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TOPKNOT.

BY MRS, C. M. LIVINGSTON.

a fresh, bright morning in early spring. *‘The
ve}; :ﬁ:ning to \,vork %ut of doors,” Mrs. Butler declared ;
so, donning a sun-bonnet, which she kept on purpose for
gardening, and taking her trowel, she proceeded on a tour
of inspection over the pretty lawn that surrounded her plea-

nt home. .
= She inquired into the needs of the crocuses and daﬂ'odx‘ls,
told the hyacinths they were late in blooming, noted with
pleasure the purpling buds of the lilace, then turned her
steps to the corner which needed her most—a bed of lilies
of the valley, that were becoming far too numerous for thriv-
ing growth.

%\dgrs. Butler’s next-door neighbour, Mrs. Lane, wanted a
bed of lilies, too. If these were to be thinned out, why
should she not have some of them? She had a spot of un-
occupied ground, between the house and a high fence, damp
and cool, just the place where those lily leaves would grow
broad and green. So she hovered about her window, peep-
ing through the half-closed blinds, until her neighbour had
come over to the lilies, which were not far from_ the fence
that separated the two lawns; then she threw a light shawl
over her head and happened out. She ran down to the gate
and took a look up street and down ; then slowly coming
back, stopped a moment over this and that shrub, to see if
they were putting forth signs of life, At almost any other
time she would have run out unceremoniously and asked for
some. But there were reasons why Mrs, Lane felt a slight
hesitancy in approaching her neighbour this morning. On
account of some occurrences of the last few days, she herself
had been nursing a little resentment ; but she had come to
the conclusion to put aside all ill-feelings and _return to
friendly relations. Mrs. Butler was too good a neighbour to
break with lightly. She was half tempted, though, to go
straight back into the house without speaking, particularly
as Mrs. Butler did not once look her way. But, then, she
wanted to break the icy little crust that was gradually form-
ing between them, and this wasa good opportunity ; besides,
she wanted some bulbs. So she came up to the fence where
the lady stooped over her work, saying, **Good morning,
Mrs. Butler,” with a slight constraint in the tones, it is true.
Baut the trowel went industriously on, and the head was not
lifted. She evidently did not wish to hear ; but Mrs. Lane
tried again : .

“ Good morning! I say; what are you busied about so
arly ?”’
¢ Tl{len Mrs. Butler looked up, but the glance that flashed
from her black eyes to the other lady was not such as she
was wont to bestow upon her neighbour. Neither were the
tones—that seemed to issue from the cavernous depths of a
never-ending sun-bonnet—the cheery ones that belonged to
Mrs. Butler, as she said,

‘‘ Whatever else I'm doing,
bours.”

**Indeed ! And who is engaged in that business, pray?”
and Mrs. Lane brought the shawl over her cheeks, so that
her neighbour should not see the red that she felt was rush.-
ing into them.

Mrs. Butler stood up now, and the lady on the other side
of the fence fairly quailed beneath the withering gaze, as,
looking her full in the face, Mrs. Butler said :

‘“It is best to speak out plainly, Mrs. Lane. I do not
wish to hold any conversation with you. It only shows
what a perfect hypocrite you must be to come around with

our smooth ‘ Good-mornings’ after what you told Mrs.

etchum about me.”

‘“Oh, now! You're making a mountain out of a mole
hill,” said Mrs. Lane, confusedly. * You'd better find out
what I actually said to Mrs. Ketchum before you flare u 50,
A little explanation on both sides will straighten this thing
all out, I dare say.”

‘*No explanations,” said Mrs. Butler, ¢ that you can
possibly make will satisfy me. Indeed I will not listen to
any, and certainly I do not feel called upon to make any to
you. So let it be distinctly understood, once for all, that .I
wigh to have nothing whatever to do with you from this
time forth.” Saying which she picked up her trowel and
marched off to the other side of the lawn, while Mrs. Lane
beat a hasty retreat into her own house. .

The first thing she did was to indulge in a good cry; the
next, to make a firm resolve never to have anything more to
do with Mrs. Ketchum, for telling what she had positively

romised never to breathe to a living soul. Of course, she
ﬂad broken her promise, else how would it have gotten to
the ears of Mrs. Butler? .

A hen is a seemingly inoffensive c_reat_ure, but is capable
of accomplishing a vast amount of mischief—far more than
is genetaﬁy supposed. 1f all the unhappy tempers and long-
standing feuds that she has provoked were searched into,
and results placed among our statistic and general averages
—the number of quarrels to one hen—we should doubtless
be overwhelmed. ~ For it was nothing more nor less than a
little gray hen that was the occasion of the sharp words that
were s0 sadly out of tune with the song of the robins, the
budding green and sweet spring airs of that morning.

There had been slight clouds in the sky between the two
families on this account before. The Lanes had for years
made a practice of keeping a few hens, thereby serving two

urposes—keeping themselves in fresh eggs and testing the

riendship, as well as cultivating the grace of forbearance,
in their neighbours, They were not that exasperating sort
of people, either, who were indifferent to the comfort of their
neighbours. They cherished the delusion that they kept
their hens at home, and they did aim to, but some of them
had straying proclivities, Then they tried to keep them
shut up, letting them out occasionally, keeping a sharp watch
over them meanwhile. But it did seem as if some of these
hens had ‘‘two presences,” for while Mrs, Lane sat sewing by
her window, casting her eye on them occasionally, sure that

they were all there—~0ld Vellow, Speckle, Whity Topknot

I'm not slandering my neigh-

and Banty—that very minute two or three of them would be
scratching for dear life in Mrs. Batler’s smooth, neat beds,
just sown with early lettuce and enions.

It is a wonder that a woman with as much tinder in her
composition as Mrs. Butler bore it as well as she did,
Especially was Topknot, a saucy little gray and white hen,
with a jaunty tuft on top of her head, peculiarly trying.
Many a time had Mrs. Butler worked hard in her garden all
the forenoon, and looked from her window an hour after to
behold Topknot comfortably established in a well-fitting
round hole of her own digging, in the very centre of a cir-
cular bed, carefully prepared and sown with seeds of some
rare and highly valued flowers. Again and again was she
stoned and driven home in disgrace, and, on complaint being
entered against her, was shut up and securely fastened in,
as was supposed. But whether she had the power of slip-
ping through cracks, or not, she would, somehow, unac-
countably effect her escape ; and the next thing known of
her, she would sit complacently in the very choicest part of
Mrs. Butler’s garden, a persistent, triumphant Topknot,
utterly regardless of the poor little (wo-leaved plants that
were uprooted and crushed beneath her. It was on one of
these occasions that Mrs. Butler caught her, and in sheer
despair and vexation, tossed her over the fence, accompany-
ing the act with a hearty and audibly expressed wish that
‘‘ that hen was dead.”

Mrs. Lane, happening to stand at her chamber window,
saw the hasty manner in which her favourite hen came home,
as well as the exasperated expression on her neighbour’s
face, and likewise had an exaggerated report of what the
cruel woman said, when she ** heaved the poor creature over
the fence,” from Bridget, who was out in the woodshed at
the time,

This episode, among other little things, caused a slight
coldness to spring up between the ladies, so that for a few
days the well-trodden path between the houses was not so
much used as heretofore. In the meantirce Topknot dis-
appeared. She was not to be found in the barn loft, nor
under the bushes, nor in any of the secret places about the
premises of any of the nefghbours ; nor even in the barn of
the Butlers, nor cosily settled under the low-spreading
branches of their evergreens. Plainly, Topknot was dead,
or she would certainly have come home at meal-times, She
was a greas loss, as she came of a high family and was the
handsomest of the brood.  Mrs. Butler had been interviewed
concerning her, and had answered sharply that she should
?ot (rinoum greatly if the troublesome creature was never
ound.

It so happened, a few days afterward, that Mrs. Lane
needed a cake pan of a certain size and shape which she did
ot possess, but she knew Mrs. Butlerdid ; so she determined
to ignore the little unpleasantness that existed, and run in
the back way and borrow it. As she came along back
through Mrs. Butler’s woodshed, she noticed a basket of
feathers. She paused a moment, locking intently at them,
then murmured to herself, ** Topknot's feathers, I do be-.
lieve.” Ah, indeed! What and if Topknot had met her
destiny in Mrs, Butler’s dinner-pot ! And then a suspicion
that had at times floated vaguely through her mind, took
shape and began to live. At dinner she half seriously men-
tioned the idea to her husband, and he answered,

*“Pooh! Asif Mrs. Butler was not able to buy all the
chickens she needs, and more too.”

‘*But those feathers! I would know those pretty gray
and white feathers anywhere,

*‘ Now, my dear, you don’t suppose Topknot was the
only hen in the world who owns a gray dress, do you?
Farmers bring in hens and chickens every day with all sorts
of feathers. Don't, for pity’s sake, lisp such a foolish thing
to anybody else. 1t will be sure to get to her, and I would
not let forty hens come between my friendship with such a
woman—a_little high-strung perhaps, but a good woman,
after all. Then you must own that she has borne a great
deal from Topknot. It would not be such a dreadful thing
if she had boiled her up. It would be the only way of mak-
ing sure that she would not be turning up again continually.”

That afternoon Mrs. Lane took her work and went to sit
an hour with Mrs. Ketchum. 1In the course of their neigh-
bourly conferences Mrs. Ketchum asked,

‘“Did it ever occur to you, Mrs. Lane, that Mrs, Butler
was deceitful ? ”

1:‘?\ﬁlhy, no, I never thought she was, What makes you
as

*“Oh, things I heard her saying about som
bours that she is very thick with,”
looking mysterious.

‘‘ What did she say ?” Mrs, Lane asked, growing at once
suspicious and interested,

s Wcllé I l}x}ear{ifs};)e said ,:hat she never had been more
tormented in her life by anything than she had b :
and that Mr. Butler talked . o { your hens

¢ of her neigh-
said Mrs. Ketchum,

/ of prosecuting your husband for
damages.’

*‘ Stuffand nonsense 1" Mrs. Lane ejaculated, h
kindling. *“ Everybody knows we keej hens shut oo

: P our hens shut up,
It is true poor Topknot strayed over there occasionall]))r.

but she is gone now, and if I didn’t see her feathers in Mrs.
Butler's woodshed, I'm much mistaken, At any rate, 1
know they had pot pie for dinner about that time,’ ’

No sooner had these words esca ed her li
sorry she had said them. pect het lips than che was

**Is it possible ?”" said Mrs. Ketchum ;
Mrs. Butler was a very queer woman-—
she—(—)’;l I dow’

¢ Oh, no, on't say anything. It i,
nonsense,” Mrs. Lane said hun'ie%ly, as s 21?&22:1 3{) l.:'e)l.'
work. * Don't mention it for anything. Good-bye, I must
be going.” ’

She did not notice the wide open
Mary Ann, Mrs. Ketchum'’s servant,
replenishing the grate with coal, took jn every word, and
much more than they were meant o convey, and who on
the first leisure opportunity, hastened to share such a choice
Lit of gosip with her dear friend, Ellen Bryan, who lived
near. Ellen, in turn, related it to her mistress, by thig time
8 much exaggerated and embellisheq g

" account—h .
Butler had stolen and killed and cooked oneu:f Mr:'LmeMr"s

** T always thought
but—you'don't say

eyes and ears with which
who was at that moment

—

chickens; for ** Mrs. Lane was as sure of it as §he was tg:t
she was alive, and, if 'twas her last breath, she’d say lf’l s
cause she saw the feathers with her own eyes in Mrs. But c“-
wood-shed.”  Then Mrs. Morgan, her mistress, and a par*
ticular friend of Mrs. Butler's, forgot that terse qttemnce "
* Where there is no tale-bearer the strife ceaseth.” She pto
on her bonnet, s'raightway, and carried this absurd story o
Mrs. Butler. * She was not fond of repeatinrg gosslphis
general, but she thought it her du'y, as a riend: to tell ;noW'
so that it might be contradicted at once.” Strange his
many good women Satan finds to help him carry out
plans | . being
And Mrs. Butler, though she had the reputation of be
an excellent woman, consistent and foremost in every 2";
word and work, was not proof against this most trying "n 1
Her spirit took fire ; she allowed her anger to wax hot,L:ne
she said many foolish and unkind things about Mrs. o'
which she would not at all have believed one month ‘I‘gr';
and did not believe now, for that matter. Mrs, But ;“
weak point was her pride. Never had a word, to oW
nowledge, been breathed against her fair fame. And gle .
to be accused of such small meanness—it was unbeara "
it was beyond anything. Her sore heart verified the ‘a‘; "
of the proverb—** The words of a tale-bearer are as woun tl; e
The spring-time unfolded leaves and blossoms, but "
balmy airs and bright sunshine did not warm the hearts
the two women toward each other. Day after day passccer
and yet, since that fatal day when they met at the fe}:‘ A
they had given no sign that each was aware of the othe
existence. —
It was inconvenient and forlorn in more ways than one
this breeze which thelittle hen had raised. It was uymgont
give up the neighbourly kindnesses that they had been “{nes
to exchange. They had borrowed patterns and mag’;‘ m-
and cake-pans and yeast, of one another. All the.selb"l :
used utensils in one house were common property in 1&“,
Mrs. Butler’s lap-board and scales and colander, and ed
Lane's carpet-stretcher and step-ladder, often C_h‘“ﬁ‘
places ; and many a plate of cookies, or pan of biscuits ha
travelled from one house to another, when either happe ore
to have unusual good luck in baking. There were no llll"n p
runoings to and fro between the houses, or cheery ca dl“
from each other’s windows, The back gate was l}llle s !)l'l
and the east windows in one house and the wast Wmd°“{)een
the other had their blimds carefully closed. They had alls
wont to share their joys and troubles. They had made ¢
and afternoon visits in company. But now, one Peﬁpgn
through the blinds to make sure that the other was W€ 3, by
her way to sewing society before she would start; an "fact
degrees, their circle of friends began to understan,d the
that Mrs. Butler and Mrs. Lane did not **speak.’ ¢ she
Poor Mrs. Lane was consumed with vain regrets tha ery
had, in her momentary vexation, allowed that slipP me
tongue of hers to make her so much trouble. Someti a
she was heartily ashamed of the whole thing, and W‘L‘t.
gladly have told Mrs, Butler so, only that she believed, "‘;ned
ever excuses or apologies she might make, the proud-sp! ¢
woman would never receive them. At other times SheMr"
herself that she did well to be angry ; that of CO\““‘ she
Butler had made away with her hen ; it was not like {one
had intended it—probably some of the family had 8 and
K;o; Topknot and lamed her so she had to be kl“‘g'. Bt
rs. Butler had thought they might as well have a di was
out of her, and nobody would be the wiser for it. It “he
after all, not the loss of the hen she cared so much f""he,.
argued with herself, as that Mrs. Butler should prove Ty
self so unworthy ; and then to crown it all by gem"g ‘t ghc
at her, when probably, after all, she had only hinte ato go
real truth to what she said to Mrs, Ketchum ; and 'h":t Was
on just as usual and put a bold face on the matter—i
too aggravating | than
It is much more comfortable to blame other people tion
yourself. So Mrs. Lane silenced all inward cO“flemn‘rself
of her mischief-making tongue, and began to pride he“ght
on being a long-suﬂ'cxing woman, in that she had not br?‘ na
the affair before the church, instead of preserving 8 w f,
nimous silence. What a stir she could make, to be s“::ou]d
It was strange how much bad feeling one small hén . sai
occasion. Mrs, Ketchum was amazed to see Mrs. LD But-
ast her on the street without so wuch asanod. Mr an!
er looked askance across the church at Mrs. L‘“‘e'when
wondered how she could look the minister in the fac¢ thefs
he took for his text, * })eak not evil one of an°

. he
brethren,” and then painted in vivid words the sin of !
slanderer. Then Mrs,

ow
Lane, in her turn, wondered i:C“t
Mrs. Butler could have the face to take such a pro®

. . . n‘
part in church affairs, when she had such a sin oo her °
science,

(70 be continued, )

A CAMP OF CHINESE LABOURERS.

—_ the
Mr. E. V. Smalley’s third paper on ** The New g::ic
West,” in the October ** Century,” describes vividly ‘el an
region lying between the Rockies and Cascade R-‘“gca'rnp :
gives the following picture of a railway constr\lc"'og!lul ex*
Camping and travelling in the forest was a delig t par
perience, spite of rain nns fatigue ; but no one of ou
Wwas sorry one morning to be met on the river’s binhe infof;
engineer, who brought a package of letters, and t railrosd
mation that the camps of the Chinese graders on the r08
were just across the river, that there was a Waggon” wers 10
the end of a track, and that he had a skiff and twO l'ocd e
set us across the turbulent current. We had travers of the
whole distance (six hundred miles) between the en 'on the
railroad, which are advancing to meet next year O id
summit of the Rocky Mountains, The news that wlfusi '
sce a locomotive that very day was received with enth®s'
It meant beds, baths, clean clothes, newspapers, t¢ ver 19
napkins, silver forks, and g hundred other things B¢ ed 08
ticed or appreciated until out of reach, We "““ng!ndi‘"'
luggage, bestowed our bedding upon the half-breed w‘?'d
the Kentucky negro, and the white lad, who jointly mdriV ng
the pack-train, got over the river, and were e
throu§h the camé:s of three thousand Chinese l“b%“‘ , T
Wwas Sunday, and work on the grade was suspende



