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Choice Literature.
- _ JACK.,

Ehizabeth Stuart Phelps, author of ** The Gates Ajar,’
etc., 1s the wntes of the lolluming powerful 1ale, illustrative

of the ruin wrought by the dnok curse. It appears in the
June numberof ZAe Century:

Jack was a Fairharbor boy. This might be to say any of
several things 3 but it is at least suse to say one,—~he was a
fisherman, and the son of a fisherman.

When people of another sort than Jack’s have told their
carthly story through, the biography, the memorial, the
obituary remains. Our poet, preactier, healer, palitician,
and the rest pass on to this polite sequel which soziety has
ordained for human existence. \When Jack di- ., he stups,
We find the fisherman squeczed into some corner aof the
accident column : ** Washe overboard,” or ** Lost in the
fog,” and that is the whole of it. He ends just there.
There is no more Jack. No fellow members in the Sociely
for Something-or-Nothing pass resolutions to his credit, and
the consolation of his famuly, No funeral discourse is
preached over him and pr vatly printed at the request of
the parishioners. The columns of thereligious weekly to
which he did not subscribe cuntain no obiwary skeiches
signed by the initials of friends not thought to be too
afilicted to speak a ycod word for a dead man.  From the
press of the neighbowing city no thin memorial volume
sacred to his virtues and stone blind to his defects shall ever
issue, Jack peeds a bivgrapher.  Such the writer of this
sketch would fain aspire to be.

Jack was born at sea. His father was bringing his mother
home from a visit at a halfsister’s in Nuva Scoua, for Jack’s
mother was one of those homesick, clannish peuple who
pine without their relations as much as some of us pine witu
them ; and even a half sister was worth more to her in her
fanciful and feecble coudition than a whole une is apt to be
to bolder souls.

She madc her visit at her half-sister’s, and they had talked
over receipts, and compared yeast, and cut out baby things,
and turned dresses, and dyed flannel, and gone to prayer
meelings together ; and Jack’s mother was coming h me,
partly because Jack's father came tor her, and partly because
he happened to come sober, which was a gieat pont, and
partly Lecause the schooner had to sail, which was another,
~—she was coming home, at all events, wheb the gale struck
them. It was an uply blow. The little two-masted vessel
swamped, in short, at midnight of 2 moonlight night, ff the
coast, just the other side of sceing Cape Ann light  The
crew were picked up by a three master, and taken hume,
Aboard the threcemaster, in fright and chill and siorm, the
little bay was born. They always put it that he was born in
Fairharbor. In fact, he was born rounding Eastern Point.
¢ The toughest place 10 be boraed in this side o Torment,”

Jack’s father said.  But Jack’s mother said nothing at all.

Jack’s father kept sober till he got the muther and the
child safely into the little crumbling, gray cottage in half
of whose meagre dimensions the lanuly kept up the illusion
which they called hume, Then, for trwh cumpels me, 1
must state that Jack's father went straightway out upun
what, in even less ub-cure circles, it is customary to call ** a
tear.” There scems to be something 1n the savage, incisive
fitness of this word which has oversidden all mere distine.
tions of class or culture, and must ultimately make it a

classic in the language. ** 1've stood it long as I ken siand,
an! I'm goin’ un a tear,—I'm a-guin’ on a nefa nal tear,”
said Jack's father to his cldest dury-mate, 2 fetiow he had a
fecling for, much as you would for an var you had handied
a good many ycars; or perhaps a sail that you were used
10, 204 had patched and watched and knew the csacks in i,
and the colour of it, and when it was likely to give way,
and whereabouts it would hold.

In fact that proved to be, 1in deed and truth, an eternal
tear for Jack's father. Drunk as a fisherman could be,--
and that is saying a-good dzal,—he reshipped that night,
knowing not whether nor why, nor indeed knowing that
the decd was done; and when he came to himselt he was
twelve hours out, on his way totne Banks of Newiovundisnd ;
and the young muther, with the baby on her arm., lovked
out of the frosty window over thc foot of her old bedsiead,
and watched for him 10 cume, and did not hike to tell the
neighbours she was short ot fucl,

She was used to waiting—women are; Fairharlor
women always are.  But she had never waited so long be-
fore. And when, at the cnd of her waitiag, the old dury
mate came in one night and told her that 1t happened fall-
ing 1tv.a the mast because be was not suber enough to te up
there, Jack’s mother said she had always expected it.  But
she had not expected it all the same. We never expect
trauble, we only fearit.  And she had put the baby on the
cdge of the bed, and got upun her knees upon the floor, and
laid her face on the Laby, and tricd to say her prayers, —los
she was a pious little woman, not knowing any better, -
hut found she could not pray, she cried so.  And the old
dory-mate told her aot oy, but to cry as hard as she
could. And she told him he was very kind ; ani so she
did. For she was fond of her husband althaugh he gt
drunk ; because he got diunk, one is tempied to say. hier
heart had gone the way of the hearts of drankard’s wives ;
she had luved in pr-portion to het miscry, and gave un
cquation with what she lost. Al the woman in hes
mothered her husband when she could no longer wilely wor
ship him. When hc died she felt as it she had lost her
cldest child.  So, as I say, she kneeled with her face on the
baly, and cricd as if she had been the blessedest of wives.
Aftcrward she thought of this with sell-reproach. She sad
oge day to the old dory-mate :

** \When my ttouble came, 1did not pray to God. T'd
ocught to have. DBut I oaly cricd at Him.”

Jack bad comc into the wortd in a storm, and he began it
stormily. He was a big, roating baby, and he became a
testless boy.  1lis mother's gentle and uan.odified femini-
nity was wholly helpless before the prublem of this wholly
mascaline little oeing.

Shke sud jack needed 2 man to |

manage him. He smoked at six ; he lived in the stables
and on the wharves at cight ; hie came when he got ready,
and went when he pleased ; he obcycd when he (elt like it,
and when he was punished, he kicked. Once, inan im-
aginative moment, he bit her.

She sent him to pack mackerel, for they were put to it to
keep soul and body togetber, anid he brought home such
habits of speech as even the Faitharbor women had never
heard.  From her little boy, her baby,—not yet old enough
to be out of short trousers, and scarcely out of little sacks,
had he been yours, my Lady ; at the pretty age when one
still fastens lace collars round their necks, and has them
under shelter by datk, and hears thicir prayers, and chal-
lenges the breath of heaven lest it blow too rudely on some
delicate forming fibre of soul and body—from her little boy,
at eight years old, the mother first learned the abysses of
vulgarity in a scaport town.

It must be admitied that her education in this respect had
been defective.  She had always been one of the women in
whase presence her neighbours did not speak too carelessly.

But Jack’s mother had the kind of eyes which do not see
mire,—the meek, religivus, deep-blue eye which even grow-
ing sons respect while (hey strike the tears from at. At his
worst Jack regarded her as a species of sacred fact, much
like heaven ora hymn., Sometimes on Sunday nights he
stayed at home with her; he hked to hear her sing.  She
sang * Ruck of Ages,” in her best black alpaca with her
work-worn hands cressed upon the gingham apron, which
she put on to save the dress.

But ah, she said, Jack needed a man to manage him.
And one day whea she saud this, in spite of her gentle un-
cunsciousness, or because of it, the old dory-mate, to whom
she had said it, said he thoupht so tov, and said if she had
no objectivn he would like to be that man.

And the Faitharbor widow, who had never thought of
such a thing, said she didn't know as she bad ; for nubody
kaew, she saiu, how near to starving they had come; and
it was something to have a sober man.  So, on this reason-
able basis, Jack acquired a step-father, and his step-father
sent him strairhrway to the Grand Banks.

He meant it well enough, and perhaps it made no differ-
ence in the end.  But ]acﬁt was 2 little fellow to go fishing,
—only ten,  His first voyage was hard’; it was a March
vayage ; he got badly frostbitten, and the skipper was
rough. e was knocked about a good deal, and had the
measles by himself in his berth 3 and the men said they
didn't know they had brought a baby to the Banks, for they
were very busy ; and Jack laid and cried a htile, and thought
about his mother, and wished he hadn't kicked her, but for-
got it when he got well. So he swaggered about among the
men, as a boy does when he is the only onc in a crew, and
aped their talk, and shared their grog, and did their hard
work, ard learncd their songs, and came home with the
caily stages of moral ossification as well set in upon his
little heatt as a ten-year-heart allows,

The next voyage did not mend the matter ; nor the next.
And thou,h the old dury-mate was an houest fellow, he had
been mure successful as a dory-mate than he was as a step-
father. Heand Jack did not “ get on.”  Sometimes Jack’s
mother wondered ii she had needed a man 1o manage him ;
bt she never said so.  She was a goot wife, and she had
fuel enouch, now ; she only kissed Jack and said she meant
1t fur the best, and then she went away and sang *“ Rock of
Ages " to the tune of Martyn, very slow, and quite on the
wrong key. It scemed 1o make her feel better, poor thing.
Jacw, sometimes wondered why.

Wien he was twelve years old he came home from a
winter voyage one night, and got his psy for his share, —
boy's pay, yet, for a boy’s share; but bigger than 1t used to
be, —and aid not go home fust, but went rolhicking off with
a crowd of Portaguese. It was a2 Sunday night, and his
mother was expecting him, for she knew the boat was in.
His stepetather expected him too,—and his money: and
Jack knew that.  His mother had been sick, but Jack did
not know that ; she bad been vewy sick, and had asked for
him a great deal. There had been a baby, —born dead while
its fatuer was oft shore after cod,—and it had been very
cold weather ; and something had gone wrong.

At midmight of that might some one knucked at the door
of the crumbling cottage. The step-lather opened 1t ; he
tooked pale ana agitated. Seme boys were there 10 a con-
fused group; they bore what scemed to be a hifeless body
on a drag, or bob-sled ; 1t was Jack, dead drunk.

It was the first time,—he was only twelve,—and onc of
the Fairbarbor boys took the pipe from ms moath to ex-

lain
P He was trapped by a Porlygcc, and they've stole every
cent of him, 'n kicked hum out 'n let’ him, stranded hke a
monk fish, so me and the other fellers we borieyed a sled
and brung him hume, for we thought his motber’d rather.
He ain't dead, but he's just as drunk as if he was sixty !

The Fairtharbor buy mentioned this circumstance with a
kind of abnormal pride, as if such superior matunty were a

uict fur a comrade to make nute of. But jaci's step-
ather went out softly and shut the'door, and said :

** Lok here, boys, - -help me in with him, wdl you? Not
tha' way, llis mother’s in there,  She died an hour ago.”

And so the cursc of his heredity came upon ham., She
never koew, thank heaven. Her knowledge would have
been 2 kind of terrible furc-omniscience, if she had. She
would have no hope for hum from that huut.  Her expen
ence would have lcft her no illusions. The drunkard’s
wife would have cducated the drunkard’s mother too
“liber.lly " for that. She would have taken in the whole
scope and dctail of the future in onc midnight moment's
oreath, as a problem in the higher mathematics may rest
upon the width of a geometrical point. “But she did not
know. We say—1 mean it was oar fashion of saying—that
she did not know. God was merciful.  She bad asked for
Jack, it seemed, over and over, but did not complain of him
f.r not coming ; she never complained of Jack. She sad
the poo: boy mast have stayed somewhcere to have a pleasant
tume ; and she said they were to give her jove to him, if he
camc in while she was asleep. And then she askad her
husband to sing ** Rock of Ages ” for her, becanse she did
noticel very strong. e conldn’t sing, — more than a halibat,
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poor fellow; Lut he did not like to disappoint her, for he
thought she looked what he called * miser'ble ” ; so he sat
dowan by the bed, and rsised his hoarse, weather-beaten
voice to the tune of Martyn, as best he could, and mixed up
two verses inextricably with a line from ¢ Billy's on the
Bright Blue Sea,” which he added, because he saw he must
have something to 61l out, and it was all he could think of,
—Dbut she thanked him very gently, and said he sang quite
well 5 and said once more that he wasto give her lave ta Jack
and went to sleep afterward ; and, by and by, they could
not wake her (o see her boy of twelve brought to her drunk.

The curse of his heredity was upon him,  We may blame,
we may loathe, we may wonder, we may despair ; but we
must not forget.  There were enough to blame without re-
membering.  Jack, like all drunkards, soon learned this.
In fact he did not remember it very well himself,—not hav-
ing Leen acquainted wath s father ; and never sentimen
talized over himself, nor whined for his Lad luck,—but
awned up to his sins, with the tluataess of an honest, bad
fellow. 1le was rather an honest fellow, tn spite of all. He
never lied when he was sober.

If the curse of his ancestry had come upon hi, its com
pensatory temperament came too,  Jack had the merry
hearnt of the easy drinker.

Born with his father's alcohohized bram-cells, poor baby,
endowed with the narcotined conscience which that species
of parentage hequeaths, he lell heir to the kind of attractive-
ness that goes wath the legacy.

e was a happy-go-lucky fellow.  Life sat aitily on him,
e had his mother’s handsome eyes dashed with bis father’s
fun (for she cculdn't take a joke to save her); he told a
good story ; he did a kind deed ; he was gencrous with s
money‘when he had any, and never 1 the least disturbed
when he hadn’t.  He was popular to the dangerous eatent
that makes one's vices seem a kind of sodial introduction,
and not in Jack’s cucle alone, be 3t smd. Every crew
wanted hum.  Drunk or sober, as a shipnate he was at par.
It was usually casy for him to horrow. The fcllows made
up his fines for him ; there was always somebody to gotbail
for him when he got before the police court.  Arrested per-
haps a half duzentimes a year in his maddest years, he never
was sent to the House in his life.  There were always
people enough who thought it a pity to let such a good fel-
low go to pasun.  He had—1 was going to say as a matter
of course he had—curly hair, One should not omit to
notice that he was splendidly tattooed. 1le was proud, as
seamen are, of his brawny arms, dashed from wrist toshoul-
der with the decorative ingenuity of his class. fack
had asthetic views of his own, indeed, about his personal
allowsnce of indigo. e had objected to the customary
medley of anchors, stars and crescents, and exhibited a cer-
12iu sveeeve of taste, which was rather interesting.  On hus
left arm he bore a very crovked hghthouse rising from a
heavy sea ; he was, in fact, quite flooded along the bicipi.
tal muscle with waves and billows, but nothing interfered
with the massive proportions of the eflect.  This was
considered a masterly desspn, and Jack was often called
upon to push up his slecves, and explain how he came by
the inspiration,

Under the other arm he wore a crucihix, ten inches long :
.this was touched with blood-red ik ; the dead Chnst hung
upon it, lean and ptiful.  Jack smd he took the crucitix
apanst his drowning, It was 2a uncommonly large and
ornate crucifix.

Jack was a steady dninker at nineteen. At twenty-five
he was what eithes an inexperienced or a deeply expen-
cnced temperance missionary would have called incurabie,
The intermediate grades would have confidently expected to
save him.

Of course he reformed.  He would not have been 1nte-
resting if he bad not.  The unmitigated sot has fow attrac-
tioi-s even forseafaring socicty. It 1s the foil and flash, the
by-play and side-light of character that *‘lead us on.”
Jack was always reforming.  After that mght when he was
biought home un the bob-sled, the litle Loy was as steady
and as miscrable as he knew how 1o be for a long time; ke
drew the unflortunate inference that the one involved the
other. By the time his mother’s grave was green with the
scanty Fairharbor churchyard grass,—for even the sea-wind
seems to have a grudge apainst the very dead for choosing
dry graves in Fauharbor, and scants them in their natura
covering,—by that time rank weeds had overgrown the sor-
tow of the homeless boy. e and his step-father *“ goton”
less than ever now, as was to be expecied ; and when onc
day Jack announced with charactenstuc candour that he was
going to get drunk, if he went to Tourment for it, the two
parted comipany ; and the crumbhing cottage knew Jack no
mote. By and by, whea lis step-father was drowned at
Georges , Jack borzowed the money for some black gloves
and a hat band, He had the reputation of being a polite
fellow; the fishermen spelled it too-n-y. Truth to tell, the
old dory-mate had wondered sometimes on Sunday alter.
noons if he had been the man to manage Jack 3 and felt that
the main object of his sccond marnage had been defeated.

Jack, as I say, was always reforming. Every temper-
ance sucicty in the city had a hand at lam.  They were of
the ald-fashivned, casy type which took their responsibili.
tics comfortably. They hcmhlm out un 2 pair of moral tungs,
and nied to toast s misdemcanors out of hum, before a
quick firc of pledges and badges; and when he tumuled
out of the tongs, and asked the president and treasnrer why
they didn’t bow to him in the strest when he was drunk, ot
why, il he was good cnuugh for them at the lodge room, he
wasn't 'glood cflough to shake hands with before 10lks on the
post oftice steps, or propounded any of those ingenious
poscrs with which his kind arc in the habit of disturtus:
the benevolent spisit, they snapped the tongs to, and tamn
him over to the Churches.

These touched lim gingetly.  fhey nvited him into the
{rec pews,—a dismal little row in the gallery,~scnt him 2
tract o 1wo, and asked him a few well-meant and very coa-
fusing rcligons qugstions 1o which Jack s replies were far
from sausfactory. One aruent persor, 2 rocent convert,
coaxed him into & weekly prayet mecung. It wasa very good,
honest, unintetesting prayer mecung, and there were peo-

ple sutung there beside haim with clean lives and clear faccs,
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