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THE CARRIER’S NIECE.
BY NELSIE BROOK (MRS, BELLEN ROSS).

1.

EORGE PRESCOTT, cavvier of the hamlet of Hawloy,
G was swathimg his neek in a yard or two of woollen
comforter one bleak morning in Mareh, preparatory o setling
off with his cart to the market town of Bagley, some gix or
eight miles away, when he was interrupted by the eutrance
of the post-loy, hringing a loter from that vay town to
which he was going,  George paused in bia toilet s perations,
leaving the ends ot his red comfinter hanging dov n his hack,
cagerly opened the letter, which was arandy to him, and e
came ahsor bed o aomouen®. 16 was but o short one, veb it
took bim a considerablu titne to read, for he was no adeph at
reading writing, aud the addresses on the packages commigted
to his care often tried him sorely.

The noto ran thus :—

«My dear nncle Preseatt, T am going to ask you and aunt
a greab favour, greater than I have any right te expect you to
eraunt, considering how little you have seen of me in all my
Lfe.  Yet from the little T have scen of you, T know you are
kind, and go I feel hopeful in sendiug to ask you if you will
allow me to come and stay with you for a few weeks, just
until T can weet with a sitnation in a school or a private

family. Unele Tracy is going to marry again almost imme-
(li:\tc?y, and he hag given me to understand that I am no

longer welcome here. Pray eall the first time yon come
over, and I can tell yon more.~I remain, your aflectionate
viece,

“FrorA DENLEY.”

While Mr. Prescott is spelling out this epistle, Iet us look
around at him and his, Jeis a short, stout man, of compact
build, and his gencral appearance is—jolly ; no other word
can so adequately describe himi, e has a florid, weather-
marked face, in a setting of sandy hair and whiskers, streaked
with grey.  IHis jollity is not that of the tippler, ncither is his
complexion ; but it is that of a genial old zoul full of kindli-
ness and honesty ; and these traits of character, fostered for
nearly three score years, make Cicorge look considerably
younger than he really is,

Jane Prescott, his wife, is a tall, thin woman, wrinkled and
angular. She looks asif all the care of the world rested on
her, and was fretting the flesh off her bones, and every trace
of comeliness from her countenance. The young fiy of the
village call her ¢ Vinegar Jane,” and ¢ Old Naggles,” and she
really looks to_merit either soubriguet. The only redeeming
quality in her is_excessive cleanliness.  Her iron grey-hair is
as smooth as satin, her attirc as clean and nice as washing and
careful ironing can make it. Tho three rows of lace to her
cap are as stiff and quaint-looking as an Elizabethan frill, and
surrounding her thin long face, give her quite a unique
appearance.

‘The large, low-ceiled kitchen is spotlessly clean—the floor
a3 white as milk, the brasses arc shining like gold over the
mantel-shelf, the grate has such a high polish on it that it
would almost serve the purpose of a mirror,  But there is not
the sliihtest ornamentation about the place. The white walls
are as bare as those of a prieon ; not a picture, or a flower,
or even a cushion to a chair is to be scen in the room.
Iig;np:ner beauly nor comfort is studied there, only grim
utility.

While George was engaged with lLis letter a young man
entered, with a small parcel. He looked the picture of health
and strength, as he took his bat oft to wipe lus heated brow.

“T was so afraid you'd be gone, friend George,” he said.
“I've run the whole way to catch you.”

‘“Morning. Wait a minute, sir, please,” said George, look-
ing up absently for a moment, and then turning to his letter
again.

‘“ You needn’t ha’ been afraid he'd been gone,” said Mra.
Prescott, in a high, treble voice. ¢ He’s daft, I should think,
to let time ily like this, and booze over that letter. D'ye
hear, Goorge ?” she demanded, in a shriller tone, going and
plucking bis sleeve. ¢ Here’s Mr. Danvers come with another
parcel, and you ought to ha’ been off ages ago.”

_“‘One don't get a letter every day,” said George, coming to
himself, but not heeding the presence of Harry Danvers, “This
is from Flora Denlcy, and she wants us to take her in for a

few weeks, aa Tracy is going to marry again, and wants to
tura her out, and she've got nowhere to go to.”

“ A stuck-up boarding-school miss in wy house ! cried
Mis, Prescott. “*Not if ) knows it, George Prescott.  Ain't
I got enough to clean afler with you, and folksen as comen in
with dirty feet on business 2 Nooflence to you, Mr. Danvers,
as gen’ly terapes your shocs, No oz Flora's tatlier and mother
turned up their noses high enough at us when tlxy was alive,
the proud nobodics, :m«{‘ they mnst expeet ss such sin Il be
vigited on their ehild. 1L "I teaeh ier a Jesson to have our
door shut against her,”

““ Bub she ain't woing to learn that lesson,™ suid George,
waxing warm and bold, and looking up in his wife's face
with a deftant. expression.  She was at least four inches talla
than himselt.  *“Her mother was my own sister, and so was
‘Tracy’s wife ; and though they was both a sight more set-up
in the wimld than mie, owing {o than getbing gentlemanly
sutt of fellows for husbands, and owimg to my being such a
noddle-headed vagahone when I weve young, and throwing
away opportunities which might ha' set e alongside o the
hest of "em, L ain’t agoing to turn my back on Klora heeanse
her mother wasn't as friendly to us as she might ha' been,
No ; that ain't Christian, Jenny 3 and 1L's no wse of us going
to church so religivus-like on Sundaya if we don'l act up to
what the pa'son tells us. 1 ain't seen Flori mora than twice
within the last three years; but she spoke like a hangel to
me then, and even if she ain't & good disposition we can bear
with her for aslong as she wanta to stay. She's a good-
Jooking lase, and if she don’t get a situation romebody or other
"Il soon snap her up for a wife, 1'll be bound.”

Noticing that all this did not disperse the frown from his
wifo's brow, and the angry light from her eyes, Ceorge took
up his riding-whip and brought the handle down with a keavy
thud on the {loor, saying, “ I'm the master o' this house, and
I'll do what I please, asis right and proper. 1 shall bring
Flora hoine with me to-night if she'll come, or else I shall
fetch her on Saturday. There.”

Then turning from his wife, who was pale with rage, to
young Danvers, George adjusted his comforter, saying, “You'll
excuse me, sir, a-keeping yon waiting, and speaking out as 1
did aforo yon. And now, please read mo the ’dress on your
pa‘cel, and I shall deliver it as usual—safe, and no mistake,”

“J am rorry I happened to intrude just when you were
discussing a private matter,” said Mr. Dauvars,

¢ Don’t mention it, sir; there’s nothing inuch private abont
that, Wo ain’t folks as deal much in sccrete, and 1 don't
mind you knowing about ms. You always behave like a
gentlemen to us and others, Mr. Harry, and I shouldn’t he
afraid to tell a downright sccret to sich, I've known you
from a baby, and your father before you, when he first came
to that country-houze o’ yourn. Mow is it you'rc not down
to the city to-day, to business ¥’

¢¢1 just go when I like, now,” answered Harry., “‘I'm not
going to be partner with my father ; it's decided now.”

“Not!” cxclaimed the carrier. ¢ Why, how’s that?”

1 am going to America to my uncle, who is also a mer-
chaut, to enter into partnership with him ; and Ned will take
my place with my father.”

“Ha! And that suits you, I'll warrant, Mr. Hatry, going
to furrin parts. And so both you aud your brother lidward
are made for life, as they say. But I mustn’t stay gostiving
any longer, else wife’li say 1'm as bad as a woman.  But do
ye come an hour some evening, Mr. Harry, and let’s have s
chat. If youre reclly going away for ever, I can’i sce too
much of you afore yon go; so do come as often as you can,
and do us the honour of your company.”

Having thus delivered himself to his great satisfaction,
George got the top button of his long drab coat fastened over
his com%ortcr, drew on a pair of dirty leather gloves, took up
his whip, and followed Harry Danvers out.

¢ A plaguey east wind again !” he muttered, wiiggling his
chin :n[:d g:oa{ down und?r the comforter. ¢ Fit to nip a
fellow's nose off.”

41 don’t envy you your jaunt to Bagley,” laughed young
Danvers, as he thrust his hands in his pockets, prepariug to
make a run homeward. L.

‘¢ But perhaps you might' envy me my jaunt back sgain in
my snug little cart, if I my prefty young niece to-day,
aud biing her with me,” raid the carrier, with a mischievous
wirk of his eye.



