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BOOK FIRST—CUHAPTER V1L~ Continueas.

The old gentleman laughed heartily as he answered, ** 1
have had wy say about editors 1 general.  Mother and—1
may add—something in thy own manner, has inclined me to
except present company.  But Ull read thy paper since Em-
ily Warren takes 1t, 50 thee'd better beware.”

Isaw that Adah was regarding e with complacency,
and seemcd meditating many other questions, 1 had l’ul{)‘
decided, however, that winle 1 should amm to keep her

ood-will I woull not permit her to make hie a burden by

erinane chatter, 51 by any sense of propnetoship in me.
She must learn, as specdily as possible, that 1 was not one
of her ** half-dozen young men.”

¢ Richatd Muarton, thee can keep thy room, and 1 hope
thee will not find our quiet, homely ways ithsome, since we
cannot greatly change them,’ saul my hostess,

“ I have a request to make, Mrs. Yocemb,” T replied
camestly ; ** and | shall derive no pleasute or benefit from
my sojourn with you unless you grant:t. 1t is, that your
family Iife may go on just the same asif I were not here.
As surely as 1 see that ] am a source of restraint or ext-s
care and tiouble, you will drive me out into the wildeimess
again.  You know why 1 wish to stay with you,” I added
meaningly.

*\Ve shall take thee at thy word,** said Mrs. Yocomb,
with a smule oa her hips, but a very wistful, kindly light in
her cyes.

* Reuben, tell Richard Mot 3n the truth,” said his father.
* Wouldsit give thee a great deal of trouble or much plea.
sure to take Dapple and drive to the village for frscad Mor-
ton's valise2"”

The youth, who wasa good natured and manly boy, to
whom Sundays passed a tnfle slowly, sprang up with such
alacrity that I laughed as 1 said, ** No need of words,
R=uben, bot I owe youa good turn all the same.” Then
turning to Miss Warren I continued,

“ You have been here a weck. Will your conscience
permit you to teach me a little topogtaphy? It will be
no worse than reading that newspaper.”

* Indeed, I think it might be better. It will be a use-
ful task at least; for, left 1o yourself, you might get lnst,
and make Mr Yocomb no end of trouble. Did you not tell
me, sir {to our host), that on one occasion you had 1o hunt

some ope up with fish-horns, lanterns, etc, 2"

“Yes, and he was from New Yoik, too," said Mr
Yocomb.

“1f1 get lost, leave me to my fate. There will be one
editor less.”

“Yery true ; but I'd rather have thee on thy paper than
¢a my conscience.  So Emily Warren, thee look after him,
and shew him the right and proper ways, for 1 am now too
old to enjoy 2 night hunt, even with the music of fish-horns
to cheeruson. I ask thee, Emily, for some of thine in-
stead when thee comes back.”

CHAPTER VIII.—THE MYSTERY OF MYSTERIES.

““Is it a task, then, to shew me the right paths and pro-

r ways?” 1 asked, as westrolled away, leaving Adah
ooking as if —in her curiosity to know more of the new
species, 2 night editor—xhe wished Silas Jones in the depths
of the Dead Sea.

** That may depend on how apt and interesting a scholar
you prove. 1'm a teacher, you know, and teaching same of
mjy scholars is drudgery, and others a pleasure.”

44 So I'ma put on my good behaviour at once.™

“You ought to be on your good bebaviour anyway—this
is Sunday.”

““Yes, and June. 1f a man is not good now he'll never

And yet such people as Mrs. Yocomb—nor will I ex-
tept present company—make me aware that I awm not good
—far from it.”

o l' am glad Mrs. Yocomb made just that impression on
you.”

Il‘\'hy?')

** Because it provesyou a better man than your words
sugrest, and, what s of morc consequence, a recepuive man.
1 shoald have little hope for any onc who came from a quict
talk with Mrs, Yocomb in a complacent mood or merely dis-
posed to indalge in a few platstudes on the sweetness and
quaintness of het character, and some sentimentalitics in gc-
gad to fnends. Ifthe depihs of one’s nature were not
stirred, then 1 woald believe that there were no depths.
She s doing me much good, and giving me jast the help
I necded.”

*1 can honestly say that she uttered one sertence that did
Snd soundings in such shallow depths as exist in my na-
ture, and 1 ought to be 2 better maa for it hereafter,”

**She may have found you dicadfully bad, Mr. Morton ;
but 1 saw {rom her face that she did not find you shallow,
1§ she had, you would not have touched her so decply.””

1 touched her?”

“Yes. Women understand cach other.  Something you
said—but do you not think I'm secking 1o learn what it was
that moved her sympathies.”

*Oh, shes kind and sympathetic toward every poor
mortal.”

** Very true ; but ske's inlensely womanly; and « woman
is incapat'~ of a benevolence and sympathy that are meas-
uted out L7 the yard—~~ much to cach one, according tv
the dictates of judgment. You were so {ortunate as to
move Mrs. Yocomb somewhat, as she tnuched your fechngs §
anid you have cause to be glad, for she can be a friend that
will make life nicher.”

« T think I caa now recall what excited her sympathies,
and way tell you some time, that is, if you do not send me
away,

‘1 send you away 2"

“ Yes, 1 old you that you were the one obstacle to my re-
matmnge.”

Sue lwked at me asaf perplexed and a little hurt, 1 .did
not reply at once, for hier countenance was 30 mobile, 0
ohedient to her thought and feeling, that 1 watched ils
vanad expresstons with an interest that constantly deepened.
In contrast o Adah Yocomb's her face was usually pale;
and yet 1t had not the sickly pallor of ill-health, but the
clear, ransparent complexion that 1s between the launstte
and the blonde.  Mer cyes were foll, and the impuessica of
largeness, when she looked ducectly at you, was incieased by
a peculiar outward curve of their long lashies,  Whether her
eyes could be called blue T could not yet decide, and they
seemed 9 datken and grow a hitle cold as she now looked
at e ; but she merely sand, quicll)‘.

** 1 do not understand you."

** This was your chosen resting place lor the summer, was
it not. Miss Wairen 2"

* Yes.”

*Well, then, what right have I, an en‘ite stranger, to
come blundenng alung like a June beetle and disturh your
test 2 Yuu id not look formaid to associations with night
cditurs and like disreputable peaple when you chasce thas
sheltered nook of the wotld, and restled under Mis. Yo
comb's wing. You have the prior right here "

As 1 spoke, her face so changed that it reminded me of
the moming nf this eventful day when 1 fiist Jooked out
upon ats barghtness, and as I ceased her laugh rang out
heatuly,

** So, after all, your fate is in my hands,”

**Itis.  You have pre-empted this claim.”

“*Suppose 1 am a hitle non.commuttal, and should say,
You may spend the cvening, you may siay till tomorrow ;
would yuu be conteat 2"

** No, indeed, but 1 weuld have to submit.”

“\Vell, this 1s rich.  \Who ever heard of an editor—and
the shrewd, alert, night editor at that—in such a dilemma !
Do you realize what an unwise step you have taken?  Mr.
Yocomb jualy complimented your shrewdness in getting
Mrs. Yocomb on your side, and having won her over, you
were safe, and nught have temained in this Eden as long ax
you chose.  Now you place it within the power—the caprice
even—of an utter stianger to send you out into the wilder-
ness again.”

1 sawd, with a smile, ** 1 am sausfied that you differ from
your mother Eve 1n one respect.”

* Al !in what respect 2°

** You are not the kind of woman that causes banishment
from Eden.”

“* You know very littie about me, Mr. Morton."

1 know that.”

She smiled and looked pleased in spite of herself.

* 1 think 1'll Jet you stay till—till to-moriow,” she said,
with an arch side glance ; then added, with a laugh, ¢ \What
nonsensc we arctalking ! Asaf you had not as good a night
to be here as 1 have.”

** 1 beg your pardon. I spoke i downright sincerity. You
found this quiet glace first. In a large hotel, all kinds of
people can meet almost as they do on Broadway; but here
we must ducll together as one famuly, and I feel that 1 have
no 1eht to force on you any assoctation without your leave,
especially as you are here alone.  In a certain sense 1 intso-
duce myself, and compel you to meet me socially without
your perumssion.  You may have formed a very different
plan for your summer's test.”

“* It 1s rather rare for a music-teacher to receive so much
consideration. It bewilders me a luttle.™

“ Pardon me. 1 socn discovered that you possessed
woman's highest rank.”

*¢ Indeced ! Am 1 a princess in disguise 2"

‘“ You aie motc than many princesses have beea—a lady.
And, as 1 said before, you are heie alone.”

She tumed and looked at me intently, and 1 fclt that if 1
had not been uncetc she would have hnownt. It wasa
peculiar and, 1 cventuatly learned, a charactenstic act. 1
am now inchined to think that she saw the precise attitade
of my mind and fechng toward her; but my awakening
Intetest was as far removed fiom cunosity as our natural
desite 1o have 2 melody completed, the opening stzams of
which are capuvaung.

Her face quickly Jostits aspect of grave scrutiny, and
she looked away, with a slight accession of colour,

**Du you want 10 stay very much "' she asked.

“*Mss Warren,” I exclaimed, and my cxpicsnon must
have been cager and glad, ** you lovhed at me then as you
would at a doeuttfal sian~er, and your glance wasscarching.
You jouked as only a we aan can—as one who would sce
her way rather than reason it out.  Now tell me in sincerity
what you saw.”

**Yua knoaw from my manner what 1 saw,’ she said, smi-
ling and Llashing sbightly.

** Nu. I only hoped ; T have nota woman's cyesight.”

She bit hier lip, coatracted her wide, low brow for a mo-
nient, then turned and said fankly,

**1 did not mean tu be 7ude in my rather direet glance.
Even though a music-tcacher, I have had compliments be.
furc, and 1 have usually found them as emply and insincere
as the people who employed them. 1 am somewhat alone
in the warld, Mr  Morton, and I belong 1o that class of
timid and rather helpless creatutes whose safety hes 1a their
readiness 10 1un 1o cover. 1 have {ound truth the best cover
for me, sttoated as Lant. I aimto be just what I scem—
ncither mure nor less ; and 1 am very much afiaid of people
who du not speak the truth, especially when they aie dis.
posed 10 say nice things."”

** And you saw 2"

** 1 saw that bad as you ate, 1 could trust you,” she sad,
laughing ; **a fact that I was glad to learn since you are so
i bent on foraing your society on us all for a tme.”

1 ** Thank Heaven ™ I eadlaimed, * I thought yesterday
that 1 was a bankrupt, but I must have 2 little of the man
left 3n mic to have passed this ordeal, 1ad 1 seen distrust
in your eycs and consequent Teserve in your mannes, [
should have been sorely wounded.”
“No," she rcplied, shaking ber head, “when & men’s

character is such as to exclite distrust, he could not be 90
sorcly wounded as you suggest.”

* I am aot sure of that,”* 1 said, ** 1 think a man may
know himself to be weak and wic).ed, sud yet suffer greatly
from such consciousness.”

** Why should he weakly sufier? Why not simply do
tight2 1 can endurea certain amnunt of honest wickcdness,
but thete is & phase of moral weakness that i detest,” and
for a mument her face wore an aspect that would have made
any one wronging her ttemble, for it was pure, ntrong, and
almost severe.

L do believe,” I said, “ that men ate more merciful to
the foibles of humanity than women.”

* You aic more tolerant, pethaps.  Ah ! there’s Dapple,”
and she ran to meet the spirited horse thay was coming
from the farmyard.  Reuben, diiving, sat confidently in his
light open wapgon, and his face indicated that he and the
beautiful animal he could scarcely restrain shared equality
in their enjoyment of young, healthful life. 1 waszlarmed to
sce Miss Wanien sun forwand, since at the moment Dapple
was pawing the air. A second later she was patting ﬁll
atched neck and rubbing her cheek against his nose. He
luooked as if he liked it.  Well he might.

* Oh, Reubet,” she cried, ** 1 cnvy you. 1 hawven't seen
a hone in town that could compare with Dapple.”

The young fellow was faitly radiant as he dtove away.

She looked after him wistfully, and diew a long sigh.

** Ah 1" she said, *“they do me good after my city life.
There’s life for you, Mr. Morton—{ull, overflowing, ianc.
cent hfe—in the boy and in the hotse.  Existence, motian,
is to them happiness. It seems a pity that both must grow
old and weary ! My hand faisly tingles yet fiom my touch
of Dapple’s neck, he was se alive with spirit.  What isit
that antmated that great mass of flesh and blood, bone and
sinew, making him so sttong, yet so gentle? At a blow he
would have dashed everything to picces, but he is as sensi-
tive to kindness as I am, i sometimes half think that
Dapple has as good a right to 2 soul as 1 have. Pethaps
you are inclined toward Turkish philosophy, and think so
lOO "

** 1 should be well content to go to the same heaven that
receives you and Dapple.  You are very fearless, Miss War-
ten, thus to approach a rearing horse.’

Heranswer was 2 slight scream, and she caught my arm
as for p.otection. At the moment 1 spoke a sudden turn.
1ng in the lane brought us face to face with a large matronly
cow that was quietly ruminating, and switching away the
flics. She turned upon us hes large, mild, *¢ Juno.like eyes,
in which one might imagine a faint expression of surprise,
but nothing more.”

My compaaion was trembling, and she said hurriedly,

¢ Please let us tum back, or go sowne other way,”

‘;’}\'hy, Miss Warren,"” 1 exclaimed, “ what is the mat-
ter?

* That dreadful cow ! Cows are my terror.”

1 laughed outright as 1 said, ** Now is the time for me to
display courage, and prove that an editor can be the knight-
crrant of the age. Upon my soul, Miss Warren, I shall
protect you whatever horn of this dilemma I may be im-
p:xlcq‘ upon. Madam, by your leave, we must pass this
way.

gl my approach the * drcadful cow” tumed and ran
dowa the lanc to the pasture ficld, at 2 gait peculiarly femi.
nine.

¢ Now you know what it is 1o have 2 protector,” I said,
returning.

**I'm glad you're not afraid of cows,"” she replied com-
placently.  ¢‘1 shall never get over 1t. They are my
terzor.”

** There 1s one other beast,” 1 said, *“that I am sure
would inspire you with egual dread.”

*1 know you arc going (o say & mouse. Vell, it may
scem very silly to you, but I can't help it 1. ghdi
wasn't afraid of Da?plc. for you now can think me a cow-
ard only in streaks.”

*¢ It does appear to me imresistibly funny that you, who,
alone and singlz-handed, have mastered this great world so
that it is under your foot, should have quailed before that
inoffensive cow, which is as harmless asthe milk she gives.”

** A woman, Mr. Moston, is the mystery of mysteries—
thcone problem of the world that will never be solved. We
even do not understand oursely~

** For which truth 1 am devcutly thankful, 1 imagine
that instezd of a weck, as Mr. Yocomb said, it would re.
quire a lifctime to get acquainted with some women. 1
wish that my mother had lived. I'm sure that she wouid
have been a continuous tevelation to me. I kaow that she
had a gicat deal of sorrow, and yet m{ most distinct recol-
lection of heris her laugh.  No catthly sound ever Aad for
me so much meaning as her laugh. 1 think she laughed
when other people would have cried. There's a tone in
your laugh 1hat has rccalled to me my mother again and
again thisafternoon.”

**1 hope it is not a source of pain,” she said gently.

¢ Far from it," I replied.  ** Memoties of my mother give
me pleasure, but 1 rately meet with one to whom I would
cven think of mentioning her name.”

** 1 do not remember my mother,” she said sadly.

* Come,” I resumed hastily, “‘you admit that you have
been dull and lenely to-day. Look at the magnificent glow
in the west.  Soassuredly ended in brightness the lives of
those we loved, however clouded their day may have been
at times. This Juae cvening, so full ot glad sounds, is not

the time for sad thoughts. Listen to the robing, to that
saucy oriole yonder on the awaying elm-branch. ond
all, hear that thrush. Can you imagine 2 mote delicious
refinement of sound?  Let us give way to sadness when we
must, and escape from it when we can. T would prefer to
continue up this shady lane, but it may prove too shadowy,
and so colour our thoughts. Suppose we retum to the farme
yard, where Mt, Yocomb is inﬁﬂbc chickens, and thea
louk through the old garden together. You are a country
woman, for you have here & week ; and 20 T shall ex-
pect you to name and At say :ﬁ
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