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MISS GLLBERT'S CAREER.

CHAPTER vi.-Continued.
"I love coffee, but I don't love sîups," responded the

yuung worn, peîtishhy.
IlNuw, dear, dîn't speak so," saud mamma, deprecat-

ingly ; " this is wbat wc gel for snýing you 10 b, arding
schoul. Oh 1 girls arc hrought Up su diflerent frurn what
they was wbcn I was yiung. Nojw,-dear, yuu knmw that
we neyer setule our cutice miîb eggs after tbey get bu le
ove r a shilling a dozen. Faîber . nd nie bas alwa3 s been
obligrd to be equinornical, and ta hock abter (_dds ani en s,
and if you bave guI extravagant notions ia your head,
you didn t gi' tbem lu home. Yuu know it, dear, jest as
well as I do."

Leonora breabhcd.a little etst of irritation through ber
nosîrils, as if a fly were upun bier lip.

Artbur was sufficiently arnused wiîh the mother, but be
was bonestly cuncerned for the ther, and lie wondered
buw the face be met aI the duor could so suthdenly lose ils
longitude. [le ventured lu change ihe directin ufthIe con-
versation by inquiring mbt Nlr. Ruggles' condition.

The fat face gaîbered incalculaiehe solemnity on the in-
stant. IlFaîher bas took sights of laudhium-sighls of aud-
lum 1 " Mrs. Ruggles sbou. bier head, as if the Illaudîum"
were the big end ut the caîarnily.

"I hope il bas quieted him," said Arthur.
"Yes, be's asleep naw, and Joshyn is setting up witb bim.

Joslyn is a very stihl man, yau know, for une tbaî's su heavy
as be is. I s'pose be's gai used t' going tiptue by ahways
having a baby tu home. It woul 1bc an amful stroke ta
Joshyn if far ber shouhd be took away." Mrs. 'Rugghes' own
woe seemcd tu be entirely subrnerged by ber sympatby for
Joslyn.

"lBul we aIl hope be will live," saud Arthur, cordially,
."and I know Dr. Gilbert hasn't given him up."

"lOh 1 such a sigbî-sucb a sigbt ! " exchamed the wife,
as the sound of the doctors name recalcu the painful scenes
of the night, Ilevery rag of clothes tor off of bim, and bis
leg broke, and bis body no better tban su mucb jelhy 1 Iî's
the greatest wonder that he's aive now. Il seemed ta me
as if I neyer sbould ive thraugh it ; and il wouldn'î lie
strange if bie sbould be îooukaway, afier ail. But it isn'î aur
doings, and wie must lie resigned bo the stroke, if il cumtîs.

The last portian of these rernatks was accornpanied by
apprupriate sigbs; but il sornehow, seemed lu Arthtîr as if
resignalion would nal be such a difficult duty, afier aIl.

The small, cunning cyes uf the woman read as rnuch as
Ibis un tbe young man's face, and she continued :"I It's
a duty lu bie thankful for aur cornforîs, wbatever cornes.
If he sbould be luok away, I shouldn'î be ike îbem that
have nu hope."

"Is Mr. Ruggles a religious man ?" inquired Arthur.
It depe-nds, on wbat people cahis religiu n," replied Mrs.

Ruggles. -"Sorne îbink it's one thing, and some think it's
anaîber. Sorne is professors, >ýou know, and some is pos-
sessors. Fatber and -me r.ever made so much fuss about
our religion as some folks du. [le always give s' mcîhing
for supporting tbe Gospil. I've seen bim gîve tweniy-flve
dollars ta once, and he was for tver Iaking down a codfish
or sumething to Mr. '«ilton. Father and me bas always
been equinumical; but we neyer stohe the Gospil, neyer.
Then Faîber bas always provudtd for bis own farnly, wbich
is more religion tban sanie fuhks bave. Folks that don't
pruvi<le fur their own farnilies are infidels, the Bille says."

During aIl Ibis conversation, Leonora bad sat in perlecî
silence, expressing only by ber lazy features the contemipt
she felt for ber motber, and for the mtal before bier. Iler
eyes gave nu evidence of tears, past or present. She m.as
annayed, to be sure, but sbe was always annoyed. Wiib
a fabber and a mother wbohly absorbed by workhiness, she
bad gruwn up in indolence-the insipid, ungraîtul recipient
of evcry huving minisbry of wbicb bier parents ssere capa' le.
Arthur turned bis c>es upan ber in astonislimrent, wonder-
ing that the nature of any woman could be su aparhetîc.

Mrs. Ruggles noticed Arîbur's observatian of bier daugbber,
and continued :"As I was sa) ing, faîher bas huuked out
for bis own famiiy, and Lr-anora is pruvided for. There
isnbt an'. girl in Cramptun tbal is any berter edicated than
she is, and there isn't une that will have sucb a selîing-out.
0f course, she w'ill bave ali wc have gui, aI last, wbien we
are bath îook away, lbut I mean she shali always bhd it in
ber own right. I don'î tbink it's right for folks tu tug and
Iug aIl tbeir lives to gel money Icigether lu spail their chil-
dren's b sbands witb. '«hen I married fatbier-you know
I married bia out of the ril-I bad rny own bank stock
tbat 1 bad earned myseîf, ami V've always beld il in ni) ou n
rigbt. I tbink it's such a c6mtort for a wurnan ta bave bank
stuck if ber husband's 10(1k away."

Even Leunora could nut with-;tand Ibis. "lotber,"
said sbe, " Mr. Blague thinks you are a fool; l'm. sure
I do."

IlDon't speak su, dear," responded the muther, tenderly.
"You are not yours.elf Ibis rnorning."

IlThat's a blessing ; then l'm not your daugher; and
withoul asking ta be released from the table, Leanora rase,
and hounged uut of tbe roum.

Arthbur tbougbt il lime for business. Iarn to nurse Mr.
Ruggles, Dr. Gilbert tells me," said be, recalhing Mrs.
Fluggles fram the adrniring contemplation of ber daugbtcr's
retiring figure.

IlShe was always kind o' weakly," said Mrs. Ruggles,
musing. "lDear me! how well I remember ber when she
felt tuo big tu> speak to me! She was mighty crank wben
she married the storekeeper; but some gcJes up and some
goes down ; and isn't it strange, nove, that ber boy should
curne here and wait upon father ! " Mrs. Ruggles said
this mikhout the rernutest suspicion tbat her remaries were
utjerly ~ffensive.

"M Ny mother is a lady, Mrs. Ruggles, and neyer treated
you in any other than a ladylike way. 1 beg you neyer t0
mention ber again."

Il Vell, of course, I didn't mean to burt your feelings,"
replied the wuman, wondering at Arthur's impudence. "Il'm
very sorry, ut course, for your mother. I ra'ally hope she's
gaI something in ber own right, and that she'll chiîk up,
and git along comfortable."

Arth'ur bit his lip, vexed at the woman's stolid pertinacity,
anci amused in spite of birnself with ber lack of sense and
sensibility. He rose, and said: Will you cal Joslyn,
M rs. Ruggles?"

The fluor creaked and sbook as the large woman went
on ber errand; and soon afterward Joslyn appeared-a white,
tallowy-looking, middle-aged man, with a large flat face,
faded eyes, and a bald spot un the top of bis head over wbicb
the hair was braided.

1lo w is Nilr. Ruggles ?" inquired Artbur.
1I don' know," reple oln nawipr

"Dues be sufer ?" le uln nawipr
"I don' know, I'm sure."

«'Did Dr. Gilbert set bis broken leg?"
"I don' know. Ile did someîbing 10 il."
"Are you 10 stay bere ?"
1I don' know, I'm sure."

"'«at are you doing for bim?"
"I don' know. Dr. Gilbert told me to set by 1-im, and

give bim bis drops once in two bours if be was awake. If
he w,.sn't. I wasn't to wake bim Up."

IlWeil," said Artbur, "tell me about the drops, and
tben go borne and go to bed. I will look after Mr. Ruggles."

"Just as you say, of course," said Joslyn.
Then Joslyn explained the doctor's directions, and boped

Arthur would stand between bim and ail harm, if tbe master
sbould wake and be oifended because be bad left bim. I
feel particular about keeping in witb birn," »said Joslyn, in
explanat ion, "lfor I bave a good many to look after. " Iav-
ing said tbis, the humble and fearful man spread a spotted
bandanna bandkercbief over bis bead, and went off tbrougb
the storm toward bis littie tenemnent on tiptoe, as if the
street were lined witb babies in profound slumber.

Artbur entered the room wbere the proprietur lay. Pale
and haggard-tbe more so in seeming for the blackness of
bis beard-he lay moaning in a narcotic dream. Artbur
tuok a seat by bis side, and, in doing su, made a noise witb
bis chair. The eyes of the sîceper were instantaneously wide
open. Wild, glassy and apprebensive, tbey gazed mbt
Artbur's face witb an expression tbat sent a sbudder tbrougb
bis frame. It was an expression of bate, astonishment and
inquiry. The master tried 10 rise, but bis muscles refused
tu lift bim an inch.

"1 Wbat arn I bere for ? Wbat are you bere for? " wbis-
pered the man.

- You bave met with an accident," said Artbur, stuoping
over birn. I"Vou are very badly burt, and must be quiet."

"Whbu says I'm burt ? Who burt me? Why ain't you
to work ?" Old Ru .gles gasped with the exertion wbich
the words cost bim.

Then Artbur told bim ail about bis injury, and wbat had
been dune fo'r bim, and furtbermore informed bim tbat be
must obey all directions, or he could not live. As the mean-
ing of Artbur's wonds sank slowly mbt bis benumbed con-
sciuusness, the fierce «look faded out of the master's eyes,
and gave place 10 an expression of fear and anxiety.

Il])un't let me die," said be, witb a pitiful wbine. "Don't
let me die. I can't die."

IlWe shaîl do ail we can for you, but you must nul talk,"
said Artbur.

IlI didn't mean you any barm," wbimpered the master,
evidently recalling bis treatment uf Arthur, and afraid tbat
the young man would revenge himself upun bim in some
way. IlI didin't mean you any barm. Don't lay up any-
tbing agin me." And the cowardly man cried like a belp.
less baby.

Aitbur reassured bim, and tben witbouî furtber parley
cornmanded hlm 10 be silent. Su the propriet&r of Huckle-
bury Run, subdued by fear and belplessness, put bimself
intu tbe bands of bis new apprentice. Arthur watcbed bim
tbrougb tbe long morning, and as tbe reaction from tbe
terrible nervous sbock came on, be hung over him, and
fann'd bim as faitbfully as if he bad been bis own father.
With the reaction came insanity. The master m'as in bis
milI, scçohding bis bands, and raving about Arthur. H1e
accused une of wasting, and anotber of idling, and tbreatened
anotber.

At noon, Dr. Gilbert's little pony came pounding over
the bridge that crossed the Run, and tbe gig reeled up 10
tbe duor, the doctor toucbing the ground befure the vebicle
bad fairly stopped. H1e found bis patient quite as well as
be expected lu flnd bim ; and giving Arthur full directions
as t0 bis management, be tbld bimib tat be bad provided com-
pany for bis mother, and that sbe would nul expect bim
borne untit ilsbould be proper for bim t0 leave bis charge.

Convalescence, witb tbe pruprietor, was very slow in ils

had neyer been sick a day in bis life, and bad neyer paid A
ductor's bill. Al bis business be bad-dune bimself. There
was nut a man at tbe Run in hbsernploy wbo bad a particle
of bis confidence, or wbo bad ever known anyîhing uf bis
business affairs. H1e neyer expecîed tu be sick. It had
neyer cntered mb b is tbougbt as among the possibilities of
liîe tbat be sbould be disabled and dependent. To suppose
tbat sucb a min sbud take such restraint and sucb depen-
dence patie tly wuul be tu expect miracles. To Arthur
he was exacting ta tbe last degree ut furbearance-giving
hirn hardly time fur sleep, and aluwing bim only a momtnt
occasion 'hly lu drup in upon tris moîber and little Jamie, ont
tbe way tu the poet office.

There was une shrewd pair of eyes that watched A itbese
pruccedings wiîb great speculative curiasity. Mis. Ruggles,
relieved by Arthbur fromn a serious burden of care, was aware
of bis importance teu-ber busband, nul only as nurse, but
as business executive. Artbur's quiet assomption of entire
social equality, and bis actutal persunal superiority, bad im-
pressed the woman very (lecudedly; and when she saw buw
well he took-hold uf affairs, bow mucb ber husband depended
upun birn, and bow necessary be would be lu the business
in the event uf a fatil terminaton of tbe mastcr's injuries,
sbe bad corne te the conclusion that a permanent partncr-
sbip between bim and dear Leonora would be a ver), profit-
able and a very desirable tbing. The biusiness at the Run
could gu alung wiîbouu difficulîy. Arthur would corne Ibere
te live, and tbe Widow Ruggles, nut witbouî ber cornforîs,
wuuld pass ber"ýdays in prosperity equal te ber prcvious lot,
and in peace quite superior.

Cunveniently wiîbouî the slighîesî sensibiliîy, she bad nu
difficulty in approaching tbe subject wbich uccupied ber
thougbts in ber interviews witb Arthur; and il inust be
confessed Ibat, foolisb as Ibe girl thougbî ber mother te be,
she lent berself te ber scbemnts. Bred tu feel tbat money
was the grand requisite for social position and personal power,
she belicv'-d that she was mistress of ber own matrimonial
destiny. She bad but to indicate ber willingness tu link
ber fortunes wiîh tbose of any pour young man lu secure
Ibat ynung man's everlasting gratitude. Il bad been drumrned
mbt ber cars by the repetitiQtus longue of ber moîber, even
freim young girlbood, that the ultimate misîrcss uf H ucklebury
Run, and heir presumptive of Madarn Ruggles' bank stock,
beld un ber own rigbt, could rnarry whornsoever in Cramp--
ton, or in tbe towns tbereunto adjacent, she might clioose.

Wbetber eggs bad gone down rnaterially soon after Artbur's
advenî bibt te farnily, the young man did not know, but
he noticed a very decided improvernent in tbe quality of
tbe coffée Leonora, too, grcw fromn day tu day mure care-
fuI in ber dress, and was always, at certain tirnes, lu be
found sitting in Artbur's way. Wholly preuccupied, the
bonesî-hearted, unsuspicious fellow diii nul notice these
tbings at aIl. The possibility of a wife and daugbter setîing
tbemselves seriously at work te entice a young man intoa
matrimonial alliance, aI a moment wben the busband and
father lay in an adjoining r om, trcmbling betwecn life and
deatb, was sometbing alike beyond bis suspicion and bis
comprebension.

One morning, Arthur was detained from bis breakfast
sorne minutes afîcr it was announced tu be ready. On enter-
ing the roumn, be fuund îbe mother and daugbîer waiîing.
Artbur oouk bis accustomcd seat at the bead of tbe table,
witn Leonura at bis rigbî hand, r 'bed in a very comely
morning wrapper, and a rningled atmospbere of sassafras-
soap and souir bair.

Mrs. Ruggles luoked radiantly across tbe ta"le at Artbur,
as if sbe were sighting a cannon, the top ut; the coffee-pot
serving as the initial point in the range. " Leonora and
me bas been talking about you," said the lady. " You sec,
we cuuldn'i gel alung witbout you at aIl, ani I don'î know
but we sbould bave sîarved lu deatb if yau badn't corne. Il
scems jusî as natural to have yuu at the bead of the table
somcbow, as il (lues ta bave fatber, anI tbaî was wbat Leo-
nora and me was saying. Leonora, says she, bow well Mr.
Blague looks aî tbe head of the table, setting up se tall and
bandsome ! "

" Motber Ruggles ! Leonora simpercd, sbocked purely
as a matter of cunventional propricîy.

Mrs. Ruggles giggled. " Look aI ber, Arthur, and sec
how she blushes," said the fond moîber. pointing bu the im-
passive face of ber daugbter. " ' t ou needn't blush su, for
it's just wbaî I've said myself. But we don'î make our-
selves; it's natbing lu lie lifîed Up about." The lady drew
on a pious look, as if she were the last perso-i wbu would
be guihty of feeding Arîhur's vanity, and the flrst decently
lu remind bim ofîbhe grcaI Authar of aIl beauty. "No, we
dan'î make ojurselves," continued Mrs. Rugglcs, "but we
know that some looks wel ta tbe bîad of the table, and
sorne don't. Sorne seemrs calculatcd te be the head of a
family, and sume seems ridiculous wbLn wc think of il. If
îhere's anytbing that I bare, it is tu sec a little man tu the
bead of the table, particular if bis. wife is a sizable wuman,
and he isn'î big enougb ta say : Wby du ye su ? I was say-
ing bu Leonora, only a day or two agu, says I, Dear, when
you gel marricd--and I hope you don'îtbink of sucli a thing
for tbe present-do yuu look out for a husband not an inch
shorter than Arthur Blague, for I've seen ),ou tagether, and
îbere's jusî tbe rigbî différence bctwecn yuu. Tbaî's just
wbat 1 said lu bcr-wa.sn't it, dear ?'

" You sîy a great niany foolisb îbings, moîher," said Leu-.
nora, lazily.


