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SOLOMON.

MIDWAY in the eastern part of Okio lies the coal country;
round:-topped hills there begin to show themselyes in the level
plain, trending back from Lake Erie ; afterwards rising higher

.and higher, they stretch away into Pennsylvama. and are ng

. nified by the name of Alleghany Mountains. But no names
have they in their ‘Ohio birthplace, and little do the people care
for them, save as storehouses for fuel. The roads lie along the

- slow-moving streams, and the farmers ride slowly over them in
their broad-wheeled wagons, now and then passing dark holes

_in the' bank from whence come little carts into the sunshine,
and men, like'.silkouettes, walking behind them, with glow-.
worm lamps fastened in their hat-bands. = Neither farmers nor
miners-glance up towards the hilltops ; no doubt they consider

. them useless mounds, and, were it not for the coul, they would .

-envy their neighbors of the grain-country whose broad level
fields stretch unbroken through Central Ohio ; as, however, the

canal-boats go away full, and long lines of ooal-cars go away -

full, and every ma:ns\coai—shed is full, and money comes back
from the great iron-ulls of Pittsburgh Cincinnati, and Cleve-

*_ “land, the coal country, though unknown in a picturesque point -
" of view, continues to grow rich and prosperous.

Yet plcturesque it is, and no pa:rt ‘more so than the valley
where stands the village of the quaint German Community on
‘the banks of the slow-moving Tuscarawas River. = One October -
. day we left the lake behind-us and journeyed inland; following -
the water-courses and looking forward for the first glunpsel:)gf

 Tiging ground ; blue are the waters of Erie on a summer day,
- ‘red-and golden dre its autumn sunsets, but 80. level, so deadly

'.level are its shores that, at tmres, there comes a lonamg for the
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mght of distant hills. Hence our Journey Night found us

still in the ¢ Western Reserve.” Ohio has some queer names of

her own for porblons of her territory, the ¢ Fire Lands,’ the

¢ Donation Grant,’ the ¢Salt Section, the ¢ Refugee’s Tract,

and the ¢ Western ‘Reserve’ are names well known, although ]
not found on the maps. Two days more and we came into the

coal country ; near by were the ¢ Moravian Lands,’ and at .the

end of the last da.ys tride we crossed ‘a yellow bndge over a

stream called the ¢ One-Leg Creek.’

‘I have tried in vain to discover the origin of this name, T - -

said, as we leaned out of the carriage to watch the red leaves

- float down the slow tide.

. ¢ Create one; then. A one-legged so]dler, a farmer's pretty
- daughter, an elopement in a ﬁat-bottomed boat, and a home
upon this stream which yields its stores of catﬁsh for their sup-
port,’ suggested Erminia. ‘

‘ The original legend would be better than that if we could
“only find it, for real life is always better than fiction,” I
" answered. “

. ¢In real hfe we are all masked ; but in fiction the a.uthor
shows the faces as they are, Dora.”

‘I do not believe we are all masked, Ermmm.. T can .read
my friends like a printed-

<0, the wonderful faith of youth ! y said Ernnma, retiring
upon her seniority.

Presently the little church on the hill came into view through

a vista in the trees. .We passed the mill and its flowing race,

the blacksmith’s shop, the great grass meadow, and drew up in

front of the quaint hotel where the trustees allowed the world’s

people, if uninquisitive and decorous, to remain in the-Commu-
nity for short periods of time, on the payment of three dollars
per week for each person. This village was our favorite re-
treat, our little hiding-place in the hill-country; at that time
it was almost as isolated as a solitary island, for the Commu-
nity owned thousands of outlying acres and held no intercourse
with the surrounding townships. Content with their own, un-

. ‘mindful of the rest of the world, these Germans grew steadily -

~ richer and richer, solving quietly the problem of co-operative

labor, while the French and .Americans worked ‘at it in vain
with newspapers, orators, and even cannon -to aid them. The

- members of the Community were no ascetic anchorites ; each
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tiled roof covered a home with a thrifty mother and train of
grave little children, the girls in short-waisted gowns, kerchiefs;
and frilled caps, and the boys in tailed coats, long-flapped vests,
and trousers, as soon as they were able to toddle We liked
them all, we liked the life ; we liked the mountain-high beds,
the coarse snowy linen, and the remarkable counterpanes ; we
liked the cream stewed chicken, the Kisé-lab, and fresh butter,
but, best of all, the hot bretzels for breakfast. And let not
the hasty city ima.gination turn to the hard, salty, saw-dust
cake in the shape of a broken-down figure eight which is served
with lager-beer in saloons and gardens. The Community bret-
zel was "of a delieate flaky white in the inside, shading away
“into a golden-brown crust of crisp involutions, mht as a feather,
and flanked by little pats of fresh, unsalted butber, and a deep-

blue cup wherein the coffee was hot the cream yellow, and. the ‘. :

sugar broken lumps from the old fashioned loaf, now a.las'
obsolete.

We stayed among the 81mp1e people and played at shepherd-
esses and pastorellas ; we adopted the hours of the birds, we
went to church on Sunday and sangy German chorals as old as
Luther. We even played at werk to the extent of helping
gather. apples, eating the best, and riding home on top of the
loaded four-horse wains. But one day we heard of a new di-
version, a suiphur-spring over the hills about two miles from
the hotel on land belonging to the Community ; and, obeying
the fascination which earth’s native medicines exercise over all
earth’s children, we immediately started in search of the nau-
.seous spring. . The road wound over the hill, past one of the
apple—orcha.rds where the girls were gathenncr the red fruit,
‘and then down a little declivity where the track branched off

to the Community coal-mine ; then a solitary stretch, through
: the thick woods, a long hill ’ with a curve, and at the foot a -
little dell with a patch of meadow, a brook, and a’ log-house
with overhanging root, a forlorn house unpainted and desolate
There was not even the blue door ‘which enlivened thany of the
Commumty dwellings. ¢ This looks like the huts of the Black
Forest, said Erminia. ¢ Who would have supposed that we
should find such an antique in Ohio !

¢I am. confident it was built by the M. B.’s) I replied.
‘They tramped, you know, extensively through the State,
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~ burying axes and leaving every now and then a mastodon
behind them.’ '
© <Well, if the Mound-Bullders selected this site they showed
good taste,’ said Ermmm, refusing, in her afternoon indolence,
the argumentum nonsensicum with which we were accustomed
to enliven our conversation. It was, indeed,.a lovely spot,—
the little meadew, smooth and bright as green velvet, the brook
. chattering over the pebbles, and the hills, gay in red.and yel-
low foliage, rising abruptly on all sides. After some labor we
swung open the great gate and entered. the yard, crossed :the
brook on a mossy plank, and followed the path through the
_grass towards the lonely house. An old shepherd-dog lay at
the door of a dilapidated shed, like a block-house, which had
once been a'stable; he did not bark, but, rising slowly, came
along beside us,—a large, gaunt ammal that looked at us with
such melancholy eyes that Erminia stooped to pat him. Er-
mine had a- weakness for dogs ; she herself owned a wild beast

of the dog kind that went by the name of the ¢ Emperor. Fra-

jan’ ; and, accompanied by this dignitary, she was accustomed
to stroll up the avenues of , lost in maiden meditations.
‘We drew near the house and stepped. up on the sunken pi-

azza, but no signs of life-appeared. The little loophole win-
dows were pasted over with paper, and the plank door had mo
latch or handle. I knocked, but no one came, ¢ Apparently
it is a haunted house, and that dog is the spectre,’ I said, step- -
- ping back. . ’
- “Knock three times; sucgested Ermine ; ¢ that is what they
" always do in ghost-stories.’

¢ Try it yourself. My knuckles are not ee,st-l.ron.

Ermine plcked up a stone and began tapping on the door.

¢ Open sesame,” she said, and it opened..

Instantly the dog slunk away to his block-house and a woman ~
" confronted us, her dull face lighting up as her eyes ran rapidly
_ over-our attire from head to foot. ¢Is there a sulphur~sprmg
- here? I asked. We would like to try the water.’
‘ Yes, it’s here fast enough in the back hall. Come in,
- ladies; I'm ncht proud to see yow. From the city, I suppose?’ ;
¢ From =T answered ; ‘ we are spending a few days in_
" the Community.” -

Our hostess' led the wa,y through the Little hall; and throwing.
epen a back door pulled up a trap in the ﬂoor, and there we
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saw the spring,—a shallow well set in. stones, with & jar of

butter cooling in its white water. She brought a cup, and we

_ drapk. ¢ Delicious,’ said Ermine. ¢The true, spoxled-egg
flavor ! Four cups is the. minimum allowance, Dora,’

¢T recken it s good for the insides,’ said the woman, standing
with arms akimbo and staring at us. She was a singular crea
ture, with large black eyes, Roman nose, and a mass of black
hair tightly knotted on the top of her head, but pinched and
gaunt ; her yellow forehead was wrinkled. with ‘s fixed frown,
and her thin lips drawn down in permanent discontent. Her
dress was a shapeless- linsey-woolsey gown, and home-made list
slippers covered her long, lank feet. ‘Be that the fashion ?
she asked, pointing to my. short, closely fitting walking-dress;

“Yes,’ I answered ; ¢ do you like it;

. “Well, it does for you, sis, because you're so little and
peaked-like, but it would n't do for me. The other lady, now,
don’t wear nothing like that ; is she even with the style, too ¥

‘ There is such a thing as being above the style, madam,’

 replied Ermine, bending to dip up glass number two.

“Our figgers is a good deal alike,’ pursued the woman ; I
reckon that fashion ud suit me best.’ : :

. Willowy Erminia glanced at the stick-like hostess. - ¢ You :
do me honor,’ she said, suavely. ¢ I shall consider myself for-
tunate, m, if you will allow me to send you patterns from
C——. \What are. we. if not well dressed ¥ . _

‘You have a fine dog,’ I began hastily, fearing lest the great,
“black eyes should penetrate. the sarcasm ; ¢ what is his name ?’

¢ A stupid beast ! He’s none of mine ;' belongs to my man.’

¢ Your husband ¥

‘Yes, my man. He works in the coal mine over the hill’
. “*You have no children ¥

¢ Not a brat. Glad of it, too.’ :

‘You must be lonely,’ I said, glancing around the desolate
house. To my surprise suddenly The wornan burst into a flood
of tears, and sinking down on the floor she rocked from' side
to side; sobbing, and covering her face with her bony hands,

¢What can be the matter with her ¥ I said in alarm ; and, in -
/my agitation, I.dipped up some sulphur-water and held it to
ker lips.

‘Take away the nasty sme]hno' stuff,—I hate it !’ she cried,
pushing the cup angrily from her e
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. Ermine looked on in silence for a moment or two, then she

took off -her neck-tie, a bngh(;-colored Roman scarf, and threw.

"t across the trap into the woman’s lap.: ¢ Do me the favor to.
aooept that tnﬁe, madame,’ she said, in her §oft voice.

- The woman’s sobs ceased as she saw the ribbon ; she ﬁngered
it with one hand in silent admiration, wiped her wet face with
the skirt of her gown, and then suddenly dlsappeared into an

adjoining room, closing the door behind her.

-+ ¢Do you think-she-is crazy [ whlspered
- £0 no; ‘merely pensive.’ : '

¢ Nonsense, Ermine ! But why ‘did you give her that ribbon ¥

‘To develop her wmsthetic taste, replied my. cousin, finishing
her last glass, and"beginning to draw on.ber delicate gloves.

.. Immediately I began gulping down my neglected dose ; but
g80-vile was the odor that some time was required for the opera-

. tion, and in the midst of my struggles our hostess re-appeared.
She had thrown on an old dress of .plaid delaine, a faded red
ribbon was tied over her head, and arotund her sinewed ' throat
reposed the Roman scarf pmned with a glass brooch. :

* Really, madam, you honor us,’ said Ermine, gravely.

¢ Thankee, marm. It’s so long since I've had on “anything
but that old bag, and so long since I *ve seen anything but them -

- Dutch girls over to the Community, with their wooden shapes’

and wooden shoes, that it sorter come over me all 't onct what

. a miserable life I've had. You see, I ain’t what I looked like ;

. now T've dressed up a bit I feel more like telling you that I
" . come of good Ohio stock, without a drop of Dutch blood. My
‘father, he kep’ store in Sandy, and I had everything I wanted
until T must needs get crazy over Painting Sol at the Com-
munity. Father,Xe “Would n't hear to it, and so I ran away ;
Sol, he turned out good for nothing to work and so here I am,

- yer see, in spite of all h1s p1ctures making me out the Queen of -
Sheby.’

- ‘Is your husband an artist? v I asked.

‘No, miss. He’s a coal-miner, he is. But he used to hke
to paint me all sorts of ways. Wait, I'll show yer.’ Goingup -

_the rough stairs that led into the attic, the woman came back -
after a moment with a number of sheets of drawing-paper which
she hung up along the walls with pins for our inspection.

. 'They were all portraits of the same face, with brick-red cheeks, -

enormous black - eyes, and a profusmn of shmmg black hair -
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. hanging down over plump white shoulders ; the costumes were
various, but the faces were the same. . I gazed in silence, seeing’
1o likeness to anything earthly. Erminia took out her glasses
and scanned the pictures slowly. : ‘ ‘
© ¢ Yourself, madam, I perceive,” she said, much to my ‘surprise,
¢ Yes, 'm, that ’s me,’ replied our hostess, complacently. I’
never was like those yellow-haired girls over to the Community,
Sol allers said my face was real rental”

‘ Rental ¥ I repeated, inquiringly. : o
"¢ Oriental, of course,’ said Ermine. ¢ Mr.—Mr. Solomon is
quite right. May T ask the names of these characters, madam ¢
" ¢ Queen of Sh%by, Judy, Ruth, Esthy, Po-co-hon-tus, Goddess-
aliberty, Sunset, and eight Octobers, them with the grapes.
Sunset’s the one with the red paint behind it like clouds.’ .

“Truly a remarkable collection,” said Ermine. Does Mr. Sol-
- omon devote much time to his art ¥ - ; o
‘No, not now. He could n’t make a cent out of it, so he’s
took to digging coal. "He painted all them when we was first -
married, and he went a journey all the way to Cincinnati to
gell em. - First he was going to buy me a silk dress and some
~ear-rings,-and, after that, a farm. But pretty soon home he
come on a eanal-boat, without a shilling, and a bringing all the
pictures back with him ! Well, then he tried most everything,
but he never could keep to any one trade, for he’d ‘just as lief
quit work in the middle of the forenoon and go to painting ; no
boss 'l stand that, you know. We kep”a going down, and T
had to sell the few things my father give me when he found I .
was married whether or no,—- my chany, my feather-beds, and
my nice clothes, piece by piece. I held on to the big looking-
glass for four years, but at last it had.to go, and then I just
gave up and put on a linsey-woolsey gown. When a girl's
spiris’s once broke, she don't care for nothing, you know ; so,
when the Community offered to take Sol back as coal-digger, I-
just said, ““ Go,” and we come.” Here she tried to smear the
" tears away with her bony hands, and gave a low groan.
¢ Groaning probably relieves you,” observed Ermine. .
‘Yes, 'm. It ’s kinder company like, when I’m all alone.
But you see it’s hard on the prettiest girl in Sandy to have to
live in this lone lorn place. - Why, ladies, you might n’t believe
it, but I bad open-work stockings, and feathers in my winter




bunnets before I was: man-ied Y And the tears breke forth
afresh.
¢ Accept my handkerchief,’ said Ermine ; ¢ it will gerve your
purpose better than fingers.’ : -
The woman took the damty eambnc and surveyed it cun-
, ously, held at arm’s lar thistle-down, now, ain’t
it ? she said ; “and smel hke a locust-tree blossom.” :
‘Mr Solomon, then, belonged to the Community ? I asked,

| ~ trying to gather up-the threads of the story.

© -¢*No he didn't either; he’s no. Dutchman I ‘reckon, he’s a
- Lake Connty man, born nea.r Painesville, he is.’

»¢So he had ; he did 't belong, but he worked for’em since
: he was a boy, aid middling well, in spite of the painting, until -
one day, when he come over to Sandy on a load of wood and
‘seen me standing at the door. That was the end of him,’ oon-w
tinued the woman, with an air of gu'h.sh pnde ; “he could n’
work no more for thinking of me.” ~
<00 la vanité va-t-elle se nicher? murmured Erm.tne, nsmcr
¢ Come, Dora ; it is time to return.” o
AsI hastlly finished my last cup of sulphur wa.tel our host-
ess followed Ermine towards the door. ¢ Will you have your
handkercher back, marm ¥ she said, holding it ont reluctantly.
< It was a free glft madam,’ rephed my cousin ; “Iwish you
a good afternoon.” -
- “Say, will yer be coming again to-morrow ? asked the woman:
as I took my departure. :
“Very likely ; good by.’
£ ¢The door closed, and then, but not till then, the mela.ncholy.
- dog joined us and sta.lked behind until’ we had crossed the mea-
dow and reached the gate: We passed out and turned up the
hill ; but looking back we saw the outline of the woman’s head
at the upper Wmdow, and the dog's head at the bars,. both
watching us out of sight. .
 In the evening there came a . cold wind down, from. the north
and the parlor, with its primitive ventilators, square openings
in the side of the house, grew chilly. So a great fire of soft coal
was built in the broad Franklin stove, and before its blaze we
“made good cheer, nor needed the one candle which flickéred on
the tavie behind us. Cider ﬁesh from the mul carded"omcrer-

5 ‘I thought you spoke as though he had been in the Com .
~ mouni
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bread, and new cheese crowned the seene, and during the even-
ing came’'a band of singers, the young people of the Commumty,
and sang for us: the song of the Lorelei, accompanied by home-
made violins and ﬂa.ceolets At lenigth we were left alone, the

candle had burned out the house door was barred, and the.

peaceful Community was asleep ; still we two sat: too'ether with
our feet upon the ‘hearth, look_mo down inte the: glowmg coals,.

*¢ Ich weisz nicht was soll es bedeuten
Dasz ich so tra.ung bin,” - .

I said, repeating the opening lines of the Lorelel ¢ T feel abso-

lutely blue to-night.’

¢The memory “of the sulphur-woman,” suogested Ermine.

" - Sulphur-woman ! - 'What a name

‘Entirely appropriate, in my opinien.”

"“Poor thing! How she Igxized with a great longmg for the
finery of her youth in Sandy.’

¢ I suppose from those. barbarous plctures that she was origin-
ally in the flesh,’ mused- E:.mme ; ¢at present she'is but a bony
outline.’

"¢Such as she fis, however, she. has ha.& her romance, I an-
swered. ¢She is quite' sure that there was onme to love her;
then let coms what may, she has had her day.”

" T Misquoting Tennysoa on such a sanect 1 said Ermme, w1th
disdain.

"¢ A man’s a man for all that and a woman ’s a woman too,’
I retorted. = ¢ You ave blind; cousin, blinded with pride. ~That
woman has ha.d her txa,o'edy, as real and bitter as any that can
come to us.”

“What ha,ve you to- sa,y for the poor man, then P exclalme&
Ermine, rousing to the contest. ¢ If thereis a tragedy at the
sulphur—house, it belongs to the sulphur—ma.n, not to the’ su]phur-
woman.

¢He is not a squhu.r -man, he is a coal-man ; keep to -your
bearings, Ermme h

T tell you,” pursued my cousin, earnestly, ¢ that T pmed that
uoknown man with inward tears all the while I sat by that
trap-door. - Dapend upon it, he had his dream, his ideal ; and
- this country girl with her great eyes and wealth of hair repre-
sented the beautiful to his hangry soul. He gave his whole
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life a:ad hope into her hands and woke to ﬁnd hls goddess a
common wooden irmage.’

- ¢ Waste sympathy upon a coal-mmer PT said, mutatmg my
cousin’s former tone.

_ ' “If any.one is blind, it is -you,” she a.nswered w1th gleaming
eyes: ‘That man’s whole history stood revealed in the selfish
complainings of that creature. He had been in the Community
from boyhood, therefore of course he had no chance to learn life,

* to see its art-treasures. He has been shipwrecked, poor soul;

hopelessly shxpwrecked’ o
- ¢ She too, Ermine.’
" ¢She!
¢ Yes. If he loved pictures, she loved her chany and her
feather-beds, not to speak of the big looking-glass. No doubt
she had other lovers, and might have lived in a red brick farm-
house with ten unopened front windows and a blistered front -
_ door. The wives of men of genius are always to be pitied ;
they do not soar into the crowd of feminine admirers who cu'cle
yound the husband, and they are therefore called ¢ grubs,’

‘worms of the earth, Y ‘drudges,” and other sweet titles.’

¢ Nonsense,” sald Ermme, tumbling the arched coals into
chaos with the poker; ¢it’s after midnight, let us go up stairs.’

- I knew very well that: my beautiful cousin enjoyed the society

of several ‘poets, painters, musicians, and others of that ilk,
without concerning herself about their stay-at-home wives.

-~ The next d»y the winds were out in battle array, howling
over the Strasbnrg hill, raging up and downthe river, and
whirling the colored leaves wildly along the lovely road to the
One-Leg Creek. Evidently there could be no rambling in the
painted woods that day, so we went over to old Fritz's shop,
played on his home-made piano, inspected the woolly horse who

“turned his crank Ppatiently in an underground den, and set in
motion all the cnrious little images which the carpenter’s deft
fingers had wrought. Fritz belonged to the Community, and
knew nothing of the outside world ; he had a taste for mechan-
ism, which showed itself in many labor-savmg devices, and with .
it all he was the roundest, kindest little man, with bnght eyes

~ like a canary-bird.

. ¢Do you know Solomon: the coal-miner ? asked Ermme,

her correct well-learned German. ‘ ) .
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¢Sol Bangs? Yes, I know him,’ replied Fritz in his Wir- -
temburg dialect. o : oL
 ¢What kind of a man ishe? . : '
" ¢Good for nothing,’ replied Fritz, placidly.
‘Why? . ,
< Wrong here’ ; tapping his forehead.
~¢Do you know his wife ¥ Tasked. -
“Yes) . . . B
¢ What kind of a woman is she? »
¢ Too much tongue. - ‘Women must not talk much.” . -
~ ©Old Fritz touched us both there,’ I said, as we ran back
laughing to the hotel through the blustering. wind ¢ In his
opinion, I suppose, we have the popular, yerdict of the town-
ship ‘upon: our two, protégés, the sulphur-woman .and her hus-".
" The next day opened calm, hazy, and. warm, the perfection of
‘[ndian summer ; the breezy hill was outlined in ‘purple, and
the trees glowed in rich colors. In the. atternoon we started
for the sulphur-spring without shawls or wraps, for the heat"
was almost oppressive ; we loitered on the way through the still
" woods, gathering the tinted, leaves, and wondering why no poet
‘has yet arisen to celebrate in fit words the glories of the Ameri-
can autumn. At last we reached the turn whence the lonely
. house came into view, and at the bars we saw the dog awaiting
" ¢ Evidently the sulphur-woman does not like that melancholy
-animal, I said, as we applied our united strength”to the gate.
¢Did you ever know a woman of limited mind who liked &
large dog ¥ replied Ermine. = ¢ Occasionally such a woman i
fancy a small cur ; but to appreciate a large, noble dog requires
2 large, noble mind.” . - , -
¢Nonsense with your dogs and minds,’ T said, laughing
«Wonderfal ! ‘There is a curtain.’ T o
. Tt was true; The paper had been remo ed from one of the
windows, and in its place hung some white drapery, probably
" part of a sheet rigged as a curtain.
* " Before we reached the piazza the door opened, and our host-
s appeared. ¢ Glad to see yer, ladies,’ she said. ¢ Walk right
"in this way to.the keeping-room.” ) o
* The dog went away to his block-house, and we followed the
~womsan -into a room on the right of the hall ; there were three
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rooms, beside the atticabove. An Old-World German stove of
brick-work occupies a large porion of the space; and: overit
hung a few tins, and a clock whose pendulum swiing outside ;
a table, a settle, and. some stools completed the furniture ; but
“on the plastered walls were two rude brackets, one ‘Holding a
cup and saucer of figured china, and the other surmounted by a
large bunch of autumn leaves, 5o beautiful iﬂ‘ﬁh’emégl_ve'g and
:ho exquisitely arranged that we crossed the \\ro‘om to admire-
em. - . \ Co

“Sol fixed 'em, he did,’ said the sulphur-woman ; ‘he seen
e setting things to rights; and he would do'it. I told him
they was trash, but he made me ‘Promise to Jeave 'em alone in
“case you should call again,’ , N '

" ¢Madam Bangs, they would adorn a palaee,” ‘said Ermine,
severely. L S e
- “The cup is pretty too,’ I observed, seeing the woman'’s eyes -
‘turn that way. B T S :
‘1t’s the last of my chany,’ she answered, with pathios in
_her voice,—* the very last piece.’ o
As we took ‘our places on the settle we noticed the brave
attire of our hostess. The delaine was there ; but how altered!
~ Flounces it had, skimped, but still flounces, and at,the top wag
@ collar of crochet cotton reaching nearly to the shoulders ; the
“hair, too, was braided in' imitation of Ermine’s sunny coronet,
and the Roman scarf did duty as a belt around the large flat -
waist. . 2 '

~“You see she tries to improve,’ I whispered, as Mrs. Bangs

‘went into the hall to get some sulphur-water for us.
¢ Vanity,” answered Ermine. o :

‘We drank our dose slowly, and our hostess talked on and
on. * Even 1, her champion, began to weary of her complain-
dngs.  ‘ How dark'it is ! said Ermine at last, rising and draw-
ing aside the .curtain. *See, Dora, & storm is close upon us.’”.

‘We hurried-to the door, but one look at the black cloud was

#nough to convince wus-that we could not reach- the Community
hotel before it would break, and somewhat drearily we returned
o the keepitg-room, which grew darker and darker, until our
"hestess was obliged fo light a candle. ¢ Reckon you 'Il have to
.stay all night ; 1’d_like to have ‘you ladies, she said. *The
- ‘Community ain’t got nothing covered to send after you, except
- ‘the old king’s:coach, and T misdoubt they won’t let that out in
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such & storm, steps and all. When it begins to rain in this -
valley, it do rain, I can tell you ; and from the way it’s begus,
*t won't stop 'fore morning. You just let me send the Roarer
over to the mine, he’ll tell Sol; Sol can tell the Community

* folks, so they "1l know where you be.’ -

I looked somewhat aghast at this proposal, but Ermine
‘listened to the rain upon the roof a moment, and then quietly
accepted ; she remembered the long hillgof tenacious red clay
and her kid boots were dear to her. S

¢The Roarer, I presume; is some faithful kobold who bears

© your message to and from the mine,’ she said, making herself

as comfortable as the wooden settle would allow.

The sulphur-woman stared. ‘Roarer’s Sol’s old dog,” she
answered, opening the door ; perhaps one of you will write a
“bit of a note for him to carry in his basket,—Roarer, Roarer ¥

_ The melancholy dog .came slowly in, and stood still while.she

tied a small covered basket around his neck. ‘ o

~ Ermine took a léaf from her tablets and wrote a line or two
~"with the gold pencil attached to her watch-chain. :

‘Well now, you do have everything handy, I do declare,’ said

the worman, admiringly.
T glanced at the paper.

¢ M&. SoroMoN Banags : My cousin Theodora Wentworth and -
myself have accepted the hospitality of your house for the night.
‘Will you be so good asto send tidings of our safety to the
“Community, and oblige; | ‘ v
‘ o ‘ERMINIA STUART.
The Roarer started obediently out into the rain-storm withs
“his little basket ; he did not run, but walked slowly, as if the .
storm. was nothing compared to his settled melancholy.
¢ What a note to send to a coal-miner !’ I said, during a me-
‘mentary- absence of our hostess.
¢ Never fear ; it will be appreciated,” replied Ermine.
¢ What is this king’s carriage of which you spoke? I asked,
during the next hour’s conversation. - .
" ¢0, when they first come over from Germany, they had a
"..gort of a king; he knew more than the rest, and he lived ‘in
‘that big brick house with dormel-winders and a cuperler, that
" . stands next the garden: The carriage was hisn, and it had
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steps to let down, and curtains and all ; they don’t use it much
now he’s dead. They 're a queer set anyhow ! The women
Jook like méal-sacks. - After Sol seen me, he could n’t abide to
~look at ’em.’ . R
Soon after six we heard the great gate creals. .
¢ That s Sol,” said the woman, ‘ and now of course Roarer Il
come- in and track all over my floor.”. The hall door opened
-and a shadow passed into the opposite room, two shadows,—a
aman and a dog, o ST T
¢ He’s going to wash himself now,’ continued the wifa; -he’s
always washing himself, just like.a horse.” | . B

‘New fact in natural history, Dora love,” observed Ermine,
After some moments the miner appeared,—a tall, stooping
figure with high forehead, large blue eyes, and lIong thin yel-
Jow hair ; there was a si arly ‘lifeless expression in his face,
and a far-off look in his eyes.. He gazed about the room in an
absent way, as though he scarcely saw us. . Behind him stalked
the Roarer, wagging his tail slowly from side to side.
- ¢Now, then, dont yer see the ladies, Sol ¥ Where’s yer man-
xers ¥ said his wife, sharply. .~ . _ S S
¢ Ah,—yes,—good evening,’ he said, vaguely. - Then his wan-
dering eyes fell upon Ermine’s beautiful face, and fixed them-
selves there with strange intentness. . ' ’ ,
‘You received my note, Mr. Bangs 7 said my cousin in her ©
* soft voice. L N : o
‘Yes, surely. . You are Erminia,” replied - the man, still
standing in the centre of the room with fixed eyes. The Roar-
er laid himself down behind his master, and ‘his tail, still wag-
ging, sounded upon the floor with a regular tap. o=
- “ Now then, Sol, since youve come home, perhaps you’ll en-
tertdin the ladies while T get supper,” quoth Mrs. Bangs ; and
forthwith began a clatter. of pans. ' I
 The man passed his long hand abstractedly over his fore-
‘head. : ¢ Eh,”he said with long-drawn utterance,—¢ eh-h ? Yes,
. my rose of Sharon, certainly, certainly.” = :
‘Then why don’t you do it !" said the woman, lighting the
“fire in the brick stove; - - . o
- ¢ And what will the ladies please to do ? he answered, his

- yes going back to Ermine, _ o .
. “We will look over your pictures, sir,’ said my cousin, rising ;'
- “they arein the upper room, I believe, - ,




SOLOMON. : 7

A great flush rose in the painter’s thin cheeks. ¢ Will you,’
he said eagerly,—¢ willyou? Come " _

‘It’s & broken-down old hole, ladies ; Sol will never let me
sweep.it out. Reckon you'll be more comfortable here,’ said
"Mrs. Bangs, with her arms in the flour. :

“No, no, my lily of the valley. The ladies will come with
. me; they will not seorn the ppoor room.’ - .

¢ A studio iz always 'interesting,’ said Ermine, sweeping up

. the rough stairs behind Solomon’s candle. The dog followed
- us, end laid himself down on an-old mat, as though well accns-
tomed to the place. * Eh-h; boy, you came bravely through
. the storm with the lady’s note,’ said his master, beginning 1o
. light candle after-candle. See him Jaugh ! :
© fCan a:-dog langh? - — T
~. ¢ Certainly ; Jook.at him now. What is that but a.grin of
. happy cont¢ntment ! Don’t the Bible say,  grin like a dog” ¥
* < You seem much attached to the Roaver.” - -

.* Tuscarora, lady, Tuscarora.. Yes, I love him well. He
has been ' with methrough: all, he has watched the making of
all my pietures ; he always lies there when I paint.”

By this time a dozen candles wers burning on shelves and
- brackets, and we could see all jparts of the attic studio. It was

_but a poor place, unflocred in the corners where the roof slanted
down, and having no ceiling but the dark beams and thatch ;
_hung upon thé walls were the pictures we had seen; and many
.others, all crude and. high colored, and all representing ‘the
- the .same face,—the sulphur-woman in her youth, the poor
artist’s only ideal. He showed us these one by one, handling
_ them tenderly, and telling us, in his quaint language, all they
symbolized. ¢ This is Ruth, and denoteth the power of hope,’
- he said. ‘Behold Judith, the queen of revenge. -And this
dear ene is Rachel, for whom Jacob served seven years, and
they seemed unto him but a day, so well he loved her.’ The
light. shone on his pale face, and we noticed tke far-off look in .
his eyes, and the long, tapering fingers coming out from the
hard-werked broad palm. To me it was a melancholy sceme,
the poor-artist with his daubs and the dreary attic. . .

But Ermine seemed eagerly intevested : she looked -at the
.. staring pictures, listened to the explanatious, and at last she
said gently, ¢ Let me show you something of persp;ct_ive, and
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' the part that shadows play in a plctured fa.ce Ha.ve you any
crayons ¥
¢No ; the man had only ] his coarse paints and lumps of char-
coal ; takmg a piece of the coal in her delicate hand, my cousin
began to work upon a sheet of drawing-paper attached to the
rough easel. - Solomon watched her intently, as she expldined
and demonstrated some of the rules.of drawing, the lights and
shades, and the manner of representing the different features.
. and curves. All his pictures were full faces, flat and unshaded ;
- Ermine showed him the power of the profile and the three-
quarter view. I grew weary of watching ghem, and pressing
~- my face against the little window gazed out into the night ;.
steadily the rain came down.and the hills shut us in like a well,
I thought of our home in C——, and its ‘bright lights, warinth,.
company, and life, 'Why should we come masquerading Out
among the Ohio hills at this late season? And then I remem-
bered that it was becanse Eimine would come’; she liked such
expeditions, and from childhood T had always followed her lead.
¢ Dux nascitur;: etc., etc.” Turning away from the gloomy
night, T looked towards the easel again ; Solomon’s cheeks were -
deeply flushed, and his eyes shone like stars. -The lessoii went -
on, the merely mechanical hand explaining its art to the ignor-
ant fingers of genius. Ermine had taken lessons all her life,
. but she had never ‘produced an original picture, only copies. -
At last the lesson was interrupted by a voice from below,.
¢Sol, Sol, supper’s ready ' - No one stirred until, feeling some-
aympathy for the amount of work which my ears told me had
been going on below, I woke up the two enthusiasts and took
them away from the easel down stairs into the keeping-room,.
-where a loaded table a.nd a scarlet hostess ‘bore withess to the
_truth of my surmise. '  Strange things we ate that night, dishes.
_unheard of in towns, but not unpalatable. - Ermine had the
" one china cup for her corn-coffee ; her grand air always secured
her such favors. Tuscarors was there and ate of the best, now -
.and then laying his shaggy head on the table, and, as his ma.ster'
said, ¢ smiling at us’; evidently the evening was his gala time.
It was nearly nine when thefeast was ended, and I immediate-
~ ly proposed retiring to bed, for, having but little art enthusiasm,,
" -. X dreaded a vigil in that dreary attic. - Solomon looked disap-
. pointed, but I ruthlesdy carried off Ermine to the opposite .
_room, which we afterwards suspected was the apartment of our
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" hosts, freshened and set in order in our honor. The sound of ‘
the rain on the piazza roof lulled us soon to sleep, in spite of .
-~ the ‘strange sutroundings ; but more than once I woke and
~ ~'wondered where I was, suddenly remembering the lonely house
: in its lonely valley with a shiver of discomfort. The next
morning ‘we woke at our usual hour, but some time after the
-‘miner’s departure ; breakfast was awaiting us in the keeping-
- room, and our hostess said that an ox-team from the Commu-
* nity would come for us before nine. She seemed sorry to part
with us, and refused any remuneration for our stay ; but none
- theless did we promise ourselves to send some dresses and even
- ornaments from C——, to feed that poor, starving love of
finery. As we rode away in the ox-cart, the Roarer looked
wistfully after us through the bars; but his melancholy miood
was upon him again, and he had not the heart even to wag his
. taﬂ. R - . . - . .
" As we were ‘sitting in the hotel parlor, in front of our soft- .
coal fire in the evening of the following day, and discussing
whether or no we should return to the city within the week,
the old landlord entered without: his broad-brimmed hat,—an
“wnusual attention, since he was a trustee and a man of note in
*the Community, and removed his hat for no one or nothing;
“‘we even suspectéd that he slept in it. ' . : -
“ ¢«You know Zolomon Barngs,’ he said, slowly.
¢ Yes,” we answered. . : )
“Well, he ’s dead.  Kilt in de mine.” -And putting on the
"hat, removed, we now saw, in respect for death, he left the
" room suddenly as he had entered it. As it happened, we had
“ been discussing the couple, I, as usual, contending for the wife,
- and" Ermitie; as usual, advocating the cause of the husband.
¢ Let us go out there immediately to see her, poor- woman !
" I'said, ¥ising, . - . .
" Yes, poor man, we will go to him ! said Ermine.. -
¢ But the man is dead, cousin.’ ‘
¢ Then he shall at least have one kind friendly glance before
he is carried to his grave;’ answered Ermine quietly. R
' " It a short time we set out in the darkness, and dearly did
_* we have to pay for the night-ride ; no one could understand the
‘miotive of our going, but money was money, and we could pay
“for all peculiarities. It was a dark night, and the ride seemed
“endless as the oxen moved slowly oo through the red-clay mire.
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At last we reached the turn and saw the little lonely house
‘with its upper room brightly lighted. *

‘He is in the studio,” said Ermine ; and so it proved. . He
‘was not dead, but dying ; not maimed but poxsoned by the gas
of ‘the mine, and rescued too late for recovery. They had
placed him upon the floor on a couch of blankets and the dnll-
eyed Community doctor stood at his side. ¢ No good, no good
he said; ‘he must die’ And then, hearing of the returning
cart, he left us, and we could hear the tramp of the oxen over
the little bridge, on-their way back to the-village.

The dying man’s head lay upon his wife’s breast, and her ,
arms supported him ; she did not speak, but gazed at us with a -
_ dumb agony in her large eyes. Ermine knelt down and toek

the lifeless hand streaked with coal-dust in beth her own.
“Solomon,’ she said, in her soft, clear voice, ¢ do you know me ¥

The closed eyes opened slowly, and fixed themselves upon- .
her face a moment : then they turned towards the wmdow,
if seeking something. -

<Tt’s the picter he means, said the wife. ¢He sat: up most
‘all last night a doing it.’ ~

I lighted all the candles, and Ermine brought forward the

easel ; upon it stood.a sketch in charcoal wonderful to behold,
—the same face, the face of the faded wife, but so noble in its

idealized beauty that it might have been a portrait of her glori- -

fied face in Paradise. It was a profile, with the eyes. upturned
—a niere outline, but grand in conception and expressxon 1
gazed in silent astonishment.

Ermine said, ¢ Yes, T knew you eould do it, Solomon_ It
is perfect of its kind. 7 The shadow of a smile stole over the
* pallid face, and then the husband’s fading gaze turned upward
to meet the wild, dark eyes of the wife.

‘It’s you, Dorcas, he murmured ; ¢ that’s how you 100ked .
. to me, but I never could .get it rlght before.”  She bent over

"-him, and silently’ we watched the coming of the shadow of -
death ; he spoke only once, ¢ My rose of Sharon— And then
in a moment he was gone, the poor artist was dead.

~ Wild, wild was the grief of the ungoverned heart left behmd
she was like a mad-woman, and our umted strength was need-
ed to keep her from. injuring herself in her frmy I was
frightened, but Ermine’s strong ‘little hands and lithe arms
kept ‘her down until, exhausted she lav motionless near her
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dead husband. Then we carried her down stairs and I watched =~
by the bedside, while my cousin went back to the studio. She
was absent some time, and then she came back to keep the vigil
with me through the long, still night. At dawn the woman
woke, and her face looked aged in the gray light. She was
quiet, and teok without a word the food we had prepared awk-
‘wardly enough, in the keeping-room, ‘
¢ I must go to him,.I must go to him, she murmured, as we
- led her back.’ ’
¢ Yes,’ said- Efmine; ¢but first let me make you tidy. He
loved to see you neat.’ And with deft, gentle touch she dress-
ed the poor creature; arranging the heavy hair so artistically
that, for the first time, I saw what she might have been, and’
understood the kusband’s dream. ' .
¢ What is that ¥ I said, as a peculiar sound startled us. -
¢It’s Roarer. He was tied up last night, but I suppose
- he’s-gnawed the rope, said the woman. I opened the hall
door, and in stalked the great dog, smelling his way  directly
up the stairs, o : : o '
" ¢0, he must not ga? I exclaimed. - .
¢ Yes, let him go, he loved his master,’ said Ermine ; we will
go too.’ So silently we all went up into the chamber of death.
The pictures had been taken down from the walls, but the
wonderful sketch remained on the easel, which had been moved
to the head of the couch where Solomon lay. His long, light. -
~ hair was smooth, his face peacefully quiet, and on his breast lay
the beautiful bunch of autumn leaves which he had arranged
in our honor. It was a striking picture,—the noble face of the
sketch. above, and the dead tace of the artist below. It brought
to my mind a design I had once seen, where Fame with her

laurels came at last to the door of the poor artist and gently

knocked ; but he had died the night before ! .

The dog lay at his master’s feet, nor stirred until Solomon
was carried out to his grave. : :
The Community buried the miner in one corner of the lonely
little meadow. No service had they and no mound was raised
to mark the spot, for such was their. custom ; but in the early
spring we went down again into the valley, and placed a block

- of granite over the grave. It bore the inscription :—
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_ Soromon,

Hewﬂﬁmshhmworkinheaven. o

. Strange as it may seem, the wife pined for- her arttst hmsba.nd.’
‘We found her in the Community trying to work, but so aged
- and bent that we hardly knew her.” Her large eyes had lost -
their peevish discontent, and a great sadness had taken the .
lace.
P ¢ Seems Hke. I could n’t get'on without Sol,’ she sald sitting
with us iz the hotel parlor after work-hours. .¢I kinder mlssv
his voice, and all them names he used ‘to call me ; he got ’em
out of the Bible, so- they must have been good, you  know. He °
~ always thought everything I did was. nght and he“thought no °
end of my good looks, too; "I suppose I’ve lost em all now. .
-He was mighty fond of e ; nobody in all the world cares a
straw for me now.. “Even. Roarer would n’t stay with me, for
all T petted him’; he kep’ a going out to that meader and a
lying by. Sol, untll one day, we found him there dead. He :*
just died of sheer 1onelmess, I.reckon. - I sha’n’t have to stop
long I know, becatse I keep a dreaming of Sol,.and he always

looks at me. like he did when I first knew lnm. He waga -

beantiful boy when I first saw him on that loadiof wood. -coming
into Sandy Well, ladies, I must go. . ‘Thank you kindly for "~ -
all you ’'ve done for me. Aand. say, Miss Staart, when I die ~
you shall have_ tha.t coal plctur "no one- else ’ud vally it s0
“much.’ g
Three months a.fter, Whﬂe we were at the sea—shore, Ermme' o

received a long tin case, directed in a peculiar handwriting ; it

had been forwarded from C——, and conta.med the sketch a.nd B
a note from the Commumty o x

¢E. STuART : The woman Dorcas Bangs d.led this day She- '
“will be put away by the side of her husband, Solomon Bangs.”
~ 81e left the.enclosed picture, which we hereby send and Whlch- ,
please acknowledoe by re&urn of mail. .. o

N T ‘JACOB BOLL,Trustee’ e

S I unfolded the wra.pplngs and looked at the sketch. ‘Itis.
- indeed stnkma I'said. “She must have been. beautiful once,
. poor woman ! v - ; - . :
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. ‘Letus ‘hope that at least she is beautiful now, for her hus-
‘band’s sake poor man ! replied Ermine.
- Even then we could not give up our preferences.
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¢ AxND 50’ Mina, you w1]1 not marry the baker ¥

¢ No ; I waits for Gustav.’

‘How long is it since you have seen him ¥

¢ Three year ; it was-a three-year regi-mént.’

“Then he will soon be home ¥

¢ I not know,’ answered the girl, with a wistful look in her
dark eyes, as if asking information from the superior being who
sat in the skiff,—a being from the outside world where news-
papers, the modern Tree of Knowledge, were not forbidden. :

‘ Perhaps he will re-enlist, and stay three years longer, T
said.

¢ Ah, lady,—six year' It breaks the heart answered Wil-

helmina.
She was the gardener’s daughter, a member of the Commu-
nity of German Separatists who live secluded in one of Ohio’s
rich valleys, separated by their own broad acres and orchard-
covered hills from the busy world outside ; down the valley
flows the tranquil Tusacrawas on its way to the Muskingum,
its slow tide rolling through the fertile bottom-lands between
stone dikes, and utilized to the utmost extent of carefulness by
the thrifty brothers, now working a saw-mill on the bank, now
sending a tributary to the flour-mill across the canal, and now
" branching off in a sparkling race across the valley to turn
wheels for two-or three factories, watering the great grass mea-
.dow on the way. We were floating on this river in a skiff
named by myself Der Fliegende Hollinder, much to the slow
wonder of the Zoarites, who did not understa.nd how a Dutch-
man could, nor why he should, fly. . Wilhelmina sat before me,
her oars tra.lhng in the water. She showed a Nubm.n head
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above her white kerchief:. large-lidded soft brown eyes, heavy
braids of dark hair, creamy skin with purple tints in the lips and
brown: shadows under the eyes, and a far off expression which
even the steady monotonous- toil' of Community life. had not
been able to efface. She wore the blue dress and white kerchief
of ‘the society, the quaint Httle ealico bonnet lyinig beside her ;
she was a small maiden ; her slender form swayed in the stiff,
short-waisted: gown, her feet slipped about in the broad shoes,
and her hands, roughened and browned with garden-work, were
yet narrow and’ graceful; From'the first we felt sure she was
grafted, and hot a shoot from: the Community stalk. But we

" could learn nothing: of her origin-; the Zoarites are not commu-’
nieative ; they fill.each day with twelve good hours of labor,
and’ look reither forward nor back. ¢8he is a daughter,’ said
the old gardeser in answer to our questions. ¢ Adopted? I -
suggested ; but he vouchsafed' no answer. I liked the little
daughter’s dreamy face, but she was pale and undeveloped, like
a Southern flower growing in Northern soil ; the rosy-cheeked,
flaxen-haired Rosines, Salomes, and’ Dorotys, with their broad
sheulders and ‘pondereus tread, thought this brown changeling:
ugly, and: pitied her in their slow, good-natured way.

¥t brealts the heart,” said Wilhelmina again, softly, as if to:
herself: o : : .

- I repented  me of my thoughtlessness. In any case he can
come back for a few days,” I hastened to say. - What regiment

‘was it ¥ ' . ,

¢The One Hundred and Seventh, lady.” ' ,

I had a Cleveland paper in my basket, and taking it out I
glanced over the war-news column, carelessly, as one who does
not ‘expect to find what he seeks. . But chance was with us
and gave this-item : ¢The One Hundred and Seventh Regi-
ment, O. V. L, is expected lLiome next week. The men will be
paid off at Camp Chase.’ _

¢ Ah ! said Wilkelmina, catching her breath with a half-sob”
under her tightly drawn kerchiet’—¢ ah, mein Gustav !

‘Yes, you will soon see him,’ I answered, bending forward
to take the rough little hand in mine ; for I was a romantic
wife, and my heart went out_to all lovers. But the girl did
not noticeé my words or my touch ; silently she sat, absorbed in
‘her own emotion, her eyes fixed on the hilltops far away, as
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though she saw the regxment marchmg home through the blue
June sky.

1 took the oars and rowed up as far as the mla.nd,, lettmg the .
‘skiff float back with the current. . Other boats were out, filled .
with fresh-faced boys in their: hlgh-crowned hats, long-walsbed o
wide-flapped vests of calicq, and” funny little swallow-talled :
coats with buttons up under. the shoulder-blades ; they appear- ..
ed unaccountably long in front, and short belamd these young

. Zoar brethren.  On the vme-covered dike were groups of. .

mothers and grave little chlldren, and up in the. hill-orchards.

were. moving figures, young and. old ; the whole village was -

abroad in the lovely afternoon,. accordmg to their Sunday cus- .
tom, which gave the morning - to chorals and a long sermon in.

the little. church, and . the aftemoon to nature, even old Chris-. -

tian, the pastor, takmg his imposing white fur hat and tasselled
- cane for a walk - through the Community fields, with the re-
* mark, ¢ Thus is cheered the heart of man, and hls countenance .
: refreshed.’ - .

. As'the sun sa.nk m the wa.rm westem sky, homeward came .
the vﬂlagexa from the river, the orchards, and the meadows,. .
men, women and children, a, ha.rdy, 51mple-m1nded band, whose
fathers, for. rehgmns sake, had taken the long journey from
Wurtemburg across the ocean to,this distant valley, and made
it a garden of rest in the. w:ldemess. We, tgo, la.nded and
walked up the app]e—tree lane towards the hotel.. .
. ¢The cows come, sa.ld Wilhelmina as ‘we heard a dlsta.nt
tinkling ; ‘I must go’- But still she lingered. ¢ Der regi-
mént, it come: soon, you say ¥ she asked in a low voice, as
thouoh she wanted to hear the. good news again and again, -

¢ They will be pald off next week ; they cannot be later than
ten days from now.’ o

“Tenday? Ah, mem Gusta.v, murmured the httle ma,xden 3
she turned away and tied on her stiff bonnet, furtlvely wiping.. -
‘off a tear with her pnm handkerchiet folded in a square. I
e Why, my child, I said, followmg her and stooping to look .
in her face, ¢ what is this? . -

‘It is nothing ; it is for glad,—for very glad, said Wllhel-
‘mina:; Away she ran as the first solemn cow came into view, .
hea.dmg the long procession meandering slowly towards the

stalls.. They knew nothing of haste, these dignified Commu-

‘mity cows ; from stall to pa.sture, from pasture to stall, in a
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plethora of - comfort, this was their -life: The silver-haired.

" shiepherd came last with his staff and scrip, and the nervous
shepherd-dog ran hither and thither in the hope of finding some -
cow to bark at ; but the comfortable cows moved on in orderly

_ ranks, and he was obliged to dart off on a tangent every now.:
and then, and bark'at nothing, to relieve his feelings. * Reach-., ,
ing the paved court-yard.each cow walked into her own stall, . - -
and the milking began. :All the girls took part in this work,
sitting ‘on little stools and singing together as the milk frothed -,
up in the tin pails ; the pails were emptied into tubs, and when’ -
the tubs ‘were full the girls bore them on their heads to the, . !

dairy, where the, milk was poured into a.huge strainer, a con~ . =

stant. procession of girls with tubs dbove and the old milk- -
mother ladling. out as fast as she could below. With the bee-
hives. ziear by, it was a realization of the Scriptural phrase, ¢ A.-. -
land flowing with milk and honey;,’ - T
‘The next morning, after breakfast, I strolled: up the still.
street, leaving the Wirthshaus with s pointed roof behind me.
On the right were some ancient cottages, built, of :crossed tim-
bers filled in with plaster; sundials hung on the: walls, and
_ each house had its piazza, where, when the work of the day

was over, the families dssembled, often singing foll:songs.tq.
the music of their:home-made flutes and pipes... On’the, lett
| stood the residence of the first pastor, the reverend man who
| had led these sheep totheir refuge in.the wilds of the New
. World. It was a wide-spreading brick mansion, with:a broad-
side of white-curtained windows, an enclosed. glass ;porch, iron, .
railings, and gilded eawes;; a building so stately among the sur- ..
rounding ¢ottages it, had gained from outsiders the pame:of the
King's Palace, although the good man whose: grave remains -
unmarked in the quiet God’s Acre, according to the Separatist

custom, 'was ' a father to his péople, not a king. .~ .. : . ..

Beyond the palace_began: the Community garden, a larg

square in the centre of the village filled with flowers and fsmte
adorned with arbors-and cedar-trees clipped in-the form of birds,

—

and- enriched with an-old-style greenhouse whoss sliding, glasses
were viewed, with admiration by the visitors of thirty years .
. ug0, who sent. their choice plants thither from far and near to_ .

" be tended through the long, cold lake-country winters. The -
L garden, the cedars, and the greenhouse were all antiquated, ..
e the 1 gushed up.

at

but to me none the less charming, The spring th
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in one corner, the old-fashioned flowers in their box-bordered.

» _ béds; larkspur, lady slippers, bachelor’s buttons, peonies, aro-

matic pinks, and all varieties of roses, the arbors with red
honeysuckle overhead and tan bark under foot, were all delight-
ful ; ‘and.I knew, also, that I should find the gardener § daugh-'
ter at her never-ending task of weeding, This time it was the
_strawberry bed. ¢T have come to sit in your plea,sa,nt garden,
- Mina,” T said, ‘taking a seat on a shaded bench near the bending

fi
g?g) ? said Wi]hel’.mma in Iong—dmwn mterrogatlon, glancing
up shyly with a'smile.” She was a child of the sun, this little
maiden, and while her blond companions wore always their
" bonnets or broad:brimmed hats over their precise caps, 'WﬂheL
mina, as now, constantly discarded these coverings and sat in:
the sun basking like a ‘bird of the tropics. In truth, it did not.
redden her ; she was one of thosé whese colormg comes ‘not.
from mthout ‘but within, )

¢ Do you like this work, Mina 2’ ‘

40—s0. Good'as a,ny" N

¢Do you like wotk? =~ -

¢ Folks must work” Tlns was saxd gravely, as part of the
Commiunity creed.

“Would 1t you like to go thh me to the city ?.

“No ; I’s better here)’” . -

“But’ you''can see ‘the grest world, Mins. - You need. not;
work, T will‘take care of you. . You shalI have pretty dresses ;
would n't you like that? - I asked, curious to discover the se-

- crét of the Separatist indifference to everythmg outside. ©

¥ Nein,’ ‘answered the little malden, tranquﬂly 5 ¢ nein, frau--
lein.’ Teki bin zufrieden.”

Those three words' were the key. I am contented” So
were they taught from childhood, atid—T was about to say— .
theéy knew no better but after aIl is there a.nythmg better to
know? ¢

We talked on, for Mina understood English, although many
of her mates could’ chatter only-in their Wiirtemberg dialect,

. whose provmcmhsms confused my carefully learned Géerman ; |
- I was grounded in Goethe, well read in Schiller, and struggling
with Jean Paul, who, forttma.tely, “der Einzige,’ the only ;

" another such wouId destroy life. At length a bell sounded,

~ and forthmth work was-laid asxde in the ﬁelds, the workshops, :
J/
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and the houses, while all partook of a light repast one of the
"five meals-with which the long summer day of toil is broken,
Flagons of beer had the men aficld, with bread and cheese ; the
women took bread and apple~butter But Mina did not care
for the thick slice which the thrifty house-mother had provided ;
she had not the steady unfanciful appetite of the ‘Community
which eats the same food day after day, as the cow eats its
grass, desiring no change.

¢ And the. ga.rdener really wishes you to marry Jacob 2’ I
‘said as she sat on the grass near me, en;oymo the rest.

“Yes, Jacob is good, -—-always the: same.’

¢ And Gustav ?

“Ah, mein Gustav! Lady, ke is young, ta.ll —s0 tall as
tree ; he run, he sing, his eyes like veilchen there, &ns hair like
gold. H Isee }.um not soon, lady, I die! The year so long,
—s0 long they are. Three year without Gustav” The brown
_eyes grew dim, and out came the square-folded ha.ndkerchwf
«of colored calico for week-days. .

¢ But it will not be long now, Mina.’ ‘ -

¢Yes ; I hope’ , e

¢ He writes to you, I suppose ¥ : :

¢No. Gustav knows pot to write, he not hke school. But
he speak through the other boys, Ernst the verliebte of Rosme,
-and Peter of Dcnoty

¢The Zoar soldiers were all young men ¥ ,

*Yes; all verliebte. Some are not; they have gone to, the
‘Next Country ’ (died). .

¢ Killed in Battle ¥ ‘

¢ Yes; on the berge that looks,—what you call T not know—'

¢ Lookout Mountain ? :

‘Yes.

- ¢ Were the boys volunteers ? .1 asked, remembermb the ‘Com-
‘munity theory of non-resistance.

~ ¢Oyes ; they volunteer, Gustav the first. They not drafted,’

. -said W]lhelmma, proudly. - For these two words so prominent

: durmg the war, had penetrated even into this qmet little val-.

ley. C

¢ But dld the trustees approve ¥

¢ Apperouve r - .

‘I mean did they like i6¥ = - : R :

<Ah! they like 1t not. They talk, they preach in ‘church,

e
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- they- say ¢ No.  Zoar must give soldiers? So. Then they
.take money and pay for der substltute but the boys they must
~not:

'« But they went in spite of the trustees 7

.1 “Yes ; :Gustav first. 'They go in night, they walk in woods,

. oVer the hills'to Brownville, where is der recruiter. The morn-
ing come, they gone!” A

_ “They have been away three .years, yousay? They have
“géen the world in that time,” I remarked half to myself, as 1
thought of the strange niind-opening and knowledge-gaining of
those years to youths brought up in the strict seclusmn of the
Community.

. #Yes; Gustav have seen ‘the wide world answered Wﬂhel-
- mina with:pride :

.- *But will they be content to' step ‘back into the dull routine

~of Zoar life? T thought ; and a doubt came that made me scan

~ ‘miore closely the face of the girl at my side.” To me it was at-
tractive because of its possibilities ; I was always fancying some -
excitement that would bring the color -to the cheeks and full
lips, and light up the heavy-lidded eyes with soft brilliancy.

- But would this-Gustav see these might-be beauties? And how
far would the singularly ugly costume offend eyes grown accus-
‘tomed to fanciful finery and gay colors ?

“You fully expect to marry Gustav 7 T asked.:
¢We are verlobt,’ a.nswered Mina, not without a little a.n' of

‘ Ytgs, 1 know. But that was long ago :
¢ Verlobt once, verlobt always,’ said the little- malden, conﬁ-
“dently. | Biewv.
¢ But why, then, does the gardener speak of Jacob, if you are
" engaged to this Gustav ¥
40, fader he like the old, a,nd Jacob is. old, thirty year!
His wife i is gone to the Next Country. Jacob is a brother,
' t00 ; he write his name in the book. But Gustav he not do
"80; "he i is free.” -
A -{You mean that the baker has s1gned the a,rtmles, a.nd isa
member of the Community ¥
¢ Yes ; but the baker is old, very old ;' thlrty year ! Grustav
not twenty and three yet ; he come home, then he sign.’
¢ And have you signed. these artlcles, Wﬂhelmma. P
“Yes; all the womens s1gns L
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¢ What does the paper say ¥ ' :
¢ Da ich Unterzeichneter,—began the girl. -
¢T cannot understand that. Tell me in English.’
¢ Well ; you-wants to join the Zoar Community of Separa-
tists ; you writes your name and says, “ Give me house, victual,
and clothes for my work and I join ; and I never fernerer For-
derung an besagte Gesellschaft machen kann, oder will””’ ™
: ¢Will never make further demand upon said society,’ I re-
peated, translating slowly.” =~ - ,
© ¢Yes ; that is it.’ S
¢ But who takes charge of all the money ¥ '
¢ The trustees.’ - ’ ,
¢ Dor’t they give you any ¥

" ¢No; for what? It’s no good,’ answered Wilhelmina.

© I knew' that_ all the necessaries of life were dealt out to the
" meinbers of the Community -according to their need, and, as
~ “they never went'outside of their valley, they  could scarcely

“have spent money even if they had possessed it. - But, never-

* theless, it was startling in ‘thi¢ nineteenth century to come

-upon a sincere belief in the worthlessness of the green-tinted
: paper we cherish so fondly.: ¢Gustav will have learned its
-yalue,’ I thought, as Mina, having finished the strawberry-bed,
- started away townrds the dairy to assist in the butter-making.
- I strolled on up the little hill, past the picturesque bakery, -

“where through the open window I caught a glimpse of the  old,
_#very .old" Jacob,a serious young man of thirty, drawing out
~his large loaves of bread from the brick oven with a long-han-
‘dled rake. It was gingerbread-day also, and a spicy odor met
- ‘me at the window ; so I put in my head and asked: for a piece,.
receiving a card.about'a foot square, laia on fresh grape-leaves.

¢ But I cannot eat all this,’ I said, breaking off a corner. :

- 40, dat ’s noding !’ answered Jacob, beginning to knead fresh
~ dough in a long white trough, the village supply for the mext
R ‘yI. have been sitting with sWilhelmina, I remarked, as I
"leaned on the Gasement, impelled by a desire to see the effect.
- of the name. L ' ' ’

. “So? said Jacob, interrogatively.

“VYes; she is a sweet girl’
¢ 8o ? “(doubtfully.) - -
¢ Dont you think so, Jacob ¥
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‘Yees. Soso. A eetle bhwk, answered this imrpassive

lover.

¢ But you wish to marry her ¥

¢0, yees. She young and strong; her fader say she good
40 work. "I have children five ; I must have some one in the

‘house.’
€0 Jacob! Is that the way to talk V' I exclalmed.
¢ Warum nicht ¥ replied the baker, pausing in his kneading,
and regarding me with wide-open, candid eyes. : :
¢ Why inot, indeed? I thought, as I turned away from .the
window. - ¢ He is at least homest and no doubt in his way he -
~would be a kind husband to little Mina. But what a way.

T walked on up the street, passing the pleasant house where
-all the infirm old women of the Community were lodged to-
.gether, carefully tended by appomted nnrses. The aged sisters

were out on the piazza sunning themselves, like so many old
.cats. They were bent with ha.rd out-door labor for they belong-
ed to the early days when ‘the wild forest €0 the fields
now so rich, and only a few log-cabins stood on ‘the site of the
tidy cottages and .gardens of the present village. Some of .
them had taken the long journey on foot from Philadelphia
~westward, four hundred and fifty miles, in the depths of win-
" ter. Well might they rest from their labors and sitin the sun-
shine, poor old souls !
., A few days later, my friendly newspaper mentioned the ar-
‘rival of the German regimentat Ca,mp Chase. ¢ They will pro-
bably be paid off in a day or two, I thought, ‘and another
«day may bring them here.” Eager to be the first to tell the
good news to my little favorite’ T hastened to the garden, and
found her engaged as usual, in weeding.

¢ Mina,’ T'said, ¢ I have somethmg totell you The regiment
is at. Camp Chase you will see Gustav soon, perhaps this
week.’

And there, before my eyes, the transformation I had often
,fancied took place; the color rushed to the brown surface, the
cheeks and lips glowed in vivid red, and the heavy.eyes opened
wide and shone like stars, with a brilliancy that astonished
and even disturbed me. The statue bad a soul at last; the .
beauty dormant had awakened. But for the fire of : that ’ soul
-would this expected Pygmalion suffice 4 jWould the real prince
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fill léiz"pla/ce in the long-cherished dreams of this beauty of the
W00 . v

The girl had risen as I spoke, and now she stood erect, tremb-
ling with excitement, her hands clasped on her breast, breath-
ing quickly and heavily as though an overweight of joy was
pressing down on her heart ; her eyes were fixed upbn my face,
but she saw me not. Strange was her gaze, like the gaze of
one walking insleep. Her sloping shoulders seemed to expand
and chafe against the stuff gown as though they would burst
their bonds ; the blood glowed in her face and throat, and her
‘lips quivered, not as though tears were coming, but from the
fulness of unuttered speech. Her’ emotion resembled the in-
- tensest fire of fever, and yet it.seemed natural; like noon in
the tropics when the gorgeous flowers flame in the white, sha-
dowless heat. Thus stood Wilhelmina, looking up into the
sky with eyes that challenged the sun. - - -

¢ Come here, child,’ I said ; ¢ come here and sit by me. We
will talk about it.’ ‘

But she neither saw nor heard me. I drew }er down on
the bench at my side ; she yielded unconsciously /- her slender
form throbbed, and pulses were beating under my hands where-
ever I touched her. ¢Mina! I said again. But she did not
answer. Like an unfolding rose, she revealed her- hidden,
beautiful heart, as though a spirit had breathed upon the bud ;
silenced in the presence of this great love, I ceased speaking,
and left her to herself. After a time single words fell from
her lips, broken utterances of happiness. I was as nothing;
she was absorbed in the One. “®Gustav! mein Gustav! It
was like the bird’s note, oft repeated, ever the same. So isola-
ted, so intense ‘was ‘her joy, that, as often happens, my mind
took refuge in the opposite extreme of commonplace, and I
found myself wondering whether she would be able to eat.
boiled beef and cabbage for dinner, or fill the soft-soap barrel
for the laundry-women, later in the day. . :

Al the morning T sat under the trees with Wilhelmina, who
“had forgotten her life-long tasks as completely as though they
had never existed. I hated toleave her to the leather-colored
wife of the old. gardener, and lingered until the sharp voice
" came from the distant house-door, calling, ¢ Veel-liel-meeny,’ as
the twelve-o'clock bell summoned the Community to dinmer. -
_But as Mina rose and swept back the heavy braids that had
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fallen from the little ivory stick which confined them, I saw
that she was armed cap-a-pie in that full happiness from which
all weapons glance off harmless. ‘

All the yrest of the day she was like a thing possessed. I
followed her'to the hill-pasture, whither she had gone to mind

¢ the cows, and found her coiled up on the grass in the blaze of

the afterncon sun, like a little salamander. She was lost in
day dreams, and the decorous cows had a holiday for once in
their sober lives, wandering beyond bounds at will, and even
tasting the dissipations of the marsh, standing unheeded in the
“bog up to their sleek knees. : Wilhelmina had not many words
b0 give me; her English vocabulary was limited ; she had
never read a line of romance nor a verse of poetry. The near-
est approach to either was the Community hymn-book, contain -
‘ing the Separatist hymns, of which the following lines are a
specimen, o o

et

¢ Ruhe ist das beste Gut * A
Dasz man haben kann,”—

% Rest is the best good
That man can have;”-—

‘and which embody the religious do:trine of the Zoar Brethren,
although they think, apparently, that the labor of twelve hours
each day is necessary to its enjoyment. The ¢ Ruhe, however,
_refers more especially to théir quiet seclusion away from the
turmoil of the wicked world outside;. . - o
The second morning after this it was evident that an unusual
_excitement was abroad in the phlegmatic village. All the
"daily duties were fulfilled as usual at the Wirthshaus : Paul-
ine went up to the bakery with her board, and returned with
her load of bread and bretzels balanced on her head ; Jacobina
served our coffee with slow precision ; and the broad-shouldered,
. young-faced Lydia patted and puffed up our mountain-high
feather-beds with due care. The men went afield at the blast
~of the horn, ¢the workshops were full and the mills running.
But, nevertheless, all was not the same ; the air seemed full of
mystery ; there were whisperings when two met, furtive sig-
nals, and an inward excitement glowing in the faces of men,

! women, and children, hitherto placid as their own sheep.

" ¢ They have heard the news,’ I said, after watching the tailor's
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Gretchen and the blacksmith’s Barbara stop to exchange a
whisper behind the wood-house. Later in the day we learned
that several letters from the absent soldier-boys had been re-
ceived that morning, announcing their arrival orr the evening
train. The news had flown from one end of the village to the

other ; and although the well-drilled hands were“all at work;-;
hearts were stirring with the greatest excitement of a lifetime;

since there was hardly a house where there was not one expect-
ed. Each large house often held a number of families, stowed
‘away in little sets of chambers, with ‘one dining-room in com-
mon,

Several times during the day we saw the three trustees con-
ferring apart with anxious faces. The war had been a sove
trouble to them, cwing to -their conscientious scruples against
rendering military service. They had hoped to remain non-
combatants. But the country was on fire with patriotism, and
nothing less than a bona fide Separatist in United States uni-
forni would quiet the surrounding towns, long ‘jealous of the
wealth of this foreign community, misunderstanding its tenets,
and glowing with that zeal againsty sympathizers’ which kept
star-spangled banners flying over every suspected house. . ¢ Hang
out the flag! was their cry, and they demanded -that Zoar

should hang out its soldiers, giving them to understand that if -

not voluntarily hung out, they would soon be involuntarlly
hung up! A draft was ordered, and then the young men of
the society, who had long chafed against their bonds, broke

loose, volunteered, and marched away, principles or no princi: |

ples, trustees or no trustees. These bold hearts once gone, the
_wvillage sank into quietude again  Their letters, however, were
a source of anxiety, coming as they did. from the vain outside
world ; and the old postmaster, autocrat though he was, hardly
_dared to suppress them. But he said, shaking his head, that
they “had fallen upon troublous times,’ and handed each dan-
gerous envelope out with a groan. But the soldiers were not
skilled penmen ; their letters, few and far between, at length
stopped entirely. Time passed, and the very existence of the
runaways had become a_far-off problem to'the wise men of _t’he
.Community, absorbed in their slow calculations and cautious
agricilture, when now, suddenly, _i*orced itself upon t%lem face
" to face, and they were required to solve it in the twinkling of an
- eye. 'The bold hearts were coming back, full of knowledge of
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. the outside world, almost every house would hold one, and the
bands of law and order would be broken. Before this prospect
the trustees quailed. Twenty years before they would have
forbidden the entrance of these unruly sons within their bor-
ders ; but now they dared not, since even into Zoar had pene-
trated. the knowledge that Amenca. was a free country. The

- younger generation were not as their fathers were ; objections

had been openly made to the cut-of the Sunday coats and the
girls had spoken together of ribbens ! :

The shadows of twilight seemed very long in falling that
‘night, but at last there was no further excuse for delaymg the:
evening bell, and home came the laborers to their evening meal.
There was no moon, a soft mist obscured the stars, and the
‘night was darkened with the excess of richness which rose from
the ripening valley-fields and fat bottom-lands along the river.
The Community store opposite the Wirthshaus was closed early
in the evening, the ‘houses of the trustees were dark, and -in-
deed the village was almost unlighted, as if to hide its own ex-
-citement. The entire- populamion was abroad in the night, and
one by one the men-and s stole away down the station road,
a lovely, winding track on the hillside, following the river on
_its way down the valley to the little station on the grassgrown
railroad, a branch from the main track. - As ten o 'clock came,
-the women and girls, grown bold with excitement, gathered
in the open space in frout of the ‘Wirthshaus, where the lights
from the windows illumined their faces. There I saw the
broad-shouldered Lydia, Rosine, Doroty, and all the rest, in
“their Sunday clothes, flushed, la,ucrhmg, and chattering; but
noc ‘Wilhelmina. . ‘

¢ Where can she be ¥ T said. '

If she was there, the larger girls con:cea,led her w1th their
bu <om breadth ; I looked for the slender little malden in vain,

“ Shu ! cried the girls, ‘de bugle ! -

Far down the station road we heard the bugle and saw the
glimmering of lights among the trees. On it came, a Willo’
the-wisp procession, first a detachment of village boys each
with a lantern or torch, next the returned soldiers winding"
their bugles,—for, Grerman-hke, they all had musical instru-
-fmexts,—then an'excited crowd of brothers and cousins-loaded
with knapsacks guns, and military accoutrements of all kinds ;
each man had something, were it only a tin cup, and proudly
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they marched in the footsteps of their glorious relatives, bear- -
ing the spoils of war. The girls set up a shrill cry of welcome
as the procession approached, but the ranks continued unbroken
until- the open space in front of the Wirthshaus was reached ;
- then, at a signal, the soldiers gave three cheers, the villagers
joining in with all their hearts and lungs, but wildly and out
~ of time, like the scattering fire of an awkward squad. The
sound had never been heard in Zoar before. The soldiers gave
a final ‘Tiger-r-r ! and then broke ranks, mingling with the_
excited crowd, exchanging greetings and embraces. All talked
at-once ; some wept, some laughed ; and chrough it all silently -
stood the three trustees on the dark poreh in front of the store,
looking down upon their wild flock, their sober faces visible in
the glare of the torches and lanterns below. - The entire popu-
lation was present ; even the babies were held up on the out-
skirts of the crowd, stolid and staring.
“ Where can Wilhelmina be ¥ I said again. :
¢ Here, under the window ; I'saw her long ago,’ replied one
of the women. ’ '
_ Leaning: against a piazza-pillar, close under my eyes, stood
the Jiftle maiden, pale and still. I could not disguise from
myself that she looked almost ugly among those florid, laugh-
- ing girls, for her color was gone, and her eyes so fixed that. -
they looked unnaturally large ; her somewhat heavy Egyptian
. features stood out in the -bright light, but her small ferm was
lost among the group of broad, white-kerchiefed shoulders,
adorned with breast-knots of gay flowers. - And had Wilhel- .
- mina no flower? She, so fond of blossoms ? I looked again ;
yes, a little white rose, drooping and pale as herself
But where was Gustav? The soldiers came and went in _the
crowd, and all spoke to Mina ; but where was the One? I
- caught the landlord’s little son as he passed, and asked the
question. - L : o '
¢Gustav! Dat’s him,” he answered, pointing out a tall,
rollicking soldier who seemed to be embracing -the whole popu-. |
- -lation in his gleeful welcome. . That very soldier had passed -
" Mina a dozen times, flinging a ‘gay greeting to her each time ;
* but nothing more. - - ' .
After half an hour of general rejoicing; the crowd dispersed,
.+ each household bearing off in triumph the hero that fell to-its
- lot. Then the tiled domiciles, where usually all were asleep’an” -
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hour after twﬂlght bla.zed forth with unaccustomed light from
every little window ; within we could see the circles, with -
_flagons of beer and various dainties manufactured in secret
during the day, sitting and talking together in a manner which,
for Zoar, was a wild revel, since it was nearly eleven o’clock ! 1
., We were not the only outside spectators of this unwonted gay-
ety ; several times we met the trustees stealing along <in the
shadow from house to house, like anxious spectres in broad-:
brimmed hats. No doubt ‘they sald to each other ¢ How, how
will this end ! ‘
The merry Gustav had gone off by Mina’s 31de, Whlch gave
" me some comfort ; but when in our rounds we came to the
gardener’s house and gazed -through the “open door, the little
‘ maiden sab ‘apart, and the soldier, in the centre of an admu'mg
circle, was telling stories of the war. ,
. Ifelta foebodmu of .sorrow as I gazed out throuvh the httle' =
window “before. chmbmv up. into my high: bed.: nghts still
twinkled in soine of the houses, but a white mist' was rising
- from the river, and the drowsy long-drawn chant of the sum-
mer night invited me to dreamless sieep.
. The next morning I could not resist questioning J a.cobma.,
" who also had her lover among the soldxers, if all' was
~well - :
O yes. They stay,—all but two." Wes marned next
mont.” - T,

¢ And the two? - K

¢ Karl and Gustav.* :

¢ And Whilelmina !' I exclalmed i

‘O she let him go,’ answered J acobma, brmgm,, fresh
coffee. ‘

¢ Poor child.! " How does she bear it e R

¢Oso. She cannot help. Shessy noding’, = - oy

“ But'the trustees, will they allow these young men to- lea,ve'
the Community ? '

“They cannot help,’ said J acobina, - ¢ Gusta.v and Karl wnte
not in the book ; they free to g0 ‘Wilhelmina marry Jacobi ;'
it’s joost the same all ‘rright, added Jacobina, - 'who pnde&
herself upor her Euohsh ca,uo'hb from vmtors at: i:he W1rths-’
haus table.

“*Ah ! but it is not just the same, T thouoht asT Wa,lked up‘
to the garden to ﬁnd my httle ma.lden She was not there 3
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the leathery mother said she was out ‘on the hills with the
COWS. : - : o :
¢ So, Gustav is going to leave the Community,” T said in Ger-
man. - . . L R .
¢ Yes, better so. Heis an idle, wild. hoy. Now Veelhel«
meeny can marry the baker, a good steady man. -
¢ But Mina does not like him,’” T suggested.
¢ Das macht nichts, answered the leathery mother.
" “Wilhelmina was not in the pasture ; I sought for her every-
where, and called her name. The poor child had hidden her-
self, and whether she heard me or not she did not respond.
'All day she kept herself aloof ; T almost feared she would never
return ; but in the late twilight a little figure slipped through
the garden-gate and took refuge in the house before I could -
speak ; for I was watching for the *child, apparently the only
one, though. a stranger, to care for her sorrow. ST
¢Can I not see her ? T said to the leathery mother, following -
to the door. . » . -
"¢ Eh, no ; she’s foolish ; she will hot speak a word ; she has
gone off to bed,” was the answer. - : : .
For three days I did not see Mina so early did she flee away
to the hills and so late return. - T followed her to the pasture
once or twice, but she would not show herself, and T could not
discover her biding place. The fourth day I learned that Gus-
tav and Karl were to leave the village.in the afternoon, pro-
bably forever. The other soldiers had signed the articles. pre-
sented by the anxious trustees, and settled down into the old
routine, going afield with the rest. although still heroes of the
hour ; they were -all tewbe-married in August. No doubt the
hardships of their campaigns among the Tennessee mountains
had taught them ‘that the rich valley was a home not to be
despised ; nevertheless, - it was evident  that the flowers of the
flock were those who were about departing, and that in Gustav
and Karl the Community lost its brightest spirits. Evident
“to us; but possibly, the Community cared not for bright
- spirits. B .
" T had made several attempts to speak to Gustav ; this morn-
ing T at last succeeded. I found him polishing his bugle on
‘the garden bench. - S - ' ’
¢ Why are you going away, Gustay? T asked. ¢ Zoar is a
‘pleasant little village.’ : '

e
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¢ Too-slow for me, miss.’
¢ The life is easy, however ; )ou will find the world a .bard
lace.’
P ¢TI don’t mind work, ma’am, but I do like to be free. I feel
all cramped up here, with these rules and bells ; and, besides,
I could n’t stand- those trustees ;. they never let a- fellow
alone.’
o And Willielmina ! I you do'ge, I hope you will takefher
with you or come for her when you bave found work.)
¢Oh no, miss. All that was long ago. It’s all over now.' 8
¢ But you like her, Gustav.’
¢O'so. She’sa good Httle thing, but too quiet for-me.’
“ But she likes you,’ I said desperately, for I saw no other
way to loosen this Gordian knot. .
¢0 no, miss. She got used to it; and has thought of it all
these years ; that's all.. Shell forget about It a.nd marry the
. baker.” -
¢ But she does not like the baker.’ :
‘Why not ? He’s-a good fellow enough She'll like him.in
- time. It’s all the same. I declare it’s too bad to see all these
girls-going on in the same old way, in their ugly gowns and big
shoes | Why, ma’am; I could'nt take Mina outside, even if I
wan ted- to; she’s tco old to leain new ways, and everykcdy
would laugh at her. She could’nt get along'a day.. Besides,
said the young soldier, eoloring up to his eyes, ¢ I don’t mmd.
telling you that—that there’s some oneelse. - Look here, ma’am.’
" And he put into my hand a card photograph representiug a
pretty girl, over dressed, and adorned with curls and gilt jewel-
ery. ‘That’s Miss- Martm, said Gustav with pride; Miss
‘Emmeline Martin, of Cineinnati. I'm going to marry Miss
Martin.’
As I held the pretty, flashy picture in my ha.nd all my castl&s
- fell to the ground. My plan for taking Mina *home with me,
accustommv her gradually to other clothes' and ways, teaching
her enough of the world to enable her to hold her place without
pain, my hope that ray husband might find a situation for Gus-
tav in some of the iron-mills mear - Cleveland, in short; all the
" idy! I had woven, was destroyed If it had not been for this
red-cheeked Miss Martin in_her gilt beads | ‘Whyis it that
- men will be such fools ? I thought. Up sprung a: memory of
~the curls and | ponderous jet necklace Isported ata certain penocl _
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of my existence, when- John— I was silenced, gave Gustav
his picture, and walked away without a word.

) At noon the villagers, on thelr way back o work, paused at

the Wirthshaus to say goo ere there,.

and the old woolly horse-had already gone to the station with
their boxes. Awmong the others came Christine, Karl’s former
affianced, heartwhole and smiling, already betrothed to' a new
lover ; but no Withelmina. Good. wishes and farewells were ex-
cha.nged and at last the two soldiers started away, falling into .
the marching step and watched with furtive satisfaction by the
three trustees, who stood together in the shadow of the smithy
apparently deeply absorbed in a broken-down cask.

It was a lovely afternoon, and I, too, strolled down the sta-

" tion road embowered in shade. The two soldiers were not farin ~
advance: I had passed the flour-mill on the outskirts of the
village and was approaching the old quarry, when a sound
startled me ; out of the rocks in front rushed a little figure and. -
erying ¢ Gustav, mein Gustav !’ fell at the soldler S feet 'Itf
was Wilhelmina. -

I ran forward and took her from the youna men’; she lay in
my arms as if dead. The poor child was sadly changed ; always
slender and swaying, she now looked thin and shrunken her
skin had a strange, dark pallor, and her lips were drawn in as

© if from pain. I could see her eyes through the large-orbed
thin lids, and the brown shadows.beneath exr,ended down into
the cheeks. . :
$Was ist’s? said Gustav looking bewildered. ‘Is she
) S’lckz’ B
I answered ¢ Yes, but nothmo more. I could see that he
had no susplclon of the truth, be]1ev1n0' as he did that the
¢good fellow’ of a baker would do very Well for this *good lit-
tle thing’ who was ‘too quiét’ for him. The memory of Miss
Martin sealed my lips. But if it had not been for that pretty,
flashy picture, would I not have spoken !’

“You must go; you will miss the t1a.m I said afier a feW
minutes. . I will see to Mina.’

But Gustav lingered. Perhaps he was 1eally troubled to see
the little sweetheart of his boyhood in such . desolate plight; .
perhaps a touch of the old feeling came back ; and perhaps also
1t was nothing of the kmd ‘and, as usual, my romantic nhouohts g
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. were ca,rrymg me away. At any rate, Whatever l,t was, he
- stooped over the famtmg g1r1

~¢She looks bad,” he said, ‘very bad. I wish— But she’ll
get well and marry the baker. Good bye, Mina.!  And bend-
ing g his tall form, he kissed her colorless cheek, and then hasten-
ed away to join the impatient Karl ; a curve in the road soon
hid them from view.

i ® Wilhelmina had stirred at " his touch ; after a moment her

large eyes opened slowly ; she looked around as if dazed, but all v
at once memory came back and she starned up with- the same’
cry, ‘Gustav, mein Gustav ! I'drew her head down on my
shoulder to stifle the sound ; it was better the soldiér should
" not hear it, and its anguish thnlled my own heart also. She -
_had not the streno'th to resist me, and in a few minutes I kneW
that the young men were. out of. hearm,g as they shrode on to-.
wards the station and out into the wide world. < 4
The forest was solitary, we were beyond the vﬂlaoe all the
afternoon I sat under the trees with the stricken 0'11'] Agam,_ _
as in her joy her words were few ; again as in her joy her.
whole being was involved. Her little rough hands were cold,
a film had gathered over her eyes;-she did not weep, but.
moaned to Berself-, ~and all her senses seemed blunted. At
nightfall I took her home, and the leathery’ mother received her
with a frown ; but the child was beyond camng, and crept away,
dumbly, to her room.
The next morning she was off to the hills again, nor could 1
_find her for several days. Evidently in spite of my sympathy

I was no more to her than I should have been to & wounded. - A

fawn. She was a mixture of the wild, shy creature of the
woods and the deep-loving woman of the tropics ; in’ either case
I could be but small comfort. Whén at last T did see her, she. -

was apathetic and dull ; her feelings, her senses,”and her intelli- .

gence seemed to have gone within, as if preyiug upon her heart.
She scarcely listéned to my pr»oposa.l to take her with me ; for
in my.pity I had suggested it, in spite of its difficulties.

¢ No, . she said, mecha,mca.lly, ¢T’se better here ; and fell in-
to silence agam , .

A month later a friend went down to spend a few davs in
the valley, and upon her return descrlbed to us the Wedcﬁngs ,
ST of the whllom soldiers. - ¢ It was really a pretty smht she sald o
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¢ the quaint - peasa.nt dresses and the flowers. Afterwards, the
band went round the village playing their odd tumes; and a,II
had a holiday. - There were two civilians married .also; HA S
mean two young men who had not been to the war. It seems -
that two of the soldiers turned their backs upon the Commu:

. nity and their allotted brides, and marched away ; but the Zoar
maidens aré not roma.ntlc, I fancy, for these two deserted ones
were betrothed again, and married, all in the short space of four
weeks.’ -

¢ Was not one Wllhemlna, the orardener s da.urrhter. a short
dark girl ¥ T asked. .

‘Yes,’

¢ And she ma.rnei Jacob the baker v

‘Yes.’

, Tne next year, weary of the cold lake-winds, we left the 1cy
shore and went down to the valley to meet the coming spring,
finding her already there, decked with vines and flowers. A
new waitress brought us our coffee. :
“How is Wilhelmina ¥ I asked.
¢ Eh,—Wilhelmina ? O, she not here now; she gone to
the next. country,’ answered the girl in a matter-of- fact way. <~
¢ She die last. October, and J acob he have anoder wife
‘now.’
- In the late a,fternoo‘l T asked a little girl to show me Wil
hélmina’s grave in the quiet God’s Acre on the Il ~ Tanova-
tion was creeping in, even here ; the later graves had ‘mounds
- —vaised-over them, : and oae had a little head board Wlth an in-
_ cription in ink. T » .
© . Wilhelmina lay apart, and soms one, p;obmblyth&oldiga.r- . o
lener, whe had loved her in his' sileat way, had planted a rose-
oush at the head of the mound. I dismissel my guide and sat
there in the sunset, thinking of many things, but chiefly of
this : ¢ Why should this crrea,t wealth of love ha.ve been allowed
to waste itself? Why is 'it that the greatest of power, unques-
_ tionably, of this mortal life should so often seem a useless
o‘[ft r
No answer came from the sunset cloads, and as twilight samk
"'down on the earth I rose to go. ¢I fully believe,’ I said, as
though repeating a creed, ° that this poor, loving heart, whose
earthly Dody les unler tms mound, is h&pvy in its own loving

4 . . ] '43"- 3
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“way. It hasnot been changed, but the happiness it longed for
has come. How we kiow not ; but the God who made Wil- -
helmina understands her He has given unto her not rest, not
pesace, but an active, living joy.’ , A -

I walked away through the wild meadow, under whose turf,
unmarked by stone or mound, lay thé first pioneers of the Com-

_ munity and out into the forest road, untravelled save when tlre
dead passed over it to their last earthly home. The evening
was still and breathless, and the shadows lay thick on the grass
a4 T'looked back. But-I could still distinguish the little mound
with the rose-bush at its head, and, not without tears, I said,
¢ Farewell, poor Wilhelmina ; farewell.’
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- In September, 1855, I first saw the St. Clair Flats. Owing to
Raymond’s determma,tlon, we stopped there.

‘Why . goon? he asked. Why cross another long, rough
lake, when here is all we want ¥ : R

“But no one ever stops here,” I said.

_ ¢So much the better ; we shall have it all to ourselves

¢ But we must at least have a roof over our hea,ds ’

¢T presume we can find one.’

The captain of the steamer, however, knew of no roof .save
-that covering a little lighthouse set on spiles, which the boat
would pass within the half hour ; we decided to get off there, -
and throw ourselves upon the cha.nty of the lighthouse-man,

In the meantime, we sat on the bow with Captain Kidd, our
four-legged companion, who had often accompanied us on hunt-
expeditions, but never so far westward. It had been rough on
Lake Erie,—very rough. We, who had sailed the ocean with
composure, found ourselves most inhumanly tossed on the short
.chopping waves of this fresh water sea ; we, who alone of .all
the cabin-list had eaten our four courses every day on the oceazi--
steamer, found ourselves here reduced to the depressing diet of
a herring and pilot-bread. Captain Kidd, too, had suffered
dumbly ; even now he could not find comfort but tried every
~ plank in the deck, one after the other, circling round and round
after his tajl doc-fa.shlon, before lying' down, and no sooner\‘
.down than up again, for another choice of planks, another cir-
-eling, and another failure. We were sailing across a small lake |

"whose - smooth waters were like clear green oil ; as we drew =

‘near the outlet, the low, green shores curved inward and came
together, a.ncl the steamer entered a DAXTow, green river. '
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« Here we are,” said Raymond. ‘Now we can soon land.’
¢ But there is n't any land’ I answered, .
¢What is that, then? asked my near-sighted companion,
pointing toward what seemed a shore.
Reeds.’ )
¢ And'what do they run back to ¥
¢ Nothing.’
¢ But there must be solid ground beyond ¥
¢ Nothing but reeds, flags, lily-pads, grass, and water, as far
as I can see.’ -
¢ A marsh ? ‘
¢ Yes, a marsh.’anac;- :
" The word ¢ marsh’ does not bring up a beautiful picture to
the mind, and yet the reality was as beautiful as anything I
have ever seen,—an enchanted land, whose memory haunts me
as an idea unwritten, a melody unsung, a ‘picture unpainted,
haunts the artist, and will not away. On each side and in
front, as far as the eye could reach, stretched the low green
land which was yet no land, intersected by hundreds of chan-
pels, narrow and broad, whose waters were green as their
shores. In and out, now running into each other for a moment,
now setting off each for himself again, these many channels
flowed along with a rippling current ; zigzag as they were, they
never seemed to loiter, but, as if knowing just where they were
going and what they had to do, they found time to take their
own pleasant.roundabout way, visiting the secluded households
of their friends the flags, who, poor souls, must always stay at
home. - These currents were as clear as crystal, and green as
the water-grasses that fringed their miniature shores. The
bristling reeds, like companies of free-lances, rode boldly out
here and there into the deeps, trying to conquer more territory
//‘fqr the grasses, but the currents were hard to conquer; they
dismounted the free-lances, and flowed over their submerged
heads ; they beat them down with assaulting ripples ; they
broke their backs so effectually that the bravest had no spirit
_ left, but trailed along, limp and bedraggled. ~And, if by chance
he lances succeeded in stretching their forces across from one
. htt!e shore to axother, then the unconquered currents forced -
- their way between the.closely serried ranks of the enemy, and "
- flowed on as gayly as ever, leaving the grasses sitting hopeless.

P
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‘on the bank ; for they needed solid ground for their delicate
feet, these graceful ladies in green. . .

You might call it a marsh ; but there was no mud, no dark -
glimy water, no stagnant scum ; there were no rank yellow
‘lilies, no gormandizing frogs, no swinish mud-turtles. The
clear waters of the channels. ran over golden sands, and
hurtled among the stiff reeds so swiftly that only in a bay, or
where protected by a crescent point, could the fair white lilies

 float in the quiet their sérene beauty requires. The flags, who
" - brandished their swords proudly, were martinets down to their
' Very heels, keeping themselves as clean under the water as
above, and harboring not a speck of mud on their.bright green
unitorms. For inhabitants, there were small fish roving about
here and there in the clear tide, keeping an eye out for the
‘herons, who, watery as to legs, but venerable and wise of aspect,
-stood on promontories musing, apparently, on the secrets of the
es. - :
. The steamer’s route was a constant curve ; through the larger
‘channels of the archipelago she wound, as if following the clew
“of a labyrinth. By turns she headed toward all the points of
the compass; finding a channel where, to our uninitiated eyes,
“there was no channel, doubling upon her own track, going
broadside - foremost, floundering and backing, like a whale
. caught in a shallow. Here, landlocked, she would choose what
‘seeined the narrowest channel of all, and dash recklessly through, -
with the reeds almost brushing her sides; there she crept gin-
 gerly along a broad expanse of water, her paddle-wheels scarcely
- revolving, in the excess of her caution. Saplings, with their
heads of foliage on, and branches adorned with fluttering rags, -
served as finger-posts to show the way through the watery de-,
files, and there were many otherw hieroglyphics - legible only to
the pilot. ¢This time, surely, we shall run ashore,” we thought
“-again and again, as the steamer glided, head-on, tpward an
“* islet ; but at the last there was always a quick turn into some
_.unseen strait opening like a secret passage in a castle-wall, and
- we found ourselves in a new lakelet, heading in the opposite
direction. Omnce.we met another steamer, and the two great’
“hulls floated slowly past each other, with engines mot.:ionless,'
* 'so mear that the passengers could have shaken hands with each
_ other had they- been so disposed. Not that they were so dis-
- <posed, however ; far from it. They gathered on their respec-




48 ST. CLAIR FLATS.

tive decks and gazed at each other gravely; not a smile wag
seen, not a word spoken, not the shadow of a salutation given,
Tt was not pride, it was not suspicion ; it was the universal
listlessness of the travelling American bereft of his business,
- -Othello with his occupation gone. What can such a man do
.on a steamer ? Generally, nothing. Certaimly he would never
think of any such light-hearted nonsense as a smile or passing
bow. ,
" -But the ships were, par excellence, the bewitched craft, the
Flying Dutchmen of the Flats. - A brig, with lofty, sky-
scraping sails, bound south, came into view of our steamer,
bound north, and passed, we hugging the shore to give her
“room : five minutes afterward the sky-scraping sails we had
left behind veered around in front of us agaim ; another five
minutes, and there they were far distant on the right ; another,
-and there they wereagain close by us on the left. For half an .
" hour those sails circled around us, and yet all the time we were
pushing steadily forward ; this seemed witching work indeed. -
Again, the numeroud schooners thought nothing of sailing over-’

Jand ; we saw them on all sides gliding before the wind, or . -

beating up against it over the meadows as easily as over the
water ; sailing on grass was a mere trifle to these spirit-barks.
All this we saw, as I said before, apparently. But in that ad-
verb is hidden-the magic of the St. Clair Flats. .
¢ It is beautiful,—beautiful,’ I said, looking off over the vivid
green expanse. : , :
¢ Beautiful ¥ echoed the captain, who had himself taken
charge ot the steering when the steamer entered the labyrinth,
—I don’t see anything beautiful in it '—Port your helm up
‘there ; port ! . o o
¢Port it is, sir,’ came back from the pilot-house above. -
‘ These Flats give us more trouble than any other spot on
‘the lakes ; vessels are all the time getting aground and block-
ing"up thé way, which is narrow enough at best. There’s
some talk of Uncle Sam’s cutting a canal right through,—a
straight canal ; but he’s so slow, Uncle Sam is, and I’m afraid
. I’11 be off the waters.before the job is done” B
‘A straight canal ' I repeated, thinking with dismay of an
-ugly utilitarian ditch invading this beautiful winding waste of

7 “Yes, you can see for yourself what a saving it wvokuld.'be,"'
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replied the captain. ¢ We could run-right through in no time,
day or night ; whereas, now, we have to turn and twist and
watch every inch of the whole everlasting marsh.” Such was’
the captain’s opinion. But we, albeit neither romantic nor ar-
tistic, were captivated with his ¢ everlasting marsh,” and eager
to penetrate far within its green fastnesses.

¢ I suppose there are other families living about here, besides
the family at the lighthouse # I said. ,
" ¢ Never heard of any ; they’d have tolive on a raft if they did.

¢ But there must be some solid ground.’

¢ Don’t believe it; it’s nothing but one great sponge for
miles.—Steady up there ; steady ! : )

‘Very well,’ said Raymond, ‘so be it. If there is only the
lighthouse, at the lighthouse we 'll get off, and take our chances.”

¢ You 're surveyors, I suppose ¥ said the captain.

Surveyors are the pioneers of the lake-country, understood by
the people to be a set of harmless monomaniacs, given to build- -
ing little observatories along-shore, where there is nothing- to
observe ; mild madmen, whose vagaries and instruments are
equally singular. As surveyors, therefore, the captain saw
nothing surprising in our determination to get off at tk: light-
house ; if we had proposed. going ashure on a plank in the mid-
dle of Lake Huron, he would have made no objection.

At length the lighthouse came into view, a little fortress
perched on spiles, with aladder for entrance ; as usual in small
houses, much time seemed devoted to washing, for a large crane,
swung to and fro by a rope, extended out over the water,
covered with fluttering garments hung out to dry. The steamer

Jay to, our row-boat was launched, our traps handed out, Qap—
“tain Kidd took his place in the bow, and we pushed off -into
the shallows ; then the great paddle-wheels revolved again, and
the steamer sailed away, leaving us astern, rockmg on her
waves, and watched listlessly by the passengers until a turn
hid us from their view. In the mean time numerous flaxen-
haired children had appeared at the little windows of the light~
house,—too many of them, indeed, for our hopes of comfort*

¢ Ten,” said Rayimond, counting heads. - .

The ten, moved by curiosity as we approached, hupg out of
the windows so far that they held on merely by their ankles.
- “We cannot possibly save them all,’ I remarked, looking up

1 /
~-at-the dangling gazers. S /
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O, they’re amphibious; said Raymond ; ¢ web-footed, I
presume.’ .

" We rowed up under the fortress, and demanded parley with
the keeper in the following language :—

¢ Is your father here? -~ -

¢No; but ma is,’ answered the chorus.—¢Ma ! ma ¥’

- Ma appeared; a portly female, who held converse with us
from the top of the ladder. The sum and substance of the dia-
“logue was that she had not a corner to give us, and recommend-
. ed us to find Liakim, and have him show us the way to Wait-
ing Samuel’s. : ‘ '

“Waiting Samuel’s? we repeated.

‘Yes; he’s a kind of crazy man living away over there in
the Flats. But there’s no harm in him, and his wife is a tidy
housekeeper. You be surveyors, I suppose ¥ : -
~ Weaccepted thé imputation in ‘order to avoid a broadside
of questions, and-asked the whereabouts of Liakim. . -

"¢ O, he s round the point, somewhere there, fishing

‘We rowed on and found him, a little, round-shouldered man,
in an old flat-bottomed boat, who had not taken a fish, and

looked as though he never would. We explained our errand.
¢ Did Rosabel Lee tell ye to come to me ? he asked.
¢ The woman in the lighthouse told us,’ I said. :
‘ That’s Rosabel Lee, that’s my wife ; I’'m Liakim Lee,’

#aid the little man, gathering together his forlorn old Teds and

taekle, and pulling up his anchor.

“ In the kingdom down by the sea
Lived the beautiful Annabel Lee,”

I quoted, sotto voce. o S
¢:And what very remarkable feet had she ¥ added Raymond,
improvising under the inspiration of certain shoes, scow-like in

shape, gigantic in length and breadih, which had make them- -

Belves visible at the top round of the ladder. .

" At length the shabby old boat got under way, and we fol-
lowed in its path, turning off to thé right through a network
of channels, now pulling ‘ourselves along by. the reeds, now
paddling over a raft of lily-pads, now poling through a wind-
~ ing labyrinth, and now rowing with broad sweeps across the
little lake. - The sun was sinking, gnd the western sky grew
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bright at his coming ; there wasnot a cloud to make mountain-
peaks on the honzon nothmg but the level earth below meet-
_ing the curved sky above, so evenly.and clearly that it seemegd
as though we could go out there and touch it with our hands.
Soon we lost sight of the little lighthouse ; then one by one
the distant sails sank down and dlsappeared and we werefleft
alone on the grassy sea, rowing toward the sunset. .
© “We must have come a mﬂe or two, and there is no sign ot
a house, I called out to our guide.

““Well, I don’t pretend to know how far it is, exactly,’ re-
plied Llaklm ‘we don’ b know how far anything is here in the -
Flats, we don’t

¢ But.are you sure you know . the way ¥
‘O.my, yes! We've got most to the boy. There it is?!
The ¢ boy’ was a buoy, a fragment of - pla,nk painted white,
‘part of the cabin-work of some Wrecked stéamer.
¢ Now, then,’ said Liakim, pausing, ‘you jest go straight on
in this here channel till you come to the minth run from this
boy, on the right ; take that, and it will lead you right up to -
" ‘Waiting Samuel’s door.” :
- ¢Are m't you coming with us ¥
¢ Well,no.. In the jfirst place, Rosabel. Lee will be waiting
supper for me, and she don’t like to wa,w/ and, besides, Sam-
uel can’t abide to see none of us round bis part of the Flats’

‘But—' I began

- ¢ Let Mm go,’ interposed Raymond ; ¢ we can find the ‘honse
without trouble” And he tossed a silver dollar to the little
man, who was already,turning his boat. ‘

¢ Thank you,’ said Liakim. ¢Be sure you take the ninth

run and no other,——the ninth run from this boy If you make
any mistake, you’ll find yourselves miles away.’

 With this cheerful statement, he began:to row back. Idid-
not altogether fancy being left on; the Watery waste without a
guide ; the name, too, of our m"thlc host did not bring up a
certainty of supper and beds. ‘Waltmfr Samuel,” I repea.ted
doubtfully. ¢ What is he waiting for? - I called back over my
shoulder ; for Raymond was rowing.

¢ The _]udorment—day v answered Liakim, in a shrill key.

The boats were now fal apart ; another turn, and we were
alone.

We glided on, countmg the runs on the noht . some were
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" wide, promising rivers ; others wee little rivulets; the eighth

- was far away ; and, when we had passed it, we could hardly

- decide whether wé had reached .the ninth or not, so small was
the opening,'so choked with weeds, showing scarcely a gleam.
of water beyond when we stood up to inspect it, L
. ‘It is certainly the ninth, and I vote chat we try it. It will
do as well as another, and I for one, am in no hurry to arrive
anywhere,’ said Raymond, pushing the boat in among the reeds.

‘Do you want to lose yourself in this wilderness ¥ I asked,
‘making a flag of my handkerchief to mark the spot where we

Jhad left the main stream. - : .

‘I think we are lost already,” was the calm reply.. I began
to fear we were. ' ' - .

- For some distance the ‘run,” as Liakim called it, continued
choked .with aquatic vegetation, which acted like so many
devil-fish catching our oars ; at length it widened and gradual-
ly gave us a clear channel, albeit so winding and erratic that
the glow of the sunset, our only beacon, seemed to be executing -
a waltz all round the horizon. At length we saw a dark spot
on the left, and distinguished the outline of a low house,
¢ There it is,” I said, plying my oars with renewed strength.
But the run turned short off in the opposite_direction, and the— -

. house disappeared. After some timé it rose again, this time.
on our right, but once more the run turned its back and shot.
off on a tangent. -The sun had gone, and the rapid twilight of
September was falling around us ; the air, however, whs singu-

~—-larly clear, and, as there was absolutely nothing to make a
shadow, the darkness came on evenly over the level green. I
was growing anxious, when a third time the house appeared,
but the wilful run passed by it, although so near that we could.
distinguish its open windows and. door, ¢ Why not get out
anl wade across ¥ I suggested. o » )

- “ According to Liakii, it is tlie duty of this ran to take us
to the very door of Waiting Samuel’s mansion, and it shall take
us, said Raymond, rowing on. It did. - . - -

Doubling upon itself in the most unexpected manner, it.
brought us back to a littlé island, where the tall grass had.

-given way to a vegetable-garden. We landed, secured our

- boat, and walked up the pathway toward the house. In the
dusk it seemed to be a low, square stricture, built of planks

- - covered with plaster ; the roof was flat, the windows unusually

S
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- shelf, shining tins against the plastered wall, and a cat-dozing
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broad, the door stood open,—but no one appeared. We knock-
ed.. A voice from within called out, ¢ Who are you, and what
do you want with Waiting Samuel ¥ )

‘ Pilgrims, asking for food and shelter, replied Raymond.:

¢ Do you know the ways of righteousness ?

¢ We can léarn them.!

¢ We can learn them,’” I echoed. » .

¢ Will you conform to the rules of this household without

_ murmuring ¥

‘' We will’ ‘
¢ Enter then and peace be with you ! said the voice drawing.
nearer. We stepped cautiously through the dark passage into
a room, whose open windows let in sufficient twilight to show
us a shadowy figure. Seat yourselves,’ it said. ~We found a
benct, and sat down. . - ‘ - ’
¢ What seek ye here ¢ continued the shadow. -
¢ Rest ! replied Raymond. - T
. ¢ Hunting and fishing " T added. - o
“Ye will find more than rest,” said the voice, ignoring mwe

- altagether (I am often ignored in this way),— more than rest,

if ye stay long enough, and learn of the hidden treasures. Are
you wiiiing o seek ior them ¥ : ;

ertainly I said Raymond. ¢ Where shall we dig? )

‘1 speak not of earthly digging, young man. ‘Will you give

me the charge of your souls? .

¢ Certainly, if you will also take charge of our bodies.’
~“Supper, for instance,” I said, again coming to the front; .-
‘and beds.”- ; o .
The shadow groaned ; then it called out wearily, ¢ Roxana !
¢ Yes, Samuel,’ replied an answering voice, and a second sh.aN,
dow became dimly visibie on the threshold. *The woman will
attend to your earthly concerns, said Waiting Samuel.—¢ Rox-
ana, take them hence.’ The second shadow came forward, and,
without a word, took our hands and led us along the dark pas-
sage like two children, warning vs now of a step, now of a turn,

“then of two steps, and finally opening a door and ushering us

into a fire-lighted room.. Peat was burning upon the wide

‘hearth, and a singing kestle hung above it on a crane ; the red

glow shoze on a rough table, chairs cushioned in bright ealico,
a loud ticking clock, a few gayly flowered plates and cups on a
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on a bit of carpet in one corner. The cheery domestic scene,

- coming atter the wide, dusky Flats, the silence, the darkness,
and the mystical words of the shadowy Samuel, seemed so real

‘and pleasant that my heart grew light within me.

: ¢ What a'bright fire " I said. ¢Thisis your domain, I sup-
“pose, Mrs.—Mrs.— , .

‘I am not Mrs. ; I am called Roxana;replied the woman,
busying herself at the hearth. .

. ¢Ah, yousare then the sister of Waiting Samuel, T presume ¥
" ¢No, I am his wife, fast enough; we were married by the
minister twenty years ago. But that was before Samuel had
seen any visions.’ ’ :

¢ Does he see visions ¥

¢ Yes, almost every day.”

¢ Do you see them, also ¥ - ; -

~ ¢Ono; I'm not like Samuel. He has great gifts, Samuel
has!" The visions told us to come here ; we used to live away
down in Maine.’ , o

‘Indeed! That was a long journey !

‘Yes! And we did n't come straight either. We’d get to
one place and stop, and I'd think we were going to stay, and
just get things comfortable, when Samuel would see another
vision, and we 'd have to start on. We wandered in that way
two or three years, but at last we got here, and something in

‘the Flats seemed to suit the spirits, and they let us stay.’ .

At /this moment, through' the half-open door, came a voice.

¢ An evil beast is in this house. Let him depart.’ ,

- - ¢Do.you mean me ¥ said Raymond, who had made himself

- comfortable in a rocking-chair. :

" 4 “Nay; I refer to the four-legged beast,” continued the voiee.-

¢ Come forth, Apollyon ! ) : . .

Poor Captain Kidd seemed to feel that he was the person in

question, for he hastened under the table with drooping tail
and mortified aspect.” - . '
~ “Roxana, send forth the beast,’ said the voice. .

' The woman put down her dishes and went toward the table; .

" but I interposed: - e

¢ If he must go, I will take him,” I said, rising. .

“Yes ; he must go,” replied Roxana, holding open the door. .

" So I'ordered out the unwilling Captain, and led him into the’
passageway. . © - - : '

.
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'« Out of the house, out of the house, sald Waiting Samuel.
¢ His feet may not rest upon this sacred O'round I must take .
him hence in the boat.’ .

~ ¢ But where ¢
. ¢ Across the channel there is-an islet large enough for him ;-
he shall have food and sheltér, but here he cannot abide,’ sa.ld.
the man, leading the way down to the boat..

The Captam was therefore ferried across, a tent was made’
for him out of some old mats, food was provided, and, lest he
should swim back, he was tethered by a long rope, which al-
lowed him to prowl around his domain and take his choice of
three runs for drinking-water. With all these advantages, the
ungrateful animal persisted in howling dismally as. we rowed
away.- It was company he wanted, and not a ‘ dear little isle
-of his own’; but then, .he was not by nature poetical.

" ¢You do not like docrs ? 1 said, as we reached our strémd
again.

¢ St. Paul wrote, ¢ Beware of dogs,’ replied Sa,muel

¢ But.did he mean—’
~¢I argue not with uribelievers; his meaning is clear to me,
let that suﬁlce, said my strange host turning away and leaving -
me to find my way back alone A delicious repast was await.
ing me. Years have gone by, the world and all its delicacies
have been unrolled before me, but the memory of the meals I
. ate in that little kitchen in the Flats haunts me still. That

night it was only fish, potatoes, biscuit, buter. stewed fruit,
and coffee ; but the fish was fresh, and done to the turn of a .
_perfect broil, not burn ; the potatoes were fried to a rare crisp,
vet tender perfection, not chippy brittleness ; the biscuits were
light, flaked. creamily, and brown on the bottom ; the butter
" freshly chiurned, without salt ; the fruit, great pears with their

cores extracted, standing Whole on theu_ dish, ready to melt,
but not melted ; and the coffee clear and strong, with yellow
cream and the old- fashioned, unadulterated loaf-sugar, We ate.
That does not express it ; we devoured. Roxana “waited on us,
and warmed up into somethmcr like excitement under our
praises.

T do like good cooking,’ she confessed. ‘It’s about all I
have left of my old life. I go over to the mainland for sup-
plies, and in the winter I try 2ll kinds of new things to pass
-away the time. But Samuel is & poor eater, he is; aud so
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.there is n’t much comfort in it. I'm mighty glad you’ve come,
and I hope ‘you’ll stay as long as you find it pleasant.’ This

we promised to do, as we finished the potatoes and attacked the
- great Jelhed pears. ‘There’s one thing, though,’ continued
. ‘Roxana ¢ you’ll have to'come to-our service om the roof at
-sunrise.’

¢ What service ¥ I asked

“The invocation. Dawn is a holy time, Samuel says, and
we always wait for it ; ¢ before the morning watch,” you know,
—it says so in the Bible. Why, my name means ¢ the dawn,’
Samuel says ; that’s the reason he gave it to me. My real
name, down in Maine, was Mana,—Ma.rla Ann/’ ‘

¢ But I may not wake i in time,” I said.

¢ Samuel will call you.’

 And if, in spite of that, I should sleep over ¥

¢ You would not do that ; it would vex him,” replied Roxana
calmly.

Do you believe in these visions, madam ? asked Raymond
as ‘we left the table, and seated ourselves in front of the dying
fire. .

¢ Yes,” said Roxana empna51s Was unnecessary, of course she
believed.

¢ Almost every day there is a splmtual presence, but it does
not always speak. They come and hold long conversations in
" the winter, when there is nothing else- to do ; that I think is

very kind of them, for in the summer Samuel can fish and his
time is more occupied. There were fisherman in the Bible, you
- know ; it is a holy calling.’

" ¢ Does Samuel ever go.over to the mainland ¥

¢ No, he never leaves the Flats. I do all the business ; take
over the fish, and buy the supplies. I bought all our cattle,’
said Roxana with pride. ‘I poled them away over here on a

raft, one by one, when they were little thmos :

“ Where do you pasture them 7.

‘Here on-the island ; there are only a few acres; to be sure ;
but I can cut boat-loads of the best feed within a stone’s throw.
If we only had a little more solid crround ! But this island is
almost the only solid piece in the Flats ‘ b
* ¢ Your butter is certainly delicious.’

‘Yes, I do my best. It issold to the steamers and vessels -
as fast as T make it S :
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¢ You keep yourself busy, I see.”
€0, I like to work ; I could’nt get on without it.’
¢ And Samuel ¥ .

) ¢ He is not like me,’ replied=Roxana. ¢He has great gifts,
" Samuel has. T often think how strange it is that I should be
the wife of such a holy man! He is very kind to me, too; he

tells me about, the visions, and all the other things.’

¢ What things ¥ said Raymond. - S '

¢ The spirits, and the sacred influence of the sun; the fiery
‘triangle, and. the thousand years of joy. The great day is
coming, you know ; Samuel is waiting for it.” = - ’

¢Nine of the night. Take thou thy rest. I will lay me
down in peace, and sleep, for it is thou, Lord, only, that
makest me dwell in safety, chanted a voice in the hall; the

tone was deep and not without melody, and the words singular- =

1y impressive in that still, remote place.
" ¢ (o, said Roxana, instantly pushing aside her half-washed
dishes.” ¢ Samuel will take you to your room.” . .
‘Do you leave your work uxfinished ¥ I said, with some cu-
. riosity, noticing that she had folded her hands without even
hanging up her towels. .
“We do nothing after the evening chant,’ she said. ‘Pray
go ; he is waiting.’ ' :
¢Can we have candles? .
¢ Waiting Samuel allows no false lights in his house ; as im-
‘jtations of the glorious sun, they are abominable to him. Go,
Ibeg. - - :
Sﬁe opened the door, and we went into the passage ; it was
entirely dark, but the man led us across to our room, showed
* ‘us the position of our beds by sensc of feeling, and left us with-
out a word. After ne had gone, we struck matches, one by
one, and, with the aid of their-uncertain light, managed to get
“into our respective mounds in safety ; they were shake-downs
on the ~floor, made of fragrant hay instead of straw, covered
with -beéutif(?lly clean white sheets and patchwork coverlids,
and provided with large, luxwious pillows. O pillow ! Has
any-one sung thy praises? When tired or sick, when dis-
. couraged or sad, what gives so wu:h comfort asa pillow? Not
your curled hair brickbats ; not your stiff, flated, rasping covers, .
or limp cotton casesy but a good. generous, soft pillow, deftly
cased in smooth, cool, untrimmed linen! There’s a friend for
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you, a friend who'changes not, a friend who soothes all your
troubles with-a soft caress, a mesmeric touch of balmy forgetful-
ness. :

I slept a dreamless sleep. Then I heard a voice borne toward
..me as if coming from far over a sea, the waves bringing it
nearer and nearer. s- ) ,

¢ Awake ! it cried ; ‘awake ! The night is far spent ; the
day is at hand. Awake !’ . ' ,

I wondered vaguely over this voice as to what manner of
voice it might be, but it came ‘again, and again, and finally T
awokerto find it at my side. The gray light of dawn came
through the open windows, and Raymond was already up, en-
gaged with a tub of water and crash towels. ~Again the chant
sounded in-my ears. -

“Very well, very well, I said, testily. “But if you sing
before breakfast you’ll cry before night, Waiting Samuel.’

Our host had disappeared, however, without hearing my flip-
pant speech, and slowly-I rose from my fragrant couch ; the
room was empty save for our two mounds, two tubs of water,
and a number of towels hanging on nails. ¢ Not overcrowded
with furniture,” I remarked.

‘From Maine to Florida, trom Massachusetts to Missouri.
have I travelled, and never before found water enough, said
Raymond. ‘If waiting for the judgment day raises such lib-
eral ideas of tubs and towels, T would that all the hotel-keepers
in the land could be convened here to take a lesson.’

Our green hunting-clothes were soon donned, and we went
~ out into the hall ; a flight of broad steps led up to the roof;
Roxana appeared at the top and beckoned us thither. We as-
- cended, and found. curselves on the flat roof. Samuel stood
with his face toward the east and his arms outstretched, watch-
ing the horizon ; behind was Roxana, with her hands clasped
‘on her breast and her head howed : thus they waited. - The
eastern sky was bright with golden light ; rays shot upward
toward the zenith, where the rose:lights of dawn were retreat-
ing down to the west, which still lay in the shadow of night;
there was not a sound ; the Flats stretched ‘out dusky and still.
Two or three minutes passed, and then a dazzling rim appeared
above the horizon, and the first gleam of sunshine was shed
over the level earth ; simultaneously the two began a_chant,
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simple #5 a Gregorian, but rendered in correct full tones,

8, apparently, had been collected from the Bible :— -

‘“The heavens declare the glory' of God—
Joy cometh in the morning !-
In them is laid out the path of the sun—
Joy cometh in the morning !
As a bridrgroom goeth he forth ;
'As a strong man runneth his race,
The outgo.ngs of the morning
Praise thee, O Lord !
_Like a pelican in the wilderness,
Like a sparrow upon the house top,
I wait for the Lord.
It is good that we hope and wait,
. Wait —wait.

The chant -over, the two stood a moment silently, as if in ’
. contemplation, and then descended, passing us without a word
or sign, with their hands clasped before them as though forming
part of an unseen procession. Raymond and I were left alone
upon the house-top. :
¢ After all, it is not such a bad opening for a day ; and there
is the pelican of - the wilderness to emphasize it,’ I sdid, as a
heron flew up from the water, and, slowly flapping his great
wings, sailed across to another channel. ~As the sun rose high-
er, the hirds began to sing ; first a single note here and there,
then a little trilling solo, and finally an outpouring of melody
on all sides,—land-birds and water-birds, birds that-lived in ~
the Flats, and birds that had flown thither for breakfast,—the
whole waste was awake and rejoicing in the sunshine.
¢ What a wild place it is’!" said Raymond. ¢ How boundless
it looks! Oune hill in the distance, cne dark line of forest; even
“one tree, would break its charm. I have seen the ocean, I
“have seen the prairies’ I have seen the great desert, but this-
is like a mixture of the three. It is an ocean full of land,—a
prairie full of water,—a desert full of verdure.’
< Whatever it is, we shall fiad in it fishing and aquatic hunt-
ing to our hearts’ content, I answered.
And we did.  After a breakfast delicious as the supper, we.
took our boat and a lunch-basket, and set oat. ¢ But how shall
. we ever find our way back? I said, pausing as L recalled the
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network of runs, and the will-o-the-wisp aspect of the house,
the previous evening. . , :

¢ There is no other way but to take a large ball of cord with
you, fasten one end on shore, and let it run out over the stern
of the boat,” said Roxana. ¢ Let it run out loosely, and it will
float on the water. When you want to come back you can
turn around and wind it in as you come. 7 can -vead the Flats
like a book, but they're very blinding to most people ; and you
might keep going round in a circle. “You will do better not to’
go far, anyway.” 1’ll-wind the bugle on the roof an hour before
sunset ; you can start back when you hear it ; for it 's awkward
getting supper after dark.’” 'With this musical promise we took
the clew of twine which Roxana rigged for us in the stern of
our boat, and started away, first releasing Captain Kidd, who
was pacing his islet in sullen majesty, like another Napoleon
on St. Helena. 'We took a new channel and passed behind the
house, where the imported cattle were feeding in their little
pasture ; but the winding stream soon bore us away, the house
sank out of sight, and we were left alone.

We had fine sport that morning among the ducks,—wood,
teal, and canvas-back, — shooting from behind our screens
woven of rushes ; later in the day we took to fishing. The sun

" shone down, but there was a cool September breeze, and the
- freshness of the verdure was like early spring. At noon we .
took our lunch and a siesta among the water-lilies. When we
awoke we found that a bittern had taken up his position near

by, and was surveying us gravely :—

‘ * The moping bittern, motionless and stiff,
That on a stoné so silently and stilly
Stands, an apparent sentinel, as if

- To guard the water-lily,’”’

quoted Raymond. The solemn bird, in his dark uniform,
. Secined quite undisturbed by our presence ; yellow-throats and
SWamp-sparrows also came in numbers to have a look at us;
and -the fish swam up to the surface and eyed us curjously.
Lying at ease in the boat, we in our turn looked down into, the
" water. There is a singular fascination in looking down into a
clear stream as the boat floats above ; the mosses and twining -
water-plants seem to have arbors and grottoes in their recesses,
Where delicate marine creatures might-live, naiads and mer-
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maids of miniature size; at least we are always looking for
_ them. There is a fancy, toe, that one may find something,—a’

ring dropped from fair fingers idly trailing in the water; a
book which the fishes have read thoroughly ; a scarf caught
among the lilies; a spoon with unknown initials ; a drenched
ribbon, or an embroidered handkerchief. -None of these things
did we find, but we did discover an old brass breastpin, whose
probable glass stone was gone. It was a paltry trinket at best,
but I fished it out with superstitious care,—a treasure-trove of
the Flats. ‘“Drowned,”’ I said, pathetically, ¢ ¢ drowned in
her white robes—""’

¢ And brass breastpin,’ added Raymond, who objected to sen=
timent, true or false. :

¢ You Philistine ! Is nothing sacred to you ?

¢ Not brass jewelry, certainly.’ '

“Take some lilies and consider them,’ T said, plucking several
of the queenly blossoms floating along-side.

¢ Cleopatra art thou, regal blossom,
Floating in thy galley down the Nile,—
All my soul does homage to thy splendor,
All my heart grows warmer in thy, smile ;
Yet thou smilest for thine own grand pleasure,
Caring not for all the world beside,
As in insolence of perfect beauty,
Sailest thou in silence down the tide.

“ Loving, humble rivers all pursue thee,
Wafted are their kisses at thy feet:
Fiery sun himself cannot subdue thee,
Calm thou smilest through his raging heat ;
Naught to thee the earth’s great crowd of binssoms,
Naught to thee the rose-queen on her throne ;
Haughty empress of the summer waters,
Livest thou, and diest, all alone.”

This from Raymond.

¢ Where did you find that ¥ I asked.

¢TIt is my own.’ ‘ o .

< Of course ! I might have known it. There is a certamn
rawness of style and versification which-—' ) :

¢That’s right, interrupted Raymond; ¢ I know just what
_ you are going to say. The whole matter of opinion s a game
of “tollow-my-leader’ ; not one of you dares admire anything
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unless the critics say so. If I had told you the verses were by
somebody instead of a nobody, you would have found wonder-
ful beauties in them.’ v o -

¢ Exactly. My motto is; ¢ Never read anything unless it is .
by a somebody.” For, don’t you see, that a nobody, if he is
worth anything, will grow into a- somebody, and, it he is n't
worth ‘anything you will bave saved your time ! =

¢ But it is not merely a question of growing, said Raymond ;
¢it is a question of eritics.’ ’

“No; there you are mistaken. All the critics .in the world - )

" can neither make nor crush a true poet.’

¢ What is poetry ¥ said Raymond, gloomily.

At this comprehensive question, the bittern gave a hollow
croak, and flew away with his long legs trailing behind him.
Probably he was not of an wsthetic tmn of mind, and dreaded
. lest 1 should give a ramified answér.

Through the afternoon we fished when the fancy struck us, .
but most of the time we floated idly, enjoying the wild free-
dom of the watery waste. We watched the infinite varieties
of the grasses, feathery, lance-leaved, tufted, drooping, banner-
like, the deer’s tongue, the wild-celery, and the so-called wild-
rice, besides many unknown beauties delicately fringed, as dif-
ficult to catch and hold as thistle-down. There were plants
journeying to and fro on the water like nomadic tribes of the -
desert ; there were fleets of green leaves floating down the cur-
1ent ; and now and then we saw a wonderful flower with scar-
let bells, but could never approach near enough to touch it.

At length, the distant sound of the bugle came to us on the
breeze, and 1 slowly wound in the clew, directing Raymond as
be pushed the boat along, backing water with the oars. The
sound seemed to come from every direction. There was nothing
for it to echo against, but, in place of the echo, we heard a.
long, dying cadence, which sounded on over the Flats fainter
and fainter in a sweet, slender note, until a new tone broke
forth. The music floated around us, now on one side, now on
the other ; if it had been our only ghide, we should have been
completely bewildered. But I wound the cord steadily ; and
at last suddenly, there before us, appeared the house with Rox-
ana on the roof, her figure outlined against the sky. Seeing
us, she played a final salute, and then descended, carrying the
imprisoned music with her. ' g -
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That night we had our supper at, sunset. Waiting Samuel
had his meals by himself in the front room. ¢So that in case
the spirits come, I shall not be there to hinder them,” explained
Roxana.” ‘I am not holy, like Samuel ; they will not speak
before me.’ o :

‘Do you have your meals apart in the winter, also? asked
Raymond.

“Yes.’ :

. ¢ That is not very sociable,’ I said, :

¢ Samuel never was sociable,” replied Roxana. ¢Only com-
mon folks are sociable ; but he is different. He has great gifts,
Samuel has.’ :

The meal over, we went up on the roof to smoke our cigars
in the open air ; when the sun had disappeared and his glory
had darkened into twilight, our host joimed us. He was a tall
man, wasted and gaunt, with piercing dark eyes and dark hair,
tinged with gray; banging downupon his shoulders. (Why is
it that long hair on the outside is almost always the sign of
something wrong in the inside of a man’s head?) He wore a
black robe like a priest’s cassock, and on his head a black skull-
cap like the Faust of the operatic stage.

¢ Why were the Flats called St, Clair ¥ I said ; for there is
something fascinating to me in the unknown history of the
‘West. ¢There is. n’t any,’ do you say ! you I mean, who are
strong in the Putic ‘wars ! you, too, who are so well up in Gre-
cian mythology. But there is history, only we don’t know it.
The story of Lake Huron in the t?me of the Pharaolis, the story

“of the Mississippi during the reign of Belshazzar, would be
worth he:.ring. But it is lost? All we cando is to gather
* together the details of our era,—the era when Columbus came

" {0 this New World, which was, nevertheless, as old as the
world he left behind. .

Tt was in 1679, began Waiting Samuel, < that La Salle
sailed up the Detroit River in his little vessel of sixty tons bur-
den, called the Griffin. - He was accompanied by thirty-four -
men, mostly fur-traders ; but there were among them two holy
monks, and Father Louis Hennepin, a friar of the Franciscan-

“order. They passed up the river and entered the little lake

- just south of us, crossing it and these Elats on the 12th of Au-
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of the scene, they named the waters after their saint, and ab
" sunset sang a 7 Deum in her honor.’ :

¢ And who was Saint Clair ¥ ‘ -

¢ Saint Clair, virgin and abbess, born in Italy, in 1193, made
superior of a convent by the great Francis, and canonized for '
her distinguished virtues,” said Samuel, as though reading from
an encyclopedia. R ’

¢ Are you a Roman Catholic ¥ asked Raymond.

‘I am everything ; all sincere’ faith is sacred to me,” replied
the man. ¢ It is but a question of names.’ :

» ¢Tell us of your religion, said Raymond, thoughtfully ; for
in religions Raymond was something of a polyglot. :
-¢You would hear of my faith? Well, so be it. Your ques-
tion is the work of spirit influence. Listen, then. The great’
Creator ‘has sowed immensity with innumerable systems of

suns. In one of these systems a spirit forgot that he was a

limited, subordinaté being, and misused his freedom ; how, we
know not. .He fell, and with him all his kind. ~ A new race
~~ was then’ created for the vacant world, and, according to the
fixed purpose of the Creator, each was left free to act for him-.
self; he loves not mere machines. The fallen spirit, envying
the new creature called man, tempted him to sin. What was
his sin? Simply the giving up of his birthright, the divine
soul-sparkle, for an earthly pleasure. The triune divine deep,
the mysterious_fiery triangle, which, to our finite minds, best.
represents the; Deity, now withdrew his personal presence ; the
elements, thei%balance broken, stormed upon man ; his body,"
which was once ethereal, moving by. mere volition, now grew
heavy ; and itgwas also appointed unto him to die, The race
thus darkened] crippled, and degenerate, sank almost to the
level of brutes,\the mind-fire alone remaining of all their spiri- -
tual gifts. They lived on blindly, and as blindly died. The
sun, however, was left to them, a type of what they had lost. -
© ¢ At length, in the fulness of time, the world-day of four thou-
sand years, which was appointed by the council in heaven for
_ the regiving of the divine and forieited sowksparkle, as on the
- fourth day of "creation the great sun was given, there came-to
-earth the eartE’s. compassionate Saviour, who took upon him-
. self our degenerate body, and revivified it with the divine soul-
~ sparkle, who overcame all our temptations, and finally allowed
the tinder of our sins to perish in his own painful death unon
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the cross. Through h1m our paradise body yas restored, it

waits for us on the othe'f{ side of the grave. He showed us:
“what it was like on Mount Tabor, with it he passed through

closed doors, walked upon the water, and ruled the elements ;

so will it be with us. Paradise will come again ; this world

will, for a thousand years, see its first estate; it will.be again
the Garden of Eden. Kmerica is the great escaping-place ;
here will the change begin. As it is written, ‘ Those Who es-
" cape to my utmost. borders.” As|the time draws near, the

spirits who watch above are permitted to speak to_those souls

who listen. Of these listening, w,éiting sowls am I ; therefore

have I withdrawn myself. The su
. greatest spirit of all; each morning I watch for his coming ;
each morning I ask, ¢ Is it'to-day 7| Thus do I wait.’

¢ And how long have:you been waiting? I asked.

¢TI know nét ; tim8 is nothing to me.’

¢ Is the great“day near at hand ?’\said Raymond. g

¢ Almost af its dawning ; the last days are passing.’

¢ How<do you know this ¥

n himself speaks to me, the’

¢The spirits tell me. Abide here, and perhaps they will |

speak to you also,’ replied Waiting [Samuel. .
We male no answer. Twilight Lad darkened into night,

and the Flats had sunk into silence below us. After some .

moments I turned to speak to our host ; but, noiselessly as one
of his own spirits, he had departed. | ' L

¢ A strange mixture of Jacob Behmen, chiliastic drean}S,
Christianity, sun-worship, and modern spiritualism,’ I said.
¢ Much learning hath made the Maine farmer mad.’

¢ Ts he mad ¥ said Raymond. "Soﬂletimes I think we are all
mad.’ ‘ c | N
¢ We should certainly become so if we spent our time in
speculations upon subjects clearly beyond our reach. The
whole race of philosophers from FPlato down are all the time
going round in a citcle. As:long as we are in the world, T for
one propose to keep my feet on solid ground:; espemal.ly as we
have no wings. ¢Abide here, and perhaps the spirits will

- speak to you, did he say? I think very likely they will, and

to such good purpose that you won't have any mind left.”
. ¢ After all, why should mot spirits speak to us'? said Ray-
mond, in a musing tone. T /
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As he uttered these words the mocking Taugh of a loon came
across the dark waste. ’ ' o

¢ The very loons are laughing at you,’ I said, rising. ¢ Come
down ; there is a chill .in the air, composed in equal parts of
the Flats, the night, and Waiting Samuel. Come down, man ;
come down to the warm kitchen and common-sense.

‘We found Roxana alone by the firc, whose glow was refresh-
ingly real and warm ; it was like the touch of a flesh-and-blood
hand, after vague dreamings of spirit-companions, cold and ine
tangible. at best, with the added suspicion that, after all, they
are but creations of our own fancy, and even their spirit-nature
fictitious. Prime, the graceful racontewr who goes a-fishing,
says, ¢ firelight is as much of a polisher in-doors as moonlight
outside.” It is; but with a different result. The moonlight
polishes everything into romance, the firelight into. comfort.
‘We brought up-two remarkably easy old chairs in front of the
‘hearth and sat-down, Raymond still adrift with his wandering
thoughts, I, as usual, making talk out of the present. Roxana
sat opposite, knitting in hand, the cat purring at her feet. She

- .was a slender woman, with faded light hair, insignificant fea-

tures, small dull blue eyes, and a general aspect which, with

"~ every desire to state at its best, I can only call commonplace.
Her gown was limp, her hands roughened with work, and there -

Wwas no collar around her yellow throat. 'O magicrim of white,
‘great is thy power | 'With thee, man is civilized ; without thee,
~ he becomes at once a savage.
‘I am out of pork,’ remarkéed Roxana, casually ; I must go
over to the mainland to-morrow and get some.’ ,
- If it had been anything but pork! In truth, the word did
not chime with the mysti¢ conversation of Waiting Samuel.
Yes ; there was no doubt about it. Roxana’s mind was sadly

commonplace. : _ .

¢ See what I have found,” I said, after a while, taking out the
old breastpin. - ¢ The stone is gone ; but who knows? It might
have been a diamond dropped by some French duchess, exiled,
and fleeing for life across these far Western waters ; or perhaps.
that German Princess of Brunswick-Wolfen-something-or-other,
who, ahout one hundred years ago, was dead and .buried in
Russia, and travelling in America at the same time, a sort of a

female wandering Jew, who has been done up in stories ever .
since.” © e
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-(The other day, in Bret Harte’s “ Melons,’ I saw the follow- -
ing: ‘The singular conflicting conditions of John Brown’s body -
and ‘soul were, at that time, beginning to attract the attention -
of American youth. That is good, is n’t it? Well, at the
time I visited the Flats, the singular conflicting conditions of
the Princess of Brunswick-Wolfen-something-or-other had, for
a long time, haunted me.) - '

Roxana’s small eyes were near-sighted ; she peered at the
empty setting, but-said nothing. -

‘It is water-logged, I continued, holding it up in the fire-
light, ¢ and it hath a brassy odor ; nevertheless, I feel convinced
that it belonged to the princess.’ ‘ '
* Roxana leaned forward and took the trinket ; I lifted up my
arms and gave a mighty stretch, one of those enjoyable length-
- enings-out which belong only to the healthy fatigue of country
life. 'When I drew myselt in again, I was surprised to see -
" Roxana’s features working, and her rough hands trembling, as

she held the battered setting. : o

- It was mine,’ she said ; ‘my dear old cameo breastpin that
Abby gave me when I was married. I saved it and ‘saved it,
and would n’t sell it, no matter how low we got, for someway
it seemed to tie me to home and baby’s grave. ~ I used to wear
it when I-had baby—I had neck-ribbons then ; we had things .-

like other folks, and on Sundays we went to the old-meeting- -

house on the green. Baby is buried there—O baby, baby !" and
the voice broke into sobs. : . :
‘You lost a child? I said, pitying the sorrow which was,
which must be, so lonely, so unshared. : B
¢Yes. O baby! baby ! cried the woman, in a wailing toze.
‘It was a little boy, gentelemn, and it had curly hair, and
could just talk a word or two; its name was Ethan, after
father, but we all called it Robin. Father. was mighty proud
- of Robin, and mother, too. It died, gentlemen, my baby died,
and I buried it in the old churchyard near the thorn tree.
. But still I thought to stay there always along with mother and -
-the girls; I never supposed anything else, until Samuel began
to see visions. Then, everything was different, and everybody
against us ; for, you see, I would marry Samuel, and when he
left off working and began to talk to the spirits; the folks .all
said, ‘I told yer so, Maria Ann ! Samuel was n’t of Maine
| stock exactly : his father was a sailor, and 't was suspected that
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his mother was some kind ot an East-Injia woman, but no one
" knew. His father died and left the boy on the town, so he
lived round from house to house until he got old.enough to hire -
out. Then he came to our farm, and there he stayed. He had
wonderful eyes, Samuel had, and he had a way with him—well,
the long and short of it was, that I got to thinking about him,
and could n’t think of anything else. The folks did n’t like it
at all, for, you see, there was Adam Rand, who had a farm of
- his own over the hill ; but I never could bear Adam Rand.
The worst of it was, though, that Samuel never so much as
looked at me, hardly. Well, it got’to be the second year, and
Susan, my younger. sister, married Adam -Rand: Adam, he
. thought he’d break up my nonsense, that’s what they called it,
and so he got a good place for Samuel away down in Connecti-
cut, and Samuel said he’d go, for he was always restless, Sam- .
uel was. When I heard it, I was ready to lie down and die.-
I ran out into the pasture and threw myself down by the fence
like a crazy woman. Samuel happened to come by along the
lane, and saw me ; he was always kind %o all the ‘dumb crea-
tures, and stopped to see what was the matter, just as he would
have stopped to help a calf. It all came out then, and he was
awful sorry for me. He sat down on.the top bar of the fence
- and looked at me, and I sat on the ground a-crying with my

hair down, and my face all red and swollen.
- ‘I never thought to marry, Maria Ann,’ says he. :

¢ O, please do, Samuel, says I, ¢ I 'm a real good housekeeper, -

I am, and we can have a little land of our own, and everything
nice— . . .

- ‘But I wanted to goaway. My father was a sailor,” he
began, a-looking off toward the ocean. T

O, I can’t stand it,’ says I, beginning to cry again. Well

after that he’greed ‘to stay at home and marry me, and the
“folks they had to give in to it when they saw how I felt. “We
were married on Thanksgiving day, and I wore a pink delaine,
purple neck-ribbon, and this very breastpin that sister Abby
gave me,— it cost four dollars, and came 'way from Boston.
“Mothe: kissed me, and said she hoped I'd be happy. '

¢ Of course I shall, mother,’ says I ¢ Samuel has great gifts ;
he is n't like common folks’ - ‘

‘ But common folks is a deal comfortabler,’ says mother.
The folks never understood Samuel.
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“Well, we had a chirk little house and bit of land, and baby

came, and was so cunning and pretty. The visions had begun - -

. to appear then, and Samuel said he must go.
" “Where ¥ says I
¢ Anywhere the spirits lead me,” says he. - '
.- ‘But baby could n’t travel, and so it hung along ; Samuel
left off work, and everything ran down to loose ends ; I did the
best I could, but it was »'t much. Then baby died, and I

" . buried-him under the thorn-tree, and the visions came thicker

and thieker ; Samuel told me as how this time ke must go. The.
folks wanted me to stay behind without him ; but they never
understéod me nor him. I could no more leave him than T
could fly ; I was just wrapped up in him. So we went away ;
I cried dreadfully when it came to leaving the folks and Rob-
in’s little grave, but I had so much to do after we got started,
that there was n’t time for anything but work. We thought
to settle in ever so many places, but after a while there would .
always come a vision, and' I’d have to sell out and start on.
- The little money we had was soon gone, and then I went ont
for days’ work, and picked up any work I could get. But
many'’s the time we were-cold, and many’s the time we were
" hungry, gentlemen. - The visions kept coming, and by and by
T got to like ’em too. Samuel he told me all they said when [
came home nights,-and it was nice to hear all about the thou-
sand years of joy, when there 'd be no more trouble, and when
Robin would come back to us again. Only I told Samuel that

I hoped the werld would n’t alter much, because I wanted to

go back to Maine for a few days, and'see all the old places.
Father and mother are dead, I suppose,” said Roxana, locking
up at us with a pathetic expression in her small dull eyes.
Beautiful eyes are doubly. beautiful in sorrow ; but there ‘is
something peculiarly pathetic in small dull eyes looking up at
you, struggling to express the grief that lies within, like a pris-
oner behind the bars of his small dull window. -
. ¢ And how did you lose your breastpin ¥’ I said, coming hack -

to the original subject. L ..
" “Samuel found I had it, and threw it away soon after we
.came to the Flats ; he said it was vanity.” - )

¢ Have you been here long? = - :

. “O yes, years. I hope we shall stay here always now,-—'—a,.t
least, I mean until the thousand years of joy begin,—for it’s
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quiet, and Samuel ’s more easy here than in any other place.
I 've got used to the lonely feeling, and don’t mind it much
now. There’s no one near us for miles, Rosabel Lee and Lia-
kim ; they. don’t come’here, for Samuel can’t abide ‘em, but
sometimes I stop there on my way over from the mainlind, and
have a little chat about the children. Rosabel Lee has got
lovely children, she has ! They don’t stay there in the wintet,
though ; the winters are long, I don’t deny it.’ - C

¢ What do you do then ? : , . v

¢ Well, I knit and cock, and- Samuel reads to me, and has a
great many visions.’ : :

¢ He has books, then ! . R

¢Yes, all kinds; he’s a great reader, and he has boxes of
books about the spirits, and such things.” .. e
" ¢Nine of the night. Take thouthy rest. I will lay me
down in peace and sleep, for it is thou, Lord, that makest me
dwell in safety,” chanted the voice in the hall’; and our.even-
ing was over. - ’ L

At dawn we attended the service on the roof ; then, after
breakfast, we released Captain Kidd, and started out for.another
day’s sport. - We had not rowed far when Roxana passed us,
poling her flat-boat rapidly along; she had a load of: fish and
butter, and was bound for the mainland village. ¢Bring us
back a Detroit paper,” I said. She nodded and passed on,
. stolid and homely in the morning light. Yes, I was obliged
to confess to myself that she was commonplace. o

A glorious day we had on the moors in the rushing Septem-
ber wind. Everything rustled and waved and danced, and the
grass undulated in long billows as far as the eye could see.
The wind enjoyed himself like mad ; he liad no forests to oppose
him, no heavy water to roll-up,—nothing but merry, swaying
"grasses. It was the west wind,—‘of all the winds, the best
wind.” The east wind was given us: for our sins ; I have long
suspected that the east wind was the angel that drove Adam
out of Paradise. - We did nothing that day,—nothing but en-

joy the rushing breeze. We felt like Bedouins of the desert,

with our boat for a steed. ¢ He came flying upon the wings of
the wind,’ is the grandest image of the Hebrew poet:
Late in- the afternoon we heard the bugle and returned, fol-
lowing our clew as before. Roxana had brought a late paper,
and, opening it, I saw the account of an accident;—a yacht ran’
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down on the Sound and five drowned ; five, all near and dear
tous. Hastily and sadly we gathered our possessions together ;

" the hunting, the fishing, were nothing now ; all we thought of
was to get away, to go home to the sorrowing ones around the
new-made graves. Roxana went with us in her boat to guide
us back to the little lighthouse. Waiting Samuel bade us no

~ farewell, but as we rowed away we saw him standing on the -
house-top gazing after us. - We bowed ; he waved his hand;
and then turned away to look at the sunset. What were our
little affairs to a man who held converse with the spirits !

“We rowed in silence. How long, how weary seemed the
way ! The grasses, the lilies, the silver channels,—we no longer
even saw them. At length the forward boat stopped. ¢ There’s

“the lighthouse yonder,’ said Roxana. ‘I won't go over there
to-night. Mayhap you’d rather not talk, and Rosabel Lee will

“be sure to talk tome.  Good by.. We shook hands, ané I laid

" in the boat a sum of money to help the little household through
the winter ; then we rowed on toward the lighthouse. At the
turn. I looked back ; Roxana was sitting motionless in her
boat ; the dark clouds were rolling up behind her; and the -
Flats lookéd wild and desclate. ¢ God help her !' I said.

A steamer passed the lighthouse and took us off within the

‘hour. ’ - ’

Years rolled away, and I often thought of the grassy sea, and
its singularly strange associations, and intended to go there ;
but the intention never grew into reality. In 1870, however,

I was travelling westward; and, finding myself at Detroit, a

sudden impulse took me up to the Flats.: The steamer sailed

up the beautiful river and crossed the little lake, both unchanged.

But, alas ! the canal predicted by the captain fifteen years be-

fore had been cut, and, in all its unmitigated ugliness, stretched
. straight through the enchanted land. T got off at the new and
 prosaic brick lighthouse, half expecting to see Liakim and his

Rosabel Lee ; but they were not there, and no one knew any-

thing about them. And Waiting Samuel? - No.one knew any-

thing about. him either. I took a skiff, and, at the risk of
losing myself, I rowed away into the wilderness, spending the
.~ day among the silvery channels, which were as ‘beautiful as
“"ever. There were fewer birds; I saw no grave heroms, no
sombre bitterns, and the fish had grown shy. But the water-
Tilies were beautiful as of old, and the “grasses as delicate and
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luxuriant. I had scarcely a hope of finding the old house on
‘the island, but late in the afternoon, by a mere chance, I row-
ed up unexpectedly to its little landing-place. The walls stood -
firm and the roof unbroken ; I landed and walked up the over-
grown path. "Opening the door, I found the few old chairs
and tables in their places, weather_-beaten and decayed, the
-storms had forced a way within, and the floor was insecure ;.
Jbut the gay crockery was on its shelf, the old tins against the
wall, and all looked so natural that T almost feared to find the
mortal remains of the husband and wife as T went from room
to room. They were not there, however, and the place looked
as if it had been uninhabited for years. 1 lingered in the door-
way. . What had become of thein? Were they dead? Or had
a new vision sent them farther toward the setting sun? I
never knew, although I made many inquiries.. If dead they
were probably lying somewhere under the shining waters ; if
alive, they must ha\' ¢folded their tents, like the Arabs, and
silent] y stolen away.’

I rowed back in the glow of the evening across the O'rassy
sea. ‘It is beautiful, bea,uuful’ I thoucrht ¢ but it is passing
away. Already commerce has invaded its borders ; a few
wore years and its Idveliness will be but a legend of the past.
The bittern has vanished ; the loon has fled away. Waiting
Samuel was the prophet of the waste ; he has gone, and- the
barriers are broken down. No artist has pamted nio poet has
sung your wild, vanishing charm ; but in one heart, at least.
you “have a place (0] lovely land of St. Clair !
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It was an island in Lake Superior.

" I beached my canoe thLere about four o'clock in the afternoon,
for the wind was against me and a high-searunning. The late
summer of 1850, and I was coasting along the south shore of
the great lake, hunting, fishing, and camping on the beach,
undev the delusion that in that way I was living ¢ close to the
great heart of nature,'—whatever that may mean. Lord Bacon
got up the phrase ; ¥ suppose he knew. -Pulling the boat high
and dry on the sand with the comfortable reflection that here
were 1o tides to disturb her with their goings-out and comings- -
in, I strolled through the woods on a tour of exploration, ex-
pecting to find bluebells, Indian pipes, juniper rings, perhaps a
few agates along-shore, possibly a bird or two for company. I
found a town. )

It was deserted ; but none the less a town, with three streets,
residences, a_meeting-house, gardens, a little park, and an at-
tempt at a fountain. Ruins are rare in the New World. I
took off my hat. ' ¢ Hail, homes of the past " I said. (I culti-
vated the babit of thinking aloud when I was living close to
the great heart of nature.) ¢A human voice resounds through
your arches’ (there were no archés,—logs won’t arch ; but never
mind) ¢ once more, a human hand touches your venerable walls,
a human foot presses your deserted -hearth-stones.” I then se-
lected the best half of the meeting-house for a camp, and kindled .
a glorious bonfire in the park. ¢Now that you are illuminated
with joy, O Ruin, I remarked, ‘I will go down to the beach
and bring up my supplies. It is long since I have had a roof
over my head ; I promise you to stay until your last residence
is well burned ; then I will make a final cup of coffee with the
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meeting-house itself, and depart in peace, leaving your poor old
bones buried in decent ashes.’ . ‘
"The ruin made no objection, and I took up my abode there.
the roof of the meeting-house was still water-tight (which is an
- advantage when the great heart of nature grows wet). I kin-
dled a-fire on the sacredotal hearth, cooked my supper, ate it in -
leisurely comfort, and then stretched myself on a blanket to
enjoy an evening pipe of peace, listening meanwhile io the
sounding of the wind through the great pine-trees.. There was
no door to my sanctuary, but I had the cosey far end; the
island was uninhabited, there was not a boat in sight at sunset,
nothing could disturb me unless it might be a ghost. Present-
ly aghost came in. . - S

It did not wear the traditional gray tarlatan armor of Ham-
let’s father, the only ghost with whom I am well acquainted ;
this spectre ‘was clad in substantial deer-skin garments, and
carried a gun and loaded game-bag. It came forward to my
bearth, hung up its gun, opened its game-bag, took out some
birds, and inspected thein gravely.

¢Fat 7 I inquired. o o

¢They 'l do,” replied the spectre, and forthwith set to work
preparing them for the coals. I smoked on in silence. The,
spectre seemed to be a skilled cook, and after deftly broiling its
supper, it offered me a share ; Taccepted. It swallowed a huge
mouthful and crunched with its teeth ; the spell was broken,
and I knew it for a man of flesh and blood, -

He gave his name as Reuben, and proved himself an excel-
lent camping companion ; in fact, he shot all the game, caught
all the fish, made all the fires, and cooked all the food for us
both. T proposed to him to stay and help me burn up the ruin,
with the condition that when the last timber of the meeting-
house was consumed, we should shake hands and depart, one
to the east, one to the west, without a backward glance. ¢In
thac{:. way we shall not infringe upon each other’s personality,” I
¢ Agreed,” replied Reuben.

v Hé\w\as a man of between fifty and sixty years, while I was

on the sunny side of thirty ; he was reserved, I was always
generously affable ; he was an excellent cook, while I—well, I
was 't ; he was taciturn, and se, in payment for the worlghe
did, T entertained him with conversation, or rather monologue,
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in my most brilliant style. It took only two weeks to burn up
the town, burned we never so slowly ; at last it came to the
meeting house, which now stood by itself in.the vacant clear-
ing. It was a cool September day ; we cooked breakfast with
with the, roof, dinner with the sides, supper with the odds
- and ends, and then applied a torch to the framework. Our
last camp-fire was a glorious oné, We lay stretched on our
Jlankets, smoking and watching the glow. ¢I wonder, now,
who built the old shanty,” I said in a musing tone.
¢ Well,’ replied Reuben, slowly, ¢if you really want to know,

I will tell ycu. T did’

‘You?

‘Yes. -

¢ You did n’t do it alone ¥

¢No; there were about forty of us.” -

‘Here?

¢ Yes ; here at Little Fishing;

¢ Little Fishing ¥

¢ Yes ; Little Fishing Island. That is the namea of the place.

¢ How long ago was this ¥ .

¢ Thirty years.’

< Hunting and trapping, I suppose ¥ :

¢Yes; for the Northwest and Hudson Bay Companies.’

¢ Was n’t a meeting house an unusual acccompaniment ¥

¢ Most unusual” - '

¢ Accounted for in this case by—’

¢A woman.’ _ e .

¢Ah? Isaid in a tone of relish; then of course there isa
story ¥

¢ There is.’ g
 _¢Out with it, comrade. I scarcely expected to find the
woman and her story up here ; ‘butsince the irrepressible crea-
ture would come, out with her by all means. She shall grace
our last pipe together, the last timber of our {neeting-house, our
last night on Little Fishing. The dawn will see us far from
each other, to meet no more this side heaven. Speak then, O
comrade mine! I am in one of my rare listening moods !

I stretched myself at ease and waitel. Reuben was a long
time beginning, but I was too indolent to urge him. At len_gth

he spoke. ) o .
¢ They were a rough set.here at Little Fishing, all the worse

-
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for being all white men ; most of the other camps were full of
half-breeds and Indians. The island had been a station away
" back in the early days of the Hudson Bay Company ; it was a
station for the Northwest Company while that lasted ; then it
went back to the Hudson, and stayed there until the company
moved its forces farther to the north, It was not at any time
a vegular post; only a camp for the hunters. The post was
- farther down the lake. O, but those were wild days) You
think you know the wilderness, boy ; but you know rothing,
absolutely nothing. - It makes me laugh to see the airs of you
city gentlemen with your fine guns, improved fishing-tackle,
elaburate paraphernalia, as though you were going to wed the
whole forest, floating up and down the lake for a month or two
in the summer! You should have seen the hunters of Little
Fishing going out gayly when the mercury was down twenty
degrees below zero, for a week in the woods. You should have
seen the trappers wading through the hard snow, breast high,
in the gray dawn, visiting the traps and hauling home the prey.
Ther:. were all kinds of men here, Seotch, French, English, and
Amcrican ; all classes, the high and the low, the educated and
the ignorant ; all sorts, the lazy and the hard-working. One
thing only they all had in common,—badness. Some had fled
to -the wilderness to escape the law, others to escape order ;-
some had chosen the wild life because of ‘its wildness, others
had drifted into it from sheer lethargy. This far northern bor-
der did not attract the plodding emigrant; the respectable set-
. tler. Little Fishing held none of that trash ; only a reckless
set of fellows who carried their lives in their hands, and tossed
them up, if need be without a second thought.’
¢ Ani other people’s lives without a third;” I suggested.
*Yes; if they deserved it. But nobody whined; there-
was 'v any nonsense here. The men went hunting and trap-
in, git the furs-ready for the bateaux, ate when they were
, drank when they were thirsty, slept when they were.
played cards when they felt like it, and got angry and
<. ked each other .down whenever they chose. As I said
-~ ,.there was n't any nonsense at Little Fishing,—until she

. the she I
"3, the Lady,—our Lady, as.we called her. Thirty-one
- 50 3 how long it seems !




THE LADY OF LITTLE FISHING. e

¢ And well it may,” I said.. ‘Why, comrade, I was n’t born
then ! :
This stupendous fact seemed to strike me more than my com-
panion ; he went on with his story as though I had not spoken.
¢ One October evening, four of the boys had got into a row
over, the cards ; the rest of us had come out ofour wigwams to
see the fun, a~nd were' sitting around on the stumps, chaffing
them, and laughing ; the camp-fire was burning in front, hnht,—
ing up the woods with a red glow for a short dlqtance and. _
making the rest doubly black all around. There we were, s I
said before, quite easy and comfortable, when suddenly there
appeared among us, as though she had dropped from heaven, a
woman !
¢ She was tall and slender, the firelight shone full on her pale
face and dove-colored dress, her colden hair was folded back
under a little white cap, and a whlte kerchxef lay over ‘her
shoulders ; she looked spotless. I stared; I could scarcely
believe my eyes ; none of us could. There was nota ‘white
woman west of the Sault-Ste. Marie. The four fellows, at the
table sat as if transfixed ; one had his partner by the 'throat,
the other two were disputing over a point in the game. The
lily lady glided up to their table, gathered the cards in her
white ha.nds slowly, steadily, without pause or trepldatlon
before their astonished eyes, and then, coming back; she threw
the cards into the centre of the Glowmor fire, ¢Ye shall not
play away your souls,’ she said in a c]ear sweet voice. ¢Is
not thé game sin ? And its reward death?  And then, imme-
diately, she gave us a sermon, the like of which was never
heard before ; no argument, no doctrine, just simple, pure en-
treaty. ‘For the love of God; she ended, stretching out her
hands toward our silent, gazing group,—¢for the love of God,
my brothers, try to do bettel
“We did try; but it was not for the love of God. Neither
did any of us feel like brothers.
¢ She did not give any name ; we called her simply our Lady,
and she accep‘ced the title. A bundle carefully packed in birch-
bark was found on the beach. ¢Isthis yours? asked black
Andy.
‘It is, replied the Lady ; and removing his hat, the black-
haired giant. carried the package reverently inside iier lodge.
For we had given her our best wigwam, and fenced it off with
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pine saplings so that it Jooked like a miniature fortress. The
Lady did not suggest this stockade ; it was our own idea, and
with one accord we worked at it like beavers, and hung up a
gate with a ponderous bolt inside. : ; )
¢ Mais, ze can nevare farsen eet wiz her leetle fingares,” said
Frenchy, a sallow little wretch with a turn for handicraft ; so
. he contrived a small spring which shot the bolt into place with
a touch. The Lady lived in her fortress; three times a day
the men carried food to her door, and, after tapping gently,
withdrew again, stumbling over each other in their haste. The
Flying Dutchman, a stolid Holland-born sailor, was our best
cook, and the pans and kettles were generally left to him ; but
now all wanted to try their skill, and the results were extra-.
ordinary. - : b

¢ She’s never touched that pudding, now,’ said Niggtingale
Jack, discontentedly, as his concoction of berries and paste
came back trom the fortress door. : : '

¢ She will starve soon, I think,’ remarked the Doctor, calmly ;
‘tomy certain knowledge she has not had an eatable meal for
four days.” And be lighted a fresh pipe. This was an aside,
and the men pretended not to hear it ; but the pans were relin-
quished to the Dutchman from that time forth.

‘The Lady wore always.her dove-colored robe, and little:
white cap, through whose muslin we.could see the glimmer of
her golden hair, She came and went among us like a-spirit ;
she knew no fear; she turned our life inside out, nor shrank
from its vileness. It seemed as though she was not of earth,
s0 uttetly impersonal was her interest in us, so heavenly her

* pity.. She took up our sins,one by one, as an angel /might ;.
she pleaded with.us for-our own lost souls, she spared us not,
she held not back one grain of denunciation, one iota of future
punishment. Sometimes, for.days, we would not see her ; then,
at twilight; she would glide out among us, and, standing in the

» light of the camp-fire, she would preach to us as though inspi-

“red. We listened to her; I do not mrean that we were one -
whit better at heart, but still we listened to her, always. It
was a wonderful sight, that lily face under the-pine-trees, that
spotless woman standing alone in the glare of the fire, while.
around her lay forty evil-minded, lawless men, not one of whom
but would bave killed his meighbor for so much as a disrespect--
ful thought of her. . .

[ B
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¢So strange was her coming, so almost supernatural her ap-
pearance in this far forest, that we never wondered over its

‘cause, but simply accepted it as a sort of miracle ; your thorough-

ly irreligious men are always superstitious. Not one of us
would have asked a question, and we should never have known

‘her story had she not herself told it to us; not immediately,

not as though it was of any importance, but quietly, briefly,
and candidly as a child. She came, she said, from Scotland,

" with a band of God’s people. She had always been in one

house, a religious institution of some kind, sewing for the poor
when her strength allowed it, but generally ill, and suffering

much from pain in her head ; often kept under the influence of -
soothing medicines for days together. She had no father or

mother, she was only one of this band ; and when they decided

to send out missionaries to America, she begged to go, although .. .

but a burden ; the sea voyage restored her heaith ; she grew,
she said, in strength and in grace, and ber heart was as the
heart of a lion. Word came to her from on high that she
should come up into the northern lake-country and preach the

gospel there ; the band were going to the verdant prairies. .

She Ieft them in the night, taking nothing but her clothing; a
friendly vessel carried her north; she had preached the gospel
everywhere. At the Sault the priests had driven her out, but

nothing fedring, she went on into the wilderness, and so, coming

part of the way in canoes, part of the way along-shore, she had
reached our far island. Marvellous kindness had she met with,
she said ; the Indians, the half-breeds, the hunters, and the
trappers had all received her, and helped her on her way from
camp to camp. They had listened to her wordsalso. At Por-
tage they had begged her to stay through the winter, and of-
fered to build her a little church for Sunday services. -Our
men looked at each other. Portage was the worst camp on
the lake, notorious for its fights; 1t was a mining settlement.

‘But I told them I must journey on toward the west,’ con-
tinued our Lady. ‘I am called to visit every camp on this
shore before winter sets in ; I must soon leave you also.”

“The men looked at each gther again; the Doctor _was-

spokesman. ¢ But, my Lady,’ #&said ¢ the next post is Fort
[illiam, two hundred and thiry-five miles away on the north

shore.’

C¢Itis almost November ; the snow will soon be six and ten

.
o
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feet deep The Lady could never travel through it, —could she
now-? said Black Andy, who had begun eaverly, but in his em-
barrassment at the sound of his own v01ce, now turned to
Frenchy and kicked him covertly into answeriig.
¢ Nevare !" replied the Frenchman ; he had mtended to place
his hand upon his heart to give empha,s1s to his word, but the
Lady turned her calm eyes that way, and his grimy paw fell,
its gallantry wilted.
~ ¢T thought there was one more camp,—at Burntwood R1ver,
said our Lady in a musing tone. The men looked at each
. other a third time ; there was a camp there, and they all knew
“it. But the Doctor was equal to the emergency.
¢ That camp, my Lady,” he said gravely,—¢ that camp no
longer exists - Then he whispered hurriedly to the rest of us, -
¢TIt will be an. easy JOb to clean it out, boys. We'll sen& over -
a party to-night ; it’s only thirty-five miles.’
¢ 'We recognized superior genius ; the Doctor was our oldest’

- and deepest sinner. ~ But what struck us most was his anxiety

to make good his lie. Had it then come to this,—that the
Doctor told the truth ¢ o : A
¢ The .next day we all went to work to build our Lady a
«church ; in a week it was completed. There goes its last cross-
beam now into the fire; it was a.solid piece “of work, was n't
it? It has stood this chmate thirty years. I remember the
first Sunday service : we all washed, and dressed .ourselves in
the best we had ; we scarcely knew each other we were so fine.
The Lady was pleased with the church, but yet she had not
said she would stay all winter; we were still anxious. How
she preached to us that day ! We had made a screen of young
spruces set in boxes, and her ﬁmue stood out against. the dark
" green background like a thing of light. Her sﬁvexy voice rang
throuoh the log-temple, her face seemed to us like a star. She
had no color in her cheeks at any time ; her dress, too, was
colorless. Although gentle, there was an iron inflexibility
" about her slight, erect form. We felt, as we saw her standing
there, that if need be she would walk -up to -the cannon’s
mouth, with a smile. She took a little book from her pocket
and read to us a hymn,—¢ O come, all ye faithful,’ the old ¢ Ad-
este Fideles.' Some of us knew it ; she sang, and gradually, .
sha,mefacedly, voices JOlned in. It was a sight to see Nightin-
oa’e Jack solemnly singing away about ¢ chon's of anorels but
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- it was a treat to hear him, too,—what a voice he had ! Then
our Lady prayed, kneeling down on the little platform in front
" of the evergreens, clasping her hands, and lifting her eyes to
heaven. We did not know what to do at first, but the Doctor
gave us a severe look and bent his head, and we all followed
his lead.
¢ When service was over and the door opened, we found that
it had been snowing ; we could not see out through the win-
dows because white cloth was nailed over them in place of
glass.
¢ Now, my Lady, you will have to stay with us,’ said the
Doctor. We all gathered around with eager faces.
- “Do you really believe that it” will be for the good of. your
souls ¥ asked the sweet voice. ‘ ,
. ¢ The Doctor believed—for us all.
¢Do you really hope ¥ .
¢ The Doctor_hoped. ‘ :
“ Will you try to do-your best 7’
¢ The Doctor was sure he would. ) .
‘I will answered the Flying Dutchman, ea.rnestly “I
moost not fry de meat any more ; I moost broil ?
E ¢ For we had begged him for months to broil, and he had ob-

stinately refused ; broil represented the good, and fry the evil, S

- to his mind ; he came out for the good accordlncr to his light ;
but hone the less did we fall upor hl.m ‘behind “the Lady s back :
and cuff him into silence.

" ¢ She stayed swith us all winter. You don’t know what the
winters are up here ; steady, bitter cold for seven months, ther-
. mometer always below, the snow dry as dust, the air like a

knife. We built a.compact chimney for our Lady, and we cut . .

cords of wood into small, light sticks, easy for her to lift, and
-stacked them'in her shed we lined her lodge with skms, and
we made oil from bear’s fat and rigged up a Kind of lamp_fop‘ :
her. - We-tried to make candles, I remembel but they would
_not run straight ; they came out humpbacked and sidling, and
" burned themselves to svick in no time.. Then we took to im-
proving the town. We had lived in all kinds of huts and lean-
to shanties ; now nothing would do but regular log-houses. T
it had been summer, I don’t know what we might not have run
to in the way of piazzas and fancy steps ; but with the snow
_five feet deep, all we could accomphsh was a plam, square lod-
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house, and even that took our whole force. The only way to -

Leep the peace was to have all the houses exactly alike ; we

laid out the three streets, and built the houses, all facing thé

mesting-house, just a# you found them.’ o M

¢ And where was the Lady’s lodge ? T asked, for I recalled

no stockaded fortress, large or small. .

My companion hesitated a moment. Then he said abruptly,

¢ it was tor n down.’

‘Torh down ! I repeated. . ¢ Why, what—" i

Reuben waved his hand with a gesture that silenced me, afn’d

went on with his story. It came to me then for the first time,

that he was pursuing the current.of his own thoughts rather
than. entertaining me. I turned to look at him with a new

- interest. Ihad +.lked to him for two Wweeks, in rather a patron-

. izing way ; « .uid it be that affairs were now, at this last mo-
.ment, reversed? = * . - U ‘

¢ It took us almost all winter to build those houses,’ pursx_lgd
Reuben. ¢ At one time we neglected the hunting and trapping
to such a degree, that the Doctor called a meeting and expres-

- sed his opinion. Ours was a voluntary camp, in a measure,
but still we had formally agreed to get a certain amount of -
skins ready for the bateaux by early spring; this agreement .
was about the only real bond of union between us.. Those
whose houses were not completed scowled at the Doctor.

A ““ Do you suppose I'm going to live like an Injun when the
other fellows has regular houses ¥’ inquired Black Andy, with'a
menacing air. o L o T

"¢« By no means,’ replied the Doctor, blandly, My plan is
this : build at night.” T . :

¢ <« At Dight » v : . .

““Yes; by the light of pine fires.” o .

¢We did. ~ After that, we faithfully went out hunting and
trapping as long as daylight lasted, and then, after supper, we

-built up huge fires of pine logs, and went to work on. the next
house. It was a strange picture : the forest deep in snow, black
with night, the red glow of the great fires, and our moving
figures working on as complacently as though daylight, balmy
air, and the best of tools were ours. o v

“The Lady liked our industry. She said our hew houses
showed that the “ new cleanliness of our inner man required a-
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cleaner tabernacle for the outer.” I don’t’know about our in-
ner man, but our outer was certainly much cléaner. B

. ‘One day the Flving Dutchman made one of his unfort unate
remarks. ~ “ De boys t'inks youll like dem better in nize
houses,” he announced when, happening to pass the fortress, he .
found the Lady standing at her gate gazing at the work of the -
preceding night. _ Several of the men were near enough to
hear him, but too far off to kick him intosilence as usual ; but

. they glared at him instead. The Lady looked at the speaker_ :

“with her dreamy, far-off eyes. = -

~ ““De boys t'inks you like dem,” beo'an the Dutchman again,

. thmkmg she did not comprehend but at that instant he caught
- the combined glare of the six eyes, and stopped abruptly, not’
not all knowing what was ‘wrong, but sure there was something.

¢« Like them repeated the Lady, dreamily ; “yea I'do like
them. Nay, more, T love them TI%eu- souls are as dear to me

- as the souls of brothers.”

“Say, Frenchy, have you got a sister ?’ sald nghtlngale Jack;
conﬁdentxally, that evening.
- ¢ Mais oui,’ said Frenchy

‘You think all creation of her, T suppose? v
- “'We fight like four cats and one dog ; she is the cats said
the Frenchman con(nsely

‘You don’t'say so! replied J ack, ¢ Now, I never had a
sister,—but I thought perhaps—' He paused, and the sentence
remained unfinished.

¢ The Nightingale and I were h‘ousemates We sat late over
our fire not long after that; I gavea glgantlc yawn. * * This

,hftmg logs half the night is enouvh to kill one,’ I said, getting

out my jug. °¢Sing somethmo' J ack. It’sa long tlme since:
I 've heard anything but hymns

"¢ Jack always went: off as easily as a music-box : you only
had to wind him up ; the jug was the key. . I soon ha,d him in
full blast. He was giving out -

¢ The mmute gun a,t sea,—the minute gun ab sea,’

with all the pathos of his tenor voice, when the door burst open
and the whole population rushed in upon us.
¢ What do you mean. by shouting thes Way, in tke mldd e of
_ the moht?’
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* ¢Shut up your howling, Jack.’
¢ How do you suppose any one can sleep ¥
¢It’s a disgrace to the camp ¥ : ‘
¢ Now then, gentlemen,” I replied, for my blood was up (whis-
key, perhaps), “is this my house, or isn’t it? If I want musie,
I'll have it. Time was when you were not so particular.’ A
¢It was the first word of rebellion: The men looked at each -
other, then at me. - L
¢TIl go and ask her if she objects,’ I continued, boldly.
. *No, no. You shall not.’ . . .
¢ Let him go,’ said the Doctor, who stood smoking his pipe on
the outskirts of the crowd. ¢Itis just as well to have that.

~ point settled now. The Minute Gun at Sea isa good moral

song in-its way,—a sort of marine missionary affair.” . :
‘8o I started, the ‘others followed ; we all knew that the. .
. Lady watched late ; we offen saw the glimmer of her lamp far
on toward morning. It was burning now. The gate was fas-
tened, I knocked ; no answer. I knocked again, and yet a -
*  third time ; still, silence. The men stood off at a little distance
‘and waited. ‘She shall answer, I said angrily, and going
around to the side where the stockade came nearer to the wall
of the lodge, I knocked loudly on ‘the close-set saplings. For
answer I thought I heard a low moan; I-listened, it came
. -again. . My angér vanished, and with a mighty bound I swung
" myself up to the top of the stockade, sprung down inside, ran
* arqund, and ftried the door. It was fastened ; I burst it open.
- and entered. There, by the light of the hanging lamp, I saw
: the Lady on the floor, apparently dead. I raised her in my
- arms ; her heart was beating faintly, but she was unconscious.
I had seen many fainting fits ; this was something different ;
the limbs were rigid. I laid her on the low couch, loosened .
her dress, bathed her head and face in cold water, and ‘wrench-
ed up one of the warm hearth-stones to apply to her feet. I
did not hesitate ; I saw that it was a dangerous case, something
like a trance or an ¢ ectasis.’ Somebody must attend to lher,
-and there were only men to choose from. Then why not I1?
‘I heard the others talking otitside ; they could not under-
stand the delay ; but I never heeded, and kept on my work. -
To tell the truth, I had studied medicine, and felt a geruine en-
thusiasm. over a rare case. Once my patient opened her eyes
and looked at me, then she lapsed away again into unconscious-
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" 'néss in spite of all my efforts. At last the men outside came
in, angry and suspicious; they had broken down the gate.’
There we all stood, the whole forty of us, around the deathlike -
form of our Lady. y :

¢What a night it was! To give her air, the men campe
outside in.the snow with a line of pickets in whispering distance

_ from each other from the bed to their anxious group. Two

" were detailed to help me,—the Doctor (whose title was a sar-
castic D. D.) and Jimmy, a gentle little inan, excellent at band-
.aging broken limbs. Every vial in the camp was brought in,

. —astonishing lotions, drops, and balms ; each man produced
‘something ; they did their beést, poor fellows, and wore out the

~ night with their anxiety. At dawn our Lady revived suddenly.
thanked us all, and " assured us that she felt quite well again ;
the trance was over. ‘It was my old enemy, she said, ¢ the
old illness of Scotland, which I hoped had left me for ever.
But I-am thankful that it is no worse ; I have.come out of ‘it
with a clear brain. Sing.a hymn of thankfulness for me, dear .
friends, before you go.’ '

¢Now, we sang on Suriday in the church ; but then she led

- us, and we had a kind of an idea that after all she did not hear
us. But now, who was to lead us? We stood awkwardly
‘around the bed, and shuffled our hats in our uneasy fingers.
The Doctor fixed his eyes upon the Nightingale ; Jack saw it
and cowered. ¢ Begin,’ said the Doctor in a. soft voice ; but
gripping him in the -back at the same time with an ominous
clutch. A
+ ‘I don’t know the words, faltered the unhappy Nightingale.

¢ ¢ Now thank we all our God,
With hearts and hands and voices,’

began the Doctor, and repeated Luther’s hymn with perfect ac-
curacy from beginning to end. ¢ What will happen next? The
Doctor knows hymns ! we thought in profound astonishment.
But the Nightingale had begun, and gradually our singers joined
in ; I doubt whether the grand old choral was ever sung by /
such a company before or since. There was ‘never any further/ -
question, by the way, about that minute gun at sea ; it st;a.y7
at sea as far as we were concerned.

¢Spring came, the faltering “spring;of Lake Su perior./ I
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won’t go into my own story, but such as it was, the spring
brought it back to me with new force. I wanted to go,—and
yet T didn’t. ¢ Where,do you ask ? To see her, of course,—
a woman, the most beautiful,—well, never:mind all that. To
be brief, I loved her ; she scorned me ; I thought I had learned
to hate her—but—1I was 't sure about it now. I kept myself
aloof from the others and gave up my heart to the old sweet,
bitter memories ; I did not even go to church on Sundays. But
all the rest went ; our Lady’s influence was as great as ever.
I could hear them singing; they sang better now that they
could have the door open ; the pent-up feeling: used to stifle
them. The time for the batéaux drew near, and I noticed that
several of the men Were hard at work packing the furs in bales,
a job usually left to the voyageurs who came with the beats.
¢'What's that for ¥ I asked. ] : )
¢ You don’t suppose we’re going to have those bateaux ras-
cals camping on Little Fishing, do you'? said black Andy,
scornfully. = ¢ Where are your wits, Reub.? o
" ¢And they packed every skin, rafted them all over to the
mainland, and waited there patiently for days, until the train
of slow boats came along and took off the bales; then they
came back in triumph. ¢ Now. we ’re secure for another six
- months,’ they said, and began to lay out a park, and gardens
, Aor every house. The Lady was fond of flowers; the whole
7 town burst into blossom. The Lady liked green grass ; all the
clearing was ‘soon tufted over like a lawn. The men tried the
ice-cold lake every day, waiting anxiously for the time when -
they could bathe. There was no end to their-cleanliness ; Black
Andy had grown almost white again, and Frenchy’s hair shone
like oiled silk. » . : :
¢The Lady stayed on, and ‘all went well. But, gradually,
. there came a discovery. The Lady was changing,—had changed !
‘Gradually, slowly, but none the less distinctly to the eyes that -
knew her every eyelash. . A little more hair was visible over
“the white brow; thére was a faint color in the cheeks, a quicker
step ; the clear eyes were sometimes downcast now, the steady
voice softer, the words at times faltering. In the early summer
the white cap vanished, and she stood among us crowned only
with her golden hair ; one day she was seen through her open
door sewing on a.white robe ! The men noted all.these things.
silently ; they were even a little troubled as at something they
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did not understand, something beyond their reach. Was she
planning t0 leave them ? , : :
~ “It’s my belief she’s getting ready to ascend right up into
heaven,’ said Salem. ] -
‘Salem was a little ¢ wanting,’ as it is called, and' the men
knew it ; still, his words made an impression. They watched
the Lady with an awe which was almost superstitious ; they
were troubled, and knew not why. But the Lady bloomed on,
I did not pay much attention to all this ; but I could not help
hearing it. My heart was moody, full of its own sorrows; I
secluded myself more and more. Gradually I took to going off
into the mainland forests for days on solitary hunting expedi-
tions. The camp went on its way rejoicing ; the men succeeded,
after a world of trouble, in making a fountain which actually
played, and they glorified themselves exceedingly. The life
grew quite pastoral. There was talk of importing a cow from
the East, and a messenger was sent to the Sault for certain
choice supplies against the coming winter. But;.in the late
summer, the whisper went round again that the Lady had
changed, this time for the worse.. She looked ill, she drooped
from day to day ; the new life that had come to her vanished,
but her former life was not restored. She grew silent and sad,
she strayed away by herself through the woods, she searcely
noticed the men who followed her with*anxious eyes. Time.
passed, and brought with it an undercurrent of trouble, suspi-
cion; and anger. - Everytbing went on as before ; not one habit,
not one custom was altered ; both sides seemed to shrink from
the first change, however slight.. The daily life of the camp
was outwardly the same, but brooding trouble filled every heart.
" There was no open discussion, men talked apart in twos and
threes ; a gloom rested over everything, but no one said, ¢ What
is the matter ¥
¢ There was a man among us,—I have not said much of the
individual characters of our party, buf this man was one ot the
“least esteemed, or rather liked ; there was not much esteem of
any kind at Little Fishing. Little was known about him ; al-
though the youngest man in the camp, be was a mooning,
brooding creature, with brown hair and eyes and a melancholy
face. He wasn't hearty and whole-souled, and yet he wasn’t
an outrand-ont rascal ; he wasn't a leader, and yet he wasn’t,
follower either. He would 't be ; he was like a third horse,
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always. There was no goodness about him ; don’t go to fancy-
ing that that was the reason the men did not like him, he was
as bad as they were, every inch! He never shirked his work,
and they could n’t get a handle on ki anywhere ; but he was
just—unpopular. The why and the wherefore are of no conse-
quence now. Well, do you know what was the suspicion that
hovered over the camp? It was this: our Lady loved that
man ! -
. It took three monthe for 4ll to see it, and yet never a word
was spoken. All saw, all heard ; but they might have been’
blind and deaf for any sign they gave. And the Lady drooped
more and more.

¢ September came, the fifteenth ; the Lady. lay on her.couch, -
pale and thin ; the door was open and a bell stood beside her,
but there was no line of pickets whispering tidings of her state
to an anxious group outside. The turf in the three streets had
grown yellow for want of water, the flowers in the little gardens
had drooped and died, the fountain’ was choked with weeds, and
the interiors of the houses were all untidy. It was Sunday,
and near the hour for serviee; but the men lounged about,
dingy and unwashed. : ' ' :

¢ A'n’t you going to church ¥’ said Salem, stopping at the
door of ‘one of the houses ; he was dressed in his best, with a
flower in his button-hole. :

¢ “See him now ! See the fool, ” said Black Andy. ‘He’s
going to church, he is! And where’s the minister, Salem ?
Answer me that ! ’ o _

¢ Why,—in the church, I suppose,’ replied Salem, vacantly.

¢« No, she am’t; not she! She’sat home, a-weeping, and
a-wailing, and a-ger-nashing her teeth,” replied Andy with bit-
ter scorn. ‘ ,
7 ¢ “'What for ¥ said Salem. : .

‘“What for? Why, that’s the joke ! Hear him, boys; he

"~ waxnts to know what for!”

_ ¢ The loungers laughed,—a loud, reckless laugh.

¢ “Well, 'm going anyway,” said Salem, looking wonder-
ingly from oue to the other ; he passed on and entered the
church.

¢ ¢ 1 say, boys, let’s have a high old time,” cried Andy sav-
- agely. ‘Let’s go back to the old way and have a jolly Sunday.
Let s have out the jugs and the cards and be free again !”

-~
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¢ ¢The men hesitated ; ten months and more of law and order
held them back.
. ¢“ What are you afraid of ¥’ said Andy.  ““Not of a canting
bypocrite, 1 hope. She’s fooled us iong enough, I say. Come
on!” He brought out a table and stoolb, and produced the
long-unused, cards and a jug of whiskey. ¢ Strike up, Jack, he
cried ; give us old Fiery-Eyes. -

¢ The Nightingale hesitated. Flery Eyes was a rollicking
drinking song ; bus Andy put the glass to his lips and his scru-
ples vanished in the tempting lemd ke began at the top of
his voice, partners were chosen, and, trembluw with excitement
and impatience, like prisoners unexpecbediy set free, the men
pathered around, and made their bets. '

¢ ¢« What born fools we ’ve becn,” said Black Andy, laying
down a card.

‘¢ Yes,” replied the Flying Du+chman ‘porn fools !’ And
ke followed suit.

¢ But a thin white hand came down on the bits of coloxed
pasteboard. It was our Lady. With her hair disordered, and
the spots of fever in her cheeks, she stood among us again ; 3 but
not as of old. Angry eyes confronted her, and. Andy “Wrenched
the cards from her grasp. ‘No, my Lady, he said, sternly;
‘never again !’ B

‘The Lady. gazed from one face to the next, and so all around
the circle ; all were dark and snllen. Then she bowed her head
upon her hands and wept aloud. ’

¢ There was a sudden shrinking away on all sides, the players
rose, the cards -were cuopped But the Lady glided away,
weeping as she went ; she entered the church door and the men
.could see her taki.ng her accustomed place on the platform.
One by one they followed ; Black Andy lingered till the last,
but he came. The service beoan, and went on falteringly, with-
out spirit, with paipable fears of a total breaking down which
never quite came ; the Nigntingale sang almost a.lone and made
- sad work with the words ; Salem joined in conﬁdently, but did
not  improve the sense of the hymn. The Lady was silent.
But when the time for the sermon came she rose and her
voice burst forth.

¢ ¢ Men, brotiers, what have I done? A change has come
over the town, a change has -come over your hearts You shun
me! What have I done?’ ‘
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and answered,—
“‘Only this, madam. -You have shown youmelfto be &

woman.,”

¢« And what did youthmk me?”

¢ ¢ A paint.” B

¢4 God fOl‘bld P said the Lady, earnestly. I never thoughi
“mysélf one.”

%1 know tha: we}l. But youwerea.samt to us; hence
yonr influence. Itis gone.”

¢ ¢ Is it all gone " asked the Lady, sadly.

¢% Yes. Do not deceive yourself; we have never been one
whit better save through our love for you. We held you s§.
' _somethmg high above oursalves we were content to worshlp

ow.” :
e O no, not me !’ sa.1d the Lady, shuddering.

¢« Yeg, you, you alone! . But—our idol came down among
us and . showed herself to be but co flesh and bloed !
What wonder that we stand aghast? - t wonder that euz
hearts are bitter ? 'What wonder (worse tha.n all!) that. whan
the awe has quite vanished, there is strife for the beautlﬁll
image fallen from'its niche " .

¢ The Doctor ceased, and turned away. The Lady stretched
out her hands towards the others ; her face was deadly pale, -
and there was a bewildered e mon in her eyes.

—+« (), ye for whom I have prayed, for whom I have struggled
tq obtain a blessing,—ye whom I have loved so,—-do y8 desex't
me thus ¥’ she cried.

¢« You have deserted ns, answered a voice. '

¢# T have not.” .
¢« You have,” cried Black Andy, pushmg to the fronfb
. «¥ou loye that Mitchell ! . Deny it if you dare !

" ¢'There was an m'epressﬂ)le murmur, then a sudden hush,
The angry suspicien, the numbing certainty had found voice a§

‘Jast ;. the secret was out. ‘All eyes, which had atfirst cloged
with the shoek, were:now fixed upon the solitary: woman before -
them ; ‘they burned like coals.

. «<«Do I? murmured the Lady, with a strang.e questmnmg
" lgok that turmed from face to face,—* do' I ?—Great God ! I

.do.” She sank upon her knees and buried her'face in her trembs . |

ling hands. . “ The truth has come to me at. ]ast —Ido!” -
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~ “Her voice was a mere whisper, but every ear heard it, and
. every eye saw the crimson rise to the forehead and redden-the
white throat.
¢For a moment there was silence, broken only by the hard-
breathing of the men. Then the Doctor spoke. . i
¢ % Go out and bring him in,” he cried.  * Bring in this Mit-
chell ! - It seems he has other things to do,—the blockhead !”
¢Two of the men hurried out.
- ¢ “ He shall not have her,” shouted Black Andy. “ My knife
~shall see to that!” And he pressed close to the platform. A
great tumult arose, men talked angrily and.clinched their fists,
voices rose and fell together. « He shall not have her,qut-
chell ! Mitchell !”
= ¢4 The trith i is, each one of you wants her himself ” said the
- -Doctor, -
. “There was a sudden silence, but every man eyed th nelgh—
bor jealously. Black Andy stood in front, knife in hand, and
kept guard. The Lady had not moved ; she was lmee].mo thhv
her fa.ce buried @@ her hands. "
¢« wish to §peak to her,” said the: Docbor, advancmg
¢ % You shall not,” eried Andy, fiercely interposing.
€ You fool! I love her this momept ten thousand tunes
more than you do. But do you suppose. I would so ‘much a8

- touch a woman who loved another man ¥

. “The knife dropped ;. the Doctor passed on and took his place
‘on the platform by the Lady’s side. - The tumult began again,
for Mitehell was seen, comm,, in the door betweenhxs two
keepers. :

<& Mitchell | Mitchell I” ra.na angrily through the church.

¢ « Look, woman !” said the Doctor, bending over the kneel- -

~ 'ing figure at his side. She mlsed her head and saw the wolfish
“faces below. :
o ¢“They havé"“hsﬂ ten months of your religion,” he said.
_ #It was his revenge.  Bitter, indeed ; but he loved her. -
¢ In the mean time the man Mitchell was hauled and pushed
and tossed forward to the platform by rough hands that longed -
- to throttle him on the way. At last, angry himself, but fall

" of wonder, he confronted them, this crowd of comrades suddén- s

1y turned madmen ! % What does thig mean?” he asked. -

© 4% Mean ! mean !  shouted the men ; “a likely story! He

» asks what thls means 7 And they 1a.u.°hed bomtemusly

o
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¢ ¢The. Doctor advanced. You see this woman,’ he said.
- ¢« T see our Lady.”

4 Our Lady no longér only a weman like any: other,
awveak and fickle. Take her,-—but begone.”

«“Take her!” repeated Mitchell, bewildered. — ¢ take our

"Tady! And where?’-
“ ¢“Fool! Liar! Blockhead ? shouted the crowd below.
¢« The truth is simply this, Mitchell,” continued the Doctor,

-quietly. *We herewith give you up our. Lady,—ours no -
donger ; for she has Just confessed, openly confessed, that she

Joves you.” _
¢ Mitchell started back “ Loves me !” '
6% Yes.” o
“Black .Andy felt the blade of his knife. ¢ He ’Il never have
“her alive,” he muttered.

¢« But,” said Mmchell bluntly confrontmg the Doctor, “p

‘don’t want her.”
¢« You don’t want her P , e
««] don’t love her.” L %ﬁ
¢ % You don’t love her ¥’

¢ “ Not in the least,” he replied, growmg angry, perhaps at..

‘himself. ¢« What is she to me? Nothing. A very good mis-
:sionary, no doubt ; but J don't fancy woman-preachers. You

. may remenber that I never gave in to her influence; 7 was:

never under her thumb.- 7 was the only man in thtle Fishing
* who cared nothing for her ”

¢ And that is the secret of er liking,’ murmured the Doctorv'

-0 woman ! woman ! the same the world over ! .
-“In the mean time the crowd had stood stupefied.

- ““He does not love her !” they said to each other ; “he does

'”

1ot want her !
: -¢ Andy’s black eyes gleamed with joy ; he swung h1mse1f up
- on to the platform. Mitchell stood there with face dark and
* disturbed, but he did not flinch. Whatever his faults, he was-
Do hypocrite. I must leave this to-night,” he said to himself,

 and turned to go. But quick as a flash our Lady sprang from

her knees and threw herself at his feet. ¢ You are - going,’'she

“cried. ‘I heard what you said,—you do not love me! But

~ take me with you! Let me be your servant—your slave—any-

_ thing—anything, so. that' I am not parted from you, my lord A

* . and ma,ster, my only, only love v

__> .
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® ¢She cla,sped his ankles with her thm, white hands, a.nd laid

* her face on his dusty shoes.

"¢ The wholé audience stood dumb before t}:us manifestation of
a great love. Enraged, bitter, jealous as was each heart, there”
was not a man but would at that moment have sacrificed his
own love that she might be blessed. Even Mitchell, in one of
those rare spmt—ﬂashes when the soul is shown bare in the
lightning, asked himself, ¢ Can I not love her? But the soul-
answered ‘No.” He stooped unclasped the clmom,, hands,

" and turned resolutely away.

¢ “You are a fool,” said the Doctor.. ¢ No other woman will -
ever love you as she does.’ B

¢ T know it,” replied Mltchell. '

¢ He stepped down from the platform and crossed the. church o
the silent crowd making a way for him as he passed along ; he
went out in the suushme, through the village, down towards
the beach,—they s :

$The I#dy fainted, The men bore her back to the lodge
and tended her’with gentle care one week ——-two weeks —three
weeks. Then she died.

¢ They were all around her ; she smﬂed -‘upon them all a.nd
called them all by name, blddmu them farewell. ¢ Forglve me,’”
.she ‘whispered to the Doctor. “The Nightingale sang a hymn,
gang as he had never sung before. Black Andy k.nelt at her

.

feet. For some minutes she lay scarcely brea.thmg ; then sud- .

denly she opened her fading eyes. ¢ Friends,’ she murmured,

~¢T am well punished. - I thouoht myself holy,-—I held myself

above my kind,—but God has shown e I am the weakest of
them all.” ) ,

¢ The next moment she was gone. .

¢The men buried her with tender hands. Then in a kind of
blind fury against Fate, they tore down her empty lodge and

- destroyed its every fragment in their grim determination they.

_even smoothed over the ground and planted shrubs and bushes, .
so that the very location might be lost. But they did not stay

- 'to see the change. In a month the camp broke up of itself, the’

town was a.ba.ndoned and the island deserted for good and all ;-

- I doubt whether-any ‘of the men ever came back or even stopped .
when passing by. Proba.bly I am the only one. Thirty years

.ago,—thirty years ago ! : :
€ ,That Mitchell was a great fool,’ I said, after a long pause. -
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¢ The Doctor wasworth twenty of him ; for that maitter, so was®
Black Andy I only hope the fellow was well pumshed for his
stupidity.’

¢ He was.’

¢ 0, you kept track of him, dxd you? .

¢Yes. He-went back into the world, and the woman he
loved repulsed him a second tlme, and mth even Imore Scorn
th&n before.’ - [

¢ Served him right.’

.. ¢Perhaps so; but after all, what could he do? Love is not
made to order He loved one, not the other; that was his
crime. Yet,—so0 strange a creature is ma.n,—he came back

after thirty years, just to see our Lady’s grave.’ _

‘What! Are you—'
* 1 am Mitchell, —Reuben Mitehell.”




MACARIUS THE ‘MONK.

) BY JOHN BOYLE OBEILLY

In the old da,ys, w]nle yet the church Fas youn,,, .
-And men believed that praise of God was'sung

In curbing selfa.swellasmngmgpsa]ms

There lived & mgple:)

In sight of gushing springs and shelterm.g pa.lms,
He lived upon the desert : from the marsh -
‘%e drank the brackish water, and his food
&7 Was dates and roots,—and all his rule was harsh,«
= For pampered ﬂash in those days warred with good
From those who came in scores a few there were
' ‘Who feared the devil more than fast and prayer,
And these remained and took the hermit’s vow. .
A dozen saints there grew to be ; and now -
Macarias, happy, lived in larger care. -
He taught his brethren all the lore he knew,
. And as they learned, his pious noors‘grew
His whole intent was on the spirit’s goal :
--He taught them silence—words disturb the soul ™
He warned of joys, and bade them pray for sorrow,
. —And be prepared .to-day for death to-morrow ;

To know that human life alorie was given

" To test the souls of those who merit heaven ;. .

He bade the twelve in all things be as brothers, -

And die to self, to live and work for-others.- . .- -

¢ For so,” he sud « we save our love and labors, °

I3
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And each.one gives his own and takes his neighbor’s.”

Thus long he taucrht -and while they silent heard,
He prayed for frultful soﬂ to hold the word. »

" One day, besule the marsh they labored long,—

" For worldly work makes sweeter sacred song,—
And when the cruel sun made hot the sand,

And Afric’s gnats the sweltering face and hand

Tormenting stung, a passing traveller stood

And watched the workers by the reeking flood.

Macarius, nigh, with heat and toil was faint ;

The traveller saw, and to the suﬁermcr saint
A bunch of luscious grapes in pity threw.

. Most sweet and fresh and fair they were to view, -
A generous cluster, bursting-rich with wine. '
Macarius longed to taste: * The fruit is mine,”
He said; and s sighed ; “ but I, who daily teach,
Feel now the bond to practlce as I preach.”

He gave the cluster to the nearest one,
; And with his heavy toil went patient on.

As one aﬂnrst will greet a ﬂowmor brim, - .
The tempting fruit made moist the mouth of him
‘Who took the gift ; but in the yearning eye
Rose brlbhter haht to one whose lip was dry
He gave the grapes, and bent him to his spade.
And he who took, unknown to any other,
The sweet refreshment handed to a brother.

: And so, from each to each, till found was made

" The circuit wholly—when 'the grapes-at last,
Untouched and tempting, to Macarius passed.

“ Now God be thanked ! kw.cried, and ceased to toil ;
“The seed was good, but better was the soil.

My brothers, join with me to bless the day.”

But, ere they knelt; he threw the grapes away.
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