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CHAPTER 1.
‘WHO 1S SHE?

“ TOM who was that girl you were so taken
with last night?”

** Wasn't particularly taken last night with any-
body.”

Which practical falsehood the gentleman escaped
from by a mental reservation, saying to himself
that it was not last night that he was ‘ taken.”

“1 mean the girl you had so much to do with,
Come, Tom!”

“I hadn’t much to do with her. I shad to be
civil to somebody. She was the easiest.”

“ Who is she, Tom?”

“ Her name is Lothrop.”

“ O you tedious boy! I know what her name is,
for I was introduced to her, and Mrs. Wishart spoke
80 I could not help but understand her; but I mean
something else, and you know I do. Who is she?
And where does she come from ?”

¢« She i8 a cousin of Mrs. Wishart; and she comes

from the country somewhere.”
(9
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“One can see that.”

“How can you?"” the brother asked rather fiercely,

“You see it as well as I do,” the sister returned
coolly. “ Her dress shews it.”

“] didn't notice anything about her dress.”

“You are a man.”

“Well, you women dress for the men. Tf you
only knew a thing or two, you would dress dif-
ferently.”

“That will do! You would not take me any-
where, if I dressed like Miss Lothrop.”

“I'll tell you what,” said the young man, stop-
ping short in his walk up and down the floor;—
“ghe can afford to do without your advantages!”

“Mamma!” appealed the sister now to a third
member of the party,—‘“do you hear? Tom has
lost his head.”

The lady addressed sat busy with newspapers,
at a table a little withdrawn from the fire; a lady
in fresh middle age, and comely to look at. The
daughter, not comely, but sensible-looking, sat in
the glow of the fireshine, doing nothing. Both
were extremely well dressed, if “well” means in the
fashion and jn rich stuffs and with no sparing of
money or care. The elder woman looked up from
her studies now for a moment, with the remark,
that she did not care about Tom’s head, if he would
keep his heart.

“But that is just precisely what he will not do,
mamma. Tom can’t keep anything, his heart least
of all And this girl—mamma, I tell you he is in
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danger. Tom, how many times have you been to
see her?”

“1 don’t go to see her; 1 go to see Mrs. Wishart.”

“Oh!—and you see Miss Lothrop by accident!
Well, how many times, Tom? Three—four—five—"

“Don't be ridiculous!” the brother struck in. "
« Of course a fellow goes where he can amuse him-
self and have the best time; and Mrs. Wishart keeps
a pleasant house.”

« Especially lately. Well, Tom, take carelit won't
do. I warn you.”

“ What won't do? "—angrily.

¢ This girl; not for our family. Not for you, Tom.
She hasn’t anything,—and she isn’t anybody; and
it will not do for you to marry in that way. If
your fortune was ready made to your hand, or if
you were established in your profession and at the

" top of it,—why, perhaps you might be justified in
pleasing yourself; but as it is, don't, Tom! Be a
good boy, and don’t!" '

“ My dear, he will not,” said the elder lady here.
“Tom is wiser than,you give him credit for.”

“I don’'t give any man credit for being wise
mamma, when a pretty face is in question. And
this girl has a pretty face; she is very pretty.
But she has no style; she is as poor as a mouse;
she knows nothing of the world; and to crown all,
Tom, she’s one of the religious sort.—Think of that!
One of the real religious sort, you know. Think
how that would fit.”

“ What sort are you?” asked her brother.



12 NosobDY.

“ Not that sort, Tom, and you aren't either.

“ How do you know she is?”

“Very easy,” said the girl coolly. ¢ She told me
herself.”

“She told you!”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“O simply enough. I was confessing that Sun-
day is such a fearfully long day to me, and I did
not know what to do with it; and she looked at
me as if I were a poor heathen—which I suppose
she thought me—and said, ‘But there is always
the Bible!’ Fancy!—‘always the Bible.’ So I
knew in a moment where to place her.”

“] don’t think religion hurts a woman,” said the
young man.

“But you do not want her to have too much of
it—" the mother remarked, without looking up
from her paper.

“] don't know what you mean by too much,
mother. I'd as lief she found Sunday short as long.
By her own shewing, Julia has the worst of it.”

“Mamma ! speak to him,” urged the girl.

“ No need, my dear, I think. Tom isn’t a fool.”

“ Any man is, when he is in love, mamma.”

Tom came and stood by the mantelpiece, con-
fronting them. He was a remarkably handsome
young man; tall, well formed, very well dressed,
hair and moustaches carefully trimmed, and fea
tures of regular though manly beauty, with an ex-
pression of genial kindness and courtesy.

-~
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“Iam not in love,” he said half laughing. “But
I will tell you,—I never saw & nicer girl than Lois
Lothrop. And I think all that you say about her
being poor, and all that, is just—bosh.”

The newspapers went down.

“ My dear boy, Julia is right. I should be very
sorry to see you hurt your career and injure your
chances by choosing a girl who would give you no
sort of help. And you would regret it yourself,
when it was too late. You would be certain to re-
gretit. You could not help but regret it.”

“] am not going to do it. But why should I
regret it ? ”

“You know why, as well as I do. Such a girl
would not be a good wife for you. She would be.a
millstone round your neck.”

Perhaps Mr. Tom thought she would be a pleas-
ant millstone in those circumstances; but he only
remarked that he believed the lady in question
would be a good wife for whoever could get
her.

“ Well, not for you. You can have anybody you
want to, Tom; and you may just as well have
money and family as well as beauty. Itisa very
bad thing for a girl not to have family. That de-
prives her husband of a great advantage; and be-
sides, saddles upon him often most undesirable
burdens in the shape of brothers and sisters, and
nephews perhaps. What is this girl's family, do
you know ?”

“ Respectable,” said Tom, “or she would not be
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a cousin of Mrs. Wishart. And that makes her a
cousin of Edward’s wife.”

“ My dear, everybody has cousins; and people are
not responsible for them. She is a poor relation,
whom Mrs. Wishart has here for the purpose of be-
friending her; she'll marry her off if she can; and
you would do as well as another. Indeed you
would do splendidly; but the advantage would be
all on their side; and that is what I do not wish
for you.”

Tom was silent. His sister remarked that Mrs.
Wishart really was not a match-maker.

“No more than everybody is; it is no harm; of
course she would like to see this little girl well
married. Is she educated? Accomplished ?”

“Tom can tell,” said the daughter. ‘I never
saw her do anything. What can she do, Tom ?”

“Do?"” said Tom, flaring up. *“What do you
mean?”

“Can she play ?”

“No, and I am glad she can’t. If ever there was
a bore, it is the performances of you young ladies
on the piano. It's just to shew what you can do.
Who cares, except the music master ?”

“Does she sing ? "

“T don’t know!”

“Can she speak French?”

“French!” cried Tom. “Who wants her to
speak French? We talk English in this country.”

“ But, my dear boy, we often have to use French
or some other language, there are so many foreigners

A
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that one meets in society. And a lady must know
French at least. Does she know anything?”

«] don’t know,” said Tom. “I have no doubt
she does. I haven't tried her. How much, do you
suppose, do girls in general know? girls with ever
so much money and family? And who cares how
much they know? One does not seek a lady’s
society for the purpose of being instructed.”

“One might, and get no harm,” said the sister
softly; but Tom flung out of the room. *“Mamma,
it is serious.”

“Do you think so?” asked the elder lady, now
thrusting aside all her papers. '

“] am sure of it. And if we do not do some-
thing—we shall all be sorry for it.”

“ What is this girl, Julia? Is she pretty?”

Julia hesitated. “Yes,” she said. “I suppose
the men would call her so.”

“You don't?”

“ Well, yes, mamma; she is pretty, handsome,
in a way; though she has not the least bit of style;
not the least bit! She is rather peculiar; and I sup-
pose with the men that is one of her attractions.”

“Peculiar how ?” said the mother, looking anxious.

“T cannot tell; it is indefinable. And yet it is
very marked. Just that want of style makes her
peculiar.”

“ Awkward?”

“No.”

“Not awkward. How then? Shy?”

“ No.”
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“ How, then, Julia? What is she like?”

“It is hard to tell in words what people are like.
She is plainly dressed, but not badly; Mrs. Wishart
would see to that; so it isn’t exactly her dress that
makes her want of style. She has a very good
figure; uncommenly good. Then she has most
beautiful hair, mamma; a full head of bright brown
hair, that would be auburn if it were a shade or
two darker; and it is somewhat wavy and curly,
and heaps itself around her head in a way that is
like a picture. She don’t dress it in the fashion; I
don't believe there is a hairpin in it, and I am sure
there isn’t a cushion, or anything; only this bright
brown hair puffing and waving and curling itself
together in some inexplicable way, that would be
very pretty if it were not so altogether out of the
way that everybody else wears. Then there is a
sweet, pretty face under it; but you can see at the
first look that she was never born or brought up
in New York or any other city, and knows just
nothing about the world.”

“Dangerous!” said the mother, knitting her
brows. '

“Yes; for just that sort of thing is taking to the
men; and they don't look any further. And Tom
above all. I tell you, he is smitten, mamma. And
he goes to Mrs. Wishart's with a regularity which
is appalling.”

“Tom takes things hard, too,” said the mother.

“ Foolish boy | ” was the sister's comment.

“ What can be done?”
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“I'll tell you, mamma. I've been thinking. Your
health will never stand the March winds in New
York. You must go somewhere.”

“Where ? "

"“Florida, for instance ?”

“I should like it very well.”

“It would be better anyhow than to let Tom get
hopelessly entangled.”

“ Anything would be better than that.”

“And prevention is better than cure. You can’t
apply a cure, besides. When a man like Tom, or
any man, once gets a thing of this sort in his head,
itis hopeless. He'll go through thick and thin, and
take time to repent afterwards. Men areso stupid!”

“ Women sometimes.”

“Not I, mamma; if you mean me. I hope for the
credit of your discernment you don't.”

“Lent will begin soon,” observed the elder lady
presently.

“Lent will not make any difference with Tom,”
returned the daughter. “And little parties are
more dangerous than big ones.”

“ What shall I do about the party we were going
togive? I should be obliged to ask Mrs. Wishart.”

“I'll tell you, mamma,” Julia said after a little
thinking. “Let it be a luncheon party; and get
Tom to go down into the country that day. And
then go off to Florida, both of you.”



CHAPTER 1L
AT BREAKFAST.

« TJOW do you like New York, Lois? You have
been here long enough to judge of us now ?”

“Have I?”

Mrs. Wishart and her guest being at breakfast,
this question and answer go over the table. It is
not exactly in New York however. That is, it is
within the city bounds, but not yet among the city
buildings. Some little distance out of town, with
green fields about it, and trees, and lawn sloping
down to the river bank, and a view of the Jersey
shore on the other side. The breakfast room win-
dows look out over this view, upon which the winter
sun is shining; and green fields stand in beautiful
illumination, with patches of snow lying here and .
there. Snow is not on the lawn however. Mrs.
Wishart's is a handsome old house, not according to
the latest fashion, either in itself or its fitting up;
both are of a simpler style than anybody of any pre-
tension would choose now-a-days; but Mrs. Wishart

has no need to make any pretension; her standing
(18) '
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and her title to it are too well known. Moreover,
there are certain quaint witnesses to it all over,
wherever you look. None but one of such secured
position would have such an old carpet on her floor;
and few but those of like antecedents could shew
such rare old silver on the board. The shawl that
wraps the lady is India, and not worn for show;
there are portraits on the walls that go back to a re-
spectable English ancestry; there is precious old
furniture about, that money could not buy; old and
quaint and rich, and yet not striking the eye; and
the lady is served in the most observant style by one
of those ancient house servants whose dignity is in-
separably connected with the dignity of the house
and springs from it. No new comer to wealth and
place can be served so. The whole air of every-
thing in the room is easy, refined, leisurely as-
sured, and comfortable. The coffee is capital; and
the meal, simple enough, is very delicate in its
arrangement.

Only the two ladies are at the table; one behind
the coffee urn, and the other near her. The mis-
tress of the house has a sensible, agreeable face and
well bred manner; the other lady is the one who
has been so jealously discussed and described in
another family. As Miss Julia described her, there
she sits, in a morning dress which lends her figure
no attraction whatever. And—her figure can do
without it. As the question is asked her about
New York, her eye goes over to the glittering
western share.
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“J like this a great deal better than the city,”
she added to her former words.

“0 of course, the brick and stone!” answered
her hostess. “I did not mean that. I mean, how
do you like us?”

“ Mrs. Wishart, I like you very much,” said the
girl with a certain sweet spirit.

“Thank you! but I did not mean that either.
Do you like no one but me?”

“] do not know anybody else.”

“You have seen plenty of people.”

“] do not know them, though. Not a bit. One
thing I do not like. People talk so on the surface
of things.”

. “Do you want them to go deep? in an evening
party?”

«It is not only in evening parties. If you want
me to say what I think, Mrs. Wishart. It is the
same always, if people come for morning calls, or if
we go to them, or if we see them in the evening;
people talk about nothing ; nothing they care about.”

“ Nothing you care about.”

“They do not seem to care about it either.”

“ Why do you suppose they talk it then?” Mrs.
Wishart asked, amused.

“It seems to be a form they must go through,”
Lois said, laughing a little. * Perhaps they enjoy
it, but they do not seem as if they did. And they
laugh so incessantly,—some of them,—at what has
no fun in it. That seems to be a form too; but
laughing for form's sake seems to me hard work.”
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“My dear, do you want people to be always
serious ? "

“ How do you mean, ‘serious’?”

“Do you want them to be always going *deep
into things?”

“N-o, perhaps not; but I would like them to be
always in earnest.”

“My dear! What a fearful state of society you
would bring about! Imagine once that everybod,
was always in earnest!” .

“Why not? I mean, not always sober; did you
think I meant that? I mean, whether they laugh
or talk, doing it heartily, and feeling and thinking
as they speak. Or rather, speaking and laughing
only as they feel.” )

“ My dear, do you know what would become of
society ?”

“No. What?”

“I go to see Mrs. Brinkerhoff, for instance. I
have something on my mind, and I do not feel
like discussing any light matter, so I sit silent.
Mrs. Brinkerhoff has a fearfully hard piece of work
to keep the conversation going; and when I have
departed she votes me a great bore and hopes I
will never come again. When she returns my
visit, the conditions are reversed; I vote her a bore;
and we conclude it is easier to do without each
other's company.”

“But do you never find people a bore as it
is?”

Mrs. Wishart laughed. *“Do you?”
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“Sometimes. At least I should il I lived among
them. Now, all is new, and I am curious.”

“I can tell you one thing, Lois; nobody votes
you a bore.”

“But I never talk as they do.”

“ Never mind. There are exceptions to all rules.
But my dear, even you must not be always so
desperately in earnest. By the way! That hand-
some young Mr. Caruthers—does he make himself
a bore too? You have seen a good deal of him.”

“No,” said Lois with some deliberation. ¢ He
is pleasant, what I have seen of him.”

“And as I remarked, that is a good deal. Isn’t
he a handsome fellow? I think Tom Caruthers
is a good fellow, too. And he is likely to be a
successful fellow. He is starting well in life, and
he has connections that will help him on. It is a
good family; and they have money enough.”

“How do you mean, ‘a good family’?”

“ Why you know what that phrase expresses,
don't you?”

“] am not sure that I do, in your sense. You
do not mean religious?”

“ No,” said Mrs. Wishart smiling; “not neces-
sarily. Religion has nothing to.do with it. I
" mean—we mean— It is astonishing how hard it is
to put some things! I mean, a family that has
had a good social standing for generations. Of
course such a family is connected with other good
families, and it is consequently strong, and has
advantages for all belonging to it.”
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“] mean,” said Lois slowly, “a family that has
served God for generations. Such a family has
connections too, and advantages.”

“Why my dear,” said Mrs. Wishart, opening her
eyes a little at the girl, *“the two things are not
inconsistent, I hope.”

“I hope not.”

“ Wealth and position are good things at any
rate, are they not?”

“So far as they go, I suppose s0,” said Lois.
“0 yes, they are pleasant things; and good things,
if they are used right.”

“They are whether or no. Come! I can't have
you holding any extravagant ideas, Lois. They
don’t do in the world. They make one peculiar,
and it is not good taste to be peculiar.”

“You know, I am not in the world,” Lois an-
swered quietly.

“Not when you are at home, I grant you; but
here, in my house, you are; and when you have a
house of your own, it is likely you will be. No
more coffee, my dear? Then let us go to the order
of the day. What is this, Williams? "

“For Miss Lot'rop—" the obsequious servant re-
plied with a bow,—‘“de bo-quet.” But he presente

" to his mistress a little note on his salver, and then
handed to Lois a magnificent bunch of hothouse
flowers. Mrs. Wishart's eyes followed the bouquet,
and she even rose up to examine it.

“That is beautiful, my dear. What camellias!
And what geraniums! That is the Black Prince,
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one of those, I am certain; yes, I am sure it is; and
that is one of the new rare varieties. That has
not come from any florist's greenhouse. Never.
And that rose-coloured geranium is Lady Suther-
land. Who sent the flowers, Williams?”

“Here is his card, Mrs. Wishart,” said Lois.
“ Mr. Caruthers.”

“Tom Caruthers!” echoed Mrs. Wishart. *“He
has cut them in his mother's greenhouse, the
sinner!”

. “Why?” said Lois. *Would that be not right?”

“It would be right, ¢/—. Here's a note from
Tom’s mother, Lois— but not about the flowers. It
is to ask us to a luncheon party. Shall we go?”

“You know, dear Mrs. Wishart, I go just where
you choose to take me,” said the girl, on whose
cheeks an exquisite rose tint rivalled the Lady
Sutherland geranium blossoms. Mrs. Wishart no-
ticed it, and eyed the girl as she was engrossed
with her lowers, examining, smelling, and smiling
at them. It was pleasure that raised that delicious
bloom in her cheeks, she decided; was it anything
more than pleasure? What a fair creature! thought
her hostess; and yet, fair as she is, what possible
chance for her in a good family. A young man
may be taken with beauty, but not his relations;
and they would object to a girl who is nobody and
has nothing. Well, there is a chance for her, and
she shall have the chance.

“Lois, what will you wear to this luncheon

party ? ”
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“You know all my dresses, Mrs. Wishart. 1
suppose my black silk would be right.”

“No, it would not be right at all. Yon are too
Jyoung to wear black silk to a luncheon party
And your white dress is not the thing either.”

“[ have nothing else that would do. You must
let me be old, in a black silk.”

I will not let you be anything of the kind. I
will get you a dress.”

“No, Mrs. Wishart; I cannot pay for it.”

“I will pay for it.”

“I cannot let yon do that. You have done
enough for me already. Mrs. Wishart, it is no
matter. People will just think I cannot afford
anything better, and that is the very truth.”

“No, Lois; they will think you do not know any
better.”

“That is the truth too,” said Lois laughing.

“No it isn't; and if it is, I do not choose they
should think so. I shall dress you for this once,
my dear; and I shall not ruin myself either.”

Mrs. Wishart had her way; and so it came to pass
that Lois went to the luncheon party in a dress of
bright green silk; and how lovely she looked in it
i8 impossible to describe. The colour, which would
have been ruinous to another person, simply set off
ber delicate complexion and bright brown bhair in
the most charming manner; while at the same time
the green was not so brilliant as to make an obvious
patch of colour wherever its wearer might be. Mus.
Wishart was a great enemy of startling effects,
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in any kind; and the hue was deep and rich and
decided, without being flashy.

“You never looked so well in anything,” was
Mrs. Wishart's comment. “I have hit just the
right thing. My dear, I would put one of those
white camellias in your hair—that will relieve the
eye.”

y“ From what?"” Lois asked laughing.

“ Never mind; you do as I tell you.”



CHAPTER IIL

A LUNCHEON PARTY.

UNCHEON parties were not then precisely what
they are now; nevertheless the entertainment
was extremely handsome. Lois and her friend had
first a long drive from their home in the country to
a house in one of the older parts of the city. Old
the house also was; but it was after a roomy and
luxurious fashion, if somewhat antiquated; and the
air of ancient respectability, even of ancient dis-
tinction, was stamped upon it, as upon the family
that inhabited it. Mrs. Wishart and Lois were
received with warm cordiality by Miss Caruthers;
but the former did not fail to observe a shadow that
crossed Mrs. Caruthers’' face when Lois was pre-
sented to her. Lois did not see it, and would not
have known how to interpret it if she had seen it.
She is safe, thought Mrs. Wishart, as she noticed
the calm unembarrassed air with which Lois sat
down to talk with the younger of her hostesses.
“You are making a long stay with Mrs. Wishart,”

was the unpromising opening remark.
@n
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“ Mrs. Wishart keeps me.”

“Do you often come to visit her?”

“I was never here before.”

“Then this is your first acquaintance with New
York?"

“Yes.”

“How does it strike you? One loves to get at
new impressions of what one has known all one’s
life. Nothing strikes us here, I suppose. Do tell
me what strikes you.”

*I might say, everything.”

“ How delightful! Nothing strikes me. I have
seen it all five hundred times. Nothing is new.”

“But people are new,” said Lois. *I mean they -
are different from one another. There is continual
variety there.”

“To me there seems continual sameness!” said
the other, with a half shutting up of her eyes,
as of one dazed with monotony. ¢“They are
all alike. I know beforehand exactly what every
one will say to me, and how every one will be-
have.”

“That is not how it is at home,” returned Lois.
«It is different there.”

“People are not all alike?”

“No indeed. Perfectly unlike, and individual.”

“ How agreeable! So that is one of the things
that strike you here ? the contrast?”

% No,” said Lois, laughing; “ I find here the same
variety that I find at home. People are not alike
to me.”
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“But different, I suppose, from the vanetles you
are accustomed to at home?”

Lois admitted that.

“Well now tell me how. I have never travelled
in New England; I have travelled everywhere else.
Tell me, won't you, how those whom you see here
differ from the people you see at home.”

“In the same sort of way that a sea-gull differs
from a land sparrow,” Lois answered demurely.

“I don’t understand. Are we like the sparrows,
or like the gulls?”

“I do not know that. I mean merely that the
different sorts are fitted to different spheres and
ways of life.”

Miss Caruthers looked a little curiously at the
girl. “Iknow tkis sphere,” she said. **I want you
to tell me yours.”

“It is free space, instead of narrow streets, and
clear air, instead of smoke. ‘And the people all
have something to do, and are doing it.”

“And you think we are doing nothing?” asked
Miss Caruthers laughing.

“Perhaps [ am mistaken. It seems to me so.”

“0 you are mistaken. We work hard. And
yet, since I went to school, I never had anything
that [ must do, in my life.”

“That can be only Lecause you did not know
what it was.”

“I had nothing that I must do.”

“But nobody is put in this world without some-
thing to do,” said Lois. “Do you think a good
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watchmaker would carefully make and finish a very
costly pin or wheel, and put it in the works of his
watch to do nothing ?”

Miss Caruthers stared now at the girl. Had this
soft, innocent looking maiden absolutely dared to
read a lesson to her?—*You are religious!"” she re-
marked drily.

Lois neither affirmed nor denied it. Her eye
roved over the gathering throng; the rustle of silks,
the shimmer of lustrous satin, the falls of lace, the
drapery of one or two magnificent camels’ hair
shawls, the carefully dressed heads, the carefully
gloved hands; for the ladies did not keep on their
bonnets then; and the soft murmur of voices, which
however did not remain soft. It waxed and grew,
rising and falling, until the room was filled with a
breaking sea of sound. Miss Caruthers had been
called off to attend to other guests, and then came
to conduct Lois herself to the dining room.

The party was large, the table was longpand it
was a mass of glitter and glisten with plate and
glass. A superb old fashioned épergne in the
middle, great dishes of flowers sending their per-
fumed breath through the room, and bearing their
delicate exotic witness to the luxury that reigned
in the house. And not they alone. Before each
guest’s plate a semicircular wreath of flowers stood,
seemingly upon the tablecloth; but Lois made the
discovery that the stems were safe in water in
crescent shaped glass dishes, like little troughs,
which the flowers completely covered up and hid.
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Her own special wreath was of heliotropes. Miss
Caruthers had placed her next herself.

There were no gentlemen present, nor expected,
Lois observed. It was simply a company of ladies,
met apparently for the purpose of eating; for that
business went on for some time, with a degree of
satisfaction and a supply of means to afford satis-
faction, which Lois had never seen equalled. From
one delicate and delicious thing to another she was
required to go, until she came to a stop; but that
was the case, she observed, with no one else of the
party.

“You do not drink wine?” asked Miss Caruthers
civilly.

“No, thank you.”

“Have you scruples?” said the young lady with
8 half smile.

Lois assented.

“Why ? what's the harm ?”

“We all have scr nples at Shampuashuh.”

“ About drinking wine?”

“Or cider, or beer, or anything of the sort.”

“Do tell me why.”

“It does so much mischief.” :

“ Among low people,” said Miss Caruthers open-
ing her eyes; * bit not among respectable people.”

“WWe are willing to hinder mischief anywhere,”
said Lois with a smile of some fun.

“But what good does your not drinking it do?
That will not hinder them.”

“It does hinder them, though,” said Lois; “for
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we will not have liquor shops. And so, we have
no crime in the town. We could leave our doors
unlocked, with perfect safety, if it were not for the
people that come wandering through from the next
towns, where liquor is sold. e have no crime,
and no poverty; or next to none.”

“Bless me! what an agreeable state of things.
But that need not hinder your taking a glass of
champagne here? Lverybody here has no scruple,
and there are liquor shops at every corner; there
is no use in setting an example. )

But Lois declined the wine.

“ A cup of coffee then?”

Lois accepted the coffee.

“1 think you know my brother ?” observed Miss
Caruthers then, making her observations as she
spoke.

“Mr. Caruthers? yes; I believe he is your brother.”

“] have heard him speak of you. He has seen
you at Mrs. Wishart's, I think.”

“ At Mrs. Wishart’s—yes.”

Lois spoke naturally, yet Miss Caruthers fancied
she could discern a certain check to the flow of her
words.

“You could not be in a better place for seeing
what New York is like, for everybody goes to Mrs.
Wishart's; that is, everybody who is anybody.”

This did not seem to Lois to require any answer.
Her eye went over the long tableful; went from
face to face. Everybody was talking, nearly every-
body was smiling. Why not? If enjoyment would *

"
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make them smile, where could more means of en-
joyment be heaped up, than at this feast? Yet,
Lois could not help thinking that the tokens of real
pleasure-taking were not unequivocal. She was
having a very good time; full of amusement; to
the others it was an old story. Of what use, then?

Miss Caruthers had been engaged in a lively
battle of words with some of her young compan-
ions; and now her attention came back to Lois,
whose meditative, amused expression struck her.

“I am sure,” she said, * you are philosophizing!
Let e have the results of your observations, do!
What do your eyes see, that mine perhaps do
not?”

“[ cannot tell,” said Lois. “Yours ought to know
it all.”

“But you know, we do not see what we have
always seen.’

“Then I have an advantage,” said Lois pleas-
antly. My eyes see something very pretty.”

“But you were criticizing something.—O you
unlucky boy!”

This exclamation and the change of tone with it,
seemed to be called forth by the entrance of a new
comer, even Tom Caruthers himself. Tom was not
in company trim exactly, but with his gloves i
his hand and his overcoat evidently just pulled off.
He was surveying the company with a contented
expression; then came forward and began a series
of greetings round the table; not hurrying them,
but pausing here and there for a little talk.
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“Tom!"” cried his mother, *is that you?”

“To command. Yes, Mrs. Badger, I am just off
the cars. I did not know what I should find here.”

“ How did you get back so soon, Tom?”

“ Had nothing to keep me longer, ma’am. Miss
Farrel, I have the honour to remind you of a philli-
peena.”

There wasashout of laughter. Itbewildered Lois,
who could not understand what they were laughing
about, and could as little keep her attention from
following Tom’s progress round the table. Miss
Caruthers observed this, and was annoyed.

“ Careless boy!” she said. - “I don't believe he
has done the half of what he had to do.—Tom,
what brought you home ? ”

Tom was by this time approaching them.

“Is the question to be understood in a physical
or moral sense ? ” said he.

“ As you understand it!" said his sister. _

Tom disregarded the question, and paid his re-
spects to Miss Lothrop. Julia's jealous eyes saw
more than the ordinary gay civility in his face and
manner.

“Tom,” she cried, “have you done everything?
I don’t believe you have.”

“ Have, though,” said Tom. And he offered to
Lois a basket of bon-bons.

“Did you see the carpenter?”

“Saw him and gave him his orders.”

“ Were the dogs well?”

“I wish you had seen them bid me good morning!”
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“Did you look at the mare's foot ? ”

“Yes.”

“What is the matter with it?”

“Nothing—a nail—Miss Lothrop, you have no
wine.”

“Nothing ! and a nail!” cried Miss Julia as Lois
covered her glass with her hand and forbade the
wine. “As if a nail were not enough to ruin a
horse! O you careless boy! Miss Lothrop is more
of a philosopher than you are. She drinks no
wine.” '

Tom passed on, speaking to other ladies. Lois
bad scarcely spoken at all; but Miss Caruthers
thought she could discern a little stir in the soft
colour of the cheeks and a little additional life in the
grave soft eyes; and she wished Tom heartily at a
distance.

At a distance however he was no more that day.
He made himself gracefully busy indeed with the
rest of his mother’s guests; but after they quitted
the table he contrived to be at Lois's side, and asked
if she would not like to see the greenhouse? It
was a welcome proposition, and while nobody at
the moment paid any attention to the two young
people, they passed out by a glass door at the other
end of the dining room into the conservatory, while
the stream of guests went the other way. Then
Lois was plunged in a wilderness of green leafage
and brilliant bloom, warm atmosphere and mixed
perfume; her first breath was an involuntary ex-
clamation of delight and relief.
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“Ah! you like this better than the other room,
don’t you?” said Tom.

Lois did not answer; however, she went with
such an absorbed expression from one plant to
another, that Tom must needs conclude she liked
this better than the other company too.

“I never saw such a beautiful greenhouse,” she
said at last, “nor so large a one.”

“ T'lis is not much,” replied Tom. ¢ Most of our
plants are in the country—where I have come from
to-day;- this is just a city affair. Shampuashuh
don't cultivate exotics, then ?”

“Ono! Noranything much, except the needful.”

“That sounds rather—tiresome,” said Tom.

“0 it is not tiresome. One does not get tired of
the needful, you know.”

“Don't you? Ido,” said Tom. *Awfully. But
what do you do for pleasure then, up there in
Shampuashuh ?”

“Pleasure? O we haveit—I haveit— But wedo
not spend much time in the search of it.—O how
beautiful! what is that?”

“It's got some long name—>Metrosideros, I believe.
What do you do for pleasure up there then, Miss
Lothrop?”

“Dig clams.”

“Clams!"” cried Tom.

“Yes. Long clams. It's great fun. But I find
pleasure all over.”

*How come you to be such a philosopher?”

“That is not philosophy.”
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“What is it? I can tell you, there isn’t a girl in
‘New York that would say what you have just
said.”

Lois thought the faces around the lunch table
had quite harmonized with this statement. She
forgot them again in & most luxuriant trailing
Pelargonium covered with large white blossoms of
great elegance.

“But it is philosophy that makes you not drink
wine? Or don’t you like it?”

“0 no,” said Lois, “it is not philosoph¥; it 18
bumanity.”

“How? I think it is humanity to share in
people’s social pleasures.”

“If they were harmless.”

“This is harmless!”

Lois shook her head. *To you, maybe.”

“And to you. Then why shouldn’t we take it?"

“For the sake of others, to whom it is not
barmless.”

“They must look out for themselves.”

“Yes, and we must help them.”

“We can't help them. Ifa man hasn't strength
enough to stand, you cannot hold him up.”

“0 yes,” said Lois gently, * you can and you must.

. That is not much to do! When on one side it is
life, and on the other side it is only a minute’s taste
of something sweet, it is very little, I think, to give
up one for the other.”

“That is because you are so good,” said Tom.
“I am not 8o good.”
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At this instant a voice was heard within, and
sounds of the servants removing the lunch dishes.

“] never heard anybody in my life talk as you
do,” Tom went on.

Lois thought she had talked enough, and would
say no more. Tom saw she would not, and gave
her glance after glance of admiration, which began
to grow into veneration. What a pure creature
was this! what a gentle simplicity, and yet what a
quiet dignity! what absolutely natural sweetness,
with no airs whatever! and what a fresh beauty.

“I think it must be easier to be good where you
live,” Tom added presently, and sincerely.

“Why? " said Lois.

“] assure you it aint easy for a fellow here.”

“What do you mean by ‘good,” Mr. Caruthers ?
not drinking wine?” said Lois somewhat amused.

“I mean, to be like you,” said he softly. “You
are better than all the rest of us here.”

“I hope not. Mr. Caruthers, we must go back
to Mrs. Wishart, or certainly ske will not think mo
good.”

So they went back, through the empty lunch
room.

“] thought you would be here to-day,” said Tom.
“T was not going to miss the pleasure; so I took a
frightfully early train, and despatched business
faster than it had ever been despatched before, at
our house. I surprised the people, almost as much
as I surprised my mother and Julia. You ought
always to wear a white camellia in your hair!”
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Lois smiled to herself. If he knew, what things
she bad to do at her own home, and how such an
sdornment would be in place! Was it easier to
be good there? she queried. It was easier to be
pleased here. The guests were mostly gone.

“Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Wishart on the drive
home, * how have you enjoyed yourself?”

-+ Lois looked grave. “I am afraid it turns my
head,” she answered.

“That shews your head is not turned. It must
carry a good deal of ballast too, somewhere.”

“It does,” said Lois. “ And I don't like to have
my head turned.”

“Tom,” said Miss Julia, a8 Mrs. Wishart's car-
riage drove off and Tom came back to the drawing -
room, “you mustn't turn that little girl's head.”

“[ can't,” said Tom.

“You are trying.”

“] am doing nothing of the sort!”

“Then what are you doing? You are paying her
a great deal of attention. She is not accustomed to
our ways; she will not understand it. I do not
think it is fair to her.”

“I don’t mean anything that is not fair to her.
She is worth attention ten times as much as all the
rest of the girls that were here to-day.”

“ But Tom, she would not take it as coolly. Shé
knows only country ways. She might think at-
tentions mean more than they do.”

“I don’t care,” said Tom.

“My dear boy,” said his mother now, *“it will
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not do, not to care. It would not be honoursble
to raise hopes you do not mean to fulfil; and to
take such a girl for your wife, would bLe simply
ruinous.”

“Where will you find such another girl?” cried
Tom, flaring up.

“But she has nothing, and she is nobody.”

“She is her own sweet self,” said Tom.

“But not an advantageous wife for you, my dear.
Society does not know her, and she does not know
society. Your career would be a much more hum-
ble one with her by your side. And money you
want, too. You need it, to get on properly; as I
wish to see you get on, and as you wish it your-
gelf. My dear boy, do not throw your chances
away!”

“It's my belief, that is just what you are trying
to make me do!"” said the young man; and he went
off in something of a huff.

“Mamma, we must do something. And soon,”
remarked Miss Julia. *Men are such fools! He
rushed through with everything and came home
to-day just to see that girl. A pretty face abso-

- lutely bewitches them.” N. B. Miss Julia herself
‘did not possess that bewitching power.

“I will go to Florida,” said Mrs. Caruthers

sighing. '



CHAPTER IV.
ANOTHER LUNCHEON PARTY.

JOURNEY can be decided upon in a minute,
but not so soon entered upon. Mrs. Caruthers
needed ‘a week to make ready; and during that
week her son and heir found opportunity to make
several visits at Mrs. Wishart's. A certain marriage
- connection between the families gave him somewhat
the familiar right of a cousin; he could go when
be pleased; and Mrs. Wishart liked him, and used
no means to keep him away. Tom Caruthers was
a model of manly beauty; gentle and agreeable in
his manners; and of an evidently affectionate and
kindly disposition. Why should not the young
people like each other? she thought; and things
were in fair train. Upon this came the departuve
for Florida. Tom spoke his regrets unreservedly
out; he could not help himself, his mother’s health
required her to go to the South for the month of
March, and she must necessarily have his escort.
Lois said little. Mrs. Wishart feared, or hoped, she
felt the more. A little absence is no harm, the

lady thought; may be no harm. But now Loie
' 4n
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began to speak of returning to Shampuashuh; and
that indeed might make the separation too long
for profit. She thought too that Lois was a little
more thoughtful and a triflc more quiet than she
had been before this journey was talked of.

One day, it was a cold, blustering day in Maxch,
Mrs. Wishart and her guest had gone down .into
the lower part of the city to do some particular
shopping; Mrs. Wishart having promised Lois that
they would take lunch and rest at a particular
fashionable restaurant. Such an expedition had a
great charm for the little country girl; to whom
everything was new, and to whose healthy mental
senses the ways and manners of the business world,
with all the accessories thereof, were as interesting
as the gayer regions and the lighter life of fashion.
Mrs. Wishart had occasion to go to a banker's in
Wall Street; she had business at the Post Office;
she had something to do which took her to several
furrier's shops; she visited a particular magazine of
varieties in Maiden Lane, where things, she told
Lois, were about half the price they bore up town.
She spent near an hour at the Tract House in Nassau
Street. There was no question of taking the car-
riage into these regions; an omnibus had brought
them to Wall Street, and from there they went
about on their own feet, walking and standing
alternately, till both ladies were well tired. Mrs.
Wishart breathed out a sigh of relief as she took
her seat in the omnibus which was to carry them
up town again.
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“Tired out, Lois, are you? I am.”

“] am not. [ have been too much amused.”

“It's delightful to take you anywhere! You
reverse the old fairytale catastrophe, and a little
l:andful of ashes turns to fruit for you, or to gold.
Well, I will make some silver turn to fruit presently.
| want my lunch, and I know you do. I should
like to have you with me always, Lois. I get some
of the good of your falry fruit and gold when you
are along with me. Tell me, child; do you do that
sort of thing at home?”

“ What sort ? " said Lois laughing.

“Turning nothings into gold ?”

“] don't know,” said Lois. “I believe I do pick
up a good deal of that sort of gold as I go along.
Bat at home our life has a great deal of sameness

- about it, you know. Here everything is wonderful.”

“Wonderful ! repeated Mrs. Wishart. “To you
it is wonderful. And to me it is the dullest old
story, the whole of it. I feel as dusty now, men-
tally, as I am outwardly. But we'll have somc
luncheon, Lois, and that will be refreshing, I hope.”

Hopes were to be much disappointed. Getting
out of the omnibus near the locality of the desired
restaurant, the whole street was found in confusion.
There had been a fire, it seemed, that morning, in
a house adjoining or very necar, and loungers and
firemen and an engine and hose took up all the
way. No restaurant to be reached there that morn-
ing. Greatly dismayed, Mrs. Wishart put herself
and Lois in one of the street cars to go on up town.
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“J am famishing!” she declared. *“And now I
do not know where to go. Everybody has had
lunch at home by this time, or there are half a
dozen houses I could go to.”

“Are there no other restaurants but that
one?”

“Plenty; but I could not eat in comfort unless
I know things are clean. I know that place, and
the others I don’t know. Ha, Mr. Dillwyn!"—

This exclamation was called forth by the sight
of a gentleman who just at that moment was en-
tering the car. Apparently he was an old acquaint-
ance, for the recognition was eager on both sides.
The new comer took a seat on the other side of
Mrs. Wishart.

“Where do you come from,” said he, *that I
find you here?”

“From the depths of business—Wall Street—
and all over; and now the depths of despair,
that we cannot get lunch. I am going home
starving.”

“What does that mean?”

“Just a contre-temps. 1 promised my young
friend here I would give her a good lunch at the
best restaurant I knew; and to-day of all days, and
Jjust as we come tired out to get some refreshment,
there's a fire and firemen and all the street in a
hubbub. Nothing for it but to go home fast-
ing."

“No,” said he, “there is a better thing. You
will do me the honour and give me the pleasure of
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lunching with me. I am living at the ‘ Imperial,
—and here we are!”

He signalled the car to stop, even as he spoke,
and rose to belp the ladies out. Mrs. Wishart had
no time to think about it, and on the sudden im-
pulse yielded. They left the car, and a few steps
brought them to the immense beautiful building
called the Imperial Hotel. Mr. Dillwyn took them
in as one at home, conducted them to the great
dining room; proposed to them to go first to a
dressing room, but this Mrs. Wishart declined. So
they took places at a small table, near enough to
one of the great clear windows for Lois to look
down into the Avenue and see all that was going
on there. But first the place where she was oc-
cupied her. With a kind of wondering delight her
eye went down the lines of the immense room,
reviewed its loftiness, its adornments, its light and
airiness and beauty; its perfection of luxurious fur-
nishing and outfitting. Few people were in it just
at this hour, and the few were too far off to trouble
at all the sense of privacy. Lois was tired, she was
hungry; this sudden escape from din and motion
and dust, to refreshment and stillness and a soft
atmosphere, was like the changes in an Ara-
bian Nights enchantment. And the place was
splendid enough and dainty enough to fit into
one of those stories too. Lois sat back in her
chair, quietly but intensely enjoying. It never-
occurred to her that she herself might be a worthy
object of contemplation.
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Yet a fairer might have been sought for, all New
York through. She was not vulgarly gazing; she
had not the aspect of one strange to the place;
quiet, grave, withdrawn into herself, she wore an
air of most sweet reserve and unconscious dignity.
Features more beautiful might be found no doubt,
and in numbers; it was not the mere lines, nor the
mere colours of her face, which made it so remark-
able, but rather the mental character. The beau-
tiful poise of a spirit at rest within itself; the
simplicity of unconsciousness; the freshness of a
mind to which nothing has grown stale or old, and
which sees nothing in its conventional shell; along
with the sweetness that comes of habitual dwelling
in sweectness. Both her companions occasionally
looked at her; Lois did not know it; she did not
think herself of sufficient importance to be looked at.

And then came the luncheon. Such a luncheon!
and served with a delicacy which became it. Choc-
olate which was a rich froth; rolls which were puff
balls of perfection; salad, and fruit. Anything yet
more substautial Mrs. Wishart declined. Also she
declined wine.

«] should not dare, before Lois,” she said.

Therewith came their entertainer’s eyes round to
Lois again.

“Is she allowed to keep your conscience, Mrs.
Wishart ?” ‘

“Poor child! I don't charge her with that.
But you know, Mr. Dillwyn, in presence of angels
one would walk a little carefully !”
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“That almost sounds as if the angels would be
uncomfortable companions,” said Lois.

“Not quite sans géne”—the gentleman added.
[hen Lois's eyes met his full.

“] do not know what that is,” she said.

*Only a couple of French words.”

“I do not know French,” said Lois simply.

He had not seen before what beautiful eyes they
were; soft and grave, and true with the clearness
of the blue ether. He thought he would like
another such look into their transparent depths.
So he asked,

“ But what is it about the wine?”

“(O we are water-drinkers up about my home,”
Lois answered, looking however at her chocolate
cup from which she was refreshing herself.

“That is what the English call us as a nation, I
am sure most inappropriately. Some of us know
good wine when we see it; and most of the rest
have an intimate acquaintance with wine or some-
thing else that is not good. Perhaps Miss Lothrop
has formed her opinion, and practice, upon knowl-
edge of this latter kind ?”

Lois did not say; she thought her opinions, or
practice, could have very little interest for this fine
gentleman.

“Lois is unfashionable enough to form her own
opinions,” Mrs. Wishart remarked.

“ But not inconsistent enough to build them on
nothing, I hope ?”

“I could tell you what they are built on,” said
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Lois, brought out by this challenge; “but I do not
know that you would see from that how well founded
they are.”

“] should be very grateful for such an in-
dulgence.”

. *“In this particular case we are speaking of, they
are built on two foundation stones—Dboth out of the
same quarry,” said Lois, her colour rising a little,
while she smiled too. “One is this—* Whatsoever
ye would that men should do to you, do ye even
so to them.” And the other—‘I will neither
eat meat, nor drink wine, nor anything, by which

. my brother stumbleth, or is offended, or made
weak.””

Lois did not look up as she spoke, and Mrs.
Wishart smiled with amusement. Their host's
face expressed an undoubted astonishment. He
regarded the gentle and yet bold speaker with
steady attention for a minute or two, noting the
modesty, and the gentleness, and the fearlessness
with which she spoke. Noting her great beauty
too.

“Precious stones!” said he lightly when she had
done speaking. *“I do not know whether they are
broad enough for such a superstructure as you
would build on them.” And then he turned to
Mrs. Wishart again, and they left the sulject and
plunged into a variety of other subjects where Lois
scarce could follow them.

What did they not talk of! Mr. Dillwyn, it
appeared, had lately returned from abroad, where
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Mre. Wishart had also formerly lived for some time;
and now they went over a multitude of things and
people familiar to both of them, but of which Loig
did not even know the names. She listened how-
ever, cagerly; and gleaned, as an eager listener
generally may, a good deal. Places, until now
unheard-of, took a certain form and aspect in Lois's
imagination ; people were discerned, also in imagi-
nation, as being of different types and wonderfully
different habits and manners of life from any Lois
knew at home or had even seen in New York. She
beard pictures talked of, and wondered what sort
of a world that art world might be, in which Mr.
Dillwyn was so much at home. Lois had never
seen any pictures in her life which were much
to her. And the talk about countries sounded
strange. She knew where Germany was on the
map, and could give its boundaries no doubt accu-
rately; but ull this gossip about the Rhineland and
its vineyards and the vintages there and in France,
sounded fascinatingly novel. And she knew where
Italy was on the map; but Italy’s skies, and soft air,
and mementos of past times of history and art,
were unknown; and she listened with ever quick
ening attention. The result of the whole at last
was a mortifying sense that she knew nothing.
These people, her friend and this other, lived in a
world of mental impressions and mentally stored-up
knowledge, which seemed to make their life un-
. endingly broader and richer than her own. Espe-
cially the gentleman. Lois observed that it was
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constantly he who had something new to tell Mrs.
Wishart, and that in all the ground they went over,
Jhe was more at home than she.. Indeed Lois got
the impression that Mr. Dillwyn knew the world
and éverything in it better than anybody she had
ever seen. Mr. Caruthers was extremely ax fait in
many things; Lois had the thought, not the word;
but Mr. Dillwyn was an older man and had seen
much more. Ie was terrifically wise in it all, she
thought; and by degrees she got a kind of awe of
him. A little of Mrs. Wishart too. How much her
friend knew, how at home she was in this big world!
what a plain little piece of ignorance was she her-
self beside her.  Well, thought Lois—every-one to
his ‘place! My place is Shampuashuh. I suppose
I am fitted for that.

“Miss Lothrop,” said their entertainer here, * will
you allow me to give you some grapes?”

“Grapes in March!” said Lois smiling, as a beau-
tiful white bunch was laid before her. * People
who live in New York can have everything, it
seems, that they want.”

“Provided they can pay for it,"—Mrs. Wishart
put in.

“ How is it in your part of the world ?"” said Mu.
Dillwyn. *“You cannot have what you want?”

“ Depends upon what order you keep your wishes
in,” said Lois. “You can have strawberries in
June—and grapes in September.”

“What order do you keep your wishes in?” was
the next question.



ANOTHER LUNCHEON PARTY. 51

“] think it best to have as few as possible.”

“But that would reduce life to a mere framework
of life,—if one had no wishes!”

“One can find something else to fill it up,” said
Lois.

“Pray what would yon substitute? For with
wishes I con'nec*e accomplishment of wishes.”

“Are they alwlys connected ?”

“Not always; but generally, the one are the
means to the other.”

“I believe I do not find it so0.”

“Then, pardon me, what would you substitute,
Miss Lothrop, to fill up your life, and not have it a
bare existence?”

“There is always work—" said Lois shyly; “and
there are the pleasures that come without being
wished for. I mean, without being particularly
sought and expected.”

% Does much come that way?” asked their en-
tertainer with an incredulous smile of mockery.

“0O a great deal!” cried Lois; and then she
checked herself.

“This is a very interesting investigation, Mrs.
Wishart,” said the gentleman. “Do you think I
may presume upon Miss Lothrop's good nature,
and carry it further?”

“Miss Lothrop’s good nature is a commodity I
never knew yet to fuil.”

“Then I will go on, for T am curious to know,
with an honest desire to enlarge my circle of
knowledge. Will you tell me, Miss Lothrop, what
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are the pleasures in your mind when you speak of
their coming unsought ?”

Lois tried to draw back.

“] do not believe you would understand them,’
she said a little shyly.

“I trust you do my understanding less than
justice!” &

“No,” said Lois blushing, * fﬁ'yom' enjoyments
are in another line.”

“ Please indulge me, and tell me the line of
yours.”

He is langhing at me—thought Lois. And her
next thought was, What matter! So after an in-
stant's hesitation she answered simply.

“To anybody who has travelled over the world,
Shampuashuh is a small place; and to anybody
who knows all you have been talking about, what
we know at Shampuashuh would seem very little.
But every morning it is a pleasure to me to wake
and see the sun rise; and the fields, and the river,
and the Sound, are a constant delight to me at all
times of day, and in all sorts of weather. A walk
or a ride is always a great pleasure, and different
every time. Then I take coustant pleasure in my
work.”

“ Mrs. Wishart,” said the gentleman, “this 1s a
revelation to me. Would it be indiscreet, if I were
to ask Miss Lothrop what she can possibly mean
under the use of the term ‘work’?”

- I think Mrs. Wishart considered that it would be
rather indiscreet, and wished Lois would be a little
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reticent about her home affairs. Lois however had
no such feeling.

“1 mean work,” she said. “I can have no ob-
jection that anybody should know what our life is
at home. We have a little farm, very small; it
just keeps a few cows and sheep. In the housq
we are three sisters; and we have an old grand.
mother to take care of, and to keep the house,
and manage the farm.”

“ But surely you cannot do that last?” said the
gentleman.

“We do not manage the cows and sheep,” said
Lois smiling; * men’s hands do that; but we make
the butter, and we spin the wool, and: we cultivate
our garden. That we do ourselves entirely; and
we bave a good garden too. And that is one of
the things,” added Lois smiling, *in which I take
unending pleasure.”

“\Vhat can you do in a garden?”

“ All there is to do, except ploughing. We get
a neighbour to do that."

“And the digging.”

“I can dig,” said Lois la.ughmg

“But do not?”

“Certainly I do.”

“ And sow seeds, and dress beds?"”

“Certainly. And enjoy every moment of it. 1
do it early, before the sun gets hot. And then,
there is all the rest; gathering the fruit, and pull-
ing the vegetables, and the care of them when we
have got them; and I take great pleasure in it
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all. The summer mornings and spring mornings
in the garden are delightful, and all the work of a
garden is delightful, I think.”

“You will except the digging?”

“You are laughing at me,” said Lois quietly.
“No, I do not except the digging.. I like it par-
ticularly. Hoeing and raking I do not like half so
well.”

“I am not laughing,” said Mr. Dillwyn, “or
certainly not at you. If at anybody, it is myself.
I am filled with admiration.”

“There is no room for that either,” said Lois.
« e just have it to do, and we do it; that is all.”

“Miss Lothrop, I never have kad to do anything
in my life, since I left college.”

Lois thought privately her own thoughts, but did
not give them expression; she had talked a great
deal more than she meant to do. Perhaps Mra.
Wishart too thought there had been enough of it,
for she began to make preparations for departure.

“Mrs. Wishart,” said Mr. Dillwyn, “I have to
thank you for the greatest pleasure I have enjoyed
since I landed.”

“Unsought and unwished-for, too, according to
Miss Lothrop's theory. Certainly we have to thank
you, Philip, for we were in a distressed condition
when you found us. Come and see me. And,”
she added soffo voce as he was leading her out
and Lois had stepped on before them, “I consider
that all the information that has been given you
is strictly in confidence.”
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“Quite delicious confidence!”

“Yes, but not for all ears,” added Mrs. Wishart
somewhat anxiously.

“I am glad you think me worthy. I will not
abuse the trust.”

“I did not say I thought you worthy,” said the
lady laughing; “ 1 was not consulted. Young eyes
see the world in the fresh colours of morning, and
think daisies grow everywhere.”

They had reached the street. Mr. Dillwyn ac-
companied the ladies a part of their way and thea
took leave of them.



CHAPTER V.
IN COUNCIL. .

JAUNTERING back to his hotel, Mr. Dillwyn's
thoughts were a good deal engaged with the
impressions of the last hour. It was odd, too; he
had seen all varieties and descriptions of feminine
fascination, or he thought he had; some of them
in very high places and with all the adventitious
charms which wealth and place and breeding can
add to those of nature’s giving. Yet here was
something new. A novelty as fresh as one of the
daisies Mrs. Wishart had spoken of. He had seen
daisies too before, he thought; and was not particu-
larly fond of that style. No; this was something
other than a daisy.

Sauntering along and not heeding his surround-
ings, he was suddenly hailed by a joyful voice, and
an arm was thrust within his own.

“Philip! where did you come from? and when
did you come?”

“ Only the other day—from Egypt—was coming
to see you, but have been bothered with Cuastom-

house business. - How do you all do, Tom?
(56)
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“What are you bringing over? curiosities? or
precious things?”

“Might be both. How do you do, old boy?"

“Very much put out, just at present, by a notion
of my mother’s, she will go to Florida to escape
March winds.”

“Florida! Well, Florida is a good place, when
March is stalking abroad like this. \What are you
put out for? I don’t comprehend.”

“Yes, but you see, the month will be half over
before she gets ready to be off; and what's the use?
April will be here directly; she might just as well
wait here for April.”

*You canunot pick oranges off the trees here in
April. You forget that.”

“Don’t want to pick 'em anywhere. But como
along, and see them at home. They’ll be awfully
glad to see you.”

It was not far, and talking of nothings the two
strolled that way. There was much rejoicing over
Philip’s return, and much curiosity expressed as to
where he had been and what he had been doing for
a long time past. [Finally Mrs. Caruthers proposed
that he should go on to Florida with them.

“Yes, do!” cried Tom. “You go, and I'll stay.”

“ My dear Tom!” said his mother, “I could not
possibly do without you.”

“Take Julia. T'll look after the house, and Dil-
lwyn will look after your baggage.”

“ And who will look after you, you silly boy?’
said his sister. “You're the worst charge of all.”
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#i 4 What is the matter?” Philip asked now.

“Women's notions,” said Tom. *Women are al-
ways full of notions! They can spy game at awk's
distance; only they make a mistuke sometimes,
which the hawk don’t, I reckon; and think they
see something when there is nothmg

“1We know what we see this time,” said his sister.
“ Philip, he's dreadfully caught.”

“Not the first time?” said Dillwyn humorously.
“No danger, is there?”

“There is real danger,” said Miss Julia. “He is
caught with an impossible country girl.”

“Caught by her? TFie, Tom! aren’t you wiser ?”

“That's not fuir!” cried Tom hotly. ¢ She catches
nobody, nor tries it, in the way you mean. Iam
not caught, either; that's more; but you shouldn’t
speak in that way.”

“Who is the lady? Itis very plain Tom isn’t
caught. But where is she?”

“She is a little country girl, come to see the
world for the first time. Of course, she makes great
eyes; and the eyes are pretty; and Tom couldn’t
stand it.” Miss Julia spoke laughing, yet serious.

“T should not think a little country girl would
be dangerous to Tom.”

“No, would you? It's vexatious, to have one's
confidence in one's brother so shaken.”

“What's the matter with her?” broke out Tom
here. “I am not caught, as you call it, neither by
her nor with her; but if you want to discuss her, 1
say, what's the matter with her?”
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“Nothing, Tom!” said his mother soothingly;
“there is nothing whatever the matter with her;
and I have no doubt she is a nice girl. But she
has no education.”

“Hang education!” said Tom. ¢Anybody can
pick that up. She can talk, I can tell you, better
than anybody of all those you had round your table
the other day. She’s an uncommon good talker.”

“You are, you mean,” said lis sister; *“and she
listens and makes big eves. Of course, nothing
can be more delightful. But Tom, she knows noth-
ing at all; not so much as how to dress herself.”

“Wasn't she well enough dressed the other
day?”

“ Somebody arranged that for her.”

“Well, somebody counld do it again. You girls
think so much of dressing. 1t isn't the first thing
about a woman after all.”

“You men think enough about it, though. What
would tempt you to go out with me if I wasn’t
assez bien mise? Or what would take any man .
down Broadway with his wife if she hadn't a
hoop on?”

“Doesn't the lady in question wear a hoop?”
inquired Philip.

“No, she don't.”

“Singular want of taste!”

“Well, you don't like them; but after all, it's the
fashion, and one can't help oneself. And as I said,
you may not like them, but you wouldn’t walk
with me if I hadn’t one.”
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“ Then, to sum up—the deficiencies of this ludy,
as I understand, are,—education, and a hoop? Is
that all?”

“ By no means!” cried Mrs. Caruthers. ¢ She is
nobody, Philip. She comes from a family in the
country—very respectable people, I have no doubt,
but,—well, she is nobody. No connections, no
habit of the world. And no money. They are
quite poor people.”

“That 4s serious,” said Dillwyn. *“Tom is in
such straitened circumstances himself. I was
thinking, he might be able to provide the hoop;
but if she has no money, it is critical.”

“You may laugh!” said Miss Julia. *That is
all the comfort one gets from a man. But he does
not langh when it comes to be his own case and
matters have gone too far to be mended, and he is
feeling the consequences of his rashness.” .

“You speak as if I were in danger! But I do
not see how it should come to be ‘my own case,’
as I never even saw the lady. Who is she? and
where is she? and how comes she—so dangerous
—to be visiting you?”

All spoke now at once, and Philip heard a con-
fused medley of *“ Mrs. Wishart "—** Miss Lothrop”
—gtaying with her”"—*poor cousin "—*‘“kind to
her of course.”

Mr. Dillwyn’s countenance changed.

“Mrs. Wishart!” he echoed. * Mrs. Wishart is
irreproachable.”

“Certainly, but that does not put a penny in
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Miss Lothrop’s pocket, nor give her’ position, nor
knovledge of the world.”

“What do you mean by knowledge of the world ?”
Mr. Dilwyn inquired with slow words.

“Why! you know. Just the sort of thing that
makes the difference between the raw and the man-
ufactured article,” Miss Julia answered laughing.
She was comfortably conscious of being thoroughly
“manufactured” herself. No crude ignorances or
deficiencies there.—*The sort of thing that makes
a person at home and au fait everywhere, and in
all companies, and shuts out awkwardnesses and
inelegancies.

“ Does it shut them out?”

“Why of tourse! How can you ask? What
else will shut them out? All that makes the
difference between a woman of the world and
8 milkmaid.”

“This little girl, I understand then, is awkward
and inelegant?”

“She is nothing of the kind!” Tom burst out.
“Ridiculous!” But Dillwyn waited for Miss Ju-
lia’s answer.

“I cannot call her just awkward,” said Mrs.
Caruthers.

“N-o,” said Julia, “perhaps not. She has been
living with Mrs. Wishart, you know, and has got
accustomed to a certain set of things. She does
not strike you unpleasantly in society, seated at a
lunch table for instance; but of course all beyond
the lunch table is like London to a Laplander.”
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Tom flung himself out of the room.

- “And that is what you are going to Florida
for?” pursued Dillwyn.

“You have guessed it? Yes, indeed. Do you
know, there seems to be nothing else to do. Tom
is in actual danger. I know he goes very often to
Mrs. Wishart's; and you know Tom is impressible;
and before we know it he might do something he
would be sorry for. The only thing is to get him
away.”

“I think I will go to Mrs. Wishart's too,” said
Philip. “Do you think there would be danger.”

“I don’t know!” said Miss Julia arching her
brows. “I never can comprehend why the men
take such furies of fancies for this girl or for that.
To me they do not seem so different. I believe
this girl takes just because she is not like the
rest of what one sees every day.”

“That might be a recommendation. Did it never
strike you, Miss Julia, that there is a certain de-
gree of sameness in our world. Not in nature, for
there the variety is simply endless; but in our
ways of living. Here the effort seems to be to
fall in with one general pattern. Houses and
dresses; and entertainments, and even the routine
of conversation. Generally speaking, it is all one
thing.” :

“\Well,” said Miss Julia with spirit, * when any-
thing is once recognized as the right thing, of
course, everybody wants to conform to it.”

“] have not recognized it as the right thing.”
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“What?”

“This uniformity.”

“What would you have?”

“I think I would like to see, for a change, free-
dom and individuality. Why should a woman with
sharp features dress her hair in a manner that sets
off their sharpness, because lher neighbour with a
classic head can draw it severely about her in close
bands and coils and so only the better shew its no-
bility of contour? Why may not a beautiful head
of hair be dressed flowingly, because the fashion
favours the people who have no hair at all? Why
may not a plain dress set off a fine figure, because
the mode is to leave no uubroken line or sweep-
ing drapery anywhere? And I might go on end-
lessly.” '

“[ can’t tell, I am sure,” said Miss Julia; * but
if one lives in the world, it won't do to defy the
world. And that you know as well as I.”

“What would happen, I wonder?”

“The world would quietly drop you. Unless you
are a person of importance enough to set a new
fashicn.”

“Is there not some unworthy bondage about
that?”

“You can't help it, Philip Dillwyn, ¥ there is.
We have got to take it as it is; and make the best
of it.”

“And this new Fate of Tom’s—this new Fancy
rather,—as I understand, she is quite out of the
world?”
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“Quite. Lives in a village in New England
somewhere, and grows onions.”

“For market?” said Philip with a somewhat
startled face.

“No, no!” said Julia laughing—*how could you
think I meant that? No; I don't know anything
about the onions; but she has lived among farmers
and sailors all her life, and that is all she knows.
And it is perfectly ridiculous, but Tom is so smitten
with her that all we can do is to get him away.
Fancy, Tom!”

“ He has got to come back,” said Philip rising.
“You bad better get somebody to take the girl
away.”

“Perhaps you will do that?” said Miss Julia
laughing.

“I'll think of it,” said Dillwyn as he took leave.



CHAPTER VL
HAPPINESS. .

HILIP kept his promise. Thinking however,

he soon found, did not amount to much till

he had seen more; and he went a few days after to
Mrs. Wishart's house.

It was afternoon. The sun was streaming in
from the west, filling the sitting room with its
gplendour; and in the radiance of it Lois was sit-
ting with some work. She was as unadorned as
when Philip had seen her the other day in the street;
her gown was of some plain stuff, plainly made;
she was a very unfashionable looking person. But
the good figure that Mr. Dillwyn liked to see was
therc; the fair outlines, simple and graceful, light
and girlish; and the exquisite hair caught the light
and shewed its varying, warm, bright tints. It
was massed up somehow, without the least artifi-
ciality, in order, and yet lying loose and wavy;a
beautiful combination which only a few heads can
attain to.

There was nobody else in the room; and as Lois
(65)
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rose to meet the visiter, he was not flattered to see
that she did not recognize him. Then the next
minute a flash of light came into her face.

“| have had the pleasure,” said Dillwyn. “I was
afraid you were going to ignore the fact.”

“You gave us lunch the other day,” said Lois
smiling. “Yes, I remember. I shall always re-
member.” '

“You got home comfortably ?”

“0 yes, after we were so fortified. Mrs. Wishart
was quite exhausted, before lunch, I mean.”

“This is a pleasant situation,” said Philip, go-
ing a step nearer the window.

“Yes, very! I enjoy those rocks very much.”

“You have no rocks at home?”

“No rocks,” said Lois; * plenty of rock, or stone;
but it comes up out of the ground just enough to
make trouble, not to give pleasure. The country
is all level.”

“ And you enjoy the variety ?”

“0 not because it is variety. But I have been
nowhere and have seen nothing in my life.”

#So the world is a great unopened book to you?”
said Philip with a smile regarding her.

“It will always be that, I think,” Lois replied,
shaking her head.

“Why should it ? "

“I live at Shampuashuh.”

“What then? Here you are in New York.”

“Yes, wonderfully. Butlam going home again.”

% Not soon ?"
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“Very soon. It will be time to begin to make
garden in a few days.”

“Can the garden not be made without you?”

“Not very well; for nobody knows, except me,
just where things were planted last year.”

“And is that important?”

“Very important.” Lois smiled at his simpli-
city. *Because, many things must be changed.
They must not be planted where they were last
year.”

“Why not?”

“They would not do so well. They have all
to shift about, like Puss-in-the-corner; and it is
puzzling. The peas must go where the corn or
the potatoes went; and the corn must find another
place, and so on.”

“And you are the only one who keep a map of
the garden in your head?”

“Not in my head,” said Lois smiling. “I keep
it in my drawer.”

“Ah! That is being more systematic than I
gave you credit for.”

“But you cannot do anything with a garden if
you have not system.”

“Nor with anything else! But where did you
learn that?”

“ In the garden, I suppose,” said Lois simply.

She talked frankly and quietly. Mr. Dillwyn
could see by her manner, he thought, that she
would be glad if Mrs. Wishart would come in and
take him off her hands; but there was no awk-
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wardness or ungracefulness or unreadiness. In
fact, it was the grace of the girl that struck him,
not her want of it. Then she was so very lovely.
A quiet little figure, in her very plain dress; but the
features were exceedingly fair, the clear skin was
as pure as a pearl, the head with its crown of soft
bright hair might have belonged to one of the Graces.
More than all, was the very rare expression and
air of the face. That Philip could not read; he
could not decide what gave the girl her special
beauty. Something in the mind or soul of her, he
was sure; and he longed to get at it and find out
what it was.

She is not commonplace, he said to himself,
while he was talking something else to her;—but
it is more than being not commonplace. She is
very pure; but I have seen other pure faces. It
is not that she 1s a Madonna; this is no creature

¢, ... too bright and good
For human nature's daily food.”

But what “daily food” for human nature she
would be! She is a lofty creature; yet she is a
half timid country girl; and I suppose she does not
know much beyond her garden. Yes, probably
Mrs. Caruthers was right; she would not do for
Tom. Tom is not a quarter good enough for her!
She is a little country girl, and she does not know
much; and yet—happy will be the man to whom
she will give a free kiss of those wise, sweet lips!
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VWith these somewhat contradictory thoughts
rnning through his mind, Mr. Dillwyn set him-
wlf seriously to entertain Lois. As she had never
travelled, he told her of things he had seen—and
things he had known without seeing—in his own
many journeyings about the world. Presently Lois
dropped her work out of her hands, forgot it, and
turned upon Mr. Dillwyn a pair of eager, intelligent
eyes, which it was a pleasure to talk to. He be-
came absorbed in his turn, and equally; ministering
to the attention and curiosity and power of im-
agination he had aroused. What listeners her
eyes were! and how quick to receive and keen
to pass judgement was the intelligence behind
them. It surprised him; however its responses
were mainly given through the eyes. In vain he
tried to get a fair share of words from her too;
sought to draw her out. Lois was not afraid to
speak; and yet, for sheer modesty and simpleness,
that supposed her words incapable of giving pleas-
ure and would not speak them as a matter of con-
ventionality, she said very few. At last Philip
made a determined effort to draw her out.

“I have told you now about my home,” he
said. “\What is yours like?” And his manner
said, I am going to stop and you are goiug to
begin.

“There is nothing striking about it, I think,”
said Lois.

% Perhaps you think so, just because it is fa-
miliar to you.”
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“No, it is because there is really not much to
tell about it. There ave just level furm fields; and
the river, and the Sound.”

“The river?” .

“The Connecticut.”

“O that is where you are, is it? And are you
near the river?”

“Not very near. About as near the river on
onc side as we are to the Sound on the other;
either of them is a mile and more away.”

- “You wish they were nearer?”

“No,"” said Lois; “I don’t think I do; there is
always the pleasure of going to them.”

“Then you should wish them further. A mile
is a short drive.”

“0Q, we do not drive much. We walk to the
shore often, and sometimes to the river.”

“You like the large water so much the best?”

“I think I like it best,” said Lois laughing a
little; “Dbut we go for clams.”

“Can you get them yourself?”

“Certainly! It is great fun. While you go to
drive in the Park, we go to dig clams. And I
think we have the best of it too, for a stand-by."”

“ Do tell me about the clams.”

“Do you like them ?”

“I suppose I do. I do not know them. What
are they ? the usual little soup fish?”

“I don’t know about soup fish. O no! not
those; they are nmot the sort Mrs. Wishart has
sometimes. These are long; ours in the Sound, I
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mean; longish and blackish; and do not taste like
the clams you have here.”

“ Better, I hope?”

“A great dcal better. There is nothing much
pleasanter than a dish of long clams that you have
dug yourself. At least we think so.”

“Because you have got them yourself!”

“Noj; but I suppose that helps.”

“So you get them by digging?”

“Yes. Itistunny work. The clams are at the
edge of the water, where the rushes grow, in the
mud. We go for them when the tide is out. Then,
in the blue mud you see qnantities of small holes as
big as a lead pencil would make; those are the
clam holes.”

“And what then ?”

“Then we dig for them; dig with a hoe; and you
must dig very fast or the clam will get away from
you. Then, if you get pretty near him he spits at
you.”

“I suppose that is a harmless remonstrance.”

“It may come in your face.”

Mr. Dillwyn laughed a little, looking at this fair
creature who was talking to him, and finding ir
hard to imagine her among the rushes racing with
a long clam.

“It is wet ground I suppose, where you find tho
clams ?”

“0 yes. One must take off shoes and stockings
and go barefoot. But the mud is warm, and it is
pleasant enough.”
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“The clams must be good, to reward the trouble.”

“We think it is as pleasant to get them as to
eat them.”

“I Delieve you remarked, this sport is your sub-
stitute for our Central Park?” .

“Yes, it is a sort of a substitute.”

*“Aud, in the comparison, you think you are the
gainers?”

“You cannot compare the two tiings,” said Lois;
“only that both are ways of seeking pleasure.”

“So you say; and I wanted your comparative
estimate of the two ways.”

“Central Park is new to me, you know,” said
Lois; “and I am very fond of riding,—driving,
Mrs. Wishart says I ought to call it; the scene is
like fairyland to me. But I do not think it is
better fun, really, than going after clams.  Aund the
people do not seem to enjoy it a quarter as much.”

“The people whom you see driving ?”

“Yes. They do not look as if they were taking
much pleasure. Most of them.”

“Pray why should they go, if they do not find
pleasure in it ?” :

Lois looked at her questioner.

“ You can tell, better than I, Mr. Dillwyn. Tor
the same reasons, 1 suppose, that they do other
things.”

“ Pardon me,—what things do you mean?”

“I mean, all the things they do for pleasure, or
that are supposed to be for pleasure. Parties—lun-
cheon parties, and dinners, and—" Lois hesitated.
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“ Supposed to be for pleasure!” Philip echoed the
words. “ Excuse me—but what makes you think
they do not gain their end ?”

“People do not look really happy,” said Lois.
“They do not seem to me as if they really enjoyed
what they were doing.”

“You are a nice observer!”

“Am I?” :

“Pray, at—I forget the name—your home in the
country, are the people more happily constituted ?”

“Not that I know of. Not more happily con-
stituted ; but I think they live more natural lives.”

“]Instance!” said Philip, looking curious.

“ Well,” said Lois laughing and colouring, “I do
not think they do things unless they want to.
They do not ask people unless they want to see
them; and when they do make a party, everybody
has a good time. It is not brilliant, or splendid, ot
wonderful, like parties here; but yet I think it is
more really what it is meant to be.”

“ And here you think things are not what they
are meant to be ?” .

“ Perhaps I am mistaken,” said Lois modestly.
“[ have seen so little.”

“You are not mistaken in your general view.
It would be a mistake to think there are no
exceptions.”

“ 0 I do not think that.”

“But it is matter of astonishment to me, how you
have 8o soon acquired such keen discernment. Is
it that you do not enjoy these occasions yourself ? "
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“0 I enjoy them intensely,” said Lois smiling.
“Sometimes I think I am the only one of the com-
pany that does; but I enjoy them.”

“ By the power of what secret talisman?”

“I don’t know;—being happy, 1 suppose,” said
Lois shyly.

“You are speaking seriously; and therefore you
are touching the greatest question of human life.
Can you say of yourself that you are truly happy ?”

Lois met his eyes in a little wonderment at this
questioning, and answered a plain “yes.”

“But, to be kappy, with me, means, to be inde-
pendent of circumstances. I do not call him happy,
whose happiness is gone if the east wind blow, or
a party miscarry, or a bank break; even though
it were the bank in which his property is in-
volved.”

“Nor do I,” said Lois gravely.

“ And—pray forgive me for asking!—but, are
you happy in this exclusive sense ?”

“I have no property in a bank,” said Lois smil-
ing again; “I have not been tried that way; but
I suppose it may do as well to have no property
anywhere. Yes, Mr. Dillwyn.”

“But that is equal to having the philosopher's
stone!” cried Dillwyn.

“What is the philosopher's stone ?

“The wise men of old time made themselves very
busy in the search for some substance, or composi-
tion, which would turn other substances to gold.
Looking upon gold as the source and sum of all felic-
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ity, they spent endless pains and countless time upon
the search for this transmuting substance. They
thought, if they could get gold enough, they would
be happy. Sometimes some one of them fancied he
was just upon the point of making the immortal
discovery; but there he always broke down.”

“They were looking in the wrong place,” said
Lois thoughtfully.

“Is there a right place to look then?”

Lois smiled. It was a smile that struck Philip
very much, for its calm and confident sweetness;
yes, more than that; for its gladness. She was
not in haste to answer; apparently she felt some
difficulty.

“I do not think gold ever made anybody happy,”
she said at length.

“That is what moralists tell us. But after all,
Miss Lothrop, money is the means to everything
else in this world?”

“Not to -happiness, is it?"”

“ Well, what is, then? They say—and perhaps
you will say—that friendships and affections can
do more; but I assure you, where there are not the
means to stave off grinding toil or crushing poverty,
affections wither; or if they do not quite wither,
they bear no golden fruit of happiness. On the
contrary, they offer vulnerable spots to the stings
of pain.”

“Money can do a great deal—" said Lois.

“What can do more?”

- Lois lifted up her eyes and looked at her ques-
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tioner inquiringly. Did he know no better than
that?

“ With money, one can do everything," he went
on, though struck by her expression.

“Yes—" said Lois; “ and yet—all that never r sat-
isfied anybody.”

“Satisfied!” cried Philip. ¢Satisfied is'a very
large word. Who is satisfied ?”

Lois glanced up again, mutely.

“If I dared venture to say so—you look, Miss '
Lothrop, you absolutely look, as if you were; and
yet it is impossible.”

- “Why is it impossible ?”

“Because it is what all the generations of men
have been trying for, ever. since the world began;
and none of them ever found it.”

“Not if they looked for it in their money bags,”
said Lois. “It was never found there.”

“ Was it ever found anywhere?”

“Why yes!”

“Pray tell me where, that I may have it too!”

The girl's cheeks flushed ; and what was very odd

. to Philip, her eyes, he was sure, had grown moist;
but the lids fell over them, and he could not see as
well as he wished. What a lovely face it was, he
thought, in this its mood of stirred gravity.

Do you ever read the Bible, Mr. Dillwyn?”

The question occasioned him a kind of revulsion.
The Bible! was that to be brought upon his head ?
A confused notion of organ-song, the solemnity of
a still house, a white surplice, and words in meas-
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ured cadence, came over him. Nothing in that
connection had ever given him the idea of being

satisfied. But Lois’s question— .

“The Bible?” he repeated. “May I ask, why
you ask ?”

“I thought you did not know something that is
in it.”

“Very possibly. It is the business of clergymen,
isn't it, to tell us what is in it? That is what they

* are paid for. Of what are you thinking?”

“] was thinking of a person in it, mentioned in
it, I mean,—who said just what you said a minute
ago.”

“What was that? And who was that ?”

“It was a poor woman who once held a long talk
with the Lord Jesus as he was resting beside a
well. She had come to draw water, and Jesus asked
her for some; and then he told her that whoever
drank of that water would thirst again—as she
knew; but whoever should drink of the water that
he would give, should never thirst. I was telling
you of that water, Mr. Dillwyn. And the woman
answered just what you answered—*Give me this
water, that I thirst not, neither come hither to
draw.'”

“Did she get it?”

“I think she did.”

“You mean, something that satisfied her, and
would satisfy me?”

“It satisfies every one who drinks of it,” said
Lois. ‘
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“But you know, I do not in the least understand
you.”

The girl rose up and fetched a Bible which lay
upon a distant table. Philip looked at the book a~
she brought it near; no volume of Mrs. Wishart's,
he was sure. Lois had had her own Bible with her
in the drawing room. She must be one of the de-
vout kind. He was sorry. He believed they were
a narrow and prejudiced sort of people, given to
laying down the law and erecting barricades across
other people’s paths. He was sorry this fair girl
was one of them. But she was a lovely specimen.
Could she unlearn these ways, perhaps? But now,
what was she going to bring forth to him out of the
Bible? He watched the fingers that turned the
leaves; pretty fingers enough, and delicate, but not
very white. Gardening probably was not conducive.
to the blanching of a lady’s hand. It was a pity.
She found her place so soon that he had little time
to think his regrets.

“You allowed that nobody is satisfied, Mr. Dil-
lwyn,” said Lois then. ‘“See if you understand
this.”

“¢Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the
waters; and he that hath no money; come ye, buy
and eat; yea come, buy wine and milk without
money and without price. Wherefore do ye spend
money for that which is not bread ? and your labour
for that which satisfieth not? hearken diligently
nnto me, and eat ye that which is good, and let
your soul delight itself in fatness.’”
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Lois closed her book.

“Who says that?” Philip enquired.

“God himself, by his messenger.”

“ And to whom?”

“I think, just now, the words come to you, Mr.
Dillwyn.” Lois said this with a manner and look
of such simplicity, that Philip was not even re-
minded of the class of monitors he had in his mind
assigned her with. It was absolute simple matter
of fact; she meant business.

“May I look at it ?” he said.

She found the page again, and he considered it.
Then as he gave it back, remarked,

“This does not tell me yet what this satisfying
food is ?”

“ No, that you can know only by experience.”

“How is the experience to be obtained ?”

Again Lois found the words in her book and
shewrd them to him. ¢¢Whosoever drinketh of
, the water that I shall give him'—and again, above,

‘If thon knewest the gift of God, and who it is

that saith to thee, Give me to drink, thou wouldest

have asked of him, and he would have given thee
/ living water.” Christ gives it, and he must be
asked for it.”

| « And then—?" eaid Philip.
“Then, you would be satisfied.”
“You think it?”
“1 know it.”

“It takes a great deal to satisfy a man!”
“Not more than it does for a woman.”



80 ’ Nosobpy.

“ And you are satisfied ?” he asked searchingly.

But Lois smiled as she gave her answer; and
it was an odd and very inconsistent thing that
Philip should be disposed to quarrel with her for
that smile. I think he wished she were not satis-
fied. It was very absurd, but he did not reason
about it; he only felt annoyed.

“ Well, Miss Lothrop,” he said as he rose, “I
shall never forget this conversation. I am very
glad no one came in to interrupt it.”

Lois had no phrases of society ready, and re-
plied nothing.



CHAPTER VII.
THE WORTH OF THINGS.

R. DILLWYN walked away from Mrs. Wich-
art's in a discontented mood which was not
wsual with him. He felt almost annoyed with
something; yet did pot quite know what, and he
did not stop to analyse the feeling. He walked
away, wondering' at himself for being so discom-
posed, and pondering with sufficient distinctness
one or two questions which stood out from the
discomposure.

He was a man who had gone through all the
usual routine of education and experience common
to those who belong to the upper class of society
and can boast of a good name and family. He
had lived his college life; he had travelled; he
knew the principal cities of his own country, and
many in other lands, with sufficient familiarity.
Speaking generally, he had seen everything, and
knew everybody. He had ceased to be surprised
at anything, or to expect much from the world
beyond what his owrn efforts and talents could
procure bhim. Ilis connections and associations had

been always with good society and with the old
(81
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and established pdrtions of it; but he had come
into possession of his property not so very long
ago, and the pleasure of that was not yet worn off.
He was a man who thought himselt happy, and
certainly possessed a very high place in the esteem
of those who knew him; being educated, travelled,
clever, and of noble character, and withal rich. It
was the oddest thing for Philip to walk as he
walked now, musingly, with measured steps, and
eyes bent on the ground. There was a most
strange sense of uneasiness upon him.

The image of Lois busied him constantly. It
was such a lovely image. But he had seen hun-
dreds of handsomer women, he told himself. Had
he? Yes, he thought so. Yet not one, not one,
of them all, had made as much impression upon
him. It wasinconvenient; and why was it incon-
venient? Something about her Dbewitched him.
Yes, he had seen handsomer women; but more or
less they were all of a certain pattern; not alike in
feature, or name, or place, or style, yet neverthe-
less all belonging to the general sisterhood of what
is called the world. And this girl was different.
How different? She was uneducated, but that
could not give a charm; though Philip thereby
reflected that there was a certain charm in variety,
and this made variety. She was unaccustomed to
the great world and its ways; thers could be no
charm in that, for he liked the utmost elegance of
the best breeding. Here he fetched himself up
again. Lois was not in the least ill-bred. Noth.
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ing of the kind. She was utterly and truly refined,
in every look and word and movement shewing
that she was so. Yet she had no “manner,” as
" Mrs. Caruthers would have expressed it. No, she
had not. She had no trained and inevitable way
of speaking and looking; her way was her own,
and sprang naturally from the truth of her thought
or feeling at the moment. Therefore it could never
be connted upon, and gave one the constant pleasure
of surprises. Yes, Philip concluded that this was
one point of interest about her. She had not
learned how to hide herself, and the manner of
ler revelations was a continual refreshing variety,
inasmuch as what she had to reveal was only fair
and delicate and true. But what made the girl
so provokingly happy? so secure in her content-
ment? Mr. Dillwyn thought himself a happy
man; content with himself and with life; yet lifo
had reached something too like a dead level, and
himself, he was conscious, led a purposeless sort of
existence. What purpose indeed was there to
live for? But this little girl—Philip recalled the
bright, soft, clear expression of eye with which
she had looked at him; the very sweet curves of
happy consciousness about her lips; the confident
bearing with which she had spoken, as one who
had found a treasure which, as she said, satisfied
her. But it cannot! said Philip to himself. It is
that she is pure and sweet, and takes happiness
like a baby, sucking in what seems to ber the
pure milk of existence. It is true, the remembered
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expression of Loig’s features did not quite agree
with this explanation; pure and sweet, no doubt,
but also grave and high, and sometimes evidencing
a keen intellectual perception and wisdom. Not
just like a baby; and he found he could not dis-
miss the matter so. What made her then so hap-
py? Philip could not remember ever seeing a
grown person who seemed so happy; whose happi-
ness seemed to rest on such a steady foundation.
Can she be in love ? thought Dillwyn; and the idea
gave him a most unreasonable thrill of displeasure.
For a moment only; then his reason told him that
the look in Lois's face was not like that. It was
not the brilliance of ecstasy, it was the sunshine
of deep and fixed content. Why in the world
should Mr. Dillwyn wish that Lois were not so
content? so beyond what he or anybody could
give her? And having got to this point, Mr.
Dillwyn pulled himself up again. What business
was it of his, the particular spring of happiness
she had found to drink of? and if it quenched
her thirst, as she said it did, why should he be
anything but glad of it? Why, even if Lois were
bappy in some new-found human treasure, should
it move him, Philip Dillwyn, with discomfort?
Was it possible that he too could be following in
those steps of Tom Caruthers, from which Tom's
mother was at such pains to divert her son?
Philip began to see where he stood. Could it be?
—and what if ?

He studied the question now with a clear view
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of its bearings. He had got out of a fog. Lois
was all he had thought of her. Would she do for
" a wife for him? Uneducated—inexperienced—not
agreed with the habits of the world—wonted to very
different habits and society—with no family to give
weight to her name and honour to his choice,—all
that Philip pondered; and on the other side, the
loveliness, the freshness, the intellect, the character,
and the refinement, which were undoubted. He
pondered and pondered. A girl who was nobody,
and whom society would look upon as an intruder; a
girl who had had no advantages of education—how
she could express herselfso well and so intelligently
Philip could not conceive, but the fact was there;
Lois had had no education beyond the most simple
training of a school in the country;—would it do?
He turned it all over.and over, and shook his head.
It would be too daring an experiment; it would not
be wise; it would not do; he must give it up, all
thought of such a thing; and well that he had come
to handle the question so early, as else he might—
he might—have got so entangled that he could -
not save himself. Poor Tom! But Philip had no
mother to interpose to save him; and his sister was
not at hand. He went thinking about all this the
whole way back to his hotel; thinking, and shaking
his head at it. No, this kind of thing was for a
boy to do, not for a man who knew the world.
And yet, the image of Lois worried him.
I believe, he said to himself, I had better not see
the little witch again.
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Meanwhile he was not going to have much op-
portunity. Mrs. Wishart came home a little while
after Philip had gone. Lois was stitching by the
last fading light.

“ Do stop, my dear! you will put your eyes out.
Stop, and let us have tea. Has anybody been
here ?”

“ Mr. Dillwyn came. He went away hardly a
quarter of an hour ago.”

“Mr. Dillwyn! Sorry I missed him. | But he will
come again. I met Tom Caruthers; he is mourn-
ing about this going with his mother to Ilorida.”

*\What are they going for?” asked Lois.

“To escape the March winds, he says.”

“Who? Mr. Caruthers? He does not look deli-
cate.” :

Mrs. Wishart laughed. “Not very! And his
mother don't either, does she? But, my dear, peo-
ple are weak in different spots; it isn’t always in
their lungs.”

“ Are there no March winds in Florida?”

“Not where they are going. It is all sunshine
and oranges—and orange blossoms. But Tom is
not delighted with the prospect. What do you
think of that young man?”

“ He is a very handsome man.”

“Ishenot? But I did not mean that. Of course
you have eyes. I want to know whether you have
judgment.”

“I have not seen much of Mr. Caruthers to
judge by.”
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“No. Take what you have seen, and make the
most of it.”

“I don’t think I have judgment,” said Lois.
“About people, I mean, and men especially. Iam
not accustomed to New York people, besides.”

“ Are they different from Shampuashuh people ?”

“Q very.”

“How?"

“Miss Caruthers asked me the same thing,” said
Lois smiling. “I suppose at bottom all people are
alike; indeed I know they are. But in the country
I think they shew out more.”

“ Less disguise about them?”

“] think s0.”

“My dear, are wo such a set of masqueraders in
your eyes?”

“ No—" said Lois; “I did not mean that.”

“What do you think of Philip Dillwyn? Com-
pare him with young Caruthers.”

“I cannot,” said Lois. “Mr. Dillwyn strikes me
as a man who knows everything there is in all the
world.” :

“ And Tom, you think, does not?”

“ Not so much,” said Lois hesitating; “at least he
does not impress me so0.”

“You are more impressed with Mr. Dillwyn?”

“In what way?” said Lois simply. “I am im-
pressed with the sense of my own ignorance. I
should be oppressed Dy it, if it was my fault.”

“Now you speak like a sensible girl, as you are.
Lois, men do not care about women knowing much.”
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“Sensible men must.”

“They are precisely the ones who do not. It is
odd enough, but it is a fact. But go on; which of
these two do you like best?”

“] have seen most of Mr. Caruthers, you know.
But Mrs. Wishart, sensible men must like sense in
other people?”

“Yes, my dear; they do; unless when they want
to marry the people; and then their choice very
often lights upon a fool. I have seen it over and
over and over again; the clever one of a family is
passed by and a silly sister is the one chosen.”

“Why?”

“ A pink and white skin, or a pair of black brows,
or perhaps some soft blue eyes.”

“But people c¢annot live upon a pair of black
brows,” said Lois.

“They find that out afterwards.”

“Mr. Dillwyn talks as if he liked sense,” said
Lois. “I mean, he talks about sensible things.”

“Do you mean that Tom don’t, my dear?”

A slight colour rose on the cheek Mrs. Wishart
was looking at; and Lois said somewhat hastily
that she was not comparing.

“T shall try to find out what Tom talks to you
about, when he comes back from Florida. I shall
scold him if he indulges in nonsense.”

“It will be neither sense nor nonsense. I shall
be gone long before then.”

“ Gone whither?”

“Home—to Shampuashuh. I have been wanting
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to speak to you about it, Mrs. Wishart. I must go
in a very few days.”

“Nonsense! I shall not let you. I.cannot get
along without you. They don’t want you at home,
Lois.” .

“The garden does. And the dairywork will be
more now in a week or two; there will be more
milk to take care of, and Madge will want help.”

“ Dairywork! Lois, you must not do dairywork.
You will spoil your hands.”

Lois laughed. *“Somebody’s hands must do it
But Madge takes care of the dairy. My hands see
to the garden.”

“Is it necessary?”

“Why yes, ma'am, certainly, if we would h'a.vp
butter or vegetables; and you would not counsel
us to do without them. The two make half the liv-
ing of the family.”

“ And you really cannot afford a servant?”

“ No, nor want one,” said Lois. *“There are three
of us, and so we get along nicely.”

“ Apropos;—My dear, I am sorry that it is so, but
must is must. What I wanted to say to you is, that
it is not necessary to tell all this to other people.”

Lois looked up, surprised. “I have told no one
but you, Mrs. Wishart. O yes! I did speak to Mr.
Dillwyn about it, I believe.”

“Yes. Well, there is no occasion, my dear. It
is just as well not.”

“Is it better not? What is the harm? Every-
body at Shampnashuh knows it.”
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“Nobody knows it here; and there is no reason
why they should. I meant to tell you this before.”

“[ think I have told nobody but Mr. Dillwyn.”

“He is safe. Ionly speak for the future, my dear.”

“] don't understand yet,” said Lois half laughing.
“ Mrs. Wishart, we are not ashamed of it.”

“Certainly not, my dear; you have no occasion.”

“Then why should we be ashamed of it?” Lois
persisted.

“My dear, there is nothing to be ashamed of.
Do not think I mean that. Only, people here would
not understand it.”

“ How could they misunderstand it?”

“You do not know the world, Lois. People have
peculiar ways of looking at things; and they put
their own interpretation on things; and of course
they often make great blunders. And so, it is just

- as well to keep your own private affairs to yourself,
and not give them the opportunity of blundering.”

Lois was silent a little while.

“You mean,” she said then,—*“you think, that
some of these people I have been seeing here, would

. think less of me, if they knew how we do at home?”
- “They might, my dear. People are just so stupid
as that.”

“Then it seems to me T ought to let them know,”

- Lois said, half laughing again. “I do not like to
be taken for what I am not; and I do not want
to have anybody's good opinion on false grounds.”

. Her colour rose a bit at the same time.

“My dear, it is nobody’s business. And anybody
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that oace knew yon would judge you for yourself,
and v vt upon any adventitious circumstances. They
cannot, ‘r my opinion, think of you too highly.”

“[ tinuk it is better they should know at once
that I am a poor girl,” said Lois. However, she
reflected privately that it did not matter, as she
was going away so soon. And she remembered
also that Mr. Dillwyn had not seemed to think any
the less of her for what she had told him. Did
Tom Caruthers know ?

“But Lois, my dear, about your going— There
is no garden work to be done yet. It is March.”

“It will soon be April. And the ground must
be got ready, and potatoes must go in, and peas.”

“Surely somebody else can stick in potatoes and
peas.”

“They would not know where to put them.”

“Does it matter, where?”

“To be sure it does!” said Lois amused. “They
must not go where they were last year.”

“Why not?”

“I don't know! It seems that every plant wants
a particular sort of food, and gets it, if it can; snd
80, the place where it grows is more or less i 1mpov-
erished and would have less to nge it another year.
But a different sort of plant reqmung a different
sort of food, would be all right in that place.” A

“Food?” said Mrs. Wishart. “Do you mean ma. ¥
nure? you can have that put in."

“No, I do not mean that. I mean something the -,
plant gets from the soil itself” '

-~ \‘:".,‘
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“I do not understand! Well, my dear, wnte
them word where the peas must go.”

Lois laughed again.

“T hardly know myself, till T have studied the
map,” she said. “I mean, the map of the garden.
It is a more’difficult matter than you can guess, to
arrange all the new arrangement every spring; all
has to-be changed; and upon where the peas go
depends, perhaps, where the cabbages go, and the
corn, and the tomatoes, and everything else. It is
a matter for study.”

“ Can't somebody else do it for you?” Mrs. Wish-
art asked compassionately.

“There is no one else. We have just our three
selves; and all that is done we do; and the garden
is under my management.”

“ Well, my dear, you are wonderful women; that
is all T have to say. But Lois, you must pay me a
visit by and by in the summer time; I must have
that; I shall go to the Isles of Shoals for a while,
and I am going to have you there.”

“If I can be spared from home, dear Mrs. Wish-
art, it would be delightfull”



CHAPTER VIIL
MRS. ARMADALE.

T was a few days later, but March yet, and a keen
wind blowing from the sea. A raw day out of
doors; so much the more comfortable seemed the
good fire, and swept-up hearth, and gentle warmth
filling the farmhouse kitchen. The farmhouse was
not very large, neither by consequence was the
kitchen; however, it was more than ordinarily
pleasant to look at, because it was not a servants’
room; and so was furnished not only for the work
but also for the habitation of the family, who made
it in winter almost exclusively their abiding place.
The floor was covered with a thick, gay rag carpet;
a settee sofa looked inviting with its bright chintz
hangings; rocking chairs, well cushioned, were in
number and variety; and a basket of work here
and a pretty lamp there spoke of ease and quiet oc-
cupation. One person only sat there, in the best easy
chair, at the hearth corner; beside her a little table
with a large book upon it and a roll of knitting.

She was not reading nor working just now; waiting
99)
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perhaps, or thinking, with hands folded in her lap.
By the look of the hands they had done many a job
of hard work in their day; by the look of the face
and air of the person one could see that the hard
work was over. The hands were bony, thin, en-
larged at the joints, so as age and long rough usage
make them; but quiet hands now; and the face was
steady and calm, with no haste or restlessness upon
it any more, if ever there had been, but a very sweet
and gracious repose. It was a hard-featured coun-
tenance; it had never been handsome; only the
beauty of sense and character it had, and the dig-
nity of a well-lived life. Something more too; some-
thing of a more noble calm than even the fairest
retrospect can give; a more restful repose than
comes of mere cessation from labour; a deeper con-
tent than has its ground in the actual present. She
was a most reverent person, to see to. Just now
she was waiting for something, and listening; for
her ear caught the sound of a door, and then the
tread of swift feet coming down the stair, and then
Lois entered upon the scene; evidently fresh from
her journey. She had been to her room to lay by
her wrappings and change her dress; she was in a
dark stuff gown now, with an enveloping white
apron. She came up and kissed once more the face
which had watched her entrance.

“You've been gone a good while, Lois!”

“Yes, grandma. Too long, did you think ?”

“I don’ know, child. That depends on what you
stayed for.”
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“Does it? Grandma, I don’t know what I stayed
for. 1 suppose, because it was pleasant.”

“Pleasanter than here?”

“Grandma, I haven't been home long enough to
know. It all looks and feels so strange to me as
you cannot think!”

“What looks strange ?”

“Everything! The house, and the place, and
the furniture—I have been living in such a dif-
ferent world, till my eyes have grown unaccus-
tomed. You can't think how odd it is.”

“What sort of a world have you been living in,
Lois? Your letters didn't tell.” The old lady spoke
with a certain serious doubtfulness, looking at the
girl by her side.

“Didn’t they ?” Lois returned. “I suppose I did
not give you the impression because I had it not
myself. Ihad got accustomed to that, you see; and
I did not realize how strange it was. I just took
it as if I had always lived in it.”

“ What?”

“0O grandma, I can never tell you so that you
can understand! It was like living in the Arabian
Nights.”

“I don’t believe in no Arabian Nights.’

“And yet they were there, you see. Houses so
beautiful, and filled with such beautiful things; and
you know, grandmother, I like things to be pretty;
—and then, the ease, I suppose. Mrs. Wishart's
servants go about almost like fairies; they are hardly
seen or heard, but the work is done. And you
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never have to think about it; you go out, and come
home to find dinner ready, and capital dinners too;
and you sit reading or talking, and do not know
how time goes, till it is tea time; and then, there
comes the tea; and so it is in doors and out of doors.
All that is quite pleasant.”

“And you are sorry to be home again!”

“No indeed, I am glad. I enjoyed all I have
been telling you about, but I think I enjoyed it
quite long enough. It is time for me to be here.
Is the frost well out of the ground yet?”

“ Mr. Bince has been ploughin’.”

“Has he! I'm glad. Then I'll put in some peas
to-morrow. O yes! I am glad to be home, grand-
ma.” Her hand nestled in one of those worn, bony
ones affectionately.

“ Could you live just right there, Lois?”

“I tried, grandma.”

“Did all that help you?”

“] don’t know that it hindered. It might not be
good for always; but I was there only for a little
while, and I just took the pleasure of it.”

“Seems to me, you was there a pretty long spell,
to be called ‘a little while.” Aint it a dangerous
kind o' pleasure, Lois? Didn't you never get
tempted ?”

“Tempted to what, grandma ?”

“] don’ know! To want to live easy.”

“Would that be wrong?” said Lois, putting her
soft cheek alongside the withered one, so that her
wavy hair brushed it caressingly. Perbaps it was
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unconscious bribery. But Mrs. Armadale was never
bribed.

“It wouldn't be right, Lois, if it made you want
to get out o’ your duties.”

“I think it didn’t, grandma. I'm all ready
for them. And your dinner is the first thing.
Madge and Charity—you say they are gone to
New Haven?”

“Charity's tooth tormented her so, and Madge
wanted to get a bonnet; and they thought they'd
make one job of it. They didn't know you was
comin’ to-day, and they thought they'd just hit it,
to go before you come. They won't be back early
nother.” ~

“What have they left for your dinner?” said
Lois, going to rummage. ‘Grandma, here’s noth-
ing at all!”

“An egg’ll do, dear. They didn’t calkilate for
you.”

“An egg will do for me,” said Lois laughing;
“but there's only a crust of bread.”

“Madge calkilated to make tea biscuits after
she come home.”

“Then I'll do that now.”

Lois stripped up the sleeves from her shapely
arms, and presently was very busy at the great
kitchen table, with the board before her covered
with white cakes, and the cutter and rolling pin
still at work producing more. Then the fire was
made up and the tin baker set in front of the blaze,
charged with a panful for baking. Lois stripped
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down her sleeves, and set the table, cut ham and
fried it, fried eggs, and soon sat opposite Mrs.
Armadale pouring her out a cup of tea.

“This is cosy!” she exclaimed. ‘It is nice to
have you all alone for the first, grandma. What's
the news?”

“ Aint no news, child. Mrs. Saddler’s been to
New London for a week.” -

“ And I have come home. Is that all?”

“] don't make no count o’ news, child. ¢One
generation passeth away, and another generation
cometh; but the earth abideth for ever.'”

“ But one likes to hear of the things that change,
grandma.”

“Do ee? I like to hear of the things that
remain.”

“But grandma! the earth ltself changes; at least
it is as different in different places as anything
can be.”

“Some's cold, and some’s hot,” observed the old
lady.

“It is much more than that. The trees are dif-
ferent, and the fruits are different; and the animals;
and the country is different, and the buildings, and
the people’s dresses.”

“The men and women is the same,” said the old
lady contentedly.

“But no, not even that, grandma. They are_as
different as they can be and still be men and
women.”

“¢As in water face answereth to face, so the



MRS. ARMADALE. 99

heart of man to man’ Be the New York folks
8o queer, then, Lois?”

“0 no, not the New York people; though they are
different too; quite different from Shampuashuh—"

“How?”

Lois did not want to say. Her grandmother,
she thought, could not understand her; and if she
could understand, she thought she would be per-
haps hurt. She turned the conversation. Then
came the clearing away the remains of dinner;
washing the dishes; baking the rest of the tea-
cakes; cleansing and putting away the baker;
preparing flour for next day's bread-making; mak-
ing her own bed and putting her room in order;
doing work in the dairy which Madge was not at
home to take care of; brushing up the kitchen,
putting on the kettle, setting the table for tea.
Altogether Lois had a busy two or three hours,
before she could put on her afternoon dress and
come and sit down by her grandmother.

“It is a change!” she said smiling. “Such a
different life from what I have been living. You
can’t think, grandma, what a contrast between this
afternoon and last Friday.”

“What was then?”

“I was sitting in Mrs. Wishart's drawing room,
doing nothing but play work, and a gentleman
talking to me.”

“Why was he talking to you? Warn't Mrs.
Wishart there?”

“No; she was out.”

910580
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“ What did he talk to you for?”

“] was the only one there was,” said Lois. But
looking back, she could not avoid the thought that
Mr. Dillwyn’s long stay and conversation had not
been solely a taking up with what he could get.

“He could have gone away,” said Mrs. Armadale,
echoing her thought.

“] do not think he wanted to go away. I think
he liked to talk to me.” It was very odd too, she
thought. }

“ And did you like to talk to him?”

“Yes. You know I have not much to talk about;
but somehow he seemed to find out what there was.”

“ Had he much to talk about?”

“] think there is no end to that,” said Lois.
“He has been all over the world and seen every-
thing; and he is a man of sense, to care for the
things that are worth while; and he is educated;
and it is very entertaining to hear him talk.”

“Who is he? A young man?”

“Yes, he is young. O he is an old friend of Mrs.
Wishart.”

“Did you like him best of all the people yousaw?”

“0 no, not by any means. I hardly know him,
in fact; not so well as others.”

“Who are the others? ”

“ What others, grandmother?”

“The other people that you like better.”

Lois named several ladies, among them Mrs.
Wishart, her hostess.

“There's no men's names among them,” remarked
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Mrs. Armadale. “Didn’t you see none, savin’ that
one?”

“Plenty!” said Lois smiling.

“ An’ nary one that you liked ?”

“Why yes, grandmother; several; but of course—"

“What, of course?”

“1 was going to say, of course I did not have
much to do with them; but there was one I had a
good deal to do with.”

“Who was he?”

“He was a young Mr. Caruthers. O I did not
bhave much to do with Aim; only he was there
pretty often, and talked to me. He was pleasant.”

“ Was he a real godly man?”

“No, grandmother. He is not a Christian at all,
I think.”

“ And yet he pleased you, Lois?”

“I did not say so, grandmother.”

“] heerd it in the tone of your voice.”

“Did you? Yes, he was pleasant. I liked him
pretty well. People that you would call godly peo-
ple never came there at all. I suppose there must
be some in New York; but I did not sce any.”

There was silence a while.

“Eliza Wishart must keep poor company, if
there aint one godly one amoung 'em,” Mrs. Arma-
dale began again. But Lois was silent.

“ What do they talk about ?”

“Everything in the world, except that. People
and things, and what this one says and what that
one did, and this party and that party. I can't tell
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you, grandma. There seemed no end of talk; and
yet it did not amount to much when all was done.

_I am not speaking of a few, gentlemen like Mr.
Dillwyn, and a few more.”

“But he aint a Christian ?”

“No.”

“Nor t'other one? the one you liked.”

“No."”

“I'm glad you've come away, Lois.”

“Yes, grandma, and so am I; but why?”

“You know why. A Christian woman maunt
have nothin’ to do with men that aint Christian.”

“Nothing todo! Why, we must, grandma. We
cannot help seeing people and talking to them.”

“The snares is laid that way,” said Mrs. Armadale.

“ What are we to do, then, grandmother?”

“Lois Lothrop,” said the old lady suddenly sit
ting upright, * what's the Lord's will ?”

“ About—what?”

“ About drawin’ in a yoke with one that don't go
your way?"”

“ He says, don’t do it.”

“Then mind you don’t.”

“But grandma, there is no talk of any such thing
in this case,” said Lois, half laughing, yet a little
annoyed. “Nobody was thinking of such a thing.”

“You don’ know what they was thinkin' of.”

“] know what they could not have thought of.
I am different from them; I am not of their world;
and I am not educated, and I am poor. There is no
danger, grandmother.”
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“Lois, child, you never know where danger is
comin’. It's safe to have your armour on, and keep
out o' temptation. Tell me you'll never let yourself
like a man that aint Christian!”

“But I might not be able to help liking him.”

“Then promise me you'll never marry no sich a
one.”

“Grandma, I'm not thinking of marrying.”

" «Lois, what is the Lord's will about it ?”

“] know, grandma,” Lois answered rathersoberly.

“ And you know why. ‘Thy daughter thou shalt
not give unto his son, nor his daughter shalt thou
take unto thy son. For they will turn away thy
son from following me, that they may serve other
gods.’” [I've seen it, Lois, over and over agin. I've
seen 8 woman—or a man—witched away and
dragged down, till if they hadn't lost all the godli-
ness they ever had, it warn't because they didn't
seem 80. And the children grew up to be scape-
graces.”

“Don’t it sometimes work the other way?”

“ Not often, if a Christian man or woman has
married wrong with their eyes open. Cos it proves,
Lois, that proves, that the ungodly one of the two
has the most power; and what he has he’s like to
keep. Lois, I mayn't be here allays to look after
you; promise me that you'll do the Lord’s will.”

“1 hope I will, grandma,” Lois answered soberly.

“Read them words in Corinthians again.”

Lois got the Bible and obeyed, *‘Be ye not un-
equally yoked together with unbelievers: for what
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fellowship hath righteousness with unrighteous-
ness? and what communion hath light with dark-
ness? and what concord hath Christ with Belial? or
what part hath he that believeth with an infidel?’”

“ Lois, aint them words plain?”

“Very plain, grandma.”

* Will ye mind 'em?”

“Yes, grandma; by his grace.”

“ Ay, ye may want it,” said the old lady; ¢ but
it's safe to trust the Lord. An’ F'd rather have
you suffer heart-break follerin’ the Lord, than goin’
tother way. Now you may read to me, Lois.
We'll have it betore they come home.”

*“Who has read to you while I have been gone?”

“O one and another. Madge mostly; but Madge
don’t care, and so she don’ know how to read.”

Mrs. Armadale'’s sight was not good; and it was
the custom for one of the girls, Lois generally, to
read her a verse or two morning and evening.
Generally it was a small portion, talked over if
they had time, and if not, then thought over by the
old lady all the remainder of the day or evening, as
the case might be. For she was like the man of
whom it is written—* his delight is in the law of
the Lord, and in his law doth he meditate day and
night.”

“\What shall I read, grandma ?”

“You can't go wrong.”

The epistle to the Corinthians lay open beforo
Lois, and she read the words following those which
had just been called for.
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“¢And what agreement hath the temple ot God
with idols? for ye are the temple of the living God;
as God hath said, I will dwell in them, and walk
in them; and I will be their God, and they shall be
my people. Wherefore come ye out from among
them, and be ye separate, saith the Lord, and
touch not the unclean thing; and I will receive
you, and will be a father unto you, and ye shall be
my sons and daughters, saith the Lord Almighty.’”

If anybody had been there to see, the two
women made the loveliest picture at this moment.
The one of them old, weather-worn, plain-featured,
sitting with the quiet calm of the end of a work
day and listening; the other young, blooming,
fresh, lovely, with a wealth of youthful charms
about her, bending a little over the big book on
her lap; onh both faces a reverent sweet gravity
which was most gracious. Lois read and stopped,
without looking up.

“I think small of all the world, alongside o’ that
promise, Lois.”

“ And so do I, grandmother.”

“But, you see, the Lord’'s sons and daughters
has got to be separate from other folks.”

“In some ways.”

“Of course they've got to live among folks, but
they've got to be separate for all; and keep their
garments.”

“I do not believe it is easy in a place like New
York,” said Lois. “Seems to me, I was getting all
mixed up.” .
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“'Taint easy nowheres, child. Only, where the
way is very smooth, folks slides quicker.”

“ How can one be ‘separate,’ always, grandma?
in the midst of other people?”

“Take care that you keep nearest to God. Walk
with him; aud you'll be pretty sure to be separate
from the most o’ folks.”

There was no more said. Lois presently closed
the book aund laid it away, and the two sat in silence
awhile. I will not affirm that Lois did not feel
something of a stricture round her, since she had
given that promise so clearly. Truly the promise
altered nothing, it only made things somewhat more
tangible; and there floated now and then past Lois’s
mental vision an image of a handsome head, crowned
with graceful locks of luxuriant light brown hair,
and a face of winning pleasantness, and eyes that
looked eagerly into her eyes. It came up now be-
fore her, this vision, with a certain sense of ‘some-
thing lost. Not that she had ever reckoned that
image as a thing won; as belonging, or ever possi-
bly to belong, to herself; for Lois never had such a
thought for a moment. All the same came now
the vision before her with the commentary,—you
never can have it. That acquaintance, and that
friendship, and that intercourse, is a thing of the
past; and whatever for another it might have led
to, it could lead to nothing for you. It was not a
defined thought; rather a floating semi-conscious-
ness; and Lois presently rose up and went from
thought to action.



CHAPTER IX.
THE FAMILY. *

THE spring day was fading into the dusk of even-

ing, when feet and voices heard outside an-
nounced that the travellers were returning. And
in they came, bringing a breeze of business and a
number of tied-up parcels with them into the quiet
house.

“The table ready! how good! and the fire. O
it's Lois! Lois is here!—" and then there were warm
embraces, and then the old grandmother was kissed.
There were two girls, one tall, the other very tall.

“I'm tired to death!” said the former of these.
“Charity would do no end of work; you know she
is a steam engine, and she had the steam up to-day,
I can tell you. There'’s no saying how good supper
will be; for our lunch wasn’t much, and not good
at that; and there's something good here, I can tell
by my nose. Did you take care of the milk, Lois?
you couldn't know where to set it.”

“There is no bread, Lois. I suppose you found
out?” the other sister said.

“ 0 she's made biscuits!” said Madge. *Aren't
(107)
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you a brick, though, Lois! I was expecting we'd
have everything to do; and it's all done. Ain’t that
what you call comfortable? Is the tea made? I'll
be ready in a minute.”

But that was easier said than done.

“ Lois! what sort of hats are they wearing in New
York ?”

“Lois, are mantillas fashionable? The woman
in New Haven, the milliner, said everybody was
going to wear them. She wanted to make me get
one.” '

“We can make a mantilla as well as she can,”
Lois answered. .

“If we had the pattern! ‘But is everybody wear-
ing them in New York?”

[ think it must be early for mantillas.”

“0, lined and wadded of course. But is every-
body wearing them?”

“I do not know. I do not recollect.”

“Not recollect!” cried the tall sister. “ What
are your eyes good for? What do people wear?”

“] wore my coat and cape. 1 do not know very
well about other people. People wear different
things.”

“ 0 but that they do not, Lois!” the other sister
exclaimed. *There is always one thing that is the
fashion; and that is the thing one wants to know
about. Last year it was visites. Now what is it
this year? And what are the hats like ?”

“They are smaller.”

“There! And that woman in New Haven said
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they were going to be large still. Who is one to
trust!”

“You may trust me,” said Lois. “I am sure ot
so much. Moreover, there is my new straw bonnet,
which Mrs. Wishart gave me; you can see by that.”

This was very satisfactory; and talk ran on in
the same line for some time.

“ And Lois, have you seen a great many people ?
At Mrs. Wishart's, I mean.”

“Yes, plenty; at her house and at other houses.”

“Was it great fun?” Madge asked.

“Sometimes. But indeed, yes; it was great fun
generally, to see the different ways of people, and
the beautiful houses, and furniture, and pictures,
and everything.”

“Everything! Was everything beautiful ?”

“No, not beautiful; but everything in most of
.the houses where I went was handsome; often it
was magnificent.”

I suppose it seemed so to you,” said Charity.

“Tell us, Lois!” nrged the other sister.

“What do you think of solid silver dishes to hold
the vegetables on the table, and solid silver pudding
dishes, and gold tea spoons, in the most delicate
little painted cups?”

“] should say it was ridiculous,” said the elder
sister. *“What's the use o’ havin’ your vegetables
in silver dishes?”

“What's the use of having them in dishes at all?*
laughed Lois. “They might be served in big cab-
bage leaves; or in baskets.”
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“That's nonsense,” said Charity. “Of course
they must be in dishes of some sort; but vege-
tables don’t taste any better out o’ silver.”

“The dinner does not taste any better,” said
Lois, ® but it looks a deal better, I can tell you
You have just no idea, girls, how beautiful a
dinner table can be. The glass is beautiful; deli-
cate, thin, clear glass, cut with elegant flowers and
vines running over it. And the table linen is a
pleasure to see, just the damask; it is so white and
8o fine and so smooth, and woven in such lovely
designa. Mrs. Wishart is very fond of her table
linen, and has it in beautiful patterns. Then silver
is always handsome. Then sometimes there is a
most superb centre piece to the table; a magnifi-
cent tall thing of silver—I don’t know what to call
it; not a vase, and not a dish; but high, and with
different bowls or shells filled with flowers and
fruit. Why the mere ice creams sometimes were
in all sorts of pretty flower and fruit forms.”

“Jce cream!” cried Madge. A

"*“And I say, what's the use of all that?” said
Charity, who had not been baptized in character.

“The use is, its looking so very pretty,” Lois
answered.

“ And so, I suppose you would like to have your
vegetabl