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WALTER HARLAND.

CHAPTER I

AFEFT entirely alone on a quiet afternoon, the un-

broken stillness which surrounded me, as well as

— the soft haze which floats upon ‘the atmosphere,

in that most delightful of all seasons, the glorious ¢ Indian
Summer ”’ of Eastern Canada, caused my thoughts to wan-
der far away into the dreamy regions of the past, and many
scenes long past, and almost forgotten, passed in review
before my mind’s eye on that quiet afternoon. While thus
musing the idea occurred to me that there are few indjvid-
uals, however humble or obscure, whose hfe-hlsforv (if
:tﬁd down) would prove wholly without interest tc others,
in the form of a book; and this thought caused me to form

e idea of noting down some passages from my own llfe—— .

as they were on that day recalled to my mind. led the
boy who dreamed a most remarkable dream and, when asked

* to relate it, “didn’t know where to begin,” so was I puzzled
as to how I shotild make a beginning for my story. But
the incidents of one particular day when I was about thir-
teen years old were 80 vividly brought back to my mind, that

B
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6 WALTER HARLAND.

I have decided upon that day asa starting-point; and now to
my story.

“ Where alive has that lazy, good-for-niothing boy taken.

himself off to now, I wonder, and the weeds I left him to
pull in the garden not half done yet; but it's just like
him, as soon’s my back’s turned to skulk off in this way.
T’ll put a stop to this work one of these days, see if I don't.
Its likely he’s hiding in some out-of-the-way corner with a
book in his hand as usual.” These and many otlﬁg angry
words came harshly to my ears, on that June afternoon now
so long ago. I was seated/in the small room over the
kitchen which was appropriated to my use in the dwelling
of Farmer Judson, where I'was employedas chore boy, or,
in other words, the boy of all work."

« Walter, Walter Harland, come down here this minute,
I say.” ‘

I started up, trembling with fear, for the angry tones of
the farmer made me aware that 'be had come home in one
of his worst tempers, and his best were usually bad enough ;
and, more than this, I knew myself to be slightly in the fault.
Before leaving home that morning Mr. Judson had ordered
me to clear the weeds froin a certain number of beds in the
garden before his return. I worked steadily during the
forenoon, and for a portion of the afternoon, when, feeling

" tired and heated, I stole up to my room, thinking to rest

for a short time and then again resume my labors. I was
very fond of study, and, as my Algebra lay before me upon
the table, I could not resist the temptation to open it, and I
soon became so deeply absorbed in the solution m)ifﬁcult
problem that I heeded not the lapse of time till the harsh
voice of my employer fell upon my ear. I had learned by
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past experience to fear the angry moods of Mr. Judson. In
my hurry and confusion I forgot to lay asideymy book, and
went downstairs with it in my hand. T stood silent before
the angry man, and listened to the storm of abuse which he
continued to pour upon me, until sheer exhaustion compelled
him to stop. .

“ And now,” said he (by way of conélusion) “be off to

your work, and don’t be seen in the house again till the last-

weed is pulled from them air beds.” Thi} was even bettér
than I had dared to hope, for, on more thanone former occa-
sion, I had borne blows froth Mr. Judson when his anger was
excited. As I turned to leave the room the quick eye of the
farmer féll upon the book which before had escaped his no-
tice. Stepping hastily toward me he said :

“ I see how it is, your head is so filled with the crankums
you get out o’them books, that you are good for nothing else,
but I'll stop this work once for all;” and, ere I was aware of
of his intention, he snatched the book from my hand, and
threw it upon the wood-fire which burned in the kitchen
fire-place. I sprang forward to rescue my book from the
flames, but, before I could reach it, it was.burned to ashes.
As I have before stated I was then about thirteen years old,
tall and strong for n])zfy age. I wasusually quiet and respect-
ful, but for all this I possessed a high spirit. I could easily
be controlled by kindness and mild persuasion, but never by
harsh and unkind [treatment, and this act of Mr. Judson’s
enraged me beyond all control, and in a moment all the
smouldering anger occasioned by his past harshness shot

up as it were into & sudden blaze. I have often heard it ..

I believe with truth, that there is someting almost.
palling in the [i'oused anger of one of those usually quiet
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“enough from you, and for little cause, but you spall never

- as nothing against that of the sturdy farmer; but, ad he

‘'WALTER HARLAND.

and submissive natures. I have often since thought that
passion rendered me partially insane for the; time .being;
trembling with anger, I confronted my emplayer fearlessly,
as I said “ How dare you burn my book ? yeu bad, wicked .
man, you are just as mean as you can be.” ;

This sudden outbreak from me, who hltherto had borne
his abuse in silence, took Mr. Judson quite by surprise. For
a moment he looked at me in silence, then ,&Pith a v01ce/
hoarse from passion, he addressed me, saying, ¢« such talk to
me! you surely have lost any little senése you ever ma/y
have had.” Then seizing me roughly by the shoulder he/con-
tinued : ¢ I'll teach you better manners than all this com
to, my fine fellow, for T'll give you such a ﬂogg,mg as y
won’t forget in a hurry, I'll be bound.”

Instantly my resolution was taken; he shoufd never ﬂog
me again. Shaking off the rough grasp of his hand, I stepped
backward, and drawing myself up to my full height (even .
then I was not very tall) Ilooked him unflinchingly in the
face as I said,— touch me if you dare, I have borne blows

u

strike me again. If you lay a hand upon me 1\(; will be
worse for you.” Wild with anger I knew not wha\t I said.
‘The strength of a lad of my age would, of course, ha\ve been

attempted to flog me, I certainly should have resxsted o the -
utmost of my ability. I know not how it wa.g;, but, \after
regarding me for a few moments with angry astoms ent,
he turned away without any further attempt, to fulfil his
threat of flogging me. 'I turhed and was leavmg the house
when he called after me, in a voice, which upon any pre-
vious occasion, would have frightened me into submission,
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“ Come back, I say, this instant.” I had now lost all fear
and replied, in a voice which I hardly recognized as my
own, “ go back, never. Should I be compelled to beg my
bread from door to door, I'will never stay another day under
your roof.” With these words I ran from the house, and soon’
reached the little brown cottage in the village three miles
distant where lived my mother and sister Flora.

.
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CHAPTER Ij.

| N EVER knew a father's protecting care and watch-
ful love; for he died when I was but little more
than%hree years old ; and my sister Flora a babe in
our mother’s arins. No pretticr village could at that time
have been found in Eastern Canada than Elmwood, and this
village was our home. Its location was romantic and pictu-
resque. Below the village on one side was a long stretch of
level meadow-land through which flowed a clear and placid
river- whose épark_lin‘gP waters, when viewed from a distance,
reminded one of a surface of polished silver. The margin
of this river, on either side, was fringed with tall stately
trees, called the Rock-Elm. According to' the statement of
the first settlers in the vicinity, the whole place was onc‘j
covered with a forest of those noble trees and to this cir
cumstance the village owed its name of Elmwood. The number

~ ofthose trees which still shaded many ofthe streets added much

to the beauty of the village. The village was small, but much
@\llarity had been ebservedin laying out the streets. The
uildings were mostly composed of wood ; and nearly all were
painted a pure white with green blinds, which gave a very
tasteful appearance to the place. Tt had its two churches, and
three stores, where all articles necessary to a country trade -
were sold, from a scythe down to cambric needles and pearl -

. buttons. There was also an academy, a hotel, one and two

.public schools, and I believe I have now mentioned the most

1




12 WALTER HARLAND.

important of the public buildings of Elmwood, as it then was.
The cool and inviting appearance of the village, as well as
its facilities for fishing, boating and other healthful recrea-
tions, caused it, in course of time, to become a favorite
summer resort for the dwellers in the large cities; and for
a few weeks, once a year, Elmwood was erowded with visitors
from 'many distant places,-and, as may be readily supposed,
these pgriodical visits of strangers was something which
deeply interested the simple residents of our village. In
looking back to-day through the long vista of years which
separate the past from the present, the object on which
memory is inclined to linger longer is a little brown house
" near one end of the village of Elmwood. Kind reader that
was the home of my childhood. There was little in the
external appearance of the house or its surroundings to win
admiration from the passer-by, but it was my home, and_to
> the young home is ever beautiful. Recalled by memory the
old house looks very familiar to-day, with its sloping roof
covered, here and there, with patches of green moss; and
the large square chimney in the centre. Between the house
and the street was a level green, in which were several fine
shady trees, and one particular tree which stood near the
centre was what I most loved of every thing connected
with the surroundings of my early home—this tree was of the
species known in Canada as the Silver Fir, and I am certain
that every one familiar with this tree will testify, as to its

beauty ; tH®y grow to a large size with very thick and.wide: "

spreading branches, which extend downward upon the trunk
in a circular form, each circle from the top growing larger, till

the lower limbs overshadow a large space of ground beneath. - T

This tree was my delight in the sunny day3 of childhood
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WALTER HARLAND. " 18

and-early youth, and in summer most of my school-tasks were
committed to memory beneath its friendly shade; and I
loved. it, in the dreary season of winter, for the deep green
which it retained, amid the general desolation by which it
was surrounded. When left a widow my mother was poor,
so far as worldly riches is considered. My father had once
been in moderately easy circumstances, but the illness
which terminated in his death was long, and the means he
had accumulated gradually slipped away, till, at the period
of his death, all my mother could-call her own was the little
brown house which sheltered us, and very thankful was she
to find, (when every debt wis paidreven to the last fraction)
that she still possessed a home for herself and children. My
mother possessed much energy of mind, as well as a cheer-
“-ful, hopeful disposition, and, although she sorrowed deeply
for her sad loss, she did not yield to despondency; but en-
deavored to discharge faithfully 'her duty to her children,
and to this end she sought employment, and toiled early and
late that she might provide for our wants, and so far &id
Providence smile upon her efforts that we wére enabled to
live in comfort and respectability. By close industry and
economy she kept me at school from the age of six to thir-
teen, and would willingly have allowed me to remain longer,
as she considered my education of the first importance,
but during the last year I remained at school (although only
- @ child of twelve years) I grew discontented and unhappy,
by seeing my mother toiling daily that I mighé remain at
school. And many a night did I lay awake for hours, re-
volving the question in my mind of how I could assist my
mother, for I felt that, young as I was, it was time
for me to do something for my own support. Had cir-
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cumstances allowed, I would gladly have remained at
school, for I was fond of study; but I believe I inher-
ited a portion of my mother’s energetic disposition, and
I felt it my duty to leave school, and seek some em-
ployment whereby I -might support myself, and possibly
agsist, in a small way, my mother and little sister. My
mother was reluctant to yield her consent that I should
leave school, but when' she saw how much my mind was set
on it, and knowing the motives which influenced me, she
finally gave her consent, and leaving school I began looking
about me for employment. My mothers wish, as well as
my own was, that I should, if possible, obtain some situation
in the village where I could still board at home, but, as is
usually the case,no one needed a boy at that time. -After
spending several days in search of work, without success, I
became disheartened. My mother advised me to return to
my books, and think no more about it; but I was unwilling

that my first attempt toward takin g care of myself should
prove an entire failure.

>
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CHAPTER IIIL

FEW miles from the village of Elmwood lived Mr.
Judson, arich farmer, he might properly be termed
rich in this world’s goods, for, besides the broad

acres which comprised the two farms in one where he resi-

ded, he was the owner of several houses in the village, which
brought him a handsome annual income. The chief aim
of hislifeappeared to be the acquisition of money, and, when

once it ecame into his possession, it was guarded with mi-

serly care. The very countenance and manner of the Farmer
bespoke his nature. Aided by memory, I see him now

as I saw him years ago :—he was of medium height, strong
and muscular, but thin in flesh. His hair had once been
black, but was then sprinkled thickly with gray; he had-
small pierging, restless black eyes that seemed to look several
ways at once. His nose was of the form which I have-often
heard styled a hawk-bill; and, a,ltoget‘hex there was a sort
of dry, hard look about the man which rendered his personal
appearan ‘%'repulswe and disagreeable. His constant care
and anxiSty was to get "the largest possible amount of labor
out of those in his employ; consequently, he was always in

a hurry himself, and striving to hurry every one else. His

farm-laborers used to say that he kept his eyes in such unceas-

ing motion, to see that every thing went right on all sides,
that restless, roving expression of the cyes had become na-
tural to him. Though living only a few miles distant, neither

o
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my mother nor myself knew any thing of the character of
this man; and when he came to engage me to do ‘ chores
and light work ’’ as he termed it, .we gladly accepted his
offer, as my mother had the idea that residing for a time

upon a farm {if not overworkedy~would have a beneficial
effect upon my health and constifution. Many wondered
when it became known that I had gone to live with Farmer

Judson ; but each one kept their thoughts to themselves.
When I took my place at the Farmer’s I soon found that, if
my work was light, there was likely to be plenty of it. I
did not complain of thi®, for I expected to work; but what
made my position almost unbearable was the constant habit
of fault-finding in which my employer indulged. He was
dreaded and feared by all under his roof. He was constantly
on the watch for waste and expenditure within-doors, and

without there could never be enough done to satisfy him ; -

do your best, and he always thought you should have done
more. As I have before said, I was very fond of books; ghd
I had counted upon having my evenings at my own disposal

- that I might still do something in the way of self improwe-

ment ; but I soon learned that books were quite out of the
question in my new home. There was either corn to shell or
errands to perform ; in short, there was something to keep
me busy till nearly bed-time every night. I used sometimes
to think the farmer used to study up something to keep me
busy on purpose to keep me from study. I believe my great-
est fault in his eyes was my love of books. He was entirely
without education himself, which, (in a great measure)
accounted for his narrow and sordid mind ; he looked upon
any time devoted to books or mental culture as a dead loss.

“ What’s the use of hotherin’ over books,”” he wonld often

H
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say ; and would often add in a boasting manner, ¢ I don’t
know a from b, and if 1 .do say it myself, where will you
find a man who has got alono' better in the world than I have
done.” If gettmg along Well with the world consists only
in hoarding up dollars and cents till every fecling of ten-
derness and benevolence toward the rest of mankind becomes
benumbed and deadened, then truly Mr. Judson had got
along remarkably well. His door was bul a sorry place to
ask charity, as every one could testify who ever tried the ex-

~ periment. It was reported that a poor woman once called

at the house and asked for food. The farmer chanced to be
from home, and his wife, thinking he might not return for a
time, ventured to prepare a confortable meal for the poor
traveller ; but, as fate would have it, he returned before
the weary traveller had partaken of the meal prepared.
for her. As soon as he saw how matters stood he gave his
wife a stern rebuke for ¢ encouraging beggars” ; and,-with
many harsh words, ordered the woman to leave the house.
The poor woman rose wearily to obey the command, and, as
she was passing from the room, she turned, and fixing her
eyes upon Mr. Judson, said in a stern voice, “ I am poor and
needy—it was hunger alone which compelled me to ask cha-
rity—but with all your riches I would not exchange places -
with you who have the heart to turn.from your door one
in need of food ; surely, out of your sibundance you might

- have at the least given food to one in want; but go on hoard-

ing up your dollars, and see how much softer they will
make your dying pillow.” It was said that the farmer actual-
ly turned pale as the woman left the house. Perhaps his
conscience was not quite dead, and it may be that a shadow
from the events of future years, even then, fell across his
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mind. It would have been difficult to find two natures more
unlike than were those of Mr. Judson and his wife. The
former was stingy, even to miserly niggardliness, as well as
ill-tempered, sullen and morose, while the latter was one of
the most kind-hearted and motherly old ladies imaginable,
that is, had her kindly nature been allowed to exhibit itself. v
As it was, not daring to act according to the dictates of her
own kind heart, through fear of her stern companion, she
had in the course of years, become a timid broken-spirited
woman. In her youthful days she had béen.a regular atten- :
dant at church, she also was a valuable teacher in the sabbath-. :
. school ; but, after marrying Lemuel Judson;-she soon found~ !
that all religious privileges of & social nature}were at an
end. Poor man, money-was the god he Worshipped and
“. 80 entirely did the acquisition of wealth engross his mind
that every other emotion was well- nigh extinguished. He
seldom, if ever, entered a place of public worship, and
did what he could to prevent his wife from doing so. She
did at the first venture a feeble remonstrance when he
refused on Sundays to drive to the village church, but, as this
was her first attempt. at any thing like opposition to his
wishes, he determined it should be her last, for he assailed
her with every term of abusive language at his command,
<and these were mot a few, for his command of language
of this sort was something marvelous to_listen to, and, if
his words and phrases were not always in strict accor-
dance with the rules of grammar, they certainly were
sharp and pointed enough to answer his purposé very well.
From the sour expression of his countenance, as well as the
biting words which often fell from his tongue, the village
boys applied to him the name ¢ vinegar face,” sometimes
v :

AL
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varied by “old vinegar Judson.” Like all villaze boys, they
were inclined on holidays and Saturday afternbons to roam
away to the neighbouring farms. Mr. Judson jplways drove
them from his premises the moment they set fogt hereon, and
in a short time he learned that, as the saying is, § there was no
love lost between them. He one day gave one ' these boys a
smart blow with his horse-whip the boy had venitured into the

hayfield among the laborers. The blow of cougse caused him
to take to his heels, but from that time the whofe band were in
league against the farmer. * If he left a horsetied in the vil-
lage, he would sometimes find him shorn of his mane, and
often a hopeless rent in his buffalo; and,as far'as he could find
out, the deed was done by “ nobody at all.”” As he was
driving leisurely homeward on a very dark night he sudden-
ly came upon a number of boys near the end of the village
street, and one of the boys called out loyd enough for him .
to hear, ¢ there goes old vinegar Judson';” another embold-
ened by his companion,next addressed him with the question ;
“ What’s the market price of vinegar,old man ? you ought to
know if any one does, for you must drink a lot of it or you
wouldn’t be so cross and ugly.” It was a very dark night,
and theAfarmer was unable to distinguish one from the other,
and horse-whip in hand he made a rush among the whole
crowd, who dispersed in all directions. He was not agile
enough to overtake a fast retreating army in the dark, and
was forced to abandon the pursuit. As he turned to pursue
his journey homeward, a voice from out of the darkness,
again addressed him, saying, “don’t you only wish you could
catch us, old vinegar man ?’ Knowing that furtherpursuit
would be useless, he proceeded on his way, uttering threats
of future vengeance. He did spend a portion of the follow-
ing day in tryir;g to find out the boys who had insulted him ;

O
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~ butall his cfforts to that end were without success. A gentle-
_ man to whom he complained ventured to remark : “ I fear,
Mr. Judson, that in a great measure you have yourself to

blame for all-this, for you ever treat the boys with unkind-

ness ; and, without reason and experience to guide them,can

you wonder that they render evil for evil. If you exercised

more of the spirit of kindness in your casual intercourse

with the boys, I think it would be better for both you and

them.” Thisadvice was very good, but it is to. be feared that

the farmer profited but little by it. Through r{e@vﬁf her

—.- _stern husband Mrs. Judson ﬁally' ceased to menfion attend-
' ing church; but often on a Sunday afternoon, when he was
either asleep or walkisig over his farm, she would seat her-

. gelfin a quiet corner of the large kitchen,and read her Bible,
N and perhaps sing a hymn to some of the old-fashioned plain- .
tive airs, which formed a large portion of the Church Music
in her youthful days. I remember when Ilived at the Far-
mer’s, I used oftento think it no wonder that Mrs. Judson
almost always sung her Sunday hymmn to the air of ¢ Com-
plaint,” and read more frequently in the book of Job and
the Lamentations of Jeremiah than any other portion-of the
Bible. The poor lonely woman seemed to feel a mother’s
tenderness for me, which manifested itself in many little
acts of kindness, when unobservdd by her husband, who took
good care that no tadue indulgence should be shown to any
one under his.roof. I soon learned toregard the old lady
with all the affection of which I was capable; and it was
her kindness alone which rendered my position endurable.
1 sought in many ways to lighten her labors, for, even in the
busiest seasons, no help was allowed-her to perform all the
household work; and I soon found many ways of making

myself useful. : ‘

(pl [/ W
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CHAPTERIV.

e

BZm\g £ rainy afternoon, while busied about the house,
f Mrs. Judson surprised me by saying suddenly: “1I

ON=2Y| suppose you don’t know what makes me take so to
" you, Walter; but I'll tell you, you remind me of my youngest
boy, Reuben,, I looked at the old lady with wonder, saying,
“I did not know you had any children, Mrs. Judson.” ¢ True”
said she, “I forgqt you did not know ; but no further than
your mother lives from here she must remember that I once
had two -boys who were very dear to me, but perhaps she
never told you about it. It ill becomes me to speak of

with their father. -He had no patience with them when

older. Do what they would, they could never please him,
and he often beat them cruelly But one way and a other

the field while he went to the village ; the ground was rough
38 and stoney, and by some accidont the ploughshare was broken.
| When their father came home and found what had hap-

| terrible flogging. Neither of the boys had ever before
given their father a word; but, when he stopped beating

theém, Charley stood up and sald ‘You have beaten us,

C

they got along till Charley- was sixteen and Reuben fourtecn:
years of age. Their father one day left them ploughing in

pened, he seized the horse-whip and gave both the boys a

his faults, but T must say my poor boys had a hard life of it -

mere children, and matters grew worse as they became-

s 0

father, a great many times and for Very little cause; but .
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_the sight of us, and it is better that we should go before his

- . . |

this is the last time.” That was all he'said.  His father
told him to shut up his mouth and go aliout his work. After
dinner he went back to the village, tmd some business
detained him till late in the evening. I némember as if it were
but yesterday how my two boys looked :‘that night when
they came home to supper. After supper they rose from
the table, and Charley said: ¢ Mother, we are very sorry
to leave you, but we must go. I'don’t know what we have done
that father should treat us so; he seems almost to hate

harshness provokes us to some act of rebellion. I am older than
Reuben, and willdo my best to care for him, and we will never 2
forget you, mother; but I believe it to be for the best that A
we should leave home.” I had long feared this; and I begged :
of them to stay and try and bear it, at any rate till they should
be older; but talking was of no use, the boys had made up their
minds, and gothey would They each took a change of clo-
thingin'a small bundle, and prepared to leave the home which
had sheltered them from their infancy. When Isaw they would
go I divided the little money I had of my own between them, .
that they might not go forth into the world entirely destl-
tute. I could not really blame the boys, for their father’s
harsh words, day by days, was like the continual dropping
which wears the stone, and the poor boys were fairly tired
and worn out with being continually censured and blamed.
With a heart heavy with a sorrow which only a mothe
-cark Jgpow,- I walked with the boys to the turn of the road
where they were to wait for the stage. I felt sorrowful
enough but I kept back my tears till the hour sounded which
announced the arrival of the stage. They both shook hands
with me and kissed me, and poor Reuben, the youngest, crled
as if his heart would break,
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““ The sight of my youngest boy’s tears affected me beyond
the power of control, and the tears were very bitter which we
all shed together, but the sfage was fast approaching, and
we must control our gw I bye, mother,” said the boys
at last as they left me to take their places in the stage coach,
¢ Don’t fret about us ; we will try to do right and remember
all you have said to us, and let us hope there are happier
days to come, for us all’

“These were their last words-to me, and they were swift-
ly borne from my sight by the fleet horses of the stage-coach

- This was five years ago last Octaber.” < But did they never

come back,” said I, looking in the old woman’s face with a
feeling of deep pity. ¢ Bless you child, no,” said she, ¢ their
father won’t allow cven their names$ to be spoken in his hear-
ing. 'When the boys left home, they went to the State of Mas-
sachusetts, where they both learned a trade, and are lioing
i well ; they often write to me and send me money to buy
R any little thing T may want. About two years ago in one of
B their lotters they asked me to talk to their father, and try
| to persuade him to forgive them ; they also wished to gain
i his consent that they might return home for a visit, ¢ for,” said
they, ¢since we have grown up to mgnhood it has caused us
uch sorrow that we must live estranged'from our father.
Mother, we have long since cast aside the boyish resentment
we may once have cherished, and would be glad to'return
and inform our father by word that we still-feel for him the
affection due from children t¢ parents; we would gladly for-
get the past and be at peace foy the future.” Ifeared tospeak of
this letter to my husband, but the strong desire to see my dear
boys again gave me courage, and one day When he seemed ina
better humour than usual I mustered up courage, and told bim

\
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what the boys had written, but my sakes’ alive, Walter, if
you'd aseen the storm it raised in our house; it fairly took my

" breath away, and I didn’t know for a while, Walter, ifmy head

was off or on; you may think you have seen Mr. Judson
angry, but you never saw him any thing like what he was .
that day. I must not repeat all he said, to you, buf he con-
cluded by saying: ‘The boys went away without my con-
sent; you connived to get them off, and if ever you mention
their \names to me again you’ll wish you had’nt, that’s all;’
and from that day to this their names have never been men-
tioned between us. They still write offen to me and. some
day T'll show you their letters. I suppose it was wrong
for me to speak so freely to you (who are only a little boy)
of my husband’s failings, but somehow I could’nt help it, and
it does me good to talk about my boys. I.don’t know as

- Mr. Judson can help his harsh, stern way, for itseems to come

natural to him ; but I can’t help thinking he might govern
his temper, if he would only try; as itis I try todo my duty
by him, and make the best of what I cannot help ; and every
day for years I have prayed that a better mind may be given
him by Him who governs all things, and that is all I can
do.”

After the above conversation, I more then cver regarded

- the old lady with pity, and sought by every means to

. lighten her cheerless lot. But the kindness which his wife

evinced toward me only served to render Mr. Judson more -
harsh and unfeeling in his treatment. I remember one day
hearing him say to his wife in a tone of much displeasure;-
“ You-speiled-your own boys, and set them agin me’; and
now you are beginning to fuss over this-lazy chap in the same
way ; but I'll let you know who's master here.” Hard as
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. wilbm y'*{ lot at this time, my anxicty to lighten the cures of
my mother*caused me to bear it with a degree of patience
which I have often since wondered at. I was fearful if I
left this place I could not readily obtain another, and I toiled

om, never 1£form1nw my-mother of the trials to W’hl’CLI was
" daily subjegted. For a whole year I endured thé caprice
and severity of Farmer Judson. I had long felt that I
could not much longer endure a life, which (to me) had be-
come almost intolerable ; and on the day of the incident no-

ticed in the opening chapter of my story, my naturally hloh\'

temper rose above control, and I left Farmer Judson’s nnd

returned to my home. P
o~ s
-
¥ -
- J\‘
R |

5t

.



v

MR e et

g RS

e

‘o

.
.
' [N
. {
] y
. | )
o | |
’
B
| ’ .
| «
&
| ; .
' I3
: : B
_ .
w“ . | |
» .
i
, 9
- i\
AY
, ,, wm:
. N | .w
| | P
N An 4
[ N |
P oo sovies -
g e Sas
5
BN e e = o - B ,‘ . .,




i LB ALY Do R W e

RESTC Y FENE S U

TN L I

" "~ CHAPTER V.

HEN I thus returned unexpeetedly to my home my
mother was at once aware, from my downcast ap-
¥ pearance, that something was wrong, and when
she questioned me I related the difficulty thh Mr. Judson
exactly as it took place. My ‘mother listened attentively till
I had finished, and then enly said, ¢ you are too much
excited to talk of the matter at present; after a night's rest
you will be better able to talk with more calmness, so we
will defer any fugther COnVOIS‘ItIOIl upon the subject until to-
morrow morning. ”’

It was a mild evening in June, and slipping out of the
house, I went to my favorite tree in the yard, and, as Ilay
at fulllength beneath its wide-spreading boughs, which were
bright with the rays of the full round moon, my mind was
buby with many anxious thoughts. My anger had by this
time cooled down, and when left thus alone I began to
question if T had acted right in returning to my home; hard
as Mr. Judson was to please, he always paid me my wages
punctually, and I feared T had done wrong in thus depriving
my kind mother of the assistance which my earnings (small
as they were) afforded her.” But when I cailed to mind the
Farmer’s harsh and unkingd treatment, I felt that to remain
longer with him was out of the question; for during the
whole year I remained with him, I could not remember one
word of encouragement or kindness, and, toa boy of thirteen,
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a kind and cncouraging word ix worth much. Surely,
thought I, every onc is not like Farmer Jndson. and can I
not find some place where, if I do my best to please, T shall
not be continnally scolded and blamed; and, after retiving
to rest, T lay awake, revolving all these things in my boyish
mind till T mentally decided that, come what would, T could
not return to the Farmer. Tt was far into the hours of night
before T slept, and then my sleep was harassed by frightful
dreams, in all of which Farmer Judson acted a prominent
part. From my earliest recollection, the counsels” and pious
example of my mother had exercised a powerful infiuence
upon my mind and character. She was naturally cheerful
and hopeful, and her heart had long been under
the influence of a deep and, devoted piety, which ex-
hibited itself in her every-day life. She never allowed her-
self to be too much cast down by the petty annoyances of
life. I am an old man now, and the silver threads are begin-
ning to mingle in my hair, but T can yet sec my mother as
I saw her the next morning when I went down stairs, and
in a pleasant cheerful voice she enquired if Thad slept well.
I gave an evasive reply, for I did not like to tell her what a
restless, miserable night I had passed. When the breakfast
things were cleared away, my mother seated herself by my

side, and said: ** Upon reflection, my son, I have decided that )

you had best not return to Mr. Judson. ” These were joyful -
words to me, for I had feared my mother would decide
otherwise, and I had never disobeyed her, but it would have
been hard, very hard for me to obey had she wished me to
return to my employer. Little Flora was, if possible, more
pleased than myself at the deeision ; with a low cry of joy,
she threw her arms around my neck, saying “ Oh! Walter,
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I am so glad that Mamma will not zend you back to that cross

old man.” Poor child, she had never before been separated

from her brother, and she had sadly missed her playmate

during the past year. ¢ Although,” continued my mother
~ “youmay not have been free from blame, I think Mr. Judson
acted very wrong. If) as I trust, is the case, you have told
me the truth, I consider you blameable in two points only,
first, in neglecting your work in the absence of your em-
ployer, and, secondly, in allowing yourself to use disrespeet-
ful language to him.” While my mother was yet speaking.
the door opened and Farmer Judson entered the room, without
the ceremony of knocking, and began talking (as was his
c¢ustom when angry) in a very loud and stormy voice, ¢ Pray
be seated, Mr. Judson,” said my mother, “and when you
become a little more composed I shall be pleased to
listen to anything you may wish to say.” e did not
take the proffered seat, but muttered something about
“ people putting on airs,” and turning sharply wupon
me, he said, “I hain’t got no more time to waste talkin, so
get your hat and come back to your work and no more about
it.” I did not meve, but waited for my mother to
B speak,—with a voice of much composure, she replied to him.
saying: “Ihave decided, Mr. Judson, that Walter had best
not return to you. Till last evening I have never from him
heard the first word of complaint;” in a straight forward
manner she then repeated what I had said upon my return
home. ¢ My son informs me, " added'my mother, “that in
more than one instance he has endured blows from you,
and for very little cause; had I before been aware of this
he should have left you at once; for my boy is not a slave
ta_be driven with thelash. I have nodoubt thathis conduect
D

\
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‘may in many instances have been blumeable, I am ~orry

<0 WALTER DARLAND.

that beallowed himself at the last to speak disrespectfully to

_vou, but vou must be aware that his provocation was H

S

“ugly old man will never come here again. Was'nt you afraid,
s Mamma ?”

great, and we must not look for perfection in a b(éy of ‘
thirteen. Considering all things, I think he had best remain ;
no\lonom in your employ; for to subject him Ionwer to a
temper s0 (‘11\11010{1\ as yours, would be, I fear, to injure his
dispogition.” o
Mr. Judson was unabh, to gainsay one word my mother
had said, and to conceal his mortification got into a tower-
ing passion, and used some very severe language which 4
deeply wounded my mother’s feelings. As he strode angrily
from the room he said, “ You nced not expect anything
else but to come to bcmr:u_) if you keep a great fellow like
that lazin’ round in idleness, and I, for one, shall not plty
you, depend on’t.”” With these wordg he left the house, clos-
ing the door after him with a loud bang. Tt was indeed a
welcome welief when he left us alone. My little sister had
crept close to me the moment the angry TFarmer cntered tho
room, where she remainced tiembling- with fear till he was
fairty out of hearmg, when she exclaimed, «I hope that

P nde s L
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« No, dear,” repliecd my mother, with a smile; ¢ and let us
hopé if ever he does visit us again he will be in-a better
temper. ,"

T wished at. once to set .Lbout looking for another situa-
tion; but my mother advised me to remain at home and rest
for a time. Little Elra was deli: zLted when she found that
1 was to remain at home, for a time at least.
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of D1 Gmy, the vﬂl.we ph) sician. His on]y child
4l wasa son of nearly the same age as myself, and -
we had been firm friends from the days of early childhood
When of sufficient age we were sent to the sanic school,where
we occupied the same desk, and often conn our daily
lessors from the same book. The uncommon friendship exist- ©

¥
5
% ing between us had often been remar kcd by the villagers. This
.ﬁ%
;

«

intimacy was somewhat singular, as our natures were very
dissimilar ; it m#y be this very dissimilarity attracted us the
more strongly to each other. ¥From infancy the disposition of
Charley Gray was marked by peculiarities which will appear
in the coursd of my story. When at 's,\t’l\%?vl he made but few
friends among his companions; and the few friendships he did
form were marred by his exclusive and jealous nature. Ile
possessed very strong feelings,and for a chosen friendhis affec-
tion was deep and abiding.My own nature was exactly the op
posite. I was frank and joyous, and inclined to make friends
with all.  For all that Charley and I were so intimate, even
as boy his peculiar temperament was often a source of un-
happiness to both. “Charley was the child of wealthy pa- -
rents, while I, being poor, was often obliged to attend school
dressed in clothing which -looked almost shabby beside my
~well-dressed companions, but with all this I was ever Char-

ley Gray’s chosen companion, in fact he seemed to care little
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for any other companionship,and his parents,who had known
both my father and mother long and intimately, were much
pleased with his preference for my society, and took much
pains to encourage the friendship existing between us. Char-
ley was as much delighted as my sister when I returned
home; he had two or three times ventured to visit me at
Mr. Judson’s, but his visits always made the Farmer angry;
and he chanced onc day to comeinto the field when we were
unusually busy, and, as a matter of course the Farmer was
cross in proportion, and he finally ordered Charley to ¢ clear
out ;”’ “its bad enough,’” said he “ to get along with one boy,
but two is out of the question, and the sooner you make
tracks for home the better.” Charley was thoroughly fright-
ened, and he followed the Farmer’s advice at once by- mak-
ing tracks” out of the field, and he never attempted to
repeat his visit. Ireturned home in the month of June. Dr.
Gray intended sending Charley to a distant school, the com-
ing autumn ; and we both keenly felt the coming separation.
He was to- bOA‘I-bbm{L%—e{ll before visiting his home, and

that time seemed an age to our Boyish minds. The lon«r .

midsummer vacation soon arrived ; and now, memory ofton
turns fondly to that happy period. My companion and I
certainly made the most of the time allowed before the
coming separation. ' '
Together we visited all our favorite haunts, we anorlcd for
fish, we roamed over the fields and through the - woods in the
vicinity of Elmwood, and no day seemefi long enough for
our varied amusements. I often wished to invite other of
our companions to join our sports, but somehow or other,. if
this was the case, Charley s enjoyment at once fled. When
(as was often the case) I would mention some of our school-

: . - &

&
4




RS

s s APt A R N oty -

N SRR

~N
WALTER HARLAND. 33

mates, With a view to inviting them to accompany us on
some excursion of pleasure, a cloud would instantly come over
Charley's countenance, and he would say in a petulant tone:
* What do you want with them, we can surcly enjoy ourselves -
without their company,” and this reply would at once remind
me of his exclusive and peculiar temperament, (which for
the moment I had forgotten) and to please him I would say
no more about it. But for this onc fault of my companionﬂ’s,
and a fault it certainly was, T believe had I had a brother,
T could have loved him no better than I loved Charley Gray.
Previous to my mother’s marriage her home had been in
Western Canada; her father died whild she was. quite a young
girl, but her mother, now far advanced in years, still lived in
the old home, some fifty miles from the city of Hamilton.
The affairs of the farm and houschold were managed by a son
and daughtor who had never married, and still resided in
their paternal home. My mother was the youngest in the
family, and bad been the pet qf the houschold during her
childhood and early youth; sh \W‘Tﬁ:ﬁ)‘r years younger
than either her brother or sisterNand they had exercised a
watehful and loving care over their pet sister till the period
of her marriage and removal to Fasternt Canada. Her bro-
ther andssister seldom left their own home, owing to their care
of their aged mother, and for some years past my mother’s
circumstances had not allowed her to visit her early home;
and,amid the cares of life,letters passed less and less frequent-

.ly between them, till they came to be like ¢ Angels’ visits,”

fow and far between. My mother was equally pleased and
surprised, a few weeks aftdr I returned home, by receiving
a kind letter from her brother Nathan. Like all his letters
it contained but few wordg, but they were dictated by a kind
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heart. The mo:t important words (to me) which the letier

contained were these: “Your boy Walter needs more schiool——o -

ing before he goes outinto the world, send him to me and he
shall have it. If his <11~po~1t10n is anything like his
mother’s at his age I know we shall get along farnously to-
gether. T will board and clothe him for two years; he shall
attend the best schools in the place, 1 promise nothing fur-
ther, only then, when_the boy leaves me, he shall have all he
desetrves, if it should be only a cuft on the car. Tn case you
should find any difficulty in defraying his expenses, I enclose
money sufficient for that purpese. T know not the reason,
but I feel a strong desire to see your oy, and find mlt what lm
is made of.”” .
My mother was alone when she received this letter;
she read it again and again, and with -each perusal her
heart warmed toward the brother whom she had not seen
for so many years. « But,” thought she, ¥ whatever my own
wishes may be in the matter, Walter must decide for him-
self. T should consult his feelings (as far as possible) upon
a matter which concerns him so deeply.” When T came
home that evening my mother gave me Uncle Nathan’s
letter, and with sxlent amusement watched my face grow

‘sober as T read it. She really knew this kind-hearted bro-

ther—I did not, and that made all the difference in the world.

I suppose my gravé countenance, as I perused the letter,

informed my mother thata second Farmer Judson was rising
before my mental vision. When I had ﬁmbhed T looked up,
and, with an anxious voice, said :

“ Tell me, mothcr is Uncle Nathan as_gruft and erusty as
his letter?”

“ My son,

1

replied she, “your uncle’s manner may seem

>
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somewhat short and erusty to one not acquainted with him;
but beneath this rough extegior, he has a very kind heart. I
am well aware that he makes this offer with sincerity,

and that he has your interest at heart. You certainly neced .

more cducation to fit you for the duties of life, and-now a
way is open for you to obtain it. I can hardly bear the
thought of your going so far from home, and yet I nced
not expect you always to remain under my own roof. It
is my duty to submit to a temporary separation, if that
separation is for your own interest. I will not advise you too
strongly, for T consider you have a right to a voice in the
‘matter as well as ‘mysclf. Should you decide to go, where
my advice and influence cannot reach you, I trust you will
retain the good principles I have endeavoured to inculcate;
you arc my only son and should you allow yoursclf to be
led into evil ways, it would be the heaviest trial I have ever
known, and my sorrows have been neither few nor light.”
I had such full confidence in the opinions of my mother, that
I allowed her to write to uncle Nathan accepting, for me, his
generous offér.  Charley Gray was entirely cast down when
he learned that I was to go so far away. ¢ It’s too bad,” said
he, “that they must send you away to an old Uncle, wlLo
very likely is cross as a bear, and that before the holidays
are over; and then in the fall I'm to be sent off to school,
nobody knows where, so I suppose we may as well call our
good times ended.” As Charley said this his lip quivered and
the un-shed tear.glistened in his fine dark eyes. I was the
only companion with whom he was intimate, and the Swiftly
coming separation grieved him deeply. I tried to cheer him

ley he was prone to look upon the dark side of every thing,

5
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up, but when any thing chanced to cross the wishes of Char-
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and T fear there are many older and wiser than Charley
Gray who yicld to the same failing.
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CHAPTER VII.

s FTER I had consented to go to Uncle Nathan, and
il a letter had been written informing him of my de-
c1~10n\l\bconm to feel many misgivings. From
thc style of his letter T got tho-idea-that Fshoutdfind him
like Farmer Judson; and the very thought .caused me to
shudder with a vague feeling of terror. My mother told me
again and again how kind my relative would be to me, and
I tried hard to believe her ; but with all this my mind was
haunted with many fears regarding the future. My‘moth‘cr
strove to send me from home well supplied with clothing, -
that' T might prove no immediate expense to my uncle, and
the little money she had laid by, with which to replenish
her own and little.Flora’s wardrobe, was applied cheerfully
to meet my more immediato- wants. Young as I was this

et

circumstance fretted and annoyed me. I remember saying "
onc day to my mother, in a vexed impatient tone, ¢ it seems -

too bad thgt we should be so poor. Some of my companions

who have rich parents, spend more moncy every year upon

toys and candy than would buy me a whole new suit of -
dothes, and now to obtain a few new articles of clothing for
me you and my little sister must do without what you really
need; if the dispensing of money were left in my hands, I
would make every one rich alike, and then no one should be
ashamed of their poverty as I have often been, when among ™ -
the rich boys of the village.” ¢« Be ashamed of nothing but o
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replied my mother, “and you had hest leave
the dispensation of wealth or poverty to the One whose
right it is, for, be assured; e knows best what is for our
good; T had thuch rather see you grow up a good man than
a rich one. If yourlife is spared, and you prove to be a useful
and honorable man, people will never inqu’irc whether your
boyhood was 1)‘1\\0(1 amid wealth or poverty.” T was then
in toodiscontented a mood to proﬁt by my mother’s words, but

many times in after years were they recalled forcibly to my

mind. Time passed on till the last .mn'ht arrived, which 1
was to spend at homc for ann indefinite period.  Charley Gray
obtained »)ulms\zon to ~pend thm last mwhu with wme; and

we lay awake for hours galking over “our nwmerous plans-

for the future in true school-hoy fashion, Many an air-castle
did we rear that night which the lapse of years have laid in
the dust. Tn our boyish plans of future greatness. I was not
exactly sure what I was to be, only I was to be a wonderfully

_gredt man of some kind, while Charley was, of eourse, to
" become a very eminent physician, such as should not be

found upon any past rpeord; and we talked, too, of
the wonder we should |excite among our «old friends
when we might change to rovisit the scenes of our carly
home. We even spoke of driving past the farm of Mr. Jud-
son in a fine carringe drawn by a pair of beautiful Day
horses; but with all our lively talk poor Charley was
sadly out’of spirits. His old boso'n foc was. at work ; he
feared that among new companions I might mect with some
one who weuld supplant him in my affections. To one of
my nature, this jealous exclusive aisposition was something
incomprehensible ; later in life T learned to pity him for a
defect of character, which in his case was hereditary, and

e L S S, P R Lo
St a mm e man et ‘W N i e by e ? et le T el

8™

EAS o~

ST ki

Dk

TR b

NP

A



LY

Lt s RS

Py S

" make hi1

" WALTER HARLAND. 39

which he could no pfore help than the drawing of his life-
o

breath. I was to (leave Elmwood by the early morning - -

train so we were up\betimes; but, early as it was, we found
my mother already ujand breakfast awaiting us. The railway
station wag a little beyond the village, and thore than a mile
from our dwelling. Dr. Gray sent over the horse and ¢ar-
riage very carly, and Charley, with my mother and Flora,

was to accompany me to the depot. The morning air was
fresh and invigorating, and under other circumstances we
should highly have enjoyed the drive, as it was that morn-
ing, we were rather a sad and silent party. When we
arvived at the station T moved rapidly about and looked after
my luggage with far more care than was necessary, in order
to conceal the sorrow I felt at leaving home; and 1 was
heartily glad to hear the whistle which announced the ap-
proaching train, that the parting might be the sooner over.

Daring the fow moments we stood upon the platform await -
ing the arrival of the train Charley stood by with the most
solemn face imaginable. His countenanee wasalways remark-
ably expressive of either joy or sorrow, and at this time his
expression was certainly notone of joy. Many a time since,
have I smiled as memory suddenly recalled the woe-begone
face of Charley Gray, as I left him that morning. In order to
laugh I enquired if he could not imagine the look

of astopishment with which Farmer Judson would regar
us w

which (in imagination) we had possessed the nfght before.
Any one acquainted with Mr. Judson could not have helped
laughing at the idea ; Charley did laugh buttheresyere tears in
his eyes. As the trainrapidly neared the station he suddenly
extended his -hand to me for a -last good-bye, and hurried

7

Ten we should drive past his farm in our fine carriage,

-
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pal
swiftly from the spot; he could not bear to witness my par-

ting with my mother and sister which was yet to come. My

- mother had borne up until now, but when the time came
that I must indeed go, her tears could no longer be kept
back. I kissed Flora good-bye, and last of all turned to my
mother. She imprinted a parting kiss upon my brow, and
as she held my hand with a long, lingering pressure, said
in a choking voice, “ Remember my counsels, respect your-
self, and others will respect you, and may God bless and
proserve you from evil!”

I was deeply moved, but to spare my mother’s feelings I

. kept back my tears. The conductor’s loud voice was heard
calling ¢ All aboard.” I hastily entered the car, and taking
my seat, the tears I had so long repressed now flowed freely,
till some of my fellow-passengers began to question me,
when I became ashamed of my weakness> To the many
pitying enquiries I replied that I was going a long distance
from home and was grieved at parting with my friends.

“ Chare up, me man,” said a good-natured Irishman who
happenéd to be seated near me. I was. jist yer size (only
that I was biggér) when I lift me father and mother in ould
Ireland, an’ come over to Ameriky.”

This remark drew a burst of laughter from sever al of the
passengers, and, though the tears were not yet dry upon my
cheek, I could not help joining in the laugh. The man was
not in the least disturbed by the merriment of the others,
but again turning to me continued:

“ As I was a tellin’ ye, an older brother an’ mesilf crossed
the sea to Ameriky; an’ the first year we arned money
enough to fetch over the ould folks, and we are now livin’
altogether agin, in the city uv Montreal, where we have a
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nate little home uv our own as your two cyes could light

upon.” The friendly talk of -the Irishman both amused and

cheered me. How true it is that kind and sympathizing %
words never fail to cheer the desponding heart.
s .
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CHAPTER VIII.

o
%z E had written 'to Uncle Nathan, ‘informing him of
PVal the day on which he might expect my arrival; and
A at the time appointed he drove over to Fulton, the
small village two miles from his farm, where was the rail-
way-station. As I stepped from the car I cagerly scanned
cach face among the crowd to sec if I could find any one
whose appearance answered to my ideas of Uncle Nathan,
but for some time I could see no one-whom I could suppose to

" be my unknown velative: I atlengthspied amiddle-aged gen-
‘tleman walking backward and forward in a leisurely man-
- ner,upon the platform,whom I thought might possibly be my

uncle, and, asthe crowd had mostly dispersed, I mustered up
courage, and in a low voice accosted him with the question :
“Please Sir are you my* uncle Nathan ? Your uncle who?” said
the old man,as he elevated his eyebrows and regarded me with
a broad stare of astonishment. “No I'm not your Uncle,
nor nobody’s else that I know of,” said he,in a sharp crusty
voice, then, giving a second look at my downcast face, he

| scemed suddenly to recollect himself, and said in a much.

softer tone: ¢ If its Nathan Adams you mean he’s just driv-
en round to the other door. Be you a friend of his'n.” « Yes
Sir,” answered I, as T hurried away to the ¢ other door.”

pointed out by the stranger. From the ideas I had formed -
of my uncle b was unprepared to meet the kind, hearty look-

ing man whose sunburned face beamed with a smile of
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Wd(omc when his eye rested upon me, as T wi lked with o
timid, hesitating manner toward him., He at once held out"
his hand, saying, «T don’t need to ask if you are my ncphew
Walter, for if.I'd a met you most anywhere 1 should have
known you were Ellen Adams, son ; just the same dark
eyes and happy smile - which made your mother such a beau-
ty at your age, for your mother was handsome if she was
my sister; but I suppose, like.all the rest of us she’s begin-
nin”to grow old and careworn by this time, 'tis the way of
the world, you know, boy, we can’t always keep young, do
our best. Its amazin’ how time does fly, it only seems like
yesterday since your mother trudged to schoel over this
very road, with her books and dinner:basket on her arm ;
and now here’s you, her son, a great stout boy that will soon
be as tall as your old Uncle Nathan. It really does beat
all ; but I forget that,while I am moralizin’ like on the flight
of time, you must be famishin’ with hunger, to say nothin" of
your bein’ tired most to death with your long ride in the
cars; give me a seat in.my wagon behind old Dobbin,with a
good whip in my hand, and those who like the cars better
may have them for all me. Cofme right zlong with me, my
boy, and point out your luggage and we’ll be off to my farm
in no time.” Before I reached my new home I had quite
got rid of my fears of finding a second Farmer Judson in the
person of my Uncle Nathan. As we drove through the vil-
lage of Fulton, my Uncle directed my attention to a large
and tasteful building standing in an open green, on a slight-
ly elevated portion of ground. I said the buildng stood
in an open space, but omitted to mention the thick shade
trees which stood in regular rows between the building, and

- the long street which ran the entire length of the village.
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-“That,” said my Uncle, with no little. pride in his voice, « is

Fulton Academy, where I mean to send you to school ; and
I hope when you leave it, you will be a wiser boy than you
are now.” The homeward drive after leaving the village
lay past ﬁnel) cultivated farms, with their waving fields of
ripe grain and beautiful orchards loaded with ripe fruit,
which delighted the eye of the passer-by ; but the most im-
portant object (to me) was the Academy, where 1 hoped to
acquire the knowledge necessary to fit me for the duties
of life. During the ycar I lived with Mr. Judson I many

a timethought how I :hould enjoy my books did’ m\} cir-

cum\tances allow me to do so, and now all thix was within
_-my reach. As these thoughts passed rapidly through my
~ mind, T looked up in the kind face of my relative and
impelled by a sudden impulse,l seized his hand and,pressing
it to my lips, said, “if 1 am a good boy and do my best to
please, you will love me a little, wo.u't you, Uncle Nathan ?”
“Bless your heart,child,” replied my Uncle, “ who on carth -
could helploving you? Yes, gVillter, you may be sure I shall
-love the son of my favoritdsister, Ellen; and, were it not
sQ, I think I should soon love you for yourself alone, for, if
I am any judge of fa(cs, you are better tha 1 the general
run of boys of your age.’

-Can this, thought I, bq the man who wrote that short, crusty
letter. T must eonfess, that (at first sight) I was not favor-
ably impressed by the external appearance of the home I
was approaching. I had expected to see a handsome tasty
building, paintel white pelhapsﬂ with green blinds, like those
we had passed on the way from the village; ‘and when Un-
cle Nathan said “ here we are, Walter, most at home,” and I
raised my eyes to gain a view of the _homestead, the fadel

: E : »
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~ dingy appearance of the house and its surroundings struck
-me as unpleasant. It was a large old-fashioned square farm-
house, which had once boasted a coat of red paint, but the
et s mserrerengre e 1DAs_and rains of many years had sadly marred its beauty,
‘e 5o much so that, but for the patches of dull red still visible

= beneath the eaves and round the windows, one would have

been loth to belicve the old house had all been of a deep red.
The hmh rodd lay between the house and the long stretch
of meadow-land which separated it from the river. The

- picket fence ‘in front of the dwelling was in rather a dilapi-
dated condition, and the gate, being minus a hinge, hung
awry. Many tall sunflowers stood in the narrow strip of'
ground between the front fence and the-house, and they
were about all I could see in the way of ornament. But
with this rather shabby look there was after all something
inviting and attractive about the place, something that sug-
gested the idea of quiet and repose and cozy comfbrt.
Reader, have you neverseen a home like Uncle Nathan's? 1
“have seen many of them. Little did T then think How, in
course of time, I should learn to love that old house and its
» inmates. A little before we-reached home Uncle Nathan.

addressed me in a confidential voice, Saying :

« Aunt Lucinder (as every bodycalls her) is my sister,
who keeps house for me. She’s kinder partickler and fussy,
and you must notmind if she does snap you up kinder short
. sometimes, ’'tis her way you know ; but never you fear, for
with all her sharp speeches she has a kind heart, and
her bark is a deal worse than her bite; and if you

once%am her over for a friend, you'll have a firm one,
depend upon_that. Then there’s mother, she lives with

us, too, she’s an old, old woman Walter, and we have
“ )

1

-
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“all try to please her in everything, and of course youll
always be quiet and respectful-like to her. Ihave often
before spoke of hiring a boy to do chores about the house,
but Lucinder always said, ‘all boys were good for was to .
malke a noisc and litter up the housebut I guess you'll get
along famously with her; she’s an old maid you know, that
_—is sht never was married, and folks say that old maids are
" always kinder crossand crusty.” Seeing my sober face as
"we drow nigh- the house my uncle laughed, as he said in
an encoﬁraging tone, “ Don’t you be a grain scared, Walter,
neither of them old wimmen will hurt you. Ishould'nt a
said a word, only I thought if I gave youa hint of Aunt
Lucinder’s queer ways you’d know better how to get along
with her.” I had always thought all women like my
own mild-speaking mother and kind old Mrs. Judson, but
by this time I began to think' Aunt Lueinda must differ
very widely from them; and when I followed Uncle Nathan,,
into the clean wide kitchen where a bountiful supper awaited
our arrival, I felt somehow as though I was stepping upon
dangerous grouny, and I almost feared to set my foot down
lest it mighs chance to be in the wrong place. Aunt Lucinda,
however, gave me a much more kindly welcome than Thad
feared, which I regarded as a favourable omen. She also
introduced me to the notice of my aged grandmother who
was sealed'in her decp arm-chair in the corner. She has

~-

seen more than eighty years of life, but as she sits there, .

day by day, in her quiet decrepitude, she still pretends to a
superintendence of the labors of Aunt Lucinda in a way that
might sometimes provoke a smile. She seems not t6 realize
thatmy uncle and ant are themselves middle aged gray-haired
peonle, and still calls them her boy and girl. When made

-
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aware- who I was my grandmother seemed delighted to sce
me, and talked long and affectionatoly of my mother whom
she had not seen for many years. Aunt Lucinda was busily
employed at the ironing-boord, but looked often to see that
her mother's wants were all supplied; nothing could exceed

the affection and care she seemed to bestow upon her aged -

parent, indulging every whim, so that the old lady hardly
can realize that she is old and almost helpless. We were
soon seated at the supper table, and they all must have had

‘the idea that I had brought with me from Elmwood a most

unheard-of appetite, if I ‘could judge by the quantities of
food they insisted upon piling on my plate. Aunt Lucinda
treated me with a good degree of kindness, but evidently

kept a sharp eye to all my movements, doubtless expecting

that in a short time I would break out in some flagrant
misdemeanor, when she would be culled to open hostilities.
Poor Aunt Lucinda, you had little to fear.from the heme-
sick boy who sat in the purple twilight, leaning his elbows
upon the window-sill, thinking of his now far-distant mother
and sister, and his loved companion, Charley Gray. AslI
sat there a line of light in the eastern sky graduslly became
brighter, till the full round moon rose to view, bathing the
whole scene ina flood of silver lizht. Seated thus, gazing
over the mioonlit landscape I began (with a mind beyond,
my years) to look far away into the future, and I made
many resolves for my course of action in time to come. I
wished to assist my uncle in doing up the “ chores ” for the
night, but he would not hear of it. « You'll get work enough

here,”" said he, “but you shall rest after your journey and .

you shall not lift a hand to-night.” When work was over

~and the house quiet, Aunt Lucinda placed the large family

L4
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Bible upon the table, preparatory to their evening worship.
“ Now won't it-be nice, Lucinda,” said Uncle Nathan, ¢ we've
got some” one in the .house that has good eyes, to read the
chapter for us every night; it bothers me to read by lamplight,
and' T have often heard you call a word wrong if the light was
the least mite dim.” “My sight is'nt so bad as it might be,”
replied my aunt who evidently did not relish this hint that
she was not as young as she had been, but she readily
consented tt at for the future I should read the Chapter from
the Bible each evening. After reading we all knecled and
Uncle Nathan offered a simple but heartfelt prayer, in

which he failed not to remember the poor boy, who kneeled
by his side, as well as his distant friends. After prayers [
was shown at once to the room which was to be mine
during my stay, and very different it was from the one I
occupied at Farmer Judson’s. It was an airy, cheerful,
looking apartment, furnished plainly, but with everything

neegssary to my cowmfort. When left alone my first act was
."to remove from my trunk the small Bible which was my,

mother’s pagting gift, with the request that I would allow no
dayg40pass without reading at least one Chapter, alone-
AndT have no doubt the obo; ing my mother’s parting
injunction, made the slumber all the sweeter, which weig ﬂrh/;D
down my eyelids almost as soon as my head pressed m
pillow.

. -
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CHAPTER IX.

R EFORE a week had passed away I made up my
Q8| mind that I might have found a worse home than
the old farm- houqe at Uncle Nathan’s. Aunt Lu-
cmda was not positivelzaunkind to me, but I could not help
a feeling of fear when in her presence, for she evidently

regarded my every movement with a watchful eye, and .

looked upon my presence in the family as an infliction that
must be borne; but with all this she was very careful for
my comfort, and treated me in every respect as one of the
family. Few would, at first sight, receive a favourable
impression of my aunt. During the first few days of my
residence in the family T used often to wonder to myself
how two sisters could be-s6@similar in. -every way as were.
my mother and Aunt Lucinda. My mother’s manner was
very gentle, and her speech was mild and pleasant, while
my Aunt had a sharp, quick manner of speech, and took the
liberty upon all occasions of speaking her mind plainly.
She was however a very clever house-keeper, always busy

and a large amount of work went every day through her

hands. From the first moment I saw her I felt strongly attached
to my venerable grandmother, who treated me with the
greatest kindness and seemed never so happy as when, seated
by her side, I read aloud to her from the large Bible which
lay constantly within her reach. The personal appearance

et T T eI Lt -
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of Uncle Nathan was very pleasing ; there was a mild good- -
humoured expression upon his countenance which at once
_ told you he was not one at all inclined to fret or borrow
trouble. This disposition to take the world easy often irritated
1. o my aunt, and shke sometimes went so far as to say, «if she

\/ " didn’t stir up Nathan now and then, every thing would go -

to wreck and ruin about the place.” Mindful of Uncle Na %

than’s advice I did my best to please my aunt, and endea.

voured to win her affection by many little offices of kindness,

as often as I had opportunity, but for some time my attempts

to gain her goodwill produced but little effect. When I had

3] been a few days an inmate with the family, I becam un-
¥ .. willing listener to a conversation which troubled me mu

1 at the time, although I have often since smiled at the recol-

' lection of it. I happened one day to Le employed in the

back kitchen, or what they termed the sink- -room, and I soon

became aware that I wassgsubject of conversation by the

family in the room adjoining.  Now if that boy ain’t the

most splendid reader I ever did hear,” said my kind old

grandmother,” ang I think,takin’ all things into consideration

it's a good thing Nathan sent for }nm what do you say

Lucinda ?” ¢ What Isay is this,” replied my aunt, « it don’t

do to _]udwe folks, specially boys, by first appearances, and

1 should’nt wonder a mite, for all his smooth ways- and

—fine readin’ if the fellpw turns out a régular limb for mischief

before he’s been here a fortnight. 1 think Nathan Adams,

must have been out of his senses (if he ever had any to get

out of) when he went and fetched aboy here to tear about

L and make a complete bedlam of the house. I had to work

hard enough ;before, but with a boy of that age round the = k.

house to u}j up capers and raise Cain generally, I don’t
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know how we're to live at all:” < Well, Lucinda,” replied
Grandma, ¢ Nathan’s been a good dutiful boy to me,” (Uncle
Nathan was past forty) “and if he took a notion to bring
Ellen’s boy here, I don’t see as you ought to say a word
against it.” What if you'd a married Joshua Blake as -
you expected to, and he'd a died and left you with & boy to
bring up and school, I guess you'd a been glad if Nathan or
somebody else had offered to take him off your hands for a
while. This reply from her mother, at once silenced _Ahnt
Lucinda, and there was no more said upon the subject.



133




]

3

CHAPTER X. e

EEKS and days succeeded each other in rapid suc-
cession, till mellow autumn with its many glories
£all was upon the earth. - “It had been a very busy sea-
son, and long since Uncle Nathan's capacious barns had been
filled to overflowing with their treasures of fragrant hay and
golden grain. The corn-house was filled with its yellow har-
vest, and the potatoes were heaped high in the cellar. Each
different sort had its separate bin, and my memory is not
sufficiently retentive to mention the numerous kinds of pota-
toes by their proper name which I that autumn assisted in
stowing away in the old cellar; and potatoes were not the
only good things to be found there when the harvest \\::’is\
completed. The apples were of almost as many differént
sorts as the potatoes, and their flavor was very tempting to
the fruitloving appetite; and their red checks were just dis-
cernible by the dim light, which came faintly through the
narrow cellar-windows. Large quantities of almost every
species of garden vegetable were stowed away, each in their
respective place. The cattle and sheep had been driven
from the far-off pastures to enjoy for aseason the ¢ fall-

‘feed,” of the meadows. The brighthued autumn dcaves

were cast to the ground by every breéze which floated by ;
the migratory birds were beginning their flight southward,
while on every hand were visible indications of the approach
of winter. I had done my best during the busy season to

.
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render myself useful, and by this time had become quite an
important member of the household, so much so that I one
day heard un(h, Nathan wonder “ how he ever got along
without me.” He had often hir ed boys before, but a hired
boy who merely works for wages is often very different from
one whose services are pr ompted by affection and gratitude.
Aunt Lucindastill seemed rather to distrust me and ,although
she said nothing, I was too sharp-sighted to be ignorant of
the scrutinizing watch she maintained over my conduct. I
did not, as many boys of my age would have done, allow
myself to cherish any resentment toward my aunt, on the
contrary I did every thing in my power to gain her good-
will; 1 never allowed the water-pails to become empty ; I
split the kindlings for the morning fire ; and, by the time 1
had been a few weeks in the family,my busy aunt found her-
self freed from many household tasks to which she had been
accustomed for years, and, more than this, Iinvariably treat-
ed her with the utmost kindness and respect. It happened
one evenirfg that my aunt was suffering from one of the
severe headaches to which she was often subject. After
supper she was almost incapable of any exertion what-
ever. When it was nearly dark she suddenly remem-
bered that the large weekly wash had not been brought
in from the clothes’ yard, and there was every appear-
ance of approaching rain. “1I don’t knmow,” said she in
a desponding voice; *“ what will become of the clothes, but
if they are all spoiled I can’t bring them in, for my hecad
aches as though it would split.” It was with fear and trem-

bling that I came forward, and offered to get the clothes- .

basket and bring in the clothes. She looked at me with as-
tonishment, saying, ¢ a pretty sight the clothes will be by
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the time you bring them in, and then the lines will be broken
into fifty pieces; no, no, let them hang and take their chance
in the rain; I can’t any more than have to wash them all over
again.” * Please let me go, aunty,” said I, “I will handle
- the clothes very carefully, and I certainly will not break the
lines.” Touched in spite of herself by my desire to assist
“her she gave me the basket, suying, *“ now do pray be careful
and not destroy every thing you put your hands on,” and
again seated herself with a troubled countenance to await
my return. She was ofteninclined to think that nothing could
be done properly about the house which was not per formed
by her own hands. Her face did brighten a little when I
appeared after a short time at the kitchen door, bearing the
well-filled basket with its snow-white contents in a most
wonderful state of preservation. It was not her habit to
praise any one to their face, but, when I had left the room,
_ she turned to Uncle Nathan and said I do believe after all
there is some good in that boy. I am afraid I have been a
little too hard with him, but I've made up my mind if he
behaves as well as he's done so far, that he shall have a
. friend in his Aunt Lucinda; he’s the first boy that’s ever been
about the house that I could-endure at all, and I do believe
he means well, and does his best to pleasc us, and that’y
more than can be said of most boys.”

The busy season was over at last, and the har V(}bt all
<gathered in; on the following Monday I was to enter as a
pl;ipil at Fulton Academy. I had long anxiously looked
forward to this day, and now that it was so near, I grew
restless with expectation. I spent the Saturday afternoon
roaming among the old woods which skirted the farm on
one side, and seated by turps at the roots of some of
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the fine old trees, whose covering of many-hued leaves
had long since fallen to the ground, my thoughts wove
themselves into many bright forms, and” many a purpose’
for good was matured in my mind. I dreamed of a time
when,by the unaided exertions of manhood,I would purchase
ease alMd relaxation for my patient mother and loving sis-
ter,and next to those of my own household I breathed a wish.
for the happiness of the loved companion of my childhood
Charley Gray. ’
[




CHAPTER XI.

y HE important day arrived when I was to begin
2| school-life at the Village Academy, the day -I had
so long looked forward to with pleasant anticipa-
The teacher who had taught the Fulton Agademy
for several years was a gentleman of high culture, and of
sound judgment. Teaching with him was a loved life-work.
He had been left an orphan at an early age, and had, by
his own exertions, obtained the education which enabled
him to occupy a position of influence and respectability,
consequently, he was all the better ablé to sympathize
and assist studious pupils who laboured against«many
discouragements to obtain an educatiom, Instead of re-
garding the pupils under his charge as only objects for
correction and reproof, he treated them as reasonable beings,
and labonred diligently to develop their better natures, as
well as their intellectual powers.  When I entered the
school-room, and Mr. _()Kvald made some enquiries regarding
my studies, and other
but withal searching eyes, and felt certain I had found a
friend in my teacher. My ideas at the time, of my new
home as well as my school, will T presume be best ex-
- pressed by transcribing the copy of a letter, written to

atters, I looked in his.clear honest,.
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"Charley Gray about this time)I lately found it among.

éome old papers. It reads thus:

Fulton Oct. 25th, 18—
Dear Charley, ’

As I cannot posalbly sec you, I will do the next best by
writing to you in answer "t6 your kind and very welcome
letter, which came to hand two days since. I have so much
to tell youthat I hardly know where to begin; but if I intend
to finish I must make 'a beginning in some way. I will first
endeavour to tell you some’éhing about my home. You know
T feared Uncle Nathan might be like Farmer Judson; but
never were twomoro unlike; he never scolds or frets, and
although he is not a great talker, somiehow or other when
he does talk I always like to listen to what he says. I am
sure you would like Uncle Nathan, and if you could pay a
visit to his farm he would not drive you off as Mr. Judson
did. My grandma and aunt live with my uncle. Grand-
ma is a very old woman, but she looks happy and con-
tented as she sits day after day in her large arm-chair, di-
viding her time between her knitting work and reading in
the large-print Bible which always lies close to her hand ;
gometimes she says it tries her eyes to read, and then I
wish you could see how pleased she seems when I offer to

read, to her.

You remember the day Charley, when we wete at
school at dear old Elmwood, when we were out at recess
and that poor old beggar-man who was nearly blind passed
the play-ground, and dropped his cane into the ditch.
Some of the thoughtless boys set up a laugh, but yon left
your play and ran and picked up the cane and placed it in

his hand; and the old man patted yoitr head and said « I

\ .
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know you will make a mbd man, my lad, if you live to grow
up, for there is always g good in the boy who pays respect to
the aged and helpless. ” The master who saw it all from the
open wmdow did not forget to reprove the boys who laughed
at the poor old man, while at the same time he warmly com-
mended your kind act, “ Take my word for it boys, " said
he “anact of kindness,or any mark of respect to the old and
feeble, will always leave a fecling “of happiness in yonr own

‘hearts; " and 1 know now that our teacher told the truth.

Sometimes grandmothber.calls me to read to her when I am
busy with study or play, and at first I do not feel inclined
to gb, but I always do, and T feel more than paid when I
finish reading and she says,  thank you, Walter, you are a
good boy to remember poor old grandma and I hope if
you live to be old, and your eyes grow dim like mine, some
one will be as kind to you as you are to me."” I don’t know

‘how it is, Charley, but some how T always feel happicr after-

reading to grandma  Adams.. Aunt Lucinda is Uncle
Nathan’s sister, you know ; she keeps house ; she is a real go-

"a-head sort of woman, and a great worker ; she is older than

Uncle Nathan, but, between you and I T don’t think she cares
to hear that spoken of, but it’s no harm for me to tell you.
She is so different in her ways from your mother and mine
that at first I hardly knew what to make of her. She has a
queer way of snapping people up short if she is'nt just suit-
ed. For a long time I was afraid Aunt Lucinda would never
like me, she seemed to have such a horror of boys—may be
that’s the reason she never got'married. I have begun to
think lately that I am gaining in her good opinion and I am
very glad of it. After all she is kind-hearted, for all her
queer, ways; I could get along better if she wasn’t so
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di.strc::asingl y neat and particular about the house. I tell you
if you lived with my Aunt, you'd have to remember always
to wipe your feet on the door-mat before coming into the
house; if you did happen to forget Aunt Lucinda would

sharpen up your memory, depend upon it. When I first

came.here T really believe she thought I should burn either
the house or barn, perhaps both, or commit some other enor-
mity; but as no such occurrence has as yet taken place, she
begins to think, I believe, that I am not so bad as I might
be. In-fact I heard her tell Uncle Nathan the other day,

that she © would be real sorry if I was to go away, I was

such a help about the house, and so careful to keep the chores
all done up, ” that was a great deal for Aunt Lucinda to say

“inmy favor;and I was so pleased when I heapd her that T

wished there was more chores to do than there are although
I sometimes think there are quite enough already. But it is
time I was telling you something about my school. T attend
the Academy over at Fulton, the small village which is about
two miles from Uncle Nathan's farm. The Academy is the
only thing here which reminds me of Elmwood. It is a
large building, two stories in height, painted white, aud the
grounds around it arc thickly set with many different kinds
of shade-trecs. The upper story of the building is used as a
Public Hall while thelower one is appropriated to the school.
There is about an equal number of boys and girls attending
this term.. By-the-bye, Charley, when I first entered the
school I was very much afraid that my own attainments
would seem very little compared with those of my then un-
known companions, but I have got rid of that fear now, I
am in the class next the highest and am eagerly looking for-
ward to the day, which I hope is not far distant, when I shall

.
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stand in the first ranks in Fulton Academy. There are two
teachers, Mr. Oswald, the head master, and Mr. Lawrence,
who is quite a young man, is the assistant teacher. This
same assistant is very pompous in his‘manner, and when Mr.
Oswald is not present, he is disposed to act something of the
tyrant. ITe has red hair, which [ believe is a matter of muc
annoyance to him, for he is uncommonly vain regarding
personal appearance. Knowing this, some of the boys de<
ligl:t in playing off jokes upon him. One day last week, Mr.
Tawrence was leaning over a desk; working out a difficult
example in Arithmetic, direetly behind him was Ned Stan-
ton, ilie most mirthful and fun-loving boy in the whole
school. Ned took a match from his pocket and, first giving
me a sly nudge to look, held it close to Mr. Lawrence’s
head, making believe to light it by his red curling locks.
The act was o sudden and withal so comic that I burst out
laughing before I thought where I was. Mr. Oswald raised
his eyes just in time to sce Ned holding the match, I expected
the fellow was in for a punishment for sure; but will you
believe me when I tell you that Mr. Oswold actually
laughed himself. He tried hard to put om a stern look, and said
¢« I think Edward you had best attend to your ciphering. ”
The assistant was so busily occupied that he saw nor heard
nothing of it.all, till he raised his head, and seeing many of
. the scholars trying to conceal their laughter, and even observ-
ing an expression of quiet mirth on Mr. Oswold’s face, he
looked from one to another with such a-ludicrous manner of
enquiry and astonishment it ‘made the matter still worse.
But, whatever Mr. Lawrence may lack in any way, is more
than made up to us in Mr. Oswold. He is past thirty years
of age, he is married, and has a little boy and girl who attend
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school. The little boy is very nice, and if T wasn’'t afraid
you would laugh at me I would say that I think Rose Os-
wold the handsomest girl I ever saw, and I have said it
after all, laugh or no laugh. Mr. Oswold is very highly
learned, but when we meet with him, somehow or other, the
space between us and that tall, learned, and somewhat grave
looking man, seems annihilated. I believe it is his kindness
which does this. Tike all schools there arc both good and
bhad scholars here; some of-them practice much deceit with
the teachers, and will sometimes even conceal their books
when in the class, and recite from them, fo save study
never do this, Charley, for I know it is wrong, and 1 knov
you wouldn’t do it either. But the small space left wargs
me that I must bring my long letter to a close. Write
soon, and tell me how you are getfing along, and all about
your school, and every thing elye that you thifk may interest
me. I have made some companions here but you ncedn’t
fear my forgetting you, for I have met with no one who, to

me, can quite fill the place of Charley Gray: \V1th much
affection I 1emam,

Your sincere Friend,
WALTER HARLAND.
P. S. Write soon, and don’t forget 1o write a long létter.
. W. H.




CHAPTER XII.

== N uncle Nathan's houschold a “bee” for the paring
S of apples had been the annual custom from time
/ immemorial ; and in rural districts, the merry-

makings of any kind are a very different aﬁ.nr fromthe so-
cial gatherings in a large city ; in the country a social gather-
ing has about it a genuine heartiness of enjoyment, unknown

in the city drawing-rooms of wealth and fashion. In the

country you come nearer to nature, as it were, untrammel-
led by the customs and usages of fashionable society. Uncle
Nathan was just the one to get up a social gathering of this
kind, and enjoy it too; if his hair was growing white, the
flowers. of social feeling still blgomed in his heart ; and the
-yearly apple-paring bee was neyler omitted in the household
He used to say “the apple pieS would not taste half so good

in winter if the apples were not pared by the hands of the

merry company who assembled upon the occasion.”

The sun rose bright and clear on the sixth of October; this
-was an important day at the old homestead, for on the next
evening was to be held this annual social gathering. They did
not often invite company, and, upon the rare occasions when
they did so, Aunt Lucinda made extensive preparations for
their éntertainment. Some of her neighbours took the li.

berty of saying she did this partly to show off her unequalled -

cookery and housekeeping, but most likely these sayings
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were only maliciously called torth by her superior attain.

- ments in this way. Be this as it might, she was certainly

very busy on this particd]ar day. The capacious brick oven

was heated no less than four times during the day, and the -

savory odor from the numerous dishes taken therefrom be-
spoke a plentiful repast for the apple-parers. I was kept
from school that day to take part in the grand prepavations
going forward. Aunt made me quite happy that morning by
sayingy* I wasa right smart hanfly boy, and could help along
amazingly " if I would stay from school. I would have done
much more than this for the feyy words of commendation
bestowed upon me by my aunt, who was usually so hard to
please. Neat as was her daily hokschold arrangements, on
this day evefy corner of the old house passed under a most
searching review ; anil dust before unnoticed was brought
to light in a most wlarming manner, and as.my aunt passed’

¢ through the house on her tour of investigation, the very waw]r}(
with their closets and three-cornered cuphboards, scemed to

shrink back with apprchension, not knowing where she might
make the next discovery of hidden dust or litter. I was so
much elated by her encouraging words in the morning that
I set to work with a right good will ; but before the pfepa-
rations were all completed I found that an apple-paring bee
at Uncle Nathan’s was no trivial matter, and involved a large

amount of labour. The brass knobs on all the doors, as well

as the large brass andirons in the parlor, had to be polished
till they shone like burnished gold and this with other count-
less tasks all fell on me ; but the longest and most laborious

day comes toa close, and so did this sixth of October,.and
d enough were we all long before night came. -Poer old
grandma really entertained the idea that she was of much—

-
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assistante, and remained up for an hour or ~o heyond her
usual timé of retiring, ““to help things along,” as she said,
With all my aunt’s sharp, crusty ways, one could not but
respect her, when they noticed with what forbearance she
treated every whim and fancy of her aged mother; and
upon this occasion when she advi<ed the old lady to retire

to rest, and she replied, “that she must sit up to burry things -

along,” she did not press the matter but allowed her to take
her own way. The impoftant ovcnihg arrived, and with it
a merry company of. both old and young who filled the
large kitchen and dining-room to overflowing. All were in
the best of spirits, and working and talking progressed about
-equally. Each one was furm\hcd with a knife sharpened for
the purpose, and a baskgt of apples allotted to every two or
three. Without in the least interrupting the flow of laughter
and lively conversation the baskets grew empty surprisingly

fast, but were immcdi:}fely replenished from the well-stored

cellar, till some ofthe younger portion of the company with
an cye to the supper, and fun in the prospective, began to
wonder if the work would never be done. Aunt Lucinda,
assisted by some of the company, was laying out the suppor
in the wide hall ready to be brought into the dining-room,
directly work was over. Grandma had her .arm-chair
removed into the circle of the workers, and actmlly pared a
dozen apples in the course of the evening.

*It pleased her to be there and enjoy the scene of mnocent
mirth, and that was enough. As for Uncle Nathan he was
here and there and everywhere else, it sécmed almost at
one time, replenishing the baskets, sharpening the edge of
a knifeé, and diffusing mirth and good humour through the
‘whole company. Mr. Oswold, the teacher, was invited, bring-
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ing with him hisx wife and Rose. \Vhell\?j fir »{ .mentioned
giving the Oswolds an 1nv1tat10n Uncle Nat ]TaJ advised me
to give the Assistant one also; 1 was not too well pleased at
this, for Mr. Lawrence was far from being a favorite with
i me, and, like most boys, I did not always pause to consider
s ' -‘what was”right ; but Aunt Lucinda, who was anxious that ?
f every thing should be conducted after the most approved

} - style, declared if the Oswolds were invited Mr. Lawrence

g should be favoured also with an invitation, saying, if any

| of the youths should make fun of his red hair, or cut up any
capers with him she’d make them sorry for their fun. «I
know,” said Uncle Nathan, with a sly look, ¢ what makes

g Lucinda kinds’ stand up)for Mr. Lawrence, and be so watch-
ful over his red head ; every one who knew Joshua Blake
will remember that he had red hair. I thought Lucinda had
forgotten the fellow by this time, but it seems I was mistaken
S after all.” ¢ Who was Joshua Blake ?” I ventured to enquire.

I ¢« If you don’t be off to your work this minnit,” said Aunt Lu-
cinda, “T'll let you know who Joshua Blake was, in a way~ .
that you won’t ask again, I'll be bound.” I thought it unwise
to push my inquiries further, in fact I was glad to beat a
a hasty retreat from the kitchen ;& years after I heard the
story of Joshua Blake from Aunt Lucinda’s own lips.

While we have been.indulging in this disgression work has\
progressed steadily at Uncle Nathan’s, till the last basket of
apples was pared, and deposited in the back-kitchen. Then
the rooms were hastily cleared up and the-long supper-table
set out. I will not attempt a description of that supper, and
will only say that it met all my ideas of nicety, added to pro- -
fusion and plenty. The girls lent a willing hand in assisting
to clear away the tables after the supper was over ; and then




WALTER HARLAND. 69

the fun begun in right good earnest. Soon there was a call

~among the younger part of the company for ¢ Blind Mans’

Buff.” Grandma, who from her quiet corner watched the
the scene of mirth with as much enjoyment as the youngest
present, was disposed to dispute the name, saying that in her
young days the game was known by the name of ¢ Blind
Harry,” and when the point was finally settled the game
began, and was for some time continwed with unabated enjoy- -
ment. Aunt Lucinda even allowed herself to be blinded
and a very efficient blind woman did she prove, as many of
the youngsters could testify who endeavoured to escape from
her vigorous grasp. When the eompany became tired of
this lively, but somewhat laborious amusement it was quick-
ly succeeded by others of an equally lively character, which

"was continued for some two or three hours, and it was not
‘till the tall clock in the corner of the kitchen tolled the

hour of one that a move was made for the company to break
up; and after a somewhat lengthy search.in the hall for count-

~less shawls, veils, gloves, and wrappers, ‘each one was at

last fortunate enough to find up their own, and the merry
company took their respective ways home beneath the
silver light-of the full moon; and, half an hour later, sleep
had settled over the inmates of the old farm-house. -After-
wards in giving a description of the apple-paring bee to my
mother, I allowed that it surpassed in enjoyment any thing
in which I had ever before -participated, ‘
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CHAPTER XIII.

S

HE winter glided quietly, and withal pleasantly,
away at Uncle Nathan's. To me it was a very busy
season, being anxious to render myself helpful to

2| my kind relatives, who were doing so much for me.

It was some time before I could entirely overcome the feeling

of'distrust and suspicion with which Aunt Lucinda was inclin-

ed to regard me ; her daily care for my comfort, and many real
acts of kindness drew my naturally affectionate heart toward
her, and it grieved me much to fear that she felt for me no
affection ; but Aunt Lucinda was not at all demonstrative,
and seldom gave expression to her real feelings, besjdes this

_ she had told Uncle Nathan at the first, she was sure I would

turn out a bad boy, and, like all positive people, she disliked
to acknowledge herself in the wrong. The reader is not to
suppose that I consider myself as having been any thing
like perfect at the time of which I am speaking; on the con-
trary, I had my full share of the failing and short-comings
common to my age, and often my own temper would rise,
when Aunt Lucinda found fault with me; or in some other
way manifested a feeling of dislike, and the bitter retort
would rise to my lips; but I'believe I can say with truth
that I never gave utterance to a disrespectful word. My

- mother’s counsel to me before leoving home, recurring to.

my mind,often prevented the impatient and irritable,thought
from finding expression in words; and before the winter
was over, I found, what every one has found who tried the

s
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experiment, that there is scarcely a nature so cold and unfeel-
ing as to withstand the charm of continued kindness. The
last remaining feehng of animosity on the part of my aunt
died out when my mother sent me a letter containing a
small sum of pocket-money, and, without saying a word of
my intention to any one, I expended this money in the pur.
chase of a brooch, as a present to my aunt. The article was
neither large nor showy, but was uncommonly neat and
tasteful. It was an emerald in a setting of fine gold, and of
considerable value ; in fact, to buy it I was obliged to emp-
ty my purse of the last cent it contained. When, witha
diffident manner, I presented the gift, asking my aunt to ac-
cept it for a keepsake, as well as a token of my gratitude for
her kindness, a truly happy.expression came over her usual-
ly rather stern countenance. ‘It was not,” she said, ¢ the
value of the gift alone which pleased her, but it made her
happy to know that I had sacrificed so much to make her
a present; but ” said she “T’ll take good care that you will
be no loser by remembering your Aunt Lucinda.”

I felt more than paid for the sacrifice I had made to give .
pleasure to another; I was trying to learn the useful lesson

of setting aside self that I might add to the happiness of

others, especlally of the kind friend, -beneath whose roof I
dwelt. It was my invariable custom on my way to school
to call each morning for Willie and Rose Oswold. We be-
came great friends,-and many evenings did I carry over my
books, that we might together study the lesson for the morn-
ing’s recitation; and when (as was often the case) Uncle
Nathan rallied me upon the subject, I replied, with much

ﬁdlgmty, (as I thought) that I preferred studying with Willie

and Rose, on account of Mr. Oswold being at hand to giqt
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us. “ It's all right, Walter " he would reply, “ you and little
Rose will make a handsome couple ten years from now, and
I only hope I may live to see the day, for it won’t do to have
too many old_ bachelors in the family, and, with a roguish
look at Aunt Lucinda, * to say nothing of old maids. ” My
Aunt would snappishly tell him to ¢ let the boy alone, and
not be always teasing him " adding, that at his time of life

"it-ill became him to talk such nonsense ; and, if Uncle Na-

than wished to make her particularly angry he would reply,
“ if I am old, you certainly two years older, "and my
aunt, who made itczﬁint always to have the last world
would say, as a closing argument, she hoped her years had

- taught her a little wisdom at any rate, but as for him he

seemed to grow more foolish and light-minded with each
year that was added to his age. I presume if any one else
had dared to make this remark of Uncle Nathan they would
have learned that he had an able defender in the person of
his sister.

The winter passed away, till March came in with
its piercing winds; and to me, if it had been a busy winter, it

had also been a very happy one. With my studics, and com-

panions at my labours at home, time passed swiftly, and I
received frequent letters from my-mother and sister, and also
from Charley Gray. But this pleasant state of things was
destined to continue but a short time, a dark cloud was even
then hovering 6ver me, which was soon to burst in terror
over my head. Before the winter was over many of the boys

at school ‘began among themselves to accuse our teacher of
. an unjust partiality toward me, whether with. or without

cause I am unable to say. Mr. Oswold was & very estimable
man, but he had very strong feelings, and was inclined to
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form his opinion of one at first sight ; if that opinion chanced to
be favourable, you were all right ; if the reverse, he sometimes
failed to give one credit for whatever of good there might
be in them. I charge it to no superior merit in myself, but
1 believe from the very first I was a favourite with our
teacher. I studied hard, and endeavoured to give no trouble
by misconduct, though I doubtless had my faults as well as
others. It may be that Mr. Oswold sometimes allowed his
feelings to exhibit themsclves more than was exactly wise.
I have often heard him say that.strong likes and equally
strong dislikes were natural defects in his own charactap,
against which he was obliged to exercise a contmual watch.
fulness.

The idea once formed, that Mr. Oswold fa,volned me above
others, gained ground amazingly fast. Each boy was on the
watch, and the smallest action was noticed and repeated
from one to another in an exaggerated form, till I became an
object of bitter dislike to more than half the'school. Many
underhand attemps were made by some of my companions
to hurt me in the good opinion of my teacher; but he pos-
sessed too much penetration and dlscernment to be easily
misled, and for some time all attempts to injure me came
back on themselves; but the feeling of enmity among the
boys gained strength with each passing day. Oneday, about
the middle of the forenoon, a gentleman who was owing Mr,
Oswold money, called and gave him a ten-dollar bill. Mr.
Oswold stepped to the door, where he received-the money,
and when he returned to the school-room, being busily
engaged with a class, instead of placing the bill in his pocket-
book lifted. the cover of his desk and deposited it there ;

"thinking to remove it before leavmg the room, at noon, He
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forgot to do so, and went home to dinner leaving the money

in his desk, without even locking it. The circumstance
recurred to his mind soon after the school was called to order

in the afternoon ; and, going at once to his desk, could

hardly credit his own eyesight when he perceived that the bill

t was gone; he examined all the papers in the desk, as welil
as every crevice and corner, butno bill could be found ; and
he became convinced that it was indeed gone, and he was
equally certain that it had not been removed without hands.
It was a most surprising circumstance, he had taught in that-
Academy five years, and this was the first instance of disho-

nesty among his pupils. Some boys, it was true, had given L

him trouble in various ways, but never any thing of this
kind. He remained in deep thought for a few moments,
but all this did not bring back the missing bill ; and he
decided that his duty was, if possible, to find out who had
stolen the money, for stolen it had been beyond a doubt. He
was sure if any boy had been tempted to purloin the money
after returning to the school-room at the noon hour, he must
have it about him still, having had no opportunity of dis-
posing of it; he knew it must have been taken after the
return of some of the boys for he was the last one himself
who left the room at noon ; and he therefore determined to
» take prompt measures to find out who was the guilty one,
- 8 "He had no suspicion of any one, for there was not a pupil in
the school who for a moment he would have believed capable

of such an act. He ordered perfect silence in the room and

4  inas few words as possible explained what had happened;
desiring if any one present possessed the least knowledge of

@ the matter they would at once make it known to him;
saying at the same time, if any boy had been tempted to take
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the money, if he would then come forward, and own the.
theft, and give up the bill, he would forgive him and the
matter should go no further. Mr. Oswold granted us fifteen
minutes, in which to reveal any thing we might know con-
cerning the affair. A pin might have been heard to fall in-
the room during those fifteen minutes, and seeing that
nothing was to be learned in-that way Mr. Oswold rose and
stepping from his desk said, “ a duty is before me and it must
be performed, no matter how unpleasant it-may be, but this
matter must not rest as it is. If you are all innocent you
need not fear, but I shall certainly take the liberty of search-
ing the pockets of every boy in this room, for, if any boy
took that money, he has it now.” Assisted by Mr. Lawrence
he proceeded to search the pockets of each boy, keeping a
sharp watch that no one had a chance to make way with the
money if he had it in his possession. The boys were very
willing their pockets should be searched, and none more so
than I, who was anxious that even a shadow of suspicion
should be removed from me. " '

It happened to be Mr. Oswold himself who examined my
pockets, and, uttering an exclamation of surprise, almost of
horror,he turned deadly pale, for with his own hand he drew
from my vest pocket the “missing bill. Had a bomb-shell
burst in the school room the-shock would not have been
more unexpected than was occisioned by this discovery.
My countenance must have expressed-unbounded astonish-
ment and dismay, but certainly not'gui With a face of
deep sorrow,and a voice tremulous with emotion, Mr. Oswold
exclaimed : ¢ Can it be possible ! Walter Harland that this
ijs true? That you whom I would have trusted wi
counted gold have been led to commit this act. Would ¢
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the case admitted even of a doubt, but with my own hand I

- have taken from your pocket what I know is the money I
placed in my desk this morning for, as is my custom, I no-
ticed the number of the bill when I received it.”

‘What could Ido,what could I say, against such proof posi-
tive, and yet till my teacher drew the bill from my pocket, I
had not the slightest knowledge of it’s being there. I felt that to
declare my ignorance of the matter would be almost. useless,
and yet,conscious of my own innocence,I could not keep silent.
Looking Mr. Oswold boldly in the face Isaid, “ whether you
believe me or not I speak the truth when I tell you I never
saw that bill till you took it from my pocket ; how it came
there I know not, but again I tell you I never took the mo-
ney from your desk.” I couldsay no more, and burst into
tears. Mr. Oswold remained silent for a time, trying, I pre-
sume, to decide in his own mind as‘to his ‘wisest course of
action. Requesting the attention of all, he addressed us, say-
ing. “ You are all aware that I lost this money, and you
all know where I found it. I am sensible that, with most
persons, a doubt of Walter’s guilt would not exist for a mo-
ment, but I say to you all, that, strong as appearances are
against him, T am not entirely convinced that Walter Har-

land stole that money. He declares himself innocent; he
has been a pupil in this school for some months past, and
during this time I have never known him to deviate from
the truth in the slightest degree: I shall wait for a time
before proceeding further, and see what light may be thrown
upon this most painful affair. If Walter did not place that
bill in his pocket himself some one else did,”” and as Mr. Os-
wold spoke, he cast a searching glance from one desk to the

H

other; but not a shadow of guilt could be detected upon the
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countenance of any present. ‘ I would say in conclusion,”
said Mr. Oswold, “any scholar who taunts Walter with steal-
ing, or ridicules him in any way,will be immediately expell-
ed from school. For the present at least, let no allusion be

" made to the matter,unless it be in a way to throw lightupon

it, in that case let the communication be made to me alone.

“ You all hear my commands, and I advise you to respect
them.” Thiswas a dreadful afternoon tome ; it seemed that
a weight had suddenly fallen upon me which was crushing
me to the earth. Although no one dared violate the com-
mands of our teacher, I could not fail to notice the changed
manner of nearly all my companions when school was dis-
missed. Some hurried away without taking any notice of
me whatever; others seemed disposed to patronize me by their
notice, which was more humbling still to one of my sensitive
nature. The first ray of light which penetrated the dark-
ness which had settled over my spirit was when Willie and
Rose Oswold overtook me after a rapid walk, I having
hurried away from every one. ‘“ What made you run away
Walter” said Rose, panting for breath, ¢ a nice race you have
given us to overtake you. You needn’t feel so bad,” she
continued, I know you never took Papa’s money, and I am
certain he thinks just as I do, only he durst not speak too
positively in the school-room; it is the work of some wicked
bad boys, and you see if Papa don’t find out the truth before
he’s done with it.” I thought it unmanly to ery but it
required & strong effort to keep back my tears, as I replied,

“Tam glad you believe me Rose, for I tell you again I did not '

take that money, never saw it till it was taken from my pock.
et. I.cannot tell whether I shall gver be proved innocent or

not, if not what will become of me; it would break my
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mother’s heart to know I was even suspected of such acrime.”
“ Never fear,Walter,trust Papa to find it out,” said the hope-
ful Rose. They departed with a kind ‘“ good night”” and I
proceeded sorrowfully to my home. .
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CHAPTER XIV.

= L was with a heawy heart that I performed my usual
) tasks that evening ; and, before I could summon cou-
A rage to relate my trouble to uncle Nathan, Mr.
Oswold called, and himself acquainted him with the matter.
Free from the presence of the other scholars, he said he
had not the slightest belief in my guilt, but looked upon it
as a mischievous plot formed among some other members of
the school. ¢ I know not,” said he, « whether or no the mys-

tery will ever becleared up; but I shall spare no pains to

that end, for I must in some way or other have Walter. clear-
ed from blame; but how it is to be brought about the future
alone most tell.”” Uncle Nathan, and even Aunt Lucinda, did
not for a moment believe me guilty, and felt for me a deep
sympathy as I sat by, in a dejected attitude, "with my arms
resting on the table and my face buried in my hands. Aunt
Lucinda defended me in her usual sharp positive manner,
and was for proceeding at once to some severe measures;
but Mr. Oswold reminded her that, if such were. the case, the
truth would in all probability hever come to light.

Good id Grandma Adams rose from her seat and, walk-
ing with uncertain steps to the table were I sat, p'laced
her hands upon my bowed head, and repeated the following

words from the Psalmist: “ Commit thy way unto the Lord,
trust also in him and he shall bringit to pass.” ¢“ And he shall

bring forth thy righteousness as the light and thy judgment
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as the noonday.” “Restin the Lord and wait patiently for

him, fret not thyself because of him who prospereth in his .

way, because of the man who bringeth wicked devices to
pass.” “Though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down,
for the Lord upholdeth him with his hand.” These verses
from Scripture, repeated as they were by my aged grand-
mother had the effect to soothe my mind. It~ was so like
what my -own mother would have done under, the same
circumstances ; and, raisingmy head I tried to be hopeful,
and trust to time to prove -my innocence. With all my

‘resolves. to be patient I found it -very hard to bear up as day

r day glided by and nothing took place to.throw any
lighs upon the matter. I could never have borne it, but for

" Mr. Oswold’s assertion that he believed me innocent. He
-exercised the utmost vigilance to obtain some clue to the -
two years) '

mysiery, but twe weeks (which to me seem
glided by and nothing was gained.
There were two boys among the pupll named Reuben

Mayfield, and Thomas Pierce, they were¢/ both older than.
- I and for a long time had evinced

ard me a strong
feeling of dislike. From the first Mr. Oswold had .sus-

pected these two boys of having a hand in the affair,

but said nothing to any onme of his suspicions; but he

. never for a moment gave up the idea that, sooner or

later, the truth would come to light. It was nearly three
weeks from the time the affair happened that these two
boys entered the school-room a full half-hour before the | usual
time for school to open. No other pupil was-preseat, -and
they felt free to indulge in a confidential conversation, which
I copy for the benefit of the reader. “I wonder,” began

" Thomas Pierce,““what Mr. Oswold expects to gain by Waltmg

—




T

WALTER HARLAND. 83

I know hijs eyes are pretty sharp, but hardly sharp enough
to see to the bottom of this affair. It takes you to plan
Reuben. I was as willing as you to do any thing to bring
Harland down a peg or two, for he has carried his head
T rather high this winter, and walked into Mr. Oswold’s good
k graces in a way that was wonderful to behold. " You were
always good at planning, and it was you who did the most
difficult part of the business, which was getting the money
into his pocket. It was very easy to get the money out of /
the desk. The way I hurried through my dinner that day
wasn't slow I-can tell you. I ranevery step of the way that
‘T might reach the school-room before the other boys: and
~ it took but a moment for me to secure the bill, and I am
sure no one saw me slip-it into your hand, and gou know
when the other boys came we were busy skating, so of - 5 .= .
course no one could- suspect that we knew any thing about ~ >l
[ it.” ' :
“Ha, ha,” laughed Reuben, “ Walter thought I was very ;
kind, and even thanked me with that high-bred manner of
i his when I’spent so much time helping him to fix on his ‘
{ skates, and when you directed his attention to a team pass:
ing on the street, he little thought that while you were both
admiring the, fine horses, I generously slipped a ten-dollar
bilt into his vest pocket, for his future wants. Was'nt it 6!
fun though. But we'll see now who'll be invited to tea at o
R+ Mr.Oswold’s so often, and spend the evenings, studying with . ., =~
i Rose and Willie.” «But I can te you one thing,” replied :
Thomas, “we've got to be on our guaxd, Mr. Oswold is very *
sharp-sighted, and a word, or even a lo wouldputhim on -
- our track, and then it makes me tremble to think of it. The
. afternoon he talked to us and sent those searching’ glances.

i
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;round the room I could hardly draw my breath for terror
lest he should detect us in some way. You know I always

feared those searching glances from Mr. Oswold.” “I have -

no fears replied Reuben, We can surely keep our own secret,

and, as no one olse knows any thing aboutit, we are safe
enough.” . Poor misguided youths, they did not pause to
think that their guilt was already known to Him without
whose notice not even a sparrow falls to the ground, much
less did they think how near they were to detection and
exposure. The plot by which they hoped so deeply to injure
another was made instrumental in exposing the baseness of
their own characters. The two boys had a listener to their
conversation whom they little suspected. Mr. Oswold, having
some exercises to correct, went to the school-room very early
and shut himself in his priyate room, which opened out of the
large class-room, that h%ght be free from interruption,

and by this means lost not a word of the conversation which
- took place between the two guilty boys. The color receded

from their faces, and as quickly came again, when Mr. Os-
wold at nine o’clock coolly walked out of his room and called
the school to order. They at once knew by his grave aud stern
contenance that he had heard all that had passed between

them ; and they knew him too well to doubt that their guilt

Wonld be brought to light in'a most humbling manner.

Had they paused before committing the act to consider the
possibility of detection it is probable they would never have
done the deed ; but it was too late now, and they must meet
the consequences - of their own Wrong-domg After offering
the morning prayer, by which our school invariably opened,

Mr. Oswold addressed us, saying : ‘I happened this morn-
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which (as nearly as I can recollect it) I wish to repeat in
presence of you all. Mr. Oswold then repeated, word for word

the above-related. conversation, without giving the names

of the boys, till he said by way of conclusion, “If I have

made a wrong statement, or varied in the slightest degree

from the truth, Reuben Mayfield and Thomas Pierce will

please come forward and point out my error, for it was

between them the conversation took place.” It would take a

more able pen than mine to describe the countenance sof

those boys as Mr. Oswold ceased speaking. Reuben did

attempt to stammer out a denial, but. Mr. Oswold silenced

him at once. “I will not allow you, in my presence, to add
to your sin, by repeating a denial. So base an action never -
before came under my notice. You must surely have for- BN
gotten the overruling Providence which allows no sin to go )
unpunished. Had your plot succeeded according to your
wishes you would have ruined as fine a boy as ever entered
this school, both in my eyes, and his fellow, pupils, as’well
as the community at large. But, from the first, something
seemed to whisper to me that he wasinnocent of the crime
of which, to all appearance, he was proved guilty. When I
listened to your conversation this morning I fully decided
'in my own mind to expel you both from school ig disgrace ;
but I have since reflected that even Justlce should be tem-
pered with mercy; and, if you are Wwilling both to cowae
forward in presence of all the school and ask my pardon, as 3
well as that of your deeply—m;ured schoolmate, and promise o

good conduct for the future, we will allow the matter to

rest, and you can remain my pupils. I would, if possible, spare
your parents, as well as' yourselves, the disgrace which -

would follow your being expelled from school under such
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e cu’eumstances and I would also grant you the opportunity
to*prove ‘the sincerity of your promises of good conduect for
tKe future.”

There was a severe struggle in the breast of the two
boys; they were aware of the justice of their teacher’s
decision, but pride pled for them to brave the matter out'in
bold defiance. But their hearts were not entirely wicked and
the good in them finally triumphed. Coming forward they
craved Mr. Oswold’s forgiveness in & trgly humble and
penitent manner. Then, turning to me,who felt truly happy
that my innocenco was thus proved beyond a doubt, ,
Reuben addressed me, saying : ¢ Can you forgive us, Walter.
It was envy which first caused us to dislike you and we
cherished the feeling till it led us to commit this wicked
action; but that feeling has all passed away. You never
injured us, and I know not what spirit of evil tempted us to
injure ‘you a3 we have done. We feel thankful to our teacher
for the lenity he has shown us, and I hope our future con-
duct will bear witness that we appreciate his kindness, and,
if you can forgive us and be friends again, I hope you will
find that we are not altogether bad.” '

I had no inclination to withhold the forgiveness so humbly
sought. I shook hands warmly. with both the boys,saying, «I
forgive you with all my heart, Tet us be friends. I am prov-

- ed innocent,and am too happy to cherish anger towards any
.one.” When order was again restored Mr. Oswold made

‘some instructive and useful remarks upon the folly and sin -

of harbdnng a feeling of envy and ill-will toward others. ¢ I
advise you,” said he, “ when you detect a feeling of envy
and malice rising in your heart, to remember the sin and
* wrong, to which the indulgence of this feeling led these two
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boys, and pray to your Heavenly Father to preserve you'
from a bitter and envious spirit. We will talk no more of
the unhappy affair at present; it is my wish that each one
of you treat Reuben and Thomas the same in every res-
pect as though this circumstance had never taken place. I
intend retaining them still as my pupils, and they must be
treated as such by you all. I trust this lesson will not be
lost upon any, for it speaks loudly of the necessity of guard-
ing our own hearts from evil, and it also teaches us how to
exercise a spirit of forbearance and forgiveness, and now we
must procced to the work of the day.”

It issomewhat singular that evil designs against one, either

old oryoung,often,instead of working harm,prove the means of
theiradvancement and promotion. It was so in this case. I did

not forgive these two boys without a struggle with my own |
- temper and prlde, but I did do it, and it came from my heart,

and this forgiveness accorded by me, as well as the thought

of what I had suffered, caused me to stand higher than ever .
in the good opinion of my teachers,and the kindness extend-

tled to me on all sides more than repaid -my past suffering,
when moving under a cloud of suspicion and disgrace. Had
I allowed.a feeling of revenge to find a place in my heart it
might have been gratlﬁed by the mortification of Reuben and
Thomas but I tried to rise superior to this feeling,and end ea-
voured, by repeated acts of kindness, to convince them that
my forgiveness was genuine. When I returned home that

"~ day at noon Grandma Adams said she knew by the joy- -

ous bound with which I entered the hogse I was the bearer
“‘of good news ; and when I had told my story, they were all

happy to know that the dark shadow which had rested over '

~me was lifted, and my sky was ag‘un bnght Grandma lis-
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tened attentlvely while I told of the guilty ones being
detected, and my own innocence made clear as the light of
day. When Ihad finished she called me to her side and said,
_ “] hope, my boy, you remember the versesI repeated to you
¥ the other evening from the thirty-seventh Psalm. That
whole Psalm has been a favourite one with me all my life- +
long; when weighed down by trouble and anxiety dur-
‘ing my long and eventful life, I have often derived con-
solation and encouragement from that beautiful portion
of the Bible; and I have often thought if there is.
one portion of that Book more blessed and’ cheering
than another it must be the thirty-seventh Psalm. If you
live to my age, Walter, you have yet a long journey before
you, and when the troubles of life disturb your mind—as
doubtless they often will—when trials beset you and the way
looks-dark, remember that old Grandma Adams told you to
turn to this Psalm ; read it carefully, and you will be sure to
find something which will cheer and support you.” I look-
ed with a feeling of deep veneration upon my aged relative,
indeed I could not have helped it, as she sat in her arm-
ﬁ : chair, with her mild and pleasant countenancé, her hair of
. silvery whiteness smoothly parted beneath the widow’s cap,
" and as I listened to the words of pious hope and trust which
fell from her lips, I felt that I had never before sufficiently
B valued her counsels and advice, and I resolved that for the
‘ fature I wouid endeavour to be doubly attentive and respect-
ful to this aged and feeble relative, who was evidently draw-
ing near the close of her life-journey.

R qlrw "



CHAPTER XYV.
=% [ ME, with his noiseless step, glidéd on, till but a few

(: ;‘ ) _Weeks remained before the school would break up
sl for the midsummer vacation. Happy as I was at

Uncle Nathan's I looked eagerly forward to the holidays, for .

I was then to pay a visit of several weeks to my home at
Elmwood, having been absent nearly a year, and, as this time
drew pigh, every day seemed like a week till I could set out
on the journey. Added to the joy of again meeting my
mother and sister, I would also meet Charley Gray, who was
also to spend his vacation at home. We had kept up a regular
correspondence during the past year. I could always judge
of Charley’s mood by the tone of his letters. Sometimes he
would write a long and interesting letter, in such a glowing,
playful style, that I would read it over half-a-dozen times at
the least, and perhaps his very next letter would. be just the
reverse, short, cold and desponding. Any one who knew
Charley as I did could easily tell the state of mind he was in

. when he wrote, but so well did I know the unhappy moods

to which he was subject, that a desponding letter now and

then gave me nosurprise. In fact, had thestyle of his letters
- been uniformly gay and lively, I should have been more sur- "

%

prised, so well did I understand his variable temper. ‘But

we both looked forward to our anticipated meeting with all
the eagerness ard impatience of youthful expectation. For,
as I said near the opening of my story, I loved Charley as a
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brother, and so agreeable and pleasant was his disposition
when he was pleased, you quite forgot for the time being the
unhappy tempers to which he was subject.

There is ever a feeling of sadness connected with the closing
of school. Owing to the excellence of the institution, there
were pupils attending Fulton Academy from many distant
places. But with the coming of the holidays this youthful
band, who had daily assembled at the pleasant old Academy
would be scattered far and wide. Probably never all to meet
again on earth. Many of the youths who had studied a suffi-
cient time to obtain a business education were the coming au-
tumn to go forth to make their own way in the world. The
only intimate friend I had made among these was a youth
whose home was two hundred miles distant from Fulton;
his name was Robert Dalton, and he had studied at Fulton
Academy for the past three years, and, having obtained.an
education which fitted him for the business he intended to
follow, he expected to return to Fulton no more. His father
was a merchant in one of the cities of the Upper Province,
and in the fall Robert was to entor the store, in order to
obtain a practlcal knowledge of business, as his tastes also
led him to mercantile pursuits. When I entered the school,
a stranger to all, Robert Dalton was the first youth who
bestowed kind attentions upon me, and we soon became firm'
friends ; together we studied and mutually assisted each other,
and-always shared in the same sports and recreations. T -
conld not help sometimes thinking it was well that Charley
' Gray was attending another institution, for I felt certain
(Wwere hethere) that the friendship existing-between myself -
and Robert would irritate his fiery and jealous nature beyond
measure. Poor Charley, it was a pity that he possessed
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that unhappy temper; for there was much suffering in store
for himself and others arising from this source. Much had
he yet to endure before that jealous, exclusive spirit would
be brought under subjection. During the summer evenings
a ramble to “Beech-wood ” had been a favourite recreation
with Robert and I, and thither we took our way the last even-
ing we expected to spend-together at Falton. We lingered
long there that evening, and, seated upon a mossy rock
beneath the shade of those old trees, we talked of our coming
separation, as well us of our individual plans for the future
till the gathering darkness hastened our departnre. The
next morning we parted, each to meet the friends who were

- looking for us with the anxious eyes of love.

I knew not how much I had learned to love my kind relatives
till the time drew nigh when I was to bid them adieu for a sea- -
son. The day before I was to start for home, Aunt Lucinda
made a most unexpected announcement, which was no less
than she had made up her mind to accompany me to Elm-
wood. Shehad never before visited my mother since her mar-
riage, and she thought she might not again have so good an
opportunity of visiting the sister whom she had not seen for so
many years. My aunt and I were by this time the best of

friends, and’T was pleased when she declared her intention to

accompany me to my home. It did not matter to me that
my aunt wag odd and old-fashioned in her dress, and still
more odd and eccentric in her ‘manner and conversation, to
me she was the kind aunt who had cared for my wants, and
treated me as kindly as a mother could have done, and- to one
of my nature this was sufficient to claim my affection and res-
pect. This journey was quite an event in the usually quiet and
stay-at-homelife of my aunt, but she allowed that having made

‘s
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“up her mind she had but one life to live, she might as well
enjoy herself sometimes as other folks. Grandma Adams
fairly wept when I bade her good-bye, saying : “ who willread
to me while you are gone, Walter ? and it may be when you -
come back you will find the old arm-chair empty. No oneis
certain of a day of life but remember the saying ‘the young
may-die, but the old must die.” I hope to see you again, but
should I not, strive to become a good and useful man, and
remember my counsels.” Uncle Nathan shook me warmly
by the hand, and hoped to see me return soon, telling me

c also, with a comical look, to take good care of Aunt Lucinda

i on the journey, as she was young and inexperienced, and not

accustomed to travelling. ¢ Nathan Adams,” replied my aunt,

“if you must talk, do try sometimes and talk with a little

sense.” - '

‘I was fearful of missing the train, so long was my aunt
in giving directions to the Widow Green, who had come to
; keep house during her absence. Grandma allowed that
: though the widow might not understand all the ways of the
i S house, with Ker help they could get along ‘toierably well for

; a few weeks. ‘ Never fear, mother,” said Uncle Nathan.

= ’ “There'll be no one to scold while Lucinda’s away, and we'll

get along famously. Only I suppose we will be called to

a startling account when the rightful mistress of the house

returns.” We soon took our places in the carriage which:

: awaited us, and, taking his place on the front seat, Uncle

S Nathan started the impatient horse into a swift trot toward

S * . Fulton, where we were to meet the train which was to bear

b "~ us to Elmwood.
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_'T‘ must be confessed that my aunt’s quaint style of
3)| dress contrasted somewhat strongly with many. of
the fashionably attired lady passengers in the same
car. I presume this gave her little uneasiness, for she cared
little for the opinion of others in matters pertaining to dress;
and she regarded the slightly quizzical glances of some of the
passengers with cool indifference. Her apparel was of quite
rich material, but the style dated backward for mauy years,
and the bonnet she wore was quite too large to be considered
fashionable. Directly in front of us were seated two young
ladies, dressed in the extreme of fashion, who seemed to eon-
sider it their privilege to amuse themselves by observing
and passing remarks to each other, in an undertone, upon
the dress and appearance generally of the other passengers.

When we took the vacant seat behind them, we were subject
to a prolonged stare from the two young misses, and we
distinctly heard one of them address the other, saying with
a sneer, “ I wonder how much that old lady’s bonnet
cost, when new, I'would ask her only it must have been so
long ago, T'am sure she has forgotten by this time.” Aunt
Lucinda was not one to let this pass unnoticed. Touchmg
the young lady lightly on the shounlder, to attract her at-
tention, she said in a voice loud enough to be heard by several

-of the other passengers near us, “ I believe, misg, you are
. arxious to learn the price of my bonnet whéen new, I have
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- forgotten the exact sum, but you may be sure of one thing, -~
— I paid more for it than your good sense and good manner ‘
are worth both together.” These two ladies had made them-
selves so disagreeable by their silly and vain manners that
this ¢ cut up ” from my aunt_was greeted by a burst of
laughter from all near enough to hear it, and the laugh was
evidently not against my aunt. The two girls blushed crim-
son, but made no reply, and as soon as possible changed their
- geat to a distant part of the car, possibly they might, for the
__k remainder of their journey, be more mindful of the courtesy
E

AL e ey

and respect due to a fellow traveller.

As the dear old village of Elmwood rose to my view
in the distance, I could hardly contain my joy. I had
written to my ptother, informing her of the day she
might look for my arrival, but at the time I knew
- not that Aunt Lucinda would accompany me, and her
_ visit was certainly a joyful surprise. Quite a number of my
young companions had accompanied my mother and sister
to the depot. Charley Gray, of course, was there, having
returned to Elmwood two days earlier thanI. It is need-
1 1ess for me to say that, to all, the meeting was a happy one.
’ My mother was almost overjoyed at thus unexpectedly
meeting with the sister she had not seen for so long a time,
and the sight of her elder sister recalled to her mind many
almost forgotten incidents of her childhood’s days. ¢ You
see Ellen, 7 said Aunt Lucinda, addressing my mother, ¢ I
have brought your boy home to you safe and sound, and I
believe half a head taller than when he left you. Idon’t know
as I should have come only I couldn’t trust him away
from me so long.” I should say by Walter’s appearance;
that he has not missed a mother’s care very much, and thanks
‘from me would poorly express my gratitude.”’

.
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Charley Gray had remained with me thelast night I spe
at home; and he also gained permission to remain this ﬁryﬁg}é

of my return. 1t was a happy, and I might add a merry party
which surrounded my mother’s tea-table that evening, which,
to please me, was spread under my favourite tree in the
garden. So happy wasIto be once more athome that I almost
felt afraid to go to sleep that night lest I should awake in
the meorning and find it all a dream «“ If you were as tired
of the cars as T am,” said Aunt Lucinda “you would think this
journey no dream, but an awful reality, for my head is all
in a whirl 5et and I shall feel no better till I geta good
night’s sleep.”

So swiftly had the time passed away, that, till Aunt
Lucinda made this remark, my mother had failed to

notice the lateness of the hour, and, obeymg the hint, she at

once offered to conduct her to her room with an apology
for having failed to remember that she must be very much
fatigued. My aunt was very willing to retire, saying she
would be bright enough in the morning, but for to-night she
did feel akout done out. As for Charley and I, we had so
much to say that sleep was out of the question, and, after
retiring to our room, we sat for a long time at the open
window, enjoying the beautiful moonlight which fell upon
the familiar scenes of Elmwood, and talking of all that had
befallen us during the past year, till Aunt Lucinda called
at our door saying, in a tone which Charley thought deeci-
dedly cross, “ Do you shut that window this minnit, boys,
and go to bed ; here it is nearly midnight, and not & wink of
sleép has there been in this house. How do you expect we
shall all feel to-morrow morning I should like to know ? and
besides you will take the awfulest cold that ever was heard

"
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of, if you sit there by the open window, in this night air.” To
please my aunt I closed the window, and Charley and I
retired, and if we talked longer our conversation was carried
on in a whisper, so fearful were we of again disturbing Aunt
Lucinda. I doubt very much if there way that night a
happier family in Elmwood than the one which rested
beneath the roof of our little brown cottage.
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CHAPTER XVII.

M APPY days pass swiftly. The meeting of the friends -
at Elmwood was indeed a joyful reunion and each
§ one seemed anxious to do their utmost to contri- .
bute to the enjoyment of the other. My mother suspended
all regular employment (for the time being) and gave her
; undivided attention to the entertainment of Aunt Lucinda,
and she fully appreciated the kind attentions of my mother
and little sister Flora; for, notwithstayding her seemingly
cold and crusty extcrior, she had really a kindly heart, and
real affection from others ever met with a hearty response:
although one to whom she it was not well-known would have
set her down as a hard, unfeeling disposition ; and I am in-
clined to think my Aunt Lucinda not the only one who is
regarded by the generality of peopleas cold and unfrnendly,
for the simple reason that they do not take the trouble of
looking beyond their often rough exterior, and discover the
kindly feelings which remain hidden till called forth by the
voice of sympathy and friendship. Although in very mo-
derate circumstances my mother often assisted those who
were less favoured, especially when the sick and suffering
required care and attention. Aunt Lucinda often actom-
panied her in these ministrations, and seemed to take pleagure
in rendering her assistance in the chambers of sickmess
which my mother visited. My mother seldom visited jfa
social way but to add to the enjoyment of her sister 4he at
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. this time accepted numerous invitations to visit friends,

accompanied by my aunt. Scarcely a day passed that failed

to bring something in the way of recreation and amusement.
There were pic-nic excursions, drives and walks, in which
both old and young participated—evén Aunt Lucinda often
making one of the compaay, and enjoying it too—although
she was sometimes heard to wonder, what Deacon Martin's
wife over at Fulton would say if she saw an old woman like
her"take such an active part in the{pastimes.of the young-
It would seem that Deacon Martin’s wife felt it her duty to
be the first to point out any delinquency among those in her
immediate sphere. Aunt Lucinda fearful the good Deacon
“himself would be inclined to think she was evincing a spirit
oftoo much conformity to the world, by joining so frequently
_in the amusements of the young, and gay. ¢ [ think ” said
my mother, ¢ your best way is to consult your own consciencs,
instead of the opinion of either Deacon Martin or his wife ;
and I am sure your conscience can accuse you of no wrong
in joining the young people in their innocent amnsements.”
Advised by my mother my~aunt purchased a new bonnet of
quite modern style and a s\hiwl to match, both to be worn
to a pic-nic which was to be held in a beautiful grove near
our village. When she brought home her purchases I
laughingly told her if any young lady we might meet on
our homeward journey should enquire their price she could
easily satisfy her curiosity, as the purchase was of such
recent date. ‘I am sure of one thing, "’ replied my aunt,* if
we meet the same young lady we met on our way here, she

won’t ask me the price of my bonnet. 1 don’t know after all -

but her remark did me gcod, for it set me thinking how long

I have had this old bonnet, and I believe it was time for
me to buy a new one.”
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The holidays were nearly over and -we must soon
return to -our respective duties. Charley Gray and I
had fully enjoyed the time we passed together. I
fancied that contact with the world had blunted the keen
edge of Charley’s nature; for, during all the time we pas-
sed together, I saw nothing of the peculiar disposition which
had so often been a source of trouble, even when we were
mere children. I suppose it must have been that nothing.
called it forth, for his old enemy still remained in his héart’
but so genial and.pleasant was he that I'really indulged the
hope when we parted that his nature was undergoing a
change.

During my visit at Elmwood I once met with Far-
mer Judson. Any resentment 1 might once have cherished
toward him had long since died out, and, having lost all fear
of the crusty farmer, 1 accosted him pleasantly, and offered
him my hand. The man felt ashamed to refuse taking the
hand so freely offered ; but his grasp was certainly not
very cordial ; and, with a few words, which, if they had
meaning, were uttered in too low a voice to be intelligible,
he passed on his way. As I gazed after his retreating form
I could not fail to mark the change which a year had wrought
in his appearance. His step was far less brisk than formerly,
his hair was fast turning gray, and I fancied that his coun-
tenance wore even a more unhappy and discontented look

than usual. - I was then too young to understand what I~

have since known that his dissatisfied expression was caused
by his having failed tofind happinhess in the possession of
worldly wealth, and as yet he had not learned to seek
happiness from any other source.

The time soon came when we must bid a r@nt adieu to
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our friends at Elmwood. It was decided that I was to spend
o another year at Fulton. Charley Gray was to return to his
S studies for an indefinite time, and sad enough we all felt when
, the morning of our separation came. The steam-cars soon
2 bore us from the pleasant village of Elmwood where we had
‘ ; spent six happy weeks. Aunt Lucinda allowed that she felt
T herself ten years younger than before she left home and
N declared her intention of accompanying me on my mnext
visit to my mother. i
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CHAPTER XVIIL

A ERY welcome was the first view we gained of the
g1l old red farm-house upon our return, and still more

ke '29 Welcome was the cheerful and mild countenance of
Glandma Adams who, as soon as Uncle Nathan set out to
meet the train, had taken her place at the front door to
watch for our arrival. It was many years since she had
been so long separated from her daughter, and the six wecks
which had passed seemed to her more like six ycars. For
so long had my aunt toiled on at the old homestead,
“year in and year out” without scarcely bestowing a
thought upon -the world beyond, that the kindly spirit of
sociality had nearly died out within her; but this visit
with its many scenes of enjoyment, as well as the kind atten-
tions of her friends, had again called into action that spirit
of friendly intercourse with others without the exercise of
which the warmest heart is prone to become cold and selfish.
She seemed hardly like the same one who left home six
weeks ago, as she presided at the supper table with such a
cheerful, even lively, manner on this first evening of our
return. The Widow Green insisted that my aunt’ should
take no part in the household cares that evening. but advi-
sing her to sit idle when there was work to do, was throwing
words away, and she was soon busy clearing away the
supper table, and; as she said, “setting’’ things to rights
generally, The lamps were soor lighted, and, though it was

. K i
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only the middle of September, a wood fire blazed in the fire

place, and shed a ruddy glow upon the brown ceiling and -
whitewashed walls of the large clean kitchen which when

there was no company, answered the purpose of sitting room

as well. Uncle Nathan said he thought they should treat A
Aunt Lucinda as company for that-one ®vening and occupy
the parlor, to which kind offer she replied by begging of
him “to try and be sensible for one evening at any rate,”
“Well” said Uncle Nathan, ¢ remember when I go off £nd
visit about for six weeks, as you have done, 1 shall
you to have the parlor warmed and lwhted on
evening of my return, for I am sure I could "ot seftle down
to every day life all at once.” ¢« Well,”” said Ayht Lucinda,
as she seated herself by the lamp, and took up the knitting-
work which was ever at hand, to fill up the “odd spells”

which she called a few minutes of leisure, “I have made up

© my mind that in the future T will sometimes enjoy myself a

little, and visit my friends, instead of staying at home till I ]
forget there is any other place in thé world but this farm, i
with its dingy old red house and weather beaten barn.” I f
am very happy to find, ” replied my uncle, ¢ that you have

finally come to the conclusion that we have butonelife to f
live, for by the way you have worked and drove ahead for }
the last fifteen or twenty years, one would think you had
half a-dozen ordinary life-times before you and if you have
come to the conclusion that you have but one, and a good
share of that gone already, perhaps there will be some
peace in the house for the time to come.” My aunt always
complained that her. brother had one very serious fault, he 3
was prodigal of time, and took too little thought for the .
future, and on this ground she replied in rather a snappish &)
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voice: “Well, at any rate, if every one was as slack and,
careless as you, they would hardly survive for one life time ;
and I cain tell you one thing Nathan Adams, this old house
has got to be painted, and that right away, for it is a disgrace
to be seen. I did'nt think so much)about it till since I saw
how other folks live. You need’nt begin, as I know you will, to
talk about the expense. You may just as well spend a little
money for this]as for any, thing else; and if as yousay ¢ we
have but one life to live,” we will try and spend the remain-
der of it in a respectable looking house. “What color
would you prefer Lucinda,”, replied my uncle, « I suppose it
will have 16 be of the most fashionable tint. Ah me, this is
what comes of women folks going to visit, and seeing the
world ; I wonder,” continued he, with a roguish look atme “if
Aunt Lucinda isn’t expecting some gentleman from Elm-
" wood to visit her shortly, whom she would dislike should
find her in this rusty-looking old house. There’s no telling
what may grow out of this visit yet.” ¢ There’sno use in
expecting you to talk sensibly, ” replied my aunt,  but the
house will have to be painted, and that’s all about it.” “Any

thing to keep péace,” replied Uncle Nathan; ‘and if youare

really in earnest we will see what can be done about it next
week, if this fine weather continues, for the old house does
need brushing up a little, no mistake” And this was the
way matters usually ended. To confess the truth, Uncle

Nathan was inclined to be rather careless in matters requir-
ing extra exertion and confusion ; but when my aunt once

took a decided stand, the matter was soon accomplished, for
much asmy Uncle enjoyed teasing her, he entertained a high
regard for her opinion, and was often willing to trust mat-
ters to her judgment as being superior to his own. As they

. 1.
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were all busy in various ways, Grandma motioned me to
to take a seat by her side, and read to.her, saying in an
undertone, she had had no good reading while I was
away, for Nathan reads toofast, and the Widow Green speaks
through her nose, “ and you don’t know" how much I have
missed your clear voice and plain pronunciation.” ¢ What
shall I read Grandma, “said I, as I turned the leaves of the
large Bible. ¢ Oh, first read my favourite psalm which you
know is the thirty-seventh, and then rcad from St. John's
" Gospel. For an hour she seemed filled with quiet enjoyment
while I read, till, becoming tired, she said * thav will do for
this time, Walter, for you must be tirqd after your journcy.”
The few days which remained of the week after our return
were busy ones; school was to open on the following Monday
" and there were many matters requiring attention. The
painting of the houss was begun in due time; and Uncle
Nathan thought “ Lucinda was going a little too far when
she first proposed adorning the house Whlch, instead of a
dingy red, was now a pure white, with green blinds, but
she soon (as she said) talked him over to her side, and the
first time Deacon Martin’s wife passed the homestead after
the improvements were completed, she remarked to a friend,
that she almost felt it her duty, to call and ask Uncle
Nathan if he were not evincing too much love of display,
by expending 8o much money on mere outward adornings.
Somehow or other it came to Aunt Lucinda’s ears that the
good Deacon’s wife thought they had better give their mo-
ney to the cause of, ‘Foreign Missions” than spend it in so -
needless a manner. My uncle’s family .did give liberally
‘when called upon, in this way, and, more than this, they were
not inclined o make remarks upen the shortcomings of
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others; but, upon ﬂns occasion my aunt replied with much
warmth: «If the Deacon’s wife has any thing to say to
me upon the subject let her come and say it, the sooner the
better, and I'll ask her if she remembers the year I was ap-
pointed as one of the collectors for the Foreign Missionary

. Society, and when I called upon her, after she had com-

plained for some time of’hard times.and the numerous calls
for money, put down her name for twenty-five cents, and
did not even pay that down, and I had to go a second time
for it; if she knows what's for the bestshewon’t give herself
any farther trouble as to how we spend our money. Ou the .
whole I presume it was all the better that the Deacon’s

. wife never called to censure Aunt Lu(;mda for extravagance

m spendmg money:. - T e . Y G
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CHAPTER XIX.

HE second year which I spent at Uncle
BBl Nathan's was one which.I often since called to

d | mind as the happiest of my life. . The days gli-
N ded by in the busy routine of school duties, and
my evenings wcre spent in study varied by social enjoy-
ment. [ was never to9 busy to respond to grandma’s request
that I should leaveé™my lessons-or play for an hour and read
to her. I had learned to regapd this aged relative with much
affection ; even asa child I believe I was of a reflective cast of
mind,and Grandma Adams was the first very old person with
whom, I had been intimately associated. And often as Isat
by her side and watched ‘the fir elight as it chone upon her
silvery hair,and lighted up her Vonemble and serene counte-
nance, would I wonder mentally if I would evér grow as old
and feeble and my hair become as white as her’s. Iremem-
ber one evening when I was indulging in these thoughts the
old lady asked me what I was thinking about that'caused me
to look so serious ? ““I was wondering ” replied I, « if I shall
live to see as many years, and if my eyes will become as
dim and my air grow white as yours.” “ My dear boy 7 she
replied, ¢ I suppose I seem to you like one who has travelled
along journey. At your age, {en or twenty years seemed to

"me almost an endless period of time, but now that I have

seen more than eighty years of life the whole iournev seems
J y

.very short, when taking a backward view of the path over
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which I have travelled. It scems but.as yesterday since
I was a little mischief-loving school girl, when my only
anxiety was how I could obtain the most play, and get along
with the least study. I used then often to think how glad
I would be when my school-days should be over ; but how
little did I then realize that I was then enjoying my hap-

piest days; for, with many others, T now belicve, our school’

days to be the happiest period of life. Time passed on, till
I grew up, and married. I left my native place which was
“Salem, in the State of New Hampshire, and removed to Wes-
tern Canada. When you look around, my boy, over this
prosperous and growing country, with its well-cultivated
farms,” and numerous towns and villages, you ¢an form no
idea of what the place waslike when I arrived here, fifty-six
years ago last Febrnary. Your grandfather was born, and
passed the days of his childhood and early youth, in Scot-
land, but when he was nearly grown to manhood his parents
emigrated to the United States, where he resided for some
years; but as he grew older he became prejudiced against
the ¢ Yankee Rule,” as he styled the Republican Govern-
ment of the United States, and, soon after our marriage, he
resolved to remove to Canada. ¢ I desire,” said he, ¢ to seck a
home where I hope to spend my life, be it long or short,
and that home must be in a country subject to the British
Government under which, I am proud to say, I was born, and
under which I wish to die.” I was willing to make any sa-
crifice to please my husband, for whom I had a deep affee-
tion,” and, as grandma said these words, youthful memo-
ries moistenad her eyes and caused her voice to tremble, but
she soon regained her composure,and continued : “I was then
young and full of hope, and the trials which I knew would

A}
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fall to my lot gave me no anxiety. The weather was bitter
cold, during all that weary journcy to our forest home in
Canada. 'We had been married less than a year when we
left-our friends in New Hampshireto seek a home in this
new country. The summer before my husband visited the
place to purchase a lot of wild land, and build the log cabin
which was to be our first shelter.in the Canadian wilderness.
Much as he had told me, I had formed but a very imperfect
idea of the appearance of the place, till after a ten days’
journey (by slow teams) through the deep snows which
often impeded our way,we 1eacbed near nightfall, the small
log-hut which was to be our home. I had ever thought I pos-
sessed a good share of fortitude and resolution, but at that
time it was put to a severe test. ¢ There Martha, is our
“home,’ said my husband, pointing to the rude pile of logs,
which stood in a cleared space, barely large enough to secure
its safety from falling trees, and beyond all was a dense
forest of tall trees and thick underbrush and a fast falling
shower of snow (at the time) added to the gloominess of the
scene. I gazed around me with sadness, almost with dis-
‘may and terror. At length I found voice to say ¢ can we
live here” I have no doubt that we can live here, and be
happy too,” replied your grandfather in a hopeful voice,  if
it/ pleases God to grant us health and strength to meetand,
rust, overcome, the difficulties and hardships which are
the inevitable'lot of the early settlers in a new country. « A
man whom Mr. Adams had hired had gone before us that
we might not find a fireless hearth upon our arrival; and
the next day, after having become somewhat rested from the
fatigues of our toilsome journey, and having arranged our
small quantity of furtiiture with some attempt at order, I be-

L TR —
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gan to feel something akin to interest in our new home; but,
to a person brought up as I had been, it was certainly a

-gloomy-looking spot; and I must own that I shed some

. tears for the home I had left. We wvere three miles from

G

any neighbour, and in the absence of my husband I felt
a childish fear of being 18ft alone in that strange wild look-
ing place. Time would fail me to tell you of all the hard-
Shlps and privations we endured during the first years of
our residence in this our new home. Lucinda there was our
first child. I buried a little boy younger than Nathan. A
few kind settlers gathered together and laid him in his grave
without a minister to perform the rites of burial. I buried
another son and daughter, and all that’s left to me now are

Lucinda and Nathan, and your mother, who was my young-

est child ; as my children grew older I learned the value of
the tolerable education I had myself received. For many
years such a thing as a school was out of the question, and
all the leisure timec I could command I spent in teaching
my children. Nathan was slow at learning, butit did beat
all, how smart Lucinda was at her book. I could never tell
how she learned her letters ; I may say she picked them up
herself, and with a very httle assistance was soon able to
read. Other settlers came among us from time to tlme, and
bye-and-bye we had both a school and a meeting-house. I
tell you/Walter, when I now sit at the door, and look around
me over the beautiful farms, with their orchards and smooth
meadow-lands, and further away the gleaming spire of the
village church, and hear the sharp skriek of the locomotive

(I believe they callit) and call to mind the log-hut in the

depth of the forest, which wagmy first home on this farm,
T am lost in wonder at the changes Whlch have taken place,

4
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and I cannot help repeating the words, ¢old things have
passed away, behold all tbings have become new.” Your
'glf:a;ndfat}iel' Tived to a good old age, and, when infirmities
obliged him to resign the care of the farm to our boy Nathan
he‘enjoyed the fruits ofhis former industry in the comforts of
a home of plenty, and the care and attention of our dutiful
children. As for me I do not now look forward to a single
day. I have already outlived the period of natural life and
feel willing to depart whenever an all-wise Providence secs
fit to remove me; but I would not be impatient and would
say from my very heart: ¢ All the days of my appointed
time will I wait till my change comes.” And now, Walter,
read to me, for it is past my usual time of retiring to rest.”’
As I closed the book (after reading for halfan hour) Grand-
ma said, “ I have read myself, and heard others read the
Bible these many years, yet each time I listen to a chapter,
I discover in it some new beauty which I had never noticed
before. Truly the Bible is a wonderful book; it teaches
us both how to live and how to dic. '
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CIIAPTER ‘{‘(

wish you would go over to the post ofﬁce Nathan,”
said my aunt one evening in the latter part of
winter ; ‘‘ none of us have been over to Fulton this

week, and who knows but there may be letters,” “ Who knows

indeed !” replied UncleNathan, ‘“Tam as you say a careless
mortal, and never inquired for letters the last time I was
over, so I'll just harness up and drive over this clear moon-_
light evening.” He returned ir an hour’s time and soon after”
entering the house, handed a letter to my aunt saying, ‘“ read
that and see what you think of it.” Seating herself and ad-
justing her glasses, she unfolded the letter, and perused it
carefully; but any one acquainted with her would atonce
have been aware, by the expression of her countenance, as
she read, that the communication, whatever it was, was not

~ of an agreeable nature. The letter was from a cousin resid-

ing in the State of Massachusetts whom they had not seen
for many years, but who used in his youthful days to be a
frequent visitor. Indeed it would seem, by all accounts, that
he was fonder of visiting than of any regular employment.
This cousin, Silas Stinson, had grown up to manhood with
no fixed purpose in life. As a boy he was quick at learning,
and obtained a fair education, which, as he grew older, he
was at much pains to display by using very high-flown lan-
guage, which often bordered upon the flowery and sublime.

. I believe in their younger days Aunt Lucinda used to allow

T
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« it fairly turned “her stomach to hear the feilow talk.” He
was a dashing, showy fellow when yoﬁng, and was soon mar-
ried to a-delicate and lady-like girl, just the reverse of what
his wife should have been. A woman like Aunt Lucinda
would have given him an idea of the sober realities of lifes,
but the disposition of the wife he chose was something hke
his own, dreamy and imaginative, with none of the energy
necessary to face the trials and difficulties which 13 in the
life-path of all, in a greater or less degree. He had tried
various:kinds of busiﬁe;s but grew weary of each in its turn.
At the time,of his marriage his father set him up in a-dry-
goods store, and, had he given proper attention to his business,

would probably have become a rich man. For a time things /

went on 8wimmingly, but the novelty of the thing wore off,
and-he sodn felt like the clerk who told his employer  he
only liked one part of the business of store-keeping, and that
was shutting the blinds at night.” After trying.various kinds
of business, with about equal success, he got the” idea, and a
most absurd one it was, that farming  was his proper vo-

cation.” His indulgent father again assisted him, by pur-
- chasing for him a small farm, thinking he would now apply

himself and make-a living. His father maintained a kind of
oversight of matters during his life-time, but in process of
time he died, and Silas was left to his own resources. His
father’s property wak divided among the surviving children,
and it ;was found that Silas had already received nearly
double his share of the patrimony, so, of course, nothing
remainded for him at the time of his father’s death. Necessizy
at length drove him te mortgage his home, and he never

paid even the interest on the claim, and when the above

mentioned letter was written, the term of the mortgage wag
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- nearly expired, and he must soon seek another home for his

family. Such was the idle whimsical being who now wrote

to these relatives to know what they thought of his removal

to Canada, and only waited, as he said, to see what encour.
agement they could give him adding that he was willing to
work and only asked them to assist him in getting his family

settled till he could look about him a little and see what was

to be done, signing himself their attached but unfortunate
cousin. But the professed attachment of her Cousin Silas
failed to call up a very pleased expression of countenance as
my aunt refolded the letter, saying, ¢ Well if this isn’t a

s stroke of business, then I'm mistaken” “ What are you going

to do about it Nathan Adams ? " ¢ I can’t answer that question

©_ just yet, " said my uncle, reflectively ¢ I think%etter all

have a night’'s sleep before7wve say any more aboutjit.” They
felt in duty bound to reply to the letter, but what reply to
make was an unsettled question for several days. They were
aware that, for all their cousin’s professed willingness to

work, the care of his family would Mbability devolve
upon them, for some time at any rate. But Grandma Adams -

had tenderly loved her brother, Silas’ father, and at length
- by her advice a favourable reply was written. ¢ L can tell,

you one thing,” said Aunt Lucinda, after the lette; was sent
away, “ I cannot, and will not have Silas Stinson’s family
move in here, for if he has no more metﬁ;n governing his
children than in ether things we might 4s Well have as many
young Indians right out of the Penobscot Tribe brought
into the house. I am willingfo help them as far s I can,

but bringing them into the house is out of the question, “ I'll
. tell you what you can do, Nathan,.

7

said grandma, “ you-

know there’s an old house on that piece of land you bou«rht of .
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Scfun'e Taylor last fall, and you just fix it up as well as you
can, and let them hve in it this summer, and by the time
another winter comes you can see further aboatit; perhaps

by keeping round with Silas you may get some- w01k out of *

him on-the farm thls’summer, and his family must have a
home of some kind. Providence has been very kind to us,
and we must lend them a helping hand.” “I dare say, ” replied

- my aunt, in her usual sharp manner, “ that Providence has

done as much for Cousin Silas as for.us, only while we have
toiled early and late, he has been whiffling about from one
thing to another, trying to find some way to live without

~ work; but I guess he’ll-learn before he’s done that he’ll have -

to work for a living like other people. But I suppose, Na-
than as they’ve got to come you’d better see about fixing-ap
that old house right away. If there was only himself and
wife, I'd try and putup with them here for a while, but with
their five wild tearing children—it makes me shudder to
think of it !” : ' o
When. the matter of Cousin Silag’ removul to Canada
became a settled thing it appeared less terrible than
upon first consideration. April arrived, bringing it's busy

season of sugar-maklng, and it’s mixture of sunshine and- -

.showers. Amid the hu1 ry of work Uncle Nathan found time
to give some attention to the matter of repairing the house,
for the reception of the expected new-comers. Aunt Lucin

~ said she supposed her mother was right, and it was théir
- duty to extend a helping hand to Cousin Silas, but at the
.same timeit appeared to her that the path of duty really

“did have a great many difficult - places, and she supposed as
we could not go round about them we must keep straight
forward and get over the hard places as well as we could.

-
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Preparations went on apace, and before the last of April the
repairs on the house were completed. I was still studying
hard, expecting this to be my last year at schopl. Of all the
famlly I had become most attached to my aged grandma,
whose life was evidently drawing near the close:She liked to
have me néar her, and, to her, no other reading¥as like mine ;
and the best which any one else could do, fell far below my
services in waltmg upon her; and my uncle and -aunt ofter
wondered what mother would do when the time came that
I must leave them. Conmderate ones, spare yourselves
these forebodmgs, for, before I shall have left your family-
circle, your aged mother will have been called to enjoy that
rest which remaineth to all who live the life she has lived.

It was thought by many to be somewhat singular that a

youth of my age should have been so happy and contented
in the quiet dwelling of my uncle, whose youngest occupants
were middle-aged, and they could not be supposed to have

" much sympathy with the thoughts and feelings of youth.. I

had gone there in the first place merely to obey the wishes
of my mother, which had ever been as a law unto me. I
loved my uncle from the first, and, instead of feeling anger at
the distrust with which my aunt was inclined to regard me,
I felt a sort of pity for the’lonely woman, and resolved, if

- possible, to teach her by my conduct that I was not altogether

so bad as she supposed; and my kindness to her soon
softened a heart which had become somewhat unfeeling, from
having so few natural ties, as well as for want of intercourse

with the world at Jarge ; and I learned that my attempts to '

please her, especially when they involved self-sacrifice, made
me all the happier, 80 true it is that it is.more blessed to
give than to receive,” - il
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* And in-time I learned to love my home at the old farm
house,"with an affection so deep that the thought of leaving

-~ it was very unpleasant to me. I had also become much
" attached to my kind teacher and his family, and thought
‘with pain of a separation from them.. But the time was

. now drawing nigh when, like every youth who must depend
Reooo upon his own exertions for success, I must go forth to make
. my own way in the world. By diligent study I had acquired
an education which would enable me to fill a position of trust

\- and responsibility, when I should have gained a practical
knowledge of business. My mind turned toward megcantile
pursuits, and it was my intention(after leavmg school) to

seek a 51tuatxon ‘where I could obtain experience in busmess.
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CHAPTER XXT.
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R/ INTER had gradually melted away before the genial
\\\‘(\/ sun and warm rains of spring, till the snow had
DAL entirely disappeared,and the fields began to wear
a tinge of green, with many other indications that fummer
was about to revisit the earth. There is something very -
cheering in- the return of spring after enduring for a

* lengthened period the rigors of winter. The waters are’

loosed from théir icy fetters, and sparkle with seemingly

. renewed brighness in the glad beams of the sun, and all nature

- ‘seems’to partake of the buoyant spmt called forth by this
happy season. The song of birds fill the air, and they seem \
in their own way to offer their tributes of praise to the
kind and benevolent Father, by whose dlrectlon the seasons .
succeed each other in their appointed order. All were busy
at the farm, Uncle Nathan was beginning to loek up his
“ help” for the labors of the sumfrer, and my aunt was

v equally busy within doors. - Grandma is still there, always
contented and always happy, for the old fashioned leather-
covered Bible, which lies in its accustomed place by .her
side; has been her guide through the: period of youth and
middle-age, and now, in extreme old age, its promises prove, |
“ ag an anchor to her soul, both jsure and steadfast.” The
Widow Green is at present an inmate of the dwelling, as she
often is in busy seasons. A letter has lately been received
from Cousin Silas, saying he hoped it would afford them no
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serious disappointment if he postponed the proposed jour-
ney to Canada for a time, and added, by way of explanation,
that his wife was anxious to revisit the scones of her
childhood in the State of Maine, before removing to
Canada, and, as he considered it the duty of every man to
make the happiness of his wife his first consideration,he was
for this reason obliged to defer the proposed removal for the
present. Had he seen the look of relief which passed over
my aunt’s countenance as she read the letter, he certainly
would have felt no fears of her suffering from disappoint-
ment by their failing to arrive at the time expected. I
only hope,” said she, “that his wife may find the ties which
bind her to the scenes of her childhood strong enough to keep
her there, and I am certain I shall not seek to sever them.”
“J am afraid Lucinda,” said her mother, ¢that your heart
is not quite right.” ¢ Perhaps not mother,” shereplied, I
try to do right, but I can’t help dreading the arrival of that
lazy Silas Stinson and his family ; he was always too idle to
work and when'they are once here we cannot see them suf-
fer, so I see nothing for us but to support them.” ¢ Let us
hope for the best” 3aid the old lady, “ he may do better than
you think, and it’s no use to meet troubles half way.”

The preceding winter had been one of unusual severity,and,

as is often the case in the climate of Canada where one ex-’

treme follows another, an early spring had given place to
an intensely hot summer. The school had closed, but I was
to remain with Uncle Nathan till autaumn, when I was to
return to my home at Elmwood for ashort time before seek-’
ing a situation. It was the tenth of August, a day which
will be long remembered by the dwellers in and around Ful-
ton. For many weeks not a drop of rain had fallen upon the_
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dry and parched groand, and the *heat from the scorching
rays of the sun was most oppressive. Day and night suc-

~ ceeded each other with the same congtant enervating heat.
~ Sometimes the sun Wwas partially obscured by a sort of mur-

ky haze, which seemed o render the air still more oppres-
sive and stifling, and all nature seemed to partake of the
universal languor ; not a breath of air stirred the foliage of

the trees, and the waters of the river assumed a dull motion- X

less look, in keeping with the other elements. ¢ This day -

does beat all,” said the Widow Green as she came in, flushed
and heated from the dairy-room. ¢ I thought,” replied my
aunt, * I could bear either heat or cold as well as most peo-
ple, but this day is too much for me. I cannot work, and I
would advise “you to give over too.” “ I remember a sum-
mer like this thirty yearsago,” said Grandma, “ the same heat
continued for nine weeks, and then we had a most terrible
storm, and after that we had no more to say very warm
weather the rest of the season ; "and I am pretty surc there
is a tempest brooding in the air to-day, by the dull heavy
,feeling about my head, which I always experience bcfore a
thunder-storm.” /
The heat had become so intense by noon that Uncle
Nathan and his hired men did not attempt to go back
to the fields after dinner, but sat listlesély in the coolest part
of the house ; they made some -attempt to interest each
other in conversation, but even talking was an exertion, and
thoy finally relapsed into silence, and, leaning back in his
chair, Uncle Nathan’s loud breathing soon indicated that in

. his case the heat as well as all other troubles were for the

present forgotten in sleep. A change came over the heavens

with the approach of evening, a breeze sprung up, scattering
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the misty haze which had filled the air during the day, and
disclosing a pile of dark clouds in the western sky, which
seemed to gather blackness as they rose. “It's my opinion,’’
said Grandma who had carefully observed the weather dur-
ing the day, “ that the storm will burst about sunset,” and
true.enough it did burst with a violence before unknown in
that vicinity. I had gone to the far-off pasture to drive home
the cows at-the usual time for milking. The huge pile
of clouds, which for hours had lain motionless in the west,

now rose rapidly toward the zenith, and hung like a funeral
pall directly over our heads. The tempest burst in all its
fury. before I reached home, clouds of dust filled the air, which
almost blinded me, and almost each moment was to be heard
the crash of falling trees in the distant forest. The thunder,
which at first murmured faintly, increased as the clouds ad—
vanced upward, till by the time I reached home it was in-
deed terrific. They were all truly glad when I burst sud-

denly into the house drenched with rain, and completely ex-
hausted. The cows remained unmllked for that night, a

—thing-whieh—Aunt-Tucinda said had never happened before

since her reccollection. Flash after flash of vivid lightning
filled the otherwise darkened air, succeeded by the deep
heavy roll of the thunder. It was noticed by those who
witnessed this storm, that thelightning had that peculiar
bluish light which is sometimes, but not often, observed dur-
ing a violent summer tempest. The inmates of our dwelling
became terrified. The Widow Green crept to thedarkest

corner of the room and remained with her face bowed upon -
her hands. “ I am no safer,” said she, “in this corner than in |
any other place, but I do not like to sit near a window while §

the lightning is so bright and close at hand.” Even my aunt,
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self-possessed as she usually was, shéwed visible signs of
alarm, and truly the scene would have inspired almost any
one with a feeling of terror, mixed with aiwe, at the sublime
but awful war of the elements. The wind blew a perfect

" hurricane, and the rain fell in torrents, and, quickly succeed-

ing the flashes of forked lightning, peal after peal of thun-
der shook the house to its foundation. Grandma Adams was
the only one who scemed to feel no fear; but there was deep
reverence in her voice as she said, “ Be notafraid my chil-
dren; for the same Voice which calmed the boisterous waves
on the Sea of Galilee governs this tempest, and protected by
Him we need not fear.” The storm lasted for hours and in-
creased in violence till Grandma said, ¢ the storm of thirty

- years ago was far less severe than this.” The rushing of

the wind and rain, the deep darkness, except when lighted
by the glare of the vivid lightning, with the awfut roll of
the thunder, altogether formed a scene which tended to in-

spire a feeling:of deep awe mingled with terror. There had
“been a momentary lull in the tempest, when the air was fill- —

ed with a sudden blaze of blinding light, succeeded by a crash
of thunder which shook the very ground beneath our feet.
‘“ That llghtpmg surely struck close at hand,” said Uncle
Nathan, as he ‘opened the door and looked out into the dark-
ness, and a few moments after the cry of « fire” added tothe

~ terrors of the storm. A barn belonging to a neighbor who

lived a mile distant from us, had been struck by that flash,
and was soon wrapped in flames. It was alarge building,
with timbers and boards like tinder, and was filled with hay,
and it was well-nigh consumed before assistance could reach
the spot, and it was with much difficulty that the flames could
be kept from the other buildings on the premises, indeed se-
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veral of the neighbours were obliged to remain on the spot
most of the night. . The storm continued with unabated fury
till after midnight and then gradually died away, and from
many a home a prayer of thanksgiving ascended to Heaven,
for protection amid the perils of that long-to-be-remembered

storm.
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‘spared to her that she had al

CHAPTER XXII.

] believe there is a power and solemnity in the near
d . approach of death which often makes itself folt

of this kind was experienced by the change which came over
Grandma Adams about this time. It would have been diffi.
cult for her dearest friends to have explained in what the
change consisted ; but a change there Tertainly was, which
impressed all who saw her. She still sat in her arm-chair,
she suffered no pain, and her countenance was cheerful and
happy, and her intellect seemed unusually strong and clear;
but to the eye of experience it was evident that this aged
pilgrim, who for more than eighty yearshad trod dhe uneven
and qften toilsome journey (:?hfﬁ, would soon be forever at
rest. The Widow Green remarked to my aunt one day in.a
mysterious whisper, “ that she was.sure grandma was

drawing near the brink of the dark river, and the bright
expression of her countenance was but a reflection of the .

happiness in store for her on the other side.” Strong and self-

reliant as was my sunt, the death of her mother was some-
. thing’'of which she could not bear to speak, and the widow

was one who so often talked of dreams and mysterious way-
nings, that my aunt usually paid little heed to her remarks in

this respect. But she could not reason away the change in.

her mother’s appedrance. Her mother had been so long

most forgotten that it could not
M . !

even before it invades a household ; and something . -
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always be thus, and the Allwise Father, who sees the end
from the beginning, willed it that the sudden death of her
aged and pious mother should in a great measurc be the
means of preventing her from plaeing her affections too
much on the perishable things of earth. One evening, when
T closed the Bible after spending the usual timg in reading

- to grandma, she said: ¢ If you are not tired, Walter, read for

me once more my favorite psalm.” I read-the psalm from
the beginning in a clear distinct voice as I knew pleased her
best, and when I had finished she'said : ¢“-You have often, dear
Walter, during the two past years forsaken your books

or your play to read to me, and you have been to -

me a great. blessing, and you will be rewarded for it,
for respect and veneration from youth toward age and

“helplessness is a noble virtue, and the youth who pays

respect to the aged will be prospered in his ways.” There
was something in the look and manner of my aged relative
which affected me strangely. Her countenance looked
unusually bright and happy, and her words had an earnest

s e

approaches, and was not aware that with the very aged the
lamp of life often burns. with renewed brightness just before
it goes out forever. After a short silence, grandmaspoke again,

_ saying, “ Have you ever read Bunyan's Pilgrim’s Progress,
- Walter ?” I replied that I had, and she continued : ¢ You may

remember that when an order was sent for one of the
pilgrims to make ready to -cross the ¢ dark river’,
the messenger gave him this token that he brought
a true meossage, ¢ I have broken thy golden bowl and
loosed thy silver cord.’ I think I have the same token,
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Walter. I feel that the golden bowl is well-nigh shat-
tered, and the silver cord of my life is loosening, and soon
the last strand will be severed, and tome it is rather a matter
of joy than of sorrow. I know in whom I have believed,

" and all is peace. Continue, my child, as you have begun in

life, and should you be .spared to old age you will never
regret following my advice. And now I must go to rest, for
I am weary, and would sleep. ” Her words awed me deeply;
but surely, thought I, grandma cannot die while she seems
so well and so like herself. The words she had spoken so
agitated my mind that it was long after I retired to rest,
before I slept, and when at length slumber stole over my
senses, T dreanied that a being beautiful and bright stood at

my bedside, who was like Grandma Adams, only decrepitude -

and age had all disappeared, and a beauty and brightness,
such as I am unable to describe, had taken their place, A
smile rested upon her countenance, as she seemed in my
dream, for a moment, to raise her hands above my head in
blessing, when she disappeared from my view, and I awoke,
But -even- while-T-drdgmed; the ‘angel ‘of déath eame with
‘noiseless step, and sewgred the last strand in the cord of
grandma’s life, and who shall say that her spirit was not
permitted to hover for a moment, in blessing, over the youth

. ‘80 dear to her, before taking its final leave of earth.

» Upon going to her mother’s room the next morning, my
aunt found that she had passed from the sleep of repose to
the deeper sleep of death. Thirking that possibly life still
lingered, they immediately summoned the physician, but -
after one glance at the still features, he addressed my aunt,
saying, « Your fnother has been along time spared to you,
but she has gone to her rest.” Even death dealt genily
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128 WALTER HARLAND.

with the aged one whom every one loved. There was no
sign of suffering visible, for asshe sank to sleep, even so she
died without a struggle, and a smile still seemed to linger

upon her aged but serene countenance. I believe there are~

fow who have not at some period of their-Tife been called to
notice the change which a few short howrk.will bring over
a household. A family may have lived on for years with no
break in the home circle, and every thing connected with
them. have moved on with the regularity of clockwork,
when some sudden and unlooked-for event will all at once’
change the very atmosphere of their home. Owing to her
advanced age, Grandma Adams’ death could hardly be sup-
posed ta have been unlooked for, yet so it was.

For so many years had she occupied hor accustomed place
in the family circle with health seemingly unimpaired, that
her children had almost forgotten to realize that a day
must come when she would be removed from their midst, and
the place which then knew her would know her no more
forever. Very silent and gloomy was the old farm-house,

- during the days Grandma Adams lay shrouded for the grave.

A hush seemed to have fallen over the darkened rooms, and
the soft footsteps of friends and neighbors as they quietly
passed in and out, all told the story of death and bereave-
ment. Funeral preparations were something for which the

Widow Green seemed peculiarly adapted, and her presence _.

was ever sought in the house of mourning. She was a very
worthy womsn, and much respected by the people of Fulton,
among whom she had resided for many years; but along
with many estimable gnalities she had also her failings and
weak: points ; she had an undue zest for whatever partook
of the marvollous or mysterious, her education was extremely

[ - -
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limited, and her method of reasoning was not always thgws
most clear and logical. She was a firm believer in signs and 1
omens, as warnings of death and other misfortunes, and very g

.few events of this kind took place in the vicinity of which =

the widow Green, according to her own statement, was not
favored with a warning. But some of the neighbors were
often heard to assertthat many of her warnings were never
spoken of till after the event happened. But setting aside
this weakness, and the Widow Green was a kind and useful
woman in the vicinity where she resided.
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conversation to which I listened between the widow
Green and Mrs. Waters, another neighbor who
assisted in the preparations for the funeral, filled .

"me with astonishment, it being the first time I had ever

r : listened to any thing of the kind. It was the night before =~
the burial and the two women were busily employed in
making up mourning for the family ; I was seated quietly

in a corner of the room, and if they were aware of my pre-
sence they did not allow it to interfere with the conversation
which they carried on in that low tone which people mostly
use in the house of death. “ Do you believe in warnings?”
said- the Widow Green, addressing Mrs Waters. “ Most
sartinly I do, and with good reasén,” Was the reply. ¢ For
many and many a time I have béen warned of sickness and
death in the neighborliood. The stillness and lateness of .
the hour, together with the ‘employment of the women,
surrounded as they were with crape and black cloths of d‘
ferent kinds, struck me with a feeling of superstitious awe .
and I listened to their conversation as children listen to a,
story which fills them with terror, while yet they are
unwilling to lose a word. ¢ It was only last winter, " con-
tinued Mrs. Waters “ just before old Mr. Harris died you
remember him, he lived, you know, over on the east road
toward the pond—as I was saying, one night about nine
o'clock, there came two quick raps at.our front door, as
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+ loud almost as if you had struck with a hammer; Waters
~was just lighting his pipe at the kitchen fire, and he gave

such a spring when the sudden thumps came on the door
that he upset a pitcher of yeast I had left by the fire to rise,
of course that was of no consequence, and I only mention it
as a circumstance connected with the warning, and to let
you know that he was frightened, for you know for a
general thing hekind’ o’ makes light o’ these things and says
‘all old women, who drink green tea, have dreams and won.

derful warnings.” As I was sayin’, he rau to unbolt the door,
without stoppin’ to pick up the broken jar, and of course no
one was there. ‘ Now,’ said I, ¢ perhaps you will believe in
warnings, for if ever there was a warning that was one. ’ ¢ I
believe’,' said he ‘that some of the boys that know how
foolish you are, -are trying to f1~1ghten you.” ¢I wonder

which was most frightened’, said I, “for I did’nt upset.
the yeast jar at any rate, and the next day when

we got word that old Mr. Harris died at nine o’clock the

" night before, he looked kind o’ sober, and said, ¢ well it is

singular, that is certain,’ and I could never get another
word out of him %bout it, but you may know he thought

it was a serious majter, for the very next time he went over.

to the village he bfought me home a much nicer jar than
the old one, without me as much as reminding him of it,

and most always I have to tell him halfa dozen times before =

I can get him to remember any little thing of ‘that kind.”
They went on with their’ work for a few moments_in silence,
when the Widow Green, smkmg her voice almost to whisper,
said : “ I will tell you, Mrs. Waters, but you must'nt mention
if for the world, we had two warnings over at our house of
Grandma Adams’ death. It's better than a month ago, I
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dreamed of bein’ over here, helping to make up all kinds.
of finery for weddin’, and you know to dream of a weddin’
is a sure sign of a funeral and the next mornin’ I said fo

any daughter Matilda Ann, there will certainly be a death

over at Nathan Adams’ before long. I did'nt say nothin’
to any one else, but kept kind o’ ponderin’ it in my mind,
and then one night, about sunsct, last week, our. dog Rover
went over on the hill and sat with his face toward here and
give the mournfulest howls I ever did hear. I sent my boy
Archibald to call him in, for I couldn’t bear to hear it. The dog
would’nt stir, and the boy dragged him into the house by
main strength, and I shut him up in the back-kitchen, but
the first time the door was opened he sprung out, in less
than a minnit he was over on the hill again, and set up them
awful howls a second time, and if that was'nt a warnin’ I
don’t know what would be one.” The widow had a very ap-
preciative ljstener in the person of Mrs. Waters, and I know
not how many experiences of a similar kind might have

- been related, had not the entrance of my aunt put a sadden

check upon their conversation; for they both knew her
sufficiently well, to be aware thata conversation of this kind
would not for a moment be tolerated in her hearing. It was
something entirely new to me, and it kept me awake for
long time after I retired to rest. « Can it be, thought I,/
hat an All-wise Providence makes known by such means,
vents which are not revealed t6 the wisest and best of
mankind: and young as I was, I banished the idea, as an
absurdity, and to quiet my mind, I began repeating to.myself
what had been grandma’s favorite psalm, and before I reached
the close fell quietly asleep. In after years, the conversation
between these two women often recurred to my mind, and
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more than once I have smiléd at the recollection of the
broken yeast-jar.

But they verily believed their own statements, having
listened to sfpries of asimilarkind since their own childhood ;
a belief in them almost formed a part of their education,
and having never set reason at work upon the subject, they
were sincere in their belief that events are often foresha-
dowed by those superstltlous signs which formed the topic of
their conversation.

The funeral was over Wlth its mourning weeds and

A selemn burial service, and all that was karthly of Grandma -
Adams. rested in the grave; but what shall we say
of those she hasleft in their now lonely home ? My uncle
and aunt were still as deeply attached to their mother asin
the days of thejr childhood and youth, and her age and utter
dependence upon them for years past had all the more
endeared her to their hegrts, and when she was thus sud-
denly removed a blank was left in their home which they
felt could never again be filled. But the affairs of life do
not stand still, and we are often obliged to take up again the
realities of life, with the tears of bereavement and anguish
still upon our cheeks, and even this may be wisely ordered
to prevent us from indulging our grief, even to a mo‘i'bi‘d~
melancholy. But lonely enough seemed the house when the
kind friends and neighbors had all again departed to their
homes, and we were left alone. There was grandma’s arm-
chair with the little stand for her large Bible, her glasses
lay upon its worn cover, even as she had laid them-aside on
the last night of her life. Many had offered to remove them,
but my aunt would not allow them to be disturbed; and—lt’ =
was several days after the funeral that I quietly removed
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them to another room while my aunt was busied elsewhere,
and she never questioned me as to why I had doneso. From
the day of her mother’s death my aunt was a changed
woman, her disposition scemed softened and subdued, and
if, from long habit, she sometimes spoke in sharp quick tones,
she was gentle and far morg forBearing with the failings of
others thanformerly. Uncle Nathan said but little, but it
was easy to see that the loss ofhis aged mother was much
in his mind ; and often was he seen lo brush away a tear
when his eye rested upon the vacant corner. It was not
long after this that they rececived a letter from cousin Silas,
informing them that he expected to arrive with his family

in a few days. Aunt Lucinda never uttered an impatient word,

but began quietly to make preparations for their reception-
Very likely she remembered what her mother had said some-
time before. It is very often the case that advice which
we give little heed to while the giver is in life and health

becomos a sacred obligation after their death. Almost every

day she went over to the house which was to be their home,
and spent several hours in putting it in order, and when
they arrived, a comfortable home awaited them. Cousin Silas
was, as may be supposed, a-much talking, do-nothing kind of
a man, his language was plentifully adorned with flowery

words, to which he often added scripture quotations, although -

seemingly he took little pains to inculcate in his own farily
the principles taught in that sacred volume. When; soon
after his arrival, he was informed of their late bereavement,
he made a long, and I suppose very appropriate speech, but
I am inclined to think, it failed to carry much consolation
to his listeners. It would be difficult for one to imagine a’
morg disorderly family than was that of Cousin Silas, and’
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yet strange to say he seemed to regard his wild unmanage-
able children as models of perfection. His own imagination
was very felﬁi.le, and he really indulged the illusion that
they were all he would have liked them to be. His wife, her
spirits broken down by poverty and care, had long since
ceased to make the best of the little left in her hands, and

her family government was also extremely nominal ifits

nature, so that their arrival at Uncle Nath4n’s, to say the

least -of it, was not a desirable affair. There were five .

children altogether. I believe it would have been hard to
find a worse boy than their eldest son Ephraim, aged about
fourteen. The next in age was George Washington, but I
am certain, had he lived in the days of that illustrious man,
he would have looked upon his namesake with any other

" feeling rather than pride. Ephraim had one way, and George
- Washington had another. The eldest was noisy and boisterous

and " delighted in malicious fun, and was continually, as the
neighbors said, “ up to some kind of mischicf;” while the
other was too indolent even to do mischief; he had one of
those disagreeable sulky natures which we sometimes meet
with always grumbling and out of humor with himself
and every one else. Then there were three little girls,
and all that caused them to be less troublesome than
the boys, was, that they were younger; the youngest
wag little more than a babe and gave the least trouble of
either of the five. They remained at Uncle Nathan’s for two
or three days before removing to the home prepared for
them ; and they certdinly were not an agreeable addition to

" our quiet household. I could not have believed it possible

that my aunt could have borne the annoyance with so much

patience. She went about quietly arid made the best of the
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. matter, altogether unlike my Aunt Lucinda of two years

ago, and 1 belie?e she had a feeling of pity for the weary-
looking mother of this ‘disorderly family ; she did remark

to the Widow Green, on the day of their removal, that “ she

believed if they had staid much longer, her head would have

been turned with their noise and confusion.” But they were '

gone at last, é.ng*hssisted by the Widow Green my aunt went
from room to room, and endeavored again to bring order
out of the mass of litter and confusion ; remarking that the
house looked as though it had been turned upside down, and it

_ did really seem pleasant when, after two days’ labor, the ™

rooms were again put to rights, and the dwelling brought
back to its usual state of cleanliness and order. My aunt
said, « it seemed gwaste of labor to fit up a home for a family
who did’nt know how to take care of it; but then, ” added
she, « if we do our duty, it wont be our fault if they fail to do
theirs.” In a few days she went over to see how they were
getting” along, and allowed upon her return that she had
serious fears the children would pull her in pieces. In spite of
their mother’s feeble attempts at authority, the little girls
pulled at the ribbons on her cap, picked at her cuff-buttons,
and one of them made a sudden snatch at her brooch, my
cherished gift; the mother ran to the rescue, but not till the
pin attached to the “brooch was first bent, then broken.

« What shall I do with these children ” said the mother, P¥o-~ ——

-voked by the injury to' her much valued brooch, my aunt
replied, hastily : “ I know what I would do, I would whip
them till they’d learn to keep their hands off what they’ve
no business with.” But when she saw how grieved the woman
geemed to be, she felt sorry she had spoken so hastily. My
aunt eaid it seemed as though night would never come,
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when'I was to drive over to take;Eér home, for there was
not, she said, & minute’s peace in the house during the whole
afternoon, and glad enough was shé to return at night to
her own quiet. home. It was a severe trial to one of my
aunt’s orderly habits, to be daily subjected to the visits of
the noisy mischievous children of her cousin, and although
she bore it with more paticnce than might have been
expected, it was a serious annoyance. More than all, she
dreaded the eldest son Ephraim. From the first there had
existed a kind of feud between them. The boy was quick
to notice the love of order so observable in my aunt, and
took a malicious pleasure in studying up ways and means
to annoy her in-this respect. Articles of daily use were
misplaced, and many an accident occurred in the household
which could be traced in an indirect way to Ephraim; but
the fellow was shrewd as well as mischievous, and took gdod
care that not a scrap of direct evidence could be brought

" against him.

His father was for a time to assist Uncle Nathan upon
the farm ; and under pretence of performing some of the
lighter work Ephraim usually came to the farm with him,
but it was very little work which his father or any one else
got out of him; but it seemed an understood thing that
Cougin Silas and his family were to be borne with, and they
endeavorod to bear the infliction with as good a grace as
possible. My aunt was put out of all patience, by finding
one day, upon going to the clothes’ yard to hang out her
weekly washing, the clothes-lines cut in piecks and scattered
about the yard. She kmew at once that this was some-of
Ephraim’s handiwork, and when the men came home to
dinner she taxed him with the crime in no very gentle tones.

1l
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As usual he declared himself innocent, even saying that he
did not know there was a line in the yard. Then, as if a
sudden thought had struck his mind, he said with the most
innocent manner imaginable, “ I just now reinember that
when we went out from breakfast this morning, I saw Tom

Green coming out of the yard with a jack-knife in his hand, "
and it must have been him who cut up the lines.” This

was rather too glaring a lie, and Ephraim must have forgotten

for the moment that Tom Green had been absent from howme .

for several days; and cunning as he was, for once he had,
as the saying is, ¢ overshot his mark.” ¢ Silas Stinson,”
said my aunt, ¢ will you allow that boy to Sk there and tell

such lies in your kearing ?” His father saw that there was’

no help for it, he must at any rate make a show of authority ;
and looking at his h0pefu1 son with a very solemn coun-
tenance, he addressed him in the language of Scripture,
saying “ O! Ephraim what shall I do unto thee?’ ¢ It

- would’nt take me long to find out what to do, if he .was

mine,” said Aunt Lucinda. “ I'd take a good birch rod, and
give him such a tanning, that he would’'nt cup up another
clothes-line in a Rurry, I'll promise you.” ¢ Upon the whole
I think your counsel is wise, Cousin Lucinda,” replied his
father, “ for the wisest man of whom we have any account,
says, ¢ Foolishness is bound up in the heart of a child, but
the rod of correction shall drive it far from him,” and the
same wise man adds in another place : “ He that spares the
rod spoils the child. ” I know not whether he acted from a
sense of duty, or to appease the anger of my aunt ; but, for’
the first time in his life, I believe he did use the rod upon

his son Ephraim. "He provided himself with a switch, the -

size of which satisfied even Aunt Lucinda, and, taking him to
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- . the back-kitchen, if we could judge by the screams which

X issued from thence, the whipping he bestowed upon Ephraim
was no trifling affair. -

e




CHAPTER XXIV. ‘ .

. and. I must bid adieu to the uncle and aunt who
had been so kind to me for the two past years.
Lookmg forward two years seem a long period ; but, as me-
mory recalled the evening of my first arrival at’ Uncle Na-
than’s, T could hardly believe that two years had since then

glided away. I had bid my kind teacher and his family}

. good-bye, and in the morning was to set out on my home-
“ward journey. I accompanied my uncle and aunt to grandma’s
grave—a handsome head-stone of white marble had been
erected, and I enjoyed a melancholy pleasure in reading

over and over again the sculptured letters, stating her name -

- and age, with the date of her death. Eighty-five yoans, thought
I, as my eye rested upon the figures indicating her age,
what a long, long life ! and yet she often said that, in looking
back dver her long life, it only ‘seemed like a short troubled
dream ; but it is all past now, and she rests in peace. We
sat long at the grave and talked of the loved one, now
sleeping beneath that grassy mound; till the deepening
twilight hastened our departure. I could not check the tears
which cogrsed freely down my cheeks when I turned away
from the grave. Seated around the fireside that evening we
talked of the coming morrow when I was to leave thein fof
‘an indefinite time, and they both spoke of how doubly lonely
the house would seem when I ghould be gone. It hardly
N o

UTUMN again came, with its many-hued glories, -
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3 seemed to me that the aunt I was leaving was the same I [
had found there, so softened and kind had she become.
“It’s nol my way,” said she “ to make many. words ; you
‘have been a good, obedient boy Walter, and I am sorry, that
you must leave us, but we could not expect to keep you
always. Always do as you have done here, and you will get
along, go where you will ; always look upon this house as a
home, and if you ever stand in need of a friend remember

. you have an Aunt Lucinda, who, if she does fret and scold
sometimes, has learned to love you very dearly, and that is
all I am going to say about it.” It was well that she had no
wish to say more, for her voice grew tremulous before she
had finished ; and these few words more than repa&;l me for
the endeavours I had made to please her during ‘my stay
with them. ¢ My boy, ” said Uncle Nathan, ¢ you are now

* leaving us. I am not going to spoil you, by giving you

" money, for if you wish to ruin a boy there is no surer way

than by giving him-plenty of money; and I want to make

a man of you, and have you learn to depend on yourself and
save your money : 80 at present I only intend giving you
‘enough money to bear the expenses of your journey home,
and buy any clothing you may require before going to a. -
" situation; but I have deposited a sum of money, to remain -
: on interest for six years ; if your life is spared, you will then
L be twenty-one years of age, and if you make good use of

Wl e .
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RSN your time, may save Something yourself. I will not say
1% how large a sum I have deposited, but at any rate it will
i help you along a little, if you should wish to go into business
t 1¥ ] for yom?elf at that time; and now you had best go to bed
—H . and sleep soundly, for you must be up bright and early in
o, o the mormng ”
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The good-byes were all said, and I was seated in the

.train which was to convey me from Fulton. As the

train passed out of the village I rose from my seat to obtain -

a last look at the Academy whose white walls shone through

“the trees which surrounded ii. I suppose if the Widow Green

had been there she would at once have said I would never
see the Academy again, it being a saying of hers, ¢ that to
watch a ‘place out of sight was a sure sign we would never

behold' it again. I cerlainly tested her saying upon this’

occasion, for I gazed upon the dear old Academy till it faded
in the distance from my sight, and since then I have both
seen and entered it. When my mother met me at the depot
at Elmwood, I could hardly believe the tall girl who accom-
‘panied her was my sister, Flora, so much had she grown

~during the past year. I did not expect to meet Charley

Gray, as the holidays were all over long ago, but the good
Doctor and his wife were kind and friendly, indeed they had
ever been so to me, “ Charley went away in the sulks
because you failed to come home during the holidays,” said
the Doctor with a good-humoured laugh, “ but a-fit of the
sulks is no very uncommon thing for him;” and then he
added, while a grave expression rested; for a moment upon
his face, “ poor Charley I hope he will get rid of that unhappy
temper of his as he grows older, if not it will destroy his
happiness for life.” “I am sare, replied I, ¢ that Chgrley could

not have been more anxious about it than I was-myself, but -

-4 could not leave Uncle Nathan till the fall.” « So I told him”
said the Doctor, but would you believe it the fellow for a
while persisted i in saying, you knew he was at home, and so
stayed away purposely, till he finally became ashamed of
‘himself and owned that he did not really think so, and only
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said it becaus@\:le was provoked by you} not coming home;
you see he is‘the same unreasonable Charley that he ever
was, but it is to be hoped he will in time, become wisér.”

I was glad to find myself again at home; much as I might
love another place, Elmwood was my home. My favorite tree
in the garden looked doubly beautiful, clothed as it was with
deep green, whife the foliage had long since been stripped
‘ from those surrounding it by the frosts and winds of Nov-
; ember. -
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CHAPTER XXYV.

= BOUT two weeks after my return home, Dr. Gray

5 ,’51 called onc evening, and informed my mother that
2 he had that day received a letter from an old
' fmend of his, who was a merchant domg an extensive
business in the city of Montreal, requesting him, if possible,
to find him ¥ good trusty boy, whom<he wished to give a
situation in his store. ¢ Mr. Baynard prefers a boy from the
country,” said the Doctor, “ as he has had some rather
unpleasant experiences with cily boys; and it occurred to
me that you might be willing your son should give the place
a trial. I wish not to influence you too much: but I know
Mr. Baynard well; and if I wished a situation for my own
son I know of no place which would please me better ” ¢ Did
my circumstances allow of it,” said my mother, “ I would
gladly keep my boy at home, but, as it is necessary for him

to seek employment perhaps no better situation will offer, -

and as you, in whose opinion I have much confidence, speak
so highly " of Mr. Baynard if Walter is willing we will at
once accept of the offer, and you may write to your friend,
accepting the situation for my son.” Of course I had no

objection to offer, and the Doctor wrote, informing Mr Bay-

nard that I would be there in two weeks time.
The time passed quickly away, and I again left home: The
Doctor had written to my employer informing him on what

day he mlght expect my arrival, The tram reached the city
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about two o’clock in the afternoon, and, stepping from the car
I became one among the crowd upon the platform. During
the journey I had many times wondered to myself whether.
Mr. Baynard would meet me himself or send some one else. I
supposed he would send one of his derks. Dr. Gray had
arranged that I was to board in Mr. Baynard’s family, as
my mother objected to my going to a public boarding-house,
and in this, as in all cases the good Doctor was our friend ; old
as I am now I cannotrecall Dr. Gray’s many acts of kindness
to me when a boy without a feeling of the decpest gratitude,

To a boy of fifteen, whose life has mostly becn passed in a

~ quiet country village, the first eight of the city of Montreal

is somewhat imposing. Presently I noticed a~gentleman who
appeared to be looking for some one, and I felt sure it was
Mr. Baynard. He appeared to .be about forty years of age
and during the whole course of my life I have never seen a

* more agreeablg countenance than he possessed. I felt attracted

toward him at o¥fce. I stood still wafching his movements,
as with some difficulty he made his way through the crowd,
and soon his quick eye rested upon me ; approaching and lay-
ing his hand on my shoulder, he said “ Is your name Walter
Harland, my boy ? My name is Mr. Baynard, and I drove
round by the depot to meet a boy I was expecting. to arrive

.on this train.” ¢ My name is Walter Harland,” I replied ¢ and
I am the boy of whom Dr. Gray wrote to you.” He shook
hands with me, speaking a few kind and encouraging words

at the same time. After giving orders concerning my trunk,
he told me to follow him, and we soon reached his carriage,
and telling me to jump in he drove to a beautiful residence,
sufficiently distant from the business centre ,of the cit;)\@

. )ender it pleasant’ and agreeable. Mr. ‘B%fnii'd’s family
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consisted of his wife, two daughters and one little boy. They
all treated me with much kindness, and seemed anxious that
I should feel at home with them. I arrived at Montreal on
Thursday, and Mr. Baynard said I had best not begin my
regular duties in the store till the following Monday. I shall
long remember the first Sabbath I spent in the city, for on
that day I suffered severely from an attack of home-sickness.
Mr. Baynard’s eldest daughter, Carrie was twelve years old,
her sister Maria was ten, and their little brother Augustus
was only seven years old. In the morning I attended church
with the family, and a very lonely feeling “came over, as I
looked around over the large congregation and among them
all could not discover one familiar countenance. The most
lonely portion of the day was the afternoon; we did not
“attend church, and feeling myself as a stranger in the family
¥ I spent most of the time ii my own room, and naturally
enough my thoughts turned to my far distant friends, and I
must confess that, although a boy of fifteen, 1 shed some
very bitter tears that lonely Sabbath afternoon. In.the even-
ing I ayain attended church, and after our return spent the
remai%er of thé evening in reading, and so passed my first
Sabbath in the city of Montreal. I rose the next morning
determined to be hopeful and look upon the bright side. °

Before I took my place in the store Mr. Baynard requested ‘
me to accompany him to the library, where he passed much -

of his leisure timme, and he talked to me kindly and earnestly,
informing me what would be expected of me, and giving me
instructions regarding the duties of my position. ¢ Many
years ago, ” said he, ¢ I came to this city a poor boy like
yourself, as assistant clerk in a large store, I was even youn-
ger than you, and less fortunate in one respect, for my
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employer did not give me a home in his family, and I was
obliged to take my chance in a large boarding-house which
was not the best place in the world for a young and inex-
perienced boy ; but thanke to the good principles taught me
by my parents, I was preserved pure and upright amid
many temptations to evil. My friend informs me that you
have been well taught by your mother and the knowledge
that you are.left fatherless interests me in your favour ; and,
more than tbis, I am much pleased with your appearance,
and I trust you will never forfeit the good opinion I bave
formed of you at first sight. I wish not to multiply ‘advices
to a needless extent, and will only add, be diligent in your
business, be honest and upright in all things, and, above all
things, shun evil companions, and you will surely be pros-
pered in all your undertakings.” This advice was given in the
kindest manner possible, andfrom my heart I thanked Mr.
Baynard for the interest he manifested in me. When I
entered upon my regular duties in the store, I found them
light, but Iwas kept very busy. My first task in the morn-
ing was to sweep, dust and open the store; through the day I
assisted the older clerks in waiting upon customers, carried
parcels, in fact, made myself generally useful. When released

-from the store the remaining portion of my evenings were

Pleasantly passed in the family of my employer ; he was very

- unwilling I should acquire the habit of spending my even-

ings abroad, and was at much pains that the evenings in his
own family should be pleasant. The little boy seemed to
regard me, when out of the store, as his own property. I was
fond of the child, and devised many plans for his childish
amusement ; his lively prattle often drove away the lonely
feelings which at times stole over me, when I remembered my
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distant friends. The little girls both played the piano, which '

was a source of much enjoyment to me; we had access to the
library where there were books suited to all ages. Mrs. Bay-
nard allowed us occasionally to indulge in a noisy game,
when our humbers were increased by some of their school-
mates. I well remember the feeling of wounded pride and
anger when I one evening chanced to hear a purse-proud
gentleman say to Mr. Baynard, “ I am much surprised that
you should allow your children to associate with one of your
elerks; I could not for a moment think of allowing mine to
do such a thing.” * 1 do not ask you to allow your children to
associate with him, ” replied Mr. Bayrard, with a heightened
colour, “ but as long as Walter remains the horest, upright
youth he has so far proved himself, I consider him a very
desirable companion for my children. I have learned his
character and connections from my old and esteemed friend
Dr. Gray, and his testimony is sufficient for me.” Thisreply
silenced, if it failed to convince the proud gentleman,
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CHAPTER XXVL

S time passed one I became accustomed to the duties
of my position, and performed them much more
easily than at the first. The feeling of diffidence

with which I entered Mr. Baynard’s family soon wore-away,
by the kindness extended toward me by every member of
the family. I spent no money needlessly, being anxious to
lay by as much as possible.  Twrote often to my friends at
Flmwood as well as to Charley Gray, and reccived long
letters in return which afforded me much pleasure. My
mother’s letters often enclosed one also from my sister,
which gave me many choice scraps of news concerning my
old school-companions, and many trifling matters which
doubtless possessed more interest for me than they would
have done for any one else. I presume Charley felt our sepa-
ration more keenly than I, our natures were so unlike.
Hurrying along Great St.James Street one afternoon with a
heé.vy package of goods under my arm, I struck against a
youth who was walking inthe opposite direction, with such
seeming rudeness that I paused to apologize, and when I
raised my eyes found myself standing with my old fi\iend
-and companion at Fulton Academy, Robert Dalton. Our
meeting was not more unexpected than joyful: he had been
in Montreal for the past six months, buthad failed to inform
me, indeed Robert was not a_good correspondent, it was no
lack of friendship but for some reason or other, writing
letters was always a task to him. Meeting unexpectedly as
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we did our former intimacy was soon renewed. He.was
employed in a large druggist’s shop in Notre-Dame Street,
and boarded with another clerk whose home was in the city,
and we were much together when released from the business of
the day. Learning ﬁom Robert’s employer that he was a
young man of good principles Mr. Baynard did not object

to our intimacy, indeed he looked upon him as a kind of .

safe-guard to me, owing to his being three years my senior
and possessing more experience and knowledge of the world ;
and from what he had learned of the young man, he was
aware if he exercised any influence over me it Would be for
good; and many pleasant evenings we passed together in
Mr. Baynard’s family ; Robért was fond of music, and was
considered a good singey, and often his rich voice mingled
with the notes of the piano in Mr. Baynard’s parlor. Since
then, in looking back to that time, I have often thought if
business men, who often have young men in their employ
whose homes are far distant, would be at a little pains to
afford them social pleasures of an elevating nature, it might
have a decided effect for good upon their characters, in after
life.

It is unnecessary and would prove tedious to the reader
as well as to myself, were I to give 4 detailed account of
the two first years of my residence in the city of Montreal.
- It had been understood that I was to remain two years,
- before visiting my friends at Elmwood, and although 1
became happy and contented, I looked forward with impa-
tience to the time when I could visit my mother and sister.
The two years was nearly past, and 1 began to count the
weeks and days as'the time drew nigh for the expected
visit. I had become as one of the family in the house of my

22
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employer, and had en joyed much pleasul&;’the society of
o

my friend Robert Dalton; the more I saw im the more 1
valued his companionship, indeed he had become to. me as
an elder brother. He often amused me by relating incidents
of his childhood, ay‘f in my turn I talked freely to him of
my distait home and friends.

1f Charley Gray left home two 39‘11'% ‘ago in a fit of the

sulks, it did not interfere with our correspondence

which -had been sustained regularly on 'both sides. It
was now mnearly threc years since we had met, and I
looked forward eagerly to our expected meeting, for
he was to spend the holidays at home. When I reached my

native village Charley was the -first to welcome me, havmg~

begged the privilege-of driving to the depot to meet me. He
had ehanged much during the two past years. He had grown
tall and manly looking, and a glance at his broad full brow
at once told one that he poqsessed a powerful intellect ; but
he was pale and thin from close application to study, for
from a mere boy Charley was a hard student. As we rode
homeward we had much to tell of what had taken place
since our last meeting. I received a joybus welcome from
my mother and sister, and with a feeling of pride I placed
in my mother’s hand a considerable sum of money which I
had saved carefully for her use, hoping it might enable her
to live without the unceasing toil which had been her lot
for several years. The month I was to spend at home sped
swiftly awgy, and. we all made the most of each passing
day. Charley Gray seemed so cheerful and happy that I
began to hope he had outgrown that- jealous and unhappy
temper which had formerly been so characteristic of him;
but in this I was mistaken as I soon had abundant cause to
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realize. That serpent in his bosom was not dead, but only
slumbered till aroused by some slight provocation. We were
one evening engaged in a long and familiar conversation, he
related many incidents connected with his school-life, and I
also spoke of many things concerning my home.in Montreal ;
among others [ glentloned Robert Dalton, and spoke of the
fr 1ensh1p between us which began at Fulton Academy and
which was so pleasingly renewed in the city of Montreal.
I had for the moment forgotten Charley’s- peculiar and
exclusive nature, and dwelt at considerable length on the
good qualities of my absent friend, till checked by the dark
frown which sudderly gathered upon Charley’s countenance,
and the angry flash which shot from his eyes. - Rising to his
feet, he said in a voice of deep displeasure : ““ Since you are
80 fond of a new friend, I suppose you no longer consider an
o'd one worth retaining, so 1 will trouble you no longer.” I
attempted to reason with him, saying I could not see why a
new friendship should alienate us who had been friends from
our childhood ; but by this time he had worked himself into
a fearful passion and made use of very violent language. 1
had learned long ago that when his anger was excited, he
. was not master of either his words or actions. I stepped
forward, and laying my hand upon his shoulder tried to
recall him to himself, but he threw off my hand as if my
touch had been cortamination, and without another word
walked from the room. AsIlooked after his retreating form -
as he walked hastily down the street I could not help a
feeling of pity for him, that he should suffer himself to be
governed by sueh an unhappy temper, for I knew that
when his anger became cooled he would bitterly repent of
his conduct. To the reader who has nevér met with one
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possessing the unhappy disposition of Charley, Gray,- his
character in these pages will seem absurd and overdrawn ;
but those Who have come in close contact with a like nature
will only see in this sketch‘a correct "delineation of one of =
the most unhappy dispositions which affect mankind. Charley.
was endowed with rare gifts of mind and intellect, and was °

"manly and sensible, and setting aside this one fault it was
hard to find a more agreeable and pleasant companion. His
absurd conduct was o matter of after-wonder to him-
self, and he made frequent resolutions of amendment, which

’ only held good till some cause roused his old enemy. I
suppose no more.proper name could be found for this un-
happy disposition than exclusiveness,for what ever or whoever
‘he liked, he wanted all to himself. He was respectful and
courteous to all, but intimate only with a very few, and for
those few his aﬂ'ectlon went beyond the bounds of reason,
inasmuch as it was a source of unhappiness to himself and
- all connected with him.

I cherished no resentment toward Charley, knowmg him
as I did, but I knew the folly of trying to reason with him
in the 'state of mind in which he left me. It must have
been a hard étruo'gle with his pride, for Charley was very
proud, but his good sense prevailed, and he came to seek me
“ You are freely and fully forgwen,” gaid I, in reply to his
humble acknowledorment_of wrong-doing ; ¢ but do Charley for
your own sake as well as that of others try and subdue a
disposition which if not conquered, will render you un-
happy for life. IfI am your friend does it follow that I
must have no other, and the making of other friends will
never diminish my regard for you, the earliest and best friend
I have ever known.” ¢ Iam sensible,” replied he, ¢ ofall and

s 2




et Al St . v w - -

8
]

156 . WALTER HARLAND.

o more than you can tell me of the unreasonubleness and ab-
-~ surdity of my own conduct, and again and again have I
resolved togain the mastery; and often, when I begin to have
confidence in my own powers of control, this exclusive
jealous disposition will suddenly rise and put to naught all

my resolutions of amendment. If you could-know what I

endure from it you would pity instead of blame me.

But let us part friends, and I will try to exercise more
reason for the future.” We talked long together, for the
morrow -would again separate us, and it might be long before
we would meet again. I had spent.a happy month in the
cool shady village of Elmwood, and returned” to my labors
with body and mind both strengthened and refreshed.




CHAPTER XXVII.

{BOUT the middle of October, Robert Dalton was
taken ill. His disease seemed a kind of low fever,
and in a short time he was completély prostrated. -
All the leisure I could possibly command 1 spent at his bed-

‘side, and many hours did I forego slecp that I might minister
.10 his wants. , The family with whom he boarded were very

attentive, but I knew he was pleased with my attention,
and exerted myself to spend as much time with him as pos-
sible. Several days passed away with little apparent chango
in his symptoms, but he grew extremely weak. His phy-
sician was of the opinion that he was tired out from long

. and close application to his business; but thought he would

soon recover under the necessary treatment. One evening,.
when he had been about two weeks ill, I went as I had often
done to sitby him for a portion of the night; after the family
had all retired, I administered a quieting cordial left by the
doctor, and shading the lamp that the light might not dis-
tarb him, I opened a book, thinking he would sleep. He lay
very quiet, and .I supposed him to be asleep, and was
becoming interested in the voluime before me when he softly
called my name. I stepped quickly to his bedside, he took
my hand saying, “ sit down close to me Walter, I havo
something to saytoyou.” I took a seat near him, and after
a few moments’ silence he said: “ You may perbaps think I
am nervous.and fanciful, when I tell you I feel certain I

shall never recover from this illness ; the physician tells me
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I will soon be up again, but such will not be the case.” Ob-
serving thatI was much startled, he said, “ Do not be alarmed
Walte1 but compose yourself and listen to me. My parents
and one sister live at a distance of four hundred miles from
here. - I have deferred informing them of my illness, as
my employer, who has much confidence in the skill of my
physician, thought it unwise to alarm them needlessly,and I
now fear that I have putit off too long, for I think I shal]

not live to see them. I intend in the morning requesting *
my employer to send a message for my father to hasten to .

me at once, but I fear it is too late.” Much alarmed, I
enquired if he felt himself growing worse,qr if he wished
me to summon his physician.. He replied, { I}feel no worse,
but from the first T have had the impressioa that I should
never recover ; and should I not live to see apy of my friends
I have one or two requests to make of you, knowing that
you will attend to my wishes when I shall be no more.” 1
became so much alarmed that I was on the point of calling
some of the family ; but he arrested me saying : “ I am quite
free from pain, and when I have finished my conversation
with you shali probably sleep.’” He continued, “ I know my
father will hasten at once to me when apprised of my
illness, but should I not live till he arrives, tell him
.I have endeavored to follow the counsels he gave me
when I left home; for I know it will comfort him
when I am gone to know that I respected his wishes,
Tell him, also, he will find what money I have been able to
save from my salary deposited in the Savings Bank. Tell
him to remember me to my mother and sister Mary, and
could Thave been permitted tosee them again it would have
afforded me much happiness, but that I dxed trustmg in the

.
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merits of my Redeemer, and hope to meet them all in
Heaven, where parting will be no more.” His writing-desk,

which was a very beautiful and expensive article, he request-

ed me to accept of as a téken of affection from him. I pro-
mised faithfully to obey all his wishes should his sad-fore-
bodings. prove true, yet I could not believe he was to die.
At the close of our conversation he seemed fatigued, I
- arranged his pillows and gave him a cooling drink, and I
was soon aware by his regular breathing that he slept
soundly. As he lay there wrapped in repose my memory
ran backward over all the happy time I had spent with him; he
was the only one outside of Mr. Baynard’s family with whom
I was at all intimate, and-the bitter tears which I could not
repress, as I gazed upon- his changed features, made me
sensible how dear he had become to me. A hasty letter was
written next morning to Mr. Dalton, informing him of his
. sou’s illness, and of his urgent request that ile should’ hasten
“to him as soon as possible; but poor Robert lived not to see
his father again. The next day after the letter was written
a sudden change for the worse took place in his disease, and
it soon became - evident that he could live but a few hours.
He expressed a wjsh that I should ‘remain with him to the
last, and before another morning dawned Robert Dalton
had passed from among the living. A short time before his
death, his eyes sought my face, and his lips moved as
though he wished to speeak to me; I bowed my ear to catch
his words, as he said in a voice which was audible to me
only : ¢ When my father arrivesremember all I said to you,
and tell him.I died happy, feeling that all will be well with
me.” After this he spoke no more, and an hour later he died
with my haund clasped in his own. When, two days after,

N
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his fathez’arrix;ed, and found that he was indeed dead, his
grief was heartrending to witness. Never before did I see
such an agony of grief as was depicted upon his counte
ance, as he bGWed himself over the lifeless body of h1761‘)y/
son. As soon as circumstances permitted, I repeated fo Mr
Dalton the conversation Robert had held with me a short
. time before his death. Among other thmgs I gave him his
" watch which he had entrusted to my care. HE pressed me to
keep the watch, sqying, “ From the frequent mention my son
made of you in hjs letters, I almost fecl that I know you
well, and knowing\ the strong friendship he entertained for
you, I beg of you to\accept of his watch for his sake as well
as mine, and should 'we never meet again, bear in mind that
I shall ever remembey you with gratitude and affection.” It
was a small but elegant gold watch which to Robert had
bden a birth-day gift from an uncle who was very fond of
him, and to this day it is to me a valued keepsake. -

When Mr. Dalton left the clty,bearmg with: hi elifeless
remains of his son, for interment in the family burial-place,
a deep gloom settled over my mind, and for a long time, I °
could hardly rouse myself to give the necessary attention to my
daily duties. Since that period I have made other friends
and passed through many changing scepes, both of joy
and sorrow ; but I have never forgotten Rebert Dalton, and
his i image often rises to my mental vision, as memory recal]s "
thescenes and friends of my youthful days,
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

B ITH the reader’s permission I now pass overa period
i of six years. I am still residing in the city of

of twenty-one, saw ﬁt to offer me a partnershlp in hlS busmess,
which the fruits of my former industry, added to a generous
gift from my Uncle Nathan, enabled me to accept. Many
changes have taken place in my early home in the village of
Elmwood. Many old friends and neighbors have been laid
to rest in the quiet churchyard, and many with whom 1

+attended the wllafre school have gone forth from their pa-

ternal home to seek their fortune in-the wide world. The

cottage home of my mother has undergone many improve-

ments sincé we last looked upon it. It has been enlarged
and modernized in various ways, and its walls are no loncrer

a dmgy brown, but of a pure white, and its windows are:

adorned with tasteful green blinds. From a boy it had been my
earnest wish to see my mother placed in a homé of ease and

_comfort, and that wish is now gratified. Time has not dealt
"severely with my mother, for she looks scarcely a day older .

than when we last saw her six years ago. My sister Flora
sis finishing her education at a distant boarding school,
" where I am happy to say n;y brotherly affection and gen-
erosity placed her. Good Doctor Gray and his kind wife
are still alive; but they jare really beginning to grow old.
But what of Oharley for surely the reader has not forgotten
Charley Gray; he graduated from College with the highest

®

Montreal as Mr. Baynard, when I reached the age



I

162 - WALTER HARLAND.

honors, and is now studying medicine in the city of New
York, as, agreeable to the ideas of his boyhood, he has decided
upon becoming a physician. I have met with him only
twice-during the past six years. Does his old unhappy dis-
position cling to him still ? we shall learn ‘that bye and bye.
During all the years of my residence in Montreal, Mr. Bay-
nard had enjoyed uninterrupted health, but he was now .
seized with a sudden and alarming illness ; his disease was
brain fever in.its most violent form. His physician found
it impossible to break up the fever, and with his afflicted
family I anxiously awaited the result, A deep gloom over=
shadowed the dwelling, the family and servants moved with
- noiseless steps and hushed voices through the silent apart.
ments. He was delirious most of the time. The doctor often
tried to prevail upon Mrs. Baynard to leave him to the care
of some other member of the family and seek rest, but she
could not think of leaving his bedside even for a short time,
and only did so when rest was an absolute necessity. The
two daughters had been absent at school for two ‘vears, and
Jjust at this time they returned to their home, having finished
their term of study, and they were .almost heart-broken thus
to find their father stretched upon a bed of sickness, and
could not but entertain fears as to the result. All my at-
tention during the day wasrequired at thestore, asthe whole
oversight of the extensive establishment devolved upon me.
The days that Mr. Baynard lay prostrated by suffering
‘passed wearily by : the frequent visits of the physxclan, the
perpetual silence, and the air of gloom which prevailed
through the dwelling, told but too plainly that there was
" sorrow and suffering within its walls. His wife would often
bend over the suffering form of her husband, and .her tears -
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would fall fast while he still lay unconscious of her presence
or watchful care; and she feared he might in this state pass
away and leave no token of recognition or remembrance.

At length the time allotted for the disease to run its course
arrived. This time had been anxiously waited for by the
physician, and with much greater anxiety, by his sorrowing
family. On the night of the crisis of the disorder, Mr. Bay-
nard was so extremely weak that the question of life and
death was evenly balanced, and it was hard to separate pro-
babilities of the one from the other. Mrs. Baynard requested
that I would not.return to the place of business after tea,
but remain with them. The physician never left the room
during all that night; and O! what a long and dreary night
it was: the house was silent as a tomb, even the ticking of
the watch which lay upon the stand seemed too loud. Finally

the breathing of the sick man-seemed entirely to cease. The
doctor stepped hastily forward, felt his pulse and placed his

hand over his heart. ¢ Is he dead ?” said Mrs. Baynard, in
a calm voice, but her face was pale as marble. The doctor
made no reply but raised his hand as if to enjoin silence, and
he quickly.applied powerful draughts to the soles of his feet :

if these took effect they might have hope. Ina short time
the patient made a slight movement as if from pain, and the
physician hastily called for wine, saying, ¢ Life is still there,
and if it can for a short time be sustained by stimulants, he
may rally.” Ere the morning sun rose, the doctor expressed
a hope that the crisis was past, and that he would recover.
For several days,’he lay weak and helpless as an infant;
but the doctor assured us that he was slowly but surely

recovering. Soon after he was so far recovered as to spend .

a portion of each day at our place of business.

SRR ey
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; 7 I received a letter from Charley Gray informing me
that he intended spending sevéral weeks of the summer
at Elmwood, and urgently requesting me to meet him there. I -
had intended visiting Elmwood before receiving his letter ; I
had only been ontce there during the three past years, and
I folt the need of a respite from the cares of business. My
‘gister also expected this summer to return home, having
spent four years at school, and-T looked forward with much
pleasure to the time when we should meet again in the dear
old home at Elmwood: Time had worked a great change in
me since I left that home eight years before. Providence
had smiled upon my efforts to assist my widowed mother
and sister. Through my means my mother was now placed
in & home of comfort and affluence, and my sister had re-
ceived a thoroughly good education. I was still prospered,
and of late was fast accumulating money. Never before,
since leaving the paternal roof; had I felt-so strong a desire -
to rest for a time beneath its shelter,"and as the time drew
nigh I could hardly control my impatience. At home:
; again ! I realized this happinessin its truest _meaning, when
I found myself again beneath the roof that had sheltered
my childhood. =Flora too was there, but so much.changed
that I could hardly recognize the little sister who had ever
~ looked up to me for protection and love. The very evening
after my arrival Dr. Gray called. His call surprised us a
little as the hour was late. He came in with his old good
humored laugh, saymg “ Do not be alarmed, for this is
not a professional visit, and for once I have left my medicine-
cage at home ; but when I went home quite late in the even.
ing and lea.rned that Walter had arrived I thought I should
sleep all the more soundly for coming over to welcome you .
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to Elmwood again. By the bye ” continued he, “ I hear
Walter that you are fast becoming rich; well I am glad to
hear 1t and I am pretty sure you will make a good use of
your money.” I assured him I was far enough from being
" rich. ¢ Modest as ever, ” rephed he, ¢ but no matter, better

that than forward and boastful, no fear but you’ll get along.

I am expecting Charley to arrive every day, ” said he, « and
then wont we have the good .old-fashioned times again,” I
was very happy'to meet my old friend again in such good
spirits. The next day Whlle, conversing with my mother, I
suddenly remembered Farmer Judson, and I enquired if his
-temper was improved any of late. My mother looked serious
as she replied, “ I had forgotten to tell you, Mr. Judson has
been ill for a long time. He first had lung-fever from which
he partxally reeovered, but he now seems like one in a slow
consumption ; I hgvenot as yet called to see him, as I hear
he is very irritable and does not care to see peeple, and T
feared he would take my visit a8 an intrusion. I véry much
pity his poor wife, who is almost worn out with attending
upon him,and would gladly aid her were it in my power.”
As a boy I had cherisbed anger toward the farmer ; but that
 had all passed away and I felt sorry to hear of hxs illness.
- Twodaysafter my arrival, Charley Gray came. Our meet-
ing could not be otherwise than happy. He was, I believe, the
most changed of the two; and I thought at the time I had
never before seen so perfect a type of manly beauty.
“ What a pity,” thonght I, “ that one sohighly gifted, and
noble looking, and whose manner was 4t times 80 attractive
and winning, should allow himself at other times to be so
morose and disagreeable from a foolish and unreasonable
temper.. He had now completed his studlea, and had come
4
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" uncle and aunt with many old friends of my school-days at -

. _old maids never grow old, they get kind o’ dried in just such )
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home for a short time before entering upon the, practice of
his profession. When I left the city, Mr. Baynard advised
me to spend at the leist two or three months 4t home, for
so leng and industriously had I applied myself to business,
that he thought a season of rest and recreation would be
very beneficial to me; and all our old friends at Elmwood
geemed anxiousto add to the enjoyment of Charley Gray
and myself during our stay. My mother was one who seldom,
left her home, and she surprised me one day by saying, « If
Charley and I would take a journey to Uncle Nathan’s she
and Flora would accompany us, and that very evening I
wrote to my uncle and aunt informing them of our proposed
visit, and asking them if they would be willing to entertain
so large a party; and an answer soon arrived informing me
that nothing would afford *hem more pleasure than our
visit, and ¢ they were very sure they could find room for us
all.” I had only paid one hasty visit to Fulton since I left it,
and I anticipated much pleasure from again meeting my

Fulton.

I did not intend wntmg a long story, and wﬂl not
trouble my readers with the particulars of our journey, nor
of the hearty welcome we received when we arrived at the
old farm house of Uncle Nathan. Let it suffice that nothing
was wanting to render our stay agreeable. My uncle and
aunt looked scarcely a day older than when I left them eight
years since. Upon my remarking how lightly time had set
on them, my uncle replied with his old manner of fun and
drollery, « Don’t youknow, Walfer, that old bachelors and

& way and keep so for any length of time,” and I could not
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he’lp thinking there wassome truth in his remark. I enquired
with much curiosity for Cousin Silas and his family. “O1"
replied Aunt Lucinda, “ upon the whole they have done better
than one could have expected when they first came here,
Silas will neverdo much any way, they still live on the Tay-

lor place, and Nathan manages one way and another to get
some work out of him. Nathan intends atsome time to deed

the place to the family in such a way that Silas can’t
squander it away ; but he-has never told them so yet. Some-
how-or other, after mother’s death, I felt drawn toward the
family, and did all I could to help them along. I kept the
little girls with me by turns, and encouraged them to attend
school, and took pains to learn them habits of order and
industry, and I found after a time that my labor was not
entirely thrown away, for as they grew older they carried

the habits which I tried to teach them into their own home,

and to say the least of it, they live much more like other
people than they used to; and I begin to think that even an

old maid can do a little good in the world, now and ;then, as
well as any one else. Of course you remember the boys,

and what an awful trial it used to be to have Ephraim about

the place ; well, he settled down after a while, he always said

the whipping his father gave him for cutting up my clothes-
lines and then lying about it was what made a man of him.

He attended school for three years, and then not wishing to
~work on the farm he struck out into the would for lumself,; -
he obtained a situation in a mercantile house in Toronto,
and I hear bids fair to make a successful business man.
George Washington has not entirely ceased to grumble and
look sulky; but there has been a -wonderful change in one.
respect, for there is now no harder working youth in tl_:e

- - ’ - .
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neighborhood ; he likes farming, and early ani late may be
found at his work. I don’t know but Nathan may have given
him a hint that the old Taylor place may one day be his
own. Idon’t know how it is, the neighbors say it was
your Uncle Nathan and I who ever made any thing of those
children. Nathan said: ¢ Siias wotld never do much any

. way, and we had better try and make something of the

children,’ and I certainly have done my best; but it was
uphill work for along time; and I am glad that they have
profited by our efforts for their good.”
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CHAPTER XXIX.

=S8 R. OSWALD was still the teacher of Fulton Academy,
| and many happy hours were passed in the .inter-
Al change of visits daring our stay at Uncle Nathan’s;
and I suppose I must inform my readers of a sentimental
scene which took place in Mr. Oswald's garden on a delight-
ful evening in midsummer, when, at my earnest entreaty,
lovely Rose’Oswald renewed the promise made to me on
that very spot just eight years ago; for my boyish fancy
had ripened into the strong man’s love, and I felt that Rose
Oswald, as my wife, was all that was wanting to render me
as happy as one can reasonably expect to be in this world of
change and vicissitude. ‘If you are willing to resign your-
self to my keeping,” said I, “there is no need of a long en-:
gagement, and when I leave Fulton I must take you with’
me as my wife.” “ So soon, Walter.” ¢ Yes, Rose, just so soon.
I have long looked forwdrd to this day, and now I almost
count the minutes till I can elaim you as all my own,” and
80 the matter was settled. When Aunt Lucinda was informed

-of this arrangement she opened her eyes wide in astonish-

ment, and when she learned that the marriage was to take
place within.a few days, she was highly delighted, “for”, said

“she, « the sun never shone on one like Rose Oswald before ; in

fact she was far too good for any one but you Walter, so if
you had not chanced to fall in ]ove with her, she must have
died an old maid.”

It wasa bnght mormng, early in September, that s small
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wedding party was assembled at Mr. Oswald’s residence; the
few guests invited were all old friends. I sent an urgent
message for good old Dr. Gray and his wife, and although
they seldom left Elmwood, they responded to my call, and
made what, to them, was quite a long journey, that they
might be present at my marriage. That same evening we
set out on our wedding tour, while my mother and Flora,
with Charle& Gray, returned to Elmwood ; and, after travel-
ling for several weeks, we found ourselves at my mother’s

; home, where we were to spend a few weeks longer before

‘ ’ returning to the city, which was to be our permanent home.
4
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Soon after my return to Elmwood, I received an urgent mes-
sage to visit Mr. Judson, who was said to be fast failing. I
felt a degree of reluctance to go, having never once entered
his dwelling since the memorable day on which I left it
years ago, but I felt it my duty to comply with his request.
I found h1m much weaker than T had expected. He seemed
much overcome, when I softly entered the room, and extend-’
ing my hand, enquired how he found himself. “I am very
weak.” he replied, “ and feel that I have but a short time to
live. I have felt very anxious to see you, and I feared you
i . would not arrive in time to see me alive. I hope you will
1. forgive my unkindness and harshness to you when a boy. I
did not then know that I was so unkind, but it has come
i back to me since. At that time my whole desire and aim
1. was to accumulate riches, and it was that which caused me -
' ' t6 be harsh and unfeeling. I have become rich, but riches
will avail me but little, as I stand upon the brink of eternity, .

0 and the way looks dark before me, but it will afford me some
comfort to hear you say you forgive me, before I die.” I
took his hand within my own, as I said : “ Any resentment J
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WALTER HARLAND. 171

may once have cherished toward you, Mr. Judson, has long
since passed away. I was but a boy when I resided with
you, and very likely at times taxed your patience severely,
and you have my entire forgiveness for any harshness I may
ever have experienced at your hands. I am sorry to find
you so ill, and hope you will soon be better.” ¢No,
Walter;” he replied, ¢ that will never be, and I am now sen-
sible that in my anxiety for the things of time, I have
neglected the all-important matters of eternity. Since I
have lain upon this sick-bed I have tried to repent, and I
trust I do feel sorry for my sing; but, somehow, I do not
find the comfort I seek. Would that you could tell me what
to do Walter.” Can this softened and subdued man, thought
I, be the same of whom I once stood in so much fear. As
well as I was able I directed him to the sinner’s only hope,
the merits of a merciful Saviour; while, at the same time,
I referred him to many comforting Bible-promises; which,
when I had read, he said: “Do you think, Walter, those
promises can be meant for me, who have neglected my Bible,
and been careless and worldly all my life long ?”” For answer,
I directed his attention to the promise which says : “ He that

. cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out.” He requested me

to pray with him. I have never before prayed save in the
retirement of my own room, and I felt a degree of diffidence
at the thought of praying in the presence of others, but I
overcame the feeling, and, kneeling down, I forgot the phy-
sician as well as others who listened to me, and lifted up my
voice in solemn earnest prayer. I forgot everythmg but
the God before whom I pleaded. I prayed that were it the
will of Providence, ho might be restored to health ; but, if
not, that he might, in believing on the Sa\nour, ﬁnd a cpm-
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fort which would enable him to triumph even . over the
terrors of death. When I rose from my knees, he seemed .
more composed, and, after remaining silent for a short time, -
he addressed me with much earnestness, saying : ¢ It seems
to me, Walter, that I must see my two boys. before I die.
Send for them at once. I drove them from me by my
harshness, years ago. Send for them at once, and I hope
my life may be spared to-see them once more.” He held
my hand long at parting, saying : “ You have done me good,
Walter, and I do begin to have a hope that my Heavenly
Father will ‘have mercy upon me and receive me, not for
any merit of my own, but through the merits of that Saviour
- who died for the salvation of repentant and believing sin-
- ners. Learning the address from Mrs. Judson, I at once
dispatched a telegraph message to the two sons, and four
days later they arrived, to mingle their tears at the death-
bed of their father, from whom they- had so long been
estranged. It was evident, from day to day, that Mr. Judson
was failing fast; but, as his bodily strength wasted awAy, a
most happy change came over his mind, during the last few
days of his life.
I was summoned from my pillow at midnight to stand by
, his death-bed. His death was calm and full of hope; but,
ik to the last, it was to him a matter of regret, that he had
it .. . neglected, through life, those things which afforded him any
hope in death. Among his Jast words to me, he warned me
‘ against setting my heart upon riches, in a way that would
S prove a snare to any soul. “Riches,” said he, “are a great
oo blessing when rightly used, but ought not to be the chief aim
and object of life.” ‘Before the morning dawned, his spirit
passéd away, and it was my hand that closed his eyes in the
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dreamless sleep of death. The next day I called, in com-
pany with my mother, and entered the darkened room where
lay his lifeless remains, now habited for the grave. I gazed
long and silently upon those features now stamped with the
seal of death. Reader, if there lives one against whom you
cherish angry and. bitter feelings, pause a moment and con-
sider what your feelings would be if called to stand by their
coffin; for, be assured, your anger will then give" place to
sorrow that you ever indulged anger toward the poor fellow- .
mortal now extended before you in the slumber of death. I '
attended” the funeral of Mr. Judson, and saw his body cons. -
: mgned to the grave. He sleeps in the village churchyard
at Elmwood, and a marble slab marks his resting-place.
When, after the funeral, his will was read, the large amount
of the property left was a matter of wonder to many. In’
his will he gave largely to several benevolent and religious
institutiops, and to me he left the sum of one thousand dol-
lars. I could see no reason why he should have done this,
but as his will was drawn up in legal form and properly
attested I thought it right I should accept of the generous
gift; and, indeed, it was but a small sum out of the large
property left by Mr. Judson. Besides his liberal gift to me,
he also gave largely to different benevolent and religious
causes. Half the remainder of his large property was to go
. to his surviving widow, and the remainder was to be equally
divided between the two sons. Before his death it was set-
tled that Reuben, the youngest son, was to remain on the
‘home place to care for his mother in her old age, while the
eldest was to return to their former business ; and thus Mrs. - 1
Judson’s declining years were rendered happy and eontented i
. through the care and love of her favorite son. And so Rose
L . Q .
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and’I at length bade adieu to our friends, after a protracted

" vigit, and returned-to the city, where, by my direction, a

pleasant and tasteful house already awhited us. Rose liked
not to'reside in the noisy city, so our home is in one of the °
most pleasant suburbs in Montreal. Should any of my
readers be curious enough to-enquire if Rose and I are
happy, I would cordially invite them to pay us a visit, and
judge for themselves, the first time they pass our way. The
evening before we were to leave Elmwood, I was seated
beneath my favorite tree in my mother’s garden, and leaning
backward against its grey trunk, with its thick and wide-

preading “canopy of:green branches above my head, I
indulged in along and deep reverie. Memory ran backwa,rd
over the careless happy days of my childhood, the struggles
of my youth, and the exertions of mature manhood; and

~ although bereft, at a very early age, of my earthly father, I

could not fail to observe the guiding hand of a Heavenly
Father who had smiled upon my youthful efforts to assist
my widowed mother, and had prospered my undertakings,
and crowned my mature years, by giving me, as a life-
partner, the one who had been my first and only choice, and
almost unconsciously to myself, I repeated aloud the follow-
ing verse from what was Grandma Adams’ favorite psalm :
“Commit thy way unto the Lord, trust also. in Him ; and
He shall bring it to pass.”

So busily was my mind occupied that L falled to notice
the approach of my sister Flora, till she seated herself close

“to my side, and leaning her head upon my shoulder said in

a constrained hesitating voice: “There is one #ing I must
tell you, Walter, before you go away: Charley Gray has told
me he loves me, and asks me to be his wife.” This did not,
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surpnse me much for I had noticed with secret anxiety the
growing intimacy between Charley and my sister. “ What
shall Ttell him, Walter,” said my sister, « for I must not,daro
not act without the counsel of my only brother ?” Ilooked
up in my sister’s face with all the affection which welled
up from my heart and said, “you love him then, Flora ?”
« How can I help loving him, who is so gifted,so noble,” was
her reply. “ And,” continued she, “ on account of his reserved
nature, I believe few give him credit for the real goodness of
heart he possesses.” As Flora had said, Charley possessed a
kind heart, and was just and honorable in every respect, but
I trembled for the woman who placed her happiness in his
keeping ; and how much more so, when that woman was
my beloved and only sister. ¢ You donot answer me,” said
Flora; “ mamma would give me no reply till I had consulted
you.” « My dear sister,” said I, “ Charley is all that you say,
ust, honorable and good; but with all this he has gualities

which, if not brought under subjection, will sadly mar his .

own happiness and that of all who love him. He is exclu-
sive and jealous even of a friend, how will it be with a wife?
Suspicion and jealousy is inherent in his very nature, for did
not Doctor Gray tell me years ago that a suspicious, jealous
nature was heredltary in the family of Charley’s mother,
and he therefore begged me not to blame Charley too severely
for a fault which he could not help Saymg ‘he feared the
cloud which hovered over Charley’s cradle would follow him
to his grave.’ I doubt not Charley’s affection for ' you, Flora;

but the very depth of his affection will, I fear, proveé a source "

of unhappiness to you both, for you are aware as well as I
that Charley’s affection, like his anger when roused, goes
beyond the limits of sober reason. From your chlldhoqd

¢
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Flora, you have been petied and indulged, and a life of con-
tinual watchfulness and restraint will be something entirely
new for you; for I never knew even a friend of Charley’s
who could act themselves when he was present, and unless
there has been a wonderful change, as his wife, you will be
forced to guard your every word and look lest you offend
him ; you must be pleased only with what pleases him, in
short his will must be yours in all things.” ¢ You are my
brother,” said Flora, “ and I need not blush to tell you I love
Charley Gray better than I once thought it possible for one to
love another, and I know from his own lips that he loves me
equally in return, and as his wife the confidence between us
. will be so full and entire, there will be no room left for doubt
and suspicion.” “ Well, little sister” said I, “ knowing Charley
“as I do, I could not help uttering those warning words, but
I shall not seek to hinder your marriage. Ilove and respect
‘Charley more than any other friend I have, but I am very
sensible of his faults. A heavy responsibility will devolve
upon you as his wife, but love works wonders, and all may.
be well; but remember, Flora, you have a most peculiar
nature to deal with, but it may be your privilege to exor-
cise the dark spirit from the breast of Charley Gray.” That
saine evening the engagement ring glittered wpon Flora’s
finger; and six months later, amid a small company of
friends, they .uttered their marriage vows in the old church
at Elmwood ; and by many they were called with truth a
beautiful and noble looking couple; and’ immediately after @ -
.their marriage they set out for their new home in one of
the large citiesof the Western Provinces,wheré Charley was
to begm thie praetice of his profession. = They left us under
. seeming summer sky, and I breathed a prayer, that no cloud
nught anse to mar its serenity. o '

‘ﬁ




-

et et ] W Sy i & sots O ST 0 Y VOV A SO

. CHAPTER XXXA.

BOUT a year after Flora's marriage I received a
$i| letter from Aunt Lucinda with a pressing invitation
g that we should go at once to Fulton; she wished
me also to write, requesting my mother to join us at

Montreal and accompany us. This letter surprised me not -

a little, but I was well aware that Aunt Lucinda must have
some particular reason for this sudden and unexpected
invitation; and I at once wrote to my mother, informing her
of her request, and two days later she arrived at my home

in Montreal. We enjoyed a pleasant journey, and again my

eyes rested with delight upon the familiar scenes of the
village of Fulton. Uncle Nathan met us atthe railway
station, looking as hale and hearty as ever. On our way to
the farm I ventured to inquire what had caused our invita-
tion to visit them at this particular time; he answered me
only by tepeating the old saying, “Ask me ng questions

and Tl tell you no lies,” and so we made no further
inquiries. When Aunt Lucinda came forward to welcome

us, I at onee noticed the remarkable chax/ge in her appear-
ance; one would have supposed that at léast ten’ years had
been taken from her age since I last saw her, and. her whole
manner was £0 cheerful and sprightly that I was at a loss
to understand what could have happened; but I never

~ dreamed of the truth till after tea, when Aunt Lucmda rose

and said: “ [ want to see you, Walter, alonein the parlor.” T
followed her, secretly wondering: What Wondel?ul revelatton
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I was to listen to. When we were seated, she said with her
old abrupt manner, “ Well, Walter, you have heard Nathan
talk about Joshua Blake, he has come back and we are
going to be married to-morrow and 1 have sent for you to
attead the‘(edaing.‘ You may well look astonished to
hear an old woman like me talk about getting married ; and
the land knows what Deacon Martin’s folks will say ; but as
long as they have liberty to say whatever they please, they
need’nt complain. You remember hearing Nathan laugh

- about Joshua Blake and his red hair years ago, perhaps you

thought there was no such- person in the world)but there
was. Joshua was an only child, his parents lived ower at

- the village, and we went to school together. His hair was

not a real blazin’ red but only a dark auburn, for all of

* Nathan’s nonsense about it. Well, we loved each other,

when mere children. As we grew older I could see but one
fault in Joshua, he was inclined to be unreasonably jealous,

- and that was the beginning of our trouble. I was young

and giddy, and much as I loved him rather enjoyed teasing
him, and doing trifling things which I knew would vex him,
while at the same time I cared for no one else in the world ;
and T am now ashamed to say I often accepted of the atten-
- tions of others for the mischiovous delight I took in makirg
him angry and seeing himlook cross, and it may be there
was a lurking pride in knowing that I had the power to

/ make him jealous. Truly, Walter, the human heart is a

.gingular compound of good and evil. * I shall ever remem-
ber the last evening we spent together, it was at a party. I
know not what spirit of mischief possessed me, but I took

" partioular pains to annoy Joshua by my giddy and frivolous

conduct. When we were ready to retprn home he offered

~
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me his arm without speakmg, this made me angry and I
walked proudly by his side. We walked on in silence till
we reached the gate at my own home. As he was turning
away he said, ‘I suppose, Migs Adams, it will cause you no
sorrow if I tell yonﬁx\s is probably the last time we shall
ever meet.’ . I know that even then, had I answered him
'differently the matter would not have ended as it did, but
my spirit rose proud and defiant, and I said with a tone
of mock levity, ‘How long a journey do you purpose
. taking, Mr. Blake? is it to the grist-mill, or to the saw-
mill, which is a little farther away? *‘You may make
* light of my words, if you choose,’ replied he; ‘but I am
in no mood for jesting. The truth is, Miss Adams, that
I can no longer endure this life of suspense and torture,
and it is evident. you care more for a giddy throng of
admirers than for the love of one who has loved you
from childhood. I leave here to-morrow morning, trust-
ing to time and distance to assist me in forgetting you.’
* He looked earnestly in my face, in the bright moonlight, as
he said these words, but could read there nothing but self-
will and defiance. It is even now a matter of wonder to
me what caused me to act as I did, against my own feelings.
He held. out his hand, saying: ‘Let us at least part as
friends, Miss Adams.’ I gave him my- hand, saying lightly :
‘T hope, Mr. Blake, you wont beé like®the boy who ran

away from home and came back to stay the first night’ I -

turned and walked toward my own .door, and he went away
without spesking another word. I watched him in the clear
moonlight till & turn in the road hid him from ‘my view.’
Had I entertained the slightest idea that he would fulfil his

" threat of going -away, I know [ should have acted differ-
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ently; and it was not till I learned, the next day, that he
had left Fulton and gone no one knew whither, that I real-
ized what I had done. I knew not whether his parents had
a suspicion of the cause of his sudden departure, if they had
they never named it to me. I told my sorrow to no one but
my mother, but Nathan always said he knew well enough
without being told by any one. I can tell you, Walter,
my sin did not go unpunished ; for, inconsistent as my con-
duct has been, I loved Joshua Blake with a deep affection,
and when my tortured mind pictured him as a wandering
exile from his home, through my absurd and foolish conduct,
you may be sure he did not suffer alone. And if I hadn’t
turned kind of cross and crusty, I am afraid I should have
gone crazy, and it was certainly better to be cross than -
crazy. That is twenty-five years ago. As I was employed
in the garden one morning a few weeks ago, an acquaintance
from the village passing. by said to me: ‘ Have you heard
the news, Miss Adams, that has almost turned every one’s °

head over at Fulton: Joshua Blake, whom every one had -

given up for dead years ago, has come home.” I grew cold

a8 ice, and I never could tell how I reached the house. I

could hardly believe it, and yet something told me it was

-true, and that very evening he came over here ; but, instead

of the youth who went away, I saw a middle-aged man with-
gray-hair, which Nathan said was an improvement, ailowing

- that.gome gray looked better than all red. - It sounds foolish
‘enough for young. people to talk love, but for old people like

Joshua Blake and I, it is unpardonable. He told me he had
resolved never to return to his native land again, till, by the
merest chance, hie met 4 man in Australia who mformed ‘hirn

‘of the death of his father, and that his father had said wpon




WALTER HARLAND. - 181

his death-bed, that all that gave him the least anxiety was
his aged partner, who, at his death, would be left quite
alone in the world. ‘Then,’” continued he, ‘I thought of
the sin I had committed in so long neglecting my parents,
and I resolved to atone for my past neglect, by hastening
home to care for my mother, should I find her still alive;
and the happiness is yet left me of. watching over the
declining years of my aged mother.” For awhile I refused
to listen to him when he spoke about marriage, and told
him it was better we should remain only as friends; but he
talked and- talked, and kept saying that, as we loved each
other in youth, we could yet spend the evening of our lives

. together; and I at last said yes, only to stop his talking,
-~ and if we should happen not to agree, we shall have less

time to quarrel than if we had got married twenty-five years
ago; but, I rather think we have both got sobered down, so
we can get along peaceably. And now, Walter, you go right
off to bed, for you must get up bright and early to-morrow
morning, to assist in the preparations for the wedding.”
Aunt Lucinda looked very becoming in her bridal dress of
gray silk with its rich lace trimming, and she looked
younger and handsomer than I had ever seen her- before,
when Joshua Blake placed the marriage ring upon her
finger; he was a fine-looking man, but I could not help
thinking that the mixture of gray in his auburn locks was
more of an improvement than otherwise. He had returned
to Fulton a rich man, and on the same spot where stood his
father’s old house, he erected and furnished a beautiful resi-
dence, which every one allowed was an ornament to tho
village; and removed thither with his wife and aged mother
a short time after his marriage. My aunt’s marriage made
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quite a change in the home-arrangements at Uncle Nathan's,
but he finally persuaded my mother to sell her old house and
Elmwood, to come and reside with him. It was some time
before my mother could make up her mind to leave her old
home, hallowed by so many associations of the past; but,
judging the lonely situation of the brother, who had done
so much for me, she at length consented ; and my uncle’s
home is now presided over by my mother, who was alwayp
his favorite sister. Cousin Silasig eldest daughter, now an
intelligent girl of eighteen, ‘stays with my mother, as an
-assistant companion ; and the summer gathering of friends
from the dusty city is now held at Uncle Nathan’s farm-house
\mstead of my mother’s.old home at Elmwood.



CHAPTER XXXI.

aag OME of my readers may inquire what kind ofa hu&
IR-Atband my old school-mate Charley Gray made;some will

P '/”“‘
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wife at once worked a great and wonderful change- in his dis-
position; others, that failing in her endeavors to do so, she
became disappointed, sorrowing and unhappy. Neither_of
these conclusions is entirely correct. Flora did not all at
once change her husband into a genial and social being;
but her affectionate devotion inspired a confidence in her,

which gradually extended to others, and has now dtrength’

to say to the tumultuous waves of jealous passion * Thus
far shalt thou come, and nofurther,” and I am happy to say

that my sister’s cheerful and happy countenance does mot

indicate a sorrowful and disappointed heart. Yes, Charley
Gray is a changed man, and there are deep lines of thought
in his face, and a serene expression on his’ brow, and a
clear happy light in his eye, which all speak of the battle
fought and the victory won over the dark passions of his
own heart. This summer we are all together at Uncle
Nathan’s, and our time is about equally divided between the
old farm-house and the more elegant home of Aunt
Lucinda. All the usual accompaniments of.such a season
of joy and festivity are here but:the trembhngs of emo-
tion, the out-gushings of the heart, the thanksgivings and
. .gratitudo, as we blend the sometimes dark past with the
bright present, and the rosy hue of the fature, I am quite

(

be readyto suppose that his young and light-hearted -
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unable to describe. Years have come .and gone with their
scenes of eunshine and shadow since that glad reunion, we
have each grown older and I trust wiser. Sorrow has been
experienced and tears shed, but gentle hands have wiped
away our tears and loving voices soothed our sorrows, and
now, dear reader, I leave the actors who have appeared in the
simple scenes of my story to pass onward, and perform
their ellotted parts in the great drama of life.







