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TRUTH.

7

folks trombled for the timo when ho
should como of ago and get his Zather's
fortuno. Ho boarded with Nymphas
Stacy, and loved his cousin Mary, who
kopt houso jor her father. Mary's.mothor
was longd.ad. She was a sistor of Hen-
ty Tinkham, and had married 8o far bo-
neath her station (forshe had lived .a the
best housn in tho villago and her father
was county jud%;) that hor brothor nover
noticed hor, o was president of the
bauk now. He and his father had hated
the intropid Scotchman who dared to
mako himself prominent in Jewonkeo.
Bofore his ndvent they had boen hoad of
evorything, Now thoy wore thrown in
tbo background, and even looked on with
disfavor. The ficklo populace turned
and said, rather correctly: ‘What good's
theom Tinkhams evor done to this town?
None.” Hoenry, tho son, lived in cities
till his fathor died, and then came home
a widowor, with a little hump-backed
child Huldah.

The women who married Jowonkeo men
died young., Why? Lookat aspecimen.
Ho comes down tho hill in a ricketty,
unpaintod waggon, hishorseis dirtyand un.
cared for, his clothes acedy, aud he is
unkept and unshaved. That iz not so
bad; but his face—yes, rich or poor, thero
is on evory faco tho stamp of hopeless,
subdued discontent. Tho gloom that
sottled when hopo and ambition died.
The jaw droops, tho eyosare half-closed,
the forohead wrinkles, and the heavy,
over-hanging brows meet scowling over
the nose. They never smile, theso men;
tho small, bluc-gray oyes may twinkle
raroly, but that little spark of mirth di-
vino is quenched 80 quickly you may have
dreamed it thero. Those amiloless, atony
faces reflected tho smileless, stony soil,
‘Why did the women die yuung? Oh, thoy
starved for lovo. They hungered for
affection, sympathy, tenderness. They
held their babes after the pain and suffor-
ing, and their worn.out, lifcless hearts,
bruised arnd stunted, broken under the
great now joy, and they, who had true
women’s natures, then and there died
without a sigh of regret, Thatbabo would
grow unloving go soon!

Not such » woman was Ann Johnson.
She owned the best farm in Jowonkeo,
and superintended its working horself,
hiring 0, ¢ man, with additional help in
haying. Shoherzolf worked in tho ficlds,
and spread hay, and plinted or weeded.
Tho farmers around hor always prophe-
sied her ultimate Snancial ruin; but she
took agricultural papers and introduced
improved farming implomonts and Jorsoy
stock.  Tho farmers wero glad to avail
theinselves of the Iatter, and hor cattle
always brought high prices. Sho sanap-
ped hor fingers at the prophecies, and
prospered. She was a tall, masculine
woman, with broad shouldersend big fest
and hands, She had fino, oxpressive
features, bluo cyes, and a mass of iron-
gray hair, which sho pugged in a knot in
herneck, Her old white horso, green
waggon, her bright plaid shawl and pump-
kin hood were familiar features in the
village. Sho had considerable money in
tho Baunk, and had esteemed its founder
highly. Folks said, after his wifo was
dead, ho would marry Aunn, and it wos
known he had proposed to her. Ann
knew marriages in Joewonkeo were zadly
unfortunate,

¢John M cCrato,” sho said, firmly, “*ef
you'd nover como tow this miserable
town, 'n I'd never boen borned 'n riz
here, I'd marry yew, 'n thank yow for
the offer. At 'tis, I ain't on tho mar-
ry."

Miss Ann was%e consistent hater, and
sho despised Henry Tinkham,  Her de-
ceased father had left $4,000 in Tinkham's
hands, which sho tried for yoars to got,
and at Jast, after a porsistent warfare,
that would havo discouraged tho moat
valiant man, succeeded in obtaining only
half  Sho cursed him and his, and said
to him one day:

“That misshapen ohild of yourn’s a just
punishment tew you.”

. And sho openly showoed her disliko fo
Huldah, by glaring ab her when thoy met.
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Huldah was o pale, shrinking girl,
with shy, norvous ways, Sho had big,

pitiful orown oyes, and long, fair curla.
Showas tiny and fairy-like in her motions,
and though now cighteen—the age of her
cousin DMary—iwas no Inrgor than a child
of twelve, ~ Sho was terribly deformed,
hoer littlo head resting on tho crooked
shouldors. It wasn years beforo, in her
carofully-guarded lifo,"she renlized sho
was difforont from other children, and
when the truth dawned uponher, it cameo
with such overwhelming forco that sho
nover rallied. When her motherly old
governess was gono and sho was constant-
1y with hor ceusin Mary~—beautiful, with
the sunny hair and bluo-gray oyes of Now
England lassics—and Dick, tall, handsome
and winoing, sho understood her afilic.
tion. Thonugh sho strovs nobly nageinst
it, sho was jealous ot Mary—hating her
at times, with fierco angor and robellion
against fato.  Ske lovod Dick with the
intonsity of o strong nature, & lovo moro
forvont becauso 1t was hopeless and un-
gought. Tho cold bluo oyes, and firm,
impassivo faco of hor father brightened
when ho looked on his crippled daughter,
and he suffered for her. He guessed her
secret, and he hated, as a cold-bleoded,
schoming man can hate, the two cousia
lovers who mado sunshine in sunless J.-
wonkee,

CHAPTER 1L

One Sunday morning in tho eaxly fall,
whon the gold and crimson of the dying
leaves mingled with the sombra green of
the pines and firs, Henry Tinkham® rose
from his sleopless bed and went alowly
down to tho Bank.  He saw beforo the
yellow cottage, Dick starting out with his
dog and gun {Dick was a Sabbath-breaker,
ungodly youth), and Mary run down to
the gate to kiss him good-bye. Tho clder
man muttered a curse; he never swore,
but breathed —urknown to a soul—fiorce
Emfnnity, liko o scorching blast. He

owed to tho poople ho mot—a fow vil-
lagers, hurrying leisurely from driving
their cows to pasture, to eat hreakfast,
brown bread and beans, and be ready for
“meetin’.” He opened tho Bank door,
and locked it bokind him. Thero wasa
little entry-way with two doors, one lead-
ing to a coat-room, thence to a private
oflice, from which o small door led to the
banking-room.  Tho other hall-door
oponed into this room; ono ond of this
held o bigsafe, and was walled 1n bya
high iron railing, in which thero were lit-
tlo windows for the cashior and teller.
Tho windows of this end of the room
looked out on theriver, now full, and rip
pling brightly in the morning sunlight.
At o deak a thin old man, with scant white
hair, tromulous mouth, and big, childish
bluo oyes, szt writing, Ho was lmigard
and worn, Ho had been at that desk tho
livelong night, and ho was propared to
faco tho werst. Ho did not speak when
Tinkham came in, but groaned, and
buried his face in his hands.

“Well,” 53id Tinkham, “havo you do-
cided 2"

There was & pathetic strongth in the
weak old faco, as Nymphas Stacy said,
brokenly:

* *Jhave.”

““What will you do?”

¢To.duy,” =aid tho othor, lifting his
bowed head and facing tho man who atood
glaring at him with blazing eyes yet un-
moved faco—*‘to-dny, ofter sorvico, Iwill
rise and toll tho truth., Tho whole vil-
lago will bo theroe; it will reach all. I will
tell them X xobbod the Bank of two hun-
dred dollars years ago to bury my wife
and pay her sick-bills, for she'd beon sick
so long I badn't a cent, and, a3 ill luck
would havo it, I'vonaverboenablo topsy
itback, Il tell that you, man or dovil,
J don't know which you aro, found me
out, and I've been your tool over sinco.
I'll aay the¢ bank is ruined, tho books aro
lies, tho safo is ompty, and you, Heury
Tinkham, insatiatostockgambler, inyour
vilo schomes to mako a fortune and to
gratify tho extravsganco of lowd women,
bave equandered every cont.  Your last

visit to Boston firished tho remannt of
Dick's proporty toft in our hands; that
though sou've ruined tho tewnspeopla
you'vo fenthered your own nesb.  Diok
comes of ago to-morrow, to roceivo only
an empty lhouse and not one farthing of
tho hard-earned monoy his honest old
fathor loft him.”

Ho paused then to breatho, and wipod
tho sweat off his forohead and palms,

““You are detormined?”

¢*I have aworn it, and I've prayed tho
mght through for strongth to aid mo till
Itellall. Thon, oh, God, lot mo diol”

With a cry of agony ho bont his whito
head over tho tablo and wroto with cager,
nervous hasto.

Tinkham stood a moment irresoclute.
Ho did not waver or falter; h'a was not a
coward naturo. Ho nover forgot in after
years that chill{ room, tho monotonous
ticking of the clock, the rivor outside the
window l:‘"kling and swift, the office
cat asleop In a corner whero the sunlight
foll warm on tho floor, tho opon safo, the
disorderod books and papers, and the
bowed figure at the dosk.,

TFleot as an arrow, noiscloss as a shadow,
he’caught tho hatchet near tho stove, and
in a second—a half second—lifted it high,
his facogleaming with hato and vengeancoe,
and, crash! the blunt ond dosconded on
the bowed head. Quick, another blow!
He groans,  Another, So. Nota cry,
not a word, death came instantancously
Oh, God, tho blood! It spurted over
evorything,. Ho wrapped the head in
his own coat and that stopped it. He
kindled a firo and thrustinto it the bloody
hatchet-handlo and the papers and books
that wero spotted; ho burned tho square
of oilcloth under tho desk, and carefully
brushed the odges of the carpet whore
the dust had gathered; ho throw open the
window and flung the hatchet-head far in-
to tho stream; he left the xrom and came
back in tho overalls and ragged coat and
hat of the o’d japitor who lived a mile
away and v~ 1ld not bo back till Monday;
he broug! ! in & bag; it had been filled
with charcoal, Into this he thrust thbe
body, thon lifting it tarough the window,
be flung tho heap atraight into a boat
moored below; thon arranging the room
neatly, he dropped into the boat himself
with the agility of a squirrel, catching tho
water-pipe toastay his fall, and thon the
bont shot into the atream flying across to
the opposite shoro.

Huldah followed her father that Sab-
bath morning. He knelt by her bed and
kissed her bofore ho loft, and sho feign-
ed slecp, for sho feared ho was troubled;
bo bad groaned and walked all night; so
when sho heard tho hall-door shut she
burriod on her clothes and her blue veolvot
cloak with its soft ermino lining, and
hastened to tho Bank to come homo with
him, and porhaps take sn carly morning
walk. Tho big door was locked, but she
had a koy to & side-door in the private
office, for she often camo to visit her
father during bank hours when she was
lonesomo. Sho was so gontlo in her
movements that her light footatops made
no noise, She psssed into the offico;
there wero angry voices in the bank-room.
There was a little scratch in tho panes of
the glass in tho upper half of the door
leading to that room; sho msdoit one day
50 she could peck through ab tho poople
inside. Sho looked through this, and
sho sow tho terriblo scone. It was like a
frightful droam, Vainly sho tried to
scream, to open the door, but sho was
dumb and powcxless and foll in a dead
faint.

How long she lay sho did not know.
When sho camo to consciousness tho bell
was ringing for church.  She wont out
unsteadily, a3 in sloop, and, straago
onough, no ono saw herleave the Bank.
Sho followed tho throng crowding into
tho meeting-house, and sauk in a corner
of tho por, atill in that curious, numb
stato. Tho people all scomed far-off,
then near,  Thoir faces swelled to giant
sizo or diminished to dwarfs, Woro thoy
singing? It soundod liko thorushof a

mighty army, Who wasloading? She
struggled to fix hor gaze, Thore, in the

deacon’s seat, bolow ths pulpit, in his im-
macunlato linen and spotless broadeloth,
with calm and scriouas face, was hor fathe
or. Church was aver.

MAro you aick, Huldah, darlingi" ho
said tenderly, as ho tricd to tako hor
hand.,

““Yes, papa; my hoad is bad,” sho said,
uneaslly. I think—pleaso, I can walk
bost alowe. I am fancitul whon 1 am
sick.”

Much hurt, ho mado no effort to tako
tho trombling hand.

“QOan I sit by you 7" ho atko, whon sho
Iay on tho big ohintz-covored aafa in her
protty, sunny hed-reom,

“Pleare, no, papa,” sho answered gont-
ly, striving hord to ropross tho_shudder
whon ho lnid his large, cool hand on hor
head. *I'm bottoralone, whon my head
it so bad.”

Ho stooped and kissod hor, and won-
dercd why thoso soft lips roturned not
his kiss. Whathad como ovor his darling?
Porhaps she grieved for Dick; and his faco
darkaned then,

CHAPTER III.

Monday morning was bright and pleas-
ant. Thoere was a ssggestion of carly
frostin the air, bub ouly onough to quick-
en dull pulses and siir slufish blood.
The hills wero gorgeous masses of color,
and tho river along shore in their shedow
was aliko tinted by tho same wondrous
painter. The fields woro brownand bare,
with here and thore scattered groups of
corn-stalks,  Shining from the rugged
oarth, yellow as tho aun, big pumpkins
showed their jolly heads. Orops wore
harvested, the winter's wood hauled and
split, and hog-killing oractically ovor.
Farmors wero 1dle till snow camo; then
thero was tho wood-cutting and huufing
for tho next winter, and tho bustle and
stir and vigorous life brought into the
quiet wooda by the red-shirted loggoersand
tho axcitoment of their camp.

Theso ¥all daya were fine occasions for
neighbourly converae, aud atter the chores
wero done the “‘men folkas” found orrands
to the villago, and tho roads leading
thither would be dotted with toams head-
ing for tho common centro. The season
had been fairly profitablo, and as tho
hard-featured farmer passed the Bank a
iook of invard satisfastion lightened hia
oyes, though his mouth still maintained
its rigidity. Cumbersome scows navigat.
cd the Addor, and thosurplus **produce”
(none but a native Jewonkeeian could
proporly pronounco the last word) was
tloated away to somewhoro, to fill the do-
ficit in a more barron region, if suchcould
be found, or landing at a coast town, af-
ter vicismtudes of storm and sea in clumsy
coasting schoonors, it finally reached that
E1 Dorado—Boston.

At ton A, . tho Bank always opencd.
Thoro were o fow farmers who had do-
posits, and ona ortwo came for unclaimed
intorest waiting. The lattor wished “‘tow
buy tho gals somo loetlo fixin's, as 'twas
corain’ Thanksgivin’, an’ they'd liko tow
lock smart tow meetin’,” Each rugged
and old fathorly heart felt an honest glow
of prido in his *‘gals.”

Slowly tho hour went by,  What was
the matter ? They rattled tha door of the
Bank, they tricd to peor undor window
curtains, and thoy talked it over. Jusb
then a girl with a whito, scared face and a
shawl thrown over hor head came running
down tho stroot.

¢ Stagy; hor fathor must bo sick,”
eaid old Poter Rounds, who had fifty dol-
lars to doposit, and paturslly worrixd
about carrying euch a sum on his person.
Tho girl camo up panting:

‘Mg fatheri Havo you seon him}
Wasn't homo last night—left Saturday
pight, I'vo been horo a dozen timos and
can'tgot in, Mr, Tinkham don’t know
whoro ho1s.  Says ho hasn't secn him
sinco Saturdsy afternoon, at fivo——"

Sho stopped to got hor breath.

(70 DE CONTINUED.)

The main strength and fores of & law
oonsists in tho penalty annoxed to ib.
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