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I.

N one of the liveliest portions of a
very lively metropolitan street
G Vs situated the popular resort
known as Vatoldi’s. It was a
restaurant which owed its exten-
sive patronage to the inducements
it offered to persons of refined
tastes and moderate purses. Itwasin a shop-
ping district, and from early breakfast-time
until a very late dinner or supper hour, Va-
toldi’s seemed never to be without customers,
and John People seemed always to be behind
the httle desk near the entrance of the long
and handsome room. In fact he was not
always there, because his manifold duties
required his presence in a great many places,
but if a customer looked up from his meal
and did not see John at his ordinary post,
he would be very likely to see him there the
next time he looked up, and thus an impres-
sion was produced on the minds of patrons
similar to the impression given by the juggler
who makes one believe that because an ob-
ject has been in one place a great many times
it is always there.

John People was a young man of a vigorous
and rotund figure, with a slightly upturned
nose, very light-brown hair brushed smoothly
on his well-rounded head, and a general ex-
pression of sad good humor combined with
sleepless perspicacity. Dutiful resignation to
his lot raised his eyebrows and slightly
wrinkled his forehead, but his wide open eyes
gazed steadily on the business in hand as if
they had nothing to do with the future or
with retrospection, no matter how the brow
might choose to occupy itself.

There was about John an air of strong in-
dependence associated with a kindly willing-
ness, which made it a pleasant thing to watch
him as he attended to his varied duties. He was
the chief man and manager at Vatoldi’s, and
although the cooks cooked, the waiters waited,
and the little boy opened the door for the
ladies, as they had been taught to cook, wait,
and open, they all appeared to act under
John’s personal direction, as if they had been
an orchestra moved by a conductor’s baton.
He was not the owner of the establishment,
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and yet he was the only visible head. Early
in the morning he went to the markets and
selected the most desirable meats and vege-
tables. He personally inspected the commod-
ities of grocers and fruiterers, and he brought
a keen investigation to bear upon the neces-
sary supplies of wines and malt liquors. All
expenditures were made by him, and all re-
ceipts went into his money drawer, and were
daily deposited by him in a neighboring bank.
But, although he thus stood at the head of
affairs, there seemed to be nothing which
John was unwilling to do. If a truck arrived
with some heavy merchandise, John would
put his hat upon his smoothly brushed locks,
and, with a slightly rolling yet energetic step,
would proceed to the sidewalk and give what
directions might be needed, even sometimes
lending a very strong hand to a piece of difficult
lifting or lowering. The moment this duty
was done he would step vigorously back to
his post, hang up his hat, leaving his locks as
smoothly brushed as ever, and be ready again
to receive the money of his customers. There
was a young man who acted as cashier during
his superior’s occasional absences from the
desk, but nearly all the money that went into
the till passed directly through John People’s
hands.

Vatoldi’s was a remarkably well-ordered
establishment ; its viands, its service, and its
general equipment were all of the best; and
yet its prices were extremely reasonable. To
combine the advantages of the two classes of
restaurants generally found in American cities
seemed to be the moving principle of John
People’s mind. To dine or lunch well at Va-
toldi’s, one did not need to bring a friend
with him to share the expense and help eat
a supply of food over-abundant for one per-
son. Instead of that, one had enough, paid
not too much, and went away with pocket
and stomach equally satisfied. There was
nothing, however, in the aspect of Vatoldi’s
to suggest the ordinary cheap American res-
taurant. There were no shelves filled with
tin cans and bottles, no tables spread with
pies and cakes. Everything was in tasteful
order, and placards of any kind were totally
tabooed. Even on the outer front one read
but the words, above the plate-glass door:
All rights reserved.
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¢ VATOLDI
BREAKFAST AND DinmNg Rooms.”

Yet there was not a total absence of dis-
play of viands. After the fashion common to
English hostelries, a large round table stood
near the center of the room, on which, were
set out huge cold joints, poultry, and game,
in order that such persons who knew, or sup-
posed they knew, exactly what they liked to
eat, could say to the waiter, “ Cut me a slice
from here,orthere,” or,  Let me have the liver
wing of that fowl.” It was surprising with
what faithfulness the clear eyes of John Peo-
ple, looking out from under his resigned brow,
kept themselves upon these details.

It was towards the end of May, and the
weather was getting to be very pleasant for
outdoor life, and it was about one o'clock in
the day,—an hour at which the thought of
Vatoldi’s began to be very pleasant to a great
many people,— when there walked into the
already well-filled room a tall gentleman, who
took his seat at a small table at the extreme
upper end of the room. As he walked slowly
up the whole extent of the apartment, his
glossy hat held carefully in one hand, while
the other carried his silver-mounted cane,
most of the people seated at the tables looked
up at him as he passed ; and he, in turn, gazed
from side to side with such particularity that
his eyes fell upon every person in the room,
to many of whom he bowed, or rather nodded,
with a certain stiffened graciousness that was
peculiarly a manner of his own. This gentle-
man was a regular habitué of Vatoldi’s, and
was a personage so very well known in the
metropolis that he seldom entered an assem-
bly of any size in which he did not meet some
one with whom he was acquainted. His name
was Mr. Stull, or, as signed by himself, J.
Weatherby Stull. He was not only tall, but
large, bony, and heavy. His clothes were of
a costly quality, and had the appearance of
being quite new. He had a good deal of
watch-chain, and wore several heavy rings.
His manner was grave and even solemn, but,
when occasion required it, he would endeavor
to produce upon the minds of his inferiors the
impression that there were moments when they
need not look up to J. Weatherby Stull. This
was a concession which he deemed due from
himself to mankind.

Mr. Stull was a very rich man, and his
business operations were of various kinds. He
was president of a bank; he was a large
owner and improver of real estate, and it was
generally understood that he had money in-
vested in several important enterprises. He
lived with his family, in a handsome house,
in a fashionable quarter of the city, and his
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household affairs were conducted with as much
state as he considered compatible with repub-
lican institutions.

In addition to his other occupations, Mr.
Stull was the proprietor of Vatoldi’s, but this
fact was known to no one in the world but
himself and John People.

This establishment, which he had owned
for many years, had been placed, upon the
death of the former manager, in the charge
of John People. John was a young man to
hold such a responsible position, but Mr. Stull
had known him from a boy and felt that he
could trust him, Mr. Stull was a very good
judge of the quality of subordinates, especially
in a business of this kind. Those who gave
John People credit for keeping such an ex-
cellent restaurant, and even those who sup-
posed that the never-to-be-seen Vatoldi might
sometimes help him with advice, gave the
young man entirely too much credit. He was
capable, quick-sighted, willing, and honest,
but he seldom did anything of importance
which had not been planned and ordered by
Mr. Stull.

This gentleman was, in fact, one of the best
restaurant keepers in the world. His habits
of thought, his qualities of mind, all combined
to make him nearly perfect in this vocation.
Every day, after John had made his deposit
at Mr. Stull’s bank, he went into the president’s
private room and had a talk with him. If
anybody noticed his entrance it was supposed
that the young man was consulting with Mr.
Stull in regard to the investment of his profits.
But nothing of this kind ever took place.
John had no share in the business and no
profits, and the conversation turned entirely
upon beef, lamb, mutton, early shad, and veg-
etables, and the most minute details of the
management of Vatoldi’s kitchen and dining
and breakfast room. Every afternoon John
received careful directions as to what he was
to buy, what dishes he was to have prepared,
and, in general, what he was to do on the
following day. On the following day he did
all this, and Vatoldi’s was the most popular
resort of its kind in the city.

But, notwithstanding the fact that in the
management of hisrestaurant Mr. Stull showed
a talent of the highest order, and notwith-
standing the fact that his present wealth was
founded on the profits of this establishment,
and that its continued success was the source
of higher pride and satisfaction than the suec-
cess of any other of his enterprises, he would
not, on any account, have it known that he was
the proprietor of Vatoldi’s. Hissense of per-
sonal dignity and the position of himself and
family in society positively forbade that the
world should know that J. Weatherby Stull
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was the keeper of a restaurant. He had
thought, at times, of cutting loose from this
dangerous secret and selling Vatoldi’s; but
there were many objections to this plan. He
did not wish to lose the steady income the
business gave him, an income that could al-
ways be depended upon, no matter what the
condition of stocks and real estate; he did
not wish to give up the positive pleasure which
the management of the establishment afforded
him; and he felt that it would be a hazardous
thing to attempt to sell the business without
betraying his connection with it.

So Vatoldi’s went on, and Mr. Stull’s posi-
tion went up, and John People’s honor and
vigilance, the rock on which they both rested,
were always to be depended upon.

Mr. Stull always took his luncheon at Va-
toldi’s, and he believed that the fact of his
being a constant patron of the establishment
was one cause of its popularity. If a man in
his high position took his meals there, other
people of fashion and position would be likely
to do the same.

“T like Vatoldi’s,” he would say to his
friends, “because you can get as good a meal
there as at any of the high-priced fancy places,
without having to pay for any nonsense and
frippery. Of course the extra cost of taking
my meals at one of these fashionable restau-
rants would make very little difference to me
now, but I should never have reached the posi-
tion in which I at present find myself if I had
not always made it a point to get the worth
of my money. And, besides, it’s a sensible
place. They give you steel knives for your
meats, and keep the silvered ones for fish and
fruit, just as it's done in high-toned English
society. And you are waited on by men who
look like clean waiters, and not like dirty gen-
tlemen.”

As on this fine May afternoon Mr. Stull sat
at his meal, which was the best the place af-
forded, for in every way he liked toset a good
example to those around him, his eyes con-
tinually traversed the length and breadth of
the room ; and had there been anything out
of the way John People would have heard of
it that afternoon when he came to the bank.
While he was thus engaged, a coupé, drawn
by a pair of small sorrel horses, with tails
trimmed in English fashion, stopped before
Vatoldi’s,and a handsomely dressed younglady
got out and entered the restaurant. Mr. Stull’s
eyes brightened a little at this incident, and
he looked about to see if other pcople had
noticed the entrance of the new-comer. The
young lady was his oldest daughter, and he
had always encouraged his family to come to
Vatoldi’s whenever they happened to be shop-
ping at lunch time. He did not think it wise
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to say so, but he liked them to come in a
carriage. Whenever bad weather gave him an
excuse, he always came in a carriage himself.
Nothing would have pleased him better than
to have the street in front of Vatoldi’s blocked
by waiting carriages.

The entrance of MissStullhad not been more
quickly and earnestly noticed by herfather than
by John People. The eyes of that young man
were fixed upon her from the moment she
leaned forward to open the carriage door until
she had been conducted to an advantageous
vacant table. This was not near the one oc-
cupied by her father, for the young lady did
not care to walk so far into the room as that.

In a refrigerator, near his little desk, John
kept, under his own charge, certain cuts
of choice meats which he handed out to be
cooked for those customers who had specific
tastes in regard to such things. In one corner
of this refrigerator John kept a little plate
on which always reposed a brace of especially
tender lamb chops, a remarkably fine sweet-
bread, or some other dainty of the kind.
When Miss Stull happened to come in, the
waiter was always immediately instructed to
say that they had that day some very nice
chops or sweet-bread, as the case might be;
and the young lady being easily guided in
matters of taste of this kind generally ordered
the viand which John had kept in reserve for
her. Sometimes, when she did not come for
several days, John was obliged to give to some
one else the delicacy he had reserved for her,
but he always did this with a sigh which
deepened the lines of dutiful resignation on
his brow.,

Miss Stull was a young lady of rather small
dimensions, quite pretty, of a bnght mind
and affable disposition, and entirely ignorant
that there was a man in the world who for
three days would keep for her a brace of lamb
chops in a corner of a refrigerator. John's
secret was as carefully kept as that of his em-
ployer, but the conduct of Vatoldi's was no
greater pleasure to Mr. Stull than were the
visits to that establishment of Mr, Stull's
daughter to John People.

When Mr. Stull had finished his meal, he
walked slowly down the room and stopped
at the table where his daughter still sat. That
young lady thereupon offered to finish her
meal instantly, and take her father to the bank
in the coupé.

“ No, my dear,” said Mr, Stull, *“ there is
no occasion for that. Never hurry while you
eat, and be sure to eat all you want. Do you
continue to like Vatoldi’s ?

¢ Oh, yes, papa,” said Miss Stull, ¢ every-
thing is very nice here, and I am sure the
place is respectable.”
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“It is more than respectable,” said Mr.
Stull a little warmly. Then, toning down
his voice, he continued: “If it were not
everything it ought to be, I should not come
here myself, nor recommend you and your
mother to do so. I always find it well filled
with the best class of people, many of them
ladies. Bye-bye until dinner-time.”

Then he walked to the desk and paid the
amount of his bill to John People, with never
a word, a gesture, or a look which could indi-
cate to the most acute observer that he was
putting the money into his own pocket.

Mr. Stull had scarcely creaked himself out
of Vatoldi’s when there entered an elderly
man dressed in a suit of farmer’s Sunday
clothes. His trousers were gray and very
wide, his black frock-coat was very long, and
his felt hat, also black, had a very extensive
brim. Deep set in his smooth-shaven face
were a pair of keen gray eyes which twinkled
with pleasure, as, with outstretched hand, he
walked straight up to the desk behind which
John People stood. John cordially grasped
the hand which was offered him, and the two
men expressed their satisfaction at seeing each
other in tones much louder than would have
been thought proper by Mr. Stull, had he been
present.

“1 am glad to see you, Uncle Enoch,” said
John. “How did you leave mother ? ”

¢ She’s as lively and chipper as ever,” said
the other. “But I didn't come here only to see
you, I came to get somethin’ to eat. I want
my dinner now, and I'll stop in in the after-
noon, when people have thinned out, and have
a talk with you.”

As he said this, Mr. Enoch Bullripple moved
towards the only vacant place which he saw,
and it happened to be on the opposite side of
the little table at which Miss Stull still sat,
slowly eating an ice. At first John seemed
about to protest against his uncle’s seating
himself at thissacred table, although,indeed, it
afforded abundance of room for two persons;
but then it shot into his mind that it would
be a sort of bond of union between himself
and the young lady to have his uncle sit at
the same table with her. This was not much
of a bond, but it was the only thing of the
kind that had ever come between Miss Stull
and himself,

When Mr. Bullripple had taken his seat,
and had ordered an abundant dinner of meat
and vegetables, he pushed aside the bill of
fare, and his eyes fell upon Miss Stull, who
sat opposite to him. After a steady gaze of a
few moments, he said: “ How d'ye do?”

Miss Stull, who had thrown two or three
glances of interest at her opposite neighbor,
which were due to his air of countrified
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spruceness, now gave him a quick look of
surprise, but made no answer.

“Isn’t this Matilda Stull ?” said the old
man. “I'm Enoch Bullripple, and if I'm not
a good deal mistaken your father had a farm
that he used to come out to in summer-time
that was pretty nigh where I lived, which is a
couple of miles from Cherry Bridge.”

Miss Stull, who at first had been a little
shocked at being addressed by a stranger,now
smiled and answered : ¢ Oh, yes, I remember
you very well, although I never saw you be-
fore dressed in this way, You always wore a
straw hat,and went about in yourshirt sleeves.
And you would never let us walk across your
big grass field.”

“It wasn’t on account of your hurtin’ the
grass,” said Mr. Bullripple, ¢ for you couldn’t
do that, but I don’t like to see young gals
in pastur’ fields where there’s ugly cattle. I
hope you don’t bear me no grudge for keepin’
you out of danger.”

% Oh, no,” said Miss Stull. “In fact I'm
much obliged to you.”

When John People looked over the desk
and saw his uncle talking to Miss Stull, he
turned pale. This was a bond of union he
had not imagined possible. He felt that his
duty called upon him to protest, but when he
saw the young lady entering into the conver-
sation with apparent willingness he made no
motion to interfere, but stood staring at the
two with such wide-eyed earnestness that a
gentleman coming up to pay his bill had to rap
twice on the desk before he gained John's at-
tention.

“ How's your father?” said Mr. Bullripple.

Miss Stull replied that he was quite well,
and the other continued : “ That’s my sister’s
son over there, behind the desk. He pretty
much runs this place as far as I can make
out, for whenever I come here I never see
nothin’ of Vatoldi, who must do his work in
the kitchen if he does any. John’s mother
used to have the farm that your father owned
afterwards, and he was born there. But I
guess you don’t know nothin’ about all that.”

¢ Was that young man born at our farm?”
said MissStull, looking over towards John with
the first glance of interest she had ever be-
stowed upon him,

¢ Yes, that’s where he was born,” said Mr.
Bullripple; “but he lived with me when you
was out there, and his mother, too, which she
does yet; and I wish John could get a chance
to come out there sometimes for a little coun-
try air. But Vatoldi keeps him screwed tight
to his work, and it’s only now and then of a
Sunday that we get sight of him, unless we
come to town ourselves.”

“That is very mean of Vatoldi,” said Miss
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Stull, rising, “for I am sure everybody ought
to have a holiday now and then. Good-morn-
ing, Mr. Bullripple.”

As Miss Stull advanced towards the desk
John People knew that she was going to speak
to him. He felt this knowledge coming hot
up into his cheeks, tingling among the resig-
nation lines on his brow, and running like
threads of electricity down his back and into
his very knees, which did not seem to give
him their usual stout and unyielding sup-
port. Whether it was from the manner of her
walk, or the steady gaze of her eyes, or the
expression of her mouth, that this knowl-
edge came to him, it came correctly, for
she had no sooner reached the desk and
laid her money and her bill upon it, than she
said:

“Your uncle tells me, sir, that you were
born on the farm where we used to live, near
Cherry Bridge.”

“Yes, miss,” said John, “I was born there.”

“Of course, there is no reason why this
should not have been so,” said Miss Stull,
pushing her money towards John; ¢ but,
somehow or other, it seems odd to me. What
is your name, please ? ”

John told her, and as she slowly dropped
her change into her pocket-book Miss Stull
began to think. Had her father been there
he would not have been slow to take her
aside and inform her that, for a young lady in
her position, with a coupé and pair waiting at
the door, it was highly improper to stand and
think by the desk in a restaurant, with a per-
son like John People behind it. But Miss
Stull was a young woman of a very indepen-
dent turn of mind. She placed a good value
on fashion and form and all that sort of thing,
but she did not allow her social position to
interfere too much with her own ideas of what
was good for her.

“There was an old —lady,” she said, pres-
ently, “whom I used to see very often, and
her name was Mrs. People. I liked her better
than your uncle. Was she your mother?”

“Yes,” said John, “she 1s my mother.”

“That is very nice,” remarked Miss Stull,
and with a little nod she said “ Good-morn-
ing, Mr. People,” and went out to her coupé.

John smoothed out the bank-note which
she had given him, and on the back of it he
wrote ¢ M. S.,” and put the day of the month
and the year beneath it. He left a space be-
tween the two initials so he could put in the
middle one when he found out what it was.
Then he took a note of the same value from
his pocket, and put it in the money drawer,
and folding carefully the one he had received
from Miss Stull, he placed it tenderly in an
mner receptacle of his pocket-book.
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MR. BuLrLripprLe returned to Vatoldi's
about the middle of the afternoon to have a
talk with his nephew, but the young man who
had charge of the desk during this period of
comparative inactivity told him that Mr.
People had gone to the bank.

Mr. Bullripple reflected for 2 moment.

“ Well, then,” said he, ¢ I would like to see
Mr. Vatoldi.”

The young man behind the desk laughed.
“There isn't any such person,” said he.
“That’s just the name of the place.”

Mr. Bullripple looked at him fixedly. «1'd
like to know, then,” he said, “who is at the
head of this establishment.”

“Mr. People is. If you want to sell any-
thing, or if you have got a bill to collect, you
must go to him.”

Mr. Bullripple was about to whistle, but he
restrained himself, his eyes sparkling as he
put on his mental brakes. ¢ Well, then,” he
said, “1 suppose I must wait till I can see
Mr. People.” And, without further words,
he left the place.

“1 suppose I might have waited,” said
Enoch Bullripple, as he slowly strode up the
street, ““ but, on the whole, I'd as lief not see
John jus’ now, No Vatoldi,eh? That’s apiece
of news I must say!”

Mr. Bullripple did not try again to see his
nephew that day. He spent the rest of the
afternoon in attending to the business that
brought him to the city; and, about eight
o’clock, he found himself in one of the up-
town cross-streets, walking slowly with a visit-
ing card in his hand, looking for a number
that was printed thercon. He discovered it
before long, but stopped surprised.

¢ Itlooks likea hotel,” he said, * but eighty-
two 1s the number. There can’t be no mis-
take about that.”

So saying, he mounted the few broad steps
which led to the front door, and looked for a
bell. The house was one of those large apart-
ment-houses, so popular in New York, but
with mansions of this kind the old man was
totally unfamiliar. He did not know that it
was necessary to touch the button by the side
of the doorway; but, while he was peering
about, the hall-boy saw him from within, and
admitted him. The house was not one of
the largest and finest of its class, but its
appointments were of a high order. The
floor was inlaid with different colored mar-
bles, and the walls and ceiling were hand-
somely decorated.

“Does Mr, Horace Stratford live here?”
asked Mr. Bullripple.

“Yes,” said the boy, who was attired ina
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neat suit of brown clothes with brass buttons,
¢ fifth floor. There’s the elevator.”

The old man looked in at the door of the
brightly lighted elevator, and then he glanced
wistfully at the broad stairway which wound
up beside it. But, repeating to himself the
words ‘ fifth floor,” he entered the elevator.
Thereupon a second boy in brown clothes
with brass buttons stepped in after him, closed
the door, pulled the wire rope, and Enoch
Bullripple made his first ascent in a machine
of this kind. He did not like it. “I'll come
down by the stairs,” he said to himself; ¢ that
is, if they run up that far.” Arrived at the fifth
floor, the door was opened, and Enoch gladly
stepped out, whereupon the elevator imme-
diately descended to the depths below. To
the right of the hall in which he now found
himself was a door on which was a small brass
plate bearing the name ¢ H. Stratford.” On
this door Mr. Bullripple knocked with his
strong, well-hardened knuckles.

The door was opened by an elderly serving-
man, who came very quickly to see who it
could be who would knock on the door in-
stead of touching the electric bell-knob. Mr.
Stratford was at home, and when the visitor
had sent in his name he was, without delay,
conducted to a large and handsome room,
at the door of which Mr, Stratford met him
with extended hand.

“ Why, Enoch,” he said, “ I am glad to see
you. How do you do? And how is Mrs.
People ? "

¢ Spry as common,” said Enoch. And, put-
ting down his hat and umbrella, he seated
himself in a large easy-chair which Mr.
Stratford pushed towards him, and gazed
around.

The floor was covered with rich heavy rugs;
furniture of antique beauty and modern lux-
ury stood wherever it could find an inviting
place ; the walls were hung with water-colors
and etchings ; here and there appeared a bas-
relief or a bit of old tapestry; some book-
shelves of various shapes and heights were
crowded with volumes in handsome bindings;
larger books stood upon the floor; while port-
folios of engravings and illustrated books were
piled up on a tablein one corner of the room ;
articles of oddity or beauty, picked up by a
traveler in his wanderings, were scattered
about on mantel-piece or cabinet shelf; a
wood fire blazed behind polished andirons and
fender; and, near by, a large table held a
shaded lamp, some scattered books and jour-
nals, a jar of tobacco, and the amber-tipped
pipe which Mr. Stratford had just laid down.
Through a partly drawn porti2re, which cov-
ered a wide doorway at one side of the room,
could be caught a glimpse of another apart-
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ment, lighted and bright-walled ; and beyond
the still open door by which the visitor had
entered he saw across the handsome hall,
with its polished floor and warm-hued rugs,
other doors and glimpses of other rooms,
Only the apartment in which he sat was
open to view, but at every side there came
suggestions of light, color, and extent. Ev-
erything was bright, warm, and akin to life
and living,.

Mr. Bullripple put his broad hands upon
his knees and gave his head a little jerk.
“Well, this beats me!” he said.

Mr. Stratford laughed. “You seem sur-
prised, Enoch,” he said. “What is it that
‘beats’ you?”

“Ttisn't the fine things,” said the old man,
“nor the rooms, without no end to ’em as far
as 1 can see, for, of course, if you've got
money enough you can have 'em, but it’s the
idee that a man, with a top-sawyer palace like
this of his own, should come up-country to
Mrs. People and me, with our scrubbed floors
and hard chairs, and nothin’ prettier than a
tea company’s chromo in our best room.”

“ Now, come,” said Mr, Stratford, “that
won’t do, Enoch, that won't do. Your house
is a very pleasant old farm-house, and I am
sure that Mrs, People makes my room as com-
fortable and as cozy as a fisherman and coun-
try stroller should need. And, besides, I don’t
come to your house for things like these,”
waving his hand before him as he spoke ; “ I
can buy them with money; but what I get
when I come up to your country can’t be
bought.”

“ That’s true as to part of it,” said Mr. Bull-
ripple. “The victuals and the lodgin’ you do
pay for, but the takin’ in as one of us, and
the dividing up our family consarns with you,
just as free as we quarter a pie and give you
one of the pieces, is somethin’ that’s not for
sale neither by me nor Mrs. People. And if
you can stand our hard boards and country
fixin’s after all this king and queen furnitur’,
we'll be mighty glad to have you keep on
comin’. And that’s one of the things that
brought me here to-night. I wanted to ask
you if we was to expect you when the summer
shows signs of bein’ on hand ?

¢ Oh, yes,” said Mr. Stratford, “ I certainly
expect to be with you this summer, and as
early as usual. Has anybody caught that old
trout in the meadow brook ? ”

“ No, sir,” said Enoch. “I have seen him
already this year, an’ he’s jes’ as smart and
knowin’ as ever. Now I take you into the
family, Mr. Stratford, jus’ the same as to that
trout as to any of our other consarns. If you
ketch him, he’s yourn, if I ketch him, he's
mine. It'll be fair play between us, and I'll
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wait till you come. I wouldn’t do more’n that
for no man.”

“No, I don’t believe you would,” said Mr.
Stratford earnestly,

“There’s another thing I want to ask you
about,” said Enoch, #and I will get through
with it as soon as I can, for I don’t want to
keep you up too late talkin’ about my affairs.”

“ Up too late!” said Mr. Stratford. Andhe
smiled as he looked at the clock.

¢ 1 suppose you don’t mind,” said Mr. Bull-
ripple, ¢ settin’ up till ten or eleven, but I do;
and so I'll get right atit. What I want to
say is about my nephew, John People.”

“ Your sister’s son? ™ said Mr. Stratford.
“Ts he still cashier at Vatoldi's ? ”

“Ves,” said Mr. Bullripple. ¢ He's that,
and pretty much everythin’ besides, as far as
I can see. I don’t know that he washes the
dishes, but I'm sure he sees that it’s done.
You don’t happen to know Vatoldi?”

“ No,” said Mr. Stratford. “I seldom go
there, as the place is generally crowded with
ladies about the middle of the day, the only
time I would be likely todrop in; and I don’t
suppose I should ever see the man, if T did
go. Is your nephew in any trouble? "

% No,” said the other, “he don’t seem to
be. It's me and his mother that’s in the trou-
ble. It's our opinion he works too hard, and
gets too little, We like to see him come out
to the farm sometimes to take some sniffs of
the air he was born in, but he never gets no
time for that, and as for makin’ money, I'm
sure he’s not doin’ it. Now I thought that
perhaps you might know Mr. Vatoldi, and
could tell me what sort of man he is,so I
could know what sort of ground I ’'m standin’
on when I go to speak to him. Perhaps
you might have heard somethin’ about
him that would help to put me on the right
tack ?”

Mr. Stratford reflected for a moment before
answering. “ No,” said he, I know nothing
about the man whatever. But let me give
you a piece of advice, friend Enoch. If it is
considered well to say anything to your neph-
ew’s employer about the young man’s duties
and his pay, let him say it himself. You can
talk to him about it, and then let him speak
to Vatoldi. Itis a bad thing, for all parties,
formothersand uncles to undertake to arrange
the business affairs of persons as old as your
nephew. He must be twenty-five.”

“ He'’s all of that,” said Enoch, *and it's
time he was doin’ better. But I won'’t trouble
you no more about him. Since you don’t know
Vatoldi, there’s nothin’ more for us to say
about that. I've found out that you're comin’
to the farm this summer, and that’s enough bus-
iness for one night, an’ pretty nigh bed-time
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too.” And Mr. Bullripple arose, and took up
his hat and umbrella. “ Now, I come to think
of it,” he said, “ have you found your hun-
dredth man yet ?”

“ No,” answered Mr, Stratford, with asmile,
“ 1 can't say that I have; but I have a fancy
that I'm on his track and that I may come
up with him before very long.”

“1 often ketch myself laughin’ out loud,”
said Mr. Bullripple, ¢ an’ I hope I won’t never
do it in church, when I think of your chasin’
after that hundredth man. You make a dive
at a feller, an’ ketch him by the leg, an’ hold
him up, an’ look at him, an’ then you say:
¢ No, he’s not the one,’ an’ drop him, an’ go
after somebody else. I don’t believe you'll
ever get him.”

“1 suppose the idea seems very odd to
you, Enoch,” said Mr. Stratford, “ but when
I find my man I'll tell you all about him.”

“When they told me downstairs that you
lived on the fifth floor,” said Mr. Bullripple,
as he stepped into the private hall and gazed
about him at the tall clock, the antique chairs,
the trophy-covered walls, the many-hued glass
of the great lantern which hung above him,
and the partly curtained doorways here and
there, I had a sort o’ pity for you for havin’
to lodge up so near the top of the house.
But it don’t appear to me now that you're in
need of pity.”

“ No,” said Mr. Stratford, “ not in that re-
gard, at any rate. As I own the whole house
I might have had any floor I chose, but this
one seemed to suit me better than the others,
being high and airy, and yet not quite at the
top of the house, There are two floors above
me"!

“You own this whole house!” exclaimed
Mr. Bullripple. ¢ Well, upon my word!”
For a moment he stood still, and then he re-
sumed: “I was thinkin’, as I was sittin’ in
there, that I’d get Mrs. People to buy some
bits of fancified carpets, and to hang up some
more picters an’ things about the house. But
I guess now we'd better pull up an’ take down
everything of the sort we've got. I should
say that after all this you'd like us better in
bare boards than with any sort of fixin's we
could rig up.”

“Now listen to me, friend Enoch,” said
Mr. Stratford. “If you and your sister make
any changes in that delightful old farm-house
which I know so well, I'll get up in the mid-
dle of the night and catch your big trout,
and never give you a chance to measure or
weigh him.”

“All right,” said old Enoch, with a grin.
“1 guess you'll find us jes’ as you left us.”

“ Are you not going to take the eleva-
tor?” said Mr, Stratford, as his visitor, after
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shaking hands with him, stepped briskly
towards the stairway.

# No,” said the old man, “I like my legs
better.” And down-stairs he went.

“Now,” said Mr. Bullripple to himself,
when he was out upon the sidewalk, “ I think
I’ll follow that advice Mr. Stratford give me
not to speak to old Vatoldi, for I don’t be-
lieve there’s-any sych man, but I won’t let on to
John that I've got any idee of that kind. T'll
look into things a little more before I do that.”

Horace Stratford returned to his library,
bis study, or his parlor, whatever one might
choose to call the room in which he took his
ease, or did his work, as the case might be,
and, resuming his seat by the table, he lighted
his pipe. He was a man of thirty years, or
something more; young enough to do what
he pleased, and old enough to think what he
pleased. To these two pursuits he devoted
his life. Possessed of a fair fortune, he in-
vested nearly the whole of it in this apart-
ment-house, which had been built according
to his own ideas, and which yielded him a
satisfying income. He was not a foolishly
eccentric man, nor a selfish one, but he lived
for himself, and in his own way. However,
if a time came for him to live for other people,
he did so cheerfully, but he always did it in
his own way.

There were those who looked upon him as
an old bachelor; others thought of him as a
good match ; and others again considered him
as a hard-headed fellow whom it would be
very unpleasant to live with. But the latter
were persons who had never lived with him.

Horace Stratford was not an idler. He was
a man of ideas, and his principal business in
life was to work out these ideas, either to
please or benefit himself, or for the pleasure
or benefit of others.

At present he was engaged in the study of
a character, or, it might be better said, in the
search for a character. It had come to him,
in the course of his reading and thought, that
i every hundred books on a kindred subject,
in every hundred crimes of a similar kind, in
every hundred events of a like nature, and
in every hundred men who may come within
one’s cognizance, there is one book, crime,
circumstance, or man, which stands up above
and distinct from the rest, preéminent in the
fact that no one of the others is or could
have been like it.

Horace Stratford’s immediate occupation
was the discovery of a hundredth man among
his present friends and associates. This man,
when found, was to be the central figure in a
piece of literary work he had in mind. As the
tests he applied were severe ones, he already
had had several disappointments. No one of
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the persons he had selected had been able to
maintain against his ninety-nine competitors
the position in the regard of the investigator
to which he had been temporarily exalted.

Mr. Stratford sat reading and smoking until
about ten o’clock, when he was called upon
by a young man, in full evening dress, with
an overcoat on his arm, and a crush hat in
his hand. This gentleman had just descended
in the elevator from the seventh, or top, floor;
and he had dropped in upon Mr. Stratford
for a few minutes’ conversation before going
out. He was a younger man than Stratford,
moderately good-looking, somewhat slight in
figure, and a little careworn in expression. His
dress was extremely correct, according to the
fashion of the day ; his collar was very high,
and his patent leather boots were observably
pointed in the region of the toes.

Stratford was glad to see his visitor. “Will
you have a pipe or cigar ? ” he asked.

¢ Neither, thank you,” said the other.
have given up smoking.”

“Thorne, you astonish me!” exclaimed
Stratford. “ Do you find it injurious to you?”

“Qh,no,” replied Mr. Thorne. “You know
I never smoked very much.”

“You were the most moderate smoker I
ever knew,” exclaimed Stratford, “with re-
markably good taste in regard to tobacco,
and smoking always seemed to give you so
much actual pleasure.”

“That is all very true,” said Mr. Thorne,
“ but, in thinking of the matter, I have come
to the conclusion that a man who goes into
the society that I go into should not smoke.
A cigar after dinner is sure to leave some scent
upon one, and one should not carry that into
a lady’s drawing-room.”

“1If I were you,” said Stratford, “I'd give
up the society rather than the cigar; but I
think it is not necessary to do either. I smoke
as much as I likeand I go into society when-
ever I please, and 1 have no reason to believe
that T am found objectionable.”

It is the right thing to do,” persisted Mr.
Thorne. “I came to that conclusion day be-
fore yesterday, and gave up smoking from
that date, with a box of cigars on my shelf
that I had just opened.”

Mr. Stratford made no answer, but for a
few moments gazed steadily at the fire. If
almost any young man of his acquaintance
had told him that two days before he had
given up smoking, he would have paid little
attention to the statement, and would have
expected to see that young man in a week or
two with a cigar in his mouth. But if Arthur
Thorne said he had given up this indulgence
he believed that he would never smoke again.

“ Goingout?” presently remarked Stratford.

“I
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#T should think you'd get dreadfully tired of
that sort of thing.”

“T do,” said Mr. Thorne, “but, of course,
it has to be done. Have you been buying
anything lately?” he said, looking around the
room.

“ Nothing but experience,” said Stratford,
¢ and that is not on exhibition.”

Mr. Thorne now put on his overcoat and
departed. He had had nothing particular
to say to Stratford, and had called merely
because he considered it his duty to look in
occasionally on his friend.

Mr. Arthur Thorne occupied apartments
" on the upper floor of this house. His rooms
were not so extensive as those of Stratford,
nor so richly furnished; but every detail of
their appointments had been carefully studied
by Thorne, and executed or arranged under
his own supervision. The floors were stained
a dull red, and upon them were spread
Kensington rugs of the most somber green
and unimpassioned yellow, mingled here
and there with a streak of rusty black. The
walls were clay color; some red clay, some
yellow clay, and some of an ashen-gray hue,
such as you find in very poor sections of
the country where farms are cheap. The
doors and wood-work were also colored in
various shades of mud and clay. At the
windows were heavy curtains of sad browns
or yellows. Some of his furniture was antique,
consisting of pieces which he had ¢ picked
up” after long and anxious searches. But
much of it was modern, and invariably of
that class in which the construction is plainly
visible. He had a large rocking-chair, the
back formed of narrow rods and the bottom
of a polished board. Other chairs stood up,
as strong, as right-angled, and as hard as the
character of the Puritans who used the chairs
from which these were copied. On his mantel-
piece stood a vase of white roses which had
been dead a month or more, but which were
kept with great care, because Mr. Thorne
knew that there was a certain harmony in
their tones which they had never possessed
while living. There were etchings on the
walls, most of them tacked up without frames,
and some with a loose corner carefully curled,
so as to give the appearance of conventional
ease. There were Japanese fans, but all of a
subdued tone, and over the corners of pic-
tures and by the sides of shelves hung pieces
of drapery, all of them suggesting the idea
that they had once been used by Arabs, and
had never since been washed.

Along one side of the room was a row of
book-shelves, to which easy access could be
had by getting down on one’s knees. These
shelves were mostly filled with courses of

Vor. XXXIIL.— 14.

I0L

reading, many of which Mr. Thorne had
begun, and some were nearly finished. His
apartments consisted of several rooms, and
throughout all of these, one perceived the
same harmony of tone. Nowhere was there
a single touch or point of bright color to
break in upon the lugubrious unison of the
saddened hues which Mr. Thorne believed
to be demanded by true art.

Unless it happened to be very cold or
stormy, Mr. Thorne walked every morning
to his office, a distance of some three miles,
wearing no overcoat, and carrying a heavy
cane in his hand. He was not a very strong
man, and this morning exercise frequently in-
terfered with that freshness of mind and body
with which he liked to apply himself to his
work, but he knew it was the right kind of
thing to do, and he did it. On certain after-
noons in the week he hired a horse and rode
in the Park; and this he did with a serious
earnestness which showed that he was con-
scientiously endeavoring to do his duty by his
physical self, Abstractly he cared little for
dancing, preferring much a partner on a
chair by his side to whom he could quietly
talk; but he had devoted a great deal of
attention and hard work to the study of the
“german,” believing that a knowledge of
that complicated dance was essential to the
education of a gentleman of his age and
position in society.

To the requirements of what he believed
to be the spirit of the nineteenth century,
Arthur Thorne gave zealous heed. He was
fond of novels and the ballads of Macaulay,
but he read Spencer and Huxley and Rus-
kin, and was a steady student of Rossetti and
Browning. The Proper, in his eyes, was a
powerful policeman, leading by the collar a
weeping urchin, who represented the personal
inclinations of Arthur Thorne.

There were times when Mr. Stratford
believed that he would yet find his hundredth
man in Enoch Bullripple or in Arthur Thorne.
¢ Neither of them,” he said to himself, ¢ has
yet done anything which entitles him to pre-
eminence among his fellows, but I believe
they possess qualities which, under favoring
circumstances, would send one or the other
of them to that unique position, which be-
comes every day more interesting to me."”

I11.

Tue village of Cherry Bridge was littie
more than a hamlet, lying on the banks of
Cherry Creek, which came down from the
mountains some five or six miles behind the
village, and twisted itself, often very pictur-
esquely, between the hills and through the
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woodlands of the lower country. Three miles
from the village, between the creek and the
mountain, lay the farm of Enoch Bullripple ;
and about four o’clock on the afternoon of a
June day, Mr. Horace Stratford stood on the
farm-house porch, with Mrs. Pecple, Enoch’s
sister, by his side. He had arrived at the
place the day before, and was now going out
for his first drive. His horse, a large, well-
formed chestnut, with good roadster blood in
him, stood near the porch, harnessed to a
comfortable vehicle for two persons. This
was, apparently, an ordinary buggy, but had
been constructed, with a number of improve-
ments of Mr. Stratford’s own designing, for
use on the diversified surface of the country
about Cherry Bridge. The equipage had been
sent from the city a day or two before, but
this was the first time Mrs. People had seen
it in its entirety, and she gazed at it with
much interest.

Mrs. People was a pleasant-faced personage
of about forty-five, whose growth had seemed
to incline rather more towards circumference
than altitude. She was dressed neatly, but
with a decided leaning towards ease in the
arrangement of her garments.

“That's a better horse than you had last
year, Mr. Stratford,” she said; “ and I expect
you'll get tired of a day’s driving as soon as he
does. He stands well without hitchin’ too;
but you'd better take a tie-strap along with
you to-day, for Mrs. Justin has got one of
them little dust-brush dogs that seems to have
been born with a spite against horses. She
brought him from town with her, and he even
started old Janet when I drove there last
Saturday.”

“Why do you think I am going to Mrs.
Justin’s ? * asked Mr. Stratford.

“ Goodness ! ” exclaimed Mrs. People, sud-
denly turning the plenitude of her counte-
nance upon him, “you don’t mean to say
that you've quarreled ? ”

“ Of course not,” answered Mr. Stratford,
“but it seems odd that you should take it as
a matter of course that I should go there the
first time I drive out.”

“I'm sure I never thought of anything
else,” said Mrs. People ; “ and besides, you'll
be obliged to go because I told her you were
comin’. I was at the store in the village yes-
terday mornin’, when she drove up, and says
I to her, ‘ Mrs. Justin, you'll have another
visitor to-morrow, for Mr. Stratford sent up
his horse and buggy yesterday, and he'll be
here himself to-night, and he’ll drive over to
your house to-morrow afternoon. I’'m not
dead sure that he won’t come in the mornin’,
but I don’t think he will, because the after-
noon is his time for goin’ to see people, and
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not disturbin’ ’em before dinner when they’re
busy with their own concerns.” So, you see,
she’ll be expectin’ you, Mr. Stratford. And,
knowin’ that, I never doubted you'd go.”

Mr. Stratford smiled. I shall certainly go
now, Mrs. People,” he said, “even if I had
not intended to go before. But what did you
mean when you said that Mis. Justin would
have another visitor? ”

“I meant, she’s got two now. They wasin
the carriage with her. One was a young girl,
not twenty, I should say, settin’ on the back
seat with her. The other was a gentleman of
some kind ; young, I think, but I couldn’t see
him very well, havin’ his back turned to me,
lookin’ at Mr. Pritchett with the hind wheel
of his hay-wagon broke and a rail tied under.
From the way his back moved I think he
wanted to tell Mr. Pritchett what to do, but
he didn't, and Mrs. Justin she said she’d be
glad to see you mornin’ or afternoon. And
then that hare-lipped young man that Dawvid
Betts has hired to help him in his store came
out to get her orders, and I left without bein’
made acquainted with her company, for, of
all things, I think its the meanest to stop and
listen to what your neighbor is orderin’ at the
store, and then go about wonderin' why they
don’t order more of one thing, and get it
cheaper, or go without some other thing, or
else make it themselves at home, which, ten to
one, they couldn’t, not knowin’ how, and even
if they did know, it would cost 'em more to
make it than buy it, they knowin’ their own
business, anyhow, better'n anybody else.”

“Well,” said Mr. Stratford, going down the
porch steps, “1 am not sure that I am glad
to hear that Mrs. Justin has strangers with
her; and I shall remember what you said,
Mrs. People, about tying my horse.”

Mrs. Justin owned the only house in the
region of Cherry Bridge which could rightly
be termed a country mansion. It was spa-
cious and handsome, surrounded by well-kept
grounds, gardens, and great trees, and thepret-
tiest part of Cherry Creek, or, as Mrs. Justin
always persisted in calling it, Cherry River,
flowed tranquilly at the bottom of the lawn.
A mile away on the other side of the creek lay
the farm on which John People was born, and
which now belonged to Mr. Stull. The house
had been remodeled and enlarged, but the
Stull family had ceased to come there in the
summer-time. The constantly increasing ele-
vation of their social position rendered the
fashionable watering-places much more suit-
able summer residences than this out-of-the-
way country place, which was now leased to
a farmer.

Mrs. Justin had no neighbors on whom she
could depend for social intercourse. There
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was a clergyman at the railroad town, eight
miles away, and a doctor's family in the vil-
lage, and she saw a good deal of Mr. Strat-
ford, who usually spent a portion of his
summer at the Bullripple farm., But when
Mrs. Justin wanted company, she invited her
friends to her house, and thus, during her
residence in this summer home, she held the
reins of her social relations in her own hands.
She came here every year because she loved
the place for its own sake, and because it was
the home in which her late husband had taken
such pride and delight. This husband, a good
deal older than Mrs. Justin, had died some
four years ago; and, although the world was
now obliged to look upon Mrs. Justin as a
widow, she did not consider herself in that
light. Toher it was asif she had married again
—married the memory of her husband —and
to this memory she was as constant as she
had been to the man himself. She was still
young and charming to look upon, and there
had been those who had ventured to hint at
the possibility that she might marry again,
but the freezing sternness with which the
slightest of these hints had been received had
warned all who wished to continue to be her
friends not to put their feet upon her sacred
ground. There was not a man who knew her
well enough to like her well, who now would
have dared to tell her he loved her any more
than he would have dared to tell her so dur-
ing the lifetime of her husband.

Mrs. Justin had her life-work, in which she
took a warm and enduring interest. The ob-
ject of her thought and labor, especially dur-
ing that part of the year which she spent in
the city, was the higher education of woman ;
and her plans for carrying out this purpose
were very effectual, but of a simple and quiet
nature. She belonged to a society which did
not have for its object the establishment of
colleges or similar institutions for young
women, but aimed solely to assist, in the
most private and unobtrusive way, those who
wished to enjoy the advantages of such insti-
tutions as already existed, and were not able
to do so. Many a girl who had gone through
college with high honors would never have been
able to touch the hem of a freshman’s dress
had it not been for the unseen but entirely
sufficient support afforded by the association
of which Mrs. Justin was the head and front.

In this enterprise Horace Stratford had
long been a hearty fellow-worker, and many
of its best results were due to his interest in
its object, and knowledge of men and things.
He had known Mrs. Justin’s husband, and it
was on his account that he had first come
into this region ; and now, for some years, he
had made a home in the Bullripple house,
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which stood in the midst of a country which
especially suited his summer moods.

Mrs. Justin and Stratford had been sitting
on her piazza for about ten minutes when he
remarked: “I thought you had visitors here.”

“8So I have,” said Mrs. Justin, “but they
have gone for a walk. One of them is Gay
Armatt. You remember her, don’t you? ”

“1 remember the name, but not the per-
son.”

“ You ought to remember her,” said Mrs.
Justin, “I expect her to be the brightest
jewel in my crown, if I ever get one. She is
the girl we sent to Astley University, and she
has just been graduated ahead of everybody —
young men, as well as her sister students.”

“What are her strong points?” asked
Stratford.

¢ Mathematics and classics,” answered Mrs.
Justin, and the present ambition of her life
is to continue her studies, and get the degree
of Ph.D.; and, knowing her as well as I do,
I believe she will succeed.”

¢TI now remember hearing of the girl,” said
Stratford. “ But who is your other visitor?”

¢ That 1s Mr. Crisman, to whom Gay is
engaged to be married.”

“ Indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Stratford, I
must say the young lady does not seem to be
idling away any of her time. How old is she?
And was this man her fellow-student ?”

“She is over twenty,” said Mrs. Justin;
“and Mr. Crisman is not a student at all. He
is in business in the city. They have been
engaged for more than a year, and will be
married next winter. And now, how much
more do you want to know? I see by your
looks that you are not satisfied.”

1 like to know as much as possible about
people with whom I am going to associate,”
said Stratford, “ and I cannot help wonder-
ing why you have those young persons here.”

“ Gay’s family live in Maryland,” said Mrs,
Justin, “but I did not want her to go down
there this summer. I think her relatives have
an idea that she has studied enough, and I
am afraid of their influence upon her. Here
she will have every opportunity to work as
much as any one ought to in the summer-
time ; and I flatter myself that my influence
will be good for her. I believe that Gay has
an exceptionally fine future before her, and T
don’t intend to drop her until I see her enter
upon it. And I couldn’t invite her here with-
out asking Mr. Crisman to come and spend
his Sundays with her, and his vacation, when
he gets it, which will be in August, I think.
He would have done all that if she had gone
to Maryland.”

“ But haven’t you any fears,” asked Strat-
ford, ‘ that the girl's marriage will be an
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effectual extinguisher to this brilliant future
that you talk of 2 ”

“ Not a bit of it,” answered Mrs. Justin
warmly. ¢ That has all been settled. Gay
and I have talked it over, and we have
planned out everything. The marriage is
not to interfere in the least with her studies
and her future vocation in life. There is no
earthly reason why it should, and I shall
be very glad to see another proof in sup-
port of the fact that a woman need not re-
main a spinster in order to become eminent
in art, science, or anything else. Here they
are now.” And the young couple coming up
the steps of the piazza, Mr. Stratford was
made acquainted with them.

After a few minutes’ conversation Miss
Armatt and her companion went into the
house ; and Mr. Stratford, as he arose to take
leave of Mrs. Justin, remarked: “ Did I un-
derstand you to say that girl is over twenty ?
She doesn’t look it.”

“She was nearly seventeen when I first
met her, four years ago,” said Mrs. Justin,
¢ and she was then better grounded in math-
ematics than most students of twenty. How
do you like her? ”

“ As far as looks go I think she is charm-
ing,” said Mr. Stratford.

“ And you will like her just as much in
every other way,” said Mrs. Justin, as she
shook hands with him. ¢ Don’t forget that
you are to dine with us to-morrow.”

Mirs. Justin’s country dinner-hour was three
o'clock; and after that meal was over the
next day, Stratford and Mr. Crisman sat to-
gether for an hour, smoking and talking. Mr.
Crisman did most of the talking, and he told
his companion a great deal about himself and
his business, and also stated a good many
opinions he had formed in regard to the public
questions of the day. Mr. Stratford did not
say much, but he smoked very steadily, and
was an admirable listener.

“ Well,” said Crisman, when, at last, he
rose and whisked away with his handkerchief
some fallen ashes from his coat, “ I am going
to look up Miss Armatt, and see if we can’t
have a row on that little river, as Mrs. Justin
calls it, although I should say it would have
to grow a great deal before it would have a
right to that name. I have got to make the
most of my time, you know, as I start back
to town early to-morrow morning.”

“ You will find the navigation of the creek
rather difficult,” said Mr. Stratford, ¢ until
you understand its windings and its shallows.”

“ Oh, I don’t mind that sort of thing!” ex-
claimed Crisman. ¢“If we stick fast anywhere,
I’ll roll up my trousers, jump out, and push
her off. I'm used to roughing it.”
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Stratford said ne more, but he noticed that
shortly afterwards Miss Armatt and her ffancé
started for a stroll in the woods, and did not
go upon the water.

Early on the Monday Mr. Crisman went
away to resume his weekly business career in
the city; and on Tuesday morning Mr, Strat-
ford found himself again at Mrs. Justin’s
house. He came this time on business, as the
lady wished to consult him in regard to some
plans she was making for future work. Miss
Gay, being left to her own companionship,
concluded to take a walk along the shaded
banks of Cherry River. There was no doubt
in her mind as to the propriety of this desig-
nation. Her affection for Mrs. Justin was so
warm that if that lady had called the little
stream a lake, Gay Armatt would have thought
of it only as Cherry Lake.

No one who did not know Miss Gay, and
who now saw her strolling by the waterside,
would have connected her in his mind with
differential calculus or Sophoclesin the original.
In coloring she somewhat resembled Mrs. Jus-
tin, having light hair and dark eyes, but there
the similarity ceased, for one was somewhat
tall, with the grace of a woman, and the other
was somewhat short, with the grace of a girl

Miss Gay was in a very cheery mood, as
she slowly made her way under the trees and
the sometimes too familiarly bending bushes
which bordered the banks of the stream ; and
stopping now and then in some open space,
where the glorious sun of June sprinkled his
gold on the leaves and the water, and filled
the petals of the wild flowers that moved
their fragile stems in the gentle breeze with
a warm purple light. She had a secret this
morning ; it was not much of a secret, but it
was too much for her to keep to herself; she
must tell it to some one or something. A
little bird sat on the twig of a tree, which still
swayed on account of the youthful haste with
which he had alighted upon it. Gay stood
still, and looked at him.

¢ Little bird,” she said, “ I will tell you my
secret. I must tell it to somebody, and I
know it will be safe with you. This is my
birthday, and I am twenty-one years old. I
wouldn’t tell Mrs. Justin because she would
have been sure to make me a present, or do
something for me on account of the day, and
she has done so much for me already that I
wouldn’t have her do that. ButI can tell you,
little bird, and be quite sure that you won't
think that I expect you to give me anything.”

The little bird bobbed his head around
and looked at her with one eye; then he
bobbed it again and looked at her with the
other; after which he fluffed up his breast-
feathers with an air as though he would say:
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“So old as that! I amsure you don’tlook it I”’
And then he pressed his feathers down over
the secret and flew away.

Miss Gay walked on. “ This is the most
charming birthday I ever had,” she said. *1I
think it 1s because I feel so free, and so glad
that I have got through with all that hard
study. And now I am going to breathe a lit-
tle before I begin again, and I want every
one of you to know — birds over there on the
other side of the river, butterflies on the bank,
and dragon-flies skimming about over the
surface of the water, yes, and even the fish
which I can see whisking themselves around
down there, and you, whatever you were who
flopped into the water just ahead of me with-
out letting me see you, as if I would hurt you,
you foolish thing — I want you all to know
what a charming thing it is to breathe a little
before you begin again; though I don’t be-
lieve any of you ever do begin again, but just
keep on always with what you have to do.”

And so she walked on until the stream
made a sudden bend to the left, and then she
took a path which led through the trees to
the right, into the open fields, where she
strolled over the grass and by the hedgerows,
inhaling, as she went, all the tender odors of
the youth of summer. Her course now turned
towards the house and the farm buildings;
and after clambering over arail fence she soon
saw before her a large bam-yard, in the
midst of which stood a towering straw-stack,
glistening in the sun. Unlatching the wide
gate, she entered the yard, and stood upon
the clean straw which had been spread over
its surface, gazing upon the stack.

This little mountain of wheat-stalks had
probably stood there all winter, but fresh
straw from the barn had recently been thrown
out upon it, and it looked as sweet and clean
and bright as though it had just been piled up
fresh from the harvest field.

Then spoke up the happy soul of the girl,
and said to her: “What a perfectly lovely
straw-stack for a slide!"” It had been years
since Gay had slidden down a stack, but all
the joys of those rapturous descents came
back to her as she stood and gazed. Then
her eyes began to sparkle, and the longings
of youth held out their arms, and drew her
towards the stack.

She looked here, and she looked there, she
looked towards the barn ; all the windows and
doors were closed. She looked towards the
‘fields and the house; not a person was in
‘sight. Not a living creature did she see, save
two gray pullets scratching in a corner of the
yard. It is not an easy thing to climb the

(To be continued.)
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slippery sides of a straw-stack, but Gay had
once been proficient in that art, and her hands
and feet had not lost their cunning, There
was some difficult scrambling and some retro-
gressions, but she was full of vigor and strong
intent, and she soon stood upon the sum-
mit, her cheeks and lips in fullest bloom,
and her whole body beating with the warm
pride of success. Her hat had fallen off in the
ascent, but she tossed back her ruffled hair,
and thought nothing of this mishap. She
looked up to the blue sky, and out upon the
green fields, and then down upon the smooth
sides of the stack, which sloped beneath her.

Now a httle cloud spread itself over her
countenance. “ Gabriella Armatt,” she said to
herself, “is it proper for you to slide down
this stack ? That was all very well when you
were a girl, but think of it now.” Then she
thought for a moment, and the cloud passed
away, and she spoke for herself: ¢ Yes, I am
really and truly a girl yet,” she said, “ this is
my birthday and only the morning of it; I
shall never have such a chance as this again,
and I oughtn’t to take it if it comes. Yes, I
will have one slide down this stack ! And that
w_illl be the very end of my existence as a
girl!l”

Mrs. Justin and Mr. Stratford had finished
their business and were walking across the
lawn towards the barn. Suddenly Stratford
stopped as they were passing under the shade
of a wide-spreading tree.

“Js that Miss Armatt on the top of that
straw-stack ? " he asked.

Mrs. Justin also stopped. “ Why, surely, it
is!” she said. “ And how in the world did
she get up there ?”

“ Climbed up, I suppose,” said Mr. Strat-
ford, “after the fashion of boys and girls.
Doesn’t she look charming standing up there
in the bright sunlight?”

“ Her pedestal 1s too insecure,” said Mrs.
Justin. “ If she steps too much to one side or
the other that straw will give way beneath
her, and she will have a fall.”

Mrs. Justin was just about to call outin a
voice of warning, but she suddenly checked
herself, At that moment Miss Gay sat down
on the extreme edge of the top of the stack,
and then, as a gull makes its swift downward
swoop through the clear morning air to the
glittering ocean crests, so Gay slid down the
long side of that straw-stack from girlhood into
womanhood.

As she arrived at the bottom, a mass of
pink and white, and tumbled hair, Mrs. Justin
ejaculated, “Well!” But Horace Stratford
said nothing; and the two walked on.

Frank R. Stockion.
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IV.

N the day after Gay Ar-
matt’s birthday Mr. Strat-
ford went fishing near the
foot of the mountains, and
he brought back a very fair
string of trout; but on the

- following day, which was
Thursday, he drove over to Mrs. Justin's
place, and found the two ladies engaged in
setting up a target on the lawn where they
were going to practice archery. He received
a warm welcome, for Mrs. Justin knew him
as a good bowman, and he speedily took the
arrangement of the target and the stringing
of the bows into his own hands.

It was not long before he found that the
course of studies at Miss Armatt’s college had
not included archery, and that, although she
had a good eye and a strong arm, she knew
but little of the use of the bow and arrow.
Mris. Justin was an excellent archer and
needed no assistance, and although Stratford
took his shots when his turn came, he gave
the most of his time to the tuition of Miss
Armatt. He informed her—and in a manner
which seemed as if he were telling her some-
thing she had once known and now for-
gotten — how she must stand, how she must
throw back her shoulders and advance her
left foot, how she must draw the feathered
end of the arrow back to her little ear, how
she must set her eye upon the target and her
mind upon the arrow. Once he found it neces-
sary to place her fingers properly around the
string. But whatever he did, and whatever
he told her, was done and said with such a
courteous, almost deferential, manner, that
the relation of teacher to pupil scarcely sug-
gested itself. It seemed rather as if Gay and
Mr. Stratford were partners in a match against
Mors. Justin, and that they were helping each
other.

When he had gone, Gay Armatt expressed
a high opinion of Mr. Stratford. He seemed
to know so much, and was so kind, and gen-
tle, and pleasant in his way of telling people
how to do things. And to this remark Mrs.
Justin answered that she knew of no one who
was more of a gentleman at heart than Horace
Stratford.
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Whereupon Miss Gay had an idea, down at
the bottom of her mind, about a certain rela-
tion that she thought would be very suitable
indeed, and which gave her pleasure to think
of. But nothing would have induced her to
mention this idea to Mrs. Justin.

Mr. Stratford came no more to the Justin
mansion until Sunday, when he staid to din-
ner, and spent the afternoon. Mr. Crisman
was there, and he and Miss Armatt were very
glad to see a visitor, for it was a rainy day,
and there could be no strolling through the
woods; but with some one to talk to Mrs.
Justin in the library, there was no reason why
the two younger people should not wander
off into some other part of the house, and
stay away as long as they pleased.

In the evening, however, they were all to-
gether, and Mr. Stratford, with that courtesy
which was characteristic of him, yielded the
floor, during the greater part of the time, to
the younger man. Mrs. Justin expressed the
hope that Mr. Crisman might arrange mat-
ters so that he could arrive earlier in the day
when he returned on the following Saturday.
In that case they could make up a croquet
party of four for the afternoon. Croquet was
a game of which Mrs. Justin was very fond,
although it had gone out of fashion; but Mr.
Crisman put his hands in his pockets and
smiled. Then he stated, with an air of not
unkindly superiority, that he had but a small
opinion of croquet and archery; that is, con-
sidered as recreative occupations for adults.

“If there were enough people here and in
the neighborhood to getup a base-ball match,”
he said, “that would be something worth
considering, but I rather think my grass-bill-
iard days are over. Then, there’s another
thing,” said Mr. Crisman, turning suddenly
towards Mrs. Justin; *“ I sha'n’t be able to
come here next Saturday, anyway, for some
of my friends and myself have made up a
party to go on a cruise on the Sound ina
yacht. You see I want to get a little sea air
when I have a chance, and I shall have plenty
of the mountains when I come here to spend
my vacation.”

“You never said anything to me of not
coming next Saturday,” said Gay reproach-
fully.

“ No,” said Mr. Crisman, turning to her
Stockton. All rights reserved.
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with a smile; ¢ I didn’t want to plump it on
you too soon.”

Mr. Stratford now rose to go home, and
Mrs. Justin went out on the piazza with him
to see if there was any chance of a clear day
for the morrow, thus giving Mr. Crisman an
opportunity to soothe the injured feelings of
Miss Gay.

The next day Stratford drove over to the
railroad station, and brought back with him
his friend Arthur Thorne, whom he had in-
vited to the Bullripple farm for a week’s fish-
ing. Mr. Thorne was a very earnest worker
at fishing; and indeed he always worked
earnestly, whether in pursuit of pleasure or
profit. On the day after his arrival he walked
steadily in his wading-boots, and with his
fishing accouterments, up the middle of a
long trout stream. The water was very cold,
and sometimes quite deep; but when Mr.
Thorne did anything he did it in the right
way, and he knew very well that the way to
fish a trout stream was to wade up the middle
of it against the current. His friend Stratford
was not so thorough in his methods, and fre-
quently did a great part of his day’s fishing
while standing on dry land; but for all that
he generally caught all the trout that he and
the Bullripple family could eat.

When, towards the close of the afternoon,
the two friends returned to the farm-house,
they found Mrs. People in a state of wild agi-
tation. Stratford had scarcely set foot upon
the porch when she took him to one side, and
communicated to him the cause of her men-
tal and physical commotion.

“I don’t know how to begin to tell you,
Mr. Stratford,” she said, * but me an’ Enoch
has got to go to the city to-morrow mornin’
the very earliest we can, which is by the milk
train, which leaves the station at five o’clock.
Enoch got a telegraph message from John
just as we was settin’ down to dinner to-day,
an’ he sent for both of us to come to him just
as soon as ever we could, which we would
have done this afternoon, gettin’ there after
dark, to be sure, but we wouldn’t ’a’ minded
thatin times like this if it hadn’t been for you
an’ the other gentleman, who couldn’t be left
with nobody but Marier to cook for you an’
take care of you, who isn’t no more able even
to set your table, let alone a-cookin’ a beef-
steak an’ makin’ coffee as you like it, than she
is to go into the pulpit an’ preach; an’ so, of
course, we had to stay until we could see
what could be done to make you an’ your
friend comfortable while we was away, which
won't be more than three or four days, judgin’
from John’s message, which was a good long
one, though I thought that ten words was all
anybody ever sent. An’ I'm sure nothin’
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could /a’ happened worse than havin’ to go
away at this time just in the very week that
you have company.”

“ But what is the matter, Mrs. People ? ”
said Mr. Stratford. “You haven’t told me that.
Has anything happened to your son? ”

“Happened !” she exclaimed. “Why, 1
should say something had happened! Vatol-
di’s has been boycotted.”

At this announcement Mr. Stratford mani-
fested his surprise by laughing outright.
“What utter absurdity ! ” he exclaimed. “And
why in the world should you and your brother
be called upon in an emergency of this sort ? ”

“John says,” replied Mrs. People, “ that
he must instantly have somebody he can trust,
an’ we are the only ones. What he wants
with us I don’t know. But down we must
go, an’ no later than five o’clock to-morrow
mornin’ either. John knows very well that
Enoch’s hired man, Jim Neal, can do every-
thing that’s needed on the farm for two or
three days, anyway ; and I suppose he’d forgot
about Marier not bein’ able to cook for any-
body but farm hands, an’ they wouldn’t stand
her more 'n a week at the outside, an’, of
course, he didn’t know your friend was here.
Butthere’snouse talkin’ about all that. What's
to be done now is for you two gentlemen to
make up your minds what you're goin’ to do
while we're gone.”

“ You need not trouble yourself about that,”
said Mr. Stratford, “if there is an urgent oc-
casion for your leaving home; and Isuppose
there must be, though I don’t understand
it. Mr. Thorne and I will do very well while
you are gone. We will consider that we are
camping out, and what cooking Maria cannot
do I can do myself. I'm a very good hand at
that sort of thing.”

“Not a bit of it! Not a bit of it!” ex-
claimed Mrs, People. “I couldn’t rest easy
for one minute on whatever kind of a bed
Jobn has to give me, for I'm sure I don’t
know what it’s goin’ to be, if I thought of you
here doin’ your own cookin’, an’ with Marier
greasin’ your way out of this world with her
lard an’ her ham-fat. No, indeed ; it shall
never be said of me that I went off an’ left
you in any such a mess as that. But here
comes Mrs. ]ustin s man, Henderson, on
horseback, an’ by the looks of him hesbnng
in’ a letter.”

The man did bring a letter, and it was for
Mr. Stratford, and in it Mrs. Justin gave him
and his friend a very cordial and earnest
invitation to stay at her house during the
absence of Mrs. People and Mr. Bullripple.

“How did Mrs. Justin know anything
about this ? ” exclaimed Stratford, when he
had read the note.
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“« Why, you see the way of it was this,”
answered Mrs. People. “As soon as Enoch
an’ me got over the worst of our flurry, which
was mostly mine, I must say, I began to
think about you an’ what was to become of
you while we was gone. Then I says to
myself: ¢ Mrs. Justin ought to know about
this, not as I'd ask anythin’ of her, for I'm
just as independent as the next person; but
still, if she wants to do anythin’ in a neigh-
borly way, it isn’t for me, who ever sence
she first come with her husband to live here
never had one word to say ag'in’ her, to put
myself an’ my independence in the way of
her doin’ it.” So I jus’ had the buggy hitched
up, an” I drove over to her house as hard as
I could go; an’ 'twould have done you good,
Mr. Stratford, to see how that mare did trot
when I worked her up to such a state of mind
that she forgot to shy at them upturned tree-
roots just at our line fence, which she’s done
reg'lar ever sence the tree was blowed down
in September of year beforelast. An’ I told
Mrs. Justin all about the thing jus’ as it
really stood, an’ she said I needn’t trouble
myself about you an’ the other gentleman,
for she’d invite you to stay till I got back. I
made up my mind I wouldn’t say nothin’
about this till she sent over an’ asked you,
for it wasn’t any of my business to interfere
with her concerns, nor her way of attendin’
to 'em; but I must say I felt a mighty relief
when I saw that man Henderson comin’ with
a letter, which, of course, I knew he had an’
what it was. An’ now I’ll be off and see
about supper, or else Marier’ll give you a taste
of what you might have expected if you'd
been left here with her to take care of you.”

Stratford reflected some little time before
answering Mrs. Justin’s note, but then, after
consulting with Thorne, and considering that
the invitation was a very honest and kindly-
intentioned one, which should not be declined
without good reason, he determined to acceptit.

In the early gray of the next morning Enoch
and Mrs. People took the milk train for the
city, and Stratford and Mr. Thorne drove over
to Mrs. Justin’s house in time for breakfast.

V.

THERE was, indeed, trouble at Vatoldi's,
and John People found himself in a perplexed
and soul-harrowed condition. The establish-
ment over which he presided was such a well-
ordered one that everybody seemed to be sur-
prised at the sudden changes which had taken
place in this favorite resort. The employees
had always been well treated and well paid,
and had never shown any dissatisfaction with
the rules of the establishment. But recently
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they had broken out in open rebellion against
a fundamental regulation.

It was a cherished belief in the mind of
Mr. Stull that a waiter should look like a
waiter, and that his working-clothes should
not be the same as those worn by gentlemen
on ceremonious occasions. None of the wait-
ers at Vatoldi’s had ever made the slightest
objection to their neat and appropriate cos-
tume. But a man had recently been engaged,
George Bencher by name, whose soul soared
above the restrictions imposed by narrow-
minded authority. He made it plain to the
other men that in all first-class restaurants
the waiters wore dress-coats in the evening,
and for him and his fellows to be attired in
jackets and aprons at all hours was a visible
proof that they worked in an establishment
of a low order, or else did not possess the
manhood with which to assert their rights.
A united demand was therefore made on Johne
People that the waiters should thereafter be
allowed to wear dress-suits in the evening,
instead of jackets and aprons.

John People, of course, was not empowered
to make a decision in an important case like
this, nor could he say that he would refer the
matter to his superiors, for, in the ordinary
management of the business, he was not sup-
posed to have any. Everybody connected with
the place knew that the original Vatoldi must
now be dead, and that, if John had not
bought out the place, he was conducting it
for the heirs. Mr. Stull had always insisted
that, while John must refer to him in matters
of any importance whatever, he must, at the
same time, take care that no one should
imagine that he was obliged to refer to any-
body. Mr. Stull was most anxious that no
curiosity should be aroused, and no imperti-
nent investigations set on foot, in regard to
the ownership of Vatoldi’s.

Consequently John was obliged to tell the
men that he must take a little time to think
over the matter, and when he went to the
bank that afternoon to make his daily de-
posit and confer with Mr. Stull, he laid the
affair before that gentleman. Mr. Stull was
very indignant, and ordered John to tell the
waiters that on no account would their ab-
surd and impudent demand be complied with ;
so long as they served at Vatoldi’s they
should never wear dress-coats; and that, if
they desired to adopt that style of dress, they
must go somewhere else and do it. John
gave the waiters his decision that evening,
and when it was received every man took off
his jacket and apron, put on his ordinary
coat and his hat, and departed, and the estab-
lishment closed an hour or two earlier than
usual.
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But John was equal to the emergency, and
before the busy hours began next day he had
secured, from the list of applicants in his
possession, enough waiters with whom to
carry on the service. Now the war began,
the offensive operations of which were directed
by the energetic Bencher. Many of the newly
employed waiters were frightened away, and
threats of loss of reputation and ill-usage
weakened the forces in the kitchen. More
than this, Bencher determined to produce an
impression upon the patrons of Vatoldi's, and,
if possible, bring about a boycott of the place.
The discontented waiters were called upon
to contribute to a fund, and the money was
employed in efforts to make the public believe
that they should not patronize Vatoldi’s. Men
were hired to parade the sidewalk in front of
the place, bearing banners on which were
painted warning inscriptions. “ Eat not at the
<house of the oppressor!” sounding like a
text of Scripture, was expected to have much
effect. Another inscription, based upon the
belief in Vatoldi’s decease, read thus:

“The Ghost’s Restaurant
Kept By A Dead Man.
Cooking Done In The Vault,”

These banner-bearers, however, with the
crowds they attracted in the busy thorough-
fare, were soon driven away by the police;
but the generous distribution of hundreds of
coples of a circular which Bencher had com-
posed and had had printed was found to be
of great service to the cause of the boycotters.
This informed the public that if they patron-
ized Vatoldi’s they might expsct that the
conscienceless management would be just as
ready to impose bad eggs and tallow butter
upon its patrons as it was to lay its vile yokes
upon the necks of its employees; with much
more matter of a like character.

As the authorship of these circulars could
be referred to nobody in particular, and as
they might be scattered by any one as he
passed the place, it was difficult to prevent
their distribution. People would stop to look
into Vatoldi’s to see what was going on, and
other people stopped to see what these were
looking at. Under these circumstances very
few ladies came to Vatoldi's; and although
a good many men persisted in taking their
meals there in spite of the inferior service,
the ordinary luncher or diner preferred to go
to some restaurant not so prominent in public
notice, and the patronage of the place fell
off greatly,

The heart of Mr. Stull was filled with indig-
nation and energetic resolve. Ifhe could have
appeared in his proper person as proprietor
and manager of the boycotted establishment,
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he would have conducted affairs with such
courage and wisdom as would have entitled
him to the approbation of all good citizens.
But it was simply impossible for him to make
up his mind to avow himself the owner of Va-
toldi’s. His pride in the high position which he
held in social and financial circles would never
allow him to admit, even in such a crisis as this,
that his fortune in any way depended upon
his ability as a restaurant-keeper. Social stand-
ing was dearer to him even than money, and
he would much have preferred to see Vatoldi’s
deserted by its patrons for a month, or even a
year, than to see himself and his family de-
serted by “ Society.”

But he did not mtend that Vatoldi’s should
be deserted. He could do nothing openly;
but indirectly as a patron of the place, and as
an earnest defender of the right of man to carry
on a legitimate business in his own way, he
did a great deal. He took all his meals at the
place, and induced many of his friends to go
there. He urged them to do this for the ¢ prin-
ciple of the thing,” although he did not hesi-
tate to say that he should be very sorry to see
this establishment, the best of its kind in the
city, come to grief. He took his wife and three
daughters to Vatoldi’s for lunch and also for
dinner, and both his carriage and his coupé
were kept standing as long as possible before
the door.

When John People came to him at the usual
hour, Mr. Stull fairly loaded him with injunc-
tions and directions. If anything very impor-
tant occurred, John was to telegraph to him at
bank or residence, in a simple cipher, of which
Mr. Stull had prepared two copies; and the
faithful manager was ordered, whenever his
employer went up to the desk to pay his bill,
to give him, with his change, a brief report of
the state of affairs up to that time. It was at
this conference that it was agreed that Mr.
Bullripple and Mrs. People should be sent for.
It was quite obvious that in this emergency
John must have some assistants in whom he
could trust; and although his mother and his
uncle knew nothing of restaurant-keeping,
they were persons of varied abilities and much
energy, and he felt that he knew no one else
m whom he could place a like confidence.
Mr. Stull was acquainted with the old farmer
and his sister, and while they were not the
people whom he would have decided to call
upon, had he had a choice, he knew that they
were honest and devoted to John; and those
points decided him to authorize John to call
upon them.

Mr. Bullripple and Mrs. People arrived at
Vatoldi’s about eleven o’clock on the second
day of the boycott—an hour of the morning
at which, even on ordinary occasions, there
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were comparatively few customers in the place.
John expected them by this train, and know-
ing that the meeting with his parent would not
be an exhibition suitable for the public eye, he
had retired at the proper moment to a small
back room used as a storage pantry; and it
was there that his mother infolded him in her
arms, and assured him with streaming eyes
that she would stand by him to the last bone
in her body.

When the emotions of Mrs. People had
been somewhat quieted, and Enoch Bullrip-
ple had taken his nephew by the hand and
had inquired what was the trouble, and what
John wanted him to do, they all sat down at
a table in the corner of the large room, and
everything was explained. Mrs. People was
very anxious toknow what Mr. Vatoldithought
about it all, but John evaded her questions.

¢ Everything is left to me,” he said. “The
proprietor is away and cannot come here, and
I must manage the whole affair myself; and
I think I can get through all right if you two
will stay here for a few days until things come
straight again.”

“ We'll stay, John,” said his mother, “just
as long as youneed us, You may depend on
that.”

« That’s so,” added the old man. “We'll
stick to you till the place is either shut up or
running along as it used to. Now, do you
want me to carve, or to wash dishes?”

It did not take long for John to explain
what he wanted hisnew assistants to do. His
mother was to go into the kitchen. The head
cook had been induced to follow the waiters,
and although the assistants who remained
were moderately skilled in their duties, they
could not be trusted to work without super-
vision. Mr. Bullripple was to keep a general
eye upon the dining-room, and when John
went out was to preside at the cashier’s desk.
He was not quick at making change, but he
could do so with great accuracy, having a very
sharp eye for a penny.

Enoch Bullripple had not always been a
farmer. Although country-bred, he had at
one time kept a small grocery store in the
eastern part of the city, and after that he had
made a voyage to the West Indies, during
which his speculations in early cabbages and
potatoes had proved very profitable to him.
The head, arms, and legs of Mr. Bullripple
were very hard, and his movements and his
wits were quick. He was not ignorant of the
ways of the town, and was one of those coun-
trymen against whom town dealers are much
more likely to endeavor to defend themselves
than to try to impose upon them. He entered
with much interest into the new line of busi-
ness now open to him at Vatoldi’s. He was very
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willing to give his nephew all the assistance
in his power, but he also had a strong desire
to make use of the opportunities that might
now be afforded him to find out what was
that nephew’s true position in the establish-
ment., If Vatoldi were dead, as he had reason
to believe, could it be possible that John was
now the real proprietor? In that case, what
became of the very large profits which must
accrue from the business? But if John were
merely acting as the agent of some one else,
who was that some one else? This was the
question to which Enoch gave his attention,
for he did not believe that John was actually
at the head of affairs. He was quite sure that
there was a proprietor and general director
in the background, and he was quite as sure
that this person desired to remain very much
in the background. It was not merely curi-
osity which prompted Enoch to discover the
unknown owner and his motives for secrecy.
He believed that his nephew was carrying a
very heavy load with but very little profit to
himself, and that if he, Enoch, could get one
of his strong thumbs into the Vatoldi pie, he
would be able to pull out a plum for John.

Mr. Bullripple walked up and down be-
tween the rows of tables in the long room,
sometimes taking his seat on an empty chair,
of which, on this day, there were a good many.
He kept his eyes on the new waiters who
had been employed, looking sharply for signs
of disaffection and intimidation. Now and
then he stepped to the door to see if he could
discover any of those banners of which he had
been told, and several times he made a sud-
den swoop out upon the sidewalk, and in the
direction of a boy who was distributing the
circulars of the boycotters. He never caught
the boy, but he picked up a great many circu-
lars, and carried them in to be burned.

A little before three o’clock John asked his
uncle to take his place at the cashier’s desk,—
a good deal of a sinecure just then,—as he
was obliged to go to the bank and make his
deposits.

“Can’t T go for you?” asked his uncle.

“ Oh, no,” said John; “I always do that
myself.”

The rest of the afternoon and evening passed
disagreeably at Vatoldi’s. As night drew on,
a crowd of idlers, apparently sent there for
the purpose of making the ordinary public
believe that something was going to happen,
stood, dispersed, and reassembled upon the
sidewalk. Sometimes rough fellows would
come in and demand something to drink, with-
out anything to eat, and when told that re-
freshments were not served here in that fash-
ion would complain violently, and would go
away with loud words of derision and con-
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tempt. Nearly every one who passed the
place seemed to carry in his hand one of
Bencher’s circulars; and when, in the course
of the evening, Mr. Stull and his friends, with
other gentlemen who had determined to pat-
ronize on principle this persecuted restaurant,
came in, nearly all of them ordered something
or other which John had thought would not
be called for in these troublous times, and
which, therefore, was not on hand. If Mr.
Stull said anything to John when he went
up to the cashier’s desk, it must have been
spoken very quickly, and in an undertone, for
no one noticed it. But, as he walked away,
Mr. Stull’s fate was very red, while John’s
seemed troubled. At the close of the day
several of the newly engaged waiters informed
Mr. People that they would like to have their
money for their day’s work, and that they
should not return. They had not understood
the state of affairs when they agreed to come
there, and they did not wish to mix them-
selves up in any such trouble. Of course no
one of them said anything about the private
note he had received that day from Bencher.

John had secured rooms for his mother and
uncle in the boarding-house where he lived;
and after the young man had taken his weary
body and soul to bed, the two elders had a
little confabulation in the parlor.

“If this thing goes on much longer,” said
Mrs. People, “it will bring that boy to his
dying bed. He’s pretty nigh worn out now.”

“That's so,” replied Enoch; “John is
mighty stout on his pins, but he looks shaky,
for all that.”

“Pins are no good,” said his sister, “no
matter how fat they may be, when the mind
is so troubled and tossed it can’t sleep. An’
just look at that Vatoldi!”

“1 wish I could,” said Enoch, “but I don’t
expect to.”

“ No, indeed,” said Mrs. People ; “it’s easy
enough to see that he’s goin’ to keep himself
out of harm’s way, an’ trouble’s way too, an’
leave my boy to bear everything. I tell you
what let’s do, Enoch. Let’s shut the place up,
an’ take John away. Then, if Vatoldi wants
to open 1t again, let him come an’ open it.”

¢ That wouldn’t do, Hannah ; that wouldn’t
do,” said Enoch. “If the reg’lar customers,
like Mr. Stull and all them carriage people,
was to find the place shut up, they’d go some-
where else, and not come back again. It
won’t do to spile a good business that way.”

“It’s a long time sence John has had a holi-
day,” said Mrs. People, after a little pause,
“an’ he's always told me he couldn’t have
one, because there was nobody to take his
place while he was gone. Now it strikes me
that this is just the time for John to get his
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holiday. Here’s you an me on hand to be
in his place; an’ as long as the restaurant’s
boycotted there won't be much to do, an’
what little business there is you an’ me can
attend to well enough without John.”

“ That's a good idea, Hannah,” said Enoch,
“a very good idea. As long as the business
is upset, and hind-part foremost, and stand-
ing on its head, I can do what marketing is
needed, and boss the waiters. But if every-
thing was a-runnin’ on as smooth and even
as the fly-wheel of a steam-engine, with hun-
dreds of people comin’ in, and eatin’ and
drinkin’, and never seein’ nothin’ to find
fault with, then you and me would get the
whole machinery out of order, because we
don’t understand it, and John, or somebody
like him, would have to be on hand. But
now we can go into this rough-and-tumble
business as well as anybody, and keep things
as straight as they can be kept till that lot of
stupid waiters see which side their bread is
buttered, and come back. Then John can
take hold again, and everything go on as it
used to. You're right, Hannah., This is the
time for John’s holiday, if he's ever goin’ to
get one.”

‘“ But he’s got to get it!” said Mrs. People,
her emotion lifting her to her feet. “I know
he'll say he can’t, an’ he won't. But that’s
not goin’ to make any difference with me.
I'm determined he shall have a rest. Why,
when he went off to bed jus’ now he was
about able to get upstairs, an’ no more.”

Enoch Bullripple had much more faith in the
enduring powers of John than had been ex-
pressed by Mrs. People, but for more reasons
than one he greatly desired that the young
man should have a holiday. If he, Enoch,
should be left in charge of Vatoldi’s for a few
days, he felt sure that he could get at the
bottom of the mystery of the proprietorship.

“ But, Hannah,” said he, “I really don’t
see how it’s goin’ to be done.”

“1 don’t neither,” said Mrs. People, “ but
it’s got to be done, an’ that's the long an’ the
short of it.”

VI,

THE two gentlemen, whose residence at the
Bullripple farm had been interrupted by the
boycott at Vatoldi’s, found the hfe at Mrs.
Justin’shousea very pleasant one. Mr. Thorne,
having come into the mountains to fish, fished;
and his friend Stratford usually went with
him on his excursions. In the evening this
family of four adapted itself very well to cards,
conversafion, or twilight strolls, and the la-
dies found fault with Mr. Thorne because he
worked so hard at his fishing, and gave none
of his daytime to pursuits in which they could
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take part. But he was a thoroughly consci-
entious young man, and as he came to the
mountains to fish, he fished.

As his friend now began to know the coun-
try, Mr. Stratford frequently left him to wade
the cold trout streams alone, while he gave
some of his time to the entertainment of the
ladies. One afternoon he took them, with the
Justin horses and carriage, on a long drive
through some of the valley roads. On the
next day he did not go out with Mr. Thorne at
all, as Mrs. Justin desired his opinion on a
business letter she Had received from some of
her fellow-workers ; and in the afternoon, Mrs.
Justin having retired to the library to com-
pose her answer, Stratford proposed to Miss
Armatt that she should go in a boat on Cherry
Creek, and investigate the beauty of that wind-
ing stream.

“ Why, I thought the Cherry River, as I
shallcall it, was not navigable,” said Miss Gay.
“When Mr, Crisman and I wanted to go row-
ing, Mrs. Justin told us that it was so full of
sand-bars and snags and all sorts of obstruc-
tions, that boating on it was not to be thought
Of."

“She was entirely right,” answered Strat-
ford; “that is, when speaking of persons not
familiar with the peculiarities of the stream.
It would be extremely awkward and per-
haps dangerous for you and Mr. Crisman to
essay boating here. But in this case it is
different. I have lived here a great deal, and
have made myself perfectly acquainted with
the eccentricities of the river, or creek. Sup-
pose you come and let us see what progress
wé can make.”

“ Oh, I shall be delighted,” said Gay. And,
tossing on her hat, she walked with Stratford
to the water-side.

In rowing of the sort that was required here
Stratford was an adept. With Miss Gay in the
stern of the boat, and himself placed moder-
ately well forward, so that the flat-bottomed
craft should draw as little water as possible,
he rowed rapidly over the deeper and open
places, pulled close to one bank to avoid the
shallows by the other, crushed steadily through
beds of lily-pads, and once slowly and gently
pushed the boat beneath the trunk of a tree
which spanned the stream, keeping his eyes
meantime on Gay to see that her head and
shoulders were bent low enough to prevent
contact with the rough overhanging bark,

As they went on, the stream became wider
and deeper, and they met with fewer impedi-
ments; and it was not long before, to Miss
Armatt’s great delight, Stratford turned the
boat into a mnarrow tributary stream, which,
running through the heart of the woods, pre-
sented to the eye a lovely water-avenue, pass-

221

ing under overhanging arches of green leaves,
mossy branches, and down-reaching vines,
This little stream, though narrow, was deeper
and much more open to the approaches of a
little boat than the upper part of Cherry Creek,
and for ten or fifieen minutes Stratford rowed
quite steadily, keeping his head the meanwhile
turned well to one side so that he should not
run into either of the banks.

Then he stopped, and, drawing in the oars,
said: “ Now I'll rest for a time and look about
me.”

“ Youll see nothing,” exclaimed Miss Gay
with sparkling eyes, “that is not perfectly
love

Stratford looked about him and perceived
that she was quite correct. Here and there
was a break in the green roof above them, and
the sunlight falling in little dapples on leaf
and water enhanced the beauty of the shaded
vernal hues with which the scene was mainly
tinged. On one bank a matted grape-vine
bent down so low and wide that it formed a
spreading bower over the water, under which
a little boat might gently lie. On either side
there were glimpses of forest beauty ; beyond
them, the little stream twinkled and rippled
into the far-away heart of the woods, and the
perfume from the young blossoms of the grape-
vines filled all the air.

Miss Gay sat silent, her eyes wandering
from side to side, and resting at last upon the
water-bower formed by the spreading vines.
Then she said: “I think I must try and re-
member all the twists and turns we made in
coming here, so that some time T can guide
Mr. Crisman to this spot. I don’t believe he
was ever in such a charming place.”

Stratford looked into the face of Miss Gay,
and across the clear blue sky of her delight
he saw floating a thin gray cloud. He knew
that she was thinking what a little heaven this
would be if it were but her lover who was
with her. But Stratford had not brought Miss
Armatt here that she might tell herself how
delightful it would be to sitin a boat with Mr.
Crisman under that roof of odorous vines.
He wanted to talk to her of herself, and this
he now set about to do.

He answered her remark by saying that she
would have to come over this course a good
many times before she would be able to act as
guide for any one else. He made no offer to
be her instructor in navigation, but began to
question her on the subject of her past stud-
ies and those victories in the field of learning
which she still hoped to achieve. He made
her understand how greatly interested he was
in the objects of Mrs. Justin’s life-work ;
and having heard from that lady so much of
Miss Armatt, he wished to talk to her about
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what she had done and what she intended
to do.

Miss Gay was very willing to talk of these
matters. She had learned from Mrs. Justin
that Mr, Stratford was a man whose experi-
ence and knowledge were very great, and
whose opinions were of the highest value, and
she much desired to have his advice about
her future studies.

But very little advice she received on this
occasion. Mr. Stratford wished to look into
her mind, and not to exhibit his own. Miss
Gay found it very easy to talk to her com-
panion, He seemed to want to know exactly
those things which she most wished to tell
him. In ten minutes she was speaking more
freely of her aspirations and half-matured plans
than she had ever spoken to any one before,
Mrs. Justin was her dear, kind friend, and al-
ways willing to listen and assist. But Gay had
perceived that there was not a perfect sympa-
thy between them when they talked of her fu-
ture intentions. Mrs. Justin wished her young
friend to climb, and climb boldly, but the spot
at which she would have been willing to rest
content was far below the altitude on which
Gay Armatt had fixed her eyes and her hopes.
But here was one who not only sympathized
with her in her longings, but, by his ques-
tions and his hearty interest, led her on to
bring forth ideas and plans which had long
been laid away in her mind because there was
no one to whom she could show them. She
expected to talk about all these things to Mr.
Crisman after they were married; but just
now their conversation never ran upon intel-
lectual or educational topics. There were al-
ways things of a totally different sort which
he wished to say to her.

But now, side by side with this courteous
gentleman, this scholar and careful thinker,
she walked in the regions of high thought
and far-spread prospects; and when the sun
had sunk so low that it no longer threw its
light upon the leaves and water, and Strat-
ford took up the oars and said it was time for
them to return, he looked into her face, and
on the sky of her delight there was no cloud.

Gay told Mrs. Justin all about this most de-
lightful little excursion, and hesitated not at
the same time to give vent to her high admi-
ration of Mr. Stratford.

“TItis a pity,” said Mrs. Justin, “ that Mr.
Crisman could not have rowed you into this
woodland stream.”

‘It would have been perfectly lovely,” ex-
claimed Miss Gay, “if he could have been
with me! But then,” she added, “I should
have lost that most encouraging conversation
with Mr. Stratford.”

The next afternoon Mr. Thorne was pre-
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vailed upon to stay at home and take part
in Mrs. Justin’s favorite outdoor amusement,
a game of croquet. Thornewasa kind-hearted
man, and as willing as anybody to aid in the
work of making other people happy, provided
such labor did not interfere with the things
which he really ought to do. Butnow he felt
that he had done his duty in the trout streams,
and that, having come into the mountains to
fish, he had fished. Therefore, a four-handed
game of croquet was made up.

“ Gay and Mr. Thorne will play together,”
said Mrs. Justin, “leaving you and me for
the other side.”

Stratford smiled, *“That will be a most
agreeable arrangement for me,” he said, ¢ but
I am rather sorry for Miss Armatt and Thorne.”

“That is true,” said Mrs. Justin. * I remem-
ber now that Gay said she had not had a
mallet in her hand since she was a little girl;
and you and I are both good players.”

“Thorne tells me he knows but little of
the game,” said Stratford. ¢ Shall I take him
on my side and coach him ?

“Of course not,” answered Mrs. Justin.
“We won't divide in that way. You must take
Gay, and I will play with Mr. Thorne.”

The game proved to be a very long one,
for both Mrs. Justin and Stratford were good
shots and excellent managers, and they so
harassed each other that advantages on either
side were slowly gained. But for Gay the
game was none too long. She was surprised
to find that croquet, which she had supposed
to be a thing of bygone days, relegated now
to children and very old-fashioned grown
people, was really an interesting and absorb-
ing exercise, in which many powers of the
mind, not omitting those of a mathematical
nature, were brought into vigorous play.
Every shot she made, every position she took,
and even her manner of standing and holding
her mallet were directed by Mr. Stratford ; and
the pleasure of doing these things properly,
and of feeling that every effort had its due
value, helped very much to give the game its
zest. She and her partner won, and this was
not because Mr. Stratford was a better player
than Mrs. Justin, or that Gay knew more of
the game than Mr. Thorne, but because the
younger lady subordinated herself entirely to
Stratford. They moved through the game as
one player, neither advancing far beyond the
other, and at length side by side going out
of it. Mrs. Justin did not demand such sub-
jection from her partner. She thought that
sometimes he ought to rely on himself, and
when he did so she generally found that he
had left little that she could rely on.

As they walked towards the house, Gay
Armatt said to Mrs, Justin: “I believe Mr.
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Stratford would make a splendid teacher. I
think he ought not to deprive the world of
the benefit of his extraordinary talents in that
way.”

¢ know Mr. Stratford has not the slight-
est desire,” answered Mrs. Justin, “to act as
teacher to the world,” placing a slight empha-
sis on the collective noun,

Whether Stratford liked teaching or not,
he and Miss Gay spent more than an hour
the next morning on the back piazza of the
house, with four large books from the library
and an ancient atlas.

“What in the world,” asked Mrs. Justin,
as she came out to them, “ have you two been
doing here all the morning ? ”

“We haven’t been here all the morning,”
said Stratford, “and we have been visiting
some of the head springs of literature, and
tracing the meanderings of their streams.”

“You can’t imagine,” cried Miss Gay,
“ how interesting it has been! But I had no
idea,” looking at her watch, ¢ that it was
nearly twelve o’clock, and [ have two letters
to write before you send to the post-office ! ”

Gay ran into the house, and Mrs. Justin
took her place in the chair by Stratford. It
is a pity,” she said, after glancing a few mo-
ments over the atlas, “that Mr. Crisman
chose to take his yachting expedition just
now. It would be so much more pleasant for
him to be here while you two gentlemen are
in the house. I heard from Mrs. People this
morning, and she says she will not be able
to return home until after next Sunday at the
earliest.”

Mr. Stratford looked at his companion with
a very small twinkle in his eye, but with a
grave face. “ You think,” he said, “that Mr.
Crisman ought to be here while we are here ? ”

“1 cannot but believe,” she said, looking
steadily at Stratford, ¢ that it would be better
for his interests.”

¢ And how about Miss Armatt’s interests ? "
he asked.

“What do you mean?” said the lady
quickly.

¢ Mrs. Justin,” said Stratford, closing the
atlas and leaning forward as he spoke, “1I
mean this. Miss Armatt is a young woman
in whom I have taken an extraordinary in-
terest.”

¢ It is scarcely necessary to mention that,”
remarked Mrs. Justin.

“You should not be surprised,” said he,
“at my interest in her, for you have the same
feeling yourself. You know she is a girl with
an exceptional future open to her, and you
would do anything in your power to help her.
I am of the same mind. T believe that I com-
prehend very clearly her present condition of
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intellectual development; and I see, too, in
what directions her inclinations will lead her
inregard to her future work. I thinkher views
are not exactly sound. She needs something
more than her college and her text-books can
give her; and I very much hope that I shall
be able to bring her to look upon literature,
philosophy, and science with the eye of an
untrammeled thinker. This she ought to do
before she takes another step forward. And I
honestly admit to you, Mrs. Justin, that T am
very glad to have the opportunity, uninter-
rupted by Mr. Crisman’s weekly visit, to do
what I can to assist in the cutting and polish-
ing of this jewel in your crown.”

“You know, Mr. Stratford,” said Mrs. Jus-
tin, ¢ that [ expected you to take an interest
in Gay, and that I should have been very
much disappointed if you had not done so;
but I did not expect that she would take such
a deep and absorbing interest in you.”

“I cannot say,” answered Stratford after a
moment’s pause, “that I am sorry to hear
that ; because if she is interested in me she
will be the more likely to give an earnest at-
tention to what I say.”

¢ Horace Stratford,” said Mrs. Justin, ¢ did
anybody ever turn you the least bit to the
right or the left?”

“VYes,” he answered. ¢ Here is this young
creature, with the mind of a philosopher and
the heart of a girl, who has turned me entirely
aside from what I thought I was going to do
when I came down here.”

“Tt 1s just that girl-heart which troubles
me,” thought Mrs. Justin. But she did not
deem it proper to speak her thought. Gay
Armatt was engaged to be married, and what
had she or Mr. Stratford to do with her girl-
heart? So she continued not this conversa-
tion ; but, after gazing a moment at the vines
upon the lattice-work beside her, she looked
over the lawn. “What has Mr. Thorne been
doing with himself this morning ? ” she asked.
“He is now sitting alone, down there on the
bench by the bank. I think he has been out-
rageously neglected.”

“I can’t agree with you,” said Stratford,
“for immediately after breakfast he started
out on some sort of pedestrian expedition,
without saying anything to me about it. I
knew nothing of his intention until I saw him
marching away over the hills, Heis an odd
fellow, and 1 suppose he thought it was his
duty, on a fine morning like this, to walk.”

“ Mr. Thorne is very conscientious, is he
not? ” asked Mrs. Justin.

“ He is entirely too conscientious.”

“ How can any one be too conscientious?”
asked the lady with some warmth.

“Tt is quite possible,” answered Stratford.
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¢« Arthur Thorne has an abnormal conscience.
He has cultivated it so carefully that I believe
it has grown to be a thing which overshadows
his life. Now I prefer, for myself, a conscience
which is pruned down to healthy and vigor-
ous growth.”

¢ And who does the pruning? ” asked Mrs.
Justin,

“]1 do,” answered Stratford with a smile.
And then he went down to join Mr. Thorne
upon the lawn.

“Why did you start off this morning without
saying anything to me about it?” asked Strat-
ford, as he took a seat by his friend.

Mr. Thorne smiled. “I thought,” he said,
“that if I asked you, politeness might impel
you to go with me; and as I saw Miss Ar-
matt alone with her books on the piazza, I
knew where your chosen place would be.
Would it be stepping outside of the privileges
of friendship if I were to offer you my con-
gratulations, together with my most unquali-
fied commendation ? ”

“ My dear Thorne,” exclaimed Stratford,
“ your reason has taken grasshopper legs unto
itself, and has jumped most wildly! Let us
speak plainly. Do you suppose I am making
love to Miss Armatt?”

“1 supposed,” said Thorne, *from the
general tone of your intercourse with the
young lady, that the preliminary stage of
love-making had been passed, and that you
were engaged.”

“You amaze me!” cried Stratford. “ There
is nothing whatever of that sort between me
and Miss Armatt! I never saw her until I
came up here, about two weeks ago. Iam ex-
ceedingly interested in her studies and in her
prospects, and that is the basis of our intimacy.”

1 shall not ask your pardon,” said Mr.
Thorne, “for the mistake was a compliment
to your taste and good sense. I used to think
that Mrs. Justin, without question, was the
most charming woman of my acquaintance;
but since I have seen Miss Armatt, I have
revolved the matter somewhat in my mind.
In fact, that was what I was doing just now
when you came.”

“A most profitless revolution,” remarked
Stratford.

As the two men walked together towards
the house, it occurred to Stratford that he
had not mentioned to his friend that Miss
Armatt was indeed engaged to be married,
though not to himself. But the subject of Mr.

{To be continued.)
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Crisman was not agreeable to him, and he
did not care to discuss it; therefore he said
nothing about it.

That afternoon Arthur Thorne took Miss
Armatt to drive in his friend Stratford’s
buggy. Arthur had taken lessons in driving
from a professional, and he was the only man
with whom Stratford would trust his horse.
Mrs. Justin did not say to herself that Mr.
Thorne was the only man with whom she
would trust Gay, but she was very willing
to have him go with her, his abnormal con-
science not appearing as a fault in her eyes.
It was not, perhaps, entirely suitable that Gay
should go driving with any young man other
than her engaged lover; but, as Mr. Crisman
chose to stay away, Mrs. Justin did not feel
inclined to shut up her young friend on that
account.

As for Gay herself, she went very willingly
with Mr. Thorne, but she could not help
feeling a little disappointed that it had not
been Mr. Stratford who had asked her.
Several times during the drive, which was a
long and interesting one, she was employed
in making mental comparisons between Mr.
Stratford and Mr, Thorne, at moments when
the latter thought she was absorbed in con-
templation of the landscape. And yet she
liked Mr. Thorne very much, and would
probably like him better when she knew him
better. There was here none of that fire-and-
wax sympathy which had shown itself in the
early stages of her acquaintance with Mr.
Stratford. Mr. Thorne spoke but little on
those subjects in which her mind was most
deeply interested, and what he did say was
not at all what Mr. Stratford would have
said. But she felt, when she returned from
her drive, that she had spent the afternoon
with one who was truly a gentleman. Mr.
Thorne had done nothing which was pecul-
iarly adapted to produce this impression, but
the impression had been produced ; and Gay
Armatt could not help thinking that it was a
very pleasant thing to be in the company of
persons who were truly gentlemen,

But, in her thoughts, Gay instituted no
comparisons between Mr. Crisman and other
men. Other men were other men, and had
their faults and their merits. But Mr. Cris-
man was in a different sphere altogether; he
was her lover, and she was to marry him;
and with him criticism and comparison had
nothing to do.

Frank R. Stockfon.
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VII.

=R, ENOCH BULL-
RIPPLE lay in his
bed, in his room at
his lodging-house,
and gazed steadily

f: at a large litho-
e ® — oraphic picture of
the death-bed of Jonathan Edwards which
hung on the wall opposite to him. This work
of art was moderately lighted by a cluster of
electric lamps, which, half a mile from his
window, was suspended two hundred feet in
air for the all-night lighting of a city park
and its surrounding bedrooms. He thought
nothing of the expiring theologian, but he was
thinking very earnestly and actively of the
conversation he had just had with his sister in
regard to the expediency of bringing about a
holiday for his nephew, John. Enoch would
have been very glad to do this solely for the
sake of the young man, who truly needed rest
and recreation; but he was much more will-
ing to do it for his own sake. He greatly
desired to have the opportunity to institute
an inquisition into the constitution of the
Vatoldi establishment, and this he believed
could be done only in John’s absence. In
devising and discarding this plan and that
for getting rid of John for a few days, Mr.
Bullripple fell asleep.

In another room of the lodging-house lay
Mrs. People gazing at a steel engraving of a
hunter returning from the chase, surrounded
by piles of dead game, the transportation of
which could only be accounted for by suppos-
ing that he coaxed the various creatures to
his door-step and there despatched them.
But Mrs. People thought not of the hunter or
his victims; her mind was fixed upon the
necessity of getting John off for a holiday
before old Vatoldi came in from the country,
or wherever it was that he was staying. In
devising and discarding plans for this purpose
she fell asleep.

Very early the next day this worthy brother
and sister, each utterly planless, and some-
what dejected on that account, made their
way to Vatoldi's, where, of course, they took
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their meals. Enoch was much the faster
walker, and, partly because she was tired
keeping up, with him, and partly because she
wanted an apple, a fruit that was not to be
had at Vatoldi’s at that season, she stopped
at the stand of Dennis Roon, where she had
bought apples before, and had thus formed a
slight acquaintance with the proprietor.

Mr, Roon was an apple-stand keeper of
prominence. In fact, his stand, which was at
the corner of two busy streets, not far from
Vatoldi’s, was, from a certain point of view,
the most important place of business in the
neighborhood. This point of view was Dennis
Roon’s point of view. Nothing could be so
important in the eyes of himself and his fam-
ily as that the stand should be opened at the
proper time in the morning; that certain
apples should be rubbed and placed in one
compartment; that certain other apples should
be rubbed and placed in another compart-
ment; that this bunch of bananas should be
turned this way, and that bunch should be
turned the other way; and that just so many
oranges should be kept in a corner box where
they would attract the attention of people
coming from different directions. These mat-
ters, with many others, such as the probable
relation of the weather to the day’s trade, or
the varied arrangements of the little awning, so
that keeping off the sunshine should not inter-
fere too much with the attraction of purchasers,
were discussed with as much earnestness and
warmth by Dennis, his wife and son and old-
est daughter, as if they had been questions of
Home Rule or Pan-Electricity.

Dennis was a strong-built, black-bearded
man, loaded and crammed, from the crown
of his head to the heel of his foot, with active
vitality. He was never still so long as there
was anything to do, and never silent so long as
there was anybody to speak to. In connection
with his stand he carried on the business of
boot-blacking, and two arm-chairs, one on
each street, were always ready for customers.
The son and heir, with shirt-sleeves of the same
blue flannel spotted with white of which his
father’s sleeves were made, was the boot-black,
but when occasion required Dennis would dash
from boots to apples and from apples to boots
Stockton. All rights reserved.
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with astonishing readiness and celerity. In the
earliest hours of street pedestrianism his stand
was open, and his wares remained on view and
sale until after midnight. Even on Sundays the
business went on, and the halo of importance
hung over the stand. Ifon afine Sunday one
of Dennis’s customers, dressed in his best
clothes and smoking the cigar in which he
always indulged of a Sunday morning, came
from his house with an air of leisurely inde-
pendence to buy his Sunday paper and have
his boots blacked, and chanced to bring his
little girl along with him, it was ten, or even
eleven, to one that Dennis gave that little girl
an apple, selecting the fruit from a box in the
lower part of the stand. This apple would be
specked, and not one which the customer
would have boughthad he been buying apples,
but, as it was a present to his child, he walked
away with that feeling of elevated satisfaction
which is caused by the reception of presents
which we feel are tributes to the value of our
patronage.

Mrs, People selected a well-preserved red
apple from the stand, and then she said :

“ It seems to me it is very late for apples. In
our part of the country they were gone long
ago. Where do these come from ?”

“ From the market down town,” answered
Dennis ; “but where the trees grow I niver
heard. But ye can always thrust to there
bein’ apples all the year round. The old ones
always waits till the new ones cooms.”

“That's very different from what it is
up our way,” said Mrs, People, “but it's a
lucky thing that city folks have somethin’
to console themselves with, I've barely been
here two daysyet,and I'm hankerin’ for home.”

“You're havin’ a hard time there at Va-
toldi’s, mum,” said Dennis, who knew all
about the boycott, and had taken a great in-
terest in its progress; “and if ye'd coom to
town when things was smoother ye’d a liked
it better. And ain’t there no signs of them
blockheads coomin’ back to work and givin’
up their coat-tails? If I was Mr. People that
kapes the place, I'd break the head of ivery
one of ’em that said ¢ tail’ to me.”

“ Mr. People is my son, sir, and he don’t
keep the place himself, which I wish he did,
because then I'd make him give it up, and
come home, and go to farmin’, like his father
before him. But here he is, wearin’ himself
out, and killin’ himself, for somebody else.
For, as 1 said to him yesterday, ‘it’s no dif-
ference to you, John, whether they wear
jackets or coat-tails; and if I was you, I'd
just go home and rest for a spell while there
is so little doin’, and let old Vatoldi come
down and settle the business with the waiters
himself.’ ”
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“1 thought that man was dead, mum,”
said Dennis.

“ He isn’t dead a bit,” answered Mrs. Peo-
ple. “He’s livin’ up the North River some-
where, either at Yonkers or Newburgh; at
least, that's what I take it to be from what
John tells me, though henevernamed either of
them towns. Andthen, asI was sayin’, if John
could be got off into the country,—andhe’s not
had a decent rest for nigh on to two years,—
the old man would have to come down; and
then me and my brother — that’s Mr. Bull-
ripple — could go home t00.”

Dennis paused in the removal of the wrap-
ping from an orange he held in his hand, and
turned towards Mrs. People. * It's my opin-
ion, mum,” he said, “that you've pitched
your hat right into the middle of that boycott
business, and if you go there to pick it up,
you'll see things just as theyis. As like as not,
them waiters is more set agin your son, mum,
than they would be agin anybody else, be-
cause he’s the one that won't let 'em have
their coat-tails. Now, if he was to go away,
and let the head boss coom and talk to them,
he might be able to sthraighten things out
quicker than Misther People could do it.
Though I must say, mum, that I'd feel like
warmin’ their jackets for ’em after they put
’em on.”

“But we can’t get him to go,” said Mrs.
People, who had half eaten her apple. ¢ He
won't listen to it.”

“If ye could make him see, mum,” said
Mr. Roon, “ that it wasn’t on’y for the good
of his hilth, but for the good of the business,
perhaps he'd go.”

“It's no use,” said Mrs. People, shaking
her head. “ Me and his uncle has talked and
talked to him, but you might as well try to
push down a lamp-post as to move John.”

“There is them, mum,” said Dennis,
“which if they won't move for their own
good, must be moved by their frinds. And
that brings to me moind the case of me sister-
in-law, Missis Follory. She was very bad with
the consumption, mum, most part of her
lungs bein’ gone, and the rest just like wood
for hardness ; and the doctor said she ought
to go to Cuby, and breathe sugar.”

“ Breathe what? " exclaimed Mrs. People.

“They go into the houses where they make
sugar, mum, and the air is all full of sugar
and melasses, and they breathe that, and it
ayther makes their lungs grow agin, or softens
em, I niver knew which; but it’s good for
consumption. And that’s what the doctor said
she must do. But niver an inch would Missis
Follory budge, though all her frinds and re-
lations got after her and towld her that she
was just murtherin’ herself to sit there a-sewin’
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and conthractin’ her chist whin she might as
well be recoverin’ her hilth, a-breathin’ sugar
and melasses, and, perhaps, a little bit of Ja-
maiky rum, too, for I don’t see how they can
keep that out of the air any more’n the ither
things ; and Mike Follory, her husband, who
married her afther me brother died, towld her
it ud be just as chape to go down there and
get well, and be able to take in washin’ like
she used to, as to stay here and be dyin’ for
nobody knows how long. And Mrs. McGee
she offered to board him for two dollars a
week till his wife come home, all for the love
she bore Mrs. Follory. Butniveraninch would
Mrs. Follory budge. Then her frinds and
relations, they put their heads togither, and
they says, ¢ She’s got to go!’ And, all unbe-
knownst to her, Mike he bought her a ticket
in a ship that was sailin’ for Cuby. And then
he says to her, ¢ If you won’t go to the West
Injees to get back your lungs, perhaps you
won't moind takin’ a sail on the bay with me
and Mr. Roon,” which is me, mum. And
she didn’t moind, and she wint. And when
she got outside the bar the ship joggled her
a good deal, and Mr. Follory and me we towld
her she’d better go down-stairs and lie down
till the ship turned roond to coom back, which
she did. Then me and Mr. Follory we got
into the poilot-boat and coom home. And
Mis. Follory she got sicker and sicker till she
died on the second day of the v’yage. But it
was saysickness she died of, mum, and not
consumption. She'd got well of that if she'd
only once set foot in Cuby. And Mr. Follory
he married Mrs. McGee. So you see, mum,
there’s a way for makin’ people do things for
their own good, as won’t do’em without bein’
made. And if I was you, mum, I'd go to my
son, mum, and I'd say, ¢ John, Mr. Roon,
as keeps the apple-stand, has just towld me
that there’s a stamer down the East River
that’s goin’ to sail for some of them down
south places this afternoon, which the steward
of brings bananas to Mr. Roon every thrip;
and if I was you, I'd go down south in that
stamer and buy a lot of chape cabbages
and pittaties, and coom back and foind the
waiters all workin’ paceable in their jackets,
and sell the pittaties and cabbages to the
boss.””

¢ That would be very nice,” said Mrs. Peo-
ple, throwing away the core of her apple,
“but I wouldn’t want my son John to die in
two days of seasickness. And I don’t believe
he’d go, anyway. But I must hurry on, Mr.
Roon, I am much obliged to you for your
story, though it’s a great pity that your sister-
in-law died, and everybody in the kitchen
may be boycotted by this time, for all I
know.”
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“ Ye need niver be afraid of your son dyin’
with saysickness,” shouted Dennis after her,
“for he's got a moighty different koind of a
set-up from what Mrs. Follory had.”

When Mrs. People reached Vatoldi’s she
did not immediately see John, but she ex-
plained to Enoch her delay by recounting
to him, with all its details, her conversation
with Mr. Roon.

Somewhat to her surprise, Mr. Bullripple
listened to her with patience, and even
interest, and when she had finished said:
“Now don’t say a word to John about
this till you and me has had time to talk
the matter over a little more. I've got to
go now to attend to some things outside.”

Thereupon Mrs. People betook herself to
the kitchen, and Mr., Bullripple went to see
Dennis Roon, with whom he had an earnest
talk.

“ Now, look here, sir,” said Mr. Roon, after
listening attentively to some remarks from the
old man, “that sort of thing moight do very
well wid Mrs. Follory, wid most of her lungs
gone, but it’s altogither another piece of busi-
ness wid a sthout young mon like Misther
People. I can stand on me own legs as well
as the nixt mon, but I’'m the feyther uv a fam-
ly, and I don’t want me head cracked, even
if I am the top mon in the ind.”

“ Don’t you trouble yourself about that,”
said Mr. Bullripple. “When my nephew
comes back he’ll find himself better off than
he ever was before in his life, and instead of
fighting anybody, he’ll want to shake hands
all round and stand treat.”

“ It moight be for his good,” said Dennis,
“to take a thrip loike that, and git acquainted
wid the chape cabbage and pittaty men.”

“It'll be for his good in a lot of ways,”
said Enoch. “ You don’t suppose his mother
and me would be wantin’ to send him away
if it wasn’t for his good. Now, if yow'll attend
to this business for me, we’ll just give you the
thanks of the whole family, and T’ll throw in
five dollars besides. And, if you have to spend
anything, I'll pay it back to you.”

“All roight, sir! all roight!” exclaimed
Dennis, vigorously changing the positions of
a dozen large apples which stood in a row.
“I'm not the mon to back down from sarvin’
a whole fam’ly in disthress. You sind him to
me, sir, and I'll fix it all sthraight. I don’t
ask fur me foive dollars nayther, but I won’t be
mane enough to run agin the intherests of me
own children, and the clothes they could buy
for the money.”

When Enoch Bullripple got back to Vatol-
di’s he found his nephew John in a very bad
humor. A produce dealer who had long
served him with vegetables had been influ-
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enced by the boycotters to decline to furnish
Vatoldi's with any further supplies in his line
until the demands of the waiters had been
complied with. This action on the part of
the dealer, to whom Vatoldi’'s had been a
most excellent customer, so enraged John
that he vowed that under no circumstances
would he ever again buy anything from that
man. It was, therefore, with a wrathful inde-
pendence of spirit that he listened to his
uncle’s statement that the man who kept the
apple-stand two blocks below would be glad
to make him acquainted with the steward of
the steamer which was to sail that afternoon,
who would, no doubt, make a contract with
him to bring him from the South all the veg-
etables he wanted, and a great deal better
ones, and cheaper than he could get them
here.

When Mr. Bullripple had said this, he said
no more, but went about his duties, and John
went about his own. But at noon John put
on his hat, and leaving the establishment, at
which few luncheon-desiring customers had
yet arrived, to the care of his uncle, he went
out to see the apple-man.

Dennis Roon was very eloquent in regard
to the subject of obtaining early vegetables
direct from the South. John listened atten-
tively, but did not say much in reply. He was
not as angry as he had been, but he was still
determined to free himself from the power
of the dealers in vegetables. If one could be
influenced by the boycotters, so might the
others.

“Tll tell ye, Misther People,” said Dennis
Roon, “ what I'll do fur ye. I'll go down to
that stamer wid ye, and inthroduce ye to the
steward. He's a foine eye for bananas, and all
he knows about thim he knows about termat-
ties and swate pittaties. If he can’t fetch ye
thim things himself, he’ll make a conthract for
ye with thim as can sind ’em. Now, whin can
ye go down to the pier wid me ? ”

John replied that he could go between three
and four o’clock that afternoon, that being the
time when he had mostleisure. Having made
these arrangements, he went back to Vatoldi’s,
perceiving as he neared the door that the side-
walks had been freshly sprinkled with the
boycotters’ circulars, which many passers-by
were picking up and reading.

When John went to the bank that after-
noon, his report to Mr. Stull, combined with
that gentleman’s own observations during the
day, might have been expected to produce a
depressing effect upon the mind of the pro-
prietor of Vatoldi’s, But the mind of Mr.
Stull was not to be thus depressed. As a
thoroughly equipped restaurant-keeper, en-
gaged in combat with a host of recusant em-
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ployees, his abilities shone at their brightest.
The business at Vatoldi’s was demoralized in
every branch ; many of the regular customers
kept away, not only on account of the present
inferior service, but for fear of disturbance;
and, although the tables at some hours were
moderately well filled, it was by people who
were brought there by curiosity, or by a de-
sire to assist the oppressed. These were not
the patrons Mr. Stull wanted, for he knew
that Vatoldi’s could only be supported by
customers who came there for their own good.
Most of the new waiters were unpracticed and
inefficient, and, worse than that, several had
left the night before, being frightened by the
boycotters, and there was danger that the
whole force might decamp at any moment.
But the soul of Mr. Stull rose grandly above
this storm. He assured John that he would
never give in to the demands of the rascals,
and that no coat-tail should ever profane his
establishment.

“If I could come forward in my own proper
person,” he said, raising his tall and large-
boned figure to its greatest height, ¢ which,
as you well know, my present social and
business position forbids, I would show those
waiters that they were running against a wall
of rock when they ran against me. But as I
cannot do this, I expect you to stand up in
my place.”

Thereupon Mr. Stull loaded his manager
with injunctions and directions, Heinstructed
him in the methods by which Mr. Bullripple
and Mrs, People could be made even more
useful than they now were. He approved
of efforts to obtain direct supplies of Southern
products. And he poured into John’s mind
more points of restaurant management, joined
with defense against boycotters, than that
receptacle could well contain.

As John went away to keep his appoint-
ment with the apple-man, he took off his hat
and walked with it in his hand; his head
required cooling. Dennis was ready for him,
and the two took a street-car for the pier.
John noticed that his companion carried in
his hand a cheap but new valise, well filled ;
but, not being in the habit of asking questions
about the business of other people, he did not
allude to it.

On reaching the steamer they found it a
scene of great activity ; and when they went
on board, Dennis left his companion and
hurried forward. In a few moments he re-
turned, and said to John: ¢ By Jarge, sir,
they're jist a-goin’ to sthart! Buf the steward
he tills me that if we’d loike to take a little
trip doon the bay, and coom back with the
poilot, he’ll have toime to talk wid ye about
the vigitables, which he says he can git ye by
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the cart-load three times a week, and as chape
as the dirt they grow in.”

“ But won'’t we be charged for such a trip ?”
asked John.

“ And do ye s'pose ye'd be expected to pay
for a small sail like that whin ye'r just takin’
it to make a conthract wid one of the ship’s
officers ? Bedad, sir, there'll be none of that!”

In the present condition of his brow and
his body, John was very willing to refresh
himself with a trip down the bay; and, al-
though he did not think he could very well
spare the time, his inclinations, combined with
what he believed to be a duty, induced him
to agree to the apple-man’s proposal.

There were very few passengers going South
at that time of year, and John had the after-
deck all to himself. When the steamer start-
ed, Mr. Roon’s expressions of delight at the
pleasures of the excursion were vehement and
frequent.

“ Even if ye niver buy so much as a pittaty
skin, this thrip will be worth the little throuble
ye took to git it by manes of its fillin’ yer
lungs wid say-air, and settin’ you up sthrong
agin for your work.”

Every ten or fifteen minutes this worthy
Irishman went forward to see if the time had
come for John's business to be attended to,
but always returned saying that the steward
was very busy, but that he would see Mr.
People in plenty of time.

“ How far do they go out before the pilot
leaves them ? " asked John, who knew very
little of marine affairs.

“Oh, a long ways,” answered Dennis,  for
they’ve got to git clane clare of all the sand-
bars afore they let go uv him. And ye needn’t
be afraid that me, the feyther of a fam’ly
that's expectin’ me to coom home to supper,
and thin be off to the stand to let Pat coom
and git his, is goin to be lift. I've tried this
thing afore, Mr. People, and I'm not the mon
to git lift by the poilot.”

The water was beginning to be pretty
rough, and the sea-breeze very fresh, when
Dennis came to John and informed him that
the steward was ready now to see him, and
would he come down-stairs ?

John had so much enjoyed the unaccus-
tomed pleasure of this water excursion that
he had almost forgotten that there were such
things as cabbages and potatoes; and when
he followed Dennis below he did not notice
that the engine had stopped, and that the
speed of the steamer was slacking,

“TJist set down there,” said Dennis, and
I’ll fetch him in a minute.”

And then the apple-man hurried on deck,
descended into the pilot-boat, and returned
to New York.
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The report of Mr. Roon was eagerly lis-
tened to by Enoch Bullripple. ¢ And you gave
my letter, with the ticket in it, to somebody
to hand to him, and you put his valise in the
room that I engaged for him? ”

“Yis,” said Dennis, “ I did all of thim
things, and I put two apples on his bid to re-
moind him of home. He'll be a happy mon,
Mr. Bullripple, to-morrow and the nixt day,
a v'yagin’ over the paceful say; and coom
back sthrong and hearty, and ready to let
you and his lady mither go back to yer home
in the rural disthricts. And I give the poilot
a dollar, and me car-fare was tin cints.”

VIIIL.

THE Saturday and Sunday on which Mr.
Crisman chose to join a yachting excursion,
instead of making the visit to Cherry Bridge
which had been expected of him, were two
of the most charming days of June; and, al-
though Mrs. Justin remarked several times
that it was a great pity Mr. Crisman could
not be with them in this lovely weather, she
was obliged to admit that such weather must
also be very delightful on the water. Miss
Gay made no remarks concerning Mr. Cris-
man’s absence, but she seemed to be doing a
great deal of thinking, either on this subject
or some other, As for Mr. Stratford, it could
nothave mademuch difference to him whether
ornot Mr. Crisman was there on the Saturday,
for he spent the greater part of that day in
writing letters.

Shortly after breakfast Miss Gay went into
the parlor with some books, and after remain-
ing there for a quarter of an hour or more she
went out on the piazza, where she ensconced
herself comfortably in a large arm-chair to
read. She did not stay there very long, how-
ever, but returned to the parlor, which, after
all, was perhaps a more secluded place at this
hour, and better adapted to purposes of study.
The household affairs to which Mrs Justin
attended, and the long conversation she after-
wards had with her farmer, could have been
attended to and carried on as well upon a
rainy day as during this beautiful morning ;
and it may therefore be said that Mr. Thorne
was the only one of the little party who thor-
oughly enjoyed the atmosphere of sunshine,
tempered by the morning breezes, which threw
its yellow light into the dark-green tones of
the dew-besprinkled grass and upon the fresh
new foliage of the trees, and who breathed
with full appreciation the blossom-scented
air.

He breathed this air on the lawn, where
the dewy grass dampened his boots; and
then he breathed it on the piazza, where for
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twenty minutes or more he walked steadily
up and down. Then he lookedinto the library,
where Stratford was writing, and after that
he went into the parlor, and seeing Miss Gay
there, he said that he hoped he was not inter-
rupting her studies. Miss Gay laid the book
in her lap, and said she was not studying, but
reading. Mr. Thorne took up one of Miss
Gay’s books which lay on the table and asked
if its subject was a new study, or whether
she had been engaged upon it while in col-
lege. The answer to this question led to a
number of inquiries from Mr. Thorne in regard
to the young lady’s past studies and future
intentions in that line. This was a subject in
which he took a deep and intelligent interest,
and it was impossible that Gay should not
also take an interest in the conversation which
followed ; but, although she talked with will-
ingness, and even with some earnestness, her
mind frequently wandered from the subject in
hand. She felt that this was what might be
considered a temporary conversation carried
on while expecting something else But she
listened and talked as well and as pleasantly
as she could until Mrs. Justin came into the
room, when indeed a faint shadow of disap-
pointment passed over her face as she looked
up and saw that it was Mrs. Justin.

The rector of the parish, with Miss Patty,
his seventeen-year-old daughter, came to din-
ner. But shortly after that meal he drove
away to make another parochial visit, leaving
Miss Patty, at Mrs. Justin’s solicitation, to be
picked up on his return, A four-handed game
of croquet was now possible, notwithstanding
Mr. Stratford had driven over to the Bullripple
farm. As Miss Patty was a mere beginner at
the game, which had scarcely been played at
all during her school-days, 1t was necessary
that Mrs. Justin, being the best player of the
party, should take her as a partner.

Miss Armatt had no reason whatever to
object to Mr. Thorne as a partner, but she
did not seem to care very much for croquet
that afternoon. Mr. Thorne assisted her in
every possible legitimate way, but he did not
direct her course and manage her play as
Mr. Stratford had done. Gay, indeed, did not
appear to desire this, and developed a certain
degree of independence which had not been
at all observable when she played before.
She went through her wickets as rapidly as
possible, and ended in becoming a rover be-
fore her partner had reached the turning-
stake. This was a very different style of play
from that upon which Mr. Stratford had so
pleasantly and wisely insisted, and the result
was that Mrs. Justin and Patty, by keeping
their balls together, won the game, although
their progress to victory, owing to the uncer-
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tain play of the younger lady, was very slow -
and dubious.

Mr. Thorne accompanied the ladies to
church the next morning; and in the after-
noon the four friends set out for a long stroll
over the fields and hills. With the natural
bias of the younger man towards the younger
lady of a party, Arthur Thorne walked with
Miss Gay, following the other couple quite
closely, however, as Mrs, Justin seemed desir-
ous of a general chat as they strolled along.
Gay was not in very animated spirits, and, in
fact, seemed a little bored by the walk ; and
this, being soon noticed by Mrs. Justin, was
not altogether displeasing to that lady. She
had not forgiven Mr. Crisman for preferring a
yachting expedition to the society of his lady-
love, but she believed it due to propriety that,
in some degree, Gay should feel his absence.

When they began the ascent of a long grass-
covered hill, which in some parts of the
country would be termed a little mountain,
the party scattered somewhat, and Gay, who
was very light of foot, soon found herself in
the lead. Stratford, however, who was also a
good uphill walker, overtook her before very
long, and the two continued their way to-
gether. About this time, probably owing to
the altitude of the hill and the slightly
increased rarefaction of the air, Gay’s spirits
began to rise, and she talked in quite an ani-
mated way about the distant scenery which
now showed itself. She still pressed vigor-
ously onward and upward, Stratford keeping
pace with her; and the two, without know-
ing that they were leaving their companions
out of sight, passed over the brow of the hill
and down a slight declivity on the other side,
towards an extensive grove of sugar-maples,
which was one of the objects of their walk,
They reached the grove and passed some
distance into its shade, and then they rested
and waited for their companions. These not
making their appearance, Stratford and Miss
Gay walked slowly along one of the winding
wood-roads which led them through the grove,
and out upon an eminence, surmounted by a
rail fence which formed part of the boundary
between Mrs. Justin’s estate and that of her
neighbor,

This eminence, Stratford assured his com-
panion, was one of the best spots in that
part of the country from which to view the
approaching sunset, and here he proposed
they should wait for Mrs. Justin and Mr.
Thorne. One of the top rails of the fence
was very broad and firm, and as Gay was
rather tired from her climb and walk, Strat-
ford assisted her to take a seat upon it; and
the rail being quite strong enough to sup-
port them both, he sat upon it also.
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The sun, with its accustomed regularity of
movement, slowly went down, but Mrs. Jus-
tin and Thorne did not come up. Gay won-
dered at their delay, but she soon forgot
them in gazing upon the glories of yellow,
red, and gold which began to spread over
the western sky, reaching upward from the
tender green which lay along the horizon to
the pink flush which, half way towards the
zenith, met the deep overhanging blue.

No such scene as this was ever visible from
the lower country by Cherry Bridge, and
Gay sat and looked upon it as if it had been
a revelation. Beautiful cloud-forms glowed
in this rich color and in that, and faded
away, through lilac and pink, to rose-tinted
gray, and out of the vast ether came other
outlines of clouds, to be delicately tinted and
to fade away.

The evening star began to twinkle through
the dull golden mists, when Stratford stepped
down from the fence, and, saying that he did
not believe that the others were coming at
all, proposed to Miss Gay that they should
return to the house.

With one lingering look above and around
her, Gay gave her hand to her companion
and sprang from the fence. They walked
rapidly down towards the maple grove, and
when they reached it they found that although
the sky was still glowing with light, the shades
of the grove were shades indeed. It was so
dark that Gay was very much surprised, and
she declared that if she had been alone it
would have been utterly impossible for her
to find her way along that indistinguishable
wood-road. But she was not alone, and Mr.
Stratford knew the road well, having walked
it by day and by night. Itwas necessary that
she should take his arm to avoid tripping
over unseen obstacles, and they walked slowly.
Gay was not the least afraid, and her eyes
becoming accustomed to the gloom of the
grove, she was almost as much entranced
by its weird and somber beauties as she had
been by the glories of the sunset.

Even when they came out of the woods
and walked under the open sky, they could
not hasten, for the shades of night were now
upon them, and a misstep on the hill-side
might prove unpleasant. Slowly they strolled
homeward under the points of starlight that
began to twinkle above them, and Stratford
for the most part talked, and Gay for the
most part listened; and whatever feelings of
impatience, or disappointment, or boredom
she may have had during that day, or the one
preceding, now disappeared altogether.

It was quite dark when they walked over
the lawn towards the house, but Gay felt no
compunctions of conscience at having staid
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out so late. She had been with Mr. Stratford,
and that fact, to her mind, gave to the pro-
ceeding all the sanction that it needed.

Mrs. Justin and Arthur Thorne had taken
a path through the maple grove which led
them to a point from which the rail fence
where Stratford and Miss Gay had seated
themselves was not visible. Seeing nothing
of their companions, they returned the way
they came, and reached the house about the
time that the sunset began to fade.

When Miss Gay and Stratford arrived,
Mrs. Justin made no remarks concerning the
lateness of the hour, for she did not consider
that she had aright to scold grown-up people,
one of whom was engaged to be married.
But she remembered that when Mr. Crisman
and Gay had walked together, they had not
kept supper waiting.

The next day Mr. Thorne returned to the
city, and exchanged the hues of forest and
field for the lugubrious colors of his apart-
ments. But into the midst of those dull
greens and yellows, those clay-reds and weak
blues, he brought the delicate flush on a
young girl’s cheek, the deep blue of her large
eyes, the pink of her lips, and the sunny
brownness of her hair. As he meditatively
leaned back against the long thin rods which
formed the back of his antique chair, these
colors were very forcibly brought out by the
somber propriety of his surroundings.

After breakfast on that morning Miss Gay
did not wander from parlor to piazza to find
a suitable place in which to pursue her stud-
ies. She carried the ancient atlas and the
books directly to the place where she had last
looked over them with Mr. Stratford, and in
ten minutes he came there and joined her,
The atlas and the books were opened, and
again they followed the meandering streams
of the springs of literature. It was not very
long before Mrs. Justin made one of the
party, and she interested herself to a consider-
able degree in their investigations ; but house-
hold affairs interfered with the permanence of
her stay, and Gay was able to appreciate the
immense advantages of study and compan-
ionship with a kindly sympathetic though
dominant mind over the lonely journeys
which she had often made into the region of
intellectual investigation.

During the next five days Mrs. People was
still absent from the Bullripple farm, and Mr.
Stratford remained at the mansion of Mrs.
Justin, On any of these days, when Mrs. Jus-
tin had the company of either Stratford or
Gay, she generally had that of both of them.
Sometimes she did not find them at all,
for they seemed to be subject to sudden de-
terminations to row or stroll. They did not
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treat her discourteously on these occasions,
for they invariably asked her to accompany
them if she were anywhere about ; but it was
astonishing to herself how seldom she hap-
pened to be about at the right moment for
an invitation.

At last Mrs. Justin could endure this state
of things no longer, and determined to speak.
It was not necessary to ask anything of Gay,
for the estimation in which that young lady
held Mr. Stratford not only grew and bright-
ened, as the day grows and brightens after
the rising of the sun, but was just as clear
and apparent to Mrs. Justin as any light of
day could be. Against the brightness of this
esteem there never rose a cloud of obscur-
ing vapor from the Crismanic fires which
Mrs. Justin firmly believed still glowed deep
down in the soul of Gay Armatt. This ab-
sence of even transient obscuration troubled
much the mind of Mrs. Justin, for even the
fires of the strongest volcano must go out if
the vents are permanently stopped.

As it was not needed to question Gay, who
spoke so often and so freely of Mr. Stratford,
it would be also a very delicate and difficult
matter to advise her; and it was for these rea-
sons that Mrs. Justin decided to speak to
Stratford. She would have a plain talk with
him, and tell him all her mind. With this
object she invited him to drive her to the vil-
lage in his buggy. For an earnest téte-i-téte
there are few places better than a buggy.
Interruption is scarcely probable unless a
wheel comes off.

When they were well on the road, Mrs.
Justin plunged into the subject. “ Do you
appreciate,” she said, “ the influence which
your constant companionship is having upon
Gay Armatt?"

“ What is the influence ?” asked Stratford.

“It is the influence of a man who com-
pletely absorbs the attention and interest of
a young woman. I believe that when Gay is
not reading, or walking, or talking with you,
she mentally places you before her so that she
can follow you in her thoughts. I know that
she does that when she is with me, for she
is satisfied to talk of nothing but you. I be-
lieve at this moment she thinks more of you,
and better of you, than of any man in the
world.”

“ And of this you do not approve,” he said,
“there being no just foundation for such an
opinion ?”

“ On the contrary,” said Mrs. Justin vehe-
mently, “there is so much foundation that I
have sometimes almost wished that you could
be suddenly turned into the most ordinary
of men. It is the fact that you do possess
those qualities which must attract the admira-
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tion and regard of a girl like Gay, that gives
you your influence over her.”

“ And why should not that influence be
exerted P asked Stratford.

“You know very well,” was the quick an-
swer. “If this influence does not cease, it will
end in the complete alienation of Mr. Cris-
man and Gay Armatt.”

“And that,” said Stratford, “is exactly
what I want to bring about.”

Mrs. Justin started, and turning suddenly
towards her companion, she looked at him
with wide-open eyes, but said not a word.

“You have spoken plainly to me, Mrs,
Justin,” continued Stratford, “and I am going
to speak quite as plainly to you. I consider
Gay Armatt a phenomenally fine girl. From
what you had told me, I expected to find her
a most interesting student, but I did not ex-
pect to find her an independent thinker, with
a sensitive susceptibility to inspirations such
as I have not known before, and a mind as
fine and noble as the objects it fixes itself
upon. I had scarcely known this girl before I
found out that she was engaged to be married
to a man who was utterly unworthy of her
and unfit for her, and whose union with her
would put an end to all her purposes and as-
pirations, and finish by degrading her, as
nearly as such a thing is possible, to his
level.”

“1I do not believe it! ” exclaimed Mrs. Jus-
tin. ¢ She would elevate him.”

“ Excuse me,” said Stratford, “ but you are
entirely wrong. He is not capable of being
elevated ; and if he were, he has no desire to
be elevated. His marriage with Gay Armatt
would put an absolute end to what we now
look upon as her career. I know this, and I
do notsee how you can help knowing it.”

“I must admit,” said Mrs. Justin, ¢ that T
have feared this, and that I have spent hours
in thinking about it. But I have a better opin-
ion of Mr. Crisman than you have; I have
more faithin Gay than you have; and I trust
to her power over him. But this should not
be the question. Gay has promised Mr. Cris-
man to marry him, and, to my mind, this is
just the same as if these two persons were al-
ready married. To do anything which would
induce her to break this engagement is posi-
tively and dreadfully wicked.”

“I cannot agree with you,” said Stratford.
“An engagement is not the same as a mar-
riage.”

“Mr. Stratford,” said Mrs. Justin, it is
of no use for us to argue this question. All
that we should consider is that these two young
people love each other and desire to be man
and wife; and you have no right to come
between them.”
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“How did Miss Armatt happen to be en-
gaged to Crisman ? ” asked Stratford, “Was
he not her first lover ?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Justin; “the first and
only one.”

“I thought so,” he said, “and that ex-
plains the situation exactly. As I said before,
she is a girl of sensitive susceptibility; he is
the first handsome young fellow who made
love to her, and she accepted him. In some
respects her character is unformed, but she
ought not to be made to suffer on that ac-
count.”

“ Your kindly disposition is as phenomenal
as Gay’s mind,” said Mrs. Justin.

Stratford made no answer to this, nor did
he smile. * Mrs. Justin,” he said, “you have
helped this young girl to become what she is,
and have put her in a position from which
she can go on, and take her place among the
eminent men and women of her day. Now,I
am going to save her from losing all you gave
her. You expect her to become one of the
brightest jewels in your crown. I intend to
prevent her from dropping from that crown
and being trampled in the mud.”

“ Do you mean to say,” said Mrs. Justin,
“that you deliberately intend to break off this
engagement? ”

¢ 1f it shall be possible,” said Stratford, « I
intend to alienate Miss Armatt’s affections
from Crisman by making her understand the
value of the companionship of better men than
he is. I do not hesitate to say that I consider
myself a much better man than he is.”

“ A noble undertaking !” exclaimed Mrs.
Justin. ¢ And when you have made her cast
him off, you will kindly marry her yourself!”

“1 shall do nothing of the sort,” said Strat-
ford. “I knew you would think that, and
perhaps say it, but you are mistaken, Posi-
tively, I shall not marry her.”

“And what will you do with her,” asked
Mrs. Justin, “ when you have torn her affec-
tions from her lover, and fixed them on your-
self? Will you cast her, heart-broken, out
upon the world ?”

“Your language is very strong, Mrs. Jus-
tin, and you do injustice to my motives. Miss
Armatt is not one to be thrown out on the
world, as you putit. She is a young woman
whom to win would be an ambition worthy
the best man of our day. Once freed from this
absolutely unsuitable engagement, into which
she entered because her young soul knew so
little about men, she will be free to marry a
man who is worthy of her, and there is no
danger but that man will appear.”

“ But,” said Mrs. Justin, “it is not to be
supposed that he will appearinstantly. It may
bea year or two before she meets the man you

Vor. XXXITI.—s54.

403

think she ought to marry. Is she to be left un-
protected from other Crismans all this time ?
Or do you intend to carry her over the
gap?”

‘I shall carry her over the gap,” said Strat-
ford.,

Mrs. Justin laughed outright, but not in
merriment. “What an utter piece of ab-
surdity | ¥ she exclaimed. ¢« Why, Mr. Strat-
ford,” she added with much earnestness,
“don’t you know enough of men’s hearts and
women’s hearts to understand that if you
should win Gay from Crisman, and then de-
sire to give her up to another man, which I
don’t in the least believe you would desire,
that you couldn’t do it? Can’t you see, as
plainly as you see the road before you, that
Gay’s affections would by that time be so
firmly fixed upon you that she would not be
given up ? Giving up would be impossible for
either of you. Now, don’t you think you will
be much more true to yourself, should you
determine to persevere in carrying out this
plan, which I call an iniquitous one, frankly
to admit that if you get Gay Armatt away
from Mr. Crisman, you will marry her your-
self p

“Iintend to carry out my plan,” said Strat-
ford, ¢ and I shall not marry Miss Armatt.”

“Stuffand nonsense ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Jus-
tin. And as they were now entering the vil-
lage, the conversation ceased.

As they were driving homeward, Stratford
said: “You know very well, Mrs. Justin, that
I have the highest possible regard for what
you think and say; but, in this case, even your
opinion cannot turn me from my determina-
tion to save this young girl, if I can, and give
her a chance to make her life what it ought to
be. But, now that I know that you disap-
prove of what I am doing, I donot think itis
right that I should remain at your house. But
you must not suppose that I am going away
with any feeling of resentment. Iknow you so
well that nothing you have said surprises me;
and, indeed, looking upon you as yourself, I
am not sure that I should be satisfied thatyou
should entertain any opinions on this matter
other than those you have expressed to
me.”

“I might have expressed them more gen-
tly,” said she; “but, indeed, Mr. Stratford,
this is a matter which I feel very deeply.
I suppose, of course, that, remembering what
you have said, I ought not to wish you to stay
with us while Gay is here, but it is to me one
of the saddest features of the whole affair that
there should be any objection to your staying
in my house.”

“I thank you most kindly for that,” said
Stratford.
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“ But you can't go to the farm-house,” she
said. “ Mrs. People has not returned, and
there is no one to take care of you.”

¢ Oh, Ishall do very well,” said he. “ Now
that Thorne has gone, I shall not mind being
there without Mrs. People. But I suppose she
will return in a few days; and, in any case, I
shall make a visit to the city next week.”

Nothing was said for some minutes, and
then Mrs. Justin exclaimed: ¢ I do wish, Mr.
Stratford, that you could see this affair as I see
it! If you could, I am sure you would in-
stantly abandon your purpose.”

“ How different we are,” said Stratford. “1I
hope, and what is more, I expect, that the day
will come when you will say, although you
may not even then believe that my methods
were proper, that their result has been most
happy.”

“You may think,” said Mrs. Justin, “and
you have reason for it, that you are a man
who is never turned from his purpose. You
may be very steadfast in your present pur-
pose of merely carrying Gay over that gap,
but you will be turned from it.”

SHE CAME AND WENT.

“ By whom ? " asked Stratford.
“ By Gay. You will marry her.”

WHEN Mr. Stratford took leave of the ladies
that afternoon, Gay Armatt did not feel so
sorry as she would have felt if she had not
known that Mr. Crisman was coming in the
evening train. She was a woman now, and all
sorts of young and half-fledged sentiments
were fluttering into her soul, some flying rest-
lessly about and then out again, and some
settling first here and then there, as if very
uncertain whether they ought to stay or not.
But one little sentiment nestled down as if it
felt itself at home, and it made Gay feel that
while Mr. Crisman was with her it wasjust as
well that Mr. Stratford should be away. There
was no reason connected with this sentiment.
It was nothing but a little partly-feathered
thing that did not know itself where it had
come from. It found Gay's soul a very quiet
and pleasant place in which to nestle, for the
young lady did not know that Mr. Stratford
was not coming to the house again while she
was there.

(To be continued.)

SHE CAME AND WENT.

SHE came and went, as comes and goes
The dewdrop on the morning rose,
Or as the tender lights that die

At shut of day along the sky.

Her coming made the dawn more bright,
Her going brought the somber night ;
Her coming made the blossoms shine,
Her going made them droop and pine.
Where’er her twinkling feet did pass,
Beneath them greener grew the grass;
The song-birds ruffled their small throats
To swell for her their blithest notes.

But when she went, the blushing day
Sank into silence chill and gray,

The dark its sable vans unfurled,

And sudden night possessed the world.
O fond desires that wake in vain!

She ne’er will come to us again;

And now, like vanished perfume sweet,
Her memory grows more vague and fleet,
Yet we rejoice that morn by morn

The sad old world seems less forlorn,
Since once so bright a vision came

To touch our lives with heavenly flame,
And show to our bewildered eyes

What beauty dwells in paradise.

James B. Kenyon.
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IX.

HEN Mr. Enoch
Bullripple  found
himself with the Va-
toldi establishment
upon his hands, with
John People steam-
ing southward down
the coast, and an unknown proprietor far
away in some hazy distance, he rubbed those
horny hands with much satisfaction. He
had never managed a restaurant, and under
ordinary circumstances, he would not have
considered himself competent to undertake
such responsibility; but this was a peculiar
case, and Enoch believed himself fully able
to treat it in the peculiar fashion which he
had in view. He was a shrewd, quick-witted
man, and in the course of his varied life had
adapted himself to a great many out-of-the-
way circumstances.

He had but a single object in this scheme
of getting control of Vatoldi’s, and that was
to discover the owner, the man behind the
scenes. That this owner was determined not
to come forward into public view was plain
enough, for if anything would have brought
him forward, it would have been the recent
disturbance of his business. That for some
reason John was determined not to reveal the
identity of this person was equally plain.

That John himself was at the head of affairs
was a supposition well enough suited to the
public mind, but Mr. Bullripple’s mind would
not entertain it for a moment. Inthe first place,
he knew that his nephew had not the capital
nor the interest to control such a business, and
that he did not enjoy the income nor the in-
dependence which it would have given him;
and, more than this, he did not believe that
John had the ability to plan and carry on the
admirable organization which had given Vatol-
di’s its reputation and its success. That John
had abilities of a high order, his uncle did not
doubt, but these, in Enoch’s belief, were the
abilities to do well what he was toldtodo. If he
could find out the man who told his nephew
what he was to do, and who rewarded him so
indifferently for doing it, he did not doubt but
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he could make a very considerable revolution
in the state of affairs, and one which would re-
sult to John’s advantage. He had hisnephew’s
welfare very much at heart, and he did not
share his sister's opinion that the young man
should return to them and become a farmer.
From his own experience and observation he
believed that there was more money in restau-
rant-keeping than in farming.

When Mrs. People heard that her son had
gone off on a sea trip, she was glad of it, of
course, because she believed he needed such
a trip, but she was very much disturbed that
he had not taken leave of her. Of the means
employed to send John away Enoch told her
nothing. She was not a person who could pre-
vent the outside world from sharing in any in-
formation which she possessed, and besides,
she would have been very much troubled, and
might have, therefore, very much interfered
with her brother’s plans had she known that
John had gone off against his will.

“You see, Hannah,” said Mr. Bullripple,
when he communicated the fact of John’s de-
parture,  there wasn’t no time for good-byes.
The steamer started off sooner than he expect-
ed, and it was lucky I had packed his valise
for him and sent it down. But now he’s off
all right, with the best kind of weather, and
he’ll be back in about a week, well set up with
good sea air. And what's more, if he’s got his
wits about him, he ought to do a little profit-
able tradin’ down there, if it's nothin’ but early
peaches.”

« Does Mr. Vatoldi know he has gone?”
asked Mrs. People.

“No,hedon’t,”said Enoch. “Andifhe wants
to know anythin’ about it, let him come and
ask me; that’s all he’s got to do. And now,
Hannah,” continued Mr. Bullripple, “as long
as you and me has got charge here, there’s
goin’ to be a change in this restaurant. Things
is goin’ to be twisted around, and made very
different from what they was before.”

« What's the good of twistin’ 'em?” asked
Mrs. People. “T'm sure John's ways was all
very good ways.”

“That's all jus' so,” replied her brother,
«when the business wason its legs. But nowit’s
flat on its back we've got to put a pillow under
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its head, and do a lot of things to make it com-
fortable. I don’t suppose there’ll be more cus-
tomers than you and me can manage to do for,
and if we jus’ keep ourselves bold and chipper,
and let people see that we're afraid of nobody,
and that we're goin’ to do what we please with-
out carin’ what anybody thinks about it, it
won’t be long before them old waiters will git
tired howlin’ for their coat-tails, and they’ll all
be beggin’ to be took back. And when John
comes home we can jus’ hand over the place to
him, and let him run it along as he used to.”

“But Ishould think Mr. Vatoldi would have
somethin’ to say to all this,” said Mrs. People.

“Very good,” replied her brother; “and all
he’s got to do 1s to come and say it.”

Vatoldi’s was closed early that evening, and
Mr. Bullripple went to work to inaugurate the
new system by which the establishment was to
beconducted. Bythe end of the following day
the place was in pretty good running order.
Alltherecently engaged waiters, many of whom
showed signs of faint-heartedness and might
be at any time frightened away by the boy-
cotters, were discharged, and their places were
supplied by a body of men whose training had
been received at what is known as the cheap
American restaurant,

If there remained extant anything of the
spirit which used to animate the volunteer
firemen of our city, the « Jakeys ” and the
“Sykeses ” who “ran with the machine,” and
considered that banging each other over the
head with their brass horns was one of the nec-
eéssary accompaniments of a conflagration, it
remainedin these men. Withabold, undaunted
air they strolled up and down the rows of tables
with the peculiar intrepidity of shuffle known
only to waiters of this class. In strong un-
trammeled tones they rang out the orders of
the customers, sounding startling changes
brought about by continued repetition upon
the names of standard dishes and viands, and
tossing to each diner his pasteboard check
with an accuracy of aim which was sure to de-
posit it upon some retentive article of food.

These men had never worn dress-coats, and
the army and navy would have to march over
their dead bodies before they could be made
to wear them. Ifa strike were on footin which
they sympathized, not a fallen spoon would
they pick up from the floor until the matter in
dispute had been settled; but in a strike like
this at Vatoldi’s they could see no sense, and
if 2 boycotter had attempted to tamper with
one of them, he might have imagined that the
volunteer fire department had been revived,
and that he and the waiter ran with rival com-
panies.

The class of restaurant to which these men
belonged was a very familiar one to Mr. Bull-
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ripple. When he was in business in the city
he took his meals in such places, and many
of their prominent features were fixed in his
memory. In its palmy days, when everything
was flowing smoothly at Vatoldi’s, Enoch
would never have advised his nephew to adopt
any of these familiar features; but now there
had been a great change in the conditions of
the place, and the old man seemed to think
1t necessary to act in harmony with this fact;
and he therefore set about making everything
as different as possible from what it used to be.
Placards were hung on the walls on which
prominent articles of the ordinary bill of fare
were inscribed in large letters of black and
red.

Mrs. People was very proud of her ability in
the manufacture of various kinds of pie, and
as soon as she found she could do what she
pleased in the kitchen, she went to work with
radiant delight to make and bake pies. M any
of the largest placards were emblazoned with
the legend, “ Home-made Pies,” followed by
an enumeration of varieties, and the price per
slice. A table near the door was covered with
cans, jars, and bottles, selected from the store-
room on account of the brightness of their
labels; and on an adjoining table—there
were plenty of them to spare just now — were
specimens of cheese, pastry, fruit, cakes, etc.,
all covered with gauze netting to keep off the
flies. In the two large show windows, which
had never before contained anything but some
luxuriant and handsome specimens of tropical
plants in zsthetically decorated jars, now ap-
peared some of the aforementioned placards,
together with plates of uncooked chops or
steaks, a box of live crabs packed in sea-
weed, a few particularly resplendent tin cans,
with other objects of the sort adapted to catch
the eye of the passer-by.

When the boycotters discovered John’s ab-
sence, and noticed the great alteration in the
aspect of Vatoldi’s, they naturally supposed
that the place had changed hands, and that
in this way their oppressors had eluded the
punishment which was being dealt out to
them. Buta few inquiries made to Mr. Bullrip-
ple by an emissary soon dispelled this notion,
and they found that Mr. People was only tem-
porarily absent, and that the establishment had
not been sold, and that they could expect no
favors from the parties in charge. They there-
fore continued their annoyances, and endeav-
ored, by every method with which they did
not expect police interference, to create a pub-
lic feeling in favor of themselves, and against
the heel-grinding practiced in the den called
Vatoldi’s.

When Mr. Bullripple and Mrs. People first
appeared at Vatoldr’s, that constant customer,
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J. Weatherby Stull, met them as he would have
met any man or woman whom, years ago, he
had been in the habit of occasionally meet-
ing in the neighborhood of Cherry Bridge,
where he then lived. He spoke to them with
a good-natured condescension, into which he
infused enough cold dignity to show them the
immense distance between their station and
his own. He asked a few questions in regard
to crops, etc., and then ordered his meal, and
took out his newspaper. When he first dis-
covered John’s absence from his accustomed
post, he was surprised and uneasy; and al-
though he was careful not to show any inter-
est in the matter, he could not avoid asking
Mr. Bullripple whathad become of his nephew,
adding that he was so accustomed to seeing
him there that the place appeared odd with-
out him.

Enoch replied that John had gone away to
make arrangements for regular supplies from
the South, and that he would not be back for
several days, perhaps a week.

% But that won’t hender this place from go-
in’ all right,” added Mr. Bullripple. “ John's
mother and me will run the place, and you can
always git your breakfast, dinner, and supper
here, Mr. Stull, with somethin’ to eat between
meals, if you want it.”

There was not a more astounded person in
the city of New York than the proprietor of
Vatoldi’s when he received this information.
A hundred questions rushed towards his
tongue, but he could ask none of them. His
long-continued habit of guarded non-interest
when performing his part of a regular patron
of the establishment had made him very pru-
dent, and he could not help feeling that more
than ordinary caution would be required in
dealing with a sharp-witted old man like
Enoch Bullripple. So he contented himself
with some simple remark, paid his bill, and
went away.

But his way was not a quiet one. His
mind was troubled and tossed by conjectures
regarding John'’s amazing stupidity at leaving
his post, and, without consultation with him-
self, putting Vatoldi’s in charge of those two
country clodhoppers. To be sure, John had
spoken to him about supplies from the South,
but nothing had been said which could possi-
bly lead him to suppose that that young man
would actually leave the city for several days,
or perhaps a week. Such idiocy, such criminal
insubordination, he had never heard of! He
could not understand it, and no supposition
in regard to the matter which he brought be-
fore his reasoning powers was able to satisfy
them.

But this state of mind was oil-smoothed
tranquillity compared to the typhoon of emo-
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tions which swept through him when he per-
ceived the changes which Mr. Bullripple had
wrought in Vatoldi's— that ideal restaurant,
which was at once his pride, his profit, and
his closet skeleton. When he saw the firemen-
like waiters striding up and down among his
tables; when he saw the black-and-red-lettered
placards, bearingthe words, ¢ Clam Chowder,”
“Golden Buck,” “A Fry in a Box,” “A Stew
in a Pail”; but particularly when he saw the
sign, “ Home-made Pies, Five Cents a Slice,”
did the blood of Mr. Stull run in his veins like
trickling streams from a glacier. He was so
much astonished by the aspect of the place
that he forgot to sit down, and stood almost
motionless at the end of a table, until one of
the new waiters strode up to him, and in a cor-
respondingly strident voice inquired, “ Have
ye give ye'r order?”

For a few minutes Mr. Stull felt as if his
whole nature demanded that he should rise
up and assert himself; that then and there he
should announce that he, J. Weatherby Stull,
was lord and king of this establishment, and
thereupon drive out the rowdy waiters, pack
off to their homes the execrable Bullripple
and his sister, tear down those vile placards,
and, if necessary, shut up the place until the
time should come when it could be restored
to its former high position.

But he did not rise and speak. Even this
soul-harrowing desecration could not give
enough courage to this bank president, to this
owner of the highest-priced pew, to this dig-
nified condescender in society to avow to the
world that, besides all this, he was a restaurant-
keeper, and that it was the income from the
sale of beefsteaks and mutton chops, tea, coffee,
and ice-cream that had enabled him to estab-
lish the bank, to hire the pew, and to reach
that high position in society from which he was
accustomed to condescend. No, he could not
do it. For too many years had he kept this
vulgar source of wealth concealed from the
public eye to allow it now to appearand stain
with its gravies and its soups that unblemished
eminence on which he believed himself to
stand.

There was nothing for him to do but to sit
dumb and see all this ruinous profanation of
Vatoldi's without lifting a finger to preventit.
But if ever the time came when he could grind
into dust the heart and fortunes of that rascally
old farmer and his nephew, to whose treach-
ery the present state of affairs was due, Mr.
Stull swore to himself that with a firm and
rapid hand he would grind.

He could not eat the meal he had ordered,
and when he had sat over it long enough, he
went up to the desk behind which Mr. Bull-
ripple stood. Asa well-known and regular
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customer, Mr. Stull thought he might speak
without exciting suspicion,

“You have made great changes here, Mr.
Bullripple,” he said. ¢ I have been a patron of
this establishment for some years, and I have
never seen anything like this before. I am
not accustomed to being waited upon by men
of this class, and I do not like to sit in a room
surrounded by such placards as I see upon
these walls. The place has fallen very much
from its former condition, which was highly
creditable to its managers and its proprietors.
Was it your nephew who decided to make
these changes?”

“ Now look here, Mr. Stull,” said Enoch,
leaning forward on the desk, and speaking in
a conciliatory tone of voice, “ John hasn’t got
nothin’ to do with all this. John’s away on
business, and till he comes back, I'll have to
run the consarn. I've got head enough on my
shoulders, Mr. Stull, to know that a place that’s
bein’ boycotted can’t be run like a place that
everybody’s got good words and good money
for. Now till John gits home I'm goin’ to let
them strikin’ waiters see that neither them nor
their coat-tailsis needed here. Andletmegive
you a piece of advice, Mr. Stull. It's easy
enough to see that the kind of restaurant I'm
goin’ to run isn’t suited to you and your likin’s,
and, if I was you, I'd keep away for a time.
There’s other restaurants that would suit you
better, and if things ever gits round to the way
they used to be,you might come back ag'in.”

It was difficult for Mr. Stull to control his
voice and his manner, but he didit. “I am not
accustomed,” he said in a tone as cold and
disinterested ashe could command,* to change
the place where I take my meals. I have been
coming here for a long time, and I shall con-
tinue to do so. By the way,”— and here Mr.
Stull determined to makea somewhat hazard-
ousstroke, — “do the proprietors of this estab-
lishment approve of these changes?”

Mr. Bullripple leaned farther over the desk,
and his tone became very confidential. “John
never told me what sort of man Vatoldi is,and
I've never asked him anythin’ about him. But
it’s my opinion, Mr. Stull, that he is a mean,
sneakin’hound who gits as much as he can out
of other people, and gives ’em jus’ as little as
he can make ’em take, and when any trouble
comes up he puts his tail between his hind legs
and sneaks off like a dog that’s been whipped
fur stealin’ victuals off the kitchen table, and
keeps out of sight and hearin’ till everythin’
is all right ag’in, leavin’ other people to stand
up and be boycotted and abused. Now, if that
coward of a proprietor, with a ham sandwich
for a soul, and a stale one at that,don’t like the
way things are being managed here, let him
come out of his hole and say so to me. That's
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all I want. Let him come and tell e what he
thinks about it!” And, with that, the old man
brought his hand heavily down on the desk.

Mr. Stull was a strong man, especially in
those mental faculties whose duty it was to
guard hislong-preserved secret, but his strength
was scarcely equal to this occasion, If he had
spoken a word he would have exploded like a
dynamite bomb. All that he did was to turn
away suddenly with a “ Humph !” as if he had
been wasting his valuable time in listening to
this talk about matters in which he took no
interest. He then stalked off, the condescen-
sion with which he stepped out of the way of
an incoming customer being mingled with a
ferocity, which, had it been observed, must have
been considered a singular combination.

Furious as was the mind of Mr. Stull, rag-
ing as it did by day and by night against the
cruel fate which obliged him to bear these in-
sults, these wrongs, and these treacheries with-
out opening his mouth or moving his hand in
his own defense, his mental turmoil did not
prevent his regular attendance at Vatoldi’s.
He might, he thought, have staid away with-
out exciting remark, for his absence would nat-
urally be attributed to his disgust at the present
state of affairs. But he could not stay away.
He must go there, he must see what that black-
hearted scoundrel of a farmer was doing with
his property. Since the departure of John
People no money had been paidinat the bank,
the manager having probably neglected to in-
form his uncle of that part of the daily duties
of the establishment. But Mr. Stull was not
disturbed on this account. Monstrous as he
considered Enoch Bullripple’s conduct to be,
he knew that the old man was perfectly hon-
est,and he felt sure that he would account to
John for all moneys expended, and hand over
the surplus. That John himself was a defaulter
was out of the question. Mr. Stull’s constant
supervision never gave him a chance to be dis-
honest, and he had made his regular deposit
on the day heleft. Stull also believed Enoch’s
statement that the young man had not be-
trayed his secret. No matter to what height
his manager’s stupid folly might rise, he still
felt sure that he was to be trusted in this.

X.

MR. CrisMAN spent a very pleasant Sunday
at Cherry Bridge, and he detailed to the ladies,
with much more satisfaction than if Mr. Strat-
ford had been present, his yachting experi-
ences of the previous week. These were by
no means extraordinary experiences, but they
wererathernovelto Mr. Crisman, and he talked
about them tohisheart’scontent. Mrs. Justin’s
heart was content before she had heard the half
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of them; and Gay sometimes caught herself
wondering if some of the things her lover told
were of sufficient importance to deserve so
much careful elucidation on his part and atten-
tion on herown. Of course shewanted to hear
his adventures, but she was not very desirous
to be told precisely how Pete Cummins and
Charley Slocum sat together in the stern, and
how Abe Henderson, who was just abaft the
mast trying to smoke out one of those smuggled
cigars whichhe had bought from a sailor on the
Battery,sungout that there was asquall coming
and would strike them on the port quarter in
about six minutes, and that the best thing they
could do was to put into the island until the
blow was over, if they staid all night; and how
everybody aboard, except Tom Wilson, knew
that there was no likelihood of a squall, or, if
there was, Abe didn’t know anything about it,
and that Abe was just trying on the nautical
to torment Tom Wilson, who was making him-
self comfortable on a roll of sail-cloth in the
bow—this comical Tom Wilson having on a
blue flannel shirt which he bought too big by
mistake, and full nineteen inches in the collar,
giving him the air of a lady going out to an
evening party, and causing him to be partic-
ularly anxious not to go on shore and make
a guy of himself, which, of course, he would
be obliged to do if a squall came up.

It was not that this, and similar incidents,
possessed no interest for her, but Gay’s mind
was a quick one, and could comprehend sit-
uations upon very terse presentations. Mr.
Crisman’s elaboration of minutiz became,
therefore, alittle tiresome to her, although she
did not acknowledge this to herself, and lis-
tened with such gentle attention that Mr. Cris-
man felt it was almost as pleasant to tell about
these things as to be at the happening of them.

On Sunday morning he went to church with
the two ladies, and in the afternoon he strolled
with one, but the scent of the yacht trip hung
around his conversation still.  But he was so
good-humored, so buoyant and hearty in his
talk and manner, and withal so handsome,
that Gay reproached herself every time there
came stealing into her mind a sense of distaste
for small vessels on salt water. It was a quiet,
uneventful day, but Mrs. Justin and Gay Ar-
matt enjoyed it very much. The conditions
for enjoyment were so exactly what they ought
to be, and it appeared so just, right, and per-
fectly natural that the presence of Mr. Cris-
man should give pleasure not only to Gay,
but to her dear friend, that the pleasure came
to these two ladies as the delightful conscious-
ness of virtue comes to the virtuous,

When Gay took her charming, beaming face
upstairs that night, she sat by the window
and looked out into her future — her future
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with Charley Crisman. It was very bright,
brighter than the sunset. It was full of glow-
ing visions of a voyage, not in a little boat
upon a bay, but in a great ship upon the roll-
ing ocean; of far-away and lovely lands; of
the weird charms of foreign life, and the moun-
tains and plains whence trickled the head-
waters of literature ; and through these vision-
ary scenes she moved with Charley, hand in
hand, until at last they came to a lovely rural
home, which, after all, would be more charm-
ing than the ruins of the past or the palaces of
to-day.

And then she rose, and the future faded, and
in its stead she saw the sky, and there were
some stars there which reminded her of the
stars which had come twinkling out the week
before, when she had walked home after dark
from the hill where she had seen the sunset.
And now it came into her mind that, for some
reason or other, she did not know exactly
why, it was more pleasant for Mr. Stratford not
to be here on the Sundays Charley was here.
This was very odd, and she did not try to ex-
plain it to herself. And so, with the Charley-
smile still upon her lips, she went to bed.

Mr. Crisman did not immediately retire, but,
lighting a cigar, he went out on the piazza to
have a walk and a smoke, and to build some
castles in the air. His thoughts went imme-
diately forth to a medium-sized frame house,
probably in the Queen Anne style, somewhere
in the suburbs of the city. From the parlor and
dining-room floor to a room in the attic which
he intended to fit up with a work-bench, at
which he could make all sorts of little things
that would be needed about the house, he fur-
nished this home. To be sure, he could not ex-
pect to be in it very much on week-days; for,
as he had to be at the store at nine o’clock in
the morning, and as it would take him at least
an hour to reach thecity, he would have to have
his breakfast at half-past seven, and therefore
get up at seven; and, as for coming home, he
could not hope to reach the house before dark,
except in the long summer days. But then
there would be Sundays and holidays; and
even on ordinary days, if they did not situp too
late, he could rise in the morning quite early
enough to have a good time working in the
garden and getting an appetite for his break-
fast. He knew lots of fellows wholived out of
town who did that. Insome way or other, they
really seemed to have more time to do things
than his friends who lived in the city.

As to Gay, he pictured her as the most
charming mistress of a house that the world
ever saw. He did not suppose that she had
any domestic abilities, for she could gain noth-
ing of these while she was grinding away at
school and at college; but all that sort of
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thing would soon come to her, as it does to
every woman who is worth anything. Of
course they would have a servant, but there
would be lots for Gay to do to keep her busy
and contented while he was away. For one
thing, he would have a poultry house and
yard, and the care of the hens and chickens
would give Gay no end of fun and occupation.
He saw her, in his mind’s eye, collecting the
snow-white eggs, and tenderly caring for the
downy little chicks. If his circumstances im-
proved,—and there was reason to believe that,
if he married, he would be promoted into the
foreign woolens department,—he would have
a cow, although, now he came to think of it,
a good cow ought to give at least ten quarts
of milk a day, and what he and Gay were to do
with ten quarts of milk he could not see, unless,
indeed, they churned, and, by George! that was
a jolly idea! They would make their own
butter, and Gay should have charge of it. He
was glad Gay was not a rich girl, because she
would take so much more pleasure in all this
sort of thing than she would if she had been
rich. She would find that she would have alot
to learn that they didn’t teach in college. But,
when she once came to give her mind to it, he
knew very well that she would get along splen-
didly.

And then, throwing away the stump of his
cigar, Mr, Crisman danced twice up and down
the piazza, holding out his arms as if he were
waltzing with Gay. And having finished this
exercise, he went into the house, locked the
hall-door, and betook himself to bed.

Mrs. Justin did not have a very long rest
that night. She never could sleep when any
one was walking up and down the piazza un-
der her window ; and when Gay married Mr.
Crisman—and to-day Mrs. Justin had no
doubt that this would happen—she hoped that
she would cure him of this practice.

When Mr. Crisman had gone, and the week
of ordinary life had begun again at Cherry
Bridge, Gay let one day pass without saying
anything on the subject, and then she asked
Mrs. Justin if she did not think it somewhat
strange that Mr, Stratford had not called
upon them since he went back to the farm-
house.

“ It has been scarcely three days since he
washere,”said Mrs. Justin,“and I do not think
that can be considered a very long absence.”

“That depends,” said Gay, “Itisonlya
half-hour drive for him. Have the people at
the farm returned yet?”

‘I have not heard that they have returned,”
said Mrs. Justin.

“Well, then,” said Gay, thoughtfully, “from
what you said about the state of the farm
household when you invited the two gentle-
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men here, I should think he must be having a
very uncomfortable time of it.”

Mirs. Justin possessed an excellent temper,
but this remark irritated her. She felt that Gay
was not called upon to interest herself in Mr.
Stratford’s welfare. And, more than that, she
perceived in Gay’s words something of a re-
proach to herself. Her conscience told her
that this was not altogether undeserved. Af-
fairs must be going on roughly at the farm,
with no one but a very incompetent woman to
manage the household, and it did not atall
conform to her high ideas of hospitality to al-
low an old friend, such as Mr. Stratford was, to
remain in discomfort with her own large house
so near. But Stratford’s intentions and con-
duct made it impossible for her to have him at
her house while Gay was there. But that was
no reason why the duties of friendship should
be entirely neglected. She then remarked that
she intended to drive over to the farm and find
out when Mrs. People was expected back and
how matters were going on there.

“ 1 will go with you,” said Gay.

Now did the irritation of Mrs Justin increase
so much that she was unable to conceal it, and
she answered in a tone more severe than she
had ever before used towards her young friend :

“It is not at all necessary, Gay, that you
should visit the farm. Iam going tothe village
this morning, and will then drive over and see
if Mr. Stratford needs anything that I can do
for him.”

Gay could not fail to perceive that Mrs.
Justin did not approve of her putting herself
forward in the cause of Mr. Stratford’s welfare,
but she was not offended, though she said no
more upon the subject. It might be that her
friend was sensitive about having other people
interfere in a case like this, which was clearly
within her own province; and as Gay consid-
ered the matter, she thought of several other
things which might have induced Mrs. Justin to
set her aside in this affair. But Gay’s consider-
ations of these possible reasons did not in the
slightest degree diminish her interest in Mr.
Stratford.

Mrs. Justin was not only irritated but dis-
appointed. Mr. Crisman’s last visit had pro-
duced the impression upon her that perhaps,
after all, there was no reason for her fears in
regard to Stratford. The lovers appeared so
happy and content in each other’s company
that even if Mr. Stratford found further oppor-
tunities of interfering with their engagement, he
would discover that he had no ground to work
on. Assoon as he had gone Gay had ceased to
think of him, and had returned to herallegiance
to the man she was to marry. But now Cris-
man was scarcely out of the house when Gay
was filled with anxiety about Mr. Stratford’s
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domestic comfort, and with disappointment
that he did not come to see her. All this was
very disheartening to Mrs. Justin. Mr. Strat-
ford was out when she called at the farm-house,
but her inquiries convinced her that he was
probably doing very well, as it was evident
that he had taken the general direction of his
domestic economies into his own hands. She
gave the woman in charge some advice in re-
gard to the gentleman’s comfort, but she made
no report of herproceedings whenshe returned.

Gay asked no_further questions about Mr.
Stratford, and she and her friend soon re-
turned to their ordinary condition of amica-
ble intercourse. It was Mrs. Justin’s custom
to leave her visitors free to spend the morn-
ings as they best pleased, and to claim that
privilege for herself. The next morning Gay
pleased not to read or study. She was rest-
less and thoughtful, and concluded that she
would take a walk. So she walked over the
fields and hills to the little eminence where
she had seen the sunset. She climbed up
to the broad rail where she had sat, and she
sat there again and looked at the sky. The
sky was blue now, with white clouds floating
over it, but it was not a very interesting sky,
and Gay got down from the fence on the
other side from that on which she had climbed
up. Then she walked onintoa country which
was new to her, and in which she experienced
some of the sensations of the adventurer, for
she knew she was not now on Mrs. Justin’s
land.

She kept on until she came to the bottom
of a hill, where there was a little brook ; and
when she had rested herself by its banks a
few minutes, watching the hurrying water as it
pushed around and between and over the big
stones which lay in its course, she stepped
upon one or two of the dryest of these stones,
and was over the brook in a flash. She fol-
lowed the opposite bank of the stream around
the end of a low hill, and then she found her-
self in a pretty little valley with this mountain
stream running down the middle of it. Not
far away there was a clump of trees by the
side of the brook, and just above these a man
was fishing.

Almost as soon as she saw this man Gay
knew it was Mr. Stratford. She stopped, un-
certain whether or not to go on. Before the
conversation of yesterday she would not have
hesitated for a moment, but would have hur-
ried, as fast as she could run, to see Mr. Strat-
ford fish ; but now a recollection of the words
and, still more, the manner, of Mrs. Justin
produced a vague impression upon her mind
that she ought, perhaps, to turn around and
go back the way she came. But instantly she
began to ask herself what possible reason there
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was for this impression? What was there in
Mrs. Justin’s words or manner which should
prevent her from speaking to Mr. Stratford
when she saw him? If he happened to turn
his head she would be full in his view, and if
he saw her going away what would he think
of her? She would be treating him as if he
were some stranger to be avoided. It would
be most unkind and improper in her to behave
to him in an unfriendly way, and so she would
go on and speak to him.

This she did, but she did not run. She
walked very sedately over the grass ; and when
she came near him he heard the slight rustling
of her dress, and turned.

« Good-morning, Mr. Stratford,” she said.
«Shall T frighten the fish if I come there?”

Mr. Stratford was surprised, but very glad
to see Gay. He put down his rod, and came
forward to greet her. Hesaid it did not matter
in the least whether she frightened the fish or
not, and wanted to know how she had hap-
pened to come this way.

When this had been explained, Gay begged
him to go on with his fishing, because noth-
ing would so much delight her as to see how
he caught a trout. Thereupon they both ap-
proached the brook, and while Gay stood a
little to one side, Mr. Stratford took up his
rod and began with much dexterity to throw
his fly among the ripples at the bottom of a
tiny waterfall. In a few moments he caughta
trout and threw it out upon the grass; then
Gay ran up to it, dropped down on her knees,
and was full of admiration for its beautiful
colors and spots. If it had been Mr. Crisman
who was fishing, Gay would have implored
him to throw the poor little thing back into
the water, but in regard to a fish hooked by
Mr. Stratford she had no such thought. If
he caught it, it was of course quite right that
he should do so.

And now Mr. Stratford asked her if she
would like to fish. Gay declared that she would
be perfectly delighted to do so, but unfortu-
nately she did not know how ; she had never
fished since she was a little girl, and then in
the most primitive way, with worms. She had
heard and read a good deal about artificial
flies, but she had never before seen any one
use them. Thereupon Mr. Stratford took out
his book of flies, and showed Gay the various
kinds of feather insects, and told her when
and why he used this variety or that. Then
she was very anxious to begin, and Stratford
put the rod into her hands, explained the use
of the reel, and going a little farther along the
brook he began to give her lessons in man-
aging the rod, throwing the fly, and in various
other branches of trout-fishing. Gay’s business
in life was to leamn, and she was so bright
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and quick at seeing what ought to be done,
and Stratford was so earnest and patient in
teaching her, that after half an hour’s practice
she could make a fly skim above the surface of
the water with something that resembled in a
certain degree the skill of a practiced fisher.

In the course of time a trout actually rose
to her fly, and she hooked it. With a wild,
spasmodic jerk, which would have broken her
tackle had the fish been alarge one,she threw
it far out on the grass, the line just grazing Mr.
Stratford’s hat as it flew over his head. She
was now in raptures, and she fished on with
much zest, although her success was small.

And so Gay did all the fishing, for Mr.
Stratford assured her that he could fish any
day, and that it was ever so much more
pleasure to show her how to use the rod than
to use it himself, And they walked and they
talked, and Gay declared that she had found
out something which was not taught in col-
leges, and that was that the way to superoxy-
genate the air was to fish. The atmosphere
seemed truly full of exhilaration, and not only
she herself, but everything else, seemed to be
breathing it with delight.

“T wish Izaak Walton had written his book
in Greek,” cried Gay, “for then I would put
it among my Greek reading next winter, and
in that way keep before my mind this fussy
little brook with real fishing fish in it. And
now won't you show me again how to give
that little wobble to the fly as I wave it?”

And so Mr. Stratford took Gay’s little hand
into his own, she still holding the rod, and the
fly on the end of the line began to wobble it-
self more over the water, and less over the
grass.

At length Stratford stopped and took out
his watch. I think, Miss Armatt,” he said,
“ that we must now give up fishing for to-day.
You will have just time enough to get home
to lunch.”

“You don’t mean to say,” exclaimed Gay,
“ that it is near one o’clock !

“It is half-past twelve,” said Stratford,
“but T can show you a much shorter way to
Mrs. Justin’s house than that by which you
came.”

And now the little feather fly was put away
with its brothers, the rod was disjointed and
packed up, and Gay. and Stratford walked
along one edge of the stream until they came
to a good place to cross, when he, with one
foot upon a rock and the other on the bank,
took both her hands in his, and she made a fly-
ing skip over the brook without any need of a
stepping-stone. They now followed the course
of the valley until they came to a fence, in one
panel of which were movable bars, and these
being taken down by Mr. Stratford, Gay passed
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through. Then he put them up again, but re-
mained on the other side from her.

“Now all you have to do,” he said, “is to
keep straight on until you get to the corner of
that bit of wood. When you have turned that,
you will see the house before you at the bottom
of a long hill.”

“But are you not coming to take lunch with
us?” exclaimed Gay. “I thought, of course,
you'd do that!”

“ Oh, no,” replied Stratford with,a smile, I
couldn’t lunch with ladies in these fishing
clothes and muddy boots.”

“The clothes are plenty good enough,” said
Gay; “and I am sure that Mrs. Justin won'tlike
it at all when she hears you have been so near
and wouldn’t stop to lunch.”

Stratford smiled, but shook his head.

“Then you will come to-morrow?” said
Gay. “You haven’t been to see us for ever so
long; and I have six pages marked, on which
there are things I want to ask you about.”

Mr. Stratford stood by the fence, leaning on
the upper rail. « Miss Armatt,” he said, “I
shall not be able to visit you to-morrow. In
fact,as T am going to the city in a day or two,
it will be some time before I can give myself
the pleasure of calling at Mrs. Justin’s house.”

“I don’t see what going to the city in a day
or two has to do with it,” said Gay, “when
you live so near.”

Stratford laughed, but made no answer to
this remark. “ You must not think, Miss Ar-
matt,” he said, “that I have any intention of
evading those six marked pages. But I must
not keep you here any longer, or Mrs. Justin
will think you are lost. Good-bye, for just
now.” And he reached out his hand over
the fence.

Gay put her hand in his, and as she did so
she said nothing, but looked straight into his
eyes with an expression full of interrogation.

“ Good-bye,” he said again. And then he
gently dropped her hand, and she went her
way.

Gay's way was now a thoughtful one, and
her thoughts could have been formulated to ex-
press the idea that the best plan to expel the
oxygen from the air was to have Mr, Stratford
say the things he had been saying. There was
something wrong, and she could not under-
stand it. In fact, she soon gave up trying to
understand it; and her mind, for the greater
part of the walk home, was entirely occupied
with the contemplation of the fact that never
in her life had she met any one who, in certain
respects, could be compared to Mr. Stratford
as a companion. It was not merely that he
knew so much about all sorts of things; it was
a good deal more than that. His mind seemed
to possess the quality of hospitality; it seemed
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to open its doors to you, to ask you to come
in and make yourself at home ; and you could
not help going in and making yourself at
home — at least Gay could not. And she did
not want to help it either. She had never
known any one on whom, in certain respects,
it was such a pleasure to depend as Mr. Strat-
ford. Even when he helped her over the brook,
or showed her how to use a fishing-rod, there
was something encouraging and inspiriting in
his very touch.

And yet'Gay’s thoughts and sentiments in
regard to Mr. Stratford did not interfere in the
least with her thoughts and sentiments regard-
ing Mr. Crisman. These were on a different
plane, and in a different sphere. She did not
exactly say this to herself, but reflections of
similarsignificance passedacross her mind, and
being of such easy comprehension were not
detained for consideration.

When Mrs. Justin heard where Gay had
been, with whom she had met, how she had
fished, how she had enjoyed it, what a perfect-
ly lovely morning it had been, what a charm-
ing thing it was to have a man like Mr. Strat-
ford teach one how to fish, how Mr. Stratford
had declined to come to lunch, and a good
deal of what he had said on this and other
subjects, that lady listened in silence ; her face
was grave, and her heart was pained. She felt
that Fate was agamst her in the effort she
was making in behalf of the right. When she
spoke she said a few words in regard to Mr.
Stratford’s visit to the city, and then changed
the subject. In the course of an hour or two
a basket of trout was sent over from the Bull-
ripple farm, and they were cooked for supper;
but Gay noticed that Mrs. Justin, who, as she
knew, was very fond of trout, partook not of
this dish.

Mrs. Justin’s peace of mind was not in-
creased when, next morning, she received a
Jetter from Arthur Thorne requesting her per-
mission to address Miss Armatt. Mr. Thorne
wrote that he was aware that Mrs. Justin was
not related to Miss Armatt, nor was she that
young lady’s guardian, but as Miss Armatt
was at present a member of her family, he
would consider it an instance of bad social
faith were he to carry out his present intention
of securing board in her neighborhood for the
express purpose of visiting Mrs. Justin’s house
and endeavoring to win favor in the eyes of
Miss Armatt, without frankly apprising Mrs.
Justin of said intention. The letter closed with
an earnest hope that this proposed step would
meet with Mrs. Justin’s approval.

«Ts it possible,” exclaimed the lady as she
rose to her feet, with this letter crushed in her
hand, ¢ that Stratford has never told his friend
of Mr. Crisman!”
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*For an hour Mrs. Justin walked the floor,
this matter galloping through her mind, and
then she sat down and wrote a letter to Mr.
Thorne informing him of Gay’s engagement to
Mr. Crisman. She did not allude to the strange-
ness of the fact that he had not heard of this,
and she made her letter as kind and as appre-
ciative of honorable motives as she believed
such a truly honorable man as Arthur Thorne
deserved.

XI.

TuEe cyclones and the typhoons still con-
tinued to rage through the soul of J. Weath-
erby Stull as he daily visited Vatoldi’s and
beheld the performances of Enoch Bullripple.
Whatever deed an absolute fool might do, that,
in the eyes of Mr. Stull, did Enoch, and what-
ever a wise man might perform, that thing
Enoch left undone. With John People gone
he knew not whither, and not a soul on earth
with whom he could share his misery and rage,
Mr. Stull’s condition was such that every hour
threatened the downfall of Mr. Bullripple, and
the simultaneous toppling over of the lofty
social pedestal of the Stull family. But the
head of the family had made that pedestal his
only object of adoration, and it was that adora-
tion which time after time saved the pedestal
from the destruction threatened by its builder.

As has been said, Mr. Stull came every day
to Vatoldi’s, but he no longer brought his fam-
ily, nor urged them to come. That restaurant,
with its swaggering waiters and its flaunting
placards of “Chowder” and “ Golden Buck,”
was no place for them. In its present condi-
tion he did not wish to see the place patronized.
He went there himself because he must know
what was going on, but he would have been
very glad if no one else had gone. Attracted
by Enoch’s showy inducements, and by the no-
toriety which the boycotters had given to the
place, a great many persons took their meals
at Vatoldi’s. But they were not the former
patrons of the establishment. They belonged
to a much lower social sphere; and, had cir-
cumstances permitted, it would have delighted
the soul of Mr. Stull to take each one of them
by the neck and put him out into the street,
and then to close the shutters of Vatoldi’s and
lock and bar its doors, keeping them closed and
barred until affairs could be so ordered that he
could reopen his establishment upon its old
basis of order, propriety, and systematic excel-
lence.

One afternoon Mr. Horace Stratford arrived
in town, and being very desirous to obtain
news of his landlord and landlady, from
whom he had received but two very unsatis-
factory notes, he repaired directly to Vatoldis.
When he reached the place he was surprised
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to see quite a crowd before the door, who re-
garded with much lively interest a man who
was taking a meal at a small table placed on
the sidewalk directly in front of one of the
large windows. Over this man’s head hung a
placard, on which was inscribed:

“YESTERDAY THE BOYCOTTERS GAVE ME
TWO DOLLARS
TO PLAY SHAM, AND TO-DAY I AM PAID
THREE DOLLARS
TO EAT, DRINK, AND BE MERRY.”

Mr. Stratford did not stop to ask questions;
but, seeing Mrs. People inside the door, he
immediately walked in and accosted her.

The good woman’s face was beaming with
the pleasure which frequently follows a benev-
olent action. A big policeman— all sorts of
people now came to Vatoldi’s —had just been
partaking of a repast at a table near the door,
and Mrs. People, who had been temporarily
left in charge of the cashier’s desk, and who
liked to encourage the patronage of policemen
in these troublous times, had cut a large slice
of one of her own cherry pies, and had taken
it to him with her own hands as a gratuitous
addition to his meal.

“ That's from me,” she said, in her brusque,
cheerful way. ¢ It’s all right. Don’t mention
it.” And then she bustled back to the desk.

When the policeman came up to pay the
amount of his check, Mrs. People, who was
not an adept at addition and subtraction, gave
him his change with a deficiency in the amount
which was larger than the price of the piece
of pie. The good policeman perceived the
error, but hesitated a little before mentioning
it to a person who had just been so generous
to him. He stood for a moment undecided
whether to speak or not, when Mrs. People
exclaimed :

“Now don’t say anythin’ about that pie.
That's all right. Did you think it was good ?
It ought to be, for I made it myself.” And
then, with a jolly little nod, she turned aside
to speak to a waiter, and the policeman, in a
state of uncertain gratefulness, departed.

The glow of kindliness upon Mrs. People’s
countenance brightened into the radiance of
joy when she beheld Mr. Stratford. With out-
stretched hand she hurried to meet him, and
poured forth an instantaneous torrent of ques-
tions regarding his welfare at the farm, broken
by great bowlders of regret at the unfortunate
state of affairs which obliged her to leave him
there alone.

It was an hour when there were few per-
sons in the long room, but had the place been
crowded it would have been all the same to
Mrs. People.
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After a time Mr. Stratford began to ask
questions. “This place seems very much
changed,” he said, looking about him. “Has
boycotting done all this? ?

“The dear knows what it has done, and
whatithasn't done,” said Mrs. People. ¢ Enoch
attends to the upstairs business, and I have
my hands full tryin’ to keep things straight in
the kitchen. He is out now, and so I had to
come up here; but he’ll be back directly, and
mighty glad he’ll be to see you.™

“What is the meaning,” asked Stratford,
¢ of that man eating at a table outside, with the
people standing along the curb-stone looking
at him?”

 Oh, that's one of Enoch’s contrivances,”
said Mrs. People with a laugh. ¢ Yesterday
the boycotters hired that man to come in here
and get somethin’ to eat; and, dear knows,
they didn’t give him money to git much; and
when he had finished he went out on the pave-
ment right in front of the door, and bent him-
self nearly double, and began to howl asif he
was suff'rin’, and to holler out that he’d been
plizened by what had been given him to eatin
here. Astrueas I live, sir, 'twasn’t more’n half
a minute before there was a crowd outside,
a-blockin’ up the pavement; and where they
came from so quick I don’t know; and that
man in the middle of them a-howlin’ and
groanin’ and shakin’ his fist at the people in
here for p’izenin’ of him. It wouldn't’a’ been
two minutes before there’d been a row, and
windows broke, for all I know, but the very
second that Enoch set eyes on the man and saw
what was up, he made one dash out the front
door, and grabbed the feller by the collar, and
pulled him inside in no time. Then two of the
waiters they took the man one by each arm and
Enoch pushin’ behind, and they whisked him
out lively into the little back-yard, and then
they got him down right flat on the bricks,
and Enoch he called for a big bottle of olive
oil to give to him quick to stop the p’izen.
Then the feller he got frightened, not knowin’
what he’d be made to take, and he sung out
that he wasn’t p’izened at all,and that 'twas all
sham. Then Enoch he sent the waiters away
and let the man up,andthenand there he made
a bargain with him; and ashe had been hired
yesterday to make believe he was sick, Enoch
hired him to come to-day and set out in front
of the shop and eat, and let people see that
the victuals we furnish here agree with him.
Enoch has give orders that they're to take vict-
uals out to him a little at a time, so’s he can be
kep'eatin’ all day. This mornin’ some boycot-
ter’s boys threw mud at him, but the perlice
ketched ’em, and there was an end to that.
And here comes Enoch now.”

Mr. Bullripple was quite as glad to see his
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boarder as Mrs. People had been, and the two
sat down at a table and had a long talk on the
state of affairs. Mr. Stratford was greatly in-
terested in Enoch’s account of what he had
done, for the old man told him everything,
even to his method of getting rid of John
People in order to have a clear field to work
n.
“Vou see, sir,” said Enoch, “what I'm
about is a good sight deeper than what folks
is likely to think that jus’ looks at it from the
outside. Tlere’s a ratin a hole in this Vatoldi
business, and all these things that surprise you
about the place is the stick that I'm tryin’ to

punch him outwith; and I think thatfeller eatin”

outside has just made the stick about long

{To be continued.)
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enough to reach the mean, sneakin’ varmint
at the bottom of his hole. I'm almost dead
sure 1 tetched him, for if he didn’t stick out his
head this mornin’, I'm wuss mistaken than I
ever was before in my life. I'm pretty surethat
it won’t be long now before I'll have him. And
then, if I choose, Mr. Stratford,—I don'’t say
that I'm goin’todoit, but I can doit, if I like,—
I'm of the opinion I can show you your hun-
dredth man. For if there’s one man that sticks
out sharp from any hundred people you know,
it's this one I'm after.”

« 1 have a very strong notion, Enoch,” said
Mr. Stratford, “if you catch the person you call
your rat, and bring him to me yourself, that I
shall see my hundredth man.”

Frank R. Stockton.

EDWARD THOMPSON TAYLOR,

THE BOSTON BETHEL PREACHER.

THIS evangelist of the sea was born in
Richmond, Virginia, December 25, 1793.
He was a Christmas present of then unknown
worth. He was a ruddy child; as of red earth
the first Adam is fabled to have been made.
As he grew up his brown hair had in it a tint
of fire, as if from an ever-burning flame in his
breast. He was a possessed man. To the
credit of what was afterwards the Confederate
capital, we must pass this great nativity. His
mother was Scotch, a governessin what, from
something of superior rank recognized at that
time in the homestead, was called ¢ the great
house,” from which his father was banished
for making such a supposed inferior match.
The mother expired as the son came into the
world. The little ¢ bundle of baby ” fell into
the hands of a negro mammy, whose love and
care ever after haunted his heart, Like Moses,
drawn out of the bulrush ark in Egypt, or like
Jesus in the manger, he was a foundling of
providence, and foreordained to the business
of preaching. It is a curious parallel between
him and the elder Booth that as the distin-
guished actor wanted prayers over some dead
pigeons, so Taylor held funeral services for
chickens and Kkittens that had departed this
life, and used not only persuasion, but even
the whip, to gather his mourning audience of
negro boys and girls, though the lash may
have been as gentle as the oratory was won-
derful in the six-year-old boy. When he was
about seven, living near the city with a lady
to whom the charge of him had been con-
signed, he was one day out picking up chips.
A sea-captain passing by asked him if he did

not want to be a sailor. He instantly left his
chips, as the first disciples did their nets and
money-changers’ tables. He did not even go
back to the house to say good-bye, but, readily
impressed, ran away with the free-spoken
stranger, embarked on the sea and upon the
for him wilder ocean of human life.

In the biography of Taylor, prepared by
the Reverend Gilbert Haven and the Honor-
able Thomas Russell, one of his sons-in-law,
the next ten years are called “a blank,” and
they were no doubt a hard experience, to
which he was seldom inclined to refer. But
void of instruction and discipline, that rough
decade could not have been any more than
were the ¢ three years in Arabia” of the
Apostle Paul. In his later ministry, having
been taken to visit the famous Dr. Channing,
on leaving the house he observed to the friend
who had introduced him: ¢ Channing has
splendid talents ; whata pity he had not been
educated!” No school, academy, or college
could equal in Taylor's mind that university
of wind and wave through whose long and
trying curriculum with many a sharp examina-
tion, for at last such triumphant graduation,
he had passed. But he never forgot the rock
he was hewn from in Virginia, the mother of
States. A feeling, though no doctrine, of State
sovereignty or State rights may have been at
the bottom of his opposition to abolitionists,
and of his resentment of John Brown’s raid.
But his abode in North Square would have
been the quickest to open to a fugitive and
the hardest out of which to get a runaway
slave. He was a patriotic American, but his
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XI1I.

N the day of Mr. Stratford’s
arrival in the city, and very
soon after he had parted
from Enoch Bullripple, the
latter received a letter from
his nephew, John People.
It was a long letter, and full
of indignation and reproach. In the strongest
terms which John’s sense of duty would allow
him to use towards a respected relative, he pro-
tested against the injustice and injury which
had been done him by the unwarrantable trick
played upon him by his uncle. Mr. Bullrip-
ple’s letter had assured him that it was all in-
tended for his good, but this declaration made
no impression on John. He had been ruth-
lessly forced to break his faith with his em-
ployer, and to desert and neglect the interests
which had been intrusted to him. Nothing
on earth could have tempted him voluntarily
to do what he had been tricked into doing.
Instead of this enforced absence being a bene-
fit to him, he felt sure it would work him an in-
jury. He had written to his employer explain-
ing the whole affair, but he had no reason to
believe that his explanations would clear him
from condemnation by that person; and dis-
aster, both to his fortune and to the business,
must certainly result from his uncle’s deplor-
able action.

John further stated that, instead of writing,.
he would have hastened home himself, but that
he had no money by which to come by rail,
and that the steamer on which he had a return
ticket would not start North for several days.
He had written for money to be telegraphed
to him, and would be in the city at the earli-
est possible moment.

When Mr. Bullripple had read this letter his
countenance was not that of a man whose con-
science had been touched by the reproaches

. of one he had wronged. On the contrary, he
allowed himself a smile of much content as he
folded the letter and slipped it into an inner
pocket of his coat.

« Written to the boss, has he?” he said to
himself. “That’s all right; and now we'll wait
and see what happens next. If the boss can

* Copyright, 1886, by Frank R.

stand that punch without comin’ out of his
hole and showin’ himself, he’s got more grit
than anybody I've met yit on this planet.”

The fact that John had not been able im-
mediately to set out on his return to the city
was a comfort and relief to'the soul of Mr.
Bullripple, for he had found that the task of fer-
reting out the concealed proprietor of Vatoldi’s
was more difficult than he had expected it to
be, and for the past day or two he had feared
that his nephew might make his appearance
and prevent the successful working out of his
plans. But now there was some time yet in
which, with his perceptive faculties keener than
ever, he could keep a bright lookout for the
other man to whom John had written.

When Mr. Stull received his letter it was a
happy thing for him that he was alone, for he
fairly roared with fury. He had thought that
his detestation of Enoch Bullripple could not
be greater than it had become during the time
that the old man had had sole charge of Va-
toldi’s; but now Mr. Stull found that he had
been mistaken. Nothing that Bullripple had
done could compare with this act of demoni-
acal villainy. If ever a man had been revenged
on another, he would be revenged on this
old farmer. It was not necessary for him to
show himself, nor to do anything at the present
moment. It would not be long before John
People would return, and then he could act, as
before, unseen and unknown. The first thing
he would do would be to order his manager
immediately to send his uncle and his mother
to their home in the country; and then Mr.
Stull determined to devote all the energy of his
intellect to schemes by which thatreprobate of
a Bullripple should be made to suffer for his
sins, without knowing who caused himhis pangs
and his agony. There were weak places in Mr.
Bullripple’s affairs which Stull knew, and it was
at these spots he intended to strike until he had
reached the very heart of his victim.

During the rest of that day, and a great
part of the night, the mind of Mr. Stull was
almost entirely given over to schemes for the
ruin of the man who in such scoundrelly fash-
ion had thrust himself into his path.

The next day he lunched at Vatoldi’s, as
was his custom. No matter what happened,

Stockton. All rights reserved.
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he said to himself, he would make no change
in his ordinary habits, and give no one reason
to suppose that what was occurring there
was of the slightest concern to him.

But the difficulty of restraining himself to
his prescribed line of action was now greater
than he everimagined it could be. Tolook at
Enoch Bullripple withouthurling knives, forks,
and imprecations athim induced a strain which
few minds except that of J. Weatherby Stull
could have withstood. Heate with assumed ap-
petite the meal which he had ordered, and no
knives, forks, or imprecations flew through the
air. But his soul writhed, groaned, and gritted
its teeth within, him, and he longed for the
coming of John People, and the beginning of
his vengeance. Not only the uncle, but the
nephew, should suffer. He had to be very care-
ful in his treatment of the only person who
held his secret, but he would not allow himself
to forget that John had been weak and fool-
ish enough to be led away by a most flimsy
trick from his post of duty at a time when it
was so necessary that he should be there. Mr,
Stull had not yet determined how John should
be punished, but that this punishment should
take place he most solemnly promised himself.

Mr, Stull'was a man who, if he had anything
to do, liked to go to work and do it as soon as
possible; and the very next morning he set on
foot some particular inquiries in regard to the
tenure by which Enoch held his farm. He
thought that said tenure probably resembled
that by which he held his own farm ; and, if
this should prove to be the case, he had con-
ceived a plan by which the meddling old man
could be brought to a just punishment, and
that, too, without knowing who had brought it
upon him,

He ate his luncheon at Vatoldi’s that day
with a good appetite, for the prospect of making
himself even with old Enoch, and the knowl-

edge that John would very soon return, had -

restored his mental and physical systems to
something of their ordinary condition. His in-
dignation against Enoch received, however,
fresh fuel to-day. New placards had been hung
upon the wall, one announcing that certain
puddings would be furnished with “ Boycotter
Sauce” ; and the general vulgarity andlow tone
of the place seemed to be on the increase. Be-
fore the receipt of John People’s letter Mr.
Stull had believed old Bullripple to be a stupid
blunderer, who, knowing nothing of the busi-
ness he had undertaken, had done everything
in the way it should not be done; but now
he believed him to be a designing rascal, who,
hating anything better than that to which he
was accustomed, was taking a vicious delight
in pulling Vatoldi’s down to his own level, for
nothing but the depraved love of power, and
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the desire to make the restaurant what his
groveling soul thought it ought to be, could
have induced the old man to take so much
trouble to get his nephew out of the way.

Shortly before three o’clock that afternoon
Mr. Stull was astounded, almost paralyzed, in
fact, by beholding the entrance, unheralded by
announcement or knock, of Enoch Bullripple
into his private room at the bank, His aston-
ishment was instantly succeeded by an influx
of savage fury at this intrusion, and rising to
his feet, he was about to launch his indignation
against the old man, but Enoch spoke first.
Holding out a large wallet stuffed with bank
notes, the exuberance of which was restrained
by a piece of twine, he said:

“ I want to know, Mr. Stull, what I'm to do
with this money ? There hain’t been none de-
posited in the bank since John went away, and
there’s a good deal more of it now than ought
to be kep’ in that little safe under the desk.
Now I don’t know whether I'm to deposit it
in John’s name, or in your name. You know
I haven’t got no account at this bank.”

Mr. Stull sat down. His face was gray, his
eyes were wide open. Mr. Bullripple took a
chair on the opposite side of the table, on
which he laid his wallet.

“Sick ?” said he, looking over at the other.

Stull’s face now began to work. “What do
you—what do you mean,” he stammered, “by
bringing that to me#?” And he made a faint
motion as if he would push the wallet from
the table.

Enoch leaned back in his chair, half closed
his eyes, and grinned. “ It appears to me,” he
said,  that the man that owns a lot of money
is the best person to ask what’s got to be done
with it. Game’s up, Jonathan Stull,” he added.
“’Tain’t no more use keepin’ in your hole;
you might jus’ as well walk right out and
show yourself.”

Dumb, gray, and open-eyed, Mr, Stull still
stared at the old man. One thought only filled
his mind: that arch-fiend on the other side
of the table possessed his secret. When John
People was his only confidant Mr. Stull had
felt safe and satisfied. The incalculable impor-
tance of secrecy had been made known to John,
The young man was honest and faithful, and
he would as soon have thought of stealing his
employer’s money as of betraying his sacred
confidence.

But now the secret was known to a black-
hearted wretch. Mr. Stullsaid nothing, because
no words would come to him; but it was un-
necessary to say anything. No questioning was
needed to make him see plainer than he saw
now that Enoch Bullripple knew that he was
the owner of Vatoldi’s.

The old man had no intention of forcing
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his victim to express himself, nor of prolong-
ing the interview merely to enjoy his triumph,
and he proceeded at once to business. ““ Now,
Jonathan Stull,” he said, leaning forward on
the table, “you and me has got somethin’ to
talk about, and the sooner we git at it the bet-
ter. You're a good deal took back, I can see,
and don’t appear to be ready to be very glib
with your words. But that ain’t needed. All
yow've got to dojus’ now is to listen; and when
T'm through, and you've come a little to your
senses, you can tell me what you've made up
your mind to do.”

It may be here remarked that not for one
moment did Mr. Stull suspect that John had
betrayed him to Bullripple. The tone of the
young man’s letter to him, and the fact that
his uncle found it necessary to get rid of him,
made it plain to Mr. Stull that John’s integrity
had not been shaken. He knew, as well as if
he had been told, that in some way he had be-
trayed himself to that sharp-eyed old wolf who
was now glaring athim. A tidal wave of rage
came rolling back upon him. It wasnecessary
to restrain himself, but he could look upon
Enoch onlyas a venomous creature from whom
it was difficult to withhold a blow,

« Be quick,” he said savagely. “ What do
you want? Is it that?” And he pointed to
the wallet.

Enoch struck the table with his fist. He, too,
was roused, but he felt under no restraint.
¢ Get out with you!” hesaid. ¢ What do you
suppose I want with your pancake and molas-
ses money? But I'll let you know what I do
want — and in short order too. It's not been
very long since I've found out that the person
who was working my nephew John by day
and by night, and givin’ him mighty little for
it and no show for himself, was a mean sneak,
who, for some reason or other, was afraid to
show his face, even when his own business
was goin’ to rack and ruin; and ever sence
this was made clear and plain to me, I've jus’
given myself up to the business of rooting out
that feller, and have left my farm to be took
charge of by a hired man ; and how much I've
lost I don’t know, nor I don’t keer, for I’ve got
him out. He's settin’ right here in front of me.
By George !” the old man exclaimed, while an
enormous grin elevated his wrinkled cheeks,
¢ you must ’a’ been tored up wuss than a sas-
safras field that’s bein’ grubbed and plowed
when you seed me turnin’ your eatin’ house
upside down, and a-doin’ everythin’ I knowed
was agin the creed and catechism of whoever
it was who owned the place. It took a good
deal longer to fetch that rat out than I thought
it would, fur he had more grit than I give him
credit fur, But I did it. By George! I did it.
When I got John’s letter, and he said he'd
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wrote to the owner, I says to myself, ¢ That
feller's bound to show up now, if ever he does.’
And, sure enough, he did. I'd had my eye on
you for a good while, though there was times
when I thought you couldn’t be fool enough
to let me rip and stave jus’ as I pleased, with-
out ever liftin’ your finger or sayin’ a word.
But from what I'd had to do with you afore,
I knowed you was the man to do anythin’
mean and sneakin’ if it was called fur; and
your comin’ there so constant made me sus-
picion you. It wasn’t like you to be eatin’
every day in a place like that if there wasn't
a better reason for it than what you said about
your allus bein’ in the habit of comin’. And
yesterday, when you got John’s letter, you
came in a-glarin’ like a two-eyed locomotive,
and I could ’a’ swore before an alderman you
was the man. But I wasn’t quite ready to come
out on you, fur I hadn’t got my accounts all
squared up. But I was glad I waited, for the
way you looked at me this day while you was
eatin’ made the thing as sure as if yor'd gone
before an alderman and swore it. And here
I am; and there’s the money on hand, up to
two o'clock to-day; and inside the wallet is a
statement of all I've took in and all I've spent.
And now T'll come to the p’int. If you've got
any reason fur keepin’ yourself hid and out
of sight, that’s your affair, and not mine. But
if you want me to keep mum about it, you've
got to come to my terms, and them’s these:
John must be took into the business, and
have a decent share of the profits; and he’s
not to be kep’ slavin’ at it neither, but he’s to
have help enough so’s he can git off now and
then, like other people. I've made up my mind
that he’s to have a clean two weeks to begin
with, to come down into the country to see
his mother and me. That trip down South
ain’t to be counted in at all. He didn’t git no
pleasure out of it, and it jus’ went in in the
way of business. What in the name of com-
mon sense made him stick to you as he has
stuck is more than I can tell. It’s out and
out beyond me. But he’s got to be paid for
it now. As soon as he comes home I'm goin’
to set the whole thing fair and square before
him, and I'll see to it that you and him makes
out the right kind of a contract. Now, then,
Jonathan Stull, you see what’s before you.
And if you back out, and say you are not the
owner of Vatoldi’s—well, then, by George!
John and me will keep the place and run it
ourselves until the real owner turns up. Now,
then, there’s the money; and what have you
got to say?”

Into the gloomy ferocity of Mr. Stull’s soul
there entered a gleam of satisfaction. The
scheme of the old man was not one of simple
malicious vengeance. He wanted something.
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He desired to make a bargain. This showed a
way out of the difficulty. The bargain could be
entered into, and everything go on as before;
and Mr. Stull had confidence enoughinhisown
ability to feel sure that he could carry out the
plan of vengeance he had devised. He did not
strongly object to giving John amoderate share
in the business. On some accounts it might be
a very wise thing to do. But,whatever arrange-
ment might be made,and whatever good might
come ofit, he would never forgive the wretched
old scoundrel who had ferreted out his secret
and forced himself into his affairs.

He stood up suddenly, almost overturning
his chair as he did so. Seizing the bulging wal-
let with one hand, he waved the other toward
the door. “Now you can go!” he snarled to
Enoch.

Mr. Bullripple did not immediately move,
“T’ll go when I'm ready,” he said. “ And, as
I've nothin’ more to say, I'll go now. Andyou
see to it, Jonathan Stull, when I come to you
about that contract, that you're ready to make
It.”

Thereupon he slowly rose and went out.
He knew his man would be ready.

The next evening Mr. Bullripple called upon
Mr. Stratford at his city apartments to inform
that gentleman that he and Mrs, People would
return next morning to the farm-house, where
they would be glad to welcome their friend
and lodger as soon as he chose to return, and
to make him as comfortable as he had been
accustomed to be in their house.

“We've been away a good deal longer than
we expected,” said Enoch, “and I hope you
didn’t feel yourself druv to come to town.”

“ Not at all,” said Mr. Stratford. * I should
have come to the city in any case. But how
have you succeeded in the complicated scheme
of which you told me the other day? And are
you ready to show me my hundredth man?”

“Oh, I've got him! I’ve got him!” cried
Enoch, his eyes sparkling. *“ But the mischief
of it is, I can’t show him to you. It would jus’
tickle me to death if I could p’int him out, but
things is fixed so it can’t be done.”

“I suppose,from what you told me the other
day,” said Stratford, “ that you have discovered
the owner of Vatoldi’s.”

“ That’s the feller! ” cried Enoch. “And, by
George! he squealed when I made him come
out of his hole. But out he came, and I fixed
itall right with him. And I tell you, Mr. Strat-
ford, if T could take you where that man is, and
p'int him out, and let you know what he’s
done and what he didn’t do, you’d say,‘ Enoch
Bullripple, that’s my hundredth man, and I
needn’t look no further.””

Mr, Stratford laughed. “And yetyou can’t
show him ? " said he.
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“No, sir,” said Enoch. ¢ I've agreed tolet
him go back in his hole, and have promised
not to rout him outno more so long as he sticks
towhat hesays hellldo. But I'vemade apretty
good thing of it for John. He’s to have a share
in the business, and has got to be treated more
like a man and less like a plow-horse.”

“Did John agree to your stepping in in this
way,” inquired Stratford, “and arranging his
affairs for him in this extraordinary fashion?”

“ He couldn’t do nothin’ else but agree to
it,” said Enoch. “I got my thumb on both
of ’em, and if either of em had skipped from
under, all T had to do was to wash my hands
of the whole business, and to tell you and
everybody else what I'd found out; and that
would ’a’ knocked the eatin’ house proprietor
higher'n akite. And John knowedit. He was
as mad as hops when he got back last night,
but that didn’t hurt nobody; and this after-
noon he and the other feller jus’ walked up
to the scratch, and the contract between ‘em
was signed and sealed. And that’s why me and
Mrs. People is goin’ home, havin’ no more to
do here, and lots to do there. And I hope it
won’t be long before you'll be comin’ too.”

“You'll see me in a day or two,” said Strat-
ford; “and it strikes me that you needn't
trouble yourself about not being able to show
me the hundredth man. I am not sure about
it, but I expect I can put my finger upon him
before very long.”

“ Nowlook here, Mr. Stratford,” said Enoch,
a little anxiously ; “if you do find him, I hope
it won’t be on account of anythin’ I've said.
I've promised to keep him shady, and I'm not

~a man to go back on my word.”

“ Be perfectly easy on that point,” said Mr.
Stratford. “I am not thinking of the owner
of Vatoldi’s, and I have no desire to seek him
out.”

“ You wouldn’t be likely to find him, if you
tried,” said Enoch, rising to depart; “and I
can’t help you. And as it's my opinion there
ain’t no other onelike him, I advise you to give
up the search for your hundredth man.”

XIIT.

SHORTLY after Mr. Stratford’s arrival in the
city he was called upon by his friend Arthur
Thorne, who had a grievance.

“ Do you know,” said Thorne, “that you got
me into a pretty scrape up there at Cherry
Bridge?”

“How so?” asked Stratford.

“By not telling me that Miss Armatt was en-
gaged. When you told me that you were not
her lover, I made up my mind that as I am her
lover, I would win her if T could. I never sup-
posed that any one else was in theway. I wrote
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to Mrs. Justin asking permission to go there
and push my suit, and I've had a letter from
her telling me that for more than a year the
young lady has been engaged to be married.
Now, what a position is this for me to place
myself in? Why didn’t you tell me that she
was engaged?”

“ Because I do not approve of the engage-
ment,” said Stratford, ¢ and think it well to say
as little of it as possible.”

Mr. Thorne gazed at his friend in amaze-
ment. ¢ What in the name of common sense,”
he asked, ¢ have you to dowith it ? And what
matters it whether you approve of it or not ?
She is not related to you?”

¢ Not in any way,” said Stratford. “ But I
wished to be a good friend to her, and, at least,
intend to try to be. And now let me tell you
how things stand.” Thereupon Stratford pro-
ceeded to speak of Gay Armatt. He told his
friend what sort of girl she was, what her career
had been, what her aspirations were, and what
her future ought to be. He told how she had
been engaged, while yet a student, and a very
girl in all social matters, to a man whose mar-
riage with her would degrade her, put an end
to her mental development, and make only a
hard-worked housekeeper of one who now had
everything to hope for that was open to a
woman, He proceeded to say that he believed
that the girl should be saved from such a fate ;
and that, as there was no one else to doit, he in-
tended tosave her himself, if possible. And then
he detailed his plans regarding Miss Armatt.

“ By which you mean,” cried Arthur, when
he had finished, ¢ that you intend to break off
this engagement, and then marry her yourself.”

Stratford shook his head. ¢ I shall do noth-
ing of the kind, If the engagement comes to an
end, as I hope it may, I shall greatly desire that
Miss Armatt shall marry some man worthy of
her; and all that I shall do will be to endeavor
to carry her over the gap between the present
engagement and one which shall be suitable.”

 Monstrous!” cried Arthur. “You might
as well try to break up a marriage because you
think the man and his wife are not suited to each
other; and I am surprised to hear you speak as
you have done about a wife’s position as mis-
tress of her house. There is no nobler place for
a woman. I have no doubt Miss Armatt looks
forward with most joyous anticipations to those
household duties and pleasures which youhave
decided that she ought not to have.”

“You do not grasp the situation,” said Strat-
ford. I know exactly what Miss Armatt looks
forward to. She expects to be mistress of a
household, and to be happy in that position.
Her hopes in this direction are vague and ill-
defined, while her views in regard to her future
intellectual life are as clear and definite asthose
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of any brain-worker who ever lived. But she
does not know, as I do, that her marriage with
Crisman will totally wreck this intellectual life,
and make her a disappointed and unhappy
woman.”

Thorne arose suddenly, and began to walk
up and down the room. It angers me,” he
said, “ to hear you talk in this way. How on
earth do you know what her life will be? Is
she not a rational being, able to plan out such
things for herself? ”

“She is not as able to do it as I am,” said
Stratford ; *for she does not know Crisman as
I know him.”

For answer Mr. Thorne snapped his fingers,
and then laughed derisively. “Ispeak mildly,”
he said, “ when I call this a most unusual way
of getting a wife. It is courtship after the
eagle and fish-hawk fashion.”

“1 tell you,” said Stratford, turning sharply
upon him, “that I have no intention of mak-
ing love to or of marrying Miss Armatt.”

“ Do you mean to say,” asked Thorne, stop-
ping in his restless walk, ¢ that if you succeed
in convincing this girl that there are much
better men in the world than the man she is
engaged to,and a much betterkind of love than
the love which exists between him and her, and
that there is for her a happiness which is far
greater than anything she could expect if she
married Crisman, and in this way break off the
match — do you mean to say, I ask, that you
would then be willing for another man to step
in, myself, for instance, and try to win her?”

« Entirely willing,” said Stratford. ¢ Noth-
ing would please me better than to see her
married to you.”

Thorne burst out into a loud, contemptuous
laugh, and taking up his hat, he walked away
without a word. Never since he had been a
man had he been guilty of such a breach of
good manners.

Stratford was left with his temper somewhat
aroused, but it soon cooled down. He was dis-
covering that he could not expect sympathy
in the task he had undertaken.

Arthur Thorne did not so soon cool down.
It was not very easy to warm him up; but
when he became heated, the reduction of his
mental temperature was generally a slow proc-
ess. He was angry with Stratford. He had
persuaded himself, since the receipt of the let-
ter from Mrs. Justin, that,as an honorable man,
he had given up, absolutely and utterly, all
amatory ideas in regard to Miss Armatt. She
belonged to another person, and he had no
right even to think of her in that sort of way.
It was very hard for him to do this, for the girl
had made an impression on him such as he had
never received before. He believed that it was
his duty to marry, and he wanted to marry ;
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and when he was living in the house with Miss
Armatt, and his friend Stratford had told him
that he had no matrimonial intentions toward
her, it had come to him much more forcibly
than things usually came to him, that here was
the woman out of all the world whom he would
like to make his wife. But he believed he had
been torn from every thought of this kind, and
had gone to Stratford merely with the intention
of mildly upbraiding him for having allowed
him to put himself in a false position.

But now, as has been said, he was very an-
gry with his friend, and the more he thought of
it, the more he thought he perceived a very
strong element of jealousy in this anger. But
why should he have feelings of jealousy in re-
gard to Miss Armatt? He had noright to such
feelings, and could have none. It was a vile
and wretched state of affairs, and Stratford had
led him into it. Therefore was he angry.

It was on a Tuesday morning, and several
days after Mr. Stratford had concluded the
business which brought him to town, that Miss
Gay Armatt sat on the porch of the Cherry
Bridge house writing a letter. The paper lay
upon a portfolio on her lap, and on the floor
by her side stood her little traveling inkstand
with its two tops open at angles which invited
upset on the slightest provocation. She was
writing very slowly, stopping often to think
what she should say. She wished to be very
careful to make this letter exactly whatit ought
to be, for it was to go to Mr. Stratford, and it
was the first one she had ever written to him.
Her work, although slow, did not seem to be
irksome to her; on the contrary, she appeared
very much interested in it. Whenever she
held her pen motionless, raised a little above
the paper, and gazed up into the trees or the
vines about her, there came into her eyes a
brightness, and on her cheeks a faint deepen-
ing of their warmer tones, which made those
eyes and cheeks more charming than in or-
dinary times, while her lips moved as though
she might smile or speak or even hum a tune
before she began to write again. On the tulip
poplar near by, there sat a little bird which
looked very like the bird to which,not long ago,
she had told the secret of her birthday. Ifit
had been truly the same bird, it would have
been easy to imagine that his little breast was
filled with wonder that that young creature
sitting down there, in the shade, and in the
fragrance of the honeysuckle vines, writing a
letter on her knee, could be really twenty-one
years old, and a very woman.

If the little bird could havelooked into her
brain, he would have seen that it was stored
with the result of years of study and conscien-
tious intellectual work ; and if he could have
looked into her heart, he would have seen that
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it was filled with impulses and emotions which
were truly womanly. But could he have known
her cheerful, half-blown notions about men,
women, and the world, and could he have un-
derstood that joyousness of disposition which
sprang from lovers’ words, or woodbine scents,
or clusters of wild strawberries, he might have
said to himself that many a wiser bird than he
would think that this young creature, writing
a letter in the shade of the vines, was mistaken
in supposing that she was no longer a girl.

Gay had heard only the evening before that
Mr. Stratford had returned to the Cherry Bridge
neighborhood ; and as she had something to
say to him, she thought it her duty to write
without loss of time : and thatit wasa duty she
did not in the least shrink from might easily
have been perceived by any human being or
bird capable of making deductions of this kind.
Mr. Crisman had been with her on the pre-
vious Sunday; and she had noticed, or had
thought she noticed, that he was a little, a very
little, wearied by what he called the monotony
of the country. Now she was very desirous
that he should not become wearied by Cherry
Bridge. This was a region which could never
be monotonous to her, but she could easily
see that it might be so to Charley. He spent
no whole day there except Sunday, and there
was so little a person of his tastes could do in
this part of the country on Sunday. He was
fond of fishing, but he arrived too late on Satur-
day afternoons for any diversion of that sort;
and, besides, he had told her that he did not like
to go wandering about by himself with a fishing
rod. If there were pleasant fellows along, that
was another thing, but solitary fishing was too
lonesome a business for him. He might some-
time stay over Monday for a day’s fishing ; but
as there was no one to go with him, there was
no use talking about it. Gay offered to go with
him herself ; but he laughed at her in a very
good-humored and superior way, and told her
that if he ever found a stream where the fish
were too plentiful and needed to be frightened
and made gamy, he would take her along.
She assured him that Mr. Stratford told her that
she could,in time,learn to fish very well; but
at this Crisman laughed again, and said that
Stratford probably did not know women as well
as he did. When it cameto a real day’sfishing,
he thought that Mistress Gay would be much
better pleased in a hammock on the lawn, with
a novel and a box of caramels.

Gay did not dispute this point, for she knew
that Charley was not fond of having his propo-
sitions controverted, and she herself took no
pleasure in arguments; but she said she did
not doubt that Mr. Stratford would go fishing
with him, and he could have no better com-
panion, for that gentleman knew the country
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so well he could take him where the best fish-
ing was to be found. This proposal suited
Mr. Crisman very well. If Stratford would go
with him, he would make his arrangements to
stay up some Monday, and have a long day’s
tramp among the trout streams. Gay said she
would ask Mr. Stratford about it as soon as he
came back ; and when she heard of his return,
she did not wait until he should call on them,
but set herself to work to write him a letter.

The letter, when finished, was a very good
one, and explained the situation in a sat-
isfactory manner. Gay gave it to Mrs. Justin
to read, who was surpnised when told it had
been written, but who, on reading it, could
find nothing in it to which reasonable objection
could be made. On general principles she
objected to Gay’s writing to Mr. Stratford on
any subject, or in any manner whatever. But
as this was really Mr. Crisman’s affair, and as
he had desired that Gay should write the letter,
Mrs. Justin of course had no right to interfere.
She read the neatly written pages a second
time, but she could discover nothing in them
which would lead the recipient to suppose that
the writer thought of aught else but that her
lover should have a pleasant day’s fishing, with
an agreeable companion and competent guide.

Gay was anxious that her epistle should be
dispatched as soon as possible, because, if
Mr. Stratford would go fishing on the follow-
ing Monday, she wanted to write immediately
and let Mr. Crisman know. Mrs. Justin said
she was going to send a man to the village,
and that he could ride on and take the letter
to Mr. Stratford. Gay went back to the
porch to put it into an envelope and address
it, and when she was pressing it down on her
portfolio while sealing it, a thought came into
her head. Taking up her pen, she wrote on
the back of the envelope: *“Are you ever
coming to see us again?” When the man
came she gave him the note, and he rode away.

At luncheon time the returning messenger
brought back an answer. Mr. Stratford wrote
that he would be much pleased to accompany
Mr. Crisman on a fishing excursion on the
day proposed, and he felt under obligations to
Miss Armatt for giving him this opportunity
of serving her friend. It was a very pleasant
note, and a very polite one; but when Gay had
read it through, there was a shade of disap-
pointment on her face.

“ He doesn’t say a word,” she exclaimed,
“about coming to see us!”

Mrs. Justin was a little surprised that Gay
should expect any such word, and sheremarked
that probably Mr. Stratford did not think it ne-
cessary to announce any intention of that kind.

The fishing expedition came off thefollowing
Monday ; and in order to stay out of town for
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that day, Mr. Crisman came to Cherry Bridge
on Sunday, instead of Saturday, as was his cus-
tom. Thismade his visitto Gaya comparative-
ly short one; but as she was easily brought
to see that putting on time to one end of his
visit made it necessary to take off some from
the other, she did not complain.

Mr. Stratford’s motives in agreeing to the
proposal for a day’s fishing were of varied
kinds. He had no particular desire to gratify
the piscatorial propensities of Mr. Crisman,
but he was more than willing to do anything
which should be asked of him by Miss Armatt.
But his principal object in consenting to be
Mr. Crisman’s companion for a whole day was
to give that young man an opportunity of
changing the opinion which he had formed of
him. *It may be,” Stratford had said to him-
self, ¢ that I am mistaken in my estimate of
the man. There may be qualities in him which
will counterbalance those to which I so greatly
object. At present he is very decidedly com-
monplace and vulgar; but his nature may be
weaker than I take it to be, and he may be
susceptible to the impressions which Gay would
make upon almost any one, and thereby be
drawn under her influence. If there is a pos-
sibility of anything of that kind, the marriage
may be well enough. There is no reason to
suppose that she could elevate him very much,
but she might raise him bhigh enough to enter
with some sort of sympathy into her pursuits
and purposes. He must always be a drag upon
her, but he might not be able to pull her down.
And, again, he may have points which are so
good in themselves as to overbalance some of
the bad ones I have noticed in him. If that
be the case, I will let Mrs. Justin and Thorne
have their way. If there is anything good in
the man, it is bound to come out in the course
of a day’s tramp.”

Stratford was perfectly honest in his inten-
tions towards his companion. He did not like
Crisman, and would have been sorry, under
any circumstances, to see him married to Gay,
whose nature was of an entirely different order
from that of her lover. But if there was any
reason to believe that the marriage would not
prove the wreck and ruin of which he thought
somuch and spoke so frequently, then hewould
consider it his duty not to interfere with the
course events were taking. He did not intend
during this day with Crisman to be a spy upon
him; in fact, he made up his mind to avoid
saying or doing anything which would be cal-
culated to bring into view the bad points of the
young man : he had seen enough of them, and
desired to know no more concerning them.
What he would make it his business to dis-
cover was the good that might be in Crisman.

The day was an admirable one for trout fish-
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ing. Thesky wasslightly overspread by clouds;
there was breeze enough, and none too much ;
and if Crisman had been a fellow inclined to
grumble, which he wasnot, he would have found
no reason for discontent this day. He had not
known before what an agreeable and talkative
companion Stratford could be, and what a
generous fellow too, as was shown by his con-
stantly surrendering favorable fishing oppor-
tunities to the younger man. There was
another thing which Crisman very much liked
in Stratford : he obtruded no advice. Crisman
had not had very much practice with the rod
and fly, and his only mental objection, when
Gay proposed this expedition, was founded on
the fear that Stratford, whom he knew to be
a skillful angler, would be continually telling
him what he ought to do. Stratford had too
much good feeling, as well as tact, for this.
He knew that the young man had come out
for a day’s fishing, and not a day’s teaching ;
and he felt quite sure, too, that Crisman was
not the man to submit to the presumption that
teaching was necessary. So they got on cap-
itally together, each fishing in his own way,
and Crisman catching a good many trout,and
rejoicing a great deal in his fortune.

About the middle of the day they sat down
in the shade of a great pine-tree to rest and
eat the luncheon they had brought with them.
When Crisman had satisfied hisappetite, which
was a very fine one, he lighted a cigar and
stretched himself upon the ground, covered
thickly with sweet-scented pine needles, to
have a smoke and enjoy the situation. Strat-
ford sat near by, looking upon the young man
with an expression in which there was an odd
mixture of kindly feeling and antipathy. He
had found in Crisman much of that buoy-
ant good nature which was so noticeable in
Gay, and it seemed difficult to believe that
under any circumstances he would be aught
but a cheery and heartening companion; and
this disposition should count against a great
many shortcomings in a matrimonial partner.
But at the same time there was an air of self-
assertion about Crisman which was unpleas-
ant to the other. There was no occasion for
his asserting himself against anything, orin fa-
vor of anything ; and this assertion seemed to
be a habit consequent upon a belief in a man’s
right to demand from others the recognition
of his merits. His theories, his creeds, and his
prejudices were placed, so tospeak,in his shop
window, and he stood at his door calling upon
the passers-by to look upon them.

“There’s something very jolly and independ-
ent in all this,” said Crisman as he unlaced and
kicked off one of hisheavy boots. “ There are no
bonds of slavery here ; no goods to sell,no books
to keep, no customers, no firm, no women.”
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“ Do younumber women among your bonds
of slavery ?” asked Stratford.

“ That depends,” answered Crisman.
“There are moments when a woman is a good
deal of a clog. For instance, if we had brought
the ladies with us, I could not have made my-
self comfortable by kicking off that boot.”

“Very true,” said Stratford.

“I don’twant youto think,” continued Cris-
man, after a puff of tobacco smoke had lei-
surely curled itself up from his mouth, as he lay
stretched upon his back, his head resting on his
coat, which he had rolled up for a pillow, “that
I've got anything to say against women, I am
the last man in the world to do that. I suppose
you know I am going to marry, and one of the
finest human beings to be found on this planet
will be my wife. Ifyouknew Miss Gay Armatt
as I know her, you'd agree to that.”

“ I agree perfectly,” said Stratford.

“I truly believe,” continued Crisman, “that
there isn’t a girl like her. I'm not fool enough
to say she is absolutely perfect,— an angel all
but the wings,— but I will say this: that with
the exception of the way she has been over-
educated,— and that, in my opinion, was the
fault of other people more than her own,—she
can’t be improved upon.”

“ Over-educated ? ” remarked Stratford.

“Yes, sir,” said Crisman ; “that’s exactly the
word. She spent four solid years in learning
things which will be of no more use to her
than another pair of legs would be to that bird
which you see flying along up there. When
she entered that college she wasseventeen years
old, and as well educated as any girl on earth
need want to be; and yet she has wasted four
years of her life in slaving at mathematics,
Latin, and Greek, and I don’t know what else
besides which are of no use whatever to a
woman who expects to be a wife and a mother -
and the head of a family. I don’t say this to
Gay, because it is done now and can’t be-
helped, and there’s no use raking up trouble
about it. And I don’t say it to Mrs. Justin,
because she had a very large finger in the pie,
having pushed Gay on in this college business
more than anybody else. But I say it to you,
because you are a man, and can understand
how I feel about it. I speak warmly on this
matter, because I know lots of other girls who
are going on in the same way Gay has gone,
and I think it's a shame that they are allowed
to waste a good part of their lives in stuffing
their minds with what to them is no more than
dead leaves and ashes. Now, look at Gay Ar-
matt. You wouldn’t believe it, but she’s twen-
ty-one years old, and she might as well have
been married three years ago. In that case
she wouldn’t have married me,because I didn’t
know her then; but that doesn’t alter the princi-
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ple of the thing. Now, allow one year for court-
ing, just look at the four years of absolute hap-
piness that have been taken out of her life by
this absurdity of sending her to college. If it
had been really necessary for her to earn her
living as a teacher, that would have been
another thing; but her friends ought to have
known that for a girl like her there would be
no necessity for anything of that kind. And
that’s the case with nine-tenths of the girls who
go to college. They don’t intend to beteachers ;
and as soon as they get themselves graduated
they begin to be interested in the things which
really concern them, and forget all they have
been taught at college in a confounded sight
less time than it took them to learn it. The
education that sticks to them is what they got
before they went to college. Now I want you
to understand I'm not saying anything against
Gay Armatt. She has lost a lot of time, but
that can’t be helped ; and what she has learned
isn’t going to hurt her. She talks a great deal
about keeping up her studies after we are mar-
ried, and making herself mistress of this and
that thing which I don’tunderstand,and which,
to tell the truth, I never tried to. I don’t say
a word against all this, but just leave it to her
own good sense to find out that when she has
got her hands full of what makes up a woman’s
real work in this world, she will have to give
these other things the go-by.”

“ But suppose she doesn’t see that for her-
self ?  asked Stratford.

“ My dear sir,” said Crisman, sitting up and
throwing away his cigar, “ I am one of the
most indulgent men in the world, and an
easier-going temper than mine you won't
meet with often ; but if I had a wife who didn’t
see that her true duty in life had nothing to
do with the higher mathematics and Greek
verbs, I'd make it my business that she did
see it. There won’t be anything of this kind
necessary with Gay, because she’s not the sort
of girl to want to make my life miserable by
poking among rubbish of that sort. When she
knows I don’t like it, she’ll stop it.”

At that moment a drinking cup of glass
which Stratford had been holding in his hand
came heavily to the ground.

¢« Anything broken? ” asked Crisman, with
a quick turn of his head.

 Yes,” said Stratford, rising ; © I think there
1s.”

Crisman looked at the fragments of the cup,
and laughingly remarking that that was a case
past mending, put on his coat, and took up his
rod and basket.

XIV.

WHEN Mr. Crisman, toward the end of the
afternoon, returned from his fishing excursion,
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he was seen from afar by Miss Gay, who ran
to meet him. As she came up to him she first
inquired why Mr. Stratford had not come back
with him, and then asked if he had had a
good day’s sport. She might have asked the
second question first had it not been, in fact,
only a matter of form; for she saw in her
lover’s face and demeanor that he had been
enjoying himself.

“Success!” he exclaimed. “1 should say
so!” And he lifted the lid of his basket.
“Look at that! I should have caught a lot
more, for they were rising just as well as ever,
but Stratford said we had all that the two
families could possibly eat, and he didn't see
the use of catching any more. That is not my
way, for when I go fishing, I go to catch all I
can get and make a big count; but, of course,
as I was using his tackle and things, I didn’t
press the matter, and we stopped an hour or
two sooner than there was any need to. I did
suggest that he should come back with me,
but he didn’t seem to take to the idea.”

Gay thought that when people had caught
all the fish for which they had any use, it was a
very sensible and humane thing to stop fishing.
And she thought, moreover, that Mr. Strat-
ford appeared to have good ideas on a great
many different subjects; but she did not speak
her thoughts. She had no doubt that, as Char-
ley grew older, he would discover for himself a
great many of the things which Mr. Stratford
had discovered for himself.

At dinner that evening the apparent disin-
clination of Mr. Stratford to visit at Cherry
Bridge was mentioned both by Gay and Cris-
man; and although Mrs. Justin passed the
matter over without comment, her mind was
a good deal disturbed. It was an abnormal
and exceedingly unpleasant state of affairs
when her old friend Stratford lived at the
Bullripple farm and did not come to Cherry
Bridge. Not only did Mrs, Justin regret it be-
cause it deprived her of the company of her
friend, but she feared very much that Strat-
ford’s absence might be noticed, and that the
people in the neighborhood might connect it
in some way with Gay’s presence at Cherry
Bridge. Gossip of this sort would be painful
and even abhorrent to Mrs. Justin, and she
determined to put an end to what she con-
sidered a very unnatural condition of things.

After Mr. Crisman’s departure the next
morning, she drove herself over to the Bullrip-
ple farm, where she was fortunate enough to
find Mr. Stratford mending some fishing-tackle
under the shade of a great oak in the front yard.

“T have come to have a very plain talk
with you,” she said.

“I am glad of it,” said Stratford; “and here
is the easiest outdoor chair the place affords.”
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“ It may not be a very long conversation,”
she said, “for I hope you will readily agree
with me that it 1s absolutely wrong, from
whatever point it may be looked at, for an old
friend, such as you are, to live so near my
house without visiting it. Of course I know
the reason; but I don’t think there ought to
be any such reason. I trust you have come
to the conclusion that you are altogether mis-
taken in your ideas about the engagement of
Mr. Crisman and Gay, and that you no longer
think it your duty to interfere in the matter.
That being the case, I am most anxious to tell
you how earnestly I desire that you should visit
my house as you used to, and be the same good
friend to all of us that you once were.”

Mrs. Justin leaned forward as she spoke,
and there was a touch of moisture in her beau-
tiful eyes.

Stratford looked at her steadily for a mo-
ment before he spoke. ¢ Mrs. Justin,” he
said, “ you cannot imagine what pain it gives
me to hear you speak in that way, and to an-
swer you as I must.”

“It often seems to me,” said Mrs. Justin,
drawing herself a little back, ¢ that when per-
sons do things that not only give themselves
pain but greatly grieve their friends, it should
be self-evident that the way to make every-
body happy is to stop doing those things.”

Stratford smiled. * That quick way out of
trouble won't answer in this case. I have the
greatest possible desire to visit your house,
but I must also state that since our last con-
versation your views and mine concerning
Miss Armatt’s engagement have become more
widely different than they were before. I now
believe that it would be an actual crime to
allow that man to marry her.”

“And you still persist,” said Mrs. Justin,
“in your intention of endeavoring to win her
away from him.”

“If the end can be accomplished in no
other way, I most certainly do,” said Strat-
ford.

“Then, of course,” said Mrs. Justin, her
face paling a little as she spoke, “ it will not
do for you to visit Cherry Bridge while Gay
is there.”

She made a motion as if she were about to
rise, but Stratford quickly said: “ Do not go.
There is much more I wish to say to you.”

She kept her seat, and, leaning back in her
chair, she sighed. “ Oh,” she said, “if you
would only tell me that you had determined to
let these two be happy in their own way, how
thankful I should be!”

“I have been thinking over this matter a
very great deal,” said Stratford, *“and if you
will be willing to join with me in what I wish
to do, I will make an entire change in my plan.”
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¢ Join you!” exclaimed Mrs. Justin.

“Thatisexactly what I mean,” he continued.
¢ 1 want you to help me save this girl—your-
friend, whose promise and worth you know so
thoroughly — from an absolutely unfit mar-
riage.” g

 Mr. Stratford,” said she, “ you know very
well that I would sooner cut off my hand than
to try to make a girl and a young man break
the solemn promises that they have made to
each other, especially when I know that they
love each other with all their hearts.”

T have believed,” said Stratford, ¢ and still
believe, that the very best way of making Gay
Armatt understand the wrong position she has
taken in engaging herself to Crisman is to give
her an opportunmty of becoming acquainted
with other men ; and I do not think I have flat-
tered myself very much when I drew her at-
tention to myself as a better man than Crisman.
I do not hesitate to say to you that I believe
that, had I the opportunity, I could make her
understand what a companionship for life ought
to be, and that she could never expect such a
companionship in Crisman.”

“Itis perfectly horrible to hear you talk that
way,” said Mrs. Justin.

“ But I do not intend to insist,” said Strat-
ford, “that this plan of mine is the only one by
which Gay Armatt can be saved from the fate
which threatens her; and if you will undertake
to make her perceive that it is a duty she owes
to herself not to marry Crisman, I will give up
my scheme which is so objectionable to you,
and will retire absolutely from the affair.”

“ Why do you talk to me in that way ? ” said
Mrs, Justin. “You know perfectly well that I
would never consent to do anything of the
kind.”

“T thought it right to give you the oppor-
tunity,” said Stratford. “1 knew you could ex-
ert a powerful influence on your young friend ;
but, in spite of that, I should have very great
fears for your success. The arguments of par-
ents and friends against the suitability of lovers
are generally but words wasted. In such cases
it is better to divert the stream than to try to
damit. But,as I said before, notwithstanding
my preference for my own plan, I am perfectly
willing if you will undertake this work— *

“Which I won’t,” interrupted Mrs. Justin.

— ‘“ to put it into your hands. But, as you
decline to take it, I feel it my duty to go on
with it, if I shall have the opportunity.”

“ Mr. Stratford,” said his companion, lean-
ing forward towards him again, “do youknow
anything terrible about Mr. Crisman, which
makes you so relentless towards him? Has he
committed a crime, or what is the matter with
him, that you stand up so obstinately and
declare that he shall not marry the woman
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of his choice? It cannot only be that he is of a
lower intellectual grade than she. There must
be something more than that which makes you
wish to interfere between persons with whom
you have no connection whatever.”

“1If you will look upon the matter with
unbiased judgment,” said Stratford, < I think
you must see that Crisman, for his own bene-
fit and advantage, purposes to commit a
crime.” And then, more minutely and forcibly
than he had ever spoken of it before, he told
Mus. Justin what he had found Crisman to be,
and deduced from that the disastrousresult to
Gay of her marriage with him,

Mrs. People sat at one of the open windows
of the farm-house, shelling peas and looking
across the yard at the two who were talking
under the great oak-tree. It was very easy to
see that their business was important, and she
hoped, from the bottom of her heart, that Mr.
Stratford was making up his mind to buy a
certain outlying portion of Mrs. Justin’s es-
tate. Often and often had Mrs. People urged
that purchase upon him, and she did trust that
now her words were beginning to come to
something. To be sure, she would be very
sorry not to have him live with them every
summer, but all that might stop at any time ;
and he would make a most excellent summer
neighbor, both to herself and brother, and to
Mrs. Justin. And, more than that, the fact
that a city man came to Cherry Bridge and
bought property and built, would help the
sale of land in the neighborhood, and might
put money into Enoch’s pocket and, ulti-
mately, into that of her son John. Therefore
she did most truly trust that Mr. Stratford
was telling Mrs. Justin just exactly what he
was willing to give, and that she would agree
to it.

Stratford talked earnestly and steadily and
a long time; and when he had finished, Mrs.
Justin arose from her chair.

“You have convinced me but of one thing,”
she said, “and that is, you truly believe your
motive is a good one. What you say of Mr.
Crisman may be true now, but he is still
young, and [ cannot believe that it will al-
ways be true; and, in any case, there is the
fact before us that the two have promised to
marry each other.”

She moved towards her pony carriage, he
walking by her side. ¢ I see that I can make
no impression on you,” she said; “but still I
do not intend to give up my object of restor-
ing the old condition of friendly intercourse
between us. I cannot say now what I shall
do, but the thing must be done. If necessary,
Gay’s visit to me shall be brought to a close.”
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“1 beg of you,” said Stratford earnestly,
“not to think of anything of that sort. 1 will
go away myself.”

“ How will that help to restore our friend-
ship, and give me an opportunity of discussing
with you all those points I have set down in
my memorandum-book ? No, you must stay
here; and in a day or two I'll let you know
what I've determined upon. I will do nothing
without first advising you of it.”

And she stepped into her phaeton, and took
the reins which Stratford handed to her.

When Mr. Stratford returned from a long
drive at the close of the next day, he was
handed a note from Mrs. Justin which had
arrived for him in the moming. It read as
ollows :

“DEAR MR. STRATFORD : From the moment you
read this I wish you to understand that you are to
come to see us just as often and stay as long as your
important engagements with trout and mountain views
wiH permit. Do not imagine from this that I have ex-
iled my dear Gay. Her presence here need not have
the slightest effect on your coming, and your coming
will not have the slightest effect upon her. This may
appear a little cruel, but I must admit that [ take a
certain wicked pleasure in writing it. As I do not
wish to mystify you any longer, I will immediately
state that I have had a long conversation with Gay,
and I find that you and T might have saved ourselves
the trouble of discussing the subject of her engage-
ment. She is perfectly devoted to Mr. C , and I
am positive that there is no person living who could
divert her affections from him. I always knew she
loved him most sincerely, but I never mmagined the
strength and depth of her affection until T had that
talk with her last evening. And, more than that, if
vou could hear, which you shall not, the plans which
this dear girl, now opening her soul for t]l]c first time
in fullest confidence to a friend, has made for work
with him and for him, you would long for the power
to deny to yourself that you had ever thought of in-
terfering with their happiness. One of the strongest
points in favor of her complete success in carrying out
her plans is that she knows his shortcomings, and,
in my opinion, has most admirable ideas with regard
to the way in which they ought to be treated. She
will be a guardian angel to him, and I firmly believe
that, in one year after their marriage, Mr. Crisman will
be an entirely different person from the young man
whom we now know. So you see, my dear philan-
thropist, that your schemes for this young lady’s ben-
efit can come Lo nothing ; that is, they cannot produce
the result which you desire. Their only cffect will be
that her studies will be assisted, her knowledge of the
world will be increased, and her mind will receive
that polish from contact with the mind of a thoroughly
well-educated and cultured man which I desired when
I planned for the frequent companionship of yourself
and Gay. Yours, in a most delighted state of mind,

“ LILIAN JUSTIN.

“ . S. Of course, in my conversation with Gay, [
never alluded to you in any way.

« In reading over this letter, I cannot help feeling a
little sorry for you. I know I ought not to have such
a feeling, but I have it — just a little.”

(To be continued. )

* VoL. XXXIIL—gr.

Frank R. Stockton.
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XV.

T was deeply exasperating to the soul
of J. Weatherby Stull to find that
@ his tact and cunning had been
overmatched, and his important
secret discovered by that wily-
souled old farmer, Enoch Bullrip-
ple. To many men this defeat
would have been humiliating, but Mr. Stull
could not be humiliated ; he was simply en-
raged and filled with a desire for vengeance.
The advantage which Mr. Bullripple had
gained over him with regard to the future pros-
pects of John People troubled Mr. Stull not at
all. In fact he was glad to make John a part-
ner with a very small interest in the Vatoldi
concern, and probably would have done so
some day of his own accord. This position
secured John's secrecy concerning the iden-
tity of the principal owner, for the young man
had been made to understand thoroughly that
in case of bad faith on his part the business
would be brought to a sudden close. Regard-
ing the old man’s possession of the secret Mr.
Stull felt perfectly safe. Enoch Bullripple had
promised him before the agreement with John
had been concluded that he would never di-
vulge the fact that Mr. Stull owned Vatoldi’s;
and when Enoch Bullripple had given his word,
Mr. Stull knew that it would be kept. In fact
the secret was much safer when Enoch knew
it and promised to keep it than when unknown
to him and the subject of his prying curiosity.
But his satisfaction in regard to this phase
of the affair made no difference in Stull’s feel-
ings towards the old scoundrel who, with un-
paralleled effrontery, had laid his sacrilegious
hands upon that thing of inestimable worth,
the product of years of thought and experi-
ence, the Vatoldi system. In his vandalic
operations Enoch had shown such fiendish
ingenuity that Mr. Stull felt sure he must for
some time have suspected the identity of the
man against whose peace of mind his machina-
tions were directed, and that he was thus en-
deavoring, in some degree, to take a spiteful
vengeance on Mr. Stull for that gentleman’s
acquisition, perfectly legal and proper, of his
sister’s farm.

* Copyright, 1886, by Frank R. Stockton.

That Enoch Bullripple should suffer for his
malicious wrong-doing, Mr. Stull was fully de-
termined, and he believed he had tact enough
to ruin the old farmer, and yet give him no
reason to believe that he had anything to do
with it.

With all this arranged and ordered in his
very orderly mind, Mr. Stull found himself
once more in buoyant and cheerful spirits.
He had work before him, and he was glad to
do it. With regard to Vatoldi’s his action
would be prompt and vigorous. The place
had been desecrated, and the most radical
measures would be necessary to placeit again
upon its former footing. The boycotters, who
had been much disheartened by the changes
that had taken place under the Bullripple ad-
ministration, were encouraged to fresh efforts
by the return of John People to his post. They
imagined that his absence had been a ruse to
make them suppose that the business had
passed into other hands, and they determined
to show Mr. People that they were not to be
deterred by such tricks as that.

But little Mr. Stull cared now for the boy-
cotters, With his faithful manager again at
his command, and with Vatoldi’s, such as it
used to be, absolutely gone and vanished, so
that no thought of interference with its or-
derly system and its prosperity need prevent
his making any change he might choose, he
decided upon a bold step. He would close
up the place, renovate, beautify, and enlarge
it, and reopen it as the old Vatoldi’s invigor-
ated with fresh youth. All the circumstances
of the case were in his favor. It was the sea-
son when the patrons he most cared for were
out of town. A large adjoining store on which
he had for years cast longing eyes was now
at his disposal, and, above all, there was no
better way to cleanse the establishment from
its recent contaminations than to blot it out
of existence for a time, and then re-create it
in its old form.

Accordingly the firemen-waiters were dis-
charged, the’ business was closed up, and
when some boycotters arrived with a quantity
of new circulars printed on bright red paper,
they found the shuttersup,and the door locked,
and a notice posted, which stated that in

All rights reserved.
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consequence of extensive alterations and en-
largements the establishment would be closed
for some weeks. This put an end to the boy-
cotting business. The body of former waiters,
who for some time had been regretting that
they had not been willing to stick to their
aprons and jackets, had been lately assured by
their leader that John People’s running away
and coming back was a sign of weakness,
and that a fresh attack upon him would surely
be successful. They now lost all hope. Their
strike had brought a great deal of privation
upon them. Even supposing their action had
been the real cause of the closing of the es-
tablishment, it had not been of the least bene-
fit to themselves. Having now nothing to
fight against, they determined to go to work
as soon as they could; but, before doing so,
they took the man who had led them into all
their troubles into a lonely back yard, and
after giving him a most unanimous beating,
they emptied upon him two barrels of ashes,
and would have provided him with sackcloth
if they had supposed it would add to the
gloominess of his reflections.

Through John People, Mr. Stull now ar-
ranged with contractors for his intended im-
provements ; and when all the plans had been
made, and everything prepared for the begin-
ning of the work, Mr. Stull thought it a suita-
ble time to give John the holiday for which
his uncle had stipulated. During the prelimi-
nary demolitions of partitions, and tearing up
of floors, and carting away of rubbish, the
contractors would need no supervision. But
when the new work was actually begun, Mr.
Stull would wish his managing partner to be
on hand to make daily reports, and receive
daily instructions.

The usually serene John had been very
angry during his brief sojourn in the South, and
when he returned he had not hesitated to tell
his uncle what he thought of the trick which
had been played upon him. But old Enoch
had received his nephew’s reproaches with
such imperturbability, and had taken such
immediate and decided steps for the further-
ance of the young man’s business prosperity,
that the latter could not but forgive him.
With nothing, therefore, to cast a cloud upon
the radiant skies of his holiday, John repaired
to the scenes of his boyhood.

Mr. Stull’s family usually went into the coun-
try as early in the season as any other fashion-
able people, but this year the domestic econo-
mies had been very much interfered with by
the Vatoldi disturbances, and the family was
still in town. For reasons of his own Mr. Stull
determined not to go to a watering-place but
to the farm which he owned in the pleasant
region of Cherry Bridge. His wife and daugh-
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ters were ready to leave town much sooner
than he himself desired to go, and they were
therefore dispatched in company with their
voluminous baggage, to take possession of the
apartments that had been prepared for the fam-
ily in the house of the tenant of the farm, with
whom they were to board.

It might have appeared to an ordinary ob-
server, cognizant of Mr. Stull’s designs against
the financial prosperity of Enoch Bullripple,
that it was a rash and imprudent step for Stull,
if he wished to remain unknown as the author
of the intended injuries to the old farmer, to
come into the neighorhood at the time when
the injuries were about to be inflicted. But Mr.
Stull had his wits about him. He had resolved
that under no circumstances would he show
in this affair, and when his working operations
had been finally decided upon, he found that
hisoceasional presence at Cherry Bridge would
be a great aid in the preservation of his secret.
This, therefore, was the principal reason for
selecting this long-unvisited farm as a suitable

lace for his summer sojourn.

Mrs. Stull, whose tastes were rather domes-
tic than otherwise, was very willing, after a
winter of a somewhat goaded social activity,
to retire into an uneventful country life; the
two younger girls, both in short dresses, were
delighted at the prospect of field rambles and
mountain scrambles; and even Miss Matilda
thought she might find a good deal to amuse
and interest her independent and practical
mind at Cherry Bridge.

During the first week of their stay on the
farm Mr. Stull’s family found their anticipa-
tions of pleasure fully realized ; but towards
the end of that period Miss Matilda was
obliged to admit to herself that things were
getting a little dull. She had taken all the
drives she cared to take with her mother and
sisters ; she had taken all the walks she cared
totake by herself, for her mother never walked,
and the two girls always ran ; and she began
to see that nature had not designed her to be
happy under any circumstances in which she
had nobody to talk to.

It was in this mood that she sauntered one
day across a broad pasture-field through which
a narrow path meanderingly ran. With one
small and tightly gloved hand she held a
bright red parasol over her head, and with the
other hand she raised the skirt of her fashion-
ably modeled dress just enough to show her
tightly fitting boots. To those who were ac-
quainted with this small but very pretty young
woman, everything about her seemed to par-
take of the characteristics of her gloves and
boots. Even her ideas, although they were
not very far-reaching, were admirably adapted
and shaped to their objects.
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Raising her eyes as she daintily trod the
narrow path, she saw, approaching her, a
young man of rotund and sturdy proportions,
an upright carriage, and a strong, energetic,
though rather rolling gait. His rounded cheeks
were somewhat flushed, perhaps from exercise,
and on his brow there was an air of gentle
resignation, mingled now with some other feel-
ing which might be embarrassment, uncertain
anticipation, or some form of indeterminate
anxiety. The moment the eyes of Miss Ma-
tilda fell upon this young man she recognized
him by the resigned brow which she had fre-
quently noticed while taking refreshments at
Vatoldi’s.

John had seen Miss Matilda long before
she had noticed him. He was not altogether
surprised at the vision of this being, who for
many months had been so prominent in his
thoughts ; for he knew the family were com-
ing to their farm, and it was very natural that
Miss Matilda should give herself the pleasure
of a walk abroad. His soul was rejoiced to
look upon her again, but his ideas of propriety
and exact social conduct were in a sad trem-
ble. He did not know what he ought to do
when he met her. Strictly speaking he was
not acquainted with her, although some slight
conversation had once taken place between
them at the cashier's desk at Vatoldi’s. It
might be that she would not resent a bow
from him, should she but remember that*she
had spoken with him, notwithstanding a col-
lateral recollection of having very often paid
him for her luncheons. Moreover the two were
now in the country, upon a narrow path through
a field, and under such circumstances it was
certainly proper for a man to raise his hat
when he passed a lady, no matter whether she
recognized him or not. But, more powerful
than these motives impelling him to bow to
Miss Matilda, was the remembrance that he
was now her father’s partner. To be sure she
did not know this, but he was very conscious
of it, and this consciousness had already be-
gun to have a stiffening effect upon his char-
acter. Miss Matilda might not deign even to
look at him, but a rebuff of this kind would
not have the effect upon him it would have
had a few weeks before. “Therefore,” said
John to himself, “I will take off my hat as I
pass her.” And as this act, look upon itas he
might, had in it a gentle flavor of acquaint-
anceship, it was quite natural his heart should
flutter and his cheeks increase their healthful
glow.

But, to the great surprise of the young man,
Miss Stull stopped before he reached her, and
stood, looking pleasantly at him as if she were
awaiting his approach. This was indeed the
case, for the heart of Miss Matilda was cheered
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by the sight of a young man whose appear-
ance was familiar to her, and to whom she
had a very fair excuse for speaking.

¢ Good-morning,” she said, when he was
near enough.

John, his whole being thoroughly moved
by this salutation, stopped, took off his hat,
put it on again, ejaculated “ Good-morning,”
and without any volition on his part was about
to pass on. But Miss Matilda had no intention
of allowing this.

“ Are you not the gentleman who attended
to the desk at Vatoldi’s restaurant?” she
said. “I have seen you there so often that I
recognized you immediately, although it ap-
pears very odd to meet you out here in this
far-away country place.”

John indistinctly murmured something to
the effect that it was rather odd.

“ But now I come to think of it,” she con-
tinued, “you once told me you were born
here. In that case of course it isn’t odd that
you should sometimes come here.”

The fact that she remembered the little
conversation gave John such a rush of delight
to the head that he was incapable of making
an immediate remark suitable to the occasion,
and stammered out instead some words which
seemed to indicate that he thought it was
rather odd that he should have been born
here.

“ Everything must seem very familiar to
you,” said Miss Matilda, “and things ought
to be very familiar to me too, for I used to
live here when I was a girl. But, somehow
or other, they are not. These fields are not
s0 large as I remember them, and the mount-
ains and woods seem a great deal nearer than
they used to be. I wonder if this is the field
where that old gentleman who told me in the
restaurant that he was your uncle used to
keep a savage bull for the sole purpose, as I
believed, of frightening children off the grass.”

John’s tumultuous emotion was now subsid-
ing into an astonished delight at the friendly
words and manner of Miss Stull. “Ves,
ma’am,” said he, “this is the field, but there
is no bull here now.”

¢ Oh, I am not in the slightest degree afraid
of it,” said Miss Matilda, ¢ with some one here
to drive him away.”

John smiled and glowed, and, emboldened
by his pleasure, made an independent remark.
“You couldn’t have been very much afraid
of it, ma'am,” he said, ¢ when you came into
the field with your red parasol.”

“T did think of the bull,” said Miss Matilda,
twirling the parasol in front of her as she spoke,
“and I thought if he should come at me it
would be a very good thing to have this red
parasol. I should have thrown it right down
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in the way he was coming and then, while he
was horning it, I should have run away.”

“That would have been a tip-top thing to
do,” said John, admiringly. “I don’t believe
anybody could have done better than that.”

“ Except keep out of the field altogether,”
she said. “ And now can you tell me which
way I ought to go to find a path which will
lead me to some place where I can get into
the road that runs by my father’s farm. You
know where that is? ”

« Oh, yes,” said John, “ that was the place
I was born on. If you just walk across the
grass to the fence corner over there, you will
come to bars which can be let down, and then
on the other side of the next field is a gate
which opens into the road.”

« How do you let down bars ? 7 asked Miss
Matilda.

« QOh, I'll go over and do it for you,” said
John.

Miss Matilda smiled and thanked him, and
the two walked together over the grass to the
fence corner.

<« It seems strange,” said Miss Stull, ¢ that,
being born on a farm, you did not stay there
and become a farmer instead of going to the
city and keeping a restaurant.”

“] didn’t have any choice in the matter,”
said John., And in his heart he thought that
he was rejoiced that his mother’s home had
been snatched from her, and that he had been
cast forth upon the world; for, otherwise, he
would never have come in contact with the
Stulls, and this enrapturing walk across the
fields could never have been a reality.

« After all,” continued the lady, “it isn't
such a very bad arrangement, for I suppose
your uncle can raise bulls here and send them
down to be used in your restaurant.”

John smiled vigorously. ¢ Uncle does some-
times sell us things from the farm, but we never
had any call for the kind of meat you speak of.
All that we buy is the tenderest and best.”

«That is very true,” said Miss Matilda,
¢for I remember that I often used to get

-there the nicest kinds of lamb chops, and,
sometimes, sweetbreads.”

Had the heavens opened ? Was it possible
that the memory of those carefully reserved
chops and sweetbreads still lingered in her
soul? Could it be that they had made an
impression thereon? Dared he to believe
that she saw in these delicacies something
more than the lamb or the calf could offer?
Be the truth what it might, it was enough
now to know that she remembered those
choice bits which he had so carefully pre-
served for her in the corner of his ice-box, and
which represented the feelings that filled,
not a corner, but the whole of his heart.
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“Tf ever again,” he said to himself, as he
strode proudly beside her, ‘ she doesn’t come
for two or three days, and any of those cuts
are left over, no soul on earth shall eat them
but myself!”

The bars were taken down with great alac-
rity. Then John offered to accompany the
lady to the gate, for, as he remarked, it was
more than likely that it was fastened up in
some way that would make it hard for her to
openit. Miss Stull had no desire to lose John’s
company at that point, and, accepting his of-
fer, the two continued their walk.

When they had passed through a gate,
which really did require the hand of a man
to open it, John said, pointing to a farm-house
which stood some little distance back from the
road: ¢ That is the house of my uncle, Mr.
Bullripple. My mother lives with him, and
I am spending my holiday there. Wouldn’t
you like to step in and rest? My mother will
be very glad to see you, and it is a good mile
to your father’s farm along this road.”

Miss Matilda hesitated a moment. “ Do
you think your mother could give me a glass
of milk ?” she said.

« Milk 1” exclaimed John, ¢ gallons of it!
Rich as cream,and right out of the cool spring-
house.”

“That sounds nice,” said Miss Matilda,
“although I don’t want gallons. I think I will
stop and rest.”

With more of a roll, and more of a swell,
and more of a vigorous step than he had ever
shown before, John crossed the road and threw
open the Bullripple gate. Up the short lane
shaded by cherry-trees he proudly escorted
Miss Stull. The young lady declared she did
not care to go into the house, but would rather
rest in the shade outside, so John led her
to a chair under the great oak-tree where stood
the table at which Mr. Stratford frequently
wrote his letters.

“1 will tell mother you are here,” said
John, “and you shall have some milk in a
moment.”

When Mris. People heard who was sitting
under the tree, she knitted her brows. Her
opinion of Mr. Stull was one of the strongest
reprobation, and, years ago, had been person-
ally stated to him. She had never changed
this opinion, nor did she know of any reason
why she should like-anything belonging to
him. If his daughter stopped in her yard and
asked for a drink of milk she would give it to
her just as she would give it to a needy tramp,
but she did not want to go out and see her.
Besides she was busy in the kitchen, and was
not in a condition to see folks.

“ Mother,” said John, ¢ I’ll go to the spring-
house and get a pitcher of milk, and will you
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please put some of those big raspberries that
were picked to-day into something, and I will
take them out to her.”

The chin of Mrs. People went up into the
air, and she made no answer. She was not
accustomed to refuse any request made by her
dear boy, but this was going very far. Why
should John put himself to so much trouble
to refresh old Stull’s daughter? She stepped
to a window of the kitchen which was in the
end of the house and commanded a view of
the oak-tree. That girl out there was certainly
very pretty, and wore as stylish clothes as
ever had been seen in this part of the country.
Mrs. People did not affect such things herself,
but she knew them when she saw them.

As she stood and gazed on Miss Matilda,
a brilliant idea flashed into Mrs. People’s
mind. “Suppose,” she thought, * just suppose
that should happen!” and she rubbed to-
gether her floury hands. She knew that Miss
Stull, as well as her father, frequently came
to Vatoldi's, and she supposed it was there
John had made the young lady’s acquaintance,
and nothing could be more natural than that
they should like each other. She was truly a
pretty little piece of goods; and as for John,
a manlier figure and an honester face were
never created for the delight of womankind.
Yes, indeed, if that should come about, the
family would get back more than they had
lost; and if old Stull didn’t like it, he could
lump it. And to know that he lumped it would
be a rare joy to Mrs. People.

Quickly now the good woman washed her
hands. A handsome glass dish was heaped
with bright red raspberries, several slices of
her nicest cake were put upon a pretty china
plate, a bowl of white sugar was brought out,
and when John appeared with the milk she
sent him back for a pitcher of cream. And
while he was gone she glanced along her
pantry shelves, and added some guava jelly
to the other refreshments. When John came,
he covered a waiter with a large napkin, and
with much celerity arranged upon it the ar-
ticles mentioned, together with the necessary
spoons, saucers, napkin, and tumbler, and a
glass of water. Throwing a small table-cloth
over his left arm John took up the waiter, and
stepped briskly into the yard ; his mother as-
suring him that she would go out and speak
to the young lady as soon as she had put on
something fit to be seen.

Arrived at the tree, the waiter was daintily
placed upon the grass, the cloth was swiftly
but correctly spread upon the table, and then,
with the skill of the head-man at Vatoldi’s,
John placed dishes, glasses, pitchers, and
saucers upon the fine white cloth.

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Miss Stull,
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when John appeared. “You’ve brought me a
regular meal! But I must say this seems quite
natural! Why, I could almost imagine myself
at Vatoldi’s, and you, or one of your waiters,
fixing up everything in such a tempting way!”

And Miss Matilda, not at all loath to enjoy
what was set before her, drew off her gloves,
and began her repast ; while John poured out
the milk, served the berries, handed the cream
and sugar, proffered the cake, and performed
every service with the grace and foresight of
an accomplished knight of the restaurant.

Now appeared, at the front door of the
house, Mr. Stratford prepared for an afternoon
drive. Somewhat surprised at the scene under
the oak-tree, he stood and gazed at it with
considerable interest. “ Are the business in-
stincts of that young man so strong,” he
thought, * that he has started a restaurant in
the yard ? He has certainly a very nice-look-
ing customer.”

It was plain to a man of observation that
John’s attentions to the lady who was refresh-
ing herself were much more assiduous than
those paid by the ordifary waiter ; and Strat-
ford smiled as he noticed the alacrity and
readiness with which the young man antici-
pated and provided for the desires of the lady.

Having put on his gloves, Mr. Stratford
walked across an opposite corner of the yard
toward a hitching-post where his horse and
buggy awaited him. Miss Stull now first no-
ticed him, and immediately inquired of John
who was that gentleman. John gave her the
necessary information, and, while expressing
her surprise that a gentleman like that should
be willing to shut himself up here in a farm-
house, she watched Mr. Stratford as he pre-
pared to drive away. She admired his straight
and well-proportioned figure; she appreciated
to the full the correct and handsome fashion
of the clothes he wore; and although his
face was somewhat embrowned, it met with
her entire approval. Instantly she began
to think that this neighborhood, which that
morning had seemed to her so dull, might yet
prove quite interesting,

Stratford drove away, and almost immedi-
ately afterward Mrs. People appeared under
the oak-tree, attired in a pink and white striped
frock, very much washed and starched. She
offered Miss Stull a very friendly greeting
which that young lady received with suitable
moderation. John placeda chairfor his mother,
and, the repast having been concluded, he
carried away the dishes, the table-cloth, and
napkin.

“I'm very much obliged to you for your
milk,” said Miss Matilda, “and the berries
were really delicious.” She said nothing about
the cake, which Mrs. People had made herself,



8go

and praise of which she anxiously awaited,
but proceeded to ask Mrs. People if there were
many persons from the cities now staying in
this part of the country.

«No,” said Mrs. People, generously refrain-
ing from any hints in regard to the quality of
the cake. “There’s Mr. Stratford, who, per-
haps, you noticed just goin’ away in his buggy.
He's been spendin’ the summers with us fora
good many years, and no President of the
United States ever came near him for bein’
an out and out gentleman from his hat to his
boots. He’s goin’ now to see Mrs. Justin, who
lives about three miles from here, and she might,
perhaps, be called city folks too, because she
has a house in town, although this one is her
real home, bein’ where her husband died, and
where she comes every year just as certain as
the Spring lambs. Besides these, there’s no
city folks except a gentleman who comes every
Saturday to Mrs. Justin’s to see a young lady
who is stayin’ there, who is just about as
pretty as any pictur’ that ever was painted,
though John has said tp me two or three times,
and when I first heard him speak of it I could
n’t for the life of me think why he made such
a pint of her looks, that she’s not the kind
of a girl he fancies, there bein’ somethin’ too
much of her, and an air about her which he
calls ‘too larky, havin’seen her once or twice
walkin’ over the fields, and goin’ along in a
way which I suppose reminded him of a lark
bird; and says he to me: ‘Mother, and I
declare I didn’t understand what he meant
when he first said it—¢ Mother,” said he, ¢ the
kind of a girl I fancy is more like a wren’;
one of these Jenny wrens, ma’am, that build in
a box. You don’t see ’em in the city, perhaps,
but there’s plenty of ’em here. And John
says he fancies a girl that's more like them,
bein’ littler than a lark, and more natty and
smarter; an’ I am sure no one would ever be
offended if they could once see a wren settin’
on the top of her box, just as neat as a new
pin, and always there when wanted, at leastI
suppose so, though never havin’ wanted a
wren I can’t say for certain, though I know
very well that a lark is a different kind of a
bird, and not to be depended upon.”

About larks and wrens Miss Stull cared
nothing at all, and she perceived none of the
delicate allusions in Mrs. People’s remarks.
But she took great interest in Mrs. Justin, and
asked many questions about her. The Justins
had always kept aloof from the Stulls, and
Miss Matilda had never heard the name men-
tioned. Now, however, she determined that
she would make it a point to become ac-
quainted with Mrs. Justin. If the neighbor-
hood was to be made interesting she must
know her neighbors.
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Miss Matilda soon took her leave, and al-
though John offered to walk with her as far
as her father's farm, she declined his services.
The road would lead her directly home, she
said, and there was ever so much of the after-
noon left.

Mrs. People and John accompanied their
visitor to the gate, and as she went out she
turned to the latter and said with a smile:
“If I thought there was any chance of meet-
ing a bull in the road perhaps I might let you
go with me.”

If John had read her expression he would
have seen that it indicated a desire not to
drop wholly the acquaintance of one who
might yet be useful to her. But he could find
no immediate answer to this remark, and
merely allowed himself a melancholy smile.
But his mother did not hesitate an instant.

« Now, Miss Stull,” said she, ¢justlet me
tell you this. Old Mr. Barclay, who lives,
himself, down at the Bridge, has got a field
just at the turn of the road there, where he
most commonly pastur’s some cattle, and
sometimes he does have a bull among ’em,
which it may be cross and it may be not,
which is not for you nor me to say, Miss Stull,
not havin’ seen him. And though Mr. Bar-
clay always does keep up his fences, like a
good neighbor as he is, he hasn’t been along
this way for more’'n a week — yes, I guess it’s
a good two weeks—and I've found out in
the course of my life that no farm hand is to
be depended on in the matter of top rails bein’
up, like the master himself. And now, you
see, Miss Stull, if there is a bull in that field,
and he happens to be a cross one, and some
of the top rails has been knocked down, or
been left not put up, and none of us not
knowin’ can say that none of them things
isn’t, why then it would be a great sight safer,
Miss Stull, for you to let my son John walk
along with you as far as your father’s gate.”

Miss Matilda laughed. ¢ Thank you,” she
said, “but I think I'll take the chances.”
And she walked briskly away.

XVI.

As Mr. Stratford rode away from the Bull-
ripple farm, his mind was somewhat occupied
by conjectures regarding the young lady who
was being served with refreshments under the
great oak-tree. He began to fear that Mrs.
People had been induced to take other board-
ers, and this would be in violation of the ver-
bal contract he had made with her. The
notion of it troubled him, especially as noth-
ing had been previously said about it, and
this would imply a total change in the frank
and communicative manner of his landlady.

F
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Resolving to inquire into the matter as soon
as he returned to the farm, he put it all behind
him long before he arrived at Mrs. Justin’s
house.

The lady of the mansion was on the piazza,
and she was very glad to see him. A return
to the friendly intercourse of so many years
was delightful to her true soul, as loyal to
her friends as to her memories. But her recep-
tion of Stratford, warm and cordial as it was,
appeared tame and lukewarm when compared
to the greeting given him by Gay when that
young lady came flying downstairs and out
of the front door to meet him. She ran to
him with glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes
and both hands outstretched.

As she looked on at this meeting the spirits
of Mrs. Justin fell a degree or two, and her
faith in Gay’s unalterable devotion to Mr.
Crisman wavered for a moment. Never had
she seen that young lady so glad to meet her
lover. Butquickly the assuringreflection came
to her that lovers do not show their true feel-
ing before other people, and that Gay’s joy at
having Mr. Crisman with her was probably
shown to him alone. This was all open and
free for anybody to see, and meant nothing
but that Gay was delighted to meet again
this kind friend and teacher. If the girl had
suspected for a moment what Stratford had
thought about her and Mr. Crisman there
would have been no such greeting as this.
So the free-hearted openness of Gay’s manner
to her friend proved the strength of her love
for her lover, and the spirits of Mrs. Justin
rose to their previous level.

“ And now you must tell us,” said Gay,
“why you have staid away so long. It was
awfully kind of you to take Mr. Crisman fish-
ing. He says he hasn’t had such a good day
for everso long. Everything would have been
simply perfect if you had come back with him
to dinner, and we all could have talked over
the day’s adventures.”

At this Stratford smiled, but a touch of pity
came into his heart when he thought of what
a bad day he might make of that good one
of which the young man had spoken so cheer-
ily. But all sentiment of this kind quickly
vanished as he looked at Gay and thought of
Crisman.

Mzr. Stratford would not stay to dinner, but
he promised to come and dine on the morrow,
when Mr. Crisman would be there. Mrs. Jus-
tin and Gay walked with him to his vehicle,
and the young girl broke into strong admira-
tion of the horse. Without a thought of any-
thing more than she said, she declared that it
must be absolutely delightful to ride behind
such an animal as that.

“ Wouldn’t you like to test it ? ” said Strat-
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ford. “There’s
a mile or two.”

Gay, with her face full of the most ardent
consent, looked at Mrs. Justin, while Strat-
ford remarked that he was sorry that the char-
acter of his vehicle did not permit him to ask
them both.

Mrs. Justin hesitated, but quickly concluded
that any disapprobation of the drive, such a
commonplace thing in itself, would show to
Stratford that she did not believe what she
had written to him in her letter. So she stiff-
ened her mind with the thought of Gay’s
fidelity, and she said: “ Why not take her a
little drive ? And some other time you must
show me the quality of your horse.”

“ Do you always drive as fast as this ? ”” ex-
claimed Gay, when they were on the public
road, “ Whata magnificent horse! His hind
legs work like a steam-engine! It’s perfectly
splendid to see him let himself down with the
skin wrinkling on his back, and his ears up.
Why, this is going like the wind ! ”

“I seldom drive so fast,” said Stratford,
“but I thought you would like a short spurt
of speed, and as we have butlittle time I want
to get you up to the Summit as soon as pos-
sible. There will be a fine view from there
this evening.”

“You can’t go too fast for me,” said Gay,
“and I wish the Summit were twelve miles
awayinstead of two.— What ! There already!”
she exclaimed presently, when they reached a
spot where the road began to dip into the val-
ley beneath. “ Why, Mr. Stratford,it’s a long,
long walk ! ”

“And a short, short spin on wheels,” he
replied. “ And now, look out there! Isn’t
that worth coming to see?”

Gay had looked upon this view before, but
never at this hour. They were on a different
side of the ridge from which, sitting on a rail
fence, they had once viewed the sunset; and
a far wider extent of country was spread out
before them. The opening glories of the west-
ern sky were at their backs, but beneath them
stretched a far-reaching plain, green here with
pastures, yellow there with ripening grain, and
these brighter colors relieved by great masses
of thick forest which seemed to be retiring in
irregular columns towards a distant line of
mountains which raised themselves, clear and
blue, along the horizon. The great, white
clouds which floated in the sky were tinged
with a delicate pink by the reflections from
the west, and over everything there fell the
veil of evening, which at this hour softened,
without obscuring, the scene.

“This is altogether new,” said Gay, her
hand unconsciously resting onher companion’s
sleeve. “ I have never seen it like this,”

plenty of time fofr a drive of
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She said little, but her eyes were feasting ;
and Stratford sat and looked at her, Presently
he got down and opened a gate by the side
of the road, and then mounting again to his
seat he drove into a field and along a narrow
way between rows of corn towards a grassy
acclivity which stood higher than the place at
which they had first stopped.

“ Where are you going ?”’ asked Gay.

“To get a view from a different point,” was
the answer. “I think you will like it.”

She did like it. She actually rose to her
feet with a cry of delight. Not far away, and
amid the soft beauty of the evening landscape,
lay a small and almost luminous sheet of
water, shining like a diamond in a rich, dark
setting of green banks and overhanging pines.

“ Alake!” cried Gay. “ A lovely little lake!
I never knew there was such a thing in all
this country | ”

“Tt is not a lake,” said Stratford. “ It is
nothing but our little Cherry Creek, which
makes a broad bend beneath that bank, and
shows no more of itself from this point, either
coming or going; butit gives a master’s touch
to the scene; don’t you think so?”

“It makes it perfect,” said Gay. “Simply
perfect.”

As she gazed, there came into the mind of
Gay something she was about to say, but she
checked herself. She remembered that the
most beautiful and peculiar views she had seen
in this neighborhood had been shown to her
by Mr. Stratford. She was about to express
her gratitude in words which should show her
appreciation of this fact, but there came into
her mind another recollection with which
some feelings of regret were mingled. She de-
termined, on the spot, that one of the things
which it was her duty to do for Mr. Crisman
was to induce him to appreciate the loveli-
ness which nature has to show us in a
country like this. He not only ought to like
them for himself, but he ought to like to see
her enjoy them. Of course this could not be
expected just now, because, as he had often
told her, it did not matter to him where they
walked or what he saw, so that she was with
him. It was delightful to have Charlie think
in this way of her, but she wanted him to
love hills and valleys and distant mount-
ains and beautiful skies as much as she did.
She intended to lead his mind into a {rue re-
gard for these things, and she knew she could
do it.

As they were returning on the high road,
going more slowly than when they came,
Gay looked at the horse and then at the reins
in Mr. Stratford’s hands, and then she looked
at him, and plucked up courage to ask,in hesi-
tating words, if he would let her drive a little.
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“Of course,” said Stratford, handing the
reins to her; “do you like driving ? ”

«T have scarcely ever tried it,” exclaimed
Gay, “but I know I should like it above all
things. I used to ride sometimes with the
other girls when I was at college, but I be-
lieve I should like driving better.”

“ It depends upon the horse and the coun-
try you arein,” replied Stratford. “ You must
draw the reins a little tighter. Let me show
you how to hold them.”

Gay’s ideas of driving were exceedingly
crude, but she was a girl of quick observation,
and her little hands grasped the reins in ex-
actly the manner which Mr. Stratford, by word
or touch, now indicated. The horse gave his
head an approving nod or two as he felt the
tightening pressure on his bit, and stepped out
well, and the spirit and the life of him seemed
to come through the long leathern lines into
Gay’s hands, and her face was flushed with a
new-born pleasure.

«1 feel,” she cried, as they rolled along,
“exactly as if I were doing it all myself.”

Stratford laughed, and showed her how to
do it better, warning her in good time, before
she reached them, of awkward ruts or obtrud-
ing stones. Some of these she hit and some
she missed, but within her glowed and spar-
kled the pleasure of the driving, until, with a
wholly unnecessary “ Whoa!” she drew up at
Mrs. Justin’s gate.

“ T ought to be ashamed to admit it,” she
exclaimed when, her hands in those of Strat-
ford, she had sprung to the ground, “but I
really believe that driving your horse was a
greater delight than looking at those lovely
views. That oughtn’t to be, but it is.”

The next day Mr. Stratford came to Mrs.
Justin’s house to dinner, and his hostess found
herself doing something which she had never
done before. She was watching her guests,
particularly Mr. Crisman. She was curious to
know what he would think, if Gay should be
as glad to see Mr. Stratford as she had been
the day before. There was no reason fo ex-
pect such strong demonstrations of delight,
and none such occurred ; but there was a show
of hearty good-fellowship, as Stratford and
the young lady shook each other by the hand,
which produced an impression upon Mr. Cris-
man. It was plain to Mrs. Justin that he was
surprised to see it.

In her observations of Stratford the lady
of the house hoped to perceive that what she
had said in her letter had had its due effect
upon him, and although he might not be
willing to acknowledge that he had made a
mistake, he would show by his conduct — and
Mrs. Justin felt quite able to read her friend’s
conyictions through his conduct — that he had
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abandoned the mad plan he had proposed to
himself.

But she saw no evidence of any such deter-
mination. In fact, Mr, Stratford’s conduct
gave her more concern than it had ever done
before. On previous occasions, when he and
Crisman had been together at her house,
Stratford had been very careful not to obtrude
himself upon the lovers, acting in unison with
his hostess to give them every opportunity
of enjoying undisturbed the society of each
other. But now he seemed to treat Gay as a
young lady to whom the conversation of one
man was as pleasant as that of another. There
was no attempt to interfere with Mr. Cris-
man’s efforts to make himself agreeable to
Gay ; but, on the other hand, there was no
attempt to offer him facilities for doing so.
The conversation, therefore, continued to be
a general one, even for some time after dinner.
The talk turning upon foreign cities, a subject
in which Gay was greatly interested, Stratford
opened a portfolio of photographs collected
by Mrs. Justin in an Italian tour, and began
to show to Gay some of the places they had
been talking about.

The soul of the young lady was soon com-
pletely absorbed in traveling from temple to
palace, from olive grove to crumbling ruin,
in company with one who had seen them all,
and who made her feel as if she were really
seeing them herself. While this was going on
Mrs. Justin and Crisman continued to con-
verse; but the young man soon became im-
patient, and, rising, began to walk up and
down the room, regarding the couple at the
portfolio with evident disapprobation.

The two had come up from Naples, had
wandered through portions of Rome, and
were in the court-yard of the Palazzo Vecchio
in Florence, when the mind of Gay became
troubled. She was greatly enjoying herself, but
there seemed to be something wanting; and,
looking up, she asked Mr. Crisman if he did
not wish to come and look at these photo-
graphs and have Mr. Stratford tell him all
about them.

“Thank you kindly,” said Crisman, “ but I
don’t care for photographs. If I can’t see the
real thing I'm perfectly willing to let it all
g0 by.”

Gay made no answer, but her countenance
became a little troubled, and she began to
rapidly turn the photographs, merely asking a
question here and there. Stratford quickly
noticed her mood, and the tour by photogra-
phy was soon brought quietly to an end, as
if they had both grown a little tired of it.
Crisman had now gone out on the piazza to
see what sort of night it was. Gay followed
him to assist him in making his observations,
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and Stratford saw no more of the two that
evening.

Mis. Justin felt a little provoked with her
friend, and somewhat inclined to scold him,
and yet, she said to herself, why should she
doso ? After asking him to come to her house
and be the same friend he had been before,
should she now begin to find fault with him
for his civilities to her other friends? There
was really no occasion to reprove him, and she
did not, but she continued to feel dissatisfied
with him, all the same. When he took his
leave he perceived a little of that dissatisfaction
in her manner, but he resolutely took no no-
tice of it. He had decided that enough had
been said between him and Mrs. Justin on the
subject of Gay and her lover, and his purpose
regarding them ; and, so far as it lay in his
power, he would avoid saying anything more,

The next morning at breakfast Mr. Crisman
allowed himself to make some remarks which
were decidedly uncomplimentary to Mr. Strat-
ford. He made no attack upon that gentle-
man, but he delivered himself of some general
opinions which were evidently intended to in-
clude Mr. Stratford in their application. The
tone and purpose of these remarks were very
displeasing to Mrs. Justin. It was not unnat-
ural, although she believed it to be without
sufficient reason, that Mr. Crisman should feel
somewhat annoyed that a man should engross
for a time the attention of his lady love, but
there was no reason whatever why Mr. Strat-
ford should be so spoken of in the house of
his friend. Mrs. Justin’s eyes flashed a little,
and she was on the point of making a sharp
reply, but remembering that Crisman was also
her guest, she restrained herself, and found a
quick occasion to change the conversation.
Gay said nothing, but it was easy enough to
see that she understood the full purport of
Crisman’s words. She would have been glad
to burst out with a vehement assertion that
if Mr. Crisman intended to include Mr. Strat-
ford among the people he was talking about,
he had made a great mistake. But her wom-
an’s sense taught her that it would be unwise
in her to undertake the defense of Stratford
against her lover. She felt it was cowardly
to remain silent, but she did so, hoping how-
ever, most earnestly, that Mrs. Justin would
speak.

Mrs. Justin did speak. Crisman would not
allow the conversation to remain changed, and
made another unpleasant allusion to Stratford,
more pointed than anything he had said be-
fore. This was too much for the hostess to
endure, even from a guest, and in a few words,
a little more prompt in delivery than she
intended them to be, she assured Mr. Cris-
man that she knew many persons who were
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extremely willing to impart their information,
and very quick to see where such information
would be of advantage, but who were neither
vain of their knowledge, nor used it as a
means of insolently showing their superiority
to other people. As an instance of such per-
sons she mentioned Mr. Stratford.

Gay was delighted with this reply, and
looked her thanks to Mrs. Justin. The latter
noticed them, but received them with slight
satisfaction. She was defending her friend for
her own sake, not for Gay's.

Crisman smiled. His shot had hit, and the
hit had been acknowledged. He was satisfied,
and, after remarking that it was all right to
stand up for one’s friends and that he did not
intend to pitch into anybody, he changed the
conversation of his own accord, and bore dur-
ing the rest of the meal the greater part of it
himself.

All that afternoon Mr. Stratford was ex-
pected by Mrs. Justin and Gay. They hoped
he would come, not only because they were
always glad to see him, but because they felt
that, in a manner, he owed it to himself not
to keep in the background when his character
had been assailed. T'o be sure he did not know
that anything had been said against him, but
Mrs. Justin and Gay knew it, and that was
sufficient reason for them to think he should
come forward and show himself. But, on the
other hand, they both feared his coming. For
every reason they greatly desired peace, and
they had some cause to suppose that if Mr.
Crisman and Stratford were in the house to-
gether that day there might not be peace. This
was a very unpleasant thought to think; and
Gay, on her part, assured herself that there
was not the least reason in the world for think-
ing it; and yet, being a young person with a
sensitiveness of perception which she was not
yet capable of appreciating, she thought it, all
the same. As for Mr. Crisman, he intended,
if that very superior gentleman from the Bull-
ripple farm made his appearance at Mrs. Jus-
tin’s house that day, to give him a cold shoul-
der, and, if necessary, a sharp elbow. But Mr.
Stratford did not come, and although the day
proved to be rather a dull one, it was a very
placid one.

That afternoon Mr. Stratford took a walk
by himself over the fields and hills. He had
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mtended going to Mrs. Justin’s, but he, too,
had quick perceptions, and, while he had no
idea of relinquishing his purposes, he would
not intentionally do anything that might dis-
turb the harmony of Mrs. Justin’s home, and
he had believed when on the evening before
he had seen Crisman walking restlessly up and
down the room, that harmony might easily be
disturbed.

Over the fields, that afternoon, also, walked
Miss Matilda Stull. When she saw from afar
a gentleman crossing the same field she recog-
nized immediately that this was the Mr. Strat-
ford who lived at the Bullripple farm. Then
said Miss Matilda to herself, “how I do wish
that he had lived here when I was a little girl
playing about these fields; that his uncle had
owned a wicked bull; and that I knew him
well enough to stop and talk about it. Of
course I don’t wish that I had met him ata
restaurant where I paid him money for my
luncheon, but it would be ever so nice if T had
made his acquaintance at some suitable place,
and could now stop and talk to him about old
times. And if he would walk with me, and
show me the way, and let down the bars for
me—that would be another sort of thing al-
together!”

As Mr. Stratford passed, he raised his hat,
and Miss Stull slightly bowed. She knew that
when gentlemen and ladies met each otherin
these out-of-the-way places it was quite proper
that they should recognize each other’s pres-
ence. And now Miss Stull walked on with a
quick step. It was only the afternoon before
that, standing in a little shop, she had seen Mrs.
Justin and Gay drive through the village on
their way to the station where they were going
to meet Mr. Crisman. And now she had en-
countered face to face that gentleman who had
excited her interest when refreshing herself
under the Bullripple oak.

It is perfectly ridiculous,” she said to her-
self, “that all these people should be in this
neighborhood, and I not know them. None
of them have called, but I suppose they haven’t
the slightest idea we are here. Mother don’t
want to knowanybody, and is glad to shut her-
self up. If father were here it would be dif-
ferent; but I'm not going to wait for him.
They've got to call on us, and I shall make it
my business to see that they do it.”

(To be continued.)

Frank K. Stockfon.
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XVII.

- R. STULL did not go
into the country
with his family, for
it was necessary
for him to remain
some time longer
- === jn the city, in order
to give attention to seveml branches of his va-
ried business which had been neglected when
his mind and time had been so greatly occu-
pied by the disturbances at Vatoldi’s. But this
occasioned no delay in the opening of his
operations against the peace and welfare of
Enoch Bullripple. He had no intention of
doing anything in his proper person, and his
presence was not at all necessary at the scene
of action. Without allowing his motives to
make any appearance whatever, he had en-
gaged a competent agent to investigate the
title-deeds and original surveys of the Bull-
ripple farm; and he had found, as he had ex-
pected to find, that not only was the old man’s
tenure of his property a very uncertain one,
having depended for its endurance principally
upon the fact that no one had ever cared to
investigate its validity, but that there was an
equal doubt of legal ownership in regard to
the farm which he himself had acquired from
Mrs. People. Mr. Stull had reason to suspect
this when he bought up the mortgages which
eventually gave him possession of the farm,
but the property came to him so easily he was
willing to take the risks in regard to the title.
Now it would serve his purpose very well,
if, when the time came to push Enoch Bull-
ripple to the wall, the old man could also see
that Mr. Stull was being pushed. That would
make it impossible for Enoch or his nephew
to suppose that he had anything to do with
the matter.
But Mr, Stull was an excellent manager and
a shrewd business man, and he did not pro-
pose that the pushing he might receive should
hurt himintheleast. His present action wasnot
entirely based on his desire to retaliate on the
old farmer for the insults and injuries the latter
had heaped upon him. If thingsshould turn out
as he expected, there was reason to hope that
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there would be much profit for him in his
proposed transactions. The lands in ques-
tion were not worth very much, looked upon
from an agricultural point of view, but it was
possible that they might, otherwise, be very
valuable. Iron ore in paying quantities had
been found in various parts of this region; and
Mr. Stull’s observations had led him to believe
that the rolling country about Cherry Bridge
was as likely to contain iron as any of the
places where it had already been found. It
would please him very well to form a company
and put up a smelting-furnace on some spot
convenient to the railroad; but, before he did
this, he would like to become the owner of as
much valuable mineral land in the vicinity as
he could lay his hand upon. If there should
beiron on his own farm, he would be very will-
ing to give up his present hold upon it in
order to acquire another which would be firm
and secure ; and if the Bullripple property
should contain the desirable metal, he would
most certainly buy up that property if it
should be forced into the market.

The agent selected to conduct these in-
vestigations was exceedingly well adapted to
the work ; and, had he not undertaken it, it
is doubtful if Mr. Stull could have found any
one to whom he would have been willing
to intrust it. This individual was Mr, Zenas
Turby, who lived in the county town not far
from Cherry Bridge, where he engaged in a
variety of vocations, most of which had some
connection with the law. He collected debts,
and took up any odds or ends of legal busi-
ness which could be attended to by one who
was not an actual lawyer. In the course of a
longand intrusive life he had picked up a great
deal of information, legal and otherwise, which
frequently caused him to shine in the light of
a useful man. There was one piece of busi-
ness which most of his neighbors would have
been very glad to see him engaged in, and
that was an early attendance at his own fu-
neral. But Mr. Turby had declined for many
years to gratify this popular desire, and, al-
though now over sixty, was so hale and hearty
thatthe prevailing hope in his direction seemed
likely to be much deferred.

Among his other accomplishments Mr.

All rights reserved.
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Turby was skilled in the search for iron ore,
and this helped in a great degree to make
him unpopular. The farmers in this part of
the country had no desire to profit by the dis-
covery of ore on their property. The profit
they received from the culture of the surface
of their fields was as satisfactory to them as it
had been to their fathers, and they did not
wish to dig and blast into the bowels of their
farms in the pursuit of what might or might
not be concealed therein. There were a few
who had been shown the errors of this con-
servatism, but the greater part of them still
asserted that they wanted nobody prowling
and prying around their farms looking for
iron. Even if it should be found, there was
at present no furnace in the neighborhood,
and, consequently, no immediate demand for
the ore; and, more than that, they were un-
able to rid their minds of their old-fashioned
prejudices against allowing other men to come
and work upon their lands.

Mr. Turby was very well pleased to take
up this piece of business for Mr. Stull. There
was gain in it, and, besides, all the fighting
that would have to be done would be against
Enoch Bullripple, and Turby liked that. For
many years, and in various ways, these two had
been pitted against each other, whenever oc-
casion could be found for such pitting. What-
ever one believed in politics, religion, or in
regard to almost anything else, was doubted
or denied by the other, and the fact that they
were the two sharpest old fellows in that
county was reason enough for their being
very sharp against each other.

Hitherto Enoch had generally got the bet-
ter of Zenas Turby, and the latter, therefore,
was very zealous in an affair which might give
him the upper hand — and a very hard and
horny upper hand — of a man who had not
failed to get him down whenever it had been
possible.

The investigations regarding the title-deeds
and surveys of the estates in question had been
carried on at the county town, and Mr. Turby
having made a satisfactory report upon these,
it now remained to look into the iron branch
of the business before Mr. Stull definitely de-
termined how he would proceed in the affair.
This made it necessary for Zenas Turby to
visit the village of Cherry Bridge; and to
Cherry Bridge he came.

It was on a rainy morning that Mr. Bull-
ripple, mounted on a great gray horse which
would have been plowing in the corn-field
had the weather been fair, rode up to the vil-
lage house of entertainment, and tied his horse
under a shed. There were several men sitting
in a large covered porch in front of the house,
but the first person Enoch saw was Zenas
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Turby. It cannot be said that in the mind
of either of these men there ever arose a de-
sire for social converse with the other, and
yet, whenever they happened to meet, each
experienced certain snappy emotions which
were not unpleasurable.

“You here, Zenas Turby?" said Enoch, as
he took his seat in the one vacant wooden arm-
chair. “Haven't seen you in Cherry Bridge
for a good while. I thought, perhaps, that
sulky of yourn had broke down at last from
your havin’ forgot yourself and taken some-
body in with you.”

As he said this Mr. Bullripple smiled, and
looked around at the other men sitting in
wooden arm-chairs, most of whom being his
neighbors returned him an answering grimace
of approbation of the little thrust he had given
Zenas Turby.

The latter did not smile. He was a strong,
heavily built man. His face was smooth-
shaven, and the little hair he had on his head
was curly and of a reddish, sandy hue which
madeitdifficult to perceive whether it was turn-
ing gray or not. He wore a long black coat,
and the rest of his clothes and his hat were
black, and he carried a stout cane with a long
curved handle, well polished by the use of many
years. He did not need this cane, but always
took it with him when he drove. On such oc-
casions he used it as a prodder with which to
remind his horse that time is money; and when
walking he carried it as a symbol of authority
and a punctuator of his remarks. Now he gave
a tap upon the floor which might indicate the
opening of a paragraph, and fixing his sharp
blue eyes upon his old antagonist, he said:
“It’s all very well for you, Enoch Bullripple,
to keep on talking about my sulky, for I ex-
pect there’s been many a time when you've
wished it held two instead of one, so that you
might get a chance of using some other per-
son’s horse-flesh instead of your own, but I've
lived long enough to know it’s a sight better
for a man that’s got business to attend to to
drive about in somethin’ that'll hold himself
and nobody else; so that wherever he goes
he won’t be asked to give somebody a lift
who's too lazy to walk, or too stingy to keep
a horse. My sulky carries me about all right,
but it won’t carry nobody else, and this suits
me very well, even if it does sometimes come
hard on you, Enoch Bullripple.” And the big
cane came down on the floor, marking a period
apparently very satisfactory to the speaker.

Mr. Bullripple grinned. #“There's no man
in this county,” said he, “outside of a lunatic
asylum that would see you driving by with an
empty four-seated wagon and ask for a lift in
itif he didn’t have enough money in his pocket
to pay you a little more than common stage
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fare. And I shouldn’t wonder if the reason
you stick to a sulky is to keep yourself from
the temptation of stagin’ without a license.”

At this two or three of the company laughed,
and Mr. Turby frowned. But Enoch, not car-
ing for any reply to this remark, continued to
speak.

“But what brought you up here any way,
Zenas?” he said, “’Tain’t the time of year
for collectin’ bills. Did you come to look for
iron? I've heard you've been goin’ into that
business.”

Now nothing could have angered Mr. Turby
more than this remark. Sneersin regard to his
narrowness of disposition were not new to him,
but he flattered himself that he always suc-
ceeded in keeping his business a secret until
he chose to divulge it. But here, at the very
first question, Enoch had hit upon the object
of his visit to Cherry Bridge.

“ Whether it's iron or gold or paper money,
it's none of your business, Enoch Bullripple.
That is to say " but here he checked him-
self. He wished to make it very much the
business of the other, but that was a matter
which must not now be touched upon. “All
that I've got to say about iron is just this:
that there never was a bigger fool than the man
who’d go on plowin’ and workin’ his stony
old fields and not get enough in any year to
pay his honest debts, when all he has to do
1s to say the word and have a company dig
iron out of his hills—and not hurt his fields and
pastures nuther — and pay him fifty cents for
every load of ore took out. But there are fools
of that kind and plenty of 'em, who might live
in comfort and send their children to school
if they only had sense enough to let other
people come and get out of their farms the
only thing worth gettin’ out of 'em.”

“It's one thing,” said Enoch, “to own land
with minerals in it and to go to work and get
them minerals and make money on’em. But
it's altogether another thing to have a man
come that p’raps don’t know no more about
it than that p'inter dog, and dig here, there,
and anywhere, on your farm, and then go
off and say that there ain’t iron enough on
it to make a horse-shoe, and so spile your
chance of sellin’ a part of your land if 2 com-
pany ever did come along that wanted to buy
it. Nobody wants a fellow huntin’ for iron on
his place who’s got a report to sell to the
highest bidder.” ;

This was a hard hit, because a story had once
been told that a farmer in the neighborhood
of the county town had been urged by Mr.
Turby to employ him to make a report on the
mineral value of his lands, offering as a reason
that it would be much better for the owner
of a farm if the investigating agent had his in-
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terests at heart instead of those of the would-
be purchaser. As the country people of that
region had an old-fashioned idea that a report
should be a simple statement of facts without
reference to the interests of any particular em-
ployer, this story thickened the cloud that for
a long time had shaded Mr. Turby.

Zenas frowned and looked steadily at the
floor. ‘I shouldn’t think,” said he, speaking
slowly but very forcibly, ¢ that a man that goes
off on some sort of a shindy in the very busi-
est part of the year and leaves his farm to take
care of itself and go to rack and ruin fur all
he knows, ought to have anythin’ to say about
what industrious fore-handed people choose to
do with their lands.”

“A part of what you say, Zenas Turby,” an-
swered Mr. Bullripple, “is exactly right, and
that is that you shouldn’t think. Thinkin’ is
a business that you ain’t suited for, There’s a
good many kinds of work that you can do
first-rate, but you ought to get somebody else
to do your thinkin’. You was just right when
you said you shouldn’t think.”

At this there was a burst of laughter from
the men in wooden arm-chairs ; and Mr. Tur-
by rose to his feet to make an angry reply.
But he was not so quick of speech as was
Enoch, and the moment the laughter ceased
the latter, also rising, got in ahead of his an-
tagonist, and remarked: #I haven’t got no
time to stay here any longer palaverin’ about
iron lands. But I'll just say this, Zenas Turby,
that it'’s a mighty good thing when a farmer
gets his place in such a condition that when
he wants to go away for a while to attend to
some other business, it can run itself.” '

XVIII,

Miss MATILDA STULL was very well aware
that in her endeavor to get into the Cherry
Bridge society she need not depend in the
least on her mother. That lady was too glad
to get away from the irksome and often em-
barrassing social demands of the city to wish
now for society of any kind. Usually spend-
ing the summer at some fashionable watering-
place, the quiet of this mountain farm-house
gave her a sense of delightful repose she had
not known for years, and she was entirely sat-
isfied with the protracted absence of her hus-
band, who, if he had been upon the scene,
would most probably have insisted, as he al-
ways insisted elsewhere, that she should push
to the front of whatever society she might
find about her and make herself clearly visible
as the wife of J. Weatherby Stull.

But the eldest daughter of the house felt
that she was quite able to further her own
interests in this matter, and, with this view,
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she set out on a walk to see Mrs. People.
When her father should return she knew
that she would be obliged to take the horses
and the carriage when she wanted to go
about the country, but now it suited her
purpose much better to walk, It was easier
to meet people, and perhaps to stop and
talk with them, when walking than in driv-
ing in the carriage. She looked upon Mis.
People as the only present thread of connec-
tion between herself and the Cherry Bridge
gentry, and it was her intention to make
that good woman understand that it was her
duty to impress upon the mind of Mrs. Jus-
tin the importance of an early call upon the
ladies of the Stull family, people of high posi-
tion who had recently arrived in the neigh-
borhood. She did not attempt to deceive her-
self with the notion that anxiety to make the
acquaintance of Mrs. Justin was at the bottom
of her intended action, but she freely admitted
to her own consciousness that through that
lady the acquaintance of gentlemen, often a
most necessary adjunct in the enjoyment of
country life, would probably be made.

She was yet some little distance from the
Bullripple house, when she met John People,
who was coming towards her on the narrow
path through the grass at the side of the road.
John was in hisshirt-sleeves. He wore a broad
straw hat, and on his shoulder he carried a
hay-rake. His portly and upright figure ap-
peared so well in this rural guise that Miss
Stull could not help wishing for a moment that
he were a gentleman disporting himself thus
for his own pleasure, instead of being the son
of that fat Mrs. People, taking a holiday from
his restaurant, and working on the farm. Had
she expected no other opportunities of male
society during her country sojourn, Miss Ma-
tilda would have been willing to ramble over
the woods and fields with the sturdy John;
but, as she had a lively hope of doing some-
thing better in this line, she now looked upon
him only in the light of a possible stepping-
stone to some advantageous foothold.

“ Good-morning, Mr. People,” she said;
“isn’t this a beautiful day?”

John returned the salutation, and, taking off
his hat, exposed to view his short yellow locks,
as smoothly and evenly brushed as Miss Stull
had ever seen them at Vatoldi’s.

“ Are you going to work in the fields ? ” she
said presently, as the two stopped.

“ T was going,” said John, with an empha-
sis upon the “ was ” intending to indicate that
such should not be his present purpose if Miss
Matilda gave him an opportunity of remain-
ing in her society.

Miss Matilda understood the intonation
perfectly, and she hesitated for a moment be-
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fore she spoke, If the mother should happen
to be away it might be a good thing to take
a walk with the son, and if she could derive
no other advantage from the ramble she felt
she could obtain from John some additional
information in regard to the persons whose
acquaintance she desired. j

“Is Mrs. People at home ?” she said, “and
disengaged ? "

% Oh, yes,” said John, “ and she will be very
glad to see you. There’s a lady in the house
now, but I don’t think she intends to stay very
long.”

“gWho is it ? ” asked Miss Stull quickly.

“ Tt is Miss Armatt, the young lady who is
staying with Mrs. Justin.”

“ Qh, indeed!” said Miss Matilda. «I
think I'll go in and make a little call on your
mother. Good-morning.”

John stepped aside to let her pass, and over
his face there came a shadow of disappoint-
ment. He did not know exactly what he had
expected, but, whatever it might have been,
he was not going to get it, and he could not
prevent the shadow.

“Won’t you walk with me as far as the
gate?” asked Miss Matilda with a smile. “I
don’t always understand the opening of these
big gates.”

She was not a workman who dropped her
chisel and her saw into the dustand chips when-
ever she did not happen to be using them.

When, with another smile, she parted from
John at the gate, she stepped very quickly to-
wards the house. Miss Armatt’s presence there
was a rare piece of good fortune, and she was
very anxious to arrive before that lady left.

Gay had walked over, across the fields, on
an errand for Mrs. Justin, who was very glad
to give her young friend an object for her
morning walk, and thereby secure for her-
self the uninterrupted company of Mr. Strat-
ford, who had come, by appointment, to assist
her in the auditing of some complicated ac-
counts of the association of which they both
were members.

Mzrs. People was about half through one of
her long statements of facts when Miss Stull
appeared, and she and Miss Armatt were made
acquainted.

The visit of the two young ladies proved to
be quite a long one, for Mrs. People was very
anxious to talk., Miss Gay did not wish to
leave until she had fully attended to her er-
rand, and Miss Matilda did her best to make
herself agreeable without regard to the passage
of time. When, at last, Gay said that she pos-
itively must go, and her business had been
promptly brought to a conclusion, Miss Stull
discovered that she would not be going out
of her way if she should walk over a field or
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two with her new-made acquaintance, and so
they set out together.

Mrs. Justin and Stratford, having finished
their business, were standing together on the
piazza, when the former exclaimed:

“Who's that coming over the field with

" Gay?”

Stratford looked steadfastly, but at first he
was unable to answer. Presently, however, he
recognized the young lady whom he had seen
at the Bullripple farm, and in regard to whom
he had made inquiries of Mrs. People.

“That,” said he, “is a daughter of J.
Weatherby Stull. His family are, at present, at
his farm. But it seems rather odd that Miss
Armatt should be acquainted with his daugh-
ter.”

Mrs. Justin had never heard anything of J.
Weatherby Stull that she liked. It was during
the life-time of her husband that Stull had ac-
quired his present possessions in the neighbor-
hood, and Mr. Justin had been very indignant
at the relentless manner in which Mrs. People
had been driven from her home. Even if she
had not looked upon the opinions of her hus-
band as a guide for her own judgments, Mrs.
Justin would have despised the things that Mr.
Stull had done, and would have despised the
man who did them. He had lived very little
on his farm after it had come into his posses-
sion, and, while there, it had never entered
into the mind of Mrs. Justin that it was pos-
sible for her to call upon his family. She had
heard that they had again comeinto the neigh-
borhood, but although much of her old resent-
ment at the man’s actions had faded away, she
did not consider the Stulls as people with
whom she had the least concern ; and had al-
most forgotten that she had been told of their
coming.

Mrs. Justin looked gravely at the two young
women, who had now stopped andappeared to
be talking quite earnestly. “I don’t under-
stand it,” she said ; * Gay never mentioned the
Stulls to me, and that does not look like a
recent acquaintanceship. They are evidently
taking leave of each other, and yet it seems
impossible for them to tear themselves apart.”

This difficult deed was, however, accom-
plished, and while Miss Matilda turned back
and took her way across the fields, Gay came
hurrying homeward. She threw herself into a
piazza chair and made her report, and it was
plain enough to her hearers that she had been
very favorably impressed by Miss Stull.

¢ She's a very nice girl,” she said, “and as
friendly as she can be. She intended to walk
only a little way with me, but we had so much
to say that we got almost here before we knew
it. I wanted herto come in andrest herself, but
this she would not do, for she seems to be very
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particular about such things, and said it would
not be proper for her to come here before any
of this family had called upon her mother and
herself. I suppose we ought to call on them
as soon as we can,” she continued, turning to
Mus. Justin. I should think they would be
very pleasant neighbors. And what I particu-
larly like about Miss Stull is that she seems so
much fonder of this country than of the fash-
ionable places she is in the habit of going to.”

Mrs. Justin did not immediately answer.
She had an instinctive aversion towards any-
thing that bore the name of Stull, but her
conscience would not allow her to believe that
the sins of a husband and father should be
visited upon a wife and daughter, and she
could readily understand that it would be a
severe punishment to ladies accustomed to
society to find themselves in a country place
where their few neighbors would not associate
with them. But it 1s possible that even these
conscientious and kindly feelings would not
have been sufficient to urge her to an early
movement in the direction of her social duties
to the new-comers had not a fresh motive come
to their assistance. It was evident that Gay
had conceived a liking for Miss Stull, and it
occurred to Mrs. Justin that if her young pro-
tégée could form a friendship with one of her
own sex and age, it would interfere very much
with that friendship for Mr. Stratford about
which she found that she still had some fears,
notwithstanding the fact that she had per-
suaded herself that Gay’s love for Crisman
would be invulnerable against all attacks,
whether made under the guise of friendship
or any other sentiment.

She was glad to find that Mr. Stull was not
expected to join his family very soon, and that
his daughter did not suppose that, when he
came, he would stay long.

Miss Matilda had heard that there had once
been unpleasant feelings between her father
and the Justins, and she was a young woman
who generally knew what to say and when to
say it.

If, therefore, there was but little chance of
having anything to do with Mr. Stull, it might
be well, so reasoned Mrs. Justin, to call upon
his wife and daughter; and if the latter should
appear to be the extremely pleasantyoung lady
that Gay thought her to be, a companionship
between the two would probably be a desir-
able thing. Gay’s enthusiasm over this new
acquaintance was very encouraging to Mrs.
Justin. “That seems to be her natural dis-
position,” she thought, “in regard to friend-
ships, and it may not mean as much as I
supposed it did.”

‘She therefore determined that she would
call on the Stulls. But when this decision
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was announced to Mr. Stratford he gave it a
cold approval. It was well enough, he re-
marked, to be courteous to new-comers, but
he had always had a great dislike for Stull
himself, and from the little he had seen of
his daughter he did not believe that her com-
panionship was needed by Miss Armatt. But
Mrs. Justin laughed — was he such a judge
of the nature of girls that he could tell their
capabilities and qualities by a glance or two?

XIX.,

A FEW days after the entrance of Miss Ma-
tilda Stull into the Justin field of view, Mr.
Horace Stratford was driving slowly along one
of the by-roads in the neighborhood of Cherry
Bridge. It wasabout the middle of the after-
noon, and he was starting out on one of those
mountain drives with which he varied his fish-
ing and walking experiences. He had allowed
his horse to fall into a small jog-trot; fora
sensible man will not drive fast over the or-
dinary by-road of mountainous neighborhoods
when his mind is fixed upon a subject entirely
unrelated to roads and driving,

Mr. Stratford’s mind was intently fixed upon
the subjectof his plans and purposes regarding
the future welfare of Miss Gay Armatt. His
desire to promote this welfare was as strong
as ever, and his belief in the justice of his pur-
poses was unshaken, but his hopes of their
success were not quite so bright as they had
been. He could not but admit to himself that
while he had made upon the mind of this
young lady quite as forcible an impression of
the value of worthy male companionship as
he had expected to make, that impression had
not produced the result which he had hoped
from it. Miss Gay, indeed, appeared capable
of entertaining, at the same time, a true and
earnest friendship for one man and a true and
earnest love for another man. Thus, while he
had gained for himself a most charming and
sympathetic friend, Mr. Crisman still retained
a loyal lady-love. Now while Stratford had
no objection whatever to make for himself a
charming friend, that was not the ultimate
object of his carefully considered conduct to-
wards Gay Armatt. If Mr. Crisman’s hold
upon the girl were not loosened, it mattered
little to her future what hold any one else re-
tained upon her.

¢ Perhaps,” said Stratford to himself, * Mrs.
Justin may beright, and the girl,having plighted
her word, will stand to her promise through
good or evil.” Now this blind constancy was
a quality of the soul of which Stratford did
not approve. Adherence to the wrong under
any circumstances was, in his opinion, un-
worthy of a true man or woman. If, by any
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means, by comparison with other men, or by
direct study of his character, Gay should
discover that her lover was not the man she
would have chosen had she deferred her de-
cision until a little more age and a little more
experience had given her better powers of
judgment in regard to what a husband should
be, then Gay was false to herself, and, in a
manner, to Crisman also, if she married him.

If Mr. Stratford had been consulted on the
subject of the young lady’s action after she
had arrived at this conviction, he would have
advised a clear and frank statement of her
change of views, coupled with a proposition
that the engagement be set aside by mutual
consent. He truly believed that if women were
to do this when they found they had made a
mistake in the plighting of their affections,
not only would they avert a great deal of
future unhappiness, but they would find the
matter much easier than they had supposed.
The lover might flout and rebel at first, but
there were ten chances to one that, if the
engagement had existed for any considerable
length of time, he would have discovered for
himself that the cog-wheels of the attachment
did not run smoothly together, and that he
would be willing to separate them before they
had become worn or injured. It often happens
that it is easier for an inferior man to sever his
attachment to a superior woman than it is for
her to disengage her affections from him. The
material of the attachment in the first instance
is of poorer quality.

But as Stratford was a sensible man, as has
before been said, he did not expect any such
severe moral action on the part of Gay Armatt.
He had hoped no more than that she might
gradually grow away from Crisman, and Cris-
man, consequently, dropping away from her,
the engagement would come to an end without
any particular effort on either side. But so far
as he could now see, nothing of this kind
seemed likely to happen.

“I have not understood,” reflected Stratford,
“the varied powers of sympathetic action
which exist in the soul of this young girl. I
came to her as a friend, and she has received
me as a friend, whereas with Crisman she
connects no idea but that of love. Conse-
quently she has never made any comparison
between us. If I wish to make an impression
which shall be of the slightest use I must get
her to compare me with her lover. At first I
thought I was about to succeed in this, but
now I have my doubts. She takes him for
what he is, and me for what I am, and is per-
fectly satisfied with us both.”

It maybesaid herethatif Mr. Stratford’sabil-
ity to read the mind of a young girl had been
as great as his belief in the obviousness of his
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superiority to Crisman, he might not have
come to this conclusion. He was in the not
unusual position of a person who doubts his
ultimate success at the very moment he be-
gins to succeed. Gay had already compared
her lover, and that not favorably, with her
friend.

Mr. Stratford was so absorbed in his impor-
tant cogitations that his horse now fell into a
contemplative walk, and the two proceeded
very slowly.

“But,” Stratford continued in his converse
with himself, “I do not wish her to look upon
me as a lover. In the first place I am not
her lover in the least degree. And, again, I
should consider it dishonorable, and entirely
opposed to the spirit of my plan, even to ap-
pear to be her lover. I would like her to look
upon me as a man who might be somebody’s
lover, and, in that regard, to compare me with
Crisman. I would like her to say to herself,
¢If some one may have the love of a man like
Mr. Stratford, who will appreciate her tastes
and her aspirations as he will appreciate them,
who will sympathize with and help her as he
will sympathize with and help her, and who
will, in every way, offer her that sufficient com-
panionship which he will offer her, why may
not my lover be such a man?’ IfI caninduce
her to ask herself this question, and then seri-
ously to consider whether or not Crisman is
that sort of man, I shall be perfectly satisfied.”

Easier were the tasks of tangled skeins and
wind-driven feathers set by wicked step-moth-
ers to forlorn princesses in the olden tales than
was the task which this man now proposed to
himself. And yet, without the slightest hope
of the assistance of a fairy godmother, he
steadfastly set his mind upon it.

“Upon my word,” exclaimed Stratford,
speaking out in very decided tones, and draw-
ing up his horse to a full stop, ¢ this is exactly
like a story in a book! Only it is too improb-
able.”

“What do you mean?” asked Gay, who
had just emerged upon the road from a broad
pathway through the woods.

“1 mean,” said Stratford, “that I was bus-
ily thinking of you, when you suddenly appear
in the most unexpected manner, and in the
most unexpected place.”

“The place and the manner are simple
enough,” she said. “Mrs. Justin has gone to
call on the doctor’s wife, and after that she
will drive over to the railroad station to pick
up Mr. Crisman, and I thought I would kill
the time until they came back by going out
to look for rhododendrons, but it must be
rather early for them, for I have only found
this one little sprig.”

And she held up a small cluster of the deli-
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cately tinted pink and white blossoms for which
she had been searching,

“Itis not too early for them,” said Strat-
ford, “ but you would be likely to find only
straggling bushes along that pathway. It
would be difficult for you to go where they
are abundant. But why didn’t you visit the
doctor’s wife ?”

He would have been glad to extend the
question, but saw no appropriate way of do-
ing so.

I don’t care about going to see strangers,”
said Gay, “and as we called upon the Stulls
two days ago, I thought that was enough cer-
emony for me in one week.”

“If you will allow me,” said Stratford, “I
will say that, however much you may desire
to escape from social boredom, it is not right
for you to be wandering by yourself in these
woods.”

Gay laughed. “There is nothing in the
world to hurt me except snakes ; and, do you
know, I have tried hard to see a snake, but
never could. And now tell mehow you came
to be thinking about me.”

“ It may have been,” said Stratford disin-
genuously, “that I had some premonition of
your appearance, but I don’t believe it. I
could not even have imagined that you would
be wandering in these woods by yourself, and,
really, Miss Armatt, you ought not to do it.
But I am delighted to see you, for now I shall
ask you to take a drive with me. You will
come, will you not?” And as he spoke he
stepped down from the buggy.

Gay looked at him with a little smile upon
her lips. % May I drive? ” she said.

Her expression as she smiled and spoke,
with her head a little on one side as she looked
at him, was very youthful and very charming,
for Gay when she slid down the straw-stack
had not, as she supposed, left all her girlish-
ness behind her. But Stratford was not alto-
gether pleased. He did not wish to teach her
to drive; he did not want to appear in the
character of a tutor of any kind. But he an-
swered promptly, ¢ Certainly, you shall do
as you choose ; drive or be driven. All that
I ask is the pleasure of your company.”

“ How easily pleased!” said Gay. And
almost before he could touch her arm to as-
sist her, she had stepped into the buggy.

“ No,” said Stratford, “you must not sit
there. You must sit on the right side. If you
drive you must do it properly.”

¢ That will be delightful,” said Gay, quickly
changing her seat. “I do so like to do things
in a regular way.”

It did not altogether satisfy Stratford that
Gay’s pleasure in the mere act of driving
seemed to exclude every other motive for
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wishing to accompany him. But he put the
reins into her hands, adjusting them with
much care, and made her also hold the whip.

“In difficult driving,” he said, “ you should
have the whip in your hand, in order that you
may touch your horse if he hesitates.”

“TIs this to be difficult driving?? asked
Gay.

“Yes,” he said. “These rough country
roads demand constant care and prudence, or
you might find yourself in trouble.”

“ Oh, I like that!” said Gay, settling her-
self squarely in her seat, “ and I am going to
be awfully particular. Will you jump in ?”

“ Before I do so,” said Stratford, “ I must
ask you to turn your horse to the right, and
separate the wheels on this side. As you are
the driver, that is part of your duty to your
companion.”

Gay laughed as she turned the horse rather
more than was necessary on one side. “ This
is just perfect!” she exclaimed. “I feel as if
I were managing everything. Are you quite
comfortable, sir ? ”’ she added when Stratford
had taken his seat.

“Go on,” he said, laughing, but quickly ex-
claimed, “ Not so fast! You will dash us to
pieces against some stone or stump.”

Gay drew in the horse, and then Stratford,
in spite of his dislike of appearing on this oc-
casion in the rble of a teacher, proceeded to
instruct his companion in the art of eluding
the rocks, ruts, stumps, and fallen branches
with which this seldom-used road was fre-
quently obstructed. She applied herself with
much earnestness to the difficulties of her task,
but Stratford, desiring to put an end to this
soul-absorbing occupation, which did not suit
his purposes, and must, eventually, tire his
companion, soon directed her to turn into a
road in the woods which would shortly lead
into the highway.

“You should have told me to beware of
these branches,” he said, as he pushed aside a
protruding bough. “To be sure I saw them
myself, but it is the driver’s place to give warn-
ing of such things.”

“I don’t take much care of you, do I?”
said Gay, turning around and looking up into
his face with a glance of laughing kindliness.
“I ought to manage things so that you would
never have the least bit of a brush or a bounce.
There now!” she cried, as a sweeping branch
took oft her hat, “I was thinking so much of
you that T forgot myself. Whoa, sir!”

Stratford jumped out and picked up the hat,
and when he resumed his seat Gay requested
him to put it on for her as her hands were so

“And I am going to ask you,” she said, as
Stratford placed the hat on her head, and ad-
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justed, not very awkwardly, an elastic band
beneath the thick coil of hair, “if you won'’t
hold this whip until we get out of the woods.
It is really too much for me to have to attend
to the reins, the whip, the stumps, the bushes,
and you.”

When they turned into the broad open road
Gay had the pleasure of a mile or two of good
rapid driving. During this period of delight
they met an open carriage, drawn by two horses,
driven by a coachman, and containing a lady.
Gay was so much occupied in keeping her
horse exactly midway between the right-hand
side of the road and the left-hand wheels of
the other vehicle that she could do no more
than give a little nod' as she swiftly passed the
carriage.

Stratford took off his hat, and then remarked
to Gay that it was a pity Miss Stull had to
drive about the country by herself.

“Yes,” said Gay. “Her mother doesn’t care
to be out-of-doors, and she doesn’t like to have
her younger sisters with her. She said she
would come to take me to drive, and perhaps
she is now on her way to our house.”

“ Do you wish to turn back ? ” said Stratford.

“No, indeed,” she answered. ¢ That was
the merest supposition of mine. And besides,
even if she does want me, why should I slight
your invitation for one from her?” And she
gave the horse a little touch of the whip of
which she had again taken possession.

Gay’s prompt decision was a very gratifying
one, but Stratford could not help asking him-
self if her preference for his company was not
due, in some degree, to the fact that she was
driving.

Presently he made a proposition. “ How
would you like,” said he, “for me to take you
on a mountain drive? It will be a novel ex-
perience for you.”

1 shall like it ever so much,” said Gay,
“and if you want my seat I am quite ready
to give it up, for this tight-rein driving has
begun to tire my wrists.”

“In the work we have before us,” said Strat-
ford, ¢ I shall certainly want the driver's seat.”

They now stopped at a gate by the side of
the road, and Stratford having opened it, Gay
drove through, and then he took the reins.
They passed at a good trot along a cart road
which wound through a field of young corn,
and leaving this by another gate they emerged
upon a wide stretch of grassy hillside, inter-
spersed with bushes, rocks, and trees. They
skirted the base of the hill, following a track
that gave some indications of being a road,
and which, by aseries of gentle ascents, brought
them to a forest on the side of a line of low
mountains, Here Stratford turned into a
wood-road which for some time led them
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steadily upward. At a point with which he
seemed very well acquainted he turned boldly
into the woods, and wound in and out among
the trees, which here being principally pines
were little encumbered with underbrush, until
he emerged upon the open mountain-side,
where could be seen no track of wheel or hoof.

“ You did that splendidly,” said Gay. “I
can’t imagine how you dared to drive nght in
among the trees.”

“1 have been through that way before, and
knew I could find a free passage. And now,
my lady, I want to warn you that we are
going to leave everything which resembles
civilized driving. Do you think you shall be
frightened ? "

“Tam sure you will not take me into any
dangerous places,” she said.

¢ There will be no danger whatever,” he
answered. “I shall go nowhere where I have
not driven before; and although we shall pass
over a great deal of shelving ground, I assure
you that we shall not upset.”

“ If you say it is safe, I am perfectly satis-
fied,” said Gay. ¢ Please go on.'

Stratford now proceeded at a steady walk
along a slight terrace upon the mountain-side
which afforded a very good roadway. To the
left the vast forest stretched upward, while to
the right lay a long green valley closed on
three sides, and utterly wild and uninhabited.
Very soon they rounded a turn in the mount-
ain-side, and here the terrace disappeared.
The surface of the ground, however, was diver-
sified by rounded knobs and horizontal shelves
of projecting rock, and the general incline,even
in the smoother places, was not great.

Around and over the inequalities of the
ground Stratford steadily made his way, taking
advantage of every favoring surface; but, in
spite of his carefulness, the buggy sometimes
tipped very much to one side.

“You are sure we can’t upset ?” asked Gay.

“ QQuite sure,” Stratford replied. ¢ It would
be extremely difficult to overturn a low-hang-
ing vehicle like this, and everything about the
buggy and harness is strong and intended for
rough work.”

“Itis delightfully exciting,” said Gay, “and
I don’t intend to be afraid. The view is get-
ting better all the time.”

“ When we round that next point, just be-
yond us,” said Stratford, * we shall have the
view I brought you here to see. Itisdifferent
from anything else in the neighborhood.”

Having reached the point indicated, Strat-
ford stopped, and they looked out on a scene
of solemn grandeur. Below them was a deep
and vast ravine, through which a dark river
of tree-tops seemed to run into the valley they
had first seen. Beyond this ravine rose a
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heavily wooded mountain, and to the right of
that, and back of it, stood other mountain
peaks, purpled by the distance. Still farther
towering high on the left, its eastern side now
dark in shadow, stood the loftiest mountain of
them all, looking down upon its lower breth-
ren with a certain stern solemnity, while be-
tween it and the nearest peak Gay could see,
far, far away, a line of light-blue mountain
waves against the sky. For a few moments she
sat without a word, and then she exclaimed :

¢ What magnificence! I never knew we
had such mountains near us!”

“They are the same mountains we always
have in view,” said Stratford, ¢ only we are on
a point where we can see between their broken
lines, and not merely look up against them as
we generally do.”

The spot where they had stopped was the
most available one in the vicinity for a mount-
ain view, but the ground was very sloping,
and even if they had had plenty of time be-
fore them, Stratford would not have taxed the
patience of his horse by requiring him to keep
a stationary position there very long. After
devoting some minutes to Gay's intense en-
joyment of the scene, he told her they must
now turn round, and go back; and as this
turning round on the mountain-side might
excite nervousness in the mind of a lady he
proposed to Gay that she should get out while
he performed this feat.

‘¢ Are you going to stay in ? ” she asked.

“ Of course,” he answered.

“Then so am I,” said Gay.

Stratford made no further remark, but driv-
ing upon a projecting knoll, he backed the
buggy up on a shelf of rock behind it, and
turning the horse, drove down again to the
spot where they had been standing. He knew -
what he was about, and his horse was per-
fectly trustworthy; but the knoll was very
small, and the downward view from the outer
border of it was likely to give one a good idea
of the precipitous.

Stratford drove a short distance along the
mountain-side, and then he drew up his horse.
“Now," said he, “I am going to give you your
choice. We can either go back the way we
came, which you know is a long road, or I can
drive down the mountain-side, which is not
very steep just here, and when we reach the
valley we shall find a wood-road which will
lead us to that low hill, over there. Having
crossed that, we shall soon find ourselves upon
one of Mrs. Justin’s farm-roads which will
take us directly to the house.”

“ Oh, let us go that way, by all means!” said
Gay. It must be ever so much nearer, and
after what we have done I am ready for any-
thing.”
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“Very good,” said Stratford; and he be-
gan the descent of the trackless mountain-
side. Hedidnot go directly down, but wound
along in a serpentine way among the rocks,
low-growing bushes, and over occasional
stretches of coarse grass, which would some-
times have proved difficult of passage had not
the yielding mold given a sure foothold to
the horse, Gay was very merry over the va-
ried contingencies of this novel drive, although
she could not refrain from some starts and
exclamations when they found themselves go-
ing straight down some short steep incline
with the horse so far beneath the buggy that
there seemed to be danger that the vehicle
with its occupants would double over upon
the steed. Once when the horse, thoroughly
well trained in the business of holding back,
actually sat down on his haunches, Gay gave
a little cry and seized Stratford by the arm.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed, instantly relinquish-
ing her hold, “ I must not do that or I shall
hinder your drwmnr %

Stratford was not afraid of any interfer-
ence with his driving, but he was a conscien-
tious man, and essayed no unnecessary slopes
for the purpose of encouraging an intuitive
reliance.

When they reached the valley, and had
struck the wood-road, now almost overgrown,
which.led through a narrow stretch of forest,
Gay gave a sigh of relief.

€1 can't deny,” she said, ¢ that it is 2 com-
fort to feel that the buggy-wheels and the
horse’s feet are on a level with each other. But
I would not for anything have missed that
mountain drive! It had more of delightful
adventure about it than anything that ever
happened to me. But I would not have al-
lowed any other man in the world to drive
me where you drove me.”

“And let me say to you,” said Stratford,
turning towards her, “that I know no other
woman than yourself whom I could have
trusted to be brave enough to trust me abso-
lutely and entirely.”

“T like to hear you say that,” said Gay,
with an expression that could not be mistaken
for anything else than honest earnestness.

So far, although these two had spent a good
part of the afternoon together, they had had
but little conversation except that which had
been called forth by the unusual character of
the surrounding circumstances, and this con-
dition of things Stratford thought had lasted
quite long enough. He certainly did not re-
gret the circumstances, because they had
pleased Gay, and had brought out in a
strong light some interesting points in her
disposition. But now he was glad that the
rest of their trip would be uneventful.
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“You are pleased, then,” Stratford said,
“that I think well of you?”

“Indeed I am!” exclaimed Gay. “I am a
great deal more than pleased. Do you know,”
she continued, “that it seems very strange,
in fact, it is absolutely funny, when I think in
what a different way I regard you now from
that in which I looked upon you when I first
knew you. I don’t mind telling you that I liked
youeversomuch from the firstday. Then I used
to wish that you were my father, and to think
that it would be perfectly charming to have
such a father, entirely forgetting that you did
not begin to be old enough to be a father to
me. After that I wished you were my brother.
But that did not last very long, for if you an-
alyze the relationship of a brother, which I have
done, having a very good brother who is a
professor in a college out West, you will find
that he is wanting in some of the varied qual-
ities of companionship; at least that is what
I discover in my one specimen. Now in you
I find no want of the kind.”

“Am I to understand,” said Stratford, ¢ that
you have analyzed my character ?”

“Indeed I have,” she replied. “In fact, I
have done so two or three times,”

¢« And what is the result? ” he asked.
in what light do you now regard me ?”

“The result is,” said Gay, “ that it is impos-
sible to place you in any class. I tried it und
utterly failed. So I am going to let you stand
all alone, by yourself.”

Whatever of approbation there was in Gay’s
words or manner, there was nothing to indi-
cate that she had ever thought of putting him
into that class of men, who, not being fathers
or brothers, might, upon occasion, make love.

“Do you analyze everybody?” he asked.

“Qh, no indeed!” said Gay promptly.
“QOnly a very few persons. You more than
anybody else.”

“ Am1I then so very difficult tounderstand ?”

I do not think you would have been,” said
Gay, “if I had known you a long time, and
had, in a manner, grown up with you; but,
you see, you came upon me so suddenly and
swiftly, and I have known you so fast, if you
understand that,that I had to look very closely
into the matter in order to comprehend it all.”

“And do you comprehend it?” he asked.

«] think so,” said Gay.

“ And are you satisfied ? ”

¢ Perfectly,” she answered.

Stratford was not perfectly satisfied. “I
wish,” said he, “that I could have been put
among those persons who do not need to be
analyzed.”

Gay turned upon him suddenly. There was
a little frown upon her brow, but when she
spoke she could not help smiling. “ You are

“And
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dreadfully grasping,” she said. “Here I have
been putting you up higher and higher, on a
loftier pedestal every time, and yet you are
not satisfied.”

“ Pardon me,” said Stratford, “but if you
had ever analyzed yourself you would not be
surprised that I am hard to satisfy.”

“Now I wonder what that means!” said
Gay. ‘Are you going on developing and
changing, so that I shall have to analyze you
again?”

“TI hope you will not do it,” he answered
quickly, “if there is any danger of my being
placed on a lower pedestal, or perhaps being
toppled over altogether.”

“Don’t you be afraid of that,” said Gay,
involuntarily laying her hand upon his arm.
“And I'll tell you one way in which I think
of you, T have a feeling that if you were to
ask me to do anything I should instantly go
and do it. What do you think of that, sir?”

A thought had come with much promptness
to Stratford, and he had said to himself that
if he could thoroughly believe what Gay had
said, he would impress the seal of happiness
and success upon her life by instantly demand-
ing that she should give up the man who would
be to her like a worm at the root of all to
which her ardent young soul looked forward,
But he did not believe her, at least to such an
extent, and he kept this thought to himself.

“You do me the greatest honor,” he said,
“Dby placing such trust in me; and I wish I
could tell you to do something which would
make you happy for the rest of your days.”

AMIEL,

Gay turned and looked at him with an ex-
pression of inquiry which seemed somewhat
foreign to her face, for her desires to know were
generally promptly expressed in words. But
now she said nothing, and, turning again from
Stratford, sat quietly looking out before her.

They had now crossed the valley and had
reached the top of the rounded hill upon the
other side. The day was drawing to a close,
and in this exposed position the evening wind
came fresh and cool upon them. Gay’s dress
was thin, and Stratford, without remark upon
the subject, stooped forward, and drew from
under the seat a light woolen lap-robe which
had hitherto been unneeded. This he placed
around Gay’s shoulders, carefully arranging
it so as to protect her well from the some-
what chilly mountain breeze.

“Thank you,” said Gay. And then she
went on with her thinking,.

Among the many things which came into
the mind of Stratford on their homeward
road was the conviction that this mountain
drive had occupied more time than he had ex-
pected it would, and that Crisman must have
arrived at least an hour ago at Mrs. Justin’s
house. He wondered if Gay was thinking
about this, but, if so, she certainly manifested
no anxiety upon the subject. Comfortably
wrapped up, with her hands folded under
her improvised shawl, she nestled quietly in
her corner of the buggy as if she were per-
fectly satisfied with everything that was.

Lrank R. Stockton.

(To be continued,)

AMIEL.

(THE “ JOURNAL INTIME."”)

FEW there are who to the troubled soul

Can lay the ear with that physician-art

Which by a whispered accent in the heart

Follows the lurking treason that hath stole
Into the citadel ; —a few whose scroll

Of warning bears our safety, is a chart

Of our unsounded seas, and doth impart

Courage to hold the spirit to its goal.

Of such is Amiel, lonely as a saint,—
Or as an eagle dwelling on peaks, in shade
Of clouds, which now he cleaves for one wide look
At the green earth, now for a circle faint
Nearer the sun. Once more has Truth betrayed
Secrets to Sorrow not in the sibyl’s book.

Robert Underwood Johnson.
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XX.

"1SS Matilda Stull, who
really was on her
way to invite Miss
Gay Armatt to
: drive with her, was
' : very much surprised

: when that young
lady, in company with Mr. Stratford, rapidly
passed her on the road. She turned quickly,
and looked back at them, saying to herself:
“Ts it possible that I have been mistaken,
and that that is the man she is engaged to? I
don’t understand it, for they certainly told me
that the one I saw in the carriage with Mrs.
Justin is named Crisman, and that he comes up
every Saturday, on account of the engagement.
But that doesn’t look like it, I must say! And
this is Saturday afternoon too!”

In all matters which pertained to love, en-
gagements, or marriage Miss Matilda took a
deep and abiding interest, and in this affair,
so immediately within her observation, her in-
terest was greater than usual. The apparent
complications of it which had suddenly arisen
in her extremely active mind, which needed
but very slight impulses to set it working in
matters of this sort, puzzled her exceedingly.
She could not bring herself to give up her visit
to Mrs. Justin’s house, where she might hope
to lay hold of some clew to this mystery. It
was plain that Gay could not drive with her,
but she saw no reason why she should not re-
turn Mrs. Justin’s call, although her mother
was not with her. That lady was as likely to
be indisposed one day as another, and she
could not afford to let the acquaintanceship
she desired depend upon Mrs. Stull’s disposi-
tions or indispositions. If that Mr. Crisman
were coming to-day, she knew the hour when
he should arrive, and determined to plan her
own drive so as to reach the house when he
should be there. Mr. Stratford and Gay Ar-
matt would be back by that time, and when
she saw them all together she could judge for
herself how matters stood.

Miss Stull drove about the country for some
time, and when the proper hour arrived, she
. directed her coachman to turn the horses to-
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wards the Justin house. There she found the
lady of the mansion and Mr. Crisman, seated
upon the broad piazza. Mrs. Justin received
the young lady very cordially, and was on the
point of stating that Gay had gone for a walk,
but would certainly be back in a very short
time, when Miss Matilda remarked that she
supposed she might not see Miss Armatt as
she had met her driving with Mr. Stratford,
but that she had come all the same, because
this was a call not only from herself but from
her mother, who was extremely grieved that
she was not able to make it in person.

At the intelligence thus conveyed by Miss
Matilda the soul of Mrs. Justin was smitten
by a sudden chill, and the face of Mr. Cris-
man grew stern and dark. This gentleman
had been annoyed when he reached the house
and found that Gay was not there to meet him,
and had been talking to Mrs. Justin about the
propriety of that young lady keeping her watch
properly set and regulated, and carrying it with
her when she went out for a walk, so that she
would know when she ought to return to the
house. But now, when he learned that she
had not gone for a walk at all but was out
driving with Stratford, his mind was a good
deal darker than his face. He said nothing,
but his eyes flashed angrily on Mrs. Justin.
That lady glanced at him, caught the flash,
and knew instantly that he believed she had
told him a falsehood.

«T did not know,” she said, addressing Miss
Stull, ¢ that Miss Armatt had gone driving, Mr.
Stratford must have called for her while I was
away, and they will doubtless return pres-
ently. And, before I forget it, Miss Stull, did
your mother engage that washerwoman I rec-
ommended to her? If she does not suit, there
is another one who might answer, but she lives
at a greater distance.”

During the discussion upon washerwomen
which followed, Mr. Crisman arose, went into
the house, and began to stalk up and down
the parlor. A good deal of conversation,
mostly on domestic subjects, now took place
between Mrs. Justin and her visitor, and, to
the great regret of both, it was not interrupted
by the arrival of Gay and Mr. Stratford.

Miss Matilda stayed just as long as it was

Stockton. All rights reserved.
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possible to extend her visit; and this extension
was encouraged by her hostess, who did not
at all wish to be left alone with Crisman. Gay
had done a very foolish and wrong thing in
going away on this Saturday afternoon with
Mr. Stratford, and it was she who should make
the explanations and bear the reproaches. At
last Miss Stull felt bound to admit to herself
that the evening was coming on rapidly, and
that she could not with propriety stay any
longer, and so departed, disappointed. She had
seen very little of Mr. Crisman, she had not
made the acquaintance of Mr. Stratford, and
she had learned nothing definite in regard to
the engagement. She had seen enough, how-
ever, to make her believe that everything was
not right, and that that young man who was
walking so heavily about the parlor was very
angry. This convinced her that he was really
the engaged man, but she was sorry, very
sorry indeed, that the couple in the buggy
had not arrived before she left.

The heavens were kind to Mrs. Justin. She
had not returned to the house after seeing
Miss Stull to her carriage—and it must be ad-
mitted that she did not hasten that return—
when Stratford and Gay drove up over the
grass, coming from the back of the house.

The horse had no sooner stopped than Gay
inquired of Mrs. Justin if Mr. Crisman had
arrived, and on being told that that gentleman
had been there some time and was now in the
parlor, she bade Mr. Stratford a hasty farewell,
skipped out of the buggy, and hurried into
the house. As she hastened past Mrs. Justin,
that lady felt assured that although Gay might
be very anxious to meet her lover, her con-
science as well as her affection had a good
deal to do with the exceeding alacrity with
which she went into the house.

“I had no idea,” said Mrs, Justin to Strat-
ford, “that you and Gay were going off to
drive this afternoon.”

“ Nor had I,” he answered. 1T picked her
up on the road. We had a most delightful
drive.”

%1t may prove anything but delightful to
Gay,” said Mrs. Justin.

Stratford smiled. “I am very sorry,” he
said, “ that upon this subject you and I should
so frequently differ, both in our desires and
our expectations.”

“And T am also very, very sorry,” said the
lady.

And then Mr. Stratford drove away at sup-

_per time without being invited to stay to
supper. This unusual omission was not due to
want of hospitality or to resentment on Mrs.
Justin’s part. That lady did not desire an
awkward situation at her evening meal, and
Stratford understood her feelings perfectly.
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That supper was indeed an awkward meal,
but not as Mrs. Justin had expected it to be.
She had looked forward to sitting at table
with a black-browed and scowling lover upon
whom the sweetness and kind attention of two
ladies would make but very faint impression.
Instead of that, only she and Gay had supper
together ; that is to say, they sat at table to-
gether, but neither of them ate much.

When Mr. Stratford had driven away, and
Mrs. Justin had gone into the house after a
stroll among the shadows on the lawn suffi-
ciently prolonged to give Mr. Crisman time to
get over the brunt of his indignation, she met
Gay on the piazza, and immediately asked
where Mr. Crisman was.

“I don’t know,” said Gay, her voice a little
shaken either by emotion or shortness of breath.
“I haven’t seen him at all. Jane says he went
out of the house and down the steps of the
back piazza just as Mr. Stratford and I drove
round tothe front, and that she thought he went
into the garden. I ran out there, and have been
looking for him everywhere. What do you
suppose has become of him? Can it be that
he is angry with me, and has gone away ? ”

Mrs. Justin turned pale, and her paleness
was reflected in the face of Gay. “ Come into
the library,” said the older lady. And they
went into the darkening room and sat down
together on a lounge.

Now Mirs. Justin spoke to her young friend
more plainly than she had ever spoken before.
She opened her anxious heart to her, and with
earnest affection explained to the young girl
the danger she was in. Gay listened with a tear
or two but with no words.

When Mrs. Justin had finished, Gay asked :
“Do you think he will come back to-night ?”

“TI have no doubt of it” said the other.
“ He has probably gone for a long walk, which
will cool off his anger; and when he comes
back, my dear, it will be your duty to see that
he has occasion to take no more such walks.”

Then the two went out to supper.

About half-past nine that evening a boy be-
longing to the tavern at Cherry Bridge came
to the Justin house bringing two letters. One
was for Miss Armatt, and one was for Mrs.
Justin, and they were both written by Mr. Cris-
man, who, the boy said, had taken his supper
at the tavern and would stay there that night.

Gay, who had been reading and waiting and
listening all the evening, took her letter in her
hand but did not open it. The pallor on her
face when instead of her lover there came this
missive was not at all of the reflected sort.

T think I will go up into my room and read
it she said. And taking a lamp, she went
upstairs.

Mrs. Justin sent word to the boy that
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he need not wait for answers, and then she
sat and looked at her letter a long time before
she opened it. She was so much averse to a
correspondence with Mr. Crisman that once
she made up her mind to tear up his letter
and refuse to take part in a very unpleasant
quarrel which she had earnestly endeavored
to avert. But she knew that this would not
be just, and she could not but believe that
if she read Mr. Crisman’s letter and treated
him with courtesy, she might thereby be of
great service to Gay.

Having come to this determination, she tore
open the letter and read it. At the opening
words her face began to redden, and as she
went on the crimson glow increased. When
she finished, the color died out of her face, and
she leaned back in her chair and looked out
between the parted curtains of the window
into the dark night with an expression of som-
ber sternness which was very unusual upon
Mrs. Justin’s lovely countenance. For a long,
long time she sat thus ; and it was after twelve
o’clock when Gay came quietly into the room.

Mrs. Justin started with surprise. “Why,
Gay,” she exclaimed, “ I did not expect you
downstairs again!”

Gay made no answer, but advanced to the
table with two letters in her hand, one open,
and the other folded and addressed. Her hair
was somewhat tumbled, as if her fingers had
been in it ; but her dress was unchanged, and
she evidently had had no thought of retiring.

“ Here is a letter,” said Gay, laying the
one which was folded and addressed upon the
table, ¢ which I should like to have sent to
Mr. Crisman as early as possible in the morn-
ing. I have ended our engagement.”

Mrs. Justin rose to her feet, her amazed
eyes fixed on Gay.

« My letter is not sealed,” said Gay, “and
you can read it if you like. But I think it
would be better if you read his letter first.”

Mrs. Justin put out her hand for the letter
which Crisman had written, and took it as
though it were something hot which she feared
to touch. She looked at Gay, and then she
looked at the letter. Then she read a line or
two, and put it down.

«T cannot, Gay,” she said ; “I cannot read
aE

It was Gay who had been hard-stricken,
but her nature was young and strong. She
bore her blow better than Mrs. Justin bore
the one she had received. “You need not
read it,” she said. ¢ It would only pain you.
I can tell you in a few words what is in it.
He upbraids me cruelly for what he calls my
faithlessness, and after saying a great deal for
which there is no cause whatever, he orders
me to write him a letter asking his forgiveness
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for what I have done, and promising never
to do again the things with which he has
charged me. If I do not write such a letter
and send it to him immediately, he declares
that everything shall be at an end between us.
In my answer I told him that his charges had
no foundation at all, and that I would never
writethe letter he demanded. Did I doright?”

Mrs. Justin’s face was flushed, not only by
the words which Gay had spoken to her but
by a hot recollection of the letter which she
herself had received, in which Mr. Crisman
had indignantly charged her with treachery
and falsehood, with having encouraged and
assisted the attentions of Mr. Stratford during
the absence of Gay’s rightful lover, and with
having made him believe that Gay was out
walking by herself when of course she knew
that she was driving with that other man.

Never was there a woman who attached
more solemn importance to an engagement
or promise than did Mrs. Justin. Never was
there a woman who looked with more horror
upon the breaking of a compact upon which
two loving hearts had entered, and yet she
stretched out her arms to Gay, and pressing
the girl to her bosom, she said: “You did
right, exactly right!”

XXI.

WueN Mr, Crisman, before breakfast the
next morning, received Miss Armatt’s letter,
its effect upon him was to renew the anger
which a night’s sleep had somewhat sobered
down. When he had written to her he had
formed no conjectures in regard to her recep-
tion of his letter. He meant all that he had
written, and his only desire and intent was
that Gay should thoroughly understand what
he meant, He had not cared to anticipate
what she would do when she read it; but when
he found what she had done, a most stubborn
indignation took possession of him. His na-
ture was one which hardened quickly beneath
the sun of angry passion, and when this hap-
pened, neither rain, nor kindly warmth, nor
the dews of night, nor any blessed breeze,
could penetrate its crust.

“Very well,” he said, as he tore up Gay’s
letter, ¢ she loses more than I do.” And then
he went to breakfast.

The only resolve which Mr. Crisman now
made was to the effect that every one should
be made to understand that his engagement
with the Armatt girl was broken off, and that
he was not in the least crushed by the event.
He had come prepared to spend a week at
Cherry Bridge, having made arrangements by
which his vacation came earlier in the season
than usual. He had sent his baggage to the
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tavern without saying anything to Mrs. Jus-
tin about it, preferring first to inform Gay of
his intended stay in the neighborhood, and
thus give Mrs. Justin an opportunity of invit-
ing him to spend a week at her house. If she
did not do so, he would stay at the tavern.
But, although he had told no one of his in-
tentions, he determined to make no change
in them. This was a good place to hunt and
fish, and he would stay here and hunt and fish
for a week. Then he would go and spend the
other week of his vacation in sailing, as he
had planned. He liked sailing better than
anything else, but having decided to give up
half his holidays to the country in which Gay
was staying, he would not allow her conduct
to influence his plans in any way. If, in the
course of his sojourn here, Gay should come
to feel that she ought to be ashamed of her-
self, he would then determine what he would
do. But this was to be entirely her own
affair. Not one step would he take to lift her
out of the pit into which she had deliberately
thrown herself. If she chose to climb out
and come to him —but he stopped here; he
would make no promises, and offer no hopes,
even in his own mind. He was obstinately
angry.

On that Sunday afternoon Mr. Stratford
walked over to the Justin house. He would
have preferred not to go, but there were reasons
why he thought it would be better for him to
do so. Mrs. Justin had not treated him with
her customary cordiality on the evening be-
fore, and he did not wish to appear to resent
this by omitting his usual Sunday call. He
had reason to believe, if he judged from noth-
ing but Mrs. Justin’s words, that he would not
find the family atmosphere altogether bright
and agreeable, but he did not feel himself jus-
tified in staying away on that account. If he
found a storm there, or the signs of one, he
would know that he was the cause of it, and
there was no reason why he should shrink
from his share of the rains and winds.

He was rounding the foot of an abrupt
hill which lay on the extreme boundary of
the Bullripple farm when he suddenly came
upon a man who was making a shallow ex-
cavation in the soil with a small pickaxe. It
was such an uncommon thing to find any one
in this part of the country working in the fields
on Sunday, that Stratford was quite surprised
at the sight. In a moment, however, he per-
ceived that this was not an ordinary laborer,
but an elderly man dressed in black, who
was, apparently, interested in geology.

¢ Good afternoon,” said Stratford.

The man turned suddenly, and his face
showed plainly that, whatever he might be
looking for, it was not company. Stratford
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could not imagine why the man should object
to being seen digging for specimens of rock,
fish worms, or anything else, unless it was on
account of doing so on Sunday. He took no
notice of the forbidding expression, and in-
quired pleasantly what there was to be found
on this hillside.

“ Nothing,” said the man, dropping his lit-
tle pick. ¢ There’s nothing at all in land like
this, either inside of it or on top of it. I live
in this county, though not in this stony part,
and T like to know what kind of soil we've
got in one place and another. But this land
ain’t worth the trouble of scratching it.”

“It does not appear to me in that light,”
said Stratford. “The pasturage is fair, and the
crops in‘the valley lands are very good.”

“ Oh, yes,” said the man. And as he spoke
he kicked some stones and loose earth into the
hole he had made. “Some of the land is good
enough for crops, but there is nothing in it
that is really worth anything.”

“1 suppose you are alluding to ores,” said
Stratford. “ From what 1 have observed in
sections of the country where iron is found, I
ihould think there might be ore of that kind

ergit

“ Humph!” said the man. “You might dig
here for ten years, and you wouldn’t find no
iron except what was worn off your shovels
and picks. Good-day to you.” And taking up
his pickaxe and a stout grape-vine cane which
lay on the ground, the man walked away to-
wards the village.

Stratford continued on his way, but in a
few moments he stopped and looked back.
The man was carrying the little pickaxe un-
der his coat. Stratford smiled as he went on.
“1 cannot imagine,” he said to himself, “why
he should have been so disturbed at my seeing
him. He could not have been stealing any-
thing, for there is nothing here to steal. I am
afraid that after going to church this morning
he intended going fishing this afternoon. He
chose a very poor place, however, in which to
look for bait.”

Stratford was met by Mrs. Justin before he
reached the house. “I saw you coming over
the hill,” she said; “I want to have a little talk
with you before you go in.” And then, as the
two walked down to the bank of the creek,
she said: “ Your work is accomplished. The
engagement between Gay Armatt and Mr.
Crisman is broken.”

“What!” exclaimed Stratford. And for a
moment he felt a pang of contrition. He had
greatly desired to see this engagement broken
off, but it was a shock to be suddenly told
that there had been a rupture, and that he
had made it. But Mrs. Justin’s next words
were positively astounding.
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«T would not have told you this so ab-
ruptly,” she said, “if I had not intended to
also say that I am very glad that everything
is at an end between these two.”

“You doubly amaze me!” cried Stratford.
“Ts it possible I have converted you?”

¢« Not a bit of it,” promptly answered Mrs.
Justin. “You were wrong, wrong, absolutely
wrong in what you did. You had no more
right to come between those two than you
had to try to come between any other man or
woman, either engaged or married. It so hap-
pens that you have done a good thing, but
you deserve no credit for it. You did not know
Mr. Crisman; you merely had a prejudice
against him, and for no reason but this you
endeavored to make a girl forswear herself.”

“ A strong statement,” remarked Stratford.

“ None too much so,” continued the lady.
“T have come to believe that what you did
has had a most excellent result, but, for all
that, it was a very wrong thing to do; it was
a crime. Now that Mr. Crisman is out of the
way, everything is free and open to you, and
in the course of time I suppose that you and
Gay will be married. I have no doubt that
you will both be very happy, and that neither
of you could possibly have made a better
match., But, for all that, you ought never to
look back upon the part you have played
without sorrow and repentance.”

- «] wish to heaven,” exclaimed Stratford,
¢ that the words I have spoken to you about
Miss Armatt and myself could be believed!
But I suppose this is too much to expect, and
we need say no more about it. If you do not
object, I should like to know how this thing
happened, and what is the present state of
affairs.”

“ As you are a party very much interested,”
said Mrs. Justin, “of course you ought to
know all about it.” And then she went on to
tell him what had happened. She repeated
the substance, as she had heard it, of Cris-
man’s letter to Gay; told him what Gay had
written in answer; and how she had heartily
supported the girl in her resolution.

In regard to the letter which she herself
had received from Crisman, and which had
done more to show her the true character of
the man than even what he had written to
Gay, she said but little. If she had told what
that letter contained she would have had good
reason to fear that Stratford would have thrown
the young man into Cherry Creek, or that he
would have been thrown into that stream him-
self.

¢ T cannot be too glad,” said Mrs. Justin, in
conclusion, “that the man, before it was too
late, showed us his true character, and that he
himself made it impossible for the engage-
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ment to continue. But I shall never cease to
grieve that my friend chose to take the part
that he has played in this affair.”

« Knowing you as I do,” said Stratford, “1
am quite sure that I like you better for that
opinion.”

A meeting between the girl whose engage-
ment of marriage had suddenly been broken
off and the man who had been the cause of
such fracture must naturally be an awkward
one, and feeling this very strongly Stratford
was not anxious for an immediate interview
with Gay. If he had known what serious con-
sequences had followed his mountain ride with
Gay he would have postponed for a day or
two his visit to this house. Thoughts of this
awkwardness may have come into the mind of
Mis. Justin also, but if they did she allowed
them no weight.

“ Gay is in the house,” she said, “ and you
may as well see her at once. You know how
the matter stands, and it will not be pleasant
or wise for any of us to put ourselves in stiff
or constrained positions.”

When Stratford took Gay by the hand and
looked into her face he saw that she had had
a hard blow, one that might have crushed her
if, at the same time that it wounded her, it had
not aroused the most emboldening sentiments
of self-respect and just resentment. She was
not a girl who would parade an affliction or
misfortune by retiring on account of it from
the society of her ordinary friends and asso-
ciates. Nor was she one who would care to
conceal a trouble from those who took an in-
terest in her life and happiness. She was aware
that Stratford knew what had happened, for
she had asked Mrs. Justin to tell him, and as
this was the most important event of her life,
not even excepting her engagement, she could
not bring herself to avoid the subject with
Stratford, whom she believed to be her true
friend, and whose mind she knew must be oc-
cupied with it. As he probably understood
that their innocent drive had brought about
the catastrophe, and as she believed that no
blame should attach to him, she wished him
to see that she intended to visit him with no
punishment, negative or positive. She did not
know much and had never thought much of
the way in which the world is in the habit of
forming its opinions, but her good sense and
experience were quite sufficient to show her
what kind of opinion might easily be formed
in a case like this, where the former lover had
torn himself away and where the engagement-
breaker continued in favor; and she was very
desirous that that part of the world repre-
sented by Stratford should not have a mis-
taken opinion.

«You know,” she said, as soon as they had
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taken their seats, © that Mr. Crisman and I are
no longer engaged? ”

“I have heard it,” said Stratford.

“It was all very sudden and unexpected,”
she continued. “I have been greatly dis-
tressed, and Mrs. Justin also, and we are not
ourselves at all. But we hope our friends will
not find fault with us any more than we find
fault with them.”

As she said this Stratford looked steadfastly
at her, but made no answer.

“1 don’t care to talk about this any more
than I can help,” she continued, “and all that
we can do is to wait, and hope for the best.”

“ What is the best ? ” asked Stratford.

“The bestthing that could possibly happen,”
said Gay, “is for us to find ourselves able to
come together on our old ground, when every-
thing can be so easily explained. Mr. Crisman
knows, as every one knows, that I always have
been, and am now, perfectly loyal to him.”

This assertion greatly surprised Stratford,
and in his heart he did not believe it.

“1 do not understand you,” he said. “ How
can you be loyal to him when you have seen
fit to break your engagement to him ?”

“I don’t know that I can exactly explain
myself,” she said, ¢ but I want to make it un-
derstood that while I am not willing to be
engaged to Mr. Crisman so long as he holds
the position he has taken, I have never turned
aside from any of my promises; and when I
find him as he was a week ago he will find me
exactly what T was then. Is that plain ?” And
she looked with anxious inquiry at Stratford.

“ Oh, yes, quite so,” he said to her. Buthe
said to himself that Crisman could never be to
her the same man that he was a week ago. He
saw her object: she wished to establish the fact
that there had been no unfaithfulness on her
part.

Here now was an opportunity to do a thing
which Stratford considered righteous, honor-
able, and kind, Here was a chance to tell this
girl that she had done all that the world and
her conscience called upon her to do; that
after what had happened, the loyalty of which
she spoke could be buta thing of principle with-
out feeling; that the reasons which prompted
her to break off the engagement were just as
strong reasons why she should never think of it
again, and that, setting arguments and words
aside, she should embrace, with all the force of
hernature, this opportunity of escapinga ruined
life. But he said nothing of all this. He was a
brave man,and an able one, but he shrank from
the task of doing what he thought to be his
duty. He did not believe he could give her the
counsel he wished to give, and at the same
time maintain the position he wished to keep.

“TIt will be better,” he thought, * that she
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should find out these things for herself, and I
am sure she will do it. And, besides, she has
Mus. Justin to back her.”

Under the circumstances, the hours could not
be expected to pass in a cheery way; and, soon
after supper, Mrs. Justin and Stratford found
themselves sitling alone in a very quiet house.

“1 cannot quite understand Miss Armatt’s
demeanor,” said he. ¢ If she is deeply grieved
at the dissolution of her engagement, I should
expect more evident signs of distress ; and, on
the other hand, if she 1s glad of her great de-
liverance, I should think she would let that be
seen. As it is, it would be very difficult to
classify her apparent emotions.”

“I believe,” said Mrs. Justin, “that Gay
does not thoroughly understand herself. As
far as I am able to judge, her mind is now
occupied in assuring her that she has always
stood by her promises, and that her steadfast
fidelity gave her a right to break with a man
who insisted that she should admit that she
was not true to her given word.”

“So long as she reasons,” said Stratford,
“the state of the case is perfectly satisfactory.
But what surprises me more than anything
else is the readiness with which you accept
the situation. I should have supposed that no
matter how bitter the quarrel between these
young people, you would have hoped to see
them reconciled and the engagement re-
newed.”

“I am quite willing to admit,” said she,
“that it is not at all like me to feel the satis-
faction and thankfulness that I do feel in
knowing that Gay is not to marry Mr. Crisman,
But this is a very unusual case, and my con-
science fully justifies me.” And then, in her
mind, she added: «If you could have read
Mr. Crisman’s letter to me you would not
wonder at my feelings.”

XXII

THERE was not at this period a more ardent
match-maker in the country than Mrs. People.
For a long time she had been much dissatis-
fied with the condition and prospects of her
son John. For one thing, he was growing up
to be an old bachelor, and she was opposed,
on principle, to old bachelors. To be sure, it
was a very fortunate thing for her that her
brother Enoch belonged to this class, for
otherwise it is not at all probable thatshe would
have been at that time the mistress and director
of the household ; but the principle remained
unchanged. Mr, People was not much more
than twenty-one when he married her; and
here was John, who in four short years would
be thirty, still single. It was plain enough she
thought that he was beginning to be a man of
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importance in his business, for otherwise old
Vatoldi would never have allowed him to
manage his affairs all by himself during the
late disturbances. His having a vacation, too,
showed that things were getting to be better
with him ; and what was next to be expected
was an increase of salary. Taking all these
matters together, it was as clear as the light
of day in Mrs. People’s mind that John should
lose no time in getting married.

And here was Matilda Stull ; and if anybody
knew of a better match for John than she was,
Mrs. People would like to see that girl, be she
black haired or brown, a foreigner or a native-
born American, produced at once. It was not
only that Miss Stull was a very pretty girl, and
very well dressed, and one with whom John
was deeply in love, but there was an eminent
propriety in marriage between the heir of her
house and that of Stull, which loomed up ina
gigantic form in the mind of Mrs. People. If
John married Matilda, the farm on which he
was born would, in the course of time, come
into his possession ; and this, from Mrs. People’s
point of view, was the most desirable thing
that could possibly happen.

She would sit, in one hand a table-knife
with its blade half-ground away by repeated
sharpenings, and in the other a partly peeled
potato, and muse upon the happiness, the ab-
solute felicity, which would be hers when the
old farm should belong to John. To buy back
this estate appeared to her a simple impossi-
bility ; to get it for nothing by means of this
marriage would be a grand stroke indeed.

Many were the plans she formed while the
potato waited to be peeled. She would go
and live with John, for it was not likely that
that city girl knew anything about housekeep-
ing or the management of a dairy. And yet
as she, Mrs. People, could not expect to live
forever, it would be necessary that her son’s
wife should learn how to manage his house-
hold affairs. Matilda, for thus the good woman
already thought of her prospective daughter-
in-law, should do some things, and thus grad-
ually learn the duties of her position. She
could begin by washing up the tea things and
feeding the chickens. In course of time she
might be able to take charge of the churning,
although Mrs. People very much doubted if
that girl could ever produce such butter as
she now set before her son.

On the other hand, it would be very hard
for her to leave her brother Enoch, who was
getting somewhat oldish now, and must some-
times feel a little stiff in his joints, although
he never mentioned anything of the sort. She
had lived a long time with her brother, and
in some respects he had become as necessary
to her as she was to him. And yet, how would
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it be possible for her to give up that desire
of her life, to live once more in the house and
on the farm to which Mr. People had taken
her as a bride ?

These conflicting feelings troubled her
greatly, and she would sometimes sit and
muse upon them much longer than was condu-
cive to the regularity of the dinner hour. One
day, however, a consoling thoughtcame to her.
It was possible, nay it was even more, it was
very probable, that Matilda had in her com-
position a good deal of spice, and not only
such spice as ginger, cinnamon, and cloves,
but pepper, and good hot red pepper, too, if
Mrs. People knew anything about the outward
signs of a woman’s disposition. Now, this
peppery disposition might make the situation
of a mother-in-law in John’s home a very un-
pleasant one, and it might be well, therefore,
that she should remain in her present very
comfortable position in her brother’s house.
It was truly comforting to the mind of Mrs.
People to settle this vexing question by re-
flecting that in all probability Matilda would be
too peppery to live with; and the remainder
of the potato was peeled.

It was not so easy, however, for John Peo-
ple himself to settle the question of Matilda
Stull. He was now having opportunities for
forwarding his suit which a short time before
he would not have believed possible. He was
living near fields through which Miss Stull
walked and wandered, and where she had
actually allowed him to walk and wander with
her. He had nothing to do, and could walk
and wander when he pleased. But the days
of his vacation were rapidly passing, and he
had done nothing decisive yet. At any mo-
ment he might expect to hear that the altera-
tions at Vatoldi’s had progressed so far that
it was necessary for him to go to the city and
take charge of affairs. If he could again be
alone with Miss Stull, and could make up his
mind to show her the state of his feelings, he
believed he ought to do it. In the city he had
worshiped her from afar, and had never be-
lieved that there was the slightest chance of
possessing her; but here in the country,
where people were ever so much more the
equals of each other, he had worshiped her
at a distance of a foot, or perhaps eighteen
inches ; and if a young lady was willing to
walk with a young man through fields and
gates so close as that, John thought thatyoung
man ought to be greatly encouraged, and
might feel justified in speaking out his mind.

In regard to what old Stull might say, in
case of a favorable reply from the daughter,
John was not over-sanguine. It was true that
now, being a partner in the concern, although
with a very small share of the profits, it might
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be possible that Mr. Stull would turn a favor-
able eye upon a connection which would, in
a way, make the whole business a family af-
fair. But, in spite of this encouraging thought,
if John had been compelled at this time to
make his proposals to the father instead of the
daughter, he would have calmly resigned him-
self to perpetual bachelorhood. But, should
he be accepted by Miss Stull, he would wait
and bear to any extent.

John’s mind was in this condition when,
one fine morning, Miss Matilda paid a visit
to the Bullripple household. To John and his
mother she came like an angel with white wide-
spreading wings ; to old Enoch she appeared
as an uppish young woman with a cattle-irri-
tating parasol; and to Mr. Stratford, who
regarded her from his window, she was an
enigma. He knew who she was, but he could
not imagine why she should come to that
house and sit with John People under the
great tree in the front yard. Miss Stull had
really called upon Mris. People, but that sa-
gacious mother had sent John to say that she
would be out in a very few minutes, and had
told him that he must entertain the visitor
until she came. Mrs. People was devoured
by desire to know the object of Miss Stull’s
visit, but she restrained herself for the love of
John, It was a heroic sacrifice, but she made
it, and for ten minutes sifted sugar over a mass
of bread dough without knowing what she
did.

Miss Stull was very desirous that Mrs. Peo-
ple should come out; she wanted to ask her
a lot of questions; but she did not betray any
impatience towards John. The young man
might be useful to her, particularly in the way
of making her acquainted with Mr. Strat-
ford, if the chance should occur. Miss Ma-
tilda wished very much to know the handsome
gentleman she had seen driving with Gay Ar-
matt. She had not supposed when she came
to this part of the country that she should find
such a man as that. She was therefore very
gracious to John, and asked him so many
questions about the present composition of
the Bullripple household that the young man
was obliged to say a good deal about Strat-
ford, and could not have failed to present him
had he made his appearance.

When she had waited just as long as she
could, having, in the meantime, made her
dough all cake, Mrs. People came out, and
John was constrained to walk away reluctantly,
to give the young lady an opportunity of stat-
ing her business to his mother. He did not
go very far, however, but busied himself about
the wood-yard, from which point, with his face
ever turned towards the object of his devo-
tion, no matter how he might move and re-
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volve, he held himself ready, the instant the
conference should be over, to accompany Miss
Stull to the gate and to go with her as far over
our continent as she would permit.

What Miss Stull came to find out was the
true state of things in the Justin house. Was
Miss Gay engaged to the young man who was
walking about in the parlor without her, or to
Mr. Stratford, whom she had seen driving with
her? In what business was this Mr. Crisman,
and was he related to Mrs. Justin? Was Mr.
Stratford rich? Was Mrs. Justin entirely
satisfied with Gay's match ? All these things,
and a number of other points, Miss Stull had
hoped to learn from Gay; but having failed
to see that young lady, and not being able to
wait until her call was returned, she had made
a swoop upon Mis. People,

After some very thin talk about butter and
eggs, Miss Stull found it easy to introduce the
subject she had at heart. Mrs. People had
also a subject at heart which she wished to
introduce, and in order to get at it she rushed
with haste and freedom into the subject pre-
sented by her visitor. She told Miss Stull so
much, in fact, that that young lady turned pale
with surprise, and then pink with delight, at
being the recipient of such startling informa-
tion. Mrs. People had been at Mrs. Justin’s
house, and as that lady was desirous that it
should be generally known that Mr. Crisman
was no longer engaged to Miss Armatt, she
had informed Mrs. People of the fact, and that
good woman had easily possessed herself of
as much of the detail of the event as Mrs. Jus-
tin judged proper to give her. This informa-
tion, rapidly and generously garnished from
the resources of her own mind, Mrs. People
laid before Miss Stull.

The interview was protracted so long that
John’s ingenuity was greatly taxed to keep
himself busy in view of the couple under the
tree. 'When Miss Matilda rose to go, thus
interrupting an abruptly introduced maternal
panegyric of the manager of Vatoldi’s, her
mind was filled with a pleasing consciousness
that there was in this neighborhood a city
gentleman, handsome and stylish, and not
engaged to be married. What advantage to
herself she expected to result from this Miss
Stull might not have been able to state in clear
and convincing terms. But it was a great sat-
isfaction to a person of her temperament to
know that the facts were as they were.

John was with her before she reached the
gate, and opened it for her. Then she stopped.

“Isn’t there some way, Mr. People,” she
said, “by which I can go home across the
fields instead of walking by the side of this
monotonous road ?”

“ Oh, yes,” said John, ¢ but there are fences
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in the way, and draw-bars would have to be
taken down.”

“And isn’t there anybody,” she continued,
“who can take down those bars ?”

To hear this question, and to see at the
same time the meaning little smile on the face
of the young lady who asked it, suffused John’s
soul with more actual joy than it had ever be-
fore known. Yes, indeed, there was somebody
who could not only take down bars, but who
would tear away walls, fill up ditches, and slay
bulls, if necessary. John did not say this, but
his manner indicated it.

As they walked across the fields, Miss Ma-
tilda’s spirits were very lively, and her manner
was very cordial. She had no idea of alluring
this happy fly into her web, but she desired to
make of him a thread-carrier, so to speak, who
would take out beyond her present sphere of
action those finely spun inducements by which
she hoped to draw to herself the larger and
brighter flutterer upon whom her eyes were
fixed. John now lived with Mr. Stratford, and
through him her very limited circle of acquaint-
ance here might be enlarged by the addition
of this gentleman. She considered it her right
to know every presentable man who might
find himself within the limits of her social
range.

Miss Stull also hoped to make Mr. Stratford
comprehend through John what an exceed-
ingly desirable thing it would be to become
acquainted with her. But hermethodstowards
this end had only the effect of causing John
to feel that she was a more charming, desirable,
and gracious superior being than even she
herself had ever supposed it possible for her
to become. On his side he was emboldened
to a point of courage he had not imagined he
could reach. Before they had gone three-quar-
ters of the distance through a clover field, John
determined to make his sentiments known.
He would not ask her plumply if she would
marry him, as if she were a mere country girl,
but he would show her his glowing soul. Had
she not with the sweet words and enrapturing
smiles of angels deliberately set it on fire?
And was it not due to her that she should see
that it had kindled ?

“ Another set of bars!” exclaimed Miss
Matilda, as they approached the fence. “Oh,
dear, Mr. People, what a deal of trouble I am
putting you to!”

“Trouble!” exclaimed the sturdy John. “I
wish I could take down every bar that you
might meet with through your whole —"

“Way home,” quickly interpolated Miss
Matilda. “ Thatis just what I want you to do.
You are so strong and seem to understand
these fences so well.”

«That is not the point,” said John, as he
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seized a rail and jerked it from its sockets.
« Other people might be able to take down
barse—t

«“Yes,” interrupted Matilda; ¢« Mr. Stratford,
for instance. He has lived so much in this
country that I suppose he knows all about
such things.”

¢ It isn’t the being able to doit,” said John,
looking intently into the face of the young
lady, “ it is the wanting to do it.”

Miss Matilda smiled upon him, It isvery
good of you,” she said, “to be willing to do
for other people what they cannot do for
themselves. Now, if I were walking here
alone I could never lift those heavy rails, and
would have to crawl through the fence, or to
climb over it as best I might.”

“If I had my way,” exclaimed John, for-
getting in his excitement as he walked by
Miss Matilda that it was necessary to put up
the bars he had taken down, “there should
never be in the way of your feet a stick, a
stone, a clod, a lump, not so much as a piece
of gravel.”

“ Those things must be expected,” said the
young lady with demure triteness.

« Oh, no, they needn’t be!” cried John in
quick and fervid tones. “ They need never
be known at all, if there is one ever ready to
brush and hurl them away; to make your
paths as smooth— as smooth as roses.”

«Which are not smooth,” said Miss Matilda,
¢ at least not when they are used to make a
path of. That reminds me that at our house
there are a lot of rose bushes, and some of
them have flowers on yet, but mother and I
both think that they are a poor kind of rose
bushes, and that if we are to come up here in
the summer time we might as well have some
good ones planted. Do you know the names
of some good roses that would grow here?
Perhaps, if you don’t, Mr. Stratford could tell
you. City men are so apt to know the names
of good kinds of things.”

“I am a city man myself,” said John in a
tone somewhat different from that in which he
had just spoken, “and I'll get you all the
roses you will ever want.”

«I'don’t want you to get them,” said she.
« I only want the names of them. And there is
another thing I would like to ask you about.
How do you make grass grow ? Mother and
I think there ought to be a great deal more of
it about the house, but the farmer who lives
there don’t seem to understand how to plant
it.“

With well-plied questions concerning the
adornment of their country home Miss Ma-
tilda engaged the attention of her companion
until they had reached the last fence. Then
she turned and held out her hand.
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“ Good-bye, Mr. People,” she said. “There
are now no other obstructions between me
and the house, and I will not make you go
any farther.”

“There is an obstruction, Miss Stull,” said
John very earnestly, ¢ an obstruction to my
every joy, which —”

“Oh, yes, I know,” quickly interrupted Miss
Matilda ; *those dreadful waiters who boy-
cotted your place. It must be an awful ob-
struction, but it is bound to disappear in time,
if you stand up boldly. Father has talked about
it,and he saysso. He is very fond of Vatoldi’s,
and he says we must go there again as soon
as things are all right. Good-bye, Mr. People.”
And, with one of her pretty smiles, she tripped
away.

Regarding the state of affairs from John's
point of view it was quite evident that angelic
beings have their disadvantages, for their beau-
tiful wings enable them to keep just out of
one’s reach without feeling at all compelled
to flee the company of the one who wishes to
reach them.

On the other hand, Miss Matilda, in her
character of web-maker, discovered that a fly
who may be sent out to inveigle other insects
is apt to become entangled in a very trouble-
some and apparently hopeless manner in the
subtile threads with which he has been in-
trusted.

This young lady, however, troubled herself
very little about John's condition. She liked
to see a young man in this sort of involvement,
especially when she herself had produced it,
and her only regret in the present case wasthat
the young man probably could not prove as
useful as she had expected him to be. The
most important object of her life at the pres-
ent moment was to become acquainted with
Mr. Stratford. It made her positively angry
to think that she did not know him, and that
she saw no way open by which she could be-
come acquainted with him. She had called
twice at the house where he lived, and acci-
dent had not favored her. She made a visit
at Mrs. Justin’s at a time when he was ex-
pected there, but she had not met him. She
had hoped to know him through Gay Armatt,
but she was now in trouble and could not be
expected to do much in the way of introduc-
ing gentlemen. Miss Matilda’s acute mind
had discovered what sort of person was Mrs.
People, and she was afraid to allow that good-
hearted but exceedingly open-natured woman
to know that she positively wished for the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Stratford. Had she done
this Miss Stull might have expected to be
placed in a very undesirable position by the
irrepressible frankness of Mrs. People. John
had been her chief dependence, but she was
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now very much afraid that she would not be
able to make use of him. He had become so
addled that he could not understand any hints
of her desires, and she was even afraid that if
she should succeed in making him understand
what she wanted the numskull would actually
refuse to make her acquainted with a man
who might prove to be a rival.

There was nothing to be done but to de-
pend upon herself; and as Miss Stull was quite
used to this sort of dependence, she was not
long in forming a plan. She must meet the
man by accident. In a country place like this,
where people wandered about as they pleased,
this ought not to be a difficult matter; and as
Mr. Stratford had probably by this time heard
of her, and as he knew of course that she had
heard of him, they would not meet as positive
strangers, and a chance encounter might be
worked up to advantage.

Miss Matilda was rather fond of sketching,
and although she had but small ability as an
artist, she was extremely clever in a general
way, and could so arrange her slight artistic
gifts that they made a very good show. The
weather being now quite suitable for outdoor
sketching, Miss Stull arrayed herself in a most
becoming and appropriate costume,and with a
sketch-book and little camp-stool under one
arm, and a large umbrella with a long, pointed
handle over her right shoulder, repaired to a
pleasant spot at the foot of the hills, where some
very goodviewscould behad,and close by which
she had sometimes observed, from a distance,
that a sportsman occasionally passed on his way
to the trout streams on the higher grounds.

The sketcher did not immediately select a
spot at which to begin her work. She rambled
about a good deal, and looked about a good
deal, in order to see what suitable thing there
was in view which might be drawn. At last
she decided upon a distant view which includ-
ed a path that led through the Bullripple farm
towards the village.

Miss Matilda was a lucky young woman,
especially when she put her own shoulder to
her wheel of fortune, and she had scarcely
sketched in the outlines of some rocks and
gentle eminences when she saw coming to-
wards her, among these outlines, a gentleman
with a fishing-rod upon his shoulder. For
some minutes she kept her eyes fixed upon
her paper, and then, giving a little shrug to
her shoulders and looking up at the sunlit
sky, she put down her book and picked up
the umbrella, which lay, closed, on the ground
by her side. The pointed end of the long
handle she now endeavored to thrust into the
ground, but she found this a difficult per-
formance. In one place the soil seemed very
hard, in another there was long, tangled grass,
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and, after a jab or two, she decided that she
would not like to sit there. After some delib-
eration, with her back to the object she in-
tended to draw, she selected another spot, but
here she found a large stone just under the
surface of the ground. Having quarried on
this for some moments, she stopped and be-
gan fanning herself with her handkerchief.
Such exertion was certainly very unusual with
her, and she stood, panting a little, The man
must now be very near.

In less than a minute she heard a step, and
a gentleman’s voice said to her: “ Allow me,
miss, to plant your umbrella for you.”

She turned quickly and saw, not Mr, Strat-
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ford, but Mr. Crisman. She knew him the
moment she saw him, and was now truly sur-
prised, for she had supposed that when he
had ended his engagement he had also ended
his visit to these parts. But her soul did not
shrink with disappointment. This was a very
handsome young fellow, and she would be
delighted to know the ex-lover of Gay Armatt,
about whom she had had so much curiosity
and so much doubt.

With an ingenuous smile she accepted his
offer, and the strong arm of Mr. Crisman
soon fixed the handle of the umbrella in the
ground as firmly as if it had been the mast
of a boat.

Frank K. Stockion.

THE NAME OF WASHINGTON.

[Read before the Sons of the Revolution, New York, February 22, 1887.]

Ve that are met to remember the man

§ONS of the youth and the truth of the nation,—
§

10se valor gave birth to a people’s salvation,—
Honor him now ; set his name in the van.
A nobleness to try for,
A name to live and die for—
The name of Washington !

Calmly his face shall look down through the ages —
Sweet yet severe with a spirit of warning;

Charged with the wisdom of saints and of sages;
Quick with the light of a life-giving morning.

A majesty to try for,

A name to live and die for —
The name of Washington !

Though faction may rack us, or party divide us,
And bitterness break the gold links of our story,
Our father and leader is ever beside us.
Live and forgive ! But forget not the glory
Of him whose height we try for;
A name to live and die for —
The name of Washington !

Still in his eyes shall be mirrored our fleeting
Days, with the image of days long ended;
Still shall those eyes give, immortally, greeting
Unto the souls from his spirit descended.

His grandeur we will try for;
His name we'll live and die for —
The name of Washington !

George Parsons Lathrop.
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XXIII.

HILE Mr. Crisman
was engagedinset-
ting up Miss Stull’s
sketching umbrel-
la, that young lady
looked upon him

: with much more

interest than she regarded the work which he
was doing for her, He was certainly a hand-
some young man,and in some respects pleased
her better than did Mr. Stratford. Mr. Cris-
man, too, proved fully equal to the exigencies
of this chance meeting. He was naturally
chatty and sociable, and having become in-
tensely bored during his companionless stay at
the Cherry Bridge tavern, he was delighted at
this legitimate opportunity of assisting and of
talking to a very pretty young lady. He did
not hesitate to ask questions or to offer sug-
gestions in regard to the sketching business,
and in her answers to these Miss Matilda man-
aged, with much deftness, to inform him who
she was and where she lived, and also to make
him aware that she knew who he was.

Crisman delayed his walk, and watched the
sketching for some time, but at last he took up
his rod. He asked her if she was coming again
to this place to sketch, and she answered :

« Of course, if 1 do not finish this to-day I
must work on it to-morrow.”

When she came again on the morrow, she
found Mr. Crisman there.

“ 1 thought I would come over,” he said,
¢ and see how you were getting along with the
picture.” And that was all the reason or pre-
tense he deemed it necessary to give for his
presence.

Miss Stull liked this. It showed there was
no nonsense about the young man; and she
greeted him very pleasantly. Although she
had known him but such a very short time,
and although their introduction consisted of
nothing but the words she herself had spoken
concerning their respective identities, Mr. Cris-
man possessed the present qualification which
in her eyes raised him above all other young
men in the world : he was there.

He staid with her a full hour, during which

the drawing made little progress, but the ac-
quaintanceship made much. John People was
a simple-minded young man, while Mr. Cris-
man was, in many ways, extremely sharp-wit-
ted; yet Miss Matilda drew from the latter
twenty times more information in regard to the
persons of their mutual knowledge than she
had ever been able to extract from the former.
They barely mentioned Gay, for Mr. Crisman
did not wish to talk about her, and Miss Stull
did not think it wise to doso ; but they discussed
Mrs. Justin and Mr. Stratford very thoroughly,
and when Mr. Crisman had finished his analy-
sis of the character of the gentleman, Miss
Stull began to perceive how very kind chance
had been in sending her the fisherman she did
not expect instead of the one she had been
looking for.

Mr. Crisman then proceeded to give his
companion a pretty good account of himself;
and as this was a subject it always pleased him
to talk of, he dwelt upon it to a considerable
extent. He omitted all allusion to the original
cause of his visits to this neighborhood, con-
tenting himself with stating that he was at
present staying here to fish and shoot,— that
is, if he could ever find anything to shoot,—
and that in a few days he was going on a
yachting expedition, which would fill up the
remainder of his vacation.

Mr. Crisman walked home with Miss Stull,
carried her stool and her umbrella, went into
the house, and was presented to her mother as
a friend of Mrs. Justin. There was something
extremely frank and straightforward in the
conduct of Mr. Crisman. There seemed to
him nothing strained or unusual in his making
the acquaintance of the Stull family in this in-
formal manner, and he showed a readiness to
enter into any intimate social relations to which
hemightbe invited. Mrs. Stull liked the absence
of that stiffness which she often noticed in the
society which her husband compelled her to
enter, and, altogether, these three persons,
each of whom was beginning to feel somewhat
lonely in this country neighborhood, were very
well satisfied with the new acquaintanceship.

Miss Stull sat by herself that evening, after
her mother had gone to bed, and seriously
pondered upon Mr. Crisman. She knew better

* Copyright, 1886, by Frank R. Stockton. All rights reserved.
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than any one who merely looked upon her,
that not only were the months and years pass-
ing by her, but that a very good proportion of
them had already passed, and that the period
had arrived when she should begin to think
seriously of some young man or other. As far
as she could judge, Mr. Crisman fulfilled all
her requirements. Personally he was entirely
satisfactory, and, although she did not suppose
he was rich, he had told her he was in a very
good business, and she felt sure of this, for
otherwise, in her opinion, the engagement of
Gay Armatt would never have been allowed.
In fact, this engagement was a strong recom-
mendation to Miss Stull. 1t was as though his
preliminary examinations had been passed,
and she might therefore take him at a much
more advanced stage of friendship than a
person who had not thus been proved. That
the engagement had been broken off did not
trouble her at all. From what she had seen,
she attributed it entirely to Mr. Stratford’s
agency, and if the girl preferred to marry that
man instead of Mr. Crisman, she, Miss Matilda,
was quite satisfied.

That her father would approve of Crisman
she was not at all sure, but then her father
disapproved of so many things it would not
do to consider him always. If she should
become engaged to this gentleman, she her-
self would see to it that the marriage took
place at the proper time; and as she saw no
good reason for any objection on the part
of her parent, she felt quite sure that the name
of J. Weatherby Stull would be signed to such
checks as might be needed at the beginning
of housekeeping. As to the future, Miss Ma-
tilda was very hopeful. She was the principal
child of the family, and she did not believe
that her father would dare to divert perma-
nently from her any portion of her rightful share
in his property.

Having thought over this matter for nearly
two hours, she determined, unless subsequently
she saw some reason for changing her mind,
that she would marry Mr, Crisman, and that
she must lose no time in making very good
use of her present exceptional opportunities.

During the next few days, several admirable
methods for enjoying the scenery and the air
of the country about Cherry Bridge were sug-
gested by Mr. Crisman. He believed these to
be original suggestions, not perceiving that
they were produced by the adroit and quiet
working of Miss Matilda’s mind upon his own.
There was nothing accidental about these
walks and drives; Mr. Crisman came boldly
to Mrs. Stull’s residence, and boldly stated
what he came to propose.

Miss Stull found that the remaining days of
Mr. Crisman’s vacation were not sufficient for
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the completion of her work, and she resolved
to extend his stay at Cherry Bridge. For the
day on which he was to join his yachting friends
she proposed an excursion to a somewhat dis-
tant point of interest which she would never
see unless she had some one like Mr, Crisman
to accompany her. At first he declared that
it was impossible for him to go on this excur-
sion, but subsequently telegraphed to his
friends requesting them to postpone for a day
their start for the yacht trip. On his return
from his drive with Miss Stull he found a tele-
gram informing him that wind, tide, and friends
with limited time wait for no man, and that
the yachting party had sailed.

Now there was no reason why Mr, Crisman
should not spend the rest of his vacation at
Cherry Bridge; and there he spent it, and for
the greater part of the time in the society of
Miss Stull. On his side Mr. Crisman had no
serious thoughts in connection with this very
pleasant companionship. He enjoyed it, but
he never expected anything to comeé of it. He
expected to marry Gay Armatt, and would not
have been surprised at any time to receive a
note from Mrs. Justin stating that it would be
in the interest of all parties if he should call at
her house and see Gay, who was beginning to
look at the matter in dispute between them in
a different light from that in which she had first
regarded it. He had not the slightest idea of
making any conciliatory propositions himself;
his nature was too obstinate for this; and he
believed, besides, that anything in the way of
“knuckling down " on his part would be in-
jurious as a precedent to the matrimonial rela-
tions he proposed to establish. He was very
willing that the people at the Justin houseshould
see that he was not pining away on account of
the rupture of the engagement, and that he did
not even have to leave Cherry Bridge in order
to find agreeable companionship.

And thus he wound his merry way among
the subtile threads which Miss Matilda spread
about him, sometimes breaking away in this di-
rection or that, imagining the while that he
was as free as a bird in the air, but carrying
with him, all unknown to himself, attachments
strong enough to bring him back whenever
Miss Matilda wished to draw him to her. As
his holidays approached their close, the lady
dexterously tightened and strengthened his
bonds, until one day he found himself so en-
wrapped and secured that he could not fly, nor
run, nor walk, save at the will of his captor; he
was so skillfully bound, in fact, that he could
not even wish to flutter. He was engaged to
be married to Miss Matilda Stull.

When he discovered this fact, it was natural
that Mr. Crisman should experience some sud-
den emotions ; one of these was an emotion of
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vanity : how quickly had he conquered this fine
girl! He could not but think of what so lately
had been,— Miss Matilda could not prevent
that backward glance of his eyes,—but the
thoughts of what had been were overpowered
by the thoughts of what existed now. All those
fond feelings towards Gay which had been
cooled and hardened by his jealousy and his
anger, Miss Matilda had warmed into strong
glow and directed towards herself. One thing
very potent in preventing Crisman from look-
ing backward was the remembrance that never
had Gay given that value to his utterances
which had been so earnestly accorded them
by Matilda. That deft spinner had actually
spun her web over his heart. He loved her.
He felt that she exactly suited him, and pay-
ing no thought to peculiarity of circumstances
nor to hastiness of action, he was proud and
happy that he had won this girl,

When all this had been settled and these two
were pledged to each other for life, Miss Ma-
tilda enjoined upon her lover strict secrecy for
the present. Nothing was to be made public
until the parties should meet in the city in the
autumn, and then the lady would herself at-
tend to the announcement of the engagement
to her father. She felt quite sure she would
be able to make him look upon the matter in
a proper light; when this was done, all else
would be easy. And then she allowed Mr.
Crisman to depart.

Miss Stull’s next move was to inform Gay
Armatt, as soon as possible, of what had hap-
pened. This was not in accordance with the
injunctions of secrecy which she had imposed
upon Mr. Crisman, but she considered it a
necessary step, and did not hesitate to make it.
Until Gay had been positively assured that
her lover had gone from her forever, Matilda
could not feel safe.

Miss Matilda had not seen her young
friend since she had met her in the buggy
with Mr. Stratford. Mrs. Justin, having heard
that Crisman was still in the neighborhood,
said nothing about it to Gay, but endeavored
to keep her, as much as possible, at home, in
order that there might be no accidental and
undesirable meeting. Stratford, too, thought
it would be wise at this time to leave the
trout streams and the woods to the supposed
irate young man, and he paid a short visit to
the sea-shore. About what Crisman might do
or say, should he meet Stratford, the latter
attempted to form no supposition; but he
desired above all things to avoid scandal re-
garding Gay, and therefore went away.

Miss Matilda had noticed this state of
affairs, and thought that matters had been
managed very wisely; but now that Mr.
Crisman had gone, there was no reason why
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Miss Armatt should be kept any longer in se-
clusion and.ignorance, and she determined to
see her. It is true that Miss Stull did not owe
the Justin house a visit, the debt being the
other way. But in the country, she argued,
social rules may sometimes be set aside;
and happening to be driving that way, she
stopped 1n to see Gay. It had been so long,
she explained, since she had heard from her
that she feared she might be ill. It was during
this interview that Miss Matilda allowed Gay
to suspect, and at last actually admitted to
her, that she was engaged to Crisman.

“1 did not intend, my dear,” said Miss
Stull, “to tell you this at present, but the
secret has come out almost without my know-
ing it. This is a queer world, isn't it, dear?
People pair off this way, and then they find
they have made a mistake and they pair off
that way. But,so long as we are all the hap-
pier for it, we ought to be very glad. And
now, my dear Gay, I want you to understand
that both you and Mrs. Justm owe us a visit—
I'll be generous and won’t count this —and
if you don’t pay it very soon you'll find us
standing on our dignity. So now you see
what you have to expect. Good-bye, and I'm
very sorry Mrs. Justin i1s not at home.”

Gay remained standing by the chair from
which she had risen when her visitor took her
leave. Since the actual confession, and while
Miss Matilda spoke her few concluding words,
Gay had not opened her lips; and now she
remained struck by a heavy pain, the nature
of which she did not understand. She had
sent this man away, and she ought to have
known him well enough to comprehend that
he would not return; why, therefore, should
she feel pain at what he had done? A man
who could so quickly turn his affections upon
another could not be worthy of her. Why,
therefore, should she now feel pain? He had
treated her as no man should treat a woman;
she had declined to be longer engaged to
him; and he had gone to another woman.
Her pride, her reason, her womanly self-re-
spect, stood by her to comfort and support
her. But, in spite of all support and comfort,
she did feel pain.

XXIV.

Joux PeorrLk had been summoned by Mr.
Stull to the city, the alterations at Vatoldi’s
having reached a stage where the daily super-
vision of the manager was necessary. In the
course of a week or so, however, John con-
trived to arrange matters in such a way as
to give himself two days in which to visit
Cherry Bridge. He informed Mr. Stull that
there were some affairs he wished to attend
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to which the somewhat unexpected conclusion
of his holiday had forced him to neglect. He
did not say that this neglected business was a
proposition of love to Mr. Stull's daughter,
but such was the fact. John fully determined
that before he left his native fields again he
would boldly lay the state of his heart before
Miss Stull, and find out how she regarded him.

For the first day after his arrival in the coun-
try John wandered over the fields, along the
roads, and in every place where he thought it
might be possible to encounter Miss Matilda
accidentally. But, Mr. Crisman having re-
cently left, that young lady had gladly given
herself a rest from country strolling, and John
met her not, A visit to her house naturally
suggested itself to his mind, but this course
was repugnant to him. In the first place, he
thought if he went to the Stull house every-
body would know what he went for, and that
he could not endure. Then again, he could
not be sure of seeing Miss Matilda alone in
her home, and even if he had this good for-
tune, he felt that in a room or on a piazza he
could not speak to her as freely and eloquently
as if he were with her in the open fields.

On the second morning the pensive resig-
nation on his brow deepened into positive
trouble, for it now seemed quite probable to
him that fate had decreed that he should visit
Miss Matilda at her home. How he should
do this, at what time he should go there, how
he should demean himself, what primary rea-
son he should give for his visit, were questions
which greatly preyed upon his mind, Wan-
dering slowly along the verdant banks of
Cherry Creek, he lifted up his eyes, and be-
held Miss Gay Armatt approaching him.
Instantly there came into his mind a happy
thought. He had met Miss Armatt several
times, both at his uncle’s house and at Mrs.
Justin’s, and, by his mother’s report, he knew
her to be a most kind and good young woman.
‘ Now, why should she not help me?” was
John’s happy thought. “I don’t mind telling
her just what is the matter, and if she is as
kind as they say she is, it will be easy enough
for her to get Matilda to take a walk with her
and so give me all the chance 1 want.”

Having come up with the young lady, John
took off his hat, bade her good-morning, and
stopped. Gay raised her eyes towards him
as she returned his salutation, and John
thought that the lady probably did not feel
very well. She was not looking her best. He
made some inquiries about Mrs. Justin which
had the effect of arresting Miss Armatt’s
steps; and then, finding that he could think
of no other prefatory remarks, John perceived
that it would be necessary for him to say im-
mediately what he had to say.

Vor. XXXIV.—48.
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“ Excuse me, miss,” said he, “for taking
your time, but I want to ask you something,
and I hope you are not in a hurry.”

“I am in no hurry at all,” said Gay. *“Is
there anything I can do for you?”

This question helped him very much, “ Oh,
yes, indeed,” he said, ¢ there is something you
can do for me. It may seem very queer to
you, Miss Armatt, for me to stand here and
plump things out to you in this way; but the
fact is there’s no time to be lost, and what I
don’t do to-day can’t be done at all; at least
there is no likelihood of it. It will amaze you
a good deal, I have no doubt, when you hear
me say —and I must own that I’'m amazed
to hear myself say it out freely this way —
that I am 1n love.”

“In love!” exclaimed Miss Gay, and there
came into her face a quick look which startled
John. It seemed to him as though she might
bound into the bushes and flee from his sight
like a deer. Could it be possible that this
young lady thought that he was about to
make an amatory proposal to her?

“JIt is Miss Stull I'm in love with,” said
John quickly, ¢“and I’'m pretty sure I'll never
get a chance to let her know it if somebody
don’t help me, and so I thought I'd ask you,
thinking if you wouldn’t do it for my sake,
which would be natural enough, not knowing
me very well, you might do it for my mother’s,
who looks on you and Mrs, Justin as her most
valued neighbors.”

It had been days since Gay had smiled, but
she could not help smiling now. “I am always
glad to do anything neighborly,” said she,
“but this seems very odd. Does your mother
wish you to marry Miss Stull?”

¢« She just builds on it,” answered John,
“and I want you to know, Miss Armatt, that
although this thing might look out of the way
to any outside party, there’s a good deal more
reason for it than anybody except just two or
three has any idea of. Miss Stull is the daugh-
ter of a rich man, and I am only the manager
at Vatoldi’s. But there are things that I can’t
tell you, but which will come out some day,
that make matters a good deal more even be-
tween us than you would be likely to think.
And I don’t doubt, either, that old Stull will
come round all right when the affair has been
settled between me and his daughter, and has
run on long enough to get seasoned.”

« But what would you have me to do with
it ? " asked Gay.

“It’s just this,” said John: “This is the last
day I have got to stay here, for I don’t know
how long, and I am bound to tell her before
i sleep to-night. Now, I can’t go to her house
to tell her, Miss Armatt. Upon my word I
can’t! If I was to meet her mother or those
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two young sisters, it would drive every word
out of my mind. But on the green grass and
under the blue sky I could tell her all I feel
and think. And that is what I want to get a
chance to do. Now, if you would ask her to
take a walk with you this afternoon, and T
was to fall in with you, and you'd think of
some reason or other for being obliged to go
home and leave us two there, then you'd be
doing for me more than any woman on earth
could do except Matilda herself, if she be so
minded to say the word I want her to say.”

Gay stood and looked upon the ground.
This was all very unpleasant and embarrass-
ing. Here was a young man whom she had
heard of as a very good and deserving young
man, who had been so unhappy as to fall in
love with Matilda Stull. She did not thor-
oughly understand the relative social condi-
tions of the two, but she knew that one was
a rich young lady, and the other was the son
of Mrs. People. These situations in life ap-
peared quite incongruous to Gay, but she only
thought of them in connection with her won-
der that this love of the young man had ever
been suffered to grow up. In regard to the
present and important phase of the question,
there was but one thing to think of, and that
was that Miss Stull was already engaged.

And yet Gay could not say this to John
People. She had not told Mrs. Justin, nor Mr.
Stratford, nor any one, for it was not only the
pledge of secrecy which prevented her from
telling of this engagement ; had she been free
to speak, she could not have told any one that
the man who but a few weeks before had been
her lover had now promised to marry another
womarn.

“ Now you see, Miss Armatt,” said John,
‘it is a very simple thing I ask of you. Won’t
you be kind enough to do it for me?”

There was that in the tone and voice and
look of John People which was so honest, and
withal so tender, that it touched Gay's heart.
There could be no doubt that this man was
truly in love. Would her conscience permit
her to let him hurl himself against that cold
steel wall which he adored, and in which he
fancied he saw a reflection of himself?

“Itis a very hard thing,” thought Gay, “for
me to have to do this. It is just the same as
if I were refusing him for Matilda Stull. Peo-
ple ought to attend to these things for them-
selves. And yet I know, and he doesn’t know,
Ought I to let him go on in this blind way?
It would be too cruel.”

¢ Mr. People,” she said, “if I were you, 1
think I would not carry this matter any fur-
ther. Indeed, I would not.”

John looked at her very steadily, and a lit-
tle of the ruddiness seemed to fade out of his
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face. “ Why do you say that, Miss Armatt?
Have you any reason to think that I ought
not to speak to her?”

“Yes,” said Gay, “and a very good reason.
I can’t explain it to you, but—"

“ Now, Miss Armatt,” interrupted John, with
eager haste, “I understand what you mean,
but you are not right. You don’t know Miss
Stull as I do. And even if things were as un-
equal between us as they look to be,—and
upon my word, Miss Armatt, I tell you they
are not,— it wouldn’t make any difference to
her. I've walked with her, and I've talked
with her, and if you could have heard her,
you would know what I know. And be-
sides,” he added, throwing into his voice a
tone of strong entreaty, “I want to have this
settled. I can’tlive this way any longer. Even
if she didn’t mean all she seemed to mean,
and if she didn’t care about what I said, I
want to know it. Perhaps if she thinks I am
too forward, I might be able to make her un-
derstand that there have been changes. Things
are not exactly as they used to be. Yousee,
Miss Armatt, all I ask is, just help me to see
her; only let me talk to her.”

¢ Mr. People,” said Gay, looking at him
very earnestly, and with a certain tenderness
in her voice, “ I really would not try to see
Miss Stull. It will be much better for you to
give it all up at once. I know that you can
never be anything to her.”

“You know!" cried John. “ Do youreally
mean that?”

“I mean it,” she said; “most earnestly and
truly I mean it. You ask me to help you, and
there is no way in the world in which I can
help you so well as to keep you from going
one step farther.”

¢« Miss Armatt,” said John, his voice a little
broken, “do you know anything which gives
you the right to say that?”

“Yes, I do,” answered Gay, “and it would
be wicked and cruel in me not to say so. I
am very, very sorry for you, Mr. People, but
it would be of no use at all for you to go to
Matilda Stull, and you ought not to do 1it.”

John stood looking upon the ground ; then
he raised his eyes. “ No use at all ?” he said.

“Not one bit,” answered Gay. “I positively
know it.”

John's breast heaved, and he turned to one
side. Then he held out his hand. “I am much
obliged to you, Miss Armatt,” he said. And
he went away.

Gay stood and looked after him. Never
again could that young man walk under blue
skies and over green fields with the woman
he loved, If he had ever done anything of
the kind, all that was left to him now was to.
look back upon it.
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And she, herself ? She must look back too.

She walked on a few steps, and then she
sat upon a stone. “Itis too hard,” she said
to herself,  that this should be brought to
me from both sides. Itis too much!” And,
putting her face into her hands, there burst
from her the first tears she had shed since she
became a woman.

XXV.

MR, Zenas Tursy had not been very suc-
cessful in his search for iron on the farm of
Enoch Bullripple. He had found strong evi-
dences of the existence of the ore on the lands
of Mr. Stull, but the deposits did not seem
to extend themselves in the direction of the
Bullripple hills and fields, When Mr. Turby
returned to his county town, after the Sunday
on which Mr. Stratford had seen him making
his investigations, he wrote Mr. Stull a report
of the result of his searches, and it was very
plain to him from the reply which he received
that this report was not at all satisfactory to
his employer.

Mr. Stull was a man of business as well as
a man of feeling, and while he would have
been very glad to see Enoch Bullripple ousted
from his farm and to possess himself of the
same, he did not care to go into this transac-
tion solely from motives of revenge; he
wished also to derive some direct advantage
from it,

The question of the tenure of the lands
was a very simple one. Mrs. People’s husband
and Enoch had each bought their farms from
the heir of an old farmer who had been one
of the earliest settlers of Cherry Bridge. The
sale had been perfectly satisfactory to all par-
ties, and Enoch had paid in full for his farm,
but Mr. People had never been able to do this,
and therefore it was that Mr. Stull, desiring a
country place in a picturesque region for his
growing family, had found 1t possible to buy
up the mortgage against said farm, to oust the
People family, and to possess himself of the
property. During the last few years, however,
it had become known that the old farmer be-
fore mentioned had had other heirs besides
the one who sold the farms to Mr. People and
Enoch Bullripple; but as these heirs lived in
the West, and probably did not know that
their relative had owned this mountain prop-
erty, and if they did, were not likely to enter
into litigation for their share of the compara-
tively small value of the farms, the sandy
foundations of this real estate transaction were
considered to be quite sound enough for ordi-
nary intents and purposes.

Now, Mr. Stull looked upon the matter in
this light: If his land and that of old Enoch
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were rich in iron ore, he wished to possess
himself of it all on a secure tenure, and
would, therefore, gladly take measures to have
the distant heirs come forward and prove their
claims, and cause the property to be put upon
the market, whereupon he would buy it, will-
ingly sacrificing what he had paid before for
the sake of the larger gain. But if this should
prove to possess no mineral wealth, its agri-
cultural value was not sufficient to make him
desirous of buying it again, and he was per-
fectly willing to trust his good fortune and his
lawyer to hold possession of it. Nor was the
fact that Mr. Turby had found iron on his
farm sufficient to induce Mr. Stull to take the
measures he had meditated. If he could not
have Enoch Bullripple’s land, and perhaps
some adjoining properties, so as to form a
large tract which would be worth working,
Mr. Stull did not care to go into the iron ore
business. Therefore it was that Turby’s re-
port was not satisfactory to him.

Now, the energetic Zenas had hoped for
himself a very fair profit from this piece of
business, and he was loath, therefore, to see it
dropped. Perceiving more plainly than he
had perceived it before that he ought to find
iron ore on the land of Enoch Bullripple, he
determined to do it, if the thing were possible.
He thereupon made another visit to Cherry
Bridge; and as Enoch and his sister were
sitting down to dinner on a pleasant summer
day, they both saw the tax collector and ama-
teur professor of applied geology busy at work
near the top of a little hill not a half mile
from their window.

“ Confound that sneak of a Zenas Turby!”
exclaimed Enoch, rising to his feet. “ I've a
mind to take my gun and blow off the top of
his head! He knows I've told him not to
come scratchin’ here at my land. He thinks
he’s so far away we can’t see him.”

Mrs. People was not in a happy humor. It
had not been very long since she had been
told by her son John, just before he had left
her for the city, that the brilliant hopes she
built upon the basis of a Stull-People combi-
nation had come to naught, and must be al-
lowed to vanish utterly. It was very hard for
her to bear a blow like this, and her custom-
ary expression of outreaching good-nature
had changed to one of mild ill-humor. The
vision of herself as the central figure in her
old homestead, or at least only declining to
assume that position from the fact that Matilda
Stull might prove a disagreeable daughter to
live with, had been a very dear one to her.
She had seen it by day and by night; while
making pies, at the working of butter, and
even during the intricate processes of the
preserving of plums and the concoction of
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currant-jelly. To give it up was like a spoon-
ful of brine in a custard pudding. .

The worst thing about Mrs. People’s 1ll-
humors, which were of very rare occurrence,
was the fact that no one could tell in what di-
rection they would vent themselves. Like a
howitzer strapped to the back of a mule, they
were as likely to be directed against friend as
foe.

“ Now, what in the name of common sense,
Enoch,” said she, “ are you workin’ yourself
up into such tantrums for? If Zenas Turby
finds iron on your land, how’s that goin’ to
hurt you? What with the rains one year, and
the drought the next, and the chicken-pip
reg'lar every spring, there ain’t much else you
get off it. If he finds ore, it’s yours and not
his. So what’s the use of jumpin’ up that
way and pullin’ the table-cloth all crooked ? "

Enoch sat down, but he kept his eye fixed
on Zenas, who was now engaged in filling up
a hole he had made in the ground. When
this had been done, he gathered some large
flat stones and made a little pile of them near
the place where hehad dug hishole. “ Markin'
the spot, eh ? ” said Enoch to himself, for he
thought it not wise to make any further re-
marks on it to his sister. * What is he doin’
that for ?

There now came into the shrewd old mind
of Mr. Bullripple, as he watched the intruder
disappear across the fields, a suspicion that
those people out West, who it had been ru-
mored ought to have had a voice in the giv-
ing of a title to this land, might have commis-
sioned Zenas Turby to examine into the value
of the property and find out whether or not
it was worth fighting for, This supposition
disturbed the mind of Enoch, for although he
had declined to believe in the alleged claims
of the far-away heirs, and had very strong
faith in the virtue of possession when it related
to land that had been bought and paid for, it
was natural enough that he should be troubled
by any actual evidence that an attack might
be made upon the validity of his land deeds.
_ Even if Turby were merely searching for ore
in the interests of some one who desired to open
mines on his land, Enoch was dissatisfied. He
h:_ld been told, years before, by a scientific
friend of Mr. Stratford that there was no prob-
ability that his land contained iron, and he
would have had no faith in the value of any
propositions which might be made to him on
the subject.

When he had finished his dinner, Enoch put
on his hat and went out.

“Now, if you meet Mr. Turby,” said Mrs,
People, “don’t you bother him. If he can find
anythin’ that's worth havin’ on this place, I'm
sure I'd like to see him do it! I always told

THE HUNDREDTH MAN.

you, Enoch, that you took the poorest farm,
and let Mr. People have the one that was ever
so much better. Of course I was glad enough
of that at the time, but if you'd been a little
sharper, you'd got the best farm, and you and
me would have been livin’ on it now, and that
Stull man would have had this dried-up place.
Mr. People was very sharp.”

Enoch said nothing about his having pre-
ferred a farm for which he felt he could pay,
leaving to his brother-in-law the larger one for
which it would be very difficult to pay, and
went out over the fields. He walked straight
to the spot where Turby had been digging, and
stood and looked at it, and with a sharp-pointed
stone he began to turn up the loose soil. When
he had scratched out the most of it, he looked
mnto the bottom of the hole.

“It may be,” thought he, ¢ that that rocky
stuff has got some iron in it ; and, at any rate,
I’'m dead sure that old Zenas is goin' to bring
somebody here to look at it.”

Mr. Bullripple, in a reflective mood, stood
kicking the loose earth and stones back into
the hole. Then he suddenly pulled his soft
felt hat down over his right brow. A broad
grin illumined his countenance, and with rapid
steps he started for home. In about half an
hour he returned, pushing before him a heav-
ily loaded wheelbarrow. When he reached the
little pile of stones, he took from the barrow a
spade and a pickaxe, and began vigorously to
deepen the hole which Mr, Turby had made,
throwing most of the excavated soil into the
wheelbarrow, which had been emptied of all its
contents. When the hole was deep enough, he
nearly filled it with said contents, and then,
throwing in some soil, he smoothed up the
place and made it look very much as it had
done when Turby left it. Then Enoch took
away his tools and his barrow, dumping the
soil the latter contained into a hollow at some
little distance, and returned to his house.

All that afternoon, no matter what else he
might be doing, Mr. Bullripple kept an eye on
the spot where he and Mr. Turby had been
working. Nobody came to it, however, and
the next morning he found himself obliged to
go to the village. He left the spot in question
in charge of his sister, telling her that if, dur-
ing his absence, she saw anybody go there to
dig, she must put on her bonnet and hurry over
there to see what they got out of the ground.
As Mrs. People always possessed a lively curi-
osity to know what people might get out of
the ground, or out of anything else, she will-
ingly accepted this charge.

When Mr. Bullripple arrived at the Cherry
Bridge tavern, he found there Zenas Turby,
who was ostensibly visiting the village for the
purpose of collecting some debts.



THE HUNDREDTH MAWN,

“ How d'ye do, Turby ? ” said Enoch. “Still
keepin’ up your right, I see, to the name of
€0ld Scratch!’?”

“ What do you mean ? " said the other.

“1 mean,” said Enoch, *that you're still
goin’ round, scratchin’ up people’s land to see
what's under the grass. I do sometimes think
that the ground-hogs must owe you somethin’
and that you're tryin’ to levy on ’em.”

As usual, there were several village loungers
in the room, and among these it was quite natu-
ral that Enoch’s remark should raise a laugh.

“ Humph!” growled Turby. “ When I get
anybody levied on either for not payin’ what
he owes, or else for holdin’ what he don’t
own, it isn't goin’ to be a ground-hog, mind,
I tell you.”

“ Now, look here, Zenas,” said Mr. Bullrip-
ple, seating himself astraddle of a chair with
his arms over its back, “it does make me
laugh to see you come huntin’ and grubbin’
about my land to find iron ore when every-
body knows there isn’t any there.”

“ Confound yourland!” said Turby. “What
do I care about it ?” And taking his big cane
in his hand, he rose to depart.

“ Care about it!” shouted Enoch in a tone
which arrested the steps of the collector. “1I
should say you cared lots about it. Perhaps
you will hardly believe me,” he said, turning
round to the company, “but it’s as true as
preachin’ that I saw Zenas Turby yesterday
diggin’ away in one of my fields as if he was
after a gold mine. Now, I believe it’s nothin’
but contrariness that makes him do that. I've
told him, over and over again, that there ain’t
no ore there, and jus’ to prove that I am wrong,
he’s tryin’ to find it; but he’s found himself
to be the worst mistook man in this county, in
spite of all he says he knows about mines and
ores, and that sort of thing.”

Mr. Turby’s rugged face was turned se-
verely upon Enoch. ¢ Mistook, eh?” he
growled. “That’s all you know about it! I
don’t mind sayin’ that I make it my business
to know what sort of land there is in every
part of this county, and I don’t make no mis-
takes nuther. And, to prove it, I say there is
iron on Enoch Bullripple’s place. I don’t say
there’s enough of it to make the land worth
anything, which everybody knows itisn’t now;
but it’s there, for all that.”

Enochlaughed derisively. “ Itis easy enough
to say that,” he cried, “but you couldn’t show
me a piece of ore on my land as big as a hick-
ory nut. I dare you to do it.”

Enoch’s contemptuous tone was very irri-
tating to Mr. Turby.

“ Now, to show you and the rest of these
people what sort of fool you are, Enoch Bull-
ripple, Ill jus’ take you over to your own farm

353

and let you see the ore that you haven’t got
sense enough to know is there till I come to
plint it out to you. And anybody can come
along that chooses.”

“ All right!” said Enoch. “If you want a
chance to show you don’t know anythin’, I’m
ready to give it to you.” And he went out to
his horse.

Mr. Turby's sulky was tied near by, and
the tavern loungers did not mind a walk of a
mile or so to find out which was the fool,
Zenas Turby or Enoch Bullripple. Enoch
called upon Pat, the stable-man, to come along
and bring a spade and pickaxe, for he did not
wish, he said, that Mr. Turby should fail in
the search because his own little pick would
not grub deep enough.

The party proceeded by the road fora con-
siderable distance, and then they tied their
horses to a fence and went over the fields
until they came to the spot where Zenas had
been digging.

“ There’s iron ore here,” he said, “for I
found it myself just about this spot.”

“You have a great eye for spots,” said
Enoch, assuming to take no notice of the little
pile of stones, “and you can dig here jus’ as
well as anywhere, for you won’t find nothin’.”

“We'll see about that,” said Zenas. “ You
can begin there,” turning to Pat and pointing
to the place where the soil had been disturbed.

Pat made a blow with his pick, and scat-
tered some loose dirt and stones; then again
he brought down the heavy implement, and
its point penetrated to some distance into the
earth, where it appeared to fasten itself. The
stout Pat gave a dexterous double-twist and
jerked it out, and low upon its point there
hung an old and somewhat rusty flat-iron.

Everybody started with surprise, and then
there was a yell of laughter.

“ Upon my word !” shouted Enoch, “my
sile has got iron in it, after all! Go ahead,
Pat!?”

The laughing Irishman went ahead with
right good will, and in a few moments he
brought out of the hole a piece of old chain,
two or three horseshoes, and several pieces
of broken stove-pipe.

Everybody was in a roar of delight except
Mr. Turby, who stood purple-red and furious.
“ TN pay you for this, you, Bullripple !” he
said, shaking his fist at his old enemy. And
without another word, he marched away.

If his anger had not dulled his usually
sharp wits, he might have stopped long enough
to show that there really was iron in the soil.
But the boisterous derision of the little party
made him forget everything else.

“ Good-bye, Zenas,” shouted Enoch after
him. ¢ I’ll givein that you are right and I am
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wrong. Nobody can say now that there ain’t
no iron on my land, for you've come here
yourself and p'inted it out.”

And a fresh burst of laughter followed the
retreating Turby.

Enoch now related with much glee how he
had planned out and created this novel min-
eral deposit; how he had gone to the village
in the hope that he could find Turby and stir
him up to come and get himself caught in this
trap. And then the jubilant little company
departed, to tell to whomsoever they could
find to listen this capital joke upon an old
curmudgeon whom nobody liked.

« Lif iver he ses oiurn ore agin,” said the jo-
vial Pat, “it’s shure there’ll be somebody to
fetch him a bit of a sthove-poipe, and axin
him ef that’s the sort he’s afther.”

The first person to whom Enoch had the
chance to tell the tale was his sister, whom he
met as he was leading his horse homeward
across the fields. Mrs. People had seen the
men on the hill, and, true to her promise and
her curiosity, had hurried off to find out what
they were going to dig up. Rapid progress
was impossible for her, and she did not arrive
in time ; but Enoch’s story so warmed her with
delight that the clouds and fogs that had come
up on account of the Matilda Stull disappoint-
ment melted and vanished away, and the dis-
position of Mrs. People again dwelt under its
natural sunny sky. ;

Mr. Turby drove directly home to his
county town, and on the way he turned over
this matter in his mind. He had made a blun-
der in allowing to slip from him in his anger
the admission that he had found iron ore on
the Bullripple farm. But, after all, the case
was not as bad as it might be. The result of
the joke would be to cause those giggling fools
to believe that there was no ore there, and
that suited him exactly. But he would make
Enoch Bullripple pay for his trick ; and the
first stroke 1n this present labor of hate would
be to write to Mr. Stull and inform him that,
having made renewed investigations on the
Bullripple farm, he had found large deposits
of iron.

“If that stirs him up,” said Mr. Turby to
himself, “ to start out fresh ag'in after that land,
he’s the man to git it. And when he's got it,
it'll be my turn to do the grinnin’!”

NXVI.

WHEN Horace Stratford returned from the
sea-shore to his summer home on the Bullrip-
ple farm, his mind was in a state of uncertainty
which was not usual to it, This was occasioned
by doubts in regard to the proper conduct of
his relations with Gay Armatt. Everything was
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now very different from what it had been. In
his former intercourse with her the two had
been separated by a barrier which protected
them both, and, while it separated them, act-
ually gave them a sense of freedom in their
social relations which they could not have felt
had they not always been able to see that the
engagement with Crisman stood between them.
That barrier no longer existed, and Stratford
could not but ask himself if Gay and he could
continue to move in close parallel lines with-
out a bar between them. Would not their lines
be ever liable to meet ? Would not the world
wonder if they did not meet? Would not Gay
herself wonder ?

But he was not at all willing to create an
effectual barrier of space by removing his line
toa great and safe distance from that of Gay.
He knew nothing of the new bonds into which
Mr. Crisman had entered, and he had not
that faith in the absolute sundering of his re-
lations with Gay which he would have liked to
have. If the two should come together,— the
one a little lonely, still loyal as far as principle
could go, and always apt to be tender-hearted,
and the other repentant of his brutal folly, and
with renewed desire to possess that treasure
on which he had turned his back,— Stratford
would be very fearful of the consequences. And
if those consequences should be a reéngage-
ment, the last condition of Gay would be far
worse than the first, for she would take a man
whom she knew to be unworthy of her, and
this step would give his unworthiness peculiar
advantages in their future life,

Looking at the matter in this light, it was
plain enough that Gay should not be left to
feel the want of that companionship to which
she had been accustomed during this bright
summer, and to miss that support and stimu-
lation which Stratford had given her almost
ever since he had known her, and which, in
his opinion, had been productive of such good
results. He could not forget that the devil
finds some mischief still for idle minds as well as
for idle hands, and he wished that Gay’s mind
should be worthily and industriously engaged
with something which should not be Crisman.

If Stratford had been asked why he had not
before considered the possibility of this dilem-
ma, he would have answered that the present
state of affairs came about much more sud-
denly than he had expected. He had be-
lieved that Gay would gradually be led to see
her false position, and as the problems of the
case formed themselves, the solutions would
also appear. But now there was no time for
the natural growth of solutions, They must be
artificially constructed, and Stratford felt the
task a very difficult one. If he could have been
taken into the confidence of Miss Matilda
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Stull, his mind would have been very much
easier.

In this mental condition Stratford went to
visit Mrs. Justin, and when he had been ten
minutes in the company of Gay, all his doubts
and uncertainties regarding his proper course
of action were dissipated. This was in conse-
quence, first, of the girl’'s demeanor, for she
met him with the same frank and earnest
friendliness which she had shown to him on
the last day they had met. * She has not
changed in regard to me,” he said to himself,
¢ and why should I change in regard to her?”

In the second place, Stratford was affected
by the girl's appearance. There was some-
thing of sadness about her, and while he
could not determine exactly how this sadness
showed itself, he could see that it was there.
She had lost none of her bloom, her freshness,
or her beauty; but, apart from her friendliness
and her delight in meeting him again, she was
not exactly the same Gay.

¢ Poor child ! ” thought Stratford, “she has
been touched more deeply than I supposed,
and I must do what I can for her.”

Therefore it was that the next morning the
old readings were recommenced on the piazza;
and therefore it was that on many days after-
wards Stratford staid to dinner, and often to
supper ; and that the beautiful country freely
yielded its pleasures, sometimes to the three of
them, and sometimes to the two. Stratford was
very anxious to see the full joyousness of Gay’s
nature assert itself. He thought it due to her
character that there should disappear from
her demeanor as soon as possible all vestige
of regret for a step which her own good sense
and high honor had impelled her to take.
He knew nothing of that second blow, that
revelation of the fact that not only had she
no lover, but that she never had had a lover.
To be affianced now to Matilda Stull, Crisman
must always have been false to her. So
thought Gay Armatt.

The full joyousness did not appear, but
Gay entered with great earnestness and hearty
good will into everything that Stratford pro-
posed, whether it were study or pleasure. She
had not known before how much restraint she
had been used to put upon herself in her in-
tercourse with this friend. She now knew that
not only had there been a good deal of re-
straint, but that it had all disappeared. As the
days passed on, she became Stratford’s disci-
ple. No one ever more thoroughly believed in
a master than she believed in him.

With the exceedingly friendly intimacy
which resulted from all this, Mrs. Justin did
not interfere. She had thought Stratford’s
course wrong in the beginning, and she
thought it wrong now. She did not believe
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it was right in a man who had just broken
off a match to step forward so promptly to
turn the rupture to his own advantage. And yet
she could not deny to herself that no greater
good could have happened to Gay than her de-
livery from Crisman. And neither could she
believe that any possible good could now come
to the girl which would be greater than a mar-
riage with Stratford. She had opposed that
which she believed to be evil which was being
done that good might come of it, and the
good had come in spite of her opposition.
She now considered that she had done enough.
She would oppose no more.

It was on a warm morning, well forward in
August, that Stratford was very much sur-
prised by a visit from Arthur Thorne. It was
such an unusual, in fact such an unheard-of
thing for Thorne to make a visit without
either being invited or announcing his inten-
tion, that Stratford did not attempt to con-
ceal his astonishment when he met his friend.

“I thought you would be somewhat
amazed,” said Mr. Thorne, as he took a seat
on the Bullripple porch and fanned himself
with his straw hat, ¢ but I didn’t suppose your
emotion would really injure your constitution,
and as I wanted to come, I came. Il tell
you all about it as soon as I get a little
cooled off.” \

In a few minutes Mr. Thorne became more
comfortable, and then he settled himself back
in the big wooden arm-chair, and asked his
friend for a pipe.

“A pipe!” exclaimed Stratford.
don’t mean to say you smoke!”

“Yes, I do,” said Thorne. % Why shouldn’t
1 smoke? In fact, I hike to smoke. The fam-
ily don’t object to it out here, do they ?”

“ Of course nobody objects to it,” said the
other, ¢ but I must admit that T am surprised
to find that you want to smoke, and espe-
cially a pipe.”

Stratford brought the pipe and one for him-
self, and the two friends composed themselves
for a chat.

#“T can talk so much better when I am
smoking,” said Arthur,

“That is a new thing, isn’t it? ” remarked
Stratford.

« Rather newish,” said his friend. ¢ And
indeed there seems to be a tendency towards
newishness with me. Now, I am well aware
that it isn’t proper for me to come here with-
out knowing whether you want me or not,
or even writing to let you know I intended to
do it. But I just took it into my head to
come, and here I am. If it isnot entirely con-
venient for you to have me, I can go to the
tavern in the village. I dare say it is a very
good tavern,”

“You
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“ Convenient ! ” said Stratford. ¢ Of course
it is entirely convenient. Here is the room
which you had before, all ready for you.”

“That is very good of you,” said Thorne,
“and I don’t mind in the least telling you
why I came down here, or up, whichever it
is. It is all on account of Miss Armatt. I
never had anything take possession of me as
that girl has! I have tried to be proper about
it, but it’s of no use. In fact, I am tired of
being proper. It doesn’t pay. Sometimes it
makes me sick to see everything straight and
proper about me, for [ am just the other way
myself. I have worked hard at one thing,
and I have worked hard at another; that
doesn’t help me at all; I am thinking of her
all the time.— Then I sat down, and said to
myself: ¢This trying to do the right thing is
all stuff and nonsense. There is Stratford;
he doesn’t trouble himself about anything of
the sort, and he is happy. If he likes a girl,
he makes himself agreeable to her, he spends
his time with her, and he carries out his theo-
ries. It doesn’t make any difference to him
that she is engaged to be married to some one
else ; now, why should it make a difference to

(To be continued.)

ANIMAL LOCOMOTION
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&ane] 1 is now nine years since the
%. photographs of Eadweard
Muybridge, taken in Cali-
%5 fornia, surprised the world
by challenging all received
conceptions of animal mo-
tion, Their subsequent

- publication in “The Horse
n Motlon, in 1882, constitutes the most con-
siderable record on the subject hitherto acces-
sible. In the interval since their appearance,
it has become clear that what was at first pre-
sented as altering the portrayal of living move-
ment was in reality an important addition to
the instruments of scientific research, by ex-
tending observation along a path where the
limits of human sense had barred advance.
For the past four years the University of
Pennsylvania, chiefly through the efforts of
Dr. William Pepper, its Provost, has furnished
Mr. Muybridge the apparatus and the scien-
tific supervision requisite to widen the record
and extend the research of instantaneous pho-
tography into the method and mechanism of
animal motion. Whether animals should be
drawn as they appear in the camera is still
sud judice; but there is no question whatever
that in no other way can they be seen for the
study of their locomotion.

me? I cannot expect to make myself agree-
able to her, nor to spend my time with her,
and I have no theories to carry out, but I can
go there and look at her again.’ And that I
determined to do. Now, I know very well
that even this is not right; that itis unjust to
myself, and unjust to the man who is engaged
to Miss Armatt. But, as I said before, I am’
tired of doing right. That sort of thing
doesn’t help me any. It simply gives me the
worst of everything and puts me in the back-
ground; and I have made up my mind to
drop it. Of course this is all very astonishing
to you, Stratford, but I determined to be quite
frank and open with you, and let you see
everything just as it stands.”

Stratford drew a long breath. “I wish to
be perfectly frank and open with yow,” he said,
“and therefore deem it my duty to tell you
that Miss Armatt is not under promise to
marry any one, Her engagement with Mr,
Crisman has been broken off.”

“Good Heavens!” exclaimed Thorne,
springing up so suddenly that his chair fell
backward on the porch,

Frank K. Stockion.
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We see with a camera whose drop-shutter
winks in a thirtieth of a second, but on whose
plate impressions last for from a sixteenth to
an eighth of a second, so that moving objects
for any space they cover in this time appear
either as blurred, like the shimmer of a turning
wheel, or continuous, like the circle left by a
whirling and lighted stick. To read this rec-
ord takes the brain an appreciable fraction of
time—at least one five-hundredth of a second.
If the four feet of a quadruped are in con-
sideration, there is the absolute dead-wall
that when a leg moves there are five points to
think about together and the mind can only
carry four objects at once in consciousness —
as more than one confused observer has found
in trying to catch and carry the sequence of
footfalls in the slowest walk of horse or cow.
These limits of brain and eye, not in what is
unseen but in what is seen, are less easy to
appreciate and accept as fundamental than
those with which we are more familiar. That
we cannot see under a certain size or beyond
a certain distance, that the retina makes no
accounting of the photographic dark beyond
the violet and knows naught of the heat dark
this side the red, that in the world of unheard
sound about us some notes we cannot hear
because they are too high and some because
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XXVII.

7 HEN ArthurThorne
jumped up so sud-
denly on hearing the
surprising announce-
mentthatGayArmatt
wasnotengaged tobe
married to any one,
the noise made by his falling chair brought
Mrs. People hurrying to the porch.

“ Why, how do you do, Mr. Thorne?” she
exclaimed. “I hadn’t the least notion in the
world that you was here, and if you’ve been
trying to tilt back in that chair I wonder you
didn’t break your neck! The hind legs is too
straight*up and down. I'm very glad to see
you here again, though Mr. Stratford never
told me a word of your comin’, and I'll have
your room ready for you in ten minutes."”

To these remarks Mr. Thorne made no re-
ply, but stood looking at Stratford. He was
a man notable for his courteous manners to
every one, but his mind was so completely
occupied with what he had just heard that he
scarcely noticed that Mrs. People was talking
to him,

After a very searching gaze directed upon
Mr. Thorne, that good woman stepped inside
the front door, and beckoned to Stratford.
The latter excused himself to his visitor, who
was still standing in blank staring astonish-
ment, and went into the house. He was very
glad to do so, for conversation with Thorne
in his present state of mind and Mrs. People
near by, was not to be desired.

Mrs. People conducted Stratford into an
inner room, and closed the door. “If I was
you,” she said quickly, “I'd take him upstairs
jus’ as soon as I've put on the clean sheets
and pillow-cases, and I'd have him in bed be-
fore his chill comes on. Of course he brought
it with him, for there’s nothin’ of the kind here,
but this mountain air often does bring 'em out
dreadful sudden, when the system is full of
malariousness. It won’t do to give him any
quinine till he’s got through with his fever,
and I'm no hand to be recommendin’ mus-
tard plasters and hot foot soaks before there’s
any real reason for usin’ ’em; but what I'll
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make for him, and bring it up to his room al-
most as soon as you've got him tucked in com-
fortable, is a big bowl of hot quassia tea. Mr.
People, when he was livin’, used to say that
there was nothin’ that suited more of the dif-
ferent chronic things that he was afflicted with
than quassia tea. It's bein’ such a good hon-
est bitter is one of its strong p’ints, and Mr.
People has told me often, when he took it for
some of his more triflin’ complaints, that he
forgot he had anythin’ the matter with him
but a taste in his mouth. So I'll put the quas-
sia on to draw, and then T’ll take Maria right
up to his room, and we'll get it ready.”

Stratford did not interrupt Mrs. People in
these remarks, for they amused him, and he
was very willing, moreover, not only to give
his friend time to tranquilize his mind some-
what but to get an opportunity to arrange his
own ideas, But he now told Mrs. People that
Mr. Thorne needed no medicine whatever,
but was merely a little disturbed in his mind
by something that had occurred.

“Disturbed! I should think ! said the kind-
hearted woman, “ And if he’s lost all his money
I hope you'll tell him, Mr. Stratford, that as
long as he's a friend of yours there’s always a
room for him here, and the board may run on
for a year, if he likes.”

Stratford thanked her, and went out to
meet his friend. “ Let us go under that big
tree,” he said, “where we can talk more at
our ease.”

When they reached the big tree Stratford
took a seat, motioning his friend to another;
but Thorne remained standing, “ Do you
mean to tell me,” said he, “ that Miss Armatt
is perfectly free, and disengaged? ”

“Yes,” replied Stratford, “that is what I
said.”

“Well, then,” asked Thorne, “ what reason
is there why I should not pay my addresses
to her?”

“There are two very strong reasons,” said
Stratford. “ One is that it would be heartless
in any one to address a girl whose sensitive
nature has just received a very severe shock
in the breaking off of an engagement; and in
the second place it would be very bad policy
both as regards Miss Armatt and yourself.

All rights reserved.
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But from what I know it is not at all certain
that Crisman has lost all his chances, Were
he to repent and return, and there is no rea-
son why he should not do this if he is not an
absolute ass, I should be very much afraid of
the result. With a girl of Miss Armatt’s prin-
ciples it would be much easier to renew a
former engagement than to make a fresh one,
Any attempt now to enlist her affections
would throw her mind into such disturbance
that, were that man to return, he would find
her troubled mental condition greatly to his
advantage.”

Thorne snapped his fingers impatiently.
“ For these reasons,” he said, “ I suppose you
are now keeping away from her.”

“The reasons have nothing to do with me,”
said Stratford. “ As you very well know, I
have no intention of addressing her, and my
object is, as it has been, to bring her mind
into such a condition that the element of re-
gard for Crisman must necessarily be elimi-
nated from it.”

Thorne stood for some moments steadily
gazing at his friend. Then he said: *Strat-
ford, that may all be very well, but it seems
to me that I am the one who should under-
take the task of encouraging and helping this
young girl in the way you speak of. I have
an object in it, which you say you have not.
I have heard you speak of carrying her over
the gap which the success of your plans might
create. Very well then, let me carry her over.
I shall not drop her on the other side, as you
say you intend to do.”

“ My dear boy,” said Stratford, with a smile,
“you couldn’t doit. You don’t know her,
and she does not know you. In many respects
you are strangers to each other, and it will be
utterly impossible for her to have that confi-
dence in you, and I may say that regard for
you, which is absolutely necessary in this case.
It would be impertinent, and utterly unjusti-
fiable, for me or any one else to attempt
to arrange Miss Armatt’s future for her. I
have simply endeavored to avert from her an
evil which she did not understand, and I hope
I have succeeded. With anything further
than that I have nothing to do; but I will say,
as [ have said before, that it would delight me
very much to see her married to such a man
as you. And, by the way, I wish you would
sit down.”

Mr. Thorne did not move. *Stratford,” said
he, “ you are very difficult to understand,-and
I don’t pretend to be able to do it; but you
have said two things with which I agree.
One is that it would be wrong to address
the lady openly at this time; and the other is
that my comparatively slight acquaintance
with her places me under a very great disad-
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vantage. This I shall endeavor as soon as
possible to remove. I shall try to know her,
and let her knowme. I came into these parts
solely to see her; I shall remain for the pur-
pose of becoming thoroughly acquainted with
her; that is all; and I shall do no more until
the proper time comes. Itis a good first step,
and I am glad you suggested it to me.”

Stratford did not immediately reply, but
presently he said: “Then I am to have you
here with me?”

“No,” said Thorne, “that would not be
well. You are very kind, and so is that good
woman. But I shall not be satisfied to stay
here. I shall wish to feel perfectly independ-
ent. Ishall go to the hotelin the village. There
is one there, I believe?”

“There is no hotel,” said Stratford ; ¢ there
is nothing but a tavern, and I am sure it won't
suit you at all. It will be much better for you
to stay here.”

“You are very good indeed,” said Thorne,
“but I prefer the tavern. I left some baggage
at the station, and 1 will have it sent there.
Good-bye.”

Stratford rose, and took his extended hand.
“I suppose I shall see you again,” said he.

«Qh, yes,” said Mr. Thorne. “ No doubt we
shall meet often.” And he strode away.

“ He don’t believe in me,” thought Stratford.
¢ And he is wonderfully changed.”

The next day Mr. Thorne made a formal
call at Mrs. Justin’s house. He saw both the
ladies, and although there was no trace of the
fact in their manner, neither of them was glad
to see him. Gay thought that he would prove
an interruption to the course of reading that
she and Mr. Stratford were carrying on to-
gether; and Mrs. Justin could not but imagine,
remembering Mr. Thorne’s letter to her, that
in some way he had heard of the broken en-
gagement, and, considering the field open,
had come to pay his addresses to Gay. Of
this she did not at all approve, for, after what
had happened, there was only one man she
favored as a husband for her young friend.
She would not have Gay tossed about like a
shuttlecock from this man to that.

Mrs. Justin was not long left to conjecture
upon this subject. Mr. Thorne took an early
opportunity of speaking to her privately. He
informed her that his feelings and aspirationsin
regard to Miss Armatt remained the same as
when he had previously communicated with her
by letter ; and that having recently heard that
the young lady’s affections were now dis-
engaged, he desired, at the proper time and
season, to endeavor to win those affections;
but that he was very well aware that any such
attempt would be useless and reprehensible at
present. All he now wished was to obtain Mrs.
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Justin’s consent, as the young lady's friend
and guardian, to visit her and make her as
thoroughly acquainted with him as possible.
Mrs. Justin might feel assured that more than
this he would not do during his present stay in
the vicinity.

To all this Mrs. Justin could make no out-
ward objection, although she did not like it at
all. She knew Mr. Thorne to be a perfectly hon-
orable man, and therefore felt justified in invit-
ing him to visit her frequently during his stay ;
but she gave him no encouragement whatever,
stating that she did not feel that she had any
right to say or do anything which could be
construed to affect in any way Miss Armatt’s
prospects of the kind alluded to.

“] wished to make my object and inten-
tions plain to you, madam,” said Thorne, “ with-
outleaving anything to conjecture; and if, after
hearing me, you permit me to visit your house,
it is all I ask.”

“ He is too horribly correct,” thought Mrs.
Justin, when Thorne had gone, “and in this
case nothing could be worse than that, for it
gives me no opportunity to oppose him.”

When Mrs. Justin next saw Stratford she
expressed her impatience with this visit of his
friend Thorne, “ He is a thoroughly good
fellow,” she said, “ but I donot want him to
interfere with you.”

¢ Mrs, Justin,” said Stratford, his brows con-
tracting as he spoke, “am I never to expect
to be believed by you regarding my intentions
towards Gay Armatt?”

“I do not wish to believe what you have
said to me about them,” she answered, “and I
earnestly hope that you will say nothing more
of the kind. You ought to marry Gay Armatt
for your own sake, for everybody’s sake, but
above all for her sake. It would be cruel,
positively cruel, for you to drop her now.”

“I do not wish to say anything,” said
Stratford, ¢ which might give rise to unpleas-
ant feelings between us, but I will merely re-
assert, entirely for my own satisfaction, that I
do not intend to marry Gay Armatt.”

I should be grieved indeed,” said Mrs. Jus-
tin, “if any unpleasant feelings should arise
between us, but I will say, entirely for my own
satisfaction, that you can’t help it.”

And with that she left him.

XXVIIIL.

WaEN the alterations at Vatoldi’'s had
reached that stage at which John People could
personally carry out the manifold directions
and plans of Mr. Stull, the work went on rap-
idly, and it was not long before the famous
restaurant, greatly enlarged, and very much
improved, opened its doors again to the pub-
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lic. The boycotting campaign having come to
an end, it was very easy to secure a corps of
trained waiters, nearly all the old ones being
eager to return to their former positions, and
being no longer under the influence of the con-
tumacious Bencher they were perfectly willing
to renounce all aspirations in the direction of
coat-tails.

But against any future trouble of this kind
Mr. Stull had fully provided. The employees
were all very well paid, but each man signed a
printed contract by which he agreed that a
certain percentage of his wages should be held
back and forfeited in case of dismissal for mis-
conduct, the most important breach of rule be-
ing any attempt to redress grievances by other
means than those stated in the contract. Mr.
Stull had given a great deal of time and thought
to the construction of an agreement, which,
while it offered good men inducements to en-
ter his service, would make it a losing business
for them if they attempted to interfere with his
methods of regulating the establishment. All
these arrangements, with many others tending
to place Vatoldi’s on a higher pedestal than
it had yet stood upon, were carefully carried
into effect by John People, whose conferences
with his superior not only took place every
afternoon, but frequently occupied a large por-
tion of the evening. An increase of custom
quickly greeted the re-opening of the res-
taurant, and Vatoldi’s soon became a more
crowded and fashionable resort than it had
ever been Dbefore,

When all this had been accomplished, Mr.
Stull thought himself entitled to a holiday,
and repaired to his farm near Cherry Bridge,
where he could not only take some country
air but look into the business with which Mr.
Turby had been intrusted. It might seem a
little odd to those who were not well ac-
quainted with Miss Matilda Stull that she
should have chosen the time of her father’s
coming for a visit of herself and her mother
to the city; but Miss Matilda never allowed
the coming or going of any one to interfere
with her plans; and, although she had not
formed this plan until she had heard of her
father’s intention, she declared it to be abso-
lutely necessary that she should go to town
to confer with mantua-makers, in preparation
for the autumnal season. As she could not go
iﬂone, her mother, of course, must accompany
her.

The absence of his wife and daughter at
the time of his arrival at his farm did not at
all disturb the mind of Mr. Stull, who, having
come to the country for a holiday, was not
averse to a few days’ freedom from interrup-
tion to thought and action. To be sure, his
two younger daughters remained, but these
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were little girls who had learned how pleas-
ant it was not to interfere with their father's
occupations.

Mrs. Stull had now been made acquainted
with her daughter’s engagement, and it was,
therefore, in the handsome rooms of the Stull
city mansion that Mr. Crisman paid his fre-
quent visits to his lady-love during her stay
in town.

John People, once more behind his cash-
ier's desk, and behind, indeed, nearly every-
thing else in the establishment, deepened the
lines of pensive resignation on his brow. The
gentle roll in his gait became more than ever
indicative of a determination to go ahead and
do his duty, no matter how much care and
trouble weighed upon him. All his hopes in
the direction of Miss Stull had entirely de-
parted. When Gay Armatt had told him that
it was positively useless for him to speak a
word of love to Miss Stull, he had gone away
believing her absolutely and entirely. Of a
truthful nature himself, he could appreciate
truth when it was told to him by such a girl
as Gay, and told as she told it. He had come
to town fully convinced that Matilda Stull
could be to him no more than an occasional
customer in the restaurant over which he
presided.

He took from an inner recess of his pocket-
book a two-dollar note, in the corner of which
were some initials and a date; and placing
this in the money drawer, he repaid himself
with two dollars in silver. It gave him a sad
pleasure a few minutes afterwards to give this
note, with other change, to a lady who was
paying her bill. Thrown into the vortex of
metropolitan circulation there was no reason
to suppose he would ever see it again. Not
only did John thus snap asunder the only
actual link between him and Miss Stull, but,
like the practical man that he was, he resolved,
if possible, to teach himself that he must turn
away from looking after her, and in order to
do this he must learn to look steadfastly in
another direction. Therefore it was that with
steadfast heart and resolute eyes he looked at
Miss Burns.

Miss Burns was a young lady who stood
behind the gentlemen’s furnishing-goods coun-
ter of a large dry-goods store directly oppo-
site Vatoldi’s. John had bought cravats and
gloves of her, and she, in turn, had taken
many a meal at Vatoldi’s. There were those
of her companions who asserted that she thus
sacrificed economy to convenience, because
there were other restaurants, not far distant,
where she could have been served more
cheaply. Miss Burns liked Vatoldi's, and
John had reason to believe that she also liked
him, for in the two years during which they
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had interchanged patronage he had found
frequent opportunities of making himself
agreeable to her, and she had shown that he
was agreeable. She was a girl of pleasant
appearance, although a trifle over-thin; but
John liked thin girls, and until his regard for
Miss Stull began to crystallize itself into yearn-
ing, his occasional intercourse with Miss Burns
had been exceedingly pleasant to him. But
for months and months he had almost for-
gotten her. For her there was no corner in
the refrigerator, nor any corner in his heart.

This change of manner had been noticed by
Miss Burns, and for some time before the
troubles began at Vatoldi's, she had been
forced to admit that it would have been just
as well for her to study economy at the expense
of convenience, and to take her midday meal
at the restaurants frequented by her compan-
ions. But lately she had had a desire to view
the renewed glories of Vatoldi’s, and had sev-
eral times visited the place. John had noticed
her, and once had spoken to her, but there
was that in his manner which showed the
young woman that even this attention she
owed entirely to his memory. But, as has been
said, John had come to the determination to
occupy his saddened eyes by turning them in
the direction of Miss Burns.

It was about this time that there was brought
totherestauranta quantity of very choice clams.
These were of such unusually attractive ap-
pearance that John bethought himself of ex-
hibiting some of them on a long inclined shelf
near his desk, on which were occasionally
displayed some extraordinary fine specimens
of fish, flesh, or fowl, To this work he de-
voted some comparatively leisure moments
of the morning. As he arranged them on
the shelf, his meditative soul began to in-
fluence his hands, and he formed the clams
into letters, and gradually into words. He soon
became much interested in his work, and se-
lecting the smallest of the shell-fish, and care-
fully placing them, he formed a sentence in
clams, which, in large letters, ran the whole
length of the shelf. It read:

“Gone are all the hopes I cherished.”

Stepping back, John gazed at his work with
much satisfaction, and several of the waiters
remarked upon it with approbation.

“You might have anew piece of poetry there
every day,” said one.

John smiled sadly. His desire for poetic se-
lections was now very limited.

A little before one o'clock that day there en-
tered into Vatoldi’'s Miss Matilda Stull. She
was shopping in that region, and she wanted
her luncheon. She expected, of course, that she
would see John People there, but that made



THE HUNDREDTH MAN.

no difference to her; she had no intention of
deserting her favorite restaurant because this
young man happened to be the manager of it.
She was well aware that she had led him by a
very short string during the period in which she
had hoped to make use of him, but she did not
believe that here, in his place of business, he
would presume upon that familiar intercourse
which mn the country is allowed among per-
sons of different classes. 1f, however, anything
of the kind should occur, she knew well how
to treat it ; and she entered Vatoldi’s with all
freedom and confidence.

The room was well filled, but she had not
made three steps within the door before John
saw her. A thrill went through him, and he
stooped to conceal the consequences of it
which appeared in his face. In a maqment,
however, he raised himself, and went on with
his duties, keeping his eyes upon the work
before him. He did not dare to look at her,
for fear she would not recognize him, and that
would be a jagged wound. It would be bet-
ter for her to think he had not seen her. At
any rate he must have time to grasp the situ-
ation,—a very unexpected one to him, for he
had supposed the lady to be in the country.

But it was not long before he found it im-
possible to avoid raising his eyes in her di-
rection, and as he did so he met her glance.
With a very slight smile which bore no sign
of friendship, but merely indicated that ac-
quaintance which, in the way of business, one
might have with another, she beckoned him
to her. Surprised and very much embarrassed
by this action, John went to her.

“Mr. People,” she said, “ how do you do?
I would like to have the clams in those first
three words,” pointing as she spoke, “for my
luncheon. Will you please have them stewed
for me 2"

John turned and gazed somewhat blankly
at the sentence he had formed. “‘Gone are
all” won’t make a full stew,” he said. “ Those
clams are very small.”

“They will be quite enough,” said Miss
Stull. *Please order them cooked.”

There was a look which accompanied this
injunction that would have convinced John,
if he had needed convincing, of the absolute
truth of what Gay Armatt had said to him.
He turned without speaking, and walking to
the shelf, gathered up, with his own hands,
the clams which spelled “ Gone areall.” He
handed them to an attendant, and ordered
them stewed for the lady at the table opposite,
and then stepped back to his desk, his heart
like a clam within him.

In about five minutes he raised his eyes at
the opening of the door, and he beheld Miss
Burns entering. He looked at her for a mo-
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ment, and then his blood, which apparently
had been greatly occupied elsewhere, came
up into his face. He stood more erect, his
whole body seemed to stiffen, and with a sud-
den resolve he walked to the new-comer, who
sat behind Miss Stull, and much nearer the
door.

“Miss Burns,” said he, * we have some very
fine clams to-day. Will you let me have a
stew made for you P”

Gratified by this attention, Miss Burns im-
mediately gave her assent. John now quickly
stepped to the shelf, threw aside the last two
letters of his sentence, and gathering up the
clams which formed “ the hopes I cherish,”sent
them to be stewed.

Miss Burns, following John's movements,
saw the words before the clams were swept
together, and, stooping, fumbled with the but-
tons of one of her boots.

The waiter thought the stew would be a
large one, but he made no remark. There
was something in John’s eye which showed
that he meant what he did.

Miss Stull, who was waiting for her stew,
and had turned half around when John left the
desk, saw the whole proceeding. It brought
upon her face a smile; a very different one
from that which had last been there, and a
very good smile for John People.

XXIX,

On the day of his arrival at his farm Mr.
Stull drove over to the county town, and had
an interview with Zenas Turby. That ener-
getic collector of debts and facts had made a
very favorable report in regard to the iron on
the Bullripple farm; and Mr. Stull now also
received valuable information concerning the
Western heirs to the farms held by himself and
Enoch. These persons had been made ac-
quainted by Mr. Turby's letters with the loss
and injustice they had sustained, and of the
fact that although the property in question
was not very valuable, it was quite certain, if
the affair were properly managed, that they
could come into their rights without expensive
process of law; the case being so plain that
the parties in possession would probably not
think it worth while to resist the setting aside
of the illegal transfer and the immediate sale
of the property with a rightful division of the
proceeds.

“They must think,” said Mr. Stull, *that
the parties in possession are very great fools to
give up what they have paid for without mak-
ing a fight forit; but if itis to our advantage
to appear foolish, let us do so by all means. 1
am perfectly willing to decline to throw good
money after bad in defending my title, and as
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to that man Bullripple, I imagine there will not
be much trouble in making him take the same
position, for I don’t believe he can afford to
go to law about it.”

“ Not he,” sneered Mr. Turby. “ When he
can pay his taxes he is doing very well.”

“What we have to do now,” said Mr. Stull,
“is to have the matter legally arranged as
quickly as possible, and the sale ordered. 1
shall then buy both tracts.”

“You will get them cheap,” said Turby,
“ for there’s nobody in these parts who will
care to bid against you.”

Mr. Stull wanted, of course, to get the land
as cheaply as possible, having already paid
for part of it; but as the amount paid had not
been very large, he would have preferred to
lose that, and to give a fair average price for
the two farms, rather than to hold one of them
by a tenure which would make it impossible
for him to dispose of it justly, and unadvisable
to invest any money in its improvement and
development. His business sagacity had never
before allowed him to buy property to which
he could not receive a good title, but the op-
portunity to become possessed of the late Mr.
People’s farm for a small sum had been a
tempting one, and had caused Mr. Stull to
close the bargain and take his chances as to
future settlement with heirs who might or
who might not turn up. His chance now, he
thought, was very good, and even if the land
should not be valuable from a mineral point of
view, he would be glad to have a large and
extensive country place in this picturesque
region.

“T will see Bullripple myself,” he said to
Turby. “1I think I can make him understand
that his wisest course will be to step aside and
make no opposition. And, by the way, you
can mention to those Western people that it
might be well for them to offer some induce-
ments to the parties in possession to vacate
their claims. Considering that we have paid
our money, they ought to do that.”

“ 11 put that to them,” said Turby, “and
if they agree, it ought to help persuade that
thick-headed Bullripple to step out.”

The next morning Mr. Stull called upon
Enoch, and appeared before him in the light
of an injured man, His sense of injury, how-
ever, was mingled with a solemn dignity which
forbade any violence of expression.

He told Enoch of the information he had
received concerning the Western heirs, and
then he added : “ You have brought me, sir,
into a very annoying predicament; a situation,
I may say, which is unworthy of me.”

“1'd like to know what I had to do with
it?” asked Enoch.

“You had a great deal to do with it,” re-
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plied Mr. Stull, with lofty severity. “ You were
apparently a man of probity in this vicinity,
and you were the alleged owner of a property
which had been acquired at the same time
and in the same way as that which had be-
longed to your brother-in-law, and which I
bought. With your example before my eyes,
there was no reason why I should hesitate to
pay my money for that land.”

“ Considering how little you paid,” said
Enoch, ¢ I don’t think you had any reason to
hesitate.”

¢« That land, sir,” continued Mr, Stull, with-
out attention to the last remark, “as I am now
informed, does not belong to me any more
than this land belongs to you. But I have
not come here to make reproaches. There are
some losses which my self-respect teaches meto
acceptandsay nothing about. I am here simply
to know what you intend to do in the matter.
If it is carried to the courts, I have no case,
and you have no case. That will simply be
a great expense and much annoyance, and
the loss of the land the same as if we had not
gone to law. Now I consider that the proper,
the honorable, and the honest course is for
me and for you to accept the situation, to
cease to insist upon an ownership in lands
for which we have not paid all the rightful
owners, and to accept whatever terms said
owners are willing to offer us. Now, sir, do
you intend to join me in this just and honor-
able course? Or do you propose to act in a
stubborn and litigious manner, and so bring
trouble and expense upon all concerned ?

Mr. Bullripple sat with his eyes half shut
and fixed upon the ground. ¢ Itmay be,” he
thought, “that this land has iron in it after
all.” Then he replied to Mr. Stull. “1I can’t
say,” said he, “ upon a suddint this way, jus’
exactly what I'll do. But I do declare it
doesn’t look a bit like you to give up this way
jus’ as soon as the thing is mentioned.”

“When I am right,” said Mr. Stull, with
much loftiness, ¢ T never give up ; but when I
am wrong, I deem it my duty to do so without
delay, and I hope, sir, that you will see that
it is also your duty as well as your interest.”

“Well, Mr. Stull,” said Enoch, rising, and
taking two strides with his hands in his pock-
ets. “ I'll think it over, and see what 1s best
to be done. And I guess the first thing to be
done is to wait till we hear something positive
from those fellows in the West.”

“I have said all T have to say,” said Mr,
Stull. And he took his leave,

“ Bullrippleis toostupidly obstinate to agree
with anybody,” he said to himself as he walked
away, ““ but if I give in, he’ll have to.”

Enoch was a good deal more disturbed by
Mr. Stull’s information than he had appeared
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to be. He had heard of these Western heirs,
but had never put much faith in them, and he
had believed, moreover, that his possession
would in time give him a valid title which
would be good against all claims. But he had
never given himself any trouble to ascertain
the existence or non-existence of other claim-
ants, and had taken no legal measures, in fact,
to protect himself in case claims should be
brought.

Nothing, however, so disturbed his faith in
the strength of his tenure of his farm as the
fact that Mr. Stull had admitted that the title
to his own farm was not a good one. He had
never liked Stull, and since his discovery of
the ownership of Vatoldi’s he had had a thor-
ough contempt for the man. But he knew him
to be an unusually astute business man, and
when Mr. Stull stated that his title to a piece
of property was not good, there was as much
reason to believe that he had thoroughly ex-
amined the case and was correct in his view
of it, as there was to believe that he never
would have made the admission if it were pos-
sible to avoid it. -

But Enoch’s belief in Mr. Stull’s business
sagacity went still further. ¢ That pie-man,”
he thought, “is pushin’ this thing, and he
wouldn’t do it if he didn’t expect to make
somethin’ out of it. If there wasn’t no more
of it than what he told me, he’d jus’ keep quiet
and let other people do what had to be done.
Yes, sir,” he said aloud to himself, after he
had taken a few meditative turns with his hands
in his pockets, “ there’s more in this thing than
he wants me to see. It may be iron, and it
may be something else ; but, whatever it is, the
pie-man is on the grab for it.”

Mr. Bullripple thought over this matter all
the rest of the day and a good part of the
night; and in the morning he laid the subject
befere Mr. Stratford. That gentleman listened
with much attention ; he was always interested
in Enoch and his concerns. But before he
could form any opinion in regard to the case,
Mr. Bullripple, who was one of those persons
who ask counsel of others for the purpose of
having their own decisions supported, pro-
ceeded to give his views.

“ Of course I can’t tell,” said he, “ exactly
what that Stull is after, but I’ve given my
brains a good badgerin’, and I've pretty well
made up my mind that when the whole thing
is settled, it'll be Stull that's got these two
farms, and not them Western men. And when
that's happened, I may as well get ready to
walk, for he hates me wuss than he hates the
devil.”

“Why should that be? ” asked Mr. Strat-
ford, surprised.

“ Oh, well,” said Enoch, “he and I once
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had a little business together, and 1 got the
better of him. It's not a thing I can talk
about; but it made him hate me; there's no
gettin’ round that.”

Remembering all that Enoch had told him
at Vatoldi's about his being in search of a rat
in a hole; and assuming, for he had never
been so informed, that this search had been
successful, it was not difficult for Mr, Stratford
to put this and that together. He reflected
that Enoch, who was always very free-spoken
about his affairs, had never told him the re-
sult of his hunt for the rat, and had just ad-
mitted that he had had a piece of private
business with Mr. Stull of which he could not
speak, and it was natural that in Mr. Strat-
ford’s mind said Stull and said rat should
merge themselves into the same personality.

This conclusion surprised Stratford very
much. If Enoch had been earnestly looking
for some one, it was tolerably certain that there
was some one tolook for, and he knewnoreason
why that some one should not be Mr. Stull.
Stratford knew the man but slightly, and cared
little for what he knew. It was, therefore, a
matter of small concern to him that the bank
president sold oyster stews, but it was a mat-
ter of very great concern that Enoch had dis-
covered the fact. This old farmer was a man
whose character and methods deserved care-
ful study,

“ Now this is the way I've worked it out,”
continued Enoch. «If what Stull says is so,
and I'm inclined to believe it is, for he wouldn’t
come to any man and tell him that he didn’t
fairly own any particular thing, if there was
the least chance in the world of his keepin’
it without fairly ownin’ it, then I'm of the
opinion that the quicker somethin’ is done the
better.”

“What would you do?” asked Stratford.

“What I'd do,” said Enoch, “would be this:
I'd go straight out West, and see them other
heirs. I'd look into their claims and see how
good they was. It wouldn’t cost much to do
that. Then, if everything was all straight, I'd
jus’ ask ’em what they’d take for their claims.
If they had any sense at all they'd rather
take a middlin’ fair price down in cash than
to go to a lot of trouble and perhaps have the
land sold for mighty little. I think I could
put all that before 'em so’s they could see it.
Then I'd come home and go to somebody,—
say to you, Mr. Stratford,—and borry the
money I'd have to pay down; I’d be mighty
keerful, too, to hunt up any other heirs, if
there was any, and buy up their claims.
When that was all done, I'd take the same
law steps that them fellows would 'a’ took,
and when the case was settled, the property
needn’t be sold to divide the money, for
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there’d only be one owner to the whole of it,
and that would be me. When I'd got the
deed all safe in my possession, I'd give the
man who lent me the money —he’d have to
trust me till then — a mortgage on the whole
property. Then there couldn’t be no turnin’
out of house and home. I'd go-on here the
same as ever, payin’ a fair and reg'lar interest
on the mortgage. And as for Stull, if he likes
that place, he could just live there as long as
he liked, and I'd put the rent high enough to
cover the interest I’d have to pay on the two
places. If he didn’t want to do that, he
might go, and that farm could easily be sold
for enough to pay off the whole mortgage.
Now, isn’t that a pretty straight and even
plan? With all the iron left out, too, for that’s
a thing I don’t believe in.”

Stratford laughed. ¢ It certainly is an in-
genious plan, and may hold together. If 1
were you, I'd try it. I fear there are some
weak points in your scheme, but they may
not prevent its success. At all events, you
would lose nothing by the trial, and I should
be very sorry indeed to see this farm taken
from you.”

«Well, sir,” said Enoch, ¢ that’s what you'd
do if you was me. Now then, bein’ yourself,
would you advance me the money, and then
take a mortgage on the land for it ?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Stratford, «if the facts are
what you suppose them to be, and all the heirs
are willing to sell out their claims, I'll advance
the money.”

“Good!” cried Mr. Bullripple, slapping
one hard palm with the other. “ And now I'll
see if I can’t match farm work ag’in’ pie-
bakin’.”

“ Enoch,” said Mr. Stratford, with a smile,
“you said too much that time,”

¢ Perhaps 1 did,” said the old farmer, “but
slips don’t count.”

As he walked away Mr. Stratford felt more
than ever convinced that if Enoch Bullripple,
instead of being driven from his farm by the
revengeful Stull, should succeed, without loss
to himself or to any one, in making that lofty
personage pay him rent for his present coun-
try-seat, he would add very much to his pre-
vious claims to be considered a hundredth
man. It was not the old farmer’s cleverness
and natural cunning that Stratford considered
in this connection ; it was his willingness, as
shown in his extraordinary conduct at Vatol-
di’s, to throw himself, for the purpose of gain-
ing his ends, into a position which nobody
else would be likely to think of, or be cour-
ageous enough to take, which made our friend
imagine that, in all probability, his search for
a man, entirely unique and exceptional, had,
at last, met with success.
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Gay ArmATT did not find the presence of
Mr. Thorne in the Cherry Bridge neighbor-
hood that interruption to her studies and daily
pursuits which she had supposed it would be.
Her expectations had been that Mr. Stratford
would find it necessary to give so much of his
time to his friend that very little of it would
be left for her. Of course there were studies
and a good many daily pursuits which could
very well be carried on without the presence
of Mr. Stratford, but this did not suit Miss
Gay. She had become accustomed to Strat-
ford’s helpful counsel and to the pleasure of
his society. She liked them, and she did not
wish to give them up. She was sitting at the
feet of a master, and it would have greatly
grieved her had circumstances compelled her
to rise.

But Arthur Thorne did not prove to be
such a circumstance. On the contrary, he was
scrupulously careful not to interfere with the
life which Gay was now leading. Stratford
determined to go on with his visits to Mis.
Justin and his intercourse with Gay as if
Thorne had not been there ; while the younger
man determined that his intercourse with Gay
should be largely influenced by the fact that
Stratford was there. It was not his object to
endeavor to supplant Stratford ; this he knew
he could not do; all he hoped was to make
himself known, and perhaps favorably known,
to the woman he loved. If then Stratford
held to his word, his opportunity might come;
at all events, he would not be a stranger to
Gay Armatt. That point in Stratford’s argu-
ment had made a strong impression on him.

It was Thorne’s custom to walk over from
the Cherry Bridge tavern in the afternoon,
and often in the evening, and if he could talk
or walk with one or both of the ladies, or play
croquet with them, or do for them anything
which they might wish him to do, he was
very glad. If it happened that Stratford were
there, and it often did so happen, Thorne
showed no indisposition to join in any general
occupation, though he avoided thrusting him-
self into any special one. He took the goods
the goddesses gave, and was very thankful.

Mrs. Justin noticed all this, and though she
really wished Mr. Thorne would stay away,
she could not help honoring him for his
thoughtful and courteous conduct, His visits
could not be pleasant to her, favoring, as she
did, a union between Stratford and Gay, but
no man that she knew could have brought
upon himself under similar circumstances so
small a taint of unpleasantness.

Gay did not know Mr. Thorne’s object in
coming to the house, but she soon found that,
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as far as she was concerned, his coming made
no difference. This was very pleasant, and
made her look upon the gentleman, especially
at croquet, as an agreeable addition to their
little circle. She could not but see, too, al-
though it did not strike her mind as soon as
it did that of Mrs. Justin, how he refrained
from putting himself in those paths which she
and Mr. Stratford were wont to walk together.
For that she liked Mr. Thorne better than for
anything else.

As the days went on, the ladies of the Jus-
tin household began to appreciate the fact
that two gentlemen friends were better than
one, because the little vacancies and gaps
which must occasionally be left by one of
them could almost always be filled by the
other. A more useful and agreeable second
man than Mr. Thorne could scarcely be found.
In most cases he was perfectly able fo take
the place of first man, and yet he was always
willing to fall into the subordinate position.
This indicated mental endowments of a kind
very rare and very valuable,

Though Mr. Stratford was a frequent visitor
at the Justin house, he did not come every
day, and sometimes, of a morning, Arthur
Thorne would stand and lean against the rail-
ings of the shady piazza where Gay was in
the habit of doing her reading and studying,
which, by the way, had become much more
of a habit than in the early summer. At such
times he did not stay very long, nor say very
much, but it cost him an effort, which only a
strong man could have given, to tear himself
away and leave Gay undisturbed with her
books. Several times Mrs. Justin noticed this
proceeding, and she could not refrain from
giving Mr. Thorne her unqualified admira-
tion.

On one of these occasions Thorne remarked
to Gay: “I wish very much, Miss Armatt,
that there was something inside the vast scope
of human knowledge which I could help you
to study. There ought to be something, but I
don't believe there 1s.”

Gay smiled. “I expect there are ever so
many things,” she said, ¢ that you could teach
me from beginning to end.” f

Thorne shook his head. * No,” said he,
“ your studies are extensive enough already,
and there is nothing I would undertake to
teach except law ; and in that, of course, you
would take no interest.”

“I am not so sure of that,” said Gay. “There
are a great many things about law which a
woman ought to know, especially those things
which particularly concern her, and of which
I am totally ignorant.”

“ And would you like to know them?” ea-
gerly asked Thorne.
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“ Certainly,” answered Gay. “The object of
my life, Mr. Thorne, is to know.”

As she said this a little shade of darkness
crept into that young face, which Thorne had
never seen there before. It was so slight a
shade that most persons would not have no-
ticed it, but Thorne marked it, and referred it
to the fact that a little while ago this young
person had another object in life, which, in a
tangible and acknowledged form, did not now
exist.

“If you will allow me, Miss Armatt,” he
said, “it will give me very great pleasure to in-
dicate to you some points of law which I really
think you ought’to understand, and without a
knowledge of which, I do not hesitate to say, I
believe no person should be called thoroughly
educated. I can write out the points to which
it would be well to direct your attention, and
give you authorities and references which
you can make use of if you like. Then you
can look into the subject at your convenience,
and I can always furnish you with any books
you may want.”

“You are very kind indeed, Mr. Thore,”
said Gay, “and I think your suggestion a sen-
sible and practical one. There are many gen-
eral principles of law, and particular applica-
tions too, which I am sure would be of use to
me, and which I really ought to know if I ever
expect to call myself well informed. It would
be entirely too much for you to write out sub-
jects and references, as you are so good as to
suggest, and I would not ask you to put your-
self to so much trouble ; but if you could talk
over the matter with me when it is perfectly
convenient to you, I should be very much
obliged indeed. It wouldn’t interfere at all
with my other work, for I have plenty of spare
time.”

As Gay said this she had a consciousness
that she was conferring a favor, and that it
was pleasant to confer it. She was entirely
honest in the expression of her desire to know
something of the laws under which she lived ;
but she also felt that Mr. Thorne was a young
man of such kindly disposition that it was a
kindness to him to give him an opportunity
to be kind.

Mr, Thorne was charmed. He went away
to his room in the Cherry Bridge tavern, and
set himself to work to prepare from the re-
sources of his very extensive information
a concise but comprehensive summary of
some of the fundamental principles of law
which everybody ought to know, and also of
such specific points as women in particular
ought to know. The work interested him
greatly, and it was not until his lamp burned
out that night that he laid down his pen.
Early the next morning he hired a horse and
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rode over to the county town, where he asked
the privilege from a lawyer to make abstracts
from some of his legal books.

It was several days before Arthur Thorne
had prepared to his satisfaction his ground
plan of the legal education of Gay Armatt.
When it was finished he betook himself to the
Justin mansion with his papers in his pocket,
determined on no account to obtrude the mat-
ter upon her attention did not a favorable op-
portunity present itself.

His opportunity came immediately. He
found Gay and Mrs. Justin sitting together,
and the young lady received him with un-
usual cordiality.

«T hope, Mr. Thorne,” she said, * that you
have come prepared to talk law. I have
thought of no less than four things that I want
to ask you immediately, although I suppose
you will wish to begin with Magna Charta,
or some such foundation-stone.”

“] am quite ready,” he said, pulling out
his papers, “and Magna Charta can wait.
Now, what are your four points?”

Mrs. Justin had been told by Gay of the
proposed plan of legal instruction, and she
had not favored it. It would give Thorne too
many advantages, and besides, she thought
that Gay was working too hard already. But
her young friend set aside all her objections.
These things would be but trifles, she de-
clared, and even were it otherwise, she had
never felt so much like work in her life.

Mrs. Justin had not withdrawn her objec-
tions, but after a little talk with Mr. Thorne
she withdrew herself, and left the two to set-
tle the four points. When, that evening, she
told Mr. Stratford of Gay’s new course of
study he did not object.

“[t seems rather an odd thing to do,” he
said, “but then Gay Armatt is somewhat of
an odd young lady, and as for Arthur Thorne,
although he is generally most oddly proper, I
have found that, upon occasion, he can be
properly odd.”

Mrs. Justin shrugged her shoulders. “T do
not like it at all,” she said.

T think I do,” replied Stratford. “A cer-
tain amount of knowledge of that kind will
be very useful to Miss Armatt, and Thorne is
just the man to give it to her.”

“He is just the man who should not give
it to her,” quickly replied Mrs. Justin, ¢ Hor-
ace Stratford, you are either blind or wickedly
foolish.”

“ My dear friend,” said Mr. Stratford. “1
wish that I could make you understand that
I am neither.”

“That you can easily do,” said Mrs. Justin,
“ by marrying Gay.” And there the conver-
sation stopped.
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Not every day, but still often, Gay and
Arthur, with a great deal of earnest inter-
est on each side, pursued their legal studies.
It was but a slight skeleton of a course of
study, but it was one calculated to place a
woman in a position of intelligence with re-
gard to her relations with her fellow-beings
which would give her great advantages over
other women who did not occupy that posi-
tion. To Gay it was all very pleasant; it
helped and satisfied her desire to make her-
self thoroughly well informed and cultured.
To Arthur Thorne it was heaven.

The weeks passed on, and touches of red
and yellow began to appear here and there in
the foliage, while the days became so percep-
tibly shorter that those who drove out in the
afternoon frequently came home under the
twinkling light of the evening star. The ac-
customed intercourse of Stratford and Gay
continued without a change, except that 1t
now received from Mrs. Justin certain favor-
ing impulses which, before, she had not been
wont to give it ; and the occasional intercourse
of Gay and Thorne became more friendly
and easy, in spite of the absolute want of en-
couragement shown to it by Mrs. Justin,

Had any one appeared in the neighborhood
of Cherry Bridge and declared that at any
season of the year in any part of that country
there was the slightest trace of malaria, he
would probably have fared badly. Mrs. People
would have been glad to scratch the skin from
his defaming face, and if no one,in fact,should
offer to him personal injury, he would have
been so borne down with contempt and con-
demnation that he would have yearned to flee
to some region the pride of whose people in
their healthy surroundings he had notshocked.

Mrs. Justin was very prudent concerning
public opinion. Upon no account would she
say a word against this general belief in the
healthfulness of the neighberhood. But in her
own mind she now began to be of the opin-
ion that Gay Armatt was suffering from some
sort of malarial influence. She was not at all
the same girl she was when she came to that
Cherry Bridge country. Her mental activity
was as great as ever, but she could now be
tired by a moderate walk, or even a very long
drive. There were other indications of an un-
satisfactory state of health, which were not
generally noticeable, but easily perceived by
the quick eye of Mrs. Justin. At first she at-
tributed Gay’s apparent decrease in physical
stamina to her studies, but she soon gave up
that idea. The work done by her young
friend was not enough to injure any healthy
person of her years, and it was intermingled
with constant recreation and outdoor life.
There was something too much of it, and it
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might occasionally have made Gay appear a
little weary. But the effects of study were not
sufficient to account for the symptoms Mrs.
Justin noticed.

The village doctor was called in, and he
prescribed a tonic, but this was of no benefit;
and therefore it was that Mrs. Justin privately
made up her mind that there were in the at-
mosphere malarial influences to which Gay
was peculiarly susceptible, and that she would
not be better until she should go away.

If Gay had moped, or had been lowspirited,

or had shown any symptoms of retrospective
melancholy, Mrs. Justin would have attrib-
uted her condition to the broken engagement.
But there was nothing of the kind. Gay had
behaved admirably after her great trial, She
had kept up her spirits, and it was only in phys-
ical action that she showed any decrease in
strength and activity. This state of mind
Mrs. Justin attributed in great degree to the
influence of Mr. Stratford. There was no pos-
sible doubt of the fact that Gay could not so
constantly associate with him without discov-
ering by contrast the inferiority and unworthi-
ness of the man who had left her.
" Having determined that Gay’s health de-
manded a complete change of scene and air,
Mrs. Justin also considered it her duty to
bring about that change without loss of time;
she therefore made the necessary prepara-
tions to go to her winter home in New York.
Gay expected at the end of her Cherry Bridge
sojourn to spend some time with her relatives
in Maryland, but this Mrs. Justin would not
allow. The country at this season was evi-
dently no place for Gay ; she must go to the
city. In the course of a week the Justin house
was closed, and Gay and its owner had de-
parted for New York.

Mr. Thorne had already gone home., He
had not had so many of those delightful inter-
views with Gay as he would have liked to have,
and he had not taught her a quarter as much
law as he would have wished to teach her.
But he had seen her frequently, and his course
had been so well begun that it would be easy
to take it up at any time ; and, on the whole,
Mr, Thorne was well satisfied ; nay, more, he
was warmed and exhilarated by his sojourn

at Cherry Bridge. To give himself this special
holiday he had broken away from his profes-
sional pursuits and had left his business i in the
hands of an associate. But he did not in the
least reproach himself for this departure from
his usual habits of life. Nothing could be
wiser than to give a few weeks to the further-
ance of an object which was more important
to him than any other object could possibly be.

Mr. Stratford remained at the Bullripple
farm. The partridge season had begun, and

{To be continued.)

597

there was no reason why he should not stayin
the country as long as he had hitherto been
accustomed to stay. It was true that theregion
seemed more lonely than in former years when
he had been there by himself, and he thought
he was a little tired of the country. Butit
would have been ridiculous for him to have
hurried away after Mrs. Justin and Gay. He
promised himself, however, and indeed he had
said as much to the ladies, that he would not
stay among the mountains very long. His
promise to himself was partly based on con-
viction that Gay’s future happiness might de-
pend in a greater degree on his presence in
the city than it had lately depended on their
companionship out here. What sudden expos-
ure to her former peril might there occur he
did not know.

One afternoon Stratford came, with his gun
and his setter dog Felix, to the rail fence on
the top of the little eminence from which he
and Gay had once watched the sunset. He
seated himself on the top rail of the fence, and
thoughtfully gazed over thelandscape towards
the western sky. Suddenly his eyes fell upon
two persons emerging from the grove of sugar-
maples on the level ground beneath him. It
was Miss Matilda Stull and a gentleman, whom,
to his astonishment, he speedily recognized as
Mr. Crisman. They did not come up towards
him, but turned away, walking along the bot-
tom of the hill. Their very intimate manner
as they moved away, hand in hand, gave as-
surance that they had notnoticed Stratford, and
the very intimate converse in which they were
evidently engaged gave good reason for their
not noticing anything but themselves,

Stratford could scarcely explain to himself
why the appearance of these two persons, for
whom he had such slight regard, should have
such a sudden and disturbing effect upon him.
He had heard from Mrs. People that Miss Stull
and her mother had returned to the farm, but
he had known nothing of Crisman’s presence
in the neighborhood. It was simply impossi-
ble to doubt the relations of these two young
persons to each other. The expression of their
faces, and their whole demeanor and action,
showed that they were lovers.

Nothing should have given Stratford greater
satisfaction than this. If Crisman were in love
with that young woman down yonder, Gay’s
peril was over. But, instead of a thrill of pleas-
ure, Stratford felt a shock. His soul was filled
with a startling conviction that his work was
done; that he had carried Gay Armatt over
the gap!

Slowly, and without noticing the world be-
neath his feet, or the sky above him, Stratford
descended from the fence and walked home-
ward,

Frank R, Stockton.
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%, HE sugar maples were yet
in a glow of crimson; the
hillsides were yet green ;
the sunshine was yet
warm and cheering,
when Mr. Stratford an-
nounced to Mrs. People
his intention of returning to his city home.
“It's a good deal earlier than you've ever
gone yet,” said she, “and I'm very sorry
for it. But it’s not to be wondered at, for
you'd find it very lonely here with everybody
away, and even Enoch himself gone out West,
which is a thing he never did before, and which
I hope won't end by his becomin’ an emigrant,
for I'm sure I don’t want to go into any such
wild country, or indeed into any country at
all, except here, which I'm sure'is a good
enough place for anybody; and why Enoch
shouldn’t be satisfied to stay where he is, with
everything comfortable around him, and crops
as good as his neighbors’, and plenty to eat
and drink, I can’t see for the life of me. If
you knew the Stull fam’ly now, they might be
some company for you; but then, ag’in, I don’t
s’pose you could git much out of 'em. Old
Stull himself has gone back to town, and the
two little girls have gone to school, but that
Stull young woman and her mother are here
ag'in, and, what’s more, that Mr. Crisman,
who Miss Armatt gave the sack to, is here too
and courtin’ Miss Matilda as if he was tryin’
to ketch a train. Well, well,” continued the
good woman, corrugating her brow as the
memory of broken schemes came to her,
“things don’t always turn out as they’rewanted
to, but I don't mind sayin’it to you, Mr.
Stratford, that if I’d ever turned out to be
that girl’s mother-in-law, I couldn’t have lived
with her, which would have had its advantages
in one way, for then I'd 'a’ lived here, and not
there, which would ’a’ suited me better, for I
don’t want to leave Enoch, and if John had
got the old place I’d been satisfied and asked
no more; and, although Mrs. Stull is her own
mother, the best I can wish for her is that she
won’t have to live with her, which, considerin’
what kind of man he must be which Miss Gay
and Mrs. Justin had to give his walkin’ papers
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to, won't be exactly what people mean when
they talk about a heaven on earth.”

When Stratford returned to New York,
thoroughly convinced of Mr. Crisman’s new
attachment, his mind, instead of being in a
state of certainty and decision, was in a con-
dition of very great uncertainty, in regard to
what he would do, and of very great indecision
as to what he ought to do. Gay being free
from Crisman, as she surely was, his appointed
work was done; and what excuse could he
make to himself for continuing that work ?
That dangerous space over which he had pro-
posed to carry the young fellow-being in whom
he had taken so great an interest had proved
narrower than he had supposed it would be,
and was already crossed. The vision of Arthur
Thorne standing on the opposite bank proved
this. Whatever might or might not happen to
Gay from Thorne’s love of her, the girl had
no present need of Horace Stratford.

This was all clear and plain enough, and
yet Stratford did not say to himself that his
work being done he would step aside. I will
see her first,” he thought, “and then T will
decide upon my plan of action.” The next
morning after his arrival in the city, he went
to Mrs. Justin’s house. Gay had gone out,
but Mrs. Justin was delighted to see him.

“] was afraid,” she said, “that this fine
weather would keep you in the country, and
it is very encouraging to see you make your
appearance so soon. And as for Gay, I am
glad to say that her condition is improved.
To be sure, she eats very little, she 1s easily
tired, and she will not take medicines, but
since she came to the city she is brighter and
shows more interest in things. And I am quite
sure,” said Mrs. Justin, looking steadfastly at
Stratford, ¢ that your exchange of the pleas-
ures of the shooting season for premature town
life will have a beneficial effect upon her.”

There was point to this remark, for Stratford
was an earnest sportsman, and it had hitherto
been his custom to invite some of his friends
to Cherry Bridge during the shooting season.

« 1 shall be very glad,” said he, «if in any
way I can be of benefit to Miss Armatt.”

% Don’t be so cold and formal ! exclaimed
the lady. “ Why don’t you look at the matter
in a natural and sensible light? Gay has

Stockton. All rights reserved.
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missed you,and will be everso glad to meet you
again, and you know that I shall be more than
glad to see you together again. Do you know
why she is brighter and more cheerful than
she was?”

% On account of the change to the city air,
I suppose,” he answered. “That is often of
as much advantage as change to country air.”

“ It is nothing of the sort,” said Mrs. Jus-
tin. “As soon as I decided that she was to
come with me to town and not to make her
expected visit to Maryland, she began to
brighten. I know she wants to see her sister,
but I also know that she wishes very much
more to be with you, and if she had gone
home she probably would have staid there
until she began her post-collegiate course.
But now that her health obliges her to be here
with me, and, consequently, with you, her
conscience is satisfied, and she is happier.”

Stratford made no reply, but turned to a
window and looked out.

“Of course you have heard,” said Mrs.
Justin, after a short silence, ¢ that Mr. Cris-
man is paying attention to Miss Stull. I had
the news from Mrs. People, who wrote to me
about my winter supply of poultry, and in-
serted the item as a bit of flavoring. She says
he is there every week.”

“T have heard that,” said Stratford.

“1 must admit,” continued the lady, ¢ that
when I received this news I was mortified
that a man could so quickly turn from our
Gay to Matilda Stull. And yet, upon think-
ing it over, I believe that we ought to feel
rather satisfied than otherwise. Knowing as
I do that Mr. Crisman is totally unworthy of
Gay, I cannot but feel somewhat pleased that
he has been able to compensate himself for
any injury he may imagine he received at
our hands.”

Mrs. Justin arose, and stood beside Strat-
ford. ¢ Our old ships are now all behind us,
and burned,” she said, “and I pray for the
most favoring winds to fill the new sdils
which shall bring Gay and you together.
Now, don’t say anything! That is one of the
remarks to which no answer is required.”

When Stratford called the next day he was
received by Gay in the library, a room which
Mrs. Justin now almost entirely surrendered to
her young friend. The light from the high,
wide window fell full upon the young girl as
she arose, bright-eyed, to greet her visitor.
When Gay reseated herself upon the soft-
cushioned chair, the action showed a change in
her which was instantly noticed by Stratford.
The Gay Armatt of the old days at Cherry
Bridge had never reclined. She was a girl
who sat up straight, who moved quickly, whose
presence suggested youthful vigor and activity.
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Stratford drew a low chair near her and
placed it so that he could face her as they
talked, Whatever might be her present lack
of strength or vitality, it had not affected her
beauty. Never had she seemed so charming
to the eyes of Stratford. Her morning dress
of blue may have relieved the delicate color
in her cheek, and brought out the pure white-
ness of her neck and wrists, and the happy
light in her eyes may have given something
of its brightness to the smile upon her perfect
lips, and even her unwonted languor may
have infused new grace into that half-reclining
figure; but, whatever were the reasons, Strat-
ford now sat before a woman whose beauty
fully satisfied him. He had always given
due appreciation to Gay's personal attractions,
but heretofore he had felt that there was
something wanting, some little touch, he
knew not what. That touch had now been
given.

““ Do you see this? ” said Gay, holding up
a book which had been lying open and face
downward upon a little table at her side.
“ Perhaps you are not familiar with this style
of literature. It is what is popularly called a
novel.”

“I am very familiar with novels,” said
Stratford, “and I have read that one.”

“And I have read those,” said Gay, point-
ing to a pile of books on the floor by the win-
dow, “and all of them in a little more than a
week. T expected that by this time I should
be working away in superheated mathematics
and that sort of thing, but Mrs. Justin has put
an interdict on study. I do scarcely anything
but read novels and look at clothes. When-
ever we go out we always go to shops, and, al-
though we don’t buy much, we have all sorts of
things spread out and wonder how they would
look made up. Mrs. Justin says that clothes
cogitation is very restful to the mind.”

“ Does your mind need rest? " asked Strat-
ford.

“I don’t know,” said Gay. “ My body
seems to need a good deal of it, and Mrs.
Justin says I must show no favoritism; one
must have just what the other gets. You see,
I have given up thinking for myself; Mrs.
Justin does that for me now.”

“1 did not suppose,” said Stratford,  that
you would ever allow any one to do your
thinking for you.”

“Oh, dear me!” exclaimed Gay, “you
don’t know how nice it is! You ought to try
it. By the way,” she added, with a quick start
of animation, “will you let me do some think-
ing for you?”

¢ It will be something entirely novel to me,”
said Stratford, “and I should like it as a bit of
experience.”
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“Well, then,” said Gay, “ please empty your
mind of everything in it, and I will fill it for
you. You are now thinking as follows: Here
1s a girl, or I should say a young woman, who
is not feeling as much like an English spar-
row as she did during the summer, but who is
quite as well and quite as strong as a good
many people who work or study or slave in
all sorts of ways all day long, and a great part
of the night besides. She has a friend, a dear
friend, who is one of the noblest women on
earth, and who is just as good and lovely as
it is possible for any woman to be, but who
has, in spite of all this, a blot upon her char-
acter. This 1s that she is too kind., It is a
white blot, and a very beautiful one to look
at, but still it is a blot, and it interferes with
her ability to make the young person I am
thinking of do what she ought to do. She
lets this white blot spread itself over her so-
ber judgment and several of her other good
qualities, and she tells this young person that
she must not do anything all day that is in
the least bit like work or study. Now, I know
this is all wrong. That girl would be a great
deal happier, and it would be ever so much
better for her in every way, if she were to
shut up the novel she is reading, and stop
short without knowing what happens next or
how it ends, and apply herself to matters that
are of importance and value; and if she takes
up again those things which are the real
object of her life she will become as much in-
terested in them as she used to be, and will
pay no attention to those little tired feelings
which soon grow up into incurable laziness if
one is not very careful. Now, I shall talk to
that young person and make her see these
things as I do. I don’t think it will be at all
difficult. I shall tell her that if she continues
in her present indolent condition she will get
rusty in the studies she has been working at
this summer, and if she goes backward in-
stead of keeping straight on,as I am sure her
soul is longing to do, I really do not know
what will become of her. I am quite certain
she will take my advice, because she has the
greatest confidence in my judgment. And in-
deed, considering how I have helped her and
counseled her, and in all sorts of ways been
of the greatest good and service to her, she
must be horribly stupid if she don’t know by
this time that what I advise she ought to do.
There is another reason, too, why I should
advise her. If I sit and look at her reading
novels and neglecting her duties and cultivat-
ing habits of laziness, and say nothing about
it, I shall make her think that, though I must
disapprove of what she is doing, T am keep-
ing quiet merely because she is not quite well,
and ought to be treated like a child or an in-
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valid. Now, I know that this will grieve her
very much, and so I shall speak out, and tell
her that she ought to take up her work just
where she put it down when she left Cherry
Bridge, and I shall also tell her that when I
can—that is to say, of course, not so often as
I used to do in the country, but at times when
it will not interfere with anything else I want
to do—TI will come and help her, and give her
little hints about all sorts of things just as 1
did when we werein the country together. And
now, sir,” said Gay, who by this time was sit-
ting up straight in her chair, her face slightly
flushed and every trace of languor gone, “how
do you like your train of thought?”

While Gay had been speaking, Stratford had
sat gazing upon her. He had heard nearly all
she had said, but some phrases here and there
had escaped his attention because his mind
was so busily at work for itself. ¢ Do I love
this beautiful girl ? ” he asked himself, as Gay’s
words gave to his mind a vision of one who
extends her hands to a friend without intend-
ing or knowing that those outstretched arms
may, instead, receive a lover.

As Stratford thus sat, thinking and listening,
one of his arms hung over the side of his low
chair,and as he unconsciously moved his hand
his fingers touched a bow of ribbon on one of
the folds of Gay's dress which lay upon the
floor. Entirely unnoticed by her, he took an
end of the ribbon between his thumb and fin-
ger and gently held and pressed it. This was
on Gay ; it was a part of her ; it was a link be-
tween him and that beautiful creature flushing
and warming before him. Through that bit of
blue ribbon might pass an electric thrill which
should change his being and make him blind to
extended hands, seeing only outstretched arms.

He crumpled the ribbon in his fingers, his
blood flowed quicker, and his eye grew brighter.
“1 could love her,” he said to himself.

Gay went on talking. She was making him
know now how much she depended on him,
and how desirous she was for his society. She
was sitting erect, and therefore nearer to him,
but her eyes were fixed upon his face, and she
knew not that he held her ribbon. 1 could
love her,” he repeated to himself. Then his
mind stopped, and began to work backward.
“ But if I do love her,” he thought, ¢ I shall
never love myself again. I have sworn that I
would do this thing, and that I would go
through it without blame or blemish ; and, to
me, the purest love of this girl would be blame
and blemish.”

He dropped the ribbon from between his
fingers, and placed his hand upon the arm of
his chair.

“ And now, sir,” said Gay, “how do you
like your train of thought? "
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Stratford answered slowly. “Iam notsure,”
he said, “but that it might be of advantage for
you to take up your studies again; atleast to
a moderate extent. At any rate,as you so much
desire it, it may be well to make the trial. Of
course I shall be much pleased to drop in here
from time to time and give you all the assist-
ance that I can.”

Then, after some inquiries in regard to Mrs.
Justin, and some messages for her, he took
leave of Gay, and went away with a cold face
and a hot and troubled heart.

“ My work is done,” he said to himself.
“Ves,” he reasserted, as he clenched his fist,
¢“it is done, done, done!”

When Mrs. Justin returned home, she dis-
approved entirely of what Gay told her Mr.
Stratford had advised. Indeed she spoke a
little petulantly about it. “I cannot imagine
what he could have been thinking of,” she said.
“Instead of being well enough to study, you
seem to me to be less able to endure any sort
of work than you were some days ago. Ishall
allow no studying ; you may be sure of that.”

Gay was lying back in the library chair,
her novel in her lap, open at the same pages
which had been turned down on the table
when Stratford had left her an hour before.
“You mustn’t find fault with Mr. Stratford,”
she said. “ I advised him to advise me as he
did, and I told him I hoped he would some-
times come and help me in the old way. He
said he would, and I don’t think he minded
the trouble at all. I don’t think he minded
much, either way. He is always very good.”

% Gay,” said Mrs. Justin, “have you been
talking a very great deal? Why do you close
your eyes that way while you speak to me?”

«T don’t know,” said Gay. “I can’t explain
exactly how I feel. I am not hungry; I can’t
think of anything in particular that I care for.
I have been trying to rouse myself up by think-
ing how I am wasting my time, but I don’t be-
lieve I care just now whether I am wasting my
time or not. I don’t know exactly why, but this

- world seems to me an aimless sort of place.”

Mrs. Justin gazed tenderly and kindly on
the face of her young friend. “ But it would
be an easy matter, my dear,” she said, “to
make the world full of purpose.”

« T suppose so,” answered Gay, closing her
eyes again as she languidly clasped her hands
above her head.

XXXII,

VaToLpI's was now enjoying what might
be called a regenerated success. The total
cessation of business during the alterations
had given the public time to forget all about
the boycotting troubles as well as the deca-
dence of the establishment during the admin-
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istration of Enoch Bullripple, while the great
improvements now seen in the restaurant
brought it not only its old customers but
an abundance of new ones. The cooks, in
their caps, baked, boiled, and broiled with
enthusiasm and content; the waiters, in their
jackets and aprons, gave solicitous attention
to the desires of every comer; and John Peo-
ple stood behind his new desk, with his form
as round, his carriage as upright, and his hair
as smoothly brushed as of yore. But upon
his brow there was more of cheerfulness and
less of resignation. Some of this change arose
from the fact that John was now a partnerin the
concern—a partner in a very small degree in
fact, but still a partner; and it was not neces-
sary to be so much resigned when what he did
was partly for his own benefit. It is probable,
although™ John would not have admitted it
that his increase of cheerfulness was due in
a greater degree to his total loss of Matilda
Stull. John’s attachment to this young lady
had been very wearing upon him. When hope
lent him no assistance his progress was slow
and painful, and when she gave him a help-
ing hand she carried him along entirely too
fast ; he lost his breath, his legs became weak.
It was well for him that he was stoppedin time;
now his breath was full and regular, his pace
moderate, and his legs were strong.

There was a new refrigerator, and in one
corner there frequently stood a plate contain-
ing a plump, fat, mutton-chop, a piece of ten-
derloin, or a choice veal-cutlet; seldom
did it hold a sweet-bread or bit of dainty
game, for Miss Burns was the owner of a vig-
orous appetite and a moderate purse. This
young lady was now an habitual customer of
Vatoldi’s. There was something about the
place which made a meal in any other restau-
rant extremely unsatisfactory to her; and if,
for any reason, a day passed without her com-
ing there, John was sure to drop in at the store
and inquire about her health.

Miss Burns enjoyed more than the ordinary
advantages of Vatoldi’s, for John made it his
business to see that her preference for that
place was not detrimental to her fortune.
From the amount due on the little bill which
she presented to him he invariably deducted
a certain percentage. To this the young lady
frequently demurred and shook her head, but
John, who had always something else to do,
and who was not in the habit of talking much
to customers at the desk, passed over her ob-
jections with a smile and gave his attention to
the something else. Miss Burns would have
demurred still more, had she known that John
never failed to make up the deficit in her pay-
ments out of his own pocket. She ought to
have supposed this, but young ladies who are
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thinking of Johns do not always think of
everything else.

The time came, however, when John felt
that he must explain this financial method ;
and one evening, when the diners at Vatol-
di’s had all finished their meals, he called on
Miss Burns at her boarding-house.

“1 am sorry,” said John, when he had ex-
plained the object of his visit, “ that you ever
thought it worth while to say anything about
those little discounts, for the matter is really
of no consequence at all. You see, I have a
share in the business.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Miss Burns, “I always sup-
posed that.”

“Yes,” said John, ““and people have thought
I owned a good deal bigger part of it than is
really the truth. But that’s neither here nor
there, and don’t hurt anybody. Now it is to
my interest to make the restaurant as pleasant
a place as I can to everybody, and if I have
any particular friend who finds it convenient
to come there, I'm sure I ought to make it
pleasant for her. And I leave it to yourself to
say if it is not pleasanter to feel that you're
partly taking lunch with a friend —not entirely,
for perhaps you wouldn’t do that, but partly —
than to always sitdown to an out-an-out bought
meal ? "

Miss Burns was crocheting an afghan. It
was a good-sized one, big enough to cover a
lounge which would be long enough for a
gentleman to lie down upon. She got the
wools at cost price from the store in which she
was employed, and could, therefore, afford to
make a nice large afghan. Ithad three plain
dark green stripes, and two Roman stripes of
bright and variegated colors. She was working
on one of the Roman stripes now.

“That would be very nice,” she said, “if
one came to visit, but then you know I don’t
come to visit you.”

John was aboutto ask, “Not even partly ?
but, being a slow speaker, he had time to think
that it would not do to intimate anything
like that.

“ And you know,” continued Miss Burns,
working a thread of dark blue into her stripe,
“that it isn’t right to have a gentleman regu-
larly giving you things, especially your daily
food; though, of course, you only do it partly ;
but that is what it comes to.”

John passed his hand over his brow, and
then turning his chair so as more directly to
face Miss Burns, he put his right elbow upon
the table at which they sat, and, intently gaz-
ing into her face as she spoke, he said: ¢ I am
sorry your mind is made up in such a way
that you don't like to accept a little hospital-
ity from a friend, not because of what it is, for
it really amounts to nothing at all, but only
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because it comes regular. But what would
you say to a friend who would give you not
only part of your lunch, but all of it? And not
only your lunch, but your breakfast and din-
ner, and a supper too if you were inclined that
way; and not only week days, but Sundays,
and every day; and who would give you, be-
sides, every frock you wore, your shoes, your
bonnets, gloves, umbrellas, and trimmings, and
everything needful from hair-pins to cloaks ?”

As John spoke thus, Miss Burns's complex-
ion, which was usually a little pallid, began to
assume the hue of some pale pink wool which
lay in her basket, but she did not speak, nor
look up from her work, and John went on:

“ And what would you say if, every time
you wanted anything, whether it was to wear,
or to eat, or to use in a house, or for sickness
or health, or for journeys, or for friends in
trouble, or for your own pleasures and joys
and comforts, you went to this friend and you
took them from him?”

Miss Burns’s complexion had been gradually
changing from the color of the pink wool to
that of a ball of ashen gray hue which also lay
in the basket. A sickening fear came over her
that she might have mistaken the significance
of John's words.

“ Do you mean Providence ?” she asked.

“No, me,” said John,

The color of the brightest scarlet in Miss
Burns's basket now flushed into her face.
“That would be very nice,” she presently said;
and no Berlin wool could be softer than her
tone.

Joun PEoPLE was a straightforward man of
business with a conscience, and when every-
thing had been satisfactorily arranged between
Miss Burns and himself, he deemed it his duty
to inform his principal that he was going to be
married, Seldom before had Mr. Stull been so
thoroughly angry. John had been forgiven for
the sins of his uncle and had been again taken
into dignified favor, but the vile and treach-
erous action which he now proposed raised
against him the wildest storm of Mr. Stull's
indignation. What would a secret be worth —
an overwhelmingly important secret —in the
hands of a newly married man! With John as
a bachelor — and Mr. Stull expected that his
sense of honor and duty to his employer would
keep him such — the secret was safe; but
with a young wife secrecy might as well be
blown to the winds and the bank president
advertise in the daily papers that he was pre-
pared to furnish the public with refreshments
at his restaurant known as Vatoldi’s. John’s
intentions might be honorable, but his wife
would worm the secret out of him, and the
world would soon know all. Better that John
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should die than marry! Had Mr. Stull lived
two hundred years before, he would have slain
his manager on the spot.

This blow to Mr. Stull was aggravated by
the fact that his mind was beginning to assume
its normal condition of august tranquillity, All
his branches of business were now proceeding
to his entire satisfaction, and Enoch Bullrip-
ple, the only present thorn in his side, promised
soon to become an insignificant prickle. The
Western heirs of the Cherry Bridge farms had
been informed of the nature of their claims,
and Mr. Turby, who desired to act as their
agent as well as Mr. Stull’s, had written to
them that there was every reason to believe
that the matter could be settled with but little
loss of time, and the sale of the property or-
dered for the benefit of the heirs. Mr. Stull’s
plans were all made. He would buy both
farms, not in his own name, but in that of a
Mineral Development Company which he
would organize. In the course of time this
purchase would probably prove a good invest-
ment. Enoch Bullripple would be ejected
from the farm he now held, but, as he pos-
sessed Mr. Stull’s secret, his subsequent treat-
ment must be' very prudently managed. Mr.
Stull owned some Westernlands, and he would
sell Enoch Bullripple a small tract of these, se-
curing himself by mortgage. He would then, if
necessary, assist the old man to go out there and
settle. The motive for this great generosity
would be ascribed to Mr. Stull's interest in
John People. With Enoch Bullripple out in
Idaho, and under obligation, Mr. Stull would
feel that he had punished the cunning villainy
oftheold farmer without endangering his secret.

Butnow John’s announcementhad banished
every trace of august tranquillity. Mr. Stull’s
anger almost overcame him. Anathemas, re-
proaches, and denunciations crowded to his
lips, but in the midst of his indignation he felt
the necessity for prudence. Evenso faithful a
worm as John might turn.

“Ishallsaynothingtoyou now,” he growled;
« T will speak about this another time.”

It would have been utterly impossible for
Miss Matilda Stull to choose a more unsuit-
able moment than the evening of that day in
which to announce to her father her engage-
ment to Mr. Crisman. Mr. Stull was in the
library of his spacious city mansion, a room
furnished with everything that the library of a
gentleman of wealth and culture should con-
tain. The books on the shelves were most ad-
mirably selected, many of them being imported
expressly for Mr. Stull, as he declined to in-
troduce reprints into hislibrary. The furniture
was heavy and elegant. The walls, the floors,
the windows, showed that the room had
been furnished with thoughtful taste. Even

THE HUNDREDTH MAN.

those things with which a gentleman solaces
himself in the intervals of study were not for-
gotten: on a pair of stag’s horns over the man-
telpiece hung a number of handsome pipes,
and an eastern jar filled with tobacco stood
beneath them; through the glass doors of a
buffet which stood in a corner could be seen
decantersand glasses; and between two framed
engravings of hunting-scenes hung a pair of
fencing-foils and wire masks; while from a nick-
el-plated hook was suspended flat against the
wall a large hammock of rare and beautiful
workmanship which might be stretched to
another nickel-plated hook in the opposite wall.

Yet in spite of all these appurtenances of
elegant and comfortable studiousness, this was
a room to be looked at, but not used. Mr.
Stull was content to own his books: he did
not care to read them, and the cases were
always locked. He did not smoke, and the
pipes on the stag’s horns had never been
used. He tasted wine or spirits only on rare
occasions, and not a drop of their contents
had ever been poured from the decanters in
his buffet. He was not a fencer, and the foils
and masks were fastened to the wall. He was
a man who did not lounge, and the hammock
on the hook was never stretched to the oppo-
site wall. The room was furnished so as to
appear as Mr. Stull thought a gentleman’s
library and study ought to appear, but he
used no part of it except a small table under
a gas-light, with a drawer in which he kept
writing materials, and a leather-covered chair
which always stood before it.

In this chai¥, and at this table, sat Mr.
Stull when his daughter entered the room.
Paper lay before him, and he had a pen in his
hand, but he was not writing; he was sav-
agely thinking, and endeavoring to form a
plan of action in regard to John People. Miss
Matilda saw that her father was in a very bad
humor, and yet she did not hesitate in her
purpose. She had not come to ask anything
of her august parent; she had come to tell
him something.

Mr. Stull looked up darkly,and encountered
the somewhat petite but extremely well-formed
features of Miss Matilda, upon which an ex-
pression of calm determination seemed to have
been set and screwed. Without a preface, and
with no sign of embarrassment, she briefly
announced the fact that she and Mr. Charles
Crisman, now in business in the mercantile
house of Irkton, Perrysteer & Co., had made
an engagement to marry each other.

Mr. Stull pushed back his chair with an im-
precation which seldom fell from his dignified
lips. “What do you mean ?"” he exclaimed.

“I mean exactly what I have said,” an-
swered his daughter Matilda.
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Now rose J. Weatherby Stull in his wrath,
In one day two persons, wholly dependent on
him for everything they had in the world, had
come to him and declared their intention of
making unlawful marriages, for to him a mar-
riage against his will was unlawful. To the first
offender he had, as yet, said nothing or done
nothing ; but in this case, no caution, no pru-
dence was necessary, and he launched upon his
daughter the paternal thunder. He bade her
never to mention to him again this stranger of
whom she had spoken. He forbade hereverto
speak to, or to write to, or even to think of, said
stranger; and he ordered her to her room,
there to remain until he had determined how
she should be punished, and where she should
be sent to be cured of this most unnatural,
most disrespectful, and most atrocious folly.

Miss Stull declined to do any of these things.

Mr. Stull arose. “ Do you wish me to take
you by force to your room? Am I to be
driven crazy by members of my family and
by hirelings? Am I to hear twice a day that
these dependents upon me intend, without my
permission, and against my will, to marry?”

“Was the other one John People ?” asked
Miss Matilda.

Mr. Stull sat down as if he had been shot.
¢John People!” he gasped. “What is he to
me? "

“He manages your restaurant,” calmly re-
plied his daughter, “and I have reason to
believe that he wants to marry.”

Mr. Stull sat and looked steadfastly at his
daughter, Not a word did he speak, and it
might almost be said not a thought did he
think. His involuntary muscles and functions
went on with their work, but every faculty,
physical or mental, over which he ordinarily
exercised volition was at a standstill. In only
one way did he give any evidence of his or-
dinary reasoning powers. He presently turned
to look towards the library door.

“Oh, that's all right,” said Miss Matilda. “I
shut it when I came in. I intended to speak
of this restaurant business before long,” she
went on to say, “ and I may as well do it now
as at any other time, for it is a matter which
concerns Mr. Crisman and myself as much as
it does you. 1 began to suspect you had some-
thing to do with Vatoldi’s when you used so
often to urge mother and me to go there, and
made a point of it especially on those days
when you knew we were going shopping with
the carriage. Mother never thought anything
about it, but it struck me that you wouldn’t
take so much interest in a place of that sort
if you didn’t make something out of it. At
first T supposed you had merely put some
money into the concern, but I got into the
habit of watching you when you were sitting
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in your regular place at the upper end of the
room where you could see everything, and if
ever a man looked like the proprietor of an
establishment, you looked like the proprietor
of Vatoldi’s. I remember one day that two
young men came in and sat down with their
hats on, and John People was so busy he didn’t
see them; but you looked at him just as you
look at our two little girls in church, and the
instant he caught your eye you told him, just
as plainly as if you had spoken, to attend to
those two men, which he immediately did.
And then, when the strike began there, and
the boycotting, and all that sort of thing, and
I saw how you were troubled, that stamped
and sealed the matter in my mind. I knew
very well that you would never concern nor
worry yourself so much about a business that
didn’t belong to you. Still I didn’t know
whether you were only a partner or sole pro-
prietor, but when Isaw John People up in the
country this summer, I asked him if the res-
taurant belonged to one person or a firm, and
he answered, ‘ One person,’ and immediately
changed the conversation. He had no idea
what his words meant to me, but he might
just as well have said, ‘Your father is the
proprietor.” T kept this little bit of knowledge
entirely to myself, knowing it would come of
use some day. I think it is the first really val-
uable possession I ever acquired entirely by
my own exertions, and I am sure it comes in
very well now. If you had not shown so much
objection to my marriage with Mr. Crisman, I
should not have mentioned it at present. But
I should have spoken of it before long, so it
does not matter, I won't say anything more this
evening, but will leave you to think over the
subject of my engagement. I will say, though,
that Mr, Crisman is a very genteel and stylish
young gentleman, and that mother is entirely
satisfied with him, You know the househe is in
is one of the best in the city, and there isn’t a
speck of faultof any kind to be found with him.
As to money, he can make it fast enough if he
is properly helped.”

With thisremark Miss Matilda left the room.

What was in Mr. Stull’s mind during the
next three days nobody knew. Even his wife,
although she saw that the soul of her consort
was a storm-center of passion, heard nothing
from him except an occasional thunder-clap
of indignation concerning her complicity in
Matilda’s engagement. That there was some
reason greater than this for the wrath that
raged within him was plain enough to her,
but she had no idea what it was, and her
daughter would not tell her,

To Miss Matilda, her father spoke not a
word during this period. He ignored her.
He did not even look at her, In fact he had
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very little to say to any one, When he was at
home he shut himself up for the greater part
of the time in his library, and when John came
to him at the bank he spoke as few words as
possible, and made no allusion to his manager’s
intended marriage. John was content to wait
awhile for his employer’s decision, but he had
determined, no matter what that decision
might be, that he would marry Miss Burns.

But Matilda was of a different turn of mind.
She was not willing to wait more than three
days for a decision concerning her affairs. At
the end of that time she went to her father's
study, where she knew he had shut himself
up. When she entered she closed the door
quickly behind her and stood by it, her hand
still on the knob. Her father on seeing her
sprang so suddenly to his feet that he nearly
overturned the table before him.

“ Now, don’t shout out anything, father,”
she said, “for old Miss Manderson is in the
parlor with mother, and if you begin that way
I shall just open the door, and if she hears
you abusing your daughter the whole church
will soon know it. As you won't speak to me,
I have come to speak to you. I have been
thinking over this matter, and I have worked
out in my mind the very best things that you
can do. In the first place, you must give up
that restaurant business; it isn’t fair to me,
nor to Mr. Crisman, nor to mother and the
girls, nor to yourself, for that matter, that you
should keep it any longer. The secret is sure
to be found out, and very soon, if John People
gets married, which I know he will, and think
he ought to, besides, for the young woman is
very suitable. I have bought things of her
several times in order-to find out what sort of
person she is. If that restaurant matter is
made public while you are still in the business
it will ruin us all as far as society is concerned,
and you have no right to bring anything of
that kind upon Mr. Crisman and me, to say
nothing of your wife and two young daughters.
I don’t want to seem hard, but I have got to
speak the truth. If it is found out after you are
out of the business it will be bad enough, butit
will be a different affair. Iknow very well that
in this city it doesn’t matter much what a man
has been, but it matters very much indeed what
he is. You can either sell out to John People,
or to somebody else, and take a mortgage on
what he can’t pay cash for,so you will still have
an income from the place without having any-
thing to do with it. And the sooner you get rid
of it, the safer and better it will be for us all.”

During this speech Mr. Stull had remained
standing, and at two or three points his lips
and face had moved as if the provocation to
speak had been stronger than the resolution
he had taken to hold no converse with this un-
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natural daughter; but, as was usually the case
with him, his resolution triumphed, and he re-
mained sternly silent. No one but his daughter
Matilda could have forced a communication
of any kind upon him, but he knew well that un-
less he was willing to take the consequences of
a very disagreeable scene,— which he was
not,— he would be obliged to listen to her.

There was another reason why, in spite of
the rage which boiled within him, he stood and
listened to his daughter: he was keenly inter-
ested in what she was saying.

Miss Matilda continued: “ As for Mr. Cris-
man and me, the best thing to do is to con-
sider that matter as settled, because, having
made up my mind to marry him, of course I
shall doit. If youeverintend to give me any
money at all, there can be no better way to
do it than to let Mr. Crisman have it, and put
it into his business and be made a partner. He
told me that the ‘Co.” is composed of per-
sons belonging to the house who have been
taken in, in that way, and he says a partner-
ship is open to him whenever he has the money.
That will not only help me to become a rich
woman, but will also give me a position in
society, for being the wife of a partner in a
leading mercantile firm is very different from
being the wife of a mere salesman. And you
know that my position in society willbe as much
to you and all the family as it is to me. That
is all I have to say, and if you have made up
your mind not to speak to me for a week, I
don’t object to waiting for the three or four days
that are left; but if it is for a longer time than
that, you’d better write to me what you decide
to do. And now I'll go and send somebody to
seeif they can clean the carpet of that ink which
you didn’t know you spilled when you jumped
up so suddenly.”

XXXIII.

Onx several occasions, moderately near each
other, Mr. Stratford went to see Gay Armatt,
and, together, they tock up the old books and
studies. But the reading and the discussing
did not go on in the old way. Gay had lost
her interest in her work and in her future, and
seemed to have forgotten that she had had
aspirations. If study did not actually tire her
or bore her, at least the earnest enthusiasm
with which she used to pursue it was entirely
gone. Stratford was not slow to see this, and
gradually, and always with a sufficient reason,
he lengthened the intervals between his visits
to Gay; and then, taking advantage of stand-
ing invitations from some of his old friends,
he went on a visit of a few weeks to Boston
and Cambridge.

He was glad to go. Not only did he tell
himself that his work with Gay was done, but
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she now told him, though not in words, that
such work as he had been doing was done.
The friends whom he visited did not find him
quite the lively companion he used to be, and
this proved to them that summers and autumns
spent in sparsely settled mountain regions are
not beneficial to the spirits of a man. One
afternoon in Cambridge he was invited to at-
tend a Thursday tea given by the young ladies
of the Harvard Annex, which invitation he
promptly declined. The friend who had pro-
posed to accompany him was much surprised.

“I thought you took an interest in the
higher education of girls,” she said, “and
would like to see what we are doing at the
Annex.”

“ That is all very true in the past tense,”
he answered, “ but you really cannot expecta
person always to take the same interest in a
thing.”

Mr. Arthur Thorne, however, made it a
point to visit at Mrs. Justin’s house as often
as he could find any reasonable excuse for so
doing. He saw a good deal of Gay, and, ina
measure, his society interested her. He gave
her no law lessons, nor did he talk upon any
subject fifteen seconds after he fancied that
she had lost interest in it, striving always to
find out what would best please her. He was
often able to engage her attention pleasantly,
and after a time she became rather glad to
see him. Every day he grew more and more
in love with her, but of this Gay knew nothing.
Had she been any one but herself, or even had
she been truly herself, she might have seen it,
but just now her mental as well as her physical
powers were working slowly and feebly.

Mrs. Justin perceived plainly enough that
Thorne’s love for Gay was becoming devotion,
and this knowledge greatly troubled her. But
there was nothing for her to do. She could
not, with any show of reason, throw obstacles
in the way of the young man’s visits, for she
had mo right to constitute herself the guardian
of Mr. Stratford’s interests, and these terests
formed the only possible reason why Arthur
Thorne’s course should in any way be ob-
structed. If she could have used obstacles at
all, they would have been piled up in the pres-
ent path of Mr, Stratford, who was wandering
away from what was most desirable, just, and
right, not only for himself but for Gay, and
even for poor Mr, Thorne, who was blindly
and ardently striving for something which she
was quite certain he could never possess.

One afternoon when Mr. Thorne called he
was told that Miss Armatt was not well, and
was confined to her room ; and the next day,
and the next, and a good many days after-
ward, and often several times a day, he came
and made inquiries, but he could not see her.
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There was something the matter with Gay,
believed to be malarial, which greatly pros-
trated her, but the disease was one in which
the attending physician found very little of
what might be called pronunciation. The ma-
laria, which is so generally believed to be at
the bottom of all disorders which do not as-
sume definite and recognizable forms, declined
to put forth any point which might advanta-
geously be laid hold of. To add to this diffi-
culty in the way of the physician, Gay would
do nothing to assist him. All his appeals for
codperation on her part were totally unavail-
ing. Food, medicine, and other agents for re-
storing health and strength had proved of so
little service that after having lost her interest
in them she seemed also to have lost interest
in the effect they were designed to produce.

Mrs. Justin gave up all other pursuits of her
life and devoted herself to the nursing of Gay.
The relatives in Maryland were written to, and
the married sister came to the city, but was
obliged soon to return to her home and her
family of small children. Other doctors were
called in to consult with Gay’s attending physi-
cian, but still that sly, cunning, and malicious
malaria refused to come forth from the roots
of Gay's energy and life, among which it ap-
peared to have intwined and intrenched itself,

Stratford came home from Boston, and on
him fell not only the heavy weight of sorrow
at the sad condition of his young friend, but
sundry sharp stings from his own conscience
and an amount of reproach and condemnation
from Mrs. Justin for which he was not at all
prepared. The time had passed, she believed,
for ordinary censure or admonition. Stratford
ought to be made to feel that on him alone
depended Gay’s restoration to health.

“Whatever else is the matter with Gay,”
she said, “I believe that her life is now e¢bbing
away from her because she does not care for
it. This world is empty to her. You made it
empty, and you can fill it. Even now, if you
become to her what you used to be, and give
her the hopes which I am sure you once gave
her, I believe she will want to live.”

Stratford was much moved. I cannot be-
lieve,” he said, “that what you say is true.
But even if it were true, and Gay's life de-
pended on me, I could not save her as you
propose without being false to her and false
to myself.”

Mrs. Justin looked almost angrily at him
for a moment. “Then,” she said, “you should
not have taken from her the man who did love
her.”

Stratford walked home, his heart chilled and
pained. The first thought that had come to
him after Mrs. Justin’s last words was that it
was better that Gay should die than to be mar-
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ried to such a man as Crisman. But now he
asked himself: Wasitbetter? Hard, cold rea-
son did not deny him her support, but the sup-
port was neither cheering nor bracing. “Can
it be true,” the other question came to him
again and again, “that I am the only one
who can make her care to live?” He had
believed that Arthur Thorne could be such a
one; but now, when things were coming to
him very bare and true and sharp, he could
not say to himself that he had unreservedly
hoped that Arthur Thorne, or any other man,
would take Gay Armatt wholly to himself.
There is a selfishness that scmetimes lives
within our noblest impulses without our know-
ing it. Some sudden burst of light may make
the impulse transparent and show us the little
hard stone lying at the heart of it. Some such
light now broke upon Stratford, but he saw
nothing plainly. All that was clear to him was
that he must assert again and again: “1 will
be true to myself, and, thereby, true to her!"”

Two days after this, when Arthur Thorne
came as usual in the afternoon to Mrs. Justin’s
house, he met Stratford, who was just leaving.

“You cannot see Mrs. Justin,” said the lat-
ter; “she has been up the greater part of the
night, and is now asleep.”

“ How is Miss Armatt ?” asked Arthur.

“They tell me she is weaker to-day than
she was yesterday,” answered Stratford.

“And that is what they said yesterday,”
said Thorne.

“Yes,” said Stratford ; and turning away his
face, he made a step towards the door.

Arthur laid his hand upon his arm. ¢ Tell
me,” he said, in words low-spoken but trem-
bling with force, “can it be that I am never
to see her again ?”

Stratford turned and put his hands upon
his friend’s shoulders and looked for a mo-
ment in hisface. Then he said, speaking slow-
ly: I have been to see her physician this
morning, and I am convinced he has given up
all hope of a rally of her strength. My dear
boy, 1 am afraid that you will never see her
again.” And with that he went away, leaving
Arthur standing in the hall.

The two men were not rivals: they loved
each other and were now especially drawn
together; but it was impossible for Stratford
to talk longer with Arthur. The half-hour
before, Mrs. Justin had come to him, and,
putting a cold white hand in his, had said:
“ We must think no more about those things
of which we have been talking, It is now too
late.” She did not say, “even for you,” but
there was that in her large sad eyes which
carried these words straight into his heart.

Arthur Thorne stood in the hall until a
maid-servant came to him; and knowing so
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well who he was and why he came, she gently
told him that the nurse, who was preparing
some broth for Miss Gay just now, would stop
on her way upstairs, and might be able to tell
him something about her. And she opened
the drawing-room door and left him.

Without answer, Arthur walked into the
room, and, after a few steps, stopped, his eyes
upon the floor. He was waiting for no one;
he expected no one; he stood there without a
purpose; he knew nothing in the world but
that he should never see Gay again.

This young man was truly, powerfully, over-
whelmingly in love, Since he had not been
able to see Gay, he had loved her more than
when he had been with her. His soul reached
out toward her with an agony of craving that
only a wildly loving heart can understand.
Hislove was based upon no hopes, no expec-
tations, no purposes; it had nothing to do with
the future, nothing to do with the past; it
was, simply, that now, this very moment, he
loved her; his soul lived in her. And now he
knew that never again should he hear her
voice, never look into her eyes, never see her,
in life again !

His blood ran fire and ice. He knew it was
true that, although she was not dead, she had
gone from him. He had no rights; he was
nothing to her; he had never made himself
anything to her. Why should any one allow
him to see her again ? To all intents and pur-
poses he was an outside stranger. He would
never see her again!

Suddenly his body trembled. His right hand
stretched itself open, and then shut close and
tight. His soul rose up in rebellion., This thing
could not be. Heaven and earth might say so,
but he would not admit it. It must be that he
should again see Gay. She was not his Gay,
but she possessed him wholly and utterly. He
must see her again in life, were it only one
glance at a tip of a curl of her hair.

Arthur Thorne was the most conventional
of men, but down about him fell his conven-
tionality as if it had been shaken to pieces by
an earthquake.

He put his hat upon a chair; he listened ;
he knew exactly what he was about; every
faculty rushed to the aid of the one action for
which he now lived. He knew where Gay was.
Mrs. Justin had told him of the large bright
room at the back of the house adjoining the
young girl’s chamber, where, upon a lounge
from which she could look out at the sky,
she lay through the livelong day, thinking less,
eating less, living less, as each day passed on.
“ It may be this is the one moment,” Arthur
said to himself, “ in which I can seeher. The
nurse will come up, Mrs. Justin may awake,
the relatives are expected. Now!”
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With noiseless steps he passed along the
hall, then up the one flight of softly carpeted
stairs to a door with a portiére partly drawn
acrossit. He looked through the narrow open-
ing into the large bright room in which of late
his thoughts had so constantly dwelt. And,
O Heavens! there was Gay, upon a lounge,
close to the window, the sunlight falling on the
soft folds of her lightly tinted dress and on the
bright colors of a shawl thrown partly over
her, It was Gay! He saw her!

The young girl lay perfectly motionless, her
face slightly turned toward the window, her
half-open eyes gazing out into the bright air
but looking upon nothing. Her beautiful face
was not changed in contour; all the roundness
and softness and delicacy of outline were there,
but the color had faded away. Her light-
brown almost golden hair curled and waved, as
of old, upon her forehead, and a mass of it was
thrown to one side upon a cushion onwhich her
head was resting. Her little hands were clasped
together under her shawl, and they were very
thin, and her form under its soft drapery was
thinand weak and almost done with everything.

Gay, herself, was nearly done with every-
thing. It was not a malady of the soul or of
the affections which had prostrated this young
girl, and under which her life was wasting. It
was, indeed, that malignant and subtle spirit of
disease for which the doctors had been seeking,
and which would, long ago, have come forth,
its head bowed for the death-stroke, had Gay
brought up her forces against it. But she
brought up none. Medicine and skill can do
nothing without the assistance of vital force,
and the only warfare in which Gay’s young soul
was able to engage seemed directed against
the vital forces. All that would sustain her
body or her mind had become repulsive to her.
Her soul had ceased to be hungry, and the ex-
ample of her soul was followed by her body.

This girl had been true to every normal im-
pulse of her nature. She had had a purpose
in life, noble, intellectual, of high aim. But
this had not been all. She had loved. Thus
stood her woman’s nature, equipped for the
battle of life. But love had been taken from
her, roughly and suddenly, and the manner of
its taking had been such that it had gone, abso-
lutely and utterly. There had been nothing to
take the place of this love. The warmest, truest
friendship could not do it. Already a true
friendship, unripened into love, had shown its
powerlessness. What was left was a half-soul ;
and girls like Gay, with half-souls, die.

Gay was in a dream. It was a day-dream,
although not one which sprang from her own
volition. She was too weak for that now.
Whatever came into her mind wandered there
of its own accord ; and the dream that now
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came to her was one of earlier days, of the
days when her life began to fill with purpose
and meaning, and yet days that were so near
they scarcely seemed tc belong to the past.
Into this dream came all her youth and hap-
piness; and so came love. But it was not a
vision of flowing streams and bending shades,
of warm-tinted sunset skies, of the majesty of
mountains, or the wide-spreading verdure of
the fields. No kindred soul breathed to her
words of high intent and stirring hope. She
wandered in thoughtless bright content with
the young Charlie she first had known and
loved. The moonlight of their walks fell upon
city squares and parks. They talked and
laughed in the midst of walls and windows,
cold ceilings and unyielding floors, but the
spirit of young love made these as delicate of
tint and tone, as odorous of perfume, and as
soft of footfall as white clouds in the clear
blue sky, the tender blossoms of the grape,
and the soft grass upon the fields. This was
the early, fresh, and blossom love, and as it
first showed the signs of woman'’s life within
her, so memory, wandering freely, went back
toit and sat beside it, finding it purer, sweeter,
more enduring than all else.

And thus the young girl lay, knowing no
present and no future; lost even to all the past
except that she was simply happy, and held
the boy, Charlie, by the hand.

Suddenly she felt a touch upon her shoul-
der. A man was kneeling by her.

“1I could not help it,” he said. “I saw you,
and I could not keep myself from coming to
you. Will you not speak to me, dear Gay ?”

She slowly turned her head toward him,
and her large eyes opened wide, but in them
was no surprise, no questioning. Just now
dreams were to her like real life, and real life
like a dream. She wondered not at either.

“ Mr. Thorne,” she said, in a voice very low
and perfectly calm.

“Yes,” said Arthur, his words trembling
with passionate emotion which he was strug-
gling to subdue, “itis I, and I came to tell
you— Heaven has given me this chance, and
I must tell you quickly. O Gay, I love you!
I have loved you almost ever since I knew
you! And now,dear Gay, it nearlykills me—"

The poor fellow could not speak his mind.
His fine sensibilities would not suffer him to
say to Gay that he could not let her die with-
out knowing that he loved her. But this is
what he meant.

Gay looked at him very steadily and quiet-
ly. Her mind was going back. “ Was that
the reason that you taught me law? " she said.

“It was the reason I lived,” said Arthur.
“Tt was the reason for everything I thought,
and everything I did. O Gay, perhaps I
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ought to have told you before, but then I did
not think—and afterward came the time
when there was no opportunity., But now I
have this one chance. I know that you may
not care anything about me, but I could not
help it! I must come and tell you how I love
you, love you, love you!”

As he spoke tears came into his eyes, and
some of them rolled down his cheeks. Gay
looked at him with more interest than she had
looked at anything for days, but her manner
was still very quietand apparently untouched
by any emotion.

“ Do you know,” said she, “that I am not
going to live ?”

Thorne did not answer, but the expression
that came into his face showed, even to the
listless mind of Gay, that he knew it.

“ It is a great pity,” she said, her large eyes
still fixed upon him, ¢ that you should feel
this way now.”

“T feel so now,” he said, “ and I shall feel
so always. It don’t make any difference what
happens, I shall feel so all my life — always —
forever!”

Gay still looked at him, but said nothing.
Suddenly his manner changed.

“ QO Gay!” he exclaimed in a tone of al-
most wild importunity, “why will you die? It
is too terrible, too dreadful! Why will you
not do everything to make yourselflive ? They
tell me you do not fight against Death. Why
will you not rouse yourself up and fight against
it? Tor the sake of everybody who loves
you — for the sake of this beautiful world —for
your own sake, dear Gay?”

She looked at him for a moment, a slight
shade of uncertainty upon her brow. For
weeks she had received from Mrs. Justin, from
her doctor, from her attendants and friends,
the most earnest and anxious entreaties to bat-
tle against Death, but there was nothing in
Gay’s nature to give response to these prayers,
and day by day they fell upon her ear colder
and more commonplace. But the words
spoken by Arthur Thorne, coming from him,
and in this way, and at this time, and with
something behind them of which her mind
took cognizance but did not act upon, seemed
altogether different and novel.

“ What do you mean ? ” she asked.

Arthur did not answer. The words that
came to him were too many, too ordinary, too
weak. His eyes fell upon a tall heavy flask, the
sight of which struck a pang to his heart. He
knew it well. It contained a strengthening and
revivifying cordial which had been ordered by
Gay’s doctor, and which Arthur, at Mrs. Jus-
tin’s request, had procured for her. This he
had done more than a week before, and as it
now stood between him and the light it told
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the tale of this young girl’s surrender. Itscon-
tents could scarcely have been tasted.

Arthur arose, and approached the table. He
did not speak; he could scarcely shape his
thoughts. The power of this remedy, upon
which so much hope and reliance had been
placed, had never been tried. Somewhere
there was a cruel sin.  He had made himself
well aware of the nature of the cordial, for it
concerned Gay. Pouring a small quantity of
the liquid into a glass, he again knelt by the
side of the young girl.

“Will you not drink this ? ” he said. “Itwill
help you to fight Death. Dear Gay, do not
refuse it!” And he held the glass toward her.

She looked steadily into his eyes, and upon
her lips came a smile, faint and shadowy ; but
no fainter nor more shadowy than the interest
in life and this world that awoke within her,

¢ If you wish it so much, I will try,” she said.
“But you will have to raise my head.”

With the glass in one hand, Arthur passed
the other beneath her head. Her soft masses
of silky hair enveloped his hand, and some of
it fell over his wrist. It was Gay’s head that
lay in his open palm, warm, round, and heavy.
She could not lift it; he it was who should
raise it! Every fine hair that touched him
seemed to send an electric thrill throughout
his soul and body ; it belonged to that dear
Gay whom he loved.

Slowly and gently he raised her, and placed
the glass to her lips. She drank it, and then
he tenderly lowered her head and drew out
his hand from her hair.

Gay turned her eyes toward him with a
full, earnest gaze. “ Thank you,” she said,
“and I think you had better take some of it
yourself. You are very pale.”

That she should say it was enough. He rose
to his feet, poured out a glassful of the cordial
and drankit. Then he came back to the lounge.

“ Do you feel better ? ” she said.

For a few moments Arthur could not speak,
and, when he did, his voice was husky and
slightly tremulous. That she should think of
him !

“ Dear Gay,” he said, “will you notlet them
give it to you ? Think of this dear world, and
do not die. And now I must go, Perhaps I
have staid too long. But I have seen you!
I have told you!”

She drew out from under the chawl one of
her thin little hands, and Arthur clasped it in
both of his own. He was about to press upon
it a passionate kiss, but with a sudden effort
he restrained himself. He had told her; that
was all; and he had no right to touch her
with his lips. His eyes filled with tears, and
he left the room.

When the nurse, who had experienced delay-



SNUBBIN'

ing difficulties in the preparation of a delicacy
with which she designed to tempt whatever
lingering trace of appetite might yet remain
with her young charge, heard above her the
quick closing of the front door, she exclaimed :
“There! that gentleman has gone ! But I can’t
say I'm sorry. It’s a harder thing to answer
his questions now than it ever was before.”

An hour or two afterward she said to Mrs.
Justin: “I wish that young gentleman had
staid, for T know it would have pleased him
wonderful to hear that Miss Armatt took three
tablespoonfuls of the broth I made her. How
she suddenly came to have all that appetite I
can't imagine.”

THROUGH JERSEY.
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Gay was then sleeping, and when she awoke
Murs, Justin was sitting by her side. The eyes
of the young girl instinctively moved towards
the window, outside of which the air was still
bright with the light of day; but suddenly
she turned them on her friend.

“ Dear,” she said, ¢ don’t you want to give
me some of that drink Mr. Thorne poured
out for me ? ”

“ Mr. Thorne!” exclaimed Mrs. Justin.

“That is it,” said Gay, glancing towards
the table. “He was very good, and I am
glad T took it.”

Frank R. Stockion.

(To be continued.)

SNUBBIN' THROUGH JERSEY. II.

HE first attempt to turn the
Cowles at Titusville had failed
dismally. At the critical moment
and when the Cozvles was within
an arm’s measure of turning her
full length, the line had parted,

blocking the whole traffic of the canal, and

filling the air with the pungent objections of

half a score of captains, who, from chunker,
skuker, and barge expressed in English, terse
if not elegant or pious, their condemnation of
a “passel of fools who would try to sail a grain-
boat over a ten-acre lot.”
“If she was three feet shorter,” remarked
VoL, XXXIV.—qg6.

the Patriarch quietly, closely examining her
stern, “ I could handle her.”

Behind the locker in Dusenberry’s private
cabin aft was an ordinary 1oo-foot tape-line.
The Patriarch took one bank of the basin and
one end of the line and Scraps the other. Less
than the boat’s length below, careful measure-
ment showed the canal slightly wider than
where the Cow/les lay aground. At this point
the unwelcome difference of three feet was
reduced to two. The Patriarch now crawled
along on his knees, plunged his arm under the
water, and felt carefully the muddy edge of
the yielding earth bank. The profanity of the
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XXXIV.

4 HEN our poor Gay
had been sufficiently
aroused from her
lethargy of soul and
body to make one
feeble stroke in bat-
tle against Death, the
action and its result appeared to interest her,
and she made other strokes with encouraging
effect. Day by day her arm grew stronger, her
attitude more determined, until the enemy,
from falling back little by little, retreated
altogether, accompanied by the insidious ally
who had incited him to the conquest of Gay's
young life.

To all Gay's friends this was a season of
great rejoicing, and to Mis. Justin it was a
resurrection. She had watched the gradual
death of the bright, strong young friend she
had known so well, and had seen her utterly
pass away, leaving in her stead a helpless, list-
less, careless being whose living was not life
and of whom there was but little left to die. But
now Gay was once more the true Gay, not yet
quite her old self, but hour by hour approach-
ing nearer to that most lovable creation.

As she grew stronger her friends came to
her; and among them, Stratford. This friend,
from the moment he had heard of the change
in Gay, had braced himself for action should
she return to that life which had been sup-
posed lost to her. In that event there must
be no doubt, no indecision, no hesitation ; his
part must be chosen and must be enacted
steadfastly and honestly unto the end.

There was no hesitation, no doubt, no in-
decision. He came to her as the friend of old,
the adviser, the helper, the master. These, and
no more, he intended ever to be. Without a
question or a thought, Gay seated herself at
his feet. To her the action was again as nat-
ural as when she had sat there before.

Arthur Thorne came also to Gay; came
earlier than Stratford. He had told Mrs. Jus-
tin of that memorable interview with the almost
dying girl, and he concealed nothing of what
he had done, or felt, or said. Mrs. Justin smiled
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sadly. Her heart was pained, but she could not
reproach him. Ifit should be that he had given
Gay back to her, he deserved gratitude which
could not be measured. She was ready to
yield him this, but she gave him no more. His
hopes were not her hopes.

When Gay was strong enough to come
into the library and sit in the easy-cushioned
chair before the tall wide window, Arthur, as
has been said, was among her earliest visitors.
Nothing could have induced him to deny
himself this privilege, and yet it was a hard
thing for this young man to present himself
before this young girl. He had said all that
lover could say, but as a lover he must now
say nothing. What may burst forth from a full
soul to one whose life is ending must be re-
pressed when that life is slowly and feebly
beginning again. He must meet her as though
that other meeting had not been, and without
knowing what effect his words had had upon
her.

Arthur had plunged into love’s Rubicon, but
he had not crossed 1t. Chilling and dangerous
as might be its waters, he would make no
stroke forward until the time had come for
him to seek his fate upon the other shore.

While Gay had been constantly in the mind
of Arthur, so into Gay’s mind, as she quietly
lay on her lounge and in her chair during the
happy hours when in a slow and steady tide
her health and strength flowed back upon
her, came thoughts of Mr. Thorne. On that
day when his voice had roused her from her
dream of girlhood and from her half-uncon-
scious gazing into the bright world of empty
air beyond her window, she had not wondered
when she turned and saw him at her side.
The faculty of wonder had gone to sleep or
had died, All things to her were commonplace
and ordinary. But it was not long before the
recollection of that kneeling figure by her side
caused wonder to revive. At first she asked
herself why he had come to her ? why it had
been he who had incited her to turn on Death
and resist him ? But this question she did not
ask long; it answered itself. She remembered
well his words, and having looked on his pale
and earnest countenance, it was impossible to
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forget it, or to misconstrue its meaning. Then
she asked herself, Why did he feel this way ?
Thus questioning, musing, pondering, she went
back over her intercourse with Arthur Thorne,
called to mind this and that thing he had done
or said, suited motives to his actions, or
resolved his actions back to motives, and so
Arthur came often and dwelt long in her
thoughts without meeting with any hustling or
incommoding company.

The matter was now plain enough to her
on his side, but not at all plain on hers.
Often and often she tried to make it plain to
herself on her side, but she could not do it.
She came to the conclusion that this was
something too hard for her just now, and she
gave up the attempt. One definite thing she
did for Mr. Thorne,— she gave him a new po-
sition in her mind. Up to this time she had
always looked upon him as a Number Two.
He was gentle ; he was considerate ; he was
kindness itself; he was talented; he had
learned many things and he knew how to
think for himself; he was handsome, with the
bearing of a gentleman; and in his soul she
had found many sympathies; but, notwith-
standing all this, she had looked upon him as
Number Two. But now there was a change.
Speaking as he had spoken, and feeling as he
had felt, no matter why or to what end, there
was no one to whom Arthur Thorne could
stand second.

When the time came that she could see vis-
itors the heart of Gay was troubled. Of course
he would come to see her, and what would
he do? His presence might be embarrassing,
but then, on the other hand, it would be so
very strange if he did not come. What would
he say to her? Would he look as he did
when she last saw him? As for herself— what
she should say, or think, or do, she knew not.
The whole affair was very puzzling, and it de-
pended so much upon circumstances.

When Gay’s friends began to come to her,
Mrs. Justin never left her alone with visitors.
Enthusiasms and draughtsneeded her watchful
eye. She too was anxious about Mr. Thorne,
but when he came he brought with him no
cold accompaniment of outer air, left behind
him no open doors nor undrawn portiére, and
his manner was under the same quiet restraint
that it was wont to be. But his face was very
pale, and any stranger could have seen that
his interest in Gay’s condition was deep and
true. Gay herself was a little pale at first, but
this soon passed away. When he had gone,
she fell into a state of wonder. Could it be
true that all that had happened which she re-
membered ? Or was it one ofthe queer dreams
which had come to her at that time ? But after
he had made her two or three visits, Gay
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began to imagine that what she saw in him
was an outer crust of kind restraint and ten-
der regard for her new strength, and that there
was something under this crust which some-
times shook it, although so slightly that per-
haps no one knew it but herself. The presence
of Mrs. Justin was a bar to words or emotion,
but Gay wondered that there was not the least
little bit of a sign that he remembered what
he had said; if, indeed, he had ever said it, If
he ever should speak, would he show that he
had repented having been carried away by
his sorrow that she was going to die ? or would
he think it well not to speak again ? or would
he repeat what he had said ?

Gay was quite right when she thought she
saw beneath Arthur’s quiet restraint some
signs of internal commotion. In fact he was
torn, he was almost riven; he slept not by
night, nor took aught of comfort in his life.
He, too, questioned himself, but he only
asked : “What does she think of me? What
does she expect of me ?”

One day, when Arthur was with the two
ladies in the library, Mrs. Justin was called
away to receive a visitor. Gay offered no
opportunity to the embarrassment of silence,
and began instantly to speak.

“ Do you know, Mr. Thorne,” she said,
“that I have a vcry funny idea about you?
I believe that you have forgotten my name,
and that you are ashamed to ask anybody
what it is. You don’t address me by any
name whatever, and I sometimes fancy that
while you are sitting here you are going over
the alphabet in your mind, hoping that in
that way the name will come to you, and I
suppose that in such cases people generally
slip too quickly over A, because it is the first
letter, and they are in such a hurry to get on
to the others.”

Arthur drew closer to her. * Once,” he
said, speaking very quickly, and in a low
tone, “I called you by a name which per-
haps I had no right to use, but, until I know
that, I can never call you by any other. Do
you remember?”

A tender glow came into Gay’s cheeks and
temples as though the fair Hygeia had sud-
denly touched her with a wand and sent into
her veins the rich young blood which once
coursed through them. There was a faint
sparkle in her eyes, but this was hidden by
the long lashes which now shaded them.

“You spoke very kindly to me that day,”
she said. “You were so good to me —"”

“Oh, don’t speak of kindness,” interrupted
Arthur. “Ibeg you notto think of that now.
Don’t you remember that I called you Gay ?
that I said I loved you? Don’t you remem-
ber that?”
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“ 1 remember,” said Gay, speaking very
softly, with her eyes still more shaded, “but I
have thought — have fancied — that it might
have been one of those dreams I used to
have.”

¢ It was not a dream,” said Arthur, a trem-
bling earnestness in his voice. ““It was all real.
Oh, Gay, dear Gay, I called you that. I said
I loved you. May I call you so again ? May
I say so once more ?”

“ Mr. Thorne,” said Gay, still speaking very
softly, I think that this 15 all too soon. You
could not have had those feelings very long;
and as for me,— not knowing but it might be a
fancy or a dream,— what you now say seems
to come so unexpectedly, Do you not think
you ought to wait?”

“Wait! ” exclaimed Arthur. “ How long ?”

“1 don’t know,” said Gay — * some time.”

“ And may I love you while I wait ? ” asked
Arthur.

The glow on her cheeks and temples in-
creased somewhat, as if Hygeia had forgotten
to remove her wand, and it spread to the lit-
tle ears which lay among the soft light brown,
almost golden, hair which once had covered
Arthur’s hand, and even spread itself upon his
wrist. The light in her eyes, now but slightly
shaded, seemed to flash something of itself
into her lips, which tremulously moved, as
though they held between them a word with
which they might play but not let go. But the
word was too strong for them, and as for a
moment Gay’s large eyes were turned upon
Arthur’s glowing face, it made a quick escape.

“ Yes,” said Gay.

Wait! Who on earth could have waited ?

Arthur did not; in a2 moment he had her
in his arms. And, when she was there, it came
to her in a flash of consciousness that all the
thinking she had been lately doing, all the
wondering, all the questioning of herself, had
been but the natural, simple, and certain path-
way to those arms.

XXXV.

WHEN Enoch Bullripple reached the west-
ern town in which lived those persons who
were said to have inherited legal rights in the
Cherry Bridge farms, he found but one of
them. This was a Mr. Hector Twombly, a
man of about forty years of age, a very stout

nd even plump figure, a round face totally
devoid of beard, red cheeks and lips, and with
as much of an outward air of boyishness as is
ompatible with forty years of actual age. By
rofession he was a stock-raiser, a general mer-
hant, a grist and saw mill owner, and one of
he proprietors of an important stage and mail
oute.
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Mr, Twombly listened with great attention
to Enoch’s account of the business which had
brought him there, and then he invited the
old farmer to take supper with him, and to
stay all night, and, in fact, to make his house
his home as long as he should be in that part
of the country. The next morning in the very
plainly furnished counting-room of his store,
in which the greater part of his extensive and
varied business was conducted, he communi-
cated to his visitor his decision regarding the
Cherry Bridge property.

“ Now, then, Mr. Bullripple,” said Mr.
Twombly, sitting up very straight in his chair,
with one plump, well-shaped hand upon each
of his outspread knees, “this is about the size
of this business as it appears to me. My uncle,
Thomas Brackett, who I never saw and have
heard very little about,— my mother having
married young and come out here pretty much
among the first settlers,— owned the farm
you live on and that other one, and when he
died they went, naturally enough as every-
body thought, to his nephew Peter, who was
living with him, and who everybody looked
upon as the same thing as his son and heir.
That is the way in which I have heard the
matter stated.”

“You've put it just right,” said Enoch.

“Now, then, when Mr. Peter Brackett
walked into that property there wasn’t no-
body there to ask any questions, and it isn’t
likely that Mr. Peter Brackett bothered his
head about any sister of his uncle who went
out West ever so long ago, and might be dead
by that time, for aught he knew. Perhaps he
never heard of her.”

“You bet he did!” said Enoch, “but that's
neither here nor there.”

“No,” said Mr. Twombly, ¢ that’s neither
here nor there. Well, then, after a while Mr.
Peter got tired of farming and concluded to
sell out, and he did sell out to you and to
that other gentleman, and you two paid for
the property, cash down, clean and finished,
bargain and sale. You showed me your pa-
pers, and I suppose the other gentleman could
show his, if he was here.”

“Yes,” said Enoch, “but that farm was first
bought by my brother-in-law, and he had to
give a mortgage on the land. This was took
up and paid by Mr. Stull, who now owns the
farm.”

¢ All right,” said Mr. Twombly. “You and
Mr. Stull now own the two farms, having
bought and paid for them; and then, some-
how or other, you hear that old Tom Brackett
had other nephews besides the aforenamed
Peter, and that I am one of them and my
brother Ajax the other, and you come out
here and put the whole case before me. Now,
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it ain’t for me to ask whether you did this be-
cause you was so touchy honest that you
couldn’t sleep in your bed till you knew
everybody had his rights, or because you
thought somebody else might come out here
and make a bargain with us and so get the
inside track of you. That's what I haven’t got
the right to bother myself about.”

“No,” said Enoch, “ you hain’t.”

¢ But this much 1 have got a right to do,
and that is to say that when you bought that
farm you bought it, and when you paid for it
it was yours. Now, if I and my brother *\_]a:»,
have any rightsin this business, and there isn’t
any doubt but what we have, our rights are in
the money that Peter Brackett got for those
farms, and not in the farms themselves, which
you two men have fairly bought and paid for.”

“ That’s not the way the law looks at it,”
said Enoch. ¢ Peter Brackett sold what wasn’t
all his.”

“ That's the way I look at it,” said Mr.
Twombly. ¢ Durn the law! And’ my brother
Ajax will look at it just as I do, because if he
don’t I'll break his back, and he knows it.
Now, sir, we've got nothmg to do with those
two farms that have been fairly bought and
sold. What we've got to do with is the money
Peter Brackett got for them. You've told me
where he is settled, and when we're ready
we'll come down on him. That’s our busi-
ness. And all we've got to do with you is
to have the papers made out, giving you a
clear title to your farm, as far as I and Ajax
are concerned. My lawyer here will attend to
that, and there is a cowboy in town who is
going to start out early to-morrow morning to
the ranch where Ajax 1s just now,and he’ll sign
themand send them back day after to-morrow.
And if that Mr. Stull wants his business fixed
up in the same way, all he’s got to do is to
send his documents out here and let me see
for myself that everything is all straight, and
we'll give him the same sort of title as we give
you.”

Thereupon Mr. Twombly and Mr. Bullrip-
ple shook hands on the bargain. And while
waiting for the arrival of the return cowboy
with the signature of Ajax, Enoch’s host drove
him about the surrounding country in a hand-
some buggy with two fast trotters, showed him
over his two mills and his store, his stock
yards and his stage stables, and gave him to
eat and drink of the best and the most abun-
dant.

When Mr. Bullripple returned to Cherry
Bridge, he felt that he now truly owned his
farm, but that he had lost his opportunity of
triumphing over Mr. Stull and Zenas Turby.
It was true that he had prevented those two
plotters from triumphing over him. Enoch
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had expected more than this, but this was
really so much he felt that he ought to be sat-
isfied. He had, indeed, come off wonderfully
well.

But there was a minor triumph left open to
him, and the crafty old farmer was not slow
to avail himself of it. He would assume the
position of the benefactor of Mr. Stull. He
would say to him: “ You need trouble your-
self no more about this affair; I have been
out West myselfand have arranged everything
with the heirs of your property. I will tell you
exactly what you have to do n order to make
your title quite secure. I am very glad to be
able to put you once more on a sound footing
in our part of the country ; and this, too, with-
out any trouble or expense on the part of your-
self or your agents.”

Enoch knew that this would be very hard
on J. Weatherby Stull, whose soul would natu-
rally scorn the idea that it was possible for any
one to bestow a benefit ‘'upon him, especially
one whom he hated on account of injuries
conferred. He knew too that by this course
of action he would deal a heavy, although an
indirect, blow at his old enemy, Zenas Turby.
Enoch had put this and that together to such
purpose that he had become convinced that
Turby was Stull’s agent in this matter of the
Cherry Bridge farms; and that, when the
principal should be made aware that the whole
business had been settled without the knowl-
edge of his agent, the latter would, as Enoch
put it to himself, « ketch fits.”

To a certain extent Enoch’s plan was quite
successful. When Mr. Stull was informed of
what had been done he was angry, and would
have been mortified had he not attributed the
failure of his scheme to the stupidity of Turby,
who was summoned to New York, and who
did, in very truth, catch fits.

Had this failure of a well-planned project
occurred a month or two earlier, Mr. Stull
would have been much more affected by it
than he now was. Other plans and purposes
had failed at about the same time, and the
strong mind of Mr. Stull was rising above the
storms which beset him, in order that he might
see how he could take advantage of them. It
was his custom to turn, if possible, bad for-
tune, as well as good, to his advantage. When
he discovered that his ownership of Vatoldi’s
was becoming dangerous, not only on account
of John People’s intended marriage but be-
cause of his daughter Matilda’s possession of
his secret, and her opposition to a Vatoldi
connection, and when he found out that
Matilda would certainly marry Mr. Crisman,
with or without paternal consent, he was at
first extremely indignant, and afterwards
sternly resolved.
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He brought his mind to the determination
that Vatoldi's had had its day, and must be
put behind him, but he would put it behind
him in his own and in an advantageous way.
He came to the same decision concerning
his daughter’s marriage. Crisman, he found,
was a man of good character and fair con-
nections and of more than the average business
ability. If his hard-headed and inflexible
daughter would marry this man she might do
s0, and he would place the couple in a position
which would be creditable to himself and his
family, and in which Crisman might rise if he
should prove equal to mercantile soaring.
Then Mr. Stull would put Matilda and her
husband behind him. Another object grander
than a restaurant or a daughter’s marriage
loomed up before him, and to this he would
devote his life.

When John People was informed by Mr. Stull
that the latter had decided that John should
buy out Vatoldi’s, the young man was fright-
ened. It was too much! It was beyond his
belief in his powers! He would much prefer
that Mr. Stull should sell out to some one else,
and that he should continue as junior partner
and manager. But Mr. Stull told him that it
was impossible to sell to any one else. The
transaction could take place between John and
himself, and sno others. The terms decided
upon by Mr. Stull were not easy ones. John
was to raise a certain sum in cash, and pay it
down ; he was then to make payments at fixed
and frequent intervals both as interest and as
installments on the remainder of the high price
put upon the establishment, which would make
it necessary for him to do a very lucrative
business, and for a long time to hand over to
Mr. Stull a very large proportion of his profits.

When Miss Burns heard of Mr. Stull’s pur-
pose in this matter she was not frightened. It
would be a hard and long fight, she knew, but
she advised John to go into it. In fact, she
decided that he should go into it. As soon as
the transfer of the business should be completed
they would marry, and then she would give up
her position in the store, and enter, heart, soul,
and body, into her husband’s business. She
would sit behind the desk and be the cashier,
thus saving money to John and giving him
the opportunity to be in all the other places in
which he ought to be, and to do all the other
things which he ought to do.

John People is now owner of Vatoldi’s. He
has not paid for it, and it will be years before
he does so, but, so far, he has fulfilled all his
obligations. His brow has been a good deal
furrowed by the necessity of hard work and
careful calculation in order to do this, but all
signs of resignation have disappeared from it,
and have been succeeded by a general air of
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cheery earnestness. His wife is much plumper
than when she was Miss Burns ; sweet-breads,
lamb-chops, and all the delicacies of the res-
taurant are her own whenever she wants them,
without a preliminary reservation in the cor-
ner of an ice-box. Mrs. People makes her son
long visits, especially in the winter when there
is little to do at the farm, and although she
thinks John the most fortunate as well as the
most deserving of men, she is convinced that
no better fortune ever befell him than when
he escaped the clutches of that Stull girl.

There is one great change in the Vatoldi
establishment: Mr. Stull is never seen there.
He has put it behind him. The restaurant,
however, is as well managed and as popular
as it ever was.

“1 shall make it a rule,” said John People
to his wife, “to manage that place exactly as
if I expected, at from fifteen to twenty min-
utes past one, to see Mr, Stull walk in at the
door and clap his eyes on everything on the
premises, from a spot on a table-cloth to an
overdone steak.”

Thus over the fortunes of Vatoldi's hovers
the invisible but protecting influence of J.
Weatherby Stull.

The good fortune of John People not only
bore heavily upon that young man, but upon
his Uncle Enoch. Mr. Bullripple entirely ap-
proved of the purchase of Vatoldi’s, although
he fully appreciated the weight of the load
that it would lay not only on his nephew’s
shoulders, but his own. John had not been
able to save much money, and in order to
make the first cash payment it was necessary
that he should be generously helped. To this
end Enoch collected every cent that he could
possibly gather together, and put himself un-
der obligations to Mr. Stratford for the re-
mainder of the money needed. The old farmer
had no fear but that in the course of years
John would be able to pay back everything,
and would eventually die a rich man. If his
nephew had desired assistance in order to
enter into agricultural pursuits Mr. Bullrip-
ple would not have lifted a finger to aid him.
But he had great faith in the right kind of a
restaurant.

Miss Matilda had most truly succeeded in
her various plans, but while she was entirely
satisfied, she was not elated. She had expected
to succeed. She thoroughly understood her
father’s character, and although she knew that
it would be utterly impossible to dam or stop
the powerful current in which his nature flowed,
it was quite possible, were the impediment
wide enough, high enough, and solid enough,
to turn the stream in a new direction. She
could be such an impediment, and having
thrown herself across his current, suggesting
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at the same time a change of channel, she was
not at all surprised to see the change made.

In the course of the winter Mr. Crisman
and Miss Stull were married in a manner en-
tirely suited to the social position of the bride.
To these proceedings Mr. Stull gave a lofty
and dignified assent. The element of interest
in his approbation appeared to be but moder-
ate, and, entirely contrary to his previous rec-
ord, he interfered very little with the details
of this important family occasion, It is prob-
able, however, that no feeling, whether of
apathy ordisapprobation, could have prevented
him from taking his usual place as director
of affairs had he not known that that position
had been assumed by his daughter Matilda.

With capital furnished by his father-in-law,
Mzr. Crisman entered, as a junior partner, the
great mercantile firm of which he had been an
employee, and he looked upon himself as in
every way a most fortunate and successful man.
In his marriage relation he was indeed quite
fortunate. From the very beginning his wife
set herself to work to manage him, and in or-
der that she might do so without trouble to
herself or dissatisfaction to him, she also set
herself to work to make him happy. Having,
by diligent study, made herself thoroughly
acquainted with his character, she succeeded
admirably in both these regards.

When Mr. Crisman thought of that love
affair which antedated his engagement to Miss
Stull,— and during said engagement such a
thought did sometimes come to him,—he
found that the place in his sentiments which
once had been filled by this love was now oc-
cupied by a modified form of anger, which
was principally aimed at a want of respect for
his opinions, his position, and himself which
had been exhibited by all the persons with
whom that affair had connected him. But
these thoughts came less and less frequently —
like Mr., Stull, Crisman was 2 man who could
put things behind him.

When the powerful current of Mr. Stull's
action and interest had been turned from its
course by his daughter Matilda, aided by the
force of events, she had no idea of the new
channel in which it would flow. No one, in-
deed, except her father, could have had such
an idea, and even he, when he came to survey
and fully comprehend the nature and extent
of this fresh channel, was surprised at what he
deemed its importance and its grandeur.

Mr. Stull was a man whose pleasure in life
was to be found in lofty flight. Whether he
soared as a restaurant keeper, a social and
church pillar, or as a financial operator, he
wished to fly high and look down on his fel-
lows; and his strength of wing was powerful
and enduring, There were some flights he

877

could not take, and these he did not essay.
He would have liked to look down upon rail-
road kings, but he dwelt upon no Andes, nor
were his wings of condor size.

He had long had in mind a scheme which
pleased him much ; and for some years he had
thought that a great part of the fortune which
he intended to leave behind him should be
devoted to carrying out this scheme. But now
his purpose was changed. His speculations
and investments had been exceptionally suc-
cessful, and he was a very rich man much
sooner than he had expected to be. It was quite
possible for himself to do, in these vigorous
years of his natural life, what he had expected
to order that others should do after his death.
When this decision had been reached, it greatly
gratified the soul of Mr. Stull. This new ob-
ject of his life was far higher, far nobler, than
anything he had yet touched. It would give
him loftiness, it would give him power.

Mr. Stull determined to found, create, and
direct a Law Hospital, He had never studied
law, nor did he pretend to understand its prin-
ciples or practice; but, in the course of his
varied business life, he had become acquainted
with many phases of its effect upon society as
well as many phases of its relations to the or-
dinary and to the extraordinary man. Pon-
dering upon this subject, he had tome to the
conclusion that, in its general relation to man-
kind, law was to be looked upon in the same
light as medicine and surgery. If the latter
demanded hospitals for their perfect and com-
plete practice, so did the former. As the
means of amelioration or removal of those
evils against which the powers of medicine
and surgery are directed are open to all, so
Mr. Stull thought the amelioration or removal
of those evils against which the power of the
law is directed should be equally open to all.
Therefore he determined to found a Law Hos-
pital, where those persons who were unable
to pay for legal protection should receive it as
freely as the ailing poor receive medicine and
treatment in hospitals of the other kind.

When Mr. Stull undertook an important
enterprise, he brought his strong and practi-
cal intellect to bear upon its probable disad-
vantages as well as its advantages, and before
he spoke of this great scheme, he made him-
self quite ready to meet any objections that
might be urged against it. When persons
came to him and said that such an institution
would have a very bad effect upon the poor,
for it would encourage them to be quarrel-
some and go to law, Mr. Stull rose easily above
the objectors and replied : “There is no more
reason to suppose that than to suppose that
the ordinary hospital encourages sickness or
broken legs among the poor. It will be almost



878

impossible for a sham or unworthy case to get
into my institution. There will be a Board of
Examiners composed of high legal talent who
will investigate every application, and if there
are not good grounds for taking it into the
courts it will be rejected, but if, on the other
hand, it shall be found to be based on good
grounds, it will be carried through to the very
end, to the very end, sir; if it should be the
case of a brakeman against a millionaire, it
will be carried through; you may be sure of
that. And then, again, sir, it will prevent a
great deal of litigation. There are lawyers,
sir, who take up unjust cases for clients who
are unable to pay in hopes of sharing in un-
just advantages. My institution will greatly
assist in putting an end to such practices. The
fact that it never takes up an unjust case will
shine as an example, sir, and those who are
unjustly proceeded against will find in my Law
Hospital a strong ally in defense.”

Mr. Stull was a vigorous upholder of strict
justice. He was not generous, he was not for-
bearing, he had not a kindly spirit. His pres-
ent enterprise was intended as much to defeat
and humble the unjust rich as to assist the
oppressed poor. If he could have legally re-
venged himself upon Enoch Bullripplé he
would have done so gladly; and had he seen
another person oppressing the old farmerin a
perfectly legal way he would have had no dis-
position to interfere. Furthermore, what he
did for the advantage of mankind must carry
out some of his own practical ideas, and must
be of advantage to himself. These conditions
he fully expected the Law Hospital to fulfill.

In the first place, it would give him power
and position. By its aid he might be enabled
to take an occasional flight above the head
of even a railroad king. There wasno station
which would please and suit him so well as
that of the Founder and Director-in-Chief of
the great institution he intended to establish,
Then, again, he expected his Law Hospital
to become a source of profit, It would be
an admirable school of practice for young
lawyers who would pay fees for this advan-
tage, and who would not only be supervised
by the body of high legal talent who would
direct the operations of the institution, but
would receive from said body much valuable
assistance and instruction. The vast resources
of the Hospital would be open, not only to
the poor, but to those who would be able to
pay, and its strictly regulated charges and
prompt and vigorous methods would prove a
great inducement to persons who would hesi-
tate to place themselves in the power of unre-
stricted and irresponsible legal advisers.

The scope of this institution was a very wide
one. It would be a great Law School; the
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decisions of its Board of Examiners would
meet with such high regard that, in time, it
would come to be looked upon almost in the
light of a court of law; it offered to the poor
the legal redress of wrongs; and to all men it
would afford the opportunity of obtaining the
assistance of the law of the land in a system-
atic, economic, and perfectly practical and
business-like manner,

And it would enable this generation, and
in all probability many generations hereafter,
to read on a marble slab in the great entrance
hall the name of its Founder and first Di-
rector-in-Chief, J. Weatherby Stull.

XXXVI.

As THE winter months went on, the goddess
Hygeia did so truly touch with her wand the
fair Gabriella Armatt that this young person
bloomed out in full health and vigor; and
when the jonquils in the little yard in front of
Mrs. Justin’s town house forced their tender
blossoms into the uncertain air of spring, they
were greeted with no happier eyes than those
of Gay.

Our heroine was not one who had put
things behind her. In her life it had seemed
as if certain things had pushed her before
them, and, remaining stationary themselves,
had gradually faded from sight as she went
on. That first young love, which had grown
to be a true, conscientious, but anxious afiec-
tion, had not gone on with her. She had now
begun a new life, and it was a life without that
old affection.

If, in those melancholy days in the past
year when she seemed to be left alone in
the world, her soul had, half-unconsciously,
looked toward Horace Stratford with vague
feelings other than those of friend to friend
or scholar to master, those feelings existed
no more. Her new life had begun without
them. When Stratford looked upon her now
he saw not that certain something, that sympa-
thetic stamen which at times springs sudden-
ly from a woman’s heart, and which had made
her perfect in his eyes; she was his friend,
loyal and warm; she was his disciple, earnest
and trusting; but on her face that certain
something never appeared — for him.

Theeffectupon Arthur Thomeof his love for
Gay was somewhat surprising, even to him-
self. He had thought it would change him,
make a different man of him, but in fact it
produced in him but little change that was
radical. His tastes, his strict regard for the
proper, and his conscientious views of duty to
himself and society, still remained upon the
solid foundations on which they had always
stood, but into his nature had come a warm-
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hued liberality of feeling which was born of
his admiration for Gay’s nature.

Gay’s nature was a strong one and fully
ammated, and it would have had its influence
upon any man, but it could not put into a
man'’s nature what was not there. With Cris-
man she would have failed utterly, but in the
warm radiance of her influence the colors
came out in the nature of Arthur Thorne as
the bright spots and brilliant hues appear
upon the wings of a moth as he draws their
somber folds from his cocoon into the bright
light of day.

As to Gay’s aspirations and the life-work
to which she had looked forward, these two
young people, from having widely different
opinions, came to think alike. When Gay
started on her course of advanced study, she
had not definitely fixed her mind upon the
special path in life to which this study was to
lead her, but she had determined that she
would do something which should satisfy her
ambition and be of service to other people.
She had no notion that one whit of her work
in college and afterwards should be wasted.
She was to be something which should be
worthy of herself, of her instructors, and of
those heights of knowledge to which she hoped
to climb. Even when she became engaged to
Crisman her ideas did not change, although
by the counsel of Mrs. Justin, and, subse-
quently, by the influence rather than by the
direct advice of Stratford, she modified them.
She would put her intellect in perfect training
before she decided on what field she would
send it forth to do battle. Even the academic
degree to which she directed her course was
looked upon more as a guiding point than an
object; she might never claim it, but if she
made herself worthy of it her intellect would
be well trained.

When Gay’s purpose of study was made
known to Arthur Thorne during the days he
spent at Cherry Bridge, he was very much
opposed to it and talked a great deal to Mrs,
Justin about it, He believed that when any
one entered upon a course of earnest endeav-
or, it should have a fixed and definite object.
If the young lady intended to devote herself
to any branch of philosophy, science, or litera-
ture, she should concentrate her energies upon
those studies which would prepare her for her
future work. When he became engaged to
Gay this idea of the limitation and concen-
tration of her energies, even at her present
stage of progress, was still in his mind. But
when the two had talked over the matter they
came to think alike. Arthurstill believed that
earnest study should have its object, but he
soon understood that Gay had an object, and
his soul expanded itself to appreciate its beauty
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and value. He agreed with her that the con-
viction that one’s intellect has been well cul-
tivated is a sufficient reward for the labor of
the cultivation.

They would work together,— there could
be no doubt about that,— and if the time came
when they felt they were able to do something
for the world which in a degree would repay
the world for what it had done for them, then
they would do the thing which they believed
they best could do. If their young ambitions
led them truly, they would not only penetrate
to the head-waters of thought and knowledge,
but they would lend their services towards
clearing out their channels and digging down
into theirsources. But if ambitionled themnot
so far, they would stop when they could feel
content that they had fulfilled the duty they
owed their intellects, and had done their best
to qualify themselves to think and act and live.

There is no danger that they will flag in this
projected career. Theyare strong, earnest, and
enthusiastic; and in Stratford they will always
have a wise and steadfast friend and backer.
Their life-work and their life-love will go on
together,and the one will not be interfered with
by the other.

Gay and Arthur were married in the time
of early roses ; and then they went away and
wandered joyously; coming back when the
peaches were ripe and the juice of the grape-
clusters was beginning to turnred and purple.
Then it was that Mrs. Justin invited the young
couple to her house at Cherry Bridge, to which
Stratford still came over from the Bullripple
farm on most of the days of the week. These
holidays of Gay and Arthur could not last
much longer, for in the early autumn they must
go into the city and begin the life they had
marked out for themselves, which, for Arthur,
would not be a very easy one, for it was nec-
essary that his professional labors should keep
pace with every other kind of work or study.

They made good use, therefore, of this pleas-
ure-time, and Gay, knowing the country better
than her husband, generally acted as guide and
suggestor. She took him, at the close of a day,
through the sugar-maple grove to the little em-
inence where they could sit on the top rail of
the fence and see the sunset glories of the
western sky. They rowed upon the creek, and
it was astonishing what a memory Gay pos-
sessed for sunken trees, shallow places, and
sharp turnings. She guided Arthur into the
tributary stream overshadowed by the forest,
trees, and they stopped at the spot in the
heart of the woods where all seemed quiet and
motionless save the dragon-flies and the flecks
of sunlight on the surface of the pool and where
aspreadingandlow-hanging grape-vine formed
a water-arbor under which a little boat might
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lie. Now the air bore not the perfume of the
tender blossoms of the vine, but the wild grapes
hung dark, though not vyet ripe, from under
their broad leaves, and Gay could put up her
hand and touch them.

One morning the two weresitting together on
a rustic bench on the lawn. Gay held a book
in her lap, on the blank leaf of which she was
making a sketch, not from nature, but from
her imagination. Arthur, one arm on the back
of the seat, watched with ardent interest the
rapid growth of the drawing. They were in
the shade, but all the air was full of light. Gay
was very lovely that day. She wore a mom-
ing gown of pale blue, the front generously
draped with white soft-hanging lace which ran
away in graceful lines into the folds which lay
about her feet. The wide brim of her hat was
lined beneath with light blue silk, which threw
a subduing influence upon the golden tints
which always seemed ready to break out in
the masses of hair beneath it, and extended
its shade over the fair face, now slightly bent
towards the drawing. Upon the crown and
broad straw brim of this hat were clusters
of apple-blossoms, which lay as naturally as
if it had been spring-time and they had just
dropped there from some tree.

Mrs. Justin and Stratford were standing
upon the piazza looking at the young people
on the lawn, It was a charming picture and
well worthy their contemplation.

“ Now, sir,” said the lady, * there we see
the full fruition of your work. Are you satis-
fied with it ?”
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“I am,” he answered. ¢ It was good work.
And are you yet fully content?”

“Ves,” said Mrs. Justin, “I believe I am,
You know it was hard for me to be content,
but I am beginning to see that events, as you
controlled them, have resulted in great good.”

Stratford made no answer. If he had spoken
from the depths of his heart he must have said
that great good indeed had resulted from what
he had done; great good to Gay, great good
to Arthur, and even good to that first lover,
Crisman; good to every one, except himself.
For in the fight he had fought he had been
hurt—he had conquered, but he had been
hurt.

The essence of Mrs. Justin’s nature was loy-
alty, loyalty to past affection, loyalty to present
friendships, and it was the ardent earnestness
of this sentiment which threw into her friend-
ship a sensitive and perceptive sympathy.
Stratford said nothing; but she saw in his
face something of what he thought.

“My friend,” said she, laying her hand upon
his arm, “could you have loved that girl ? 7

“Yes,” said Stratford, “I could have loved
her.”

Mrs. Justin looked at him intently for a
moment, and then she said: ¢ Horace Strat-
ford, I believe that you, yourself, are the hun-
dredth man you have been looking for.”

An expression of surprise came into the face
of Stratford, and then he smiled, but the smile
did not last long. “If you think so,” he said,
“I accept your decision, and my search is
ended.”

END. A Frank K. Stockton.

QUEENSTOWN, IRELAND.

HIS ARGUMENT.
AD HOMINEM,

“TIUT if a fellow in the castle there
Keeps doing nothing for a thousand years,
And then has— Everything ! (That isn’t fair
But it's — what has to be. The milk-boy hears
The talk they have about it everywhere.)

“ Then, if the man there in the hut, you know,
With water you could swim in on the floor,

(And it's the ground. The place is pretty, though,
With gold flowers on the roof and half a door !)

Works — and can get no work and nothing more.

“ What I will do is —mnothing! Don't you see ?
Then I'll have everything, my whole life through.
But if I work, why I might always be
Living in huts with gold flowers on them too —
And half a door. And that won’t do for me.”

Sarak M. B. Pialt.



	C1887A-100thMan-Stockton
	F-100thMan01
	F-100thMan02
	F-100thMan03
	F-100thMan04
	F-100thMan05
	F-100thMan06

	C1887B-100th1
	C1887B-100th2
	C1887B-100th3
	C1887B-100th4
	C1887B-100th5
	C1887B-100th6



