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MISS BASHBY.

SENT BY MISS MARTHA PERKINS, BELLEVILLE, ONT.

“The old Bee-hive is a-goin’ to be tore
down,” said Keturah, aa she placed a plate
of buckwhes$ oakes on the break/ast table,

¢ The Beo-hive torn down 1 " said mother,
¢ Why, Keturah, who told you1”

st Jonea’s boy, when he kem to borrer
the wheelbarrer. He says, sayshe, ‘They're
a-goin’ to tear down the old Bee-hive;’
and time enough too, says I; it ain't been
fit !ot"hmun creeters to live in this long

¢ Edward,” sald mother, ‘have you
heard an of this? " i

FPather alowly emerged from the depths of
bis morning paper. * What!Ob, the old
‘Weatherbee plsce ! Yes, I believe the town
hax decided that it ia unsie o live in, and
20 better be torn down.”

¢ Poor Miss Bashby!” said mother
$ What will becows of her?”

¢t Poor-house, most likely,” answered fa-
&r dreamily, again absorbed in the atock-

The 0'd Weatherbee house, or the Bes-
hivs, aa it was called, stood on a hill just «$
the cutakirts of the village. A winding
lane led up to it from the main stroel, a
lane that in summer was a tangle of black-
berry and sweet-brier bushes, with heresnd
there a gnarled oak-troe leaning against the
old thywnll. People paid toa e
onoe & avenue that led o
vrindinp to the fine bouse on tgo

Bat the onoe fine botse was now a delapi-
dated old builc}‘inﬁf. and only a oart track
wound up the hill among the tangle of neg-
locted trees and shrubs. It was & two-
storied, squarely-bullt house, witkh kb
chimneys, snd small diamond.paned win-
dows. A flight of stope steps led up to the
front door, and a long L, connected the main
house with huge barns and cuthionses.

But the ows wero broken, a of
the main roof had fallen ip, and only two
low rooms in the I had been batitabis for
mwg years. There, Miss Bathaheba and
her invalid aister, A{ise Patience, bad lived,
dependent for their daily bread cn the pit-
tance the two carned by plain sawing and
the kindly charity of the neighbors.

AMiss Patience, who, Miss Bashly often

acornfully declaved, ‘‘hadn't a bit of
Weather ride in bher,” received grate-
fully the of friends, Lut Miss

by could not forget that aho was »
Weatherbee, and accepled what was given
her more as her right than as a gift.

Oitrn m ther sent us children up the loag
lane %o the old house, with some little deli-
cacy to tampt tho appetite of the iavalid.
1dreaded, yot was hilf glad to go. The
old_houre, and the two tall women with
their queer, old-time ways, had a strargs
fascioation for me.

AsT 3t00d ou the worn steps, hocku;s’
at tho dooT, and heard the slow treed of o
Miss Bashby echciocg down the long pes.
sage, I-felt like placing my baakct on the
door-ail], and reaniog away.

¢t What do you want, child1”

*‘ Dlease Miss—~Aiss Weatherbeo—mother
acnt you this.”

“Oh1” said 'ss Basbby, calmly, as aho
1iftad the snowy napkin, **jelly ! It looks
nioes I hope it will aste as good asitlooks.
Tell your mother that the 1ast she 2ent was
ali 0 too strong of lemoa; Thope hie 3s

bester.

Thea the 30ft volos of Mise Fatience
floated out throsgh the doorway; *‘is that
you, Sadic Allen? Tell Ynnr mother, doar,
thatwa aro very thankfuol for her kindnees.”
Then Misa by shut the door with an
emphatic bang, and I knew, ax well ax 3t I

had heard it, that Misy Patienco wasrecelv-
ing a lecture, ropeated for the five-hun-
dredth time, on her want of vride.

At lmt one day, poor Miss Datience,
weary of life, slipped out of it ?nietly. and
was lald to sleep with the rest of ler grand
family In the great Weatherbes tomb,

I'have no doubt Miss Bashby sorrowed
long “aaid bitterly for her sister, but the
tears abe' if any, were all in secret ; o
oDe over AW wevp. An extra bow of
black on the old-fashioned bonuet ; asterner
set to the thin lipe ; & fow added crow’s feet
under the cold gray eyes—that was all,

And now the old house was to be torn
down—not fit to live in—but what could be
St o M Sl N e
ofthoc ARy Sym, or her,
but mothar's tender heart was tmu{hed. “If
she bas to go to the poor-bouse it will be
the death of ber,” sbe said.

44 0 children, don't you think ws cughtto
ask hsr to spend the winter with us? I
can't bear the thonght of her going to the

r-house.”

¢ Why, Mother Allen !” was the univer-
sl exclamation, *‘ how can we?”

“0Oh1I dea't like her,” said Ned, graflly,
“‘ahe is 30 horribly proud.”

“0 mother!” 1 said, *“do you really
think Jye ought? Jsn't there soms other
way ?

Y

¢ Never mind,” said mother, pleasantly;
¢ we will say no more about it. Perbape it
wounldn't be best. I shall not ask her uniess
you are all willing.”

But tho mext dsy there were signs of
capitulation among ue, Stravge to say, our
big boy, Ned, was the first to surrender.

*tSse here, mother,” he sid, “I don't
want to bea mean. Iet ber come. I can
stand it if the rest can.”

Will said gnietly, “Poor old thing! 1
dea’t care if Ned doesn's.”

Thea I, too, said, but with a foreboding
beart, ¢ We will try and get along some
“ﬁ”

t there still remained ops tower of
strength to storm.

When Keturah beard of it, ahe exclaimed,

4The Lord lovo us ! Comin' here? Notif]P

1 kpowit! Now, Mis' Allen, do bereascn-
ablel I've lived with ys more'n fiftcen
yoar—n most all the children—helped
fetch ‘em through the whonpin"-cough,
measies and ot cetery, but as for havin’ that
mean old creetur™—

4*Keturah 1” sald mother, warningly—
then the ketchen door was ahut, and only
the oocasional sound of mother's pleading
voice and Ketorah's 20gry miffs came to s
{rom the sorne of battle.

YWhen motber came out of the kitchen
some half hour later, wo knew by the quiet
smile on her face, and tho 2cbdued rattle of
diches from Keturah's domain, that the lat-
ter was vanquished,

So the very next day Miss Baabdy came.
We gave her the south bed-room, and had
an open and a cosey armzhair bealde it,
ready to welcome her, But if an idoa that
she woold ahow any sn‘.itudobsd creptisto
our minds, wowere doctned to disappoint.
ment. Hoping ahe wonld say that ate
was pl with her room, I walked 2oltd
by tho door, aad glanced in, She wax atand.
iagby the dainty bed, cloecly eramlaing
the sheets and pll 0% OReCS.

*“H'm, h'm,"” I heard her mutter, “collcx,
all of ‘em; gentlclolks used linen in my
dn{i‘ and thes ahesighed heavily.

everythi

and we got on very well. Koturah was
most patient of us all, and won golden
oplalons from mother. boys were
courteous and respectful, and said very litfle
to Mias Bashby ; I think they were half
afraid of her, Little Joey wo tried to kesp
out of her way altogether, as, tho only time
he visited her room, she said she didn't like
littlo boye. Dat the gaze of horlarge round
:ﬁctulu. and the sharp click of hor knit-

g needles, had a curious fascination for
the little man. Often when he was unusu-
ally quiet, on hunting him up, he was foond
just outside Miss Bashby's open door, Oace,
on coming to take him away, I heasd
ask solomnly, with his brown eyes fixed on
her wrinkled face:

*¢\What makes you look so, Miss Bashby?
You is all wizzled up) Is your skin too big
for you”

One day in J-nuary, a cold, clear, frosty
day, there came a letter saying Aunt Mary
was very ili,

After a hurried consultation, it was de.
clded that mother should atart at onoe for
Brunswick, were Aunt Mary lived, and that
futher should ;ooomgny her, After many
hasaty directions to Keturah and :me, they
started to catch the early traln. Mother's
1ast words were, *¢ Be kind to Misg Basbby. "

For s few days things went very well.
The boys were less unruly than usual, Mies
Bw' "y was quite amiable for Aer, and Ketu-
rsh was aa sunny as & May morping, Bat
alas | thoe pesce was of short duration.

Ope mm, in going down the_cellax
stairs, K slipped and s her
ankle, It was very painful, and poor Ketu-
rah, with many guS. and groans, could do
nothing but lie helpless oa the kitchen
lounge, end give directions about the werk,

¢ Returah,” I would questicn, as, with
sleeves rolled up and a long apronmom, I
weat resolutely to work, ¢ how much mo-
lasses do you put in the gingerbread 1,

“0 Mis je! Mise Sadie!” r
Keturah would groan, ¢‘only to think of e
a-lyin’ here like a log, and vou, such a
little spindlin’ creetur, a-dcin’ my work,
Oh dear ! Ob dear!”

“DBus, Keturah, do tell me how much
molasses, or I ahall never get the ginger-
bread done.”

¢“Oh land ! Briog me the jug and I'll
measure it for you. Goodness, child ! not
that two quartbowl } Whatare you thinkin®
of? Itonly takes a cupfoll. OLord! to
think of heturah Skioner ever comin’ to
this pass 1" and 20 oun during the long day.

Mise Bashby was jculatly di
able just at this crisds, No wonder she
complained of the cooking. Yoor Keturah,
1ying helpless on the lounge, couldn't see to
, and s0 the bread was heavy, the
pie-crast like dongh, and the coffee a very

unscttiod bererage.
The boys, goog fellows, laughed and joked

about it ; said they had never enjoyed any-
thing 30 much ia their lives. Buot Mim
Baahby—sho said nothing, but the gesture
ot dirgust with which ahe pusbed away ber
plate at table, and gatherlnf her ahawl
about her, marched msjestically to Lerrocm
and shut the door, was worse thananything
wehad to bear. Toor Keturah, with her
romise to mother fresh in lHer memory,
could only ahut her mouth resclutely and

One bright, cold Wednesday sfternoon,
K:turah, whose foot now allowed her to
hobble about a little, wag hel me finlah
the kitchen work, and Mis bty was
safely shot up in her den. when Will and
Neod tusbed pell-wmell into the kitchen with
a 1008 demand for Joey,

¢ Jast let us take him on the ioe a while!

We won't keep him long. It is such a
splendid day ; the ico is as firm as can be,
no danger atall. Get tho littlechapready,

that’s a good slater, and burry up about it;

‘e\\rﬁt il tioning look Ketaral,
vith & gues ook at
which ahe agmmd wgtb anempbaticnod, I
hatened to get tho little cap and mittens
and gray uleter, whils the proud owner of
theee boylsh ents danced aird cod
acd wriggled with 4 t, &l I ocomld
scarcely get them oo, ana I only had time
for a word of cantion before & grszd ymh
mma}f:{orthe door, and Joey was off* in
§'0 d Dr. Wilbur is a-bitchin® up his
team,” mid Ketural, ax she glanced om of
the window for a 1aat look at the retreating
boys. “Iguess some of them poor trash
over to Hingham'a Corner is took alck
They alwus yend for Dr, Wilbar, ‘cause he

o autamn days weat awiftly by, and

the cold, snowy days of winter came.  Mies
Basbby had been with us zow two mouths, !

alwus goos when they ’-:d] and he never
charges "om notkin’. Them kind is mighty

‘cate§”

Smiling at Keturah's philosophy, I .
tened my work of gotﬂng the kitchen tidy

Presently Miss by made her appear
auoe at the kitchen door,

¢ 8adie Allen,” sald she, solemnly ¢I'm
going to le down for my afternoon nap, If
any of the nelghbou shonld come in and in.
quire for me, don't disturb me on any ac-
count. I can't bo broken of my rest.” T'hen
sho shut ths door and walked slowly back
to her room.

“Land o' lovel” ssid Keturah, ¢Ef
any of the neighbors calll’ Lord help us!
Did you ever hear tho likes of thatt I

him § reek their askin' 1"

sKeturah ! Keturah 1" said 1, as grave.
1y aa I could, t.hou,h my lipe would twitch
in apite of me. **Dow’t you forget what
mother said about”—

¢ Now, Sadie Lllen,"” retorted my irste
help, “you know X wouldn't 30 much 1
hurt a spear of her hair, snd ahe ain't got
any ; but she is mostawiul aggravatin', that
you'll allow.”

Yes, X wonld allow that.

Bat hark 1 What waa that t Loud shouts,
followed by an ominous silence, and thena
wild, oonfused murmur of ateps and voices.,
Ketursh and I gazed at each other in dis.
mey. Suddealy the kitchen door opened,

Will, with cap and ooat off, with dis.
hevelled .hkir, and face as white as death,
staggered into the room and flung himself
into a chair, oovering his face with hir

« W11 " said I, breathlassl
«\Vill Allen 1" gospad
10 his side and tearin
his face. ** What lsit? Tell us quick :”

“Qhny" the poor boy. * O mo-
ther! 1 And your left him in my
care! O Joey! Joey!”

«\Vhat about Joey? O Will, wbat hu
hap; to Joey 1"

*“Drowned 1" said Will 4 tely.

¢ YWent down through a bre g-hole,
They fished him out, but, oh dear! hes
de&i Oh Joey ! Jcey! They'rs tringing
himbome"——

There was a aamping of fcet oulside the
door, and & crowd of men and boys entered,
one of them bearing a dripping, half-froxa
burden in his arms, .

Was that our Joey ?—the little whito face
set and rigid, the amall hands hanging help-
I1caaly down, the brown eyes closed, and tbe
long bair, wet and ahinlog, flung back over
the dripping clothes.

«“Poor littlo chap!"” sid the burden-
bearer, in a choking voics, ¢ Gness bLels
dope for.  You see, he went in undersofar,
and we conldn’t"—— Here his voice grew
husky, and he tarned awsy his face fromus,

«Qilord1.0 Lord 1" wailed Eeturah.
¢ What shall we do? Somebedy run for
the doctor—somebody get ' to give
him—aomebody”—and she wrung her hands
halplesmly. . .

Noone moved, The man atill held his
drippiog burden ; the crowd waited, awed
tosilence. 1 atood like a stome, my head
whirling, my senses {ast leaving me, when
a naw acter appeaned on the .

4 (What's afl this?" sald a n.hrrnvom.
and Miss Baahby's head was thrust in atthe
door.

She took in the situation instantly.

¢ Ketarak Skinper,” she ssid, in a com-
manding voice, ** take the child and cany
him inlo my room. Sarah Allen, get tbe

aclasors and cut all his clothes off m
quick as you can and wrap him up in blaz-
kete. Will stop crylag, axd run ugn\ln
for the brandy! Jim Spooner, go for Dr.
VWilbur as fast a8 ever you went—he's just
started for Hingham's Corners—run actos
jots and head himofft. Dead? Reaballzot
diel ot water, Keturah ; hot bricks—
everythisg bot! Now clear out, every ...
czeofyon” (surning to thecrowd) ' yomcant
do any good here 1

Ob, how we woczed ! we rolled the poor
little body in Dblankets; we applied hot
bricks and hot water; wo Tubbed the icy
limbe. .

Ten minunies wentby—iwanty. ¢ O Min
Bashby,” I sobbed, **he will never wakel
never 1

<t Hush, ¢hild 1” she aid, and her voice
way softer than I hed ever heard it; 'l
think we aball bring him too, There!1 do
beliave he breathes a little—don't :to&‘t
minnte, keep right on working, Yes, Im
sure of it 1"

O, what a moment of suspense that wasl
Snnlz ho breatbed. ' O God, only let him

ve ]

“Yes," mid Keturah, hysterioally, “‘jot

38 JUTS a8 ;ou‘n » born sinner, ic’s comin’
ontofitl’
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