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CHAPTER XNI.—BEING A RRIDGE -JLONCER THAN THE
VICTORIA, AND HAVI?G ONTY TEN PIRRS,

Often, as we move through an. interesting landscape,
crowded with cupse and rock and futest, and crussed by
streams aad stups of pasture and ulth, we caich a ghimpse
of some green hi{ :
which throng: the passage, in our desire to reach the emi
nence that overlouks it, and the ‘vurld of beauty in which it
lies. e long todrink, at a single draught, the nectar that
hangs on bush and ock, and vine and tree—to embrace in
one emotion the cffect of that Laquisite combination of light
and shade, of green and gray, of hill and vale, of stone and
stream, that go to form a completed landscape. We tire
with details ; we seck for results. )

As n landscapes, so 1n stories—we come to points some-
times when we long to ovcrleap the wnadents of the hfe
through which we move, and, planting ourselves upon some
sun-crowned year that nses i the aistance, survey at a
plance the path we havetrod.  We ate in haste for cvents,
and do not care to watch the machinery by which they are
evolved. _

Preasely at this point has this story now arnved ; and ie
sthis brief chapter we propose.to take a stand upon a green
hill-top ten years away, and thence look back upon the life
whose characteristics and whose assucs have interested us
so0 deeply.

We take the ten-years' flight, and here we are. How
casy the imaginary passage, and how soft and bright the
landscape, as we turn to gaze upon it! Yet these years
have been crowded to their brims, every one, with change,
and their contents pouted upon the world !

This is Crampton! Would you know it? Ten years
have revolutionized it.  Within that time, a track of iron
has been laid along its botder, over which the engine drags
its ponderous burdens.  Even now, the whistle sounds, and
the people, a new and peculiar prople—rush to catch the
daily papers. Where once stood the linle hotel, so dis-
tinguishing a feature of the social life of the village, stands
pow a large brick structure, with a flag sun up from its ob-
servatory, and a Chinese goog 1 the hall.  Ten years ago,
Crampton had but one church ; now 1t has five.  The rail-
10ad has snrroduced ¢ the fogeign clement 3 and there 1s 2
pew structure, with a cross upon the top, astheresuit.  The
Mcthodists and Bapiists and Episcopalians have all built
churches, for which they are very deeply in debt, and for
which **childzen yet unborn™ will be obhiged to pay.
The-2 are new streets cut 10 all directions, and there is a
fiaming tow of stozes, ©  which financial nua is imminent, if
we may judge by th» placards in the windows. Oae is
“ selling off 10 close theconcern™; once is ““selling off at
less than cost” 5 onc advestises ““groods to be given away s
and anothey, after denouncing alt its competitors as “‘slow,”
declares its determination 1o undersell them to such a degree
as to drive them from the place, the whole of them beng,
even now, on the verge of suicidal despair.

The smart and smiling young mca behind the counters
are evidently not folly awate of the fate that awaits them,
‘but thay only makes the matter worse. . .

Hucklebury Run has not been allowed to lic in suins, but

into the hands of a Buston company, and many
of the old operatives arc hack in the old place—the old
place made new and comfortable.  The widow Ruggles still
zesides in her little cottage, in the enjoyment of the income
from her bank stock, which has beea considerably incseased
by the smount saved from the wreck of the old proprictor’s
fortune. The cnrerprising woman has failed in her persistent
cfforts 10 sccure 2 man to xke the place ¢f her departed
¢ pardper,” but is by no means discouraged.

Dr. Gilbert and Aunt Catharinz are ggeatly changed.
The attle black pony died years agn, and the old gip passed
out of sight with him. The rheumausm has declt harshly
with the old doctor, but has not so scverely injured his
feelings as the young physicians, assisted by cestzin homero-
patbists and cclectics, and Thompsonians, and Indian
doctors, who cut his practice 3n 3 gieat manay picees, and
vex his righteas soul by their innovations.  Still hestomps
aboat upon us farm ; bui his hair is gray, and he carries a
canc, not as a matter of hatut, hut of necessity.  He hss
fought agzinst his calamtics hravely, and the children will
tell you wheze he has cat 2 hole in the ice in the winter, for
thebath by which he has tnied 1o rouse hus failing constitu:
tion inte new vigour. As his strength has declined, and his
brsiness dicd away, he has tarmed his thoughts morc and
mozc apon his children, and pasticelarly upon his boy Fred,
now a vosng man and n college.  To sec him shine as the
leadex of his zlass, and the star of his pride, is now Lu grreat
ambition. Throzgh all his boyho < and young manhood,
he has pashed this favourite child to the most cxhausting
cffort, and finds his cxeeeding great reward in 2 degree of

. tess that socares the enthusiastic prasse of the college

Ity. The letters which he recarves from the college, he

exhibits to his old friends and ncighooars, on all occasions,
for he carrics them in his pocket all the time.

Big joslyn has beonme quite 'ald, and there is no longer
any hair t0 braid upon his temples.  His children are growa
up aroznd him.  Ofe or two are away 3t schoal. Othens
ace in the cmplo of the sailrazd ompany.  Others's il are
gonc to work upon farms, where they aie to romain ontil
twensy-one. My, Joslyn himseif teads the switchies at the
Cramptun station, and, in his movcenients amoag the ::p'ls,
takes pood crc mever 16 wakea a sleeping locomotive;
always rising to his toes &2 the **shhhh ™ of the hissing
steam. Mrs. Joslyn has become a smart aod well-dressed
woma=n, and takes care of a savg little house which is the
cavy of hex ncgtbous.  The family r,mcnllgzlm_ been get-
ting thrilty in the world. M. Joulyn's wages have improved,
the cluldtcn are cammg ate than the cost of thar liviag,
20d a pan of genteat tnarders votupg a saite of -moms in

‘=i modat dwelliag.

1 in the fac distance, and forpet the beauty

Mr. and Mrs, Thomas Lampson. Mr. Lampson carries a
old watch, with a gold chain, wears upon his bosom a

-diamond pin, and ornaments the third finger of his left hand

with an immease seal-ring,

Mr. Lampson is * the popu-
lar and gcnllcm:\nlr

conductor of the Crampton and Lon-
donderry Ra‘lroad,” and was once familiatly known to the
reader as *‘ Cheek.” Before the dawn of this gentleman’s
}xzrulamy. and importance, the old sobniquet has gradually
aded out.  The ?residcnl and supcrintendent of the rozd
call him **Tom,” but few approach him with so much
famibanty, Everybqdy likes him, and everybody admits
his claim to the possession of the handsomest wile **on the
road.”  Mrs. Lampson has **ripened " according to his ex-
pectations.  She 1s now twenty-five, has been married only
two years, and 1s learning to play upon the piano. She
aluays goes out to the platform when the train comes in,
and the pas.engers aslk Mr, Lampson who she is; and he
takes a great_deal of pride in mforming them indefinitely,
but very significantly, that she belongs to a2 man *‘about his
size.”

In that neat littile dwelling across the common still reside s
Mrs. Blague and her two sons, Arthur and Jamie. We
hesntate 10 unveil the changes that have octurrzed there.
The widow has become a shadow even of her former self.
She takes a degree of pride in Arthur, but leans upon him
likc a child. His will is Lier law, and she krows no other—
desires to know no other. Ten years of pain and anxiety
and watchiag have broken her to the earth, though they
have s znpthened and purified her manly son. The
sprightl, child that sprang from the window when we last
saw him, has, by that accident, hecome a helpless and
emaciated creature, without the povwer to speak a word or
move a limb. The neighbours as they pass-the door ‘hear
the sound of guigling, painful breathing—hear it at any tume
in the day, and at any time in the night—hear Anthur’s
wards of cheer and endearment—and they sigh, and say:
¢ Poor boy ! Noblz man!” But none go in to see the poor
boy and help the noble man. The noble man does not
wish it, and they shrink from the pain which their sympathy
would excite.

Still subordinate, still nursing, still doing woman's work ¢
Still the life of Arthur Blague is devoted to the weak and
the suffcring. His mates have won their carly honours,
established themselves in their callings and professions,
married their wives, and still he lingers behind, bound by
the ties of nature and Christian duty to those he loves. Yet
on the busis of this sell-sacrifice he has been tuilding, almost
unconsciously, 2 character so sound, so sweet, so symmetrical,
that every one who knows him regards him with a tender
respect that vesges upon veneration. Days and weeks and
months and years has he spent with the iavalid brothe: on
his knee, and 2 book 1n his hand.  He has seen no college:
but he 1s edecated.  He has had no discipline, accoxding to
the formulanes o! the schools; Lut he has a mind which,
slowly compacted in its powers, and trained to labour, by
necessity, amid a thousand distractions, is the marvel of all
who come into contact with him. The years as they have
passed over him have added tc his growth. Patiently doin
his daily duty, and accomplishing his dzily work, he has lef:
results in the hand of his dMaster,and  1ited {or the mission
towzrd which he has felt for many y s that his disaphne
was leading him.

Since first, under the infleence of the good angel whom
Truvidence brought :nto his mother’s dweiling, he devoted
himsell 20 Heaven, he has entertained the desire to preach
the Gospel of Jesus Christ—the noblest and most glonious
function of a consccrated human lfe. This desire sha
itseif as time passed on into determination, and determina-
tion was merged at length into definite project. He has
secn no theological school; he has wor no laurels; he has
embraced no system.  With him, Clristianity is 2 life. It
has grown up 10 him, it has him. 1o daily study
of the Bible, and dai’y contact with human want, as scenn
his . 'wn life and in the life around bim, he has lcarned the
sceret of religion, and the power of the sacred office he has
chosen.  He has learned that the power of preaching reddes
not in the defence of creeds and the mainten nee of dogmas,
but in the presentation of motives to pority and tzoth and
sclf-sbacgation. He has learned that the office of Chris
tianity is to import divine life into human life; and as 2
minister of Christianity, he has learned that sympathy with
the suffering, and scrvice for the weak, and knowledge and
love of the common human life that surrounds him, place
him where he can deal out the Bread of Lile as it is needed,
10 heasts that recognize his ctedentials.  With a hearnt {all
of charity, and with pathics hat embrace all the {orms
of Lumanity around him—sympathies won by participation
«n theit tuals—cvery word that {alls from his hips bears the
stamp of cincerity, and is redoient of the truc hfe of which
itistheissue. o
_ Already is Arthor Rlague licensed to preach.  Already
ks hic preached in Cramplon.  Already 1s he ialked abount
in vacant r:rishcs, as the most promusing man of the region.
But he still lingers athome.  1is workl ts not done there yet s
and his first doty s for those who are 10 his care.  The
fechle mother is to be supported, and the poor musshapen
Uirother is to be attended to.  Day and night he waiches, yet
when be walks abread, the smile of 2 heant at peace with
itself, with God and witt the woild, sits cpon his counten-
ance. Up throagh contumely and saffcring 2nd disappoint-
mcnt, this vigorous life has pushed its- way, and they have
fallen 1o its feet and fed its growth; and heaceforth there is
nothing in contomely and sffering and dissppoiatment to
do it harm. Wkatever of base matesial this Life toaches it
transferms into nwiriment, and assimilates to the clements of
its own vilality.

-1f wc look in vpon a New York hoaschold, sitoated in the
maest opalent and fashionable quarster of the dty, we shall
& in the brown-stone dwelling of Mz Kilgore not only
M1, . "ank Sarpent and is wife, Uat three beaatifai children,
who cung to their prandfather’s knee, or engage in mre
frolics wit® their still boyish father; while the sweet mother,
to whom malcraity and.a miished love have only added a
broadsz, decper and (eaderer charm, fooks un and smiies

12 her oid delightful way. Nomunally, Mr. Ralgore 1 suil.

the counting-room, and to Fim, in terms of respect, Mr.
Frank Sargent, who is his paiwner as well »s his son, always
appeals! and Mr. Kilgore imagines that he manages every
lhinF as in the old times, when he tells his son to rlo just as
he thinks best. Ile walks back and forth to his place of
business, when he does not ride, leaning upon Frauk Sar
gent’sanm.  Not a word abiout the past has ever been e
changed between them; but gradually, by respectful assidu
ity, has the young man won upon the old man, until he has
become the very staff of his life. ‘The new blood introduced
into the firm has increased its business, and all are very
prosperous.

In a little recess, apart from these, sits a queenly young
woman with a pile of newspapers and periodicals in her lap
—Miss Fanny Gilbert—whom ten years have lifted into the
grand Dbeauty and maturity of twenty-seven. The broad
plaits of dark hair sweep back fiom her brow, and her full
form. is rich with the Licod of womanhood. She sees
nothing of the pleasant family group upon which the young
mother is gazing so happily and cuntentedly.  She does not
hear the voices of the childien; for before hes lic the
critiques upon her last book, which, in memory of her pub-
lisher's old suggestinn, she has entitled * Rhododendion,”
She has mingled with life.  She has patiently waited until,
in the strength of her powers, she has felt competent to
make the trial which should decide her fate as an authoress.
She has tried, and has abundantly and gloriously succedded.
She takes up one paper after anather, and all are crawded
with praise. Beautics are indizated that she has not even
suspected:  Quotations are made, which, in the light of
popelar appreciation, glow with new meaning to her. Her
long-thirsting heart is surfeited with praise.  She is famous
—she is a notaricty.  She knows that in twenty thousand
homes ** Rhododendron® is passed impatiently from hand
to hand, and that in twenty thousand circles her name is
spoken. Every mail brings in applications for heér auto-
craph.  Pantices ate made by licn-lovers, where she may be
exhibited, She is gazed at in church; she is pointed at in
the street; clerks whisper her name to one another wheaever
she enters 2 shop; her pame and praisc are the current

- change of social life.

Miss Fanny Gilbert gathers her papers aad pamphlets in

“her hand with a sigh; and, bidding the family group a good

evening, ascends t0 her chamber.  She throws open the
blinds of her window, and looks out upon the street.  Car-
siages with Lappy freights of men and women ate zolling
homeward from their twilight drives. Lovers are loitering
arm in arm along the sidewalks. She looks abroad over the
city, and-tninks that in multitudes of dwellings ‘‘ Rhedo-
dendron” is bring read—thar thousands are speaking her
name with praise, and that no one of all those thousands
loves her. She feels, in her innezmost consciousness, that
she has drunk every sweet that popular praise can give her—
honest, High-flavoured, redundant praisc—yet her heart
yearns toward some unattainable‘good—yearns, and is un-
satisfied. The fruit, that shone like gold high up upon the
boughs, is plucked at last, but it turns to ashes tpon her
tongue.

She looke back upon the last ten years of her life, and
traces in memory the outlines of her career.  Shehasmoved
in fashionable circles; has been courted and ddmired as a
brilliant woman; si¢ has clung to the home of her New
York fniends, and becn rather a visitor than a resident of
her own; she has sought for admiration, and, with it, has
won the ill-witl of her own sex 3 she has inperiously com-
pelled the attentions of men whowere afrzid of hers she has
been received as a belle in gay saloons, ind wea a multitede
of heartless conquests; vet, in all this time, among all
favouning <ircumstances, no hoa st man has come to her
with 2 modert confession of love, and a.manly offer of his
hand.

As she thinks of all this, and of the sarry resalts that
attead the perfect tnampb of her plaus, thete come back to
her words spod:en by Mary Kilgore yeats and ycars ago--
¢ Miss Gilbest, the time will come whea even oac soul will
be more than al) the world to you - when you would give
all the praiscs of the world’s thousand millions - when you
would give the sun, moon and stars, if they were yours, to

" munopolize the admiration, the love and the praise of one

man.” Then she thinks o those further words—*‘The
great world is fickle, and must beso. i lifts its idols to
their pedestals, and worships them for an hour ; then kicks
them off, and grinds them into ruin, that other and freshe:
ohjects of worship may take their places.”  She sces herself
the ido! of the how, and feels in her «ad and sickening soul
that 10 a year her name will begin to vanish from the pabhic
mind, and another name will be uppermost.  The prize w0
lang toded for and waited for not oaly fails 2o content hes
now, bal mells away, cven n her hands, and passes to
others.

Never a her life has Faaay Gilbert felt so loasly as now.
The tncmph of her hife 1s the great defeat of her %ifc. She
has achizved all she kas Iaboured for, and gained nothing
that she zeally destzed.  She looks forward and her lifcis s
blank. liow can 3t be hilled?  \What shall she labour for
hercaficr 2 1s her lifc 10 bes waste 2 s this loaging for
some satisiying pood for cver 10 remain unteabized? Ah
how thc gray. fixed cves grow soft and bloe once more *
How the woman's natere, kept 0 long it abeyance, asserts
itself! How ambition fades awar, and lovc of fiecdom dics
1n the desire for bondape, and sclf-sufficient :ndepradence
Jongs 10 lcan ~pon, and hide its head, 1 some great natore
She begins to comprchend the magnitade of a macly socl,
and the worth of a permanent, never-dying aficction that
survives all changes, and blassorns swecetest when the fickic
world frowns datkest.  She gets 2 glimpse of that world &
the aficcticns in which one hean ouigtows a wotld and wat
wcighs a universe. .

The newpapers and reviews fall fsom her hands.  They
have ccased, {or the ime 2t leasy, to be of valde. She dc

~scends the stairs agzin, 3nd, in her aliered mood, the

queenly Fanny seats herself vpon 2 beneh by the side of
Mary, and lays her head opon her lap.  She comes back o
her whese life has been 3 daily lewsson of satisSied love 20d
Chnstian doty  Thechildren: have gone 1o bed.  Mr. Kil-

Those lattar ate none «thet.aban | at the acad of kis beuness.  He has the seat of honoar 1@ ¢ gore has retized to bis 1oom, and Mr. Fravk Sargent is oct
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