68 BERTHA PERCY.

left the village, that Margery’s husband had left her and:
that she was letting lgflging rooms to support herself.”

And the best thing we could hope has come about from
their meeting, for we have secured a pleasant home with an
old friend.

Margery lives far away from here, on quite the other side
of the city, in a pleasant old house, of which she has the
whole. Her husband a worthless drunkard has deserted
her, after making her endure much suffering, and she sup-
ports herself very comfortably by letting out the rooms of
her house, all the front of it, comprising nine or ten rooms,
(for it is an old fashioned mansion built when land was
plenty and is a double house, with large airy halls running
throngh it,) all of this part is rented out as offices.

“But the back-building is eut up into five or six of the most
comical looking little Tooms, you ever saw and is entirely
vaeant,” says Stuart.

“ Yes, and the best of it is, it has not a particle of con-
neetion with the front part, save by one door, which you
reach after many twists, and turns, through a small dark
entry, which leads from the immense oaken stair-way in the
front, you meed never go that way at all for there is the
nicest way through the garden to the side street,” declares
Lela whom the idea of thus being able to seclude ourselves
from observation rather pleases.

¢« And then mamma,” broke in Cora, who had been one of
the party of inspection, ‘‘and then, there is a splendid great
garden, with a high stone wall all round it, and a summer-
house in the centre, and it reaches away back, not the
summer-house, but the yard you know, to a little street, and
Elm street lies at the side of it. And there are all sorts of
nice froit trees in it, and we can make a splendid garden in
the summer, for it will be all our own, because the windows
that look ont on it are never opened, have not been for so
many years indeed that the grape-vines of which there are a
dozen, have grown thickly over them, so you could not get
the shutters open if you were to try ever so hard. They get
their light in those rooms from the side street on the east,
and a little side yard on -the west, for the house stands all
alone. And the great hall door at the back has been bar-
ricaded for ages, Margery says, and has shelves built across
it on the inside. So you see nobody can have this splendid
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old garden but us, and we can work and playin it and climb
trees and all sorts of things, and no horrid old men can
be peeping at us at all, I think if is grand.”

¢ Bspecially the climbing trees,” says Stuart laughing.

¢ Oh I dare say you will be glad enough to climb them
next summer, when they are hanging full of all kinds of
good fruit, looking for all the world as though they were
saying, ‘come and eat me,” and wont I1”

And from Cora’s wild talk, and Nora and Stuart’s more
reliable accounts T think it will be a happy exchange.

“ So to-morrow I’ll jist give them rooms a taring down
washing, and you ’rite a letter for Ally to send on them ar
things, and by the first of May we’ll be all fixed the best
kind,” says Milly.

So now Marion and I work early and late with thankfal
hearts trying to finish the work we have on hand, for of
course we will not be able to take any more from here, when
we move so far away.

The children are wild with delight at the idea of the
garden, which Cora paints to them so gloriously.

¢ Not because it is pretty at all, for it is barren and grey,
but because it is so immense, and will be a place to run in
and breathe fresh air, whenever we like,” she says.

But still they are in a perplexed state of mind as to
whether it is right to be very glad, over what is to take
them away from kind Mrs. MacKay.

CHAPTER XI.

Maron 25.

WE have been settled nearly one whole week—have bidden

good-bye to Mrs. MacKay, Marion and Stuart going to Jane’s
wedding for a while.

Then, while Marion and I still worked steadily finishing

shirts, Milly with the aid of all the rest, unpacked, cleaned

and put in their places, the furniture which Allison for-
warded.
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And then, when all was ready we had such a glad home-

i S i red each other closely, but

coming—tears and smiles followe 5 :
they'were tears of—‘‘ Joy which never hurts one at-all,” quote
Cofr;d I am fain to confess now when there is a remedy for
the evil, how often it has given me the heart-ache to know
my - children were pining and fading, in our close, uncom-
¢ ers. g ;
fm{taé}(}zlgu;l: the color becoming fainter and fainter, in their
faces, and that grave quiet look upon brow and eye, which
seems like the shadow of poverty, and ever follows her very
closely. That same grave hopeless kind of drooping of the
whole figure, which one so often sees In children hrought up
in the lanes and alleys of great cities—a want of sunshine.

Thank God we are:where we have plenty of fresh air, and
where the beams of the sun can shine full and free upon us,
and not creep in once in a while, in slender straggling beams,
as though it only came to mock us by a reminder of how
very bright it shone clsewhere. : ;

This gradual fading away was more entirely true of Marion
and Cora, than the others. Of the latter because she needed
the sunshine as verily as the flowers do.  Although she was
merry and saucy the livelong day : for a long while I have
felt as though her gay talk was from mere force of habit, and
then her smiles were fewer than they once were.

Dear child the old weed-grown garden, will be a very
oood thing for her. For the forest has been her home and
the green Jawn her play-gtoud almost all her life, and the
birds and flowers her companions, and the winds which
swung her in the tall trees, or blew her curls over her eyes
when she ran races with it, the play-fellow she loved best.

Indeed Walter’s pet name for her was always * Birdie.” *

And Marion has had so much of the care of our lives upon
her, although I have striven very earnestly that it shonld not
be s0, yet she seems to know by intuition all that troubles
me. I could not bear to have my darling’s life so saddened
and still T could not help it.

She has kept so smilingly cheerful a face all day, and atl
night I have been so wearied, that of late I have forgotten
to watch her as I ought, but now as I write she is stretched
upon the lounge, every limb relaxed aud her whole figure
having a look of utter weariness about it, that it breaks my
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aeart to see. And as the rays of my lamp fall upon lier face
it looks so changed, so very pale !

Now that she is unconscious of mamma’s gaze, the smiles
are all gone. There is a grave wearied look resting upon
the brow—the mouth has a thoughtfal exhausted look in the
lines that are drawn round it, and the lips are compressed as
if in pain.

She lies in a deep sleep, with her little hands clasped
lightly over ber breast, and it seems almost as if death had
stolen in while we sat here, and when I did not know it
stolen my darling away. It can not be, God will not so
crush me | :

I have carried her like a little child and laid her upon her
bed, and so deep is her sleep she scarcely was disturbed.

Leanore has never uttered a complaint since that first
night, but I think I could better bear her bitter words than
see the tightly closed lips and know she does not complain
becanse she has vowed she will not. _

She has the stern proud will which seems to belong like
an heir-loom to the Perey blood, and she will endure the
worst henceforth in silence.

But her cheek grows white, and her eyes larger and more”
intensely black, and almost startle you now they have lost the
dove-like look which was the one thing in her like Marion,
although even-that was so utterly different.

The mild hazel light of the one told of a meek spirit with-

in, while the other’s only looked lovingly upon those they
loved. . :
Now they have a defiant haughty look which is not right.
But I know if we can once get her to sing as of old, all will
be right. I did not think the saddest thing would have
power to still my Leanore’s voice, we used to say her father
and I—

‘It our queen could not sing she would pine and die,”
but now she never of her own accord sings one note.

I wonder whether the new comforts and the pleasantness of
this old house will not win her back to gentleness once more.

It is a queer old rambling house with odd gable ends in
which are perched quizzical little three-cornered rooms, there
are six of them surrounding or rather jutting off from the
one large room of our establishment. With the front of the
house we have nothing to do.
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Our own part is in the back building, and from the gar-
den which is on every, orat least three sides of it, it presents
a strange appearance looking as though it was rmmmg.olf
from the square solid front building, which stands frowning
upon its oddity. :

On the front stairway you are obliged to .push away a
panuel in the oaked wall before you know there is any getting
into the back building, this leads into the dark crooked entry
of which Lela spoke, and this we mean to keep always
closed.

The room you enter from this entry is our one large room,
and is a low ceilinged hard -finished wall, painted what was
once rose-colour, butis very faint now a days.

This room looks gay as possible filled with the pretty fur-
niture which I took such pains to choose long ago, for my
poor old Fenton. . :

The covers are chintz decked out with moss rose buds and
green leaves, and the carpet is a beautiful ruby with green
acorn cups all over it, and Walter declared the day we bought
it, laughing at me, :

“ Such a treasure of a carpet never was seen before, for
it suited everything else so exactly that we had no diffienlty
choosing the furniture or curtains after we once lit upon it.”

And the best of it is that as the rooms it was purchased
for, are large, this carpet covers nicely every one of our apart-
ments, save one, and that we mean for kitchen and dining
room, because it is almost as large as our sitting room, and
goes the whole length of allgthe rest, at the back of the house,
very long and very narrow. We are getting quite grand

with s many rooms, if they are of the most miniature size.
Then we have upon the walls our two pictures.

Our pink window-shades with neat mull veils, cast over
all a pleasant hue which is ‘‘ coleur de rose.”

On the mantel shelf are some pretty statuettes and-a set

of chess-men, upon the little stand between the windows a
set of books in rare old English bindings, they are the writ-
ings of four poets in their original tongues, Tasso, Dante,
Goethe and Schiller, hanging beside them is Lela’s guitar,
All of these which are now our only ornaments, were the
last gifts of papa “‘to his dearest children,” given the last
time he came home from Washington,—to return never
more ! this was why we kept them.
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But the telling o’er these things, makes me forget my
good resolution to put away the past, and go bravely on.

Oh they are such welcome holds upon departed happiness,
that spite of my best endeavors, they spread open wide the
flood-gates of memory, and cause a mighty surging wave
from the by-gone to sweep ruthlessly over me.——

There are six three-cornered rooms all of them surround-
ing this larger one, and all but two opening directly into it.
To get to some of them you mount a couple of steps, to
get to others, you descend two or three equally crooked
ones.

One, looks as though in the olden time when this house was
the residence of some lordly owner, it had been used as the
place where the huntsmen’s instruments were kept.

One opposite, must have been my lady’s pantry, where her
good thiugs were stored away. This room, fixed with some
of our third-story attic furniture and a bit of our bright car-
pet, is the home of Marion and one of her little sisters.
Stuart and Howard have the other. Then in a rather larger
room, which has poor Fenton’s furniture, a cottage set, (and
so pretty,) Land baby and another of the little ones sleep.
Lela and Cora have their room one step down out of mine,
and Milly has made a trade of our wardrobe for which we
had no room, and gotten instead = nice iron bedstead for
them, Milly and all our luggage are stowed away in a loft
over head.

So that spite of our large family and. little rooms, we
have still two to spare, but no maiter, better too much
than too little. 'We are so comfortable, we can scarcely
be grateful enough for so much mercy.

At every window there is a small verandah, which, Cora
says, exultantly,

““Shall be so full of heautiful flowers in the summer.”
From these we have a full view of the garden which is realy
immense. It was a matter of exceeding surprise to me,
how it was possible for this old house to have stood untouched
save by the finger of time, which has turned it grey and
mossy, in the heart of a great city, where land is sold by
the foot, at such vast amounnts. But Margery says,

‘It is a suit in chancery, and likely to be for the next -
hundred years, it is said. And asnobody can claim it legally,
no one is authorized to ask rent for it.”’

7
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And so, some of the lawyers or Judgpsavivlsx:l)mhnve it in
hand rent it to Margery for & merely nomin A e
Thus the old country mansion with its mci lfcmemo "
and solemn grand old garden, stands the sole
for%?:tiehi :Ef' entrance, at each side of the greﬁ.t_hail1 do&r{,I
thérc zﬁ-e two) very small rooms, which I Suppoganlél of]ihese
time were the waiting rooms of the house.
M‘fﬁgr{efﬂz liz’ a doctor, and the other one I have fg:ﬁlf, )
becanse it is within call of every one, thou'ght;t:méi ng;: vl
Thus we are fixed most comfortahlyf" we fgr it
years. We have now only to be anxious

which to support all this style.

MarcH 28.

i y tirely unnecessary, she
s foars for Marion were not en )
is ?:Eieie; quite sick, paying the penalt},‘cl)f hﬁr 1:3?'[‘1]&;':)];:;
;ife for the last few months, now whent :} bl s :;:.;thi'n” abors
ivings has come. It seems to hing 2
.anﬁ ﬁfm?ﬁat entire prostration of t-l}e ner\m‘]is s,ys;:izll
iz\n}%ch isyoften the result of long continued and unu
¢ ivest thing on earth to me, as she
Jine, she looks the fairest thing
l'e?\a;’liltll?%er hands meekly folded on her breast. ‘We hope
1er\;' careful nursing will soon restore her. ARl o
v The rest are all very well, Stuart is already muc| ¥
provéd and the children have the wildest of romps in the
araden. i :

de%}'TOﬁ %geielwe all fruit and the vines are are .all %rape,
<o we will have lots of good things in summer time,” pro-
phecies Howard. .
ph]e?c;zi Margery’s ill health is a sad sprrms{rl to tE: aﬁi&ﬁﬁi

: B -
’ uisite cleaning and keeping 1n orde 8
;Egmge%f which she has charge, is almost more than she is

o] :
abllgot;'egni{ll'lmi wish she could go home to the village, but
i is unwilling to do. :
thl‘s‘s}“ilo ot want to see my old companions and home,
il T go back to die,”’ she says. g

untl!t m-fkes my heart ache to see my pretty village belle,
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the ¢ country beauty ” they used to eall her, so sadly broken
down. Oh it is a sad thing to be a drunkard’s wife, and
must wear the heart out of one, especially if it is the elected
of our early love, who has grown to be that loathsome
thing. *

Milly is a very fairy, although not of the Titania order,
and keeps us in a state of wonderment as to where her re-
sources come from, she always was a famous manager, but
now I know, although it would break her heart to let her
think T suspected it, that she is spending her own hard
savings to help support us. -

Appir, 18,
to sit up. Our troubles,
the burden, seem for the most

Marion is much better—ahle
thanks to Him who beareth
part past.

We are so nicely fixed in our new home, which is such a
““little heaven,” after the horrors of the last.

Then too, our anxiety in another way is over, for we have
work now, which Margery, who from her long residence in
the city and knowledge of its ways, has procured for us.

*“If you only had some embroidery finished, such as you
used to have, it would sell so,” she said.

““I have, Margery, a quantity, some entirely new, and
others but little worn, if you think they”

~ ““Oh! ma’am you are not*going to sell your own things !
oh no, please not, that’s worse than all,’” said she in great
distress. ,

“ Why my good girl,”” T answered, poor folks must not
dress in purple and fine linen, and besides if I counld afford
it, a widow’s dress does not allow laces and French work,
the plainer it is the better.”

“Oh yes ma’am, to be sure,
could”

‘“Yes, yes, we will keep as much a
ever need to go out in,” I said, .

‘“Oh dear lady do not talk like that, it breaks my heart.”

“But it is troe nevertheless, Margery, they will most

likely always be too busy to care very much for the fine
things their mother once wore.”

but the young ladies

8 poor sewing girls will
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10 end of it all was, Margery took some 9f them to
a fﬁggéﬁ who is a fashionalf)le nlllodlisté. f{l I;g;fe given up too

ing el pain for the loss ol these.
mﬁflty‘::;n;, S\:-';(?kfzgggol she took them and they have 1101]; only
met a ready sale, but she has hropght back an orders 01'1 aE
embroidered skirt, with the promise of pretty steadyl%m13 Oi :
ment. As long as this lasts we can do very well. How e‘\J :
I will not work at this fine work after daylight is glgomlz, u]1
rest my eyes and give Stuart and the three older girls 31 esiso
in Grerman every evening. The others have their regular les-

sons through the day.

CHAPTER XIL

Arrin 20.
time to write down

I am so engaged I have hardly any 1
our da,ily]ife,?i.s I had intended. Stuart has been gomg‘to
school for nearly a month, but before he goes in the morn-
ing he does a great deal towards making a garden. And
the children most vigorously employ their spare fime .through
the day in finishing what he has commenced ; weeding, and
stoning the particular bed which Stuart has dug up in the
morning, constitutes their very important business after study
hours. et

We are very systematic and have an hour for every thing,
and in this way get along nicely. -

We are . early risers too, and eat our breakfast, almost as
soon as the sun bethinks to warm the noses of the far-away
mountains ; or over them to peer with his just opened eyes,
into our humble grey old garden. - 4

And through the day, that my daughters may neither o
them he over wearied with sewing, I make them in turns, b_e~
come the instruetors of the younger ones, th?u for a wl_nle
my assistants, then one at a time to aid Milly in her multito-
dinous duties. : :

Thus an hour at one thing and then at another, nothing
grows very monetonous, and they work like a hive of cheer~
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fal bees, not one single drone in the hive, save only haby,
who has a right.

We speak French all day, and in the evening after the
children from Howard down are in bed, we learn German
for a couple of hours—and then until ten which is our inva-
riable hour for retiring—while we knit or do some work which
does not try our eyes, Stuart reads us some instructive book,
which he has brought from the school library.

We haye but one thing to trouble us, that is Margery’s
failing health, which makes us fear she can not much longer
endure the labor necessary to the charge of this house.

She is very desirous that we should take it off her hands
and allow her to do something which will require less exer-
tion than this.

1t is only the walking about and sweeping which hurts
me,” she says. I do not know what would be best to do.

We have all felt badly about one thing—and that is;
Stuart’s being obliged to still go so poorly appareled to
school.

I have thought much about this, for although he never
hints such a thing, I am very sure the slights he receives on
account of his shabby appearance, not alone from the boys,
but I fear sometimes from the teacher, depresses his spirits,
although he strives, earnestly, and manfully, against such a
feeling : still he would not be human were not such taunts and
sneers sufficient to sting him, even though he feigns not to
regard them at all. I know were his mind free from all this
petty vexation, he would improve even more rapidly than he
does now.

I had intended to keep the remainder of the little sum
lefs by Mrs. Aldrich, as a foundation upon which in the
future we might“by strict economy and great endeavors, raise
a gufficient -sum to send him one year at least to college.
This was her cherished scheme, nourished amidst bitter
poverty, and it shall be ours.

But now,because this present want seemed more urgent
than anything in the fature could, I have takenthe money and
am going to give it to Milly to purchase an entire suit for him.
Dear boy how proud I will feel ; how proud we shall all feel
to see him dressed like—what he is, a true born gentleman.

This is to be a secret, for did he know we dreamed of

7*




