12 THE CRITIC.

JOSEPHINES MOTHER.

( Continued.)

* Jest’s a8 you please. But I ain't goin’ to hurt my heahth and my hull
lookout for years by goin’ to work w'ile I'm a sick man. We don't hev
but one life, an’ there ain’t no sense in spilin’ that. You'd ruther hev a
hiouse, I s’pose, than save your husband’s life.”

“ Qh, Charley !"'

“You sin‘t a mite o' feelin’ in you, Priscilla, Ef I'd a warried Nancy
Hall, she wouldn't 2’ ben sendin' me to wotk, lame an’ sore as I be.”

“Qh, Charley I' she exclaimed again, coming round and standing with
the baby in her aune, as she put her hand on his arm. “ I don't want you
to go to wotk—1'll see what I can do myaelf.”

“Take care! You'll hurt my asm {* he oxclaimed. * You'll tee what
you csp do ! I should like to know what you can do. The best thing you
can do Is to go dowan to the store an’ tell *om to send up what you want,
an’ they needn’t fear no loss 'ith this house to fall back on that's worth a
hull stock o’ goods I’ And then he sauntered down to Baroey's.

But on his way he stopped at the store and told them to send up the
needed flour and meal, and sugar snd tea, a ham, a keg of pigs’ feet and
a kit of mackerel, a strip of pork, some egge, and some maple syrup,—a
goodly quantity, that he might not bave to renew the subject with Priscilla
100 500D,  “ I guess you ain’t no need to be atraid of loosin’, so long as
folks own their own house,” said he, observing Mr. Newman's hesitation ;
snd the things were sent up.

But while be was goue, Priscilla had bethought herself and questioned
whetker on not she would ever need her little hoard in the saviogs bank
more than she needed it now, and went to get he- book. It was nowhere
to be found. In a panic she threw on her shawl and hood, and taking the
baby ic her arms hurried down the road to the eavings bank. “The book 1"
they said. “Her husband bad brought it in some weeks since and drawn
the balance,” “Oh, then, it is all right,” she replied with a amiling face.
And she went home as if the groand were on fire beneath her feet.  What
if it were only her name that had been forged, her money that had been
stolen—the thiog was the eame. The whole world was whirliog round
her ; there was no fixed pomnt n heaven or earth; her husband—her
Charley—a forger ! a thief!

And this wss the mar of whom she had said that she didn't know what
the world would be to her without him in it, to whom she had looked up,
on whom she had leaned, whem she had loved with all her heart—Jose-
phine’s father! Oh, why was Josephine ever born!  And then she bugged
her babe til it rebelled ; and she held it away from her to see if she traced
in the tiny face one feature of the father’s face, for which before sbe had
sought 50 often and so eagerly, and which now ehe thought would be to
her as baleful 23 auy glance of the evil eye.  “No, no, no, you'rec my own
baby I' and she clasped ber and kiszed her, and cried over her till the
frightened baby put up 2 quivering lip and eried in company.

It was not 8 great many months after this that Mr. Newman surprised
her with a call.  Perhaps, a3 a once discarded suitor, it was not unpleasant
to him to let her mark the difference between what was, snd w®hat might
have been. He had come to see about the house.

“#Debt? TWhat debt? Lstihe bouse go for debt? Obh, neverl” sho
s3id.

¢ But you have had the goods,” eaid Mr. Newman,

“J dido't koow—I dido’t understand,” she faltered. “My husband
will go 10 work coon. Ttey cflered hun the job of driving the sisge te
Farley, and oh, Mr. Newman,” the great brown cyes pathetic as a dnmb
creature’s, ‘I will go to work myself! You shall be paid the whole! In-
deed you shalll” And a great pile of garments to be made on her sewing
machine came vp from the shop which was the center of the wide rursl
district, and Prucilla, who had been Chatley’s slave, became Mr. New-
msn's from tbat night.

Chatley bad taken the job of stage-driving ; it was just what he liked ;
the money be got for it was just what all the Barneys on the road liked.
Not a penny came into the house. He had gay companions beside him on
the road—sometimes 2 man as shiftless as himself, somatimes 2 woman as
1eckless.

“I declar’ for it said Miss Eivira, purshiog back her spectacles as
the coach whirled by. ‘It does gird me mor'a a little to sec Priscilla’s
husband with that Rodoey hussey sitting up beside him. She's put bitter
a2t ditz herbroth. I think I'll hev to eat my words an' go up an' see the
«hild.”

Rat when Miss Flvirs, haviog been driven over by a p=ighbsr, reached
the house, and going round to the side-door glanced in and saw the pile of
work beside Priscilla, 2od heard the low thunder of the sewing-machine,
apd saw the little Josephioe on the floor close to the barricade of a string
of tape, across which she understood she was not to go, bat reaching her
pretty arms imploriogly to her mother, the sun gildiog all her gold-red
cutls, and shiring ia the great tesrs with which ber eyes were wet, and eaw
Prizcilla push back her chair and run to the child and catch her up and
Xkiss her and carces her, and walk with her a moment in her arms, murmur-
iog a broken tune, and put ber back in her plzce and hasten to her work
again—then, “'I won't go in,” s2id Miss Elvira to herself, “'she’ll thiok I'm
crowiog over her. Yes, I will too I she said again. “Ef she ever needed
anybady on this created 'arth, she needs me now I

“Herel” said Miss Elvira, presently, walkiog in very exactly, bat
throwing off her closk at once.  ““You let me tako that machinz awhile, an'
you take that child—the littlo lamb. It's a dear, that's what itis; 2 pretty
dear.  Don't its Gther tend it none? 1 shouldn't think he could keep his

arms of'n it, Prisciila | what does all this mean? Has it coree to your
supporting Charley Dane? Ain't you hed about enough of it? Because
¢f you hev you can bring the baby right down to my house the moment
you want to leave him. I'd like nothing betler. I allus did wish some-
body'd tie 8 baby iv a baskot ou m, doot-handle, ef it hadu’t a’ben for the
speech of people. An' tho' I a'int much, what I do hev you're welcoms to.”

* Leave my husband 1" lifting her weary cyes, amszed. .

“Husband 1 What's husband mean? I've hear'n the mtnister tell,—
an' how much of a husband is Charley Dinet It'Il be the best day’s
work you ever done w'en ycu do loave bim |"

* Oh no, na,” cried Priscilla. *Josephine's father! Oh no, no, no 1"’

“ That for Josophine's father I" ciied Miss Elvira, snapping her finger
aud thumb. ‘“I seen him with that Rodeey girl beside him on ths box, an'
there ain’t a soul round here that don't know just the way he's
carryin’ on "

¢ Oh, Aunt Elvira, hush ! You musn't {

* I will, then, an' more too. Now I'm goiog to give you a rest,—you
look all tucked out. But I shan't doit agin, for I ain't goin' ter help sup-
port Charley Dane-doin’ nothin’, though I do’no’ any harder work there is,
But the moment you come dowa to me with Josephine, for good, thea all
I've got is yourn. Aun’'thank goodaess, my house is across the lioe, an’ he
can’t fetch you back fron: another state,

Miss Elvira might as well have tried to move the rock-ribbed and
ancient carth. Vet although she went home defeated, it was with a sense
of only temporary defeat. *“Time ain’t ripe ; that's all,” ehe said.

But when Charley came sauntering 1o at sunset, and took down his
fiddle, Priscilla pushed her machine into a corner and took Josephiae in
her arms.  “Charley,” she said, in tha fitst pause of the melody, ‘“that’s a
pretty tune.  Did the Rodney girl learn it to you ?”

Ho looked at her a moment, all the devil in him laughing out of his
eyes. “Thero ain’t no Rodney girl,” he said.

“ Dy you suppose 1'm blind and deef, 100, that I don't know that
Rodney girl goes ridin’ with you on the stage to Farley t*

“There ain’ no Rodaoey girl,” he maiatained, and with his ear bent
down to his fiddle. Aond not another word did her vouchsafe.

But by and by he put the fiddle down, snd with his legs stretched a
full length, sat looking at the floor. “I'd leave that stage-drivin’,” esid he,
“*ef I hada hundred dollars to go to Busted with. There’s 16ts of my zort
of work afoot there, they say. But I'd want all that ter git started.”

To go to Busted! Away from the low compenions, away from the
Rodoey girl—hope flushed her once again, as if 1t had not betrayed her
scores of times before.  *And should you take Josephine and me?” she
asked, her voice like a wild, glad cry,

“Wal, I might send for ye,” he said. *“But what's the use? I ain’t
got no hundred dollars, and I might as well hanker for a2 bank.”

How could she have had an evil thought of him she asked herself. She
was full of humarity, and repentsnce, and love, as she gazed on his band-
some, downcast face.

* Charley !” she cried radisnily in a minute, with a new thonght, “X
can get you a hundred dollars.”

“Youl"

“Yes. A pedler was hare this morning while I was combing out my
hair, and he said he'd give me a huadred dollars for it any day I'd take it.’

“ Your hair 2"

She fapcied there was love for her hair in his tons. I€ he loved it, if it
cost him a pang, it was easy for ber to part with it, in spite of her indigoant
refusal inthe morning. “He's coming back to-morrow,” she said. “I'll
git the shears and you cut it now while your here, Charley. Tain'tasefit
wouldo’t grow agaio, you know.” And she loosened the long braids in a
cloud of gold and sat dowp in the chsir before bim, directly in the path of
the last red sunset rays, and a8 every one of the Jong locks fell, flashing out
a red splendor, the child in her arma caught at them with exclamstions of
joy, and was presently half hidden in a flzece of gold.

“ Ob, how qacer it is ! laughed Priscilla, when it was over. ‘Aand
how small my head feels

“ Put eomathiong round it quick !” ssid Charley. *For you're a sight to
aee.” And she tied 2 handkerchief on, and the pext day gave him the
money that the pedler eagerly paid her.

When Charley came back a fortnight afterward and told her it was all
lies aud there was no work at all at Basted, he did not toll her who went
lwithdhim and shared bis riotous living with the hundred dollars while it
ssted.

But Priscilla only redoubled her effarts, growing paler and thinner every
day over her tasks, and kept her sorrow to herself, adding a fresh sorrow
to all the rest in feeliog that Josephine suffsred from her preoccupation—
Josephine, the darling, ths only joy she hsd, the lsughiog, carolling, little
trippiog child, for whom all the villags people had a word of wonder and
love. The only pleasure loft the mother now was in making Josephine
happy ; shestole the time from her work 10 make the little clothes that
dressed Josophine out like a piclure, and she carecsed them in making
them as if they were a part of Jossphins. And the child had such enticing
ways, daociog tip-loe like a butterfly, taking her father's fiddle and holding
it under her car as he did, and listening as i she already heard there the
strains sho should some day cal forth, loviog every one and everything she
saw, from the lean cat to Mr. Newmsan bimself. “Dear wainbow ! she
said. * Dast t'ower! Desr marmer {”

At last, coc midnight, while Priscilla was etill banding over her
nghinc, Charicy came in whistliog. *Come, get me a bit of supper I'* he
ssid.

Priccilla put away her work slowly.  “Thére 2in't any supper to *’git’




