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TERRY WIGAN.

(From the Norwegian of Henrik Ibsen.y

A strauge and grizzled man onee dwelt
On yonder outmost isle :
By land or sca he never dealt
A human being guile ; Lo
But at times came an ugly gleaw in his eye,
When the weather wasn't good,
Aud then they thought he was mad thercby,
And then few men would dare go nigh
Where Terry Wigan stood

1 saw him myself a single time.—
He lay with his fish by the pier: .

Though his hair was flecked with a fommy rime,
Gay waz his voice and clear.

With s quip and a jest the girls he cheered.
With the village lads made fun ;

He waved his son’wester, and off he sheered,

Then up with his stay-sail and home he steered,
Away in the setting sun.

T'I1 tell you now of Terry's tale.
Whatever 1 have heand:

And if at times “tisdry and stale,
There's truth in every word.

T heard the story from those whose place
Was with him when be died :

Whe watehed by his bed at bis decease,

Aund closed his eves to the sleep of peace,
High up on you hillside.

In bis youth, a wild dare-devil Dick.
He gave bis folk the &lip.
And bore with many a menkey trick
As the youngest lad in the ship,
Then at Awsterdam away he ran,
For his home-love nrged him sore, |
Aund returned in the ~ Union "—Capsain Branun;
But at home there was nene that saw in the man
The little by of yore.

For he'd erown to be dapper and tall and red,
And waas rigged out tight and trim :

But his father and mother both were dead,
And all that were dear to him.

He mourned for a day—ay, maybe two,
Then rose from sorrow free:

With earth at his feet no rest he knew;

It was better, he said, to bave to do
With the broad and boisterous sea.

In a vear from then was Terry wed,—
It came about in haste, R R
And he rather repented a step, folk said,
That kept him finmly placed.
So beneath his roof in idle play
The winter slowly sped, R
Theugh the windows shone like the brightest day,
With their curiains small and their lower-pots guy,
In the little cottage red.

When fair winds broke the ice-lnmps through,
With the brig was Terry ¢one:

When the grey govse in autumn southwards flew,
He utet it half-way tlown. . )

Then a glaom like the shade of the ¢oming night
Clouded the sailoer’s brow : . .

e came from the land of the sunshine bright,

Astern lay the world with its lif e und light,
And winter before the bow.

They anchored. and his mates betook
Themselves to their carvuse:

He guve them just one longing look,
As he stood By his quiet house.

In at thelattice he peeped. Not one,
But twe in the roon were they *

His wife sat still and linen spun,

While in the eradle, full of fun,
A rosy lassie Iny.

By that one glanee was he inspired
With a resolution deep; .
He toiled and moiled, and was never tired
Of rockiog his child toaleep.
Of a Sunday night, when the dances gay
Were beard trom the homesteads there,
He"d sing his merriest songs and play.
While in his lap little Anna lay
With her hands in his auburn hair.

Su the weeks went by till the war broke vut
In cichteen hundred nnd nine:

The troubles still are talked about
That ther made the people pine.

Every port wius blocked by English crews,
Inlund there was famtne sore.

The poor bl to starve und the rich to lose,

And two strong aros were of little use
With plagae and death at the door.

Terry mnourned for & day or two,
Then rose fromn sorrow {ree:
He thought of & friend that was old and truc,
The broad and boisterous sen.
There's n western chyme that still gives life
‘To his deed as thing of note:,
* \When the winds were loud with storm and strife,
Terry Wigan rowed for his child and wife,
Uver seus in an open hoat.””

Hi= smallest skiff waa choeen out,
To Skagen he must go -

Mast and gail he did without,
For he thought it safer so.

e knew the boat could bear him far,
lowe’er the sea might chop :

The Jutland-reef was a ticklish bar,

But a worse was the Engliah man—’-war
With a watch on the mizzen-top.

S0 he seized the oars and gave his fate
QOver to Fortune's care,

And. safe at Fladstrand, did bat wait
To ship bis cargo there.

Not much of a freight, Lord knows, he drives,—
Three kegs with oats high piled :

Jut he eame from a country where poverty thrives.

And ahoard of his boat he’d the ravin’ ¢’ iives.

And it was for his wife and child.

Tharee nights anid daye to the thwarts bound close
Strongly and bravely he rowed ;
When next the moraing sun arose,
A misgty line it showed.
It wax no cloud that met his view,
But Yand before him lay ;
The Imennes Saddle, broad and blue,
Stood ont, the peaks nnd ridges throagh,
And then be knew hig way.

Ile was near his home, and he had just
To bear ashort delay :
His heart swelled high in faith aud trust,
He was near about t”my. '
“I'wad ax if the words had stopped frost-bound—
He gazed, and in hie track,
“Through the fading fog that upward wound,
He xaw a corvette in Hesnaes Sound
That pitehed as she lay uback.

The skifl was seen, the signal passed,
That way was blocked nutnght:

But the west wind veered, and Terry steerad
Towurde the west his flight.

Then they lowored the yawl—uns the ropes uncoiled,
e could hear the sailors shout: R
With his feet on the frame of the boat he toiled
At the oars, till the water formed and beiled,
And tho blood from his nails vozed out.

tiaesling’s the name of a sunken shonl
To the east of Homburg Sound:
There's an ugly surf and the breakers roll,
And two foot down you're aground.
There nre white spurts thero and a yellow slough,
Though the sea hasn’t oven rippled :
But, although the swell be never =o rough,
Tuside it is ealn and smooth enough,
For the foree of the curront’s erippled.

There Terry Wigan's skiff shot through
Over the foam and sands:
But in his wake behind him flew
The yawland fifteen hands.
It was then that he eried through the breakers' roar
To (ind in hig bitter dread i —
** Ouyonder famine-stricken shore
Sits my starving wife at my cottage door,
And waits with her child for bread.”

But the fifteen shouted louder then,
“Twas the same as at Lyngor—
The fuek isever with Englishmen
When they plunder Norway’s shore.
When Terry touched on the sunk reefs top,
The yawl too seraped the eliff;
From the stern the officer saugout, ** Stop 1™
Then he heaved up an oar and he let it drop,
And he thrust it through the skiffl,

The thrutt made aburst of frame and plank,
The sca rushed in at the ¢hink :
Tu the two foot o' water his carge sank,
But his spirit didn’t sink.
He fouxht Limscl!‘ free from the armed men,
Their threats deterred him not :
He ducked and swam, and be dacked again;
But the yawl pushed off, and there flashed out then
Cutlass and musket-shot.

They fished him np and aboard thecraft.
The sailors gave three cheers

The commander stood on the poop abaft,
A boy of eighteen years,

Terry's bout was the tirst prize ¢’er he made,
So he struts with a proud stiff neck :

But Terry's mind was now dismayed,

The strong man lay and wept and prayed
On bis knees on the vessel’s deck.

He bought with tears and they sold him smiles,
They paid him gcorn for prayer :
An east wind rose, and from out the isles
Seawant the victors fare.
‘Twas done: not aword had he to say,—
He would bear his sorrow now ;
But his eaptors—it was strange, thought they,
How a something stormy passed away
From the vault of his cloudy hrow.

In prison for many a vear he lay,—
Full five long years, say some:

Iis buck was bowed, and his hair grown grey,
With dreaming of his hume.

He would think in silence, und never ceuse.
O1f 4 joy his heart waxed big at :

Then 1514 came with peace,

Aud the captive Norse on their release
Sailed homne in a Swedish frigate.

He stond on the pier by his hotme anew,
Mudde a pilor sinee the war;
But the grizzled man was known to few
As the sailor Iad of yore.
His house wits 8 strauger’s—(od hiw save
Frow the fate his darlivgs found !
** When the husband left,” was the tale they gave
* They starved, and got a common grave A
From the parish in paaper’s ground.”

The years went by, and the pilot dwelt
On youder outmost isle :

By land or sex he never dealt
A human being guile:

But at times came an uzly gleam in hiseye,
Vhen storms by the reet were brewed,
And then they thought he was mad thereby,
And then few men would dare go nigh

Where Terry Wigan stood.

The piluts were ronsed one moonlight nighe,
When the brecze was landwand borne ;
An Euglish yacht beat into sight
With mainsail and foresail torn :
From her foremast top the red fug spoke
Herneed without o wond ;
Awida smallboat tucked where the breakcrs b ke,—
It foughr through the storm-waves stroke by sty o,
And the pilot stood aboard. )

fe seemedd 20 safe, the grizzled man,
And he gripped the tiller so

That the vacht lunged forth, and seaward ran,
With the skiff behind in tow.

A peer with his child and his damne demure

. (.‘uuw aft as pule as a ghost:

‘ I'tl make you us rich as ¥ou now are poor,

If you bear ns sufe from the waves and sure '™
But the pilot left his post.

He paled at the mouth, and a smile he found
Like n swile of power loug sought.

Over they bore, and high aground
Stood the Englishman’s splendid yacht.

**Take to the bonts!  In the brexkery wild
The yacht will splintered be.

My wake will guide to a haven mild :

My lord and my lady and the little child
Shall come in the #kiff with me.”

‘The wild fire famed where the kiff lew along
Toward Innd with its eargo rare ;
Aft stond the pilot, tall und strong,
Hi» eye had an eeric glare.
Teewnrd e looked at the tiaesling’s top,
Aud windward at Hesnues cliff;
Then be left the helm, und he sang out, ** Stop !
‘Then he heaved up an our. nod he let 1t drop,
And he thrustit through the skiff.

In swept the sea, the fonn flashed by,
On the wreek there raged a fight :

But the mother litted her daughter high,
Her terror turned bher white.

** Anna,my child! my child!" eried she:
Then quivered the grizzied an ;

He gripped the sheet, set the helm to lee,

And the boat was 'most like a bird to 2ce,
Az through surf and foum it ran.

It <truck, they #ank : but beyond the flvod
Al qniet wax the ven:
A ridee lay hid, and there they stood
In water to the knee,
**'The ground gives way ! the peer eried out,—
* It i« no rocky prow "
Rut the pilot smiled: ** Nay, tremble not ;
Three kegs of oats and a sunken hoat
Are the ground we stand on now.”

A light of the past that'long had slept
{lemined ont st Memory's heek,
A}r'd t'hc ﬁeor knew the tnan that had lain and wept
M his

nees ¢n the vesael's deck,
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Then Terry: ** All that was dear to me
You erushed without remorse ;|

Now shall the retribution be—-'

Then the English noble bowed the knee
Before the pilot Norse.

But Terry lent on thoe shaft of an ear.
Ercet nx in tho past;
His eyve had a glont of bonnidless power,
Hlis hair streasmed on the blast.
" You suiled at your easo in your big corvette,
My little skit} [ steered;
1 toiled for my owntill my strength was lot,
You tuok their bread, sud withowt regret
My bitter weeping jeered.

* Your rich lady is fnirand grand,
Her hund is sitky fine:

Coarse and hard wus my wife's haud,
And yet that hand was wine. K
Your child has blue eyes and golden hair,

Like a dittle child o' tiod :
My tass didn 't ook much anywhereo:
God better it, she was pale aml spare,
Like the child of a cotumon clod.

* Well, these were my Kingdom on the cartl,
They were all the good 1 knew ;

1 thought them a treasure of mighty worth,
But they weren'tmuceh to you.

But now 13 the time of reckoning uigh,
And you with su bour shall cope

That’ll well make up for the years gone by

That have bowed my back and dimmed my eye,
And ruined all my hope.™

He mised the child in his powerful grip,
His arn round the lady cotled :
* Stand buck, my lord ! A single step
Will cost you wite and ¢hild !
Then up the Briton ivupt i seorn,
But was tar tuo weak to tight;
His breath was hot and his ¢yes were waorn,
And his hair, ns they saw by the light of the worn,
Turued grey that single mght,

J But Terry's brow has lost its frown,

Freely his breast expands ;

e sets the child full gently down,
And tenderly Kisses it= hands,

He breathes ns trecd trom a prison’s pains,

Lis voice is calinand stil) ;-

“Clerry Wigan hits belter soif reguins

Till nuw the blood was damed 10 10y veins,
Revenge way in my will,

“* The long, lung years of & prisen's woes
Had wrought wy heart awiss:

Sinee then | have been as a pine that grows
Lowking nto a wild abyxs,

But that s past: our debt is scored.
And 1 am not to blne.

[ gave what 1 could—you teok my hoard,—

It you think you're wruaged. appead to the Lord
Who made me what Lam."*

Al were at daybreak saved.  The yacht
Nal'e (v the baven cune:
Thuugh the tale of the nucht they whispiered not,
Yot wide weut Terry's tame.
His dremmns hike storu-cloads swegit away,
Nor lett the smablest speck,
Aund the head arove ereet and pay
That was beewed you day he wept az he lay
U his knees on the vessel's deck,

The prer wus come, and his lady as weil,

oAnd many mere were eome

To bud guod-bye, and their God-speeds tell,

CoAsthey steend 1o hus Diotle home,

They thanked hun that saved trow the stormy press
Ut reet wind breaker wild:

But Terry satd, with a kind caresa—

* Nuy, the one that saved i the worst distress
Was none but this fittie ehild”

When the yacht was bearg off Hesnaes Seund,
They hoisted the Norse ensign

Alittle tothe west thure's a foan-hid Rround,
Where they tired a salvo fine,

A tear in Terry's eyve theu shone,

., Asout from the chitfbe gazed :—

‘ Much have 1 lost, bat much have I wan:

It was best, may be, that it should be done,
And 5o may God be pratsed !

It was thus that T saw him o single time, -

o He day with bis fish by the pier:

Though bis bair was fecked with o foamy rime,
Hay was his voiee and elear,

With « quip aud a jest the sirls he cheerad,
With the vilizge tads made tun;

t He waved his zou’wester, and off he sheered,

Then up with s stay-sail nud howe he steered,

Away in the setling sun. i
!

I v«aw a grave by Faroe Charch
On & plot of gruss and wess:

It wasn’t tended, and wank with a lureh:

But it had its blackened eross,

There ** Thaerie Winthen ™ stood in white
Wiih day sod monath and year:

He Iny where the sun unid the storm coulid light,

And that's why the grass was so coarse and tight,
With s blae-bell there and here, i

" UNFINISHED,” .

I.

What mast attracted the notice of Jervis
Faulder on going into the gallery of Childs &
Purvis, the picture dealers, was o canvas pre.
senting the foll-length fignre of a_tallish, spirit.
ed young lady in a black dress, with some kind
of timid coy, dark bonuet ou her head. Not a
dowuright, conclusive bonuet, but one which
seemed to have set out with a foolish plan of
covering up those beautiful twists of pale chest-
out hair, and then impulsively to huve given
up the idea. It was incomplete. and so was
the painting. The young lady in black started
out from the vegue fumid tints of the back.
ground with wonderful vigor, smiling as if with
the surprise of her own sweet advent, But the
dress in portions was only scumbled on with
great haste, and behol l, one of her dainty hands
wag altogether miszing.  Jervis knew 1t must
have been dainty by reference to the other,
which was seen holding a wrinkled glove. Ie.
low, on the frame, hung a card, bearing the
word *¢ Unfinished.”

But the picture was evidently a portrait, and
it was the work of n distinguished Euston nriist,
whom, in order to give him a clossieal air, we
will call Venator. %"nu)der found the mystery
of tho subject and the incompletenesy tantal.
izing, yet engaging.

“ Have vou scen that unfinished girl of Vona.
tor's I he nsked, when he callod soon after on
his friend Mrs. Crayshaw, of Brookline, an illus-
trous member of the social oligarchy.

Mrs. Crayshaw based her interest in portraits
largely on the standing of their owners. ‘Do
you mean the picture,’” she inquired in return,
*wor the lady hersoll 1

“The lady, by all means,” said Faulder,
promuptly. ¢ Do you know her 1"

s Phat 1 ean’t tell until 1 have seen the
painting.  Of course, being by Veuator, it's
quite possible—ah, quite likely—that [ do
know ber; that is, it must be very good."”
{She referred really to the social status of the
canvas.)

“ You really ought to see it,” Faulder urged,
«There's time now, if you drive into towu,
We shall have the mellow afternoon light,
and-—"" e paused, embarrawed, as if he had
nearly betmyed some intorest deeper than that
of the idle connoisseur.

“I'll order the horses at ouce, and we'll go
tugether,” said his friend.

lut when they reached the gallery, and Faul-
der indicated the picture by a lash of the eyes,
Mrs. Crayshaw stood instantly still, with a
shoek. A faint blush stole over her cool, hand-
some face, ns though she felt hersell unwillingly
involved 1o a social impropriety. **That 1" (iu
subdued remnonstance)—** why, that's only Misy
Hetwood.  Miss—what's that odd nawe !—oh,
Candace ; yes, Candace Hetwoud.”

“It's & charming name, at any rate,'" said
Faulder. “*Why do yousay ‘only’t Don't you
like her1”

« Neither like nor dislike,” Mrs. Crayshaw
answered. ¢ Her fumily were very obscure. |
just happen te know her aunt because she's a
member of our cougregation at St. Stephen’s.”

¢ Merely an impecunious tellow-worshipper,
eh 1’

“ Weak sarcasm,”” Mrs. Crayshaw remarked,
with playfully criticsl demeavor, ** is a sign of
immaturity.  But 1 forgive youth—mont de.
liubtful of faults! The portrait is certainly a
good one.  But the original could hardly inter.
est you : she's one of thoese girls who never get
beyond a certain stage --require a second bak.
ing.

é‘ Human ceramics,” muttered Faulder, **She
busn't the true Elder-Brewster tea-pot mark, 1
suppose.  But Venator doesu’t seein to mind.
{« there any roow left at St. Stephen’s, Mrs.
Crayshaw I

““Our pew is always at your service,” smiled
that accomplished matron, looking  straight
thiough his well-.cut waisteoat, and obmerving
the condition of hix heart,

It was but 2 Sunday or two afterward that
Faulder repaired to the little Episcopal church
where Mrs. Crayshaw worshiped (ami allowed
less fortunate beiugy to adore Zer.)  But he did
not claim adwmission to her pew,  In the dark-
nes<s of the church hs could not at first Jdiscover
the 1ace he was looking for.  But when the peo-

sle rose—rustling like an extensive bed of arti.
ficial Bowers-—to reeite the psalmy of the day, a
sinhden ray from the outer sunlight fell into the
transept.  Then Faulder saw, bathed in the
sunbeam, those fair cheeks and brown eyves and
the pale chestnut hair which he already knew
so well without having bebeld thew. Truth
compels the statement that at this point he ne-
gleeted  his religious duty, and the service
dwindled to u bewildering monotons in his
ears.  But the assen bly soon sat down agsin,
ad Miss Hetwaood once more disappeared in the
barren streteh of artificial tlowers.  lnconsistent
though it seems, the young man was surprised
10 find how clusely she resembled het own por.
trait. He had expected to see her more prim and
conventivnal, with less artistic fire iu her fea.
tures, less effect of a 1apid sketch, aud more of
an air of having been worked out in details.
But he now perceived how exactly the painter’s
mode of treatment was in keeping with the or-
igiual,

They had got as far as the Litany, when astir
in one of the aisles caus+d him to lift his bowed
head, and thistime he svw Miss Hetwood moving
trom her pw, 2u old geotleman, apparently her
father, leaning heavily on her shoulder. Two
gratlemen came to their assistance, and Faulder
wiso left hiis place to follow, all moving oat at
the side dootr just as the paster and his flock
were uttering the petition, *‘—and from sudden
death, Food Lord deliver us."

“Can | as4int you 1" the voung man asked, as
Mr. Hetwood was seated by the others on the
ston« step ourside.  *“1 am a physician.*’

Candace received his offer with a glance of
swift gratitude ; but though Faulder would
!mvo liked nothing better than to go on gaztug
into ner frank brown eyces, he lost no twie in
producing his pocket case and giving a restor-
ative to the pallid old gentleman, now quite
unconscious.

' Oh, do tell me, is it anything dangerous I''
Candace asked.

** 1 hardly think so,” said Faulder,striving to
waintain & caln professional manuer, lor this
unexpeeted contact somehow agitated him more
_lhzm he could have belioved. **[t's ouly a faint.
ing fit. See, he is opening his eyes again. Your
father, I presume, Miss Hotwood 1"

o ** Dear papa,” cried she, bending over him,

are you all right sgain?® Mr. lletwood
nodded n feehle “encouragement, Then she
turned to Faulder. **I sec you know our nnme,”
sho observed.

“Ye—yes; g0 I did, I forgot that."

:: :‘)‘l"'m}tlwhat T Cnmlucu" looked surprived.
. ) | Deg your pardon,” said he, s:iumb.
lingly. *‘Not your name, hut that you didn't
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