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“*Mid the New gmgland hills, and

‘- "@beneath the shadow Jof thieir dim old
< wwoods, is a running ‘broek, whose
« wdeep Waters ware not always as mer-
and frolicsomé’ as now; for years

+ «wbefore our, siory opens; pent up and
rimpeded. in their course, they dashed
.4sangrily * ageinst. their ‘prison. walls,
d turned the creeking wheel of an

,oldﬂnw mill, with a sullen, rebellious 4

.aroar.. ‘The hill has gone to decay,
«and the sturdy men who 'fed it with
=thegiant oaks of the forest,  are
-esleening quietly in the village grave-
-wdrd. | The waters of the mill-pond,

4 Yeleved from their coyfinement,
*ﬂaa,p gayly over the ruined dam,
“tossing for a moment in wanton glee
“atheir locks of snow-witite foam, 'and ¢
Gthen, flowing on, ‘half fearfully as it
‘were, through' the deep gorge overs
thung with the Hemlock and the pine,
wwhere the shadows “of Awilight  ever .

an where - the rocks frown
ghﬂmil& do(vn upon the stream be-

Jlow, which, emelgmg‘from. the dark-
iness, -losed itself at. Jast in the wat-~
wers’ of! the' gracefully’ winding Chi-
«copee, angd, léaves far behind - the
Jmoss=covered walls of what is famil-
iarly known as the ‘/Old House by
#he Milt.” ;
L g g hugd, SiaTasnioned bmldmg,
»dqu}ant. nearly a:mile {rom the puh—

, hweay, - and s’ui'rb‘unded'
thiekly' b3 . fereet tvoes ‘that h.

“ibright sunlight, = dancing & merrily
:midst the rustling leaves above, falls
but seldom ‘on the time-staived walls
of dark gray adals, whers the damp
and idews of mgre thap a century
have "fallen, .and where pow the
clh’lgh with * &. loving

were ibs righthil rest-
the: thunders of the’

the hills ‘of * the

and, “the+ royal bannex
in the evening breeze, . the

Bay State,
floated:

house was owned by an old English-:

man, ‘whq, loyal to his kind ' and
ecountry, denounced as recbels the fol-
lowers of Washington. Against
these, ‘however, he would not raise
his hand, for among them were many "
.‘lbnghtriell friends, who had gathered
“with himisround the festal board; so

“he chose the only remaining alterna-’

tive,.and went back to his- native
country ;v cher ishing the hope that he
should: one day return to the home |
he loved so* well, and listen again to
the musical flow of ‘the water-brook,
#hich could be diztinctly ‘heard frem
“the door ot the mansion. But, . his
-wisk twas vain, for when at'last A
~erica was free, and .the :British
4y 13 recalled he slept beneath the |
vsod of En land and ‘the old house
-was for many years deserted. . The
:Englishmén had ‘been greatly belov-
< ed,;@and his property. was unmolest-
ed, whiler the weeds and jgrass grew
~rall and rank’ in the garden beds,
and the birds ‘of heaven built their
,nests ‘beneath the projecting roof, or
theld a holiday Jin the gloomy, silent
irooms. :
.AS time passed on, however, and
““one  ‘appeared’ tg: dispute their
rfght‘ dfﬂerent families occupied the
- House at Jntervals untilzat " last,
‘ﬂ;en nearly fifty years had elapsed,
news ‘Was one day teceived that Ma-
dg.m ConWay, a grand-daughter ~ of
the “old Enghshman, haging met
‘with reverses atshome, had determin-
L to emigrate to the New World,
and,' remembering the ‘“House by the
Mill,”” .of which she had heard 8o
w much. she wished to know if peace-
able possessxon of it would be allow-
« @ her, in case she decided upon re-
. moving thither, and making it her
s future home. To this plan no objec-
“tion: was made. for. the aged people
4 -of/ Hillsdale sttll cherished the mem-
. .ory! 6f the hospitahble. old man,” whose
10& were gray: while they were yet
iren, and ‘the younger ' por-
of the .community hoped for a
renewal of the 'gayeties which they
had heard were oncé so:common  at
rthaoldito ‘house.
But in this they were dfisappointod
tlor Hadam Conway was a proud, un- .
desiring no acquain-
nce whatever with her neighbors,
who, aftér many inefiectual attémpts.
- something ' like friendly inter-
oncluded to leave her en-
and eonmted them-
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ing woman, Who, nore than
one else, shared her iistress's con—
fidence, had grown up in the funily,
receiving a very good education, and
had nursed their Joung mistress,
Miss Margaret, Which, of course, en-
- titled her to more respect than was
usually bestowed upon menials like
her; that Madam Conway was very
aristocratie, very proud of her high
English blood; that, though she liv~
ed alone, she attended strictly to all
the formalities of high life, dressing
each day with the utmost precision
for her solitary dinwer; dining from
off ‘a service of solid silver, and pre-
.siding wit.h reat dignity  in her
straight. high -backed chair, She was
fond, too, of the ruby wine, and her
oellar was stored wWith the choicest
liguors, ' 'Some " of which she had
- brought  with her from home, while'
.others, it was said, had belonged to
-her grandfather, ‘and’ for half a cen-
tury had remaired unseen and un-

molested, ‘while the gobwebs of time:

had woven,arcund them a misty wov-
efing,” makifig them still more valu-
able  to ‘the lady, ' who knew full
well how age improved such thmgs
Regularly ‘each day she rode in her
ponderous carriage, sometimes alone,
and sometimesactompanied bys Hes-
ter, the daughter of old Hagar, a
handsome, inteiligent-looking 'girl,
who, after two or three “years
comparative idleness at Mill Farm,
tvent to, Meriden, Connecticut, -as
seamstréss.in a family which had ad-
vertised for such a person: With her
departed the only life of the house,
and during the following year -there
ensued a monotonous qui_t, . which
was, broken at last for. Hagar by the
siartling ~announcement ‘that her
daughier's. young mistress had died
foyr moniths before, and the husband,
a gray-haired, elderly man, had prov-
ed conclusively that he was in his
dotage by talkifig of marriage to
Hester, who, ere the letter reached
her mother," would probably e . the
third bfide of one whase reputed
wealth was the only possible induce-
nient to a girl like Hester Warren,
With an immense degree of satisfac-

tion Hagar read the letter through, .
exulting = that forfune ‘had tavoredv

her at last. Possessed of many st

ling qual ties. Hagar Warren had one
glaring fault which had embittered
Her whole life.  Why others were rich
while she’ was poor she could not un-
.derstand, and her heart rebelled at
the fate which had ‘made her what

she wa8, But Hester would be weal.
thy-may, would, perhaps, one day

rival the haughty Mrs. Miller across
the water, who' had “been her play-
mate;" there was comfort in that,

she wrote to her daughter expressing
her entire approbation, and hintin

yvaguely, of  the ,possibility that sh

berself might some' time cease to b

a servant, and help do the honors o
Mr. Hamilton’sihouse! To Jthis there

came no reply, and Hagar, waa think- -
ing seriously of making a- visit to |

Meriden,

: when . one rainy autumnal
night,

nearly a year after Hester's

marriage, there came another  letter

sealed with black, With a sad fore-
boding Hagar opened it, and read
that Mr. Hamilton had failed;  that
his house and farm were sold, -and
that he, overwhelmed with mortiﬁca—
tion both at his failure and the op-.
position of his friends to his last
marriage, had died suddenly, leaving
Hester . with no home in the = wide
world: unless Madam Conway' receiv-
ed her again into. her family,

“Just. my . luck!” ‘was Hagar's
mental | comment, as she finished
reading the lettér, and carried it 'to
her: mistress, who had always liked
Hester, and who readily consented to
give her ‘@' home, provided e put on
no airs from ‘having been for g time
the wife.of a reputed wealthy man.
‘“Mustn’t  put on airs!’ r
Hagar, as she left the room. “Just
as if airs wasn’t for anybody . but
high ' bloods!’”’ And with the canker
worm of envy at her heart, ske wroto
to Hester, who came immediately;
and. r, when she heard her tell

the story of her wxong*—-how her *

husband’s sister, indignant at hid
marriage with a sewing-girl, had re-
moved from him the ghildren, one a
step-child -and one his own; and-how
of all his vust fortune there was not

of

muttered

i

; ‘rupbed old Hagar.
-accounted the handsomest and clev-

“tation.

"%+ She is not to blame for being

x'ich while I am poor.”
‘‘But somebody’s to blame." inter-
“You was always

erest of the two, and yet'for ° all
youwll be nothing but 'a drudge to

I wait on her and the little girl.”

Hester only sighed in ‘reply, while
her thoughts went forward to the fu-
ture, * and what jt wculd probably
bring her. * Hester Warren and Mar-"
garet Conway had bean children to-
gether, and in spite of the difference
of their stations fthey had loved each
other dearly; and when at last the!
wedry traveler came, with her pale
sad face ‘and mourning garb, none
gave her so heartfelt a welcome = as
Hester; and duiing the week when,
from exhaustion aud. eéxcitement, she
was confined te her bed, it was Hes-
ter who nurséd her with the utmost
care, soothing her to sleep, and then
amusing the little Theo, a child @ of
two years. Hagar, too, softened by
Jer young mistress’'s sorrow, repent-
.ed of her harsh words, and wu.tched
each night with the invalid, - who,
once when her mind seemed wander-
ing far ‘back in the past,. whispered
softly: ““Tell me the Lord's Prayer,

dear Hagar, just as you told it to'

me years ago when I -was a-: lxt§le
child.”

It was a long time since Hagar had
breathed . that prayer, but at Mrs.
Miller's request,‘ she comimenced it,
repeating correctly until she came to
the words, ‘‘Give us this day our
daily bread,”” then she hesitated,
and, bending forward, said: “What
comes next,” Miss Margaret? Is it,
‘L.ead us not into temptation?’”’

‘‘Yes, yes,”’ whispered the half-un-
conscious lady. ‘‘ ‘Lead us not into
temptation,’ that's it,"”” "Then, as if
there were around her a dim forebod-
ing of the great wrong Ha.gur was to
do, she took her.old nurse’s hand be-
tween her own, and continued: “Say
it often, Hagar—'Lead us not . into
temptation’—you have much need for
thuat prayer.” ]

A moment more and Margaret Mil-
ler slept, while heside her sat Hagar
Warren, half shuddering, she knew
not why, at the thought of her mis-
tress’s words, which seemed to her
so much like the spirit of prophecy.

“Why do I need that.prayer more
than any one else?’’ she said, at last,
“I have neyer beerm tempted meore
than I could bear—-never shall be
tempted—and if ‘1 ' am, old Hagar
Warren, bad as she is, can resist
temptation without that prayer.’’

Still, reason as she would, Hagar

ccould not shake off the strange fecl-

ing, and as she sat, half dozing, in
her chdir, with the dim lamplight
flickering . over her' dark face, ' she
fancied” that the October wind, sigh-
ing so mournfully through the locust
trees beneath the window and then
dying away in the distance, bore-up-
on its wing, “Lead us‘not into temp-
Hagar, you have much need
to say that prayer.”
Aye, Hagar* Warren,

’ much need,
much peed!

CHAPTE}{ 1T,

The wintry winds were blowing
cgld and chill around the old stone
house, and the deep, untrodden snow
lay high piled upon the ground. For
inany days the gray, leaden plouds
had frowned gloomily down upon the
carth below, covering it = with, a
thick veil of white. = But the storm
was over now, with the setting sun
it had gone to rest, and the pale
moonlight stole softly”into the sil-
ent chamber, where Madam Conway
bent anxiously down to see if but the
faintest breath came from: the part-
ed lips of her only daughter. There
had been born to her that night dan-
other grandchlld—m littls, helpless
girl, which now in an adjommg Toom
was Hagat’s speciil care; and Hag-
ar, sitting there’ with the wee crea~
ture upon - her, lap, and the dread
fear at her heut that her - young
mistress might die, forgot for once
to repine at her lot and did cheér-
fully whatever was required ‘of her
to do.

There was silence in' the rooms be-
low--silénce in the chambera above—
gilence ewerywhere—ior the sick wo-
man seemed fast nearing the deep,
dark ‘river whose waters move on-
ward but never‘return.

Almost a week went by, and then,
in a room far more humble than that
where. Marga.ret ‘Miller lay, another
impiortal ! being = was given to the
world; “and, with a softened light in’
her kgen black eyes, old Hagar. told
to her stately mistress, ‘when she
met her on the stairs, that she, too
was a grandmother.

. *“Ypu must not on that account ne-
glect® Margaret’ 'chilgl ! was, Madam
Conways .answer, as, with ‘a wave
of h passed on; and this

‘Hagar had the two’

| downy pillow and shaded by

ur)
' here, mohher——so dark—and

- am
growing cold. Cén it be de 1th?*
“Yes, Hester, ’ﬁs dﬂlt'b

ly calm as she laid her hand on the

 clammy brow of her daughter.

An heur later, and Madam
way, who sat dozing
below, téady for any summons which
mizht come from Margaret’s room,
was rouised “by the touch of a cold,
hard hand, and Hngar Warren stood
before her. i

“Come,” she-sald, “Come: with
me;”” and thinking ‘only of Margaret,
Madam Conway arose to 'follow her.
“Not there—but this way,” said
Hagar, as her mistress turned to-
wards Mrs. Miller’s door, and grasp-
ing firmly the lady's arm, she led to,
the_room where Hester lay dead,
with. her young baby clasped loving=
ly to her bosom. ‘‘Look at her—and
pity me now, if you never did be-
fore. She was all I had in the world.
to love,’’ said Hagar, passionately.

Madam Conway was not naturally
a hard-hearted woman, apd she ans-
wered gently, ‘Y do pity you, Hag-
ar, and I did not think Hester was
so il. ' Why haven’t you let me
know?"’ ' To this, Hagar' 'made no
direct replv and after a féw more in-.
quiries . Madam Conway  léf¢' the
room, saying she would send up the
servants to do whatever was neces-
sary. . When_ it.was known through-
out the housé that Hestér was dead,
much surprise was expl‘essed and” a
good :deal of sympathy manifested
for old’ Hagar, avho; "Wwith a gloomy
brow, lygged to her heart the demon
of jealousy, which kept whispéring to
her of the difference there would be
were Margdret to die. It was deem-
ed advisable to keep Hester's death
a secrét from Mrs. Miller; so, with as
little ceremony as posslblc the.body
wus buried at the c¢lose of the day,
in an inclosure "which. had been  set
aparts as a. family burying ground;
and ‘when. again the night shadows
fell Hagar Warren sat ig her .silent
room, ‘brooding o’'er her grief,. and
looking oft at the plain pine cradle,
where day the little motherless child,
her grand-daughter. Occasionally,
too, Her eye-wandered towards the
mahogany crib, where another infant
slept. . Perfect quiet seemed neces-
sary for Mrs. Miller, and Madam
Oonway had ordered her baby to be
rémoved = frof; the ante-chamber
where first it had been kept, so that

Con-

own room.

In the pine cradle there was® a

rustling sound; the baby was aWak_"
ing, and taking it on her lap, Hag- :
ar soothed it again to sleep, gazing

earnestly upon it to see if it wera
like its. mother. It was a bright,
healthy-looking infant, and
five days youriger than that of Mrs.
Miller, was quite as large and look-
ed as old.

‘““And you will be a drudge, while
she will be a lady,”” muttered Hagar,
as' her tears fell on the fase of the
sleeping child. ““’hy need this differ-
ence be?”’

Old < Hag*a,r. had
words ‘‘Lead - us

forgotten  the
not into tempta-
tion;”’ . and when the tempter ans-
wered ‘It need not be,’’ she  only
started suddeply as if smitten by a
heavy blow; but she did not driye
him fromi her, and she sat there reas-
oning with herself that, .''it need not.
be.” Neither the physician nor Ma-
dam Conway had paid any attention
to Margaret’s child; it had been her
special care, while no one had notic-
ed hers, and ‘neWly-born babies were
s0 much ahke that deception was an
easy matter. © But could she do it ?
Could  she beat’ that gecret on her
soul? ' Madam  Conways though
proud; had.been kind to her, and
could shé thus deceive her!  Would
hér daughter, sleeping in her early
krave, approve the deed. “No, no,”
she -~ answered aloud, . ‘‘she would
not;”” and the great . drops of  per-
spiration  stood  thickly upen - Her
dark, haggard face, = as she, arose
and’ laid back in “her cradle . the
child whom she had thought to make
an heiress.

‘For a time - the tempter left her,
but returned ere long, and creeping
into her heart sung to her beautiful

" songs of the future which might be,

were Hester's baby a'lady. And Hag-
ar, listening to that song, fell
asleep, dreaming that the deed  was
done by other agency than’ hors-—.
that ‘the little face resting on :he
he
costly Jlace, was lowly born; while |
the child, wrapped' in the coarser
blanket, came of nobler blood, even
that of the Conways, who boasted
more than one lordly title.  With a
nervous start she awoke at last and.
‘ereeping to the cradle of mahogany,
looked to see if ‘her dream  were
true; but it was not. She knew it
by the pinched, blue look about the
nose, and the thin covefing.of hair.
This \was all the difference which oy~
en her eye could see,
other person had noticed
he child . had never been - ’seen

ned was g

anlwered =
Hagar, and her vaice’ was umnatural-
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than the other one whose nose look-
ed still more pinched and blue m the
plain white dress and cradle of pine,
Still, there, was a gnawhig pgin at
Hqgars heart, and she would 'per-
haps, have undone thé¢ wrong, had
not Madam Conway appeared! with
inquiries for the baby’s’ health. \Hag-
ar could not face her mistress, 8o sha
turned ‘away- and pretenaed to ‘busy
herself witk the arrangement of the
room,, while the lady, bending over
the cradle, said, ‘“I think' she isim-
proving, Hagar; I never saw. ‘her
look so well;’”” and she pushed back
the window, curtain to obtain a beb—
ter view.

With ‘a wild, startled look ‘in  her

eye, Hagar held her breath to hear |

what might. come neyt, but her fears
were groundless;  for in her anxiety
for her daughter. Madam »Conway
bad heretofore scarcely seen = her
grandechild, and had no suspicion
now that the sleeper befora her was
of plebeian. birth, nor yet that the
other little one, at whom she did not |
delgn to look, was bone of her bone, |
" and flesh of her flesh. She started ito,
leave the room, but impelled by
some sudden impulse, turned back
and stooped to kiss the child. In-
voluntarily old Hagar sprang for= |
ward to stay the act, and grasped
the lady’s arm, but she was too'
late, the ariatocmuc lips had touch~

icheek of Hagar. Warren's
grandchﬂd, and the secret,.. now
confessed, would _never be for, ven,
" “It  can’t be *helped,” " muttered
Hégar, and then, when Mrs. Con-
way asked an explanation ‘of her con-
duct, she answered: “I was afraid
you’s wake her up, and mercy knows

h dworty enoigh with b otht.ho "“

bra !
Moy Wil then mam Conway

%

4he _half-closed door peored Hagar’s
wild, dark eyes—gne moment light-
Ing up with exultation as she mut-
rered, “it’s my flesh, my blood,
proud 'lady ¥’ and the tiext growing
dim with tears, as she thought of
the evil she had dongp.

“I did not know she had so much
hair,’”” ‘said Mrs. Miller, parting the
silken locks, “‘I think it will 'be
like mine,’” and she gave the child to
her. mother, : while - Hagar glided
sw1ftly back to her room.

That. afternoon = the clergyman,
whose chureh Mrs. Conway usually
attended, called to sec Mrs. Miller,
who ‘suggested that both the children
should receive the rite of baptism.
Hagar.© was = accordingly bidden to
preépare them for the ceremony, and

‘rasolving to make one more eflort to

undo ‘what shé hatl done, she dressed
the child whom she had thought to
wrong in its own clothes, and then
anxiously! awu.lted her mistress’ com—

ing.

"Ha.gar Warren!
mean?  Are you crazy!'’ sternly. de-
manded  Madam Oonway, when the

old nurge held up béfore her thb chdld 4
with the blue nose. M

“‘No, not crazy yet; but-I ihall be,

if you don't take this

answerad Hagar. i
More *than once tha.t day W

;!yagars grief hn.ddrﬁ!wlhhh-‘
_ observed

uma and now, when sh

the unnatural bright;
 and saw what 5? m

too, thought it po:

uﬁnd was, partiaily
gently, but

xime for foolishness

£
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dark grim  statue, ,her hmd,s firmly
locke-d together, and her ‘¢ eyes. fixed
upon the face of the little one, ' who
‘was baptized "Mu.rgaret Mxller . A8
the olergyman propou that nu.me.
she uttered & low, gasping mban, but
her face betrayed no emotion, and
‘very calmly she stepped forward with
the other child upen: her arm.:

““What name?'’ asked the minister,
and she answered, ‘her mother's;
call her for her motherl"

“Hester,”” said Madam Con'way,
turning to ‘the clergyman, who un-
derstood  nothing from' Hagar's re-

i go ““Hester’’ was the, name given
to the child,” in whose wveins  the '
Blood of English noblemen was flow- .
ing; and when the ceremony  Wus
ended, Hag&r bore back to ner rocin
‘“Flester Hamilton,”” the ' ¢hild e~
frau o! her blrthright abd “Mag-
¢i. mxler " the, heroine of yur story.

(To Be Oontumed) !', ;
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