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LIl MINISTER'S BLACK 1'ELL.

WITH FULL PARTICULARS.
By Epwarnp Fyverkro

CHAPTER L,

Mr. Hooper woke one morning after a broken sleep.
was more silent at breakfast than was s habit.  Mrs. Hooper
saw this and she knew the 1eason.  She had seen it while he
dressed himself, and she knew the reason then. But all her
comment was to hurry into her kuchen a little earher than
usual, and take in hor own hand a certain preparanon of egg
on toast which he was fond of. ** If he s worrted, he shall
have his egg,” swd the good woman to her elf. And Mr.
tHooper had i, and ate it all, and thanked her for . But he
talked little at breakfast, and Mrs. Hooper knew why.

A messenger had come from her brother the mght before
to say that Phanlimmon would sail on Thursday, if the wind
served, for England. Now Phnhmmon was to take in lus
ship the return which Parson Hooper was to make for last
year’s purchases in London; for the silk dress, the silk stock-
ings, the muslin neckues, the books, the gamboge, and senna
and other medicines. Mrs. Hooper’s cousin Avery had made
and sent out the selection, and had idden Mr. Hooper send
the returns o nunk, or beaver, dapboards, sassalras and gold
thread. DBut, of course, he had left it to Mr. Hooper's judg-
ment, how much or how bttle of each of these various staples
should be entrusted Phnlmmon. And here was the great
decision to be wade to-day. Poor Mr. Hooper must find out
how much gold thread there was on sale, and how much sas-
safras and the rest.  He must take final advice with her bro-
ther and the other merchants, and so do the bLest possible
thing for her cousin Avery. Mrs. Hooper knew too well that
she must not oppose him.  She had suggested that he should
leave the whole afiair to her brother, and Mr. Hooper had said
“No.” She could not understand, he had said, but it was
one of those personal things which he must determine.

So he left her, with his brow clouded. He had called her
attention to what he supposed to be the rise in the price of gold
thread. He had asked her whether she had heard from “the
Indian " anything about the number of minks killed last
winter. So far he had confided in her. But only so far. And
she knew 1hat he went in perplexity to a disagreeable
morning,

Buy, if Mr. Hooper were depressed when he left home, he
was more depressed when he returned. Yet his brother-in
law had been most kind. He had ready for him, in the little
counting-room, notes of the prices of all the various articles
which the Averys had suggested for shipment. He had given
his own advice  He had consulted with neighbours ; and as
Mr. Glover, the brother-in-law, was one of the largest mer-
chauts, and as Mr. Hooper's and Avery’s little veature was
one of the smallest, even Mr. Hooper felt that all possible
care had been given, as to the grounds for his demision. And
he bad gone so far as to deterinine that twelve hundred cedar
clapboards, of a fashion that had found favour in London,
shoull be that day packed away in the recesses of the hold of
Plinlimmon’s vessel.  For the -=st he told Mr. Glover he
would decide.

And so he had started to walk home and to make his de-
cision on the way. Then it was that misfortune began. For,
Just as he was crossing from the counting roomto the more quiet
side of the suieet, that he might meditate undisturbed,
excellent Madam Cockrell had seen him and had borne down
on him,

“Dear Mr. Hooper, | am so glad tosee you. 1 am so
taken up to-day, and so busy with Ruth and Eunice and all
the girls. You do not know, indeed, that Ruth is to go to
Biddeford with Chauncy, and not a thing ready* 1 said to
my husband that I did not see how [ could go and see your
wife, and he did not seem to think that he could go ; but
now | have caught you; it is so lucky, and you will do just
as well. Will you tell Mrs. Hooper that 1 have seen Dinah,
and that Dinah says that if she will give her up Monday after-
noon so that she can go up to the Tetlows' then and kind of
finish off their washing—she can stop for me half an hour
carlier on "T'uesday and then be at your house by eleven. Or,
if vou must have her Monday and will let her know by Silas
when he passes by, then she will see Miriam at Judge Le+'s,”
etc, etc, etc, etc. My, Hooper could not repeat more of
the message, far less Mrs. Hooper, and least of all this chron-
icler.

“She said she had caught me,” said the poor minister.
‘How often they say that. Asif I were escaping from my
keepers. She ‘caught me,’ indeed, and after she had waltked
half-way home with me without her hood on, and I tried to
think out about the gold thread and the sassafras—my dear,
1 believe 1 am going crazy. [ was all confused whether your
brother said ten or ten dozen. I do not know, and I know he
wants 10 know in the morning.”

Poor Mrs. Hooper did what she had done hundreds of
times before in similar catastrophes. She sympathized, soothed
and wondered. She led back to the success about the clap-
boards. Privately she dispatched Jotham, who was chopping
wood, with a note to her brother. And, before Mr. Hooper
had finished the cgg and wine she had hastily beaten up for
him, lest he should be chilled by his walk, a note from the
wharf supplied, in black and white, the necessary informa.
tion And, inthe secret silence of the study, Parson Hooper
tecoMposed himself as he could to the unusual aad disagree-
able calculation.  What his brother Glover would have done
in five minutes this exceilent man wasted a day upon, and
cven then was sure that he did not do it well, because Mrs.
Coackeell had “ caught him.” Not even when Avery's letters
arrived, eight months after, and capressed even enthusiasm
ahout the success of the venture, was Parson Hooper wholly
soothedl.

THane,

le

CIATLER 1),

To persons unused to munisterial life in New England, at
the beminning of the last century, it will seem that no such
misfortune could happen again to Parson Hooper within a
year. But that 1s because they are unused toit. His wife
could tell them better The very next day -it was Wednes
day-~the good man told his wife that he should give the morn-
ing 1o the Goldthwaites at the mills. The troubles of the
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Goldthwaites were: 1, bodily, in that they were poor; 2,
mental, in that they knew not what to do ; 3, spiritual, in that
each one had quarrelled with each other of the whole clan of
Goldthwaites. On Parson Hooper, as the clear-headed, sound
adviser and peacemaker of the whole town, devolved the solu-
tion of all problems and the reunion of the broken fammly.
And to this work he gave up Wednesday, and went forth as
cheerfully as Amadis ever went to battle.

Lo ! he returned all wounded and forlom,
Lhs dream of glory lost in shades of night.

T'o Mrs. Hooper and to her alone he told the story of his
discomfiture.

He bad seen Seth Goldthwaite alone. That was necessary.
And no one knew he had come in. e had seen old grandsire
Tetlow, who had married the widow Goldthwaite. This visit
also was secret, as if he had been Nicodemus  He had seen
Lucas and Philemon, as they were hewing the timbers for
their new barn. Then he had left them to *‘ cross lots,” by
pardonable guile.  For both these *“ contrary ” men believed
that he was on his way to the school at the Falls, and he did
not undeceive them. IHis visit to Fairfax Shipman, who had
married Rachel Galdthwaite, must be as secret as the dew
from heaven, and none this side the Recording Angel must
know he took to her ten pieces of eight and a joe from Mother
Tetlow.

“And | went by the quarsy, and just as [ had to cross the
country road, of all the men in the world the doctor appeared
n his gig. Of course he knew me  Of course he guessed 1
was going to the school 1 must 1ide.  He would stop and
bring me home. My dear Mary, if 1 had lisped a word about
Rachel Shipman it would have gone over the town., So I had
to go with him. I have been at the Ialis since noon. The
doctor has brought me home, and heie I am, with poor Rachel’s
money in my pocket My dear Mary, I wished for the invis-
ible hat of Jack the Giamt Killer *”

And in this giievous wail of the good man, the first suggpes-
tion of the veil came in.

Before it was light the neat morming he had saddled the
bay mare. And before the sun rose Rachel Shipman had her
money,

CHAPLIER .,

But the week was notended. No, indeed ' * The end is
not yet,” as good Parson Hooper would have sard. In the
long ride to Mr. Shipman’s in the gray of the morning he had
studied over bis sermons as best he mugly, and i the nide back
again he had gone over the order of the argument again. But
the whole was hazy, and he knew it was.  All intermingled
with the logical flow of predesunation and free will, sancuinca-
tion and duty, came in the refrain of poor Mrs, Shipman’s en-
treating words as she stood on the doorstep and whispered
them in his ear. It was a lony distance, and of course he was
late to his breakfast after he returned. Then he told his wife
the whole story. And now he could go into the study and be-
g his notes for a brief of the sermons.  But his mind would
not work well. The Goldwaites and the Shipmans and the
Tetlows and all their gossip would interfere with the argument.
The good man put on his hat and boots, stopped at the dary
door to tell his wife that he was going to walk in the cedar
pasture, so as to think out the sermons n the upen ar, and
Jumped lightly aver the fence into the orchaid an his way
thither.

Better for hun had he taken the lunger 1y, for as he passed
through the orchard Nick Tainter saw hun and joined him
instamly.

“So glad to find you, Parson ! Dudn't dare go m.  Mis,
Haoper said you was busy writ’.  *N* I thought T must wait
till ye come out. Al night I've bren thimkin' aboat it, 'n' |
knew | must come 'n’ ask ye.

* Now, tell me, Parson, ef Solomon’s Temple had a neth-
ermost chamber five cubits high, e¢n the unddle chamber was
six cubits broad, en the third chamber was seven « ubits broad,
how would them priests and Levites turn round . etc., etc., etc.,
in that strangest and saddest,of half cohierenuy and halt folly,
in which the mathematical mind of New England is so apt to
give way.

Poor Parson Hooper ' he knew the moming was gone for
him now. Haw often tire poor man had said that here was
the one point where his dear Saviowr’s example failed him.
“ He could cure thesc poor, crazy people,” the good Parson
said, “and § can't.”  Still he was willing to do tus part.  He
could always soothe and he wounld always soothe.  How much
time or how little he aught to give to them and thewr vagaries
he could never decide.  And yet he could never bring himself
to accept the more treachant views of Mrs. Hooper -into
which discussion this story need not go.  Enough to say that
the brief of the sermons was more ha.y than ever, and was -
termixed now with the dimensions of the nethermost chamber.
And to-morrow would be Fridav  Ina working mimster’s life,
most days are.

When dinner came, Nick Tainter was provided with a bt
of pie and cheese to walk home with, and told to read carefully
the books of Chronicles, and goad Mr. Hooper, still perplexed
but ready to sce the droll side of the adventure, joined the
faiiym at their meal. Here was a new clement.  His wife's
pretty sister, Martha Glover, had come down from Boston.
She had been eapected, but was not eapected so soon.  She
was a pet with the Parson, as she was, indeed, with all the
houschold. And the blackest clouds of Goldthwaites or of
Tainters vanished before her sunshince.

By the time they came to the dumphings, Mr. Hooper was
in his best mood, and with alt his latent fun, and with infinne
kindness as well, he told the story af pour Nick's troubles about
the nethermost chamber, and of his own crafty and ingenious
solutions. But then his face clouded a hittle, and he sad, sadly
cnough, * Itis all well enough to laugh at, bat what will be-
come of my scrmons ; ! am sure I do not know.” And so he
told in & humorous vein, and not as scriously as I have told n,
the history of Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday. How
Mrs. Cockrell had * caught him,” how the doctor had insisted
on his riding, and now how poor Nick had recognizred him the
moment he leaped the fence. Indceed, if he had not told the
story, vou would not be reading it now,

* My dear brother Oliver,” sid the laughing gitl, “ you
must do as 1 do.  You must wear a2 verl.  You are too attract-
ive by half to all these people. Now, whatdol do when |

-ant a bit of ribbon or some buttons or some muslin early in
the morning before I am dressed in a walking dress, you know
when 1 just want to run into Cornhill and out agamn. Why

I puton a veil.  If 1 meet anybody he thinks it is the govern-
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or’s coolk, or one of Judge Sewall’s maids. I get my buttons
and nobody is the wiser. 1 might be a squaw and nobody
would know.” And they all laughed atthe conceit which
supposed that the light, merry girl should not be recognized »
anywhere. But she was pleased with her fancy and she fol.
lowed it out into its details.  And she made the Parson and
Mrs. Hooper and even little Deborahh Hooper discuss the
colour of the veil, whether it should be white, or light blue, or
dark blue, or green or purple. But Parson Hooper said that
he wouldn’t have it green, because his eyes were strong and
good, and as for white he thouglht it was unbecoming. *“ As
to that,” the merry girl said, * no one could tell until they had
tried.”

She was sure, she said, that she could find mushn or some
sleasy stuffin her sister's bosves or drawers and 1n that after-
noen she should put a veil in every hat in the house, and so.
she did. While the Parson, in the quiet of his own den that
afternoon, took a long nap and then addressed himself to the
mysteries of predestination acain Miss Martha captured every
hat in the house. Inone she sewed a white veil, in one 2
green, in one a light blue, and 1 one a very dark blue
She could find no purple mushn and so had to give up that
fancy. But she revenged herself by putting w one a veil ol
cherry colour,

She was wild to try the experiment, and a httle before sun
set she tapped at his door and said he must come to walk with
her., The good ma: . as he was bid; and 1o her infinie
joy, as he ook the first hat which oftered, carrying it absemly
in lis hand tll they had crossed the door yard, he did not
notice the pink veil ull, when the hat was fairly on lus head,
it fell before his eyes.

The girl screamed with dehight at  her success.  And,
when he fell in with her humour, and walked on with the
veil ; when even the two old cows, waiting to be milked, -
turned with horror and fled when they saw him, she clapped
her hands with delight and did not pretend to suppress her
shouts of laughter. A jolly walk, indeed, they both had of
it, and when they came back to supperit would be hard to say
which of them made the more absurd and amusing story from
the adventure.

“ Indeed, my dear sister, you must let him doit. Indeed,
my dear Oliver, you must wear one or the other of them al-
ways, whenever you g0 abroad, if it were only for the love
of me. \When Mrs. Cockrell sees you she will say, ¢ Tha
man looks just like our dear Mr. Hooper , but it isn’t he be
cause Mr. Hooper never wears a veil.” And when the douta
sees you he will say, * Umph ! there’s one of Pyecroft’s pati
ents ; the old fool has made him wear a veil ;' and you, my
dear Oliver, you will be the happiest of men. Your sermons
will be perfectly magnificent, and every day you will bless your
wise little sister, Martha.”

CHAPIER IV,

And so it proved, .ndeed, that the aunister's Saturday wa
tranquil and happy. Not that anybody saw him with a vel
on, always eacepuing Jotham, who saw everythung that wen
and came.  And Jotham asked no questions.  \Why should he
ask questions ¢ There were many things i that house, tron
Hebrew down and from Marlboro pies up, which he did nat
understand. Possibly the presence in the house of a cheery,
wide-awake sister Martha, determmed to make the best o
everything, had its part in the mprovement of the ministers
spirits. He had his quiet morning in his study. He had his
lonely walk in the afternoon among the cedars ; and, to amuse
Martha, when ke went out he let the rose-colonred veil fall
over hus face.  And, for half an hour, he forgot i, as he ware
back and forward that web of foreknowledge mto which was
wrought the patteras drawn from the Goldthwanes’ quarrels
And as he came home in the evenmng, with the sermon wel
thought out, he dropped the veil again, as he ciossed the o
«hard, so that he might please the laughing girl who awasted
his return.

Martha hardly knew one hat fiom another, certaunly dil
not care as she stitched the veils into the linmngs, But Mrc
Hooper knew very well which was the Sunday hat ; and whe:
she and Martha started for meeting together in the chaise o
the Sabbath morning she left the Sunday hat, carefully
brushed, in full sight of her husband, and secreted all the
others. Now, this hat, as the powers ordered, was the h
with the dark blue veil.  Mr. Hooper always preferred to walt
to meeting alone. Indeed, f he could start an hour befort
the rest, and carry a crumb of comlost to somne wretched home,
he said that was his best preparation.  But this ime he fot
lowed hard after the party inthe chaise. Of course, e hal
folded the veil back so that it rested above his head, nor did
any one suspect that it was there. But, as he walked aloa
and shook out again that webwork of foreknowledge on what
he was to preach, again the phantom of the Goldthwaites Ins
ran across nis thought; and as, in his puzzle, he tried to wipe
the furrows from his forchead, unconsciously for a moment ke
lifted the hat from his head. It was but a moment, and whe:
he put it back the blue veil fell and floated before tus eyes
It did screen out the sun. It screened off the dust of th
road. His puzzled thoughts did flaxr more smoothly for 3
moment. He would not break that flow for the world, andi
let the veil hang. It was at that moment that jotham Let
passed him, as he paced along so slowly and thoughtfully.
It was he who announced, as Mr. Hawthorne has told, to ti
wondering loafers on the steps of the mceting-house that “tb
wminister was wearing a veil.”

Meanwhile the bell slowly tolled. It would have tolle!
all day if the minister bad not come.  Mr. Ho. per did wat
slowly. The veil soothed lum more than heknew. Andets
when he approached the group of those wating for him heds
not know how late he was. Indeed, he was roused from hs 3
thought only by a coarse oath of that brute, Cephtt i
Goldithwaite, who said, as if half daring the manister ®  in
hear: . th

“Ef he would wear thatiag mto mecun’, I'd go m 2
hear hun, 'n’ I have not been into mectin® twelve months @ o
day.” :
y!’. rson Hooper turned on the brute, tack oft lus hat, anil po
looked at him, with a look of love which might have softenes Au

a stone. m¢

“Go in, Cephas, with your wife, and 1 will wear the tag. 3 to
you say.” , b

He tore the liming out upon the mstany, adjusted the ve; pe.
over lis eyes, and, as the bushed assembly stood on both siddl
bowing as he passed, he howed to the night and left, ad
with the mysterious veill ugon his face, mounted the pulp
staire.
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