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C H A P T E R I. 

T H A N K A B L I N D H O R S K F O R G O O D L U C E . 

L I F E looks beautiful from both extremities. Prospect and 
retrospect shine alike in a light so divine as to suggest that the 
first catches some radiance from the gates, not yet closed, by 
which the soul has entered, and that the last is illuminated from 
the opening realm into which it is soon to pass. 

Now that they are all gone, I wrap myself in dreams of them, 
and live over the old days with them. Even the feeblest mem-
ory, that cannot hold for a moment the events of to-day, keeps 
a firm grasp upon the things of youth, and rejoices in its treas-
ures. I t is a curious process—this of feeling one's way back 
to childhood, and clothing one's self again with the little frame 
—the buoyant, healthy, restless bundle of muscles and nerves 
and the old relations of careless infancy. The growing port 
of later years and the ampler vestments are laid aside; and one 
stands in his slender young manhood. Then backward still 
the fancy goes, making the frame smaller, and casting aside 
each year the changing garments that marked the eras of early 
growth, until, at last, one holds himself upon his own knee 
a ruddy-faced, wondering, questioning, uneasy youngster, in his 
first trousers and roundabout, and dandles and kisses the dear 
little fellow that he was ! 

They were all here then—father, mother, brothers and sis-
ters ; and the family life was at its fullest Now they are all 
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gone, and I am alone. All the present relations of my life ar« 
those which have originated since. I have wife and children, 
and troops of friends, yet still I am alone. No one of all the 
number can go back with me into these reminiscences of my 
earliest life, or give me sympathy in them. 

My father was a plain, ingenious, industrious craftsman, and 
a modest and thoroughly earnest Christian. I have always 
supposed that the neighbors held him in contempt or pity for 
his lack of shrewdness in business, although they knew that he 
was in all respects their superior in education and culture. 
H e was an omnivorous reader, and was so intelligent in matters 
of history and poetry that the village doctor, a man of literary 
tastes, found in him almost his only sympathetic companion. 
The misfortunes of our family brought them only too frequently 
together; and my first real thinking was excited by their con-
versations, to which I was always an eager listener. 

My father was an affectionate man. His life seemed bound 
up in that of my mother, yet he never gave a direct expression 
to his affection. I knew he could not live without her, yet I 
never saw him kiss her, or give her one caress. Indeed, I do 
not remember that he ever kissed me, or my sisters. We all 
grew up hungry, missing something, and he, poor man, was 
hungriest of a l l ; but his Puritan training held him through life 
in slavery to notions of propriety which forbade all impulses to 
expression. H e would have been ashamed to kiss his wife in 
the presence of his children ! 

I suppose it is this peculiarity of my father which makes me 
remember so vividly and so griiefully a little incident of my 
boyhood. I t was an early summer evening; and the yellow 
moon was at its full. I stood out in the middle of the lawn 
before the house alone, looking up to the golden-orbed won-
der, which—so high were the hills piled around our little 
valley—seemed very near to me. I felt rather than saw my 
father approaching me. There was no one looking, and he 
half knelt and put his arm around me. There was something 
in the clasp of that strong, warm arm that I have never forgot-

ten. It thiilled me through with the consciousness that I wa» 
most tenderly beloved. Then he told me what the moon was. 
and by the simplest illustrations tried to bring to my mind a 
comprehension of its magnitude and its relations to the earth. 
I only remember that I could not grasp the thought at all, and 
that it all ended in his taking me in his arms and carrying me 
to my bed. 

The seclusion in which we lived among the far New Hamp-
shire hills was like that in which a family of squirrels lives in 
the forest; and as, at ten years of age, I had never been ten 
miles from home, the stories that came to my ears of the great 
world that lay beyond my vision were like stories of fairy-land. 
Fifty years ago the echoes of the Revolution and the War of 
[812 had not died away, and soldiers who had served in both 
wars were plenty. My imagination had been many times excited 
by the stories that had been told at my father's fireside; and 
those awful people, " the British," were to me the embodiment 
of cruelty and terror. One evening, I remember, my father 
came in, and remarked that he had just heard the report of a 
cannon. The phrase was new, and sounded very large and 
significant to me, and I attributed it a t once to the approach 
of " the British." My father laughed, but I watched the con-
verging roads for the appearance of the red-coats for many 
days. The incident is of no value except to show how closely 
between those green hills my life had been bound, and how 
entirely my world was one of imagination. I was obliged to 
build the world that held alike my facts and my fancies. 

When I was about ten years old, I became conscious diat 
something was passing between my father and my mother of an 
unusual character. They held long conferences from which 
their children were excluded. Then a rich man of the neigh-
borhood rode into the yard, and tied his horse, and walked 
about the farm. From a long tour he returned and entered 
the stable, where he was joined by my father. Both came into 
the house together, and went all over it, even down to the cellar, 
where they held a long conversation. Then they were closet sd 



for an hour in the room which held my father's writing-desk. 
At last, my mother was called into the room. The children, 
myself among them, were huddled together in a comer of the 
large kitchen, filled with wonder at the strange proceedings; 
and when all came out, the stranger smiling and my father and 
mother looking very serious, my curiosity was at a painful height; 
and no sooner had the intruder vanished from the room— 
pocketing a long paper as he went—than I demanded an 
explanation. 

My sisters were older than I, and to them the explanation was 
addressed. My father simply said at first: " I have sold the 
place." Tears sprang into all our eyes, as if a great calamity 
had befallen us. Were we to be wanderers? Were we to 
have no home ? Where were we to go ? 

Then my father, who was as simple as a child, undertook the 
justification of himself to his children. H e did not know why 
he had consented to live in such a place for a year. H e 
told the story of the fallacious promises and hopes that had 
induced him to buy the farm at first; of his long social depri-
vations j of his hard and often unsuccessful efforts to make the 
year's income meet the year's constantly increasing expenses ; 
and then he dwelt particularly on the fact that his duty to his 
children compelled him to seek a home where they could secure 
a better education, and have a chance, at least, to make their 
way in the world. I saw then, just as clearly as I see to-day, 
that the motives of removal all lay in the last consideration. 
H e saw possibilities in his children which demanded other cir-
cumstances and surroundings. H e knew that in his secluded 
home among the mountains they could not have a fair chance 
at life, and he would not be responsible for holding them to 
associations that had been simply starvation and torment to 
him. 

The first shock over, I turned to the future with the most 
charming anticipations. My life was to be led out beyond the 
hills into an unknown world ! I learned the road by which we 
were to go j and beyond the woods in which it terminated to 

my vision my imagination pushed through splendid towns, 
across sweeping rivers, over vast plains and meadows, on and 
on to the wide sea. There were castles, there were ships, 
there were chariots and horses, there was a noble mansion 
swept and garnished, waiting to receive us all, and, more than 
all, there was a life of great deeds which should make my fathei 
proud of his boy, and in which I remember that " the British' ' 
were to be very severely handled. 

The actual removal hardly justified the picture. There were 
two overloaded three-horse teams, and a high, old-fashioned 
wagon, drawn by a single horse, in which were bestowed the fam 
ily, the family satchels, and the machinery of an eight-day clock 
— a pet of my father, who had had it all in pieces for repairs every 
year since I was born. I did not burden the wagon with my pres-
ence, but found a seat, when I was not running by the way-
side, with the driver of one of the teams. H e had attracted 
me to his company by various sly nods and winks, and by a 
funny way of talking to his horses. H e was an old teamster, 
and knew not only every inch of the road that led to the dis-
tant market-town to which we were going, but every landlord, 
groom, and bar-keeper on the way. A man of such vast geo-
graphical knowledge, and such extensive and interesting 
acquaintance with men, became to me a most important per 
sonage. When he had amused himself long enough with stories 
told to excite my imagination, he turned to me sharply and 
sa id: 

" Boy, do you ever tell lies ? " 
" Yes, sir," I answered, without hesitation. 
" You do ? Then why didn't you lie when I asked you thi 

question ? " 
" Because I never lie except to please people," I replied. 
" O h ! you are one of the story-tellers, are y o u ? " he said, 

in a tone of severity. 
" Yes, sir." 
" Well, then, you ought to be flogged. If I had a story, 

telling boy I would flog it out of him. Truth, boy—alway« 
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stand by t h ; t ru th ! I t was only this time last year that I wat 
carrying a load of goods down the mountain for a family the 
same as yours, and there was a little boy who went with me 
the same as you are going now. I was sure I smelt tobacco. 
Said I , ' I smell tobacco.' H e grew red in the face, and I 
charged him with having some in his p o c k e t H e declared he 
had none, and I said, * We shall see what will come to liars.' 
I pitied him, for I knew something terrible would happen. A 
strap broke, and the horses started on a run, and off went the 
boy. I stopped them as soon as I could, ran back and picked 
him up insensible, with as handsome a plug of tobacco in his 
pocket as you ever saw; and the rascal had stolen it from his 
grandmother ! Always speak the truth, my boy, always speak 
the t r u t h ! " 

" A n d did you steal the tobacco from him ? " I asked. 
" No, lad, I took it and used it, because I knew it would 

hurt him, and I couldn't bear the thought of exposing him to 
hi? grandmother." 

" Do you think lying is worse than stealing ? " I asked. 
" That is something we can't settle. Tobacco is very pre 

serving and cleansing to the teeth, and I am obliged to use it. 
Do you see that little building we are coming to ? That is 
Snow's store : and now, if you are a boy that has any heart— 
any real heart—and if you have saved up a few pennies, you 
will go in there and get a stick of candy for yourself and a plug 
of tobacco for me. That would be the' square thing for a bov 
to do who stands by the truth, and wants to do a good turn to 
a man that helps him a l o n g ; " and he looked me in the eye so 
steadily and persuasively that resistance was impossible, and 
my poor little purse went back into my pocket painfully empty 
of that which had seemed like wealth. 

We rode along quietly after this until my companion asked 
me if I knew how tall I was. Of course I did not know any 
thing about it, and wished to learn the reason of the question. 
H e had a little boy of his own at home—a very smart little 
fellow—who could exactly reach the check-rein of his leading 
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horse. H e had been wondering if I could do the same. H e 
should think we were about the same height, and as it would be 
a tiptoe stretch, the performance would be a matter of spring 
and skill. At that moment it happened that we came to a 
watering-trough, which gave me the opportunity to satisfy his 
curiosity; and he sat smiling appreciatively upon my frantic and 
at last successful efforts to release the leader's head, and lift it 
«gain to its check. 

We came to a steep acclivity, and, under the stimulating 
influence of the teamster's flattery, I carried a stone as large 
as my head from the bottom to the top, to stay the wheels when 
the horses paused for breath. 

I recall the lazy rascal's practice upon my boyish credulity 
and vanity more for my interest in my own childishness than 
for any interest I still have in h i m ; though I cannot think that 
the jolly old joker was long ago dust, without a sigh. H e was 
a great man to me then, and he stirred me with appeals to my 
ambition as few have stirred me since. And " standing by the 
truth," as he so feelingly adjured me to stand, I may confess 
that his appeals were not the basest to which my life has re-
sponded. 

The forenoon was long, hot and wearisome, but at its close 
we emerged upon a beautiful valley, and saw before us a char-
acteristic New England village, with its white houses, large 
and little, and its -two homely wooden spires. I was walking 
as I came in sight of the village, and I stopped, touched with 
the poetry of the peacefid scene. Just then the noon-bell 
pealed forth from one of the little churches—the first church-
bell I had ever heard. I did not know what it was, and was 
obliged to inquire. I have stood under the belfry of Bruges 
since, and heard, amid the dull jargon of the decaying city, the 
chimes from its silver-sounding bells with far less of emotion 
than I experienced that day, as I drank my first draught of 
the wonderfid music. O sweet first time of everything good in 
fife! 

Thank heaven that, with an eternity of duration before us, 



there is also infinity of resources, with ever-varying suppl j 
and ministry, and ever-recurring first t imes ! 

M y father and the rest of the family had preceded us, and 
we found them waiting at the village tavern for our arrival. 
Dinner was ready, and I was qui te ready for it, though I was 
not so much absorbed that I cannot recall to-day the fat old 
woman with flying cap-strings who waited at the table. Indeed, 
were I an artist, I could reproduce the pictures on the walls 
of the low, long dining-room where we ate, so strongly did they 
impress themselves upon my memory. We made but a short 
stay, and then in our slow way pressed on. M y friend of the 
team had evidently found something more exhilarating at the 
tavern than tobacco, and was confidential and affectionate, not 
only toward m e but toward all he met upon the road, of whom 
he told me long and marvelous histories. But he grew dull 
and even ill-tempered at last, and I had a quiet cry behind a 
projecting bedstead, for very weariness and homesickness. 

I was too weary when a t dusk we arrived at the end of our 
day's progress to note, or care, for anything. M y supper was 
quickly eaten, and I was at once in the oblivion of sleep. T h e 
next day's journey was unlike the first, in that it was crowded 
with life. T h e villages grew larger, so as qui te to excite my 
as tonishment I saw, indeed, the horses and the chariots. 
The re were signs of wealth that I had never seen before,— 
beautifully kept lawns, fine, stately mansions, and gayly-
dressed ladies, who humiliated m e by regarding m e with a sort 
of stately curiosi ty; and I realized as I had never done before 
that there were grades of life far above that to which I had 
been accustomed, and that my father was comparatively a poor, 
plain man . 

Toward the close of the second afternoon we came in sight 
of Bradford, which, somewhere within its limits, contained our 
future home. The re were a dozen stately spires, there were 
tall chimneys waving their plumes of pearly smoke, there were 
long rows of windows red in the rays of the declining sun, 
there was a river winding away in to the distance between i t i 
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borders of elm and willow, and there were white-winged craft 
that glided hither and thither in the far silence. 

" What do you think of that, boy ? " inquired my friend the 
teamster. 

" Isn ' t it p r e t t y ! " I responded. " Isn ' t it a grand place tol 
g r e i n ? " 

" T h a t depends upon whether one lives or starves," he said. 
" I f I were going to starve, I would rather do it where there 
Isn't anything to e a t " 

" But we are not going to starve," I sa id " Fa ther never 
will let us starve." 

" No t if he can help it, b o y ; but your father is a l amb—a 
great, innocent lamb." 

" What do you mean by calling my father a lamb ? H e is as 
good a man as there is in Bradford, any way," I responded, 
somewhat indignantly. 

T h e m a n gave a new roll to the enormous quid in his mouth, 
a solace that had been purchased by my scanty pennies, and 
said, with a contemptuous smile, " O h ! he's t oo good. Some 
time when you think of it, suppose you look and see if he has 
ever cu t his eye-teeth." 

" You are making fun of my father, and I don ' t like i t . How 
should you like to have a man make fun of you to your little 
b o y ? " 

At this he gave a great laugh, and I knew at once that he 
had no little boy, and that he had been playing off a fiction 
upon m e throughout the whole journey. I t was my first en-
counter with a false and selfish world. T o find in my hero of 
the three horses and the large acquaintance only a vulgar ras-
cal who could practice upon the credulity of a little boy was 
ene of the keenest disappointments I had ever experienced. 

" If I could hurt you, I would strike you," I said in a rage. 
" Well, boy," he replied almost affectionately, and qui te ad-

miringly, " you will make your way, if you have that sort ol 
thing in you. I wouldn't have believed i t U p o n my word, I 
wouldn't have believed i t I take it all back. Your father is a 



first-rate man for heaven, if he isn't for Bradford; and he'» 
sure to go there when he moves next, and I should like to be 
the one to move him, but I 'm afraid they wouldn't let me in to 
unload the goods." 

There was an awful humor in this strange speech which I full} 
comprehended, but my reverence for even the name of heaven 
was so profound that I did not dare to laugh. I simply said : 
« I don't like to hear you talk so, and I wish you wouldn ' t" 

"Well , then, I won't, my lad. They say the lame and the 
lazy are always provided for, and I don't know why the lambs 
are not just as deserving. You'll all get through, I suppose ; 
and a hundred years hence there will be no difference." 

" Who provides for the lame and the lazy ? " I inquired. 
"Well , now you have me tight," said the fellow with a sigh. 

" Somebody up there, I s'pose ; " and he pointed his whip up-
ward with a litde toss. 

" Don' t you know ? " I inquired, with ingenuous and undis-
guised wonder. 

" Not a bit of i t I never saw him. I 've been lazy all my 
life, and I was lame once for a year, falling from this very 
wagon, and a mighty rough time I had of it, too ; and so far 
as I am concerned it has been a business of looking out for 
number one. Nobody ever let down a silver spoon full of 
honey to m e ; and what is more, I don' t expect it. If you 
have that sort of thing in your head, the best way is to keep i t 
You'll be happier, I reckon, in the long run if you d o ; but I 
didn't get it in early, and it is too late now." 

" T h e n your father was a goat, wasn't h e ? " I said, with a 
quick impulse. 

" Yes," he replied with a loud laugh. " Yes indeed ; he wai 
A goat with the biggest and wickedest pair of horns you ever 
saw. Boy, remember what I tell you. Goodness in this world 
is a thing of fathers and mothers. I haven't any children, and 
I shouldn't have any right to them if I had. People who bring 
children into the world that they are not fit to take care of, and 
who teach them nothing but drinking and fighting and swearing, 

ought to be shot If I had had your start, I snould be all right 
to-day." 

So I had another lesson,—two lessons, indeed,—one in the 
practical infidelity of the world, and one in social and family 
influence. They haunted me for many days, and brought to ma 
a deeper and a more intelligent respect for my father and b's 
¡goodness and wisdom than I had ever entertained. 

" I wish I were well down that hill," said my teamster at last, 
after we had jolted along for half a mile without a word. As 
he said this he looked uneasily around upon his load, which, 
with the long transportation, had become loose. H e stopped 
his horses, and gave another turn to the pole with which he 
had strained the rope that, passing lengthwise and crosswise the 
load, held it together. Then he started on again. I watched 
him closely, for I saw real apprehension on his face. His 
horses were tired, and one of them was blind. The latter fact 
gave me no apprehension, as the driver had taken much pains 
to impress upon me the fact that the best horses were always 
blind. H e only regretted that he could not secure them for 
his whole team, principally on account of the fact that not hav-
ing any idea how far they had traveled, they never knew when 
to be tired. The reason seemed sound, and I had accepted it 
in good faith. 

When we reached the brow of the hill that descended into 
the town, I saw that he had some reason for his apprehension, 
and I should have alighted and taken to my feet if I had not 
been as tired as the horses. But I had faith in the driver, and 
faith in the poor brutes he drove, and so remained on my sea t 
Midway the hill, the blind horse stepped upon a rolling stone j 
and all I remember of the scene which immediately followed 
was a confused and violent struggle. The horse fell prone 
Upon the road, and while he was trying in vain to rise, I was 
conscious that my companion had leaped off. Then something 
struck me from behind, and I felt myself propelled wildly and 
resistlessly through the air, down among the struggling horses, 
after which I knew no more. 



When consciousness came back to me it was night, and 1 
was in a strange house. A person who wakes out of healthy 
sleep recognizes at once his surroundings, and by a process in 
which volition has no part reunites the thread of his life with 
that which was dropped when sleep fell upon him. The un-
consciousness which follows concussion is of a different sort, 
and obliterates for a time the memory of a whole life. 

I woke upon a little cot on the floor. Though it was sum-
mer, a small fire had been kindled on the hearth, my father was 
chafing my hands, my brothers and sisters were looking on at 
a distance with apprehension and distress upon their faces, and 
»he room was piled with furniture in great confusion. The 
«^hole journey was gone from my memory; and feeling that I 
»ould not lift my head or speak, I could only gasp and shut my 
«.yes and wonder. I knew my father's face, and knew the 
family faces around me, but I had no idea where we were, or 
what had happened. Something warm and stinging came to 
wiy lips, and I swallowed it with a gulp and a strangle. Then 
I became conscious of a voice that was strange to me. I t was 
deep and musical and strong, yet there was a restraint and a 
conscious modulation in its tone, as if it were trying to do that 
to which it was not well used. I ts possessor was evidently 
talking to my mother, who, I knew, was weeping. 

" Ah ! madam ! Ah ! madam ! This will never do—never 
do ! " I heard him say. " You are tired. Bless m e ! You 
have come eighty miles. I t would have killed Mrs. Bradford. 
All you want is r e s t I am not a chicken, and such a ride in 
such a wagon as yours would have finished me up, I 'm sure." 

" Ah, my poor boy, Mr. Bradford!" my mother moaned. 
" T h e boy will be all right by to-morrow morning," he re-

plied. " H e is opening his eyes now. You can't kill such a 
Sttle piece of stuff as t h a t H e hasn't a broken bone in his 
iody. Let him have the brandy there, and keep his feet warm. 
Those little chaps are never good for anything until they have 
had the daylight knocked out of them half-a-dozen times. I 
wonder what has became of that rascal, Dennis 1" 

At this he rose and walked to the window, and peered out 
into the darkness. I saw that he was a tall, plainly dressed 
man, with a heavy cane in his hand. One thing was cer ta in: 
he was a type of man I had never seen before. Perfectly self-
possessed, entirely at home, superintending all the affairs of the 
house, commanding, advising, reassuring, inspiring, he was 
evidently there to do good. In my speechless helplessness, my 
own heart went out to him in perfect t rust I had the fullest 
faith in what he said about myself and my recovery, though at 
the moment I had no idea what I was to recover from, or 
rather, what had been the cause of my prostration. 

" T h e r e the vagabond comes at l a s t ! " said the stranger. 
H e threw open the door, and Dennis, a smiling, good-natured 
looking Irishman, walked in with a hamper of most appetizing 
drinks and viands. An empty table was ready to receive them, 
and hot coffee, milk, bread, and various cold meats were placed 
one after another upon i t 

" Set some chairs, Dennis, and be quick about it," said Mr. 
Bradford. 

The chairs were set, and then Mr. Bradford stooped and 
offered my mother his arm, in as grand a manner as if he were 
proffering a courtesy to the Queen of England. She rose and 
took it, and he led her to the table. My father was very much 
touched, and I saw him look at the stranger with quivering lips. 
This was a gentleman—a kind of man he had read about in 
books, but not the kind of man he had ever been brought much 
in contact with. This tender and stately attention to my mother 
was an honor which was very grateful to him. I t was a touch 
of ideal life, too,—above the vulgar, graceless habits of those 
among whom his life had been cas t Puritan though he was, 
and plain and undemonstrative in his ways, he saw the beauty 
of this new manner with a thrill that brought a crimson tint to 
his hollow cheeks. Both he and my mother tried to express their 
thanks, but Mr. Bradford declared that he was the lucky man 
in the whole matter. I t was so fortunate that he had happened 
to be near when the accident occurred ; and though the service 



he had rendered was a very small one, it had been a genuina 
pleasure to him to render i t Then, seeing that no one touched 
the food, he turned with a quick instinct to Dennis, and said • 
" B y the way, Dennis, let me see you at the door a m o m e n t " 

Dennis followed him out, and then my father bowed his head, 
and thanked the Good Giver for the provision made for his 
family, for the safety of his boy, and for the prosperous journey, 
and ended by asking a blessing upon the meal. 

When, after a considerable interval, Mr. Bradford and his 
servant reappeared, it was only on the part of the former to say 
that Dennis would remain to assist in putting the beds into such 
shape that the family could have a comfortable n ighfs rest, and 
to promise to look in late in the morning. H e shook hands in 
a hearty way with my father and mother, said " good-night" to 
the children, and then came and looked at me. H e smiled a 
kind, good-humored smile, and shaking his long finger at me, 
said: " K e e p quiet, my little m a n : you'll be all right in the 
morning." Then he went away, and after the closing of the 
door I heard his brisk, strong tread away into the darkness. 

I have often wondered whether such men as Mr. Bradford 
realize how strong an impression they make upon the minds of 
children. H e undoubtedly realized that he. had to deal with a 
frmily of children, beginning with my father and mother—as 
truly children as any of us ; but it is impossible that he could 
know what an uplift he gave to the life to which he had minis-
tered. The sentiment which he inspired in me was as truly 
that of worship as any of which I was capable. T h e grand 
man, with his stalwart frame, his apparent control of unlimited 
means, his self-possession, his commanding manner, his kindness 
and courtesy, lifted him in my imagination almost to the dig-
nity of a God. I wondered if I could ever become such a man 
as he ! I learned in after years that even he had his weaknesses, 
but I never ceased to entertain for him the most profound respect 
indeed, I had good and special reason for this, beyond what at 
present appears. 

After he departed I watched Dennis. If Mr. Bradford waj 

my first gentleman, Dennis was my first Irishman. Oh, sweet 
first time ! let me exclaim again. I have never seen an Irish 
man since who so excited my admiration and interest 

" Me leddy," said Dennis, imitating as well as he could th«-
grand manner of his master, " i f ye'll tek an Irish fry's advice, 
ye'll contint yoursilf with a shake-down for the night, and set 
up the frames in the mamin'. I 'm thinkin' the Squire will lit 
me give ye a lift thin, an it's slape ye're wantin' now." 

H e saw the broad grin coming upon the faces of the children 
as he proceeded, and joined in their unrestrained giggle when 
he finished. 

" A h ! there's nothing like a fine Irish lad for makin' l i t t le 
gun-Ms happy. It 's better nor whisky any day." 

My poor father and mother were much distressed, fearing 
ihat the proprieties had been trampled on by the laughing 
children, and apologized to Dennis for their rudeness. 

" Och ! niver mind 'em. An Irish b'y is a funny bird any 
way, and they're not used to his chirrup y e t " 

In the meantime he had lighted half a dozen candles for as 
many rooms, and was making quick work with the bedding. 
At length, with the help of my mother, he had arranged beds 
enough to accommodate the family for the night, and with many 
professions of good-will, and with much detail of experience 
concerning moving in his own country, he was about to bid us 
all "good-night," when he paused at the door and sa id : 
" Thank a blind horse for good luck! " 

" What do you mean, Dennis ? " inquired my lather. 
" Is it what I mane ? ye ask me. Wasn't it a blind horse 

that fell on the hill, and threw the lad aff jist where the Squire 
was standin,' and didn't he get him in his arms 'the furr'st one, 
and wasn't that the beginnin* of it all? Thank a blind horse 
for good luck, I till ye. The Squire can no more drap you 
now than he can drap his blissid ould hearr't, though it's likely 
I'll have to do the most of it mesi l t" 

My mother assured Dennis that she was sorry to give him 
the slightest trouble. 



'•* Never mind me, me leddy. Let an Irish b'y alone foi 
bein' tinder of himsilf Do I look as if I had too much worr'k 
and my bafe comin' to me in thin s l i ces?" And he spread 
out his brawny hands for inspection. 

T h e children giggled, and he went out with a " good-night." 
Then he reopened the door, and putting only his head in, said, 
"Remimber what I till ye. A blind horse for good l u c k ; " 
and, nodding his head a dozen times, he shut the door again 
and disappeared for the night 

When I woke the next morning, it all came back to me— 
the long ride, the fearful experience upon the hill, and the 
observations of the previous evening. We were indebted to 
the thoughtful courtesy of Mr. Bradford for our breakfast, and, 
after Dennis had been busy during half the morning in assisting to 
put the house in order, I saw my gentleman again. The only 
inconvenience from which I suffered was a sense of being 
bruised all over ; and when he came in I greeted him with such 
a smile of hearty delight that he took my cheeks in his hands 
and kissed me. How many thousand times I had longed for 
such an expression of affection from my father, and longed in 
vain ! I t healed me and made me happy. Then I had an 
opportunity to study him more closely. H e was fresh from 
his toilet, and wore the cleanest linen. His neck was envel-
oped and his chin propped by the old-fashioned " s t o c k " ol 
those days, his waistcoat was white, and his dark gray coat and 
trousers had evidently passed under Dennis's brush in the 
early morning. A heavy gold chain with a massive seal de-
pended from his watch-pocket, and he carried in his hand what 
seemed to be his constant companion, his heavy cane. At 
this distance of tune I find it difficult to describe his face, be-
cause it impressed me as a whole, and not by its separate feat-
ures. His eyes were dark, pleasant, and piercing—so much 
I r emember ; but the rest of his face I cannot describe. J 
trusted it wholly; but, as I recall the man, I hear more than I 
see. Impressive as was his presence, his wonderful voice was 
his finest interpreter to me. I lingered upon his tones and 

cadences as I have often listened to the voice of a distant water-
fall, lifted and lowered by the wind. I can hear it to-day as 
plainly as I heard it then. 

During the visit of that morning he learned the situation of 
die family, and comprehended with genuine pain the helpless-
ness of my father. That he was interested in my father I could 
see very plainly. His talk was not in the manner of working-
men, and the conversation was discursive enough to display his 
intelligence. T h e gentleman was evidently puzzled. Here 
was a plain man who had seen no society, who had lived for 
years among the woods and hills ; yet the man of culture could 
start no subject without meeting an intelligent response. 

Mr. Bradford ascertained that my father had but little money, 
that he had come to Bradford with absolutely no provision but 
a house to move into, that he had no definite plan of business, 
and that his desire for a better future for his children was the 
motive that had induced him to migrate from his mountain 
home. 

After he had made a full confession of his circumstances, 
with the confiding simplicity of a boy, Mr. Bradford looked at him 
with a sort of mute wonder, and then rose and walked the room. 

" I confess I don't understand it, Mr. Bonnicastle," said he, 
stopping before him, and bringing down his cane. " You want 
your children to be educated better than you are, but you are 
a thousand times better than your circumstances. Men are 
happiest when they are in harmony with their circumstances. 
I venture to say that the men you left behind you were con-
tented enough. What is the use of throwing children out ol 
all pleasant relations with their condition ? I don't blame you 
for wanting to have your children educated, but I am sure that 
educating working people is a mistake. Work is their l i fe ; 
and they worked a great deal better and were a great deal hap-
pier when they knew less. Now isn't it so, Mr. Bonnicastle ? 
i n ' t it s o ? " 

Quite unwittingly Mr. Bradford had touched my father's 
sensitive point, and as there was something in the gentleman's 



manner that inspired the conversational faculties of all with 
whom he came in contact, my father's tongue was loosed, and 
it did not stop until the gentleman had no more to say. 

" Well, if we differ, we'll agree to differ," said he, a t l a s t ; 
" but now you want work, and I will spqak to some of my 
fiiends about you. Bonnicastle—Peter Bonnicastle, I t h ink?" 

My father nodded, and said—" a name I inherit from I do. 
not know how many great-grandfathers." 

" Your ancestor was not Peter Bonnicastle of Roxbury ? " 
" That is what they tell me." 
" Peter Bonnicastle of Roxbury ! " 
" Ay, Peter Bonnicastle of Roxbury." 
" By Jove, man ! D o you know you've got the bluest blood 

in your veins of any man in Bradford ?" 
I shall never forget the pleased and proud expression that 

came into the faces of my father and mother as these words 
were uttered. What blue blood was, and in what its excel-
lence consisted, 1 did not know; but it was something to be 
proud of—that was evident. 

" Peter Bonnicastle of Roxbury! Ah yes ! Ah yes! I under-
stand i t I f s all plain enough now. You are a gentleman 
without knowing it—a gentleman trying in a blind way to get 
back to a gentleman's conditions. Well, perhaps you will; I 
shall not wonder if you do." 

I t was my first observation of the reverence for blood that 1 
have since found to be nearly universal. The show of con-
tempt for it which many vulgar people make is always an affec-
tation, unless they are very vulgar indeed. My father, who, 
more than any man I ever knew, respected universal human-
ity, and ignored class distinctions, was as much delighted and 
elevated with the recognition of his claims to good family 
blood as if he had fallen heir to the old family wealth. 

" A n d what is this lad's n a m e ? " inquired Mr. Bradford, 
pointing over his shoulder toward me. 

" My name is Arthur Bonnicas'le," I replied, taking the 
voids out of my father s mouth. 

" And Arthur Bonnicastle has a pair of ears and a tongue,' 
responded Mr. Bradford, turning to me with an amused expres 
sion upon his face. 

I took the response as a reproof, and blushed painfully. 
" Tut, tut, there is no harm done, my lad," said he, rising 

and coming to a chair near me, and regarding me very kindly 
" You know you had neither last night," he added, feeling my 
hand and forehead to leam if there were any feverish reaction. 

I was half sitting, half lying on a lounge near the window, 
and he changed his seat from the chair to the lounge so that 
he sat over me, looking down into my face. " Now," said he, 
regarding me very tenderly, and speaking gently, in a tone 
that was wholly his own, " we will have a little talk all by our-
selves. What have you been thinking about ? Your mouth 
has been screwed up into ever-so-many interrogation points 
ever since your father and I began to talk." 

I laughed at the odd fancy, and told him I should like to 
ask him a few questions. 

" Of course you would. Boys are always full of questions. 
Ask as many as you please." 

" I should like to ask you if you own this town," I began. 
" Why ? " 
"Because," I answered, "you have the same name the town 

has." 
" No, my lad, I own very little of i t ; but my great-grand 

father owned all the land it stands on, and the town waa 
named for him, or rather he named it for himself" 

" Was his blood blue ? " I inquired. 
H e smiled and whistled in a comical way, and said he was 

tfraid that it wasn't quite so blue as it might have been. 
" Is y o u r s ? " 
"Well , that's a tough question," he responded. ' I fancy 

the family blood has been growing blue for several generation^ 
and perhaps there's a little indigo in me." 

" Do you eat anything in particular ? " I inquired. 
4 No, nothing in part icular: it isn't made in that way." 



" H o w is it made ? " I inquired. 
"Tha t ' s a tough question, too," he replied. 
" O h I if you can't answer it," I said, " d o n ' t trouble your 

self; but do you think Jesus Christ had blue blood ? " 
" W h y yes—yes indeed. Wasn't he the son of David— 

when he got back to him—and wasn't David a King ? " 
" Oh 1 thaf s what you mean by blue blood;—and that'* 

another thing," I said. 
" What do you mean by another thing, my boy ?" inquired 

Mr. Bradford. 
" I was thinking," I said, " t h a t my father was a carpenter, 

and so was h i s ; and so his blood was blue and mine too. And 
there are lots of other things that might have been true." 

" T e l l me all about them," said my interlocutor. " W h a t 
have you been thinking about ? " 

" O h ! " I said, " I 've been thinking that if my father had lived 
when his father lived, and if they had lived in the same country, 
perhaps they would have worked in the same shop and on the 
same houses ; and then perhaps Jesus Christ and I should have 
played together with the blocks and shavings. And then, 
when he grew up and became so wonderful, I should have grown 
up and perhaps been one of the apostles, and written part of 
the Bible, and preached and healed the sick, and been a martyr, 
and gone to heaven, and—and—I don't know how many other 
things." 

" Well, I rather think you would, by Jove," he said, rising 
to his feet, impulsively. 

" One thing more, please," I said, stretching my hands up to 
him. H e sat down again, and put his face close to mine. " 1 
want to tell you that I love you." 

His eyes filled with tears ; and he whispered : " Thank you, 
my dear boy : love me always. Thank you." 

Then he kissed me again and turned to my father. " I think 
you are entirely right in coming to Bradford," I heard liim say 
' ' I don't think I should like to see this little chap going back 
to the woods again, even if I could have my own way about i t " 

Foi some minutes he walked th.e room backward and forward, 
sometimes pausing and looking out of the window. My father 
saw that he was absorbed, and said nothing. At length he 
stopped suddenly before my father and sa id : " T h i s is the 
strangest affair I ever knew. H e r e you come out of the woods 
with this large family, without the slightest idea whr.t you are 
going to do—with no provision for the future whatever. How 
did you suppose you were going to get along ? " 

How well I remember the quiet, confident smile with which 
my father received his strong, blunt words, and the trembling 
tone in which he replied to them ! 

" Mr. Bradford," said he, " none of us takes care of himself. 
I am not a wise man in worldly things, and I am obliged to 
trust somebody; and I know of no one so wise as H e who 
knows all things, or so kind as H e who loves all men. I 
do the best I can, and I leave the rest to Him. H e has never 
failed me in the great straits of my life, and H e never will. I 
have already thanked Him for sending you to me yesterday; 
and I believe that by His direction you are to be, as you have 
already been, a great blessing to me. I shall seek for work, 
and with such strength as I have I shall do it, and do it well. 1 
shall have troubles and trials, but I know that none will come 
that I cannot transform, and that I am not expected to trans-
form, into a blessing. If I am not rich in money when the 
end comes, I shall be rich in something better than money." 

Mr. Bradford took my father's hand, and shaking it warmly, 
responded: "You are already rich in that which is better than 
money. A faith like yours is wealth inestimable. You are a 
thousand times richer than I am to-day. I beg your pardon, 
Mr. Bonnicastle, but this is really quite new to me. I have 
heard cant and snuffle, and I know the difference. If the Lcxd 
doesn't take care of such a man as you are, he doesn't stand 
by his friends, that's all." 

My father's reverence was offended by this familiar way of 
speaking a name which was ineffably sacred to him, and he 
made no reply. I could see, too, that he felt that the humility 



with which he had spoken was not fully appreciated by Mr. 
Bradford. 

Suddenly breaking the thread of the conversation, Mr. Brad 
ford sa id : " By the way, who is your landlord ? I ought to 
know who owns this little house, but I don't." 

" The landlord is not a landlord at all, I believe. T h e ownei 
§s a landlady, though I have never seen her—a Mrs. Sanderson 
—Ruth Sanderson." 

" Oh ! I know her well, and ought to have known that this is 
hei property," said Mr. Bradford. " I have nothing against the 
lady, though she is a little odd in her ways; but I am sorry 
you have a woman t o deal with, for, so far as I have observed, 

•* business woman is a screw by rule, and a woman without a 
business faculty and with business to do is a screw without 
rule." 

In • the midst of the laugh that followed Mr. Bradford's 
axiomatic statement he turned to the window, and exclaimed: 
" Well, I declare ! here she comes." 

I looked quickly and saw a curious turn-out approaching the 
house. I t was an old-fashioned chaise, set low between two 
high wheels, drawn by a heavy-limbed and heavy-gaited black 
norse, and driven by a white-haired, thin-faced old man. Be-
side the driver sat a little old woman ; and the first impression 
given me by the pair was that the vehicle was much too large 
for them, for it seemed to toss them up and catch them, and to 
knock them together by its constant motion. The black horse, 
who had a steady independent trot, that regarded neither stones 
nor ruts, made directly for our door, stopped when he found 
the place he wanted, and then gave a preliminary twitch at the 
reins and reached down his head for a nibble at the grass. 
The man sat still, looking straight before him, and left the little 
old woman to alight without assistance; and she did alight in 
a way which showed that she had little need of it. She was 
dressed entirely in black, with the exception of the white 
widow's cap drawn tightly around a little face set far back 
in a deep bonnet She had a auick, wiry, nervous way in 

walking, and coming up the path that led through a littls gar-
den lying between the house and the street, she cast furtive 
glances left and right, as if gathering the condition of her prop, 
erty. Then followed a sharp rap at the door. 

The absorbed and embarrassed condition of my father an<? 
mother was evident in the fact that neither started to open the 
door ; but Dennis, coming quickly in from an adjoining room 
where he was busy, opened it, and Mr. Bradford went forward 
to meet her in the narrow hall. H e shook her hand in his 
own cordial and stately way, and said jocular ly: " Well, 
Madame, you see we have taken possession of your snug little 
house." 

H e r hps, which were compressed and thin as if she were 
suffering pain, parted in a faint smile, and her dark, searching 
eyes looked up to him in a kind of questioning wonder. There 
was nothing in her face that attracted me. I remember only 
that I felt moved to pity her, she seemed so small, and 
lonely, and careworn. H e r hands were the tiniest I had ever 
seen, and were merely little bundles of bones in the shape of 
hands. 

" Let me present your tenants to you, Mrs. Sanderson, and 
commend them to your good opinion," said Mr. Bradford. 

She stood quietly and bowed to my father and mother, who 
had risen to greet her. I was young, but quick in my instincts, 
and I saw at once that she regarded a tenant as an inferior, 
with whom it would not do to be on terms of social famili-
arity. 

" Do you find the house comfortable ? " she inquired, speak-
ing in a quick way and addressing my father. 

" Apparently so," he answered; and then he added : " we 
are hardly settled yet, but I think we shall get along very well 
in i t " 

" With your leave I will go over it, and see for myself" she 
said quietly. 

" Oh, certainly ! " responded my father. " My wife will go 
with you." 



" I f she will; but I want you, too." 
They went off together, and I heard them for some inmates 

talking around in the different parts of the house. 
" A n y more quest ions?" inquired Mr. Bradford with a 

•mile, looking over to where I sat on the lounge. 
"Yes , sir," I replied. " I have been wondering wl t the i 

that lady has a crack in the top of her head." 
"Wel l , I shouldn't wonder if she had a very, very small 

one," he repl ied; " and now what started that fancy? " 
"Because," I continued, " i f she is what you call a screw, I 

was wondering how they turned her." 
" Well, my boy, it is so very small indeed," said Mr. Brad-

ford, putting on a quizzical look, " that I 'm afraid they can't 
turn her at all." 

When the lady came back she seemed to be ready to go 
away at once ; but Mr. Bradford detained her with the story of 
the previous nighfs experiences, including the accident that 
had happened to me. She listened sharply, and then came 
over to where I was sitting, and asked me if I were badly hurt. 
I assured her I was not. Then she took one of my plump 
hands in her own little grasp, and looked at me in a strange, 
intense way without saying a word. 

Mr. Bradford interrupted her, with an eye to business, by 
saying: " Mr. Bonnicastle, your new tenant here, is a carpen-
ter ; and I venture to say that he is a good one. We must do 
what we can to introduce him to business." 

She turned with a quick motion on her heel, and bent her 
eyes on my father. " Bonnicastle ? " said she, with almost a 
fierce interrogation. 

" O h ! I supposed you knew his name, Mrs. Sanderson," 
said Mr. Bradford; and then he added, " but I presume youi 
agent did not tell you." 

She made no sign to show that she had heard a word that 
Mr. Bradford had said. 

" P e t e r Bonnicastle," said my father, breaking the silenci 
with the only words he could find. 

" Peter Bonnicastle! " she repeated almost mechanically, 
and continued standing as if dazed. 

She stood with her back toward me, and I could only guess 
at her expression, or the strangely curious interest of the scene, 
by its reflection in Mr. Bradford's face. H e sat uneasily in hia 
chair, and pressed the head of his cane against his chin, as if 
he were using a mechanical appliance to keep his mouth shut. 
H e knew the woman before him, and was determined to be 
wise. Subsequently I learned the reason of it all—of his 
silence at the time, of his reticence for months and even years 
afterward, and of what sometimes seemed to me and to my 
father like coolness and neglect. 

The silence was oppressive, and my father, remembering 
the importance which Mr. Bradford had attached to the fact, 
and moved by a newly awakened pride, said : " I am one of 
many Peters, they tell me, the first of whom settled in Roxbury 

" R o x b u r y ? " and she took one or two steps toward him, 
" You are sure ? " 

" Perfectly sure," responded my father. 
She made no explanation, but started for the door, dropping 

a little bow as she turned away. Mr. Bradford was on his feet 
in a moment, and, opening the door for her, accompanied her 
into the street. I watched them from the window. They 
paused just far enough from the driver of the chaise to be be-
yond his hearing, and conversed for several minutes. I could 
not doubt that Mr. Bradford was giving her his impression of 
us. Then he helped her into the chaise, and the little gray-
haired driver, gathering up his reins, and giving a great pull at 
the head of the black horse, which seemed fastened to a 
particularly strong tuft of grass, turned up the street and drove 
offi tossing and jolting in the way he came. 

There was a strong, serious, excited expression on Mr. 
Bradford's face as he came in. " M y friend," said he, taking 
my father's hand, " this is a curious affair. I cannot explain 
it to you, and the probabilities are that I shall have less to do 
with and for you than I supposed I might have. Be sure. 



however, that I shall always be interested in y our prosperity. 
and never hesitate to come to me if you are in serious trouble. 
And now let me ask you never to mention my name to Mrs. 
Sanderson, with pra i se ; never tell her if I render you a 
service. I know the lady, and I think it quite likely that you 
will hear from her in a few days. I n the mean time you will 
be busy in making your family comfortable in your new home." 
Then he spoke a cheerful word to my mother, and bade us all 
a good-morning, only looking kindly at me instead of bestow 
ing upon me the coveted and expected kiss. 

When he was gone, my father and mother looked at each 
other with a significant glance, and I waited to hear what they 
would say. If I have said little about my mother, it is because 
she had very little to say for herself. She was a weary, worn 
woman, who had parted with her vitality in the bearing and 
rearing of her children and in hard and constant care and work. 
Life had gone wrong with her. She had a profound respect for 
practical gifts, and her husband did not possess them. She 
had long since ceased to hope for anything good in life, and hei 
face had taken on a sad, dejected expression, which it never 
lost under any circumstances. T o my father's abounding hope-
fulness she always opposed her obstinate hopelessness. This 
was partly a matter of temperament, as well as a result of 
disappointment I learned early that she had very little faith 
in me, or rather in any natural gifts of mine that in the future 
might retrieve the fortunes of the family. I had too many of 
the characteristics of my father. 

I see the two now as they sat thinking and talking over the 
events and acquaintances of the evening and the morning as 
plainly as I saw them then—my father with his blue eyes all 
alight, and his cheeks touched with the flush of excitement, and 
my mother with her distrustful face, depreciating and question-
ing everything. She liked Mr. Bradford. Mr. Bradford was a 
gentleman ; but what had gentlemen to do with them ? I t was 
all very weU to talk about family, but what was family good for 
without money ? Mr. Bradford had his own affairs to attend to, 

and we should see precious little more of him ! As for Mrs. 
Sanderson, she did not like her at all. Poor people would get 
very little consideration from an old woman whose hand was 
too good to be given to a stranger who happened to be her 
tenant 

I have wondered often how my father maintained his courage 
and faith with such a drag upon them as my mother's morbid 
sadness imposed, but in truth they were proof against every de-
pressing influence. Out of every suggestion of possible good 
fortune he built castles that filled his imagination with almost a 
childish delight. H e believed that something good was soon 
to come out of it all, and he was really bright and warm in the 
smile of that Providence which had manifested itself to him in 
these new acquaintances. I pinned my faith to my father's 
sleeve, and believed as fully and as far as he did. There was 
a rare sympathy between us. T h e great sweet boy that he was 
and the little boy that I was, were one in a charming commu-
nion. Oh G o d ! that he should be gone and I here ! H e has 
been in heaven long enough to have won his freedom, and I am 
sure we shall kiss when we meet again ! 

Before the week closed, the gray-haired old servant of Mrs. 
Sanderson knocked at the door, and brought a little note. I t 
was from his mistress, and read thus, for I copy from the faded 
document itself:— 

" T H E MANSION, BRADFORD 

" M R . PETER BONNICASTLE : — 

" I should like to see you here next Monday morning, in regard to some 
repairs about The Mansion. Come early, and if your little boy Arthur is 
well enough you may bring him. 

" R U T H SANDERSON." 

The note was read aloud, and it conveyed to my mind in-
tiantaneously a fact which I did not mention, but which filled 
me with strange excitement and pleasure. I remembered that 
toy name was not once mentioned while Mrs. Sanderson was in 
»he bouse. She had learned it therefore from Mr. Bradford, 



while talking at the door. Mr. Bradford liked we, I knew, and 
he had spoken well of me to her. What would come of it all ? 
So, with the same visionary hopefulness that characterized my 
father, I plunged into a sea of dreams on which I floated ovei 
depths paved with treasure, and under skies bright with promise, 
until Monday morning dawned. When the early breakfast wa« 
finished, and my father with unusual fervor of feeling had com 
mended his family and himself to the keeping and the blessing 
of heaven, we started forth, he and I, hand in hand, with u 
cheerful anticipations as if we were going to a fsa»t 

C H A P T E R I I . 

; V i s n A N OGRJtSS A N D A G I A N T IN THKIR E N C H A N T E D 

C A S T L E . 

" T H E M A N S I O N " of Mrs. Sanderson was a long half-mile 
away from us, situated upon the hill that overlooked the little 
city. I t appeared grand in the distance, and commanded the 
most charming view of town, meadow and river imaginable. 
We passed Mr. Bradford's house on the way—a plain, rich, un 
pretending dwelling—and received from him a hearty good-
morning, with kind inquiries for my mother, as he stood in his 
open doorway, enjoying the fresh morning air. At the window 
sat a smiling little woman, and, by her side, looking out at m°, 
stood the prettiest little girl I had ever seen. H e r raven-black 
hair was freshly curled, and shone like her raven-black eyes ; 
and both helped to make the simple frock in which she was 
dressed seem marvelously white. I have pitied my poor little 
self many times in thinking how far removed from me in condi-
tion the petted child seemed that morning, and how unwoithy 
I felt, in my homely clothes, to touch her dainty hand, or even 
to speak to her. I was fascinated by the vision, but glad to 
get out of her s ight 

On arriving at The Mansion, my father and I walked to 
the great front-door. There were sleepine lions at the side 
and there was a rampant lion on the k n o c R r which my father 
was about to attack when the door swung noiselessly upon its 
hinges, and we were met upon the threshold by the mistress 
herself She looked smaller than ever, shorn of her street 
costume and her bonne t ; and her lips were so thin and her 
face seemed so full of pain that I wondered whether it were 
her head or her teeth that ached. 
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" T h e repairs that I wish to talk about are at the rear of the 
feouse," she said, blocking the way, and with a nod directing 
my father to that locality. There was no show of courtesy in 
ner words or manner. My father turned away, responding to 
her bidding, and still maintaining his hold upon my hand. 

" Arthur," said she, " come in here." 
I looked up questioningly into my father's face, and saw that 

it was clouded. H e relinquished my hand, and sa id : " Go 
with the lady." 

She took me into a little library, and, pointing m e to a chair, 
sa id: " Sit there until I come back. Don' t stir, or touch 
anything." 

I felt, when she left me, as if there were enough of force in 
her command to paralyze me for a thousand years. I hardly 
dared to breathe. Still my young eyes were active, and were 
quickly engaged in taking an inventory of the apartment, 
and of such rooms as I could look into through the open 
doors. I was conscious at once that I was looking upon 
nothing that was new. Everything was faded and dark and 
old, except those tilings that care could keep br ight The 
large brass andirons in the fireplace, and the silver candlesticks 
on the mantel-tree were as brilliant as when they were new. 
So perfect was the order of the apartment—so evidently had 
every article of furniture and every little ornament been ad-
justed to its place and its relations—that, after the first ten 
minutes of my observation, I could have detected any change 
as quickly as Mrs. Sanderson herself 

Through a considerable passage, with an open door at either 
end, I saw on t h e ^ a l l of the long dining-room a painted por-
trait of a lad, older than I and very handsome. I longed to 
go nearer to it, but the prohibition withheld me. In truth, I 
forgot all else about me in my curiosity concerning it—forgot 
eren where I was—yet I failed at last to carry away any im-
pression of it that my memory could recall at wilL 

I t may have been half an hour—it may have been an hour— 
that Mrs. Sanderson was out of the room, engaged with my 

father. It seemed a long time that I had been left when she 
returned. 

" Have you moved, or touched anything-? " she inquired. 
" N o , ma'am." 
" Are you tired ? " 
" Yes, ma'am." 
" What would you like to do ? " 
'' I should like to go nearer to the picture of the beautiful 

little boy in that room," I answered, pointing to i t 
She crossed the room at once and closed the door. T h e n she 

came back to m e and said with a voice that trembled : " You 
must not see that picture, and you must never ask me any-
thing about i t " 

" T h e n , " I said, " I should like to go out where my father 
is at work." 

" Your father is busy. H e is at work for me, and I do not 
wish to have him disturbed," she responded. 

" T h e n I should like a book," I said. 
She went to a little case of shelves on the opposite side of the 

room, and took down one book after another, and looked, not 
at the contents, but at the fly-leaf oi each, where the name of 
the owner is usually inscribed. At last she found one that 
apparently suited her, and came and sat down by me, holding 
it in her lap. She looked at me curiously, and then said: 
" What do you expect to make of yourself boy ? What do 
you expect to be ? " 

" A man," I answered. 
" D o you ? That is a great deal to expec t " 
" I s it harder to be a man than it is to be a woman ?17 I 

inquired. 
" Yes." 
" W h y ? " 

Because it is," she replied almost snappishly. 
" A woman isn't so large," I responded, as if that statement 

might contain a helpful suggestion. 
She smiled faintly, and then her face grew stern and s a d ; and 



she seemed to look at something far off At length she turned 
to me and said : "You are sure you will never be a drunkard ? n 

" Never," I replied. 
" Nor a gambler ? " 
« I don't know what a gambler is." 
" D o you think you could ever become a disobedient, n a 

grateful wretch, child ? " she continued. 
I do not know where my responding words or my impulse to 

utter them came from : probably from some romantic passage 
that I had read, coupled with the conversations I had recently 
heard in my h o m e ; but I rose upon my feet, and with real 
feeling, though with abundant mock-heroism in the seemmg, 1 
said : " Madame, I am a Bonnicastle !" 

She did not smile, as I do, recalling the incident, but she 
patted me on the head with the first show of affectionate re-
gard. She let her hand rest there while her eyes looked far 
off aga in ; and I knew she was thinking of things with which 
I could have no p a r t 

" D o you think you could love me, Ar thur?" she said, look-

ing me in the eyes. 
" I don't know," I replied, " b u t I think I could love any-

body who loved me." 
" T h a t ' s true, that's true," she said sadly; and then she 

added : " Would you like to live here with me ? " 
" I don't think I would," I answered frankly. 
" W h y ? " . 
"Because it is so still, and everything is so nice, and my 

father and mother would not be here, and I should have no-
body to play with," I replied. 

" B u t you would have a large room, and plenty to eat and 
good clothes to wear," she said, looking down upon my humble 
B a ^ G h o t i d I have this house when you get through with i t ? " , 
I inquired. . . a „ . 

" Then you would like it without me in it, would you 7 SM 
«ud, with a smile which she could not repress. 

" I should think it would be a very good house for a man to 
live in," I replied, evading her question. 

" But you would be alone." 
" Oh no ! " I said, " I should have a wife and children." 
" Humph 1" she exclaimed, giving her head a little toss and 

mine a little rap as she removed her hand, " y o u will be a 
man, I guess, fast enough ! " 

She sat a moment in silence, looking at me, and then she 
handed me the book she held, and went out of the room again 
to see my father at his work. I t was a book full of rude pic 
tares and uninteresting text, and its attractions had long been 
exhausted when she returned, flushed and nervous. I learned 
afterwards that she' had had a long argument with my father 
about the proper way of executing the job she had given him. 

My father had presumed upon his knowledge of his craft to 
suggest that her way of doing the work was not the right way ; 
and she had insisted that the work must be done in her way or 
not done at alL Those who worked for her were to obey her wilL 
She assumed all knowledge of everything relating to herself and 
her possessions, and permitted neither argument nor opposi-
tion ; and when my father convinced her reason that she had 
erred, she was only fixed thereby in her error. I knew that 
something had gone wrong, and I longed to see my father, but 
I did not dare to say anything about i t 

How the morning wore away I do not remember. She led 
me in a dreary ramble through the rooms of the large old 
house, and we had a good deal of idle talk that led to nothing. 
She chilled and repressed me. I felt that I was not myself,— 
that her will overshadowed me. She called nothing out of me 
that interested her. I remember thinking how different she 
was from Mr. Bradford, whose presence made me feel that I 
was in a large place, and stirred me to think and talk. 

At noon the dinner-bell rang, and she bade me go with her 
to the dining-room. I told her my father .had brought dinner 
for me, and I would like to eat with him. I longed to get 
oat of her presence, but she insisted that I must eat with her 



and there was no escape. As we entered the dining-room, 
I looked at once for my picture, but it was gone. In its 
place was a square area of unfaded wall, where it had hung 
for many years. I knew it had been removed because 1 
wished to see it and was curious in regard to i t T h e spot 
where it hung had a fascination for me, and many times my 
eyes went up to it, as if that which had so strangely vanished 

might as strangely reappear. 
« Keep your eyes at home," said my snappish little hostess, 

who had placed me, not at her side, but vis d. vis ; so afterward, 
when they were not glued to my plate, or were not watching 
the movements of the old man-servant whom I had previously 
seen driving his mistress's chaise, they were fixed on her. 

I could not but feel that «Jenks," as she called him, dis 
liked me. I was an intruder, and had no right to be at 
Madame's table. When he handed me anything at the lady's 
bidding, he bent down toward me, and uttered something 
between growling and muttering. I had no doubt then that 
he would have torn me limb from limb if he could. I found 
afterward that growling and muttering were the habit of his 
life I n the stable he growled and muttered at the horse. In 
the garden, he growled and muttered at the weeds. Blacking 
his mistresses shoes, he growled and muttered, and turned them 
over and over, as if he were determining whether to begin to 
eat them at the toe or the heel. If he sharpened the lady's 
carving-knife, he growled as if he were sharpening his own 
teeth. I suppose she had become used to it, and did not 
notice i t ; but he impressed me at first as a savage monster. 

I was conscious during the dinner, to which, notwithstand-
ing all the disturbing and depressing influences, I did full 
justice, that I was closely observed by my hostess; for she 
freely undertook to criticise my habits, and to lay down rules 
for my conduct at the table. After every remark, Jenks 
growled and muttered a hoarse response. 

Toward the close of the meal there was a long silence, 
w d I became very much absorbed in my thoughts and fancies 

My hostess observed that something new had entered my 
mind—for her apprehensions were very quick—and said 
abruptly: " Boy, what are you thinking about ? " 

I blushed and replied that I would rather not telL 
" Tell me at once," she commanded. 
I obeyed with great reluctance, but her expectant eye WSA 

zpon me, and there was no escape. 
" I was thinking," I said, " t h a t I was confined in an 

enchanted castle where a little ogress lived with a gray-headed 
giant One day she invited me to dinner, and she spoke very 
cross to me, and the gray-headed giant growled always when 
he came near me, as if he wanted to eat me ; but I couldn't 
-tir from my seat to get away from him. Then I heard 
m voice outside of the castle walls that sounded like my father's, 
only it was a great way ofii and it said: 

* Come, little boy, to me, 
On the back of a bumble-bee.' 

Then I tried to get out of my chair, but I couldn ' t So i 
clapped my hands three times, and sa id: 'Castle, castle, Bonni-
castle !' and the little ogress flew out of the window on a 
broomstick, and I jumped up and seized the carving-knife and 
slew the gray-headed giant, and pitched him down cellar 
with the fork. Then the doors flew open, and I went out to 
see my father, and he took me home in a gold chaise with a 
black horse as big as an e l ephan t" 

I could not tell whether amazement or amusement prevailed 
in the expression of the face of my little hostess, as I proceeded 
with the revelation of my fancies. I think her first impression 
was that I was insane, or that my recent fall had in some 
way injured my brain, or possibly that fever was coming on, 
for she said, with real concern in her voice : " Child, are you 
sure you are quite well ? " 

" V e r y well, I thank you, ma'am," I replied, after the 
formula in which I had been patiently instructed. 

Jenks growled and muttered, but as I looked into his face 



I was sure I caught the slightest twinkle in his little gray eyes 
At any rate, I lost all fear of him from that m o m e n t 
• " Jenks," said the lady, " take this boy to his father, and teD 
him I think he had better send him home. If it is necessary, 
you can go with him." 

As I rose from the table, I remembered the directions my 
mother had given me in the morning, and my tongue being 
relieved from its spell of silence, I went around to Mrs. 
Sanderson, and thanked her for her invitation, and formally 
gave her my hand, to take leave of her. I am sure the lady 
was surprised not only by the courtesy, but by the manner in 
which it was rendered ; for she detained my hand, and said, 
in a voice quite low and almost tender in its tone : " You do 
not think me a real ogress, do you ? " 

" Oh no ! " I replied, " I think you are a good woman, 
only you are not very much like my mother. You don't seem 
used to li tde boys : you never had any, perhaps ? " 

Jenks overheard me, pausing in his work of clearing the 
table, and growled. 

" Jenks, go out," said Mrs. Sanderson, and he retired to the 
kitchen, muttering as he w e n t 

As I uttered my question, I looked involuntarily at the vacant 
spot upon the wall, and although she said nothing as I turned 
back to her, I saw that her face was full of pain. 

" I beg your pardon," I said, in simplicity and earnestness 
My quick sense of what was passing in her mind evidently 
touched her, for she put her arm around me, and drew me close 
to her side. I had unconsciously uncovered an old fountain ol 
bitterness, and as she held me she said, "Would you like to 
kiss an old lady ? " 

I laughed, and said, " Yes, if she would like to kiss a boy." 
She strained me to her breas t I knew that my fresh, boyish 

lips were sweet to hers, and I knew afterwards that they were 
the first she had pressed for a quarter of a century. I t seemed 
a long time that sh« permitted her head to rest upon my shouL 
der, for it quite embarrassed me. She released me at length, 

for Jenks began to fumble at the door, to announce that h« 
was about to enter. Before he opened it, she said quickly: 
" I shall see you again; I am going to have a talk with your 
father." 

During the closing passages of our interview, my feelings to 
wards Mrs. Sanderson had undergone a most unexpected change. 
My heart was full of pity for her, and I was conscious that for 
some reason which I did not know she had a special regard for 
me. When a strong nature grows tender, it possesses the most 
fascinating influence in the world. When a powerful will bends 
to a child, and undertakes to win that which it cannot com-
mand, there are very few natures that can withstand i t I do 
not care to ask how much of art there may have been in Mrs. 
Sanderson's caresses, but she undoubtedly saw that there was 
nothing to be made of me without them. Whether she felt 
little or much, she was determined to win me to her will; and 
from that moment to this, I have felt her influence upon my 
life. She had a way of assuming superiority to everybody—of 
appearing to be wiser than everybody else, of finding everybody's 
weak point, and exposing it, that made her seem to be one 
whose word was always to be taken, and whose opinion was 
always to have precedence. I t was in this way, in my subsequent 
intercourse with her, that she exposed to me the weaknesses of 
my parents, and undermined my confidence in my friends, and 
showed me how my loves were misplaced, and almost absorbed 
me into herself. On the day of my visit to her, she studied me 
very thoroughly, and learned the secret of managing me. I 
think she harmed me, and that but for the corrective influences 
to which I was subsequently exposed, she would well-nigh 
have ruined me. I t is a curse to any child to have his whole 
personality absorbed by a foreign will,—to take love, law and 
life from one who renders all with design, in the accomplish-
ment of a purpose. She could "not destroy my love for my 
father and mother, but she made me half ashamed of them. 
She discovered in some way my admiration of Mr. Bradford, 
and managed in her own way to modify i t Thus it wa j 



with every acquaintance, until, at last, she made herself to nw 
the pivotal point on which the world around her turned. 

As I left her, Jenks took me by the hand, and led me out, 
with the low rumble in his throat and the mangled words be-
tween his teeth which were intended to indicate to Mrs. San-
derson that he did not approve of boys at all. As soon, how-
ever, as the door was placed between us and the lady, the 
rumble in his throat was changed to a chuckle. Jenks was not 
given to words, but he was helplessly and hopelessly under 
Mrs. Sanderson's thumb, and all his growling and muttering 
were a pretence. H e would not have dared to utter an opin-
ion in her presence, or express a wish. H e had comprehended 
my story of the ogress and the giant, and as it bore rather 
harder upon the ogress than it did upon the giant, he was in 
great good humor. 

H e squeezed my hand and shook me around in what he in-
tended to be an affectionate and approving way, and then gave 
me a large russet apple, which he drew from a closet in the 
carriage-house. Not until he had placed several walls between 
himself and his mistress did he venture to speak. 

"Wel l , you've said it, little fellow, that's a f a c t " 
"Said w h a t ? " I inquired. 
" You've called the old woman an ogress, h e ! h e ! he ! and 

tha f s just what she is, h e ! he ! he ! How did you dare to do 
such a thing ? " 

" She made me," I answered. " I did not wish to tell the 
story." 

" T h a t ' s what she always does," said Jenks. " b n e alwaj*s 
makes people do what they don't want to do. Don' t you ever 
tell her what I say, but the fact is I 'm going to leave. She'll 
wake up some morning and call Jenks, and Jenks won't come I 
Jenks won't be here ! Jenks will be far, far away ! " 

His last phrase was intended undoubtedly to act u p c r my 
Doyish imagination, and I asked him with some concern whither 
he would go. 

" I shall plough the sea," said Jenks. " Y o u will find nc 

Jenks here and no russet apple when you come again. I shall 
be on the billow. Now mind you don't tell her"—tossing a 
nod toward the house over his left shoulder—" for that would 
spoil it alL" 

I promised him that I would hold the matter a profound se-
cret, although I was conscious that I was not quite loyal to my 
new friend in keeping from her the intelligence that her servant 
was about to leave The Mansion for a career upon the ocean 

" H e r e ' s your boy," said Jenks, leading me at last to my 
father. " M r s . Sanderson thinks you had better send him 
home, and says I can go with him if he cannot find the wav 
alone." 7 

" I ' m very much obliged to Mrs. Sanderson," said my fathe-
with a flush on his face, " b u t I will take care of my boy my-
self H e will go home when I do." 

Jenks chuckled again. H e was deh'ghted with anything that 
crossed the will of his mistress. As he turned away, I said : 
"Good-by, Mr. Jenks, I hope you won't be very sea-sick." 

This was quite too much for the little old man. H e had 
made a small boy believe that he was going away, and that he 
was going to s e a ; and he returned to the house so much de-
lighted with himself that he chuckled all the way, and even 
kicked at a stray chicken that intercepted his progress. 

During the remainder of the day I amused myself with watch-
ing my father at his work. I was anxious to tell him of all that 
had happened in the house, but he bade me wait until his work 
was done. I had been accustomed to watch my father's face, 
and to detect upon it the expression of all his moods and feel-
ings ; and I knew that afternoon that he was passing through a 
great trial. Once during the afternoon Jenks came out of 
the house with another a p p l e ; and while he kept one eye 
on the windows he beckoned to me and I went to him. Plac-
ing the apple in my hand, he said: " Far, far away, on the 
billow! Good-by." Not expecting to meet him again, I was 
much inclined to sadness, but as he did not seem to be very 
much depressed, I spared my sympathy, and heartily bade him 



" g o o d lack." So the stupid old servant had had his practice 
upon the boy, and was happy in the lie that he had passed 
upon him. 

There are boys who seem to be a source of temptation to 
every man and woman who comes in contact with them. T h e 
temptation to impress them, or to excite them to free and 
characteristic expression, seems quite irresistible. Everybody 
tries to make them believe something, or to make them 
say something. I seemed to be one of them. Everybody 
tried either to make me talk and give expression to my 
fancies, or to make me believe things that they knew to be false. 
They practiced upon my credulity, my sympathy, and my im-
agination for amusement Even my parents smiled upon my 
lifforts at invention, until I found that they were more interested 
in my lies than in my truth. T h e consequence of it all was a 
disposition to represent every occurrence of my life in false 
colors. The simplest incident became an interesting advent-
ure ; the most common-place act, a heroic achievement With 
a conscience so tender that the smallest theft would have made 
me utterly wretched, I could lie by the hour without compunc 
tion. My father and mother had no idea of the injury they 
were doing me, and whenever they realized, as they sometimes 
did, that they could not depend upon my word, they were sadly 
puzzled. 

When my father finished his work for the day, and with my 
hand in his I set out for home, it may readily be imagined that 
I had a good deal to tell. I not only told of all that I had 
seen, but I represented as actual all that had been suggested. 
Such wonderful rooms and dismal passages and marvelous pic-
tures and services of silver and gold and expansive mirrors as 
I had seen ! Such viands as I had tasted—such fruit as I had 
eaten ! And my honest father received all the marvels witi 
hardly a question, and, after him, my mother and the children. 
I remember few of the particulars, except that the picture of 
the boy came and went upon the wall of the dining-room as if 
by magic, and that Mrs. Sanderson wished to have me live with 

her that I might become her heir. The last statement my 
father examined with some care. Indeed, I was obliged to tell 
exactly what was said on the subject, and he learned that, while 
the lady wished me to live with her, the matter of inheritance 
had not been suggested by anybody but myself, 



C H A P T E R I I I . 

i GO TO THE B I R D ' S N E S T T O L I V E , A N D T H E G I A N T P E R S I S T S 

IN HIS P L A N S FOR A S E A - V O Y A G E . 

MY father worked for Mrs. Sanderson during the week, but he 
came home every night with a graver face, and, on the closing 
evening of the week, it all came o u t I t was impossible for him 
to cover from my mother and his family for any length of time 
anything which gave him either satisfaction or sorrow. 

I remember how he walked the room that night, and swung 
his arms, and in an excitement that was full of indignation and 
self-pity declared that he could not work for Mrs. Sanderson 
another week. " I should become an absolute idiot if I were 
to work for her a month," I heard him say. 

And then my mother told him that she never expected any-
thing good from Mrs. Sanderson—that it had turned out very 
much as she anticipated—though for the life of her she could 
not imagine what difference it made to my father whether he 
did his work in one way or another, so long as it pleased Mrs. 
Sanderson, and he got his money for his labor. I did not at all 
realize what an effect this talk would have upon my father then, 
but now I wonder that with his sensitive spirit he did not upbraid 
my mother, or die. In her mind it was only another instance 
of my father's incompetency for business, to which incompe-
tency she attributed mainly the rigors of her lot. 

Mrs. Sanderson was no better pleased with my father than 
he was with her. If he had not left her at the end of his first 
week, she would have managed to dismiss him as soon as she 
had secured her will concerning myself. On Monday morning 
I was dispatched to T h e Mansion with a note from my father 

J ' : , j ^ n o , e ' p n t h e r i i p s ^ -

When we arrived, my father had gone o u t ; and after express 
mg her regret that she could not see him, she sat down by mv 
mother, and demonstrated her knowledge of human natme by 
mnmng her confidence entirely. She even commiserated her 
on the nnpracticable character of her husband, and then she 
eft with her the wages of his labor and the gifts she had 

t h r s h ' h a d y m 0 t h r d e C l a r e d ^ ^ ^ l a d f w e n t a ^ 
been in M r f T T " ^ ^ ^ a p p o i n t e d - she h a . 
been in Mrs. Sanderson ! She was just, she was generous, sht 

S T E S * * SWeCt and kl'nd ̂  A11 « -V 
faAer heard when he arrived, and to it all he made no reply 
H e was too kind to carry anger, and too poor to spurn af reefy 
offered g * . that brought comfort to those whom he loved 

Mrs. Sanderson was a woman of business, and at night she 
came again. I knew my father dreaded meeting her! as he 
^ways d.eaded meeting with a strong and unreasonable w i d 
™d of " W 7 a V ° l d m g S U C h a w i 1 1 W h e n e v e r " ^ s possible, 
*nd of sacrificing everything unimportant to save a Collision 
with , t There was an insult to his manhood in the mere exist-
ence and exercise of such a will, while actual subjection to it 



was the extreme ci torture. But sometimes the exercise ol 
such a will drove him into a co rne r ; and when it did, the 
shrinking, peaceable man became a lion. H e had seen how 
easily my mother had been conquered, and, although Mrs. 
Sanderson's gifts were in his house, he determined that what-
ever might be her business, she should be dealt with frankly 
and firmly. 

I was watching at the window when the little lady alighted 
at the gate. As she walked up the passage from the street, 
Jenks exchanged some signals with me. H e pointed to the 
east and then toward the sea, with gestures, which meant that 
long before the dawning of the morrow's sun Mrs. Sanderson's 
Rged servant would cease to be a resident of Bradford, and would 
be tossing " o n the billow." I did not have much opportunity 
to carry on this kind of commerce with Jenks, for Mrs. Sander-
son's conversation had special reference to myself. 

I think my father was a good deal surprised to find the lady 
agreeable and gracious. She alluded to his note as something 
which had disappointed her, but, as she presumed to know her 
own business and to do it in her own way, she supposed that 
other people knew their own business also, and she was quite 
willing to accord to them such privileges as she claimed 
for herself She was glad there was work enough to be done 
in Bradford, and she did not doubt that my father would get 
employment. Indeed, as he was a stranger, she would take the 
liberty of commending him to her friends as a good workman. 
I t did not follow, she said, that because he could not get along 
with her he could not get along with others. My father was 
very silent and permitted her to do the talking. H e knew that 
she had come with some object to accomplish, and he waited 

for its revelation. 
She looked at me, at last, and called me to her side. She 

put her arm around me, and said, addressing my fa ther : " I 
suppose Arthur told you what a pleasant day we had together.^ 

"Yes , and I hope he thanked you for your kindness to him," 
my father answered. 

" Oh, yes, he was very polite and wonderfully quiet for a 
boy," she responded. 

My mother volunteered to express the hope that I had not 
given the lady any trouble. 

" I never permit boys to trouble me," was the curt response. 
There was something in this that angered my father—some-

thing in the tone adopted toward my mother, and something 
that seemed so cruel in the utterance itself My father be 
lieved in the rights of boys, and when she said this, he re 
marked with more than his usual incisiveness that he had no 
ticed that those boys who had not been permitted to trouble 
anybody when they were young, were quite in the habit, when 
they ceased to be boys, of giving a great deal of trouble. H e 
did not know that he had touched Mrs. Sanderson at a very 
tender point, but she winced painfully, and then went directly 
to business. 

" M r . Bonnicastle," said she, " I am living alone, as you 
know. I t is not necessary to tell you much about myself, but 
I am alone, and with none to care for but myself. Although I 
am somewhat in years, I come of a long-lived race, and am 
quite well. I believe it is rational to expect to live for a con-
siderable time yet, and though I have much to occupy my mind 
it would be pleasant to me to help somebody along. You 
have a large family, whose fortunes you would be glad to ad-
vance, and, although you and I do not agree very well, I hope 
you will permit me to assist you in accomplishing your wish." 

She paused to see how the proposition was received, and was 
apparently satisfied that fortune had favored her, though my 
father said nothing. 

" I want this boy," she resumed, drawing me more closely to 
her. " I want to see him growing up and becoming a man un-
der my provisions for his support and education. I t is not pos-
sible for you to do for him what I can do. I t will interest me 
to watch him from year to year, it will bring a little young blood 
into my lonely old house occasionally, and in one way and 
another it will do us all good." 



My father looked very serious. H e loved me as he loved 
his life. His great ambition was to give me the education 
which circumstances had denied to him. Here was the oppor-
tunity, brought to his door, yet he hesitated to accept i t After 
thinking for a moment, he said gravely: " Mrs. Sanderson, God 
has placed this boy in my hands to train for Himself, and I can-
not surrender the control of his life to anybody. Temporarily 
I can give him into the hands of teachers, conditionally I can 
place him in your hands, bu t I cannot place him in any hands 
beyond my immediate recall. I can never surrender my right 
to his love and his obedience, or count him an alien from my 
heart and home. I f understanding my feeling in this matter, 
you find it in your heart to do for him what I cannot, why, you 
have the means, and I am sure God will bless you for employ-
ing them to this end." 

" I may win all the love and all the society from him I can ? " 
said Mrs. Sanderson, interrogatively. 

" I do not think it would be a happy or a healthy thing for 
the child to spend much time in your house, deprived of young 
society," my father replied. " If you should do for him what 
you suggest, I trust that the boy and that all of us would make 
such expressions of our gratitude as would be most agreeable 
to yourself; but I must choose his teachers, and my home, how-
ever humble, must never cease to be regarded by him as his 
home. I must say this at the risk of appearing ungrateful, 
Mrs. Sanderson." 

The little lady had the great good sense to know when she 
had met with an answer, and the adroitness to appear satisfied 
with i t She was one of those rare persons who, seeing a rock 
in the way, recognize it at once, and, without relinquishing their 
purpose for an instant, either seek to go around it or to arrive 
at their purpose from some other direction. She had concluded, 
for reasons of her own, to make me so far as possible her 
possession. She had had already a sufficient trial of her power 
to show her something of what she could do with me, and she 

calculated with considerable certainty that she could manage 
my father in some way. 

" Very wel l : he shall not come to me now, and shall nevel 
come unless I can make my home pleasant to him," she said 
" In the meantime, you will satisfy yourself in regard to a desir-
able school for him, and we will leave all other questions for 
time to determine." 

Neither my father nor my mother had anything to oppose to 
this, and my patroness saw at once that her first point was 
gained. Somehow all had been settled without trouble. Every 
obstacle had been taken out of the way, and the lady seemed 
more than satisfied. 

" When you are ready to talk decisively about the boy, you 
will come to my house, and we will conclude matters," she 
said, as she rose to take her leave. 

I noticed that she did not recognize the existence of my 
little brothers and older sisters, and something subtler than 
reason told me that she was courteous to my father and mother 
only so far as was necessary for the accomplishment of her pur-
poses. I was half afraid of her, yet I could not help admiring 
her. She kissed me at parting, but she made no demonstration 
of responsive courtesy to my parents, who advanced in a cor 
dial way to show their sense of her kindness. 

In the evening, my father called upon Mr. Bradford and 
made a fiill exposure of the difficulty he had had with Mrs. San-
derson, and the propositions she had made respecting myself ; 
and as he reported his conversation and conclusions on his re-
turn to my mother, I was made acquainted with them. Mr. 
Bradford had advised that the lady's offer concerning me should 
oe accepted. H e had reasons for this which he told my father 
he did not feel at liberty to give, but there were enough that 
lay upon the surface to decide the matter. There was nothing 
humiliating in it, for it was no deed of charity. A great good 
could be secured for me by granting to the lady what she re-
garded in her own heart as a favor. She never had been greatly 
given to deeds of benevolence, and this was the first nc tabic 



act in her history that looked like one. H e advised, however 
that my father hold my destiny in his own hands, and keep me 
as much as possible away from Bradford, never permitting me 
to be long at a time under Mrs. Sanderson's roof and immediate 
personal influence. " W h e n the youngster gets older," Mr. 
Bradford said, " he will manage all this matter for himself, bet 
ter than we can manage it for him." 

Then Mr. Bradford told him about a famous family school in 
a country village some thirty miles away, which, from the name 
of the teacher, Mr. Bird, had been named by the pupils " T h e 
Bird's Nest." Everybody in the region knew about The Bird's 
Nes t ; and multitudinous were the stories told about Mr. and 
Mrs. Bird; and very dear to all the boys, many of whom had 
grown to be men, were the house and the pair who presided 
over i t Mr. Bradford drew a picture of this school which 
quite fascinated my father, and did much—everything indeed— 
to reconcile him to the separation which my removal thither 
would make necessary. I was naturally very deeply interested 
in all that related to the school, and, graceless as the fact may 
seem, I should have been ready on the instant to part with all 
that made my home, in order to taste the new, strange life it 
would bring me. I had many questions to ask, but quickly ar-
rived at the end of my father's knowledge ; and then my im-
agination ran wildly on until the images of The Bird's Nest and 
of Mr. and Mrs. Bird and Hillsborough, the village that made 
a tree for the nest, were as distinctly in my mind as if I had 
known them all my life. 

The interview which Mrs. Sanderson had asked of my father 
was granted at an early day, and the lady acceded without a 
word to the proposition to send me to The Bird's N e s t She 
had heard only good reports of the school, she said, and wai 
apparently delighted with my father's decision. Indeed, I sus-
pect she was quite as anxious to get me away from my father 
and my home associations as he was to keep me out of The 
Mansion and away from her. She was left to make her own 
arrangements for my outfit, and also for my admission to the 

«chool, though my father stipulated for the privilege of accom-
panying me to the new home. 

One pleasant morning, some weeks afterward, she sent for 
me to visit her at The Mansion. She was very sweet and 
motherly; and when I returned to my home I went clad in a 
suit of garments that made me the subject of curiosity and 
envy among my brothers and mates, and with the news that in 
one week I must be ready to go to Hillsborough. During all 
that week my father was very tender toward me, as toward 
some great treasure set apart to absence. H e not only did not 
seek for work, but declined or deferred that which came. I t 
was impossible for me to know then the heart-hunger which he 
anticipated, but I know it now. I do not doubt that, in his 
usual way, he wove around me many a romance, and reached 
forward into all the possibilities of my l o t H e was always as 
visionary as a child, though I do not know that he was more 
childlike in this respect than in others. 

My mother was full of the gloomiest forebodings. She felt 
as if Hillsborough would prove to be an unhealthy place ; she 
did not doubt that there was something wrong about Mr. and 
Mrs. Bird, if only we could know what it was ; and for her part 
there was something in the name which the boys had given the 
school that was fearfully suggestive of hunger. She should 
always think of me, she said, as a bird with its mouth open, 
crying for something to e a t More than all, she presumed that 
Mr. Bird permitted his boys to swim without care, and she 
would not be surprised to learn that the oldest of them carried 
guns and pistols and took the little boys with them. 

Poor, dear mother ! Most fearful and unhappy while living, 
and most tenderly mourned and revered in memory! why did 
you persist in seeing darkness where others saw light, and in 
making every cup bitter with the apprehension of evil ? Why 
were you forever on the watch that no freak of untoward for-
tune should catch you unaware ? Why did you treat the Provi 
dence you devoutly tried to trust as if you supposed he meant 
to trick you, if he found you for a moment off your guard ? Oh, 



the twin charms of hopefulness and trustfulness ! What power 
have they to strengthen weary feet, to sweeten sleep, to make 
the earth green and the heavens blue, to cheat misfortune of 
its bitterness and to quench even the poison of death itself! 

I t was arranged that my father should take me to Hills-
borough in Mrs. Sanderson's chaise—the same vehicle in which 
I had first seen the lady herself. My little trunk was to be at-
tached by straps to the axletree, and so ride beneath us. Tak-
ing leave of my home was a serious business, notwithstanding 
my anticipations of pleasure. My mother said that it was not 
at all likely we should ever meet again; and I parted with her 
at last in a passion of tears. The children were weeping too, 
from sympathy rather than from any special or well-compre-
hended sorrow, and I heartily wished myself away, and out of 
sight 

Jenks brought the horse to us, and, after he had assisted 
my father in fastening the trunk, took me apart from the 
group that had gathered around the chaise, and said in a con-

. fidential way that he made an attempt on the previous night to 
leave. H e had got as far as the window from which he in-
tended to let himself down, but finding it dark and rather cloudy 
he had concluded to defer his departure until a lighter and 
clearer night. " A storm, a dark storm, is awful on the ocean, 
you know," said Jenks, " but I shall go. You will not see me 
here when you come again. Don' t say anything about it, but 
the old woman is going to be surprised, once in her life. She 
wiU call Jenks, and Jenks won't come. H e will be far, far 
away on the billow." 

" Good-by," I said ; " I hope I'll see you again somewhere, 
but I don't think you ought to leave Mrs. Sanderson." 

" Oh, I shall leave," said Jenks. " T h e world is large and 
Mrs. Sanderson is—is—quite small. Let her call Jenks once, 
and see what it is to have him far, far away. H e r time will 
come." And he shook his head, and pressed his lips together, 
and ground the gravel under his feet, as if nothing less than 
an earthquake could shake his determination. The case seemed 

, w t e hopeless to me, and I remember that the unpleasant pos 
sibility suggested itself that I might be summoned to The Man. 
sion to take Jenks's place. 

At the close of our little interview, he drew a long paper box 
from his pocket, and gave it to me with the injunction not te 
open it until I had gone half way to Hillsborough. I accord 
mgly p,aced it in the boot of the chaise, to wait its appointed 
time. 

Jenks rode with us as far as The Mansion, spending the 
time in instructing my father just where, under the shoulder 
of the old black horse, he could make a whip the most effective 
without betraying the marks to Mrs. Sanderson, and, when we 
drove up to the door, disappeared at once around the corner 
of the house. I went in to take leave of the lady, and found 
her m the little library, awaiting me. Before her, on the table 
were a Barlow pocket-knife, a boy's playing-ball, a copy of 
the New Testament, and a Spanish twenty-five cent piece 

" T h e r e , " she said, "young man, put all those in your 
pockets, and see that you don' t lose them. I want you to write 

• me a letter once a month, and, when you write, begin your let-
ters with Dear A u n t ' " 

The sudden accession to my boyish wealth almost drove me 
wild. I had received my first knife and my first silver. I im-
pulsively threw my arms around the neck of my benefactress, 
and told her I. should never, never forget her, and should 
never do anything that would give her trouble. 

" S e e that you don ' t ! " was the sharp response. 
As I bade her good-by, I was gratified by the look of pride 

which she bestowed on me, but she did not accompany m e to 
the door, or speak a word to my father. So, at last, we were gone, 
and fairly on the way. I revealed to my father the treasures I 
»ad received, and only at a later day was I able to interpret the 
look of pain that accompanied his congratulations. I was in-
debted to a stranger, who was trying to win my heart, for pos-
sessions which his poverty forbade him to bestow upon me. 

Of the delights of that drive over the open country I can 



give no idea. We climbed long hills; we rode by the side ot 
cool, dashing s t reams; we paused under the shadow of way 
side t rees ; we caught sight of a thousand forms of frolic life 
on the fences, in the forests, and in the depths of crystal pools ; 
we saw men at work in the fields, and I wondered if they did not 
envy u s ; we met strange people on the road, who looked at 
us with curious in teres t ; a black fox- dashed across our way, 
and, giving us a scared look, scampered into the cover and was 
gone ; bobolinks sprang up in the long grass on wings tangled 
with music, and sailed away and caught on fences to steady 
themselves; squirrels took long races before us on the road-side 
rails ; and far up through the trees and above the hills white-
winged clouds with breasts of downy brown floated against a sky 
of deepest blue. Never again this side of heaven do I expect 
to experience such perfect pleasure as I enjoyed that day—a 
delight in all forms and phases of nature, sharpened by the 
expectations of new companionships and of a strange new life 
that would open before I should sleep again. 

The half-way stage of our journey was reached before noon, 
and I was quite as anxious to see the gift which Jenks had 
placed in my hands at parting as to taste the luncheon which 
my mother had provided. Accordingly, when my repast was 
taken from the basket and spread before me, I first opened the 
paper box. I cannot say that I was not disappointed; 
but the souvenir was one of which only I could understand 
the significance, and that fact gave it a rare charm. I t con-
sisted of a piece of a wooden shingle labeled in pencil 
" Atlantick Oshun," in the middle of which was a little ship, 
standing at an angle of forty-five degrees to the plane of 
the shingle, with a mast and a sail of wood, and a figure 
at the bow, also of wood, intended doubtless to represent 
Jenks himself, looking off upon the boundless waste. The 
utmost point of explanation to which my father could urge me 
was the statement that some time something would happen at 
The Mansion which would explain all. So I carefully put the 
MAtlantick O s h u n " into its box, in which I preserved it for 

many months, answering all inquiries concerning it with the 
tantalizing statement that it was " a sec re t " 

H i ^ 0
h

W a r d o f afternoon, we came in sight oi 
Hdlsborough, with its two churches, and its cluster of embow-
ered white houses. I t was perched, like many New England 
vdlages, upon the top of the highest hill in the region, and we 
entered at last upon the. long acclivity that led to it. Half-
way up the hill, we saw before us a light, open wagon drawn by 
two gray horses, and bearing a gentleman and lady who wer* 
quietly chatting and laughing together. As we drew near to 
them, they suddenly stopped, and the gentleman, handing the 
rems to his companion, rose upon his feet, drew a rifle to his 
eye and discharged it a t some object in the fields. In an 
instant, a little dog bounced out of the wagon, and, striking 
rather heavily upon the ground, rolled over and over three 
or four times, and then, gaining his feet, went for the game. 
Our own horse had stopped, and, as wild as the little dog, I 
leaped from the chaise, and started to follow. When I came 
up with the dog, he was making the most extravagant plunges 
at a wounded woodchuck, who squatted, chattering and show-
ing his teeth. I seized the nearest weapon in the shape of a 
cudgel that I could find, dispatched the poor creature, and bore 
him m triumph to the gentleman, the little dog barking and 
snapping at the game all the way. 

" d ° n e j m y k d ! 1 h a v e ^ e n boys who were afraid of 
woodchucks. Toss him into the ravine: he is good for 
nothing," said the man of the rifle. 

Then he looked around, and, bowing to my father, told him 
that as he was fond of shooting he had undertaken to rid the 
farms around him of the animals that gave their owners so 
much trouble. « I t is hard upon the woodchucks," he added, 
" but kind to the farmers." This was apparently said to defend 
himself from the suspicion of being engaged in cruel and 
wanton spor t 

At the sound of his voice, the tired and reeking horse which 
toy father drove whinnied, then started on, and, coming to tht 



back of the other carriage, placed his nose close to the gentle 
man's shoulder. The lady looked around and smiled, while 
the man placed his hand caressingly upon the animal's head 
" Animals are all very fond of me," said he. I don't under-
stand i t : I suppose they do." 

There was something exceedingly winning and hearty in the 
gentleman's voice, and I did not wonder that all the animals 
liked him. 

" Can you tell me," inquired my father, "where The Bird's 
Nest i s ? " 

" Oh, yes, I 'm going there. Indeed, I 'm the old Bird himself." 
" T u t ! who takes care of the nest ? " said the lady with a 

smile. 
" And this is the Mother Bird—Mrs. Bird," said the gentle-

man. 
Mrs. Bird bowed to us both, and, beckoning to me, pointed 

to her side. I t was an invitation to leave my father, and take 
a seat with her. The little dog, who had been helped into his 
master's wagon, saw me coming, and mounted into his lap, 
determined that he would shut that place from the intruder. I 
accepted the invitation, and, with the lady's arm around me, 
we started on. 

" Now I am going to guess," said Mr. Bird. " I guess your 
name is Arthur Bonnicastle, that the man behind us is your 
father, that you are coming to The Bird's Nest to live, that 
you are intending to be a good boy, and that you are going to 
be very happy." 

" You've guessed right the first time," I responded laughing. 
" And I can always guess when a boy has done right and 

when he has done wrong," said Mr. Bird. "There ' s a little 
spot in his eye—ah, yes! you have it ¡—that tells the whole 
story," and he looked down pleasantly into my face. 

At this moment one of his horses discovered a young calf by 
the roadside, and, throwing back his ears, gave it chase. I 
had never seen so funny a performance. The horse, in genuine 
frolic, dragged his less playful mate and the wagon through the 

gutter and over rocks for many rods, entirely unrestrained by 
h * dnver untd the scared object of the chase slipped between 
wo bars at the roadside, and ran wildly off into the field. I t 

dus the horse shook his head in a comical way and went 
quietly back into the road. 

" T h a t horse is laughing all over," said Mr. Bird. " H e 
thinks it was an excellent joke. I presume he will think of it 
and laugh again when he gets at his oats." 

qufred° y ° U r e a U y t h i D k A a t h 0 r S C S I a " g h ' M r " B i r d ? " 1 'm-

" L a u g h ? Bless you, yes," he replied. " All animals laugh 

t h e l t t ^ - ' R F G y P " ~ a n d h C te"sd * " I -the little dog m his lap—« are you happy ? » 
Gyp looked up into his master's face, and wagged his tail 

Don t you see ' y e s ' in his eye, and a smile in the wag c* 
his t a i l ?" said Mr. Bird. " I f I h a d ^ t h e ^ 
question you would have answered with your tongue, and 
smiled with your mouth. That's all the difference. These 
creauires understand us a great deal better than we under-
stand them. Why, I never drive these horses when I am 
finely dressed for fear they will be ashamed of their old har-
ness." 

Then turning to the little dog again, he said: "Gyp, g e t 

down." Gyp immediately jumped down, and curled up at his 
fee t "Gyp , come up here," said he, and Gyp mounted 
quickly to his old seat "Don ' t you see that this dog under-
stands the English language?" said Mr. Bird; " a n d don't you 
see that we are not so bright as a dog, if we cannot learn his ? 
Why, I know the note of every bird, and every insect, and 
every animal on all these hills, and I know their ways and 
nabits. What is more, they know I understand them, and you 
will hear how they call me and sing to me at The Bird's Nest ." 

So I had received my first lesson from my new teacher, and 
little did he appreciate the impression it had made upon me. 
It gave me a sympathy with animal life and an interest in its 
habits which have lasted until this hour. It gave me, too, an 



insight into him. H e had a strong sympathy in the life of a 
boy, for his own sake. Every new boy was a new study that 
he entered upon, not from any sense of duty, or from any 
scheme of policy, but with a hearty interest excited by the boy 
himself. H e was as much interested in the animal play of a 
boy as he had been in the play of the horse. H e watched a 
group of boys with the same hearty amusement that held him 
while witnessing the frolic of kittens and lambs. Indeed, he 
often played with t h e m ; and in this sympathy, freely mani-
fested, he held the springs of his wonderful power over them. 

We soon arrived at The Bird's Nest, and all the horses were 
passed into other hands. My little trunk was loosed, and 
carried to a room I had not seen, and in a straggling way we 
entered the house. 

Before we alighted, I took a hurried outside view of my 
future home. On the whole, " T h e Bird's N e s t " would have 
been a good name for it if a man by any other name had pre-
sided over it. I t had its individual and characteristic beauty, 
because it had been shaped to a special purpose ; but it seemed 
to have been brought together at different times, and from wide 
distances. There was a central old house, and a hexagonal 
addition, and a tower, and a long piazza that tied everything 
together. I t certainly looked grand among the humble houses 
of the village; though I presume that a professional architect 
would not have taken the highest pleasure in i t As Mr. BirC 
stepped out of his wagon upon the piazza, and took off his hat, I 
had an opportunity to see him and to fix my impressions of his 
appearance. H e was a tall, handsome, strongly-built man, a 
little past middle life, with a certain fullness of habit that comes 
of good health and a happy temperament His eye was blue, 
his forehead high, and his whole face bright and beaming with 
good-nature. His companion was a woman above the medium 
size, with eyes the same color of his own, into whose plainly-
parted hair the frost had crept, and upon whose honest face 
and goodly figure hung that ineffable grace which we try to 
characterize by the word " motherly." 

I heard the shouts of boys at play upon the green, for it was 
after school hours, and met half-a-dozen little fellows on the 
piazza, who looked at me with pleasant interest as " the new 
b o y ; " and then we entered a parlor with curious angles, and 
furniture that betrayed thorough occupation and usage. The re 
were thrifty plants and beautiful flowers in the bay-window, for 
plants and flowers came as readily within the circle of Mr. 
Bird's sympathies as birds and boys. There was evidently an 
uncovered stairway near one of the doors, for we heard two or 
three boys running down the steps with a little more noise than 
was quite agreeable. Immediately Gyp ran to the door where 
the noise was manifested, and barked with all his might 

" Gyp is one of my assistants in the school," said Mr. Bird, 
in explanation, " especially in the matter of preserving order. 
A boy never runs down-stairs noisily without receiving a scold-
ing from him. H e is getting a little old now and sensitive, and 
I am afraid has not quite consideration enough for the young-
sters." 

I laughed at the idea of having a dog for a teacher, but with 
my new notions of Gyp's capacity I was quite ready to believe 
what Mr. Bird told me about him. 

My father found himself very much at home with Mr. and 
Mrs. Bird, and was evidently delighted with them, and with my 
prospects under their roof and care. We had supper in the 
great dining-room with forty hungry but orderly boys, a pleas-
ant evening with music afterward, and an early bed. I was 
permitted to sleep with my father that night, and he was per-
mitted to take me upon his arm, and pillow my slumbers there, 
while he prayed for me and secretly poured out his love upon 
me. 

Before we went to sleep my father said a few words to me, 
but those words were new and made a deep impression. 

" My litde boy," he said, " you have my life in your hands. 
I f you grow up into a true, good man, I shall be happy, al-
though I may continue poor. I have always worked hard, and 
I am willing to work even harder than ever, if it is all righl 



with y o u ; but if you disappoint me and turn out badly, yo* 
will kill me. I am living now, and expect always to live, in 
and for my children. I have no ambitious projects for myself 
Providence has opened a way for you which I did not antici-
pate. Do all you can to please the woman who has under-
taken to do so much for you, but do not forget your father and 
mother, and remember always that it is not possible for any 
body to love you and care for you as we do. If you have any 
troubles, come to me with them, and if you are tempted to do 
wrong pray for help to do right You will have many struggles 
and trials—everybody has them—but you can do what you 
will, and become what you wish to become." 

The resolutions that night formed—a thousand times shaken 
and a thousand times renewed—became the determining and 
fruitful forces of my life. 

The next morning, when the old black horse and chaise were 
brought to the door, and my father, full of tender pain, took 
leave of me, and disappeared at last a t the foot of the hill, and 
I felt that I was wholly separated from my home, I cried as if 
I had been sure that I had left that home forever. T h e pas-
sion wasted itself in Mrs. Bird's motherly arms, and then, with 
words of cheer and diversions that occupied my mind, she cut 
me adrift, to find my own soundings in the new social life ol 
the school. 

Of the first few days of school-life there is not much to be 
said. They passed pleasantly enough. T h e aim of my teach-
ers at first was not to push me into study, but to make me 
happy, to teach me the ways of my new life, and to give me an 
opportunity to imbibe the spirit of the school. My apprehen-
sions were out in every direction. I learned by watching 
others my own deficiencies; and my appetite for study grew 
by a natural process. I could not be content, at last, until I 
had become one with the rest in work and in acquirements. 

There lies before me now a package of my letters, made 
sacred by my father's interest in and perusal and preservation 
of t h e m ; and, although I have no intention to burden these 

pages with their crudenesses and puerilities, I cannot resist the 
temptation to reproduce the first which I wrote at The Bird's 
Nest, and sent home. I shall spare to the reader its wretched 
orthography, and reproduce it entire, in the hope that he will 
a t least enjoy its unconscious humor. 

„ " T H E BIRD'S NEST. 
" D E A R PRECIOUS F A T H E R : — 

" I have lost my balL I don't know where in the world it can be. It 
seemed to get away from me in a curious style. Mr. Bird is very kind, 
and I like him very much. I am sorry to say I have lost my Barlow knife 
too. Mr. Bird says a Barlow knife is a very good thing. I don't quite 
think I have lost the twenty-five cent piece. I have not seen it since yes-
terday morning, and I think I shall find it. Henry Hulm, who is my 
chum, and a very smart boy, I can tell you, thinks the money will be found. 
Mr. Bird says there must be a hole in the top of my pocket. I don't know 
what to do. I am afraid Aunt Sanderson will be cross about it. Mr 
Bird thinks I ought to give my knife to the boy that will find the money, 
and the money to the boy that will find the knife, but I don't see as I 
should make much in that way, do you ? I love Mrs. Bird very much. 
Miss Butler is the dearest young lady I ever knew. Mrs. Bird kisses us all 
when we go to bed, and it seems real good. I have put the testament in 
the bottom of my trunk, under all the things. I shall keep that if possible. 
If Mrs. Sanderson finds out that I have lost the things, I wish you would 
explain it and tell her the testament is safe. Miss Butler lias dark eye-
brows and wears a belt Mr. Bird has killed another woodchuck. I won-
der if you left the key of my trunk. It seems to be gone. We have real 
good times, playing ball and taking walks. I have walked out with Mis« 
Butler. I wish mother could see her hair, and I am your son with ever so 
much love to you and mother and all, 

" A * raun B O N M C A S T L K . " 



C H A P T E R I V . 

IN W H I C H T H E C O T R S E O F T R U E L O V E IS N O T P E R M I T T E D TO 

R U N A T A L L . 

THE first night which I spent in T h e Bird's Nest, after my 
father left me, was passed alone, though my room opened into 
another that was occupied by two boys. On the following day 
Mr. Bird Tsked me if I had met with any boy whom I wou d 
like for a room-mate; and I told him at once that H e n f 
Hulm was the boy I wanted. H e smiled at my selection, ai d 
asked for the reason of i t ; and he smiled more warmly st 11 
when I told him I thought he was handsome, and seeme-d 
lonely and sad. The lad was at least two years older than t, 
but among all the boys he had been my first and supreme 
attraction. H e was my opposite in every particular. Quiet, 
studious, keeping much by himself, and bearing in his dark 
face and eyes a look of patient self-repression, he enlisted at 
once my curiosity, my sympathy and my admiration. 

Henry was called into our consultation, and Mr. Bird in 
formed him of my choice. The boy smiled gratefully, for he 
had been shunned by the ruder fellows for the same qualities 
which had attracted me. As the room I occupied was better 
than his, his trunk was moved into mine ; and while we 
remained in the school we continued our relations and kept 
the same apar tment If I had any distinct motive of curiosity 
in selecting him he never gratified i t H e kept his history ccv 
ered, and very rarely alluded, in any way, to his home or his 
family. 

T h e one possession which he seemed to prize more highly 
than any other was an ivory miniature portrait of his mother, 
which, many a time during our life together, I saw him tak# 

from his trumc and press to his lips. I soon learned to respect 
his reticence on topics which were quite at home on my own lips 
I suspect I did talking enough for two boys. Indeed, I threw 
my wholr life open to him, with such embellishments as my 
imagination suggested. H e seemed interested in my talk, and 
was apparently pleased with me. I brought a new element 
into his life, and we became constant companions when out of 
school, as well as when we were in our room. 

We were always wakened in the morning by a " whoop " and 
" halloo " that ran from room to room over the whole estab-
lishment A little bell started it somewhere; and the first boy 
who heard it gave his call, which was taken up by the rest and 
borne on from bed to bed until the whole brood was in full cry. 
Thus the school called itself. I t was the voices of merry and 
wide-awake boys that roused the drowsy ones ; and very rarely 
did a dull and sulky face show itself in the breakfast-room. 

This morning call was the key to all the affairs of the day 
and to the policy of the school. Self-direction and self-
government—these were the most important of all the lessons 
learned at The Bird's Nest. Our school was a little community 
brought together for common objects—the pursuit of useful 
learning, the acquisition of courteous manners, and the practice 
of those duties which relate to good citizenship. T h e only 
laws of the school were those which were planted in the con-
science, reason, and sense of propriety of the pupils. T h e 
ingenuity with which these were developed and appealed to h^q 
been, from that day to this, the subject of my unbounded ad-
miration. The boys were made to feel that the school was 
their own, and that they were responsible for its good order. 
Mr. Bird was only the biggest and best boy, and the accepted 
president of the establishment The responsibility of the boys 
was not a thing of theory only. I t was deeply realized in the 
conscience and conduct of the school. However careless and 
refractory a new boy might be, he soon learned that he had a 
whole school to deal with, 2nd that he was not a match for the 
pnblic opinion. H e might evade the master*j or a teacher*« 



will, but he could not evade the eyes or the sentiments of the 
little fellows around him. 

On the first Friday evening of my term, I entered as a 
charmed and thoroughly happy element into one of the social 
institutions of the school On every Friday evening, after the 
hard labor of the week was over, it was the custom of the 
school to hold what was called a " reception." Teachers and 
pupils made the best toilet they could, and spent the evening 
in the parlors, dancing, and listening to music, and socially 
receiving the towns-people and such strangers as might happen 
to be in the village. The piano that furnished the music was 
the first I had ever heard, and at least half of my first recep-
tion-evening was spent by its side, in watching the skillful and 
handsome fingers that flew over its mysterious keys. I had 
always been taught that dancing was only indulged in by wicked 
people ; but there were dear Mr. and Mrs. Bird looking o n ; 
there was precious Miss Butler without her belt, leading little 
fellows like myself through the mazes of the figures ; there were 
twenty innocent and happy boys on the floor, their eyes spark-
ling with exci tement; there were fine ladies who had come to 
see their boys, and village maidens simply clad and as fresh as 
roses ; and I could not make out that there was anything wicked 
about i t 

I t was the theory of Mr. Bird that the more the boys could 
be brought into daily familiar association with good and gra 
cious women the better it would be for them. Accordingly he 
had no men among his teachers, and as his school was the 
social center of the village, and all around him were interested 
in his objects, there were always ladies and young women at 
the receptions who devoted themselves to the happiness of the 
boys. Little lads of less than ten summers found no difficulty 
in securing partners who were old enough to be their mothers 
and grandmothers ; and as I look back upon the patient and 
hearty efforts of these women, week after week and year after 
fear , to make the boys happy and manly and courteous, it en 
hances my respect for womanhood, and for the wisdom which 

lard all its plans to secure these attentions and this influence 
for us. I never saw a sheepish-looking boy or a sheepish-act-
ing boy who had lived a year at T h e Bird's N e s t Through the 
influence of the young women engaged as teachers and of those 
who came as sympathetic visitors, the boys never failed to be-
come courteous, self-respectful, and fearless in society. 

Miss Butler, the principal teacher, who readily understood 
my admiration of her, undertook early in the evening to get me 
upon the floor; but it was all too new to me, and I begged to 
be permitted for one evening to look on and do nothing. She 
did not urge me ; so I played the part of an observer. One 
of the first incidents of the evening that attracted my attention 
was the entrance in great haste of a good-natured, rollicking boy, 
whose name I had learned from the fellows to be Jack Linton. 
Jack had been fishing and had come home late. His toilet 
had been hurried, and he came blundering into the room with 
his laughing face flushed, his neck-tie awry, and his heavy bootf 
on. 

Mr. Bird, who saw everything, beckoned Jack to his side. 
" Jack , " said he, " you are a very rugged boy." 

" A m i ? And Jack laughed. 
" Yes, it is astonishing what an amount of exercise you re 

quire," said Mr. Bird. 
" I s it ? " And Jack laughed again. 
" Yes, I see you have your rough boots on for another walk. 

Suppose you walk around Robin Hood 's Bam, and report 
yourself in a light, clean pair of shoes, as soon as you return." 

Jack laughed again, but he made rather sorry work of i t ; 
and then he went o u t " Robin Hood's Bam " was the name 
given to a lonely building a mile distant, to which Mr. Bird was 
in the habit of sending boys whose surplus vitality happened to 
lead them into boisterousness or mischief Gyp, who had been 
an attentive listener to the conversation, and apparently under-
stood every word of it, followed Jack to the door, and, having 
dismissal him into the pleasant moonlight, gave one or twi 
light yelp» and went back into the drawing-room. 



Jack was a brisk walker and a lively runner, and before an 
hour had elapsed was in the drawing-room again, looking as 
good-natured as if nothing unusual had occurred. I looked at 
his feet and saw that they were irreproachably incased in light, 
shining shoes, and that his neck-tie had been readjusted. H e 
came directly to Mr. Bird and said : " I have had a very pleas-
ant walk, Mr. Bird." 

" Ah ! I 'm delighted," responded the master, smiling; and 
then a d d e d : 

" Did you meet anybody ? " 
" Yes, s ir ; I met a cow." 
" What did you say to her ? " 
" I said ' How do you do, ma'am ? How's your calf ? ' " 
" What did she say ? " asked Mr. Bird very much amused. 
" She said the calf was very well, and would be tough enough 

for the boys in about two weeks," replied Jack, with a loud 
laugh. 

Mr. Bird enjoyed the sally quite as much as the boys who 
had gathered round him, and added : 

" We all know who will want the largest piece, Jack. Now 
go to your dancing." 

In a minute afterward, Jack was on the floor with a ma-
tronly-looking lady to whom he related the events of the even-
ing without the slightest sense of annoyance or disgrace. But 
that was the last time he ever attended a reception in his rough 
boots. 

T h e evening was filled with life and gayety and freedom. 
T o my unaccustomed eyes it was a scene of enchantment 1 
wished my father could see it. I would have given anything 
and everything I had to give could he have looked in upon i t 
I was sure there was nothing wrong in such amusement 1 
could not imagine how a boy could be made worse by such 
happiness, and I never discovered that he was. Indeed, I can 
brace a thousand good and refining influences to those even-
ings. They were the shining goals of every week's race with 
my youthful competitors ; and while they were accounted sim 

fte T J l b y US) w e r e * * * * * * by the master and 
the teachers as among the choicest means of education. The 
manners of the school were shaped by them ; and I know that 

i ^ t f H a t t r i b U t e 1 0 from the bond-
- g * olT bashfulness, under which many a man suffers while in 
the presence of women during all his life. 

I repeat that I have never discovered that a boy was made 
worse by h,s expenences and exercises during those precious 
evemngs ; and I have often thought how sad a thing it is for a 
chrld to Ieam that he has been deceived or misinformed by his 
parents with relation to a practice so charged with innocent 
enjoyment I enter here no plea for dancing beyond a faith-
fiil record of its effect upon the occupants of T h e Bird's Nes t 
* suppose the amusement may be liable to abuse : most good 

T S S Z e ' ' t 1 d ° n 0 t k n O W w h y t h i s s h ° " l d be an excep-
hon. This however, I am sure it is legitimate to say : that 
the sm of abuse, be it great or little, is venial compared with 
that which presents to the conscience as a sin in itself that 
which is not a sm in itself and thus charges an innocent amuse-
ment with the flavor of guilt, and drives the young, in their 
exuberant hfe and love of harmonious play, beyond the pale 
ot Christian sympathy. 

As I recall the events of the occasion I find it impossible to 
analyze the feeling that one figure among the dancers begot in 
me. Whenever Miss Butier was on the floor I saw only her 
H e r dark eyes, her heavy shining hair, the inexpressible ease of 
her motions, her sunny smile,—that combination of graces 
and manners which makes what we call womanliness,—fasci-
nated me, and inspired me with just as much love as it is pos-
sible for a boy to entertain. I am sure no girl of my own age 
could have felt toward her as I did. I should have been 
angry with any boy who felt toward her thus, and equally 
angry with any boy who did not admire her as much, or who 
should doubt, or undertake to cheapen, her charms. How can 
I question that it was the dawn within me of the grand passion 
—an apprehension of personal and spiritual fitness for compan-



ionship ? P ire as childhood, inspired by personal loveliness, 
clothing its object with all angelic perfections, this boy-love 
for a woman has always been to me the subject of pathetic 
admiration, and has proved that the sweetest realm of love ia 
untainted by any breath of sense. 

There was a blind sort of wish within me for possession, 
even at this early age, and I amused the lady by giving utter-
ance to my feelings. Wearied with the dancing, she took my 
hand and led me to a retired seat, where we had a delightful 
chat. 

" I think you were born too soon," I said to her, still cling-
ing to her hand, and looking my admiration. 

" Oh ! if I had been b o m later," she replied, " I should not 
be here. I should be a little girl somewhere." 

" I don' t think I should love you if you were a little girl," I 
responded. 

" T h e n perhaps you were not b o m soon enough," she sug-
gested. , 

" B u t if I had been b o m sooner I shouldn't be here now, I said. 
" T h a t ' s true,»' said the lady, " and that would be very bad, 

wouldn't i t ? " 
"Yes , ever so bad," I said. " I wouldn't miss being here 

with you for a hundred dollars." 
The mode in which I had undertaken to measure the pleas-

ure of her society amused Miss Butler very m u c h ; and as I felt 
that the sum had not impressed her sufficiently, I added fifty 
to i t At this she laughed heartily, and said I was a strange 
boy, a statement which I received as pleasant flattery. 

" D i d you ever hear of the princess who was put to sleep for 
a hundred years and kept young and beautiful through it all ? " 
I inquired. 

" Yes." 
"Well , I wish Mr. Bird were an enchanter, and would put 

you to sleep until I get to be a man," I said. • 
" B u t then I couldn't see you for ten years," she replied. 

( ( , ? e a r ! ' 1 e x c la imed, " it seems to be all wrong." 
Well, my boy, there are a great many things in the world 

that seem to be all wrong. I t is wrong for you to talk such 
nonsense to me, and it is wrong for me to let you do it, and we 
will not do wrong in this way any more. But I like you, and 
we will be good friends always." 

Thus saying, my love dismissed me, and went back among 
the boys ; but little did she know how sharp a pang she left in 
my heart. The forbidden subject was never mentioned again, 
and like other boys under similar circumstanccs, I survived. 

I here was one boy besides myself who enacted the part of 
an observer during that evening. H e was a new boy, who had 
entered the school only a few days before myself. H e was Iron, 
the city, and looked with hearty contempt upon the whole 
entertainment H e had made no friends during the fortnight 
which had passed since he became an occupant of 'I he Bird's 
N e s t His haughty and supercilious ways, his habit of finding 
fault with the school and everything connected with it, hi* 
overbearing treatment of the younger boys, and his idle habiu 
had brought upon him the dislike of all the fellows. His name 
was Frank Andrews, though for some reason we never called 
him by his first name. H e gave us all to understand that he w*. 
a gentleman's son, that he was rich, and, particularly, that h~ 
was in the habit of doing what pleased him and nothing else. 

H e was dressed better than any of the other boys, an<3 
earned a watch, the chain of which he took no pains to con-
cea l During all the evening he stood here and there about 
the rooms, his arms folded, looking on with his critical eyes and 
cynical smile. Nobody took notice of him, and he seemed 
to be rather proud of his isolation. I do not know why he 
should have spoken to me, for he was my senior, but toward 
the close of the evening he came up to me and said in his 
patronizing way: 

" Well, little chap, how do you like it ? " 
" Oh ! I think it's beautiful," I replied. 
" Do you ! That"s because you're green," said Andrews. 



"Is i t ! " I responded, imitating his tone. " T h e n they're 
all g reen—Mr. Bird and a l l " 

" T h e r e ' s where you're right, little chap," said he. " T h e y 
are all green—Mr. Bird and alL" 

" M i s s Buder isn't green," I asserted stoudy. 
" O h l isrit s h e ? " exclaimed Andrews, with a degree of 

larcasm in his tone that quite exasperated me. " Oh, no ! Miss 
Butler isn't green of course," he continued, as he saw my face 
reddening. "She ' s a duck—so she is ! so she is ! and if you 
are a good little boy you shall waddle around with her some 
time, so you shall ! " 

I was so angry that I am sure I should have struck him if 
had been out of doors, regardless of his superior size and 

age. I turned sharply o n my heel, and, retiring to a corner 
of the room, glared at him savagely, to his very great amuse-
ment. 

I t was at this moment that the bell rang for bed ; and receiv-
ing, one after another, the kisses of Mr. and Mrs. Bird, and 
bidding the guests a good-night, some of whom were departing 
while others remained, we went to our rooms. 

UNlVERSlDAQ OE NUcVu i „ 

biblioteca ummsmuA 

"ALFONSO REYES" 
C H A P T ^ 0 W 5 M0NTERREY, MEXICO 

T H S DISCIPLINE O F T H E B I R D ' S N E S T A S I L L U S T R A T E D B Y T W * 

S T A R T L I N G P U B L I C T R I A L S . 

S C A R C E L Y less interesting than the exercises of reception-
evening were those of the "family meeting," as it was called, 
which was always held on Sunday. This family meeting was 
one of the most remarkable of all the institutions of T h e Bird's 
N e s t I t was probably more influential upon us than even the 
attendance at church, and our Bible lessons there, which occurred 
on the same day, for its aim and its result were the application 
of the Christian rule to our actual, every-day c o n d u c t 

I attended the family meeting which was held o n my first 
Sunday at the school with intense in teres t I suspect, indeed, 
that few more interesting and impressive meetings had ever 
been held in the es tabl ishment 

After we were all gathered in the hall, including Mrs. Bird 
and the teachers, as well as the master, Mr. Bird looked kindly 
out upon us and said : 

"Well , boys, has anything happened during the week thai 
we ought to discuss to-day? Is the school going along all 
right ? Have you any secrets but toned up in your jacke ts that 
you ought to show to m e and to the school? I s there any-
thing wrong going on which will do harm to the boys ? " 

As Mr. Bird spoke, changing the form of his question 
so as to reach the consciences of his boys from different direc-
tions, and get time to read their faces, there was a dead Silence. 
When he paused, every boy felt that his face had been shrewdly 
read and was still under inspection. 

" Yes, there is something w r o n g : I see it," said Mr. Bird. 
" I see it in several faces ; but T o m Kendr ick can tell us jusl 



"Is i t ! " I responded, imitating his tone. " T h e n they're 
all g reen—Mr. Bird and a l l " 

" T h e r e ' s where you're right, little chap," said he. " T h e y 
are all green—Mr. Bird and alL" 

" M i s s Buder isn't green," I asserted stoudy. 
" O h ! isrit s h e ? " exclaimed Andrews, with a degree of 

tarcasm in his tone that quite exasperated me. " Oh, no ! Miss 
Butler isn't green of course," he continued, as he saw my face 
reddening. "She ' s a duck—so she is ! so she is ! and if you 
are a good little boy you shall waddle around with her some 
time, so you shall ! " 

I was so angry that I am sure I should have struck him if 
had been out of doors, regardless of his superior size and 

age. I turned sharply o n my heel, and, retiring to a corner 
of the room, glared at him savagely, to his very great amuse-
ment. 

I t was at this moment that the bell rang for bed ; and receiv-
ing, one after another, the kisses of Mr. and Mrs. Bird, and 
bidding the guests a good-night, some of whom were departing 
while others remained, we went to our rooms. 

UNlVERSlDAQ OE NUcVu i „ 

biblioteca ummsmuA 

"ALFONSO REYES" 
C H A P T ^ 0 W 5 M0NTERREY, MEXICO 

THt DISCIPLINE O F T H E B I R D ' S N E S T A S I L L U S T R A T E D B Y T W * 

S T A R T L I N G P U B L I C T R I A L S . 

S C A R C E L Y less interesting than the exercises of reception, 
evening were those of the "family meeting," as it was called, 
which was always held on Sunday. This family meeting was 
one of the most remarkable of all the institutions of T h e Bird's 
N e s t I t was probably more influential upon us than even the 
attendance at church, and our Bible lessons there, which occurred 
on the same day, for its aim and its result were the application 
of the Christian rule to our actual, eveiy-day c o n d u c t 

I attended the family meeting which was held o n my first 
Sunday at the school with intense in teres t I suspect, indeed, 
that few more interesting and impressive meetings had ever 
been held in the es tabl ishment 

After we were all gathered in the hall, including Mrs. Bird 
and the teachers, as well as the master, Mr. Bird looked kindly 
out upon us and said : 

"Well , boys, has anything happened during the week thai 
we ought to discuss to-day? Is the school going along all 
right ? Have you any secrets but toned up in your jacke ts that 
you ought to show to m e and to the school? I s there any-
thing wrong going on which will do harm to the boys ? " 

As Mr. Bird spoke, changing the form of his question 
so as to reach the consciences of his boys from different direc-
tions, and get time to read their faces, there was a dead Silence. 
When he paused, every boy felt that his face had been shrewdly 
read and was still under inspection. 

" Yes, there is something w r o n g : I see it," said Mr. Bird. 
" I see it in several faces ; but T o m Kendr ick can tell us jusl 



what it is. And ne will teL us just what it is, for Tom Ken 
drick never ¿es ." 

All eyes were instantly turned on Tom, a blushing, frank-faced 
boy of twelve. Close beside him sat Andrews, the new boy, 
who had so roused my anger on Friday night His face wore 
the same supercilious, contemptuous expression that it wore 
that night. The whole proceeding seemed to impress him 
as unworthy even the toleration of a gentleman's son, yet I felt 
sure that he would be in some way implicated in Tom Ken-
drick's revelations. Indeed, there was, or I thought there was 
a look of conscious guilt on his face and the betrayal of 
excitement in his eye, when T o m rose to respond to Mr. Bird's 
»idding. 

Tom hesitated, evidently very unwilling to begin. H e 
looked blushingly at Mrs. Bird and the teachers, then looked 
down, and tried to start, but his tongue was dry. 

" Well, Tom, we are all ready to hear you," said Mr. Bird. 
After a little stammering, Tom pronounced the name of 

Andrews, and told in simple, straightforward language, how 
he had been in the habit of relating stories and using words 
which were grossly immodest; how he had done this repeatedly 
in his hearing and against his protests, and furthermore, how 
he had indulged in this language in the presence of smaller 
boys. Tom also testified that other boys besides himself had 
warned Andrews that if he did not mend his habit he would be 
reported at the family meeting. 

There was the utmost silence in the room. The dropping 
of a pin could have been heard in any part of ft, for, while the 
whole school disliked Andrews, his arrogance had impressed 
them, and they felt that he would be a hard boy to deal with. 
I watched alternately the accuser and the accused, and I 
trembled in every nerve to see the passion depicted on die fea-
tures of the latter. His face became pale at first—deathly pale 
—then livid and pinched—and then it burned with a hot flame 
of shame and anger. H e sat as if he were expecting the 
roof to fall, and were bracing himself to resist the shock. 

When Tom took his seat Andrews leaned toward him anc 
muttered something in his ear. 

"u
 V V h a t d o e s he say to you, Tom ? " inquired Mr. Bird. . 

" H e he'll flog me for telling," answered Tom. 
" We will attend to that," said Mr. Bird. " But first let us 

hear from others about this matter. Has any other boy heard 
this foul language ? Henry Hulm, can you tell us anything?" 

Henry was another boy who always told the t r u t h ; and 
Henry's testimony was quite as positive as Tom's, though it 
was given with even more reluctance. Other boys testified in 
confirmation of the report of T o m and Henry, until, in the 
opinion of the school, Andrews was shamefully guilty of the mat 
ter charged upon him. I was quite ignorant of the real char-
icter of the offense, and wondered whether his calling Miss 
Butler a duck was in the line of his sin, and whether my testi-
mony to the fact was called for. N o absurdity, such as this 
would have been, broke in upon the earnest solemnity of the 
occasion, however, and the house was silent until Mr. Bird said : 

" What have you to say for yourself; Andrews ? " 
The boy was no whit humbled. Revenge was in his heart 

and defiance in his eye. H e looked Mr. Bird boldly in the 
face ; his lips trembled, but he made no reply. 

" Nothing ? " Mr. Bird's voice was severe this time, and 
rang like a trumpet 

Andrews bit his lips, and blurted o u t : " I think it is mean 
for one boy to tell on another." 

" I don't," responded Mr. Bi rd ; " but I'll tell you what is 
m e a n : it is mean for one boy to pollute another—to fill his 
mind with words and thoughts that make him m e a n ; and I 
should be sorTy to believe that I have any other boy in school 
Hho is half as mean as you are. If there is anything to be 
said about mean boys, you are not the boy to say i t " 

At first, I confess that I was quite inclined to sympathize 
with the lad in his view of the dishonor of " telling on " a boy, 
notwithstanding my old grudge ; but my judgment went with 
the majority at last 



Mr. Bird said that, as there were several new boys in the school, 
it would be best, perhaps, to talk over this matter of reporting 
one another's bad conduct to him and to the school. 

" When boys first come here," said Mr. Bird, " they invariably 
have those false notions of honor which lead them to cover up 
all the wrong-doings of their ma tes ; but they lose them just as 
soon as they find themselves responsible for the good order of 
our little community. Now we are all citizens of this little town 
of Hillsborough, in which we live. We have our own town 
authorities and our magistrate, and we are all interested in the 
good order of the village. Suppose a man should come here 
to bve who is in the habit of robbing hen-roosts, or setting 
barns on fire, or getting drunk and beating his wife and chil-
dren : is it a matter of honor among those citizens who behave 
themselves properly to shield him in his crimes, and refrain 
from speaking of him to the authorities ? Why, the thing is 
absurd. As good citizens—as honorable citizens—we must re-
port this man, for he is a public enemy. H e is not only dan-
gerous to us, but he is a disgrace to us. So long as he is per-
mitted to live among us, unreproved and uncorrected, every man 
in the community familiar with his misdeeds is, to a certain ex-
tent, responsible for them. Very well: we have in this house 
a little republic, and if you can learn to govern yourselves here, 
and to take care of the enemies of the order and welfare of the 
school, you will become good citizens, prepared to perform the 
duties of good citizenship. I really know of nothing more de-
moralizing to a boy, or more ruinous to a school, than that 
false sense of honor which leads to the covering up of one an-
other's faults of conduc t" 

Mr. Bird paused, and, fixing his eye upon Andrews, who had 
not once taken his eye from him, resumed: " N o w here is a 
lad who has come to us from a good family; and they have 
sent him here to get him away from bad influences and bad 
companions. H e comes into a community of boys who are 
trying to lead good lives, and instead of adopting the spint of 
die school, and trying to become one with us, he still holds the 

«pint of the bad companions of his previous life, and goes per 
«stently to work to make all around him as impure and bale 

w ^ M \ N e a r l y a 1 1 * e S e ^ W m ° t h e r s and sisters, 
who would be pained almost to distraction to learn that here^ 
upon these pure hills, they are drinking in social poison with 
every breath. How am I to guard you from this evil if I do 

T S T i ° f i t ? H ° W C a n 1 P r o t e c t y ° u ^ m harm if you 
smeld the boy who harms you ? There is no mischief of which a 
boy is capable that will not breed among you like a pestilence 
if you cover i t ; and instead of sending you back to your homes 
at las with healthy bodies and healthy minds and pure spirits, 
1 shall be obliged, with shame and tears, to return you soiled 
and spotted and diseased. I s it honorable to protect crime ? 
is it honorable to shield one who dishonors and damages you ? 
Is rt honorable to disappoint your parents and to cheat m e ? 
i s it honorable to permit these dear little fellows to be spoiled, 
when the wicked lad who is spoiling them is allowed to go free 
of arrest and conviction ? " 

Of course I cannot pretend to reproduce the exact words in 
which Mr. Bird clothed his little argumentative address. I was 
too young at the time to do more than apprehend the meaning of 
i t : and the words that I give are mainly remembered from rep-
etitions of the same argument in the years that followed. The 
argument and the lesson, however, in their substance and prac-
tical bearings, I remember perfectly. 

Continuing to speak, and releasing Andrews from his regard 
for a moment, Mr. Bird said : " I want a vote on this question 
I desire that you all vote with perfect freedom. If you are not 
thoroughly convinced that I am right in this matter, I wish you 
to vote against me. Now all those boys who believe it to be 
an honorable thing to report the persistently bad conduct of a 
schoolmate will rise and stand." 

Every boy except Andrews rose, and with head erect stood 
squarely upon his fee t The culprit looked from side to side 
with a sneer upon his Up, that hardened into the old curl ot 
defiance as he turned his eyes upon Mr. Bird's face again. 



" V e r y well," said Mr. Bird, "now sit down, and r ememba 
that you are making rules for the government of yourselves. 
This question is settled for this term, and there is to be no 
complaint hereafter about what you boys call " telling on one 
another." I do not wish you to come to me as tattlers. In-
deed, I do not wish you to come to me at all. If any boy 
does a wrong which I ought to know, you are simply to tell 
him to report to me what he has done, and if he and I cannot 
settle die matter together I will call upon you to help us. 
There will be frictions and vexations' among forty boys ; I 
know that, and about these I wish to hear nothing. Settle 
these matters among yourselves. Be patient and good-natured 
with each other; but all those things that interfere with the 
order, purity, and honor of the school—all those things that 
refuse to be corrected—must be reported. I think we under-
stand one another. The school is never to suffer in order to 
save the exposure and punishment of a wrong-doer. 

" As for this boy, who has offended the school so grossly 
and shown so defiant a spirit, I propose, with the private as-
sistance of the boys who have testified against him, to make 
out a literal report of his foul language and forward it to his 
mother, while at the same time I put him into the stage-coach 
and send him home." 

I t was a terrible judgment, and I can never forget the pas-
sion depicted upon Andrews' face as he comprehended i t H e 
seemed like one paralyzed. 

" Every boy," said Mr. Bird, "who is in favor of this punish-
ment will hold up his right hand." 

Two or three hands started to go up among the smaller boys, 
but as their owners saw that they had no support, they were drawn 
down again. Four or five of the boys were in tears, and dear 
Mr. Bird's eyes were full. H e gathered at a glance the mean-
ing of the scene, and was much moved. "Wel l , T o m Ken-
drick, you were the first to testify against h im; what have you 
to say against this pun ishment?" 

Tom rose with his Hps trembling, and every nerve full of 

excitement " Please, sir," said Tom, " I should like to hava 
you give Andrews another chance. I think it's an awful thing 
to send a boy home without giving him more than one chance." 

T o m sat down and blew his nose very loud, as a measure of 
relief. 

I watched Andrews with eager eyes during the closing pas-
sages of his t r ia l When T o m rose on behalf of the whole 
school to plead for him—that he might have one more chance 
—the defiant look faded from his face, and he gave a convulsive 
gulp as if his heart had risen to his throat and he were struggling 
to keep it down. When Tom sat down, Andrews rose upon his 
feet and staggered and hesitated for a moment ; then, overcome 
by shame, grief and gratitude, he ran rather than walked to 
where Mrs. Bird was sitting near her husband, and with a wild 
burst of hysterical sobbing threw himself upon his knees, and 
buried his face in the dear motherly lap that had comforted so 
many boyish troubles before. The appeal from man to woman 
—from justice to mercy—moved by the sympathy of the boys, 
was the most profoundly touching incident I had ever witnessed, 
and I wept almost as heartily as did Andrews himself. In 
truth, I do not think there was a dry eye in the room. 

" T o m , " said Mr. Bird, " I think you are right You have 
helped me, and helped us alL The lad ought to have another 
chance, and he shall have one if he desires it. The rest of 
this matter you can safely leave to Mrs. Bird and myself. Now 
remember that this is never to be alluded to. If the lad remains 
and does right, or tries to do right, he is to be received and cher-
ished by you alL No one of us is so perfect that he does not 
need the charity of his fellows. If Andrews has bad habits, 
you must help him to overcome them. Be brothers to him in 
all your future intercourse, as you have been here to-day; and 
as we have had business enough for one family meeting, you 
•nay pass out and leave him with us." 

" Gorry ! " exclaimed Jack Linton, wiping his eyes and wring-
ing his handkerchief as he left the door, " wasn't that a freshet ? 
W;tt«st time I ever saw in Hillsborough." 



But the boys were not in a jesting mood, and Jack's drolleriei 
were not received with the usual favor. Every thoughtful and 
sympathetic lad retired with a tableau on his memory never to be 
forgotten—a benignant man looking tearfully and most affec-
tionately upon him, and a sweet-faced, large-hearted woman 
pillowing in her lap the head of a kneeling boy, whose destiny 
for all the untold and unguessed ages was to be decided there 
and then. 

I t was m o r e than an hour before we saw anything of Mr. 
and Mrs. Bird. When they issued from their retirement they 
were accompanied by a boy who was as great a stranger to 
himself as he was to the school. Conquered and humbled, 
looking neither to the right nor the left, he sought his room, 
and none of us saw his face until the school was called together 
on Monday morning. His food was borne to his room by Mrs. 
Bird, who in her own way counseled and comforted him, and pre-
pared him to encounter his new relations with the institution. 

• The good, manly hearts of the boys never manifested their 
; quality more strikingly than when they undertook on Monday 

to help Andrews into liis new life. The obstacles were all taken 
out of his path—obstacles which his own spirit and life had 
planted—and without a taunt, or a slight, or a manifestation 
of revenge in any form, he was received into the brother-
hood. 

On Monday evening we were somewhat surprised to see him 
appear, dressed in his best, his hands nicely gloved, making his 
way across the village green. N o one questioned him, and all 
understood the case as he turned in at the gate which led to the 
home of the village minister. 

When any lad had behaved in an unseemly manner at church, 
it was Mr. Bird's habit to compel him to dress himself for a call, 
and visit the pastor with an apology for his conduct " I t is not 
a punishment, my boy," Mr. Bird used to say, " but it is what 
one gentleman owes to another. Any boy who so far forgets 
his manners as to behave improperly in the presence of a clergy-
man whose ministration he is attending owes him an apology, 

if he proposes to be considered a gent leman; and he must 
make it, or he cannot associate with me or my school." 

In this case he had made conformity to his rule a test of the 
genuineness of the boy's penitence, and a trial of his newly-pro-
fessed loyalty. The trial was a severe one, but the result grati-
fied all the boys as much as it did dear Mr. and Mrs. Bird. 

I was very much excited by the exposure of Andrews, and 
put a good many serious questions to myself in regard to my 
own conduct The closing portion of the Sunday evening on 
which the event occurred was spent by several boys and myself 
in our rooms. We were so near each other that we could easily 
converse through the open doors, and I was full of questions. 

" What do you think Mr. Bird will do with Andrews?" I in-
quired of Jack Linton. 

" Oh, nothing : he's squelched," said Jack. 
" I should think he would punish him," I said, " for I know 

Mr. Bird was angry." 
" Yes," responded Jack, " the old fellow fires up sometimes 

like everything; but you can't flail a boy when he's got his 
head in a woman's lap, can you, you little coot ? " 

" That"s the way my mother always flailed me, any way," I 
said, at which Jack and all the boys gave a great laugh. 

" Flailing," said Jack, taking up a moralizing strain, when 
the laugh was over, " don't pay. The last school I went to be-
fore I came here was full of no end of flailing. There gets to 
be a sort of sameness about it after a while. Confound that 
old ruler! I used to get it about every day—three or four 
whacks on a fellow's h a n d ; first it stung and then it was numb ; 
and it always made me mad, or else I didn't care. There isn't 
quite so much sameness about a raw-hide, for sometimes you 
catch it on your legs and sometimes on your shoulders, but 
there gets to be a sort of sameness about that too. But here 
in this school! M y ! You never know what's coming. Say, 
boys, do you remember that day when I was making such a row 
out in the yard, how Mr. Bird made me take a fish-hom, and 
blow it at each corner of the church on the green ? " 



The boys -aughed, and Henry Hulm said: " Yes, Jack, but 
you liked that better than that other punishment when he sent 
you out into the grove to yell for three-quarters of an hour." 

" I'll bet I did," responded Jack. " I got so hoarse that time 
I couldn't speak the truth for a week, but that's enough better 
than meditating. If there's anything I hate it's meditating on 
my misdemeanors and things, kneeling before a tree by the 
side of the road, like a great heathen luny. I suppose half the 
people thought I was praying like an old Pharisee. Gorry ! 
If the minister had found me there I believe he'd have kneeled 
right by the side of a fellow; and wouldn't that have been a 
pretty show ! Did any of you ever hug a tree for an hour ? " 

None of them ever did. " I f s awful tiresome," continued 
Jack, upon whose punishments Mr. Bird seemed to have exer-
cised all his ingenuities. " I t ' s awful tiresome and it isn't a bit 
interesting. If it was only a birch-tree a fellow might amuse 
himself gnawing the bark, but mine was a hemlock with an ant-
heap at the bottom. O h ! I tell you, my stockings wanted 
tending to when I got through: more ants in 'em than you 

could count in aweek. Got a little exercise out of it, though 
—fighting one foot with the other. After all it's better than it 
is when there's so much sameness. I t ' s tough enough when 
you are at it, but it doesn't make you mad, and if s funny to 
think of afterwards. I tell you, old Bird—" 

" Order I Order ! Order !" came from all the boys within 
hearing. 

"Well , wliafs broke n o w ? " inquired Jack. 
" There isn't any Old Bird, in the establishment," said one 

of them. 
" Mr. Bird, then. Confound you, you've put me o u t I for-

get what I was going to say." 
Here I took the opportunity to inquire whether any sins of 

the boys were punishable by " flailing." 
"Yes ," replied Jack, " big lying and tobacco. Unless a fel. 

low breaks right in two in the middle, as Andrews did to-day, 
Be'd better make his will before he does anything with either o< 

em. Old B i r d - M r . Bird, I m e a n - d o n ' t stand the weakest 
sort of a cigar ; and look here, Arthur Bonnicastle" (suddenly 
turning to me), "you ' re a little blower, and you'd better hold 
up. If you don't, you'll find out whether there's any flailin* 
done here." 

The conversation went on, but I had lost my interest in i t 
The possibility of being punished filled me with a vague alarm 
I t was the first time I had ever been characterized as " a little 
blower," but my sober and conscientious chum had plainly told 
me of my fault, and I knew that many statements which I had 
made during my short stay in the school would not bear exami-
nation. I resolved within myself that I would reform, but the 
next day I forgot my resolution, and the next, and the next, 
until, as I afterwards learned, my words were good for nothing 
among die boys as vouchers for the truth. I received my cor-
rection in due time, as my narrative will show. 

My readers will have seen already that The Bird's Nest was 
not very much like other schools, though I find it difficult to 
choose from the great variety of incidents with which my mem-
oir is crowded those which will best illustrate its peculiarities. 
1 he largest liberty was given to us, and we were simply respon-
sible for the manner in which we used i t We had the freedom 
of long distances of road and wide spaces of field and forest 
Indeed, there was no limit fixed to our wanderings, except the 

o f t u n e - There were no feuds between the town-boys 
and the school. I t was not uncommon to see them at our 
receptions, and everybody in Hillsborough was glad when The 
Bird's Nest was fulL 

During the first week of my active study I got very tired, and 
after the violent exercise of the play-ground I often found my-
self so much oppressed by the desire for sleep that it was 
simply impossible for me to hold up my head. I t was on one 
such occasion that my sleepy eyes caught the wide-awake 
glance of Mr. Bird, and the beckoning motion of his finger. I 
went to his side, and he lifted me to his knee. Pillowing my 
head upon his broad breast, I went to s leep; and thus holding 



me with his strong arm he went on with the duties of th« 
school. .Afterwards, when similarly oppressed, or when lan-
guid with indisposition, I sought the same resting-place many 
times, and was never refused. A scene like this was not an 
uncommon one. I t stirred neither surprise nor mirth among 
the boys. I t fitted into the life of the family so naturally that 
it never occasioned remark. 

I t must have been three weeks or a month after I entered 
the school that, on a rainy holiday, as I was walking through 
one of the halls alone, I was met by two boys who ordered me 
peremptorily to " h a l t " Both had staves in their hands, taller 
than themselves, and one of them addressed me with the words : 
" Arthur Bonnicastle, you are arrested in the name of The 
High Society of Inquiry, and ordered to appear before that 
august tribunal, to answer for your sins and misdemeanors 
Right about f a c e ! " 

The movement had so much the air of mystery and romance 
that I was about equally pleased and scared. Marching be-
tween the two officials, I was led directly to my own room, 
which I was surprised to find quite full of boys, all of whom 
were grave and silent. I looked from one to another, puzzled 
beyond expression, though I am sure I preserved an unruffled 
manner, and a confident and even smiling face. Indeed, I 
supposed it to be some sort of a lark, entered upon for passing 
away the time while confined to the house. 

" We have secured the offender," said one of my captors, 
" and now have the satisfaction of presenting him before this 
honorable Society." 

" The prisoner will stand in the middle of the room, and 
look at me," said the presiding officer, in a tone of dignified 
severity. 

I was accordingly marched into the middle of the room and 
left alone, where I stood with folded arms, as became the grand 
occasion. 

"Ar thu r Bonnicastle," said the officer before mentioned, 
" y o u are brought before The High Society of Inquiry on * 

charge of telling so many lies that no dependence whatever 
can be placed upon your words. What have you to reply to 
this charge. Are you guilty or not guilty ? " 

" I am not guilty. Who says I a m ? " I exclaimed indig-
nantly. 

" Henry Hulm, advance ! " said the officer. 
Henry rose, and walking by me, took a position near the 

officer, at the head of the room. 
" Henry Hulm, you will look upon the prisoner and tell the 

Society whether you know him." 
" I know him welL H e is my chum," replied Henry. 
"Wha t is his general charac te r?" 
" H e is bright and very amiable." 
" Do you consider him a boy of truth and veracity ? " 
" I do n o t " 
" Has he deceived you ? " inquired the officer. " If he has, 

please to state the occasion and circumstances." 
" No, your Honor. H e has never deceived me. I alway» 

know when he lies and when he speaks the truth." 
" Have you ever told him of his crimes, and warned him tu 

desist from them ? " 
" I have," replied Henry, " many times." 
" Has he shown any disposition to mend ? " 
" None at all, your honor." 
" What is the character of his falsehood ? " 
" H e tells," replied Henry, " stunning stories about himself. 

Great things are always happening to him, and he is always 
performing the most wonderful deeds." 

I now began with great shame and confusion to realize that 
I was to be exposed to ridicule. The tears came into my eyes 
and dropped from my cheeks, but I would not yield to the im-
pulse either to cry or to attempt to fly. 

"Wil l you give us some specimens of his s tor ies?" said the 
officer. 

• I will," responded Henry, " but I can do it best by asking 
bim questions." 



" Very well," said the officer, with a polite bow. " Pursue 
the course you think b e s t ' 

" Arthur," said Henry, addressing me directly, " did you evei 
tell me that, when you and your father were on the way to 
this school, your horse went so fast that he ran down a black 
fox in the middle of the road, and cut off his tail with the wheel 
of the chaise, and that you sent that tail home to one of your 
sisters to wear in her winter hat ? " 

" Yes, I did," I responded, with my face flaming and painful 
with shame. 

" A n d did your said horse really run down said fox in the 
middle of said road, and cut off said ta i l ; and did you send 
home said tail to said sister to be worn in said hat ? " inquired 
tjhe judge, with a low, grum voice. " T h e prisoner will answer 
so that all can hear." 

" No," I replied, and, looking for some justification of my 
story, I added : " b u t I did see a black fox—a.real black fox, 
as plain as d a y ! " 

" Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! " ran around the room in chorus. " H e 
did see a black fox, a real black fox, as plain as day ! " 

" The witness will pursue his inquiries," said the officer. 
" Arthur," Henry continued, " did you or did you not tell 

me that when on the way to this school you overtook Mr. and 
Mrs. Bird in their wagon, that you were invited into the wagon 
by Mrs. Bird, and that one of Mr. Bird's horses chased a call 
on the road, caught it by the ear and tossed it over the fence 
and broke its leg ? " 

" I s'pose I did," I said, growing desperate. 
" And did said horse really chase said calf, and catch him by 

said ear, and toss him over said fence, and break said leg ? " in-
quired the officer. 

" H e didn't catch him by the ear," I replied doggedly, " but 
he really did chase a calf." 

" O h ! O h ! O h ! " chimed in the chorus. " H e didn't catch 
him by the ear, but he really did chase a calf! " 

" Witness," said the officer, " you will pursue your inquiries." 

" Arthur, did you or did you not tell me," Henry went on, 
" that you have an old friend who is soon to go to sea, and thai 
he has promised to bring you a male a n i female monkey, a 
male and female bird of paradise, a barrel of pineapples, and a 
Shetland pony ? " 

" I t doesn't seem as if I told you exactly that," I replied. 
" D i d you or did you not tell him s o ? " said the officer, se-

verely. 
" Perhaps I did," I responded. 
" And did said friend, who is soon to go to said sea, really 

promise to bring you said monkeys, said birds of paradise, said 
pine-apples, and said pony ? " 

" No," I replied, " but I really have an old friend who is going 
to sea, and he'll bring me anything I ask him to." 

" Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! " swept round the room again. " H e really 
has an old friend who is going to sea, and he'll bring him any-
thing he asks Ijim to." 

" H u l m , proceed with your inquiries," said the officer. 
" Did you or did you not," said Henry, turning to me again, 

" tell me that one day, when dining at your Aunt's, you saw a 
magic portrait of a boy upon the wall, that came and went, and 
came and went, like a shadow or a ghost ? " 

As Henry asked this question he stood between two windows, 
while the lower portion of his person was hidden by a table be-
hind which he had retired. His face was lighted by a half-smile, 
and I saw him literally in a frame, as I had first seen the pict-
ure to which he alluded. In a moment I became oblivious to 
everything around me except Henry's face. The portrait was 
there again before my eyes. Every lineament and even the 
peculiar pose of the head were recalled to me. I was so much 
excited that it really seemed as if I were looking again upon the 
picture I had seen in Mrs. Sanderson's dining-room. Henry was 
disconcerted, and even distressed by my intent look. H e was 
evidently afraid that the matter had been carried too far, and 
that I was growing wild with the strange excitement Endeavor 
ing to recall me to myself, he said in a tone of friendliness > 



" D i d you or did you not tell me the story about the portrait, 
A r t h u r ? " 

" Yes," I responded, " and it looked just like you. O h ! it 
did, it did, it d id! There—turn your head a little more that 
way—so! I t was a perfect picture of you, Henry. You never 
could imagine such a likeness." 

" You are a little blower, you are," volunteered Jack Linton, 
from a corner, 

" Order ! Order ! Order !" swept around the room. 
" Did said portrait," broke in the voice of the officer, " come 

and go on said wall, like said shadow or said ghost ? " 
" I t went but it didn't come," I replied, with my eyes still 

fixed on Henry. 
" Oh ! O h ! O h ! " resumed the chorus. " I t went but it 

didn't come !" 
" Please stand still, Henry ! don't s t i r ! " I said. " I want 

to go nearer to it. She wouldn't let me." 
I crept slowly toward him, my arms still folded. H e grew 

pale, and all the room became still. The presiding officer and 
the members of The High Society of Inquiry were getting 
scared. " I t went but it didn't come," I said. " T h i s one 
comes but it doesn't go. I should like to kiss i t " 

I put out my hands towards Henry, and he sank down be 
hind the table as if a ghost were about to touch him. The 
illusion was broken, and I started as if awakened suddenly 
from a dream. Looking around upon the boys, and realizing 
what had been done and what was in progress, I went into a 
fit of hearty crying, that distressed them quite as much as my 
previous mood had done. Nods and winks passed from one 
to another, and Hulm was told that no further testimony was 
needed. They were evidently in a hurry to conclude the case, 
and felt themselves cut short in their forms of proceeding. At 
this moment a strange silence seized the assembly. All eyes 
were directed toward the door, upon which my back wa« 
turned. I wheeled around to find the cause of the interrup. 
tion. There, in the doorway towering above us all, and look 

ing questioningly down upon the little assembly, stood Mr 
Bird. 

" What does this mean ? " inquired the master. 
I flew to his side and took his hand. T h e officer who had 

presided, being the largest boy, explained that they had been 
trying to break Arthur Bonnicastle of lying, and that they were 
about to order him to report to the master for confession and 
correction. 

Then Mr. Bird took a chair and patiently heard the whole 
story. 

Without a reproach, further than saying that he thought me 
much too young for experiments of the kind they had insti-
tuted in the case, he explained to them and to me the nature 
of my misdemeanors. 

" The boy has a great deal of imagination," he said, " and a 
strong love of approbation. Somebody has flattered his power 
of invention, probably, and, to secure admiration, he has exer-
cised it until he has acquired the habit of exaggeration. I 
doubt whether the lad has done much that was consciously 
wrong. I t is more a fault of constitution and character than a 
sin of the will; and now that he sees that he does not win 
admiration by telling that which is not true, he will become 
truthful. I am glad if he has learned, even by the severe 
means which have been used, that if he wishes to be loved and 
admired he must always tell the exact truth, neither more nor 
less. If you had come to me, I could have told you all about 
the lad, and instituted a better mode of dealing with him. H e 
has been through some sudden changes of late that have had 
the natural tendency to exaggerate his fau l t But I venture to 
say that he is cured. Are n't you, Arthur ? " And he stooped 
and lifted me to his face and looked into my eyes. 

" I don't think I shall do it any more," I said. 
Bidding the boys disperse, he carried me down stairs into his 

own room, and charged me with kindly counsel. I went out 
from the interview humbled and without a revengeful thought 
in my heart toward the boys who had brought me to my triaL 



I saw that they were my friends, and I was determined toprov« 
myself worthy of their friendship. 

Jack Linton was waiting for me on the piazza, and wished to 
explain to me that he hadn't anything against me. " I went in 
with the rest of 'em because they wanted me to," said Jack, 
" a n d because I wanted to see what it would be l ike ; but 
really, now, I don't object so much to blowing myself There's 
a sort of sameness, you know, about always telling the truth 
that there isn't about blowing, but it's the same thing with hash 
and bread and butter, and it seems to be necessary." 

I told him that I wasn't going to blow any more, and 
that I had arranged it all with Mr. Bird. H e shook hands with 
me and then stooped down and whispered : " You don't catch 
me trying any High old Society of Inquiries on a chap of your 
size again." 

As soon as I settled into the routine of my school life the 
weeks flew away so fast that they soon got beyond my count-
ing. The term was long, but I was happy in my study, happy 
in my companionships, and happy in the love of Mr. and Mrs. 
Bird, and in their control and direction. I wrote letters home 
every week, and received prompt replies from my father. The 
monthly missives to " My dear Aunt," were regularly written, 
though I won no replies to them. I learned, however, that 
Mr. Bird had received communications from her concerning 
myself. On one occasion she sent her love to me through 
him, and he delivered the message with an amused look in his 
eyes that puzzled me. 

The summer months passed away, and that great, mysterious 
change came on which reported the consummation of growth 
and maturity in the processes and products of the year. The 
plants that had toiled all summer, evolving flower and fruit, 
were soothed to sleep. The birds stopped singing lest they 
should waken them. The locusts by day and the crickets by 
night crooned their lullaby. A dreamy haze hung around the 
distant hills, and here and there a woodbine lighted its torch 
in the darkening dingle, and the maples in mellow fire signalled 

each other from hill to hilL The year had begun to die. 
There were chills at night and fevers by day, and stretches of 
weird silence that impressed me more profoundly than I can 
possibly reveal. It was as if the angels of the summer had fled 
at the first frost, and the angels of the autumn had come down, 
bringing with them a new set of spiritual influences that sad-
dened while they sweetened every soul whose sensibilities were 
delicate enough to apprehend and receive them. 

During diose days I felt my first twinges of genuine home-
sickness. I was conscious that I had grown in body and mind 
during my brief absence ; and I wanted to show myself to the 
dear ones with whom I had passed my childhood. I imagined 
the interest with which they would listen to the stories of my 
life at school ; and I had learned enough of the world already to 
know that there was no love so sweet and strong as that which 
my home held for me. I had been made glad by my father's 
accounts of his modest prosperity. Work had been plenty and 
the pay was sure and sufficient The family had been reclothed, 
and new and needed articles of furniture had been purchased 

I wrote to Mrs. Sanderson and asked the privilege of going 
home to spend my vacation, and through my father's letters 1 
learned that she would send for me. A week or more before 
the close of the term I received a note addressed to me in a 
hand-writing gone to wreck through disuse, from old Jenks. If 
I were to characterize the orthography in which it was clothed, 
I should say it was eminently strong. I do not suppose it wai 
intended to be blank verse, but it was arranged in discon-
nected lines, and read thus : 

" Bring home your Attlus. 
" I stere boldly for the Troppicks. 
" Desk and cumpusses in the stable. 
" When this you see bum this when this you see. 
** The sea rolls away and thare is no old woo man thare. 
" Where the spisy breazes blow. 
" I »hall come for you with the Shaze. 
" From an old Tan 

" THEOPHILUS JKHKS." 



This unique document was not committed to the flames, 
according to the directions of the writer. I t was much to« 
precious for such a destiny, and was carefully laid away between 
the leaves of my Testament, to be revealed in this later time. 

T h e last evening of the term was devoted to a reception. 
Many parents of the boys who had come to take their darlings 
home were p resen t ; and sitting in the remotest corner of the 
dancing-room, shrunken into the smallest space it was possible 
for him to occupy, was old Jenks, gazing enchanted upon such 
a scene as had never feasted his little gray eyes before. I had 
learned to dance, in a boy's rollicking fashion, and during the 
-vhole evening tried to show off my accomplishments to my old 
mend . One after another I led ladies—middle-aged and young 

- t o the floor, and discharged the courtesies of the time with 
all the confidence of a man of society. Occasionally I went to 
his side and asked him how he liked i t 

" I t 's great—it's tremenduous," said Jenks. " H o w do you 
dare to do it—eh ? say! " said he, drawing me down to him by the 
lappel of my coa t : " I 've been thinking how I 'd like to have 
the old woman on the floor, and see her tumble down once. I 
ain't no dancer, you know, but I ' d dance a regular break-down 
over her before I picked her up and set her on her pins again. 
Wouldn't it be fun to see her get up mad, and limp off into a 
corner ? " 

I laughed at Jenks's fancy, and asked him what he thought ot 
the last lady I danced with. 

" She's a beauty," said Jenks. " I should like to sail with 
her—just sit and hold her hand and sail—sail away, and keep 
sailing and sailing and sailing." 

" I 'm glad you like her," I said, " for that is my lady-love. 
Thaf s Miss Butler." 

" You don' t say !" exclaimed Jenks. " Well, you don't 
mind what I say, do you ? " 

" O h no," I said, "you ' re too old for her." 
"Well , yes, perhaps I am, but isn't she just—isn't she rather 

—that is, isn't she a bit too old for you ? " 

" I shall be old enough for her by and by," I replied. 
" Well, don't take to heart anything I say," responded Jenks. 

" I was only talking about sailing, any way. My mind is on the 
sea a good deal, you know. Now you go on with your danc-
ing, and don't mind me." 

The next morning there were all sorts of vehicles at the 
Joor. There were calls and farewells and kisses, and promises 
to write, and hurrahs, and all the incidents and excitements of 
breaking up. With a dozen kisses warm upon my cheeks, 
from teachers and friends, I mounted the chaise, and Jenks 
turned the old horse toward home. 

I suppose the world would not be greatly interested in the 
conversation between the old servant and the boy who that 
day drove from Hillsborough to Bradford. Jenks had been 
much moved by the scenes of the previous evening, and his mind, 
separated somewhat from the sea, out toward whose billowy 
freedom it had been accustomed to wander, t inned upon 
women. 

" I think a woman is a tremenduous being," said Jenks. 
" When she's right, she's the lightest thing that floats. When 
she's wrong, she's the biggest nuisance that ploughs the sea, 
even if she's little and don' t draw two feet of water. Perhaps 
it isn't just the thing to say to a boy like you, but you'll never 
speak of it, if I should tell you a little something ? " 

" O h , n e v e r ! " I assured him. 
" Well, I 'spose I might have been a married m a n ; " and 

Jenks avoided my eyes by pretending to discover a horse-shoe 
in the road. 

" You don't say s o ! " I exclaimed in undisguised astonish-
ment, for it had never occurred to me that such a man as Jenks 
could marry. 

" Yes, I waited on a girl once." 
" W a s she beaut i fu l?" I inquired. 
"Well, I should say fair to middling," responded Jenks, 

pursing his hps as if determined to render a candid judgment 
" Fair to middling, barring a few freckles." 



" But you didn't leave her for the freckles ? " I said. 
" No, I didn't leave her for the freckles. She was a good 

girl, and I waited on her. I t don' t seem possible now, that 
I ever ra'aly waited on a girl, but I did." 

" A n d why didn't you marry h e r ? " I inquired warmly. 
" I t wasn't her fault," said Jenks. " She was a good girl." 

Then why didn't you marry her ? " I insisted. 
"Well , there was another fellow got to hanging round, 

and—you know how such things go. I was busy, and—didn't 
' tend up very well, I s*pose—and—she got tired waiting foi 
me—or something—and the other fellow married her, but I 've 
never blamed her. She's been sorry enough, I guess." 

Jenks gave a sigh of mingled regret and pity, and the subject 
was dropped. 

The lights were shining cheerfully in the windows as we 
drove into Bradford. When we came in sight of my father's 
house, Jenks exacted a pledge from me that all the confidences 

. of the day which he had so freely reposed in me should never 
be divulged. Arriving at the gate, I gave a wild whoop, 
which brought all the family to the door, and in a moment I 
was smothered with welcome. 

A h ! what an evening was tha t ! What sad, sweet tear« 
drop upon my paper as I recall it, and remember that every 
eye that sparkled with greeting then has ceased to shine 
that every hand that grasped mine is turned to dust, and that 
all those loving spirits wait somewhere to welcome me home 
from the school where I have been kept through such a long, 
eventful term. 

C H A P T E R V I . 

I B E C O M E A M E M B E R O F M R S . S A N D E R S O N ' S F A M I L Y A N D K A V B 

A W O N D E R F U L V O Y A G E W I T H J E N K S U P O N T H E A T L A S . 

AT an early hour on the following morning, dressed in MJ 
hest, I went to pay my respects to Mrs. Sanderson at The 
Mansion. As I walked along over the ground stiffened with 
the autumn frost, wondering how " m y dear A u n t " would 
-eceive me, it seemed as if I had lived half a lifetime since my 
father led me over the same road, on my first visit to the same 
lady. I felt older and larger and more independent. As 
I passed Mr. Bradford's house, I looked at the windows, hoping 
to see the little girl again, and feeling that in my holiday 
clothes I could meet her eyes unabashed. But she did not 
appear, nor did I get a sight of Mr. Bradford. 

The autumn was now in its glory, and, as I reached the 
summit of the hill, I could not resist the temptation to pause 
and look off upon the meadows and the distant country. 
I stood under a maple, full of the tender light of lemon-colored 
leaves, while my feet were buried among their fallen fellows 
with which the ground was carpeted. T h e sounds of the town 
reached my ears mellowed into music by the distance, the 
smoke from a hundred chimneys rose straight into the sky, the 
river was a mirror for everything upon it, around it and above 
it, and all the earth was a garden of gigantic flowers. For that 
one moment my life was full. With perfect health in my 
veins, and all my sensibilities excited by the beauty before me, 
my joy was greater in living than any words can express. 
Nothing but running, or shruting, or singing, or in some way 
violently spending the life tnus swelled to its flood, could give 
it fitting utterance ; but, as I was near The Mansion, all these 
were denied me, and I went on, feeling that passing out of th« 



" But you didn't leave her for the freckles ? " I said. 
" No, I didn't leave her for the freckles. She was a good 
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be divulged. Arriving at the gate, I gave a wild whoop, 
which brought all the family to the door, and in a moment I 
was smothered with welcome. 

A h ! what an evening was tha t ! What sad, sweet tear« 
drop upon my paper as I recall it, and remember that every 
eye that sparkled with greeting then has ceased to shine 
that every hand that grasped mine is turned to dust, and that 
all those loving spirits wait somewhere to welcome me home 
from the school where I have been kept through such a long, 
eventful term. 
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Mansion. As I walked along over the ground stiffened with 
the autumn frost, wondering how " m y dear A u n t " would 
-eceive me, it seemed as if I had lived half a lifetime since my 
father led me over the same road, on my first visit to the same 
lady. I felt older and larger and more independent. As 
I passed Mr. Bradford's house, I looked at the windows, hoping 
to see the little girl again, and feeling that in my holiday 
clothes I could meet her eyes unabashed. But she did not 
appear, nor did I get a sight of Mr. Bradford. 

The autumn was now in its glory, and, as I reached the 
¿summit of the hill, I could not resist the temptation to pause 
and look off upon the meadows and the distant country. 
I stood under a maple, full of the tender light of lemon-colored 
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with which the ground was carpeted. T h e sounds of the town 
reached my ears mellowed into music by the distance, the 
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morning sunlight into a house would be like going into a 
prison. Before reaching the door I looked at the stable, and 
saw the old horse with his head out of one window, and Jenks's 
face occupying another. Jenks and the horse looked at one 
another and nodded, as much as to s a y : " That is the little 
fellow we brought over from Hillsborough yesterday." 

That Mrs. Sanderson saw me under the tree, and watched 
every step of my progress to the house, was evident, for when 
I mounted the steps, and paused between the sleeping lions, 
the door swung upon its hinges, and there stood the little old 
woman in the neatest of morning toilets. She had expected 
me, and had prepared to receive me. 

" A n d how is Master Bonnicastle this pleasant morn ing?" 
»he said as I entered. 

I was prepared to be led into any manifestation of respect 
or affection which her greeting might suggest, and this cheery 
and flattering address moved me to grasp both her hands, 
and tell her that I was very well and very happy. I t did not 
ruove me to kiss her, or to expect a kiss from her. I had 
never been called " M a s t e r " Bonnicastle before, and the new 
title seemed as if it were intended so to elevate me as to place 
me at a distance. 

Retaining one of my hands, she conducted me to a large 
drawing-room, into which she had admitted the full glow of the 
morning light, and, seating me, drew a chair near to me for her-
self where she could look me squarely in the face. Then she 
led me into a talk about Mr. and Mrs. Bird, and my life at 
school. She played the part of a listener well, and flattered 
me by her little comments, and her almost deferential attention. 
I do her the justice to believe that she was not altogether play-
ing a part, thoroughly pre-considered, for I think she was really 
interested and amused. My presence, and my report of what 
was going on in one little part of the great world which was so 
far removed from the pursuits of her lonely life, were refreshing 
influences. Seeing that she was really interested, my tongue 
ran on without restraint, until I had told all I had to tell 

Many times, when I found myself tempted to exaggerate, I 
checked my vagrant speech with corrections and qualifications, 
determined that my old fault should have no further sway. 

" Well, my boy," she said at last, in a tone of great kindness, 
" I find you much improved- Now let us go up-stairs and see 
what we can discover there." 

1 followed her up the dark old stairway into a chamber 
whose windows commanded a view of the morning sun and th< 
town. 

" How lovely this i s ! " I exclaimed. 
" You like it, then ? " she responded with a gratified look. 
" Yes," I said, " I think it is the prettiest room I ever saw." 
"Well , Master Bonnicastle, this is your room. This new 

paper on the walls and all this new furniture I bought for you. 
Whenever you want a change from your house, which you 
know is rather small and not exactly the thing for a young 
gentleman like you, you will find this room ready for you. 
There are the drawers for your linen, and there is the closet 
for your other clothes, and here is your mirror, and this is a 
pin-cushion which I have made for you with my own hands." 

She said this, walking from one object named to another, 
until she had shown me all the appointments of the chamber. 

I was speechless and tearful with delight And this was all 
mine ! And I was a young gentleman, with the prettiest room 
in the grandest house of Bradford at my command ! I t was 
tike a dream to me, bred as I had been in the strait sim-
plicity of poverty. Young as I was, I had longed for just this 
—for something around me in my real life that should corrc 
spond with my dreams of life. Already the homely furniture oi 
my father's house, and the life with which it was associated, 
seemed mean—almost wretched; and I was distressed by in} 
sympathy for those whom I should leave behind in rising to 
my new estate. By some strange intuition I knew that it would 
not do to speak to my benefactress of my love for my father. 
I was full of the thought that my love had been purchased, 
and fairly paid for. I belonged to Mrs. Sanderson. She who 



had expended so much money for me, without any reward, had 
a right to me, and all of my society and time that she desired. 
If she had asked me to come to her house and make it my 
only home, I should have promised to do so without reserve, 
but she did not do this. She was too wise. She did not in-
tend to exact anything from me ; but I have no doubt that she 
took the keenest delight in witnessing the operation and con-
summation of her plans for gaining an ascendency over my 
affections, my will, and my life. 

H e r revelations produced in me a strange disposition to 
silence which neither she nor I knew how to break. I was 
troubled with the fear that I had not expressed sufficient grati 
tvde for her kindness, yet I did not know how to say more 
A t length she said : " I saw you under the maple : what were 
yi u thinking about there ? " 

" I was wondering if the world was not made in the fall," I 
re plied. 

" A h ? " 
"Yes ," I continued, " i t seemed to me as if God must have 

st x>d under that same maple-tree, when the leaves were chang-
in and saw that it was all very good." 

With something of her old asperity she said she wished my 
l> yish fancies would change as well as the leaves. 

" I cannot help having them," I replied, " but if you don't 
like them I shall never speak of them again." 

" Now I tell you what I think," said she, assuming her pleas-
ant tone again. " I think you would like to be left alone for a 
little while." 

" O h ! I should like to be alone here in my own room evei 
so much !" I responded 

" You can stay here until dinner if you wish," she said, and 
then she bent down and kissed my forehead, and retired. 

I listened as she descended the stairs, and when I felt that 
she was far enough away, I rose, and carefully locked my door. 
Then I went to the mirror to see whether I knew myself, and 
to find what there was in me that could be addressed as " M a » 

ter," or spoken of as " a young gentleman." Then I ransacked 
the closet, and climbed to a high shelf in it, with the vague hope 
that the portrait which had once excited my curiosity was hid-
den there. Finding nothing I had not previously seen, I went 
to the window, and sat down to think. 

I looked off upon the town, and felt myself lifted immeasura-
bly above it and all its plodding cares and industries. This was 
mine. I t had been won without an effort. I t had come to me 
without a thought or a care. I believed there was not a boy in 
the whole town who possessed its equal, and I wondered what 
there was in me that should call forth such munificence from 
my benefactress. If my good fortune as a boy were so great, 
what brilliant future awaited my manhood ? Then I thought ol 
Jiy father, working humbly and patiently, day after day, for bread 
for his family, and of the tender love which I knew his heart held 
for me ; and I wondered why God should lay so heavy a burden 
upon him and so marvelously favor me. Would it not be mean 
to take this good fortune and sell my love of him and of home 
for it ? O h ! if I could only bring them all here, to share my 
sweeter lot, I should be content, but I could not even speak of 
this to the woman who had bestowed it on me. 

I t all ended in a sweet and hearty fit of crying, in which I 
sobbed until the light faded out of my eyes, and I went to 
sleep. I had probably slept two hours when a loud knock 
awakened me, and, staggering to my feet, and recognizing at 
last the new objects around me, I went to the door, and found 
Jenks, in his white apron, who told me that dinner was waiting 
for me. I gave a hurried glance at the mirror and was startled 
to find my eyes still red ; but I could not wai t As he made 
way for me to pass down before him, he whispered : " Come 
to the stable as soon as you can after dinner. T h e atlas and 
compasses are ready." 

I remembered then that he had borrowed the former of me 
on the way home, and secreted it under the seat of the chaise. 

Mrs. Sanderson was already seated when I entered the 
dining-room. 



« Your eyes are red," she said quickly. 
« I have been asleep, I think," I responded. 
Jenks mumbled something, and commenced growling. H u 

mistress regarded me closely, but thought best not to push m 
quiries further. . 

Conversation did not promise to be hvely, especially in the 
presence of a third party, between whom and myself there 
existed a guilty secret which threatened to sap the peace of tin-
establishment. At length I sa id: " O h ! I did not think to tell you anything 

about my chum." 
" What is his name ? " she inquired. 
« His name is Henry Hulm," I replied ; and then I went on 

at length to describe his good qualities and to tell what ex-
cellent friends we had been. « H e is not a bit like me, I 

said, " he is so steady and q u i e t " 
" D o you know anything about his p e o p l e ? " inquired the 

^ ^ No, he never says anything about them, and I am afraid 
he is poor," I replied. 

" How does he dress ? " 
« Not so well as I do, but he. is the neatest and carefullest 

boy in the school." 
" P e r h a p s you would like to invite him here to spend your 

vacation with you, when you come home again," she suggested. 
" May I ? Can I ? " I eagerly inquired. 
« Certainly. If he is a good, respectable boy, and you would 

like him for a companion here, I should be delighted to have 
vou bring him." . .„ , 

« O h ! I thank you : I am so glad! I 'm sure he'll come, and 

he can sleep in my room with me." 
« Tha t will please you very much, will it not ? and the lady 

smiled with a lively look of gratification. 
I look back now with mingled pity of my simple self and 

admiration of the old lady who thus artfully wove her toils 
about me. She knew she must not alarm my father, or i® 

prison me, or fail to make me happy in the gilded t a p she had 
set for me. All her work upon me was that of a thorough 
art is t What she wanted was to sever me and my sympathy 
from my father and his home, and to make herself and hei 
house the center of my life. She saw that my time wOuld pass 
slowly if I had no companion; and Henry's coming would be 
likely to do more than anything to hold me. My pride would 
certainly move me to bring him to my room, and she would 
manage the r e s t 

After dinner, I asked liberty to go to the stable. I was fond 
of horses and all domestic animals. I made my request in the 
presence of Jenks, and that whimsical old hypocrite had the 
hardihood to growl and grumble and mutter as if he regarded 
the presence of a boy in the stable as a most offensive intru-
sion upon his special domain. I could not comprehend such 
duplicity, and looked at him inquiringly. 

" Don' t mind Jenks," said Madame : " he's a foo l" 
Jenks went growling out of the room, but, as he passed m«, 

I caught the old cunning look in his little eyes, and followed 
him. When the door was closed he cut a pigeon-wing, and 
ended by throwing one foot entirely over my head. Then he 
whispered: " You go out and stay there until I come. Don't 
disturb anything." So I went out, thinking him quite the 
nimblest and queerest old fellow I had ever seen. 

I passed half an hour patting the horse's head, calling the 
chickens around me, and wondering what the plans of Jenks 
would be. At length he appeared. Walking tiptoe into the 
stable, he said : " The old woman is down for a nap, and 
we've got two good hours for a voyage. Now, messmate, let's 
up sails and be o f f ! " 

At this he seized a long rope which depended from one of 
the great beams above, and pulled away with a " Yo 1 heave 
oh 1" sotto voce, (letting it slide through hfc hands at every call), 
JLS if an immense spread of canvas was to be the resul t 

" Belay there ! " he said at last, in token that his ship wai 
•nder way, and the voyage begun. 

S* 



" I t ' s a bit cold, my hearty, and now for a tnm on the 
quarter-deck," he said, as he grasped my hand, and walked 
with me back and forth across the floor. I was seized with ar. 
uncontrollable fit of laughter, but walked with him, nothing 
loth. Now we plough the billow," said Jenks. " This is what 
I call gay." 

After giving our blood a jog, and getting into a glow, he bf 
gan to laugh. 

" W h a t are you laughing a t ? " I inquired. 
" She made me promise that I wouldn't tease or trouble you, 

she did!" and then he laughed again. " O h yes ; Jenks is a 
*ool, he i s ! Jenks is a tremenduous fool!" Then he suddenly 
sobered, and suggested that it was time to examine our chart. 
Dropping my hand, he went to a bin of oats, built like a desk, 
and opening from the top with a falling lid. T o this lid he had 
attached two legs by hinges of leather, which supported it at a 
convenient angle. Then he brought forth two three-legged 
milking-stools and placed them before it, and plunging his 
hand deep down into the oats drew out my atlas, neatly 
wrapped in an old newspaper. This he opened before me, and 
we took our seats. 

" Now where are we ? " said Jenks. 
I opened to the map of the world, and said: " H e r e is New 

York, and there is Boston. We can't be very far from either 
of 'em, but I think we are between 'em." 

«Very well, let it be between 'em," said Jenks. " Now 
w h a t ? " 

" W h e r e will you g o ? " I inquired. 
« I don't care where I g o ; let us have a big sail, now that 

we are in for it," he replied. • 
"Well , then, l e f s go to Great Bri ton," I said-
" Isn' t there something that they call the English Channel ? " 

inquired Jenks with a doubtful look. 
" Yes, there is," and cruising about among the fine type, I 

found i t 
« Well, I don't like this idea of being out of sight of land 

It 's dangerous, and if you can't sleep, there is no place to go 
to. L e f s steer straight for the English Channel—straight as a 
ramrod." 

" B u t it will take a month," I s a id ; " I have heard people 
gay so a great many times." 

" M y ! A month ? Out of sight of land ? N o old woman 
and no curry-comb for a month ? Hey de diddle ! Very well, 
let it be a month. Hullo ! if s all over ! Here we are : now 
where are we on the map ? " 

" We seem to be pretty near to Paris," I said, " but we don't 
quite touch i t There must be some little places along here 
that are not put down. There's London, t o o : that doesn't 
seem to be a great way off; but there's a strip of land between 
it and the water." 

" Why, yes, there's Paris," said Jenks, looking out of the 
stable window, and down upon the town. " Don ' t you see ? 
I f s a fine city. I think I see just where Napoleon Bonaparte 
lives. But i f s a wicked p lace ; l e f s get away from it. Bear 
off n o w ; " and so our imaginary bark, to use Jenks 's large 
phrase, " swept up the channel." 

Here I suggested that we had better take a map of Great 
Britain, and we should probably find more places to stop at. 
I found it easily, with the " English Channel" in large letters. 

" Here we are ! " I said : " see the towns ! " 
" My ! Ain't they thick ! " responded Jenks. " What is 

that name running lengthwise there right through the water? " 
" T h a f s the 'Strai t of Dover , ' " I replied. 
" Well, then, look ou t ! We're running right into it I 

I f s a confounded narrow place, any way. Bear away there ; 
take the middle course. I 've heard of them Straits of Dover 
before. They are dangerous; but we're through, we're through. 
Now where are we ? " 

" We are right at the mouth of the Thames," I replied, " and 
here is a river that leads straight up to London." 

" Cruise off! cruise of f !" said Jenks. " We're in an enemy's 
country. Sure enough, there's L o n d o n ; " and he looked 01V 



of the window with a fixed gaze, as if the dome of S t P a u l i 
were as plainly in sight as his own nose. After satisfying him« 
self with a survey of the great city, he remarked, interroga-
tively, " Haven ' t we had about enough of this ? I want to 
go where the spicy breezes blow. Now that we have got oui 
sea-legs on, let us make for the equator. Bring the ship 
round ; here we go ; now what ? " 

" W e have got to cross the Tropic of Cancer, for all that I 
can see," said I. 

" Can't we possibly dodge it ? " inquired Jenks with concern. 

" I don't see how we can," I replied. " I t seems to go clean 
around." 

". What is it, any way ? " said he. 
" I t don't seem to be anything but a sort of dotted line," I 

answered. 
" Oh well, never mind ; we'll get along with that," he said 

encouragingly. "S teer between two dots, and hold your 
breath. My uncle David had one of them things." 

Here Jenks covered his mouth and nose with entire gravity, 
and held them until the imaginary danger was p a s t At last, 
with a red face, he inquired, " Are we over ? " 

" All over," I replied ; " and now where do you want to go ? " 
" Isn't there something that they call the Channel of Mo-

zambique?" said Jenks. 
" Why ? " I asked. 
"Wel l , I 've always thought it must be a splendid sheet of 

water! Yes : Channel of Mozambique—splendid sheet of 
water ! Mozambique! Grand name, isn't i t? " 

"Why, here it is," said I, "away round here. We've got to 
run down the coast of Africa,, and around the Cape of Good 
Hope, and up into the Indian Ocean. Shall we touch any-
w h e r e ? " 

" No, I reckon it isn't b e s t The niggers will think we are 
after 'em, and we may get into trouble. But look here, boy ! 
We've forgot the compasses. How we ever managed to get 
across the Atlantic without 'em is more than I know. That'« 

one of tne carelessest t l ings I ever did. I ion ' t suppose we 
could do it again in trying a thousand times." 

Thereupon he drew from a corner of the oat-bin an old pair 
of carpenter's compasses, between which and the mariner"« 
compass neither he nor I knew the difference, and said : " Now 
let us sail by compasses, in the regular way." 

" H o w do you do it ? " I inquired. 
" T h e r e can't be but one way, as I see," he replied. " Y o u 

put one leg down on the map, where you are, then put the 
other down where you want to go, and just sail for that leg." 

" Well," said I, " here we are, close to the Canary Islands. 
Put one leg down there, and the other down here at S t 

• Helena." 
After considerable questioning and fumbling and adjusting ol 

the compasses, they were held in their place by the ingenious 
navigator, while we drove for the lonely island. After a con 
siderable period of silence, Jenks broke out with: " Doesn't 
she cut the water beautiful ? I t takes the Jane Whittlesey !" 

" P h ! " I exclaimed, " I didn't know you had a name for 
her." 

" Yes," said Jenks with a sigh—still holding fast to the com-
passes, as if our hves depended upon his faithfulness—" Jane 
Whittlesey has been the name of every vessel I ever owned. 
You know what I told you about that young woman ? " 

" Yes," I sa id ; " and was that her name ? " 
Jenks nodded, and sighed again, still keeping his eye upon 

the outermost leg of the instrument, and holding it firmly in its 
place. 

" H e r e we are," he exclaimed at l as t " N o w l e f s double 
over and start again." 

So the northern leg came around with a half circle, and went 
down at the Cape of Good Hope. The Tropic of Capricorn 
proved less dangerous than the northern corresponding line, and 
so, at last, sweeping around the cape, we brought that leg of 
the compasses which we had left behind toward the equator 
>gain, and, working up on the map, arrived at our destination. 



" Well, here we are in the Channel of Mozambique," I said 
" What's that blue place there on the right hand side of it ? " 

he inquired. 
" That*s the Island of Madagascar. 
" Y o u don't tell m e ! " he exclaimed " W e l l ! I never ex-

pected to be so near that place. T h e Island of Madagascar! 
The Island of Mad-a-gas-car! Lef s take a look at i t " 

Thereupon he rose and took a long look out of the win-
dow. " Elephants — mountains — tigers — monkeys — golden 
sands—cannibals," he exclaimed slowly, as he apprehended 
seriatim the objects he named. Then he elevated his nose, and 
began to sniff the air, as if some far-off odor had reached him 
an viewless wings. " Spicy breezes, upon my word! " he ex- • 
claimed. " Don' t you notice 'em, boy ? Smell uncommonly 
like hay ; what do you think ? " 

We had after this a long and interesting cruise, running into 
various celebrated ports, and gradually working toward home. 
I was too busy with the navigation to join Jenks in his views of 
the countries and islands which we passed on the voyage but 
he enjoyed every league of the long and eventful sail. At last 
the Jane Whittlesey ran straight into Mrs. Sanderson's home in-
closures, and Jenks cast anchor by dropping a huge stone 
through a trap-door in the floor. 

" I t really seems good to be at home again, and to feel every-
thing standing still, doesn't i t ? " said he. " I wonder if I can 
walk straight," he went on, and then proceeded to ascertain by 
actual experiment I have laughed a hundred times since at 
the recollection of the old fellow's efforts to adapt himself to 
the imaginary billows of the stable-floor. 

" I hope I shall get over this before supper-time," said Jenks, 
" for the old woman will know we have been to sea." 

I enjoyed the play quite as well as my companion did, but 
even then I did not comprehend that it was simply play, with 
him. I supposed it was a trick of his to learn something of 
geography before cutting loose from service and striking oui 

into the great world by way of the ocean. So I said to him ; 
" What do you do this for ? " 

" What do I do it for ? What does anybody go to sea for ? " 
he inquired with astonishment 

" Well, but you don't go to the real sea, you know," I sug-
gested. 

" Don' t I ! That 's what the atlas says, any way, and the atlas 
ought to know," said Jenks. " At any rate if s as good a sea 
as I want at this time of year, just before winter comes on. I i 
you only tnink so, if s a great deal better sailing on an atlas 
than it is sailing on the water. You have only to go a few 
inches, and you needn't get wet, and you can't drown. You 
can see everything there is in the world by looking out of the 
window, and thinking you d o ; and whaf s the use spending so 
much time as people do travelling to the ends of the earth ? 
The only thing that troubles me is that Bradford's Irishman 
down here has really come across the ocean, and I don't s'pose 
he cared any more about it than if he'd been a pig. If 
I could only have had a real sail on the ocean, and got 
through with it, I don't know but I should be ready to die." 

" But you will have, some time, you know," I said encour-
agingly. 

" Do you think so ? " 
" When you run away you will," I said. 
" I don't know," he responded dubiously. " I think per 

haps I 'd better run away on an atlas a few times first, just tc 
learn the ropes." 

Here we were interrupted by the tinkle of a bell, and it wai 
marvelous to see how quickly the atlas disappeared in the oat> 
and the lid was closed over i t Jenks went to the house and I 
followed him. 

Mrs. Sanderson did not inquire how I had spent my time. 
It was enough for her that I had in no way disturbed her after 
dinner nap, and that I came when she wanted me. I told her 
I had enjoyed the day very much, and that I hoped my father 
would let me come up soon and occupy my room. Then J 



went up-stairs and looked the room all over again, and tried to 
realize the extent and value of my new possession. When I 
went home, toward night, she loaded me with nice little gifts 
for my mother and the children, and I lost no time in my haste 
to tell the family of the good fortune that had befallen me. My 
mother was greatly delighted with my representations, but my 
father was sad. I think he was moved to sever my connection 
with the artful woman at once, and take the risks of the step, 
but a doubt of his own ability to do for me what it was her in-
terjtion and power to do withheld him. H e consented at last to 
lose me because he loved me, and on the following day I went 
out from my home with an uneasy conviction that I had been 
bought and paid for, and was little better than an expensive 
piece of property. What she would do with me I could not 
tell. I had my doubts and my dreams, which I learned to keep 
to myself; but in the swift years that followed there was never 
an unkind word spoken to me in my new home, or any unkind 
treatment experienced which made me regret the step I had 
taken. 

I learned to regard Mrs. Sanderson as the wisest woman liv-
ing ; and I found, as the time rolled by, that I had adopted hei 
judgments upon nearly every person and every subject that 
called forth her opinion. She assumed superiority to all her 
neighbors. She sat on a social throne, in her own imagination 
There were few who openly acknowledged her sway, but she 
was imperturbable. Wherever she appeared, men bowed to 
her with profoundest courtesy, and women were assiduous in 
their politeness. They may have flouted her when she was out 
of sight, but they were flattered by her attentions, and were al-
ways careful in her presence to yield her the pre-eminence 
she assumed. N o man or woman ever came voluntarily into 
collision with her wilL Keen, quiet, alert, self-possessed, she 
lived her own independent life, asking no favors, granting few, 
and holding herself apart from, and above, all around her. The 
power of this self-assertion, insignificant as she was in physique, 
was simply gigantic. 

T o this height she undertook to draw me, severing one by 
one the sympathies which bound me to my family and my com. 
panions, and making me a part of herselfi I remember dis-
tinctly the processes of the change, and their resul t I grew more 
silent, more self-contained, more careful of my associations. 
The change in me had its effect in my own home. I came to be 
regarded there as a sort of superior be ing ; and when I went 
there for a day the best things were given me to eat, and cer-
tain proprieties were observed by the family, as if a rare stranger 
had come among them. In the early part of my residence at 
The Mansion, some of the irreverent little democrats of the 
street called me " M o t h e r Sanderson's Baby," but even this 
humiliating and maddening taunt died away when it was whis-
pered about that she was educating her heir, and that I should 
be some day the richest yourg man in tfre town. 

r 



C H A P T E R V T I . 

I L E A V E T H E B I R D ' S N E S T A N D M A K E A G R E A T D I S C O V E R Y . 

L I F E is remembered rather by epochs than by continuous de 
tails. I spent five years at The Bird's Nest, visiting home twice 
every year, and becoming more and more accustomed to the 
thought that I had practically ceased to be a member of my 
own family. My home and all my belongings were at the Man-
sion ;"and although I kept a deep, warm spot in my heart for 
my father, which never grew cold, there seemed to be a differ-
ence in kind and quality between me and my brothers and sis-
ters which forbade the old intimacy. The life at home had 
grown more generous w i t h my f a t h e r ' s advancing prosperity, 
and my sisters, catching the spirit of the prosperous community 
around them, had done much to beautify and elevate its ap-
pointments. 

The natural tendency of the treatment I received, both at 
my father's house and at T h e Mansion, was for a long time to 
concentrate my thoughts upon myself, so that when, on my 
fifteenth birthday, I entered my father's door, and felt pecu-
liarly charmed by my welcome and glad in the happiness which 
my presence gave, I made a discovery. I found my sister 
Claire a remarkably pretty young woman. She was two years 
my senior, and had been so long my profoundest worshipper 
that I had never dreamed what, she might become. She was 
the sweetest of blondes, with that unerring instinct of dress 
which enabled her to choose always the right color, and so to 
drape her slender and graceful figure as to be always attractive. 
My own advance toward manhood helped me, I suppose, to 
appreciate her as I had not hitherto done ; and before I parted 
with her, to return to the closing term of Mr. Bird's tuition, I 

had become proud of her, and ambitious for her future. I 
found, too, that she had more than kept pace with me in study. 
I t was a great surprise. By what ingenuities she had managed 
to win her accomplishments, and become the educated lady that 
the was, I knew not. I t was the way of New England girls 
then as it is now. I had long talks and walks with her, and 
quite excited the jealousy of Mrs. Sanderson by the amount of 
time I devoted to her. 

In these years Mrs. Sanderson herself had hardly grown ap-
preciably older. Her hair had become a little whiter, but she 
retained, apparently, all he> old vigor, and was the same strong-
willed, precise, prompt, opinionated woman she was when I 
first knew her. Jenks and 1 had many sails upon the atlas sue 
«reeding that which I have described, but something had always 
interfered to prevent him from taking the final step which would 
sever his connection with the service of his old mistress for-
ever. 

Every time during these five years that l went home to spend 
my vacation, I invited Henry to accompany me, but his mother 
invariably refused to permit him to do so. Mrs. Sanderson, in 
her disappointment, offered to defray all the expenses of the 
journey, which, in the mean time liad ceased to be made with 
the oldhorse and chaise; but there Came always from his mother 
the same refusal. The old lady was piqued at last, and became 
soured toward him. Indeed, if she could have found a valid 
excuse for the step, she would have broken off our intimacy. 
She had intended an honor to an unknown lad in humble cir-
cumstances; and to have that honor persistently spurned, with-
out apparent reason, exasperated her. " T h e lad is a churl, 
depend upon it, when you get a t the bottom of him," was the 
stereotyped reply to all my attempts to palliate his offence, and 
vindicate the lovableness of his character. 

These years of study and development had wrought great 
changes in me. Though thoroughly healthy—thanks to the 
considerate management of my teacher—I grew up t^H and 
»lender, and promised to reach the reputed altitude of the old 



Bonnicastles. I was a man in stature by the side of my sistei 
Claire, and assumed the dress and carriage of a man. Though 
Henry was two years older than I , we studied together in every-
thing, and were to leave school together. Our companionship 
had been fruitful of good to both of us. I stirred him and he 
steadied me. 

There was one aim which we held in common—the aim at 
personal integrity and thorough soundness of character. This 
aim had been planted in us both by Christian parents, and it 
was fostered in every practicable way by Mr. and Mrs. Bird. 
There was one habit, learned at home, which we never omitted 
for a night while we were at school—the habit of kneeling at 
our bedside before retiring to slumber, and offering silently a 
prayer. Dear Mrs. Bird—that sweet angel of all the little boys 
—was always with us in our first nights together, when we er 
gaged in our devotions, and sealed our young Hps for sleep wit« 
a kiss. Bidding us to pray for what we wanted, and to thank 
our Father for all that we received, with the simple and hearty 
language we would use if we were addressing our own parents, 
and adjuring us never, under any circumstances, to omit our 
offering, she left us at last to ourselves. " Remember," she used 
to say, " remember that no one can do this for you. The boy 
who confesses his sins every night has always the fewest sins 
to confess. The habit of daily confession and prayer is the 
surest corrective of all that is wrong in your motives and con-
d u c t " 

In looking back upon this aspect of our life together, I am 
compelled to believe that both Henry and myself were in the 
line of Christian experience. Those prayers and those daily 
efforts at good, conscientious living, were the solid beginnings 
of a Christian character. I do not permit myself to question 
that had I gone on in that simple way I should have grown into 
a Christian man. T h e germination and development of the 
seed planted far back in childhood would, I am sure, have been 
crowned with a divine fruitage. Both of us had been taught 
that we belonged to the Master—that we had been given ta 

Him in baptism. Neither of us had been devoted to Him by 
parents who, having placed His seal upon our foreheads, thence-
forth strove to convince us that we were the children of the 
deviL Expecting to be Christians, trying to live according to 
the Christian rule of life, never doubting that in good time we 
should be numbered among Christian disciples, we were already 
Christian disciples. Why should it be necessary that the aggre-
gate sorrow and remorse for years of selfishness and transgres-
sion be crowded into a few hours or days ? Why should it be 
necessary to be lifted out of a great horror of blackness and 
darkness and tempest, into a supernal light by one grand sweep 
of passion ? Are safe foundations laid in storms and upheavals ? 
Are conviction and character nourished by violent access and 
reaction of feeling ? We give harsh remedies for desperate dis-
eases, and there are such things as desperate diseases. I am 
sure that Henry and I were not desperately diseased. The 
tfhole drift of our aims was toward the realization of a Chris-
aan life. The grand influences shaping us from childhood 
were Christian. Every struggle with that which was base and 
unworthy within us was inspired by Christian motives. Im-
perfect in knowledge, infirm in will, volatile in purpose as boys 
always are and always will be, still we were Christian boys, who 
had only to grow in order to rise into the purer light and better 
life of the Christian estate. 

I am thus particular in speaking of this, for I was des-
tined to pass through an experience which endangered all 
that I had won. I shall write of this experience with great 
care, but with a firm conviction that my unvarnished story 
has a useful lesson in it, and an earnest wish that it may advance 
the cause which holds within itself the secret of a world's re-
demption. I am sure that our religious teachers do not com-
petently estimate the power of religious education on a great 
multitude of minds, or adequately measure the almost infinite 
mischief that may be inflicted upon sensitive natures by method« 
of address and influence only adapted to those who are sluggisl 
in temperament or besotted by vice. 



My long stay at T h e Bird's Nest was a period of uninterrupted 
growth of mind as well as of body. Mr. Bird was a man who 
recognized the fact that time is one of the elements that enter 
into a healthy development of the mind—that mental digestion 
and assimilation are quite as essential to true growth as the re-
ception of abundant food. Hence his aim was never to crowd 
a pupil beyond his powers of easy digestion, and never to press 
to engorgement the receptive faculties. T o give the mind ideas 
to live upon while it acquired the discipline for work, was his 
steady practice and policy. All the current social and political 
questions were made as familiar to the boys under his charge as 
they were to the reading world outside. The issues involved 
in every political contest were explained to us, and I think we 
learned more that was of practical use to us in after-life from 
his tongue than from the text-books which we studied. 

Some of the peculiarities of Mr. Bird's administration I have 
already endeavored to represent, and one of these I must recall 
at the risk of repetition and tediousness. In the five years which 
I spent under his roof and care, I do not think one lad left the 
school with the feeling that he had been unjustly treated in any 
instance. N o bitter revenges were cherished in any heart. If, 
in his haste or perplexity, the master ever did a boy a wrong, 
he made instant and abundant reparation, in an acknowledg-
ment to the whole school. H e was as tender of the humblest 
boy's reputation as he was of any man's, or even of his own. 
When I think of the brutal despotism that reigns in so many 
schools of this and other countries, and of the indecent way in 
which thousands of sensitive young natures are tortured by men 
who, in the sacred office of the teacher, display manners that 
have ceased to be respectable in a stable, I bless my kind stars 
—nay, I thank God—for those five years, and the sweet influ-
ence that has poured from them in a steady stream through all 
my life. 

The third summer of my school life was " Reunion Summer," 
and one week of vacation was devoted to the old boys. It 
was with inexpressible interest that I witnessed the interview» 

between them and their teacher. Young men from college 
with downy whiskers and fashionable clothes; young men in 
business, with the air of business .in their manners ; young 
clergymen, doctors, and lawyers came back by scores. They 
brought a great breeze from the world with them, but all be-
came boys again when they entered the presence of their old 
master. They kissed him as they were wont to do in the times 
which had become old times to them. They hung upon his 
n e c k ; they walked up and down the parlors with their arm* 
around h i m ; they sat in his lap, and told him of their changes, 
troubles and successes; and all were happy to be at the old nest 
again. 

Ah, what fetes, were crowded into that happy week ¡—what 
games of ball, what receptions, what excursions, what meetings 
and speeches, what songs, what delightful interminglings of all 
the social elements of the village ! What did it matter that we 
small boys felt very small by the side of those young men whose 
old rooms we were occupying? We enjoyed their presence, 
and found in it the promise that at some future time we should 
come back with whiskers upon our cheeks, and the last triumphs 
of the tailor in our coats ! 

Henry and I were to leave school in the au tumn; and as the 
time drew near for our departure dear Mr. and Mrs. Bird grew 
more tender toward us, for we had been there longer than any 
of the other boys. I think there was not a lad at The Bird's 
Nest during our last term whom we found there on our entrance 
five years before. Jolly Jack Linton had become a clerk in a 
city shop, and was already thrifty and popular. Tom Kendrick 
was in college, and was to become a Christian minister. An-
drews, too, was in college, and was bringing great comfort to 
his family by a true life that had been begun with so bad a 
promise. Mr. Bird seemed to take a special pleasure in our so-
ciety, and, while loosening his claim upon us as pupils, to hold us 
as associates and friends the more closely. H e loved his boys as 
a father loves his children. In one of our closing interviews, he 
and Mrs. Bird talked freely of the life they had lived, and it« 



beautiful compensations. They never wearied with their work, 
but found in the atmosphere of love that enveloped them an in-
spiration for all their labor and care, and a balm for all their trials 
and troubles. " If I were to live my life over again," said Mrs. 
Bird to me one evening, " I should choose just this, and be per-
fectly content." There are those teachers who have thought 
and said that " every boy is a born devil," and have taught for 
years because they were obliged to teach, with a thorough 
and outspoken detestation of their work. I t is sad to think 
that multitudes of boys have been trained and misunderstood and 
abused by these men, and to know that thousands of them are 
still in office, untrusted and unloved by the tender spirits which 
»hey have in charge. 

My connection with Mrs. Sanderson was a subject to which 
Mr. Bird very rarely alluded. I was sure there was something 
about it which he did not like, and in the last private conversa-
tion which I held with him it all came out. 

" I want to tell you, Arthur," he said, " t h a t I have but one 
fear for you. You have already been greatly injured by Mrs. 
Sanderson, and by the peculiar relations which she holds to 
your life. In some respects you are not as lovable as when 
you first came here. You have become exclusive in your so-
ciety, obtrusive in your dress, and fastidious in your notions of 
many things. You are under the spell of a despotic will, and 
the moulding power of sentiments entirely foreign to your nat-
ure. She has not spoiled you, but she has injured you. You 
have lost your liberty, and a cunning hand is endeavoring to 
shape you to a destiny which it has provided for you. Now no 
wealth can compensate you for such a change. If she make 
you her heir, as I think she intends to do, she calculates upon 
your becoming a useless and selfish gentleman after a pattern 
of her own. Against this transformation you must struggle. 
T o lose your sympathy for your own family and for the great 
multitude of the p o o r ; to limit your labor to the nursing of an 
old and large es ta te ; to surrender all your plans for an active 
life of usefulness among men, is to yield yourself to a fate worse 

than any poverty can inflict I t is to be bought, to be paid for, 
- and to be made a slave of. I can never be -econciled to any 

such consummation of your life." 
This was plain talk, but it was such as he had a right to in-

dulge i n ; and I knew and felt it to be true. I had arrived at 
the conviction in my own way before, and I had wished in my 
heart of hearts that I had had my own fortune to make, like 
the other boys with whom I had associated. I knew that 
Henry's winter was to be devoted to teaching, in order to pro-
vide himself with a portion of the funds which would be neces-
sary for the further pursuit of his education. H e had been 
kept back by poverty from entering school at first, so that he 
was no further advanced in study than myself though the years 
had given him wider culture and firmer character than I pos-
sessed. Still, I felt entirely unable and unwilling to relinquish 
advantages which brought me immunity from anxiety and care, 
and the position which those advantages and my prospects 
gave me. My best ambitions were already sapped. I had be-
come weak and to a sad extent self-indulgent I had acquired 
no vices, but my beautiful room at The Mansion had been 
made still more beautiful with expensive appointments, my 
wardrobe was much enlarged, and, in short, I was in love with 
riches and all that riches procured for me. 

Mr. Bird's counsel produced a deep impression upon me, 
and made me more watchful of the changes in my character 
and the processes by which they were wrought In truth, I 
strove against them, in a weak way, as a slave might strive 
with chains of gold, which charm him and excite his cupidity 
while they bind him. 

Here, perhaps, I ought to mention the fact that there was 
one subject which Henry would never permit me to talk about, 
viz., the relations with Mrs. Sanderson upon whose baleful 
power over me Mr. Bird had animadverted so severely. Why 
these and my allusions to them were so distasteful to him, I did 
not know, and could not imagine, unless it were that he did 
not like to realize the difference between his harder lot and 
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mine. " Please never mention the name of Mrs. Sanderson t« 
me again," he said to m e one day, almost ill-naturedly, and 
quite peremptorily. " I am tired of the old woman, and I 
should think you would be." 

Quite unexpectedly, toward the close of the term, I received 
a letter from my father, conveying a hearty invitation to Henry 
to accompany me to Bradford, and become a guest in his house. 
With the fear of Mrs. Sanderson's displeasure before my eyes, 
should he accept an invitation from my father which he had 
once and many times again declined when extended by herself, 
I was mean enough to consider the purpose of withholding it 
from him altogether. But I wanted him in Bradford. I wanted 
to show him to my friends, and so, risking all untoward con-
sequences, I read him the invitation. 

Henry 's face brightened in an instant, and, without consult-
ing his mother, he said a t once : " I shall go." 

Very much surprised, and fearful of what would come of it, 
I blundered out some faint expression of my pleasure at the 
prospect of his continued society, and the matter was settled. 

I cannot recall our parting with Mr. and Mrs. Bird without 
a blinding suffusion of the eyes. Few words were said. "You 
know it all, my boy," said Mr. Bird, as he put his arms around 
me, and pressed m e to his side. " I took you into my heart 
when I first saw you, and you will live there until you prove 
yourself unworthy of the place." 

For several years a lumbering old stage-coach with two 
horses had run between Hillsborough and Bradford, and to 
this vehicle Henry and I committed our luggage and ourselves. 
I t was a tedious journey, which terminated at nightfall, and 
brought us first to my father's house. Ordering my trunks 
to be carried to T h e Mansion, I went in to introduce Henry 
to the family, with the purpose of completing my own jour-
ney on foo t 

Henry was evidently a surprise to them all. Manly in size, 
mould and bearing, he bore no resemblance to the person 
whom they had been accustomed to regard as a lad. Thsre 

was embarrassment at first, which Henry's quiet and unpre-
tending manners quickly dissipated; and soon the stream of 
easy conversation was set flowing, and we were all happy t o 
gether. I quickly saw that my sister Claire had become the 
real mistress of the household. T h e evidences of her care were 
everywhere. My mother was feeble and prone to melancholy; 
but her young spirit, full of vitality, had asserted its sway, and 
produced a new atmosphere in the little establishment Order, 
taste, and a look of competency and comfort prevailed. Without 
any particular motive, I watched the interchange of address 
and impression between Henry and my sister. I t was as 
charming as a play. Two beings brought together from dif-
ferent worlds could not have appeared more interested in each 
other. H e r cheeks were flushed, her blue eyes were luminous 
her words were fresh and vivacious, and with a woman's quick 
instinct she felt that she pleased him. Absorbed in his study 
of the new nature thus opened to him, Henry so far forgot 
the remainder of the family as to address all his words to her. 
If my father asked him a question, he answered it to Claire. 
If he told a story, or related an incident of our journey home-
ward, he addressed it to her, as if her ears were the only ones 
that could hear it, or a t least were those which would hear it 
with the most interest. I cannot say that I had not anticipated 
something like this. I had wondered, at least, how they would 
like each other. Claire's hand lighted the candle with which S 
led him to his room. Claire's hand had arranged the little 
bouquet which we found upon his table. 

" I shall like all your father's family very much, I know," 
said Henry, in our privacy. 

I was quick enough to know who constituted the largest 
portion of the family, in his estimate of the aggregate. 

I t was with a feeling of positive unhappiness and humilia-
tion that I a t last took leave of the delightful and delighted 
circle, and bent my steps to my statelier lodgings and the 
society of my cold and questioning A u n t I knew that there 
would be no hope of hiding from her the fact that Henry had 



accompanied me home, and that entire frankness and prompt 
ness in announcing it was my best pol icy; but I dreaded the 
impression it would make upon her. I found her awaiting my 
arrival, and met from her a hearty greeting. How I wished 
that Henry were a hundred miles away ! 

" I left my old chum at my father's," I said, almost before 
she had time to ask me a question. 

« You d i d ! " she exclaimed, her dark eyes flaming with anger, 
" How came he there ? " 

" My father invited him and he came home with me," I re-
plied. 

" S o he spurns your invitation and mine, and accepts your 
lather's. . Will you explain this ? " 

« Indeed I cannot," I replied. " I have nothing to say, ex-
cept that I am sorry and ashamed." 

" I should think so 1 I should think so 1" she exclaimed, ris-
ing and walking up and down the little library. " I should 
think so, indeed! One thing is proved, at least, and proved to 
your satisfaction, I hope—that he is not a gentleman. I really 
must forbid"—here she checked herself, and reconsidered. 
She saw that I did not follow her with my sympathy, and 
thought best to adopt other methods for undermining my friend-
ship for him. 

" Arthur," she said, at last, seating herself and controlling 
her rage, " your model friend has insulted both of us. I am an 
old woman, and he is nothing to me. H e has been invited 
here solely on your account, and, if he is fond of you, he has 
declined the invitation solely on mine. There is a certain 
chivalry—a sense of what is due to any woman under these 
circumstances—that you understand as well as I do, and I 
shall leave you to accept or reject its dictates. I ask nothing 
of you that is based in any way on my relations to you. This 
fellow has grossly, and without any apology or explanation, 
slighted my courtesies, and crowned his insult by accepting 
those coming from a humbler source—from one of my own ten-
ants, in fact." 

" I have nothing to say," I responded. " I a m really not to 
blame for his conduct, but I should be ashamed to quarrel with 
anybody because he would not do what I wanted him to do." 

" Very well. If that is your conclusion, I must ask you neve* 
to mention his name to me again, and if you hold any comma 
nication with him, never to tell me of it. You disappoint me, 
but you are young, and you must be bitten yourself before you 
will learn to let dogs alone.1" 

I had come out of the business quite as well as I expected 
to, but it was her way of working. She saw that I loved my 
companion with a firmness that she could not shake, and that 
it really was not in me to quarrel with him. She must wait for 
favoring time and circumstances, and resort to other arts to 
accomplish her ends—arts of which she was the conscious mis-
tress. She had not forbidden me to see him and hold inter-
course with him. She knew, indeed, that I must see him, and 
that I could not quarrel with him without offending my father, 
whose guest he was—a contingency to be carefully avoided. 

I knew, however, that all practical means would be used to 
keep me out of his company during his stay in Bradford, and I 
was not surprised to be met the next morning with a face cleared 
from all traces of anger and sullenness, and with projects for 
the occupation of my time. 

" I a m getting to be an old woman, Arthur," said she, after 
a cheery breakfast, " and need help in my affairs, which you 
ought to be capable of giving me now." 

I assured her most sincerely that nothing would give me 
greater pleasure than to make what return I could for the kind-
ness she had shown me. 

Accordingly, she brought" out her accounts, and as she laid 
down her books, and package after package of papers, she 
said: " I a m going to let you into some of my secrets. All 
that you see here, and learn of my affairs, is to be entirely con-
fidential. I shall show you more than my lawyer knows, and 
more than anybody knows beyond myself." 

Then she opened an account book, and in a neat hand made 



out a bill for rent to one of her tenants. This was t i e form 
she wished me to follow in making out twenty-five or thirty 
other bills which she pointed out to me. As I did the work 
with much painstaking, the task gave me employment during 
the whole of the morning. At its close, we went over it to-
gether, and she was warm in her praises of my handwriting and 
the correctness of my transcript 

After dinner she told me she would like to have me look over 
some of the papers which she had left on the table. " I t is pos-
sible," she said, " that you may find something that will interest 
you. I insist only on two conditions : you are to keep secret 
everything you learn, and ask me no question about what may 
•dost excite your curiosity." 

One ponderous bundle of papers I found to be composed 
entirely of bonds and mortgages. I t seemed as if she had her 
hold upon nearly every desirable piece of property in the town. 
By giving me a view of this and showing me her rent-roll, she 
undoubtedly intended to exhibit her wealth, which was certainly 
very much greater than I had suspected. " All this if you con-
tinue to please me," was what the exhibition m e a n t ; and, young 
as I was, I knew what it meant. T o hold these pledges of real 
estate, and to. own this rent-roll was to hold power ; and with 
that precious package in my hands there came to me my first 
ambition for power, and a recognition of that thirst to gratify 
which so many men had bartered their honor and their souls. 
In that book and in those papers lay the basis of the old lady's 
self-assurance. I t was to these that men bowed with deferen-
tial respect or superfluous fawning. I t was to these that fine 
ladies paid their devoirs ; and a vision of the future showed all 
these demonstrations of homage transferred to me—a young 
man—with life all before me. The prospect held not only 
these but a thousand delights—travel in foreign lands, horses 
and household pets, fine equipage, pictures, brilliant society, and 
some sweet, unknown angel in the form of a woman, to be loved 
and petted and draped with costly fabrics and fed upon dainties. 

I floated off into a wild, intoxicating dream. All the possi 

bilities of my future came before me. In my imagination 1 

J ? * ? b e h i D d bulwark against a 
n m ° n e y * * * * a n d f e I t "Vself above the pet ty 
needs that harass the toiling multitude. I was already a s o c S 
center and a king Yet after all, when the first excitemem 
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e a h Z e d that lay between me and 
A e reahzation of my d r e a m s - » all this if you continue to 
please m e " — I knew and felt that I was a slave. I was not 
my o w n : I h a d been purchased. I could not freely follow 
even the impulses of my own natural affection 

Tiring of the package at last, and of the thoughts and 
emotions it excited, I turned to others. One after another I 
,00k them up and partly examined them, but they were mostly 
lead documents old policies of insurance long since expired 

uld contracts for the erection of buildings that had themselves 
grown old, mortgages that had been canceled, old abstracts of 
title, e t a , etc. At last I found, at the bottom of the pile a 
package yellow with a g e ; and I gasped with astonishment as I 
read on the back of the first pape r : "James Mansfield to Peter 
Bonnicastle." I drew it quickly from the tape, and saw ex-
posed upon the next p a p e r : "Julius Wheeler to Peter Bonni-
castle. Thus the name went on down through the whole 
package. All the papers were old, and all of them were deeds 
- -some of them conveying thousands of acres of colonial 
ands. Thus I learned two things that filled me with such de-

hght and pride as, I should find it altogether impossible to 
describe; first, that the fortune which I had been examining 
and which I had a tolerable prospect of inheriting, had its 
foundations laid a century before by one of my own ancestors • 
and second, that Mrs. Sanderson and I had common blood in 
our veins. This discovery quite restored my self-respect, 
because I should arrive at my inheritance by at least a show 
of right. The property would remain in the family where it 
belonged a n d so far as I knew, no member of the family 
would have a better right to it than myself. I presumed that 
my father was a descendant of this same Peter Bonnicastle, 



who was doubtless a notable man in his time ; and cnly the 
accidents of fortune had diverted this large wealth from my 
own branch of the family. 

This discovery brought up to my memory the conversation? 
that had taken place in my home on my first arrival in the 
town, between Mr. Bradford and my father. Here was where 
the "b lue b lood" came from, and Mr. Bradford had known 
about this all the time. I t was his hint to Mrs. Sanderson 
that had procured for me my good fortune. My first impulse 
was to thank him for his service, and to tell him that I probably 
knew as much as he did of my relations to Mrs. Sanderson; but 
the seal of secrecy was upon my lips. I recalled to mind Mrs. 
Sanderson's astonishment and strange behavior when she first 
heard my father's name, and thus all the riddles of that first 
interview were solved. 

Pride of wealth and power had now firmly united itself in my 
mind with pride of ancestry; and though there were humili-
ating considerations connected with my relations to Mrs. 
Sanderson, my self-respect had been wonderfully strengthened, 
and I found that my heart was going out to the little old lady 
with a new sentiment—a sentiment of kinship, if not of love. 
I identified myself with her more perfectly than I had hitherto 
done. She had placed confidence in me, she had praised my 
work, and she was a Bonnicastle. 

I have often looked back upon the revelations and the 
history of that day, and wondered whether it was possible that 
she had foreseen all the processes of mind through which I 
passed, and intelligently and deliberately contrived to procure 
them. She must have done so. There was not an instrument 
wanting for the production of the result she desired, and there 
was nothing wanting in the result 

The afternoon passed, and I neither went home nor felt a 
desire to do so. In the evening she invited me to read, and 
thus I spent a pleasant hour preparatory to an early bed. 

" Y o u have been a real comfort to me to-day, Arthur," she 
said, as I kissed her forehead and bade her good-night. 

What more could a lad who loved praise ask than this? I 
went to sleep entirely happy, and with a new determination to 
devote myself more heartily to the will and the interests of my 
benefactress. I t ceased to be a great matter that my com-
panion for five years was in my father's home, and I saw little 
of him. I was employed with writing and with business 
errands all the time. During Henry's visit in Bradford I was in 
and out of my father's house, as convenience favored, and always 
while on an errand that waited. I think Henry appreciated 
the condition of affairs, and as he and Claire were on charming 
terms, and my absence gave him more time with her, I presume 
that he did not miss me. All were glad to see me useful, and 
happy in my usefulness. 

When Henry went away I walked down to bid him farewelL 
" N o w don't cry, my boy," said Henry, " fo r I am coming 
back ; and don't be excited When I tell you that I have 
engaged to spend the winter in Bradford. I was wondering 
where I could find a school to teach, and the school has come 
to me, examining committee and all." 

I was delighted. I looked at Claire with the unguarded im-
pulse of a boy, and it brought the blood into her cheeks pain-
fully. Henry parted with her very quietly—indeed, with 
studied quietness—but was warm in his thanks to my father 
and mother for their hospitality, and hearty with the boys, with 
whom he had become a great favorite. 

I saw that Henry was happy, and particularly happy in the 
thought of returning. As the stage-coach rattled away, he 
kissed his hand to us all, and shouted " Au revoir / " as if his 
anticipations of pleasure were embraced in those words rather 
than in the fact that he was homeward-bound. 
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C H A P T E R V I I I . 

t A M I N T R O D U C E D T O N E W C H A R A C T E R S A N D E N T E R T H E 

S H A D O W O F T H E G R E A T B E D L 0 W R E V I V A L . 

W H I L E Henry was a guest at my old home, Mr. Bradford 
resumed his visits there. That he had had much to do with 
securing my fa thers prosperity in his calling, I afterwards 
learned with gratitude, but he had done it without his humble 
friend's knowledge, and while studiously keeping aloof from 
him. I never could imagine any reason for his policy in this 
matter except the desire to keep out of Mrs. Sanderson's way. 
H e seemed, too, to have a special interest in H e n r y ; and 
it soon came to my ears that he had secured for him his place 
as teacher of one of the public schools. Twice during the 
young man's visit at Bradford, he had called and invited him 
to an evening walk, on the pretext of showing him some of the 
more interesting features of the rapidly growing little city. 

Henry's plan for study was coincident with my own. We 
had both calculated to perfect our preparation for college 
during the winter and following spring, under private tui t ion; 
and this work, which would be easy for me, was to be accom-
plished by him during the hours left from his school duties. 
I made my own independent arrangements for recitation and 
direction, as I knew such a course would best please Mrs. 
Sanderson, and left him to do the same on his return. With 
an active temperament and the neW stimulus which had come 
to me with a better knowledge of my relations and prospects, 
I found my mind and my time fully absorbed. When I was 
not engaged in study, I was actively assisting Mrs. Sanderson 
in her affairs. 

One morning in the early winter, after Henry had returned, 
and had been for a week or two engaged in his school, I met 

Mr. Bradford on the street, and received from him a cordial 
invitation to take tea and spend the evening at his home 
Without telling me what company I should meet, he simply 
said that there were to be two or three young people beside 
me, and that he wanted Mrs. Bradford to know me. U p to 
this time, I had made comparatively few acquaintances in the 
town, and had entered, in a social way, very few homes. 
The invitation gave me a great deal of pleasure, for Mr. Brad-
ford stood high in the social scale, so that Mrs. Sanderson 
could make no plausible objection to my going. I was careful 
not to speak of the matter to Henry, whom I accidentally 
met during the day, and particularly careful not to mention 
it in my father's family, for fear that Claire might feel herself 
slighted. I was therefore thoroughly surprised when I entered 
Mrs. Bradford's cheerful drawing-room to find there, engaged 
in the merriest conversation with the family, both Henry and 
my sister Claire. Mr. Bradford rose and met me at the door 
in his own hospitable, hearty way, and, grasping my right hand, 
put his free arm around me, and led me to Mrs. Bradford 
and presented me. She was a sweet, pale-faced little woman, 
with large blue eyes, with whicli she peered into mine with a 
charming look of curious inquiry. If she had sa id : " 1 
have long wanted to know you, and am fully prepared to be 
pleased with you and to love you," she would only have put 
into words the meaning which her look conveyed. I had 
never met with a greeting that more thoroughly delighted me, 
or placed me more at my ease, or stimulated me more to show 
what there was of good in me. 

" This is my sister, Miss Lester," said she, turning to a prim 
personage sitting by the fire. 

As the lady did not rise, I bowed to her at a distance, and 
she recognized me with a little nod, as if she would have said : 
" You are well enough for a boy, but I don't see the propriety 
af putting myself out for such young people." 

The contrast between her greeting and that of Mr. and Mrs. 
Bradford led me to give her more than a passing look. I coa-



e luded at o n c e that she was a ma iden of a n a g e m o r e a d v a n c e d 
than she should b e willing to confes s , a n d a per son with ways 
a n d tempers o f her own. S h e sa t a lone, trotting her knees , 
l ook ing into the fire, a n d knitting with such emphas i s a s to 
g ive a n electr ic s n a p to every p a s s o f her glittering needles . 
S h e was larger than M r s . Bradford, a n d her d a r k hair and 
swarthy skin, ga thered into a hundred wrinkles a r o u n d her b lack 
eyes , p r o d u c e d a s t range contrast be tween the sisters . 

M r s . Bradford, I s o o n learned, w a s o n e of those w o m e n in 
whom the motherly instinct is s o s t rong that n o living thing 
c a n c o m e into their p r e s e n c e without excit ing their wish to 
c a r e for i t T h e first thing she did, therefore, a f ter I h a d 
e x c h a n g e d .greetings, w a s to set a chair for m e at the fi e , 
b e c a u s e she knew I must b e co ld a n d my feet m u s t b e w rt. 
When I a s s u r e d her that I was neither co ld nor wet, a n d s ie 
h a d a c c e p t e d the s ta tement with evident incredulity and 
d i sappointment , she ins is ted that I should c h a n g e my chair 
for an eas ier one . I did this to a c c o m m o d a t e her, a n d then 
she took a f ancy that I had a headache a n d n e e d e d a bot t le 
o f salts. T h i s I found in my h a n d be fore I knew it. 

A s these a t tent ions were rendered, they were r e g a r d e d by 
M r . B r a d f o r d with good-natured toleration, b u t there i s sued 
from the c o m e r where " A u n t F l i c k " s a t — f o r from s o m e l ip I 
h a d a l ready caught her home-name—li t t le impatient sniffs, and 
r a p s u p o n the hearth with her trotting heeL 

" J a n e Brad ford , " A u n t F l i c k b r o k e out a t last , " I should 
think you'd b e a shamed . Y o u ' v e d o n e nothing b u t worry that 
boy s ince he c a m e into the room. O n e would think he was a 
baby, a n d that it was your bus ine s s to ' t end him. J u s t a s i f he 
didn't k n o w whether h e was cold, or his feet were wet, or 
his h e a d a c h e d ! J u s t a s if he didn't know enough to g o to 
the fire if he wanted to ! Mill ie , ge t the ca t for your mother, 
a n d bring in the dog. Something m u s t b e nursed, o f course . " 

" W h y , F l ick , d e a r ! " was all M r s . Brad ford said, but Mr. 
Brad ford l o o k e d amused , a n d there c a m e from a corner o f the 
r o o m that m y e y e s h a d not exp lored the merriest y o u n g laugh 

imaginable . I had n o doubt a s to its authorship. Seeing 
that the evening was to b e an informal one, I h a d already 
begun to wonder where the little girl might be, with whose f ace 
I h a d m a d e a brief a c q u a i n t a n c e five year s be fore , a n d of 
whom I h a d caught occas ional g l impses in the interval. 

M r . Brad ford l o o k e d in the direction o f the laugh, a n d ex-
cla iming : " Y o u saucy pus s ! " s tarted from his chair, a n d found 
her sea ted behind a n ot toman, where she h a d b e e n quietly 
reading. 

" Oh, f a t h e r ! don't , p l e a s e ! " she exc la imed, as h e drew her 
from her r e t r e a t S h e resisted a t first, but when she saw that 
she was fully d i scovered, she consented to b e l e d forward a n d 
presented to us . 

" W h e n a child is st i l l ," sa id A u n t F l ick , " I c an ' t s e e the 
u se of stirring her up, unless it is to s e n d her to b e d . " 

" Why, F l i ck , d e a r ! " s a id Mrs . Bradford a g a i n ; but M r . Brad-
ford took n o notice o f the remark , and led the little girl t o us. 
S h e shook hands with us , a n d then her mother caught and 
pulled her into her lap. 

" J a n e Bradford, why will you burden yoursel f with that 
heavy child ? I should think you would b e ill." 

Mill ie 's b l a c k eyes flashed, but she sa id nothing, a n d I had 
an opportunity to s tudy her wonderf id beauty . A s I l ooked at 
her, I could think o f nothing but a gypsy. I could not imagine 
how it was poss ib le that she should b e the daughter o f M r . and 
Mrs . Bradford. I t was a s if s o m e unknown, oriental ances tor had 
reached ac ro s s the genera t ions a n d touched her, reveal ing to 
her p a r e n t s the long-lost secrets o f their own blood . H e r hair 
hung in r aven ringlets, a n d her dark, healthy skin was as 
smooth a n d soft a s the peta l o f a pansy . S h e h a d put o n a 
scarlet j a c k e t for comfort , in her distant c o m e r , a n d the color 
heightened all her charms . H e r f ace w a s bright with intel-
ligence, a n d her full, mobi le l ips a n d d impled chin were char geo 
with the p rophecy o f a wonderfully beaut i ful womanhood . 1 
looked at her quite enchanted, a n d I a m sure that she was 
conscious of my scrutiny for she d i sengaged herself gently from 



her mother ' s hold, a n d saying that she wished to finish the 
chapter she h a d b e e n reading, went b a c k to her sec lus ion. 

T h e consc iousnes s o f her p r e s e n c e in the r o o m somehow 
des t royed m y interest in the other m e m b e r s of the family, and 
a s I felt n o restraint in the warm a n d f ree socia l a t m o s p h e r e 
a r o u n d me, I s o o n followed her to her corner , a n d sa t down 
npon the o t t o m a n behind which, u p o n a has sock , she had en-
s c o n c e d herself. 

" What h a v e y o u c o m e here for ? " she inquired wonderingly 
look ing u p into my eyes . 

" T o see y o u , " I replied. 
" Aren ' t you a y o u n g gent leman ? " 
" N o , I a m only a big b o y . " 
" Why, that"s j o l l y , " s a id she. " T h e n you can b e my com-

p a n y . " 

" Certa in ly , " I re sponded . 
" Well , then, what shall we do ? I 'm sure I don't know 

how t o play with a boy. I never d id . " 
W e c a n ta lk , " I sa id . " What a funny w o m a n your Aunt 

F l i ck i s ! D o e s n ' t she bother you ? " 
She paused , l o o k e d down, then l o o k e d u p into my face , and 

sa id decidedly : " I don' t l ike that ques t ion . " 
" I meant nothing ill b y i t , " I r e sponded . 
" Y e s you d i d ; you m e a n t something ill to Aunt F l i c k . " 
" B u t I thought she bothered y o u , " I said. 
" D i d I say s o ? " 
" N o . " 
" W e l l , when I say so , I shall s ay s o to her. P a p a a n d I 

unders tand i t . " 
S o this was my little girl, with a feel ing of family loyalty in 

her heart , a n d a family pr ide that did not c h o o s e t o discuss 
with s trangers the foibles of kindred and the j a r s o f h o m e life. 
I was rebuked , though the consc iousness o f the f ac t c a m e too 
slowly to exci te pain. I t was her A u n t F l i c k ; a n d a stranger 
had n o right to quest ion or criticise. T h a t was what I gath-
ered f r o m her w o r d s ; a n d there was s o much that charmed me 

in this fine revelation o f character , that I qu i te lost sight o f the 
fact that I h a d b e e n snubbed. 

" S h e h a s a curious name, any w a y , " I said. 
A t this h e r f a c e lighted up, a n d she exc l a imed : " O h ! Til 

tell you all about t h a t When I was a little girl, ever s o much 
smaller than I a m now, we h a d a minister in the house . You 
know m a m m a t a k e s ca re o f everybody, a n d when the minister 
c a m e to town he c a m e here, b e c a u s e nobody else would h a v e 
him. H e s tayed here ever s o long, and used to s ay g r a c e at 
the tab le a n d h a v e prayers . A u n t F l i ck was s ick at the time, 
a n d he u s e d to pray every morning for our p o o r af f l icted sister 
? n d p a p a was full o f fun with her, ju s t to k e e p u p her courage , 
I suppose , a n d ca l led her ' 'F l icted, ' a n d then h e g o t to calling 
her 1 F l i c k ' for a n ickname, a n d now we all cal l her F l i c k . " 

" B u t d o e s she l ike it ? " 
" Oh, she 's u s e d to it, a n d don' t m i n d . " 
Millie had c l o s e d her book , a n d sat with it o n her lap, her 

large b l ack e y e s looking u p into mine in a d reamy way. 
" T h e r e ' s one thing I should l ike to k n o w , " sa id Millie, 

'* a n d that is, where all the b o o k s c a m e from. Were they 
always here, like the ground, or did s o m e b o d y m a k e them ? " 

" S o m e b o d y m a d e them, " I said. 
" I don ' t be l ieve i t , " she responded. 
" B u t if nobody m a d e them, how did they c o m e here ? " 
" T h e y a r e real things : s o m e b o d y found them. " 
" N o , I ' v e seen m e n who wrote b o o k s , a n d women t o o , " I 

said. 
" H o w did they l o o k ? " 
" V e r y much l ike other p e o p l e . " 
" A n d did they ac t l ike other p e o p l e ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" Well, that shows that they found them. T h e y are hum-

bugs . " 
I laughed, and a s sured her that she was mis taken . 
" Wel l , " sa id she, " if anybody can m a k e b o o k s I c a n ; and 

if I don' t ge t marr ied a n d k e e p house I sha lL" 



V e r y m u c h amused , I a s k e d her which walk o f life she would 
prefer. 

" I think I should prefer to b e marr ied . " 
" Y o u a r e sens ible , " I said. 
" N o t to any b o y or y o u n g man, though, " r e s p o n d e d the 

child, with pecul iar and suggest ive emphas i s . 
" A n d why n o t ? " 
" T h e y a r e s o s i l l y ; " a n d she g a v e her curls a disdainful 

toss . " I shall marry a b ig m a n l ike p a p a , with gray whiskers 
— s o m e b o d y that I c a n adore , you k n o w . " 

" Well , then, I think y o u h a d bet ter not b e m a r r i e d , " I re-
plied. " Perhaps , after all , y o u h a d bet ter write b o o k s . " 

" I f I should ever write a b o o k , " s a i d Mill ie , l o o k i n g ou t o f 
the window, a s i f she were reviewing the long chain o f charac-
ters a n d incidents of which it was to b e c o m p o s e d , " I should 
beg in at the foundat ion o f the world, a n d c o m e u p through 
As ia , or Arabia , or C a p p a d o c i a . . . a n d s top under palm-
t rees . . . a n d h a v e a lot o f c a m e l s with bells . . . . I should 
have a y o u n g m a n with a fez a n d a n old m a n with a long beard, 
a n d a chibouk, a n d a milk-white s teed. . . . I shou ld have a 
ma iden too beaut i ful for anything, a n d an A r a b chieftain with a 
military c o m p a n y o n hor seback , k icking u p a grea t dus t in the 
desert , a n d coming af ter her. . . . A n d then I should have s o m e 
sort o f a n e scape , a n d I should h ide the ma iden i n a tower 
somewhere o n the b a n k s o f the D a n u b e . . . . A n d then I 'm 
sure I don' t k n o w what I should d o with her . " 

" Y o u would marry her to the y o u n g m a n with the fez, 

wouldn't y o u ? " I suggested. 
" P e r h a p s — i f I didn't conc lude to kill h i m . " 
" Y o u couldn' t b e so cruel a s that , " I said. 
" Why, that 's the fun of i t : you c a n s t a b a m a n light through 

the heart in a book , a n d spill every drop of his b lood without 
hurting him a part ic le . " 

" W e l l , " I said, " I don' t s e e b u t you have m a d e a b o o k al-

ready.'' 

" W o u l d that really b e a b o o k ? " she a s k e d , looking eager ly 
into m y face . 

" I should think so , " I replied. 
" T h e n i f s ju s t a s I thought it was. I didn't m a k e a bit o ! 

i t I s aw i t I found it. T h e y ' r e everywhere, a n d p e o p l e 
see them, j u s t l ike flowers, a n d p ick them u p a n d press 
them. " 

I t was not until year s after this that with m y s lower mascu-
line intellect a n d feebler instincts I apprec i a t ed the beauty of 
this revelat ion a n d the marve lous insight which it betrayed. 
T h e s e c r u d e tropical fancies she cou ld n o t enterta in with any 
sense of ownership or authorship. T h e y c a m e o f themselves , 
in g o r g e o u s forms a n d impress ive combinat ions , a n d p a s s e d 
be fore her vision. S h e talked of what she s a w — n o t o f what 
she m a d e . I was charmed b y her vivacity, acuteness , frank-
n e s s a n d spirit, a n d really felt that the older per sons at the 
other e n d of the drawing-room were talking common-p lace s 
compared with Mill ie 's utterances . W e c o n v e r s e d a l o n g time 
u p o n m a n y things ; a n d what impres sed m e mos t , perhaps , was 
that she was living the life of a w o m a n a n d thinking the 
thoughts o f a woman—incomplete ly , o f course , a n d unrecog-
nized by her own f a m i l y ! 

When w e were ca l led to tea, she rose up qu ick ly a n d whis-
pered in m y e a r : " I like to talk with y o u . " A s she c a m « 
around the end o f the o t toman I offered her m y arm, in tho 
manner with which m y school habits h a d familiarized m e . S h e 
took it without the slightest hesitation, and put o n the air o f a 
grand lady. 

" Why this is l ike a book, isn't i t ? " s a id she. T h e n she 
pres sed m y arm, and s a i d : " notice A u n t F l i ck , p l e a s e . " 

A u n t F l i c k h a d seen us from the start, a n d s tood with ele-
va ted nostrils. T h e sight was one which evidentiy exc i ted her 
beyond the power o f express ion. S h e c o u l d do nothing but 
sniff a s we approached her. I saw a merry twinkle in M r . 
Bradford 's eyes , a n d not iced that a s he h a d Cla i re o n his arm, 
and H e n r y was leading out M r s . Bradford, A u n t F l i c k w a s left 



alone. Without a m o m e n t ' s thought, I walked with Millie 
straight to her, a n d of fered her my other arm. 

A u n t F l i c k w a s thunder-struck, a n d at first cou ld only s a y : 
" W e l l ! w e l l ! w e l l ! " with long p a u s e s be tween . T h e n she 
found strength to s a y : " F o r all the world l ike a pair o f y o u n g 
m o n k e y s 1 No , I thank y o u ; when I want a c a n e I won't 
c h o o s e a corn-stalk. I ' v e walked a lone in the world s o far , and 
I think I c a n do it the res t of the w a y . " 

S o A u n t F l i ck fol lowed u s out, l e s s v e x e d than a m u s e d , I a m 
sure . 

T h e r e are two things which, dur ing all m y life, h a v e b e e n 
m o r e suggest ive to m e of h o m e comforts a n d h o m e delights 
than a n y others, -viz. : A blaz ing fire u p o n the hearth, a n d the 
odor o f fresh t o a s t I found both in M r s . Bradford ' s supper-
room, for a red-cheeked l a s s with an old-fashioned toasting-
jack in her hand w a s browning the whitest b r e a d be fore our 
eyes, and prepar ing to b e a r it hot to our plates . T h e subt le 
odor h a d r e a c h e d m e first in the far corner o f the drawing-room, 
and h a d grown m o r e st imulating t o appet i te a n d the s ense of 
socia l a n d h o m e comfor t a s I a p p r o a c h e d its source . 

T h e fire u p o n the hearth is the center a n d symbol o f the 
family life. When the fire in a house g o e s out, it is b e c a u s e 
the life h a s g o n e o u t Somewhere in every house it burns, a n d 
burns, in cons tant s e r v i c e ; a n d every chimney that sends its 
incense heavenward s p e a k s o f an al tar inscr ibed to L o v e and 
H o m e . A n d when it c e a s e s to burn, it is b e c a u s e the al tar is 
forsaken. B r e a d is the symbol o f that beaut i ful ministry of 
G o d to h u m a n sus tenance , which, properly apprehended , trans-
forms the homel iest m e a l into a sacrament . What wonder, 
then, that when the b r e a d of life a n d the fire o n the hearth 
meet , they should interpret a n d reveal e a c h other in an odor 
sweeter than v i o l e t s — a n odor s o s u b d e and sugges t ive that 
the heart b rea thes it rather than the sense ! 

T h i s is all stuff a n d sentiment, I s u p p o s e ; but I doubt 
whether the scent of toa s t has reached my nostrils s ince that 
evening without reca l l ing that s c e n e of charming domest ic life 

and c o m f o r t I t s e e m e d a s if all the world were in that r o o m 
— a n d , indeed, it was all there—al l that, for the hour, we cou ld 
appropriate . 

A s we took our sea t s at the table, I found myse l f b y the s ide 
o f Mil l ie a n d oppos i te to A u n t F l ick . T h e n b e g a n on the 
part of the latter personage , a pantomimic lecture t o her niece . 
First she straightened herself in her chair, throwing ou t her 
ches t a n d holding in her c h i n — a per formance which Mill ie 
imitated. Thef t she executed the mot ion o f putt ing s o m e 
stray hair behind her ear. Mil l ie did the s ame . T h e n she 
tucked a n imaginary napkin into her neck . Mil l ie o b e y e d 
«he direction thus conveyed. T h e n she e x a m i n e d her knife, 
*md finding that it did not suit her, sent it away a n d rece ived 
»>ne that did. 

I n the m e a n time, Mrs . Bradford h a d begun to d i spense the 
hospital i t ies o f the table. She was very c h e e r f u l ; indeed, she 
was s o happy herself that she overf lowed with ass iduit ies that 
ran far into superfluities. She was afraid the toast w a s not 
hot, or that the tea was not sweet enough, or that she had for-
got ten the sugar altogether, or that everybody w a s not prop-
erly waited u p o n and supplied. I cou ld see that all this 
ra sped A u n t F l i ck to desperation. T h e snifls, which were 
light at first, grew more impatient, a n d af ter M r s . Bradford h a d 
urged half a dozen things u p o n m e that I did not want, a n d 
was ob l iged to decline, the fiery spinster burst ou t with : 

" Wouldn't you l ike to read the Dec la ra t ion of I n d e p e n d e n c e ? 
Wouldn't you like to repeat the T e n C o m m a n d m e n t s ? 
Wouldn't you like a yard o f cal ico ? D o have a spoon to eat 
your toast with ? J u s t a trifle m o r e salt in your tea , p l e a s e ? " 

All this was delivered without the slightest hesitat ion, and 
with a rapidity that was fairly bewildering. P o o r Mill ie was 
overcome b y the comical a spec t of the matter , a n d broke out 
into a n irrepressible laugh, which was so hearty that it b e c a m e 
contagious , a n d all of us laughed together excep t A u n t F l ick , 
who devoted herself to her supper with imperturbable gravity. 

" W h y , FUck, d e a r ! " was all that Mrs . B r a d f o r d could say 



to this outburs t o f scornful crit icism u p o n her well-meant cour-
tesies. 

J u s t a s we were recover ing from our merriment , there was a 
loud k n o c k a t the s treet door . T h e girl with the toasting-jack 
dropped her implement to answer the u n w e l c o m e summons . 
W e all involuntarily l istened, a n d learned from his vo i ce that 
the intruder was a man . W e heard h im enter the drawing-
room, a n d then the girl c a m e in a n d sa id that M r . Gr imshaw 
h a d ca l led u p o n the family. I n the general confus ion that fol-
lowed the announcement , Mil l ie l e a n e d over t o m e a n d s a i d : 
" I f s the very m a n who u s e d to pray for A u n t F l i c k . " 

M r . Bradford, o f course, brought him to the tea-table at 
once , where r o o m w a s m a d e for him by the s ide of A u n t F l ick , 
and a p l a te laid. T h e first thing h e d id was to swallow a cup" 
o f hot t ea a lmost a t a gulp, a n d to s e n d b a c k the e m p t y vessel 
to b e refilled. T h e n h e s p r e a d with butter a whole p i e c e of 
toast , which d i s a p p e a r e d in a wonderful ly brief s p a c e o f t ime. 
Unt i l his hunger was a p p e a s e d h e did not s e e m d i s p o s e d to 
talk, replying to s u c h ques t ions a s were p r o p o u n d e d to him 
concerning himself a n d his family in monosyl lab les . 

R e v . M r . Gr imshaw was the minister o f a struggling C o n g r e 
gat ional church in Bradford. H e h a d b e e n hard at work for 
half a dozen year s with indifferent success , wait ing for sorn* 
manifestat ion of the M a s t e r which would show him that hi * 
service a n d sacrif ice h a d b e e n a c c e p t e d . I h a d heard hiir< 
p r e a c h at different t imes during m y vaca t ion visits, though M r s . 
S a n d e r s o n did not a t tend u p o n his m i n i s t r y ; a n d h e h a d a lways 
impres sed m e a s a m a n who was running s o m e sort of a 
machine . H e h a d a grea t dea l to say a b o u t " the p l an of sal-
v a t i o n " a n d the doctr ines c o v e r e d by h i s * c reed . I cannot 
aver that h e ever interested me. I n d e e d , I m a y s ay that h e 
a lways confused me. Rel ig ion, a s it h a d b e e n presented to 
my mind, h a d b e e n a s imple t h i n g — s o s imple that a child 
might under s t and it. M y F a t h e r in H e a v e n loved m e ; J e s u i 
Chris t h a d d ied for m e . L o v i n g both, trust ing both, a n d serv-
ing both by worship, a n d b y a f fect ionate a n d helpf id g o o d 

will toward all around m e was religion, a s I h a d l earned i t ; 
a n d I never c a m e from hear ing o n e o f M r . Gr imshaw's ser-
m o n s without finding it difficult to ge t b a c k u p o n m y s imple 
g round o f faith. Rel igion, a s h e p r e a c h e d it, w a s such a tre-
m e n d o u s a n d such a mysterious thing in its b e g i n n i n g s ; i t in-
volved such a compl icated structure o f b e l i e f ; it divided G o d 
into such oppos ing forces o f jus t ice a n d m e r c y ; it d e p e n d e d 
u p o n such awful proces se s o f f e e l i n g ; it was s o m u c h the pro-
duct o f a profoundly ingenious scheme, that his se rmons always 
puzz led me. 

A s h e sat before m e that evening, pa le- faced a n d thin, with 
bis intense, earnest eyes a n d so lemn bear ing a n d self-crucified 
express ion, I could not doubt his purity or his sincerity. T h e r e 
w a s something in him that a w o k e m y re spec t and m y sympathy. 

O u r first talk touched only common-places , but a s the m e a l 
drew toward its c lose he ingeniously led the conversat ion into 
religious channels . 

" T h e r e is a very tender a n d so lemn s ta te o f fee l ing in the 
church , " sa id Mr. Grimshaw, " a n d a grea t dea l o f self-examin-
ation a n d prayer. T h e care less are beginning t o b e thought-
ful, a n d the backsl iders are returning to their first love. I most 
devout ly trust that we are go ing to h a v e a s e a s o n o f refresh-
m e n t I t is a t ime when all those who h a v e n a m e d the n a m e 
o f the L o r d should m a k e themselves ready for H i s c o m i n g . " 

A u n t F l i ck s tarted from her chair exact ly a s i f she were 
about to put o n her hat and c l o a k ; a n d I thinlr that w a s really 
her impulse ; but she sat down aga in a n d l i s tened intently. 

I cou ld not fail to see that this turn in the conversa t ion was 
not relished b y M r . B r a d f o r d ; but Mrs . Bradford a n d Aunt 
F l i ck were in te re s ted and I noticed a n exci ted look u p o n the 
faces o f bo th H e n r y and Claire. 

M r s . B r a d f o r d in her simplicity, m a d e a mos t natural re-
sponse to the minister 's communicat ion in the w o r d s : " Y o u 
must b e exceedingly de l ighted Mr. Gr imshaw. " S h e sa id this 
very sweetly, a n d with her cheerful smile m a k i n g her whole 
c o u n t e n a n c e l i gh t 



" J a n e Bradford ! " exc la imed A u n t F l i ck , " I be l ieve y o a 
would smi le if anybody were to tell you the judgment-day had 
c o m e . " 

M r s . Brad ford did not say this t ime : « Why, F l i ck , dear i ' 
but she sa id with grea t tenderness : " When I remember who 
is to j u d g e me, a n d to whom I h a v e commit ted myself . I think 
I shou ld . " 

" Well, I don' t know how anybody can m a k e light o f such aw-
ful things , " r e sponded A u n t F l ick . 

" O f course , I a m re jo iced , " sa id Mr. Grimsh&w, a t la s t get-
ting his c h a n c e to s p e a k , " but m y j o y is t e m p e r e d b y the 
great responsibi l i ty that re s t s u p o n me , a n d by a s ense o f the 
lost condit ion o f the mult i tudes a round m e . " 

" In reality," M r . Brad ford broke in, " y o u don' t feel quite 
so m u c h l ike singing a s the angels d id when the Sav iour c a m e 
to redeem the world. But then, they probab ly h a d n o sucn 
sense o f responsibil ity a s y o u have. P e r h a p s they didn't appre-
ciate the situation. I t h a s always s e e m e d to me , however, us 
if that which would set a n angel s i n g i n g — a b e i n g who ought 
to s e e a little further forward a n d backward tnan we can, a n d 
a little deeper down a n d higher u p — o u g h t to set m e n and 
women singing. I confes s that I don' t unders tand the long 
faces a n d the superst i t ious solemnit ies o f what is ca l led a sen-
son o f refreshment . I f the L o r d is with his own, they o u g N 
to b e g l a d a n d g ive him such a greet ing a s will induce him to 
remain. I real ly do n o t wonder that h e flies f r o m many con-
gregat ions that I have seen, or that h e s e e m s to resist their en-
treaties that he will s tay. H a l f the prayers that I hear sound 
l ike a b j e c t beseechings for the p r e s e n c e o f O n e who is very 
far ofij a n d very unwilling to c o m e . " * 

T h i s f ree expres s ion o n the part o f M r . Brad ford would have 
surprised m e had I not j u s t learned that the minister h a d at one 
t ime b e e n a m e m b e r o f his family, with whom h e h a d b e e n on 
familiar terms ; yet I k n e w that he d id not pro fes s to b e a relig-
ious man, a n d that his view of the matter , whether s o u n d or 
otherwise, was from the outs ide . T h e r e was a subt le touch ot 

satire in his words, too, that did not a l together p l e a s e m e ; but 
I did not s e e what reply cou ld b e m a d e to it. 

A u n t F l i ck was evidently somewhat a f ra id o f M r . B r a d f o r d 
a n d s imply s a i d : " I hope you will remember that your child is 
p r e s e n t . ' 

" Yes , I do remember it ," s a id he, " a n d what I s a y about it 
is a s much for her ears a s for anybody' s . A n d I remember 
too, that, during all my b o y h o o d I was m a d e afraid o f religion. 
I wish to s a v e her, if I can, from such a cur se . I h a v e read 
that when the Saviour was u p o n the earth, h e t o o k little chil-
dren in H i s a rms a n d b les sed them, a n d went s o far a s to s a y 
that o f such was the k ingdom o f heaven. I f H e were to c o m e 
t o the earth again, H e would b e a s a p t t o t a k e m y child u p o n 
H i s k n e e a s any man' s a n d b le s s her, a n d repea t over her the 
s a m e words ; and if H e manifests H i s p r e s e n c e a m o n g us in any 
way I d o not wish to have her k e p t a w a y from H i m b y the im-
press ion that there is something awful in the f ac t that H e is 
here. M y G o d ! if I could bel ieve that the L o r d o f H e a v e n 
a n d Ear th were really in Bradford, with a d i spensat ion o f faith 
and mercy a n d love in H i s hands for m e a n d mine, do you think 
I would g r o a n and look g loomy over it ? Why, I couldn' t e a t ; 
I couldn ' t s leep ; I couldn't refrain from shouting a n d s inging . " 

M r . Gr imshaw was evidently touched a n d impressed by M r 
Bradford ' s exhibition of s trong feeling, a n d sa id in a ca lm, judi-
cial way that it was imposs ible that o n e outs ide o f the church 
should comprehend and apprec ia te the feel ings that exercised 
him a n d the church generally. T h e welfare o f the unconver ted 
depended s o much upon a revival o f religion within the church 
— i t brought such tremendous responsibi l i t ies a n d such grea t 
dut ies—that Christian m e » a n d women were weighed down with 
solemnity. T h e issues o f eternal life a n d dea th were tremen-
d o u s issues. E v e n if the angels sang, J e s u s suf fered in the 
garden, a n d b o r e the cross on C a l v a r y ; a n d Chris t ians who a r e 
worthy must suffer and bear the cross a lso. 

" Mr. Gr imshaw, " sa id Mr. B r a d f o r d still earnest a n d e x c i t e d 
u I h a v e heard f rom your own lips that the fact that Christ was 



t o suffer a n d bear the c r o s s was at least a par t o f the inspiration 
o f the s o n g which the angels sang. H e suf fered a n d b o r e the 
cros s that m e n might not suffer. T h a t is o n e o f the essential 
par t s o f your creed. H e suffered that H e u i g h t g ive p e a c e to 
d i e world, a n d br ing life a n d immortal ity to l i gh t Y o u have 
t a u g h t m e that H e did not c o m e to torment the world, but to 
s a v e i t T h e religion which Chr i s tendom holds in theory is a 
rel igion o f unbounded p e a c e and j o y ; that which it holds in fact 
i s o n e of torture a n d g l o o m ; a n d I d o not hes i tate to s ay that 
if the Christian world were a peace fu l a n d j o y o u s world, taking 
all the g o o d things o f this life in grat i tude a n d g ladness , while 
f o l d i n g itself pure from its corruptions, a n d not only not fear-
b i g death, but looking forward with unwavering faith a n d hope 
w> another a n d a happier life beyond , the revivals which it 
s t ruggles for would b e perpetual , a n d the mil lennium which it 
prays for would c o m e . " 

T h e n M r . Bradford, who sa t near enough to touch me , la id his 
hand u p o n m y shoulder , a n d sa id : " Boy , look a t your father, 
If you wish to k n o w what m y idea l of a Chris t ian i s , — a m a n of 
J i e e r f u l n e s s , trust a n d hope, under d i scouragements that would 
kill m e . S u c h e x a m p l e s s a v e m e f r o m utter infidelity a n d 
despair , and, thank G o d , I have one such in my own h o m e . " 

H i s eyes filled with tears a s he turned them upon his wife, 
who sat watching him with intense sympathy a n d affection, 
while h e frankly poured ou t his heart a n d thought. 

" I s u p p o s e , " sa id the minister, " that we should ge t n o nearer 
together in the di scuss ion o f this quest ion than we d id when 
w e were m o r e in o n e another ' s c o m p a n y , a n d perhaps it would 
b e well not to p u r s u e i t Y o u undoubtedly see the truth in a 
s ingle a spec t , M r . B r a d f o r d ; a n d yo%will p a r d o n m e for say-
ing that you c a n n o t s e e it in the a s p e c t s which it p re sent s to 
m e . I c a m e in, partly to let y o u a n d your fami ly k n o w o f oui 
plans , a n d to b e g y o u to a t tend our services faithfully. I 
h o p e these y o u n g people , too, will not fail to put themselves in 
the way o f rel igious influence. N o w is their t ime. To-morrow 
or next year it m a y b e too late. M a n y a poor soul i s obl iged 

t o t a k e u p the lament af ter every r e v i v a l : ' T h e harvest is pas t , 
the summer is ended, a n d my soul is not saved. ' Be fore the 
sp int t a k e s its flight, a l l these prec ious youth ought to b e 
gathered into the k ingdom. " 

I cou ld not doubt the sincerity o f this c los ing ut terance , foi 
i t was earnest and tearfuL I n truth, I was deep ly m o v e d by i t ; 
for while Mr. Bradford carried m y j u d g m e n t a n d opened before 
m e a beautiful life, I had a lways enterta ined grea t reverence for 
ministers, a n d found M r . Gr imshaw's v iews and feel ings most 
m consonance with those I h a d b e e n u s e d to hear p roc l a imed 
from the p u l p i t 

T h e f ac t that a revival was in progres s in s o m e o f the 
churches o f the town, h a d a l ready c o m e to m y ears . 

I h a d seen throngs pour ing into or c o m i n g ou t o f church-
d o o r s a n d lecture-rooms during other d a y s than S u n d a y ; a n d 
* v a g u e uneas iness h a d p o s s e s s e d m e for severa l weeks . A 
c loud had arisen upon my life. I m a y even confes s that my 
heart h a d rebel led in secret aga inst a n influence which p r e m i s e d 
to interfere with the social p leasures a n d the progres s in s tudy 
which I h a d anticipated for the winter. T h e c loud c a m e nearer 
to m e now, a n d in Mr. Grimshaw's p r e s e n c e qu i te over shadowed 
me. Was I m o v e d by sympathy ? W a s I m o v e d by the spirit 
o f the Almighty ? W a s superst it ious fear a t the b o t t o m o f it 
a l l ? Whatever it was, my soul had c r o s s e d the line o f that 
circle o f pa s s ion a n d exper ience in whose center a g rea t mul-
titude were g rop ing a n d crying in the darkness , a n d striving to 
get a vision of the Father ' s face . I real ized the f ac t then a n d 
there. I felt that a crisis in my life was approaching . 

O n A u n t F l i ck ' s f a c e there c a m e a look o f rigid determina-
tion. S h e was entirely i eady to work, a n d inquired o f M r . 
Gr imshaw what his plans were. 

" I h a v e felt," said he, " that the labor a n d responsibi l i ty a r e 
too great for m e to bear alone, and, after a consul tat ion with 
our principal men, h a v e concluded to s e r d for M r . Bedlow, the 
evangelist , to ass ist m e . " 

" M r . Gr imshaw," said M r . Bradford, ' I s u p p o s e it is n o n e o f 
7 



my business , but I a m sorry you have d o n e this. I h a v e no faith 
in the m a n or his methods . M r s . Brad ford a n d her sister will 
a t tend his preaching if they choose : I a m not afraid that they 
will b e h a r m e d ; but I decidedly refuse to h a v e this child ol 
mine s u b j e c t e d to his p roces se s . Why parent s will consent to 
yield their children to the spiritual manipula t ion of s trangers I 
c a n n o t conce ive . " 

M r . Gr imshaw smiled sadly, a n d s a i d : " Y o u a s s u m e a g rave 

responsibil ity, M r . B r a d f o r d . " 
" / a s s u m e a g rave responsibi l i ty ? " exc l a imed M r . B r a d f o r d : 

" I h a d the impres s ion that I re l ieved y o u of one . N o , leave 
the child a lone . S h e is s a fe with her m o t h e r ; a n d n o such man 
a s M r . Bedlow-shall have the handl ing o f her sensibil i t ies ." 

W e h a d sa t a long time a t the tea-table, a n d a s w e r o s e and 
ad journed to the drawing-room M r . Gr imshaw t o ? k sudden l eave 
o n the p l e a that he h a d devoted the evening t o m a n y other calls 
yet to b e m a d e . H e was very s o l e m n in his leave-taking, and 
for s o m e t ime after h e left we sat in s i lence. T h e n M r . Brad-
ford rose a n d p a c e d the drawing-room b a c k a n d forth, his coun-
tenance fuU o f perplexi ty a n d pain. I cou ld see plainly that a 
s torm o f ut terance w a s gathering, but whether it would burs t in 
thunder a n d torrent, or o p e n with strong a n d heal ing ram, was 

doubtful . , , 
A t length h e p a u s e d , a n d s a i d : " I s u p p o s e that a s a m a n old 

enough to b e the father of all these y o u n g p e o p l e I ought to say 
frankly what I feel in regard to this subject . I do not b e h e v e 
it is right for m e to shut my m o u t h tight u p o n m y convict ions . 
M y own m e a s u r e o f faith is s m a l l I wish t o G o d it were 
larger, a n d I a m encouraged to b e h e v e that it is s lowly strength-
ening. I a m perfect ly aware that d l ack p e a c e in the exact 
proport ion that I l a c k f a i t h ; a n d so d o e s every m a n , no matter 
how m u c h he m a y b o a s t Fa i th is the natura l a n d only healthy 
att i tude o f the souL I would go through anything t o win it, 
b u t s u c h m e n a s Gr imshaw a n d Bed low cannot help m e . They 
s imply dis tress a n d d i sgust m e . The i r whole concept ion of 
Christianity is c r a m p e d a n d m e a n , a n d their m e t h o d s of o p e r * 

tion are unwise a n d unworthy. I k n o w how M r . Grimshaw 
f e e l s : h e k n o w s that revivals a r e in p rogre s s in the other 
churches, a n d s e e s that his own congregat ion is a t tracted to 
their meetings . H e finds it imposs ib le to k e e p the tide from 
retiring from his church, a n d fee l s the necess i ty of do ing some-
thing extraordinary to m a k e it o n e of the centers a n d receivers 
o f the n e w influence. H e h a s . b e e n at work faithfully, m his 
way, for years , a n d des i res to see the harves t which h e has b e e n 
trying to rear gathered in. S o h e sends for Bedlow. N o w I 
know all a b o u t these Bed low revivals . T h e y c o m e when h e 
c o m e s , a n d they g o when he goes . H i s mustard-seed sprouts 
at once , a n d grows into a great tree, which withers a n d d ies a s 
s o o n a s he c e a s e s to b rea the u p o n i t I never knew a n ins tance 
in which a church that h a d b e e n ra i sed out o f the mire by h«s 
inf luence did not s ink b a c k into a deeper indif ference after h e 
h a d lef t it, a n d that by a p r o c e s s which is j u s t a s natural a s it 
is inevitable. A n artificial exc i tement is an artificial exhaus-
tion. H e b r e a k s u p a n d ruins p r o c e s s e s o f rel igious educat ion 
that otherwise would h a v e g o n e on t o perfect ion. H e has one 
proce s s for the imbruted , the ignorant, the vicious, the stolid, 
the sensitive, the del icate , the weak a n d the strong, the o l d 
a n d the young. I know it is sa id that the spirit of G o d is with 
him, a n d I h o p e it i s ; but o n e p o o r m a n l ike h im does n o * 
monopol i ze the spirit of G o d , I t r u s t ; n o r d o e s that spirit r<» 
fuse to s t ay where h e is n o t N o , it i s Bed low—it ' s al l B e d l o w . 
a n d the fact that a revival g o t u p under his influence c e a s e s 
when h e retires, p roves that it is all Bedlow, a n d a c c o u n t s for 

• the miserab le show o f permanent ly g o o d re su l t s . " 

T h e r e was great re spect for M r . Bradford in his own h o u s e 
hold, a n d there w a s grea t re spect for h im in the hearts o f the 
three y o u n g p e o p l e who l i s tened to him a s c o m p a r a t i v e 
strangers ; a n d when h e s topped, and s a n k into a n arm-chair, 
looking into the fire, a n d shading his f a c e with his two hands , 
n o one b r o k e the s i lence. A u n t F l i ck h a d taken to her corner 
a n d her knitting, a n d M r s . B r a d f o r d sat with her hands o n hei 
tap, a s if waiting for something further. 



A t length M r . Brad ford looked u p with a smile, a n d regard 
ing the si lent g roup be fore him, said : " u p o n my word, we are 
not hav ing a very merry evening . " 

" I a s s u r e y o u , " r e sponded H e n r y , " that I h a v e enjoyed 
every m o m e n t of it. I could hear you talk all night . " 

" S o cou ld I , " a d d e d Claire. 
I could not s ay a word. T h e eyes of the minister still 

haunted m e : the spell of a new inf luence was u p o n m e . What 
M r . Bradford h a d sa id about M r . Bed low only increased my 
desire to hear him, a n d to c o m e within the reach o f his power . 

" W e l l , chi ldren," s a id M r . Bradford, " f o r you will let m e 
call you such, I know, I h a v e only o n e thing m o r e to s ay to 
f o u , a n d that is to s tand by your Christ ian fathers and mothers , 
und t a k e their faith j u s t a s it is. N o t o n e o f you is o l d enough 
to dec ide u p o n the art icles o f a creed, but a l m o s t a n y faith is 
g o o d enough to hold u p a Christian character . D o n ' t bother 
yourse lves voluntarily with ques t ions . A living v ine grows 
just a s well o n a rough trellis of s imple branches a s o n the 
smoothes t p i e c e o f ornamenta l work that c a n b e m a d e . I f you 
ever wish to change the trellis when you ge t o ld enough to do 
It, b e careful not to ru in the vine, that is a l l I a m trying to 
k e e p my v ine al ive a round a trellis that is g o n e to wreck. I be-
lieve in G o d a n d H i s Son , a n d I be l ieve that there i s one thing 
which G o d delights in more than in al l else, a n d that is Chris-
t ian character . I ho ld to the first a n d strive for the last, 
though I a m l o o k e d u p o n a s little better than an infidel by all 
but o n e . " 

A thrill, sympathetical ly felt b y us all , a n d visible in a blush 
a n d eyes suffused, r an through the dear little w o m a n sea ted at 
his side, a n d she l o o k e d u p into his f a c e with a trustful smile 
o f r e sponse . 

Af ter this it was difficult to e n g a g e in light conversat ion. 
We were ques t ioned in regard to our pa s t exper iences and 
future p lans . W e looked over vo lumes o f p i c ture s a n d a cab-
inet o f curiosities, a n d M i l h e a m u s e d u s b y reading, a n d at an 
early hour we r o s e to g o home. Mil l ie went to her corner a i 

soon a s we b r o k e up , g iv ing m e a look a s she p a s s e d m e . I 
took the hint a n d fol lowed her. 

" Shall y o u g o to hear M r . Bed low ? " she inquired. 
" I think I shal l , " I answered. 
" I k n e w you would. I should l ike to g o with you, but y o a 

know I c a n ' t Will y o u tell m e what h e is like, a n d al l a b o u t 
i t ? " 

" Y e s . " 
I p r e s s e d her h a n d a n d b a d e her " g o o d - n i g h t " 
M r . Brad ford pa r ted with us at the door with p lea sant and 

courteous words, a n d to ld H e n r y that h e m u s t regard the house 
as his home, a n d a s s u r e d him that h e would a lways find a wel-
c o m e there. I h a d not iced during the evening a peculiarly affec-
tionate familiarity in his tone a n d bear ing toward the y o u n g m a n . 
I could not but not ice that he t rea ted him with m o r e consider-
at ion than he treated m e . I went away feel ing that there were 
conf idences be tween them, a n d suffered the susp ic ion to m a k e 
m e uneasy . 

I walked h o m e with H e n r y a n d Claire, a n d we ta lked over 
the affairs o f the evening together . Both dec la red their adhe-
sion to M r . Bradford ' s views, a n d I , in m y a s s u m e d pr ide of 
independent opinion, dissented. I p r o p o s e d to s e e for myself . 
I would l isten to M r . Bedlow"s preaching. I was not afraid of 
being harmed, and, indeed , I should not dare to s tay away 
from him. 

A s I wa lked to T h e Mans ion , I found my nerves exc i ted in a 
s trange degree . T h e way was ful l o f shadows. I s t a r ted at 
every noise. I t w a s a s if the spiritual world were d r o p p e d 
down around me, a n d I were touched b y invisible wings, a n d 
m o v e d by myster ious inf luences . T h e s tars shivered in their 
high p laces , the night-wind swept by m e a s if it were a weird 
power o f evil, and I s e e m e d to b e smitten through heart and 
brain by a n a m e l e s s fear . A s I knee led in my a c c u s t o m e d 
way at m y b e d I los t my conf idence . I could not recal l my 
usual words or f r ame new ones . I l ingered o n m y k n e e s l ike 
one crushed and b e n u m b e d . What it all meant I could not 



tell. I only knew that feelings and influences which long had 
been gathering in m e were assuming the predominance, and 
that I was entering upon a new phase of experience. A t last 
I went to bed, and p a s s e d a night crowded with strange dreams 
« i d dreary pa s sages o f unrefreshing slumber. 

\ 
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C H A P T E R I X . 

I F A S S T H R O U G H A T E R R I B L E T E M P E S T I N T O T H E S U N L I G H T . 

I HAD never arrived at any definite comprehension of Mrs . 
Sanderson's ideas of religion. Whether she was religious in 
any worthy sense I d o not know, even to-day. T h e respect 
which she entertained for the clergy was a sentiment which she 
shared with N e w Englanders generally. S h e was rather gener-
ous than otherwise in her contributions to their support , yet 
'.he most I could make of her views and opinions was that re-
ligion a n d its institutions were favorable to the public order 
and security, a n d were, therefore, to b e patronized and perma-
nently sustained. I never should have thought o f going to her 
for spiritual counsel , yet I had learned in some way that she 
thought religion was a good thing for a young man, because it 
would save him from dissipation and from a great many dangers 
to which young men are exposed. T h e whole subject seemed 
to b e regarded by her in an economical or prudential a s p e c t 

I met her on the morning following m y visit a t the Bradfords, 
in the breakfast-room. S h e was cheery a n d expectant , for she 
always found m e talkative, a n d was prepared to hear the full 
story of the previous evening. T h a t I was obl iged to tell her 
that H e n r y was there with my sister, embarrassed me much, 
for, beyond the fact that she disliked H e n r y intensely, there 
was the further f ac t—most offensive to her—that Mr. Bradford 
was socially patronizing the poor, and bringing me, her protege, 
into association with them. H e r e was where m y chain galled 
me, and m a d e me realize my slavery. I saw the thrill of 
anger that shot through her face, and recognized the effort she 
made to control her words. She did not speak a t first, and 
not until she felt perfectly sure of self-control did she say : 

" Mr. Bradford is very unwise. H e inflicts a great wrong upoa 



tell. I only knew that feelings and influences which long had 
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which she entertained for the clergy was a sentiment which she 
shared with N e w Englanders generally. S h e was rather gener-
ous than otherwise in her contributions to their support , yet 
'.he most I could make of her views and opinions was that re-
ligion a n d its institutions were favorable to the public order 
and security, a n d were, therefore, to b e patronized and perma-
nently sustained. I never should have thought o f going to her 
for spiritual counsel , yet I had learned in some way that she 
thought religion was a good thing for a young man, because it 
would save him from dissipation and from a great many dangers 
to which young men are exposed. T h e whole subject seemed 
to b e regarded by her in an economical or prudential a s p e c t 

I met her on the morning following m y visit a t the Bradfords, 
in the breakfast-room. S h e was cheery a n d expectant , for she 
always found m e talkative, a n d was prepared to hear the full 
story of the previous evening. T h a t I was obl iged to tell her 
that H e n r y was there with my sister, embarrassed me much, 
for, beyond the fact that she disliked H e n r y intensely, there 
was the further f ac t—most offensive to her—that Mr. Bradford 
was socially patronizing the poor, and bringing me, her protege, 
into association with them. H e r e was where m y chain galled 
me, and m a d e me realize my slavery. I saw the thrill of 
anger that shot through her face, and recognized the effort she 
made to control her words. She did not speak a t first, and 
not until she felt perfectly sure of self-control did she s a y : 

" Mr. Bradford is very unwise. H e inflicts a great wrong upoa 



y o u n g p e o p l e without posit ion or expectat ions , when he under 
t a k e s to r a i s e t h e m to his own socia l leveL H o w he could do 
s u c h a thing a s he did las t night i s m o r e t h a n I c a n imagine, 
unless h e wishes either to humil iate you or o f fend m e . " 

F o r that o n e m o m e n t how I longed to pour ou t my l o v e for 
H e n r y a n d Claire , a n d to s p e a k m y s e n s e of ju s t i ce in the vindi-
cat ion of M r . B r a d f o r d ! I t was terrible to sit still a n d b o l d 
my tongue while the ties of b lood a n d friendship were con-
temned, a n d the mot ive s o f my hosp i tab le hos t were miscon-
strued s o cruelly. Y e t I could not o p e n my lips. I d readed a 
coll is ion with her a s if she h a d been a serpent , or a f u r n a c e of 
fire, or a h e d g e o f tho»ns. Ay , I was m e a n enough to expla in 
that I h a d n o expec ta t ion o f meet ing either H e n r y or m y sister 
t h e r e ; a n d she was adroit enough to reply that she was a t least 
sure of that without m y saying so. 

T h e n I ta lked fully o f M r . Gr imshaw's call , a n d g a v e such 
detai l s o f the conversa t ion that occurred a s I could without 
m a k i n g M r . Brad ford too prominent . 

" S o M r . Brad ford doesn ' t l ike Mr. B e d l o w , " she r e m a r k e d ; 
" but M r . Brad ford is a trifle whimsical in his l ikes a n d dislikes. 
I ' m sure F v e a lways heard M r . Bed low well s p o k e n of. H e 
h a s the credit of having d o n e a grea t dea l o f good, a n d if h e is 
c o m i n g here, Arthur, I think y o u c a n n o t d o better than to go 

and hear him for yourse l f . " 

L i k e a flash of light there p a s s e d through m y mind the 
thought that P r o v i d e n c e h a d not only thus o p e n e d the way for 
me, but with a n imperat ive finger h a d directed m e to walk in i t 
G o d had m a d e the wrath o f w o m a n to pra i se H i m , a n d the re-
mainder H e h a d restrained. I m a g i n i n g myself to b e thus di-
rected, I shou ld not have da red to a v o i d M r . Bedlow' s preach-
ing. T h e whole interview with M r . Grimshaw, the fact that, 
contrary t o my wont, I h a d not found mysel f in sympathy with 
my old friend, Mr. Bradford, a n d the s t range a n d unlooked-for 
result of m y conversa t ion with Mrs . Sander son , shaped them-
selves into a divine m a n d a t e to whose authority my spirit bowed 
in r eady obed ience . 

M r . Bed low m a d e his a p p e a r a n c e in M r . Gr imshaw's pulpit on 
the following S u n d a y ; a n d a grea t throng o f exc i ted a n d ex-
pectant people , a t t rac ted b y the notoriety o f the preacher , and 
m o v e d by the inf luences o f the time, were in a t tendance . T h e 
hush o f solemnity that p e r v a d e d the a s sembly when these two 
m e n entered the d e s k i m p r e s s e d m e deeply. M y spirit w a s 
thrilled with s trange apprehens ion. M y emotional na ture was 
in c h a o s ; a n d such crystal l izat ions o f opinion, thought , a n d 
feeling a s had t a k e n p l a c e in m e dur ing a life-long cour se of 
rel igious nurture a n d educat ion were b r o k e n up. Outs ide of 
the church, a n d entirely l ack ing that d ramat i c e x p e r i e n c e of 
convers ion a n d regenerat ion which al l a r o u n d m e r e g a r d e d a s 
the only t rue beg inning o f a rel igious life, m y whole soul l ay 
open, qu ick a n d quivering, to the inf luences of the hour , and 
the words which soon fell u p o n i t 

T h e pas tor c o n d u c t e d the opening services , a n d I h a d never 
seen him in such a m o o d . Insp i red b y the pre sence o f a n im-
m e n s e congregat ion a n d b y the spirit o f the time, h e r o s e en-
tirely out of the m e c h a n i s m s o f his theology a n d his s tereotyped 
forms o f express ion, a n d p o u r e d ou t the burden o f his sou l in 
a prayer that m e l t e d every heart be fore him. D e p r e c a t i n g the 
judgments o f the M o s t H i g h o n the co ldnes s a n d worldliness of 

the c h u r c h ; b e s e e c h i n g the Spirit o f all G r a c e to c o m e a n d 
work its own grea t mirac les u p o n those who loved the Mas te r , 
moving them to peni tence , self-sacrifice, humility a n d p r a y e r t 

entreat ing that Spir i t to p lant the arrows o f convict ion in all 
unconverted souls , a n d to br ing a g rea t mult i tude o f these into 
the K i n g d o m — a mult i tude s o great that they should b e l ike 
d o v e s flocking to their windows—he prayed l ike a m a n inspired. 
H i s voice t rembled a n d c h o k e d with emotion, a n d the tears 
coursed down his c h e e k s unheeded . I t s e e m e d a s if h e could 
not p a u s e , or b e denied. 

O f M r . Bedlow's sermon that followed I can g ive n o fitting 
idea. Af ter a severe denunciat ion of the co ldnes s o f the church 
that gr ieved and repel led the Spirit o f G o d , h e turned to thos« 
without the fo ld—to the unconverted a n d i m p e n i t e n t H e t o l i 
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ns that G o d was angry with u s every day, that every imagination 
o f the thoughts o f our hearts was only evil continually, that we 
were e x p o s e d every m o m e n t to deatl i a n d the perdition o f un-
godly men, a n d that it was our duty to turn, then a n d there, from 
the error o f our ways, a n d to s eek a n d secure the pardon which a 
pitying Christ e x t e n d e d to u s — a p a r d o n which cou ld b e had 
for the taking. T h e n h e painted with wonderfid power the joy 
a n d p e a c e that follow the consc iousnes s o f sin forgiven, a n d the 
glories o f that heaven which the Saviour h a d g o n e to prepare 
for those who love H i m . 

I went h o m e blind, s taggering, a l m o s t b e n u m b e d — w i t h the 
words ringing in my ears that it had b e e n m y duty before rising 
from m y seat to g ive mysel f to the Saviour , a n d to g o out of 
the d o o r re jo ic ing in the p o s s e s s i o n o f a h o p e which should b e 
a s a n anchor in all the s torms o f m y l i f e ; yet I d id not know 
what the p r o c e s s was. I was sure I did not know. I had not 
the slightest comprehens ion o f what was required o f m e , yet 
the fact did not save m e from the impress ion that I had com-
mitted a g rea t sin. I went to my r o o m a n d tried to pray , and 
spent half a n hour o f such helpless a n d pitiful dis tress a s 1 
c a n n o t descr ibe . T h e n there a ro se in m e a longing for com-
panionship. I could not u n b o s o m mysel f to M r s . Sander son . 
Henry ' s ca lm spirit a n d sympathet ic counse l s were beyond my 
reach. M r . Brad ford was not in the church, a n d I cou ld only 
think of my father, a n d determine that I would s e e him. I a te 
but little dinner, m a d e no conversat ion with Mrs . Sanderson, 
and, toward night, left the h o u s e a n d sought my father 's home. 

I found the house a s so lemn a s death. Al l the family save 
Cla i re h a d heard M r . Bedlow, a n d my mother was profoundly 
de j ec ted . A c loud re s ted u p o n my brothers a q d sisters. M y 
father a p p r e h e n d e d a t o n c e the na ture o f m y errand, and, 
by what s e e m e d to b e a mutual impulse a n d understanding, 
we p a s s e d into an unoccupied r o o m a n d c losed the door . T h e 
m o m e n t I found myself a lone with him I threw my arr.is around 
his neck , a n d burs t ing into a n uncontrol lable fit o f weeping 
exc la imed : " O h . f a ther ! f a ther ! what shall I d o ? " 

For year s I h a d not c o m e to him with a trouble. F o r y e a n 
I had not reposed in him a single heart-confidence, a n d for the 
first t ime in his life he put bo th his a rms af fect ionate ly around 
me a n d e m b r a c e d me. M i n u t e s p a s s e d while we s tood thus, 
f could not see his face , for m y own w a s bowed u p o n his shoul-
der, but I could feel his heart-beats , a n d the convul s ions of 
-¡motion which shook him in every fiber. A t las t he gent ly put 
m e off; led m e to a seat , a n d sa t down bes ide me. H e took 
my hand, but he could not s p e a k . 

" Oh, father ! what shall I do ? " I exc l a imed again. 
" G o to G o d , my boy, a n d repea t the s a m e words to him with 

the s a m e earnes tnes s . " 
" B u t h e is angry with m e , " I said, " a n d you a r e not. Y o u 

pity m e a n d love m e . I a m your child. Y o u c a n n o t he lp be-
ing sorry for m e . " 

" Y o u are his child too, m y boy, by relations a thousand 
times tenderer a n d m o r e significant than those which m a k e you 
«nine. H e loves y o u a n d pities you m o r e than I c a n . " 

" B u t I don' t know how to g ive mysel f to h i m , " I said. 
" I h a v e had the impress ion a n d the h o p e , " my father re-

sponded, " that you had already g iven yourse l f to h i m . " 
" Oh, not in this way at a l l , " I said. 
M y father had his own convictions, but h e was a lmost mor-

bidly consc ient ious in all his dea l ings with the souls around 
him. Fear fu l of meddl ing with that which the G r a c i o u s Spirit 
had in charge and under influence, a n d m o d e s t in the assert ion 
of views which might poss ibly weaken the hold of convict ion 
upon m e ; feeling, too, that he did not know m e well enough 
to direct me, a n d fearful that he might arrest a p r o c e s s which, 
perfected, might r e d e e m me , he s imply s a i d : " I a m not w i s e ; 
let us pray together, that we may b e led a r i g h t " 

T h e n he k n e e l e d a n d prayed for me. A h ! how the b le s sed 
words o f that prayer have l ingered in my m e m o r y ! T h o u g h 
not immediately fruitful in my exper ience , they c a m e to m e 
long year s after, l o a d e d with the b a l m of healing. " Oh, 
Father in H e a v e n 1 " he said, " this is our boy ,—thy child and 



mine . T h o u lovest a n d pitiest him m o r e than I can. H e l p 
him to g o to T h e e a s he has c o m e to me , a n d to s ay in perfect 
submiss ion, ' Oh, Fa ther , what shall I d o ! ' " 

I went h o m e at last somewhat ca lmed, b e c a u s e I had had 
sympathy, and, for a few moments , h a d l eaned u p o n anothe, 
nature and rested. I a t e little, and, a s s o o n a s the hour ar-
rived, depar ted to at tend the evening service, previous ly having 
a s k e d o ld J e n k s to a t tend the meet ing and walk h o m e with 
me , for I was afraid to return alone. 

A s t range a n d g l o o m y change had c o m e over the s k y ; a n d 
the weather, which had b e e n extremely c o l d for a week , had 
grown warm. T h e snow under my feet was soft a n d yielding, 
a n d already little rivulets were cours ing a l o n g the ruts worn by 
the sleighs. T h e nerves which had b e e n b r a c e d b y the tonic 
of the cold, c lear air were re laxed , a n d with the uncerta in foot-
ing o f the s treets I went s tagger ing to the church. 

I n the e n d e a v o r now to analyze m y feel ings I find it impos-
sible to be l ieve that I was convinced that m y life h a d b e e n one 
of bold a n d intentional sin. A cons iderable part o f my pain, 
I know, a ro se f rom the f ac t that I c o u l d not real ize my own 
s infulness a s it h a d b e e n represented to m e . I de spa i red be-
c a u s e I could not despair . I was d i s t ressed b e c a u s e I cou ld 
not b e sufficiently distressed. T h e r e was one sin, however, of 
which I had a terrified consc iousness , viz., that o f rejecting 
the offer of m e r c y which h a d b e e n m a d e to m e in the morning, 
and o f s o re ject ing it a s to b e in danger of forever grieving 
a w a y the Spirit o f G o d which I bel ieved was a t work u p o n my 
heart. T h i s was something definite a n d dreadful , though I felt 
perfectly ignorant o f the exac t thing required o f m e a n d impo-
tent to per form i t I f I cou ld have k n o w n the p r e c i s e nature 
o f the s u n e n d e r d e m a n d e d of me, a n d could have compre-
hended the effort I was ca l led u p o n to m a k e , I be l ieve I should 
have been ready for b o t h ; but in truth I h a d been s o mystified 
by the preacher , s o puzzled b y his representat ion o f the mira-
cle o f conversion, which he m a d e to a p p e a r to b e dependent 
• n G o d ' s sovereign g race entirely, and y e t s o entirely depend 

9 n t m c that the whole guilt of remaining unconver ted would 
rest with m e ; I was so expectant o f s o m e mighty, overwhelm-
ing influence that would bear m e to a point where I could see 
through the darkness a n d the d i s c o r d — a n inf luence which did 
not c o m e — t h a t I was paralyzed a n d helpless . 

I was early in the church, a n d saw the so lemn g r o u p s as 
they entered a n d gradual ly filled the pews. T h e preachers , 
too, were early in the de sk . Mr. Bed low sat where he could 
s e e m e a n d read my face . I knew that his searching, magnet i c 
eyes were u p o n me , a n d in the exa l ted condit ion o f my sensi-
bilities I felt them. I n the great hush that fo l lowed the en-
trance o f the crowd a n d p r e c e d e d the beginning o f the exer-
c i ses I saw him slowly rise a n d walk down the pulp i t stairs. I 
had never k n o w n anything o f his methods , and w a s entirely 
unprepared for what followed. R e a c h i n g the aisle, h e walked 
directly to where I sat, a n d raising his finger, p o i n t e d it a t m e 
a n d sa id : " Y o u n g man , a r e you a Christian ? " 

" I s u p p o s e n o t , " I answered. 
" D o y o u ever e x p e c t to b e c o m e o n e ? " 
" I d o , " I replied. 
A t this h e left me , a n d went to o n e a n d another in the con 

gregation, putt ing his quest ion a n d m a k i n g s o m e remark. Sen 
sitive men a n d women hung their heads, a n d tried to evade his 
inquiries b y refus ing to look at him. 

A t length he went b a c k to his desk , a n d sa id that the church 
could do n o better than to hold for a few minutes a s e a s o n of 
prayer, preparatory to the services o f the e v e n i n g ; a n d then 
he a d d e d : " W i l l s o m e brother pray for a y o u E g m a n who 
expec t s to b e c o m e a Christ ian, and pray that that expec ta t ion 
m a y b e taken away f rom him." 

T h e r e u p o n a y o u n g man , full of zeal, k n e e l e d before the 
longregat ion and poured out his heart for me, a n d prayed aa 
he had been a s k e d to pray : that my expec ta t ion t o b e c o m e a 
Christian might b e taken away from me. H e was, however, 
considerate and kind e n o u g h so far to modify the petit ion a s ta 
Beg that I might lose m y expectat ion in the immedia te r ea l i za 



t ion of a Christian exper i ence—that my hope to b e c o m e a 
Christ ian might b e swallowed u p in r j y h o p e of a Christ ian' i 
reward. 

T h i s k indnes s o f the young man , however , t o whose zea l a n d 
good-will I g ive hearty honor , cou ld not e f f ace the sore sense 
o f wrong I had suffered at the hand o f M r . Bedlow. Why he 
should h a v e s ingled m e out in the throng for such a n awfiil 
infliction I did not know, a n d why he should h a v e a s k e d any-
body to pray that all expec ta t ion o f b e c o m i n g a Christian 
should b e t a k e n away from m e I cou ld not imagine . I felt 
that I was misunders tood a n d outraged, a t first, a n d a s my 
anger died away, or was quenched by other emot ions , 1 found 
that I was still m o r e deeply puzzled than before. W a s I not 
careful ly a n d prayerful ly seek ing ? A n d w a s not this expec ta-
tion the o n e thing which m a d e my life endurable ? Would I 
not g ive all the world to find m y feet u p o n the sure foundat ion ? 
H a d I not in my heart of hearts de termined to find what there 
was t o b e found if I could , o r d ie ? 

N o : M r . Bedlow, m e a n i n g well no doubt, a n d desir ing to 
l ead m e nearer to spiritual rest, h a d thrust m e into deeper a n d 
wilder d a r k n e s s ; a n d in that darkness , haunted b y forms o f tor-
m e n t a n d terror, I sat through one o f the mos t impress ive ser-
m o n s a n d exhortat ions I had ever heard. I went out o f the 
church at last a s utterly hope les s a n d wretched a s I cou ld be. 
T h e r e w a s a G o d of wrath a b o v e me, b e c a u s e there was the 
guilt o f unfulfi l led duty gnawing a t my consc ience . I t s e e m e d 
a s if the grea t t ragedy o f the universe were b e i n g p e r f o r m e d in 
m y soul . Sun, m o o n , stars, the k i n g d o m s a n d glory o f the 
world—what were all these, either in themse lves or to me, com-
p a r e d with the interests of a soul o n which rested, the burden of 
a dec i s ion for its own heaven or hell ? 

A s I e m e r g e d into the o p e n air, I met J e n k s a t the door, 
waiting for me , a n d a s I l i fted my hot f a c e I felt the co ld rain 
falling u p o n i t Pi tchy darknes s , unrel ieved s a v e b y the dim 
lights a r o u n d the town a n d the blotched a n d rapidly melting 
»now, h a d s e t d e d u p o n the world. I c lu tched the old servant*t 

arm, a n d s truck of f in s i lence towards home. We had hardly 
walked the d i s t ance o f a b lock before there c a m e a flash of 
blinding lightning, and. we were in the midst o f that impress ive 
anomaly , a J a n u a r y thunder-storm. I t was s t r ange how bar-
monious ly this s torm supp lemented the inf luences o f the ser-
vices a t the church, from which I had j u s t retired. T o m e it 
was the crowning terror o f the n i g h t I had no quest ion that 
it w a s directed b y the s a m e unseen power which h a d been 
struggling with m e all day, a n d that it was expres s ive o f H i s in-
finite anger . A s we hurried a long, unprotec ted in the pour ing 
ram, flash af ter flash i l luminated the darkness , a n d p e a l after 
peal o f thunder hurtled over the city, rolled a l o n g the heavens , 
a n d e c h o e d a m o n g the distant hills. I wa lked in cons tant 
fear o f be ing s truck dead , a n d o f pas s ing to the j u d g m e n t un-
reconc i led a n d unredeemed . I felt that m y soul was deal ing 
directly with the grea t G o d , a n d under the p lay o f his awful en-
ginery o f destruct ion I real ized my helplessness . I cou ld only 
pray to him, with g a s p s of agony , and in w h i s p e r s : " O h , do 
not crush m e ! S p a r e me , a n d I will d o a n y t h i n g ! S a v e my 
life, a n d it shall b e t h i n e ! " 

When I arrived a t the house I did not dare to g o in, for then 
1 should b e left a lone . Without a word I led J e n k s t o the 
stable, and, dripping with the rain, we p a s s e d in. 

" O h , J e n k s , " I sa id , " I must pray, a n d y o u must s tay with 
me. I cannot b e left a l o n e . " 

I knelt u p o n the stable-floor, a n d the old man , touched with 
sympathy, a n d a w e d b y the pas s ion which p o s s e s s e d me, knelt 
at my side. Oh, what p l edges a n d promise s I g a v e in that 
prayer, if G o d would spare m y life ! H o w wildly I a s k e d for 
pardon, and how earnest ly did I beseech the Spirit of all G r a c e 
to s tay with me , and never to b e gr ieved away, until his work 
was per fec ted in n,e ! 

T h e p o o r o ld man , with his childish mind, cou ld not under 
stand m y a b a n d o n m e n t to grief a n d t e r r o r ; but while I knelt 
I felt his trembling a r m steal a round me , a n d k n e w that he wai 
sobbing. H i s heart was deeply m o v e d by pity, but the c a s e 



was b e y o n d his comprehens ion . H e c o u l d s ay nothing, but 
the sympathy was ve ry grate ful to m e . 

A n d all this t ime there w a s another arm a r o u n d me , whose 
touch I was too b e n u m b e d to f e e l ; there was another heart 
bes ide me , tender with sympathy, whose beat ings I was too 
m u c h ag i ta ted to a p p r e h e n d ; there was a vo ice cal l ing to the 
tempes t within me, " P e a c e ! b e s t i l l ! " but I could not hear i t 
Oh, infinite F a t h e r ! Oh, loving and pi tying C h r i s t ! W h y 
c o u l d I not h a v e seen thee, a s thou d ids t look down u p o n a n d 
pi ty thy terror-stricken child ? Why cou ld I not h a v e seen thy 
a r m s e x t e n d e d toward me , a n d thy eyes b e a m i n g with ineffable 
love , ca l l ing m e to thy forgiving e m b r a c e ? H o w cou ld I h a v e 
d o n e thee the d i shonor to s u p p o s e that the s imple o ld servant 
knee l ing a t m y s ide was tenderer a n d more pitiful than thou ? 

W e both g rew chilly at last , a n d p a s s e d quietly into the house . 
Mrs . S a n d e r s o n h a d retired, but h a d left a bright fire u p o n the 
hearth , a t which bo th o f u s warmed a n d dried ourselves . T h e 
storm, meant ime, h a d d ied away, though the lightning still 
flapped its red wings aga ins t the windows, a n d the dull rever-
berat ions o f the thunder c a m e to m e f rom the d i s tance . With 
the relief f rom what s e e m e d to b e the danger o f imminent death, 
I had the strength to m o u n t to m y r o o m a lone , and, a f ter an-
other prayer which fai led to lift m y burden, I c o n s i g n e d myself 
to my bed . T h e o n e thought that p o s s e s s e d m e a s I lay down 
was that I might never w a k e if I should g o to s leep. M y ner-
v o u s exhaust ion w a s such that when s inking into s l eep I started 
m a n y t imes f rom my pillow, toss ing the c lothes f rom m e , a n d 
ga sp ing a s if I had b e e n s inking into a n abyss . S l e e p c a m e at 
last , however , a n d I awoke on the morrow, consc ious that I 
h a d rested, a n d re joic ing at l ea s t in the fact that m y day o f pro-
bat ion was not yet p a s t M y heart k indled for a m o m e n t a s I 
l ooked f rom my window into the f a c e o f the g lor ious sun, a n d 
the d e e p b lue heaven, but sank within m e when I r emembered 
my promise s , a n d felt that the s truggle o f the prev ious d a y was 
to b e renewed. 

T h i s s truggle I d o not p r o p o s e to dwell u p o n further in ex 

tended detail . I f the r e c o r d of it thus far is a s painful to r ead 
a s it is to write, the reader will h a v e t ired of it a lready. I t 
lasted for weeks , a n d I never rat ionally saw my way out of that 
bl indness. T h e r e were literally hundreds in the city who pro-
f e s sed to h a v e found a grea t a n d superlat ively j o y o u s peace , 
but I d id not find it, nor did it c o m e to m e in a n y way by 
which I d r e a m e d it might c o m e . 

T h e vital po int with m e was to find s o m e influence s o power-
fid that I could not resist i t I felt mysel f tos s ing u p o n a 
dangerous sea , j u s t outs ide the harbor, be tween which a n d m e 
there s tretched a n i m p a s s a b l e bar . S o , wretched a n d worn 
with anx ious waiting, I looked for the coming in o f s o m e 
mighty w a v e which would lift my s inking bark over the forbid-
ding obstac le , into the c a l m waters that mirrored upon their 
banks the d o m e s and dwellings o f the city o f the G r e a t K ing . 

S o m e t i m e s I tired o f M r . Bedlow, a n d went to other churches, 
longing a lways to hear s o m e sermon or find s o m e influence 
that would d o for m e that which I cou ld not do for myse l f I 
visited my father many t imes, but he could not help me , beyond 
what he h a d a l ready done. O n e o f the c a u s e s o f m y perplex-
ity was the fact that H e n r y a t tended the prayer-meetings , and 
publicly par t ic ipated in the exercises . I heard, too, that, in a 
quiet way, h e ws*: very influential in his school, a n d that many 
of his pupi l s h a d b e g u n a religious life. Why was h e different 
from myself ? Why w a s it neces sary that I should g o through this 
exper ience of fear a n d torment, while he e s c a p e d it a l together ? 
All our prev ious e x p e r i e n c e had b e e n nearly identical . F o r 
years we had b e e n sub jec ted to the s a m e influences , had 
s truggled for the s a m e self-mastery, h a d knee led a t the s a m e 
bed in daily d e v o t i o n ; yet here he was, busy in Christ ian ser-
vice, steadily re joic ing in Christian hope, into which h e h a d 
grown through p r o c e s s e s a s natural a s those b y which the rose-
free rises to the g r a c e o f inflorescence. I s e e it a l l now, but 
then it not only perp lexed me , but filled m e with weak com-
plaining at my harder l o t 

Dur ing these eventful weeks I of ten m e t Mil l ie Brad ford o n 



her way to a n d from s c h o o l I h a v e no doubt that, f r o m het 
window, she had m a d e herself familiar with my habits o f going 
a n d coming , a n d had t imed her own s o a s to fall in with me. 

In communit ie s not familiar with the character a n d history of 
a N e w E n g l a n d revival , it would b e imposs ib le to conce ive of 
the universal ity o f the inf luence which they exert d ining the 
t ime o f their highest activity. Mul t i tudes o f m e n neglect their 
business . M e e t i n g s are held dur ing every evening of the 
week , a n d somet imes during all the d a y s o f .the week. Chil-
dren, ga thered in their own little chambers , hold prayer-
meet ings . Re l i g ion i s the al l-absorbing topic , with o l d a n d 
young . 

Mil l ie w a s l ike the res t o f u s ; and, forbidden to hear M r . 
Bed low preach, she h a d determined to win her exper ience at 
home . I t touches m e now even to tears to r emember how she 
u s e d to m e e t m e in the street, and a s k m e how I was get t ing 
a long, how I l iked M r . Bedlow, a n d whether h e h a d he lped me. 
S h e told m e that she a n d her mother were holding little prayer-
meet ings together , but that A u n t F l i ck was away pret ty much 
all the t ime. S h e was seeking to b e c o m e a Christ ian, and at 
la s t she told m e that she thought she h a d b e c o m e one . I was 
rational enough to s e e that it was not neces sary for an innocent 
child l ike her to share my graver exper iences . Indeed , I 
l i s tened e'agerly to her expres s ions o f s imple faith a n d trust, and 
to her recital of the p u r p o s e s o f l i fe to which she h a d com-
mitted herse l f O n e revelat ion which she m a d e in conf idence, 
but which I a m sure was uttered b e c a u s e she wanted m e to 
think well o f her father, interested m e much. S h e said her 
father p r a y e d very much a lone, though h e did not at tend the 
meet ings . T h e thought of m y old friend toiling in secret over 
the prob lem which ab sorbed u s all was very impress ive . 

T h u s w e e k s p a s s e d away, a n d the tide which r o s e to its flood 
b e g a n to ebb. I could s e e that the m e e t i n g s grew le s s fre-
quent , a n d that the old habi t s o f bus ines s a n d p lea sure were 
reassert ing themselves . C o n v e r s i o n s were rarer, a n d the 
blaz ing fervor of act ion a n d devotion cooled . A s I realized 

this, a n d in realizing it, found that I was j u s t a s far from the 
point at which I h a d a i m e d a s I was a t the beginning, a s trange, 
desperate despa i r se ized me. I could hope for n o influences in 
the future m o r e powerful than those to which I had b e e n s u b 
j e c t e d T h e st imulus to resolut ion a n d e n d e a v o r w a s nearly 
e x p e n d e d Y e t I h a d m a n y t imes vowed to the M o s t H i g h 
that be fore that s e a s o n h a d p a s s e d away I would find H i m , a n d 
with him. peace , if H e a n d it were to b e found. What was I 
to do ? 

A t last there c a m e a day o f in-gathering. T h e harvest was to 
be g a r n e r e d A g r e a t number o f men, women, a n d youth were 
to b e rece ived into the church. I went early, a n d took a s ea t 
m the gal lery, where I could s e e the throng a s they pre sented 
themselves in the a i s les to m a k e their profess ion o f faith a n d 
unite in their covenant . When cal led u p o n they took their 
places , coming forward from all pa r t s o f the aud ience in front of 
the C o m m u n i o n table . A m o n g them were both H e n r y a n d 
Claire. A t sight o f them I grew sick. P a s s a g e a f ter p a s s a g e 
of Scr ipture that s e e m e d app l i cab le to my condit ion, crowded 
Into my m i n d T h e y c a m e from the N o r t h a n d the South a n d 
the E a s t a n d the West , a n d sa t down in the K i n g d o m o f G o d , 
and I , a child o f the K i n g d o m , bapt i zed into the n a m e o f the 
Ineffable, w a s ca s t o u t T h e harves t was past , the s u m m e r 
was ended, a n d m y soul was not s a v e d ! I witnessed the cere-
monies with feel ings mingled o f despair , bitterness, a n d despe-
ration. O n the f a c e s o f these converts , thus c o m i n g into the 
f o l d there was impressed the seal o f a great a n d so lemn j o y . 
Within my b o s o m there burned the feeling that I h a d honestly 
tried to d o my duty, a n d that my endeavor s h a d b e e n s p u r n e d 
In a moment , to which I had been led by p r o c e s s e s whose end 
I could not see , my will g a v e way, a n d I s a i d " I will try n o 
longer. T h i s is the e n d " E v e r y resolut ion a n d p u r p o s e within 
m e was shivered b y the fall. 

T o what depth o f perdition I might b e hur led—under what 
judgment I might b e c r u s h e d — I cou ld not tell, a n d hardly cared 
to imagine. Q u i t e to my amazement , I found myself at perfect 



p e a c e . What did it m e a n ? N o t only was the burden gone , 
but there thrilled through my soul a quick, s t rong joy . M y 
spirit w a s l ike a b r o a d sea , a l ive all over with sunlit ripples, 
with o n e b r o a d track o f g lory that s tretched ac ro s s into the un-
fa thomable heaven ! I felt the smile of G o d u p o n m e . I felt 
the love o f G o d within m e . W a s I insane ? H a d satan ap-
p e a r e d to m e a s a n angel of light a n d dece ived m e ? Was this 
convers ion ? I was so m u c h in d o u b t in regard to the real nat-
ure of this exper ience , that when I left the house I s p o k e to 
n o o n e o f i t E m e r g i n g into the o p e n air, I found myse l f in a 
new world. I wa lked the s t reet s a s lightly a s if wings had b e e n 
u p o n m y shoulders , lifting m e from point to po int through all 
the p a s s a g e homeward. Ah, how b l u e the heavens were, a n d 
how b r o a d a n d beaut i f id the world ! What a b l e s sed thing it 
w a s to live ! H o w sweet were the f ace s not only o f friends, 
but even of those whom I did not k n o w ! H o w gladly would I 
have e m b r a c e d every o n e of them ! I t was a s if I h a d been un-
clothed of my mortality, a n d c lothed u p o n with the i m m o r t a l 
I was sure that heaven could hold n o j o y superior to t h a t 

When p a s s i n g M r . Bradford ' s , I s aw Mill ie at the window. 
S h e b e c k o n e d to me , a n d I went to her door . " H o w is it 
now ? " she said. 

" I d o n ' t know, Mil l ie , " I replied, " but I think it is all right 
I never felt b e f o r e a s I do n o w . " 

" Oh, I w a s get t ing s o tired ! " sa id she. " I ' v e b e e n pray 
ing for you for days , a n d days , a n d d a y s ! a n d hoping a n d hop 
ing you 'd ge t through." 

I cou ld only thank her, a n d pre s s her little h a n d ; a n d then I 
hurried to m y home , m o u n t e d t o my room, shut and l o c k e d the 
door, a n d sa t down to think. 

C H A P T E R X . 

I JOIN A C H U R C H T H A T L E A V E S O U T M R . B R A D F O R D A N » 

M I L L I E . 

H o w shiJ l I write the history of the few weeks that fol lowed 
my new e x p e r i e n c e ? I had risen, a s on wings, f rom the depths 
of despair to the heights o f hope. I h a d emerged from a valley 
of shadows, haunted by ten thousand forms o f terror a n d shapes 
o f anguish, and sa t down u p o n the sunny hills o f p e a c e . T h e 
world, which h a d b e c o m e either m o c k i n g or mean ing le s s to me, 
was i l luminated with loving expres s ion in every feature . F a r 
above the d e e p b lue o f the winter skies my imaginat ion caught 
the sheen o f winged f o r m s a n d the far echoes o f h a p p y angel-
voices . I l i fted m y f ace to the sun, and, shutting m y eyes , felt 
tne smile of G o d u p o n me. Every wind that blew brought i ts 
ministry o f bless ing. E v e r y cloud that swept the s k y b o r e its 
m e s s a g e o f good-will from heaven. I loved life, I loved the 
world, I l oved every living thing I saw, and, more than all, I 
loved the G r e a t F a t h e r who h a d bes towed u p o n m e such gra-
cious gifts of hope a n d healing. 

Mrs . Sander son , though she h a d sa id little, a n d h a d received 
no conf idence from me , had been troubled for m a n y weeks . 
She had seen in m y haggard eyes a n d weary look the evidences 
of a great trial a n d s t r u g g l e ; but without the power to enter 
into it, or to help m e out of it, she h a d never d o n e more than 
to a sk m e if, for m y health 's sake, it would not b e bet ter for 
m e to at tend fewer meet ings a n d take more s leep. T h e weeks 
that fol lowed were only more sat is factory to her from the con-
viction that I w a s happier , for I g a v e mysel f with hearty zeal 
to the work which I felt had been i m p o s e d u p o n m e . 

M y father was happy in my new happiness , never doubting 



peace . What did it mean ? N o t only was the burden gone, 
but there thrilled through my soul a quick, strong joy . My 
spirit w a s like a broad sea, alive all over with sunlit ripples, 
with one broad track of glory that stretched across into the un-
fathomable heaven ! I felt the smile of G o d upon me. I felt 
the love of G o d within me. Was I insane ? H a d satan ap-
peared to m e as an angel of light and deceived m e ? Was this 
conversion ? I was so much in doubt in regard to the real nat-
ure of this experience, that when I left the house I s p o k e to 
no one of i t Emerg ing into the open air, I found mysel f in a 
new world. I walked the streets a s lightly a s if wings had been 
u p o n m y shoulders, lifting m e from point to point through all 
the pa s sage homeward. Ah, how b lue the heavens were, and 
how broad and beautifid the world ! What a b lessed thing it 
was to live ! H o w sweet were the faces not only of friends, 
but even of those whom I did not know ! H o w gladly would I 
have e m b r a c e d every one of them ! I t was as if I had been un-
clothed of my mortality, and clothed upon with the immorta l 
I was sure that heaven could hold no joy superior to t h a t 

When pass ing Mr. Bradford's , I saw Millie at the window. 
S h e beckoned to me, and I went to her door. " H o w is it 
now ? " she said. 

" I don ' t know, Mill ie," I replied, " but I think it is all right 
I never felt be fore a s I do now." 

" Oh, I was getting s o tired ! " said she. " I 've been pray 
ing for you for days, and days, and d a y s ! and hoping and hop 
ing you'd get through." 

I could only thank her, and press her little h a n d ; and then I 
hurried to m y home, mounted t o my room, shut and locked the 
door, and sat down to think. 

C H A P T E R X . 

I join A C H U R C H T H A T L E A V E S O U T M R . B R A D F O R D A N » 

M I L L I E . 

H o w shiJl I write the history of the few weeks that followed 
my new exper ience ? I had risen, a s on wings, from the depths 
of despair to the heights of hope. I had emerged from a valley 
of shadows, haunted by ten thousand forms of terror and shapes 
of anguish, and sat down upon the sunny hills o f peace . T h e 
world, which had b e c o m e either mocking or meaningless to me, 
was illuminated with loving express ion in every feature. F a r 
above the d e e p blue of the winter skies my imagination caught 
the sheen o f winged forms and the far echoes o f happy angel-
voices. I lifted m y face to the sun, and, shutting m y eyes, felt 
tne smile of G o d upon me. Every wind that blew brought its 
ministry o f blessing. Every cloud that swept the sky bore its 
message of good-will from heaven. I loved life, I loved the 
world, I loved every living thing I saw, and, more than all, I 
loved the G r e a t Father who had bestowed upon m e such gra-
cious gifts of hope and healing. 

Mrs. Sanderson, though she had said little, and had received 
no confidence from me, had been troubled for many weeks. 
She had seen in m y haggard eyes and weary look the evidences 
of a great trial and s t r u g g l e ; but without the power to enter 
into it, or to help me out of it, she had never done more than 
to ask me if, for m y health's sake, it would not b e better for 
m e to attend fewer meetings and take more sleep. T h e weeks 
that followed were only more satisfactory to her from the con-
viction that I was happier, for I gave myself with hearty zeal 
to the work which I felt had been imposed upon me. 

M y father was happy in my new happiness, never doubting 



t ha t it h a d c o m e to m e through the G r a c e of H e a v e n . I was 
as sured on every hand that I had p a s s e d through that c h a n g e 
of regenerat ion which was the true bas i s in me, a n d in many at 
l eas t , of the new life. M e e t i n g Mr. Bradford , I s p o k e freely to 
him o f m y change , a n d h e to ld m e with a sigh that h e was glad 
I was a t p e a c e . H e evidently did not say all that he felt, but 
h e sa id nothing to d i scourage me. 

It soon b e c a m e known to Mr. Gr imshaw a n d the m e m b e r s 
o f his church that I h a d b e c o m e a convert , a n d I found abun-
d a n t opportuni t ies at o n c e to exercise such gifts a s I p o s s e s s e d 
to induce others to drink a t the fountain from which I h a d 
drawn such draughts o f p e a c e a n d p leasure , I p rayed in pub-
l ic ; I e x h o r t e d ; I went from o n e to another o f m y own a g e 
with personal persuas ions . N a y , I was a l luded to a n d held up, 
in publ ic a n d private, a s o n e of the m o s t no tab le o f the trophies 
which h a d been won in the great s truggle with the powers of 
da rknes s through which the church had p a s s e d . 

I look b a c k now upon the publ ic life that I l ived in those 
youthful d a y s with wonder. A u d i e n c e s that I then f a c e d a n d 
addre s sed without embarra s sment would now s e n d fever into 
m y lips a n d tongue , or strike m e dumb. I re jo iced then in a 
prominence from which I . should now shrink with a sens i t iveness 
o f pa in qu i te insupportable . I was the youthful marve l o f the 
t o w n ; a n d p e o p l e f locked aga in to the church where I w a s to 
b e s e e n a n d heard a s if a new Bed low h a d c o m e down to them 
from the skies. 

T h i s publicity d id not p lea se Mrs . Sander son , but she sdw 
farther, a l a s ! than I did, a n d knew that such exaltat ion could 
not b e perpetua l . Cou ld I have h a d a wise counse l lor then, 
it would h a v e s aved m e year s o f wander ing a n d y e a r s o f sorrow. 
T h e tendency o f this publ ic work was to m a k e m e vain, and 
induce a love o f the sound o f my own voice . Without experi-
ence , flattered b y attention, s t imulated b y the a s s u r a n c e that I 
was i o ing a g rea t dea l o f good , a n d urged o n by my own de-
light in act ion, I fairly took the bit in my teeth, a n d ran s u c h a 
race a s left m e at la s t utterly exhausted. I went from meeting 

to meet ing all over the city. T h e r e was hardly a church in 
which m y vo ice w a s not heard. Everywhere I was thanked 
a n d congratulated. I did not real ize then a s I d o now that I 
was m o v e d by a thirst for praise, a n d that mot ive s mos t human 
mingled s trangely a n d strongly with the divine in urging m e 
forward. O H e a v e n ! to think that I , a poor child in life and 
exper ience , should h a v e l abored in T h y n a m e to win a crown 
to my personal vanity ! 

I shudder now at the cruelty prac t iced u p o n the y o u n g nearly 
everywhere, in bringing them to the front, a n d expos ing them 
to such tempta t ions a s those which then h a d the power to 
poison all my motives , to brush away from m y spirit the b l o o m 
of youthful modes ty , a n d to e x p o s e m e to a p r o c e s s which was 
certain to ult imate in spiritual torpor a n d d o u b t I a lways 
tremble a n d s i cken when I behold a child or youth delighting 
in the exerc i se s o f a publ ic exhibition ; a n d when I see, ins ide 
or outs ide o f church walls, children bred to b o l d n e s s through 
the publ ic show o f themse lves a n d their accompl i shment s , a n d 
realize what par t o f their na ture is s t imulated to p redominance 
by the process , a n d what g r a c e s a r e ext inguished by it, I do 
not wonder at the l ack o f reverence in Amer ican character, 
a n d that exhaust ion o f sensibility which m a k e s our churches s o 
faint and fitful in feel ing. 

H a v i n g g iven u p all my earlier idea s o f religion, and learned 
to regard them a s wholly inadequate a n d unworthy, I cou ld b e 
in my new work little m o r e than a p a r r o t I had p a s s e d 
through but a s ingle p h a s e o f what I h a d learned to regard a s a 
genuine rel igious exper ience , a n d my counse l s were but the 
repetit ions o f what I had heard. I f s o m e wise man or woman 
could h a v e told m e o f m y s e l f — o f the propriet ies that be long to 
the posit ion o f a n e o p h y t e — o f the dangers of publ ic labor, a n d of 
being publicly pe t ted a n d exhibited, how well for m e would it h a v e 
b e e n ! B u t I h a d n o such counsel lor . O n the contrary, I was 
seized upon at o n c e a s a fresh instrumentality for carrying on a 
work a l ready waning. I a m a shamed to think o f the immod-
esty of s o m e o f m y personal a p p r o a c h e s to my eiders whom I 



regarded a s need ing my ministry, a n d humil iated by the memory 
of the cons idera te fo rbearance with which I was t rea ted for 
religion's a n d my mot ive ' s sake. 

I t w a s in l abors a n d exper iences l ike these that a f ew weeke 
p a s s e d away. Another in-gathering o f the great spiritual har-
ves t approached . I , a m o n g others , was to m a k e a publ ic pro-
fess ion o f my faith, a n d b e c o m e a m e m b e r o f the church. M r . 
G r i m s h a w put u p o n m e the ta sk of per suad ing the y o u n g o f my 
own a g e to j o i n m e in this so lemn self-dedication, a n d I had 
great s u c c e s s in my mission. 

A m o n g the cons iderable n u m b e r whom I h a d se lec ted a s 
proper sub jec t s o f my counsels a n d persuas ions , was my in-
teresting friend Mill ie Brad ford : but I knew she was quite too 
y o u n g to d e c i d e s o m o m e n t o u s a quest ion, a n d that her father 
would not permit her to dec ide it for herself. T o tell the 
truth, I d id not l ike to m e e t Mr. Bradford with my proposi t ion, 
for I ant ic ipated ob ject ions , a n d did not feel qual i f ied to a r g u e 
with him. I consul ted with M r . Gr imshaw in regard to the 
case , a n d it w a s finally d e c i d e d that we should visit M r . Brad-
ford together. 

Accord ing ly we cal led u p o n him, a n d spent a n evening in 
conversat ion, which, a l though it won n o new m e m b e r s to my 
group, left a d e e p impress ion u p o n m y mind a n d memory . 

T h e conversa t ion was b e g u n by M r . Gr imshaw, who s a i d : 
" W e h a v e cal led, Mr. Bradford, with the p u r p o s e o f conferring 
with you in regard to your daughter Millie. I know but little 
o f her, but I learn through Arthur that she is a sharer in the 
b less ings o f our grea t revival . H a v e you any ob jec t ion to her 
union with our church, provided she shall choose t o b e c o m e a 
m e m b e r ? " 

" H a v e you n o invitation for any o n e e l se in the family ? " 

inquired M r . Bradford, with a smile. 

" I w a s not aware that there were other convert s in the 

family ," r e sponded the minister. 
« I s p e a k it with great humility, Mr. G r i m s h a w , " sa id Mr. 

Bradford, " but I count myself a disciple. I a m a learner at the 

feet o f your M a s t e r a n d mine ; a n d I have been a learner for 
years. I d o not regard mysel f a s having attained, o r fully ap-
prehended, but I follow on, and I should l ike soc iety o n the 
way, as well a s any o n e . " 

" But your views do not a c c o r d with those p r o f e s s e d by o u 
church," sa id M r . Gr imshaw. 

" I do not k n o w what bus iness the church m a y legit imately 
have with m y pr ivate opinions. I learn f rom the N e w T e s t a -
ment that he who repents a n d bel ieves o n the L o r d J e s u s Chris t 
shall b e saved. A man who d o e s this be longs at l ea s t to the 
invisible church, a n d I do not recognize the right o f a body of 
men call ing themse lves a church to shut out f rom their c o m -
munion any m a n or w o m a n who b e l o n g s to the church invisible, 
or any o n e whom the M a s t e r count s a m o n g his d i sc ip le s . " 

" But we must h a v e s o m e s tandard of faith a n d bel ief ; " sa id 
Mr. Grimshaw. 

" I s u p p o s e you m u s t , " re sponded Mr. Bradford, " but why 
should you construct it o f non-essential m a t e r i a l s ? Why 
should you build a high f ence a round your church, a n d insist 
that every man shall c l imb every rail, when the first is all that 
the M a s t e r a s k s him to climb. I recognize repentance a n d 
trust a s the bas i s o f a Christ ian character and life, a n d I regard 
character a s the o n e g r a n d result at which the Author o f Chris-
tianity a imed. H e des ired to m a k e g o o d m e n out of b a d m e n ; 
a n d repentance a n d trust f o rm the bas i s o f the proce s s . When 
you g o beyond this, with your d o g m a s a n d your creeds , you in-
fringe u p o n the liberty o f those whom r e p e n t a n c e a n d trust 
have m a d e free. Personal ly , I feel that I a m suffering a g rea t 
wrong, inflicted in ignorance a n d with g o o d mot ives n o doubt , 
but still a wrong, in that I a m shut ou t from Christ ian sympathy 
a n d fellowship. I will not pro fes s to bel ieve any m o r e than I 
do believe. I t is s imply imposs ible for me , a rat ional , h o n e s t 
mature man, to accep t that which you prescr ibe for m e . I a n 
perfectly willing that you should bel ieve what s eems to you to 
b e true, touching all these points of doctrine. I only insist 
that you shall b e a Christ ian in heart and l i fe—an honest disci 
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pie. I f you c a n n o t g ive m e the s a m e liberty, under the sa in« 
condit ions, w e can never ge t any nearer together . " 

" Y o u seem to forget , " re sponded the minister, " that oul 
c reed is the product o f whole a g e s o f Chris t ian wisdom—that 
it has b e e n f ramed by m e n o f wide a n d pro found exper ience , 
who h a v e learned b y that exper ience what is essent ia l to the 
stability a n d purity o f the church . " 

" A n d y o u s e e m to fo rge t , " sa id M r . Bradford, " that the 
m a k i n g a n d de fense o f c reeds h a v e rent the s e a m l e s s ga rment 
o f the L o r d into ten thousand f r a g m e n t s — t h a t they h a v e been 
the instruments for the destruct ion o f the unity o f the church in 
fact a n d fee l ing—that they h a v e not only b e e n the sub jec t s of 
controvers ies that h a v e d i sgraced the church be fore the world, 
and embit tered the relat ions o f large bod ie s of. Christ ians, but 
h a v e inst igated the cruelest per secut ions a n d the m o s t out-
r a g e o u s murders a n d martyrdoms. Yoti a r e n o t s o b igo ted a s 
to d e n y that there a r e Christ ians a m o n g all the s e c t s ; a n d you 
are l iberal enough to g ive to the different sec t s the' l iberty of 
faith which they claim. T h e world i s growing better in this 
thing, a n d is not s o intolerant a s it was. Now, why will you 
not g ive m e the s a m e liberty, a s a man , that you g ive t o churches 
f o u n d e d o n c reeds at va r i ance with y o u r s ? Y o u invite the 
teachers o f other sec t s into your pulpit . Y o u invite their peo-
p le to your c o m m u n i o n table, while you shut m e a w a y b y con-
dit ions that are j u s t a s impos s ib le to m e a s they would b e to 
t h e m " 

1 c o u l d see that M r . Gr imshaw was not only overwhelmed in 
a rgument but deep ly m o v e d in feeling. H e g r a s p e d M r . Brad-
ford ' s hand, a n d s a i d : " M y d e a r sir, it would g ive m e o n e of 
the g r e a t e s t p lea sures o f m y life to rece ive y o u into, our com-
munion, for I bel ieve in your sincerity a n d in your character, 
but I could not if I would . " 

" I know it ," r e sponded M r . B r a d f o r d : " your sympathies 
go beyond your creed, and your mos t earnest convict ions stop 
short o f it. Y o u r hands are tied, a n d your tongue must be 
dumb. Y o u a n d your church will g o o n in the o ld way. The 

y o u n g who d o not think, a n d the mature who will not try to 
think, or do not dare to try, will a c c e p t what you prescr ibe for 
them. Women, more trustful a n d religious than men, will con-
stitute the major i ty o f your members . I n the m e a n time, the 
thinking m e n — t h e strong, influential, pract ica l m e n o f society 
— t h e m e n o f culture, enterprise, a n d execut ive power—wil l re 
main outs ide o f the church—shut out b y a c reed which their 
reason r e f u s e s to a c c e p t " 

" I a m afraid the creed is not altogether to b l a m e for their 
exc lus ion , " sa id the minister. " « N o t many wise ' — y o u re-
member the quota t ion . " 

" W h e n Christ ianity was a n a p o s t a s y from a church to which 
all the wise a n d mighty were a t t ached , " repl ied M r . Bradford , 
" your quotat ion was doubt le s s true a s a s ta tement o f fact , but 
we be long to another nat ion a n d age . I hold mysel f a t y p e 
and representat ive o f a large c lass , who cannot enter the church 
without self stultification and a sacr i f ice o f that liberty of 
thought and opinion which is their b ir thr ight W e cannot 
afford to d o without you, a n d you cannot afford to do without 
us. I t is your bus ines s to m a k e a h o m e for us , for we are all 
pass ing o n to that s t a g e and rea lm of be ing where opinions will 
be of smal l account , a n d where character will d e c i d e everything." 

" W e have wandered very far from your daughter , Mr. B r a d 
ford, about whom we c a m e to ta lk , " sa id Mr. Gr imshaw. 

A n expres s ion o f pa in p a s s e d over Mr. Bradford ' s face . 
T h e n he rose , a n d walking to a door which c losed another 
room, o p e n e d it, a n d cal led his daughter. Mil l ie entered the 
room with a quest ion in her eyes , and shaking hands with us , 
went to her father's side, where she s tood with his arm around 
her dur ing the remainder of the interview. 

" Mi l l ie , " s a id her father, " M r . Gr imshaw a n d Arthur have 
c o m e here to invite you to jo in the church. Would you like 
to d o s o ? " 

" I f y o u and m a m m a think I ought to , " she replied. 
A t this m o m e n t , M r s . Bradford, conjecturing, I s u p p o s e , the 

object o f our visit, entered th<* room, a n d giving us a m o « 



friendly greeting, took a seat near her daughter. Mr. Bradford 
repea ted our proposa l to her, a n d Mill ie 's reply to i t 

" I should regard it a s one o f the sweetest sat i s fact ions o f my 
t o h a v e m y child with m e in church c o m m u n i o n , " she said, 

looking down to hide the tears that she felt filling her eyes . 
" A n d I sympathize with you entirely in your fee l ing , " added 

Mr. Bradford. 
" T h e n , " sa id M r . Grimshaw, " n o t h i n g w i l l s tand in the way, 

provided, u p o n examinat ion, your daughter g ive s ev idence of 
an intelligent en t rance u p o n a Christ ian e x p e r i e n c e . " 

" W h i c h m e a n s , I s u p p o s e , " sa id M r . Bradford , « ' that i f she 
will a c c e p t your whole creed and s c h e m e o n trust, a s weU as 
g ive ev idence o f having determined u p o n a Christ ian life, you 
will endow her with the pr iv i leges of member sh ip . " 

" W e h a v e but o n e condit ion for all, a s you k n o w , " re-
s p o n d e d the minister. 

" I s u p p o s e s o ; a n d it is my duty t o tell you that it is a very 
cruel t h i n g ; for her intell igence reaches n o further than the o n e 
essentia l thing which m a k e s her a Christian child, viz. , personal 
loyalty to the M a s t e r . B e y o n d this she knows absolutely 
nothing, a n d for her it is enough. T o insist that she shall re-
ce ive a whole body of divinity about which she is utterly 
ignorant, a n d which, a t present , has n o relation to her 
Christian character a n d life, is to do that which you have no 
right to do. When J e s u s took little children in his a r m s a n d 
b le s sed them, a n d dec lared that of such was the k ingdom of 
heaven, he did not i m p o s e any condit ions u p o n them. I t was 
sufficient for him that they were in his arms, a n d h a d trust and 
conf idence enough to n e s d e and b e contented a n d happy 
there. Y o u t a k e the responsibility of g o i n g beyond him, and 
o f m a k i n g condit ions which cannot b e compl ied with without a 
surrender o f all future liberty o f thought and opinion. Y o u 
have m e m b e r s in your church to-day who commit ted themselves 
to opinions when young , or under exci tement , that they now 
hold mos t loosely, or with quest ionings that are a cons tant tor-
ture to them. I know it, for they have told m e s o ; a n d I can-

not consent that my child shall b e denied the free and 
unrestrained format ion o f opinions when her maturer mind 
b e c o m e s a b l e to form them. T h e rea son that h a s n o range 
but the b o u n d s o f a creed, cons t ruc ted b y h u m a n hands , will 
b e c o m e dwarfed a s certainly a s the wings of a bird a r e weak-
ened by the wires o f a c a g e . " 

Mr. Gr imshaw l i s tened attentively to the speaker , a n d then 
sa id : " I fear that your ideas would form a very p o o r ba s i s for 
a church. W e should b e depr ived o f a n y principle or power 
o f cohes ion, without unity o f be l i e f Such liberty a s you desire, 
or s e e m to think desirable, would s o o n degenera te into l icense. 
T h e exper ience o f the church has p r o v e d it, a n d the united 
wisdom o f the church has dec lared i t " 

*' M y ideas o f the true bas i s o f the church are very s imple , " 
said M r . Bradford. " I would m a k e it a n organizat ion of 
Christian d i s c ip le s—of Chris t ian l e a r n e r s ; you would m a k e it 
a conservatory o f those who have arr ived at the las t conclu-
sions in d o g m a t i c theology. I would m a k e it a society of 
those w h o h a v e a c c e p t e d the M a s t e r , a n d p ledged their hearts 
and l ives to him, with everything to learn a n d the liberty to 
learn it b y such m e a n s a s they c a n c o m m a n d ; you would frame 
it with limits to all progress . Y o u would m a k e it a school 
where all a r e p r o f e s s o r s ; I would m a k e it a school where all 
are learners . I n short, you would m a k e a sectar ian church, 
and I would m a k e a Christ ian c h u r c h ; and I cannot but be-
lieve that there is such a church await ing us in the f u t u r e — a 
church which will rece ive both m e a n d my daughter , to g ive 
me the res t a n d fellowship I long for, a n d her the nurture, 
restraint a n d suppor t which s b s will n e e d a m o n g the world's 
great t empta t ions . " 

I d o not k n o w what the minister thought o f all this, for he 
sa id but little. H e h a d been a c c u s t o m e d to these discuss ions 
with M r . Bradford , a n d either d e e m e d them unfruitful o f g o o d 
or found it difficult to maintain his posi t ion. H e felt sure of 
me, a n d did not regard it of c o n s e q u e n c e to talk on my 
a c c o u n t A s M r . Bradford closed, he s ighed arsd sa id 1 



" W e l l , Mill ie , I s u p p o s e y o u will do a s your father w i s h . » 

a n d s tay a w a y f rom u s . " 

Mil l ie l ooked at her fa ther and then at her mother, with a 

quick, earnest g l ance o f inquiry. 
Mrs . Bradford s a i d : " M r . Bradford a n d I never differ on 

anything relat ing to our child. S o far a s our creed is con-
cerned I a m entirely content with i t ; b u t I h a v e n o wish to 
commit ray child t o it , though I freely instruct her in it." 

" V e r y well , " sa id the minister, " perhaps it will b e better to 
l eave her with y o u for the pre sent . " 

T h e n h e a d v a n c e d to M r . Brad ford for a pr ivate conference 
y p o n s o m e other subject , apparent ly , a n d Mill ie s tarted quickly 
j m d walked to the window where I j o ined her. 

" A r e n't you s o r r y ? " I inquired. 
" N o . " 
" I thought you would b e , " I said. 

" N o , it is a l l right F a t h e r knows . D o n ' t you think he's 

s p l e n d i d ? " 
" I s u p p o s e h e thinks h e is right," I r e sponded . 
" Why, I know he ' s right," she sa id warmly. " H e ' s always 

right; a n d isn't it sweet of him to let m e hear him talk about 
everything ? " . . 

H e r e was the personal loyalty again. B e y o n d this the girl 
cou ld not go . S h e c o u l d trust her fa ther a n d her Mas te r . 
S h e cou ld o b e y both a n d l o v e both, a n d it w a s all o f religion 
that she was c a p a b l e of. I s u p p o s e d that the minister must 
know better than a n y of us, but I had n o doubt of Mil l ie ' s fit-
ness for the church, a n d wondered why it was that a bapt ized 
child should b e shut out o f the fo ld by a c r e e d she w a s utterly 
incapab le of comprehending . I confess , too, that I sympathized 
with M r . Brad ford ' s view of the church a s it re lated to himself, 
yet I h a d g iven my trust to the minister, and it was only my 
personal loyalty to him that reconc i led m e to his oppos ing 
opinions. T h e n there flashed u p o n m e the c o n s c i o u s n e s s that 
I was to pro fes s before G o d a n d m e n a belief in d o g m a s that I 
had not even examined , and was entirely without the power of 

expla ining or de fending to mysel f or others. T h e fact m a d e 
m e tremble, a n d I d ismissed it a s s o o n a s poss ible . 

I fear that I should weary m y reader by dwell ing u p o n the 
spiritual e x p e n e n c e s that a t t ended tlie a s sumpt ion o f m y v o w s 
S ince the m e m o r a b l e day on which I s tood a m o n g twenty 
others, a n d publ ic ly p ledged m y life to the R e d e e m e r , a n d 
gave my unquali f ied a s sent to the doctr ines o f the creed, I have 
never been a b l e to witness a similar s c e n e without tears . 
With all the trust natural to youth I received that which was 
presented to me, a n d with all the conf idence o f youth in its 
own power to fulfill its promises , I e n t e r e d into the mos t 
solemn covenant which m a n c a n m a k e . T h e r e was n o sus-
picion in m e o f a pos s ib le reaction. T h e r e was no ant ic ipat ion 
o f temptat ions be fore which I should t remble or fall. T h e r e 
was no c loud that por tended darknes s o r storm. I regarded 
myself a s entering a fold from which I should g o ou t no °more , 
save under the c o n d u c t a n d ward of a Shepherd who would 
lead m e only through green pas tures and b e s i d e still waters . 

All my fr iends , including Mrs . Sanderson, were p r e s e n t 
Mr. Bradford a n d his family sa t near me, a n d I saw that h e 
had been deeply m o v e d . H e read the fiiture better than I , 
and saw be fore my intense and volati le spirit that which I could 
not see. H e knew the history of one h u m a n heart, a n d h e 
interpreted the future o f mine by his own. A t the c lo se o f the 
services M r s . S a n d e r s o n drove h o m e a lone with J e n k s ; a n d the 
Bradfords with H e n r y a n d my own family walked h o m e to-
gether. A s I left m y father at his door , with H e n r y a n d 
Claire, I found mysel f with Millie. W e fell behind her father 
and mother, a n d af ter she had looked around to m a k e sure that 
she was not obse rved , she unfolded her handkerchief a n d 
showed m e a c r u m b o f the sacramenta l b r e a d 

" Where did you g e t it ? " I inqu i red 

" 1 p rayed that it might d rop when it was handed to m j 
nother, a n d it d i d " she r e p l i e d 

" What are you go ing to d o with it ? " I i n q u i r e d 



" I a m go ing to m y r o o m when I ge t home , a n d have a 
communion al l by myse l f . " 

" B u t d o y o u think it will b e right ? " I inquired. 
" I don' t think He will care . He knows that I love him, and 

that it is the only c h a n c e I have . I t is his bread , a n d c a m e 
from his table, a n d M r . Gr imshaw has nothing to do with i t . " 

I was d u m b with as toni shment , a n d c o u l d offer n o remon-
strance. I n d e e d I sympathized with her s o m u c h that I could 
not h a v e depr ived her o f her ant ic ipa ted en joyment . 

T h e n I a s k e d her what she would do for wine. 
" I shall k i s s my mother ' s l ip s , " she replied, a n d then a d d e d : 

" I wonder if she will know that anything is gone , a s the 
Saviour did when the w o m a n touched him ? " 

I think if I cou ld h a v e ret ired with Mil l ie to her seclusion, 
a n d shared her c rumb away from the eyes o f a cur ious world, 
a n d the dis tract ions o f the publ ic gaze , I should h a v e c o m e 
out stronger a n d purer for the feas t . I left her at her door, 
a n d went slowly home , imagining the little girl a t prayer, a n d 
tasting the c r u m b which h a d fallen from the M a s t e r ' s table . 
T h e thought of the reverent k i s s which the mother was to re-
ce ive that night, all u n c o n s c i o u s o f the draught of spiritual 
comfort which her child would quaf f there, quite o v e r c a m e m e . 

A n d it was this child, with her q u i c k insight a n d implicit 
faith, that had b e e n shut out of the fo ld b e c a u s e she h a d n o 
opinions ! I t was her father , too, carefully s eek ing a n d prayer-
fully learning, who h a d b e e n re fu sed admit tance , b e c a u s e he 
would not surrender his r e a s o n a n d his l iberty of t h o u g h t ! 
A l ready I b e g a n to doubt the infallibility o f m y P o p e . Al-
ready there h a d crept into m y mind the suspic ion that there 
was something wrong in a pol icy which m a d e m o r e o f sound 
opinions than o f s o u n d character . A l r e a d y I felt that there 
was something about these two per sons th ; t was higher in 
Christ ian exper ience than anything I cou ld claim. A l r e a d y I 
had b e c o m e dimly consc ious of a spiritual pr ide in myself , that 
I did not see in them, ». a n d convinced that they were better 
fitted to adorn a Christ ian profes s ion than m y s e l t 

S o the s truggle was over, a n d I was cal led u p o n by the rap-
idly advanc ing spr ing to r e s u m e the studies which had long 
been interrupted. A s I addre s sed myself with strong deter-
minat ion to my work, I was c o n s c i o u s o f a great ly impaired 
power of appl icat ion. T h e ef fect o f the winter's exci tement 
and absorpt ion h a d b e e n to d i s s ipate m y mental power, and 
destroy my habits of menta l labor . I t took m e m a n y weeks 
to ge t b a c k u p o n m y old track, a n d I was l e d through m a n j 
d i scouragements . When I h a d fairly accompl i shed my purpose 
and felt that I was m a k i n g genuine progress , I d i scovered thai 
it was imposs ib le to k e e p u p the publ ic life I h a d b e e n leading 
and the zeal which h a d spurred m e o n in m y Christian work 
F o r weeks I faithfully cont inued m y a t tendance on the meet ings 
of the church, which, by b e c o m i n g le s s frequent , had a d a p t e d 
themselves somewhat to m y new c i rcumstances , but to my great 
sorrow I found my zest in their exerc i ses gradual ly dying 
away. I p r a y e d often a n d long that I might not b e c o m e a 
back-sl ider, a n d that the j o y and comfor t of the early days might 
ab ide with me. I t was all in vain. T h e exc i tement o f sym-
pathet ic crowds a n d the p r e d o m i n a n c e o f a s ingle t o p i c in the 
publ ic mind had p a s s e d away, and, u n s u p p o r t e d by those stimuli, 
I was left to s tand a l o n e — a n uncertain, tottering, self-suspi-
c ious youth—with the grea t work o f life all before me. 

Gradua l ly the old mot ive s which h a d ac tua ted m e c a m e back 
a n d pre sented t h e m s e l v e s ; a n d to m y s ad surprise they found! 
that in m e which r e s p o n d e d to them. T h e wealth which had 
held before m e its glittering promise still p o s s e s s e d its charm-
ing power, a n d sugges ted its worldly delights. T h e brilliant 
co l lege career which I h a d determined to achieve for honor's 
and glory's s a k e c a m e u p to m e a m o n g my s u s p e n d e d purposes , 
and shone with all its old at tract ions . T h e pr ide of dress and 
socia l pos i t ion was not d e a d — i t had only slept, a n d waited but 
^ touch a n d a n o d to spring into life again. T h e temptat ions 
which the world held for m y sensuous nature found my appet i te i 
and pa s s ions still u n s u b d u e d . 

T h e n there c a m e upon m e first the convict ion a n d the con-
8* 



sc iousness that m y life was to b e one of warfare, if it w a s te 
£ a Christian life at a l l - t h a t I was really b a c k upon m y old 
ground, and that whatever of genuine progress I should m ^ e 
would b e through prayerful, rigid, persistent culture That 
there was something unspeakably discouraging m t h i s I need 
Q O t affirm. I t h a d the power to m a k e the e x p e n e n c e s through 
w l h I had so recently p a s s e d seem altogether hollow and 

unreal I h a d only d r e a m e d of regeneration, after alL The 
neW birth had only been tne birth of a purpose , which needed 
nurs in-and strengthening a n d educating like a n m f a n t 

S t £ I would not, could not, admit that I h a d not m a d e the 
genuine beginning of a religious life. I f I h a d done this, I 
should have grown callous or desperate at once. 

A n d now ? b e g the privilege of saying to ^ w o - y 
interested in this narrative, that I have not a d d r e s s e d myself to 
A e tost of writing down r e v i v a l , I a m detailing the e x p e r -
f n c e T o f a human soul. T h a t revivals axe useful in c o m » 
ties where great excitements are necessary t o attract the atten-

L s of the human mind all great excitements and all extraorch 

to be^ misconstrued, misunderstood ^ J » ^ * -

dves, if I can bring a single pastor, or a single church, to the 
,-ealization of the fact that true Christian beginnings are not nec 
essarily conformed to any special dramatic experience ; that a 
pastor can lead his flock better than a stranger whose voice they 
do not know, and that their creeds are longer a n d more e l a b o 
rate than they have any right to make. I f the labor expended 
upon revivals were spread evenly over greater space , and 
applied with never-flagging persistency t o the shaping and the 
nurture of the plastic and docile minds of the young, I a m sure 
that the Christian kingdom would increase in numbers a n d ad-
vance in power by a progress at o n c e natural, healthy and irre-
sistible. T h e fiery shower that pours its flood upon the earth 
in an hour, leaves the ground fresh for the day, but it a lso leaves 
it scarred a n d seamed, the swollen torrents carrying half its 
wealth into the sea, while the steady rain of days sinks into the 
earth to nourish the roots of a l l things, a n d m a k e the springs 
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C H A P T E R X I . 

THK O L D P O R T R A I T IS D I S C O V E R E D A N D O L D J E N K S H A S A 

R E A L V O Y A G E A T S E A . 

THE spring p a s s e d quickly away, a n d the fervors o f the June 
son were u p o n us. Mrs . Sander son , whose heal th h a d b e e n a 
marvel o f uniformity, b e c a m e ill, a n d showed s igns o f that fail-
ure o f the vital power which c o m e s at l a s t to all. S h e w a s ad-
vised by her physician that she n e e d e d a c h a n g e o f air, a n d en-
couraged to be l i eve that if She should ge t relief at o n c e she 
might reta in her hold u p o n life for s o m e y e a r s longer. A 
rangements were accordingly per fec ted to s e n d her with a t rus i f 
maid to a watering-place a few l e a g u e s distant. I have r «> 
d o u b t that she h a d c o m e to look u p o n dea th a s not far aws.y 
f rom her, a n d that she had contempla ted the possibi l i ty o f im 
visitation while absent from home . I could s e e that her eye 
was t roubled a n d anxious . H e r lawyer was with her for two 
days be fore her departure . 

O n the morning be fore she left she ca l led m e into her little 
library, a n d del ivering her k e y s into m y keeping , s a i d : 

" I h a v e nothing t o tell you, Arthur , e x c e p t that al l m y af-
fairs a r e arranged, s o that i f I should never return you will find 
everything in order . Y o u k n o w m y ways a n d wishes. Fol low 
out your p l a n s regarding yourself , a n d m y lawyer will tell you 
o f mine. Mainta in the pos i t ion a n d uphold the honor of this 
house . I t will b e yours . I c a n n o t t a k e it with m e ; I have 
n o o n e e l se t o l eave it t o — a n d yet—•" 

S h e was more so f t ened than I h a d ever seen her, a n d her sad 
and helpless look quite overwhelmed m e . I h a d s o long ex-
pec ted her muni f icence that this a f fected m e m u c h less than 
the change , physical a n d mental , which h a d p a s s e d over her. 

" M y dear , prec ious A u n t , " I said, " y o u a r e not go ing t« 

die. I cannot let y o u die. I a m too young to s p a r e you. Y o u 
will go away, a n d get well, a n d live a long t ime . " 

T h e n I k i s sed her, and thanked her for her pers is tent k i r d n e s s 
a n d her splendid gifts, in words that s e e m e d s o p o o r a n d inad 
equa te that I was quite distressed. 

S h e was d e e p l y moved . H e r physical w e a k n e s s w a s such 
that the iron rule of her will over her emot ions was broken . 1 
bel ieve she would have b e e n g lad to h a v e m e t a k e her in my 
arms, l ike a child, a n d comfort her. Af ter sitt ing awhile in 
silence, I sa id : " P l e a s e tell m e what you were thinking of 
when you s a i d : ' A n d y e t ' ? " 

She g a v e m e n o direct reply, but s a i d : " D o you remember 
the portrait of a boy which you saw when you first c a m e to the 
h o u s e ? " 

" Per fect ly , " I replied. 
" T h i s k e y , " sa id she, taking the b u n c h o f k e y s from my 

hand which I still held, " will o p e n a d o o r in the dining-room 
which you h a v e never seen opened . Y o u know where it is. 
After I a m g o n e away, I wish you t o o p e n that closet , and 
take out the portrait , a n d hang it just where it w a s before . I 
wish to have it hang there a s long a s the house s tands . Y o u 
have learned not to a sk any quest ions . I f ever I c o m e back , 
I shall find it there. I f I do not, you will k e e p it there for my 
s a k e . " 

I p romised to o b e y her will in every particular, a n d then the 
carriage drove u p to bear her away. O u r par t ing was very 
quiet, but full o f f e e l i n g ; a n d I saw her turn a n d l o o k b a c k af-
fectionately at the old house , a s she p a s s e d slowly down the hilL 

I was thus left a lone—with the o ld servant J e n k s — t h e mas-
ter o f T h e Mans ion . I t will b e readily imag ined that, still re-
taining m y curiosity with regard to the picture, I los t n o time 
in finding it. Send ing J e n k s away o n s o m e unimportant 
errand, I entered the dining-room, and l o c k e d mysel f in. Un-
der a mos t fasc inat ing exc i tement I inserted the k e y in the lock 
of the c l o s e t T h e bol t was m o v e d with difficulty, l ike one 
long unused. Throwing open the door , I l ooked in. F i r s t I 



saw an o l d trunk, the cover ing of rawhide, f a s tened b y b i a s s 
nails which h a d turned g reen with r u s t I l i fted the a d , and 
found it foil of p a p e r s . I h a d a l ready caught a g l impse of the 
picture, y e t b y a cur ious perversi ty o f will I ins i s ted o n seeing 
it l a s t N e x t I c a m e u p o n a n o ld punch-bowl, a reminder of 
the days when there were m e n a n d revelry i n the house . It 
was m a d e o f silver, a n d had the Bonnicas t l e a r m s u p o n its s ide. 
H o w o l d it was , I cou ld not tell, b u t it was evidently a n heir-
loom. A rusty m u s k e t s tood in o n e c o m e r , of the variety then 
k n o w n a s " Q u e e n ' s A r m s . " I n another c o m e r hung a military 
coat , t r immed with go ld l ace . T h e wreck o f a n anc ient and 
cost ly c lock s tood u p o n a shelf, the p e n d u l u m of which was a 
swing, with a little child in i t I r e m e m b e r feel ing a whimsical 
pity for the child that h a d waited for mot ion s o long in the 
darkness , a n d s o r e a c h e d u p a n d set h im swinging, a s h e had 
d o n e s o m a n y mil l ion t imes in the year s that were d e a d and 
gone . I l ingered long u p o n every article, a n d wondered how 
many centuries it would t a k e o f such sec lus ion to dissolve 

them all in to d u s t 
I h a d n o e x c u s e for withholding m y eyes from the p ic ture 

any longer . I l i fted it carefully from the nail where it hung, 
and set it down b y the dining-room wall. T h e n I c l o s e d and 
l o c k e d the door . N o t until I h a d careful ly c l eaned the paint-
ing, a n d d u s t e d the frame, a n d hung it in i ts old p lace , did 
I venture to l o o k a t it with any thought of care fu l s tudy j and 
even this observat ion I de te rmined to t a k e first from the point 
where I sa t when I originally d i scovered i t I a r ranged the 
light to str ike it a t the right angle , a n d then opening the pas-

into the library, went a n d sa t down precisely where I h a d 
7t nearly six year s before , under the spel l o f M r s S a n d e r s o n s 
c o m m a n d . I h a d already, while handl ing it, found the d a t e of 
the picture, a n d the n a m e of the pa inter o n the b a c k o f the 
canvas , a n d k n e w that the l a d whom it represented h a d b e c o m e 
a m a n cons iderably pas t middle life, or, what s e e m e d more 
probab le , r emember ing M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s s t r ange ac t ions m re-
gard to it, a h e a p o f dust and ashes . 

With my first long look at the picture, c a m e b a c k the old 
d a y s ; a n d I was aga in a little boy, with all my original interest 
in the beaut i ful y o u n g face . I e x p e c t e d to s e e a l ikeness of 
Henry , but H e n r y had grown up a n d changed, a n d I found it 
quite imposs ib le to t a k e him b a c k in my imaginat ion t o the 
point where his face answered, in any cons iderable degree , to 
the l ineaments o f this. Still there was a l ikeness , indefinable, 
far b a c k in the depths o f express ion, a n d hovering a r o u n d the 
contour o f the f a c e a n d head, that at first puzzled me , a n d at 
last convinced m e that, if I cou ld ge t at the secrets o f my 
friend's life, I should find that he was a Bonnicast le . I had 
often while at school, in u n e x p e c t e d g l impse s of H e n r y ' s feat-
ures, b e e n start led b y the re semblance o f his f a c e to s o m e of 
the m e m b e r s o f my own family. T h e m o m e n t I s tudied his 
features, however, the l ikeness was gone. I t was thus with 
the picture . Ana ly s i s spoi led it a s the l ikeness o f my friend, 
yet it h a d a subt le power to sugges t him, a n d to c o n v i n c e m e 
that he was a sharer of the family b lood . 

I cannot say, m u c h a s I loved Henry , that I was p l e a s e d 
with m y discovery. N o r was I p l e a s e d with the ref lect ions 
which it stirred in m e ; for I saw through them something of 
the mercenary m e a n n e s s o f my own character . I was g lad 
that M r s . S a n d e r s o n had never s e e n him. I was g lad that h e 
had decl ined her invitation, and that she had c o m e to regard 
him with such dislike that she would not even hear his n a m e 
mentioned. I knew that if h e were a n a c c e p t e d visitor o f the 
house I should b e j e a l o u s o f him, for I was consc ious of his su-
periority to m e in m a n y points, a n d felt that Mrs . S a n d e r s o n 
would find m u c h in him that would p lea se her. H i s quiet bear-
ing, his s teadiness , his per sona l beauty , his s teadfas t integrity, 
would all b e apprec ia ted by her ; and I was sure she cou ld not 
fail to detect in him the family l ikeness . 

A n g r y with mysel f for indulging such unworthy thoughts, I 
sprang to my feet, a n d went nearer to the p ic ture—went where 
I could s e e it b e s t A s I approached it, the l ikeness to H e n r y 
gradually faded, a n d what was Bonnicas t le in the d i s tance be-



came something of another name and blood. Another nature 
mingled strangely with that to which I was consciously kindred. 
Beneath the soft veil which gentle b lood had thrown over the 
features, there couched something ba se and b r u t a l Some-
where in the family history of the person it represented the 
spaniel had given herself to the wolf Sheathed within the foot 
of velvet was hidden a talon of s t e e l U n d e r those beautiful 
features lay the capacity of cruelty a n d crime. I t was a won-
derful revelation, and it increased rather than le s sened the fasci-
nation which the picture exerted upon me. N o t until an hour 
had p a s s e d away, and I knew that J e n k s h a d returned from his 
errand, did I silently unlock the doors of the dining-room and 

go to my chamber for study. 
When the dinner-hour arrived, I was served alone. Jenfcs 

had set the table without discovering the returned picture, but 
in one of the pauses of his service he started a n d turned pale. 

" W h a t is the matter, J e n k s ? " I said. 
« Nothing , " h e replied, " I thought it was burned. I t ought 

t 0 i T w a s the first intimation that I b a d e v e r received that he 
knew anything about the subject of the p i c t u r e ; but I asked 
him no more questions, first, because I thought it w o d d vir-
tually be a breach of the confidence which its owner h a d re-
posed in me, and, second, because I was s o sure of J e n k s s « a -
cence that I knew I h a d nothing to g a m by asking. H e h a ^ 
kept his p lace b e c a u s e he could hold his tongue Still, the 
feet that he could tell m e all I wanted to know h a d the powe 
to heighten my curiosity, and to fill m e with a discomfort of 

^ l e X t f T o ^ y life p a s s e d away, in which, for a d , 
fense against my l o n e l L e s s , I devoted m y s e l f with unusual 
g e n c e ^ o study. T h e first letter I received from Mrs. Sander-
son contained the g o o d news that her strong and e testae: consta-
mtior^had responded favorably to the change of a i r - a n d p l a c e 
T n d e e d ^ h e was doing so well that she had concluded o stay 
b y t e t a d u r i n g the°summer, if she should continue to fin< 

herself improving in strength. I was very much relieved, for in 
truth I had no wish to a s s u m e the cares of the wealth she 
would leave me. I was g ra te fu l too, to find that I had a genuine 
affection for her, a n d that m y solicitude was not altogether selfish. 

O n e warm evening, just before sunset, I took a chair from 
the hall a n d p laced it upon the landing of the steps that led 
from the garden to the door, between the s leeping lions, and 
sat down to enjoy the fresh air of the coming twilight I had 
a book in m y hand, but I was weary a n d listless, and sat look-
ing off upon the town. Presently I heard the sound of voices 
and laughter from the hill below me ; a n d soon there c a m e in 
sight a little group whose approach m a d e m y heart l e ap with 
delight Henry, Claire and Millie were coming to m a k e a call 
upon their lonely friend. 

I greeted them heartily at a distance, and Henry , with his 
hat in his hand, walking between the two girls, sauntered up 
to the house, looking it over, a s it s eemed to me, very carefully. 
Suddenly, Millie sprang to the side of the road, and p lucked a 
flower which she insisted upon placing in the button-hole of his 
c o a t H e bent to her while she fastened i t I t was the work 
of an instant, yet there was in it that which showed m e that the 
girl was fond of him, and that, young as she was, she pleased 
him. I was in a mood to b e jea lous . T h e thoughts I had in-
dulged in while looking at the picture, and the belief that Henry 
had Claire's heart in full possession, to say nothing of certain 
plans of my own with regard to Millie, reaching far into the fut-
ure—plans very vague a n d shadowy, but covering sweet pos-
sibilities—awoke a feeling in my heart towards H e n r y which I 
am sure m a d e my courtesies seem strangely constrained. 

I invited the group into the house, a n d Claire and Millie ac-
cepted the invitation at once. H e n r y hesitated, a n d finally 
said that he did not care to go in. T h e evening was so pleas-
ant that he would sit upon the steps until we returned. Re-
membering his repeated refusals to g o home with m e from 
school and thinking, for a reason which I could not have 
•haped into words, that I did not wish to have him see the pict 



ure in the dining-room, I did not urge him. S o the two girh 
a n d myself went in, a n d walked over the house . Mil l ie had 
been there be fore with her mother, but it was the first t ime that 
Cla ire ' s maidenly figure had ever entered the door. T h e 
dining-room h a d a l ready b e e n darkened for ihe night, a n d we 
only l ooked in a n d took a hurried g l impse o f its shadowy furni-
ture, and lef t i t Both the girls were cur ious to see my room, 
a n d to that we a scended . T h e out look was so p lea sant and the 
chairs were s o inviting that, a f ter looking at the pictures and 
the var ious tastefid appo intments with which the room h a d b e e n 
furnished, we all sa t down, a n d in our merry conversat ion 
qui te forgot Henry , a n d the fact that h e w a s wait ing for u s to 
re join him. 

N e a r the c lo se o f our p l e a s a n t sess ion I was consc ious that 
feet were m o v i n g in the r o o m below. T h e n I heard the sound 
o f o p e n i n g or c los ing shutters. M y first thought was that 
J e n k s h a d c o m e in o n s o m e errand. Interrupted in this 
thought by the conversa t ion in progress , the mat te r was put 
out of m y mind for a moment . T h e n it returned, a n d a s I re-
flected that J e n k s h a d n o bus ines s in that part o f the house at 
that hour, I b e c a m e uneasy . 

" W e h a v e quite forgotten H e n r y , " I s a i d ; a n d we all rose 
to our feet a n d walked down stairs. 

Mil l ie was at the foot in a twinkling, a n d exc la imed : " W h y , 
he isn't here ! H e is g o n e ! " 

I sa id n o t a word, but went straight to the dining-room. 
E v e r y shutter was open , a n d there s tood H e n r y be fore the pict-
ure. H e a p p e a r e d to b e entirely unconsc ious o f my e n t r a n c e ; 
so, s t epp ing u p behind him, I put m y hand upon his shoulder, 
a n d said : " Well, how d o you l ike it ? " 

H e s tarted a s i f I h a d struck him, t rembled, a n d turned pale . 
" T h e f ac t is, I got tired with waiting, my b o y , " he said, " and 

so c a m e in to explore , you know, h a ! ha ! h a ! Q u i t e a n old 
curiosity-shop, isn't it ? O h ! ' H o w do I like it ? ' Yes , quite 
a p i c ture—qui te a picture, h a ! h a ! h a ! " 

T h e r e certainly was n o l ikeness in the picture to the H e m y 

who s t o o d b e f o r e it then. H a g g a r d , vacant , convu l sed with 
feeling which it was imposs ib le for him to conceal , h e s tood be-
fore it a s if f a s t ened to the spot b y a relentless spell. I took 
him by the arm a n d led him into the o p e n air, with his hollow-
sounding vo ice a n d his forced, mechanica l laugh still ringing in 
m y ears . T h e girls were a larmed, a n d a s k e d h im if h e were i l l 

" N o t in the l ea s t , " h e repl ied, with another a t t empt at a 
l augh which m a d e m e shiver. T h e quick instinct o f his com-
panions recognized the fact that something unpleasant h a d hap-
pened, and so, overcoming the chill which his v o i c e a n d man-
ner h a d thrown u p o n them, they thanked m e for showing them 
the o l d house , a n d dec lared that it was t ime for them to go 
flome. Bidding m e a hearty good-night, they s tarted and went 
.¿ut o f the gate . H e n r y l ingered, holding my hand for a mo-
ment, a n d then, finding it imposs ib le t o s h a p e the a p o l o g y h e 
had evidently intended t o m a k e , abrupt ly left me, a n d jo ined 
the girls. T h e y quickly p a s s e d out of sight, C la i re toss ing m e 
a kiss a s she disappeared, ' a n d I was left a lone. 

I was, o f course , m o r e mystif ied than ever. I did not think 
it s trange or i l l-mannered for H e n r y to enter the dining-room 
unattended, for I h a d invited him in, I had k e p t him long wait-
ing, a n d there was n o one to b e disturbed by his entrance, a s 
he k n e w ; but I w a s m o r e convinced than ever that there was 
s o m e s t range connect ion between that p ic ture a n d his dest iny 
and mine. I was convinced , too, that b y s o m e m e a n s he had 
recognized the fact a s well a s I . I to s sed u p o n my b e d until 
midnight in nervous wakefulness , thinking it over, permitting 
my imaginat ion to construct a thousand improbab le possibili-
ties, a n d chaf ing under the p l e d g e that fo rbade m e to a sk a 
quest ion of friend or servant. 

I t was a week be fore I saw him again, a n d then I found him 
quite se l f-possessed, though there was a shadow o f restraint 
upon him. N o al lusion w a s m a d e to the incident in the dining-
room, a n d it gradual ly fell b a c k into a memory, a m o n g the 
things that were, to b e recal led years a f terward in the grand 
crisis o f m y per sona l history. 



N o t a day p a s s e d away in which J e n k s did not inquire foi 
the heal th of " the mis t res s . " H e s e e m e d to b e lo s t without 
her, a n d to fee l e v e n m o r e anx ious for her hea l th than I did. 
" H o w is she n o w ? " a n d " When d o e s she s ay she is coming 
b a c k ? " were a lways the inquiries, after he h a d brought m e a 
letter. 

O n e day I sa id to h i m : " I thought you did not l ike my A u n t . 
Y o u were a lways wanting to ge t away from her . " 

" I don' t s ay that I do l ike her , " sa id J e n k s , with a quizzical 
e x p r e s s i o n o f countenance , a s if h e were puzz led to know ex-
a c d y what his feel ings were, " but the f ac t is she 's a g o o d woman 
to ge t away from, a n d that 's half the fun o f living. W h e n she's 
here I ' m a lways thinking o f l e av ing her, a n d that t a k e s u p the 
t ime a n d sets m e contriving, y o u k n o w . " 

" Y o u can t sail quite a s m u c h a s you used t o , " I said, laugh-

ing. 
" N o , " sa id he, " I ' m gett ing rather o ld for the sea, a n d I 

don't k n o w but thinking of the salt water s o much has given 
m e the rheumati sm. I ' m a s stiff a s a n o ld horse. A n y way, I 
can't ge t away until she c o m e s b a c k , if I want to ever s o much. 
I ' v e nothing to ge t away from." 

" Y e s , J e n k s , " I said, " y o u a n d your mis t res s a r e both get 
ting old.' I n a few year s you'll both ge t away, and you will 
not return. D o you ever think o f what will c o m e af ter ? " 

" T h a f s s o , " he re sponded , " a n d the thing that bothers me 
is that I can't ge t away from the p l a c e I g o to, whether i f s 
g o o d or bad . H o w a m a n is go ing to kill t ime without s o m e 
sort o f contriving to ge t into a better p lace , I don't know. D o 
y o u think there ' s real ly such a p l a c e a s h e a v e n ? " 

| O f course I d o . " , 
" N o offense, sir ," sa id J e n k s , " b u t it s e e m s to m e some-

t imes a s if it was only a sort of make-be l ieve place , that peo-
p le d r e a m about j u s t t o p a s s away the t ime. T h e y g o to meet-
ing, a n d pray a n d sing, a n d t a k e the sacrament , and talk about 
h e a v e n and bell, a n d then they c o m e h o m e a n d l augh a n d carry 
o n a n d work just the s a m e a s ever . I t m a k e s a n ice way ta 

p a s s Sunday , a n d it s eems to m e j u s t about the s a m e thing a« 
sail ing o n an At las . O n e day they m a k e be l i eve very hard, 
and the n e x t it 's all over with. E v e r y b o d y m u s t h a v e his fun, 
a n d everybody has his own way o f gett ing it. N o w here ' s this 
M i s s L e s t e r down at M r . Bradford 's . She ' s g o t n o end o f a 
Constitution, a n d t a k e s it out in work. S h e g o e s to all the 
prayer-meetings, a n d knits piles o f s tockings for poor p e o p l e ; 
but dear m e 1 she has to do something, or e l se she couldn't 
live. S o she t ramps out in all sorts o f weather, a n d takes sol id 
comfort in gett ing wet a n d muddy, and a m u s e s herself thinking 
she's do ing g o o d . I t ' s j u s t s o with the s tockings . S h e m u s t 
knit ' em, a n y way, a n d s o she p lays charity with 'em. I r eckon 
we're al l a g o o d deal a l ike . " 

" N o , J e n k s , " I said, " t h e r e ' s really a n d truly such a p l a c e 
as h e a v e n . " 

" I s ' pose there is , " h e responded, " b u t I don' t see what I 
can do there. I can ' t s ing . " 

" A n d there ' s another p l ace . " 
" I s ' pose there i s—that ' s what they say, a n d I don't s e e 

what I a m going to do there, for I don' t like the sort of p e o p l e 
mat l ive there. I never had anything to do with ' e m here, and 
I won't have anything to do with ' e m anywhere. I 've a lways 
kept my own counsel a n d p icked m y own c o m p a n y , which has 
been mighty small , a n d I a lways expec t to . " 

T h e s e las t remarks o f J e n k s were a puzzle to me. I really 
did not know what to say, a t first, but there c a m e b a c k to m e 
the m e m o r y o f o n e of our early conversat ions , a n d I s a i d : 
" What if she were to g o to one p l a c e a n d you to the other ? ' 

" W e l l , " h e repl ied, his thin l ips twitching a n d quivering, 
" I shouldn't b e any worse off than I a m now. S h e went to 
one p l ace a n d I went to another a g o o d while a g o ; but do you 
really think p e o p l e k n o w one another there ? " 

" I h a v e n o doubt of i t , " I replied. 
" W e l l , I shouldn't ca re where I was, if I cou ld b e with h e ^ 

and everything was a g r e e a b l e , " sa id J e n k s . 
" S o you still r emember her ." 



« H o w d o you s ' p o s e I cou ld l ive if I didn't ? " 
A t this h e exci tedly unbut toned the wristbar-d of his left 

arm, a n d pu l l ed u p his s leeve , a n d there, pr icked pat ient ly into 
the skin, after the manner of sailors, were the two n a m e s in 
r u d e l e t t e r s : " T H E O P H I L U S J E N K S A N D J A N E W H I T T L E S E Y . " 

« I did it m y s e l f " sa id J e n k s . " E v e r y pr ick of the needle 
hurt me , but the m o r e it hurt the happier I was , ju s t to s e e . 
the two n a m e s together where n o m a n cou ld r u b ' e m o u t ; and 
I think I cou ld s t a n d 'mos t anything e l se for the s a k e of be ing 

with her . " . , , . r r . 
I was m u c h impres sed b y this revelat ion o f the inner l ife of 

the s imple o ld m a n , a n d the frankness with which h e h a d given 
. m e his conf idence . L a b o r i n g from day to day, year after year , 

in a posit ion from which h e h a d n o h o p e o f rising, h e h a d his 
s e p a r a t e l ife o f the af fect ions a n d the imaginat ion, a n d in this 
he held all his sat isfactions, and won all his m o d e s t m e n t a l a n d 
spiritual growth. A t the c lose of our conversa t ion I took out 
m y watch, and, seeing that it was t ime for the m a d , I sent him 
off to obta in it. W h e n he returned, h e brought m e a m o n g 
other letters one from M r , S a n d e r s o n . H e h a d p l a c e d it u p o n 
the top of the p a c k a g e , and, when he h a d h a n d e d it to m e , he 
waited, a s had b e c o m e his cus tom, to learn the n e w s from his 

^ W h e n I h a d o p e n e d the letter a n d read a few lines, I ex-

c l a imed : " O h , J e n k s ! here ' s s o m e grea t news for you. 

A n d then I r ead from the l e t t e r : 

««My physician sasthat I must have a daily drive upon ^ e b e a c h ^ t 
I really do not feel as if I should take a moment of comfort - ^ u t rny 
old horse and carriage and my old driver If you a m manage toget ̂  
for two or three weeks with the cook, who xs ent,rely aMe to u k e j U h 
service of the house upon her hands, you may send Jenks tome w ^ « 
horse and carriage. The road is very heavy, however and it * 
S o p t t T e ^ h i n g on the J * * / « d come ^ h r t h ^ 
« I t The Belle touches every day at our wharf, and the horse w. 
ready for »ervice as soon as he lands." 

I r ead this without look ing at J e n k * f ace , but when I finished 

I g l a n c e d at him, expec t ing to s e e him radiant with de l ight 
I was therefore surprised to find him p a l e a n d trembling in 
every fiber o f his frame. 

" T h a t ' s j u s t l ike an o ld w o m a n , " sa id J e n k s . " H o w does 
«he s ' p o s e a horse is go ing to s e a ? W h a f s h e to d o when the 
• t eamer r o l l s ? " 

" Oh, hor se s a r e very fond o f rol l ing," I s a i d laughing. 
All he will have to do will b-. to lie down a n d roll all the 

way, without straining himself for i t " 

" A n d how d o e s she s 'pose a carr iage is go ing to k e e p right 
side u p ? " 0 

" W e l l , you can sit in it a n d hold it down. " 

J e n k s looked down u p o n his thin frame a n d s lender legs , 
and shook his head. " I f there's anything that I ha te , " said 
he, " i f s a s t e a m b o a t I think it will scare the old horse to 
death. T h e y whistle a n d toot, a n d blow u p a n d burn up. 
Now, don ' t you really t h i n k — c a n d v ' now—that I ' d better 
drive the old hor se d o w n ? Don ' t you think the property'l l 
b e s a f e r ? S h e never can ge t another horse l ike him. S h e 
nevei^ll get a carr iage that suits her half a s well a s t h a t I t 
don't s eem to m e a s if I could take the responsibil ity o f r isking 
that property . S h e lef t it in my hands. ' T a k e g o o d ca re of 

• the o ld horse, J e n k s , ' was the last words she sa id to m e ; a n d 
now b e c a u s e she's a n o ld woman, a n d does 'n ' t know any better, 
she tells m e to put h im o n a s teamboat , where he ' s j u s t a s 
likely to b e b a n g e d about a n d have his ribs b r o k e in, or b e 
burned u p or b lowed up, a s he is to ge t through alive. I t s e e m s 
to m e the o ld w o m a n is out o f her h e a d a n d that I ought to 
do j u s t a s she to ld m e to d o when she was all right. ' T a k e 
good ca re o f the o ld horse , J e n k s , ' was the las t words she s a i d " 

T h e o l d m a n was exc i ted but still pale, a n d h e s tood waiting 
before m e with a pitiful, p leading express ion u p o n his wizen 
features. 

I shook m y h e a d " I ' m afraid we shall b e obl iged to risk 
the property, J e n k s , " I s a i d " M r , Sander son is very part icu. 
lar, you know, a b o u t having all her orders obeyed to the letter; 



S h e win h a v e n o o n e to b l a m e but herself if the whole estab-
lishment g o e s overboard , a n d if I were you I wouldr f t mis« 
this c h a n c e o f going to s e a a t her e x p e n s e for anything. 

T h e n J e n k s resolutely under took to b n n g his mind t o i t 
« H o w long will it t a k e ? " h e inquired. 

« Oh, three hour s or s o , " I repl ied careless ly . 
« D o w e go out o f s ight o f l and ? " 
« N o you sail down the river a few miles , then you strike the 

ocean , a n d j u s t h u g the shore until you get there , " I repl ied . 
" Y e s ; s tr ike the o c e a n - h u g the s h o r e - " h e m u m b l e d to 

himself, looking down a n d rubbing the ba ld spot o n the top oi 
his head. " S t r i k e t h e o c e a n - h u g the shore . T h r e e h o u r s -
o h ! d o y o u k n o w whether they h a v e l i fe-preservers o n that 
s t e a m b o a t ? " 

« S t a c k s o f them, " I replied. « I ' v e seen them often. 
« Wouldn' t it b e a g o o d p l an to slip one o n to the hor se s 

neck when they start ? H e ' l l think it's a collar, a n d won t b e 
scared, y o u k n o w ; a n d if there should h a p p e n to b e any trouble 
it would help to k e e p his n o s e u p . " 

» Cap i t a l p l a n , " I responded. 
" W h a t t ime d o we s t a r t ? " 
" A t eight o 'c lock to-morrow morn ing . " 
Tenks retired with the l o o k a n d bear ing o f a m a n who had 

b e e n sentenced to b e hanged . H e went first to the stable, and 
m a d e all the nece s sa ry arrangements there, and late into the 
night I heard him moving about his room. I p r e s u m e h e did 
not o n c e c lo se his eyes in s leep that n i g h t I was exceedingly 
a m u s e d by his nervousnes s , though I would not h a v e intimated 
to him that I h a d any doubt of h i s courage , for the world. H e 
was astir at a n early hour in the m o r n i n g ; a n d b r e a k f a s t was 
u p o n the table while yet the early birds were singing. 

« Y o u will h a v e a lovely day, J e n k s , " I said, a s he handed 

m e m y coffee . 
A s h e bent t o se t the c u p b e s i d e my plate , there c a m e close 

t o m y ear a curious, crepitant rust le . " W h a t h a v e you got 

a b o u t you , J e n k s ? ' I inquired. 

i h f l Z ^ A ? a t t e m p t to s m i l e ' a n d to pul l ing o p e n 
f l ^ T i • ^ d i S p I a y e d a C 0 l l a P s e d > bladder , 
a goose-quf l j in the neck ready for its inflation. 

T h a f s a capi ta l idea , J e n k s , " I said. 

«bowed m e the breas t p o c k e t o f his c o a t foil o f corks 
I t was imposs ib le for m e to restrain my laughter a n y longer. 

N u m b e r one, y o u k n o w , " sa id J e n k s , but ton ing u p his 
c o a t N u m b e r one, a n d a stiff upper h p . " 

f " Y o u ^ e a brave o ld feUow, a n y w a y , J e n k s , a n d you ' re g o i n g 
to h a v e the bes t t ime you ever had . I envy y o u . " 

I drove down to the b o a t with him, to m a k e the a r r angement s 
for the shipment, a n d saw him and the es tabl i shment safely on 
board. T h e b o t t o m o f the carr iage was loaded with app l i ances 
for secur ing his per sona l safety in c a s e o f a n acc ident , includ-
ing a billet o f wood, which h e assured m e was to b e u s e d for 
b locking the wheels of the carr iage in c a s e o f a s torm 

I b a d e him good-by a t last , a n d went o n shore, where I waited 
to s e e the s teamer wheel into the s tream. T h e last view I had 
of the old m a n showed that h e h a d rel ieved himsel f o f hat a n d 
boots, a n d p l a c e d himself in light swimming order. I n the p l ace 
of the former he h a d tied a red b a n d a n n a handkerchie f a round his 
head, a n d for the latter h e h a d subst i tuted sl ippers. H e had 
entirely forgot ten m e a n d the ex i s tence o f such a town a s Brad-
ford. L o o k i n g dreamily down the river, out towards that mys-
terious sea , on which his childish imagination h a d dwelt s o long, 
a n d o f which h e s tood in such mortal fear, he p a s s e d out of 
s i ght 

T h e next evening I heard from him in a characterist ic letter. 
It was da ted a t " T h e G l a i d s , " a n d read thus 

" The Bell is a noble vessel. 
" The horse and carridge is sai£ 
"She welcomed me from the see. 
" It seems to me I am in the moon. 
" Once or twise she roaled ferefully. 
"But she rited and drove on. 
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" 1 count nineteen distant sales. 
" If you will be so kind as not to menshun the binder. 
" The waves roll in and rore all night. 
" The see is a tremenduous thing, and the atlus is nowhare. 

"From an old Tarr 
" THKOPHILUS J I N K S . '* 

A few days af terwards , H e n r y a n d I m a d e a flying trip ta 
N e w H a v e n , pa s sed our examinat ion for admiss ion to the fresh-
m a n class , a n d in the w e e k s that fol lowed gave ourse lves up to 
recreat ions which a debil i tat ing s u m m e r a n d debilitating iabo« 
h a d m a d e neces sary . 

C H A P T E R X I I . 

M R S . S A N D E R S O N T A K E S A C O M P A N I O N A N D I GO T O C O L L B G B 

DURING the closing days of summer , I was surprised to m e e i 
in the street, walking alone, the m a i d who a c c o m p a n i e d Mrs . 
S a n d e r s o n to the sea-side. S h e courtes ied quite profoundly 
to me, after the manner o f the time, a n d p a u s e d a s though she 
wished to speak . 

" W e l l , J a n e , " I said, " h o w c a m e y o u h e r e ? " 
S h e colored, a n d her eyes flashed angrily a s she repl ied 

" M r s . Sander son sent m e h o m e . " 

" I f you a r e willing, I should l ike to h a v e y o u tell m e all 
about i t , " I said. 

" I t is all o f a lady M r s . S a n d e r s o n m e f at the hotel , " she 
r e s p o n d e d , — " a l ady with a pretty f ace a n d fine manners , who 
is a s poor a s I am, I warrant ye. Mighty sly a n d quiet she 
w a s ; a n d your aunt took to her from the first day. T h e y walked 
together every day till J e n k s came, and then they r o d * 
together, a n d she was always do ing little things for your aunt , 
a n d at la s t they left m e out entirely, s o that I h a d nothing in 
the world to do but to sit a n d sew all day o n j u s t nothing 
at all. T h e lady read to her, too, out o f the newspaper s and the 
books , in a very n ice way, and m a d e herself a g r e e a b l e with her 
pretty manners until it was nothing but M r s . Be lden in the 
morning, a n d Mrs . B e l d e n at night, and M r s . Be lden all the 
time, and I told your aunt that I didn't think I was needed 
a n y more , a n d she took m e up mighty short a n d sa id she didn't 
think I was, a n d that I cou ld g o h o m e if I wished t o ; and 
I wouldn't s t ay a m o m e n t af ter that, but j u s t p a c k e d u p a n d 
c a m e h o m e in the next b o a t " 

T h e d i sappointed and angry girl rattled of f her story a s if 



" 1 count nineteen distant sales. 
" If you will be so kind as not to menshun the binder. 
" The waves roll in and rore all night. 
" The see is a tremenduous thing, and the atlus is nowhare. 

"From an old Tarr 
" THKOPHILUS JINKS. '* 

A few days af terwards , H e n r y a n d I m a d e a flying trip ta 
N e w H a v e n , pa s sed our examinat ion for admiss ion to the fresh-
m a n class , a n d in the w e e k s that fol lowed gave ourse lves up to 
recreat ions which a debil i tat ing s u m m e r a n d debilitating iabo« 
h a d m a d e n e c e s s a r y . 

C H A P T E R X I I . 

M R S . S A N D E R S O N T A K E S A COMPANION A N D I GO T O C O L L B G B 

DURING the closing days of summer , I was surprised to m e e i 
in the street, walking alone, the m a i d who a c c o m p a n i e d Mrs . 
S a n d e r s o n to the sea-side. S h e courtes ied quite profoundly 
to me, after the manner o f the time, a n d p a u s e d a s though she 
wished to speak . 

" W e l l , J a n e , " I said, " h o w c a m e y o u h e r e ? " 
S h e colored, a n d her eyes flashed angrily a s she repl ied 

" M r s . Sander son sent m e h o m e . " 

" I f you a r e willing, I should l ike to h a v e y o u tell m e all 
about i t , " I said. 

" I t is all o f a lady M r s . S a n d e r s o n m e f at the hotel , " she 
r e s p o n d e d , — " a l ady with a pretty f ace a n d fine manners , who 
is a s poor a s I am, I warrant ye. Mighty sly a n d quiet she 
w a s ; a n d your aunt took to her from the first day. T h e y walked 
together every day till J e n k s came, and then they r o d * 
together, a n d she was always do ing little things for your aunt , 
a n d at la s t they left m e out entirely, s o that I h a d nothing in 
the world to do but to sit a n d sew all day o n j u s t nothing 
at all. T h e lady read to her, too, out o f the newspaper s and the 
books , in a very n ice way, and m a d e herself a g r e e a b l e with her 
pretty manners until it was nothing but M r s . Be lden in the 
morning, a n d Mrs . B e l d e n at night, and M r s . Be lden all the 
time, and I told your aunt that I didn't think I was needed 
a n y more , a n d she took m e up mighty short a n d sa id she didn't 
think I was, a n d that I cou ld g o h o m e if I wished t o ; and 
I wouldn't s t ay a m o m e n t af ter that, but j u s t p a c k e d u p a n d 
c a m e h o m e in the next b o a t " 

T h e d i sappointed and angry girl rattled of f her story a s if 



she had told it forty t imes to her forty friends, and learned ft 
all by rote. 

" I am sorry, J a n e , that you have been disappointed," 
I responded, " but is m y aunt well ? " 

" J u s t a s well a s she ever was in her life." 
" B u t how will she get home without y o u ? " I inquired, 

quite willing to hear her talk farther. 
" She'll manage the s a m e as she does now, faith. Y o u may 

wager your eyes the lady will c o m e with her. Y o u never 
saw the like of the thickness there is between ' e m . " 

" I s she old or young ? " I inquired. 
" Neither the one nor the other," she replied, " though I 

think she's older than she looks. Oh, she's a sharp one—she ' s 
» sharp o n e ! You'll s ee her. T h e r e was a world of quiet 
talk going on between 'em, when I couldn't hear. They 've 
been at it for more than a month, a n d it means something. I 
think she's after the old lady's money . " 

I laughed, and again telling J a n e that I was sorry for her 
disappointment, and express ing the h o p e that it would all turn 
out well, parted with her. 

H e r e was some news that gave m e abundant food for reflec-
tion and conjecture. N o t a breath of all this had c o m e to 
m e on the wings of the frequent missives that had reached me 
from Mrs. Sanderson's h a n d ; but I had an unshaken faith 
in her discretion. T h e assurance that she was well was an 
assurance that she was quite able to take care of herself I t 
was natural that the maid should have been irate and jealous , 
and I did not permit her words to prejudice m e against Mrs. 
Sanderson's new friend. Yet , I was curious, and not quite 
comfortable, with the thoughts of her, and permitted my mind 
to frame and dwell upon the possible results of the new con-
nection. 

I t was a week after this meeting, perhaps, that I received 
a note from Mrs . Sanderson, announcing the confirmation oi 
her health, stating that she should bring a lady with her on hei 
return to Bradford, and giving directions for the preparation 

of a room for her accommodat ion . I t would not have been 
like my aunt to m a k e explanations in a letter, so that I waa 
not disappointed in finding none. 

At last I received a letter informing m e that the mistress of 
T h e Mans ion would return to her home on the following day. 
I was early at the wharf to meet h e r — s o early that the 
s teamer had but ju s t showed her smoking chimneys far down 
the nver. A s the boat approached, I detected two female 
figures upon the hurricane deck which I was not long in 
concluding to b e m y aunt and her new friend. J e n k s , in his 
impatience to get quickly on shore, had loosed his horse f rom 
the stall, and stood holding him by the bridle, near the carriage, 
upon the forward deck . H e saw me and swung his hat, i r 
token of his g ladness that the long trial was over. 

T h e moment die boa t touched the wharf I leaped on board, 
mounted to the deck, and, in an impulse of real g ladness 
and gratitude, embraced my a u n t F o r a moment her com-
panion was forgotten: then Mrs. Sanderson turned and presented 
her. I did not wonder that she was agreeable to Mrs . San-
derson, for I am sure that no one could have looked into her 
face a n d received her greeting without being pleased with her. 
She was dressed plainly but with great n e a t n e s s ; and every-
thing in her look and manner revealed the well-bred woman. 
The whole expression of her personality was one of refinement. 
She looked at m e with a p leased a n d inquiring gaze which 
quite charmed m e — a gaze that by some subtle influence 
inspired m e to special courtesy toward her. When the carriage 
had been p laced on shore, and had been m a d e ready for the 
ride homeward, I found myself under the impulse to b e a-
polite to her as to my a u n t 

A s I looked out a m o n g the loungers who always attended 
the arrival of the Belle, a s a resort of idle amusement , I caughC 
a gl impse of Henry . Our eyes met for an instant, and I 
detected a look o f eager interest upon his face. M y recognition 
seemed to quench the look at once, and he turned abruptly 
on his heel and walked away. It was not like him to b e 



a m o n g a c o m p a n y of idlers, a n d I knew that the arrival o f M r s 
Sander son could not have a t t rac ted him. I t was a n incident^ 
however, o f n o s ignif icance save a s it was interpreted b y sub-
sequent e v e r t s which wait for record. 

M r s . S a n d e r s o n was qu i te talkative on the way home, in 
point ing ou t to her new c o m p a n i o n the ob jec t s of interest pre-
sented b y the thriving little city, a n d when she entered hex 
h o u s e s e e m e d l ike her former sel f S h e w a s l ike the captain 
o f a ship who h a d returned from a short s tay o n shore, having 
left the m a t e in c h a r g e All c o m m a n d a n d direction returned 
to her on the ins tant she p l a c e d her foot u p o n the threshold. 
S h e was in exce l lent spirits, and s e e m e d to look forward u p o n 
life m o r e hopeful ly than she had d o n e for a long t ime previ-
ous . Mrs . Be lden was p l e a s e d with the house , del ighted with 
her room, a n d c h a r m e d with all the surroundings of the p l a c e ; 
and I cou ld s e e that M r s . S a n d e r s o n was more than satisfied 
with the impres s ion which her new friend h a d m a d e u p o n me. 
I r emember with how much interest I took her from window to 
window to show her the views which the house c o m m a n d e d , 
a n d how m u c h she gratified m e by her hearty apprec ia t ion o f 
my courtesy a n d of the h o m e to which c i rcumstances had 
brought her. 

I s a w at o n c e that she was a w o m a n to whom I cou ld yield 
my conf idence , a n d who was wholly c a p a b l e of unders tanding 
m e a n d of giving m e counse l . I saw, too, that the o ld h o m e 
would b e c o m e a very different p l ace to m e from what it ever 
h a d b e e n before , with her g rac ious womanl ines s within it. It 
was love with m e at first sight, a s it had b e e n with my more 
critical a u n t 

T h e next 'morning Mrs . S a n d e r s o n ca l led m e into her little 
l ibrary a n d to ld m e the whole story of her new a c q u a i n t a n c e 
S h e h a d b e e n at tracted to her b y s o m e hearti ly-rendered cour-
tesy when she found herself a m o n g s trangers , feeble a n d alone, 
a n d h a d l e a r n e d from her that she was without re la t ives a n d a 
home of her own. T h e y h a d long conversat ions , a n d were led, 
s tep by s tep, to a mutual revelat ion o f personal wishes and! 

needs , until i t w a s unders tood between them that o n e w a s in 
w a n t of a c o m p a n i o n in her o ld age , a n d the other was in w a n t 
of a home, for which she was willing to g ive service a n d society. 

" I have c o m e , " sa id m y aunt , " to realize that I a m old, and 
that it is not right for m e to s tay in the house a l o n e a s I have 
d o n e ; a n d now that you are to b e absent for s o l o n g a t ime, I 
shall need society a n d help. I a m sure that M r s . B e l d e n is the 
right woman for m e . Al though she will b e in a cer ta in s ense a 
dependent , she d e s e r v e s a n d will occupy the p l a c e o f a friend. 
I do not think I can b e mis taken in her, a n d I be l i eve that you 
will l ike her a s well a s I d o . " 

I frankly to ld m y aunt o f the p lea sant impres s ion the lady 
had m a d e u p o n me , a n d e x p r e s s e d my entire sat i s fact ion with 
the a r r a n g e m e n t ; s o Mrs . B e l d e n b e c a m e , in a day , a member 
o f our home , and, by the ready adapt ivenes s o f her nature, 
fitted into her new p l a c e a n d re la t ions without a j a r . 

O n the s a m e d a y in which M r s . S a n d e r s o n a n d I held our 
conversat ion, I found myse l f a l o n e with M r s . Be lden , who led 
m e to talk o f myself , my p lans , a n d m y as soc ia te s . I told hei 
the history o f m y s tay at T h e Bird ' s N e s t , a n d t a lked at length 
of my c o m p a n i o n there. S h e l i s tened to al l I h a d to s ay with 
interest, a n d ques t ioned m e particularly a b o u t H e n r y . She 
thought a y o u n g m a n ' s int imate c o m p a n i o n s h a d m u c h to do 
with his sa fe ty a n d progress , a n d was g l a d to learn that my 
mos t intimate friend was all that h e ought to be. 

" Y o u m u s t never ment ion him to Mrs . S a n d e r s o n , " I sa id , 
" for h e o f f ended her b y not accep t ing her invitation t o spend 
his vacat ions with m e . " 

" I shall never d o it, Arthur , " she r e sponded . " Y o u can 
a lways rely u p o n m y di scret ion. " 

" We are to b e c h u m s at co l l ege , " I said. 
" H o w will you m a n a g e it without of fending your a u n t ? * 

she inquired. 
" Oh, she knows that I l ike h i m ; s o w e a g r e e not to men-

tion his name. S h e a s k s m e n o ques t ions , a n d I say no th ing 
Bes ides , I think she knows something e l se a n d — " I hes i tated 



" A n d what ? " inquired M r s . Belden, smiling. 
" I think she k n o w s that h e is fond o f m y sister C la i re , " 1 

s a i d 
M r s . Be lden g a v e a visible start, but checking herself, said, 

cool ly enough, " Well, is he ? " 
" I think s o , " I answered. " Indeed , I think they are very 

fond o f one another . " 
T h e n , at the lady ' s request , I told her al l a b o u t my s i s ter— 

her beauty , her impor tance in my father's house , a n d her ac-
compl i shments . S h e l istened with g r e a t interest , a n d sa id that 
she h o p e d she should m a k e her acqua intance . 

" I f you are to b e t ied to my aunt in the society you meet 
here y o u will b e pretty sure not to k n o w her , " I re sponded . 
" M y father is Mrs . S a n d e r s o n ' s tenant , a n d she h a s very strict 
not ions in regard to p o o r peop le , a n d especia l ly in regard to 
those who o c c u p y her houses . S h e has never invited a mem-
ber o f my family into her house , a n d she never will. S h e h a s 
b e e n very k ind to me, but she has her own way a b o u t i t . " 

" Yes , I s e e ; but I shall m e e t your sister in s o m e way, I 
know, if I remain here , " M r s . B e l d e n replied. 

I h a d never seen J e n k s so h a p p y a s he a p p e a r e d the next day 
after his arrival. H e h a d b e e n e levated immense ly b y his voy-
a g e a n d adventures , a n d had b e e n benef i ted by the change qu i fe 
as m u c h a s his mistress . H e went about humming a n d growl-
ing to himself in the o ld way, seek ing opportuni t ies to pour into 
my a m u s e d ears the perils h e h a d encountered a n d e s c a p e d . 
T h e r e had b e e n a terrific " lurch " o n one occa s ion , when every-
body s t a g g e r e d ; a n d a suspic ious sail o n c e " h o v e in s i g h t " 
which turned out to b e a s chooner l o a d e d with l u m b e r ; and 
there were white c a p s tos s ing o n a r ee f which the capta in 
skillfully a v o i d e d ; a n d there was a " t r emenduous ground s w e l l " 
dur ing a port ion o f the homeward p a s s a g e whici he delighted 
to dwell upon. 

B u t J e n k s was in n o way content until I h a d po inted out his 
p a s s a g e to him o n the m a p . When he c o m p r e h e n d e d t h : 
humiliating f ac t that h e had sai led only hal f a n inch o n the l a rg 

est m a p of the region h e pos se s sed , and that on the m a p of 
the world the river by which h e p a s s e d to the s e a was not large 
enough to b e noticed, he shook his head . 

" I t ' s no u se , " sa id the o ld man . " I thought I cou ld d o it, 
but I c a n ' t T h e world is a big thing. D o n ' t y o u think, your-
self, it would b e m o r e convenient if it were smaller ? I can't 
»ee the u se o f such a n everlast ing lot of water. A half a n i n c h ! 
M y I think o f sail ing a foot a n d a half 1 I g ive it u p . " 

" B u t you really have been far, far away u p o n the bi l low," 
I sa id encouragingly. 

" Y e s , that*s so—that ' s so—that is s o , " he re sponded , nod-
ding his head emphat i ca l ly : " and I ' v e p loughed the waves , 
and struck the sea , and hugged the shore, a n d e m b a r k e d and 
prepared for a s torm, a n d s e e n the white c a p s , a n d felt a ground 
swell, and g o t through alive, a n d all that kind o f tiling. I tell 
you, that day when we swung into the s t ream I didn't know 
whether I was o n my h e a d or my heels. I kept saying to my-
s e l f : ' Theophi lu s J e n k s , is this y o u ? Who's your father and 
who's your mother a n d who's your U n c l e D a v i d ? D o you 
know what you're u p to ? ' I 'll bet you can ' t tell what e l s e I 
s a i d ? " 

" N o , I'll not try, but you'll tell m e , " I responded. 
" Well, ' twas a cur ious thing to say, a n d I don' t know but i t 

was wicked to talk out of the Bible, but it c a m e to m e and 
c a m e out o f m e be fore I knew it ." 

" What was it, J e n k s ? I 'm curious to k n o w . " 
" S a y s I : ' G r e a t i s D i a n y o f the 'Phes ians ! ' " 
I l aughed heartily, and told J e n k s that in my opinion he 

couldn't have d o n e better. 
" T h a t wasn't a l l , " sa id J e n k s . " I s a id it more than forty 

times. A fellow m u s t say something when he ge t s full, a n d il 
he doesn ' t swear, what is he going to do, I should like to know ? 
S o a lways when I found myself running over, I s a i d ' G r e a t is 
D i a n y o f the 'Phes ians , ' a n d thaf s the way I spirt mysel f all 
the way d o w n . " 

I t was a great comfort to me , o n the e v e of m y departure , t4 



feel t h a t the two lives which h a d b e e n identified with m y new 
h o m e , and had m a d e it what it h a d b e e n to me , were likely to 
b e s p a r e d for s o m e y e a r s l o n g e r — s p a r e d , indeed , until I should 
return to t a k e u p m y permanent re s idence at T h e Mans ion . 
Mrs. Be lden ' s pre sence , too, w a s reassuring. I t he lped to g ive 
a look of p e r m a n e n c e to a h o m e which s e e m e d more a n d more, 
a s the y e a r s went by, to b e built o f very few a n d frail materia ls . 
I learned a l m o s t at o n c e to identify her with my future, a n d t o 
a s soc i a te her with all my p lans for coming life. I f my a u n t 
should die, I determined that M r s . B e l d e n should remain . 

T h e r e was one fact which g a v e m e surprise and annoyance , 
viz., that bo th m y father a n d M r . Brad ford regarded the four 
year s that l ay immediate ly before m e a s the critical y e a r s o f my 
history. Whenever I met them, I found that m y future was 
much upon their minds , a n d that my exper iences o f the previ-
ous winter were not relied u p o n b y either o f them a s sufficient 
guards aga ins t the temptat ions to which I was about to b e sub-
jected. T h e y knew that for many reasons , growing out of the 
sof tening influence of a g e a n d of a p p r e h e n d e d he lp les sness on 
the par t of M r s . Sander son , she had b e c o m e very indulgent to-
wards me, a n d had c e a s e d to s can with her o ld c lo senes s my 
expendi tures o f money—that , indeed, she had a growing pride 
in m e a n d f o n d n e s s for m e which p r o m p t e d her to g ive m e all 
the m o n e y that might be des irable in susta ining m e in the po-
sition o f a rich y o u n g gent leman. E v e n M r . Bird c a m e all the 
way from Hi l l sborough to s e e his boys , a s he ca l led H e n r y and 
myself. H e , too, was anxious a b o u t me , a n d d id not leave 
m e until h e had po inted out the mi s t akes I should b e l ikely to 
m a k e and exhorted m e to prove mysel f a m a n , and to remember 
what he a n d d e a r M r s . B i rd e x p e c t e d of m e . 

T h e s e things surprised a n d annoyed me, b e c a u s e they indi-
c a t e d a sol ic i tude which must have b e e n b a s e d u p o n suspic ions 
of m y weakness , yet these three m e n were all wise. What 
could it m e a n ? I learned afterwards. T h e y had seen enough 
of life to know that when a y o u n g m a n m e e t s the world, tempta-
tion c o m e s to him, a n d a lways s e e k s and finds the point in hi« 

character at which it m a y enter. T h e y did not k n o w where 
that point was in me, but they knew it was somewhere , and 
that my ready sympathy would b e my betrayer, unless I should 
b e o n my guard . 

I spent an evening with H e n r y in my father's family, and 
recognized, in the a f fect ionate paternal eye that fo l lowed m e 
everywhere, the o ld love which k n e w n o diminution. I bel ieve 
there was n o grea t a n d g o o d deed which my fond father did not 
deem m e c a p a b l e o f performing, a n d that he h a d hung the 
sweetest and highest h o p e s o f his life u p o n me. H e was still 
working from day to day to feed, shelter a n d clothe his depend-
ent flock, but he l o o k e d for his r ewards n o t to them but to m e . 
T h e noble life which h a d b e e n pos s ib le to him, under more 
favorable c i rcumstances , he e x p e c t e d to live in m e . F o r this 
he had sacrif iced my society, a n d suffered the pain of witness-
ing the transfer of my af fect ions a n d interests to another home. 

On the day b e f o r e that fixed for m y departure , a note was 
received at T h e Mans ion inviting us all t o s p e n d the evening 
at Mrs. Bradford's . T h e g o o d lady in her note o f invitation 
stated that she should b e mos t happy to s e e Mrs . Sander son , 
and though she hardly e x p e c t e d her to b reak her rule of not 
leaving her house in the evening, she h o p e d that her new com-
panion, M r s . Belden, would b e a r m e c o m p a n y , a n d s o m a k e 
the a c q u a i n t a n c e o f her neighbors . M y aunt read the note to 
Mrs . Belden, a n d sa id : " O f cour se I shall not go, a n d you 
will a c t your own p lea sure in the m a t t e r . " H o p i n g that the 
occas ion would g ive m e an opportunity to present m y friend 
and my sister to Mrs. Be lden , I urged her to g o with me, and 
she at last c o n s e n t e d to d o so. 

I had strongly des ired to s e e my friend Mill ie o n c e more, and 
was delighted with the opportunity thus offered. T h e day was 
one o f busy preparat ion, a n d M r s . Be lden was dres sed a n d 
ready to g o when I c a m e down from my t o i l e t A s we walked 
down the hill together toward Mr. Bradford ' s house , she sa id : 
" A r t h u r , I h a v e b e e n into society s o little during the las t few 
years that I feel very uneasy over tnis affair. I n d e e d , e v e r * 



n e r v e in my b o d y is trembling now." I laughed, a n d told her s h i 
was go ing a m o n g p e o p l e who would m a k e her at h o m e a t once 
•—people whom she would soon learn to love and conf ide in. 

I e x p e c t e d to see H e n r y and Claire, a n d I was not disap-
pointed. After greet ing my hearty host a n d lovely hostess , and 
present ing M r s . Be lden , I turned to H e n r y , who, with a s t range 
pal lor u p o n his face , g r a s p e d a n d fairly g round my hand within 
his own. H e m a d e the mos t distant o f bows t o the s t range 
lady at m y side, who looked a s ghost-l ike a t the instant a s him-
s e l f T h e thought instantaneously c ro s sed m y mind that he 
h a d a s soc i a ted her with M r s . Sander son , aga ins t whom I knew 
h e enterta ined the mos t bitter disl ike. H e certainly c o u l d not 
have a p p e a l e d more d i sp leased had he b e e n compe l l ed to a mo-
ment ' s courtesy toward the o ld lady herself . When Mrs . Bel-
den a n d Cla ire met , it was a di f ferent matter a l together . 
T h e r e w a s a mutual a n d immedia te recognit ion o f s y m p a t h y 
between them. M r s . B e l d e n held Cla ire ' s hand, a n d s tood and 
chat ted with her until her sel f-possess ion returned. H e n r y 
watched the pair with an a b s o r b e d a n d anx ious look, a s if he 
e x p e c t e d his be loved was in s o m e way t o b e po i soned by the 
breath of her new acqua intance . 

A t last , in the general mingl ing o f vo ice s in conversat ion 
a n d laughter, bo th Mrs . Be lden a n d H e n r y rega ined theix 
usual m a n n e r ; a n d the fus ion o f the socia l e lements present 
b e c a m e comple te . A s the little reunion w a s g iven to H e n r y 
a n d myself j in t o k e n o f interest in our departure , that depar ture 
was the topic o f the evening u p o n every tongue. W e talked 
about it while at our tea, and there were m a n y sport ive specu-
lat ions u p o n the pos s ib le t ransformat ions in character and 
bear ing which the. n e x t four year s would ef fect in us. A s we 
c a m e out o f the tea-room I saw that Mrs . B e l d e n a n d Claire 
still c lung to e a c h other. Af ter a while H e n r y j o ined them, 
a n d I cou ld see , a s both looked u p into his f a c e with amused 
interest, that h e was making rapid a m e n d s for the coolness 
with which h e had g ree ted the s tranger . T h e n M r . Bradford 
went a n d took Cla i re away, a n d Mrs . B e l d e n a n d H e n r y sal 

down by themse lves a n d had a long talk together. All this 
p leased me, a n d I did nothing to interfere with their tete-&-ftte; 
a n d all this I saw from the c o m e r to which Mill ie a n d I h a d 
retired to h a v e our farewell talk. 

" W h a t do you expec t to m a k e ? " sa id Millie, curiously, 
continuing the drift o f the previous conversat ion. 

" I to ld Mrs . Sander son , when I was a little fellow, that I 
expec ted t o m a k e a m a n , " I a n s w e r e d ; " a n d now p l e a s e tell 
m e what you expec t to m a k e . " 

" A woman, I s u p p o s e , " she replied, with a little sigh. 
" Y o u s p e a k a s i f you were s ad about i t , " I responded. 
" I a m . " A n d she l ooked off a s if reflecting u p o n the bitter 

p r o s p e c t 
" W h y ? " 

" Oh, m e n a n d w o m e n a r e s o different from chi ldren," she 
said. " O n e o f these year s you'll c o m e b a c k with g rand airs, 
and whiskers o n your face , a n d y o u will find m e grown up, 
with a long dre s s o n ; a n d I 'm afraid I shan't l ike you a s well 
a s I do now, and that you will l ike s o m e b o d y a grea t dea l bet-
ter than you do m e . " 

" Perhaps we shall l ike one another a great deal better than 
we do n o w , " I said. 

" I f s only a p e r h a p s , " she responded. " N o , wd^shall b e 
new peop le then. J u s t think o f m y father b e i n g a little b o y 
once ! I p r e s u m e I shouldn't have l iked him half a s well a s I 
do you. A s likely a s any way h e was a p l a g u e a n d a pe s t e r . " 

" B u t we a r e growing into new peop le all the time," I said. 
" Y o u r father was a y o u n g m a n when he was married, a n d now 
he is another man , but your mother is j u s t a s fond o f him a s 
she ever was, isn't she ? " 

" Why, yes , that ' s a f a c t ; I g u e s s s * is indeed ! S h e jus« 
adores him, out a n d out . " . ^ D f 

" Well, then, what* s to hinder other p e o p l e from liking one 
another right a long, even if they are changing aL' the t ime ? " 

" N o t h i n g , " she repl ied quickly. " I s e e i t : I under s t and 



There ' s something that does 'n ' t change , isn't t h e r e ? 01 s o m e 
thing that need'n' t change : which is it ? " 

" Whatever it is, Mil l ie , " I answered, " we will not let h 
change. We'll m a k e u p our minds about it right here. W h e s 
I c o m e b a c k to stay, I will b e Arthur Bonnicas t le a n d you shall 
b e Mil l ie Bradford, ju s t the s a m e a s now, a n d we'll sit a n d talk 
in this corner j u s t a s we do now, and there shall b e n o Mister 
a n d M i s s be tween u s . " 

Mil l ie m a d e n o immedia te re sponse , but l ooked of f again in 
her wise way, a s if searching for something that e luded and 
puzzled her. I watched her admir ingly while she paused . At 
last a sudden flash c a m e into her eyes , and she turned to m e 
a n d sa id : " Oh, A r t h u r ! I 've found i t ! A s true a s you live, 
I 've found i t ! " 

" F o u n d what, M i l l i e ? " 

" T h e thing that does 'n ' t change , or need 'n ' t c h a n g e , " she 
replied. 

" W e l l , what is i t ? " 
" Why, it 's everything. When I u s e d to dress up m y little 

doll and m a k e a g r a n d lady o f her, there was the s a m e doll, 
inside, after a l l ! D o n ' t you s e e ? " 

" Y e s , I s e e . " 

" A n d you know how they are bui lding a great church right 
over the little o n e down o n the corner, without m o v i n g a single 
s tone o f the chapeL T h e p e o p l e g o to the big church every 
Sunday , but all the preaching a n d s inging are in the chapel . 
Don ' t you see ? " 

" Y e s , I see , Mi l l ie , " I a n s w e r e d ; " b u t I don' t think I 
should see it without your eyes to he lp m e . I a m to build a 
m a n and you a r e to build a w o m a n right over the boy a n d girl, 
without touching the boy ¡and girl a t a l l ; a n d so, when we c o m e 
together aga in , we can walk right into the little chapel , a n d find 
ourse lves a t h o m e . " 

" I sn ' t that lovely ! " exc la imed Mill ie . " I can s e e things, 
and you can m a k e things. I couldn't have sa id that—about 
our go ing into the little chapel , you k n o w . " 

" A n d I couldn't h a v e sa id it if you hadn't found the chapel 
for m e , " I re sponded . 

" Why, doesn ' t it s e e m a s if we be longed together, a n d hao 
been separa ted in s o m e way ? " 

A t this m o m e n t M r . Bradford rose a n d c a m e near u s t o get 
a book . H e smiled pleasantly u p o n u s while we l o o k e d a p to 
him, paus ing in our conversat ion. When he h a d g o n e b a c k 
a n d re sumed his seat , Millie s a id : 

" T h e r e ' s a big church over two chapels . H e h a s a young 
man in him a n d a b o y bes ides . T h e boy p l ay s with m e a n d un-
ders tands m e , a n d the young man is d e a d in love with m a m m a , 
a n d the o ld man takes ca re of u s both, a n d d o e s everything. 
Isn't it sp lendid ! " 

Ah, M i l l i e ! I have heard m a n y wise m e n a n d wise 
women talk philosophy, but never o n e s o wise a s y o u ; a n d I 
have never seen a y o u n g m a n whose growth h a d choked 
and destroyed his childhood, or a n o ld m a n whose youth had 
died out of him, without thinking o f our conversat ion that 
night. T h e dol ls a r e smothered in their clothes, a n d the little 
chapels are fa ted to fall when the g rand cathedral walls are fin-
ished. T h e o n e thing that need not change , the o n e thing that 
ahould not change , the one thing which has the power to pre-
serve the sweetness of all youthful relat ions u p to the change 
o f death, and, doubt less , beyond it, is ch i ldhood—the innocent , 
playful, trusting, loyal, loving, hopeful chi ldhood of the soul, 
with all i ts i l lusions a n d r o m a n c e s a n d en joyment of pure a n d 
simple delights. 

Millie a n d I ta lked o f many things that evening, and partici-
pated very little in the genera l conversat ion which went on at 
the other end of the drawing-room. I learned f rom her of the 
plans a lready m a d e for sending her away to school, a n d rea l ized 
with a d e g r e e of pa in which I found difficult to expla in to my-
sel f that y e a r s were to p a s s before we should m e e t for such an 
hour o f unrestrained conversat ion again. 

Before I b a d e the family farewell, A u n t F l i ck pre sented te 



both H e n r y a n d mysel f a little b o x conta ining p ins , needles, 
buttons , thread, and aU the appl iances for m a k i n g t imely re-
pairs u p o n our clothing, in the a b s e n c e of feminine friends. 
E a c h b o x was a perfect treasure-house o f convenience , and had 
cost A u n t F l i ck the-labor o f m a n y hours. 

" H e n r y will u s e this b o x , " said the donor , " but you " ( ad 
dres s ing m e ) " will n o t " 

" I p l e d g e you my honor, Aunt F l i c k , " I r e sponded , " t h a t 
I will u se a n d lose every pin in the box , a n d lend all the needles 
and thread, and l eave the cushions where they will b e stolen, 
and m a k e your gi f t j u s t a s universal ly useful a s I c a n . " 

T h i s s aucy speech set Mil l ie into so hearty a laugh that the 
whole c o m p a n y laughed in sympathy, a n d even A u n t F l i ck ' s f a ce 
re laxed a s she remarked that she bel ieved every word I h a d said. 

It was delightful to m e to see that while I had b e e n engaged 
with Mill ie , Mrs . Be lden h a d quiet ly m a d e her way with the 
family, a n d that H e n r y , who had met her coldly and a lmost 
rudely, had b e c o m e s o much interested in her that when the 
t ime o f part ing c a m e he was part icularly warm and courteous 
toward her. 

T h e farewells a n d kind wishes were all sa id at last , a n d with 
M r s . Be lden u p o n my arm I turned my s teps toward T h e Man-
sion. T h e lady thought the Bradfords were delightful peop le 
that H e n r y s e e m e d to b e a y o u n g m a n of a g o o d deal o f in 
tel l igence a n d character , and that my sister C la i re was lovely. 
T h e opening chapter o f her l ife in Bradford, she said, was the 
m o s t charming reading that she had found in any book for 
m a n y y e a r s ; a n d if the story should g o o n a s it had b e g u n she 
should b e more than satisfied. 

I n e e d not dwell u p o n my departure further. I n the early 
morning of the next day , H e n r y a n d I were on our way, with 
the sweet m e m o r y o f tearful eyes in our hearts, a n d with the 
consc iousnes s that g o o d wishes a n d prayers were following us 
a s white birds follow depart ing ships far out to sea , and with 
h o p e s that b e c k o n e d u s on in every cres ted wave that leaped 
be fore us a n d in every cloud that flew. 

C H A P T E R X I I I . 

THE B E G I N N I N G O F C O L L E G E L I F E — I M E E T P E T E R MULIJGNS 

G O R D O N L I V I N G S T O N , A N D T E M P T A T I O N . 

THE story o f my co l l ege life occup ie s s o large a s j a c e in my 
memory, that in the a t t empt to write it within pract icable 
limits I find mysel f ob l iged to d e n u d e it o f a thousand inter-
est ing details , a n d to c l ing in my record to those per sons a n d 
incidents which were m o s t directly concerned in shaping my 
character, my cour se o f life, a n d my destiny. 

I entered u p o n this life panop l i ed with g o o d resolut ions a n d 
worthy ambit ions . I was determined to honor the expecta t ions 
of those who had trusted me, and to disappoint the fears of 
those who h a d n o t E spec i a l ly was I de termined to regain a 
measure o f the religious zeal a n d spiritual p e a c e a n d sat isfac-
tion which I h a d lost during the c los ing months o f my s tay in 
Bradford. H e n r y a n d I ta lked the matter all over , a n d laid 
our p l a n s together. We a g r e e d to s tand b y o n e another in all 
emergenc ie s—in s ickness , in trouble, in d a n g e r — a n d to b e 
faithful critics a n d M e n t o r s of e a c h other. 

Both o f u s won at o n c e honorable posi t ions in our c lass , a n d 
the g o o d opinion o f our teachers , for we were thoroughly in 
earnest and scrupulous ly industrious. T h o u g h a g o o d dea l of 
society forced itself upon us, we were sufficient for e a c h other, 
and sought but little to ex tend the field of companionship . 

We went a t o n c e into the weekly prayer-meeting held b y the 
religious students, thinking, that whatever other ef fect it might 
ha re upon us, it would s o thoroughly dec l a re our pos i t ion that 
all that was g ro s s in the way of temptation would shun us . 
T a k i n g our religious s t a n d early, we felt, too, that we should 
have a better out look upon, a n d a sounder a n d safer e s t imate 
of, all those divers ions a n d diss ipat ions which never fail to comr 



both H e n r y a n d mysel f a little b o x conta ining p ins , needles, 
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tel l igence a n d character , and that my sister C la i re was lovely. 
T h e opening chapter o f her l ife in Bradford, she said, was the 
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should b e more than satisfied. 
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measure o f the religious zeal a n d spiritual p e a c e a n d sat isfac-
tion which I h a d lost during the c los ing months o f my s tay in 
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our p l a n s together. We a g r e e d to s tand b y o n e another in all 
emergenc ie s—in s ickness , in trouble, in d a n g e r — a n d to b e 
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Both o f u s won at o n c e honorable posi t ions in our c lass , a n d 
the g o o d opinion o f our teachers , for we were thoroughly in 
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society forced itself upon us, we were sufiicient for e a c h other, 
and sought but little to ex tend the field of companionship . 

We went a t o n c e into the weekly prayer-meeting held b y the 
religious students, thinking, that whatever other ef fect it might 
ha re upon us, it would s o thoroughly dec l a re our pos i t ion that 
all that was g ro s s in the way of temptation would shun us . 
T a k i n g our religious s t a n d early, we felt, too, that we should 
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of, all those divers ions a n d diss ipat ions which never fail to comr 



with subtle a n d spec ious temptat ion to large bod ie s of young 
m e n depr ived o f the influences of home . 

T h e effect that we a i m e d at was secured. W e were c la s sed 
at o n c e a m o n g those to whom we be longed ; but, to me , I 
c a n n o t s ay that the class i f icat ion was entirely sat isfactory. I 
did not find the brightest a n d mos t des irable companions 
a m o n g those who a t tended the prayer-meetings. T h e y were 
shockingly common-p lace fellows, the mos t o f them—par-
ticularly those mos t forward in e n g a g i n g in the exercises . 
T h e r e were a few shy-looking, at tract ive y o u n g men, who 
sa id but little, t o o k a lways the b a c k seats , a n d conveyed 
to m e the impress ion that they h a d c o m e in a s a matter of 
duty, to g ive their c o u n t e n a n c e to the gatherings , b u t withou': 
a disposit ion to e n g a g e actively in the d i scuss ions a n d prayers. 
A t first their pos i t ion s e e m e d cowardly to me, but it w a s only 
a few weeks be fore H e n r y a n d I be longed to their number. 
T h e meet ings s e e m e d t o b e in the p o s s e s s i o n o f a set o f young 
men who were prepar ing themselves for the Chris t ian ministry, 
a n d who looked u p o n the co l l ege prayer-meeting a s a sort of 
gymnas ium, where they were to exercise a n d deve lop their 
gifts. Accordingly , w e were t rea ted every week to a sort of 
dress-parade o f mediocrity. T w o or three long-winded fel-
lows, who s e e m e d to take the greates t delight in public 
speech , a s s u m e d the leadership, a n d I m a y frankly say that 
they p o s s e s s e d n o power to d o m e good . I t is poss ib le that 
the res t o f u s ought to h a v e frowned u p o n their presumption, 
a n d insisted o n a m o r e democra t i c division of duty a n d priv-
i lege ; but, in truth, there was something a b o u t them with wliich 
we did not wish to c o m e into c o n t a c t S o we contented our-
se lves with g iving the honor ,to them, and cherishing the hope 
that what they did would bring g o o d to somebody . 

H e n r y a n d I ta lked a b o u t the matter in our walks a n d time« 
o f leisure, a n d the result was to disgust us with the semi-pro-
fess ional wordiness o f the meet ings , a s well a s with the litde 
body of windy ta lkers who m a d e those meet ings s o fruitless 
a n d unattract ive to us. We found ourse lves driven in at lengti 

u p o n our own resources , ar.d b e c a m e content with our daily 
prayer together . T h i s was our old habit at T h e Bird ' s N e s t , 
a n d to me , for many months , it was a tower of strength. 

T o w a r d the c lo se o f our first term an incident occurred which 
set m e still m o r e strongly aga inst the set o f y o u n g m e n to whom 
I have m a d e al lusion. T h e r e was o n e of them who had b e e n 
more of fensive than all the r e s t H i s n a m e was Peter Mul lens . 
H e was an unwholesome-looking fellow, who wore c lothes tha* 
never s e e m e d a s if they were m a d e for him, a n d whose fa lse shirt 
b o s o m neither fitted him nor a p p e a r e d c lean. T h e r e was a 
rumpled, shabby look about his whole person. H i s small , cun-
ning eyes were covered b y a pair of g l a s s e s which I a m sure h e 
wore for ornament , while his hair was c o m b e d b a c k straight 
over his head, to show all the forehead , h e pos se s sed , though it 
was not a t all impos ing in its height a n d breadth. I h a d m a d e 
no inquiries into his history, for he was uninterest ing to m e in 
the last degree . 

O n e evening, ju s t before bedt ime, h e k n o c k e d at our door a n d 
entered. H e h a d never d o n e this before , a n d a s he s e e m e d to 
be in unusual ly g o o d spirits, a n d to c o m e in with a n air of good-
fellowship a n d familiarity, bo th H e n r y a n d mysel f regarded his 
call with a sor t of quest ioning surprise. A f t e r the u t terance of 
a few c o m m o n p l a c e remarks a b o u t the weather, and the very 
interesting meet ings they were having, h e exp la ined that he 
had cal led to inquire why it was that we h a d for saken the prayer-
meetings . 

H e n r y to ld him at once , a n d frankly, that it was b e c a u s e h e 
was not interes ted in them, a n d b e c a u s e he felt that he cou ld 
spend his t ime better. 

Still m o r e frankly, a n d with le s s discret ion, I told him that 
the meet ings s e e m e d to b e in the hands o f a set o f muffs , who 
knew very little a n d a s s u m e d to know everything. 

" T h e trouble with you fel lows," r e sponded M r . Peter Mul-
lens, " is that y o u are proud, a n d will not humble yourse lves 
to l eam. I f y o u felt the responsibil ity o f those of u s who are 
fitting for the ministry, you would look u p c n the mat te r in a very 



different way. We h a v e begun our work, a n d we shall c a n y it 
on, whether m e n will hear o r fo rbear . " 

" I s it a n y o f your bus iness whether they hear or f o r b e a r ? n 

sa id I , touchily : " b e c a u s e , if it is, H e n r y a n d I will s w e e p the 
floor a n d g e t down o n our k n e e s to y o u . " 

" I t is my bus ines s to d o my duty, in the f ace o f al l the 
taunts a n d ridicule which you m a y heap u p o n m e , " repl ied M r . 
Mullens , loftily. 

" E x c u s e me , M r . Mul lens , " I said, " but it s e e m s to m e that 
fel lows o f your sor t thrive o n taunts a n d ridicule. D o n ' t you 
rather l ike them n o w ? " 

M r . Mul lens smiled a sad , pitying smile, a n d sa id that n o one 
who d id his duty cou ld h o p e to live a l i f e o f grati f ied pr ide or of 
ease . 

" M r . M u l l e n s , " sa id Henry , " I s u p p o s e that s o far a s you 
know your own motives , those which led you here were g o o d ; 
but lest you should b e t e m p t e d to r epea t your visit, let m e say 
that I rel ieve y o u o f al l responsibi l i ty for my future c o n d u c t 
Y o u have d o n e m e all the g o o d that you c a n poss ib ly do me, 
excep t in o n e w a y . " 

" What is that ? " inquired Mul lens . 
" By careful ly keep ing ou t of this r o o m , a n d out o f my sight,' 

r e sponded Henry . 
" H e n r y has e x p r e s s e d my feel ings exac t ly , " I a d d e d ; " a n d 

now I think there is a fair unders tanding of the matter , a n d wc 
can feel our se lves at l iberty to c h a n g e the conversa t ion . " 

Mul lens sat a m o m e n t in thought, then he a d j u s t e d his spec-
tacles, tucked down his fa lse shirt-bosom, which a lways looked 
a s if it were blown u p and needed pricking, a n d turning to me, 
sa id with a n air o f cunning t r i u m p h : " Bonnicas t le , I bel ieve 
you a r e o n e o f u s . " 

" What do you m e a n ? " I inquired. 
" Why, one of us that h a v e aid, you k n o w — w h a t they call 

charity s tudent s . " 
" Char i ty s t u d e n t s ! " I exc l a imed in a s t o n i s h m e n t 

" O h , I ' v e found it o u t Y o u a r e luckier than the rest of a t , 

for you h a v e n o end o f money. I wish you could m a n a g e in 
s o m e way to ge t the o ld w o m a n to help m e , for I really n e e d 
more a id than I have. I don' t s u p p o s e she would feel a gift of 
fifty dol lars any m o r e than she would one of fifty cents . S o 
small a sum a s ten dol lars would do m e a grea t deal o f g o o d 
or even five." 

" H o w would you l ike s o m e old c lothes ? " inquired H e n r y 
with a quiet but c o n t e m p t u o u s smile. 

" T h a t is really what I would l ike t o s p e a k a b o u t , " sa id Mr. 
Mullens . " Y o u fel lows who h a v e plenty o f m o n e y throw away 
your c lothes when they are only a little worn ; a n d when you 
have any to g ive away, you would ob l ige m e very m u c h by re-
member ing me. I h a v e no new clothes myself . I t a k e the 
c rumbs that fa l l . " 

" A n d that reminds m e , " re sumed Henry , " t h a t perhaps 
you might l ike s o m e co ld v ic tua l s . " 

" N o , I 'm prov ided for, s o far a s b o a r d a n d lodging a r e con-
cerned, " r e sponded M r . Mul lens , entirely unconsc ious o f the 
irony o f which h e was the s u b j e c t 

H e n r y turned to m e with a hope le s s look , a s if he had 
s o u n d e d himself in vain to find words which would e x p r e s s his 
contempt for the b o o b y before him. A s for m y s e l f I h a d been 
s o taken of f my guard , s o s h a m e d with the thought that he and 
his confrères regarded m e a s be long ing to their number , so dis-
gusted with the fellow's g reed a n d lack o f sensibility, a n d so 
angry at his presumpt ion , that I cou ld not trust mysel f to 
s p e a k a t all. I s u s p e c t e d that if I should beg in to e x p r e s s my 
feel ings I should end b y k icking him out o f the room. 

H e n r y looked a t him for a moment , in a sort of d u m b won-
der, a n d then sa id : " Peter Mul lens , what d o you s u p p o s e I 
think o f y o u ? " 

T h e r e was something in the flash of Henry ' s eye a n d in the 
tone o f his voice , a s he uttered this quest ion, that brought 
Mul lens to his feet in a n impulse to retire. 

" Sit down, " sa id H e n r y . 
Mr. M u l l e n s sa t down with his hat between his knees , and 



m u m b l e d something about having s t ayed longer than t e in 
tended. 

" Y o u c a n n o t g o y e t , " H e n r y c o n t i n u e d " Y o u c a m e in 
here to lec ture us , a n d to humil iate o n e o f u s ; a n d n o w I pro. 
p o s e to tell y o u what I think of you. T h e r e is not the firs! 
e lement o f a g e n t l e m a n in you. Y o u c a m e in h e r e a s a bully 
in the n a m e o f religion, you advert i se yoursel f a s a sneak by 
boas t ing that you have b e e n prying into other p e o p l e ' s affairs, 
a n d you end b y b e g g i n g old c lothes o f those who have too 
much self-respect to kick you for your i m p u d e n c e a n d youi 
impert inence. D o you s u p p o s e that such a p u p p y a s y o u are 
c a n ever p repare for the ministry ? " 

I think that this was probably the first t ime Pe ter Mul lens 
h a d ever heard the plain truth in regard to himself. H e was 
very m u c h a s t o n i s h e d for his slow apprehens ion h a d a t last 
g r a s p e d the conclus ions that he was heartily de sp i s ed a n d that 
he was in s t rong hands . 

" I — r e a l l y — r e a l l y — b e g your pardon , g e n t l e m e n , " sa id Mr. 
Mullens , r amming down his rising shirt-bosom, a n d wiping his 
hat with his s l eeve ; " I meant no offense, but r e a l l y — I I 
must just i fy mysel f for a sk ing for aid. I h a v e g iven myse l f to 
the church, gent lemen, a n d the laborer is worthy o f his hire. 
What m o r e can I do than to g ive m y s e l f ? T h e church wants 
men. T h e church m u s t have m e n ; a n d she owes it to them 
to see that they are t aken ca re o f I f she neg lec t s her duty 
she must b e reminded o f i t I f I a m willing to t a k e u p with 
old c lothes she ought not to compla in . " 

M r . M u l l e n s p a u s e d with a vocal inflection that indicated a 
deeply wounded heart , r a m m e d down his shirt-bosom again, 
a n d looked to H e n r y for a re sponse . 

" T h e r e is o n e thing, M r . M u l l e n s , " sa id H e n r y , " that the 
church has no right to a s k you to g ive u p ; o n e thing which 
you have no right to g ive u p ; a n d one thing which, if given 
up, l eaves you a s worthless to the church a s de sp i cab le in 
yourself , a n d that is m a n h o o d ; a n d I know of nothing that 
kills m a n h o o d quicker than a perfect ly willing d e p e n d e n c e on 

others. Y o u a r e beg inning life a s a beggar . Y o u just i fy your-
self in beggary , a n d it t akes n o prophet to foresee that you will 
end life a s a b e g g a r . O n c e down where y o u a r e willing to sell 
yourself a n d t a k e your dai ly do le a t the hand o f your purchaser , 
a n d y o u are forever d o w n . " 

" B u t what can I d o ? " inquired Mul lens . 
" Y o u can d o what I do , a n d what thousands of your better« 

are doing all the t ime—work and take ca re of y o u r s e l f " re-
pl ied Henry . 

" 6 1 1 1 t ime—jus t think o f the t ime that would b e lost t o 
the c a u s e . " 

" I a m not very o l d " r e s p o n d e d Henry , " b u t I a m old 
enough to know that the t ime which independence c o s t s is 
never w a s t e d A m a n who t a k e s fifteen year s to p r e p a r e 
himself for life is twice the man , when p r e p a r e d that h e is who 
only takes ten ; a n d die bes t par t o f his educa t ion i s that which 
he ge t s in the s t ruggle to maintain his own independence . I 
have a n unutterable c o n t e m p t for this whole charity business , 
a s it is appl ied to the educat ion o f y o u n g men. A m a n who 
has not p l u c k a n d pers i s tence enough to ge t his own educat ion 
is not worth educat ing at all. I t is a demoral iz ing process , a n d 
you, M r . Pe te r Mul lens , in a very smal l way, a r e o n e o f its 
vict ims." 

H e n r y h a d b e e n s o thoroughly ab sorbed during these last 
ut terances that h e had not o n c e l o o k e d a t m e . I doubt , 
i n d e e d whether he w a s consc ious o f my p r e s e n c e ; but a s h e 
c losed his s en tence he turned to me, a n d was evidently p a i n e d 
and surprised at the expres s ion u p o n my face . With a qu ick 
instinct he saw how readily I had appl ied his words to myself ; 
a n d once more addres s ing Mul lens , sa id : " When a childless 
w o m a n a d o p t s a relat ive a s a member o f her family, a n d m a k e s 
him her own, a n d a sharer in her love a n d fortune, it may b e 
well or ill for him, b u t it is none o f your bus ines s , a n d m a k e s 
him n o fellow o f yours . A n d now, M r . Mul lens , if y o u wish 
to go , y o u a r e at l iberty to d o so. I f I ever h a v e any old 
clothes I shall certainly r e m e m b e r y o u . " 



" I should really b e very much obl iged to y o u , " s a id Mr , 
Mullens , " and " ( turning to m e ) " if y o u should h a p p e n to b e 
writing to your a u n t — " 

" F o r H e a v e n ' s sake , M u l l e n s , " exc l a imed H e n r y , " g o 
n o w , " a n d then, overwhelmed with the comica l a spec t of the 
matter , we both burst into a l augh that was s imply irresistible. 
M u l l e n s a d j u s t e d his spec tac le s with a dazed look u p o n his f a c e , 
brushed b a c k his hair, r a m m e d down his shirt-bosom, bu t toned 
his coat , a n d very soberly b a d e u s a good-evening. 

U n d e r ordinary c i rcumstances we should have found 
abundant food for merriment be tween ourse lves af ter the m a n ' s 
departure , but H e n r y , under the impress ion that h e h a d unin 
tentionally wounded me, felt that nothing was to b e g a i n e d by 
»ecalluvg a n d expla ining his words , a n d I was too sore to risk 
m e danger of further allusion to the subject . B y reveal ing my 
posit ion and relat ions to Mul lens , H e n r y had sought , in the 
kindest way, to p l a c e m e at my ease , a n d h a d d o n e al l that he 
had the power to d o to res tore my se l f -complacency. S o the 
m o m e n t Mul lens left the r o o m s o m e other sub jec t was broached, 
and in half an hour both of u s were in bed , a n d H e n r y was 
sound a s leep . 

I was g lad in m y consc iousnes s to b e a lone, for I h a d m a n y 
things to think of. T h e r e was one rea son for the omis s ion of 
all c o m m e n t u p o n our visitor a n d our conversat ion, s o far a s 
H e n r y w a s concerned, which, with a qu ick insight, I detected. 
H e had, in his anxiety to comfort me, s p o k e n o f m e a s a rel-
ative o f M r s . S a n d e r s o n . H e h a d thus revea led to m e the 
pos se s s ion o f knowledge which I h a d never c o n v e y e d to him. 
i t certainly h a d not reached him from M r s . Sander son , nor h a d 
he ga thered it f r o m Claire, dr my father's f a m i l y ; for I had 
never brea thed a word to them of the secret which my aunt had 
permitted m e to d i scover . H e m u s t have l earned it from the 
Bradfords , with whom he had mainta ined grea t int imacy. I had 
long b e e n aware o f the fact that he was carry ing on a secret life 
into which I had never b e e n permit ted to look . I shou ld not 
have c a r e d for this had I not been susp ic ious that I was in som« 

way concerned with i t I k n e w that he did not l ike m y rela-
t ions to M r s . Sander son , a n d that he did not wish to s p e a k of 
them. I h a d learned to refrain from all mention o f her n a m e ; 
but he had talked with s o m e b o d y about her a n d a b o u t me , a n d 
had learned o n e thing, at leas t , which m y own father did not 
know. 

All this, however , was a small vexat ion c o m p a r e d with the 
revelat ion o f the influence which m y posit ion would natural ly 
exert u p o n my character . H o w e v e r deeply it might wound 
my self-love, I knew that I was under the s a m e inf luence which 
m a d e M r . Peter M u l l e n s s o contempt ib le a person. H e was a 
willing dependent u p o n strangers , a n d was not I ? T h i s de-
p e n d e n c e was s a p p i n g my own m a n h o o d a s it h a d already de 
»troyed his. I f Mul lens had c o m e to m e a lone , a n d c la imed 
fellowship with m e , — i f H e n r y h a d not b e e n near m e in his 
quiet a n d self-respectful i n d e p e n d e n c e to put him d o w n , — I felt 
that there would h a v e b e e n no part for m e to play excep t that 
of the coward or the bully. I had no g r o u n d o n which to s tand 
for self-defense. M r . Pe te r Mul lens would h a v e b e e n master 
of the s ituation. T h e thought ga l l ed m e to the quick . 

I t was in vain that I r e m e m b e r e d that I was a n irresponsible 
child when this d e p e n d e n c e began. I t was in vain that I as-
sured myself that I w a s n o beggar . T h e fact remained that I 
had b e e n p u r c h a s e d a n d pa id for, a n d that, b y the subtly de-
moralizing inf luence of dependence , I h a d b e e n s o weakened 
that I shrank from a s s u m i n g the responsibi l i ty o f m y own life. 
I clung to the go ld that c a m e with the asking. I c lung to the 
delights that only the go ld could buy. I shuddered at the 
thought o f taking mysel f a n d m y fortunes u p o n my own hands , 
and I knew by that f ac t that something manly h a d s i c k e n e d or 
died in me. 

I do not know how long I lay revolving these things in m y 
mind. I t was certainly far into the n i g h t ; a n d when I w o k e in 
the morning I found my heart d i scontented a n d bitter. I had 
regarded mysel f a s a gent leman. I had borne mysel f with a 
cons iderable d e g r e e of exclus iveness . I had not cared for r ec 
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ognition. H a v i n g d e t e r m i n e d to d o m y work well, and to seek 
no man's c o m p a n y a s a thing neces sa ry to fix m y social status, 
I h a d g o n e o n qu ie t ly a n d self-respectful ly. N o w I was to go 
out and m e e t the anger of Peter Mullens and his tribe. I was 
to b e regarded and s p o k e n o f by them as a very URWorthy 
member o f their own order. M y h i s tory had b e e n a scer ta ined , 
and wou ld b e r e p o r t e d to all who knew me. 

All these reflections and suggest ions may seem very foolish 
and morbid t o the reader, but they were distressing to me be-
yond my power of telling. I was young, sensitive, proud, and 
self-loving, a n d though I p rayed for help to enable m e to face 
m y fellows, a n d so to m a n a g e my life a s to e s c a p e the harm 
which .my posit ion threatened to inflict upon me, I could not 
e scape the conviction that Peter Mullens and I were, essenti-
ally, on the s a m e ground. 

U p to this time I had looked for temptat ions in vain. N o 
temptations to dissipation had presented themselves . I was 
sure that no enticement to sensuality or gross v ice would have 
power to move me. Steady employment and daily fatigue held 
in check my animal spirits, and all my life had gone on safely 
and smoothly. T h e daily prayer had brought m e b a c k from 
every heart-wandering, had sweetened and elevated all my 
desires, had strengthened me for my work, and given m e some 
thing of the o ld peace . Away from Henry , I h a d found but 
little sympathetic Christian society, but I had been entirely at 
home a n d satisfied with him. N o w I found that it required 
courage to face the little world around m e ; a n d a lmost uncon-
sciously I b e g a n the work of making acquaintances with the 
better c la s s of students. Although I had held myself apart 
from others, there were two or three, similarly exclusive, whom 
I had entertained a private desire to ¿ n o w . O n e of these was 
a N e w Yorker , Mr. G o r d o n Livingston by name. H e had the 
reputation of belonging to a family o f great wealth and splen-
did connections, and although his standing as a student was not 
d ie best , it was regarded as an honor to know him and the lit-
tle set to which he belonged. I was aware that the morality of 

the man and his immediate companions was not much believed 
in, and I knew, too, that the mean envy and j e a lousy of many 
students would account for this. A t any rate, I was in a mood, 
after m y interview with Mr. Mullens , t o regard him very chari-
tably, a n d to wish that I might b e so far recognized by him and 
received into his set a s to advertise t o Mullens and his cl ique 
my social removal from them. I determined to brace myself 
around with aristocratic associations. I had the means in my 
hands for this work. I c o u l d dress with the b e s t I had per-
sonal advantages of which I need not boas t here, but which I 
was consc ious would commend me to them. I had no inten-
tion to cast in my life with them, but I determined to lose no 
good opportunity to ga in their recognition. 

O n e evening, walking alone, outside the limits of the town—• 
for in my morbid m o o d I h a d taken to solitary wander ings ,—I 
fell in with Livingston, also alone. We had approached each 
other from opposi te directions, and met a t the c o m e r s of the 
road that led to the city, toward which we were returning. We 
walked side by side, with only the road between us, for a few 
yards, when, to m y surprise, he cros sed over, saying as he ap-
proached m e : " H u l l o , M r . Bonnicast le ! What's the use of 
two good-looking fellows like u s walking a lone when they can 
have company ? " 

As he came u p I gave him my hand, and cal led him b j 
name. 

" S o you've known me, a s I have known you , " he said cor-
dially. " I t ' s a little singular that we haven't been thrown to-
gether before, for I fancy you belong to our kind of fellows." 

I expressed freely the pleasure I felt in meeting him, and told 
him how glad I should b e to make the acquaintance of his 
friends; a n d we p a s s e d the time occupied in reaching the col-
lege in conversation that was very p leasant to me. 

Livingston was older than I , and was two c lasses in advance 
of me. H e was therefore in a position to patronize and pet m e 
— a position which he thoroughly understood a n d appreciated. 
In his manner he had that quiet self-assurance a n d command 



t h a t only c o m e from life-long familiarity with g o o d soc i e ty 
a n d the consc iousnes s o f unques t ioned socia l position. H « 
had n o youth of pover ty to look b a c k upon. H e h a d n o asso-
c ia t ions with m e a n condit ions a n d c i rcumstances . With an 
at tract ive f ace a n d figure, a hearty manner , a d re s s a t o n c e 
fault lessly tasteful a n d unobtrusive , a n d with all the prest ige of 
wealth a n d family, there were few y o u n g fellows in college 
whose not ice would s o great ly flatter a novice a s his. T h e m e n 
who s p o k e aga ins t him a n d af fected contempt for him would 
h a v e a c c e p t e d attention from him a s a n honor . 

L iv ings ton h a d undoubtedly heard my story, but h e did not 
sympathize with the views o f M r . Pe te r Mul lens a n d his friends 
concerning it. H e found m e a s well d re s sed a s h imse l f quite 
» s exclus ive in my associat ions , l iked m y looks a n d manners , 
and, with all the r e spec t for m o n e y natura l to his c la s s , con-
c luded that I be longed to h im a n d his s e t I n the m o o d of 
mind in which I found mysel f a t meet ing him, it can readi ly b e 
Imagined that his recognit ion a n d his a s s u r a n c e o f friendliness 
a n d fel lowship brought m e great relief . 

A s we entered the town, a n d took our way ac ro s s the green, 
he b e c a m e m o r e cordial , a n d pul led my a r m within his own. 
We were walking in this way when we m e t M r . M u l l e n s a n d a 
knot o f his fe l lows s tanding near the path. I t was a l ready 
twilight, a n d they did not recognize us until we were near 
them. T h e n they p a u s e d , in what s e e m e d to h a v e b e e n an 
exc i ted conversat ion, a n d s tared at u s with silent impert inence. 

L iv ings ton hugged my arm a n d sa id cool ly a n d d i s t inc t ly : 
" B y the way, s p e a k i n g o f mules , h a v e y o u ever familiarized 
yourse l f with the natural history o f the a s s ? I a s sure you it is 
very interest ing—his length o f ear , his f o o d o f thistles, his 
pa t i ence under insult, the toughness o f his h ide—in s h o r t — " 
By this t ime we were beyond their hearing a n d h e p a u s e d . 

1 g a v e a s ca red laugh which the g r o u p must a l so have heard, 
a n d s a i d : " Well that was cool , any w a y . " 

" Y o u s e e , " sa id L iv ings ton , " I wanted to h a v e them un 
der s tand that we h a d been improving our minds , by devo 

tion to scientific subjects . T h e y were b o u n d to hear what w« 
sa id a n d I wanted to leave a g o o d impress ion . " 

T h e coo l i m p u d e n c e o f the per formance took m e b y surprise, 
but, on the whole, it p l e a s e d me. I t was a d e e d that I never 
could h a v e done m y s e l f a n d I was a s toni shed to find that there 
was something in it that grati f ied a spirit of re sentment of 
which I h a d b e e n the unconsc ious posses sor . T h e utter indif-
ference o f the m a n to their sp i te was a n a t ta inment altogether 
beyond me, a n d I cou ld not help admir ing it. 

L iv ings ton a c c o m p a n i e d m e to my room, but w e par ted at 
the door, although I b e g g e d the privilege of t ak ing him in a n d 
making h im a c q u a i n t e d with my chum. H e lef t m e with an 
invitation to cal l u p o n him at my convenience , a n d I entered 
my r o o m in a much lighter m o o d than that which drove m e 
out from it. I did not tell H e n r y at o n c e o f m y new acquaint-
ance, for I was not at al l sure that h e would b e p l e a s e d with 
the information. Indeed , I knew he would not be, for he was 
a fair measurer o f personal va lues , a n d held L i v i n g s t o n a n d 
Mul lens in nearly equal dislike. Still I took a s t range comfor t 
in the thought that I had entered the t o p m o s t c l ique , a n d drat 
Mul lens , the man who had determined to bring m e to his own 
level, had seen m e arm-in-arm with o n e o f the mos t exc lus ive 
and ar is tocrat ic fellows in the col lege . 

A n d now, lest the reader should s u p p o s e that H e n r y h a d a 
knowledge o f L iv ings ton ' s immorality o f character which justi-
fied his dis l ike of him, I ought to say a t o n c e that he was not a 
bad man , s o far a s I was ab le to learn. I f he indulged in im-
moral pract ices with those of his own age , h e never led m e 
into them. I c a m e to b e o n familiar terms with him a n d them. 
I was younger than mos t o f them, a n d was pe t ted b y them. 
M y pur se was a s free a s theirs o n al l socia l occas ions , a n d I 
was never m a d e to feel that I w a s in any way their inferior. 

H e n r y was a worker who h a d his own fortune to m a k e , a n d 
he p r o p o s e d to m a k e i t H e was consc ious that the whole 
clique of which Liv ingston was a m e m b e r held nothing in com-
mon with him, a n d that thev cons idered him to b e socially be-
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neath them. H e k n e w they were not ac tua ted b y manly aims, 
a n d that they h a d n o sympathy with those who were thus act-
uated. T h e y s tudied n o more than was nece s sa ry to avoid 
disgrace . T h e y intended to have a n easy time. T h e y were 
thoroughly good-natured a m o n g themselves , l aughed freely 
about profes sors a n d tutors, t o o k a ve ry superficial view of life, 
a n d s e e m e d to regard the co l lege a s a mill through which it was 
neces sary to pas s , or a wait ing-place in which it was cons idered 
the proper thing to s top until their b e a r d s should mature . 

T h e society o f these m e n h a d n o b a d ef fect u p o n me , or 
n o n e percept ib le to mysel f for a long t ime. B r a c e d by them 
as I was, M r . M u l l e n s m a d e n o headway aga ins t m e ; a n d I 
c a m e a t la s t to feel that m y pos i t ion was secure . With the 
corrective" o f H e n r y ' s society a n d example , a n d with the habit 
of dai ly devot ion unimpaired , I went o n for months with a 
measurab le d e g r e e o f sat is fact ion to myself. Sti l l I was con-
scious of a gradual ly lowering tone o f feeling. By listening to 
the ut terance of ca re le s s words a n d worldly sent iments from 
my new companions , I c a m e to look leniently u p o n many 
things a n d u p o n m a n y m e n o n c e abhorrent to me. Uncon-
sc ious ly a t the time, I tried to br ing my Christianity into a com-
promise with worldliness, and to sacrif ice my scruples o f con-
sc ience to what s e e m e d to b e the d e m a n d s of soc ia l usage . I 
h a d found the temptat ion for which I h a d sought s o long, and 
which h a d s o long sought without finding me , b u t a la s ! I did 
not recognize it when it c a m e . 

C H A P T E R X I V . ^ ' C O 

MY F I R S T V I S I T T O N E W Y O R K , A N D M Y F I R S 1 3 L A S S O F W I N K . 

RELYING u p o n m y new associat ions for the preservat ion of 
my socia l posit ion, now that m y history h a d b e c o m e known in 
the col lege, it was nece s sa ry for m e to b e seen occas iona l ly 
with the set to which I had b e e n admit ted a n d welcomed. 
Th i s apparent necess i ty not unfrequently led m e to their rooms , 
in which there were occas iona l ga ther ings o f the fellows, a n d 
in o n e or two o f which a surreptit ious bot t le o f wine was in-
dulged in. O f the wine I steadily re fused to b e a par taker , 
and it was never urged u p o n m e but once , when Liv ingston 
interposed, a n d sa id I should ac t my own pleasure . T h i s m a d e 
the a t tempt to carry on my doub le life easier , a n d saved m e 
from be ing scared away from i t T h e r e was n o carous ing a n d 
no drunkennes s—noth ing to offend, 

in those m o d e s t s y m p o s i a 
— a n d they c a m e at last to wear a very harmless look to me , 
as soc ia ted 

a s they were with g o o d fel lowship a n d hospitality. 
Walk ing one day with Liv ingston, who fanc ied m e a n d l i e d 

to have m e with him, he sa id : " Bonnicast le , y o u ought to s e e 
more o f the world. Y o u ' v e b e e n c o o p e d u p all your life, and 
are a s innocent a s a ch icken . " 

" Y o u wouldn't have m e anything but innocent would you ? " 
I sa id laughing. 

" N o t a bit o f i t I l ike a c lean fellow l ike you, but you 
must s e e something, s o m e t ime . " 

" There ' l l b e t ime enough for that when I ge t through s tudy , " 
i re sponded. 

" Yes , I s u p p o s e s o , " h e said, " but, m y boy, P v e taken it 
into my head to introduce you to N e w Y o r k life. I would 
like to show you my mother a n d s isters a n d my five hundred 
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friends. I want to have you see where I l ive and how I live, 
a n d get a taste of m y sort of life. Bradford a n d your aunt are aD 
very well, I dare say, but they are a little old-fashioned, I fancy 
C o m e , now, don't they b o r e y o u ? " 

" N o , they don't , " I replied heartily. " T h e best friends I have 
in the world are in Bradford, and I am more anxious to please 
and satisfy them than I can tell you. T h e y are very fond of 
me, and that g o e s a great way with such a fellow as I a m . " 

» Oh, I understand that , " said Livingston, " but I a m fond 
of you too, and, whaf s more, you must go home with m e next 
Christmas, for I shall leave col lege when another summer 
comes , a n d that will b e the last of me, so far a s you are con-

cerned. .Now you must make that little arrangement with y o i r 
aunt. Y o u can tell her what a splendid fellow I am, and 
humbug the old lady in any harmless way you choose ; but the 
thing must b e d o n e . " 

T h e project, to tell the truth, set m y heart bounding with a 
keen anticipation of delight. Livingston was the first New 
York friend I had m a d e who seemed to b e worth the making. 
T o b e received into his family a n d introduced to the acquaint-
ance of his friends s e e m e d to me to b e the bes t opportunity 
possible for seeing the city on its better side. I was sure that 
he would not willingly l ead me into wrong-doing. H e ha«, 
always forborne any criticism of my conscientious scruples 
S o I set myself at work to win Mrs. Sanderson ' s consent to the 
v i s i t She had b e c o m e increasingly fond of me, and greedy 
of my presence and society with her increasing age, and I knew 
it would b e an act of self-denial for her to grant my r e q u e s t 
However , under my eloquent representations of the desirable-
ness of the visit, on social grounds, she was persuaded, and I 
had the pleasure of reporting her consent to Livingston. 

I p a s s over the events of the swift months that m a d e u p the 
record of my first year and of the second autumn of my col-
lege life, mentioning only the facts that I maintained a respect 
able posit ion in my class without excellence, and that I visited 
home twice. Everything went on well in my a u n f s family 

She retained the health she had r e g a i n e d ; and Mrs. Belden 
had become, a s her helper and companion, everything she h ad 
anticipated. She had taken upon herself much of the work I 
had learned to do, and, so far a s I could see , the family life was 
harmonious and happy. . 

M y vanity was p iqued by the reflection that H e n r y had 
achieved better progress than I , and was much more generally 
respected. H e had gradually m a d e himself a social center 
without the effort to d o so, and had pushed his way by sterling 
work and worth. Nothing of this, however, was known in 
Bradford, and we were received with equal consideration by all 
our friends. 

F o r months the pro jected holiday visit to N e w Y o r k had 
shone before m e a s a glittering g o a l ; a n d when at last, o n a 
sparkling D e c e m b e r morning, I found myself with Livingston 
dashing over the blue waters of the S o u n d toward the great 
city, m y heart bounded with pleasure. H a d I been a winged 
spirit about to explore a new star, I could not have felt more 
buoyantly e x p e c t a n t Livingston was as delighted a s myself, 
for he was sympathetic with me, and anticipated great enjoy-
ment in being the cup-bearer a t this new feas t of my life. 

We p a s s e d Hel lgate , we slid by the sunny islands, we ap-
proached the gray-blue c loud pierced by a hundred shadowy 
spires under which the city lay. S teamers pushed here and 
there, forests of mas t s bristled in the distance, asthmatic little 
tugs were towing great ships seaward, ferry-boats crowded with 
men reeled out from their docks and flew in every direction, 
and a weather-beaten, b lack ship, crowded with immigrants, 
cheered us as we rushed by t h e m A s far a s the eye could see , 
down the river and out upon the bay, all was life, large and 
abounding. M y heart swelled within me as I g a z e d upon the 
splendid spectacle, and in a moment, my p a s t life and all that 
was behind m e were dwarfed and insignif icant 

A s we approached the wharf, we saw among the a s semblage 
of hacks and their drivers—drivers who with frantic whips en-
deavored to attract our a t tent ion—a plain, shining carriage, 
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with a coachman and footman in livery on the box . T h e men 
saw us , a n d raised their hats. T h e footman j u m p e d from his 
p l a c e as we touched the wharf, and, relieved by him of our 
satchels, we quietly walked through the boisterous crowd, en-
tered the coach, and slowly took our way a long the busy streets. 
T o b e thus shut in behind the cleanest of cut-glass, to recline 
upon the most luxurious upholstery, to b e taken care of and 
shielded from all the roughness of that tumultuous out-door 
world, to b e lifted out of the harsh necessit ies that m a d e that 
world forbidding, t o feel that I was a favored child of fortune, 
fiUed m e with a strange, selfish delight. I t was like entering 
upon the realization of a great, sweet dream. 

L iv ings ton watched my face with much secret pleasure, I do 
not doubt , but he sa id little, except" to point out to m e the more 
notable edifices on the route. I was in a city of p a l a c e s -
warehouses that were the homes of mighty commerce and 
dwellings that spoke of marve lous wealth. Beautiful women, 
wrapped in costly furs, swept a long the pavement , or peered 
forth from the windows of carriages like our o w n ; shops were 
in their holiday attire and crowded with every conceivable arti-
cle of luxury and taste, and the evidences of money, money, 
money, pressed upon me from every side. M y love of beauti-
ful things and of beautiful l i f e - l i f e relieved of all its homely 
details and n e c e s s i t i e s - l i f e that c a m e through the thoughtful 
and skillful ministry of o t h e r s - l i f e that c o m m a n d e d what it 
wanted with the waving of a hand or the breathing of a w o r d -
life that looked down upon all other life a n d l o o k e d up to none 
- m y love of this life, always in m e , and more and more devel-
oped by the circumstances which surrounded me, was stunu. 
lated a n d gratified beyond measure^ 

A t length we drew up to a splendid house in a fashionable 
quarter of the city. T h e footman o p e n e d the door m a twink-
ling, and we ran up the broad s teps to a landing at which an 
eager mother waited. Smothered with welcoming kisses fron-
her a n d his sisters, L iv ings ton could not immediately present 
me, and Mrs . L iv ings ton saved him the trouble by calling m, 

name and taking m y hand with a dignified cordiality which 
charmed me. T h e daughters, three in number, were shyer, 
but no less hearty in their greeting than their mother. T w o oI 
them were young ladies, and the third was evidently a school-
girl who h a d c o m e home to spend the holidays. 

L ivingston and I soon mounted to our room, but in the brief 
moments of our p a u s e in the library and our p a s s a g e through 
the hall my eyes had been busy, and had taken in by hurried 
g lances the beautiful appointments of my friend's home. I t 
was as charming as good taste could m a k e it, with unlimited 
wealth at command. T h e large mirrors, the exquisite paint-
ings, the luxurious furniture, the rich carvings, the objects of 
art and vertu, gathered from all lands, and g rouped with faultless 
tact and judgment , the carpets into which the foot sank a s into 
a close-cropped lawn, the artistic forms of every article of ser-
vice and convenience, all combined to m a k e an interior that 
was essentially a poem. I had never before seen such a: house, 
and when I looked upon its graceful a n d gracious keepers , and 
received their gentle courtesies, I went up-stairs with h e a d and 
heart and sense a s truly intoxicated a s if I had been mastered 
by music, or eloquence, or song. 

At the dinner-table, for which we m a d e a careful toilet, all 
these impressions were confirmed or heightened. T h e ladies 
were exquisitely dressed, the service was the perfection of quiet 
and thoughtful ceremony, the cooking was French, the china 
and g lass were ob jec t s of artistic study in their forms and deco-
rations, the choicest flowers gathered from a conservatory which 
opened into the dining-room, breathed a del icate perfume, a n d 
all the materials a n d ministries of the meal were wrapped in 
an atmosphere of happy leisure. Livingston was evidently a 
favorite a n d pet of the family, and a s he had c o m e b a c k to his 
home from another sphere and experience of life, the conver 
sation was surrendered to him. Into this conversat ion he 
adroitly drew me, and under the grateful excitements of the hour 
I talked as I had never talked before. T h e ladies flattered me 
by their attention and applause, and nothing occurred ta 



d a m p e n my spirits until, at the dessert , Mrs . L ivingston oegged 
the p leasure of drinking a glass of wine with me. 

Throughout the dinner I had declined the wine that had 
b e e n proffered with every course. I t was quietly done, with 
only a motion of the hand to indicate refusal , and I do not 
think the family had noticed that I had not taken m y wine with 
themselves. N o w the case was different. A lady whom I 
honored, whom I desired to please , who was doing her best to 
honor and p lease m e — m y friend's mother at her own t ab le— 
offered what she intended to be a special honor. M y f ace 
flamed with embarrassment, I s tammered out some sort of 
apology, and declined. 

" Now, mother, you really must not do anything of that sort , " 
sa id Livingston, " unless you wish to drive Bonnicas t le out of 
the house. I meant to have told you. I f s one of the things 
I l ike in him, for it shows that he's c lean and plucky." 

" B u t only one little glass, yoù know—jus t a sip, to celebrate 
the fact that we l ike one another," said Mrs . Livingston, with 
a n encouraging smile. 

But I did not drink. Livingston still interposed, and, al-
though the family detected the disturbed condition of my feel-
ings, and did what they could to restore my equanimity, I felt that 
my little scruple had been a discord in the music of the feast. 

M r . Livingston, the head of the house, had not yet shown 
himself H i s wife regretted his absence, or sa id she regretted 
it, but he had some special rea son for dining at his club that 
d a y ; and I m a y as well say that that red-faced gentleman 
s e e m e d to have a special reason for dining at his c lub nearly 
every day while I remained in N e w York, although he con . 
sented to get boozy at his own table on Christmas. 

W e had delightful musie in the evening, and my eyes were 
feasted with pictures and statuary and the bric-à-brac gathered 
in long foreign travel ; but when I retired for the night I was 
in no m o o d for devotion, and I found myself quarreling with 
the scrapie which h a d prevented me from accepting the speda ' 
friendly courtesy of my hos tes s a t dinner. 

Wine s e e m e d to b e the natural attendant upon this high and 
beautiful life. I t was the mos t del icate and costly language in 
which hospitality could speak. T h e r e were ladies before me, 
o ld a n d young, who took it without a thought of wrong or of 
harm. Was there any wrong or harm in it ? Was m y objection 
to it b o m of a narrow education, or an austere view of life, or 
of prejudices that were essentially vulgar ? O n e thing I saw 
very plainly, viz., that the pract ice of total abst inence in the 
society and surroundings which I most courted would m a k e me 
uncomfortably singular, and, what was mos t distressing to me, 
suggest the vulgar rusticity of my associations. 

F r o m m y childhood wine and strong drink had b e e n repre-
sented to me to b e the very poison on which vice and immo-
rality lived and thrived. M y father had a hatred of them which 
no words could express. T h e y were the devil's own instruments 
for the destruction of the souls and lives of men. I was bred 
to this belief and opinion. Mr. Bradford had warned m e against 
the temptation to drink, in whatever form it might present 
itself Mr. Bird was a sworn foe to all that had the power to 
intoxicate. When I went away from home, it was with a de-
termination, entered into and confirmed upon m y knees , that I 
would neither taste nor handle the seductive draught which had 
brought ruin to such multitudes of young men. 

Yet I lay for hours that first night in m y friend's home, while 
he was quietly sleeping, debating the quest ion whether, in the 
new and unlooked-for circumstances in which I found myse l f I 
should yield m y scruples, and thus bring mysel f into harmony 
with the life that had so many charms for me. T h e n m y im-
agination went forward into the beautiful possibil it ies of m y fu-
ture life in T h e Mansion, with the grand old house refitted and 
refurnished, with its service enlarged and refined, with a grace-
ful young figure occupying Mrs. Sanderson's place, and with all 
the delights around me that eye and ear could covet , and taste 
devise and gather. 

In fancies like these I found my scruples fading away, and 
those manly impulses a n d ambitions which had m o v e d ma 



mightily at first, but which h a d stirred m e l e s s a n d le s s with ih« 
advanc ing months, a lmost extinguished. I was l e s s interested 
in what I should do to m a k e myself a man , with power a n d in 
fluence u p o n those a r o u n d me , than with what I should enjoy. 
O n e tarn o f the ka l e idoscope h a d changed the vis ion from a 
m a s s of plain a n d soberly tinted crys ta l s to a g a l a x y of bril 
liants, which enchained a n d enchanted me. 

I slid a t la s t from fanc ies into dreams . Beaut i fu l maidens 
with yellow hair a n d sweeping r o b e s m o v e d through g rand sa-
loons , paus ing at harp a n d p iano to flood the air with the rain 
of heavenly m u s i c ; s tately d a m e s b e n t to m e with flattering 
words ; g r o u p s in marb le wreathed their snowy a r m s aga ins t a 
background of flowering g r e e n e r y ; g i lded chandel iers b lazed 
through screens o f pr i smat ic c r y s t a l ; fountains s a n g and 
splashed a n d sparkled, yet all the t ime there w a s a dread of 
s o m e lurking p r e s e n c e — s o m e serpent that was a b o u t to leap 
and g r a s p m e in its c o i l s — s o m e g o r g o n that would show his 
grinning head behind the forms of beauty that capt iva ted my 
s e n s e s — s o m e impersonated terror that b y the s h a k e of its 
finger or the ut terance o f a dreadful word would shatter the 
beautiful world a r o u n d m e into fragments, or scorch it into 
ashes . 

I w o k e the next morning unrefreshed a n d unhappy. I woke 
with that fee l ing o f wear iness which c o m e s to every m a n who 
t a m p e r s with his convict ions , a n d feels that h e h a s lost some-
thing that h a s b e e n a cherished par t of h imsel f T h i s feeling 
wore a w a y a s I h e a r d the roar of carr iages through the streets, 
a n d rea l ized the novelty o f the s c e n e s a round me. Livingston 
was merry, a n d at the breakfa s t table, which was crowned with 
flowers a n d Chr i s tmas gifts, the trials of the previous night were 
all forgotten. 

T h e L iv ings tons were E p i s c o p a l i a n s — t h e o n e Protestant 
sect which in those d a y s m a d e much o f Chr i s tmas . We all 
a t tended their church, a n d for the first t ime in my life I wit-
nes sed its beaut i ful ritual. T h e mus ic , p r e p a r e d with great 
care for the occas ion, was more impress ive than any I had 

ever heard. M y ¿esthetic nature was charmed. Everything 
s e e m e d to harmonize with the order a n d the a p p c i n t m e n t s o» 
the house I h a d ju s t l e f t A n d there was my stately hostess , 
with her lovely daughters , kneel ing a n d d e v o u d y r e s p o n d i n g — 
she who had of fered a n d they who h a d drunk without of fense 
to their consc iences the wine which I , n o better than they, h a d 
refused. T h e y could b e Christ ians a n d drink wine, a n d why 
not I ? I t must b e all a matter o f education- H i g h life could 
b e devout ly rel igious life, a n d rel igious life was not harmed by 
wine. M y consc i ence h a d received i ts salvo, a n d oh, pitiful, 
recreant coward that I was , I was ready to b e t e m p t e d ! 

T h e Chr i s tmas dinner brought the temptat ion. M r . L iv ing-
ston was at home, a n d pres ided at his table . H e h a d broached 
a particularly o ld and choice bott le o f wine for the occas ion , 
and would b e g the p l e a s u r e o f drinking with the y o u n g men. 
And the y o u n g m e n drank with him, a n d both h a d the dishonor 
of see ing him stupid a n d silly be fore he left the board . I did 
not look at Mrs . L iv ings ton during the dinner. I h a d refused to 
drink with her the day before , and I had fallen f r o m my resolu-
tion. T h e wine I drank did not go down to warm a n d stimu 
late the sources o f my life, nor did it rise a n d s p r e a d confusion 
through my brain, but it burned in my consc ience a s i f a torch, 
dipped in s o m e liquid hell, h a d been tos sed there. 

I t was a specia l occa s ion—thi s was what I whispered to my 
consc ience—this was the breath that I b rea thed a hundred 
times into it to quench the hiss ing torture. I t was a specia l 
occasion. What was I , to s tand be fore these lovely Christian 
women with a n a s sumpt ion of superior virtue, a n d a r ebuke of 
their habits a n d i n d u l g e n c e s ? I did not want the w i n e ; I 
did not wish to drink a g a i n ; a n d thus the fire gradual ly d ied 
away. I was left, however, with the uncomfor tab le conscious-
ness that I h a d in no degree raised myself in the es t imat ion of 
the family. T h e y h a d witnessed the sacrif ice o f a s c rup le a n d 
an indication o f m y weakness . L iv ings ton , I knew, felt sadly 
about i t I t had brought m e nothing that I des i red or expected . 

T h e d a y s be tween Chr i s tmas a n d N e w Y e a r ' s were packed 



with a thousand pleasures . A party w a s gathered for u s in 
which I was pre sented to many beautiful girls a n d their stylish 
brothers . W e vis i ted the theaters , w e were invited everywhere, 
a n d we often a t tended a s many a s two or three a s s embl i e s in 
an evening. T h e days a n d nights were a cont inued round oi 
social p leasures , a n d we l ived in a whirl of e x c i t e m e n t T h e r e 
was n o time for thought, and with me , at leas t , n o des ire for it. 

B u t t h e t ime flew away until we waited only the exci tements 

o f N e w Y e a r ' s D a y to c l o s e our vacat ion, a n d return to the 

quiet l i fe w e h a d left under the e lms o f N e w H a v e n , I h a t 

day was a m e m o r a b l e o n e to m e a n d d e m a n d s a c h a p t e r f<* 

its record. 

C H A P T E R X V . 

I O O O U T T O M A K E N E W Y E A R ' S C A L L S A N D R E T U R N 1 » 

D I S G R A C E . 

NEW YEAR'S morning dawned bright a n d c o l d " A happy 
N e w Y e a r to you ! " shouted L iv ings ton from his b e d T h e 
call w o k e m e from a heavy s lumber into delightful anticipa-
tions, a n d the realization o f a great j o y in living, such a s c o m e s 
only to y o u t h — a n exulting, superabounding sense of vitality 
that care a n d a g e never know. 

We rose a n d dres sed ourse lves with scrupulous pains-taking 
for calls. O n de scend ing to the breakfast-room, we f o u n d the 
young ladies quite a s exci ted a s ourselves. T h e y h a d prepared 
a little b o o k in which to k e e p a record of the ca l l s they ex-
pec ted to rece ive dur ing the day, for, accord ing t o the uni-
versal cus tom, they were to k e e p o p e n house . T h e carr iage 
was to b e at the d i sposa l of my friend a n d m y s e l f a n d we were 
as ambit ious concerning the amount of courtesy to b e shown 
as the y o u n g l ad ie s were touching the a m o u n t to b e r e c e i v e d 
W e i n t e n d e d b e f o r e bedt ime, to present our N e w Y e a r ' s greet-
ings to every l ady w e h a d met during the week. 

Be fore w e left the house , I saw what prepara t ions h a d been 
m a d e for the hospi table recept ion o f visitors. A m o n g them 
s tood a row o f wine bott les a n d decanters . T h e view sad-
dened me. Al though I had not ta s ted wine s ince " the spec ia l 
occas ion , " m y consc ience h a d not c e a s e d to remind me , though 
with weakened sting, that I h a d sacr i f iced a consc ient ious s c ru 
pie and broken a promise . I could in no way rid mysel f of 
the s ense o f having b e e n w o u n d e d s t a i n e d i m p o v e r i s h e d i 
had c e a s e d to b e what I had been . I h a d e n g a g e d in n o de-
bauch, 1 h a d deve loped n o appetite, I w a s not in love with m y 



with a thousand pleasures . A party w a s gathered for u s in 
which I was pre sented to many beautiful girls and their stylish 
brothers . W e vis i ted the theaters , w e were invited everywhere, 
a n d we often a t tended a s many a s two or three a s s embl i e s in 
an evening. T h e days a n d nights were a cont inued round ot 
social p leasures , a n d we l ived in a whirl of e x c i t e m e n t T h e r e 
was n o time for thought, and with me , at leas t , n o des ire for it. 

B u t t h e t ime flew away until we waited only the exci tements 

o f N e w Y e a r ' s D a y to c l o s e our vacat ion, a n d return to the 

quiet l i fe w e h a d left under the e lms o f N e w H a v e n , I h a t 

day was a m e m o r a b l e o n e to m e a n d d e m a n d s a c h a p t e r f<* 

its record. 

C H A P T E R X V . 

I O O O U T T O M A K E N E W Y E A R ' S C A L L S A N D R E T U R N 1 » 

D I S G R A C E . 

NEW YEAR'S morning dawned bright a n d cold. " A happy 
N e w Y e a r to you ! " shouted L iv ings ton from his bed . T h e 
call w o k e m e from a heavy s lumber into delightful anticipa-
tions, a n d the realization o f a great j o y in living, such a s c o m e s 
only to y o u t h — a n exulting, superabounding sense of vitality 
that care a n d a g e never know. 

We rose a n d dres sed ourse lves with scrupulous pains-taking 
for calls. O n de scend ing to the breakfast-room, we f o u n d the 
young ladies quite a s exci ted a s ourselves. T h e y h a d prepared 
a little b o o k in which to k e e p a record of the ca l l s they ex-
pec ted to rece ive dur ing the day, for, accord ing t o the uni-
versal cus tom, they were to k e e p o p e n house . T h e carr iage 
was to b e at the d i sposa l of my friend a n d m y s e l f a n d we were 
as ambit ious concerning the amount of courtesy to b e shown 
as the y o u n g l ad ie s were touching the a m o u n t to b e received. 
W e intended, b e f o r e bedt ime, to present our N e w Y e a r ' s greet-
ings to every l ady w e h a d met during the week. 

Be fore w e left the house , I saw what prepara t ions h a d been 
m a d e for the hospi table recept ion o f visitors. A m o n g them 
s tood a row o f wine bott les a n d decanters . T h e view sad-
dened me. Al though I had not ta s ted wine s ince " the spec ia l 
occas ion , " m y consc ience h a d not c e a s e d to remind me , though 
with weakened sting, that I h a d sacr i f iced a consc ient ious s c ru 
pie and broken a promise . I could in no way rid mysel f of 
the s ense o f having b e e n wounded, stained, impoverished, i 
had c e a s e d to b e what I had been . I h a d e n g a g e d in n o de-
bauch, 1 h a d deve loped n o appetite, I w a s not in love with m y 



sin. I could have heartily wished that wiue were out of the 
world. Y e t I had couseuted to have my d e f e n s e s broken into 
and there had been neither time nor p rac t . ca l drsposmon tc 
repair the breach. N o t one prayer had I offered, or dared to 
offer, during the week. M y foolish act nad shut out G o d and 
extinguished the sense of his loving favor and l u s h e d 
blindly through my pleasures from day to day, re fusmg t o b , 
ten to the upbraidings of that faithful momtor winch he had 

placed within me. . . -
P At last , it was declared not too early to beg in our vi s £ 
Already several young gentlemen h a d shown themselves at the 
L h i n g s t o n s , and my friend and I sallied forth. T h e coachman, 
waiting ^ the door, a n d thrashing his hands to k e e p them warm, 
wished us « a happy N e w Y e a r " a s we a p p e a r e d ^ 

" T h e s a m e to you, " re sponded Liv ings ton " a n d there 11 be 

another one to-night, if you serve us well to-day 
Y a n k e e , sir," « i d the coachman, s m i l i n g in anticipation 

" E E I t t o t k the list of calls to be m a d e that L i v i n g 
ston had prepared, mounted to his seat, the lad.es waved 
h e l hands P to us f r i m the window, and we drove rapxdly a w ^ 

" B o n n i c a s t l e , m y b o y , " said Livingston, throwing his arm 
around^ne as we rattled up the avenue, " t h i s is new b u s i n g 
to you. N o w don't d o anything to-day that you will b e S o n y 
for D o you know, I cannot like what has h a p p e n e d ? Y o u 
have mat been brought up like t h e r e s t of us, and you re all 
ri-ht H a v e your own way. I f s nobody's business. 

^ knew, of course , exactly what he meant, but I d o n o t k n o w 

what devil stirred within me the spirit o f resentment T o be 

wretched pnde . 

" T a k e care of yourself ;" I responded, sharply, " and don ' t 
worry about me. I shall do as I p lease . " 

" I f s the last time, old boy , " said Livingston, biting his lip, 
which quivered with pain and mortification. " I f s the last 
time. When I kiss a fellow and he spits in m y f ace I never 
do it again. M a k e yourself perfectly easy on that score . " 

Impulsively I g ra sped his hand and exc la imed : " O h ! don't 
say that. I beg your pardon. L e f s not q u a r r e l : I was a 
fool and a great deal worse, to answer a s I did." 

" A l l right," said h e ; " b u t if you get into trouble, don't 
blame m e ; t h a f s al l ." 

At this, we drew up t o a house to make our first calL I t was 
a grand establishment. T h e ladies were beautifully dressed, 
and very cordial, for Livingston was a favorite, a n d any young 
man whom he introduced was sure of a welcome. I was flat-
tered and exci ted by the attention I received, and charmed by 
the graceful manners of those who rendered it. H o u s e after 
house we visited in the s a m e way, uniformly declining all the 
hospitalities of the table, on the ground that it was too early 
to think of eating or drinking. 

At last we began to grow hungry for our lunch, and at a 
bountifully loaded table accepted an invitation to e a t Several 
young fellows were standing around it, nibbling their sandwiches, 
and sipping their wine. A g lass was poured and handed to me 
by a young lady with the toilet and manner of a princess. I 
took it without looking at Livingston^ held it for a while, then 
tasted it, for I was thirsty; then tas ted again a n d again, until 
my glass was empty. I was a s unused to the stimulant as a 
chi ld; and when I emerged into the open air m y face was 
aflame with its exciting poison. T h e r e was a troubled look on 
Livingston's face, and I could not resist the feeling that he was 
either angry or a larmed. M y first experience was that of de-
pression. Th i s was partly moral, I s u p p o s e ; but the sharp 
air soon reduced, the feverish sensation about m y head and 
eyes, and then a strange thrill o f exhilaration p a s s e d through 



me. I t was different from anything I h a d ever known, and I 
was consc ious , for the first t ime, o f the charm o f alcohol. 

T h e n c a m e the longing to ta s te again. I saw that I was in 
n o way di sabled . O n the contrary, I knew I h a d never b e e n 
s o buoyant in spirits, o r s o brilliant in conversat ion. M y im-
ag inat ion was exci ted. Everyth ing pre sented to m e its comi-
c a l a spect s , a n d there were ripples a n d roars o f laughter where-
ever I w e n t A f t e r r e p e a t e d g la s se s , I swal lowed at o n e house 
a draught o f champagne . I t w a s the first I h a d ever tasted, 
a n d the cold, t ingling fluid was all that was nece s sa ry to m a k e 
m e noisy a n d hilarious. I rallied L iv ings ton o n his long face , 
a s s u r e d him that I h a d never seen a jo l ly fel low alter s o rap-
idly a s he had s ince morning, b e g g e d him to t a k e something 
that would warm him, a n d began t o sing. 

" N o w , really y o u must b e quiet in this h o u s e , " s a id he, as 
we drew u p to a n old-fashioned mans ion in the suburbs . 
" T h e y are quiet p e o p l e here, a n d are not u s e d to noisy fel lows." 

" I ' l l w a k e ' e m u p , " s a id I , " a n d m a k e ' e m jo l ly . " 
We entered the door. I w a s consc ious of a s inging in my 

ears, a n d a sense o f confus ion. T h e warm air o f the room 
wrought in a few m o m e n t s a change in my feel ings , but I strug-
g led against it,- a n d tried with pitiful efforts to c o m m a n d my-
s e l f and to a p p e a r the sober m a n I was n o t T h e r e was a 
little g roup around u s near the windows, a n d at the other end 
o f the drawing-room—somewhat in shadow, for it w a s nearly 
night—there was another. A t length a tall m a n rose f rom this 
latter group, a n d a d v a n c e d toward the l i gh t Immedia te ly be-
hind him a y o u n g girl, a lmost a w o m a n in s ta ture a n d bearing, 
followed. T h e m o m e n t I could distinguish his form and feat-
ures a n d those o f his companion , I rushed toward them, for-
getful for the instant that I h a d lost my self-control, a n d em-
b r a c e d them both. T h e n I under took to present Mr. Bradford 
a n d my friend Mil l ie to L iv ings ton . 

I t did not s e e m strange to m e to find them in N e w York. 
What foolish things I s a id to Mr. B r a d f o r d a n d what maudlin 
words to Mil l ie I do not know. Both carried g rave faces. 

Millie's e y e s — f o r even through all that c loud o f s tupid insanity, 
from this far point o f d i s tance I s e e them st i l l—burned first 
like fire, then filled with tears . 

F o r what p a s s e d immediate ly after this, I a m indebted to a n 
other m e m o r y a n d not to m y own. 

Af ter watching m e a n d listening to m e for a minute in si lence, 
Millie dar ted to the s ide of L iv ings ton , a n d looking him fiercely 
in the face , e x c l a i m e d : " Y o u are a wicked man . Y o u ought 
to b e a s h a m e d to let him d o it. O h ! h e was s o g o o d and 
s o sweet when h e went a w a y from Bradford, a n d y o u have 
spoi led h i m — y o u have spoi led him. I ' l l never forgive you, 
n e v e r ! " 

" Mil l ie I m y d a u g h t o r ! " exc l a imed M r . Bradford. 
Mil l ie threw herself u p o n a sofa , and burying her h e a d in 

the pillow, burst into hysterical tears. 
L i v i n g s t o n turned to M r . B r a d f o r d a n d sa id : " I g ive you 

my word o f honor , sir, that I h a v e not drunk one d r o p ol 
wine to-day. I have refra ined from drinking entirely for his 
sake, a n d your daughter ' s a ccusa t ion is mos t u n j u s t " 

M r . Brad ford took the y o u n g man ' s hand cordially a n d sa id : 
* I be l i eve you, a n d you must pardon Millie. S h e is terribly 
d i sappointed, and s o a m I . S h e s u p p o s e d her friend h a d b e e n 
tempted b y b a d companions , a n d a s y o u were with him, she at 
once attr ibuted the evil influence to y o u . " 

" O n the contrary , " r e s p o n d e d Liv ingston, " no m a n has 
t empted him at all , a n d n o m a n cou ld t empt him. N o n e but 
women who pra te about their sufferings from drunken husbands 
a n d brothers cou ld have m o v e d h im from his determinat ion. 
I a m a s h a m e d to tell you who a t t acked his s c rup le s first I t 
was o n e who has r e a s o n enough, H e a v e n knows , to h a t e wine • 
but her efforts h a v e b e e n fo l lowed by scores o f younger 
women to-day, who h a v e s e e m e d to t a k e delight in leading him 
into a m a d d e b a u c h . " 

L iv ings ton s p o k e bitterly, and a s h e c losed, Mil l ie sprang 
from the sofa , a n d seizing his hand, kissed it, a n d wet it with her 
tears. < 



" P l e a s e take him home, a n d b e k ind to h im," she sa id . " 1 
a m s u i e he will never do it aga in . " 

In the meant ime, entirely o v e r c o m e by the heat of the room, 
ac t ing upor nerves which h a d b e e n st imulated beyond the 
power o f endurance , I h a d sunk helplessly into a chair, where 
I s tared stupidly u p o n the group, unab le to c o m p r e h e n d a 
word of t b : conversat ion . 

M r . Bradford took L iv ings ton as ide, a n d after s o m e words of 
pr ivate conversa t ion , both a p p r o a c h e d me, a n d tak ing m e by 
m y arms , l e i m e f r o m the house, a n d p l a c e d m e in the car-
riage. T h e dusk h a d a l ready descended , a n d I do not think 
that I was observed, s a v e b y one or two s trangers pas s ing u p o n 
the s idewalk. T h e seal of secrecy w a s p laced u p o n the l ips of 
the household b y the k ind off ices o f Mr. Bradford, and the 
story, s o far a s I know, was never told, s a v e a s it was afterward 
told to me , a n d a s I h a v e told it in these pages . 

T h e carr iage was driven rapidly homeward. T h e house of 
the L iv ings tons was u p o n a c o m e r , s o that a s ide entrance was 
avai lable for ge t t ing m e to my r o o m without publ ic observa-
tion. T h e strong a r m s o f L iv ings ton a n d the f o o t m a n bore 
m e to m y chamber , r e m o v e d my clothing, a n d p l a c e d m e in 
bed , where I s a n k a t o n c e into that heavy drunken s lumber 
from which there is n o waking e x c e p t that of torture. 

T h e morning af ter N e w Y e a r ' s w a s as bright a s that which 
p r e c e d e d it, b u t it h a d n o brightness for m e . T h e heart which 
h a d l e a p e d u p into g l adnes s a s it g reeted the N e w Y e a r ' s dawn, 
was a l u m p o f l ead . T h e h e a d that w a s a s c lear a s the sky it-
sel f on the previous morning, w a s dull a n d heavy with a strange, 
throbbing pain. M y mouth was dry and hot, a n d a languor 
held m e in p o s s e s s i o n from which it s e e m e d impos s ib le to rou.se 
m y s e l f T h e n all the m a d doings o f the day which h a d wit-
n e s s e d m y fall c a m e b a c k to me , a n d it s e e m e d a s if the shame 
o f it all would kill m e . L iv ings ton brought m e s o m e cooling 
and correct ive draught, on the strength of which I rose. T h e 
iizzy fee l ing was not entirely gone , and I ree led in a pitiful 

way while d r e s s i n g ; b u t co ld water, a cool room, a n d motion, 
soon p l a c e d m e in pos se s s ion o f myself . 

" I can ' t g o down to breakfas t , L iv ings ton , " I said. " I 
have d i sgraced you a n d all the family " 

" O h ! women forgive, my b o y , " sa id he, with a c o n t e m p t u o u s 
shrug. " N e v e r you mind. I f they don' t l ike their own work, 
let them d o it bet ter . " 

" B u t I can't f a ce them, " I s a i d 
" F a c e them! B a h ! it 's they who are to f a c e you. But 

don't trouble yourse l f You' l l find them a s p lac id a s a s u m m e r 
morning, ignoring everything. T h e y ' r e u s e d to i t " 

H e i n s i s t e d a n d I d e s c e n d e d to the breakfas t room. N o t 
an allusion was m a d e to the previous day ' s exper iences , e x c e p t 
as a r o u n d o f unal loyed p leasure . T h e y o u n g ladies had 
received an e n o r m o u s number of calls , a n d on the s ideboard 
stood a row of empty decanters . T h e r e was n o thought o f the 
headaches a n d heart-burnings with which the city abounded , n o 
thought o f suicidal habits begun or conf i rmed through their 
agency, n o thought of the drunkards they were nurs ing in to 
husbands. T h e r e sat the mother in her matronly dignity, dis-
pensing her fragrant coffee, there were the y o u n g ladies chat-
tering over their list, a n d talking o f this o n e and that o n e of 
their cal lers , a n d there was I , a confused ruin o f h o p e s a n d 
purposes which c lustered around a single central point o f con-
sciousness a n d that p o i n t hot with s h a m e a n d remorse . 

We were to return on the afternoon boa t that day, a n d I was 
not sorry. I was quite ready to turn my b a c k o n all the splen-
dors that had s o charmed m e on my arrival, o n all the new 
acqua intances I h a d m a d e , and o n my temptat ions . 

Spec ia l efforts were m a d e by M r s . L i v i n g s t o n a n d her 
daughters to re instate m e in my self-respect. T h e y were cor 
dial in their expres s ions of friendship, b e g g e d that I would not 
forget them, invited m e to visit them again a n d often, and 
loaded m e with all cour teous and friendly attentions. Living-
ston was quiet a n d co ld through it all. H e h a d intended to 
return m e a s g o o d a s h e brought me, and had f a i l e d H e was 



my senior, a n d h a d enterta ined a genuine re spect fo» my con-
sc ient ious scruples , over which, from the first m o m e n t I had 
k n o w n him, h e h a d a s s u m e d a sort o f guardianship. H e was 
high-spirited, a n d a s I had o n c e repel led his caut ioning care , I 
knew I should hear no m o r e from him. 

When we arrived at the boa t , I went a t once into the cabin, 
4 i n k in to a chair, bur ied my f ace in my hands, and g a v e my-
sel f u p to my sorrow a n d shame. I was g l a d that I should not 
find H e n r y in m y room o n m y return. H e h a d been g o n e a 
month when I left, for, through the necess i t ie s of self-support, 
h e h a d r e s u m e d his school dut ies in Bradford for the winter. 
I thought o f him in his daily work, and his nightly visits at my 
lather 's h o u s e ; o f the long conversat ions that would p a s s be-
»ween him a n d those whom I loved b e s t a b o u t o n e who had 
p r o v e d himself unworthy o f their r e g a r d ; o f the shameful man-
ner in which I h a d betrayed the conf idence 'o f my benefactres s , 
a n d the d i sgrace which I h a d brought u p o n mysel f in the. eyes 
o f M r . Bradford and Millie. I t then occurred to m e for the 
*irst t ime that M r . Bradford was on a N e w Y e a r ' s visit to his 
> laughter, whom he h a d previous ly p l a c e d in a N e w York 
fcehooL H o w should I ever m e e t them again ? H o w could 
they ever forgive m e ? H o w cou ld I ever win their re spect 
a n d conf idence again ? " O G o d ! O G o d ! " I said, in a whis-
per o f anguish, " how c a n I ever c o m e t o T h e e again, when I 
knew in my inmost heart that I was d i sobeying a n d grieving 
T h e e ? " 

I was consc ious at this m o m e n t that s t eps a p p r o a c h e d me. 
T h e n fol lowed a light touch u p o n my shoulder. I l o o k e d up, 
a n d saw M r . Bradford. I had never be fore seen his counte-
nance s o s ad , a n d at the s a m e t ime s o severe . 

" D o n ' t reproach m e , " I said, lifting my hands in depreca-
tion, " don't reproach m e : i f you do , I shall d ie . " 

" R e p r o a c h you, my boy ? " he said, drawing a chair to m j 
side while his hps quivered with sympathy, " there would b e no 
need of it i f I were d i sposed to do so. R e p r o a c h for error be-
tween erring morta l s is not b e c o m i n g . " 

" D o you s u p p o s e you c a n ever forgive m e and trust m e 
again ? " I a sked . 

" I forgive y o u and trust you now. I g ive you credit for 
c o m m o n - s e n s e Y o u h a v e proved, in your own exper ience , 

f 1 * o f ^ 1 h a v e told you, a n d I do not bel ieve that you 
n e e d to learn anything further, excep t that o n e mi s t ake and 
m i s s t s p l ike yours n e e d not ruin a l i fe . " 

" D o you really think," sa id I , eagerly g ra sp ing his arm, 
that I can ever b e aga in what I h a v e b e e n ? " 

" N e v e r a g a i n , " he replied, sadly shaking his head. " T h e 
b l o o m i s g o n e from the fruit, but i f you hate your folly with a 
hatted which will forever banish it from your life, the fruit is 
unin jured . " 

" A n d are they to k n o w all this in Brad ford ? " I a sked . 
" N e v e r from m e , " he replied. 

" Y o u are too kind to m e , " I said. " Y o u h a v e a lways b e e n 
kind." 

" I don' t know. I h a v e intended to b e kind, but if you are 
ruined through the inf luence o f M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s m o n e y I shall 
curse the day o n which I sugge s ted the thought that brought 
you under her p a t r o n a g e . " 

" W i l l you a c c e p t a p l e d g e from m e , " I sa id eagerly, " i n 
regard to the f u t u r e ? " 

" N o indeed, Arthur. N o p l e d g e c o m i n g from you to-day, 
while you are half bes ide yourse l f with s h a m e a n d sorrow, 
would have the va lue o f a straw. A promise can never r e d e e m 
a man who loses himsel f through lack o f strength a n d principle . 
A m a n who cannot b e controlled by G o d ' s Word certainly 
cannot b e controlled b y his own. I t will t a k e weeks for you 
to arrive a t a point where you can form a resolution that will 
be of the slightest value, and, when you reach that point, n o 
resolution will b e needed . S o m e inf luence h a s changed your 
views of life a n d your objects . Y o u have in s o m e way been 
shaken at y c u r foundations . When these b e c o m e sound again, 
you will b e res tored to yourse l f a n d not untfl then. Y o u fan-
cied that the religions influences and exper iences which we 



both remember had done m u c h to s trengthen you, but in truth 
they d id nothing. T h e y interrupted, and, for the time, ruined 
the p r o c e s s e s of a rel igious educat ion. Y o u fanc ied that in a 
day y o u h a d built what it t a k e s a l i fet ime to build, a n d you 
were, owing to the react ions o f that g rea t exci tement , a n d to 
the confus ion into which your thoughts and feel ings were 
thrown, weaker to resist t empta t ion than when you returned 
f rom T h e Bird ' s N e s t . I saw it all then, ju s t a s plainly a s I see 
it now. I h a v e d i s c o u n t e d all this exper ience of y o u r s — n o t 
precisely this, but something l ike it. I knew you would b e 
tempted, a n d that into the j o i n t s of a harnes s too loosely knit 
a n d f a s tened s o m e arrow would find its way . " 

" What a m I to do ? What c a n I d o ? " I s a id piteously. 
" B e c o m e a chi ld aga in , " he re sponded . " G o b a c k to the 

s imple faith a n d the s imple obed ience which y o u learned of 
your father. P u t away your pr ide a n d your l o v e o f that which 
enervates a n d emascu la te s you, a n d try with G o d ' s he lp to grow 
into a true man. I have had s o m a n y w e a k n e s s e s a n d faults of 
my own to l o o k after, diat I have never h a d the heart to under-
t a k e the instruct ion of o t h e r s ; but I fee l a d e g r e e o f responsi-
bility for you, a n d I know it is in you to b e c o m e a m a n who 
will bring j o y to your father a n d pr ide to m e . " 

" O h ! do bel ieve me , M r . Bradford , d o , " I said, " when I 
tell you that I will try to b e c o m e the m a n you desire m e to 
b e . " 

" I beKeve y o u , " h e responded. " I h a v e n o doubt that you 
will try, in a weaker or stronger way a n d m o r e or l e s s persist-
endy , to res tore yoursel f to your o ld footing. A n d now, as 
you h a v e forced a p romise upon me , which I d id not wish you 
•o m a k e , you must accep t o n e f rom m e . , 1 have taken you 
into m y h e a r t I took you into its w a n n e s t p lace when, years 
ago , o n our first acqua intance , you told m e that you loved me. 
A n d now I promise you that if I s e e that you c a n n o t b e what 
you ought to b e while retaining your p re sent p ro spec t s of 
wealth, I will put you to s u c h a test a s will p rove whether you 
have the m a n h o o d in you that I h a v e g iven y o u the credit for. 
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m y habit was knowii, and a s no one but L iv ings ton knew <A 
my fall, it was respected . I was ral l ied b y s o m e o f the fellows 
o n my s leepy eyes a n d h a g g a r d looks , b u t none o f them imag-
ined the cause , a n d the storm that h a d threatened to engulf m e 
blew over, a n d the waves a round m e grew calm aga in ,—the 
w a v e s a round me, but not the waves within. 

F o r a whole week af ter I returned, I was in cons t an t a n d al-
most unendurab le torture. T h e fear of d i scovery took posses-
s ion o f me. What if the men who were p a s s i n g a t the t ime Mr. 
Brad ford a n d L iv ings ton lifted m e into the carr iage h a d known 
m e ? W a s Pe te r Mul lens in N e w Y o r k that night, a n d was he 
o n e o f them ? T h i s quest ion n o sooner t o o k pos se s s ion o f my 
-oind, than I fancied, from the l o o k s a n d whisperings o f him 
- n d his companions , that the secret was in their possess ion. I 
b a d n o p e a c e f rom these susp ic ions until I h a d satisf ied myself 
that he had not left the co l lege during the holidays. Would 
M r . Bradford, by s o m e accident , o r through forget fu lness o f his 
promise to me, s p e a k of the mat te r to m y father, or H e n r y , or 
Mrs . Sander son ? Would Mill ie write a b o u t it to her mother ? 
Would it b e careless ly ta lked about b y the ladies who had wit-
nes sed m y d i s g r a c e ? Would it b e poss ib le for m e ever to show 
mysel f in Brad ford aga in ? Would the church learn o f my 
l a p s e a n d bring m e under i ts discipline ? Would the religious 
congrega t ions I h a d addre s sed hear o f my fall f r o m sobriety, 
a n d c o m e to regard m e a s a hypocri te ? S o s o r e was my self-
love, s o sensit ive was m y pride, that I a m sure I should have 
l ied to cover my shame, had the terrible e m e r g e n c y arisen. It 
did not rise, a n d for that I cannot c e a s e to b e gratefuL 

I t will read i ly b e seen that, while the fear o f discovery was 
u p o n me, a n d while I l ived a fa lse life o f care le s snes s a n d even 
gayety a m o n g my c o m p a n i o n s , to cover the tumults of dread 
a n d suspic ion that were go ing on within me , I d id not make 
much progres s in spiritual life. In truth I m a d e n o n e at alL 
M y prayer s were only wild be seech ings that I might b e spared 
f r o m exposure , a n d p ledges o f future o b e d i e n c e should my 
prayer s b e answered. S o thoroughly did my fears o f m e n pos-

• e s s me, that there was n o r o o m for repentance toward G o d 
or such a r e p e n t a n c e a s would g ive m e the bas i s o f a new de-
parture a n d a better life. I h a d a l ready tried to live two five« 
that should not b e d i scordant with each o t h e r ; now I tried to 
live two lives that I knew to b e antagonist ic . I t now b e c a m e 
an o b j e c t to a p p e a r to b e what I was not . I resumed a t inter-
va l s my a t tendance u p o n the prayer-meet ings to m a k e it a p p e a r 
that I still c lung to my religious life. T h e n , while in the soci-
ety of my companions , I mani fes ted a care le s s gayety which I 
did not feel. All the mani fes ta t ions o f my real life took p l ace 
in the sol i tude o f my room. T h e r e , wrestling with m y fears , 
a n d shut out f r o m m y old s o u r c e s of comfort a n d strength, I 
p a s s e d my nights. With a thousand luxurious app l i ances around 
me, n o sense of luxury ever c a m e to me. M y heart was a 
central living coal , and al l a round it was ashes . I even feared 
that the coa l might die, a n d that Henry , when he should return, 
would find his room beref t o f all that would g ive him w e l c o m e 
a n d cheer. 

A s the weeks p a s s e d away, the fear slowly expired, a n d a las I 
nothing that was bet ter c a m e in its p lace . N o sooner did I 
begin to exper ience the s ense o f safety f rom exposure , and 
f rom the temptat ion which had brought m e such gr ievous harm, 
than the o ld love o f luxurious life, a n d the o l d p lans for secur-
ing it, c a m e b a c k to m e . I felt sure that wine would neve» 
t empt m e aga in , a n d with this conf idence I built m e a foun 
dation of pr ide a n d self-righteousness o n which I c o u l d s tand, 
and regard mysel f with a certain d e g r e e of c o m p l a c e n c y . 

A s for efficient study, that w a s ou t o f the quest ion. I was 
in n o m o o d or condit ion for work. I s c r ambled through my 
le s sons in a d i sgraceful way. T h e better c la s s o f s tudent i 
were all surpas s ing me, a n d I found myself get t ing hopeless ly 
into the rear. I had fitful rebell ions aga inst this, a n d showed 
them a n d mysel f what I cou ld do when I earnest ly t r i e d : but 
the power of pers i s tence , which is born o f a worthy purpose^ 
held strongly in the soul , was absent , a n d there cou ld b e n a 
true a d v a n c e m e n t without it. 



I b lush with shame, even now, to think how I tried to covei 
my de l inquenc ie s f rom my father a n d Mrs . Sander son , by 
b e c o m i n g m o r e at tent ive to them than I h a d ever b e e n in the 
mat te r of writing letters . I knew that there was nothing that 
carr ied s o much j o y to my father a s a letter f rom me. 
I knew that h e read every letter I wrote him, aga in a n d again 
— t h a t h e carr ied it in his p o c k e t at his work—that he took it 
out at mea l s , a n d ta lked a b o u t it. I knew a l so that Mrs . 
Sander son ' s life was a lways g l a d d e n e d by a t tent ions of this sort 
from me , a n d that they tended to k e e p her heart open toward 
me. I n ju s t the d e g r e e in which I was c o n s c i o u s that I 
w a s unworthy o f their affection, did I strive to present to 
them my m o s t a m i a b l e side, a n d to convince them that I was 
anchanged . 

I l ived this hypocritical , unfruitful l i fe during all that w i n t e r , 
a n d when H e n r y c a m e to m e in the spring, c rowned with the 
fruits of his labor, a n d fresh f rom the loves a n d friendships 
of his Bradford home, with his s tudies all in hand, a n d with such 
evident growth of m a n h o o d that I felt a l m o s t afraid o f him, 
he found m e a n unhappy a n d a lmost reck le s s l aggard , with 
nothing to show for the winter's privi leges but a weakened will, 
d i s s ipated powers , frivolous habits , d e a d e n e d mora l a n d religious 
sensibilities, a n d a l i fe that had d e g e n e r a t e d into subter fuge 
a n d sham. 

My.natura l love of a p p r o b a t i o n — t h e s a m e greed for the g o o d 
opinion a n d the pra i se o f others which in m y chi ldhood m a d e 
m e a l i a r — h a d lost none o f its force, a n d did much to shape 
my intercourse with all a round m e . T h e s ense o f worthless-
ness which induced my specia l efforts to retain the good-will 
of Mrs . Sanderson, a n d the admirat ion a n d ' c o n f i d e n c e of my 
father, m o v e d m e to a new endeavor to ga in the friendship 
o f all my fellow-students. I felt that I could not af ford to 
have enemies . I h a d lost n o n e o f my popularity with the 
exc lus ive c l ique to which I had a t tached myse l f for even 
L i v i n g s t o n h a d seen with delight that I w a s not d i sposed to 
repeat the mis take of which he had b e e n s o d i s t ressed a wit 

ness. I grew more courteous and compla i sant toward those i 
had regarded a s socially my inferiors, until I knew that I was 
looked u p o n b y them a s a g o o d fellow. I was easy-tempered, 
ready at repartee, generous a n d care less , a n d although I 
had lost all reputat ion for industry and scholarship, I p o s s e s s e d 
just the character a n d manner s which m a d e m e welcome to 
every group . I b lush while I write of it, to r emember how I 
c u m e d favor with M r . Peter Mul lens a n d his s e t ; but to such 
mean shifts did a m e a n life force me. T o k e e p the b a r k of 
my popular i ty from foundering, o n which I was obl iged to trust 
everything, I to s sed overboard from time to time, to meet 
every rising necessity, my self-respect, until I had but little 
l e f t 



C H A P T E R X V I . 

P E T E R M U L L E N S A C Q U I R E S A V E R Y L A R G E STOCK O F OLD 

C L O T H E S . 

THOUGH M r . P e t e r M u l l e n s h a d but s lender relat ions to MJ 

outer l i fe—hardly enough to warrant the not ice I have already 
t a k e n of h im—there was a relat ion which I recognized in my 
exper ience a n d c i rcumstances that m a k e s it neces sary for m e 
to s ay more o f him. H e h a d recognized this relation him-
self, a n d it was this that e n g e n d e r e d my intense personal dislike 
of him. I knew that his willing d e p e n d e n c e o n others h a d 
robbed him o f any flavor o f m a n h o o d h e might at one t ime 
h a v e pos se s sed , a n d that I , very differently organized, was suf-
fering from the s a m e cause . I watched the ef fect u p o n him of 
this demoral iz ing influence, with a lmost a painful curiosity. 

Hav ing , a s he s u p p o s e d , given u p himsel f he felt that he 
h a d a right to s u p p o r t T h e r e s e e m e d to him to b e n o sweet-
n e s s in b r e a d that cou ld b e earned. Everything c a m e amis » 
to him that c a m e with per sona l c o s t H e w a s a lways looking for 
gifts . I will not s ay that he prayed for them, but I h a v e no 
d o u b t that h e prayed, a n d that his t empora l wants mingled in liis 
petit ions. N o gift humiliated him : he l ived by gifts . H i s greed 
for these was pitiful, and o f ten ludicrous. I n d e e d , h e was the 
s trangest mixture of piety, avarice , a n d beggar ly m e a n n e s s that 
I h a d ever seen. 

M y s e c o n d spr ing in co l l ege was verging u p o n summer. 
T h e weather was intensely hot, a n d all the fellows h a d put 
themse lves into s u m m e r c lothing—all but poor Peter Mullens . 
H e h a d c o m e out of the winter very seedy, a n d his heavy 
clothing still c lung to him, in the a b s e n c e o f supp l ie s of a 
lighter character . Although he h a d a grea t many p a i r s oI 

woolen s o c k s a n d str iped mittens, a n d a dozen or two neck-
ties, which had b e e n sent to him by a number o f p e r s o n s to 
whom h e g a v e the indefinite des ignat ion of " the s i s ters , " there 
s e e m e d to b e no way by which he cou ld t rans form them into 
summer clothing. H e was really in a dis tressed condition, and 
" the sisters " fai led to meet the emergency . 

At a gather ing of the fel lows of our c l ique o n e night, his 
affairs were brought up for d i scuss ion, a n d it was determined 
that we should g o through our respect ive wardrobes a n d weed 
out all the garments which we did not intend to wear again, 
and, o n the first dark night, t a k e them to his room. I was to 
m a k e the first visit, a n d to b e fol lowed in turn by the others . 

Accordingly , having m a d e u p a h u g e bund le o f ga rment s 
that would b e of u se to him, prov ided he could wear t h e m — 
a n d h e cou ld wear anything, a p p a r e n t l y — I started out one 
evening, a n d taking it in m y arms , went to his room. T h i s 
was loca ted in a r emote corner o f the dormitory, at the bot tom 
o f a narrow hall, a n d a s the hall was nearly dark , I depos i ted 
my bundle at the door and k n o c k e d for admiss ion. 

" C o m e in 1 " r e sponded Mul lens . 
I entered, a n d by g o o d fortune found him alone. H e was 

sitting in the dark , by the s ingle o p e n window of his room, and 
I could see b y the d im light that he was s t r ipped o f c o a t and 
w a i s t c o a t H e did not know m e at first, but , rising a n d strik 
ing a Hght, he e x c l a i m e d : " Well, this is kind of you, B o n n i c a s t l e 
I was ju s t thinking o f y o u . " 

H e then r e m e m b e r e d that his g l a s s e s h a d b e e n laid aside. 
Putt ing them on, he s e e m e d to regard himself a s q u i t e p r e s e n t -
able, a n d m a d e no further a t t empt to increase his clothing. I 
l ooked around the bare room, with its s ingle table, its wretched 
pair of chairs, its dirty bed, and its lonely occupant , a n d con-
trast ing it with the cosy a p a r t m e n t I had j u s t left, m y heart 
grew full of pity for him. 

" S o you were thinking of me, eh ? " I said. " T h a t was very 
k ind of you. Pray, what were you thinking ? Nothing bad , 1 
hope . " 



" N o , I was thinking a b o u t your privi leges . 1 was thinking 
how you h a d b e e n f a v o r e d . " 

I t was s t range that it h a d never occurred to Mul lens to think 
a b o u t or to envy those who held m o n e y by right, or b y the 
power of earning i t I t was only the money that c a m e a s a 
gift that st irred him. T h e r e were d o z e n s or hundreds o f fellows 
whose parent s were educat ing them, but these were never the 
sub jec t of his envious thoughts . 

" L e t ' s not talk about my pr iv i leges , " I said. " H o w are you 
gett ing a l o n g y o u r s e l f ? " 

" I a m really very hard u p , " h e replied. " I f the s is ters 
would only s e n d m e trousers, a n d such things, I should b e all 
right, but they don't s e e m to consider that I want trousers any 
m o r e than they do, confound them. " 

T h e quiet indignat ion with which this was ut tered a m u s e d 
me, a n d I l aughed o u t r i g h t B u t Mul lens was in sober earnes t , 
and go ing to his c loset he brought forth at least a dozen pairs 
of thick woolen socks , a n d a s many pairs o f s t r iped mittens, 
and laid them o n the table . 

" L o o k at that p i le , " sa id Mul lens , " a n d w e e p . " 
T h e comica l a s p e c t o f the matter had really reached the 

poor fellow's apprehens ion, and he l aughed heartily with m e . 
" What are you go ing to do with them ? " I a sked . 
" I don' t know," he r e p l i e d ; " I ' v e thought o f a n auction. 

What d o you say ? " 
" W h y don' t you try to sell them at the shops ? " I inquired. 
" L e t m e a lone for t h a t I ' v e b e e n all over the city with 

' e m , " s a id he. " O n e fellow said they didn't run even, and I 
don' t think they do , very, that 's a fac t . Another o n e sa id they 
looked l ike the fag-end of a n old s tock ; a n d the las t o n e I went 
to a s k e d m e if I s tole them. " 

" Well , Mul lens , the wind is tempered to the s h o m l a m b , " 1 
•a id , consolingly. " I f s J u n e . " 

" B u t it don' t a p p l y , " sa id Mul lens . " I 'm not shorn. The 
trouble i s that I ' v e got too m u c h wool . " 

T h i s w a s bright for Mul lens , a n d we both l aughed again 

After the laugh had pas sed , I s a i d : " I think I know o f eight 
or ten fel lows who will relieve you o f your surp lus s tock , and, 
a s I a m o n e o f them, I p r o p o s e to take a pair o f s o c k s a n d a 
pair o f mit tens now." 

T h e manner o f the man changed immediately . H i s face 
grew animated , a n d his eyes fairly g l e a m e d through his specta-
cles. H e j u m p e d to his feet a s I spoke o f purchas ing, a n d ex-
c l a imed : " W i l l y o u ? What will you g i v e ? M a k e us an 
offer ." 

" Oh, you must set your own pr ice , " I said. 
" W e l l , you s e e they a r e very g o o d socks , don' t y o u ? " sa id 

Mullens. " N o w , every stitch in those s o c k s a n d mittens was 
knit u p o n honor. T h e r e isn't a mercenary inch of yarn in 'em. 
T a k e your p ick o f the mittens. B y the way, I haven't shown 
you my neck-t ies , " and, rushing to his closet, h e brought forth 
quite a n armful o f t h e m 

T h e humble sufferer had b e c o m e a lively peddler , bent u p o n 
driving the sharpest bargain and selling the m o s t g o o d s poss ib le 
to a rare cus tomer . Se lec t ing a pair of socks , a pa ir o f mittens, 
and a neck-tie of a somewhat soberer h u e than I had b e e n ac-
cus tomed to wear, he laid them by themselves , a n d then, wiping 
his forehead a n d his g l a s s e s with a little m o p o f a handkerchief 
he put o n a mildly judic ia l face , a n d sa id : 

" B o n n i c a s d e , m y dear friend, I ' v e always taken a grea t deal 
of interest in you ; a n d now you have it in your power to d o 
me a world o f good . Think , j u s t think, Bonnicastle,- o f the 
weary hours that have been spent o n these art icles o f appare l 
by those o f whom the world is not worthy ! T h i n k o f the b e 
nevolence that inspired every stitch. Th ink o f t h e — o f the— 
thoughts that have run through those d e v o t e d minds. Th ink 
o f those sisters respect ively saying to themselves : ' I know nor 
whom I a m laboring for—it m a y b e for Mul lens o r it m a y b e 
for o n e more worthy ,—but for whomsoever it is, it is for o n e wha 
will s tand u p in de fense o f the truth when I a m gone . H i s feet, 
bent upon errands o f mercy, will b e k e p t comfor tab le by these 
stockings. H i s hands , carrying s u c c o r to the fal len a n d c o n 



solation to the afflicted, will b e w a r m e d b y these mittens. 
T h e s e neck-ties will surround the n e c k — t h e — t h r o a t — o f on« 
who will breathe words of p e a c e a n d good-wilL' M y dear Bon-
nicast le , there is more in these humble articles o f appare l than 
a p p e a r s to the carnal e y e — m u c h more—inca l cu l ab ly more. 
T r y to t a k e it in when we c o m e to the matter o f price. T r y to 
t a k e it all in, a n d then discharge your duty a s b e c o m e s a man 
who has been f avored . " 

" L o o k here, M u l l e n s , " said I , " y o u are working o n my feel-
ings, a n d the art icles are get t ing s o e x p e n s i v e that I can't buy 
t h e m " 

" Oh, don' t fee l that way ; " sa id he, " I only want to have 
you ge t s o m e i d e a what there is in these things. Why, there's 
love, good-will, self-sacrifice, devotion, a n d woman ' s tender 
h e a r t " 

" Pity there couldn' t have b e e n s o m e trowsers , " s a id I . 
Mul lens ' h p quivered. H e was not sure whether I was jok-

ing or not, but he laid his hand appeal ingly upon my knee , and 
then settled b a c k in his chair and wiped his forehead and spec-
tacles again. H a v i n g m a d e u p my mind that M u l l e n s had de-
termined to raise a n enormous revenue f rom his g o o d s , I was 
somewhat surprised when he sa id briskly, " Bonnicas t le , wha.t 
d o you say to a dollar a n d a h a l f ? That " s only fifty cents an 
article, a n d the whole s tock will bring m e only fifteen or twenty 
dollars at that p r i ce . " 

" I ' l l t ake them, " sa id I . 
" G o o d ! " exc la imed Mullens , s l apping his knee . " W h o ' l l 

have the next bowl ? Walk up, g e n t l e m e n ! " 
Mul lens h a d evidently off iciated in a n oyster booth at militia 

musters . I n his e la ted s ta te o f feeling, the impulse to run into 
his o ld peddler ' s l ingo was irrepressible. I think he felt com 
pl imented by the hear ty laugh with which I g ree ted his cry. 

" I f I ' m going into this bus iness , " sa id Mul lens , " I really 
must have s o m e brown paper . D o you suppose , Bonnicasde , 
that if you should go to one of the shops, a n d tell them the 
ob ject^—a shop kept b y one of our friends, you know,—one 

who h a s the cause at hear t—he would give y o u a p a c k a g e o ! 
brown paper ? I ' d g o m y s e l f but I ' v e b e e n around a g o o d 
dea l . " 

" Wouldn't you rather h a v e m e buy s o m e ? " I a s k e d . 
" Why, n o ; it doesn ' t s e e m to b e e x a c d y the thing to p a j 

out m o n e y for brown p a p e r , " r e sponded Mul lens . 
" I 'm not u s e d to begg ing , " I said. 
" Why, it isn't begging, B o n n i c a s d e ; i f s a sk ing for the c a u s e . " 
" Y o u really must e x c u s e me, M u l l e n s . " 
" A l l r ight ," sa id h e ; " h e r e ' s a n o l d newspaper that will do 

for your p a c k a g e . N o w don't forget to tell all your friends that 
I a m ready for 'em. Te l l ' e m the c a u s e is a g o o d o n e — t h a t 
it real ly involves the—the welfare o f society . A n d tell ' e m 
the things a r e dirt cheap . D o n ' t forget t h a t " 

Mul lens had b e c o m e a s cheerful a n d lively a s a c r i c k e t ; a n d 
while h e was do ing u p my p a c k a g e , I opened the d o o r a n d 
brought in m y bundle . A s I b r o k e the string and unfolded the 

* bountiful contents , he p a u s e d in a p l e a s e d amazement , and 
then, l eap ing forward a n d embrac ing me, exc l a imed : " Bonni-
ca sde , you're a n a n g e l ! What d o you s u p p o s e that pi le is 
worth, now, in hard cash ? " 

" Oh, I don' t k n o w ; i f s worth a g o o d dea l to y o u , " I re-
plied. 

" A n d you really don' t feel it a t all, d o y o u now ? O w n u p . " 
" N o , " I answered, " n o t at all. Y o u a r e welcome to the 

whole pi le . " 
" Yes , Bonnica s t l e , " said he, sliding smoothly b a c k from the 

peddler into the p i o u s beneficiary, " you 've g iven out o f your 
abundance , a n d you h a v e the b l e s sed sat i s fact ion o f feel ing that 
you have done your duty. I don' t rece ive it for m y s e l f but 
for the cause . I a m a poor, unworthy i n s t r u m e n t Say , Bonni-
cast le , if y o u should s e e s o m e o f these things o n others , would 
you m i n d ? " 

" N o t in the leas t , " I said. " D o you p r o p o s e t o share your 
g o o d fortune with your friends ? " 

" Y e s , " sa id Mul l ens , " I shall sell these things to them, 



very rea sonab ly indeed. T h e y shall have no c a u s e to c o m 
plain." 

A t this m o m e n t there was a knock , a n d L iv ings ton , with a 
g rave face , walked in with his bundle , a n d o p e n i n g it, laid it 
upon the table . M u l l e n s sank into j i i s chair, quite overwhelmed. 
" F e l l o w s , " s a id he, " t h i s is t oo much . I can b e a r one bun-
die, but under two you must excuse m e if I s e e m to totter . " 

Another a n d another fol lowed L i v i n g s t o n into the room, and 
depos i ted their burdens, until the t ab le was literally piled. Mul-
lens actual ly began to snivel. 

" I f s a lark, fe l lows , " sa id Mul lens , from behind his handker-
chief: " I t ' s a lark : I know it. I s e e i t ; but oh, fellows ! i f s 
a b l e s sed l a r k — a b le s sed , b l e s sed lark ! L a r k s m a y b e em-
ployed to br ing tribute into the s torehouse . L a r k s m a y b e 
overruled, a n d u s e d a s m e a n s . I k n o w y o u a r e m a k i n g fun of 
me, but the c a u s e g o e s on. I f there isn't r o o m on the table, 
put them o n the floor. T h e y shall all b e employed. I f I have 
ever d o n e you injust ice in my thoughts, fellows, you must for- * 
g ive me. T h i s wipes ou t everything ; a n d a s I don' t see any 
boots in your parce l s , p e r h a p s you' l l b e k ind enough to re-
member that I wear tens , with a low instep. H a s the last 
m a n c o m e ? I s th$ c u p full ? What d o you s u p p o s e the whole 
pile is worth ? " 

Mul lens r an on in this way, m u d d l e d b y his u n e x p e c t e d g o o d 
fortune a n d his greed, with var ious p ious e j acu la t ions which, 
for very reverence o f the words h e used, my p e n re fuses to 
record. 

T h e n it suddenly occurred to him that he was not m a k i n g the 
mos t o f his opportunit ies . Spr inging to his feet, a n d t u m i r g 
peddler in an instant , h e s a i d : " F e l l o w s , B o n n i c a s d e has 
bought a pair o f socks , a pa ir o f s t r iped mi t t ens a n d a neck-
tie from m y surplus s tock. I ' v e g o t enough o f them to g o all 
around. W h a t d o you s ay to them at fifty c e n t s a p i e c e ? " 

" W e ' v e b e e n rather e x p e c t i n g , " sa id L iv ings ton , with a 
quiet twinkle in his eye , " that you would m a k e u s a present of 
these . " 

T h i s was a new thought to Mul lens , a n d it sobered him al 
once . " F e l l o w s , " sa id he, " y o u know my h e a r t ; but these 
things are a s ac red t r u s t T h e y have b e e n devoted to a cause , 
a n d f rom that c a u s e I cannot divert t h e m . " 

" O h ! of cour se n o t , " s a id L iv ings ton ; " I only wanted to 
test your faithfulness. You ' re a s s o u n d a s a n u t " 

T h e conversat ion e n d e d in a purchase o f the " surplus s t o c k , " 
and then, see ing that the boys had not finished their fim, a n d 
fearing that it might run into s o m e unpleasant e x c e s s e s , Liv-
ingston and I retired. 

T h e next morning our ears were rega led with a n a c c o u n t of 
the remaining exper iences o f the evening, but it d o e s not need 
to b e recorded here. I t is sufficient to say that be fore the 
c o m p a n y left his room, Mul lens was arrayed f rom head to foot 
with a dress m a d e u p from var ious parcels , a n d that in that 
dress he was obl iged to mount his tab le a n d m a k e a speech. 
H e appeared , however, the next morning, c lothed in comforta-
ble garments , which o f cour se were recognized by their for-
mer owners, a n d formed a subject o f merr iment a m o n g them. 
We never saw them, however, u p o n a n y others o f his set, and 
he either chose to cover his g o o d fortune from them b y selling 
his fr ippery to the H e b r e w dealers in such merchandise , or 
they refused to b e his companions in wearing g a r m e n t s thai 
were known in the col lege. 



C H A P T E R X V I I . 

C C H A N G E M Y R E L I G I O U S V I E W S T O C O N F O R M W I T H MY M O R A » 

P R A C T I C E , A N D A M G R A D U A T E D W I T H O U T H O N O R S . 

FROM the first hour o f my direct violat ion o f my consc ience , 
there began , a lmost impercept ib ly at first, a change o f my 
views o f religious doctr ine a n d obl igat ion. I t was one o f the 
necess i t ies o f my posi t ion. R e t a i n i n g the strict not ions o f my 
chi ldhood a n d younger youth, I should not have en joyed a 
m o m e n t of p e a c e ; a n d my mind involuntarily went to work 
to reconci le m y opinions to my looser life. I t was necessary 
to br ing m y convict ions a n d my consc i ence into harmony 
with my conduct , e l se the warfare within m e would have been 
unendurable . T h e first change related to duty. I t seemed 
to m e that G o d , remember ing that I was dust , a n d that I was 
peculiarly w e a k under speci f ic temptat ions , would b e less rigid 
in his requirements o f m e than I had formerly supposed . A s 
this conclus ion s e e m e d to m a k e him more lovab le to me, I 
permitted it to dece ive m e wholly. T h e n there was something 
which flattered m e in be ing cons idered le s s " b l u e " than the 
major i ty o f those who m a d e a profess ion o f religion. I t war 
p leasant to b e l iberal , for liberality carried n o condemnation 
with it of the care le s s life a r o u n d me. 

B u t this was not all. I t was only the o p e n g a t e at which 
I entered a wide field o f d o u b t All my religious opinions took 
o n a n air of unreality. T h e old, implicit faith which, l ike an 
angel with a sword o f flame, h a d s tood a t the door of my 
heart , comfor t ing m e with its presence, a n d keep ing at a dis-
t a n c e all the shapes of unbel ie f took its flight, a n d the dark 
b a n d ga thered closer , with a thousand quest ions and sugges-
tions. W a s there a G o d ? Was the G o d whom I h a d learned 
to worship anything m o r e than a figment o f conspir ing im 

i g i n a t i o n s ? I f H e were more than this, h a d he revealed 
himself in w o r d s ? W a s J e s u s Christ a historical character 
or a myth ? W a s there any such thing, a f ter all, a s personal 
accountab i l i ty? W a s the daily conduct o f s o insignif icant a 
per son a s myse l f o f the slightest m o m e n t to a B e i n g who held 
a n infinite universe in c h a r g e ? Who k n e w that the soul 
was immortal , a n d that its condit ion here bore any relat ion to 
its condit ion there ? W a s not hal f o f that which I h a d looked 
u p o n a s sin, m a d e sin only by a consc ience wrongly e d u c a t e d ? 
W a s drinking wine a sin in i t se l f ? I f not, why had it s o wounded 
m e ? Other consc iences did not c o n d e m n a n act which had 
cost m e m y p e a c e and se l f -respect Who knew but that 
a thousand things which I h a d cons idered wrong were only 
wrong b e c a u s e I s o cons idered them ? Af ter all m y pains-tak-
ing a n d my prayers , had I b e e n anything bet ter than a s lave 
to a consc ience perver ted or insufficiently informed ? 

T h e p a t h from a n o p e n violat ion o f consc i ence to a condi-
tion of rel igious doubt , is a s direct a s that which l eads to 
heaven. I t w a s s o in m y ca se , a n d the observat ion o f a long 
life has shown m e that it is s o in every ca se . J u s t in the pro-
portion that my prac t ice degenera ted did my views b e c o m e 
modified t o a c c o m m o d a t e themselves to m y life. 

I said very little about the changes go ing on in my mind, 
except to m y faithful c o m p a n i o n a n d friend, Henry . W h e n he 
returned from Bradford, he, for the first time, b e c a m e fully 
aware o f the grea t change that had taken p l a c e in me. H e was 
a n intense hater o f s h a m a n d cant , a n d sympathized with m e 
in my dis l ike of the t y p e o f piety with which we were often 
thrown in c o n t a c t T h i s , I suppose , h a d b l inded him to the 
fact that I w a s trying to susta in mysel f in my criticism o f oth-
ers. I could not hide my growing infidelity from him, however , 
for it s e e m e d neces sary for m e to have s o m e one to ta lk with, 
a n d I was c o n s c i o u s o f a new disposit ion to argue a n d defend 
m y s e l f H e r e I was mis led again. I f anc ied that my 
modif icat ion of views c a m e o f intel lectual convict ions , and 
that I could not b e to b l a m e for changes b a s e d upon what 



I was fond o f cal l ing " my God-g iven r e a s o n . " I lost sight of 
the f ac t that the c h a n g e s c a m e first, a n d that the only office 
to which I put " m y God-g iven r e a s o n " w a s that o f satisfying 
a n d defending myself. Oh, the wretched sophistries o f those 
wretched days and year s ! 

I do not l ike to s p e a k s o m u c h of prayer a s I h a v e been com-
pel led to in d iese pages , for even this sounds l ike cant to many 
e a r s ; but, in truth, I c a n n o t write the story o f m y life without 
i t I do not be l ieve there c a n b e such a thing a s a truly 
rel igious life without prayer. T h e religious soul must hold 
converse a n d c o m m u n i o n with the Infinite or i ts rel igion can 
not live. I t may b e the s imple expres s ion o f gra t i tude and 
des i re . I t m a y b e the prostrat ion of the soul in worship and 
adorat ion. I t m a y b e the up-springing o f the spirit in strong 
a s p i r a t i o n ; but in s o m e way or fo rm there must b e prayer , or 
religion dies. T h e r e m u s t b e a n o p e n way between the heart 
o f m a n and the heart of the In f in i te—a ladder that reaches 
f rom the pillow o f s tone to the pillars o f the Throne , where 
angels may c l imb a n d ange l s may d e s c e n d — o r the religious 
life o f the soul can have n o ministry. 

I n my c h a n g e d condit ion a n d c i rcumstances , I found myself 
depr ived of this g rea t source o f life. F i r s t m y sin shut me 
away, a n d my neglect o f known and a c k n o w l e d g e d duty. T h e n 
my frivolous pursuits and trifling divers ions rendered m e unfit 
for the awful p r e s e n c e into which prayer led m e . T h e n , un-
bel ief p l a c e d i ts b a r be fore m e . I n truth, I found in prayer, 
whenever I a t t e m p t e d it, only a hollow expres s ion of penitence, 
from a weak a n d unwilling heart , toward a be ing in whose ex-
istence I did not more than hal f believe. 

I b o w e d with H e n r y at our b e d every night, b u t it was only 
a mockery . H e apprehended it a t last , a n d ques t ioned me 
about i t O n e night, a f ter we h a d risen from our knees , he 
• a i d i " Arthur, how is it with you ? I don' t unders tand how 
a m a n who talks a s you d o can pray with a n y comfort to himself 
You are not at all what you used to b e . " 

" T i l b e frank with you, H e n r y , " I answered . " I don' t p ra j 

with a n y comfort to m y s e l f or any profit either. I t ' s all a 
sham, a n d I don' t intend to do a n y m o r e o f i t . " 
. " Oh, Arthur, Arthur, has it c o m e to t h i s ! " exc l a imed the 

dear fellow, hi3 eyes filling with tears. " H a v e you g o n e s o 
far as tray ? H o w can you live ? I should think you would 
d i e " 

" Y o u s e e ! " I sa id c a r e l e s s l y : " I 'm in very g o o d health 
T h e world g o e s o n qui te welL T h e r e a r e n o ea r thquakes 01 
hurricanes. T h e sun rises a n d s e t s in the o ld way, a n d the 
wicked prosper l ike the righteous, the s a m e a s they have always 
done, a n d ge t a long without any ser ious bother with their con-
sc iences bes ides . T h e fact is that my views o f everything 
h a v e changed , a n d I don' t pray a s I u s e d to pray, simply be-
cause the thing is impos s ib le . " 

H e n r y looked at m e while I s a id this, with a s tunned, 
bewildfired express ion, a n d then, putt ing his a r m s around my 
neck, bowed his h e a d u p o n my shoulder and said, half choked 
with eniotion : " I can't bear i t ; I can ' t bear i t I t must not 
be so . " 

T h e n he put m e o f f a n d looked at m e H i s e y e s were dry, 
and a determined, a l m o s t prophet ic express ion w a s in them a s 
a e said : " I t will not b e s o ; it shall not b e s o . " 

" H o w are you go ing to prevent i t ? " I inquired, coolly. 
" I shall not prevent it, but there is o n e who will, you may 

b e very sure , " h e replied. " T h e r e is a G o d , and he hears the 
prayers o f those who love him. Y o u cannot prevent m e from 
praying for you , a n d I shall do it always. Y o u a n d I b e l o n g 
to the s a m e church, a n d I a m under a vow to watch over 
you. Bes ides , you a n d I promised t o help o n e another in every 
emergency, a n d I shall not forget the p r o m i s e . " 

" S o I a m under a guardian, a m I ? " 
" Yes , you are under a g u a r d i a n — a very m u c h m o r e powerful 

guardian than I a m , " he replied. 
" I s u p p o s e I shall b e taken care of, then," I said. 
" Y e s , you will b e taken ca re o f ; if not in the mi ld way with 

which you have hitherto been treated, then in a rough way t« 



which you a r e not used. T h e prayer s a n d hopes a n d e x p e c t a 
d o n s of such a father a s yours are not to b e d i sregarded 01 
g o for nothing. B y s o m e m e a n s , t ender or terrible, you a r e to 
b e brought out o f your indif ference and s a v e d . " 

T h e r e was something in this ta lk which brought b a c k to me 
the covert threat that I had heard f rom the hps o f M r . Brad-
ford, o f which I h a d not thought much. Were he a n d H e n r y 
leagued together in any p l an that would br ing m e p u n i s h m e n t ? 
T h a t was impossible , yet I g r e w suspic ious o f both o f them. I 
d id not doubt their friendship, yet the thing I f eared mos t was 
a n interference with m y p r o s p e c t s o f wealth. Was it pos s ib le 
that they, in c a s e I should not m e e t their wishes, would inform 
M r s . Sander son o f my unworthiness o f her benefact ions , a n d 
r e d u c e m e to the necess i ty and s h a m e o f t ak ing ca re <4 
m y s e l f ? T h i s was the grea t ca lamity I d readed . H e r e w a * 
where m y life cou ld only b e touched. H e r e was where I f e < 
painfully sensit ive a n d weak. 

A little incident occurred about this t ime which rendered me 
still more suspic ious . I h a d b e e n in the habit o f receiving let-
ters from Mrs . Sanderson, addres sed in the handwrit ing o f Mrs. 
Be lden. Indeed , not a few of my letters from T h e Mans ion were 
written entirely b y that lady, u n d e r M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s dictation. 
I had in this way b e c o m e s o familiar with her hand-writing 
that I could hardly b e mis taken in it, wherever I might see i t 
F r o m the first day o f our entering col lege, H e n r y h a d insisted on 
our having separa te b o x e s a t the Post-Office. I h a d never known 
the real reason for this, nor had I ca red t o inquire what it might 
be . T h e thought h a d c r o s s e d m y m i n d that he was not willing 
to h a v e m e know how of ten h e received letters f rom my sister. 
O n e morning he was de ta ined by a s evere cold f rom g o i n g , in 
his a c c u s t o m e d way, for his mail , a n d a s I was at the office, I 
inquired whether there were letters for him. I had n o object 
in this but t o d o him a brotherly s e r v i c e ; but a s his letters were 
handed to me , I l o o k e d them over, and was s t a rded to find an 
address in what l o o k e d l ike Mrs. Be lden ' s hand-writing. I ex-
amined it careful ly, compared it with several addre s se s from her 

hand which I had in m y p o c k e t , a n d b e c a m e sure that my first 
suspic ions were c o r r e c t 

H e r e was food for the imaginat ion o f a guilty man. I took 
the letters to Henry , a n d handing them to him in a care le s s 
way, r e m a r k e d that, a s I was at the office, I thought 1 
would s a v e him the t rouble o f sending for his mai l . H e 
took the p a c k a g e , ran it over in his hand, se lected the letter 
that h a d a t t rac ted my attention, a n d put it into his p o c k e t un-
opened . H e did not look at me, a n d I w a s sure he cou ld not , 
for I d e t e c t e d a flush o f a l a rm u p o n his f ace a t the m o m e n t I 
h a n d e d the letters to him. I did not p a u s e to s e e more , or to 
m a k e a n y inquiry for Bradford friends, and, turning u p o n my 
heel, left the room. 

I cou ld not do e l se than conc lude that there was a pr ivate 
unders tanding o f s o m e sort between him a n d M r s . Be lden. 
What this was , was a mystery which I t axed my ingenuity to 
fathom. M y mind ran u p o n it all day. I knew H e n r y had 
seen M r s . B e l d e n at M r . Bradford 's , a n d even at m y father's 
during the winter, for she had mainta ined her friendship for 
Claire. C o u l d there have sprung u p a friendly int imacy be-
tween her a n d H e n r y of which this c o r r e s p o n d e n c e was an 
outgrowth ? I t did not s eem likely. H o w e v e r harmles s my 
surmises might be, I a lways c a m e b a c k to the conclusion that 
through Mrs . Be lden and H e n r y a n e sp ionage u p o n m y conduct 
had been es tabl i shed by Mrs . Sanderson, a n d that all my words 
and a c t s had b e e n watched a n d repor ted . A s soon a s this 
convict ion b e c a m e rooted in my mind, I lost my faith in Henry , 
and from that hour, for a long t ime, shut away my conf idence 
from him. H e could not but notice this change , a n d he was 
deeply wounded b y i t T h r o u g h all the remainder o f the time 
we spent in co l lege together, there was a restraint in our in-
tercourse . I spent a s little t ime with him a s poss ible , though 
I threw new guards around my conduct , a n d was careful that he 
should see a n d hear nothing to my d i s c r e d i t I even strove, 
ir % weak way, tD regain something o f the g r o u n d I had lost i i 



s t u d y ; but a s I was not ac tua ted by a worthy motive, m y p r o g 
re s s was neither m a r k e d nor pers i s tent . 

I certainly was not happy . I s ighed a thousand t imes tt 
think o f the p e a c e a n d inspiration I had l o s t M y better a m 
bitions were gone , my consc ience w a s unsat is f ied, my disposi 
tion to pray h a d fled, my Christ ian hope was extinguished, and 
my faith w a s dead . I was despo i led o f all that m a d e m e truly 
rich j a n d all that I h a d lef t were the good-will o f those around 
me , my socia l pos i t ion, a n d the expec ta t ion o f wealth which, 
when it should c o m e into m y hands , would not only g ive m e 
the luxur ious delights that I c raved a s the rarest b o o n of life, 
but c o m m a n d the r e spec t a s well of the rich a s o f those less 
f avored than myself. I longed to ge t through with the bond-
a g e a n d the duty o f m y co l l ege life. I do not d a r e t o say that 
I l onged for the dea th o f m y benefac t re s s . I will not acknowl-
e d g e that I h a d b e c o m e s o b a s e a s this, but I cou ld h a v e been 
reconci led to anything that would i rrevocably p l a c e in my power 
the wealth a n d i n d e p e n d e n c e I coveted . 

I t is u se l e s s to l inger further over this per iod o f my life. I 
have t raced with sufficient detail the influences which wrought 
m y transformation. They , have b e e n painful in the writing, 
and they must h a v e b e e n equal ly pa inful in the reading, to all 
those who h a d b e c o m e interested in my career, welfare and 
character . M y susp ic ions that H e n r y was a s p y u p o n my con-
duct were e f faced for the t ime whenever I went home. Mrs. 
S ander son , u p o n whom the p a s s i n g year s b e g a n to lay a 
heavy finger, showed n o a b a t e m e n t o f af fect ion for me, and 
s e e m e d even more impat ient than I for the terminat ion o f my 
col lege life a n d m y permanent restoration to her h o m e and so-
ciety. Mrs . B e l d e n was a s sweet a n d ladylike a n d cordial as 
ever . S h e ta lked freely of H e n r y a s one whom she had learned 
to admire and respect , a n d thought m e mos t fortunate in hav-
ing such a companion . T h e r e was a v a g u e shadow of disap-
pointment o n my father's face , a n d I s a w too, with pain, thai 
time a n d toil h a d not left him untouched with cliange. 

M y visits in Bradford a lways m a d e m e better . S o much was 
expec ted o f me, s o much was I loved a n d trusted, so sweet and 
friendly were all my acqua intances , that I never left them to 
return to m y co l l ege life without fresh resolut ions to industry 
a n d i m p r o v e m e n t I f these resolut ions were abandoned , those 
who know the power o f habit a n d the inf luence o f o ld a n d un-
renounced companionsh ips will unders tand the rea son why. I 
h a d del iberately m a d e my bed , and I was o b l i g e d to lie in i t 
M y compl iant disposit ion brought m e uniformly under the 
y o k e of the old per suas ions to indolence a n d fr ivolous pursuits . 

L iv ings ton went away when his t ime c a m e . T h e r e was 
much that was lovable in him. H e h a d a s tronger character 
than I , a n d he h a d a lways been so u s e d to wealth a n d the expec-
tation of wealth that h e was l e s s ha rmed than I b y these influ-
ences . Pe te r M u l l e n s went away, a n d though I occas ional ly 
heard about him, I saw him n o m o r e for severa l years . I 
b e c a m e at la s t the leader o f my set, a n d s e c u r e d a certain 
m e a s u r e o f r e spec t f rom them b e c a u s e I l e d them into no 
vicious diss ipat ions . I n this I took a degree o f pr ide and satis-
fact ion ; but my teachers h a d long a b a n d o n e d any h o p e that I 
should distinguish myself , a n d had c o m e to regard m e coldly. 
M y religious exper iences were things o f the p a s t I continued 
to show a certain r e spec t for religion, by at tending the publi i 
services of the church. I did everything for the s a k e of 
appearances , a n d for the p u r p o s e o f blinding mysel f a n d my 
friends to the d e a d n e s s a n d hol lowness o f a l i fe that h a d c e a s e d 
to b e control led by manly a n d Christ ian mot ives . 

A t last the long-looked-for d a y o f re lease approached , a n d 
a l though I wished it to come, I wished it were well over a n d for-
gotten. I h a d n o honors to receive , a n d I k n e w that it was uni-
versally e x p e c t e d that H e n r y would carry a w a y the highest of 
his c lass . I d o not think I env ied him his eminence , for I 
knew he h a d nobly ea rned it, a n d that in the a b s e n c e o f other 
a d v a n t a g e s it would do him g o o d . I h a d m o n e y a n d he had 
scholarship, which, in time, would g ive him m o n e y . In these 
pos se s s ions we should b e ab le to s tart more evenly in life. 



T h e time p a s s e d away, until the day preceding the annual 
C o m m e n c e m e n t d a w n e d I n d ie middle of this day's excite-
ments , a s I was sitting in my room, there was a r ap a t my door. 
T h e r e were a dozen of my fellows with me , a n d we were in a 
merry m o o d S u p p o s i n g the cal ler to b e a student, I m a d e a 
re sponse in s o m e s lang phrase , but the door was not o p e n e d 
I then went to it, threw it wide, and s tood f ace to f ace with my 
father. I was not g lad to s e e him, a n d a s m y nature was too 
transparent to permit m e to deceive him, a n d h e too sensit ive 
to fail o f apprehending the s ta te o f m y feel ings , even if I had 
endeavored to do so, the e m b a r r a s s m e n t o f the m o m e n t may 
b e i m a g i n e d 

" Well, father ! " I s a i d " this is a s u r p r i s e ! " 
T h e m o m e n t I p r o n o u n c e d the word " fa ther , " the fellows 

b e g a n to retire, with hurried r e m a r k s about e n g a g e m e n t s , and 
rith promise s to call aga in . I t was hardly ten seconds before 
every m a n o f them was out o f m y room. 

T h e dear old m a n had dres sed himself in his plain best , a n d had 
c o m e to see realized the great h o p e of his life, a n d I , miserable 
ingrate that I was, was a s h a m e d of him. M y fellows h a d fled the 
r o o m b e c a u s e they knew I was , a n d b e c a u s e they wished to save 
m e the pa in of present ing him to them. A s soon a s they were 
g e n e I s t rove to reassure him, a n d to conv ince him that I was 
heartily g lad to s e e him. I t was easy for h im to m a k e apolo-
gies for me, a n d to receive those which I m a d e for mysel f 
H e h a d had such prec ious faith in m e that h e d id not wish to 
h a v e it shaken . H e had left his work a n d c o m e to the City of 
E l m s to witness m y tr iumphs. H e h a d intended to g ive m e a 
g lad day . I n d e e d , he had h a d dreams o f go ing about to m a k e 
the a c q u a i n t a n c e o f the pro fe s sor s , a n d of be ing dntertained 
with a view o f all the wonders o f the col lege . I knew him so 
well that I did not doubt that he e x p e c t e d to b e taken in hand 
by his a f fect ionate son o n his arrival, a n d conducted every-
where, sharing his glory. N e v e r in my life h a d I received so 
start l ing a view o f the m e a n n e s s o f m y own character a s on 
that morning. I cou ld not poesib 'y hide myself from mysel f ; 

and my disgust with mysel f was measureless . H e r e was a man 
whom I loved better than I loved, or had ever l o v e d a n y other 
h u m a n b e i n g — a m a n worthy o f m y profoundes t r e s p e c t — t h e 
sweetest , s implest , purest , noblest m a n whom I had ever known, 
with a love in his heart for m e which a m o u n t e d to idolatry—yet I 
cou ld have wished him a thousand miles away, rather than have 
my g a y a n d ar is tocrat ic c o m p a n i o n s find m e in a s soc ia t ion with 
him, a n d recognize the re la t ions that ex i s ted between us . 

What should I d o with h i m ? Where could I put h i m ? 
H o w could I hide him ? T h e thought o f showing him around 
was torture. Why had he not s tayed a t h o m e ? What cou ld 
t s ay to him to expla in m y failure ? H o w cou ld I b reak the 
force of the blow which he must soon receive ? I inquired 
-ibout h o m e a n d its aflairs . I ta lked of everything but that 
which he m o s t des i red to talk a b o u t ; a n d all the t ime I was 
contr iv ing ways to c u t him adrift , or to c o v e r him up. 

I was s aved the trouble I ant ic ipated by my g o o d friend 
H e n r y , who, when he c a m e , was s o heartily del ighted to see my 
father that the whole c o u r s e o f relief was m a d e plain. H e n r y 
k n e w m e and m y c i rcumstances , and he knew that m y father's 
p re sence was unwelcome. H e at o n c e took it u p o n himself to 
s ay that I h a d a great m a n y companions , a n d that they would 
want m e with them. S o he should h a v e the p leasure o f look-
ing af ter my father, a n d of showing him everything h e wanted 
to s ee . H e d i s regarded all m y protest s , and good-naturedly 
told m e to g o where I was w a n t e d 

T h e g o o d old m a n had a p leasant time. H e visited the cab-
b e t s , h e was introduced to the professors when he chanced to 
m e e t them, he saw all that was worth seeing. H e h a d a con-
versat ion with H e n r y a b o u t me, which s aved m e the m a k i n g of 
apo log ies that would have been essentia l fa l sehoods . I had 
won n o honors, H e n r y told him, b e c a u s e I h a d had too much 
m o n e y ; but I was popular , was quite the equa l o f m a n y others, 
a n d would receive my degree . I saw them together, go ing 
from building to building a n d walking under the e lms a n d a long 
the streets. T h a t which to my wretched vanity would have 
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been pain was to H e n r y ' s self-assured and self-respectful iriar, 
h o o d a rare pleasure . I doubt whether he spent a day during 
his whole co l l ege l ife more delightfully than that which h e spent 
with m y father. 

A t night I h a d another call. M r . B i r d c a m e in. I went to 
hun in njy old way, sat down in his a m p l e lap , a n d put my 
arms around his neck . 

" Arthur, my boy, I love y o u , " he said. " T h e r e is a man 
in you still, but all that I feared might b e the result o f your cir-
c u m s t a n c e s has happened . H e n r y has out s t r ipped you, and 
while we are all g lad for him, we are all d i sappointed in y o u . " 

I tried to talk in a gay way about it, but I was troubled and 
a shamed . 

" B y the way, I have seen your father to-day," he said. 
" A n d what did he say ? " I inquired. 
" N o matter what he sa id : h e is not happy. Y o u have disap-

pointed him, but h e will not upbra id you. H e is pa ined to feel 
that privi leges which s e e m e d to him inest imable should have 
been s o poor ly improved , a n d that the boy f rom whom he 
h o p e d and for whom h e has sacrif iced s o much s V m l d have 
shown himself s o care le s s a n d unworthy." 

" I ' m sorry for h i m , " I said. 
" V e r y well, my b o y ; and now tell me , has thi (and o f life 

which has cost him s o m u c h pain p a i d you ? " 
" N o . " 
" A r e you g o i n g to change ? " 
" I don't know : I doubt if I d o , " I r e s p o n d e d 
" H a s m o n e y b e e n a g o o d thing for you ? " 
" N o ; it h a s b e e n a curse t o m e . " 
" A r e you willing to relinquish it ? " 
" N o : I 'm spoi led for poverty. I t ' s t oo l a te . " 
" I s it ? We'll s e e . " 
T h e n the g o o d man, with a stern look u p o n hr» face , kissed 

m e a s he used to in the old t imes, a n d took his leave. 
H e r e was another warning or threat, a n d it filled m e with 

uneasiness . L o n g after H e n r y had fallen a s l eep that night, J 

lay revolving it in my mind. I began to feel that I had been 
cruelly treated. I f m o n e y had spoi led me , who h a d b e e n to 
b l a m e ? I t was forced u p o n me , my father consenting. It 
had wrought out its natural inf luence u p o n me. S o m e b o d y 
ought to have foreseen i t I h a d b e e n wronged, a n d was now 
b l a m e d for that which others were respons ib le for. 

C o m m e n c e m e n t day came, with its crowd o f exc i tements . 
T h e church i n ' w h i c h the publ ic exerc i ses were he ld was 
thronged. H u n d r e d s from the towns a n d cit ies a round had 
a s s e m b l e d to witness the bestowal o f the honors o f s tudy u p o n 
their friends a n d favorites . O u r c la s s had, a s usua l o n such 
occas ions , our p l a c e s together, and a s I did not be long to the 
g r o u p of fellows who h a d appo intments for orat ions, I was with 
the c lass . T a k i n g my seat, I looked around u p o n the multi 
tude. Beaut i ful ly d re s sed ladies c r o w d e d the gal leries , a n d 1 
was deeply mortif ied that I should win neither their smiles nor 
their flowers. I was , for the t ime at least , a nonentity. T h e y 
had eyes for n o n e but those who h a d won the right to ad-
miration. 

At my right I saw a figure which I thought to b e that o f an 
acqua intance . H i s head was turned from me, while he con-
ver sed with a strikingly beautiful girl a t his s ide. H e looked 
towards the s t a g e at last , a n d then I saw that it was M r . B r a d 
ford. C o u l d that young w o m a n b e Mill ie ? I h a d not see»» 
her s ince I s o shameful ly encountered her more than two y e a n 
before. I t was Millie. S h e had ripened into w o m a n h o o d dur-
ing this brief interval, a n d her beauty was consp icuous even 
among the s core o f beaut ie s by which she was surrounded. 

T h e orators c a m e a n d went, receiving their tr ibutes o f ap-
p lause from the audience , a n d of flowers from their friends; but 
I had no eyes for a n y one but Millie. I cou ld regard her with-
out hinderance, for she did not o n c e look at me. I h a d always 
carried the thought o f her in my h e a r t T h e little talks we 
h a d had together h a d b e e n treasured in my m e m o r y a m o n g its 
choicest pos ses s ions . She had arrived at woman' s es tate , and 
I had now n o laure l s to lay a t her feet. Th i s was the one 



pungent d rop o f gatf in m y c u p o f wormwood, for then and 
there I acknowledged to myself that in a v a g u e way I had 
a s s o c i a t e d her in m y imagination with all m y fiiture life. When 
I had d r e a m e d o f one who should sit in Mrs . Sander son ' s chair, 
a f ter she had p a s s e d away, it was a lways Millie. I h a d not 
l oved her with a m a n ' s love, but m y heart w a s all open toward 
her, ready to kindle in her smile o r d ie g l ance of her marve lous 
eyes. I knew there was only o n e whom she h a d c o m e to see, 
a n d re jo iced in the thought that she cou ld b e nothing more 
to him than a friend, yet I g r u d g e d the honor which h e was that 
day to win in her eyes . 

A t las t the long list o f speaker s was exhausted , a n d H e n r y 
t a m e u p o n the s t age to del iver the valedictory. H e w a s re 
beived with a s torm o f cheers, and, perfect ly se l f -possessed, 
t a , n e forward in his splendid y o u n g m a n h o o d to per form his 
part . I knew that M r . Bird was somewhere in the audience, 
looking o n a n d l istening with mois tened eyes a n d swelling 
beart . I knew that my father, in his lonely sorrow, was think-
big of his d i sappointment in m e a n d m y career. I knew that 
M r . Bradford a n d Millie were regard ing H e n r y with a degree 
o f pride a n d gratif ication which, for the m o m e n t , shut m e out 
o f their minds . A s his vo ice r ang out over the vas t congrega-
tion, a n d cheer af ter cheer g ree ted his sp lendid per iods , I bent 
my head with shame ; a n d tears that had long b e e n strangers to 
m y eyes fell unbidden down my cheeks . I inwardly cursed my 
indolence, m y meannes s , - nd the fortune which h a d enervated 
a n d spoi led me. 

A s H e n r y m a d e his b o * in retiring, there was a long-con-
tinued a n d universal burst of applause , a n d a rain o f bouquets 
u p o n the p la t form which half-bewildered him. I watched for 
the Bradfords , a n d the mos t beautiful bouquet of al l was' handed 
by Mill ie t o her father and to s sed by him at H e n r y ' s f e e t H e 
p i cked u p all the others, then raised this to his lips, and, look-
ing u p at the gallery, m a d e a profound b o w to the giver and 
retired. K n o w i n g that with my quicker bra in it h a d been in 
my power to win that crowning honor, a n d that it was i r revo 

cab ly lost to me, the poor d ip loma that c a m e to m e a m o n g the 
others of m y c la s s g a v e m e no pleasure . 

I k n e w that the y o u n g woman was right. S h e w a s true to 
her womanly instincts, a n d had no honors to bes tow except 
u p o n the worker a n d the hero. T h e m a n who h a d d e m o n 
strated his m a n h o o d won the honor o f her womanhood . H e n r y 
was everything ; I was nothing. " T h e girl is right,' I sa id to 
m y s e l f " a n d s o m e time she shall know that the stuff she wor-
ships i s in m e . " 

A young m a n rarely ge t s a better vision of himself than that 
which is ref lected from a true woman' s eyes , for G o d himself 
sits behind them. T h a t which a m a n w a s intended to b e is 
that which unperver ted w o m a n h o o d d e m a n d s that he shall be. 
I felt at the m o m e n t that a new mot ive h a d been born in me, 
a n d that I was not wholly shorn o f power a n d the possibil i t ie° 
o f heroic life. 

Before we left N e w H a v e n , M r . Bradford , M r . Bird, a n d lay 
father met b y appointment . What their bus ines s was I did not 
know, but I h a d little doubt that it re lated to me. I was 
v e x e d b y the thought, b u t I was too p r o u d to a sk any ques-
tions. I h o p e d that the whole B r a d f o r d party would find 
themselves in the s a m e conveyance on the way home , but on 
the morning following C o m m e n c e m e n t , m y father, H e n r y , and 
mysel f took our s e a t s in the coach, a n d M r . Brad ford a n d Mil-
h e were left behind. I had not s p o k e n to either of them. I 
did not like to cal l u p o n Millie, a n d her father had not sought 
m e . 

I was not d i s p o s e d to talk, a n d all the conversa t ion was 
carr ied o n by my father a n d Henry . I saw that the y o u n g 
m a n had taken a warm p lace near my father 's h e a r t — t h a t they 
understood and apprec i a t ed o n e another perfectly. R e m e m b e r -
ing what a n idol I had been , a n d how cruel ly I had d e f a c e d my 
own l ineaments a n d p r o v e d mysel f unworthy of the worship, a 
vision of this new friendship was not ca lcu la ted to i n c r e a s e my 
happiness . B u t I was full o f my plans. I would win Mill ie 
Bradford ' s re spect or I would die. M y imaginat ion constructed 



all sorts of imposs ib le situations in which I was to play the part 
of hero, a n d compe l her admiration. I would devo te mysel f to 
labor ; I would acqu i re a profession ; I would ach ieve r e n o w n ; 
I would b e c o m e an o r a t o r ; I would win o f f i c e ; I would 
wrench a b o u g h from the highest laurel, and, dash ing it a t her 
feet , s a y : " T h e r e ! I h a v e ea rned your approva l and your 
¿ m i l e ; g ive them to m e ! " 

T h e pract ica l power that res ides in this k ind o f vaporing 
is readily apprec ia ted . I had at la s t my opportuni ty to de-
monstra te my pos se s s ion o f heroism, but it did not c o m e in the 
form I ant ic ipated a n d h o p e d for. 

O u r w e l c o m e h o m e was cordial . M y poor mother thought 
r had grown thin, and was afraid I had studied too much. T h e 
unintended s a r c a s m did not rea s sure m e . H e n r y a n d Cla ire 
were happy, a n d I left the be loved g r o u p t o s e e k my own 
lonelier home. T h e r e I manifested a delight I did not f e e l I 
to s sed my d ip loma into M r s . Sander son ' s lap, a n d lightly told her 
that there was the bit o f sheepskin which h a d cost her s o much. 
Mrs . Be lden congratula ted me, a n d the two w o m e n were glad 
to have m e at home. I spent the evening with them, a n d led 
the conversat ion, s o far a s I could, into channels that diverted 
their minds from uncomfor tab le inquiries. 

Our life soon took o n the old habits, a n d I heartily tried to 
m a k e mysel f tributary to the comfor t a n d h a p p i n e s s o f the 
house. P o o r o ld J e n k s w a s cr ippled with rheumatism, and while 
he was m a d e to be l ieve that the d o m e s t i c es tabl i shment could 
not b e opera ted without him, he had in reality b e c o m e a burden. 
As the weather g rew intensely hot, a n d M r s . S a n d e r s o n showed 
s igns of weakness , Mrs . Be lden took her a w a y to the seaside 
again , leaving m e o n c e m o r e the mas te r o f T h e M a n s i o n . , 

A little incident occurred o n the morning o f M r s . Sander-
son ' s depar ture which left a n uncomfor tab le impress ion upon 
my mind. S h e went into the dining-room, a n d c l o s e d the door 
behind her. A s the carr iage was waiting for her, I unthink 
ingly o p e n e d the door, a n d found her before the picture. The 
tears were o n her cheeks , a n d she l ooked pa le a n d di s t ressed 

I impulsively put m y arm around her, bent down and kissed 
her, and led her away. A s I did this, I de termined that 1 
would find ou t the secret of that picture if I c o u l d I was old 
enough to b e trusted with it, a n d I would h a v e i t I d id not 
d o u b t that many in the town could tell me all about it, though 
I knew there were reasons connected with my relat ions to M r s . 
S a n d e r s o n which h a d thus far forbidden them t o s p e a k to m * 
afejut i t 



C H A P T E R X V I I I . 

H E N R Y B E C O M E S A GUEST AT THE MANSION BY F O R C E O * 

CIRCUMSTANCES. 

IT was natural that the first bus ine s s which pre sented itself 
to b e done after the departure o f Mrs . Sander son , should b e 
the re instatement o f my social relat ions with the Bradfords , yet 
how it could b e ef fected without a n invitation from them I 
could not imagine. I k n e w that they were all a t home, and 
that H e n r y and Cla ire had cal led u p o n them. D a y af ter day 
pa s sed , however, and I heard nothing from them. T h e time 
began to drag heavi ly on my idle hands, when, one pleasant 
evening, Mr. Bradford m a d e his a p p e a r a n c e at T h e Mans ion . 
I had determined u p o n the cour se to b e pur sued whenever I 
should m e e t him, and after s o m e common-p lace conversat ion, 
I said to him, with all my old frankness, that I wished to open 
my heart to him. 

" I cannot hide from myself the f ac t , " I said, " that I a m ir. 
d i sg race with you a n d your family. P l e a s e tell m e what I can 
d o to a t o n e for a pa s t for which I c a n m a k e n o apology . D o 
you wish to see m e at your house again ? A m I t o b e shut 
out from your family, and shut u p here in a p a l a c e which your 
proscript ion will m a k e a prison ? I f I c a n n o t have the respect 
o f those whom I love bes t , I m a y as well d ie . " 

T h e tears filled my eyes , a n d h e could h a v e h a d n o doubt as 
to the genuinenes s o f my emotion, though he m a d e n o imme. 
d ia te reply. H e looked a t m e gravely, a n d hes i ta ted a s i f he 
were puzz led a s to the bes t way to treat m e . 

A t length he sa id : " Well, Arthur, I a m g lad y o u h a v e got 
a s far a s this—that you h a v e d i scovered that m o n e y cannot buy 
everything, a n d that there a r e things in the world s o much more 

prec ious than money, that m o n e y itself is g o o d for nothing 
without them. I t is well, a t least, to have learned s o much, 
but the quest ion with m e i s : how far will this convict ion b e per 
mitted to t a k e pract ica l hold o f your life ? What are your p lans ! 
What d o y o u p r o p o s e to d o to r e d e e m y o u r s e l f ? " 

" I will do anything," I answered warmly a n d impulsively. 

" T h a t is very indefinite," he re sponded , " a n d if you have 
no p lans there is n o u se in our talking further u p o n the s u b 
j e c t " 

" What would you have m e d o ? " I inquired, with a feel ing 
that he was wronging m e . 

" Nothing—certa in ly nothing that is not born o f a principle. 
I f there is n o higher p u r p o s e in you than that o f regaining the 
g o o d opinion o f your friends a n d neighbors, you will d o nothing. 
When you wish to b e c o m e a man for m a n h o o d ' s sake , your 
p u r p o s e o f life a n d work will come , a n d it will b e a worthy one. 
When your l ife p r o c e e d s from a right principle, you will secure 
the re spect of everybody, though you will c a re very little about 
i t—certa inly much less than you ca re now. M y a p p r o v a l will 
avail little ; you have a lways had my love a n d m y faith in your 
ability to r e d e e m yourself. A s for m y h o m e it is a lways open 
to you, a n d there is n o event that would m a k e it brighter for 
m e than to see y o u making a man ' s u s e of your splendid 
oppor tuni t ie s . " 

We h a d further talk, but it was not o f a character to reassure 
m e , for I was c o n s c i o u s that I l acked the o n e thing which he 
d e e m e d essentia l to my i m p r o v e m e n t Wealth, with i ts immu-
nities and delights, had debauched me , a n d though I c r aved the 
g o o d opinion o f the Bradfords , it was largely b e c a u s e I had 
a s soc ia ted Mill ie with m y future. I t was m y self i shness and 
my natural love o f approba t ion that l ay at the bot tom o f it all ; 
a n d a s soon a s I comprehended myself I saw that M r . Bradford 
unders tood m e . H e h a d studied m e through a n d through, 
and had c e a s e d to entertain any hope of i m p r o v e m e n t e x . 
t e p t through a change o f c i rcumstances . 

A s I wer.t to the door with him, and looked out into the 
18* 



night, two dark figures were visible in the middle of &s r o a d 
T h e y were s tanding entirely still when the door was o p e n e d 
for the light from the hall revealed them. T h e y immediately 
moved on , but the sight o f them arres ted M r . Bradford o n the 
s tep . When they had p a s s e d beyond hearing, he turned to me 
a n d in a low v o ; c e , s a i d : " Ix>ok to al l your f a s ten ings to 
n i g h t T h e r e is a g a n g o f suspic ious fellows a b o u t town, and 
a l ready two or three burglar ies h a v e b e e n c o m m i t t e d T h e r e 
m a y b e n o danger , but it is well to b e o n your g u a r d " 

T h o u g h I was naturally nervous a n d easi ly exc i ted in my im-
agination, I was b y n o m e a n s deficient in physical courage , 
a n d n o child in physical prowess . I was not afraid o f anything 
I cou ld see ; but the thought o f a night-visitation f rom ruffians 
was quite enough to k e e p m e awake, particularly a s I could 
not but b e a w a r e that T h e Mans ion held much that was valu-
able and portable , and that I was pract ical ly alone. Mr. Brad-
ford's caut ion was quite enough to put all my sense s on tension 
and destroy my power to s leep. T h a t there were men about 
the house in the night I h a d ev idence enough, both while I lay 
listening, and, on the next morning, when I went into the gar-
den, where they had walked across the flower-beds. 

I ca l led at the Bradfords ' the n e x t day, meet ing n o one , how-
ever, s a v e M r . B r a d f o r d a n d repor ted what I h a d heard and 
seen. H e looked grave , a n d while we were sj>eaking a neigh-
bor entered who reported two burglaries which had occurred on 
the previous night, o n e o f them at a house b e y o n d T h e M a n 
sion. 

" I shall s p e n d the night in the s treets , " said M r . Bradford 
decidedly. 

" Who will guard your own house ? " I inquired. 
" I shall depend u p o n Aunt F l i ck ' s ears a n d D e n n i s ' s l i a n d s , " 

he r e p l i e d 
O u r little city h a d great ly changed in ten years . T h e first 

railroad had b e e n built, manufac tures had sprung up, business 
and popula t ion h a d increased , a n d the whole socia l a spec t of 
the p l a c e h a d b e e n revolutionized. It had entirely outgrown 

its unchanged po l ice machinery a n d appo intment s , a n d now, 
when there was a cal l for efficient survei l lance, the authoritie? 
were s ad ly i n a d e q u a t e to the occas ion . U n d e r M r . Brad 
ford's l e a d a volunteer c o r p s o f cons tab le s was organized a n d 
sworn into office, and a patrol es tabl i shed which promised pro-
tect ion to the per sons a n d property of the citizens. 

T h e following night was u n d i s t u r b e d ' N o susp ic ious men 
were encountered in the s t r e e t ; a n d the s e c o n d night p a s s e d 
a w a y in the s a m e p e a c e a b l e manner . Severa l o f the volunteer 
cons tab le s , suppos ing that the danger was past , decl ined to 
watch longer , though Mr. Brad ford a n d a faithful a n d spir i ted 
few still held on. T h e burg lar s were be l ieved b y him to b e 
still in the city, under cover, a n d waiting either for a n opportunity 
to ge t away, or to a d d to their depredat ions . I do not think 
that M r . Brad ford e x p e c t e d his own house to b e a t t a c k e d but, 
f rom the locat ion o f T h e Mans ion , a n d Mrs . S a n d e r s o n ' s repu-
tation for wealth, I know that he thought it m o r e than likely 
that I should h a v e a visit from the marauders . D u r i n g these 
two nights o f watching, I s lept hardly m o r e than o n the night 
when I d i scovered the loiterers be fore the house . I t b e g a n to b e 
painful, for I h a d no solid s l eep until after the day had d a w n e d 
T h e s u s p e n s e wore u p o n me , a n d I d r e a d e d the night a s much 
a s if I h a d b e e n c o n d e m n e d to p a s s it a lone in a f o r e s t I had 
said nothing to J e n k s or the c o o k about the matter , and was 
all a lone in my consc iousnes s o f danger , a s I was a l o n e in 
the power to m e e t i t U n d e r these c i rcumstances , I ca l led 
u p o n H e n r y , a n d a s k e d a s a personal favor that h e would c o m e 
a n d p a s s at least o n e night with me. H e s e e m e d but little in-
cl ined to f avor my request , a n d probab ly would not h a v e d o n e 
s o had not a refusal s e e m e d like cowardice . - A t nine o 'c lock , 
however, he m a d e his appearance , and we went immediate ly to 
b e d 

Fort i f ied by a s ense of protect ion a n d companionship , I 
*ank at o n c e into a s lumber s o pro found that a dozen men 
might h a v e r a n s a c k e d the house without waking m e . T h o u g h 
H e r r y went to s leep , a s he af terwards told me , a t his u s u a 



hour, he s lept lightly, for his own fears had b e e n a w a k e n e d b j 
the c i rcumstances into which I had brought him. W e both 
s lept until a b o u t o n e o ' c lock in the morning, when there c a m e 
to m e in the middle o f a d ream a crash which was incorporated 
into my d r e a m a s the d i scharge o f a c annon a n d the ratt le of 
musketry , fol lowed b y the g roans o f the dying. I a w o k e be-
wildered, a n d impuls ively threw m y hand over to learn whether 
H e n r y was at my side. I found the clothes swept f rom the 
b e d a s if they h a d b e e n thrown off in a s u d d e n waking and 
flight, a n d his p l a c e empty. I s p r a n g to m y feet, consc ious at 
the s a m e t ime that a s truggle was in p r o g r e s s near me , but in 
the dark. I s truck a light, and, all unc lad a s I was , ran into 
the hall. A s I p a s s e d the door , I heard a heavy fall, and 
caught a c o n f u s e d g l impse o f two figures e m b r a c i n g a n d rolling 
heavily down the b r o a d stairway. In m y h a s t e I a lmost tum-
bled over a man lying u p o n the floor. 

" H o l d o n t o h im—here ' s Arthur , " the m a n shouted, and 1 
recognized the vo ice o f o l d J e n k s . 

" What are you here for, J e n k s ? " I shouted . 
" I ' m hurt ," sa id J e n k s , " b u t don' t mind m e . H o l d on to 

him ! hold o n to him ! " 
P a s s i n g J e n k s , I rushed down the s ta ircase , a n d found 

H e n r y kneel ing u p o n the pros t ra te figure o f a ruffian, and 
holding his hands with a grip of iron. M y fight h a d already 
b e e n seen in the s t r e e t ; and I heard shouts without, and a 
hurried t ramping o f men . I se t my c a n d l e down, a n d was at 
Henry ' s s ide in a n instant, a sk ing him what to do. 

" O p e n the door , a n d call for he lp , " he answered between 
his teeth. " I a m faint a n d cannot hold on much longer . " 

I sprang to the door, a n d while I was pushing b a c k the bolt 
w a s start led b y a r ap u p o n the outs ide, a n d a cal l which I 
recognized a t o n c e a s that of M r . Bradford. Throwing the 
door open, he, with two others , l e a p e d in, a n d comprehended 
the situation o f affairs. C lo s ing it behind him, M r . Bradford 
told H e n r y to let the fellow rise. H e n r y did not stir. The 
ruffian lay helplessly rolling u p his eyes , while H e n r y ' s head 

dropped u p o n his pr i soner ' s b r e a s t T h e brave fellow was 
badly hurt, a n d h a d fainted. M r . Brad ford s t o o p e d a n d lifted 
his helpless form, a s if h e h a d been a child, a n d b o r e him u p 
stairs , while his c o m p a n i o n s p in ioned his antagonis t , a n d 
d r a g g e d him out o f the door , where his a s s o c i a t e s tood under 
guard . T h e la t ter h a d b e e n arres ted while running away, o r 
the a p p r o a c h o f Mr. Bradford and his pos se . 

Depos i t ing his burden u p o n a bed, M r . Brad ford found 
another candle and c a m e down to light i t Giv ing hurried 
direct ions to his men a s to the disposit ion o f the arres ted 
burglars, he told o n e of them to bring A u n t F l i ck at o n c e from 
his house, a n d another to s u m m o n a surgeon. In five minutes 
the house would have b e e n silent s a v e for the groanings of 
poor old J e n k s , who still lay where h e fell, a n d the s c r e a m s o ' 
the cook , who had, at last , b e e n wakened by the d in a n d c o m 
motion. 

A s soon as H e n r y began to show signs o f recovery f rom his 
fainting fit we turned our attention to J e n k s , who lay patiently 
upon the floor, d i sabled part ly by his fall, a n d partly by his 
rheumatism. l i f t i n g him carefully, we carried him to his bed, 
and he was left in my care while M r . Brad ford went b a c k to 
Henry . 

Old J e n k s , who h a d h a d a genuine encounter with ruff ian* 
in the dark, s e e m e d to b e c o m p e n s a t e d for all his hurts a n d 
dangers by having a marve lous story to tell a n d this he told 
to m e in detail. H e had been wakened in the night b y a noise. 
I t s e e m e d to him that s o m e b o d y was trying to ge t into the h o u s e 
H e lay until he felt his b e d j a r red b y s o m e one walking in the 
room below. T h e n he heard a little c u p ratt ie o n his t a b l e — 
a little c u p with a t ea spoon in i t Sat is f ied that there was 
s o m e one in the house who did not be long in it, he ro se , and 
undertook to m a k e nis way to m y r o o m for the p u r p o s e of giv-
ing m e the information. H e was obl iged to reach m e through 
a p a s s a g e that led f rom the b a c k par t of the house . T h i s he 
undertook to do in the stealthy a n d si lent fashion of which he 
was a n accompl i shed master , and had r e a c h e d the s ta ircas« 



that led from the g rand hall, whet he encountered the intrude» 
who, taking him at o n c e for an antagonis t , k n o c k e d him down. 
T h e noise o f this encounter w o k e Henry , who s p r a n g from his 
bed. and, in a fierce g r a p p l e with the rasca l , threw him and 
rol ler with him t o the b o t t o m o f the staircase. 

I cou ld not l e a m that the o ld m a n h a d any b o n e s broken, or 
that h e had suffered m u c h excep t b y the shock u p o n his nervou« 
sy s tem a n d the crue l j a r h e h a d rece ived in his rheumat ic jo ints 
After a while, having adminis tered a cordial , I left h im with the 
a s surance that I should b e u p for the remainder o f the night 
a n d that h e cou ld s leep in perfect safety. R e t u r n i n g to m j 
r o o m I found A u n t F l i ck a l ready arrived, a n d b u s y with service 
at H e n r y ' s s ide. T h e surgeon c a m e soon afterwards , and 
having m a d e a careful examinat ion, dec lared that H e n r y had 
suf fered a b a d fracture o f the thigh, a n d that he m u s t o n n o ac-
count b e m o v e d from the house . 

A t this announcement , M r . Bradford, H e n r y a n d I l ooked at 
o n e another with a p a i n e d a n d puzz led expres s ion . W e said 
nothing, b u t the s a m e thought was running through our minds . 
M r s . S a n d e r s o n must know of it, a n d how would she receive 
a n d treat it ? S h e had a s trong pre jud ice aga inst Henry , of 
which we were all aware. Would she b l a m e m e for the invita-
tion that h a d brought him there ? would she treat him well, and 
m a k e him comfor tab le while there ? 

" I know what you are thinking o f , " sa id A u n t F l i ck sharply, 
" a n d if the o ld lady m a k e s a fuss a b o u t it I shall g ive her a 
p i e c e o f m y mind . " 

" L e t it b e smal l , " s a id Henry , smil ing through his pain. 
T h e ad jus tment o f the fracture was a painful and tedious 

proces s , which the d e a r fellow b o r e with the fort i tude that was 
his characterist ic . I t was hard for m e to think that he had 
p a s s e d through his g rea t danger a n d was suffering this pa in for 
me , though to tell the truth, I half envied him the g o o d fortune 
that had d e m o n s t r a t e d his prowess a n d h a d m a d e him for the 
t ime the hero o f the town. T h e s e unworthy thoughts I thrust 
from my mind, a n d determined o n thorough devot ion to the 

companion who h a d risked s o much for me , and who h a d pos-
sibly b e e n the m e a n s o f saving my life. 

It seemed, in the occupat ion a n d absorpt ion o f the occas ion , 
but a n hour af ter m y waking, be fore the d a y b e g a n to dawn r 
a n d leaving A u n t F l i c k with Henry , M r . Brad ford a n d I retired 
for consultation. 

I t was d e c i d e d at o n c e that Mrs . S a n d e r s o n would b e of 
fended should we withhold from her, for any reason, the news 
o f what had h a p p e n e d in her house . T h e ques t ion was whether 
she should b e informed o f it by letter, or whether M r . Brad ford 
or I should g o to her o n the morning boa t , a n d tell her tne 
whole story, insisting that she should remain where she was un-
til H e n r y cou ld b e moved . M r . Brad ford h a d r e a s o n s o f his 
own for bel ieving that it was b e s t that she should ge t her intel-
l igence from me , a n d it was dec ided that while he remained in 
or near the house , I should b e the messenger to my aunt, and 
ascerta in her plans a n d wishes. 

Accordingly , b idding H e n r y a has ty good-morning, a n d de- ' 
cl ining a breakfa s t for which I h a d no appet i te , I walked down 
to the s teamer , a n d p a c e d her d e c k s during all her br ief p a s 
iage, in the endeavor to d i s s ipate the exc i t ement o f which I 
nad not b e e n consc ious until a f ter my depar ture f rom the house , 
i found my aunt a n d Mrs . B e l d e n en joying the morning breeze 
o n the shady p iazza o f their hoteL Mrs . Sander son r o s e with 
exc i tement a s I a p p r o a c h e d her, while her companion b e c a m e 
a s pa le a s death. Both saw something in my f a c e that be tok 
e n e d trouble, a n d neither s e e m e d a b l e to d o more than to utter 
an exc lamat ion o f surprise . Severa l g u e s t s of the house being 
near us , I o f fered my a r m to Mrs . Sanderson, a n d s a i d : 

" L e t u s g o to your par lor : I have something to tell y o u . " 
We went up-stairs, Mrs . Be lden following us. When we 

: c a c h e d the door , the latter s a i d : " Shal l I c o m e in too ? r 

" Certa inly , " I responded. " Y o u will l e a m all I h a v e to 
tell, a n d y o u m a y a s well l e a m it from m e . " 

W e sat down a n d looked at one another. T h e n I sa id 
" We have h a d a burg lary . " 



Both ladies ut tered an exc lamat ion o f terror. 
" What was carr ied a w a y ? " sa id M r s . S a n d e r s o n sharply. 
" T h e burglars themse lves , " I answered. 
" A n d nothing lost ? " 
" N o t h i n g . " 
" A n d n o one hurt ? " 
" I cannot s ay that , " I answered. " T h a t is the saddes t par i 

of it. Old J e n k s was k n o c k e d down, a n d the m a n who saved 
the h o u s e c a m e out o f his s t ruggle with a badly b r o k e n l imb . " 

" Who was h e ? H o w c a m e he in the house ? " 
H e n r y H u l m ; I invited him. I was worn out with three 

nights o f watching." 

M r s . Sander son sat l ike o n e s truck dumb, while M r s . Bel-
den, growing paler , fell in a swoon u p o n the floor. I lifted her 
to a sofa , a n d cal l ing a servant to ca re for her , a f ter she began 
to show s igns o f returning consc iousnes s , took m y a u n t into 
her bed-room, c lo sed the door , a n d to ld her the whole story in 
detail . I cannot s ay that I was surprised b y the r e s u l t She 
always had the readiest way o f submitt ing to the inevitable of 
any p e r s o n I ever saw. S h e knew at o n c e that it was bes t for 
her to g o home, to take charge o f her own house , to superin-
tend the recovery of H e n r y , a n d to treat him s o well that no 
burden of obl igat ion should res t u p o n her. S h e k n e w at once 
that a n y co ldnes s or l ack o f at tent ion o n her part would be 
c o n d e m n e d by all her neighbors . S h e k n e w that she must put 
out o f sight all her pre judice aga ins t the y o u n g m a n , a n d so 
load him with at tent ions and benefact ions that he could never 
again look upon her with indifference, or treat her with even 
construct ive discourtesy. 

While .we sa t talking, M r s . B e l d e n r a p p e d at the door, and 
entered . 

" I a m sure we h a d better g o h o m e , " she sa id , tremblingly. 
" T h a t is a l ready de termined , " r e s p o n d e d my a u n t 
With my ass i s tance , the t runks were p a c k e d long before the 

boat returned, the bills a t the hotel were settled, and the ladies 
were ready for the little journey. 

I had never seen Mrs . B e l d e n s o thoroughly d e p o s e d from 
her self-possession a s she s e e m e d all the way home. H e r ag i 
tation, which h a d the air o f impat ience , increased a s we c a m e 
in sight o f Bradford, a n d when we arr ived a t the d o o r o f T h e 
Mans ion , a n d alighted, she cou ld hardly s tand, but s taggered 
np the walk l ike o n e thoroughly ill. I w a s equal ly d i s t ressed 
a n d perp lexed by the impress ion which the news h a d m a d e 
u p o n her, for she h a d a lways b e e n a marve l o f equanimi ty a n d 
self-controL 

W e met the surgeon a n d M r . Bradford at the door . T h e y 
had g o o d news to tell of H e n r y , who had p a s s e d a quiet d a y ; 
but poor o ld J e n k s h a d shown s igns o f feverish reaction, and 
b a d b e e n anxious ly inquiring when I shou ld return. A u n t 
F l i c k was busy in H e n r y ' s room. M y aunt m o u n t e d at o n c e 
t o the y o u n g m a n ' s c h a m b e r with the surgeon a n d m y s e l f 

A u n t F l i ck p a u s e d in her work a s we entered, m a d e a distant 
bow to M r s . Sander son , a n d waited to s e e what turn affairs 
would take, while she held in re serve that " p iece o f her mind " 
which cont ingent ly she had determined to hurl at the little mis-
tress o f the establ i shment. 

I t was with a feel ing of tr iumph over both H e n r y a n d his 
spirited guardian, that I witnessed M r s . Sander son ' s meet ing 
with my friend. S h e s a t down by his beds ide , a n d took his 
pale hand in both her own little hands, s ay ing a lmost tender ly . 
" I have heard all the story, s o that there is nothing to say, 
excep t for m e to thank you for protect ing my house, a n d to 
a s sure you that while y o u remain here you will b e a thousand 
t imes welcome, a n d have every service a n d attention you need. 
G ive yoursel f n o anxiety about anything, but ge t well a s soon 
a s you can. T h e r e are three o f us who h a v e nothing in the 
world to d o but to a t tend you and help y o u . " 

A tear s to le down H e n r y ' s cheek a s she sa id this, a n d she 
reached over with her dainty handkerchief , a n d wiped it away 
« tenderly a s if he had b e e n a child. 

I looked at A u n t F l ick , and found her f ace curiously puck 
ered in the a t tempt to k e e p b a c k the tears. T h e n my aunl 



addres sed her, thanking her for her service, a n d telling her thai 
she could g o h o m e a n d rest, a s the family would b e quite suffi-
cient for the nursing of the invalid. T h e w o m a n could not 
s ay a word. S h e was prepared for any emergency but this, 
a n d so , b idding H e n r y good-night, she retired from the r o o m 
a n d the house . 

W h e n supper was announced , Mrs . S a n d e r s o n a n d I went 
down stairs . W e met M r s . Be lden at the foot, who dec la red 
that she w a s not in a condit ion to e'at anything, a n d would g o 
u p a n d sit with H e n r y . W e tried to d i s suade her, but she wai 
dec ided, a n d my aunt a n d I p a s s e d on into the dining-room. 
R e m e m b e r i n g when I arrived there that I h a d not seen J e n k s , 
I e x c u s e d myself for a m o m e n t , a n d a s s i l endy a s pos s ib le 
r emounted the stairs . A s I p a s s e d Henry ' s door, I impulsively 
p u s h e d it o p e n . I t m a d e n o noise, and there, before me, 
M r s . B e l d e n knelt at H e n r y ' s bed , with her a r m s around his 
n e c k a n d her cheek lying aga inst his own. I pul led b a c k the 
door a s noiseless ly a s I h a d o p e n e d it, a n d half s tunned by 
what I h a d seen, p a s s e d on through the p a s s a g e that led to the 
room o f the o ld servant . T h e p o o r m a n l o o k e d haggard and 
wretched, while his eyes shone strangely a b o v e cheeks that 
burned with the flush of fever. I h a d b e e n s o a s ton i shed by 
what I h a d seen that I could hardly g ive rat ional repl ies to his 
inquiries. 

" I d o u b t if I weather it, M r . A r t h u r ; what do you think ? " 
sa id he, fairly look ing m e through to ge t at my opinion. 

" I hope you will b e all right in a few d a y s , " I responded. 
" D o n ' t g ive yourself any care . I ' l l s e e that you are attended 
to . " 

" T h a n k you. G i v e us your hand . " 
I p r e s s e d his hand, a t t ended to s o m e trifling service that he 

required of me, a n d went down stairs with a s ickening mis 
giving concerning my old friend. H e was shattered a n d worn, 
and, though I was but l i tde conversant with disease , there was 
something in his a p p e a r a n c e that a l a rmed m e , and m a d e nw 
feel that he h a d r e a c h e d his deadi-bed. 

With the m e m o r y o f the s c e n e which I h a d witnessed in 
Henry ' s r o o m fresh in my mind, with all its s t range s u g g e s 
dons , and with the wild, inquiring look of J e n k s »till be fore me, 
I had little d ispos i t ion to m a k e conversat ion. Y e t I looked 
u p occas ional ly a t m y aunt ' s f ace , to g ive her the privilege 
o f speaking , if she were d i sposed to talk. She, however, was 
quite a s much a b s o r b e d a s myself . S h e did not l o o k s ad . 
T h e r e p layed around her mouth a quiet smile, while her eyes 
shone with determinat ion a n d enterprise . W a s it pos s ib le that 
she was thinking that she h a d H e n r y j u s t where she wanted 
him ? Was she g lad that she had in her house a n d hands an-
other spirit to m o u l d a n d conquer ? W a s she del ighted that 
something had c o m e for her to do , a n d thus to a d d variety to 
a life which h a d b e c o m e t ame with routine ? I d o not k n o w , 
but it s e e m e d a s if this were the ca se . 

A t the c l o s e o f the meal , I told her of the impress ion I had 
received from J e n k s ' s a p p e a r a n c e , a n d b e g g e d her to g o to his 
r o o m with me , but she declined. T h e r e was o n e p r e s e n c e into 
which this b rave w o m a n did n o t wish to p a s s — t h e pre sence 
o f death. L i k e m a n y another strongly vital ized nature hers 
revolted at dissolution. S h e could rise to the oppos i t ion of 
anything that she cou ld m e e t a n d master , but the d read 
power which she knew would in a few short year s , a t most , 
unlock the c l a s p b y which she held to life a n d her p o s s e s s i o n s 
filled her with horror. S h e would d o anything for her o ld 
servant at a d i s tance , but she cou ld not, and would not, wit-
ness the p r o c e s s through which she knew her own frame a n d 
spirit must p a s s in the transition t o her final rest. 

T h a t night I spent mainly with J e n k s , while Mrs . B e l d e n 
a t tended H e n r y . T h i s was accord ing to her own w i s h ; and 
Mrs . S a n d e r s o n w a s sent to bed at her u sua l hour. Whenever 
I was wanted for anything in H e n r y ' s room, Mrs . Be lden 
cal led m e ; and, a s J e n k s needed frequent attention, I got very 
little s leep during the n i g h t 

Mrs . S a n d e r s o n was a l a rmed b y my haggard looks in the 
morning, a n d immediate ly sent for a profess ional nurse to a t 



t e n d her servant , a n d dec la red that my watching must b e 
s topped . 

T i r e d with s taying in-doors, a n d wishing for a while to sepa-
ra te mysel f from the s c e n e s that h a d s o a b s o r b e d me , a n d the 
events that had broken s o violently in u p o n m y life, I took a 
long stroll in the fields a n d woods . Sit t ing down at length in tht 
shade, with birds singing a b o v e m y head a n d insects h u m n r n g 
around me , I p a s s e d these events rapidly in review, a n d there 
c a m e to m e the convict ion that Prov idence h a d begun to deal 
with m e in e a r n e s t S i n c e the day o f my entrance u p o n my new 
hfe at T h e M a n s i o n , I h a d met with n o trials that I h a d nol 
consc ious ly brought u p o n myself! H a r d s h i p I h a d not known. 
S i c k n e s s a n d dea th I had not seen. I n the d e e p sorrows o f the 
world, m its s t ruggles a n d pa ins a n d self-denials, I h a d h a d n o p a r t 
N o w , change had come , a n d further change s e e m e d i m m i n e n t 
H o w should I m e e t i t ? What would b e its ef fect u p o n m e ? 
f o r the present my selfish p l a n s a n d p l e a s u r e s must b e laid 
as ide, a n d m y life b e devoted to others. T h e s t rong hand of 
necess i ty was u p o n me , a n d there s p r a n g u p within me , respon-
sive to i ts touch, a manly determinat ion to d o m y whole duty. 

T h e n the s t range s c e n e I h a d witnessed in H e n r y ' s r o o m c a m e 
b a c k to me. What relat ions could ex i s t be tween this pair, so 
widely s epara ted b y age , that warranted the int imacy I had 
w i t n e s s e d ? W a s this w o m a n who h a d s e e m e d t o m e s o nearly 
I>erfect a b a s e w o m a n ? H a d she woven her toils about H e n r y ? 
W a s he a h y p o c r i t e ? E v e r y event of a suspic ious nature 
which h a d occurred was p a s s e d rapidly in review. I remem-
bered his p r e s e n c e at the wharf when she first d e b a r k e d in the 
city, his s t range a p p e a r a n c e when h e m e t her at the Brad-
fords for the first t ime, the letter I h a d carr ied to him written 
by her hand, the terrible ef fect u p o n her o f the news of his 
s truggle a n d injury, a n d many other incidents which I have not 
recorded . T h e r e w a s s o m e sympathy between them which 1 
did not unders tand, a n d which filled m e with a s t range misgiv-
ing, both o n a c c o u n t o f m y s ister a n d m y s e l f ; yet I knew that 
she a n d Cla i re were the c loses t friends, a n d I had never re-

ce ived from her anything but the friendliest t r e a t m e n t S i n c e 
she had r e t u r n e d she h a d c lung to his r o o m a n d his s ide a s if 
he were her specia l charge , by duty a n d by right O n e thing 
I was sure o f : she would never h a v e t rea ted m e in the w a j 
she had t rea ted him. 

T h e n there c a m e to me, with a mult i tude o f thoughts a n d 
events c o n n e c t e d with my pas t history, M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s sin-
gular ac t ions regarding the picture that h a d formed with m e 
the sub jec t o f s o m a n y specula t ions a n d surmises . Who was 
the boy ? What connect ion h a d he with her life a n d history ? 
Was she tired o f m e ? W a s she repentant for s o m e grea t in-
just ice rendered to o n e she had l o v e d ? Was she sorrowing 
over s o m e bur ied h o p e ? D i d I s t a n d in the way o f the reali-
zation o f s o m e des i re which, in her rapidly decl ining years , 
had sprung to life within her ? 

I d o not know why it was, but there c a m e to m e the con-
sc iousness that event s were be fore m e — r e a d y t o d i sc lose 
themse lves—shut from m e by a thin vei l—which would change 
the current o f m y l i f e ; a n d the p u r p o s e I had a l ready formed 
o f s eek ing a n interview with M r . Brad ford a n d a sk ing him d ie 
quest ions I h a d l o n g des i red to a sk , was c o n f i r m e d I would 
do it a t once . I would learn my aunt ' s history, a n d know the 
ground o n which I s tood . I would p ierce the myster ies that 
had puzzled m e a n d were still gather ing aroinxl me , a n d front 
• u a t e v e r m e n a c e they might bear . 



C H A P E R X I X 

J S W K S G O K S F A R , F A R A W A Y U P O N T H E B I L L O W A N D N E V E S 

C O M E S B A C K . 

ON returning to the house I f o u n d mysel f de layed in the 
execut ion of m y determination b y the increas ing a n d alarming 
s ickness of the old servant J e n k s , a n d b y his des i re that 1 
should b e near him. T h e physician, who was ca l led a t once, 
g a v e u s n o hope o f his recovery. H e was b reak ing down 
rapidly, a n d s e e m e d to b e c o n s c i o u s o f the f a c t 

O n the following morning, a f ter I h a d spent the mos t o f the 
night in his room, h e r eques ted the nurse to retire, a n d cal l ing 
m e to his b e d s i d e sa id h e wished to s ay a few words to me. I 
admini s tered a cordial , which he swallowed with pain, a n d after 
a fit of difficult breathing c a u s e d by the effort, h e sa id f e e b l y : 
" I f s n o use , M r . A r t h u r ; I can ' t ho ld on, a n d I don ' t think I 
want to. I f s a mere matter o f s taying. I should never work 
any more , e v e n if I should weather this . " 

I tried to say s o m e comfort ing words, but he shook his head 
feebly, a n d s imply r e p e a t e d : " I f s n o u s e . " 

" W h a t c a n I d o for you, J e n k s ? " I said. 
" D o you know J i m T a y l o r ' s w i f e ? " h e inquired. 
" I ' v e s e e n her , " I replied. 
" She ' s a hard working w o m a n . " 
" Y e s , with a great m a n y chi ldren." 
" A n d J i m don' t treat her very well , " he muttered . 
" S o I ' v e heard . " 
H e shook his h e a d slowly, a n d whispered : " I f s too b a d ; 

If s t oo b a d . " 
" D o n ' t worry yourse l f about J i m T a y l o r ' s w i f e ; she 's noth 

ing to y o u , " I said. 

" D o you think s o ? — n o t h i n g to m e ? Don ' t say t h a t ; I 
can't bear i t " 

" Y o u don' t m e a n to tell m e that J i m T a y l o r ' s wife i s — " 
H e n o d d e d his h e a d ; a n d I saw that h e h a d not yet finished 

what h e had to say about her. 

" H a v e you any m e s s a g e for h e r ? " I inquired. 
" Well, you know, Mr. Arthur, that she ' s b e e n everything to 

me, and I ' d l ike to d o a little something for her. Y o u don ' t 
think she 'd take it amis s if I should leave her s o m e m o n e y , d o 
you ? " 

" Oh, no, she 's very p o o r , " I said. " I think she would b e 
very grateful for anything you c a n d o to help her a l o n g . " 

H i s e y e lighted, a n d a feeb le smile s p r e a d over his wizen 
features. 

" Pull ou t that little b o x under the b e d , " h e said. " " T i e 
key is under my pi l low." 

I p l a c e d the b o x o n the bed , and, after fumbl ing under his 
pillow, found the k e y a n d o p e n e d the humble coffer . 

" T h e r e ' s a hundred c lean silver dol lars in that bag , that I 've 
been sav ing up for her for thirty years . I hope they'll do her 
good . G i v e them to her, and don' t tell J i m . T e l l her J e n k s 
never forgot her, and that she 's b e e n everything to him. Te l l 
her I was sorry she h a d trouble, a n d don' t forget to say that I 
never b l a m e d her." 

I a s s u r e d him that I would g ive her the m o n e y a n d the 
mes sage faithfully, a n d h e sank b a c k into his pil low with a satis-
fied look upon his f a c e that I had not seen there s ince his sick-
ness. T h e l o n g contempla ted act was finished, a n d the work 
of his life was done. 

After lying awhile with his eyes c losed, he o p e n e d them and 
• a i d : " D o you s"pose we shall know o n e another over 
yonder ? " 

" I hope s o ; I think s o , " I responded. 
" I f she c o m e s be fore J i m , I shall look after her. D o you 

dare to tell her that ? " a n d he fixed his g laz ing eyes u p o n m a 
with a wild, strained look that thrilled me. 



" I think it would s ca re her , " I answered. " P e r h a p s y o u had 
better not s e n d her such a m e s s a g e . " 

" W e l l , I shall loo£ after her, a n y way, if I ge t a chance, and 
perhaps both o f ' e m won't g o to one p l a c e — a n d •" 

What further possibil i t ies r an through the o ld man ' s imagina-
tion I d o not know, for h e s e e m e d exhausted , a n d c e a s e d to 
»peak. I sat for an hour b e s i d e his bed, while h e s a n k into a 
lethargic s lumber. A t last he woke and s tared wildly about 
him. T h e n , fixing his e y e s o n me, h e s a i d : " Now*s my time ! 
I f I 'm ever go ing to ge t away from this p l ace I m u s t g o to-
night ! " 

T h e r e was a pathet ic a n d poet ic a p p o s i t e n e s s in these words 
to the fac t s o f his expir ing life that touched m e to tears, a n d I 
wiped my eyes . T h e n l istening to s o m e s t range s inging in his 
ears , h e s a i d : " D o e s n ' t it rain ? D o e s n ' t it p o u r ? You'll 
t ake cold, my boy, and s o shall L " 

T h e thought carried him b a c k over the year s to the s c e n e in 
the s table where in agony I knelt , with the e lements in tumult 
a b o v e m e and his a r m around my neck, a n d prayed. 

" Pray again, Arthur. I want to hear you p r a y . " 
I cou ld not re fuse him, but knelt at o n c e b y his bed , and 

buried m y face in the c lothes by his side. H e tried to lift his 
hand, but the p o w e r to do so was gone . I recognized his wish, 
a n d lifted his a r m a n d placed it round my neck. I t was several 
minutes before I could c o m m a n d my voice , a n d then, choking 
a s o n the evening which he had recal led, I tried to c o m m e n d 
his depar t ing spirit to the mercy a n d fatherly care o f H i m who 
w a s s o soon to rece ive i t H a v i n g prayed for him it was easier 
to pray for myse l f - and I did pray, fervently and long. A s 1 
c losed, a whispered " A m e n " c a m e f rom his dying hps 
" T h e r e , " h e s a i d ; " let 's g o into the h o u s e ; it's warm there." 
r h e r e was something in these words that s tarted m y tears 

aga in . 

Af ter this his mind wandered, a n d in his delirium the old 
pass ion o f his life took full pos se s s ion o f him. 

" To-morrow I shall be far, far away o n the billow 

Fhe o ld w o m a n wffl call J e n k s , but J e n k s won't b e here. 
J e n k s will b e gone ! . . . . T h i s is the c r a f t : u p with her sa i l s : 
down with the c o m p a s s e s : M y ! how she s l ides ! R u n her 
straight for the m o o n I . . . . Doesn ' t she cut the water beau-
tiful ! . . . . T h e s e a rolls a n d swings, a n d rolls a n d swings, 
and there are the i s l a n d s ! I s e e 'em I I s e e ' e m ! . . . . I t ' s 

just l ike a cradle , a n d I can't k e e p awake Oh, I ' m 
going to s l e e p ! I ' m — g o i n g — t o — s l e e p T e l l the o ld 
woman I b o r e her n o ill will, but I had to g o I was 
obl iged to g o Straight a l o n g in the track o f the m o o n . " 

H e sa id all this brokenly, with his eyes c l o s e d ; a n d then he 
opened them wide, a n d looked around a s if suddenly s tart led 
out o f s leep. T h e n life went out o f them, a n d there c a m e o n 
ihat quick, short breathing, unmis takable in its character, even 
to a novice , a n d I rose a n d cal led the nurse a n d Mrs . Be lden 
to witness the c los ing scene. 

So , sail ing out u p o n that unknown s e a m a d e bright b y a 
hovering glory, with green i s lands in view a n d the soft waves 
lapping his little vessel , e s cap ing from all his labors a n d pains , 
»aid realizing all his d reams a n d aspirat ions , the old m a n pa s sed 
away. T h e r e was a smile u p o n his f ace , left b y s o m e sweet 
emotion. I f he was hailed by other ba rks sai l ing u p o n the 
s a m e sea, if h e touched at the i s lands and p lucked their go lden 
fruit, if there o p e n e d to his e x p a n d i n g vision broader waters 
beyond the light o f the moon, a n d bathing the feet o f the 
Eternal City, we cou ld not know. W e only knew that his clos-
ing thought w a s a b le s sed thought, and that it g lori f ied the 
features which, in a f ew short days , would turn to d u s t I t was 
delightful to think that the harmless , s imple, ignorant, dear o ld 
boy h a d p a s s e d into the hands of his Fa ther . T h e r e I left him 
without a c a r e — i n the hands o f O n e whose ju s t i ce only is ten-
derer than H i s mercy, a n d whose love only is stronger than H i s 
justice. 

T h e super intendence o f all the affairs connec ted with his 
funeral was devolved u p o n m e ; a n d his burial was l ike the 
burial of a n o ld playfellow. I could not h a v e bel ieved that 
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his dea th would gr ieve m e so. I t was the des t ruct ion o f a part 
o f m y home . N o w nothing was left but a s ingle frail woman , 
whose year s were a lmost t o l d ; and when her t ime should b e 
spent , the house would b e e m p t y of all but m y s e l f a n d those 
whom I might choose to retain or procure. 

H i s r ema ins were fo l lowed to the g r a v e b y Mrs . Sander son 
a n d myse l f in the family carr iage , a n d b y the Bradfords , with 
6ome humble acqua intances . H i s re lat ives were all a t a dis-
t ance , i f h e h a d a n y living, o r they h a d left the world b e f o r e 
him. T h e house s e e m e d m o r e lonely a f ter his death than I 
h a d ever felt it to b e before , a n d p o o r M r s . S a n d e r s o n was 
qu i te b r o k e n down by the event . T h e pre sence o f dea th in 
the h o u s e w a s SO s a d a r e m e m b r a n c e r o f prev ious occurrences 
of which I h a d h a d n o knowledge , a n d was such a suggest ion 
to herself o f the brevity o f her remaining years , that she was 
wonderful ly so f tened . 

S h e had, ever s ince her return, l ived apparent ly in a k ind of 
dream. T h e r e w a s something in H e n r y ' s p r e s e n c e a n d voice 
that h a d the power to p r o d u c e this tender , s i lent m o o d , and 
Jenks" s death only d e e p e n e d a n d intensified i t 

W h e n all was over , and the house h a d r e s u m e d its every-day 
a s p e c t s a n d employments , I took the little stun that J e n k s had 
s a v e d with such tender care , a n d b o r e it to the w o m a n who had 
s o inspired his af fect ion a n d sweetened his life. I found her a 
hard-faced, weary o l d woman, whose life o f toil a n d trouble had 
wiped ou t every g r a c e a n d c h a r m o f w o m a n h o o d that she had 
ever p o s s e s s e d . S h e regarded my cal l with ev ident curios i ty ; 
a n d when I a s k e d her if she h a d ever k n o w n J e n k s , and 
whether anything h a d occurred between them in their early 
life that would m a k e him r e m e m b e r her with part icular regard, 
she smiled a grim, hard smile a n d s a i d : " N o t m u c h . " 

" What w a s it ? I h a v e g o o d r e a s o n s for inquir ing." 
" W e l l , " sa id she, " h e wanted m e to marry him, and I 

wouldn't . T h a f s about alL Y o u s e e he was a k ind of an in-
nocent , a n d I s ' pose I m a d e fun of him. P e r h a p s I ' v e had my 
p a y f o r t . " 

* D o y o u k n o w that he h a s loved you dear ly all his l i fe ; 
that h e has pr icked your n a m e into his arm, a n d that it was 
die tenderes t a n d sweetest word that ever p a s s e d his h p s ; that 
the thought o f y o u comforted him at his work and mingled 
with all his d r e a m s ; that he would have g o n e through fire and 
water to serve y o u ; that he saved u p m o n e y all his life to g ive 
you, and that he hopes you will die be fore your husband, so 
that he m a y h a v e the c h a n c e to ca re for y o u in the other coun-
try to which h e has g o n e ? " 

A s I ut tered these words slowly, a n d with m u c h emotion, 
her dull eyes opened wider a n d wider, a n d filled with tears 
which d r o p p e d unregarded f rom her cheeks . I s u p p o s e these 
were the first words o f af fect ion that had b e e n s p o k e n to her 
for twenty years . H e r heart h a d b e e n utterly starved, a n d my 
words were l ike m a n n a to her taste . S h e cou ld not s p e a k at 
first, a n d then with much difficulty she s a i d : " A r e you tell-
ing m e the truth ? " 

" I a m not telling you hal f o f the truth. H e loved y o u a 
thousand t imes m o r e devotedly than I c a n tell you. H e would 
have worshiped a ribbon that you h a d worn. H e would h a v e 
kissed the g round o n which you s tepped . H e would h a v e 
been your slave. H e would h a v e done anything, or been any-
thing, that would have given you pleasure , even though he h a d 
never won a smi le in re turn . " 

T h e n I unt ied the handkerchief in which I h a d brought the 
old man ' s savings , a n d p o u r e d the heavy silver into her l ap . 
She did not l o o k at i t S h e only l o o k e d into my f ace with a 
sad gaze , while the tears filled her eyes anew. 

" I don' t d e s e r v e i t : I don't deserve i t , " she r e p e a t e d in a 
hopeless way, " but I thank you. I 've g o t something to think 
of bes ides k icks a n d cuffs a n d curses . N o — t h e y won't hurt 
m e any m o r e . " 

H e r eyes br ightened then so that she l o o k e d a l m o s t beauti-
ful to me. T h e a s surance that one man , even though she had 
regarded him a s a s impleton, had persistently loved her, h a d 
pa s sed into her soul, s o that she was s t rengthened for a life-



t ime. T h e little hoard a n d the love that c a m e with it weie a 
mighty re-enforcement aga inst all the trials which a brutal hus-
band a n d fcrget fu l children h a d brought u p o n her. 

I left her sitting with her treasure still in her l ap , dreaming 
over the o ld days , looking forward to those that remained , and 
thinking of the m a n who would h a v e a sked for n o sweeter 
heaven than to look in a n d see her thus employed . Af terwards 
I saw her of ten. S h e a t tended the church which she had long 
forsaken, with clothes so nea t a n d comfor tab le that her neigh-
bor s wondered where a n d how she h a d m a n a g e d to p r o c u r e 
them, a n d took u p the burden of her life aga in with c o u r a g e a n d 
pat ience . 

S h e went be fore J i m . 
W h o m she found waiting on the other s ide o f that moonl i t 

s e a over which my old fr iend had sai led homeward, I shall 
know s o m e t i m e ; but I cannot turn my eyes f rom a 
picture which m y fancy sketches , o f a sweet o ld man , grown 
wise a n d strong, s t anding u p o n a sunny beach , with a r m s out-
stretched, to greet a n in-going shal lop that b e a r s still the n a m e 
«f a l l t h e vesse l s h e h a d e v e r o w n e d — " the J a n e Whittlesey I ' 

C H A P T E R X X 

UR. B R A D F O R D T E L L S ME A S T O R Y W H I C H C H A N G E S T H I 

D E T E R M I N A T I O N S O F M Y L I F E . 

I HAVE a l ready a l luded to the ef fect which H e n r y ' s p re sence 
produced u p o n M r s . Sanderson . F o r a few d a y s a f ter her re-
turn, I watched with covert b u t mos t intense interest the devel-
opment o f her acqua intance with him. M r s . B e l d e n had been 
for s o long a t ime her companion , and was s o constant ly at 
H e n r y ' s beds ide , that m y aunt quickly took on the habit o f go-
ing in to sit for a n hour with the l ady a n d her charge. I was 
frequently in a n d out, doing what I cou ld for m y friend's amuse-
ment, a n d o f t e n found both the ladies in a t tendance . M r s 
Sander son a lways sa t at the window in a n old-fashioned rock 
ing chair, l i stening to the conversat ion between Mrs . B e l d e n and 
Henry . Whenever H e n r y laughed, or u t tered an exc lamat ion, 
she s tarted and looked over to his bed, a s if the s o u n d s were 
familiar, o r a s if they h a d a s t range power o f suggest ion. 
There was s o m e charm in his vo i ce a n d look to which she sub-
mitted herself m o r e a n d m o r e a s the d a y s went b y — a c h a r m so 
subtle that I d o u b t whether she unders tood it or was c o n s c i o u * 
of its power. 

T w o or three days p a s s e d after I had e x e c u t e d J e n k s ' s will, 
with relation to his savings, when my old resolution to visit M r . 
Bradford recurred. I n the meant ime, I felt that I had won 
strength from m y troubles a n d cares , a n d was better a b l e to 
bear trial than I h a d ever b e e n before. I was little n e e d e d in 
the house , now that J e n k s was gone , so, one morning after 
breakfast , I s tarted to execute my purpose . A s I was taking 
my hat in the hall, there c a m e a r ap u p o n the door , a n d a s I 
s tood near it I o p e n e d it and encountered Mill ie Bradford. 
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S h e met m e with a cordial ity that s p o k e her friendship, b u t with 
a re serve which dec lared that the o ld relations b e t w e e n u s had 
ceased . I know that I b lushed painfully, for she h a d b e e n 
much in m y thoughts, a n d it s e e m e d , somehow, that she must 
h a v e b e e n consc ious o f the fact . I knew, too, that I h a d disap-
pointed a n d s h a m e d her. 

" M y father is busy this morning, M r . Bonnica s t l e , " she said, 
" a n d I h a v e b e e n sent u p t o inquire after the inval id . " 

Ah , h o w her " M r . B o n n i c a s t i e " r e m o v e d m e from h e r ! 
A n d how much m o r e lovely she s e e m e d to m e than she had 
ever s e e m e d be fore 1 D r e s s e d in a snowy morning wrapper , 
with a red r o s e at her throat, a n d only a p a r a s o l to s h a d e her b lack 
nair a n d her luminous ly tender eyes , a n d with all the shapely 
Deauty in her figure that the ministry o f s eventeen grac ious 
y e a r s c o u l d bestow, she s e e m e d to m e a lmost a g o d d e s s . 

I invited her in, a n d cal led m y a u n t Mrs . B e l d e n heard 
her vo i ce soon a f terwards a n d c a m e down, a n d we h a d a p leasant 
c h a t A s soon a s M r s . B e l d e n appeared , I not iced that Millie 
addre s sed all her inquir ies concerning H e n r y to her, a n d that 
there s e e m e d to b e a very friendly intimacy between them. 

When, at last, the girl rose to go , I p a s s e d into the hall with 
her, a n d taking my hat, s a i d : " M i s s Bradford, I was a b o u t to 
g o to your house for a bus ines s cal l u p o n your father, when you 
c a m e in. M a y I h a v e the p leasure of walking h o m e with you ? " 

" O h certa inly , " she replied, though with a shadow o f reluct-
a n c e in her look, " b u t I fear your walk will b e fruitless. M y 
father h a s gen t l emen with him, a n d perhaps will not b e at 
l iberty to s e e y o u . " 

" S t i l l , with your l eave I will go. I shall win a walk at 
l ea s t , " I re sponded . 

T h e m o m e n t I was a l o n e with her, I found myse l f laboring 
under a n embarra s sment that s i lenced me. I t was easy to talk 
in the p r e s e n c e of others, but it was " A r t h u r " a n d " M i l l i e " 
n o m o r e be tween us. 

S h e not iced my s i lence, a n d uttered s o m e common-place 
remark about the changes that h a d taken p l ace i n the city. 

" Y e s , " I said, " I s e e they h a v e the cathedral finished y o n d e r . ' 
" Ent i re ly , " she re sponded , " and the l i tde c h a p e l ins ide has 

been torn d o w n . " 

H o w m u c h she meant by this, or whether she in tended any 
al lusion to the old conversa t ion , every word of which I recol 
lected so vividly, I cou ld not tell, but I g a v e her the credit of 
pos se s s ing a s g o o d a m e m o r y a s m y s e l f a n d s o conc luded that 
she cons idered Arthur Bonnicas t le , the boy, a s a p e r s o n d e a d 
and gone , a n d Mr. Bonnica s t l e the y o u n g m a n a s o n e whom 
she did not know. 

A s we c a m e in sight o f her house , we saw three gent lemen at 
the door. T w o o f them soon left, a n d the third, who was M r . 
Bradford, went b a c k into the house . 

" I be l ieve those two men are my father a n d M r . B i rd , " I 
said. " I don' t think I can b e m i s t a k e n . " 

" Y o u are not m i s t a k e n , " she re sponded , looking flushed a n d 
troubled. 

" W h a t c a n they want o f your fa ther at this t ime of the 
m o r n i n g ? " I said. 

S h e m a d e n o reply, but qu ickened her s teps , a s if she wished 
to shorten the interview. Whatever their bus ines s was , I felt 
sure that she under s tood its nature, a n d a lmost equal ly sure 
that it re la ted to myself. I knew that the three had met at 
N e w H a v e n ; a n d I h a d n o d o u b t that they h a d the s a m e 
business o n hand now that they h a d then. I de termined to 
learn it before I left the house . 

A s we a p p r o a c h e d the ga te , she suddenly turned to m e in 
her impuls ive way, and s a i d : 

" Arthur Bonnicas t le , a r e you s t rong tiiis morning ? " 
" Y e s , " I repl ied, " I can m e e t anything . " 
" I a m g l a d ; I be l i eve you . " 
T h a t was alL A s we mounted the s t eps we found Mr. 

Bradford sitt ing be fore the o p e n door , reading, or pretending to 
read, a newspaper . 

" H e r e ' s M r . Bonnicast le , father , " Mil l ie said, a n d pa s sed 
through the hall a n d out of s i g h t 



M r . B r a d f o r d r o s e a n d gave m e his hand. M j coming had 
e v i d e n d y ag i ta ted him, though h e e n d e a v o r e d to b e a r himseli 
calmly. 

" I wish to a sk you s o m e quest ions , a n d to ta lk with y o u , " 
I s a i d 

' ' L e t u s g o where we c a n b e a lone , h e r e s p o n d e d leading 
the way into a little l ibrary or off ice which I h a d never seen 
before. Throwing open the shutters, a n d seat ing himself by the 
window, a t the s a m e t ime point ing m e to a chair o p p o s i t e to 
him, h e s a i d : " N o w for the ques t ions . " 

" I want y o u to tell m e what per son i s represented b y the 
picture o f a b o y in M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s dining-room." 

" H e r own son, a n d her only c h i l d " h e rep l ied . 
" I s h e l iving or d e a d ? " 
" H e is d e a d . " 
" Will you tell m e his history ? " I s a i d 
H e hes i tated a m o m e n t , l ook ing out of the window, and 

then replied s l o w l y : " Y e s , I wilL I t is t ime y o u should know 
it, a n d everything c o n n e c t e d with i t H a v e you le i sure to 
hear it n o w ? " 

" Y e s . T h a t is my bus ines s here this morn ing . " 
" T h e n I must beg in at the beg inning , " h e r e p l i e d " I sup-

p o s e you m a y h a v e learned before this t ime that M r s . Sander-
s o n w a s a Bonnica s t l e . " 

" I k n o w i t , " I s a i d 
" Y o u have l e a r n e d too, that she is a willful woman. In 

her youth, at leas t , she was unreasonably so. S h e w a s a n heir-
ess , and, in her y o u n g days , w a s pretty. F o r fifty mi les around 
she w a s r e g a r d e d a s the finest " c a t c h " within the reach o f any 
ambi t ious y o u n g man . H e r sui tors were numerous , and 
a m o n g them was the o n e to whom, aga inst the wishes of her 
parents , she a t la s t g a v e her h a n d H e w a s handsome , bright, 
gal lant , b o l d a n d vicious . I t was enough for her that her 
parent s o p p o s e d his at tentions a n d des igns to secure for him 
her sympathy. I t was enough for her that careful friend» 
warned her aga in s t him. S h e turned a dea f ear to them all, 

a n d b e c a m e fixed in her choice by the oppos i t ion she encoun-
t e r e d T o the sorrow o f those who loved her a n d wished hei 
well, she was marr ied to him. H e r parents , l iving where she 
fives now, did the bes t they cou ld to secure her happines s , a n d 
o p e n e d their h o m e to their new son-in-law, but witness ing his 
care le s s t reatment of their daughter, and his diss ipat ions, d ied 
soon afterwards, of d i sappointed h o p e s a n d ruined p e a c e . 

" T h e dea th o f her parents r e m o v e d al l the restraint which 
had thitherto inf luenced him, a n d h e p l u n g e d into a c o u r s e of 
diss ipat ion a n d debauchery which m a d e the life o f his wife ? n 
unceas ing torment a n d sorrow. H e g a m b l e d he k e p t the 
gros ses t c o m p a n i o n s a r o u n d him, h e commit ted a thousand 
exces se s , a n d a s he h a d to d o with a will a s strong a s his own, 
the domest ic life o f T h e M a n s i o n was notoriously inharmonious. 

" Af ter a few years , a child was born. T h e b a b y was a boy," 
a n d over this event the father indulged in a d e b a u c h from 
which he never r e c o v e r e d Para lys i s a n d a sof tened bra in re-
d u c e d him in a few months to essential idiocy, a n d when h e d ied 
the whole town g a v e a sigh o f relief. Self-sufficient in her nature , 
your aunt was self-contained in her morti f icat ion and sorrow. 
N o o n e ever heard a compla int from her lips, a n d n o o n e ever 
dared to ment ion the n a m e o f her husband to her in a n y term« 
but those of r e s p e c t H i s debt s were p a i d a n d a s his tim«-
of indulgence h a d b e e n comparat ive ly short, her large fortune 
was not seriously i m p a i r e d 

" T h e n she g a v e herself u p to the training o f her boy. ) 
tnink she saw in him something o f the nature o f his father, a n d 
set herself to the ta sk o f curbing a n d killing it. N o b o y in 
Bradford ever h a d s o rigid a training a s H e n r y Sander son . 
She did not permit him t o leave her s i g h t Al l his early edu-
cat ion was rece ived at h t r hands. Every wish, every impulse , 
even every aspirat ion of the c h i l d was s u b j e c t e d to the iron 
rule o f her will. N o s lave that ever l ived was m o r e a b s o r b e d 
directed a n d contro l led b y his mas ter t ' lan this unfortunate 
child was by his mother . N o t one ta s te o f l iberty did h e evet 
know, until she was compe l l ed to send him away from her ta 
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c o m p l e t e his educat ion. T h e portrait o f him which ha» 
exci ted your curiosity for s o m a n y year s was pa in ted when h i 
was l e s s than twelve year s old, though he was not permit ted t«J 
l eave his h o m e until s o m e years later. 

" 1 was y o u n g at that t ime m y s e l f though I was o lder than 
H e n r y — y o u n g enough, a t least , to sympathize with him, a n d to 
wish, with other boys , that we cou ld get him away from her 
a n d g ive him one ta s te of socia l freedom a n d fellowship. 
When she r o d e he was with her, l ook ing wistfully a n d smilingly 
out u p o n the b o y s wherever h e saw them playing, a n d when 
she wa lked she held his hand until h e was qu i te a s large a s her-
self! E v e r y ac t o f his l i fe was regula ted b y a ru le which con-
sulted neither his wish nor his reason . H e h a d absolutely n o 
training of his own wi l l—no d e v e l o p m e n t within his own heart 
o f the pr inciples o f right conduct , n o exerc i se o f l iberty under 
those wise counse l s a n d restraints which would l e a d h im safely 
u p to the l iberty o f m a n h o o d . H e w a s s imply her creature , 
her tool, her puppet , slavishly obed ient to her every wish and 
word. H e was t rea ted a s if he were a wild animal , whom she 
wished to t a m e — a n an imal without affection, without reason, 
without a n y rights excep t those which she might g ive him. S h e 
was determined that h e should not b e l ike his father. 

" I h a v e n o d o u b t that she l o v e d this child with all the 
strength o f her s t rong nature , for she sacrif iced society a n d a 
thousand p lea sures for the p u r p o s e of carrying ou t hei p lans 
concerning him. S h e would not l eave him at h o m e with ser-
vants a n y m o r e than she would g ive him the l iberty o f inter-
cour se with other children, a n d thus she shut herself away from 
the world, a n d lived wholly with a n d for him. 

" H e was fitted for co l l ege in her own house , by the tuition 
o f a l earned c lergyman o f the town, who w a s g l a d to e k e out 
a scanty profes s iona l m a i n t e n a n c e b y at tending her son, though 
she was p re sent at every recitation, a n d never le f t him for a 

m o m e n t in the tutor 's c o m p a n y . 

" W h e n the work o f preparat ion was c o m p l e t e d , she went 
through the terrible struggle o f part ing with her charge, and 

sending him away from her for the first time. H e went from her 
a s dependent a n d self-distrustful a s a child of t h r e e — a trembling, 
bashful , wretched boy, a n d c a m e b a c k in le s s than a year ju s t 
what any wise m a n would h a v e a n t i c i p a t e d — a rough, royslering, 
ungovernable fellow, who laughed at his mother , turned her or-
derly h o m e into a p a n d e m o n i u m , flouted her authority, a n d m a d e 
her glad be fore his vacat ion ended to send him b a c k again, out 
o f her s i g h t Untra ined in self-control a n d the u s e o f liberty, he 
went into all exce s se s , a n d b e c a m e the o n e notorious rowdy of 
the col lege. H e was rus t ica ted m o r e than once , a n d would h a v e 
been expe l l ed but for the s t rong inf luence which his mother 
brought to bear u p o n the government o f the col lege . 

" Af ter his graduat ion, he was for a t ime at h o m e ; but Bradford 
was too small to cover u p his debaucheries and immoralit ies . 
H e h a d all the beauty a n d bo ldnes s of his father, a n d inherited 
his dominant animal nature. Af ter a long quarrel with his 
mother, h e m a d e a n ar rangement with her b y which h e was al-
lowed a generous annuity, a n d with this he went away, drifting 
at last to N e w Orleans . T h e r e he found col lege c l a s smates 
who knew o f his mother ' s wealth, a n d a s h e h a d m o n e y enough 
to dress l ike a g e n d e m a n , he was admit ted a t o n c e into society, 
and c a m e to b e regarded a s a des irable m a t c h for any o n e of 
the m a n y y o u n g w o m e n he m e t H e lived a life o f gayety, 
gambled with the fast m e n into whose society he was thrown, a n d 
at last incurred d e b t s which, in desperat ion , he b e g g e d his mother 
to pay , p romi s ing in return immedia te a n d thorough reform. 
After a long de lay his request was g r a n t e d ; a n d I h a v e n o 
doubt that h e honest ly undertook the re form he h a d promised, 
for at this time h e b e c a m e a c q u a i n t e d with a w o m a n whose in-
fluence over him was purifying and ennobling, a n d well calcu-
ted to inspire a n d fortify all his g o o d resolutions. S h e was not 
rich, but she be longed to a g o o d family, a n d was well educated . 

" O f cour se h e showed her only his a m i a b l e s i d e ; a n d the 
ardent love she inspired in him won her heart , a n d she married 
him. A t this t ime he was but twenty-five year s old. H i s mother 
h a d been look ing forward wearily to the hour when he would 



»ee the folly of his course, would c o m p l e t e the sowing of hi« 
wild oat s , a n d b e g lad to return to his home. S h e h a d her OWH 
ambit ious pro ject s concerning a matr imonia l a l l iance for him ; 
a n d when h e marr ied without consult ing her, a n d marr ied one 
who was poor, her anger was without bounds . Impuls ively she 
sa t down and wrote him the cruelest letter that it was in her 
power to write, telling him that the a l lowance which she had 
hitherto sent him would b e sent to him n o longer, a n d that hei 
p roper ty would b e left to others. 

" T h e blow was one f rom which he never recovered. H e 
was pros t ra ted a t o n c e u p o n a b e d o f s ickness , which, ac t ing 
u p o n a sy s tem that h a d been gross ly abused , at la s t carried 
him to his grave . O n c e during this s i ckness his wife wrote 
to his mother a n o t e o f entreaty , so fuH o f tender love for her 
s ick a n d dying husband, a n d s o a p p e a l i n g in its Christ ian 
womanliness , that it might well have m o v e d a heart o f s t o n e ; 
but it found no entrance at a door which d i s appo in ted pride 
h a d closed. T h e note was never answered , a n d was un-
doubtedly tos sed into the fire, that the receiver might never b e 
reminded o f i t 

" T h e son a n d husband died, and was bur ied by a l ien hands, 
a n d his mother never saw his face aga in . " 

H e r e Mr. Brad ford paused , a s if his story was finished. 
" I s this all ? " I a sked . 
" I t is, in brief, the history of the boy whose portrait yoi> 

have inquired a b o u t , " he repl ied. 

" What b e c a m e of his widow ? " I inquired. 
" S h e re turned to her parents , a n d never wrote a word to 

M r s . Sander son . S h e h a d b e e n t rea ted by her in s o cruel a 
manner that she cou ld n o t Af terwards she marr ied again, and 
removed , I have s ince learned, to o n e o f the Nor thern S ta te s . " 

I sa t in s i lence for s o m e moments , a terrible quest ion burn-
ing in my throat, which I da red not utter. I felt mysel f trem-
bling in every nerve. I tried to thrust the quest ion f iom me, 
but it would not g o . 

T h e n M r . Bradford, who, I doubt not, r ead my thoughts, 

and did not feel ready to answer my quest ion, s a i d : " Y o u 
s e e how differently Mrs . S a n d e r s o n lias t reated you. I have 
n o doubt that she rea soned the matter all out, a n d c a m e to 
the conclus ion that she had ac ted unwisely. I have n o doubt , 
though she never a c k n o w l e d g e d it to any o n e , that she saw the 
reason o f the failure o f the p l an o f training which she adopted 
in the c a s e o f her son, a n d determined u p o n another o n e for 
y o u . " 

" A n d that has fai led t o o , " I sa id sadly. 

" Y e s : I m e a n no reproach a n d no unkindness when I 
frankly say that I think it has. Both p l a n s ignored certain 
principles in h u m a n nature which m u s t b e recognized in all 
sound training. N o true m a n was ever m a d e either by absorb-
rag a n d repress ing his will, or by removing from him all st imulus 
to manly e n d e a v o r . " 

" D o y o u think my aunt ca re s much for these things that 
happened s o long a g o ? " I inquired. 

" Y e s , I think that she c a r e s for them m o r e a n d m o r e a s 
the days g o by, a n d bring her nearer to her grave . S h e has 
sof tened wonderfully within a few years , a n d I have n o doubt 
that they form the one dark, ever-present shadow upon her life. 
A s she feels the d a y s of help lessness coming , she cl ings more 
to companions , a n d mis se s the hand that, for s ixteen long and 
laborious years , she tried to teach obed ience , a n d train into 
helpfulness aga ins t the emergency that is a lmost u p o n her 
S h e mourns for her child. S h e bewai l s in secret her m i s t a k e s ; 
and, while she is true to you to-day, I h a v e n o doubt that if 
the son o f her youth cou ld c o m e to her in r ag s a n d wretched-
ness, with all his sins u p o n him, a n d with the record o f his 
ingrat i tude unwashed o f its stains, she would receive him with 
open arms , a n d b e a lmost content to die at o n c e in hi s em-
b r a c e . " 

T h e tears filled m y eyes, a n d I s a i d : " P o o r w o m a n 1 I 
wish he c o u l d c o m e . " 

Mr. Bradford's observations and conclusions with regard to 
her coincided with my own. I had noticed this change coming 



over her. I h a d seen her repeatedly s tanding b e f o r e the p i c * 
ure. I had witnessed her absorpt ion in revery. E v e n from 
the first day o f my a c q u a i n t a n c e with her I saw the change had 
b e e n in progress . H e r heart h a d b e e n unfed s o long that it 
had b e g u n to s tarve. S h e had c lung m o r e a n d m o r e to m e ; 
she h a d l ived m o r e a n d m o r e in the society* o f Mrs . B e l d e n ; 
and now that H e n r y h a d b e c o m e a n inmate o f her house , she 
evidently del ighted to b e in his p re sence . H e r s t rong charac-
teristics o f ten b e t r a y e d themse lves in her conduct , but they 
were r e v e a l e d through a tenderer a tmosphere . I pitied her 
profoundly, and I saw how imposs ib le it was for me, under any 
c i rcumstances , to fill the p l ace in her heart of o n e who had 
been nur sed u p o n i t 

W e went o n talking u p o n var ious unimportant matters , bo th 
o f us fighting away from the ques t ion which e a c h o f u s felt was 
u p p e r m o s t in the other ' s mind. A t last,, s u m m o n i n g all my 
resolut ion a n d courage , I sa id : " W a s there any child ? " 

" Y e s . " 

" I s that child l iving ? " 
" Y e s ; I think s o — y e s . " 
I k n e w that at this reply to my quest ion the b lood wholly 

for sook my face . M y h e a d s w a m wildly, a n d I ree led heav-
ily u p o n my feet, a n d c a m e c l o s e to the window for air. 
Mr. B r a d f o r d sprang up , a n d drew my chair c lo se to where I 
s tood , a n d b a d e m e b e seated- I felt l ike a m a n drifting resist-
lessly toward a precipice . T h e r o c k s a n d b r e a k e r s h a d been 
around m e for days , a n d I h a d heard indistinctly a n d afar the 
roar o f tumbl ing w a t e r s ; but now the s o u n d s t u n n e d my ears, 
and I k n e w that m y hurrying b a r k would soon shoot into the 
air, a n d pitch with m e into the abyss . 

" D o e s Mrs . S a n d e r s o n know o f this child ? " 
" I d o not think she does . T h e r e h a s b e e n no one to tell 

her. S h e c o m m u n i c a t e s with n o one , a n d neither child nor 
mother would ever m a k e a n approach to her in any assertion 
of their relat ions to her, even if it were to s a v e them from 
starving. B u t the m a n undoubtedly l ives to-day to whom M r » 

Sander son ' s wealth will be long by every moral a n d natural 
nght , when she shall have p a s s e d a w a y . " 

T h e truth h a d c o m e at last , a n d a l though I had ant ic ipated 
it, it was a p lunge into warring waters that impel led, a n d he ld , 
a n d whelmed, a n d to s sed m e l ike s o m e poor weed they had 
torn from sunny banks far away a n d a b o v e . Would they play 
with m e for an hour, a n d then carry m e with other re fuse out 
to the sea, or would they leave m e u p o n the shore, to take root 
again m humbler soil a n d le s s dangerous surroundings ? I did 
not know. F o r the m o m e n t I hardly cared . 

Nothing was sa id for a long time. I looked with c o m p r e s s e d 
hps and dry eyes ou t of the window, but I- knew diat M r 
Bradford 's e y e s were u p o n me. I cou ld not but c o n c l u d e 
that it was the intention o f my friends that M r s . S a . d e r s o n 
should b e informed that her g r a n d s o n was living, e l s e M r Brad-
ford would not h a v e told m e . I knew diat Mrs. Sanderson 
had arrived at that point in life when such information would 
come to her l ike a vo i ce f rom heaven. I knew that the fortune 
I had ant ic ipated was g o n e ; that my whole s c h e m e o f life was 
a shattered d r e a m ; that I was to b e sub jec ted to the ta sk oi 
taking u p a n d bear ing unass i s ted the burden o f my dest iny ; 
that everybody must know my humiliation, a n d that in my 
altered lot a n d social posit ion I could not aspire to the hand 
of the o n e girl o f all the world whose love I cove ted . 

T h e whole dainty fabric o f my life, which my imaginat ion 
had reared, was carr ied away a s with the s w e e p of a whirlwind, 
and the fragments filled the air a s far a s I cou ld s ee . 

When react ion c a m e , it was a t first weak a n d pitifuL It 
made m e angry a n d p e t u l a n t T o think that my own father 
and my old teacher should h a v e been plot t ing for months with 
my b e s t fr iend to bring m e into this strait, a n d that all should 
not only have c o n s e n t e d to this ca ta s t rophe , but h a v e «ought 
it, a n d laid their p lans for it, m a d e m e angry. 

" M r . Brad ford , " I said, suddenly a n d fiercely, rising to m y 
feet, " I have b e e n abused . Y o u led m e into a Vap , a n d now 
oiy own father a n d M r Bird jo in with you to spring it upon m e 



Y o u have wheedled them into i t ; you h a v e determined to rain 
me, and all m y h o p e s a n d p r o s p e c t s for life, b e c a u s e I d o not 
choose to m o d e l m y life on your s t ingy little pattern. Who 
knows anything a b o u t this fel low whom you p r o p o s e to p u t i r 
my p l a c e ? A pretty story to b e t rumped u p a t this l a te day, 
a n d p a l m e d off u p o n an o ld w o m a n m a d e weak b y remorse , 
anx ious to right herself be fore she g o e s to her g rave ! I will 
fight this thing to the death for her a n d for myself . I will not 
b e i m p o s e d u p o n ; n o r will I permit her to b e i m p o s e d upon. 
T h a n k you for nothing. Y o u h a v e treated m e brutally, and I 
t a k e y o u r grand ways for j u s t what they are worth . " 

I whirled u p o n m y feet, and, without b idding him g o o d m o r a , 
ing, a t t e m p t e d to l e a v e the room. H i s hand was o n my shoul-

• der in an instant, and I turned upon him savagely , and y e l l e d : 
" W e l l , what m o r e d o you w a n t ? I sn ' t it enough that you 
ruin m e ? H a v e you any new torture ? " 

H e lifted his free hand to my other shoulder, a n d looked m e 
ca lmly a n d with a s ad smi le in the face . 

" I forgive it all, Ar thur , " he said, " even b e f o r e you repent 
o f it. T h e devil h a s b e e n s p e a k i n g to me, and not Arthur 
Bonnicas t l e . I expec ted j u s t this, and now that it is come , let 
u s forget i t T h i s is not the m o o d in which a wise m a n en-
c o u n t e r s the world, a n d it is not the m o o d o f a m a n at all, but 
o f a chi ld . " 

A t this, I burst into tears, a n d he drew m e to his breast , 
where 1 wept with painful convuls ions . T h e n h e led m e b a c k 
t o m y seat . 

" W h e n you h a v e had time to think it all o v e r , " h e said 
ca lmly a n d kindly, " you will find b e f o r e you the mos t beauti-
ful opportunity to begin a true career that m a n ever had. It 
would b e cruel to depr ive you o f i t Y o u r aunt will never 
know of this heir by your father 's lips, or M r . Bird's , or my own. 
Ne i ther the heir nor his mother will ever report themselves to 
her. Everyth ing is to b e d o n e by you, o f your own free wilL 
Y o u h a v e it in your power to m a k e three per sons superlatively 
happy, and, at the s a m e time, to m a k e a m a n o f your se l f If 
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you cannot appropr ia te such a n opportunity a s this, then your 
m a n h o o d is m o r e thoroughly debased , or lost, than I SUP 
p o s e d . " 

I saw how kindly a n d strongly they h a d p r e p a r e d it all fo, 
me, a n d how all h a d b e e n ad jus ted to a pract ica l a p p e a l to my 
n u n h o o d , to m y sense of just ice , and to my grat i tude. 

" I must have t ime, " I said at l a s t ; " but where is this m a n ? " 
" I n h i s g randmother ' s house , with a broken leg, suf fered in 

the service o f his friendship for y o u ; a n d his mother is nursing 
h i m ! " ^ 

" Grandmother ' s house ? . . . H e n r y H u l m ? . . . M r s 
Be lden ? " 

I was s o s tunned by the information that I ut tered the words 
in g a s p s , with long p a u s e s between. 

" Y e s , the P r o v i d e n c e that h a s cared for you a n d m e has 
brought them there, and f a s tened them in the home where they 
belpng. T h e r e has b e e n n o conspiracy, n o intrigue, n o s cheme . 
It has all b e e n a happening, but a happening after a p lan that 
your father l earned long b e f o r e I did to recognize a s d iv ine . " 

" D o they k n o w where they a r e ? " 
I a s k e d the quest ion blindly, b e c a u s e it s e e m e d s o s t range 

that they should know anything a b o u t i t 

" C e r t a i n l y , " M r . Bradford said, " a n d H e n r y has a lways 
known his re lat ions to Mrs . Sander son , from the first day on 
which you told him o f your own. When you first went to hei . 
I knew j u s t where both mother a n d son were, a n d was in c o m ' 
municat ion with t h e m ; but I knew quite a s well then that a n j 
a t tempt to reconci le M r s . Sander son to the thought o f adopt ing 
them would have b e e n futile. T h i n g s h a v e changed with her 
a n d with y o u . " 

" W h y a r e they here under fa lse n a m e s ? Why h a v e they 
kept u p this decept ion , a n d carr ied o n this s t range masquer-
a d e ? " I a s k e d . 

" H e n r y very naturally took his step-father's name , b e c a u s e 
he was but a child a t his mother 's s e c o n d m a r r i a g e ; a n d M r s 
Belden H u l m chose to b e known by a par t o f her n a m e only. 



for the p u r p o s e o f hiding her personal i ty from M r s . Sandei son, 
whom she first met entirely by acc ident . " 

" D o they know that you h a v e intended to m a k e this d i s 
c losure ? " I inquired. 

" N o , they know nothing o f i t I t was o n c e p r o p o s e d to 
them, but they dec la red that i f such a thing were d o n e they 
would fly the city. U n d e r M r . B i r d ' s a n d your father 's a d v i c e 
I h a v e taken the mat te r into m y own hands , a n d now I l e a v e 
it entirely in yours . T h i s i s the end of m y responsibil i ty, a n d 
here yours beg ins . " 

" W i l l y o u b e k ind enough to send a m e s s e n g e r to M r s . 
Sander son , to tell her that I shall b e a b s e n t during the day ? " 
i said. " I c a n n o t g o h o m e n o w . " 

" Y e s . " 
I shook his hand, a n d went out into the sunlight, with a 

crushed, brui sed feeling, a s if I h a d p a s s e d through a great ca-
tastrophe. M y first impulse was to g o directly to m y father, 
but the impul se was hardly born b e f o r e I sa id a loud, a s if m o v e d 
by s o m e sudden inspiration : " N o ; this thing shall b e settled 
between G o d a n d myse l f . " T h e ut terance o f the words s e e m e d 
to g ive m e new strength. I avo ided the street that led b y my 
father 's door , a n d walked directly through the town. I met 
sun-browned m e n at work, earning their daily bread. O n every 
s ide I heard the din o f industry. T h e r e were shouts a n d calls , 
a n d snatches o f song , a n d rolling o f wheels , a n d laughter of 
boys . T h e r e was n o sympathy for m e there, a n d n o touch of 
comfor t or heal ing. 

T h e n I sought the sol i tude of the woods , a n d the s i lence of 
nature. F a r away from every sight and s o u n d o f m a n I sat 
down, but even there went o n the c e a s e l e s s industr ies o f life. 
T h e b e e s were p lunder ing the flowers with not a thought of 
m e or of p lay . A humming bird p r o b e d a honeysuck le a t my 
side, a n d dar ted away l ike a s u n b e a m . A foraging squirrel 
p i cked u p his dinner a lmost at my feet , a n d ran u p a tree, 
where he sat to ea t it and sco ld m e for my idleness . A spring 
of water, twinkling in the light, gushed from under a rock , and 

went .s inging down the valley o n its miss ion o f s e r r i ce . B a d , 
and forth a robin flew, carrying food to her young. T h e air was 
loaded with the breath of flowers a n d the scent of ba l sams , 
beau ty a p p e a l e d to my e y e s wherever I turned them, and the 
s u m m e r breeze s f anned my feverish cheeks . Industry and 
minis try—these were the words o f the world, a n d G o d had 
uttered them. 

I l o o k e d u p through the trees into the d e e p b lue H e a v e n 
and thought o f the B e i n g o f whom that sky was but an e m a n J 
tion, with its life-giving sun a n d its wilderness o f unseen stars 
wheeling m infinite cyc les o f s i lence, a n d there c a m e unbidden 
to my h p s those w o r d s — a thousand t imes d i v i n e — " M y father 
worketh hitherto, a n d I w o r k . " I realized that to live outs ide 

w o r k w a s t o l i v e out s ide o f the universal p lan, that there 
could b e no true godl iness without work, a n d that manl iness 
was s imply godl iness m a d e human. 

I thought I knew from the first what I should d o in the end • 
but I felt the necess i ty o f be ing led to my ac t by deliberation.' 
I need not tell how m a n y aspirat ions went up f r o m m y heart 
that day. I threw my soul wide o p e n to every heavenly influ-
ence, a n d returned at night strong. 

On the way, I thought over all that had occurred in m y inter-
course with Henry , a n d wondered why I h a d not apprehended 
the facts which now s e e m e d s o plain to me. I thought of his 
reticence, his re luctance to enter the door o f his friend a n d 
c o m p a m o n , his l ikeness to his father 's portrait , his intimacy 
with M r s . Belden, o f a thousand incidents that po inted to this 
one conclus ion , a n d cou ld never have led to anything e l se I t 
is more than likely that the reader o f this history anticipated 
all that I have recorded, but to m e it was a s tagger ing surprise 
that would have been incredible, s a v e for the conspir ing testi-
mony o f every event a n d fact in our intercourse a n d history. 

I entered the house with a new glow u p o n my face , and a 
new light in m y eyes . Mrs. Sanderson noticed my altered look, 
and sa id she was g lad I had spent the day away. 

I n the evening, I went out upon the b r o a d a c r e s that a j 



about me, looked u p at the grand old house a n d the splendid 
e lms that s tood around, a n d sa id : " I can do it, a n d I will ." 

T h e n I went to bed, a n d with that sweet a n d s t rong deter-
mination locked in m y breas t , I s lept, b r o o d e d over a n d wrapt 
a round b y a p e a c e that held every nerve a n d musc le o f ray 
body and eveiy faculty of my soul in downy bonds until mar* 
i n * 

C H A P T E R X X I . 

i H n t AN m.D FRIEND WHO BECOMES MY KTVAJ-

W n t N I woke, o n the following morning, it was with a start 
and a pang . I t was l ike the shrinking shiver o n e feels in pass-
ing f rom a room full o f warmth a n d the p e r f u m e o f flowers a n d 
the app l i ances of comfor t into o n e that i s b a r e and c h i l l ; or, 
it was l ike rising f rom a bed, sweet with invitat ions to d reams 
a n d languid luxury, to an icy bath a n d a frosty t o i l e t T h e 
pang, however , did not last long. With the consc iousnes s that 
I was rel inquishing the h o p e s a n d p lans o f a life, there was 
mingled a s ense o f power over other l ives that was very stimu-
lating a n d p l e a s a n t I t was a g rea t thing to b e a b l e to crown 
my benefac t re s s with the highest earthly bless ing she could 
wish for. It was a g rea t thing to b e a b l e to m a k e my faithful 
m e n d a n d fellow rich, a n d to res tore to him his rights. I t was 
a g rea t thing to have the power to solve the p r o b l e m s of three 
lives by m a k i n g them one . 

M r . Bradford a n d his advi sers were exceedingly wise in leav 
lng everything to me , a n d plac ing all the responsibil ity upon 
me. T h e a p p e a l t o m y sense o f j u s t i c e — t o my m a n l i n e s s — 
was s imply irresistible. I f H e n r y h a d b e e n other than what he 
was—if he h a d b e e n a y o u n g m a n inheriting the na ture o f his 
f a ther—I should doubt le s s h a v e h a d difficulty enough with him. 
but they would have s tood by me. H e would h a v e m a d e my 
place hot with hate a n d persecution, and they would h a v e sup-
ported m e and turned aga ins t h i m ; but they knew that h e was 
not only the natura l heir to all that had b e e n promised t o me, 
but that h e would u se it all worthily, in carrying ou t the pur-
poses o f a m a n h o o d worthily won. 

I t was s t range how my p u r p o s e s with regard to the inmates 
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of T h e M a n s i o n glorified them all in m y s i g h t M i s . S a n d e r s o a 
shone l ike a saint in the breakfas t -room that morning. M r s . 
Be lden w a s a s fresh a n d beautiful a s a maiden . I sa t with 
H e n r y for a n hour, a n d talked, n o t lightly, but cheerfully. 
T h e grea tnes s o f m y sacrifice, p rospec t ive though it was , had 
a l ready en larged me , a n d I l oved m y friend a s I h a d nevei 
loved him before . M y heart r e a c h e d forward into the future, 
a n d t o o k ho ld o f the new relat ions which m y sacrif ice would 
es tabl i sh be tween u s ; a n d I drank o f his new love, even before 
it h a d welled f r o m his heart. 

T h u s al l that morning I b o r e about m y s e c r e t ; and, s o long 
a s I r e m a i n e d in the pre sence o f those whom X had the power 
a n d the p u r p o s e to m a k e happy, I was content a n d s t r o n g ; but 
when, a t length, I went ou t into the street, a n d m e t the cour teous 
b o w s a n d w a r m greet ings that c a m e to m e f rom every s ide a s 
the heir o f M r s . S ander son , a n d apprec ia ted the di f ference be-
tween that pos i t ion a n d the one to which I should fall a s soon 
a s m y duty should b e done to m y benefac t re s s a n d m y friend, 
I g r o a n e d with pa in , and, lifting my eyes , e x c l a i m e d : " G o d 
he lp m e ! G o d he lp m e ! " 

Without a very definite p u r p o s e in m y walk, I b e n t my s t eps 
toward my father's house , a n d o n my way was obl iged to p a s s 
the h o u s e o f M r . Bradford. T h e m o m e n t I c a m e in sight of 
it, I r ecognized the figure of Mil l ie a t work a m o n g her flower* 
in the g a r d e n . I saw a qu ick mot ion o f her head, a s she 
caught the s o u n d o f m y s teps approach ing u p o n the oppos i t e 
s ide o f the way, and then she r o s e without look ing at m e and 
walked into the house . I had already b e g u n to c ros s the street 
toward h e r ; but I returned a n d p a s s e d the h o u s e with many 
bit ter thoughts . 

I t h a d c o m e to this ! A s the heir o f a l a rge property , I was 
one whose a c q u a i n t a n c e was worth the keeping . A s a penni-
less y o u n g m a n , with his fortune to m a k e , I was quite another 
person. I w o n d e r e d i f Millie Bradford, the y o u n g woman, flat-
tered h ; r s e l f with the suppos i t ion that Mil l ie Bradford, d ie lit 
tie girl, w a s still in ex i s tence I 

T h e helpless posit ion in which I found mysel f with relation 
to this girl worried m e and d i scouraged me. L o y a l to her 
father in every thought and affection, I knew she would not 
and cou ld not a p p r o v e my course , unless I fol lowed out his 
convict ion concerning my duty. Yet , if I should d o this, what 
h a d I to offer her but poverty and a socia l pos i t ion beneath 
her own ? I cou ld never m a k e her my wife without her father's 
approva l , a n d when I had secured that, by the sacrif ice of all 
my expectat ions , what h a d I left to offer but a partnership in a 
struggle aga inst odds for the m e a n s a n d ministries of the k ind 
of life to which she h a d b e e n b r e d ? T o surrender all that I 
h a d e x p e c t e d would b e my own, a n d Mill ie Brad ford too, was 
m o r e than I had barga ined for, in m y negotiat ion with my-
self: 

I h a d not yet l earned that a duty u n d o n e is always in the 
w a y — t h a t it s t ands so near a n d high be fore the feet that it be-
c o m e s a stumbling-bl ""ck over which thousands are constantly 
plunging into disaster . S i n c e those days , in which I was taking 
my first l e s sons in life, I h a v e l earned that to do one ' s next 
duty is to take a s tep towards all that is worth p o s s e s s i n g — t h a t 
it is the o n e s t ep which m a y a lways b e t a k e n without regard to 
consequences , a n d that there is n o succes s fu l l i fe which is not 
m a d e u p of s t eps thus consecut ively taken. 

I reached home, not expec t ing to find m y father there, but 1 
was informed b y my mother, with m a n y sighs a n d with the ex-
press ion of m a n y confidential fears , that he w a s break ing down 
and h a d taken to his bed . Something , she said, h a d b e e n 
preying o n his mind which she was u n a b l e to induce him to re-
v e a l She was g l a d I h a d come, a n d h o p e d I would ascerta in 
what the trouble was . S h e had b e e n looking forward to some-
thing o f this k ind for years , a n d had frequentiy warned m y 
father o f i t M r . B i rd had b e e n there, a n d h a d accompanied 
my father to M r . Bradford 's , whence h e had returned with a ter-
rible headache . S h e a lways h a d bel ieved there was something 
wrong about M r . Bird, a n d she a lways should bel ieve thus. 
\ s for M r . Bradford , she had nothing to a b o u t h i m ; but 



she h a d not iced that m e n with s trange not ions a b o u t religion 
were not to b e trusted. 

I l i s tened to the long a n d doleful story, consc ious all the 
t ime that m y father's i l lness was one into which h e h a d b e e n 
thrown b y his sympathy for me. H e h a d b e e n trying to do his 
du ty b y me , a n d it h a d m a d e l im ill. I n a m o m e n t , Mil l ie 
B r a d f o r d went ou t o f my mind, and I only de layed go ing into 
his r o o m long enough to p repare myself to comfort him. I 
p r e s u m e that h e h a d heard m y voice , for, when I entered the 
d e a r o ld m a n ' s chamber , his f a c e was turned to the wall, a n d 
h ; was fe igning unconsc iousnes s of m y p r e s e n c e in the house . 

" W e l l , father, w h a f s the m a t t e r ? " I sa id cheerfiilly. 
" I s that y o u ? " h e r e s p o n d e d feebly, without turning his head. 
" Y e s . " 
" H o w are y o u ? " 
" I was never bet ter in my life," I re sponded . 
" H a v e you seen M r . Brad ford ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" A n d had a talk with him ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" H a s he told you ? " 

. " Y e s . " 
" A r e you g o i n g to do it ? " 
" Y e s . " 
I was l a u g h i n g , — I cou ld not help i t ,—when I was sobered 

a t o n c e by see ing that h e was convul sed with emotion. T h e 
b e d shook with his pas s ion , a n d he cou ld not s ay a word, but 
lay with his f ace c o v e r e d by his hands . I did not know what 
to say , a n d conc luded to say nothing, a n d to let h i s feeling 
t a k e i ts natura l course . F o r many long minutes he lay silently 
trying to recover the mastery o f himself. A t last he se ized the 
wef handkerchief with which h e had b e e n trying to a s s u a g e the 
pa in a n d fever o f his head , a n d threw it into a corner o f the 
room, a n d then turned toward me, l aughing a n d crying to-
gether, a n d s tretched his a r m s toward me. I b o w e d to his 
e m b r a c e , a n d s o the long year s o f the p a s t were b lot ted out in 
our mutua l tears , a&d we were b o y s o n c e more . 

I brought him his clothes, a n d h e put them on. T h e n I 
turned the key in the door, and, sitting down s ide by s ide u p o n 
the bed , we ta lked the matter all over . I c o n f e s s e d to him my 
idleness , my meanness , m y shamele s s sacr i f ice o f go lden op-
portunities, m y weaknes s a n d my hesitat ions, a n d p r o m i s e d 
that when the right t ime should c o m e I would d o what I cou ld 
to g ive H e n r y a n d his mother the h o m e that b e l o n g e d to them 
a n d to bes tow u p o n my bene fac t re s s the b o o n which she would 
prize a thousand t imes m o r e than al l the m o n e y she h a d ever 
expended u p o n me. 

" A n d you are not going to b e unhappy a n d b l a m e m e ? " 
he said. 

" N e v e r . " 
" A n d a r e you coming h o m e ? " 
" Y e s , to look after a n d serve you all, s o long a s y o u m a y 

five." 
W e l o o k e d in o n e another ' s faces , a n d the s a m e thought 

thrilled us. W e knelt at the bed , a n d m y father p o u r e d out 
his grat i tude for the answer that h a d c o m e with such sweet a n d 
beautiful fulfillment to his prayers . T h e r e w a s b u t little of 
petition in his utterances , for his heart was too full o f thankful-
ness to g ive a p l a c e to his own wants or to mine. W h e n he 
rose , there was the p e a c e o f heaven o n his features, a n d the 
light of a new life in his f a d e d b lue eyes. 

" D o e s my mother know o f this , " I inquired. 
" N o , " h e r e p l i e d ; " a n d this is the o n e grea t trouble that 

l ies be fore m e n o w . " 
L e t m e break it to her, then, while you g o ou t o f the 

house , " I said. . 
I n the s ta te o f mind in which my father found himsel f at the 

c lose of our interview, it would have b e e n cruel to sub jec t him 
xo the ques t ions a n d cavils and forebodings of my mother . S o , 
taking his way out o f the house by a s ide door, he left m e at 
liberty to s eek her, a n d to reconcile her to the new determina-
tions of my life. 

I d o not s u p p o s e it would b e interesting to recount the long 



a n d painful conversat ion I had with her. S h e had f o r e s e e » 
that something o f this kind would occur. S h e h a d never be-
l ieved that that g r e a t fortune would c o m e to me, but she had 
never d r e a m e d that I should b e the o n e to g ive it up . S h e was 
d i sappointed in Henry , and, a s for M r s . Belden, she had a lways 
regarded her a s a schemer. S h e presumed, too, that a s soon a s 
H e n r y found himself the posses sor o f a fortune he would fo r sake 
C l a i r e — a s tep which she was sure would kill her. It all c a m e of 
mingling with p e o p l e who h a v e money . M r . Bradford was 
very officious, and she was g lad that I h a d found out M r . Bird 
a t l a s t H e r life h a d been a life o f trial, a n d she had not b e e n 
dece ived into suppos ing that it would b e anything else. 

D u r i n g all the t ime I h a d b e e n in the house , Cla ire a n d the 
boys h a d been o u t M y task with m y mother was interrupted 
at last by the s o u n d o f Cla ire ' s vo i ce at the door . S h e was 
trolling in her own h a p p y way the refrain o f a familiar song. 
I h a d only t ime to impres s u p o n my mother the necess i ty o f 
keep ing all knowledge of the new p h a s e o f my affairs f r o m her 
a n d the res t o f the family, and to secure her p romise in accord-
a n c e with it, before Cla i re entered the room. I k n e w it would 
b e bes t that my sister should l e a m everything f rom the l ips of 
Henry . She would have been d i s t re s sed beyond m e a s u r e at 
the change in my prospec t s a s well a s the c h a n g e in her own 
I knew she had learned to look forward u p o n life as a struggle 
with poverty, by the s ide of a b rave man , e q u i p p e d for victory. 
S h e h a d d r e a m e d o f helping him, solacing him, bless ing him with 
faith a n d love, a n d rising with him to the e m i n e n c e which she felt 
sure h e h a d the power to achieve. N o wildest d ream of her 
y o u n g imaginat ion had ever enthroned her in T h e M a n s i o n , or 
m a d e her more than a welcome visitor there af ter its present 
mis tress should h a v e p a s s e d away . 

I exchanged a few p leasant words with her, assur ing her that 
I h a d cured my father by a few tal ismanic touches, a n d sent 
him out to ge t s o m e fresh air, a n d was trying m y cure u p o n my 
mother when she interrupted me. T h e n we ta lked about 
H e n r y , a n d liis rap id progress toward recovery . I k n e w thai 

she did not expec t or wish to s e e him, b e c a u s e the visit that 
such a s tep would render neces sary would b e regarded a s the 
advert i sement o f a n engagement which h a d not yet been openly 
o m f e s s e d . But she was g lad to hear al l a b o u t him, a n d I 
gratified her b y the rehearsal o f all the detai l s that I could 
r e m ; m b e r . I could not help thinking, a s I ta lked with her, 
that I had m hand still another destiny. I t was astonishing 
how fruitful a g o o d determination was, when it took the path of 
Prov idence a n d o f natural law. I had a l ready four for one , 
a n d felt that I could not foresee how. many more would b e 
a d d e d to the ga in a l ready made . 

When, at last , I b a d e m y mother and Cla i re a " g o o d morn-
ing , " the only quest ion left upon my mind concerned the time 
and manner o f the announcement to M r s . S a n d e r s o n o f the 
relat ions o f M r s . Be lden a n d H e n r y to her. H e n r y , I knew, 
was still t oo weak to b e sub jec ted to s trong exc i tement with-
out danger , a n d this fact m a d e it absolutely neces sary to defer 
the p r o p o s e d revelat ion and the changes that were sure to 
follow. 

I went out u p o n the street with a buoyant feeling, a n d with 
that s ense o f s trength that one always feels when his will i i 
consc ious ly in harmony with the S u p r e m e will, a n d his deter-
minat ions p roceed from his better nature . B u t my trials had 
not all b e e n seen a n d surmounted. 

M a k i n g a de tour a m o n g the busier streets, that my p a s s a g r 
to T h e M a n s i o n might b e longer and more var ied, I saw, walk-
ing b e f o r e me, an e legant young man, in the j aunt ie s t o f morn-
ing cos tumes . I cou ld not see his face , but I knew a t once 
that he was a stranger in the city, a n d was impres sed with the 
convict ion that I was familiar with his ga i t a n d figure. I f I 
had seen him where I h a d previously known him, his identity 
would h a v e b e e n de tec ted at o n c e ; but h e was the y o u n g ma*, 
furthest from m y thoughts, a n d the one o ld c o m p a n i o n whom 
I had learned to count out o f my life. I qu ickened my steps , 
and, a s I a p p r o a c h e d him, s o m e sudden a n d characterist ic 
m o v e m e n t of his head revealed my old co l l ege friend Livingston, 



" Well, well, w e l l ! M a n in the M o o n ! When did you (hop, 
and where did you s t r i k e ? " I shouted, running up behind him 

H e wheeled and grasped both my hands in his cordial way, 
pouring out his greetings and compliments so freely that pas-
sengers involuntarily s topped upon the walk to witness tha 
meeting. 

" I was wondering where you were, and was about to in-
quire , " he said. 

" W e r e y o u ? H o w long have you been in town ? " 
" T w o or three days , " he replied. 
" Y o u must have been very desirous to find m e , " I re-

sponded. " I have a g o o d mind to leave you, and send you 
uiy address. Permit me to bid you good-morning. Th i s 
weeting in the street is very irregular." 

" N o n e of your nonsense, my boy , " said he. " I c a m e here 
on business, and pleasure comes after that, you know." 

" Oho ! Business ! We are becoming useful are we ? C a n 1 
assist you ? I a s sure you I have nothing else to d o . " 

" Bonnicast le , " said he, " y o u are hungry. Y o u evidently 
want something to stop your mouth. L e t ' s g o into the hotel 
&nd get a lunch." 

S a y i n g this, he g ra sped my arm, a n d we walked together 
b a c k to his hotel, and were soon seated at a table in his par-
lor, doing the duty of two hearty young men to a chop and a 
salad. 

We talked o f o ld times, then of his employments s ince he 
left me at college two years before, a n d then I told him of my-
self, of the encounter at T h e Mansion which had resulted in 
Henry ' s confinement there with a broken limb, and of the way 
in which I had been pass ing my time. 

" What are you going to do next ? " he inquired. 
" T h a f s a secret , " I said, with a blush, all the frolic going 

put of me in a m o m e n t 
" I know what you are going to do . " 
" W h a t ? " 
" Y o u are going to E u r o p e and the E a s t with me. We art 

to be gone two years, and to see everything. We'll sing Yan-
kee D o o d l e on the Pyramids, have a fish-fry on the shores ol 
Gali lee, light our cigars at Vesuvius, call on the Pope , see all 
the pictures, and dance with all the pretty girls from Vienna 
and Par i s to S t Petersburg, and call it study. O n very rainj 
days, we'll write dutiful letters to our friends, conveying assui 
ance s of our high consideration, and asking for remittances ." 

Lit t le did the merry fellow imagine, a s he rattled off his p r o 
gramme, what a temptation he was placing before me. I t p r e 
sented the mos t agreeable path out of my difficulty. I believed 
Mrs . Sanderson would deny me nothing, even should I re-
nounce all my expectations, and surrender my home to him to 
whom it naturally belonged. T h e act of surrender would 
p lace her under such obligations to me that any request that 
might c o m e with it would, I supposed, b e sure to b e granted. 
T h e n it would let me down easily, and s a v e m e the necessity 
of facing my townsmen under m y new circumstances. I t 
would furnish me with a knowledge of the world which would 
b e useful to me in the future task of providing for myselfi I t 
would complete my education, and give me the finest possible 
start in life. Livingston's connections would c a n y m e into the 
bes t society, and bring me advantages such as I could not 
secure by means within my own command. 

" Are you in earnest ? " I inquired, hesitatingly. 
" I never was more so in my life." 
" Y o u tempt m e . " 
" Well, you know jus t how much my rattle means , " said he, 

sobered by the tone of my inquiry. " Y o u know I take care 
of myse l f and others too—when they let me. We can have a 
good time and one that will do us g o o d . " 

While I felt pretty sure that I should not g o with him, unless 
Mrs . Sanderson should voluntarily offer me the means for the 
journey, and m y friends should urge me to accept them, I told 
him I would think of it. 

" That ' s right," he said, " and you'll conclude to g o . " 
" When? »0*0 LEON 
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" N e x t month." 
W a s this Providence too ? W a s my road o^ t of -ny difficulty 

to be strewn with flowers? H o w could I t e l l ? Unexpect-
edly, at the exact moment when it would meet with a greedy 
welcome, c a m e this proposition. T o accept it would b e to 
take m e away from every unpleasant association, and all the 
apprehended trials attending the execution of m y great pur-
pose , and give me p leasure that I coveted and culture that I 
needed. T o reject it was to adopt a career of hardship 
at once, to take up m y life beneath m y father's humble roof 
to expose myself to the triumphant sneers of the coarse m e n 
who had envied me, and to forsake forever those associat ions 
which had b e c o m e so precious to me. I could d o jus t ice t o 
H e n r y and m y benefactress , and secure this great p leasure to 
myself also. H a d Providence directed all this ? 

M a n y things have been accepted first and last, a m o n g men, 
a s providential, under the mistaken supposition that the devil 
does not understand the value of t imes a n d opportunities. 
Evi l has its providences as well a s G o o d ; and a tempted man 
is often too much be fogged to distinguish the one f rom the 
other. Interpreting providences b y wishes is the favorite trick 
of fools. 

After a long and discursive talk on the subject of foreign 
travel generally, and of the project before us particularly, I was 
bold enough to ask Livingston what business it could b e that 
had brought him to Bradford. H e fought shy of the question 
and s e e m e d to b e embarras sed by i t L i c e n s e d by the famil-
iarly friendly terms of our previous intercourse, I good-nat-
uredly pressed m y question. H e g a v e all kinds of evas ive 
and unsatisfactory rep l i e s ; and then I pushed the matter farther 
by asking him what friends he had in the place, and endeavor-
ing to ascertain what new acquaintances he had made. I 
could not l e i rn that he knew anybody in Bradford but Henry 
a n d myself, and I b e c a m e satisfied at last that he had not 
been frank with me. I t is true that he was not accountable to 
m e , and that I had no right to pry into his a f l a i r s ; but he had 

volunteered to say that his errand was a bus iness e r rand ; 
and I felt that in a p lace where I was at home, and he wa» 
not, I could serve him if he would permit me to do so. 

A s soon as he could divert m e from my purpose , he put me 
the quest ion whether I had remained heart and fancy free, 
" f o r you know," he said, " t h a t it will never d o for rovers to 
leave pinir!|; maidens behind them." 

I assured him (with those mental reservations with which 
uncommitted lovers so ingeniously sophisticate the truth) that 
there was not a woman in the world, with the exception of cer-
tain female relatives, who had any claim upon my affection. 

" B y the way," said Livingston with sudden interest, a s if the 
b o u g h t had struck him for the first time, " what has b e c o m e 
jX that little Bradford girl, whom we met on that memorab le 
N e w Year ' s at the S p e n c e r s ' ; you remember that old house 
»»1 the suburbs ? or were you too foggy for that ? " 

I f L ivingston had realized how painful such an allusion 
•»ould be to me, he would not have m a d e i t ; but his s tandard 
«>f morality, so far a s it related to exces se s in drink, was so 
different from mine, that it was impossible for him to apprec ia te 
the shame which my fall had caused me, and the shrinking sor-
row with which I still looked b a c k upon i t 

I told him frankly that I remembered the meeting imper-
fectly, and that I heartily wished I had no memory of it what-
ever. " I made an a s s of m y s e l f " I said, " and worse ; and I 
doubt whether it has ever been forgotten, or ever will b e . " 

T h e r e was a quiet lighting of his eye as he heard th i s ; and 
then he went on to say that her N e w York friends told very 
extravagant stories about her beauty and attractiveness, and 
that he should really like to fall in with her again. T h e n he 
went on to moralize, after the wise manner of young men, on 
the heart lessness of city life, and particularly of city girls, and 
said that he had often told his mother that no hot-house rose 
should ever adorn his button-hole, provided he could p luck a 

satisfactory wayside daisy. IJNIVFPC 
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tion o f a hypothesis . I s aw at o n c e the whole trick. T i r i n g o ! 
his N e w Y o r k life, having nothing whatever to do , remember-
ing the beaut i f id f ace a n d hearty manner o f Mil l ie Bradford, 
a n d m o v e d b y s o m e recent conver sa t ions a b o u t her with hei 
friends, h e h a d s tarted off from h o m e with the determinat ion to 
m e e t her in s o m e way. E n d e a v o r i n g first to a s sure himself that 
I h a d n o c la im u p o n her, he undoubted ly in tendea to e n g a g e 
m y services to bring about a renewal of his a c q u a i n t a n c e with her. 

I h a d met m y rival; for I cou ld n o t but feel that if h e had 
b e e n impres sed by her when s h e was little m o r e than a child, 
her charms o f w o m a n h o o d — h e r beautiful person, a n d her 
bright, pure n a t u r e — w o u l d i m p r e s s him still more . I t was a 
bitter draught for m e to drink, without the privilege o f m a k i n g 
a wry f a c e or uttering a p r o t e s t H e w a s maturer than I , and 
p o s s e s s e d o f every personal attract ion. H e carried with him, 
a n d had behind him, the highest social considerat ion a n d 
influence. H e w a s rich, h e w a s not base , h e was the bes t of 
h i s set, he was the mas te r of himself a n d of all the arts of 
s o c i e t y ; h e was one o f those y o u n g m e n whose way with 
tvomen is easy. What was I b y the side o f a man l ike him ? 
T h e only occa s ion o n which Mill ie Brad ford h a d ever seen him 
was o n e a s soc i a ted with my disgrace . S h e could never m e e t 
him again without recal l ing m y fall, a n d his own honorable 
f - e e d o m from all responsibil ity for i t T h e necess i ty o f getting 
him out of the country b y a per iod o f foreign travel seemed 
laid u p o n me. T o liave him within a n e a s y dis tance , after I 
h a d voluntarily fo r saken my fortune, a n d be fore I h a d had an 
opportunity to prove my power to achieve a for tune for 
myself , was to live a l i fe o f cons tant misery, with the c h a n c e s 
o f hav ing the o n e grand pr ize o f ex i s tence torn f rom m y hands 
a n d b o r n e hopeles s ly b e y o n d m y reach. 

« O h , i f s a da i sy business , i s it ? " I said, with a p a l e face 
a n d such care les sness o f tone a s I could a s sume . " T h e r e are 
tots of them round here. They ' re a bit dusty, perhaps , in dry 
weather, b u t a r e fresh af ter a shower. Y o u would never b e 
contented with one : what do you say to a dozen ? " 

L iv ingston laughed, a n d laughed in such a way that I knew 
he had n o bus iness in Bradford. But why h a d h e k e p t away from 
m e ? Why had h e b e e n three d a y s in the town without appris-
ing m e of his p r e s e n c e ? 

H e held u p his hand a n d l o o k e d at it with a cur ious smile . 
" Bonnicas t le , " s a id he, " do you s e e anything pecul iar o n the 
b a c k o f that h a n d ? " 

" N o t h i n g , " I replied, " e x c e p t that it s e e m s to b e c l ean . " 
" D o e s it s e e m to you that there is one spot o n it that i? 

c l eaner than all the rest ? " he inquired. 
I confe s sed that I was u n a b l e to detect any such locality. 
" Well, m y boy, there is a spot there which I could def ine to 

you, if I should try, that I h a v e k e p t c l ean for two years , a n d 
which has a l i fe a n d sacrednes s o f i ts own. I t o n c e h a d a sen-
s a t i o n — t h e sweete s t a n d mos t thrilling that you c a n imagine. 
I t was p r e s s e d by a pair o f innocent hps , a n d wet b y a s sweet 
a dew-drop a s ever nes t led in the heart o f a rose. Y o u never 
thought m e romantic , but that little touch a n d b a p t i s m have 
set that h a n d a p a r t — f o r the present , any w a y . " 

" I f you wish to give m e to under s t and that Mil ly Bradford 
ever k i s sed your hand a n d d r o p p e d a tear u p o n it, you h a v e 
brought your chaf f to the wrong m a r k e t , " I said, the anger ris-
ing in my heart a n d the color mount ing to my face . 

" D o n ' t b e hasty , o l d fel low," sa id he, reaching over and 
pat t ing m e o n m y shoulder. " I ' v e sa id nothing a b o u t Millie 
Bradford. I ' v e l ived a m o n g r o s e s a n d dais ies all m y l ife." 

Whether L iv ings ton saw that I h a d a little personal feeling 
about the matter , or felt that he h a d been foolishly confidential , 
or were a f ra id that I should push him to a n explanat ion , which 
would c o m p e l him to revea l the c i rcumstances under which 
Mill ie h a d b e g g e d his forgiveness with a kiss, for charging him 
with my in tox ica t ion—a fact o f which I w a s too s tupid at the 
t ime to b e c o n s c i o u s — I do not k n o w ; b u t h e a s sured m e that 
h e h a d b e e n ta lking nonsense , a n d that I was to lay u p and 
remember nothing that h e h a d said. 

W e had a l ready pushed b a c k from the table, a n d h e had 
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rang for a waiter to h a v e it c leared. In r e s p o n s e to the bell, 
a m a n c a m e with his tray in o n e hand a n d a card in the other 
H a n d i n g the latter t o L iv ingston, the y o u n g m a n took it with a 
s trange, embarra s sed flush o n his face . T u r n i n g it over, a i d 
looking at it the s e c o n d time, he exc la imed : " I wonder h o » 
h e knew m e to b e here. I f s your fr iend M r . Brad ford . " T h e n 
turning to the waiter, h e a d d e d : " T a k e these d i shes away and 
a s k him u p . " 

I r o s e at o n c e t o g o ; a n d h e did not detain me , or suggest 
a future meet ing. I shook his hand a n d b a d e h im " g o o d - m o r n -
ing," but w a s arres ted at the door b y finding M r . Brad ford wait-
ing outside. See ing L iv ings ton within, h e c a m e forward, and, 
while h e t o o k my a r m a n d l e d m e b a c k , sa id : " l a m some-
what in has te this morning, a n d s o have fo l lowed my card at 
once . I a m not go ing to s e p a r a t e two fel lows l ike y o u ; so, 
Arthur, sit d o w n . " 

I d id not bel ieve my pre sence w e l c o m e to L iv ings ton during 
this interview ; b u t a s I w a s cur ious to witness it, a n d had a 
sufficient apo logy for doing so , I s a t down, a n d remained. 

" I h a v e j u s t t aken f rom the o f f ice , " M r . B r a d f o r d went on, 
" a letter f rom my fr iends the Spencers , who tell m e that you 
are to b e here for a few d a y s ; a n d a s the letter has evidently 
been de ta ined o n the way, I h a v e ca l led at o n c e t o apolog ize 
for not hav ing cal led be fore . " 

L i v i n g s t o n was p r o f u s e in his protes ta t ions that it was not of 
the slightest c o n s e q u e n c e , a n d that while h e should have b e e n 
glad to m e e t M r . Bradford, he h a d p a s s e d his t ime quite pleas-
antly. I saw at o n c e what h a d o c c u p i e d him during those 
three days , in which h e h a d not a n n o u n c e d his p r e s e n c e to m e . 
H e h a d b e e n await ing the arr ival 'of this letter . H e had chosen 
to b e introduced in this way, rather than bear the letter him-
self! I t was a cunningly-contrived, but a very transparent , 
proceeding , 

L i v i n g s t o n was invited to the Brad fords to d ine the next day, 
of course , and quite o f course, a s I was p re sent when the invi-
tation was given, I w a s invited to m e e t him. T h i s was sat i s 

factory to me , though I doubt whether L i v i n g s t o n was p lea sed 
with the arrangement , for h e h a d evidently intended to s e e 
Mil l ie B r a d f o r d be fore he a n n o u n c e d himsel f to m e . 

Invit ing my friend to cal l a t T h e M a n s i o n dur ing the after-
noon a n d m a k e m y a u n f s acquaintance , and renew his ac-
qua intance with Henry , I took m y l e a v e of him a n d p a s s e d out 
with M r . Bradford . I w a s not a little surpr i sed to learn how 
pleasant ly the latter r e m e m b e r e d my col lege acqua in tance , and 
how high a n es t imate h e p l a c e d u p o n him. I f L iv ings ton 
cou ld h a v e heard his hearty words o f praise , h e would h a v e 
learned how smoothly the way was p a v e d to the accompl i sh-
m e n t of his h o p e s a n d his pos s ib le purpose s . I n my j ea lousy , 
every word h e uttered was full of d i scouragement , for I w a s s u r e 
that I k n e w the mot ive which h a d drawn L iv ings ton to the 
town, while M r . Brad ford was a s innocent a s a child of a n y 
suspic ions o f such a mot ive . 

A s w e c a m e near hi s house , I s a i d : " Y o u a r e i n has te this 
morning, b u t I wish to s e e y o u s o o n — b e f o r e to-morrow, i f you 
can spare m e the t i m e . " 

" C o m e in to-night, then," he re sponded . 
A t night, accordingly, I went, a n d h e rece ived m e a lone, a s 

he did o n the prev ious day. I to ld him of m y interview with 
my father a n d mother, a n d of the determination at which I h a d 
arrived with relation to Mrs . S a n d e r s o n a n d H e n r y . H e list-
ened t o m e with warm approval , which was evident, though he 
sa id but l i t t l e ; but when I to ld him o f L iv ings ton ' s propos i t ion 
to travel, a n d my wishes in regard to it, h e d r o p p e d his head 
a s if h e were d i sappointed. I urged the matter , a n d frankly 
g a v e him the r e a s o n s for my desire to absent mysel f for a 
while after the change in my c i rcumstances . 

H e m a d e m e n o immedia te reply, b u t r o s e a n d walked the 
room, a s if p e r p l e x e d a n d uncerta in concerning the re sponse 
which he ought to m a k e to the p r o j e c t A t length he p a u s e d 
be fore me , a n d sa id : " Arthur, y o u are young, a n d I a m afraid 
that I expec t too much o f you. I s e e very plainly, however , 
that i f you g o away for a protrac ted a b s e n c e , t o l ive still l onge i 



o n M r s . Sanderson ' s benefact ions , y o u will return m o r e dis-
qual i f ied than you a r e at this m o m e n t to t a k e u p a n indepen-
dent life. I d o not a p p r o v e o f your p lan, but I will not lift i 
«inger to thwart i t Af ter you have surrendered your p l a c e in 
Mrs . S a n d e r s o n ' s family, you will b e in a bet ter pos i t ion to 
j u d g e whether your p l an b e either des i rable or prac t i cab le . " 

T h e n h e la id his hand u p o n m y shoulder , in an a f fec t ionate 
way, a n d a d d e d : " I confes s I should b e sorry to l o se sight of 
you for the n e x t two years . Y o u r father n e e d s you, a n d will 
n e e d you more a n d more . Bes ides , the next two y e a r s are to 
conf i rm y o u m o r e than y o u c a n s e e in the style o f character 
a n d m a n h o o d which you are to carry through l ife. I a m very 
anx ious that these two y e a r s should b e m a d e the mos t o f " 

T h e interview was a brief one , a n d I left the p r e s e n c e a n d 
house o f my friend under the impres s ion that h e not only did 
not a p p r o v e m y plan, b u t that he thought it very doubtful 
whether I should have the opportunity to real ize it. H e said 
but little, yet I saw that his faith in Mrs . Sander son ' s gener-
osity, where her own selfish e n d s were n o t involved, was not 
very hearty. 

O n the following day I m e t L i v i n g s t o n at M r . Bradford ' s 
table . T h e family were all a t home , a n d Millie, m o s t becom-
ingly dressed , never h a d s e e m e d so beaut i fu l to me. L iv ing-
s ton w a s evidently very m u c h impressed by her charms, and 
showed by the at tent ion he be s towed u p o n her his des ire to 
a p p e a r at his bes t in her pre sence . I was d i s t ressed b y my 
own youth, a n d the e a s y superiority which h e mani fe s ted in all 
his manner s a n d conversat ion. 

I t was s trange, too, to s e e how the girl 's qu ick na ture had 
shot b e y o n d mine into maturity, a n d how, in her womanl iness , 
she matched my fr iend bet ter than myself . I was ful l o f em-
b a r r a s s m e n t a n d jea lousy . T h e words that were a d d r e s s e d to 
m e by the other m e m b e r s o f the family were half unheard and 
but clumsily repl ied to , a b s o r b e d as I w a s in watching Liv ing-
s ton a n d Mil l ie , a n d see ing how happi ly they carr ied o n their 
conversat ion. I was enraged with m y s e l f — I who h a d alwayi 

been quick a n d care le s s—for I k n e w that I did not a p p e a r well 
a n d felt that the girl , whose senior I was by severa l years , r o 
ga rded m e a s a youth in whom the flavor a n d p o w e r of maturity 
were lacking. L iv ings ton was a m a n , she was a woman , a n d I 
was a boy. I saw it all a n d felt it all , with p a n g s that n o n e may 
know s a v e those who h a v e exper ienced them. 

T h e evening did not p a s s away, however, without g iving m e 
a n opportuni ty for a quiet ta lk with Millie. T h e r e was one 
w o m a n whose sharp vision did not fail to de tec t the real s tate 
of affairs . A u n t F l i c k w a s o n the alert. S h e h a d watched the 
play from the first, with eyes that c o m p r e h e n d e d the situation, 
and in her own perverse way she was my friend. She m a n a g e d 
to cal l L i v i n g s t o n away from Millie, a n d then I took a s ea t at 
her side. I tr ied to l ead her into conversat ion on the sub jec t 
m o s t interest ing to me , but s h e dec l ined to say a word, though 
I knew that she was aware o f all that was occurr ing in relation 
to m y life. 

T h e m o m e n t s were prec ious , a n d I s a id impuls ively, ou t of 

the burden of m y heart , " M i s s Bradford , I a m p a s s i n g through 

a great tr ial . " 
" I k n o w i t , " she replied, look ing away from me. 

" A r e you sorry ? " 
" N o , " — s t i l l looking away. 
" A r e you my friend ? " 
" T h a t d e p e n d s . " 
" I get very little sympathy, " I r e s p o n d e d bitterly. " N o o n e 

but m y d e a r o ld father s e e m s to under s t and how hard this is, 
a n d how hard all h a v e he lped to m a k e i t for m e . T h e revolu 
tion o f one ' s life is not a p l e a s a n t p roce s s . A dozen words, 
spoken to m e by the right lips, would m a k e many things easy 

a n d anything pos s ib le . " 

S h e turned to m e in a start led way, a s i f I h a d g iven her s u d 
den pain , a n d she h a d b e e n m o v e d to a s k m e why I h a d done 
i t I was thrilled b y the look , a n d thoroughly a s h a m e d o f the 
words that h a d inspired i t What right h a d I to c o m e to her 
with my troubles ? What righf h a d I to s e e k for her s y m p a t h y ? 



W a s it manly for m e to s eek help from her t o b e a m a n ? I< 
she h a d n o t pit ied m e a n d seen further than I did, she would 

h a v e s p u m e d m e . _ 
T h i s conversa t ion was nothing but a brief e p i s o d e in the 

evening's exper iences , b u t it m a d e a healthy impress ion u p o n 

m e . , , 
L i v i n g s t o n a n d I le f t the Brad fords together, and, a s we 

were to t a k e oppos i t e direct ions to our lodgings , w e par ted a t 
the door . N o t a word was sa id a b o u t Mil l ie j a n d all that h e 
sa id about the Brad fords was in the guarded w o r d s : " T h e s e 
friends o f yours s e e m to b e ve ry n ice p e o p l e . " I knew that he 
would b e there again, a s soon a s it would b e pract icable , a n d 
that he would b e there without m e . I w a s quite reconci led to 
this, for I saw that he monopo l i zed attention, a n d that I cou ld 
b e nothing b u t a boy b y his side, when h e chose that I should 

be . 
H e rema ined in the town for a week, cal l ing u p o n the Brad-

ford family nearly every day, a n d o n o n e occa s ion taking, a dr ive 
•with them in the family carr iage. I n the m e a n t i m e H e n r y 
m a d e rap id strides toward recovery , a n d the d r e a d e d hour 
a p p r o a c h e d when it would b e nece s sa ry for m e to t a k e the s t ep 
which would abrupt ly change the current of my life. 

W h e n I pa r ted with L iv ings ton , he still enter ta ined the proj-
ec t o f travel , a n d sa id that h e should return i n a fortnight t a 
ascerta in m y conclusions . 

C H A P T E R XXII. 

S A N D E R S O N M E E T S H E R G R A N D S O N A N D I R E T U R N T O M # 

F A T H E R ' S H O M E . 

LIVINGSTON h a d b e e n g o n e three or four d a y s when, o n e 
morning, H e n r y ' s surgical a t tendant c a m e d o w n stairs from his 
regular visit to the y o u n g man , a n d a n n o u n c e d that his patient 
was sitting in a chair b y the window, a n d that h e would soon 
b e a b l e t o take a little pa s s ive exerc i se in the o p e n air. H a v i n g 
g iven m e direct ions with regard to get t ing him b a c k to his bed , 
when h e should b e c o m e tired with sitting, h e went away. T h e 
s u d d e n real izat ion that H e n r y was s o near the point o f per fect 
recovery sent the b l o o d to my heart with a dull throb that m a d e 
m e tremble . I k n e w that h e would endeavor to ge t away as 
soon a s poss ib le , a n d that h e would g o whenever his mother 
should cons ider it safe for h im to b e s epara ted from her. 

" A r e you well to d a y ? " I said, l i ft ing m y eyes to my 

aunt. 
" P e r f e c t l y wel l . " 

" A r e you willing to have a long talk with m e this morning ? " 

I inquired. 

S h e l o o k e d at m e with a quick, sharp g lance , a n d see ing that 

I w a s ag i ta ted , repl ied with the quest ion : " I s it a matter ol 

great impor tance ? " " Y e s , of the greates t impor tance . " 
" H m ! You ' re not in love, I h o p e ? " 

" N o , " I r e sponded , coloring in spi te o f the terrible depres-
s ion that h a d c o m e u p o n me, " though I probab ly should not 
tell o f it i f I were . " 

" I ' m sure I don't s e e Why you shouldn't , " she answered 

ouickly. 



W a s it manly for m e to s eek help from her t o b e a m a n ? I i 
she h a d n o t pit ied m e a n d seen further than I did, she would 
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b e nothing b u t a boy b y his side, when h e chose that I should 

be . 
H e rema ined in the town for a week, cal l ing u p o n the Brad-
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ect of travel, and said that he should return in a fortnight ta 
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" N o , " I said, " it h a s nothing to do with t h a t I wish it 
had, but it doesn ' t l o o k a s if anything o f that k ind would ever 
c o m e to m e . " 

" P s h ! Y o u ' r e a boy. D o n ' t worry yourse l f b e f o r e your 
t ime . " 

W e were sea ted in the little l ibrary where she first rece ived 
me. I r o s e from my chair, went to the door that o p e n e d into 
the hall, a n d l o c k e d i t T h e d o o r into the dining-room s tood 
a jar , a n d I threw it wide o p e n . T h e n I went b a c k to my chair 
a n d sa t down. S h e watched these m o v e m e n t s in si lent aston-
ishment, a n d her e y e s fairly b u r n e d with exc i ted curiosity when 
I conc luded them. 

L o o k i n g into the dining-room u p o n the p ic ture that s t S i h u n g 
where I h a d rep laced it, I s a i d : " Aunt , you m u s t forgive 
m e ; but I h a v e l earned all a b o u t that p ic ture , a n d I k n o w the 
whole history o f the per son whom it r epre sent s . " 

" W h o has b e e n b a s e enough to tell y o u ? " she a lmost 
s c reamed . 

" A p e r s o n who wishes no harm either to you or m e , " I 
repl ied. 

S h e h a d risen to her feet at the first announcement , but she 
sank b a c k into her chair again , a n d c o v e r e d her f a c e with her 
hands . Suddenly steel ing herself aga ins t the fee l ings that were 
overwhelming her, she d r o p p e d her hands , a n d said, with a 
vo ice equal ly charged with fright a n d d e f i a n c e : " S o , this is 
the impor tant bus iness , is i t ! Y o u h a v e l i s tened to the voice 
o f a slanderer, who has represented m e to b e little bet ter than 
a fiend; a n d I a m to b e lectured, a m I ? Y o u , to whom I have 
g iven m y b r e a d a n d my for tune—you , to whom I h a v e given 
my l o v e — a r e turning against me , a r e y o u ? Y o u have con-
sented to sit still a n d hear m e mal igned a n d c o n d e m n e d , h a v e 
you ? D o you wish to for sake m e ? H a v e I d o n e anything to 
deserve such treatment a t your h a n d s ? D o e s my pre sence 
defile y o u ? D o I g o a b o u t meddl ing with other peop le ' s busi-
n e s s ? H a v e I m e d d l e d with anything that was not my own ? 
I would l ike to know who h a s b e e n po i son ing your mind againsl 

i ce . H a s there b e e n anything in m y t reatment o f y o u that 
would l ead you to think m e p o s s e s s e d o f the devi l ? " 

S h e poured o a t these words in a torrent s o impetuous and 
cont inuous that I could not e v e n a t t empt to interrupt h e r ; a n d it 
was better that s h e should s p e n d the first gush of her pas s ion with-
out h inderance . I t was to m e a terrible revelat ion o f the 
condit ion o f her mind, a n d of the agi tat ions to which it was 
familiar. T h i s was doubt le s s the first u t t e rance to which those 
agi tat ions h a d ever forced her. 

I p a u s e d for a minute to col lect my thoughts, while she 
bur ied her f ace in her hands again. T h e n I s a i d : " M r s . San-
derson, I h a v e not iced , s ince my return from col lege particularly, 
that you h a v e b e e n in trouble. I h a v e seen you many t imes 
be fore that picture, a n d k n o w n that it w a s a s soc ia ted in your 
mind with distress ing thoughts . I t h a s t roubled me , b e c a u s e it 
has given m e the impres s ion that I a m in s o m e way, directly or 
indirectly, c o n n e c t e d with i t I h a v e sought for the explanat ion 
a n d found i t N o o n e h a s pre judiced m y mind against you, a s I 
will p rove to you by such a sacrif ice a s few m e n have b e e n cal led 
upon to make . Y o u have b e e n very k ind to me , a n d I do not 
c o w s e e how it is poss ib le for m e ever to c e a s e to b e grateful to 
you. Y o u have b e e n my m o s t g e n e r o u s a n d indulgent bene-
factress, a n d it is part ly b e c a u s e I a m grateful , a n d desire to 
prove m y grat i tude, that I h a v e sought this interview." 

S h e looked u p to m e with a dazed , dis tressed expression 
u p o n her sharpened features , a s if waiting for m e to g o on . 

" T h e r e was o n c e a little b o y , " I said, " who grew u p in this 
o ld house , under his mother ' s c a r e ; a n d then he went away, 
a n d went wrong. H i s mother was d i s t racted with his ingrati-
tude a n d his exce s se s , a n d finally cut h im adrift, with the m e a n s 
o f cont inuing his diss ipations. After a t ime h e marr ied one of 
G o d ' s own ange l s . " 

" Y o u k n o w nothing about it ," she interrupted, spitefully 
" Y o u know nothing about her. S h e was a p o o r girl without an ; 
posit ion, who m a n a g e d to weave her net about him a n d inveigh 
him into marr iage . I cursed her then, a n d I curse her s t i l l ' 



" D o n ' t , a u n t , " I said. " I a m sure you h a v e done some 

things in your l ife that you are sorry for, a n d I k n o w y o u will 

b e sorry for this . " 
" D o n ' t lecture me , b o y . " 

« j don' t l ec ture you. I don' t p r e s u m e to d o anything oi 

the kind, but I k n o w I s p e a k the t ruth . " 
" W e l l , then, what about the a n g e l ? " 

« s h e d id her b e s t to m a k e him what his mother h a d fai led 

t o m a k e h i m . " 

" A n d the angel fa i led," she sa id contemptuous ly . " C e r -
tainly a w o m a n m a y b e e x c u s e d for not accompl i sh ing what a su-
perior be ing fai led to accompl i sh . " " Y e s , the angel fai led, mainly b e c a u s e his mother would not 

help her . " 

" I tell you aga in that you k n o w nothing about i t I a m a 

fool for l istening to another word . " 
I t was a s t range thing to me , a s I sa t be fore this ag i ta ted 

woman, quarrel ing with her own history, a n d helpless ly angry 
with m e a n d with the u n k n o w n m a n who h a d given m e my infor-
mation, to find myself growing cool a n d s t rong with every burst 
of her pas s ion . I h a d f o u n d a n d p ierced the jo in t s of her 
closely-knit harness . I was in the center of the rankl ing secret 
o f her life, and she was self-contained n o longer . I was in 
power , a n d she was fretfully consc ious that she w a s n o t 

" Y e s , the angel failed, b e c a u s e his mother would n o t help 
her I p r e s u m e the mother intended to drive that angel to for-
s a k e him, a n d c o m p e l h im to return to herself! I f she did not 
h a v e so g o o d a mot ive a s this, she intended to drive him to the 
g rave into which h e was soon ga thered . " 

" O h , A r t h u r ! Arthur ! A r t h u r ! D o n ' t say it 1 don't say i t ! " 
T h e anger was gone , a n d the o ld r emor se which h a d b e e n 

eat ing a t her heart for year s r e s u m e d its sway. S h e writhed 
in her chair. S h e wrung her hands . S h e r o s e and p a c e d the 
room, in a painful, tottering way, which di s t ressed me , and 
m a d e m e fear that I h a d b e e n harsh, or h a d chosen the wr ong 
p l an for approaching her and executing m y p u r p o s e . 

" Y e s , aunt, the w o m a n was a n angeL I f she h a d not been , 
she would have b e c o m e a torment to you. D i d she ever write 
to you ? D i d she ever a sk a favor o f you ? D o y o u suppose 
that she would ever rece ive from you a farthing o f the wealth 
that her husband would rightly h a v e inherited, unless first you 
h a d p o u r e d out your heart to her in a prayer for forgiveness ? 
H a s she a c t e d l ike a mercenary w o m a n ? N o , aunt, it is you 
who know nothing about her . " 

" S h e was nothing t o m e , " M r s . S a n d e r s o n said. " S h e 
n ° v e r cou ld h a v e b e e n anything to m e . " 

" T h a t y o u don' t k n o w . " 
" W e l l , what e l se h a v e you to s a y ? " 
" S h e i s living to-day, and , in a self-respectful way, is earn-

ing her own l ivel ihood." 
" I tell you aga in she i s nothing to m e , " my aunt re sponded . 

" S h e is do ing to-day what I p r e s u m e she d id before her mar-
riage. I know o f n o rea son why she should not earn her living. 
S h e p r o b a b l y knows m e well enough to k n o w that I will do 
nothing for her , a n d can b e nothing to her. I f you h a v e taken 
it into your head to try t o bring m e to recognize her a n d give 
her money , I c a n tell you that you h a v e under taken a very 
foolish a n d fruitless enterprise. I f this is all you have to say 
to me , we m a y a s well s top our conversat ion a t once . I t is a 
boy ' s bus iness , a n d i f you k n o w what is for your own g o o d you 
will never a l lude to her aga in . " 

S h e r o s e impat iendy a s i f determined to c lo se the interview, 
but I d id not s t i r ; so, seeing m e determined, she sa t down 
again . 

" M r s . S a n d e r s o n , " I said, " i s your heart sat is f ied with m e ? 
H a v e y o u not, especial ly in these las t years a n d months , longed 
for s o m e o n e of your own b lood o n whom to bes tow your af-
f e c t i o n s ? I g rant that you h a v e treated m e l ike a son . I 
grant that I not only have nothing to c o m p l a i n o f but that I 
have a thousand things to b e grate ful for. Y o u h a v e tried to 
love m e . Y o u h a v e determined with all your power of will to 
m a k e m e everything to y o u r s e l f ; but , after all, a r e y o u sa t i s f ied? 



T h o u g h one of your k indred , my b lood d o e s not c o m e neai 
e n o u g h to yours to m a k e m e yours. H a v e you not l onged to 
d o something before you die to wipe out the m e m o r i e s that 
haunt you ? " 

S h e watched m e with sad , wide-open eyes , a s I firmly and 
tenderly sa id all this, a n d then, a s if she cou ld conce ive o f bu( 
o n e conclus ion, her anger rose again , a n d she e x c l a i m e d : 
" D o n ' t talk to m e any more about this w o m a n ! I tell you I 
will h a v e nothing to do with her . " 

" I a m saying nothing about this woman , aunt , " I re sponded , 
" l a m go ing to talk about s o m e one bes ides this woman, for 
she h a d a child, o f whom your s o n was the fa ther . " 

" W h a t ? " -
H a l f exc lamat ion, half interrogation, the word pierced my 

e a r s l ike a s c ream. 
" Mrs . Sander son , you a r e the grandmother of a s noble a 

m a n a s brea thes . " 

S h e c r i e d ; she l aughed ; she e x c l a i m e d : " Oh, A r t h u r ! O h 
G o d ! " She c o v e r e d her f a c e ; she threw her handkerchief 
u p o n the floor; she tore o p e n her dress to rel ieve her throbbing 
heart , a n d y ie lded herself to such a tumult of conflicting pas -
s ions a s I h a d never witnessed b e f o r e — s u c h a s I h o p e I m a y 
never b e cal led u p o n to witness aga in . I sa t frightened a n d 
dumb. I f eared she would d ie—that she could not survive 
s u c h agitat ions. 

" H a ! ha ! ha ! I h a v e a g r a n d s o n 1 I h a v e a g r a n d s o n ! 
Oh, Arthur ! Oh, G o d ! I s it s o ? I s it s o ? Y o u l i e ! Y o u 
know y o u lie 4 Y o u are deceiving me. I s it so, Arthur ? S a y 
it again. I t can't b e so. I should have k n o w n i t S o m e b o d y 
has l ied to you. Oh, how could you, how cou ld y o u deceive 
a n o ld woman , with one foot in the g r a v e — a n o l d w o m a n who 
h a s l oved you, a n d done al l she could for you ? H o w could 
you, A r t h u r ? " 

T h u s she p o u r e d out her emot ions a n d doubt s and depreca-
tions, unmindfu l of all m y a t t e m p t s to interrupt her, a n d I saw 
i t o n c e that it w a s the only m o d e by which she cou ld ever b e 

c o m e c o m p o s e d enough to hear the res t o f my story. T h e 
s torm could only resolve itself into ca lm through the proces se s 
of s torm. When she had exhaus ted herself she sank b a c k in her 
cnair. T h e n , a s if m o v e d b y a n impulse to put m e under the 
s trongest mot ive to truthfulness , she r o s e a n d c a m e to me. 
With a m o v e m e n t s o s u d d e n that I w a s entirely u n p r e p a r e d for 
it, she threw herself u p o n m y lap, a n d c la sp ing her a rms around 
my neck, p l a c e d her l ips c lose to my ear , a n d said in a voice 
surcharged with tender p l e a d i n g : " D o n ' t dece ive me , d e a r ! 
D o n ' t b e cruel to m e ! I h a v e never u s e d you ill. T e l l m e 
all about it, just a s it is. I a m a n o l d woman . I h a v e only a 
l i tde while to l ive." 

" I h a v e to ld you everything j u s t a s it i s , " I re sponded . 
" A n d I have a grandchild ? " 
" O n e that you m a y love a n d b e proud ofL" 
" A n d c a n I ever see h i m ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" D o y o u k n o w him ? " 
" Y e s . " 

" D o you s u p p o s e h e will c o m e t o live with me , if I ask 

h i m ? " 
" I don' t k n o w . " 
" D o e s he ha te m e ? " 
" I don' t think he hates anybody . " 
" I s h e with his mother ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" I s he fond o f her ? " 

" S o fond of her , " I answered, " that he will a c c e p t n o invi 

cation from you that d o e s not include her . " 
" I t a k e it all b a c k , Arthur , " she sa id . " H e is right H e 

is a B o n n i c a s d e . When c a n I s e e him ? " 
" S o o n , I think." 

« A n d I h a v e really a g r a n d s o n — a g o o d g r a n d s o n ? how 

long h a v e you k n o w n it ? " " O n l y a few d a y s . " 



" Perhaps I shall not live forty-eight hours. I must see him 
at once." 

" Y o u shall see him s o o n . " 
T h e n she pa t ted m y c h e e k a n d k i s s e d me , a n d p layed with 

my hair like a child. She ca l led m e her g o o d boy, her noble 
boy. T h e n , s t ruck suddenly with the thought of the change * 
that were progress ing in her own mind a n d affect ions , a n d the 
changes that were imminent in her relat ions to me, she rose and 
went back to her chair. When I l o o k e d her in the f a c e again, 
I was a s toni shed at the change which a single m o m e n t o f reflec-
tion h a d wrought u p o n her. H e r anger w a s g o n e , her r emor se 
h a d vanished, her sel f-possess ion h a d c o m e b a c k to her, en-
veloping her a s with an a rmor o f steel, a n d she was o n c e m o r e 
the M r s . S a n d e r s o n of old. H o w was she to get rid o f m e ? 
What a r rangement could she m a k e to ge t m e out o f the house , 
loosen m y hold u p o n my expecta t ions , a n d instal the rightful 
heir of her wealth in her h o m e ? S h e turned to her new life 
a n d her new schemes with the eager determinat ion o f a w o m a n 
of business . 

" W h a t has led y o u to this announcement , A r t h u r ? " she 
inquired. 

" A wish to d o ju s t i ce to all the par t ie s to w h o m it re la tes , " 
I replied. 

" Y o u h a v e done right," she said, " a n d o f cour se you h a v e 
counted the c o s t I f my g r a n d s o n c o m e s here, you will not 
expec t t o stay. H a v e you m a d e any p lans ? H a v e y o u any 
reward t o a sk for your sacrif ice ? I trust that in m a k i n g u p 
your mind u p o n this point, you will r emember what I h a v e done 
for you. Y o u will find my e x p e n s e s o n your a c c o u n t in a book 
which I will g ive you . " 

T h e coo l cruelty o f the woman , at this supreme m o m e n t of 
h e r life, a n g e r e d a n d d i sgus ted me. I bit m y l ips to keep 
b a c k the hot words that pres sed for ut terance . T h e n , with all 
t h e c a lmnes s I c o u l d c o m m a n d , I s a i d : " D o y o u s u p p o s e that 
I have c o m e to you to-day to sell your grandson to you for 
m o n e y ? D o y o u s u p p o s e that your dol lars weigh a p in wits 

m e ? C a n ' t y o u realize that I a m voluntari ly rel inquishing the 
hopes a n d expecta t ions o f a l i fet ime ? Can ' t y o u s e e that I 
a m going from a life o f independence to o n e o f l abor and 
s t r u g g l e ? " 

" Don ' t b e angry, Arthur , " she r e sponded coolly. " I h a v e 
¿ i v e n you your educat ion, a n d taken ca re o f y o u for years . I 
have d o n e it under the impress ion that I h a d n o heir. Y o u tell 
m e that I have one , a n d now I m u s t par t with you. Y o u foresaw 
this, a n d I s u p p o s e d that y o u had m a d e your p l a n s for i t T h e 
s imple quest ion is, how much do you want in cons iderat ion of 
your d i sappointment ? H o w a r e we to separate , s o that you 
shall feel sat is f ied that I have d o n e you ju s t i ce ? " 

" I h a v e n o st ipulations to m a k e , " I answered ; " I under-
stand that you h a v e d o n e much for me , a n d that I h a v e done 
very little for you, i n d e e d ; that I have very poor ly improved 
the privi leges you h a v e bes towed u p o n me. I unders tand that 
you d o not cons ider yoursel f under the slightest obl igat ion to 
me , a n d that s o soon a s you m a y get your gTandson into your 
posses s ion , through my means , you will d rop m e a n d b e g lad to 
b e rid of m e forever . " 

" Y o u s p e a k bitterly, Arthur. I shall a lways b e interested in 
your welfare, a n d shall do what I can to s e rve y o u ; but when 
we separa te w e m u s t b e quits . Y o u know my m o d e o f do ing 
business . I exact my rights a n d p a y m y d u e s . " 

" I h a v e n o barga ins t o m a k e with you , Mrs . S a n d e r s o n , " I 
said. " W e a r e qui t s now. I confes s that I h a v e h a d a d r e a m 
o f travel. I h a v e h o p e d to g o away af ter this c h a n g e in my 
life, a n d to forget it a m o n g new scenes , a n d p r e p a r e myself to 
take u p a n d bear a burden for which my life here has done 
much to unfit m e . I h a v e d r e a m e d o f getting away from Brad-
ford for a t ime, until the exc i tement that will a t tend t h e s e 
c h a n g e s shall h a v e blown over . I confes s that I shrink from 
meet ing the ques t ions a n d sneers that await m e ; but w e a r e 
quits now." 

" H a v e you any idea what the expenses of a foreign tour 
will be ? " she inquired in a cool, calculating tone. 



« M r s . Sanderson, you h a v e just c o m e into d i e possess ion of 
the m o s t prec ious knowledge the world holds for you, and 
through it you e x p e c t to receive the grea t b o o n o f your life. 
A l l this c o m e s through m e . Nei ther your daughter-in-law nor 
your g r a n d s o n would ever have m a d e themse lves k n o w n to you. 
®nd now, when I h a v e sacrif iced the e x p e c t a t i o n s o f a l i fe tn 
them and to you, you ta lk about the pr ice o f a foreign trip foi 
me, a s i f y o » were barga in ing for a horse. N o , m a d a m ; 1 
wash my hands o f the whole bus iness , a n d it is bet ter for u s both 
t o ta lk n o more about this matter . W e a r e qui t s to-day. I 
shall feel better b y a n d by, but you h a v e d i s appo in ted m e a n d 
m a d e m e very u n h a p p y . " 

E v e n while I ta lked, I c o u l d s e e her f a c e harden from 
a i o m e n t to m o m e n t . H e r heart h a d g o n e ou t toward her heir 
with a selfish affection, which slowly, quietly, a n d surely shut out 
every other h u m a n being . S h e g r u d g e d m e every dol lar o f her 
fortune o n his b e h a l f T h e m o m e n t she c e a s e d to regard m e a s 
her heir, I s tood in the s a m e relation to her that a n y other poor 
young m a n in B r a d f o r d occupied . H e r wealth w a s for her grand-
son. S h e would p a y to him, o n his father's account , every dollar 
she held. S h e would lavish u p o n h im every affection, a n d every 
service poss ib le ! S h e would offer herself a n d her pos se s s ions 
to a t o n e for wrongs for which her consc ience h a d u p b r a i d e d her 
m o r e a n d more , a s her life h a d a p p r o a c h e d its close. S h e 
l o n g e d for this consummat ion , a n d l o o k e d to it for p e a c e . 

T h u s I r e a c h e d the m o m e n t o f transition, and in disappoint-
m e n t a n d b i t terness—fee l ing that my sacri f ice was not a p p r e 
d a t e d , a n d that my b e n e f a c t r e s s h a d lost all a f fect ion for a n d 
interest in m e — I took u p the burden of my own life, determined 
that o n n o cons iderat ion would I receive,- b e y o n d the c lothes 1 
wore, o n e dollar m o r e o f the fortune o n which I h a d l i v e d 

" W h e n c a n I s e e m y g r a n d s o n ? " 
" When you choose . " 
" T o d a y ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" Br ing him to me." 

" I must g o to m y room first," I said. 
I m o u n t e d to my chamber , a n d threw mysel f into my 

a c c u s t o m e d chair b y the window. I h a d p a s s e d in to a n^w 
w o r l d T h e charming things a b o u t me, which I h a d counted 
my own, were another's . T h e o ld house a n d the b r o a d beau-
tiful a c r e s which s tretched around it were a l ienated forever. I 
realized that every dol lar that had b e e n bes towed u p o n me , 
and every privilege, service, a n d attention I had r e c e i v e d h a d 
c o m e from a supremely selfish heart , through mot ives that sought 
only to fill a n e m p t y life, a n d to a s s o c i a t e with a n honored 
ancestra l n a m e the wealth which cou ld not b e t a k e n out o f the 
world with i ts pos se s sor . A mercenary v a l u e had b e e n p laced 
upon every sent iment o f grat i tude a n d r e s p e c t a n d l o v e which 
my benefac t re s s h a d inspired in me. I h a d b e e n u s e d a s a 
thing of convenience , a n d be ing a thing o f convenience n o 
longer, I was d r o p p e d a s a burden. I was h u m i l i a t e d shamed, 
angered by the way in which I h a d been t r e a t e d but I was 
c u r e d T h e gif ts that I had rece ived looked hateful to m e . T h e 
posit ion I h a d o c c u p i e d — t h e pos i t ion in which I h a d not 
only grown to b e content , but in which I h a d nursed a n d devel-
o p e d a d e g r e e o f ar i s tocrat ic p r i d e — s e e m e d m o s t unmanly. I 
had b e e n u s e d p layed with, p e t t e d f e d with daily indulgences 
a n d g r e a t promises , a n d then ca s t away, there be ing n o further 
u se for me. 

" N e v e r aga in ! " I sa id to m y s e l f — " never a g a i n ! I would 
not take another dol lar from this e s t a te a n d its owner to k e e p 
mysel f f r o m s tarv ing . " 

T h e d r e a m o f travel was shattered. M y new life a n d rela-
tions were square ly before me. Where a n d what I should b e 
in a week I did not know. What o ld friends would fall away 
f rom me , what new fr iends I should m a k e , how I should earn 
the b r e a d which h a d thus far b e e n s u p p l i e d w a s a l l uncerta in. 

I b e l i e v e d however, that I had d o n e my d u t y ; a n d ou t of all 
my s h a m e a n d d i sappo intment and d i sgust and apprehens ion, 
there r o s e within m e a sent iment o f self-respect a n d a feeling 
o f strength. A n d when I thought o f all the c i rcumstances 
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t h a t had conspired to br ing m e to this point, I could not d o a b 
t h a t Prov idence—the great will that e m b r a c e s all wi l l s— the 
supreme plan that subordinates and weaves into serviceable 
relat ions all p l a n s — t h e go lden fabr ic that unrol ls from d a y t o 
day, with the s teady revolutions o f the stars , and rolls u p aga in , 
s tudded thick with the des igns o f m e n — h a d ordered everything, 
and ordered it aright. I t was be s t for m e that I had gone 
through with m y indulgences and my discipline. I t was be s t 
for m e that I had p a s s e d through the pecul iar exper i ences of 
my life. I t was be s t for Mrs . Sanderson that she had b e e n 
tormented, and that, a t last , she was pass ing into the hands that 
were s t rong a n d s t eady—hands that would lead her ar ight— 
hands into which she was ready to throw herself; with self-aban-
doning love and t r u s t I t was b e s t that H e n r y had s truggled 
and learned the worth o f money, and acqui red sympathy and 
respect for the poor . I t was be s t that the feet o f all the per-
sons concerned in this great change of relat ions should b e 
brought together at last , b y a ser ies of coincidences that 
s e e m e d well-nigh miraculous . 

O n e thing struck m e a s b e i n g very singular, v iz . : that Mrs . 
Sanderson was so easily satisf ied that she had a grandson , and 
that I not only knew him, but that he was c lose at hand. I t 
only showed how eagerly ready she was to bel ieve it, a n d to 
bel ieve that I had prepared everything to sat is fy her desire. 
I n another frame o f mind—if another frame o f mind had been 
pos s ib le—she would have ques t ioned m e — d o u b t e d m e — p u t 
m e to the p r o o f o f m y s t a t e m e n t s ; but she was ready to 
a c c e p t anything on my s imple assurance . After sitting qu iedy 
for an hour, I rose with a l ong sigh. I , h a d still the duty of 
present ing H e n r y Sanderson—for that was his real n a m e — t o 
his grandmother . M y heart d irobbed wildly every t ime the 
thought o f this meet ing c a m e to me. I had said nothing to 
H e n r y , for I kr.ew that it would dis tress him beyond measure , 
— n a y , that, d i sabled a s he was, he would contrive s o m e way 
to ge t out o f the house and out o f the town. Nothing but a 
sense of freedom from detection and discovery had ever recon-

d i e d hinv and his mother to an hour's res idence in T h e M a n s i o n . 
H i d d e n away in this N e w E n g l a n d town, toward which they h a d 
drifted from the far South, partly on the current o f circumstan-
ces, and partly b y the force o f a des i re t o s ee and know t h e 
early home and assoc ia t ions o f the husband a n d father , t h e y 
did not doubt that they could cover their identity so perfectly 
that it would not b e suspected . H e n r y had studiously kept 
away from the house. H i s mother h a d met Mrs . Sanderson 
entirely b y accident , and had taken a sweet and self-amusing 
revenge by compel l ing her to love a n d trust her. T h e y had 
confided their secret to but o n e m a n , and he had had their 
permiss ion t o confide it to his family. Through all these long 
years, the two famil ies had b e e n intimate friends, and Mr. Brad-
ford had endeavored in every poss ible way to obtain their con-
sent to the cour se he had pursued, but in vain. After the 
death o f Mrs . Sanderson, he would doubt less have informed 
m e o f Henry ' s natural c la ims to the estate, relying upon m y 
sense of jus t i ce a n d my love for him for its division between 
u s ; but he saw that m y prospec t s were ruining me, a n d so had 
taken the matter into his own hands, s imply confiding t h e f ac t s 
of the c a s e to m y father and Mr . Bird, a n d acting with their 
advice a n d c o n s e n t 

I drew out my trunk, and carefully p a c k e d my clothing. No« 
an article in the room that was not neces sary to m e did I t a k « 
from its place. I t would b e Henry ' s room, and all the cho ice 
ornaments and appointments that I had had the happy pains to 
gather, were left to p l ea se his eye a n d remind him of me . T h e 
occupat ion, while it pa ined me, g a v e m e strength and calmness . 
When the work was done, I locked my trunk, put the key in 
my pocket , a n d was about to leave the room when there c a m e 
to m e the sense of a smile from the skies. A c loud had b e e r 
over the sun, and a s it pa s sed a flood of sunlight filled the room, 
growing stronger and stronger until my eyes were a lmost blinded 
b y the sweet ef fulgence. I was not superstit ious, b u t i t s eemed 
as if G o d had given m e H i s benediction. 

I t u r n e d t h e k e y in m y door, and bowed a t m y bed . " D e a l 



Father , " I said, " a t last nothing s t ands b e t w e e n T h e e a n d m e 
T h a t which I h a v e loved bet ter than T h e e is g o n e , a n d now 1 
b e g T h e e to help m e a n d lead m e in T h i n e own way to T h y s e l f 
I shrink from the world, but T h o u hast m a d e it. I shrink from 
toil a n d struggle, but T h o u hast orda ined them. H e l p m e to 
b e a m a n af ter T h i n e own heart . G i v e m e wisdom, guidance , 
and a s s i s tance . H e l p m e to lay a s ide my self ishness , m y l o v e 
of luxury a n d ease , and to go down heartily into the work of 
the world, and to bu i ld my life u p o n sure foundat ions . " 

T h e n there r o s e in m e a flood of p i ty a n d charity for o n e 
who h a d s o l o n g b e e n my b e n e f a c t r e s s ; and I prayed for h e r — 
that in her n e w relat ions she might b e b le s sed with content and 
•at i s fact ion, a n d that her las t d a y s might b e filled with some-
thing better than she h a d known. I f o r g a v e her for her qu ick 
* n d c o m p l e t e renunciat ion o f m y s e l f a n d the crue l wounds she 
h a d inflicted u p o n m y pride, a n d felt the o ld good-will o f child-
hood welling in my heart. I e n v e l o p e d her with my charity. I 
c rowned her with the g r a c e o f p a r d o n . 

When I went down stairs I found her await ing m e in the r o o m 
where I h a d left her. S h e s a t holding a p a p e r in her hand. S h e 
h a d dressed herself in her best , a s if she were about to receive 
a pr ince . T h e r e was a bright spot of red o n either thin and 
wrinkled cheek , a n d her e y e s s h o n e l ike fire. 

" Y o u are sure you h a v e m a d e n o mis take , Arthur ? " she 
said, with a v o i c e quite unnatura l in its quaver ing sharpness . 

" Q u i t e sure , " I answered. 
" T h i s , " sa id she, hold ing u p her paper , " i s my wilL T h e r e 

is n o will o f mine b e s i d e this in exis tence. I h a v e n o t ime t o 
a sk m y lawyer here to-day to m a k e another. L i f e is uncertain, 
a n d there m u s t b e n o mis take . I wish you to g o with m e to 
the k i tchen. " • 

S h e rose a n d I fol lowed her out. I could not imagine what 
• h e would do , b u t she went straight t o the old-fashioned fire-
p lace , where the dinner was cooking , a n d holding the p a p e r in 
her hands , o p e n e d it, and a s k e d m e to r ead the beg inn ing o f it 
a n d the s ignatures . I did so, a n d then she la id it upon the 

coal s . T h e quick flame shot up, a n d w e both l o o k e d o n in 
silence, until nothing w a s left of it but white ashes , which a 
breath would scat ter . T h e e l ement s had swal lowed all m y cla im 
t o her l a rge es tate . T h e o l d c o o k regarded u s in wonder ing 
si lence, with her hands u p o n her hips, a n d watched u s a s we 
turned away from the fire, a n d left her a l o n e in her domain . 

When we re turned to the library, M r s . S a n d e r s o n s a i d : " T h e 
burning of that will is equiva lent to writing another in favor ol 
m y g r a n d s o n ; so, i f I m a k e n o other, you will k n o w the rea-
son . " 

S h e p r e s s e d her hand u p o n her heart in a d i s t ressed way, and 
a d d e d ; " I a m a s nearly ready a s I ever c a n b e to s e e — " 

" H e n r y Sander son , " I said. 
" I s that his n a m e ? I s that his real n a m e ? " she a s k e d , 

eagerly. 
" I t i s . " 
" A n d it will all g o to H e n r y S a n d e r s o n ! " 
T h e intense, t r iumphant sat i s fact ion with which she sa id this 

was a lmost enough , of itself, to r e p a y m e for the sacr i f ice I 
h a d m a d e . 

" Mrs . S a n d e r s o n , " I said, " I h a v e put in to my t runk the 
clothes I need , a n d when I g o away I will send for them. I 
h a v e left everything e l se . " 

" F o r H e n r y — m y H e n r y Sander son ! " 
" Y e s , for your H e n r y ; a n d now I m u s t g o u p a n d s e e my 

Henry , a n d M r s . B e l d e n ; for after I have pre sented your grand-
s o n to y o u I shall g o away. " 

I mounted the stairs with a throbbing heart , a n d a f a c e that 
told the tale of a terrible exc i tement a n d trouble. B o t h H e n r y 
a n d his mother s tar ted a s I c a m e into the room, a n d simultane-
ously ut tered the words, " W h a t is it, A r t h u r ? " 

" Nothing , excep t that m y aunt a n d I h a v e h a d a talk, a n d I 
a m going away . " 

A quick, involuntary g l a n c e p a s s e d be tween the pair , but 
both waited to hear my announcement . 

" I a m g lad you a r e here , " I said. " Y o u can s tay a s long 



a s you wish, b u t I a m g o i n g away. I shall s e e you aga in , but 
never a s a n inmate o f this house . I want to thank you foi all 
your k i n d n e s s a n d love, a n d to a s sure you that I shall a lways 
r emember you. M r s . Be lden , you never k i s sed m e : k i s s m e 
now." 

T h e dear w o m a n looked scared , b u t o b e y e d my wish. I sat 
down o n H e n r y ' s b e d a n d la id m y head bes ide his. " G o o d -
by, o l d b o y ; g o o d - b y ! T h a n k you for all your fa i thfulness to 
m e a n d for your example . I h o p e s o m e time to b e half a s 
g o o d a s you are . " 

M y eyes were f looded with tears , a n d bo th Mrs . Be lden and 

H e n r y were weeping in sympathy. 
" What is it, Arthur ? what is it ? T e l l us. P e r h a p s we c a n 

help y o u . " 

" W h a t e v e r it is, it is all right," I answered . " S o m e tune 
you will know, a n d you will find that I a m not to b l a m e . " 

T h e n I s h o o k their hands , went abrupt ly ou t of the room, 
a n d ran down stairs to Mrs . S a n d e r s o n . S h e saw that I was 
strangely ag i ta ted , a n d r o s e feebly a s I entered. 

« I wish you to g o u p stairs with m e be fore I l e ave , " I said. 
" Will you b e k i n d enough to g o with m e now ? " 

T h e r e w a s n o dawning suspic ion in her heart o f what I 
h a d p r e p a r e d for her. S h e had e x p e c t e d m e to g o out a n d 
bring in a s tately s tranger for whose recept ion she h a d pre-
pared her toilet. S h e had wondered how h e would look, a n d 
by what t e r m s she should addres s him. 

I g a v e her my a r m a n d we slowly walked u p the stairs to-
gether, while my heart was beat ing s o heavi ly that I could hear 
it, b low u p o n blow, in m y ears . I k n o c k ? d a t H e n r y ' s door 
and entered. T h e m o m e n t H e n r y a n d his mother s a w u s to-
gether, a n d caught the ag i ta ted l o o k that both o f u s wore, they 
ant ic ipated the announcement that w a s imminent , a n d grew 
pa le a s ghos t s . 

" M r s . S a n d e r s o n , " I said, without offering her a seat , Una 
is M r s . B e l d e n H u l m , your daughter^n-law, a n d this ' turning 

to H e n r y ) is your grandson, H e n r y Sander son . M a y G o d 
bless you a l l ! " 

I d r o p p e d her arm and rushed to the door . A hurried 
g l ance behind m e showed that she was s tagger ing a n d falling. 
Turn ing swiftly b a c k , I caught her, while M r s . H u l m supported 
her u p o n the other side, a n d together w e led her to H e n r y ' s 
bed . T h e n s h e d r o p p e d u p o n her k n e e s a n d H e n r y threw his 
a rms a r o u n d her neck, a n d sa id soft ly : " G r a n d m o t h e r ! " 

" M y boy, my b o y ! " w a s all she c o u l d say, a n d it was 
enough. 

T h e n I left them. I heard H e n r y say : " D o n ' t g o , " but I 
(lid not heed him. R u n n i n g down stairs, with l imbs s o weak 
with exc i tement that I cou ld hardly s tand, I se ized m y hat 
in the hall, and went ou t of doors , a n d hurriedly took my 
way toward m y father's house. I did not even ca s t a g l ance 
at the B r a d f o r d res idence , s o absorbed was 1 in the events 
in which I h a d b e e n a n actor. T h e vision o f the three 
per sons c lus tered at H e n r y ' s bed , the thought of the powerful 
emot ions that were surging in them all, the exp lanat ions that 
were pour ing f rom H e n r y ' s hps , the prayers for forgiveness that 
m y o l d benefactres s was uttering, a n d the d r e a m s o f the new 
life o f T h e M a n s i o n which I had inaugurated blot ted ou t the 
faense o f my own sacrifice, a n d m a d e m e obl iv ious to all a round 
m e . M e n s p o k e to m e o n the street, a n d I r e m e m b e r e d after-
wards that I did not answer them. I wa lked in a dream, a n d 
was at my fatner"s door before I was aware . I felt that I was 
not r eady to g o in, s o I turned a w a y and cont inued my walk. 
U p the l o n g streets I went, wrapped in my dream. D o w n 
through the busy life a long the wharves I wandered, and looked 
out u p o n the water. T h e sai lors were s inging, children were 
playing, app le-women were chaffing, but nothing c o u l d divert 
me. M y heart was in the room I had left . T h e scene was 
burnt indelibly u p o n my memory , a n d n o new impress ion could 
take its p lace . 

Slowly I turned toward h o m e again . I h a d mas te red myself 
sufficiently to b e a b l e to think o f m y future, a n d of the n e c e s « -



t ies a n d propriet ies o f m y new posi t ion. W h e n I r e a c h e d my 
father's house , I found M r s . Sander son ' s man-servant—old 
J e n k s ' s succes sor—wai t ing at the g a t e with a m e s s a g e from 
H e n r y , desiring m y immedia te return to T h e Mans ion , a n d re-
ques t ing that I br ing with m e m y sister Cla ire . T h i s lattef 
reques t was o n e that brought m e t o m y s e l f I h a d n o w the 
responsibil ity o f lead ing another through a grea t a n d unantici-
p a t e d e x c i t e m e n t Di smis s ing the servant , with a p romise to 
o b e y his new m a s t e r ' s wish, I went in to the house , a n d found 
mysel f s o m u c h in se l f-possess ion that I told Cla i re with calm-
n e s s o f the m e s s a g e , a n d refrained from al l a l lusion t o what had 
occurred. Cla ire dres sed herself quickly, a n d I cou ld s e e a s 
she p r e s e n t e d herself for the walk that she was ful l o f wonder . 
Noth ing was sa id a s w e p a s s e d o u t T h e r e was a s t range 
s i lence in the family. T h e m e s s a g e m e a n t a g r e a t deal , and 
a l l s o thoroughly trusted H e n r y that n o ques t ions were a sked . 

W h e n we were away from the house , I s a i d : " Claire, yon 
m u s t b e a w o m a n to-day. S t r a n g e things h a v e h a p p e n e d . 
B r a c e yoursel f for anything that m a y c o m e . " 

" W h a t can y o u m e a n ? H a s anything h a p p e n e d t o — t o 

h i m ? " 
" Y e s , m u c h , — m u c h to him, a n d m u c h to m e ; a n d some-

thing very s t range and u n e x p e c t e d will h a p p e n to y o u . " 
S h e s t o p p e d short in the street , a n d g ra sp ing m y two hands 

nervously, e x c l a i m e d : " T e l l m e what it i s . " 

" M y d e a r , " I said, " my life at M r s . Sander son ' s has cea sed . 

I a m n o m o r e her heir, for H e n r y is d i scovered to b e her own 

grandson . " 
" Y o u dece ive m e ; you can ' t m e a n i t " 
" I t is j u s t a s I tell y o u . " 
S h e burs t into a fit of weep ing s o p a s s i o n a t e a n d uncontrol-

l ab le that in a low vo ice I sa id , " Y o u m u s t c o m m a n d your-
se l f Y o u are o b s e r v e d " 

W e r e s u m e d our walk, b u t it was a l o n g t ime b e f o r e she 
cou ld s p e a k . A t length she said, " I a m s o sorry for you, and 
s o so r ry for myse l f I do not want it s o . I t . c h a n g e s a l l my 

plans. I never can b e to him what I cou ld b e if h e were p o o r ; 
a n d y o u a r e to work. D i d h e k n o w h e was her g r a n d s o n ? " 

" Y e s , h e has always known i t " 

" A n d h e never told m e a word about i t H o w could he 
treat m e s o l ike a child ? " 

S h e was hal f angry with the thought that he h a d shut from 
her the mos t important secret o f his life. A s t o the fortune 
which was o p e n e d to her, it did not p re sent to her a s ingle 
charm. T h e thought o f it o p p r e s s e d a n d di s t ressed her . I t 
m a d e her life s o large that she could not c o m p r e h e n d i t S h e 
h a d h a d no natura l growth u p to it a n d into it. 

When we reached T h e M a n s i o n she was ca lm ; a n d it seemed, 
a s we s tood at the door a n d I l ooked inquiringly in to her face, 
a s if her beauty had taken o n a maturer charm while we had 
walked. I led her directly to H e n r y ' s r o o m , a n d there, in the 
pre sence o f M r s . Sander son , who sat holding H e n r y ' s h a n d a s 
if she were determined that her newly-found t reasure should 
not e s c a p e her, a n d in the pre sence of H e n r y ' s mother , neither 
o f whom she either addre s sed or regarded, she s t o o p e d a n d re-
ce ived her lover ' s kiss . I saw simply this, and with tears in 
m y eyes went out a n d c losed the door soft ly behind m e . What 
o c c u r r e d during that interview I never knew. I t w a s a n inter-
view s o tenderly s ac red that neither H e n r y nor Cla i re ever al 
luded to it a f terwards . I went down stairs, a n d awai ted it* 
conclus ion. A t the end of half a n hour, I heard vo ice s whis 
per ing above , then the foots teps of M r s . S a n d e r s o n g o i n g to 
her chamber , a n d then the rust le of dre s se s u p o n the stairs. 
I went out into the hall, and met M r s . H u l m a n d Cla i re with 
their a rms around e a c h other. T h e i r e y e s were wet, but they 
were luminous with a new happiness , a n d I knew that all had 
b e e n settled, a n d sett led a r i g h t 

" H e n r y wishes to s e e y o u , " sa id his mother . 
I c a n n o t tel l how m u c h I d r e a d e d this interview. I knew 

of "course that it would come, sooner or later, a n d I dr e a d e d it 
as a inch o n H e n r y ' s a c c o u n t a s o n my own. 

1 sa t down b y his bed, and g a v e to his eager g r a s p both 
W * 



m y hands . H e l o o k e d a t m e with tears rolling down his 
cheeks , with Hps c o m p r e s s e d a n d with the per sp i ra t ion standing 
unbrnshed from his forehead, but without the p o w e r to s p e a k a 
word. I pul led out my handkerchief , a n d wiped his forehead 
a n d his cheeks . 

" A r e y o u happy, H e n r y ? " I said. 
" Y e s , thank G o d a n d y o u , " h e answered, with choking emo-

tion. 
" S o a m I . " 
" A r e y o u ? A r e y o u ? O h Arthur I What c a n I ever do 

to show y o u m y grat i tude ? H o w c a n I look o n a n d see you 
toiling to win the b r e a d y o u h a v e voluntarily g iven to m e ? " 

" Y o u h a v e h a d your hard time, a n d I m y e a s y one. N o w 
we a r e to change p laces , that" s all, a n d it i s right Y o u have 
learned the v a l u e o f m o n e y , a n d y o u will s p e n d this which h a s 
c o m e to you a s it ought to b e s p e n t . " 

" B u t it is not the m o n e y ; it is the h o m e o f m y fa ther—the 
h o m e o f m y ancestors . I t is a h o m e for my mother . I t is 
res t from uncertain wandering. I c a n n o t tell y o u what it is. 
I t is something s o prec ious that m o n e y cannot represent i t I t 
is something s o p rec ious that I would willingly work harder all 
m y life for having found it. A n d now, my dear fellow, what 
c a n I do for you ? " 

" N o t h i n g — o n l y l o v e m e . " 
" B u t I m u s t d o more . Y o u r h o m e m u s t b e here. Y o u 

must share it with m e . " 
" N o , H e n r y , the word is spoken . Y o u h a v e c o m e to your 

own, a n d I shall g o to mine . M y lot shall b e m y father's lot, 
Hntil I c a n m a k e it bet ter . W e shall b e friends forever . T h e 
surrender I h a v e m a d e shall do m e m o r e good ' than it has done 
you . Y o u did not absolutely n e e d it, a n d I did. Y o u cou ld 
d o without it a n d I cou ld n o t A n d now, l e f « not ta lk a b o u t 
i t any m o r e . " 

W e e m b r a c e d a n d k i s sed a s i f we h a d b e e n lovers , a n d I left 
him, to walk b a c k with Cla ire . T h a t night the story was all 
to ld i n our little h o m e M y t r a n k was brought a n d carr ied to 

my b a r e a n d c r a m p e d c h a m b e r ; a n d when the a c c u s t o m e d 
early hour for ret irement c a m e I knelt with the other children 
a n d worshipped a s o f old. M y father was happy , m y mothel 
was reconc i led to the change , for Cla ire h a d b e e n recognized 
a t T h e M a n s i o n , a n d I went to b e d a n d res ted through a dream-
less s leep until the morning light s u m m o n e d m e to new change« 
and new duties . 



C H A P T E R X X I I I . 

, T A K E A R T H U R B O N N I C A S T L E U P O N M Y O W N H A N D S A N D S U E 

C E E D W I T H H I M . 

IN a small town l ike Bradford, the birds have a way of collect-
ing and carrying news, qnite unknown in more considerable 
Sties; a n T T p a r * n t l y , a l a r g e flock of them h a d b e e n around 
T h e Mans ion during the events narrated in the precechng 
chapter - for, on the following day, the community was alive 
w i ^ rumors concerning them. A daily paper had just b e e n 

established, whose enterprising editor d e e m e d 
and privilege to bruit such personal a n d soc ia l in teUi gence as 
he could gain b y button-holing his victims on the s t r e e t or by 
listening to t he voluntary tattle of busy-bodies. M y g o o d a n g e l , 
" a d f o r d , apprehending an unpleasant notonety for me 
a ~ l for the occurrences associated with m y n a m e c a m e o me 
at once and heard my story. T h e n he visited the editor, and 
s o Represented the case to him that, o n the second m o r n m , 
after taking up m y home with m y father, I h a d the amusement 
" n g § a whole column devoted to i t T h e paper was very 
wet and very d K y ; a n d I p r e s u m e that that co lumn was read 
w i t h ^ o r e f l t f e r e s ^ b y all the citizens of Bradford, * a n a n y * m g 
of national import which it might have contained. I will re 
produce only its opening a n d closing p a r a g r a p h s : 

concerning occurrences at 

A CERTAIN MANSION, 

which occupies an elevated position, locally, socially, and historically. * 

appears that a certain estimable young man, whose heroic feat cost him so 
dearly in a recent struggle with 

A MIDNIGHT ASSASSIN, 

is the natural heir to the vast wealth which he so gallantly rescued from spol-
iation, and that 

A CERTAIN ESTIMABLE L A D Y , 

well known to our citizens as the companion of a certain other lady, also 
well known, is his mother. Nothing more startling than the development! 
in this case has occurred in the eventful history of our city. 

A MYSTERY 

has always hung around these persons, and we are not among those who 
are surprised at the solution. But the most remarkable part of the story 
is that which relates to the young man who has been reared with the expec-
tation of becoming the owner of this magnificent estate. Upon learning the 
.relations of the young man previously alluded to, to his benefactress, he at 
once, in loyalty to his friend and his own personal honor, renounced for-
ever his expectations, surrendered his position to the heir so strangely dis-
covered, and took up his abode in his father's humble home. This act, than 
which none nobler was ever performed, was, we are assured by as good au-
thority as there is in Bradford, wholly voluntary. 

WE G I V E T H A T YOUNG MAN OUR H A T — 

Miller & Sons' best—and assure him that, in whatever position he may 
choose to take in this community, he will have such support as pur humble 
editorial pen may give him. We feel that no less than this is due to his 
nobility of character. 

After half a dozen paragraphs in this strain, the article c losed 

as f o l l o w s : — 

It is rumored that the newly-found heir has formed 

A TENDER ALLIANCE 

with a beautiful young lady—a blonde-who is not a stranger in the 
family ©f our blue-eyai hero—an alliance which will enable her to 

SHARE HIS BONNY CASTLE, 

and unite the fortunes of the two families in indissoluble bonds. Louj 
nay they wave! 



Far be it from us, enthroned upon the editorial tripod, and wielding th» 
scepter of the press, to invade the sanctities of private life, and we there-
fore withhold all names. It was due to the parties concerned and to the 
public, however, to state the facts, and put an end to gossip and conjecture 
among those who have no better business than that of tampering with th« 
secrets of the hearthstone and the heart. 

D u r i n g the day, I b r o k e through the re luctance which I nat-
urally felt to encounter the publ ic gaze , a f ter this exposure of 
m y affairs , a n d went out u p o n the s t r e e t O f course , I found 
myself the o b j e c t o f universal curiosity a n d the sub jec t o f uni-
versa l remark . N e v e r in my life h a d I b e e n t rea ted with more 
deference. Someth ing high in posit ion had b e e n won b a c k to 
the sphere o f c o m m o n l i f e ; a n d c o m m o n life was profoundly 
interested. M y editorial friend h a d s o represented the c a s e 
a s to win for m e something bet ter than s y m p a t h y ; a n d a good-
natured re t icence under all inquiries, o n m y own part , s e e m e d 
to enhance the re spect of the p e o p l e for me, B u t I h a d some-
thing m o r e important o n hand than seek ing f o o d for my van-
ity. I h a d mysel f on h a n d a n d m y f u t u r e ; a n d the goss ip of 
the communi ty was, for the first t ime in my life, a mat te r of in-
difference. 

I t occurred t o m e during the day that a n a c a d e m y , which a 
number of enterpris ing p e o p l e h a d built two or three year s be-
fore, h a d b e e n a b a n d o n e d a n d c losed, with the conclus ion o f 
the spr ing term, for l a c k of support , a n d that it would b e pos-
sible for m e to secure it for the field o f m y future enterprise. 
I c a l l ed at o n c e u p o n those who held the bui lding in charge, 
and, be fore I s lept, c lo sed a barga in , very a d v a n t a g e o u s to my-
self, which p l a c e d it a t my d i sposa l for a t e rm o f three years . 
T h e n e x t day I vis i ted my friend the editor, w h o m I found with 
b a r e arms, well s m e a r e d with ink, a t work at h i s printer 's case , 
sett ing u p the lucubrat ions o f the previous n i g h t H e w a s 
evidently flattered b y my call, and e x p r e s s e d the hope that 
what h e h a d written with re ference t o myself was sat is factory. 
As sur ing h im that I h a d n o fault to find with him, I e x p o s e d 
my pro jec t , which not only m e t with bis hearty approva l , b u i 

the promise of h i s unstinted s u p p o r t F r o m his off ice I went 
directly t o the chamber s o f the principal lawyer of the city, a n a 
entered my n a m e a s a s tudent o f law. I took n o advice , J 
sought n o aid, but s p o k e freely o f my p l a n s t o all a round m e . 
I real ized a lmost at o n c e how all life a n d c i rcumstance b e n d 
to the m a n who walks his own determined way , toward a n ob-
jec t definitely apprehended . P e o p l e were surprised b y my 
p r o m p t n e s s a n d energy, a n d indeed I was surprised b y myself. 
M y dreams o f luxury a n d e a s e were gone , a n d the fasc inat ions 
o f enterprise a n d act ion took strong posses s ion o f me. I was 
busy with my preparat ions for school a n d with study al l day , 
a n d at night, every m o m e n t s tolen from s leep was filled with 
p lanning a n d pro ject ing . M y father was delighted, a n d a lmost 
l ived a n d m o v e d a n d had his be ing in me. T o him I told 
e v e r y t h i n g ; and the full measure o f his o ld faith in m e was re-
covered. 

When the a u t u m n te rm of the a c a d e m y o p e n e d , o f which I 
was principal , a n d m y sister C la i re the l ead ing ass is tant , every 
sea t was full. M a n y o f the pupi l s h a d c o m e from the towns 
around, though the principal a t t e n d a n c e was from the city, a n d 
I entered a t o n c e u p o n a life o f the mos t fat iguing l abor and 
tne mos t grateful prosperity. M y p u r s e w a s filled at the out-
set with the a d v a n c e d instal lment u p o n the term-bills, s o that 
both Cla i re a n d myself h a d a delightful s t ruggle with m y father 
in our a t t empt to compe l him to rece ive p a y m e n t for our 
b o a r d a n d lodgings . O u r little dwelling was full o f new life. 
E v e n m y mother was shaken from her r e f u g e of faithlessness , 
and compe l l ed to smile. S ince those days I have h a d many 
p leasant e x p e r i e n c e s ; b u t I doubt whether I h a v e ever spent 
three year s o f p u r e r happ ines s than those which I p a s s e d with 
Cla i re b e n e a t h the roof of that o ld a c a d e m y — o l d , now, for 
vhough p u t to s t r ange uses, the building is s tanding still. 

T h e r e was o n e exper ience connec ted with this par t o f my 
history of which i t is a pa in to speak , b e c a u s e it re la tes to the 
m o s t subt le a n d s ac red p a s s a g e of my inner life ; but having 
l ed the reader thus far, I should b e dis loyal to my Christ ian 



confess ion were I to c lo se my lips u p o n it a n d re fuse its reve la 
tion. 

F r o m the hour when I first openly j o i n e d a b a n d o f C h r i s 
tian disciples , I h a d b e e n consc ious o f a mighty arm around me. 
Within the circuit o f that restraining p o w e r I h a d exerc i sed an 
a l m o s t unrestr icted liberty. I had v io lated m y consc i ence in 
t imes a n d ways without n u m b e r , yet, when t e m p t e d to reckless 
wandering, I had touched the obs t ac l e a n d recoiled. I n what 
ever direct ion I might g o , I a lways reached a po int where I 
b e c a m e c o n s c i o u s o f its living pulsat ions a n d its u n r e l a x m g em-
brace . U n s e e n , impalpable , it was a s impenetrab le a s ada-
m a n t a n d a s s t rong a s G o d . T h e m o m e n t I a s s u m e d respon-
sibility over other lives, a n d g a v e m y own life in counsel and 
labor for the g o o d o f those a round me , the arm c a m e closer, 
a n d conveyed to m e the impres s ion o f comfor t a n d health and 
safety. I thanked G o d for the restraint which that voluntary 
ac t of mine h a d i m p o s e d u p o n me. 

B u t this was not alL M y life h a d c o m e into the line of 
the divine p l an for my own Chris t ian deve lopment . I had 
been a recipient all my l i f e ; now I had b e c o m e a n act ive 
power. I had all m y life b e e n appropr ia t ing the food that c a m e 
to me , a n d a m u s i n g mysel f with the playthings o f fancy a n d 
i m a g i n a t i o n ; now I h a d begun to ac t a n d e x p e n d in earnest 
work for worthy ob jec t s . T h e spiritual att i tude ef fected by 
this c h a n g e was o n e which brought m e f a c e to f a c e with all that 
was unworthy in m e a n d my p a s t life, a n d I felt mysel f under 
the operat ions o f a mighty regenerat ing power , which I had 
no disposit ion to resist. I could not tell whence it c a m e 01 
whither it went . I f it was born o f m y s e l f it was a psycholog-
ical exper ience which I cou ld neither analyze nor measure . It 
was u p o n m e for days a n d weeks . I t was within m e l ike 
leaven in the lump, permeat ing , enlivening, lifting me. I t was 
l ike a n eye-stone in the eye, searching for dus t in every p l ace 
a n d pl icat ion, and removing it, until the o rb was painless 
a n d the vis ion pure . T h e r e was n o outcry, n o horror of g rea t 
darknes s , n o dispos i t ion to publish, but a subtle, silent, sweet 

revolution. A s i t went on within me, I g rew stronger d a y by 
day, a n d m y life a n d work were flooded with the hght o f a 
great a n d fine significance. Sensibil ity so f t ened a n d endurance 
hardened under i t 

Spirit o f G o d ! Inf inite M o t h e r ! T h o u didst not thunder 
on Sinai amids t s m o k e a n d t e m p e s t ; but in the b inning bush 
thou didst a p p e a r in a flame that w a n n e d without withering, 
and i l luminated without consuming. T h o u didst not h a n g 
upon the cros s o n Calvary , but thou didst stir the hearts o f the 
bereaved disc iples a s they walked in the way with their risen 
L o r d . All gent le ministries to the spiritual l i fe of m e n e m a n a t e 
f rom T h e e . T h o u brooding , al l-pervading presence , hold ing a 
weep ing world in thy maternal embrace , with counsel a n d ten-
der chas tening a n d holy inspirations, was it thy a r m s that had 
b e e n around m e all these years , and c a m e c lo ser a n d closer , 
until I felt mysel f fo lded to a heart that flooded m e with love ? 
I only k n o w that s t reams rise n o higher than their fountain, 
a n d that the fountain of spiritual life in m e h a d sunk a n d c e a s e d 
to flow long before this t ime. Cou ld anything but a long, 
s trong rain f rom the skies h a v e filled it ? All the things we s e e are 
types of things we d o not s ee—vi s ib le express ions o f the things 
and thoughts o f G o d . All the phenomena of na ture—the persist-
ent r ad iance o f the sun and m o o n — t h e coming, going, and unload-
ing, a n d the g r a c e a n d g lory o f the c l o u d s — t h e changes o f the 
s e a s o n s a n d of the all-enveloping a tmosphere , are revelat ions 
to our s ense s a n d our souls of those opera t ions a n d influences 
which ac t u p o n our spiritual natures. I find n o miracle in t h i s ; 
only na ture s p e a k i n g without mater ia l interpreters—only the 
G o d o f nature shunning the coarser p a s s a g e s o f the senses , and 
finding his way direct to the Spirit by m e a n s a n d ministries a n d 
channel s of his own. 

W a s this convers ion ? I t was not a n intellectual mat te r at 
afl. I h a d c h a n g e d n o opinions, for the unworthy opinions 1 
had acqu i red h a d fal len from me, o n e by one , a s m y prac t ice 
had c o n f o r m e d m o r e a n d more to the Christian s tandard . In-
d e e d , tbey were not my opinions at all, for they h a d been 



a s s u m e d in c o n s e q u e n c e of the necess i ty o f somewhat br inging 
m y spiritual arid intel lectual na tures in to harmony. M y deep-
est intellectual convict ions r ema ined precisely what they h a d 
a lways b e e n . N o , it w a s a spiritual quickening . I t h a d b e e n 
winter with me , a n d I h a d b e e n c o v e r e d with snow a n d l o c k e d 
with ice. D i d I mel t the b o n d s which held me , b y warmth 
se l f -generated? D o e s the rose d o this or the violet ? T h e r e 
was a sun in s o m e h e a v e n I cou ld not s e e that s h o n e u p o n m e . 
T h e r e was a wind f r o m s o m e far la t i tude that brea thed u p o n 
m e . T o b e qu ickened is to b e touched b y a vital finger. T o 
b e q u i c k e n e d is to r ece ive a fructifying flood from the grea t 
source o f life. 

T h e c h a n g e w a s something better than h a d h a p p e n e d to m e 
under M r . Bed low' s preaching , long year s b e f o r e ; b u t neither 
c h a n g e w a s convers ion. F a r b a c k in c h i l d h o o d at my 
mother ' s knee , at m y father's side, a n d in my own secret cham-
ber , those c h a n g e s were wrought which h a d d i rected m y life 
toward a Chris t ian consummat ion . M y little rivulet was flow-
ing toward the sea , increas ing a s i t went, when it was dis turbed 
b y the first awful exper iences of m y l i f e ; a n d its turbid waters 
were never, until this latter t ime, wholly c l a r i f i ed M y littie 
plant , tender b u t upright, was ju s t rising ou t o f its nursing 
shadows into the light when the grea t t e m p e s t swept over i t 
I f m y later exper ience w a s convers ion, then convers ion m a y 
c o m e to a m a n every year o f his life. I t w a s s imply the re-
vivification a n d re inforcement 6 f the powers a n d p r o c e s s e s of 
spiritual life. I t was ministry, direct a n d immedia te , to devel-
o p m e n t a n d g r o w t h ; a n d with m e it was c o m p l e t e res torat ion 
to the t rack of m y Christ ian b o y h o o d a n d a thrusting out of 
my life o f al l the ideas , po l ic ie s and resul ts of that t e m b l e winter 
which I c a n never recal l without self-pity a n d humiliation. 

T h e dif ference in the respect ive e f fects o f the two great 
crises o f m y spiritual history u p o n m y power t o work illus-
trated better than anything else, perhaps , the di f ference m 
their nature . T h e first was a diss ipat ion o f power . I cou ld 
not work while it l a s t e d and it was a long t ime be fore I could 

gather a n d hold in h a n d my menta l forces . T h e s e c o n d was 
an acces s ion o f strength a n d the power o f concentrat ion. I 
a m sure that I never worked harder or bet ter than I did during 
the time that my l a te change was in progress . I t was a n up-
lifting, enlightening a n d strengthening inspiration. O n e was 
a poison, the other was a c u r e ; one d i s t u r b e d the other har-
m o n i z e d ; one was surcharged with fear, the other b r i m m e d 
with h o p e ; o n e exhausted , the other nourished a n d edified 
m e ; o n e left m y spirit halting a n d ready to stumble, the other 
left it a rmed a n d p l u m e d 

Af ter my d a y s at the academy, c a m e my evening readings of 
the e lementary b o o k s of the profess ion which I had chosen. 
T h e r e were n o holidays for m e ; a n d during those three year s I 
am sure I accompl i shed more profess ional s tudy than nine-tenths 
o f the y o u n g m e n whose every day was at their disposal . I 
w a s in high health a n d in thorough e a r n e s t M y physical pow-
ers h a d never b e e n overtasked, a n d I found mysel f in the 
pos se s s ion of vital re sources which enab led m e to accompl i sh 
a n e n o r m o u s amount o f labor . I h a v e n o doubt that there 
were those a r o u n d m e who felt a m e a s u r e o f p i ty for me , but 
I h a d n o occas ion to thank them for i t I h a d never be fore 
felt s o happy, and I learned then, what the world is s low to 
learn, that there can b e n o true happiness that is not the re-
sult o f the act ion o f harmonious powers s teadi ly bent u p o n 
pursui ts that s eek a worthy e n d C o m f o r t o f a certain sort 
there m a y be , p lea sure of a certain quality there may be, in 
e a s e a n d in the gratif ication o f that which is s ensuous a n d 
sensua l in h u m a n n a t u r e ; but h a p p i n e s s is never a lazy man ' s 
dower nor a sensual i s t ' s privilege. T h a t is re served for the 
worker, and c a n never b e g r a s p e d and held s a v e by true man-
hood a n d w o m a n h o o d I t was a great l e s son to learn, a n d it 
w a s l earned for a l i f e t ime ; for, in this event ide o f life, with 
the power to the rest, I find n o j o y l ike that which c o m e s to 
m e a t the t ab le o n which, day after day , I write the present 
r e c o r d 

Dur ing the autumn and winter which fol lowed the a s sump-



tion of my new duties , I was often at T h e Mans ion , a n d a 
witness of the h a p p i n e s s o f its inmates . Mrs . S a n d e r s o n was 
living in a new atmosphere . E v e r y thought a n d fee l ing s e e m e d 
to b e centered u p o n her lately d i scovered treasure. S h e lis-
tened to his every word, watched his every mot ion, a n d s e e m e d 
to feel that all her t ime was lost that was not spent in his p re s 
ence . T h e strong, indomitable , self-asserting will which she 
h a d exerc i sed during all her life was laid at his f e e t With her 
fortune she g a v e herself. She was weary with the l o n g strain 
a n d rel inquished it. S h e trusted him, l eaned u p o n him, l ived 
u p o n him. S h e w a s in the s e c o n d chi ldhood of her life, and it 
was bet ter to her than her womanhood . H e b e c a m e in her 
imaginat ion the son whom l o n g year s be fore she h a d lost. H i s 
l o o k recal led her boy, his vo i ce was the repet i t ion o f the o ld 
mus ic , a n d she found realized in him all the d r e a m s she had in-
du lged in concerning him who s o sadly d i s s ipated them in his 
own self-ruin. 

T h e o b j e c t of all this trust a n d tenderness was a s happy a s 
she. I t a lways touched m e deeply to witness the gent leness of 
his manner toward her. H e ant ic ipated all her wants , deferred 
to her slightest wish, shaped all his life to serve her own. T h e 
sense of k indred b lood w a s strongly dominant within him, and 
his g randmother w a s he ld a m o n g the mos t s ac red t reasures ot 
his heart . Whether h e ever h a d the inf luence to l ead her to 
higher sources o f j o y a n d comfort than himself; I never knew, 
but I know that in the o ld mans ion that for s o many year s h a d 
b e e n the h o m e o f revelry or of i so lated selfishness, a n al tar was 
reared from which the incense of Christ ian hear t s rose with the 
rising sun o f morning a n d the rising stars of n i g h t 

H e n r y p a s s e d m a n y d a y s with m e at the academy. In truth, 
my school was his loitering p lace , though his loitering was of 
a very useful fashion. I found him s o full o f the re su l t s o f ex-
per ience in the call ing in which I was e n g a g e d that I won from 
him a thousand va luable s u g g e s t i o n s ; a n d such was his love 
for the call ing that he rarely le f t m e without hear ing a recitation, 
which he h a d the power to m a k e s o vitally interest ing to my 

pupils that he never entered the study-hall without awakening 
a smile of we lcome from the whole s c h o o l S o m e t i m e s he 
went with Claire to her c l a s s - r o o m s ; and, a s many o f her pupi ls 
h a d previously been his own, he found himsel f at h o m e every-
where. T h e r e was n o foolish pr ide in his heart that protes ted 
against her e m p l o y m e n t H e saw that she was not only use fu l 
but happy , a n d knew that she was learning quite a s m u c h that 
would b e usefid to her a s those who engaged her efforts . H e r 
of f ice d e e p e n e d and b r o a d e n e d her w o m a n h o o d ; a n d I cou ld 
s e e that H e n r y was every day more p lea sed and sat is f ied with 
feer. I f she was ill for a day, he took her p lace , a n d watched 
for a n d filled every opportunity to lighten her burdens . 

M r . Brad ford was, perhaps , my happies t friend. H e h a d h a d 
s o much responsibi l i ty in directing and changing the currents 
of m y life, that it was with u n b o u n d e d sat is fact ion that h e 
witnessed my happiness , my industry a n d my m o d e s t pros-
perity. M a n y a n hour did he sit upon m y plat form with me , 
with his two hands rest ing u p o n his cane , his fine, hones t f a c e 
»11 ag low with gratified interest, listening to the school in its 
regular e x e r c i s e s ; and o n c e h e c a m e in with M r . B i rd who 
h a d traveled all the way from Hi l l sborough to s e e m e . A n d 
then my school witnessed such a s c e n e a s it had never wit-
nes sed before. I rushed to my dear o ld friend, threw my a r m s 
w o u n d him a n d ki s sed him. T h e silver h a d b e g u n to show 
itself in his b e a r d a n d on his temples , a n d he looked weary. 
I g a v e him a chair, a n d then with tears in m y eyes I s tood out 
u p o n the p la t form before my b o y s a n d girls, a n d told them 
who he was, a n d what he h a d been to me. I p ictured 
to them the life o f T h e Bird's Nes t , a n d assured them that if 
they h a d found anything to approve in me , a s a teacher a n d a 
friend, it was p lanted a n d shaped in that little g a r d e n o n the 
hill. I told them further that if any o f them should ever c o m e 
*o regard m e with the affection I felt for him, I should feel 
mysel f abundant ly repaid for all the l abor I h a d be s towed upon 
t h e m — n a y , for the labor of a life. I was roused to a n elo-
quence a n d touched to a tenderness which were a t least new ta 



them, anil their eyes were w e t When I conc luded , poor Mr 
Bird sa t with his h e a d in his hands , unab le to say a word. 

A s we went out f rom the school that night, a r m in arm, he 
s a i d : " I t was a g o o d medic ine , Arthur—heroic , but g o o d . " 

" I t was , " I answered, " a n d I can never thank you a n d Mr. 
Brad ford enough for i t " 

F i r s t I took him to my home, a n d we had a merry tea-
drinking, a t which my mother yielded u p all her pre judices 
aga ins t him. I showed him my little room, s o l ike in its 
d imens ions a n d appo in tment s to the one I occupied at T h e 
Bird's Nes t , a n d then I took him to T h e M a n s i o n for a call 
u p o n Henry . After this we went to M r . Bradford ' s , where we 
p a s s e d the evening, and where he spent the n ight 

C H A P T E R X X I V . 

M W H I C H I L E A R N S O M E T H I N G A B O U T L I V I N G S T O N , M I L L I E 

B R A D F O R D A N D M Y S E L F . 

SINCE the o l d days o f my boyhood, when Mill ie Bradford 
a n d I h a d b e e n intimate, confidential friends, she had never 
received m e with the cordiality that she exhibited o n that 
evening. I s u p p o s e she h a d l istened to the account which her 
father g a v e of my meet ing with my old teacher, a n d o f the 
words which that meet ing had inspired m e to utter. I h a v e no 
d o u b t that my later history h a d p lea sed her, a n d done much to 
awaken her o ld regard for me. Whatever the reasons may 
h a v e been , her g r a s p was hearty, her greet ing cordial , a n d her 
f a c e was bright with welcome. I need not say that al l this 
thrilled m e with pleasure , for I h a d inwardly determined to 
earn her respect , a n d to take n o s teps for greater int imacy until 
I had d o n e so, even if it should lead m e to a b a n d o n all hope 
o f being more to her than I h a d been. 

It was easy that evening to win her to our o ld c o m e r in the 
drawing-room. M r s . Bradford and Aunt F l i ck were ready 
l i s teners to d ie conversat ion in progres s between M r . Bradford 
a n d M r . Bird, a n d we found ourselves at l iberty t o p u r s u e our 
own ways , without interruption or observat ion. 

S h e ques t ioned m e with great interest a b o u t my school, and 
a s that was a sub jec t which aroused all my enthusiasm, I ta lked 
freely, and a m u s e d her with incidents o f m y daily work. S h e 
could n o t but h a v e seen that I was the victim o f n o vain regrets 
concerning my los s o f posit ion a n d prospect s , a n d that all my 
energ ie s and all my heart were in my new life. I saw that she 
was g ra t i f i ed ; a n d I was surprised to find that she was p n > 
foundly interested in my success . 



" By the w a y , " I said, a f ter having dwelt t oo l o n g npon a 
topic that concerned mysel f mainly, " I wonder what h a s be-
c o m e of L iv ings ton ? H e was go ing to E u r o p e , but I h a v e not 
h e a r d a word from him s ince I pa r ted with him months ago . 
D o you k n o w anything o f him ? " 

" H a v e n't heard from h im ? " she said, with a k ind of in 
s e d u l o u s gasp . 

" N o t a word . " 
" H a v e n' t y o u s e e n him ? " 
" Why, I have n't b e e n out o f the town." 
" N o , but you h a v e seen him here ? " 
" N o t o n c e . " 
" Y o u are sure ? " 
" Perfect ly sure , " I r e sponded , with a smi le at her obst inate 

« n b e l i e t 
" I don' t under s t and i t , " she sa id , looking away from m e . 
" H a s he b e e n here ? " I inquired. 
" T w i c e . " 
I saw that she was not only puzzled, but deeply m o v e d ; a n d 

i was consc ious o f a flush of mingled anger a n d indignation 
wweeping over m y own tell-tale face . 

" D i d h e call o n H e n r y when h e was here ? " I inquired. 
" H e did, on bo th occas ions . D i d not H e n r y tell you ? " 
" H e did n o t " 
" T h a t is s trange, t o o , " she remarked . 
" M i s s Brad ford , " I r e sponded , " it is not s t range at alL 1 

c o m p r e h e n d the whole matter . H e n r y knew L iv ings ton better 
than I did, and, doubt ing whether h e would ca re t o cont inue his 
a c q u a i n t a n c e with m e af ter the change in my c i rcumstances , had 
not ment ioned his ca l l s to m e . H e knew that if I h a d m e t him, 
I should s p e a k o f i t ; a n d a s I did not s p e a k o f it, h e conc luded 
that I h a d not met him, a n d s o c o v e r e d from m e b y his s i lence 
the p r e s e n c e of my old friend in the city. L iv ings ton did not 
cal l u p o n m e b e c a u s e , having nothing further in c o m m o n with 
me , h e c h o s e to ignore m e altogether, a n d to count all that h a d 
a p p e a r e d l ike friendship be tween us for nothing. I w a s n o 

longer a n heir to wealth. I was a. worker for my own bread , 
with my pos i t ion to m a k e by efforts whose i s sue was uncertain. 
I could b e his companion n o f u r t h e r ; I cou ld b e rece ived at 
his father's h o m e n o more . E v e r y attention or courtesy h e 
might render m e cou ld b e rendered n o m o r e except a s a mat te r 
of pa t ronage . I c a n a t least g ive him the credit for having 
honesty a n d del icacy enough to shun m e when h e cou ld m e e t 
m e n o m o r e o n even terms . " 

" E v e n terms ! " exc l a imed the girl, with a s corn in her m a r t 
ner a n d voice which verged c losely u p o n rage. " I s that a 
style o f m a n h o o d that o n e m a y apolog ize for ? " 

" W e l l , " I answered, " c o n s i d e r i n g the fact that I was at-
tracted to him a t first by the very mot ives which control him 
flow, I ought to b e tolerant a n d char i table . " 

" Yes , i f that is t rue , " she r e s p o n d e d ; " but the mat te r is in-
credible a n d incomprehens ib le . " 

" I t beg ins to s eem s o now, to m e , " I repl ied, " b u t it did 
n o t then. O u r c l ique in co l lege were all fools together, a n d 
fanc ied that, b e c a u s e we h a d s o m e worldly a d v a n t a g e s not 
shared b y others, we were ra i sed b y them a b o v e the c o m m o n 
level. W e took pr ide in c i rcumstances that were entirely inde-
pendent o f our m a n h o o d — c i r c u m s t a n c e s that were gathered 
around us by other hands . I a m hearti ly a s h a m e d of my old 
weakness , a n d desp i se mysel f for i t ; b u t I can apprec ia te the 
Strength o f the b o n d s that b ind L iv ings ton , a n d I forgive him 
with all my h e a r t " 

" I d o n o t , " she r e sponded . " T h e slight he has put u p o n you, 
a n d his new friendship for Henry , disgust m e m o r e than I can 
tell you. H i s conduct is mercenary a n d unmanly , a n d offends 
m e from the crown o f my head to the so le o f m y f o o t " 

I n the firm, s t rong pas s ion o f this true girl I saw m y old self, 
a n d realized the wretched s lough f rom which I had b e e n lifted. 
I could not fee l a s she did, however, toward L iv ings ton . Af ter 
the first flush of anger had subsided, I saw that, without s o m e 
radica l change in him, h e cou ld not do otherwise than h e h a d 
done. T h o u g h manly in many o f his characterist ics , his scheme 



of life was rotten a t its foundation, in that it i gnored m a n l i n e s s 
H i s s t andard of respectabi l i ty was not natural , it was conven-
tional ; a n d s o long a s h e entertained n o plan of life that was 
b a s e d in manl ines s a n d manly work, h i s a s soc ia t ions would b e 
control led b y the convent iona l s tandard to which h e and those 
a r o u n d him b o w e d in cons tant loyalty. 

Af ter her frank expres s ion o f indignation, she s e e m e d incl ined 
to d r o p the sub jec t , a n d only a few m o r e words were uttered 
u p o n either s ide concerning i t I s aw that she w a s troubled, 
that she was angry, a n d that, dur ing the m o m e n t s d e v o t e d to 
the conversat ion, she h a d arrived a t s o m e determinat ion whose 
nature a n d m o m e n t I cou ld not gues s . S o m e t i m e s she l ooked 
at m e : s o m e t i m e s she l o o k e d away from m e ; a n d then her h p s 
were p r e s s e d together with a s t range s p a s m o f firmness, a s ii 
s o m e new resolut ion o f her life were pas s ing s t ep by s t ep t o its 
final i ssue. 

I did g u e s s afterward, a n d g u e s s e d a r i g h t L iv ings ton h a d 
fa sc inated her, while she h a d s o wholly g a i n e d his af fect ion 
a n d re spect , a n d s o won his admirat ion, that h e was laying 
s iege t o her heart b y al l the arts a n d app l i ances of which he was 
s o a c c u s t o m e d a n d accompl i shed a master . H e was the first 
m a n who h a d ever a p p r o a c h e d her a s a lover. S h e h a d b u t ju s t 
e s c a p e d from the sec lus ion of her school-life, a n d this world of 
love, o f which she had only d r e a m e d h a d b e e n o p e n e d t o her 
by the h a n d s of a prince. H e was handsome, a c c o m p l i s h e d in 
the a r t s o f society, v ivac ious a n d br i l l i ant ; a n d while h e had 
m a d e comparat ive ly little progress in winning her heart , h e h a d 
carr ied her f a n c y capt ive a n d exc i ted her admirat ion, a n d only 
n e e d e d more abundant opportunity to win her wholly to h imse l f 

T h e revelat ion o f the real character o f the m a n , a n d o f his 
g race le s s dea l ing with m e — t h e hollow-heartedness o f his friend-
ship, a n d the transfer o f his regard a n d courtesy from m e to 
H e n r y — o f f e n d e d all that w a s womanly within her. F r o m the 
m o m e n t when she c o m p r e h e n d e d his pos i t ion—it s meannes s , 
its in just ice a n d unmanl ines s—she determined that he should b e 
forever shut out o f her heart . S h e knew that her judgmen» 

a n d c o n s c i e n c e cou ld never a p p r o v e either his c o n d u c t or b i n 
— t h a t this one ac t cou ld never b e just i f ied or apo log ized for. 
T h e determinat ion cost her a s truggle which ca l led into a c t i o a 
all the forces o f her nature . I h a v e b e e n a thousand t imes 
thankful that I did not k n o w what was p a s s i n g in her m i n d for 
I was thus s aved from all temptat ion to a t t e m p t to turn her 
heart aga ins t him, a n d turn it toward m y s e l f 

S h e wrote him a letter, a s I subsequent iy l e a r n e d which was 
intended to s a v e him the morti f icat ion o f vis i t ing her a g a i n ; but 
h e c a m e again, a rmed with his o ld sel f-possess ion, de termined 
to win the pr ize u p o n which h e had set his h e a r t ; a n d then he 
went away, visiting neither H e n r y nor myself . Af terward he 
went to E u r o p e , a n d severed forever all his re lat ions to the 
l ives of his Brad ford acqua intances . 

When Mill ie a n d I c lo sed our conversa t ion about L iv ings ton , 
I found her p r e p o s s e s s e d a n d s i l e n t ; a n d ' f b y mutua l im-
pulse a n d consent , we r o s e from our seats , a n d re turned to the 
other end o f the drawing-room, where the remainder of the 
family were g a t h e r e d T h e r e we found a conversa t ion in pro-
gre s s which I h a d no doubt h a d b e e n s u g g e s t e d by my own 
personal i ty a n d pos i t ion ; a n d a s it was very fruitfully sugges-
tive to me , a n d b e c a m e a source of g rea t encouragement to me , 
I a m sure my reader s will b e interes ted in i t W e c a m e within 
hearing o f the conversat ion, ju s t a s Mr. B i rd was s a y i n g : — 

" I never saw a m a n with anything of the rea l S h a k s p e a r e in 
h im—using him a s our typical m a n — w h o cou ld not b e a n y sort 
o f a m a n that he c h o s e to be. A genuine ly pract ica l m a n — a 
m a n who can a d a p t himself to any sort o f l i f e—is invariably a 
m a n o f imaginat ion. T h e s e young m e n who h a v e the n a m e of 
be ing eminently prac t i ca l—espec ia l ly a m o n g women, who 
usua l ly cons ider all pract ical gi f ts to b e those which re la te to 
m a k i n g m o n e y a n d providing for a f a m i l y — a r e the least 
pract ical , in a wide sense , of anybody. T h e y usual ly have a 
s t rong bent toward a certain industrial or commerc i a l pursuit , 
and i f they fol low that bent, persistently, they s u c c e e d ; but if 
by any c h a n c e they a r e diverted from it, they fail i r revocably 



N o w the roan o f imaginat ion i s h e who apprehends a n d com-
prehends the c i rcumstances , propriet ies a n d opportuni t ies o ! 
every life in which his lot m a y b e cast , a n d a d a p t s himself to 
a n d employs them alL I h a v e a fine c h a n c e to not ice this in 
m y b o y s ; a n d whenever I find o n e who has a n imaginat ion, I 
s e e ten chances t o m a k e a m a n of him where o n e exists in 
those l e s s generous ly furnished. " 

" Y e t our gen iuse s , " r e s p o n d e d M r . Bradford, " h a v e not 
b e e n n o t e d for their skill in prac t i ca l affairs , or for their power 
to t a k e ca re of themse lve s . " 

" N o , " sa id M r . Bird, " b e c a u s e our geniuses , or what by 
courtesy we cal l such, are One-sided m e n , who h a v e a s ingle 
faculty deve loped in except ional ly large proport ion. T h e y are 
pract ica l m e n only in a s ingle direction, l ike the m a n who has 
* spec ia l gift for money-making, or a f f a i r s ; a n d the latter is 
Just a s truly a gen ius a s the former, a n d bo th a r e necessari ly 
narrow men, a n d limited in their r ange o f effort . Th i s is not 
at all the k ind o f m a n I m e a n ; I a l lude to o n e who has fairly 
symmetr ica l powers , with the faculty of imaginat ion a m o n g 
them. Without this latter, a m a n c a n never rise a b o v e the 
capac i ty o f a k ind o f h u m a n machine , working regularly or ir-
regularly. A m a n who c a n n o t s e e the poet ica l s ide o f his work, 
c a n never achieve the highest exce l lence in i t T h e ideal must 
a lways b e apprehended be fore o n e can r ise to that which is in 
the highest poss ib le s e n s e pract ica l . I h a v e k n o w n b o y s who 
were the despa i r o f their humdrum fathers a n d mothers , because , 
forsooth, they h a d the faculty o f writing verses in their youth. 
T h e y were regarded by these parent s with a k ind o f blind pride, 
but with n o expecta t ion for them excep t poverty, uns teady pur-
p o s e s a n d dependence . I have seen these s a m e parents , many 
times, d e p e n d i n g in their o ld a g e u p o n their verse-writing boys 
for comfort or luxury, while their pract ica l brothers were tug-
g i n g for their dai ly bread, unab le to help anybody but themselves 
a n d their famil ies . " 

M r . Bradford saw that I was intensely interested in this talk 
o f M r . Bird, a n d said, with the h o p e o f turning it more thor 

oughly to my own pract ica l a d v a n t a g e : " Well , what h a v e you 
to say to our young m a n here ? H e was s o full of imaginat ion 
when a l a d that we could hardly trust his eyes or his con-
s c i e n c e . " 

H e sa id this with a laugh, but M r . B i rd turned toward m e 
with his o ld a f fect ionate look , and r e p l i e d : " I have never seen 
the day s ince I first h a d him at m y side, when I did not bel ieve 
that h e h a d the m a k i n g of a hundred different m e n in him. H e 
was a lways a g o o d student when h e c h o s e to b e . H e would 
have m a d e , after a t ime, a n ideal m a n o f le isure. H e is a 
g o o d teacher to-day. H e h a s chosen to b e a lawyer, a n d it 
rests entirely with him to de termine whether he will b e an 
eminent o n e . I f h e h a d chosen to b e a preacher , or a n author, 
o r a merchant , h e would m e e t n o insurmountab le difficulty ¡ a 
rising a b o v e mediocri ty , in either profess ion. T h e faculty of 
imaginat ion, a d d e d to symmetr ica l intel lectual powers , m a k e s 
it poss ib le for him to b e anything that h e c h o o s e s to b e c o m e . 
B y this faculty h e will b e a b l e to s e e al l the poss ibi l i t ies o f any 
profess ion, and all the possibil i t ies of h i s powers with relation 
to i t " 

" A s f r anknes s of speech s e e m s to b e in o rder , " sa id M r . 
Bradford, " s u p p o s e you tell us whether y o u do not think that 
he s p e n d s m o n e y rather too easily, a n d that h e m a y find future 
trouble in that direct ion." 

M r . Bird at o n c e b e c a m e my part isan. " W h a t opportunity 
has the b o y h a d for learning the va lue o f m o n e y ? W h e n he 
has l earned what a dol lar costs , b y the actual exper iment of 
labor , h e will b e corrected. T h u s far h e h a s k n o w n the va lue 
o f a dol lar only f rom one s ide o f i t H e knows what i t will 
buy, but h e d o e s n o t know what it costs . S o m e of the bes t 
financiers I ever m e t were o n c e b o y s who p l a c e d l i tde or n o 
value u p o n money . N o m a n c a n m e a s u r e the va lue o f a dol-
lar ju s t ly who cannot p l a c e b y i ts s ide the expendi ture o f t ime 
a n d labor which it cos t s . Arthur is learning all a b o u t i t " 

" T h a n k y o u , " I responded, " I feel quite encouraged aboul 

m y s e l f " 



" N o w , then, what do you think o f H e n i y , in hi s new cir 
c u m s t a n c e s ? " inquired M r . Bradford . 

" H e n r y , " repl ied M r . Bird, " never h a d the faculty to learn 
the va lue o f a dollar, excep t through the difficulty of get t ing it. 
T h e rea l superiority o f Arthur over H e n r y in this mat te r i s in 
his faculty, not only to m e a s u r e the va lue o f a dollar b y i ts cost , 
but to m e a s u r e it by its power . T o know how to win m o n e y 
a n d a t the s a m e t ime to k n o w how to u se it when won, is the 
preroga t ive o f the highest style o f pract ica l financial wisdom. 
N o w that m o n e y c o s t s H e n r y nothing, he will c e a s e t o va lue 
i t ; a n d with his t a s te s I think the ca re o f his fortune will b e 
very i r k s o m e to him. Indeed , it would not b e s trange if, in five 
years , that ca re should b e transferred to the very hands that 
¿orrendered the for tune to him. S o our pract ica l boy is quite 
likely, in m y j u d g m e n t , to b e c o m e a m e r e b a b y in bus ines s , 
while our b o y w h o s e imaginat ion s e e m e d l ikely to run a w a y 
with him, will nurse him a n d his for tune toge ther . " 

" Why, that will b e del ightful , " I r e sponded . " I shall b e 
certain t o s e n d the first bus iness-card I ge t pr inted to H e n r y , 
and solicit his p a t r o n a g e . " 

T h e r e was much m o r e sa id at the t ime a b o u t H e n r y ' s future 
a s well a s m y own, but the conversat ion I h a v e rehear sed was 
al l that was o f vital impor tance to me , a n d I will not burden 
the reader with more . I cannot convey to a n y o n e a n idea of 
the interest which I took in this ta lk of m y old teacher . I t 
s o m e h o w h a d the power to p l a c e m e in p o s s e s s i o n of myself . 
I t recognized , in the p r e s e n c e o f those who loved but did not 
wholly trust me , powers a n d qualit ies which, in a half-blind way, 
I s a w within myself. I t s trengthened my self-respect a n d my 
faith in m y future. 

A h ! if the o ld a n d the wise cou ld k n o w how the wisdom 
won b y their exper ience is t aken into the heart o f every earnest 
y o u n g man , a n d how grateful to such a y o u n g m a n recognit ion 
ts, a t the hand o f the o ld a n d the wise, would they b e stingy 
with their hoard a n d reluctant with their hand ? I d o not b e 

fieve they would. T h e y forget their youth, when they drop 
p e a s ins tead o f pearls , a n d a r e silly rather than sage . 

When I left the house to return t o my home , I was charged 
with thoughts which k e p t m e a w a k e far into the n i g h t T h e 
on ly m a n f r o m whom I h a d anything to fear a s a rival was in 
d i sgrace . M y power to win a pract ica l m a n ' s p l a c e in the 
world h a d b e e n recognized in Mill ie .Bradford's pre sence , by 
o n e whose opinion was very highly prized. I h a d achieved the 
power o f look ing a t mysel f a n d my poss ibi l i t ies through the 
eyes o f a wisdom-winning exper ience . I w a s inspired, encour-
a g e d a n d strengthened, and m y l i fe had never s e e m e d m o r e full 
o f meaning a n d interest than it d id then. 

E a r l y the n e x t morning I went for M r . Bird, a c c o m p a n i e d 
l i r a t o the stage-office, a n d b a d e him good-by, grateful for such 
a friend, a n d determined t o real ize all that h e h a d wished and 
h o p e d for tae. 



C H A P T E R X X V . 

I W I N A W I F E A N D H O M E O F MY O W N , A N D T H E M A N S I O N I O S E S 

A N D G A I N S A M I S T R E S S . 

IN those early days , profess ional s tudy was carr ied o n very 
general ly without the a id o f profess ional s c h o o l s ; a n d during 
my three year s at the a c a d e m y , a c c o m p l i s h e d with sufficient 
pecuniary succe s s , I r ead al l the e lementary b o o k s o f the pro-
fess ion I h a d chosen, and, at the c lose , was admit ted to the 
bar, a f ter a n examinat ion which p l a c e d m e at o n c e at the head 
o f the little c l ique o f y o u n g m e n who h a d fitted themse lves for 
the s a m e pursuit . H e n r y , meant ime, h a d rea l ized a wish, long 
secret ly cherished, to study divinity, and, u n d e r a l i cense from 
the ministerial a s soc ia t ion o f the county, h a d p r e a c h e d many 
t imes in the v a c a n t pulp i t s o f the city a n d the surrounding 
country. M r s . S a n d e r s o n a lways went to hear him when the 
d i s tance did not forbid h e r ; a n d I s u p p o s e that the city did 
not hold two y o u n g m e n of m o r e unwear ied industry than our-
se lves . 

M y a c q u a i n t a n c e with Mil l ie Brad lord ripened into confiden-
tial friendship, and, s o far a s I w a s concerned , into something 
warmer a n d deeper , yet nothing o f love was ever a l luded t o be-
tween us. I s a w that she did not e n c o u r a g e the a d v a n c e s of 
other y o u n g m e n which were m a d e u p o n every side, a n d I was 
quite content to let m a t t e r s res t a s they were, until m y pros-
p e c t s for life were m o r e definite and rel iable than they were 
then. W e read the s a m e b o o k s , a n d ta lked a b o u t them. W e 
e n g a g e d in the s a m e ef forts to arouse the spirit o f l iterary cult-
ure a n d improvement in the neighborhood. I n t h e meant ime 
he r w o m a n h o o d ripened day b y day, a n d y e a r b y yea r , until sh« 

b e c a m e the o n e bright star of my life. I learned to look at m j 
own character a n d all my act ions through her womanly eyes . 
I a d d e d her consc i ence to my own. I a d d e d her s e n s e of that 
which was proper a n d b e c o m i n g a n d tasteful to m y own 
r h r o u g h her sensibilit ies I l earned to s e e things finely, a n d b ) 
persuas ions which never shaped themse lves to words , I yielded 
myself t o her, to b e l e d to fine consummat ions o f l i fe and 
character . S h e was a be ing ineffably s ac red to m e . S h e was 
never a s s o c i a t e d in my mind with a c o a r s e t h o u g h t S h e l ifted 
m e into a r e a l m entirely a b o v e the a tmosphere of sensuality, 
from which I never d e s c e n d e d for a m o m e n t ; a n d I thank 
G o d that I h a v e never lost that re spect for w o m a n which she 
taught m e . 

I h a v e seen, s ince those days , s o charged with p u r e a n d pre-
c ious memor ie s , m a n y w o m e n o f unworthy aims, a n d low and 
frivolous tastes , yet I have never seen anything that b o r e the 
form of w o m a n that did not a p p e a l to m y tender considerat ion. 
I h a v e never s e e n a w o m a n s o low that her cry o f dis tress or 
a p p e a l for protect ion did not stir m e l ike a t rumpet , or s o b a s e 
that I did not wish to cover her s h a m e from ribald eyes , a n d 
restore her to that better self which, by the g r a c e o f her nature, 
c a n never b e wholly destroyed. 

S o o n after the term had c losed which severed the connect ion 
of C la i re a n d myse l f with the a c a d e m y , I was m a d e half wild 
with delight b y a n invitation, ex tended to H e n r y a n d Claire , a s 
well a s to Mil l ie a n d myself , to visit Hi l l sborough, a n d j o i n the 
Bird's N e s t in their biennial e n c a m p m e n t . I knew every rod 
of g round around the beaut i fu l mountain-lake u p o n whose 
shores the white tents o f the school were to b e planted, for, 
though six mi le s a w a y from my early school, I h a d vis i ted it 
m a n y t imes during holidays, and h a d sai led a n d a n g l e d and 
swam u p o n its waters . F o r m a n y year s it h a d b e e n M r . Bird's 
habit, a t s ta ted intervals, to take his whole school to this lovely 
spot dur ing the fervors of the brief N e w E n g l a n d s u m m e r and 
to yield a fortnight to play. T h e b o y s l o o k e d forward t o this 
event, through the l o n g months o f their study, with the m o s t 
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charming anticipat ions , and n o n e of them conld l a v e been 
more del ighted with the prospec t than H e n r y a n d m y s e l f W e 
were now the o ld b o y s going b a c k , to b e l ooked at a n d talked 
a b o u t b y the younger b o y s . W e were to renew our boyhood 
a n d our old a s soc ia t ions b e f o r e undertak ing the profess ional 
work o f our lives. 

A s bo th M r . Brad ford a n d m y father t rusted M r . a n d M r s . 
Bird, it was not difficult to obta in their consent that Mil l ie a n d 
Cla ire should a c c o m p a n y u s ; a n d when the morning o f oui 
depar ture arrived, we were delighted to find that we should b e 
the only occupant s o f the o ld s tage-coach which was to b e a r us 

to our dest inat ion. T h e day was a s beaut i ful a s that o n which 
my father a n d I first m a d e the j ourney over the s a m e route. 
T h e o b j e c t s a long the way were all familiar to H e n r y a n d my-
sel f but it s e e m e d a s if we had lived a whole l i fet ime since we 
had s e e n them. W e g a v e ourse lves u p to m e r r i m e n t T h e 
spirit o f p lay w a s u p o n u s a l l ; a n d the old impas s ive stage-
driver m u s t h a v e thought u s half insane. T h e drive was l o n g 
but it might h a v e b e e n twice a s l o n g without wearying u s . 

I w a s g o i n g b a c k to the fountain f rom which I h a d drunk 
so m u c h that h a d c o m e a s a pure force into m y life. E v e n the 
privilege to play, without a thought o f work, or a shadow of 
c a r e a n d duty, I h a d l earned f rom the teachings o f M r . Bird. I 
h a d been taught b y him to be l ieve—what m a n y others h a d en-
deavoured to m a k e m e d o u b t — t h a t G o d l o o k e d with delight 
u p o n his weary children at p l ay ,—that the care le s s l a m b s that 
g a m b o l l e d in their pas ture , a n d the care le s s b i rds singing a n d 
flying in the air, were not m o r e innocent, in their s p o j t s than 
men, w o m e n a n d children, when, a f ter work faithfully done , 
they y ie lded to the recreat ive impulse , a n d with perfect freedom 
g a v e themse lves to p lay . I be l ieved this then, a n d I be l i eve it 
s t i l l ; a n d I a c c o u n t that religion poor a n d pitiful which ascr ibes 
to the G o o d F a t h e r o f u s al l l e s s delight in the free a n d care-
le s s spor t s o f h i s children than we t a k e in the frolic o f our 
own. 

T h e whole school was out to s e e the new-comers when we 

arrived, and we were received literally with open a r m s b y the 
mas ter a n d mistress o f the e s t ab l i shment A l r e a d y the tents 
and c o o k i n g utensi l s had g o n e forward. A few of the older 
boys were j u s t s tart ing o n foot for the s c e n e o f the fortnight's 
play, to s l eep in neighboring barns , so a s to b e o n the g round 
early to ass i s t in rais ing the tents . T h e y c o u l d h a v e s lept in 
beds , but b e d s were at a d i scount a m o n g l ads whose present 
ambit ion was to s l eep u p o n the ground. T h e whole building 
was noisy with the notes o f preparat ion. F o o d was prepar ing 
in incredible quantit ies , a n d spec ia l prepara t ions were in pro-
gress for m a k i n g Mill ie and Cla ire comfor tab le ; for it was sup-
p o s e d that " roughing i t " was something foreign to their ta s te 
and exper ience . 

O n the following morning, I was roused from m y d r e a m s by 
the s a m e outcry o f the b o y s to which I h a d re sponded , o r in 
which I h a d jo ined , for a per iod o f five h a p p y years . I was 
obl iged to rub m y eyes be fore I cou ld realize that more than 
seven year s lay be tween m e a n d that go lden period. When at 
last I r e m e m b e r e d how, under that roof, b rea thed the w o m a n 
dearer to m e than all the res t of the world, a n d that for two 
prec ious weeks she would b e my c o m p a n i o n , a m i d the mos t 
enchanting s c e n e s of nature, a n d under c i r cumstances s o fresh 
a n d s trange a s to touch all her sensibilities, I felt a lmost guilty 
that I cou ld not br ing to M r . a n d M r s . B i rd an undivided 
heart, a n d that T h e Bird ' s N e s t , a n d the lake , a n d the camp-
fires, a n d the free life of the wilderness would b e compara-
tively meaning les s to m e without her. 

Our breakfa s t w a s a hurried one . T h e b o y s cou ld hardly 
wait to ea t anything, a n d s tar ted o f f by pa i r s a n d s q u a d s to 
m a k e the d i s tance o n f o o t A huge lumber-wagon, l o a d e d with 
suppl ies , w a s the first carr iage dispatched. T h e n those who 
would n e e d to ride took their s e a t s in such vehic les a s the 
school a n d vi l lage afforded, a n d the straggling process ion moved 
o n its way. H e n r y a n d I spurned the thought o f be ing carried, 
a n d took our way o n f o o t W e had not g o n e half the distance, 
however, when Mil l ie and Cla i re insisted o n jo in ing us . S « 



our little party b a d e the rest good-by, a n d we were left to l a k e 
our own t ime for the journey . 

W e were the las t to arrive at the e n c a m p m e n t , a n d the sun 
was a l ready hot in the sky. P o o r C l a i r e was qu i te exhausted , 
but Millie grew stronger with every s t e p . T h e flush o f health 
a n d happ ines s u p o n her f ace drew forth a compl iment from 
M r . Bird which d e e p e n e d her co lor , a n d m a d e her m o r e charm-
ing than ever . T h e life was a s new to her a s if she h a d ex-
changed p l a n e t s ; a n d she g a v e herself u p to it, a n d all the 
p leasant l abor which the provis ion for s o m a n y rendered neces-
sary, with a ready a n d hearty helpfiilness that delighted every one . 
S h e cou ld not m o v e without attract ing a crowd of boys . S h e 
walked a n d ta lked with t h e m ; she s a n g to them a n d read to 
t h e m ; a n d dur ing the first two or three days o f camp-life, I be-
gan to fear that I should h a v e very l i tde of her society. 

T h e d a y s were not long enough for our p lea sures . Bathing, 
boat ing, bal l-playing a n d eat ing through the day, and s inging 
a n d story-telling during the evening, const i tuted the r o u n d of 
waking delights , a n d the nights, coo l a n d sweet, were long 
with refreshing a n d dreamle s s s lumber . 

T h e r e is n o k inder mother than the earth, when we t r u s t 
fully lay our h e a d s u p o n her b o s o m . S h e holds b a l m and 
b le s s ing for the rich a n d the poor , for the hardy a n d the dainty 
al ike, which the b e d of luxury never knows . P u r e air to 
breathe, p u r e water to drink a n d a pil low o f s t o n e — a h ! how 
easy it is for the invisible ministers o f heal th a n d happ ines s to 
bui ld l adders b e t w e e n such condi t ions a n d heaven ! 

F a r b a c k over the dim year s that h a v e c o m e between, I s e e 
those camp-f i res glowing still, through evenings ful l o f m u s i c 
a n d laughter . I see the g r o u p s o f merry b o y s danc ing a r o u n d 
them. I hear their cal ls for E c h o to the woods , a n d then, in 
the pauses , the p l a s h of oars , a s s o m e g r o u p o f la te sai lors 
c o m e s slowly in, stirring the l a k e into ripples that s e e m phos-
phorescent in the firelight. I watch those fires crumbling 
away, a n d dying a t last into c loudy darkness , or into the milder 
moinl ight which then a s ser t s its undivided sway, a n d floods 

l a k e a n d forest a n d mounta in , a n d all the night-sweet a t m o a 
phere with i ts s t e a d y radiance. I s e e the tent in which m j 
sister a n d my l o v e a r e s leeping, a n d invoke for them the guar-
dian ca re o f G o d a n d all g o o d angels . I g o at la s t to my own 
tent, a n d l ie down to a s leep o f b le s sed , b l ank unconscious-
ness , from which I a m roused b y the cry o f healthy lungs that 
find n o weariness in p lay , a n d b y the t ramping o f feet around 
m e that spr ing to the t a sk s a n d sport s o f the day with unflag 
g ing appet i te a n d in té re s t 

D i d M r . a n d Mrs . B i rd know how m u c h p lea sure they were 
giving to the young life a round them ? D i d they know that 
they were enabl ing us all to lay u p m e m o r i e s m o r e prec ious 
than g o l d ? D i d they know they were deve lop ing a love of 
nature a n d o f healthful a n d s imple p l e a s u r e s that should b e a 
constant g u a r d a round those y o u n g feet, when they should find 
themselves a m o n g the s l ippery p l ace s o f life a n d the seduct ive 
influences o f artificial society. D i d they know that making 
the a c q u a i n t a n c e of the b i rds a n d flowers a n d o p e n sky and 
expand ing water a n d rough life was better than the culture and 
restraint o f drawing-rooms ? D i d they know that these boys , 
depr ived of this knowledge a n d these influences, would g o 
through life l ack ing something inexpress ib ly va luab le ? Surely 
they did, or they would not have sacr i f iced l abour a n d ca re and 
comfort to achieve these ob jec t s a n d results. A thousand 
bless ings o n you , my wise, patient, self-sacrificing fr iends 1 I t 
is n o wonder that all who have l ived under your c e a s e l e s s a n d 
self-devoted ministry love y o u ! 

T h e m o o n was new when we went in to c a m p , a n d a s it grew 
larger the weather grew finer, until, a s the fortnight waned, it 
c a m e to i ts g lor ious full, o n a night whose events m a d e it for-
ever m e m o r a b l e to m e . 

I d o not know why it is that a boy, or a col lect ion o f boys , 
is s o k e e n in the d i scovery of tender relat ions be tween young 
men a n d y o u n g women, but I think that, from the first, the 
school under s tood exact iy the relat ions of H e n r y to Cla ire 
a n d o f Mil l ie to myself . T h e r e w a s a lively family interest in 



us all , a n d the y o u n g rogues s e e m e d to unders tand that mat 
ters were all se t t led between the former pair , a n d that the} 
had n o t r e a c h e d a p e r m a n e n t ad ju s tment b e t w e e n the latter. 
H e n r y a n d Cla i re could a lways b e with e a c h other without in-
terruption. T h e y cou ld g o down to the shore at a n y t ime of 
the day or evening, enter a boat , a n d row out u p o n the lake, 
a n d find nothing to interfere with their pr ivacy ; but Mil l ie a n d 
I could never a p p r o a c h a boa t without finding half a dozen 
little fel lows at our side, begg ing to b e t a k e n out with u s u p o n 
the water. T h e r e was a lways mischief in their eyes , a n d a n 
evident wish to m a k e the c o u r s e o f true l o v e rough t o us. 
T h e r e was something s o a m u s i n g in all this, to me , that I never 
could ge t angry with them, but Mil l ie was s o m e t i m e s dis turbed 
by their good-natured persecutions. 

O n one o f the later evenings , however, Mil l ie a n d I took 
a d v a n t a g e o f their momentary absorpt ion in s o m e favori te 
g a m e , a n d quietly walked to the shore, unnot iced by any of 
them. S h e took her s ea t in the boa t , and, shoving it f rom the 
sand , I sprang in af ter her, and we were af loat a n d free u p o n the 
moonl i t water. F o r s o m e minutes I did not touch the oars , but 
let the b o a t drift out with the impul se I h a d g iven it, while we 
watched the out l ines o f the white tents aga inst the sky, a n d the 
g r o u p s which the camp-f ires m a d e fantast ic . 

I t was the first time, s ince our re s idence at the c a m p , that I 
h a d b e e n a lone with her under c i r cumstances which p l a c e d u s 
beyond hear ing a n d interruption. I had b e e n longing and 
laboring for this opportunity , a n d had de te rmined to bring 
mat ter s be tween u s to a crisis. I had faithfully tried, to d o 
those things and t o a d o p t those p lans a n d p u r p o s e s of life 
w h i c h would c o m m a n d her r e spec t and conf idence . I h a d 
b e e n s o thoroughly s incere, that I h a d the consc iousnes s of 
de serv ing her e s teem, even though her heart might not h a v e 
b e e n drawn toward m e with any tenderer regard. I h a d b e e n 
in n o has te to dec l a re m y pass ion , b u t the f ew d a y s I had 
s p e n t w i th her i n c a m p h a d s o ripened a n d intensif ied i t , 
I s a w I c o u l d n o t c a n y i t longer, uncertain o f i ts i ssue , w i thov t 

p r e s e n t torment or prospect ive danger . I t s eemed , somet imes 
to m y grea t horror, a s if my life hung entirely u p o n h e r s — a s if 
exis tence would b e a curse without her companionship . 

Af ter a while spent in s i lence a n d a s t range embarra s sment , 
I took the oars , a n d a s quietly a s pos s ib le rowed out into the 
middle o f the l ake . T h e d e e p b lue s k y a n d the bright m o o n 
were a b o v e us , a n d the pure water b e l o w ; a n d all the sounds 
that c a m e to u s from the shore were so f t ened into mus ic . 

A t las t I b r o k e the spel l that h a d held m y vo ice with what I 
intended for a common-p lace , a n d sa id : " I t s e e m s a comfort 
to get a w a y from the b o y s for a little while, doesn ' t i t ! " 

" D o e s i t ? " she re sponded . " Y o u k n o w you have the 
a d v a n t a g e of m e ; I haven't that p lea sure y e t " 

" O h ! thank y o u , " I said. " I didn't k n o w that you still 
regarded m e a s a b o y . " 

" Y o u were to remain a boy, you know. Didn ' t you prom-
ise ? H a v e y o u forgotten ? " 

" H a v e I fulfilled my promise ? " 
" Y e s , a f ter a weary time." 
" A n d you recognize the boy again, d o you ? " 
" I think s o . " 
" A r e you p lea sed ? " 
" I h a v e n o fault to find, at l e a s t " 
" A n d you are the s a m e girl I u sed to k n o w ? " I said. 
" Y e s . " 

" D o e s the f ac t forbid us to talk a s m e n a n d women talk ? 
" W e are here to p l a y , " she replied, " a n d I s u p p o s e we 

m a y p lay that we are m a n a n d w o m a n . " 
" V e r y well , " I said, " s u p p o s e we p lay that we a r e m a n a n d 

woman, a n d that I a m very fond of you a n d y o u are very fond 
of m e . " 

" I t s e e m s very difficult to play this, especia l ly when one ot 
BS is s o very much in e a r n e s t " 

" W h i c h o n e ? " 
" T h e one who wishes to p l a y . " 
" A h I Mi l l ie , " I said, " you really must not bandy words 



•rith me. I n d e e d , I a m too much in earnes t to play ] 
nave a secret to tell you, a n d this is my first g o o d opportunity 
t o tell it, a n d you must hear i t " 

" A s e c r e t ? d o you think s o ? I d o u b t i t . " 
" D o you read m e s o easily ? " 

S h e r e a c h e d out her hand u p o n the water to g r a s p a dark 
little ob ject , pa s t which we were slowly drifting, a n d b r o k e of? 
from its long, lithe s t e m a water-lily, a n d to s sed it to my 
feet. " T h e r e ' s a secret in that little c o n e , " she said, " but I 
know what it is a s well a s if the morning sun h a d unfolded i t . " 

" D o y o u m e a n to s ay that my secret h a s o p e n e d under the 
spell o f your eyes every day l ike the water-lily to the s u n ? " 

" Yes , if y o u insist o n putting it in that very poet ica l w a y . " 
" A r e you fond of water-lilies ? " 
" V e r y : fonder of them than o f a n y other flower I k n o w . " 
" W e l l , " I r e sponded , " I ' m a man , or a b o y — j u s t which 

you c h o o s e — a n d don't pre tend to b e a water-lily, though I 
wish my roots were a s safely anchored a n d my life a s purely 
surrounded a n d protected . I bel ieve that ma idenhood mo-
nopol izes all the lilies for its var ious impersonat ions , but for 
the present purpose , I should really l ike to a s k you if you 
* r e willing to t a k e the water-lily for the o n e flower of your 
life, with all its secrets which you c la im to under s t and s o ful ly ." 

" Charmingly d o n e , " she s a i d — " f o r a b o y . " 
" Y o u taunt m e . " 
" N o , Arthur , " she re sponded , " but you really are hurrying 

things so. J u s t think of trying to sett le everything in five 
minutes, a n d think, too, o f the inconvenience o f tlii? little 
b o a t Y o u cannot ge t u p o n your k n e e s without upset t ing 
us, a n d then y o u know I might b e c o m p e l l e d to a d o p t a water 
lily." 

" Part icularly i f the lily should s a v e your l i fe . " 

" Y e s . " 
" S u p p o s e we g o a s h o r e . " 
" N o t for the world . " 
44 A h ! Millie, I think I know your secret , " I s a i d 

" I t isn't hard to d i scover . " 

" W e l l , then l e f s not talk in riddles a n y more . I l o v e yon 
more than life, Mil l ie ! m a y I cont inue to l o v e you ? " 

S h e paused , a n d I saw tears u p o n her f ace , gl i t tering in the 
m o o n l i g h t 

" Y e s , " she said, " a l w a y s . " 
" T h a n k y o u ! thank G o d ! " I s a id with a hearty impulse . 

" L i f e is all bright to m e now, a n d all full of promise . I 
wish I could c o m e to you a n d c lo se this bus ines s in the g o o d 
old orthodox fashion. " 

S h e l aughed at m y vexat ion, a n d c o u n s e l e d pat ience . 
T h e r e is something very provoking about the c o o l n e s s of a 

woman under c i r cumstances l ike those in which I found 
myself . F o r many d a y s I had permit ted myself to b e wrought 
into a n e x a l t e d s ta te of feeling. Indeed , I h a d b e e n mustering 
strength for this interview during all the t ime I h a d l ived in 
the c a m p . I was p r e p a r e d to m a k e a thousand protes ta t ions 
o f everlast ing devotion. I was r eady to cas t a t her feet my 
hopes , my life, my a l l ; yet she h a d ant ic ipated everything, a n d 
m a n a g e d to hold the conversa t ion in her own hands. T h e n 
she apparent ly took delight in keep ing m e at m y end of the 
boat , a n d in dissuading m e from my ardent wish to reach the 
shore. I said I thought it was t ime for us to return. S h e 
protested. T h e p e o p l e would miss us, I a s sured her, a n d 
would b e apprehens ive that we h a d m e t with an a c c i d e n t S h e 
was equal ly sure that they would not miss u s at all. Bes ides , 
if they should, a little s ca re would g ive p iquancy to the night"s 
pleasure , a n d she would not l ike to b e re spons ib le for such a 
deprivat ion. In truth, I think she would have b e e n delighted 
to k e e p m e o n the lake all n i g h t 

I finally told her that I held the oars , that if she wished to 
remain longer she would a c c o m m o d a t e m e by j u m p i n g over-
board , a n d a s s u r e d her that I would faithfully deliver her last 
mes sage s . A s she m a d e n o m o v e m e n t , I d ipped my oars and 
rowed toward the dying lights o f the camp-fires, congratulat ing 
myse l f that I should land first, and help her from the b o a t 



U n d e r the sheltering willows, I rece ived her into m y arms , 
and g a v e her my first lover 's kiss . W e walked to her tent 
hand in hand , l ike children, a n d there, while the b o y s ga thered 
round us to learn where w e h a d been , a n d to push their 
good-natured inquiries, I bent a n d g a v e her a good-night k i s s , 
which to ld the whole story to them all . 

I t s e e m s s t range to m e now that I cou ld h a v e d o n e so , a n d 
that she would h a v e permit ted it, but it really was s o l ike a 
family matter , in which all were interested in the m o s t friendly or 
brotherly way, that it was quite the natural thing to do. Mil l ie 
immediate ly d i s appeared behind her musl in walls, while I was 
overwhelmed with congratulat ions . N o r was this alL O n e 
little fel low ca l led for three cheer s for M i s s Bradford , which were 
given with a w i l l ; a n d then three cheers were g iven t o Arthur 
B o n n i c a s t l e ; a n d a s their lungs were in pract ice , they cheered 
H e n r y a n d Claire , a n d M r . a n d M r s . Bird, a n d wound u p that 
par t o f their exerc i se by three cheers for themselves . T h e n 
they improv i sed a s e renade for the invisible lady, se lect ing 
" O f t in the stilly night , " a n d " T h e P i ra te ' s S e r e n a d e , " a s 
particularly appropr ia te to the occas ion , a n d went to then-
beds at last only under the peremptory c o m m a n d s of M r . Bird. 

T h e r e were two p e r s o n s a m o n g the fifty that l ay down u p o n 
the g r o u n d that night who did not s leep very soundly , though 
the large remainder slept, I p re sume, m u c h a s usual . I h a d 
lain q u i e d y thinking over the event s o f the evening, a n d trying 
t o real ize the grea t bless ing I h a d won, when, at a b o u t two 
o ' c lock in the morning, I heard the word " A r t h u r " dist inctly 
p r o n o u n c e d N o t having r e m o v e d al l m y clothing, I l e a p e d 
from m y blanket , a n d ran to the door o f the t e n t T h e r e I 
heard the cal l aga in , a n d recognized the vo ice o f Mil l ie Brad-
f o r d 

" W e l l , what is i t ? " I s a i d 
" T h e r e is s o m e o n e a b o u t the c a m p . " 
By this t ime H e n r y was o n his feet and a t my side, and both 

o f u s went ou t t**gether. W e s tumbled a m o n g the tent-stakes 
in dif ferent direct ions , and at last found a m a n s o muddled with 

liquor that h e hardly knew where h e was . W e col lared him, 
a n d l e d him to our tent, where we inquired o f him his business . 
A s he s e e m e d unab le to tell us, I searched his p o c k e t s for the 
bott le which I p r e s u m e d he bore about him somewhere , a n d in 
the search found a letter, the addres s o f which I r ead with the 
expec ta t ion of ascerta ining his n a m e . V e r y much to my sur-
prise, the letter was a d d r e s s e d to H e n r y . T h e n the whole 
mat te r b e c a m e pla in to me. H e had b e e n d i spa tched with this 
letter from Hil l sborough, a n d o n the way h a d fallen in with dis-
so lute c o m p a n i o n s , though h e h a d reta ined suff ic ient s ense to 
know that the c a m p was his dest inat ion, 

H e n r y b r o k e the s e a l T h e letter was from his mother , in-
forming him that M r s . S a n d e r s o n was very ill, a n d that she de-
sired his i m m e d i a t e return to B r a d f o r d I entered M r . Bird ' s 
tent a n d told him o f the letter, a n d then sat is f ied the curios i ty 
o f Mil l ie a n d Claire. I n such clothing a s we cou ld snatch 
readi ly from our tents we gathered for a consultat ion, which re-
sulted in the conclus ion that a n y s ickness which was sufficiently 
ser ious to cal l H e n r y home, was sufficient to induce the entire 
Brad ford party to a c c o m p a n y him. H e pro te s t ed aga in s t this, 
but we overruled him. S o we s imply lay down until daylight, 
and then r o s e for a hurried b r e a k f a s t M r . Bird d r o v e u s to 
Hi l l sborough, a n d at seven o ' c lock we took the s t a g e for home. 

T h e ride h o m e w a r d was over shadowed by a g r a v e apprehen 
sion, a n d the o ld driver probab ly never h a d a quieter fare over 
his route, than the party which, only a few d a y s before , h a d as-
tonished him b y their hilarity. 

O n reaching Bradford w e found our worst fears r e a l i z e d 
T h e o ld lady was rapidly decl ining, a n d for three d a y s h a d b e e n 
vainly cal l ing for her g randson . When he arrived he brought to 
her a g rea t flood o f comfort , a n d with her hand in his, she de-
s c e n d e d into the dark val ley. What words she s p o k e I never 
knew. I was only sure that she went out o f her earthly life in 
a n a t m o s p h e r e o f the mos t d e v o t e d filial affection, that words 
o f Christian counsel a n d prayer were tenderly s p o k e n to her 
dea fening senses , a n d that hands ba thed in tears c lo sed her e y e * 



T h e funeral was the largest a n d most remarkab le I h a d evel 
seen in Bradford, a n d H e n r y went b a c k to his home , its owner 
and master . 

O n the day following the funeral my father was s u m m o n e d to 
listen to the read ing of M r s . Sander son ' s wilL W e were a l l 
surprised at this, a n d still more surprised to learn, when h e re-
turned, that the house in which h e l ived h a d b e e n b e q u e a t h e d 
to him, with a n annuity which would forever relieve m e from 
support ing him after he should c e a s e to labor . T h i s I k n e w to 
b e H e n r y ' s work. M y father was the father of h i s future wife, 
a n d to save him the morti f icat ion o f be ing dependent o n his 
children, he h a d influenced Mrs . Sander son to do that which he 
or I should b e obl iged to d o at s o m e t ime not far in the future. 

M y father was very grateful a n d tearful over this unexpec ted 
turn in his fortunes. M y mother cou ld not real ize it a t all, a n d 
was sure there must b e s o m e mi s t ake about it. O n e of the 
mos t touching things in the prayer o f fered that night at our 
family altar was the earnest pet i t ion b y this s imple and humble 
saint, that his pr ide might not b e nourished by this g o o d fort-
une. 

Af ter this the matter c a m e to a natural s h a p e in the g o o d 
man ' s mind. I t was not M r s . S a n d e r s o n ' s g i f t S h e h a d been 
only the a lmoner o f Providence . T h e G o d whom h e h a d 
trusted, see ing that the t ime o f he lp les sness was coming , h a d 
prov ided for his necess i t ies , a n d rel ieved him o f all apprehen 
sion o f want, a n d more than all, had rel ieved m e of a burden. 
I n d e e d , it had only fulfilled a life-long expecta t ion . H i s natu-
ral hopefu lnes s would h a v e died a m i d his hard life a n d cir-
c u m s t a n c e s if it h a d not fed itself u p o n dreams . 

I a m sure, however, that h e never felt qu i te easy with his 
gift, s o long a s he lived, but carried about with him a s ense of 
g a i l t Other s—hi s o ld c o m p a n i o n s in l abor—were not b le s sed 
with him, a n d h e cou ld not res is t the feel ing that he h a d wronged 
them. T h e y congratu la ted him o n his " luck , " a s they called 
it, for they were all his friends; but their al lusions to the matter 
t lways p a i n e d him, a n d he h a d many a n hour o f torment ov=r 

the thought that s o m e o f them might think him c a p a b l e o f for-
gett ing them, a n d o f p luming his pride u p o n his a l t e red c i rcum 
s t a n c e s . 

I t was , perhaps , a fortnight af ter the dea th o f M r s . Sander-
son, that H e n r y c a m e to m y father 's house o n e morning, a n d 
a s k e d m e when I intended to begin business . I informed 
him that I had already b e e n looking for a n eligible office, and 
that I should begin the prac t ice of the law a s s o o n a s the op-
portunity should c o m e . T h e n he frankly told m e that looking 
af ter his mult ip l ied affairs was very dis tasteful to him, a n d that 
h e wished, a s soon a s poss ible , to p l a c e everything in my hands. 
H e advi sed m e to t a k e the b e s t a n d mos t central chamber s I 
cou ld find, a n d of fered me , at little m o r e than a nominal rent, 
a suite of r o o m s in one o f his own buildings. I t o o k the rooms 
at once , a n d furnished them with such appo in tment s a n d books 
a s the sav ings o f three industr ious year s could c o m m a n d , and 
H e n r y was my first, a s he has r ema ined my constant , c l i e n t 
T h e affairs o f the S a n d e r s o n estate, of which I k n e w m o r e than 
any m a n e x c e p t M r s . Sander son ' s lawyer, were p l a c e d in m y 
hands, where they remain at this present writing. T h e business 
connec ted with them was qu i te enough for my suppor t in those 
d a y s o f m o d e r a t e e x p e n s e s a n d incomes , but it brought me s o 
constant ly into contac t with the bus ines s m e n of the city that, 
gradually, the tide of legal prac t ice set towards me, unti l , in 
my maturer years , I was a l m o s t overwhelmed by i t I was en-
ergetic, enthusiast ic , persevering, indomitable , a n d s u c c e s s f u l ; 
but a m i d all m y tr iumphs there was nothing that g a v e m e such 
p u r e happ ines s a s my father's sat is fact ion with my efforts . 

I never e n g a g e d in a n important publ ic trial for many years , 
in which he was not a cons tant a t tendant at the court-house. 
All the lawyers knew him, and m y pos i t ion c o m m a n d e d a seat 
for him inside the bar . E v e r y morning h e c a m e in, leaning on 
his cane , a n d took the sea t that was left or v a c a t e d for him, 
a n d there, al l day long, he sat a n d watched m e . I f for a day 
he h a p p e n e d to N absent , I mis sed the inspiration o f his in-
terested f ace a n d approving eyes , a s if h e were a lover. M j 



off ice was his lounging-place, a n d my publ ic efforts were hia 
m e a t a n d drink. A serener, sweeter o l d a g e than his I never 
saw, a n d when, a t last , I m i s s e d h im—for dea th c a m e to h im 
a s it c o m e s to a l l — I felt that o n e of the lovel iest l ights o f m y 
life h a d g o n e out. I h a v e never c e a s e d to m o u m for him, a n d 
I would not c e a s e to mourn for him if I could . 

A year after I c o m m e n c e d the p rac t i ce of m y profess ion, M r . 
Gr imshaw e x h a u s t e d his narrow lode a n d went to mine in other 
fields. Natura l ly , H e n r y "was ca l led u p o n t o fill temporar i ly 
the vacant pulpit , a n d quite a s natural ly, the p e o p l e l earned in 
a few w e e k s that they cou ld serve themse lves n o bet ter than b y 
cal l ing him to a p e r m a n e n t pas torate . T h i s they did, a n d a s 
h e was at h o m e with them, a n d every c i r cumstance f avored his 
se t t lement over them, h e a c c e p t e d their invitation. O n the 
day o f his o rd ina t ion—a ceremony which was very largely at-
t e n d e d — h e t reated his n e w p e o p l e to a g rea t surprise. Be fore 
the benedic t ion was pronounced , h e d e s c e n d e d f r o m the pulpit , 
took his way a m i d the s i lence of the congregat ion to my father 's 
pew, a n d then l e d my sister Cla ire up the b r o a d ais le to where 
a n a g e d minister s tood waiting to rece ive them, a n d j o i n them 
in holy wedlock. T h e words were few which uni ted these two 
l ives that h a d flowed in c lose ly paral le l currents through s o 
l o n g a period, b u t they were spoken with g r e a t feeling, a n d 
a m i d the tears of a crowd of sympathet ic friends. S o the church 
h a d o n c e m o r e a pas tor , a n d T h e M a n s i o n o n c e m o r e a mis-
tress ; a n d two widely divided currents o f the Bonnica s t l e b lood 
united in the pos se s s ion a n d occupa t ion of the family estate . 

I d o not n e e d to g ive the details of m y o w n marr iage , which 
occurred a few months later, or of our first exper iment s at 
house-keeping in the s n u g h o m e which my q u i c k prosper i ty en-
a b l e d m e to procure , or of the children that c a m e to b le s s us 
in the after-years. T h e m e m o r y of these event s is t o o sweet 
and s a c r e d to b e unveiled, a n d I c a n n o t r e c o r d them, though 
m y tears wet the paper a s I write. T h e freshness of youth has 
long p a s s e d away, the si lver is s tronger than the j e t a m o n g the 
c a r l s o f the d e a r w o m a n who g a v e herse l f to me , a n d bore in 

loving pain, a n d reared with loving pat ience , my pr ice less flock 
o f c h i l d r e n ; m y own f ace is deeply furrowed b y ca re a n d labor 
a g d t ime ; but those days of y o u n g love a n d life never c o m e 
b a c k to m e in m e m o r y s a v e a s a b reeze a c r o s s a weary s e a 
from s o m e far i s l and loaded with o d o r s o f b a l m a n d whispers 
©f bless ing. 

T h a n k G o d for h o m e a n d w o m a n 1 T h a n k G o d a thousand 
t imes for that w o m a n who m a k e s h o m e her throne ! W h e n I 
r emember h o w bright a n d s t rong a na ture m y young wife pos-
s e s s e d — h o w her gi f ts a n d acqui rements a n d her whole person-
ality fitted her to shine in soc iety a s a center a n d a s u n — a n d 
then recal l her efforts to serve a n d so lace me , a n d train m y chil-
dren into a Christ ian m a n h o o d a n d womanhood, until my h o u s e 
was a heaven , a n d its pres iding gen ius was r e g a r d e d with a love 
that r o s e to tender a d o r a t i o n — I turn with pity, not unming led 
with disgust , from those I s e e a r o u n d m e now, who cheapen 
marr iage , the mother ly of f ice a n d home, a n d c h o o s e a n d advo-
ca te cour se s a n d careers o f life independent o f t h e m all. 

Ne i ther H e n r y ' s marr iage nor my own was in the slightest 
d e g r e e romant ic—hard ly romant ic enough to b e o f interest to 
the average reader . 

I t was bet ter so . O u r courtships were l o n g a n d our l ives 
were s o s h a p e d to e a c h other that when marr i age c a m e it was 
merely the warrant a n d seal o f a union that h a d a l ready b e e n 
established. E a c h lover k n e w his love , a n d n o misunders tand-
ings supervened. T h e h a n d o f love, b y a n unconsc ious pro-
ces s , h a d shaped e a c h m a n to his m a t e , e a c h w o m a n to her 
mate , b e f o r e they were jo ined , a n d thus s a v e d all after-discords 
a n d coll isions. A l l this m a y b e very uninterest ing to outs iders , 
%mt t o t h o s e c o n c e r n e d it was harmony , sat i s fact ion a n d peace . 



C H A P T E R X X V L 

W C N B R I E F L Y R E C O R D S T H E P R O F E S S I O N A L L I F E O F RIFF*. 

P E T E R M U L L E N S . 

IT m u s t h a v e b e e n three or four y e a r s after H e n r y took 
charge o f his parish, a n d I h a d entered u p o n the duties o f my 
orofess ion, that I m e t him o n e morning u p o n the street, wear-
ing that pecul iar smile o n his f ace which said, a s plainly as 
words could h a v e to ld me , that he was the bearer of news. 

" Who do you think spent the night at T h e M a n s i o n , a n d is 
even now revel ing in the luxuries o f your o ld a p a r t m e n t ? " 
sa id he. 

" I was never g o o d at conundrums , " I replied. " S u p p o s e 
you tell m e . " 

" T h e R e v . P e t e r Mul lens . " 
" Clothed, a n d in his right mind ? " 
" Y e s , clothed, for he has o n e o f my coa t s on, which I have 

told him he m a y carry a w a y with him ; a n d in his right mind, 
b e c a u s e he h a s the coat , a n d e x p e c t s to live u p o n the donor 
for a few days . " 

W e bo th laughed over the situation, a n d then H e n r y told m e 
that Mul lens was in a g o o d dea l of perplexi ty o n a c c o p n t oI 
the fact that he had two " c a l l s " o n hand, to which answers 
must b e m a d e immediately . 

" I h a v e a g r e e d with M u l l e n s , " sa id H e n r y , " to invite you 
to dinner, in order that he m a y h a v e the benef i t o f your 
• d v i c e . " 

" T h a n k you. I s there a fee ? " 
" Noth ing stipulated, but I think you n a d better bring a pair 

of t rowsers , " h e replied. " Mul lens , you knont wants to see 

d ie a d v a n t a g e s that a r e l ikely to c o m e from fol lowing your 
advice , and if he has them in hand he c a n dec ide at o n c e . " 

T h e prospec t of dining with M u l l e n s was not a n unpleasant 
one . I was cur ious to s e e what he h a d m a d e of himself, and 
to learn what he was go ing to do. S o I congratu la ted H e n r y 
o n the new light that h a d risen u p o n his domes t i c life, a n d 
promised him that I would m e e t his gue s t at his table . 

O n enter ing T h e M a n s i o n that day in my usual informal 
way, I found the R e v . Pe te r Mul lens lying nearly u p o n his 
b a c k , in the mos t luxurious chair of the large drawing-room, 
apparent ly in a s ta te of serene a n d s u p r e m e happ ines s . H e 
was enjoying the privi leges of the cloth, in the house o f a pro-
fess ional brother who had b e e n exceptional ly " f a v o r e d . " F o r 
the time, the house was his own. All petty ca re s were dis-
missed . All c louds were l ifted from his life, in the conscious-
ness that he had a g o o d coat on which h a d cost him nothing, and 
that, for a few days at least , b o a r d a n d lodging were secure at 
the s a m e price. H i s hair was brushed b a c k straight over his 
h e a d in the u sua l fashion, a n d evidently fa s tened there b y the 
contents of a b o x o f p o m a t u m which he h a d found in m y old 
chamber . H e h a d m a n a g e d to get s o m e gold-bowed specta-
cles , a n d when I met him h e presented quite an impos ing 
front R i s ing a n d greet ing m e with a cordial a n d somewhat 
patronizing air, he quickly r e s u m e d his s ea t and his att i tude, 
a n d subs ided into a vein of moralizing. H e thought it must 
b e a source of g rea t sat i s fact ion to m e that the proper ty which 
h a d o n c e b e e n my own, apparent ly , h a d b e e n d e v o t e d to the 
ministry, a n d that henceforth T h e M a n s i o n would b e the h o m e 
of those who h a d given themselves to the church. 

Mul lens evidently r e g a r d e d himsel f a s one who h a d a cer-
tain pecuniary interest in the estate . T h e h o u s e w a s to b e 
his tavern—his free, t emporary h o m e — w h e n e v e r it might b e 
convenient for him to p a s s a port ion of his t ime in the 
city. I n d e e d , he c o n d u c t e d himself a s if he were my host , 
a n d e x p r e s s e d the h o p e that he should s e e m e a lways when 
visiting the town. H i s a s sumpt ions a m u s e d m e exceedingly, 



though I was sorry to think that H e n r y and Claire would feel 
themselves obl iged to tolerate him. 

At the dinner-table, Mr. Mullens disc losed the questions in 
regard to his settlement. " T h e truth is ," sa id he, " that I am 
divided on a question of duty. Given equa l opportunities ol 
doing good, a n d unequal compensat ion, on which side does 
duty h e ? T h a t is the quest ion. I don't wish to b e mercen-
ary ; but when one Church offers m e five hundred dollars a 
year, payable quarterly in advance , a n d the other offers m e 
five hundred dollars a year, payab le quarterly at the end of the 
quarter, with an annual donation-party, I feel myself divided. 
T h e r e is an advantage in being paid quarterly in advance , and 
there is an advantage in a donation-party, provided the peo-
p le d o not eat u p what they bring. H o w great this advantage 
is I d o not k n o w ; but there is something very attractive to m e 
in a donation-party. I t throws the people together, it nourishes 
the social element, it develops systematic benevolence, it ce 
ments the friendship of pastor and people , it brings a great 
many things into the house that a man can never afford to buy, 
and it must be exceedingly interesting to reckon u p the results. 
I 've thought about it a great deal , and it d o e s seem to m e that 
a donation-party m u s t b e a very valuable test of usefulness . 
H o w a m I to know whether m y services a re acceptable , unless 
every year there is s o m e voluntary testimonial concerning 
them ? I t seems to m e that I must have such a tes t imonia l 
I find mysel f looking forward to i t H e r e ' s an o ld farmer, 
we'll say, without any public gifts . H o s a n n a s languish on his 
tongue, and, so far a s I can tell, all devotion dies. H e brings 
me, perhaps, two cords or two cords and a half o f good hard 
wood, and by that act he says, ' T h e R e v . M r . Mullens has 
benefited me, a n d I wish to tell him so. H e has warmed ray 
heart, and I will warm his body. H e has ministered to m e in 
his way, a n d I will minister to him in m y way.' H e r e ' s a 
woman with a gift o f flannel—a thing thaf s always useful in a 
minister's family—and there's another with a gift o f socks , and 
here ' s another with a gift o f crullers, a n d here 's a man with a 

gift of a spare-rib or a ham, and another with a gift o f potatoes , 

a n d " — 
M r Mul lens gave an extra smack to his lips, as , m the 

midst of his dinner, this vis ion of a poss ible donation-partJ 
pas sed before the eyes of his imagination. 

" I t is plain t o see which way your inclination points , " I 

sa id to him. 
" Yes , that is what troubles m e , " he responded. " I wish 

to d o right T h e r e m a y b e no difference between having 
your p a y quarterly in advance a n d the donat ion-party ; but the 
donation-party, all things considered, is the mos t attract ive." 

" I really think it would suit you bes t , " I said, " and if the 
opportunity for doing good is the s a m e in each place, I ' m sure 
you ought not to hesitate." 

" W e l l , if I accept your advice , " sa id Mr. Mullens, " y o u 
must s tand by me. Th i s p lace is only sbc miles from Bradford, 
and if I ever get hard u p it will b e pleasant to think that I have 
such friends at hand as you and Brother Sanderson. " 

T h i s was a new aspect of the affair, and not a t all a pleasant 
o n e ; but I had given my advice a n d could not retract i t 

Mullens remained at T h e Mans ion several days, a n d showed 
his white cravat and gold-bowed spectacles all over the city. 
H e was often in m y office, and on one occas ion accompanied 
m e to the court-room, where I gave him a seat of honor and 
introduced him to my legal friends. H e was so very comfortable 
in his splendid quarters , so shielded from the homely affairs of 
the world by his associations, and so inexpensive to himself 
that it was a hardship to tear himself away at last, even with 
the prospect of a donation-party rising beforr. him in the at-
tractive perspect ive of his future. 

H e h a d been several days in the house, and had secured such 
plunder as would b e of use to him, personally, when he sur-
prised us all by the announcement that he was a married man, 
a n d was a lready the father of a helpless in f an t H e g a v e us 
a l so to understand that Mrs. Mullens was, l ike himself, poor, 
that her wardrobe was none of the mos t comfortable , and thai 



h e r " h e l p l e s s i n f a n t " would re jo ice in ga rment s e a s t off bv 
chi ldren more " f avored " than his own. H i s s t a tement was in-
t e n d e d to a p p e a l to C la i re a n d Mill ie , a n d was r e sponded to 
accordingly. W h e n h e went away, he b o r e a trunk full of 
materials , that, a s h e said, " would b e use fu l in a minister»* 
family." 

H e n r y a n d I a t t e n d e d his instal lat ion shortly a f terwards , a n d 
a s s i s ted him in beginning his housekeeping . W e f o u n d M r s . 
M u l l e n s to b e a w o m a n every way a d a p t e d to the c o m p a n i o n 
she h a d chosen. S h e was willing to live u p o n her fr iends. She 
del ighted in gifts , and took them a s if they were hers by right 
Everything was grain that c a m e to her mill in this way. H e i 
wants a n d her inability to supply them were the constant 
theme of her communica t ions with her f r iends a n d neighbors, 
a n d for ten long y e a r s she was never without a " h e l p l e s s in-
f a n t " with which to exc i te their l a g g a r d a n d weary charities. 
Whenever s h e n e e d e d to purchase anything, she sent to m e or 
to Millie, or to her friends at T h e M a n s i o n , her c o m m i s s i o n , — 
always without the money . S h e either did not know how much 
the des i red art icles would cos t , or there was such danger of los-
ing m o n e y when sent b y post , or she h a d not the exac t change on 
hand ; but she a s s u r e d us that Mr. M u l l e n s would cal l a n d p a y us 
when visiting Bradford. T h e burden thus rol led u p o n M r . Mul-
lens w a s never taken u p by him ; and so, year af ter year , we 
consented to b e b l e d by this amiab le woman , while the Mul lens 
family went o n increas ing in n u m b e r s a n d mult iplying in wants. 
I t b e c a m e a matter of wonder that any rel igious soc iety should 
b e content wi h the spiritual ministrat ions of such a m a n a s 
M u l l e n s ; but this soc iety w a s s imple a n d poor , a n d their pas tor 
h a d a n ingenious way of warming over his old broth a n d the 
o l d broth o f others which secured for him a certain m e a s u r e o ! 
r e s p e c t H i s tongue was glib, his p r e s e n c e impos ing , a n d his 
sel f-assurance qu i te overwhelming. 

B u t at la s t there c a m e a change . N e w res idents in the 
parish saw through his shadow disguises , and ra i sed such a s torm 
of d i scontent a b o u t his ears that h e was c o m p e l l e d to resign hit 

pulpit and to cas t about for other m e a n s of living. N o o ther 
pulpit o p e n e d its doors to him. T h e man ' s reputat ion outs ide 
of his par i sh was not a des irable one . E v e r y b o d y h a d c e a s e d 
to regard him a s a m a n c a p a b l e o f t e a c h i n g ; a n d h e h a d s o 
b e g g e d his way a n d lived u p o n his acqua in tances , a n d h a d so 
meanly incurred a n d mean ly refused to recognize a thousand 
little debt s a m o n g his early friends, that it w a s impos s ib le for 
him to obtain even a temporary e n g a g e m e n t a s a preacher . 

T h e r e w a s nothing left for him to do, b u t to b e c o m e a ped-
ller of s o m e sort, for which off ice he h a d rare natura l gifts . 

L e a v i n g his family where they were, h e took an a g e n c y for the 
¡ale of the C o t t a g e Bible . H e drove a thrifty bus ine s s with this 
publication, going from house to house , wear ing a lways his white 
cravat , l iving u p o n the ministers a n d deacons , a n d advert i s ing 
himself b y s p e e c h e s a t evening meet ings a n d Sunday-schools . 
S o m e t i m e s h e g o t a n opportunity to p r e a c h o n S u n d a y , a n d hav-
ing thus m a d e his f ace familiar to the people , d rove a brisk 
bus ine s s a m o n g them o n M o n d a y . H i s white c rava t he u s e d a s 
a sort of p a s s on rai lroads a n d s t eamboat s , o r a s a n instrument 
by which it was to b e secured. E v e r y p e c u n i a i y cons iderat ion 
which cou ld b e won from a contemptuous bus ine s s world, b y the 
adver t i sement o f the s a c r e d off ice which h e o n c e held, h e took 
the bo ldes t or the m o s t ab jec t way to win. 

I t must not b e s u p p o s e d that " o l d M u l l e n s , " a s p e o p l e 
l e a r n e d to cal l him, w a s really d i s t re s sed b y poverty . Neve» 
p a y i n g out a cent o f m o n e y that c a m e into his hands if h e 
cou ld avo id it, h e a c c u m u l a t e d a h a n d s o m e property, which h e 
skillfully hid a w a y in investments , mainta ining his show o f pov-
erty, through all his ac t ive life. H e n r y shook him off a t la s t 
a n d he lped m e to d o the s ame . W e heard o f him not long a g o 
lecturing to Sunday-schools a n d buying wool , a n d it is n o t ten 
year s s ince h e a p p e a r e d in Bradford a s a n a g e n t o f a life-insur-
a n c e c o m p a n y , with specia l ly favorable terms to c lergymen who 
were k ind enough to b o a r d him during his v i s i t I shrink from 
writing here the stories I heard about him, concern ing the way 
in wh ich he adver t i sed his bus iness b y m i x i n g i t w i th his p u b l i c 



religious teachings, b e c a u s e it a s soc i a te s such b a s e idea s with 
an off ice which I revere a s the highest and holiest a m a n can 
h o l d ; but when I s ay that in hi s publ ic addre s se s h e represented 
the Chr i s t ian religion a s a sy s tem of l i fe-insurance of th* 
spiritual kind, I sufficiently i l lustrate his m e t h o d s and his 
mot ive s . 

H e p a s s e d a use les s life. H e b e c a m e a nu i sance to his 
profess ional brethren, a burden to all who were good-natured 
enough to open their h o u s e s to him, a n d a d i sg race to the 
Christ ian ministry. Wear ing the b a d g e of a c lergyman, exact-
ing a s a right that which was rendered to others a s a cour te sy 
or a test imonial o f love a n d friendship, surrendering his man-
hood for the privi leges of ministerial mendicancy , a n d indulg-
ing his g reed for m o n e y at the e x p e n s e of a church to which 
he fanc ied he h a d g iven his life, h e did, unwittingly perhaps ; 

what he could to bring popular contempt u p o n his profess ion 
a n d to a s soc ia te with the Christ ian religion the m e a n e s t type o* 
p e r s o n a l character it is pos s ib le to conceive. 

A m i d the temptat ions o f this poor , earthly life, a n d the 
weaknes se s of h u m a n nature, even the mos t s ac red profession 
will b e d i sgraced, now a n d then, b y m e n who repent m dust 
a n d a shes over their fall from rectitude, and the dishonor they 
bring u p o n a c a u s e which in their hearts they love ; but Mul-
lens carr ied his se l f -complacency to the end, a n d demonst ra ted 
by his character a n d inf luence how important it is that dunces 
shall not b e encouraged to enter upon a high wa lk o f life b y 
benefact ions which rarely fail to induce a n d develop , m them 
the spirit o f beggar s . I a m s u r e there is n o field of Christian 
b e n e v o l e n c e m o r e crowded with untoward results than that m 
which weak m e n have found the m e a n s for reaching the Chris-
tian ministry. T h e beggar ly he lp les sness o f s o m e o f these men 
is p i t i f u l ; a n d a spirit of d e p e n d e n c e is fos tered in them which 
emascu la te s them, a n d m a k e s them contempt ib le a m o n g those 

whom they s e e k to influence. 
T h o u g h the R e v . Pe te r Mul lens is still l iving, I have n o feai 

Shat I shall b e cal led to an a c c o u n t for my plain treatment ol 

him, a s Le will never b u y this book , or find a friend who will 
b e willing to g ive or l end it to him. E v e n if h e h a d such a 
friend, a n d h e should recognize his portrait , his amour propre 
would not b e wounded, a n d h e would complacent ly regard him-
self a s p e r s e c u t e d for righteousness* s ake . 



C H A P T E R X J T M . 

M W H I C H I S A Y G O O D - N I G H T T O M Y IFRIENDS A N D T H E F A S » 

A N D G O O D - M O R R O W T O M Y W O R K A N D T H E F U T U R E . 

THUS I h a v e l ived over the o ld life, or, rather, the y o u n g life 
which l ies with all its v ic iss i tudes o f pa in a n d pleasure , a n d all 
its le s sons a n d inspirations, e m b a l m e d in my m e m o r y ; a n d here, 
a la s ! I must re-write the words with which I began . " T h e y 
were all here then—father, mother , brothers a n d s i s t e r s ; a n d 
the fami ly l ife was at i ts f u l l e s t N o w they are all gone , and 
I a m a lone . I h a v e wife a n d children a n d t roops o f friends, 
yet still I a m a lone . " N o later re lat ion c a n r e m o v e the s ense 
of lonel iness that c o m e s to him whose first h o m e has forever 
vanished from the earth. 

A s I sit in m y library, recording this last chapter o f my little 
history, I l o o k b a c k through the c e a s e l e s s r o u n d o f bus ines s 
a n d care, and , a s u p o n a p a n o r a m a unroll ing be fore me, I see 
through tears the event s which have blot ted out, o n e af ter an-
other, the o l d relat ions, a n d transferred the l ives I loved to 
another sphere . 

I s e e a sun-lit room, where my a g e d father l ies p r o p p e d 
a m o n g his pillows, a n d tells m e feebly, b u t with a s t range light 
in his eyes , that it is s o m u c h bet ter for him to g o before my 
mother ! S h e can d o bet ter without him than h e c a n without 
h e r ! It is sweet to l e a m that d i e who h a d always b e e n re-
g a r d e d b y her family a n d friends a s a ca re and a burden to him. 
h a d b e e n his rest a n d r e w a r d ; that there h a d a lways b e e r 
something in his love for her which h a d a toned for his hard lot, 
a n d that, without her, his l i fe would b e undes irable . 

I r e a d to h im the p s a l m s of a s s u r a n c e a n d consolat ion : 
" Y e a , though I walk through the val ley of the shadow o f death, 

I will fear n o ev i l . " I repeat the words o f the tried a n d patient 
pa t r i a rch : " I k n o w that m y R e d e e m e r l iveth." I j o i n with 
the family in s inging the inspiring l ines which h e h a d never un-
dertaken to r ead a loud without b e i n g crushed into sobbing 
s i l e n c e : 

•• There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 

They softly lie and sweetly sleep 
Low in the ground 

44 The storm that wrecks the winter sky 
No more disturbs their deep repote 

Than summer evening's latest sigh 
That shuts the rose. 

4 41 long to lay this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the soil, 

To slumber in that dreamless bed 
From all my toiL 

44 The sun is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky ; 

The soul, immortal as its sire, 
Shall never die." 

I p re s s his hand, a n d hear him say I t is a l l well. T a k e 

ca re o f your mother . " 
W e all b e n d a n d k i s s h i m ; a few quick breaths , a n d the 

dea- old heart is s t i l l—a heart so t rue , s o tender, s o pure, s o 
faithful, s o trusting, that n o m a n cou ld k n o w it without recog-
nizing the Christ ian g race that m a d e it what it was , or finding 
in it infallible evidence o f the divinity o f the rel igion by whose 
mould ing hand it was shaped , a n d from whose inspirat ions it 
h a d drawn its life. T h e n we lay h im to rest a m o n g the J u n e 
roses , with birds singing a round us, a n d al l na ture r o b e d in the 
g lowing g a r b of summer , feel ing that there a r e wings near us 
which we d o not see, that songs are brea thed which we d o not 
hear, a n d that somewhere, beyond the conf ines of mortal pa in 
a n d d e c a y , he h a s found a summer that will b e pe renn ia l -



T h e picture m o v e s a long, a n d I a m in the s a m e room aga in 
a n d she who all her life, through fear o f death, h a d b e e n sub-
j e c t to bondage , h a s c o m e to her final hour. S h e has reached 
the door o f the sepulchre from a long dis tance , quest ioning 
painfully at eve iy s t e p : " Who shall roll away the s tone ? " and 
s o w that she is arrived, she finds, to her u n s p e a k a b l e j o y a n d 
p e a c e , that the s tone is rolled away. Benignant nature , which 
h a s g iven her s o s t rong a love o f life, o v e r c o m e s in its own 
tender way the fear o f dea th that h a d b e e n g e n e r a t e d in her 
melanchol i c t emperament , and by steal ing her s ense s o n e by 
one , m a k e s his coming not only dreadless , but des irable . S h e 
finds the a n g e l s too, o n e a t the head , the other at the foot 
where dea th h a s lain, with white hands point ing upward . I 
weep, b u t I a m grate ful that the life o f fear is pa s t , a n d that 
she c a n never live it aga in ,—grate fu l , too, that she is reunited 
to him who h a s b e e n waiting to introduce her t o her new b e i n g 
a n d relat ions. W e lay her b y the s ide o f the true husband 
whose life she has shared, a n d whose children she h a s borne 
a n d reared , a n d then g o b a c k to a h o m e which d e a t h has left 
without a h e a d — t o a h o m e that is a h o m e n o longer . 

T h e picture m o v e s on , a n d this t ime I witness a s cene full 
o f tender interest to m e in m y own house . A holy spel l of 
waiting is u p o n us alL A u n t F l i c k c o m e s in, day af ter day, 
with little serv ices which only she can render to her tenderly 
be loved niece, and with little ga rment s in her hands that w a r 
the c o m i n g of a stranger. I t is night, a n d there is hurrying t o 
a n d fro in the house . I sit in my room, w r a p p e d in pity a n d 
feverish with anxiety, with no ut terance s a v e that o f whispered 
prayers for the sa fe ty o f o n e dearer to m e than life. I hear 
a t last the f eeb le wail o f a new being which G o d has intrusted 
to her h a n d s a n d mine. S o m e o n e c c m e s a n d tel ls m e that 
all is well, a n d then, a f ter a weary hour, I a m s u m m o n e d to 
the c h a m b e r where the grea t mystery o f birth h a s b e e n enacted . 
I kneel a t the b e d s i d e o f my prec ious wife. I cover her h a n d ! 
and her f ace with kisses . I cal l her m y darling, my angel, 
while m y first-born nes t le s u p o n her arm, w r a p p e d in the a 

mosphere of mother-love which her overf lowing heart breathes 
out u p o n i t I watch her d a y by day, a n d night by night, 
through all her weaknes s a n d danger , a n d now she s i t s in her 
room with her b a b y o n her breas t , looking out u p o n the sky a n d 
the flowers a n d the busy world. 

Still, a s the c a n v a s moves , c o m e other m e m o r a b l e nights , 
with varying fortunes of pa in a n d pleasure , till my h o m e is res-
onant with little feet, and mus ica l with the vo ice s o f children. 
T h e y cl imb my k n e e s when I return from the fa t igues of the 
d ; I walk in my garden with their little hands d i n g i n g to 
m i n e ; I listen to their prayer s at their mother ' s k n e e ; I watch 
over them in s i cknes s ; I sett le their petty d i spute s ; I find in 
them a n d in their mother all the so lace a n d sat i s fact ion that I 
des i re a n d need. C l u b s c a n n o t win m e from their s o c i e t y ; 
f ame , honor, p lace , h a v e n o charms that crowd them from my 
h e a r t M y h o m e is my rest, my a m u s e m e n t , my consolat ion , 
m y treasure-house, my earthly heaven. 

A n d here s t o o p s down a shadow. I s tand in a da rkened 
room before a little c a s k e t that holds the si lent fo rm o f my 
first-bom. M y a r m is a r o u n d the wife a n d mother who weeps 
over the lost treasure, a n d cannot , till tears h a v e had their way, 
b e comforted. I had not thought that m y child cou ld d ie—that 
my child cou ld die. I knew that other children had died, but 
I felt safe. W e lay the little fellow c lo se b y his grandfather at 
l a s t ; w e strew his g rave with flowers, a n d then return to our 
s a d d e n e d h o m e with hearts united in sorrow a s they h a d never 
b e e n united in joy , and with sympathies forever o p e n e d toward 
all who a r e ca l led to a k indred grief. I wonder where he is 
to-day, in what mature a n g e l h o o d he s tands , how he will look 
when I m e e t him, how he will m a k e himself known to me , 
who has b e e n his t e a c h e r ! H e was l ike m e : will h i s grand-
father know him ? I never can c e a s e thinking of him a s cared 
for and led by the s a m e hand to which my own youthful fingers 
clung, a n d a s hear ing from the fond lips o f my own father, the 
story of his father 's eventful life. I feel how wonderful t o m e 
h a s b e e n the ministry o f my children —how much more I have 



learned from them than they h a v e ever learned from me» 
how b y holding my own s trong l ife in sweet subordinat ion ta 
their helplessness , they have taught m e pat ience , self-sacrifice; 
seif-control, truthfulness, faith, s implicity a n d purity. 

A h ! this t ak ing to o n e ' s a rms a little g roup o f souls , fresh 
from the hand o f G o d , a n d living with them in loving compan-
ionship through all their s ta inless years , is, or ought to be , like 
living in heaven, for of such is the heavenly K i n g d o m . T o n o 
o n e o f these a m I m o r e indebted than to the b o y who went 
away from m e be fore the world h a d touched him with a stain. 
T h e k e y that shut him in the t o m b was the only k e y that could 
un lock my heart , a n d let in a m o n g its sympathies the world of 
sorrowing m e n a n d women, who m o u r n b e c a u s e their little 
o n e s a r e not. 

T h e little graves , a l a s ! how many they a r e ! T h e mourners 
a b o v e them, how vast the mult i tude ! Brothers , s i s ters , I a m 
o n e with you. I p re s s your hands , I w e e p with you, I trust 
with you, I b e l o n g to you. T h o s e waxen, fo lded hands , thai 
still b rea s t s o o f ten pres sed warm to our own, those s leep-
bound eyes which have b e e n s o full o f l o v e a n d life, that sweet, 
unmoving, a labas ter f a c e — a h ! we h a v e all l o o k e d u p o n them, 
a n d they h a v e m a d e u s one a n d m a d e u s better . T h e r e is n o 
fountain which the angel o f heal ing troubles with his rest les? 
a n d life-giving wings s o constant ly a s the fountain o f tears , and 
only those too l a m e a n d bruised to ba the mi s s the b le s sed 
influence. 

T h e p ic ture m o v e s a long, a n d now s w e e p s into view T h e 
M a n s i o n o n the hi l l—my old h o m e — t h e h o m e o f m y friend 
a n d sister. I go in and out a s the year s hurry by , a n d little 
feet have l earned to run a n d greet m e at the door , a n d y o u n g 
lips have b e e n taught to cal l m e " u n c l e . " I t is a d o o r from 
which n o beggar is ever turned away unfed, a d o o r to which 
the feeble , the despair ing, the sorrowing, the p e r p l e x e d have 
c o m e for years , a n d b e e n admit ted to the counse l s , encourage 
ments , a n d self-denying helpfulness o f the s t rongest a n d noblest 
m a n I know. T h e ancient mis tress o f the es tabl i shment it 

quite forgotten b y the new generat ion, a n d the house which, 
for s o many years , w a s shut to the grea t world b y the selfish 
rec luse who owned it, i s now the wannes t socia l center of the 

- town. I t s windows b laze with light through m a n y a long even-
ing, while o ld a g e and youth mingle in p leasant c o n v e r s e ; and 
forth from i t s a m p l e re sources g o f o o d a n d clothing for the 
poor , a n d he lp for the needy, a n d m o n e y for those who bear 
the G o o d T i d i n g s to the border. Fami l i a r n a m e s are multi-
p l ied in the house . F i r s t there c o m e s a little Cla i re , then an 
Arthur Bonnicas t le , then a Ruth , a n d last a M i n n i e ; a n d Claire, 
s o l ike her mother in p e r s o n a n d temper , g rows u p to b e a 
helpful woman. I visit m y old r o o m , now the c h a m b e r of 
little Arthur Bonnicast le , but no regrets o p p r e s s me. I a m 
g lad of the change , a n d g lad that the older Arthur h a s n o sel-
fish par t or lot in the house . 

A n d now another shadow droops . A h ! why should it 
c o m e ? T h e g o o d L o r d knows, and H e l o v e s u s all-

i n her r o o m , wast ing d a y by day with consumpt ion , m y sister 
sits a n d s e e s the world glide a w a y f r o m her, with all its indus-
tries a n d loves , a n d socia l a n d h o m e delights. T h e s t rong m a n 
at her side, l o a d e d with care s which she s o l o n g h a s tightened, 
c o m e s to her from his wearying labor, a n d spends with her 
every prec ious flying hour that h e c a n cal l his own. H e a lmost 
tires her with tender ministry. H e lifts her to her b e d ; h e lifts 
her to her c h a i r ; h e reads to h e r ; he ta lks ca lmly with her of the 
great change that a p p r o a c h e s ; he susta ins her s inking c o u r a g e ; 
he ca l l s a round her every h e l p ; h e tries in every way to s tay 
the h a n d o f the fell destroyer, but it is all in vain. T h e long-
dreaded day c o m e s at last , a n d T h e M a n s i o n — n a y , all Bradford 
— i s in mourning . A pure woman , a d e v o t e d wife, a tender 
mother, a Christ ian friend, s l e e p s ; a n d a pastor , whose l ife is 
d e e p e n e d a n d b r o a d e n e d a n d enriched by a gr ief s o grea t a n d 
lasting that n o future companionsh ip of w o m a n c a n even b e 
thought o f g o e s to his work with a new devot ion a n d the unc-
tion o f a new power. T h e r e is still a Cla ire t o guide the 



house, and the memory a n d influence of a saint to hallow all 
its walls, and chasten all its associations. 

T h e picture sweeps along, and presents to my imagination 
a resistless river, ca lm in its beginnings, but torn and turbulent 
as it proceeds , till it p lunges in a cataract and pas se s from m j 
s ight A l o n g its p a s s a g e are little barks, each bearing a mem-
ber of my fami ly—my brothers a n d s i s ters—separated from me 
a n d from each other by miles of distance, but every one moving 
toward the abyss that swallows them one by one. T h e di sease 
that takes m y sister Claire takes them all. E a c h arriving at 
her age pas se s away. E a c h reaching the Up of the cataract , 
lets g o the oars, tosses up helpless hands, m a k e s the fatal 
plunge, a n d the s o b surge and of the waters, wind-borne t o my 
shrinking ears, is all that is left to me. N o t all, for even now 
a rainbow s p a n s the chasm, to promise me that floods shall 
never overwhelm them again, a n d to prove to me that tears 
m a y b e informed with the s a m e heavenly light that shines in living 
flowers, and paints the c louds of sunrise. 

T h e noise of the cataract dies away in the distance, the 
river dissolves, and I sit inside a new and beautiful church. 
T h e old one has b e e n torn down to make way for a larger and 
better one. I t is communion-day, and behind the table on 
which is spread the Christian feast of commemorat ion sits my 
boyhood' s companion, my col lege friend, my brother and pastor, 
H e n r y Sanderson. T h e years have strewn silver over his tem-
ples and graven furrows upon his face , but earnestness , strength, 
and benignity are the breath and burden of his presence. An 
event is about to take place of great interest to him, to the 
church, and to a large circle of business men. Mr. Bradford, 
for the first time, publicly takes his s tand a m o n g the Christian 
family. H e is o ld now, and the c a n e which he used to carry for 
company, a n d as a habit, has b e c o m e a necessity. H e takes 
his p lace in the aisle, and by his side my own dear wife, who from 
her childhood has stood loyally by him and refused to unite 
with a church until he could do so. T h e creed has b e e n re-
vised. T h e r e f i nemen t s and elaborate def ini t ions a n d non-e» 

aential dogmas have been swept away, and the s imple old Apos-
tle's Creed , in which millions of disciples a n d saints have lived 
and died in the retiring centuries, is all that is r ead to him, and 
all to which he is ca l led upon t o respond. 

H o m e at l a s t ! R e c e i v e d into the fold where he has al-
ways be longed 1 A patriarch, s ea ted at the table of the L o r d 
from which he has been shut away by children in experience, 
wisdom, a n d p i e t y ! H e is my father now, the grandfather of 
m y children, and the little wife who has trusted him and bel ieved 
in him all her life has at last the supreme happiness of commun-
ing with him and her daughter in the holy festival-

Why d o I still watch the unrolling c a n v a s ? T h e scenes that 
c o m e and pas s are not painful to me, because they are all associ-
ated with precious memories a n d precious hopes , but t o those 
who read they must b e somber and saddening. Why tell of 
the news that reached me one d a y from Hil l sborough ? Why 
tell o f that which reached m e six months afterward from the 
same p l a c e ? T h e y s leep well and their graves are shrines. 
Why tell how Aunt Fl ick, from nursing one with malignant dis-
ease , c a m e home to die, and left undone a world of projected 
work ? Why tell how Mr. Bradford was at last left alone, and 
c a m e to p a s s the remnant of his life with m e ? Why tell of 
another shadow that descended upon T h e Mans ion , a n d how, 
in its dark folds, the lovely mother of my friend d i sappeared ? 

I t is the story of the world. We are born, we grow to man-
hood and womanhood, we marry, we work, we die. T h e gene-
rations c o m e and go, and they c o m e without call and g o with-
out significance if there b e not a confident hope and expectat ion 
of something to follow, so grand and sweet and beautiful that 
we can look upon it all without misgiving or pain. Fai th draws 
the poison from every grief, takes the sting from every loss, and 
quenches the fire of every p a i n ; and only faith c a n d o i t 
Wisdom, science, power, learning—all these are as blind and 
impotent before the great problem of life a s ignorance and 
weakness. T h e feeblest girl, bel ieving in G o d and a hereafter, 
is an archangel by the side of the strongest man who questions 



her s imple fait!., a n d m o u n t s on wings where he s tumbles ia 
d o u b t a n d distress , or s inks in darkness . 

T o those o f two h o m e s who are living, through six l o n g and 
ever-memorable evenings, I h a v e read m y book, a n d now they 
are all with m e to-night a s I draw the chair to m y library-table, 
to write these c los ing paragraphs . T h e center o f the g roup 
is M r . Bradford, an old, o l d man , though he is still s trong 
enough to hold m y younges t upon his knee. H e n r y sits near 
him, talking with Millie, while the y o u n g p e o p l e a r e gathered 
m a distant corner , convers ing quietly a m o n g themse lves about 
the events I have for the first t ime fully unvei led to them. 
The i r talk d o e s not disturb me, for m y thoughts linger over 
what I have written, a n d I feel that the ta sk which h a s been 
such a delight to m e is s o o n to p a s s from my hands. N o work 
c a n c o m e to m e s o sweet a s this has been. I h a v e l ived my 
life a g a i n — a life s o full o f interest that it s e e m s a s if I could 
never tire of it, even though dea th should c o m e nearer a n d 
nearer to me, wait ing for m y consent to b e p u s h e d from the 
verge of earthly exis tence. 

I hear the quiet vo ices a round me. I k n o w where a n d what 
I am, but I c a n n o t resist the feel ing that there are more forms 
in the room than are visible to my eyes . I d o n o t look up, 
but to m e my library is full. T h o s e who a r e g o n e cannot have 
lost their interest in those who remain, a n d those who are g o n e 
outnumber us two to one. M y own, I a m sure, are c lo se about 
me , looking over my shoulder, a n d tracing with m e these clos-
ing words. T h e i r a rms are intertwined, they e x c h a n g e their 
thoughts a b o u t m e all unheard by m y c o a r s e senses , and I a m 
thrilled by a n influence which I do not understand. M y sister 
sits by the side o f her husband unseen, a n d l i s tens to the words 
which he is speak ing to my wife a n d hears her own n a m e pro-
n o u n c e d with grateful tenderness . M r . B r a d f o r d has a com-
panion older than the little o n e who sits u p o n his k n e e a n d 
p lays with his great g o l d chain, but s e e s her not. T h e r e are 

wistful, sympathet ic f a c e s a m o n g the children, * n d they cannot 
know why they are s o quiet , or what spell it is that holds them. 
A severe, rest less little woman watches her g r a n d s o n with 
g reedy eyes , or l ooks a round u p o n those she o n c e had within 
her power, but regards us all in impotent s i lence. O f them, 
but apart , c o m p a n i o n s in the new life a s they were in the old, 
a r e two who c o m e to visit their b o y s a g a i n — b o y s growing o ld 
in labor a n d prepar ing to jo in them in another school , a m o n g 
higher hills a n d purer a tmospheres , or to b e led by them to the 
tented shores o f the R i v e r of the Water o f L i f e . T h e two 
worlds h a v e c o m e s o near together that they mingle, a n d 
there a r e shadows around me, a n d whispers a b o v e me , and 
the rustle o f r o b e s that tell m e that l i fe is one, a n d the love of 
kindred a n d fr iends e t e r n a l 

T o morrow, ah ! go lden t o morrow ! T h a n k G o d for the h o p e 
o f i t coming , with all its duty a n d care , a n d work a n d ministry, 
and all its a p p e a l s to manl ines s a n d m a n l y e n d e a v o r ! T h a n k 
G o d , too, for the long diss ipat ion o f the d r e a m s o f selfish ease 
and luxury ! L i f e h a s n o s ignif icance to me, s a v e a s the thea-
ter in which m y powers a r e deve loped and discipl ined b y use, 
and m a d e fruitful in secur ing my own i n d e p e n d e n c e and the 
g o o d of those a round me , or a s the s c e n e in which I a m fitted 
for the work a n d worship of the world beyond. T h e little 
o n e s a n d the large ones of m y own flock are crowding m e 
along. S o o n they will have my p lace . I do not pity, I a lmost 
envy them. L i f e is s o grand, so beauti ful , s o full of meaning, 
s o splendid in i ts opportuni t ie s for act ion, s o hopefu l in its high 
results, that, de sp i t e all i ts sorrows, I would willingly l ive it oves 
i g a i n . 

G o o d - n i g h t ! 




