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LAICUS,
OR THE RNPERIFNCES OF A LAYMAN IN A COUNTRY
PARISH.

CUHAPTER .- HOW ! HALFENED 10 GO 10 WHEA I REDGE,

About sialy miles north of New York city, -not as the
crow llies, for of the course of that bird I have nuhnouledge
ot information sufticient to form a belief, but as the Mary
Lozeel! ploughs her way up the tortuous channel of the Hud-
son river,—lies the little villace of Wheathedge, A wore
beautiful ite even this most beautaful of rivers does nut pos-
sess.  As Isit now in my library, 1 raise my ¢yes from my
writing and look cast to see the morming sun just rising in
the gap and pouring a long, golden fluud of light upon the
awnkening village below and about me, ana gildmg the
spires of the not far distant clty of Newton, and making
cven the smoke ethercas, as though throtps of angels hung
over the city unrecognized by its too busy inhaluiants,  Be-
fore me the majestic river Lroadens out into 2 bay wiere
now the ice-boats play back and forth, and day after day is
repeated the merry dance of many skaters—about the only
kind of dance 1 thoroughly believe in. {1 stand on the
rorch upon which one of wy library windows opens, and
}ook to the east, I see the mountain clad with its primeval
forrest, crowding down to the water’s edge. It looks as
though one might naturally expect to come upon a camp of
Indian wigwams there.  Two years ago a wild-cat was shot
in those same woods andd stufled by the hunters, and it still
stands in the ante-room of the pubhic school, the hrst, and
last, and only contribution to an incipient muscum of natural
history which the sole scientific enthusiast of Whemthedge
has founded—in imagination. Last year Harry stumbled
on a whole ntest of rattlesnakes, to his and their infinte
alarm—and to ours too when he afterwards told us the story
of his adventure.  1f I turn and look to the other side of
the. river, I seea broad and laughing valley—-guim in the
beautiful death of winter now, however—through which the
Newtown railroad, like the star of empire, westward takes
asts way.  For the village of Wheathedge, scattered along
the mountain side, looks down from its elevated situation on
a wide eapansc of couniry.  Like Jerusalew of ald— only, if
I can”judge anything from the accounts of Palestinizn
travellers, a good deal more so—it is beautiful for situation,
and deserves to be the joy of the whole canth,

& village I have called it Tt certainly 1s neither town
norcity. Thereisa stile centre where there is a livery
stable, and a count-s store with the post-office aitached;
and a Dblacksmith shop and two churches, a Methodist and
a Presbyterian, with the promise of a Baptist church in
a lecture room as yet unfinished, Thisie the old centre s
there isanother downunder the hill wherethercis a dock, and
a railroad station. andagreat hoted with alag bat and generaliy
a knot of loungers whu cvidently do not helieve inwater cure.
And between thetwo thereisa constant battieas towhich shall
be the town.  For the sest, thereis aioad wandesing in an
aimless way along the hill side like a child at play who s
going nowhere, and all along this ruad are scattered cvery
variety of dwelling, big and little, sombre and gay, humbile
and pretentious, which the mimd of man ever conceived
of—and some of which I devoutly trust the nund of man
will never again conceive. There ate solid, substantial,
Dautch farm houses, bullt of unhewn stone, that luoh as
though they were out-growths of the mountam, which
nothing short of an carthquake could disturh; and there are
fragile little boxes that ook as though they would be swepnt
away, 10 be scen no more fozever, by the first winter's blast
that comes tearing up the gap as though the bag of
otas had just been openied at West Point and the  im-
prisoned winds were off with a whoop for a lask.  There are
houses in sombre grays with trimmings of the same ; and
these are houses in cvery variety of culuur, ancluding wne
that is of 2 light pea-green, with pink trimmings and Lluc
blinds. There arc old and venerable houses, that louk as
though they might have come over with ater Stuyvesant
and been living at Wheathedgie ever since 3 and there are
spruce littlc sprigs of houses that look as though they had
just come up from New Vork to spend a hulm.fv.. and dud
not rightly know what to do with themsclves in the countsy.
There ate staid and respectable mansions that never move
from the cven tenor of their ways; and there are houses
that change their fashions every scasup, puiting on a new
coat of paint cvery spring ; and there is onc that dresses it-
sclf out in summer with so maay flags and strcamers that
one might imagine Fourth of July lived there.

Al nations and all cras appear also 10 be gathered hezc.
There ate Swiss cottages with overhanging chamers, and
Tealian villas with flat roofs, and Gothic structures with in-
cipicat spires that Jook as though they had stopped in theis
childhood and never got their growh, and Greaan tamjles
with rows of wooden imitations of Doric architecture, and
onc “ouse in which all natiors and cras combine  aGrecian

tch, 2 Gothic roof, an Italian L., and 2 haif finished tower
of the Elizabethan cra, capped with a Moosish dume, the
wholc approached through the stiffest of all stiff avenuces of
cvergreens, trimmed in the latest French fashion. That's
Mr. Wheaton's residence, the millionaire of \Wheathedge.
1 wish I could say he was as catholic as his dwclling house.

.1 never fancied the country. Its numectous attractivne
wete no attractions to me. I cannot harness a bogse. 1
am afraid of 2 cow. T have no fondncss for chickens—un-
less thicy are tender and well cooked.  Like the man in the

el cannotdig. Isbhorathoc. Iam fon«{ of flowers

t not of dist, andhad rathes buy them than’culiivate them.
Of all ambitiun 1o get the carlicst czop of green peas and
half-ripe strawherrics T am innocent. I like to walk in my
neighbour’s garden better than to work in my own, 1do
not drink milk, and 1 do drink coflce, and T had rather tun
my tisk with theaverage of city milk than with the average

country coffee.  Fresh air is very Mesimble s bat the air
on the bleak hills of the Hud<on in March is atiimes a trifle
100 ftesh.  The pure snow, as it lics on ficld, and fence,

and tree, is beautiful, I confess, But when one goes out to
walk, it is :nconvenient to have the sidewalks shovelled.

Atleast that is what I used to think five years ago.
And if my wife had endeavoured tr. argue me out of my con-
vigftiom, she would only have strengthened them.  But my
wife s~

Stop a minute. I may just as well say here that this
book 1s written in confidence. 1t is personal. ltdeals with
the interior histury of a very respectalite church and some
most respectable fuilies. 1 contains a great deal that is
not proper to be communicated to the public.  The reader
will please bear this in mind.  Whatever 1 say, particularly
what L am goung to say now, is confidential.  Don't men
uon it.

My wife is a diplowate,  If ever | am President of the
United HStates —wlieh may heaven forlnd —she shall be Secre-
tary of State.  She never argues 3 but she always carries her
point,

She always lets e have my own way without hinting an
objection.  But it always ends in her having her own.,  She
would have made no objection to letting Mason and Slidell
gu  not the least m the world,  But she would have some-
huw mduced England to entreat us to take them back.  She
would not have dismissed Catacazy—not she,  Butif she did
not Ii' - Catacary, Gortschahoff should have recalled him,
and  cver known why he did it.

¢ Jolm,” said my wife, ‘“Whzre shall we spend the
summer ?”

[t was six years ago this spring.  We were sitting in the
library in our city house, Harry was a baby ; and baby was
not. I laid down my newspaper and looked up with an in.
cipient groan.

¢ The usual way, Isuppose,” said I, ¢ You'll go home
with_the baby, and 1—1I shall camp out in New York.”

“Home" is Jennie's home in Michigan, where she has
spent two of the three summers of our married life, while I
catsted 1n single nisery in my empty house on Thirty -eight
Street. Oh, the desolateness of those summer eperiences.
Oh, theunutterable loneliness of a Liouse without the smile of
the dear wife, and the Iaugh and prattle of the baby boy. 1
even missed his cry at night.

¢ It’s a long, long journey,” said Jennie, ‘‘and a long,
longr way ofi ; and 1 did resolve last summer I never would
Ym a thousand miles between me and my true home, John,
“or that is not my home—you arc my home.”

And asoft h:uu{ stole gently up and toyed with my hair,

Vanity of vanities, all is vanity, saith the preacher. To
which I'add, especially husbands. No man is proof against
the flatteries of love. Atleast I am not, and 1 am glad of it.

“You can’t stay here, Jennie,” said 1.

“ Iam afraid not,” said she. It is larry’s second
sumuner, and I would not dare.”

““’I'he sea shore? ” said 1, interrogatively.

¢ Not onc of thuse great fashionable hotels, John, It
would be worse for Harry than the citv - And then think of
the cost.”

“Frue,” said I, reflectively. ¢4y wish we could find a
quiet place, not too far from tilc city so that 1 could come in
and out, during tenn time, and stay out altvgether during the
suminer vacation,”

** There must be some such, many such,” said Jenaie.

“* But to look for them,” said I, *“would be, to use an
cntirely new sinnle, like looking for a needle 1 a haystack.
There must Le some honest Jawyers at the New York bar,
and sume impartal judges on x?)c New York bench, but |
shuuld not ke to be set to tind them.”

1 had been beaten in an important case that afternoon and
was ott with my profession.

“ Supposc you let me 1ry,” said Jennic—** that is to find
the quict summier setzeat, not the honest lawyer.”

“ By all means, my dear,” said 1. ** And T have great
confidence that if you are patient and assiduous, you will
find a placc in time for Harry to settle down in comfortably
when he gets ready to be married.”

Jennie lavghed a quict litde laugh at my incredulity, and
sat straightway duwn to write hall-a-dozren letters of inquiry
1o as many different friends in the environs of New Yerk.
1 resumed my paper.  As to anything comung of her plans I
ro mote dreamit of it than your grandfather, reader, drcant
of the Atlantic catle

But though I had bLeen ymarsied three years 1 did not
kaow Jennic then as well as 1 know her now. I have since
Teatned that she has a halat of accomplishing what she un.
decinkes.  But this againas strictly confidential

That june saw us snugly ensconced at Mr. laac’s.  Glen-
Ridge is the cuphonivus title he has given to lus pretty but
uapretending place.  Jennic had written among others to
Suphic Wheaton, #ce Suphic Nichols, an old schoolfellow,
and Sophic had sent down an invitation 10 her 10 come and
spend a weeh and look for hersclf, and she had done so;
save that two days had sufficed instead of a weck.
Ridge had taken her fancy, Mr. Lancs had met her house-
wifcly idea of 2 pood house-keeper, and she had sclected
the toomns and agrecd on terms,and Ieft notlung fur mic to
do except to mily the ln..’fam by a letter, which 1 did the
day aficr her return. And son the catly suminer ol 1560
the diplumate had carried her first point, and commatred
mc to two munths’ prolation in the country 3 and two very
dclightful months they weee.

CHAPTER 11.—MORFE. DIFLOMACY.

1 nuw verily biehieve that Jennie from the first had made
up hee mind that we were to settle in Wheathedge, Though
I 1 ver liked the conntry, she did. And Inow think that
sumn. 'r at Wheathedge was her first step toward a settle-
incat there.  But she never hinted it 1o me.

Not she. On the contrary, she ofien went down to the
city with me and- shortened the carride by halfl.  We Lept
the city honsc open.  She exercised a watchful supervision
over the cook.  The sheets were not damp, the coffce was
not muddy, the lilrary table was not covered with dust.
I blessed her a hundred times 2 week for the love that
found us both this Wheathedge home, and made the city
home so comfortable and coxy. Yet I came to my housc in
Wic cty lssand ks, The aar ride grew shotter evary

Glen:

week.  When the courts closed and the long vacation ar.
rived, I bade the cook an indefinite good.-bye. My clients
had to conform to the new office hours, ten to three, with
Saturdays stinck off the office calendar, and, in the dog days,
Moudays too.  Yet 1 was within call, and business san
smoothly. The country looked brighter than it used to do,
I leamed to enjoy the glorious sunrise that New Yorkers
never see. Idisco\-crc(lf that there wese other indications
of a moonlight night than the fact that the street lampe were
not lighted,  Hasry grew fat and rosy, and his little chuckle
devi iped into a lusty laugh.  Jennie’s headaches were
blown away by the fn:s{l air that came down from the north,
1 found the fragrance of the new-mown hay from the Glen.
Ridge meadow more agreeable than the fiagrant odowrs
which the westerly winds waft over to Murray Mill from the
bone boiling establishments of the Iludson Riv v, Every
evening Jennie met me at the train with Tom—nfr. Line’s
best horse, which [ liked so well that 1 hired him for the
season 3 and we took long drives and renewed the scenes u
former: years before, when Jennie was Jennie Malcol, and
I was just graduating from Harvard law-school.  And st
the diplomate never hinted at the idea of making a home at
Wheathedge. :

But one day as we drove by Mr. Sinclair's she remarked
casually, **What a pretty place ! It was a pretty place, A
little cottage, French gray with darker trimmings of the same
the tagtiest fittle porch with o something or other—1 know
the vine by.sight but not to this day by name—creepingover
it and converting it intv a bower ;3 another porch fragram
with climbing roses and musical with the twittering of young
swallows wno had made their nests in little chambers
curiously constructed under the eaves and hidden among the
shelteringleaves sagreenswardsweepingdowntotherond,wih
a few grand old forest trees scattered carelesslyabout asthiough
nature had been the landscape gardener s and pretticst of alt
a little boy and girl playing horse upon the gravel walk, and
filling the air with shouts of merry laughter—all this com.
bined to make as pretty a picture as one would wish to see.
The Western sun pour~d 2 floosd of light upon it through
crimson clouds, and a soft glory from the dying day made

this little Eden of earth more radiant by a baptism from -

heaven.

I wonder now if Jennie had been waiting for a favouratle
apportunity and then had spoken. I donot know ; and she
will never tell me. At all events the beauty so struck me,
like 2 landscape fresh from the hand of some great artist~
as it wasindeed fresh from the hand of the Great Anin-—
that I involuntarily reined in Tom to look at it.  *“ It's for
sale, tov,” said I, ““I wonder what such a place costs 2"

The artful diplomate did not answer.  The booksand
newspapers talk about women's curiosity. It is nothing toa
man’s curidsity when it is aroused.  Oh, I know the story
of Blucbeard very well. But if Mss, Blucheard had been
a strong minded woman and had killed her seven husbands,
I wonder if the cighth would not have taken a peep.  He
would not have waited for the key but would have brohen
in the door long before. If men are not curious why
do the authorities always appoint them on the detective
police force 2

“ Mr. Lines,” said I that evening at the tea table, “ you
know that pretty lintle cottage on the hill just opposite the
church. I scc there is asign up, ‘for sale.’ Whatis the
price of it, do you know 2"

“No," said Mr. Lines, “but you can casily find ot
It bcl,nng. to Charlie Sinclair : he lives there and can tell

rou.’ °
’ Three days after that as I was drivingup from the station,
it struck my fancy that I should like 10 sce the inside of
that pretty house. ** Jennie,” said I, ““let’s go in and Jook at
the inside of that pretty cottage.”  But I had no more idea
of purchasing it than I have now of purchasing the moon.
¢ Tt would hardly be the thing for me to call,” said the
diplomate. ¢ Mis. Sinclair has never called on me.”

¢ 1 don't want you to make any call,” said I. ¢ The
hiouse is for sale.  1amaNew Yorker. T am looking ahout
Wheathedge for a place.  I'sce this place is for sale. 1
should like to look at it.  And of coursec my wifc must look
atit too.”

“QOh! that, indeed,” said my wife, “ that's anothe
matter. I have no particular objection to that.”

¢ Besides,” said 1, ““I really should like to know the
price of such a placc in Wheathedge.”

“\'ery good,” said Jennic.

So we drove up to the gate, fastencd the horse, and co-
quircd of Mrs. Sinclair, who came in person to the door, if
we could sce the house.  Certainly.  She would be very
happy to show it tous. And a very pretty house it was—
and issull.  There was 2 cozy little parlour with 2 lay win:
dow looking out on the tiver, there was an equally cory

little dining-room, and there was an L {or 2 si'umg-rqom- _'
which I instantly converted in my imagination into a library

—which looked with one window on tYe river and with
anoher on the mountains.  There was a very converaent
kitchen bwlt outin a wing from one cnd of the diming:

room, and three chambers over the three downstairs rooms,

from the larger onc of which, over the sitting-room, wc could

take wm at a glance the Presbyterian chusch, the Black: -

smith shop, and the countsy store, with the wandering and

aimless road, and a score or two of ncighbous’s homes whick

Iay along it; for the cottage was on the hillside, and cle
vated considerably above the main roadway.

within, asit was ecmbowered in them without.

Besides looking at the house we asked the usual hocse
hunting questions.
10 scll betause he was going 1o Evtope in the spring 1o
cducate his children.
or tent it for $500. For the summer? No ! for the year
He Jid not carc 1o 1ent it for the summer nor to give pos-
scssion before fall,  Would he sent the famiture?  Ves, if
onc wanted it.  But that would be extra.  Yow much land
was there ? Aboutiwv actes.  Any fruit? Pears, peaches,
and the smaller irits—-strawberrics, rasphberries, and black:
beeries.  Whereupon Jennic ani I bowed ourselves out and
went away.

It was charm- .
ingly furnishéd, 100, and was full of the fragrance of flowers :

Mzr. Sinclair wasin thecity., Hewanted

I1c would sell his place for $10,000
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