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'CASTLE NOWHERE.

NoT many years ago the shore. bordering the head of Lake
Michigan, the northern curve of that silver sea, was a wilder-
ness unexplored. It is ‘a wilderness still, showing even now
on the school-maps nothing save an ‘empty waste of colored
paper; generally a pale, cold yellow suitable to the climate, all
the way from Point St. Ignace to the ‘iron ports on the
Little Bay de Noquet, or Badderknock in lake phraseology,
a hundred miles of nothing, according to' the. map-makers,
who, knowing nothing of the region, set it down accordingly,
mthholdmg even those long-legged letters, ¢ Chip-pe-was,” ¢ Ric- .
" ca-rees,’ that stretch accommodatmcly across so much townless

- . territory farther west. This northern curve is and always

- has been off the route to anywhere ; and mortals, even Indians,
prefer "as a general rule, when once started, to go somewhere.
The earliest Jesuit explorers. and the captains of yeste

schooners had this in.common, that they could not, bemg
human, resist a crosscut ; and thus, whether bark canoes of
two centuries -ago or the high, narrow propellers of to-day,
one and all, coming and: going, they veer to the southeast or
west, and sail gayly out of sight, leaving this northern curve
of ours unvisited .and alone. = A wilderniess still, but not un-

explored ; for that railroad of the future which is to make of -

- British America a- garden of roses, and turn the wild trappers

~"of the Hudson’s. Bay Company into gently smiling congress-
men; has it not sent its missionaries thither, to the astonish-
ment and joy of the beasts that dwelt therein ? . According to
, tradxtmn, these men surveyed ‘the territory, and then crossed

o "'CVer (those of them at Ieastwhom the beasts had spared) to :
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the lower peninsula, where, the pleasing variety of swamps
being added to the labyrinth of pines and sand-hills, they s.on
lost themselves, and to this day have never found what they
lost. .As the gleam of a campfire is occasionally seen, and
now and then a distant shout heard by the hunter pussing
along the outskirts, it is supposed that they are in there
somewhere surveying still.
_ Not long ago, however, no white man’s foot had penetrated
" within our curve. Across the great river aund over the deadly
plains, down to the burning clime of Mexico and up to the
arctic darkness, journeyed our countrymen, gold tc gather
and strange countries to see’; but this little pocket of land and
water passed they. by without & glance, inasmuch as no iron
mountaing rose among its pines, no copper lay hidden ‘in 1ts
sand ridges, no harbors dented its shores.. Thus it remained av
‘unknown region, and enjoyed life accordingly.  But the white
man’s foot, well booted, was on the way, and one fine afternoocn
-came tra,mping through. “I wish I was a tree,’ said this white -
man, one Jarvis Waring by name. ¢ See that young pine, how
lustily it grows, feeling its life to the very tip of each green
needie! How it thrills in the sun’s rays, how strongly, how
coru neuely it carries out the intention of its existence! J¢
never.nas a headache, it—Bah ! what a miserable, half-way
\‘¥_thm&1b man, who should be a demigod, and is—a creature for
the very trees to pity ! And then he built his camp-fire, called
ix his Jogs; and slept the sleep of youth and health, none the
less deep because of that Spirit of Discontent that had driven
him forth into the wilderness ; probably the Spirit of Discon-
. tent knew what it was about. Thus for days, for weeks, our
white man wandered through the forest and wandered at ran-
dom, for, being an exception, he preferred to go nowhere ; he
‘hau uis compass, but never used it, and, a practised hunter, eat -
- whay cawme in his way and pla.nned not for the morrow, * Now
- am I living the life of a good, hea.rty, comfortable bear,” he said
' t6 himself with satisfaction. -
__.“No, you are not, Waring,’ replied the Spirit of stcontent
¢ for you know you ha.ve your compass in your pocket and can
anwu yourself ‘back to the camps on Lake Superior or to the
Sauiy for snpphea, which - is more than the most a.ccomphshed
’bear can do,” -
£ cone, what do’ you know about beau? answered War-
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ing ; ‘vprv likely they too’ ha.w their rlepots; of '-mpphes ino

caves perhaps—'
- ¢No caves here.’
¢In hollow trees, then.’ < , i

¢ You are thmkmg of the stories about bearq and wild \honey
said the pertinacious Spirit.

¢ Shut up, T am going to sleep, rephed the man, rolling lnm-
self in his blanket ; and then the Spirit, having accomphshed
his object, smiled blandly and withdrew.

. Wandering thus, all reckoning lost botk of time and place,

owr white man came out one evening unexpecfedly upon a -

shore ; before him was water stretching away grayly in the fog-
veiled ‘moonlight ; and so successful had been his determined*en-
" tangling of hitaself in the webs of the wilderness, that he really
knew not whether it was Superior, Huron or, ’VIlchlza,n that
confronted him, for all three bordered on the eastern end of the
upper pemnsnla Not that he wished to know ; precisely the
- contrary. Glorifying himself in bis ignorance, he built a fire

on the sands, and leaning back:against the miniature cliffs that
-~gnard the even beaches of the inland seas, be sat looking out -

over the water, smoking a comfortable pipe of peace. and listen-
- ing meanwhile to the recrnlar wash of the waves.. Some people
are born with rhythm in their souls, and some not ;.to Jarvis
Waring everything seemed to keep tiie, from the songs of .the

hirds to the chance words of a friend ; and during all this pil-

zrimage through the wilderness, when not actively engaged in
quarrelling with the Spirit, he was repeating bits of verses and
humming fragments of songs that kept time with his footsteps;
or rather thev were repeatmg and humming themselves along
through his brain, while he sat apart and Tistened. At this

moment the fragment that came and went apropos of nothmg E

Wwas: Shakespeare s sonnet,

¢ When to the sessmns of sweet silent though+
I -summon up remembrance of ¢ . past.’

. Now the small waves came in- but slowly, and the sonnet,
in keeping time with their regular wash, dragged its svl}ables

so dolorously that at last the man woke to the realmtlon thab .

something was annoymg him.

N
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. When to—the ses—sions of—sweet si—lent thought,’}

chanted the sonnet and waves together. - :
* ¢O double it, double it, can't you ¥ said the man meatlently,
¢ this way —

“¢ When %o the ses—sions of sweet si—lent thought, f.e-tum, —te-tum,
te-tum. ” :

" But’ 10 ; the waves. and ‘the lines persisted in their. own
idea, and the listener finally became conscious of a third ele-
ment against him, another sound which kept timé with the -
obstinate two and -encouraged them in obstinacy,—the dip of -
_light oars somewhere out in the gray mist.

¢ When to—fhe ses—sions of—sweet si—lent thought
1 sum—mon up—remem—brance of—things past,’

cha.nted ‘the sonnet and the waves and the oars together, and
went duly on,. mgh_mg the lack~of many -things they sought
away down to that ‘dear friend,’ who i some unexplained
way made all their ¢ sorrows end. Even then, while peerj:
. through the fog and wondering where and what was this spirit
boat that one could hear but not see, Waring found time to
- make his usual objections. ¢ This summoning - up remem-
- brance of things past, s1ahmo the lack, weeping afresh and so
forth, is all very well,’ he remarked to himself, we all do it..
But that friend who sweeps in at the death with his opportune
.dose of comfort is a poetlwl myth whom I for one, have never
yet met.’

“That is because you do not deserve such a friend, answered ..

. the Spirit, briskly reappearing on the scene. ¢ A man who
~ flies in the wilderness to escape—
< Spirit, are you acquainted with a Biblical personage named
David ? interrupted Waring, executing a flank movement. '
The spirit acknowledged the acquamtance, bu} cautiously, as
- not knowing what was coming next. =
¢ Did he or did he not have anything to say about flying to
wildernesses and mountain-tops ¢ . Did he or did he not express
wishes to sdil thither in person ¥
"¢ David-had a voluminous way of making remarks.’ rephed,
.- the Spiait, ‘and I do not pretend to stand_ up for them all.
But one thing is cert:a.m Fi wh&tever he may have wished, in a
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mausical way, regarding wﬂdemesses and mounta.m -tops, when
it came to the fact he did not go. And why? Because he—'

.~ Had no wings,’ said Waring, closing the discussion with a
mighty yawn. ‘I say, Spirit, take yourself off Something
is coming ashore, and were .it -0ld Nick in person I should
be glad to see him and shake his clawed hand’

- As he spoke out of the fog and into the glare of the hre shot

. a phantom skiff, beaching itself straight and swift at his feet,

f  and so suddenly that he had to withdraw them like a flash

to avoid the crunch of the sharp bows across the sand. -

¢ Always let the other man speak first,’ he thought ; ¢ thls

boomerang of a boat has a shape in it, I see.’ : ’
The shape rose, -and, leaning on its oar, gazed at the camp |, .
and ‘its owner in sﬂenc& It seeme(l to be an old man, thin. - -
and bent, with bare arms, and a.yellow handkerchief bound
around its head, drawn down almost to the eyebrows, which,
smgularly bushy and prominent, sha,ded the deep-set eyes. and

hid their expression.

.. “But supposing -he won’t, don't stifle youself continued.

“Waring ; then aloud ¢ Well, old gentleman, where do you come

. from? ’ _ '

-

- _* ¢“Nowhere.’ ’
< ¢ And where are you going ?
. ¢ Back there.’
" ¢Couldnt you take me with you? I have been trymgallmy
.life to go nowhere, but never could learn the way : do what I
would, I always found myself going in the opposite dmect.lon,
namely, somewhere.’
. To this the shape replied nothing, but ga.zed on. '
e ¢ Do the. nobodies reside in Nowhere, I wonder,” pursued the
T~ smoker, becatise if they do, I am afraid I shall meet all my
" friends and relatives. What a pity the somebodies could not
. remde\there ! But perhaps they do; cynics would say so.”
' But at-this stage the shape waved its oar 1mpa.t1ently and de~
‘- manded, ¢ are you?
. ‘Well I do not\exgctly know Once I supposed I was. J ar-
'+, vis Waring, but the wﬂcgntess .has routed that prejudice. We
. can be anybody we please ; only a question of foree or will ;-
and my latest character has%en William Shakespeare. - i
-have been trying to find out wheth wrote my own plays.
Stay to supper and take the other side ; MS\Iong since T have

~
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had an arfrument with ﬁesh and blood. And you are tha,,
Jraren’t you?’
But the shape frowned until it seemed all eyebrow * “Young
man,’ it said, ‘how came you here ? By water ¥’ :
‘No; by land? - ' o
¢ Aloncrshore r '
‘No ; throuvh the woods.” :
‘N’obody ever comes through the woods.’
- ¢ Agreed ; but I am somebody.” .
‘Do you mean that you ‘have come across from Lake Superxor‘ .
“on foot ¥
" ¢I landed on the. shore of Lake Superior a month or two ago,”
 and struck inland the same day ; where I am 'riéw I neither
" know ror want to know.’ '
7 ¢Very wall said the shape,—-—- very well.” But it scowled -
'm‘pre «nnﬂi You have no boat? o
‘Do you start on to-morrow ¥ .. o
. < Probably ; by that time the waves and ‘the sessions of *
sweet silent thought will have dnven me dlstra.cted between
them.’ :
‘I w111 stay to suppex I think, ‘said the shape, unhondmv .
still farther, and stepping out of ‘the skiff. : B
¢ Deeds before words ‘then,’ replied ‘Waring, starting ba.ck to-.
Weu'de a tree where his ‘game-bag dnd knapsack were standmtr.‘ )
When he returned the skiff had disappeared ; but the shape
was warniing its moccassined feet in a very human sort of way.’
" They cooked and eat with the appetites of the wilderness, and
grew. sociable ‘after a fashion. The sha.pes name was Fog,. .
;7 Amos Fog,-or old Fog, » fisherman and a hunter among the o
istands farther to the sonth : he ‘had come inshore to see what
*-that fire meant, no person having camped there in fifteen long
years. :
< Youi have heen he‘e all that time, then ?
¢ Off and on, off and on ;*I live a wandermtr life,’ rephed old
- Foz : and then, with the large curiosity that sohtude begets, he
fumed the conversation back towards . the other and his story.
. " The other, not nnwilling to tell his adventures, began readily ;
-and the old man listeried, smokmb meanwhile a second pipe pro- -
duced from the compact stores in the knapsack. In the web of
- encounters and escapes, he placedhis little questions now and

-

A e
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then ; no, Waring had no pla.n for explorm,, g the region, no in-
tention of settlmg there, was merely idling away a summer in
the wilderness and would then go.back to civilization never to
return, at least, not that way ; might go west across the plains;
but that would be farther’ south. They talked on, one much,
. -the other little ; after a time, Waring, whose heart had been’
- warmed by his flask, began to extol his ways and means.
© . “Livet Ilive like a prince, he said.  © See these tin cases;
they contain concentrated stores of various kinds.. I carry a
little tea, you $e¢, and even a few lumps of white sugarasa
* special treat now and then on a wet night. .
~ “Did you buy that suga.r at the Sault P said the old man,
eagerly.

0 no ,‘ I brou,,ht it up from below. For literature I have -

‘this small edition of . Shakespeare’s: sonnets, the cream of the
whole world’s poetry’; and when I.am tired of looking at the
trees and the sky, T look at this, Titian's lovely daughter with
her upheld salver of fruit.. ' Is she not beautiful as a dream .
‘I don’t know much about dreams,’ replied old Fog, Scan- -
ning the small picture with curious eyes? ‘but is n’t she a trifle
heavy in build? They dress like that nowadays, I suppose,—
fowered gowns and gold chains around ‘the waist
' Whv ;-uan, that plcture was pamt.ed more than three cen-
turies ago.’
¢ Was-it now? Women don’t alter much, do they ¢ said old
- Fog, sunp]v ‘Then they don’t dress like that nowada,ys r

I don’t know how they dress, and don’t - cale said the -

younger man, repacking his treasures.
Old Fog concluded to camp with his new friend that night -
and be off at dawn. ¢ You see it is late,” he said, ‘and- your |
fire’s all made and ev erythmv comfortable T’ve a lon,, row
before me to-morrow : I’m on my way to- the Beavers.” -
¢ Ah ! very intelligent animals, I am told. Friends of yours?
- “Why, they’re islands, boy ; Blg and Little Béaver! What
" do you know, if you don’t know the Beavers ¥ _
©  ‘Man, rephed Waring. - ‘I flatter myself I know the
‘human anima! well ; he is a miserable beast.” =~
‘Is he 7 said old Fog, wonderingly ;. ¢ who'd have thought

R Then, gi vma up the problem as somethmg beyond hls )
" reach,— Don’t trouble yourself if you hear me stirring in the -
,mght he ia,ld ‘I am often mlghty restless.” And rolling
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 himself ‘in his blanket, he soon became, at least as regards the
. camp-fire and socmblhty, a nonentity.

* ¢ Simple-minded old fellow,’ thought Waring, lighting a fresh
pipe ; has lived around here all his life apparently. Think of-
‘that,—to have lived around here all one’s life! I, to be sure,
am here now ; but then, have I not been—' And here followed .
a revery of remembrances, that glittering network of gayety -
and folty which only young hearts can weave, the network
around whese border is written in a thousand hues, ‘Rejoice,
young man, in thy youth, for it cometh not again.’

¢ Alas, what slghs from our boding hearts .
The mﬁmte skles have borne away ! r

smgs a poet of our time ; and the same thought lies in many
hearts unexpressed, and mghed itself away in this heart of our -
“Jarvis ‘Waring that still foggy evening on the beach.
. The middle of the night, the long watch before dawn ; ten
. chances to one against his awakening ! - A shape is movmg
towards the bags hanging on the distant tree. < How the sand
crunches,—but he sleeps on. It reaches the bags, this shape,
- and hastily rifles them ; then it steals back and crosses the sand
_again, its moccasined feet making no sound. . But, as it hap-
pened, that one chance (which so few of us ever see ') appeared
on-the scene at this moment and gnided these feet directly
towards a large, thin, old shell masked with newly blown sand ;
it broke with a cmck ‘Waring woke ard gave chase. The old .
‘ man was unarmed, he had noticed that ; and then such a simple- -
minded, barmless o]d fellow! But s1mp1e—mmded harmless old
fellows do not run like mad if one happens to wake; so the
" younger pursued. He was strong, he was fleet ; but the shape
was fleeter, and the space between , them grew w1der Suddenly

 the shape turned and darted into the water, running out until -

only its head was visible above the surface, a dark spot in the
 foggy moonlight. 'Waring pursued, arid saw meanwhile another
" dark spot beyond, an empty skiff which came rapidly inshoré:
ward, until ‘it met the head, which forthwith took to itself a
body, clambered ‘in, lifted- the oars, and was gone in an instant,
©.¢ Well,” said Waring, still pursuing down the gradual slope
of the beach ‘will a phantom bark come at my eall, I wonder? ,
At a.ny rate I will go out as fa.r as he did and see.’ But -
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1o ; ‘the perfidious beach at this instant shelved®off sud&enl'y; -
and left him afloat in deep water. . Fortunately hefwas a skilled -

swimmer, and soon reguined the shore wet and angry. His.

dogs were whimpering at a distance, both securely fastened to . - .

trees, and the light of the fire had. died down : evidently the
old Fog was not, after all, so simple as some other people !

‘I might as well see what the old rogue has taken,’ thought«
‘Waring ; ¢ all the tobacco and whiskey, I'll be bound.” But
. nothing had been toucked save the lump-sugar, the little book,

and the picture of Titian’s daughter! Upon this what do you
suppose Waring did ? He built a boat. o

When it was done, and it took some days and was nothing

~ but a dug-out after all (the Spirit said that), he sailed out into

the unknown ; which being interpreted means that he paddled
southward. From' the conformation of the shoré, he judged
that he was in'a deep curve, protected in a measure from the
force of wind and wave. ‘Tl find that ancient mariner,” he
said to himself, ¢ if I have to circumnavigate the entire lake.
My book of sonnets, indeed, and my Titian picture ! Would

nothing else content him? This voyage I undertake from a

pure inborn sense of justice—' : v
. ‘Now, Waring, you know it is nothing of the kind,’ said
the Spirit who had sailed also.. You know you are tired of the

‘woods and dread going back that way, and you know you may

hit a steamer off theislands; besides, you are curious about
© this old man who steals Shakespeare and sugar, leaving tobacco
and whiskey untouched.’ : ,
. ¢ Spirit,” replied the man at the paddle, ¢ you fairly corrupt
me with your mendacity. Be off and unlimber yourself in the
:-fof; I see it coming in.’ S :
-/ He did see it indeed ; in it rolled upon him in columns, a
soft silvery cloud enveloping everything, the sunshine, the shore,.
and the water, so that he paddled at random, and knew not
whither he went, or rather saw not, since knowing was long
since out of the question. ‘This is pleasant,’ he said to him-
self when the morning had turned to afternoon and the after-

oon to night, ‘ and it is certainly new. A stratus of tepid ..
cloud a thousand miles long and a thousand miles. deep, and a |

man in a dug-out paddling through! Sisyphus was nothing to
. this.’ . But hé made himself comfortable in a philosophic way,
" and went to the only place left to him,—to sleep. : X

-

o

PR




GASTLE NOWHERE.

dawn the sunshme colored the fog orolden, but that was
twas still fog, and lay upon the dark water thicker and
‘ofter thap'ever.’ Waring eat some dried meat, and considered
hie possibilities ; he had reckoned without the fog, and now his
lookout was uneomfortably misty. The provisions would not
-last more than 4 week ; and though he mloht catch fish, how -
e(mld he-cook them? He had counted on a shore somewhere 3
* ‘any land, however desolate, would give him ‘a fire ; but this fog
was muﬁimg, and unless he stumbled ashore by chance he
might go on paddling in a circle forever.” ‘Bien,’ he said, sum-
ming up, myparta.t any rate isto goon; 7,at least cando
my duty.” -
- Ebpeclél]y as there is no’chmg else “to doy’ observed the

* " Spirit.

- Having once demded the man kept at his work with finical
_ précision: At a given moment he eat a lunch, and very taste-
~ Tess it was too, and then to work again ; the litt_le ‘craft went
steadily on before the stroke of the strong arms, its wake unseen,
. its course unguided. Suddenly at sunset the fog folded its gray
- draperies, spread its wings, and floated off to the southwest,
 where that night it rested at Death’s Door and - sent two -
‘schooners to the bottom ; but it left behind it a released dug-
out, floating before a loo' fortress which had appeared by magic,
rising out of the water “with not an inch of ground to spave, if
: mdeed there was any ground ; for might it not be a species of :
fresh-water boalt, anchored there for clea.rer weather ?
“Ten more strokes and I should ‘have run into it,’ thouoht
Waring as he floated noiselessly up to this watery residence ; ;
hmdmor on by a jutting beam, he reconnoitred the premises.

- The buildinor was of logs, square, and standing on spiles,: its

north side, nnder which he lay, showed arow of little windows
" all curtained in white, and from. one of them peeped the top
. of a rose-bush ; there was but one storey, and the roof was flat.
Nothing came to any of these windows, nothing stirred, and.
" .the man in the dug-ont, heing curious as well as’ hungry, de-
cided to explore, and ‘muchmv the wall at intervals pushed his’
craft noiselessly around the eastern corner ; but -here was a- .

‘ hLmk wall of loos and nothmo more. . The south side was the

- same, with the excentvon of two loopholes, and® the dug-out.
- glided its quietest past these. But the west shone out radiant,
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a rude little balcony ovexhangmo' the water and in.it. girl

a mahogany chair, nibbling something and readmg
¢ My sugar and my son.nets as’l am ahve ! ejacula

ing to himself.

. The girl took a fresh bite with her little w]nte teeth

went on 1eadmg in the sunset light. . )

¢ Cool,” thought Waring. -

And cool she looked truly to a man who had paddled’ two da.ys
in a hot sticky fog, as, clad in white, she sat still and placid on
her airy perch. Her hair, of the very. light fleecy gold

~ seldom seen after babyhood, hu.ng over her shoulders unconfin-
ed by comb or ribbon, falling around her like a veil and glitter- ‘
- in the horizontal sunbeams ; her. face, throat and hands were - -
- white as the petals of a white camellia, her features infantile,
ber cast-down eyes invisible under the full-orbed lids. Waring
gazed at her cynieally, his boat motionless ; it accorded with.
his theories that the only woman he had seen for months should
be calmly eating and reading stolen sweets. The girl turneda -
" page, glanced up, saw him, and ¢ sprang forward smiling ; as she
. stood at the balcony, her beautiful hair fell below her knees.
¢ Jacob,’ she cried gladly, is that you at last?

¢ No,’ 1ep11ed ‘Waring, ‘it is not Jacob ; rather Esan. . J aoob
was t00 tricky for me. The damsel, Rachel I presume !

¢ My name s Silver, said the 0’11'1 ¢ and T see you are not
Jacob at all. 'Who are you, then ? _

‘A hungry, tired man v&ho would like to come a.boald and

'an&

rest awhile. L
¢ Aboard ? Tlus is not a boat ?
¢ What then-? i

¢ A castle,— "Castle Nowhere ST .
¢You reside here : -
. Of course ; where else should I reside? - Is it not & beauti=
ful place? said the on'i looking alound Wlth a. httle air of
ride. - S ‘
i T oduld tell better 1f T was up there
‘Come, then.” ) L
: .- ‘How? = - P
. . ¢Do.you not see the ladder? e
-+ .tAh, yes,—Jaoob h_ad a- la.dder I 1emembe1 he comes f' »
~.this way, I suppose? / :
'. ¢ He does not ; but I wish he Would.
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i 'Undoubtedly But you are not Leah all this time ?

-#Tam Silver, as I told. you before I know not what you‘ :
“mesmi ‘with your.Leah.’
- ¢ But, mademoiselle, your Blble— o

What is Bible ? ~
"¢ You have never read the’ Bible .,

. “It'is a book, then. Tlike books,” replied Silver, waving

her hand oomprehenmvely 5 ¢TI have rea.d five, and now I have
a new one.’

‘Do you like it, your new one ? asked Warmg, gla.ncmg to-
.wards his property.
"~ ¢Idomot understand it " all’; perhaps you can explam 'to

. “Ithink I can,’. answered the young man, smﬂmg in splte of -
-himself ; ¢ that is, if you w1sh to learn.’
. ¢Ts it hiard 7 '
¢That depends upon the scholar ; ; now, some minds—" Here
a hideous face looked out through one of the little windows,
and then Vanlshed “Ah,’ said W'anng pa.usmg, ‘one of the
family ¢ :
¢ That is Lorez, my dear old nurse. :
The  face now.came out on to the ba.lcony and showed
© itself. as part of an old negress, bent and wrinkled with age.
- ¢ He came in a boat, Lorez,’ said Silver, ‘and yet you sée he
is not Jacob. But he says he is tired and hu ngry, so we will
have supper now, without waiting for father.’
" The old woman smiled and nodded stroking the gn'l’s orhtter-
"ing hair meanwhile with her black hand.
¢ As soon as the sun has gone it will be very damp,’ said
Silver, turning to her guest ; ‘ you will come within. But you
have not told me your name.’ )
¢ Jarvis,’ replied Wa.rmg promptly
.. “Come, then, Jarvis’ And she led the way through a .
“low door into a long narrow rqom with a row of little ‘square

T wmdows on each side all covered with little square white cur-

- tains. - The walls_and. ceiling were planked and the work-

o ma,nsth of the whole rude and clumsy ; but a gay-carpet cov- -

_ered the floor, a ¢handelier adorned w1th lustrés hung from a

hook in the ceiling, large gilded vases and'a mirror in a tar-
 nished gilt frame’ adorned a shelf over the hearth, mahogany
. chan's stood. i .in ranks. agamst the wall under the?htt]e windows

>~
'
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and a long narrow ta,ble ran down the eentre of- the a)
from end to end. . It all seemed strangely familiar ; of what (hd
it remind him ? His eyes fell upon the table-legs ; they were’
. 'riveted to the floor. Then it came to him at once,——the long
- narrow cabin of.a lake steamer. - . o
¢ T wonder if it is not anchored after all,’ he t.hought. .
-~ ¢ Just a few shavmgs and one little stick, Lorez,’ said Sil-
ver ; ‘ enough to give us light and drive away the damp.”
Up flared the blaze and spread abroad the dear home feeling. -
_ (O hearth-fire, good genius of home, with thee a log-cabinis
cheery and bright, without thee the palace a dreary ) .
¢ And now, while Lorez is preparing. supper, you will

and see my pets,’ said Silver, in her soft. tone of uneonsclous

command.

¢ By all means,” replied Wa.rmcr ¢ Anythmg in the way of

mermaidens ¥

. ¢ Mermaidens dwell in the watér, they cannot live in houses
as we can; did you not know that? I have seen them on.
moonlight mghts and so has Lorez ; but Aunt Shadow “never
saw them.” -

¢ Another member of theé fa.mﬂy,—-Aunt‘Shadow?’

“Yes,’ replied Silver ; ‘but she is not here now. She Went
away one night when I was asleep. I do not know why itis,’
she added sadly, ‘but if people go away from here in the night
they never come back. Will it 5 be so with you; Jarvis? = .

“No; for T will take you with me,’ replied the young man
hghtl :

‘Very well; and father will go too, ‘and Lorez:' said Sllver.
To this addition, Wanng like many another man in similar-
cn'cumsta,nces, made no reply. But Silver did not notice the
omission. She had opened a door; and behold, they stood to-
gether in a bower of greenery and blossom, flowers growing
everywhere,—-—on the floor, up the walls, across the ceiling, in :
pots, in boxes, in baskets, on shelves, in cups, in shells, climb--

. ing, crowding each other swinging, hanging, winding around =
" everything,—a riot of beauty with perfumes for a Ianguage. ‘
" Two white gulls stood in the open wmdow and gravely survey-»»

ed the stranger. _
- ‘They stay with me almost a.ll the time,” said. the water- o
maiden’; ‘every mormu,, they ﬂy out to sea for a- whﬁe, but_ T
they a.lways come back . T
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Then she ﬂJtted -to and fro, kissed the opening blossoms and:
-talked to them, tying back the more riotous- vines and grav ely
admonishing them.. .

" ¢They are so happy here,’ she sald ‘it was dull for them
on shore. I would not live on the shore! Would you?
. ¢ Certainly not,’ replied Warrng, with an air of having spent

. 'his entire life upon a raft. ‘But you did not find all these
blossoms on the shores about here, did you ¥

‘ Father found them,—he finds everything; in his boat
almost every night is something f01 me. I hope he will come
soon ;- he will be so glad to see you.’

“Will he? I wish I was sure of that thoug ht Waring,
Then aloud, ¢ Has he any men with him? he asked carelessly.
- ¢O no; we live here all alone now,—father, Lorez, and 1

< But you were expecting a Jacob ?.

I have been expecting Jacob for more than two years.
‘Every night I watch for him, but he comes not. Perhaps he
and Aunt Shadow will come together,—do you think ‘they will ¥
said Silver, looking up into his eyes with a wistful expressmn. :

‘¢ Certainly,” replied Waring.-

- “Now am I glad, so glad ! For father and Lorez will never
say so. I think I shall like you, Jarvis’ And, leaning ona
box of mignonette, she consuiered him gravely with he1 httle ’

- hands folded. -

 Waring, man of the world, ——Wanng, who had been under

. fire,—Waring, the. 1mpa.ss1ve,—Wanng, the u.nfh::lclnnﬂa =
turned from -this scrutiny.

" Supper wag eaten at one end of the long table the dishes,
ztablecloth, and napkins were marked with an anchm , the food
simple but well cooked.

¢ Fish, of course, and some common supplies’ I can under-
- stand,’ said the v1s1tor but how do - you-obtain flour hke this,
or sugar? .

¢ Father brings them,’ said Silver, “and keeps them locked in,
"his storeroom. Brown sugar we have always, but white ot
leays, and T like it so wuch? Don’t you? E
. *No; I care nothing for it,’ said Wa.mng, remembennc the
fow lumps and the little- white teeth. -

.. The old negress waited, and peered at the wsmor out of her

_ ‘small bnght eyes; every time Silver spoke to her, she broke

- intoa radmnce of smiles and nods, but sa1d nothmg :
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‘She lost her voice some years ago,’ explained the little
mistress when the black had gone out for more coftee ; ‘and
now she seems to have forootten how to form words, although
- she understands us.’

Lorez returned, and, a.fter xeﬁlhno' Waring’s cup, placéd
somethme shyly beside his plate, and withdrew into the shadow.
‘What is it? said the young man, ex.ammmtr the ’ ‘carefully
folded parcel. o
" ¢ Why, Lorez, have you given him that ! exclaimed Silver- .
as he drew out a scarlet ribbon, old and frayed, but brilliant
still. - < We think it must have belonged to Ler young master,’
she continued ina low tone. * Itisher most precious treasure,

- and long ago she used to talk about hnn, and about her.old’ ... -

home in the South.’

The old woman came forward afber a while, smllmg and nod-

- ding like an animated munmumy, and taking the red ribbon .

' threw it around the young msn’s neck, knotting it under the. :

chin. Then she nodded with treble ra,dlance and made signs
of satisfaction.

¢Yes, it 4s becoming,’ said Silver, cons1dermo' the effect
thoughtfully, her small head ‘with its veil of hair bent to one
gide, like a flower swayed by the witid.

The flesh-pots of Egypt returned to Jarvis Wa.nng s mmd
he remembered certain articles of apparel left behind in civiliza-
tion, and murmured against the wilderness.¥ Under the pre-
tence of examining the vases, he togk an early, opportunity of .
looking into the round mirror. ‘I am hldeous, he said to lnm
self, uneasily.

¢ Decxdedly so,’ echoed the Spirit in a cheerful voice. But - -

he.was not ; only a strong dark young man of twenty-eight,
browned by exposure, clad in a gray flannel shirt and the
rough attire of a hunter. :
. The fire on the hearth spa.rk.led gayly. Silver had brought
one of her little white gowns, half finished, and sat sewing in
its light, while the old negress. ‘Game and went about her housec.
hold tasks.
~ “So you can sew ? sald the vmtdr
¢Of course I can. Aunt Shadow taught me, answered the
water-maiden, threading her needle deftly. ¢ There is no need
“fo do it, for I have so many dresses ; but I like %o ‘6w, don

'you’l’ , _ _

,\y :
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"+ . ¢TI cannot say that I do “Have you s0 many dresses, then ¥
¢Yes ; would you like to see them? Woait.’

Down went the little gown trailing along the ﬁoor and
away she flew, coming back with her arms tull, ,——silks, muslms,
laces, and even jewelry.. ¢ Are they not beautlful ? she asked,
-ranging her splendor over the chairs. -

“They are indeed, said Waring, examining the- garments
with curious eyes. ¢ Wheré did you get them. v :

¢ Father brought them. O, there he is now, thele he is now !
I hear the oars. Coine; Lorez :

She ran out ; the old woman hastened, carrying a brand from'
the hearth ; and after a moment Wa,mnﬂ followed them. ¢TI

‘may as well face the old rogue at once,’ be thought. . . :
" 'The moon had not risen and the night was da.x-k under the
balcony floated a black object, and Lorez, lea.nm0‘ over, held -
- out her flaming torch. The face of the old rogue came out into
the light under its yellow handkerchief, but so brightened and
* softened by loving gladuess that the gazer above hardly knew
_.it.  “Are you thele, darling, safe and well ¥ said the old man,
looking up fondly as he fastened his skiff.

‘ Yes, father ; here I am and so glad to see you,” replied the -
water-maiden, wautmg at the top of the ladder. ‘< We have a -
visitor, father dear ; are you not glad, soglad to see him ¥

The two men came face to face and the elder started back.
¢ What are you doing here ? he saud sternly.

¢ Looking for my propérty.’

‘ Take 1b and begone " . - ; o

‘I will, to-morrow. SN

All this apart, and with the mpxdu;y oi lightning, . .
© ‘His name is Ja.st fathel and we must keep hinr w1th
us,” said Silver. ,

¢ Yes, dear, as long as he Wlshe\ to atm but no doubt he
had home and fnends waiting for him.’

They went within, Silver leading the way. Old Fog's eyes
gleamed and his hands _were clinched. . The y01mge1 man

~“watched him warily. 2 ;
“ "7 I have been showing Jarvis all my- dresses; father, and he
: thmks them beautiful” = .
' ceftainly are remarkable,” observed Wiring, coolly.
: Old Fog's ha.nds dropped, he mamed nerv omly towanis the
: v:sxtor >
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¢ What have you brought for me to-mght father dear 7

¢ Nothmg, -child ; that i 1is, nothing of any consequence. But -

it is growing late ; run off to your nest.’

¢ O no, papa, you have had no supper, nor—' .

‘I am not hungry. Go, child, go; do not grieve me, sald
" the old man in a low tone. -

¢Grieve you? Dear papa, never ! sald the girl, her voice
softening to tenderness in a moment. - ‘T will run stra.l.eht to
my room.—Come Lorez.”. :

The door closed. ¢ Now for us two, thought Waring.

‘But the cloud had passed from old Fog’s face, and he drew .
up his chair confidentially. ¢ You. see how it is,” he began in -

an apologetic tone ; ¢ tha.t child is the darling of my life, and I.

~ could not resist takmg those things for her ; she has so few

books, and she likes those little lumps of sugar.’

¢ And the Titian picture ¥ said Warmg, watching him doubt- ‘

full;
‘ {A fa,thers foolish pride ; T knew she was lovelxer, but I

wanted to see the two side by side. She is lovelier, is n’t she ¥
‘T do. not'[;hmkso : -
" “Don’t you ? said old Fog in a dlsappomted tone. ¢ Well,
- I suppose I am foolish about her we live here all alone, you .
see : my sister brought her up.’
‘The Aunt Shadow who has gone away'l

¢ Yes she was my sister, and—and  she went away la.st ;

year, *said the old man. ¢ Have a pipe ¥ '
‘T should think you would find it hard -werk to hve here.
- T do; but a poor man cannot choose. I hunt, fish, and get

out a few fars sometimes ; I traffic with the Bea,ver people - .

now and then. I bought all this furniture in that Way you
“would not think it, but they have a.great many nice thmgs
down at Beaver.’ .
¢ Tt looks like steamboat furniture.’ “ -
‘Thatis it; it is. A steamer.went to- pleces down there,

“and they saved almost all her furniture ancl stores ; they are -

very good sailors, the Beavers.’

Wi eckers, perhaps ¥ :
. “Well T would not like to'say that; you know we do’ have
terrible storms on these waters. A_nd then there is the fog;

this part.of Lake Michigan is foggy half the time, why, I never _

ccnld guess ; ‘but twelve hours out the twenty-four the gmy'
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_ mist lies on- the water here and outside, shifting slowly back-
~wards and forwards from Little Traverse to Death's Door, and
-up into this curve, like a waving curtain. Those silks, now,

came from the stéamer ; trunks, you know. But T have never

. . "told Silver ; she mJght ask where were ‘the people to whom

.. they belonged. You do not like the .idea? Neither do I.

L But how c¢ould we help the drowning when we were not there,

and these things were going for a song down at Beaver. The

child loves pretty things; what could a poor man do? Have

a glass of punch; I'll get it ready in ne time’ He bustled
-about, and then came back with the full glasses. ¢You won’t

tell her? I may have done wrong in the matter, but it would

kill me to have the -ehild lose faith in me, he said, humbly.
¢ Are you going to keep the girl shut up here forever 7 said

" 'Waring, ha.lf touched half disgusted ; the old fellow had look-
ed abject as he ple&ded

¢ That is it'; no,” said Fog, eagerly. ¢ She has been but a

N child all this time, you see, and my sister taught her well: .= We
T * did the best we could.” But as soon as I have a listle more, just

i “& little more, I intend to move to one gf the towns down the .
lake, and have'a small house and everything comfortable. I
have planned it all out, I shall have—’

" He rambled on, ga.rrulously detailing all his fancies and pro-
Jects while the younger man sipped his punch (which was very
-good), listened until he was tired, fell irto a doze, woke and
listened awhile longer, and then, wearied out, proposed bed. -

¢ Certainly.: But as I was saymg—

. ‘T can hear the rest to-morrow,’ sald Warmg, nsmor Wlth
‘scant courtesy.

‘I am sorry. you go so soon ; could 't you stay a few days?

-said the old man, lighting a “brand. ¢I am going over. to-
" morrow to the shore where I met you. I have some traps
. there ; you might enjoy a little hunting.’

"i'_ I have had too much of that already. I must get my dogs,

and then I should like to hit a steamer or vessel going below.’
¢ Nothing easier ; we’ll go over after ‘the dogs early in the

‘morning, and then Tl take you right down to the islands ifthe

“wind is fair. -~ Would you like to look around. the. castle,—I am

goma to dra.w up the ladders. No? T]ns way, then ; here is

.. your room.’

It was a httle ‘side-chamber mth one wmdow hlch up over

i
e,

)
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the water ; there was an iron bolt on _the door, and the wa.lls ;
of bare logs were solid. Waring stood his gun in one corner,

- and laid his pistols by the side of the bed,—for there was a bed,

only a rude framework like a low-down shelf but covered with
mattress and sheets mone the less,—and his weary body longed

- for those luxuries ‘with a longing that only the wilderness can

gn}e —the wilderness with its beds of boughs, and no undress-
ing. The bolt and the loos shut him in safely ; he was.young
and strong, and there were his pistols. ¢ Unless they burn
down their old castle,’ he said to himself, ¢ they cannot harm
me.’ And then he fell to thinking of the lovelv childlike girl,
and his heart grew soft. Poor old man,” he said, ¢ how he -
must have worked and stolen and starved to keep her safe and
warm in this far-away nesi of his hidden in the fogs! I won’t

-betrav the old fellow, and T'll go td—morrow Do you hea.r that,

Jarvis Waring? Tl go to-morrow'l ‘
" And then the Spirit, who had been listening as usual, folded
himself up silently and flew away. . )

To go to sleep in a bed, and awake.in an open boat drifting
out to sea, is startling. Waring was not without expenences,
startling and S0 forth but thlq exceeded former sensations ;

" when a’ bear had h1m for mstance,‘he at least understood it, -

but this was not a bea.r, but a boat:! He examined the craft as

* well as he could in the darkness. ¢ Ewdently boats in some

shape or other are the genii of this region.” he said ; ¢ they
come shooting ashore from nowhere, they sail in at a signal
without oars, canvas, or crew, and now th%v have taken to kid-

' napping. Tt is foucry too, I'll warrant ; they are in league with

. the fogs.” He looked up, but could see noth'ing, not even a star.

¢ What does it all mean anyway ? Where am I? Whoam 1%

Am T anyltoly ? Or has the body gone and left me only as an"
any ¥ . But no one answered. Finding himself partly dressed,
with the rest of his clothes at his feet he concluded that e .
was not yet a spirit; in one. of his pockets was a match, he
struck it and"came back to reality in a flash. The boat was his'
own dug-out, and he himself and no other was in it = so far, so
good. Everything else, however, was fog and night. He found

.the paddle and began work. ¢ We shall see who will conquer,’

he thought, doggedly ‘Fate or I So he paddled on-an hour- .-
for more. T o
-~ Thon the wind arose and drove the fog helter-skelier across’
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to Green Bay, where the gray- ranks ‘curled themselves down
and lay hidden until morning. ‘TIL .go with the wind,’ thought
‘Waring, ¢ it must take .me somewhele in time” So he chanbed
his course and paddled on. ~ The wind grew strong, then strong-
- er. He could see a few stars now as "the ragged dark clouds

" scudded across the heavens, and he hoped for the late moon. -

The wind grew wild, then wilder. - It took all his skill to man-
age his clumsy boat. He no longer asked himself where he
‘was or who ; he knew,—a man in the grasp of death. The
wind was a oa,le now, and the waves were pressed down flat by
“its force as Gt flew along. Suddenly the man at the paddle,
almost despairing, espied a light, high up, steady, strong. ¢ A

- 'hahthouse on .one of the 1sla.nds, he said, and steered for it with

“all his might. Good luck was'with h.un in half an hour he’
felt the beach under him; and landed -on ’ the shore ; but the
light he saw no longer. ¢ I must be close in under it,’ he thought,
'Inthe train of the gale came thunder and lightning. Waring
. sat under & bush watching the powers of the air in conflict, he
saw the fury of their darts and heard thé crash of their artillery,
and mused upon the wonders of creation, and the riddle of
man’s existence. - Then a flash came, different. from the others
in that it brought.the human element upon the scene; in its
light he saw a Vessel driving helplessly before the gale. Down
- from his spirit-heights he came at once, and all the man within
him was stirred for those on board, who, whether or not they
had ever perplexed themselves over the riddle of their existence,
no -doubt now shrank from the violent solution offered to them.
But what could he do? - He knew nothing of the shore, and
yet there must be a harbor somewhere, for was there not the
light 7 - Another flash showed: the vessel still nearer, drifting
broadside on ; involuntarily he ran out on the long sandy pomt
where it seemed that soon she must strike. But sooner came
crash, then a mndm.g sound ; there was a reef outside then,
and she was on it, the rocks cuttmg her, and the waves pound-
ing her down on their merciless edges. ¢ Strange " he thought.
¢ The harbor must be on.the other side I suppose, and yet it -
. -seems as though I came this way.” - Looking around, there was -
- the light high up behind him, ‘burning clearly and "stronaly,
while the vessel was breaking to pieces below. ¢Itisa lure,
- 'he said, indignantly, ‘a false light” In his wra:bh he spoke
. -aloud suddenly a sha,pe came out of the da.rkness, cast lnm O
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down, and tightened.a ma(sp around his throat. ¢ I know you,’
he muttered, %tranglmo' One hand was free, he drew out his.
pistol, and fired ; the shape fell back. It was old, Fog. Wound- -
ed? Yes, ba,dly ST
Waring found his tinder-box, made a blaze of driftwood, and .
bound up the bleeding arm and leg roughly. ¢ Wretch,’ he said,
you set that light.’ . ! R
Old Fog nodded. - .
¢ Can anythmfr be done for the men on boa.rd 1 Answer or
. Il end your miserable life at once ; 1 don’t know why, indeed,
I have tried to save it.” cszao
Old Fog shook his head. ° Nothmb, he murmured ; I know
every inch of the reef and shore. |
Another flash revealed for an mstant the doomed vessel and
Waring raged at his own impotence as he strode to and fro, -
tears of anger and pity in his eyes. The old man watched him
anxiously. ¢There are not more than six of them,” he said ;
¢it was only a small schooner.” ~ -_
¢ Silence " shouted Waring ; each man of the six now suﬁ‘er— .
ing and drowning is worth a hundred of such as you !
< That may be, said Fog. [
_Half an hour afterwards he spoke again. - ¢ They're about ¢
'gone now, the water is deadly cold up here. The wind will go
down soon, and by dayhght the things will be coming ashore ;
you'll see to them, won’t you ? .
‘Tl see to nothmo murderer ¥
¢Andif I dle wha.t are you' T
¢ An avenger.’
¢ Silver must die too then there is but httle in’ the house,
she will soon starve. It was for her that T came out to-night.’
¢I will take her away ; not for your sake, but for hers
¢ How can you find her ? .
¢ As soon as it is daylight T will sail over.’
¢Over? Over where? That is it, you do not know,’ said
the old man, eagerly, raising hinself on his unwounded arm.
¢ You might row and sail about here for days, and Ill warrant
.you'd never find the castle; it's hidden away more carefully
than a nest in the reeds, tmst e for that. The way lies
 through a perfect tangle of channels and islands and marshes; -
and the fog is sure for at least'a good half of the time:. The*
* gides of the castle towards the channel show no hght at all

~

e
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" and _even when you're once through the outlying islets, the only
approach is masked by a movable bed of sedge which I con-
“trived, and which turns you skilfully back into the marsh by
another way. No; you might float around there for days but
. you'd never find the castle.” T ' _
¢ I found it once.’ . '
¢ That was becguse you came from the north shepe, I did
not guard that si%e, because no one has ever come that way ;
- you remember how quickly I saw your light and rowed over
. to find out what it was. But you are miles away from -there
now.” - : - : '
- The moon could not pierce the heavy clouds, and the night.
_ .continued dark. At last the dawn come slowly up the east
- and showed an angry sea, and an old man grayly pallid on the
. sands near the dying fire;-of the vessel nothing was to. be
secn. - :

. The things will be coming ashore, the things will'be coming
" ashore,’ muttered the old man, his anxious eyes turned towards
the water that lay on a level with his face ; he .could not raise
- himself now. . , , = ' :

‘ Do you see things coming ashore ¢ o :
Waring looked searchingly at. him. ¢Tell me the truth,’

" . he said, ‘ has the girl no boat ¢

‘No.’ : .
¢ Will any one go to rescue her; doesany one know of ‘the
castle ¥ . ' R '

"¢ Not a human being on this earth.”
¢ And that aunt,—that Jacob? oL -
~ *Did’'nt you guess it? They are both dead. I rowed them.
--out by night and buried them,—my poor old sister and the
boy who had been ourserving-lad. The child knows nothing.
of death. T told her they had gone away.’ -
*< Is there no ‘way for her to cross to the islands or mainland ¥
¢ No; there is a circle-of, deep water all around the castle,
outside.’ . . o ’ _ :
<1 see nothing for it, then, but to try to save your justly for- -
. feited life,’ said Waring, kneeling down with an expression of *
‘repugnance.. He was something of a surgeon, and knew what -

7+ 'he was about: His task over, he made up the fire, warmed -

. some food, fed the old man, and helped his’ waning strength
- -with the contents of his flask. -¢ At least you placed all my

B
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B property in the dug-out before you set me adrift,’ he sald ¢ may
I ask your motive P/ .
¢TI did not wish to harm you ; only to get rid of you. You .
had provisions, and your chances ‘were as good ‘as many you
had had in the woods.’
¢ But-I might have found my-way back to your castle ?
¢ Once outs1de you could never do that,’ replied the old man,
securely.
¢T could go back along-shore.’
. ¢There are miles of pmy~wood swamps where the streams
_come down ; no, you. could not do it, unless you went away
round to Lake Superior again, and struck across ‘the country
as you did before. - That would take you a month or two, and
. the summer is almost over. = You would not risk a Northern
snowstorm, I reckonl. But say, do _you see thmos coiming
ashore ¥
¢ The poor bodies will come, no doubt,’ said Waring, sternly
¢Not yet; and they don’t often ‘come in here anyway 3
they 're more likely to drift out to sea.’
¢ Miserable creature, this is not the first time, then ¥
¢ Only four times,—only four times in fifteen long years, and’
then only when she .was close to starvation,” pleaded the old.
man. ‘The steamer was honestly wrecked, —the Anchor, of
the Buffalo line,—honestly, I do assure you ; and what I gather--
ed from her—she did not go to pieces for days—Ilasted mea .
long time, besides furmshmor the castle. It was a godsend to/
e,  that steamer. You must not judge me, boy ; 1 work, 1
slave, I go hungry and cold, to keep her happy and warm.
But times come when everything fails and starvation is at the.
door. She never knows it, none of them ever knew it, for I
‘keep the keys and amuse them with little mysteries ; but, as
God is my judge, the wolf has been at the door, and is there
this moment unless I have luck. "Fish? There are none in
shore where they can catch them:: Why do I not fish for them ?-
I do; but my darling is not accustomed to coarse fare, her deli-
cate life must be delicately nourished. - O, you do not know,
you do not know ! T am growing old, and my hands and eyes.
are not what they. were. That very mvht when I came home. .
and - found you there, I had just lost overboard my last su
“plies, stored so long, husbanded so carefully ! . If T could walk, -
-1 would show you my cellar and storehouse baek in the woods, -
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' Many thmgs that they have held were. hélestly earned, by my
fish and my .game, and one thing and another. . I get out tim-
ber and raft it down to the islands sométimes, although the,
work is too hard for an old man alone ; and T trade my furs off
regularly at the settlements on the islands and even along the

. mainland,—a month’s work for a little flour’ or 'sugar. ~Ah,

how I have labored! I have felt my muscles crack, I have

dropped like a log from sheer weariness. Talk of iortures;

. which of them have I not felt, with the pains and faintness of
exposure and hunger racking me from head to foot? Have I -

‘stopped for snow and ice? Have I stopped for anguish?
Never; I have worked, worked, worked, with the -tears of
* pain rolling down my cheeks, with my body gnawed by hun-

| ger. “That night, in some way, the boxes slipped and fell over-
board as I was shifting them ; just slipped out of my grasp as
lf\ on purpose, they knowmg all the time that they were my
last Home I’ came, empty-handed, and found you there ! I .
Would have taken your supplies, over on the north beach, that.

‘ ,mght, yes, without pity, had I not felt sure of those last boxes ;

but I never rob needlessly. You look at me with scorn? You

are thinking of those dead men?. But what are they “to Sil-
ver,—the rough common fellows,—and the wolf standing at -
the castle door! Believe me, thouO'h I try- everythmo before ]

I resort to this, and only twice out of the four times have I
- caught anything with my tree-hung light ; once it was a vessel

loa.ded with provisions, and once it was a schooner with grain -

ﬁ'om Chicago, ‘which washed overboard and was worthless.
the bitter day when I stood here in the biting wind and

wa,tched it float by out to sea! But say, has anything eome

ashorel She will -be waking soon, and we have miles to go.’

' But ‘Warihg did not answer ; he turned away. - The old man

ca.ught at his feet. ¢ You are not going;’ he cried in a shrill

' vowe,-— you are not going? Leave me to die,—that is well ;

- the sun will come and burn me, thirst will come and madden

" me, these wounds will torture me, and all is no more than I

‘deserve. But Silver?” If I die, she dies. If you forsake me,

you- ‘forsa.ke her. Listen; do you believe in -your Christ, the
dear Christ? Then, in his name I swear to you that you can-
not reach her alone, that only I can guide you to her. O.save .
me, for her. sake’ Must she suffer and linger and . die? O '
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God, have pity and soften his heart ! The voice died away in
. sobs, the weak slow sobs of an old man. -
: ~ But Waring, stern in avenging justice, drew ‘himself from -
the feeble grasp, and walked down towards the boats. He did -
not intend fairly to desert: the miserable old creature. He
hardly knew what he intended, but his impulse was to put
more space between them, between himself and this wretch who
. gathered his evil living from dead men’s bones. So he stood
ﬁ gazing out to sea. A faint cry roused him, and, turning, he
_saw that the cld man had dragged himself half across the dis-
tance between them, marking the way with  his blood, for the .
bandages were loosened by his movements, As Waring turn-
ed, he held-up his hands, cried aloud, and fell as if dead on the
sands. ‘I am a brute, said Waring. Then he went to work
and brought back consciousness, rebound -the wounds, lifted .
the body in his strong arms and bore it. down the beach. A
~ sail-boat lay in a cove, with a little skiff in tow. Waring ar-
ranged- a couch in the bottom, and placed the old man.in an
easy position on an impromptu pillow made of kis coat. Fog .
. opened his eyes. ¢Anything come ashore? he asked faintly; v
trying to turn his head towards the reef. Conguering hisre- .-
* .pugnance, the young man walked out on the long point.  There - '
was nothing there ; but farther down the coast barrels were ..
. washing up and back in the surf, and one box had stranded in
- shallow water. ¢Am I, too, a wrecker? he-asked himself, as
Et’ with much toil and trouble he secured the booty and examined
®  .it. Yes, the barrels contained provisions. T s
- Old Fog, revived by the sight, lay propped at the stern,
giving directions. Waring found himself a child obeying ‘the
" orders of a wiser head. The load on board, the little skiff ~
- carrying its share behind, the young man set sail and away
they flew over the angry water ; old Fog watching the sky,
the sail, and the rudder, guiding their course with a word now
and then, but silent otherwise. ' o s :
¢ Shall we see the castle soon? asked Waring; after several
hours had passed. o : ‘ : e
¢We may be there by night, if the wind does n't shift.’ ,
~ ¢Have we so far to go, then? Why, I came across in the
half of a night.’ . I _ B
"¢ Add a day to the half and you have it. - I'let you downat -
dawn and towed you out until noon; I then spied that sail
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bea.tmo up, and I knew there would be a storm by maht
and—and things were desperate with me. So I cast you off
_and came over to set the light. "It was a chance.I did not
count on, that your dug-out should float this way ; I calculated
that she would beach you sa.fely on an island farther to the
- south.’
¢ And all this time, when you were letting me down— By‘ :
the way, how did you do it ¥ . '
¢ Lifted a plank in the floor.’
¢ When you were letting me down, and towing me out, and
calculatiug chances, what was I, may Task? ’
<0, Jnst a body asleep, that was all ; your punch was drug-
. ged, and well done too ! Of course I could not have you at
the castle ; that was plain.’ '
They flew on » while longer, and, then veered short to the .
left. ‘This boat sails well, said- \«Varmg, and that is your
skiff behind I see. Did you whistle for it that night ¢
¢T let-it out by a long cord . while/, Ayou went after the game-
. bag; and -the shore-end I fastened /éo a little stake just under
th,e edc'e of the water on that long slope of beach. I snatched
it up as I ran out, and kept hauling in until T met it: You
fell off that ledge, did n’t you? I- “calcalated on that. You
see I had found out all I wanted to know ; the only thing I
feared was some plan- for settling along that sh01e, or exploring
it for something. It is my weak side ;. if you had climbed up
one of thdse tall trees you might have canght sight of the
-castle, ——tha,t is, if there was o foo

Wil the fog come up now ¥

¢ Hardly ; the storm has been too heavy. I suppose you ‘
know what day it is? continued the old -man, peering up at =~
his ‘companion from under his shaggy eyebrows. ‘ ,

¢ No ; I have lost all reckonmgs of time and place.”

Puposely? -+,

. ‘Yes - E SRR

“You are worse than I am, then ; I keep a reckoning, al-

- though I do not show it. To-day is Sunday, but Silver does
not know it ; all days ave alike to her.” Silver has never hea.rd
of the Blble ‘he added, slowly. :

“Yes, she has, for T told her.” .

¢ ¥ou told her !"cried old Fog, Wrm,gma h1s ha.nds. P

£ Be qmet or you wﬂl dlsturb those band&ges again. I on]y
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asked her if she bad read the book, and she said no ; that was
all, But supposing it had not heen all, what’ then? Would
it harm her to know of the Bible? . .

¢ It would harm her to lose faith in me.”

"¢ Then why have you not told her yourself ¥

1 left her to grow up as the flowers grow,’ said old Fog,.
‘writhing on his couch. ¢ Is she not pure and good? Ah,a

thousand times more than any church-or school.could ‘make
her ! _ -

"¢ And yet you have tauvht her to read ¥

¢TI knew not what mluht happen. I could not expose her de-

fenceless in a hard world. Religion is fancy, but education is
like an armor. T cannot tell what may happen.’

‘True. You may die, you know ; you are an old man.’

The old man turned away his face.

- They sailed on; eating once or twice ; afternoon came; and
. ‘then an archlpelarro closed i in around them the sail was down,

and the oars out. ‘Around and through, ‘across and back, in
and out they wound, now rowing, now i)olmg, and now and
then the sa11,h01sted to scud across a spacé of ‘open water.
Old Fog’s face had grown gray again, and the lines had deep*~
ened across his hagga.rd cheek and set mouth ; his 'strength
was failing. ‘At last they came to a turn ,Qload and smooth
like a canal. ¢ Now I will hoist the sail again,’” said. War-
mG

But old Fog shook his head. ¢ That turn leads directly back

into the ma.rsh he said. ¢Take your oar and push against the'
sedge in frout, g '

The young man obeyed; and lo ! it moved slowly aside and

disclosed a narrow passage westward ; through this they poled’

- their way along to open water, then set”the sail, rounded a
point, and came suddenly upon the castle. ‘Well I am glad
we are bere,” said Waring.

Fog had fallen batk. ¢Promise,’ he whispered with gray
“hps,—— ‘promise that you will not betray me to the child.’
And his glazing eyes fixed themselves on Waring’s face with-
the mute appea} of a dying animal in the hands of 1ts captor.

£ 1 promise;’ said- Waring.
‘But the old man did not die; he wavered lmoered -then L
slowly rallied, “very slowly. The weeks had grown into a -

month and two before he oould Ihanage h.1s boat again. In the .

s
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mean time Waring hunted and fished for the household, and
even sailed over to the reef with Fog on a bed in the bottom
- of the boat, coming back loaded with the spoil ; not once only,
not twice did he#go; and at last he knew the way, even
through. the fog, and came and went alone, bringing home the
very planks and beams of the ill- fa.ted schooner. ¢ They will
make a bright fire in the evenings,’ he said.- The dogs lived
on the north shore, went hunting when their master came over
and the rest of the time possessed their souls in patience. . And

¢ ‘what possessed Waring, do you ask? His name for it was
“necessity.” ¢ Of course I cannot leave them to starve, he said -
to himself.-

Silver came and went about the ca.stle, at first wilfully, then
submissively, then shyly. She had folded away all her ﬁnery
in wondering silence, for Waring’s face had shown disapproval,
and now she wore alw. ays her ,51mp1e white gown.- ¢ Can you
not put up your hair? he had asked one day.; and from that .
moment the little shead ‘appeared crowned with braids. She
worked among her flowers and fed her gulls as usual, but she
no longer ta,lked to them or told them stones In the even-
.. ings they all sat around the hearth, and sometimes the little
- maiden sang ; Waring had faught her new songs. She knew
the sonnets now, and chanted them around the castle to tunes

. .of her own ;- Bhakespeare . would not have known his stately
measures, da.ncing along to her rippling melodies. ) ’

-The black face.of Oumce shone and simmered with glee ;.
she nodded perpetually, and crooned and laughed to herself
over her tasks by the hour together,—a low chuckhntr laugh of
exceeding content.

And did Waring ever stop to thmld I know not It he
did, he forgot the thoughts when Silver came and sat .by him
in the evening with the light of the hearth- fire shining over her.
He scarcely saw her at other times, except on her ba.lcony, or
at her flower-window as he came and went in his boat below ;
but in the evenings she sat beside him in- her low chair, and
laid sometimes her rose leaf palm in his rough brown hand or
. ‘her pretty head against his arm.  Old Fog sat by always ; “but
he said little, and [ his face was shaded by’ his hand. V

-The early autumn gales swept over the lakes, leaving wreck
and disaster behind, but the crew of the castle stayed safely at
home and’ hstened to the tempest cosﬂv, whﬂe the ﬂowers
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bloomed on, and the gulls brought all their relatmns and colo- .
nized the ba]cony and window sills, fed daily by the fair hand -
of Silver. - And Waring went not. -
Then the frosts came, ~and turned the forests into splendor ;
they rowed over and bmufrht out branches, and Silver decked
; the long room with scarlet and gold. And Waring went not. -
} The d).eary November rains beoan the leaves fel and the. =~ %
: dark water siirged heavily ; but a store of wood was piled on R
E the flat roof, and the fire on the hearth blazed high.. " And still R
" ‘Waring went not.

At last the first ice appe&red thin flakes forming around the. .
log foundations of the castle ; then old Fog spoke. ‘I am
qu;te well. now, quite strong agam you must go to-day, or you
wi)l find yourself frozen in here. As it is, you may hit -a late
ve ssel off the islands that will carry you below. I will sail

. over with you, and bring back the boat.’

¢ But you are not strong enough yet,’ said ‘Waring, bendmg
over his work, a shelf he was carving for Silver ; ¢TI cannot go
and leave you here alone.’

It is either go now, or stay all winter. - You'do not, T pre-
sume, intend to make Silver your wife,—Silver, the daughter of :
Fog the wrecker.

Wa.rmg’s hands stopped never before ha.d the old man’s. ,
voice taken that tone, never before had he even' alluded to the.
girl as anything more than a child. On the contrary, he had
been silent, hé had been humble, he had been openly grateful
to the strong young man who had taken his place on sea and
shore, and kept the castle full and warm. ¢ What new thing
is this 7 thought Waring,’and asked the same. . - ,

‘Ts it new ¥ said Fog.” ‘I thought it old, very old I
mean no mystery, I speu,k plainly. You helped_me in-my great
strait, and I thank you ; perhaps it will be counted unto you
for crood in the reckomng up of your life. But I am strong
again, and the ice is forming. You can ha.ve no intention of
makmg Silver your wife ? .

Waring looked up, their eyes met. ¢ No,” he replied slowly,
as . though the words were being dragged out of him by the .-~
magnetxsm of the old man’s gaze, ‘I certa.mly h‘we no such in- -

"tention.” - f
"Nothing “more was said ; soon Warmg rose and went out, e
But \ﬂvex spied him- from her ﬁower-room, a,nd came down to
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the sail-boat where it lay at the foot of the ladder. ¢ You are
not going out this cold day,’-she said, standing by his side as
he busied himself over the rigging. She was wrapped in a fur
mantle, with a fur cap on hergl‘l@ad, and -her rough little shoes
“were fur-trimmed. . Waring made no reply. / ¢ But I shall not
‘allow it,’ continued the maiden,’gayly. ¢Am I not queen of

- this castle? You yourself have said it many a time. You

cannot go, Jarvis; I want you here’ And with her soft
hands she blinded him playfully. ‘ o

¢ Silver, Silver,” called old Fog’s voice above, ¢ come within ;
I want you.’ o ' -

Afver that the two men were very crafty in their prepara-
tions. _ ' B

The boat ready, Waring went the rounds for the last time.
He brought down wood for several days and stacked it, he
looked again at all the provisions and reckoned them over ;
then he rowed to the north shore, visited his traps, called out
the dogs from the little house he had made for them, and bade

them good by. ¢ I shall leave you for old Fog,’ he said ; ¢ be
" good dogs, and bring in all you can for the castlé.’ o

The dogs wagged their tails, and ‘waited politely on the beach
until he was out of sight ; but they did not seem to believe his
story, and:went back to_their house tranquilly without a howl..

. The day passed as usual. Once the two men happened to meet”.

- and lifted her slight form in’his srms.

in the passage-way. ‘Silver seems restless, we must* wait till
darkness,’ said Fog in a low tone. '
¢ Very well, replied Waring. o -

At midnight they were off, rowing over the El_ack water in

~ the sail-boat, hoping - for a fair wind at dawn, as the boat was

heavy. They journeyed but slowly through the winding chan-
nel, leaving the sedge-gate open ; no danger now from intru-
ders ; the great giant, Winter, had swallowed all lesser foes.
It was cold, very cold, and they stopped awhile at dawn on the
edge of the marsh, the last shore, to make a fire and heat some
food before setting sail for'the islands. o
© “Good God !’ cried Waring. = - .

A boat was coming after them, a little skiff they both knew,
and in it paddling, in her white dress, sat Silver, her' fur man-

" tleat her feet where it had fallen unnoticed. 'They sprang to -
~ meet_her knee-deep ‘in the icy water ; but. Waring was first, _

/
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‘I have found you, Jarvis,’ she murmured, laying her head
down upon his shoulder ; then the eyes closed and -the hand
she had tried to clasp around his neck fell lifeless. - Close to
the five, wrapped in furs, Waring held her in his arms, while
the old man bent over her, chafing her hands and little i 1cy feet,

~and calling her name in an agony.

¢ Let her but come back to life, and I willysay not one word,
more,’ he cried with tears. ‘Who am I that I should torture
‘her? You shall go back with us, a.nd I will trust it all to -
-God,—all to God.”

¢But what if I will not go back, what if I will not accept
your trust ¥ said Waring, turning his head away from the face
pillowed on his breast,

¢TI .do not trust you, I trust God he will guard her.’

‘1 believe he will,’ said the youno ‘man,_ half to himself. .

And then they bore her home, not knowing whether her spirit
was still with them, or already gone to that better home await-
ing it in the next country.
‘ That-mght the thick ice came, and the)last vessels ﬁed south-
ward. But in the lonely little castle there was joy ; for the
girl was saved, barely, with fever, with. delirium, with. lono
: prostratlon, but saved ! }
* When weeks had passed and she was in her low chair agam,
“propped: with cushions, pallid as a snow-drop, weak and lan-
. guid, but still' there, she told her story, simply and Wlthout, :
comprehension of its meaning.
‘I could not rest.that mght she said, ‘I know not why H

50 I dressed softly and slipped past Oran,,e asleep on her mat-
tress by my door, and found you both gone,—you, father, and
you, Jarvis. You never go out at night, shd it was very cold ;.
‘and Jarvis had taken his bag and knapsack, and all the ].u;tle
things I know so. well. His gun was gone from the wall, his
clothes from his empty room, and that picture of the girl hold-
ing up the fruit was not on his table. From that I knew that
something had happened ; for it is dear to Jarv:ts, that plcture

of the girl,’ said Silver with a litble quiver in her voice, - With - -
a quick gesture Waring drew the picture frém his pocket and - . .

-threw it mto the fire ; 1t blazed, and was gone in a. moment,

“Then I went -after you, said Silver with a little look of grati- =

‘tude. I know the passage through the south channels, and
;snmethmb told me you had gone that way. . It was very cold.' -
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That was all, no reasonm,,, no excuse, no embarrassment
the flight of the little sea-bird straight to its mate.
. Life flowed on again in the old channel, Fog quiet, Silver
- happy, and Waring in a sort of dream: Winter was full upon

" . them, and the castle beleagured with his white -armies both

below and above, on the water and in the air. The two men
‘went ashore on the ice now, and trapped and hunted daily, the
‘dogs following. Fagots were cut and rough roads made through
. the forest. One would have supposed they were planning for

.a lifelong residence; the young man and the old, as they came
and went together, now on the snow-crust,-now plunging

hrough breast-deep into the light dry mass. One day Waring
said, ¢ Let me see your reckoning. ‘Do you know that_ to-mor-

. TrOw w111 be Christmas ?

- ¢ Silver knows nothing of Chrlstmas, said Fog, 1oughly
¢ Then she shall know, replied Waring. :
Away he went to the woods and brought back evergreen.
In the night he decké§. the cabin-like room, and with infinite
pains constructed a little Christmas-tree and hung it with every-
* thing he could collect or contrive. - :
- ‘It is but a poor thing, after all,’ he said, wloomﬂy, as he
stood alone surveying his Swork. Tt was indeed a shabby little
‘tree, on]y redeemed from ugliness by a white cross poised on
© -the g'reen summit ; this cross ghttered and shone in the fire-
light,—it was cut from solid 1 ice.
¢ Perhaps I can help, you,’ said old Foos voice behind. I
~did not show yoh this, for fear it womd anger you, bui—but
there must have been a child on board after all’ He held a
little box of toys, carefully packeéd as if by a mother’s hand,
—common toys, for she was only the captain’s wife, and the -
schooner a small one; the little waif had floated ashore by
itself, and Fog had seen and hidden it.
Warmo' said nothing, and the two men began to tie on the
" toys in sﬂence But after a while they warmed. to their work -
. ‘and grew eager to ‘make it beautiful ; the old red ribbon that
_Orange had given was considered a precious treasure-trove; -
-and, cut into fragments, it gayly held the little wooden' toys m
’-p]ace on the green boughs. .
Fog, grown emulous, rifled the- cupboards and found smalk -

7 cakes baked by the practised .hand of the old cook'; these hé

huna exultmgly on the, higher bouorhs “¥And now. the httle '
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" tree was full, and stood bravely in its place at the far end of
" “the long room, while the white cross looked down on the toys
of the drowned child and the ribbon of the slave, and seemed
to sanctify them for their new use. :
" Great wad"the surprise of Silver the next morning, and many
the questions she asked. - Out -in the world, they told her, it
was 50 ; trees like that were decked for children. i
o Am I a child? said Silver, thoucrhtfully ; “what do you
think, papa? '
¢ What do you think ¥ said Waring, turning the question.
-¢I hardly know ; sometimes I think I am, “and sometimes
not ; but it'is of no consequence what I am as long as I bave.
you,—you and papa. Tell me more about the little tree, Jar-
vis. What does it mean? What is that white shmma toy on -
the top? - Is there a story about it? :
“Yes, there is a story ; but—but it is not I who should ell
1t to you,’ replied the young man, after a moment’s hesitation.
¢ Why not ! 'Whom have I in ali the world to tell me, save
you ? said fondly the sweet child-voice.
They did not take away the little Christmas-tree, but left it
‘on its pedestal at the far end of the long room through the
winter ; and as the cross melted slowly, a new one took its .
place, and shone aloft in the firelight. But its story was not
told.
February came, and with it a February thaw ; the ice stirred
"o little, and the breeze coming over the floes” was singularly .
mild. The arctic winds and the airs from the Gulf Stream had -
met and mingled, and the gray fog appeared again, waving to
and fro. ¢ Spring has come,’ said Sllver “there is the dear fog.’
And she opened the window of the ﬂower room, and let out &
little bird. '
‘It will find no resting-place for the sole of its foot, for the
snow is over the face of the whole earth,’ said Wa.rmu ¢ Our
ark has kept us cosily through bitter Weather, has it not httle
one? (He had adopted a way of calling her so)
¢ Ark,’ said Silver ; ¢ what is that ¥

¢ Well answered Warmg, looking down into her blue eyes o

" as they sfood together at the little wmdow, ‘it was a -watery .

residence like thigh and if I a.pheth —he was always my favor- - |

lte of the three——had ha.d you there, wy opmon is'that he
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would never have come down at all, but would have resided

. permanently on Ararat’

. Silver looked up into his face with a smile, not understand-
ing. what he said, nor asking to understand ; it 'was enough for

- her that he was there, . And as she gazed her violet eyes grew

. 8o deep, s0 soft, that the man for once (give him credit, it was

" the first time) took her into his arms. ¢Silver,’ he whispered,

bending over her, ‘do you love me? - v
¢Yes,” she answered in her simple, unconsciois way, ¢ you

know T do, Jarvis.’ S .

. No color deepened in -her fair face under his ardent gaze ;
and, after a moment, he released her, almost roughly.  The
next day he told old Fog that he' was going.

¢ Where.’ e

¢ Somewhere, this time. = I've had enough of Nowhere.’

¢ Why do you go? )

¢ Do you want the plain truth, old man? Here it is, then ; I
am growing too fond of that girl,—a little more and I shall not

be able to leave her.’ ‘ o

‘Then stay ; she loves you.’

¢A child’s love.’

¢ She will develop—' = - ' :

¢ Not into my wife if I know myself,’ said Waring, curtly.

Old Fog sat silent a moment. ‘Is she not lovely and good ¥
he said in a low voice. S B

¢ She is ; but she is.your daughter as well.’

¢ She is not.” -

‘She is not ! What then? =~ . . :

¢I—I do not know ;' I found her, a baby, by the wayside.”

‘A foundling! So much the better, that is even a step
lower,’ said the younger man, laughing roughly. .And the
other crept away as though he had been struck. : :

Waring set about his preparations. This time Silver did not
suspect, his purpose. ~ She had.passed out of the quick, intuitive

i watchfulness of childhood. = During these days she had taken

up the habit of sitting. by herself in the flower-room, ostensibly

with her book or sewing ;- but-when they glanced ‘in through
the open door, her hands were lying idle.on her lap and her
eyes fixed dreamily on some opening -blossom. Hours she sat

thus, without stirring. = ' L

© Waring's plan was a W1ld one ; no boat couldsa.ﬂ throﬁgil ,
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the ice, no foot conld cross the wide rifts made by the thaw,
. and weeks of the. bitterest weather still lay between them and
the spring. ¢ Along-shore,’ he said. -
- ¢And die of cold and hunger,” answered Fog. :
¢Old man, why are you not ‘afraid of me?. said Warmg

pausing’ in" his work with a lowering glance. ‘Am I not

stronger than you, and the master, if I so choose, of your castle
of logs ¥
¢ But you will not so choose
¢ Do not trust me too far’
¢T do not trust you,—but God.’ S
¢For a wrecker and murderer, you have, I must say, a re-
markably serene conscience,” sneered Waring.
Again the old man shrank, and crept silently away. . .
But when in the early dawn a dark’ figure stood on. the ice
‘adjusting its knapsack a second figure stole down the ladder.
¢ Will you go, then,’ it said, ¢ and leave the child ¥
¢ She is no child,’ .mswered the younger ma.n, sternly ;5 “and.
ou know it.’ . .
%“Tomeshels ’ !
¢TI care.not what she is to you but she shall 10t be more to
me.’
¢ More to you v
" ¢ No more than any other pretty piece of wax—work rephed
.~ 'Waring, striding away into the gray mist. - ;
Silver came to. breakfast radiant, her small head covered
from forehead to throat with the wmdmg braids of gold, her
eyes bright, her cheeks faintly tinged with the icy water of her
bath. * ¢ Where is Jarvis? she asked.
¢ Gone hunting,’ replied old Fog.
‘For all day? . - o
“Yes; and perhaps for all night. - The weather is quite mild,
you know.. ' , Lo
" ‘Yes, papa But I hope it will soon be cold again ; he can-

not stay out long then,’ said the girl, ga.zmg out over the ice -

. with wistful eyes.
The danger was over for that day; but the next morning
there it was again, and with it the bitter cold.
* ¢He must come home soon now,’ said Silver, conﬁdently,
melting the frost on ‘one of the little windows so that she could
' see out and watch for his coming. But he ¢ ca,me not As mght ‘
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fell the cold grew intense ; -deadly, clear, and still, with" the

. stars shining brilliantly in the steel-blue of the sky. Silver
wandered from window to window, wrapped in her fur mantle’;
‘3 hundred times, a thousand times she had scanned the ice-fields
and the snow, the lake and the shore. When the night closed
down, she crept close to the old man who sat by the fire in §-
lence, pretending to merid his nets, but furtively watchmg her .
every movement. ‘Papa,’ she whispered, ¢ where is he, where
ishe? = And her tears fell on his hands.

¢Silver,’ he said, bending over her tenderly, ¢ do I not love
you?! Am T not enouoh for you? ‘Think, dear, how long we
‘have lived here and how happy we have been. He was only a
. stranger. Come, let us forget him, and go back to the old days."

‘What! - Has he gone, then? . Has Jarvis gone?

- Springing to her foet she confronted him with clinched hands
and dilated eyes.” Of all the words she had heard but one ; he,
had gone! The poor old man tried to draw her down aga.in-
nto. the shelter of his arms, but she seemed turned to stone,
her slender form was rigid. .¢ Where is he? ¢ Where is J ams?rr

: What have you done with him ,—you, you !

. The quick unconscious accusation struck to his heart. ¢Child,’

* he said in a broken voice, ‘I tried to keep him. I would have,
given him my place in your love, in.your life, but he would
aot. He has gone, he cares mot for you; he is a hard, evil .
man.’

He is not ! But even if’ he were, I love him,’ " said. the ourl
defiantly.

Then she threw up her arms towards heaven (alas' it was no
heaven to her, poor child) as if in a.ppeal ¢ Is there no one to
1elp me ¥ she cued aloud.

-“'What can we do, dear ? said the old man, standmor beSIde
her and smoothing her haar gently. < He WOllldv not sta,y,f-—I

' v:)uld not keep him !’ - . '

¢ I could have kept him.’

" ¢ You would 1ot ask him to stay. if he wished to go?
“Yes, I would ; he must stay, for my sake.’
e But if he hau loved you, dear; he would not have ﬂrone. S
~¢Did -he" say ‘he~did not love me? demanded Sllver, vnth }
gleaming eyes. . R
-Old Foo' hemtated
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¢ Did he say he did not love me? D1d Jarvis say tha.t ? she
repeated seizing his arm with orrasp of fire. ‘

‘Yes ; he said that.’ B
But the lie meant to rouse her pnde, kxlled it; as if struck- :
by a visible hand, she swayed and fell to the floor. , o
" The miserable old man watched her all the night. She was -
‘delirious, and raved of Waring through the long hours. At
daylight he left her with Orange, who, not understandmo' ‘these
-white men’s riddles, and sorely perplexed by Waring’s s deser-
tion, yet cherished her-darling with dumb untm.ng devotlcm,‘
and watchea her every breath. '
Following' the solitary trail over the ‘snow- covered ice and
- thence along-shore towards the east journeyed old Fog all dav

in the teeth of the wind, dragging a sledge loaded with fi sy

provisions, and dry wood ; -the sharp blast cut him like a ‘kuife,
“and the dry snow-pellets stung as they touched his face, and
clung to his thin beard coated “with ice. It was the worst day
of the winter, an. evil, desolate, piercing day ; no human crea-
_ ture should dare’ such weather. Yet the old man journeyed
. patiently on until nightfall, and would have gone farther had -
not darkness concealed the traek his fear was that new snow

might fall' deeply enough to hide it, and then there was no - - :

more hope of followmﬂr But nothmb could be done at night,

50 he made his camp, a lodge under a drift with the snow for . -

walls and roof, and a hot fire that. barely melted the edges of
its icy hearth. As the blaze flared out into the da.rkness, he
_heard-a cry, and followed ; it was faint, but apparently not
distant, and after some scarch he found the spot ; there lay
Jarvis Wanng, belpless and nearly frozen.. ‘I thought you
- farther on,” be said, as he lifted the Leavy, inert body. . _
.. ¢TI fell and m;ured my knee yesterday ; since then.T have .
_been freezing slowly, replied Waring in a muffled voice.” ‘I -
have been crawlmg backwards and forwards all day to keep -
myself alive, but had just given it up when I saw your light.”

All night the old hands worked over ‘him, and they hated =

_ the body they touched ; almost fiercely vhey fed and nourished
-it, warmed its blood, and brought back life. In the dawmng_
Wanno was himself again ; weak, helpless, but in his right
mind. . He said as much a,nd addea, with a touch: of his old. - -
humor, ¢ There is a wrong mind you know, old gentleman’ - .

The ‘bther made no reply ; his task done, he sat by the ﬁre ‘
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waiting. He had gone after this fellow, driven by fate ; he
.- Had saved him, driven by fate. Now what had fate next in -
_gtore? He warmed his wrinkled hands mechanically and
" iwaited, while the thought came to him -with bitterness that
/ his darling’s life lay at the mercy of this man who had nothing
/ better to do, on coming back from the very jaws of death, than
/ make jests. But old Fog was mistaken ; the man had some-
i/ thing better to do, and did it. ' Perhaps he noted the expres-

- sion of the face before him ; perhaps he did not, but was think-
ing, young-man fashion, only of himself; at any rate this is
what he said : ‘I was a fool to go. Help me back, old man ;.
it 18 too strong for me,—1I give it up.’ ' ’

. F
;
i

¢ Back,—back where? said the other, apathetically. ~
--- .. Waring raised his-head from his pilow-of furs. - Why do -
you ask when you know already !. Back to Silver, of course ;
have you lost your mind ¥ . I '
His harshness came from within ; in reality it was meant for
_ himself ; the avowal had cost him something as it passed his
_ lips in the form of words ; it had not seemed so when in the
_ suffering, and the cold, and.the approach of death, he had seen
his own soul face to face and realized the truth. I
So the two went back to the castle, the saved lying on the
sledge, the savior drawing it; the wind was behind them now, .
- and blew them along. --And when the old man, weary and
‘numb with cold, reached the ladder at last, helped Waring,
- lame and irritable, up to the little snow-covered balcony, and
. led the way to Silver’s room,—when Silver, hearing the step,
raised herself in the arms of the old slave and looked eagerly,
not at him, no, but at the man behind,—did he shrink? He
.- did not ; ‘but led the reluctant, vanquished, defiant, half-angry,
- half-shamed lover forward, and gave his darling into the arms
that seemed again almost unwilling, so strong was the old op-
. . posing determination that lay bound by love’s bonds: »
+_. Silver regained her life as if by magic ; not so Waring, who
lay suffering and irritable on the lounge in the long room,
- while the girl tended -him With a_joy that shone out in every
- word, every tone, every motion. She saw not his little tyran-
- nies, his exacting. demands, his surly tempers; or rather she -
- saw and loved them as women do when men lie ill and help-
less in their hsnds. And old Fog sat apart, or came and went
- unnoticed-; hours .of the cold days he wandered throtigh the’
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forests, v:;sxtmg the traps mechamcally, and making tasks for, .

himself to fill up the time ; hours of the cold evenings he paced
the snow-covered roof a.lone ‘He could not bear to see them, :

but left the post to Orange, whose black face. shone wuh joy

- and satisfaction over Wa.lmg s return.
‘But after a time fate swung around (as she generally does if -
. impatient humanity would but give her a chance). Waring’s. -
. health grew, and so-did his love. He had been like a strong.
-*man -armed, keeping. his palace ; but a stronger than he was
come, and, the combat over, he went as far the other way and
adored. the very sandals of "the conqueror " The gates were
open, and all the floods were out.

-And Silver?: Ashe advanced, she thhdrew (It is a.lways Lo

'so in love, up to a certain point ; and beyond that point hes,
alas ! the broad monotonous country of commonplace.)
This impetuous, ardent lover was not the Jarvis she had

known, the Jarvis who had been her master, and a despotic v

. .one-at that. Frightened, shy, bewildered, she fled away from
“all her dearest joys, and stayed by herself in. the flower-room '
- with the bar across the door, only emerging timidly at meal-
_ times and stealing into the long room like a ‘little wraith; a
rosy wraith now, for at last she had learned to blush. Warmg ,
_ was angry at this desertion, but ouly the more in love ; for
the . violet eyes. veiled themselves under his gaze, and the -
unconscious child-mouth began to try to control and conceal its
changing expressions, and only .suceeeded in betraying them
more helplessly than ever. Poor little solitary maiden-heart
Spring was near now ; soft airs came over the ice daily, and
stirred the water benea.th then the old man*spoke. He knew
- what was coming, he saw 1t all, and a sword was piercing his
heart ; but bravely he played his part. ¢ The ice will move out -
soon, in a month or less you can sail safely,’ he said, breaking
the silence one night when they two sat by ‘the. ﬁre, ‘Waring -
- moody and restless, for Silver had openly repulsed him, a.nd fled
away early in the evening. ¢She is tnﬂmg w1th me,” he
thought, “or else she does not know what love is. By heavens,
- Twill teach her though—' "As far as'this his mind had journey--

ed.when~ Fog spoke. ‘In a month you can sail ss.fely, and I_ o

- suppose you will go for good this’ tlme ¢
‘Yes.

Fog “Waited. Wa.rmg kicked a fallen log into pla,oe ht h.ls
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" pipe.then let it go out moved his chair forward then.- pushed
* " it back impatiently, and finally spoke, ¢ Of course I sha,ll take
" Bilver; I intend to make Silver.” ' o

¢ At last ? : :
¢ At last. +No wonder you are glad—- L
¢Glad;’ said Fog,—‘glad !  But the words were whlspered
-and the young man went on unheedmg :
¢ Of course it is a great thing for you to have the child oﬂ'
your hands and placed in a home so high above your expecta~
", tions. Love is a strange power. I do not deny that I have
. fought against it, but—but why ghould I conceal? I love Silver
' with all my soul, she seems to have grown into my very be-

ing. : : :
Tt was frankly and strongly uttered; the good side of

B Jarvis Waring came uppermost for the mornent.

0ld Fog leaned forward and grasped his hand. ‘I know .
.you do;” he said. ‘I know something .of men, and T have
watched you closely, Waring.: Tt is for “this love that I forgive
— I mean that I am glad and thanktul for it, very thank-‘

© ful’

¢And you have reason to be, sa.1d~ the younger man, with-
drawing into his pride again. ¢ As my wife, Silver will have
a home, a circle of friends, which— But you could not under-
stand ; let it pass. "And now, tell me all you know of her.”

The tone was a command, and the speaker leaned back in
hl.s chair with the air of an owner as he relighted his pipe.

- But Fog did not shrink. ¢ Will you ha,ve the whole story,?
he asked humbly .

" ¢ As well now as ever, I suppose, but be as bnef as possfble,
said the young man in a lordly manner. Had he not just con-
ferred an enormous favor, an alliance which might be ealled

the gift of a prince, on this dull old backwoodsman ¢
e Forty years ago or thereabouts, began Fog in a low voice,

“a crime was. comitted in New York City. TI-shall not tell -
you.what it was, there is no need ;.enough that the whole
East was ‘stirred, and a heavy reward was oﬁ'ered for ihe man
who did the deed. Iam that man.’

' .. Waring. pushed back his. chair, a horror came over hlm ‘his
" hand sought for his plstoI but the voice went on unmoved. )

. .. “Shall T excuse ‘the deed to you, boy ¢ "No, I willnot. . Bt was

"  doneand I-°did it, that is enough, the damning ,faaqt--that ‘con- .
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fronts and silences all talk of motive or cause: . This much
only will T say; to the passion of the sct ‘deliberate intention
-was not added, and there was no gain for the doer; only loss,
_the black eternal loss of everything in. heaven above, on the
earth  beneath, or in the waters that are under the earth, . for
hell itself seemed to spew me out, At least so I thought as I
fled away, the mark of Cain upon my brow ; the horror was
8o strong upon me that I could not kil] myself, I feared to join,
the dead. ~ I went to and fro on the earth, and walked up and
down in it; I fled to the uttermost parts of the sea, and yet: ™
came back again, moved by a strange impulse to be near the-

scene of my crime, After years had passed, and. with them the

memory of.the deed. from the minds of others, though not from .
mine, I crept to the old house where 1y one sister was living
alone, and made myself known. to her. = She left her home, a
forlorn place, but. still a home, and followed me with a sort of.
" dumb affection,—poor old woman. She was my senior by fif-
. teen ‘years, and I had- been.her pride ; and so she went with
me from the old instinct, which still remained, although the
pride_ was dead, crushed by slow horror. We kept together
" after that, two poor hunted creatures instead of ‘one'; we were
always fleeing, always infagining that eyes knew us, that fin- .
gers pointed us out, I called her Shadow, and together we : -
took the name of Fog, a common enough name, but to us mean-
. ing that we were nothing, creatures of the mist, wandering to
and fro by night,.but in the morning gone. At last one day
the cloud over my mind- seemed tc lighten a little, and the
thought came to me that no punishment. can endure forever,
without impugning the Justice of our great Creator. A crime
is committed, perhaps in a moment ; the ensuing saffering, the
results, linger on earth, it may be for some years ; but. the end-
of it surely comres sooner or later, and it isas though it had . . -
never been. . Then, for-that erime, shall a soul suffer forever,
—not: a vhousand -years, a thousand ages if you like, but for- -
ever? Out upon the monstrous ides ! Let a man do#évil every - 7.
moment. of. his life, and let his life be. ‘the full threescor: vears ./
and tén ; shall there not come a period in the enlless cycles of /. .
-eternity when ‘even his punishment shall end ?* What kind of a yl
.God is he whom your theologians have held up toms,—a God/
who creates us at his pleasure, without asking whether or not.
We wish to be created, who endows us with certain wild pas-
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‘sions and capa.cmes for evil, twrns us loose into & world of suf-
fering, and then, for our misdeeds there, our whole lives being
less than one instant’s timein his sight, punishes us forever !
Never-ending tortures throughout the countless ages of eternity
" for the little crimes of threescore years and ten! Heathendom
shows no god so monstrous as this. O great Creator, O Father
- of ‘our souls, of all the ills done on the face of thy earth, this

lie against thy justice and thy- goodness, is it not the gma.test?

The thought came to me, as I said, that no punishment could
‘endure forever, that somewhere iy the future I, even I, should
meet . pardon and rest. That day I found by the waysnle a -
- little child, scarcely more than a baby ; it had wandered out of
the poomhouse, where its mother had died the week before, a
stranger passing through the village. No one knew anything
. about. her nor cared to know, for she was almost in rags, fair’
and delicate once they told me, but wasted with illness and too
far gone to talk. . Then a second thought came to me,—expia-
tion. I would take this forlorn little creature and bring her
up as my own child, tenderly, carefully,—a life for a life.. My

o poor old sister took to it wonderfully, it seemed to brighten

‘her desolation into something that was almost happmess we
- wandered awhile longer, and then came westward tln-ough the
. lakes, but it was several years before we were fairly settled
- - here. Shadow took care of the baby and made her little dresses ;
-then, when the time came to teach her to sew and read, she
‘said more help was needed, and went alone to the towns below
"to find 'a fit servant, coming back in her silent way with old -
Orange; another stray lost out of its place in the world, and
. suffering from want in the cold Northern city. You must not
~ think that Silver is totally ignorant ; Shadow had the education
of her day, poor thing, for ours was agood old family as old
families go in this new _country of ours, where three gen-
erations of well-to-do people constitute aristocracy. -But reli-
gion, so called, I have not taught ber: Isshe any the worse
“for its want ¢ .
¢1 will -teach her, sa.ld Waring, passmg -over the question
(which was a puzzling one), for the new idea, the strange inter-
.. est:he felt in the task before him, the fair pure mind’ where

- bis hand, and his alone, would be the first to write the story of

o good a.nd evil. :
R That I should become attached to the chlld was natura.l,
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continued old Fog; ¢but God gave it to me to love her Wwith
- 80.great- a love that my <days have flown ; for-her to sail out
over the stormy water, for her to hunt through the icy woods,

- for-her. to dare a thousand . deaths, to labor, to save, to suffer, '
.. —these have been my pleasures through all the years. . ‘When .-
I came home, there she was to meet me, her sweet voice calling
me father, the only father she .could ever know. When my
poor old sister died, I took her away in my boat by night and
buried her in deep water ; and so I did with the boy we had
here for a year or two, saved from a wreck. My darling knows.

nothing of death ; I could not tell her.’ .
¢ And those wrecks,’ said Waring ; ¢ how'do you make them
balance with your scheme of expiation ¥ : » el
The old man sat silent a moment ; then he brought. his hand
down violently on thetable by his side. * ¢ T will not have them -
brought ‘up in that way, I tell you I wil ‘not ! Have I not
explained that I was desperate ¥-he'said in an excited voice.
¢ What are one or two-miserable crews to- the delicate life of
my beautiful child - And: the men had their chances, too, in
spite of my lure.” Does not every storm threaten them with
deathly force ? Wait until you are tempted, betore you judge
me, boy. But shall T tell. you the whole? Listen, then. .
Those wretks were the greatest sacrifices, the most bitter tasks-
of my hard life, the nearest approach I have yet made to the.
expiation.. Do you suppese I wished to drown the men? Do
" you suppose I did not know the greatness of the crime? Ab, .
I knew it only too well, and yet I sailed out and did the deed ! ..
It was for her,—to keep her from suffering; so I sacrificed
myself unflinchingly. I would murder a thousand men in cold
blood, and bear the thousand additional punishments without
a murmur throughout a thousand ages of eternity, to keep my
darling safe and warm. Do you not see that the whole was a
self-immolation, the greatest, the most complete I .could make !
T vowed to keep my. darling tenderly. I have kept my vow; |
see that you keep yours.) P : : '

. The voice ceased, the story was told, and the teller gome.
The curtain over the past was never lifted again ; but often, in
after years, Waring thought of this strange life and its stranger
philosophy.. He could never judge them. Can we?

The pext day the talk turned upon Silver. . I know you
love her,’ said the old man, ‘but how much ¥~
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.~ “Does it need the asking 7 answered Waring with a short
- laugh ; ‘am I not giving up my name, my life, into her hands ¥
“You could not give them into hands more. pure.’ e

‘1 know it ; I am content. And yet, I sacrifice something,’

- rveplied the young man, thinking of his home, his family, his

friends. : L B
- Qld Fog looked at him. ‘Do you hesitate ¥ he said, break-

ing the pause. . T '

¢ Of course I do not ; why do you ask ? replied ‘Waring, ir-
_ritably. ¢ But some things may be pardoned, I think,in a case
-~ like mine.’ R , I ‘
¢1 pardon them.” , : .
., ‘1 can teach hes; of course, and a, year or so among cultivat-
ed people will work wonders ; I think I shall take her abroad,
. first. How soon did you say we could go¥ = . ‘

- ¢ The ico is moving: - There will be vessels through the straits
in two or three weeks,’ replied Fog. His voice shook. War-
.~ ing looked wup; the old man was weeping. ¢ Forgive me, he .
" said brokenly, ¢ but the little girl is very dear to me.”

- 'The younger man was touched. ¢ She shall be as dear to me
as she has been to you,” he said ; “do not fear. My love is
proved by the very struggle I have made againstit. I venture
to say no man ever fought bharder against himself than I have
in this old castle of y6urs.. I kept that Titiax picture asa
countercharm. It resembles a woman who, at a word, will
give me herself and her fortune,— a woman high in the culti-
vated circles of cities both here and abroad, beautiful, accom-
‘plished, a queen in her little.sphere. But all was useless:
‘That long night in the snow, when I crawled backwards and
forwards to keep myself from freezing, it came to me with
power that the whole of earth and all its gifts compared not -
~with this love. Old man, she will be happy with me.’ '

¢I know it.’ - - S , o

- “Did you foresee this end ¥ asked Waring after a while, -
" watching, as he spoke, the expression of the face before him.
~ He could not rid himself of the belief that the old man had laid

his plans deftly. . ) o

‘ 1 could only hope for it I saw that she loved you.”
- ¢ Well, well,’ sdid the younger man magnanimously, ‘it was na-
© ‘tural, after all. Your expiation hgs ended better than you
- hoped; ?for the little orphan child you have reared has found a -
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" home and friends, and you yourself need work no more. Choose
your abode here or anywhere else in the West, and I will see
that you are comfortable.’ '
¢ I will stay on here.’ : o C

. ‘“Asyou please. Silver will not forget you ; she will write

often. I think I will go first up the Rhine and then into Swit-
zerland,’ continued Waring; going back to himself and his plans -
- with the matter-of-coursé egotism of youth and love. And old
Fog listened. . B o .

.What need to picture the love-scene that followed? The
next morning a strong hand knocked at.the door of the flower~ -
. room, and the shy little maiden within had her first lesson in
love, or rather in its expression, while all the blossoms listened -
and the birds looked on approvingly: To do him justice, War-~

' ing was ab humble suitor when alone with her; she was so ~ = _

- fair, so pure, so utterly ignorant of the world and of life, that
- he felt himself unworthy, and bowed his-head. But the mood
passed, dnd Silver liked him better when the old self-assertion

_ and quick tone of command came uppermost again. She knew
not good from eyil, she could not analyze the feeling in her
heart ; but she loved this stranger, this master, with the whole
of her being. Jarvis Waring knew good from evil (more of-
the latter knew he than of the former), he comprehended and
analyzed fully the feeling that possessed him ; but, man of the
world as he was, be loved this little water-maiden, this fair

pagan, this strange isolated girl, with the whole force of his ’

nature. ¢ Silver,’ he said to her, seriously enough, ‘do you
know how much I love you? I am afraid to think what life
would seem without you.” - | :

¢ Why think of -it, then, since I.am here ? replied Silver.
.- “Do you know, Jarvis, I. think if I had not loved you so

much, you would not have loved me, and thén—it would bhave
been—that is, I mean—it would have been different—" She -
paused ; unused to reasoning or to anything like argument, her
own words seemed to bewilder her. ' '

Waring laughed, but soon grew serious.again. °Silver,’ he
said, taking her into his arms, ‘are you sure that you can love
me as T crave ¥ (For he seemed at times tormented by the

doubt as to whether she was anything more than a beautifub.. .- .

child) He held her closely and would not let her go, compel-
ling her to meet ‘his ardent eyes. A change came over the
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girl, a sudden red flashed up into her temples and down into

her white throat. She drew herself impetuously away from

her lover's arms and fled from the room. ‘I am not sure but
-that she'is a water-sprite, after all,” grumbled Waring, as he
" followed her. But it was a pleasure now to grumble and pre-
- tend to doubt, since from that moment he was sure.

- The next morning Fog seemed unusually cheerful. ‘

- ¢No wonder,’ thought Waring. But the character of bene-
“factor pleased him, and he appeared in it constantly. :

¢ 'We must have the old eastle more comfortable; I will try

“to send up some furniture from below, he remarked, while
pacing to and fro in the evening. ’ *

¢Is 't it comfortable now ¥ said Silver. ~¢Tam sure I always

thought this room beautiful.’ _ »

. <What, this clumsy imitation of a second-class Western stea-
 mer? -Child, it is hideous ! *- e
~¢Ts it ¥ said Silver, looking around in innocent surprise,

-while Fog listened in silence. - Hours of patient labor and risks

not a few over the stormy lake were associated with each one
.of the articles Waring so cavalierly condemned. ' '

Then it was, ¢ How you do look, old gentleman ! "I must -

really send you up some new clothes.—Silver, how have.you
‘been able to endure such shabby rags so long ¥ .

.« T do not know,—I never noticed ;. it'was always just papa,
you know,’ replied Silver, her blue eyes ‘resting on the old man’s
<clothes with a new and perplexed ‘attention. N .
- . But Fog bore himself cheerily. ¢ He is right, Silver,” he said,

¢1 am shabby indeed. But when you go out into the world, .

you will soon forget it
¢ Yes,’ said Silver, tranquilly. -

“The days flew by and the ice moved out. This is the phx;as/ei/‘

that is always used along the lakes. The ice ¢ moves-out’ of

.every harbor from Ogdensburg to Duluth. You can see the

" great white. floes drift away into the horizon, and the question

‘comes, Where do they go? - Do they meet out there the coun-

- ter floes from the Canada side, and then do they all join hands’

.and sink at a givensignal to the bottom? Certainly, there is
‘pothing melting in the mood of the raw spring winds and cloud-
. &d skies. LT - o

s What are. your plans ?’ asked old Fog, abmpﬂy, .one morn-~-

P |
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ing when the gulls ] hat%ﬁown out to sea, and the fog came sbeal-
ing up from the south. - #

¢ For what ?

¢ For the marriage.’ ' ‘

-« Aha ! thought ,Waring, with a smile of. covert amusement
“he isin a hurry to secure the ‘prize, is he? The sharp old
fellow ' Aloud he said, ‘I thought we would all three sail
over to Mackinac ; and there we could be -married, Bilver and
1, by the fort cha.plam, and take the first Buffalo: steamer ; you
could return here at your leisure.’ . .

‘ Would it not be a better plan to brmg a clergyman here,
and then you two could sail without me? I am not as strong
as I was; T feel that I cannot bear— I mean that you had
better go without me.’ '

" ¢As you please ; I thouoht it would be a dhange for you, that
was all,”:

T wonld only proiong-— No, T thmk if you are wﬂlmg
we will have the marriage here, and then yau can sail immedi-
ately.®

¢ Very well ; but I did not suppose you would be in such
‘haite to- part with Silver;’ said Waring, unable to resist show-
ing his comprehension of what he considered the manamuvres of
‘the old;man; ' Then, waiving further discussion,— And where
shall we find a clergyman ? he asked.

¢ There is one over on Beaver.’ .

¢ He must be a singular sort of a divine to. be living there.

‘He is ; -a strayed .spirit, as it .were, but a genuine
clerbyma.n of the Presbyterian church, none the less. T never
-knew exactly what he represented there, but I think he ea.me ,
out originally a sort of missionary.’ L

¢To the Mormons,” said Waring, lautrhmg, for he had heard
. old Fog téll many a story of the Latter-Day Saints, who had
on Beaver Island ab that time their most Eastern settlement.
i2.¢ No;.to the Indians.—sent out by some:of those New Eng-
land socletles, you know. When he reached the.islands, he
found the Indians mostly gone, and those who remained
were all Roman Catholics. - But he settled down, farmed a little -
hunted a httle, fished a little, and held a service all by himseff
occasionally in an old 100-house, just often enough to draw his ™

salary and to.write up in his semiannual reports /He is n'ta -

. bad - sortofa.ma.nmhxsway

e
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¢ And how’ does he get on with the Mormons ¥
- ¢ Excellently. - He Jets them talk, and sells them ﬁsh and
shuts his eyes to everything else.”
“¢'What is his name ?

- ¢ Well, over there they ca].l him the Prea.cher pnmclpaﬂy be-
" cause he does not preack, I suppose. It isa way they have -
over on Beaver'to ca.ll people nzmes ; they eall me Behever

© ¢ Believer ¥
¢ Ym, because I believe nothmg ; at least so. ﬂwy
think.’

. A few days“later, out they smled over the freed water,
around the point, through the sedge-gate growing green again,
across the channelled marsh, and out towards the Beavers,—
~-Fog and Warmg, armed as if for a fora.y
‘ Wh asked Waring. i
‘It’s sa.fer the Mormons are a queer lot,” was the reply. - .
“When they eame in: sight of the. mlands the: younger man
scanned them curiously. Some yedrs later an expedition com-
posed of exasperated crews of lake schooners, exasperated fish
ermen, exasperated mainland settlers, sailed westward through
the straits bound for thesé istands, armed to the teeth and deter-
mined upon véxgeance and slauuhter False lights, stolen

- mets, and stolen wives were their grievances ; and pg a.tdcommg
from the general” government; then as mow sofely perplexed
~over ‘the Mormon problem, they téok justicé inte. their own

o hands-and sailed bravely out, with the st.ars and stripes float-

ing from. the mast of their flag-ship; —an old scow impressed

for military service. But this was later ; and when Fog and

Waring came schdding imto the harbor, the wild little village

existed in all its pnstme outlawry, a cxty of refuge for the flot-

. sam vagabondage of the lower lakes. -

% ¢ Perhaps he will not come with us,” suggested Wa.rmg

¢ I have thought of that, but it' need not delay us long,’ re-
plied Fog; ¢ wé can kidpap:him.’

“Kidnap kim ¥ -~

“Yes? he is but a Sma,ll chap, said the old man tra.nqmlly .

They fastened their boat to.the log-doek, and sta.rt,ed sshore.
‘The houses of the settlemert sn-a,ggled m-eg\xlarly along the

Jbeach and inland towards the fields where fine €rops were raised »
by the Sdints, who had made here, as is their custom every_ B

" where, a garden in the wﬂdemess the only defence “was sitmi-




ple but strong,—an earthwor on one of the white _séhd—hills .

- back of the village, over whose rampart peeped fwo small can-

non, commanding the hafbor. Once on shore, however, a foe

found only a living rafpart of flesh and blood, as reckless a set
of villains as New 'World history can produce. But: this ram-
part only came together in times of danger ; ordinary visitors,
coming by pwos and threes, they welcomed or murdered as they
saw fit, or‘according to the probable contents of their pockets,
each man for himself and his family. Some of these patriarchal.

gentlemen glared from.:their windows at Fog and Waring as .

hey pa.sseﬂb" along ; butrthe worn clothes not promising much,
they simply invited them to dinner ; they liked to hear the
news, when there was nothing else going on. Old Fog excused -
himself. They had business, he said, with the Preacher ; was
be at home ?. - '

"He was; had anything been sent to Inm from -the East, - -

- —any clothes, now, for the Indians? : .
~-Old Fog had heard something of a box at Mackinac, waiting

for & schooner to bring it over. He was glad it was on the .

way, it would be of so much use to the Indians,—they wore so
many clothes.” A [ o
- The patriarchs grinned, and allowed the two to pass on.

‘Waring had gazed within,-meanwhile, and discovered the plural
wives, more or less good-looking, generally less ; they did not

seem unhappy, however, not so much as many a single one *
he had ‘met in indre luxurious homes, and he said to lLimself, - -

* Women of the lower class are much better and happier when
well curbed.” It did not oceur to him that possibly the evil
- temnipers of men of the lower class are made more endurable by

‘& system of co-operation ; ane reed bends, breaks, and dies, but '_/

_ten reeds together can endure. : , ;
~ The Preacher was at.home on the outskirts,—a little man/
round and rosy; with black eyes and a cheery voice. He was
attired entirely in blanket-cloth, baggy trousers and a long

_ blouse, so that he looked not unlike a Turkish Santa Claus,

Oriental as to under, and arctic as to upper rigging. ¢ Are you

a elergyman ¥ said Waring, inspecting him with curious eyes.:
- ‘If you doubt it, Jook at this,’ said the little man ; and he

brought out a clerical suit of limp black cloth, and a ministerial

hat much the worse for wear. These arficles he suspended from = . -
" anail, 50 that they looked as if a very poor lean divine had = "
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hunghimself there. Thenhesatdown, and took histurnat stanng :
¢I do not bury the dead,’ he remarked after a moment, as-if .
convinced that the two shabby hunters before him could have
10 other errand.

 Waring was about to explam, but old Fog stopped him with
4 glance. ¢ You are to come with us, sir,’ he said courteousty ;

‘you will be well treated well pald and returned in a few ° A

days
¢ Come with you ! Where 7.
¢ Never mind where ; will you come ¥
¢ No, said the little blanket-man, stoutly.
In an instant Fog had tripped him up, seized a sheet and
blanket - from the bed, bound his hands and feet with one, and
wrapped him in the other. Now, then,” he said shouldering
the load, ¢ open the door.’ o .

¢ But the Mormons,” objected Waring. B

€0, they like a -joke, they will only laugh ! But if, by any
chanee, they show fight, fire at once,’ replied the old man, lead- .
ing the way. Waring followed, his mind anything but easy ;

- it seemed to him like running the gantlet. He held his pistols

ready, and. glanced furtively around as they skirted: the town

and turned down towards the beach, ‘If any noise is made,- -l

Fog had remarked, ‘I shall know what to do.”

Whereupon the captive swallowed down his wrath and
‘good deal of woollen fuzz, and kept silence. He was no coward,
this little Preacher. - He held his own manfully on the Bea,-
vers ; but no one had ever carried him off in a blanket before.
So he siléntly considered the situation. e

When near the boat they came upon more patriarchs. . ¢ Put

. & bold face on it,’ murmured old Fog. ‘Whom do you suppose
_ we have here ? he began, as they a,pproa,ched. ¢ Nothing less

.. than your 11rttle Preacher ‘we want to borrow him for a few

days.’ ,
The patriarchs stared. o
¢ Don’t you believe it ?—Spea.k up, Preacher are you bemg :

_ carried off ¥

No answer. '
- “You had better speak said Fog, jocosely, at the same time.

" . giving-his captive a warning touch with his elbow.

~ The Preacher had revolved the situation rapidly, and per- -
. ceived that i in any contest his round body would memtably suf-:
. . . i‘i .
: ‘k
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fer from friend and foe alike. He was not even sure but that
he would be used as a missile, a sort of ponderous pillow swung
at one end. So he replied briskly, ¢ Yes, I am being carried
as you see, dear breth¥en ; I don’t care about ing to-day.’.
The patriarchs laughed, and followed on to the boat, laugh-
ing still more when Fog gayly tossed in his load of blanket,
and they could hear the little man growl as he came down.
‘I say, though, when are you going to bring him back, Belie-
‘ver ¥ said one. : - ' L
¢In a few days,” replied Fog, setting sail. o :
Away they flew ; and, when out of harbor, the captive was
released, and Waring told him what was required. -
© . ‘Why did n’t you say so before ¥ said the little blanket-man ; -
“pothing I like better than a wedding, and a drop of punch
- afterwards.’ : S ' -
- His task over, Fog relapsed into silence ; but Waring, curi-
- ous,’asked many a question about the island and its inhabit-
-ants. The Preacher responded treely in all things, save when

. the talk glided t06 near himself. The Mormons were not so -

bad, he thought ; they had their faults, of course, but you must
take them on the right side. » _ .

- “ Have they a right side ¥ asked Waring. . R '
- ©At least they have n't a rasping, mean, cold, starving, bony,
freezing, ‘busy-bodying side,’ was the reply, delivered energeti-
cally ; whereat Waring concluded the little man had had his -
own page of histery back somewhere among the decorous New

England hills. : : ' '
Before they came to the marsh they blindfolded their guest}
and did not remove the bandage until he was sefely within the
long room of the castle.. Silver met them, radiant in the fire-
light. = - - o .
g Heaven grant you its blessing, maiden,’ said the Preacher,
becoming Biblical at ence. He meant it, however, for he sat
* . gazing at her long with moistened eyes, forgetful even of the

good clieer on the table ; a gleam from his far-back youth came”

© to him,: a -snow-drop that. bloomed and died in bleak New,_
- - Hampshire long, long before. - - . S
The wedding was in the early morning. - Old Foghad hur- -
" ried it, hurried everything ; he'seemed driven by a spirit of
unrest; and wandered from placé to place, from room to room,

* his eyes fixed in a vacant way upon the familiar objects.. At~
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the last moment he appeared with a prayer-book, ita lettering:
old, its cover tarnished. -‘Have you any objection to using.
- the Episcopa! service  he asked in a low tone. ‘I—I have: -
‘heard the Episcapal service.’ Co ot -
¢ None in the world,” replied the affable little Preacher. -
. But he too grew sober and even earnest as Silver.appeared,
clad in white, her dress and hair wreathed with. the trailing;
arbutus, the first flower of spring, plucked from under the van-
-ishing snows. So- beautiful her face, so heavenly its expres:
sion, that Waring as he took her hand, felt his eyes grow dim, .
and he vowed to himself to cherish her with tenderest love for-
ever. . ) T P R
‘ We are gathered together here in the sight of God; began
the Preacher solemaly ; old Fog, standing behind, shrank into
* the shadow, and bowed his head upon his hands. But when

this man ¥ he stepped forward, and. gave away his child with-:
-out a tear, nay, with even s smile on his brave old:face; = .
- “To love, cherish, and to obey,’ repeated Silver in her elear
sweet voice. . T .
And then Waring placed upon hev finger. the little ring he
himself had carved out-of ‘wood, . ¢ It shall never be changed,’
he said, ‘but coated over with heavy gold, just as it is.”. .

- Old Orange, radiant with happiness, stood near, and served
as a’foil for the bridal white. R TP VU T
-1t was over ; but they were not to start until noan. = - ...

‘ Fog put the Preacher almost forcibly into the, boat and sail-
_ ed away with him, blindfolded and lamenting. Cee '
~ ‘The wedding feast,’ he cried, ‘ and the punch ! You are a;
fine.host, old gentleman,’ : : : .

the demand came,’  Who gjveth this woman:to be married to

Everything is here, packed in those baskets. I have even’ =

i given you two fine dogs: - And there is your fee. - I shall take
8 you insight of the Beavers, and then put you into the skiff
~and leave you to row over alone. The weather is fine, you.can.
reach there.to-moryow.! - - . T TS e
Remenstrance died away before the bag of money ; old Fog:
had given his all for his darling’s marriagefee. . ¢
no farther use for it,’ he thought, mechanically, . .-, = "
So the little. blankét-man paddled-away in. his skiff with his
* share of the wedding-feast beside him ; the two dogs went. with:
_him, and became good Mormons. -~ ..

Lshall have ' .




fastened the sedg&éte open for- the ‘;)qt-going craft, Si’IV ;
timid and happy, stood on the balcony 45 he approached - the -
castle, . B

“Itis time to start,’ said the Impatient bridegroom. - ¢ Hoy
long you have been, Fog 1 S S
eold man made 10 answer, but busjed himself arranoin:
the beat ;. the voyage to Mackinae would. last’ two or three =
days, and be had Provided every passible comfart for their lig- -

tle camps .on ; hore,
" “Come,’ said Waring, from below, . T
: - Then the father went up 10 say good by, Silver flung her-
arms around his neck and burgt into tears, ‘ Father, father,’
she sobbed, ‘must T Jeave you?- O father, father ¢ o
- He soothed her gently ; but something in the eXpression of-
- his calm, pallid face touched the deeper foelj
. ing woman, and she clung to him desperately, realizing,
‘baps, a¢ this last moment, how great was his lowe for her, how
* great his desolatian, Waring had joined them on the balcony..
He bore with her awhile and tried to calm hey grief; but the .-
girl turned from him angd clung to the old ;.d
though she saw at last how she had robbed him, I cannat
leave him thus,” she sobbed 5“ O father, father 1 - o .

Silver, and you musi come with me
with me, darling ? he added,-}]is voi

- “Not my father r said the girl =~ Her -arms fell, and she stood:

. and ber darling ‘with - African mamanaries
Point was soon rounded, the boat gome. . . . .

‘ Théf’nigbt, when' the soft spnng moonhght lay over the

7
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Wwater, a sail- came gliding back to-the castle, and a shape flew
up the ladder ; it was the bride of the morning. - .~
-+ ¢ O father, father, I could not leave you so, I made him bring

" me back, if only for a few days! O father, father ! for.you

are my father, the only father I-can ever know,—and so kind
and good ! . ) . T C

- In the gloom she knelt--‘by ‘his bedéide;, and hér a.rmsw’ere o

around-hismeck. Waring came in afterwards, silent:and annoy-
ed, yet not unkind. - He stirred. the dying brands intd a flame.
¢ What is this ¥ he said, starting, as the light :fell across the
pillow. : I IR IR PR A
P It is nothing," replied Fog, and his voice sounded far awiy ;
“I am an old man, children, and all is well.” . @ -. o
- - They watched him through the dawning, through the lovely .
. day, through the sunset, Waring repentant, Silver absorbed in .
his every bréath ; she lavished upon him now all the weslth of
love her unconscious years had gathered.  .Orange seemed to
. agree with: her master that all was well. She eame and went,
*- but not sadly, and erooned to herself some strange African tune -
that rose and. fell more like a chant of triumph than a dirge.
She was doing hér part, according to her light, to ease the going
of the soul out:of this world.. - . S S,
~ Grayer grew the worn face, fainter the voice, colder the
shrivelled old hands in the girl’s fond clasp. . - S
¢ Jarvis, Jarvis, what'is this ¥ she' murmured; fearfully.-
- Waring came to her side and put his strong arm around her.
© ¢ My little wife,’ he said, ¢ this is.Death..- -But do not fear.’
- And then he told her the story of the Cross ; and, as it came
. to her a revelation, so, in the telling, it became to him, for the
“first time, a belief.  * ' . s
- Old Fog told them to;bury him out.in deep water, as he had
buried the others ; and‘thenhe lay placid, a great happiness
shining in his eyes, S el L
.+ “It 18 well) he said, “and God is very good to me. - Life.
would have been hard without you, darling. . ‘Something seem-
ed to-give way when you said good by; but:now that I am -
called; it is sweet to know that you are happy, and sweeter still
to think that you came back to me at the last. Bekind to her, -
- Waring. ' T4know you love her; but guard her tenderly,—she :
“is but frail.' I die content, my -child, quite content ; do ‘not -
grieve for me.’ . : S . S
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Then, as the light fageq from his eyes, he folded hig hands.

“Is it expiated, O God 9 Is it expiated 7 he murmured.
Te Was no answer for him on earth,

~ They buried him g he had directed, and then they sailed
away, taking the old black with them, The castle wag: Jefs
bloomed Summer, and the

i avely through the long winter,
in and the Water entered. The

S 1ak »and wave their gray draperies
; but the sedge-gate is gone, and.




Ko X

Before the war for the Wnion, in the times of the old army,
there had been peace throughout ‘the country for thirteen years.
Regiments existed ih their officers, but.the ranks were thin,
—the more so the better, since the United States possessed few
forts and seemed in chronic embarrassment over her military

children, owing to the ﬂymg foot-ball of pubhc opinion, now

¢ standing army pro,’ now ‘ standing army con, with more or
less allusion to the much-enduring “Cemesar and his legions, the
ever-present. ghost of the pohtlcal arena.

In those days the few forts were full and much state was
kept up; the officers were all graduates of West Poiat, and
their wives graduates of the ﬁrst families. They prided them-.

. selves upon their antecedents ; and if there: "was any aristoeracy
. in the country, it was in the cu'cles of army life.

Those were pleasant days,—pleasant for the old soldiers who
were resting after Mexico,—pleasant for young soldiers destin-
ed to die on the plains of Gettysburg or the cloudy heights of
Lookout Mountain. There was an esprit de corps in the little

‘band, a dignity of bearing, and a ceremonious state, lost in the
great struggle which came afterward. - That great struggle now
lies ten years back ; yet, to-day, when' the silver-haired veter-
ans meet, they pass it over as a thmc of the present,.and go
back to the times of the ¢ old army.’
v Up in the northern straits, between blue Lake Huron, with
itg'clear air, and gray Lake Mwhlo'a.n with its silver fogs, lies
the bold island of Mackinac. ' Clustered along the heach, which
. runs-around its half-moon harbor, are the houses of the old’
French village, nestling at the foot of the cliff rising behmd
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e little white fort, the stars and stnpes floats

-'ing above it against the deep blue sky. Beyond, on all sides,

away, cliffs finishing it abruptly, save one

of the island, three miles distant, where

'1812. That is the whole of Maekinae.

i ze sufficiency of its own ; it satisfies ;

all who ha,ve lived there feel it. The island hasa , wild beauty

; all who have lived there love it.

, along the aisles of its pme-tvees,

the g gay company of its maples, there is companionship. - On

its bald northern cliffs, bathed in sunshine and swept by the
pure breeze, there is exhilaration. Many there are, bearing .

~ the burden and . heat of the day; who look back to the island

with the tears that-rise but do not\fal] the sadden lon‘rmg des- -
Ly’

- pondency that comes occasionally “to all, when the tired heart -
cries out, ‘O, to escape, to flee a,ws?r far far away, and be at
rest ! '
. In 1856 Fort Mackmac held a ajor, a captain, three lieu-
tenants, a chaplain, and a surgeon, besides those suberdinate
officers who wear stripes on their sleeves, and whose rank and -
. dnties are mysteries to the uninitiated. The force for this ars - -

. ray of.commanders was small, less than a eompany ; but what
it lacked in quantity it made up in quality, owing to the con-

tinual drilling it received.

The days were long at Fort Mackinac; happy theught* dnll
the men. So when the major had ﬁmshed the captain began,
and each lieutenant was watching his chance. Much state was‘;
kept up also. Whenever the major appeared, ¢ Commanding
officer ; guard, present arms,’ was called down-the line of men.
. on dnty, and the gnard hastened to obey, the major ac]mowiedg—

_ing-the salute with tiff precision. By day and by might senti-
nels paced the walls. True, the walls were crumbling, and the
whole force: was constantly engaged in propping. them up, but

‘none the less did the sentinels pace with dignity. - 'What was. .

it to the captain if, ‘while ke sternly inspeeted. the muskets in
the block-house, the Leutensnt, with a detail of ‘men, was hard
. at work strengthening its underpinning? None the less did he
jmspeet.. The sally-port, mended but impesing; the flag-staff
-with its fair-weather and- storm flags ;- the frowning iron grat- -
ing ; the sidling white causeway, constantly falling' down and -
‘a8 constantly repalred :which led up to the maln entmnee the.




60 JEAN/NJEME

“well-preserved old cannon,—all showed a strict military rile.
When the men were not drilling they were propping”up the
fort and when they were not propping up the fort they were
drilling. In the early days, the days of the first American
oomma.nders, military roads had been made through the forest,
—roads even now.smooth and solid, although trees of a second -
growth meet overhead. But that waswhen the fort was young
and. stood firmly on'its legs. In 1856 there was no time for
road-making, for when military duty was over there was-always -
more or less mending to keep the whole fortification from shd-“
ing down hill into the lake. _

On Sunday there was service in the little chapel an upper

- Y00Mm OV king the inside parade-ground. Here the kindly
Episcopal /chaplam read the chapters about Balaam and Balak,

. and a,lw;a,ys made the same impressive pause after ‘Let me die
the desth.of the righteous, and let my last end be like his.’

- (Dear old man! he has gone. Would' that our last end might
indeed be like his!) Not that the chaplain confined his read-
ing to the Book of Numbers ; but as those chapters are appoint-
.ed for the August Sundays, and as it was in August that the
summer visitors came to Mackinac, the little chapel is in many
minds. assocxated with the patient Balak, his seven altars, and
his seven rams. -

There was state and discipline in the fort even on Sundays ;
bugle-playing marshalled the congregation in, bugle-playmg'
marshalled them out. If the sermon was not finished, so much
the worse for the sermon, but it made no difference to the bugle ;
at a given.moment it sounded, and out marched all the soldiers,
drowning the peor chaplain’s hurrym° -voice with their tramp
down the stairs. The officers attended service in full uniform,
sitting erect and dignified in the front seats. We used to smile

‘at the grand air they had, from the stately gray-haired major
down to the youngest lieutenant fregh from the Point.. - But.
brave hearts were  beating under those fine uniforms ; and when
the great struggle came, one and all died on the field in the
front of the battle. Over the grave of the commandmg officer

. is inscribed, ¢ Major-General,’ over ‘the captain’s is ¢ Brigadier,” =~
‘and over each young heutenant is *Colonel.’ . They gained

. their promotion in death. |

-~ 1 spent many months at Fort Mackinac with A_rclue .Arclne o

-~ wasmy nephew, a young heutena.nt. “In the short, bnght sum-
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ner came the visitors from below
+ . “below’ in islanq Vernacular, In th

: our quarters, I found my little Parlor already
occupied. ' Jeannette was there, petite J. eanneton, . the fighe

yes looking out
black lashes and brows ; a fair white skin, neither the - roge.
white of the blonde nor the cream-white of the Oriental brup. :
ette ; arounded form with small hands

ed'beauties of three nationalities,

and feet, showed the mix-
Yes, there could be no doubt

skirt of mititary blue, Indian leggins and moceasing, a red
j tle red cap embroidered with beads. - Th,
braids of her hair hung hown her back, antl on the loy

* - alarge blanket-mant]e lined with fox-skins and ornamented

myself an awkward scholar, o

¢ Bonjou,’ madame, she said, in her patois of broken Engli

-and degenerate French, ¢ Pretty here.’ ‘

My little parlor had rpet, a hearth-fire of

.8reat logs; Turkey-red curtains, a, lounge and arm-chair covered
i i i cracked walls, and a number

‘ 2 he.door opened, and our surgeon came in,
Pausing to.warm his hands before going up to his room in the
attic. " A taciturn man was our surgeon, Rodney Prescott, not
popular in the merry garrison circle, but a favorite of mine ;
‘the Puritan;, the Néw—EngIander, the Bostonian, were ag plainly
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wnbten upon his face as the French and Indlan were written

* upon Jeannette..

¢Sit down, Doctor,’ [ said,
"He took a seat and watched us carelessly, now and then
smiling at Jeaunette’s ehatter as a giant might smile upon a

. pygmy. I could see ‘that the child was putting on all her lit-

tle airs to attract his attention ; now the long lashes syept the
cheeks, now they were raised suddenly, disclosing the unexpect-
ed blue eyes : the little moccasined féet must be warmed on the
fonder, the braids must be swept back with’an impatient move-
ment of the hand and shoulder, and now and then there was a
coquettish areh of the red'lips, less tha.n a pout, what she her-

- gelf would have called ¢ une p'tite mowe.” Our surgeon watched

this pantomune unmoved.
- ‘Is n't she'beautiful ¥ I said, when, at the expiration of the
hour, Jeannette- dasappeared wra.pped in her mantle.

¢ No ; not to my eyes.’

¢ Why, what more can you require, Doctor Look at her
rich coloring, her hair—"

¢ There is no mind in her faoe, Mrs. Corlyne.” »

¢ But slhie is still a child.’ _
. She will always be a child ; she will never mature,’ answered
our surgeon, going up the steep stairs to his roow above.

Jeannette came regularly, and one morning, tived of the bead-
work, I proposed teaching her to read. She consented, although

. not. mthout an incentive in the form of shillings ; but however

ed, my scholar gave to the long winter a new interest.
g‘;:anleamed readily ; but as there was no foundation, I was
obliged to commence with A, B, C.

"¢ Why not teach her to “co0k 7 suggested the major’s fau'
young wife, whose life was spent in hopeless labors with Indian
servants, who, sooner or later, ran away in the night w1t;h

spoons ‘and the family apparel.

“ Wiy uot teach her to sew ? said Madame Cap’ain, wearily
raising her eyes from the pile of small garments before her.

¢ Why not have her up for one of our sociables? hazarded
our most dashing lieutenant, twirling his moustache.
- ¢ Frederick ! exclaimed lns wife, in a tone of horror : she was.
aristocratic, but sharp in outlines.

*Why not bring her into the church? Those French balf-
breeds are little better than heathen,’ said the chapla.m.
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- Thus the high autherities disappreved of my educational ef- -
forts. I related their comments to Archie, and added, ‘The -
‘Surgeon isthe oily one who hes said nothing against it.’ :

. “Preseott 1 O, be s too high and mghtyrtanotwea.nybody
much less & half-breed gitk. I never saw such a’ stiff, silent
fellow ; be lobks a8 if he had swallowed all his strmghtlawd
Puritani ancestors. I wish he 'd exehange.

¢ Gently;, Archie—~"

‘0, yes, without doubt ;. eertam]y, and amen ! I knorw you
like him, Aunt Sua.h said my hanm boy—soldzer, ‘laugh- .
ing '

The lessons wemt on. We often saw the Surgeon
study houry,/as the stairway leading to his reom opened out of
the little parlor. Sometimes he would stop awhile and listen
s, J eannetbe slowly read, ¢ The good boy likes hisred top’;
‘Tbegoodgulcanwwa. seam’ ; or watched her awkward at-
tetipts to-write her name, or add a one and a-two. It wasslow
work, but I persevered, if from no other motive than cbstinacy.
Had they not all prophesied a failure - When wearied with
the dull routine, I-gave an oral lesson in poetry. I the rhymes -
were of the chiming, rythmic kind, Jeannette learned rapidly,
catching the verses #s one eatches a tume, and repeating them
with & spirit and dramatic gesture all herown. Her favorite
was Macaulay’s ¢ Ivry.’ Beautiful she looked, as, standing in
the centre of the room, she rolled out the sonorous lines, her-
French accent ngmg a charming foreign colormg to the well- -
known verses :—

4 Now by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of France,
Charge for the golden lilies,—upon them with- the lance !
A thousand spears are striking deep, a thousand spears in rest,
A thousand knights are pressing elose behind the smow-white crest ;
"And in they burst, and on they rushed, while, like a guuhng star,

- Amidst the threkesﬁ ca.rna.ge blazed the lrehneﬁ of Navarre.’

And yet, after all my explanatlons, she.only half understood ]
it ; the ‘knights’ were always ‘nights’ in her mmq, and the
4 thlckest carrage’ was always the ¢ thickest carriage.’

One March day she came at the appointed hour, soon after-
" ‘our noon dinner. The usudl clear winter sky was. clouded,

" and a wind blew the snow from the trees where it had lain-
quietly month after month. * Spnng/ms coming,’ said the old’
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'sergeant that mornmg as he hoisted. the storm- o' 5 it7s get~
ting wildlike” - :

~Jeannette and I went through the lessons, but towards three
" .o'clock a north-wind came sweeping over the Straits and envel-
.oped the "island in a whirling snow-storm, partly eddies of

‘white splinters torn from the ice-bound forest, and partly a new.

fall of round snow pellets careering along on the gale, quite
unlike the soft, feathery flakes of early winter.  ‘You cannot .
-go home now, Jeannette I said, looking out through the lit-
‘tle west window ; our oottage stood back on- the hill, and from
. this side window we could see the Straits, going “down toward
far ‘Waugoschance ; the steep- fort-hill outside the wall ; -the
‘long meadow, once an Indian bunal—place, below ; and beyond )
.on the beach the row of ‘cabins:inhabited by the French fisher-
men, one of them the home of my pupil.. The girl seldom went -
“round the point into the village ; its one street and a half seem-
" ed distasteful to her. - She elimbed the stone-wall on the ridge
behind her cabin, took an Indian trail through the grass in
summer, or struck across on the snow-crust. in wmter, Tan up
“the steep side of the fort-hill like a wild chamois, and came into
the garrison enclosure with a careless nod to the admiring sen-
‘tinel, as she passed undér the rear entrsnce. These French
.- half- breeds like the gypsies, were not without a pride of their
~own. They held themselves aloof from the Irish of Shanty-.
town, the floating sailor Populatlon of the summer, and the
common soldiers of the gairison. They intermarried among
themselves, and held their own revels in their beach-cabins du-
ring the winter, with music from their old violins, dancing and .

" songs, French ballads with a chorus after every two lines,
quaint chansons handed down from voyageur ancestors, Small
respect had they for the little Roman Catholic church beyond
the. old Agency garden; its German priest they refused to
honor ; but, when stately old Father Piret came over to the. .
‘island from his hermitage in the Chenaux, they ran to meet

him, young and old, and paid him reverence with affectionate .
espect. © Father Piret was'a Parisian, and a gentleman ; no- -
*. thing less would suit these far-away sheep in the wlldemess !

-Jeannette Leblanc had all the pride of her class ; the Irish
: saloon—keeper with his shining tall hat, the loud- ta,lkmg mate
of the lake schooner, the trim' sentmel pacmg the.fort walls,
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" were hothing to her, and- this somewhat incongruous hauteur
ve ber the air of a little princess. . . S :

~ On this stormy afternoon the captain’s wife was in my - par-
. lor preparing to return-to her own quarters with some coffee
* she had borrowed. . Hearing my remark she said, ¢ O, the snow
won’t hurt the child, Mrs. Corlyne ; she must be storm-proof,
living down theére on the beach ! . Duncan can take her home.
' Duncan was the orderly, a factotum in the garrison. . .. -
. ¢ Non, said Jeannette, tossing her head proudly as the door
closed behind the lady, ¢ I wish not of Duncan ; I go alone.” . :
- Tt happened that:Archie, my nephew, had goneover to-the - -
. cottage of the.commanding officer to decorate the parlor for
" the military sociable; I knew he would mnot return; and the
-evening stretched out before me in all its long loneliness. Stay,
Jeannette,’ I said. We will have tea together here, and when
the wind goes down, old- Antoine shall go back with you.! . An- .
toine was a ‘French wood-cutter, whose :cabin clung half-way
down the fort-hill like a swallow’smest. > - . T
Jeannette's eyes ‘sparkled ; I had never invited her before ;
in_an instant she had turned the day:into a high festival.
“ Braid hair ? she asked, glancing toward the mirror ;. ¢ faut que . -
je m fasse belle.”: And the long hair came out of its close braids.
enveloping her in its glossy dark waves, while she carefully
smoothed out the bits of red ribbon.that served as fastenings.
At this moment the door opened, and the surgeon, the wind;
.and a puff of snow came in together. - Jeannette looked up,
smiling and’ blushing ; the falling. hair gave a new softness to
her face, and"her eyes were as shy as the eyes of .a wild fawn.
Only . the previous day I had noticed that. Rodney- Prescott
. Tlistened with marked attention to the captain’s cousin, a Vir- .
* ginia lady, as she advanced a theory that Jeannette had negro
- blood in her veins, - ¢ Those quadroon girls often have a certain
~ kind' of plebeian beauty like this pet of yours, Mrs. :Corlyne,’
she said, with a slight sniff of her high-bred, pointed nose. In,
~ vain I exclaimed, in vain I argued ; the garrison ladies' were
all against me, and, in’ their présence; not a man dared come
" to my aid; and the surgeon even added, ‘I wish I could be
.-sure Of’itj ) o S i ' v R ,// - e
“%ue of the megro blood ? I said indignantly.
¢ But Jeannette does not look in the least like a quadroon.;
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<Some of the quadroon girls are very handsomc, Mrs Cor- ‘

. lyne,’ answered the surgeon, coldly.

~ ¢O.yes" said the high-bred Virginia lady. My brother
has a number of them abeut his place, but we do not teach
them to read, I assure youw. -. It spoils them.’
As T looked at Feannette’s besutiful face, her delicate eagle-
proﬁle, her fair skin and light blue eyes, I reealled this.conver-
" sation with vivid indignation. The surgeon, at least, should
be convinced of his mistake. Jeannette had néver looked more
brilliant ; probably the man had never really scanred her fea-
tures,—he was-such a cold, unseeing cresture ; but to-night he
should ‘have a fair opportunity, so I invited’ hlm to join our
storm-bound tea-party. - He hesitated. :
¢ Ah, do, Monsieur Rodénai.’ said Jednnette, sprmgmg for-’
ward.. ‘I sing for you, I dance; but, Ro, you niot like that.
. Bien, 1 tell your fortune then.’ The young:girl loved company.
A party of three, no mattér who the third, was to her mﬁmtely
~ better than two.

The surgeon stayed.

A merry evening we had before the hearth-fire: The wind
howled around the block-house and rattled the flag-staff, and
the snow pellets sounded on the window-panes, giving that .
sense of warm comfort within that comes only with the storm.

- Our servant liad been drafted into service for the military so-

- ciable, and I was to prepare the evening meal myself.

: ‘Nottea said Jeannette, with a wry face ; ¢ tea,—c’est méd-
. ecine/ She had . arranged her bait in fanciful braids, and
now followed me to the kitchen, enjoying the novelty like a
child. ¢ Café 7 she said. ‘O, please, madame ! 7 make it.’.
The little shed kitchen was cold and dreary, éach plank of.
its thin walls rattling in the gale with & dismal ereak ; the
wind blew the smoke down the chimney, and ‘finally it ended
.in our bringing everything into the cosey parler, and using the
hearth fire, where J eannette made coffee and. ba.ked little cakes

- over the coals. .

" The meal over, J. eunnette sang her songs, srttmg on the rug
before the fire,—Le Beéaw. Voyageur, Les Neiges de la Cloche,
‘ballads in Canadian patois sung to minor aus brought over
from France two hundred: years before.

The surgeon sat in the shade of the chlmney piece, “his face
shaded by his hand, and I could not dxsoover whether he saw

-
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,,anytlung to admire in my pmtegee, until, sta.ndmg in the cen-
tre of the room, she gave us“ Ivry’ in glorxous style. Beauti-
ful she looked as she rolled-out the lines ,—

‘And if my standard-bearer fall, .as fall fnll well“he may,—
" For never saw I promise yet of such a bloody fray,—
Press where ye see my white plume shine amidst the rtﬁ'k.s of war,
~. And be your oriflamme to-day the helmet of Navarre.’

- Rodney sat in the full hght now, and I secretly trmmphed
in s rapt attention.

*Something else, Jeannette,’ I said in the pride of my heart.
Instead of repeating anything I had ta.ught her, she began in
French :—

¢ ¢ Marie, enfant, quitte l’onvmge
. ¥oici Petoille du berger.” -
—*‘ Ma maere, un enfant du village
Languxt captif ehez ’etranger ;
Pris sur mer, loin de sa patrie,
11 s’est rendu,—mais le dernier.”
File, file, pauvre Marie, .
Pour secourir le prisonnier ;
File, file, pauvre Marie, .
File, file, pour le prisonnier.

¢4¢Pour lui je filerais moi-meme
Mon enfant,—mais—j’ai ta.nt vieilli 1*
—*‘¢ Envoyez 2 celui que j'aime
; Tout le gain par.moi recueilli.
‘Rose a 53 nece en vain me prie ;—
Dieu ! j’entends le menetrier !”
File, file, pauvre Mane,
Pour secourir le prisonnier ;
File, file, pauvre Marie,
File, ﬁ.le, pour le pnsonmer. )

¢ ¢ Plus pres dn feu file, ma ‘chere ;
La nuit vient de refroidir le temps.”
—*¢Adrien, m’a-t-on dit, ma mere,
Gemit dans des cachots flottants.
8: :lepousge 1a main fletrie
'il-etend vers un pain grossier.”
. .- File, file, pauvreﬂane
Pour secourir le prisonnier ;
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File, file, pauvre Marie, Lo
. File, file pour le pnsonmet ’(a) . e

J eannette repeated these lines mth a pathos 50 real that I
felt a moisture rising in my eyes. = :
" ¢Where did you learn tha.t chlld ?I a.sked‘ ’
¢ Father Piret, madame.”
¢ What is 1t (I _
. ¢ Jen sais’
¢ Tt is Béranger,— The Prisoner of Wa.r, sa.ld Rodney Pres .
cott. ‘But you omitted the last verse, mademoiselle ; may I
ask why ¥ :
" ¢“More sad so,’ answered Ji eannette " Marie she'd;e_n.o;w.g
¢ You wish her to die? - -
¢ Madis ous : she die for love; clest beau./ ...
And there flashed a glance from the girl’s eyes that thrilled
. through me, I scarcely knew why. I looked towards Rodney, -
“but he was back in the shadow aga.m C
The hours passed. ‘I must go, said Jeannebte, drawug
aside the curtain. Clouds were still driving across the sky,
but the snow had ceased falling; and at intervals the moon
shone out over the cold white scene; the March wind con-
tinued on its wild career toward the south. .
" ¢1 will-send for Antoine,’ I said, nsmg, as, Jeannette took
up her fur mantle, - Te—
. ¢The old man is sick, to—day, sald Rodney "¢ It would not
. be safe for him to leave the fire, to-mght I _w111 accompany
" mademoiselle.’ o
Pretty Jeannette shrugged her shoulders. ¢ Mais, monsieur,
she answered, ‘I'go-over the hill” - o
¢ No, child ; not to-night,’ I said- decldedly ¢ The wind is

violent, and ‘the cliff doubly shppely afte1 this 1ee-storm —Go

round through the village.”:
¢ Of course we shall go' through the village,’.said our surgeon,
in his calm authoritative way. They started. But in another

minute I saw. Jeannette fly by the west window, over the wall -

- and across the snowy road, like a spmt disappearing down the
" steep bank, now slippery with glare ice. Another mmute and
Rodney Prescott followed in her trwck o

(a) ‘Le Pnsonmer de Guerr_e, Beranger. -




With bated breath I waihed for the réappearance of. the two
es on the white plain, one hundred and fifty feet.-below ;
the cliff was difficult' at apy time, and now in this ice! | The
-Iaoments seemed very long, and, alarmed, I was on ‘the point -
of ‘arousing the garrison; when I spied the two dark figures on
the snowy plain below, now clear in the moonlight, now lost, in
- the shadow.: I watched. them, for some distance ; then a.cloud A
-came, and. I lost them entirely. - S TR
Rodney did not return, although T sat late before the. dying
fire.: - Thinking over the evening, the idea . came -to, mé/that
Perhaps, after all, he did admire my protégée, and, being a. ro-
mantic 6ld woman, I did not repel the fancy ; it might go'a -
~ Certain distance without-harm, and an idyl is always ¢ ing, -
doubly so to people-cast away.on a desert island. One falls
into-the habit. of studying persons very closely in the. limited
circle of garrison life. WS : G
. - But, the next morning, the major’s wife gave me an account
of the sociable. ¢TIt was very pleasant,’ she said; ¢ Toward
-the last-Dr, Prescott came in, quite unexpectedly. .I.had;no
idea he ‘could . be so agreeable, Augusta can ‘tell you' how
charming he was '~ . C SRCEEE
" Augusta, a young lady cousin, of pale blond complexion,
peutral opinions, and irreproachable manners, smiled primly,
My idyl was crushed! -~ = . L
. The days passed. The winds, the snows, and the high-up
fort remained; the same. Jeannette came and ‘went, and the
hour lengthéned into two: or three ; not that we read much,
but we talked more. OQur surgeon did not: again pass through
the parlor ; he had ordered a rickety stairway on the outside_
wall to be repaired, and we could hear him going up and down
its icy steps as we sat by the hearth-fire. -One day I said to
- him, ¢ My protégée is improving wonderfully, -If she could have
@ complete education, she might take her place with the best in
the Jland.” - = C

*Do.not deceive yourself, Mrd Corlyne,’ he answered. It
is only the shallow" French quickness.’ RN
- “Why do you always judge the child so. harshly, Doctor?

+ -+ ‘Do you take her part, Aunt Sarah? (For sometimes:he _ -

‘uged the title which Archie had made so familiar.) * -

. £ Of course I do, Roduey. A poor, unfriended girl living in
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this remoté place, against a United States surgeon with the best
of Boston behind bim.’
¢ wish you would tell me that every day, Aunt Sarsh,’ was .
the reply I reeeived. It set me musing, but I could ‘make
nothing of it. Troubled without knowing why, I suggested to
Archie that he should endeavor to interest our sirgeon in the
fort gayety ; there was something for every night.in the merry
‘ httle circle,—games, suppers, tableaux, musm, theatnc&}s md

; and the like.. ™

¢ Why, he's in 'the thick of it already, A‘nnt Sarah,’ said my
nephew. -* He's devotmg himself to Miss- Augusl;a, she sings
¢ The Harp that once—' to him every night.,

" (‘ The Harp that once through Tara’s Halls, was Miss Au-

'8 dress- eaong The Major's quarters not beingas

large as the halls aforesaid, the melody was somewha,t over-
powering.
«Q, does she ¥ I thought, net without a sha.de of vexntlon
But the vague anxiety vanished.

The real spring came at last,—the ra.pld vivid spring of
Mackingc. -Almost in a day the ice moved out, the snows
melted, and the northern wild-flowers appeared in the sheltered
glens.  Lessons were at an end, for my scholar was away in '
the green woods. ‘Sometimes she brought me a bunch of flowers ;
but I seldom saw her ; my wild bird had flown back to the
forest.. Wher the gmund was dry and the pine droppings
warmed by ‘the sun, T, too, ventured abroad. - One day, wan-
dering as far as the Arched Raock, ¥ found the surgeon there,
and -together we sat down to rest under the trees, locking off
‘over the blue water flecked with white caps. The Arch is &
natural ‘bridge over a chasm one hundred and . fifty feet a.bove

- the lake,—a fissure in the <M which has fallen away in-a

- ‘hollow, leaving the bridge by itself far out over the water.

This bridge springs upward in the shape of an arch ; it is fifty

feet long, and its width is in some places two feet, in others

only a-few inches,—a narrow, dxzzy pa.thwa.y h&mgxﬁg between
sky and water.

“ People have: crossed 1t Teaid

¢ Only fools,” answered our surgeon, who despmed foolha.rdx
"ness.. ¢ Has:a man nothing better to:do with his life than risk ’
it for the sake of & sﬁiyfeathkethat? T would nét-so much --
as raise my eyes‘\ao see any one cross.’ , :

Y
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“0 yes, you would, Monsieur Rodenai, eried a voice behind -
us. We both turned and caught a glimpse of Jeannette as she
- bounded through the bushes and out to the very centre of

‘the Arch, where she stood balancing herself and laughing
- gayly. Her form was outlined against the sky; the brceze,
swayed her skirt; she seemed hovering over the chasm. I
watched her, mute with fear; a word might cause her to lose
her balance ; but I could not ‘tarn my eyes away, I was fascin-
ated wth the sight. I was not aware that Rodney had left me
-until he, t0o, appeared on the Arch, slowly finding a foothold
for himself and advancing toward the centre. A. fragment of

the rock broke off under his foot and fell in the abyss below.
" ¢Go back, Monmeur Rodenm, cried Jeannette, seemg his
danger. -
e Will you came back toe, Jeannette ? ’

‘Moi? (Pest aut’ chose, ‘answered the g1r1 gayly tossmg her
pretty head.

¢Then I shall come out and earry you back wilfal child,’!
said the surgeen,

A peal of laughter broke from Jcannette as he spoke and then A

‘she began to danece on her point of rock, swinging herself from
side to side, marking the time with a song. I held my breath ;
her dance seemed unearthly ; it was as though she belonged to
the Prinee of the Powers of the Air.

At length the surgeon reached the centre and caught. the
mocking creature in his arms : neither spoke, but I could see
the flash of their eyes as they stood for an instant motionless;
Then they struggled on the narrow footheld and swayed over so
far that I buried my face in my trembling hands, unable to look
at the dreadful end. 'When I opened my eyes again all was
~ still'; the Arch was tenantless, and no sound came from below..

Were they, then, so soon dead? Without a ery? I forced
myself to the brink to look down over the precipice ; but while
T stood there, fearing to look, I heard a dound behind me in the
woods. . It was Jeannette singing a.gay French song. I called -
to her to stop. ¢ How could you? I said severely, for I was
still trembling with agitation.

¢ Ce nest rien, madame. I cross UArche when I had ﬁve.
‘year. Mais; Monsieur Rodenai le Grand, he raise his eye to .
look this time, I think,’ said Jeannette, .a.ubhmb tnumpha.ntly

¢ W'hele is he 7 .




72~ JEANNETIE

Pk On the far side, gone on to Scott’s Pic [Peak]. Féroce; O
_féroce, comme un lowpgarow ! Ak ! Cest Jol; ¢a ' And over-
flowing with the wildest glee the gjrl danced: along through the -
. woods in front of me, now: pausing to look at.something in her -
. band, now laughing, now shouting like a wild creature, until I
Iost sight of her. I went back to the.fort alone.

-For several days I saw nothing of Roduney. When at la.st
we met, I said; That was a wild freak .of Jeannettes at the
Arch’ ™

¢ Planned, to get afew shlllmgs out of us.’ .

“Q Doctor! 1 do mot think she had any such motlve, I
replied, - Tooking . up- deprecatingly into-his. cold scornful eyes.

¢ Are you not .a little sentimental over that ignorant, half-wild

. creature, Aunt Sarah ¥ ,

¢ Well, I said to myself, ¢ perhaps I am !’

The .summnier came, sails -whitened the blue ‘straits agam,
steamers stopped for an hour or two at the island ‘docks, and.
the summer travellers rushed ashore to buy ‘Indian curiosities,’
made by the nuns in Montreal, or to climb breathlessly up the
steep fort-hill to see the pride a.nd panoply.of war. ~ Proud was
‘the. little white fort. in those summer days the sentinels held
themselves stiffly erect, the officers gave up lying on the para- .

" - pet half asleep, the best flag was hoisted daily, and there was’
much bugle-playing and ceremony connected with the evening
- gun, fired from the ramparts at. sunset ; the hotels were full,
the boarding-house keepers were in their ‘annual state of wonder
over the singular taste of these people from ¢below, who
actually preferred a miserable white-fish to:the best of beef
brought up on ice all the way . from Buffalo ! ' There were pic--
nies and walks, and much confusion of historical dates respect-
ing Father Marquette and the u'repress}ble, omnipresent Pon-
tiac. . The officers did much escort. dyty ; their buttons gilded
every scene. - Our quiet surgeon was foremost in evexythmg

‘1 am surpmsed ! "I had no idea Dr: Prescott was 50 gay, -
said the major’s wife. ! :

¢TI should not think of calling ‘him gay, I answered
poe Why, my dear Mrs. Corlyne ! He is going all the. tlme.
Just ask Augusta.”

... Augusta thereupon remarked that somety, t0 a, ceatain extent,
was beneficial ; that she consxdelerl Dr Prescott much 1mp10ved ’

_really, he was now very * nice.’
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. I silently protested against the word. But then I was not a
Bostonian. . TR
+- One bright afternoon I went through the village, round the
zglilnt into. the French quarter, in search of & laundress. The
fishermeni’s cottages faced the-west ; they were low and wide,
not unlike.scows drifted ashore and mooered on the. beach ‘for

, . bouses. The little windows had gay curtains fluttering in the

breeze, and the room within looked. clean and cheery ; the
rough walls were adorned with the spoils of the fresh-water
seas, shells, green stones, agates, spar, and curiously shaped, .
pebbles ; occasionally there was: a. stuffed water-bird, or a
bright-colored print, and always a viclin. Black-eyed children”
- -played in the water which bordered their narrow beach-gardens
and slender women, with shining black hair, stood in their .door- -
ways knitting. I found ‘my laundress, and then went on to
Jeanuette’s home, the last house in the row. - From the mother,
. a Chippewa woman, I learned that Jeannette was with her
French father at:the fishing-grounds off Drummond’s Island.
¢ How long has she been away ¥ I asked. - E S
¢ Veeks four,’ replied the mother, whose knowledge of En- -
glish was confined to the price-list of white-fish and blueberries,
the two articles of her traffic with the boarding-house keepers. .
. ¢ 'When will she return ¥ .. . '
... e W sats) oL . :
. She knifted on, sitting in the sunsbine on her little doorstep,
looking out" over .the western water with tranquil content in.
her beautiful, gentle eyes. . As I walked up the beach I glanced
back several times to see if she had the curiosity to watch me ;.
but no, she still looiied out over the western water. What -
was I to her?. Less than nothing. A whitefish was more. .
A week or two later I strolled out. to the Giant’s Stairway
_ and sat:down in the little rock chapel. There was a picnic 4t -
the Lovers’ Leap, and I had that side of the island to myself.
I was leaning back, half asleep, in the deep shadow, when the
sound: of voices roused e ; a- birch-bark canoe.was passing
close in shore, and. two were in it,—Jeannette and our surgeon.
. I.could not hear their words, but I noticed Rodney’s expression.

as he leaned forward. . Jeannette was paddling slowly ; her - _
cheeks were flushed, and her eyes brilliant. . Another moment, -

-~ and¥ a'poin hid them from my view. I went home troubled;
" “Did you enjoy the picnic, Miss Avgusta ? I said with s -

t
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: sumed carelessness, tha.t evemnz, ‘Dr Presoott was there, ag
msual, I suppose ?, -
- “He was not present, but_the picnic was highly en_]oya.ble,
replied Miss Augusta, in her®even voice and impartial manner,

“The Doctor has not been with us for some days,’ said the
‘major’s wife, archly ; ¢ I suspect he does not like Mr Piper.

Mr Tlper was a portly widower, of sanguine complexion, & .
Chicago produce-dealer, who was- supposed to admire Miss Au-
gasta and was now goimg through a course of ¢ The Harp that
ence.’

i The days of summer flew swiftly by ; the surgeon held

~ |himself aloof ; we scarcely saw him in the garrison circles, and
T no longer met him in my rambles,
| ¢ Jealousy !’ said the major’s wife.

: September eame. The summer visitors fled away homeward

' the re ing ¢ Indian curiosities’ were stored away for another
season ; the hotels were closed, and the forests deserted ; the

bluebells swung unmolested on their heights and the plump Tn- .

dian-pipes| grew in peace in their dark corners. The little
white fort, too, began to assume its winter manners ; the storm-
flag was hoisted ; there .were evening fires upon the broad
hearth-stones ; the chaplain, having finished everything about
Balak, his seven altars and seven rams, was ready for chess-prob-
lems; books and papers were ordered ; stores laid in, and anx-
jous inquiries iade as to the ¢ habits’ of the new mail carrier—
for the mail carrier was the hero of the winter, and if his ¢ hab-
its’ led him to whiskey, there was danger that our precious let-
ters might be dropped all alone the northern curve of Lake
Huron.
Upon this qluet matter-of-course preparation, suddenly, like
a thunderbolt from a clear sky, came orders to leave. ‘The
: whole garrison, officers and men, were ordered to Florida. .
- In a moment all was desolation. . It was like being ordered
into the Valley of the Shadow of Death. . Dense everglades,
swamp-fevers, malaria in the air, poisonous underbrush, and -
venomous reptiles and; insects, and now and then a wily unseen
foe picking off the men, one by one, as they painfully cut out
roads through the thickets,—these were the features of military
life in Flonda at th;tt ‘period. Men who would have marched
boldly to the cinnon’s mouth, officers who would ‘have hea.ded-
a forlorn hope shrank from the deadly mmps.
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Families must be broken up, also; no v}omen, no children,
could go to Florida. There-were tears and the sound of sobbing

in the little white fort, as the poor wives, all young mothers,

hastily packed their few possessions to go back to their fathers’

‘houses, fortunate if they had fathers to receive them. 'The.

husbands went about in silence, too sad for words. Archie

kept up the best courage ; but he was young, and "had no, one
to leave save me. :

The evening of the fatal day—for the orders had come in the

- early dawn—1I was alone in my little parlor, already bare and
desolate with packing-cases. The wind had been rising since
morning, and now blew furiously from the west. . Suddenly
the door burst open and the surgeon entered. - I was shocked
at his appearance, as, pale, haggard, with "disordered hair and
clothing, he sank into a chair, and looked at mé in silence. .
- ¢ Rodney, what is it ¥ 1 said. - i
He did not answer, but still looked at me with that strange
Alarmed, I rose and went toward him, laying my hand
on his shoulder with a motherly touch. I loved the quiet,
gray-eyed youth next after Archie.
¢ What i i, my poor boy ? Can I helpyou ? :
€O Aunt Sarah, perhaps you can, for you know her.’'
¢ Her¥ I repeated, with sinking heart. ‘
‘Yes. Jeannette.” :
¥ sat down and folded my hands; trouble had come, but it
was not what 1 apprehended,—the old story of military life,
love, and desertion ; the ever-present ballad of the ‘ gay young
knight who loves and rides away.’ This was something dif-
- ferent.. v
“ ¢I lave her,—I love her madly, in spite of myself, said

Rodney, pouring forth his words with feverish rapidity. ‘I

know it is an’ infatuation, I know it is utterly unreasomable,
and yet=T love her. I have striven against it, I have fought
-with myself, I have written out elaborate arguments wherein 1
have clearly demonstrated the folly of such an affection, and I
‘have compelled myself to read them over slowly, word for word,
when ‘alone in" my room, and yei—I love her! Ignorant, I

. know she would shame me ; shallow, I know she conld not sat- -
isfy me ; as a wife she would inevitably. drag me down to -

‘misery, and yet—TI love her! I had not been on the island a
week before I saw her, and marked her beauty. . Months before

L4
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you fnvited her to the fort I had become infatuated with her
‘singular loveliness ; but, in some respects, a race of the blood-

royal could not be prouder than these French fishermen. They " -

© .will accept your money, they will cheat you, they will tell you
lies for an extra shilling ; but make one step toward a simple
' acquaintance, and- the door will be shut in your face. They
‘will bow down before you as a customer, but they will not
‘have you for a friend. Thus I found it impossible to reach
Jeannette. I donot say that I tried, for all the time I was
fighting myself ; but I went far enough to see the barriers.
‘It seemed a fatality that you should take a fancy to.her, have
‘her here, and ask me to adiire her,—admiré the face that
haunted me by day and by night, driving me mad with its =
beauty. R el
* ¢TI realized my danger, and called to my aid all the pride of -
.my race. 1 said to my heart, ¢ You shall not love this ignorant -
half-breed to your ruin,, I reasoned with myself, and said, It
“is only because you are isolated on this far-away island. Could -
“you present this girl to your mother? Could she be a com-
“panion for your sisters? I was beginning. to gain a firmer
control over myself, in spite of her presence, when you unfolded

your plan of education. - Fatality again. Instantly a crowd of -

hopes surged up. . The education you began, could I not finish?.
‘She was but young; a few years of careful teaching might

work wonders. Could I not train this forest flower so that it . -

could ‘take its place in the garden? But, when I actually saw

this full-grown woman unable to add the simplest sum or write -

her name correctly, I- was again ashamed of my infatuation.
It is one thing to talk of ignorance, it is another to come face
o face with it. Thus I wavered, at one moment ready to give
- up all for pride, at another to give up-all for love. :
‘ Then came the malicious suggestion of negro blood. Could
it be proved, I was free ; that taint I could not pardon. [And
here, even as the surgeon spoke, I noticed this as the peculiar-
ity of the New England Abolitionist. Theoretically he believed’
in the equality of the-enslaved race, and stood ready to main-
. tain the belief with his life, but practically he héld himself en-
_tirely aloof from them ; the Southern creed and practice were

- the exact reverse.] I made inquiries of Father Piret, who
knows the mixed genealogy of the little French colony as far
.back as the first’ voyageurs of the fur trade, and found—as I,
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-shall Tsay hoped-or feared —that the insinuation was utterly
false. Thus I was thrown back into the old tumult.

‘Then came that evening in this parlor when ‘Jeannette
_ made the coffee and ‘baked little cakes over the coals. Do you
remember the pathos with which she chanted Pile, file, pauvre
Marie ;  File; file, pour le prisonnier ?” Do you remember how
she looked when she repeated ‘Ivry’? -Did that tender pity,
that ringing inspiration come from & dull mind and ‘shallow
heart? I was-avenged of my enforced disdain, my love gave
itself up to delicious hope. -She was capable of education, and’
then—! -1 made a pretext of old Antoine’s cough in order to:
gain an opportunity of speaking to her a.lone/ but she waslike:
a thing possessed, she broke from me and sprang over the icy :
<liff, her laugh coming back on the wind as I followed her down "
the dangerous slope: On she rushed, }umpmo from rock to-
rock, waving her hand in wild glee when 'the moon shone out,
singing and shouting' with merry scorn at my desperate efforts
to reach her. It was a mad chase, but only on the plain below
could T come up with her. There, breathless and eager, I un-’
folded to her my plan of education. I on-y went as far as this :
I was willing -to send her to school, to give her opportunities
.of seeing the - world, to provide for hex‘ ‘whole future.. I.left the
story of my love to come afterward. She laughed me to scorn.
‘As well talk of education to the bird of the wilderness ! She
rejected my offers, picked up snow to throw in my face, covered ' -
me with her French sarcasms, danced around mein circles,
laughed, and mocked, until I was at a loss to know. whether
she was humsh. Fmally, as a shadow darkened the moon she -
fled away ; and when it passed she was gone, and I was: alone'
-on: the snowy plain.

¢ Angry, fierce, filled with scorn for myself, I determmed“
resolutely: to'crush out my senseless infatuation. I threw my--
self into such society as we had ; Tassumed an interest in that
inane Miss Augnsta; I read and studied far inte the night ; I .
walked until sheer fatm 1e gave me tranquillity ; but all T
gained was lost in that ‘encounter at the arch : you remember
it? When I saw her on that narrow bridge, my love burst its-
bonds again, and, senseless as ever, rushed to save her,—to save
her poised on her native rocks, where every inch was familiar
from childhood ? To save her,——sure—footed and light asa bird ! .
I caught her. She struggled in my arms, angrily, as an im-
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" prisaned animal mxght struggle, but———so beautlful' The im-
pulse came to me to spring with her into the gulf below, and so
end the contest forever. I might have done it,—I. cannot

""" tell,—but, suddenly, she wrenched herself out of my arms and
“ . fled over the Arch, to the farther side. I followed, trembling,
blinded, with' the violence of my emotion. At that momient I
.. was ready to give up my life, my soul, into her hands.”
" ¢In the woods beyond she paused, gl&nced over her shoulder
7" foward me, then turned eagerly. Voila, she said, pointing
. T looked dowp and saw ‘several silver pieces that. had dropped -
fi et as T sprang over the rocks, and, with an ime
u}‘;anenrge.stm'e, I thrust them aside with my foot, : ‘
JY" o, she éried, tirsing toward me and st.oopmg eaoerly, .
much ! °0Q; so.much !, See! four shilling !  Her eyes.

é:stened ~with- lopggng she- ‘held the money in her hand. and
ﬁagered each. mM “

- &“%: <'Fhe; mddemtr@ulsim £ feehp,, produced by her words and.

- ges.j.ur& ‘filted me ' with: 44 Keep it, and buy yourself a soul
lffgou cé.nﬁviwme,d ,'anﬂ {m'mng awa.y, I left her with her

ngm,, g far down the path. - -
. for yourself ! Dxd I love
few shillings from under my
ime to conquer this ignoble-

=/Passiof: 5 4t cou 3 I plunged
ag&i%m{ ‘the . Teft  myself not one froe moment ; -
_ sl’é"efaeé.m not,\J}Jfo ced-it toceme ‘with opiates ; Jeannette

‘4 - ginning to : v
57 the woods *wath,som ;- chili ghie had returned to. gather
< blueberries. I lookéd at he She was. more gentle than
~ usual, and smiled: en
4 mthsteod the storms of many wmters gwes awa.y at lastina -
- calm summer night, I yielded. ~Myself knew the contest was. .
over and mff other self rushed to her feet..

¢ Since then I have often seen her; I Bave made plan after .- A

- plan, to/meet her; I'have—O degradm.a thought ! —paid her to-
take me out in ber ca.noe, under the pretence of fishing. I no
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longer looked forward ; Ilived only in the present, and thought
only of when and where I could &ee her. Thus it has been
until this morning, when the orders came. Now, I am brought
face to face with reality ; I must go; cah I leave her behind
For hours I bave been wandering in the woods. Aunt Sarah,
i——lt i8 of 'no use,—I cannot live without her; I must ma.rry
er.
- ¢ Marry Jeannette ! I exclaimed. "
¢ Even so.” .
¢ An ignorant half- breed ? -
"¢ As you say, an ignorant half-breed.’

¢ You are mad, Rodney.’ :

¢I know it.’

I will not repeat all I said ; but, at last, silenced, if not con-
vinced, by the power of this great love, I sta.rted with him out
into the wild night to seek Jeannette. 'We went throygh the
village and round-the village and round the point, where the
wind met us, and the waves broke at-our feet w/th a roar.
Passing the row of cabins, with their twinkling' lights, we
reached the home of Jeannette and knocked at the low door.
Tke Indian mother opened it. - I entered, without a word, and
took a seat near the hearth, where a drift-wood fire was burmng
Jeannette came forward with 8 surprised leok. ‘You little
* think what good fortune-is coming to you, child,’ I thought, as

I noted her coarse dress and the poor furmture of the little
room. . -
Rodney burst at once into his sub;ect.
¢ Jeannette,’ he said, going toward her, ¢ I have come to take -
you away with me. You need not go. to school ; I have given
up that idea,—I accept you as you .are. You shall have silk
dresses and ribbons, like the ladies of the Mission-House this:
. summer. You shall see all great cities, you shall hear beauti-

ful music. You shall’ have everything you , want,—money;. .~

_ bright shillings, as many as you wish. See! Mrs. Corlyne has
come with me to show you that it. is true. - This morning. we’
had orders ve Mackinac ; in a few days we must go. But-
- —listen, J ette ;. I will marry you. You shall be my wife.
" Do not look startled. I mean it ; ; it is really true.’ -
T« Qulest-cequeclest 7 said the girl, bevnldered by the rapld ,

eager words.
Dr. Prescott wishes to marry you, clnld I expla.med some-
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what sadly, for never had the disparity. between them seemed
so great. The presence of the Indian mother, the common
room, were like silent protests.

¢ Marry ! eJaculated Jeannette. . . ' :

‘ ‘Yes love,” said ' the surgeon, ardently. - * It is quite true ;
Father "Piret shall marry us: I will Yexchange into another
regiment, or, if necessary, I will resign. Do you understand
what T am saying, Jeannette?. See ! I give you my hand m
token that it is true.’ -

But, with a quick bound, the girl was aeross the room.
What? she cried. ¢ You think T marry yow? Have you
not heard of Baptiste? Know, then, that I love one finger of
him more than all you, ten times, hundred tlmes

. Baptiste ¥’ repeated Rodney. @ S :

" ¢ Oui, mon cousin, Baptiste, the ﬁsherman. W e marry soon
—tenez—Ia, féte de Swint André.

Rodney “looked bewildered a moment, then his -face cleared;
¢Oh!a child engagement? That is one of your customs, I
know. But never fear; Father Piret will absolve ycu fromall .
_"'that. - Baptiste shall have a fine new boat ; he will let you off

-for a handful of silver. pieoes :Do.not thmk of tha.t J eannette,
but come to me—

Je vous abhorre ; je vous deteste emed the gu'l Wlfh fury a8
~ he approached.- : ¢ Baptlste not love mé4 - He love me more
-than. boat and silver dollar,—more than all the world%? - And I
love him ; I die for him.! Allez-wous-en, traitre I’
Rodney had grown white ; he stood before her, motlonless, :
-with fixed eyes: :
~ fJeannette,” I said in French perhaps you do not under-
_stand: Dr. Prescott asks you to marry bim'; Father Piret
-shall marry you, and all your friends shall come. - Dr. Prescott
will take you away frem this hard life ; he will make you rich ;
“he.will support your father and mother in comfort. . My chlld
it. is- wonderful good fortune. Heis an educatedvgentlema'.n,
-and loves you truly.’ . ‘
¢ What is -that to me? replied J ea.nnette proudly " ¢Let’
him go, I care not.’] She paused.a moment. .. Then, with flash-

- . -ing eyes, she cried, ‘Let him .go with his. fine new boat and.

, .. silver ‘dollars:! He' does not. believe me.? - See, then, how I
' desplse him ! ’~And rushmg forward, she struck him en the
«cheek. " : :
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Rodney did not stir, but stood gazing at her while the red -
mark glowed.on his white face.

““ You know not whatlove is,’ said J eannette w1th mdescnba,ble
scorn. ‘Yon! Yow! Ah, mon Baptists, ol es-tw ? ~But thow -
wilt kill him,—kill him for Ius boats and silver dollars !

¢ Child ! I said, startled by her fury. -
‘T am not achild. Je suis femme, moi I’ replied Jeannette,

. folding ber arms with haughty grace. ¢ Allez she said, point-
ing toward the door. We were dismissed. A queen could not

have made a more royal gesture. -
Throughout the scene the Indian mobher had not stopped her.

' kmttmg

In: four days we were a.ﬁoa.t and the httle white fort was

-deserted. It wasa dark - a,fternoon, and we sat clustered on

the stern of the stearier, watching the flag come slowly down

. from its staff in token of the depa,rture “of the commanding

officer. - ¢ Isle of Beauty, fare thee well,’ sang the - major’s fa,u' .
youn,, g wife with the sound of tears in her sweet voice.
¢ We shall return, said the officers. Bat not one of them
ever saw the beautiful island again. o
Rodaoey Prescott served a month or two in Florxda., ¢ taciturn

" and stiff as ever,” Archie wrote. Then he resigned suddenly,

and went a,broad "He has never returned, and I have lost all
trace of him, so that I cannot say, from any knowledge of my

* own, how lon° the feeling lived,—the feeling that swept me
; alono in its train down to the beach-cottaoe that wild nlaht.

Ea.ch man who reads this can decide for hlmself
Ea,ch woman has decxded}a,lrea,dy :

Last year I met an islander on the cars going eastward. It
was the first time he had ever been below but he saw
nothing to admire, that dignified citizen of Mackinac !

¢ What has become .of Jeannette. Leblanc? I asked.

‘Jeannette ! O, she married that Ba.ptr.ste a lazy, good-for-
nothing fellow ? Taey live in the sams little cabin around the

-point, and pwk up a hvm.ig most anyhow for their tribe of

young ones.” . |
«é’ Are they happy ¥ ‘
. Happy ¥ repeated my islander, with a slow stare. ‘Well-»

E"' “&mu ‘ . X 6 ' j
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‘I suppose they are, after their ‘fas'hvidﬂ ; I don't know much
_about them. In my opinien, they are a shiftless set, those
French half-breeds round the point.’ ’ ‘
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'THE OLD AGENCY.
- ' ’ — S — ‘ . » - ;
‘ The buildings of the United States Indian Agency on the isla.mi of

' Mackinac were destroyed by fire December 31, at midnight.’—WgsT- .
- ERN NEWSPAPER ITEM) , B Se e e

The old house is gone then ! But it shall not depart into

oblivion unchronicled. One who has sat under its roof-tree,
-one who remembers well its rambling rooms and wild garden, -
will take the pen to write down a page of its story. - It is-only
an episode, one of many ; but the othérs are fading away, or -
already buried in dead memories under the sod. . It wasa.
. quaint, picturesque old place, stretching back from the white
- limestone road "that bordered the little port, its overgrown
- garden surrounded by an ancient stockade ten feet in height, ~
- with a massive, slowswinging gate in front, defended. by leop-
- holes. This stockade bulged out in some places and leaned in
at others; but the veteran ;posts, each a tree sharpened to'a
- point, did not break their ranks, in spite of decrepitude ;. and

" - the"Indian warriors, could they have returned from their happy

hunting-grounds, would have found the brave old fence of the -
. Agency a sturdy barrier still. But the Indian warriors could
not return. * The United States agent had long ago moved to
- Lake Superior, and the deserted residence, having only a myth- _
. ical owner, left without repairs year after year, and under a
cloud of confusion as regarded ‘taxes, titles, and boundaries,
~became a kind of flotsam praperty, used by various .persons, but
.belonging legally to no one. :Soime tenant, tired of swinging
the great gate back and forth, had made a little sally port
-alongside, but otherwise the place remained unaltered ; a broad .
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garden mth a centra.l avenue of cherry-trees, on each side di-’
- lapidated arbors, overgrown paths, and heart-shaped beds,
where the first agents had tried to cultivate flowers, and behind
- the limestone cliffs crowned with cedars. The house was large
" on the ground, with wings and various additions built out as ‘if
at random ; on each side and behind were rough outside chim-
neys . clamped to the wall ; in the roof over the central part
dormer-windows showed a low. second storey ; and here and
there at intervals’ were outside doors, in some cases opening
out into space, since the high steps which ence led up to them
"had fallen down, and remained as they fell, heaps of stones on
the ground below. Within were suites of rooms, large and
11; ‘showmg traces of workmanship elaborate for such a
Mcalxty ; the ceilings, patched with rough mortar, had
been originally decorated with moulding, the doors were orna~
mented with scroll-work, and. the two large apartments on each
side of the entrence-hall possessed: chmmey pieces and central
- 'hooks for chandeliers. Beyond and hbehind stretched out the
_wings ; coming to what appeared to be the end of the house on .
~ west, there. unexpectedly began a mew series of rooms turning
" to the north, each with its outside door ; looking for a cor-
respondmtr Iabynnth on the eastern side, there was nothing but
a blaik wall, The blind stairway-went up in a kind of dark

" well, and once up it'was a difficult matter to get down' without

a plunge from top to bottom, since the undefended opening was
Jjust’ where no one would expect to find it. Sometimes an angle

‘was 's0 arbitarily walled up that you felt sure there ‘must be a

secret chamber there and furtively rapped on the wall to catch
the hollow echo within. Then again youw opened a “door, ex- ~
pecting to.step into the wildérness of a garden, and found your- - -
gelf in a set of little rooms running off on a tangent, one after

. the other, and ending in a windowless closet and an open cis-,

tern. But the Agency gloried in its irregularities, and defied .
criticism. The original idea of its architect—if ‘there was any

. —had vanished ; but- his work remained a not unplessing va-

- riety to summer visitors accustomed to city houses, all built

with a definite purpose, and one front door.

_After some years of wandering in foreign lands, I ‘returned
to' my own country, and took up the burden of old associations-
whose sadness time had mercifully softened. The summer was -
over ; September had beg\m, but. thern came to me a great: wish
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to see Mackinac once more ; to look again uﬁon the little white'
fort where I had. lived with Archie, my soldier nephew killed
at Shiloh. The steamer took me safely across Lake Erie, up the

- . brimming Detroit River, through the enchanted region of -the-

St. Clair flats, and out into broad Lake Huron ; there, off Thun-
der Bay, a gale met us, and for hours we swayed between life
and death. B : o .
The season for pleasure travelling was over ; my fellow-pass-
engers, with one exception, were of that class of Americans who
dressed in cheap imitations of fine clothes, are forever travell-
ing, travelling,—taking the steamers not from preference, but
because they are less costly than an all-rail route. The thin, -
" listless men, in ill-fitting black clothes and shining tall hats, sat
on the deck in tilted chairs hour after hour silent apd dreary; -
the thin listless women, clad in raiment of many colors, remain-'
ed on the fixed sofas in the cabin hour after hour, silent and

weary. At meals they ate. indiscriminately everything within ™~

range, but continued thé same, a weary, dreary, silent band.
The one éxception was an old man, tall and majestic, with sil-
very hair and bright, dark eyes, dressed in the garb of a Roman-
Catholic priest, albeit slightly tinged with frontier innovations. -
He came on board at Detroit, and as soon as we were under’
. way he exchanged his hat for a cloth'cap embroidered with In-
dian bead-work ; and when the cold air, precursor of the gale, -
struck us on. Huren; he wrapped himself in a large capote made
of skins, with the fur inward. , - - S .
- In times of danger formality drops from us. During those®
long hours, when the next moment might have brough death,
‘this old - man and I'were together ; and when at last ‘the cold
dawn came, and the disabled steamer slowly. ploughed through
the angry water around the point, and showed us Mackinac in
the distance, we discovered that the island was a mutual friend,
‘and that we knew each other, at least by name ; for the silver-
haired priest was Father Piret, the hermit of the Chenaux. In -
the old days, when I was living at the little white fort, 1 had .
known Father Piret by reputation,-and he had heard of mé
from the French half-breeds around the, point. . We landed.
- 'Fhe summer hotels were closed, and I was directed to the'old
Agency, where occasionally a boarder . was received by the. .
family then in possession. The air was chilly, and a fine rain. = '
was falling, the afterpiece of the equinéctial ; the wet storm- -
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flag hung heamly down over the fort on the height, and the
waves came in sullenly. All was in sad accordance with my.
feelings as I thought of the past and its dead, while the slow
tears of age moistened my eyes. But the next morning Mack-
inac awoke, robed in auwtumn splendor the sunshine poured
down, the' straits sparkled back, the forest glowed in scarlet, -
the larches waved their wild, green hands, the fair-weather flag -
floated over the little fort, and all was as joyous as though no
one had ever died ; and indeed it is in glonous days like “these -
that we best rea.hze immortality. .
" I wandered abroad: through. the gay forest to the Arch the
Lovers’ Leap, and old Fott Holmes, whose British walls had been .
battered down for pastime, so that only a caved-in. British cellar
remained to mark the spot. -Returning to the Agency, I learned
that Father Piret had called to see me.
‘T am’ sorry that Imxssed}nm I said ; “he is a remarkable
old man,’ .
The circle at the dinner-table glanced up with one aceord.
The little minister with the surprised eyes looked at me more .
surprised than ever.; his large wife groaned audibly. The Bap-
. “tist colportenr peppered his potatoes until they and the plate
, . were black ; the Presbyterian doctor, who was the champion of -
‘the Protestant party on the island, wished to know if ‘I was
" acquainted with the latest devices of the Scarlet Woman in re-
> lation to the.county school-fund. .
- ¢ But my friends,’ I replied, ¢ Father Piret and: I both beleng
to the past. 'We discuss not_religion, but Mackinac ; not the
- school-fund, but the old associations of the 1s1a,nd wh1ch is dear
to both 'of us.’

The four looked at me with d1stmst ‘they saw nothmg dear -
about the island,.unless it was the pnce of fresh meat ; and as

" to old associations, they held themiselves above such,nonﬁsepse:v
So,. one and all, they.took beef and emjoyed a season of well--
regulated conversation, leaving we fo silence and my broiled.
whlte—ﬁsh as it was Fnday, no doubt they thnnvht the latber ,
a rag of popery ,

Very good rags: .

But my hostess, a gentle httle woman, stole away from these
bulwarks of Protestantism in the late afternoon, and sought me
in my room; or rather series of Tooms, since there were five. -
©Opening one out: of the othex the last three unfurnished, and
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all the doorless doorways staring at me like so many fixed eyes,
until, oppressed by their silent watchfulness, I hung a shawl' '
over the first opening and shut out the whole gazing suite,

¢ You must not think, Mrs. Corlyne, that we islanders do
not appreciate Father Pn-et said the HLttle woman, who be-
longed to ene of the old island families, descendants of a chief
factor of the fur trade. ¢There has been some feeling lately
agamst the Catholics—

““ Roman Cathohes, my dear,’ I sald with Anvhcan partwu-

" larii

“But we all love and respect the dear old man as a father.’
“When I was living at the fort, fifteen’ yeéars ago, I heard
oecasionally of Father Piret,’ I said, ¢ but he seemed to be ahnostf
" a mythic personage, What is his ]nstory ¥
‘No one knows. He came here fifty years ago, and after
oﬂ‘iclavmg on the island a few years, he retired to a little Indian -
farm in the éhena,ux, where he haslived ever since. Occasion-
ally he holds a service for the half-breeds at Point-St. Ignace;
but the parish of Mackinac proper has its regular pnes’c and’
Father Piret apparently does not hold even the appointment: of ¢
missionary. Why he remains here—a man educated, refined,
and even aristocratic—is a mystery. He seems to be well pro-
-vided. with money ; his little house in the Chenaux contains
foreign books and pictures, and he is very' charitable to the
- poor Indians. But he keeps himself ‘aloof, and seems to desire
no intercourse with the world beyond hls letters and papers,
‘which come regularly, some of . them from France. He seldom
- leaves the Straits; he never speaks of himself; always he ap-_
- pears as you saw him, carefully dressed -and stately Each
summer when he is seen on the street, there is more or less
curiosity about him among the summer visitors, for he is quite
unlike the rest of us Mackinac people. But no one can dis-
_cover anything more than I have told you, and those who have
h persmted so far as to sail over to the Chenaux either lose their
way among the channels, or if they find the house, they never -
- find him ; the door is locked, and no one answers.’
e Smoulal Isaid. -« He has nothing of the herxmt about
him, He has what-T should call a courtly manner.’
¢That is it," replied my hostess, taking up the word ; ‘some
say he came. from the/French court,—a nobleman exiled for
‘ pohtlcal offenees ;, others thmk he i is a priest ‘under the ban;
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and there is still a third story, to the effect that he is a French
count, who, owing to a disappointment in love, took orders and
came "to this far-away island, so that he might seclude himself
forever from the world.’ : :
. But no one really knows ?

¢ Absolutely nothing: He is beloved Ly all the real old
island families, whether they are of his faith or not ; and when
he dies the whole Strait, from Bois B]anc light to far Waugos- _
chance, will mourn for hlm
- At sunset the Father cawe again to see me ; the front door
of my-room was open, and we seated ourselves on the piazza
outside. The roof of bark thatch had fallen away, leaving the
bare beams overhead twined with brier-roses ; the floor and
house side were frescced with those lichen colored spots which
show that' the gray planks have lacked paint for many long
years; the windows kad wooden shutters fastened back thh
irons shaped like the letter S, and on the central door was a
brass, knocker, and a plate bearmg the words; Umteo States
Agency.’

‘When_ I first came to the island, said Father Piret,  this _
was the residence par excellence. - The old house was brave with
green and. white paint then ; it- had candelabra on its high
Tantles, brass andirons on its many hearthstones, curtains for
all its little windows, and carpets for all its uneven floors.
Much cooking-went on, and smoke curled up from all these
outside chimneys. Those were the days of the fur trade and
Mackinac was a central mart. Hither twice a year came the

" bateaux from the. Northwest; loaded with furs; and in those

~ old, decaying warchouses on the back strest of the village were

, stored the goods serit out from New York, with which the
bateaux were loaded again, and after a few days of revelry, -
during which the mprovnient voyagers squandered all their

" hard-earned  gains, the train returned westward into ¢the
countnes, as they. called the wilderness beyond the lakes, for
another six months of toil. The officers of the little fort on the
_height, the chief factors of the far _company, and the United

- States Indian agent, formed the feudal aristocracy of the island ;

. but the agent had the most imposing mansion, and often have -
I seen the old house shining with lights aeross its' whole broad-
gide of windows, and gay with the sound of a dozen French
violins. The -garden, now a wilderness, was the pride of the
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' 1sland Its prim arbors, lts sprma and spring-house, its flower-
beds, where, with infinite pains, a few hardy: plants were' in-
duced to blossom ; its cherry-tree avenue, whose early red fruit -
the short summer could scarcely ripen ; its annual attempts at
Vegetables, which never came.to maturity,-—formed “topics for
conversation in court: circles.  Potatoes then as now were. left

to the mainland Indians, who came over ‘with their canoes
heaped with the fine, large thinjacketed fellows, bartering
them all for a loaf or two of bread and a little whiskey. _

¢ The stockade which surrounds the place was at that day a- -
not unnecessary defence. At the tife-of the payments the.

. dsland swarmed with Indians, who-came from-Lake Superior

~and the Northwest, to receive the frovemment pittance...
+ Camped on the beach as far as the eye could reach, these wild
warriors, dressed in all their savage finery, watched the Agency
with greedy eyes, as they waited for their turn. The great
gate was barred, and sentinels stood at-the loopholes- “with

‘ . Joaded muskets ; one by one the chiefs were admitted, stalked
. up to the office, ”_that wing on the right,—received thellotted ,

.- .sum, silently selected something - from the displayed goods, and ..
as silenitly departed, watched by quick eyes, until the great gate
closed behind them. The guns of the fort were placed 80 as to
command the Agency during payment time ; and when, after

- several anxious, watchful days ‘and nights, the last brave had
received his portion, and the last canoe started away toward
the north, leaving -only the comparatively peaceful main-"
land Indians behind, the island drew.a long breath of relief.”

¢ Was there any real danger ! T asked. ' ‘

. ¢The Indiansare ever treacherous.’ rephed the Father. Then
he was silent, and seemied lost in revery. The pure, ever-present

breeze of Mackmac played in his long silvery hair, and his

bright eyes roved along the wall of the old house; he had a

broad forehead, noble features, and commanding presence and

~ as he sat there, recluse as he was,——aged alone, without a his- .

+ tory, with scarcely a name or a place in the world,—he looked,

in the power of his natlve-born dlgmty, worthy of a royal coro-

net. ¢
‘1 was thmkmg of old J acques,’ he sald after a long pause.
¢ He once lived in these rooms of yours, and died on that

" bench at the end of the plazza, 81tt1n0 in the sunshme, Wlth his
staff in his hand.” -
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‘Who was he ? I asked. ¢Tell me the story, Father.”
¢ There is not much to tell, madame ; but in my mind he is;
80: associated with this old house, that T always think of him
" when I come here, and fancy I see him on that bench. -
‘When the United States agent removed to the Apestle.
- Islands, at the western end of Lake Superior, this place remain-

ed for some time uninhabited. But one winter morning smoke. .

- ‘was seen coming out of that great chimney on the side; and
in the course-of the day several curious persons endeavored to.

- open the main gate, at that time tke only entrance. But the
gate was barred within, and as the high stockade was slippery,
with ice, for some days ‘the mystery remained unsolved. The
islanders; always slow, grow torpid in the winter like bears;

- they wutched- the smoke in the daytime and the little twmk
ling light by night ; they talked of spirits both French and
Indian as they wenbthelr rounds, but they were too indolent to-
domore. At length the fort commandant heard of the smoke,
and saw the light frem his quarters on the height. ~ As govern-

. ment property, he considered the Agency under his charge, and

be was preparing to send a detail of men to examine the de-

serted mansion in its ice-bound garden, when its mysterious

- occupant appeared in the village; it was an old man, silent,

gentle, apparently French. He carried a canvas bag, and

hought a few supplies of the coarsest. description, as though he

“ .was very poor. Unconscious of observation, he made his pur-

- chases and returned slowly homeward, barring the great gate

behind him. Who was he? No one knew. Whence and

when came he ? No one could tell. ‘

¢ The detail of soldiers from the fort battered at the gate, and
when the silent old man opened it they followed him through
the garden, where his feet had made a lonely. trail over. the

.deep snow, round to the side daor. They entered, and found

some blankets on _the floor, a fire of old knots en the hearth,a

leng narrow box tied with a rope ; his poor little supplies stood
in ene corner,—bread, salted fish, and a few potatees,—and over

" the fire hung a rusty tesfkettle, its many holes carefully plug-

.- 'ged ‘with bits of rag. It was a desolate scene ; the old man in

the great rambling empty house in the heart of an arctic winter.

. He said little, and the soldiers could net understand his

"language ; but they left him unmolested, and going back to the
fort, they told what they had seen. Then the major went in
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person to the Agvency and gathered from the strangez’s words
that he had come to the island over the ice in the track of the
mail-carrier ; that he was an emigrant from France on his way
to the Red River of the North, but his strength failing, owing
to the intense cold; he had stopped at the island. and seeing the
uninhabited house, he had crept into it, as he had not enough
money to pay for a lodgmg elsewhere: He seemed a quiet in-
offensive old man, and after all the islanders had had a good
long slow stare at him he was left in peace, with his little curl-
ing smoke by day and his little twinkling light by night,
although no one thought of assisting him ; there is a strange
coldness of heart in these northern latitudes. »
- ¢I was then, living at the Chenaux ; there was a Germau'
priest on the island; I sent over two half-breeds every ten days
for the mail, and through them I heard of the stranger at the
- Agency. .He was French, they said, and it was rumored in
the saloons along the frozen .doeks that he had seen Paris
This warmed my heart ; for, madame, I spent my youth im
Pans,—the dear, the beautzfnl city! So I came over to the
island in my dog-sledge; a little: ‘thing is an event in our long,
long winter. I reached the village in the afternoon twilight,
and made my way alone to the Agency ; the old man no longer
. barred his gate, and swinging it open with difficulty, I followed
‘~the trail through the snowy silent garden round to the side of -
this wing,—the wing you occupy. I knocked ; he opened ; I
greeted him and entered. He had tried to farnish his little
reom with the broken relies of the deserted dwelling'; 'a mended
* chair, a stool, a propped-up table, a shelf with two or three bat-
tered tin - dlshes, and some straw in one corner’ comprised the
whole equipment, but the floor was clean, the old dishespol-
. ished,; and the blankets neatly spread over the straw which
formed the bed. On the table ,the supplies were ranged in
order ; there was a careful: pile of knots on one side of the -
' hea.rth, and the fire was evidently husbanded to last as long as
. possible. He gave me the mended chair, lighted a candle-end
stuck: in a bottle, and then seating himself on the stool, ha
gazed ab me in his silent way until I felt like an uncourteous in-
truder. I spoke to him in French, offered my serviees;.in short,
I did my best to break down the barrier of his’ reserv’e there
- was. something pathebxc in the httle Troom and, its ]onely oc-
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cupa.nt and, bes1des, I knew from his wccent that we were both
from the banks of the Seine, | :

-~ ¢'Well, I beard his story,—not then, but afterward it came
out gradually during the eleven months of our acquamtance ;
for he became my friend,—almost the only friend of fifty years.
Jam an 1solated man, madame It must be so. God’s will be
done !

. The Father paused and looked oﬁ' ‘over the darkening water

" ke did not sigh, neither was his calm brow" clouded, but there
was in his face what seemed to me a noble resignation, and I -
-have ever since felt sure that the secret of his exile held in it a
self-sacrifice ; for only self-sacrifice can produoe that divine
expression.

Out in the straits shone the low-down green light of a
schooner ; beyond glimmered the mast-head star of a steamer,
with the line of cabin lights below, and away on the point of
Bois Blanc gleamed the steady radiance of the lighthouse
showing the way to Luke Huron ; the broad overgrown garden
cut us off from the village, but above on the height we could
see the lighted windows of the fort, although still the evening
sky retained that clear hue that seems so much like daylight
when one looks aloft, although the earth lies in dark shadow
below. - The Agency was growing indistinct even to our near
eyes ; its white chimneys loomed up like ghosts, the shutters
sxghed in the breeze, and the planks of the piazza creaked
causelessly. The old house was full of the spirits’ of memories,
and at’ twﬂlght they came abroad and bewailed themselves.
¢ The place is haunted I said, as a distant door groaned

ily.

‘Yes,’ replied Father Piret, coming out of his abstraction,
¢‘and this wing is haunted by my old French friend. As time
passed and the spring came, he fitted up in his fashion the
whole suite of five rooms. He had his parlor, sleeping room; -
kitchen and store-room, the whole furnished only with %he

icles I have already described, save that the bed was.of fresh

~ green boughs instead of straw. J: acques occupied all the rooms

with ceremonious exactness ; he sat in the parlor, and too I must

" sit there when I came; in ‘the second room he slept and made
" his careful toilet, with his shabby old clothes ; the third was -

his kitchen and d:mmg-room and the fourth, that little closet
on the right, was his storeroom. His one indulgence was -

=
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coffee ; coffee he must and would have, though he slept on
stfaw and went without meat. But he cooked to | perfection in
his odd way, and I have often eaten a dainty meal in that little
kitchen, sitting at the propped-up table, using the battered tin
dishes, and the clumsy wooden spoong fashioned with a jacke
knife. "After we had become.friends Jacques -would accept
occagional aid from me, and it gave mea warm pleasure to .
think. that I had added somethmg to his comfort, were it-only .

a little sugar, butter, or a pint of milk. . No one dlsturbed the
old man; no orders came from Washington respecting the
Agency property, and the majér had not the heart to order him
away. There were more than houses enough for the scanty
population of. the island, and only a magna.te could furnish -
these large rambling rooms. So the soldiers were sent down
to pick the red cherries for the use of the garrison, but other-
wise Jacques had the whole place to himself, w1th all its wuigs
outbuildings, arbors, and garden beds. -

‘But I have not told you all.~ The fifth apa.rtment in the

suite—the square room with four windows and an outside door
—was the old man’s sanctuary , here were his precious relics,
-and here he offered up his devotions, half Christian, half pagan,
with neverfailing ardor. From  the long narrow box which
_the fort soldiers had noticed came an old sabre, a worz and
faded uniform of the French grenadiers, a little dried sprig, its
two withered leaves tied in their places with thread, and a
coarse woodcut of the great Napoleon ; for Jacques was a sol
dier of the Empire. The uniform hung on the wall, carefully
. arranged on pegs as a man would wear it, and the sabre was
brandished from the empty sleeve as though a hand held it; .
the woodcut framed in green, renewed from day to day, pine in
the winter, maple in the summer, occupied the opposite side,
and under it was fastened the tiny withered sprig, while on the
floor below was a fragment of buffalo-skin which served the
soldier for a stool when he knelt in prayer. And‘did he pray
to Napoleon, you ask ? . I hardly know. He had a few of the-
Church’s prayers by heart, but his mind ‘was full of the Emperor
. as he repeated them, and_ 'his eyes were fixed upon the . picture
as though it was the face of a saint. Discovering this, I
labored ‘hard to bring him to a clearer understanding of the
faith ; but all in vain. _He listened patiently, even reverently,
: althoufrh T was much the younger at -intervals he replied,
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# Oui, mon pére;’ and the next day he said his prayers to the
dead Ewmperor as usual. And-this was not the worst ; in place
of an amen, there came a fierce impreeation against the whole
English nation. After some months T succeeded in persuading
2im to abandou this tersnination ; but T always suspected that
- § was bat a verbal abtmdonment, and thal;, mentally, the curse
owas a8 strong as -ever.
# Jacques had been a soldier of the Empire, as it is called,—
8 grenadier under Napoleon ; he had loved his General and
- “Emperor in life, and adored him in death with the affectionate
B xpertmaclty of & faithful dog. One hot day during the German
‘catnpaign, Napoleon, engaged in conference with some of his
generals, was disturbed by the uneasy movements of his horse ;
dooking around for some one to brush away the flies, he saw
- -Jacques, who stood at a short distance watching his Emperor .
with admiring eyes. Always quick to recognize -the personal
affection he inspired, Napoleon signed to the grenadler to ap-
proach. ¢ Here, mon brave, he said, smiling ; get & branch
‘and keep the flies from my horse a’ fow moments. The proud
-soldier obeyed ; he heard the conversation of the Emperor ; he
~kept the flies from his horse. | As he talked, Napoleon 1d1y
~ -plucked a little sprig from the branch as it came near his hand,
.and played with it ; and when, the conference over, with a nod
-of thanks to Jacques, he rode_away, the grenadier stopped,
:picked up the sprig fresh from the Emperor’s hand and placed -
-1t carefully in his breast-pocket. 'The Emperor had noticed - -
~him ; the %mperor had called him “mon brave’ ; the Emperor -
‘had ‘smiled upon bim. This was the glory of Jacques's life. . -
" _ ;How many times have I listened to the sbory, told always in ,
:the same words, with the same gestures in the same places! °
"He remembered every sentence of the conversation he had -
~heard, and repeated them with automatic fidelity, understand-
-ing nothmo of, their meaning ; even when I explained their
“probable conneenon ‘with the campaign, my words made no im-
pression upon him, and I could ‘see that they conveyed no idea
- «to his mind.” He was made for a soldier; brave and calm, he
‘reasoned not, but simply obeyed; and to this blind obedience
_-there was added a heart full of affection which, when concen-
- trated upon -the Emperor, amounted to. 1dola.try Napoleon
' ,E)ssesmd singular personal power over }ns soldiers ; they all
-loved him, but Jaeques adored him.,
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‘It was an odd, affectionate animal,’ said Father Piret, drop-
ping unconsciously into & French idiom to express his meaning.
. ¢The little sprig had been kept as a talisman, and no saintly
relic was ever more honored ; the Emperor had touched it !
¢ Grenadier Jacques made one of the ‘ill-fated Russian army,
‘and, although wounded and suffering, be still endured until the
~ capture of Paris. Then, when Napoleon retired to Elba, he
“fell sick from grief, nor did he recover until the Emperor re-
“turned, when, with thousands of other soldiers, our Jacques
hastened to his standard, and the hundred days began. Then
came Waterloo. Then came St. Helena. But the grenadier
‘lived on in hope, year after year, until the Emperor died,—
- died in exile, in the hands of the hated English. Broken-
“hearted, weary of the sight of his natiye land, he packed his
_few possessions, and fled away over the ocean, with a vague
idea of joining a French settlement on the Red River ; I have
“always supposed it must be the Red River of the South ; there
are French there. But the poor soldier was very ignorant ;
some one directed him to these frozen regions, and he set out’;
~all places were alike to him now that the Emperor had gone
" from earth. Wandering as far as Mackinac on his blind  pil-
grimage, Jacques found his strength failing, and crept into this
. deserted house to die. Recovering, he made for himself a habi-
" tation from a kind of instinct, as a beaver might have done.
He gathered together the wrecks of furniture, he hung up his
treasures, he had his habits for every hour of the day ; soldier-
like, everything was done by rule. At a particalar hour it
‘was his custom to sit on that bench in the sunshine, wrapped
" in his blankets in the winter, in summer with his one old coat
. carefully hung on that peg ; I can sée him before me now. On
" certain days he would wash his few poor clothes, and hang
~ them out on the bushes to dry ; then he would patiently mend
_ them with his great brass thimble and coarse thread. ‘Poor old
garments ! they were covered with awkward patches.
¢ At noon he would prepare his one meal ; for his breakfast -
" and supper were but a cup of cofiee. Slowly and with -the
“.greatest care. the materials were prepared and the cooking
- watched. . There was a savor of the camp, a savor of the Paris |
café, and a savor of originality ; and often, wearied with the
dishes prepared by my half-breeds, I have come over to the «
island to dine with Jacques, for the old soldier was proud of — -
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his skill, and liked an apprpmatwe guest. And I— Butitis
* not my storytotell’ i
¢ O Father Piret, if you could bat—' :
¢ Thanks, mada.me. To others. I sy, “ What would you? I
have been here since youth ; you know my life” But to you
I say there was a past ; brief, full, crowded into a few years; -
but.I cannot tell it ; my hps are sealed ! Again. thanks for
_your sympathy, madame.” And now I will go back to Jacques, -
- ¢ We were comrades, he and I; he would not come over to
the Chenaux ; he was unhappy if the routine of his day was
' disturbed, but I often stayed a day with him at the Agency, for
I too liked the silent house. It has ‘its relics, by the way.
Have you noticed a carved door in the back part of the main’
building? That was brought from the old chapel on the main-
land, built as early as 1700. The whole of this locality is
sacred ground in the history of our Church. Tt was first visited
by our missionaries in 1670, and.over at Point St. Ignace the
dust which was once the mortal body of Father Marquette lies
buried. The exact site of the grave is lost ; but we know that
in 1677 his Indian converts brouaht back his body, wrapped in
birch-bark, from the eastern shore of Lake Michigan, where he
-died, to his beloved mission of St. Ignace. There he was buried
in a vault under the little log—church. - Some years later the
_spot was abandoned, and the resident priests returned to Mon-
treal. 'We have another little Indian church there now, and
‘the poing is forever consecrated by its unknown grave. At -
~various times.I teld Jacques the history of this strait,—its
.islands, and points ; but he evinced little interest. He listened
with some attention to my account of the battle which took

» place on Dousman’s farm, not far from the British Landing;

"but when he found that the English were victorious, he mut-

- tered a great oath and refused to hear more. To him the English

were fiends incarnate. Had they not slowly murdered his
Emperor on their barren rock in the sea ?

¢ Ounly once did I succeed in interesting the old soldier. Then, '
.28 now, I received twice each year a package of foreign pamph-
lets and papers; among them came, that sumer, a German
ballad, written by that strange being, Henri Heine. I ﬂ'we 1t
to you ina la er Enghsh translation :— -
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THE GRENADIERS,

For there they both heard the sorrowful tale,
That ce was by fortune forsaken H
That her m; hty army wag Scattered like hail,
And the Pgmperor, the Emperor taken,
Then there wa together the grenadiers,
The sorrowftfltstoge learning ; ] .
And one said, “O woe 1» a8 the news he hears,
- “Heow I feel my old wound burning 1
. The other said, i
And I wish that we both were Eymg ! .
But at home I've a wife and a ¢hi d,—they’re young,
On me, and me only, relying,”

“O what ig'a Wwife or a childl) me
eeper wants all my Spirit have shaken ;
Let them beg, let them beg, should they hungry be |
"My Ewmperor, my Emperor taken ! -

ButI. ou, bmther, if by chance
: Yoqb;gog shall see me dy;

en take my corpse with you back to France
Let it.ever'in France be lying, ,'

““ The cross of honor with crimson band
- S restonmyheart&sitboundme;
Give me le mausket in my hand,

And buckle- my sabre around me,

“‘%:d there I willﬁlix: and listen still
my sentry co; staying,
Till 1 fe);l th:rZhundeﬁng cannon’s thrill
horses tramping and neighing,

““Then my Empeior will ride well over niy. grave
"Mid sabreg’ bright slashing and fighting

And I'Il rige o)1 Wweaponed out of my grave,

For the Emperor, the Emperor ﬁghﬁpg »

SO S

TNy
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¢ This simple ballad wont straight to the heart of old J acques ;
tears rolled down his cheeks as I read, and he would have it
over and over again.” ‘Ah!that comrade was happy,’ said
the old grenadier. ‘He died when the Emperor -was only
taken. I too would have gone to my grave smiling; could I
have thought that my Emperor would. come riding over it with
all his army around him again !: But he is dead,—my Emperor
is dead! Ah'! that comrade was a happy man ; he died! He
did not have to stafid ‘by. while' the’ Enghsh———ma,y thqy be for-
" ever cursed !—slowly, slowly. murdered him,——murdered the
great Napoleon! No ; that comrade died. Perhaps he is with
the Emperor now,-—-that comrad&crena/dler A :
<To be with his Emperor was Ja acques’s idea of heaven
¢ Frem that moment each timé I visited -the Agency I must
repeat the verses again and again ;. .they. becainé a sort of hymn.
- Jacques had not the capacity to learn the ballad, :although he
- 8o often listened to it, but~-the seventh‘yerse he. mana.ged to Te-
peat after a. fashion of his own, setting it to a nondescmpt tune, .
and croonifg it about the house as he- came and went on his
little rounds. Gradually he altered the words, but I could not
make out the new phrases as he mti{:tered them over to thself
as if trying them. 7
¢ What is it you are saying, Jacques? I asked.
‘But he would not tell me. After a time I discovered: that
‘he had added the altered verse to. his prayers ;' for always when
I was at the Agency I went with him to. tﬁe sanctuaz'yylf for
no other -purpose “than to prevent the uttered imprecation that
served ‘as amen for the whole The _verse, whatevex it was,
came in before this.
¢ So the summer passed. - “The vague intention of g oromg on'to
the Red River of the North had faded away, and Jaeques lived
along on the island as though he had never lived anywhere else,
He grew wonted to the Agency, like'some’ old fan ily cat, until
. he seemed to belong to.the. house, a,nd all f;houg,ht of chstqrbmo _
him was forgotten. ¢ There is.Ja acques out. washing Hiis. clothes.’
< There is Jacques going to buy his coffee,’ ¢ There is, Jacques
sitting on thepiazza," said: #he islanders _ the 'old man served
them instead of a clock: - * " ‘ '
¢ One dark autumi-daj. I came over from ﬁhe Chenaux‘to get
the mail. The water was rough; and my boat, tilted far over
on one side, sklmmed the  crests of ‘the waves in the dsu'm15
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fashion peculiar to the Mackinac craft ; the mailsteamer had
not come in, owing to the storm outside, and -1 wert on to the -
Agency to see Jacques. He seemed as usual, and we had
dinner over the little fire, for the day was chﬂly .; the meal
over, my host put every’thmg in order again in his methodical
way, and then retired to his sanctuary for prayers. I followed,
and stood in the doorway while he knelt.. The roonr was. dusky,

. and the uniform with its outstretched sabre looked -like a dead
soldier leaning against the wall ; the face of Napoleon opposite:::
seemed o gaze down on .Jacques as 'he knelt, as though listen-
ing., Jacques muttered his. prayers, and T responded Amen !,
then, after asilence, came the altered verse.; -then, with a quick: -
glance toward me, another silence, w}nchI felt sure: contained:
the -unspoken. curse... Gravely he: led the. way..back. to-the"/
kitchen—for, owing to the cold, he allowed me to dispense. with:
the parlor,—and there we spent the afternoon together, talking; -
and watching for the mail-boat. = ‘ Jacques,’. I said, what 13 i
that verse you have added. to your. prayem L Come, my fnend
why should you keep_ it. from me ? . ;

¢ It is nothing, mon pére,——-nothmg he replied. - But agam .
T urged him to tell me ; more to pass away the time than from
any. real interest.. ¢ Come, I said, ¢it may be your last chance: :
‘Who knows bxrlrthat Tmay be drowned on . my way - back toz
the;Chenaux ¥

¢ True,” replied the o]d. soldxer calmly € We]l then,-here 1t
is, mon. pére :. my. death-wish,- Voila.! . . o

¢ Someth.m,5 you w:.sh to have done after death ’l’

‘A.ndwhoxstodoﬂ:?’

‘ My Emperor.” . : .

¢ But, Jacques, the Emperor is dead.’” . S

‘He wﬂl have done it all the same, mon pére

¢ In vain I argued ; Jacques was calmly. obstinate. - He had
mixed up his Emperor with the stories. of the. Sa.mts why
should not Napoleon do what they had done §. -

“Whiat is the verse, any way VI said at. last. .

¢TIt is my death-wish, as I said before, - mon. pére.’. Amd he A
repeated the following. . He said it in French,. for I had given
him:a French tra.nslatmn, as he knew nothmg of German ; but

I wi]lnge you the. English, as he. had altered it:—
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*The Emperor’s face with its green leaf- band
Shall rest on my heart that loved him so. -
Give me the sprig in my dead hand,

My uniform and sabre around me.

Amen.

e So prays Grenadier Jacques.

The old soldier had sacrificed the smooth metre ; but I un-

derstood what he meant. v
. ¢ The storm increased, and I spent the night at the Agency,
lying on the bed of boughs, covered with a blanket. The house
shook in the gale, the shutters rattled, and all the floors near
and far creaked as though teet were walking over them. I was
- wakeful and restless, but Jacques slept. quietly, and did not stir

until daylight broke over the stormy water, showing the ships

scudding by under bare poles, and the distant mail-boat labor-
ing up  toward the island through the heavy sea. My host
made his toilet, washing and shaving himself carefully, and
putting on his old’ clothes as though going on parade. Then
came breakfast, with a stew added in honor of my presence ;
and as by this time the steamer was not far from Round Island,
I started down toward the little post-office, anxious to receive
some expected letters. The steamer came in slowly, the mail
was distributed slowly, and I stopped to read my letters before
returning. 1 had a picture-paper for Jacques, and as I looked
. out across the straits, I saw that the storm was over, and de-
cided to return to the Chenauxin theafternoon,leaving word with
my half-breeds to have the sail-boat in readiness at three o’clock.
“The sun was throwing out a watery gleam as, after the lapsé of
an hour or two, I walked up the limestone road and entered
the great gate of the Agency. As 1 came through the garden
along the cherry-tree avenue 1 saw Jacques sitting on. that
bench in the sun, for this was his hour for sunshine ; his staff

was in his hand, and he was leaning back against the side of .

the house with his eyes closed, as if in revery. ¢ Jacques, here
is a picture-paper for you,’ 1 $aid, laying my hand on his shoul-
der. He did not answer. He was dead.

¢ Alone, sitting in the sunshine, apparently without a struggle -

. or a pang, the soul of the old soldier had departed. 'Whither ?
We know not. But—smile if you will, madame—TI trust he is
with hls Emperor.’
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1 did not smile ; my eyes were too full of tears.

¢ I buried him, as he wished,’ continued Father Piret, ‘in his
old uniform, with the picture of Napoleon laid on his breast,
the sabre by his side, and the withered sprig in his lifeless
band. He lies in our little cemetery on the height, near the
shadow of the great cross; the low white board tablet at the
head of the mound once bore the words Grenadier Jacques,’
but the rains and the snows have washed away the painted let-
ters. It is as well’ ' o
. The priest paused, and we both looked toward the empty
" bench, as though we saw a figure seated there, staff in hand.
After a time my little hostess came out on to the piazza, and
we all talked together of the island and its past. ¢ My boat is
waiting,’ said Father Piret at length ; the wind is fair, and I
must return to the Chenaux to-night. This near departure is
my excuse for coming twice in one day to see you, madame.’

‘Stay over, my dear sir,’ 1 urged. ‘I too shall leave in
another day. 'We may not meet again.’

¢ Not on earth ; but in another world we may,’ answered the
* priest rising as he spoke.

¢ Father, your blessing,’ said the little hostess in a low tone,
after a quick .glance toward the many windows through which
the bulwarks™of Protestanism might be gazing. But all was
dark, both without and within, and the Father gave his bless-
ing to both of us, fervently, but with an apostolic simplicity.
Then he left us, and I watched his tall form, crowned with sil-
very hair, as-he passed down the cherry-tree avenue. Later in
the evening the moon came out, and I saw a Mackinac boat
skimming by the house, its white sails swelling full in the fresh
breeze.

‘That is Father Piret’s boat,” said my hostess. ¢The wind
is fair ; he will reach the Chenaux before midnight.’

A day later, and I too sailed away. As the steamer bore me
southward, I looked back toward the island with a sigh. Half
hidden in its wild green garden I saw the old Agency ; first I
could distinguish its whole rambling length ; then I lost the °
roofiess piazza, then the dormer-windows, and finally I could
only discern the white chimneys, with their crumbling crooked
tops. The sun sank into the Strait off Waugoschance, the
evening gun flashed from the little fort on the height, the

shadows grew dark and darker, the island turned into green




ioha.ge, then a blue outlme, a.nd finally there was. not]nng ‘bat
the dusky waster. : :
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PATIENCE DOW.

- BY MARIAN DOUGLAS.

'Home from:the mill: came Patience Dow § .
She did net smile,:she would not talk 5
And now she was all tears; and now,

Ags fierce as is a captive hawk.
Uninindful-of her faded gown,:

She sat with folded hands-all day,

‘Het long hair falling ta.ngled down; -

Her sad eyes gazing far away,

‘Where; past: the fields; o silver line,

* She saw the distant river shine. -

" But; when she thought herself alone,

One night, ‘they heard. her muttenng low,

In suelra chill; despanmg tone, )
It seemed the:east wind's sullen moan: -

- 4 Ah me! thedays, they move so slow
I care not ifrthey're fair .or foul; .
They creep -along—I-know not’ how,‘

I only know he loved me onee—

s Hér does :not love me nowt!’* -

"One mormng vacant wad her room; .
And, in the clover wet witlhi' dew;

A narrow line of broken bloom
Showed some one had been
. And, following the track it led -

Across a field of summer grain,

Out where the thorny blackberries shed

Thelr blossoms in the narrow lane,
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Down which ‘the cattle went to drink
In summer, from the river’s brink.
“The river! Hope within them sank ;
‘The fatal thought that drew her there
They knew, before, among the rank,
‘White-blossomed weeds upon the bank,
They found the shawl she used to wear,
And-on it pinned a little note :
“ Oh, blame me not !” it read, * for when
I once am free, my soul will float
~ To him! He cannot leave me then !
I know not if ’t is right or wrong—
1 go from life—I care not how ;
"I only know he loved me once—
He does not love me now !”

In the farm graveyard, ‘neath the black,
Funereal pine-trees on the hill, :
The poor, worn form the stream gave back
They laid in slumber, cold and still.
- Her secret slept with her ; none knew
‘Whose fickle smile had left the pain
That cursed her life ; to one thought true,
Her vision-haunted, wandering brain,
Secure from all, hid safe from blame,
In life and death had kept his name.
Yet, often, with a thrill of fear,
Her mother, as she lies awake
At night, will fancy she can hear
A voice, whose tone is like the drear,
Low sound the graveyard pine-trees make :
“T know not if ’t is right or wrong—
I go from life—I care not how ;
1 only know he loved me once—
He does not love me now !”




