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HAPTER XXVIL Charles Brown’s broad shoulders were always)
& _— ready and willing to bear the heavier share of all

her bardens. Gt L,
Dr. England invited John and Mary to be his
guests.for a time, and he devoted himself to John
with a brother’s love, but, if John winced under
reproach, he winced still more under so much
delicate and unwearied kindness; and Mary has-
tened their preparations for leaving the country, to
seck another home on the opposite side of the
globe, where they would be unknown, and might
begin life anew. Ah, begin lite anew ! Can the
past be blotted out? Could he forget all that he
had torfeited—all that she for his sake had forfeit-
ed, home, country, kindred ? Would he enter the
vessel on this side of the otean one man, and
leave it on the opposite shore another? Is there
any drug that will bleach clean and white a
stained and sullied memory? Such spots will
finally fade away only in the light of the Sun of
Righteousness.

And my sister was to be torn from me. I had
rebelled sorely when, to all appearance, she was
entering on as happy a lot as falls to many ; how
was I to bear this? The thought of her wander-
ing in a strange land, the sole prop of a broken-
spirited, jaded man, who might at any time re-
lapse into that fearful habit which had already cost
them everything that _makes life dear, crushed
me.  And how part with the children who were,
if possible, dearer to me now than ever ! But all
this was to be. George Myles had a brother, a
respectable man, who had been a farm-steward, it
was his ‘wish to emigrate, and as John Morgan
meant to turn farmer, he engaged him to go with
him, and the nurse, who had always been with the
'children, volunteered to go also.

way a great comfort to us that they had two such
| efficient, worthy servants along with them.

Concealment I thought—was concealment pos-
sibley ? and this idea actually of€upied my mind
for a time, so entirely that it secured something
outside the overwhelming discovery that John was

drunkard, but alone as I was, it did not appear
possible that I should manage it ; nay, likely the
truth was more than suspected already, and I
again saw the look that my twe visitors had ex-
changed, and these two men would return ina
short time ; indeed, I kept my eye on the garden
door, dreading to see them enter, and in a few
minutes it opened, but instead of them, who
should enter but Dr, England ! In other circum
stances he would have bega.agost welcome, and,
as it was, I felt thankful to him rafher than
any other person. I could see that he had long
known what had burst upon me a little ago as a

w discovery, byt I wag deeply grieved and
: od that he should arrive to see my brother—
my only brother—at such a moment.

He came quickly forward ; before 1 could speak,
he said, “ What is it, Miss Noble? I dreaded
this—1I am afraid I did wrong in exposing you to
the chance of such a trial, but I thought if any-
thing could avert it, it would be your presence.
Where is het

I pointed to the study windows.

“ I could not rest,” he went on, “ till I came to
see how you were doing, and Tl stay till 1 see
him over it ; try not to distress yourself more than
possible ; there’s everything to hope—his is a very
different case from many ; T hope and believe that
ultimately he will conquer—he has every motive.’

“ 80 he has had all along—so had his mother—
50 had his brother. I don’t see a single spot of

light, look where T like, and to think of Mary and
the children.”

“ Mary doesn’t despair—she is an angel—and
we shouldn't either ; even if he has to leave this | that outward-bound ship.
place, he may—he will retrieve himself elsewhere ; | arm in her husband’s, and smiled to the last.
try te live in that faith ; sadly as he has fallen, |
believe he is a good man, and his remorse and
struggles will not surely be in vain.”

“It is so awful,” I said, “and it has come upon
me so suddenly, that I cannot ,"and I burst
into a passion of tears—I could not control my-
sell. 1 had loved John well ; much as I had pitied |
his mother, she had never cost me tears. We
stood still for a time, ‘then the doctor said, “ 1
was a fool to send you here, but I did it for the
best.”

“ 1 must have known sometime—how are
children? this has driven everything from m
mind.”

gone well with them. John has never preached—

himself unworthy of this privilege.

himself, before he teaches others.

Ve T MISE see
persons of this history ever after this lived happy,
and died happy when their time came ; but more
I cannot say at present.

Wig, went in, and we saw the two men, who had
called in the forenoon, coming down the stairs.
Grief and concern were in their faces; stll 1
thought they could not have got into his room as
I had the key in my pocket, but they had. I had
forgotten that there was another door that entered
off a small side room ; when the servant found she
could not open the one door, and that Mr. Morgan |
did not speak, she supposed he had gone out, and ‘
wondering what was wrong with the lock, went in |
by the other to ascertain ; the men accompanied !
her, one of them being, she said, handy about I
locks, and there with their own eyes they had seen !
their minister drunk. !

1 k

The became divided into three Sandy removed his slouch hat, blushed behind
parties ; those who wished to give their minister | his beard at the new ‘“‘n’"lt.‘ﬂ and said :
another tnal, these were few, and I did not won
der, those who thought his usefulness gone, and | ante the dust.”
that to continue him in office would be a scandal,
these were numerous, and I didn’t wonder at that
either ; the third class consider S Se0 y |

g et . ‘I'd this second party | who thereby became treasurerof the enterprise

were the minister’s enemies L | I L

gy ' @ -y l‘wy were all “ill- | wishout farther remarks.

in im, and they c J y 1 — :
using y came forward with their twinkled again.
sympathy and offered to stand to him to the last—

This is the experience

farther, I would trench on the experience of
Rachel England.

THE FIRST WOMAN IN THE l"(.)RES

BY JOAQUIN MILLER. ©

From the Independent

( Continued ).

parishioners

|

l

Here he drew a long, heavy purse from his

The Parson's eyes |

It was in its

1 dare not speak of the parting on the deck of
Mary stood with her
We
hear regularly from them, and as yet things have

in time he may ;—but I think it the best sign of
the genuineness of his reformation that he feels
It is the fash-
jon in these days for converts from recent wicked-
ness to raise their voices to teach their fellow-men,
and I do not pass an opinion on them—tempera-
ments differ,—but 1 prefer that a man go aside
into the wilderness for a time, and try to know

If I were making & story, instead of relating

I leave it to the young to imagine that the other

of Rachel Noble ; and if T were to go on a little

PURE GOLD.

The amount of raised by the men in their
sudden and impulsive charity was in itself, for one
in the Widow’s station, a reasonable fortune.
“ What if she gits up and gits?”
The man who said_ that was a narrow-minded,
one-eyed, suspicious fellow, who barely escaped
being kicked down by the head of the “ Gay Roos-
ters,” and kicked into_the street by the crowd.
Still later in the fall the Parson sat in the Howlin’
Wilderness, with his back to the fire, having it all
his own way at his favorite game of old sledge.

though he knew where every card in the pack was
intrenched. Then he led the king with like com-
posure, and was just crooking his fingers up his
sleeve for the ace, when a man in black, with a
beaver hat and white neck-tie, rode by the window
on a black horse.

“ Somebody’s a dying up the Creek, I speck,”
said Stubbs. ““Maybe it's old Yaller. He allers
was a kind of a prayin' codfish-eatin’ cuss, any-
how.”

Here Stubbs turned and kicked nervouslyat the
fire.

The game did not goon long after that. No
one said anything. Perhaps that was the trouble.
The men fell to thinking, and the game lost its
interest.

There was no fight of importance at the Howlin'
Wilderness that night, and by midnight the fre-
quenters ot the saloon had withdrawn. The can-

their blankets on a monte-table, with their pistols
under their heads;and by the smoldering fire were
at rest.

The ground was trozen hard next morning, and
the miners flockéd into the Howlin’ Wilderness.
The Parson was leading off gayly again, and swear-
ing with unusual eloquence and brilliancy, when
a tall, thin, sallow man, from Missouri, known as
“ The Jumper,” entered. He looked wild and
excited, and stepped high, as if on stilts.

The tall, thin went straight up to the bar,
counter, and nodded
him. It came forward
» ge‘q‘a. along‘.
Sierras enters a saloon
where other men are peated, and drinks alone,
without inviting any obe, it is meant as a deliber-
ate insult to those present, unless there is some
dreadful thing on his mind.

The Jumper, tall and fidgety, turned to the Par-
son, bent his back over the counter, and pushed
back his hat. Then he drew his right sleeve across
his mouth, and let his arms fall down at his side
limp and helpless, and his round, brown butternut
head roll loose and awkward from shoulder to
shoulder.

“Parson.”

“WWgll! well ! Spit it out!” cried the Parson,
|as he arose from the bench, with a dreadful oath.
[+8pit it out! What's busted now ?”

|  *“Parson.”

|
| than ever, and the man seemed in great agony of |
‘imiml. '

|
Here the head rolled and the arms swung more

The Parson sprang across the room and caught

rattled like quartz in a mill.

“ The—the man in black,” gasped The Jumper. | speetfully left rather a broad lane be

choker. Sandy—the—the\Widow.”

|
The Parson sunk into a seat, dropped his face
into his hands for a moment, trembled only a lit

The boys were with the Parson ; and the Par-4
he was a royal good fellow, and that the Widow
could not well-do better.

He bad led out his queen for the Jack just as|

come with his boots on, then chaw me up for a

The two bar-keepers shifted and carefully ar-
nngedtbenld-blplndenhemm,whichin
that day and country were placed there in every
well-regulated drinking saloon, so as to intercept
whatever stray bits of lead might be thrown in the
direction of their bodies in the coming battle, and
calmly awaited results.

About dark a thin blue smoke, as from burning
paper, curled up from the chimney of the Parson-
age, and the Parson came slowly forth,

« Blamed if he hasn’t been a making of his will
and a burning of his letters. Looks grummer
than a deacon, t0o,” added the man, as the Par-
son neared the saloon.

He spoke quietly to the boys, as he entered,
bat did not swear. That was thought again re-
markable, indeed.

He went up to the bar, tapped on the counter
with his knuckles, threw his head back over his
shoulder towards the crowd, and yet apparently
without seeing any one, and said :

|

dles were then put out, and the proprietors barri- i
caded the door against belated drunkards, spread |

|
f

|
“ Bully for you! I raise you five ounces him by the shoulder. He shook him till his teeth | on a bench behind the monte-table, with his back
Y , and , {

| pocket, and passed it over to the bar keeper | “ The black man, on the black horse, with a white | Parson and the door, and the monte-tab

“ Boys, fall in line, fall in line. Rally round
me once again.”

They fell in line ; or, at least the majority did.
Some, however, stood oft in little knots and groups
on the other side, and pretended not to have heard
or noticed what was going on. These it was at
once understood were fast friends of Sandy's and

unbelievers in the Parson.

The glasses were filled quietly, slowly, and re- |

spectfully, almost like filling a grave, and then
emptied in silence.

Again it was observed that the Parson did not
| swear. ‘That was considered as remarkable as
the omission of prayer from the service in a well-
regulated church, and I am sure contributed to
throw a spirit of restraint over the whole party
friendly to the Parson. Besides, it was noticed
that he was pale, haggard, had hardly a word to
say, and, most unusual of all, had barely touched
the glass to his lips.

No one, however, ventured to advise, question,
or inany way disturb him. All were quiet and
respectful. It was very evident that the feeling
in the Forks was strongly with the Parson.

Sandy did not appear that evening. This, of
course, was greatly against him, The Forks be-
gan to suspect that he feared to take the respon-
sibility of his act, and meet the man he had so
strangely deceived and so deeply injured.

naxt e _saloon was crowded mare
d 'hlnd‘::f: Men stogd p"ﬁl little knots
and groups, talling, eamnestly. There was but
one topic—only the one great subject—the im-
pending meeting between the two leading men of
the camp, and the probable result

The Parsgn was among the first present that
day, pale and careworn. They treated him with
all the delicacy of women. Not a word was said
in his presence of his misfortune, or the occasion
of their meeting. To the further credit of the
Forks, I am bm!nd to say that there ‘was scarcely’
an intoxicated person present.

The day passed and still Sandy did not appear.
Had there been any other way out of camp than
through the Forks and up the rugged, winding,
corkserew stairway of rocks opposite, and in the
face of the town, it might have been suspected

{ that he had taken the Widow and fled to other
| lands.

The Parson eame down a little late next mom-

ing, pale and quiet, as before ‘

He did not swear. |
I'his time, in fact, he did not even drink. He sat

tween the '
le was not ]

to the fire and his face to the door. The men re-

patronized
The day passed; dusk, and still Sandy did not |

appear. By this time he had hardly three friends

{ in the house

| chimney-top, and curled above the Parsonage with

a confused sort of manner for the barking of

Neither of Sandy’s hands were visible ; but as
the Parson took a few steps forward, and parlly
drew his hand from his pocket, Sandy's right
one came up like a steel spring, and the ugly black
muzzle of a six-shooter was in the Parson’s face.

Still he advanced, till his face almost touched
the muzzle of the pistol. He seemed not to see
it, or to have the least conception of his danger.

It was strange that Sandy did not pull. May-
be he was surprised at the singular action of the
Parson. Perhaps he had his eye on the unlifted
right hand of his antagonist. At all events, he
had the “drop,” and could afford to wait the
smallest part of a second, and see what he would

do.
“1 have been a wait-ing”—the Parson halted a

long time at the participle. ‘I have been a
wait-ing for you, Sandy, 3 long time.”

His voice tremblet]. - “PHe voice that had.thn-
dered above many a hundred bar-room fights, and
had directed the men through many a difficulty
in camp, was now low and uncertain.

“ Sandy,” he began again, and he took hold of
the counter with his left hand, “ I am going away.
Your cabin is too small now, and [ want you and
—and—your—your family to take care of the
Parsonage till I come back.

Sandy sank back closer still to the wall, and his
arm hung down at his side.

“You will move into the the Parsonage to-mor-
{ row morning.  It’s full of good things for winter,
| You will move in it, T say, to-morrow momnin’,
|early! Promise me that.”

The Parson’s voice was a little severe here—
more determined than before ; and, as he con-
cluded, he drew the keyfrom his pocket and
handed it to Sandy.

“You will ?

* Yes.”

The men looked a moment in each other’s eyes.
Perhaps they were both embarassed. The door
was convenient. That seemed to Sandy the best
way out of his confusion, and he opened it softly
and disappeared. The Howlin' Wilderness was
paralyzed with wonder.

The Parson looked a little while out in the dar!
through the open door, and was gone. There was
a murmur of disappointment behind him.

“Don't you fear " at last chimed in the head
of the “ Gay Roosters.” *“ Don't you never fear |
That old sea-dog, the Parson, is deeper than an
infernal gulf.”

“ Look here.” He put up his finger to the side
of His nose, after a pause, and, stroking his beard
mydteriously, said : 41 say, look here! Shoo!
Notaword! Softly now! Powder! Gits 'em
P both into the Parsonage and blows 'em to king-
| dom come together!
be, won't it?”

The Howlin’ Wilderness was reconciled. It
was certain that the end was not yet, by a great
It was again struck with wonder, however ;
and, for want of a better expression, took a drink
and settied down to a game of monte,

Early next moming—a morning full of unutter-
able storms and drifts of snow—Sandy, with his
bride and their few effects, entered the l'.lr\unagc’

|

|

Gay loving move that will

|

deal.

as he had promised.
The Parson was not to be seen.
Men stood about the door of the Howlin’ Wil-
derness, and up and down the single street, in

|
| little knots, noting the course of things at the Par.

| sonage, and now and then shaking their loose
blanket coatsand brushing off the fast-falling snow.

After a while, when the smoke rose up from the
a home-like leisure, asif a woman’s hand tended
the fire below, a man, with his face muffled up,
was seen making his way slowly up the rugged
way that led from town across the Sierra.

It was a desperate and dangerous undertaking
He made but poor
headway, in the face of the storm that came pelt-

at that season of the year.

these were all the questionable characters in the

parish. This was not the least bitter drop in the

“T see your five ounces and go you ten better.” | tle, and arose pale and silent. He did not swear
“ Called, said Sandy ; and he pecked at the(atall. Iam perfectly certain he did not swear.
| bar-keeper, which littlg motion of the head ]’ I know we all spoke of that for a long time after

ing down in his face from the fields of eternal

| snow ;

“ Hasn't got the soul of a chicken !
in at last !”

“ Caved
“ Busted
“ Dont

“ Gone down in his boots ™ but he secemed determined, and pushed

cup of desperate humiliation that John had filled
for himself—the being claimed as *“ hail fellow
well met ” by all the choice spirits who did not |
think & whit the less of the minister because he !
took his glass freely.

meant that that further amount was to be
weighed from the purse for the benefit of the
Widow. One by one the boys came forward ;
and, as the enterprise got noised about thec amp, |
: [they came down to the Howlin' Wilderness |
_ machinery was shortly put in | saloon till far in the night, to contribute what they |
;n:;:;:»fn r.:‘gmn:l"hlrl\; alnd lll)(- stric kcllll man made | walied their * widow's mite.” Even the lmni]
“fo . ¢ 8 y g g ™ > |

ead was that e esgned is ofch. T mever sug | 2o o the compasy up the Oreck kaown as the

y Roosters,” and who was notoriously the |
and reckless man in the vnmp.‘

|

Ecclesiastical

a man so humble, or a woman exert herself as

| most
Mary did to shield him, So far as in her lay she

rough
| jumped a first-class poker game, where he was

stood between him and every | g :
y breath, or look, that ; playing at twenty dollars ante and pass the
buck, to come in and weigh out dust enough to

could be interpreted to mean reproach ; but do as
she might, she could not pick the thoms from his | “call” the Parson and Sandy
The Forks felt proud of itself for the deed.

conscience, or restore his self-respect, neither |
could she withdraw from his physical n e | i .

phy: ature the | Men slept sounder and awoke in a better humor
with themselves for the act.

terrible eraving to struggle with which he only |
Yet all this time it was pretty well conceded

knew what it cost.

They did not come to Honeycomb House when | that the gold, and the Widow too, would very
they léft New Broom. Mary would not expose | soon fall to the possession of the Parson. '
her husband to the possibility of an upbraiding “ Set "em deep, Parson !
*word from his father, although I don't think that the head of the *(
knowingly Mr. Morgan would have so addressed | hands with the P,
him. This had not come so suddenly on hint as | boys, and returned to his game of poker
it bad on me ; he had heard the rumours that had| There had been many a funeral at th'c Forks ;
b'cc'n current for a long time, although without | but never a birth or a wedding. But now thin;
giving them credit ; still his mind had been ' last, with all its rites and mysteries, was about to
Jamiliarized to the possibility of the thing, but it | come upon the Forks; and the Forks felt digni.
must have been a dreadful blow to him, I wonder. | fied and clated. Not one of the three lhouxf:d
ed how he stood it as he seemed to do. As for ' bearded men showed unconcern. ‘

|

Set 'em deep ! ” said
say Roosters,” as he shook
arson that night, winked at the

t

It was the

| out looking right or left, opened the door, and
went straight up to the Parsonage.
age was the name the boys gave to the cottage on
[ the hill among the trees

ed derringers,

row,” gasped The Jumper.

and went down to his shop

Sandy ain't no sardine !” said Stubbs
any how, he's got the start just a little, if the Par-
son does nail him.

cious in the mines—sumthin’ to die for, you bet.”

Howlin' Wilderness began to grow impatient.

in the snapper!” “Lost his grip!”

ward, and considered it one of the most remarka

dare show his hand "
ble things in all the strange conduct of this man. '

These and like expressions, |

: o thrown out now and then from the little knots of |
When the Parson arose, The Jumper shook |
himself loose from the counter, and tilted across

to the other side of the room, to give him place.

men here and there, were the certain indications
that Sar.dy had lost his place in the hearts of the |

| leading men of the Forks.
The stricken man put his hands on the counter, |

s Toward midnight the bolt lifted! Shoo! The
pecked over the bar keeper's should.r at his favor door opened, and Bandy entered, backed uj
» - [0 red, e - )
ite bottle, as F - S
) as if mournfully to a friend ; but said against the wall by the door, and stood there, tall

not & word. p B glass, ¢ 4 g
He emptied a glass, and then, with- | 0 o

% His great beard was trimmed a little, his bushy |
I'he Parson hair carefully combed behind his ears, and the

neck-tie was now subdued into a neat love-knot,
in spite of its old persistent habit of twisting
his left shoulder
His eye met the Parson's, but did not guail

“Gone for his two little bull-pups,” said Stubbs
That was what the Parson called his silver-mount

around and fluttering out over '

“There will be a funeral at the Forks, to-mor The bar-keeper settled down gracefully behind
e ’ the bags of sand, so that his eyes only remained
visible above the horizon.
The head of the ** Gay Roosters” tilted a table ‘

up till it made a respectable barricade\ for his | *

Here the German undertaker arose cheerfully, | «

“ Well, Sandy is no sardine. Bet your boots

“And,

breast, and the crowd silently settled back into

t
t
I

the corners, packed tighter than sardines in a tin

box
You might have heard a mouse, had it crossed |

the floor.
the time its snappish red tongue, and the wind
without to lean against the door and listen.

The Parson slowly arose from the table.

For he's had her first ; and |

hat’s a heap, I think, for wimmen's mighty pre- Even the fretful fire seemed to hold tor

The

Parson was absent for hours, and the

|

| ple at the Parsonage
found

general and respectful about the Parson.

never really killed a man during all his stay in

without having Ailled a single man, seemed to the
Forks unaccountable.
man with kindness and almost with gentleness,
He | and missed him through all the long, weary win

_" He's a heeling himself like a fighting-cock,” | had his right hand in his pocket, and was very | ter more than they were willing to admit.
said Stubbs ; and, if Sandy don't go to kingdom pale.

slowly on. Sometimes it was observed he would

turn, shading his eyes from the snow, look down
intently at the peaceful smoke drifting through
the trees above the Parsonage

“Some poor idiot will pass in his checks to-
night, if he don't come back pretty soon,” said
Stubbs, as he nodded at the man up the hill
brushed the snow from his sleeves, and went back
into the saloon

Sandy soon took his old place in the hearts of
and moon and

the bovs. His wife was the sun

particular star of the camp ; and the Parson was
for a time almost forgotten, save by the two peo-
Often Sandy sought him,
he was not to be
He had evidently lett the camp

talk

ip and down the Creek ; bhut

After a month or two the became more

It was with a ltttle surprise that the Forks dis
overed, one evening, while discussing his merits
and recounting his achievements, that he had
he camp. How a mian could have maintained
he reputation for courage that this man had, and
ave held the influence did,

over men that he

Still they spoke of this

Spring came at last ; but not the Parson. The



