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MISS GILBERT'S CAREER.

CHAPTER VI —MRS, RUGGLPS SUREADRS MER MOTUHERLY
WINGS OVER ARTHUR, AXD 1S URNOGRATERULLY
REPULSED,

The proptictor would receive no notice from Miss Ham.
mett, but told her angrily that she could gu at unce.  She
accodingly mude no dc{;\?' in exchauging ber unpleasant
quarters at the Run for the comfostable, quet and udy
home of Mis. Blague. Arnthae’s njother receved the new
comer very cordially, for Dr. Gilbert had reassured her.
As for Aunt Cathanine and Fanny, they wete i a state of
great eacitement about her.  The doctor had shown more
cnthusiasis w..* telation to Mary Hammett than any woman
had excited in him for years.  He cuuld not stop talking
about her, and could not be stopped even by Aunt Catha-
tine’s sharp rallying,

The women can safely be left to make cach other's
acquaintance, and Miss Hammett to commence her school,
while Anthy s first experiences as a regular resident of the
Run are cl. onicled.

The life of Mrs. Rupgles and her daushter Leonora had

never been more dehightful than dunng the ilness of the 4

husband and faiher, and Arthur's detention w the {amily.
He had introduced a fresh element of life, and it was in ac-
cordance with their desire that old Ruggles had invited him
to board in Ins fanuly. Thecharge would be the sawe, and
tae bedding, at least, wuch more desirable.  Arthur shrank
from coming in coatact with the mother and daughter
again ; but his dutics would be out of the house, and he
could shun them preuty cffectually, he thought,

Very little did the young man know uf the resources of
his ingenious landlady. Loonora was always wishang to do
2 bit of shopping, and Arthur must take her alung when he
went to the post ofiice ; or she wanted very much to attend
an evening mesting, and would walk to Crompion, if
Arthur would go for her after factory bouss ; or she was out
at a neighbour’s house, and the wother, worsying about her,
wished that Anthur would walk over and biing hes home.
Always, when Arthur returned, the mother had retired, and
there wasa nice fire to be enjoyed by those who might come
in out of the chilly air.  Mrs. Ruggles said but little when,
her hushand was present ; but when he happened to be
absentfrom a meal, the old range of talk was resumed, and
often became almost unendutable.

One afternvon Leonvra came home from Cromnpton,
whither she had been on a three days’ visit 10 a boarding-
school acquaintance, and brought back 1o her wother her
first knowledge of Arthur’s agency in the removal of Masy
Hammett, and the stories to which 1t had piven rise in the
village. The account which she gave of .iss Hammatt's
sudden popularity, and thre atiention show.. to het by every-
body, hlled the mother with utter dismay. Something
would have to be done, and done at once ; but th:. maiter was
delicate, and must be dehicately managed. It was masaged
very delicately~in Mrs. Ruggles’ opumon.

Mr. Ruggles went to New York—his first visit after his
long confincment—and this was Mrs. Ruggles’ golden oppor
tunity. She did not often visit the sl now. Time had
been when she would goin and weave all day to help her
hasband along ; but she had gracually got above this kind
of amusement, socially, and grown oo large for it, physi
cally. Occasionally she wandered into the different rooms,
when her husband was away, aad held long conversations
with thoce whom she knew, and then went away very
proudly, her cap-strings, ncckerchic! points, and a great
deal of woollea yarn following her. Mo soance was her
husband out of sight, and on his way to market beyond the
possibility of turaing back to luok after sumething which he
had forgotien, than th~ pondetoas woman made her appear-
ance before Arthur Blague, who was endeavouting to regu-
late matters in the store, so that codfish might be made to
assume that subordinate position among dry-gouds which
the nature of the article and good popular usage had desig-
nated as legitimate and desirable,

Mrs. Rugples was very amiable. ¢ Slicking up, b,
Arthue?” said she, with her most amialds and patrenizng
cxpreseiun, and looking around upon the shelves in admua.
tion. “*1always tell Leonora that 1 luve 10 see a young
man that keeps things shek around ham, fur, saya 1 1o
Leorora, a young man that keeps things slick around him,
and does not leave hair in his comb, Lt throws it out of the
winder, and keeps the dander all off nis coat-collay, and
scrapes his fect befote he comesinto the house, always makes
2 good husband.”

*I'm afraid I stand a very poor chance,” sard Arthur.

“You muun't be so modest,” continued Mrs. Ruggles,
looking Arthur in the face very encouragingly, and en
deavouring 10 convey a great deal of meaning n her look.
““¢«Now,’ says Leonora tv me, when 1 had got through,
says she, ‘1 know who you mean’; says she, *you are
thinking about Arnhur Blague.” Dear me, how hot
itis in here ! Then M. Roggles helped hesself to 2
palm leaf fan, 2nd sat down upun a tea-chest that creaked
a: if it were going straight thtuugh ihe wotld to the place
where it came from.

Arthur had no 1eply to this talk, and was about 10 leave
her on some plea of necassity, when she ad: ** 1 came
down to the mill 2 purpose 10 ask you to cume to supper
carly to-n ~ht, for wearc going to have sumething real good,
I want,” cu tinued Mrs. Rogples, **that you snould Icel
yoursclf to home 10 our house, becauscyou have always had
a mother to loon after you, and 10 pervide for you, and, a5
I tell Leonorz, it is my \:l{ 10 be a mothes to you, and to
take you fcel tohome.” Mrs. Ruggles looked in Arthor's
face with a bearmung maternal tenderneas that muost have
wen Arthur’s heart, if he had trusted himsel! 1o look at
ber.

“ Do you love 7ye flapjacks, Arnthur?™ inquired the
maternal Ruggles, ** rye fishjacks, aked in a pile, withthe
butterand sugaralion?™

Arnthar thought be did,

“ How much that is like Leonorg,” resunied the voluble
woman. ** Says Leonorn, says she to e * I don’t believe
tut what Acthur Blapue loves rye flaplacks, and you
shall have some for supper to-night,’ says she. ‘Aninur
shall sit to the head of the table, but you shall cut themup,’
s2ys she tome, ¢ for when you cut them up, your hand is so
fat, and the cakes is so fat, that when your knife comes
down through, and hitsthe pla‘e. it sounds good and hearty,
like the cluck of 2 hen.” Says I to Leonosa:z ¢ It isn’t be-
cause my hand is fleshy 3 it's the epps s the cluck is in the
eggs, my dear.’ Ohl you ought to have heard Lconuvrn
Ia.gh when [ said that, Says Leonosa, says she to me:
* Mother, 1 telieve you'll kil? me. How hut you do keep
it here 1" eaclaimed Mis. Ruggples, wiping her face, ** I'm
getting real sweaty.” Then she rose fiom the tea-chest,
which sprang back with a creak of relief, and giving Asthur
a parting injunction to ** be to supper in scason,” she sailed
out of his presence and out of the mill with agranueur equal
to her gm\‘l:r.

Arthur did not know what shape the torment of the even.
ing would assume, but ke knew very well what its chatacter
would be; and he started off 10 meet the maternul yearn-
ings of Mrs. Ruggles in anything but an amiable frame
of mind. On entenng the half-kitchen, half-parlour, thay
served as the Rugples’ dining-room, he found Leonora
dressed more claburately than usual, ana weanng upon her
tame and tuesome features a2 sad and injured Jook that was
sntended 1o be very touching.

“ You must take your place to the head of the table,
Arthur, and preside,” said the heanty hostess, overflowing
with good-nature and hospitality. She had been pent up
within herself so long by the presence of * father,” between
whom and herself there was no more communion than be-
tween the north and south poles, that it was a great treat to
be friee. Arthur took his seat, and Leonosa sat down at
his right, but did aot bestow upon him & smile—not cven a
look of gentle patronage.

* Leonora, dear, what makes you so kind of down in the
mouth 2" inq'uircd the affectionate mother.

“ Nothing," replied the young woman, her face inflexibly
doleful.

* What ailsyou dear? Don't you lee) well? ™

“Feul well enough.”

44 \Well, well, dear, you must chirk up, or you won’t enjoy
your flapjacks.”

¢ Flapjacks !” exclainied Leonora, contemptuously, a gust
of ananyance escaping from her nostrils, which were always
open for the delivery of her miserable emctions.

**1 know," said Leonora’s mother, sympathetically, * that
flapjacks doesn't cure cverything.”

Arthur could not help smiling at the fancy which spraa
1n Jus mind of a very hot flapjack tied over Miss Ruggles
mouth, and another bound upon Miss Ruggeles’ heart. — Miss
Ruggles lifted her languid cyesin time to sec the smile, and
sighed.

& You should remember, dear,” suggested the mother,
*‘that you have geatlcman’s company to-uight, and that
whatever sufferings you have, you should cover up, s0's to
make it pleasant, \We're making company of Arthur to-
night, you know, and you mustn't look on him as a bearder.
I've Leen thinking all the afternoon how pleasant it would
be to sce you and Arthur eating flapjacks togetker.”

¢ A good deal Arthur cates {or us, 1 guess,” said Miss
Ruggles, taking in a large mouthful of the unctuous staple
upon her plate.

“ Now, my dear, you shall not talk so,” declared the
mother, cmphatically ; **it’s just like a younggirl like you to
belicve all the stories that’s told you.  You shan't go down
to Crampion again, and get your head full of things to dis.
tress you. You see,” Mrs. Ruggles explained to Arthur,
* Leonora has been down to Crampton vitlage, and she heard
all about that Hammett gitl's being at your mother'’s, and
she heard that it was you who got her away from father’s mill,
and what clse she heard, T don’t know ; but she thinks
now that you don’t think so much of your old fiicnds as you
used to. *Nonsensc !’ says 1 to Leonora. ¢ Do you sup-
posc that Arthur Blague would take up with a poor creature
that he don’t know nathing about, and that theze don't any-
body know nothing about? Noascnse,” says 1."

““It's very romantic, mothes,” said Miss Ruggles, whose
sprts were improving.  ** She mmght be a princass in dis-
guisc, you know."

Anbur s ** flapjacks " siuck 1n his throat, and he felt con-
scivus of growing angry. e would not trust lumselt te
speak.

ra Leonora,” said Mrs. Ruggles in a tone of reprimanid,
** you are letung your feehngs run away with ’you. Arthur
Blague 1s a sensible young man, and he has fechiogs 5 and
because hie thinks he's called qum 10 helpa poor ouvtcan
ful, that hasn't any friends, and is a suspicious character,
and wants to take ber away fiom temptations, and give her
a chance to get along in the world, it isn'tfor us who's
mozc favoured to pick flaws with him, or tosay: Why doye
doso?2”

Herman nature, as it cxisted in Anthur Blague, could
stand no more. ** Who szays that Mary Hammett is 2 sus.
picious character 2’ said he, his eyes butning with anger.
**\Who darcs to breathe 2 word against heg?2™

Mrs. Rugples giggled.  ** Now you jook handsome,”
suid she.  ** Look at him, Leonora. I ncver sce you when
you wasmad before. 1 s3id to Leonoraonce, says 12 * Arthur
Blaguce has got atin him, you may depend.  Them cyes of
his wash’t fiven to him for nothing,' says I. Have somce
moze fapjacks, won't you? Your cup is out, I declare.
\Vhy didn't you pass it? Leonora, you should have secn
that Asthur's cup is out, you know my cyes is feehle.”

Arthur looked her steadily in the facetill she had finished,
and theasaid: ** Mrs. Roggles, the woman of whbm you
have been speaking is not without friends, and will not want
a fricnd while 1 Jive; and I will not sit anywhere quistly
and hear her spoken against. A woman's gooad Lame is not
a thing to be trifled with, especially by a woman ; and if
you R’;?\'c aaything to say against her, X will leave yoor
table.

= matcrnal brain was puzsled, but the maternal ingenity
was not conquered,  ** It's & very kind thing inyou, Anthur,

to take up for those that ain’t in persition to take up for
themselves, If there'’s one thing that P’vealways stood up for,
it's my own seck. I ought to know,” continded Mes. Rug.
gles, **how easy it is to say things, and how hard it is to
prove it but don't you think that this Hammett girl js—
well, I don’t mean but what it's cll right, you know—but
don't you think she is kind of artful ? 'hncy say Dr. Gilbest
is quite took up with her, and that folks think she wouldn't
have any objections to being his second wife.”

“Isay I will not hear Miss Hamniett abused,” said
Arthue, rising from the table in uncontrollable excitcment.
** She is a noble woman, and no decent man, young or old,
can help admiring and respecting her. Theeisnot a woman
in Hucklebury Run, or in all Crampton, who is her cqual,
and 1f you have anything more to say against her, 1 will
leave the room.”

Leonora heard the young man's declaration, and, risin
ftom the table, bounced vt of the roum. The maternn
Ru;:glcs watched her as she retired, with fond and painful
solicitude.  Then, spreading her handkerchief over her fat
Ralm, she pat it to her eyes, and exclaimed : ** You've Ltoke

er hear 3 Asthur, you've broke her heart,”

“Whose heart 2” inquired Asthur,

¢ Oh 1 no matter now,” sobbed Mrs. Rupgles. ¢ This
is the thanks we get for helpicg poor folks, and making
much of them that can’t appreciate what’s done for them.
But the world is full of disappointments, Liute did I think,
when { took you in, that 1 was ruining the peace of my own
heart’s blood,

“*\What do you mean 2 \What under heaven are you tatk.
ing about 2 said Arthur, excitedly.

<+ Oh ! no matter now ! It’s too Jate,” continued Mrs.
Rug‘s;lcs. holding her handkerchief quet her eyes with one
hand, and attending to her nose with* the other.  **Go on,
ruining hopes,and—and—seattering fircbrands. I’swoman's
lut, but 1 did hope that my own flesh and blood would ve
sparea.”

I you mean to say or intimate,” said Arthur, ‘‘that I
have ever, by thought, wort or deed, imtenucd to make
your daughter believe that I love her, or wish to maury her,
or that she has any legitimate expectation that 1 shall marry
her, you are very much mistaken 3 for 1 do,not love her,
pever did Jove her, and 1 never will love her,”

+«Oh! that's always tie vway, when peace is gone and

_the heart is broke!” sobbed Mrs. Ruggles.

¢ Mrs. Ruggles,” said Arthar, losing all patience, ** I wish
you to understand that lconsider you and your daughter a
pair of lwols, and that 1 always considezed you so.”

On the announcement of this very decided and uncom-

limentary opinicn, the young woman whose heart was
Ynokcl. and whase peace was ruined 1eappeared, having so
far compromised her detesmination to retire to her rgom as
to stop upon the opposite side of the dining-room door and
listen at the keyhole,

& Pretty talk before iadies, Mr. Arthur Blague, I should
think,” said Miss Ruggles, resuming her seat at the table.

¢ These s Crampton manners, I expeet, dear,’ said
Mrs. Ruggles, sarcastically, forgetting about her cyes, and
dropping her handkerchief in ber lap. ¢ Oh, my dear!
we've had:such an escape—~such an escape 1™

* I'm sure I wish Miss Hamufett much joy,” said Miss
Ruggles. tastly.

“llclp yourself 1o more flapjacks, dear,” urged the
mother, **and finish out your supper. We s’posed we had
a gentleman to the table, didn’t we dear? But we s’posed
wrong fur once. Some folks is Lrung up petlite, 2nd some
isn’t, and them that isn’t we must make allowances for.”

Then Leonora giggled, and the mother giggled, and grew
amazingly—almest alarmingly—merry.  Arthur looked st
them in quict contempt, and rapidly determined upon the
coutse it was best for him to pursue.  Ie kuew that ke
had been hasty, but he could not bung himself to believe
that he should not repeat the same indiscietion under the
same circumstances.

1 bid you goad night,” said Asthur, when the Jaughter
of the mother and dauvghter had subsided sufficiently to al-
low him to beheard.  **1 presume it will not be your wish
that 1 remain longer in your house, and I will ‘look aut for
other lodgings to-night.

¢ Suit youssclf, and you'll suit me,” 1esponded the old
woman. ** The quicker you and your duds are out of this
housc, the better I shall fecl. Young men that takes factory
girls out of the mill and keeps them to his home, don’t make
this housc any safer when the hzad of the family is gone
abroad.”

The idea of being dangerous society for Mrs. Rupgles and
her daughter was 10 Judicrous to Arthur that he cuuld not
help smiling, and turning on his heel, he took his hat,
and without more woids went to the mitl,  1lis fiest busi-
ness was to find Check, and to reveal to him the necessities
«f kis condition. Check scratched his head with great per-

lexity.  **We can feed any quantity of peaple at the
Loauhng-housc, but we can’t sleep em,” said Cheek, “1
sleep,” continued he, ** with Bob Mullaly, the Irishman,
and if 1 can only get him to take his old hammock underthe
roof again, you can slecp with me.”

This Bob Mullaly was an old sailor, and by no means an
unpopular item of the pupulation of Hucklebury Run. e
101d yarns 10 the boys, cvery one of which they belicved,
and was always trying to deceive himself with :gc idea that
he was on hozrd ship. His mornings he spent in splicing
ropes.  Sundays he devoted 1o weaving hammocks, vhen-
cver he could provide himself with the nccessary twine. Oc-
casionally, a window of the mill ditectly over the pond would
be raised, and out would fly a bucket at a rope’s end, which
would very certainly go straight into the water, dip itnell
full, and then Bob Mullaly would haul it in asif he were
leaning over 2 ship's side, and were dipping from the sea.
He sang sca-songs in the minor key, and with a very husky
voice, a.. day while at his work.

* We've been trying to gt rid of the old cock this ever
so long,” said Chegk, **and this is & fimi-rate chance, be:
causc.hc likes you, and will be glad to do you a
tam,’ N
*Oh ! I won'": deprive Bob of his bed,” said Arthur.

** He might just a3 well sleep in a bammock,” 3aid Check,
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