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The Mystery

oF
METROFOLISVILLE.

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON,

Awthor of * The Hoosier School-Master.” “ The End
o the World,” olo , ele.

CHAPTER XVIL

THE RETURN,

S long as he could, Charlton kept
A Katy at Glenfield. Heamused her
every means in his power ; he devoted
himself to b‘;r; he sougbl;t to win her
away from Westcott, not argument, to
vhic)h she was invulnerable, but by feel-
ing. He found that the only motive that
moved her was an emotion of pity for
him, so he contrived to make her estmate
his misery on her account at its full value.
But just when he thought he had produced
sofoe effect there would come one of
Smith Westcott's letters, written not as he
talked it is only real simple-heartedness or
genuine literary gift that can nale the
personality of the writer felt in a letter),
but in a round business hand with plenty
of flourishes, and in sentences very care-
fully composed. But he in his
precise and prim way to convey to Katy
the notion that he was pining away for
her company. And she, missing the
giggle and the playfulness from the letter,
thought his distress extreme indeed. For
it would have required a deeper sorrow
than Smith Westcott ever felt to make him

tell how Mr. Westcott had come in, the
evening before, to talk about Katy, and to
tell her how lost and heart-broken he was.
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maybe, if he'd asked her. But he had
plenty, and poor Smith had often said
that he needed somebody to help hun to
begood. And she would cleave to him
forever and help him. Mother and father
thought she was right, and she couldn’t
anyway let Smith drown himself How
could she? That would be the same as

During the fortnight that Charlton and
his sister visited in Glenfield, Albert divid-
ed his time between trying to impress
Katy with the general unfitness of Smith

Westcott to be her husband, and the more | Ph

congenial employment of wnting long
letters to Miss Helen Minorkey, and re-
ceiving long letters from that lady. His
were fervent and enthusiastic ; they ex-
plained in a rather vehement style all the
schemes that filled his brain for working
out his vocation and “elping the world to
its ; while hers discussed everything
in the most di ionate temper. Charl-
ton had brought himself to admire this
dispassionate temper. A man of Charl-
ton's temper whe is really in love, can
bring himself to admire any traits in the
object of his love. Had Helen Minorkey
shown some little enthusiasm, Charlton
would Yave exaggerated it, admired it,
and rejoiced in it as a priceless quality.
As she showed none, he admired the lack
of itin her, rejoiced in her superiority i
her sex in this regard, and loved her more
Ennionnely every day. And Miss Minor-
ey was not wanting in a certain tender-
ness toward her adorer. She loved him
in her way, it made her happy to be loved
in that ideal fashion.

Charlton found himself in a strait be-
twixt two. He longed to worship again at
the shrine of his Minerva. But he dis-
liked to return with Katy until he had
done something to break the hold of Smith
Westcott upon her mind. So upon one
pretext or another he staid until Westcott
wrote to Katy that business would call
him to Glenfield the next week, and he
hoped she would conclude to return with
him. Katy was so pleased with the pros-

t of a long ride with her lover, that she
E: considerable disappointment when
Albert determined to return at once.
Brother Albert always did such curious
things. Katy, who had given Albert a
dozen reasons for an immediate return,
now thought it very that he should
be in such a hurry, ad he given up
trying to find that new kind of grasshop-
per he spoke of the day before ?

One effect of the unexpected arrival of

.{tobe. A

How much ? Pailful! By George ! He!
he! he ! That'sso! You know. Them's

my sentiments. Sup|
my heart, bredren ! Yah! yah ! By hokey !
And bere comes Mr. Albert Charlton,
Brother Albert ! Just as well learn to say
it now as after a while. Eh, Katy ? How
do, Brother Albert ? Glad to see you as
if I'd stuck a nail in my foot. By George!
he! he ! You won't mind my carryin’ on.
Nobody minds me. I'm the pnvileged
infant, you know. I am, by George! he!
he ! Come, Kate, let's take a boat-ride

And so forth. Too hoarse to sing. But
J am not too teeble to paddie my own
Canoe. Come, Katy, darling. You
needn’t mind your shawl when you've got
a Westcott to keep you warm. He ! he !
By George. A

And then he went out singing that her
lips were red as roses, or poppies, or some-
thing, and *“ wait for the row-boat and we'll
all take a ride.”

Albert endeavoured to forget his vex-
ation by seeking the society of Miss Mi-
norkey, who was sincerely glad to see him
back, and who was mor¢ demonstrative on
this evening than he had ever known her
Charlton was correspondingly
happy. He lay in his unplastered room
that night, and counted the laths in the
moonlight, and built ladders out of
them by which to climb up to the heaven

ed to find that in proportion as he came
nearer to the possession of Miss Minorkey,
his ardour in the matter of his great Edu-
cational Institution—his American Philan-
thropinum as he called it—abated.

I ought here to mention a fact which
occurred about this time, because it is a
fact that has some on the course
of the story, and because it may help us
to a more charitable judgment in regard to
the character ot Mr. Charlton's step-father.
Soon after Albert's return from Glenfield,
he received an appointment to the post-
mastership of Metropolisville in such a
way as to leave no doubt that it came
through Squire Plausaby’s influence. We
are in the habit of thinking a mean man
wholly mean. But we are wrong. Liberal
Donor, Esq., for instance, has a great
passion for keeping his left hand exceed-
mgly well i of the generous doings
of his right. He gives money to found
the Liberal Doner Female Collegiate
and Academical Institute, and then he

ives money to found the Liberal Donor
gm&.ouhip of Systematic and Meta-
ysical , and still other sums to
establish the Liberal Donor Orthopedic
Chirurgical Gratuitous Hospitalfor Cripples
and Clubfooted. Shall I say that the
man is not generous, but only ostentatious ?
Not at all. He might gratify his vanity in
other ways. His vanity dominates over
his bencvolence, and makes it pey tribute
to his own glory. But his benevolence is
geonuine notwithstanding.  Plausaby was
mercenary, and he may have seen some ad-
vantage to himself in having the post-
office in his own house, and in placing his
stepson under obligation to himself
Doubtless these considerations weighed
much, but besides, we must remember the
injunction that includes even the Father of
Evil in the number of those to whom a
share of credit is due. Let us say for

y that, land-shark as he was, he
not vindictive, he was not without

ity, and that it gave him sincere
@ to do a kindness to his step-
m.muhﬂy when his impulse
ine 50 exactly with his own interest
in the matter. I do pot say that he would
not have preferred to have taken the ap-
pointment himself, had it not been that he
had once been a post-master in Pensylvania
and some old unpleasantness between him
and the Post Office Department about an
unsettled acLount st in his way. But
in all the maze of motive that,
by a resolution of force, produced the
whole which men called Plausaby the Land
shark, there was not wanting an _element
of generostiy, and that clement of gener-
osity had much to do with Charlton’s ap-
pointmeat. And Albert took it kindly.: I
am afraid that he was just a little less ob-
servant of the transactions in which Plau-

saby engaged after that.

I am sure that he was much less vehe-
ment than before in his denunciations of
land-sharks. The postoffice was set up
in one of the unfinished rooms of Mr.
Plausaby’s house, and, except at mail-
times, Charlton was not obliged to confine

Albert and Katy in Metropolisville, was
to make Smith Westcott forget that he

himself toit. Katy or Isa or Mrs. Plaus.
aby was always glad to look over the
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the 'motions of

of his desires. But he was a little troubl. |

| one side and priestoraft on the other, I

letters for any caller, to sell stamps to
&.o:e who wanted &en.beu:d tell a Swede
much postage must pay on
a painfully-written leuubmen:
B v "

s t. a month, on demand,
two per cent. a on
atnyamunba in Metropo-
Poor infaturated George Ggpy—the In-
habitant of the Lone Cabin, Trapper
of Pleasant Brook, the Hoosier Poet
o W.GI'I found hi (::“ . ble
is in untena
aﬁmgﬁqhdoo.emdm He
came up to Metropolisville, improved his
dress by buy'uz:o-c ready-made clothing,
and haunted the streets where he could
catch a glimpse now and then of Katy.
One night, Charlton, coming home from
an evening with Miss Minorkey at the

the fence.

“ What do you want here ?" he asked
sharply.

“Didn’ mean no harm, stranger to no-

hotel, found a man standing in front of]

just as' much as 1 do Dave’s.

religion, for at that moment entered Mr.

IN THREE CHAPTERS,

CHAPTER 1.

I CANNOT begin my little sketch of
Gibbie Ste’enson, till I say a few
words of my grandfather, from whom I
gotit. He was a herd-boy in the year
“'45 ;" and but for his mother, who im-
risoned him in an out-house, he would
ave been off with the Highlanders to do
what he could for Prince Charlie. Many
were the stories he had about the “rising,”

body."

“Oh! it's you!" exclaimed Charlton, | o " o youth. He was quite satisfied

recognizing his friend the Poet. “Come
in, come m."

“Comein? Couldn't do it no way,
stranger. Ef I was to go in thar amongst
all them air ladies, my knees would gin
out. I was jist a-lookin’ at that purty
creetur. But I 'druther die’'n do her any
(harm. I mos’' wish I was dead. But
"ta'n’t no harm to look at her ef she don’
know it. I shau't disturb her ; and ef she
marries a gentleman, I shan’t disturb him
nuther. On'y, ef he don’ mind it, you
know, I'll write po'try about her now and
then. I got some varses now that I wish
you'd show to her, ef you think they won't
do her no harm, you know, and I don't
‘low they will. Good-by, Mr. Charlton.
Comin' down to sleep on your claim?
Land’s a~comin’ into market down thar.”

After the Poet left him, Albert took the
verses into the house and read them, and
gave them to Katy. The first stanza was,
if I remember it nghtly, something of this
sort: ’

CHAPTER XVII.
SAWNEY AND HIS OLD LOVE.
Self-conceit is a great source of happi-
ness, a buffer that softens all the jolts of
life. After David Sawpey's failure to
capture Perritaut’s half-breed Atlantis and
her golden apples at one dash, one would
have expected him to be a little modest in
a ing his old love again ; but forty-
eight hours after her return from Glenfield,
he mpnyinthis “devours,” as he called
them, to little Kitty Charlton. He felt
confident of winning—he was one of that
class of men who believe themselves able
to carry off anybody they choose. He
inventoried his own attractions with great
complacency ; he had good health, a
claim, and as he often boasted, had n
“raised rich,” or, as he otherwise stated
it, “cradled in the lap of luxury.” His
father was one of those rich Illinois tarm-
ers who are none th: less coarse for all

of fortune, Dave had inherited none of the
wealth, but all of the coarseness of gain.
So he walked into Squire Plausaby's with
his usual assurance, on the second evening
after Katy's return.

“Howdy, Miss Charlton,” he said,
“howdy | I'm glad 10 see you lovkin' so
smart. Howdy, Mrs. Ferret!” to the
widow, who was present. “ Howdy do,
Mr. Charlton—back in?" And then
he took his seat alongside Katy, not with-
out a little trepidatjon, for he felt a very
slight anxiety his flirtation with
Perritaut’s ten thousand dollars “mout’ve
made his chances juberous,” as he stated
it to his friends. But then, he reflected,
“ she'll think I'm wortk more’n ever when
she knows I de-clined ten thousand dollars,
in five annooal payments.”

“ Mr. Sawney,” said the widow Fenet,
beaming on him with one of her sudden,

precise, pickled smiles, “ Mr. Sawney, I'm
| delighted to hear that you made a brave
stand against Romanism. It is the bane
of this country. I re-spect you for the
stand you made. It shows the influence
of ochrirchenl traini by a praying
mother, I've no doubt, Mr. Sawney.”

Dave was flattered and. annoyed at this
mention, and he looked at little Katy, but
| she didn’t seem to feel any interest in the
matter, and so he took heart.

“I felt it my dooty, Mrs. Ferret, indeed
I did.”

“I respect you for it, Mr. Sawney."”
“For what? said Albert irascibly.
* For selling himself into a mercenary
marriage, and then higgling on a point of
religious prejudice ?”

Mrs. Ferret now focused her round eyes
at Mr. Charlton, smiled her deprecating
smile, and replied: “I do think, Mr
Charlton, that in this day of lax views on
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'spect, that the enterprise of the chev.lier
'failed ; but it was plain that all his feel-

A angel come inter the poar trapper’ ers, and pulling down nightoap a
m—t‘lu! amp ‘“m puncheon floor, | piece.
e el i ovetsene an e e b poar, |  Gibbie Ste'enson the miser, who was a
He hears Mn-pnh'm ; sohool-fellow of his own, afforded matter

their money and farms. Owing to reverses | P

and used to tell them with all the enthu-
it was best for the country, in every re-

ngs were enlisted on the side of the ad-
venturer, I happened to be his favourite
and his bed-fellow, and came in for m
full share of his old-world stories, whic
were neither few nor uninteresting. It

makes me smile yet, when I remember, :n

how he used to run down the tales I met
with in books : no matter of what kind,
or by whom written, they were denounced
as “trash and baggage, and lies from end
to end.” The philosophy of his criticism
was hidden from me at the time; but
there was one advantage I took of it even
then. When indisposed to gratify me
with a new story, or the recital of an old
one, I usually obtained my wish, by ask-
ing leave to tell him a fine one I bad read
in such a book. He was wont to fire at
this, and let off his cus volleys
against the * book baggage,” and in

one of his own, by dn'l‘ii:p his e

for many a sketch ; and I came at last to
think of Gibbie as & msn whom I had
actually known. Even yet, the picture I
formed of him, is vivid and ocom
None of Bcott's or Shakspeare's
oters stand out half so steadily or life-
like before my imagination. My grand-
father, I , had not given me a
set and chronologiosl history of him ; for
the order in which the materials are ar-
ranged in my mind, and in which they
always occur to me, is anything but re-
or sustained. 1 shall endeavour,
wever, to break the ill-assorted chain,
and put its links in their proper places.
Gibbie Ste’enson was scarcely weaned
when his father died. His mother con-
trived to make a livelihood from the bit
of ground attached to her cottage, and by
ac as kind of cow-doctor, and as an
atte t upon lying-in women. She was
a brisky bustling body, but honest and
shrewd withal, and bent on amassing as
much of the world as she ocould. A
variety of prudential maxims was ocom-
letely under ber control, and generall
in sctive service. Yet few beggars
her door without their pittance; and she
had the character of being an obligi

Smith Westcott. i

had him do

and, bolting past t
Mhogied e bond of o Gise

te of the de X
Nom'uoommdmonmm-
ed. A whole pack
after the delingrent.
dently making it a life-and-death matter ;
for, heavy shoes and all, he kept the start he
had got, till one of the boys cried to a
m:.vbo was coming forward to ‘“kep
matters stood, laid hold of Gibbie, at the
. | expense of some shin, till his pursuers
came up.
breathless, made an ineffectual or
two, and then permitted himself to be
led back. v
ever, and as they came near the house of

plunge furiously. Any ground he yielded
now was locomotively given;
bustle and clamour became tremendous,
as they pulled and shoved him in at the
school door. After some stern remon-
atrances and threatenings on the part of
the master, &
and Uibbie was ordered to wash his face,
which, with sweat and rage, and ink, was
scarcely human, He was then set on the
middle of a form, with some of the
strongest boys on either side of him as a
guard. There he sat sulkily for some
ume, till the )
wry faces, vick-names, and nips and
scratches. The best temper would have
broken under such annoyances, and how
could Gibbie's stand ?
' thrust from & pin made him spring from

un;elual "‘*—" make a stand against | but her words were swallowed up in the
any enemy of the holy religion of ——" | general uproar. The master, half X

“Well,” said Charlton rudely, “1 pleased, tried to mm& -
[say that I respect Perritaut's pﬁ but without effect. et

TEY
Ei’
FeE
EE
H
EF
&
2
-

them were in a contemptible partly coaxing,
transaction, both of them showed an | fercing, Mrs su'ﬂﬂ{ﬂ"".anm
utter lack of conscience, in matters | her out of the school into & litUe by-room
of opinion. Religion ! he mlduﬂnduluiu.n:' uncon
But the did not get the benefit ':;“:‘:“’ paie
of Mr. Albert’s on the subject of | He y ten minutes awa
? time was not so precious then as it 1s now,

ch instructins about
TO BE CONTINUED. (;itbit il'l:’zo precious an op-
Ebiuinny. - S portunity to be lost. Scarcely was the

GIBBIE STE'ENSON THE MISER. m.}::m,;{;‘d § -
tion, were grinning at poor Gibbie. Of

course he could not feel quite at
and in fact, was at an utter loss what to
do with himself. The death-heads multi-
plied about him ; and he sat like a con-

demned and sheepish eriminal staring at

the #

appearances around him,
“Cow Gibbi -

~ories~ome; *“Mealy-

mou'ed Gibbie,".l.bou another; “Samuel

Side-pouches,” cried a third; and one

proach, till flesh and blood could stand it
no longer, and Gibbie set up a grin, that
teok
explosion »f mirth ensued, but Gibbie
kept twisting at them every variety of
faces he was master of.
the ringleader of the mischief, stole in
behind Gibbie, and emptied his mk-norn
on the victim’s head. The deep ocolour-
ing which was instantly given to Gibbie's
sketches, was felt an
But Gibbie cut the exhibiti

e field at once to itself. A terrible

A boy, who was

ansgered by all.
o short by
pringing to his feet, and rushing like an
furinj goat on his tormentor. Gibbie
in & moment, and would

no doubt haVe slaked his vengeance on

him, had not prompt assistance been ren-
dered. Exasperated beyond all measurs,
he gave general battle to his persecutors,
and both gave and received some hearty
kicks and strokes. The master came in

during the fray, i
;:sn y, and a general

dispersion
tely followed. Gibbie was now
and ing like a raised bull;
master, made for
and ran off. “After him!”

in full ery set out
Gibbie was evi-

The man seeing at once how
The truant, exhausted and

As he gathered breath, how-

and the

h.in of water was bhn“h‘,

tion began again in

Ao unsparing

neivhbour and a steady friend. Gibbie ! his seat with a loud yell, that made every-

was turned of seven when he came to the ; thing swop. “Y
parish school. A new scholar is always | molested boy, grinding his teeth like "

“Ye villains I" cried the

an object of some interést, but Gibbie | handsaw, and looking fiercely onm his an-

created quite a sensation. He had on a
jacket of hodden gray, which reached to
is hurdies, and hung about him like &
sack. His trousers were of the same
material, and & world too wide for his
raw shanks ; and, but for a broad lap
at the bottom, his feet would have dis-
appeared in them altogether. The entire
structurs of his dress spoke as plainly as
cloth could speak, that an intention was
formed against posterity ; and that the
future would be saddled with the old
clothes of the past. He had a ocap to
matoh, but no neckerchief; and in short,
was picce, from top to toe, with a drab
complexion, and flaxen hair, and a knife-
like expression of ocountenanye. His
mother entered the school with him on &
Monday morning in Febru 1743, as
far as my father could recollect.
The confused hum instantly oceased, and
nothing was heard for a time, but the
clamp, elamp, of Gibbie's heavily tacket-
od shoes, as his parent led him up to
where the master stood.

“ Here's Gibbie t'ye, wir,” said Mrs.
Stevenson, better known by the name of
Cow Katy: “and I hope ye'll do your
best wi' him. He's gayin gleg ; and I'm
thinking he’ll just drink in the lair.!"

“ Few come with sic & drowth,” an-
swered the master, ironically.

“ Drowth or no drowth " replied Katy,

tagonists. oourse,
doing anything to him; and there bemng
twenty witnesses to one against Gibbie,
he ocould not ex;
was ordered to sit down and keep quiet ;
but Gibbie seeing all hope of pesce or
jn:lﬁoe at an end, began the defensive.
an
“Gibbie Ste enson ! master !
Ste'enson " was shouted every now and
then, as Gibbie added a new sufferer to
his list, or favored sn old oue with a fresh
demonstration. The master lost patience
at last, and put Gibbie into & desk b
himself. The school at length diuni-ul,
and Gibbie had to
through a batch of
fered from his bony fingers through the
day. Sore and weary Gibbie got home,
and neither soolds, nor strokes, nor bribes,
oould induce Gibbie to go back to the
seat of learning. His mother managed,
in her own way, to get the alphabet nto
him in the course of a year; and by an-
other, he could hammer out some words
in the “‘wee spell.”
the third, in the month of November
1746, Gibbie once more made his appear-
ance at the parish school.
a tall boy of ten. with long sinewy arms,
and a gaunt muscular
slightl

from l.ze domestic drudgery he was eom-
pelled to perform. The nature of his
rather sharply, “ haud the bowl weel 10 | mother’s avocations called her often out

Nobod;. of was

any reparation. He

all around him.
0! Gibbie

left rainbows

t and kick his wa
who had

ys, sui-

About the close of

He was now

that bent
at the shoulders, arising probably

his head ; and coup it down him, if be'll | for whole days and nights; and Gibbie,

no tak it."

in her absence, was cook, and dairymaid,

A roar of laughter from the whole | and washerwoman, and everything. His
school followed, and Katy turned about [ dress remained unchanged, with the ex-

respect a man who thinks enough of ee-

and soolded at them as  “ ill-bred nowt ;" ' ception of a large letting-down of the lap



