall be none coming in or going forth.” The wheat

‘ fields were trampled bare, the long green rows of corn had disappeared ;

not a rail of all the fences was left; no domestic animal was in sight,

and the stillness and silence were rendered all the more emphatic by

the balmy mid-May weather which hung over mountain, hill, and

valley.

This complete destruction of the material support of the household

at Farrow place matched perfectly with the moral depression in the

hearts of those who were left in the midst of the desolation.

After the awful storm and nervous excitement the reaction was

almost unbearable.

The wounded man lay on the bed, his face as white as the sheets,

and his eyes closed. He seemed scarcely to breathe, and his moaning

had ceased entirely. Luckily, his wounds, a fracture of each leg, had

been properly cared for in the first place by a good and conscientious

surgeon, or he must have died at once. As it was', he lay for days and

weeks more dead than alive, quite unaware of his place or of his

condition. Indeed, he was one of the lost in battle, one of those who

disappeared, leaving no clue behind by which friends might learn the

truth that lurked under a screen of awful doubt and suspense.

In his Northern home loved ones mourned for him with just a faint

flicker of hope in their dark sorrow. He might be heard from yet;

he might have got lost from his command, or, if a prisoner, he might

have escaped and set about working his way homeward. Love clings

to all such and even more shadowy suggestions.

To the household at Farrow place his presence was a distressing,

a terrible reality. Not one of them, black or white, knew anything

about how to dress such wounds as these, and the sulferer was abso

lutely helpless, nay, worse than helpless.

After the first few days, however, optimistic as the statement may

appear, it became a peculiarly sweet duty, shared by all the household,

to wait upon and minister to the sick enemy. He was a stalwart and

handsome man, in the June of life, and he was a very pathetic picture

as he lay there wasting slowly away to a shadow of himself.

The ladies relieved one another, watching beside him in turn, whilst

the negroes set about trying to get certain patches of the plantation

into cultivation again. Some hoes were the only implements left, but

these could be used to good effect by such strong and willing workers.

A strange thing happened that summer in North Georgia, which

saved from starvation the unfortunate people over whom the armies

had run. There was an unprecedented season of showers, and the
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young corn, that had been trampled into the earth by camping thou

sands of men, horses, mules, wagon-trains, and artillery, came up again

green and strong. In many instances it even matured finely without

any cultivation. It looked as if Nature knew what was demanded of

her ; and, there being no live stock to eat or trample the corn, fences

were not needed.

To Uncle Dufl"s great delight, the wheat, too, revived somewhat,

so that patches of it matured the grain.

“De good Lor’ know he people,” said that pious soul; “an’ he

gwine ter see ’em froo de tight places.”

He prayed loud and long, night and morning, and sang melodious

old hymns of praise; but one day when a Federal force was passing

with some cattle for the army, now down near Marietta, and a scudding

force of Confederate cavalry attacked them, the old man rushed into

the house in a blaspheming mood, crying ont,—

7 “ Dod blast dey eberlastin’ souls, dar dey come ag’in, debbil take

em!”

The conflict between Uncle Duif’s piety and his proficiency in the

art of phrasing expletives was very fierce just at this point:

“Bress de deah Lor’, wha’ we gwine ter do now? Des as I gits

dat co’n all nice an’ dat wheat all ready, yer come de debblish sojers

ag’in, a-shootin’ an’ a-stealin’ an’-—an’—a-cussin’ an’ a-rarin’ an’

a-trompin’ ober de fiel’s! Lor’, I done pray an’ pray fo’ yo’ ter keep

’em away, an’ wuz a-relyin’ on yo’ a-doin’ it, an’ yit yer dey is ag’in,

dam’ ’em, jes’ like hell bust loose er pu’pose!”

Sure enough, there they were, a long line of blue stretching across

the river-bottom fields and into the woods, with four cannon on the

hill a little farther away, and three more right in the road, not a quarter

of a mile from the house.

And promptlyon the moment, like three black crows, away flew

the negroes again, disappearing in the woods in search of the hiding

place known only to them.

The wounded captain by this time had begun to convalesee. In

deed, he was far along toward recovery, owing to the tireless atten

tions of the ladies; but he could not get out of his bed, and his wounds

required constant care.

The first gun of the skirmish startled him ; his face lit up, and he

tried to lift himself so as to look out of the little mullioned window

hard by. He felt the stimulus of battle.

“ What is it ?” he asked, breathlessly. “ Is Sherman falling back?

Is the army in sight?”

Mrs. Farrow went to his bedside and tried to explain, but she was

almost speechless with excitement, almost overcome with the thought

that at last, perhaps, the invaders were being driven out of Georgith

But before she could formulate a statement with a view of quietlng

the captain, the cannon began to thunder, and the sound of musketry

rattled otf across the fields like the pattering of a rapidly receding

shower.

The old terror returned to the breasts of the young women, but

they could not refrain from looking out on the conflict.
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III.

Captain Long had been in a delirium a great part of the time that

he had lain at Farrow place, and now, when, with dilating eyes and

flushed face, he almost fiercely struggled to overcome his weakness and

sit up, his attendants thought his trouble had returned to his brain.

The battle, as is often the case with the meeting of small forces,

was intensely fierce and stubborn. The field-pieces were firing at short

range, not more than three hundred yards, and the dismounted cavalry

were blazing away at one another, the lines almost within a stone’s

throw as they faced, one sheltered by a slight depression in the field,

the other by a. scattering wood and bushy hill. The Confederates were

nearer the house than were the Federals, and appeared to have the ad

vantage in both numbers and position.

Like the girl in Ivanhoe, Mrs. Farrow, with wildly beating heart

and fascinated gaze, kept watch and reported the progress of the fight

to the wounded man, who all the time was trying to command the

window, a thing quite impossible.

Suddenly two light field-guns were rolled up to the very gate of

the yard, and there swiftly whirled into position, aimed, and fired.

The house fairly rocked under the concussion.

“They are coming! they are coming I” cried Mrs. Farrow, as the

Federals poured out from their cover and rushed up the acclivity to

ward the guns, that were being served with grape. Now the bullets

began to hit the house and sing through the door-way and window; a

shell struck one of the cannon, and, knocking off a wheel, flung it

over into the yard, where it fell upon a man and crushed him to

death.

The uproar became appalling; it was like an earthquake and a

cyclone combined ; but it was soon over. The Confederates drove the

Federals back upon the river, and there captured most of them and all

their cattle and provisions.

To the Farrow household the result was merely another wounded

captain left on their hands.

This Captain Number Two was a Confederate, and had fallen almost

in the door at Mrs. Farrow’s feet. She saw him come dashing up the

road in the hottest of the fight, mounted on a thin, wiry horse. As

he reached the yard fence he gave his animal a lift and cleared the top

rail easily, shouting some orders in a ringing voice. The next moment

a swarm of bullets hummed past, and he fell with both arms broken

and an ugly wound in his side; but he managed to get upon his feet

and totter into the house.

Two or three of his men, seeing his mishap, followed him. A

surgeon was soon found, who bound the broken limbs.

Strangely enough, both of these captains had the name of Long;

and there they lay side by side on the same bed. They managed to

look into each other’s eyes, and then they glared and made meaning

less motions with their lips.

“Tom Long, what the devil are you doing here?” exclaimed the

Federal, in a breathless way, a peculiar light in his eyes.

VOL. LVII.-—-43
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“ Well, Hugh! Well, I’ll be Where’d you come from?” re

sponded the Confederate. They then gazed hard at each other in

silence.

“Hurt badly?” inquired the Federal, a little later; and by this

time his voice was almost tender. But the Confederate had fainted

from loss of blood and the agony of nerve-lesion: he could not

answer.

The negroes came back again when all danger had passed. Uncle

Dufi' arrived first, Aunt Saluda and Sam following at safe intervals.

“Bress de good Lor’ !” cried Duff, “wha’ we gwine ter fin’ nuff

ter eat, wid anudder all-shot-up whi’ man on our han’s? Tell me

dat 1”

It was hard indeed ; for this last fight had destroyed all the supplies

that the household had gathered together, and trampled down all the

growing grain of the fields.

“Got ter hab some eatables, eben ef we got ter—ter—jes’ got her

comfuscate it,” said Duff to Sam. “Eatin’ is got ter go on, ef de

debbil lib under de table.”

That very night a sack of corn and a side of bacon came from

some mysterious source beyond the mountain. Aunt Saluda made

hominy in place of bread, and fried slender bits of bacon. Some

basket fish-traps in the river furnished a good supply of catfish.

“Stealin’, yo’ calls dis heah ? S’pose’n’ it is sorter like it? Dem

po’ shot-ter-pieces sojers a—layin’ dar in de baid hab got ter eat,” argued

Uncle Duff with his own conscience, as he crept ofl“ every night 0'1

gistggg predatory excursions from which he rarely returned empty

an .

Meantime, the two bedfellows had found a subject of quarrel.

IV.

“ Well, Torn Long, I never had expected to find a brother of minff,

an own blood brother, fighting as a rebel against the flag Of 1115

crountry !” exclaimed the Federal. “ I’m everlastingly ashamed ofyou,

om! '

“And what are you doing away 011' down here in Georgia Where

you’ve no business, Hugh Long?” retorted the Confederate. “ You're

a nice fellow, I must say, bumming around and burning houses, steal

ing eattle, robbing pig-pens and hen-roosts and truck-gardens! Don’t

you feel rather small? I should if I were vou.”

“I've not been doing anything of the sort," exclaimed Hugh

“I’m no thief, thank you, sir. I’m a Union soldier.” _

“Well, I take notice that wherever you fellows go, you dont

leave much,” said Tom, sarcastically, and he turned his head so as to

glare at his brother. I

“ Leave much !” cried Hugh ; “ leave much ! There’s been nothing

to leave but goober peas and a few measlv, knottv sweet potatoes. Your

whole blamed country isn’t worth a good eow! ' Leave much i”

“And what sort of a country is yours, I’d like to know? I've
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been there. Nothing but snow in winter, mud in spring, dust in

summer, and ague in the autumn l Blast your blasted country! Go

back and live in it, and let ours alone. What do I care for your in

fernal country !”

“ Tom Long, you’re a traitor!”

“ Hugh Long, you’re a liar!”

Hugh actually struck Tom, and Tom kicked savagely at Hugh.

They made the bedstead creak as they struggled.

“Heah, nowl Heah, now!” spluttered Uncle Dufl'; “dis not

gwine ter ’mount ter nuflin’. We’s not er-gwine ter hab no fightin’

an’ flouncin’ roun’ heah, so yo’ mought jes’ es well stop!” and he

clutched the combatants and shook them savagely. “Be quiet, now,

er I jes’ smash yo’ bofel swa’ ter glory I will !”

The young ladies stood by aghast, but Uncle Duff, with that mas

terly insight common to old house-servants, saw that each had her

preference in the struggle.

“ Yo’ gent’men done disgrace yo’selbs afo’ de young missuses! Jes’

look how dey’s done er-cryin’ dey eyes out! Hain’t yo’ ’shame’ 0’ yo’

no-’count selbs now‘? yo’ po’ triflin’ whi’ trash! Da’s jes’ w’at yo’ is!"

The young women ran out of the room with their hands over their

faces.

“Swa’ to de Lor’, gent’men, ef I wuz er whi’ man I’d jes’ erbout

poun’ de life out’n bofe ob ye, dat I would, fo’ er fac’ !” growled Duff,

as he stood leaning over the bed. “Yo’s a pooty-lookin’ mess, now,

aiu’t yo’ !”

The irate brothers felt the situation and began to laugh, despite the

pain their struggle and excitement had stirred up in their wounds.

Duff took breath, and continued:

“ Heah I done been er-stealin’ bacon an’ co’n an’ chicken an’ taters

fo’ yo’ all folks, an’ Saluda she been er-cookin’ fo’ yo’, an’ de young

missuses dey been er-tookin’ keer ob yo’; and den w’at yo’ doin’?

W’y, heah yo’ is a-cussin’ an’ a-fightin’ jes’ like two drunk po’ whi’

folks! Hit’s outdacious, gent’men, p’intedly outdacious! Yo’s bofe

a-actin’ de dam fool l”

“ Well, you get out of here, or I’ll break your black neck !” ex

claimed Tom. “ I’ll wear a hole in the floor with you, you impudent

old scoundrel !”

“How yo’ gwine ter, w’en yo’ got bofe arms broke?” inquired

Dufi'. “ Yo’s no m0r’n a ole woman des now.”

Hugh laughed uproariously, and despite himself Tom joined him.

Duff, however, remained quite dignified and solemn. He straightened

himself up, folded his heavy arms, and said, in a measured voice,—

“ Mebbe yo’ don’t observe dat I’s er free pusson,—dat I done got

my pussonal liberty, same lak any whi’ man‘? Ef yo’ hain’t notice

dat, mebbe yo’ better begin yo’ noticin’ now. Dey’s no use er-scufflin’

ergin’ Probidence.”

“Talk up to him, Duff. I’ll stand by you,” said Hugh, still

chuckling heartily. “ You’re a free man, and pretty nearly white.”

Tom was furious, but he curbed his tongue, for just then Mrs.

Farrow came in and sent Duff about his business.
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“ That is a very intelligent old colored gentleman,” observed Hugh.

“ He seems to take in the situation.”

“ A despicable old negro fraud,” said Tom. “ I should like to strap

him. I will strap him just as soon as I am well. I’ll settle with

him !”

Mrs. Farrow quickly changed the subject of conversation. She

had grown to like both the captains while nursing them. In some

way they had almost dropped into the places of her dead sons. Her

efforts in their behalf had served to blunt in a degree the point of her

sorrow, by keeping her mind occupied.

As for the young ladies, the most natural thing in the world hap

pened to them. The captains were intelligent and handsome men, evi

dently honorable and true-hearted, with a great fund of humor and not

a little sly moonshine in their hearts.

Tom, being hurt only in the arms, got well first, and immediately

went away in search of his command. Hugh had to linger on. In

deed, he was still on his crutches when the news of Lee’s and John

ston’s surrender reached the Farrow household. By this time Margaret

had agreed to marry him.

Meanwhile, not a word had come from Tom, and Julia’s face had

grown sad and thin; but Tom was all safe and sound, nevertheless,

trudging his weary way from North Carolina, over the mountains and

streams, as straight as possible back to Farrow place.

V.

Those were hard days,—much harder, indeed, than the days of

battle. It would he a strong imagination that could portray them in

anything like real lines. From Chattanooga to Atlanta, from Atlanta

to Savannah, from Savannah through the Carolinas northward to

Richmond, the whole country was a desolation, burned, trampled, pil

laged, and then left at the mercy of a set of deserters, robbers, and

thieves, the oifscourings of both noble armies.

For a year after the surrender all the mountain region of the South

was the home of countless bands of desperadoes, who lived by robbery,

horse-stealing, illicit distilling, and almost every other unlawful prac

tice. Through this region and among these wild adventurers Tom

made his way slowly and with many an enforced delay. He did not

expect to find his loyal brother still lingering at Farrow place, bill? the

first person he saw was Hugh, sitting on the little stoop, talking 110

Margaret. The \Vestern and Atlantic Railroad had been put in order,

and letters had passed between the Union soldier and his parents in the

North. He had informed the latter of Tom’s disloyalty, but they had

not seemed to be willing that even a rebel son should eat the husks of

the prodigal. They certainly exhibited, so far as they could in a letter,

more concern about T0m’s welfare, seeing that it was in doubt, than

about loyal Hugh’s.

“ “That’s the way mother and father always were,” S8-id Heal"

they always liked that scapegrace Tom better than me.” With the
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words in his month he looked up, and there stood Tom right under his

nose.

No man could have been more picturesque than was Captain Long

as he halted at the steps of the stoop and eagerly gazed into the house.

“Where is Julia?” were his first words.

He was brown and stalwart, long-haired, shaggy-bearded, and

dirty. The coat that he wore was out at both elbows and had lost one

division of its tail ; his trousers, besides having got rid of most of one

leg, were pinned together by wooden pegs and patched and pieced with

parti-colored rags; a dilapidated “ homespun” shirt, collarless and but

tonless, was particularly baggy and frayed where his vest would have

been if he had had one, and his hat was comically tattered, what there

was left of it. Such boots as he wore would disgust a professional

tramp; one had a long leg, the other was notably short, and both were

without soles in great part, disclosing the absence of stockings.

Hugh knew Tom’s voice as soon as he heard it, but it was hard to

recognize his handsome brother in that mongrel-looking being standing

there ragged and unkempt as a drunken beggar.

“ Where is Jnlia ?” be repeated, with a strange grim smile, which

was almost a scowl.

There was a little low cry, the rustle of a dress, and Julia almost

overturned both Hugh and Margaret as she rushed past them and flung

her arms around Tom’s neck. Tears gushed out of Tom’s eyes.

Uncle Dufl' from the kitchen door, where he was smoking his cob

pipe, saw his young mistress perform this reckless feat, and was utterly

disgusted thereat.

“Bress de Lor’!” he muttered, “bress de deah Lor’! Ef I’d er

’spected ’at dem young leddies wuz er-gwine ter tek up wid any sich

low-down po’ whi’ trash, I’d er let dem dar cap’ns bofe starve right

dar in de baid, sho’s yo’ bo’n, Saluda, dat I would, fo’ er fac’ ! Heah

I been a-stealin’ bacon an’ co’n an’ chickens and taters all dis time, an’

dis yer’s w’at it comes to, dog-gone de luck ! ‘What do freedom ’mount

ter, anyhow ? Dern po’ eend ter all dis shootin’ an’ fightin’ !”

But, in spite of Duff’s vigorous objections, the brothers married the

sisters, and are to-day very happy men.

Hugh gets a pension ; but Tom says he doesn’t care, so long as his

wife is so much prettier than Hugh’s.

Maurice Thompson.

DISTANCE.

ISTANCE hides not afar in space;

Oft may we meet it face to face,

Touch its warm hand, look in its eyes,

List to its greetings and replies,

No farther than the nearest heart,

And yet a thousand worlds apart.

Ida Whipple Benham.
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BED AND BOARD IN RUSSIA.

UR first thought on arriving in St. Petersburg, in view of the

protracted stay which we had in contemplation, was to seek

quarters elsewhere than in a hotel. Our idea was to find board With

some nice Russian family, for the sake of the constant practice in the

language, “ experiences,” and the “ atmosphere.”

We were very speedily forced to renounce that plan. The boarding

house is one of the questionable benefits of civilization which remain

unknown to Russia so far. It is safe to say that if it did exist it

would not be kept by a Russian. Russians of the better class have

not discovered the “ genteel” myth of receiving a few paying“ friends”

into the bosom of their family “for company.” We wasted a great

deal of time in inspecting several recommended families who were

willing to make the experiment “ to oblige us,” and we took the pre

caution of dropping in upon them at meal-times. , One look was

enough. It was but too plainly apparent that, th0ugl1 their ignorance

of any language but their own was all that we could desire, their igno

rance in some other respects was far beyond all reasonable requirements.

However, we profited by our investigations to the extent of viewmg

localities and styles of living which we should never have beheld under

any other circumstances. We advertised. That was not a very prompt

mode of action, because the advertisement only appeared on the second

or third day after it had been handed in, owing to the necessity for

submitting it to censorship. The replies were not satisfactory. We

turned to the advertisements of furnished lodgings, expressed in the

hieroglyphical and economical style peculiar to the Russian “ Wants"

column: “ To let: fur., 3 hand. apart. sun. si. st.” (furnished, tllree

handsome apartments, sunny side of the street), and so on. That 15 as

near as I can come to the style in English.

Though it was late in the season to find desirable furnished lodgings,

we saw a sufficient number of what struck us as extremely undesirable

rooms to make us feel very incapable and helpless. We came to dread

the sight of the huge apartment-houses, after we had climbed a few

dozen miles of stairs in our search. Private houses are rare, by com‘

parison, in St. Petersburg.

When Peter the Great began his new capital, with such indomitable

energy that the workmen were forced to excavate the earth with thell‘

hands and carry it away in the skirts of their coats for lack of propel‘

implements, he determined not to let events take their own slow course

in the matter of providing a suitable population and buildings on 3

scale worthy of the occasion. He ordered the rich nobles, who already

possessed magnificent establishments in their beloved Moscow, to re‘

moye £0 St. Petersburg and to erect there mansions in proportion to

themwealth. In order that there might be no parsimonious miscel

cnlations in this combined census- and tax-alfidavit, so to speak, he

prescribed a certain number of feet frontage on the street for ever)’
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hundred serfs owned by the noble builder. The list of serfs from the

last revision formed a solid basis for his royal calculations, and could

not be disputed by recalcitrant grandees. The latter obeyed these

orders with great reluctance, and this probably accounts for the very

plain architecture of the two or three buildings which are still extant,

without remodelling, from Peter’s day, including a couple of his own

“palaces,” which resemble brick and stucco copies of the plainest,

cheapest sort of an American frame house in the country, with the

gables at right angles to the street. _

The fashion of huge buildings was perpetuated in the apartment

houses, which often have entrances on two or three streets, and are all

constructed round a spacious court-yard, or several court-yards, in the

centre, which furnish abundant light and air. As in the case of pri

vate houses, therefore, we may always assume that the street frontage

represents only half, or two-thirds at most, of the actual area occupied.

In private houses much room is required for the very numerous ser

vants, certain classes of whom are allowed to keep house with their

families in little suites of rooms opening on the court-yard. .

In apartment-houses, the lodgings which open on the court-yard

rent for a lower price, because the entrance is through a porte-cochére,

or, at night, through a wicket therein. This is an unobjectionable,

rather an aristocratic, arrangement in a private house; but elsewhere

the court-yard may contain too many stables, workshops, or even a

large number of cows to supply dairy-shops, which profess to deal in

Finnish—that is to say, in pure, country——butter, cream, and milk.

In this case, also, the winter’s supply of wood for the great house is

sure to be stacked in piles a couple of stories high, so close to the less

desirable lodgings that the prefect of the town was obliged to issue an

order protecting the poorer inhabitants, and regulating the position of

the wood-piles at a proper distance from the building for light and

air.

Our researches revealed the fact that very few “ furnished” lodgings

provided either towels, bed-linen, coverlets, or pillows, or anything,

in fact, beyond the bare bedsteads and furniture. Of course we were

aware, theoretically, that this is a reminiscence of the days when every

landed proprietor travelled accompanied by an entire housekeeping

outfit and stafl' of servants, when he undertook those long carriage

journeys which preceded the days of railways, and which are still

compulsory in some parts of the empire. Nevertheless, in practice, we

were not prepared to accept this, beyond towels, and we protested that

no traveller should be obliged to drag such bulky objects about with

him, in these days of improved transit facilities. The logic of this

argument was not_very strong on our side, it is true, but most travellers

will agree with us nevertheless. The Russian lodging-house people,

in return, seemed to regard us with amazement and pity because we did

not possess these things and declined to purchase them. Their idea

must have been that we were accustomed to sleep in our clothes, like

their own peasants.

In some cases they were willing to provide the bed-furnishings, for

a consideration; but they regarded one towel a week, and one change
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of linen a month, as ample. That arrangement did not meet with our

approbation either. \Ve were hard to suit, I admit.

Then there was the problem of food. The use of the samov5.r

twice a day, and of the tea-things, the services of the servant, to fetch

bread, cream, and any other light food desired for the morning meal and

for tea, are included in the price of the lodging,—nominally. In prac

tice, the lodging-house-keeper pays the servants nothing, and expects

them to live upon fees from the lodgers. But the solid meals? There

was the rub, especially for women. Some of the lodging-h0use

keepers were willing to furnish the mid-day breakfast, or even dinner.

But their ideas proved, on investigation, not to coincide with ours. In

their opinion, for example, a fine course dinner consisted of cabbage

soup, boiled beef, and a pancake for dessert, at the same price asked in

the hotels for a genuine meal. I hinted to one woman—an old Little

Russian, who was so fat that she had passed the spherical stage and

become square, who pronounced corridor kalyclor, and other words to

match—that this bill of fare seemed to be somewhat limited and

monotonous.

“ But think of the view !” she retorted. .

It appeared that her lodgers were expected to feast upon the sight

of the Anitchkoif Palace,—the Emperor’s residence in winter,—oppo

site, and upon the window of his study in particular.

I admitted that it would be truly luxurious to feast upon glimpses

of the Emperor and his fami|y,—when they were to be had; “ but," I

inquired, “ how is one to subsist until their arrival from Denmark, and

during their absences?”

The old woman vaunted the beauty of her “suites of apartments.”

She constructed a “ suite” from a single room by partitioning off the

corridor end and the door from the window end by curtains of striped

calico, thus making a “ drawing-room” and a bedroom. None of the

lodgings which we inspected were cheap in either situation or price, but

the above description, with individual exceptions and variations, repre

sents their general character with sufficient fairness.

We were daunted. Going out to our meals was the resource left to

us. We had counted upon this, in fact, as a valuable means of making

observations. But how were we to subsist in case of bad weather. if

there happened to be no hotel in the immediate neighborhood? The

hotels were unobjectionable. But just at this point in our researcher

we discovered that restaurants were not. We told our izv6st/chik to

drive us to a first-class restaurant. At the door, our woman's instinct

sounded the alarm, and we inquired whether it was intended for ladies.

The manager courteously assured us that it was ; and during our very

good breakfast we were not apprised by so much as a glance, from

waiters or guests, that we were doing anything out of the way. ‘It

remained for a woman to assure us, on our mentioning the subject Ill

tentionally, for the purpose of eliciting remark, that “ladies never

went to the first—class restaurants unaccompanied by gentlemen,” but

that we, as ignorant foreigners, would be pardoned. If such was the

case with the best restaurants, what would be the result of patronizmg

any other sort? Life in St. Petersburg, outside of hotels or private
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housekeeping, seemed to be a problem easy enough of solution for a

man long domiciled there and possessed of numerous dinner invitations,

but not for two strange women. We resolved to remain at the hotel

until we should have bought a little experience to keep us out of

scrapes. We began to suspect that there must be a storehouse of that

commodity awaiting our purchase.

Later we attacked this lodging-house puzzle with spirit, and solved

it. YVe found well—furnished, well-situated, spacious lodgings. \Ve

got our breakfasts and dinners at the hotels, varying their monotony

by incursions on the forbidden restaurants from time to time. Our

reliance upon our sedate appearance and conduct and our foreign ex

traction was never misplaced. But the plain truth of the matter is

that a woman sojourning alone in the Russian capitals (either Moscow

or St. Petersburg) would be obliged to cook her own meals (with an

oil stove, or something of that sort, personally or through her maid),

put up at a first-class hotel, or keep house, if she were at all particular

as to the variety and quality of her food.

Out of all the apartments which we occupied at various times and

in different places only one ever voluntarily furnished us with bed

linen, towels, and pillows. That landlady was English, and she had

a double bed—and bedbugs. We never saw a bedbug anywhere else

in Russia, and the only other double beds we came across were those

of the Emperor and Empress in the Imperial palaces. Single folding

iron beds are the rule in hotels and the like. \Ve were, at last, obliged

to buy and carry about our bed-linen. It came into play in various

country hotels, which are run on the antique plan. Sheets and pillows

are also indispensable on the steamers, to freshen up the hot, velvet

covered, pillowless divans into the coolness and comfort consistent with

slee .

}in our lodgings we accumulated a mass of experiences and warn

ings, so that we felt very wise at the end of it all. But I have not a

doubt that if we were to start afresh, with all due precautions, we

should discover new tricks to conquer beyond those illustrated in the

selection of incidents which I shall relate.

The first thing we learned to shun in choosing lodgings was the

huge, cylindrical iron stove, which is used for economy. Sometimes it

is covered with paper to match the walls. This device does in fact

conceal the otherwise inevitable huge patches of scorched paint around

the fire-doors, but the odors of toasting paste and paper, added to that

of the burning iron, are intolerable. Another objection to this sort of

stove is that it overheats a room terribly at first, and cools oil‘ so sud

denly afterwards that one is alternately roasted and frozen. The ordi

nary mode of heating is by birch wood, burned in large stoves of tiles,

Which reach from the floor to the ceiling. This stove heats to such

perfection of temperature and atmosphere that one learns in Russia for

the first time what it is to be really comfortable in winter and yet to

escape the perennial American cold in the head or sore throat, super

induced by overheating on one side and by a cold draught on the other.

This question of heat is obviously of the first importance during a

Russian winter. In one set of apartments we discovered, too late, that



682 BED AND BOARD IN RUSSIA.

the only means of heating our parlor consisted of a small grate, and that

the landlady considered one scuttle of coke a proper allowance of fuel

for twenty-four hours, “ because the house was on the sunny side of

the street.” In vain we argued that the hard-rimmed, pewter platter

of a sun, which can be gazed on with impunity with the naked eye, is

not capable of adding much heat, even when it is above the horizon

for five hours, to say nothing of the remaining nineteen hours and of

stormy days. Illness prevented our quitting that house at once, and

we meekly sat wrapped in our fur cloaks, which were proof, as we

knew, against cold 35° below zero Fahrenheit. The landlady went

about wrapped up in a thick sl1awl,—to keep out the heat, I presume,

as she was constantly telling us that the former occupants had forbidden

the “ boots” to build even that coke fire more than once a week, lest

they should suffocate with warmth. I suppose Russians would have

known how to deal with her: retaining the price of fuel from the rent

is theremedy, I was informed afterwards. I must state, in justice,

that she was English, though her household and food were entirely

Russian.

It was here that I received lessons in finance and other departments

from Akim (Hyacinth), the muzhik (boots). I prefer to think of him

as Hyacinth when I recall his appearance while engaged in making

that coke fire and in other duties. His garments consisted of a scarlet

cotton shirt, belted and worn with the skirts outside of his black vel

veteen trousers,—the ordinary costume of “ boots.” The trousers were

made from two breadths of the velveteen sewed up straight and falling

to the ground, unhemmed, about his bare feet. When in full dress,

these trousers were tucked into tall, wrinkled boots, and puffed over.

Blue eyes, light brown hair worn in the deep, circular Russian “ hang,”

a ruddy complexion, good features of the strong Russian type,—such

was the personal appearance of Hyacinth-Akim. Every morning he

brought in the samovar and made the fire, much against his will, “in

the middle of the night,” as he was pleased to designate eight o’clock.

I gave him money for bread, cream, newspaper, and, occasionally, for

eggs. There were two bakers’ shops in our block (one in our house,

on the street level), half a dozen more in the immediate neighborhood;

there was a dairy-shop round the corner; and newspaper men were

sprinkled about abundantly. Yet my coffee had always boiled far too

long on the samovar, which sometimes went out, and I had lost all

patience, before he returned, in three-quarters of an hour or so. _ The

rolls which he brought were invariably stale, the cream was mediocre,

the eggs were always very small and generally bad. “ Russians like

them that way: they are choice eggs,” was his reply to my remarks;

and it is a fact that some Russians, even among the cultivated gentry,

prefer what Théophile Gautier found so often in Spai1i,—“f€=ithel‘ed

eggs-” Akim declared that fresh rolls left the oven only at ten 0’c1Q¢k,

“when gentlefolks drink their tea.” His surliness was proof aga-Inst

my constant remonstrances. But on Easter Monday he astonished me

With fresh and early rolls. That day Princess Blank chanced to say

that her household always “drank tea.”-—the expression for the first

meal of the day-—at eight o’clock.
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“ And do you have stale rolls?” I asked.

“ Never. Why ?”

I stated the case. Then the princess and her husband, being versed

in the guile of Russian servants, explained that my Hyacinth probably

kept two kopeks out of every five which I gave him, and spent the

extra time that had tried my patience so sorely in scouring the

neighborhood for stale bread, which is sold more cheaply. At Easter

time no bakers work, and Hyacinth had been obliged to feed us on

fresh rolls for once, because all the stale bread was exhausted. Inquiry

at the shops developed the fact that the first batch of rolls left the

oven at half-past six o’clock in the morning. I also experimented at

the dairy-shops with cream and eggs. I got large and perfectly fresh

eggs for the price paid (ostensibly) by Akim for his shabby, antiquated

specimens. I worried a newspaper vender, and found that I got u re

duction of a kopek; I suspected that Akim had received a reduction

of two kopeks. The Russian papers are dear, even at their subscrip

tion prices, in proportion to their size, which is generally four pages,

sometimes six. In proportion to the amount of news which they con

tain, they are extortionate, the one I patronized costing thirteen dollars

a ear.y Hyacinth-Akim fell out with me the next morning, when I said

that I wished rolls from the six-thirty batch, from a bakery which I

specified,—fresh rolls, like what I had had the day before, not stale,

such as he had been serving me. He took the hint at last.

“ Do you think I put your money in my pocket, sud./trynya ?” he

asked.

“ You know best,” I replied. “ I don’t care what you do with it,

provided you bring me fresh bread and eggs and good cream.”

Thereupon Hyacinth “struck,” and the landlady sent another

muzhik,—who may have pilfiered coppers also; but I never knew or

cared to know, in view of the quality of the food which he brought

me. I must say that Hyacinth was one of the only two surly mem

bers of the peasant class whom I encountered. I never saw him

smile but once. That was when he watched my third attempt to burn

up an Easter cake which I had bought, in my ignorance, as of super

fine qnality, and which even the fire refused to consume.

\Ve had another experience, still more amusing, at another set of

lodgings, kept by a Frenchwoman. She had forgotten a good deal of

French, and had not acquired much Russian, during her long residence

in St. Petersburg. Her moustache was the most Frenchy thing about

her. Our entertainment began very promptly in this case. On reach

ing St. Petersburg from Moscow at the end of the Russian December,

we found this Frenchwom:1n’s well-situated, beautifully furnished, and

desirable apartments vacant and advertised. The rooms were partly

heated by wood—burning furnaces in the cellar (the house being new),

and we could have fires in the drawing-room grate and in the bedroom

stove whenever we liked. It is usual to have a grate in the drawing

room of apartments, and it is objectionable only when it is relied upon

to supply all the heat, and when the half-lignite coal is used instead

of birch wood.
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The place was so attractive that we were suspicious. Why, when

lodgings are so desperately scarce in winter,—why were those rooms

vacant? We asked if there had been illness there.

“Non,” said Madame, “ Bog zné.et [God knows] qu’il n’y a pas en

un brin de balyézn [sickness].”

“ Has any one died here, then ?”

“Jamais, nikogda! j’ai imyél deux ou trois locataires qui ont

demeuré u meuya pendant deux ou trois god [I have had two or three

lodgers who have lived with me for two or three years].”

“ How comes it that the rooms are vacant at this season?"

“Eh bien, le monsieur qui zanemal yikh [occupied them] était

v sluzhbye [in the service] d’un gouvernement étranger. Zhest nedyel

tomfi nazztd [six weeks ago] on lui a donné bnez{.pno [suddenly] une

position a Vienne. Oui, il a obtenu un g-r-1-r-rand rang D. Vienne,

yay B6gu [God is my witness] !”

\Ve engaged the rooms, as there was nothing else to be had, sent

our luggage there, and returned to the hotel to breakfast and to get our

passports. The passport clerk, when we gave him our new address, in

compliance with the law, remarked that some one had died in those

lodgings, or in that house, very recently. We reflected that his re

marks might be a ruse to detain us in the hotel: how could he know

about that particular house? But the hint coincided too closely with

our own misgivings to be disregarded. We went back, and, foolishly,

questioned the Swiss. As Madame had had two adjoining apartments

thrown into one, there were two Swiss, or hall-porters, one at each

entrance to that big building. Instead of this proving to be an ad

vantage in the present case, both Swiss professed an ignorance more

dense than our own. “There has been no funeral, no illness, here,

God is my witness. Ask the other Swiss: he may know,” each said.

Mounting the stairs, beyond the Swiss’s line of vision, we pulled

the bell at a door labelled “Prince .” There, in reply to OH!‘

questions, they told us that a man had died a few days before in Olll‘

new lodgings, of something sudden, they believed.

We attributed the whole list of contagious diseases to that man, as

we drove in haste to the police station of our uarter. At the station

we found everything so decorous and dignifie that it seemed an im

pertinence to ask troubled questions. Before a very large image Of

the Virgin and the Christ-child, in a massive, gilded rococo frame,

burned a shrine-lamp,—the lamp which, in theory, should be always

burning, but which, in practice, is frequently extinguished. The Em

peror’s portrait gazed mildly down from another wall, and would

certainly, it seemed, have looked surprised had the ofiice1s’ tall boots

squeaked or had their bows been a shade less courtly.

th We explained the situation, and asked if they knew the facts in

e case.

“Certainly,” was the reply. “ “(hen the doctor comes in he will

tellyou all about it.”

The doctor read us his record from the otficial books. An Old

gentleman (not a dapper young diplomat) had really died in our new

sitting-room, of heart-disease. The doctor had been present at the
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inquest, described the furniture, and read out the price of the rooms,

which convinced us not only that he knew about the death, but that

we were not being overcharged. This was surprising, but refreshing

to a degree which can be realized only by those who are unskilled at

chaffering and who detest it, in a country where “ prix fixe” is a. reality

only on a few signs, and where the foreigner unacquainted with values

usually pays dear for his ignorance. The doctor was much amused at

our story, and declared that the Swiss had been bribed by Madame,

and that the death had occurred only tw0—not six—weeks before.

When we got back to the lodgings, I had Madame summoned, and

said to her,—

“I give you one last chance to tell me the truth. What became

of the last lodger ?”

She repeated her asseverations, in her usual vehement mosaic of

French and Russian, calling in Liza, the maid, and another lodger, to

support her, which they did with a perfect volley of “God knows”

and “ he is gone to Vienna.” I incidentally discovered that Liza had

learned French from Madame, and that she was anxious to conceal the

fact: this prevented my mentioning secrets in that tongue thereafter.

I wickedly enjoyed their perjury, and, when they had quite finished,

I pointed to a spot on the rug, and said,

“He died just here.” I must have hit the mark, for the three

women looked absolutely terrified.

“He is gone to—heaven,” I went on. “Madame, I am amazed

that a Frenchwoman should consider Vienna and heaven as synony

mous.”

Then they weakened and half admitted the fact; and I, not know

ing how witches might be regarded in that latitude, clinched my

remarks by referring her to the police for any details which might

have escaped her memory during the “ fortnight” which had elapsed.

Madame gave a. final flare-up at my “not trusting her word of

honor,” and at my having been so vulgar as to apply to the police, but

ended by excusing herself: she “ was afraid the rooms would remain

nnlet if the truth were told ; people were so fidgety." We afterwards

discovered that the hotel passport clerk lived in the neighborhood and

had seen the funeral; and to this fact we were indebted for our amuse

ment.

We remained, in spite of Madame’s lies and fears, and were very

comfortable, on the whole. She told us there was a club near by,

whence our meals could be sent in. One dinner, which we suspected

of coming from Madame’s own kitchen, but which had nothing French

or even first-class Russian about it, settled that question. When we

got her, occasionally, to cook simple dishes for us, she displayed a

heaven-bestowed talent for spoiling them.

The birch-gas fumes from the cellar furnace made us ill, if we

opened the little brass register-boxes in the walls. This was because

false economy prompted the yard-porter to close the fines before the

wood had burned down to coals. But Madame was willing to roast

us all day long with a roaring fire of birch logs in the grate. The

secret of this was that she hired her apartments “ with wood,” and
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could use as much as she pleased without extra cost to herself. This

is a very important point to consider in hiring apartments, either for

housekeeping or for lodging. In advertisements of the former, the

advantageous fact “ with wood” is always stated as an inducement.

We found it a very good question to put in hiring lodgings, “Is wood

included in your lease?” If the landlady has to buy her own fuel

she will infallibly try to harden one’s constitution to cold, after the

fashion of the English landlady whom I have mentioned. That sort

of woman will say, when questioned about fires. “The stove will be

heated when it is necessary, and to the proper degree.” She always

expects to be the judge herself; and, in her opinion, a microscopic fire

once in three or four days, even in the coldest weather, is sufiicient.

We had four landladies of that pattern,-—two in Moscow, Russian, and

two in St. Petersburg, one English, the other a Pole. In the last case

we were told that we could not have a fire because the young man in

the next room was going to have one, and it would suffice for us also.

In very many cases the great porcelain stoves are built through the

wall, with the express object of heating two rooms. But the young

man’s stove did not extend through to us; in fact, it was not even

situated on that partition wall, our huge parlor and bedroom being

dependent for their heat on a stove in their own party wall. It was

especially necessary because one wall of the bedroom was permanently

chilled by the hallway, which was open from top to bottom of the house

and never had its street door closed except during a few hours at night.

That was the trouble in our Moscow lodgings. They seemed par

ticularly desirable at first sight, because they Were situated on a corner.

But in one, where we had a whole stove to ourselves on account of the

wall, they would not light it without a daily fight, because a Whole fire

for two persons seemed to them too extravagant. In the other, where

we felt quite safe, because we had half of some one else’s stove in each

room, they would light neither when those sets of rooms chanced to be

vacant simultaneously, on the same principle.

Occasionally these lodging-houses profess to furnish breakfast and

dinner, if one wishes, in his own rooms. But the food is very bad in

quality and stinted in quantity. We tried it in several places, but

only once in each. At a house in Moscow (where we refrained from

engaging rooms) we were shown the bill of fare. The chief among

the scanty items chanced to be 1-ydbtchik, a plump little game bird of

about the size and build of a quail. It was set down at a price “per

portion” which was equal to that in the best hotels.

“ How many portions are there in a ryabtchik ?” I asked. .

“Several,” was the not unexpected reply; and I knew that the

bird would not be fresh, but would be of the cheap sort which has

been frozen for months in the market and has half thawed out. They

are likely to be poisonous in that state. A Moscow merchant was

recently arrested for dealing in that sort of ryabtchik. He explained

to the police that “ he was ripening the birds for his English customers,

who preferred them when fragrant.” But the uncultured, hard-hearted

Police would not accept this version of the matter. The)‘ fined him

and destroyed his “ high” game.
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I must confess that even our avidity for “ experiences” and “ local

color” was conquered by the Moscow lodgings with which we experi

mented, and we fled back to the hotel. However, if one wishes to

combine the more spacious and reasonable lodgings with the comforts

of a hotel, and avoid the trouble and confinement of housekeeping, the

way to manage is to use the “ Colonial” (or Delicatessen) shops as an

auxiliary to the samovtir for the noon breakfast, and dine out at the

best places. This method has the advantage of uniting experiences,

local color, and comfortable quarters. With the samovtir one can make

far better coffee, if one prefers that to tea with the morning roll, than

can be had at most of the hotels. Eggs can be enclosed in a muslin

bag and boiled by the steam of the samovar, without touching the

water. Coffee is dear and hard to find good, which is one explana

tion of so many Russians drinking unsubstantial tea in the morning.

Economy is another reason.

And the dinners? Well, the only really good cooking is to be

found at the restaurants, where, as I have said, unprotected women are

not expected to go. I refer especially to St. Petersburg. In Moscow,

where pure Russian dishes and receipts prevail, most of the hotel food

is not only good, but at times delicious. But in St. Petersburg it is a

mixture of German and a little Russian, neither first-class. He who

says German in cookery says grease, boiled meat, raw sausages, and a

dessert of half-sweetened pie-dough deluged with cherry-juice, which

figures on the bill of fare as a pudding. Hotel vegetables amount to

very little, especially in winter, and the German compote, which goes

with the roast, has been promoted to the dignity of a dessert, where it

appears as a “ macédoine” composed of three preserved cherries and

one plum, eked out with sugar and water. There is an admirable

strain of thrift, no doubt, in this promotion of the worthy compote;

but it has no other merit.

The curse of all hotel cooking in St. Petersburg is boiled beef.

There are other dishes, of course. But the stomach weakens at this

point. In St. Petersburg it is quite possible to get boiled beef by

ordering mutton-chops, and the head-waiter will provide a seasoning

of argument. At one favorite table-d’h6le breakfast, roast sucking pig,

stuffed with black buckwheat groats, is served every other day, and

one must go early if he be attached to this hearty delicacy, so great is

the demand for it on the part of the Russians, who are attracted thither

by it. But boiled beef is the Russian, as it is the German and Aus

trian, Proteus. It appears on the bill of fare, under different names,

at least three times every day in the year, after having already done

yeoman service in the soup, with one onion fried from early morn to

dewy eve to make a strong but thrifty flavoring. It scores at least

eleven hundred economical and intellectual triumphs for the Germans

every year, and the stomach, which cannot, like the eyes, he defrauded

by fancy titles, at last flees, howling, from the struggle with slow,

nauseating starvation. But in Russia the enemy is less fertile in

stratagem. It masquerades most frequently under the name of “cut

lets,” or “ ln'tki,” with a prefix of a distinguished name, preferably that

of a slashing military man, as is fitting. Pozhtirsky cutlets (Minm,
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the butcher-comrade of Prince Pozharsky, is most unjustly forgotten),

Skobeleif cutlets, Dolgoniky outlets, and the whole race of outlets and

bitki, may safely be avoided. But, alas! the anxious query as to any

unfamiliar dish, “ Is it chopped ?” generally brings the answer“ Yes.”

Then one knows that it will turn out a hard, dry ball of chopped

boiled beef, variously seasoned, and fried in grease, sunflower-seed oil

being often used in Lent and other fasts, for the soul’s sake, when

sinners will persist in eating meat.

There is no doubt that we could have multiplied our studies of

Russian servants and customs indefinitely, had we cared to trammel

our liberty of action by undertaking to keep house. But furnished

apartments with kitchens are not often available, or otherwise than

by the year, and it would have been foolish to buy a complete out-fit

of furniture for a short time. We found that Russian housekeepers

got on admirably with their servants, but that foreigners complained

almost as bitterly as we complain in America. Nevertheless, it seemed

to us that, in spite of all their peccadilloes, Russian servants were

angels of light compared to the majority of those at home. They

work untiringly, and are amiable about it. They may be slow, though

they did not strike us in that way, but they certainly atone for that by

their willingness to abjure “days out.” They do not expect to be fed

on the fat of the land. They eat their cabbage soup, black bread, and

buckwheat groats with contentment. They are clean, quiet, respectful.

They never answer back,-—-always excepting my Hyacinth.

The wages for a good plain family cook are eight or nine rubles

(four dollars to four dollars and fifty cents) a month, and she is ex

pected to furnish her own tea and sugar, or not, according to contract.

Some of the more pampered servants are beginning to stipulate for a

cup of coffee every morning, but they would never dream of buying it

for themselves if refused. A good lackey costs from twelve dollars to

fifteen dollars a month, and the price of the other servants is in pro

portion. Of course in fashionable establishments much higher wages

are paid to men-cooks and all classes of servants. Nowhere are there

so many servants kept in proportion to the population as in Russia;

nowhere is one so well waited on, so spoiled with good treatment from

the servants, as there.

Whatever our unmade experiences in housekeeping might have

been, they would probably have been in line with what we observed

in other ways, as we did a good deal of housekeeping-shopping, first

and last.

Before we drifted into the mysteries of “ self-hel ,” as illustrated

by furnished lodgings, we had a long experience of otels. We also

had it, at intervals, later. In fact, the two sorts of experience were

sandwiched in pretty impartially. Therefore I feel very well qualified

to pronounce upon the degree of knowledge of things truly Russian

which can be acquired in a hotel towards the making of an authori

tative book on the country, such as several persons have professed t0

give us. It is not extensive, to put it mildly.

The ordinary traveller has no choice. He goes, perforce, to the

hotels, where he is likely to get along with the stock of languages (OP
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language) at his command, and where he will be cared for in the way

to which he is accustomed, and that will prevent his giving vent to a

libel before he has been in the country twenty-four hours, and becoming

embittered for good. Indeed, they are all regulated on the European

plan, as nearly as possible, with a special view to the requirements of

the average traveller. The latter’s mistake lies in imagining that after

a stay of three or four days in them (or of two or three weeks) he is

competent to describe the food, manners, and customs of all the Rus

sians at all seasons of the year. In reality, he discovers very little

about them, even during the season of the year at which his visit is

made. He is apt to see spurious marvels, like the American who said

to me that it was “ very strange not to find any ice-cream in a land so

near the North Pole, where one of the ingredients, at least, was pre

sumably to be had in sufficient abundance.” The explanation was

simple: he knew no language but American, though he was college

bred ; the ice-cream on the hotel bill of fare had probably escaped his

notice during his protracted stay of four days, and his eyes, tongue,

and guide had proved useless elsewhere. He was prepared, neverthe

less, to incorporate his wonder at the phenomenon in his “Notes of

Russian Travel.” He was equally well informed on other matters,

and assured me that, though St. Petersbnrg was too “cosmopolitan”

for his purpose (a serious article on “ The Pulse of Russia at the

Present Time”), he intended to make his studies of the pure, unadul

terated Russians in Nizhni-Novgorod, Minsk, and Warsaw. Probably

he had a tourist ticket. It may be that his observations in Minsk and

’arsaw satisfied him; but, as it is notorious that the inhabitants of

those towns are almost exclusively Jews and Poles, with little that is

Russian beyond the official language and the government, and as the

mixture of races at the Nizhni fair is even greater than in St. Peters

burg, the Russians to whom I repeated this unconscious jest compli

mented me, amid tears of laughter, on the brilliancy of my inventive

power in the line of utter absurdities. When I assured them that I

was incapable of such coruscations of wit, they said, with cheerful

resignation, “ Oh, well, we are used to being misrepresented.”

babel F. Hapgood.

FROM THE VALLEY 0’ THE SHADDER.

THE window over the veranda was opened with a sudden dash, and

the head and shoulders of Miss Jane Bates were thrust through

the aperture.

“ Nancy!” she called, in a tone of suppressed frenzy,——“ oh, Nancy!

can’t you manage some way to keep sister Becky down-stairs for a few

minutes? Poor little Dick Swiveller’s havin’ another fit.”

Nancy, on her knees scrubbing the veranda steps, dropped her

brush precipitately and sprang up. _

“Land sake! it’s too late, ma’am ; she’s done started up-stairs thls

minute.”

Von. LVII.—44
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“ Oh, Nancy, what ever shall I do?” moaned Miss Jane, implor

in lv.
g"‘ Chuck ’im in the closet, quick,” suggested Nancy.

“ Oh, but he’s havin’ such an awful fit, frothin’ at the mouth an’

clawin’ straws out o’ the mattin’! Oh, I dassn’t touch ’im !"

“ Throw a quilt over ’im an’ roll ’im up, then he can’t scratch you,”

urged Nancy.

But there was no available quilt at hand, and Miss Jane glanced dis

tractedly from the struggling little creature on the floor to the snowy

spread on her bed. The sound of a stately step at the head of the

stairs roused her to action. She dragged the immaculate spread to the

floor, rolled the unfortunate little animal in it, and was just closing

the closet door on both with frantic haste, when the door of her room

opened, and Miss Rebecca Bates looked in, with eyes that saw every

thing, even the wee corner of white bedspread visible beneath the closet

door.

“ What’s the matter, Jane ?"’ she demanded.

“ M--matter ?” stammered Miss Jane.

“ Yes, matter. What is the matter with you ?”

“ N—nothing, sister Becky.”

“ You look flurried.”

“ I—I’ve been talkin’ to Nancy, through the winder.”

“Oh ! You better be careful, Jane. At your time 0’ life it ain’t

safe to indulge in such excitin’ pastimes ; it might bring on heart-failin’,

er nervous prostration.”

Poor Miss Jane knew that ironical tone too well to venture a reply.

She tremblingly turned to the window and began arranging the dis

turbed curtains.

“ What’s become 0’ your bedspread, Jane ?”

“ I t—took it off; it needs washin’,” stammered Miss Jane, and

immediately whispered to her conscience, “It does need washin’——by

this time.”

“Needs washin’, eh?” went on the measured, merciless voice of

Miss Rebecca. “Since when ’ve you took to keepiu’ your wash in

your closet?”

“ Clo—closet !”

“ Take care, Jane! if you don’t stop tryin’ to say big words I’m

afeard you’ll choke. You’ve really got to be more careful. At your

time 0’ life—’’

A faint little wailing “ meow” came just then from the depths of

the closet, reaching the ears of both spinsters simultaneously, with dis

tinctly dilferent results. Miss Jane grew red, then pale, and the hands

that draped and re-draped the curtains trembled visibly. Miss RB

becca simply paused in her speech and glared at her sister for the space

of two seconds, then she strode forward and laid her large, firm hand

on the closet door. The next instant a little white kitten staggered

weakly out into daylight, trailing a corner of the spread after him and

aiming straight for Miss Jane. She caught him up in her arms and

burst mto tears,

_ “ Poor kitty! Poor little Dick Swiveller !” she sobbed.
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Miss Rebecca took on the air of an outraged sovereign.

“ Has that cat been havin’ a fit?” she sternly questioned.

A nod of the head and a fresh burst of tears was Miss Jane’s

sole reply.

“ Is it the first fit he’s had ?”

“ N—no.”

“ Jane Bates !”

There was genuine consternation, mingled with stern reproval, in

Miss Rebecca’s voice and attitude. Miss Jane cowered and shrank,

but clung to the kitten.

“Jane,” said Miss Rebecca, drawing her head up to its highest

altitude, “ you are the first Bates who, to my knowledge, ever broke a

promise, er stooped to sneakin’ trickery to hide a fault. What’ve you

got to say fer yourself?”

“Nothin’, sister Becky, only—only ” Miss Jane’s thin little

voice broke and fell to a squeaking whisper—“ only he’s so little an’

helpless, an’ so unfortunate, I c—couldn’t help it.”

Miss Rebecca’s lips curled scornfully.

“ Well, you’ll be p it now. No Bates is goin’ to break her word

for the sake of a eat, if I know it. You’ll kill that cat now with

your own hands, accordin’ to your promise.”

“ O11, sister Becky, I can’t! I can’t !” wailed poor Miss Jane.

“ You can, and you shall. You rec’lect as well as I do the solemn

bargain we made the day you brought the critter home. I told you

we didn’t want it,—-that it would only git fits an’ have to be killed,

like all the cats you've ever had ; an’ I told you that, as we'd turned

off the hired man, there’d be nobody to kill it; an’ you up an’ promised

as brave as brass that you’d kill it yourself, the first time it had a fit.

You’ve broke your word, an’ now it’s my business to see that you

mend it.”

“ But, sister Becky, he’s so little, so young; he’ll outgrow the fits

if we give ’im a chance. Maybe he'll never have another, sister

Becky. Let’s wait a few days, anyhow, an’ see,” pleaded tender-hearted

Miss Jaue.

“That’s old; I’ve heard it before,” sneered Miss Rebeeca, un

touched. “I was a fool to give way an’ let you keep the varmint

when you brought ’im home, because the fact is it’s bad luck for us to

have oats, bad luck for us an’ the cats too, as I’ve told you often before.

It’s settled, you understand, that you've got to kill that cat, an’ right

away, too. Now, how’ll you do it? Take your choice 0’ shootin’,

hangin’, poisonin’, er drownin’.”

Miss Jane sl1uddered and pressed the kitten to her breast.

“ Mayn’t I give ’m away, sister Becky?”

“No,” thundered Miss Rebecca. “ You don’t poke off no fitty

cat on nobody. I’m ashamed of you, Jane Bates! Dou’t you know

that breakin’ your solemn word is——is perjury in the sight 0’ the

Almighty?”

Miss Jane straightened up and her lips tightened. She went slowly

from the room and down the stairs, the kitten still in her arms. Miss

Rebecca followed her closely.
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“Nancy,” said Miss Jane, almost quietly, “ will you bring me the

chloroform you had left after your toothache?”

ll Yes7m.’)

“ An’, Nancy, bring one o’ sister Becky’s rubber boots from the

closet under the stairs.”

“ Yes’m.”

“What on earth do you want 0’ one 0’ my boots?” demanded

Miss Rebecca.

“I can’t chloroform the kitten without a boot, sister Becky; an’

since you’ve sent the hired man away there’s no boots on the place but

yours.”

“Jane Bates, are you cracked? Chloroform a cat with a gum

boot I”

“ In a gum boot, sister Becky,” gently corrected Miss Jane. “ I’ve

read somewheres that that’s the way to do it. Thanks, Nancy. Now

please hold the boot while I slip ’im in.” '

Down into the dark depths of the gum boot plunged little Dick

Swiveller, head first. Then Miss Jane suddenly remembered that she

ought to have put the sponge in first, saturated with chloroform.

“He’s such a tight fit, I can’t ever get it in past ’im,” she said.

“ I’ll have to shake ’im out.”

But Dick Swiveller refused to be shaken out. He was not only a

“ tight fit,” but he had set his little claws into the flannel lining of the

boot, and he hung on desperately. Miss Jane shook and twisted and

squeezed the boot, but all in vain.

“Gimme holt 0’ his tail,” said Miss Rebecca, grimly. But Miss

Jane stood guard over the defenoeless little mudal appendage.

“ You shan’t hurt ’im, sister Becky,” she said.

“ Well, I’d like to know what you’re goin’ to do, Jane Bates?”

“ I’m sure I don’t know, sister Becky,” admitted Miss Jane,

helplessly.

“ ou might sew up the top 0’ the boot an’ smother the little

77

“ Oh, sister Becky, please don’t say such awful things! You can’t

mean it!”

“Out a hole in the toe 0’ the boot an’ poke the sponge inf’

suggested Nancy, who, by the way, was a young person fertile "1

expedients.

l_‘;Oh, Nancy, the very thing!” said Miss Jane, with a Sigh Of

re 1e .

“Hold your tongue, Nancy, till you’re spoke to,” snapped Miss

Rebecca. “I was just goin’ to say, Jane, that as you’ve got the

critter in there an’ can’t git ’im out, an’ as I don’t care to wear a b00£

with :1 wt in it, the boot’s ruined anyhow, an’ you may as well 0!": 11

hole to put the sponge in. Anybody could think 0’ that, I reckom”

with a withering glance at Nancy,—“ if they want to be fool enough

to ruin a three-dollar pair 0’ boots fer a cat. Fer my part, I don’t

see what we’re comin’ to !"

_ _l\_’[iss Jane, penknife in hand, bent down and carefully made an

incision across the toe of the boot. Miss Rebecca gasped at sight of
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such ruthless waste of good material, but held her peace and watched

the insertion of the chloroformed sponge with intentness.

“Hold the boot-leg shut, Nancy,” she commanded: “he’s tryin’

to back out.”

Nancy held the boot-leg, and poor little Dick Swiveller’s efforts to

escape the deadly fumes were vain. Miss Jane, on her knees beside

him, grew very pale and trembled violently.

“It’s 1ike—murder!” she whispered. “I don’t see why it ain't

murder!”

“ Don’t be a fool, Jane," was her sister’s withering rejoinder. Some

moments of silence ensued, during which the unfortunate kitten gradu

ally succumbed to the powerful drug, and all sign of life and motion

ceased within the boot.

“ There, now, he's dead as a door-nail,” announced Miss Rebecca,

conclusively. “ Chuck ’im in the criek, Jane, boot an’ all ; I’ll never

Wear it again.”

“ Nancy,” quavered Miss Jane, “ would you—just as lief ”

“No,” interposed Miss Rebecca, with a stern shake of her iron

gray head. “ No, you’ll do it yourself, Jane.”

And Jane did it. She took up the dreadful boot with gingerly

touch and went slowly out, through the door-yard and across the county

road, to where the creek rippled‘ and gliuted in the red light of the

low afternoon sun. She gazed into the swift water and shivered. She

shut her eyes, held her breath, and threw the boot as far as she could.

Miss Jane had never cultivated the art of throwing ; it was against

Miss Rebecca’s principles for a female Bates to cultivate any art that

was not strictly feminine and lady-like; hence Miss Jane had a most

imperfect knowledge of the amount of force required to project an

object a given distance, and it was certainly not through any design

of hers that the boot and its ghastly burden alighted, with a soft thud,

in the tall rushes on the opposite shore of the stream. The “thud”

and the fact were alike lost upon Miss Jane, for as the boot left her hand

she turned and fled precipitately to the house, fully persuaded that she

had consigned the lifeless remains of her pet to the chill sepulture of

the “ crick.”

As she ran, her thin lips quivered and tears rolled down her face.

When she was safe inside her own room the conviction that possessed

her burst again into words:

“If it ain't murder, I'd like to know why it ain’t.”

She sat down by her window, and the hands that had been wont to

caress little Dick Swiveller now lay empty and idle in her lap. She

saw the sun go down behind a bank of purple clouds; saw the clouds

gradually rise and spread over the firmament, and a stormy night close

in. Still she sat on, gazing out into the fast—gathering blackness and

finding it a fitting background for visions of her meagre, miserable life,

past, present, and prospective.

“I s’pose I can’t never have another kitten,” she said to herself,

brokenly. “ Becky won’t let me. Oh, it seems as if I don’t want to

live if I can’t have nothin’ to—to—-love.”

It had been dark nearly an hour before she finally aroused to the
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consciousness that the rain was beating in upon her and soaking the

sleeves of her print gown. She closed the sash and drew the curtains,

and, groping for matches, lighted the lamp. Then she began taking

the hair-pins out of the hard little knot of hair at the back of her

head. The thought crossed her mind that she had never had enough

of anything that tends to make life _beautiful and desirable, not even

hair.

“But if I had ever so much I reckon Becky wouldn’t let me do

nothin’ with it,” she muttered, with a pathetic little sigh of resigna

tion.

But, though her hair was not abundant, it was soft and wavy, and

as she brushed it she recollected how little Dick Swiveller had

delighted to play with it whenever he had found it straying unconfined

over her pillow.

“Dear little thing, he never knowed there wasn’t enough of it,”

she thought. Again her eyes overflowed, and she fell on her knees by

the bed and sobbed.

But suddenly she flung up her head and choked the sobs back to

listen. Was she dreaming, or was she haunted? A faint little

“ meow” that had a startlingly familiar sound came to her from some

where out in the stormy night. A curious chilly sensation ran over

her. A murderer, however irresponsible, doesn’t like to hear the voice

of his victim crying in the night; and Miss Jane regarded herself asa

murderer.

But presently she so far overcame her trepidation as to open the

window and put her head out to listen. For a minute or two all was

darkness, and there was no sound save that of the rain and wind.

Then gradually her eyes made out a small white object on the veranda

steps. “Nancy may ’ve left a rag ” she began, but paused as she

became conscious that the white object was moving.

“ M-e-o-w !”

Miss Jane's heart leaped into her throat.

“God bless my soul!” she gasped, and, seizing a shawl, she crept

stealthily out into the passage and past Miss Rebecca’s door, then on

down the stairs and through the deserted living-room to the door that

opened upon the veranda. As softly as possible she undid the fasten

ings and opened the door a few inches, and in a moment the small

white object had crept through and was rubbing its cold, wet little

sides against her feet.

“ M-e-o-w !”

“God bless my soul! It’s little Dick! Alive! Alive !” she

almost shrieked, her first impulse being to proclaim the miracle from

the housetops. But a second thought suggested Miss Rebecca and the

advisability of keeping the wonderful resurrection a secret from her.

Of course she must tell Nancy. Such a secret was too great for one '

slender breast to hold. But in the mean time the little wailing molltll

must be stopped, or sister Becky would surely hear. A fife! warm

milk! that was what was needed; and, smothering the wet little

creature in her shawl, she groped her way to the kitchen.

The coals smouldering in the wide fireplace were easily kindled
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into a blaze, and soon little Dick Swiveller was drying himself on the

warm hearth and lapping milk with a relish that proclaimed him any

thing but a spook kitten.

A great load had rolled off Miss Jane’s heart. She might be a

murderer still, in act, but not in result. Her poor little victim still

lived, chloroform, gum boot, and “ crick” to the contrary notwithstand

ing. Oh, how she loved the little creature for coming back to her!

how she fondled him and shed joyous tears over him, while she cast

about in her mind, nervously, for some way to insure his safety hence

forth for evermore! So engrossed was she with him and her thoughts

that she did not hear the soft opening of the door, nor the cat-like tread

of Miss Rebecca, until that personage was standing over her and say

ing, coolly,—

“Huh! come to, has he? I reckon you hadn't sense enough to

tie a stone tothe boot! Give ’im to me.”

Miss Jane clutched the kitten and sprang up.

“You can’ t have ’im, sister Becky !” she said, and there was a look

in her eyes that Miss Rebecca had never seen there before. Every bit

of the instinct of motherhood that heaven had implanted in poor Miss

Jane’s soul sprang now into sudden life, and the look in her eyes

meant desperation. But Miss Rebecca was incapable of interpreting

the look. Dick Swiveller himself had not less of the maternal instinct

than she. So she only repeated more loudly the command,—

“Give ’im to me, Jane.”

“ You can't have ’im, sister Becky.”

“ Jane Bates I”

Miss Jane was very pale, and Miss Rebecca could see that she was

trembling violently; but her eyes did 11ot waver and fall as was their

wont before the terrible orbs of her sister.

“ Sister Becky,” she said, lifting her hand impressively, “ don’t you

try to fly in the face of a miracle like this. Hain’t you ever read in

your Bible that all bein’s are created free an’ equal, an’ have a right to

life, liberty, an’ the pursuit o’ happiness? Hain’t you ever read them

words in your Bible, sister Becky ?”

“ Don’t know but I have,” admitted Miss Rebecca, for the words

certainly had a familiar ring about them. “But that don’t refer to

cats, Jane.”

“Yes, it does, sister Becky; an’ ‘ Thou shalt not kill’ refers to cats

too, just as much as to people; an’ if it don’t, I’d just like to know

why it don’t !”

“Stuff an’ nonsense!” cried Miss Rebecca, contemptuously. “ I’ve

had enough 0’ this foolery, Jane Bates. Gimme that cat.”

A flash shot from Miss Jane’s pale-blue eyes. She took a step for

ward.

“Take care, sister Becky,” she said; “take care! If you touch

’im, I’ll—I’ll run qfl"!”

For an instant Miss Rehecca was staggered by the unheard-of

audacity of the threat. Then she laughed, as disagreeably as only

Miss Rebecca Bates could laugh.

“ Run olf !” she echoed, scoflingly. “You run off, at your time 0’
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life! You look like it! I reckon you’d run back a deal faster ’n you

went. Now ”

Miss Rebeoca broke olf to make a grab at the kitten, but Miss Jane

eluded her and darted to the door.

“ It’s no use, sister Becky,” she said, turning her head for an

instant; “he’s been murdered once an’ drownded, an’ be shan’t be

ag’in. He’s come back to me from the Valley 0’ the Shadder, an’ I’m

goin’ to stan’ by ’im.”

Before Miss Rebecca could reach the door it had closed forever on

Miss Jane Bates and little Dick Swiveller. Miss Rebecca locked it,

and went back to her bed chuckling. But she lay awake, listening all

through the stormy night.

Meantime, poor, frightened, desperate Miss Jane went plashing

along through the storm and darkness, keeping to the middle of the

muddy county road to avoid losing her way. '

“ I’ll take ’im to the parsonage,” she said to herself. “ I’ve always

been sorry Becky had that fallin’-out with the minister’s wife, but I

declare it seems ’most providential now; Becky won’t durst to go there

after ’im.” '

But the parsonage was two miles away ; the rain was coming down

in torrents, and the wind blowing hard in Miss Jane’s face: so that

before she had covered half the distance she was soaked, chilled, and

almost exhausted.

“I reckon I-—can’t—-make it,” she gasped, at last, and sank down

on the wet bank at the roadside. “ Becky said I’d come back; but I

won’t—not if I die—right here.”

She buried her cold face in the kitten’s warm fur, and the little

creature purred responsively. Perhaps it was the kitten’s purring, or

the rain beating on her uncovered head, or both, that kept her from

hearing the sound of approaching wheels until suddenly a one-horse

vehicle, with a single occupant, was almost upon her. She staggered

to her feet and tried to climb up the bank, but slipped and fell back

into the road, almost beneath the feet of the startled horse. In a

moment the man had sprung from the buggy and was lifting her up.

“Hope you’re not hurt, ma’am ?” he said, sympathetically, in a

voice that Miss Jane knew,—a voice that she had once known better

than she knew her own, but which of late years had not often sounded

in her ears.

“Oh, Eben, is it you J” she said, with a little sob of gladness.

“ Why, Jennie Bates, is it you !” he echoed. “ What is up? Why

in the world ” .

“Oh, Eben,” she interrupted, “ won’t you let me ride with you as

far as the parsonage? I’ll explain as we go along.”

Miss Jane blushed a little, under cover of the darkness, as she felt

herself lifted in a pair of strong arms and snugly tucked into the

buggy. Then, as they moved slowly on, she introduced little Dick

Swweller, and told, as coherently as she could, the tragic tale of his

death and resurrection and her midnight flight.

“ “I reckon you think I’m foolish, Eben,” she said, in conclusion,

to take on so over a kitten; but I can’t help it. This ain’t no
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common arse, ner no common kitten. It’s just as if the poor little

thing ’d come back to me from the Valley 0’ the Shadder, an’

Oh, Eben, he’s all I’ve got in the world !”

Eben Richards cleared his throat once or twice as if about to speak,

but he did not do so, and finally Miss Jane said, timidly,—~

“As you don’t say what you think about it, Eben, I reckon you

think I’ve done wrong.”

“Jennie, if you’ll let me, I’ll tell you exactly what I think about

it,” he answered. “ I’m just thinkin’ what a dear, lovin’ little woman

you are, an’ how I’d almost be willin’ to swap places with that kitten,

fer the sake 0’ knowin’ that you cared fer me a little. I hain’t changed

a bit, Jennie, since that night, twelve years ago, when your sister Becky

come between us an’ sent me to the right-about. I hain’t cared fer no

other woman, though goodness knows I hain’t had any hopes about

you, knowin’ how you’ve always let your sister rule you with a rod of

iron. But now, Jennie girl, you’ve made a break fer liberty at last,

an’ Why, here we are at the parsonage!”

As he lifted her from the buggy his arms closed about her as

though they meant to stay.

“Jennie, you've been a many a year gittin’ ready to come to the

parsoI,1,age with me; you ain't goin’ to go back on me now, are you,

dear‘?

“Oh, Eben, don’t, please don’t,” pleaded Miss Jane, tremulously.

“ Sister Becky’d say it was dreadful, at my time 0’ life, an’ ”

“Sister Becky be—smothered !” quoth Eben. “Your time 0’ life,

indeed! How about my time 0’ life, Jennie?”

“Oh, but it’s different with men, you know, Eben. Why, I'm

thirty-seven, Eben.”

“ What of it‘? You’re twelve years younger ’n that to me, dear;

you’re the same little blue-eyed girl I made love to so long ago. Kiss

me, Jennie girl.”

It is probable that in that supreme moment the conviction was

borne in upon Miss Jane that she was born to be ruled by somebody,

for she meekly complied with Eben’s command. And little Dick

Swiveller, finding himself in rather cramped quarters, lifted up his

small voice in protest. He said,

“ M-e-0-w 1"

Carrie Blake Jllorgan.

SORROW.

EATH takes her hand and leads her through the waste

Of her own soul, wherein she hears the voice

Of lost love’s tears, and, famishing, can but taste

The Dead-Sea fruit of life's remembered joys.

Madison Gawain.
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OFFICIAL RESIDENCES FOR AMERICAN DIPLOMATS.

IN his annual message to Congress last December, President Cleve

land said,

“ I am thoroughly convinced that, in addition to their salaries, our

ambassadors and ministers at foreign courts should be provided by the

government with ofiicial residences. The salaries of these oflficers are

comparatively small, and in most cases insufficient to pay, with other

necessary expenses, the cost of maintaining household establishments

in keeping with their important and delicate functions. The useful

ness of a nation’s diplomatic representative undeniably depends much

upon the appropriateness of his surroundings, and a country like ours,

while avoiding unnecessary glitter and show, should be certain that it

does not suffer in its relations 'with foreign nations tl1rough parsimony

and shabhiness in its diplomatic outfit. These considerations, and the

other advantages of having fixed and somewhat permanent locations

for our embassies, would abundantly justify the moderate expenditure

necessary to carry out this suggestion.”

The President’s views on this subject are shared by all those who

have examined it with any care and impartiality. Let me give, in

proof of this statement, the opinions of a half-dozen members, now in

Europe, of the American diplomatic service.

Hon. James S. Ewing, United States Minister to Belgium, writes,

“ I think there can be no question in the mind of any well—informed

person as to the desirability of carrying out the recommendation made

by the President. It would give dignity and stability to the Amer

ican embassies and legations, and place them on an equality with those

of other nations. It would enable our ambassadors and ministers to

live in mucl1 better style and taste, and free them from constant annoy

ances and humiliations. I think that the present salaries paid by the

United States to its diplomatic agents, though much less than those of

any other of the great powers, would still be sutficient, if these agents

could be relieved from having to meet high rents and the expenses Of

keeping up the houses and furnishing them.”

Hon. W. E. Quinby, American Minister to the Netherlands, gives

this opinion :

“ I am decidedly in favor of official residences. A permanent

residence gives to the country possessing it a more important status in

the capital. It is essential to the representative in that he has not t0

devote his energies, on his arrival in a foreign land, to a long; and

sometimes vain, search for a suitable domicile, and this at a moment

when he most needs all available time for familiarizing himself with

the duties of his post. Moreover, such residences must ultimately be

a savmg to the country.”

‘liion. George W. Caruth, our representative at Lisbon, says,-—

The IfI‘e~‘=»1dent’s statement of the case accords with the experience

of every nnnister abroad with whom I have talked on the subject.”
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The United States Minister to Greece, the Hon. Eben Alexander,

writes as follows from Athens:

“ It is desirable to have American legations equal everywhere to

those of other countries, if we are to have legations at all.”

A distinguished American diplomat at another European capital

sa s,—y “ As the representatives of the great nations receive, as a rule, more

than double the sums paid to our agents, and as, in addition thereto,

they are given splendid houses, thoroughly equipped and furnished, it

is impossible, under such circumstances, for an American diplomatist

to appear socially on equal terms with them ; and they do not fail to

bring that fact home to us in many offensive ways. Unless our gov

ernment can afford to support its ambassadors and ministers in the

condition to be expected from a great nation, it would be far more

dignified to recall them all and leave only chargés d’afi'aires in their

stead.” *

Many other good reasons, besides those already mentioned by the

President and the ministers, in favor of the proposed innovation, might

be given.

Thus, it is within bounds to say, strange as it may sound at first,

that the oflicial resident system is far more democratic than the one

now practised, for it would place poor diplomatists and rich ones on

the same level so far as the chief external features of their ofiicial

life are concerned. Every European capital offers, or has offered,

examples of a short-pursed American ambassador or minister sand

wiched in between two long-pursed ones—his immediate predecessor

and his immediate successor—in a way that is very humiliating to

him. Nor can olficial and diplomatic circles refrain from indulging

in a disdainful smile at a nation whose representative shines in a

grand hotel during one administration, to be extinguished in an

entresol during the next.

Again, in some of the capitals cabinet ministers have official resi

dences, often, as in Paris, organized on a really palatial scale, so that

our diplomatic agents are thus in some instances placed on a greatly

inferior footing to the very oflicials with whom they have to transact

business. When it is remembered how much can sometimes be accom

plished by social attention, we should not deprive our representatives,

as we so often do, of this delicate but effective instrument.

But perhaps, after all, the strongest argument in favor of President

Cleveland’s demand is the general one that the United States, having

long since attained the rank of a first-class power, can no longer appear

with decency, in this matter of diplomatic outfit, like a second- or

* Mr. VV. J. Stillman, the London Times correspondent at Rome, is the

only American with whom I have spoken on the subject, and I have spoken

with many, who seems to be adverse to President Cleveland’s recommendation.

“ Until we have a diplomatic service with some fixity about it,” he says, “ I do

not see the necessity of giving it local habitations of a fixed nature. Our

people do not understand well enough the function of diplomacy to be willing

to provide for it worthily.” This rather pessimistic estimate of American

dip omacy and diplomats is made up, it seems to me, of non-sequiturs.
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third—rate one. The case calls for the application of the ol(l adage,

When in Rome, do as the Romans do. And what is it that the great

powers do in this affair of oflicial residences? Let me cite a few

examples, taken, almost at hazard, from the capitals of Continental

Europe, beginning with Paris, where the system is more largely de

veloped, perhaps, than anywhere else.

The British embassy of Paris occupies a large hdtel, richly fur

nished, with a great court on one side and an extensive garden on the

other, the property running from the Faubourg St.-Honoré through to

the Champs-Elysées. It was purchased by the Duke of Wellington

when he was sent as ambassador to Louis XVIII., in 1815, and cost,

with a house and stables in the neighboring Rue d’Anjou, but 600,000

francs. It is estimated that the buildings and grounds would now

fetch several times what was paid for them.

The ambassador of Austria-Hungary is perhaps still more grandly

provided for than is Lord Duiferin. In 1889 the Duchess of Galiera

gave to the Emperor her magnificent hotel in the Rue de Varenne,

valued, with its garden (the largest private one in Paris, I believe), at

12,000,000 francs.

The German ambassador occupies a grand establishment in the Rue

de Ville, with a terrace overlooking the Seine and the Tuileries Garden

beyond; the Russian ambassador, a similar residence in the Rue de

Grenelle; the Pope’s nuncio, a luitel nearly opposite that of Austria;

while several other countries—even China and Japan—rent, in different

parts of the city, more modest, but permanent, residences.

Glancing for a moment at a few of the royal capitals, we find at

Brussels that England owns her minister’s residence, while Germany,

France, and some other countries rent good houses for their represent

atives. The English legation is a fine hotel, which cost about $50,000,

and has been occupied for some ten years.

In Madrid, England, France, Germany, Italy, Austria, Russia,

Portugal, and Mexico have otficial residences. The first four nations

owp1 their embassies, which are thought to have cost about $250,000

eac .

At the Hague, Germany, France, and Japan have ofiicial residences,

the first since 1890, the second since 1894, and the last longer than

either of the others. The first two countries own theirs, while the

Japanese legation is rented for $1250 per annnm. The German lega

tion cost $32,000, and the French one about the same. I understand

that negotiations have just been completed for the purchase by the

British government of an ofiicial residence at the Dutch capital.

At Athens, though none of the nations own their legations, 811;

except the United States, lease residences for a long term of years

The rental of these legations averages about $3000, while most

countries pay also for the heating, lighting, service, official balls, etc‘

When it is remembered that, while our minister’s salary is but $6500,

many of his colleagues receive $15,000, even the Servian and Dutch

ehargés (filffaires getting rather more than our representative, it is no

wonder Mr. Alexander exclaims, “ There is no reason why our ministers

should not receive salaries sufliciently large to enable them to live in
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reasonable comfort, to pay their social debts to their colleagues and to

the people among whom they reside, and to entertain visiting country

men and women in a modest way.”

In Lisbon, England is the only country owning its legation. It

was purchased in 1879 at a cost of £10,000, and is handsomely fur

nished by the government, though the running expenses are paid by

the minister, whose salary is £3750, while that of ou-r representative

is $5000, or nearly three-quarters smaller.

The situation in Constantinople is peculiarly interesting. England,

France, Russia, Germany, Austria, poor Italy, little Holland, modest

Sweden and Norway, and barbaric Persia all have permanent embassy

or legation buildings, while the Great Republic, as we like to have our

country called, goes about house-hunting, in the person of its minister,

at every change of administration. The embassies of England, France,

and Russia are about half a century old. Austria acquired hers by

the treaty of Campo-Formio, in 1797. The British embassy cost

£60,000, the German 3,000,000 marks, those of France and Russia

perhaps from £30,000 to £40,000, while the Swedish legation is esti

mated to be worth £10,000, and the Dutch £8000. These prices have

to do only with the buildings, as the land in every case was a gift from

the Turkish government.

Most of the‘ above-mentioned countries have, besides, oflicial

summer residences, ten miles up the Bosporus, whither the chan

celleries are transferred for four or five months in the year. Spain

and Montenegro also have summer residences. Those of France,

Germany, Austria, and Montenegro were presented by the Turkish

government. It cost 100,000 francs to build the villa of the Russian

ambassador; the very extensive park was a gift. All these country

edifices are of wood, with the exception of Austria’s, which is of

brick.

Let us see what it costs to carry on these dual establishments. The

oflicial expenses of the British embassy in Turkey, exclusive of the

ambassador’s servants and entertainments, are about £2500 per annum.

The Russian ambassador has an allowance of some 50,000 francs for

annual expenses, and attached to the embassy is a salaried intendant

who superintends the disbursement of this sum. Add to this the hand

some salaries of the leading ambassadors,—the British, £8000; the

French, 150,000 francs; the Russian, 200,000 francs, and the Aus

trian, about the same as the French,—and it will be seen on what a

magnificent scale European diplomacy is conducted at the capital of

“ the unspeakable Turk.” Mr. Terrell, with his modest $10,000 and

rented house, is of course hopelessly thrown into the shade, socially,

in such surroundings.

It will be seen, therefore,—without giving any further examples,

—that all the great powers and several of the secondary ones have

pronounced decidedly, and, in most instances, long ago, in favor of

the oflicial residence for diplomats. Viewed from this stand-point, the

United States should follow suit. It is a striking case of /noblesse

oblige.

Once admitted that we must have these permanent embassies and
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legations,-—and we will have to come to it soon, just as we did in 1893

in the matter of ambassadorships,—the question will arise whether we

should buy or rent, or do both. The supporters of the innovation,

who are now pressing it upon Congress, favor, I believe, the second

system, the renting of residences. They fear that the measure will

fail if the proposition to buy and own in the name of the Federal

government is broached. But just as we are led to accept the general

idea of official residences because the old European nations have

found by experience that it is good, so, it seemsto me, we should be

governed by their experience in the putting of the idea into practice.

In that case we will decide neither to rent exclusively nor to buy ex

clusively, but to do both; for that is what England, France, Germany,

and the other nations do.

England in this matter would seem to lean towards purchasing

rather than renting diplomatic residences; for she rents only at St.

Petersburg, Copenhagen, and Athens, while she owns her embassies

or legations at Berlin, Paris, Vienna, Rome, Madrid, Constantinople,

Brussels, Lisbon, and many of the consulates in the East. France

and the other leading European countries also follow both plans. A

very competent member of the English embassy in Paris said to me

concerning this phase of the matter, “ It depends, of course, very much

on local circumstances whether a. country should buy or rent its ofiicial

residence. In places where there is no difliculty in finding a house, it

may perhaps be cheaper to hire; but where there are few houses, for

which there is competition, it is certainly cheaper to buy.”

Then comes the very important question, What will it cost to

rent or buy residences? This matter has already been touched upon

several times in this paper, but may well be examined a little more ,

closely.

I am informed that from $2000 to $2500 per annum would se

cure in Athens a good permanent home for our minister. In Lisbon,

it is thought that a suitable house would cost, if bought, about $25,000

But perhaps we shall get a more complete idea of what this system

calls for, if practised on a large and thorough scale, by citing the ex

penditures in this direction of one or two of the great powers.

In all parts of the world France has not less than seventy-three

buildings—embassies, legations, and consulates-—-belonging to her. T0

keep them up and construct new ones—for France is continually build

ing or buying—requires an annual expenditure of about $100,000, a

remarkably low figure under the circumstances.

For the fiscal year 1894-95, England spent on her diplomatic and

consular buildings in Europe £10,976, and in 1895-96, £1(),794,'_a“

average in the first instance of £998 per post, and in the second of

£981. The items going to make up these totals are rents, repairs, ill

surance, allowances to ministers in lieu of furniture, etc.

In estimating what this innovation would cost us, we must not

overlook an important outlay under the present system which could be

placed on the credit side of the new system. I refer to the saving 0"

office hl!‘B' for our embassies, legations, and consulates; for if we had

Ofiiclal residences the diplomatic and often the consular oflices would be
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under the same roof with the ambassador’s or minister’s apartments.

In almost all the capitals of Europe this is the practice, especially as

regards embassy and legation oflices. The English embassy hotel in

Paris offers a notable example of this custom, the diplomatic, con

sular, and commercial bureaus all being centralized in the Faubourg

St.-Honoré.

Another item on the credit side of the account would con1e from

the proclivity of the wealthy American to give money for public

objects. There has already been at least one instance of this kind in

this very matter now under consideration. Before our civil war, a

member or two of the Paris American Colony offered the government

a plot of ground if the United States would construct thereon a suit

able legation building. I venture to say that more than one gift of

this kind would be made if it were known that Congress would accept

it and do the rest.

Representatives of a parsimonious disposition may object to this

whole scheme on the ground that if oflicial residences are given to our

diplomatists, Congress will next be asked to increase their salaries.

But does this follow? -It is true, however, as has already been seen,

that our agents are paid far less than those of the greater European

governments. Thus, France gives her ten ambassadors 1,410,000

francs, an average salary of 141,000 ; England, her eight ambassadors,

1,482,500 francs, an average of 185,312; Germany, her eight ambas

sadors, 1,225,000 francs, an average of 153,125; while we pay our

four ambassadors a little over 350,000 francs, an average of a little

over 87,500 francs,—less than half what the English ambassador

receives, and a little more than half what the French or the German

ambassador receives. And, in addition, the ambassadors of these for

eign nations are furnished, as we have seen, thoroughly appointed

mansions.

Turning to the next diplomatic grade, that of minister, we find, if

not such a remarkable difference, at least a very considerable one,

between the salaries of the European and the American diplomatists.

Thus, the twenty-four French ministers receive a total of 1,236,000

francs, an average salary of 51,500; the thirty-one English ministers,

2,000,000 francs, an average of 64,534; the twenty-four German

ministers, 1,225,000 francs, an average of 51,041 ; while our twenty

six ministers cost us 1,222,000 francs, an average of 46,923 francs,—

our average being much less than the English and below those of

France and Germany. Nor should it be forgotten that here again

most of the foreign ministers reside in government houses.

As a rule, the advocates of this measure of oflEicial residences for

our diplomats do not favor an increase of the salary of these agents,

for several good reasons that need not be gone into here. But on this

very account they are all the more urgent in asking Congress to give

a friendly ear to the President’s recommendation, and thus to elevate

the social position of our diplomatic service and at the same time to

enhance the reputation of the United States in the eyes of all foreign

nations.

I7w0d0re Stanton.
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LOVE IN THE AFTERNOON.

I.

“ OVE,” observed Willy Somerset, pufling a cigarette,—“ love,

having eluded a man in his youth, is not likely to descend upon

him in his dota e.

“ Hey?” saifi Colonel Levitt, severely.

“I remarked,” was the satisfied rejoinder, “that I don’t put any

faith in this romancing of stock-brokers aged sixty-five.”

“ May I ‘inquire what you know about it?”

h “tgertainly,” suavely, uncrossing his legs and crossing them again

t e 0 er way.

“ I’ve never been sixty-five and a stock-broker,” Willy began.

“That’s an entirely superfluous statement,” remarked the colonel,

with as erit .
:;Uiilessysome of us believe in reincarnation,” put in an interested

thir party.

“ Shut up, Partridge,” commanded the colonel, atfably.

“But I base my opinion on the philosophy of the thing,” Willy

went on, “ which is a safer dependence than any old man’s testimony.”

“ You’re an ignorant young cub,” was the colonel’s serene reply.

“ ‘ Cub’ is good !” said two, in unison, mindful of Willy’s father,

who had been “bearing” the market until Willy was reduced from

Mumm’s Extra to St. Julien for dinner.

Willy understood the gibe, but he preferred to ignore it.

“May I inquire, Colonel Levitt,” he went on, coolly, “ what you

know about the question at issue?”

“There is no one, my dear lad, for whose benefit I would more

willingly part with any of my modest store of knowledge.”

The men were sociably settled in one of the club windows, each

man tilted in his chair at an angle of forty-five degrees, and all four

were smoking. There were not many members about, and nothing was

doing, so the colonel was encouraged to tell a story if he had one, or

to make one if he hadn’t.

“I have a friend ” he began.

“Does he ‘write pieces for the papers’ ?” broke in Cutter, sug

gest-ively. Cutter was an editor, and this formula was familiar to him.

“No,” was the imperturbable reply, looking at Cutter straight!

“ he edits a paper; and a beastly poor paper it is, too.”

Cutter subsided.

“ I have a friend,” the colonel went on, impressively, “who is not

sixty-five, but somewhere over fifty, and he's got one of the worst

cases of love-sickness I’ve ever seen.”

“ Is he bald-headed ?” inquired Willy, thinking of ballet-gil‘l5

“ He is not, sir, but you may be if you continue to interrupt me.”

“Shut up, VVilly,” commanded Cutter, sharply.

The colonel looked from one to the other.
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“ When the gentlemen have finished ” he said, bowing politely.

“ The next man who interrupts treats the crowd to dinner. Go on,

colonel,” said Partridge, who was a judge, in his most judicial manner.

“ My friend was in the war,” the colonel began,—“ went through

it, pretty much,-—and when he came out his father was dead and he

had to knuckle down and look out for his mother and sister and two

youngsters wanting to go to college. VVell, he put those kids through

Dartmouth, and shouldered things generally, and before he knew it

he was a plodding old sober-sides whom it would have shocked the

community to believe capable of romantic feelings.

“Have you ever noticed what an influence it has on a man when

the community form an ideal for him and expect, without knowing

that they do, that he will conform to it? Well, the community got to

thinking of Dave as the support of his mother and young brothers,

and, by Jove, I don’t believe Dave would have had the cheek to get

married if he had wanted to.

“ But he never wanted to, that I could see. The girls understood

his position and took no pains to flaunt their coquetries for his benefit,

and, while he was by no means unsociable, his ways of life did not

take him into intimacies with any women-folks. I don’t believe he

ever knew a woman well enough to fall in love with her.

“By the time his mother died and his sister married, he was a

confirmed clubman, and when the kids started in for themselves Dave

just quietly moved his pipes and box of books to a room in the club,

and there he’s been ever since. Everybody told everybody else he was

‘a confirmed old bachelor,’ and, by George, if he didn’t fall into the

rut public opinion had cut for him, again!

“Several months ago a friend of his invited him home to dine.

This friend is a widower; a maiden sister keeps house for him, and

would you believe it ?—Dave met his fate. He did, for a fact. This

friend of his is that mustiest of fiends, an old-book collector, and that

hypocrite Dave, who doesn’t know a first edition from a barrel of pork,

has taken to trotting to his friend’s house on all sorts of fool errands

about this and that ‘old treasure.’

. “Now, the ‘ old treasure’ Dave is after is only forty years old or

thereabouts, which is not so very aged for a rare one, but Dave thinks

this treasure is not du licated anywhere on earth. He thinks there

was only one copy struck off from this perfect plate, and that that copy

was designed with special reference to his owning it. In fact, I never

saw any one so possessed to get anything as Dave is to get that limited

edition. The rank old hypocrite!”

The colonel was enjoying his story, and so were his auditors.

“ The rank old hypocrite!” he repeated, chuckling gleefully.

“The friend thinks Dave is a maniac like himself. He’s mistaken

in the kind of maniac, that’s all. But he’s pleased with that arch

deceiver my friend, and encourages him to come, and—and—-that’s all.”

“ All?” said Cutter.

“ All ?” echoed Partridge.

“ Ye-yes, all,” said the colonel, helplessly. “ You see, Dave doesn’t

know what to do next.”

Vc1.. LVII.—4-5
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“ Do next ?” demanded Willy. “ Do mast? Why doesn’t the old

fool ask her ?”

“ Young man,” inquired the colonel, severely, “have you ever asked

a woman to marry you ?”

“Half a dozen,” said Willy, cl1cerfully.

“ How d’ you do it ?” was the breathless query, forgetting severity

in interest.

“ Well, you see, it depends on the woman,” Willy returned, indefi

nitely. “Moonlight nights are good,” he went on, encouragingly.

“ Moonlight nights?” feebly.

“Yes. You take her down by the water, if she's sentimental, and

gaze on the moon, and then you quote some poetry, if you know any,

and presently you squeeze her hand, and-—oh, she’ll help you along a

little bit, if she’s any good.”

“ I see,” said the colonel, pensively; “ but I—he never goes down

by the water with her; never goes anywhere, in fact. You see, she

doesn't know—hasu’t the least idea.” .

“Oh, she hasn’t ?” carelessly. “ Well, then, you have to go about

it diiferently. ‘ Reveries of a Bachelor’ is good, and so is ‘ Prue and I.’

Read ’em aloud, you know, and grow touchingly husky if you can.

Then make a pathetic remark or two about your loneliness, and if

she’s at all sympathetic that’ll fetch her.”

“ It will ?” doubtfnlly.

“ Usually does,” said Willy, encouragingly. .

“But how shall I——how should he go to work to read senti

mental books aloud to a lady who hardly takes any notice of his ex

istence ?”

“ The deuce she doan’t !”

“No,” falteringly. “You see, she thinks he comes to see her

brother, and she’s just civil to him, and that’s all. The rank old

hypocrite !”

The colonel sighed like a furnace,—however that may be. He

seemed to be in deep sympathy with his friend.

“ Then he’d better cultivate a passion for fancy-work, since he’s so

good at hypocrisy,” suggested Partridge: “splashers, or wool slippers,

or tidies, or ‘ God-bless-our-home’s.”

“I don’t believe she’s that kind of a person,” said the colonel,

drawing himself up with a superior air.

“ Well, then, it’-s his business to find out what kind of a person she

is,” returned Partridge, winking his of!‘ eye at Cutter.

“I advise him to find out what she affects, whether it's ‘homely

friendless,’ or Ibsen, or social settlements, or Christian Science. Great

g_overnor’s ghost, man! the days are past and gone when you can lay

Siege to a woman as you would to a fortress, and win her. IVS the

shckest man that gets the bun in thwe days, you bet.”

“I see,” remarked the colonel, in a tone which indicated that what

ever he saw was the reverse of encouraging. _

_“Oh, We something of a trick to win a woman,” Cutter put 1“:

decidedly.

“ And it’s more of a trick to keep one,” Partridge added, grimly.
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“Dog-gone you fellows,” shouted the colonel, irascibly, “is this

the best you can do to encourage a man when he’s dumpy ?”

“ Who’s dumpy ?” inquired Willy, with wicked innocence.

Colonel Levitt reddened.

“I think I know your friend,” remarked Cutter the pitiless.

“I’d never have thought it of you, Levitt,” began Partridge, in

mocking reproach.

“ I’ve never surprised the world yet, but I’ll do it some day, by

Jove !” said the colonel. “ If she’ll have me,” he added, reflectively.

“ Here’s success to you, old man !” cried Cutter, rising and holding

out his hand.

“ Thank you, Cutter,” the colonel answered, shaking it warmly.

“Call on me for any experienced help,” said Willy, very much in

earnest.

“ And remember I’m your legal adviser,” Partridge reminded him,

as he shook his hand.

“Let me treat to a toast,” said Cutter. “ Colonel, what’ll you

drink while we toast your success?”

II.

Willy Somerset had been as good as his word. The young rogue

made the acquaintance of Eldredge Arnot, under the colonel’s hesi

tating introduction, and in less than two weeks irrepressible Willy had

enticed Arnot to visit the library of a musty friend of the Somersets,

while Levitt was instructed to “sail in and win while the coast was

clear.”

He was sailing, very fearfully, at half-past eight, when he rang the

bell and inquired, hypocritically, for Mr. Arnot.

“Out, is he? I’m very sorry. [0 recording angel, turn your

deaf earl] \Vill you ask if Miss Arnot is at home?”

Miss Arnot was at home, and glad to see her brother’s friend.

“I wish you might have gone with him to—night, Colonel Levitt,”

she said, with pleasant interest. “He went to see somebody’s new

acquisitions from a great English sale. You would have been so

interested.”

“ Yes, indeed,” murmured the colonel, altogether dead now to the

sense of truthfulness.

Miss Arnot was knitting some big fleecy blue-and-white thing, for

the perambulator of a new young niece, she explained. She wore a

dark dress and a witching little white Swiss apron with yellow bows

on its tiny pockets. The colonel thought he had never seen anything

quite so pretty.

“Books are interesting,” he told her, “ but you can’t think what a

pleasure it is to a lonely old clubman to be welcomed into cheer like

this and have the opportunity to spend a little time in a lady’s com

pany.”

He was quite surprised at his own ease of manner, not having

counted on the wonderfully assuring influence of a self-possessed, cor

dial gentlewoman in her own home.



708 LOVE IN THE AFTERNOON.

The atmosphere was so friendly, and the surroundings were fairly

inspiring to the homesick man. There were crackling chunks of cannel

coal in the grate, cleaving neatly every little while and sendin up

broad new sheets of blaze which toasted one’s shins and warm the

cockles of one’s heart. The big lamp on Miss Arnot’s table had a

huge yellow shade which threw a softly pretty light on the immediate

surroundings and made fascinating shadows in the remoter parts of the

room.

Watch, a splendid Scotch collie, shaggy as a small lion and as noble

of mien, lay close beside his mistress, blinking contentedly in the fire

light, and near, also, sat Colonel Levitt in a capacious arm-chair, even

more than content,—quite deliciously overcome, in fact.

Poor old colonel! He felt as if heaven must have opened and

taken him in, in some mysterious way. He had an almost irresistible

impulse to pinch himself and see if he were dreaming.

They talked of many things, and he was astonished to find how

easy, how delightful, it was to converse with an intelligent woman.

Once, while Miss Arnot was telling him something, he let his

thoughts stray, without meaning to, to a consideration of some of the

other women to whom he had talked of late years. Who were they,

that this woman should seem so dilferent?

There were the Sally Frizzletops of young “ buds” he occasionally

met at teas and receptions when the wife of his best friend gave

one and his friend expected him to attend. There were the Mrs

Frizzlctops, who mostly talked about their Sallies, and a few ancient

Miss Frizzletops, who talked to him hysterically about finance and

asked fool questions about politks, in the pathetic attempt to interest.

Miss Arnot shook her head smilingly and said finance, except 85

connected with shopping, was a sealed book to her, and that although

her sympathies were Republican she hadn’t the least idea in the world

why they were.

“ Of course not,” the colonel argued to himself, delightedly. “Only

uninteresting women try to bid for masculine favor by talking about

masculine subjects, and only silly Frizzletop women think themselves

so charming that men should be made to talk to them about feminme

. subjects. It was wonderful, now, to see how many things, interesting

things, a woman like Miss Arnot could find to talk on,—-things neither

masculine nor feminine, but common ground.

“Listen to what she was saying now, about individuality and_ 8

man's duty to make the moral law fit him instead of spending his life

in a vain endeavor to make himself fit the moral law. ‘As if man

were made for the laws, and not the laws for men,’ ” she said.

“ Don’t you think, colonel,” laying down her knitting for a moment

and looking at him with distracting earnestness, “ that an inflexible law

lS unjust,—either socially or morally?”

“I do, indeed,” answered the colonel, solemnly, just as he Would

have answered if she had asked him did he think the moon was made

of green cheese.

_ “I do, indeed,” he said, and then reflected, with a swift, sudden

dismay, that this was the woman he had meant to ask to marry him



LOVE IN THE AFTERNOON. 709

Marry him ? The idea! He wondered, bitterly, what he had

been thinking of.

“Pd eat my head before I’d let her think I am an ass,” he told

himself. “But I am an ass, all the same,” he added, “a blankety

blank ass, and it’ll be a wonder if she doesn’t find it out pretty soon.

I guess I’d better go before she has any further chance,” he concluded,

wishing he could kick himself.

“ Oh, you infernal old idiot!” he muttered to himself as he went

down the steps.

Miss Arnot had bidden him such a cordial good-night and urged

him so hospitably to come again, expressing her enjoyment of the

evening, that the poor old colonel was remorse-stricken.

“ You infernal old idiot!” he reiterated, half crying.

When he got back to the club, \Villy was there, having just left

Mr. Arnot.

“ Well ?” he queried, blandly.

“ ‘Well ?’ you miserable young donkey,—‘ well ?’ How many wells

made a river when you went to kindergarten ?”

“Well, by—darn!” said Willy, in drawling amazement. “Did

you get the mitten?”

“ Willy Somerset,” said the colonel, huskily, drawing himself up in

the dignity of olfended pride, “ Willy Somerset, there are some things

in the world in which gibes have no place.”

“I beg your pardon, colonel.” Willy held out his hand in such

winning contriteness that the colonel forgave him at once.

“That’s all right, lad,” he told him. “You meant no harm, I

dare say, but I’m such a confounded old ass! Oh, Lord! such an

ass l”

“ Why, what have you done ?” asked Willy, apprehensively.

“Done? Willy! Done?” the old man wailed, covering his face

with his hands for very shame. “ Oh, why did you let me make an

idiot of myself?”

“ Why, what on earth have you done, Colonel Levitt?”

“ I haven’t ‘ done’ anything,” was the reply, so wearily that Willy

almost laughed in spite of himself.

“But the idea of my thinking of marrying Miss Arnotl Oh,

Lord! Oh, Lord!”

The colonel covered his face again.

“ Isn’t she as nice as you thought she was?” queried Willy, think

ing he began to understand.

“‘Nice’? Why, Willy, I wish you could see her. If she were

only just a plain, commonly nice woman I wouldn’t mind asking her

so very much ; but I’d no more sail up to that woman and ask her to

marry me than I’d take ship for England and ask her Majesty.”

“Oh, I guess it isn’t as bad as all that,” returned VVilly, cheer

fully.

The colonel shook his head.

“Oh, come, now! If she’s so awfully worth having, she’s worth

trying for. You wouldn’t want her to drop into your arms at the first

‘ will you ‘I’ anyway. I’ve had that kind, and they’re no good. It’s
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the ones that hold out that you appreciate when you get ’em, and you

enjoy the hustling, too, after you get started, though you do get down

in the mouth some of the time. l’ll keep you jollied up, though, and

we’ll win yet, you bet.”

Willy looked so confident that the colonel began to have a faint

hope.

“ You see, you just keep going all you can, and by and by, if you

act right, she’ll begin to tumble to what you’re about. See? Then

the rest’ll come easy. You needn’t think so precious little of yourself

as you do. Why, most women would be tickled to pieces to get a man

like you. I tell you,” went on the wise young worldling, with un

conscious quaintness, “real, fine, up-and-up gentlemen, good and rev

erent and all that, aren’t growing on brambles nowadays. If I had

an aunt or anybody, and you were courting her, I’d tell her she was

dead lucky and better thank her stars if you asked her. I’ll tell Miss

Arnot so, if you want me to.”

“Oh, no, no, thank you,” said the colonel, nervously. Willy’s

naive estimate of him had touched the elder man deeply. He felt

very unworthy of it, remembering all his frailties with one swift flash

of conscience, and failing, as was habitual with him, to remember all

his virtues. He was glad, though, that his young associate should

believe well of him. It had been his life habit to believe the bat

things of all men, and he had tested its alchemic influence.

“I’m glad you think well of me, my lad,” he said, simply, with

the uiet grace of a born gentleman. “ You’ve been over-generous to

me, ut it’s a good way to err in judgment, I’ve found. I, like most

men, know how much I deserve, and want to be deserving of the rest.

It’s a good way, Willy: stick to it.”

“ I will, sir,” said \Villy, quite impressed.

III.

“Shake hands with your fairy godson,” said Willy, coming into

Levitt’s room in great excitement. “I wave my hand, and, 10! your

happiness !”

“Talk American, you young idiot,” said the colonel, afl'ably.

“Well, to be plain, have you seen much of Mr. Arnot on your

recent calls at his home ?”

“N-no, I haven’t,” admitted Levitt.

“ Ha !” said Willy. “He hasn’t casually mentioned to you \What

has kept him from home so much, has he '2”

“ No, I can’t say that he has,” was the reply.

“Didn’t tell you he was a-sparkin’, eh ? Oh, he’s a deep old slu

ner, he is! Well, he’s engaged.”

“The deuce he is !” cried the colonel, excitedly.

“The same,” Willy returned, sardonically gleeful.
(‘H - I - ,; _ . . k

Coloneleljséiapgl I did 1t, he went on, “did it for your dear sa e;

2 Explain, you young rascal.”

With pleasure. You see, ‘I pondered, pondered deeply,’ "5 the
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poet says, and came to the conclusion that the slickest thing that could

happen to you would be that Mr. Arnot should possess himself of a

nice, new w|fe,—althongh the niceness wasn’t so very particular, except

out of kindness to Mr. Arnot,” he added, as an after-thought.

“Then Miss Arnot’s nose would be out of joint, so to speak, and

there’d be your chamx: to sail in and offer her a home of her own to

run. See? Well, I ups and casts a wishful eye around for a spouse

for friend Arnot. I tried to be conscientious and pick a good one; I

did, honor bright. And then I takes the old covey around on a slick

pretence, and with a little manoeuvring, by George, if he didn’t catch

pn as nept asl you could wish lld find now he's smitten that bad you’d

lave to aug1; even you won .

' VVilly was doubled up in the most awful contortions of mirth, and

It was some moments before the colonel could get him to proceed.

“Of—lh, but it’]s rich!” he said, rocking back and forth in enjoy

ment o 1is own 0 everness.

“He's announcing his engagement to-day,” Willy went on, “and

my advice to you is that you go right up and congratulate him. Then

he’ll go out, of course” (with a snicker), “and then you ups and asks

Miss Arnot to come and keep house for you. See ?”

“Oh, I couldn’t. I don’t think I could,—not just yet,” faltered

the colonel, overcome at the prospect when it got so near.

“ Yes, you can,” insisted Willy. “Get up and dress your dandiest,

and then as soon as you’ve eaten a good square dinner to brace you

well, up you go and seize the golden opportunity which the gods and

Willy Somerset have brought to your feet. Come, now,” as he saw

:_1gp§ of, weakness; “an old soldier isn’t going to show the white

ea er.

“ That’s difi"erent,—soldiering is,” maintained the colonel, stoutly.

“Oh, well, the same principle applies,” said Willy, who was not

sure whether it did or not, but thought best to say so.

“ Now I’m going to eat dinner with you in precisely half an hour,

and after that I’m going to call a cab and drive with you to the Arnot

door. After all my skilful campaigning I’m not going to have this

thing fall through because an old veteran is shaky in the knees. No

siree! That poor lady is in a bad fix now, with her occupation gone,

and a new mistress coming to take her place, and, if you've got any

sepsei gf gallantry at all, you’ll rise to her rescue. In half an hour,

I1]1I1( .

So saying, Willy left the colonel to his agitated reflections. That

last shot of the young scapegrace’s had told, just as he hoped it would.

The colonel gathered courage to do as a duty what he could scarcely

have done as a privilege, and at twelve o’clock that night they all

drank his health and long life, at the club, and Willy, nodding at the

beaming colonel, said, solemi_1ly,—

“ I don’t know about this love which has eluded youth. I rather

think it gathers force in waiting, until, when it strikes a man in his

prime, like our colonel, it throws the sickly young passions of us kids

into the shade. Here,” raising his glass, “ is to love in the afternoon!”

Clara E. Laughlin.
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IN THE ABBEY OF GETHSEMANE.

HERE is a point in Nelson County, Kentucky, from which the

north-bound traveller on the Bardstown road sees across low

intervening hills the grayish-white spire of the Trappist monastery

of Gethsemane. It is an impressive sight to him who views it thus,

rearing its cross to the sky above the green of the trees, while all about

the stillness is that of the most primitive country-side. One feelsa

wish to leave the monastery wagon, if it be that he travels by, and walk

to the top of one of the surrounding hills, there to sit for a while and

watch the scene before him. This cannot be done, for over the shoulder

of the boy who drives the wagon hangs a home-made leather mail-bag,

and the visitor to Gethsemane must know that, although the abbey

mail may be small and perhaps unimportant, the abbot awaits it within

his cloistered walls.

The wagon rolls on, and the spire is lost to view. Bits of stony

ground divide the cornfields on either side. Presently the spire is

again seen, now with a portion of the abbey walls and the four smaller

spires that rise from the base of their larger neighbor. At last a small

brook is crossed, a slight hill climbed, and the great abbey lies full in

view. For half a mile or more the visitor has been driving over the

lands of the monastery, unknowingly perhaps, but now he realizes that

he is upon ground which for more than fifty years has been devoted to

the uses of a religious house. Before him, at the end of two long

double rows of beautiful English elms, is the porter’s lodge ; beyond it

is the abbey, simple in design, inferior in construction, bare of orna

mentation, but with a strength of outline and an air of repose that

may well arouse the interest of even the chance passer-by. If one

would see the building in its best aspect, he should cross the little valley

to the west, in which are the saw- and grist-mills of the house, and stand

upon one of the low hills that are beyond. Thence it is seen in all its

sturdy grace. Its shape is quadrangular, with an inner court. On

the northwest corner the spire towers above the walls of the Monks’

Chapel. Below lies the graveyard, where the dead outnumber the living

within the abbey walls. Adjoining the Monks’ Chapel is the Chapel of

Rest, a place of worship for those who are not members of the order

The high Gothic windows of both churches reach almost to the roof, but

around them is none of the carving that is seen in cathedral windows.

This corner of the building is upon the edge of a hill-side, and the

heavy moss-grown wall surrounding the graveyard rises to twice the

height of a man above the level of the graves within, that those without

may not look upon the resting-place of the dead.

_ It maybe that the visitor does not scan the architecture of the

bulldln nor appreciate the beauty of the elms as he rides over the

hundr, yards of pathway that lie between the entrance gate and the

PQ1‘tB_l‘B lodge. Probably he is thinking of all that is before him

within the monastery, and of the strange order of monks Who inhabit
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the place. Well he may, for here a survival of the ninth century

struggles with the nineteenth ; beyond the gate the traditions of medias

valism uphold a religious order more austere than could be born to-day.

If one would have all frivolity taken from him, if he would be op

pressed by a loneliness such, possibly, as he has never felt, let him go

alone and with slight knowledge of the rules -of the order to the abbey

of Gethsemane. The only sounds known to the passionless life within

its walls, other than the quiet movements of its inmates, are the words

of the services recited, chanted, or sung, the subdued tones of the con

fessional, and the few sentences the orderly management of the house

necessitates. The vow of perpetual silence rests upon all; laughter

is unknown; of all the monks the abbot only is free to speak at all

times, though to his questions all must answer. To him any monk may

go for spiritual advice, and to him all must go for material direction.

He, when his predecessor died, was chosen from among their number

by the ballot of his fellows, and he will serve until he too is taken

away. He is the spiritual and temporal head of the abbey. Each monk

must answer the questions of his superior in rank, and the superior may

direct an inferior to perform duties that require the use of speech ; in

such cases the monk is for the occasion absolved from the vow, though

at all other times the rule demands absolute silence. It is this rule,

perhaps, that is found most diflicult to keep, but it is maintained in

violate: there are monks within the abbey who for more than forty

years have not exchanged a word.

The regulations of the order are rigid in all things, as in this, and

the daily routine is performed to-day as it was when the Trappists first

became known for the severity of their discipline. Each moment of

the day is devoted to a duty. Idleness finds no harbor in the abbey.

In the division of labor each monk has his part, whether it be in the

sewing-room, where the light from the high windows falls upon the

piles of white serge and brown, or in the sheds where the cider-prmses

creak, or where the abbey saw—mill whirls. Steadily, industriously,

but with no word or smile for one another nor look toward the visitor,

communicating only by signs or inarticulate sounds, the brothers fulfil

their allotted tasks. Within the abbey walls, in the college of the Sacred

Heart, or in the school of Mount Olivet, each father performs his daily

work. In the fields, in the workshops, in the gardens, in the vineyard,

the brown robes of the lay brothers come and go, while among them

from time to time, as their duties require, are seen the white garments

of the fathers of the order. It is the color of their garments that

outwardly distinguishes the two classes of monks. Of these two

classes, the fathers are the men of education, and their duties are less

menial ; the brothers are the workers in the field. Each class is again

divided into two ranks, the professed monks and the oblates. The

professed monks—-those who have taken the final vows and have con

secrated their lives to the order—wear a black leather belt. The

fathers who have taken the final vows are further distinguished by a

bluish-black scapular worn over their white robes. In the main their

dress is that of the working class of the ninth century. Change is

unknown in the Trappist order: as it was in the beginning, so it is
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to-day. The services that were sung when De Rancé became the head

of the Abbey of La Trappe and gave its name to the branch of the

Cistercian order that embraced his reforms are sung now as then. To

day is like this day a year ago or fifty years ago, and so it may be

when the dead rise from their graves. ‘

The order of Our Lady of La Trappe has known the fluctuations

of fortune; on it from time to time has fallen the iron hand of the law;

but through the trials of adversity, as well as in times of better plight,

its influence has lasted through many generations. It has had a strange

history, this order of La Trappe, unusual in its birth and far from

commonplace in all its life. It sprang from the Cistercian order, which

is itself a reform of the order established by St. Benedict, the patriarch

of Western monks. The birthplace of the Trappist body was the abbey

of La Trappe, in the department of Orne in Normandy. The chivalry

of Europe was about to hurl itself a second time upon the Moslems in

the Holy Land when a little colony of Benedictine monks took up their

abode in the monastery that has handed down its name to the suc

ceeding centuries as the most ascetic of all religious orders. In less

than a decade its monks were noted for their piety. Then came a time

of trial, when during the incessant wars between France and England

the armies of both countries plundered the lands about the abbey. This

devastation, together with the enforced absence of the monks from

their home, relaxed their rules and weakened their religious fervor,

and when Louis XIV. ascended his throne the few remaining fathers

were known as the “Brigands of La Trappe.” Then from out the

licentiousuess of the Hotel Rambouillet into the most severe service

of the religious devotee passed the man whose austere reforms have

made this division of the Cistercian body known to the farthest limits

of papal power. They say it was the death of the Duchess de Mont

bazon that turned Dominique Armand Jean Le Bouthillier de Rallcé

from the wildly gay life he had led to the cloister of the well-nigh

ruined abbey of La Trappe. Be that as it may, he put aside his sword

and lace and velvet in 1662 and gave the remainder of his years to

the service of his Church. De Rancé has lain in his grave for nearly

two centuries, but his rigid example and the strict regulations he estab

lished yet live as they did in the days of Louis XIV.

Since the death of De Rancé there have come to the Trappisfs

many periods of adversity. Again and again the order has felt the

edict of suppression and known the pain of enforced wandering ill

alien lands. Within the last fifty years it has lost a legal life in three

European countries. Such vicissitude it was that first brought mem

bers of the order to America. To Pennsylvania, then to Kentucky,

then to Missouri, then to Illinois, and back to France again when the

Revolution was over, was the itinerary of the earliest band of Trappist’S

Who sought the New World. Later, some years before the half-Way

P911"; In the nineteenth century, a second colony of the order settled

within the limits of the United States. They chose the Catholic set

tlement in Kentucky as their home. Thence no law has driven thenb

I10 pubhc outcry has been raised against them. Cannota church be

truly measured by the love of its neighbors? Then the abbey of
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Gethsemane stands high in grace. The Nelson County farmer does

not speak of the “abbey” nor of the “monastery,” but only of the

“monks.” The personal title he gives the institution, informal yet

reverent, indicates the high regard he has for the fathers of Gethsemane.

Nor is his confidence misplaced, for in all things he has found them

kindly and helpful; from their door no beggar has gone hun ry, and

under their roof every wanderer finds a home and spiritual heIp.

No matter in what creed the visitor to Gethsemane has been reared,

no matter what religious traditions he may cherish, intolerant though

he may be of all devotional restraint, he cannot but feel when he

has passed within its gates that he is among a body of men who are

thoroughly sincere in their piety and who have reached a state of

earthly content that is vouchsafed to few who know the bustling outer

world. The quiet life, the daily devotion, the meditation freed from

the worry of a life more active, must needs bring peace and rest and

calmness of mind. Yet this unvarying existence does not rob the

monks of individuality, for, although guided by but one motive, their

faces indicate the workings of widely different temperaments. Here

is one whose calm piety is unmarred by-a trace of passion or misdoing;

there is another that tells of inward tumult and the victory of the

right; this breathes sweetness all about it; that is furrowed by a rapt

devotion that wracks the soul within. One can almost distinguish by

the expression of their countenances those monks who have taken the

final vows from those who are serving their novitiate. The former are

happy and contented ; the latter, it may be, are restive under the re

straint. Of the first class there are Germans, Irishmen, Swiss, Aus

trians, and many Frenchmen ; but, strange as it may seem, no Ameri

cans wear the black belt. It is a life that does not suit the temper of

the New \Vorld; the restless, energetic American spirit cannot long

endure the restrictions of the cloister, and does not take kindly to the

self-inflicted weekly scourging with the five-knotted rope. Many have

tried the life, but no American has continued up to the taking of the

final vows. They are not vows to be taken lightly, and he who makes

them must know their weight.

When the oblate has passed his novitiate and expressed a wish to

become a professed monk, he is fully informed of the duties he is

about to assume, and after a searching examination his name is placed

before his fellows that they may ballot upon the question of his ad

mission to full membership in the order. His future life depends upon

their vote. Most of the monks within the abbey have not wholly

forsaken the world, for of the fifty but fourteen have taken the pledges

that irrevocably bind them to the order. All the fathers are men

of at least fair education. Many of them have travelled in desolate

regions. One has tramped the Pampas of South America; another

has voyaged upon the Red River of the North ; a third has wandered

in the country of the Montezumas. Some have been members of the

priesthood since their youth, others only a few years ; but on them all

rests the benediction of a perfect peace. They are working for the

salvation of their souls, and no deprivation is too great. “Thirty

years of this life,” said one of the brothers, “is better than an hour
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in hell.” Long before thirty more years have rolled away he will be

where his eyes have looked so long. In his devotion he does not think

of bodily pain: what physical anguish can come to one whose soul is

at ease? The breaking of morning, the daily labor, and the setting

of the sun mean to him only that another day has carried him nearer

to everlasting joy. But it is not so to all : among the novitiates there

are some who are not happy in the life. An oblate expressed his

restlessness when he said, “ It is a hard life, but the dreadful thing

about it is the silence.” He had not found it what he hoped, but in

his veins flowed the unrest of this his native land.

The visitor who has passed the threshold of the porter’s lodge has

left behind him for the time the world of strife and care. Presidents

come and go, creeds flourish and decline, epidemics threaten and catas

trophes appall, the world weeps or perhaps rejoices, yet not a ripple

disturbs the placid life within the abbey. The porter’s lodge, it may

be said, is a bar against which the waves of the world break without

avail. It is the outer gate of the abbey. Beyond it lies a large court

yard, bounded on two sides by the abbey and the lodge and on the other

two by high brick walls. In this court are trees and flowers, and in their

midst, surrounded by a lattice, is a figure of the Virgin Mary, carved

from wood and thickly covered with white paint. This figure, rough

but effective in execution, is one of many in and about the abbey that

were carved by a monk who now lies under a cross in the monastery

graveyard.

A flight of steps leads from this outer court into the square

entrance hall of the abbey. In the centre, by the balustrade of the

stairway that reaches to the floor above, hangs the rope of a bell which

is used to call those of the officers of the monastery who should re

spond to such a summons. Its tones have not the sonorous solemnity

of the great hell that hangs in the spire, sending down from aloft its

commands to prayer, to service, or to sleep. That great bell, ringing

at stated times, is one of the most impressive features of the place

Through all the cloister, and over the fields that lie about, its penis

ring out as they have rung for forty years. What might the penance

be for the delinquent monk should the great bell fail to toll ‘I Surely,

since he who drops his fork at table must prostrate himself upon the

floor, he who fails to call his brothers at the hour of prayer must

undergo a punishment that is not light.

Some of the arrangements within the abbey strike the visitor as

incongruous. The monks’ garments are cut as they were in Richelieu’S

day. yet the house is lighted by gas. Although the frequent use of the

bath is prohibited as tending to self-indulgence, a furnace sends its heat

throughout the building. Outside the walls such contrasts are 1955

noticeable. The farm-implements are modern and in good repair; the

horses, cattle, pigs, and chickens are well cared for, despite the fact

that the monks, unlike most Trappists, are but indifferent farmelbfi

Of the sixteen hundred acres of their domain much is poor land, flhd

the farm as a whole is so unprofitable that the fathers cannot raise

enough Ppon it to supply their own table. This requires them in

dePe“d 111 part upon the produce of the surrounding country. The
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institution, self-supporting as it is, relies upon the sale of its cider,

cheese, live stock, chickens, and eggs for revenue. Not only does it

purchase a portion of its supplies from the farmers about; it finds it

necessary to hire many farm-hands to aid in the cultivation of its land.

These farm-hands, living upon the abbey domain, are to a certain

extent under the spiritual direction of the abbot, as well as subject to

his physical orders. They do not, however, follow the strict routine

of the monks ; neither do they take the vow of silence nor shave their

heads. In the mode of shaving the heads of the monks the abbey

has bowed to nineteenth-century improvement. Time was when the

razor shaved both head and heard, but now the clippers of the outer

world give the hair a monthly cutting, while the razor of the abbey

barber shaves each heard once a fortnight.

In eating, as in all things else, the Trappist rules are austere.

During Lent the only meal of the day is eaten at half-past four in the

afternoon, and at no season do the daily meals exceed two. Whatever

may be the reason, the Trappists are strict vegetarians, and, except in

cases of severe illness, soup, bread, fruit, vegetables, and a pint of

cider are their only articles of diet. Notwithstanding the infreqnency

of their meals and the frugality of their table, the monks do not seem

to lack nourishment. They are pale, some of them, and some of them

are thin, but not in a way suggestive of hunger, and were it not for

their universal nervousness one would never suspect that the rigor of

their life tells upon them at all. With them eating is hardly more

than a duty ; they take their food only that they may preserve strength

to perform the labor assigned them. The dining-room of the world at

large is wont to know the flow of conversation, the sparkle of repartee,

the ripple of laughter; but it is not so in the refectory of the abbey

of Gethsemane. There the meals are eaten in absolute silence, save

only for the voice of the monk who reads a service as his fellows dine.

For any noise the maker must do penance. Neither does the room

itself nor the furnitnre in it tend to light-heartedness. It is all severely

plain, in keeping with the meal. On one side stands the lectern ; before

it are the long, narrow dining-tables, roughly fashioned from black

walnut. There is no beauty in the stools on which the monks sit, nor

do the earthenware plates and cups and the plain knives that are with

them lend themselves readily to a jaded appetite. The forks and

spoons are of wood, rudely carved. “ See, each monk makes his own,”

said the guest-master. The room, the furniture, and the table-service

are all in accord with the ascetic character of the abbey, and follow the

spirit of the teachings of De Rancé and his predecessors in monastic

orders.

The rule of St. Benedict, which is observed by the Trappists,

rescribes that members of the order shall sleep in a common room,

ut apart. To fulfil this regulation the monks occupy closets or cells

somewhat like the state-rooms of a small steamboat. Following the

letter of St. Benedict’s law, the partitions extend neither to the ceiling

nor to the floor, but only high and low enough to afford a degree of

seclusion to the occupants. The mattresses are stuffed with straw; the

blankets, one to each bed, lie neatly folded during the day. Windows
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on two sides admit the light in plenty. Here the monks lie down at

eight o’clock in their day arments to get what rest they can until two

in the morning, when the ll calls them to matins, the earliest service.

On Sundays and on certain feast- or fast-days they rise at one o’clock,

or even at midnight. The dormitory is the room of all the abbey in

which the monks spend fewest of their waking hours; yet, however

plain, with its bright sunlight and clean white paint it is the most

cheerful apartment in the house. No doubt it is intended that the

room most pleasing to the eye shall be least seen, for, although the

monks are directed to maintain cheerful countenances, cheerful sur

roundings are denied them, bemuse it is prescribed that this their

earthly life must be hard. One cannot but wonder, as he looks down

the long row of cells and sees the names of the monks stencilled beside

the doors, how often death visits the abbey and ordains that a name

shall be taken from one of these doors and printed in letters larger but

less enduring upon a cross in the graveyard under the great spire. It

is an awesome thought ; but, even where the sunlight falls through the

abbey windows with a happy glow on spotless paint and whitewashed

walls, one cannot forget that the idea of death never leaves the Trap

pist’s mind. Dreadful as this may seem to others, it is not so to the

Trappist, for to him death is but the certain beginning of a happier

life.

From the time of the Divine Otfiee in the early morning until the

day closes with the singing of the Salve Regina in the early evening,

the abbey thrills with the sound of many holy services. Matins,

lauds, prime, terce, none, vespers, compline, and the several masses and

offices of the day are each gone through when the great bell rings out

its summons from the spire. The large cruciform chapel, lighte now

by candles and great lamps, now by the light of day, knows a religious

devotion as constant, it may be, as‘ can be found the world over. The

chapel is of the pointed Gothic style, and, like all else within the

abbey, is very plain. The floor is stained a dark brown, as is all the

wood-work except the window-frames ; they, with the walls and ceil

ing, are painted white. No gold or gilt is visible in any part of the

church. Against the two pillars of the dome that face the choir-stalls

at the intersection of the nave and transept are placed on the one side

a figure of Our Lady of Lourdes and on the other one of St. Joseph.

The choir-stalls are simple in design, but of a massiveness that pleases

the eye. The choir consists only of the monks whose education enables

them to recite the Latin offices. The visitor, if he be but a layman,

may see them in their white robes come in or go out of a small door

to the right, as he sits in the gallery at the lower end of the chapel

This gallery is reached only by a very narrow winding stairway from

the floor of the adjoining chapel, which is devoted to services for the

residents of the neighborhood. A close wooden partition, reaehmg

neither to the floor nor to the ceiling, extends across the chapel before

the gallery at such an elevation as to hide the monks at their devotions,

and he in the gallery can only hear, not see. Many of the services are

sung, not recited, and the voices, now singly, now in chorus, rise and

fall unaccompanied by an organ or other instrument. How much of
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the interest one feels in the services of Gethsemane is due to the merit

of the voices and how much to the unusual character of the hearer’s

surroundings, one cannot say, but certain it is that the music of those

Trappist priests, isolated from the world and living almost such a life

as was lived by St. Robert many hundred years ago, impresses itself

strongly upon the listener.

The fathers of Gethsemane have seen a great material growth in

their institution since the 20th day of December, 1848, when, after

nearly two months of travel from the French abbey of La Meilleraye,

those who established the abbey of Gethsemane first saw their future

home. The building they then occupied was of wood, and was erected

by the Sisters of Loretto as an academy. The location of this early

abbey is now marked only by a half-filled excavation and the ruins of

a chimney. But a few years passed before the wooden building gave

place to the present structure, with its front of one hundred and ninety

feet and its depth of two hundred and eighty. Then the large stable,

the grist-mill, the saw-mill, and the various outbuildings of the mon

astery were erected. Cornfields, orchards, vineyards, vegetable gardens,

and flower-beds were planted as circumstances necessitated or permitted.

At present the flower-beds of former years receive slight attention;

the tan-hark walks and the other walks of gravel give evidence of

scanty care; even the inner court-yard, bounded on all sides by the

rough masonry of the abbey building and with the symbolical well in

its centre to which the great water-pipes lead from the roof, is well

nigh a wilderness. A. little landscape-gardening might make it most

beautiful. In its almost subtropical wildness it is roughly beautiful

now, as the redbirds, orioles, and here and there a mocking-bird hover

in the dense growth of flowers and shrubs and trees. But all this is

nothing to the Trappist. He scorns beauty for its own sake. To him

it is one of the seductions of the world,—a thing to be shunned if he

would walk unerringly the path to heaven.

At the northwest corner of the abbey, under the windows of the

chapel, lies the graveyard. It is not large, but in it sixty-six of the

order rest in a sleep that is not broken by the monastery bell. The

graves are in rows, covered thick with myrtle, and at the head of each

is a black cross. On each cross has been stencilled the name of the

monk who lies below, together with the dates of his birth and death ;

but most of the letters are washed away and the crosses rear their heads

unmarked by an inscription. The names once upon them were not

those by which the monks were known in the world: the Trappist

leaves at the abbey gate the name his parents gave him, and ever after

answers only to that taken in religion. After each burial a new grave

is partly dug beside the last, as a warning to those remaining that life

is uncertain and death inevitable. The graveyard is possibly the most

solemn portion of the abbey. One may stand under the wall that

bounds its western side and fancy he can see the procession of white

cowled fathers and brown-cowled brothers bearing to the grave one of

their number who has been called from them. One may imagine the

venerable abbot reading the service for the dead, as the body, enclosed

by no cofiin and with no shroud but the garments of the order, is
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lowered into its last resting-place under the shadow of the great white

spire that raises to the sky the cross of Christ.

Since the small hours of the afternoon I had wandered through the

fields that lie about the abbey, and it was late when I again entered

the building. The evening meal had been cleared away, but a lay

brother brought me a supper of corn bread, meal, milk, bread and

butter, and coffee, and I ate it alone in the dining-room. At eight

o’clock the monks go to bed, and it was within half an hour of that

time when I went out into the court-yard for a last cigar before retiring.

In the west the clouds were bright with many colors. As night fell,

the tints faded, until at last the deep gray-blue was broken only by a

dash of red at the horizon. Then that too was lost. As the sky

darkened, the moon rose slowly, casting the shadows of the great trees

from building to building and from wall to wall. Priests traversed

the court, looking questioningly at my cigar. Then they too disap

peared. The abbey was silent, save only for the sound of a cough

that now and then came through a window. In the porter’s lodge there

was no movement. Even the birds had gone to rat, and as I climbed

the stairway to my room I walked on tiptoe, lest the sound of my

footsteps might awaken echoes which at that hour should not be

audible. On the gravel walk below I heard the porter’s tread as he

passed to close the outer door. The monastery bell sounded the end of

the day, and in the silence of its little valley the abbey of Gethsemane

rested for the night.

Allan Hendricks.

THE FIDDLE TOLD.

IT was the close of a day in the early part of December.

The Governor sat alone in his private ofiice. His clerk had just

left him.

The Christmas season was a busy and responsible one with him,

for he chose that time to investigate thoroughly the criminal records

of the State and pardon such prisoners as good conduct or extenuatmg

circumstances placed within the pale of executive clemency.

If questioned as to his selection of the holiday season for the exer

cise of the “ benign prero ative,” he was wont to answer, “Oh, I may

be helping to turn the tide in the soul of some Paul, and I have 8

fancy to do it when peace and good will are most likely to be at the

flood : that is all.”

Whether this were all, and it were not in response to some deeper

sentiment, those who knew him best alone could say.

T0—night, as he looked at the piles of mail-matter on his desk, yet

to be disposed of, he pushed back his chair with a smothered groalh

and started to the door, moved by a wild impulse to get outside and

turn the key on it all.

An obstruction in his path caused him to stumble, and he saw 11
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curious-looking bundle in brown paper, clumsily tied with a coarse

twine string, lying on the floor at his feet.

He remembered his clerk’s having mentioned a package from the

State prison,—this must be it,—and pushed it impatiently to one side;

but as he did so something in the coflin-shaped outlines made him

stoop and tear away a part of the cover.

He found, to his amazement, a violin, and appended to it a soiled

pencil-written note, evidently an appeal of some kind.

Curiosity conquered fatigue. He had handled many and various

petitions, but never one in shape like this.

Detaching the note from its fastenings, he crossed the room to the

window, and, by the waning light of the winter’s day, deciphered the

following illiterate text:

“ To the Guvner—

“They tel me thet yer Hart gits tender to Prisners at chrismus

time and you listens to what they has to say. Ive ben Hear 20 years

fer killin a man and Ive ben Sorry evry day sence I done it. I was

a hot headed Boy uv 22 and the man called pap a Liar and sed things

agin mam. I couldnt noways stand thet and I nocked him down. he

was a pale sickly complected tender foot and he never got up agin. I

never ment to kill him but my fist was hevy and sum mad thing inside

uv me sicked me on. they never giv me no sort uv a Trial but jes

put me in Hear fer Life. his Folks was rich and mine was pore and

couldnt pay no lawyer. pap is gone blind and mom is old and they '

aint got nobody to look after em but Joseel. Joseel is the gal thet

was goin to marry me. she left her home when they sent me Hear

and went to look after the old Folks sames they was hern. ef I could

git back to Joseel and the old Folks and the mountins Ide never lif

my han agin no man agen ceptin twas to help him so help me God.

“They tel me as how you kin make a Fiddle talk til the ohildern

puts down their Playthings and follers yer. Guvner I sends you mine

along uv this what I made when I was a Boy back in the mountins,

the sames I koted my gal with and played fer mam and pap round the

fire sunday evnins. shes aged along with me but shes kep her voice

sweet and stiddy yit.

“ Take her Guvner and set down by yourself in the still uv the

evnin and let her talk to you fer me. I aint afeerd shell fergit nuthin,

the old Home on the side uv the mountin and mam and pap and Joseel

a settin thar and waitin these 20 years fer the Boy they wouldnt let

go their holt uv nor quit luvin no matter what he did. No shell not

fergit nuthin. she’s too much like them Wimmen shell be tellin you

about. seems like she knows things as well as I do. praps cause shes

ben lyin agin my Hart so long. and if she cant tel you nuthin Guv

ner let her talk to yer Wife. Its about Wimmen shell tel you mostly.

Win1men and Sorrer. And Wimmen is quickern men to understan

them things.

“ Thats all. its tuk me 3 weeks to rite this letter. Goodby. God

go with the old Fiddle and help her tel it strate.

“ABNER HILL.”

VOL. LVII.—46
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When the Governor turned away from the window there was a

look on his face that few had ever seen there except his wife.

He lifted the violin carefully from the floor, tore away its wrap

pings, and looked at it long and curiously.

It was roughly made of native pine and maple, and varnished with

the home-made varnish of the mountains, but the strings gave back

the true viol tone, clear and ringing.

Bringing his chair closer to the grate, he placed the instrument in

position, drew the bow, and there “in the still of the evening let her

talk to him.”

He was a mountain boy himself. and as the first, soft notes fell on

the air, plaintive and piercing like the cry of the whippoorwill in early

spring, he felt the youth stir in him, and heard again the far call of

t e hills.

He saw the log cabin high up against the side of the mountain,

where the laurel and the sumach grew and the ash made bright the

scene with its dark red fruit; Where the breeze came laden with the

odor of pine from the forest, and the birds touched the highest notes

in their shrill treble.

He saw the boy with his sturdy limbs, his bold blue eyes, and

his waving hair, barefoot and scantily clad, searching for the earliest

Eerries in summer and the firstnuts in the fall,—free, joyous, innocent,

appr

He followed him in the“ long, long thoughts” of a lad across the

distant crest of the “Devil’s Backbone,” and wove with him mystic

dramas amid the shades of the haunted ravine.

He sat with him at the feet of the mountain lass, and listened

while be poured the crude poetry of his awakened soul into the

iensitive instrument which alone could interpret the mystery withlll

1m.

He stood beside him and watched the blazing pine knots roar up

the cabin chimney, while the old folks in the corner looked at each

other across the boy, with that surreptitious tenderness of the eyes

which takes the place, in those grown gray, and sure of each other,

of the more open demonstration.

He saw the whole twenty-two years of clean, humble living; the

unaspiring, pastoral life of the Southern mountaineer, companioned of

Nature; simple, fearless, brave ; scornful of the false, reverent of the

true; tender to weakness, fierce to wrong; and, alas! uncontrolled as

the elements around him ; crushing, in some mad output of strength,

the obstacle in his way, to stand afterwards in awful recoil before the

unknown potentialities of his own organism.

Full and swelling were the strains that issued from the throat

of the violin as it told this idyl of the hills: passionate harmonies

pulsating like the overcharged heart; long, tender, yearning notes;

sweet, caressing andautes; the very spirit of Love in the guise of

Sound.

But now the music chan es. Youth’s lad s m hon is lost in

the wild major chords of p§ssion. Note gflashesy againsl’ note like

hall agflmst a pane. All the tumult of the mountains, the forest, the
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roaring stream when storms rive the heavens, is sounded in that mad

chromatic ascending to its climax.

All of Nature’s after-penance breathes in the sighing minor of the

descending scale. Surely that was a human sob that rang through

the room; a fellow-mortal’s burst of sympathy. No, it was just the

old fiddle, who “knew things ’cause she’d been lyin’ so long ag’in’ his

heart.”

And now from out her quivering strings she sends forth a melody

so divinely pure, so immeasurably sweet, the coldest ear must open to

reet it.
g In it are the prayers of mothers, the tears of wives, the sobs

of little children,—all of unlauguaged pain, all of unlanguaged love.

It is the echo of that song which beats forever against the throne

of God, in tender, tireless cadence,—the united voices of many women

pleading for the souls of men.

The violin slips from the Governor’s hands, and his head sinks

upon his breast.

The old fiddle has “ told her story straight.”

When witnesses were found who corroborated the statements of the

prisoner, and jail wardens certified to twenty years of exemplary be

havior inside the prison walls, the Governor sent for Abner Hill to be

brought to his private oflice.

The day he expected him he placed the violin in a conspicuous

position on the desk.

There was ushered into his presence a tall, angular man with the

worn face and stooping shoulders of threescore years; hair scanty,

muscles flabby, eyes dull; nothing to bespeak youth but the faint red

that crept into his sunken cheek when the servant announced his name.

A single stroke of sin, and its after-writing on the brain, had done the

Work of twice twenty years.

He stood inside the door with downcast eyes and nervous, fluttering

hands.

The Governor called his name, and something in the kindly accents

gave him courage to look up.

Something else in the homely, humorous face that no man ever

looked into without loving gave him courage to speak; and his eye

caught sight of the violin.

Reaching a trembling hand out to his dumb friend as though for

confidence, he whispered, hoarsely,—-—

“Guvner, what did she tell you fer me? \Vhat did my old fiddle

tell you ‘Z’’

The Governor waited for a moment, perhaps to steady his voice;

then, laying both hands on the shoulders of the other, his eyes

reading with a father’s tenderness the piteous, expectant face, he

said,—

“ Abner, she says—the old fiddle says—that you can go back to the

mountains. And, my man, may God go with you 1”

The convict stood for a moment like one struck dumb, a womanish

pallor overspreading his cheek; then, with a cry which his listener
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never forgot, he threw his arms around his liberator, and sobbed like a

heart-broken child.

And the Governor was not ashamed to admit that something tight

ened in his throat and broke out at his eyes too.

Nora 0'. Franklin.

A LO VE-SONG.

OVE, the moon is overhead,

All the misty woods are still;

What was that my lady said ?—

“I will never wed until

Some great hero that I meet

Sueth humbly at my feet.”

Well-a-day ! Well-a-day!

She would surely tell me nay;

I will wait some other day.

Once again the moon is new,—

Like a broken band of gold ;

New or old, my heart is true,

But my lady seemeth cold.

When the mellow planets shine,

Shall I ask her to be mine?

Well-a day! Well-a-day!

What if she should tell me nay?

I will wait another day.

Sooth I think she’ll drive me mad;

Yet I thought, when passing by,

That her blossom-face was sad,

And a tear was in her eye.

Can it be if I should sue

I should find her heart was true?

Well-a—day ! Well-a-day!

What if she should tell me nay?

I will wait another day.

Not a shred of moon above,

And of starlight there was none,

But I met my lady-love,

And I wooed her, and I won.

Shyly, sweetly, did she own

That she cared for me alone.

Well-a-day ! Well-a—day !

Yet she might have told me nay

Had I asked her yesterday.

Hattie lVll111l¢_1/



AN OVERLOOKED POET. 725

AN OVERLOOKED POET.

OSEPH FAWCETT was “ a dissenting minister at Walthamstow,

afterwards a farmer.” Pursuits perhaps not strictly harmonious

with that of the Muses: yet the garden at VValthamstow produced very

tolerable flowers and fruits, with no more than a reasonable proportion

of weeds.

It is easy to reconstruct the man from his remains. Much refine

ment, and no lack of strength ; purity, sincerity, kindliness ; a humani—

tarian in both senses, and eminently in the better sense; all the more

of a moralist for being little of a theologian; democrat, as became a

free—thinking nonconformist; lover of his kind, and worshipper of

Nature. No great genius, doubtless, or we should have heard of him

before this ; but something beyond a mere trimmer of smooth verses,—

a man worth making acquaintance with, even in our crowded age and

across a century.

A thoughtful and humane radical, dropped into the England of that

era, was not likely to be over-cheerful. His experience was too much

for his native optimism ; and thus most of what he wrote is a protest,

at times gentle, at times vehement,—now political, and then abstract,—

against the facts he found about him, the then extant order of ideas

and things. He has kept himself as near as might be outside of pulpit

ruts; yet his habituated instincts prefer the “ glittering generalities” to

which his conscience will not let him confine himself. Here is one of

his Elegies, “ \Vritten on New Year’s Day :”

Ye gladsome bells, how misapplicd your peall

A day like this re uires a so emn chime.

Infatuate mortals, w y, with sportive heel,

Dance ye exulting o'er the grave of Time?

Is he your foe, that thus ye ring his knell?

That festive notes announce his awful flight?

Tire ye of day, that sounds of triumph tell

How swift the wing that wafts your last, long night?

While circling years o’er thoughtless myriads roll,

Long folly but to lend, and len th of shame,

Ye metal tongues, swing slow wit mournful toll,

Virtue/s departed seasons to proclaiml

Sons of Delayl whose duties, yet undone,

Await, from year to year, your hand in vain,

Drown, drown that brazen music with a groanl

The years ye lost shall ne’er be yours again.

In this vein of severe moralizing he gives us plenty, usually with a

sharper point than the above. As in a “ War Elegy,” apropos of the

murder of a child by its starving mother:

When Surfeit swells while wasting thousands die,

When Riot roars amidst surroundmg groans,
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Whence springs the patience of the quiet sky?

What keeps ye silent, ye unruflied stones?

This last allusion is almost (in substance only, not in spirit or in

style) Swinburnian. It seems to anticipate the

“ sacred head, the desecra ,”

of the

“ slain and spent and sacrificed

People, the gray-grown speechless Christ.”

Again, over the body of a criminal :

0 iron state of rude mankind!

Thou human thing, of man accurst,

What virtues would have warmed thy mind,

Had scenes of kindlier influence nurstl

Society’s deserted child!

From her neglect thine errors flowed:

She left thine heart untrained and wild,

Nor paid the mother’s cares she owed.

Heedless within thee to iustil

Of just and right erceptions clear,

She but proclaimed lier lordly will,

And called no passion forth but fear.

He was a poet of Nature no less than of Humanity; not a cata

loguer of scenery, a lengthily minute describer of trees and waterfalls,

but a true lover of Nature, who viewed everything from that stand

point. \Vhatever was aecordant with her, included in her propel‘

scheme, he loved,—trees and waterfalls, animals and men. Whatever

seemed to him against her—wars, and oppressive governments, and

cruelty and corruption of every sort—he hated, as will be seen, for that

reason. He kept a mind open to all her “ sweet influences,” and found

or fancied that he could get at God best in that way,—if he had_nf>t

ceased to care about God, which seems uncertain. He liked to sit In

his garden, after he had got rid of his probably t-roublesome‘parlsl1,

and meditate upon things in general—f0r he had read the classlcs, and

seen the world suflElciently—while he watched the growing grass and

heard the birds sing. He sat there to some purpose, as may appear

from the following, “ To 9. Robin, whose nest had been taken out of

the author’s garden, where it had long been accustomed to build."

Spare thy reproach, thou more than tongue,

That little, lively eye!

It was not I that stole thy young;

Indeed it was not I.

With pleasure equal to thine own

I’ve watched thy tender brood,

And marked how fondly thou hast flown

To bear them daily food.

Nor e’en than thine with less delight

I looked and longed tosee



AN OVERLOOKED POET. 727

The first attempts of infant flight,

With patience taught by thee.

And now that restless thou dost rove,

And with sad note repine,

Think not, lorn mourner, that I prove

A pang less keen than thine.

Ah, base were he whose band could stain

Fair hospitality

With act so foul as thus to pain

A harmless guest like thee.

Pursue me not from spray to spray:

How shall I teach my tongue

Some sound that may to thee convey,

I did not do the wrong?

0 thatl knew, sweet innocent,

The language of thy kind,

Or could some lucid sign invent,

Fitting thy feeble mind!

This spot indignant do not quit;

Thy confidence replace;

And here with generous trust commit,

Once more, thy tender race.

For here thy young have oft before

Securely spread the wing:

O grant my shades one trial more,

Here pass one other spring.

Meanwhile this comfort I will take;

Not long thy woes shall last;

All hearts but rnan’s soon cease to ache:

Thy griefs shall soon be past.

For him whose hand hath broke thy rest,

Be this his curse through life:

A mind by the mild muse unblest,

Base care and vulgar strife.

The whole of this piece is very characteristic of our author, but

especially its close. The “ curse,” which would be so slight a thing to

him on whom it is invoked, is something terrible from the stand-point

of its invoker. To him the mild muse’s blessings are the best elements,

the redeeming features, of an otherwise unprofitable existence. Take

these away, and there remains the frightful fate of souls unenlightened

and unredeemed,—the common lot, indeed, but one of woe and death,

all the worse if unconscious, to which no savior can come, “the mild

muse” being banished forever: “base care and vulgar strife.” The

hottest indignation of a gentle spirit rises against the oppressor of

helpless innocence: he can wish his worst enemy no heavier doom than

this, safe to fulfil itself upon the spoiler of the nest.'

Fawcett had a passion for the nightingale, and sounded her praises

thus :

The soul of song mine ear receives!

Sure, the sweet deity of sound

To the still grove a lesson gives,

And feathered scholars listen round.
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And elsewhere, in what he calls a Sonnet:

No ause of joy thy lover, Nature, knows:

Thy varyin scenes but change his pure delight.

To his please ear successive music flows;

Successive beauty smiles to bless his sight.

Now the mute lark’s triumphant song is o’er,

Whose airy notes exulting climb the skies;

Now the grove‘s sleeping choristers no more

Pour forth their gladsome social melodies;

’Tis sweet to hear, 0 lonely bird of woe,

Melodious follower of the song of day,

Thy clear mellifluous lamentation flow,

The long-drawn sorrow of thy silver lay.

Now the lorn eye hath lost the solar beam,

All hail, thou paler lamp! ’tis sweet to mark

Thy shattered radiance quivering in the stream,

And thy meek, tender light o’erflow the dark.

Ah, ne’er for costly pleasures will I pine,

While Nature's unbought bliss and chaste delights are mine.

It is not likely that Matthew Arnold ever saw this unfamiliar

volume, but some lines here might almost have suggested his exquisite

“ Philomela.”

He does not like what he supposed to be the prevalent view of a

Future Existence :

No dormant state I hail, of flat repose,

Where ant no ardors, where no action glows;

No poo of standing life that always sleeps,

O'er whose still sea no breeze of s irit sweeps;

No scene, as priests describe the b iss above,

Of heavy calmness and of slumbering love;

Where useless saints on easy thrones recline,

And tune their idle wires to songs divine,

Relaxed in holy sloth, and piously supine.

He evidently did not approve good Bishop Ken’s proposal“incessant sing, and never tire.” But he l1as his own notions on this

subject, and evolves a faith from his spiritual instincts. In an Elegy

“ on the Loss of Friends” he concludes that

they cannot be extinct:

Such sacred essence ne’er can shrink to nought:

Who boasts the power on moral themes to think

O’er moral themes shall roll immortal thought.

To this fair hope my trusting bosom clin ;

Nought from its hold shall wrench my ast belief.

And in the next Elegy, “ Mortality and Hope,” he pursues a familiar

argument with pathetic earnestness:

Ye short-lived flowers, though swift ye pass away,

Compassion weeps not o’er your withering state:

Ye fade, but all unconscious of decay;

Ye fall, but fear not, as ye drop, your fate.



AN OVERLOOKED POET. 729

Nor yet, ye wildl tuneful, plumy throng,

Plains my sad ay 0’er your mortality:

Though Death’s black hour so soon must end your song,

Careless ye sing, nor know that hour is nigh.

’Tis man alone demands the Muse's sigh;

O'er man her ity sheds its tenderest shower:

Of all the count ess tribes that round him die,

The only prophet of his final hour!

In each shrunk leaf he sees the flower display,

Each falling sun that sinks to ocean’s bed,

He notes how swift his bloom shall fade away,

He marks how low his glory shall be laid.

To him who thus to life’s approaching close

Is doomed his mournful prospect to extend,

Ah, sure, in justice, equal Nature owes

A life where foresight shall descry no end.

Can this short span of being be his all?

Must minds, whose wishes shoot beyond the tomb,

Dash their bruised frames against confinement’s wall,

And droop, the prisoners of so scant a room?

Say, must I toil, year following year, to slay,

In all their coarser or their subtler forms,

The various follies on my peace that prey,

Only at length to fall the prey of worms?

When love of knowledge most intense shall glow,

When most I value Rea.son’s precious light,

Then must I cease, forever cease, to know?

Then, Reason’s lamp go out in endless night?

The noblest want which Nature knows to raise,

Say, shall she leave alone without its food?

Leave, while each lower thirst her care allays,

Unslaked the lofty wish for boundless good?

Shall souls, equipped with wondrous powers to fly

Through the vast tracts of Truth’s and Virtue’s reign,

Be ne’er allowed to sail this glorious sky,

Caged in this narrow life, and winged in vain?

Cease, cease, my song, to mourn the lot of man;

Revoke the murmur, and recall the tear.

It cannot be, that Nature’s faultless plan

To him alone denies a suited sphere.

The eagle pinions of this active mind,

Though now a little space enclose their flights,

At length the firmament they ask shall find,

And soar, without control, celestial heights.

I have abridged this considerably, and not improved it thereby.

But life is short, and quotations may be too long. Perhaps he had in

mind the splendid passage of Marcus Aurelius, xii. 5. Compare this

with the last verse but one above: “How can it be, that the gods,

paveisg arranged all things well and benevolently for men, have neg

ect this alone,” etc.
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These ele ies of our author seem to deserve more attention than they

have receiv . There are ten of them, at the beginning of his book

(1798). The first deplores “The Fate of Sensibility,” by which he

means the poetic temperament. This contains, he says, the largest

capabilities of bliss and woe. It owns the universe : for it suns rise and

set, linnets sing, and thunder rolls: for it Homer sang and heroes

died. If it is good, it makes more out of Virtue than ordinary people

can ; if as successful as it ought to be in its love-affairs,

Then shalt thou throw around the earth thine eye,

Nor aught that wakes thy faintest envy see;

But, pitying all beneath this ample sky,

Deem the wide world of bliss comprest in thee.

But, on the other hand, it is not apt to do well in business; and

unless somebody kindly provides it with a modicum of the beggarly

elements, it may come to grief.

The Muses’ sons no knee to Mammon bend ;

No smiles from Mammon bless the Muses’ train.

"Pia seldom Fortune's rays with Fancy’s blend:

Ill suit the arts of song with arts of gain.

And that is bad, for it is proud, and cannot beg :

No hand of thine, proud sufferer, e’er shall try

Want's faint and fearful knock at Grandeur’s door.

Nor only this: it is liable to be unkindly treated:

Thy social tenderness, thy social truth,

Ah, who from social agonies shall guard?

And if it should be so unlucky as to misplace its young alfections,

that is the worst yet; for to it

Love has no mean—'tis madness, or ’tis heaven.

The best advice he can give it in view of these dreadful possibill

ties is, under no circumstances to commit suicide. Some justificatwn

for this caution may be found in his next subject, “The Calamitles of

Love.”

There was Mr. Hackman, who killed one faithless fair, and Major

André, “ whose bark the vast Atlantic ploughed” to seek recovery 01‘

escape from the wound inflicted by another. The poet, being pelzhaps

in sympathy with our side of the Revolutionary War, is not satisfied

with the way in Which André won his death :

Too soon he falls: but not as fall the brave.

Oblivious darkness, blot the inglorious dayl

Sad Pity sits and weeps upon his grave,

While blushing Honor turns his eye away.

In two more elegies we have similar topics. Here is “ Disappointed

Love,” whose victim took it very hard indeed:
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'Twas not in anxious friendship’s soothing aid,

’Twas not in potent medicine's lenient art,

Of fixt desppir to raise the drooping head,

To heal t e bruises of a wounded heart.

Loathing his food, and longing for his grave,

He nursed the dreadful appetite of death.

In this course he cannot be wholly excused, though he had provoca

tions. It was an affair of long standing: the lady had been “the

fairy mistress of his baby breast.” But her parents induced her to

marry a wealthier suitor; which was very wrong in them, and all

parties came to regret it. It was, in fact, no better than a pagan

sacrifice, and afibrds an awful warning to the worldly-minded:

Inhuman fathers! who to Hymen’s fans

The lovely victims of your avarice lead;

Decked by your mocking hands with trappings vain,

To writhe in ribbands, and in pomp to bleed.

Then, by an example of “ The Mistaken Fair,” young ladies are

exhorted to

Hear who his tale with glowing plainness frames,

With speechless breaks and unembellished phrase;

Or whose soft sighs betray his hidden flames,

And eyes in silence eloquently gaze.

That is probably good advice to this day, if they would only heed it.

The others are less mawkish. There is one on “ Solitude ;” one on

“The Miseries of a Guilty Mind,” shown in the owner of a fine estate,

of which the spectator had more enjoyment than he; and one “ On

Revisiting the Scenes of Early Life.” In this he invokes his youth

ful enthusiasms:

Give me again in all men to confide;

Again sus icion from my breast be driven!

Still would fview my kind with generous pride,

And deem the word of man the word of Heaven.

But he wisely falls back on solider moral possessions :

Come, Virtue, when all other joys retreat,

Still constant found! And smiling Friendship, come!

And beauteous Truth l—now gaudier beams have set,

Gild, with your mild and lunar rays, my gloom.

But in the course of this elegy he intimates, to our surprise, a low

view of the tender passion :

Resume, blest Lunacy, thy pleasing swayl

and recalls

Those dear, delirious, agitated days.

This is surely unworthy of a poet who has had so much that was

pathetic and improving to say on the subject.
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Fawcett’s elegies (including another series yet to be mentioned

are the most interesting of his poems. From a long piece heade

“ Change,” a few lines on Dean Swift’s madness may be cited:

Behold the hard, the scholar, and the sage,

A stock in torpor, or a beast in rage!

Who shone by turns in Truth’s and Fancy’s school,

A fury burns, or dies into a fool.

Is that the deep discerner, whose swift thought

Elusive Truth with quickest seizure can ht,

Whose idiot eyes without distinction rol ,

Unsearching fix, nor dart one ray of soul?

Our author was in France in 1792, was present at the ceremonies

of July 14, and hailed the Revolution with an Ode, some of whose

sentiments read rather qneerly in the light of subsequent events:

Immortal glory mark the splendid hour

That proved o'er Vice almighty Virtue’s power!

-i * * -It * *

Hail then, virtuous convocation,

Wisely met, 1llumined nation!

He is careful to remind us of the date of this elfusion, and to say that

his approval does not extend “ to any of the transactions by which the

cause of liberty in France was afterwards disgraced.” He visits the

gardens at Versailles, and opines that

Imperial might hath toiled, with vast expense,

To ive the tortured sight complete olfence;

To id 9. labored blank of grace ap ear,

Superbly pleasureless, and trimly rear.

‘X’ * * ~X- *

I hear the Genius moan, as round I rove,

Of each methodically wounded grove;

And to the peasant/s wail, and prisoner’s sigh,

The bleeding Dryad joins her plaining cry.

* * -1- * *

Oppressive Art erects her iron throne,

And injured Nature mourns her freedom gone.

Thence he goes to the gardens of Ermenonville, which he likes much

better, and wastes some admiring regrets over the tomb of Rousseau,

“of all the world the friend and fugitive.”

His satire called “ The Art of Poetry, according to the Latest Im

provements,” had appeared prior to 1798. The object of verse-mak1I_1g,

according to this, is “ Faults to escape, not beauties to attain.” Brief

extracts will suflicez

O sing not thou, in animated lays,

Immortal Truth’s or radiant Virtue’s praise!

Such ardent splendors dart a. scorching ray,

To tender sight intolerable day.

* * -1- -X’ * *
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With clear description let the laboring strain

Some curious engine curiously explain.

<I- * * ‘X’ * *

Sweep with a daring hand the sounding string,

And the Mechanic Powers sublimely sing!

The Wheel and Axis tunefully display;

Balance the Lever in the steady lay;

Soaring to heights no muse before e’er flew,

Paint the retentive vigor of the Screw;

The obscurer workings of the Wedge rehearse,

And bid the Pulley lift its weights in verse!

(This was apropos of “Botanic Gardens” and the like.)

In his blest pages countless charms conspire,

Whose title-page contains that charm, Es uire!

But if, by kings enriched, illustrious bloo

Roll through the man of rhyme its noble flood,

Heavens! in the verse what matchless beauty glows,

What fancy flashes, and what music flows!

Fawoett belonged in spirit to the Peace Society, and laid most stress

upon his anti-war verses; though in this the reader will hardly agree

with him. By these he is “ chiefly ambitions to be distinguished as a

poet.” His longest production, “The Art of War,” which had been

previously published, was revised and added to his other poems in

1798, under the title “ Civilized War.” Blank verse, in the hands of

minor bards, is usually very blank; and this is further oppressed by

an earnestness which has the upper hand not only of its art, but of the

author’s usual moderation and fairness. This will do for a sample:

The coward kills, himself with terror dead;

A trembling hero, made by fear to dare.

Afraid to fight, yet more afraid to fly,

The prisoner of his post compelled e stands;

Now still, save in his trembling joints; now moves,

A meek machine obedient to command:

Until at length mechanic confidence

From frequent misses of the levelled death

Gradual he draws; and from the tumult round him

Catches a wildness, that all thought at once

And terror swallows in its giddy whirl.

It closes with an apostrophe:

How long shall it be thus ?—Say, Reason, say,

When shall thy long minority expire?

When shall thy dilatory kingdom come?

Haste, royal infant, to thy manhood spring!

Almighty, when mature, to rule mankind.

‘Veak are the outward checks, that would supply

Thy bridle’s space within the secret heart.

Thine is the majesty; the victory thine,

For thee reserved, 0’er all the wrongs of life.

* * * * To thee

All might belongs: leap to thy ripened years!

Mount thine immortal throne, and sway the world!
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The substance of this was afterwards distributed into eleven “War

Elegies,” which appeared in 1801, three years before Fawoett’s death.

His prime seems already somewhat past, for these are not equal to the

best of his former pieces. But his principles and feelings are un

changed. His Deity has still two incarnations, of nearly or quite equal

value,—Humanity and Nature; the poet owns the same loyal rever

ence for both, and starts with the same indignant horror when either

the smiling landscape or the breathing form is marred. Years before

he had written thus on a murderer hung in chains in a retired country

place:

Ye who direct the social state,

Which tauntingly ye civil call,

Who whip the crimes yourselves create,

Yourse ves most criminal of all:

Irreverent of life’s sacred flame,

Who, when a wretch your law has broke,

Without one effort to reclaim,

Reprove by stern destruction’s stroke:

Cannot the city’s ample room

Your polity’s dark frowns confine,

That thus they spread their angry gloom

Where loveliest Nature smiles benign?

And fail thy shades, sweet Solitude,

From social ills to screen my view?

Here must the odious forms intrude?

Hither my tortured eye pursue?

He had imagined (improbably enough) that death remived added

bitterness to the criminal from the charms of the scene on which he

looked his last:

The first otfender thus his eye

O’er Eden’s forfeit beauties threw,

And. heaving sorrow’s deepest sigh,

Breathed to his bowers a long adieu.

So now (in the “ War Elegies”) to heighten, by doubling, the catas

trophe, he paints a lovely scene, presently to be deformed by human

rage :

Ah, what though Nature kindly smile on all?

Man stands between, and flings on all his shade!

Regardless of the teachings of sky and meadow, blind to the mementos

of peace and love around them, the “ liveried rufians meet 1”

l

They come to rend the air with horrid roar,

To hush the warbling grove’s melodious lay,

Pollute the earth's fresh green with hideous gore,

And with black smoke soil the clear blue of day!

That, you see, is the tragedy of it. It is too bad that the grass should

be trampled down; and dead men certainly do not improve a land

scape. They might have found a less romantic spot to kill each Other
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in,—say a back street, or a hotel parlor. That they should kill each

other at all is also bad,—very bad : that adds element number two to -

the tragedy. But to do it in such a pretty place, when they were made

capable of appreciating its beauty,—there comes in the full horror. It

must make them feel so much worse to die with all these crushed wild

flowers and bloody streams about them.

By Nature framed to see, with glistening eyes,

Her faded scene full oft its youth renew,

They haste to leave these life-alluring skies,

And bid this garden-orb a wild adieu.

This is the moral of the first War Elegy, “ The Battle.” The

second, “ The Siege,” is like unto it. The third celebrates “Famine,”

and tells us how .

Though Heaven’s prime curse of thistlea and of thorns

Labor revokes from earth’s forgiven fields,

the revocation is made null by man’s perversity. The next is on

“Victory,” and is very severe on the singing of Te Denms and the

like. Then we have a “ Mourning Maid,” whose lover has been slain,

and a “Despairing Mother,” who committed suicide rather than see

her children starve. Then he welcomes “ Winter,” because “it stills

the wilder tempest of mankind.”

After “The Recruit” comes “ The Impress,” a doleful illustration

of a vile practice long happily disused. A rural husband and father,

going to London to sell his produce, is seized by the press-gang, and

drowned in a resolute efibrt to escape. The scene closes with an ap

proach to tragic sublimity: the poet thus, with fine fanaticism, offering

consolation to the agonized widow:

While lorn thou weep’st thy loved associate dead,

Smile on his fli ht from battle’s guilty plain.

No brother's bloc his harmless arm hath shed:

Clean are his hands from glorious murder‘s stain.

In \Var’s vast world of pangs no sin le groan

Arrai us his missile ball or lifted bIade;

He ma e no children orphans but his own,

And thou the only widow he hath made.

After this is “ The Soldier’s School,” which represents a ood man

taking to that bad business, and by it roughened, demora ized, de

humanized, and unfitted for normal ways of life: at last he comes

home and turns bandit; accustomed to blood,

His pistolled hand shall check the traveller’s way,

And wage the wars that ask the veil of night.

And finally “ The Penitent ;” one who has been a soldier, crippled

and converted, spends his evenings under a gallows, counting _himself

worse than the felon whose bones hang there, and eating his bread

with tears.
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It is needless to point out that a good deal of this is somewhat

' overdone. The individual combatant is not exactly a murderer, and,

bad as all war is, all wars do not quite deserve the wholesale condem

nation here poured out upon them. There is something to be said on

the other side, which our peace-lover in his zeal has overlooked. His

own instincts might l1ave taught him that much : his own delight in

the bright page where heroes shine a ainl

Where the great energies of enerous sou s

Repeat their glorious scorn of eath and pain.

As well, surely, show those qualities in a fair fight, as under Diocletian

or Torquemada. They were men that slew each other “on Troy’s

bright plains” and all over classic Italy, and they deserve a share,

however lessened by their less humanitarian light, of whatever blame

is due to us who did the same thing lately at Gettysburg and all over

the South, and who are still so eager to go to war with almost anybody
about almost anything. I

But Fawcett was an honest man and a philanthropist, and may be

pardoned if in this one instance his intelligence was a little clouded by

his zeal for humanity and conscience. He says in the preface to these

War Elegies, “ Having thus discharged all the power which the

Author of my nature has been pleased to bestow upon me at this great

enemy of mankind, I have at once procured for myself some relief

from a load of indignation that has long oppressed my soul, and the

pride to reflect, that my intention, if not my execution, entitles me to

the gratitude of the public, whether I be destined to reap it or not.”

Herein he has “combined whatever poetical worth I have with that

moral merit without which that which is simply literary is of com

paratively little value.” And of his first poem, “ The Art of War,” he

wrote, in 1798, “ However humble a place in the scale of poetical ex

cellence his readers shall ultimately allot him, it will ever be a source

of proud satisfaction to him to remember that the first poetical efi'0l‘t

he submitted to the public eye was neither a simple attempt to amuse

the fancy, nor to soothe the heart, but an indignant endeavor to tear

away the splendid disguise which it has been the business of poets, "1

all nations and ages, to throw over the most odious and deformed of

all the practices by which the annals of what is called civilized society

have been disgraced.”

The mildest fate of those who urge unpopular reforms, or attack

popular idols and institutions, is to be either pooh-poohed or disre

garded. The latter was Fawcett’s lot. The public and the cr1_t16

alike passed him by. Those who must have read him at the t1_IIle

“died and made no sign” of the fact. He has no place in anthologlesi

in notices of minor poets. Allibone had heard of his sermons, but not

of his verses. If the present scribe remembers aright, the lines “I0

a Robin” were reprinted some years ago, with comments, in a oertalll

_Weekly paper; but for that, the above extracts will be as new, t0 9;“

mtents and purposes, to this generation as if they had never been 111

type before.>

R 1l[. B.
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350035 of ti): same.

The aptitude of Marie Corelli for inventing titles would

The Highly Atom, alone bring fame to a novelist of much less power. The

3! "Iris cI="11i- Sorrows of Satan,—how compact and alluring! Cameos,

how appropriate for a volume of short stories! and now

The lllighly Atom,—a taking phrase drawn from science to christen a book at

war with science.

The story of this last of the Lippincott publications by the queen’s favorite

author is a slender one, but the moral allusively inculcated is the wisdom of

holding fast to the old reliable creed and of joining education inseparably with

religion. The dedication, with its stinging sarcasm, would make a good résu-mé

of the purpose of the book: “ To those self-styled ‘ Progressivists,’ who by pre

cept and example assist the infamous cause of education without religion, and

who, by promoting the idea, borrowed from French atheism, of denying to the

children in board-schools and elsewhere, the knowledge and love of God as the

true foundation of noble living, are guilty of a worse crime than murder.”

In illustration of such a text we are introduced to the aristocratic house

hold of John Valliscourt, Esquire, of Valliscourt, which consists of that over

bearing and learned man, with his little son, fast turning into a prig, and his

wife, a shadowy but lovely character, also suffering under domestic tyranny.

The boy has a jolly orthodox tutor who has just been given notice to leave,

owing to his love of the open air and his opposition to Li0nel’s hard tasks.

Lionel runs away for a whole day between the leaving and coming tutors, and

makes the acquaintance of the sexton of Combruartin Church, who is busy with

a grave. As he talks “in grown-up wise” to the old grave-digger the latter’s

little daughter appears, and Lionel’s young heart is touched. He has been

taught that death is extinction, that the Bible is fiction, that the Church is a

remnant of a decayed superstition, and that God is The Mighty Atom. All

that he beholds and hears from the sexton and his lovely Jessamine contradicts

this; and, longing as he does for the things suited to his childhood, his young

mind is shaken and the spiritual light begins to flow into its darkness. Professor

Cadman-Gore, his new tutor, is astonished at his searching queries, and finds it

expedient to suppress a mind which pierces his hard scientific axioms. The

dénouement of the tale is naturally tragic; but in pursuing its course it gathers

much of tranquil English charm of landscape and lowly life, and makes a

sterling and alluring plea for the ideal as distinguished from the uninspired real.

Miss Corelli has done her great reputation, which rests on such striking novels

as The Sorrows of Satan and Barabbaa, no discredit in this her last and one of

her best books.

Rarely has The Duchess put forth a more dashing love

A“ U“"'j'r'°‘°" story than An Unsatisfactory Lover, which is just reprinted

Lover. By The _ , _ _ _

Dacha", by the L1pp1ncotts from their magazme. It is a tale of

Irish society, with all the esprit and wit of that green isle,

combined with the mastery in story-telling which The Duchess wields so gra

ciously. Terry O’More is the heroine, christened Terentia by a mother who

thus perpetuated the name of a devoted spouse. There are two brothers of

Von. LVII.-47
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Terry, and a rich and stingy old aunt, and a married cousin who determines to

involve Terry in a match with Mr. Trefusis,—a promising cast of characters,

who play their parts with the alert action and the urbanity of a Daly comedy.

Terry has a will of her own, and the plot to marry her has an unforeseen termi

nation, but she is happy at last, and so is the delighted reader. It is a treat to

pick up such a. book amid the dearth of literature made to entertain, and Lip

pincott’s Series of Select Novels will gain much by including it.

The introduction of a new historian of Pennsylvania, and

The Making of so eloquent and able a one as Mr. Sydney George Fisher

:;‘;‘l"Y}"“‘;i'_‘1‘l-G BIA" proves himself to be, is a signal occurrence which calls for

men,:':', the Pops: hearty thanks to the publishers, J. B. Lippincott Company.

min and on For. The volume just issued is entitled The lifalring of Pennsyl

mm" Iflfl“=M=l vania, and this is in truth a very apt description of the

::a;::::::t (:‘,‘°u:: work. Beginning with the earliest discoverers in this

‘marten sum, latitude, Hudson and Cabot, and graphically detailing the

By Sydney Gwrse origin of the Dutch, Swedish, and English colonies on the

n'h"'B'A' Delaware, Mr. Fisher manages to mingle with his salient

facts both humor and style, We have such passages as the

following: “ Printz was a jolly good fellow; and is described by De Vries, one

of the Dutch patroons, as weighing four hundred pounds and taking three drinks

at every meal. It may be added, in mitigation of this statement, that Printz

was at that time at Fort Elsingborg, lower down the Delaware, where he had

fired at De Vries’ ship until she surrendered;” and evidences of this jocose

vein, which reminds us pleasantly of Irving, are scattered throughout the well

chosen text.

The keen research of the author has given him so clear a grasp of the sub

ject that his generalizations often rise to an eloquent condensation unusual in

the treatment of so dry a subject as local history. An instance of this is pre

sented in the paragraph describing the characteristics of the first settlers: “ The

Dutchman builds trading-posts and lies in his ship off shore to collect furs.

The gentle Swede settles on the soft, rich meadow lands, and his cattle wax fat

and his barns are full of hay. The Frenchman enters the forest, sympathim

with its inhabitants, and turns halfsavage to please them. All alike bow before

the wilderness and accept it as a fact. But the Englishman destroys it. . . .

He grasped at the continent from the beginning, and but for him the oak and

the pine would have triumphed and the prairies still be in possession of the

Indian and the buffalo."

It is Mr. Fisher’s plan to search out the springs of action of each of the

adventurous peoples who came to the Delaware, as a first step towards deeper

knowledge of the whole movement, and he has gone far afield with learning

which has enabled him to analyze traits and identify individuals so that we

have in his comprehensive volume an epitome of our early growth by races

rather than collectively as has always hitherto been the case. An example of the

author’s curious knowledge is given in the following extract, which refers to an

immemorial meeting-place of the Indians on the neck of land between the

rivers: “Penn reserved a small plot of land on the east side of Second Streel

near Walnut to which the Indians could continue to resort and build their

camp-fires. The land is still there, vacant and without a building, in the midst

of one of the great cities of the world, and held in trust for its owners, who
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will never come.” Mr. Fisher is another added to the growing list of Phila

delphia authors of whom we may be truly proud.

How w Red ohm Perhaps there is no subject about which we are informed

,,,,,,,_ A m,,,,.1 for less scientifically than that of the food we eat and its effect

Mothers, Nurm. upon us. That it is of the first importance, that mental as

:::i:h;'i;i:::;l3Y well as physical life depends upon our sane usage of the

' ‘ foods provided by Nature, is a proposition which cannot be

disputed. Yet even so all-important a factor as the earliest feeding of infants

is too often treated from the stand-point of tradition or superstition, and the

race loses in this wise in strength, mental vigor, and number.

The book under notice, How to Feed Children, by Louise E. Hogan, supplies

in a concise and perfectly understandable manner all that is needed for an in

telligent treatment of the subject by mothers, nurses, and physicians. It cites

the highest authorities in the specialty of infant diseases, and gives such

scientific data as are necessary, made plain by simple statement in common

terms. Besides the direct advice about mother’s milk, weaning, nursing, foods,

hours of feeding, and methods of sterilization, there is a large section of the

book devoted to foods and their preparation,—a brief cook-book for the nursery,

—whieh is admirable in detail and in comprehensive reach.

There is undoubtedly a wide field for such a hand-book, and many a

mother, struggling blindly with the rearing of her infant, will welcome it as a

household friend. The Messrs. Lippincott have made it enduring and present

able in type, size, and binding.

The charm of French provincial life and scenery is pictured

InQ.uutoftheIdcal- very rarely in modern fiction. It is an exclusive and re

ly I‘€°“d'Ti“""“' fined existence in a paradise made by hand, and, as all

Translated by . . . . .

Elma” Belkm, France is divided for most of us into Pans, we are too often

Gilmour. ignorant that the midland society has its sylvan pleasures,

its hunts and sports and farming and villa functions, just

as mid-England has.

This pastoral novel, translated from the French of Léon de Tinseau by

Florence Belknap Gilmour, and just put forth by the J. B. Lippincott Company,

is an epitome of the country life of the beautiful French provinces, in which

love and modern theories and politics and the latest news from Paris go hand

in hand with a plot exciting enough to carry the reader forward, but not too

intense to prevent him from lingering over the passages in which Thomassin the

socialist and reformer holds forth against his gentler antagonists. The quiet

loveliness of Louise Montgodfroy stands as a foil to the masculine activity of

her mother, and the love at first sight inspired in La Houssaye by Antoinette

Louarn lends a romantic touch to the rest, which clings to it as to a central

motive. The translation is not without faults, but it has been done with spirit,

and In Quest of the Ideal is a. story which will be kept within reach after it is

read and re-read.

The interest in all out-door subjects is noticeably increasing

A m“"“‘“‘l °‘ N,°"“' with the growth of self-examination which marks both

;:'";,_°::m 1;';:;_' individuals and nations at the present time. Hence it is

way. that the native wild flowers, trees, geology, and birds are

commoner studies to-day than a generation ago. To keep

step with this demand as it relates to ornithology the Lippincotts have issued
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The Birds About Us, by Dr. Abbott, and Our Own Birds, giving the popular

side of the subject, which deals with sentiment and anecdote, and they now

issue a new edition of the standard scientific work, A Jllanual of North Amer

ican Birds, by Robert Ridgway, which supplies the most exact information in

the most concise and direct form.

Since the publication of the first edition, eight years ago, ninety-one species

and subspecies of birds have been added to the North American fauna, and

these have been included in the list given in this edition, and introduced into

the finding keys by which the species of any bird is readily identified. A key

to the use of this key is provided, and in all respects the present volume is up

to date, containing everything that experience and knowledge could add to the

former edition. A capital portrait of Prof. Spencer F. Baird serves as frontie

piece, and four hundred and four outline drawings of the generic characters

complete the volume.
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FROM CLUE TO GLIMAX.

CHAPTER I.

‘HE milkman left a can of milk on the front veranda and drove on

to the next house in the street. The iceman came along half an

hour later, looked curiously at the closed door, as he unfastened the

hooks from a block of ice, and rapped loudly on the step, but no one

came to answer his call.

An hour later a young man sleeping in the front room down-stairs

awoke suddenly and sat up in bed. He was astonished to note that

the sunlight on the carpet extended from the window far into the room,

indicating that the sun had risen above the tall buildings across the

street. He felt a strange heaviness in his head, and a desire to lie

down again, but he shook off the feeling, and rose and began to dress.

What could be the matter? The little clock on his dressing-case

gointed to ten. What had caused him to oversleep? Why had Mr.

trong not waked him as usual? The old man was always up with

the sun, and had never allowed him to sleep later than eight.

The young man hurriedly put on his trousers, thrust his feet into

his slippers, and drew aside the portiere that hung between his room

and his uncle’s. Strong’s bed was in the right-hand corner of the

room, and Whidby could see the back part of his head and one side

of his gray whiskers.

Whidby called to him softly, but Strong did not stir. Whidby

called again, and stamped his foot, but still the old man remained

motionless.

“That’s queer,” murmured “'hidby, as he approached the bed.

Strong's face was towards the window; his eyes were open; a ghastly

smile was on his face. He was dead. Whidhy saw that by the awful

pallor of his face, which made each hair of the beard stand out as if

under a magnifying glass. For a moment Whidby stood as if turned

739
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to stone; then he drew down the sheet, which had been drawn up

closely under the old man’s chin, and saw the long deep gash in the

throat and the dark clots of the blood which had soaked into the

mattress.

Whidby was strangely calm. In an instant he had decided on a

course of action. He stepped to the telephone across the room, and

looked over the directory; then he rang, and held the receiver to his

car.

“Hello,” he said, “that's the central oflice, isn't it? Well, all

right ; one seventy-six on four eighty-two, please.”

“ Well, what is it ?” presently came from the telephone.

“ Is that Police Head-Quarters ‘P’

U ‘res’?!

“I am Alfred Whidby, 278 Leighton Avenue. A horrible thing

has occurred here during the night. I have just discovered that

my uncle, Mr. Strong,—Richard N. Strong, the banker,——has been

murdered. Come and attend to it.”

There was a silence, broken by a low, indistinct mnrmuring as if

people were talking at the other end of the wire ; then the reply came:

“ All right; as soon as we can get there.”

Then Whidby hung up the receiver, and rang the bell. He went

back into his room, put on his shirt, collar, and necktie, and brushed

his hair. His head still felt heavy and ached a little. The electric

cars were whirring past the house, and a blind man was playing 811

accordion a few doors away. There was a crunching step on the

gravelled walk near his window: Whidby raised the sash and looked

out. It was Matthews, the gardener.

Seeing Whidby, he touched his hat, stopped, and asked after Mr

Strong. Wl1idby made no reply, but sat down on the window-sill and

stared at the old man. He was wondering if the police would prefer

for him to keep the news from the gardener. It was the look of slow

astonishment coming into Matthews’s eyes that made him decide what

to say.

“Matthews,” he said, “something has happened; I can tell you

that much, but that is all. I have telephoned the police; you’d better

not come in till they get here. If I were you I’d go on with my

work: the rose-bushes near the fountain need trimming.”

Matthews stared and started to speak, but Whidby withdrew, Sat

down on the side of his bed, and tried to collect his thoughts. sud

denly he was roused by a sharp ring at the door-bell. Whidby’s heart

sank, and he was all in a quiver, but he rose calmly and went to the

door. It was a boy with the morning paper. He held also a bill!!!

his hand, and wanted to collect the money due to him for delivering

the paper for the month past, but \Vhidby sent him away, and Stoqd

for several minutes in the door-way watching the crowd passing 111

the street. Then he closed the door, and went into his uncle’s room

and walked restlessly to and fro at the foot of the bed. Suddenly he

stopped at the telephone and rang the bell.

“One seventy-five on four ei ht -t o l ” he said.“ Hello there,” was the reply? y W , P ease,
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“ Well?” asked Whidby.

“ You are one seventy-six instead of one seventy-five, aren’t you ?”

“Yes. Did I say one seventy-five‘? I meant one seventy-six.”

“ All right; there you are, Mr. Whidby.”

“Whidby!” thought the young man. “ I wonder how he knew

my name. Ah, he must have overheard me speaking to the police.”

The bell rang.

“Hello,” said Whidby. “ Is that Police Head-Q,uarters ?”

“Yes. What is it?”

“ This is Alfred Whidby’, 278 Leighton Avenue-—”

“ I know; but what is wrong now?”

“I telephoned you about the murder up here. Aren’t you going

to send some one to see about it ?”

“That was only a few minutes ago, Mr. ‘Vhidby, and it is over

two miles. Captain Welsh has just left with Mr. Minard Hendricks,

the famous New York detective, who happens to be in town.”

“Ah, I see,” said Whidby: “the time drags with me, you know.

I am all alone."

“I understand. Good-by.”

“ Good-by.”

The young man turned and walked round the bed for another look

at Strong’s face. Surely, he thought, that weird smile and the twinkle

in the dead man’s eyes were the most remarkable things ever connected

with a murder case. He could not bear to look at the face, so he went

into his own room. He wondered what had caused him to oversleep.

He went to his bed and smelt the pillows to see if he could detect traces

of chloroform. He had decided that he could not have been drugged,

when the bell of a passing car caught his ear. He knew that the car

had stopped in front of the house by the whirring, chromatic sound as

it started on again. Then he heard steps on the veranda and went to

the door.

CHAPTER II.

IT was Captain Welsh, the Chief of Police, and Mr. Minard

Hendricks, the detective from New York. The latter scarcely nodded

when he was introduced to Whidby. His sharp, gray eyes, under

massive, shaggy brows, rested on the key which he had just heard

Whidby turn in the lock.

“Has no one been out at this door this morning?” he asked,

abruptly.

“No,” stammered Whidby,—‘_‘ yes; that is, I came to answer the

ring of a newsboy a moment ago.”

“ And you locked the door after he left?”

“ Ya’?!

“Why did you do it?” The detective’s eyes were roving about

the veranda, hall, and yard, but his tone sounded sharp and to the

point. Whidby felt that he was waiting for a reply.

“ I don’t know,” replied the young man, helplessly. “ I suppose I
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was excited, and it seemed to me that it would be best to keep curious

people out till you came.”

“ Certainly,” remarked Captain Welsh ; but the detective went on

with a frown :

“ Was the door unlocked when you opened it for the newsboy ?”

“ I-—I’n1 afraid I can’t remember,” answered \Vhidby.

“ That is unfortunate,” said Hendricks. “ Where is the body ?”

“This way,” replied Whidby. “ The second door on the right.”

The detective opened the door, and the others followed him to the

bed. He looked long and silently at the face of the dead man; then

he said, “Has any one touched this sheet since you discovered the

murder?”

“ I drew it down to see where he was wounded. If I had

thought ”

“No matter,” replied the detective, and he lifted the sheet and

examined the gash. Then he replaced it carefully, and asked, “ How

was the sheet arranged when you found him ?”

“Just as it is now, I think,” said Whidby. “Just as if the mur

derer had replaced it with both hands, one on each side, as you did.”

“ Stand where you are,” Hendricks suddenly ordered. He raised

the window-shade, went down on hands and knees, and made a

minute examination of the carpet. Then he rose and surveyed the

room. “ Where did you sleep?” he asked.

Whidby pointed to the portiere. “ In that room.”

The detective drew the heavy curtains aside.

“ You came through here this morning?” he asked.

“ Ya.”

Hendricks looked at Whidby’s bed. “Slept later this morning

than usual, eh ?” he asked.

“Yes; I don’t know what was the matter with me. I felt heavy

headed and dizzy when I awoke.”

Captain Welsh nodded knowingly, but said nothing. '

“ You telephoned as soon as you discovered the body?” Hendrlcks

went on.

H Yes.”

“ Where do you get your meals?”

“ Here, usually ; but to-day the cook is away on leave of absence

Uncle and I were going over to the Randolph, the restaurant on the

corner, for our meals till she returned.”

“Have you eaten anything this morning?”

U NO-H

“ Well, you’d better go: we’ll look after everything and telephone

the coroner.”

“All right,” replied Whidby. He turned to the wash-stand and

filled a basin from a pitcher of water. “ In my excitement I forgot to

wash my face and hands.” _

“Stop!” cried Hendricks, and he caught Whidby’s arm as 1115

bands were almost in the water. “Pardon me, but you’ve stained

your fingers somehow.”

The young man stared at his right hand in surprise. There was 3
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faint red smudge on the thumb and fingers. “Why,” he said, “I

don’t see how it could have got there, unless—— I wonder i ”

Whidby turned quickly into the other room and bent over Strong’s

bed. “Ah,” he cried to the others. “See! I must have got it from

the corner of the sheet when I put it back ; you see there is blood on

the under side."

The detective had followed Whidby no further than the portiere,

where he stood indiiferently watching the young man’s movements.

“Yes, from the sheet or this curtain,” he replied, pointing to an

almost invisible spot of blood on the portiere.

“ Then the fellow must have been in my room too,” said Whidby,

W0nderingly.

“ And just after the deed was done,” Hendricks remarked.

The young man stared at the detective curiously as he returned to

the wash-stand and took olf his coat. “Look,” he cried to him, “ here

is some of it on my cuff.”

“I noticed that,” replied the detective. “It is a drop of blood.

Perhaps you had better detach the cut? and give it to me. You did

not sleep in that shirt?”

“No.” \Vhidby gave him the cuff.

“ \Vhere did you lay the shirt last night when you took it otf?”

“On that chair near my bed,” answered Whidby.

“That’s all you can do for us,” said Hendricks. “You’d better

go to breakfast.”

Whidby crossed the street and entered the restaurant on the corner.

He took a seat at the table the farthest from the door, and ordered

some eggs, coffee, rolls, and butter; but he found that he had no appe—

tite, and he drank his coifee when it was so hot that it burnt his lips.

Then he bought a newspaper, and sat for ten minutes gazing at it

absently.

On his return home he found the yard filled with a crowd of

curious people. Some of them stood on the veranda near the windows.

The door was closed. Whidby tried the knob, but it was locked.

Turning, he saw Matthews coming round the corner of the house.

“ Captain Welsh asked me to send you in at the reardoor,” the man

said. “ They’re goin’ to hold a inquest on ’im.”

Whidby followed the gardener into the house. How he disliked

to see the body again, and the strange smile on the dead man's face!

But there was no help for it. He must do what he could towards bring

ing the criminal to justice.

The atmosphere of Strong’s room was so close that Whidby could

hardly breathe, and the perfume from the conservatory sickened him.

The coroner and jury had arrived. Indeed, they seemed to bewaiting

for him. He sat down near a window. He wondered what they would

ask him, and if he could make intelligent replies.

The coroner opened the proceedings with a few words to the jury,

and Whidby thought they stared at him furtively whenever his name

was mentioned. Then his testimony was called for, and Whidby felt

that he was repeating word for word the account he had given Hen

dricks a short while before.
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The detective rose next and told in careful detail how the police

had been called to the telephone by Whidby and first informed of the

murder ; how the young man had met him and \Velsh at the door, and

what was said about whether the door was locked. He spoke of the

blood-stain on Whidby’s hand, and produced the cuff with the drop

of blood on it. It was his opinion, he said, that tl1e cuff could not

have been worn at the time it received the drop, nor for at least half

an hour afterwards, for, as the jury could see, the blood had dried in

such a shape as to prove that it had remained motionless for some

time. Mr. Whidby had said that the shirt with the cufi‘ attached had

lain on a chair near his bed all night.

Then the coroner called for Whidby’s night-shirt, and the jury

passed it from one to the other and examined it carefully. At that

moment Whidby rose to call attention to the blood on the portiere, and

on the corner of the sheet, which he thought Hendricks and Captain

Welsh had forgotten to mention, but the coroner ordered him, rather

coldly, to sit down.

Matthews was next called, but he could testify to nothing except

that he slept in the cottage behind the house and had not waked during

the night. Then the coroner requested Whidby and Matthewsto leave

the room, and Whidby went into the library across the hall and closed

the door behind him.

He sat down and tried to collect his thoughts, but it was impossible.

Half an hour went by. He heard the jury tramp through the hall, cross

the veranda, and go out at the gate. Then Matthews rapped on the door.

“Come in,” said Whidby.

“ Two undertakers are waitin’ outside, sir,” said the servant. “They

both want the job. I tol’ ’em I’d see you about it.”

“ Use your judgment; engage one of them. I can’t attend to it.”

Whidby called to the old man as he was closing the door. “ What was

the verdict of the jury?” he asked.

“Met his death by the hand of some person unknown, sir. They

called me back to open the windows, and I stayed.”

“Ah, you remained in there.” _

Matthews opened the door a little wider and tood in the opemng.

“ Your name came up mighty often, sir, after you went out.”

“My name? what did they say about me ?” _

“ I didn’t catch it all, sir, but the detective mentioned the stam on

your hand and said it no doubt came from the sheet or from the cur

tain between the rooms. He said your explanation satisfied him, and

that he did not believe a guilty man would wait for the police to come

before he washed his hands and then do it right before ’em. It seems

to me it would be foolish to mix you up in it, sir, even if you did

know about the will.” .

“ Will? What will are you talking about?” asked WllldbYr

abruptly.

. “ Why, master’s will, sir. They must ’a’ opened his desk all’ g(_’t

mto his private papers, for they said there was a will makin’ you hell’

to all the property. They seemed to think there was motive enough,

but they oouldn’t fasten it on you.”
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“ What else did you hear, Matthews ?” Whidby had turned pale,

and was twisting his handkerchief tightly in his hands. “ If one is

to be suspected of murdering one’s nearest relative in cold blood, it is

a substantial comfort to know that there is not enough evidence to

convict. Did you hear anything else?”

“ Nothin’ important, sir. There was a good deal said about a report

that master was thinkin’ about gettin’ married, and that he would likely

alter his will if he did. Mr. Soddingham mentioned that it had been

talked of at the club, but that you had laughed at the report. They

seemed to have found some of the young lady’s letters with master’s

papers, and they appeared to point that way.”

“ I think I did deny the report at first,” said Whidby, thoughtfully,

“ but I confess I had just begun to think my uncle was in love. She

is a worthy young woman, but much too young for him, and was in

fluenced by his wealth. Perhaps you had better go and speak to the

undertaker. I suppose they will want to put the coflin in here. I

shall go up-stairs and occupy the front room. I don’t feel like going

out; my head aches, and I don’t seem to have half my wits about me.

I could not rest in my old room with the undertaker in the other.”

CHAPTER III.

As Whidby ascended the stairs in the hall, Matthews admitted one

of the undertakers and his assistants and showed them into Strong’s room.

Whidby went into the bedroom above, closed the door, threw himself

on a lounge, and shut his eyes. _ In a few minutes he began to feel less

nervous. A restful sensation stole over him, and he felt sleepy. Sud

denly his mind reverted to what seemed a vague dream of the night

before. Was it a dream, or could it have been reality? He sprang

up, quivering all over with excitement, but the more he thought of it

the more the memory evaded him, till in desperation he sat down on

the lounge and buried his face in his hands. Just then he heard a

step in the hall, and some one rapped on his door.

He rose and went to the door. It was Matthews.

“ Colonel Warrenton is down-stairs, sir, and wants to see you.”

“ Send him up here,” said Whidby. “I don’t care to go down.”

In a moment Colonel Warrenton entered. He was a short, middle

aged man, with a red face and iron-gray hair. He put his silk hat on

a table and gave Whidby his hand.

“I was dumfounded by the news,” he said. “ We are such good

friends that I waived all ceremony and came right round.”

“ I’m glad you did, old man,” returned Whidby. “ Sit down, and

excuse me if I am not entertaining. The truth is, I am badly broken

up over this affair. Something is wrong with me: I am not myself

at all.”

The visitor’s glance wandered aimlessly about the room in the

silence that followed Whidby’s remark. Then the colonel said,_—

“ You need not tell me anything. I have heard all about it from

Captain Welsh. He and I have been intimate friends for years. You
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have not asked for my advice, but, my boy, I love you like a brother,

and I don’t want to see you run your head into trouble for the lack of

a lawyer’s opinion.”

“Why do I need legal advice?” asked Whidby, nervously. “In

what way? I don’t understand.”

The lawyer drew his chair nearer to the young man, who was

seated on the lounge, and laid his hand on his knee.

“Of course it is absurd to think of your being concerned in Strong's

death, Alfred,” he began; “ but I am obliged, through the force of

habit, to look at such affairs from a professional stand-point. I know

you are innocent; but innocent men have been hanged before this, and

I have seen men put on trial for murder with less circumstantial evi

dence against them than there is against you.”

Whidby brushed back his dishevelled hair with a quivering hand,

and stared at his friend.

“ You mean that I may yet be accused?”

“It all depends on Hendricks,” the colonel interrupted. “He is

the brightest man in his line in the world. If he gets on the track of

the real criminal, you are all right, and not a soul will accuse you ;

but if his investigations should be confined to this house it might grow

very unpleasant for you. It struck me that this view of the case might

not occur to you, and that is the reason I am here. You see, it is well

that I came of my own accord, for if you had sent for me it might

have had an ugly look.”

The young man rose and began to walk to and fro across the room.

“I am very much obliged,” he sighed. “I never dreamed of being

suspected. Matthews said that after I left the room during the inquest

something was brought up about the blood-stain on my hand and

uncle’s will; but that did not trouble me.”

Colonel Warrenton’s glance followed his friend’s form back and

forth for a moment; then he said,

“ Pardon me, my boy, but do you really know if you got the blood

on your hand from the sheet, or from the portiere? Is your memory

clear on that point ?”

“No; I did not notice it till I started to wash my hands. In fact,

the detective called my attention to it. I must have been very much

excited, or I would have noticed a thing like that; but, old man, my

head is in such a whirl that I do not know whatI am saying. I over

slept, and feel as if I had been drugged. Besides,”—Whidby stopped

at the colonel’s side and put his hand on his shoulder,—“b6$ide51 to

tell the truth, something has come into my mind since I have been

in this room,-—something I did not remember at the inquat. Per

haps I ought to tell the police about it, since I did not think of it

when testifying. As I was lying down just before you came up, 80919

thiug flashed into my mind like a dream. I seemed to recall walkmg

about my room and being half waked by stumbling over a chair near

my befl I caught the chair to steady myself, and half remember that

my Shifty which I had thrown on the chair when I went to bed, fell

on the floor. It seems to me that I picked up the shirt and replaced

it, and then went back to bed. I know the shirt was on the chair when
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I \\i:11l<,ed this morning, but I can’t imagine what I was doing up in the

ni t.
g“Ah, that is indeed curious,” said the lawyer, thoughtfully. “ Can

you remember passing the portiere, or touching it with your hand ?”

“ No; I have told you all I remember.”

“ Was the chair between the portiere and your bed ?”

“Yes.”

“ Was the back or the front part of the chair towards the portiere ?”

“ The back.”

“ You are sure of that?”

“ Yes; it is quite clear to me, though I can’t explain why, that I

ran against the back of the chair.”

“Then you were undoubtedly coming from the direction of the

portiere and going towards your bed ?”

“ It seems so.”

“ Do you walk in your sleep?”

“Not now; at least, not to my knowledge. I used to do it when

I was a boy.” I

“ At that time were you ever conscious afterwards of having done

so?”

“Yes; I would sometimes get lost in my room and be unable to

find my way back to bed till I waked.”

“ That showed you had a habit of walking about and unconsciously

returning to bed. It was only when something half roused you that

you were unable to act for yourself.” Colonel Warreuton reflected

for a moment; then he said, “Look here, Alfred; I want to give

ou some advice. You have truthfully testified on oath as to what

appened last night to the best of your memory at the time you were

questioned. This little circumstance has since come into your mind.

Now, my advice to you is to keep this to yourself,—un1ess, of course,

you should be called to testify again.”

“ Why ?” asked Whidby.

“ For the sake of your personal safety. Innocent men have been

1e;xecuted for crime too often for one to deliberately put his head into a

alter.”

“ Pooh!” said the young man, uneasily. “ It seems like confessing

to guilt to keep back anything bearing on the case.”

“You are not capable of seeing what is best for you to-day, my

boy. Don’t say anything about it for a while, anyway,—at least, not

till I see you again.”

“ All right; I can promise that,” said Whidby, as he shook hands

with the lawyer.

Whidby continued to pace the floor of the room until Matthews

rapped at the door.

“ What is it now ?” asked Whidby, admitting him.

“A lady in the library to see you, sir.”

“ A lady to see me? Who is it ?”

“ I took her to be Miss Delmar, sir.”

“ Annette—-Miss Delmar ? You must be mistaken.”

“ I think not, sir.”
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“ Tell her I will be down at once.” Whidby turned to a mirror

and stared at his haggard features and dishevelled hair. “I wonder

what she can want,” he said to himself, as Matthews softly closed the

door. “This is no place for her. Poor girl! She has heard the

reports, and could not wait.”

Descending the stairs and turning into the library, \Vhidby found

the visitor standing at a window looking into the yard.

“Annette!” he exclaimed, as she turned, and he advanced to her

with extended hands.

“Oh, Alfred!” she cried, softly, as she put her hands into his.

“ I am so sorry about this.” Then she saw his face in the light from

the windows, and shrank back in amazement. “ Why, why, you are

ill! You look—-I never saw you look so badly. What is the

matter?”

“I have had an awful time of it,” he said, drawing her into his

arms. “I suppose I show it. But why did you come here? Why

didn’t you wait? I was coming round as soon as possible.”

“I couldn't wait, dear,” she said. “I simply should have gone

mad. I knew you could explain.” She shuddered. “ Where is it?

your uncle, I mean.”

He nodded towards the room across the hall.

"' In there. The undertakers have it in charge.”

She drew more closely to him.

“This is certainly a proof of my love, Alfred,” she said, smiling

faintly. “There never lived a soul with a greater horror of such

things than I have, and yet I came. No, I could not wait. You

know how papa is. He never had much faith in you anyway, and

this morning when he heard the news down town he came right home

to see me. Oh, he acted shamefully! I hate to think that he is my

father. I could not tell you all he said.”

Her voice had sunk into a whisper, and she hid her pretty face on

his shoulder to keep him from seeing the tears in her eyes.

“ What did he say ?” asked Whidby.

“Oh, he says they think you did it. He says there is undoubted

evidence against you.”

Whidby was silent for a moment, drawing his breath rapidly, and

looking more careworn than ever. He raised her face with a trembhng

hand and looked into her eyes. _

“ Pshaw ! Didn’t he know that the coroner’s jury gave a verdwt

that—that uncle met his death at the hands of some person un

known ?”

“Yes, but he said you were going to be tried for the crime, and

that it was the general opinion you’d be found guilty. He said yOl1l‘

movements were watched by the police, and that you could not escape

I stood up for you, and we had some hot words. He forbade me to

receive you at home, and so I stole away and came here. Nothing 011

earth would make me think you could do such a thing, and I know

you will establish your innocence.”

Whldb}’_made no reply. He was thinking, with a heavy heart; of

the dream-hke impression he had recalled of being up in the night,
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and of the blood-stain on his hand. To avoid the girl’s searching

eyes, he turned and led her to a sofa.

“ What is the matter?” she asked, taking his hand in both of hers

when they were seated, and anxiously stroking it. “ You seem absent

minded. You are not like yourself.”

“I am awfully done up, Annette,” he answered. “You don’t

know what I have gone through. I am acting on the advice of Col

onel Warrenton. He is sure that he can pull me out of this, though

even he says I am in danger unless-—unless the real criminal can be

tra .”

“In danger? Does he think that? Oh, Alfred, I can’t bear it!

It was already hard enough as it was, with papa’s objection to you on

account of your lack of means, and now—to think that you cu!

must be tried for your life, that you must be suspected of h, I

can’t bear it!” And the girl burst into tears.

Whidby tried to soothe her with caresses and tender words, but the

horror of his situation bore down on him with such force that he found

himself utterly helpless to console her.

“You’d better not stay, darling,” he said, presently. “They are

going to bring the coflin into this room, and you must not be here.

Poor little girl ! To think that I should bring such trouble on you!”

Miss Delmar rose and wiped her eyes.

“I was a goose to break down that way,” she said, forcing a smile.

“ I came to try to comfort you with an assurance of my faith in you,

and I’ve acted like a school-girl. You will write to me, or send Col

onel Warrenton to see me, as soon as you know anything definite,

won’t you ?”

“ Certainly,” he replied. “ Don't worry. Itiwill all come out right.

You shall hear from me every day. I will send the colonel round this

evening.”

Whidby stood at the window and watched her graceful figure pass

through the gate and cross the street.

“ I'm sure I did right in not telling her about that after-thought

of mine,” he reflected. “ It would only worry her, and——-and perhaps

it means nothing after all. And yet-— My God ! it will drive me

(rpad ! Could I have done it? Will it all come back to me some

ay ?"

1 He sank on the sofa, covered his face with his hands, and groaned

a oud.

CHAPTER IV.

WHEN Warrenton left W'hidby, he went down-stairs. He knew

the room where Whidby had slept the previous night, but he found

the door closed and locked.

Hearing the voices of the undertaker and his men in Strong’s

room, he entered it. The men looked up from the coflin at him, and

Hodson, the undertaker, bowed and said good-morning as Warrenton

approached and looked at the dead man’s face.

“ I’ve never seen anything like that smile, colonel,” said Hodson,
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“ and I’ve been in this business over twenty years. It was all I could

do to get my men to go to work when they first saw him. We tried

to close his eyes; but the lids are as stiff as whalebone.”

The colonel shuddered at the coarseness of the man’s words.

“ How do you explain the smile?” he asked.

“I can’t explain it at all,” answered the undertaker. “I don’t

think such a thing ever happened before.”

Warrenton bent over the coffin for a moment. “ It seems to me to

be a. genuine smile, unmixed with any sensation of pain, or even surprise.”

“ He was laughing, colonel, if ever a man laughed in his life. I

ain’t particularly superstitious. I once unscrewed a box and let a man

out that had passed for dead thirty-six hours. I was alone with it at

midnight. You can bet that gave me a shock; but, frankly, I’d hate

to spend a night with this one.”

“ Whidby slept in that room, didn’t he ?” asked the lawyer, glancing

indifl"erently towards the portiere.

“Yes, sir, but the indications are that the deed was done very

quietly. Perhaps Mr. VVhidby was drugged.”

Hodson turned to give some orders to his men. The colonel went

into Whidby’s room and let the curtain fall behind him. The room

had not been put to rights. A chair stood between the portiere and

the bed. Its back was towards him. Warrenton listened. Hodson

was still talking to his men, and the colonel could hear them using

their tack-hammers. Quickly and stealthily he stepped to the chair

and turned its back to the light from the window. He found what he

feared was there,—a faint smear of blood just where Whidby had

caught the chair with his right hand.

“ Enough to draw the halter around his neck,” thought the lawyer.

“ I hope it escaped that detective’s eye.” He had just replaced the

chair, when the portiere was drawn back and Hodson looked in.

“ I beg pardon, colonel, but Captain Welsh asked me to allow no

one to come in here. I thought you went into the hall.”

“I was just wondering how Whidby could have slept so soundly

unless he was drugged,” said the colonel. “I would not have comein

if I had thought it was forbidden. Wliidby and I are so intimate,

you know, I feel as if I were at home here.” _

“Oh, no harm done,” said the undertaker, as he held the curtam

aside for Warrenton to pass out.

The colonel went into the hall and turned into the parlor. Here

he looked about aimlessly for a. moment, and then, seeing an open door

which led to the servants’ rooms in the rear, he passed out.

In a little room adjoining the kitchen he found Matthews.

“ I want to see you, Matthews,” said the colonel. “ I want to ask

you some questions. Mr. Whidby is so excited and upset that Idon’t

wish to disturb him, and yet I must get some light on this subject.”

“ I don’t know much about it, sir,” replied the gardener. “I've

told all I know to the jury.”

The colonel sat down on a window—sill and lighted a cigar.

“ Y?“ (ml trust me, you know, Matthews. I am an old friend Of

the family,”
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“ Oh, I know that, sir, well enough.”

“ You have been in Mr. Strong’s service a long time, Matthews, and

you may now remember some things that you did not think of when

you were testifying. For instance, have you any recollection of ever

having seen anything which might tend to show that Mr. Strong had

an enemy ?”

Matthews stared at the lawyer for a moment in silence, and then

sat down in a chair and folded his hands nervously over his knees.

“ I can’t say I have, colonel,” he said ; “ and yet—well, you know

my master was a very excitable, suspicious sort of a man.”

“ I never knew that.”

“\Vell, he was, sir. He used to have spells of it, sir,—spells I

call ’em. He didn’t seem able to sleep well at times. He has once in

a while had me sleep on the floor at the foot of his bed.”

“ Ah ! Is that so?”

“ Not often, sir, but perhaps twice a year, or thereabouts.”

“Do you happen to recall anything that might have caused him

uneasiness at those times?”

“ Well, I did have a sort of idea that he might ’a’ brought home

some money and was afraid 0’ bein’ robbed of it.”

“ Can you remember ever having seen any one about just before or

after those spells?” '

Matthews was silent, deep in thought, for a moment, then he said,-——

“Yes, I do remember somethin’ rather odd, sir. It was when

Mr. Wl1idby was at the sea-shore in the summer, and master was

makin’ me sleep in his room every night while he was gone. One

evenin’ master told me he was lookin’ for a visitor to see him on im

portant business, and that I was to stay back here till he left.”

“ Did you see the man ?”

“ Yes, sir. I opened the door when he rang.”

“ How did he look ?”

“ Very queer-lookin’ individual, sir, it struck me. He looked like

he might be a drinkin’ man. He was tall and thin, and had dark eyes

and white hair. He was so queer-lookin’, sir, that I thought strange 0’

master havin’ a appointment with him. To tell the truth, sir, I kinder

thought it might be some poor relation in trouble, that master didn’t

care for people to see about. I showed him into the parlor, and went

back into the kitchen. About fifteen minutes after that, I thought

I heard loud words and a scramblin’ 0’ feet in the parlor. Their voices

would sink down and then rise up again like they was quarrelin’. I

was frightened, but was afraid 0’ displeasin’ master if I went in, so I

just come as far as the room next to the parlor.”

“Did you then hear anything?”

“They kept it up, sir. Master seemed to be arguin’ with him in a

low, steady voice, and the stranger would break in and beat the

table with his fist. Once I heard him say he wanted half of some

thin’, and just after master answered I heard blows, and the fallin’

of chairs. I thought I had waited as long as I could, and, grabbin’ a

old pistol that I always kept by me, I rushed in. Master was on one

side of the room, behind a sofa, and the fellow was holdin’ a chair by
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the back and just about to raise it. When he saw me and my pistol,

he put down the chair, and, witl1 a oath, backed out of the room. I

followed him as far as the front door, and saw him spring over the

fence and walk away quick.

“Then I went back to master. To my surprise, he was tryin’ to

smile as if nothin’ had happened; but he was as white as a ghost.

For a minute he couldn't say a word. Presently he said,

“ ‘ Rather nasty temper he has, Matthews. My friend was a little

upset, but he would have come round all right. You frightened him

away with that pistol.’

“‘Didn’t he strike you, master?’ I asked. ‘I thought I heard

you fightin’.’ And then I noticed a bruised spot on his forehead which

showed mighty plain under his white hair an’ on his pale skin. He

saw me lookin’ at it, and put his hand over it, but he was so excited he

couldn’t keep from showin’ that he didn’t want to let me know what

the cause of the trouble was.

“ ‘The fellow was drunk,’ master said. ‘ I think his mind is

wrong, too, a little. Yes, he did strike me, and I reckon you were

right to come when ou did.’

“Then he asked’ me if I was sure my pistol was loaded, and told

me to sleep in his room, and see that the windows and all the doors

were locked.” _

“ Was that all?” asked the colonel, deeply interested. _

“ Yes, sir, except he made me promise not to mention the aflinr

to Mr. I/Vhidby nor any one else. I’m sure he didn’t sleep a wink

that night, for I heard him rollin’ and tumblin’ in bed, an’ he’d get up

every now and then and cautiously look out of the window.”

“ After that, did you see anything to indicate that Mr. Strong was

ever frightened or greatly excited about anything?” _

“ Nothin’, sir, except he bought a fine watch-dog, the one that died

last winter, you know. He was always interested in him, and particular

about leavin’ him unchained at night. Then I do seem to remember

that now and then master would get a letter that would excite him

somewhat. They always came in strangedookin’ blue envelopes. 0119e

when I gave him one at breakfast he turned pale when he opened It;
and didn’t finish eatin’/’ I

Colonel Warrenton rose, and knocked the ashes from his cigar

“ I’ve got an appointment down town,” he said. “See here;

Matthews: don’t say anything about what you have told me. I 111,11

investigating a little on my own account in this matter, and I dont

want any one to know it. Hold your tongue, and I’ll see that you

don’t lose anything by it.”

A few minutes later the colonel was in his ofiice down town. He

had just begun the dictation of a letter to his stenographer, when he

heard the cry of a newsboy in the street : _

“ Extra! Extra ltfoming News ! New developments in the Le1gh

ton Avenue murder case! Extra! Extra!”

The colonel went to the door quickly, and returned reading a I1B_W5'

paper still damp from the press. Under large, sensational head-111165

e read a detailed account of a circumstance that seemed to bear strongly
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on the murder of the night before. No less than twenty-five type

written notes had been picked up in different parts of the city early

that morning: they had been found on the side—walks, under the doors

of private residences, in the yards of unoccupied houses, in the mail

boxes by letter-carriers, behind the counters of shops, and one in the

coat-pocket of Mr. William Roundtree, the mayor, who had declared

to a reporter that it must have been put there while he was wearing

the coat.

The wording of all the notes was exactly the same, and ran as

follows:

“Nobody will ever discover who murdered Richard N. Strong. It

will be useless to try. The secret lies in the smile on the dead man’s

face. Who put it there, and how was it done? These questions will

remain unanswered till the end of time. But this is not all. Before

long, others will wear the dead, white smile.

“ One who knows his business.”

Colonel Warrenton hurriedly read the rest of the sensational article,

then threw aside the paper, and went down the street for two or three

squares and up to the oifice of the mayor. He sent in his card, and

was admitted at once. Mr. Roundtree was writing at his desk, but he

rose and drew a chair near him for his friend to sit down.

“I just ran in to see about that note you got,” said the lawyer.

“ Is it a fact that you found it in your pocket ‘Z’’

The mayor thrust his right hand into the pocket of his sack-coat.

“ He put it right there, colonel. I could show it to you, but I sent it

to the police. I thought it was the only one till I read the extra just

now.”

“ How could it have got into your pocket?” asked \Varrenton.

“Have you been in any crowds to-day ?”

“Several, as it happened. At the post-oifice this morning there

were a great many people waiting for the mail. I stopped at the

Imperial Hotel in a throng of politicians, and at the corner of Main

and Broad Streets I was in a crowd around the driver of a cab who

had been thrown against a lamp-post and considerably injured. It

could have been put into my pocket at any one of those places without

my knowing it.”

“ What do you think ought to be done ?” asked the colonel.

“ I think the villain ought to be run down at all costs,” was the

reply. “I have just sent out a circular to be posted, in which I offer,

in the name of the city, five thousand dollars for his capture.”

“A good idea,” said Warrenton. “Do you know this detective

Hendricks?”

“By reputation only. I understand he is the sharpest fellow alive

in his particular line. I am glad he happened to be in town. You

know he refused to come here just after the McDougal murders, he

has so much to do in the larger cities. But I think he’s interested in

this case. They say he’s like a blood-hound: when he smells blood

he can’t stop till he has run something down. By the way, he has

VOL. LVII.——48
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bound us to secrecy. He says he will drop the case the moment it gets

into the papers that he is here.”

“So Welsh said. I would not have mentioned it to you, but he

told me you had given your consent to Hendricks being employed.”

CHAPTER V.

MAYOR ROUNDTREE lived in a large two-storied brick house

standing back a hundred yards from the street, in extensive grounds.

It was in the suburbs of the city, and at the end of one of the electric

car lines.

\Vhen the mayor went home that afternoon, about six o’clock, he

found his family sitting on the front veranda waiting for his return.

The group consisted of his son Marion, 9. young man just of age, his

married daughter Lilian, her husband, Fred Walters, and Mrs. Round

tree.

“Talking about the murder, I know,” said the mayor, as he came

up the steps.

“We are concerned about your offering that reward, dear,” Mrs~

Roundtree replied. “ If I had been down town I should have begged

you not to do it. The murderer is evidently of unsound mind, and

the reward may direct his attention to you. You know he says ”

“ Mamma’s only nervous,” interrupted Lilian. “ She hasn’t talked

of a thing all day except the isolation of our house and how easy It

would be for a creature of that kind to make us his victims.”

“Pshaw! that’s all nonsense,” exclaimed the mayor, taking the

seat vacated for him by his son, who had thrown himself into a ham

mock. “Besides, the reward may be the means of putting the mall

under lock and key.” I

“ I wish it had been the duty of some one else to offer it,” replled

Mrs. Roundtree, plaintively. “Why, dear, he was near enough t0

have killed you when he put that note into your pocket.”

“ He is not that sort of criminal,” said Lilian, to the surprise Of

the others. “He will never kill any one in open daylight on the

street, where he might be seen. As the murderer says in his letters,

the secret lies in that smile on Mr. Str0ng’s face. Dr. Kramer saw

the body, and he said this afternoon that he had never heard of_ any

one being killed with just such a facial expression. It is my 0})ll1l0n

that you’ll have to go deep into psychical phenomena to get at the

mystery.”

“ Hush, Lilian : I don’t like to hear you talk that way,” said MYS

Rogndtree. “ I have never approved of your reading the books You

rea .

“ You object to my reading anything which is really new and Pro‘

gressive,” said the young wife, pettishly. “The world would stand

still if we did not study the new sciences,—if we did not allow our

selves to think on new lines.”

“It seems to me, sister,” remarked Marion, “that you have talked

more about the murder than any one else. Since we have been out
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here, I have noticed that mother has changed the subject three times,

but spme remark of yours has always brought the conversation back

to it.

“Brother, you know that is a. deliberate——it is not true,” Lilian

retorted, angrily.

“I must say I thought so too, dear,” interposed Fred Walters.

“Don’t you remember mother said something about the services at

church to-night? Well, before any one had time to reply you began

talking again about whether it could be proved that Whidby had not

been out of the house to distribute the notes.”

Lilian seemed to forget her anger in her interest in the subject.

She rose and stood in the door-way. “As far as that is concerned,”

she said, with animation, “ Whidby could have had an accomplice. It

was a strangely dramatic thing the way he called up the police at the

telephone and remained with the corpse till they came, not even allow

ing the servant to enter. If he is guilty, he is at least original. In

these days of masculine stupidity it would be a pity to execute an

original man. I never could see why murderers should be such short

sighted fools. I read the other day of a man who shot another down

and went to the jail pretending to be insane to escape punishment.

How much more effective it would have been if he had systematically

retended to be insane a month or so before he committed the deed !—

mean if he had done little things which would scarcely cause remark

at the time, but which, coupled with the crime afterwards, would have

pointed conclusively to insanity. If I wanted to drown myself in the

river, and did not want any one to think it was done intentionally, I

would first do a great many things to make it look as if I had never

dreamed of such a thing. I would make engagements, leave things

unfinished, as if I intended to return to them the next moment,

and ”

“Oh, hush, my child!” interrupted Mrs. Roundtree. “What can

make you say such things? I have never heard you talk so peculiarly.”

“Everything is peculiar to mamma,” the girl coldly laughed, as

she turned into the drawing-room. The next moment they heard her

playing on her violin. It was a strange, weird air, and she played it

with skill and power. The others listened silently for a few moments ;

then Mrs. Roundtree said to the mayor,—

“ We really must not talk about that afl'air before her: her mind

has been dwelling on it all day. She has been to me three times to

say that it would be quite natural for such a criminal to desire to be

revenged on you for otfering the reward. She tries to hide her interest

in the subject, but it shows itself every minute. She was so eager to

hear the news that she went down to the gate to meet the newsboy with

the afternoon paper, and I had to speak to her twice to get her atten

tion after she had read the account of the crime. Listen to her music!

Can’t you detect her nervousness in her playing? She doesn’t play

that way usually. Hush ! she has stopped.”

“It is tea-time,” said Lilian, coming to the door. “Why don’t

you come in ?”

With a solicitous expression on his face, Fred Walters rose, and,
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putting his arm round her slender waist, led her before the others into

the dining-room. She was tall and graceful and quite pretty. Her

eyes were large and hazel, her hair light brown and abundant. Her

feet;IIwere small and well shaped, her hands long, tapering, and strong

loo in .

Thi family talked of other things than the murder during the meal,

but Lilian took no part in what was said. She ate slowly and daintily

and seemed thoughtful. After tea, Marion, his father and mother, and

Fred Walters had a game of whist in the drawing-room. Lilian had

never liked the game. She improvised some soft airs on the piano,

and then rose and went out on the veranda. Through the open

window her mother could see her chair rocking back and forth. Later

Mrs. Roundtree became interested in the game, and did not think of

her daughter for half an hour. When the game was finished, she

looked towards Lilian’s chair. It was vacant.

“ Why, where is Lilian ?” the mother asked, excitedly. “ She was

on the veranda just now.” Mrs. Roundtree called the girl’s name

aloud, but there was no reply.

They all rose hurriedly and went to the door, vaguely alarmed.

“ Lilian! Lilian !” Mrs. Roundtree called from the veranda.

“Here I am, mother.”

The reply came from down the walk among the boxwood-and

rose-bushes. “ I am coming: don’t be frightened.”

“Why, my child, how could you be so imprudent?” cried Mrs.

Roundtree, as the girl came into the light of the gas in the hall.

Lilian seemed to be trying to conceal something under the light shawl

she wore, and walked rather awkwardly as she came up the steps. AB

her husband approached her, she retreated into the shadow of the wall

near the door. Then suddenly she broke into a low, mechamcal

laugh.

“The truth is,” she said, seeing that the others were waiting for an

explanation of her actions, “ I came near having an adventure. I saw

a man climb over the fence down by the r0se—bushes. I knew he had

no business there, and ”

“ You went down there?” her mother gasped.

The girl laughed coldly and drew a revolver from beneath llel‘

shawl. “I ran up and got Fred’s revolver. I was not afraid. I

knew—I don’t know how I knew it, but I was sure he was not‘ar.n1@<l;

and that if I could catch him I could frighten him into subml5S10lL

She swung the revolver to and fro skilfully in her strong fingers

“ But he ot away. He sprang over the fence and ran as soon as 110

saw me. I would have fired at him, but I knew he was beyond range,

and that the report would frighten you out of your wits.”

The group stood motionless and silent for a moment. The!) Fred

Walters drew a long breath, as he stepped towards his wife with ex

tended hand.

“ Give it to me,” he said, in a strange, imperative tone. _

With a sudden look of defiance, she held the revolver belnnd her,

Iii as he drew nearer she threw it over the balustrade into the flower

S.
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“I did not mean to do that,” she cried, impulsively, then she was

doggedly silent.

Fred VValters went down the steps, picked up the revolver, and

came back examining it in the light.

“ It’s loaded,” he said under his breath to the mayor.

“Of course it’s loaded,” the girl blurted out. “ Do you think I'd

go down there to meet a-—-a red-handed murderer with an unloaded

revolver ?” Then, with a deep flush on her face, she passed through the

light at the door and resumed her seat in the rocking-chair before the

window.

“ My darling ” began Mrs. Roundtree, finding her voice at last,

and advancing towards her.

“Don’t call me pet names!” broke in the young wife. “ \Vomen

are such weak beings that the moment one of us does a sensible thing

she is reproved. I am not afraid——really afraid—of any creature that

ever walked on the earth. I only did what Fred or papa would have

done. Why, I am a better shot than Fred, and he knows it. Let’s

talk of something else.”

Without another word the mayor and his wife and son left Fred

Walters with Lilian and went into the drawing-room.

“ She has always been a strange creature,” sighed Mrs. Roundtree,

“ but she has never acted so queerly before. Oh, I’m very much afraid

she and Fred will not get along well together. They are so different.

Don’t you think he looked a little vexed just now, dear?”

“ More surprised than anything else, I thought,” replied the mayor.

Just then Fred and his wife passed the door, going towards the

stairs. “There are two sides to the question, ” Lilian was saying.

“ Would you mind keeping yours to yourself?”

Fred looked in with a flushed face. “We are going to bed,” he

said. “She will be all right in the morning. I had no business to

teach her to shoot.”

CHAPTER VI.

LATE in the night Mrs. Roundtree was awakened by a light touch

on her brow.

“ It is I, mamma: don’t be frightened.” And Lilian sat down on

the side of the bed. “ I have not been able to sleep for—for my hasty

words this evening. If you will forgive me I can go back to bed and

slee .”
IMrs. Ronndtree drew her face down and kissed it.

“ There is nothing to forgive, darling,” she answered. “ But why

have you got on that heavy wrap, ancl—why, I declare, it is damp!

Have you—surely you have not been out again ?”

The girl drew herself up stiffly and was silent for a moment. The

room was faintly lighted by the moonbeams; but Mrs. Roundtree could

not see her face.

“No, I have not been out,” she said hesitatingly at first, and then,

speaking more rapidly, “ but I have been sitting at the open window,

and the dew may have fallen on me from the vines.”
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“ But why have you been up, dear?”

“ Because I could not sleep and did not want to disturb Fred by my

restlessness. And-—and then, mother, to tell the truth, I was not cer

tain that the man I saw might not come back again. Now, don’t be

frightened, but I am pretty sure that it was the murderer, and that he

has designs against us. It would be the most natural thing in the world.

Father’s offer of a big reward is like an open challenge to him. The

man who wrote those notes and did that deed is deep and cunning, and

I don’t believe he’ll be easily caught.”

Mrs. Roundtree sat up in bed and put her arm round her daughter.

“ Oh, dear, you don’t know how miserable your talk makes me. You

speak and act so queerly! Go back to bed, and try to sleep. You

have thought of all this till it has unnerved you.”

The girl coldly drew herself from her mother’s embrace and stood

away from her.

“I was never calmer—absolutely never calmer—in my life,” she

said, quickly. She stared at her mother for a moment; then she

stepped towards her with an arm outstretched. “You know when the

pulse of any one is excited. Feel mine. No, you have got to do it!

am serious. I will not be accused of being agitated, when I am as

calm as I can be. Feel it, I say l”

Mrs. Roundtree was obliged to take her wrist and press her trem

bling fingers on the veins.

“ You see,” the girl went on, “ I am not excited; but you are, for

you are quivering all over. Lie down and go to sleep again. I am

sorry I waked you.” And she turned and went out of the room.

The next morning, while the family were at breakfast, James, the

butler, brought a folded paper to the mayor. He said he had found

it among the rose-bushes near the gate. It was typewritten, and ad

dressed to “Mayor Roundtree.” As he opened it, Mrs. Roundtree

turned pale, and Fred Walters stared fixedly at him. Lilian did not

seem to have noticed the man’s entrance, nor did she seem to hear her

mother say, “ \Vhat is it, dear?” as she leaned towards her husband.

The mayor finished the note and mutely handed it to his wife. Fred

Walters got up and stood behind Mrs. Roundtree’s chair, reading the

note over her shoulder.

“Bring me a hot roll, Jane,” said Mrs. Walters to the girl who

was waiting at the table. Then she seemed to notice that Fred had

moved from her side. “Why, Fred!” she said, “is it polite to look

over mamma’s letters?”

A look of deep concern was on Walters’s face. He came back to

his chair without replying. The mayor took the sheet of paper, put

it into his pocket, and awkwardly resumed his breakfast.

“ Something I’ve no hand in, t-hat’s plain,” said Lilian. “ Well, I

don’t care; you’ve always tried to make a baby of me.” Then her

color rose suddenly as she added, “ But I know what it is as well 35

you do. It is a communication from the man who was prowling round

the house last night. I wish I had shot him.”

_ A deep silence followed her remark. Fred Walters looked at her

wlth a pained, puzzled expression, and as he saw that she was foldmg
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her napkin preparatory to leaving, he ut out his hand to detain her,

but she pushed it away impatiently. “ eep the matterto yourselves,”

she said, angrily. “You all have so much more intelligence than I

have.”

After she had left the room no one spoke for several minutes. The

mayor took the note from his pocket and silently reread it. It was as

follows :

“ DEAR Sm :

“Make your reward five hundred thousand dollars, and even then

you would never capture me. That was a rash thing for you to do.

Look to the safety of your own family. You’ll never know the moment

it will happen. Your case shall receive my earliest consideration.

“One who knows his business.”

“ What are you going to do ?” Mrs. Roundtree faltered, rising with
her husband. i

“ Take it to the police and that New York detective,” he answered.

“ It’s all I can do, and that’s my duty.”

“I would not go out so early,” said Mrs. Roundtree. “Do you

think it will be safe to leave us alone?”

“Fred can stay; I shall not let this make any difference in my

usual habits. Besides, I think it is only an idle threat.”

“ Yes, I will stay,” Walters agreed. “I don’t like to leave Lilian,

anyway ; she is not well ; she has not finished her breakfast.”

“ Had you not better ask the police to guard our house? We are

so isolated, you know.” And in her deep anxiety Mrs. Roundtree

leaned heavily on her husband’s arm.

“I shall ask the police and Mr. Hendricks about that, and shall

do as they advise. I’d better go down at once.”

CHAPTER VII.

A WEEK went by. The body of Richard N. Strong had been

buried, and Alfred Whidby was considered the legal possessor of his

effects. Whidby had not been seen on the streets or at his club since

the murder. It was on the eighth day after the burial that Colonel

Warrenton called to see him. He was shown up to Whidby’s room.

The young man rose from the table at which he was writing, and

shook hands with his friend. He was pale, thin, and nervous. His

eyes were sunken, his hair and dress untidy.

“Still up here in your new quarters,” said the colonel, sweeping

the rather small room with a glance. “ I thought you'd move back to

your old room.”

Whidby shuddered. “I don’t care to sleep there: by Jove, I

don’t believe I could close my eyes.”

The two men had taken seats opposite each other, and the lawyer

emphasized his next remark by laying his hand firmly on Wh|dby’s

knee. “My boy, this will never do. You’d never make a soldier.
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You’ve got to rouse yourself and shake it off. You’ll lose your reason

if you go on brooding over this thing. To tell the truth, you are

looking worse and worse every day. Did you sleep last night?”

“About two hours, all told,” replied Whidby. “ I know I am in

bad shape. I can see it and feel it.”

“ Look here, my boy,”-—-the colonel slapped Whidby’s knee

soundly,—“I want you to pull up and take a trip to Europe. It

will give you a change of scene and something else to think about.

You’ll be a new man in a month.”

Whidby rose and began to place his papers in order on the table.

“ I’d never be able to think of anything else, no matter where I was;

and then it would look like running away; by Jove, it would be run

ning away. I am sure that I’ve done wrong in keeping back that

matter from Hendricks. It’s cowardly.”

“ You could tell them nothing that would help them, and it would

only place you under deeper suspicion,” the lawyer replied.

“ My God! I’d just as soon be in a prison cell as here under the

awful uncertainty as to whether I did it or not.”

“ \Vhat did you say ? VVhat do you mean ?”

Whidby walked slowly from the table and laid his hand on his

friend's shoulder.

“I am afraid I had something to do with the murder. I cau’t

figure it out any other way. The blood on the curtain; the stain you

found on the chair; my dim recollection of taking hold of the chair;

the drop of blood on my cufl'—why, my hand—it was the right hand,

you know—must have been absolutely wet with it.” _

“Are you fool enough to think you could have killed a mall "1

your sleep without being conscious of the act‘? Besides, remember

the smile on Strong’s face: you’re obliged to admit "

“That’s exactly what put me on this line,” Whidby interrupted.

“ I noticed in a New York paper an interview with Dr. Henry Lamp

kin, the famous hypnotic expert, in which he said casually that from

what he had read of the case he judged that my uncle was hypnotmed

by the murderer. Well, Warrenton, I am sure if I were to tell hlm

what occurred to me that night he would say that I was also hyp

notized,——that—perhaps—I was made to do the deed for some one 8159

Such things have been done. Old man, that is what is troubling me

It is awful !” -

There was silence for a moment; then the colonel said,—

“ I’ll tell you what I would do, Alfred. I don’t think you flollld

have been under any one’s influence that night; but if you are gomg to

brood over the matter this way till you are insane, I propose that we

have Dr. Lampkin to come down here and give us his opinion. He IS

said to be a wonderful man, and he may, at all events, give you some

peace of mind. He is said to be making marvellous cures among

mtemperate people, and children naturally depraved, through what be

@8118 hypnotic suggestion. From what I hear of him, I beheve he

can be trusted even in such a delicate matter as this.” ,

“ Whlflby’§ face brightened. “That’s just what I want,” he Bald

Anytlnng is better than this suspense. He may be able to tell me
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whether I actually did the deed. If he can assure me that it was not

my hand that held the knife, he is welcome to every dollar of my

uncle’s estate.”

“Oh, he won’t break us; his prices are not high; he does a great

deal for no pay at all. But I shall write him at once, and report to

you as soon as his reply comes. I believe hypnotism is a wonderful

thing, but something tells me that it could not be carried to the extent

you fear. Besides, you may not have been hypnotized at all ; you may

have been slightly disturbed by the fellow’s movements in Strong’s

room, and got up half awake and gone—after the murder—to his bed

to reassure yourself. It may have been then that you got your hands

in the blood without knowing it.”

“ Ah, you give me the first bit of hope I have had,” cried Whidby.

“ Write to him at once. I wish he were here now.”

“ I’ll get him as soon as he can come,” the colonel promised, and

he rose to go. At the door he turned back.

“ I am trying to work up a little clue for myself,” he said. “ I am

fond of this sort of thing. I’d give anything to beat this expert

detective and run our man to the ground without consulting him. By

the way, you and I might try to think of some motive for the crime.

The others are doubtless losing valuable time in suspecting you. Now,

do you happen to remember if your uncle ever had an enemy?”

“Not that I know of,” Whidby answered. “I don’t think he

could. He was an easy-going man, and lived very quietly,—that is,

since I have known him. Years ago, when he was a young man, I

believe he had rather an adventurous life in the gold-mines out West

somewhere. You know he made his start there. He has never told

me much about those days. In fact, I have often thought he was

oddly silent on the subject. It seems to have been the only part of his

history that he has not talked to me freely about.” '

“ Do you know of any poor relation that may have troubled him

for aid in any way ?”

“ No. But why do you ask? I don’t understand.”

“I can’t tell you now, but I am searching for a motive for the

crime. Even if you could have been hypnotized, there would still

have to be a motive for the crime. If the murderer was a skilful

hypnotist he was no fool, and the motive must have been a strong one.

But I see you are getting the blues again. Brace up. Good-by: I

shall see you to-morrow.”

VVhen the colonel reached his office, he found a lady waiting for

him in the anteroom. It was Miss Delmar. She wore a thick veil,

which she threw back when he came in.

“Good-afternoon, Colonel Warrenton,” she said. “I was too im

patient to wait for you to come to see me, knowing how busy you are,

and I did want some news of Mr. Whidby.”

“I understand, and he will be glad I saw you.” The colonel

stepped back, took a look into his office, and then softly closed the

door. “ Poor boy,” he went on, as he sat down near her, “ he has had

enough to bear, without this unreasonable opposition of your father’s.

He certainly needs all the friends he can get now.”
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Miss Delmar’s lips quivered, and she twisted her hands together in

her lap as she spoke:

“ Papa is even more severe than ever since he learned that I have

been to see Mr. ‘Whidby. I can’t imagine how that could have got

into the papers. Papa says I am watched, and that everything I do

is noted.”

“ He is still confident that Whidby is the murderer?”

“ Yes, and he thinks he knows a motive that no one else does.”

“ What can that be ?”

“Just a week before Mr. Strong’s death, papa had called on Mr.

Whidby and forbidden him to pay his addresses to me. I am sorry

to say papa is worldly-minded. He had heard the report of Mr.

Strong’s intended marriage, and thought, in that case, that Mr.

VVhidby would not——”

“ Not be Strong's sole heir ‘P’

‘‘ Would not be his heir at all. Papa thought Mr. Strong would

change his will altogether. It is very heartless for him to think so,

but he believes that Mr. Whidby committed the crime—through love

for me—bew.use his poverty was a barrier to our marriage.”

“That is an ugly view of the matter, and it might have weight

with a jury,” replied the colonel. “Our only hope lies in finding the

real murderer. The note dropped at the mayor’s house the other night

by the man who was seen about the grounds proves that he is in this

city and at large.”

“Papa says it is reported that some accomplice of Mr. Whidby’s

did that to mislead the police.”

Colonel Warrenton nodded thoughtfully.

“Yes, and it would seem very plausible to them; but to us, W110

know the innocence of the one suspected, it proves other things, and

we must ‘profit by it. I could give this detective Hendricks a point 01'

two, but I’m afraid he would think me not disinterested in my friend’s

case.”

Miss Delmar rose to go.

“ I haven’t a minute. I am afraid papa will miss me and be angry

again. Tell Mr. \Vhidby that I am very hopeful,-—that I haven’t a

single doubt that it will all be cleared up soon. Tell him I would

write every day, but I know that my last letter was intercepted. Tell

him I shall see him as soon as possible, and—and—but you know

what to say. Don’t let him lose heart.”

The colonel held her hand till they reached the door.

“Don’t worry,” he said, in parting. “I shall have some good

news for you in a day or two, I am pretty sure.”

CHAPTER VIII.

CAPTAIN WELSH showed considerable excitement when he fend

the note of warning which the mayor placed in his hands. Mr. Mlmlrd

Hendricks was looking over a bundle of New York papers which had

been sent to him, and did not look up when the mayor entered the room
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Without a word, Captain Welsh held the note before his eyes, and

waited for him to speak. After reading it, Hendricks stroked his

beard thoughtfully for a moment, and then said,

“I don’t think you need have any fear up at your place, Mr.

Roundtree, but under such circumstances women are usually uneasy, so

I should advise you, Captain Welsh, to have a couple of policemen in

citizen clothes hang about the grounds for a few days.”

This was done for a week, but, as nothing occurred to indicate the

presence of danger, the men were ordered away. Everything went on

smoothly till the day following Colonel Warrenton’s visit to Whidby.

Mayor Roundtree, accompanied by Fred Walters, had gone down town,

leaving his wife and Mrs. \Valters alone with the servants. Mrs. Round

tree was in the sitting-room giving orders to the cook, and Mrs. Walters

had strolled down the gravelled walk among the rose-bushes.

The cook had just left her, when Mrs. Roundtree heard the report

of a revolver outside. She sprang up and ran to a window. Not

seeing her daughter on the veranda, she screamed, and almost fainted

with fright. She staggered through the hall and reached the front

door. Then, looking in the direction of the gate, she saw Mrs. Walters

emerge from the rose-bushes and come slowly towards her.

“ Don’t be frightened, mamma,” she cried, seeing her mother. “ He

did not touch me.” In a moment Mrs. Roundtree was by her side,

but so excited that she could not speak. “ I really did have a narrow

escape, though,” continued Mrs. Walters. “ You see now what I

missed by not carrying the revolver. I think I could have hit him

before he got away.”

“ Oh, what was it? what do you mean?” gasped Mrs. Roundtree,

throwing her arms about her daughter.

Mrs. Walters twisted herself from the embrace and pointed to a

round hole in the sleeve of her wrapper. “ See that?” she said, with

a cold, mlm smile. “I’ve been shot at. As I was gathering these

roses” (she still held them in her hand) “I heard a report and felt

something touch my sleeve lightly. At the corner of the lawn, just

this side of the trees, I saw a man and a puff of smoke. He was about

to shoot again, but, seeing me looking, he ran into the woods. I sup

pose he is out of reach by this time.”

“ Come into the house, quick l” cried Mrs. Roundtree, drawing her

along forcibly. “He will shoot us !”

Mrs. Walters impatiently drew herself from her mother’s arms.

“I shan’t be a coward, if you are,” she said, sharply. “Don’t

you know if you run from people of that kind they will be all the

more apt to pmsue you ? Besides, he is gone. Do you suppose

he would wait to be arrested after firing a revolver here in open day

light ?”

They had reached the steps of the veranda, and Mrs. Roundtree

drew her into the house. James and Jane were standing, wide-eyed

and frightened, in the hall.

“Close the door, quick, James!” Mrs. Roundtree screamed, fol

lowing her daughter into the library.

“Leave it open. Do you want to smother us ?” asked Mrs. \Val
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ters, poutingly. “Mother, I am ashamed of you. There is not a

particle of danger, and I am no baby.”

“James, telephone to my husband and Mr. Walters, quick,” Mrs.

Roundtree ordered.

James went to the telephone and rang. Mrs. Walters followed him.

“What do you want him to say?” she asked her mother. “He’ll

frighten them to death. I’d better do it.—James, what is the matter

with you? Can’t you stand still? Nobody will hurt you.”

She took the receiver from him and placed it to her ear. “Give

me five sixty-seven. What? yes, five sixty-seven,-—May0r Round

tree’s otfice.” There was silence for a moment. Mrs. Roundtree sat

on a sofa, staring at her, a strange question in her eyes.

“ Is that you, papa?” said Mrs. Walters in the telephone. “Yes,

you are right; it is Lilian. Don’t you know my voice? What is it?

Well, the truth is, there isn’t a thing the matter; we are all right; but

mamma is nervous and frightened, and perhaps you or Fred ought to

come up.”

Mrs. Roundtree ran to her. “ Aren’t you going to tell him what

has happened? How can he tell the police if you don’t? Give it

to me.

“Mamma, do be reasonable,” replied Mrs. Walters, holding the

receiver out of her mother’s reach. “ Well, let me alone : I’ll tell him.-—

Yes, papa, that was mamma talking. I was on the lawn just now, and

a man shot at me; but he did not touch me, and ran away. Mamma

thinks you ought to notify the police.”

“ Fred is coming at once,” the mayor telephoned. “Stay in—doors.

I shall notify the police, and come as quickly as I can.”

When Mrs. Roundtree had heard her husband’s message she drew

her daughter down on the sofa beside her and sat silently stroking her

hand and looking anxiously towards the door. James took a position

on the veranda, and the other servants stood expectautly in the hall.

In fifteen minutes a cab dashed up the drive, and Fred Walters

alight/ed, ran into the library, and took his wife in his arms. ‘

“Oh, my darling, are you hurt?” he asked, beside himself with

excitement.

“Fred, don’t be silly,” she said, coldly pushing him from her

“ I telephoned that I was unharmed.”

“Look at her sleeve,” wailed Mrs. Roundtree, almost in tears

“The bullet passed within an inch of her arm. Oh, I don’t know

what to do! It is awful !”

Fred stooped to examine the hole in the sleeve.

“I was standing this way,” Mrs. Walters explained, with sudden

animation, “and when I heard the report ”

“Your father is coming,” interrupted Mrs. Rouudtree, as the

sound of wheels was heard, and they all went to a window. It was

the mayor, with Captain Welsh and Minard Hendricks, in a cab.‘ "

_ “I wonder if that detective hasn’t a high opinion of his ability,

said Mrs. Walters. “ He looks as if he thought he would get to the

bottom of the whole mystery in a very short time.” She sat down In

a rockmg-chair, spread out her skirts, and pulled at the big sleeves Of
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her wrapper. “I suppose he will begin to catechise me. I am not

presentable like this, but if—if I ran up-stairs, to fix up a little,

you would think—I suppose you think I am an odd creature anyway.”

No one answered her. The mayor was entering, followed by the

others. He bent down and kissed his daughter, and then said, “ My

dear, this is Mr. Hendricks. There is not a second to lose. He wants

to ask you some quations.”

Mrs. Walters bowed and smiled. “I am ready, Mr. Hendricks.

I think you’ll find me calmer than any of the rest.”

“ It is usually the case,” Hendricks replied, with a smile. Then his

smile vanished, and he bent his piercing gray eyes upon her so steadily

that her own wavered a little, and she dropped her hand to arrange her

skirt. “You were on the lawn?” he said, glancing out at a window, '

as if to relieve her embarrassment.

Mrs. Walters instantly recovered her self-possession and looked him

coldly in the eyes.

“Yes, on the right of the walk, among the rose-bushes. I was

gathering roses. The bullet passed through my sleeve. See! it was

near enough, wasn’t it?”

“Quite, I should think. It must have surprised you.”

“It did, of course,” answered Mrs. Walters, holding her roses to

her nose. “ I heard the report, and then felt something like a little, a

very little, tug at my sleeve.”

“You are sure about that?” asked Hendricks, in an indifferent

tone. “ You are sure that you heard the report before you felt the ball

touch your sleeve?”

“Quite sure,” said she; “ but why ?”

“He was not inside the fence?” went on the detective, looking

through the window again.

“No; outside the fence, at the corner of the lot.”

“ Ah, yes, I see,” he replied, in a non-committal tone. “ He must

have been a hundred yards from you. Permit me, please.” And,

taking a silver-mounted lens from his pocket, be carefully examined

the bullet-hole. For a moment no one spoke; then he said, “ I wonder

if we could find that little piece of lead. \Vould you mind coming

with us and showing me exactly where you stood?”

“Not at all.” Mrs. Walters rose with a gratified smile.

“Don’t you think we are losing time, Mr. Hendricks?” asked

Captain Welsh, in an undertone. “Iam afraid ” But Hendricks

pinched the captain’s arm warningly, and the remark was not finished.

They had reached the lawn, when Hendricks stopped Mrs. \Valters

and examined her sleeve again.

“Not satisfied yet?” she laughed.

“I can see better here in the sunlight,” he answered. “I have

made a study of the effect of bullets, fired at different distances, on

various stuffs.”

“ I have often thought your profession must be a fascinating one,”

Mrs. Walters remarked, as they started down the walk. .

“It is getting to be rather uninteresting employment. It IS _so_easy

to catch up with people unskilled in our craft. If would-be cnmmals
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only knew that we understood half we do, they would not commit

crime so often.”

“ I had not thought of that,” said Mrs. Walters, curiously studying

his features. “But here is the spot.—Now, don’t let any one come

here but Mr. Hendricks,” she added to the others; “you ought not to

track it up till he sees my foot rints.—There they are, Mr. Hendricks:

don’t you see where my sharp eels went in ‘Z You can see that I was

facing that way. The man stood over at the corner of the fence.”

“I see,” said Hendricks. “What did he look like? How was

be dressed ?”

“ I am afraid I can’t describe him accurately. He seemed of

medium height, had on gray clothes, and wore a long dark heard.”

“The smoke may have given you the impression that his clothes

were gray,” said Hendricks. “May I take your place a moment?”

She stepped back, smiling at the others, who stood on the walk,

and he changed places with her. He stuck his umbrella in one of her

tracks and left it there. “Only to mark the spot,” he said, indiffer

ently. “Now let’s all go over to the fence, and see if the rascal left

any footprints there.”

They all walked to the corner of the fence, and looked over towards

the trees near by. “ I think ” Mrs. Walters caught the sudden,

sharp glance of Hendricks, and paused. “I started to say that it

looks as if there were footprints over there,” she said, pointing to a

spot where the yellow clay showed in the short grass; “but I may be

mistaken.”

Hendricks moved into her place, lowered his height to hers, and

gazed at the spot for a moment, then he looked at her sharply. “ Your

eyes are better than mine, Mrs. Walters. I can’t make out any

thing. ’

“ You have the keenest eyesight in America,” said Captain Welsh,

with a smile. “We have all heard about your experience with the

Brooklyn blood-specks ”“Now I think I see what Mrs. Walters means,” Hendricks broke I

in, with a slight frown. “ It is easy to see what we know exists.” He

put his hands on the rail of the fence, and, with the grace and ease Of

an acrobat, sprang over the sharp-pointed palings. The others passed

through a gate near by, and came round to him as he was on his hands

and knees, examining two deeply marked tracks in the yellow clay

“Wore a number ten,” he said. “Had any rain out here in the

last two days?” He was looking up at Fred Walters. _

“ I think not,—none for a week,” replied Walters, looking II!

quiringly round the group.

Hendricks said nothing, but, motioning them to stand out of the

way, he stood behind the footmarks and, with half-closed eyes, steadily

sighted at the umbrella he had stuck in the earth, slowly moving from

side to side and up and down.

' “That’s all we can do here,” he said, finally. “I shall run Over

in the yard and see if I can see anything of the bullet.” Again he

vaulted over the fence, walked hurriedly across the grass, Passed hls

umbrella, and began to examine the plastered wall of the conservatory
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beyond. He did not turn his head or make any remark as the others

approached.

1“ Did you expect to find it there?” asked Mrs. Walters, with a

sm1 e.

“Hardly,” he replied. “ I only wanted to confirm my belief that

it was not there.”

“Ah 1” she said, and her eyes fell before his sharp glance.

“ If you are through, we will go in out of the sun,” said the mayor,

a trace of impatience in histone. “ You may use my telephone if you

want to communicate with your men.”

“ I want to nose around a little out here,” said Hendricks, lightly.

“ Where does your gardener keep his tools?”

Mr. Roundtree called Robert, the gardener, who stood on the

veranda with the other servants, and he came to him.

“ Where do you keep your tools?” asked Hendricks,—“ your hoes,

rakes, knives, and such things ?”

“ In the little room in the conservatory, sir,” Robert replied.

“ Oh, in here.” Hendricks entered the conservatory, and tried the

door of the little room near the entrance.

“ It is locked, sir,” said Robert, producing a bunch of keys.

“It was not last night,” said Hendricks, as he thrust the key into

the lock.

“No,sir,I forgot it last night.” And Robert looked at the de

tective superstitiously.

“No harm done,” replied Hendricks. He opened the door and

glanced at a heap of gardening implements on the floor.

“ You ought to hang up your watering-pot,” he remarked to the

servant. “ It will rust the bottom to set it down damp.”

“I usually do, sir,” the man stammered. “I thought I did the

last time.”

The detective picked up the watering-pot and emptied about a

quart of water on the ground. “ You ought to have given that to

your thirsty plants,” he said.

“ It is the first time I have left water in it, sir,” apologized Robert.

“ I suppose I was absent-minded yesterday.”

“ So you have not used it to-day ?”

“ No, sir.”

“ Well, that’s all,” said Hendricks, turning to the mayor. “ It is

a very perplexing case indeed.”

“Shall I telephone my men ?” asked Captain Welsh. “ Don’t

you think we ought to take some steps to catch the fellow?”

“ Not yet,” replied Hendricks; and, walking by Welsh, he nudged

him sharply with his elbow. “But we can go into the house out of

the sun.”

As they started to the house, Hendricks dropped back with Fred

Walters and his wife, but she went forward and joined her mother.

‘When they were in the hall, Hendricks said, “ Where is your study,

Mr. Roundtree? This room on the right ?”

“Yes,” replied the mayor.

“ Well, let’s go in there a moment. Ah 1” he exclaimed, in a tone
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of satisfaction, as they entered the room, “ you have a typewriter. It

is just what I want; I must write a letter at once to my assistant in

New York, to tell him that I am detained here. But I can’t use this

make of machine. Who uses it, Mr. Roundtree? Ah, I see Mrs.

Walters does.”

They all looked at Hendricks in wonder.

“ Pray, how did you guess that?” asked Mrs. Walters, a cold smile

on her face.

“ One of the tricks of my calling,” was‘ the reply. “ It’s easy. I

noticed that the nails of your two index fingers are worn down roughly,

so I know that you not only Write on the machine, but you do it

slowly, for you employ only those two fingers. Experienced writers

use all the fingers of the hand.”

“It is simple enough since you have explained it,” replied Mrs.

VValters. “ And you are exactly right.”

“ Will you oblige me by writing a short note at my dictation?”

Hendricks asked, pushing a chair towards the machine. “I would

scratch it down with a pencil, but all the letters I send to my ofiice are

carefully filed, and they look better typewritten.”

“ I have a machine and a stenographer at the ofi-ice,” interposed

Captain Welsh; “ my man will do it for you in a hurry. Surely we

have no time to lose: the mayor and the ladies will feel insecure if we

do not make a move pretty soon.”

“I think myself, Mr. Hendricks

detective interrupted him :

“ Oh, it will only take a moment. I have an addressed envelope

ready in my pocket, and I can drop it in a letter-box as I go down

Take a seat, Mrs. Walters.”

Lilian obeyed, with a curious upward look into his face, and 11

touch of hesitation, as she put a sheet of paper between the rollers.

“DEAR HASBROOKE,” Hendricks began,-—“Your letter received

Atn engaged on important case here. Can’t come this week. Wlll

wire you later. Ladsley affair must wait. HENDRICKS.”

When Mrs. Walters had drawn the sheet from the machine and

given it to the detective, he turned to the mayor.

“What did you do with your old typewriter?” he asked, 118 he

folded the letter and put it into an envelope and took a stamp from

his watch-case.

“Why, I—I-think it is in the lumber-room,” the mayor stam

mered. “ But how did you know I had one?”

Hendricks smiled as he touched the stamp with his tongue and

placed it carefully on the corner of the envelope. “Another 6115)’

thing. Judging from its appearance, this machine cannot have been

in use more than a month ; and Mrs. Walters writes too well to have

learned within that time. I did not think it likely that she had

p:?ict1,s,ed out of this house. She looks like a stay-at-home httle

Y
at

" the mayor began, but the

_ ‘How very simple!” the mayor exclaimed. “ If only your keen

sight Wlll help us solve this mystery, we shall all be grateful.”

Mrs. Roundtree seemed displeased with the delay.
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“ Aren't you going to do something towards protecting our house,

captain?” she asked, turning to Welsh. “Some one has attempted

the life of my child. I shall go mad if something is not done at

once.”

Captain Welsh looked embarrassed. “The case is really in Mr.

Hendricks’s hands,” he said, awkwardly. “It is so hard to get his

services, owing to his wide reputation and the demands on his time,

that he is usually granted unlimited authority, and ” He stopped

for lack of words.

“There is no reason why you may not place a guard round the

house night and day, captain,” said Hendricks, frowning slightly at

Welsh’s compliment. “If it allays the fears of the ladies, it will serve

a good purpose.”

“Thank you,” said Mrs. Roundtree, coldly.

“ \Vhere is your telephone, mayor?" asked Welsh.

“ In the library, across the hall.—Show it to him, Lilian,” said the

mayor.

When Mrs. Roundtree heard the telephone bell ring she went into

the library to hear Welsh give his order, and Fred Walters followed

her, leaving the mayor and Hendricks together.

“While they are in there, Ishould be glad to get a look at the

grounds from a back window up-stairs, if you will show me up,” said

the detective.

“ Certainly, with pleasure,” the mayor replied. “ This way.” And

he led Hendricks up the rear steps to the floor above. “There is a

window in this servant’s room,” he went on, pushing a door open, “ but

it looks out on the side rather than the back. The old lumber-room

is in the rear; but you'll get all over dust if you go in there.”

“ No matter: it won’t hurt me.”

When they had opened the door of the lumber-room and were

making their way through dusty piles of old furniture, carpets, rugs,

pictures, and broken statuary, Hendricks smiled and pointed to a type

writer on a table near the window. “See how well I guessed,” he

said, crossing the room and bending over the machine. “ I am inter

ested in typewriters. I had a chance to buy stock in one before they

became the rage, and if I had done so I would now be too rich to

have to be nosing round in other people’s alfairs like this. This ma

chine was made about '85: purple and copying,” he added, rubbing

his finger on the ribbon and transferring the stain to his cuff. “ I like

the black better.” Then he went to a window and carelessly looked

out. “Ah!” he said ; “ you see how thick the woods are behind the

place where we found his tracks? He could have got away very easily.

Would your daughter be able to defend herself, Mr. Roundtree, in

case of sudden attack ?” Hendricks asked, as they came back towards

the stairs. “ Can she use a revolver?”

“Quite well indeed,” the mayor answered: “ her husband taught

her. But I don’t like her to carry one. It makes her mother uneasy.”

As they reached the lower floor the others were coming from the

library. Welsh went out to call a cab, and Hendricks joined h1m.

The moment the cab stopped at the door, the captain got in, but Hen
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dricks held back. “ I have left my umbrella out there,” he said, apolo

getically. “ \Vait a moment.”

Hendricks went down the walk, and was soon hidden from view

by the boxwood-bushes. Five minutes passed. Welsh was impa

tiently wondering what had become of him, when he emerged from

the shrubbery, lighting a cigar. Without a word of explanation for

his delay, he got into the cab beside Welsh, and told the driver to go

ahead.

“ Well,” said Mrs. Roundtree, as the cab drove away, “that man

must be overrated, certainly. If I had not heard that he was a bril

liant member of his profession, I should have said he was the most

stupid man alive. I was so irritated by his dawdling actions that I

was tempted to turn my back on him. The idea of his wanting to see

the gardening-tools, lecturing Robert about not hanging upa watering

pot, and using our house to write his correspondence in,—and at such

an awful time, too !”

“ I think he was unable to find a ghost of a clue,” remarked Fred

Walters. “He was trying to hide his disappointment by indifference.

He has no doubt accomplished great things in Europe and elsewhere

in this country, but any one can see he has met his Waterloo

here.”

“ What did he go up-stairs for?” Mrs. Walters spoke to her father

in a tone that was too low for the others to hear. He had sat down at

his desk, several feet from where his wife and son-in-law were standing.

“ To get a look at the grounds from the back windows,” the mayor

replied.

“ From the servant’s room,” she asked.

“No, the lumber—room.” And the mayor drew a sheet of paper

towards him, and began to write. He did not notice that she stared at

him strangely for a moment after he had answered, and that she sat

down in a rocking-chair with her back to the light, and took no part

in the conversation going on between Walters and her mother.

CHAPTER IX.

HENDRICKS sat smoking beside Welsh all the way down town.

He seemed so deeply thoughtful that Welsh was afraid to d1stu1;b

him. Presently, however, Hendricks sighed, looked into the captain S

expectant face, and said,— .

“ My New York case is puzzling me. I can’t make head 01' tell

of it. It is certainly a most complicated matter. You may have read

of the Sixth Avenue jeweller who was found dead " _ .

“ My God, Mr. Hendricks !—pardon me,” broke in Welsh, with’!!

flash of the eyes, “ but this is really going too far. Surely you dont

realize my position. I have taken it on myself to employ y0_ll with

the city’s money, and—and—surely this is no time to be talking Of

other cases.”

Hendricks stared in surprise, blushed, and threw away his cigar
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The cab was slowing up at Welsh’s oflice. Hendricks said nothing

till they were inside and he had closed the door ; then he coolly lighted

another cigar, and went on:

“ You must pardon me, really, captain, but I have always worked

with men who understand my awkward ways. They usually let me

alone; and I forgot that you don’t know my methods. I am a great

economist of time when I am in thinking trim, and, as I had already

arrived at the only conclusion possible in your case, at least at this stage,

I was working on the other matter I mentioned.”

“Conclusion? what conclusion?” cried Vi/elsh.

“Why, I thought you were following me step by step, up at the

mayor’s ; though now I do recall that you made one or two proposals

that rather seemed to indicate a lack of proper caution.”

“ Why, I saw absolutel'y nothing,” replied \Velsh. “ To be frank,

I thought you were hopelessly stumped, and were simply trying to kill

time and make a favorable impression on the ladies.”

“I was trying to be agreeable, Welsh, I confess it. That’s my

style. It makes an unpleasant job pleasanter to all concerned. If

you ever have to handcutf a woman, tell her she has pretty wrists and

she won’t mind it half so much.”

“I am at sea,” said Welsh, “ and completely overboard.”

Hendricks leaned back, threw his feet on a. desk, and chewed the

end of his cigar. “I did not expect to find what I discovered up

there,” he said, musingly, “ but when I once got started the whole chain

of circumstances began to unroll, and was so easy to follow that I

felt as if I were playing with a. toy. I could have kicked myself for

having to appear to take it all so seriously. I was tempted to make a

joke of it. When I was half through, I wanted to throw down my

hand and say, ‘Look here, I hold so and so, and I’ll bet my reputa~

tion you haven’t a thing 1”’

“I’m still in deep water,” said Welsh. “I saw the bullet-hole,

her tracks, the fellow’s tracks, and that was all. The nervousness of

the ladies and the mayor's anxiety absorbed me.”

“I did not go there to sympathize with any one,” answered the de

tective. “I was looking for facts. But follow me now, and draw

your own conclusions as we go. Well, what was the first incongruous

thing that happened after we arrived? Why, if you remember, Mrs.

Walters said she was sure she heard the report before she felt the ball

pass through her sleeve. The distance was about one hundred yards,

and if the difference were noticeable at all it would have been, scien

tifically, you know, exactly the reverse.”

“But surely,” protested Welsh, “you’d hardly expect an excited

woman to be correct about such a minor detail as that. ’

“ Mrs. Walters was not excited,” Hendricks answered. “ You

must have noticed that. If she had been, I should not have made a

point there. However, that was only a. little thing to start from, but

it was sufiicient, as I found out later. The next thing I did was to

examine the hole in her sleeve. What did I do that for? To find

out if it. were made by a bullet. It was rather too dark in the house

to see well, but out in the sunlight I got another look. I saw that it
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really was a. bullet-hole. I noticed a few black specks on the cloth,

but, without being openly impertinent, I could not decide whether they

had been caused by powder or soot, for the gown was gray.”

“ At that distance? Who ever heard of ”

“Hold on! not so fast! Ah, I see you are not following me; but

you’ll catch on in a moment, so let’s continue. She next showed us

her tracks. Did you notice how deep and distinct they were? It was

the first thing that struck me. Her mother is twice as hwvy as she is,

and stood in the same sort of soil, but her feet made hardly anyimpres

sions. Don’t forget that I marked the spot where Mrs. Walters stood,

with my umbrella; after that, you know, we went over to the fence.

There is a minor point here in Mrs. \Valters being the first to see the

footprints beyond the fence, but we will ass that, and come to the

footprints themselves. Did you notice nothmg remarkable about them,

captain ? No? Well, in all my experience I never saw such comical

footprints. I was tempted to laugh outright, but it would have spoiled

everything, so I smothered my amusement.”

“ I saw nothing remarkable about them,” said Captain Welsh,

impatiently. '

“ They were made, captain, by men’s slippers, a number ten, With

very thin soles. The heels had been well pressed down into the soft

clay, and so were the middle parts of the soles, but the thin edges all

round had turned up so easily that only a faint impression of the entire

bottom was left.”

“ What did you deduce from that?” asked Welsh, still perplexed.

“That they were worn by feet not half large enough for them,

though they had doubtless been drawn on over a pair of boots. I Saw

by the shape of the track that the right one had come off once as the

wearer drew it from the mud.”

“Ah! curious!” exclaimed the captain; “ but I don’t yet see what

%%u are driving at, though I think you suspect—but how could you?

)7

“But that is not all,” the detective went on, smiling. “You re

member, perhaps, that I asked if it had rained out there recently.

Well, I was trying to account, since there has not been any rain lately,

for that naturally dry spot of clay being soft enough to have received

such distinct footprints. On close examination, I detected the famt

semicircular mark of ‘a vessel in the edge of the grass, and, at exactly

the right distance from it, a spot where a little water had trickled down

from the spout on the clay.” '

“ Ah, the watering-pot !” cried Welsh. “Wonderful! wonderful!

Now I know what all that rigmarole to the gardener meant.” _

“Yes, and I found a little water in it, too, and learned that it had

last night been left on the floor when Robert declared that he usually

hung it up, and on the bottom of it the stupid rain-maker had left a

trace of the very clay in which we found the footprints. But I

am too fast; for you remember, as I stood at the big tracks, I Slgllted

along over the fence at my umbrella on the lawn.”

“ I remember,” said Welsh, with a laugh. “ And I own I thought

you Were making a blooming ass of yourself, and simply pretending
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to make investigations when you knew you were wholly at sea. But

what were you doing it for?”

“ When I got my bearings in that way, I calculated that the handle

of my umbrella was just about where her sleeve must have been

when she was bending over. As I sighted along at it, I saw that

if a bullet were fired from where I stood and passed through her sleeve

it must—as it would naturally go in a straight liue—strike a certain

portion of the wall of the conservatory beyond her. I found, on ex

amining the wall, that it had not.”

“ So you knew no shot had been fired ?” ejaculated the captain.

“ No, not that,” returned Hendricks, “for there were the specks on

the gown, you know. I was, you see, convinced that the specks were

made by a revolver at short range, and a woman of nerve made them,

captain, for the ball passed very near the arm.”

“I begin to see what you suspect,” said Welsh, “ but I am so

much astonished that I am unable to grasp it all. Surely she could

not be—-”

“Wait till I have finished,” the detective interrupted. “D0n’t

jump to conclusions. I don’t think you were watching my work in

the mayor’s study, for you seemed on pins and needles to get away.”

“ You don’t mean that you did not really want to write that note ?”

“No; for I wanted her to do it,” said the detective, with a smile,

taking from his pocket the threatening letter addressed to the mayor,

and the note Lilian \Valters had written at his dictation. He opened

them side by side on a table, and continued: “Notice this, captain:

in the letter to the mayor the writer has misspelled the word received.

It struck me, you see, that in nine cases out of ten a person that mis

spells a word once will do it again : so in my make—believe note I pur

posely made use of that word. You see the mistake occurs on both

these sheets.”

“ And you infer that ”

“That the two communications were written by the same person.”

“ But evidently not on the same machine,” said \Velsh. “ This is

purple, and the other black.”

“True; but don’t you remember I surprised them all by telling

Roundtree he had discarded an old machine ?”

“ Yes. Ah ! that’s a fact.”

“ Well, while you and the others were at the telephone, the mayor

showed me up-stairs to look at the grounds from the lumber-room.

There I saw the typewriter, examined the ribbon, and found that it

was purple and beaten in holes, as the writing in the threatening com

muniaation shows by the badly riuted letters through it.”

“I understand so far,” said elsh. “But what kept you so long

in the rose-bushes when you went after your umbrella? I thought

you would never come.” _

Hendricks smiled. “ I went to find her revolver. I knew it must

be somewhere near, for I had seen a freshly broken boxwood twig

near her tracks, and knew that she would not have wished to be seen

with the revolver after the report. I found it carefully hidden in a

thick cluster of long grass about two yards from her footmarks. I
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would have brought it with me, but she will go for it to-night, and if

it were not there she would suspect what I know.”

“ You have taught me a lesson,” laughed Welsh. “ I should have

brought it away, and told the reporters about it. Shall you arrest

her?’

“No ; but I want you to watch her and report her actions to me.

I have other things to attend to.” Hendricks was silent for several

minutes. He rose and walked to and fro in the oflice, a thoughtful

expression on his face.

“ Anything else?” asked Captain VVelsh, when the silence was be

coming embarrassing.

“I hardly know,” said Hendricks, stopping suddenly. “ But per

haps you can do something for me. You know this town better than I

do. I want you to discover if there is any reason for Mrs. Walters de

siring to leave the city at present. Find out, if you can, what sort of

girl she was before she married. \Vas she in love with Walters? and

does she know Whidby personally-—be sure about that-—and has she

ever had any affair of the heart with him ?”

“ Ah, I get a little light!” exclaimed Welsh. “ If she is interested

in Whidby, and knows him to be guilty, she may have played that part

to mislead us, to establish an alibi for him, which would not be hard to

do, simxa he is under watch in another part of town. Ah ! she is a

clever girl.”

Hendricks paid no attention to Welsh’s remark. He had begun

his nervous walk up and down the room again. Welsh cleared his

throat, and Hendricks caught his eye. “ Oh !” he said, “ I forgot you.

To be more frank, I am watching the movements of a distinguished

stranger who is at my hotel under an assumed name. I know him

well; that is, I did in New York. I have an idea that he came by ap

pointment with Whidby and Colonel Warrenton. If he did, I shall

be absolutely nonplussed, and shall have to begin all over again. What

I have discovered at the mayor’s won’t amount to a row of pins.”

CHAPTER X.

THE next morning after the sensation at Mayor Roundtree’s, War

renton called on Whidby.

“Well,” he began, cordially, as his friend motioned him to a seat

in the library and stepped back to close the door, “ you’ve read about

the shooting at the mayor’s. That ought to make you feel better: It

is additional proof that you are not the man.” _

k Whidby sat down by his friend and crossed his hands over lns

nee.

“On the contrary, I am more miserable to-day than ever.”

“ Why, what is the matter?”

“ Annette has just left me.”

“ She has been here again ? How very imprudent ! She ought wt

to have come,”

“Poor little girl !” sighed Whidby. “ She had heard about the
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shooting at the mayors, and was so happy over it that she came right

in, regardless of consequences.”

“ Well, surely there is nothing in such a beautiful proof of her love

as that to make you despondeut. You ought to have been glad to see

her happy, you ungrateful dog !”

“ Unfortunately, she went away more miserable than she has been

since the murder. I know I acted the fool. I broke my promise to

_vou about keeping the theory of my having been hypnotized to myself.

I could not help it, old man : don’t scold ! It is done. She expected

me to be elated over the new developments, and with that bloody

horror over me I simply could not be so. She wormed it all out of

me finally, and now she is quite undone. She turned sick and almost

fainted in the library, and could hardly walk when she left the house.

She went home crying at every step.”

“ You might have known that such a thing would horrify her.”

Whidby groaued.

“Poor little darling! She begged and begged me to tell her what

depressed me so. She knows very little about hypuotism, and when I

tried to explain that I feared I had been made to kill my uncle with

my own hands she shrieked and looked at me as if she thought I was

mad.”

“ I am awfully sorry you told her—at least until we have had the

opinion of that hypnotic doctor. He may prove to us that you were

not hypnotized at all.”

Whidby rose and began to pace the floor nervously.

“ I shall welcome any advice or opinion he can give me. I have

just begun to think I did wrong in not reporting everything to Hen

dricks at the start. It may have been a very necessary clue. I mean,

you know, the blood on the chair.”

“ I begin to think so myself, now that the murderer has actually

shown himself in broad daylight and attempted another life. You can

easily prove an alibi. You were here all day yesterd-ay,—l\'Iatthews

and I can testify to that; and, besides, I am pretty sure your move

ments are being watched by the police. I want you to see Hendricks,

but not before we have an interview with Dr. Lampkin. He is at the

Hotel Imperial. He came yesterday, and at my request has registered

under an assumed name. I made an appointment with him to meet me

here, and expect him every minute.”

“What, so soon I” and Whidby shuddered. “Ugh! old man, I

hate the subject. I am actually afraid of what he may tell me.”

“Never mind; nothing can be worse than the suspense you are

suffering. You will lose your reason if something is not done.”

The door-bell rang. “ That must be our man,” said Warrenton.

“ Keep your seat. I told Matthews to let me answer the bell, and I

will bring him in.”

The next moment the colonel ushered in the visitor. He was

short, thick-set, and about forty-five years of age. His hair was stiff,

very abundant, and dark brown, with dashes of iron-gray. His face

was of the round German type; his eyes were steely gray, and shot

with strange spots of brown, which, with his long lashes, gave a
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peculiar effect to his glance. He wore a heavy beard, which he stroked

continually, in a nervous way, and a cutaway suit of ordinary gray

material. His manner was very easy, and inspired confidence. On

being introduced to Whidby, he held his hand tightly for a moment

and looked steadily into his eyes; then he released the hand and sat

down.

“I presume you have looked over the newspaper accounts I sent

you, doctor,” said Warrenton. “I thought they would prepare you

for the slight additional information we are going to give you.”

“ I had seen them all before I came,” replied the hypnotist. “ I had

no sooner read that the dead man—pardon me, your uncle, Mr. Whidby

—had been found murdered with that smile on his face than I wanted

to know all about it. No other case has ever occurred that I know of,

except that of Goetz of Berlin in ’88. But tell me, gentlemen, in

what way I can serve you. My time is valuable. I want to say just

here that I am afraid Hendricks, the detective, has recognized me. I

knew him in New York, but had no idea that he had been retained

here. I tell you this so that you may dismiss me if my presence

could injure your case in any way. I tried to follow your instructions

as to my disguise here, but was thrown entirely off my guard by meet

ing him face to face.”

“ It does not matter now,” returned the colonel. “ There are only

one or two points that he does not know about our side, and we have

decided to place ourselves wholly in his hands after our interview With

you.” ‘

“I am sure that is wise,” said Dr. Lampkin. “ Hendricks is the

most far-seeing man I ever knew. It would be unjust for any reason

to withhold the slightest light you may be able to throw on the matter.

Mr. Whidby, you need not tell me what your particular trouble1s,

for I think I have already guessed it from one look at your sensitive

face. You fear that hypnotism was used by the criminal in some

way ?”

“You have guessed it,” faltered Whidby.

“ You think Mr. Strong was hypnotized just before his death?”

(K Yes."

“That you may have been hypnotized and made the murderer’B

tool for performing the act ?”

ll Ya-7’

“ You were led to this conclusion by the blood-stain on your hand,

on the portiere, and the drop on your cuff?”

“ I have other reasons, which have not been made public.”

“ May I ask what they are? I thought you testified to your ex

perience in full at the inquest.” ,

“ Some things seemed to come back to me later in the day. I can t

say even now that I was not dreaming, but I have an indistinct remem

brance of being up that night, of walking from the portiere towards my

bed, and of striking a chair and catching it with my hand to keep from

falling. It seemed to me that I caused my shirt to fall from the chair

to the floor, and that I picked it up and replaced it before going back

to bed. I told Colonel Warrenton about it the next day. He went
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into my room and discovered a blood-stain just where my hand had

been on the chair. I think it escaped the notice of the detective.”

“ If it did, it is the first blood-stain that ever esmped him.”

“ He did not mention it.”

“ He never mentions anything. He has been discharged from

more than one case for looking like an idiot, but that’s part of his

method. He knows what he is doing.”

There was a short silence then. VVhidby and Warrenton could

see that the hypnotist was deeply engaged in thought. Presently he

said brusquely, “ I’ll have to see you again to-morrow, or next day,

Mr. Whidby. I can do nothing now. \Vill you come with me to my

hotel, colonel? I want to consult you on a point of law before we go

any further. I think it will be necessary, Mr. Whidby, for you to

get a good night’s rest before we do anything. Where do you sleep?”

“Last night I began occupying my old room just across the hall,”

replied Whidby. “I was sleeping there when the crime was com

mitted, and I have had an aversion to it ever since; but I was glad to

find that I slept better there last night than I had up-stairs in another

room.”

“ You naturally would, and you were wise to move back. If you

go to bed with the idea that you are doing even a slight thing for self

protection, the thought will haunt you in your sleep. It is one of

the psychic laws. Would you mind showing me the room?”

“ Not at all.” The three men rose and went into Whidby’s room.

“Which is the chair you spoke of, and where was it placed that

night?” asked Dr. Lampkin.

Whidby drew it from behind a screen in a corner.

“ You ought not to have placed it there,” remarked the hypnotist.

“The idea of its being pushed away out of sight will remain with

your sub-consciousness longer than you dream of. Such things belong

to a wonderful science that all people ought to know. Where was the

chair standing that night, as near as you can remember?”

“ Exactly there.” And Whidby placed the chair within a few feet

of the bed.

“Ah, yes,” said the hypnotist. “I see where you touched it that

night with your hand. Now, do as I direct you. Leave it exactly

where it is, and to-night when you go to bed place your shirt on it

precisely as you did before. All these things will aid you to sleep

soundly, and, believe me, that is what you need above all things just

now. Remember when you lie down to-night that I have told you

positively, on my honor, that you will sleep better than you ever have

slept before.”

“You mean,” Colonel Warrenton interposed, “ that it will be

necessary for him to sleep well before—before the—the test?”

A slight, almost unnoticeable, look of vexation passed over the face

of the hypnotist, but it was gone when he began to speak. _

“ Oh, no, only that it will put him in a better humor. He. IS

rather too despondent for his own good. I don’t want to talk to him

about any test now. That will be for the future. Perhaps we won’t

have it at all.”
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CHAPTER XI.

AFTER Dr. Lampkin and Colonel Warrenton had taken their leave

and were on the way down town, Dr. Lampkin said,-—

“ I must make a confession to you. What I said about wanting to

talk over a legal point was only a pretext to see you alone about

another matter. Your friend must he hypnotized to-night after he

falls asleep naturally. You see, I had to get the idea of the hat out

of his mind, for that would have made him unusually wakeful. If

he was hypnotized on the night of the murder it was done when he

was asleep, and of course, for our test, the conditions must be the same.

I have prepared his mind so that he will sleep soundly to-night, and,

if everything works well, I think I can prove conclusively what his

actions were on the night of the murder.”

“ I see,” replied the colonel. “ I place myself in your hands.

Use me as you will.”

“ You must take him for a short drive this evening at about

seven,” continued the doctor. “ While you are out, I shall come in

and secrete myself somewhere up-stairs. Then you must make some

excuse for wanting to spend the night in his house. I would have

you occupy the bed of the murdered man,'but I am afraid Whidby

would be surprised at your choice: so stay wherever he puts you, but

manage to send that man-servant away for the night. We shall want

the house entirely to ourselves. About two o’clock in the morning I

shall come to your room and arouse you. VVhidby won’t awake: I

shall see to that.”

“You can rely on me,” the colonel promised; “ but I should like

to ask one question, if I may.”

“ As many as you like.”

“ From your observations so far, would you think the blood on the

portiere, the spot on the chair, and the drop on the cuff could have

come from Whidby’s hand after simply touching the bloody sheet?”

“To be frank, I am going to work on the supposition that they

C(l)lll(:dnot,” answered the hypnotist; and he left the colonel deeply per

p ex .

A few moments after two o’clock the next morning, Warrenton,

who had been put by Whidby into the large guest-chamber over

Strong’s old room, heard a light step on the stairs. He rose from :1

chair near the window and opened the door. It was the doctor.

“Why,” said the visitor, in surprise, “not asleep? I thought I

should make you furious by rousing you from sweet dreams.”

“ Couldn’t sleep to save my life,” said the colonel, sheepishly- “ I

tried for four solid hours, but it was impossible. It was the thought

of the whole uncanny business, I suppose.” .

“ It is always impossible when one tries very hard to sleep,” Sald

the hypnotist. He closed the door softly, and sat down on the side Of

the bed. “The idea is to forget all about it, and nature will do the

rest. An effort to sleep keeps the mind active, and activity of thought

prevents sleep.”

“ Where have you been ?” asked the colonel.
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“Slumbering sweetly on a lounge in the library ever since Whidby

turned in. If I had known that you were restless, I could have put

you to sleep without even seeing you.”

“I shouldn’t care to have you do it,” said the colonel, with a

smile.

“ It’s absolutely harmless. The fact is, you often hypnotize your

self when you go to sleep. But we are losing time. Before we go

down to Whidby’s room, I want to say that I have some hopes of

demonstrating that he was not an instrument ill the hands of the mur

derer; but, no matter what may be the result of our investigations, it

is clearly our duty to confer with Minard Hendricks.”

“I fully agree with you,” replied Warrenton, “and so will my

friend.”

The doctor rose. “Whidby will be unconscious of all that takes

place to-night, and if it should happen to be very unpleasant we need

not tell him the particulars.”

“Certainly; a good idea, indeed.” \Va1-renton looked down at the

feet of the hypnotist. “ But you need slippers. Had I not better get

you a pair?”

“N0; the soles of my shoes are thin, and I can tread like a eat

when I wish. Follow me.”

Slowly and cautiously they descended the stairs. At \Vhidby’s

door the hypnotist stopped, held up his hand warningly, bent his body

forward, and stood motionless for about two minutes. Warrenton did

not know whether he was listening for a sound within or concentrating

his hypnotic power on Whidby. In the dim moonlight that fell

through the frosted glass of the front door, the colonel could see that

the doctor’s forehead was wrinkled, and his massive brows drawn

together. Then the hypnotist stood erect, took a deep, full breath,

and said, “ He’s all right now: come in.”

He turned the door-knob and entered. Whidby was lying on his

side. In the white light from without, his face looked pale and thin.

The doctor bent over him and said, softly, but imperatively, “ Sleep!

sleep! you are sleeping now deeper and deeper. Ah, there you go !”

Then, to the great astonishment of the colonel, he turned, laughed

aloud, and spoke to him in an ordinary tone.

“ Good! so far it could not be better. Now we are ready for the

test. Ah !”—as he noticed the colonel’s start,—“ you need not be

afraid of his hearing us: he is as far away as if he were dead. See,”

—the hypnotist chuckled with satisfaction as he pointed to the blood

stained chair near the bed and Whidby’s shirt upon it,—“ see, he has

followed my instructions to the letter. Good! The folding doors, I

think, on the night of the murder, were pushed back and the curtains

hung between : is that not so ?”

6‘ Yes")

“ All right.” The hypnotist slid the doors apart, and released the

portiere from the holders on each side. “ Now for your mile, and then

we will begin. It may not be very pleasant for you, but yon wlll

oblige me if you will lie down in the bed in the next room in the

same position as that in which they found the dead man.”
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Warrenton stared ; then he laughed awkwardly, and said,—

“ All right: I am at your service.”

“Whidby won’t hurt you, I give you my word,” said the doctor.

“ Take off your coat and throw down your suspenders,—-so. Now of

with that collar and cravat, and turn the shirt under at the neck, this

way. I would have asked you to wear a night-shirt, but I was afraid

you’d catch cold.”

The colonel took off his slippers, turned down the sheets, and got

into the bed, lying on his side with his face to the window.

“ Was that Strong’s position?” asked the hypnotist.

“ As nearly as I can remember.”

“ All right. Now let me cover you,—so. Now watch Whidby,

and don’t stir if he comes to you,—not even if he touches you rather

forcibly. I assure you he won’t be able to hurt you.”

“All right. I am ready.”

The portiere was hanging between the two rooms, but Dr. Lamp

kin held it behind him as he leaned against one of the folding door-S

so that Warrenton could see Whidby’s bed. The colonel could see

the face of the hypnotist. His great flashing eyes were fixed on the

sleeper, his brows contracted: all his mental force seemed concentrated

upon one idea.

“ Come, get up, get up !” he said, presently, in a tone of command.

VVhidby caught his breath audibly, as one suddenly waking from

sleep. He turned over, rose slowly, and put his feet on the floor.

“Come, stand up!” the hypnotist ordered, firmly. Whidby obeyed,

looking as if he were wide awake. “Do as you were told to do On

the night of the 10th of June. Do it, I say! don’t hesitate.”

Slowly Whidby walked towards the window at the head of his befl,

but within a yard of it he suddenly stopped, threw up his hand In

front of him with a repellent gesture, and retreated backward to the

centre of the room. “Do it, I say!” repeated the hypnotist. Once

more Whidby slowly approached the window, with hand outstretched,

but again, with the same gesture, he stopped and retreated to the centre

of the room.

The colonel witnessed the whole proceedings. He fancied he saw

an expression of vexation on the face of the hypnotist, every muscle

of which seemed drawn, every vein about to burst. His large e/Yes

seemed to start from their sockets. For the third time, though n0_W no

word was spoken, Whidby approached the window, and then, with 11

deep sigh and a strange child-like whimper, he returned to his bed and

sat down on the side of it. .

Ten minutes passed. The hypnotist stood like a statue. A i’/llI_'l"

of sudden fear passed over the colonel. Could any man be sane with

that look on his face? Some one passed along the street Whistlmg,

and carrying a lantern. Its light danced about on the walls for all

mstant. In the flashes the colonel saw that Whidby had covered lllfl

face with his hands.

“Come, get up!” In the awful silence the tones sounded like 8

clap of thunder. The colonel heard them ringing in echoes in the

hall. Whidby rose, passed the folding doors, and entered Strongs

l
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room. The hypnotist released the Iportiere, letting it fall across the

opening, and cautiously followed Whidby, who slowly approached the

foot of the bed and then went round to the right and bent over the

colonel. The young man was breathing hard, and excitedly. He felt

the colonel’s body through the covering, and then, turning it down at

the top, he pressed his fumbling fingers against Warrenton’s bare throat

two or three times, then drew himself up, and, turning, went slowly

back towards the portiére. He caught it with his right hand, drew it

aside, and passed in.

Dr. Lampkin was close behind him, followed by Warrenton. They

drew the portiere aside just in time to see Whidby strike the chair

which was between him and the bed. He grasped the top of it with

his right hand and leaned so far forward that the others thought he

was going to lose his balance and fall on his face. However, he

recovered his equilibrium, and paused to replace the shirt, which had

fallen on the floor. Then he lay down on the bed, turned his face

from them, and closed his eyes.

The hypnotist bent over him. “Sleep, sleep!” he commanded.

Then he turned to the colonel, a look of disappointment on his face.

“ Poor chap! I an1 sorry for him. It looks very much as if he had

been made to commit the deed. I understand now what caused him

to have a slight remembrance of touching the chair, picking up the

shirt, and so on. When he stumbled and almost fell that night, the

hypnotizer was so fearful of the noise his fall would make that for an

instant he lost control of his subject; but he regained it in a moment,

and put him to sleep. What was that? I thought I heard a sound

in the other room.”

“ Don’t be frightened: it is I,” sounded from behind a screen in a

corner, and a man in a broad-brimmed slouched hat, long whiskers,

and linen_ ulster rose into view. He drew off his hat and his false

beard, bowed, and smiled. “Doctor, we are not strangers,” he said.

“Pardon my lack of ceremony. I confess I have been spying on

your movements. I had to see what was going on, and in my own

way.”

“ Minard Hendricks, by Jove!” ejaculated the doctor. “I should

never have dreamed of your being here at such a time. This is

Colonel Warrenton, a friend of Mr. Whidby’s. We were experi

menting.”

Hendricks bowed to the colonel, and went on: “I know: you

need not tell me. I was in the colonel’s room just now, and over

heard your talk. I felt less like an interloper when I heard you say

you were going to give me the benefit of your investigations, so I fol

lowed you down here, and have seen and heard all. I am glad to

make your acquaintance, Colonel Warrenton, but you must both par

don my impatience. I am dying to make a little examination on my

own account. Will he—is the young man sound asleep?”

“ Yes: he can hear only what I address to him.” _

h “Go ahead,” VVarrenton joined in. “You may do as you hke

ere.”

“Thanks.” Hendricks lighted the gas with a soundless match,
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and, going to the window which Whidby had approached so many

times, examined the sill closely. Then he crossed the floor to the

corner nearest the door, and, taking a small dark-lantern from the

pocket of his ulster, he went down on his hands and knees, and, throw

ing the light here and there about the corner, made a minute exami

nation of the carpet, and then of the plastered walls near where he

crouched.

Warrenton and Dr. Lampkin watched him curiously, both with

long faces. When he had finished and closed his lantern with a snap,

Warrenton ventured to say,—

“ If you have discovered anything, sir, which would lead you to be

lieve that my young friend was not the instrument of a hypnotist, and

not made to commit the crime, I should be very grateful. Iam really

afraid the morbid fear that such is the case will drive the poor fellow

ma .”

Hendricks smiled as he buttoned his ulster around him.

“ That point, I believe, lies in Dr. Lampkin’s province. I was try

ing to discover traces of the murderer where I failed to search the

other day. For the present I can tell you no more. However, I may

say that in spying on you to-night I have discovered enough to prove

to my mind, at least, that either the murderer was a hypnotist, or Mr.

Whidby is a capital actor.”

“ \Vhat do you mean ?” asked Colonel \Varrenton, sharply.

The detective smiled. '

“Only that there are two sides to the case. Either Whidby is

guilty or some one else is; and that is what the public thinks.should be glad to prove him wholly innocent. If he is guilty, he1s

listening to me now, and has gone through a superb piece of actmg.

Eh, Whidby? But he may be asleep.”

“I can testify to that,” said Dr. Lampkin, uneasily. “I don’t

make mistakes in that line.” _

“ If you do in others,” laughed Hendricks. “ But I must be going

You fellows have made me lose a lot of sleep to-night.” _

Id‘; What do you mean about my mistakes?” asked Dr. Lampkin,

c0 y.

“Never mind now: Ishall perhaps explain before long,” answered

the detective. “ Good-night.” And he opened the door and was

gone. _

For several minutes Dr. Lampkin and the colonel stood looking at

each other in silence. The pause was ended by the colonel.

“Well, we haven't any bright news for the poor fellow, h_flve

we? Shall we wake him and tell him the result of our investiga

tions ?” _

“No: let him sleep till morning. It will brace him up. It 15

the first good sleep he has had for several days, I'll venture to say

No, don’t tell him till I call to-morrow. I think I can put it before

him so that he won’t brood so much over it. I have a good many

patients who employ me simply to keep them from worrying. S_0n_1e

of them I have cured permanently of the disease, for that’s all it 15;

and a bad one. Good-night. I’ll be round here in the morning.”

.4.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE next morning about ten Miss Annette Delmar was admitted

to the drawing-room of the Strong residence. Sl1e was thickly veiled.

She told Matthews she wanted to see Mr. Whidby at once. As she

took her seat she heard voices in the library across the hall. She

recognized Whidby’s voice and Colonel Warrenton’s, and now and

then heard masculine tones she did not recognize. She rose when

Whidby came in, but was startled at the sight of his pale, troubled

face.

“Don’t scold me,” she said, extending her hands and speaking

tenderly. “ I could not let another day pass without seeing you after

my weakness yesterday when you told me about your foolish fears in

regard to hypnotism and your being the—the tool of some one with

that power. I was so horrified, you seemed so earnest about it, and

it shocked and frightened me so that I could not comfort you. But now

that I have thought it all over I am not worrying at all. Dear, it is

only imagination on your part. You have read of such things and

fancy them possible to yourself. I don’t believe a word of it. You

had nothing in the world to do with it. It is only an absurd idea."

\Vhidby put his arm round her and drew her to a sofa. He did

not speak for a minute, but sat stroking her gloved hand. Then he

said,—

“ You ought not to come here, dear; it is imprudent; but it makes

me very happy, for it is such a strong proof of your love and confi

dence. Unfortunately, however, my morbid fears have just been con

firmed. Dr. Lampkin, the hypnotic expert, of whom I spoke yester

day, is in the library with Colonel Warrenton. There is now no

doubt that I was hypnotized and made to do the deed.”

“ What? Oh, Alfred!” Miss Delmar paled, and he felt her

shudder as she leaned nearer to him.

“ There is no longer any doubt about it,” he repeated. “ Dr.

Lampkin has just been giving me a good talk against worrying over

what can’t be helped, and really I do feel more hopeful about it. Be

sides, all may come out well in the end.”

“But—but how do you know you did it? It’s perfectly absurd !”

“They put me to a test last night. I won’t trouble you with it. It

would only try your nerves to go into details. I knew nothing about

it. I was hypnotized after I fell asleep, and they got suflicient proof

to convince them. Now, don’t get excited, darling: you are trembling

all over, just as you did yesterday.”

Miss Delmar drew her hands from his clasp and covered her face.

“Oh, I can’t bear it ! I simply cannot hear to think that you did

it in—-in such a horrid way. Alfred, you didn’t! You didn’t !”

The door-bell rang. Whidby sat staring into the frank eyes of the

irl, unable to formulate a reply. Neither spoke just then. They

heard Matthews go to the door and open it ; then a gentleman entered

the drawing-room. I

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Whidby,” he said. “I am M1nard Hen

dricks, the detective who witnessed the proceedings in your bedroom
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last night. I thought I might find Dr. Lampkin and Colonel War

renton here.”

“They are now in the library,” answered Whidby. “Matthews

will notify them that you are here. Take a seat, Mr. Hendricks.”

Miss Delmar arose and extended her hand to Whidby.

“ I must be going,” she said, in a low voice.

“I beg your pardon,” said Hendricks. “ You are Miss Delmar, I

am sure. I would not detain you, but I am certain that I can tell you

something you would like to hear. Now, I see,” Hendricks went on,

smiling reassuringly, “that you think I am pretty bold to introduce

myself in this abrupt way; but you must remember that I am a de

tective, and that it is my business sometimes to introduce myself without

much ceremony.”

Miss Delmar smiled faintly and bowed. “ Of course; that is your

right, sir,” she said.

Then Colonel Warrenton and Dr. Lam kin came in.

“ Good-morning, gentlemen,” said Hen ricks. “ I have been think

ing over our mutual investigations of last night, and have come to the

conclusion that it cannot harm my proceedings to endeavor to remoyea

false impression from your minds in regard to Mr. Whidby’s actions

when hypnotized by the criminal. I could have told you the truth last

night, but was not quite ready to do so.”

“ You don’t think he was made to do the deed?” asked Dr

Lampkin.

“ He didn’t,” broke in Miss Delmar, excitedly. “I don’t see how

any one could think so for a moment.”
Hendricks smiled. “ That’s the way I like to hear it exp1'essed_,H

he said to the young lady. “If you had been present last night, M158

Delmar, you would not have let them think so.”

“ How are you going to prove it ?” asked Colonel Warrenton, hope

fully. “Don’t make any mistake this time. Much depends on It

\Vhidby has been fretting his heart out over the horrible idea.” _

“May we go into Mr. Whidby’s room now?” asked Hendricks.

“Miss Delmar may come also. I can explain things better to ladies

than to men.”

Warrenton opened t-he door. “ Certainly; the room has been put

to rights. Come on.”

“ Now,” began the detective, when they had entered Whidby’s room;

“ we won’t indulge in so much realism as to have the colonel represent‘

ing the dead man, nor Mr. \Vhidhy playing the rdle of a peaceful sleeper»

out of respect for Miss Delmar’s nerves; for, while she Would really

make a better detective than any one of you, she is only a woman:

after all, and we won’t make the picture any more gruesome than 15

necessary. For our purpose we will simply imagine that the_ Other

room contains a sleeper, and that Mr. Whidby is reclining on this bed

Now, Dr. Lampkin, when Mr. Whidby was hypnotized last night and

you made him get up, did you notice whether his right hand was

closed or open ?”

“ (lid not,” replied the doctor, with a sudden start and then 8

questlolllllg Bt-are into Hendricks’s face.
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“Then you could not tell whether he had a knife in his hand when

he got up on the fatal night or not?”

“Ah! No. I was a fool not to think of that; but I could not

watch everything: one has to concentrate the mind on a single idea to

hypnotize successfully.”

“Quite right, doctor; but, having my eyes well open last night,

though I did have to look through a slit in that screen over there, I

observed that Mr. Whidby, before getting up, seemed to be trying to

push something away from him. It was a knife the murderer was

trying to give him. And finally when Mr. Whidby did get out of bed

his hand was not closed.”

“Ah l I see,” cried Dr. Lampkin. “I was very stupid.”

“ Not at all,” returned the detective, with a laugh. “ I make a great

many mistakes, and sometimes my mistakes help me to get on the right

track in the end. That was one point you missed. Here is the other.

Come over to this window. Do you see anything unusual here?”

“ I examined it early this morning,” broke in Colonel VVarrenton,

putting on his eye-glasses, “but to save my life I could not guess

what you were looking at last night.”

The detective put his finger on the window-sill.

“ Don’t you see that little crack?”

“ Plainly now,” said Dr. Lampkin ; “ but it means nothing to me.”

Hendricks looked round at the circle of faces.

“ After failing to put the knife into Mr. Whidby’s hand, the mur

derer stuck it—a big one it was, too—right here, with the handle up;

then he stood away and tried to make Mr. Whidby go to it and take

it. He failed three times. You remember how Mr. Whidby would

slowly draw near the window and then go back? ‘Veil, that is the

explanation. The hypnotist could not control his subject sufliciently.

What did he do next? He made Mr. Whidby sit on the side of the

bed, just as he did last night, you know, for about ten minutes. Then

he took the knife himself, hastily, perhaps angrily, for you notice the

wood is splintered a little. If he had been perfectly cool he would

have drawn it out carefully. He was vexed over his failure to control

Mr. Whidbv. His next move was to hypnotize Mr. Strong into a

merry mood, and then he committed the deed.

“ What did he do after that? To me it is as plain as the nose on a

man’s face, for I made a thorough examination of that corner last night.

He stood there with his dripping knife in his hand, and succeeded in

controlling Mr. Whidby to the extent of making him go into the other

room. He made him touch the murdered man’s throat and return to

bed. His plan was to make Mr. Whidby sleep till he was found next

morning with signs of guilt on him. But, as you know, the cook,

who usually called the two men in the morning, was absent. Mr.

Whidby slept till late, waked of his own accord, and summoned the

police with such an appearance of innocence that he was not arrested.”

“ We are delighted, and very grateful to you, Mr. Hendricks,”

said Colonel Warrenton, when the detective had concluded. “ I’lD

sure it has taken a load off the minds of this young couple." _

“ I can only say that I am so happy I cannot express my feehngs

Vor.. LVII.—50
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on the subject,” said Miss Delmar. She blushed as she taught

Whidby’s arm, and they walked from the room.

Hendricks found them in the library a few minutes later, Colonel

Warrenton and Dr. Lampkin having left the house.

“ I have explained all this for a purpose, Mr. Whidby,” said he.

“ As a rule, I make no explanations to any one till a mystery is com

pletely solved; but I must have your assistance at this point, and I

wanted to put you into a more hopeful humor. I think I may add

that there is no one so deeply concerned in the discovery and detection

of the criminal as you are.”

“ That’s true,” said Whidby, “and I feel so pleased with what you

have just said that I would work my fingers to the bone to help you.”

“ Do you think, Mr. Hendricks,” asked Miss Delmar, “ that, if you

don’t succeed in capturing the criminal, the circumstances surrounding

the affair will reflect on Mr. Whidby ?”

“In a way, yes, decidedly,” was the reply. “There is not, I

think, quite enough evidence to convict Mr. \Vhidby, but the circum

stances are very awkward. If we don’t catch some outside party half

the world will continue to believe Mr. Whidby guilty.”

“ Continue?” asked Miss Delmar, with a sudden upward glance;

“then you think '2”

“That public opinion is about half divided ? Yes. You see, even

if we offer the theory of hypnotism, it won’t go down with the orthodox

world, which doesn’t believe in such things. By reading the papers

you will see that there is really a great deal of honest doubt of Mr.

Whidby’s innocence in all parts of the country.” _

“That’s true,” sighed the girl. “Oh, please let me help you 111

some way! I’m sure I ought to be able to do something.”

“You shall help me and Mr. Whidby very soon; but I wort

remain with you longer now to explain. Could you-—how would It

suit both of you to meet me here this afternoon at two o’clock ?”

“I think I can come,” gladly answered Miss Delmar. “Father

has forbidden me to see—”

“I know that very well,” smiled Hendricks. “ You see that W";

too, have been watched.”

“ I understood so,” replied the girl; “ but I didn’t care. I knew

my intentions were good.”

“I discovered that pretty soon,——in fact, the moment I saw you

with your veil off,” said the detective,—“ and felt ashamed of my pm‘

caution.” He had risen, and held his watch in his hand. “ Will the

arrangement suit you, Mr. Whidby ?”

“Perfectly,” answered Whidby; and Hendricks bowed himself

out of the room.

CHAPTER XIII.

Hnnnmcxs called a cab at the door and drove to the ofiioe of

Captain Welsh. He found Welsh pacing the floor in a fever of im

patience.

“I thought you never would turn up in the world,” said Welsh,
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as they took seats. “It seems to me that everything is at a stand

still. The city is wild with excitement and demanding that something

be done.”

Hendricks shrugged his shoulders as if he had only half heard the

remark and had been disturbed in some train of thought. He reached

for a cigar in a box on the captain’s desk, bit the end of it, and then

seemed to sink into a revery again.

Welsh stared at him a moment in vexation, then he said,—

“ I was on the watch myself at the mayor’s last night. About ten

o’clock I saw Mrs. Walters slip out on the lawn. She came very cau

tiously from the rear of the house. I saw her stoop to pick up some

thing near where your umbrella was left, and then she returned by the

front door.”

Hendricks nodded slowly, but did not look up from the spot on

the carpet at which he had been staring for several minutes. Welsh

flushed slightly, and went on awkwardly:

“ I had expected to find out a lot about her early life from a lady

friend of mine, but, as bad luck will have it, the lady has left the city

for the summer, and I don’t know exactly where she has one. I was

thinking of hunting her up and going to see her, if you t1ink ”

Hendricks rose abruptly.

“ I must write a letter,” he said. “Give me some paper,

please.”

Welsh’s face fell as he rose and drew some writing-materials from

a drawer and put them before the detective.

“Do you want me to cease my investigations?” he asked, im

patiently.

Hendricks dipped a pen into the ink-well, and as he did so he

looked up and caught sight of the captain’s face.

“Oh, hang it all, captain!” he said,—“ pardon me: I have not

heard half of what you were saying. I only caught enough at the

start to know that you were not on the right track. Let the woman

alone for a while. Do you remember I said that if I discovered cer

tain things about a mysterious stranger in the city I should have to

begin all over again?”

“Yes, certainly; but

“I have begun all over again.” And Hendricks began to write

hurriedly.

“ Can I help you in any way ?”

“I am afraid not now, captain. A little later, perhaps; but time

is too valuable just now for useless explanations: every minute must

count. This is the hardest nut I ever tried to crack.”

VVelsh said nothing further. He sank into a chair and looked out

of a window till Hendricks had finished and sealed his letter.

“Now,” said the detective, as he rose and grasped his hat, “ I am

going out for a little lunch, and then I have an appointment. I shall

see you later.”

At two o’clock Hendricks rang the bell at the Strong homestead.

Whidby himself opened the door.

“Is Miss Delmar here?” asked the detective.

H
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“ She has been here several minutes,” answered Whidby. “She is

in the library.”

“ Good !” said Hendricks. “ Now for business,” he went on,

cheerily, as he entered the library and bowed to Miss Delmar. “Move

up your chairs, both of you. There, that will do. Now, here’s what

I want to get at. Colonel Warrenton was good enough to put me on

to a little circumstance which he says he has not yet mentioned to you,

Mr. Whidby, but which we must sift to the bottom. It may lead us

to a motive for the crime, and that is what we are looking for. Do

you happen to know if your uncle had an enemy of any sort?”

‘Vhidby shook his head thoughtfully.

“ I can’t think who it could be, if he had one,” he said. “On the

contrary, uncle seemed to make friends with every one.”

“You don’t know much about Mr. Strong’s early life, which he

spent in the mines out West, I believe?”

“ No, I don’t. He did not speak of it often.”

“It is possible, you know, for him to have had an enemy even

that far back. Matthews, with whom I have talked, remembers your

uncle’s having had a strange visitor here a year or so ago, while you were

at the sea-shore. It seems that Mr. Strong had a sort of quarrel with

him, and, for some reason of his own, he requested Matthews not to

mention the visitor to you. Now, we must find that fellow if we can.”

“ But how are you going to do it ?” asked Miss Delmar.

“That’s what I’m here for,” replied Hendricks. “And you are

both going to help me. Now, that visitor came here and threatened

Mr. Strong about something, so Matthews says, and one who Will

threaten a man to his face is apt to do so in other ways. Mr. Whidby,

do you remember ever having seen your uncle receive any letters wlucll

seemed to disturb him at all?”

Whidby reflected a moment, then he looked up with a start.

“ Yes; I had not thought of it before, but my uncle has once 0!‘

twice acted peculiarly after receiving letters. About a month agollle

opened a letter at the breakfast-table and seemed almost to turn Blck

over it. He was white and trembled all over. I asked him what was

the matter, but he said he felt suddenly faint, and that was all he would

tell me. I was concerned about him, and wanted to send for a doctor,

but he refused to let me, and declared he was all right. He seemed 5°

unstrung that I felt uneasy. I really feared his mind was affected: 50

I watched him through the curtains for a while after he went into the

room where he keeps his papers.”
“ “That did he do there? Try—try tothink of everything,” urgefl

the detective, his eyes glittering as he fixed them on the young man 5

ace.
“ He stood at the window,” went on Whidby, “ and read the letter

again. From where I was in the hall, I could see the paper quiverlllg

in his hands. He remained there for a long time, as if in deep thought,

and then threw the envelope into a Waste-paper basket, took down 3

file, and put the letter carefully away.”
_ “Ah, I see. Good, so far !” exclaimed Hendricks. “ D0 You

think you would know that letter again ?"
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“I don’t know ; perhaps so. It was in a large, square, bluish

envelope, and the sheet was of the same color, and of letter-paper size.”

“ I am glad you remember those details,” said Hendricks. “ Now

let’s inspect that file. May we not go into the room where Mr. Strong

kept his papers ?”

“ Certainly,” said Whidby. “ The coast is clear. Matthews is

staying down-stairs. I am answering the door-bell.”

“At this young lady’s suggestion,” said the detective, with a laugl1,

as they were crossing the hall.

k ‘(‘iPray how did you guess that, I'd like to know ?” Miss Delmar

as e .

“ You were afraid your father would call here, and if Mr. Whidby

answered the hell you would have time to hide. Is not that true?”

“ Perfectly,” replied the girl, with a laugh. “ I'm glad he isn’t a

famous detective. He would have found me out long ago.”

When they had entered the little room and approached the desk,

which was near a great iron safe by a window, VVhidby started to draw

the letter-file from a pile of books and papers on a shelf overhead, but

the detective called out, “ Hold on ! Don’t touch it !” and he brought

a chair and placed it under the shelf. Then he went to the window,

raised the shade as high as it would go, and let in the sunlight; after

which he stepped upon the chair, and, with a hand on each end of the

shelf, looked carefully at the books and papers on which the file rested.

“ Ah, blast his ugly picture!” he ejaculated. “ He’s nobody’s

fool !”

“ What’s the matter?” asked Whidby.

“ We shan’t find the letter, after all.” Hendricks lifted the file

and stepped down to the floor.

“ Why, you haven’t looked,” protested Miss Delmar.

“ Yes, I have,” said the detective, in a disappointed tone. “Those

books and papers up there are thickly covered with dust, but the file

is comparatively free from it.”

“ All !” said Miss Delmar. “ Some one has been handling it.”

“Exactly ; and quite recently.” Hendricks opened the box-like

file and began to turn over the papers fastened in by sharp-pointed

steel prongs. “ Ah ! I see they are arranged according to date of arri

val. You think, Mr. \Vhidby, that the letter you remember noticing

came about a month ago. Well, we must turn to about the 20th of

June. Ah l here is the spot; and, by Jove! our friend was in a hurry,

—not so very cautious, after all.”

“What is it ?” asked Whidby.

“He has torn a letter out at this place. And it was a blue one,

too, for he has left a tiny fragment of it on the prongs.” Hendricks

held a minute piece of paper towards Whidby. “ Does that look like

the paper on which that particular letter was written ?”

“I think so.”

Hendricks nodded, and put the torn piece into the back part of his

watch-case. Then, taking the letter-file to the window, he laid it on

the end of the desk, and, keeping it open at the place where the letter

had been abstracted, he examined it closely.



790 FROM CLUE TO CLIMAX.

Miss Delmar drew nearer her lover.

“ I do hope he will find the criminal. It would make me happier

than anything in the world,” she whispered.

“I don’t think there is very much hope,” replied Whidby, in a

low tone, as he stealthily pressed her hand, his eyes on the broad back

of the detective.

“I think there is a great deal,” said the girl. “Oh, I should

simply be delighted to be able to show papa that you are innocent,

after all! He would never object then, you know, for you would be

your uncle’s legal heir, and worth more money than I could ever expect

from papa. It‘ only ”

“By Jove!” Hendricks’s startled exclamation drew their eyes to

him. He was holding the file close to his face, and examining a letter

with his lens.

“What is it ?” asked 'Whidby.

“B-l-o-o-d !” said Hendricks, playfully, in a deep, gurgling tone.

“The fellow extracted that letter within two minutes after he cut

Strong’s throat.”

“ How do you know ?” asked Miss Delmar. _

“I find traces of blood on each of the two letters between which

the missing one la . So far, so good ! Now, there is but one course

of action, and if t at fails I shall be at sea: so, Mr. Whidby, keep

your wits about you. The letter taken from this file must have been

of such a nature that it would associate the writer of it with the crime.

That means a good deal. It is quite likely that the murderer wit

nessed your uncle’s reception of the letter and saw him file it away;

otherwise he could not have gone to it so readily. Now, what we have

to do is to find the envelope you say your uncle threw into the waste

paper basket.”

“ Impossible,” said Whidby.

‘(

?”

“ Matthews has been looking after the rooms since the maid went

off, and he takes out the waste paper as soon as it accumulates. It

must have been thrown away several weeks ago.”

“ \Vhere does he throw such things?”

“ I don’t know.”

“ Call him."

Whidby rang, and in a minute Matthews came up from the

basement. _

“ We want to find a certain blue envelope, Matthews,” the detectlve

began. “It was thrown into this basket by Mr. Strong about a month

ago. Can you help us?” .

“ I don’t know, sir. I have been emptyin’ everythin’ of that klI}d

in the cellar. I keep all the paper in one barrel and all the rags "1

another, and a. junk-shop man comes every now and then "

I “ And gives you a little something for keeping the stuff for him,”

mterrupted Hendricks.

“Yes, sir,” the servant nodded.

“ Has he been here lately ?”

“Just a day or so before the murder, sir. I remember——”
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“Could you take Mr. Whidby and myself to his place?” said the

detective. “ We might be in time to keep our bit of evidence from

being made up into new paper.”

“ Yes, sir, without any trouble. His shop is on First Street, under

the brid c. It is a pretty tough place, sir, but we can take the cars

and get own quick enough.”

“I see I am to be of no further assistance,” jested Miss Delmar.

“ I didn t quite think you would care to soil your skirts in a rag

man’s shop,” replied the detective. “But as soon as we get a clue,

Mr. Whidby may bring the news to you. We’d better be going, too.”

Hendricks and Matthews started out at once: Whidby lingered in

the drawing-room with Miss Delmar.

“ If you have the time, you might stay here until we return,” said

Whidby. “ I am sure we shan’t be long.”

“I’ll wait an hour, anyway,” the young lady promised. “I am

dying to know if you accomplish anything. But run on: they are

waiting for you, and here comes the car.”

In ten minutes the three men had reached the bridge spanning the

murky river and were entering the shop indicated by Matthews.

“ \Ve must tell him exactly what we want,” Hendricks whispered

to Whidby at the door. “He hasn’t a very honest face, and if he

thinks we have lost something of intrinsic value he may tell us a lot

of lies. Usually they do all they can to aid a detective.”

“Ah! I see,” answered Whidby. “I should have blundered there

if I had been alone."

The dealer, a little Jew, with a very crafty face, came from behind

a counter piled up high with sacks of rage and paper.

“ What can I do for you, gentlemen?” he asked.

In a few words Hendricks explained what they were searching for.

“Ah! and you want to catch him, eh‘? ‘Well, I hope you can,”

said the Jew. “ I think I know the bags I got from dere. They are

up in the loft. I will throw them down, and you man look through

them here.”

“You are very good,” said Hendricks: “that's exactly what we

want.”

The Jew ran up a ladder through a hole in the ceiling, and in a

moment three sacks filled with old paper tumbled down at their feet.

Hendricks pointed to a clean place on the floor, and said to Mat

thews, “ Shake them out.”

Matthews emptied one of the bags in a heap, and Whidby bent

over it.

“ No doubt about the stuff being from our house,” he said. “ Here

is a note addressed to me, and there are some old bills of uncle’s.”

But after five minutes’ search he declared he saw no envelope which

looked like the one he had in mind. The second bag was searched

without success, but the third had hardly been opened before Whidby

picked up a large, square envelope.

“ I think this must be it,” he said.

“You are right: it matches the color of the paper. They must

have gone together,” replied the detective; and he opened the case of
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his watch and held the corner of the envelope down to the tiny bit.

“ We are all right so far.” Hendricks walked to the front of the shop

alone, studying, with a wrinkled brow, the envelope. Whidby paid

the Jew for his trouble, and then joined him.

“Can you make anything out of it?” he asked.

“Not a blasted thing,” replied Hendricks. “It was mailed in

New York. I did not expect that. At present I have the mnrderer’s

handwriting, and that is all; but-—” His face darkened, and he

clinched his fist, and swore under his breath.

“ What is it ?” Whidby questioned.

“I don’t know myself,” said the detective. “I have seen some

thing like this before, but I can’t tell where. By Jove! it will drive

me crazy if I don’t make it out. There is something about this en

velope that is familiar, but it eludes me like the memory of a night

mare. But I’ll get it after a while. Leave me, you and your man.

I’ll walk back alone. I want to tussle with this thing. I shall see

you as soon as I come to any conclusion.”

CHAPTER XIV.

HALF an hour afterwards the detective arrived at his hotel, and

went up to his room. His face still wore a look of deep perplexlty.

He sat down at a window and stared at the envelope steadily for ten

minutes. Then there was a rap at the door. It was a servant, to say

that Captain Welsh was down-stairs, and that he was anxious to see

him.

“ Send him up,” said Hendricks, and he put the envelope into h1S

pocket. He picked up a newspaper two or three days old, and was

hidden behind it when the captain rapped.

“Come in,” the detective mailed out. _

“ I am sorry to disturb you,” began Welsh, “but the truth _1s we

are making so little headway that the mayor’s people are showmg 8

good deal of impatience. Mrs. Roundtree says we are entirely too

slow, and she is laying it all on me and my men. The mayor himself

has just left my otfice. Of course I could not tell him what you sus

pected about his daughter, and ”

“ I should think not, captain, since you yourself don’t know what

iI1 do or do not suspect.” And Hendricks threw his paper on the

cor.

“Of course, of course; but aren’t you really going any further

with your investigations up there? I thought when I told you that I

spent the night in front of the house, and saw her come out and secure

the revolver from the grass, that ” _

Hendricks broke into a low laugh, bent forward, and rubbed hls

hands between his knees.

“ You didn’t see me, captain, that night. \Ve were both 8 pretty

Pair of fools. I recognized you in the flaming disk of your clgar =1

block away. You looked like a head-light, and I made for you 88
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sp(())(pda,.s I turned the corner. I knew the gate must be near where you

s .

“ What do you mean ?” cried Welsh, in surprise.

“ I was in Mrs. Walters’s room from half-past nine till ten o’clock

that night, and made a thorough examination of her belongings.”

“Why, I was on watch at that time! You could not have gone

in at the front, and my men were in the rear.”

Hendricks smiled broadly.

“ I never go in at a back gate if I can help it. I was the driver

of the cab that took the mayor home from his oflice that night. I

overheard him ask the fellow to wait for him. I called the man into

a bar-room, explained who I was, promised him five dollars, exchanged

coats and hats with him, and took his cab. Of course I wore my

whiskers. I would not be without them when I go driving on cool

nights. I catch cold easily, and they protect my throat.

“I pulled up when you waved me down to tell the mayor you

were watching his house personally, on account of your special interest

in his family, and that you would see to it that they were not disturbed

through the night. When the mayor got out at the side door of his

house, I took my fare, explained that a piece of my harness had given

way, and was tinkering with a strap under the belly of the horse when

the mayor went in to his supper. Then I ran my rig out of sight

behind a sort of wood-shed, and went up the back stairs to Mrs. Wal

ters’s room. I knew it by her dresses in the closets.”

“ What were you looking for?”

“Books, chiefly. I had found out that she had purchased a box

of them in New York the other day, and I wanted to see them. I

thought they might be treatises on hypnotism and things in that out

landish line; but they were only modern yellow-backed novels, trans

lations of Emile Gaboriau, and detective stories by Doyle and Anna

K. Green. They put me on a new scent. A light broke on me. I

felt like a fool.‘ I went down, got on my cab, and drove off like mad.

I passed you at the carriage-gate and asked you the time. You told

me, and I said I had to catch a train, and whipped up my horse.”

“I remember. What a blamed fool I was!” said Welsh, with a

deep flush. “ What did you do next?”

“Turned the cab over to its owner, and went and had a private

talk with the family physician of the Roundtrees. After that, to use

slang, I kicked myself soundly, and in twenty minutes was dogging

the footsteps of the distinguished stranger of whom I spoke to you.”

“But don’t you think Mrs. Walters had anything to do with the

murder?” asked Welsh.

“Nothing at all. Here it is in a nutshell. She will be a mother

in about three months. In her condition she is always queerly imagi

native and deceitful. She: lost a child a year ago in childbirth, and

for several months before it was born she almost ran her family wild

with her strange fancies. She has been reading sensational literature

for a long time, and when that murder occurred, and her father offered

a reward for the capture of the criminal, it struck her that the mur

derer would be apt to resent it. She tried to rouse the fears of her
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father and husband on this line, but, as they failed to see it her way,

she determined to make them do so. She invented the yarn about

having seen a man on the lawn the night she astonished them by going

to the gate with her husband’s revolver, and, following the murderer’s

idea of using a typewriter, she wrote the threatening letter to her

father and enjoyed the excitement it caused. Later, fearing that some

one would see through her little deception, she determined to make the

circumstances more convincing. The detective stories she had read

gave her the idea of pretending to be shot at. As I have shown you,

she dampened the clay with the watering-can, made the foot-marks by

wearing her father’s slippers, shot a hole through her sleeve, hid the

revolver in the grass, and has had a lot of fun out of our careful in

vestigations. If she had dreamt, however, that she herself would be

suspected of that murder, she would have shown the white feather

long ago.”

f U “ What are you going to do now ?” asked Welsh, completely crest

9. en.

“I am on quite another line, and am at a stand-still. I hardly

know what I shall do.”

“Can I aid you in any way?”

“I think not, now. I shall come round as soon as I find out

anything tangible.”

CHAPTER XV.

THE next morning at nine o’clock Miss Delmar called at Whidby’s.

“ I have had to run for it,” she said, laughingly, as the young man

came into the drawing-room. “I had to give papa the slip. ‘He

heard that I was out all day yesterday, and demanded an explanfltlolh

Of course I refused to tell him anything, and he ordered me not to

show myself out of doors to-day. But when I got the telegram from

Mr. Hendricks to meet him here at nine, I slipped out at the back

gate, and have run nearly all the way.”

Whidby drew her to him and kissed her.

“ You are bound to pull me out of this hole,” he said. “Alweek

ago I was nearly crazy with forebodings, but now I really enjoy it.”

“I am sure I do, almost,” she laughed. “I Wonder if Mr. Hen

dricks ean have discovered anything more. Here he comes HOW

heard the gate click. Let me admit him.” _

She went to the door, and in a moment entered with the detectwe.

“ He knows something new,” she said laughingly to her lover.

“I am see it in his eyes.”

“ You certainly don’t seem so perplexed as you did when I left you

yesterday,” said Whidby, as he cordially shook hands.

“A little nearer, that's all," was the reply of the detective, as he

sat down and took out the envelope they had found at the shop of the

rag-dealer. “ You know,” he went on to Whidby, “ I said yesterday

that there was something familiar about this envelope that I oouldnt

make out. Well, last night, as I was studying over it, this large D

In the centre of the postmark suddenly recalled an incident W my
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mind, and I must relate it to you, so that you can follow a certain

chain of circumstances in which I am interested and which may lead

us to something definite.

“ Three days after I had been detained down here by the murder,

my mother, who lives with me in New York, received a letter. Here

it is. I will read it to you:

“ ‘ DEAR MADAM —

“‘An importzint business matter makes it necessary to wire your

son, Mr. Minard Hendricks, at once. He and I are friends, but I have

missed him round town lately. I was told at his club that he had left

the city. If you will kindly send his address to me, I shall be greatly

obliged. I am, dear m‘ada‘i7n, _ 1

er smcere oursfl‘ ‘ FREDIZRICK éHAMPNEY,

“ ‘ 234 Union Street, Brooklyn.’

“ There seems to be nothing remarkable about that note. Do you

think there is?” asked Hendricks when he had finished.

“ Not that I am see,” said Miss Delmar, deeply interested.

“Rather a bold thing to do, if the fellow that wrote it wanted to

steer clear of you, I should think,” Whidby remarked.

“ The bold things are the very ones we are less likely to suspect, as

a rule,” said the detective. “ But I haven't told you how it came into

my hands. My mother, while very old and naturally uususpicious,

has learned a good deal of caution from me, especially where anything

pertains in the slightest to my profession: so she did not reply to the

note, but sent it down here to me. I fell readily into the trap set for

her. I could remember no one by the name of Champney, but I flat

tered myself it was some one who knew me better than I did him:

so, thinking that my mother’s caution in not replyin to the note had

perhaps caused the writer some inconvenience, I wired my address, and

at the same time wrote a cordial note of explanation and apology,

which I mailed to the address given.

“The matter might then have escaped my memory, if the note had

not left a sort of uneasy impression on my mind thatI might suddenly

he called to New York, and, as I was deeply interested in this mse, I

dreaded interruption. It was this frame of mind that causeda very

trifling circumstance to bring back the whole thing to me.

“ The letter of apology which I had sent after the telegram hap

pened to be put in an envelope bearing the business card of my hotel

in this city, under which, being rather methodical in almost everything,

I had written the number of my room. Well, in a few days it was

returned to me marked ‘ Not Delivered.’

“ This at once excited a suspicion that something was wrong,-—that

some designing person, for reasons of his own, had tricked me into

betraying my whereabouts. The telegram had not been returned.

That showed that some one at 234 Union Street, Brooklyn, had re

ceived it and signed for it in due form, or I should have been advised

of his failure to do so by the telegraph oflice here. The letter addressed
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in the same way had been returned. That proved that Frederick

Champney either was not there or wanted me to think he was not, and

my curiosity was roused. But, as your case was just then becoming

more interesting, I put the letter away for safe keeping, along with the

note to my mother, to take up again when I was more at leisure, and

dismissed them from my mind. However, as I said just now, there

was something strangely familiar about the envelope we found at the

rag-shop yesterday, and I could not for the life of me tell what it could

be. It was not until I had left you and reached my hotel last night

that I found out. It was simply the large capital D in the centre of

the New York postmark, for it corresponded exactly with the big D

in the postmark of the. letter my mother had received. You smile.

You think that a very little thing. \Vell, so it was; but wait. The

D indicated the station at which the letters were posted: they had both

been mailed in the same postal district. I knew that much, you see,

as a starter; but I was not satisfied. I was sure the two envelopes

held a better clue between them, and I was bound to have it.

“I lay awake half the night, thinking, thinking, till I got so

wrought up I could not reason logically at all. I knew that would_do

no one any good, so I banished thoughts of all kinds, and was gettmg

into a drowsy state, in fact was almost dropping off, when suddenly an

idea popped into my brain. _

“ I sprang up, lit the gas, and with my magnifying-glass exammed

the letter which had been returned to me from New York marked

‘ Not Delivered.’ What do you suppose I discovered ? My letter had

been steamed and carefully opened. It was perfectly evident.could see indications of its having been regummed and rescaled. It 15

almost impossible to put paste on an envelope as smoothly by hand

as it is done by a machine.”

“So you thought ” began VVhidby.

“That when the individual who had written my mother under the

name of Frederick Champney had received the letter coming 0Il§|1e

heels of my telegram, his first impulse was to return it unopened, being

afraid the reception of it would tend to show his whereabouts. Blfh

being curious to know what I had to say, he first opened it, read It,

and then sealed and returned it. Not a bad idea, eh ?”

\Vhidby nodded. “ It failed, however, to take you in.”

“ And, moreover, it put me on to a substantial clue. See, here are

the two envelopes side by side,—the one addressed to my mother and

the other to Mr. Strong. Now for points of resemblance. The hand

writing, though disguised, is the same; the ink under a glass shows the

same crystal formations; the two letters were sent from the same Postal

station in New York ; and, though the color and quality Of each enve

lope are different, yet under the flaps, in raised letters, are the names

of the same retail dealers in New York. See,—-Ramage and Co-, Sm‘

tioners, East 14th Street. The two envelopes were purchased at the

same shop.”

“But,” said Whidby, “doesn't it strike you that it is rather all

unnatural thing for a man guilty of murder to do,—to openly wl‘lte

to the mother of a detective to get his address ?”
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“People guilty of crime will do the most foolish things in the

world,” Hendricks answered ; “ but I have to resort to my own vanity

to account for his having done as he did. I flatter myself that he

knew something of my skill in detecting crime, and once he found

himself guilty he regarded me as the man he had most to fear. He

discovered, as his note to my mother shows, that I was out of town.

That made him uneasy. The thought troubled him so much that he

simply had to satisfy his mind on that point. He supposed his little

game with my mother would succeed, and that she would think no

more about it after replying to his note.”

“ Ah, yes!” exclaimed Miss Delmar, “and when he got your letter

and telegram it must have frightened him to find himself in direct

correspondence with the man of all others he was most anxious to

avoid.”

“Exactly,” the detective agreed; “and I shall lose nothing by

what he has done, for his letter shows me where to look for him. He

is in New York, and has been there ever since he committed the

murder and scattered those notes about town. They were designed to

make us think the murderer lived here.”

“But,” said Miss Delmar, “surely you have overlooked the fact

that Mr. Roundt-ree has received a warning since then, and that Mrs.

Walters has been shot at by the man himself?”

Hendricks looked a little embarrassed.

“ I can’t explain that now,” he said; “ but I know whereof Ispeak.

He is in New York. I am going there to-night, and shall do my best

to lift the cloud from over your two heads. If I fail, it won’t be my

fault. I shall not leave a stone unturned.”

“Whether you succeed or not, we shall never forget you for all

you have done and are trying to do,” said Miss Delmar. “ I really don’t

know what we shall do. My father is threatening to disinherit and

disown me, and if half the world continues to believe Mr. Whidby

guilty we shall be miserable enough.”

“ You are, indeed, in a disagreeable situation,” said Hendricks, in

a kindly tone. “No one knows that better than I. To be frank,-—

though the bare fact may pain you a little,—I must tell you now that

it has only been on my earnest assurance that I had hopes of pro

ducing the real criminal that I have kept Welsh and his gang from

arresting you, Mr. VVhidby.”

There was silence for a moment. Miss Delmar changed counte

nance, though she strove hard to keep her self-possession.

“ Father mentioned something about the probability of an immediate

arrest,” she said, in a wavering tone. “But I thought he did it out

of spite.” '

“No, I presume he must have got it from something the pohce

have set afloat,” Hendricks replied, “ and I think you ought to know

what to expect. But, even if they should arrest you, Mr. Whidby,

try to put a brave face on the matter, and hope for a clear acquittal

at a trial in court. I shall hurry up matters in New York, I promise

you. Dr. Lampkin has agreed to join me, and together we are gomg

to track the reptile.”
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“ Do you expect to find anything about tl1e man at that Brooklyn

address?” asked Whidby, gloomily.

“Perhaps so; but it may only be a private letter-box place, and

those people are very hard to get anything out of. As a rule, their

business is a little oil‘ color, you know, and they dread exposure. The

return of my letter shows that the murderer is on his guard, and he

may steer clear of that address.”

CHAPTER XVI.

IN the afternoon, two days later, Hendricks called at the oflice of

Dr. Lampkin in New York. He was shown into an anteroom where

half a dozen patients sat in a row against the wall, each awaiting his

turn. Hendricks sat down at the end of the row, crossed his legs, and

soon became deeply absorbed in thought.

Presently he heard a cough, and, looking up, saw the doctor

beckoning to him from the office door. Hendricks rose and went in.

Dr. Lampkin was laughing heartily.

“ You don’t know how comical you looked,” he said. “ You were

sitting beside the worst old morphine reprobate in New York. He

had a sleepy stare in his eyes, and with yours you were trying to dlg

an idea out of a spot on the carpet. Why didn’t you come right In?

If you had only sent up your name, you need not have waited 8

minute.” _

“ I didn’t want to get in ahead of anybody,” replied the detective,

with a good-natured smile. “I thought I'd take my turn, and get

you to focus some of your magic on me.”

“ What is your com laint ?” _

“Stupidity. I un erstand you can cure a great many menial

troubles.”

“ How does the disease affect you ?” _

“Keeps me from attending to business. I am continually chasing

fancies which lead nowhere. But, jokes aside, I want you for a While

this afternoon, if you can get 05'.”

“ I’m at your service.”

“ But the—these patients?” _

“Oh, my assistant can dispose of them easily. Business is very

light to-day. Besides, I am dying to do something in the Strong

case. The truth is, I want to help that young man out. I 8

great liking to him the night I saw him lying there helpless, gollfg

through with that bloody r6lc. And his gir1,—Miss Delmar,-dl

you ever see her ?”

“ You know I know her. What are you talking about?”

“That’s a fact. I had forgotten. She is simply lovely; and I

admire her pluck. I’d like to thrash that father of hers. But what

do you propose?”

“Have you found out anything about a hypnotist answering the

description I have given you of our man ?”
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“Not a thing, so far, but I don’t despair of doing so soon. But

what are we going to do to-day ?”

“ I want you to go over to Brooklyn with me. I think the only

thing now is to find out how the fellow used that address.”

“ Perhaps he lives there.”

“ Hardly likely; but we shall see.”

In fifteen minutes the two men were on the bridge cars, crossing

the river to Brooklyn. Reaching the other side, they continued on

the elevated road to Union Street, where they alighted. Then they

walked along the pavement, looking at the numbers on the plate-glass

over the doors.

“ By Jove ! there you are,—directly opposite,” exclaimed Dr. Lamp

kin. “That’s two hundred and thirty-four, and no mistake about it.

Now for an interesting climax or a downright failure.” And he

started to cross the street.

“Stop, d—n it!” cried Hendricks, looking straight ahead of him

and walking on. “ Come along.”

“ What’s the matter?” asked the doctor, in a low tone, as he caught

up with his companion.

“Nothing serious ; no harm done; but we must approach the place

more—more casually, so to speak, than that. Suppose we had crossed

there, some one in the house might have seen us and been aware of

our approach.”

“ You are right: I never thought of that. Henceforth I’m going

to hold my tongue and act only as you direct,” said Dr. Lampkin.

“We’ll go to the end of the block, and cross over,” Hendricks

returned. His brow was wrinkled, and the doctor saw that he was

inwardly disappointed about something. They had reached the end

of the block and crossed over before Hendricks spoke again : “ I may

be sadly mistaken, but I am afraid we are on a wild-goose chase. The

house looks like the respectable home of middle-class people. If it

had been a lodging-house, or a cheap boarding-place, the outlook

would have been more encouraging.”

“ How do you know it isn’t one or the other?” asked the doctor.

“Door-plate, for one thing; and then it is too clean,” was the

reply, just as they reached the steps. “ Now we’ll see what name is

on the plate. By Jove! hang me if it isn’t Champney! I don’t like

things that look so easy.”

A servant-girl answered the ring.

“Does Frederick Champney live here?” asked the detective.

The girl stared for an instant in surprise, then she recovered her

self with a start, as if she had suddenly recollected something.

“ Oh, I suppose you’re the teacher,” she said. “He is up-stairs,

a-studyin’ his lessons. I’ll call him.”

Hendricks bowed.

“ We’ll wait for him in the parlor,” he said, glancing into a room

on the right of the hall.

“ Very well, sir. He’ll be right down.”

The girl closed the outside door, and went up the stairs. Dr.

Lampkin sat down, watching his companion’s face curiously. Hen
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dricks remained standing where he could observe the stairs through

the half-open door. He bent towards the doctor.

“ I’ll do the talking. It is well that she takes us for some one he

is waiting for. It may throw him off his guard, unless he suspects

Hang it! I feel as if I ought to have gone up to his room.” He

put his hand into his sack-coat pocket, and, with a cautious look into

the hall, drew out a revolver and handed it to Lampkin. “Hide

it, but have it ready to draw. Remember, we don’t know what sort

of man we are going to meet, nor his humor. Let me manage him;

but if he should happen to get the drop on me, come to my assistance.”

“ All right,” replied the doctor. “ You can depend on me.”

Hendricks took another look into the hall.

“ I hadn’t the slightest idea we should run up on this,” he said.

“I told you I wanted treatment for stupidity. Something is radically

wrong with me. ’Sh l”

There was a sound of footsteps on the floor overhead, a clatter on

the stairs, and a boy eleven or twelve years of age, very neatly

dressed, came into the room hurriedly. He stopped short, and his

eyes widened in astonishment.

“I—I beg your pardon,” he stammered, flushing. “Sarah told

me my teacher had come—and—and wanted to see me.” _

A look of perplexity darted across the face of the detective, and

for a moment there was an awkward pause. Then Hendricks S8l'd,-'

“ We wanted to see Frederick Champney on a matter of business.

Does he live here?”

“ That’s my name, sir,” said the boy, timidly. _

“Perhaps it is your father's also,” suggested Hendricks, m a re

assuring tone.

“My father is dead,” replied the boy.

H. Champney.” _ ”

“ Then you are the only Frederick Champney in the family?

“ Y-e-s, sir.” The boy spoke slowly, and then ended with a start

His glance wavered under the sharp gaze of the detective, whose fa‘?

had undergone a remarkable change. When Hendricks spoke, hm

voice sounded to Dr. Lampkin strangely harsh and firm: _

“I received a letter from this street and number. It was signed

Frederick Champney. Did you write it ‘I” _

The boy suddenly fell to trembling, and his face worked ill_ an

eifort to control himself, but he hung his head in silence. Hendricks

repeated his question, but still the boy would not reply. He looked

towards the hall, as if he wished to escape.

Seeing this, Hendricks stepped between him and the door.

“I may as well be plain with you, my boy,” he said. “I am a

detective, legally authorized to arrest any one suspected of law-brt-Bk‘

ing. A letter of very grave importance has been written over You

name. If you know anything about it, and won’t tell me, I Shall be

compelled to arrest you on suspicion.”

The boy stared into Hendricks’s face for an instant in abject terror;

then he burst into tears. He darted towards the door, but the dew‘

twe caught his arm, and drew him, struggling, back into the mom

“His name was Stephen
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“ Mamma! mamma !” shrieked the boy with all his strength, and

he rolled on the floor in Hendricks’s clutch and beat the legs of his

captor with his fists. Just then a white-faced, middle-aged woman ran

into the room from the rear stairs, followed by the maid who had

admitted them. On seeing her, and being released by the detective,

the boy ceased his cries, ran to his mother, and hid his face in her lap.

She could only stare at the two visitors in speechless amazement.

Hendricks bowed very low and stammered out an explanation.

“I am a detective,” he said. “A very important letter has been

written under the address of this house and over the name of Frederick

Champney. I can’t think this little fellow could be guilty of any

misdemeanor, you know, madam, but from his actions it is plain to me

that he knows something about the matter. He started to run away,

and I had to hold him.”

“Fred !” The woman almost gasped as she forced the white face

of the boy towards her own. “ Fred, do you know anything of what

this man is talking about?”

The boy darted towards her lap again, but she held him firmly in

front of her, and shook him fiercely.

“ Speak, I say! What is the matter with you? If you have

been up to any devilment ”

“I didn’t write it, mamma,” the boy whimpered.

“Well, who did? What do you know about it? Speak, I tell

you, or I’ll thrash you within an inch of your life.”

“ Don’t be hard on him,” Hendricks interposed. “I think I un

derstand. He will tell us all about it. That is the best way.”

The boy dried his eyes, and took his head out of his mother’s apron.

For a moment there was a deep silence as he stood hesitatingly before

her.

“Uncle Tom,” faltered the boy. “He did it. I promised him not

to tell a s0ul,—not even you; and I wouldn’t, but you made me."

“Ah, I see,” said the woman, angrily, and her gray eyes flashed

as she turned to Hendricks. “It is some of my brother’s mischief;

but I will not have him mixing my innocent children up in his miser

able affairs. It is shameful, the way he has been acting!”

“He asked me to let him use my name,” said the boy, who had

grown calmer. “ He told me it wasn’t anything but a joke on a friend

of his,—a woman, who thought she was writing to a man she never

saw. I took the answers to Uncle Tom.”

“ Outrageous I” cried the woman. “I am ashamed of my own

name when one who bears it can do such things.”

“ Where is he ?” asked Hendricks, with sudden craftinees of look

and manner. “ It is only a trifling matter, that can easily be settled,

but I’d like to see him.”

“He's up-stairs, asleep, now,” the woman replied, still angrily.

“He’s sleeping off one of his all-night prowls around town. I have

been willing to give him a bed and board here when he is with us, m

spite of his being a regular disgrace to us all with his queer notions.

Sarah,” she broke off suddenly, seeing that Hendricks had moved

nearer the door and signalled to Dr. Lampkin, “ run up and tell him

Von. LVII.—51
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to come down here, and to be quick about it. I want an explanation

of his conduct, and I’ll have it now.”

Hendricks sprang into the hall, and caught the girl’s arm.

“ Where’s his room ‘?” he asked, under his breath.

“Second floor back,” answered the girl.

Hendricks turned to the doctor. ‘‘Quick !” he said. “Follow

me.”

Mrs. Champney’s mind, however, had acted with the rapidity of

lightning. She ran between Hendricks and the foot of the stairs, and

with outstretched arms stood in his way.

“ What has he done? What are you going to do with him ?” she

said. “ He is my brother, and ”

“Pardon me! I must do it!” and Hendricks caught her arm,

pushed her back towards the hall door, and, signalling to Dr. Lampk_1n,

who had determined to be as agile as his friend, sprang up the stznrs.

Hendricks was as active as a greyhound, and he was half-way up the

flight before the doctor had started.

Dr. Lampkin caught up with him at the closed door of the back

room on the second floor. He was trying to force it open with his

right hand, while in the left he held his revolver. _

“Hang him, he’s on to us!” panted the detective. “That kld

made too much noise. Get out your gun, and come against the door

with me. Quick! we must smash it. The lock is strong.”

They struck the door simultaneously. It did not yield at first, and

the house shook, and resounded with the hollow noise. There was 9

startled cry from below, a woman’s voice, and then steps on the staus.

“Quick! come again !” grunted the detective; and shoulder to

shoulder they struck the door once more. The fastenings gave way,

and they plunged into the room, only keeping their feet by falhng

against a bureau which had been rolled against the door, and wlnch

now, with its broken mirror, stood in their way. _

The room was empty. An open window told a story. Hendrlcki

swore under his breath as he made his way to the window. H9 pomf/~‘d

to the sloping roof of a shed and a pile of boxes below. .

“That’s the way he went. Come on! we must not wait to I'll“

round the block. We are as nimble as he is. He went overithatnreal‘

wall into the alley. I see where he dislodged some of the bricks.

Hendricks thrust his revolver into his coat-pocket, crawled Over

the window-sill, swung down to his full length, and then let go. Dr

Lampkin was in the window when Hendricks struck the roof. The

next instant they stood together in the yard, and a minute later had

scaled the brick wall and were in the alley.

Vehicles and workmen were going to and fro, but the pursuers

saw no one who appeared to be trying to escape them. The dnver Of

an ice-wagon said that only a minute before a man had sprung 0\'er

the wall, and, laughing heartily, had run towards the street on the

right. The ioeman thought he was playing a joke on some one, 115119

had often seen him about there. ‘

“ Come on,” said Hendricks. “ He may make for the Union btreet

Elevated Station. It is about our only chance.”
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Turning into Union Street, the pursuers made all the speed possible

towards the station, looking about them as they went.

When within half a block of the station, Hendricks cried out

excitedly,— -

“I’ll bet my life I saw him going up the steps on this side. It

was just for an instant, as he turned the corner of the stairway. Isaw

a white-headed, slender fellow, and he was going too fast not to be

trying to escape something. We may get him after all. Hang it,

here comes the train ! VVe must catch it!”

Hendricks broke into a run, but the long train slowed up overhead

and came to a stop just as they reached the foot of the steps. A

wild look of mingled anger and disappointment swept over the face of

the detective as he dashed at the stairs. Up he ran, like a deer, taking

three or four steps at a time. It was wil;h the greatest difficulty that

Dr. Lampkin kept up with him. Just as Hendricks plunged through

the swinging door leading to the train, steam was heard escaping from

the engine. The guards on the platforms of the cars were jerking the

bell-cord and closing the gates.

“ VVait, for God’s sake l” yelled the detective, as he darted past the

man who was receiving the tickets, and reached the nearest car. But

the gates were closed, and the train was moving. The guards, as they

swept by, stared in astonishment at the two men and motioned them

back.

But Hendricks did not heed their warning. Grasping the gate on

the front end of the last car, while the guard was closing the sliding

door of the car ahead, he swung himself first to a foothold on the

platform, and then, before the guard could prevent it, leaped over the

ate.g Dr. Lampkin, determining not to be left, swung on to the platform

of the rear car, where there was no guard, and, with some difficulty,

slowly climbed over the iron railing.

Hendricks smiled grimly when he saw that the doctor was safe, and,

passing the guard, who was speechless with amazement, ran through

the crowded car to Dr. Lampkin on the rear platform.

“ Come with me,” he whispered, panting from his hard run. “ We

must nab him before we reach the next station. He'll be desperate,

and we must cover him with our guns. He must not escape us. He

is a regular devil !”

Just then the guard came up.

“ See here, what does this mean ?” he asked, sternly. “ Don’t you

know ”

“ Detectives,” whispered Hendricks. “ Murderer on this train.

Let us alone. If you interfere,”—as the guard seemed to hesitate,—

“ I’ll have you slapped into jail. Get out of the way.—Come on,

doctor. He is likely to be about the middle of the train. He may

have seen us get on.”

The train was now going at full speed. They had passed into the

fourth car from the end, searching on each side for the fugitive, when

they heard a startled cry from a woman at a window on the left.

“ A man fell off!” she cried, her face pressed against the glass. At
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once the people in the car rushed over to the side she was on. The

windows were so crowded that Hendricks could not get to them. He

ran out on the platform of the car and looked back. A tall, gray

haired man, without a hat, stood on the track, leaning against the iron

railing. He did not seem injured, for he began to walk easily along

the narrow plank. Presently, just as the train was turning a curve,

he lowered himself between the cross-ties and vanished.

Hendricks turned to Lampkin.

“ Beat!” he said, simply. “He is the most reckless fellow I ever

chased. I have got a mother to support, or I would follow him. But

I can’t jump off a flying train, even for him.”

“ You are sensible. You would be a fool to try it,” said the

doctor. “ It’s all right for him : his neck is at stake. What next?”

“ Get out at the first station, and go back to where he descended.”

By this time the guards through the entire train knew that Heu

dricks was a detective. The one on the front of the fourth car volun

teered some information :

“He saw you come in at the end, sir, and made a break for the

door. I thought somethin’ was wrong with the fellow, so I tried to

hold him back when he started over the gate, but he slipped through

my hands like an eel. Before I knew what he was about, he _W_B5

swingin’ down at the side of the car, as white as a corpse, but srullln’

all the time. Then he came to a place where the planks were wider,

between the two railroads, and let go. It knocked him down, but he

got up again.”

“ Do you think it hurt him at all ?” asked Hendricks.

“Not a bit in the world, sir: he’s as nimble as a cat.” _Tl19I1 the

guard slid the doors open, and began to call out the next station. The

train was slowing up.

“ Let’s be the first out,” said the detective, pressing past some 111811

to the door, and drawing his friend by the arm. I

Reaching the street below, Hendricks turned back towards the

direction whence they‘ had come. _

“ I suppose it is about four blocks,” he said, as he started mt? *1

brisk walk. “All we can do now is to go back to where he let inm

self down from the railroad. We may pick up something there;

though I doubt it.”

It was easy enough to find the spot desired, for quite a crowd Of

people had gathered under the elevated track, and two pohcemen

seemed to be trying to disperse them.

“Where did the fellow go that got ofl” that train?” asked Hell

dricks of a policeman. “I am a detective.”

Both the policemen stared.

“Was you chasin’ ’im ?” asked one of them, in astonishment

“ Yes. Where did he go ?” .

“ He called 9. mb, and got in it. He said he fell ofl' the tram and

hurt himself a little, and wanted to go home.”

“ Did you hear the direction he gave the driver?”

“ No: did you, John?”

The other policeman shook his head.
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“I couldn’t hear, the crowd kept up such a racket. What's the

chap done?”

Hendricks ignored the question, and at once went up in the estima

tion of both the policemen.

“ Do you know the cabman ?”

The policemen exchanged questioning glances, and then answered,

L‘ No.”

A street urchin spoke up. “ It was one of Jimmy McGuire’s rigs,

but I don’t know who was drivin’ it.”

“Jimmy turns ’em olf and hires new ones every day,” explained

one of the policemen. Hendricks thanked them and turned away, a

look of disappointment on his face. They had gone half a block

back towards the elevated station which they had just left, before he

spoke. Then he said,—

“I shall leave you, doctor: I know you want to get back to busi

ness, and you can’t really help me just now.”

Dr. Lampkin understood that the detective wanted to be left alone,

so he held out his hand.

“ You are going to follow up that cab, I suppose,” said he, “and

find out where the man was taken.”

“There would be no use in that,” Hendricks replied. “ He was

simply driven to some railway or ferry station, and will soon be in

New York, lost like a needle in a hay-stack. The truth is, I have got

to find some other line to work on. If the fellow should take a

notion to leave the city, he might never be caught, and we should not

be able to help that young man and his girl out of their trouble.

Good-by. I’ll see you before long.”

CHAPTER XVII.

HENDRICKS walked back to 234 Union Street, and rang the bell.

Mrs. Champney came to the door, holding her son by the hand. She

was pale, and her eyes were red from weeping.

“Come in,” she said, coldly. “I suppose you did not catch my

brother, and now want to search the house.”

“ \Ve did not catch him, that is true, madam,” replied the detective,

as the three went into the parlor. “ But I did not come to do anything

that would be unpleasant to you. I came chiefly to apologize for my

roughness just now. If I had reflected, I would not have pushed

you aside as I did; but, as it was, it seemed our only chance of

securing him, and we had already been delayed.”

“ Why, you must be ” She paused.

“ Minard Hendricks,” the detective interpolated.

“Good gracious!” she cried, putting her arm round her son and

drawing him to her. “I knew it was you, because I have heard how

considerate you always are with women. Is it—is it, then, s0—so

serious? At first I hoped it was only some trifling act of misconduct;

but if—it'—-I suppose you are employed only on criminal cases. Has

he—— ?"
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Hendricks sat down.

“ I am afraid it is a very serious charge, Mrs. Champney ; but it

is only a charge, you know: of course he has not yet been convicted.”

The woman’s face fell, and the arm round the boy was trembling

visibly.

“ What has he done?” she gasped. “ You may as well let it out.

I want to know. What has he done ?”

“There was a certain man whom your brother hated,” replied the

detective. “His name was Stroug,—-Richard N. Strong.”

The woman stared, then Hendricks saw her eyes waver.

“Yes, perhaps he did hate him. He had good reason for doing

so: Strong robbed him of every cent of his savings when they were

partners in mining enterprises out West years ago. That was my

brother’s one weak point; he was really a sort of monomaniac on the

subject. But what has that to do with ”

“Strong was murdered in his bed three weeks ago,” said Hendricks,

impressively.

“Oh, my God! you don’t mean it? My brother could not have

killed him! Tom could not have done such a. thing! Oh, Mr. Hen

dricks, don’t tell me it is true! He has been enough trouble to me,

without my having to face such a horror as that.”

“I am sorry to say that it looks very much as if he did it,”

hHendricks replied. “In fact, I have rather strong evidence against

rm.

Drawing her child to a sofa with her, the woman sat down. Hen

dricks was afraid she was going to faint, she had turned so white, but

when he started to rise to her assistance she motioned him back.

“Now I understand,” she said. “ He went away about three

weeks ago, and would not tell us where he had been. In fact, it im

tated him when we asked about his absence. Fred !” she cried, as she

held the boy a little way from her, “ your uncle Tom has killed a mim

He is a murderer, and will have to be executed like any other'crim1u11l

That’s what has been the matter with him lately. That’s why he has

been so restless and unable to sleep, and why he is so anxious to read

the newspapers. Poor Tom! He used to be a good brother to 1118'

when I was a girl. Oh, Mr. Hendricks, I can’t bear it! it is awful——

awful !—to think of what may come of it. Is there no hope?” _

“ If he is not brought to justice, an innocent man will most hkely

suffer in his place,” said Hendricks,—-“ a man with the world before

l1im,a young man engaged to a lovely girl. She, too, will have to

suffer. Your brother is without doubt guilty, and I really see llltle

chance for him.”

“You came back to search his room, I suppose,” answered the

woman. “ You know where it is. I shall offer no objection. I Want

to do what is right. If he has done wrong deliberately, he must take

the consequences.” , .

“ I shall not search his room,” replied the detective. “ T1115 13

your house: you are suffering enough already. I shall not try to finfh

under your roof, evidence against him. I think I can do without 1t

I only thought you might not be unwilling to tell me something about
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his past business relations with Strong. I suppose your brother has

given you the facts in the case?”

“ Yes, he has often done so, and I will tell you, as well as I can,

all about it.” The woman stroked her son’s head thoughtfully for a

moment, then she went on: “I really believe this Richard N. Strong

did my brother a great wrong. They were equal partners in several

small mining ventures in Colorado twenty years ago, and seemed to

get along pretty well together, but it happened that just at the time

they were trying to get possession of a certain tract of silver-mining

land which my brother was confident would enrich them both, Tom

was compelled to return to New York on important businem of his

own. Now, my brother, Thomas Farleigh, was known to be an ex

ceptionally good judge of mineral indications, and it often happened

that when he showed interest in property the owners would refuse to

sell at any reasonable price. So, in this case, Mr. Strong proposed to

him that he be not known in the transfer at all, but that he leave in

his hands his part of the purchase-money, and let the property be made

over to him while Tom was in New York. My brother thought it a

good idea, and consented, leaving all his savings, something over five

thousand dollars, with Strong, simply on the assurance that on his

return he should have a deed to a half-interest in the property.

“ Strong no doubt meant to be honest, and I believe only an acci

dent to my brother prevented him from being so. On Tom's way to

New York he fell from a train at Cincinnati, struck his head against a

stone, and was taken insensible to a hospital. The doctors said his

skull was fractured, and he became insane. From the hospital I had

him taken to a private asylum, where I remained with him as long as

I could. After I left Cincinnati, Mr. Strong heard of the accident,

and went to see him. My brother did not recognize him, and,

believing that Tom would never be restored to his right mind, Mr.

Strong said nothing to any one about the money put into his hands by

my brother. He went ahead and organized a big company of Eastern

capitalists to operate the mine. They struck a rich vein, and Strong

became wealthy at once.

“ About five years afterwards a skilful surgeon trepanned my

brother’s skull, relieved the pressure on the brain, and restored his

reason. Tom, of course, remembered the last transaction with his old

partner, and, hearing of Strong’s great success, at once set about trying

to recover an interest in his fortune. Mr. Strong was not, I believe,

a very bad man, and he would have been willing to undo what he had

done, but to divide his profits with my brother would have been an

open admission of guilt: so he disputed the claim.

“ Tom has told me often that Strong privately offered him at one

time twenty-five thousand dollars as a settlement of all claims against

him, but that he had indignantly refused it. Another time Strong

offered him fifty thousand dollars. They were alone in my brother’s

room in a hotel in Denver. Tom answered the proposal by striking

Strong in the mouth and shooting at him as he ran down-stairs. _

“ Strong escaped unhurt, but my brother was arrested and tried for

attempting manslaughter. At the trial Tom made a statement of 1115
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wrongs, but Mr. Strong brought proof that the claimant had been in

an insane asylum and testified that he had never been wholly restored.

He even pleaded for Tom's release on that score, and was praised in the

papers for so doing. My brother was let off with a small fine, but the

wrong rankled in his mind, and for the past fifteen years he has thought

of nothing but getting even with the man who had wronged him.

“ He has had no regular employment, but has lived in a sort of

hand-to-mouth way in several cities in the East and West. Most

people thought his mind impaired, but I believe he is as sensible as

he ever was. I have a small income, and for five years-since my

husband died—he has lived with me. He has been studying hyp

notism for the last two years, and experimenting on every one who

would allow it. At first I did not object, because it seemed to keep

him interested; but lately he has almost frightened me with his won

derful skill. He can make people do anything he wishes, and on

Friday nights the neighbors come in this parlor to hear him talk and

Witness his experiments. They always give him money, and so I

could not object, as it is now the only way he has of earning anything.”

“ You say that of late he has frightened you with his expen

ments?” said Hendricks. “VVould you mind telling me the nature

of some of the most objectionable?” _

“He seems very fond of making his hypnotized subjects imagine

they are murdering some one, and they always go through with it in

such a way that it makes my blood run cold. He usually has a pillow,

a chair, or some piece of furniture, to represent the man to be klll€d2

and then ”

“ I think I know the process,” interrupted Hendricks, as if a thought

had suddenly come into his mind. “ He would stick up a knife some

where, and make his subject take it of his own accord and stab the

imaginary man.”

“ Exactly.”

“ He would, however, fail sometimes,” said the detective; “he

would now and then be unable to control a subject.” _

“ Not if the person had ever been hypnotized before,” replled the

woman. “ Those peo le who had been under his influence more than

once would promptly db his bidding.”

“I presume he sometimes called his make-believe victims by the

name of Strong,” Hendricks remarked. “It would be natural, after

all he has borne.”

“Yes, quite frequently. Some of his friends knew the name of

the man who had wronged him, and it became a sort of joke at the

gatherings; but it was no joke with Tom, and that is why I hoped

he would not meet his old partner again. Not long ago he heflrfl

somehow that Strong was to be married to a pretty young lady, and It

rnfuriated him beyond description. Perhaps ”

The woman paused and looked at Hendricks suspiciously. she

lowered her head, and began nervously to stroke the hair of the ch1ld

Then she said, abruptly,— _

“ Somehow, I trust you, sir. I have heard so much of your kind

ness to women that I feel down in my heart that you are sorry for me

J
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in spite of the duty you have to perform; but I don’t want to sa

anything thoughtlessly that would go against my brother. I couldn t

bear to think that—”

The woman's eyes began to fill, and Hendricks rose.

“I am, indeed, in full sympathy with you, Mrs. Champney,” he

said. “ You have had a mighty big load to bear, and if I can possibly

make it lighter I will do so.”

“I thank you,” replied the woman, “ but there is only one thing I

can ask, and I shall be grateful if you will do it for me. I want to

know the worst as soon as possible. If—if you—arrest him, please let

me know at once where I can go and comfort him. Poor fellow ! he is

not so very much to blame. His whole life was ruined by that man’s

act, and if he did kill Mr. Strong he hardly knew what he was doing.”

“I will keep you posted,” said Hendricks; and he bowed and left

the room.

CHAPTER XVIII.

“ BE at my olfice at five o’clock sharp, and wait till I come.

“ HENDRICKS."

As soon as he received this message, Dr. Lampkin turned a patient

over to his assistant, and went down to Hendricks’s ofiioe in Park Row,

arriving a few minutes before five. The ofiice-boy said Hendricks had

not come. The doctor went in and took a seat.

An hour passed, and still there was no sign of the detective.

Another hour dragged by. It was growing dark. The ofiice—b0y

came in, lighted the gas, and laid down an evening paper.

“Any message from Mr. Hendricks yet?” asked the doctor.

“ No, sir.”

“You have no idea where he is?”

“ No, sir.”

“ Is there a restaurant near here?”

“Just round the corner, sir.”

“I have had nothing to eat since lunch,” said the doctor. “If

Mr. Hendricks comes in, tell him he can find me there, or will meet

me on the way back.”

Dr. Lampkin went to the restaurant, remained there twenty minutes,

and returned to the office. Hendricks had not arrived, nor sent any

word of explanation. The time passed very slowly to the doctor. He

smoked a cigar, stretched himself on a lounge near an open window,

and, concentrating his mind upon the idea that he would wake at the

slightest sound, allowed himself to sleep.

At half-past eleven he was aroused. It was Hendricks’s step on the

stairs. He opened the door, entered slowly, as if wearied, and, with a

sigh, sank into an arm-chair.

“By heavens!” he exclaimed, suddenly noticing his friend on the

lounge, “you must forgive me, doctor, for not showing up. Allthe

afternoon and evening I have been on a dead run after that chap, but
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he has given me the slip half a dozen times. I would have sent you

a message, but I could not tell you where to meet me.”

“ You have not given up the chase?” asked Dr. Lampkin.

“ I am stumped for to-night, it seems,” was the reply. Hendricks

rose and began to walk the floor excitedly. He paused suddenly in

front of his friend, and, with his hands deep in his pockets, said, “I

was never so absolutely cut up in my life. I'd give my right arm to

have that man, dead or alive, to-night.”

“ Why, has anything particular happened ?”

Hendricks took from his pocket some papers, telegrams, and letters,

and handed one to the doctor. “ Is that not enough to make a man

desperate ‘Z I received it two days ago.”

The telegram ran as follows:

“ Mr. Whidby arrested. What shall I do? ANNETTE DELMAR.”

Dr. Lampkin’s face fell.

“ That’s bad,” he said,—“ very had indeed.”

“Of course it is bad,” grunted Hendricks. “That’s why I haven't

seen you. I have never given any mortal such a dead close chase in

my life, hoping every minute to be able to telegraph the little gll‘l that

I had nabbed the right man, and that her sweetheart was safe.”

“But,” said Dr. Lampkiu, “ why wouldn’t they wait down there?

Surely ”

“ That blasted blockhead Welsh ! The other day the papers began

to ridicule him for turning the case over to a New York man, who had

gone away without doing anything. I was afraid then that Welsh

would weaken; and he did the minute the Tirrws published the truth

about the shooting at the mayor’s and Fred Walters took his wife_away

for a change of scene. You see, that knocked the alibi theory mto 11

cocked hat, and the police were obliged to lay hold of Wlndby to

satisfy the public. The poor boy has been in jail two days, and, if

you want to weep and kick yourself for not doing more up here, read

the little girl’s letter. I got it this morning. She wrote it soon after

she sent the telegram."

Lampkin opened the envelope handed him by the detective. H911‘

dricks turned and continued his nervous walk.

“ DEAR Ma. Hsnnnrcxs,” the letter ran,—“ As I telegraphed

just now, they have arrested poor dear Mr. Whidby. It seems to me

I cannot bear any more. I am completely broken-hearted. We had

kept up hope, knowing that you and Dr. Lampkin, two of the best men

on earth, believed in his innocence and were trying to estabhsh it. SO

long as we could meet occasionally, read your letters together, and hope

for the best, it was not so very bad; but now—oh, I could -never.d@'

scribe the depth of my woe! It seems that the whole world 1_S11g“_mSt

us. As soon as I heard of the arrest, I went down to the pnson In a

cab, but they would not let me see him. The jail was surrounded by

a great crowd, hooting and yelling with all their might. They _5aY

Mr. Whidby would have been mobbed if he had not been Jailed

secretly. The crowd even sneered and laughed at me, and father came

J
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down almost frantic with rage. He forced me into a cab and brought

me home. I don’t know what to do. There is not even a soul who is

willing to go on Mr. \Vhidby’s bond, except Colonel Warrenton,and he

has been unable to arrange it. Every newspaper but one has declared

editorially against the likelihood of Mr. Whidby’s innocence. Oh, if

only he could be cleared now, what a happy, happy girl I should be!

If only you or Dr. Lampkin were here to advise me! Colonel War

renton is good, but he is helpless; public opinion is somewhat against

him. If you never get the proof you are seeking, or never match the

real criminal, I shall still be grateful and love both you and the doctor

to the end of my life.

“ ANNETTE DELMAR.”

Dr. Lampkin folded the letter with trembling hands. Hendricks

paused in front of him, and smiled coldly.

“ Now it is your turn to wrestle with your sympathies, old man.

I have been at it all day.”

“Do you think you'll ever get within a mile of tl1e scoundrel?”

asked Lampkin, gloomily.

“ I don’t know,” said Hendricks, with a frown. “ I have told you

several times that I was a bloated ass, haven't I ? \Vell, get up here

and kick me, and don’t let up till daybreak, either. At eight o'clock

to-night I was as near our man as I am to you; I even shook hands

with him; and yet God only knows where he is now.”

“ What! You don’t mean ”

“Yes, I do. I mean everything. Read this.” Hendricks thrust

a sheet of paper at the doctor. “ What do you think of that?”

Dr. Lampkin stared at the lines in growing surprise.

“ MINARD HENDRICKS, Detective, New York,” the letter began,—

“ I am the man you are looking for. I did the deed, and the game is

up with me. I am tired of dodging you, and am ready to surrender

like a man. I would come to you at once, but I have an engagement

this evening that I want to fulfil before losing my liberty. I have

agreed to give a little lecture on ‘ Hypnotism and its Practical Uses’ to

some people at Albridge Hall, in Grand Street. It is a small place,

but you can easily find it. I begin to talk at eight o’clock, and the

lecture will last an hour. If you will let me finish, I shall be obliged,

as I owe a man some money and have promised him the door receipts.

Please take a seat in the front row, as near the centre of the hall as

you can. You will be in tough company; but you won’t mind that,

if all the adventures told of you are true. You need not fear any foul

play on my part. I have got nothing against you. You are simply

doing your duty, and I admire you for it.

“Sincerely yours,

“Tuonas HAMPTON FARLEIGH.”

“ Did you go ?” asked Lampkin. looking up from the letter.

Hendricks smiled grimly. “Yes, I was on hand early enough.

It was a frightful place, a little narrow hall, used for lectures, pohtural

meetings, and low-class concerts. About a hundred people were present,
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mostly men. You can judge what the crowd was when I say that the

price of admission was fifteen cents. I got a seat near the centre of the

little stage, in the first row. The drop-curtain was down, but promptly

at eight it was drawn up.

“A boy came out on the stage from behind the scenes, bringing

the lecturer’s table, and placed it near the foot-lights. The crowd

began to applaud with sticks and umbrellas, and in the uproar our

hero appeared, bowing and smiling,—-quite at ease, I assure you.

Really, I admired him for his coolness. He was exactly the style of

man described by Matthews as having paid the mysterious visit to

Strong. His hair was white, and he was very thin, sallow, and dark

skinned. He looked as if he had not eaten anything nor had asquare

night’s sleep for a month. '

“He recognized me, and singled me out with a bow and a smile,

then stepped down from the stage and held out his hand cordially.

“ ‘I am glad to meet you, Mr. Hendricks,’ he said. ‘I hope my

talk will not bore you ; that is, if you have decided to let me make it.’

“ ‘ Go ahead, by all means,’ I replied. ‘ I shall be interested.’

“He thanked me, and went back on the stage. He talked fol‘

twenty minutes in a very eloquent, smooth way about hypnotism, and

called several men up to be hypnotized. He made them do a number

of laughable things, and then asked them to take their seats in the

audience. While he was doin this, I saw a change come over his face

that I could not interpret. Ii seemed suddenly to become depressed

He leaned forward, with a hand on each side of his table, and sa1d,

‘ Now, gentlemen, I am going to show you a mechanical arrangement

that will interest you.’ Then he turned and went behind the scenes.

“It did not take me half a minute to smell a mouse. sprang

over the footlights, and surprised the boy who had been assistmg hlm

by suddenly rushing into the dressing-room.

“ ‘ Where is Mr. Farleigh?’ I asked.

“ ‘ Gone,’ the boy replied. ‘ He told me to tell you he had cllanged,

his mind and would not wait for you. The lecture is oil‘ for to-nlgllfi

“ ‘Which way did he go ‘2’ I asked.

“ ‘ The stage door, sir,’ said the boy.
“ I tried the door. It was locked on the outside. It would have

been folly to force it. He had escaped me. I went quietly out at the

front door, leaving the audience impatiently waiting for the return Of

the lecturer and his ‘ mechanical arrangement.’ Since then I have been

searching every possible hole that the man might have run into, bl)?

am dead tired, and have been taken in worse than I ever was before.

_ “Remarkable,” said Dr. Lampkin, thoughtfully. “I Can’t make

it out. Do you think he did it for the fun of the thing?” I

“ No. I’m sure he really meant to keep his word,” said I'I€Il(ll‘lCkS:

“ and that something suddenly caused him to change his plans”.

_ “Perhaps it was the awful fear of the gallows brought Vlvldly to

his mind by seeing you there,” suggested Dr. Lampkin. _ _ -
_ Hendricks made no reply, but, with corrugated brow and impatient

stnde, continued his walk to and fro.

“ Lie down here,” said the doctor. “Relax your body, and let me
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put you to sleep. This sort of thing will do no good: you won’t be

able to work to-morrow.”

Hendricks threw himself on the lounge, but at the sound of foot

steps on the stairs sprang up expectantly.

“ Thank God !” he muttered. The door opened, and a messenger

boy in blue uniform entered and handed the detective a letter. “ It is

from our man,” said Hendricks, as he opened it.

“ DEAR SIR,” the letter said,—“ I did not want to break faith with

you this evening, but I had to do it. The truth is, something occurred

to me that I must attend to before giving myself up, and I was afraid

you would not give me the time. I want as little sensation over this

matter as possible, on account of my sister and my little nephew, whose

name I so thoughtlessly used. Through them you have me in your

power. I would not otherwise give up so easily. I confess I killed

Richard N. Strong. He deliberately robbed me, and has wrecked my

life. I heard he was about to marry a young lady, and that was ‘ the

straw,’ as the saying is. I hypnotized Whidby, and tried to make him

commit the deed, but failed. My first intention was to lay the crime on

him, but after I left the house I wrote the notes and scattered them

about town to keep the young man from being suspected. I hated them

both, one for stealing, and the other for being the person who would

eventually get the benefit of my money, but I could not let another

suffer for a deed of mine. If you will come, as soon as you get this,

to 567 Mott Street, where I have a room,—top floor front,—you may

do with me as you like. I shall wait for you.

“Tnouas HAMPTON FARLEIGH.”

“ Is it a trap?” asked Dr. Lampkin, when he had read the letter.

Hendricks was silent.

“ Any answer, sir ?” The messenger-boy stood waiting in the open

door-way.

“ N0. But wait,” cried the detective. “Do you know what time

this message was left at your oflice ?”

“About nine, sir, I think. The instructions were to deliver it

exactly at one o’clock.”

“ Ah !” Hendricks pulled his beard thoughtfully, as he looked at

a clock on the wall. “ You are punctual.”

“ The man said that it must be taken exactly on time.”

“ Tall, gray-haired, dark-skinned fellow?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Has any one called to ask about it since it was left?”

“ No, sir. I have been in the oflice ever since.”

The conversation paused for a moment; then the detective seemed

to collect his thoughts with a start. He gave the boy a quarter.

“Call a cab for us at once, as you go out. Have it at the door.”

He turned to the doctor as the boy went down the stairs. _

“ We must go to Mott Street at once. Are you sure you feel like it ?”

“Nothing could please me more. It seems to me that you have

been doing all the work. I want to get into it.”
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CHAPTER XIX.

HARDLY a more disreputable spot could have been found in all

New York than the immediate vicinity of the house to which they had

been directed. Along the street were several opium dens, dimly lighted,

and on the corner, not far away, a man was selling hot sausages from a

steaming vessel over a charcoal fire.

As Hendricks and the doctor were alighting from the cab near

the house to which they were going, a solitary policeman approached,

and was about to pass, when Hendricks called to him. The detective

introduced himself and told the astonished fellow to stand in readiness

near the door of No. 567. The policeman consented, evidently highly

flattered at being in the service of the famous detective.

As they went up the steps to the little stoop, Hendricks advised

the policeman to pass on, so as not to be noticed by whoever opened

the door. The detective rang. There was a faint light shining

through the grimy transom over the door, but no sound came from

within.

Hendricks rang again, and when the clanging of the bell had died

out, a door beneath the stoop opened, a chain rattled against an iron

gate, and a woman half clad and with hair dishevelled came out

amidst a heap of garbage and ash-barrels and glared up at them.

“ What do ye want?” she asked, crustily.

“ We have an appointment with a Mr. Farleigh, who has a room

here, I think,” Hendricks replied.

“A purty time 0’ night for it!” snarled the woman. “But I

promised the gintleman to let ye in, an’ so, if ye’ll wait till I come

up, I’ll open the door.”

In a minute she admitted them. _

“Ye was to go up to his room,—the top floor front; ye can't miss

it. I would go up ahead 0’ ye, but I’m that stifl‘ that ”

“ We’ll get there all right,” Hendricks interrupted, passing hef

“ We won’t be long. Would you mind leaving the door unlocked ?”

“ Not at all, sir,” she replied. The detective thanked her, and Went

up the stairs.

The door of the room in front, on the top floor, was closed. There

was a transom over it, but no light shone through. Hendricks knocked,

and waited. Then he put his hand on the latch. As he did S0, D1‘

Lampkin drew his revolver.

Hendricks laughed grimly. “ Put it up,” he muttered. “You

won’t need it.”

The door was not fastened. Hendricks pushed it open, anfl as he

did so some strips of cotton batting fell to the floor from the side and

the top. The room was very dark. The outside blinds had been

closed, and the curtains drawn, so that no light came in from the Street

below nor from the moon above.

The detective struck a match, and lighted the gas near the d00r

The yellow glare filled the room and revealed a gruesome sight

bed stood in the right-hand corner, and on his side, his face W the

wmdowsr lay the body of a man. A forty-four calibre, old-style
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pistol had been tied to the back of a chair in such a. way that the

muzzle was within three inches of a dark hole in the man's temple.

“ Original idea!” was Hendricks’s first observation. He pointed

to a faint line of ashes from the chair, across the bare floor, to the

air-hole of a little stove in the fireplace.

“I can’t understand it,” said Dr. Lampkin, stooping to examine

the ashes.

Hendricks opened the door of the stove.

“ I have never seen this method before,” he said, reflectively. “The

line of ashes was made by a fuse running from the tube of the pistol

to a candle in the stove. See, here are the remains of the wick, and

some of the tallow. The fuse was fastened in the end of the candle;

he lit it, closed the door of the stove, to keep thelight from disturbing

him, and lay there waiting for it to burn down to the fuse and thus

fire the pistol. It must have been his intention to have death come

upon him while he was asleep.”

“ My God! what an idea!” exclaimed Dr. Lampkin. “ I see. He

calculated on a painless death by hypnotizing himself to sleep.”

“ Can it be done?” asked Hendricks.

“Hardly,” the doctor replied. “I don’t think the creature was

ever born who could, in that way, put himself to sleep while facing

eternity, especially after committing a crime. His conscience would

not allow it.” Dr. Lampkin bent forward, and made a close exami

nation of the dead man’s features. “Poor fellow!” he said. “He

evidently tried to sleep. I think he wanted to be found with a smile

on his face. But he failed. Even in death he shows the awful dread

he must have had. There is no doubt that he mentally suffered.

Do you know what a friend of mine is doing? He is making a

study of the features of the dead, for the purpose of scientifically

proving to people who don’t believe in the immortality of the soul

that there is a future life. He says if only our sight were educated

sufiiciently we could read on the faces of dead people expressions that

could not be put there by mortal thonght,—expressions that are formed

just as the awakened soul is leaving the body. I agree with him

that it is a great field for study. He is an artist, and has painted the

strongest picture that I have ever seen. It is the living face of a man

distorted by the worst of human passions, and by its side is the same

face, after death, wearing the spiritual expression I mentioned.”

“I hope,” Hendricks remarked, with a shudder, as he glanced at

the dead man’s features, “your friend would not argue that the hor

rible expressions on the faces of some suicides would prove that—

that they have no—chance, you know.”

“Not at all,” replied the doctor. “He says the soul is simply

separated from the body so hastily that there is no time for it to leave

its real expression. But we are certainly on a gruesome subject. I

suppose Farleigh used the cotton batting to close up the chinks in the

door, to deaden the sound of the pistol.”

Hendricks nodded, lowered the gas, and led his friend down to the

street. He hastily explained to the policeman what had happened, and

told him to stand on guard at the place till he could summon the coroner.
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“I suppose you are going to notify the coroner the first thing you

do,” observed Dr. Lampkin, as they were entering a telegraph olfice

on Broadway. Hendricks took a blank from the desk, and, with

out replying, hastily wrote a. message. When he had finished it, he

handed it to his friend, with a hearty smile.

“ That’s the first thing on the programme, and I thank God that I

am able to do it.”

“Miss ANNETTE DELMAR,” ran the message,——“ Murderer of

Strong just suicided, leaving complete confession. Whidby shall be

released to-morrow.

“ LAMPKIN AND HENDRICKS.”

“ Will it be so soon as that ?” the doctor asked.

“Yes; a telegraphic report from the chief of police here will do

the work. I can manage that. But the little girl will be happy

enough when she gets this telegram.”

“ Now you will inform the coroner, I suppose,” said Lampkin.

“ Not before I fire a message at Whidby,” said Hendricks. “There

is no hurry about the other. It won’t take a coroner's jury long to

give a verdict when they read the confession.”

The next day at twelve o’clock Hendricks called at Dr. Lampkin’s

ofiice. He found the doctor alone.

“ It’s all right!” he exclaimed. “ I thought you’d want to feelsure

about it, so I ran up. The news has just reached the police herethflli

everything is satisfactory. Whidby is out by this time. Here’s some

thing you are interested in.” He handed the doctor a telegram.

It was as follows:

“ MINARD HENDRICKS AND DR. LAMPKIN, New York:

“God bless you both! I never was so happy in my life. PEP“

went with me to the jail to see Alfred. I am dying to thank You

personally. Do come down if you possibly can. ”

“ Amrnrrn DELMAR

Dr. Lampkin folded the telegram and put it into the_envel0pe

Hendricks had thrown himself on a lounge, and was gazmg uP at

the ceiling.

“ Well, shall you go ?” Dr. Lampkin asked. _

“I hardly know,” said the detective. “It would be mce l0 .569

that boy and girl happy together and know that we had somethmg

to do with it. If I had failed to carry my point in Whidby’s case It

would have driven me crazy: I should never have tried to do another

piece of detective work so long as I lived. But I can’t get BWQY

easily just now, for I have the Sixth Avenue jeweller’s matter t0 dlg

at. Perhaps we can both go a little later.”

THE END.
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NA VAL WARFARE IN 1896.

HE conditions of naval warfare are to-day largely a matter of

speculation. More than ever before the materials, in the form

of facts and statistics, are accessible to all ; less perhaps than ever be

fore can the true conclusions to be drawn from these facts and figures be

fully realized even by the best-equipped practical authorities. The

truth is that in the domain of naval warfare more perhaps than in any

other of wide-reaching importance to the world we are to-day without

that practical information which comes only of actual experiment.

Eighty years ago the very reverse of this was the case. The civilized

world was then at the close of the longest and most extensive naval

wars of which the world has any record. Its naval armament had

not greatly changed for any practical purposes for more than one

hundred and fifty years. Its ships, indeed, were somewhat larger and

more swift than they had been in the days of Blake and Van Tromp,

their cannon and ammunition more modern and etfective, but in all

essentials they were very much the same. The same conditions attached

to their use, the same or practically the same limits were set to their

employment, that had existed through a century and a half and had

exercised the genius of a dozen great naval commanders.

To-day all this is changed. The ships, the armament, the condi

tions, are more radically altered from what existed less than a century

ago than these were from what had existed eighteen centuries previously.

It is true that gunpowder had in the interval revolutionized war in

some respects ; yet it had not done so to half the extent, so far as naval

operations are concerned, since brought about by the introduction of

steam. In the time of Nelson a naval engagement was partly a matter

of skill, indeed, but largely one of hardihood, daring, and even physi

cal strengtl1 on the part of the seamen engaged, very much as it had

been at the battle of Actium, fought some eighteen hundred years before.

Cannon, it is true, had taken the place of Greek fire and rocks, while

muskets had superseded slings and spears, but to a large extent the

effective force was the same, and it was the quality of the sailor as an

individual fighter, and his skill as a hardy mariner, that, as a rule, de

termined the result. It would, of course, be rash to say that these

qualities will have no place, or only a very trifling place, in the naval

warfare of the future, but it is hardly possible that they should have

anything like the same place that they have had in the past. The

age is one of mechanical forces impressed into the service of man, and

just in proportion as these take effect the influence of merely human

strength and daring, and even of human skill, outside the rigid limits

imposed by the new state of things, grows less important.

It was the First Napoleon who made the cynical remark that Provi

dence is on the side of the biggest battalions; and, although un

doubtedly experience was largely crystallized in the remark, he _had

himself many instances to prove that there were not a few exceptions

Von. LVII._52
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to the rule. It may well be questioned whether the statement will

not be found to be far more nearly literally true of naval than of

military operations. The big bat-talions,—the fully-equipped battle

ships, the best steaming power, the best and most far-sighted arrange

ments,-these, far more than mere dash and hardihood, are likely to be

the controlling factors in the success of nations hereafter when they

engage in naval wars. The nation which has added to eficient sailors

and undaunted men the greatest number of ships fitted with all modern

appliances for warfare-—the best guns, the soundest armor, the most

available steam power—may be said to have assured success. Mere

bravery, a little more or less, will do little except in rare and unlikely

cases; superior skill in seamanship will but seldom have the oppor

tunity of making its influence felt; even the quickness and deftness

of expedient with which, rightly or wrongly, we as a people are apt

to credit ourselves beyond others, will only in rare cases have a chance

of showing themselves. It will be the ships, the guns, and possibly

most of all the steaming power of the vessels, that will tell.

The exact results that may be looked for as the etfect of the contest

between guns and armor which has been going on for the last twenty

five years are confessedly matters of debate among experts. Whether

the chances are in favor of the cannon or of the armor is, after all, a

point of very little importance where the guns of all naval powers fire

very much alike, and the armor of all the world’s great navies really

differs very little on the whole. It may be taken for granted that the

most modern cannon will penetrate all but the most modern armor

plates, and therefore that the ships armed with the newest guns will, as

a rule, knock holes in all but the newest ships. It is, however, 1m

portant to bear in mind that in all navies the proportion of old armored

ships and old guns is very nearly the same, so that this fact makes

scarcely any practical difference to-day, except, it may be, in so fares

one nation may have greater means of turning out new armored sl_H}}-s

and supplying guns of the newest pattern than another. Even this 15

not of much consequence, however, because these are not the days Of

long wars, and it is hard [0 see how even a naval contest could be pro

tracted long enough to enable any slight superiority in these respects

to make itself felt. In another respect it matters even less, becatlse It

will be found that the preparedness of each nation of the civdme_(l -'

world to produce at short notice the appliances of naval warfare 18

in proportion to what they have been doing in the way of supplymg

them during the last few years, and therefore in proportion, roughly

speaking, to what they have at command to-day. ,

So far, then, as the armored ships and rifled cannon of the worlds

navies are concerned, the position in 1896 would seem to be tl_1lS,

that they may be looked upon as eificient and dangerous in pl'0P0m°n

to their size, armament, and speed. The biggest ships, carrying, as a

rule,‘the most and biggest cannons, and being also encased III the

heaviest armor to resist attack, are the most formidable, always SUP‘

Poslllg they can be on the spot where they are wanted, and the snlflller

ones in proportion to their size and speed, where extra speed isVi 1th the aid of statistics, which nowadays are ready to hand, 1t1s 8

J



NAVAL WARFARE IN 1896. 819

comparatively easy task to ascertain how the world's fighting fleets

stand in these respects. Allowances, indeed, should be made in one or

two instances, if we desired to be absolutely correct, but for the present _

purpose this is not material. The object before us is to get a fair

general idea of the naval fighting power of the larger European nations

in 1896, as well as of our own, and this can be done without going

into details of naval construction.

The armored fighting ships of all the countries of Europe to-day

comprise a total of three hundred and one, ranging in size from about

2500 tons to 14,900 tons. In addition to these, this country possesses

in all, ready or nearly ready for use in war, a total of twenty-four

armored ships, ranging in size from 1875 tons up to 10,231 tons. In

addition to the armored fighting ships of the world’s navies, there are

also a certain number of modern and to some extent effective war

vessels which have no protective armor, and of these the European

navies possess three hundred and seventy—f0ur, while there are in our

own navy thirty-one such ships. Thus we may reckon that there are

available roughly for purposes of war about three hundred and twenty

five armored and four hundred and five unarmored modern fighting

ships in the navies of the world, without counting those of Asiatic

states, or the few vessels that make up the navies of the smaller Amer

ican countries. We may also for practical purposes omit from calcu

lation the navies of the European powers too small in numbers to be

likely to take part in any great naval wars, should such unfortunately

arise. Thus the fighting ships of Austria, Turkey, Portugal, Denmark,

Sweden and Norway, and even Spain, may be disregarded in con

sidering the available navies of the world in 1896. These embrace in

all sixty armored ships and eighty-nine that are unprotected, leaving

for practical consideration three hundred and four armor-clad and three

hundred and sixteen unarmored fighting ships. There are in addition

to these a variety of other classes of ships and vessels, such as gun

boats, despatch-boats, and torpedo vessels, all of which might prove

of no inconsiderable importance in naval operations, but the limits of

space forbid any lengthened consideration of anything but what may

be termed the regular fighting force of the nations likely to be drawn

into naval operations.

Of the nations that remain on our list, Germany, Italy, and Russia

have about the same number of vessels, protected and unprotected,

those of Russia being, however, on the whole the largest and most

powerful. The French fieet consists of about sixty armored and sixty

five unarmored war-vessels; our own embraces twenty-four armored

and thirty-one unarmored ships, and that of Great Britain ninety-nine

armored and one hundred and forty-four unarmored ships. Among the

various fleets there are, of course, diversities of armament of different

kinds, but, as there is as yet no practical experience worth mentioning to

enable even experts to assign positive values to these different arrange

ments, it may be wise to assume that, on the whole, the size, number, and

armament of the ships of each country fairly represent their fightmg

value. Looked at from this oint of view, it is evident that the available

navy of Great Britain consi erably exceeds in strength the navies of any
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two other nations combined. Of these France and Russia in combina

tion would be the strongest, having between them ninety iron-clad ships

and ninety-two unarmored vessels, probably on the whole exceeding in

size and fully equal in equipment to those of any other continental

European nation. If these two powers were engaged in a naval struggle

against England, the island kingdom would have the advantage of a

greater number of iron-clad ships and half as many more unarmored

vessels of war as they could command in combination. It would re

quire the intervention of a third nation such as Germany, Italy, or the

United States to give an absolute preponderance of armored ships to

the coalition, and even then the nnarmored war-ships of Great Britain

would be in a majority in point of numbers and would probably have

a still greater advantage in size and equipment.

Such, plainly stated upon the authority of the otficial returns of

the various governments, is the position numerically of the war fleets

of the world in the beginning of 1896. It is true that it is onlya

statement of part of the truth, but it is an important part of it, and

one which no nation can alford for a moment to lose sight of. The

other considerations that enter into the problem of the comparative

maritime strength of nations in case of war may be stated briefly as

including ease of concentration at a single point, provisions for en

abling fleets to remain at sea, accessibility of ports for shelter, coaliug,

or repair, and the means of rapid reinstatement after damage in such

ports; and lastly, and perhaps chiefly, the means of supplying the

waste of war in the shape of competent seamen to man the vessels.

It has been said that Great Britain’s weakness in case of a naval

war would be found in the impossibility of concentrating her force.

In proof of this it is the custom to point to her world-wide commerce

and conclude that its protection would employ a great part of her avail

able fleets. This is evidently a reminiscence of the wars of the Na

poleonic era, and is probably wholly unfounded in relation to the

present day. The days of merchant fleets and convoys are at an end

They are much more definitely at an end to-day than they were in the

time of the Alabama, and even then they were out of date. Durmg

the last twenty years the merchant shipping of the world has been

rapidly changing from a sailing to a steam fleet, and for the most part

the steam-ships of the merchant navy are fairly well able to look aflef

themselves. In any case it would no longer be possible to gather the

commerce of an ocean under the protecting wing of a man-of-war con

voy, and it is practically certain that no such attempt would be_ nude

This would form no obstacle in the way of England concentratmg her

fleets near home. It may be said that the great and wvide_-spread

colonial possessions of Britain involve the scattering of her sh1p5 Over

many oceans; and to a certain extent this is true, but by no means l_°

the extent that some people seem to think. One point, at leash '5

important: she does not scatter her iron-clad fleet to any coiisi(lel‘ffl)le

extent. The fleets on distant stations, such as the Pacific, Austlahlllb

South African, and Indian Ocean,and at ordinary times that of Chum;

are made up of unarmored vessels, with a single armored cruiser of the

first or second class as flag-ship. Britain’s iron-clad fleet is either at
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home, or at furthest on the Mediterranean station, within easy reach

of home.

And for the purposes of naval warfare against European powers it

must be admitted that Britain holds a geographical position of un

equalled value. Its value was demonstrated again and again in the

early years of this century, when the combined fleets of more than

half of Europe were arrayed against her, and her fleets were able to

strike to north and to south, now in the Mediterranean, and nowin the

Baltic, from her central and isolated position. The changed condi

tions of warfare have enhanced rather than diminished this advantage.

To strike at France in the Mediterranean, and at Russia, or even Ger

many, in the Baltic and at the mouth of the Elbe, would be less rather

than u1ore diflicult for Britain to-day than it was in the days of Nelson,

Collingwood, Duncan, and Jervis. The strength of the fleets of France

lies, and must continue to lie, in the Mediterranean; and there Gib

raltar guards the entrance, Malta lies opposite to Tunis, and Egypt,

with its great port of Alexandria, is in the occupation of Britain. The

Russian war-ships that are not shut into the Black Sea by the Straits

of Constantinople are either in the far East or in the Baltic, at a dis

tance from its narrow entrance considerably greater than the eastern

ports of England. Thus, from her central station it is evident that

the island kingdom could practically hold her enemies apart and bring

an equal or perhaps a superior force to bear against each in detail.

Nor is this all. War, it must be borne in mind, is an exhausting

process. Ships, men, money, would be poured out like water in any

great naval contest of to-day. The waste of material would be enor

mous, and if it lasted for more than a very few months the country

rich in men trained to the sea, rich in money, rich in mechanical ap

pliances and the skill to use them to the best advantage would have a

vast advantage over others less richly endowed in these respects. And

here Britain would have the advantage over all other countries of

Europe, and in some respects over all countries of the world. She is

to-day the world’s carrier, and her people are almost as much as a

century ago the world’s sailors. In ship-building and all pertaining

to the art she is to-day the workshop of Europe. She builds the iron

clad ships of Russia, and supplies much of the naval machinery for

both France and Germany. Her dock-yards can turn out more sea

going fighting ships than all the dock-yards of the rest of Europe put

together.

That all these things might not avail her in case of a great naval

war in which two or three of the nations of Europe should be banded

against her is, of course, true, but they are all elements in any calm

consideration of probabilities, even in such a case. It is true that

Britain is isolated, though even the extent of her isolation may have

been exaggerated by those who would fain believe it complete, but it

must be remembered that she is accustomed to isolation, and far beyond

any other European nation can afford to disregard its dangers. Standing

on the outside fringe of the continent, she has made the sea her own

peculiar domain as well as her own special bulwark; she holds the

external commerce of Europe mainly in her hands, and the very fact
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strengthens her incalculably on the ocean ; her ships are on every sea,

her people are in possession of the ports and coaling-stations on or

close to every continent. In the event of a great naval war in which

Britain should be engaged at present it cannot reasonably be doubted

that she is to-day in a position almost if not quite as good as ever to

hold her own against a considerable part of a world in arms.

Owen Hall.

CRIMINAL JURISPRUDENCE.

IF the above title should suggest to any reader that crimes and

criminals present no very agreeable subject for reflection, ou_the

other hand there are some facts connected with them that no American

can afford to ignore. Notwithstanding numerous disputes concermng

statistical details (nearly always relating to misdemeanors and statutory

offences of minor importance), there can be no reasonable doubt of the

continued increase of crime in the United States in much greater pro

portion than the growth of population. Nor is such increase confined

to any limited district of country, but is in different degrees prevalent

wherever judicial and prison records are kept and accessible. If this

increase were common throughout the realm of civilization it iI11g_l1t

merely imply the existence of some undiscovered social illtflcacles

mysteriously connected with excessive social development. Bllt _°P‘

posed to any such flattering conclusion is the additional fact that0_rlf11e

has during recent years steadily diminished and still tends to dllllllll-sh

in most of the principal European states.

Hence, unless we are willing to admit that our people are l}10l‘e

criminally disposed than others,—-which there is no reason to believe,

—it follows that there are errors either in the jurisprudence or the

penology of our criminal system, which have been measurably 001'

rected in other countries, and which it is in the highest degree mourn

bent on us to search out and remove. It is of no consequence whetlrer

such errors are antiquated relics of a former age, or the result of ml_5

taken modern legislation. If they exist they must be found_, and If

the way to do so has been successfully indicated in the recent _]url5Pr“'

dence of other countries, it will be quite as valuable to our people as

if due to the original genius of our own statesmen. If either through

inattention, neglect, or erroneous legislation this country be permitted

to retain such bad pre-eminence, increasing depredations on the pll_b1lc

will not merely cause augmented loss and suffering to industnous

people, but must inevitably lead to popular discontent and disgust}!t

the supposed impotence of all legal methods, and to wide condonallqll

of the extra-legal violence which already finds increasing favor 111

many parts of the country, and ominously tends to invade the oldest

and most conservative communities. 1

As has already been indicated in the April (1896) number of thlfi

magamne, the study of criminology naturally divides itself into tllflli

of criminal jurisprudence, or the treatment of the criminal before
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sentence, and penology, which concerns his management and punish

ment afterwards. The former seeks to detect, arrest, convict, and

assess legal punishment, the latter to inflict the penalty in conformity

with law and sentence, but in such manner as to reform the olfender

if he be reformable, or at least to make certain that he shall be no

worse after punishment than before; that he shall be exposed to no

new contamination while forcibly held in custody, and that his sub

sequent career shall be hampered with no new dangers by vicious in

timacies forced upon him by bad methods of confinement.

Notwithstanding the thought and study bestowed upon penology

in many countries, and the substantial advances it has made, it is still

no doubt very imperfect. Official reports of the highest Pennsylvania

authority abundantly prove that many of the county jails of the State

are little better than seminaries of crime, that they are often without

system, classification, or even separation, and are in some cases closely

connected with the pecuniary profits of individual ofiicials. More

over, a portion of even the State’s penitentiary prisoners are still

herded together in the old congregate method, which is being more

and more discarded elsewhere, so that convicts from all parts of the

country are forcibly brought to mutual acquaintance, and, notwith

standing futile injunctions of silence, enjoy ample opportunity to in

struct each other in vice, and, still worse, to blackmail the repentant

convict after his discharge. But, on the other hand, the separate

system of confinement, originally devised and practised in Pennsyl

vania, has been widely adopted and is now generally prevalent in

several European countries, and knowledge of its advantages both to

the prisoner and to the public has become so diffused that preparations

are now making for its introduction in some of the most enlightened

American States, notably in Massachusetts. In-short, the Pennsyl

vania public has reason to hope for an early extension, in the State of

its birth, of the method of separate confinement and individual treat

ment, by the construction of suitable penitentiaries, and by a closer

superintendence of county jails, or their consolidation under the direct

government of the commonwealth.

But, while the continued imperfection of penology is thus freely ad

mitted, it is the branch of criminal jurisprudence that as yet remains

most backward and immovable, and, being to a certain extent conserved

by private interests, requires the most immediate attention in Pennsyl

vania. Penology, incomplete as it is, has long been studied and taught

by many humane persons in all countries, and is in this State far in

advance of penal jurisprudence. In fact, the latter has not only failed

to receive any recent improvement, but in some respects is in worse

condition to-day than a century ago. It requires no prolonged or very

close examination to justify what seems such a harsh conclusion. It

must now be regarded as axiomatic that mere severity exerts little

remedial effect in deterring crime, and accordingly severity has been

largely discarded. But the really deterring agencies of certainty and

celerity of punishment have by no means been introduced in its place.

If there be any doubt of the comparative efiicacy of these agencies,

which no one has ever publicly asserted, by all means let it be shown.
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But if their value be admitted, what excuse can be offered for a legis

lature that has done nothing to foster them for a century ast? But

there is no doubt whatever of their deterring eflicacy. It has long

been inculcated in every language and asserted by all students, both

from observation and experience, alike in civil and military life, that

where the penalty is uncertain, remote, and retarded by complicated

and dramatic legal adventures, criminals will continue to risk it, what

ever severity be incurred at last.

Now, so far from increasing celerity and certainty of punishment

in Pennsylvania, legislation has during recent years travelled back

ward, and interposed new obstacles and additional delays. The

practice in these cases is antiquated and highly technical, and remains

very much as it was centuries ago, when life was lightly taken for

common larceny. And when to this obstacle are added new legisla

tive inventions of appeals and stays of execution, it almost seems as

though the chief object of the cumbrous legal machinery was not so

much the prompt conviction and sequestration of the criminal, as to

interpose new delays, to disperse the witnesses, to review and rerevlew

every incautious word or technical “error” of the judge, and finally

to lead the gentle object of solicitude safely through all the intncate

thickets of the law and turn him loose among fresh victims. _

That this language is neither fanciful nor exaggerated may easdy

be seen by a very slight review of a few of such enactments. lfrom 3"

early period in this province the county courts of oyer and termmer p05

sessed original and practically final jurisdiction in criminal cases._ The

judges and juries of the vicinage were deemed competent to administer

final justice according to law, while the facts were yet fresh_ and

witnesses accessible, and for more than a century and a half did 80

administer it, without appeals, procrastination, or delay, and t0 the

satisfaction of several generations of our predecessors. But 1n_l8_60,

without apparent reason, the legislature granted appeals in all crlmlnfll

cases.

In 1870, in order to retard or defeat punishment in a single case,

—that of one Schoeppe, sentenced to death for murder by po|son,—flll

act was obtained from the legislature giving appeals in murder cases

as a matter of right, and requiring the Supreme Court to review the

evidence as well as the law of the case. That vicious measure, Instead

of promoting justice, has infinitely increased the obstacles and the time

required for final conviction, and removed farther than ever_ from

malefactors the fear of punishment. And yet it is now the umversal

rule of practice in Pennsylvania, and, it is much to be feared; has

become embedded in the Constitution of 1874.

In 1895 the legislature extended the right of appeal to the uewly

established Superior Court in all criminal cases except homicide,-—

which last is left reviewable by the Supreme Court. The gelleml

result is that convicted felons of all grades at present possess a right

of appeal to one court or the other, or to both, with stay of executlofl

fl‘equeutly accompanied by admission to bail. The effect, of 0011!“:

has been to increase the expense to the counties, to multiply proceed

"1gS.to Complicate and retard conviction, and in many cases; by the
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dispersion of or negotiation with witnesses, to promote the criminal’s

escape and battle justice altogether. Even the probabilities of technical

“errors” are increased rather than diminished by multiplicity of pro

ceedings, and if the avoidance or correction of microscopic “errors”

of no real consequence be otfered as justification for such indefinite

reviews, postponements, and appeals, it is questionable whether more

of them do not slip in during a protracted proceeding, dragged through

many courts, than in one short and simple trial. I

The following are some actual causes of reversal cited in J. D.

Lawson’s “ Leading Criminal Cases Simplified” (St. Louis, 1884); and,

though they occurred in the courts of another State, they can probably

all be paralleled in Pennsylvania:

1. Because the clerk spelled “ breast” in the indictment “ brest.”

2. An indictment for murder charged that the deceased did instantly

die instead of did then and there die.

3. One of the subpoenas had no seal on it.

4. A witness was asked whether she had ever been in the peniten

tiarv.

b. The judge read the law to the jury instead of writing it down.

6. The jury misspelt the verdict by leaving out one letter.

7. The clerk’s record omitted to mention that the prisoner was

present when sentenced, and the court could not condescend to ask

him.

The same author has well pointed out how, when a judge and jury

have tried an offender and reached a verdict, the appellate court pro

ceeds to try, not the prisoner for his guilt, but the trial judge for his

procedure. Unless the latter can show that throughout the long and

wearisome trial he made no mistakes, the case is sent back for new

trial, by which time the witnesses have generally disappeared.

The consequences of prolonged discussions and voluminous judicial

essays on such details as the empanelling of a jury, the spelling of a

juror’s name, the initials of a witness, or the omission or misstatement

of some legal fiction or antiquated phrase, tend not only to remove

punishment far 011' from the criminal, but to depreciate the dignity

and usefulness of courts. The decision of the court that tried the case

comes to be of small consequence in public estimation, when it may be

and often is reversed by some distant judge who never saw the jury or

heard a witness. The court above, after many months of delay, often

decides on minute points, sometimes of mere practice, which uon-pro

fessional persons can scarcely regard except with hilarity. Hence

frequency of appeal in criminal administration has a mischievous

tendency to minimize the respect with which every community should

regard its local court, and to impair the prudent reflection with which

the people should select their judges. For what signify the qualities

or capacity of a county judge, if he is to be a mere conduit through

which all cases where the prisoner has any money must flow on to

more distant courts for the only real and final decision ?

The appellate judges have frequently reprehended the _class of

frivolous “exceptions” referred to, as, for instance, Mr. Justice W1l

liams of the Supreme Court in an opinion on writ of error in a recent
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murder case. But the injury has been fastened on courts and public

alike by pernicious legislation, and it is not the mild dictum of a judge,

but new and effective legislation and drastic rules of practice in the

appellate courts, that must be invoked to protect the people from

criminals and those who thrive upon them.

Improved methods of penitential imprisonment have long claimed

the attention of many conscientious citizens, including the present

governor of the commonwealth, and it is freely admitted that these

now are, and are always likely to be, worthy of their anxious care.

But it has been a chief object of this article to remind the reader

that jurisprudence is an equal, or even more important, branch of

criminology, that its existing condition urgently demands improve

ment, that nothing possesses more deterrent elficacy than certainty and

oelerity of results, and that these are at present miscbievously absent.

Whether they can be effectually restored by the simple repeal of former

legislative iuadvertence, or require new and atfirmative legislation, is

for lawyers and statesmen to decide. Repeal of former injudicious

legislation would certainly accomplish much, and the remedial value

of simple repeal has been powerfully asserted with pertinent illustra

tion by a great historian and statesman of our race, who, with a mind

filled with all facts of ancient and modern history, has expressed his

matured opinion that the annals of no race or age afford more striking

examples of beneficial legislation than “legislation repealing some

former legislation.”

1, J, Wislar.

A FELLO W-FEELING.

“A-N’ to-night’s the night for Jarge Freeman to be comin’, is it? A

poor, mis’rable creature! It’s all he can do to be sittm’ up

straight in his chair: he'll never suppart no one but himself. I dont

see what ye’re after findin’ in him, Janey.” _

Mrs. Ann McGathern habitually spoke in a thunderous vowe, but

she raised it even higher now, to make herself heard in the front room,

where Janey was moving about, lighting a bracket-lamp and plflclng

books upon a table.

“ I reckon she finds all she looks for,” said Mr. McGathern. _He

lay upon a box-lounge, smoking a. “dudeen,”—his day-long 0°cuPau°,n

since receiving his pension for forty-eight years of service in the M0"

balt Company.

Ann glowered at him. “What do ye know about it, T. C. ?” She

said. T. C.’s opinions, as coming from a man who had lost his health,

were not worth much.

“ Janey’s not searchin’ for a husband at present,” he went on; “ no};

Georgy ain’t after a wife, neither: he’s only taychin’ her the branches.

“ The branches l” scornfully, and pounding the floor with a crow

bar which she had been employing to lift the kitchen stove in order to

place a new oil-cloth beneath. “ Them two’ll not be stayin’ up in the

branches long; they’ll be gettin’ down to the root 0’ the matter, an



A FELLO W-FEELING. 827

don’t ye forget it, T. C.” This in a tone which, to one unacquainted

with Mrs. McGathern, would seem to indicate a belief in love and

marriage as the basic facts of the universe. In reality, she regarded

both as highly superfluous, though not so superfluous as sickness: that

was more than a superfluity—-it was a high crime and a misdemeanor

besides. She could not tolerate it. Nor could she tolerate the fuss

some people made about it,—“jist as if it wasn’t their own fault,

fallin’ into disayse.” She herself had given birth to seven children,

Janey being the last one left at home ; but, beyond what she called

“the inoonvaynience of the thing, stayin’ three days in your bed for

nothin’, an’ all the world starin’ at ye with both eyes,” she minded

“the thing” not at all. Since Janey came into the world, twenty-seven

years ago, Ann had never been in her bed except at night, when decent

folks should be. But it caused her the severest mortification that a

husband of hers should “fall into disayse.” She really was fond of

the old fellow, but she could never quite forgive him for not dying

standing.

A step was heard outside; then a knock. Janey flew out of the

front room, but her mother already had the door open. A big, high

shouldered, shiny-faced young fellow, clad in a suit of newly-washed

jeans and wearing the miner’s lamp in his cap, stood there. It was

Florence Freeman.

“ George can’t come,” he said : “ he’s sick. He sent you this

note, Janey.”

Janey reached past her mother for the note, but Mrs. McGathern’s

hand was nearer.

“ Won’t ye come in, Flory?” called Mr. McGathern from his

lounge.

“ N0 ; I’m off to work on the night-shift. That there water’s gettin’

ahead of us.”

“ An’ will ye be pumpin’ till mornin’?”

“ That I will.” And Florence had gone.

Mrs. McGathern banged the door shut. “ Him’s the sort 0’ fellow!”

she exclaimed. “ Look at the back an’ the legs of him. There's bones

there. Did ye hear him say he’d be up all night a-workin’ ? .Him’s

the kind 0’ shtuff! Where’d Jarge be, do ye think, after such exercisin’

as that? He’d be in his grave. Let’s see what he says.” And she

sat down, placed the crow-bar between her knees, and looked hard at

the superscription.

Now, Mrs. Ann McGathern could no more read writing than the

Latin in her prayer-book, but she had never been known to admit this

fact, and her family dutifully assumed that she could read it if she

would.

“Mother,” said Janey, “that is my note: I ought to read it first.”

Mrs. McGathern was pleased with this remark, nevertheless she

held on to the note for some time, turning the yellow envelope over,

and gazing wistfully at the gummed lap. At length she handed it to

her daughter, modifying the thunder of her voice as she said, “ VVhat

do ye think 0’ me, that I’d be pokin’ me nose into other folkses’ letters ?”

Janey was so long in reading her note that even her father grew
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impatient. “ What’s the matter with Georgy that he don’t come?” he

asked. .

“ He’s real sick,” said Janey; “ I’ll read you what he says. ‘I am

hardly able to take my pen in hand to tell you ”’

“ Is that the beginning of it?” shouted Ann.

“ Yes,” faltered Janey.

“ It’s not the true beginnin’. What comes first of all ?”

Janey blushed to the roots of her thick black hair as she read out,

“ Dear Janey.”

“ What did I tell ye, T. C. ? the branches, heh! Go on, Janey.”

Janey went on : “ ‘ To tell you that I shall not be able to be with you

this evening. I am sick in my bed. Have had Dr. He says I may

not be able to leave it for some time, but I hope to get out in two days.

My cold is much worse. \Vill you take my classes to-morrow ?—all

but the first class in arithmetic; I’ve sent for them to come to me.

Miss Garrick will take your department. I’m sorry about your own

lessons, for the superintendent writes me that the examinations are to

come off next week. Try and do all you can without me.

“ Truly yours,

“GEORGE FREEMAN.”

“ He’s no good,” said Mrs. McGathern. _

“ Sure the poor fellow’s unfortunate,” said T. C., kindly,-—he hked

George Freeman better than any young man in Culm-Banks,-“but

there’s different kinds 0’ good, ain’t there? Maybe he'd not be much

at pumpin’ out water, but he’s a boss hand for pumpin’ in learnin’ : hey,

Janey ?”

Ann McGathern helped her bulky self up with the aid of the

crow-bar, then, flourishing it with as airy a grace as if it had beenfi

bamboo cane, she uttered the word “Learnin',” which word with its

accompanying inflection served as a comprehensive statement of all her

views upon educational matters.

Janey returned to the front room. The two chairs that were drawn

up under the lamp she set back against the wall; she removed her

school-books and spread the stamped woollen cover again upon the

table, replacing the big Douay Bible, the album, and the sea-shells.

Then she turned out the light, gathered together her books, and, p=1S§l"g

through the kitchen, went up-stairs without a word. Her mother was

in the “ but’ry,” and did not see her, but her father noticed the firm

set mouth and decided step of the irl. _

“Her feelin’s is hurt,” he sai to himself. “Ann’s too lmrd 0"

Georgy.”

Janey sat up late over her books, but she did not study much. She

read the little note over and over. It was such as he might have

written to any 0ne,—barring the “ dear Janey,”—yet to her it seemed

warm, tender, confidential. He had never written to her before, nor’

indeed, had any man. Janey felt quite satisfied with her love-letter,

for that it was, surely. She knew George Freeman loved her,——kI1e-W

1t as birds know spring-time while the snow yet lingers.

And she cared too deeply for him to feel any hurt from her mother’?!
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words. Love not sure of itself makes its owner sensitive; love well

founded and genuine is as proof-armor even against ridicule. But not

against harm to the loved one. So pained was Janey over the broken

health of her teacher that she experienced no disappointment at thought

of her possible failure to pass the long-worked-for “permanent.” She

knew the doctor was right. George would not be fit to go out again in

a long time,—perhaps never. She had marked the change in him of

late,—-his weariness when he came to her in the evenings, the efforts he

visibly put forth to surmount the strain of the hard daily school-work,

his failing voice and walk. And he had no home, no care, no comforts

in his illness. Mrs. Peters was kind in her way, but even a “first

class” miners’ boarding-house is not a home. Florence, Mrs. McGath

ern’s ideal type of manhood, was a selfish, gay fellow, always out

amusing himself at night when not at work. George had no one to

coddle him, or to keep him in bed when he ought to stay there. He

had the headstrong imprudence of those who feel that the world is in

any sort depending upon them: he would be getting up in a day or

two, crawl around to the school, and—kill himself.

The next fortnight was an extraordinarily interesting one for Cu]m

Banks. First of all came the announcement—oHicial—that the public

school principal was dying. Soon after came another announcement,—

likewise official,—from the committee on examinations for a permanent

certificate, to the effect that of all the applicants Miss Jane McGathern

alone had received such certificate; moreover, by way of oiiicial com

pliment, the committee stated that Miss McGathern had passed the very

best examination ever passed in the county.

Culm-Banks looked with jealous dislike upon the McGatherns, who

were suspected of thinking themselves more “decent” than their neigh

bors: still, it could not reject its own undeniable share in the commit

tee’s compliment. So that when the following week brought news

of Miss l\/IcGathcrn’s elevation to the'vacant principal’s chair, Culm

Banks, though gasping with surprise, fairly smeared its soul with

flattering unction. What other school-district within ken could boast

of a “lady” principal? But would she be able to manage the hood

lums of the A and B room?

“Janey’s hair don’t curl for nothin’,” said Joe Foggot, the cobbler.

“ An’ look at that purty square chin of her. If Janey set out to eat

sole-leather, she’d eat sole—leather, an’ nobody could stop her.”

Culm-Banks remembered Joe’s words a few days later, while in the

throes of amazement over the marriage of Miss McGathern to the dying

George Freeman,—more particularly when it became known that the

marriage had been arranged and accomplished without the knowledge

or consent of the bride’s parents. Who had arranged it,—Janey or

George ?—a question suficiently answered by these two facts: George

could not utter a word, and he could barely make signs. So, at least,

said Dr. Boyle, and Dr. Boyle’s word had to be taken, since George

was such an unsociable invalid that no sympathizing visitors were ad

mitted into his room. "Was Janey, then, really mean enough to take

advantage of a speechless, helpless man‘? ‘

Culm-Banks saw no possible avoidance of this conclusion, after
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pumping Mrs. Peters, Florence, Dr. Boyle, and even Father Claretie,—

all of whom, to be sure, were dryer than wells in August; but then

their very dryness proved something. Father Claretie acknowledged

that he had supposed himself summoned to administer extreme unction,

and was as much surprised at the wedding as anybody: whatever he

might know beyond this his position forbade him to disclose.

But there was one question which needed no priest of the Church,

no voice from heaven, to answer : How would Mrs. McGathern accept

the situation ? The poorest of guessers could tell what sort of fate was

in store for Janey. Eat sole-leather, indeedl There were tougher

things than sole-leather to swallow. All held their breath and stood

agog, watching to see what would happen. They were prepared for

anything—except for what did happen.

For weeks after the death-bed ceremony, George lay apparently at

his last gasp. Janey’s hands were more than full. Her new position

engrossed her greatly, and the five nominal school hours oftentimes

stretched out to six or seven. All the time remaining out of the twenty

four hours she gave to George.

“ They’ll be both buried on the same day,” prophesied Mrs. Peters.

“Some nights she never once shuts her eyes, then oif she goes next

morning to school with her face the color of dough. They tell me she

gets on real good with them big scalawags, though; never scolds ’em

or nothin’, just looks at ’em, and they behave. But she’s working fit

for three: it’ll surely kill her.”

It was indeed an intense vital strain that Janey put upon herself

Several white hairs came to light in her black mop. She pulled them

out furtively and threw them away : George had terribly sharp eyes for

so sick 2. man.

But it soon began to look as if he would not die immediately. _He

could sit up a little every day, and was sensible of a physical inclina

tion to try his legs. According to Dr. Boyle, this improvement showed

the benefit of good nursing; but Mrs. Peters, a long-time widow,

whose tears had never dried up, attributed all to love. “ It helps You

along heaps to know you’ve got some one caring about you,” Silld 511?,

wiping her eyes. “Now all day while Janey’s at school, Georg}? 15

a-looking out for her to come back, and that kind 0’ keeps him g_0"1g

I seen how it was from the minute the wedding was fixed up : lle Picked

up immejetly.” But when asked who had fixed up the weddmg, MIS

Peters recollected that “her baking was a-burning.” _

One morning a closed carriage drew up in front of the boarding

house. “George Freeman is going to take a drive,” said the onlookulg

neighbors. Presently a trunk was carried out. “He must begomg

on a journey,” said they. In a few moments George came out, SUP‘

ported between Janey and Mrs. Peters. By this time, in response t0

the telepathic influence which causes a deserted street to swarm on the

instant, the entire home-keeping portion of Culm-Banks appeared 8;

its front doors and gates. Were the Freemans going to move away '

Very best thing they could do. Mighty cool in Janey, though, to run

off and leave the school. Anybody heard of her resigning? P"?

haP-S She was only going to take George away for a little change Of 3"‘
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But the carriage did not drive down the hill, station-ward. It drove

straight up hill, and stopped—oh, wonder-world !—stopped at the

McGatherns’. T. C. stood on one side of the gate, and Ann stood on

the other. Janey jumped from the carriage, kissed her parents, and

then all three helped George into the house.

Life, so frequently compared to _a theatre, bears one essential un

likeness to that form of amusement. In the latter, when the curtain

goes down, the play is over; whereas in the former, the most enter

taining part often takes place behind the scenes. In fact, it may be

asserted that the most important parts are generally enacted for the

benefit of the actors alone,—an exasperating state of things for people

of inquiring minds.

Long after the curtain had fallen upon this excruciatingly inter

esting comedy, the baflled spectators remained in the street, jabbering

their wonderment, and gaping hopelessly towards the McGatherns’

closed door. By what witchery had such momentous things been ac

complished unawares under their noses? Mrs. Peters’s kitchen was

crowded and her work much retarded by tousle-headed, bare-armed

women, whose own work was also sufi'ering, but who “must know all

about it.”

Mrs. Peters, who of course knew the whole matter, would tell

nothing. Now, in Culm-Banks to be close-mouthed about anything

that you knew or did not know was considered “high-toned,” and to

be high-toned was disgrace. Mrs. Peters was worse than a thief. She

kept to herself matters that were public property, reaping a despicable

advantage from the fact that she could not, like a thief, be arrested and

made to yield up her ill-gotten gains.

But the most amazed person was Janey herself. She had been so

ever since Florence brought the word of command from her mother

to “ pack up straight and come back home where she belonged.”

“ And your mother says,” added Florence, with a sly smile, “ that

you might as well fetch George along too.”

Once inside the house, her amazement did not decrease. In one

corner of the front room stood a bed. Janey looked inquiringly at it.

“I had it set up,” explained Mrs. McGathern, “ on account 0’

thinkiu’ Jarge’d not be able to climb them steep stairs. Besides, it’ll

be handier for ye to wait on him down here. An’ him an’ T. C. can

be kind 0’ neighborly, seein’ they’re both laid up, as ye may say.”

T. C. winked solemnly at Janey, as if to say, “Just watch your

mother: she can’t be quite right in her mind.”

Yet it was a very kindly sort of madness that the old lady had

fallen into. It manifested itself in persistent, though for the most part

misdirected, efforts to make her invalid guest comfortable. Her own

idea of comfort—notwithstanding her bulk—was to keep warm (“ Ann

can stand more hate than a cat, a. cricket, an’ a taykettle all together,”

T. C. frequently remarked): so George, spite of the mild weather and

a burning fever, must be surrounded by hot flat-irons and loaded down

with coverlets. When Janey rotested, she was reproached with

Zwantin’ to kill her poor husbind), after she’d been so crazy wild to get

im.”
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Moreover, Mrs. McGathern fought desperately against the sick

man’s being kept on a milk diet. Many were the toothsome dishes

thrust under his nose “ to timpt him.”

“But he mustn’t be tempted,” Janey would say: “he’s only too

ready to eat things when he gets the chance, and the doctor says his

life depends on his taking nothing but milk at present.”

“The doctor may go to Ballyhack an’ take his milk along with

him,” was the reply: “do ye think I’m goin’ to see me own son-in

law witherin’ an’ wastin’ for the lack of a good bellyful 0’ solid

victuals ?”

One afternoon Janey came home earlier than she was expected and

found George feasting upon boiled corned beef and cabbage. Her

mother sat by, watching the viands disappear, with unconcealed glee.

The subsequent relapse of the patient caused Mrs. McGathern no

less terror than it did Janey, but the good woman, far from admitting

her own responsibility for it, maintained that George would never have

survived the attack had it not been for the corned beef and cabbage

“He was runnin’ down so fast on that there pig food that I jlst

thought I'd build him up a bit; if only he’d been pairmitted to finish

his plateful it would no doubt ’a’ saved him intirely.” _

Never once since his coming had she cast blame upon him for l1l5

condition ; on the contrary, her commiserations were even more oppres

sive than her quilts.

“ Your mother would make a sick man out of a well one,” George

remarked to Janey.

“ She’s makin’ a well man out of a sick one,” said T. C., who sat by

with the eternal dudeen in his mouth. Since George had become able

to talk, the lounge in the kitchen was neglected. “Now that the Old

lady’s decided that you’ve got a right tobe ailin’, she’s a heap aisier 011

me, an’ it kind 0’ makes me feel better.” , _

T. C. was tremendously puzzled over the change in his wife

“ I’m not able to make it out, at all at all,” he said to Janey. “She

turned round as square as ye’d turn a corner. She niver made 110

explanaytions nor nothin’ ; she jist said, ‘ I’m goin’ to send for Georg?

an’ Janey to come.’ Ye may know I had no objections to that. All

seems she’s gettin’ more tolerable toords the bodily ailments of them

as ain’t her own people. Once ye’d think she thought dyin’ itself was

a sin; but let me tell you 1 last week I heard her inquirin’ lundly 0)

Mrs. Tenney how her child was that’s got the big rickety head, 3"

yesterday she was talkin’ over the fence with T’resa Martm abqut

T’resa’s man,—ye know he’s got the rheumatism a-tendin’ the mad;

engine so long,—an’ your mother said, ‘Poor fellow! poor fellow

She raley (lid, Janey.”

It was fast becoming evident that, whatever might have led Mrs

McGathern to invite the formerly abhorred George Freeman 150 if“

house, and to treat him from the start, culpably ill as he was, W1th

such consideration, the motive which now inspired her conduct t0‘}'aTd5

him could be nothing less than genuine aifection. This showed Itself

in her very tones when she addressed him or spoke of him, no less

than in her uuwearying and almost pathetically inadequate efforts fol‘
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his well-being. She gave up trying to feed him according to her own

notions, because the doctor and Janey scolded her so unmercifully after

his relapse; but she heaped on covers whenever Janey was out of the

house, and now and then thrust in a surreptitious fiat-iron, which

George as surreptitiously thrust out.

“She ain’t used to sick people,” T. C. would say, apologetically ;

“not raley bed—sick people. She don’t know no more about how to

care for ’em than a baby does. If ever she got sick herself it’d mor- ~

tify her to death ;” here the old fellow took his pipe out of his mouth

and peeped into it with one eye, laughing all over as if he saw some

thing rarely amusing at the bottom ; “ an it’d mortify anybody to look

at sich a ridic’lous sight as she’d be,—ridic’lous as a hen with the

mumps.”

George certainly was improving. The alarming corned-beef-and

cabbage episode had brought on a crisis from which, to the doctor’s

surprise, the progress was upward, not downward. Janey’s love,

Ann’s clumsy kindness,—which amused albeit it went nigh to killing

him,—together with T. C.’s pleasant converse, warmed his heart, and

diverted his mind from painful consideration of his future. He did

worry over Janey’s hard work, during her absence, but no sooner did

that good little girl come skipping in from school, looking as bright

and unworn as if she had been to a picnic, than he forgot his worri

ment, and believed her when she told him it rested her to go every day

and tussle with those youngsters after tussling with such a big baby at

home.

When he was able to leave his bed and move about a little, he

spent most of the time in the kitchen, where T. C. generously gave up

the lounge to him. George and T. C. talked endlessly, while Ann

pottered over her work and listened. Nothing so delighted her as to

behold her husband worsted in an argument, and worsted he was sure

to be by his educated son-in-law. It is true that Mrs. McGathern

knew no more of logic than a cat, nor was she able to appreciate the

merits of most of the matters discussed; but whichever side George

was on, she was on. When he fired a fact straight between his oppo

nent’s eyes, causing him meekly to ask, “Is that so, sure?” Ann would

rush forth from her pantry like a gleeful Fury, wave her dish-cloth,

and exclaim, “There! T. C. There! See that? .What d’ I tell ye?

Listen to that, now, will ye ?” Learning as well as physical infirmity

seemed to be growing less obnoxious to her. She had tried hard to

cover up her pride when Janey was made principal, but she now took

no pains to conceal what she thought of “ Jarge’s informaytion.”

The burly Florence, with his retty girl-face, once the delight of

her eyes, was visibly losing groun in her estimation.

“ He jist sits round like a great lump,” she complained, “ an’ has

nothin’ a-tall to say when T. C. an’ Jarge is discoorsin’ their sinti—

mints.”

But George could do more than discourse. He won the remotest

stronghold of his mother-in-law’s affections by the interest he showed

in her household labors, and the help he insisted upon rendermg

therein.

VOL. LV11.—53
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“Convalescing is a hard business, mother,” said he: “do humor a

poor nervous man by letting him make play of work. Here, give me

that towel: I’ll show you how to dry dishes.” Or, “Please let me

peel the potatoes; my fingers are fairly jerking for something to do.”

No, she could not trust him with that delicate task; men were too

“ heavy-handed with the knife; T. C. always out all the insides away

and left nothing but the skins to boil.”

“Try me, mother,” pleaded George.

“ An’ sure,” Ann told Janey, “he wasted no more 0’ the peelin’s

than if they’d been new pitaties.”

He would help with the cooking, too. Ann stood by in admiring

wonder watching him dexterously concoct strange and delicious dishes

out of the commonest ingredients,—-“ all be the head-learnin’, too, an’

him havin’ no ’xper’nce.”

On Ann’s birthday, which came on a Sunday, he put everybody

out of the kitchen and prepared the dinner entirely by himself. Father

Claretie, Dr. Boyle, and Florence were invited guests, and all agreed

that George had found his vocation in the noble art of cookery.

“ You shall set up a caterer’s shop,” said Janey, “and I’ll keep on

with the school till you make your fortune.”

Next morning Janey was roused by her father, who crept down to

say that her mother could not stir out of her bed.

“ What’s the matter with her ?”

“ I don’t know; she’ll not tell me.”

G “Perhaps it’s the birthday dinner I cooked for her,” suggested

eorge.

“ No, I reckon it’s not that,” T. C. hesitated: “ I’m afeard your

mother’s been ailin’ some time unbeknownst. I seen it was hard for

her to git about, but I said notbin’ to any 0’ yees,-mostwise not to

her, for I knowed it’d break her heart if I persayved it, seein’ 5118

was doin’ her best to hide her trouble, whativer it was, an’ step around

same as she’d always. But now there’s no savin’ her feelin’s fill)’

longer, ’cause she’s struck down helpless.”

“ We must send for the doctor.”

“She won’t have him.”

“ But she must.”

“Must ain’t a word your mother’s very partial to, you know,

Janey.”

“ Well, I’ll go up and see her myself." _

“She says she'll not have you lookin’ at her in bed. She's ll!’a

kind 0’ shtate o’ humility about it just now, though I reckon shell

git over that by and by.”

“ What shall we do ?” exclaimed Janey, desperately. “

“She says she wants no one but Georgy,” T. C. went on. "She

thinks Georgy knows more’n the doctor, or anybody in the world

“ She shall have me,” said Georgy, hopping out of bed like the

well man he was fast getting to be. , .
Mrs. Ann McGathern lay stricken with the rheumatism In her

back and legs,—so sorely stricken that she was unable so much 85 to

turn herself.
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“ The divil’s got hold 0’ me at last,” she said to George, “an’ he’s

gripin’ me for all he’s worth.”

It was three days before she could be persuaded to let Janey come

up. Janey urged upon her the necessity of having the doctor.

“I’ll not have him,” she screamed; “he’ll be for givin’ me pison

things which I niver took a drop of in me life nor I niver will.”

“ He shan’t give you anything, mother, if you’ll only let him come

and see you.”

“I’ll not be seen by him; it’s bad enough to be seen by all 0’

yees,” persisted the old woman, with a tone and look which plainly

showed where her keenest sufferings lay.

“ Well, I’ll be your doctor,” said George. He had studied a little

medicine, and held very advanced views. Diet and massage alone

were to cure Mrs. McGathern. Dr. Boyle instructed him in the

principles of massage treatment, but George meant to follow his own

theories as to diet.

“Don’t begin with corned beef and cabbage, Freeman,” said the

physician, roguishly.

“Do you ever take your own medicines, doctor?” asked George.

And they laughed at each other good-naturedly. Dr. Boyle under_

stood Mrs. McGathern too well to be jealous of his “lay brother.”

“\Vhen you’ve cured your patient,” said be, ‘‘I’ll come up and

call on her.”

It was late springtime before Dr. Boyle came to call. All the

winter Ann lay in her bed, tended chiefly by her faithful son-in-law,

who, moreover, took care of the house. He enjoyed his labors hugely,

for his physical strength had returned, though the doctor warned him

against taking up the strain of mental work for a year at least. Next

autumn, if all went well, Janey would relinquish the principalship to

him, but meanwhile he was grateful for the constant occupation of his

hands. Ann, though delighted to have him for an attendant, did not

altogether approve of his “ demayning himself” by dish-washing and

the daily round of cleaning and cooking.

“It was well enough,” she said, “ when ye played at it; but ye’re

too clever-headed a man for to be given up to sich maynial 0ccupay

tions.” '

“Oh, it’s good for a fellow to have plenty of trades,” George re

plied. “Maybe Janey will want to hold on to the school when the

time comes for me to go back; in which case I can hire out to do

general housework.”

‘ His cheerfulness was Ann’s true medicine. She, poor soul, devel

oped an astonishing resignation. In the beginning her rebelliousness

was so ludicrous that George often recalled T. C.s image of “a hen

with the mumps ;” but after she had outlived the first overwhelming

mortification at finding herself actually in the clutches of “disayse,”

she showed a determination to follow her own oft-enunciated saying,

that “sick folks haven't no right to complain ; it’s a bad enough dis

grace to be helpless.”

She would not obey any one except George: with him she was

submissive as a little child.
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Thanks to his intelligent care and to her own patience, the mild

spring weather found her able to go about the house again.

George cooked a fine dinner tocelebrate her coming downstairs,

and the doctor, the priest, and Florence, who had been present when

she last appeared at the family table, were hidden to welcome her

return. Ann was in gay spirits, though withal something softened

from her former brusqne self. She was pleased to be gay at her own

expense, too, and invited rather than evaded allusions to her late illness.

“Confess, now, Mrs. McG-athern,” said Dr. Boyle, “ don’t you

think you ran an awful risk in trusting yourself to an inexperienced

practitioner like Freeman ‘.7 For my part, I believe you got well in

spite of his treatment. Do you really think him a better physician

t an I am ‘.7 Tell the truth, now.”

Ann shot a shrewd glance around her cap-frills at George, who sat

next her, and delayed the disburdenment of her well-laden knife as

she replied,—

“ I’ll deliver me final opinion after he’s sent in his bill.”

“Mother,” said George, quickly, leaning forward upon the table

and looking her squarely in the face, “ my charges are very slight; I

ask one thing only: that you answer a question—here, before us all.

What made you send for Janey and me to come home ?”

She laid down her knife, and her face changed. T. C. and Janey

looked anxiously at George, as if to say, “ How dared you ?” The doctor

and Florence were alert, while Father Claretie, though he caughtAuu'5

eye for an instant, preserved a proper know-nothing demeanor.

“ I’ll tell ye,” she said presently, in a grave manner; “ I’ll tell ye

all about it. It was this way. Ye know I was always that set ag’lll

disayse an’ ivery kind 0’ ailment that I couldn’t abide it nohow. I

could ’a’ put up with the divil an’ his angels,---savin’ your riverenoei

Father Claretie,—so long as they was hearty an’ strong on then legs;

but a sickly an’ ailiu’ saint, I'd no use for him a-tall, not 1f he W85

the biggest o’ the lot. _

“ When I was a tiny wee little gyurl, we’d a picture 0’ Samt Jarge,

a pretty young man, as strong as a bull, an’ him a-straddliu’ the dragon,

an’ another picture of a saint what’d laid out nights till he'd got 11:111

self in a bad way. ‘Well, me mother she wanted me to prayw em

both, but I’d not do it. I’d pray to Saint Jarge, but I used toitell

her the other had all he could do to look after himself, an’, bwdesi

I hated the sight of him, so woe-begone. Nor she couldn’t talk me

out of it. .

“ \Vhen I growed up it was the same; am’ what encouraged mall!"

this way 0’ feelin’ was that I niver got sick meself, do what I W011 -

I was always as sound as a roach. h

“Ye can guess I was quite dissatisfied to have T. C. g0 beboord; I felt he’d married me on false pretinces, for a healthy hllsbln

was the thing above all others I’d looked out for ; but whencome along so kind 0’ lackadaisical, an’ him an’ Janey begun ma 1“

eyes at one another, I jist thought for sure the good Lord had some‘

thin’ ag’in’ me. _ 7 be
“ Well, there’s no denyin’ I got mad at Janey for rnnmn oil‘ to
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married, an’ I was that wicked I got mad at Father Claretie.” The

priest smiled a bland, forgiving smile. “ Oh, ye were right enough,

father,” she went on; “ Janey was of age; she might do as she liked;

only I could ’a’ spanked her for bein’ so silly. T. C. he was for par

donin’ ’em both at once, but I says to him, ‘ T. C., I’d ’a’ given Janey

a fine weddin’-party if she’d married to suit me, but I ain’t a-goin’ to

furnish her a weddin’-funeral jist ’cause she’s gone an’ taken a man

with his very grave-clothes on him.’

“Well, one night I was layin’ awake, thinkin’ 0’ Janey’s silliness,

an’ cherishin’ ill-feelin’s toords Jarge for gittin’ himself into a dyin’

shtate, when somethin’ went shootin’ through me like a knife or a

double-p’inted darnin’-naydle. I’d niver felt sich a thing before. It

sthruck me here an’ there an’ all over, an’ made me that wake that

the sweat poured oif me like water. I had all I could do to kape

quiet, so that T. C. shouldn’t know. I laid there all night a-sutferin’

from head to foot, an’ them darnin’-naydles an’ carvin’-knives jabbin’

into me like that many voices sayin’, ‘ Now we're a-showin’ ye what it's

like to be sick.’ Then I thought kind 0’ tenderly 0’ T. C. an’ Jarge,

for I seen how it was ye conldn’t help yourself when it was the Lord’s

will that sickness should take ye. But for all that I hated meself;

oh, I jist hated meself, as if ’twas the divil that had hold 0’ me.

“ An’ next mornin’ I could hardly crawl about, but I’d settled me

mind regardin’ Janey; I sort 0’ ’xcused her for wantin’ to be tendin’

on Jarge: so I says to T. C., ‘ We’ll have Jarge an’ Janey home,’-- -

sayin’ no more’n that to him, thinkin’ it was none 0’ his business what

rason I had.

“ So that’s how I come to do it.”

“I knowed your rason all along,” said T. C. He had left the

table during Ann’s recital, and lay on the lounge with his dudeen.

“ And so did 1, mother,” said George; “ or I guessed it as soon as

your message came.”

“ Then why’d ye make me tell all this out now ?”

“ Oh,just for a little penance, to atone for all the bad things you

once said about me. I filled Dr. Boyle’s place so well—though he

won’t acknowledge it-—that I thought I’d try my hand at Father

Claretie’s trade and bring you to confession.” '

“ I’m not sure that I should have ventured to prescribe public con

fession as a penance,” said Father Claretie.

Ann looked lovingly at George, and a bit of her old daring came

into her voice as she said, “ Ye’ve done me more good than the doctor

and the priest together.”

Edith Brower.

SHADINGS.

RONG casts a halo o’er the brow of Right,

And shadow is the emphasis of light.

Grace F. Pe1ln_1/packer.
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THE FEIGNING OF DEATH BY ANIMALS.

‘HE habit of feigning death for the sake of protection mu be ob

served among many of the lower animals,——animals which differ

widely in family, genus, and species. Indeed, this habit is to be ob

served in creatures microscopic in size and of exceedingly low organi

zation, as well as in those as high in the scale of animal life as man

himself; for even man does not hesitate, on occasions, to avail himself

of this natural subterfuge when he thinks it will aid in the preservation

of his life.

With the aid of the microscope one can observe and study the

natural history of the minute animal world which otherwise would

remain a closed and unread volume. This instrument has shown me,

beyond cavil, that creatures as low in the scale as actinophryans, very

minute, microscopic animalcules, practise death-feigning when sur

prised by an enemy from which they cannot otherwise escape. Thus,

have repeatedly seen actinophryans fold their delicate, hair-like legs

or cilia and sink to the bottom of their miniature lake (a drop of

water) when approached by a water-louse, which preys upon them.

They remain to all appearances absolutely without life until the water

louse swims away, when they unfold their cilia and go back to then‘

feeding-gr0unds,—-a bit of water-weed, or moss, or decayed wood.

A fresh-water worm is in the habit of making use of this stratagem

when approached by the giant water-beetle. This little thread-hke

worm can be found in almost every pond, as can also its natural enemy

the giant water-beetle: so this interesting bit of natural histrlonlcs

may be witnessed by any one who will take the trouble to secure these

creatures and place them in a jar of clear water. They are large

enough to be seen with the naked eye: a lens, therefore, will not be

necessary. The worm will be seen swimming with gentle undulatwns,

when suddenly, in the twinkling of an eye, it will appear bereft of all

motion, and, hanging in the water like a bit of thread, the sport and

plaything of every current, will seem utterly lifeless. The cause of

this sudden change is not far away, for, cleaving the water with

arrowy swiftness, its broad oar-like legs working with all the regularity

of the cars in the well-manned cutter of a man-o’-war, a giant water

beetle will make its appearance. As soon as it has disappeared fl:0'g

the immediate neighborhood, however, the worm will “ come to llfe

and resume its swimming.

Even an anemone, a creature of very low organization indeed, has

acquired this habit. On one occasion, near St. Johns, Newfoundland:

I noticed a beautiful anemone in a pool of sea-water. I reached down

my hand for it, when, presto! it shrivelled and shrunk like a flash

mto an unsightly green lump and appeared nothing more than a moss

covered nodule of rock.

Very many grubs make use of this habit when they imagine them

selves in danger. For instance, the “fever worm,” the larva Of 0119
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of our common butterflies, is a noted death-feigner, and will “ pretend

dead” on the slightest provocation. Touch this grub with the toe of

your boot, or with the tip of your finger, or with a stick, and it will

at once curl up, to all appearances absolutely without life. A gentle

man recently told me that he saw the following example of letisimula

tion (letum, death, and simulare, to feign). One day, while sitting in

his front yard, he saw a caterpillar crawling on the ground at his feet.

The grub crawled too near the edge of a little pit in the sandy loam,

and fell over, dragging with it a miniature avalanche of sand. It

immediately essayed to climb up the north side of the pit, and had

almost reached the top, when the treacherous soil gave way beneath its

feet, and back it rolled to the bottom. It then tried the west side, and

met with a like mishap. Not discouraged in the least by its failure,

it then tried the east side, and reached the very edge, where it acci

dentally disturbed the equilibrium of a corncob poised upon the mar

gin of the pit, dislodged it, and fell with it to the bottom. The cater

pillar evidcntly thought that the cob was an enemy, for it at once

rolled itself into a ball and feigned death. It remained quiescent for

some time, but finally “came to life,” tried the south side with

triumphant success, and went on its way rejoicing. This little creature

evinced conscious determination and a certain amount of reason; for

it never tried the same side of the pit in its struggles to escape, but

always essayed a different side from that where it had encountered

failure.

The scarabaeus, or “ tumble-bug,” is a gifted letisimulant, and one

with which experimentation can easily be carried on. It can be seen

any bright day in the latter part of July or in early August busily

engaged in rolling its precious balls of manure, seemingly, here and

there and everywhere along the roads and paths. This is not a pur

poseless pastime, however, on the part of this industrious little worker.

There is a method in her seeming vacillation: she is looking for a

proper place in which to bury her treasure. The future welfare, nay,

even the very existence, of her offspring depends on the judicious

selection of a proper soil in which their cradle and their food (the ball

of manure) is to be deposited until they emerge, young and vigorous

“ tumble-bugs.”

Touch this little mother with your foot, and at once her busy legs

are drawn close to the sides of her body, her vibrating antenme or

“feelers” are drawn beneath her head, and she sinks to the ground,

seemingly “as dead as a door-nail.” Step aside and wait a moment.

Soon one of her antennae makes its appearance from beneath her head,

followed in a second by the other; her ears are in these “ feelers,” and

she is listening for dangerous sounds. Stamp your foot, and, presto!

the antennae disappear and she is again in the land of departed tumble

bugs. You may cause her to do this once or twice, but she soon

discovers that the noise you make does not presage danger, and, her

maternal instinct getting the better of her caution, she will busily re

sume the rolling ot' her ball. From some experiments, I am confident

that these beetles know their individual balls ; that is, they are able to

select their own property when placed among a number of balls. If,
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however, only one ball is given them, they will accept it, whether it

be their own or not.

The “stink-bug,” or bombardier beetle, is another gifted death

feigner. This creature feigns death, however, only when it has ex

hausted its other means of defence. Along the margins of its body

are small orifices leading to bags or sacks containing an exceedingly

offensive and acrid secretion. Whenever the stink-bug is approached

by an enemy, it sinks down on one side, thus elevating the other;

from the elevated side it discharges a broadside of foul-smelling, acrid

abomination at the enemy. If its opponent is not put to flight by this

fire, it'quickly tacks about, like a ship in a battle, and lets go the other

broadside. If the enemy still perseveres, it drops upon the ground,

slightly opens its wing-cases, and feigns death. Very few of its

enemies are able to withstand both broadsides; consequently it is

rarely forced to have recourse to its last weapon of defence, letisimu

lation.

Some snakes have acquired the habit of feignin death, notably the

black viper and the tree-moccasin. Last summer had the pleasure

of witnessing a realistic bit of acting in which a black viper enacted a

death-scene. I found this snake in a meadow in which there were no

bushes or rocks among or beneath which it could hide. I teased it for

a while with my stick, when it suddenly bent backward and seemingly

bit itself in the back. Immediately it shuddcred throughout its entire

length, turned over upon its back, and feigned death. It was a

wonderful bit of acting, which I have never seen surpassed, or even

equalled, on the stage. I retired several yards, and, seating myself

upon the ground, remained perfectly quiet. In a few moments the

snake turned upon its belly and rapidly made off towards the wood on

the outskirts of the meadow. Farmers and country-people call this

viper the ,“suicide-snake,” and insist that it actually poisons itself

As they generally pound it to mince-meat in order to make sure of Its

death, and never wait about to see whether it comes to life again If left

intact, they have some warrant for their belief, especially when the

extraordinary talent of the actor is taken into consideration. This

snake, however, has no fangs, no poison-glands whatever, and 18

entirely harmless.

Ants very often make use of this subterfuge when attacked by

creatures more powerful than themselves or when they have been

wounded in battle. I have frequently seen these insects, when 0VB{

powered by larger and stronger ants of a different species,_subm1t

themselves to be pulled about and maltreated without giving the

slightest Sign of life. At length, when abandoned by their enemies,

I have seen them jump up and run away, no doubt heartily 00I1gmt“'

lating themselves on the success of their ruse.

Some of the higher animals, such as the hare, the opossum, “'9

gro_und-hog, and the wombat, also make use of death-feigning. on 00'

casions. The opossum is an especially talented actor in this line, mld

has given his name to an expressive word, “possuming,” Whlch llad

for its origin his habit of feigning death when captured. MB" hm‘

Belf makes use of it when he thinks that his safety depends upon 3

ll
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successful imitation of death : witness the many tales of hunters,

soldiers, at al. The origin of this habit seems to me to be as follows.

Most animals are slain for food by other animals, and there is therefore

a continuous struggle for existence. In a state of nature, carnivorous

and insectivorous animals, with the exception of a very few, prefer

freshly killed food to carrion, and will not touch tainted meat when

they can procure fresh.

It is a mistake to suppose that carnivora prefer putrid or tainted

food ; the exigencies of their lives and their struggle for existence are

the factors which often compel them to eat it, and not any innate

desire for it. Domesticated, well-fed dogs will occasionally take it,

but sparingly, and apparently as a relish, just as we eat certain odor

iferous and ill-smelling cheeses, such as Limburger, for instance.

Carnivora and insectivora would rather do their own butchering:

hence, when they find their prey apparently dead, they will leave it

alone and go in search of other quarry, unless they are very hungry.

Putrid or even tainted flesh is a dangerous substance to go into most

stomachs, certain ptomaines rendering it, at times, exceedingly poison

ous. Long years of experience and inherited impressions have taught

this fact to animals, and therefore most of them let dead or seemingly

dead creatures severely alone. Besides, they think that there is no use

in attacking and destroying a thing that is already dead ; it cannot get

away; therefore, if a. living victim cannot be found, a return can be

made at any time to the dead.

James Weir.

YOUTHFUL READING OF LITERARY MEN.

THE literary taste usually manifests itself at an early age in a pas

sion for books. Many men of letters have begun to read almost

as soon as they began to talk. To the youthful enthusiast in litera

ture his adoration for favorite works and authors is an emotion as pro

found and sacred as that of a religious experience or a first love-alfair.

No friendships are so delightful as those founded on a basis of similar

tastes in books, and the most fascinating stage of an acquaintance is

that in which we learn each other’s literary preferences. We are at

tracted at once to any one who appreciates our favorite authors, and

find ourselves separated by an impassable gulf from those who fail to

perceive their merits.

Andrew Lang says, “ A dilference in taste in books, when it is de

cided and vigorous, breaks manya possible friendship.” He indicates

the passport to his favor by telling us that “ he or she who contemns

Scott and cannot read Dickens is a person with whom I would fain have

no further converse.” ‘

Hamerton also recognizes the necessity of intellectual companion

ship in friendship, saying that he has never had “any natural or easy

conversational intercourse with those who have not been readers at some
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time of their lives,” and that he has never found himself “in anything

like intellectual intimacy with men who had not been classically edu

cated.” There may seem a narrowness about such a requirement for

fellowship; but it illustrates the inherent desire to find in our friends

tastes similar to our own.

As lovers of books never come to anything more than a superficial

acquaintance until they have learned each other’s likes and dislikes, so

we feel our comprehension of the character of an author greatly assisted

by knowing the books of which he was fond. It is strange that many

biographers either ignore or pass lightly over a matter of so much con

sequence. Autobiographies are generally more satisfactory. When a

man’s books have been one of the chief pleasures of his life, he is not

likely to fail to mention them in giving an account of himself.

The important place which books filled in Mr. Hamerton’s life, and

the direction of his tastes, can be inferred from the remarks quoted

from him. He lacked one of the essentials to Andrew Lang’s favor,

since he admits that he “finds it hard work to read Dickens.” He

also confesses to having read Balzac and George Eliot only as a study.

Scott and Thackeray are the two novelists he most enjoyed. In his

youth he says that Scott’s poetry was his delight. Later he was cap

tivated by Byron,-Shelley, Keats, and Tennyson, while Montaigne,

Emerson, and Ruskin were among his favorite prose writers.

Mr. Stevenson also mentions Montaigne as an author whose ‘ac

quaintance he made early and who was very influential with hun.

Shakespeare, he says, served him best of all, and outside of Shake

speare his dearest friend was D’Artagnan. Besides these, “The Pd

gx-im’s Progress,” Whitman’s “ Leaves of Grass,” the Gospel accordmg

to St. Matthew, the “Meditations of Marcus Aurelius,” and “The

Egoist” form part of an enumeration which indicates that Mr. Steven

son was versatile in taste as well as in style. ‘

It is seldom that so marked a connection exists between the reading

of the child and the pursuits of the man as in the case of Ruskin’;

When quite a child a friend gave him a copy of Rogers’s “Italy,

illustrated by Turner, and this early familiarity with Turner’s art 15

claimed with much show of reason by one of Ruskiu’s biographers '10

have been the “ chief formative factor in his after-life.” Ruskin him

self tells us that from his early childhood he regularly read aloud to

his mother Pope’s Homer and the novels of Walter Scott. On Sflnday

“Robinson Crusoe” and “The Pilgrim’s Progress” were substituted

“ My mother,” he says, “ forced me to learn long chapters of the Bible

by heart, and to that discipline I owe the best part of my taste 111

literature.” _

Rider Haggard is among the many who have named “Robinson

Crusoe” as a childish idol. One Sunday morning, when he was f§X'

pected to go to church, he relates that he hid himself under a bed wltll

the treasured volume. His sisters discovered him and attempted to

drag him from his retreat; but the boy clung to the legs of the bed

and kicked so desperately that they were obliged to give up the struggle

and leave him to the enjoyment of Crusoe. Next to this book he llked

the “Arabian Nights,” “The Three Musketeers,” and the poems of

l.l
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Poe and Macaulay. At present the two novels he likes best, he says,

are “ A Tale of Two Cities” and Lytton’s “ Coming Race.”

Walter Bosant says, “ The book which most seized my imagination

was the immortal Pilgrim’s Progress.” Among other youthful prefer

ences he names “Nicholas Nickleby,” Shakespeare's “Tempest,” and

Pope’s Homer.

The early literary taste of Walter Scott furnishes another instance

in which the child was indeed the father of the man. Before he

learned to read he knew by heart ballads of Hardyknute and bits of

Josephus which an aunt read to him. Before he was eight years old he

had read extensively Bunyan, Milton, Pope’s Homer, and border bal

lads. While never much of a classical scholar, he yet had read Caesar,

Livy, Horace, Sallust, Virgil, and Terence before the age of twelve.

Among his other reading at the same period are mentioned Percy's

Reliques, the songs of Ossian, Spenser’s “Faerie Queene,” Tasso’s

“Jerusalem Delivered,” and Ariosto’s “Orlando Furioso,” with the

works of Mackenzie, Fielding, Smollett, and others of the best Eng

lish novelists. He is said to have neglected his Greek, but he read

with facility French, Spanish, Italian, and German. When he was

eighteen years old we are told that “ he had already studied the Anglo

Saxon and the Norse sagas, and was especially profound in Fordun,

Wyntoun, and all the Scottish Chronicles, so that his friends called

him Duns Scotus.”

In these days, when Scott has fallen temporarily out of fashion, it

is refreshing to notice how many of the foremost men of letters of our

time profess a fondness for him. Hamerton, whose liking for him has

already been mentioned, says, “Of all authors it is Scott who has

given me the greatest sum of pleasure, and of a very healthy kind.”

To this healthiness of tone, joined to his literary gifts, is due the per

manent attraction which Scott exercises for readers of fine taste and

sound nature.

Mr. Mabie says of Macaulay that “ the man who knew his Popes so

well that he could repeat them backward stood in sore need of the

grace of forgetfulness to save him from becoming a scourge to his

kind.” This omnivorous reader, who never forgot, began to imbibe

literature in copious draughts at the age of three. Some conception

of the scope of his reading can be gained from his own compositions

before he was eight years old. Among them are mentioned a com

pendium of universal history, a long poem inspired by Scott’s “Lay

of the Last Minstrel” and “ Marmion,” and another in imitation of

Virgil. To Mrs. More he is said to have “ read prose by the ell and

declaimed poetry by the hour.”

John Stuart Mill’s mind was formed by a method suggestive of

the process by which unfortunate geese are treated for the sake of

furnishing the delicacy of pdté de foie gras to epicures. He was from

his babyhood so systematically crammed with knowledge of all kinds

that there was little opportunity for his childish taste to assert itself.

One sighs regretfully over the evidence of a ruined childhood when one

reads that he was studying Greek at three. His reading before the

age of eight is said to have included the “ Anabasis,” Herodotus, the
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“Memorabilia,” the Dialogues of Plato, and the historical writings

of Robertson, Hume, Gibbon, Watson, Rollin, Mosheim, and others.

It is a. relief to learn that “Robinson Crusoe” delighted him through

his boyhood, and that he also had the “ Arabian Nights,” “ Don Quix

ote,” and Miss Edgeworth’s “Popular Tales.”

Quite difl"erent was the development of that cyclopaadia of learning,

the historian Buckle. He hardly knew his letters before he was eight

years old. Then he began to read the “Arabian Nights.” Until he

was eighteen he read nothing else but Bunyan, “ Don Quixote,” and

Shakespeare. It is related that “his mother bought him books without

number,” but he cared for none of them. His late start was com

pensated by a prodigiously rapid progress in literary knowledge later.

By the time he was thirty he had acquired nineteen languages, and his

biographer says, “ He was an omnivorous reader, no book of any kind

coming amiss to him; and he had the power, accorded to few, of

plucking out-, as it were, the heart of a book by doing little more than

turning over the pages, with here and there an occasional halt.”

The boyish reading of that eccentric genius Charles Godfrey Le

land, as related in his memoirs, surpasses everything on record in re

spect to both quantity and oddity. He seems to have been born with

the fully developed taste and instinct of the collector for black-letter

volumes. He tells us that “ he never read of a boy who knew so many

ballads and minor poems” as he. As a child he “not only read, but

collected and preserved, every comic almanac” he could get. He was

a. great reader of Scripture. “ The Apocrypha was a favorite work,

he says, “but above all I loved the Revelation.” The appl_lc&1h0l1

which he made of his bibliml knowledge, drawing from it objectionable

epithets to apply to the servants, rather spoils this statement for_us_e_m

a Sunday-school book. His chief relish was for books of “curiosities

and oddities,” and all such works seemed to gravitate towards hm:

“The Devil on Two Sticks,” the “Narrative of Captain Boyle,

and the “Marvellous Depository,” a remarkable collection of old

legends, were among the works of thrilling interest to him. “ _All

of this,” he says, “was unconsciously educating my bewitched mmd

to a deep and very precocious passion for mediaeval and black-lettel‘

literature and occult philosophy.” Stumbling one day upon Babelafib

he declares that “ one-quarter of an hour’s reading of Rabelms W85 lg

me as the light which flashed upon Saul journeying to Damascus

The amount and style of the material with which his mmd \_VflS

stocked at the age of fourteen may be gathered from the following

passage from the memoirs. “I discovered in the Logauian Sectloll

of the library several hundred volumes of occult philosophy, 5 001'

lection once formed by an artist named Cox, and I really read nearly

every one. Cornelius Agrippa and Barrett’s Magus, ParacclSl15;_lhe

black-letter edition of Reginald Scott, Glanville, Gatfarel, Trlthemllls,

Baptista Ports, and God knows how many Rosicrucian writers, beftame

familiar to me.” The boy must indeed have been an enigma to hlfl far

from bookish companions: he implored his father to buy for hlm

the ‘_‘ Reductorium or moralization of the whole Bible by Petrns Bli

chonus” of the date of 1511, with MS. notes on the margin by M9’
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lanchthon. His explorations in French literature were of such a char

acter that the French professor to whom he was sent for preparation

for college threw up his hands in l1orror when his precocious pupil told

what he had read, exclaiming, “ Unhappy boy, you have raked through

the library of the devil down to the dregs.” One must search far and

long to find a parallel to the youthful literary diet of Leland.

Bryant, like many children of his day, was sent to school before

he was four years old. At the age of ten he was already writing

poetry and devouring “ whatever poetry fell in his way.” In those

days he and his brothers read Pope’s Iliad with great delight. He

was fond of Burns, Cowper, Thomson, Southey, Wordsworth, and later

of Henry Kirke White, “whose poetry had for him at that time a

peculiar fascination.”

It is said of Bayard Taylor that “reading had charms for him

from his earliest years.” He delighted in poetry and history, and says

of himself, “ An enthusiastic desire of visiting the Old World haunted

me from early childhood.”

The biographer of J. G. Holland says that books were a rarity

in his father’s house. The literary taste was nevertheless so strong in

the boy that, lacking other means of gratifying it, he borrowed from

the minister his works in divinity by Emmons, Griflin, Hopkins, and

Edwards, all of which were read through.

James Freeman Clarke had access in his boyhood to a good col

lection of standard authors, from which he became familiar with the

histories of Hume, Robertson, and Gibbon, Miss Edgeworth’s Tales,

Scott’s novels and poems, the Spectator, and the Guardian. He says,

“ It did us no harm to read over again and again Paradise Lost, Pope’s

Essay on Man, the Vicar of Wakefield, Robinson Crusoe, Gulliver’s

Travels, the poems of Prior, Gay, and Peter Pindar, Miss Burney’s

Cecilia and Evelina, the Scottish Chiefs, Thaddeus of ‘Warsaw, Thom

son’s Seasons, and Shenstone’s poems.”

The completest and most fascinating literary autobiography yet in

print is contained in Mr. Howells’s “ My Literary Passions.’ N0 one

who possesses in any degree the true passion for books can read this

without feeling a debt of gratitude to the author. To be given the

opportunity of a familiar acquaintance with the enthusiasms and the

development of taste of one of the most interesting men of letters of

the day is a rare privilege. Mr. Higginson has deplored the absence

of literary background in the writings of Mr. Howells and Mr. James,

and has ascribed it to the lack of an academic training. Mr. Howells’s

reminiscences reveal an early familiarity with classic literature far

superior to that of the majority of college students, and Mr. James in

his charming critical papers shows a broad literary culture which amply

refutes Mr. Higginson’s theory. Both of these men belong to the class

of modern writers who prefer that the richness of their culture should

be judged by the perfection of their style rather than by their wealth

of literary allusions. In this they are like the modern society women

of literary tastes whose boast it is that a stranger might talk with them

for an entire evening without ever imagining that they had read a book.

Edith Dickson.
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THE CHANGEFUL SKIES.

I cannot read;

’Twixt every page my thoughts go stray at large,

Down in the meadow

Tnoassn.

OWN in the meadow !—a poem of four words that will never

need explanatory notes. I am “down” in the sense of being

nearer the level of the sea, when there, but up, high up, in exhilara

tion. Lord Bacon says that this emotion is not as profound as joy; but

what use in such fine distinctions? I joy in the exhilaration that comes

from breathing the meadow air, and let us attend to it, rather than to

the meanings of words, that keep our cheap champions of erudition so

busy. I went down to the meadows to-day, that I might more readily

look upward, having thought before starting how little apt are we to

consider the sky when taking an outing, and yet Shakespeare’s “ skyey

influences” are more potent than we think. I do not mean such in

fluence as that which leads to glancing upward in the morning, and,

in the fulness of our conceit, contradicting the barometer. There are

men who do this, get caught in the rain, and, denying it the next

day, prove themselves not only fools, but worse. Thoreau encountered

such folk even in Concord, and thought they poisoned theirimmedmte

atmosphere.

In going out of doors, it is a little strange that that which is most

prominent is likely to be least noticed. The truth is, the sky, which

is but a name for an appearance, is nevertheless the most obvious _of

facts. If not palpable as the earth beneath, it makes itself felt, wl_1lcl1

is much the same thing so far as the rambler is concerned ; and certamly

much is lost if we fail to respond to skyey influences. _

We think little about the sky, can roam for hours beneath it with

out looking up; and yet it is the most assertive object in the outlook!

poets have applied to it more adjectives than to any object beneath.

They descant on “the witchery of the soft blue sky,” but what of the

heartlessness of the steel-blue canopy, when there is not a trace of llfe

within sight or hearing? The cloudless sky of June is not that Of

January.

Because there were few birds, fewer flowers, and but little green

grass where I chanced to wander, I took the hint from Ovid: the

skies are open—let us try the skies. So I looked long upon them 118

they overhung the old meadows, old as the glacial period, and yet how

new as compared with the sky that now looked down upon them! To‘

day the sky ‘was blue, fading to violet, with one great white cloud that

slowly marched to intercept the sun. It was with keen pleasure that

I watched this rolled and rounded mass of drifted snow, for such It

seemed, draw near. It did not dissolve nor hurry in torn fraglllellLs

from the fray, but with bold front shut out the sunbeams. Whata

marvellous change takes place when the meadows are shifted from 511}!

shme to shade! That short-lived shadow brought in its train a Wills‘
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pering breeze, but so gently did it pass that I fancied it was the shadow

itself that whispered.

A word here as to the imagination. If it is kept within too close

bounds, your outing is likely to prove so many miles of walking to no

purpose. It is not fair to say that inaccuracy is sure to follow the free

play of the imagination. Our fancy need not act as a distorting glass,

and does not, except with the author’s connivanoe. The greatest blun

derers about Nature have been the precise students who occasionally find

themselves outside their closets. It is one thing, as Bryant puts it, to

Go forth under the open sky and list

To Nature’s teachings,

but another to know what to do when you get there. My suggestion

is to let your imagination have scope as well as your appreciation of

the actual facts you meet with. There need be no conflict in your

mind, nor any misleading statement, if you are moved to speak.

To return: quickly again the sky was bright and blue, and the

meadows were filled with light,—a clear, warm, penetrating light, that

was reaching the rootlets and bulbs in the damp soil, quickening them.

The grape hyacinth had already responded, and reflected the deepest

color the April skies had offered ; and the earliest of our larger lilies

was above the grass, with the yellow of the noonday glare in its blossoms.

These flowers show well together, representing on earth the sun and

sky; but how seldom do we turn from them to the high heavens! A

few flowers will hold us while the firmament is marked by conditions

which may, at least in our lifetime, never again occur.

There hangs in the hall a barometer that has foretold for many

years, without blundering, the kind of weather that we are to have,

and it can be read with profit when interpreting the skies. For in

stance, it often happens that before the great masses of sullen clouds,

bringing the summer shower or the day-long rain, appear above the

horizon, we are informed by it, and so can anticipate their coming and

watch their progress. This is akin, in the pleasure it affords, to finding

a new flower or hearing the song of a rare bird. There is less same

ness in the cloud-flecked skies than upon the earth when light and

shadow dash across the scene. I recall one long cloud that slowly rose

from half the horizon at once and moved like a huge curtain overhead.

- The air was “light” as that on mountain-tops, and so free from dust that

the senses of sight and hearing were unusually acute. The sky seemed

more distant than when free from clouds, or, as the phrase goes, was

hollow. The nearer objects in the outlook were more removed than

usual, as though we looked through the wrong end of a field-glass, and

yet every outline was distinct. Sounds that we often hear without

recognizing as other than part of the general hum of the day’s activity

were now startling. There was not a crow in sight, yet the clamor of

a hundred was plainly heard, and the whistle of a cardinal redbird and

the clear call of a crested tit came from the hill-side half a mile away.

Such sounds as these, coming from unseen creatures, added interest

to these “hollow” skies, and from them all revelations were expected.

Much besides rain comes from above. From my comfortable resting
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place against a sloping willow I saw the avant-coureurs, it might be,

of the coming storm, a long line of small black dots that slowly altered

shape and, while yet afar oil‘, proved to be herons,—long-necked, long

legged, broad-winged herons, that give such a wildness to the remaining

marshes hereabouts. With a background of blue sky they might have

passed unseen, but now each was randly pictured against the leaden

cloud, and in the still air I fancied I could hear the rustling of their

wing-beats.

Slowly as they came they passed from sight. When they were lost

to me, I turned hopefully to the point where they had appeared, and,

to my surprise, saw others. These were not black spec s, but white

dots that lengthened into lines and grew to great white herons, following

in the path of their blue brethren. The clear air and leaden back

ground brought out every outline. I could see them move their heads

from side to side, as if to view the old haunts of their ancestors. How

vividly they brought back the days of old delight, when I was young

and the world newer than I find it now,—those over-full days that in

many a way might have continued but for the ignorance of man and

the vanity of woman. It is a red-letter day of late when we can see

the white herons on the river shore; yet I have seen them in great

numbers, and it is on record, “ the white cranes did whiten the river

bank like a great snow-drift.” Let heartless fashion demand a feather,

and the death-warrant of thousands of birds is signed. Here and there

a protesting voice may be raised, but only to be drowned in the sneers

of an indifferent people. I once was foolish enough to speak of the

rights of a rambler to the wild life left about us, and was met with’

ridicule. “ I’ve got to practise on swallows to learn to shoot qu1ck_,

was my interlocutor’s reply. My summer sky must be cleared of ltfi

swallows, it seems, to meet the useless skill of a brute neighbor. HOW

I rejoiced when his gun burst! ‘

There is a world of suggestiveness in the words just used, ‘_lll)'

summer skies.” Therein lies ownership of a wholly satisfactory k11}d

They are mine without cost, without even the asking, and, better still,

without depriving others,—mine, yours, the common wealth of all; and

yet few, it appears, place any value upon them. To many they are of

as little importance as the frame of a picture; yet often they are the

real picture and the earth is but the naked platform upon which We

stand to view it. It is hard to find a fitting phrase for many a pfll_1°‘

ramic sky; as the skies of early June, blue of incomparable shade, Wltll

white clouds, pink-edged and piled into fantastic shapes,-great castles

that are unbuilt before you can people them with the merry elfs and ‘W5

of the month of roses. In June we have those bright skies thatdef!}_)en

when the day is done to blue-black, and, losing their flatness, are lllted

to a hollow dome that, star-studded, shows you at last how very far

away it really is. The skies that at noon rested on the tree-t_0pS_ that

hem in the little space about us grow immeasurably grand at midnight;

and when from out these starlit skies we hear strange voices, they 95‘

{fume a new importance, and we begin to realize better their significance

.[‘he upper region, our sky, is seldom lacking in animal life. Probably

hundreds of birds, in the course of a day, pass over us, just out 0

l.
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sight; and when in the silent watches of the night we plainly hear

the voices of wanderers, a new chapter of ornithology is opened to us.

The clear-toned call of a plover, the hoarse croak of a raven, the chirp

ing of many finches, the fretful scream of an eagle, have all been noted

in a single night. We can only follow these birds in fancy, but the

fancy will not lead us astray. The direction in which they are going

can be determined, the probable elevation of theirflight-path estimated,

the guiding features of their course made probable. Their purpose

can, of course, only be conjectured. It is not strange that birds of

many if not all kinds travel in the dark, for this absence of light is

but relative. The stars of themselves are nothing to the birds but as

they are reflected in the water. When visible in this way, they act as

finger-posts along a river valley. Such doubtless is the guide to much

of the annual migratorial flight; and the black lines of mountains

would be readily recognized as such, while the lights beyond would

indicate those of another valley, with its star-reflecting river. So com

prehensive is a. bird's-eye view that migration has nothing marvellous

about it. May it not be, too, that these long journeys are commenced

in daylight, and that when great elevation is reached the direction at

the outset can be readily maintained? A bird does not fly in a circle,

as a man walks when lost in the woods. When fog or excessive cloudi

ness is encountered, wandering birds drop to the earth, as is shown by

water birds being found upon our upland fields, perhaps miles from

their accustomed haunts.

Whatever the time of year, we have excellent reasons for expecting

much of the sky, and should not let our eagerness to see the objects

there from close at hand cause us to forget from whence they came.

Do not tell me that a bird, or a butterfly, or even an inanimate object,

is but a wind-tossed accident. Do I not know it? If an object is seen

to come from the sky above, why not at least endeavor to meet it in

mid-air? By so doing, you take a step into the realms of fancy. Such

a whim deceives no one, not even the self—elected professors of bird-lore.

Some facts without fancy are as repulsive as birds without feathers, and

the world is not likely to suffer because of other views than those of

the painfully prosaic. Dispute this if you will; but now

There is a light cloud by the moon,

’Tis passing, and ’twill pass full soon,

and to it I would rather attend than listen to any argument.

Charles 0. Abbott.

THE JAR.

TIME is a deep-mouthed jar, pictured and dim,

\Vherein Life’s potent purple juices swim,

With Mirth the vanishing bubble at the brim.

Charles G. D. Roberts.

VOL. LVII.--54
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WOMAN IN BUSINESS.

OMAN’S introduction into the business world is no longer an

experiment. The feminine wage-earner is now a permanent

factor in the national economy. The individual drops out of the

ranks to form a centre around which a home springs up, but another

woman, not a man, takes her place. The type remains. More and

more places are being made for women to such an extent that a recent

census bulletin reports tl1e increase in the number of women employed

in gainful occupations during the period between 1870 and 1890 to

have been one hundred and thirteen per cent., while in trade and trans

portation the increase was ten hundred and fifty-one per cent. This

change is significant. It is, in fact, a revolution. Twenty or indeed

ten years ago the girls of an ordinary middle-class family in which the

father was a small business-man, an expert mechanic, or a farmer,

capable of supporting his family with decency if not absolute comfort,

were expected to stay at home and help with the housework until they

went to preside over homes of their own. It was considered some

thing of a slur to say that a man's daughters were obliged to go out to 7

work. Nowadays this sentiment is reversed. A business training is

as much a matter of course for the daughters as for the sons. and

no one is surprised when the daughters prefer putting the training mto

practice instead of devoting their time to household duties enlivened

with social amusements. The growth of the idea that woman is an

individual, not an appendage, that she has social duties and moral

responsibilities as well as men have, is really at the bottom of the

revolution.

The change of sentiment in a great measure accounts for the large

increase in such occupations as book-keeping, copying, typewrltmgi

stenography, teaching, selling goods. Of course the new invelltloflB

have had much to do with woman’s entrance into trade and transpor

tation. Until business was done on an immense scale, necessitating a

great deal of specializing, there was no opportunity for women. When

a salesman in a dry-goods shop had to go from counter to counter Wltll

his customer, showing her delicate laces here and heavy bolts of flannel

there, women were not physically equal to the task of selling g00d8

When the lace counter became a department in a great shop, 8 Weak‘

backed girl was capable of attending it, providing she had other

necessary qualities.

The extension of railroads and the invention of the telephone, the

unprecedented development of the means of communication and trans‘

portation, and the changes in methods of trade, have had much it) do

with the revolution in woman’s position.

In discussing woman as an economic factor, it is always well to

remember that it is the business woman who is the new force, not

the working woman. The industrial revolution has taken the old

tnme domestic arts of spinning and weaving, shoemaking, preserving,

)
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canning, and butter-making, and a host of other employments, from

the home to the workshop, and the women of the working class who

once eked out the laborer’s wages by home industry have followed their

lost trades to the factory. It is doubtful whether the change has really

affected the relative importance of woman’s labor in manufacturing

processes.

It is with the business woman, therefore, not the working woman,

that discussion of the chances of success or failure has to do. The

factory-worker has no prospects before her, while there are conspicuous

examples of success among business women. There are also many

conspicuous failures. In fact, the failures are much more in evidence,

and the woman who has gone to the top, where there is a high salary,

appreciation, and a chance to be a live factor in the dynamic social

movement, is almost an exception.

Reasons for the apparent lack of success of the majority of women

in business and industrial pursuits are numerous. Over some of the

causes the individual has little control. Time and the general uplift

ing and evolution of society alone can make women strong-nerved,

self-controlled, far-seeing, dependable, responsible individuals. Only

the development of a strong public sentiment and a feeling of social

responsibility among employers as well as workers can bring about the

first requisite for good work,—good wages.

Womai1’s under-development in all the warring centuries when

because of her physical inferiority she became an appendage of the

family has made her lacking in judgment, self-reliance, concentration,

persistence, unable to sink self and family and to take the broad view

of the whole field,—all which are qualities absolutely necessary for

success. The law of compensation has not been inoperative in her

case, it is true, and the combination of the latter-day qualities with her

old-time virtues must make her a moral power in the solution of social

problems.

There are some defects which the individual may overcome if she

elects. And every woman who aspires to be more than a raw recruit

in the hopeless army of the unskilled must consider how to overcome

them.

Many of the working woman’s inefliciencies are the results of im

perfect health. Much of the apathy and of the lack of thoroughness

which characterize the less skilled workers may be traced to their low

physical condition, due to overwork and underpay. Statistics show

that nearly half the women in gainful pursuits are obliged to absent

themselves from their places of employment on an average fifteen days

each year because of ill health.

Good health is the first requisite for the success of the business

woman. A good brain needs a good body to live in. Too much

stress has been laid on the cultivation of the mental faculties. We

must transfer the emphasis to the physical needs. To a certain extent

the material wants of humanity must be satisfied before any desire

can be felt for intellectual or spiritual gratification. On good physical

health as a foundation a woman may construct almost anythmg she

chooses. Proper food, baths, rest, and suflicient exercise in the open
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air are the chief elements that enter into the preservation of good

health. The business woman must take time to keep well. If social

pleasures encroach on her resting-time, she must give them up. On

the other hand, her anxiety to keep up with the fashions or to keep

up to date in other matters ought not to induce her to make twins

of herself. It is much better to do one woman’s work well than to

make a failure in two lines. Only in exceedingly rare instances can

a woman be at the same time a successful business woman and her

own dressmaker, milliner, and housekeeper. Business women ought

to take a few leaves from the experience of men, who have been

longer in business and therefore know more about it. They take in

numerable little recreations, and do not attempt to crowd all of life

into one day. They get more pay, largely because they have a higher

standard of comfort. Woman’s standard is gradually going up and

bringing with it higher wages and greater etficiency. Manual and

technical education, clubs, the bicycle, and the extension of political

rights, are gradually elevating woman’s standard of comfort by in

creasing her wants.

Concentration is another thing women need: the bicycle is bring

ing it to them in a limited way. The business girl needs to keep her

mind on her work. If she would reach the goal of success, which

ought to mean being a thoroughly good workman, she must not let _her

mind wander off to half a dozen things. She must pay attention,

—learn the details of her business. She cannot afibrd to stop With

knowing just what she is paid for doing. One of the most successful

of the foreign buyers for a New York dry-goods house began her

career as a stock girl at the lace counter. She spent her spare moments

asking questions about difi"erences of quality and price, where different

laces were bought, and the processes of making them. After work

hours she haunted the libraries for books on the history of lace, and In

time became an expert on lace, with a salary of three thousand five

hundred dollars a year and expenses.

Good manners are an absolute essential to success. A woman has

no business in the workday world unless she knows how to be patlent

and polite to others. For her own peace of mind she will never allow

courtesy to degenerate into familiarity. A certain reserve is des_l1‘a_b|e

always in a gentlewoman’s manners. In an oflice or a workshop it is a

safeguard. It also insures the employer against the inconvemence Of

having his business impeded by some silly, undignified quarrel. III 8

large insurance oifice the business was blocked for a day because two

of the stenographers fell out and refused to explain necessary deifllls

in passing some documents from one to the other. This absurd prone‘

ness of girls to be intimate friends, exchanging chewing-gum and

curling-irons one day, and refusing to speak to each other the next, has

made necessary the rule which is common to all the large nlercflllt-11°

shops in New York, that the employees shall not talk to each other

during working-hours. _

A woman’s personal appearance has a great deal to do with llel‘

success. It doesn’t matter whether her features are Grecian or he!‘

nose is a plain retroussé ; but it does matter very much whether she
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wears a lot of feathers, a much-ruflled silk skirt, and several diamond

rings. These things have no place in the business world. The first

element of a business woman’s dress should be suitableness. It should

also be comfortable. A woman cannot give her undivided attention to

business if her dress is tight. Some day, no doubt, there will be a

distinctive dress for business wear. The bicycle is bringing about a

revolution. Skirts are heavy and clogging when rapid walking and

quick motions are necessary. They are certainly more graceful and

prettier, and for home wear and social occasions every one will hope

to retain them; but divided skirts or bloomers of dark tweed in winter

and of black or brown China silk in summer are near the ideal for

business wear.

Good health, good manners, persistence, the desire to advance, energy,

and suitable clothing will go a long way towards making a woman a

success at anything. If they are not business ability, which is, after

all, like the inl1eritance of the poet and the artist, to which one is born

and which cannot be made, they are the next best thing. If business

ability means, as some folks think it does, shrewdness, a certain un—

scrupulousness, callousness to the suffering which a certain economic

process will inflict on great numbers of human beings, it is perhaps

just as well that women should not have the genuine article—-or is it the

counterfeit ‘I

Perhaps woman has a greater mission in business than her own

development. It may be that she is to humanize it, to reconcile it to

morality, from which there is growing up a suspicion that it has been

divorced. And this suggests that there is another important qualifi

cation which the business girl needs,-—a sense of social responsibility.

But that’s another story.

Mary E. J. Kelley.

THE END OF A CAREER.

HE great grief of his life had come to Robert Graves, society man

and lady-killer. His diamond engagement ring, which had done

service in many a season’s campaign, seemed at last gone beyond re

covery. He had reached thirty-five summers, during the last fifteen

of which he had been six times engaged to be married. Six times

the engagement had been broken. His first engagement, entered

into at the early age of twenty, had been comparatively easy to

break, as he was able to urge the plea of extreme youth, but as the

years passed by he found himself unable to use this plea, and usually

found considerable dilficulty in getting a release from hrs promrse.

However, the desired result. had been brought about by one means or

another.

Now Robert Graves, with all his faults, was not a spendthrift, and,

as he had managed in various ways to secure the return of hrs engage

ment ring after the breaking of the first five of these engagements, he
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had made the same ring do for the whole collection of irls. Tobe

sure, occasional repairs to the ring were needed, especia ly as one of

his ex-fiancées threw it in a rage at his feet. Then, too, the setting of

the stone had to be changed from time to time to keep pace with the

prevailing styles. Still, it was much cheaper to keep the ring in repair

than to get a new one.

But at last Robert’s career of love-making had come to a sudden

halt, for girl number six, who had just been thrown overboard, was

not like other girls, or at least not like girls numbers one, two, three,

four, and five of the Graves collection. In accordance with his custom,

Robert had sent her a letter telling her that all was over between them,

and asking for the return of his ring. In reply he had receiveda

letter in which the writer said that she was only too happy to release

him from his engagement, but she flatly refused to return the ring.

And there he was; he had lost both girl and ring. To be sure, he

could get another girl. In fact, he had had his eye on one before he

had ended his affair with number six. But it wasn’t such an easy

thing to get another ring, and, even if he did, girls were getting so

terribly avaricious that he might lose it in the same way. So eco

nomical Robert Graves decided that he must in some way get that ring

back from number six, in order to give it to number seven as soon as

she accepted him. Of course she would accept him, for the hero of so

many engagements was looked upon as irresistible.

As his letter had failed to accomplish its object, he resolved upon a

personal interview with number six. Upon calling at the well-known

house he found that the fair one who but a short time ago made 1118

heart beat so wildly was at home and would see him.

She received him coldly. She still wore the ring, but it was 011

her right hand. Politely, but earnestly, he insisted that his ring be

returned, and politely, but firmly, number six refused.

“Mr. Graves, ever since you reached manhood you have hfld a

mania for getting engaged; you have, in fact, become a professional

fiancé. I don’t know how many girls have accepted you only to be

thrown overboard as soon as your fancy was caught by a new face. I

once thought I might cause you to change your ways, but I have found

out my mistake and see that I am no more to you than the others. _

accept your decision, but I certainly must insist upon keeping £1115

souvenir of our two years’ intimacy. It is all I have; I have eaten

all the candy you brought me, and the books you gave me you have

borrowed and failed to return.”

As Robert Graves, society man, looked at firm, unyielding number

six, he saw that she was not to be turned, and that further argument

was useless. Then there came into the mind of this economical man 8

solution of the whole difliculty, and thus he spoke: “This ring 1]“

from years of association become very dear to me. I cannot part wllh

It now, and, as you refuse to return it, I don’t see but what I 811811

have to marry you.”

“ I thought you would,” said number six, softly. And so he did

Harry Irving Horton
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AFTER SEEING A POOR PLAY.

THERE is not much in the plays and playing of the period to lure

one from the companionship of books in winter. There is so

little in these performances that means anything, that is not a mere in

vention, a charade, a child's picture ingeniously put together with

blocks, but showing the seams and lacking real value and significance.

It is less a reflection of nature, an exposition of the motives of human

conduct in their relation to current conditions, than a combination of

selected emotions ordered for theatrical effect. It is the afternoon-tea

drama, with the gossip iuexpertly reported.

Vainly we search in it for something that seizes on reality and char

acter and vitalizes them for our great-grandchildren who are to write

our history. The last quarter of the century is slipping away in this

country with scarcely a dramatic expression of its meaning that is more

than ephemeral. It seems to me an absurdity to assert that because we

no longer habitually seek revenge by poison and dagger, or carry off

damsels from towers, or sack the cities of our neighbors through mere

lust of gain, we are not dramatic. We shall cease to be dramatic only

when we are wholly virtuous. True, we have learned to suppress much

show of feeling; but not only does it rage as fiercely as ever in our

bosoms, but it leaps forth. at moments of our existence which would fill

the hours of a play. We are indeed so dramatic, so tragic, in our

lives, the under-current of emotion is so strong, that intelligent persons

capable of feeling are seldom deeply moved at the theatre, because the

intensity of their own experience transcends the mimic scene. The

merest quack of a dramatic doctor may profess familiarity with the

operations of the mind and heart, yet he lays none of them bare

before us. It is only genius that can do this at all ; because mediocrity

is without second-sight, and sees only the things flaunted in its face. It

is a trite reflection that Shakespeare is for all time because he exposes

the essential nature of humanity. But contemporaneous conditions

need new adjustment of old truths, and the art of our age is impotent

to eifect it.

One turns for cheer from the insipidity of the drama up to date to

the zestful atmosphere of the romantic play,—the play of Fechter and

the younger Salvini. Here is something at least superior to one’s own

encounters with the world, something that is neither dilettantish nor

analyzed out of all strength. Here is something—be it only melo

drama—that meets the imagination half-way and tramples the con

ventional under foot. I know a manager whose specialty is the pro

duction of “society” plays. His actors are well chosen, his dramas

the choicest on the market; no one is better at the business. But I

found him once in a box of a Bowery theatre, and he sat out the per

formance. _

Why should theatrical amusement in the popular sense be inter

preted to mean mental dissipation and nothing more? Why should
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recreation of the spirits involve an entertainment from which thought

must be excluded ? The man who is physically tired may find enjoy

ment in the performance of acrobats ; and surely one whose brain seeks

distraction need not employ it laboriously when he observes the intel

lectual and emotional exercise of others. The clown has his place in

the economy of nature; but who finds folly desirable for daily food?

It is my own experience that when worn out in body and spirit the

reaction after much thoughtless laughter is worse than the previous

condition I sought to dispel; whereas true comedy is a gentle stimulant.

Also, the attention turned to a serious drama excites a sympathetic con

nection which soothes one’s own private and special discomfort.

How few of us are able to surrender ourselves completely to the

illusion of the theatre! We may enter into the spirit of good panto—

mime with all of a child’s enjoyment; the circus may still have attrac

tions for us ; we may hope never to find fairy-tales far-fetched. But

it is ditferent with the drama. Somehow, there seems to be too much

calcium light in front and too little of the light of genius behind.hackneyed complaint, no doubt; but was there ever more cause for it

than now?

We moderns are clever enough, and as long as we limit ourselves

to cleverness no one need yawn. But beyond that we cease to be G_il

berts, and are only dull without profundity, or didactic without (llS

cernment. Either that, or we drift into the joyless exposition of the

day and become “ philosophers of frankness,” like Ibsen, or anatomlsts

of evil, like Zola. Sometimes we are none of these, but only dramatic

weathercocks, like Sardou.

Moreover, acting has always seemed to me a rather wretched occu

pation : its triumphs as exhilarating and evanescent as a glass of cham

pagne; its sober moments like the recovery from a debauch. The

player must always be filled with the excitement of it, or suffer the

consequences of reaction. It is a perpetual trade in the emotions for

the benefit of the careless looker-on; so that one can fancy the actor

coming to doubt the sincerity of his own feelings. Insensibly he

coins his private griefs, hires his soul for plaudits, auctions his most

sacred experiences to the lowest bidder, and puts his heart on_exln

bition. Talma, the illustrious Frenchman, acknowledges something of

the kind when, in describing his devotion to his art, he says he l1_fl5

capght himself in moments of real sorrow unconsciously studymg Its

to ens.

The sensitive soul of Shakespeare felt its anguish keenly. “He

was a comedian,” says one of the poet's most analytical students,

“one of ‘His Majesty’s poor players/—a sad trade, degraded 111 all

ages by the contrasts and the falsehoods inseparable from it; still more,

degraded then by the brutalities of the crowd, who not seldom would

stone the actors, and by the severities of the magistrates, who would

sonfetililes condemn them to lose their ears. He felt it; and spoke

of 1t with bitterness:

“ Alas, ’tis true I have gone here and there

And made myself a motley to the view,

Gored mme own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear.

54'4T
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“But the worst of this degraded position is that it eats into the

soul. In the company of butfoons we become butfoons: it is vain to

wish to keep clean it you live in a dirty place; it cannot be. No

matter if a man braces himself; necessity drives and soils him. The

machinery of the decorations, the tawdriness and medley of the cos

tumes, the smell of the tallow and the candles, in contrast with the

parade of refinement and loftiness, all the cheats and sordidness of the

representation, the bitter alternative of hissing and applause, the keep

ing of the highest and lowest company, the habit of sporting with

human passions, easily unhinge the soul, drive it down the slope of

excess, tempt it to loose manners, greenroom adventures, the loves of

strolling actresses. Shakespeare escaped them no more than Moliere,

and grieved for it, like Moliere:

“Oh, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

That did not better for my life provide

Than public means, which public manners breeds."

The gentle Francois Coppée, in his description of an actor’s funeral,

has a word of pity, too, for this plight of the player. Yet to-day such

sympathy seems almost an impertinence,—to-day, when it is thought

worth while to chronicle the most trivial detail of an actor’s private

life; to-day, when the actor is found of more importance than his

art.

I fancy, though, that even Edwin Booth, with his genius and his

conscious power of moving in men and women the springs of true

emotion, was yet sensible of these things. I fancy that in tracing the

greatness of his Hamlet to his kinship with Hamlet’s temperament and

character one may take into account this noble actor’s reported antipa

thy to acting,—his probable sympathy with the declaration that “ most

of Hamlet’s speeches would sound better from the mouth of an actor

than from that of a prince.”

At the present time we may try to invert the real meaning of the

lines,

And almost thence my nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand.

We may contend that the counterfeit of lofty characters should operate

to impart their dignity of thought and action to the person of the mimic.

We may argue that this subjugation of the nature is a refining rather

than a coarsening process ; that it represents the efl'ect of contact with

beauty more than the deteriorating results of its professional mimicry.

But in our hearts we know this to be a fallacy.

It is something of this sort that almost unconsciously enters into

one’s observation of a theatrical performance. The trick of it is trans

parent, the veneering too thin ; the borrowed plumes sit awkwardly on

the actors; the imagination is not taken by assault, but merely cheated.

It ' l'k t h' 1 fom the win .ls l e wa c mg a P ay r gs lfilliam ]5wwbm'dgc Larned.
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HER HAPPINESS.

HER HAPPINESS.

1.

INCE that day, of which no word

From her lips is ever heard,

She has known that at her side

Sorrow evermore must bide,

Drink her cup and eat her bread,

Walk her paths and share her bed,

Be the last to say good-night,

Greet her first at morning light,

Go with her through all her ways,

To the ending of her days.

II

This is hers at last: to know

Life has dealt its heaviest blow.

She has nothing more to dread ;

All her bitterest tears are shed.

Pain has now no poisoned dart

That she fears may reach her heart;

Neither day nor night can bring

Any untried suffering.

111.

It is something, just to rest,

Of this dreary peace possessed ;

Just to slip the long control

Of her pride-encompassed soul,

And to let the days move on

In accepted monotone.

Not to more anticipate

This severest blow of fate;

Not against its doom to pray,

Any more by night or day;

Not to fear its deadly blight,

Any more by day or night.

IV.

As the storm-tossed mariner

Finds the desert island fair

After all the storrn’s wild stress,

So she too is almost glad.

Is there aught in life more sad ?

What have been her strife and loss,

Her despair and pain and cross,

Who at last can almost bless

Such a hopeless happiness!

Oarlotta Perry.
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TIMEL Y.

HE loss of profitable tenants is always a serious annoyance to a

landlord. Especially is this the case when circumstances render

it extremely doubtful whether satisfactory successors can be secured.

This was the situation confronting Mr. Jimerton of San Francisco.

He owned four large buildings situated in the centre of Chinatown.

The houses covered nearly one-third of the block, and were occupied

principally by the Gow family and their numerous ramifications.

The Gows were model tenants. They never troubled Mr. Jimer

ton about repairs, or worried as to sanitary improvements. All they

desired was to be allowed to burrow tunnels underground and divide

up the space into narrow passages and little compartments, dear to the

Chinese heart. For these houses Mr. Jimerton received every month

a rental considerably greater than the value of the structures them

selves. The income derived from these buildings was Mr. Jimerton’s

principal source of income. His daughter was finishing her education

in Paris, his son was attending a medical college in New York, and he I

and his wife lived very comfortably on California Street, on the rental

of these houses.

At this juncture, when it would have been extremely unpleasant

to suffer from a reduction of income, the Gows threatened to leave.

Ten years ago other tenants could easily have been found, but times

are not what they once were in Chinatown. Mr. Jimerton sought

the chief member of the family and the leader of the society to which

they all belonged.

“ What is the matter?” he asked. “Have I interfered with you in

any way? Haven’t I used my influence successfully with the authori

ties? Have your opium-joints or gambling-rooms br your slave-quar

ters been interfered with‘? Have you ever been called upon by the

police or the sanitary oflicers to contribute an excessive amount? Why,

then, are you leaving me ?”

The representative of the Gow family was a short, fat, elderly man,

whose good-natured face was decorated by a pair of big round specta

cles aud a solemn smile. He admitted that they had not been molested;

still he feared they could not remain in Mr. Jimerton’s buildings. He

explained that the Gows were a commercial and a peaceable people.

Ever since the original Gow had landed in San Francisco thirty years

before, prospered, and brought over from Canton hosts of his relatives

and friends, they had been engaged in trade. Almost every conceivable

industry was packed into Mr. Jimerton’s buildings, either under- or

above-ground. The Chinese goods displayed in the store on the first

floor and guaranteed to the Eastern tourist as direct importations were

made in little holes and corners at the back of the place. Jewelry,

shoes, clothing of every description, hats, and furniture were manufac

tured on the premises. There were also restaurants, gambling-rooms,

opium-joints, female slaves, a joss—house, and a theatre. Everythmg
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that a Chinaman or an American in search of novelty could demand

was to be found there.

So the Gows prospered, and their society increased until they excited

the envy of the Sam Yups. The Sam Yups were fighters and preda

tory by nature. They would not work, but lived by blackmail. The

highbinders had approached the Gows and demanded money. For a

time it was paid, but the demands became so exorbitant that the Gows

refused longer to submit. Then one of the fierce factional fights which

periodically sweep over Chinatown began, and threatened seriously to

cripple Mr. Jimerton’s finances. Several of the Gow family had been

assassinated and others beaten into insensibility by the Sam Yups.

Their customers were intimidated. Few dared to deal with them, and

their business dwindled to almost nothing. Fate was against them,

and they had decided to seek another place, where they would be

undisturbed. Mr. Jimerton was in despair. He saw his comfortable

income vanishing just at a time when he needed it most. Even if he

succeeded in reletting his building, he knew it would be at a greatly

reduced rent. Mr. Jimerton’s reflections were painful as he dwelt on

these things.

“Can nothing be done? Is there no way of getting at these in

fernal Sam Yups? I have considerable influence with the chief of

lice.”
P0 Gow Hin shook his head. It was a case far beyond the reach

of the police. No American could possibly understand or have the

slightest influence in these Chinese quarrels. It was fate. A malig

nant devil, whose power was greater than that of their joss, was at

work. Indeed, the joss had ceased the struggle and commanded them

to move, and there was nothing to do but obey and wait till the evil

influence of the Sam Yups was removed. They expected to go toa

town in the interior of the State, where they would be undisturbed.

Gow Hin assured Mr. Jimerton that personally he did not care to make

the change. He was fond of life in a large city, and there were certain

lines of business that must be abandoned in a smaller place; but wlnit

could one do when those devils of Sam Yups threatened to_shcki\

knife between the ribs of every customer or beat him into insenslbihtyi

Besides removal, there was but one way out of the difliculty,_an_d that

was impossible. Mr. Jimerton caught at the hope. “ What 15 it ‘I’ he

asked, eagerly. There was no such word as “impossible” in Mr.

Jimerton’s dictionary.

Gow Hin replied that in the street of the one hundred and seven

grandfathers in Canton, where the Gows had lived for thousandsflf

years, there was a powerful joss, which invariably brought good luck

to its possessors. Could this joss be brought to America. and set up

among the Gows, the evil spirits which were at present tormentmg them

through the Sam Yups would at once take their departure. _ _ ”

“ For heaven’s sake,” cried Mr. Jimerton, “let us have this joss.

Gow Hin shook his head. _

_ _“ Then they won’t part with it ?” said Mr. Jimerton. GOW H111

intimated that the branch of the family residing in China could no

doubt be induced to part with their little brown joss for a cous1dera
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tion. If there is anything a Chinaman will not sell, it has yet to be

discovered.

“Then,” said Mr. Jimerton, “let us buy it. I will stand any

reasonable expense rather than have my houses empty."

But Gow Hin still shook his head. The little brown joss could

not be moved except by a member of the family.

“Then why not send a member of the family for it?” urged Mr.

Jimerton. “Surely there are enough of you.”

But still there remained an objection which appeared insurmounta

ble. \Vhile the little brown joss brought good luck to its possessors,

it was fatal to the man who moved it. Not a Gow could be found who

was willing to cross the Pacific and bring the joss to America, for if he

did he would surely die within a year.

Mr. Jimerton cursed such stupid superstition. He interviewed a

dozen members of the family in vain. All acknowledged that if the

joss could be brought over their prosperity would return, in spite of

the Sam Yups; but no one could be induced to go after it, notwith

standing Mr. Jimerton’s liberal offers. Not only would the man die,

but he would be debarred from the enjoyment of happiness hereafter.

When Mr. Jimerton had abandoned all hope of finding a Gow who

would risk his life and future happiness by moving the joss, he was

surprised by a visit from Gow Hin, who informed him that a foolish

young fellow had been found who would undertake the mission. His

name was Gow Sing, and he worked in a laundry near the Presidio.

Gow Hin believed his relative mad, and did not know whether to

attribute his condition to the daily sight of the soldiers at the fort, or

to the influence of a Sunday-school which Gow Sing attended for the

purpose of perfecting himself in the English language. It may be

that both these civilizing institutions had influenced Gow Sing’s mind

and rendered him less superstitious. Still, he could never have been

induced to undertake to bring the joss across the sea had he not been

in love. He loved Lue Sue, a slave-girl, and desired to purchase her.

Lue Sue was beautiful, and the price asked for her was enormous.

Gow Sing had long despaired of raising the money required to secure

possession of the girl. Like other members of the family, he heard

of the liberal offer for bringing the joss to San Francisco. Life without

Lue Sue was worth nothing: so, after communicating his intention to

the head of the family, he sought an interview with Mr. Jimerton.

“ You are a sensible young fellow,” said the landlord. “It’s all

nonsense about any one dying who removes this joss. We Christians

know better.”

Mr. Jimerton was well pleased, and contributed liberally to the

fund that was raised to send for the joss. He also undertook to pro

cure a certificate that would enable Gow Sing to land on his return

without question. The man who was undertaking such a perilous mis

sion must have everything made smooth for him. In the matter of

the certificate Gow Sing was firm. He would cheerfully assume the

risk of death and future punishment, but not the possibility of being

refused a landing. That would deprive him of ever seeing Lue Sue

again.
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“ That's all right,” said Mr. Jimerton. “ We'll have the certificate

made for a merchant. Then there can be no question about your

landing.”

So Gow Sing was described in the certificate as a Chinese merchant,

Mr. Jimerton and two of his friends appending their signatures to the

document.

Gow Sing sailed away through the Golden Gate on the City of

Peking, bound for China, promising his friends that he would not

return without the little brown joss. Already there was a better feel

ing among the Gows. Confidence was restored by the prospect of the

presence of the powerful joss. The matter had been kept a profound

secret from the Sam Yups, for had these fighters been aware that so

mighty a joss was coming to their rivals the messenger would never

have reached China alive.

In due time Gow Sing arrived in Canton. He was warmly wel

comed at the street of the one hundred and seven grandfathers by the

members of his family. He was regarded as a martyr and a hero who

had deliberately sacrificed himself for the good of his family. Gow

Sing did not mention his newly acquired scepticism concerning the

ower of the joss, neither did he say anything about Lue Sue.

metimes when they dilated on the instances where the man who

moved the joss had fallen a victim to sudden death—and his friends

appeared to delight in relating these gruesome stories—he felt a trifle

uneasy. Even a residence in America and an attendance on a. San

Francisco Sunday-school cannot entirely eradicate all superstition.

The liberal terms which Gow Sing was empowered to olfer for the

use of the joss pleased the family. No serious objection was made

to carrying this powerful protector across the sea. Some of the more

grasping members of the family thought that a little more money

might have been squeezed out of the American Gows, but in the end all

were fairly well satisfied.

The joss was a little wooden affair, about two feet high. The ex

pression on its face was one of extreme confidence. It looked asthough

it did not know what defeat or failure meant. Some such expresfiloll

may be seen on the face of an unusually successful commercial traveller

in America. It had been made so long ago that the species Of tree

from which it had been carved had become extinct. For thousands Of

years this self-satisfied, smirking little joss had brought prosperity I0

the Gows. _
Gow Sing did not remain long in Canton. The Gows in San

Francisco were impatiently awaiting his return, and Sing himself was

anxious to be where he could again see his beloved Lue Sue. The

members of the family bade farewell to Gow Sing, confidently 8XPe_°l5'

lug that within a year the young fellow would pay for his tementy

with his life.
In due time the City of Peking again entered the Golden Gate

Gow Sing presented his certificate and was promptly passed 8$l10l'e'

The names on the document, attesting that he was a Chinese merchanh

were above suspicion. The little brown joss was escorted with many

ceremomes to the Chinese quarter and installed in the place of honor
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in the joss-house. The fighting Sam Yups were dumfounded. They

slunk away into dark holes and corners of the alleys of Chinatown,

and at once ceased their warfare on the Gows. As for the Gows, in

creased prosperity came to them. Customers flocked to their shops,

and Mr. Jimerton’s houses were again packed full to overflowing.

Gow Sing purchased Lue Sue, made her his wife, and took her to a

room which he had fitted up over his laundry near the Presidio. Here

he enjoyed himself, apparently indifferent to the threatened catastrophe

hanging over him.

But Lue Sue had another admirer, who grew wild with rage and

disappointment when Gow Sing carried her off to his laundry. His

name was Sam Hee, and he belonged to the Sam Yup society. His

friends urged him to restrain his anger. \Vould not the joss soon

avenge his removal on Gow Sing? and then the girl would again be in

the market. But the methods of the joss were altogether too slow to

suit the impetuous Sam Hee. He began to investigate matters, believ

ing that the joss would be none the worse for a little private aid. He

soon made an important discovery. Gow Sing had been landed on a

certificate describing him as a merchant. This was a common device,

and always excited congratulations and laughter among the Chinese,

when successful. This joss which these barbarians of Americans called

“ Uncle Sam” made a nice distinction between a laborer and a. merchant.

Uncle Sam was a foolish old joss, and had been bamboozled and

swindled a thousand times. There were occasions, however, when he

got a grip on some unfortunate and never let up till he had deported

the offender. Now Sam Hee had no objection to using a knife or a

hatchet when necessary, but if the same end could be accomplished by

other means he preferred milder methods. He would make this Uncle

Sam assist him in getting rid of his rival. If it could be proved that

Gow Sing, a laborer, had been described as a merchant, he would be

deported. Sam Hee sought the oflicial representing the great joss

Uncle Sam, and laid the matter before him. The otficial looked up

the certificate, and found that Gow Sing had been described as a mer

chant. Sam Hee offered to prove beyond a doubt that Gow Sing had

always been a laborer.

When the oflicial saw the names on the document he gave a long,

low whistle. Here was an opportunity he had long been waiting for.

Mr. Jimerton and his friends were his bitter enemies. Had they not

tried by every means in their power to prevent his appointment to

ofliee? Had they not sent derogatory reports of his administration to

Washington? Was not Mr. Jimerton himself a candidate for the

lace?
P “ Oh, this is too rich,” chuckled the official. “ This is simply a

pudding, a snap. This ridiculous Gow joss has brought luck to more

than the Gows. Let me prove that this Gow Sing is a laborer, and the

men who have carelessly made oath that he is a merchant will dance to

my tune, and dance lively too.”

The oflicial acted promptly. The man who would live and hold

oflice in San Francisco must not be dilatory. That same day Gow

Sing, while at work in his laundry, thinking of the beautiful Lue Sue,
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who was now all his own, was arrested, charged with landing onafalse

certificate. There was consternation among the Gows, but their trepi

dation was nothing compared with that felt by Mr. Jinrerton and his

friends. The Gows saw the beginning of the vengeance of the joss;

Mr. Jimerton saw the ugly word perjury looming in the distance.

Hundreds of laborers had been landed on similar certificates: there had

never before been any trouble in these cases.

Bail was promptly furnished for Gow Sing. Mr. Jimerton sought

Gow Hin, the head of the society.

“Something must be done,” he said.

“It is the will of the joss,” replied Gow Hin, his solemn smile

growing a little deeper, his almond-shaped eyes blinking behind the

big, round spectacles.

“The joss be d—d !” cried Mr. Jimerton. “If it is proved that

Gow Sing is a laborer, and is deported, I and my friends will be prose

cuted for signing that certificate.”

But the Gows were somewhat indifferent. They had their joss,

and were enjoying a season of unparalleled prosperity. Let the land

lord fight his own battles in the courts. As for Gow Sing, they re

garded him as doomed from the moment he undertook to transport the

joss from China.

Mr. Jimerton, however, determined that the Gows should help him

in the time of his trouble.

“ You’ve got to help me out of this,” he said. “ If you don’t I’ll

evict every last one of you, joss and all. Out of my buildings you’ll

0-”g But now the Gows were as anxious to stay in Mr. Jimerton’s build

ings as they had formerly been to leave. Another removal of the__}0aS

was not to be thought of. If such an indignity were offered rt, It

might avenge itself on the whole family. It would be absolutely im

possible to find any one who would undertake the responsibility of

moving it. N0 other member of the family would incur such a fearful

risk, even for the sake of a woman, as that assumed by Gow Sing

Clearly the Gows could not move. Mr. Jimerton saw his advantage

and pressed it. Something must be done. Before his arrest Gow Srng

might have been spirited away to some other part of the State, or even

to New York, but now that was impossible. They well knew that the

eyes of a deputy marshal were never ofi' him. The ofiicial had 110

idea of losing sight of the young Chinaman. _

Gow Hin settled his yellow-buttoned cap more firmly on hrs_shaven

head. “ Rest easy,” he said ; “the joss must not be moved flgalll-"

When the case of Gow Sing, charged with illegal landing, was called

for trial, a certificate was handed to the court. It was a death 0_ert1fi_'

cate, and stated that Gow Sing had died of a disease known as berr-berr.

It was signed by a physician duly appointed by the health oflicers to

certify to all deaths occurring in Chinatown. ,

“ That” said Mr. Jimerton, “ was what might be called timely-’

Gow Sing’s bones were duly shipped to China, and Lue Sue went

weeping back to slavery, after her brief dream of happinesg k

H. 6'. 1'0 M11
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THE WASHINGTON/S’ IN OFFICIAL LIFE.

EEPLY appreciative as Washington was of every mark of confi

dence and affection that came to him from the country that he

had served, it is evident from various expressions in his letters that the

official communication brought to Mount Vernon by Mr. Charles

Thomson in April, 1787, was not received by him with unmixed

ELEANOR CUSTIS. GRANDDAUGHTER OP MR5. WASHINGTON.-—FR031 MINIATURE, BY BULLY,

IN POSBNION OF El)“'ARD BHIPPEN, ESQ., OI-' PHILADELPHIA.

pleasure. The acceptance of the honors and duties of the chief execu

tive otfice in the new republic necessitated for Washington the rel1n

quishment of much that was dear to him. The active, useful life of_ a

country gentleman was especially suited to his habits and tastes, with its

experiments in farming or in rearing stock, its days spent in_the saddle

superiutending the work of fencing and ditching or the laymg out of

roads, varied by an occasional dinner with a neighbor or by the enter

taining of guests at home; and we can well believe that he spoke

VQL. LVII.—55
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from his heart when he wrote in January, 1789, “The first wish of

pay soul is to spend the evening of my days as a private citizen on my

arm.”

Leaving Mount Vernon at this time meant to Mrs. \Vashington

the breaking up of many cherished family ties. The two younger

grandchildren, Eleanor Custis and her brother Geor e Washington

Parke Custis, whom his grandmother usually called ashington, ac

companied her to New York, but her elder granddaughters, Martha

and Elizabeth, who were in the habit of spending weeks with her

at Mount Vernon, remained with their mother, Mrs. David Stuart, in

Alexandria.

Mrs. Washington did not accompany her husband upon this journey

to the capital, which was really a triumphal progress, but set forth some

weeks later, under the care of the General’s nephew, Robert Lewis, and

several other gentlemen. Young Lewis has left in his diary a fresh,

boyish account of the journey as far as Baltimore, near which place

Mrs. Washington was met by a number of gentlemen, Dr. McHenry
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among them, who conducted her and her escort, from Hammond’s Ferry

to the Carrolls’, where, according to the narrator, a most agreeable re

ception awaited them. “ Mrs. Carroll,” he says, “expected ll/IISB

Washington, and had made considerable preparation. We found a large

bowl of salubrious ice punch, with fruits, etc., which had been plucked

from the trees in a green House, lying on the tables in great _abun

dance; these after riding twenty-five or thirty miles without eatmg Of

drinking was no unwelcome luxury. However, Mrs. Carroll could not .

complain that we had not done her punch honor, for in the course of 1

quarter of an hour (the time we tarried) the bowl which held _llPW1"'d9

of two gallons was entirely consumed, to the no little satisfaction of us

all. ‘Ve then made our congee and departed, the gentlemen to then‘

I"3Sl)ec£ive homes,—myself with Dr. McHenry, who invited me Very

politely to take a family dinner with him.”

In the evening there was a reception at Dr. McHenry’s, Wl1eI‘9’5aY5 1

young Lewis, “was gathered together the handsomest assortmento

Mn ;___~l
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women that I had ever seen,” and where, he later records. he himself

fell a victim to the charms of a certain Miss Spear. Nor were the

weary travellers allowed to rest after they had retired to their rooms

for the night, as poor Mr. Lewis tells us that while he was struggling to

sleep and to think of Miss Spear at the same time, a serenade began

which lasted until two o’clock in the morning. This left but a short

night for repose, as five was the hour for rising, in order to leave Balti

more betimes and thus avoid any further celebrations.

At Chester Mrs. Washington was met by the First Troop of City

Cavalry, under Captain Miles, and another troop of horse, under Cap

tain Bingham, accompanied by which mounted escort she proceeded to

Gray’s Ferry, where she was joined by her devoted and congenial

friend Mrs. Robert Morris, who conducted her to her own home, amid

discharges of artillery and the enthusiastic rejoicings of the populace.

When she reached the Morris house, on High Street, Mrs. Washington

made her only public address of which there is any record. She rose,

and, standing in the carriage, thanked the companies of soldiers which

had escorted her, and the citizens also, in a few gracious words. Two

days later, when the same military escort was in readiness to accompany

her to Trenton, Mrs. Washington, with the thoughtful consideration for

the comfort of those about her which was one of her strongly marked

characteristics begged them to return home, when a few miles from

Philadelphia, as the weather appeared threatening. The welcome

which Mrs. ‘Washington met on

her journey through New Jersey

was second only to that which

had been accorded the President

a few weeks earlier, and when his

Excellency, Mr. Morris, and other

distinguished gentlemen met her

and Mrs. Morris at Elizabeth

town Point, long and loud were

the cheers of the people, while

shouts of “Long live President

Washington, and-God bless Lady

Washington !” resounded from all

sides.

Mrs. Washington was fifty

seven years of age at this time,

being three months younger than

her husband, although for some

reason writers who had better

opportunity of knowing the truth

upon subject than Mr. MINIATURE OF MR5. WASHlNGTOF.—FROl\I ORIGI

Tha1($;era811 ll8.;I;Eerl(3£:':::::]ted gs: :]2|g,wl§FP(flsI§)?i:%?'it10N'?F\$i§gi-‘i:::‘l'll1:hTCUi';Ig':

as 0 er . an I . rm .

portrait painted nearest to this _ _ _

period is that by Robert Edge Pine, but this picture is so much less

attractive than that painted by Stuart ten vears later that we like best

to think of “the first lady in the land”'noble and dignified as she
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appears in this favorite portrait, which makes us realize that she

sessed a beauty in advanced years quite different from the beauty of her

girlhood, butjust as charming in its own way.

The President was painted so often during the early years of his

administration that he almost daily records a sitting to some artist,—

one of the penalties of fame that greatly annoyed him. Both John

Ramage and Edward Savage painted portraits of Washington in 1789,

and the spirited Turnbull, which Mr. Custis says gives the best idea

of his figure and bearing, was executed in 1790.

When Pine was at Mount Vernon in 1785, in addition to his

portraits of the General and Mrs. Washington he painted charming

pictures of Elizabeth Custis, who afterwards married Mr. Law, a son

of Lord Ellenborough, and of her brother Washington. The former

represents a lovely girl of nine with a profusion of brown curls, while

the latter is a graceful picture of a boy of four or five with a bow or

branch in his hand.

The old Virginia in which ‘Washington and his wife were reared

was essentially aristocratic and English in life, customs, and traditions.

That from this colony, and from its most exclusive circle, should have

come the two persons who were destined to give form and balance to

the political and social life of the Republic, must be looked upon 88

something more than a happy accident, unless we count birth, breedmg,

early surroundings, and all the circumstances that go to form character

simply accidents. An executive mansion presided over by a man and

woman who combined with the most ardent patriotism a digmty,

elegance, and moderation that would have graced the court of any Old

World sovereign, saved the social functions of the new nation from

the crudeness and bald simplicity of extreme republicanism, as well

as from the luxury and excess that often mark the sudden eleva

tion to power and place of those who have spent their early years In

obscurity. '

Washington, to whom nothing connected with his office Seemed

small or unimportant, and who realized that this was naturally a

period for the establishment of precedents, gave n1nch time and thought

to the proper adjustment of his social as well as of his political dut1ffl

Mrs. Washington warmly seconded her husband’s efforts to c0mbl_I1e

republican simplicity with the form and ceremony befitting the dul

ners, levees, and receptions of the Chief Executive. Thus, althougll

the President simply bowed to each guest as he was introduced to hlm

at his Tuesday afternoon levees, making it very evident that the more

familiar hand-shake was to be omitted, at Mrs. Washingt()n’S Fljlday

evening receptions he chose to be considered simply as “*1 Pr“'_ate

gentleman,” mingling with the company and entering into cpnvelsatlflfl

according to his own inclination. Upon these occasions he IS descn

as wearing “ a fancy-colored coat and waistcoat, and black small-clothes,

without hat or sword, while at his own levees he appeared in a black

velvet coat and breeches, his hair in full dress powdered and gatllered

behind in a silk bag; yellow gloves, and holding a cocked l1at Wltll *1

cockade on it, and the edge adorned with a black feather about anjnch

deep. He wore knee- and shoe-buckles, and a long sword with 8
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finely wrought and polished steel hilt, the coat worn over the blade,

the scabbard of white polished leather.”

At the President's levees the guests were introduced by one of

the secretaries, Mr. Tobias Lear or Major William Jackson, or some

personal friend, who was expected to pronounce the name distinctly.

Later, when the doors were closed and the circle formed for the day,

the President, who possessed the

royal trait of remembering faces and

associating the name with the face,

began at the right hand and passed

from one guest to another, calling

every person by name and saying

a few words to each one. In these

days of hurried olficial receptions

and great crushes, such a levee as

this seems dignified and elegant, and

yet sociable enough to be removed

from any imputation of the mo

narchical form, towards which some

of his detractors accused Washington

of tending.

More than one description has

come down to us of Mrs. VVashing

ton’s Friday evening receptions, with

their plum-cake, tea, and pleasant

intercourse, all ending at the earlyhour Of nine. There was nothing TORICAL soongrr or PENNSYLVANIA.

excessive in the gayety of these

drawing-rooms, and they may even have been a trifle dull; but the

hostess wisely set the fashion of early hours, rising about nine o’clock

and saying, with a graciousness and dignity that well became her,

“The General always retires at nine, and I usually precede him.”

The short evening proved to be like the small caviare sandwiches that

are now handed around to whet the appetite, making the guests feel

like coming again, for these receptions were largely attended by the old

Knickerbocker and Patroon families, the Vons and the Vans, as well

as by the wives and daughters of all government oflicials resident at

the capital. The President sometimes records, “A great number of

visitors (gentlemen and ladies) this evening to Mrs. Washington,” or,

“The visitors this evening to Mrs. Washington were numerous and

respectable.” Can we imagine them otherwise than eminently re

spectable, those stately dame-; and courtly cavaliers?

If, as Mrs. Burton Harrison says, “Mrs. VVashington’s heart was in

the highlands of her beloved Potomac,” her thorough breeding enabled

her to conceal her distaste for the restraints of ofiicial life, which were

compensated for in no small measure by the warm expressions of

esteem and affection with which she and her husband were met at

every turn. Physicallyas well as mentally weary she must often have

been, as immediately after her arrival in New York, before she had

had time to recover from her long and tiresome journey from Mount
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Vernon to the capital, two dozen or more ladies called upon her.

Thus, instead of employing herself in ordering her household, as this

model housewife would have liked to do, she, as the wife of the Presi

dent, was obliged to spend her mornings in the drawing-room, and her

afternoons at state dinners.

Among those who gathered around Mrs. Washington in New York

were Mrs. George Clinton, wife of the Governor of the State, Mrs.

M35. LIVINGSTON OF CLERMONL WIFE OF JUDGE LI\'I1\‘GSTOH.—FIlO!i PORTRAIT IN PO§E58l0!*'

OF MRS. ROBERT E. LIVINGSTON, OF NEW YORK.

Livingston of Clermont, widow of Judge Livingston, Mrs. Chancellor

Livingston, Mrs. Montgomery, her sister-in-law, Mrs. James DWI":

another Livingston, whose husband was Mayor of New York,Ralph Izard, better known to the gay world of the metropohs 115

beautiful Alice De Lancey, and Mrs. John Jay. These ladies, and many
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others, came to do honor to the wife of the great general and statesman,

and, finding in her the elements needed to bind men and women to

gether in social intercourse, kindliness, courtesy, and seli'-Forgetfulness,

they continued to assemble weekly in the old Franklin house on Pearl

Street, or in the Macomb house on Broadway, to which the President

removed some months later. _ _

In the midst of political and social functions that were extremely

wearisome to this simple-hearted and thoroughly domestic couple, it

is pleasant to read in the General’s New York diary of frequent drives

MR5. JAMES DUANE, BORN MARIA 1-IVI‘NGS'l‘0N.—FROM PAINTING OWNED BY GENERAL

JAMES C. DUANE, U.S.A.

into the country with Mrs. Washington and the children, and of in

formal dinners at Captain Mariner’s tavern in Harlem with Mrs.

Washington, Mr. and Mrs. John Adams, their daughter and son-in

law, Mrs. William Smith and her husband, Governor Clinton, Major

Jackson, and Mr. Izard. The house where Captain Mariner kept a

tavern at this time was the fine old mansion upon the heights, now

known as the Jumel house.

Theatre—going seems to have been a favorite recreation of the

Washingtons, both in New York and in Philadelphia. The theatre

in the former place is described as a poor sort of aifair, capable of
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accommodating only about a. hundred persons. It was situated on the

north side of John Street, near Broadway. The President wrote in

his diary, Tuesday, November 24, 1789, “Went to the play in the

evening—sent tickets to the following ladies and gentlemen and invited

them to seats in my box, viz. : Mrs. Adams (lady of the Vice-President),

Glen1 Schuyler and lady, Mr. King and lady, Major Butler and lady,

Col“ Hamilton and lady, Mrs. Green—all of whom accepted and came,

except Mrs. Butler, who was indisposed.”

A German, named Feyles, says Mr. Lossing, was the leader of the

orchestra, and had composed the President’s March for this occasion,

 

LAN5DO“'NE, THE HOME OF GOVERNOR JOHN PENN, AND SUBSEQUENTLY OF MR. WILLIAM BINGHAI.

which tune was played at the moment when ‘Washington and his friends

entered the theatre. It was afterwards slightly altered, and has been

known as “ Hail, Columbia” ever since.* ,

It was upon this occasion, or some similar one, that the following

incident occurred, while IVignall was performing the part of Darby III

the interlude of“ Darby’s Return,” a play written by William Dunlap

Darby, an Irish lad, recounts his adventures in the United States and

elsewhere. When he told of what befell him in New York at the

* The words of “Hail, Columbia” were written by Judge -I0BBPh Hopci

kinson, of Philadelphia, in the summer of 1798, when a forelgn W411‘ Beeme.

inevitable, Congress being in session in Philadelphia to deliberate uP0“ “"9

important subject. Judge Hopkinson himself explained the circumstances

under which this national song was written. f

Some popular words to be used in the theatre and adapted to the tune 0

the President's March were desired. A number of persons had endeavored l?0

compose some suitable words, without success. Judge Hopkinson essayed lb?

task, in order to help a former school-mate who was a member of the theah;

cal company. The resultproved eminently successful, because the verses fitt

the time as well as the tune, being trul American and l1on-parhsan. 1":

few weeks “ Hail, Columbia” had taken old of the popular heart, and 98118 '

lished for itself a place which it has ever since held among the national song5

of America.
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inauguration of the President, etc., “the interest expressed by the au

dience,” says Dunlap, “in the looks and the changes of countenance

of the great man (Wasl1ington) became intense.

NR8. \VIlJJA-‘I PETERS. BORN SALLY ROBINSON, WXFE OF JUDGE RICHARD PET!-Ill8,—FRO'H CRAYON

IN POSSESSION OF HER GBEA'l“GBAKDSON, MR. CHARLE E. DANA, OF PHILADELPHIA.

“At the descriptive lines,

“A man who fought to free the land from woe,

Like me, had left his farm a-soldiering to go,

But having gained his point, he had, like me,

Return’d, his own potato ground to see.

But there he could not rest. With one accord,

He is call’d to be a. kind of—not a lord—

I don’t know what; he's not a yreat man-, sure,

For poor men love him just as he were poor,

the President looked serious; and when Kathleen asked,

How look’d he, Darby? Was be short or tall?

his countenance showed embarrassment, from the expectation of one

of those eulogiums which he had been obliged to hear on many pubho
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occasions, and which must doubtless have been a severe trial to his

feelings.
“ The President was, however, speedily relieved by Darby’s decla

ration that he had not seen him.”

In Philadelphia there was doubtless more informal sociability in the

life of the Washingtons than in New York, as during their previous

visits to the Quaker City they had made many friends there. In his

diary written while attending the Convention of 1787, General Wash

ington recorded many dinners at the Willings’, Binghams’, Pcwells’,

Mr. John Penn’s, at Lansdowue, and Mr. Benjamin Chew’s, at his

country home Cliveden or at his town residence on Third Street.

F’ .
 

BELMONT. RESIDENCE OF JUDGE PETERS, NO“? IN FAIBHOUNT PARK, PHI1.ADELPHlL

Notwithstanding the fact that Mr. Chew was a loyalist during the W8!‘

and was obliged to leave Philadelphia for a season, General Wash

ington renewed his friendship with him when peace was declared,

and, as if to prove that if he was just he could also be generous,

gave Mr. Chew the position of judge of the High Court of Excise

and Appeals for Pennsylvania. under the new government, it.hav1ng

-been clearly proved that he had committed no overt act durmg the

Revolution. .
No diary kept by the President during his residence in Philadel

phia, from 1790 to 1797, has been found ; but from letters and journals

of old residents we gather odd bits of information about dinners, tea

drinkings, and calls. From these we learn that the President was

H1901: intimate terms with Judge Peters and delighted in his hours of

leisure to drive out to Belmont, where the judge and his wife llV€d "1

hospitable old-fashioned style. Hours of rest and recreation were those

spent at this beautiful country home, amid whose shaded avenues; WM‘

their charming glimpses of the river, Washington’s thought-6 111115t

often have turned to his own home somewhat similarly situated “P0n

the banks of the Potomac. Here, in the delightful society Of the

witty jurist, he could forget, for a time, the cares of state ; for, although



THE WASHINGTONS IN OFFICIAL LIFE. 875

represented as an habitually grave man, Washington was by no means

averse to a joke, and Judge Peters’s witticisms possessed the admirable

quality of amusing without leaving a sting behind them. Mr. Robert

Morris was another friend of Washington’s who by his genial humor

was able to enliven many a dull hour. To him and to his partner,

Mr. Thomas Willing, the General had turned for aid in the darkest

days of the Revolution, and now in peace and prosperity they renewed

their friendly intercourse. Living side by side on High (or Market)

Street, we can imagine Mrs. Washington and Mrs. Morris exchanging

all manner of neighborly civilities, while their husbands met together

in council formally and informally. In addition to his own home at

the southeast corner of Sixth and Market Streets, and the house at 190

Market Street occupied by the President, Mr. Morris owned another

house on the same street, in which General Walter Stewart and his beau

tiful wife, Deborah McClenachan, were domiciled. Colonel Clement

Biddle, an old friend and former companion in arms, was living at
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this time at 38 Walnut Street, where the sign of “Notary, Scriviner,

and Broker” announced that he had renounced the sword for the quill.

He and his beautiful Rhode Island wife, Rebecca Cornell, had shared

with theGeneral and Mrs. Washington the hardships of the winter

of ’77 and ’78 at Valley Forge, where Mrs. Biddle’s mother-wit and

housewifely skill had won the commander-in-chief’s consent for her to

remain in camp with her husband. Colonel Biddle resigned his com

mission before the close of the war, but was made United States

Marshal for Pennsylvania in 1787, and in 1794 again took up arms

under his old commander when the Whiskey Rebellion called him into

the field. Many interesting stories of the President’s visits to her

father’s house on Walnut Street have come down to this generation

through Colonel Biddle’s daughter, Mrs. Nathaniel Chapman, who as

a child was particularly impressed by the grandeur of his coach-and

four. Miss Susan Binney, who lived -with her parents directly oppo

site the Washington residence, also retained a vivid recollection of the

President’s coaches. “General Washington,” she said, “ had a large
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family coach, a light carriage, and a chariot, all alike cream-colored,

painted with three enamelled figures on each panel, and very hand

some. He drove in the coach to Christ Church every Sunday morning,

with two horses; drove the carriage-and-four into the country, to

Lansdowne, the country seat then of Mr. Penn, afterwards of the

Binghams.” Mr. Nathaniel Burt, in speaking of the residence of the

Washingtons in Philadelphia, says that the coach with six horses,

which General Washington used in going to the Senate, at Sixth and

MR5. JAMES GIBSON-—-FROM roarmx-r, nY an.ar.n-r srunar. IN rommms or EDWARD

smrrsn. r:sq., or PHILADELPHIA.

Chestnut Streets, was presented to Mrs. Washington by the govern

ment of Pennsylvania, having been built in London elxpmssly for

Governor John Penn, from whom it was purchased f0_I‘ l‘5- W_ash'

ington. It was of cream color, richly decorated with gilt medalhfms’

and was considered by some persons “ too pompous for a_Rel“lbhmn

President.” Mrs. Washington used frequently to drive II] this 04"‘

riage, with her lovely granddaughter Nellie, to visit Mrs. Penn at

Lansdowne, taking with her Miss Elizabeth Bordley, the daughters

Of Robert Morris, or other young ladies to whom Miss CllstlS “'35

particularly attached. .

The President’s servants wore liveries of white cloth trimmed wlth
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scarlet or orange, which must have added much to the imposing ap

pearance of this coach-and-four, which was exceeded in magnificence

only by that of “Mr. William Hamilton of the Woodlands,” which

had once been the wonder of the town.

Miss Binney, afterwards Mrs. Wallace, remembered the Washing

tons distinctly, having met them often at public balls and in Mrs.

WashiI1gton’s drawing-room, where the General’s manner impressed

her as gracious and pleasant. “ It was,” she said, “ Mrs. Washington’s

custom to return her visits on the third day,” and when she called

upon her neighbor Mrs. Binney, one of the secretaries, Mr. Lear or

Major Jackson, would escort her. These gentlemen also accompanied

the President upon his daily constitutional, when they would invari

ably cross to the sunny side and walk down Market Street together in

silence. The young lady who, from her window, watched the three

handsome gentlemen in their cocked hats and picturesque attire, in

recalling the scenes of her youth for the benefit of a later generation

says that she often wondered why they never seemed to have anything

to say to each other, knowing that Washington was on most friendly

terms with his two secretaries. Silence and gravity seem to have been

habitual to this man, who bore upon his shoulders a heavy burden of

care; yet we read of pleasant bantering between him and young Henry

Lee and Lund Washington, his cousin and steward, at Mount Vernon,

while Mrs. James Gibson, in later years, grew quite indignant over a

newspaper article in which it was stated that Washington never danced.

She said that he-was exceedingly fond of the society of young people,

and would often leave his study in the evening to enjoy a Virginia

reel with Nellie Custis and her friends.

The Bordleys lived on Union near Third Street, not far from the

Washingtons, and quite close to the Willings and the Binghams. Miss

Bordley had been a school-mate of Nellie Custis at Annapolis, and,

accompanied by a mutual friend, Martha Collin from Portland, had

spent many vacations at Mount Vernon.

These three friends seem to have done all the fond, foolish things

of which the old-fashioned scl1ool-girl was capable. They wrote ro

mantic letters to each other, many verses, especially Miss Bordley, the

one most favored of the Muses, and finally had their portraits painted

for each other. To this latter fond folly this generation is indebted for

three lovely pictures, one of Nellie Custis, by Sully, in a head-dress

like that in which Siddons is sometimes represented, one of Elizabeth

Bordley, painted when she was Mrs. James Gibson, which she playfully

calls “ The Rural Lady,” * and one of Martha Coffin, who afterwards

married Mr. Richard C. Derby, of Boston.

* When Mrs. Gibson sent this portrait by Stuart to Mrs. Richard 0. Derby,

who was then living in Portland, Maine, she mailed at the same time the to

lowing verses:

You'll now receive the “ Rural Lady :"

I fear you'll think her face too shady;

But that's the fancy of the painter,—

A very good one, by the hye,—

For if that shade were any fainter.

The wrinkles would appear,-—() fyel
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Mrs. Richard Durdin, Mrs. Bingham, and Mrs. John Travis, one

of the lovely Bond sisters, were among the beautiful matrons of this

administration. Mrs. Durdin was an intimate friend of the Wash

ingtons, and often entertained them at her home on Walnut Street.

She afterwards married \Villiam Lewis, who held the positions of

f_' ' 31.‘

MB‘:L RICHARD C. DI-1RB\'.—FRO3l POBTRAXT, BY GILBERT STUART. IN POSSESSION OF DR. PEBHYI

OF NEW YORK.

District Attorney and District Judge under Washington, began life

as a Chester County farmer, and later became so distinguished in his

profession that he could afl"ord to entertain his friends by telling them

how Alexander Hamilton had once outwitted him. Another great

lawyer, who lived on Market Street above Eighth, was William Rawle,

who had married a lovely Quakeress, Sarah Coates Burge. The Wash‘

lngtons frequently dined with Mr. and Mrs. Rawle, and up0l1 one

occafllon, while his “elders and betters” were at dinner in the early
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afternoon, as was the custom in those days, Mr. Rawle’s son William,

seeing the General’s cocked hat and dress sword upon the hall table,

put the hat on his head and with the sword in his hand stepped out

liRB- JOHN TRAVIS.-—FEOM PORTRAIT, BY GILBERT JTUART, IN POSSESSION OF MR. TBAVIE

COCHRAN, OF PHILADELPHIA.

into the street and strntted up and down, to the great amusement of

the small boys in the neighborhood and of the passers-by in general.

Twice while Philadelphia was the seat of government was that

city visited by yellow fever. Mrs. Elizabeth Drinker and Jacob

Hiltzimer both dwell upon the ravages made among their friends and

acquaintances by this dread disease, the latter stating that its frequent

appearance was the chief reason why it was finally decided to make

the new city of ‘Washington the national capital instead of Philadel

phia. In August, 1793, there were a number of cases of the fever,
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and from this time for some years there were sporadic cases until the

frightful epidemic of 1798, when Mr. Hiltzimer lost his life.

Great anxiety was felt by the President’s friends during the epi

demic of 1793, as he could not be induced to quit his post until Sep

tember 10, when he was finally prevailed upon to retire to Mount

Vernon, whither he had sent his family some weeks earlier.

In 1794, Washington’s official duties not permitting hir to make

more than a flying visit to his Virginia home, a house in G nantown

was taken, where he and

his family remained during

July and August. This

house, upon the Main

Street, opposite Market

Square, is now occupied

by Mr. Elliston P. Morris.

It was while Gilbert

Stuart was living in Ger

mantown that the Presi

dent and Mrs. Washing

ton made so many visits

to his studio. He executed

his first celebrated head of

Washington at his studio

at the southeast corner of

Fifth and Chestnut Streets.

This portrait, which Stuart

never entirely finished, he

kept in his Germantowp

quarters, copying -from it

many other portraits, call

ing it his one hundred

" H I dollar bill, and, whether

MR8. WILLIAM aswm-:.—1=aoM mun-‘.1, PORTRAIT, BY cm with the desire Of makmg

BERT STUART, IN POSSESSION OF FRANCIS RAWLE, l§Q., 01-‘ money it, or because he

PHILADELPHIA.
was attached to a Work

which was a true inspiration of genius, persistently excusing himself

from giving it up, until the patience of its owner was quite exhausted

and he finally accepted a copy in place of the original. _

Historians and chroniclers dwell with pathos upon the closing days

of official life in Philadelphia, recalling the President's last drive t0

the Senate, his coach followed by enthusiastic crowds of citizens, Where

he read his brief farewell address, which brought tears to many eyes,

while it is related that at the banquet which followed, ayety and

laughter gave place to sadness. Thus it seems that whet ier gay or

grave, genial or reserved, whatever may be the final verdict with re

gard to the characteristics of Washington, there have been few great

men more beloved by the people and by those intimately associated

with them than this man whom our nation honors more and more B5

the Years go by as their noblest and most single-hearted patriot.

Anne Hollingsworlh Wharton.
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9500“ of the fifloutb.

Tho Tmtlbreuen It is related that a lady-was introduced to Sir Morell

By John Bung; Mackenzie at a London so1rée as “John Strange Winter,”

Winn,‘ and when he increduously repeated the name, she replied,

“Oh, yes, I’m Booties’ Baby." Whereupon the great

physician drew a friend aside and confided to him that he had just met a poor

demented lady who was introduced as a man and thought herself a baby. And

this same jocund lady is the author, beside Baotles’ Baby, of a half-dozen

stories which every reader of fiction knows and likes and re-reads whenever

the mood for judiciously mingled fun and sentiment overtakes him.

The last book by Mrs. Arthur Stannard, called The Truth-Ilzllers, is just

published in the Lippincott Series of Select 1VovcLs, and it is one of the most

amusing and charming of her many tales. Miss Mortimer of London, sister

of Sir Thomas Mortimer of Fynlan, “five hours from six hundred miles” to

the north, has just learned that that eccentric baronet has died and left her

guardian of his five children, whom she has never seen. She is not any longer

young, and lives a fashionable life of sedate ease. The idea of going to the

north shocks her immeasurably, and she decides to send for her nephews and

nieces, forlornly expecting to find them youthful barbarians. They prove to

be handsome and lusty, and far less objectionable than she supposed, but they

have been brought up on a rigid system of truth-telling, which leads to the

most amazing results in the select circle of Miss Mortimer’s conventional

friends. The tale runs on to a climax in the love-making of Ernestine, the

eldest girl, and Lord Dalston, and ends as the amused reader would have it.

“Experience is a wonderful teacher, though often a very

:52‘-' ;;'“;_h:n‘:: slow one,” and, we may add, a costly and dangerous one.

Walton, It is with the above sentence that Mr. Thomas Walton,

author of Know your Own Ship, the latest of the Lippin

cott publications in practical science, opens his well-condensed manual, and it

is to supply the harvestings of experience to those who need them that the

hand-book has been prepared. Mr. \Valton is an eminent naval architect, and

lecturer to ships’ oflicers in the Government Navigation School at Leith, and

he is therefore an authority on the subject in hand, which, more amply

expressed, is the simple explanation of the stability, construction, tonnage, and

freeboard of ships. The substantial little volume is designed for the use of

ships’ oflicers, superintendents, draughtsmen, and others who have to do with

shipping in any form, and its text and abundant illustrations render it probably

the best treatise devoted to this specialty.

It is said to be not all fiction,—the story that the ofiice of

énddsight B°fH:]:_° unliveried steward of etiquette has been created in certain

,.,:t;::,]1, D’-“it \Vashington families, whose social code, calls, dinners, cor

respondence, are all managed by a polite gentleman-servant

in the guise of a guest or friend. Upon this novel and piquant theme has been

VOL. LVI1.— 66
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hung the spicy tale called In Sight of the Goddess, by Harriet Riddle Davis,

just issued in Lippincott’s Lotus Library.

Like the previous novelettes of this charming little library of gold and

green, this tale is a breezy narrative of American life, full of satire, banter,

drollery, and love. The typical \Veetern family newly transplanted in the fash

ionable soil of the capital and elevated to a cabinet position is pilloried, and

the scandal of the town is served up, with plenty of light condiment, in

repartee and abundant conversation. Running parallel with all this is the

love-story of Stephen Barradale, private secretary to Secretary of the Treasury

Childs, as well as lackey to his family, and Constance, the great oflicial’s daugh

ter. That he wins her at last is an open secret which will not dull the edge of

the delighted reader’s relish.

The author of Idylls of [mm-burn should know well how

3 mkrflnn by to write stories of provincial life. He is a born celebrant

spture. By Robert

3u,,1m,,,,,,_ of country manners and country pathos, and never has

Robert Buchanan, throughout his long and busy career

as poet and story-teller, written anything sweeter or more romantic than this

short tale called A Jilarriage by Capture, just published by the Lippincotts in

their delicate little set of short stories in still‘ covers, The Lotus Library.

The narrative is a swift one, laid in Ireland, where a lawless set of gen

tlemen and peasants, equally intemperate and unscrupulous, are represented as

carrying off Miss Catherine Power of Castle Craig for the benefit of her reck

less cousin, Patrick Blake, who wants her estates, of which he is next heir, and

her love. Blake is pursued by a rival lover, Philip Langford, and is taken

into custody; but when he is about to be tried, a letter is received from Miss

Power which absolves her cousin. She returns quietly to her home, and the

story reveals that her real captor was Philip Langford. When he is wounded

nearly to death, Catherine betrays her affection for him, and thus, after all, he

wins a wife by capture.

'_———----—--.-_._

____..__—_____‘an---_________n_
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